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THE THREE

By LOUISE VAN DE VERG

« NEVER saw such a thiek fog,”’
I said the man. ‘‘Where do you
suppose we are by this time?”’

““I don’t know,"”’ returned the wo-
man. ‘‘Irank, I'm afraid.”’

‘““What nonsense, Margaret!
driver set us in the right path!”’

“Did he?”’

“Of course he did!’’ said the man,
testily. ‘‘Don’t let yourself get nerv-
ous. Don’t vou suppose that driver
knows his business? He’s been meet-
ing the ships from—from—the ships
down there at the docks for twenty
vears. IHe told me so.”’

“T heard that.”” Margaret’s little
gloved hand moved a trifle franti-
cally. “‘Frank, yvou don’t remember,
either! That’s—that’s what’s un-
nerved me—not the fog! I can’t re-
member where it is we’ve come from
——nor where we're going!’’ Tears
were near the surface of Ler voice.
“‘Frank—do you remember?”’

“Of course I do! We've come
from: ' There was a long, blank
pause, through which the white fog
dripped from invisible trees and fell
with little pattering sounds to the un-
scen ground. They could see nothing
but a short stretch of beaten path,
with a little green at the edges, al-
ways the same, receding into the fog
at their hacks, appearing from the
fog in front of them. They econ-
tinued to walk, but there was panie
hetween them as they paced through
the looming and invisible wood.

At last the man spoke. ““I don't
remember,’’ he said, under his breath.
‘‘I—don’t—remember.”’ The silence
fell again, heavily, oppressive as the
fog.

They came to the gate before they
lmew it was there, and paused before
it, doubtfully.

The

*‘Shall we go through?’’ asked the
womai.

““The path does; and the driver
said——"’

““Alh, don’t speak to me of the
driver!”” DBut she opened the gate,
and they went through together. The
sound of the dripping trees grew faint
behind them, and there were flowers
beside the path, now, ‘I hope Edith
has not been worryving about us,’”’ said
Margaret.

“Edith!’’ ¢ried the man.
Then you do——""'

““It came to me all at once,”” she
said, wondering. ‘‘Until you spoke
I didn’t realize T hadn’t known be-
lore.”’

“Edith what?”’

““I—don’t remember her married
name. She’s a widow, and we’re—
we're——"’

As she spoke they came to a house
—a small, comfortable cottage, by
what they could sce of it. ‘“We’re
what ?2’’ asked the man.

“I don’t remember that,”’ she an-
swered, the anxious irown on her
brow again. ‘It must he that we
have been invited to eall—if we were
to stay longer we’d have had our own
bags. T—almost feel I know this
house, Frank! I suppose it’s because
Edith has sent me pietures, but T
don’t remember it, if she did—nor
Edith, either! 1It’s charming, isn’t
1it?”

“We’ll have onc like it, Mrs.
Dawes,’” said the man, smiling at her,
““‘after the honeymoon’s over.”’

“T—don’t know that I want it,”’
she said, somberly, making no re-
sponse to his overture. ‘‘It’s charm-
ing, but it—frightens me.”’

““You’re nervous.’’

“T wish I could remember! If I
could remember I’d he all righsi’g’

‘‘Edith!
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“It’ll ecome back to you,”’ he re-
assured her. ‘‘It’s begun already.

Isn’t there anyone home, d'you
think ¢’’

“I don't know.’’ Margaret sighed.
““You might ring,"’ she suggested.

A moment later, Edith was at the
door. “‘How do you do?’’ she said,
interrogatively. It was plain she did
not know them. Margarct felt a shock
of surprize, but was able to answer.

I am Margaret Chiltern,’’ she
said. There! She had made the mis-

take she had fearcd to make. Mar-
garet Chiltern, indeed! Margaret
Dawes since this morning. She

glanced at her hushand. There was
1o expression in his face.

““Come in, Mrs. Chiltern.”” Edith
was opening the door. ‘‘And Mr.
Chiliern! I’m glad to see you. I was
aimost afraid yon’d be lost in this
foz.”’

Well, well, it was a natural mistake
on her part. Why didn’t Frank cor-
rcet her? She was a hospitable soul,
1hought Margaret, but typical of the
women whom matrimony deadens,
whose hushands leave them for other
women by the time they reach the for-
ties. Perhaps she had been spared
a heavier heartache, by her husband’s
carly death, These thoughts were in
the top of Margaret’s mind as she fol-
lowed her hostess down the passage.
Beneath them surged horror. Horror
of what? She would not look at it
long enough to find out; she was only
able to cast oblique glanees, and see
the matronly figure of Edith moving
kindly in its midst.

““This is your room,’’ said Iidith,
opening a door.

‘“Why, our trunks are here!’’ cried
Margaret.

““Yes,’’ said the woman with a sur-
prized look. ““What’s the matter,
Mrs. Chiltern ?’’

‘““Nothing—nothire,”’ said Marga-
ret. ‘““You have—unusually quick
service here.”’

“Yes, it’s good,”’ assented Fdith.
“You’ll want to freshen up, after
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your journey, I suppose. I'll see to
tea, unless there’s something else I
can do for you.”’

‘““Thank you, we shan’t need a
thing,’’ said Margarct.

“I don’t usually have tea, when
I’m alone,”” Edith said, ‘‘and it’s
such a pleasure to me that you like it.
I always had it when Ronny was
home.’’ She smiled, and left them.

““Now is Ronny her husband?’’
wondered Margaret.

““Don’t, Meg!”’ Frank almost
moaned the words. ‘‘Let’s get away
from here! I don’t like it, Margaret!
There’s—there’s something about that
woman!’’ '

““Why, Frank!”’

“I didn’t dare correct her about
the names,’’ he went on. ‘‘There’s
something about that woman,’’ he re-
iterated. “I'm—yes, I am! I’'m
afraid of her!”’

‘““You’re getting as bad as I am,”
smiled Margarct, but without mirth.
‘‘She’s a dear thing.’’

‘“Yes, but Margaret, I know her, I
tell you! I know her! Only I—
can’t remember. Did—did you see
that scar on her throat?’’

‘I saw it,”’ she answered steadily.
But she was unable to hide a small
shudder that possessed her at the mo-
ment of speech. ‘‘This room’s—fa-
miliar, somehow, too,’’ she said, after
a minute. ‘‘I know I’ve been in this
room before.’’

‘‘How could you have been?’’

““I don’t know. Maybe it’s because
it’s—it’s like the rooms the women’s
magazines tell you how to furnish. I
don’t suppose I really have been in
it,”’ she added, gazing idly into the
fog. ¢‘She’d remember me, if I had
been. I think the fog’s not so thick.””
. ““‘Let’s go back, now, Margaret, be-
fore she comes again, while the fog
will hide us.”’ _

“Back where? Oh, Frank, 1
couldn’t go back to those woods again
not knowing where we were going, or
what would happen!’’

“You don’t know what’s going to
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happen here. Tt may be something
horrible. T feel it. Margaret, 1 fecl
somiething horrible in the air. Please
come away, darling!™’

“It's the log, " she assured him.

Iidith’s knock prevented a repeli-
tion of his plea. They went out to sit
at a pleasant tea-table and smile po-
litely ecomtlortable smiles at their
mysterions  hostess, who  placidly
poured, and served, and chatted in a
halo of terron.

“*Ronmy—my boy, vou know—is in
South  Aweriea—with  a  steamship
company. He’s a dear boy, and a
very capable offiecr. He’s doing aw-
fully well,”’

“1'm glad of that,”’ said Margaret.
Do you hear from him often?*’

A distressed Took erossed LEdith’s
face. ‘T lLaven’ heard from him
sinee the earthquake.”” she said, *‘Bnt
really, T don’t suppose there’s any
reason 1o worry.  That countiry, yvon
Iknow! That earthquake was when I
lost my hushand,” she told them.

Tt was hard for Marvearet to sit with
a polite Tace, even a sympathetie face,
while iey fear swirled about her. She
venlured a glanee at Frank., He, too,
was tortured.

Tdith’s voice eontinued, to an ae-
companiment of Margaret’s murmur
of ssmpathy. *“We had been driving,
vou know, and we were coming home.
T'rank—my  lLushand’s name as
Frank. too, like vours, Mrs. Chiltern
—T*rank had heen nervous all day and
the traffic had hothered him. You
know, T believe there is something in
the air, hefore a quake! At any rate,
we hoth felt it—a kind of tension, yon
know. We were glad to gelt home.
I went in first, and Frank was right
behind me. 'We had one of those hig
hat-racks, with mirvors. in the hall,
and the first thing T notieed was that
it was moving. The next minute I
knew nothing.”’

A hat-rack with a mirror—a dark
hall—a woman coming in out of the
night. As though in a moving pie-
ture, Margarvet saw herself in that
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hall. moving from that shadow with a
eleaming—what? Not a knife! Yet
in the pieture it was a knite. and May-
garet seemed quite calm.  In a whirl
of horror she foreed herselt to listen.

“*The mirror was broken, and a
piece of the glass cut me here.”” Edith
touched the sear on her throat. ‘‘I
had a bad concussion, and was un-
conscious for several weeks. T never
even knew when Mr. Dawes’ funeral
took place—T bave never known the
date.”  She rose. “*We need some
more jelly, " she said placidly, moving
to the kitelien. .

This horror lel't her untouched, yet
she was part of it. The pictures were
whirling now, hefore Margaret’s cyves.
She conld no longer hide from them
the knife, nor its use. nov their flight,
nor their capture—nor the plain. bare
1oom  from whieh they had started
that morning, with the terrible throne
in ifs center—ile throne of death.

“Frank! " she whispered. *‘Frank!
Iler hushand’s name was TFrank
Dawes!™

““We had seen this house before. Tt
was mine -where T lived—with—
her.”” e was breathing heavily.
““She doesin’t know us.”” he whispered.
“She doesn’t know ns—and T guess
she never will.™’

“We'll have to get away!”’

“We ean’t. We were hrought;
we’ll have to stay.™

“But we're dead, I'rank! We're
dead! And I thought after we were
dead we'd—we’d be together.”’

““She was dead first: and we are
together—awith her. ™’

“We've gof to get away, Frank!™’

“We can’t. T know we ean’t.”
There was a dreary and desolate final-
iy in the insistent rvepetition,

“Even—here—it follows us,”” she
mused, and she did not again think
of flight.

Edith was in the room again. ‘‘I’ve
been very mucl alone. since then,”’
she said, ““That was why T adver-
tisedd for a couple. or two ladies 1o



246

live with me. I do hope,'’ she smiled,
‘‘that you won’t eall me Mrs. Dawes,
Mrs. Chiltern. Let’s not stand on
ceremony. My name is Edith, youn
know.”’

Margaret's lips were stiff, but she
smiled. *‘I will ecall you Edith,’’ she
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said. ‘‘I’ve felt from the first I knew
you well,’’

“I'm glad. And may I cad you
Margaret?’’ She moved to the win-
dow. ‘‘The fog has lifted,”’ she said.
‘““We can see the woods plainly. I
love those trees!’’



