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men in the camps along the line, for a general strike had 
been declared in all the camps and no one knew at what 
minute it might flare up into a fierce riot.

It was indeed exasperating to Cameron. The rela­
tions between himself and Nurse Haley were unsatis­
factory, entirely unsatisfactory. It was clearly his 
duty—indeed he owed it to her and to himself—to ar­
rive at some understanding, to establish their relations 
upon a proper and reasonable basis. He was at very 
considerable pains to make it clear, not only to the 
Sergeant, but to the cheerful little nurse and to the doc­
tor as well, that as her oldest friend in the country it 
was incumbent upon him to exercise a sort of kindly pro­
tectorate over Nurse Ilaley. In this it is to be feared 
he was only partially successful. The Sergeant was 
obviously and gloomily incredulous of the purity of his 
motives, the little nurse arched her eyebrows and smiled 
in a most annoying manner, while the doctor pendu­
lated between good-humoured tolerance and mild sar­
casm. It added not a little to Cameron’s mental 
disquiet that he was quite unable to understand him­
self ; indeed, through these days he was engaged in con­
ducting a bit of psychological research, with his own 
mind as laboratory and his mental phenomena as the 
materia for his investigation. It was a most difficult 
and delicate study and one demanding both leisure and 
calm—and Cameron had neither. The brief minutes 
he could snatch from Her Majesty’s service were neces­
sarily given to his friends in the hospital and as to the 
philosophic calm necessary to research work, a glimpse 
through the door of Nurse Haley’s golden head bending 
over a sick man’s cot, a snatch of song in the deep mel­
low tones of her voice, a touch of her strong firm hand, a 
quiet steady look from her deep, deep eyes—any one of


