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Secret” was written before the war.
CHAPTER I
“All Change Here!”

christened Mar-
garet, but it was felt, even
while she was a child, that
the mame did not really fit
her. :

Very few people who knew Miss
Margaret Willoughby at all well ad-
dressed her by her baptismal appella-
tion; they invariably called her Peggy
—_which at once makes it plain to any
discerning penson that she was pos-
sessed of a gay and friendly disposi-
tion, that she was popular, and did
not belong to the order of heings to
whom “prunes and prisms” are as
the breath of life. :

Her mother, indeed, sometimes
spoke of her as Margaret, but that
was only on occasions of ceremony;
her father, Colonel Willoughby, a re-
tired cavalry officer, called ];er
“Peg.” He was an Anglo-Indian, “with
a matural weakness for pegs,” as she
once saucily told him.

The young lady was twenty-five
years of age, and of course had been
“out” for some time. A younger sis-
“tor, Mary, was married, but Peggy
waé not even engaged. Yet she was
the more attractive of ml;e two.

Peggy was a fair .glrl, somewhat
above the medium height olj, women.
Her features were rather drregular,
put she had fine g.ney-blue eyes, the
most beautiful color in the worlq, a
charming figure, and the prettiest
and most delightful manmers. She
had a lovely voice, :a,n{l a trick of
speech that was fascinating. Her ad-
mirers were l\elgilom——'vx.'meh p»erha,pi
was why she had not given -Iye.r hear
to anyome of them; it certainly Wa.g
not their fault, for {hey had trie

thei: est.
s S i 11 be admitted that she

It may as we
was a bit of a flirt (was there ever a

\ who wasn’t?), but in an open
Emﬁggi}\rnmce‘nt fashion. For the most
part her young men were, in the slang
of the day, “boys” at one or othgr of
the ’Vamrsities oOr in the army; a.s,s
might be expected the Willoughbys
get was an army get. Her boys were
devoted to her, and fetched a.ud car-
ried for her with right good will; .theg
took her. to theatres and dances an
wherever it pleased her to go, with an
eager competition ammmgst_ }hem:
selves for her favour. Amnd 1'f in rea
turn she only gave them smiles an
thanks and the sight. of her evmdgn-t
pleasure, she had a wWay of m?,kmg
them think they were well repaid.

The truth was, Peggy had a veuaf

d time, and enjoyed it to the rfud
But both her mother, who poxnd&rel
the matter seriously, and her fgn €T,
who thought of it less urg:en-@l;y, bem%
not specially desirous in his s«i%rae;n
soul to part with his Peg soomer y"bo
was mecessary, S id now and again 2
each other that it was time vshelg\a g
ried. The Colonel, however, Wm}.‘ i'1*19
inaxrk to his wife apologetically, £ Girls
don’t marry SO early nowadays. |

Unfortunate ‘s‘peoul\atiums, h@d mz
tenially reduced the Colonel’s 111(:311‘1)‘fé
and the Willoughbys were not we .
for their position; th.e_only son, W y
was in a cavalry regiment, WaS«so a,a
expensive youns gentleman. edl Eroin
year or two ago they had mov e
a fashionable part of LondonA S
of its western suburbs, St. An e .1
Park, the main and best ?e‘s?elg uae
street of which ig St. Anton’s }17;: i»h:

Speaking of the change to Dl
timates, Colonel V&;%nof\:’g;_h{bty

onlored the mecessity 1 ¥
gggleofu\llsy that air was -benter. 011%3
there, and tmste\%l hi;o ifnrzggd.guzv&:gat

him.  He
lr;;): ‘égfnigtvaai;s no great distance from

HE had been
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St. Anton’s Park station on the North
London Railway, and that that station
was easily reached from Earl’s Court
on the Underground. And hig friends
did not forget him. His modest home
was the scene of many happy little
gatherings, particularly of people con-
nected with the service. Though
Peggy was often out for the evening,
she had, no doubt, a good deal to do
with the success of these affairs.

On a Saturday evening in the mid-
dle of January there was one of
these pleasant reunions; two or three
men and their wives had been invited,
while others had dropped in, sure of
a welcome. 'Colonel and Mrs. Wil
loughby, with ten of their friends,
made up three tables at bridge, which
they played for small stakes but with
keen enjoyment. Peggy and iwo
guests did not play, for a “fourth”
was not to be found, in spite of her
efforts. She had telephoned in wvain.

Peggy had expected that Captain
Hollander, a man whom she liked
very much, would have put in an ap-
pearance, but. she had rung up his
numbér without response; he fre-
quently turned up, when he was in
town, on Saturday evenings; she came
to the conclusion that he must be “off
somewhenre,” as she phrased it inde-
finitely to herself, and dismissed him
from her mind.

In any case she was quite content,
for of the two men whom fate, as re-
presented by “cutting out,” had left
for her to entertain, or rather to en-
tertain her, one was Maxwell Hamil-
ton, and the other Villiers Chase, the
brother of an old school friend of
hers. Chase was well over thirty, and
she thought him a trifle dull, but she
knew that he worshipped her and
cherished a hopeless passion. She al-
ways was kind to him. She also
knew, as women know these things,
that Maxwell Hamilton, whom every-
body called Max just as everybody
called her Peggy, was deeply in love
with her.

F all her admirers Peggy liked
him the most, but her heart
had mnot really been touch-

ed — as was shown her by
her thinking sometimes that she
preferred Hollander to him. Hol-
lander had what is termed-a magnetic
personality and a certain distinction;
he was handsome and good-looking,
but he was a fair man, and she had
a fair woman’s instinctive predilec-
tion for dark men. Still she thought
him interesting, and felt there was
something subtle, something she could
not explain about him. He was in a
different class from her “boys.”

So, too, was Max Hamilton. He
was interesting undoubtedly. Just
turned thirty, he had already made a
mark among men, and had a life story
behind him which impressed her im-
agination. As a subaltern he had gone
through the South African War with
honour, but with no more than that to
which hundreds of other young offi-
cers were entitled. After the strug-
gle was over, he resigned from the
army, feeling that his career did mot
lie in soldiering, but he wrote the
best book on the War, and soon after
its publication his way was made plain
before him. He was invited to join
the staff of “The Day,” Ithe most
widely-read of all English journals.

He speedily justified his appoint-
ment. As what Americans call the
“star” Special Correspondent of that
paper, he had done some wonderful
things—things of which editors and
newspaper men spoke with admira-
tion and respect, tributes not easily
gained in what is perhaps the most
difficult field of human endeavour.
The public, including Peggy Willough-
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by, had heard of some of these
things. Her father said Max was a
fine fellow, as his father’s son was
bound ito be, for was there ever a finer
fellow that Major HEamilton? But
Colonel Willoughby regretted that
Max had left the army.

Peggy had known him for several
years—it may have been that this
fact was against him so far as her
falling in love with him was con-
cerned; sure it is that she was not in
love with him that evening. She
knew he was a successful man, and
like most women she wanted success
in the man for whom she would care.
His appearance certainly was not
against him, for he was tall, dark and
striking-looking—rather than good-
looking; perhaps it was that he had
beautiful eyes under black brows set
in an otherwise plain face which was
apt to be serious and sometimes even
stern. He and Peggy were excellent
friends; with all his soul he wished
that Peggy’s friendship would be
transmuted into love, such passionate
love as he felt for her, but he was
acutely comscious that friendsalp
was all she gave him, and he longed
for ever so much more than that!

Peggy was well aware of what was
passing in his mind with respect to
herself, and she thought of it with a
gort of pensive amusement. She had
never been in love; she had ‘“neéver
been swept off her feel by a man,” as
she phrased it, but she had seen this
amazing yet quite eommon thing in
the case of other girls; she had seen
it with wonder not untinged with envy
in the case of her sister, Mary, who
had made a “love match,” and whose
happiness was patent to everybody.

“Perhaps it is,” she sometimes said
to herself, “that I am not built that
way.”

When Peggy, Max and Villiers
Chase were sitting together at one
end of the drawing-room, chatting in
low voices so as not to disturb the
bridge players, she understood per-
fectly that Max wished the other man
anywhere else in the world. But she
seemed serenely ignorant of it, and
though she liked Max much more than
Villiers she did mot like him to such
an extent as to make it unmistakably
plain to the latter that she would pre-
fer his room to his company. To do
so would, as matters stood, have been
unpleasant to her, painful to him.

It was a few minutes past eleven
o’clock when Max arose from his
chair, and said he must catch the
11.94 from St. Anton's Park station
for Barl’s Court—the last train that
night.

“You haven’t much time,” said Vil-
liers glancing at a clock mear them.
“A bare ten minutes.”

“1 fancy Il just do it”
‘Max.

“You may have to run for it,” said
Peggy smiling, adding, “T'll say good-
bye for you to father and mother—-
that will save you a minute or two.”

“Thank you,” said Max, and Peggy
walked with him into the hall where
he put on his overcoat.

“When shall I see
Peggy?”’ he asked.

“Come when you like, Max,” she Te-
gponded; “you know we are always
glad to see you.”

«Wwe, ” he said, with a faint mote
of reproach. He looked into her eyes,
but they shome with nothing more
than sheer friendliness, and on her
face was a charming expressiom, but
there was nothing gpecial, mothing
individual for him in it. He sighed,
and turned away

“you will lose your train unless you
hurry,” she reminded him. With a
glance at a tiny watch she wore in a

replied
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