s 1 , With
empty; she looked at her canvas; 1t was blurre(;im;wshe
a mluld,en intensity, as if she saw 1; clear fior z: s::: wa!, 2
p i in the centre, It was done;

Irew a line there, 1In . e
(ished. Yes, she thought, laym'g‘ down her brush
treme fatigue, I have had my vision.

XIII

“He must have reached it,” said Lil
Ing suddenly completely tired out.yF];:im ‘
had become almost invisible, had melted
blfxe haze, and the effort of looking at it and
thinking of him landing there, which both
one and the same effort, had stretched
mind to the utmost. Ah, but she was relie
she had wanted to give him, when he left her
ing, she had given him at last, b
“He has landed,” she said aloud. “It
Then, surging up, puffing slightly, old Mt
stood beside her, looking like an old pagan
with weeds in his hair and the trident
French novel) in his hand. He stood by h
of the lawn, swaying a little in his bulk anc
his eyes with his hand: “They will have
she felt that she had been right. They ha
speak. They had been thinking the
had answered her without her askin;
stood there as if he were spreading hi
weakness and suffering of mankind
surveying, tolerantly and compass
i destiny. Now he has crowned the
e when his hand slowly fell, as if she
from his great height a wreath of v
which, fluttering slowly, lay at lengt
Quickly, as if she were recalled
there, she turned to her canvas. The
ture. Yes, with all its greens and blu

hung in the attics, she thought; it
But what did that matter? she ask
her brush again. She looked at the
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