
^a That Which Hath Wings

an instant, in silence that gave thanks. Then he got lightly

on his feet, reached down and lifted Patrine. And thus
they stood, the girl clinging to the young man's broad
shoulders as he held her, the tears from herown still smarting
«yes tracing white channels in the dust that masked her
quivering face.

"You and I! . . . My hat!
—

" she gasped—"what a
precious pair of scallawags! You lose nothing in not being
able to see, my Flying Man!—just now. Oh! but the
station! And the park "

She stopped in sheer astonishment. For the deadliest

fury of the High Explosive had wreaked itself on the bit of

municipal woodland. With the electric train-station that

had neighboured it, and 'the abattoirs in its vicinity, it had
been clean wiped out.

"Come," said Sherbrand, tightening his clasp as he felt

her sway against him. He was supporting—he was guid-

ing as they turned their faces south.

Here the Death that had passed by had left more traces

of its passage. The rent carcase of a gaunt cow that had
grazed upon the Plaine d'Amour, lay in a steaming crimson

pool among the frosty grasses; and beyond, some thirty

paces from the Rue d'Elverdinghe, where the automobiles

waited near the ruins of the prison, Monseigneur in his

flowing black cloak knelt over a stained btmdle of ragged

blue clothing and shattered humanity, p.nd the Belgian and
his fellow-chauffeur were bringing a stretcher from the Red
Cross car. . . .

"The poor orderly has been wounded ... No! . . .

killed!" flashed through Patrine's mind as Monseigneur

glanced towards her, gesttiring with a supple hand in a swift

expressive way.
'

' I must go over there—I may be wanted,
'

'

she mentally added, controlling her sick shudder and
reached back to take again the hand of her blind man. But
a sudden exclamation from Sherbrand brought round her


