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IHTHE final note <of tbe bauntingly
familiar aria from "Butterfly" camne a

wX thunder of applause, under crr of
V lwbicb Carey Slessor made bis exit,

aeeking the seclusion of the club bouse
J_ verandab, Hie cexperiencet! thesanme

sense of baving been sung to personally
as be bat! fet the last timielie heard it--'-undem very
differenit circuinatances; yet lie fancied that bis tardy
entr.ance and unobtrusive seat in the corner coult!
hardly bave brougbt him to tire singer's notice,

Somminer mnoonliglit pouret! throuigh the inter-
stices in the natuiral lattice work of Virginia creeper
ant! occasional Dutcbmian's Pipe, spiling in wbîislipools and! drivinig into more sbadet! corners the few
couples wbo forgot the concert programme indoors
andtirte coolness of the night, and! îndeed, everytbing
but their awn immiiedliate and perhaps f ututre concernas.

Carey leaned <ver the verandali ailing an([ tried
to tell himiself that lie was sorry niow hle lbat! istene-d
ta Jery's persuasive Hlibernian tongue and! promnised
to corne ot from ithe city to-niigbt. His eyes wandered
to tire Chinese laniternas that swung gently iii the soft
breeze that camne off the wvater -they looket! faded
and! out of place. Down beyond the ramnbling serieýs
of boathousea the river gleamiie-a broat!, silver
streak. Hie amilet! a little wbimrsically at the tricks
that mnemory and imagination played, juggling these
thingas s cleverly in bis mid. It scemet! so strange
tbat to-nigbt, of ail ni glits, lie shoult! have ta face
this tbing again, xhen lie thouglit lie had effectually
burnet! is bridges . . . Laugliter camie floating
tbrough tlie doorwvay, the n ppling laugliter of the
ladies, the resoniant rumible af thle men. -Jerry would
be digging into lis inexhaustible treasure-house of
wit again. Gotoit! djerry-wbat tendernesalione
fron his eyes even wbile his tangue proclaimeçl <ne
a mnany-atjectived foui!

Hie barely heard the soit footfall behint! bim, but
was not aumpiaed to hear nia name callet!.

Ca rey!
As lie turnet! ta meet lier, Carey felt that tliegirl

must surely note the pallor of has face and ote
betrayals of bis feei,,ng.In a moment, thougli lie
was calm; year fsefdscpie camne ta hi aid.

"'Connie--of al peoplel ITve been starîng at you
in rude unlielief for the asat haîf-hour or more, trying
ta convince myself that the young lady sittîng so
composedly up tliere with the ret of the 'talent' was
not a product of a feveret! imagination, but real
fleali and! blood."

U Perliapa,» she sait!, with a note of laughter in
lier voicesthînt set his memiory' into feveislly retro-
spective activity a gain, you't! like te shake banda
and! diapel your t!oubts, young muan. I saw you
stealing out snd knew you at once--e'veai your
civvies, sa I vas boît! enough te follow. There-
you neet!n't stand holding ny liant! ail niglt; besides
t's briglt moonliglit here."

He led her to a chair tien, back in the shat!ow,
placing another beside it for himself.

"Sit t!owa ant! l'Il fetch-you a wrap," he toit! ler,
an.d for ail bis attemptet! restraint lie coult! not keep
the eagerness out of his voice. " There's so mucli to
tell, is't there, since we sait! good..hye at Luston
tInt morning. Wait-Il onlyrbe a jiffyl"

la a moment of returning saaity hê toit! himself
lie vas more kinda of a fool than Jerry hat!d dbbed
him, but the glow in bis heart vas flot to be so easily
quenched.

" It's surely commeito me," lie arguet! sl<ud, as lie
mad hs wy huthepsae . TTrrow cari

't take care Of itself-to-night at least is my own."
"B eg pardon, sir." Old Tonkins was

leaning towards bim, band cupped to ear.
"You wish for something, sir?"/'. "I do," returned Carey, whimsîcally, "butIn afraid, Tonkins, it's beyond your power
to give it." And passed on, wrap in hand,

to seek Constance Maitland.
Twenty yards or so beyond them the gleaing

stretch oif river pursued its steady, slnw-moving
way toxwards the bridge that spanned it half-a mile
down stream. Skirting the shore on thîs side a strip
of sandy-coloured roadwav, silvered in the moonligbt,
ran its slightly winding course, fringed by tail trees.
Upon the wooded rise on the farther bank a grey
stone building thrust its square-but chimneys
well above the treetops.

'IHEV HAD been sittÎing for a moment or two,T1 impre scri by the quiet beauty of the nigbt, when
('<nta nce touched bis armn.

"Carcy-doesn't it rermînd you ?"
"'That's f unnv,," lie întercepted, "lVve been tbink-

ing the saine thing ail evening-at least since I carne
out bere alter you sang. Don't know that it ever
struck nie just that way before. That oId building
over there might be tbe monastery on the bill: do
you recail the time we climbed up to it, Connie,
and the venerable Father sbowed us around and
explained bow saime of the sacred relica were buriedduring the occupation?"

"And the row of polars there, Carey-isn't
it alnîost identical? '1 bat was where 1 nearly fell
in trying to get that phutograpb and you lectured
me like a. . father. And the bridge down below-
youl cani almost imagine tbe acreen of dried branches
stili clinging to it. Only, those old boathouses
sbouldn't be down there, an( while your club bouse
is very nice, Carey, it's notQite the chatean, la it?

Carey smiled, but itw e of those mechanical
smiles, for hia mind was far away. In imaginationbie was kack agzain in the love ly valley of the Meuse,
with itaswîýýft-running streamInfiowing between
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characteristically tiee-lnvd abores, and lits alopes
rising so precipittusly iin pt tat the overhaniging
rock seemned ta threaten the passers-by on the
winding roadlway beneath, and its smiiling old-world
biaiets at every turm bringing a sense of age-long
peace except mwbere, every now and then, the devas-
tating liant! of the enemiy bat! brougbt the scourge of
illegitimiate warfare, leaving scars the mienory <f wbich
atili sent the hot bloot! coursing throuigh bis vreina.

"You remnember our visit to poor wasted Dinant?"
bie asked hier.

"I mas just tbiinkinig of it. How miany hundred
stepa d (id we climb that day to the top of thbe citadel?
1 stili have the 1pbotograph 1 took of you seated
astridle <ne of the ancient cannon up
there. And! the littIe wayside graveyard
wbere the martyret! chlidren lie."

He was silent, tbiniking, as lie
looked into ber eyes
now, of the claquent
moisture that 'came
to themi then as she
read the inscriptions
that told, more vivit!-
lyr than any guide- Î
book couit!, of the
tragic twenty-third of
August, 1914. It hat!
been one of those
moments of siuent
understanding that
help to weave two
lives into a common
fabric.

"Carey - do you
remembher the jolting
oit! ambulance t h e
Colonel spiritet! up P
by some mysterious
influence ta take us
there? Poor oit! Col-
onel - liow madly
jealous hie was of all
you younger men -

why lie took ta me
instead of the otler w

away the tedium of the weeks of waiting after the
armistice and before bomeward movements were
more than vague rumours, to wbicli one clung witb
pathetie optimismn for want of better. They bad came
out under the auspices of the Y.M.C.A., and with
Namur as a centre, entertained acceptably under
circumatances tbat would bave disconcert'9d many-
in convents, scbool buildings, stores in a state of
temporary abandonmient, rude buts-mpromnptu
places of amusement strung around in a sixty-kîlo-
meter circle. Artists ail, yet at the samie time Ît
bad taken juat one ta win the bearta of every officer
and! inan-little Constance Maitland, perbapa be-
cause abe came froin Canada and knew soîne of the
places and folk tbey did "back home." Carey bat!
personally baunted hler that week and been at the
bottomnof the arrangements for a littie entertainment

and dance given by the officers quartered in tbe <Id
chateait up the famous Meuse.

" The 'Little Canadian,' as tbe boys called he,"said Carey, baîf to bimiself, 'was papular because
she sang tbe songs that carried us back bome-and
still more popular because she was. . .just berself."

i'Carey! Wben did you learn ta talk like that?
A compliment sa pettily phrased sounis strange
from you'"

He flusbed a bit at that.
"Well, it's true anyway, Connie. There are some

people in the warld who just naturally fit into tbe
scbeme of thinga wberever tbey go, and quite un-
consciously, 1 fancy, spur folks on te doý their beat.
It's a ,od -given power-you've got it, Connie. I-
I felt it the first nigbt I met you, and it's meant a lot
to nme since. I don't often talk like this, but I've
wanted to tell you and neyer-did. I wanted to tell

~ou tbatmorning you came ta see me off at Enstan,

He stoppet! abruptly; this was skating on thin ice.
Perbapa because lie saw tbe inquiry trembling on

lier lips b e switcbed the conversation to other tbings.
He did flot came to admit be was ton cowardly ta
write, tao lîttie sure of himself. AI! these days and
months he bat! brougbt bimacîf to tbink of her in
the ligbt of a pleasant memory, to be treasured as
one does thinga for past associations, ail the more
cherishet! because the future can hold none of tbem.

Now they went again in imagination to tbe places
they had vîsited togetbem during tbose wondemfultwo montha wben lie bjîd been -uree in London
before bis sailing was (Cntinued on Page 50)


