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ONE

It was the last letter in Irene Redfield's little

pile of morning mail. After her other ordinary

and clearly directed letters the long envelope

of thin Italian paper with its almost illegible

scrawl seemed out of place and alien. And there

was, too, something mysterious and slightly fur-

tive about it. A thin sly thing which bore no

return address to betray the sender. Not that

she hadn't immediately known who its sender

was. Some two years ago she had one very like

it in outward appearance. Furtive, but yet in

some peculiar, determined way a little flaunt-

ing. Purple ink. Foreign paper of extraordinary

size.

It had been, Irene noted, postmarked in

New York the day before. Her brows came to-

gether in a tiny frown. The frown, however,

was more from perplexity than from annoy-

ance; though there was in her thoughts an ele-

ment of both. She was wholly unable to compre-
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PASSING
hend such an attitude towards danger as she was

sure the letter's contents would reveal; and she

disliked the idea of opening and reading it.

This, she reflected, was of a piece with

all that she knew of Clare Kendry. Stepping al-

ways on the edge of danger. Always aware, but

not drawing back or turning aside. Certainly

not because of any alarms or feeling of outrage

on the part of others.

And for a swift moment Irene Redfield

seemed to see a pale small girl sitting on a

ragged blue sofa, sewing pieces of bright red

cloth together, while her drunken father, a

tall, powerfully built man, raged threateningly

up and down the shabby room, bellowing

curses and making spasmodic lunges at her

which were not the less frightening because

they were, for the most part. Ineffectual. Some-

times he did manage to reach her. But only

the fact that the child had edged herself and

her poor sewing over to the farthermost cor-

ner of the sofa suggested that she was in any

way perturbed by this menace to herself and

her work.



ENCOUNTER
Clare had known well enough that it

was unsafe to take a portion of the dollar that

was her weekly wage for the doing of many

errands for the dressmaker who lived on the

top floor of the building of which Bob Kendry

was janitor. But that knowledge had not de-

terred her. She wanted to go to her Sunday

school's picnic, and she had made up her mind

to wear a new dress. So, In spite of certain un-

pleasantness and possible danger, she had

taken the money to buy the material for that

pathetic little red frock.

There had been, even In those days,

nothing sacrificial In Clare Kendry's Idea of

life, no allegiance beyond her own Immediate

desire. She was selfish, and cold, and hard. And

yet she had, too, a strange capacity of trans-

forming warmth and passion, verging some-

times almost on theatrical heroics.

Irene, who was a year or more older

than Clare, remembered the day that Bob Ken-

dry had been brought home dead, killed in

a silly saloon-fight. Clare, who was at that

time a scant fifteen years old, had just stood
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PASSING
there with her lips pressed together, her thin

arms folded across her narrow chest, staring

down at the familiar pasty-white face of her

parent with a sort of disdain in her slanting

black eyes. For a very long time she had stood

like that, silent and staring. Then, quite sud-

denly, she had given way to a torrent of weep-

ing, swaying her thin body, tearing at her

bright hair, and stamping her small feet. The

outburst had ceased as suddenly as it had be-

gun. She glanced quickly about the bare room,

taking everyone in, even the two policemen, in

a sharp look of flashing scorn. And, in the next

instant, she had turned and vanished through

the door.

Seen across the long stretch of years,

the thing had more the appearance of an out-

pouring of pent-up fury than of an overflow of

grief for her dead father; though she had been,

Irene admitted, fond enough of him In her own

rather catlike way.

Catlike. Certainly that was the word

which best described Clare Kendry, if any sin-

gle word could describe her. pometlmes she
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ENCOUNTER
was hard and apparently without feeling at all;

sometimes she was affectionate and rashly Im-

pulsive. And there was about her an amazing

soft malice, hidden well away until provoked.

Then she was capable of scratching, and very

effectively too. Or, driven to anger, she would

fight with a ferocity and impetuousness that

disregarded or forgot any danger; superior

strength, numbers, or other unfavourable cir-

cumstances. How savagely she had clawed

those boys the day they had hooted her parent

and sung a derisive rhyme, of their own com-

posing, which pointed out certain eccentricities

in his careening gait! And how deliberately

she had

—

Irene brought her thoughts back to the

present, to the letter from Clare Kendry that

she still held unopened in her hand. With a lit-

tle feeling of apprehension, she very slowly cut

the envelope, drew out the folded sheets, spread

them, and began to read.

It was, she saw at once, what she had

expected since learning from the postmark

that Clare was in the city. An extravagantly
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PASSING
phrased wish to see her again. Well, she

needn't and wouldn't, Irene told herself, ac-

cede to that. Nor would she assist Clare to

realize her foolish desire to return for a mo-

ment to that life which long ago, and of her

own choice, she had left behind her.

She ran through the letter, puzzling

out, as best she could, the carelessly formed

words or making instinctive guesses at them.

". . . For I am lonely, so lonely . . .

cannot help longing to be with you again, as I

have never longed for anything before; and I

have wanted many things in my life. . . . You

can't know how in this pale life of mine I am

all the time seeing the bright pictures of that

other that I once thought I was glad to be free

of. . . . It's like an ache, a pain that never

ceases. . .
." Sheets upon thin sheets of it.

And ending finally with, "and it's your fault,

'Rene dear. At least partly. For I wouldn't

now, perhaps, have this terrible, this wild de-

sire if I hadn't seen you that time in Chi-

cago. . .
."
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ENCOUNTER
Brilliant red patches flamed in Irene

Redfield's warm olive cheeks.

"That time in Chicago." The words

stood out from among the many paragraphs of

other words, bringing with them a clear, sharp

remembrance, in which even now, after two

years, humiliation, resentment, and rage were

mingled.



TWO

This is what Irene Redfield remembered.

Chicago. August. A brilliant day, hot,

with a brutal staring sun pouring down rays

that were like molten rain. A day on which the

very outlines of the buildings shuddered as if

In protest at the heat. Quivering lines sprang

up from baked pavements and wriggled along

the shining car-tracks. The automobiles parked

at the kerbs were a dancing blaze, and the

glass of the shop-windows threw out a blind-

ing radiance. Sharp particles of dust rose from

the burning sidewalks, stinging the seared or

dripping skins of wilting pedestrians. What

small breeze there was seemed like the breath

of a flame fanned by slow bellows.

It was on that day of all others that

Irene set out to shop for the things which

she had promised to take home from Chicago

to her two small sons, Brian junior and Theo-

dore. Characteristically, she had put it off un-
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ENCOUNTER
til only a few crowded days remained of her

long visit. And only this sweltering one was

free of engagements till the evening.

Without too much trouble she had got

the mechanical aeroplane for Junior. But the

drawing-book, for which Ted had so gravely

and insistently given her precise directions, had

sent her in and out of five shops without suc-

cess.

It was while she was on her way to a

sixth place that right before her smarting eyes

a man toppled over and became an inert

crumpled heap on the scorching cement. About

the lifeless figure a little crowd gathered. Was
the man dead, or only faint? someone asked

her. But Irene didn't know and didn't try to

discover. She edged her way out of the increas-

ing crowd, feeling disagreeably damp and

sticky and soiled from contact with so many

sweating bodies.

For a moment she stood fanning her-

self and dabbing at her moist face with an In-

adequate scrap of handkerchief. Suddenly she

was aware that the whole street had a wobbly
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PASSING
look, and realized that she was about to faint.

With a quick perception of the need for Im-

mediate safety, she lifted a wavering hand In

the direction of a cab parked directly In front

of her. The perspiring driver jumped out and

guided her to his car. He helped, almost lifted

her In. She sank down on the hot leather seat.

For a minute her thoughts were neb-

ulous. They cleared.

*^I guess,'* she told her Samaritan, "It's

tea I need. On a roof somewhere."

"The Drayton, ma'am?" he suggested.

"They do say as how it's always a breeze up

there."

"Thank you. I think the Drayton'll do

nicely," she told him.

There was that little grating sound of

the clutch being slipped in as the man put

the car in gear and slid deftly out into the boil-

ing traffic. Reviving under the warm breeze

stirred up by the moving cab, Irene made some

small attempts to repair the damage that the

heat and crowds had done to her appear-

ance.
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ENCOUNTER
All too soon the rattling vehicle shot

towards the sidewalk and stood still. The

driver sprang out and opened the door before

the hotel's decorated attendant could reach It.

She got out, and thanking him smilingly as well

as in a more substantial manner for his kind

helpfulness and understanding, went In through

the Drayton's wide doors.

Stepping out of the elevator that had

brought her to the roof, she was led to a table

just In front of a long window whose gently

moving curtains suggested a cool breeze. It

was, she thought, like being wafted upward on

a magic carpet to another world, pleasant,

quiet, and strangely remote from the sizzling

one that she had left below.

The tea, when it came, was all that

she had desired and expected. In fact, so much

was it what she had desired and expected that

after the first deep cooling drink she was able

to forget It, only now and then sipping, a little

absently, from the tall green glass, while she

surveyed the room about her or looked out

over some lower buildings at the bright un-
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PASSING
Stirred blue of the lake reaching away to an

undetected horizon.

She had been gazing down for some

time at the specks of cars and people creeping

about in streets, and thinking how silly they

looked, when on taking up her glass she was

surprised to find it empty at last. She asked

for more tea and while she waited, began to re-

call the happenings of the day and to wonder

what she was to do about Ted and his book.

Why was it that almost invariably he wanted

something that was difficult or impossible to

get? Like his father. For ever wanting some-

thing that he couldn't have.

Presently there were voices, a man's

booming one and a woman's slightly husky. A
waiter passed her, followed by a sweetly

scented woman in a fluttering dress of green

chifi^on whose mingled pattern of narcissuses,

jonquils, and hyacinths was a reminder of pleas-

antly chill spring days. Behind her there was

a man, very red In the face, who was mopping

his neck and forehead with a big crumpled

handkerchief.
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ENCOUNTER
"Oh dear I" Irene groaned, rasped by

annoyance, for after a little discussion and com-

motion they had stopped at the very next table.

She had been alone there at the window and

It had been so satisfylngly quiet. Now, of

course, they would chatter.

But no. Only the woman sat down. The

man remained standing, abstractedly pinching

the knot of his bright blue tie. Across the small

space that separated the two tables his voice

carried clearly.

"See you later, then," he declared, look-

ing down at the woman. There was pleasure

in his tones and a smile on his face.

His companion's lips parted In some

answer, but her words were blurred by the

little intervening distance and the medley of

noises floating up from the streets below. They

didn't reach Irene. But she noted the peculiar

caressing smile that accompanied them.

The man said: "Well, I suppose I'd

better," and smiled again, and said good-bye,

and left.

An attractive-looking woman, was
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PASSING
Irene's opinion, with those dark, almost black,

eyes and that wide mouth like a scarlet flower

against the Ivory of her skin. Nice clothes too,

just right for the weather, thin and cool with-

out being mussy, as summer things were so

apt to be.

A waiter was taking her order. Irene

saw her smile up at him as she murmured some-

thing—thanks, maybe. It was an odd sort of

smile. Irene couldn't quite define it, but she

was sure that she would have classed It, com-

ing from another woman, as being just a shade

too provocative for a waiter. About this one,

however, there was something that made her

hesitate to name It that. A certain impression

of assurance, perhaps.

The waiter came back with the order.

Irene watched her spread out her napkin, saw

the silver spoon in the white hand slit the dull

gold of the melon. Then, conscious that she had

been staring, she looked quickly away.

Her mind returned to her own affairs.

She had settled, definitely, the problem of the

proper one of two frocks for the bridge party
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ENCOUNTER
that night, In rooms whose atmosphere would

be so thick and hot that every breath would be

like breathing soup. The dress decided, her

thoughts had gone back to the snag of Ted's

book, her unseeing eyes far away on the lake,

when by some sixth sense she was acutely

aware that someone was watching her.

Very slowly she looked around, and

into the dark eyes of the woman In the green

frock at the next table. But she evidently failed

to realize that such intense interest as she was

showing might be embarrassing, and continued

to stare. Her demeanour was that of one who

with utmost singleness of mind and purpose

was determined to impress firmly and accu-

rately each detail of Irene's features upon her

memory for all time, nor showed the slightest

trace of disconcertment at having been detected

in her steady scrutiny.

Instead, it was Irene who was put out.

Feeling her colour heighten under the continued

Inspection, she slid her eyes down. What, she

wondered, could be the reason for such per-

sistent attention? Had she. In her haste In the
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PASSING
taxi, put her hat on backwards? Guardedly she

felt at it. No. Perhaps there was a streak of

powder somewhere on her face. She made a

quick pass over it with her handkerchief. Some-

thing wrong with her dress? She shot a glance

over it. Perfectly all right. What was it?

Again she looked up, and for a mo-

ment her brown eyes politely returned the

stare of the other's black ones, which never

for an instant fell or wavered. Irene made a

little mental shrug. Oh well, let her look! She

tried to treat the woman and her watching

with indifference, but she couldn't. All her ef-

forts to ignore her, it, were futile. She stole

another glance. Still looking. What strange

languorous eyes she had!

And gradually there rose in Irene a

small inner disturbance, odious and hatefully

familiar. She laughed softly, but her eyes

flashed.

Did that woman, could that woman,

somehow know that here before her very eyes

on the roof of the Drayton sat a Negro?

Absurd! Impossible! White people were
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ENCOUNTER
SO stupid about such things for all that they

usually asserted that they were able to tell; and

by the most ridiculous means, finger-nails,

palms of hands, shapes of ears, teeth, and

other equally silly rot. They always took her

for an Italian, a Spaniard, a Mexican, or a

gipsy. Never, when she was alone, had they

even remotely seemed to suspect that she was a

Negro. No, the woman sitting there staring at

her couldn't possibly know.

Nevertheless, Irene felt, in turn, anger,

scorn, and fear slide over her. It wasn't that

she was ashamed of being a Negro, or even of

having it declared. It was the idea of being

ejected from any place, even in the polite and

tactful way in which the Drayton would prob-

ably do it, that disturbed her.

But she looked, boldly this time, back

into the eyes still frankly intent upon her.

They did not seem to her hostile or resentful.

Rather, Irene had the feeling that they were

ready to smile if she would. Nonsense, of

course. The feeling passed, and she turned

away with the firm intention of keeping her
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PASSING
gaze on the lake, the roofs of the buildings

across the way, the sky, anywhere but on that

annoying woman. Almost immediately, how-

ever, her eyes were back again. In the midst of

her fog of uneasiness she had been seized by a

desire to outstare the rude observer. Suppose

the woman did know or suspect her race. She

couldn't prove it.

Suddenly her small fright Increased.

Her neighbour had risen and was coming

towards her. What was going to happen now?

"Pardon me," the woman said pleas-

antly, *'but I think I know you." Her slightly

husky voice held a dubious note.

Looking up at her, Irene's suspicions

and fears vanished. There was no mistaking

the friendliness of that smile or resisting Its

charm. Instantly she surrendered to it and

smiled too, as she said: "I'm afraid you're mis-

taken."

"Why, of course, I know you !" the

other exclaimed. "Don't tell me you're not

Irene Westover. Or do they still call you

'Rene?"

20



ENCOUNTER
In the brief second before her answer,

Irene tried vainly to recall where and when

this woman could have known her. There, in

Chicago. And before her marriage. That much

was plain. High school? College? Y. W. C. A.

committees? High school, most likely. What

white girls had she known well enough to have

been familiarly addressed as 'Rene by them?

The woman before her didn't fit her memory

of any of them. Who was she?

"Yes, I'm Irene Westover. And though

nobody calls me 'Rene any more, it's good to

hear the name again. And you
—

" She hesi-

tated, ashamed that she could not remember,

and hoping that the sentence would be finished

for her.

"Don't .you know me? Not really,

'Rene?"

"I'm sorry, but just at the minute I

can't seem to place you."

Irene studied the lovely creature stand-

ing beside her for some clue to her identity.

Who could she be? Where and when had they

met? And through her perplexity there came
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PASSING
the thought that the trick which her memory

had played her was for some reason more

gratifying than disappointing to her old ac-

quaintance, that she didn't mind not being

recognized.

And, too, Irene felt that she was just

about to remember her. For about the woman

was some quality, an intangible something, too

vague to define, too remote to seize, but which

was, to Irene Redfield, very familiar. And that

voice. Surely she'd heard those husky tones

somewhere before. Perhaps before time, con-

tact, or something had been at them, making

them into a voice remotely suggesting England.

Ah ! Could it have been in Europe that they

had met? 'Rene. No.

"Perhaps," Irene began, "you
—

"

The woman laughed, a lovely laugh, a

small sequence of notes that was like a trill and

also like the ringing of a delicate bell fashioned

of a precious metal, a tinkling.

Irene drew a quick sharp breath.

"Clare!" she exclaimed, "not really Clare

Kendry?"
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ENCOUNTER
So great was her astonishment that she

had started to rise.

^'No, no, don't get up," Clare Kendry

commanded, and sat down herself. "You've

simply got to stay and talk. We'll have some-

thing more. Tea ? Fancy meeting you here ! It's

simply too, too lucky!"

*'It's awfully surprising," Irene told

her, and, seeing the change In Clare's smile,

knew that she had revealed a corner of her

own thoughts. But she only said: "I'd never

In this world have known you If you hadn't

laughed. You are changed, you know. And yet,

in a way, you're just the same."

"Perhaps," Clare replied. "Oh, just a

second."

She gave her attention to the waiter

at her side. "M-mm, let's see. Two teas. And

bring some cigarettes. Y-es, they'll be all right.

Thanks." Again that odd upward smile. Now,

Irene was sure that it was too provocative for

a waiter.

While Clare had been giving the order,

Irene made a rapid mental calculation. It must
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PASSING
be, she figured, all of twelve years since she,

or anybody that she knew, had laid eyes on

Clare Kendry.

After her father's death she'd gone to

live with some relatives, aunts or cousins two or

three times removed, over on the west side

:

relatives that nobody had known the Kendry's

possessed until they had turned up at the fu-

neral and taken Clare away with them.

For about a year or more afterwards

she would appear occasionally among her old

friends and acquaintances on the south side for

short little visits that were, they understood,

always stolen from the endless domestic tasks

in her new home. With each succeeding one

she was taller, shabbier, and more belligerently

sensitive. And each time the look on her face

was more resentful and brooding. "I'm wor-

ried about Clare, she seems so unhappy," Irene

remembered her mother saying. The visits

dwindled, becoming shorter, fewer, and further

apart until at last they ceased.

Irene's father, who had been fond of

Bob Kendry, made a special trip over to the
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ENCOUNTER
west side about two months after the last time

Clare had been to see them and returned with

the bare information that he had seen the rela-

tives and that Clare had disappeared. What

else he had confided to her mother, in the pri-

vacy of their own room, Irene didn't know.

But she had had something more than a

vague suspicion of its nature. For there had

been rumours. Rumours that were, to girls of

eighteen and nineteen years, interesting and

exciting.

There was the one about Clare Ken-

dry's having been seen at the dinner hour in a

fashionable hotel in company with another

woman and two men, all of them white. And

dressed! And there was another which told of

her driving in Lincoln Park with a man, un-

mistakably white, and evidently rich. Packard

limousine, chauffeur in livery, and all that.

There had been others whose context Irene

could no longer recollect, but all pointing in

the same glamorous direction.

And she could remember quite vividly

how, when they used to repeat and discuss these
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