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A splash disturbed the throbbing mystery of the twilight and
  Philip Monsell heard it, wondered idly what it was, and proceeded to light a
  Turkish cigarette. He was quite alone at the stern of the little paddle-boat,
  where the canvas awning protected him from smuts from the funnel but not from
  the various cooking smells that came from the saloon. Most of the other
  passengers, indeed, were at "second" dinner; he himself had taken the less
  popular "first" in order to be free to watch the darkness falling over the
  shadowy river. Already daylight had almost vanished and the boat was
  ploughing its way through what seemed endless rolls of glistening frothy
  snakes, silvery in the dusk.

The sound of commotion came from the other end of the boat. Voices were
  raised sharply, and jabbered in a high-pitched language that Philip guessed
  to be Hungarian; then came the sudden tingling of bells and the unmistakable
  jogging caused by the reversal of the boat's engines. Something had happened.
  He rose lazily from his deck-chair and stared about him. The boat was in
  mid-stream, churning up great eddies of foam in the effort to check its pace;
  the banks of the river, about a quarter of a mile away on each side,
  presented a dull violet blur without a flicker of light to indicate human
  habitation.

He strode along the narrowing gangway past the windows of the saloon. The
  three long tables inside were crowded with diners of almost every
  nationality, and at one of them he could see his mother, brilliant-looking as
  ever, conversing animatedly with a group of Americans. They were all
  laughing, and occasion ally one or other of them peered out of the window
  into the blackness, as if wondering why the boat had stopped. The stewards,
  passing each other swiftly about the saloon, exchanged remarks
  mysteriously...

The chatter in the forepart of the ship grew noisier as he approached, and
  became almost a roar as he pulled open the door that separated the first from
  the second class, the luxury from the comparative squalor. Here the lighting
  was dim and fitful; old peasant women sat on boxes with babies on their
  knees; young men, brown-faced, hatless, and bare-chested, checked their
  lilting songs and chattered together eagerly in corners. Something strange,
  something a little sinister, was happening. The crew were rushing about with
  ropes and tackle, and now and then an officer came among them, barked a brisk
  guttural order, and went away again.

"Wal?" said a voice, almost in Monsell's ear. "D'ye think they'll get
  her?"

Monsell turned, and saw close to him a man whom he had met previously at
  lunch—an elderly retired business-man from Chicago, globe-trotting with
  quiet alertness. "Get her?" exclaimed Monsell, puzzled. "What do you
  mean—get her?"

The other examined his cigar. "You dunno what the fuss is about then,
  eh?"

"Not in the least. What is it?"

The man from Chicago flicked off his cigar-ash against the engine-room
  stairway.

"Girl overboard," he said laconically. And he added thoughtfully:
  "Hungarian girl..."
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Accidents are rare upon the Danube boats. For that reason
  they cause all the more commotion when they occur. Monsell and the American
  stood talking calmly while the noise and commotion increased all around them.
  "These fellers make too much noise," said the American, chewing his cigar.
  "Too much talk—not enough action. Now in America...or "—he added
  as a concession to his neighbour "in England..."

Monsell had thrown away his cigarette and was tapping his foot irritably
  on the deck. "Surely some body will go in and rescue her," he said, more to
  himself than to the other. "Or throw a lifebelt...or something..."

"Have you seen a lifebelt anywhere on this gol darned boat?—Because
  I haven't...Now on the Mississippi..."

"Well, damn it all," Monsell interrupted, "I'd go in and have a try myself
  if—if—" He shrugged his shoulders and added lamely: "If I could
  swim and—heaps of other things."

"Not swim?"

"No," said Monsell curtly.

"Do you know that in every high-school and college in America swimmun
  is—"

The impact of a huge-limbed member of the crew knocked the cigar from his
  lips amidst a jet of sparks. Interest seemed suddenly to be converging on the
  part of the boat where Monsell and the American were standing; blue-jerseyed
  sailors hurried to the deck-rail, threw ropes over, and shouted shrill and
  deafening instructions. An officer, vibrating with gold-lace and
  self-importance, ordered away all the second-class passengers, but gave the
  American a salute and a smile as he passed.

"Curious fellers," remarked the latter to Monsell, choosing another
  cigar.

Suddenly the men at the deck-rail gave a loud cry, evidently of
  satisfaction, and began lifting something up from over the side. The
  huge-limbed man who had collided with the American was the one to whom fell
  the actual honour of rescue. He came away from the deck-rail with a huddled
  and dripping bundle in his arms; it might have been as light as a feather
  from the way he carried it. The gold-laced officer rapped out an order, and
  he laid the bundle gently upon a sheet of tarpaulin, almost at Monsell's
  feet. The crew thronged round, chattering more loudly than ever, while the
  water made a dull lead-coloured pool, a pool that grew and grew and then
  trickled over the boards to the Danube again...

The dapper little ship's officer approached the American and addressed him
  a few words in German. The latter nodded and turned to Monsell.

"This gentleman wants to know if you're a doctor—or if you know of
  one on board. I don't."

"Nor do I, but—but—perhaps my mother—she has been a
  nurse—I'll fetch her, anyway..."

He raced back towards the saloon, and when he had gone the American said
  to the officer in German "That young English kid's gone to fetch his mother.
  Says she's been a nurse. I quite believe it. I'd believe anything of her.
  She's a most remarkable woman—most remarkable..."

III


Table of Contents



Mrs. Monsell hastened out of the saloon, with Philip leading
  her and telling her what had happened. The American had spoken correctly; she
  was a remarkable woman. Finely built, finely dressed, fifty years old and
  looking twenty years younger, the possessor of a keen brain, a ripe
  experience, and an inexhaustible supply of energy, she was distinctly the
  kind of woman whom all other women dislike and whom men do not easily forget.
  Wherever she went, at home or abroad, she could not fail to be a planet of
  whom others were delighted to be satellites; and as she spoke French and
  German perfectly, and loved scandal of every type and nationality, it was
  easy for her to enjoy herself amidst the cosmopolitan crowd on the Danube
  steamers.

Philip led her to the huddled figure on the tarpaulin.

"Anything I can do, mother?" he asked eagerly.

She replied: "There's a bottle of sal volatile in my bag in the cabin. You
  might go and get it for me."

The cabin was on the upper-deck, and when he reached it he remembered that
  he had left the key in his raincoat-pocket, and that his raincoat was by his
  deckchair in the stern. He ran back, and along the gangways: as he reached
  his coat and got the key he felt the throb of the engines beginning again. It
  was pitch-dark now, and the lights of the boat shone out weirdly over the
  black river. Back again on the upper-deck he unlocked the cabin and sought
  for the bottle in the bag, but without success. Possibly his mother had left
  it in her handbag downstairs in the saloon; he would go and see. He did so,
  found it after a search, and rushed back to the steerage. The American alone
  stood where formerly the crowd had been.

"Wal," he said, still chewing his cigar, "I guess you're too late."

"Too late?—What do you mean?"

"She's all right now. They've taken her to a cabin an' put her to bed. An'
  your mother don't need the sal volatile—she borrowed it off somebody.
  By the way, did you know—"

The man from Chicago paused and spat vehemently on deck. Monsell looked up
  eagerly. "Do I know what?"

"Do you know it wasn't an accident?"

"Not an accident?—No, I don't know...Then what—what was
  it?"

The other answered gruffly: "Attempted suicide. That's what it was."

IV


Table of Contents



All through the summer night the boat throbbed its way up
  the Danube, and in the morning the dawn rose on a wide green plain which the
  river split into halves. At intervals during the night, calls had been made
  at sleeping villages by the river-side; passengers had embarked and
  disembarked; once Monsell had been awakened by the slight bump of the boat
  against a pier.

He rose fairly early and breakfasted alone, for his mother never left her
  cabin until lunch-time. The dark-coloured rye bread and bitter coffee were at
  once refreshing and unsatisfying, but he lingered long over them, with the
  August sunlight pouring on him through the windows of the saloon. He was
  quite happy. This idea of his mother's—to take the slow comfortable
  journey by river-steamer instead of the quicker uncomfortable journey by
  rail—was proving an excellent one. He smiled, thinking what a remark
  able woman she was, how all the most interesting people everywhere clustered
  round her, and how supremely competent she was to decide everything for
  herself.

After he had paid the waiter he took a notebook and pen from his pocket
  and continued a letter to a friend in England.

"I am writing this on the Danube boat some where between
  Mohacs and Buda-Pesth. We ought to reach Buda about eight this evening, and
  what we shall do when we get there I don't know. Probably we shall stay a few
  days, or, if mother really takes a fancy to the place, a few weeks or
  months—you know how everything depends on her. She's enjoying herself
  immensely, and so am I. The scenery and the weather are both delightful.

"We had quite an adventure yesterday when a young Hungarian
  girl tried to drown herself by diving into the river at night. One of the
  crew jumped in after her, but eventually she saved herself by swimming to the
  boat and being hauled up. Rather ignominious, eh?—Shows how hard it is
  for a swimmer to commit suicide by drowning. There was no doctor on board, so
  mother had to attend to her..."

Through the saloon windows he could see the shore rapidly approaching, and
  in the near distance a quaint little brown-roofed village basking in the sun.
  It was too good to be missed, so he interrupted his letter and climbed on to
  the upper-deck, whence he could view the interesting and sometimes amusing
  scene of embarkation. Scrubby little brown-faced children stood barefooted on
  the beach, cheering and waving coloured handkerchiefs; a single
  blue-uniformed gendarme guarded the pier and examined the papers of those who
  wanted to land. From the faces that filled every available window-space, it
  was obvious that the arrival of the bi-weekly boat was an important event.
  For those on board, of course, it was a mere pause in the peaceful monotony
  of the journey. Admiring remarks were passed in a variety of languages;
  cameras clicked; and then, after a few moments of bustle and chatter from
  down below, the gangways were hauled up and the paddles began to chug their
  way into midstream again.

Monsell went down the stairway into the steerage quarters, for the scene
  there was always interesting after a halt. Brightly-dressed peasants who had
  just come aboard were hurrying about with their bundles, finding places where
  they could curl up and sleep, and chattering shrilly all the while. A group
  of tall dark-skinned youths were singing a sleepy ballad to the music of a
  mandolin, and the remorseless chug-chug of the engines beat out a calm
  monotonous rhythm as the boat crawled slowly against the stream. The sun was
  rising high in the sky, and it was already very hot. The whole mingling of
  colour and sound fascinated Monsell, and he passed intricately amongst the
  crowd, smiling apologetically when once or twice he collided with somebody.
  The extreme forepart of the boat was cooler, with the breeze blowing through
  it, but it stank abominably with the various crates of perishables that had
  been loaded up during the journey. And it was there, almost hidden behind a
  huge packing-case, that he saw a girl sitting disconsolately on a heap of
  rope.

Her feet and legs were bare, and she was leaning forward with her chin
  resting on her hands, so that her face was shaded. There was something so
  instinctively despairing in her attitude that Monsell stopped, too acutely
  embarrassed to go any nearer. For almost a minute he stood watching,
  expecting her to move, but she did not. The half-sad, half-passionate lilt of
  the ballad-singers kept coming to him faint and then full on the changing
  breeze...

"M'sieur..."

He started at the interruption. One of the stewards had come up just
  behind him—a fat greasy fellow whose smattering of half a dozen
  languages made him one of the most important officials on board. He smiled at
  Monsell with a magnificent array of gold-filled teeth.

"M'sieur regard the—the girl,
  hein?...Gestern—yaisterday she—" he made a gesture with
  his arms over the rail of the boat. "Comprenez?"

"I understand," replied Monsell coldly.

The girl looked up, hearing the sound of voices. Monsell could see that
  she was hardly more than a child, but a child of astonishing beauty. And she
  was angry, with pouting rosebud lips and dark violet eyes stained by weeping.
  For a moment she stared back at the two men who were staring at her; then
  without any warning, broke into a passionate torrent of words that seemed to
  rise tempestuously up to the final syllable, which rang out like a
  pistol-shot.

The steward said something in reply, and Monsell turned to him and spoke
  rather curtly. "What did she say?" he asked.

The other's greasy forehead puckered as he prepared himself for the effort
  of translation. "She say," he began cautiously, with his gold teeth gleaming
  in the sunlight, "She say—she wish—to be dead...And she
  say—also—she wish—that nobody—see her..."

Monsell turned away and looked hard at the rivet, glaring under the sun's
  fierce rays. "Tell her I'm sorry," he answered uncomfortably, moving away
  amongst the litter of the deck.

He heard the steward muttering something in that strange incomprehensible
  language, and then, as he turned a corner, another sound was on him like a
  flood. All the men and women in the steerage, excepting those asleep, were
  joining in some wild and throbbing refrain to which the thrumming of the
  mandolin added a final touch of weirdness.

"Teli van a Duna,

  Tán még ki is szalad.

  Szivemben is alig

  Fér meg az indulat..."*

* From the Reszket a bokor (The Tembling Bush) by
  Sándor Petöfi (01.01.1823-ca. July 1849).

High water in the Danube,

  Enough, perhaps, to breast the banks.

  So full also is my heart

  With feelings nigh to overflow.
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Buda, crowning the rocky hill-side, with its towers and
  minarets gleaming in the red-gold sunset; the Last City of the East. And
  Pesth, hot, dusty and bustling, with its outdoor cafés and beer-gardens,
  wharves and warehouses, the First City of the West. At the quayside, alive
  with chattering and gesticulating porters, the steamer tilted steeply with
  the press of people that fought and jostled to disembark as soon as the
  gangways were lowered.

Mrs. Monsell and Philip still lingered in the saloon over a bottle of
  golden Hungarian wine. It was her habit, born of long travelling experience,
  always to wait till the last before leaving a boat. "For one thing, the
  customs people get tired before they come to you. And then, also, if there's
  a boat-train and it's full when you get to it, they put on a special carriage
  for you if you complain loud enough Any way, it's much pleasanter to wait
  till the crush is over." Almost for the first time since the beginning of the
  journey she and Philip were alone together. The other passengers were busy
  with their luggage elsewhere, and the saloon was empty save for them selves
  and a steward clearing the tables.

"By the way, Philip, I sent our address to that unfortunate
  girl—"

"You did?"

"Yes. Why not? I wrote it out on a visiting-card and told the steward to
  take it to her."

"Bet you she can't read."

"Even if she can't, she can ask someone who can."

"Oh, yes, I dare say...But what made you think of all this?"

"My dear Philip, my natural intelligence. I'm quite aware that you haven't
  a great deal yourself—"

"Oh, haven't I? Anyhow, I don't need it, with a mother who can decide
  everything, arrange every thing, talk five languages, read foreign railway
  time tables, give first-aid to the drowning—"

"Rubbish," she interrupted him. "I didn't give first-aid. There was no
  need to. The girl wasn't anywhere near drowning. She was just sick with
  misery because she hadn't had pluck enough to drown herself."

"But why on earth should she want to drown herself?"

"Goodness knows...She seemed cheerful enough after I'd been with her about
  ten minutes. She had no money—only the steamer ticket. The few crowns I
  gave her won't last long in Buda. That's why I sent her the address of our
  hotel, so that if she finds herself in difficulties she can..."

The steward approached. "Pardon, madame, but de ozzers are all
  gone..."

"Come on then, Philip," said Mrs. Monsell. She gave the steward his
  expected trinkgeld, adding: "Did you deliver my message?"

"Yes, madame."

"What did she say?"

"She say zank-you,' madame."

"Nothing else?"

"Nothing else, madame."
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That was how Philip Monsell and his mother came to Buda-
  Pesth upon a golden August evening. They took a cab from the quayside to
  their hotel in the Andrassy-Ut, where Mrs. Monsell promptly examined the
  visitors' book to see if they were to have interest ing fellow-guests. A
  German baron and an Italian from Perugia looked the most promising, though
  Mrs. Monsell was clearly doubtful about them. "I guess if it isn't
  interesting enough here we can go some where else," she remarked. Interest
  for her was almost entirely a matter of interesting conversation.

Philip was different. Slower, less communicative, and inclined to be
  easily embarrassed, he was always a trifle bored at his mother's
  dinner-parties. He was interested in people, not merely in interesting
  people, and Buda-Pesth, with its curious meeting of East and West, was quick
  to exert a fascination over him. While his mother spent the mornings
  conversing animatedly in the hotel-lounge, he went out into the streets and
  by-ways, braving the smells and the dust-storms and the fierce heat of the
  sun. And sometimes he took the funicular up to Buda and sipped iced beer in
  the cafes on the hill. He enjoyed travelling, and his mother's annual
  pilgrimages on which he had accompanied her since his early years, had given
  him a fairly extensive knowledge of the world. Last year it had been Asia
  Minor and Egypt; this year Roumania and the Danubian provinces.

He was twenty years old, rather tall, quite good-looking, with blue eyes
  and brown hair and small, delicate features. An adolescent heart had taught
  him to be cautious in his movements; his speech, too, was somewhat slow and
  precise, but his brain was sound enough, though perhaps a shade too coldly
  intellectual. Already, in his freshman's year at Cambridge he had done
  moderately well, and most likely he would enter the diplomatic service on
  leaving the University. "For there," as his mother observed cynically, "your
  ignorance of life will be a positive asset to you."

During the lazy, drowsy hours of the afternoon, when all good Pesthians
  were asleep, he used to climb the pathway up the hill of Buda, on whose
  summit the cool Danubian breeze played softly beneath the glare of the sun.
  And it was there that, on the third day after his arrival, he met the
  Hungarian girl again.
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He was resting in the shadow of a rock, and she came
  suddenly round the corner of it and stood before him. A bright-coloured scarf
  bound back her hair and straggled over her shoulders; she was stockingless
  but wore a pair of exceedingly shabby sandals that were too large for her.
  And she held out her hand and displayed his mother's visiting-card, crumpled
  and limp with perspiration.

He rose, startled, and smiled at her. She smiled back. He really did not
  know what on earth to do. Finally he took the proffered visiting-card and
  read on it, in his mother's pencilled handwriting smudged almost into
  illegibility: "Hotel Europeen, Andrassy Ut." And here he showed what Mrs.
  Monsell would have termed a lamentable deficiency in common sense. He pointed
  down in the valley in the rather vague direction of the city and the
  hotel.

Still smiting at him, the girl nodded, yet seemed unsatisfied. He asked
  her in German if anything was the matter, but she did not understand. Then
  she came nearer, touched first him and then herself, and pointed downwards
  over the city. At last he divined a possible meaning—that she wanted
  him to take her back with him to the hotel. When he nodded and made signs
  that they should descend the steep, rocky path together, she smiled eagerly.
  That seemed to confirm the supposition.

They began the scramble down over the sharp stones, and at the foot of the
  hill, by the greatest of good fortune, an open droschky was plying for hire.
  The driver stared curiously as Monsell helped the girl inside and gave his
  directions. A smartly-dressed foreigner with a Hungarian girl, tattered and
  shabby, but diabolically pretty—it was something to be curious
  about.

Driving over the suspension-bridge from Buda into Pesth, Monsell had time
  and opportunity to observe the girl more closely than he had done before. She
  was, undoubtedly, as beautiful as any girl he had ever seen; and hers,
  moreover, was a vital, not a languid beauty. The sunlight, split by the
  chains of the bridge, threw her small brown face into ever-changing light and
  shadow; she shut her eyes, and opened them again as soon as the droschky
  turned into a shady side-street. Then her foot seemed to be troubling her,
  and she bent down to adjust the sandal.

She looked up and saw that Monsell was watching her. And he, again
  embarrassed, smiled and pointed interrogatively to her foot, as if inquiring
  whether it were hurt. The carriage swept into a wide and sunlit boulevard,
  crowded with promenaders seeking the stuffy shade of the shop-awnings. And
  the girl suddenly kicked off her sandal, and with a quick movement of her leg
  showed Monsell a foot that was desperately torn and bleeding.

A queer thrill went over him. He hated physical pain, and the girl's
  nonchalant revelation of what must have been the acute torture of that
  scramble up and down the hill, affected him with a strange mingling of pity
  and indignation. Involuntarily he moved closer, not knowing how else to
  indicate his instinctive sympathy.

But she laughed—a silvery cascade of laughter that echoed curiously
  amongst the clatter of the boulevard. And, out of pure devilment, as it were,
  she kicked off the other sandal and showed the second foot, as bad as, or
  worse than, the first. Something in his shocked face evidently amused her.
  And she shrugged her shoulders, still laughing at him.
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An hour later Mrs. Monsell came down to the lounge. "I've
  sent for a doctor and made arrangements with the hotel people," she
  announced. "I don't think there's much the matter, except her feet, which are
  badly cut about. By the way, I've found out a bit of her history. Her name's
  Srolta and some other name that's quite unpronounceable, so I think we shall
  have to call her Stella. She's been ill-treated by a brutal father, and he
  wanted to marry her to somebody—she's fifteen, by the way—and she
  ran off rather than submit...That's the kind she is...No nonsense about
  her..."

"But, mother, how on earth did you find out all that? You don't know any
  Hungarian, do you?"

"Not a word of it. But I use my intelligence...I also found out why she
  didn't come here straight away. She was frightened of being turned off by the
  hotel people, and when you went out she followed you till she could get a
  chance of meeting you alone. Of course it was like you to drag her up to the
  top of a mountain!"

"Do you mean to say that you understood all that too?"

"My dear Philip, as I said before, I used my intelligence. So did the
  girl—she has plenty—and between us...Perhaps she will encourage
  you to use yours when we get back to England."

"England?"

"Yes, England. I have decided to take the girl back home with us."

"But why?"

"Well, why not? Am I to understand that you have any objection?"

Philip stared vacantly in front of him, and did not answer for several
  moments. Then at last he replied: "I have certainly no objection, but the
  idea surprises me, I must admit. I suppose you have taken a fancy to
  her?"

"Well?"

He glanced at her with a strange mingling of despair and admiration. She
  was so capable, so managerial, and, unlike himself, so quick to make
  decisions of all kinds.

"I prefer the girl," he said, "to the usual sort of souvenir we take home
  with us. That awful Egyptian sarcophagus last year, for instance...Oh yes, I
  much prefer the girl..."

Mrs. Monsell smiled.
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The Monsells lived in the Essex market-town of Chassingford,
  and had the reputation of being "peculiar." Mr. Monsell, a high Foreign
  Office official, had died when Philip was quite young, and his wife's
  managerial efficiency had made a fairish private income into a rather good
  one. Philip had grown up amidst surroundings which only his mother's
  shrewdness had prevented from being luxurious.

The house was old without being historic, and he had learned everything
  within its grey walls. His "everything" was rather extensive, for being too
  weakly to play games or go to a boarding-school, he had begun the solemn
  acquisition of learning at a very early age. Learning, however, did not
  include wisdom. He lost as much as he gained by those lonely years, for he
  grew nervous of strangers and fully upheld the Monsell tradition of being
  "peculiar" Burly farmers who met him on market-day in the town found that he
  could not look them straight in the face; there was something odd about
  him—something that they scornfully associated with book-learning.

He was not very popular. Indeed, at one time he was definitely disgraced,
  for he was publicly censured by a coroner. He had been walking along by the
  river-bank, and had failed to rescue a child from drowning. He told the
  coroner that he could not swim, and that he did all he could in running for
  help, whereupon the latter had observed acidly that most men would have had a
  try for it, whether they could swim or not. It was an unfair attack, and
  Philip would have done better to ignore it. Instead of that, however, he
  wrote a solemn letter to the local paper, explaining and protesting. Others
  replied, and the whole ethical problem was remorselessly thrashed out, The
  prevalent opinion was that Philip, though possibly justified, had not exactly
  covered himself with glory.

People who knew him well liked him. He was courteous, extremely willing to
  spend his time and energy in helping others, and a most reliable friend in
  the smaller matters of friendship. In the larger ones he was prone to
  embarrass by his partisanship. If, however, he made a promise, he kept to it.
  So also if he made a mistake he kept to it—by defend ing himself, or
  apologising unnecessarily, or in some way advertising the matter to those who
  might never have heard about it.

Into this somewhat unusual family the advent of Stella was as a breath of
  fresh air into a darkened room. Within a few months of Mrs. Monsell's arrival
  in England, rumour and exaggeration had done their utmost. People were saying
  across dining-tables: "My dear, have you heard of Mrs. Monsell's latest?
  She's kidnapped some girl from Roumania or Turkey or somewhere and brought
  her to Chassingford—and a most fascinating little thing she is
  too—the girl, I mean..."

Certainly Stella had caused something of a commotion during the journey
  home. There had been customs and frontier difficulties, and her smiles had
  helped to smooth them over. In every city they passed through men had stared
  at her—in Innsbruck, Zurich, Basle, Paris, and now London...

II


Table of Contents



Venner, for nearly half a century butler at Chassingford,
  met Philip at the door of the library one bright October morning. "Miss
  Stella has been up early to-day," he said suggestively.

Philip looked puzzled. "Really?—Oh, well, it's a nice morning for
  early rising, eh?"

Venner stared severely at the ground. "I'm afraid, Mr. Philip, you will
  find she has been meddling with a good many of your things. Not knowing
  the—er language, sir, I did not know quite how to—to
  interfere."

"Oh, that's all right, Venner...I'll settle matters."

He laughed, but really he was rather cross, and when he entered the
  library and took a look round he was crosser still. For the library was his
  own special preserve, his private and intimate sanctum, where all his books
  and papers were arranged in neat and orderly fashion. Even his mother would
  hardly have dared to upset any of those arrangements, much less to create the
  appearance of utter confusion that now awaited him. To begin with, his desk
  was heaped up with a miscellany of odd articles—an umbrella, a sporting
  gun, a thermos flask, a bicycle pump, and what seemed to him the contents of
  a dressing-table drawer from one of the bedrooms. A similar medley of
  unclassifiable articles was heaped up round his chair and on the
  settee...What on earth had she been doing? Was it a practical joke? If so, he
  must somehow or other take steps to show her that such jokes were neither
  appreciated nor allowed. If these were Hungarian manners, the sooner they
  were eradicated the better.

At last she danced into the room, brimful of that triumphant vitality that
  was somehow more fascinating than her beauty. Even amidst his clear
  determination to rebuke her, he could not help noticing how the gloomy
  book-lined library seemed to grow lighter and less funereal as she romped
  into it. But he did not smile. He wanted her to see that he was angry.

She sat down quickly, laughing and looking about as if proud of her
  handiwork. Then she held up the thing nearest her (a button-hook) and cried:
  "Feelip, what—is—zees?"

Then it became clear to him. She had organised this medley in order to
  learn new words. It had been his earliest way of teaching—holding up
  something and telling her the name of it. Recently they had come to the
  somewhat duller business of grammar, and this was no doubt her way of showing
  preference for the earlier method of tuition. He was amused, but all the same
  he must still show her that no reason could justify her taking such liberties
  with his possessions.

"Stella!" he said severely, ignoring the button hook. He stood up so that
  his tallness should have its full effect. How could he express
  disapproval?

She stood before him quite demurely, looking perfectly unconscious that
  she had done anything wrong. On the contrary, her long dark-lashed eyes
  danced with suppressed glee, as if she imagined that his curious utterance of
  her name was to be the prelude of something novel and exciting.

An idea struck him. Among the heap of articles on the settee was a short
  hunting-crop. Supposing he...? Just in dumb-show, to indicate his
  displeasure.

He waved his hands to indicate the disorder in the room, and frowned
  heavily. Then he went over to the settee, took up the hunting-crop, and
  brandished it threateningly.

It was the sort of stupid thing from which what ever cleverness he
  possessed did not attempt to save him. A moment later he was bitterly
  regretting it, as he regretted so many of his blunders. For he saw a sudden
  change come over the girl, saw the joyousness leave her eyes and give place
  to stark fear, saw her cringe back, forcing herself against the window and
  holding up her hands in instinctive self-defence. It appalled him, and
  appalled him so much that he did not even think to drop the weapon...

"Stella!" he cried, approaching her. "Stella—I didn't mean
  it—I was only—joking..." Then he remembered to drop the
  hunting-crop. "Stella—my noor little girl—how could you, how
  could you think I meant it?"

He did not realise the absurdity of speaking in English. And perhaps,
  after all, it was not so very absurd, for the tone, if not the words,
  conveyed a meaning. Gradually, at any rate, the fear left her eyes, though
  the old joyousness did not immediately return. She looked
  puzzled—relieved certainly, but still doubtful.

"Stella, I'm sorry."

Suddenly her eyes darkened, and with a movement of lightning swiftness she
  slipped aside her dress and showed him her bare shoulder—plump and
  brown, but ridged with long dark weals.

"Stella!"

His face was quite white, twitching so much that he had to look away. The
  spectacle or the revelation of cruelty always frightened him. It cast a spell
  over him that was half-dreadful, half-fascinating. Some sensitive spot was
  stirred by it and intoxicated.

Then she laughed—the sharp melodious laughter that he had heard once
  before as he rode with her through the boulevards of Pesth.

"Stella, don't—please—please—Stella—stop
  it—" he cried hoarsely.

And she answered, holding up the button-hook which had all the time been
  in her hand: "Fee-lip what—is—zees?"

The incident was closed.
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But though it was closed it troubled and worried him, and
  eventually he confided in his mother, telling her rather embarrassedly the
  full details. When he had finished she smiled.

"What extraordinarily foolish things you do!" she exclaimed. "Really,
  Philip, you have no tact at all. Didn't I tell you at Buda that she had a
  brute of a father and ran away from him? As for the marks on her shoulder,
  you should have seen them when I examined her first."

He nodded uncomfortably. "Do you think she will get over the
  misunderstanding?

"My dear Philip, she will have forgotten the incident years before you do.
  You don't understand her."

It was true. He could not forget the incident. Something lured him to it,
  time after time; and once he tried to draw her to speak of those early
  childhood days of cruelty and neglect.

To his intense surprise she replied: "Oh, I was—so—so
  happee...I used to play all ze time...Ver nice...Happee ver nice..."
  Evidently she had already forgotten.
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When he came home from Cambridge in December he found there
  was no need for any more formal lessons. As the taxi curved along the drive
  she came running out to him, shouting: "Hallo, Fee-lip Hallo!"

She was a child of amazing quickness and adaptability. Not only had she
  learned in two months to chatter English coherently if not always
  grammatically, but she had thoroughly acclimatised herself to the district in
  which she lived and to the friends she met. She had, too, something of Mrs.
  Monsell's fond ness for company, as well as a passionate love of the
  open-air.

Christmas, Stella's first Christmas at Chassingford, was bitterly cold,
  and the pond in the woods was frozen over. She clapped her hands in ecstasy
  when Venner, reputed an expert on the subject, declared that skating was
  possible. Philip was in the library as usual; he was working for some
  University prize for which a good deal of research was necessary. She came
  rushing in, making a draught that blew some of his papers off the desk on to
  the floor. "Oh—Fee-lip—I'm sorry—I'll pick them
  up—Fee-lip, you come down to the pond to see me skate!—Oh, yes,
  you do come, don't you! I skate beautiful...And I skate with
  you, I do, eh?"

"I'm afraid I don't skate at all, Stella," he said, smiling ruefully at
  his disturbed papers.

"Then I—I learn you, eh?"

"'Teach,' not 'learn.'"

"'Teach,'" she repeated dutifully.

He went on: "I'm afraid it wouldn't be any good. Skating isn't much in my
  line."

Her eyes flashed indignantly. "'In your line,' eh? What is
  that?—What is 'in your line'?"

"I mean I don't do—I can't do that sort of thing. It isn't
  my—" He paused, reflected, and finished up: "It wouldn't suit me."

She picked up a sheaf of his neatly typewritten notes. "This suit you
  more—eh?" she exclaimed, with a touch of scorn in her voice.

He smiled. "I must work, Stella. I have a great deal to do. You don't
  understand."

"Will you learn—teach me to understand?"

"Some time. Some evening when it's raining and you've nothing to do, I'll
  tell you all about it."

"If I come this evening?"

"Well, no, better not to-night. I'm rather too busy just now. Some night
  soon—perhaps next week."

"All right. And now I go—skate—by myself."

One thing they discovered very quickly: she was intensely musical. She had
  never had any instrument to play till she came to Chassingford, and by that
  time she was almost too old to begin learning. But she taught herself to play
  the piano just well enough to accompany herself when she sang; the
  accompaniments were very simple, and always her own composition. Her voice
  was a contralto, not at all powerful, but of fine quality, and on dark winter
  afternoons when there was nothing to do, she used to sing scores of old
  Hungarian tunes one after the other, solely for her own amusement. Neither
  Philip nor his mother was especially musical, or thought these songs anything
  more than queer and perhaps picturesque. But to Stella they were full of wild
  passion or else of rocking melancholy, and sometimes she translated the words
  into quaint English for the benefit of anybody who was interested. But the
  tr

"Volt szeretom de mar nincsen

  O volt az en draga kincsem..."

—she sang, and then stopped at the piano, puckered her
  forehead, and went on: "That means 'One day I loved, but now not any
  more...My bride also—but now I have him not.'...Understand? But English
  is not a language for a love-song."

She played over the air softly and then added "You English have no
  passion. Passion—is that right? At your concerts—I went to one
  last week—everybody is bored. You are not full—as the Hungarians
  are—of music—and love—and what is the word?" She paused,
  and then said slowly and curiously: "Music—it means a nothing to
  you...you do not think about love and death...oh, I cannot say it. But
  this—this is what you English people are not full of."

She played a wild rhythmic tune which, even with her inexpert handling,
  conveyed something of its native restlessness.

Philip said sombrely "All Englishmen are not like me, Stella. Some are
  more like—like what you played."

"When I meet one I tell you so," she answered, with lightning
  rapidity.
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Mrs. Monsell "ragged" her a good deal (as she ragged
  everybody) but Stella did not mind, particularly as the witticisms were often
  too subtle for her to understand. "Is it a choke?" she used to say,
  interrogatively. And when somebody nodded, she would reply, tranquilly: "Ah,
  yes, I thought it was a choke."

Many a calm hour during the University vacations she used to squat down on
  the hearth-rug in the library with her head propped up comfortably against
  Philip's legs, while he treated her to learned talks about English history,
  politics, and literature. Not always were these talks enthrallingly
  interesting, and sometimes Mrs. Monsell used to say, in her pert mocking
  manner: "My dear Philip, I'm sure you must bore that girl dreadfully." But if
  Stella were present she always took up the defence. "Sometimes Philip is most
  dreadfully boring," she admitted once, "but he is so nice to be bored
  by."

Outsiders, seeing the extent to which the two were together, gave many
  warnings and much advice. "She really is extraordinarily pretty," said the
  wife of the vicar of Chassingford. "But aren't you afraid that Philip will
  fall madly in love with her?"

To which Mrs. Monsell replied characteristically "My dear, I assure you I
  should be perfectly delighted if Philip ever did anything half so
  sensible."
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