Sir Edmund Orme

By Henry James

The gtatement gppears to have been written, though the fragment is undated, long after the death
of his wife, whom | take to have been one of the persons referred to. There is however nothing in
the drange story to establish this point, now perhaps not of importance. When | took possesson
of his effects | found these pages, in a locked drawer, among papers relating to the unfortunate
lady’s too brief career—she died in childbirth a year after her marriage: letters, memoranda,
accounts, faded photographs, cards of invitation. That's the only connexion | can point to, and
you may eadly, and will probably, think it too extravagant to have had a papable basis. | can't, |
dlow, vouch for his having intended it as a report of rea occurrence—I can only vouch for his
generd veracity. In any case it was written for himsdf, not for others. | offer it to others—
having full option—precisely because of its oddity. Let them, in respect to the form of the thing,
bear in mind that it was written quite for himsdif. I’ ve dtered nothing but the names.

If there's a sory in the matter | recognise the exact moment a which it began. This was on a
soft ill Sunday noon in November, just after church, on the sunny Parade. Brighton was full of
people; it was the height of the season and the day was even more respectable than lovely—
which helped to account for the multitude of walkers. The blue sea itself was decorous, it seemed
to doze with a gentle snore—if tha be decorum—while nature preached a sermon. After writing
letters al the morning | had come out to take a look &t it before luncheon. | leaned over the rall
dividing the King's Road from the beach, and | think | had smoked a cigarette, when | became
conscious of an intended joke in the shgpe of a light waking-gtick laid across my shoulders. The
idea, | found, had been thrown off by Teddy Bostwick of the Rifles and was intended as a
contribution to talk. Our talk came off as we grolled together—he aways took your arm to show
you he forgave your obtuseness about his humour—and looked at the people, and bowed to some
of them, and wondered who others were, and differed in opinion as to the prettiness of girls.
About Charlotte Marden we agreed, however, as we saw her come toward us with her mother;
and there surely could have been no one who wouldn't have concurred. The Brighton air used of
old to make plain girls pretty and pretty girls prettier gill—I don’t know whether it works the
gpdl now. The place was a any rate rare for complexions, and Miss Marden's was one that made
people turn round. It made us stop, heaven knows—at least it was one of the things, for we
dready knew the ladies.

We turned with them, we joined them, we went where they were going. They were only going
to the end and back—they had just come out of church. It was another manifestation of Teddy's
humour that he got immediate possesson of Charlotte, leaving me to wak with her mother.
However, | wasn't unhappy; the girl was before me and | had her to tak about. We prolonged
our walk; Mrs. Marden kept me and presently said she was tired and must rest. We found a place
on a sheltered bench—we gossiped as the people passed. It had dready struck me, in this pair,
that the resemblance between mother and daughter was wonderful even among such
resemblances, dl the more that it took so little account of a difference of nature. One often hears
mature mothers spoken of as warnings—sgnposts, more or less discouraging, of the way
daughters may go. But there was nothing deterrent in the idea that Charlotte should at fifty-five
be as beautiful, even though it were conditioned on her being as pale and preoccupied, as Mrs.



Marden. At twenty-two she had a rosy blankness and was admirably handsome. Her head had the
charming shape of her mother’s, and her features the same fine order. Then there were looks and
movements and tones—moments when you could scarce say if it were aspect or sound—which,
between the two appearances, referred and reminded.

These ladies had a smdl fortune and a chearful little house a Brighton, full of portraits and
tokens and trophies—duffed animas on the top of bookcases and sdlow varnished fish under
glass—to which Mrs. Marden professed hersdf attached by pious memories. Her husband had
been “ordered” there in ill hedth, to spend the last years of his life, and she had dready
mentioned to me that it was a place in which she fdt hersdf ill under the protection of his
goodness. His goodness appeared b have been great, and she sometimes seemed to defend it
from vague innuendo. Some sense of protection, of an influence invoked and cherished, was
evidently necessary to her; she had a dim wistfulness, a longing for security. She wanted friends
and had agood many. She was kind to me on our first meeting, and | never suspected her of the
vulgar purpose of “making up” to me—a suspicion of course unduly frequent in conceited young
men. It never struck me that she wanted me for her daughter, nor yet, like some unnaturd
mammeas, for hersdf. It was as if they had had a common deep shy need and had been ready to
say: “Oh be friendly to us and be trustful! Don’t be afraid—you won't be expected to marry us.”
“Of course theré's something about mamma: that's redly what makes her such a dear!” Charlotte
sad to me, confidentidly, a an early stage of our acquaintance. She worshipped her mother's
appearance. It was the only thing she was vain of; she accepted the raised eyebrows as a
chaming ultimate fact. “She looks as if she were waiting for the doctor, dear mamma,” she said
on another occasion. “Perhaps you're the doctor; do you think you are?’ It appeared in the event
that | had some hedling power. At any rate when | learned, for she once dropped the remark, thet
Mrs. Marden dso held there was something “awfully strange’ about Charlotte, the relation of the
two ladies couldn’t but be interesting. It was happy enough, a bottom; each had the other so on
her mind.

On the Parade the stream of drollers held its course and Charlotte presently went by with
Teddy Bostwick. She smiled and nodded and continued, but when she came back she stopped
and spoke to us. Captain Bostwick postively declined to go in—he pronounced the occasion too
jolly: might they therefore teke another turn? Her mother dropped a “Do as you like” and the
girl gave me an impertinent smile over her shoulder as they quitted us. Teddy looked a me with
his glass in one eye, but | didn't mind that: it was only of Miss Marden | was thinking as |
laughed to my companion. “ She'sabit of a coquette, you know.”

“Don’t say that—don't say that!” Mrs. Marden murmured.

“The nicest girls dways are—jug alittle” 1 was magnanimous enough to plead.

“Then why are they dways punished?’

The intengty of the question gtartled me—it had come out in a vivid flash. Therefore | had to
think a moment before | put to her: “What do you know of their punishment?’

“Wel—I was abad girl mysdf.”

“And were you punished?’

“I carry it through life)” she said as she boked away from me. “Ah!” she suddenly panted in
the next bresath, risng to her feet and saring & her daughter, who had regppeared again with
Captain Bostwick. She stood a few seconds, the queerest expression in her face; then she sank on
the seat again and | saw she had blushed crimson. Charlotte, who had noticed it dl, came sraight
up to her and, taking her hand with quick tenderness, seeted hersdf at her other sde. The girl had
turned pde— she gave her mother a fixed scared look. Mrs. Marden, who had had some shock



that escaped our detection, recovered hersdf; tha is she sat quiet and inexpressive, gazing a the
indifferent crowd, the sunny air, the dumbering sea My eye happened to fdl nevertheless on the
interlocked hands of the two ladies, and | quickly guessed the grasp of the elder to be violent.
Bostwick stood before them, wondering what was the matter and asking me from his little vacant
disk if 1 knew; which led Charlotte to say to him after a moment and with a certain irritation:
“Don’t gand there that way, Captain Bostwick. Go away—please go away.

| got up a this hoping Mrs. Marden wasn't ill; but she a once begged we wouldn't leave
them, that we would particularly stay and that we would presently come home to luncheon. She
drew me down beside her and for a moment | felt her hand press my arm in a way that might
have been an involuntary betrayad of didress and might have been a private sgnd. What she
should have wished to point out to me | couldn't divine perhaps she had seen in the crowd
somebody or something abnormd. She explained to us in a few minutes that she was dl right,
that she was only liable to papitations they came as quickly as they went. It was time to move—
a truth on which we acted. The incident was fdt to be closed. Bostwick and | lunched with our
sociable friends, and when | walked away with him he professed he had never seen crestures
more completely to histaste.

Mrs. Marden had made us promise to come back the next day to tea, and had exhorted us in
generd to come as often as we could. Yet the next day when, a five o'clock, | knocked at the
door of the pretty house it was but to learn that the ladies had gone up to town. They had left a
message for us with the butler: he was to say they had suddenly been caled and much regretted
it. They would be absent a few days. This was dl | could extract from the dumb domestic. | went
agan three days later, but they were ill away; and it was not till the end of a week that | got a
note from Mrs. Marden. “We're back,” she wrote: “do come and forgive us” It was on this
occasion, | remember—the occason of my going just after getting the note—that she told me she
had diginct intuitions. | don't know how many people there were in England & that time in that
predicament, but there were very few who would have mentioned it; so that the announcement
gruck me as origind, especidly as her point was tha some of these uncanny promptings were
connected with mysdf. There were other people present—idle Brighton folk, old women with
frightened eyes and irrdevant interjections—and | had too few minutes tak with Charlotte; but
the day after this | met them both a dinner and had the satisfaction of dtting next to Miss
Marden. | recdl this passage as the hour of its firg fully coming over me that she was a beautiful
liberd creature. | had seen her persondity in glimpses and gleams, like a song sung in snatches,
but now it was before me in a large rosy glow, as if it had been a full volume of sound. | heard
the whole of the air, and it was sweet fresh music, which | was often to hum over.

After dinner | had a few words with Mrs. Marden; it was a the time, late in the evening, when
tea was handed about. A servant passed near us with a tray, | asked her if she would have a cup,
and, on her assenting, took one and offered it to her. She put out her hand for it and | gave it to
her, safely as | supposed; but as her fingers were about to secure it she started and fatered, so
that both my frall vessd and its fine recipient dropped with a crash of porcelain and without, on
the part of my companion, the usua woman's motion to save her dress. | stopped to pick up the
fragments and when | raised mysdf Mrs. Marden was looking across the room a her daughter,
who returned it with lips of cheer but anxious eyes. “Dear mamma, what on earth is the matter
with you?' The slent question seemed to say. Mrs. Marden coloured just as she had done after
her strange movement on the Parade the other week, and | was therefore surprised when she said
to me with unexpected assurance: “You should redly have a seadier hand!” | had begun to
gammer a defence of my hand when | noticed her eyes fixed on me with an intense gpped. It



was ambiguous at firg and only added to my confusion; then suddenly | understood as plainly as
if she had murmured “Make bdieve it was you—make believe it was you.” The servant came
back to take the morsds of the cup and wipe up the spilt tea, and while | was in the midst of
making believe Mrs. Marden abruptly brushed away from me and from her daughter’'s atention
and went into another room. She gave no heed to the Sate of her dress.

| saw nothing more of ether that evening, but the next morning, in the King's Road, | met the
younger lady with a roll of musc in her muff. She told me she had been a little way done, to
practise duets with a friend, and | asked her if she would go a little way further in company. She
gave me leave to atend her to her door, and as we stood before it | inquired if | might go in. “No,
not to-day—I don't want you,” she sad very draight, though not unamigbly; while the words
caused me to direct a wistful disconcerted gaze at one of the windows of the house. It fel on the
white face of Mrs. Marden, turned out a us from the drawing-room. She stood long enough to
show it was she and not the gpparition | had come near taking it for, and then she vanished
before her daughter had observed her. The girl, during our walk, had said nothing about her. As |
had been told they didn't want me | left them done a little, after which certain hazards kept us
dill longer gpart. | findly went up to London, and while there received a pressng invitation to
come immediately down to Tranton, a pretty old place in Sussex belonging to a couple whose
acquaintance | had lately made.

| went to Tranton from town, and on arriving found the Mardens, with a dozen other people, in
the house. The firg thing Mrs. Marden said was “Will you forgive me?’ and when | asked what |
had to forgive she answered “My throwing my tea over you.” | replied that it had gone over
hersdf; whereupon she sad “At any rate | was very rude—but some day | think you'll
understand, and then you'll make alowances for me” The firs day | was there she dropped two
or three of these references—she had dready indulged in more than one—to the mydtic initiation
in store for me; so that | began, as the phrase is, to chaff her about it, to say I'd rather it were less
wonderful and take it out at once. She answered that when it should come to me I'd have indeed
to take it out—there would be little enough option. That it would come was privately clear to her,
a deep presentiment, which was the only reason she had ever mentioned the matter. Didn't |
remember she had spoken to me of intuitions? From the first of her seeing me she had been sure
there were things | shouldn’t escape knowing. Meanwhile there was nothing to do but wait and
keep coo’, not to be precipitate. She particularly wished not to become extravagantly nervous.
And | was aove dl not to be nervous mysdf—one got used to everything. | returned that though
| couldn't make out what she was taking of | was terribly frightened; the absence of a clue gave
such a range to one's imaginaion. | exaggerated on purpose; for if Mrs. Marden was mysifying
| can scarcely say she was darming. | couldn’'t imagine what she meant, but | wondered more
than | shuddered. | might have said to mysdf that she was a little wrong in the upper storey; but
that never occurred to me. She struck me as hopelesdy right.

There were other girls in the house, but Charlotte the most charming; which was 0 generdly
dlowed that she dmogt interfered with the daughter of ground game. There were two or three
men, and | was of the number, who actualy preferred her to the society of the beaters. In short
she was recognised as a form of sport superior and exquisite. She was kind to dl of us—she
made us go out late and come in early. | don't know whether she flirted, but several other
members of the party thought they did. Indeed as regards himsdf Teddy Bostwick, who had
come over from Brighton, was vishly sure.

The third of these days was a Sunday, which determined a pretty walk to morning service over
the fidds. It was grey windless weather, and the bel of the little old church that nesled in the



hollow of the Sussex down sounded near and domestic. We were a straggling procession in the
mild damp ar—which, as aways a that season, gave one the feding that after the trees were
bare there was more of it, a larger sky—and | managed to fdl a good way behind with Miss
Marden. | remember ¢ entertaining, as we moved together over the turf, a strong impulse to say
something intensely persond, something violent and important, important for me—such as that |
had never seen her s0 lovely or that that particular moment was the sweetest of my life. But
adways in youth, such words have been on the lips many times before they’'re spoken to any
effect; and | had the sense, not that | didn't know her well enough—I cared little for that—but
that she didn't sufficiently know me. In the church, a museum of old Tranton tombs and brasses,
the big Tranton pew was full. Severd of us were scattered, and | found a seat for Miss Marden,
and another for mysdf besde it, a a disance from her mother and from most of our friends.
There were two or three decent rustics on the bench, who moved in further to make room for us,
and | took my place firg, to cut off my companion from our neighbours. After she was seated
there was gtill a space |eft, which remained empty till service was about half over.

This at least was the moment of my noting that another person had entered and had taken the
seat. When | remarked him he had apparently been for some minutes in the pew—had settled
himsdf ad put down his hat beside him and, with his hands crossed on the knob of his cane,
was gazing before him at the dtar. He was a pde young man in black and with the ar of a
gentleman. His presence dightly startled me, for Miss Marden hadn't attracted my attention to it
by moving to make room for him. After a few minutes, obsaerving that he had no prayer-book, |
reached across my neighbour and placed mine before him, on the ledge of the pew; a manceavre
the motive of which was not unconnected with the posshility that, in my own dedtitution, Miss
Marden would give me one sde of her velvet volume to hold. The pretext however was destined
to fal, for a the moment | offered him the book the intruder— whose intruson | had s
condoned—rose from his place without thanking me, stepped noisdesdy out of the pew, which
had no door, and, so discreetly as to attract no attention, passed down the centre of the church. A
few minutes had sufficed for his devotions. His behaviour was unbecoming, his early departure
even more than his late arivd; but he managed so quietly that we were not incommoded, and |
found, on turning a little to glance after him, that nobody was disturbed by his withdrawd. | only
noticed, and with surprise, that Mrs. Marden had been so affected by it as to rise dl
involuntarily, in her place. She stared a him as he passed, but he passed very quickly, and she as
quickly dropped down again, though not too soon to catch my eye across the church. Five
minutes later | asked her daughter, in a low voice, if she would kindly pass me back my prayer-
book—I had waited to see if she would spontaneoudy perform the act. The girl restored this ad
to devotion, but had been so far from troubling hersdf about it that she could say to me as she
did so: “Why on earth did you put it there?” | was on the point of answering her when she
dropped on her knees, and at this | held my tongue. | had only been going to say: “To be decently
cvil.”

After the benediction, as we were leaving our places, | was dightly sirprised again to see that
Mrs. Marden, ingead of going out with her companions, had come up the aide to loin us, having
goparently something to say to her daughter. She sad it, but in an ingant | saw it had been a
pretext—her red business was with ne. She pushed Charlotte forward and suddenly breathed to
me “Did you see him?’

“The gentleman who sat down here? How could | help seeing him?’

“Hush!” she sad with the intensest excitement; “don’'t speak to her—don't tdl her!” She
dipped her hand into my am, to keep me near her, to keep me, it seemed, away from her



daughter. The precaution was unnecessary, for Teddy Bostwick had dready taken possesson of
Miss Marden, and as they passed out of church in front of me | saw one of the other men close
up on her other hand. It appeared to be felt that | had had my turn. Mrs. Marden released me as
soon as we got out, but not before | saw she had needed my support. “Don’'t speak to any one—
don't tell any one!” she went on.

“I don’'t understand. Tell any one what?’

“Why that you saw him.”

“Surely they saw him for themselves”

“Not one of them, not one of them.” She spoke with such passionate decison that | glanced a
her—she was staring draight before her. But she fdt the chalenge of my eyes and stopped short,
in the old brown timber porch of the church, with the others well in advance of us, where,
looking a me now and in quite an extraordinary manner, “You're the only person” she sad; “the
only person in the world.”

“But you, dear madam?”’

“Oh me—of course. That's my cursel” And with this she moved rapidly off to join the rest of
our group. | hovered a its outskirts on the way home—I had such food for ruminaion. Whom
had |1 seen and why was the apparition—it rose before my mind's eye dl clear agan—invisble
to the others? If an exception had been made for Mrs. Marden why did it condtitute a curse, and
why was | to share so questionable a boon? This apped, carried on in my own locked breest,
kept me doubtless quiet enough a luncheon. After that repast | went out on the old terrace to
smoke a cigarette, but had only taken a turn or two when | caught Mrs. Marden’s moulded mask
a the window of one of the rooms open to the crooked flags. It reminded me of he same flitting
presence behind the pane a Brighton the day | met Charlotte and walked home with her. But this
time my ambiguous friend didn’t vanish; she tapped on the pane and motioned me to come in.
She was in a queer little apartment, one of the many reception-rooms of which the ground-floor
at Tranton condgted; it was known as the Indian room and had a style denominated Eastern—
bamboo lounges, lacquered screens, lanterns with long fringes and drange idols in cabinets,
objects not held to conduce to sociability. The place was little used, and when | went round to
her we had it to ourselves. As soon as | gppeared she said to me: “Please tell me this—are you in
love with my daughter?’

| redly had a little to take my time. “Before | answer your question will you kindly tdl me
what gives you the idea? | don’t consider I’ ve been very forward.”

Mrs. Marden, contradicting me with her beautiful anxious eyes, gave me no satisfaction on the
point | mentioned; she only went on srenuoudy: “Did you say nothing to her on the way to
church?’

“What makes you think | said anything?

“Why the fact that you saw him.”

“Saw whom, dear Mrs. Marden?’

“Oh you know,” she answered, gravely, even a little reproachfully, as if | were trying to
humiliate her by making her name the unnamegble.

“Do you mean the gertleman who formed the subject of your strange statement in church—the
one who came into the pew?’

“You saw him, you saw him!” she panted with a strange mixture of dismay and rdlief.

“Of course | saw him, and so did you.

“It didn’t follow. Did you fed it to be inevitable?’

| was puzzled again. “Inevitable?’



“That you should see him?’

“Certainly, snceI’'m not blind.”

“You might have been. Every one dse is” | was wonderfully at sea and | frankly confessed it
to my questioner, but the case wasn't improved by her presently exclaming: “1 knew you would,
from the moment you should be redly in love with her! | knew it would be the test—what do |
mean?—the proof.”

“Are there such strange bewilderments attached to that high state?” | smiled to ask.

“You can judge for yoursdf. You see him, you see him!”—she quite exulted in it. “You'll see
him again.”

“I"'ve no objection, but | shal take more interest in him if you'll kindly tel me who heis”

She avoided my eyes—then conscioudy met them. “I'll tel you if you'll tdl me firg what you
sad to her on the way to church.”

“Has shetold you | said anything?’

“Do | need that?’ she asked with expression.

“Oh yes, | remember—your intuitiond But I'm sorry to see they're at fault this time; because |
really said nothing to your daughter that was the least out of the way.”

“Areyou very very sure?’

“On my honour, Mrs. Marden.”

“Then you consder that you're not in love with her?’

“That's another affair!” | laughed.

“You are—you are! You wouldn't have seen him if you hadn’t been.”

“Then who the deuce is he, madam?’'—I pressed it with some irritation.

Yet she would ill only question me back. “Didn’'t you & least want to say something to her—
didn’'t you come very near it?’

Wédll, this was more to the pint; it judified the famous intuitions. “Ah ‘near’ it as much as you
like—cdll it the turn of ahair. | don't know what kept me quiet.”

“That was quite enough,” sad Mrs. Marden. “It isn't what you say that makes the difference;
it swhat you fed. That’ swhat he goes by.”

| was annoyed at last by her reiterated reference to an identity yet to be established, and |
clagped my hands with an ar of supplication which covered much red impatience, a sharper
curiosity and even the firgt short throbs of a certain sacred dread. “I entreat you to tell me whom
you re talking about.”

She threw up her ams, looking away from me, as if to shake off both reserve and
respongbility. “Sir Edmund Orme.”

“And who may Sir Edmund Orme be?’

At the moment | spoke she gave a dart. “Hush—here they come. Then as, following the
direction of her eyes, | saw Charlotte, out on the terrace, by our own window, she added, with an
intengty of warning: “Don’t notice him—never!”

The girl, who now had had her hands besde her eyes, peering into the room and smiling,
sgned to us, through the glass to admit her; on which | went and opened the long window. Her
mother turned away and she came in with a laughing chdlenge “Wha plot in the world are you
two hatching here?” Some planr—I forget what—was in prospect for the afternoon, as to which
Mrs. Marden's participation or consent was solicited, my own adheson being taken for granted;
and she had been hdf over the place in her quest. | was flurried, seeing the eder woman was—
when she turned round to meet her daughter she disguised it to extravagance, throwing hersdf on
the girl’s neck and embracing her—so that, to passit off, | overdid my galantry.



“I’ve been asking your mother for your hand.”

“Oh indeed, and has she given it?” Miss Marden gally returned. “She was just going to when
you appeared there.”

“Widl, it'sonly for amoment—I’ll leave you free”

“Do you like him, Charlotte?” Mrs. Marden asked with a candour | scarcely expected.

“It's difficult to say before him, ign't it?” the charming cresture went on, entering into the
humour of the thing, but looking at me asif she scarce liked me at dl.

She would have had to say it before another person as wdl, for at that moment there stepped
into the room from the terrace—the window had been left open—a gentleman who had come
into sght, at least into mine, only within the ingdant. Mrs. Marden had said “Here they come, but
he appeared to have followed her daughter at a certain distance. | recognised him at once as the
personage who had sat besde us in church. This time | saw him better, saw his face and his
cariage were srange. | spesk of him as a personage, because one fdt, indescribably, as if a
reigning prince had come into the room. He held himsdf with something of te grand ar and as
if he were different from his company. Yet he looked fixedly and gravely a me, till 1 wondered
what he expected. Did he consder that | should bend my knee or kiss his hand? He turned his
gyes in the same way on Mrs. Marden, but she knew what to do. After the first agitation
produced by his approach she took no notice of him whatever; it made me remember her
passionate adjuration to me. | had to achieve a great effort to imitate her, for though | knew
nothing aout him but that he was Sir Edmund Orme his presence acted as a strong apped,
amost as an oppression. He stood there without speaking—young pale handsome cleantshaven
decorous, with extreordinary light blue eyes and something old-fashioned, like a portrait of years
ago, in his heed and in his manner of wearing his har. He was in complete mourning—one
immediately took him for very well dressed—and he carried his hat in his hand. He looked again
grangely hard a me, harder than any one in the world had ever looked before; and | remember
feding rather cold and wishing he would say something. No slence had ever seemed to me 0
soundless. All this was of course an impresson intensely rapid; but that it had consumed some
ingtants was proved to me suddenly by the expresson of countenance of Charlotte Marden, who
dared from one of us to the other—he never looked at her, and she had no appearance of looking
a him—and then broke out with: “What on earth is the matter with you? You've such odd
faces” | fdt the colour come back to mine, and when she went on in the same tone: “One would
think you had seen a ghost!” | was conscious | had turned very red. Sir Edmund Orme never
blushed, and | was sure no embarrassment touched him. One had met people of that sort, but
never any one with so high an indifference.

“Don't be impertinent, and go and tel them dl that I'll join them” sad Mrs. Maden with
much dignity but with atremor of voice that | caught.

“And will you come—you?’ the girl asked, turning away. | made no answer, taking the
question somehow as meant for her companion. But he was more dlent than |, and when she
reached the door—she was going out that way—she stopped, her hand on the knob, and looked
a me, repeating it. | assented, springing forward to open the door for her, and as she passed out
she exdamed to me mockingly: “You haven't got your wits about you—you shan't have my
hand!”

| closed the door and turned round to find that Sr Edmund Orme had during the moment my
back was presented to him retired by the window. Mrs. Marden stood there and we looked at
each other long. It had only then—as the girl flitted away—come home to me that her daughter
was unconscious of what had happened. It was that oddly enough, that gave me a sudden sharp



shake—not my own perception of our vigtor, which fdt quite naturd. 1t made the fact vivid to
me that she had been equdly unaware of him in church, and the two facts together—now that
they were over—sat my heart more sensbly beating. | wiped my forehead, and Mrs. Marden
broke out with alow distressful wail: “Now you know my life—now you know my lifel”

“In God' s name who is he—what is he?’

“He’'saman | wronged.”

“How did you wrong him?’

“Oh awfully—years ago.”

“Years ago? Why, he' s very young.”

“Young—young?’ cried Mrs. Marden. “He was born before | was!”

“Then why does he look s07’

She came nearer to me, she laid her hand on my arm, and there was something in her face that
meade me shrink alittle. “Don’'t you understand—don't you feel ?” she intensdly put to me.

“| fed very queer!” | laughed; and | was conscious that my note betrayed it.

“He'sdead!” said Mrs. Marden, from her white face.

“Dead?’ | panted. “ Then that gentleman was—?’ | couldn’t even say aword.

“Cdl him what you like—there are twenty vulgar names. He's a perfect presence.”

“He's a splendid presence!” | cried. “The place is haunted, haunted!” | exulted in the word as
if it sood for dl | had ever dreamt of.

“It isn’'t the place—morée sthe pity!” sheingantly returned. “ That has nothing to do with it!”

“Thenit'syou, dear lady?’ | said asif thiswere ill better.

“No, nor me either—I wish it werel”

“Perhapsit'sme,” | suggested with asckly amile,

“It's nobody but my child—my innocent, innocent child!” And with this Mrs. Marden broke
down—she dropped into a chair and burst into tears. | ssammered some question—I pressed on
her some bewildered appedl, but she waved me off, unexpectedly and passonately. | persisted—
couldn't 1 help her, couldn’'t | intervene? “You have intervened,” she sobbed; “you're in i,
you'reinit.”

“I'm very glad to be in anything so extraordinary,” | boldly declared.

“Glad or not, you can’'t get out of it.”

“| don’'t want to get out of it—it’stoo interesting.”

“I'm glad you like it"” She had turned from me, making haste to dry her eyes. “And now go
avay.

“But | want to know more about it.”

“You'll seedl you want. Go away!”

“But | want to understand what | see.”

“How can you—when | don’'t understand myself?” she helplesdy cried.

“We'll do so together—we |l make it out.”

At this she got up, doing what more she could to obliterate her tears. “Yes, it will be better
together—that’ swhy I've liked you.”

“Ohwell seeit through!” | returned.

“Then you must control yourself better.”

“I will, I will—with practice.”

“You'll get used to it,” sad my friend in a tone | never forgot. “But go and join them—1I'll
comein a moment.”



| passed out to the terrace and felt | had a part to play. So far from dreading another encounter
with the “perfect presence” as she had cdled it, | was affected dtogether in the sense of
pleasure. | desired a renewa of my luck: | opened mysdf wide to the impression; | went round
the house as quickly as if | expected to overtake Sir Edmund Orme. | didn't overtake him just
then, but the day wasn't to close without my recognising that, as Mrs. Marden had sad, | should
seedl | wanted of him.

We took, or mogt of us took, the collective sociable wak which, in the English country-house,
is—or was a that time—the consecrated pastime of Sunday afternoons. We were restricted to
such a regulated ramble as the ladies were good for; the afternoons moreover were short, and by
five o'clock we were restored to the firesde in the hdl with a sense, on my part a least, that we
might have done a little more for our tea. Mrs. Marden had said she would join us, but she hadn’t
appeared; her daughter, who had seen her again before we went out, only explained that she was
tired. She remained invisble dl the afternoon, but this was a detail to which | gwve as little heed
as | had given to the circumgtance of my not having Charlotte to mysdf, even for five minutes,
during dl our wak. | was too much taken up with another interest to care; | felt benesth my feet
the threshold of the strange door, in my life, which had suddenly been thrown open and out of
which came an ar of a keenness | had never bresthed and of a taste stronger than wine. | had
heard dl my days of gpparitions, but it was a different thing to have seen one and to know that |
should in all likdihood see it familialy, as | might say, again. | was on the look-out for it as a
pilot for the flash of a revolving light, and ready to generdise on the snister subject, to answer
for it to dl and sundry that ghosts were much less darming and much more amusing than was
commonly supposed. Theré's no doubt that | was much uplifted. | couldn't get over the
diginction conferred on me, the exception—in the way of mysic enlargement of vison—made
in my favour. At the same time | think | did judice to Mrs. Marden’'s absence—a commentary,
when | came to think, on what she had said to me: “Now you know my life” She had probably
been exposed to our hoverer for years, and, not having my firm fibre, had broken down under it.
Her nerve was gone, though $e had aso been able to atest that, in a degree, one got used to it.
She had got used to bresking down.

Afternoon tea, when the dusk fell early, was a friendly hour a Tranton; the firdight played into
the wide white last-century hdl; sympathies dmost confessed themsdves, lingering together,
before dressing, on degp sofas, in muddy boots, for last words after waks, and even solitary
absorption in the third volume of a novel that was wanted by some one ese seemed a form of
genidity. | watched my moment and went over to Charlotte when | saw her about to withdraw.
The ladies had left the place one by one, and after | had addressed mysdf to her particularly the
three men who had been near gradudly dispersed. We had a little vague tdk—she might have
been a good ded preoccupied, and heaven knows | was—after which she said she mugt go: she
should be late for dinner. | proved to her by book that she had plenty of time, and she objected
that she must a any rate go up to see her mother, who, she feared, was unwdl.

“On the contrary, she's better than she has been for a long time—I’ll guarantee that,” | said.
“She has found out she can have confidence in me, and that has done her good.” Miss Marden
had dropped into her char again, | was sanding before her, and she looked up a me without a
gmile, with a dim digress in her beautiful eyes not exactly as if | were hurting her, but as if she
were no longer disposed to treat as a joke what had passed—whatever it was, it would give a the
same time no ground for the extreme of solemnity—between her mother and mysdf. But | could
answer her enquiry in al kindness and candour, for | was redly conscious that the poor lady had



put off a part of her burden on me and was proportionately relieved and eased. “I’'m sure she has
dept dl the afternoon as she hasn't dept for years” | went on. “Y ou’'ve only to ask her.”

Charlotte got up again. “Y ou make yoursdf out very useful.”

“You've a good quarter of an hour,” | said. “Haven't | a right to talk to you a little this way,
aone, when your mother has given me your hand?’

“And is it your mother who has given me yours? I'm much obliged to her, but | don't want it. |
think our hands are not our mothers —they happen to be our own!” laughed the girl.

“Sit down, st down and let metdl you!” | pleaded.

| gill stood there, urgently, to see if she wouldn’t oblige me. She cast about, looking vagudy
this way and that, as if under a compulson that was dightly painful. The empty hdl was quiet—
we heard the loud ticking of the great clock. Then she dowly sank down and | drew a chair close
to her. This made me face round to the fire again, and with the movement | saw disconcertedly
that we weren't done. The next ingant, more strangely than | can say, my discomposure, nstead
of increasing, dropped, for the person before the fire was Sir Edmund Orme. He stood there as |
had seen him in the Indian room, looking a me with the expressonless attention that borrowed
gravity from his sombre distinction. | knew so much more about him now that | had to check a
movement of recognition, an acknowledgement of his presence. When once | was aware of it,
and that it lasted, the sense that we had company, Charlotte and |, quitted me: it was impressed
on me on the contrary that we were but the more markedly thrown together. No influence from
our companion reached her, and | made a tremendous and very nearly successful effort to hide
from her that my own senshility was other and my nerves as tense as hap-grings. | say “very
nearly,” because she watched me an ingant—while my words were arrested—in a way that made
me fear she was going to say again, as she had said in the Indian room:

“What on earth is the matter with you?’

Wha the matter with me was | quickly told her, for the full knowledge of it rolled over me
with the touching sght of her unconsciousness. It was touching that she became, in the presence
of this extraordinary portent. What was portended, danger or sorrow, bliss or bane, was a minor
question; dl | saw, as she sat there, was that, innocent and charming, she was close to a horror,
as she might have thought it, that happened to be veled from her but that might a& any moment
be disclosed. | didn't mind it now, as | found—at least more than | could bear; but nothing was
more possble than she should, and if it wasn't curious and interesing it might eesily be
gopdling. If | didn't mind it for mysdf, | afterwards made out, this was largely because | was 0
taken up with the idea of protecting her. My heart, dl a once beat high with this view; |
determined to do everything | could to keep her sense sedled. What | could do might have been
obscure to me if | hadn’t, as the minutes lgpsed, become more aware than of anything else that |
loved her. The way to save her was to love her, and the way to love her was to tdll her, now and
here, that | did so. Sr Edmund Orme didn’t prevent me, especidly as after a moment he turned
his back to us and stood looking discreetly at the fire. At the end of another moment he leaned
his head on his am, againg the chimney-piece, with an ar of gradud dgection, like a Spirit ill
more weary than discreet. Charlotte Marden rose with a start at what | said to her—she jumped
up to escape it; but she took no offence: the feding | expressed was too real. She only moved
about the room with a deprecating murmur, and | was S0 busy following up any little advantage |
might have obtained that | didn't notice in what manner Sir Edmund Orme disgppeared. | only
found his place presently vacant. This made no difference—he had been so smdl a hindrance; |
only remember being suddenly sruck with something inexorable in the sweet sad headshake
Charlotte gave me.



“l don't ask for an answer now,” | said; “lI only want you to be sure—to know how much
dependsonit.”

“Oh | don't want to give it to you now or ever!” she replied. 1 hate the subject, please—I wish
one could be let done” And then, since | might have found something harsh in this irrepressble
artless cry of beauty beset, she added, quickly vagudy kindly, as she lft the room:

“Thank you, thank you—thank you so very much!”

At dinner | was generous enough to be glad for her that, on the same sde of the table with me,
she hadn’t me in range. Her mother was nearly opposte me, and just after we had sat down Mrs.
Marden gave me a long deep look, that expressed, and to the utmost, our strange communion. It
meant of course “She has told me” but it meant other things beside. At any rate | know wha my
mute response to her conveyed: “I’'ve seen him again—I’ve seen him again!” This didn't prevent
Mrs. Marden from tregting her neighbours with her usud scrupulous blandness. After dinner,
when, in the drawing-room, the men joined the ladies and | went straight up to her to tell her how
| wished we might have some quiet words, she sad a once, in a low tone, looking down a her
fan while she opened and shut it: “He's here—he’ s here.”

“Here?" | looked round the room, but was disappointed.

“Look where she is” sad Mrs. Marden, just with the faintest asperity. Charlotte was in fact not
in the man sdoon, but in a smdler into which it opened and which was known as the morning-
room. | took a few steps and saw her, through a doorway, upright in the middle of the room,
taking with three gentlemen whose backs were practicaly turned to me. For a moment my quest
seemed vain; then | knew one of the gentlemen—the middle one—could but be Sr Edmund
Orme. This time it was surprisng that the others didn't see him. Charlotte might have seemed
absolutdly to have her eyes on him and to be addressng him draight. She saw me &fter an
ingant, however, and immediately averted hersdf. | returned to her mother with a sharpened fear
the girl might think | was watching her, which would be unjust. Mrs. Marden had found a smdl
sofa—a little gpart—and | sat down beside her. There were some questions | had so wanted to go
into that 1 wished we were once more in the Indian room. | presently gathered however that our
privecy quite sufficed. We communicated s0 closdly and completdly now, and with such slent
reciprocities, that it would in every circumstance be adequate.

“Ohyes, he'sthere,” | said; “and at about a quarter-past seven hewasin the hal.”

“I knew it a thetime—and | was so glad!” she answered straight.

“So glad?’

“That it was your affar thistime and not mine. It'sa rest for me.”

“Did you deep dl the afternoon?’ | then asked.

“As| haven't done for months. But how did you know that?’

“As you knew, | take it, that Sr Edmund was in the hal. We shdl evidently each of us know
things non—where the other’ s concerned.”

“Where he's concerned,” Mrs. Marden amended. “It's a blessing, the way you take it,” she
added with along mild sgh.

“I takeit,” | a once returned, “as a man who'sin love with your daughter.”

“Of course—of coure” Intense as | now felt my desire for the girl to be | couldn’'t help
laughing a litle & the tone of these words and it led my companion immediady to say:
“Otherwise you wouldn't have seen him.”

Wedll, | esteemed my privilege, but | saw an objection to this. “Does every one see him who's
in love with her? If so there would be dozens”

“They’'re not in love with her asyou are.



| took this in and couldn’t but accept it. “I can of course only spesk for mysdf—and | found a
moment before dinner to do so0.”

“She told me as soon as she saw me,” Mrs. Marden replied.

“And have | any hope—any chance?”’

“That you may haveiswhat | long for, what | pray for.”

The sore sincerity of thistouched me. “Ah how can | thank you enough?’ | murmured.

“I believeit will dl pass—if she only lovesyou,” the poor woman pursued.

“Itwill dl pass?’ | wasalittleat aloss.

“I' mean we shdl then berid of him—shall never see him again.”

“Ohif shelovesmel don’t care how often | see him!” | roundly returned.

“Ah you take it better than | could,” said my companion. “You've the happiness not to know—
not to understand.”

“I don’'t indeed. What on earth does he want?’

“He wants to make me suffer.” She turned her wan face upon me with it, and | saw now for the
fird time, and saw wdl, how pefectly, if this had been our vistant's desgn he had done his
work. “For what | did to him,” she explained.

“And what did you do to him?’

She gave me an unforgettable look. “I killed him.” As | had ssen him fifty yards off only five
minutes before, the words gave me a dart. “Yes, | make you jump; be careful. He's there ill,
but he killed himsdf. | broke his heart—he thought me awfully bad. We were to have been
married, but | broke it off—just at the last. | saw some one | liked better; | had no reason but that.
It wasn't for interest or money or podtion or any of that baseness. All the good things were his.
It was Smply thet | fel in love with Mgor Marden. When | saw him | fdt | couldri't marry any
one ds. | wasn't in love with Edmund Orme; my mother and my eder, my maried, sser had
brought it about. But he did love me and | knew— that is dmost knew!'—how much! But | told
him | didn't care—that | couldn’'t, that | wouldn’t ever. | trew him over, and he took something,
some abominable drug or draught that proved fatd. It was dreadful, it was horrible, he was found
that way—he died in agony. | maried Mgor Maden, but not for five years. | was happy,
perfectly happy—time obliterates. But when my husband died | began to see him.”

| hed listened intently, wondering. “To see your husband?’

“Never, never—that way, thank God! To see him—and with Chartie, dways with Chartie. The
firg time it nearly killed me—about seven years ago, when she firs came out. Never when I'm
by mysdf—only with her. Sometimes not for months, then every day for a week. I've tried
everything to bresk the spell—doctors and regimes and climates, I've prayed to God on my
knees. That day a Brighton, on the Parade with you, when you thought | was ill, that was the
firs for an age. And then in the evening, when | knocked my tea over you, and the day you were
at the door with her and | saw you from the window—each time he was there.”

“l see, | see” | was more thrilled than | could say. “It’s an apparition like another.”

“Like another? Have you ever seen another?” she cried.

“No, | mean the sort of thing one has heard of. It's tremendoudy interesting to encounter a
case.

“Doyou cdl mea‘case?” my friend cried with exquisite resentmen.

“I was thinking of mysdf.”

“Oh you'retheright onel” she went on. “I was right when | trusted you.”

“I’'m devoutly grateful you did; but what made you do it?’ | asked.



“I had thought the whole thing out. 1 had had time to in those dreadful years while he was
punishing me in my daughter.”

“Hardly that,” | objected, “if Miss Marden never knew.”

“That has been my terror, that she will, from one occason to another. I've an unspeskable
dread of the effect on her.”

“She shan't, she shan't!” | engaged in such a tone that several people looked round. Mrs.
Marden made me rise, and our talk dropped for that evening. The next day | told her | must leave
Tranton—it was neither comfortable nor consderate to reman as a rgected suitor. She was dis-
concerted, but accepted my reasons, only appeding to me with mournful eyes: “You'll leave me
adone then with my burden?’ It was of course understood between us that for many weeks to
come there would be no discretion in “worrying poor Charlotte’: such were the terms in which,
with odd feminine and maernd inconsgency, she dluded to an attitude on my pat that she
favoured. | was prepared to be heroicadly consderate, but | held that even this delicacy permitted
me to say a word to Miss Marden before | went. | begged her after breakfast to take a turn with
me on the terrace, and as she hedtated, looking a me digtantly, | let her know it was only to ask
her a question and to say good-bye—I was going away for her.

She came out with me and we passed dowly round the house three or four times. Nothing is
finer than this great ary platform, from which every glance is a sweep of the country with the
sea on the furthest edge. It might have been that as we passed the windows we were conspicuous
to our friends in the house, who would make out sarcadticdly why | was so sgnificantly bolting.
But | didn't care; | only wondered if they mightn't redly this time receive the impresson of Sr
Edmund Orme, who joined us on one of our turns and strolled dowly on the other sde of
Charlotte. Of what odd essence he was made | know now; I've no theory about him—Ileaving
that to others—any more than about such or such another of my fdlow mortds (and his law of
being) as | have ebowed in life He was as pogtive, as individud and ultimate a fact as any of
these. Above dl he was by every seeming, of as fine and as sendtive, of as thoroughly
honourable, a mixture; so that | should no more have thought of taking a liberty, of practisng an
experiment, with him, of touching him, for ingance, or of addressng him, snce he st the exam
ple of dlence, than | should have thought of committing any other socid grossness. He had
dways, as | saw more fully later, the perfect propriety of his postion—looked adways arrayed
and anointed, and carried himsdf ever, in each particular, exactly as the occason demanded. He
struck me as drange, incontestably, but somehow aways struck me as right. |1 very soon came to
attach an idea of beauty to his unrecognised presence, the beauty of an old story, of love and pain
and desth. What | ended by feding was that he was on my dde, watching over my interes,
looking to it that no trick should be played me and that my heart a least shouldn’'t be broken. Oh
he had taken them serioudy, his own wound and his own loss—he had certainly proved this in
his day. If poor Mrs. Marden, responsible for these things, had, as she told me, thought the case
out, | dso treated it to the finest andyss | could bring to bear. It was a case of retributive justice,
of the vigting on the children of the sns of the mothers, since not of the fathers. This wretched
mother was to pay, in suffering, for the suffering she had inflicted, and as the dispostion to trifle
with an honest man's just expectations might crop up again, to my detriment, in the child, the
latter young person was to be studied and watched, so that she might be made to suffer should
she do an equa wrong. She might emulate her parent by some play of characteridtic perversity
not less than she resembled her in charm; and if that impulse should be determined in her, if she
should be caught, that is to say, in some breach of fath or some heartless act, her eyes would on
the spot, by an inddious logic, be opened suddenly and unpitiedly to the “perfect presence”



which she would then have to work as she could into her conception of a young lady’s universe.
| had no great fear for her, because | hadn't fdt her lead me on from vanity, and | knew that if |
was disconcerted it was because | had mysdf gone too fast. We should have a good ded of
ground to get over a least before | should be in a postion to be sacrificed by her. She couldn’t
take back what she had given before she had given rather more. Whether | asked for more was
indeed another matter, and the question | put to her on the terrace that morning was whether |
might continue during the winter to come to Mrs. Marden's house. | promised not to come too
often and not to speak to her for three months of the issue | had raised the day before. She replied
that | might do as| liked, and on this we parted.

| carried out the vow | had made her; | hdd my tongue for my three months. Unexpectedly to
mysdf there were moments of this time when she did drike me as cgpable of mising my
homage even though she might be indifferent to my heppiness. | wanted so to make her like me
that 1 became subtle and ingenious, wonderfully aert, patiently diplomatic. Sometimes | thought
| had earned my reward, brought her to the point of saying: “Wél, wdl, you're the best of them
dl—you may spesk to me now.” Then there was a greater blankness than ever in her beauty and
on certain days a mocking light in her eyes, a light of which the meaning seemed to be “If you
don't take care | will accept you, to have done with you the more effectudly.” Mrs. Marden was
a great hdp to me smply by believing in me, and | vaued her fath dl the more that it continued
even through a sudden intermission of the miracle that had been wrought for me. After ar vigt
to Tranton Sr Edmund Orme gave us a holiday, and | confess it was a first a disgppointment to
me. | fdt mysdf by so much less designated, less involved and connected—adl with Charlotte |
mean to say. Oh, don't cry till you're out of the wood,” was her mother's comment; “he has let
me off sometimes for sx months. Hell breek out agan when you leest expect it—he
understands his game.” For her these weeks were happy, and she was wise enough not to tak
about me to the girl. She was s0 good as to assure me | was taking the right line, that | looked as
if 1 fet secure and that in the long run women give way to this. She had known them do it even
when the man was a fool for that gppearance, for that confidence—a fool indeed on any terms.
For hersdlf she fdt it a good time, dmost her best, a Saint Martin's summer of the soul. She was
better than she had been for years, and had me to thank for it. The sense of vidtation was light on
her—she wasn't in anguish every time she looked round. Charlotte contradicted me repeatedly,
but contradicted hersdf ill more. That winter by the old Sussex sea was a wonder of mildness,
and we often sat out in the sun. | waked up and down with my young woman, and Mrs. Marden,
ometimes on a bench, sometimes in a Bath-chair, waited for us and smiled at us as we passed. |
aways looked out for a dgn in her face—"He's with you, he's with you” (she would see him
before | should) but nothing came; the season had brought us as well a sort of spiritud softness.
Toward the end of April the air was s0 like June that, meeting my two friends one night a some
Brighton sociability—an evening paty with amateur musc—I| drew the younger unresgingly
out upon a bacony to which a window in one of the rooms stood open. The night was close and
thick, the stars dim, and below us under the cliff we heard the degp rumble of the tide. We
ligened to it a little and there came to us, mixed with it from within the house, the sound of a
violin accompanied by a piano-a performance that had been our pretext for escaping.

“Dovyou like mealittle better?’ | broke out after a minute. “Could you listen to me agan?’

| had no sooner spoken than she laid her hand quickly, with a certain force, on my arm.
“Hushl—isn't there some one there?” She was looking into the gloom of the far end of the
bacony. This bacony ran the whole width of the house, a width very great in the best of the old
houses a Brighton. We were to some extent lighted by the open window behind us, but the other



windows, curtained within, left the darkness undiminished, so that | made out but dimly the
figure of a gentleman standing there and looking & us. He was in evening dress, like a guest—I
saw the vague sheen of his white shirt and the pale ovd of his face—and he might perfectly have
been a guest who had stepped out in advance of us to take the air. Charlotte took him for one at
firds—then evidently, even in a few seconds saw that the intengty of his gaze was
unconventional. What dse she saw | couldn't determine | was too occupied with my own
impresson to do more than fed the quick contact of her uneasiness. My own impresson was in
fact the strongest of sensations, a sensation of horror; for what could the thing mean but that the
grl a la saw? | heard her give a sudden, gasping “Ahl” and move quickly into the house. It
was only afterwards | knew that 1 myself had had a totaly new emotion—my horror passng into
anger and my anger into a stride along the bacony with a gesture of reprobation. The case was
amplified to the vison of an adorable girl menaced and terrified. | advanced to vindicate her
security, but | found nothing there to meet me. It was dther al a misake or Sr Edmund Orme
had vanished.

| followed her a once, but there were symptoms of confuson in the drawing-room when |
passed in. A lady had fainted, the musc had stopped; there was a shuffling of chairs and a
pressng forward. The lady was not Charlotte, as | feared, but Mrs. Marden, who had suddenly
been taken ill. | remember the relief with which | learned this, for to see Charlotte stricken would
have been anguish, and her mother’s condition gave a channd to her agitation. It was of course
dl a mater for the people of the house and for the ladies, and | could have no share in atending
to my friends or in conducting them to their carriage. Mrs. Marden revived and indsted on going
home, after which | uneasily withdrew.

| caled the next morning for better news and | learnt she was more & ease, but on my asking if
Charlotte would see me the message sent down was an excuse. There was nothing for me to do
dl day but roam with a bedting heat. Toward evening however | received a line in pendl,
brought by hand—"Please come;, mother wishes you.” Five minutes later | was at the door again
and ushered into the drawing-room. Mrs. Marden lay on the sofa, and as soon as | looked at her |
saw the shadow of death in her face. But the firg thing she said was that she was better, ever o
much better; her poor old fluttered heart had misbehaved again, but now was decently quiet. She
gave me her hand and | bent over her, my eyes on her eyes, and in this way was able to read what
she didn't speak—"I'm redly very ill, but appear to take what | say exactly as | say it.” Charlotte
stood there beside her, looking not frightened now, but intensdy grave, and meeting no look of
my own. “ She has told me—she hastold me!” her mother went on.

“She has told you?’ | dared from one of them to the other, wondering if my friend meant that
the girl had named to her the unexplained appearance on the balcony.

“That you spoke to her again—that you' re admirably faithful.”

| fet a thrill of joy at this it showed me that that memory was uppermost, and aso that her
daughter had wished to say the thing that would most soothe her, not the thing that would darm
her. Yet | was mysdf now sure, as sure as if Mrs. Marden had told me, that she knew and had
known a the moment what her daughter had seen. “I spoke—I spoke, but she gave me no
answer,” | said.

“She will now, won't you, Chartie? | want it so, | want it!” our companion murmured with
ineffable wigfulness

“You're very good to me’—Charlotte addressed me, serioudy and swestly, but with her eyes
fixed on the carpet. There was something different in her, different from al the past. She had
recognised something, she felt a coercion. | could see her uncontrollgbly tremble.



“Ah if you would let me show you how good | can bel” | cried as | held out my hands to her.
As | uttered the words | was touched with the knomedge that something had happened. A form
had congtituted itself on the other sde of the couch, and the form leaned over Mrs. Marden. My
whole being went forth into a mute prayer that Charlotte shouldn’t see it and that | should be able
to betray nothing. The impulse to glance toward her mother was even gronger than the
involuntary movement of teking in Sr Edmund Orme but | could resst even that, and Mrs
Marden was perfectly ill. Charlotte got up to give me her hand, and then—with the definite
act—she dreadfully saw. She gave, with a driek, one sare of dismay, and another sound, the
wall of one of the log, fdl a the same indant on my ear. But | had dready sorung toward the
cregture | loved, to cover her, to veil her face, and she had as passonady thrown hersdf into my
ams. | hdd her there a moment—pressing her close, given up to her, feding each of her throbs
with my own and not knowing which was which; then dl of a sudden, coldly, | was sure we were
done. She released hersdlf. The figure besde the sofa had vanished, but Mrs. Marden lay in her
place with closed eyes, with something in her dillness that gave us both a fresh terror. Charlotte
expressed it in the cy of “Mother, mother!” with which she flung hersdf down. | fel on my
knees beside her—Mrs. Marden had passed away.

Weas the sound | heard when Chartie shrieked—the other and ill more tragic sound | mean—
the despairing cry of the poor lady’s death-shock or the articulate sob (it was like a waft from a

great storm) of the exorcised and pacified spirit? Possibly the latter, for that was mercifully the
lagt of Sir Edmund Orme.



