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he girl paused and steadied herself for a moment against a
field gate. Her breath came fast in little sobbing pants. Her

dainty shoes were soiled with dust and there was a great tear in her
skirt. Very slowly, very fearfully, she turned her head. Her cheeks
were the colour of chalk, her eyes were filled with terror. If a cart
were coming, or those labourers in the field had heard, escape was
impossible.

The terror faded from her eyes. A faint gleam of returning colour
gave her at once a more natural appearance. So far as the eye could
reach, the white level road, with its fringe of elm-trees, was empty.
Away off in the fields the blue-smocked peasants bent still at their
toil. They had heard nothing, seen nothing. A few more minutes, and
she was safe.

Yet before she turned once more to resume her flight she
schooled herself with an effort to look where it had happened. A dark
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mass of wreckage, over which hung a slight mist of vapour, lay half
in the ditch, half across the hedge, close under a tree from the trunk
of which the bark had been torn and stripped. A few yards further off
something grey, inert, was lying, a huddled-up heap of humanity
twisted into a strange unnatural shape. Again the chalky pallor
spread even to her lips, her eyes became lit with the old terror. She
withdrew her head with a little moan, and resumed her flight. Away
up on the hillside was the little country railway station. She fixed her
eyes upon it and ran, keeping always as far as possible in the
shadow of the hedge, gazing fearfully every now and then down
along the valley for the white smoke of the train.

She reached the station, and mingling with a crowd of
excursionists who had come from the river on the other side, took
her place in the train unnoticed. She leaned back in her seat and
closed her eyes. Until the last moment she was afraid.

Arrived in Paris she remembered that she had not the money for a
fiacre. She was in ill trim for walking, but somehow or other she
made her way as far as the Champs Elysées, and sank down upon
an empty seat.

She had not at first the power for concealment. Her nerves were
shattered, her senses dazed by this unexpected shock. She sat
there, a mark for boulevarders, the unconscious object of
numberless wondering glances. Paris was full, and it was by no
means a retired spot which she had found. Yet she never once
thought of changing it. A person of somewhat artificial graces and
mannerisms, she was for once in her life perfectly natural. Terror had



laid a paralyzing hand upon her, fear kept her almost unconscious of
the curious glances which she was continually attracting.

Then there came briskly along the path towards her, an
Englishman. He was perhaps forty-five years of age. He was
dressed with the utmost care, and he set his feet upon the broad
walk as though the action were in some way a condescension. He
was alert, well-groomed, and yet—perhaps in contrast with the more
volatile French type—there was a suggestion of weight about him,
not to say heaviness. He too looked at the girl, slackened his pace
and looked at her again through his eye-glasses, looked over his
shoulder after he had passed, and finally came to a dead stop. He
scratched his upper lip reflectively.

It was a habit of his to talk to himself. In the present case it did not
matter, as there was no one else within earshot.

“Dear me!” he said. “Dear me! I wonder what I ought to do. She is
English! I am sure of that. She is English, and apparently in some
distress. I wonder——”

He turned slowly round. He was inclined to be a good-natured
person, and he had no nervous fears of receiving a snub. The girl
was pretty, and apparently a lady.

“She cannot be aware,” he continued, “that she is making herself
conspicuous. It would surely be only common politeness to drop her
a hint—a fellow countrywoman too. I trust that she will not
misunderstand me. I believe—I believe that I must risk it.”

He stood before her, his hat in his hand, his head bent, his voice
lowered to a convenient pitch.



“I beg your pardon,” he said, “but you appear to be a fellow
countrywoman of mine, and in some distress. Can I be of any
assistance? I can assure you that it would give me very much
pleasure.”

Her first upward glance was one of terrified apprehension. When
she saw however that this man was a stranger, and obviously
harmless, her expression changed as though by magic. A delicate
flush of colour streamed into her cheeks. Her eyes fell, and then
sought his again with timid interest. Her natural instincts reasserted
themselves. She began to act.

“You are very kind,” she said hesitatingly, “but I don’t remember—I
don’t think that I know you, do I?”

“I am afraid that you do not,” he admitted, with a smile which he
meant to be encouraging. “You remind me of the story which they tell
against us over here, you know—of the Englishman who refused to
be saved from drowning because he was unacquainted with his
rescuer. Permit me to introduce myself. My name is Ferringhall—Sir
John Ferringhall.”

There was genuine interest in her eyes now. Sir John saw it, and
was flattered.

“You are Sir John Ferringhall,” she repeated. “Yes, I remember you
now. You were pointed out to me at—a few nights ago.”

He was not in the least surprised. A millionaire and a knight, even
though his money has been made in carpets, is used to being a
person of interest.

“Very likely,” he answered. “I am fairly well known here. I must
apologize, I suppose, for speaking to you, but your appearance



certainly indicated that you were in some sort of trouble, and you
were becoming—pardon me—an object of comment to the passers-
by.”

The girl sat up and looked at him with a curious twist at the
corners of her mouth—humorous or pathetic, he could not tell which.
As though accidentally she swept her skirts from a chair close drawn
to her own. Sir John hesitated. She was marvellously pretty, but he
was not quite sure—yet—that it was advisable for him to sit with her
in so public a place. His inclinations prompted him most decidedly to
take the vacant chair. Prudence reminded him that he was a county
magistrate, and parliamentary candidate for a somewhat difficult
borough, where his principal supporters were dissenters of strict
principles who took a zealous interest in his moral character. He
temporized, and the girl raised her eyes once more to his.

“You are the Sir John Ferringhall who has bought the Lyndmore
estate, are you not?” she remarked. “My father’s sisters used once to
live in the old manor house. I believe you have had it pulled down,
have you not?”

“The Misses Pellissier!” he exclaimed. “Then your name——”
“My name is Pellissier. My father was Colonel Pellissier. He had an

appointment in Jersey, you know, after he left the army.”
Sir John did not hesitate any longer. He sat down.
“Upon my word,” he exclaimed, “this is most extraordinary. I——”
Then he stopped short, for he began to remember things. He was

not quite sure whether, after all, he had been wise. He would have
risen again, but for the significance of the action.



“Dear me!” he said. “Then some of your family history is known to
me. One of your aunts died, I believe, and the other removed to
London.”

The girl nodded.
“She is living there now,” she remarked.
“Your father is dead too, I believe,” he continued, “and your

mother.”
“Two years ago,” she answered. “They died within a few months of

one another.”
“Very sad—very sad indeed,” he remarked uneasily. “I remember

hearing something about it. I believe that the common report was
that you and your sister had come to Paris to study painting.”

She assented gently.
“We have a small studio,” she murmured, “in the Rue de St.

Pierre.”
Sir John looked at her sideways. Her eyes were fixed upon the

ground, the pink colour coming and going in her cheeks was very
delicate and girlish. After all, this could never be the black sheep. He
had been quite right to sit down. It was astonishing how seldom it
was that his instincts betrayed him. He breathed a little sigh of
satisfaction.

“Come,” he continued, “the world after all is a very small place. We
are not altogether strangers, are we? I feel that under the
circumstances I have the right to offer you my advice, and if
necessary my help. I beg that you will consider me your friend.”

She looked at him with fluttering eyelids—sweetly grateful. It was
such an unexpected stroke of fortune. Sir John was not used to such



glances, and he liked them.
“It is so difficult,” she murmured, “so impossible to explain. Even to

my own brother—if I had one—I could not tell everything, and you,
although you are so kind, you are almost a stranger, aren’t you?”

“No, no!” he protested. “You must not think of me as one. Try and
consider me your elder brother, or an old family friend, whichever
you like best.”

She thanked him with one of her shy little glances. More than ever
Sir John was glad that he had sat down.

“It is very, very difficult,” she continued, looking steadfastly at the
ground. “Only—I have come face to face—with something terrible,
and wholly unexpected trouble. I want to leave Paris to-day—this
very day. I want to leave it for ever.”

He looked at her very gravely.
“But your sister?” he asked. “What of her? Have you quarrelled

with her?”
The girl shook her head.
“No,” she answered. “I have not quarrelled with her. It is simply our

point of view which is altogether different. I want to get away—to go
to London. I cannot explain beyond that.”

“Then I am sure,” Sir John declared, “that I shall not ask you. I
know nothing about the matter, but I feel convinced that you are
right. You ought to have had better advice two years ago. Paris is not
the place for two young girls. I presume that you have been living
alone?”

She sighed gently.



“My sister,” she murmured, “is so independent. She is Bohemian
to the finger-tips. She makes me feel terribly old-fashioned.”

Sir John smiled and congratulated himself upon his insight. He
was so seldom wrong.

“The next question, Miss Anna,” he said, “is how am I to help you?
I am wholly at your disposal.”

She looked up at him quickly. Her expression was a little changed,
less innocent, more discerning.

“Anna!” she repeated. “How do you know—why do you think that
my name is Anna?” He smiled in a quietly superior way.

“I think,” he said, “that I am right. I am very good at guessing
names.”

“I am really curious,” she persisted. “You must have heard—have
you—oh, tell me, won’t you?” she begged. “Have you heard things?”

The tears stood in her eyes. She leaned a little towards him.
Nothing but the publicity of the place and the recollection of that
terrible constituency kept him from attempting some perfectly
respectful but unmistakable evidence of his sympathy.

“I am afraid,” he said gravely, “that your sister has been a little
indiscreet. It is nothing at all for you to worry about.”

She looked away from him.
“I knew,” she said, in a low despairing tone, “that people would

talk.”
He coughed gently.
“It was inevitable,” he declared. “It is not, of course, a pleasant

subject of conversation for you or for me, yet I think I may venture to



suggest to you that your sister’s—er—indiscretions—have reached a
point which makes a separation between you almost a necessity.”

She covered her face with her hands.
“It—it—must come,” she faltered.
“I do not lay claim,” he continued, “to any remarkable amount of

insight, but it is possible, is it not, that I have stumbled upon your
present cause of distress.”

“You are wonderful!” she murmured.
He smiled complacently.
“Not at all. This is simply a chapter of coincidences. Now what I

want you to feel is this. I want you to feel that you have found a
friend who has a strong desire to be of service to you. Treat me as
an elder brother, if you like. He is here by your side. How can he help
you?”

She threw such a look upon him that even he, Sir John Ferringhall,
carpet-merchant, hide-bound Englishman, slow-witted, pompous,
deliberate, felt his heart beat to music. Perhaps the Parisian
atmosphere had affected him. He leaned towards her, laid his hand
tenderly upon hers.

“I hope you realize,” he went on, in a lower and less assured tone,
“that I am in earnest—very much in earnest. You must let me do
whatever I can for you. I shall count it a privilege.”

“I believe you,” she murmured. “I trust you altogether. I am going
to take you entirely at your word. I want to leave Paris to-day. Will
you lend me the money for my ticket to London?”

“With all the pleasure in the world,” he answered heartily. “Let me
add too that I am thankful for your decision. You have somewhere to



go to in London, I hope.”
She nodded.
“There is my aunt,” she said. “The one who used to live at

Lyndmore. She will take me in until I can make some plans. It will be
horribly dull, and she is a very trying person. But anything is better
than this.”

He took out his watch.
“Let me see,” he said. “Your best route will be via Boulogne and

Folkestone at nine o’clock from the Gare du Nord. What about your
luggage?”

“I could get a few of my things, at any rate,” she said. “My sister is
sure to be out.”

“Very well,” he said. “It is just six o’clock now. Supposing you fetch
what you can, and if you will allow me, I will see you off. It would give
me great pleasure if you would dine with me somewhere first.”

She looked at him wistfully, but with some unwilling doubt in her
wrinkled forehead. It was excellently done, especially as she loved
good dinners.

“You are very kind to think of it,” she said, “but—don’t you think
perhaps—that I had better not?”

He smiled indulgently.
“My dear child,” he said, “with me you need have no

apprehension. I am almost old enough to be your father.”
She looked at him with uplifted eyebrows—a look of whimsical

incredulity. Sir John felt that after all forty-five was not so very old.
“That sounds quite absurd,” she answered. “Yet it is my last

evening, and I think—if you are sure that you would like to have me



—that I will risk it.”
“We will go to a very quiet place,” he assured her, “a place where I

have often taken my own sisters. You will be wearing your travelling
dress, and no doubt you would prefer it. Shall we say at half-past
seven?”

She rose from her chair.
“I will take a carriage,” she said, “and fetch my things.”
“Let us say that Café Maston, in the Boulevard des Italiennes, at

half-past seven then,” he decided. “I shall be waiting for you there,
and in the meantime, if you will help yourself—pray don’t look like
that. It is a very small affair, after all, and you can pay me back if you
will.”

She took the pocket-book and looked up at him with a little
impulsive movement. Her voice shook, her eyes were very soft and
melting.

“I cannot thank you, Sir John,” she said. “I shall never be able to
thank you.”

“Won’t you postpone the attempt, then?” he said gallantly, “until I
have done something to deserve your gratitude? You will not forget
—seven-thirty, Café Maston, Boulevard des Italiennes.”

She drove off in a little fiacre, nodding and smiling at Sir John, who
remained upon the Avenue. He too, when she had disappeared,
called a carriage.

“Hotel Ritz,” he said mechanically to the coachman. “If only her
sister is half as pretty, no wonder that she has set the Parisians
talking.”



he man spoke mercilessly, incisively, as a surgeon. Only he
hated the words he uttered, hated the blunt honesty which

forced them from his lips. Opposite, his pupil stood with bowed head
and clasped hands.

“You have the temperament,” he said. “You have the ideas. Your
first treatment of a subject is always correct, always suggestive. But
of what avail is this? You have no execution, no finish. You lack only
that mechanical knack of expression which is the least important part
of an artist’s equipment, but which remains a tedious and absolute
necessity. We have both tried hard to develop it—you and I—and we
have failed. It is better to face the truth.”

“Much better,” she agreed. “Oh, much better.”
“Personally,” he went on, “I must confess to a great

disappointment. I looked upon you from the first as the most
promising of my pupils. I overlooked the mechanical imperfections of
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your work, the utter lack of finish, the crudeness of your drawing. I
said to myself, ‘this will come.’ It seems that I was mistaken. You
cannot draw. Your fingers are even now as stiff as a schoolgirl’s. You
will never be able to draw. You have the ideas. You are an artist by
the Divine right of birth, but whatever form of expression may come
to you at some time it will not be painting. Take my advice. Burn your
palette and your easel. Give up your lonely hours of work here. Look
somewhere else in life. Depend upon it, there is a place for you—
waiting. Here you only waste your time.”

She was silent, and in the gloom of the dimly lit apartment he
could not see her face. He drew a little breath of relief. The worst
was over now. He continued tenderly, almost affectionately.

“After all, there are great things left in the world for you. Painting is
only one slender branch of the great tree. To-night all this may seem
hard and cruel. To-morrow you will feel like a freed woman. To-
morrow I shall come and talk to you again—of other things.”

A man of infinite tact and kindness, he spoke his message and
went. The girl, with a little moan, crossed the room and threw open
the window.

She looked steadfastly out. Paris, always beautiful even in the
darkness, glittered away to the horizon. The lights of the Champs
Elysées and the Place de la Concorde, suggestive, brilliant,
seductive, shone like an army of fireflies against the deep cool
background of the night. She stood there with white set face and
nervously clenched fingers. The echo of those kindly words seemed
still to ring in her ears. She was crushed with a sense of her own
terrible impotency. A failure! She must write herself down a failure! At



her age, with her ambitions, with her artistic temperament and
creative instincts, she was yet to be denied all coherent means of
expression. She was to fall back amongst the ruck, a young woman
of talent, content perhaps to earn a scanty living by painting
Christmas cards, or teaching at a kindergarten. Her finger-nails dug
into her flesh. It was the bitterest moment of her life. She flung
herself back into the bare little room, cold, empty, comfortless. In a
momentary fury she seized and tore in pieces the study which
remained upon the easel. The pieces fell to the ground in a little
white shower. It was the end, she told herself, fiercely. And then, as
she stood there, with the fragments of the torn canvas at her feet,
some even caught upon her skirt, the door was thrown open, and a
girl entered humming a light tune.

The newcomer stopped short upon the threshold.
“Anna! What tragedy has happened, little sister? No lights, no

supper, no coffee—and, above all, no Mr. Courtlaw. How dreary it all
looks. Never mind. Come and help me pack. I’m off to England.”

“Annabel, are you mad? To England! You are joking, of course.
But come in, dear. I will light the stove, and there shall be some
coffee presently.”

“Coffee! Bah!”
The newcomer picked her way across the floor with daintily

uplifted skirts, and subsided into a deck chair of stretched canvas.
“I will not rob you of your coffee, most dutiful of sisters!” she

exclaimed. “I have had adventures—oh, more than one, I can assure
you. It has been a marvellous day—and I am going to England.”



Anna looked at her sister gravely. Even in her painting smock and
with her disarranged hair, the likeness between the two girls was
marvellous.

“The adventures I do not doubt, Annabel,” she said. “They seem to
come to you as naturally as disappointment—to other people. But to
England! What has happened, then?”

Already the terror of a few hours ago seemed to have passed
away from the girl who leaned back so lazily in her chair, watching
the tip of her patent shoe swing backwards and forwards. She could
even think of what had happened. Very soon she would be able to
forget it.

“Happened! Oh, many things,” she declared indolently. “The most
important is that I have a new admirer.”

The wonderful likeness between the two girls was never less
noticeable than at that moment. Anna stood looking down upon her
sister with grave perturbed face. Annabel lounged in her chair with a
sort of insolent abandon in her pose, and wide-open eyes which
never flinched or drooped. One realized indeed then where the
differences lay; the tender curves about Anna’s mouth transformed
into hard sharp lines in Annabel’s, the eyes of one, truthful and frank,
the other’s more beautiful but with less expression—windows lit with
dazzling light, but through which one saw—nothing.

“A new admirer, Annabel? But what has that to do with your going
to England?”

“Everything! He is Sir John Ferringhall—very stupid, very
respectable, very egotistical. But, after all, what does that matter? He



is very much taken with me. He tries hard to conceal it, but he
cannot.”

“Then why,” Anna asked quietly, “do you run away? It is not like
you.”

Annabel laughed softly.
“How unkind!” she exclaimed. “Still, since it is better to tell you, Sir

John is very much in earnest, but his respectability is something
altogether too overpowering. Of course I knew all about him years
ago, and he is exactly like everybody’s description of him. I am
afraid, Anna, just a little afraid, that in Paris I and my friends here
might seem a trifle advanced. Besides, he might hear things. That is
why I called myself Anna.”

“You—you did what?” Anna exclaimed.
“Called myself Anna,” the girl repeated coolly. “It can’t make any

difference to you, and there are not half a dozen people in Paris who
could tell us apart.”

Anna tried to look angry, but her mouth betrayed her. Instead, she
laughed, laughed with lips and eyes, laughed till the tears ran down
her cheeks.

“You little wretch!” she exclaimed weakly. “Why should I bear the
burden of your wickedness? Who knows what might come of it? I
shall permit nothing of the sort.”

Annabel shrugged her shoulders.
“Too late, my dear girl,” she exclaimed. “I gave your name. I called

myself Anna. After all, what can it matter? It was just to make sure.
Three little letters can’t make a bit of difference.”



“But it may matter very much indeed,” Anna declared. “Perhaps for
myself I do not mind, but this man is sure to find out some day, and
he will not like having been deceived. Tell him the truth, Annabel.”

“The truth!”
There was a brief but intense silence. Anna felt that her words had

become charged with a fuller and more subtle meaning than any
which she had intended to impart. “The truth!” It was a moment of
awkwardness between the two sisters—a moment, too, charged with
its own psychological interest, for there were secrets between them
which for many months had made their intercourse a constrained
and difficult thing. It was Annabel who spoke.

“How crude you are, Anna!” she exclaimed with a little sigh. “Sir
John is not at all that sort. He is the kind of man who would much
prefer a little dust in his eyes. But heavens, I must pack!”

She sprang to her feet and disappeared in the room beyond, from
which she emerged a few minutes later with flushed cheeks and
dishevelled hair.

“It is positively no use, Anna,” she declared, appealingly. “You
must pack for me. I am sorry, but you have spoilt me. I can’t do it
even decently myself, and I dare not run the risk of ruining all my
clothes.”

Anna laughed, gave in and with deft fingers created order out of
chaos. Soon the trunk, portmanteau and hat box were ready. Then
she took her sister’s hand.

“Annabel,” she said, “I have never asked you for your confidence.
We have lived under the same roof, but our ways seem to have lain



wide apart. There are many things which I do not understand. Have
you anything to tell me before you go?”

Annabel laughed lightly.
“My dear Anna! As though I should think of depressing you with

my long list of misdeeds.”
“You have nothing to tell me?”
“Nothing!”
So Annabel departed with the slightest of farewells, wearing a

thick travelling veil, and sitting far back in the corner of a closed
carriage. Anna watched her from the windows, watched the carriage
jolt away along the cobbled street and disappear. Then she stepped
back into the empty room and stood for a moment looking down
upon the scattered fragments of her last canvas.

“It is a night of endings,” she murmured to herself. “Perhaps for
me,” she added, with a sudden wistful look out of the bare high
window, “a night of beginnings.”
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