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Lou Witt had had her own way so long, that by the age of twenty-five
she didn't know where she was. Having one's own way landed one completely
at sea.

To be sure for a while she had failed in her grand love affair with
Rico. And then she had had something really to despair about. But even
that had worked out as she wanted. Rico had come back to her, and was
dutifully married to her. And now, when she was twenty-five and he was
three months older, they were a charming married couple. He flirted with
other women still, to be sure. He wouldn't be the 'handsome Rico if he
didn't. But she had 'got' him. Oh yes! You had only to see the uneasy
backward glance at her, from his big blue eyes: just like a horse that is
edging away from its master: to know how completely he was mastered.

She, with her odd little museau, not exactly pretty, but very
attractive; and her quaint air of playing at being well bred, in a sort
of charade game; and her queer familiarity with foreign cities and
foreign languages; and the lurking sense of being an outsider everywhere,
like a sort of gipsy, who is at home anywhere and nowhere: all this made
up her charm and her failure. She didn't quite belong.

Of course she was American: Louisiana family, moved down to Texas. And
she was moderately rich, with no close relation except her mother. But
she had been sent to school in France when she was twelve, and since she
had finished school, she had drifted from Paris to Palermo, Biarritz to
Vienna and back via Munich to London, then down again to Rome. Only
fleeting trips to her America.

So what sort of American was she, after all?

And what sort of European was she either? She didn't 'belong'
anywhere. Perhaps most of all in Rome, among the artists and the Embassy
people.

It was in Rome she had met Rico. He was an Australian, son of a
government official in Melbourne, who had been made a baronet. So one day
Rico would be Sir Henry, as he was the only son. Meanwhile he floated
round Europe on a very small allowance--his father wasn't rich in
capital--and was being an artist.

They met in Rome when they were twenty-two, and had a love affair in
Capri. Rico was handsome, elegant, but mostly he had spots of paint on
his trousers and he ruined a neck-tie pulling it off. He behaved in a
most floridly elegant fashion, fascinating to the Italians. But at the
same time he was canny and shrewd and sensible as any young poser could
be and, on principle, good-hearted, anxious. He was anxious for his
future, and anxious for his place in the world, he was poor, and suddenly
wasteful in spite of all his tension of economy, and suddenly spiteful in
spite of all his ingratiating efforts, and suddenly ungrateful in spite
of all his burden of gratitude, and suddenly rude in spite of all his
good manners, and suddenly detestable in spite of all his suave,
courtier-like amiability.

He was fascinated by Lou's quaint aplomb, her experiences, her
'knowledge', her gamine knowingness, her aloneness, her pretty
clothes that were sometimes an utter failure, and her southern 'drawl'
that was sometimes so irritating. That singsong which was so American.
Yet she used no Americanisms at all, except when she lapsed into her odd
spasms of acid irony, when she was very American indeed!

And she was fascinated by Rico. They played to each other like two
butterflies at one flower. They pretended to be very poor in Rome--he was
poor: and very rich in Naples. Everybody stared their eyes out at them.
And they had that love affair in Capri.

But they reacted badly on each other's nerves. She became ill. Her
mother appeared. He couldn't stand Mrs. Witt, and Mrs. Witt couldn't
stand him. There was a terrible fortnight. Then Lou was popped into a
convent nursing-home in Umbria, and Rico dashed off to Paris. Nothing
would stop him. He must go back to Australia.

He went to Melbourne, and while there his father died, leaving him a
baronet's title and an income still very moderate. Lou visited America
once more, as the strangest of strange lands to her. She came away
disheartened, panting for Europe, and, of course, doomed to meet Rico
again.

They couldn't get away from one another, even though in the course of
their rather restrained correspondence he informed her that he was
'probably' marrying a very dear girl, friend of his childhood, only
daughter of one of the oldest families in Victoria. Not saying much.

He didn't commit the probability, but reappeared in Paris, wanting to
paint his head off, terribly inspired by Cézanne and by old
Renoir. He dined at the Rotonde with Lou and Mrs. Witt, who, with her
queer democratic New Orleans sort of conceit, looked round the
drinking-hall with savage contempt, and at Rico as part of the show.
"Certainly," she said, "when these people here have got any money, they
fall in love on a full stomach. And when they've got no money, they fall
in love with a full pocket. I never was in a more disgusting place. They
take their love like some people take after-dinner pills."

She would watch with her arching, full, strong grey eyes, sitting
there erect and silent in her well-bought American clothes. And then she
would deliver some such charge of grape-shot. Rico always writhed.

Mrs. Witt hated Paris: "this sordid, unlucky city," she called it.
"Something unlucky is bound to happen to me in this sinister, unclean
town," she said. "I feel contagion in the air of this place. For heaven's
sake, Louise, let us go to Morocco or somewhere."

"No, mother dear, I can't now. Rico has proposed to me, and I have
accepted him. Let us think about a wedding, shall we?"

"There!" said Mrs. Witt. "I said it was an unlucky city!"

And the peculiar look of extreme New Orleans annoyance came round her
sharp nose. But Lou and Rico were both twenty-four years old, and beyond
management. And, anyhow, Lou would be Lady Carrington. But Mrs. Witt was
exasperated beyond exasperation. She would almost rather have preferred
Lou to elope with one of the great, evil porters at Les Halles. Mrs. Witt
was at the age when the malevolent male in man, the old Adam, begins to
loom above all the social tailoring. And yet--and yet--it was better to
have Lady Carrington for a daughter, seeing Lou was that sort.

There was a marriage, after which Mrs. Witt departed to America, Lou
and Rico leased a little old house in Westminster, and began to settle
into a certain layer of English society. Rico was becoming an almost
fashionable portrait-painter. At least, he was almost fashionable,
whether his portraits were or not. And Lou, too, was almost fashionable:
almost a hit. There was some flaw somewhere. In spite of their
appearances, both Rico and she would never quite go down in any society.
They were the drifting artist sort. Yet neither of them was content to be
of the drifting artist sort. They wanted to fit in, to make good.

Hence the little house in Westminster, the portraits, the dinners, the
friends, and the visits. Mrs. Witt came and sardonically established
herself in a suite in a quiet but good-class hotel not far off. Being on
the spot. And her terrible grey eyes with the touch of a leer looked on
at the hollow mockery of things. As if she knew of anything better!

Lou and Rico had a curious exhausting effect on one another: neither
knew why. They were fond of one another. Some inscrutable bond held them
together. But it was a strange vibration of the nerves, rather than of
the blood. A nervous attachment, rather than a sexual love. A curious
tension of will, rather than a spontaneous passion. Each was curiously
under the domination of the other. They were a pair--they had to be
together. Yet quite soon they shrank from one another. This attachment of
the will and the nerves was destructive. As soon as one felt strong, the
other felt ill. As soon as the ill one recovered strength, down went the
one who had been well.

And soon, tacitly, the marriage became more like a friendship,
platonic. It was a marriage, but without sex. Sex was shattering and
exhausting, they shrank from it, and became like brother and sister. But
still they were husband and wife. And the lack of physical relation was a
secret source of uneasiness and chagrin to both of them. They would
neither of them accept it. Rico looked with contemplative, anxious eyes
at other women.

Mrs. Witt kept track of everything, watching, as it were, from outside
the fence, like a potent well-dressed demon, full of uncanny energy and a
shattering sort of sense. She said little: but her small, occasionally
biting remarks revealed her attitude of contempt for the
ménage.

Rico entertained clever and well-known people. Mrs. Witt would appear,
in her New York gowns and few good jewels. She was handsome, with her
vigorous grey hair. But her heavy-lidded grey eyes were the despair of
any hostess. They looked too many shattering things. And it was but too
obvious that these clever, well-known English people got on her nerves
terribly, with their finickiness and their fine-drawn discriminations.
She wanted to put her foot through all these fine-drawn distinctions. She
thought continually of the house of her girlhood, the plantation, the
negroes, the planters: the sardonic grimness that underlay all the big,
shiftless life. And she wanted to cleave with some of this grimness of
the big, dangerous America, into the safe, finicky drawing-rooms of
London. So naturally she was not popular.

But being a woman of energy, she had to do something. During
the latter part of the war she had worked in the American Red Cross in
France, nursing. She loved men--real men. But, on close contact, it was
difficult to define what she meant by 'real' men. She never met any.

Out of the débacle of the war she had emerged with an
odd piece of débris, in the shape of Geronimo Trujillo. He was an
American, son of a Mexican father and a Navajo Indian mother, from
Arizona. When you knew him well, you recognised the real half-breed,
though at a glance he might pass as a sunburnt citizen of any nation,
particularly of France. He looked like a certain sort of Frenchman, with
his curiously-set dark eyes, his straight black hair, his thin black
moustache, his rather long cheeks, and his almost slouching, diffident,
sardonic bearing. Only when you knew him, and looked right into his eyes,
you saw that unforgettable glint of the Indian.

He had been badly shell-shocked, and was for a time a wreck. Mrs.
Witt, having nursed him into convalescence, asked him where he was going
next. He didn't know. His father and mother were dead, and he had nothing
to take him back to Phoenix, Arizona. Having had an education in one of
the Indian high schools, the unhappy fellow had now no place in life at
all. Another of the many misfits.

There was something of the Paris Apache in his appearance but
he was all the time withheld, and nervously shut inside himself. Mrs.
Witt was intrigued by him.

"Very well, Phoenix," she said, refusing to adopt his Spanish name,
"I'll see what I can do."

What she did was to get him a place on a sort of manor farm, with some
acquaintances of hers. He was very good with horses, and had a curious
success with turkeys and geese and fowls.

Some time after Lou's marriage, Mrs. Witt reappeared in London, from
the country, with Phoenix in tow, and a couple of horses. She had decided
that she would ride in the Park in the morning, and see the world that
way. Phoenix was to be her groom.

So, to the great misgiving of Rico, behold Mrs. Witt in splendidly
tailored habit and perfect boots, a smart black hat on her smart grey
hair, riding a grey gelding as smart as she was, and looking down her
conceited, inquisitive, scornful, aristocratic-democratic Louisiana nose
at the people in Piccadilly, as she crossed to the Row, followed by the
taciturn shadow of Phoenix, who sat on a chestnut with three white feet
as if he had grown there.

Mrs. Witt, like many other people, always expected to find the real
beau monde and the real grand monde somewhere or other. She
didn't quite give in to what she saw in the Bois de Boulogne, or in Monte
Carlo, or on the Pincio: all a bit shoddy, and not very beau and
not at all grand. There she was, with her grey eagle eye, her
splendid complexion and her weapon-like health of a woman of fifty,
dropping her eyelids a little, very slightly nervous, but completely
prepared to despise the monde she was entering in Rotten Row.

In she sailed, and up and down that regatta-canal of horsemen and
horsewomen under the trees of the Park. And yes, there were lovely girls
with fair hair down their backs, on happy ponies. And awfully
well-groomed papas, arid tight mamas who looked as if they were going to
pour tea between the ears of their horses, and converse with banal skill,
one eye on the teapot, one on the visitor with whom she was talking, and
all the rest of her hostess's argus eyes upon everybody in sight. That
alert argus capability of the English matron was startling and a bit
horrifying. Mrs. Witt would at once think of the old negro mammies, away
in Louisiana. And her eyes became dagger-like as she watched the clipped,
shorn, mincing young Englishmen. She refused to look at the prosperous
Jews.

It was still the days before motor-cars were allowed in the Park, but
Rico and Lou, sliding round Hyde Park Corner and up Park Lane in their
car, would watch the steely horsewoman and the saturnine groom with a
sort of dismay. Mrs. Witt seemed to be pointing a pistol at the bosom of
every other horseman or horsewoman and announcing: "Your virility or
your life! Your femininity or your life!" She didn't know herself
what she really wanted them to be: but it was something as democratic as
Abraham Lincoln and as aristocratic as a Russian czar, as highbrow as
Arthur Balfour, and as taciturn and unideal as Phoenix. Everything at
once.

There was nothing for it: Lou had to buy herself a horse and ride at
her mother's side, for very decency's sake. Mrs. Witt was so like a
smooth, levelled, gunmetal pistol, Lou had to be a sort of sheath. And
she really looked pretty, with her clusters of dark, curly, New Orleans
hair, like grapes, and her quaint brown eyes that didn't quite match, and
that looked a bit sleepy and vague, and at the same time quick as a
squirrel's. She was slight and elegant, and a tiny bit rakish, and
somebody suggested she might be on the movies.

Nevertheless, they were in the society columns next morning--two
new and striking figures in the Row this morning were Lady Henry
Carrington and her mother, Mrs. Witt, etc. And Mrs. Witt liked it,
let her say what she might. So did Lou. Lou liked it immensely. She
simply luxuriated in the sun of publicity.

"Rico dear, you must get a horse."

The tone was soft and southern and drawling, but the overtone had a
decisive finality. In vain Rico squirmed--he had a way of writhing and
squirming which perhaps he had caught at Oxford. In vain he protested
that he couldn't ride, and that he didn't care for riding. He got quite
angry, and his handsome arched nose tilted and his upper lip lifted from
his teeth, like a dog that is going to bite. Yet daren't quite bite.

And that was Rico. He daren't quite bite. Not that he was really
afraid of the others. He was afraid of himself, once he let himself go.
He might rip up in an eruption of life-long anger all this pretty-pretty
picture of a charming young wife and a delightful little home and a
fascinating success as a painter of fashionable, and at the same time
'great' portraits: with colour, wonderful colour, and at the same time,
form, marvellous form. He had composed this little tableau vivant with
great effort. He didn't want to erupt like some suddenly wicked
horse--Rico was really more like a horse than a dog, a horse that might
go nasty any moment. For the time, he was good, very good, dangerously
good.

"Why, Rico dear, I thought you used to ride so much, in Australia,
when you were young? Didn't you tell me all about it, hm?"--and as she
ended on that slow, singing hm?, which acted on him like an
irritant and a drug, he knew he was beaten.

Lou kept the sorrel mare in a mews just behind the house in
Westminster, and she was always slipping round to the stables. She had a
funny little nostalgia for the place: something that really surprised
her. She had never had the faintest notion that she cared for horses and
stables and grooms. But she did. She was fascinated. Perhaps it was her
childhood's Texas associations come back. Whatever it was, her life with
Rico in the elegant little house, and all her social engagements seemed
like a dream, the substantial reality of which was those mews in
Westminster, her sorrel mare, the owner of the mews, Mr. Saintsbury, and
the grooms he employed. Mr. Saintsbury was a horsey, elderly man like an
old maid, and he loved the sound of titles.

"Lady Carrington!--well I never! You've come to us for a bit of
company again, I see. I don't know whatever we shall do if you go away,
we shall be that lonely!" and he flashed his old-maid's smile at her. "No
matter how grey the morning, your ladyship would make a beam of sunshine.
Poppy is all right, I think..."

Poppy was the sorrel mare with the no white feet and the startled eye,
and she was all right. And Mr. Saintsbury was smiling with his old-maid's
mouth, and showing all his teeth.

"Come across with me, Lady Carrington, and look at a new horse just up
from the country. I think he's worth a look, and I believe you have a
moment to spare, your Ladyship."

Her Ladyship had too many moments to spare. She followed the
sprightly, elderly, clean-shaven man across the yard to a loose-box, and
waited while he opened the door.

In the inner dark she saw a handsome bay horse with his clean ears
pricked like daggers from his naked head as he swung handsomely round to
stare at the open doorway. He had big, black, brilliant eyes, with a
sharp questioning glint, and that air of tense, alert quietness which
betrays an animal that can be dangerous.

"Is he quiet?" Lou asked.

"Why--yes--my Lady! He's quiet, with those that know how to handle
him. Cup! my boy! Cup, my beauty! Cup then! St. Mawr!"

Loquacious even with the animals, he went softly forward and laid his
hand on the horse's shoulder, soft and quiet as a fly settling. Lou saw
the brilliant skin of the horse crinkle a little in apprehensive
anticipation, like the shadow of the descending hand on a bright red-gold
liquid. But then the animal relaxed again.

"Quiet with those that know how to handle him, and a bit of a ruffian
with those that don't. Isn't that the ticket, eh, St. Mawr?"

"What is his name?" Lou asked.

The man repeated it, with a slight Welsh twist--"He's from the Welsh
borders, belonging to a Welsh gentleman, Mr. Griffith Edwards. But
they're wanting to sell him."

"How old is he?" asked Lou.

"About seven years--seven years and five months," said Mr. Saintsbury,
dropping his voice as if it were a secret. "Could one ride him in the
Park?"

"Well--yes! I should say a gentleman who knew how to handle him could
ride him very well and make a very handsome figure in the Park."

Lou at once decided that this handsome figure should be Rico's. For
she was already half in love with St. Mawr. He was of such a lovely
red-gold colour, and a dark, invisible fire seemed to come out of him.
But in his big black eyes there was a lurking afterthought. Something
told her that the horse was not quite happy: that somewhere deep in his
animal consciousness lived a dangerous, half-revealed resentment, a
diffused sense of hostility. She realised that he was sensitive, in spite
of his flaming, healthy strength, and nervous with a touchy uneasiness
that might make him vindictive.

"Has he got any tricks?" she asked.

"Not that I know of, my Lady: not tricks exactly. But he's one of
these temperamental creatures, as they say. Though I say, every horse is
temperamental, when you come down to it. But this one, it is as if he was
a trifle raw somewhere. Touch this raw spot, and there's no answering for
him."

"Where is he raw?" asked Lou, somewhat mystified. She thought he might
really have some physical sore.

"Why, that's hard to say, my Lady. If he was a human being, you'd say
something had gone wrong in his life. But with a horse it's not that,
exactly. A high-bred animal like St. Mawr needs understanding, and I
don't know as anybody has quite got the hang of him. I confess I haven't
myself. But I do realise that he is a special animal and needs a special
sort of touch, and I'm willing he should have it, did I but know exactly
what it is."

She looked at the glowing bay horse that stood there with his ears
back, his face averted, but attending as if he were some
lightning-conductor. He was a stallion. When she realised this, she
became more afraid of him.

"Why does Mr. Griffith Edwards want to sell him?" she asked.

"Well--my Lady--they raised him for stud purposes--but he didn't
answer. There are horses like that: don't seem to fancy the mares for
some reason. Well, anyway, they couldn't keep him for the stud. And as
you see, he's a powerful, beautiful hackney, clean as a whistle, and
eaten up with his own power. But there's no putting him between the
shafts. He won't stand it. He's a fine saddle-horse, beautiful action,
and lovely to ride. But he's got to be handled, and there you are."

Lou felt there was something behind the man's reticence.

"Has he ever made a break?" she asked, apprehensive.

"Made a break?" replied the man. "Well, if I must admit it, he's had
two accidents. Mr. Griffith Edwards's son rode him a bit wild, away there
in the Forest of Dean, and the young fellow had his skull smashed in
against a low oak bough. Last autumn, that was. And some time back, he
crushed a groom against the side of the stall--injured him fatally. But
they were both accidents, my Lady. Things will happen."

The man spoke in a melancholy, fatalistic way. The horse, with his
ears laid back, seemed to be listening tensely, his face averted. He
looked like something finely bred and passionate that has been judged and
condemned.

"May I say how do you do?" she said to the horse, drawing a
little nearer in her white, summery dress and lifting her hand that
glittered with emeralds and diamonds.

He drifted away from her, as if some wind blew him. Then he ducked his
head and looked sideway at her from his black, full eye.

"I think I'm all right," she said, edging nearer, while he watched
her.

She laid her hand on his side and gently stroked him. Then she stroked
his shoulder, and then the hard, tense arch of his neck. And she was
startled to feel the vivid heat of his life come through to her, through
the lacquer of red-gold gloss. So slippery with vivid, hot life!

She paused, as if thinking, while her hand rested on the horse's
sun-arched neck. Dimly, in her weary young woman's soul, an ancient
understanding seemed to flood in. She wanted to buy St. Mawr.

"I think," she said to Saintsbury, "if I can, I will buy him." The man
looked at her long and shrewdly.

"Well, my Lady," he said at last, "there shall be nothing kept from
you. But what would your Ladyship do with him, if I may make so
bold?"

"I don't know," she replied vaguely. "I might take him to
America."

The man paused once more, then said:

"They say it's been the making of some horses, to take them over the
water, to Australia or such places. It might repay you--you never
know."

She wanted to buy St. Mawr. She wanted him to belong to her. For some
reason the sight of him, his power, his alive, alert intensity, his
unyieldingness, made her want to cry.

She never did cry: except sometimes with vexation, or to get her own
way. As far as weeping went, her heart felt as dry as a Christmas walnut.
What was the good of tears, anyhow? You had to keep on holding on in this
life, never give way, and never give in. Tears only left one weakened and
ragged.

But now, as if that mysterious fire of the horse's body had split some
rock in her, she went home and hid herself in her room, and just cried.
The wild, brilliant, alert head of St. Mawr seemed to look at her out of
another world. It was as if she had had a vision, as if the walls of her
Awn world had suddenly melted away, leaving her in a great darkness, in
the midst of which the large, brilliant eyes of that horse looked at her
with demonish question, while his naked ears stood up like daggers from
the naked lines of his inhuman head, and his great body glowed red with
power.

What was it? Almost like a god looking at her terribly out of the
everlasting dark, she had felt the eyes of that horse; great, glowing,
fearsome eyes, arched with a question and containing a white blade of
light like a threat. What was his non-human question, and his uncanny
threat? She didn't know. He was some splendid demon, and she must worship
him.

She hid herself away from Rico. She could not bear the triviality and
superficiality of her human relationships. Looming like some god out of
the darkness was the head of that horse, with the wide, terrible,
questioning eyes. And she felt that it forbade her to be her ordinary,
commonplace self. It forbade her to be just Rico's wife, young Lady
Carrington, and all that.

It haunted her, the horse. It had looked at her as she had never been
looked at before: terrible, gleaming, questioning eyes arching out of
darkness, and backed by all the fire of that great ruddy body. What did
it mean, and what ban did it put upon her? She felt it put a ban on her
heart: wielded some uncanny authority over her, that she dared not, could
not understand.

No matter where she was, what she was doing, at the back of her
consciousness loomed a great, over-aweing figure out of a dark
background: St. Mawr, looking at her without really seeing her, yet
gleaming a question at her, from his wide, terrible eyes, and gleaming a
sort of menace, doom. Master of doom, he seemed to be!

"You are thinking about something, Lou dear!" Rico said to her that
evening.

He was so quick and sensitive to detect her moods--so exciting in this
respect. And his big, slightly prominent blue eyes, with the whites a
little bloodshot, glanced at her quickly, with searching and anxiety, and
a touch of fear, as if his conscience were always uneasy. He, too, was
rather like a horse--but forever quivering with a sort of cold, dangerous
mistrust, which he covered with anxious love.

At the middle of his eyes was a central powerlessness that left him
anxious. It used to touch her to pity, that central look of powerlessness
in him. But now, since she had seen the full, dark, passionate blaze of
power and of different life in the eyes of the thwarted horse, the
anxious powerlessness of the man drove her mad. Rico was so handsome, and
he was so self-controlled, he had a gallant sort of kindness and a real
worldly shrewdness. One had to admire him: at least she had to.

But after all, and after all, it was a bluff, an attitude. He kept it
all working in himself deliberately. It was an attitude.

She read psychologists who said that everything was an attitude. Even
the best of everything. But now she realised that, with men and women,
everything is an attitude only when something else is lacking. Something
is lacking and they are thrown back on their own devices. That black
fiery flow in the eyes of the horse was not 'attitude'. It was something
much more terrifying, and real, the only thing that was real. Gushing
from the darkness in menace and question, and blazing out in the splendid
body of the horse.

"Was I thinking about something?" she replied in her slow, amused,
casual fashion. As if everything was so casual and easy to her. And so it
was, from the hard, polished side of herself. But that wasn't the whole
story.

"I think you were, Loulina. May we offer the penny?"

"Don't trouble," she said. "I was thinking, if I was thinking of
anything, about a bay horse called St. Mawr."--Her secret almost
crept into her eyes.

"The name is awfully attractive," he said with a laugh. "Not so
attractive as the creature himself. I'm going to buy him."

"Not really!" he said. "But why?"

"He is so attractive. I'm going to buy him for you."

"For me? Darling? How you do take me for granted. He may not be
in the least attractive to me. As you know, I have hardly any feeling for
horses at all.--Besides, how much does he cost?"

"That I don't know, Rico dear. But I'm sure you'll love him, for my
sake."--She felt, now, she was merely playing for her own ends.

"Lou dearest, don't spend a fortune on a horse for me, which I
don't want. Honestly, I prefer a car."

"Won't you ride with me in the Park, Rico?"

"Honestly, dear Lou, I don't want to."

"Why not, dear boy? You look so beautiful. I wish you would.--And,
anyhow, come with me to look at St. Mawr."

Rico was divided. He had a certain uneasy feeling about horses. At the
same time, he would like to cut a handsome figure in the Park.

They went across to the mews. A little Welsh groom was watering the
brilliant horse.

"Yes, dear, he certainly is beautiful: such a marvellous colour!
Almost orange! But rather large, I should say, to ride in the Park."

"No, for you he's perfect. You are so tall."

"He'd be marvellous in a Composition. That colour!" And all Rico could
do was to gaze with the artist's eye at the horse, with a glance at the
groom.

"Don't you think the man is rather fascinating too?" he said, nursing
his chin artistically and penetratingly. The groom, Lewis, was a little,
quick, rather bow-legged, loosely-built fellow of indeterminate age, with
a mop of black hair and a little black beard. He was grooming the
brilliant St. Mawr out in the open. The horse was really glorious: like a
marigold, with a pure golden sheen, a shimmer of green-gold lacquer upon
a burning red-orange. There on the shoulder you saw the yellow lacquer
glisten. Lewis, a little scrub of a fellow, worked absorbedly,
unheedingly at the horse, with an absorption that was almost ritualistic.
He seemed the attendant shadow of the ruddy animal.

"He goes with the horse," said Lou. "If we buy St. Mawr we get the man
thrown in."

"They'd be so amusing to paint; such an extraordinary contrast!
But darling, I hope you won't insist on buying the horse. It's so
frightfully expensive."

"Mother will help me.--You'd look so well on him, Rico."

"If ever I dared take the liberty of getting on his back----!"

"Why not?" She went quickly across the cobbled yard. "Good morning,
Lewis. How is St. Mawr?"

Lewis straightened himself and looked at her from under the falling
mop of his black hair.

"All right," he said.

He peered straight at her from under his overhanging black hair. He
had pale grey eyes, that looked phosphorescent, and suggested the eyes of
a wild cat peering intent from under the darkness of some bush where it
lies unseen. Lou, with her brown, unmatched, oddly perplexed eyes, felt
herself found out.--"He's a common little fellow," she thought to
herself. "But he knows a woman and a horse at sight."--Aloud she said, in
her Southern drawl:

"How do you think he'd be with Sir Henry?"

Lewis turned his remote, coldly watchful eyes on the young baronet.
Rico was tall and handsome and balanced on his hips. His face was long
and well-defined, and with the hair taken straight back from the brow. It
seemed as well-made as his clothing, and as perpetually presentable. You
could not imagine his face dirty, or scrubby and unshaven, or bearded, or
even moustached. It was perfectly prepared for social purposes. If his
head had been cut off, like John the Baptist's, it would have been a
thing complete in itself, would not have missed the body in the least.
The body was perfectly tailored. The head was one of the famous 'talking
heads' of modern youth, with eyebrows a trifle Mephistophelian, large
blue eyes a trifle hold, and curved mouth thrilling to death to kiss.
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