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CODARD 
was aglow. He was over- 

flowing with good will, feeling 
bounteous as a bulging horn of 

plenty. And why should be not? 

Paris was being treated to a spell 
of perfect October weather, and he 

was essentially of Paris. One of its great— 
Godard, grand couturier, creator of exquisite 
gowns His pr .-breakfast canter along the 

bens had set his scalp a-tingle under his gray- 

ing hair while the warm sun on his back made 

a triumph of his threescore years. Inevitable 

that he should beam upon his svelte premiere 
vendeuse and her hand-maidens as they pre- 

pared his salon for the day. And therefore 

inevitable that he should feel a sense of per- 

sonal injury when, on passing the room where 

Mile. Val was already at work, he saw a slow 

tear creeping down her colorless cheek. 

Had Mile. Val been of the sort that weeps 

easily he would have ignored her sorrow, but 

she had remained dry-eyed through the long 

years she had served him. ever since the war, 

and he knew, with no word from her, that they 
had not been easy years. Had she wept 

copiously he would have left her to the solace 

of her weeping, but the very furtiveness of that 

solitary tear drew him to her side. 

“You are sad. mademoiselle,” he said, and 

his tone carried a reproof to sorrow on so 

glorious a day. 
She looked up, a little startled, and gave him 

an embarrassed smile. 
“But it’s nothing.” 
“It brings tears. Ana ieei 

“It was just two letters coming at once, one 

the annual appeal from an aunt in Boston to 

come back to my native shores, and the other 

a note from an old friend I haven t seen in 

years saying that he's coming to Paris for one 

day and that he’d like to see me." 

Very simple it sounded, but its undertones 
carried the story of her life. She had been 

born just a little less than 40 years ago in a 

Boston suburb; there she had spent her girl- 
hood. and from there gone to college. It had 

left her with literary ambitions, and after the 

death of her parents, when she was 23, she had 

taken her patrimony and gone abroad, to settle 
at last in Paris. Her sporadic attempts at 

writing had as yet borne no fruit when the 

war broke out, and she had given herself to 

her adopted country without stint. The end 
of the struggle had found her with but little 

money and a greater weariness of body and 

spirit than should come to a young woman. 

She could have returned then to New England 
and subsisted in the devious ways of the poor 

relation, but her name—the full Vallandigham, 
too much for Godard to care to attempt—was 
a proud one, and she had preferred to remain 
in her beloved Paris and cultivate the one 

remunerative talent she possessed, a rare skill 
with the needle, which Godard had been quick 
to appreciate. 

The old friend was but an interlude in her 

first year in Paris, that glorious year before 

war clouds dulled the gay city’s glitter, when 

it had seemed merely part of her picture of 

life on the Left Bank to have a serious young 
artist desperately in love with her. It was 

only after she had sent him away with a 

stormy, adolescent declaration that her writing 
must be her supreme passion that she had 

realized the emptiness of the picture without 
him. She had not heard from him since until 

today. She had seen his name in dispatches 
during the war from time to time, and of late 

she had twice seen landscapes signed with 

his name in the window of a well known art 

dealer, from which she assumed his success. 

Tire Frenchman studied her a moment and 
then inquired, "This old friend—you would 
like to see him?” 

Her eyes sought the flaming yellow of the 

plane tree in the courtyard on which her win- 

dow looked. "Yes, I should like to, if I hadn’t 

faded so.” 

SILENCE fell as Godard gazed in sympathy 
at the bowed head. He could not deny 

her words. The woman he saw before him was 

nondescript enough, with straight brown hair 
drawn back into a characterless knot, good 
features, but a pale, almost sallow skin, and 
the lines of her figure obscured by a dark blue 
|rool dress. 

His eyes fell to her lap, where her hands lay 
listless. He had liked to watch them at work, 
not merely for their deftness, but because of 

their slender molding, their delicately tapering 
fingers, their faint glow as of white ivory. Of 

her hands she had taken care, for the silks 

■he handled required a skin of petal smooth- 
ness, and now their perfection brought a sud- 
den light to the old Frenchman’s eyes. 

He broke the silence with an explosive sen- 

tence. “It can be done! Hands one could 
not change, but a face—yes! Mademoiselle, 
you have come to my rescue in many an im- 

passe, have you not? Now7 it is my turn. You 
Wish to see your friend, but you wish him 

to forget the years that have passed. We 
will make him forget! When does he come?” 

"Tomorrow morning.” 
"Ah. we must work fast.” He paced back and 

forth, in his eyes the slightly feverish look that 
came when a new gown was shaping itself. 

Suddenly he stopped short and confronted her. 
"But I undertake to do this on one condition— 
that you place yourself entirely in my hands. 
It can be done. I am no fool. And it will be 
my joy. Do you agree?" 

She could only vaguely guess his intentions, 
but his enthusiasm lifted her up, brought a 

gleam of hope to her eyes. "Why, yes, I agree,” 
she said, and put aside her sewing. "What 
must I do?” 

"First to the beauty specialist. Get your 
WTaps while I write a note.” 

She found the beauty salon, under a name 

so select that only a chosen few knew- it. 
The personage of the select name came and 

studied her and, when he had finished, her 
abundant brown hair was a burnished glory 
about an undeniably lovely face that had lost 
its thinness and its pallor in the artful magic 
of which he was master. Godard was frankly 
amazed and delighted. "Mademoiselle, how you 
exceed my expectations! I had not guessed- 

Now he was the artist, surveying her from 
this angle and that, impersonal, intent, in- 

spired by the possibilities her transformation 
had revealed. 

The afternoon was a race against time. 
Everything was selected with infinite care, even 

to the lipstick and compact whose shades Pere 
Godard tried on the soft white of her wrist, 
and at the last a small vial of perfume that 
reminded her of the yellow-flaming plane tree 
in the courtyard. Back in his work room he 
called for a frock and coat of a certain number, 
and at sight of what his premiere main brought 
forth Lenore cried, “Pere Godard, that is for 
Mme. de Remarque, and she comes for it to- 
morrow!" 

"Mme. de Remarque must wait. For once I 
am able to achieve perfection, to control the 
entire. Do you understand? Mme. de Re- 
marque walks like a duck, and I created it for 
a swan. No, it is yours. I give it to you," he 
said, carried away by his own enthusiasm, "for 
your wedding dress.” 

She blushed. "You jump to absurd con- 

clusions, M'sieu. But you're a dear,” she said, 
and ran forward and kissed him on both 
cheeks. 

LENORE had not expected to sleep very much, 
and looked at the morning sunlight in her 

room with blinking surprise when the sour- 

faced maid of the little pension where she 
lived brought in her breakfast. Then she 
picked up a square envelope and read Larry’s 
note for the second time. "Dinard” appeared 
in the upper right-hand corner. "Dear 
Lenore,” it read, "I shall be in Paris for one 

day, October 12, and will wait at the fourth 
pillar on the right of the lobby of the Hotel 
Mirabeau from 9:30 until 11. if you are still 
in Paris and care to see me will you meet me 

there?” It was signed simply "Larry,” but a 

postscript told her, "I wear a beard now—a sort 
of glorified Van Dyke. Thought it might help 
you to know me.” 

At last she rose and dressed with a care she 
would have thought absurd the morning before. 

She arrived at the hotel with her heart per- 
forming in anything but its usual way, and 
sank into the concealing depths of an over- 

stuffed armchair with a quite involuntary 
action. In the long mirror opposite she could 
survey the entire foyer. She located the fourth 

pillar, and there was no doubt in her mind 
the minute she caught sight of Larry, pacing 
up and down with his long, easy stride. The 
beard, tawny as his hair, had changed him 
somewhat, and he had filled out slightly, but 

kept the look of lean ruggedness that reminded 
her of glacier-capped mountains. There was a 

bronze tint to his complexion. He had the 

Englishman's attitude toward clothes, a natural 
fastidiousness in regard to dress for formal 
occasions, and a delightful disregard of con- 

vention or anything but comfort for others. 
This was evidently a formal occasion, for every 
detail was correct, from the just-opening tea 
rose in his buttonhole to the cane which hung 
over his arm. 

When she thought his mirrored glance turned 
toward her she looked away, to find her own 

reflection staring at her. She beheld not the 
flushed, nervously palpitating creature she had 

expected, but a woman of poise, beautifully 
dressed and apparently at ease. Immediately 
her tremors vanished. She rose and walked 
forward slowly, averting her gaze so that she 

might give Larry a little of the advantage she 
had had. 

Before she had turned back to him she 
heard a quick step draw near, and he stood 
before her, saying "Lenore!” And on his face 
there was a very obvious delight. 

She answered "Larry!” and gave him both 
her hands. He looked at her for a long moment 
and then exclaimed, "How magnificent you 
have grown!” 

To herself she said, "And how recently!” 

while aloud, as he bent over her hand and 
kissed it, she mocked him. “Oho! So you have 
learned the ways of Frenchmen.” 

“When in Rome-” he explained with an 

unmistakably Gallic shrug. 
He had drawn her away to a lounge in a 

sheltered comer, and was seated beside her. 
Already she knew that she had had no reason 
to fear this meeting. There would be no 

getting acquainted again, no strangeness to 
overcome. 

"You’re not married,” he stated with a 
hint of a question in his voice. 

"No. And you?” 
"Never. And you’ve lived in Paris ever 

since?” 
"Yes.” To check his questioning she said, 

"I’ve seen a couple of your things in Renard’s. 
In fact, I passed there just this morning to 
take comfort in your poplars.” 

“You were frightened, then?” 
"Badly—same as you.” 
They laughed together. Then he asked 

quickly, "What do you do with yourself?” 
She was ready for that. “I keep busy. But 

you've only a day. We mustn’t wraste it sitting 
here like two old cronies. I'd like,” she said, 
and looked out at the sun-washed boulevard— 
"I'd like to do all the things we used to do, 
window-shop, go to Notre Dame, roam around 
the Luxembourg-” 

"That's what I hoped you'd want. That was 
my idea.” 

They went first to Notre Dame. Larry had 
not seen the great cathedral since its war dress 
had made a mockery of its dim, peaceful aisles, 
and the sight of it restored to normal seemed 
to move him deeply. He planted himself 
squarely in front of it and studied the lift of 
its spires against the clear blue sky. “It 
stretches back so far, and looks ahead so con- 
fidently—sort of gives a chap something to 
hold on to.” 

IS musing tone made Lenore glance quickly 
up at him, and she guessed that he had 

had to fight for what peace he knew. He 
caught her look, and a little of what was in her 
mind, and said with a half-smile, “We’re not 
quite the same people we were, are we, Len?” 

"No, but we've changed in much the same 
way." 

Q ilckly he picked up her thought. “Old 
solemn-hearts. But I've a vast store of gayety 
in me still,” he said, moving forward. ‘'I’ll 
show it to you after we’ve done Notre Dame.” 

They wandered arm in arm through nave 
and transept, feeling the old spell, the awe, 
the worshipfulness toward a God who could 
so inspire men to image his transcendent 
beauty in "stone and glass. They had come 
without noticing on the sacristie des messes 
and Lenore, with a quick intake of breath, 
looked up to see if he remembered, as he looked 
down. And somehow they found it hard even 
to smile at the passionate young ghosts that 
rose up there between them—at boyish Larry, 
earnestly pleading, at the girl Lenore, trem- 
bling toward him and then withdrawing sud- 
denly, dropping her head to her hands as she 
moved away. 

Breathlessly Lenore whispered, “I’d almost 
forgotten about that—h«re.” 

“So had I. There were so many other places,” 
he muttered. 

When they stepped out of the chill darkness 
Into the warm sunlight again she shivered. 
“Cold?” he asked. 

"No. Those ghosts.” 
“You’d rather keep them laid?” 
“They're entirely too dead to let walk again. 

And besides, you promised to be gay, and they 
wouldn't let us. We'll have to ignore them.” 

They did the Rivoli next, and for a time 
were light-hearted as children, but during 
luncheon Larry asked abruptly, as if conscious 
that the subject might be a delicate one, “Your 

v writing, Lenore—have you done anything with 
it?” 

She forced herself to look at him squarely 
as she said, “I've been rather a failure, Larry, 
that way. During the war there wasn't time, 
and afterward—not time either.” 

“I don't blame you,” he said. “Writing means 

thinking, and after all that—well, parties and 
books and theaters were a safe way back to 

sanity. But^I used to think you might make 
a go of it.” 

"Parties, books, theaters.” He saw them all 
in the lines of her costume. 

While they were strolling through the Lux- 

embourg Gardens Larry looked at his watch, 
aghast. “Mv dear,” he said, “it's half past 
three already!” 

Had she imagined herself old? That “dear,” 
let fall so unconsciously, stirred things she had 
thought dead. 

“I know where we must go next. Out to 

Halevy's.” He chuckled. “It’s alive with your 
ghosts. I know, but so's everything. I only 
hope it's still swank enough for you. And if I 
come back in another 15 years will you meet 
me for another day?” 

He commandeered a taxi with an open landau 
arrangement and, after seeing that Lenore was 

comfortable, settled back in his corner with an 

expression of glowing content. She had not 
been able to avoid noticing the careless lavish- 
ness with which he spent his money, nor con- 

trasting it with the caution of his younger days. 
He had done well, then, she reflected, while 
she, save for this one brief day, had gone to 
seed. 

Halevy’s inn had few guests in October, and 

they were welcomed heartily by the proprietor 
and his wife. In an overflow of geniality Larry 
explained that they had used to come there 15 

years ago, and that he could not resist return- 

ing, though he had but one day in Paris. Mme. 
Halevy studied them while he spoke, and sud- 

denly her face lighted up. “I remember! The 

young Englishman who painted, and his Ameri- 
can sweetheart, Paul, you recollect?" Then 
she looked at Lenore's smiling face, and her 
own plump features beamed. 

“You have been happy with him, madame. 
Always lovers, I can see!" She did not observe 
the confused look which passed between the 

With a quirk intake of b 
remembered the paasiona 
them. 
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