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 MAN 55 But Miss Barrett did not sink back in her pillows as she sank back when Mr. Kenyon or Miss Mitford left her. ow she still sat upright; her eyes still burnt; her cheeks still glowed; she seemed still to feel that Mr. Browning was with her. Flush touched her. She recalled him with a start. She patted him lightly, joyfully, on the head. And smiling, she gave him the oddest look-as if she wished that he could talk-as if she expected him too to feel what she felt. And then she laughed, pityingly; as if it were absurd- Flush, poor Flush could feel nothing of what she felt. He could know nothing of what she knew. Never had such wastes of dismal distance separated them. He lay there ignored; he might not have been there, he felt. He no longer existed for Miss Barrett. And that night she ate her chicken to the bone. Not a scrap of potato or of skin was thrown to Flush. When Mr. Barrett came as usual, Flush marvelled at his obtuseness. He sat himself down in the very chair that the man had sat in. His head pressed the same cushions that the man had pressed, and yet he noticed nothing. "Don't you know", Flush marvelled, "who's been sitting in that chair? Can't you smell him?" For to Flush the whole room still reeked of Mr. Browning's presence. The 




FLUSH • air dashed past the bookcase, and eddied and curled round the heads of the five pale busts. But the heavy man sat by his daughter in entire self- absorption. He noticed nothing. He suspected nothing. Aghast at his obtuseness, Flush slipped past him out of the room. But in spite of their astonishing blindness, even Miss Barrett's family began to notice, as the weeks passed, a change in Miss Barrett. She left her room and went down to sit in the drawing-room. Then she did what she had not done for many a long day -she actually walked on her own feet as far as the gate at Devonshire Place with her sister. Her friends, her family, were amazed at her improve- ment. But only Flush knew where her strength came from-it came from the dark man in the arm- chair. He came again and again and again. First it was once a week; then it was twice a week. He came always in the afternoon and left in the after- noon. Miss Barrett always saw him alone. And on the days when he did not come, his letters came. And when he himself was gone, his flowers were there. And in the mornings when she was alone, Miss Barrett wrote to him. That dark, taut, abrupt, vigorous man, with his black hair, his red cheeks and his yellow gloves, was everywhere. Naturally,. 
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59 muscular, screwing his yellow gloves in his hand, set his teeth on edge. Oh! to let them meet sharply, completely in the stuff of his trousers! And yet he dared not. Taking it all 
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had ever known. The winter passed; and spring came round again. Flush could see no end to the affair; and yetjust as a river, though it reflects still trees and grazing cows and rooks returning to the tree-tops, moves in- evitably 
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P. . "He was stolen." As a matter of fact, Flush 




152 FLUSH was stolen three times; but the unities seem to require that the three stealings shall be compressed into one. The total sum paid by Miss Barrett to the dog-stealers was £20. 

. . "yellow gloves". It is recorded in Mrs. Orr's Life of Browning that he wore yellow, lemon- coloured gloves. Mrs. Bridell-Fox, meeting him in r 835- 6, says, "he was then slim and dark, and very handsome, and-may I hint it-just a trifle of a dandy, addicted to lemon-coloured kid gloves and such things". P. . "transparent blind". 

. "pillar-box" . It is said that pillar-boxes were invented by Anthony Trollope in the year r 851. In that case the reader will do well to erase pillar-box on page ; on the other hand, he can believe almost implicitly in the pillar-box on page P. . ,:
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. "The faces of those men were to come back to her on a sunny balcony in Italy." Readers of Aurora Leigh-but since such persons are non- existent it must be explained that Mrs. Browning wrote a poem of this name, and that one of the most vivid passages in it (though it suffers from distortion natural to an artist who sees the object once only from a four-wheeler, with Wilson tugging at her skirts) is the description of a London slum. Clearly Mrs. Browning possessed a fund of curiosity as to human life which was by no means satisfied by the busts of Homer and Chaucer on the washing- stand in the bedroom. P. . "Sir Edward Bulwer Lytton thought
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