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Fîrst Insta2Lmei4nt of aTo-atSra
Dy FRE!LRIcK OOEA

AND KENDALL arrived ln Paris, antiRalighteti from a crowded train in the
Gare d 'Orleans. li e limbed the stairs[ R] from the train shed to the station pro-
]ter, ani stood n moment to study the
crowd, milling everywbere like anta,
surging about like waves, bubbling and

efferv esting like water at the foo)t of some icascade.
Thore were Young girls la chic costumes and smart

bats. smiling as womnen smile wben life is bright anti
prolising; old people wbo trutlgod nlong witbsantis-
fied, dteî, set expre-ssions on their faces, as thougb
age and weakness and dull, ordinary existence were
sometbing mot te be argueti or disrussed, but pas-
sively cndured; and now ani then an ofilcer or sol-
(lier flnshod by la bIne or khaki, French, American or
British, bigbly at case with realities, andi quite aware
of the bonour, the dignity of tbe cloth, singularly
f rje, too, from that solema expression, so chara'ter-
istie of those who formerly partook of the party or
banquet, witb their mnd 's oye set constantly on the
distant but inevitable panorama of war.

It was a peaceful-looking crowd, not se mucb lu i
regard te intîlvidual appearances or concertid se-
tivity as la its atmospbere of relief andi repose, and
satisfaction that the worst was ovor; quito ,lifferent
from the crowi that had met Kentlall's gaze when ho
camie te Panis on bis first fnrlougb nearly four years
&go.

A taxicab rolled up te the curve. Kendaîl mura-
IIdbis destination and get into the machine. Over

the l'ont Royale, ltast the Cometîle Française, ant i t
slippedl through a lab)yrintb of streets, at-rosa squares
andi finally vwhlirledi up la front of the porte-cochere
of the Hlotol Francaise.

Horoiserdpassed tbrougb a lobby fllled witb
,varions elemeonts of aocioty, censiting of represonta-
tives from evveryv country merged into a lingering
group stopping la Paris on sundry tîiferent missions.

Mis romn was neatly furni * hed and t-omfortable.
As ho looked more loaely at its varions de-
talla of fnrnishing-, its cream-coated walls, its
oltI mrahogany furniture, a eandlestiek or two
on the tleserted mntel, and the oî-faabioned

fracavgu inkling of a sîilar apart-
ment trit-kled into bis consciouanesa. On bis
firat trip te Pa:ris heho ati topped at the Hotel
Francaise. Gradlually it dawned upon bim that
he w'as cuyg the sanme room ho bati ten-
anteti on a formeor occasion. And standing
in t he -ornerwa the little table ho bad
pIayedl cards on with Han Gantier, a
young French offleer wbe was sharing bis
quartera. And there, tee, ho bad writ-
ton bis irst letton in French te a Young
ladly, witbout the aiti of a dietioaary
or book of idioma.

HIe opened the Windows and stopped -

eut on tbe balcony. Befoeohlm Paris y
stretebed beneatb the moonlit skies.
A narnow street or two, dark
mnasses of buildings, and the

sbadowy bletebes of cbim-
ney-pots entered bis
vision. And scattered
bore and there bis gaze
caugbt traces of menu-
mental piaces of architec-
ture. Cowring nader the
moon, witb its ahadows
and bizarre light effecta,-
Paris appeals strongly te the imagination.
And wbo wouldf net peoeî tsbistorie
scenos of blstory, romance and intrigue,
wîtb the old actors-villains and beroes--conjurod up
by fancy, wbe played the greater part of theîr des-
perate roles in this city of mystoryl Kendall was
tbinking of the past in a duil mood of mlanchoiy.
But thiero was sometbing, or at least someone else
la bis thougbts besidles Paria.

IRow bis life bad grewn since hç at atood thore
and viewed the cityl And tbe growtb was of depth,
and beauty and trengt-not of yearsl Kendal
-was yeuag -four years ago, and now ho is wiae and
grave and eld. Od-but bis bond of dark bain shows
neot a sign of grayi Ris -eyes-ah, that 'a another
inatter.

Hoý possesaod lîght bine eyes, witb eveny trace of
baving looked on long hours of anguisb and sorrow.
R:ow many people have looked into these eyea and
dreamed of that romote staro that seemed te ho

always looking backwards over the barren, shel-torn
ground of the past.

Kendall went into war witb the first Canadian
contingent. lus first bours in the tronches were spent
in the neighbourhood of Armentaires. Bight £rom
the start be had a passion for doing brave stunts-
reekless dispdays of bra' ado, sonte of theu,, but meni
looked on and wondered and admired. They learned
to love hlm, and said so in terms that left no0 doubt
about bow they feit. ''Kendall!-We'd go to hell
for hlm!''

And thon came Ypres. There is a wood not far
frorn the town of St. Julien in that neighbourhood,
and niany a hot serap took place there in the course
of the great battie. Kendall fought weli in that hole
-go weIl that they made hlm a captin for it later.
Pestubert and Gavenchy, and then the Royal Flying
Corps, that was Kendal's record of service. lu the
last ho won a V.C. and severai other decorations.
Men have been heard to say that he bang over bis
old regiinent as an air scout whenever the opportunity
offereid to get trace of thein. Many a German at-
tack ho broke with bis rattling machine gun fire.
The mnen would look up from the trenches and watcb
the flash of his machine ia the sunlight. Admiration
welled in their hearts, pressing thought înto speech.
1'1Good old scout!'' they would mutter; 'Good old
scout! "

For a long time he stood on the balcony there,
and the light of the moon fell on bis face, and sbowed
it op, youtbful yet linod, and set coldly white like a
deatb mask, ani brought out vaguely the worried,
troubled look in1 bis eyes, sucb as shows in the eyes
of men wbo are lookîng for the last time on a
favourite scene of pleasure. Only inucb more sor-
rowful was the look la Kendall's eyes, and ever 0>o
maci<h dPeper.

Many womea bad admiredL Rand Kendall at Lon-
dIon and Paris. Noue of tbemn could resist bis gaI-
lantry when he chose to be gallant. But that was
on rare occasions, for ho seldom trifled witb women's
hearts. Hlowever, his manner of dealing with women

was tlecidedly a deferential eue, and quite a few of
tbem mîstook a developed masculine tiquette for a
display of interest, and accepted wîth delight bis
polito gracos as more familiar attentions.

Handsome mon are always dangerous, even wben
they don't possesa a record of glorieus achievement,
but wben bravory and gallantry on bioed-soddon
:flelds of deatb a-e added te a splendid presence and a
pleasiug persouality t e offect iu a drawiug-room la
indescribable, and women wonden and grow diasatis-
fied witb tbemseives, compliment iavlahly and lionïize
prettily after their ewn fashion, aud thon go away
quietIy and try te ferget.

In London there were Peggy Wade, the young set-
ress, wbo wrote hlm letters and sent couàfort boxes
and packages of ail kinda; Bene DeVere, danghter of

a high Government official; Jean Andree, a debonair
littie secretary, and Dorotby Burton, a little artîst's
model, who was herself studying art, and who sent
hlmi numerous letters, sketches and delightfully peu-
cilled drawings.

''Yeu will soon forget," hle told them, "with your
i-phemeral loves." And he woald laugh and say that
love sueh as thoirs was a disease-usual with gay bat-
terflies that die after a summer of gladness, motha
that fait in love with the light of candies, and strange
little wildflowers that bloom during an heur of sun-
shine and thon wither in the shadows. And thon lhe
would laughingly chide thema for taking an lnterost
in bimself. Unable to solve the brilliant mystery of
bis emotions, they would linger a while, and then
gradually go away.

To the women ho met in Paris, such as Andree
iJusquet, Charlotte Bethean, and a bost of others, ho
was somewbat more frank and outspoken.

met any of you that I like."1
''But maybe-''
''No. I am sorry. Neyer!"

And they too, went away, some of them smiling and
loving witb the samne light-hearted fancy, this dasb-
ing Canadian, boping that at somo future date ho
zight relent. And others did net smile. Theirs was
the love that lies slightly beneatb the surface. Yet
niost of thema lu time found solace in other tbings,
and Randaîl became merely a memory-a delicious
bit of retrospection, and his words andI bis acts were
liko the phantoms of a dreamn that had l)tsgel away.

N OT se witb Fny Bercoul Like Bayard andth te
knights of old, lie had come fromt battle gai-

lant, romantie, stalwart, brave andi handsome, and
she happene~d intn his life. Out of the trenches Rau-
(tatI hatl come andi accidentally chanceti upon bier.
Splendidly hie made love to Fny by a reed-grown
moat and in1 the shadow of ancient troes-after the
grand, romantie manner.

J)ays of sunshine andi love la the little thatched
village, with its squnre-towercd churcb and shining
river, its hedges ani fields and parks, wbere their
bearts nestlcd together, and an exquisite, vague un-
reaiity wove itself over their very existence, and
overything was forgottea except their own sweet
selves.

When bis fnrlougb was ended, came the parting.
Her dim, regular little face nestiod against hie

breast; bier bair a ligbt colour, like straw-coloured
early autumn grass, streamed over bier sheulders un-
bound, eyes liko the iight grecn of shallow seas-Fay
was beautifal, enthrallingly beautiful, and innocently
unconscious of the immense effeet she created.

There might have been a trace of bow Randal
felt if the expression of bis face bad been closely
studied. At a glance no emotion was apparent.

And Pay, knowing how generous sbe bad given of
lier love, looked up into bis face, and ilalber eyes was
the light of a wbole-souled woman-givîng, sympa-
thetie and just. Randali kissedl ber once, and happy
in bier ow'n way-a quiet, undomonstrative manner-
she smiled, andtiber lids drepped slowly on the watery
pools bier eyes became.

Even on the stage, actor and actresa are tbrilled
whp the toucbing moment of a big love

scelne is reached. It is the Xac of the au-
dience 's desire. And how pas-
sionately it is played outl
Ont on tbe sbadow-dappletl
roadway, with the old trees
whispering overhead, tbere
were no spectators. But
surely the birds must have
snng the merrior, and the
flowr by the roadway mnst

witnessing the emotions that
swept over Randali. Fay bad
sudde nly taken on, in bis
mind'a oye, a wonderful as-
pect. She was something to
lie admired, loved, adored,
nay, cherished, ant iehofeit
towards lber as lie badl neyer
feit towards a woman before.
R1e kissed bier, and wbeu tbeir
lips met there was a balf-

-. smothered wbisper:
"Dear boart 1 Dear bat 1
Standing (t te balcony,

dreaming bis listless dreams,
hoe was tbinking oi a ruîned village, a steeî-battered
meat, where the reeds had grown, 110W covered witb
clay, anti gaunt spectres of gnaried and broken trees
wbere the leafy old trees bad been.

Pence bnd comel But to seehcarts it meant
little of caim and repose. Foxthtere are things that
the beart and the mind can neyer forget. Rand
Kendall bad visited the village. True toabis promise,
hie bad come back. But the soul of the village was
gone, and tbe sunshine beat in npon the ruins of
tbe tbings that were! No birds sang, noe lokers
bioomed, and tbe fields were scatbed and tori, witb
wild poppies reveiling among the ruina, sweoping
over the fields ini a glorious efruigence of colour
that served as a background for the white-gray
crosses-and the memeries of (Continued on Page 44N
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