Captain Macklin

any servitude, I would struggle to rise above the
most hateful surroundings.

I had just registered this mental vow, my eyes
were still fixed appealingly on the woman who
was all unconscious of the sacrifice I was about to
make for her, when the servant came into the
room and handed me a telegram. I signed for
it, and she went out. Beatrice had not heard her
enter, and was still playing. I guessed the tele-
gram was from Lowell to say he could not get
away, and I was sorry. But as I tore open the
envelope, I noticed that it was not the usual one
of yellow paper, but of a pinkish white. I had
never received a cablegram. I did not know that
this was one. I read the message, and as I read
it the blood in every part of my body came to a
sudden stop. There was a strange buzzing in
my ears, the drums seemed to have burst with a
tiny report. The shock was so tremendous that
it seemed Beatrice must have felt it too, and I
looked up at her stupidly. She was still playing.

The cablegram had been sent that morning
from Marseilles. The message read, “ Command-
ing Battalion French Zouaves, Tonkin Expedition,
holding position of Adjutant open for you, rank
of Captain, if accept join Marseilles. Laguerre.”

I laid the paper on my knee, and sat staring,
scarcely breathing, as though I were afraid if I
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