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THE INVISIBLE BARRIER

A Romance of the War, Dealing

absorbed in playing Solitaire, a close observer

might have noted the fact that her eyes met

frequently and with a peculiar significance
those of the young man who sat at the opposite end
of the table. He likewise, while shifting his caf‘ds
with a deft touch, was not slow to catch the passing
glances that she bestowed upon him. .Ne‘ar ﬁhem:
seated at an adjacent table, two men in civilian dress
and two girls in nurses’ uniforms were engaggd in
playing Bridge in the light atforde.d by a solitary
candle and an oil lamp that hung in a bracke.t on
the wall. The room, singularly bare of furniture
and ormaments, was redeemed from utter cheerless-
ness by a grate fire. The gilded French mirror and
Louis Quinze clock which ticked on the mantel-piece,
together with the tapestried wall that was adorned
by two or three oil paintings in gilt frames, seemed
to bear some faint resemblance, that was not without
a suggestion of pathos, to its days of former splendour
when it had been known as the salon of the house.
Gaps in the walls, crumbling pieces of f»allen_ plaster,
and the shattered chandeliers were speaking sou-
venirs of the German bombardment which was, how-
ever, at an end, and the population of Lille had now
settled down to its every-day life under the domina-

an rule.
ti?u(ﬁeﬁf;m Madame la Comtesse leaned slightly
across the table and her lips formed a word that -he'::
companion endeavoured to catch. It was “To-night.
Their eyes met for an instant, then he inclined his
head and again bent over the cards. So absorbed,
however, were the Bridge players in their game that
there was no fear of critical inspection from that
quarter, In the further end of the room another game
of cards was in progress between men in tattered
uniforms of greenish grey, whose battered and
bandaged appearance proclaimed their recent con-
valescence. At this moment the clock on the mantel
struck ten, and one of the girls rose promptly to her
feet, breaking up the game. A chorus of adieux
followed, and the young men who had the prosperous
air of the wealthy merchant class, having made their
bows to Madame la Comtesse forthwith took their
departure. Hardly had they withdrawn, when the
door opened to admit an officer, whose keen blue
eyes and sweeping moustache, ¢ogether with his
haughty stride, betrayed his Teutonic origin. In-
gtantly the soldiers, their game and wound.a. alike
forgotten, stood to attention like wooden statues,
The officer hardly noting their presence, meanwhile
made his way towards the hostess, speaking in ex-
cellent French, though tinged with a gutteral accent.
“Ah bonsgolr, Madame. I am glad to see you relax
a little after your labours. Your patients, how are
i ‘evening?”
th?;‘;‘.t:’:;'szfx; avlrlmdoing excellently well, Monsieur le
Colonel. You must not give me too much credit,
nevertheless, My nurges are all so devoted. S Perhaps
you would like to go through our hospital?
He bowed with a tinge of condescension, favouring
Madame's companion the while with a glance of the
est scrutiny.

kef:»[n shall be delighted if you will be so kind.”

HE rose with a languid grace and led the
way into a large room on the opposite side
of the hall, in which two rows of beds met the eye,
each holding a patient in various stages of progress.
The presence of French, Belgian and German soldiers
lying side by side, the objects of equal care and
attention, was a sufficiently unique teatl,xre of the
little hospital to have aroused a stranger’s interest,
Amid the beds several ;urses hovered administering
‘ g of the sufferers.
tougl:nwy?;:f” accommodate any more men, Madame?”
asked the officer, abruptly, and while speaking his
audacious blue eye took note of her s-lender‘ grace
and patrician bearing with unconcealed admiration.
“Not unless we get more beds, Monsieur, and ada
another ward to our hospital. We ha‘\,rg about as
many as we can handle now, as you see.” 'Her quick
eye catching an appealing glance flung her. by a
soldier in a mearby cot, she hastened to minister to
hi eeds. She was disagreeably conscious mean-
hl;:“;l of a strict surveillance on the part of her visitor,
::ho shortly after took his departure.
hours later, when Madamg re-entex"ed the
;I‘WO he found her former companion awaiting her,
i?eo:t’ozd tall and straight with ahs;oliieirlyhb'earlni,
: ; he lamp falling on his fair hair, an
:zse;lai};sg cl:ﬁfs ;l:an-cut face half in shadow expectant

and eager.

THOUGH apparently Madame la Comtesse was
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“You have a plan,” he said, in an undertone.

Madame la Comtesse nodded slowly.

“There is great risk, of course, but what is accom-
plished without rigk? It was unfortunate that you
éncountered M. le Colonel Von Gluck to-night. No-
body or nothing escapes his notice, and I saw him
scrutinize you. Monsieur de Brisay, to-morrow night,
You must escape from here.”

“But the pass?” objected de Brisay.

“I have it. You may look it over.” Her dark eyes
shone, as she produced from her blouse a slip of
paper. “See—I will translate—it describes one—Herr
Hauptmann Kanl Buchheim—six feet in height, chest
measures 42 inches, eyes blue, hair fair (does the
description not fit, monsieur?)—who has license to re-
turn to Boulogne on government affairs, by order of
General Von Hindenburg, in Hisg Majesty the Em-
peror’s service. Hoch der Kaiser!” A cynical gleam
of amusement flitted over her expressive face.

“Madame, you are a magician,” exclaimed de
Brisay. “How came you by this?”

“Hush, not so loud, mon ami. I will tell you. This
pass belonged to a Secret Service officer, who died
of a fever in the hospital only a few days ago. I
found this pass in the pocket of his coat. I have
also the uniform which you will wear, it having been
thoroughly diginfected.”

“Madame la Comtesse, 1 salute you,” said de
Brisay, looking into her eyes with laughing admira-
tion as she stood before him. “you should have been
a general yourself.” Suddenly his manner changed,
and a shade of anxiety crossed his face. “But you,
Madame, are you not running too much risk?

not the uniform be demanded—will you not be sus-
pected ?”

MADAME LA COMTESSE shook her head. “There

are risks in everything we do, Monsieur,
but is not the game worth the candle? There are
the papers and plans to be delivered to your General
—and yourself, I shall have given a brave man to

the cause.” For an instant they stood silently re-
garding each other, then he bent forward and kissed
her hand.

“I shall endeavour to
little you realize what
noble ladies of France

“Suffering purifies
bravely, Monsieur,
been our own.”

do you credit, Madame., How

a source of inspiration the
have been to us in this war.”
and elevates, when borne
and our country’s sufferings have

“Madame la Comtesse, a kind Providence has sent
me across your path. | had dreamt of such women,
but till now I have not had the privilege of knowing
one. It is strange that We recognize affinity in
another, and we trust blindly, unquestionably, I
have only known you two weeks; yet I would stake
my life on your word.”

“And I mine on your honour,
duties. Be here to-morrow evening, Monsieur, at
the same hour, Bonsoir!” A touch of the hand, a
dazzling glimpse of dark eyes, a smile, and she was
gone. De Brisay stood alone, his gaze falling on the

I must return to my

strode along, and he was oppressed by the desola-
tton that met him on all sides. Large gaps in the
rows of houses, crumbling walls, fallen masonry and
debris marked the site of what had once been the
principal buildings on the little Fremch town. Here
and there whole streets were demolished, and he
wag forced to make a detour rather than pick his
way through the ruins. From the cafes alone eman-
ated an appearance of life and good cheer. Few
pedestrians were abroad at this hour, and de Brisay
was comscious of starting when a hand touched him
on the shoulder,

“Monsieur, Madame wishes you to return. You
have been informed against and it is no longer safe
for you to go back to your lodgings.”

De. Brisay, turning, recognized the honest face of
Jacques, Madame la Comtesse’s faithful servant, who,
acting in the double role of cook and orderly, wag
indispensable to the hospital staff,

“How does Madame know I am suspected?” de-
manded de Brisay, hesitating,

“Because of inquiries which M. le Colonel Von
Gluck has made of me,” answered the man. “Mon-
sieur does well to heed the warning if he values
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