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.CHAPTER I.

T'HE 1?INGER O0P ATILTHE wbite ribbon of road stretched across the
landscapc in a straight undeviating fine,
showing no bcnd or turn-lost to view at
last, not because it bad altcred its course,

-but merely because Giles Tredman's eycs could sec
fia further than the point wliere the road and blue
motintaîn spurs met and minglcd in the far distance.
On either side of the white ribbon of road, fiat
meadow spread. itsclf towards the lesser bills that
crept down f rom the mountain spurs-hilis that
were covercd with birch and becb and chestnut, and
liere and there an oak to remind the traveller of
his Englisi borne. In tbe rneadows tali poplars
lifted their beads ta tbe clear biue of the May sky;
low bushes of bawthorn, like brides in their rairnent
of snowy blossoms, fillcd the air witb tbeir frag-
rance; belatcd rnarsh rnarigolds gleamcd golden
arnongst tbe scdges swept by the soft breeze; the
sole rcmaining snow on the Mont Cenis group
shone dazzlingly in the sunshine that flooded moun-
tains, vale and meadow land.

Glancing round him at the goodl>' landscape of
Savoy, Giles Tredman sniiled, and liftcd bis bat,
with an. instinctive feeling of tliankfulncss for the
lovelinesa of the laughing land-of dcligbt in the
f resh green of spring that secrned so especially
green and frcsb ta the eyes of one ncwly corne
f rom the East. There were many things in bis
if e ta bring a srnile to his lips, Giles rcflected, as

he sauntered along the white road that passes out
from Aix les Bains and leads you at last to Ital>'-
mnany things for which ta lift bis bat in thankful-
ness. For, though lie was a reserved mnan-and
chary, very chary of expressing his deepest feelings
-a strong poetical vein undcrlay tbe young soldier's
practical exterior-and bebînd bis bronzed face and
quiet grey cyes, was a soul brimming over with
beautiful tbaughts, and higli ideals.

A keen officer, devoted to bis profession, and to
the native troops, who adorcd the tall young sahib,
wbose ligbtest word was their law, he was, neyer-
theIess, looking farward eagerly ta bis long leave in
England, and a brief sojourn in Italy on his way
home had only *hetted bis appetite far bis own
land by the nortbern sea.

«JolI>' suxnny valle>' this," he mused, glancing up
at the shining snow of Mont Cenis, and round him
at mcadows with their snowy bawthorns, the bill-
sides wbose trees sbowed cvery tint of soft spring
green, "the sort of happy valle>' into which sorrow
and worry have no right to corne. And, b>' jove,
lIl get Grace ta &ome here for part of aur hone>'-
moon. She'll like the sunsbine and the brightness,
and the gaiet>' of this gay little place," and f rom
generaî thouglits of the f air world about bim, the
young man's mind wandered ta tbe more particular
thoughts of the taîl, dark-eyed girl who to bis
poetic soul seemed the embodimcnt of ail that was
most beautiful, most perfect.

LEFT an orphan.when scarcely more than ababyt,

Tredman muttercd, rnoving frorn the higli road to
the grass bank beside it, to avoid the clouds of dust
that trailed in the wake of thie car, "«not even a
straiglit road like tbis justified such a pace. My
God i wbat was that ?"

A terrific crash behind him was responsible for
the exclamation-a crash, followed b>' a sliriek of
terror, and then no other sound but the ceaseless
pant of the motor. Giles jerked himiself round,
sprang into the road, and pecning througli the white
cloud of dust that still whirlcd about the higliway,
tried in vain ta discover wliat had happened. For
a few seconds notliing but dust was visible, and in
those seconds thc young soldier liad raced at 'top
speed back along the road, ta the place w hence had
corne that terrible crashing sound-tliat sliniek of
agonized f ear. And, as be ran, hie tripped and
nearl>' feIl over somcthing that la>' in bis path
against the batik, sometbing that lifted itself slowly
with a little pitiful cry.

"Oh! come--please corne."
The dust was clearing away, and Giles, stooping

down, saw a small wbite face looking up at him-
the face of a little girl, wbo held out lier liands
to him rcpcating lier first appealing sentence-

"Oh!I come-pîcase corne."
"Wliat is it? What bas liappened ?" lie answered,

kneeling down beside lier on the dusty bigliway, and
drawing lier shaking liands into bis, "were yu-"

"I-don't know," she pantcd out breathiess>', "the
car-came-aIl in a minute-and-mother and I-
miother and I-cone and find motlir-ohl corne,
please corne "

The small clinging hands drew hirn forward, and
at the saine moment a mnurmur of voices arose, and
the dust cloud clearing wholly away, muade him
awarc what a scene of liavoc la>' before hirn.

T HE great car, still snorting and pianting like

donc its worst, stood in the mniddle of the road, and
scattercd an either side of the palpitating monster
la>' tbe fragments of what liad apparent>' once been
a small pon>' carniage. Wbeels, cushions, framie-
work, la>' tossed together in inextricable confusion,
and close to the bank a little chestnut pony la>'
gasping its if e out, hurt to the death, and aid>' able
ta turn pitiful questioning eyes upon the mysterious
horror whicli lad brouglit sucli destruction.

Tlie two occupants of the motor car stood amidst
the wreckagc, and as Trcdnian and the chuld drcw
niear, lie heard one of the nmen sa>' to the other,
in Frenchi-

"Drive for your life ta fetch a docton. She is
badly hurt." And at that juncture the young Eng-
lishman realized that there was yct another actor
in the strange littie drama in which he had so sud-
denl>' been calhcd ta take part, and, with a sick thnob
of disma>', he saw lying amongst the fragments of

.the carniage the forni of an unconscious woman.
"Carne ta mother," cried the chihd, whose hand

still clung ta bis, "she bas faîhen on the liard road.
It flung me on the hank, hut-mother-mother.-"
and with a stifled sali that was fan more heart-rend-
ing than an outhunst of passionate grief would have
heen, ghe fiung herself down in the dust beside the
inanimnate waman.

"I. slie-dead ?" Giles whispered in French ta the
taîl man who stood lookintf silently down at the

woman and child upon the ground, "but-for some
reason, why, I do flot know, the car skidded as we
were passing the pony carnîage. We struck it fuill
on the side-and-" he shrugged his shoulders sig-
nificantly, "the result-you sec."

"I sec, inde.ed," Giles answered drily, bis eyes
deep with indignation as they met the other's cyes-
cold, blue and steely, "and is there nothing wc can
do for this poor lady uintil the doctor cornes?

"My man bas given ber brandy. He bas -loosened
bier clothing and done ail tbat is possible," was the
response, in a voice which, despite its coldness,
struck upon Giles's cars witb a peculiar fascination,
"it wilI bc well flot to move hcer until we know what
bier injuries are."~

"Move ber? No 1" Giles exclairned, "no one in
bis senscs would wish to tnove bier. We migbt be
doing just the vcry worst tbing in tbe world. But-
my God-it secrns so callous-so-brutal-to be
standing here doing nothing, notbing, when-for ail
we know tbe poor soul nia> be dying."

"Callous? Brutal ?" Again carne that lift of
the shoulders, and a faint smilc flickered over the
taîl man's features, "it is sometirnes less brutal to
bold'one's band tban to use it, less callous to wait
than to act precipitatel>'." Again Giles was struck
by tbe cornbincd coldness and fascination of the
well rnodulated voice, and as his clear eyes glanced
at the man's features, lie found buiscîf reflecting
inconsequentl>' tbat it was just such a face as this
that bad power to stir women's hearts.

A certain irnperiousness rnarked the stranger's
bearing, but Giles felt instinctively that it was the
imperiousness of one born to master, not the cul-
tivated hauteur of a lesser personalt>'. The face
was very bandsome-and if the cbiselling of the
features showed something of the coldness of rnarble
--Giles nevertheless recognlized their undoubted
fascinatioii. The eyes-blue and clear-cold as ice,
keen as steel-bad an oddly cornpelling power which
the young mani owned, tbough he owned it re-
luctantly. Meeting tbose eyes bie experienced the
curious sensation of having gone back to bis earliest
youth again, and bçing in the presence of bis corn-
rnanding officer.

He found biniseif almost unconsciously trying to
tbrow off the influence of the elder man, and bis
voice took on a curt accent as bc said->

"Without an y unduly precipitate action, 1 think
I can do something for that poor lady," and leaving
the taîl stranger's side be bent over the prostrate
and still unconscious woxnan, lifting ber head gently
fromn the dust of tbe road and resting it upon one
of the carniage cushions which bad been tossed
amongst the splinters of wood and iron.

"Woxi't mpther ever open ber eyes ?" tbe chuld's
tremblig voice wbispered in bis ear, "why must
she lie bere in the road-so still and white," and.
once more the small ciinging hands clutched at bis.
His heart went out in a passion of pit>' and tender-
ness towards the friglitened little girl, and he drew,
her towards him with a brotherly gesture.

"A doctor will corne soon," lie said, "it is safer
to let her lie here until we know whetlier she is-
hurt or no. She is not in pain now," he ad;ded7'
looking down at the face that was so terrib>' white
and still, «"we will wait patiently, just a few
moments, and then-the doctor will come-and
help her."

The child drank in his words eagerly, her great
wistful eyes riveted on his face whilst his were fixed
upon the injured woman. She was young still,
certainiy not more than two or tliree and thirt>' he
imagined; and in spite of lier deathlike whiteness,
the face that lay against the dark green cushion was
vety iovcly. Long, dark lashes swept the cheek,
cloudy masses of dark hair, loosened by hier fali,
fell about her neck, the curves of ber mouth we-re
of great sweeitness, whIlst a certain pathetic droop
ini their lines gave t<> the wliole face an expression


