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    This volume, The E. M. Delafield Collection, gathers six complete novels written between 1915 and 1922: Zella Sees Herself, The War Workers, Consequences, Tension, The Heel of Achilles, and Humbug: A Study in Education. Selected from the author’s early career, these works trace the emergence of a distinctive voice that would later be widely recognized. The purpose is not encyclopedic coverage but a concentrated view of Delafield’s developing concerns and methods across sustained narratives. All items here are novels, unified by their attention to the private decisions and public structures that define everyday life, particularly for women negotiating duty, desire, and reputation.

Across these books Delafield refines a manner at once exact, ironic, and humane. Her fiction looks closely at the habits of institutions and the small behaviors by which people accept, resist, or reshape convention. She is drawn to the friction between declared ideals and lived realities—within charitable committees, offices, schools, and drawing rooms—and she charts consequences without melodrama. Class dynamics, gendered expectation, and the ethics of work are recurring concerns. The prose favors clear observation and social comedy set against moral seriousness. Taken together, these early novels illuminate how Delafield links the comic detail to the structural pressure it reveals.

Zella Sees Herself, Delafield’s first novel, presents a young woman confronting the collision of self-image and social expectation. The narrative follows her attempts to discern who she is when other people’s judgments operate like mirrors that magnify, distort, and constrain. Rather than offering sensational turns, the book builds its interest from credible choices and the emotional costs attached to them. It introduces Delafield’s lasting fascination with education in its broadest sense—how experience, family influence, and aspiration school a character’s outlook—and it already shows the author’s ability to treat earnest longing and sly comedy as neighboring, mutually illuminating modes.

The War Workers turns to the British home front during the First World War, observing a voluntary organization charged with relief and logistics in a provincial town. Delafield anatomizes the hierarchies, efficiencies, frictions, and self-importance that arise when urgent purpose meets human vanity and fatigue. The novel’s interest lies less in battlefield events than in the administration of goodwill, where committees, timetables, and personalities collide. Without caricaturing, it scrutinizes the ethics of service and the uses of authority, showing how noble intentions and routine pettiness can coexist. The result is both a record of its moment and a study of perennial organizational life.

Consequences deepens the moral register, following a young woman whose upbringing and social environment leave her ill-equipped to navigate the choices expected of her. Delafield traces the formation of a temperament—earnest, impulsive, devout in its way—and examines how good intentions can engender damaging outcomes when guided by limited models of fulfillment. The novel is not a tract but an intimate inquiry into how family influence, religious feeling, and the wish to be exemplary can narrow, rather than expand, a life. It is one of Delafield’s most searching explorations of constraint and responsibility, attentive to the weight small decisions can carry.

Tension studies workplace rumor and reputation within a small institution, where a new appointment unsettles colleagues and exposes the mechanisms by which gossip hardens into judgment. Delafield observes the performance of fairness and the quieter operations of prejudice, showing how administrative procedures both mask and magnify personal motives. The drama is conducted through memos, meetings, visits, and the daily theater of shared rooms rather than through sensational revelations. By dramatizing the stakes of professional standing—especially for women whose livelihoods are scrutinized more closely—the novel articulates how reputations are made, defended, and undone within the respectable machinery of public service.

The Heel of Achilles considers the hazards that accompany aspiration, tracing how a character’s most valued qualities can also constitute a point of weakness when tested by social expectation and self-regard. Humbug: A Study in Education returns to institutional critique, this time within the world of schooling, to examine the distance between educational ideals and their implementation in everyday practice. Together, these novels extend Delafield’s interest in the interplay between character and system. Read collectively, the six works show an author sharpening her comic skepticism and ethical attentiveness, qualities that continue to make her portraits of class, labor, and conscience resonant.
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    E. M. Delafield began publishing as Britain moved from late Edwardian certainties into wartime disruption. Zella Sees Herself appeared in 1915, when London and provincial towns were negotiating old hierarchies of class, marriage, and respectability amid mobilization. Before 1914, the suffrage movement, the spread of girls’ secondary schools, and debates about the “New Woman” had already unsettled expectations. The outbreak of war in August 1914 intensified scrutiny of female conduct and ambition, sharpening themes Delafield explored across her early novels: social performance, constrained choices, and the costs of conformity. Readers recognized familiar drawing rooms, boarding houses, and offices refracted through understated irony.

The total-war apparatus transformed civic life between 1914 and 1918. New ministries, including the Ministry of Munitions (1915) and Ministry of Food (1917), and proliferating voluntary committees drew women into paid and unpaid administrative labor. The War Workers (1918) mirrors the bureaucratic culture of provincial headquarters, where hierarchy, efficiency rhetoric, and personal vanity collided. Such organizations often centralized authority in charismatic local figures while relying on overburdened clerks and orderlies. Delafield’s satire resonated because readers had encountered ration books, regulations, and office memoranda in real time; the novel’s atmosphere captured a recognizably British mix of patriotic duty, organizational chaos, and moral posturing.

Across the collection, Delafield writes in the wake of two landmark statutes: the Representation of the People Act (February 1918), which enfranchised many women over 30, and the Sex Disqualification (Removal) Act (December 1919), which opened professions such as law and the civil service to women. These measures coexisted with a persistent marriage bar and pay inequality. Novels like Consequences (1919) and Tension (1920) reflect a world where female education had expanded but viable futures remained precarious, especially outside London. The tension between opportunity and prescription—typist, teacher, wife, or spinster—supplied her characters’ dilemmas and shaped contemporary reviewers’ interest in “modern” feminine experience.

War also unsettled domestic economies. By 1917, rationing, price controls, and shortages altered middle-class households, while the Spanish influenza pandemic of 1918–1919 strained communities already marked by casualty lists. Demobilization in 1919 brought industrial unrest and a readjustment of gendered labor, intensifying scrutiny of behavior in small towns and suburbs that Delafield depicts with forensic calm. The declining availability of live-in servants and the rising cost of help shifted burdens toward women themselves, complicating ideals of gentility. These pressures inflect the moral stakes and social surveillance threaded through Tension and The Heel of Achilles (1921), where reputations feel both fragile and relentlessly examined.

Educational reform furnished another shared backdrop. The Fisher Education Act of 1918 raised the school-leaving age to 14, expanded continuation courses, and pressed local education authorities to improve provision, while the National Union of Teachers gained influence. Debates about discipline, examinations, and “character” training animated staff rooms and inspectorates. Humbug: A Study in Education (1922) channels this environment, satirizing the moralistic veneers and bureaucratic habits that persisted from Edwardian practice into the postwar years. Scholarships offered new routes for bright pupils from modest families, yet curricula and patronage still enforced deference. Delafield’s portraits show how institutional language masked inequity and personal whim.

Religious and psychological crosscurrents also shape these books. Wartime bereavement produced renewed church attendance and interest in ritual, while Anglican, Nonconformist, and Catholic institutions competed for authority in English towns. At the same time, medical discourse on “nerves” and shell shock—widely discussed from 1915—filtered into civilian life, reframing spiritual crises as psychological ones. Consequences and The Heel of Achilles probe the costs of prescribed femininity, gesturing toward convents, retreats, or moral reform as exits that can constrict as much as console. Delafield’s disenchanted tone reflects a society testing new explanations for suffering without abandoning older judgments about duty, sin, and reputation.

Publishing conditions during and after the war affected both form and reception. Paper shortages from 1917 constrained print runs, while circulating libraries such as Boots and W. H. Smith shaped the market for socially observant fiction. Reviews in outlets like the Times Literary Supplement and provincial newspapers often praised Delafield’s cool exactness, comparing her satiric note with contemporaries including May Sinclair or Rose Macaulay. The War Workers and Tension benefited from readers’ fresh memory of queues, office files, and committee rooms; Zella Sees Herself and Consequences met a public attuned to discussions of female vocation, propriety, and the limits of romantic fulfillment.

By 1922, Britain’s political and fiscal mood had shifted. The postwar slump of 1920–1921 and the Geddes Axe (1921–1922) imposed sharp cuts on local services, cultural institutions, and education, cooling early-war idealism. Public life moved from mobilization to retrenchment, yet anxieties about class display, women’s independence, and communal judgment persisted. The Heel of Achilles and Humbug speak to this consolidation: the first probing marital and social compromise, the second exposing institutional double-speak under austerity. Taken together with Zella, The War Workers, Consequences, and Tension, these novels register the transition from Edwardian aspiration through war-borne upheaval to the tempered, watchful pragmatism of the early interwar years.
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    Early Heroines and Self-Perception: Zella Sees Herself (1915); The Heel of Achilles (1921)
These two early novels follow young women whose self-image and romantic ambitions collide with the quiet brutalities of class and convention.
Delafield’s cool, ironic narration exposes vanity and blind spots without cruelty, using close psychological observation to show how a single flaw or illusion can direct a life.
The War Workers (1918)
A provincial wartime relief organization becomes a microcosm of the home front, where zeal, bureaucracy, and class deference jostle under the banner of patriotic service.
Sharply comic yet humane, the book probes the ethics of leadership and volunteerism, asking whether efficiency or empathy should rule when good intentions mask personal vanity.
Consequences (1919)
Tracing a socially anxious young woman from adolescence into adulthood, the novel charts the cost of seeking belonging in systems—familial, social, spiritual—that demand submission.
Somber and exact, it examines duty, self-abnegation, and the thin line between vocation and escape without sensationalism.
Institutions and Reputation: Tension (1920); Humbug: A Study in Education (1922)
Across a bureaucratic office and the educational sphere, these works anatomize how rumor, policy, and performance policing warp judgment and livelihoods.
With taut scenes and dry wit, Delafield exposes reputational double standards—especially for women—and the way official ideals become window dressing for insecurity and power-play.
Signatures and Shifts (Across the Collection)
Delafield blends unsentimental psychological realism with quiet comedy, returning to motifs of duty, reputation, and the peril of self-deception.
From pre-war introspections to sharper institutional satire after the war, her focus widens while her precise, clipped style and moral irony remain constant.
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  THE French window of the dining-room at Villetswood stood wide open, disclosing a glittering perspective of white cloth laden with silver and flowers and gilt candlesticks crowned by pink shades.


  Gisèle de Kervoyou, aged seven, balanced herself on one foot upon the threshold of the window.


  She was gazing eagerly at the beautiful, gleaming vista, repeated in the great mirror at the far end of the room. With a gesture that was essentially un-English, the child shrugged her shoulders together, stepped very daintily into the dining-room, and approached the table. Her dark grey eyes were narrowed together, her head thrown back as though to catch any possible sound, and she moved as gracefully and as soundlessly as a kitten.


  With tiny dexterous fingers she abstracted some three or four chocolate bon-bons from as many little silver dessert-dishes, thrust one into her mouth, and the others into the diminutive pocket of her white frock. Then for the first time she looked guilty, flung a terrified glance round her, and fled noiselessly across the room and out into the garden again.


  "Zella! aren't you coming?"


  "Yes, yes."


  Zella ran across the terrace to the big oak-tree where her cousins, James and Muriel Lloyd-Evans, wore earnestly engaged in digging a passage through the earth to Australia


  "Where have you been?" Muriel inquired.


  "On to the top terrace," said Zella glibly; "and I saw a big white horse, trampling on all the flowers."


  "Where, where?" shrieked Muriel, flinging down her spade. James, a quiet little boy who bore unmoved the reputation of being a prig, looked up inquiringly.


  "It's gone now," said Zella. "Papa shot it."


  "Shot it dead?" said Muriel, awestruck.


  "I don't believe it," remarked James, and resumed his digging.


  Zella felt a wave of fury pass over her at this insult. It made her so angry to be disbelieved that she completely lost sight of the entire justification for James' attitude.


  "It is true," she cried passionately; "I did see it!" And across her mental vision there passed a very distinct picture of a mammoth white horse destroying the geraniums with plunging hooves, and then suddenly stilled for ever by a gun-shot.


  Muriel, who hated quarrels, said: "Don't be angry, Zella. Let's go on digging."


  And the governess, who had followed the conversation with what attention she could spare from a novel, looked up and remarked, "James, you are not to tease your cousin," while inwardly thanking Providence that she was not responsible for the upbringing of that untruthful little half-foreign child, Zella de Kervoyou.


  But Zella, who was hurt by a suspicion of her truthfulness as by nothing else, rushed away to sob and cry behind the laurel hedge, and wish that she was dead.


  "Was it really an untruth?" Muriel asked with a horrified face as her cousin fled in tears.


  "I am afraid so, dear," replied Miss Vincent with some asperity, thinking it worth while to improve the occasion. "Your little cousin is very young; when she grows older she will see how very naughty it is to tell stories."


  "I don't believe Zella tells stories," muttered James, in a tone inaudible to the governess.


  "But you said she did, just now."


  "No, I didn't. I said I didn't believe about the horse, that's all."


  Muriel looked bewildered.


  "But, then, it was an untruth," she reiterated helplessly.


  "It's an untruth when you or me say what isn't true, but not Zella," said James, with psychological insight far beyond his powers of grammatical expression.


  "But why?"


  "Because she's different, that's all. Let's go on digging."


  Meanwhile Zella cried and sobbed, crouching on the ground behind the laurel hedge, convinced that nobody loved her, and with a terrible feeling that she was the naughtiest little girl in the whole world. This dreadful state of affairs had all been brought about by the theft of the chocolates, and now that she was confronted by some of the results of her crime Zella felt an unendurable remorse. At least she mistook it for remorse, though it was chiefly a passionate desire to regain her own self-esteem. She rose and went slowly towards the house, a pathetic tiny figure, in her crumpled white frock, with tear-stained face and quivering mouth.


  From the top terrace her mother was advancing slowly. At sight of the woe-begone figure of her only child, Madame de Kervoyou sprang forward.


  "What is the matter, my darling?"


  Zella immediately began to cry again, was lifted on to her mother's lap, and asked if she had hurt herself.


  "No—no."


  "Oh, my pet, you haven't quarrelled with the others again, have you? said poor Madame de Kervoyou, who knew that her sister would place any dissension among the children to the credit of that French blood of Zella's, which she owed entirely to her father.


  "Have you been naughty?"


  "Yes," wailed Zella, with an awful sense of the relief to be founding confession;" I've been most dreadfully wicked." "What have you done?"


  "I went into the dining-room, and—and—I took"


  Zella gasped.


  The clasp of her mother's arms was intensely comforting, and she dreaded the loosening of that clasp at the revelation of her iniquity.


  "I took—I took "—her courage failed her—" one chocolate off the table, and I ate it."


  "My darling! you know you must never take what isn't yours like that.. It's stealing," said Madame de Kervoyou, with an utter absence of conviction in her tone that was not lost upon Zella.


  "But it was very brave of you to come and tell me, and when you are honest like that you know mother never punishes you."


  The most intense relief of which seven-years-old is capable filled Zella's heart. Her partial confession had brought her comfort, absolution, and even a sense of complacency at her own voluntary revelation of a sin that might have remained hidden for ever. When her mother said, " Were you crying so sadly about that, my poor little baby?" it was with perfect conviction that Zella replied, "Yes; I was so miserable after I'd done it." It was the orthodox attitude of a sinner, and rilled Zella with a feeling of self-righteousness.


  It was with a pang of undiluted dismay that she remembered, half an hour afterwards, the other stolen chocolates in her pocket. Before she went to bed Zella had buried them in the garden, and felt herself noble because she did not eat one of them.


  The episode of the white horse amongst the flower-beds was allowed to drop, and never penetrated to the ears of the authorities. Nor was it mentioned amongst the children during the rest of James and Muriel's visit. Muriel forgot the incident, but retained a general impression that Zella was by nature untruthful, and therefore never to be quite trusted again. James, who never forgot things, remembered all about it, but thought it profoundly unimportant. Zella forgot everything but that she had courageously confessed a great sin to her mother, and had been pardoned, and that night she fell asleep with tears still sparkling on her thick lashes and her lips parted in


  The attitude of mind thus denoted remained typical of Zella de Kervoyou.
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  WHEN Zella de Kervoyou was fourteen her mother died.


  She died at Villetswood, towards evening, after a week's illness, when September reds and golds were staining the trees and a species of Indian summer had set in. The day after her death, her only sister, Mrs. Lloyd Evans, telegraphed to Zella's father: "Heartbroken at terrible news of dearest Esmée. Shall be with you this evening."


  Louis de Kervoyou crumpled the telegram into the waste-paper basket. He sat at the writing-table in the bay-window of the study, where the blind was not drawn, and looked out at the garden, still brilliant with autumn flowers.


  The door opened, and his only child, Zella, came in.


  She was a slender little thing, very small for her age, with beautiful grey eyes and thick soft hair of a peculiarly pale brown colour. Her face was pale and stained with tears. Louis had hardly seen her since the preceding evening, when he had himself told her of her mother's death.


  She crept towards him now, half timidly, and he held out his hand. Zella flung herself on the floor beside him, and leant her head, that ached from crying, against his knee.


  "Poor child !" said Louis very gently, and stroked the brown hair. But his gaze was far away over the distant hills.


  "Papa—may I—may I "said Zella, half choked.


  "May you what, my dear?" Louis's voice was as usual, though Zella spoke in a half-whisper, but there was an underlying note of despairing weariness in his level tones.


  "Come with you and see her?" said Zella, with a fresh outburst of tears.


  "Why?"


  The question startled Zella, and jarred upon her, gently though it had been spoken.


  "Because," she sobbed—" because—oh, don't you understand?—to say good-bye to her?"


  "She is not there," said Louis very steadily. "Your mother's spirit is not there. All that was her is gone. She would not wish you to see what is left, my poor little child!"


  There was a silence. Zella was crying again. Presently he spoke to her softly:


  "Zella, try and stop crying, mignonne. You will make yourself ill."


  "I can't—I can't—I wish I was dead, too."


  Louis spoke no more. Presently a servant came in half hesitatingly, and announced that the clergyman was waiting; and he rose instantly and went into the hall, where Zella heard a subdued murmur of voices. Only one sentence reached her, spoken by her father.


  "I wish it to be at once. To-day is Monday—on Thursday afternoon, then."


  Zella guessed, with a pang that made her feel physically sick, that they were speaking of her mother's funeral. She fled away through the other door of the study, and gained her own room, where she lay on the bed unable to cry any more, until a pitying maid brought her a cup of tea.


  "Try and drink it, Miss Zella dear; it'll do you good," said the maid, sobbing.


  "I can't—take it away," moaned Zella, although she was faint from crying and want of food.


  "Oh, Miss Zella dear, you must. Whatever will your poor papa do if you're ill! you've got to be a comfort to him now."


  Zella sobbed drearily.


  "Do try and take just a drop, like a dear. Sophia!" cried the maid in a sort of subdued call, as another servant went past the open door, and cast a pitying look at the little prone figure on the bed.


  "Sophia ! whatever can I do with Miss Zella if she won't eat nor drink? I tell her she'll be ill—won't she?—if she goes on crying so."


  "And she didn't eat a morsel of breakfast, either," chimed in Sophia.


  "Come, Miss Zella, do have a try, like a dear!"


  The two servants coaxed and implored the child, the violence of whose sobs had now redoubled, until she at length sat up and choked over a few mouthfuls of the tea, long since grown cold.


  "That's a brave young lady," said the kind maids admiringly as they went away, whispering to one another that poor Miss Zella had a terrible amount of feeling, and had been crying all night.


  "The master, he hasn't shed a tear yet. Stunned, I believe," said Sophia.


  And they descended to the lower regions, to join in the innumerable comments on the awful suddenness of it all, and the " dreadful feeling " produced by a death in the house.


  Towards six o'clock the wheels of the carriage were heard, and Louis came out of his wife's room with his set face of resolute composure, and went into the hall to greet his sister-in-law.


  Mrs. Lloyd-Evans was a tall, good-looking woman, still under forty, and looking even younger than she was. She resembled Esmée de Kervoyou in nothing.


  Her face was swollen with tears, and she was in black, with a heavy crepe veil.


  "Louis! Louis!" she wrung her brother-in-law's hand: "I can't believe it—our poor, poor darling! . . ." Her voice died away under the crepe veil.


  "It was very good of you to come so quickly," said Louis gently. "Have you had tea, Marianne?"


  She shook her head and negatived the suggestion by a quick movement.


  "Where is poor, poor little Zella?" inquired Mrs. Lloyd-Evans.


  "I will send for her: come into the drawing-room."


  In the drawing-room a fresh paroxysm of sobbing overtook her, as she raised the heavy veil and looked around her.


  "Last time I was here—how different! Oh, her workbox—her piano!" Louis rang the bell.


  "It must have been fearfully sudden—your letter gave me no idea; and the shock of the telegram was terrible. You were with her?"


  "Yes," said Louis in an expressionless voice. "I will tell you all you want to hear, Marianne; but pray try and —and be brave now. I will send for Zella."


  "How is she?" said his sister-in-law, wiping her eyes.


  The servant entered.


  "Will you bring tea, and tell Miss Zella that Mrs. Lloyd-Evans has arrived?"


  "How is the poor child?" again inquired her aunt.


  "She is very much overwrought," said Louis calmly, "and has cried herself almost ill. I shall be very grateful, Marianne, if you will help her through the next two or three days, and induce her to eat and sleep properly, and try to check her tears. Her mother would not wish her to cry so, and make herself ill."


  "It is far more natural that she should cry, and will be better for her in the end," said Marianne Lloyd-Evans almost resentfully. "And how can she not cry, unless she were utterly heartless and callous—her own mother, and, oh, what a devoted one!" Louis remembered the number of times that Marianne had accused Esmée of spoiling her only child, and said nothing.


  When Zella entered, her aunt sprang up with a cry of pity, and clasped the little forlorn figure in her arms.


  Zella's tears began afresh at the tenderness, and they wept together. Louis de Kervoyou gazed again out of the window, where darkness was falling over the garden, and presently left the room.


  He did not again see his sister-in-law until they met at dinner.


  At the sight of Esmée's empty chair she started a little and pressed her handkerchief to her eyes. They spoke very little while the servants were in the room. The strange awe that fills a house visited by death hung heavy in the silence.


  Once Louis asked, "Has Zella gone to bed?" and her aunt said, "Yes, she is worn out. I gave her a little something that will put her to sleep."


  When dinner was over, and they were again in the drawing-room, Marianne said rather nervously:


  "I shall be glad to go to bed early to-night, but I wanted to ask you first, Louis, about arrangements."


  "The funeral is to be on Thursday. There is no reason to make it any later. It will be here, of course."


  "She would have wished that," murmured Marianne "—to lie in the little churchyard so near her own home. Oh, Louis, Louis! I can't realize she's gone."


  Louis listened to her as in a dream, but spoke very gently:


  "It has been a terrible shock to you. I wish you could have had more preparation, but no one anticipated it until the very day before, when I sent you the first telegram."


  "I know—I know. Can you bear to tell me how it all was?"


  There was little enough to tell, but Louis told her briefly of his wife's short illness and painless death. She had died unconscious.


  "No words—no message?" sobbed Mrs. Lloyd-Evans.


  "She did not know that she was dying."


  "The clergyman?"


  "I did not send for him," replied Louis quietly.


  Mrs. Lloyd-Evans had long known that her brother-in-law was "nothing," as she phrased it, with regard to religious convictions, and she had often feared that poor Esmée, since her marriage, had given up even going to church, which, to Mrs. Lloyd-Evans, was synonymous with atheism. She said no more, but bade Louis an emotional good-night, and went slowly up to her room, although it was very little after nine.


  Louis, left alone at last, went out into the dusk of the garden.


  "Esmée! Esmée!"


  He wondered if he could retain his sanity.


  "Zella, my child, have you nothing black to put on?" Mrs. Lloyd-Evans had never addressed her niece as "my child before, and had she done so Zella would have resented it extremely, but now it appeared to them both as appropriately solemn.


  next morning, looked at her aunt with vague, dark circled eyes. She was still in her white petticoat, and looked pathetically small and childish.


  "I hadn't thought of that, Aunt Marianne," she faltered. "Must I put on black things?"


  Mrs. Lloyd-Evans thought that the gentlest of hints might not come amiss, in order to counteract any possible unconventional ideas on the part of poor Louis, who, after all, was far more French than English.


  "You see, dear," she said very gently, " it is as a mark of respect. One doesn't want anyone—the servants or anybody—to think one doesn't care. You will wear mourning a year for your dear, dear mother. That is what is customary."


  "Will papa want me to? asked Zella unexpectedly.


  "He will want you to do what is right, darling. Aunt Marianne will talk to him about it."


  Mrs. Lloyd-Evans habitually spoke of herself in the third person when addressing children.


  "Now let me see what you've got," she continued, in the same gentle, inflexible voice.


  "I have a black serge skirt, but not any blouses," said Zella, pulling open a drawer.


  "Perhaps a white one would do for to-day. Or look, dear, this check one is black and grey: that will do better still; it is nice and dark."


  "It is one that—that—she hated. I have hardly ever worn it," said Zella, beginning to cry again.


  "You mustn't give way, Zella dear. That blouse and skirt must do for to-day, and I will telegraph for real mourning at once. You see, my poor darling, you must have it for Thursday; but there will just be time for it to arrive. To-day is Tuesday."


  "Only Tuesday," thought Zella miserably, as she put on the check blouse and black skirt. "It was only Sunday evening that mother died, and it feels like days and days."


  She wondered drearily if all her life she would be as miserable as she was now, and if so how she should bear it.


  Presently she mechanically took up the broad scarlet ribbon that habitually tied back her brown hair.


  "Haven't you a black ribbon, dear?" asked her aunt softly.


  Zella had no black ribbon, and Mrs. Lloyd-Evans told her to plait her hair instead of tying it. It altered her appearance and made her look older.


  They went slowly downstairs, Mrs. Lloyd-Evans holding her niece's hand as though she were a small child, and squeezing it convulsively as they passed the closed door of the room which had been Esmée's.


  "It's so dreadful to have meals and everything just the same," said poor Zella as they passed through the hall to the dining-room.


  "One must be brave, dear," replied her aunt.


  Louis de Kervoyou was in the dining-room when they entered, and Mrs. Lloyd-Evans thought that he looked ten years older. When he had spoken the briefest of good-mornings, he looked rather strangely at Zella in her dark clothes and the unaccustomed plaited-back hair, but he said nothing. Mrs. Lloyd-Evans, who had rather dreaded some eccentric objection to conventional mourning, felt relieved, and the moment the silent breakfast was over she hastened to write out a telegraphic order to London for the blackest of garments on Zella's behalf.


  This done, she again sought her niece.


  "Zella, dear child," she said tremulously, "you know that—that it"—she could not bring herself to use the word "funeral "—" is to be on Thursday. Don't you wish to come with Aunt Marianne and see dearest mother for the last time? I'm afraid that a little later on it won't be possible any longer."


  Zella did not understand, and looked up with miserable bewildered eyes.


  "Papa said not," she faltered.


  "Darling, you must have misunderstood him! Surely he would wish you to go in just for a little while—surely you wish it yourself?"


  "Yes, oh yes! I did ask him, but he said not."


  Zella felt a strange shame when she saw Aunt Marianne's disapproval. Of course it was right that she should be allowed to go and say a last good-bye to her dear, dear mother, and evidently Aunt Marianne had expected it.


  "Wait here a moment, dear child," said Mrs. Lloyd-Evans.


  She went downstairs and found Louis de Kervoyou wearily tearing open a number of telegrams of condolence.


  "I have put 'No flowers ' in the obituary notice," he said, "but one or two wreaths have arrived. Perhaps you would be goad enough to see to them. And let Zella help you., Anything would be better for her than doing nothing."


  "But why have you said 'No flowers,' Louis? It is such a beautiful idea, to give flowers as a token of love and remembrance. I know that Henry is bringing down a cross of lilies on Thursday, for I particularly told him to write for one from Soloman's at once."


  "Yes—yes. Of course yours and Henry's shall be there," said poor Louis patiently. "That is not the same thing as a quantity of wreaths, which, though kindly meant, give a good deal of extra trouble."


  "She would have liked one from Henry and me," said Mrs. Lloyd-Evans tearfully. "But, Louis, I came to speak to you about Zella. I want you to let me take the poor little thing with me into her room, before— before the men come to—to—"


  "No!" cried Louis almost violently. "Esmee "— his sister-in-law drew in her breath with a sharp sound of pain at the name—" would not wish the child to remember her lying there, perhaps frightening her and making her ill."


  "But Zella wishes to come, and I think she ought to," said Mrs. Lloyd-Evans with characteristically unmoved persistence.


  "I refuse to allow it. You may take her in there, if you must, when the coffin is closed." His tone was absolutely final. "But, Marianne, I wish that you would take Zella out into the garden, at the back of the house, before eleven o'clock this morning."


  "Oh, Louis! out so soon! the servants—"


  "Marianne, I do not want her in the house eitherthen or to-morrow afternoon, and I beg that you willdo as I ask."


  Marianne, against her better judgment, as she afterwards told her husband, felt that one could only yield. And so Zella knew nothing of the strange men who penetrated into the closed room that morning, and next day heard nothing of the heavy hammering that seemed to Louis de Kervoyou as though it would never cease.
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  ON Wednesday afternoon Mrs. Lloyd-Evans saw her brother-in-law shut himself into the study, after a morning spent in necessary and painful business, and immediately said to Zella, who had been gazing hopelessly into the small fire for the last hour:


  "Will you come upstairs with Aunt Marianne now, darling?"


  Zella understood that she meant to visit her mother's room, and her little drawn face became a shade more colourless than before.


  She had scarcely seen her father since Aunt Marianne's arrival, and had clung to the weeping, demonstrative tenderness and ceaseless murmured recollections of dear, dear mother that alone seemed to make endurable the endless hours. She crept upstairs with her little shaking hand in Aunt Marianne's, but at the familiar door, which had suddenly grown terrible, Zella began to sob hysterically.


  Aunt Marianne tightened her hold on Zella's hand and gently opened the door.


  Such a curious hush pervaded the darkened room that Zella instinctively ceased sobbing. At the foot of the bed was a light oak coffin placed upon trestles. It was closed.


  In the gloom Zella could make out the familiar shapes of the dressing-table and the big bed and the old armchair she had always known in the bow-window.


  Her aunt moved gently forward, fumbling for her handkerchief as she went.


  "Wouldn't you like to kneel down and say a little prayer?" she whispered to Zella, who stood as though stupefied.


  Zella's mother had taught her to pray as a baby, but for- the last three years she had dropped the custom, which was meaningless to her. But, thus prompted, she fell upon her knees beside the strange hard coffin, and leant her aching head against the wood. She felt too sick and bewildered to cry any more.


  But what was there to pray for, if God would not bring mother back to life again?


  Zella looked across at her aunt, whose head was dropped upon her hands.


  Suddenly Zella felt that it must all be a nightmare, and that she would presently wake up and find that mother was here and this dreadful dream gone. It couldn't be true. A horrible sort of impatient fury seized her—the fury of the undisciplined soul against pain. She clenched her hands to prevent herself from screaming aloud, and suddenly found that she wanted to go away from this darkened room as she had never wanted anything before. She looked across at her Aunt Marianne with a kind of suppressed rage, and began to pray wildly and half unconsciously:


  "O God, let us go—let Aunt Marianne get up and go— I can't bear it—make her get up—make us go away from here—oh, make her get up and go!"


  It seemed to her that she had been calling so, madly and agonizedly, upon an unheeding God for hours, when her aunt rose at last and laid a hand upon her shoulder. Zella's little tense form relaxed suddenly, and she felt curiously weak and spent.


  Aunt Marianne stooped solemnly and pressed her lips upon the lid of the coffin. Then she paused a moment, and Zella, rising trembling to her feet, bent also and passionately kissed the senseless wood.


  "It is good-bye to mother," she thought desperately; but she did not really feel that the hard wood of the coffin and this cold, darkened room had any connection with the sweet, laughing mother whom she had last seen leaning back against her pillows, and saying gaily:


  "I shall be quite well again to-morrow."


  When they had left the room, Aunt Marianne had said, as she seemed to have said so very often since she came:


  "Now, if I were you, I should go and lie down for a little while upon your bed, Zella dear. It will do you good. Let Aunt Marianne come and arrange you comfortably."


  Zella mechanically followed Mrs. Lloyd-Evans, and passively allowed herself to be divested of her shoes, helped on to her bed, and covered with a quilt. Mrs. Lloyd-Evans kissed her very kindly, said, " Try and have a little sleep now, darling, just till five o'clock," and rustled softly away.


  Zella lay still. She had gone to bed very early the evening before, and had slept all night with the heavy slumber of a child exhausted from crying, and she felt no inclination to sleep again now.


  She traced the pattern of the wall-paper idly with her finger. When the funeral was over, would things be as dreadful as they were now? Zella felt that, somehow, it would be terrible to be left alone with her father, who must be so very, very unhappy, poor papa! although he had not cried and did not talk about mother like Aunt Marianne did. Would he never talk about her any more? Some people did not ever talk of their relations who were dead.


  Mother was dead.


  Zella came back to that thought with an aching wonder that it should bring no greater pang of realization with it. Perhaps that was what people meant by being stunned with grief. Perhaps one only realized later, when one had got used to being without— No, no! it would be impossible ever to get accustomed to it, ever to be happy again, all one's life long. ... "And I'm only fourteen, and perhaps I may live to be very old," thought Zella, and tears of self-pity welled into her eyes.


  She cried a little, but her swollen eyelids burnt and smarted so that presently she stopped.


  She had been here a long while; it must be five o'clock, and tea would break the miserable monotony of the day. Zella looked at her watch, and thought, as so often during those unspeakably wretched days of inaction, that it must have stopped. It was not yet a quarter 'past four. She held the watch despairingly to her ear, but it was still going.


  It seemed unbearable.


  Zella tried to make herself cry again by thinking of all the early recollections of her mother that had made her sob so unrestrainedly when she and Aunt Marianne had talked of them yesterday. But the tears would not come.


  She turned over and buried her face in the pillow, unspeakably wretched. Only the third day since her mother's death, and she felt as though this life of strained misery had lasted for years. Would nothing ever bring it to an end?


  It must be at least ten minutes since she had looked at: her watch. It couldn't be less than twenty-five minutes past four now, thought Zella, half expecting to see that it was even later. She looked at her watch again, and held it to her ear.


  Four minutes had passed.


  Her eyes fell upon a half-read copy of "Treasure Island" on her bookshelf. She had looked at it that morning and remembered how much excited she had been over reading it only three days ago, and then turned away her eyes with a feeling of shame that she should be capable of such a thought at such a time.


  Now she felt that, if only she might read, it would make the time ' less unbearably long. Confusedly she craved any relaxation of the emotional tension to which her mind had been strung during the last three days.


  For a few moments Zella battled against the suggestion. It was wicked and heartless to want to read a story-book when mother


  How dreadful Aunt Marianne would think it!


  But, then, Aunt Marianne needn't know—no one would ever know—and to read for a little while would help her to forget her misery. . . .


  Zella crept to the bookshelf in her stockinged feet, casting terrified glances at the door, and pulled down the brightly bound blue and gold book. Then she fled back on to the bed with it.


  At first she could understand nothing of what she read, and was only conscious of a sickening sense of guilt and the heavy pounding of her own heart as she strained her ears for the sound of Aunt Marianne's possible approach. But presently the excitement of the story revived, and Zella read eagerly, dimly conscious that unhappiness was waiting in the background to seize upon her, but knowing it to be kept at bay for so long as she should be held absorbed by her book.


  When at last she heard the unmistakable rustle of Mrs. Lloyd-Evans's new mourning at the door, Zella, a patch of colour blazing in each pale cheek, thrust "Treasure Island" beneath her pillow.


  After that she read eagerly and furtively whenever she could. It was the only means of forgetting for a little while the dull pervading sense of grief which was making life so strange and unbearable.


  When Thursday morning dawned serene and cloudless, Zella woke early, and lay in bed reading intently until she remembered, with a sickening pang, that on this day was to take place her mother's funeral.


  Then she pushed the book away and began to sob, with a dreary sense of shame and degradation added to her unhappiness.


  After the silent breakfast, at which Mrs. Lloyd-Evans, with all the first shock of her grief apparently renewed, had refused everything but a cup of tea, Louis de Kervoyou said abruptly:


  "They will be here at two o'clock, Marianne, to fetch"


  "I know—I know," she interrupted hurriedly.


  "It will take quite an hour to walk down there; they will have to go slowly."


  The coffin of Esmée de Kervoyou was to be borne down the hill to the village churchyard by some of the tenants on the estate.


  "Will anyone be coming back here afterwards?" asked Mrs. Lloyd-Evans.


  "Only old Mr. Oliver and his daughter, who will have a long way to drive," said Louis, with his fixed composure; "and Henry, of course," he added.


  Mrs. Lloyd-Evans's husband was arriving that day.


  "Will you be kind enough to see about some refreshment, Marianne?" said Louis. "They will be back here by four o'cloak."


  "I will see to it all. These duties are so dreadful, but one must be brave. Don't think of it, Louis; I will do it all."


  Zella listened as though she were in a dream. Presently she turned to her aunt, and whispered: "Am I going to—to—it?"


  "Oh yes, darling; you will walk with poor papa," said Mrs. Lloyd-Evans aloud.


  "What is that?"Louis looked round, and was struck with compassion at the sight of Zella's colourless face and the great stains round her eyes.


  "Why don't you go out into the garden? It is a lovely day," he said gently.


  Zella shrank back a little, looking at her aunt, whom she felt to be shocked at the suggestion, and Mrs. Lloyd-Evans interposed tactfully:


  "It will be beautifully fine for this afternoon. 'Zella will walk down to the church with you, Louis, I suppose."


  He looked at her as though he scarcely understood.


  "I had never thought of her coming at all," he said at last. "Why should she? You don't wish to- come, do you, Zella?"


  Zella hesitated, thinking that her father wanted her to say no, and that her aunt would think her heartless if she did.


  "Whichever you like," she faltered.


  "Zella is quite old enough to come to her own


  mother's "Mrs. Lloyd-Evans again choked over


  the word and left it unspoken. "Indeed, Louis, I think we must consider what people would say, dreadful though it seems to think of these things at such a time; but people would wonder"


  "There is nothing to wonder about. She shall do as she wishes. Why should she want to go?"


  Mrs. Lloyd-Evans interposed quickly:


  "Zella, my poor child, you want to see your dear, dear mother laid to rest, don't you? near the little church


  where "Mrs. Lloyd-Evans stopped rather abruptly,


  as she discovered that she could not recall any possible connection between the little church and Esmée's memory.


  "Her mother is dead," cried Louis, low and vehemently. "What they are taking to the churchyard is not her. I will not have any false sentiment introduced into the child's mind. Zella, you can decide for yourself. Do you wish to go or not?"


  "No," murmured Zella, who was frightened at a tone which she had never heard before from her merry, kindly father.


  Louis de Kervoyou, as he left the room, made a gesture of acquiesence that was supremely un-English, and served to remind Mrs. Lloyd-Evans that one must make allowances for a brother-in-law who was practically a Frenchman.


  "Poor papa is very much overwrought, darling, and no wonder," she murmured. "Besides, gentlemen do not always think quite as we do about these things."


  Mrs. Lloyd-Evans always spoke of "gentlemen," never of " men," unless they definitely belonged to the lower classes of the social scale.


  "Gentlemen do not always quite understand," was one of her favourite generalizations, and she told Zella gently that gentlemen did not always quite understand the comfort that was to be found in the Church.


  Zella thought that her aunt would be shocked if she said that she had-very seldom been to church, and had not liked it when she had gone, so she answered tearfully:


  "Poor papa! he is dreadfully unhappy."


  "You must try and comfort him, dear child."


  Mrs. Lloyd-Evans, not in general prodigal of endearments, now seemed unable to address her niece without some such expression. Zella felt vaguely that it must be appropriate to her new black frock and bereaved condition.


  "Why not go to him in the study, darling, and tell him that dear mother is in heaven and happy, and he must try and not grieve for her, and that you mean to be his little comfort?"


  Zella, at this suggestion, mechanically saw her own slender black-garbed figure kneeling beside her father's chair in the study, and heard her own clear, unfaltering voice uttering tender sentiments of faith and consolation. It seemed appropriate enough, and Aunt Marianne evidently thought it so. A certain subtle discomfort at the back of her mind, however, warned her that the project, for some reason which she could not quite analyze, might prove difficult to execute.


  "Perhaps afterwards," she faltered, " not now."


  "No, darling, now is best," said Mrs. Lloyd-Evans, with the soft-voiced inflexibility, totally unfounded on reason, characteristic of her where her own opinions were concerned. "Papa is all alone in the study; it is your place to comfort him."


  It must be the right thing to do, then.


  Zella left the room slowly, and as she crossed the hall she discovered that a little pulse was throbbing in her throat and that her hands had suddenly become cold. She clasped them nervously together, and told herself that papa, who had never been angry with her in her life, could not be anything but comforted if she came to him now. She was his only child—all that he had left to him; it was right that she should try and be a comfort.


  She did not know why she felt so frightened.


  Suddenly she turned the door handle.


  "Come in," said her father's familiar tones, with the weary sound that was new to them.


  He was sitting at the writing-table, much as Zella had pictured him in her mental rehearsal, and the fact suddenly gave her courage to carry out her own roje.


  Crossing the room swiftly, she knelt down besidenim, and repeated faithfully, though with a nervous catch in her voice, the sentiments deemed appropriate to the occasion by Aunt Marianne.


  "Darling papa, please don't be so dreadfully unhappy. Darling mother is in heaven now, and she is happy, and— and I will try and be a comfort to you always, as she would have wished."


  The hurried, gasping accents, which were all that Zella's thumping heart allowed her to produce, died away into silence, and she felt that the performance had been absurdly inadequate. She had not even dared to raise her eyes to his, with a beautiful look of trust and tenderness; on the contrary, they were cast down as though from shame.


  Still the appalling silence continued. Her father had not moved. At last he spoke, but it was in a tone that Zella had never heard from him before:


  "I don't want any play-acting now, Zella. You can go back to your Aunt Marianne."


  The words cut her like a knife, few though they were and quietly spoken. In such an agony of pain and humiliation as she had never known in all her short life before, Zella sprang to her feet and rushed to her own room.


  Mrs. Lloyd-Evans found her there half an hour later, crying convulsively, and soothed her very affectionately, supposing that it was the thought of her mother's funeral which had renewed her tears. But the tears were bitterer and more painful than all those Zella had shed from grief, for they came from her passionate and deeply wounded self-esteem.


  That afternoon the body of Esméede Kervoyou was laid in the grave, while her only child, crouching upon the floor in her room, pressed her fingers into her ears that she might not hear the tolling of the bell.


  Mrs. Lloyd-Evans had said rather half-heartedly,


  "My poor child, you cannot stay here alone. Shall Aunt Marianne stay with you?" but Zella had begged to be left alone, and, as Mrs. Lloyd-Evans afterwards said to her husband:


  "I was torn in two, Henry. I couldn't have borne not to follow my poor Esméeto her last resting-place, and, besides, it would have looked so very odd if I, her only sister, had not been there."


  So she had tenderly told Zella to lie down upon her bed and rest a little, and had left a Prayer-Book, with the Burial Service carefully marked, and a Bible, beside her.


  While the sound of heavy, careful feet, staggering downstairs under the weight of an awkward burden, was still audible, Zella lay with clenched hands, wishing that she could cry or pray, and feeling utterly unable to do either.


  When all the sounds had died away, she took up the Bible and Prayer-Book desperately, but both were unfamiliar to her and she could not command her attention. She had had very little orthodox religious teaching, and had never known the need of a definite creed. She always supposed that her father and mother were Protestants, just as she knew that her grandmother and aunt in France were Catholics, but of the devout practice of either religion Zella knew nothing. In fact, Mrs. Lloyd-Evans, who called herself a Catholic and was a member of the Church of England, had given Zella a greater insight into the orthodox practices of religion during the last few days than any she had as yet received. But in her present overwrought condition Zella found the Bible incomprehensible and the Prayer-Book intolerable.


  When the sound of the church bell came, faint and distant from the valley, Zella, shuddering, rose and locked her door, then snatched the copy of "Treasure Island" from the bookshelf, and, crouching against the bed, with her hands over her ears, read furiously.
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  "HENRY, if we walk up and down the drive, no one need see us from the village; though, after all, now that it's all over . . . one must take up one's ordinary life again sooner or later, and dear Esmée herself would wish one to be brave. Besides, I want to talk to you, and since poor Louis is again shut up in the study, and I have persuaded Zella to lie down, we may as well get some fresh air before it grows dark."


  "Come along," said Henry Lloyd-Evans thankfully.


  He was a tall, melancholy-looking man, who had been depressed and uncomfortable all day, and was heartily relieved to get out of the house of mourning.


  "First of all," said Mrs. Lloyd-Evans, taking her husband's arm, "how did you leave the children?"


  "All right. They were going to bicycle to Redhill this afternoon, and have tea in the woods."


  "Henry dear, I don't think you should have allowed that. The servants will think it so odd. You may be sure they know perfectly well that the funeral was to-day. If Miss Vincent had been there, she would not have allowed such a thing, and the children must have known that perfectly well. It was very naughty and artful of them."


  Mrs. Lloyd-Evans often suspected other people of artfulness, and it was a continual distress to her that she so frequently discovered traces of it in her own children.


  "Muriel asked me if it would be all right, and I said yes; it really didn't seem to matter, so far away, and you couldn't expect the poor kids to stick indoors on a fine day like this," said her husband apologetically.


  "Of course not, Henry—I am not so unreasonable as to expect anything of the kind; but they could quite well have stayed in the garden, and I think it showed great callousness to have gone tearing about the country on bicycles while their aunt, my only sister: "Mrs.Lloyd-Evans showed a tendency to become tearful.


  "My dear," protested Henry, "I don't suppose they can even remember your poor sister."


  "Nonsense! James was eight and Muriel nearly seven last time they stayed here. And little Zella has always been like a sister to them."


  A sister with whom they had quarrelled so violently that Zella's last visit to the Lloyd-Evans's, two years ago, had been brought to an untimely end at her own request. Henry remembered the occurrence grimly, and how quietly voluble his wife had been upon the subject of Zella's deplorable upbringing, which she had stigmatized in one breath as foreign, pagan, and new-fangled.


  But he had long ago learnt the futility of arguing against his Marianne's discursive inconsequence and gentle obstinacy, and he was at all times a man who preferred silence to speech.


  "I wanted to ask you about Zella," continued Mrs. Lloyd-Evans—" whether it wouldn't be a good idea to take the poor little thing back with us on Saturday. It will cheer her up to be with companions of her own age, and the change will do her good. I don't know what poor Louis is going to do with her, I'm sure."


  "To do with her?" echoed Henry uncomprehendingly.


  "Yes. I don't suppose he'll keep a girl of fourteen alone with him, in this great lonely place. She has had no proper education—only what poor Louis himself has taught her, instead of engaging a good sensible governess —and the best thing he could do would be to send her to some first-rate school."


  "He may—eventually—-marry again."


  "Henry," said his wife with gentle impressiveness, "do not say things that sound unfeeling."


  Henry became silent.


  "For my poor Esmée's sake," continued Mrs. Lloyd-Evans, after a suitable pause, " I want to be a mother to her child. And I can't help feeling, Henry, how dreadful it would be if Zella got into the hands of her father's French relations."


  "I didn't know he had any."


  "Henry! I have spoken of them to you myself times out of number. You can't have forgotten. There is that dreadful old Baronne, as she calls herself—though I always think those foreign titles sound very fishy—who pretends to be Zella's grandmother."


  "How can she pretend to be? Either she is or she isn't," Henry, not unnaturally, remarked.


  "She is Louis's stepmother, don't you remember? and consequently no relation whatever to Zella," explained Mrs. Lloyd-Evans resentfully. "And I must say, Henry, it seems to me very extraordinary that neither she nor her daughter should have taken the trouble just to cross the Channel, when they heard of this dreadful tragedy. Dearest Esmée was always perfectly sweet to the artful old thing, and Zella was taught to call her Granny and everything; and now this is the result."


  This logical summing up of the situation was received by Mr. Lloyd-Evans in silence. Presently, however, he said tentatively:


  "I suppose they are Roman Catholics?"


  "Indeed they are, and I always think it is a most special mercy of Providence that poor Louis was not brought up to be one too. Luckily, his father made some wise stipulation or other before he died, that his son must be brought up in a good old-fashioned Huguenot religion; and the Baronne could not get out of it, although she and her Jesuits must have had a good try."


  "Perhaps," said Henry, wisely avoiding the burning topics of the Baronne de Kervoyou and her hypothetical Jesuits—" perhaps Louis will want to keep Zella with him for the time being."


  "I mean to talk to him about it, Henry. I know that gentlemen do not always quite understand; but I shall tell him that it would be the best thing possible for Zella to let me mother her for a few months, and perhaps choose a really nice school for her later on. Louis will feel much more free without her, too."


  "Do you know what his immediate plans are?"


  "He will certainly travel for a little while," instantly replied Mrs. Lloyd-Evans, who had no grounds whatsoever for the assertion, beyond her own conviction that this would be the proper course of conduct for her brother-in-law to pursue.


  "Then, in that case, Marianne, do as you think best about offering to let Zella come to us.".


  Marianne had every intention of doing as she thought best, but she said:


  "Yes, Henry dear, one must do all in one's power at these sad times to help. Don't you remember the quotation I'm so fond of?—


  
    "' Life is mostly froth and bubble;

    Two things stand like stone:

    Kindness in another's trouble,

    Courage in one's own.'"

  


  Henry, who was always rendered vaguely uncomfortable by the most distant allusion to what he collectively termed "poetical effusions," said that it was growing very dark, and Marianne had better come in before it became any colder.


  "It's not a moment when one thinks of one's own health or comfort," Marianne murmured sadly, but she followed her husband indoors.


  Meanwhile Zella, kneeling at her bedroom window, with elbows on the sill and chin resting on her clasped hands, wondered miserably what was to become of her. Her mother's funeral, the culminating episode of those dreadful few days which had been as years, was over. Zella felt dully that there was nothing more to wait for, and found herself thinking vaguely that surely now mother would come soon and make everything all right again and comfort her.


  But it was mother who was dead!


  Her thoughts wandered drearily to her father. There had been no more silent times alone with him; since Aunt Marianne's arrival, and since that brief episode in the study that morning, every word of which seemed burnt into her brain for ever, she had not seen him at all. She wondered if he would always be broken-hearted, never to laugh and joke again, like the kind, jovial father she had always known. Were all widowers always unhappy for ever? Zella tried to recall any that she had ever known, and could only remember old Mr. Oliver, who had come with his daughter that afternoon. He was a kind, cheerful old man, who always talked a great deal and laughed at his own jokes; but, then, he was nearly seventy years old, and his wife had died a great many years ago.


  "Perhaps when papa is quite old," thought Zella despairingly: "But how dreadful it will be during all the years and years before he is as old as Mr. Oliver, if he goes on being unhappy all the time! Will there be this dreadful silence all through the house, and nothing to do, and everything reminding us all the time, and never being able to say anything about mother. . . . Aunt Marianne says he mustn't be reminded of his loss. One doesn't talk about people who have died.


  Uncle Henry never speak about poor little cousin Archie who died, except Aunt Marianne sometimes, in a sort of very solemn religious way. But how could one speak like that about mother? And yet we couldn't ever talk about her in an ordinary way, as if she were still here. Oh, how can I ever bear it? To think that I shall never be happy any more!"


  Then poor Zella reproached herself bitterly for the heartlessness of even wishing to forget and be happy again. She strove passionately for a resigned, heartbroken attitude of mind, that should eventually find its chief comfort in memories of past happiness and in the tender cherishing of a widowed and heartbroken father.


  It was an intense relief to the hypersensitive child, though she did not own it to herself, to find, on the days following her mother's funeral, that Mrs. Lloyd-Evans now deemed the first acute stages of grief to be left behind. She dwelt more upon the happiness of Zella's dear, dear mother in heaven, and the tenderness with which she would watch over her little daughter, and the necessity for being brave and making the best of one's life.


  "A change of scene will be very good for you, my poor child," Mrs. Lloyd-Evans told her; "and poor papa will feel more free if he is alone just at present. I dare say he will go abroad for a little while;"


  "We were going to Paris this winter to see Grand-mère and Tante Stéphanie."


  "That will hardly be possible now, darling. Paris is no place to go to when one is in mourning."


  Notwithstanding this conviction, Mrs. Lloyd-Evans, who knew that gentlemen did not always quite realize, felt no certainty that her brother-in-law would defer or omit the annual visit that he never failed to pay to his stepmother. Therefore she lost no time in suggesting that Zella should come to Boscombe and spend the winter at her uncle's house.


  "It will be good for her, and she and Muriel are of just the same age, and can do their lessons and play together. And you know, Louis, the poor child would be dreadfully moped alone with you in this great house; and yet if you travel you could hardly take her with you, just at the age when she ought to be doing her lessons and everything."


  "I suppose not," replied Louis in rather bewildered accents. It is very kind of you, Marianne. I had not given Zella much thought, I am afraid, poor child! But my mother would take charge of her, I know, if you really think she ought to have a change."


  "Louis," said his sister-in-law earnestly, "not Paris. I implore you, for my dear sweet Esmée's sake, not Paris. A motherless child of Zella's age in Paris—a town without religion, and such a town! The modern Babylon!"


  Mrs. Lloyd-Evans had only once spent a fortnight in the Modern Babylon, but she had read one or two novels on the subject, and her horror of the Ville Lumiere was only equalled by her ignorance.


  "But, my dear Marianne," said Louis de Kervoyou, almost laughing, " Zella would be as well looked after at my mother's as she-would be anywhere; in fact, young girls in France are given very much less liberty than in England. She would never be allowed to go anywhere by herself."


  "That is distinct proof of what I say, Louis. A town where such precautions are necessary can be no place for a young girl," said Mrs. Lloyd-Evans with triumphant logic. ...


  "My mother and sister would look after her," repeated Louis patiently.


  "I do not, naturally, wish to say one word against your stepmother, my dear Louis, or her daughter. But can you deny that they are Roman Catholics?"


  "I have no wish to deny it, Marianne."


  "Then I implore you, for her mother's sake, do not risk the loss of your daughter's faith. Foreigners and Jesuits are more artful than words can say—though, of course, I don't mean all. And I know some French people—you yourself, dear Louis"


  Mrs. Lloyd-Evans became entangled in a painful confusion of words as she suddenly remembered that Louis himself laboured under the double misfortune of being by birth both a foreigner and a Frenchman. She wisely extricated herself by the unanswerable conclusion: "And I know you want what is best for dear little Zella."


  "I will think it over."


  "Louis! surely you cannot hesitate! One does not want to be interfering, but, after all—my own
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