Twoin One
By Algernon Blackwood

Some idle taker, playing with hadf-truths, had once told him that he was too sdf-centred to fdl
into love—out of himsdf; he was unwilling to lose himsdf in ancther; and that was the reason he
had never married. But Le Maitre was not redly more of an egoist than is necessary to make a
useful man. A too sHfless person is ever ineffective. The suggestion, nevertheless, had remained
to digress, for he was no great philosopher—merdy a writer of successful taes— tades of wild
Nature chiefly; the “human interest “ (a publisher’s term) was week; the great divine enigma of
an undeveloped soul—certainly of a lover’'s or a woman's soul—had never clamed his attention
enough, perhaps. He was somewhat too much detached from human life. Nature had lad so
powerful aspdl upon hisheart. . . .

“I hope she won't be late” ran the practica thought across his mind as he waited that early
Sunday morning in the Great Centrd Station and reflected that it was the cleanest, brightest, and
mogt ary terminus of al London. He had promised her the whole day out—a promise somewhat
long neglected. He was not conscious of doing an unsefish act, yet on the whole, probably, he
would rather—or just as soon—have been done.

The ar was fragrant, and the sunshine blazed in soft white patches on the line. The maddening
loveliness of an exceptiond spring danced everywhere into his heart. Yes, he rather wished he
were going off into the felds and woods aone, ingead of with her. Only—she was redly a dear
person, more, far more now, than secretary and typist; more, even, than the devoted girl who had
nursed him through that illness. A friend she was, the years of their working together tad made
her that; and she was wise and gentle. Oh, yes, it would be ddightful to have her with him. How
she would enjoy the long sunny day!

Then he saw her coming towards him through the station. In a patch of sunshine she came, as
though the light produced her—came suddenly from the middie of a group of men in flannes
carying golf-gicks. And he gmiled his wdcome a little paterndly, trying to kill the sdfish
thought that he would rather have been done. Soft things fluttered about her. The big hat as
becoming. She was dressed in brown, he believed.

He bought a Sunday paper. “I must buy one too,” she laughed. She chose one with pictures,
chose it & random rather. He had never heard its name even. And in a fird-class carriage done—
he meant to do it redly wdl—they raced through a world of sunshine and brilliant fidds to
Amersham. She was very happy. She tried every seet in turn; the blazing sheets of yelow—such
a soring for buttercups there had never been—drew her from side to side. She put her head out,
and nearly lost her big hat, and that soft fluttering thing she wore streamed behind her like the
colour of escaping flowers. She opened both windows. The very carriage held the perfume of
may that floated over the whole country-side.

He was very nice to her, but read his paper—though dways ready with a smile and answer
when she asked for them. She teased and laughed and chattered. The luncheon packages engaged
her serious attention. Never for a moment was she dill, trying every corner in turn, putting her
feet up, and bouncing to enjoy the softness of the firg-cdlass cushions. “You'll be dtting in the
rack next,” he suggested. But her head was out of the window again and she did not hear him.
She was radiant as a child. His paper interested him—book reviews or something. “I’ve asked
you that three times, you know, dready,” he heard her laughing opposite. And with a touch of



shame he tossed the peper through the window. “There! I'd quite forgotten her again!” he
thought, with a touch of shame “I must pull mysdf together.” For it was true. He had for the
moment—more than once—forgotten her existence, just as though he redlly were adone.

Together they srolled down through the beech wood towards Amersham, he for ever dropping
the luncheon packages, which she picked up again and tried to stuff into his pockets. For she
refused to carry anything a dl. “It's my day out, not yours, remember! | do no work to-day!”
And he caught her happiness, pausing to watch her while she picked flowers and leaves and dl
the rest, and disentangling without the least impatience thet soft fluttering thing she wore when it
caught in thorns, and even taking with her about this wild spring glory as though she were just
the companion that he needed out of al the world. He no longer felt quite so conscious of her
objective presence as at firgt. In the train, for ingtance, he had fet so vividly aware that she was
there. Alternately he had forgotten and remembered her presence. Now it was better. They were
more together, as it were. “I wish | were done” he thought once more as the beauty of the spring
cdled to him tumultuousdy and he longed to lie and dream it al, unhampered by another's
presence. Then, even while thinking it, he redlised that he was—alone. It was curious.

This happened even in their firs wood when they went downhill into Amersham. As they left
it and passed again into the open it came. And on its heds, as he watched her moving here and
there, light-footed as a child or nymph, there came this other indinctive thought—" | wish | were
ten years younger than | am!”—the fird time in dl his life, probably, that such a thought had
ever bothered him. Apparently he sad it doud, laughingly, as he watched her dancing
movements. For she turned and ran up to his Sde quickly, her little face quite grave beneath the
big hat'srim. “You are!” That answer struck him as rather wonderful. Who was she &fter dll . .

And in Amersham they hired from the Griffin a rickety old cart, drawn by a gill more rickety
horse, to drive them to Penn's Woods. She, with her own money, bought stone-bottle ginger-
beer—two bottles. It made her day complete to have those bottles, though unless they had driven
she would have done without them. The Sreet was desarted, drenched in blazing sunshine
Rooks were cawing in the ems behind the church. Not a soul was about as they crawled away
from the houses and passed upwards between hedges smothered in cow-pardey over the hill. She
had kept her picture-paper. It lay on her lap dl the way. She never opened it or turned a single
page; but she held it in her Igp. They drove in slence. The old man on the box was like a faded,
weather-beaten farmer dressed in somebody else's cast-off Sunday coat. He flicked the horse
with a tattered whip. Sometimes he grunted. Plover rose from the fidds, cuckoos called,
butterflies danced sdeways past the carriage, eyeing them . . . and, as they passed through Penn
Stret, Le Maitre started suddenly and said something. For, again, he had quite forgotten e was
there. “What a sdfish beast | an! Why can't | forget mysdf and my own fedlings, and look after
her and make her fed amused and happy? It's her day out, not mine!” This, somehow, was the
way he put it to himsdf, just as any ordinary man would have put it. But, when he turned to look
a her, he recaeived a shock. Here was something new and unexpected. With a thud it dropped
down into his mind—crash!

For a the sound of his voice she looked up confused and dartled into his face. She had
forgotten him! For the firg time in al the years together, years of work, of semi-officid atention
to his least dedre, yet of persond devotion as wel, because she respected him and thought him
wonderfu—she had forgotten he was there. She had forgotten his existence beside her as a
separate person. She, too, had been—aone.

It was here, perhaps, he firg redised this sngular thing that set this day gpart from every other
day that he had ever known. In redity, of course, it had come far sooner—begun with the



exquiste spring dawn before ether of them was awake, had tentatively fluttered about his soul
even while he sood waiting for her in the gation, come oftly nearer dl the way in the train,
dropped threads of its golden web about him, especidly in thet first beech wood, then moved
with its swifter yet unhurried rush—until, here, now, in this gartling moment, he redised it fully.
Thus ged those changes o'er the Ky, perhaps, that the day itsedf knows a sunrise, but that
unobservant folk do not notice till the sun burgs out with fuller explanaion, and they say, “The
wegther's changed; how ddightful! how unexpected” Le Matre had never been observant
very—of people.

And then in this deep, londy valey, too full of sunshine to hold anything dse, it seemed, they
stopped where the beech woods trooped to the edge of the white road. No wind was here; it was
dill and dlent; the leaves glittered, motionless. They entered the thick trees together, she
carying the ginger-beer bottles and tha picture-paper. He noticed that: the way she hdd it,
amog clutched it, till unopened. Her face, he saw, was pae. Or was it merely the contrast of
the shade? The trees were very big and wonderful. No birds sang, the network of dazzling
sunshine-patches in the gloom bewildered alittle.

At fird they did not talk at al, and then in hushed voices. But it was only when they were some
way into the wood, and she had put down the bottles—though not the paper—to pick a flower or
soray of leaves, that he traced the sngular secret thrill to its source and understood why he had
fdt—no, not uneasy, but so strangely moved. For he had asked the deepy driver of the way, and
how they might best reach Beaconsfield across these Penn Woods, and the old man's mumbled
answer took no note of—her:

“It's a bit rough, maybe, on t'other sde, sony like and steep, but that an't nothing for a
gentleman—when he'sdone. . !”

The words disturbed him with a sense of darkness, yet of wonder. As though the old man had
not noticed her; dmost as though he had seen only one person—himsdf.

They lunched among heather and bracken just beside a pool of sunshine. In front lay a copse of
pines, with little beeches in between. The roof was thick just there, the dillness haunting. All the
country-sde, it seemed, this Sunday noon, had gone to deep, he and she done left out of the
deep, soft dream. He watched those pines, mothering the dim young beeches, the brilliant fresh
green of whose lower branches, he thought, were like little platforms of levd sunlight amid the
generd  gloom—patches that had left the ground to escape by the upper air and had then been
caught.

“Look,” he heard, “they make one think of laughter crept in unawares among a lot of solemn
monks—or of children log among grave elder beings whose ways are dull and sombrel” It was
his own thought continued . . . yet it was she, lying there beside him, who had said it. . . .

And dl tha wonderful afternoon she had this curious way of picking the thoughts out of his
mind and putting them into words for him. “ Look,” she sad again later, “ you can dways tdl
whether the wind loves a tree or not by the way it blows the branches. If it loves them, it tries to
draw them out to go away with it. The others it merdly shakes cardesdy as it passes!” It was the
very thought in his own mind, too. Indeed, he had been on the point of saying it, but had
desgted, feding she would not understand—with the hdf wish—though far less strong than
before—that he were done to enjoy it dl in his own indulgent way. Then, even more swiftly,
came that other strange sensation that he was done dl the time, more—that he was for the first
timein hislife most wonderfully complete and happy, dl sense of isolation gone.

He turned quickly the ingdant she had sad it. But not quickly enough. By the look in her grest
grey eyes, by the expresson on the face where the discarded hat no longer hid it, he read the



same amazing enigma he had haf divined before. She, too, was—done. She had forgotten him
again—forgotten his presence—radiant and hgppy without him, enjoying hersdf in her own way.
She had merely uttered her ddightful thought doud, as if spesking to herself!

How the afternoon, with its long sunny hours, passed so quickly away, he never understood,
nor how they made their way eventualy to Beaconsfidd through other woods and over other
meadows. He remembers only that the whole time he kept forgetting that she was with him, and
then suddenly remembering it again. And once on the grass, when they rested to drink the cold
tea from his rather musty flask, he lit his pipe, and after a bit he—dozed. He actudly dept; for
ten minutes at her Sde, yes, he dept. He heard her laughing a him, but the laughter was faint and
veay fa away; it might jus as wel have been the wind in the cow-pardey that sad, “If you
deep, | shdl change you—change you while you deep!” And for some minutes after he woke
agan, it hardly seemed queer to him that he did not see her, for when he noticed her coming
towards him from the hedgerow, her arms full of flowers and things, he only thought, “ Oh, there
she is’—as though her absence, or his own absence in deep, were not quite the common
absences of the world.

And he remembered that on the wak to the village her shoe hurt her, and he offered to carry
her, and that then she took her shoe off and ran dong the grass beside the lane the whole way.
But it was a the inn where they had their supper that the oddest thing of dl occurred, for the desf
and rather supid servant girl would ingst on laying the table on the lawn for—one.

“Oh, expectin' some one, ae ya?' she sad a last. “Is tha it?” and so brought plates and
knives for two. The girl never once looked a his companion—amost as though she did not see
her and seemed unaware of her presence. Le Maitre began to fed that he was dreaming. This was
a dream-country, where the people had curious sight. He remembered the driver. . . .

In the dusk they made their way to the dation. They spoke no word. He kept losing sight of
her. Once or twice he forgot who he was. But the whole amazing thing blazed into him most
grongly, showing how it had seized upon his mind, when he stood before the ticket-window and
hestated—for a second— how many tickets he should buy. He stammered a length for two firg-
class, but he was absurdly flustered for a second. It had actudly occurred to him that they needed
only oneticket. . ..

And suddenly in the train he understood—and his heart came up in his throat. They were done.
He turned to her where she lay in the corner, feet up, weary, crumpled among the leaves and
flowers she had gathered. Like a hedgerow flower she looked, tired by the sunshine and the
wind. In one hand was the picture-Papers sill unopened and unread, symbol of everyday redlity.
She was dozing certainly, if not actualy adeep. So he woke her with a touch, cdling her name
aoud.

There were no words a first. He looked at her, coming up very close to do so, and she looked
back at him—draght into his eyes—just as she did at home when they were working and he was
explaning something important. And then her own eyes dropped, and a deep blush soread over
al her face.

“I wasn't adeep—redly,” she sad, as he took her a last into his ams, “I was wondering—
when—you'd find out—"

“Come to mysdlf, you mean?’ he asked tremblingly.

“Well,” she hedtated, as soon as she got breath, “that | am yoursdf—and that you are me. Of
course, we' reredly only one. | knew it years—oh, yearsand yearsago . . . .”



