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JENNY

PART ONE
CHAPTER X

a3 6 8 0 e 4 o s

Jenny and Helge leaned over the railing and tried to
count the fat, lazy cats which had taken their abode among
the stumps! of pillars on the grass-covered plot. They
seemed to revive a little as the twilight began to fall, A
big red one which had been lying on the pedestal of the
Trajan pillar stretched himself, sharpened his claws on
the masonry, jumped down on to the grass, and ran away.

“I make it twenty-three,” said Helge.

“I counted twenty-five.” She turned round and dis-
missed a post card seller, who was recommending? his
wares in fragments of every possible language.

She leaned again over the railing and stared vaguely at
the grass, giving way to the pleasant languor of a long
sunny day and countless kisses out in the green Campagna.
Helge held one of her hands on his arm and patted it—she
moved it along his sleeve until it rested between both of
his, Helge smiled happily.

“What is it, dear?”

..........

“Are you hungry?” asked Helge.
“No; are you?”

‘stumps, i ?recommending, {3 .
1
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JENNY

“No—but do you know what I should like to do?”

“Well?”

“I should like to go home with you and have supper.
What do you say to that?”

“Yes, of course.”

They walked home arm in arm through small side streets.

In her dark staircase he drew her suddenly to him, and
kissed her with such force and passion that her heart
began to beat violently. She was afraid, and at the same
time angry with herself for being so, and whispered in the
dark: “My darling,” to prove to herself that she was
calm,
“Wait a moment,” whispered Helge, when she was
going to light the lamp, and he kissed her again. ‘Put
on the geisha-dress; you look so sweet in it. T will sit on
the balcony while you change.”

Jenny changed her dress in the dark; she put the kettle
on and arranged the anemones and the almond sprigs
before she called him in and lighted up.

He took her again in his arms and said:

“Oh, Jenny, you are so lovely. Everything aboubt you
is lovely; it is heavenly to be with you. T wish I could
be with you always.”

She took his face between her two hands.

“Jenny—you wish it—that we could be always
together?”

She looked into his beautiful brown eyes:

“Yes, Helge; 1do.”

“Do you wish that this spring—our spring—never would
end$”

$
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JENNY

“Yes—oh yes.” She threw herself suddenly into his
arms and kissed him; her half-open lips and closed eyes
begged for more kisses; hiz words about their spring, that
should never cease, awoke a painful anxiety in her heart
that the spring and their dream would come to an end.
And yet behind it all was a dread, which she did not try
to explain to herself, but it came into existence when he
acked if she wished they could always be together.

“I wish I were not going home,” said Helge sadly.

“But I am going home soon too,” she said softly, “and
we shall probably come back here together.”

“You are quite determined! to go? Are you sorry that
1have upset all your plans in this way?”’

She gave him a hurried kiss and ran to the kettle, which
was boiling over.

“No, you silly boy. : had almost made up my mind
before, because mamma wants me badly.” She gave a
short laugh. “I am ashamed of myself—she is so pleased
that I am coming home to help her, and it is really only
to be with my lover. But it is all right. I can live cheaper
at home even if I help them a little, and I may be able to
earn something. What I can save now, I shall want here
later.”

Helge took the cup she gave him and seized her hand:

“But next time you come here you will come with
me; for I suppose you will-~you mean—that we should
marry?”

His face was so young and so anxiously inquiring? that
she had to kiss him several times, forgetting that she had

Idetermined, §J % & . ¢:nquiring, .
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JENNY

been afraid of that word, which had not been mentioned
between them before.

“I suppose that will be the most practical plan, you dear
boy, since we have agreed to be together always.”

Helge kissed her hand, asking quietly: “When?”

“When you ke,” she answered as quietly—and firmly.

Again he kissed her hand.

“What a pity we can’t be married out here,” he said a
moment after in a different voice.

She did not answer, but stroked his hair softly. Helge
sighed:

“But 1 suppose we ought not to, as we are going home
80 soon in any case. Your mother would feel hurt, don’t
you think, at such a hurried marriage?”’

Jenny was silent. It had never occurred to her thatshe
owed her mother any account of her doings—her mother
had not consulted her when she had wanted to marry
again,

“It would hurt my people, 1 know. i don’t like to
admit it, but it is so, and I should much prefer! to write
and tell them that I am engaged. As you are going home
before me, it would be nice of you to go and see them.”

Jenny bent her head as if to shake off a disagreeable?
sensation, and said:

“I will, dear, if you wish me to—ot course.

“I don’t like it at all. It has been so lovely here—only
you and I, nobody else in all the world. But mother would
be so vexed, you see, and I don’t want to make things
worse for her than they are already. I don’t care for my

tprefer, Y K.  disagrecable, & i &
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JENNY

mother any longer—she knows it, and is so grieved at it.
It is only a formality,! T know, but she would suffer if
she thought I wanted to keep her out in the cold. She
would think it was vengeance for the old story, you know.
When we are through with all that, we will get married,
and nobody will have anything more to say. I wish
so much that it would be soon—don’t you?”

She kissed him in answer,

“I want you,” he whispered, and she made no resistance
when he caressed her. But he let her go suddenly and,
buttering his biscuit, began to eat.

Afterwards they sat by the stove smoking, she in the
eagy-chair and ‘he on the floor with his head in her lap,

“Isn’t Cesca coming back tonight either?”’ he asked
suddenly.

“No; she is staying in Tivoli till the end of the week,”
Jenny answered a little nervously.

“You have such pretty, slender feet.”

“You are so lovely—oh, so lovely-—and I am so fond of
you. You don’t know how I love you, Jenny—I should
like to lie down on the floor at your feet,”

“Helge! Helge!” His sudden violence frightened her,
but then she said to herself: he is my own darling boy.
Why shduld T be afraid of him.

“No, Helge—don’t. Not the shoes I stamp about with
in those dirty streets.”

Helge rose—sobered and humble. She tried to laugh
the whole matter away. “There may be many dangerous
bacilli on those shoes, you know.”

tformality, & 3% k49 ¥¢.
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JENNY

“Ugh! What a pedant you are. And you pretend to
be an artist.” He laughed too, and to hide his embarrass-
ment,! he went on boisterously: “A nice sweetheart you
are. Let me smell: T thought so—you smell of turpen-
tine and paint.”

“Nonsense, dear; I have not touched a brush for three.
weeks. But you will have to wash, sir.”

“Have you any carbolic, in case of infection?” While
he was washing his hands he said: “My father used to
say that women are utterly destitute of poetry.”

“Your father is quite right.”

“And they can cure people hy ordering cold baths,” he
said, with a laugh.

Jenny became suddenly serious. She went to him, put
her hands on his shoulders, and kissed him: “‘I did not
want you at my feet, Helge.”

When he had gone she was ashamed of herself. He was
right. She did want to give him a cold bath, but she
would not do it again, for she loved him . . . . In accepting
his love and responding? to his kisses she had as good as
bound herself over to give him all he asked, She, of all
people, would not play a game where she took everything
and gave but little—not more than she could easily
withdraw, if she changed her mind.

It was only nerves—this dread of something she had
never tried. But she was glad he had not asked for more
than she could willingly give, for there would come a

tembarrassment, /8 9. 2 responding, #{ Hg; #H £
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JENNY

moment, she thought, when she herself would wish to give
him all.

Oh, if they could have stayed here till May—till summer—
the whole of summer, so that their love might ripen until
they belonged to one another completely. They would go
together to the mountains in the summer; the marriage
could take place here later, or at home in the autumn, for
they would marry, of course, in the ordinary way, since
they were fond of each other. When she thought of her
journey home, she was almost afraid that she would awake
as from a dream, but she told herself such thoughts were
nonsense, since she loved hiir and bhe joved her. She
did not like the disturbing! elements of engagements,
visiting relations, and so on, though they were trifles
after all.

“Don’t you think Jenny will be sorry some day that
she ever got engaged to that Gram?” asked Francesca one
evening when she was sitting in Heggen’s room.

" .. . Have you ever been in love with any wom-
an to such an extent that you thought everything in her
was right and good and beautiful—that you could love
everything in her?”

“No,” he said briskly.

‘But that is real love, don’t you think? And that is

disturbing, ¥ %)
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JENNY

how I thought Jenny would love, but it is impossible for
her to love Helge Gram like that, ’

“I don’t know him really. 1 know only that he is not
so stupd as he looks—as the saying goes—I mean, there
is more in him than you’d think at first sight. 1 suppose
Jenny has found out his real value.”

Cesca was quiet. She lit a cigarette and watched the
ilame of the wax vesta till it burnt out.

“Have you noticed that he a'ways asks, ‘Don’t you
think?" and ‘Is it not¥’? Has it not struck you that there
is something effeminate, something unfinished, about
D'm¥”

“Perhaps so. Possib'y that’s what attracted her. She
is strong and independent herself, and might love a man
weaker than herself?”

“I'll tell you what [ think.  don’t believe that Jenny
really is so strong and independent. She’s only been
forced to be. At home she had to help and support, and
there was nobody to support her. She had to take care
of me, because T needed her—now it is Gram. She is
strong and determined, and she knows it, and nobody asks
ber in vain for help, but nobody can go on for ever giving
Lielp and never getting any themselves. Don’t you see
that it will make her very lonely, always being the strong-
est? She is lonely now, and if she marries that fellow she
will never be anything else. We all talk to her about
ourselves, and she has nobody she could talk to in the same
way. She ought to have a husband she could look up to,
whose authority she should feel, one to whom she could
gay: 'This is how I have lived and worked and fought, for
1 thought it right, and who could judge if it was right?

8
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JENRY

(fram cannot, because he is her inferior. How can she
know if she has been in the right, when she has nobody
with authority to confirm it? Jenny should ask, ‘Is it not?’
and ‘Don’t you think?’—not he.”

They sat both quiet a while, then Heggen sa‘d:

“It is rather curious, Cesca, that when it is a question ot
your own affairs you cannot make head or tail of it, but
when it concerns somebody else, I think vou often can
see clearer than any of us.”

“Perhaps. That is why I think sometimes I ought to
go into a convent. When I am outside a trouble I seem
to understand it all, but when I am mixed up in it myself
I can’t see a thing.”

CHAPTER XI

“Qur last day in the Campagna,” said Helge. “It’s
quite sad!”

“Till next time,” she said, kissing him and trying not to
give in to her own sad mood.

“Yes. Have you thought of it, Jenny, that when we
git here again it cannot be exactly the same as now? One
changes day by day; we shall not be the same when we sit
heré again. Next year—next spring—is not this spring?—
we shall not be the same either. We may be just as fond
of one another, but not exactly in the same way as now.”

Jenny shivered: “A woman would never say that,
Helge,” “You think it strange that I should say it? 1
cannot help thinking it, because these months have made
such a change in me—and in you, too. Don’t you re-
member, you told me on that first morning how different

9.
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JENNY

you are now from the time you first came here? You
could not have been fond of me as T was when we first
met—could you, now?”

She stroked his cheek: “But, Helge, dear boy, the
great change is just that we have got go fond of one an-
other, and our love will ever increase. If we change, it
will be only because our love has grown, and that is nothing
to be afraid of, is it? Do you remember the day at Via
Cassia—my birthday—when the first fine threads between
us were spun? They have grown stronger now, and grow
stronger every day. Is there anything in that to make
you afraid?”

They said good-bye for the last time at her door, and
they could not part.

“Oh, Jenny, if only you could be minel”

She nestled closer in his arms and whispered: “Why
not?”

His arms closed tight about her shoulders and her waist,
but she trembled the instant she had said it. She did not
know why she was afraid; she did not want to be, and she
repented of having made a movement, as if she wished to
get out of his passionate embrace, and he let her go.

“No, no; I know it is impossible.”

“T would like you to,” she said humbly,

He kissed her: “I know. But I must npot. Thank
you for everything. Oh, Jenny, my Jenny! Good-night!
Thank you for loving me!”

The tears streamed down her cheeks as she lay in bed.
She tried to tell herself that there was no sense in ¢, ymg
like that, as if something were gone for ever.

10
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JENNY

PART TWO
CHAPTER X

“I told you once that I learnt to know and to love a
woman when it was too late. She had loved me from the
time we were children without my knowing, or caring to
know it. When she heard of my marriage she accepted
a man who vowed that she could save and raise him if she
married him. I know you would scorn any such means
of saving, but you don’t know, child, how you would act
yourself, if you knew the being you loved with your whole
soul was in the arms of another, and found your life not
worth living, and if you heard an erring human being
ask you to give him the life you did not value and save
him thereby.

“Helene was unhappy, and so was 1. Later we met,
understood one another, and it came to an explanation
which, however, did not result in what people call hap-
piness. We were both bound by ties we dared not break,
and I must admit that my love for her changed as the
hope of making her my wife slowly died, but the memory
of hér is the greatest treasure of my life. She is now living
in another part of the world, devoting her life to her children
and trying to lessen for them the misery of having to
live with a father who is a drunkard and a moral wreck.!
For her sake I have held on to my faith in the purity of

Yrmooral wreel:, 3 £ By #5¢
11



& %

oW HTE
(428 15 FL38 1 B2 48 M B) i B A RO o S
# BEBLAI A ( Rebeeca ), wHHAM 2 B BI4SHH A
(Gert Gram) ASLACKES:ZS, Bt WA A< BE8 AU 3R
BB, &3 W PR TR0 BT b A 35
B o A N A B 0 73 R G A 3 B e i
KR FEEE, I UM T A3 — K o2 SR
ORI, R S LA 1 S RO, B0 B 1] T A
—REEHRRB, SBRBTIH— BN R EER
SN FIHEAET , BRI AT RO BB R, R
AU, IR, A BT TRAL M0 % , MR
Kt — TN\ » S5 1 A B o ., LR R A 5 Rt SRR
Ko TREABIE A ARSERIARC B LR T, (38
B kg 2o 0 B AR 6 AFER A B TSI, 1R85
A B AT A S, 1A B T B850 MR A58
AR T AR A, ELIR R DU, (R e g 19
#r 1 BRERE B AT
#iffJe (Holono) ARk, T T Bkes . 4 TR FAR
R B EANE A, RIMBRR—T, SEIRAITR A SR
BORKHS, B BATH ARG, RABER
2, BEREMBEQFIRBNHT, ROTHSS
T ARRR— PR R BN, A RAN. HREE
R HB—10, WORSHEMRL, BRRE
HARRHE, B MPBT R B R B — A S
— R A, RN, AU AR E N, R

11




JENNY

the human soul, in its beauty and its strength—and in
love, and I know, too, that the remembrance of me inspires
Helene with the strength to struggle on and to suffer
because she loves me today as she did in our childhood,
and believes in me, in my talent, my love, and that 1 was
worthy of a better fate. I am still something to her,
don’t you think?”

Jenny did not answer.

“The happiness in life is not only to be loved, Jenny;
the greatest happiness is to love.”

“H’'m. A very poor sort of happiness, I should say
to love when your love is not returned.”

He sat quiet for a while, looking down; then said almost
n a whisper:

“Great or small, it is happiness to know somebody of
whom one thinks only good, about whom one can say:
God give her happiness, for she deserves it—give her all
that I never had. She is pure and beautiful, warm-hearted
and sweet, talented! and kind. It means happiness to
me, dear Jenny, to be able to pray like this for you. No;

t is nothing to be afraid of, little one.”

He had risen, and she rose too, making & movement as
if she were afraid he would come nearer. Gram stopped
and smiled:

“How could you help seeing it—you who are so clever.
1 thought you saw it before I understood it myself. It
has come quite naturally. My life is running its course
towards old age, inactivity, darkness, death, and I knew
that I should never reach what I have longed for all my

talented, % #*
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JENNY

life. Then I met you. You ere to me the most glorious!
woman I have ever known; you had the same ideals® T
once had, and you were on the way to attain them. How
could I help crying out in my heart: God help her to
tucceed. Do not let her be wasted as I have been!

“You were so sweet to me; you came to see me in my
den, and you told me about yourself. You listened to
me, you understood, and your beautiful eyes were so full
of sympathy, so soft and loving. Dearest, are you crying?”
He seized both her hands and pressed them passionately
to his lips:

“Don’t cry, dear; you must not. Why do you cry?
-You are shivering—tell me why you are crying like this?”’

“It is all so sad,” she sobbed.

“Sit down here.” He was on his knees before her—
for a second he rested his forehead against her knee.

“Do not cry because of me. Do you think for a mo-
ment I wish that I had never met you? If you have loved,
and you wish it had never been, you have not really loved.
Believe me, it is so. No, Jenny, not for anything in the
world would I miss what I feel for youl!

“And you must not cry about yourself. You will be
nappy. [ know it. Of all the men who will love you,
one will lie at your feet some day, as I do now, and say
that to him it is life itself to be there, and you will think
g0 too. You will understand that to sit thus with him
is the only happiness to you, even if it were a brief moment
of rest after a day full of toil and hardships, and in the
poorest of cottages—a far greater happiness than if you

iglorious, 3¢ 8. 2ideals, 34 A5,
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JENNY

became the greatest artist that ever existed and enjoyed
the highest measure of fame and praise. Is not that
what you believe yourself?”

“Yes,” she whispered, exhausted with weeping.

“You must not despair of winning that happiness some
day. All the time you are striving to become a true artist
and a good and able woman, you are longing to mest some
one who thinks that all you have done to attain your aim
is right and that he loves you for it—is it not so, Jenny?”

She nodded, and Gram kissed her hands reverently.

“You have already reached the goal. You are every.
thing that is good and refined, proud and lovely. I say
it, and one day a younger, better, and stronger man will
say the same—and you will be happy te listen. Are you
not a little pleased to hear me say that you are the best
and sweetest and most wonderful little girl in the world?—
looks at me, Jenny. Can I not give you a little pleasure
by saying that I believe you will have all possible happiness
because you deserve it$”

She looked down into his face, trying to smile; then
bending her head, she passed her hands over his hair:

“Oh, Gert, I could not help it—could 1? I did not wan'

o do you any harm.”

“Do not grieve about it, little one: I love you because
you are what you want to be—what I once hoped to be.
You must not be sad for my sake, even if you think you
have caused me pain; there are sorrows that are goed, full
»f blessing, I assure you.”

She went on crying softly.

Presently he whispered:

“May I come and see you now and again? Will you nob
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JENRY

send for me when you are sad? 1 should so like to try
and be of some help to my dear little girl.”

“I dare not, Gert.”

“Dear child, I am an old man; remember, I might be
your father.”

“For—for your sake, I mean. It is not right.”

“Oh yes, Jenny. Do you believe that I think less about
you when I don’t see you? I ask only to see you, talk
to you, to try and do something for you. Won’t you let
me? Do let me come.”

“L don’t know—I don’t know what to say, but please
gonow. I cannot bear any more today—it is all so terrible.
. Won’t you go, dear?”

He rose slowly:

“T will. Good-bye' Jenny, dear child, you are quite
beside yourself.””?

“Yes"—in a whisper.

‘I will go now, but I want to see you before you go
away. I shall come back when you are yourself again
and not frightened of me; there is no reason for that, dear.”

She was quiet for a little, then suddenly drew him close
to her for a second, brushing his cheek with her lips.

“Go now, Gert.”

“Thank you. God bless you, Jenny.”

---------

PART THREE
CHAPTER I

. . . Gram opened it. He put his arm round her, and
locked the door with his other hand as they kissed. Over his

lyou are quite beside yourself, 43 1R # & T.
15



& =

BOIEAR , (R THT 55 A B IRACEEVIRO W BV A 70, TR
MERALR, J

P R RS, A §

[ FR T R~ T T (R R IR LA
(R Bho J

F IR0 BRI B8 28, J

[ &%, 000, (RUBERAT R0 IHE, 1onfd
ROAIEEE RABH BB EFRSRER, BRBR
SN o R TR R (R AR AT,

[ RS — T A B L BE, (BB DL
ek A KRBT Bl —— 2 LT, R
A EBE? §

it e

Faetiit, REREEM &5, RRHT, (R4
#T. )

SbHCEEE : T 0T )

[ RBeE, (BREE MR EZARER G SR
RO BURASE ARG IR TR [ 26 T A, fRIEEMIRRY
i §
JH v e Rt 0 2

[ e ARBEE e, J

F iR & s, sk LB IR, §

B s—I0m

(F—RERHEA, &F Faal Lk, EDikhok

DR T o 9 2, I = R P o s TR D R DL AR DR M o i

16



JENNY

shoulder she could see the flowers on the little table, with
wine and foreign fruits in a crystal bowl. There was a
slight mist of cigarette smoke in the room, and she knew
that he had been sitting there since four o’clock waiting
for her.

“I could not come before,” she whispered. ‘I was so
sorry to let you wait.” When he released her she went
to the table, bending over the flowers. “I will take two
and make myself nice, may I? I am getting so spoilt
gince I have come to you, Gert.” She stretched out her
hands to him.

“When must you go?”’ he asked, kissing her arms ten
derly.

Jenny bent her head:

“l promised to be back for supper. Mother always
waits up for me, and she is so tired now; she needs me to
help her in the evening with one thing or another,” she
said quickly. “It is not so easy to get away from home,
you see,”” she whispered in excuse.

He listened to her many words with bowed head. When
she came towards him he took her in his arms so that her
face was hidden against his shoulder.

She could not lie, poor little thing, not so well, anyhow,
that he would believe it for a single merciful second. In
the winter—the very short time of their love—and in the
early spring she could always be away from home,

“It is tiresome, Gert, but now I am living at home it is
much more difficult to manage; you know I have to be
there because mother needs the money as well as the help.
You agreed with me, did you not, that I had better move
home?”
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JENNY

“My dear, have I not said that thousands of times
already?” She could hear from his voice that he was say-
ing this with his melancholy smile again. “I am grateful
for every second of your life that you give me.”

“Don’t speak like that, Gert,” she said, pained.

“Why should I not say it when it is true? Dearest little
girl, do you think 1 will ever forget that all you have given
me is as a princely grace, and I can never understand how
you came to give it to me at all?”

“When I realized last winter that you were fond of me—
how much you really loved me—I said to myself it must
stop. But then I understood that I could not be without
you, and so I gave myself to you. Was that a grace?
When I could not let you go?”’

“I call it an inconceivable grace that you ever came to
love me.”

She nestled in his arms without speaking.

“My own darling . . . s0o young and sweet you
are. . . .

..........

' Jenny dared not think of what his plans for the future
might be. Did he think they would marry?

She could not deny to herself that she had never for a
second thought of binding herself to him for good, and
that was why she felt the bitter, hopeless humiliation and
shame at the thought of him when she was not with him
and could hide in his love. She had deceived him—all
the time she had deceived him

17
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JENNY

“That you have learnt to love me, Jenny, that is what
I call an inconceivable grace”—was it her fault that he
looked upon it in that way?

He could not have made her his mistress unless she had
wanted it herself or made him feel that she wanted it.
She understood that he was longing for her; it worried
her every time they were together to know herself desired
and to see his efforts to conceal it-——he was too proud to
let her see it, too proud to beg where he had once offered to
give—and too proud to risk refusal. Knowing that she
did not want to reject his love and to lose the only being
who loved her, what else could she do, if she wished to
be honest, but offer him what she had to give when she
accepted from him something she could not do without?

But she had been faced with the necessity of saying
words stronger and more passionate than her feelings,and
he had believed them. And it happened again and again.
When she came to him depressed, worried, tired of thinking
what the end of it all would be, and saw that he understood,
she used again the tender words, feigning more feeling
than she had, and he was deceived at once.

He knew no other love than the love which was hap-
piness in itself. Unhappiness in love came from outside,
from some relentless fate, or from stern justice as a ven-
geance for old wrongs. She knew what his fear was—he
dreaded that her love would die one day when she saw
that he was too old to be her lover, but he never had a
suspicion that her love was born a weakling and had in it
the germ that would lead to death. It was no good trying
to explain this to Gert; he would not underatand. She
could not tell him that she had sought shelter in his arms

3
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JENNY

because he was the only one who bad offered to shelter
her when she was weary to death. When he offered her
love and warmth she had not the strength to reject, al-
though she knew she ought not to accept it—she was%hot
worthy of it.

But she—what could she give him if she remained?
She had never been able to give him anything, only taken
what he gave. Ifshe tried to stay, she would not be able to
make him believe that all her longing for life was quench-
ed for ever in the love of their youth, He would himself
tell her to go. She had loved and given; she did not love
any more, and would be free. That is how he would look
upon it; he would never understand that she mourned
because there was nothing—nothing she had been able
to give.

She could not bear to hear him speak about her gifts
to him. It is true that she had brought him her pure soul
when she gave herself to him. He could never forget it,
and he measured, as it were, the depth and strength of
her love by this fact, for she had given him the purity of
her youth—of twenty years.

She had kept it as a white bridal dress, unused, un-
stained, and in her longing and anxiety lest! she should
never come to wear it, in despair over her cold solitude
and her inability to love, she had clung to it, crumpled
it, and soiled it with her thoughts. Was not any one who
had lived the life of love purer than she, who had been

lest, 4 &
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JENNY

brooding and spying and longing until all her faculties!
were paralysed? by that longing?

She had given herself—and yet what a slight impression
it had made on her. She was not altogether cold; some-
times she was carried away by his passion, but she feigned
passion while she was cool, and when she was away from
him she scarcely remembered it at all. Yet, to please
him, she wrote of a longing which did not exist—yes,
she had been feigning, feigning all the time before his
honest passion.

..........

And now she was sitting here only wishing for it to end,
planning a journey abroad to escape from it all. She had
accepted an invitation to stay at Tegneby with Cesca to
prepare the break., It was better for Gert that he was
alone—if she could manage to end the life between them
now, she could have done him some good.

# 8 2 3 0 ¢ s 3 & s

CHAPTER IX

e s a4 ¢ & v & w &

“But what goal did I have at all?” she said, with sudden
vehemence. ‘I wanted to live in such a way that I need
never be ashamed of myself either as a woman or as an
artist. Never to do a thing I did not think right myself.
I wanted to be upright, firm, and good, and never to have
any one else’s sorrow on my conscience. And what was
the origin of the wrong—the cause of it all? It was that

Magculties, A B8, 2paralysed, 35 Mi; Bk B2 B R 45,
20



& -]

—

HASE AN BB M2 O A BB RR T , RBPIA
JLESBBRAE ARG, I —E A B R

MBI E S T A—Fr D BB 8 ARSI
EI%. MR sER R s A A o BRI M
R M —TR 0 R O AR AN B e 22N, B RS
BB, AP 2R e R, (B MTNAE, MR
T 2 R A S B A R A — 0
BRIV BRI B B2 AR T

------ UM 68 TR B A0 B S 4, BV
AR, DR, TS B SRR BB e B
FE 3z, T R B B o 0t . R A B ) AT —— R
HhEREE B I AR R A R ARG s, IEiRB SR
oA AR AR

S

(&2t FR—BBHT BRI T, SR
BRI, AL RS , U R AR — B, H—R
TSR HET, HHAE 5155, S H 0, AR 2 MM AR
AR [ R BABEEE A 1RGSR B By
— RS, ERERTRE—HLN, FERTRE—
SR L TR B ABIEN BB B, REMH—R
TR, BR e, SN SEAETRAY R A SR HHEE A 18
AR SR N0 1 A B —— 2 SRS A0 T s AR O 2R

20




JENNY

I yearned for love without there being any particular
man whose love I wanted. Was there anything strange
in it, or that I wanted to believe that Helge, when he
came, was the one I had been longing for—wanting it so
much that at last I really believed it? That was the be-
ginning of what led to the rest. Gunnar, I did believe
that I could make them happy—and yet I did only harm.”

She had risen and was pacing up and down the floor.

“Do you believe that the well you speak of will ever be
pure and clear again fo one who knows she has muddied
it herself! Do you think it is easier for me to resign now?
I longed for the same that all girls long for, and I long for
it now, but I know that I have now a past which makes
it impossible for me to accept the only happiness I care
for. Pure, unspoilt, and sound it should be—but none
of these conditions! can I ever fulfil>—not now. My ex-
periences of these two last years are what I must be satis-
fied to call my life—and for the rest of it I shall just have
to go on longing for the impossible.”

“Jenny,” said Gunnar, “I am sure ! am right in saying
again that it depends on yourself if these memories® are
going to spoil your life, or if you will consider them a
lesson, however hard it may be, and still believe that the
aim you once set; for yourself is the only right one for you.”

“But can you not see it is ‘mpossible? It has sunk too
deep; it has eaten into me like a corrosive acid, and I feel
that what was once my inmost self is crumbling to pieces.
Yet I don’t want it—I don’t want it. Sometimes I am
inclined to—I don’t know really what—to stop all the

1conditions, (& #. 2fulfil, @& 47. Zmemories, 4£ 2t.
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JENNY

thoughts at once. Either to die—or to live a mad, awful
life—drown in a misery still greater than the present one.
To go down in the mud so deep and so thoroughly that
nothing but the end will come of it. Or”—she spoke
low, with a wild, stifled voice—"to throw myself under 2
train—to know in the last second that now—just now—
my whole body, nerves, heart, and brain will be made
into one single shivering bloodstained heap.”

“Jenny,” he cried, white in the face, “I cannot bear to
hear you speak like this!”

“I am hysterical,”! she said scothingly,? but she went
to the corner where her canvases stood and almost flung
them against the wall, with the painting turned out:

“Is it worth living to go about making things like those?
Smearing oil paint on canvas? You can see for yourself
that it is nothing now but a mess of paint. Yet you saw
how I worked the first months—1like a slave. Good God!
I cannot even paint any more.”

Heggen looked at the pictures. He felt he had a firm
ground to stand upon again.

“I should really like to have your frank opinion on—that
piggish® stuff,” she said provokingly. .

“I must admit that they are not particularly good.”
He stood with his hands in his frouser pockets looking
at them. “But that happens to every one of us—I mean
that there are certain times when you cannot produce
anything, and you ought to know that it is only for a
time. I don’t think one can lose one’s talent even if one
has been ever so unhappy. You have left off painting

Ihysterical, 7 §% 25 8. 2soothingly, H# Kt. Spiggish, 3.
22



& &

IREIE , IR BEIE, W a0 A5 — TR e BE
WA D EEEREATRELE, 25 MAREE,
RS R H o § RUFE ASEEL, R I 2R B B 3
H: [ PRAMICRACEAERE T —E8RE—Pans
FHEMIF R0 2R, WA FHES, RGO, IR IF i, R
TS By, o Yuty—E, 4

fir EBERE, Wil T &8, WRBBZMER
FReEr l

Iy E AR G aE T MAIEEFERSERL, J i
A B AY SR EAG P A0 A8, IR S U e b , S8R Rl
AR b, A R R K

[ 2R E L BLE R , SIS LS ARG

LB, @S frE AR A M 2K, B EAGHAE
WEARAT BE, B R —HEWM P ARANE RR A0 S8 AR
S BB R — (RS AR A LA 5 7 U | A A g i
iy, J

HREMSEE D SEHBITERTUBR T,

BB G A BHE : [ RE WEAR Y BRI
v SRR A B

B FBAFTHT DL, WEBEH, EH: T BLBK
ROIE AR AW AR AR AT, (B ERFIKBIBEASG
IR ——REOOE , F IR B AT B, (R AN BB 458
FBREY RN, TR —BA SR B, R ek

22



JENRNY

for such a long time, besides; you will have to work it up
again—to master the means of action, so to say. Take
life study, for instance—I am sure it is three years since
you drew a live model. One cannot neglect those things
without being punished for it. I know from my own
experience.”

He went to a shelf and searched among Jenny’s sketch-
Looks:

“You ought to remember how much you improved in
Paris—let me show you.”

“No, no, not that one,’
for it.

Heggen stood with the book in his hand, looking amazed
at her. She turned her face away:

“I don’t mind if you look at it—I tried to draw the boy
one day.”

Heggen turned the leaves slowly. Jenny was sitting
in the sofa again. He looked at the pencil sketches of the
sleeping infant for a moment, then put the book carefully
away.

“It was a great pity that you lost your little boy,” he
said gently.

“Yes. If he had lived, all the rest would not have
mattered. You speak about will, but when one’s will
cannot keep one’s child alive, what is the good of it? 1
don’t care to try to make anything of my life now, because
it seemed to me the only thing I was good for and cared
about was to be a mother to my little boy. Oh, I could
have loved him! I suppose I am an egoist' at heart, for

b

said Jenny, reaching her hand

legoist, 1 7 H F 8 A
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JERNY

whenever I tried to love the others, my own self rose like a
wall between us. But the boy was mine alone. I could
have worked if he had been spared to me. I could have
worked hard.

“I had made so many plans. On the way down here
they all came back to my mind. T had decided to live
in Bavaria with him in the summer, because I was afraid
the sea air would be too strong for him. He was going
to lie in his pram under the apple trees while I painted.
There is not a place in the world I could go to where 1
have not been in my dreams with the boy. There is
nothing good or beautiful in all the world that I did not
think, while I had him, he should learn and see. I have
not a thing that was not his too. I used to wrap him up
in the red rug I have. The black dress you are painting
me in was made in Warnemiinde when I was out of bed
again, and I had it cut so that it would be easy to nurse
him.

She stopped talking for a moment,

“I did not think you felt it like that, Jenny,” said Heggen
gently. “It was sad for you, of course—I quite understood
that—but I thought, on the whole,! it was better he was
taken. If I had known you were so distressed about it, I
sLould have come to see youn.”

She d’d not answer, but went on in the same strain:
“And he died—such a tiny, tiny little thing. It is only
selfishness on my part to grudge® him death before he had

-onthe whole, M3 B <grudge, ¥ A 18-
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JENNY

begun to feel and to understand. He could on’y look at
the light and cry when he was hungry or wanted to be
changed; ho did not know me even—not really, anyhow.
Some vague glimpses of reason had possibly begun to
awaken in his little head, but, think of it, he never knew
that I was his mother.

“Never a name had he, poor darling, only mother’s
baby-boy, and I have nothing to remember him by, except
just material things.”

She lifted her hands as if holding the child to her heart,
then let them fall empty and lifeless on the table.

“I remember so distinctly my impression when I first
touched him, felt his skin against mine. It was so soft, a
little damp—the air had scarcely touched it yeot, you see.
People think a newborn child is not nice to feel, and perhaps
it is so when it is not your own flesh and blood. And his
eyes—they were no special colour, only dark, but I think
they would have been grey-blue. A baby’s eyes are so
strange—almost mysterious. And his tiny head was so
pretty, when he was feeding and pressing his little nose
against me. I could see the pulse beating and the thin,
downy hair; he had quite a lot of it—and dark—when he
was born.

“Oh, that little body of his! I can never think of any-
thing else—I can feel it lying in my hands. He was so
round and fat, and every bit of him was so pretty-—my
own sweet little boy!

“But he died! I was looking forward so much to all
that was going to happen that it seems to me now I did
not pay enough attention to things when I had him, or

25
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JENNY

kissed him or looked at him enough, though I did nothing
else in those weeks.

“When he was gone there was mnothing left but the
yearning for him. You cannot understand what I felt.
My whole body ached with it. I fell ill, and the fever and
the pain seemed to be my longing materialized.! I missed
him from my arms, between my hands, and at my cheek,
Once or twice in the last week of his life he clutched my
finger when I put it in his hand. Once he had somehow
got hold of a little of my hair—oh, the sweet, sweet little
hands. . . .”

She lay prostrate? over the table, sobbing violently, her
whole form shivering.

Gunnar had got up and stood hesitating, emotion rising
in his throat. Then he went to her and, bending down
over her head, he touched her hair lightly with a shy,
gentle kiss.

She continued crying, in the same position, for a little
while. At last she got up and went to the washstand to
bathe her face.

“Oh, how I miss him,” she repeated, and he could not
find anything to say but “Jenny, if I had known that you
felt it so much.”

She came back to where he was and, puftting her hands
on his shoulders, said:

“Gunnar, you must not pay any attention to what I said
a while ago. Sometimes I am not quite myself,® but you
will understand that, for the sake of the boy, if for no
other reason, I am not going to throw myself entirely into

1materialized, B ¥ 4. 2prostrate, 4% Jy; 8k 5J. 31 am not quite
myself, R IR T.
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JENNY

a life of dissipation. At heart I really want to make the
best I can of my life —you know that. I mean to try and
work again, even if the result is poor in the beginning.
I have always the comfort of knowing that one need not
live longer than one cares to.”

She put on her hat again, finding a veil for her tear-
stained face:

“Let us go and have something to eat—you must be
starving by this time—it is very late.”

Gunnar Heggen blushed all over his face. Now she
mentioned it, he felt awfully hungry, and was ashamed of
himself for admitting it at such a moment as this. He
dried the tears from his wet, hot cheeks and took his hat
from the table.

CHAPTER X

By tacit agreement they passed the restaurant where
they usually had their meals and where there were always
a number of their countrymen, and, continuing their way
in the twilight towards the Tiber, they crossed the bridge
into the old Borgo quarters. In a corner by the Piazza
San Pietro there was a small {rattoria where they had dined
after going to the Vatican, and they went there.

They ate in silence. When she had finished Jenny lit a
cigarette, and sat sipping her claret and rubbing her fingers
with the fragrant tangerine peel. Heggen smoked, staring
in front of him. They were almost alone in the place.

“Would you like to read a letter I got from Cesca the
other day?” asked Jenny suddenly.

“Yes. I saw there was a letter for you from her—from
Stockholm, is it not?”’
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JENNY

“Yes; they are back there and going to stay the winter.”
Jenny took the letter out of her bag and handed it to him.

“DEAR, SWEET JENNY MIRE,—You must not be angry
with me for not answering your last letter before. Every
day I meant to write, but it never came off. I am so
pleased that you are back in Rome and are working, and
have Gunnar to be with.

“We are back in Stockholm living in the old place. It
was quite impossible to stay in the cottage when it got cold;
. . . I have made some pictures out there and people
say they are good, and Lennart and I have enjoyed it so
much, We are always friends now, and when he thinks
I am good, he kisses me and calls me a little mermaid and
all kinds of nice names, and I suppose I shall grow very
fond of him in time. We are back in town again and our
journey to Paris will not come off this time, but I don’t
mind a bit. It seems a'most heart’ess of me to write
about it to you, for you are so much better than I, and it
was so dreadfully sad that you should lose your little boy
—and I don’t think I really deserve to be so happy and
get what I have wished for more than anything—but I
am going to have a baby. 1have only five months to wait.
I could scarcely believe it at first, but now it is certain
enough. I tried to hide it from Lennart as long as possible
—7you see, I was so ashamed of myself for having deceived
him twice, and I was afraid of being mistaken. When
he began to suspect it I denied it first, but I had to confess
to it later, I cannot realize! that I am to have a little
boy—ILennart says he would rather have another little

I realizo, §% &.
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JENRY

Cesca, but I think he says it only to console me beforehand
in case it is, for I am sure in his heart he wants a boy.
However, if it is a girl, we shall be just as fond of her—and
once we have got one child we might get some more.

“I am so happy that I don’t mind where we are, and I
don’t long for Paris, Fancy Mrs. L. asking me if I was
not angry because the baby spoilt my journey abroad—
can you understand it from a mother of two of the hand-
somest boys in the world? But they are not taken the
slightest notice of, except when they are with us, and
Lennart says she would willingly make us a present of
them, IfI could afford it I would take them, so that baby
would have two darling big brothers to play with when
he comes. It will be such fun to show them their little
cousin—they call me auntie, you see. I think it is nice,
But I must close now. Do you know I am very pleased
also, because Lennart cannot be jealous now—can he?
and I don’t think he ever will be any more, for he knows
quite well that I have never been really fond of anybody
but him.

“Do you think it unkind of me to write so much about
this to you and that I am so happy? T know you don’t
grudge me my luck.

“Remember me kindly to all my friends—to Gunnar
first and foremost. You may tell him what I have written
if you like. Every good wish to yourself and welcome to
us next summer.—Much love from your sincere and devoted
little friend, CEsca.

“P.S.—I must add something: Ifit is a girl she is going
29
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JENKRY

to be called Jenny. I don’t mind what Lennart says. He
sends his regards to you, by the way.”

Gunnar handed the letter back to Jenny, who put it in
her pocket.

““I am go pleased,” she said gently. “Iam glad there are
some people who are happy. That feeling is something
still left of my old self-—even if there is nothing else.”

Instead of going back to the city, they crossed the
Piazza, walking in the direction of the church.

The shadows fell coal black on to the square in the moon-
light., 'White light and night-black darkness played about
ghostlike in one of the arcades. The other lay in complete
obscurity but for the row of statues on top. The front of
the church was in shadow, but here and there the dome
glittered like water. The two fountains sent their white
jets sparkling and foaming towards the moon-blue sky.
The water rose whirling in the afr, splashing down again to
the porphyry shelves to drop and trickle back into the basin.

Gunnar and Jenny walked slowly in the shade of the
arcade towards the church,

“Jenny,” he said all of a sudden, in a perfectly cool and
everyday voice, “will you marry me?”’

“No,” she answered after a pause, in a similar tone.

“TI mean it.”

“Yes, but surely you understand that I don’t want to.”

“I don’t see why not. If I understood you rightly, you
don’t value your life very highly at present, and you enter-
tain thoughts of suicide occasionally. Az you feel so
inconsolable! in any case, why should you not marry me?

linconsolable, < A 42 Bt
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JENNY

I think you might try.”

Jenny shook her head: “Thank you, Gunnar—but I
think it would be taxing your friendship too heavily.” She
spoke in earnest. “In the first place, yoa ought to uuder-
stand that I cannot accept it, and in the second that, if
you could make me accept you as a last resource, it would
not be worth your troubling to reach out one of your little
fingers to save me.”

“It is not friendship.” He hesitated a little. “The
truth is that I have got fond of you. It is not to save you
—although I would do anything to help you, of course—
but because I realize now that if anything happened to you
I don’t know what I should do. I dare not think of it.
There is nothing in the world I would not gladly do for you,
because you are very dear to me.”

“Oh, Gunnar, don’t!” She stopped and looked at him
almost in fear.

“I know quite well that you are not in love with me, but
that need not prevent your marrying me. You say you
are tired of everything, and have nothing to live for, so
why not try it?” His voice graw more earnest, and he
exclaimed: “For | know that one day you too will be
fond of me You could not help it, seeing how fond I am
of you.”

“You know that | have always been fond of you,” she
said seriously, “but it is not a feeling you would be satisfied
with in the long run. A strong and entire devotion is
more than I can give.”

“Not at all. We can all give that. Was I not convinced
that I should never experience anything but—Ilittle love
affairs? In fact, I did not believe anything else existed.”
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JENNY

His voice sank ‘‘You are the first woman Y love.”
She stood still and silent.

“I have never uttered that word to any woman before—
1 had a kind of reverence for it, but then I have never
loved a woman before. 1 was always in love with some-
thing particular about them—the corners of Cesca’s mouth,
for instance, when she smiled; her unconscious coquetry.!
There was always one thing or other that took my fancy
and inspired me to invent adventures about them—adven-
tures I wanted to experience. I fell in love with one wom.
an because the first time I saw her she wore a beautiful
red silk dress, almost black in the folds, like the darkest of
roses. | thought of her always in that dress. And with
you that time in Viterbo—you were so sweet, so gentle
and reserved, and there was a glint in your eyes when the
rest of us laughed as if you would have liked to be merry
with us, but dared not. That time I was in love with the
idea of seeing you gay and smiling.

“But I have never loved another human being till now.”

He turned his face from her, staring at the jet of water
rising in the moonlight, and the new sensation in him rose
too, inspiring him with new words, which burst in ecstasy
from his lips:

“I love you so much, Jenny, that everything else is o:
no account. I am not sorry you don’t love me in return,
for I know you will some day; I feel that my love is strong
enough to make you return it. I have time to wait; my
happiness will be in loving you.

coquetry, 1 [%; iR .
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TENNY

“When you spoke about being trampled upon and throw-
ing yourself under the train, something happened to me.
I could not explain what it was. I knew only that I could
not listen to you saying such things. I knew I would
never allow it to happen—not for my life. And when
you spoke of the child, I felt infinitely sad to think that
you had suffered so intensely and that I could not do
anything for you. And I was sad too because I wanted
you to love me. Everything you said was echoed in
my soul—the boundless love and the bitter longing—
and I understood that my love for you was just
that. .

“I know how it all happened with the other men you have
known—the boy’s father too. You have talked and talked
with them about all you have been thinking, and there was
no response to your words even when you tried to make
them realize what you felt, because they could not under-
stand your mind. But I know it—all you have been
telling me today and what you said to me that day
in Warnemiinde you could not have told fo anybody
elso. Only to me, because | understand—is it not
so?”

She bent her head in surprised assent. It was
true.

“I know that I alone understand you thoroughly. 1
know exactly what you are, and I love you as you are.
If your mind were full of stains and bleeding wounds, I
would love and kiss them until you were clean and well
again. My love has no other purpose but to see you
become what you always wanted to be and must be to
feel happy. If you did ever so foolish a thing, I would

33



& %

F 03 sk iuinEsE, SUAT (R S AR KT Y
W% , Tl SRR A IT EUE  RASRE AR BT HE, RABS S
TR AU BB FE. RUMSIRIE B HLER S
A —— IR T Ry BRI BB T-H00F
5, AR BV OE BRI, RICRIERRIL T
REAHIERA IS, R RE R, RIS,
P Bt 0 55 46— AP R AE TR0 R SR I S — SR 00
3%, SR 09 I AR — RIS TR (R e

[ RIEARHRT R BT AR00 5 APIREE, A PER
Bl — TR BB AMA R - R BUERERIER, (R
ik T ik, BB BUTTT B 0938 (R B SR P
RIS, AP DA, RSP BRI R ARR, R
AR — IR 2 BR A KB RITB0EE, 1
MR AEBIURHRITBIOGE, BN BRAECREFMGE
SRITRRI WU 69, TR RGBT 1, BT LA 5L 900
B2 )

I UE, FeRIMAREE RV ISMIRO TR, SRR T,

[ RIS RA RGBS IR0 S, RIEM
WA AL AEBERE A, BRI A AR R0 A8 {100 T
T, B o185 11 , TRt B, WO RO TE B R A T, 45
RSB EIR T, B0 B2HT . REOEHIFHALHE,
A SBICTA AT N » (R0 IENB AR, &
REAB IS, (R T 65 2 BRI e — 4 3, R B 1

33




JENNY

only think you were ill or that some strange influence had
poisoned your mind. If you deceived me or if I found
you lying drunk in the road, you would be my own darling
Jenny just the same.

“Will you not be mine—give yourself to me? Will you
not come into my arms and let me hold you and make you
happy and whole? I don’t know now quite how to set
about it, but my love will teach me, and every morning
you will wake up less sad—every day will seem a little
brighter and warmer than the day before, and your sorrow
less great. Let us go to Viterbo or anywhere you like.
Give yourself to me, and I will nurse you as if you were a
sick child. When you are well again you will have learnt
to love me and to know that we two cannot live without
each other.

“You are ill; you cannot look after yourself. Close your
eyes and give me your hands; I will love you and make you
well—I know I can do it.”

Jenny was leaning against a pillar. She turned her white
face to him, smiling sadly:

“How can you imagine I would do such a great wrong,
and sin against God?”

“You mean because you don’t love me? But I tell you
it does not matter, because I know my love is such that
you will end by returning it, when you have lived wrapped
in it for a time.”

He seized her in his arms, covering her face with kisses.
She made no resistance, but whispered:

“Don’t, Gunnar, please.”

He released her reluctantly:

“Why may I not?”
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JENNY

“Because it is you. I don’t know if I should have
minded if it had been anybody else for whom I did not
care at all.”

Gunnar held her hand and they walked up and down in
the moonlight.

“I understand. When you had the little boy you thought
your life had some aim and purpose again after all these
aimless years, because you loved him and you needed him.
When he died you became indifferent! to everything and
considered yourself superfluous® in the world.”

Jenny nodded:

“Theré are a few people 1 care for enough to be sorry if I
gnew them in distress and glad if all was well with them.
But I myself cannot add either to their sorrow or their joy
—it has always been so, and one of the reasons why I was
unhappy and filled with longing was just that my life was
spent without making anybody happy. My sole wish and
yearning was to make another being happy. Ihave always
believed in that as the greatest blessing in life. You spoke
of the joy of work—to me it never seemed enough, and it
is very selfish, besides, because the greatest joy and satisfac-
tion of it is yours alone; you cannot share it with anybody
else. Unless you can share your happiness with others,
you lose the greatest possible joy. When you are quite
young and feel strongly you are selfish perhaps sometimes
—1I have felt it myself when I have reached a step nearer
my goal, but as a rule it is only the abnormal beings. who
amass riches for any other purpose than spending. A
woman’s life is useless to my mind if she is not the joy of

1indifferent, 7% B 4); A~ B {§. 2superfluous, £ #3.
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JENNY

somebody else—and | have never been that—I have only
caused sorrow. The little happiness I have been able to
give was only what any one else could have given just as
well; they have loved me only for what they imagined me
to be, not for my real self.

“After my baby’s death I began to realize how fortunate
it was that there was nobody in the world whom I could
cause a really inconsolable grief—nobody to whom 1 was
indispensable.!

“And now you tell me all this. You have always been
the one person I least of all wanted to drag into my confused
life; I have always been more fond of you, in a way, than
of any one else I know. I enjoyed our friendship so much,
because I thought that love and all it brings in its train
could never come between us. You were too good for it.
1 thought. Oh, how 1 wish it had never changed!”

“T'o me it seems now that it has never been different,” he
said gently. “I love you and you need me. Iknow I can
make you happy again, and when I have done that you will
have made me happy.”

Jenny shook her head.

“If I had the least bit of faith in myself left, it would be
different. I might have listened to you if I had not felt so
keenly that I bave done with life. You say you love me,
but I know that what you think you love in me is destroyed
—dead. Tt is the same old story: you are in love with some
quality you dream that I possess—that I have before or
might have acquired. But one day you would see me ag
I really am, and I should only have made you unhappy
too.”

lindispensable, gk Z A< W
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JENNY

“I ehould never look upon it as unhappiness whatever
my fate might be. You may not be aware of it yourself,
but I know that in the state you are now it only needs a
touch for you to fall—into something that would be mad-
ness. ButIlove you, and I can see all the way that hasled
you to it, and if you feel I would follow you to try and carry
you back in my arms, because I love you in spite of all.”

As they stood by their doors in the dark passage he took
her hands: “Jenny, rather than be alone, would you not
like me to remain with you tonight?”

She looked at him with a curious smile.

“Oh, Jenny!” He shook his head. ‘I may come to
you, all the same. Would you be angry-—or sorry?”

“I think I should be sorry—for your sake. No, do not
come, Gunnar. I will not take your love when I know I
could just as well give mine to anybody else.”

He laughed a little, half angrily, half sadly.

“Then I ought to do it. If once you were mine you
would never belong to anybody else—I know you too well
for that—but as you ask me not to, I will wait:’” he added,
with the same curious little laugh.

CHAPTER XI

Jenny gave him the coin, and instantly the mother came
up to his side, thanking her and taking the money herself.
+ . » She carried an infant in her arms. It was three weeks
old, she said, in answer to Jenny’s question. Yes, the
poor dear was ill.

The infant was no bigger than Jenny’s own boy had
been at birth. Its skin was red and sore and peeling, it
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JENNY

was panting as if its throat were choked by mucus, and
the eyes looked wearily from under inflamed, half-closed
lids.

Oh yes, she took it every day to the hospital for treat-
ment, said the mother, but they said there that it was going
to die. Best thing for it, too—the woman was looking so
tired and sad, besides being ugly and toothless.

Jenny felt the tears mounting to her eyes. Poor little
creature, it certainly was much better for it to die. She
passed her hand caressingly over the little ugly face. She
had given the woman some money, and was on the point
of going when a man suddenly passed her. He took off his
hat and stopped for & moment, but walked on as Jenny did
not acknowledge his salute. It was Helge Gram.

She was too much taken aback to think of answering,
She bent down to the little boy with the pansies, taking his
hands and pulling him closer to her, and talked to him,
trying to master the unreasonable shivering of her whole
body.

She turned her head once in the direction he had gone
and saw him standing on the stairs that led to the street
from the Piazza round the Colosseum, and looking in her
direction.

She remained in the same position, talking to the child
and the woman. When she looked up again he was gone,
but she waited long after she had seen his grey coat and
hat disappear round & cornér.

If she met Helge and he spoke to her it would be very
painful; she would much prefer to escape if, but if it hap-
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JENNY

pened, it was nothing to be so senselessly afraid of. Every-
thing between them was finished; what had occurred after
their separation was no concern of his, and he had no right
to take her to task! for anything. Whatever he knew
about it, and whatever he had to say, she had said it all to
herself, for nobody knew better than she what she had
done. She had to answer only to herself; nothing else
could compare with that ordeal.?

Need she fear anybody? Nobody could do her a greab
wrong than she had done to herself.

Tt had been a bad day—one of those days when she did
not feel sober. However, she felt better now.

Scarcely was she out in the street before the same stupid,
desperate fright came over her again, and, without realizing
it, she rushed on as if lashed by it, with clenched hands and
muttering to herself.

Once she pulled off her gloves, because she was burning
hot, and she recollected suddenly having noticed a wet
spot on one of them after she had caressed the child. She
flung them away in disgust.

When she reached home she stood a moment hesitating
in the passage, then knocked at Gunnar’s door, but he was
not in. She went to look on the roof: there was no one
there. '

She entered her room, lit the lamp, and sat staring at the
flame, her arms folded. After a while she rose and began
walking restlessly up and down the floor—only to sit down
again ag before. She listened breathlessly® to every sound
on the stairs. Oh, if only Gunnar would come! And not

1take her to task, ¥ Kj #fi. 2ordeal, J% % &) 3% K. Sbreath.
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JENNY

the other one. But how could he? He did not know
where she lived—he might have met somebody who knew
and asked. Oh, Gunnar, Gunnar, come!

She would go straight to him, throw herself in his arms.

The moment she had seen Helge Gram’s light brown
eyes again, her whole past, that had begun under their
glance, confronted! her. It all came back—the disgust,
the doubt of her own ability to feel, to will and to choose,
and the suspicion that in reality she wanted what she said
she did not. Whiile she was pretending to herself that she
wanted to be strong, pure, and whole in her feelings, and
while she said she wanted to be honest, courageous, dis-
ciplined®>—to work and to sacrifice herself for others—she
allowed herself to be tossed between moods and desires she
did not care to fight, although she knew she should have
done s0." She had pretended to love so as to sneak into
a place in life which she could never have attained if she
had been honest.

She had wanted to change her nature to fall in with the
others who lived, although she knew she would always be
a stranger among them because she was of a different kind.
She had not been able to stand alone, a prisoner, so to say,
of her own nature. And her relations to those who were
strange to her innermost being—the son and the father—
had been unnatural and repulsive. In consequence of it
her own inner self was ruined; every fixed point in herself,
to which she had held on, gave way—crumbled to nothing.
She felt as if she were dissolving from within,

If Helge came, if she met him, she knew that the despair

lconfronted, i} ¥ K T #if; W T A M.  2disciplined, & 33
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JENNY

and disgust of her own life would overwhelm her. She
did not know what would happen, but one thing was
certain—she could not face a repetition of the old scenes.

And Gunnar. All these weeks, while he had been beg-
ging of her to be his, she had not made up her mind if she
loved him or not. He wanted her such as she was, and
he vowed that he could help her—build up again all that
had been destroyed in her.

Sometimes she wished that he would take her by forcs,
so that she need not choose. It did not matter what he
said; she knew that if she became his, the little pride she
had left told her that the responsibility® was her own. She
had to become what she had once been—what he believed
she had been and could be again. Whether she cared or
not, she had to clean herself from all that soiled her now,
bury in a new life everything that had happened since she
gave Helge Gram the kiss by which she betrayed her faith
and her whole life up to that spring day on the Campagna.

Did she want to be his? Did she love him because he
was all that she had wished to be, because his whole being
awoke in her all that which she had once chosen to worship
and to nurse—every faculty she had thought worth de-
veloping?

The love she had looked for on byways, driven by her
morbid longing and feverish restlessness—would she find
it here by surrendering? to him, by shutting her eyes and
giving herself to the one man she really trusted—the one
who all her instincts told her was her conscience and her
just judge?

responsibility, 3§ 4. 2surrendering, 5 #; 3% B%; & 2.
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JENNY
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If she was to go on living, Gunnar was life itself to her.
A few words written by him on a picce of paper, a book
that brought her a message from some emotion in his soul
had awakened the last smouldering! longing back to life
when after the death of the child she had dragged herself
about like a maimed animal.

If he came now—he would win her. If he would but
carry her the first bit of the way, she would try to walk the
rest of it herself. And as she sat there waiting for him she
decided in her shrinking soul: If he comes, I shall live.
If the other one comes, I must die.

And when she heard steps on the stairs, and they were
not; those of Gunnar, and there was a knock at the door,
she bent her head and went shivering to open it for Helge
Gram, instinctively feeling that she opened the door to
the fate she had challenged.?

She stood looking at him while he walked into the room,
putting his hat on a chair. She had not acknowledged his
greeting this time either.

“I knew you were in town,” said he. “I came the day
before yesterday from Paris. I looked up your address
at the club, and meant to come and see you some day—
but then I saw you in the street this afternoon. I rec-
ognized your grey fur a long way off.” He spoke swiftly
—-out of breath, as it were. “Will you not say good eve-
ning to me? Are you vexed because I have come to ses
you?”

1smouldering, # t#. 2challenged, $& B,
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JENNY

“Good evening, Helge,” she said, taking the hand he
offered her. “Will you not sit down, please?”

She sat down on the sofa. She could hear that her
voice sounded calm and as usual. But in her brain she
had the same delirious sensation of dread as in the after-
noon.

“I wanted to come and see you,” said Helge, sitting
down on a chair close to her.

“It was good of you,” replicd Jenny. Both were silent.

“You live in Bergen now,” she said. “I saw that you
had got your degree. I congratulate you.”

“Thank you.”

There was another pause.

“You have been abroad a long time. I meant to write
to you sometimes, but it never came off. Heggen lives
in this house, I see.”

“Yes; I wrote him to get a studio for me, but they are
so dear and so difficult to find. This room has a good
light, though.”

“I see that you have some pictures drying.”

He rose, went across the room, but returned immediatey
to his seat. Jenny bent her head, feeling that he did
not take his eyes from her. They tried to keep up con-
versation. He asked about Francesca Ahlin and other
acquaintances they had in common, but there were long
intervals when he sat staring at her.

“Do you know that my parents are divorced?” he asked
suddenly.

She nodded.

“They stayed together for our sake as long as they
could, whining and creaking against each other like two
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JENNY

millstones until they had ground everything to powder
between them. There was nothing more to grind, I sup-
pose, so the mill stopped.

“I remember when I was a boy. They did not fight,
but there was something in their voices that made you
think they would like to. Mother abused him and used
plain talk, always ending with tears, Father kept cool
and quiet, but his voice was full of hatred and so hard and
cutting. I lay in my bed listening to this performance
that was forced on me. I used to think what a relief it
would be to put a knitting needle right through my head,
in at one ear and out at the other. Thé voices created a
physical pain in my ears and spread to the whole of my
head. Well, that was the beginning—they have done
their duty as parents, and now it is all over.

“Hatred is an ugly thing; it makes everything ugly that
comes in contact with it. I went to see my sister lash
summer. We have never been sympathetic,! but I thought
it disgusting to see her with that husband of hers. Some-
times I saw him kiss her—taking his pipe out of his thick
wet mouth, he kissed his wife. I saw Sophy get quite
white when he touched her. He is a pope in his pulpit and
a libertine at home.

““As to you and me-—it was quite natural. T understood
it afterwards—that the fine, delicate threads between us
should break, that they could not stand the atmosphere at
home. When I had gone from you that time I regretted
it, and meant to write to you, but do you know why I
did not? T had a letter from my father, telling me he

i sympathetio, £, Bk A1 .
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JENNY

had been to see you and that he thought I ought to resume
my relations with you. I have a superstitious objection
to any advice from that quarter, so I did not write.

“All the time since we parted I have been longing for
you, Jenny, dreaming of you, and recalling again and again
to my memory the time I spent here with you. Do you
know which place in Rome I revisited first of all—yester-
day? I went to Montagnola and I found our names on
the cactus leaf.”

Jenny was sitting with clenched hands, very pale.

“You look exactly the same as then, and you have
lived three years about which I don’t know anything,”
said Helge gently. I can scarcely realize that I am here
with you again—it seems as if all that has happened since
we parted here in Rome were not true. Yet you belong
perhaps to somebody else now?”

Jenny did not answer.

“Ave you engaged?” he asked quietly.

“No.”

“Jenny”—Helge bent his head so that she could not
seo his face—"‘all these years I have been hoping—dream-
ing of winning you back. I have imagined that we should
meet again some day and come to an understanding.
You said I was the first man you had been fond of. Is
my dream impossible?”

“Yes,” she said.

“Heggen?”

She did not answer at once.

“I have always been jealous of Heggen,” said Helge
gently. “I thought he was the one, especially when I
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JENNY

saw that you both lived here. So you are in love with
each other?”

Jenny still did hot answer.

“Do you love him?”

“Yes, but I will not marry him.”

“QOh, I see,” said Helge, in a hard voice.

“No.” She bent her head, tired, smiling sadly: “I
have done with love; I don’t want to have anything more
to do with it. I am tired, and I wish you would go,
Helge.”

But he did not move.

“I cannot realize now when I see you again that it is
all over. I mever would believe it. I have been thinking
so much of it, I suppose it was my own fault. I was so
timid, I never knew what was the right thing to do. Every-
thing might have been quite different., I have often re-
membered the last evening 1 was with you in Rome, and
it seemed alwayas that such an occasion would present
fitself again, for I left you then because I thought it was
right. Surely, that could not have been the cause of my
lJosing you? I had never been near a woman then,” he
said, looking down., “I was warned by what I had seen
at home. Dreams and fancies became a hell at times, but
that fear was always paramount.!

“T am twenty-nine and there has been no beautiful
or happy experience in my life but that short spring spent
with you. Can you not understand that I have never
been able to separate you from my thoughts, that I love
you as before? The only happiness I have known is that

1paramount, £ 25 §X.
46



& =

FHHRE BRI AR 68 B, A IR o BUARAR
FIE AR 1

S,

[ R BEM0BE? J

R34, RANAHR G D J

ORI I MR RE B3 T oF , TRBR1SH J

[ AR, ) IS, R T ABRGIERE: TR
B RAE SRS B T, RN, REREJ

AT,

IREAFBRVABRERMOFRFLE TR
BB HAE N, R|BREHE, RIGEERMNEE,
TE HRBIEA, BB B RERL ME(TBB S i
ETUBHERAR 6, REBREHERERERE MRS
— BRI G HF R RS A 0, R BN AR R
B, BB RERUE RN ERATFIBERE IR
RYERINF? ) MR IR T, J0H: B ERREUZE D
G REFETBEB—BL AN REREHEBRLWIHR S
R B AL G BE IR, (B LRI R ENNHER
KIEMER, )

[ ®EEF sk, REPESHBSEEN LB
GYBRIE , RAEBRRICEIFB A BAIRAHX FEEIR T
R B R60 BARSIGEA RRIR] (R4t , FRols TEAHARIRALRT
BIERMRIBRABREORKE, REMIGROKY, BE

46



JENNY

you gave me. I cannot let you go out of my life—nob
now.”

She got up, trembling, and he rose too. Instinctively
she drew back a few steps from him:

“Helge, there has been another.”

He stood still, looking at her.

“You say there has been another—and it could have
been I. I don’t care; I want you all the same. I want
you now because you promised me once to be mine.”

Terrified, she tried to go past him, but he seized her
violently in his arms. It took a few seconds for her brain
to realize that he was kissing her mouth. She thought
she made a resistance, but was in fact almost passive in
his arms. She wanted to tell him not to, and she wanted
to say who the other had been, but she could not. She
would have told him about the child, but when she re-
membered the boy she shrank from mentioning him; she
felt she must not drag her child into the disaster she knew
was coming, As this thought crossed her mind she im-
agined she felt the dead little one caressing her, and it gave
her a sensation of joy, so that her body relaxed for a second
in his arms.

“You are mine—mine only—yes, yes, Jenny!”

She tore herself away from him and, running to the door,
she called aloud for Gunnar. Helge was at her side again
in an instant, taking her back in his arms.

They wrestled with each other by the door without a
word. It seemed to Jenny that her life depended on her
opening it and escaping into Gunnar’s room, but feeling
Helge close to her, stronger than she, as he held her, it
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JERNY

secemed to her that there was no escape—and at last she
gave way.

In the grey morning light, he came over to her to kiss
her:

“My glorious Jenny. How wonderfully beautiful you
are. You are mine now, and everything will come right,
will it not? O, I love you so.

“Are you tired? You must sleep when I have gone,
and I will come to see you again at noon. Sleep soundly,
my darling Jenny. Are you so tired?”

“Yes, very tired, Helge.”

She was lying with her eyes half closed, looking at the
pale morning light coming through the ribs of the blind,

He kissed her when he stood fully dressed, holding his
hat; then he kneeled by her bed and put an arm under
her shoulder:

“Thank you for tonight. Do you remember that I said
those same words to you the first morning in Rome, when
we were at Aventine?”’

Jdenny nodded on her pillow.

“One more kiss—and good-night—my lovely Jenny.”

At the door he stopped:

“What about the front door? Is there a key, or is it
one of those ordinary ones with a latch?”

“Yes, an ordinary one. You can open it all right from
the inside.”

She remained in bed with her eyes closed. She saw her
own body as it Iay under the cover, white, bare, beautiful—
& thing that she had flung away as she had the gloves.
It was not hers any more.
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JENNY

She gavo a start on hearing Heggen mount the stairs
slowly and open his door. He walked up and down in
his room, then came out again and went up the stairs to
the roof. She heard him pacing to and fro above her head.
She was sure he knew, but it did not make much impression
on her tired brain. She felt no pain now. It seemed to
her that he would probably think what had happened
as natural and unavoidable as she did. She could not
decide what was the next thing to do—it must just come
as the other had done, as a necessary consequence of her
opening the door last night to Helge.

She put out one foot from under the cover and lay looking
atit. It was pretty. She bent it, accentuating! the instep.
Yes, it was pretty, white with blue veins and pink heel
and toes.

She was tired—it was nice to feel so utterly tired. It
felt like having recovered from some keen suffering. She
was tired now, and what she had to do she did mechani-
cally.

She got up and dressed. When she had put on stockings,
bodice, and a skirt she slipped her feet into a pair of bronze
slippers, washed, and did her hair in front of the glass
without noticing the reflection of her face in it. Then
she went to the small table where she kept her painting
things, looking for the box containing her implements.
In the night she had been thinking of the small triangular
scraper,—she had sometimes played with it, putting it
against her artery.

She took it out, iooked at it, testing it with her finger,
but she put it back again and took out a folding knife

leccentuating, ¥ &; 4% 53 & M.
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JENNY

that she had once bought in Paris. It had a corkscrew,
tin-opener, and many blades: one was short, pointed, and
broad. She opened it.

She went back to her bed and sat down on it. Putting
her pillow on the table at the side of the bed, she steadied
her left hapd on it and cut through the artery.

The blood spurted out, hitting a small wafier-colour on
the wall above her bed. Noticing it, she moved her hand.
She lay down on the bed and mechanically pushed off
her shoes with her feet, and put her hand under the cover
to prevent the blood from making a mess.

She did not think; she was not afraid; she felt only that
she was surrendering to the inevitable. The pain of the
cut was not great——only sharp and distinet, and concen.-
trated on one spot.

After a while a strange, unknown sensation took hold
of her, an agony that grew and grew-—not & fear of any-
thing in particular, but the feeling of an ache round her
heart and sickness, as it were. She opened her eyes, but
black specks flickered before her sight and she could not
breathe. The room seemed to crumble down on her.
Sh> tumbled out of bed, tore the door open, rushed up
the stairs to the roof, and collapsed on the last step.

CHAPTER XI

He had stifled his cries ot despair many a night in his
pillows. She was dead, and she had never been his. He
was the one she should have loved and belonged to, for

60



& =

N EAEMIBTI N — RN, — ) Rkey, —RN
¥y o BAEHE 13T B

Bk E AR, AT, HESEBEIAE R B0 T
e, 3876 F KBRS AR AL B L, BREIBA B IR,

M, STOEHME R Lo —bE Ak 1, B
5 URBIME T, SUBSARER 1, ¥4 iR B0 FRRE E e
BT, {860 FHAART %5 e f Bk — B8,

MR R M S et AR s (40 ) R
AR 0045 R B 0 AP — BB IR, 15
B9, RIE—BE6,

BT — R IR ARG, FRR RN R,
— BRI B —— AR BT BRI, SRR
P A% — B 7 2 B 0 SR I A 0 R TR B T R
R RIRRA R S BEPIL, t  aR 0 MBS R T
TR o My B AL BB RS P, B AR R R T,
BREER S 0—BE 7. (Re S R, BRNANs,
B

$—ME
(B RE S 00IEE FHEE, B i i
M A 8 R R b Ak 2R i A0 AR 2 A BR o it 5
TR A E BN, fhR R EAEEA, RS
50




JENNY

she was the only one he had ever loved. He had never
touched or seen her beautitul, slim, white body that en-
closed her soul like a velvet sheath about a thin, feeble
blade. Others had possessed it, and had not understood
what a strange and rare treasure had happened to fall
into their hands. It lay buried in the grave, a prey to
ugly change until it was consumed! and reduced to a
bandful of dust in the earth.

Gunnar was shaking with sobs.

Others had loved her, soiled, and destroyed her, not
knowing what they did—and she had never been his.

He remembered dimly what he had been thinking in the
early morning hour when he was walking on the terrace
overhead while she was ending her life. He had been
enraged with her. How could she do it? He had begged
and implored to be allowed to help her, to carry her away
from the abyss she was nearing, but she had pushed him
away and thrown herself down before his eyes—exaotly
in the way a woman would—an obstinate, irresponsible,?
-foolish way.

When he saw her lying lifeless he had been in despair
and rage again, because he would not have let her go.
Whatever she had done he would have exonerated® her,
helped her, offered her his love and trust.

As long as he lived there would be moments when he
would reproach her for choosing to die—Jenny, you should
not have done it Yet there would be moments when he

leonsumed, {4 T #irresponsible, KX # R 8. Jexonerated,
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JENNY

would understand that she did so, because it was in keeping
with her charaocter, and he would love her for it as long as
be lived. And never would he wish that he had not-loved
her.

But he would cry desperately, as he had already Hone,
because he had not loved her long before; he Woulﬂ cry
for the lost years when she had lived beside him as his
friend and comrade and he had not understood that she
was the woman who should have been his wife. And
never would the day dawn when he would wish he bhad not
understood, even if only to see that it was too late.
~ ,Gunner rose from his knees. He took a small box from
his pocket and opened it. One of Jenny’s pink ecrystal
beads was in it. He had found it in the drawer of her
dressing-table when he packed up her belongings; the
string had broken and he kept one of the beads. He took
some earth from the grave and put it in the box. .

He had sent all her possessions to her mother, except
the letters, which he had burnt. The child’s clothes wers
in a sealed cardboard box. He sent it to Francesca,
remembering that Jenny had said one day she would give
them to her.

He had looked through all her sketch-books and drawings
before packing them and carefully cut out the leaves with
the picture of the boy, hiding them in his pocket-book.
They were his—all that was hers alone was his,

o8 8090 0 e ¢
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