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        The Bennets, of Longbourn in Hertfordshire

      

      

      
        
          	
        Miss Elizabeth Bennet — second of the five Bennet sisters, lately and quietly engaged, and about to learn how much of her own happiness she may not know the price of.
      

      	
        Mr. Bennet — their father, come up to town on a matter of sport and detained by a matter of family; a wit with, this time, very little to be witty about.
      

      	
        Miss Jane Bennet — the eldest, newly engaged to Mr. Bingley, and required to be serene at the least serene moment of her life.
      

      	
        Miss Lydia Bennet — the youngest: fifteen, lately of Brighton, and the happiest person in any room she has ruined.
      

      	
        Mrs. Bennet — their mother, kept at Longbourn and at a distance from the worst of it — a mercy chiefly to everyone else.
      

      	
        Miss Mary and Miss Catherine “Kitty” Bennet — the sisters between, left to hold Longbourn and their nerves.
      

      

      

      
        
        The Gardiners, of Gracechurch Street

      

      

      
        
          	
        Mr. Gardiner — Mrs. Bennet’s brother, a man of business in the City: sensible, kind, and better in a crisis than several gentlemen who outrank him.
      

      	
        Mrs. Gardiner — his wife; Elizabeth’s aunt and confidante, who knows rather more than she may say, and says rather less than she knows.
      

      

      

      
        
        Mr. Darcy’s Family and Household

      

      

      
        
          	
        Mr. Fitzwilliam Darcy — master of Pemberley, lately resolved to undo a wrong that is not his own, at a cost he intends no one to see — least of all the woman he is about to marry.
      

      	
        Miss Georgiana Darcy — his sister, sixteen, kept carefully outside her brother’s trouble and a good deal sharper about it than he supposes.
      

      	
        Mrs. Annesley — Georgiana’s companion, who observes a good deal more than she says.
      

      	
        Colonel Fitzwilliam — Darcy’s cousin, a serving officer on borrowed leave from a summer the army can ill spare him; unbeatable on a road, at a loss in a drawing-room.
      

      

      

      
        
        The Family from Matlock

      

      

      
        
          	
        Lord Matlock — Darcy’s uncle and the Colonel’s father, who gives his warmth freely and his verdicts warmer.
      

      	
        Lady Matlock — Darcy’s aunt, who reserves her verdicts — and, when at last she moves, moves to purpose.
      

      

      

      
        
        At Rosings Park

      

      

      
        
          	
        Lady Catherine de Bourgh — Darcy’s other aunt, who has heard something, disapproves of it entirely, and is not a woman to disapprove quietly.
      

      

      

      
        
        The Bingleys, and Bath

      

      

      
        
          	
        Mr. Charles Bingley — Darcy’s friend, restored to good spirits and to Jane; useful in a crisis chiefly by the great labor of being unfailingly himself.
      

      	
        Miss Caroline Bingley — his sister, taking the Bath waters for an injured ankle and an injured expectation, and mending neither as quickly as she pretends.
      

      	
        Mrs. Louisa Hurst — his other sister: married, watchful, and beginning to calculate.
      

      	
        Mr. Hurst — her husband, who regards Bath chiefly as an interruption of his dinner.
      

      	
        Mr. Carteret — a Bath widower of comfortable means and inexhaustible patience, lately much at Miss Bingley’s elbow.
      

      

      

      
        
        The Cause of It All

      

      

      
        
          	
        Mr. Wickham — an officer of great charm, greater debts, and a long memory; somewhere in London, and not to be found.
      

      	
        Mrs. Younge — an old acquaintance of the Darcy family, keeping a respectable house on disreputable terms.
      

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Previously, in His Pemberley Temptation

          

        

      

    

    
      The second book of the When Mr. Darcy Atones trilogy ended where this one begins. For those joining the story now — or returning to it after some time away — here is where matters stood.

      At Easter, the whole party came north to Pemberley: Elizabeth and Jane Bennet, their father, the Bingleys, and the family from Matlock. Mr. Darcy had one object, quietly held — to undo the wrong of the winter and restore Mr. Bingley to Jane — and one condition, held more quietly still: to do it, if he could manage it, without ever being made to confess the part he had played.

      Elizabeth arrived knowing precisely what he had done, and having said so to no one but her aunt. She meant to be on her guard. But the man across the Pemberley table was not the proud gentleman she had condemned in London; he was quieter, graver, inconveniently good — and every kindness she could not account for was another entry in a case she was less and less certain she could judge.

      The house was not without its watchers. Miss Bingley, laid up with an injured ankle and an injured expectation, carried an item of intelligence her brother did not know she held, and wanted only the occasion to use it. Lady Matlock observed her nephew and the second Miss Bennet, and reserved her verdict. Mr. Bennet met Lydia’s giddy letters from Brighton with the same wit he brought to every dangerous thing — and did not read them closely enough.

      Slowly, and then not slowly at all, the ground shifted. Jane and Bingley found their way back to one another. And Darcy learned the lesson the whole spring had been teaching him: that atonement managed from the shadows is only pride in better manners, and that the woman he loved would have the truth from him or have nothing. So he told it — all of it. And Elizabeth, who had spent a season convicting him of deciding what other people were allowed to know, found she could forgive the wrong far more easily than she could go on hiding what she felt.

      They were engaged on a single bright morning, her father’s blessing given, the whole happy house arranging itself around the fact.

      The engagement was one day old.

      Which is the hour the express reached Pemberley — ridden hard, road-dark, and addressed to Mr. Bennet in a hand that had been in a hurry to write it.
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          THE LETTER READ ALOUD
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      No one had moved. The blackbird went on in the shrubbery, very clear in the stillness, and the morning light lay on the carpet just as it had lain a minute before, when the world it furnished had been whole. Her father stood in the middle of the room with the letter open in his hands as though he had forgotten the use of them.

      “Papa,” Elizabeth said. “You will tell us, or you will give it to me.”

      He gave it to her without protest, the man who had kept the reading of every letter at Longbourn to himself for the pleasure of performing it badly. He surrendered this one like a weight he could not hold, and went to the window, turning his back to the room.

      Darcy was already at her side. He had crossed to her in the first stillness, before the asking, and he stood there now without a word, near enough that whatever she chose to do with the letter would be done within his reach.

      The hand was Colonel Forster’s. Dated Sunday, late at night, from an inn on the Croydon Road.

      “Read it, Lizzy,” her father said to the glass. “I cannot make my voice do it.”

      So it was Elizabeth who read the letter aloud, in the bright morning room at Pemberley, with her sister standing where she had risen, one hand still on the back of the chair, and Georgiana’s hands stopped in her lap, and Darcy at her shoulder, so still that she could hear the paper move.

      “Sir, having this moment discovered that your daughter—“ She stopped, and began again where the sense began. “He writes that Lydia went from his house on Saturday night. That she left a note for Mrs. Forster, and that the note named Mr. Wickham.” Her voice held. She was rather surprised to hear it hold. “He has copied the note out. You will laugh when you know where I am gone, and I cannot help laughing myself at your surprise to-morrow morning. I am going to Gretna Green, and if you cannot guess with who, I shall think you a simpleton, for there is but one man in the world I love.”

      Nobody laughed.

      “Colonel Forster gives it as his first hope that they took the north road,” Elizabeth continued. “He has ridden it. Every inquiry upon it came back empty; and a chaise answering the description was seen instead upon the road to London. He follows that road now and writes ahead of himself by express.” She folded the letter along its creases, very exactly, because her hands wanted an occupation. “He begs you will come, Papa.”

      “Not Scotland,” Jane said.

      “London,” their father said, still to the window.

      Fifteen. Lydia was fifteen, and she had signed herself a simpleton’s joke, and there was but one man in the world she loved. The note had Lydia’s whole laugh in it. Elizabeth found she could have borne it better if it had wept.

      Beside her Darcy had not stirred. When he spoke, it was in the voice he used for stewards and post-times, level as a rule laid on paper.

      “Does Colonel Forster write on what day the chaise was seen, and at what stage?”

      “Sunday.” She looked at the letter and not at him. “This side of Croydon, he believes. He is not certain of the stage.”

      “Thank you.” Nothing else. He asked his one exact question and shut his mouth on whatever the answer had bought him. And Elizabeth, who an hour ago had owned every future expression of that face, heard the exactness and could not afford, this morning, to wonder at it.

      What the house did then, it did without being told. The bell was answered before it had finished ringing. The orders went off the instant they were given. Somewhere below, doors had already begun to open and shut with a punctuality that had nothing of panic in it and everything of a great machine turning to face a new direction. Mrs. Reynolds came up herself about the trunks, took her instructions, and for the first time in two months, her composure did not quite hold. She looked at Elizabeth as though she would have said something that was not about trunks, and did not say it, and carried the orders away.

      “I must go to town at once,” Mr. Bennet said. He had turned from the window at last. The morning had aged him and emptied his tongue of epigram; what was left was a man asking pardon of nobody, performing nothing. “Forster is right. If they are in London they must be found, and her mother cannot find her from a sofa in Hertfordshire.”

      “The carriage can be ready within the hour,” Darcy said.

      “I am obliged to you.”

      “Mr. Bennet.” Darcy’s voice did not change at all. “Before you go, may I ask the favor of a word? It will not keep you ten minutes.”

      Her father nodded and went out toward the library without a word, his hands at his sides as a man’s are when he has nothing left to hold. Darcy followed.

      And Elizabeth stood one breath in the bright wrecked morning — Jane’s eyes lifted to hers, asking, and Georgiana across the room, white past the explaining of it, who had not spoken one word since the seal was broken — and felt, before she could prevent it, the exact weight of the question she was no longer entitled to ask. Why does he want a word? What has he to say to my father that cannot be said in this room? She had given up the right to that question not an hour since, with both hands, on purpose. She noted the feeling but set it aside. And then she went after them, because what she had to say would not keep.

      They turned when she came in. Her father stood by the cold hearth. Darcy had stopped halfway through saying I am wholly at your⁠—

      “Mr. Darcy,” Elizabeth said. “I will ask my father’s patience, and yours. What I have to say is short, and it must be said before anything else is, or I shall not manage it at all.”

      He went very still. Her father, behind him, did not move from the hearth.

      “Last night you asked for my hand. This morning, in this room, my father gave his blessing, and I was happier than I have ever been in my life.” Plainly. She had promised herself plainness, as other women promise themselves composure. “It was done in the daylight of this house, before the people we love. Nothing in my life was ever so real. I want you to know that I hold it so, that I do not doubt one hour of it, and shall not, whatever I say next.”

      “Elizabeth—“

      The name in his voice nearly undid it. She held.

      “Before the week is out, my sister’s name will be in every mouth between Brighton and town,” she said. “Perhaps with marriage at the end of it. More likely not; we are neither of us children, and Colonel Forster does not ride the London road at night for a wedding. The world is about to learn what my family is. I will not bring it into yours.”

      “That is a sum I can do for myself,” he said quietly. “You are not obliged to do it for me.”

      “Not for you.” Her voice moved at last, and she let it. “Your sister comes out in the spring. She has stood at the cold edge of every room she ever entered, and this year, at last, she was to stand in the warm middle of one. I helped her believe she might.”

      Something moved behind his face that was not argument — that had put argument away, every piece of it, the way a man puts down a weapon he has been told he may not use.

      “What is she, the hour I marry you? Sister to the girl in the Brighton note. Every drawing-room in London would do that arithmetic before she had made her first curtsey, and they would do it looking at her. I will not have it. You know that I am right; you knew it before I did; I saw you know it, in the morning room, while I was still reading.”

      She saw the answer gather in him, a whole government of arguments, the man who had never in her acquaintance left a wrong standing that he could arrange out of existence. The clock allowed the silence four seconds and then went on with its business.

      “So.” She swallowed. “I release you, sir. I completely release you. Entirely.”

      Darcy looked at her for a long moment, the look of a man putting something away where he could find it again, and then he turned to her father.

      “The lady knows her own mind,” Mr. Bennet said. “And I have graver business this morning than to hold a man my daughter has just let go.”

      That was all. He did not say the word that would have finished it; he did not take back what he had given an hour ago, in the daylight, with his hand against her cheek. Elizabeth heard the omission and had no strength to spend on it.

      “Then I will say only this.” Darcy’s voice was what it had been at the post-times and the stages: level, exact, and guarded past reading. “You shall have no burden added by me, madam. Not one.”

      He bowed to her, then to her father, and went out. The latch closed behind him with less noise than the clock.

      Elizabeth stayed where she was, the letter still in her hands. Her father looked at her from the hearth and said nothing. And she found that of all the morning’s silences, that one was the hardest to stand in, because it was the only one she could not read.

      “Go and pack, Lizzy,” he said at last, gently. “We leave at seven tomorrow.”

      By noon the house had given up pretending to be what it had been at breakfast. Trunks lay open in the corridors. The Pemberley wagons were promised to the early road, and somewhere a footman was calling the times of the London stages in a voice pitched for crisis, and being answered in kind. The party that had filled the spring dissolved as such parties do, by carriage and by note, with everyone very kind and nobody saying the word that the kindness stood in front of. By the afternoon the guests were gone, or as good as gone, and the house was shedding its company the way a ship sheds canvas before weather.

      Elizabeth packed, and made lists, and was useful. It was the only language of grief her family had ever spoken fluently, and she spoke it all afternoon, folding what wanted folding, until her hands had done so much sensible work that they had nearly persuaded the rest of her.

      Twice, on errands, she passed what she had given up that morning. Her mind had already restored the title, like a glove gone back on. Mr. Darcy stood in the hall among his people, the express times in his hand, arranging: the carriage for seven, the wagons, the letters to go ahead, her father’s road made smooth the whole length of it. Things were done before he had finished asking for them. He was composed; he was exact; he contested nothing. He had taken her release as he took the post-times: without one syllable spent against it.

      And there, on the stairs, with a candle-box in her arms, Elizabeth did the morning’s last arithmetic and got the sum wrong.

      He does not fight it because he knows it is right, she thought. He saw what I saw before I saw it. He is a just man doing the just thing handsomely, and the handsomeness is for my sake. She set the figure down at the foot of the column where it balanced perfectly, the way false sums do. It was a relief to have it proved. She told herself it was a relief, twice, which is once more than relief requires.

      She found Jane in their room among the half-filled trunks, and the two of them divided the family between them as they had been dividing it all their lives.

      “You will go with Papa,” Jane said. “He must not be alone in town, and you are quicker than I am at — at what may want quickness.”

      “And you home. Mamma cannot be left to Kitty and Mary; the neighborhood will be at the door by Tuesday.” Elizabeth shut a trunk-lid on a gown neither of them acknowledged. “Say what must be said and not one grain more. You are better at that than anyone living.”

      They folded a while without talking. It was Jane who broke it, low, over a sleeve she was making no progress with.

      “I cannot make her make sense, Lizzy. I have been trying all morning, the way one worries a knot, and there is no thread in it to pull. To go from a safe house, in the dark, with a man who has not even troubled to lie to her about Scotland — I keep reaching for the feeling that made it worth the doing, and my hand closes on nothing. I do not think there was a feeling. I think there was only the going.”

      “There was a red coat, and a dare, and the chance to be the first of us married,” Elizabeth said. “That was enough, because nothing in Lydia’s life has ever yet cost her a thing.” She heard how hard it came out, and did not soften it. The harder truth under it was that she could not stand in her sister’s shoes either, and the failing of her own imagination frightened her more than pity would have done. “We are her sisters, and we cannot follow her into it. What chance had Mrs. Forster, who is hardly older than she is?”

      “I said that.” Jane’s hands had gone still. “In the spring. I said Mrs. Forster was too young to govern her, too young by half; and Papa did not smile, and no one answered me, and we let it pass.”

      “We all let it pass,” Elizabeth said. “I had her last letter from Brighton in my own hand. I read it, and I thought, that child, and I set it down and went out to the garden, and I did nothing at all. We saw it, every one of us, the whole length of one cold breakfast. And then the breakfast ended.”

      Below, a wagon took on its load; the spring party went on quietly coming apart. Jane was returning home newly engaged; Elizabeth was returning to London, having given back that morning, with both hands. The thing their youngest sister had thrown in a ditch.

      “At least Mamma will have your news to rejoice in,” Elizabeth said. “She will want that, when the rest of it reaches her.”

      “And Pemberley?” Jane asked, her eyes on the trunk. She had heard the morning’s news of the library by then, as houses carry such news, without anyone telling anyone. “Lizzy. What you did⁠—“

      “Was done whole, and I will not pick at it. Nor will you.” She said it kindly, and took her sister’s hand to make it kind, and felt Jane forbear. “Help me with the strap.”

      By dusk there was nothing left sensible to do, and that was the day’s most dangerous hour. More lists were made. The trunks were strapped. The house had gone quiet from one end to the other, the quiet of held breath, and Elizabeth went along the gallery to find candles and found Georgiana instead.

      The girl stood at the long window at the gallery’s end, where the last light came up the avenue. The dusk had filled in around her. Her arms hung straight at her sides.

      Elizabeth stopped. She had not seen Georgiana since the morning room — had not heard her voice, had not passed her on the stairs, had not once in a day of packing and lists and sensible industry thought to look for her. The whole day had closed over the girl’s absence and no one, not Elizabeth, not anyone, had noticed.

      Georgiana did not hear her come, or did not show it. White to the lips, she watched the empty road as though it had said the name to her again and might say more.

      It was not the face of a girl grieving a brother’s broken engagement. Elizabeth knew that grief; she had been walking around inside it, and it did not look out of windows the way this one did, fixed on a particular reach of empty road.

      “Georgiana,” she said softly, and took her cold hand, and asked her nothing.

      They stood at the window while the avenue went out, the released and the unreadable, hand in hand in the dark gallery of a house that by morning would be empty of every Bennet in it; and below them, in the office wing, one window after another came alight, where Mr. Darcy was writing letters: the roads, she supposed, and the horses, and whatever else a man arranges when he is putting a family at a distance.
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      The first letter was to Colonel Fitzwilliam, and was the easiest, because soldiers like their orders plain. His cousin had gone that same afternoon with the Matlock carriages, hours before there was any campaign to put to him, and knowing only what the whole house had known by dusk, which was nothing yet. So it would be paper, and not the table he would have preferred; and paper traveled, and leave took getting, the army that summer grudging every officer it owned, so that Darcy would be in London well before his cousin could follow.

      Come to town as soon as your duties can spare you, Darcy wrote. Bring all the leave they will give you. A matter has arisen which cannot keep and must not be talked of, at Matlock House or anywhere; I will tell you the whole of it across a table. Say only that I asked.

      He read it through and sealed it. His cousin would grumble, and come, and ask his questions with his boots already on; that was the whole virtue of the man.

      The second letter was to Mr. Gardiner of Gracechurch Street, and he sat over it the better part of an hour.

      The matter itself wanted no art. A girl gone from Brighton in the night; a man whose price Darcy knew to the shilling; a trail bending toward London; a family with nothing in town to meet it but an attorney’s letters and a name about to be spent for them. All that could be set down in a few lines and was.

      The asking was another matter. He was asking, of a man in trade whom he had met across a winter drawing-room and liked better than half his acquaintance, the loan of his house, his discretion, and his standing in the City. And he was asking it for a campaign that could never be acknowledged by anybody.

      What I know of the gentleman in question I will tell you when we meet, he wrote at last. It is not a matter for paper. It is enough that I know where men of his habits go to ground, and that I have means which your family could not accept from me and shall therefore not be offered to them. I offer them to you, sir, who may use them without owing me anything.

      One condition, and it is absolute. Your niece — Miss Elizabeth Bennet — is to know nothing of my part in this. Not the search, not a shilling, not my name in the same breath with her sister’s. Whatever is recovered, your family recovered it. If that condition cannot be kept, burn this letter and forgive the liberty of it.

      He read that letter twice and sat a while with it unsealed.

      She had released him in plain words, for a reason he could not fault without lying. He had taken it standing. The alternative was to argue her out of her own judgment, and he had lately had a thorough education in what his arguments did to people who had not asked for them. Very well. But a man whose help has been put off may still help, provided nobody is made to carry the weight of thanking him. Service that is known is a claim. Service that is secret is only service.

      He believed that the way a man believes what he has decided at one o’clock in the morning: wholly, and with a sensation of having signed something away unread.

      He sealed the letter to Mr. Gardiner. The third, to his steward in town, took no time and no feeling at all: the house to be opened quietly, the holland left on the state rooms, no knocker hung, the kitchen stocked for a small establishment that asked no questions and answered fewer; post-horses bespoken on the road south; and a list, by Friday, of which of the Pall Mall houses still held paper of a certain officer’s, against the day it might want buying.

      Say nothing of my coming. I am not in town this summer. The house is shut.

      There was a fourth letter he did not write.

      His aunt had a daughter, and a doctrine. The doctrine held that his mother had wished the cousins joined; had settled it, with her sister, over the cradles. Lady Catherine had recited it on every visit of his boyhood, in front of his mother’s portrait, as though the painted face were a witness who could be made to nod by repetition. His mother, who was chiefly accustomed to being obeyed, had never to his knowledge obeyed anybody on the point, and had died without subscribing to it. The doctrine had only grown the stronger for that, the way claims do when the one party who could contradict them is gone.

      His aunt did not yet know there had been an engagement. She would learn of it; the family had watched it made. And the unforgivable part would not be the Bennet name. The unforgivable part would be Anne, thrown over without ever having been taken up. There was no letter that could spend that powder safely, and he did not try. He set the case on the shelf of things that would burn in their own time, and noted, with the cold half of his mind, that the shelf was filling.

      And there was a fifth letter, which his hand began without him.

      He had drawn a fresh sheet to cover the steward’s, and the pen had set two words at the head of it before he caught it: Miss Elizabeth. He sat with them some while. The hand that had written them was perfectly steady; it had simply gone on ahead of its orders, as it had done once before in a corridor, and been court-martialed for it, and apparently learned nothing.

      There was no letter to her. Everything he could put under those two words was either a plea, which he had no right to make, or an accounting, which would convert his service into exactly the claim he had forsworn an hour ago.

      You shall have no burden added by me.

      He had said it. The saying was the whole estate he retained in her.

      He fed the sheet to the candle and watched his name for her go up the chimney in a thread of smoke, and then he put the wax and the seals away, squared the three letters on the desk, and gave his hands the rest of the night’s work, the lists and the maps and the road-book.

      He meant to be gone before the house was awake. He had written a sixth letter after all — a short one, to Georgiana, to be given her with her chocolate at nine, by which hour he intended to be fifteen miles south of anything she could do about it. It explained nothing, promised a letter from town, and commended her to Mrs. Annesley with a tenderness that had cost him more revision than the steward got. He left it propped against the breakfast urn like a man laying a false trail, and went down to the stable yard in the chill before the sun found the cobbles, with his conscience arranged.

      Georgiana stood by the carriage.

      She was cloaked to the chin, and her breath showed in the lantern-light. Behind her, with the serene finish of a woman who had completed her packing some hours earlier, stood Mrs. Annesley. Behind Mrs. Annesley, corded and strapped and already aboard, were two trunks that had no business there. His coachman was examining the off horse’s harness with the absorption of a man determined to be elsewhere without moving.

      “You found my letter,” Darcy said.

      “Mrs. Annesley found it at half past four. She had gone down to see whether the breakfast room had been laid.” Georgiana’s chin was not quite steady, but her voice was. “She is a very thorough woman. It is why you engaged her.”

      “It was to be given you at nine.”

      “Yes. I read that part.” She stepped nearer, into the lantern’s circle. She had been up all night; the sight of it cost him. “Fitzwilliam. Take me with you.”

      “Georgiana—“

      “Take me with you. You left me behind once.”

      Once. She did not say more than that, and did not need to. The off horse shifted; the harness rang and settled. Neither of them would say what the word carried, not here, not in front of the man at the harness and the dew still hanging in the lantern light; but they could both read the date on it, and the date was enough. Darcy had left her behind for her protection, in the care of excellent people, with every arrangement made; and the arrangements had nearly been the end of her.

      He had arguments. Good ones. The roads, the company he must keep this summer, the parts of town his business would take him through, the plain fact that the safest place in England for a girl of her name was the house he was leaving. He had had arguments yesterday morning too, in a library, and had set them down; and the discovery met him there in the cold, at five in the morning: the setting down was becoming a habit, and he could not quite regret it.

      “And you, madam?” he said, over his sister’s head. “Have I any say in your arrangements, or are those also concluded?”

      “I have packed for a month, sir,” Mrs. Annesley said. “If it proves longer, we shall contrive.”

      So he had been outgeneraled in his own stable yard, by his sister and her companion, before that hour; and the man who had spent the night assembling a campaign nobody was to know of handed his first recruits into the carriage, because there was nothing else to do with them, and a man does what there is to be done.

      The road south took two long days. He passed the most of them with the country going backward at the glass.

      Georgiana did not chatter and did not pretend to sleep. Somewhere past the first change of horses, she said to the window, “You will not send me back from town. I want your word.”

      He gave it. It was cheaper than the argument, and besides, he meant it. After that she let him alone, and the carriage
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