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  MOUNTAIN MADE


  Chapter One

  Nothing, of course, was at all too good for the wife of Hector Glanvil. He himself drove fifty miles across the mountains to get the best doctor on the range. This was young Mahan, who, coming freshly out of a medical school and a hospital, had made his fame by saving Ham Perkins’s little boy from the deadly grip of diphtheria and curing the perennial rheumatism of Joe Chalmers. He became, in the course of a single fortnight, a byword and a prophet among a sparse but wide-spread population of cattlemen, lumberjacks, miners, hardy sons of toil, with fists as resistless as the heel of a high boot, with oaths more wonderful than those of a conjurer, but, withal, possessing the power of faith. They believed in young Dr. Mahan. They even brought their favorite cutting horses to him in scorn of the veterinaries, and he did his best.

  He said to Hector Glanvil: “Man, man, how can I take a day off to drive up to your ranch, and then a day to take care of your wife, and then another day to come back . . . three days when I’m so crowded with work?”

  Hector Glanvil laid a hand upon the shoulder of the young doctor. Hector himself was young, but he was a hero, and heroes seem to be of no particular age. When they are young, they seem old. When they are old, they seem young. So it was with Hector. His presence was like that of a great rock face when the fierce brightness of morning is striking upon it, or like a shining silver spruce on the crest of a hill.

  So this Hector Glanvil laid his hand upon the shoulder of the doctor and said: “You’re tired . . . you’re coming up with me to rest . . . you better go pack your bag.”

  The doctor looked up to the thick shoulders, and up to the noble throat, and up to the glorious face of Hector Glanvil. All the little needs and duties of his life fell away from his consciousness and left him free to serve this man. He felt that Hector Glanvil was a spring of youth in which he would bathe and be renewed in body and soul. So he packed his bag and tumbled into the buckboard.

  They began to rush through the mountains as fast as high-blooded horseflesh could whip the buckboard along.

  “I suppose it will be a boy?” said the doctor.

  “It will be a boy,” said Hector calmly, and thereby made it an inescapable fact.

  “And the name?” said the doctor.

  “The name is Winsor Terence Glanvil.”

  “A considerable name,” said the doctor lightly.

  Hector was never jovial. He said with perfect calm: “He will be a considerable man.”

  The doctor, after all, was only human. He would have given a great deal if it had been a girl, simply to disprove what Hector had prophesied, but fortune was against him. A boy baby was born the next day. He had hardly opened his eyes when he caught the finger of the nurse in one tiny fist and the finger of the doctor in the other.

  “I suppose,” said the doctor, “that he will be a ruler of women and of men.”

  “I suppose,” said Hector, who had been watching everything, “that he will.”

  “Why are you so thoughtful?” asked the doctor afterward. “There you have eight pounds of babyhood and as flawless a little body as I ever saw enter the world . . . he will grow into a glorious manhood!” And he could not help looking up into the bright, calm face of Hector Glanvil.

  “Mary’s eyes are blue and her hair is gold,” said Hector. “My eyes are blue, also, and my hair is brown . . . but Winsor’s eyes are brown and his hair is black.”

  The doctor would have been just a little embarrassed in the presence of any other man.

  “Somewhere in the past,” said the doctor, “your family or her family has had black hair and brown eyes.”

  “My great-grandfather and her great-great-grandfather,” said Hector instantly.

  “You’ve studied the family trees, I see.”

  “Naturally. One would study the descent of a good horse, I suppose? And this is my son. What Mary and I give him is very little, but each of us has a past. This, however, is very odd.”

  “Why so?”

  “I don’t mean, you understand, that I think characters are transmitted through a lapse of half a century or more. But my greatgrandfather, Terence Glanvil, was a famous beau in his day . . . he was one of those men who make women smile and tremble by merely glancing at them. Mary’s great-great-grandfather, Hugh Marston, who had brown eyes and black hair, also, could do the same thing with men. He was a cruel devil. He could pick up a man with a gesture, you might say, and crush the heart out of him. He shot straight by instinct, you might say, and his sword turned into a living thing in his hand.” After this, Hector Glanvil paused. He said a little later: “The important thing about both of them was that they used their power.”

  To this the doctor did not feel like replying. For even a great soul like Hector Glanvil does not care to be questioned about its inner suspicions.

  The next day two fresh horses whirled Dr. Mahan out of the mountains and back to his headquarters; he said good bye to Hector Glanvil as to a young god, but he was never to see that young god again. Poor Hector had barely reached his ranch to hear that a forest fire was heading his way. All his timber lands were imperiled. He went out and fought the flames for ten days with all his men and had almost won when a gale leaped out of the north and sent a smooth-sliding arm of the fire around Hector Glanvil and gathered him to the breast of the advancing flames.

  There was nothing left for Mary Glanvil except the broad estates of her husband and the son he had left behind. But neither was enough. She waited on earth for two years until Winsor was a strong, hearty infant. Then she closed her eyes and died.

  A cousin of Hector Glanvil, a young man called Philip, of the Glanvil name, came out of the East to manage the estate. He gambled away part of it in his first year. In his next two years he speculated to make up for the losses he had inflicted on the estate. In the fourth year of his management he fought desperately to avoid the inevitable. And at the end of his fifth year he turned to the last resort of a confused man. He shot himself through the head.

  There was nothing left—absolutely nothing. Mary was the last of the Marstons. Philip was the last of the Glanvils. The joint heir of both those lines and all the long glories of their past histories had not a penny to his name and not a relative to furnish him with means. He was mysteriously shuffled about and in the general direction of an orphan asylum. But children hate orphan asylums. They hate institutions of any kind—as though they understand that in such a place the delicate flower of childhood is cropped at once, half opened, and only the naked stem of existence remains.

  Winsor Terence Glanvil was brought to the door of the asylum, so to speak, and then he disappeared. There was a feeble search for him by people who really did not care. Before they finished searching, Winsor was five hundred miles or more to the south. He had simply gone down to the railroad station and crawled onto the rods beneath a coach. He almost died of fatigue and exposure, but, when he crawled out from his unpleasant place the next day, he was in a new and very different land.

  There was a broad valley with mountains piled about it, blue and red and purple mountains carved out of uncarvable rock as hard as diamonds, and one solitary peak at the end of the valley living in a golden mist of sunshine. Below the mountains time had made a carefully leveled plain and sent a lazy brown river running through the midst. There was water enough to have turned all the valley into a lovely garden, but the men who lived there did not care for such arduous labors. Only random spots of greenery edged the river. Here—there—and again farther up the valley, there were three little towns with shining white walls and red roofs and clustering trees.

  Winsor climbed back under the train. At noon he was in one of those towns. A brakeman fished him out and held him at arm’s length, dangling.

  “Where did you drop from?” he asked.

  “I just happened along,” said Winsor, and, although he was more than half choked, he smiled at the strong man.

  The brakeman beheld that smile and felt the iron in his heart melt away, and a spreading spot of warm compassion passed over his soul. He carried Winsor home to his wife.

  His wife dropped the boy into a bathtub, tugged clean stockings over his legs, and combed his tangled hair. She put a white shirt on him and looked over her work. Straightway she ran out to her husband, gasping with astonishment.

  “He looks like a young prince,” she said. “He says his name is Winsor Terence Glanvil. That has a big sound to it.”

  “Sounds ain’t dollars,” said her spouse. “But we’ll keep the poor kid till we find out where he belongs.”

  That afternoon, the brakeman’s wife dressed up Winsor and tied a flowing bow tie under his chin and took him out on the street. She strolled with him where beauty would be admired—in the Mexican quarter—and, when she brought him out, his pockets were stuffed with candy and trinkets. For everywhere that he looked with those big eyes and that quiet little smile, fat señoras and slender young señoritas hurried out to see him and squat down before him and laugh and murmur with pleasure over him. Then she took him into the hilly section of the town where the big houses of the well-todo stood. In ten minutes a carriage drew up to the sidewalk and a withered lady leaned out to say: “Is that your little boy?”

  The little boy looked at the withered lady and wrinkled his nose in distaste. But he looked at the fine horses and the silver-mounted harness and the shining body of the carriage and changed his mind. He gave her his best smile and saw her flush and saw her eyes melt.

  Afterward there was much talk that resolved itself into: “But what can you do for him, my dear woman?”

  So Winsor Terence Glanvil was taken into the carriage and the brakeman’s wife, dim of eye and faltering of step, went off down the street. Winsor was glad to see her go, for he was not too young to know that to be raised by her was to be raised to a life of toil, and he was not too young to know that he would never care to toil.


  Chapter Two

  There is no reason why Sabina Curtis should be given a place here, for the simple reason that in the mind of young Winsor Glanvil she occupied no place at all except that of a source of supplies. Her chief pleasure in life was to have this beautiful boy near her.

  And the chief torment of Winsor Glanvil was to be near Sabina Curtis. But after one year of tutoring at home, her care for Winsor and his future made her send him away to a school in the East. After that, he had to see her only during the summer and at the Christmas vacation, and even these visits were not unbroken, for there were always plenty of invitations for Winsor. Not from the other boys at the school, however. He was never popular among them. He did not care for their sports and their games. He did not mingle with them except covertly to roll dice or play cards, for he had all the instinct of the born gambler.

  But when mothers came to the school to see their boys, they never failed to notice Winsor Glanvil. His face attracted them; his name attracted them. They always insisted on meeting him, for he had an unobtrusive way of making himself noticed. And when he met them, his manner was so quiet, so easy, so gentle, so smooth, his attitude was so respectful, his big brown eyes so admiringly attentive, and his smile so instant and so involuntary, as they thought, that they could not resist him.

  “He’s nothing but a sissy,” their sons told them.

  “There’s something to that boy,” they would answer. “He has a mind of his own. Besides, poor child, he has had misfortunes enough to break his spirit. No mother . . . no father . . . at his age!”

  So Winsor was asked here and there in the summer and in the winter, also. The only sports he learned were those in which a girl could accompany him. He paid not the slightest attention to football, baseball, the track, or crew, those four idols of the college boy’s life and his four dreams of greatness. Nothing could have persuaded him to risk his head and his shins in a hockey game. Polo was a bore to Winsor, and boxing was simply brutal. But he learned to swim like a fish; he handled a tennis racket like a master, and he was acceptable in any golf foursome.

  These were sociable sports in which the ladies could join. Perhaps the feminine heart was greatly impressed by spectacular deeds upon the gridiron and the track, but he did not care to impress them greatly in the beginning. Not at all. He wished merely to have an opportunity for a quiet little talk now and then—such as one may have between sets at tennis, or walking after a golf ball, or riding knee to knee through the park, or walking at the edge of the surf, or dancing over a polished floor. As for the rough sports—what are they worth?

  Only once did he go in for brutal exertions. In the summer before his last year at the school he met a pretty little blonde girl whose brother was captain of the next year’s football team. She was full of fire and of scorn. And she told Winsor Glanvil with the brutal frankness of youth that she would never care a whit for any boy who did not have the courage to risk his neck at football.

  She was just pretty enough and rich enough to make Winsor take her a little seriously. He spent his spare moments that summer learning how to kick and handle a football. And in the fall he startled the school by coming out for the squad.

  It was impossible to keep him out of the backfield. He was so green that he hardly knew in what direction to run, but, when he started correctly, it was like trying to catch an eel. He was sixteen, then, and stood his full height, which was five feet and ten inches. And he weighed a hundred and fifty pounds, which was within ten of his ultimate size. He looked too delicate, too slender, too girlishly smooth for rough work, but he had that surprising, inexpressible strength of a light thing put strongly together. He could twist through a mass of fighting linesmen as though his body were covered with grease. He could clip off tackle so fast that the tacklers saw only a blur of speed. And when he started around end, the entire opposition grew cold with dread. Besides, because he hated to be hurt, he learned how to avoid a tackler in the open field, and to see him sift through a whole team of eager enemies was enough to thrill the heart of the most expert college coach. And college coaches watched him work and their hearts ached to have him. But when the big game of the school season was over, he sat one evening in a corner with the pretty blonde. After all, he decided, he had made a ridiculous effort for the sake of one with a nose so short as hers. As for her rich father, she had too many brothers to divide the spoils.

  So he said: “Football is a stupid game . . . I shall never play it again.”

  “Oh, Winsor,” she cried, “but it will make you a great man in college!”

  “I’d rather be comfortable than great,” said Winsor. “Good bye.”

  He lived up to his word. No persuasion could make him try for the college team; for four years he played through his courses, dabbled at the social sports, and, just after he had received his diploma, he got word from Sabina Curtis that she was very sick. He took the first train West, filled with immense hopes. Not that the money of Sabina was enough to give him all that he wanted. But it was enough to enable him to move where great fortunes grow on every tree. So he sat by her deathbed and heard her say that her fortune had been turned into an annuity and that he would not have a penny after her death except her big house and the movables that were in it.

  He looked coldly down upon her. “I wish you had warned me a year ago,” he said. “I could have become engaged to the Warner girl last fall, you know.”

  “Winsor, Winsor,” murmured the sick woman, straining her dull eyes toward him. “Do you care for nothing in the world except money?”

  “Money is nothing to me,” he told her. “But comfort is. I’m not equipped to make a living, you know. You never insisted on that, Aunt Sabina.”

  She sighed, and a cloud formed on her brow. “Winsor, do you really care nothing about me and the deep, deep love I have felt for you, dear,” she asked him in an agitated voice.

  “Of course I do . . . tremendously,” said Winsor.

  He spoke so coldly that it went through and through her heart. And she looked up to him, startled into clear-seeing, for a moment. But when her glance met those big, gentle, brown eyes fixed upon her with what seemed a melting tenderness, all her suspicions vanished.

  “Ah, Winsor,” she said to him, “I have loved you as a mother loves her son.”

  He leaned above her, wondering if her will was really made out already.

  “You have been more than a mother,” he said.

  “Do you speak from your heart?” said the poor woman, yearning up to him, and raising her weak hands toward his face.

  She was an ugly picture, and Winsor Glanvil hated ugliness in any form. He could not help turning from all that was repulsive to the eye. Now he steeled himself. He called up into his voice a little tremulous fiber of sound that, he had discovered, is peculiarly effective with every woman, old or young.

  “Dear Aunt Sabina,” he said. “I cannot talk . . . I am too sad. . . .”

  He was able to leave a little after that, and a few minutes later she died. Within the hour he had learned the price that he could get for the house and the land and all that was within the old mansion—$50,000.

  “But you ought not to sell,” said the lawyer when approached later. “Consider those books in the library. To duplicate them would cost you fifty thousand dollars alone . . . I mean their bindings done afresh without any of the charm and the allusions that these old books have.”

  “I am a Glanvil, not a Curtis,” said Winsor. “I desire to sell everything at once, and I hope that you will arrange for it.”

  The lawyer swallowed certain hot words that had formed in the deep of his throat and went away to do as he was ordered. Yet he could not refrain from a touch of irony when he handed Winsor Glanvil a check for $48,500 a few days later.

  “You have done amazingly well with yourself, Glanvil,” he said. “Fourteen years ago you were without a penny in the world. Here, at the age of twenty-one, you have equipped yourself with a fine education, fifty thousand dollars in cash, and no regrets, I presume?”

  Glanvil knew perfectly well what the other was driving at, but he merely lighted a cigarette and mocked the lawyer with a smile through the mist of blue-brown smoke.

  “I am only an amateur so far,” he said with equal irony to the man of the law. “I hope to do better later on.”

  “Ah, well,” said the lawyer. “I rather doubt that. I think you were born with the professional touch, young man. But,” he added when he reached the door, “I suppose that you have plans for increasing the fifty thousand greatly before long?”

  The one thing that Glanvil had always lacked to make him a successful gambler, he felt, was a large bank roll. Now he nodded with the utmost complacency. “Of course,” he said.

  The lawyer broke into loud and very rude laughter and left the house; Glanvil walked out after him. He had a fortune in his pocket, a laugh on his lips, and not a single regret, as the lawyer had suggested, in his heart. For the past never bothered Glanvil. Nothing but the future lay before him.


  Chapter Three

  Now four swift years passed over the head of Winsor Terence Glanvil. It is, as a rule, a sign of peace when the annals of a country are a blank, but these were not blank years with young Glanvil. But since the events wrote not a line into his face, it is permissible to omit the record of what actually happened.

  We leap across the four years that had carried Mr. Glanvil around the globe but brought him back, after so much wandering, to his native West. To follow his trail we leave the railroad and advance to a little town in the mountains from which rough roads lead here and there to mines near the timberline. We come to a little unpainted shack of two stories, dignified with the name of hotel, and in the hotel we go to the best front room. There sits Winsor Glanvil. He has before him the mirror—not of the room, but from his own leather toilet case—he has a lighted lamp upon either side of him—and he is busy manicuring his nails with the care of a precisian, with the speed of an artist. What has become of the varied interests of Winsor Glanvil? Where is the tidy fortune with which he started out upon his wanderings in search of an easy life? There is nothing left— nothing except the toilet case and the big, roomy suitcase that could contain a whole trunk full of odds and ends. That is all that he has accumulated—physically. In the brain there are gathered all manner of talents that do not show outwardly, for in his face we look in vain for a single trace of the passing of time. There is not a line about his mouth nor near the corner of his eyes; there is not a shadow; there is not the slightest crease between his eyes. His face is as untouched as that of an infant.

  Such was the Winsor Terence Glanvil who rose in answer to a knock at his door. He opened to a dark-faced man well advanced in middle age, dapper and trim as a youth.

  “It is true!” he cried. “It is true, after all! It is the immortal Monsieur Glanvil himself!”

  “You are Paul Santelle,” said Glanvil, and drew him through the door. He went on, without emotion: “Why are you here?”

  “You are not overfilled with friendliness, my dear Glanvil. Your eye does not light when you see me. You do not wring my hand.”

  He did not say this with the slightest sharpness of irony, but smiling in perfect good nature.

  “As you know,” said Glanvil, “I detest action and love repose. Besides, I am really curious as to what can have brought you here.”

  “Can you imagine nothing?”

  “One can imagine a thousand things on the smallest grounds. But as I said before, I hate effort. Please do not force me to imagine, to deduce . . . to analyze like Poe’s detective.”

  “What is that?”

  A thunder of hoof beats, a rush of shouting voices—then came the sound of doors slamming, a deep, throbbing tumult through the street.

  “Go to the window and look at the picture if you wish,” said Glanvil. “I prefer to sit still. I suppose there’s another gold strike. In the meantime, you cannot doubt my hospitality. I offer you my best chair.”

  Santelle nodded at the window. “They are going mad, as usual,” he announced. “This must be something real. In a day or two I suppose we’ll have a few more of these incipient millionaires in town. I hope so.”

  “You are doing business here, then?” asked Glanvil.

  “Yes.”

  “I am sorry to hear it.”

  “Tush, man. I would not cramp you for room. There is enough food here to supply a dozen even of such hawks as you and I. The field is so open that, when I first came, it was possible to work bad dice on them. They didn’t want to win, I swear. They wanted the thrill of losing their money as fast as they could, and that was all.” He laughed softly, contentedly. “I have been here seven days . . . I have made a shade over seven thousand, working only an hour or two a day.”

  Glanvil was not impressed. “That,” he said, “is wages. When are you to make your profit?”

  Santelle stared at him, but then nodded in good-natured agreement. “You, of course, are the plunger, the star taker,” he said. “Remember that I have seen you at Nice and in Buenos Aires. In fact, you have always been so successful that I wonder why the devil it is that you have to keep at the work?”

  Glanvil regarded him with a perfect equanimity. He said, with the calm of one who reserves lies for important occasions and believes in the truth for nearly all the affairs of everyday life: “My total possessions are in this room. I have fifteen hundred in cash. The rest you can see.”

  Santelle shook his head. “I understand,” he said. “You have invested in some Mexican revolution? Is it that?”

  “It is not that.”

  “What, then? Man, man, I have seen you take in so many thousands in a single night. . . .”

  “Why should I lie to you?” murmured Glanvil. “As a matter of fact, my dear friend, there is only the one answer. I occasionally meet with a gambler cleverer than I am. His tricks are better . . . he cheats with more skill. And there goes my money. You understand? But of course you do.”

  “It amazes me,” declared Santelle with warmth. “I swear to you. Glanvil, I believed there were not three men in the world capable of. . . .”

  “Nonsense,” answered Winsor Glanvil. “You are flattering me now.”

  “But even discounting the cards,” said Santelle. “Ten thousand pardons if I’m too curious.”

  “Not at all,” answered Glanvil. “I am fond of talking . . . particularly about myself. And at this very moment I am in the humor for chatting. Say what you please and dip the bucket until I feel like cutting the rope.”

  “Very well, Glanvil. Suppose that you left the cards to one side, and abandoned all gambling whatsoever, still you have remaining ‘that one talent which is death to hide’. I really cannot comprehend why you have not connected yourself with some great fortune.”

  Over this, Glanvil paused for a moment. “We seem to be more intimate than I thought,” he said.

  “I was in Venice when you and Costello. . . .”

  Glanvil raised his hand. “That is quite enough,” he said.

  “You admit that I have reason to be astonished. The lovely countess, everyone said, was only too eager to give away her fortune and herself to Mister Glanvil.”

  “There is one hideous drawback that handicaps me hopelessly, as it seems, as a fortune hunter.”

  “What is that?”

  “I am infernally particular as to the lady who is to share the name of Glanvil.”

  It might have been considered an atrocious stroke of egotism except for the smile of the speaker.

  “It is an old name, I have heard,” said Santelle with much interest.

  “Immensely old. It goes back past the Conquest a dizzy distance. I am foolish about it.”

  “But the family of the countess. . . .”

  “Was old, also. But she had a voice like a chorus girl’s. I endured it for a week. That was enough. And that, Santelle, is the secret of my failures.”

  “One can be too critical, of course. But a million or so, one might think, would sweeten a very sour cup.”

  “I have tried to close my eyes and my ears a dozen times. I never quite succeed.”

  “Surely,” said Santelle, “there are a few charming girls. . . .”

  “With great fortunes? Of course. But I have a past. Now and then a wave of it overtakes me and forces me to move on. However, I am still able to amuse myself. Now, my dear Santelle, what is all this about?”

  “It is about a nonpareil.”

  “You have a system for the wheel,” suggested the fortune hunter, yawning.

  “I have not. It is a lady, my friend.”

  “With money, of course.”

  “With uncounted millions.”

  “I suppose so.”

  “This is an indubitable fact.”

  “The whole world knows about her, then.”

  “Therein lies the charm. She is unknown except to a very few.”

  “But how large is the fortune, really?”

  “At least eight millions . . . perhaps fifteen.”

  “This sounds like a great affair, Santelle. However, she is being courted already. . . .”

  “Of course. Wherever there is honey, the bees will find it out. But they have only begun to come. They find everything so simple, however, that they are filled with doubts.”

  “Tell me, Santelle, what do you hope out of this?”

  “One third, my dear Glanvil.”

  “You are modest.”

  “I tell you, I am leading you to a gold mine.”

  “Which is already staked out and claimed by others.”

  “Not at all. They cannot disturb her. She is a romantic little soul . . . and not one of them can stir her. But when she meets Glanvil and his old-world manner, when she encounters those brown eyes and that famous smile. . . .”

  “Don’t talk like an ass.”

  “However, I tell you that you have only to appear in order to conquer. This girl knows nothing.”

  “Tell me the secret.”

  “Easily. Her father was a prospector for the bigger part of his life. His wife died young. That left Louise to play the housekeeper and take care of old Joseph Carney when he returned from his trips. He brought very little cash back with him. Sometimes she was pretty close to starvation. But she was so used to it that she didn’t complain. She had books. She was a great deal alone. For a companion she finally found a blind girl, a queer thing named Kate Preston. And Kate has been the only friend of Louise Carney for several years.

  “Old Joe Carney struck gold, at last. But he didn’t splurge. He rebuilt the old cabin and gave Louise a cook and a maid. That was to begin with . . . and he didn’t go much past it. He tore gold out of the ground as fast as his men could blast the rock away. He dumped that money into lumber lands. He built twenty miles of railroad into his lumber lands. For six years he lived in a hurricane of falling money.

  Then he died. Louise is twenty-one. She lives still in the cabin on the side of the mountain. Her lawyer writes to her from Denver and gives her statements, mentions large sums . . . she doesn’t know what he’s talking about, and I don’t think that she cares. She has her house, her cook, her maid, and her garden. She has a horse to ride on and a dog to go alongside her. That’s life enough for her.

  “In a single word, she dreams, my dear Glanvil. And she is waiting for a man to come to her out of a dream and show her what can be done with life in the way of making it beautiful. There have been a few clumsy fellows to bother her. But they are nothing. It is you, Glanvil, who must descend like a god in a cloud of fire.”

  “That,” said Glanvil, “is enough. Tell me only one thing. Is she at least ordinarily good-looking?”

  “Glanvil, she is an exquisite beauty, made of gold and rose and blue and ivory. Do you understand?”

  “I understand. A pretty face, and big feet. A charming smile and calloused hands.”

  Santelle waved both hands in a gesture filled with emotion. “When you see her, you will be ravished, believe me. I tell you, she is as harmonious as music.”

  “This begins to appear more and more promising.”

  “There is only the single drawback.”

  “What is that?”

  “The blind girl.”

  “You are jesting.”

  “You will understand when you meet the household. That is the danger point. If you can defend yourself from her wit, you are safe. The blind girl is the outward fortification. Beautiful Louise is the defenseless city itself.”


  Chapter Four

  When Glanvil first saw her, she was in the garden, that bright little patch of color that rested on the shoulder of the mountain and seemed about to slide off into the awful ravine beneath. She was training some sort of limber-armed flowering vines over an arched trellis work, weaving the vines in and out among the slats and tying them with short bits of twine.

  He called to her: “Is Mister Carney at home?”

  At this, she raised her head. It was brown hair, and yet there was enough light struck through it by the sun to justify what Santelle had said about gold; certainly, however, he was wrong about the rose. It was a pale, calm face, and even while she turned toward him, her eyes were lowered toward the ground.

  “Mister Carney is not here,” she said.

  He liked her voice. He liked it very much. But it destroyed, instantly, the impression of childish impotence and innocence that Santelle had given him concerning the heiress, for there was as much self-control, as much easy surety, as there could have been in the voice of a man.

  “I understood that this was Mister Carney’s house.”

  “Mister Carney is dead, sir.”

  She began to work while she faced him, work without giving an apparent glance to the employment of her hands. How swiftly they drew the fragile branches through the trellis, and yet with how delicate a tenderness, also.

  “I am sorry to hear of that, but perhaps it is better for me. I have admired the situation of this house so much, that I should like to buy it and all the ground around it, if possible. Do you think that it could be arranged?”

  “I hardly know,” she said. “Almost anything is possible, I suppose. But if you care for the place, come into the garden, please. Everyone says that the view is much finer from this point.”

  He dismounted and tethered his horse at the hitching rack. The ghost of Santelle seemed to be moving behind him in his shadow, laughing and clapping him on the back with a viewless hand. He himself had to bite his lip to keep from smiling. It was all so very easy.

  So he crossed the garden and stood beside her. She was not such a heart stopper as Santelle had led him to expect. She was as pale as marble, not a sickly color, however, but a translucent pallor. When she looked down, the deep fringe of lashes seemed to lay a shadow beneath her eyes. When she looked up, the eyes themselves were a sort of dull black, unlike any eyes in all the world so far as he had seen.

  “Here,” she said as he came beside her, “you can see a great deal of the valley itself. One can feel the wind from the mountains cutting straight across. And no matter how hard the wind blows, one can hear the river.”

  There was a dizzy fall of the eye, in fact, to the white waters of the river. Now the morning mist lay thick between and tinted the river with pale blue. And the dark forests hung like irregular rolling clouds of smoke along the steep sides of the mountain. A bridge, small as a child’s toy, at that distance, crossed the water just before it spread across the valley in a lake. The beauties of Nature meant very little to Glanvil. But now he was stirred.

  “It is more than I expected . . . a great deal more,” he said truthfully. “May I give you my name? I am Winsor Glanvil. You are Miss Carney, I presume?”

  “I am . . . Katherine Preston,” she said. He set his teeth hard. Of course he had been the most consummate fool not to have guessed before that this was the blind girl. And yet that adroit work with her hands, the surety with which she looked straight into his face as he talked were enough to have deceived him even if he had guessed beforehand.

  “Do you know if Miss Carney would sell?”

  “I don’t know. I hardly think so. But one never can tell. Miss Carney may move before the winter comes.”

  “That is a strange thing,” said Glanvil, “that a person could wish to leave such a place.”

  “Are you not very young, Mister Glanvil, to wish to live in such a quiet spot among the mountains?”

  And she fixed those dark eyes upon him with so much thoughtfulness in her expression that he had the uncanny feeling that she must be reading his face. He found himself forming a smile with as much care as though she could see it.

  “I suppose I am,” he said, and he watched the incredible delicacy with which she passed a limber branch of the vine through her fingers, touched all of the hundred papery blossoms along its length, but not disturbing a single petal. “I suppose I am, but I want to feel what it means to be snowed in for a whole winter.”

  “Miss Carney is coming,” said the blind girl.

  “How can you tell?”

  “By the step of her horse.”

  “Is it different from other horses?”

  “One can tell, somehow. But my ears have to be eyes, also, you know.”

  “Do they help you to read faces?”

  “Not faces . . . no. But I think they help me to find what is in the hearts of people, you see.”

  He found that he had grown actually restless and ill at ease in front of this girl, as though that eye of her mind, fixed so mysteriously upon him, saw nothing of his physical being but looked clearly into the wickedness of his soul.

  “At least,” she said, “Miss Carney will be interested in your wish for a . . . winter home.”

  He looked intently at her to see if she were smiling, but her face was as grave as her great dark eyes, and these were so filled with light and with meaning that it seemed to him, for the hundredth time, that this pretended blindness was nothing but a sham.

  A moment later, Louise Carney was with them. She was what Santelle had described, hardly larger than a child, and full of a child’s happy carelessness, a flower-like indolence. Kate Preston introduced them. As for the work of the excellent Glanvil, he saw that it was finished almost before it was begun, for the rich man’s daughter watched him with a child’s openness, a child’s utter fascination. She did not have sufficient art to look down to the ground, but let him see clearly in her eyes all that passed in her mind, much as a little girl stares at the image of the perfect prince that rises before her from the page of the story book.

  Indeed, the work was ended before it had well begun. Another touch was all he needed to make her his. Glanvil smothered a yawn at the very thought, for, through long hours of weariness, how dearly he would have to pay for the fortune he took. However, it is impossible to get something for nothing.

  “Mister Glanvil wants to spend a winter snowed in, and he would like to buy your house, Louise,” said Kate Preston.

  “Oh,” she said. “It was my father’s house, Mister Glanvil.”

  “You would not sell it, then?”

  “When he has left me so much money . . . how could I? It would be a shameful thing.”

  “I am a thousand times sorry,” said Glanvil. “I merely saw the house and thought I might get it.”
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