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ACTIVE JERVICE.

CHAPTER I.

Marjory walked pensively along the hall. In the

cool shadows made by the palms on the window ledge,

her face wore the expression of thoughtful melancholy

expected on the faces of the devotees who pace in ^

cloistered gloom. She halted before a door at the

end of the hall and laid her hand on the knob. She
stood hesitating, her head bowed. It was evident

that this mission was to require great fortitude.

At last she opened the door. " Father," she began
at once. There was disclosed an elderly, narrow-faced

man seated at a large table and surrounded by manu-
scripts and books. The sunlight flowing through

"Jsurtains of Turkey red fell sanguinely upon the bust
of dead^iyed Pericles on the mantle. A little clock

was ticking, hidden somewhere among the countless

leaves of writing, the maps and broad heavy tomes
that swarmed upon the table.

*' *

Her father looked up quickly with an ogreish scowl.

JLOoaway! ". he cried ia a rage^—

^

* Go away^^^G^
away. Get out

!

" He seemed on the point of arising

* ^^t wk '
' ^t **fi J

:k
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to eject the visitor. It was plain to her that he h,Hbeen .nterrupted i„ the writing ol .ne o, his sentencedponderous, solemn and endle« ;„ u- v

"'"'"

multitudes of homele^ a"d ?' V ^ "'"''"«'

adjectives loolcingTo Tpa, „, Z -,r^'"°--s •"• * parent, and quarrelling nonnc

form of thought but which had about them a g„a-mtaroma from the dens of longhead scholars
'"g

out, snarled the professor.

,
" ^"^"" '^^"^ the girl. Either because hi,

of h.s m,nd by fc.s own emphasis in defending it or

p^s^: h
""^^ """'''"^°' p-"' •"'-:

P s,on h,s manner suddenly changed, and with apetulan jjance at his writing he laid down his oenand sank back in his chair to listeH. -. Well whaUsIt, my child ?
"

' "" '*

The girl took a chair near the window and ea«d-out upon the snow-s.ricken campus, where af hemoment a group of students re.urmnglm a clroom were festively hurling snow-baUs. • IVe go"«Hneth,ng ,p„rt^, to tell you, father," J^ shebut I don't quite know how to say if
"Something important ?" repeated the professorHe was not habitually interested in the affJLs of h"'am.ly,b„t this proclamation that something mjor^^

=» capTKKms mteresl. •' Well, what is it, Marjory ? "
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She replied calmly: '« Rufus Coleman wants to
marry me."

" What ? " denianded the professor loudly. « Rufus
Coleman. What do you mean ?

"

The girl glanced furtively at him. She did not
seem to be able to frame a suitable sentence.
As for the professor, he had, like all men both

thoughtless and thoughtful, told himself that one day
his daughter would come to him with a tale of this
kind. He had never forgotten that the little girl was
to be a woman, and he had never forgotten that this
tall, lithe creature, the present Marjory, was a woman.
He had been entranced and confident or entranced
and apprehensive according to the time. A man
focussed upon astronomy, the pig market or social
progression, may nevertheless have a secondary -mind
which hovers like a spirit over his dahlia tubers and
dreams upon the mystery of their slow and t^Snder
revelations. The professor's secondary mind had
dwelt always with his daughter and watched with a
faith and delight the changing to a woman of a certain
fat and mumbling babe. However, he now saw this
machme. this self-sustaining, self-operative love, which
had run with the ease of a clock, suddenly crumble to
ashes and leave the mind of a great scholar staring at
a calamity. " Rufu* Coleman," he repeated, stunned.
.Here ^yas-to daught|^vefy oBviousry desirous of^
marrying Rufus Col<S,.

'' Marjorj^," he cried in

-~/

L'i^*i£,4,v,Wi;

•^1



4 ACTIVE SERVICE.
amazement and fear "wKo*
Rufus Coleman?" '

' ''°"'"" ^°'" "ar^

^' '"°T ""g"'«»" of a fact. Being freed from

h„ "r":'^
"' "'""^ " «^' ""'a'a'ion. she .imply

upon them. Tl,e professor stared long athisdaugh.

Lt
™:,^''*<'<"^ of unhappiness deepened up«„ hisfae "M„jo^. Mario.y," he m„rn,„ed at las

k^d o?»»-/r^ *° '""^'"S """"eht into somekmdofatftude toward this terrible fact. "lam I

biern eye, he asked: " Whv r?n ««.. • l
4.U • ^

" • vv ny ao you wish to marrv
this man ? You «,.>k

raarry
ifou, with your opportunities of meetingpersons of intelhVenc^ A„^

"» meeting
inieuigence. And you want to marry—"

His voice grew tragic. " You want to marry the Sunday editor of the ^.«, y^r^ Eclipse "

sune'nV:"';^'''^'^^"'''^'^^'^^"-^^^^^^^^

"Wait a moment; don't talk." cried the professorHe arose and walked nervously to and fro. his hands'

wC;::ri- "^----^-^^ behind the ears as

A gambler, a sporter of fine clothes, an expert onchampagne, a polite loafer, a witness knave who edit

^^ou want^ many liim, thfi^ mah?

.k^«.::(
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jory, you are insane. This fraud who asserts that his

work is intelligent, this fool comes here to my house
and—':

He became aware that his daughter was regarding
him coldly. "I thought we had best have all this

part of it over at once," she remarked.

He confronted her in a new kind of surprise. The
littie keen-eyed professor was at this time imperial, on
the verge of a majestic outburst. " Be still," he said.

"Don't be clever with your father. Don't be a
dodger. Or, if you are, don-'t speak of it to me. I

suppose this fine young man expects to see me per-
sonally ?" ^ -

"He was coming to-morrow," replied Marjory.
She began to weep. " He was coming to-morrow."

" Um," said the professor. He continued his pac-
ing while Marjory wept with her head bowed to the
arm of the cfeair. His brow made the three dark
vertical crevices well known to his students. Some-
times he glowered murderously at the photographs of
ancient temples which adorned the walls. " My poor
child," he said once, as he paused near her, "

to^
think I never knew you were a fool. I have been
deluding myself. It has been my fault as much as
it has been yours. I will not readily forgive mv-
self."

^ B y

The girl i-aised her face and looked^ at hini7
Finally, resolved to disregard the dishevelment
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wrought by tears, she presented a. desperate front
w..h her wet eyes and flushed cheeks. Her hair was

fool, she sa,d. The pause before this sentence hadbeen so portentous of a wild and rebellious speech
hat the professor almost laughed now. But still the

father for the flrst time knew that he was being „„.
dauntedly faced by his child in his own libran,, i„ the
presence of 37a pages of the book that was to be his
masterp ece. A. the bac]f of his n,ind he felt a greataweas,fh,sown youthful spirit had come from the
past and challenged him with aglance. Foramoment
he was almost a defeated man. He dropped into a
cnair. Does your mother know of this ? " he asked
mournfully,

t
"Yes." replied the girl. "She knows. She has

been trying to make me give up Rufus."

;•
Rufus " cried the professor rejuvenated by anger.

.

Well, his name is Rufus," said the girl.

"But please do;i't call him so before me," said the
father with icy dignity. "I do not recognise him asbemg named Rufus. That is a contention of yours
whu:h does not arouse my interest. I know him very
well as a gambler and a drunkard, and if incidentally
he is named Rufus, I fail to see any importance to it/'He IS not a gambler and he is not a drunkard "
she said..

'
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He gambles. He plays cards for money—more than

he possesses—at least he did when he was in college."

" You said you liked him when he Wci^ in college."

"So I di^. So I did," answered-/ the j^rofessor

sharply. " I often find myself liking that kind of a

boy in college. Don't I know them—thos^ lads

with their beer and their poker^ games in the dead of

the night with a towel hung over the keyhole. " Their

habits are often vicious enough, but something

remains in them through it ^11 and they may , go away
and do great things. This happens. We know it. It

happens with confusing insistence. It destroys theo-

ries. There—there isn't much to say about it. And
sometimes we like this kind of a boy better than we do
the—the others. For my part I krtow of fiiany A pure,

pious and fine-minded student that I have positively

lo?ithed from a personal
,
point-of-view. But," he

added, " this Rufus Coleman, his life in college and
his life since; go to prove how often we get off the

track. There is no gauge of collegiate conduct what-
ever, until we can get evidence of the man's work in

the world. Your precious scoundrel's evidence is now
all in and he is a failure, or worse."

" You are not habitually so fierce In judging
people," said the girl.

"I would be if they all wanted to marry my
laughter," rejoined the professor. " Rather than let

^

that man makq love to you—or even be within 4

%
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fZT r,
"""'" ""^ '•^'P y°" "•"' """> you

forget. If you persist in .his silly fancy, I shall ,t.once become medieval."

Marjoorhad evidently recovered much of her com-
Posure ..Yes, father, new^dima.es are always su"

EeL°
'""°"-" *=""'"'«'' -""^ "•"Oof

"It isn't so, much the old expedient," said the pro-
f^ssor musmgly, -^ Jt ,-, that I would be afraid to'leave you here with,no protection against that drink-ng gambler and gambling drunkard " -

speIin?of
!."'" *"f ""' "°"° "'' '-" *«»"' '"speaking of the man that I shall many ••

rl^-V ' '"'""• '° ^' '"tents, the professor

thoughtfully together. ..y^s." he observed.
That sounds reasonable from your standpoint."

H.s eyes studied her face ina long and steady glance.He arose and went into the hall. When he returnedhe wore h,s hat and great coat. He took a book andsome papers from the table and went away
Marjoo- walked slowly through the halls and up to

mak-ng h.s way across the campus labouriouriy against

imie black figure bent forward, patient, steadfast. It=*«« mfertor fact fSaf BeTSihiFi^ om: ofthe

a\ARl**A^H..4W-XM>^.*t'*^ ^ t '^.•'Jf^iv "^ "**wV 4>Jj.ilJi.t, « tfi, 'M»- '\
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famous scholars of t^ie generation. To her, he was now
a little old man facing the wintry winds. Recollect-

ing herself and Rufus Coleman she began to weep
again, wailing amid the r^ins of her tumbled hopes.
Her skies had turned to paper and her trees were
mere bits of green sponge. But amid all this woe
appeared the little black image of her father making

,
its way against the storm.

\

^
4

. fi-



CHAPTER II.

In a high-walled corrider of one of the college
buildings, a crowd of students waited amid jostlings
and a loud buzz . of talk. Suddenly a huge pair of
doors flew o^en and a wedge of young men inserted
Itself boisterouply and deeply into the throng. ThefT
was a great scuffle attended, by a general banging of
books upon heads. The two lower classes engaged
in herculean play while members of the two higher
classes, standing aloof, devoted themselves strictly to
the encouragement of whichever party for a moment
lost ground or heart. This was in order to prolong
the conflict.

The combat, waged in the desperation of proudest
youth, waxed hot and hotter. The wedge had been
instantly smitten into a kind of block of men. It had
crumpled mto an irregular square and on three sides
it was nd^ assailed with remarkable feVocity.

^

I^was a matter of wall meet wall in terrific rushes,
during which lads could feel their very hearts leaving
them in the compress of friends and fo^. They on
the outskirts upheld the honour of their classes by
squeezing into paper thickness the lungs of those of

Jbcir fellows who formed the aentr^ of the m«^r
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In some way it resembled a panic at a theatre.

The first lance-like attack of the Sophomores had
been formidable, but the Freshmen outnumbering
their enemies and smarting from continual Sopho-
moric oppression, had swarmed to the front like
drilled collegians and given the arrpgant foe the first

serious check of the year. Therefore the tall Gothic
windows which lined one side of the corridor looked
down upon as incomprehensible and ^joyable a tu-
mult as could mark the steps of advanced education.
The Seniors and Juniors cheered themselves ill.-

Long freed from the joy of such meetings, their only
means for this kind of recreation was to involve the
lower classes, and they had never seen the victims fall
to with such vigour and courage. Bits of printed
leases, torn note-books, dismantled collars and cravats
all floated to the floor beneath the feetof>he warring
hordes. There were no blows

; it was a battle of
pressure. It was a deadly pushing where the leaders
on either side often suflfered the most cruel and sicken-

,

ing agoay caught thus between phalanxes of shoulders
with friend as well as foe contributing to the pain. ,

Charge after charge of Freshmen beat upon the now
compact and organised Sophomores. Then, finely,

I^ the rock began to give slow way. A roar came from
the Freshmen and they hurled themselves in a frenzy
upon their betters.

^TTbe under the gaze of thcTjuniors and Seniors is

/

'\
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to be in sight of all met, and so the Sophomores atIhi^ j
important moment labWedjjfith the desperation^!
the half-doom?d to stem the terrible FreshmeS.

In the kind of game, it was the time when
tempers came strongly to the front, and in many
Sophomores' minds a thought arose of the incompara-
ble insolence of the Freshmen. A blow was struck ;

an infuriated Sophomore had swung an arm high and
smote a Freshman.

Although it hjid seemed that no greater noise could

be made by jjllrgiven numbers, the din that succeeded
this manifestation surpassed everything. The Juniors
and Seniors immediately set up an angry howl.

These veteran classes projected themselves into the

middle of the fight, buffeting everybody with small

thought as to merit. This method of bringing

peace was as militant as a landslide, but they had
muc.h trouble before they could^scbarate the cen-

tral clump o|^|intagonists into^MMMt^. A aMffi

of Freshmen Had cried out: j^j^pRpP^ke. ^ke
punched him. Coke." A dozen of them were tem-

pestuously endeavouring to register their protest

against fisticuffs by means of an introduction, of more

iticuflfs. .

The upper classmen were swift, harsh and hard.

** Cor^^liow, Freshies, quit it. Get back, get back,

d'y ' hear ? " With a wrench of muscles they forced

themselves iff front of Coke, who was Being

t.. '^(;3ASl
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de^nded by his classmates frcTm intensely earnest
attacks by outraged. Freshmen.

These meetings between the lower classes at the
door of a recitation room were accounted quite com-
fortable and idle, affairs, ^nd k blow delivered openly
and in hatred fractured a sharply defined, rule of con-"
duct. The corridor was in a hubbub. Many Senior^

,and Juniors, bursting from old and iron discipline,

^
wildly clamoured that some Freshman should be given

* the privilege of a si/igle encounter with Coke. The
Freshmen themse^Ms were fi^antic. They besieged the
tight and dauntless circle of men that encompassed
Coke; None dared confront the Seniors openly, but
by headlong rushes at auspicious moments they tried
to come to quarters with the rings of dark-browed
Sophomores. It was no longer a festival, a game ; it
was a ript. Coke, wild-eyed, pallid with fury, a ribbon
of blood on his Gbm-, swayed in the middle of the mob
of his, classmates, comrades who waived the ethics of
the blow under the circumstance of being obliged as

'

a corps to st^nd against the scorn of the whole college,
as well as against the tremendous assaults of the Fresh'
men. Shamed by their own man, but knowing full
well the right time and the wrong time for a palaver
of regret and disavowal, this battalion struggled in
the desperation of despair. Once they were upon the
verge of "^^^^"gunholy campaign against the interfer;^

/a-
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•|ng Seniors. This fiery impertinence was the meas-

ure of their state.

It was a critical moment in the play of the college.

Four or five defeats from the Sophomores during the

fall had taught the Freshmen much. They had

learned the comparative measurements, aSd they knew
now that their prowess was ripe to enable them to

amply revenge what was, according to their standards,

an execrable deed by a man who had not the virtue

to play the rough game, but was obliged to resort to

uncommon methods. In short, the Freshmen were

almost out of control, and the Sophomores debased

but defiant, were quite out of control. The Senior

and Junior classes which, in American colleges dictate

in these affrays, found their dignity toppling, and in

consequence there was a sudden oncome of the entire

force of upper classmen, football players naturally in

advance. All distinction^ were dissolved at once in a

general fracas. The stiff and still Gothic windows

surveyed a scene of dire carnage.

Suddenly a voice rang brazenly through the tumult.

It was not loud, but it was different. " Gentlemen !

Gentlemen !
" Instantly there was a remarkable num-

ber of baitings, abrupt replacements, quick changes.

Prof. Wainwright stood at the door of his recitation

room, looking into** the eyes of each member of the

mob of three hundred. " Ssh !
" said the mob. " Ssh I

^Qultt" Stopmrr the EmBSs^asrl Stopl^ He"
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had once been minister to Austro-Hungary, and for-
ever now to the students of the college his name was
Embassador. He stepped into the corridor, and they
cleared for him a little respectful zone .of floor. He
looked about him coldly. " It seems quite a general

'

dishevelment. The Sophomores display an energy in
the halls which I do not detect in tHe class room."^
A feeble murmur of^preciation arose from the"^

outskirts of the thro^ While he had been speak-
ing several remote groups of battling men had been
violently;%naled and suppressed by other students.
The professor gazed into terraces of faces that were
st.ll inflamed. " I needn't say that I am surprised,"
he remarked in the accepted rhetoric of his kind. He
added musingly: "There seems to be a great deal of
torn linen. Who is the young gentleman with blood
on his chin ?

"

The throng moved restlessly. A manful silence,
such as m,ght be in the tombs of stem and honourable
kn,ghts, feU upon the shadowed cflrridor. The sub.
dued rus«ing had fainted to nothing. Then out of
the crowd Coke, pale ind desperate, delivered himself.
. Oh. Mr. Coke," said the professor, "I would be^ad ,f you would tell the gentlemen they may retire
.0 the,r don„.tories." He waited ,jhile the students
passed out to the campus.
The professor returned to Ws room for some boofe,-=

and then began his own march across the snowy

v;r;'



r

i6 ^ ACTIVE SERVICE.

campus. The wind twisted his coat-tails fantastically,

and he was obliged to keep one hand firmly on the

top of his hat. When he arrived home he met his

wife in the hall. " Look here, Mary," he cried. She
followed him into the library. " Look here," he sai<

" What is this all about ? Marjory tells me she wants^
to marry Rufus Coleman." \*^%.''

Mrs. Wainwright was a fat woman who was said to

pride herself upon being very wise and if necessary,

sly. In addition she laughed continually in an inex-

plicably personal way, which apparently made every-

body who heard her feel offended. Mrs. Wainwright

laughed.

" Well," said the professor, bristling, " what do you
mean by that ?

"

"Oh, Harris," she replied. "Oh, Harris."

The professor straightened in his chair. " I do not

see any illumination in those remarks, Mary. I un-

derstand from Marjory's manner that she is bent upon

marrying Rufus Coleman. She said you knew of it."

" Why, of course I knew. It was as plain-^
"

" Plain !
" scoffed the professor. " Plain !

"

"Why, of course," she cried. "I knew it all

along."

There was nothing in her tone which proved that

she admired the event itself. She was evidently

carried away by the triumph of hfr penetration. "I

knew it all along," she added, nodding.

'
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The professor looked at her affectionately. "You
knew it all along, then, Mary ? Why didn't you tell

, me, dear ?

"

.
m

"Because you ought to have known it," she an-

swered blatantly.
"

The professor was glaring. Finally he spoke in

tones of grim reproach. " Mary, whenever you happen
to know anything, dear, it seems only a matter of par-

tial recompense that you should tell me."
The wife had been taught in a terrible school that

she should never invent any inexpensive retorts con-
cerning bookworms and so she yawed at once.
" Really,.Harris. Really, I didn't suppose the affair

was serious. You could have knocked me down with
a feather. Of course he has been here very often, but
then Marjory gets a great deal of attention. A great
deal of attention."

The professor had been thinking. " Rather than
let my giri marry that scalawag, I'll take you and her
to Greece this winter with the class. Separation. It

is a sure cure that has the sanction of antiquity."

"Well," said Mrs. Wainwright, "you know best,

Harris. You know best." It was a common remark
with her, and it probably meant either approbation or
disapprobation if it did not mean simple discretion.

/

yt



CHAPTER III.

There had been a babe with no arms born in one

of the western counties of Massachusetts. In place

of upper limbs the child had growing from its chest a

pair of fin-like, hands, mere bits of skin-covered bone.

Furthermore, it had only one eye.
,
This phenomenon

lived four days, but the news of the birth had travelled

up this country road and through that village until it

reached the ears of the editor of the Michaelstown

Tribune. He was also a correspondent of the New
York Eclipse. On the third day he appeared at the

home of the parents accompanied by a photographer.

While the latter arranged his instrument, the corre-

spondent talked to the father and mother, two cow-

eyed and yellow-faced people who seemed to suffer a

primitive fright of the strangers. Afterwards as the

correspondent and the photographer were climbing

into their buggy, the mother crept furtively down to

the gate and asked, in a foreigner's dialect, if they

would sfend her a copy of the photograph. The cor-

respondent carelessly indulgent, promised it. As the

buggy swung away, the father came from behind an

apple tree, and the two semi-humans watched it with

its burden of glorious strangers until it rumbled across
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the bridge and disappeared. The correspondent was
elate

;
he told the photographer that the Eclipse would

probably pay fifty dollars for the article and the pho-
tograph.

The office of the New York Eclipse was at the top
of the immense building on Broadway. It was a
sheer mountain to the heights of which the intermina-
ble thunder of the streets arose faintly. The Hudson
was a broad path of silver in the distance. Its «dge
was marked by the tracery of sailing ships' rigging
and by the huge and many-coloured stacks of ocean lin-

ers. At the foot of the cliflf lay City Hajl Park. It
seemed no larger than a quilt. The grey walks pat-

^ terned the snow-covering into triangles and ovals and
' upon them many tiny people scurried here and there
without sound, like a. fish at the bottom of a pool. It

'

was only the vehicles that sent high, unmistakable,
the deep bass of their movement. And yet after lis-

tening one seemed to hear a singular murmurous note
a pulsation, as if the crowd made noise by its mere
living, a mellow hum of the eternal strife. Then sud-
denly out of the deeps might ring a human voice, a
newsboy shout perhaps, the cry of a faraway jackal at
night;

From the level of the ordinary roofs, combined in
many plateaus, dotted with short iron chimneys from
.^curied wisps of Steam, arose other mounfaifls-
I'ke the Eclipse Building. They were great peaks.

k-VW't'-Tu'-W*^'^
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ornate, glittering with paint or polish. Northward
they subsided to sun-crowned ranges. 1

From some of the windows of the Eclipse office

dropped the walls of a terrible chasm in the darkrfess

of which could be seen vague struggling figures.

Looking down into this appalling crevice one dis-

covered only the tops of hats and knees which in

spasmodic jerks seemed to touch the rims of the hats.

The scene represented some weird fight or dance or

carouse. It was not an exhibition of men hurrying

along a narrow stree^

It was good to turn one's eyes from that plac^ to

the vista of the city's splendid reaches, with spire and

spar shining in the clear atmosphere and the marvel

of the Jersey shore, pearl-misted or brilliant with

detail. From this height the sweep of a snow-storm

was defined arid majestic. Even a slight summer
shower, with swords of lurid yellow sunlight piercing

its edges as if warriors were contesting every foot of

its advance, was from the Eclipse office something so

inspiring that the chance pilgrim felt a sense of exult-

atibn as if from this peak he was surveying the world-

wide war of the elements and life. The staff of the

Eclipse usually worked without coats and amid the

smoke from pipes.

To one of the editorial chambers came a photograph

and an article from Michaelstown, Massachusetts. A_^

boy placed the packet and many others upon the desk
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Korthward

)n the desk

of a- young man who was standing before a window
and thoughtfully drumming upon the pane. He
turned at the thudding 6l the packets upon his desk.

" Blast you," he remarked amiably. " Oh, I guess it

won't hurt you to work," answered the boy, grinning

with a comrade's insolence. Baker, an assistant editor

for the Sunday paper, took seat at. his desk and began
the task of examining the packets. His face could

not display an/ particular interest because he had
been at the same work for nearly a fortnight. /

The first long envelope he opened was from a wo-
nun. There was a neat little manuscript accompanied
by a letter which explained that the writec \(ras a
widow who was trying to make her living by her pen
and who, further, hoped that the generosity of the

editor of the Eclipse would lead him to give her article

the opportunity which she was sure it deserved. She
hoped that the editor would pay her as well as pos-

sible for it, as she needed the money greatly. She
added that her brother was a reporter on the Little

Rock Sentinel and he had declared that her literary

style was excellciit.

Baker really did not read this note. His vast experi-

ence of a fortnight had enabled him to detect its kind in

two glances. He unfolded the manuscript, looked at

it woodenly and then tossed it with the letter to the
top of his desk, where it lay with the otTier corpses.

None could think of widows in Arkansas, ambitious

/
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from the praise of the reporter on the Little Rock

Sentinel, waiting for a crown of literary glory and

money. In the next envelope a man using the

note-paper of a Boston journal begged to know if the

accompanying article would be acceptable ; if not it

was to be kindly returned in the enclosed stamped

envelope. It was a humourous essay on trolley cars.

Adventuring through the odd scraps that were come

to the great mill, Baker paused occasKSnally to relight

his pipe. ' ^

As he went through envelope after envelope, the

de^ks about him gradually were occupied by young

men who entered from the hall with their faces still

red from the cold of the streets. For the most part

they bore the unmistakable stamp of the American

college. They had that confident poise which is

easily brought from the athletic field. Moreover,

their clothes were quite in the way of being of the

newest fashion. There wasan air of precision about

their cravats and linen. But on the other hand there

might be with them some indiffe^^ent westerner who

was obliged to resort to irreguliar means and harangue

startled shop-keepers in ord6r to provide- hin^self with

collars of a strange kind. '^He was usually very quick

and brave of eye and noted for Kis inability to per-

ceive a distinction between his own habit and the

habit of others, his western character preserving itsc

inviolate amid a confusion of manners.
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The men, coming one and one, or two and two,

flung badinage to all corners of the room. After-

ward, as they wheeled from time to time in their

chairs, they bitterly insulted each other with the

utmost good-nature, taking unerring aim at faults and

riddling personalities with the quaint and cyivical hu-

mour of a newspaper office. Throughout this banter,

it was strange to note how infrequently the mon
smiled, particularly when directly engaged in an en-

counter.

A wide door opened into another apartment where

were many little slanted tables, each under an electric

globe with a green shade. Herga curly-headed scoun-

drel with a corncob pipe was hurling paper balls the

size of apples at the head of an industrious man who,
under these difficulties, was trying to draw a picture

of an awful wreck with ghastly-faced sailors frozen in

the rigging. Near this pair a lady was challenging a

German artist who resembled Napoleon III. with hav-
ing been publicly drunk at a music hall on the previous
night. Next to the great gloomy corridor of this

sixteenth floor was a little office presided over by an
austere boy, and here waited in enforced patience a
little dismal band of people who wanted to see the

Sunday editor.

Baker took a manuscript and after glancing about
the rQom,.^walk€d ovei^ to a man at atiother desk,^
" Here is something that I think might do," he said.

'.^kS»'
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The n»n aj the desk read the first two pages. " But

where is the photogragh ? " he asked then. " There

should be a photograph with this thing." "^^

'• Oh, I forgot," said Baker. He broughb,,|i^pi his

desk a photograph of the babe that had b^en born

lacking arms and one eye. Baker's superior brdced a

knee against his desk and settled back to a judicial

attitii^de. He took the photograph and looked at it

impassively. " Yes," he said, after a time, " that's a

pretty good thing. You betteralB>w; that to Coleman

when he com^s in." •

In the little^ffice where the dismal band waited,

there had been ii shgirp hopeful stir when Rufus Cole-

man, the Sunday editor, passed rapidly from dopr to

door and vanished within the holy precincts. It had

evidently been in the minds of some to accost hirti

then, but his eyes did not turn once in their direction.

It was as if he had not seen them. Many experiences

had taught him that the proper manner of passing

through this office was at a blind gallop.

The dismal band turned then upon the austere

office boy. Some demanded with terrible dignity

that he should take in their cards at once. Others

sought to ingratiate themselves by smiles of tender

friendliness. He for his part employed what we would

have called his knowledge of men and women upon

the group, and in consequence blundered and bungled^

vividly, freezihg with a glance an annoyed and im-

>s %i
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portunate Arctic explorer who was come to talk of

illustrations for an artfcle that had beerf lavishly paid
for in advances The hero might have thought he w^s
^gain in the northern seas. At the next moment the
boy was treating almost courteously a German from

' the east_side who wanted the Eclipse to print a grand
full page advertising description of his invention, a
gun which was supposed to have a range of forty miHs
and to be able to penetrate anything with equanimity
and joy. The gun, as a matter of fact, had once beerf

induced to go of! when it had hurled itself passion-^

ately upon its back, incidentally breaking its inven-
tor's leg. The projectile had wanderdd some four

hundred yUrds seaward, where it dug a hole in the
water which was really a menace to navigation. Since
then there had been nothing tangible save the inven-
tor, in splints and out of splints, as the fortunes of
science decreed. In short, this office boy mixed his

business in the perfect manner of an underdone lad
deah-ng wUh matters too large for him, and through-

"out he displayed the pride and assurance of a gdd.
As Coleman crossed the large office his face still

wore the stern expression which he invariably used to
carry him unmolested through the ranks of the dismal
band. As he was removing his London overcoat he
addressed the imperturbable back of one of his staff,

who had a desk against the opposite wall. « Has^"^
Hasskins sent in that drawing of the mine accident
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y§t?" The man did not lift his head from his work,

but he answered at once s " No ; not yet." Coleman

was laying his hat on a chair. " Well, why hasn't

he?" he demanded. He glanced toward the, door of

the room, in which the curly-headed scoundrel with the

corncob pipe was still hurling paper balls, at the man

who was trying to invent the postures of dead mari-

ners frozen in the rigging. The office boy came

timidly from his* post and informed Coleman of the

waiting people. "All right," said the editor. He
dropped -into his chair and began to finger his letters,

wliich had been neatly opened and placed in a littl«

stack by a boy. Baker came in with the photograph

of the miserable babe.

It was publicly believed that the Sunday staff of the

Eclipse must have a kind of aesthetic delight in pic-

tures of this kindj but Coleman's face betrayed no

emotion as he looked at this specimen. He lit a fresh

cigar, tilted his chair and surveyed it with a cold and

stony stare. " Yes*, that's all right," he said slowly.

There seemed to be no affectionate relation between

him and this picture. Evidently he^ was weighing

its value as a morsel to be flimg to a ravenous public,

whose wolf-like appetite could only satisfy itsell upon

mental entrails, abominations. As for himself, he

seemed to be remote, exterior. ° It-was a matter of

the ^tf/^j^ business.
_^

Suddenly Coleman became executive. " Better give
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it to Schooner and teH him fo make a half-page—or,
no, send him in here and I'll tell him my idea.

How's the article? Arty good? Well, give it to

Smith to rewrite."

An artist came from the other room and presented
for inspection his drawing of the seamen dead in the

I rigging of the wreck, a company of grizzly and horri-

ble figures, bony-fingered, shrunken and with awful
.eyes. '* Hum," said Coleman, after a prolonged study,

"that's all. right. That's good, Jimmie. But you'd
better work "em up around the eyes a little more."
The office boy was deploying in the distance, waiting
for the correct moment to present some cards and
names.

The artist was cheerfully taking away his corpus
when Coleman hailed him. " Oh, Jim, let me see that
thing again, will you? Now, how about this spar?
This^on't look right to me."

" It looks right to me," replied the artist, sulkily.

" But, see. It's going to take up half a page. Can't
you change it somehow ?

"

"How am I going to change it?" said the other,

glowering at Coleman. " That's the way it ought to
be. How am I going to change it ? That's the way
it ought to be."

" No, it isn't at all," said Coleman. " You've got a
spar sticking put of the main body of the d'rawing in^^
way that will spoil the look of the whole page."
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Xhe artist was a man of remarkable pQpular reputa>

tion and he was very stubborn and conceited of it,

constantly making himself unbearable with covert

threats that if he was not delicately placated at all

points, he would freight his genius over to the office

of the great opposition journal.

" That's the way it ought to be," he repeated, in a

tone at once sullen and superior. "The spar is all

right. I can't rig spars on ships just to suit you."

" And I can't give up the whole paper to your

accursed spars^ either," said Coleman, with animation.

" Don't you see you use about a third of a page with

this spar sticking off into space? Now, you were

always so clever, Jimmie, in adapting yourself to the

page. Can't you shorten it, or cut it off, or something ?

Or, break it—that's the thing. Make it a broken spar

dangling down. See ?
"

"Yes, I s'pose I could do that," said the artist,

mollified by a thought of the ease with which he could

make the change, and mollified, too, by the brazen

tribute to a part of his cleverness.

" Well, do it, then," said the Sunday editor, turning

abruptly away. The artist,- with head high, walked

majestically back to the other room. Whereat the

curly-headed one immediately resumed the rain of

paper balls upon him. The office boy came timidly to

Colemaft and suggested the presence of the people4o^:^^^

the outer office. " Let them wait until I read my

i^il^ta t* ^.., ,
» WP^ \»^tf~-^
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mail," said Coleman. He shuffled the pack of letters
indiflFerently through his hands. Suddenly he came
upon a little grey envelope. He opened it at once and
scanned ,ts contents with the speed of his craft. After-
ward he laid it down before him on the desk and sur-
veyed it with a cool and musing smile. "So?" he
remarked. " That's the case, is it ?

"

He presently swung ardund in his chair, and for a
time held the entire attention of the men at the various
desks. He outlined to them again their various parts
in the composition of the next great Sunday edition
In a few brisk sentences he set a complex machine in
proper motion. His men no longer thrilled with ad-
miration at the precision with which he grasped each
obligation of the campaign toward a successful edition.
Ihey had grown to accept it as they accepted his hat
or his London clothes. At this time his face was
lit with something of the self-contained enthusiasm
of a general. Immediately afterward he arose and
reached for his coat and hat.

The office boy. coming circuitously forward, pre-
sented him with some cards and also with a scrap
of paper upon which was scrawled a long and semi-

CollZn
''"'* "'^''' '" ''"''" ^^"""^^^^

"They are waiting outside." answered the hny
-tirxrepidation. It wa^art ofthe law that the hon^
of the ante-room should cringe like a cold monkey.

~*t-
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more or less, as soon as he was out of his private

jungle. "Oh, Tallerman," cried the Sunday editor,

"here's this Arctic man come to arrange about his

illustration. I wish you'd go and talk it over with

him." By chance he picked up the scrap of paper

with its cryptic word. " Oh," he said, scowling at the

office boy. " Pity you can't remember that fellow.

If you can't remember faces any better than that you

should be a detective. Get out now and tell him to

go to the devil." The wilted slave' turned at once,

but Coleman hailed him. " Hold on. Come to think

of it, I will see this idiot. Send him in," he com-

manded, grimly.

Coleman lapsed into a dream over the sheet of grey

note paper. Presently, a middle-aged man, a palpable

German, came hesitatingly into the room and bun^d

among the desks as unmanageably as a tempest-tossed

scow. Finally he was impatiently towed in the right

direction. He came and stood at Coleman's elbow

and waited nervously for the engrossed man to raise

his eyes. ; It was plain that this interview meant im-

portant things to him. Somehow on his common-

place countenance was to be found the expression of

a dreamer, a fashioner of great and absurd projects, a

fine, tender fool. He cast hopeful and reverent

glances at the man who was deeply contemplative of

the ffTgy fintf- He gvidentlv heligved hiin^elf on the

^

^

threshold of a triumph of some kind, and he awaited

L't'/
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his fruition with a joy that was only made sharper by
the usual human suspicion of coming events.

. • Coleman glariced up at last and saw his visitor.

"Oh, it's you, is it ?" he remarked ic^ly, bending upon
the German the stare of a tyrant. " So you've come
again, have you ? " He wheeled in his chair until he
could fully display a contemptuous, merciless smile.
" Now, Mr. What's-your-name, you've called here tp
see me about twenty times already and at last I am
going to say something definite about your invention."
His listener's face, wh'ich had worn for a moment a
look of fright and bewilderm^t, gladdened swiftly to
a gratitude that seemed the edge of an outburst of
tears. " Yes," continued Cpleman, " I am going to
say somethi% definite. I ^m going to say that it is

the^most imbecile bit of noi^ense that has come within
^ the range of my large newspaper experience. It is

simply the aberration of ^ rather remarkable lunatic.
It is no good

;
it is not worth the price of a cheeset

sandwich. I understand that its one feat has been to
break your leg

; if it ev^r goes off again, persuade It

to break youi^^neck. And now I want you to take
this nursery rhyme of yburs and get out. And don't
ever come here again, Do you understand? You
understand, do you?" He arose and bowed in cour-
teous dismissal.

The German was ritfgardtng him with the surprise^
and hon^or of a youth shot mortally. He could not

\

ies^-'i^il"

,
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/

;

find his tongue for a moment. Ultimately he gasped :_

" But, Mister Editor "—Coleman interrupted him ti-

gerishly. " You heard what I said ? Get out." The
man bowed his head and went slovjjiy toward the door.

^ Coleman placed the lijtle gr^ note in his breast
pocket. He took his h^t and^fop coat, and evading
the dismal band by a shameless manoeuvre, passed
through the halls to the entrance to the elevator shaft.
He heard a movement behind him and saw that the
German was also waiting for the elevator.

Standing in the gloom of the corridor, Coleman felt

the mournful owlish eyes of the German resting upon
him. He took a case from his pocket and elaborately

lit a cigarette. Suddenly |there was a flash of light

and a cage of bronze, gilt and steel dropped, magically
from above. Coleman yelled: "Down!" A door
flew open. Coleman, followed by the German,
stepped upon the elevator. '{ Well, Johnnie," he said

cheerfully to the lad who operated this machine, " is

business good?" "Yes, sir, pretty good," answered
the boy, gririning. The little cage sank swiftly ; floor

after floor seemed to be rising with marvellous speed

;

the whole building was winging straight into the sky.

There were soaring lights, figures and the opalescent

glow of groi^i€" glass doors marked with black in-

scriptions. Other lifts were springing heavenward. '

All the lofty corridors rang with cries. " Up !
"

"Dowivi"-
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grasped a lever and his mSehine obeyed his lightest
movement with sometimes an unbalancing ^iftness. .

Coleman discoursed briskly to the youprf(il attend-
ant. Once he turned and regarded witfi^quick stare
of insolent annoyance the despairing countenance of
the German whose eyes had never Mi him. When
the elevator arrived at the ground floor, Coleman de-
parted with the outraged air of a man who for a time
had been compelled to occupy a cell in company with
a harmless spectre.

'

He walked quickly away. Opposite a corner of the
City Hall he was impelled to look behind him.
TljrQii^h the hordes of people with cable cars march-

'

mg like panoplied elephants, he was able to distin-
guish the German, motionless and gazing after him
Coleman laughed. " That's a comic old boy," he said, -

to himself.

In the grill-room of a Broadway hotel he was
obliged to wait some minutes for the fulfillment of his
orders and he spent the time in reading and studying
the little grey note. When his luncheon was served
he ate with an expression of morbse dignity. '

^

\

^•
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CHAPTER IV.

Marjory paused again at her father's door. After
hesitating in the original way she entered the library.

Her father^lmost represented an emblematic figure,

seated upon a colun^n of books. " W.ell," he cried.

Then, seeing it was Marjory,, he changed his tone.
" Ah, under the circumstances, my dear, I admit your
privilege of interrupting me at any hour of the, day.

You have important business with me." -His manner
was satanically indulgent.

The girl fingered a book. She turned the leaves in

absolute semblance of a person reading. " Rufus
Coleman called." . %

" Indeed,** said the professor.

" And I've come to you, father, before seeing hi^n."

The professor was silent for a time. " Well, Mar-
jory," he said at last, " what do yoy want me to

say?" He spoke very deliberately. " I am sure this

is a singular situation. Here appears the man I for-

mally forbid you to marry. I am sure I do not know
what I am to say." ^

" I wish to see him," said the girl.

" You wish to see him ? " enquired the. professor,
^:ttYoQ wish to see TiTm ? Marjory; I may as well tell

'•*-' ..in'Xi^^^ = if r
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you now that with all the books and plays I've read, I

really don't know how the obdurate father should

conduct himself. He is always pictured as an exceed-

ingly dense gentleman with white whiskers, who does
all the unintelligent things in the plot. You and I are

going to play no drama, are we, Marjory? J admit

r^ti^at ,1 have white whiskers, and I am an obdurate
father. I am, as you well may say, a very obdurate
fathjer. You are not to marry Rufus Coleman. You
un^fcrstand the rest of the matter. He is here

; you
want to see him. What will you siy to him when
you see him ?

"
\

" I will say that you refuse to let me marry him,

.
father and—" She hesitated a moment before she

lifted her eyes fully and 'formidably to her father's,

face. " And that I shall marry him anyhow."

The professor did not cavort when this statement
came from his daughter. He noddejl and then passed

intoappiod of reflection. Finalfy* he asked: "But .

when ? That is the point. When ?
"

The girl made a sad gesture. " I don't, know. I

don'tlcnow. Perhaps when you come to know Rufus
better

"

*' ICnow him better. Know that rapscallion better ?

Why, t^now him much better than he knows himself.

I know him too well. Do you think I ata talking oflF-

hand about this affair? Dp ynu thjnjg l am talkw

without proper information ?
"

t-^'.--
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Marjory maJe no reply.

"Well," said the professor, "you may see Coleman
on condition that you inform him at once that I for-

^'^ your marriage to him. I don't understand at all

how to manage these situations. I don't know what
to do. 1 suppose I should go myself and^ No, you
can't see hirti, Majory*"

Still the girl made no repljri Her head sank for-

ward and she breathed a trifle heavily.

" Marjory,'' cried the professor, " it is impossible
that you should think so much of this man." He
arose and went to his daughter. " Marjory, many
wise children have been guided by foolish fathers,
but we both suspect that no foolish child has. ever
been guided by a wise father. Let us change it. I

present myself to you as a wise father. Follow my
wishes in this affair and you will be at least happier
than if you marry this wretched Coleman."
She answered :

" He is waiting for me."
The professor turned abruptly from her and dropped

into his chair at the table. He resumed a grip on his
pen. " Go," he said, wearily. " Go. But if you have
a remnant of sense, remember what I have said to
you. Go." He waved his ha;;d in a dismissal that
was slightly scornful. " I hoped you would have a
minor conception of what you were doing. It seems
a pity." Drooping in tears, the girl slowly left the
room.

i- -
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Coleman had an idea that he had occupied the

chair for several months. He gazed about at the

pictures and the odds and ends of a drawing-room in

an attempt to take an interest in them. The great

garlanded paper shade over the piaqo lamp consoled
his impatience in a mild degree because he kfiew that

Marjory had made it. He noted the clusters of cloth

violets which she had pinned upon the yellow paper

,
and he dreamed over the fact. He was able to endow
this shade with certain qualities of sentiment that

caused his stare to become alnxost a part of an inti-

macy, a communion. He (ooked as if he could have
unburdened his soul to this shade over the piano

lamp.
y

Upon the appearance of Marjory he sprang up and
came forward rapidly. "Dearest," he murmured,,
stretching out both hands. She gave him one set of

fingers with chilling convention. She said something
which he understood to be " Good-afternoon." He
started as if the woman before him had suddenly
drawn a knife. " Marjory," he cried, " what is the
matter?" They walked together toward a window.
The girl looked at him in polite enquiry. " Why ?

"

she said. " Do I seem strange ? " There was a mo-
ment's silence while he gazed into her eyes, eyes full

of innocence and tranquillity. At last she tapped her

foot upon the floor tn^xpi^sion of miid^ impatfenceT^
" Peopje do not like to be a*ed what is the matter

1
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\

when there is nothing the matter. What (Id ypu
mean?"

Coleman's face had gradually hardened. ".Well,

what is wrong?" he demanded, abruptly. "What
has happened? What is it, Marjory ?

"

She raised her glance in a perfect reality of wonder.
" What is wrong ? What has happened ? How ab-
surd! Why nothing,^ of course." She gazed out of

the window. " Look," she added, brightly, " the stu-

dents are rolling somebody in a drift Oh, the poor
man!"

Coleman, now wearing a bewildered air, made some
pretense of being occupied with the scene. " Yes,"

he said, ironically. "Very interesting, indeed."

" Oh," said Marjory, suddenly, " I forgot to tell

you. Father is going to take mother and me Hff

Greece this winter with him and the class."

Coleman replied at once. "Ah, indeed? That
will be jolly."

"Ye*s. Won't it be charming?"

VI don't doubt it," he replied. His composure

may have displeased her, for she glanced at him fur-

tively and in a way that denoted surprise, perhaps.

" Oh, of course," she ^id, in a glad voice. " It will

be more fun. We expect to have a fine time. There

IS such a nice, lot of boys t^oing. Sometimes father

chooses these dreadfully studious ones. But this time he

acfs as if he knew' precisely how to makeup a party
'"^

"ijll"^
•*'
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He reached for her hand and grasped it vise-like. .

" Marjory," he breathed, passionately, " don't treat

me so. Don't treat me "

She wrenched her hand 'from him in regal indig-

i1at;jton. "One or two rings make it uncomfortable

for th^hand that is grasped by an angry gentleman."

She held her fingers and gazed as if she expected to*

find tliem mere debris. " I am sorry that you are not

interested in the students rolling that man in the

snow. It is the greatest Scene our quiet life can

afford."

He was regarding her as a judge faces a lying cul-

prit. " I know," he said, after a pause. " Somebody
has been telling you some stories. You have been

hearing something about me."

"Some stories?" she enquired. "Some stories

about youl What do you mean? Do youvmean
that I remember stories I may happen to hear about

people ?
"

There was another pause and then Coleman's face

flared red. He beat his hand violently upon a table.

" Good God, Marjory ! Don't make a fool of me.

Don't make this kind of a fool of me, at any rate.

Tell me what you mean. Explain——

"

She laughed at him. "Explain? Really, your
vocabulary is getting extensive, but it b dreadfully

_awkward to ask people to explain whea ^there ii ^

nothing to explain." ,^ #

^ i

'1
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He glanced at her, •' I know as well as you do
that your father is taking you to Greece in order to
get rid of me."

"And do people have to go to Greece in order to
get rid of you ? " she asked, civilly. " I think you are
getting excited."

" Marjory," h» began, stormily.

She raised her hand. " Hush." she said, " there is

somebody coming." A bell had rung. A maid
entered the room. " Mr. Coke," she said. Marjory
nodded. In the interval of waiting. Coleman gave the
girl a glance that mingled despair with rage and pride. '

Then Coke burst with half-tamed rapture into the
room. "Oh, Miss Wainwright," he almost shouted,
" I can't tell ypu how glad I am. I just heard to-day
you were going. Imagine it. It will be more-oh.
how are you Coleman, how are you ?

"

Marjory welcomed the new-comer with a cordiality
that might not iave thrilled Coleman with pleasure.
They took chairi that formed a triangle and one side
of it vibrated with talk. Coke and Marjoiy engaged
in a tumultuous conversation concerning the prospec-
tive trip to Greece. The Sunday editor, as remote as
if the apex of his angle was the top of a hill, could
only study the girl's dear profile. The youthfyl
voices of the two others ran like bells. He did not
^Q^^^t Coke

;
he merely looked ^htm as if he gently ^

disdained his mental calibre. In fact all the talk seemed
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to tire him
; it was childish

; as for him, he apparently
found this babble almost insiypportable.

"And, just think of the darnel rides we'll have,"
cried Coke.

" Camel rides," repeated Coleman, dejectedly. " My
dear Coke."

Finally he arose like an old man climbing from
a sick bed. " Well, I am afraid I must go. Miss
Wainwright." Then he said affectionately to Coke

:

" Good-bye, old boy. I hope you will have a good
time."

Marjoty walked with him to the door. Re shook
her hand in a friendly fashion. " Good-bye, Marjory,'
he said. " Perhaps it may happen that I shan't see
you again-before you start for Greece and so I had

'

best bid you God-speed—or whatever the term is^
now. You will have a charming time ;^Greece must
be a dehgiitful place. Really, I envy you, Marjory.
And now my dear child "-his voice grew brotherly,
filled with the patronage of generous fraternal love,
—"although I may never see you again let me wish
you fifty as happy years as this last one has been for
me." He smiled frankly into her eyes ; then dropping
her hand, he went away.

Coke renewed his tempest of talk as Marjory turned
toward him. But after a series of splendid eruptions,
_yhoggj:gd fire ilhimined all ol ancient and mQdenr=-

dB

Greece, he too went away.
-m
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The professor was in his library apparently al>

sorbed in a book when a tottering pale-faced woman
appeared to him and, in her course toward a couch in

a corner of the room, described almost a semi-circle.

She flung herself face downward. J^ thick strand of

hair swept ov^r her shoulder. " Oh, my heart is

broken ! My heart is broken !

"

The professor arose, grizzled and thrice-old with

pain. He went to the couch, but he found himself a

handless, fetless man. "My poor child," he said.

" My poor child." He remained listening stupidly to

her convulsive sobbing. A ghastly kind of solemnity

came upon the room.

Suddenly the girl lifted herself and swept the strand

of hair away from her face. She looked at the pro-

fessor with the wide-open dilated eyes of one who
still sleeps. " Father," she said in a hollow voice, " he

don't love me. He don't love me. He don't love me
at all. You were right, father." She began to, laugh.

" Marjory," said the professor, trembling. " Be

quiet, child. Be quiet."

" But," she said, " I thought he loved me—I was

sure of it. But it don't—don't matter. I—I can't get

over it. Women—wonien, the—but it don't matter."

" Marjory,"^said the professor. " Marjory, my poor

daughter."

She did i^^^

'&\

whisper. " He was
,

playing with me. He was—was

JA{ii>&\^. il-ik'UkM

\
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—was flirting with me. He didn't care when I told

hini—I told him—I was going—going away." She
turned her face wildly to the cushions again. Her
young shoulders shook as if they might break. " Wo-
men^women—they always "

^

>

if, '

> ait If -I ,
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' CHAPTER V.

By a strange mishap of management, the train

which bore Coleriian back toward New York was

fetched into an obscure side-track of some lonely

region and there compelled to bide a change of fate.

The engine wheezed and sneezed like a paused fat man.

The lamps in the cars pervaded a stufify odor of smoke

and oil. Coleman examined his case and found only

one cigar. Important brakemen proceeded rapidly

along the aisles, and when they swung open the doorsr,

a polar wind circled the legs of the passengers.

" Well, now, what is all this for ? " demanded Coleman,

furiously. " I want to get back to New York."

The conductor replied with sarcasm, " Maybe you

think I'm stuck on it ? I ain't running the road. I'm

running this train, and I run it according to orders."

Amid the dismal comforts of the waiting cars, Cole-

man felt all the profound misery of the rebuffed true

lover. He had been sentenced, he thought, to a

penal servitude of the heart, as he watched the dusky,

vague ribbons of smoke come from the lamps and felt

to his knees the cold winds From Ihe brakeitten*§ busy

flights. When the train started with a whistle and 9
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jolt, he was elate as if in his abjection his beloved's
hand had reached to him from the clouds.

When he had arrived in New York, a cab rattled him
to an uptown hotel with speed. In the restaurant he

'^'s^jMn^'ed a large bottle of champagne. Jhe last of

^^Hv he finished in sombre mood like an unbroken
apPpiant man who chews the straw th^t litters his

prison house. During his dinner he was continually-

sending out messenger boys. He was arranging a
poker party. Through a window he watched the
beautiful moving life of upper Broadway at night,

with its crowds and clanging cable cars and its electric

signs, mammoth and glittering, like the jewels of a
giantess.

Word was brought to him that the poker players
were arriving. He arose joyfully, leaving his cheese.
In the broad hall, occupied mainly by miscellaneous
people and actors, all deep in leather chairs, he found
some of his friends waiting. They trooped up stairs

to Coleman's rooms, where as a preliminary, Coleman
began to hurl books and papers from the table to the
floor. A boy came with drinks. Most of the men, in
order to prepare for the game, removed • their coats
and cuffs and drew up the sleeves of their shirts. The
electric globes shed a blinding light upon the table.

The sound of clinking chips arose ; the elected banker
-iputi the cards, careless and^esttefous.

Later, during a pause of dealing, Coleman said:

>.^-t/":*ij.'ii\'^^iii;>fi .' ^.-.'j
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" Billie, what kind of a lad is that young Coke up at

Washurst? " He addressed an old college friend.

*' Oh, you mean the Sophomore Coke ? " asked the

friend. " Seems a decent sort of a fellow. ,} don't

know. Why?"'

"Well, who is he? Where does he come from,?

What do you know about him ?
"

" He's one of thpse Ohio Cokes—regular thing—

father^millionaire—used to be a barber—good old boy

-^whj^

"

»
/ >

" Nothin*," said Coleman, looking at his cards. " I

know the lad. I thought he was a good deal of an ass.

I wondered who his people were."

" Oh, his people are all right—4n one way. Father

owns rolling mills. Do you raise ft^ Henry? Well,

in order to make, vice abhorrent to the young, I'm

obliged to raise back.'!

" I'll see it," observed Coleman, slowly pushiitg for-

ward two blue chips. Afterward he reached behind

him and took another glass of wine.

To the others Coleman seemed to have something

bitter upon his mind. He played poker quietly,

steadfastly, and, without change of eye, following the

mathematical religion of the game. Outside of the

play he was savage, almost insupportable.

" What's the matter with you, Rufus ? " said his

'

?rtd~cotIege fitenJT. **^tost yoaT~J®irJ' cjntifonc B?icif
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on you ? You're a hell of a host. We don't get any-

thing but insults and drinks."
'

Late at night Coleman began to lose steadily. In'

the meantime he drank glass after glass of wine. Fi-

nally he made reckless bets on a mediocre hand and
an opponent followed him thoughtfully bet by bet,

undaunted, calm, absolutely without emotion. Cole-

man lost
; he hurled down his cards. • " Nobody^but a '

damned fool would have seen that last raise on any-

thing less than a full haijid." ,
*

" Steady. Come off. What's wrong with you, Ru-
fu§ ?" -cried his guests. ' .

'"'] '

i /
"You're not drunk, are you?" said his old college

friend, puritanically. -
.

'

"' Drunk '?" repeated Coleman.
• ;

" Oh, say," cried a man, "let's play cards. ' Wlat's
all this gabbling?" •.

It was when a grey, dirty light of dawn evaded the

thick curtains and fought on the floor with the feezed
electric glow that Coleman, in the midst of play,

lurched his chest heavily upon the table. Some chips

rattled to the floor. "I'll call you," he murmured,
sleepily. ' ^

" Well," replied a man, sternly, " three kings."

The other players with difficulty extracted five^

cards from beneath Coleman's pillowed head.- ' " Not
ariwirf Come, come, iKTs wlmT do. Oh, let^s stop

playing. This is the rottenest ^ame I ever sat jri.

,'f

""A
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Let's go home. Why don't you put him to bed
Billie?"

'

t
'

When Coleman awoke next morning, he looked
back upon the poker game as something that had
transpired in previous years. He dressed and went
down to the grill-room. • For his breakfast he ordered
some eggs on toast and a pint of champagne. A privi-
lege of liberty belonged to a certain Irish waiter, and
this waiter lookea a't him. grinning. " Maybe you had
a pretty lively time last night, Mr Coleman ?

"

"Yes. Pat," answered Coleman. "I did.* It was all

because of an unrequited aiTection, Patrick." The
man stood near, a napkin over his^rm^ Coleman
went on impressively. "The ways of the modem
lover are strange. Now, I, -P^rick, am a modern
lover, and when, yesterday, the dagger of disappoint-
ment was driven deep into my heart, I immediately
played poker as hard as I could and incidentally got
loaded. Thi» is the modern point of view. I under-
stand on good authority that in old tiines lovers used
to languish. That is probably a lie, but at any rate
we do not, in these times, languish to any great ex-
tent. We get drunk. Do you understand, Patrick? "

The waiter was used to a harangue at Coleman's
breakfast time. He placed his hand over his mouth
and giggled. "Yessir."

•Of course," continued Coleman,
" It might be pointed out by uneducated persons that

fc^^MV '- ^-t'- -i^^^di i^^ >^ „ -' 4',' f** .^fi«fe
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it is difficult to maintain a high standard of drunken-

ness for the adequate length of time, but in the series

of experirnents which I am about to make I am sure

I can easily prove them to be in the wrong."

" I am sure, sir," said the waiter, " the young ladies

would not like to be hearing you talk thir^ay."

"Yes; no doubt, no doubt. The young ladies

have still quite medieval ideas. They don't under-

stand. They still prefer lovers to languish."

" At any rate, sir, I don't see that your heart is sure

enough broken. You seem to take it very easy."

"Broken!" cried Coleman. "Easy? Man, my

heart is in fragments. Bring me another small bottle,"

'^»f-
*-' >>
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CHAPTER VI.

Six Aveeks later, Coleman went to the office of the
proprietor of th^c/ipse. Coleman was one of those
smooth-shaven old.young men who wear upon some
occasions a ^ngular air of temperance and purity. At
these times, hjs^eatures lost their quality of worldly
shrewdness and endless suspicion and bloomed 'as the
face of some innocent boy. It then would be hard to
tell that he had ever encountered even such a crime
as a lie or a cigarette. As he walked into the pro-
pnetor's office he was a perfect semblance of a fine
inexperienced youth. People usually concluded this'
change was due to a Turkish bath or some other ex.
pedient of recuperation, but it was due probably to
the power of a physical characteristic.

" Boss in ?" said Coleman.
" Yeh." said the secretary, jerking his thumb toward

an mner door. In his private office, Sturgeon sat' on
the edge of the table dangling one leg and dreamily
surveying the wall. As Coleman entered he looked
up quickly. " Rufus." he cried. " you're just the man
I wanted to see. I've got a scheme. A great scheme."
He slid^from 4lie tabk^d^began^ pace briskly to—

.-Z J
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and fro, his hands- deep in his trousers' pocketsT his

chin sunk in his collar, his light blue eyes afire with
interest. "Now listen. This is immense. The
£c/tpse enlists a battalion of men to go to Cuba and
fight the Spaniards under its own flag—the Eclipse flag.

Collect train^ officers from here and there—enlist
everyjjpwfig devil we see—drill 'em—bestfrifles^loads
of^flimunition—provisions—staff of doctors and nurses
/-a epuple of dynaspitejjuns—everything complete-
best iri^the world. Now, isn't that great? What's
the matter with that now? Eh? Eh? Isn't that
great? It's great, isn't it ? Eh? Why, my boy,
we'll free

"

Coleman did not seem to ignite. " I have been ar-

rested four or five times already on fool matters con-

nected with the newspaper business," he observed,

gloomily, " but I've never yet been hung. I think

your scheme is a beauty."

Sturgeon paused in astonishment. "Why, what
happens to be the matter with you ? What are you
kicking about ?

"

Coleman made a slow gesture. " I'm tired," he an-

swered. " I need a vacation."

" Vacation ! " cried Sturgeon. " Why don't you
take one then ?

"

" That's what I've come to see you about. I've had
a pretty hfeavy strain on me for three years now, and^

,t

V

\ 1

T wjatiit to gi^t a little rest?'
~
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" Well, who in thunder has been keeping you from
it ? It hasn't been me."

" I know it hasn't been you, but, of course, I wanted
the paper to go and I wanted to have my share in its

success, but now that everything is all right I think I

might go away for a time if you don't mind."
"Mind!*' exclaimed Sturgeon falling into his chair

and reaching for his check book. H Where do you
want to go? Hdw long do you want to be gone?
How much money do you want ?

"

" Ldon't want very much. And as for where I want
to go, I thought I might like to go to Greece for a
while."

, . .

Sturgeon had been writing a check. He poised his

.
pen in the air and began to laugh. " That's a queer
place to go for a rest. Why, the biggest war of
modern times-a war that may involve all Europe^is
likely to start there at any moment. You are not
likely to get any rest in Greece."

" I know that," answered Coleman. " I know there
is likely to be a war there. But I think that is ex-
actly what would rest me. I i^uld like to report the
war."

"You are a queer bird," answered Sturgeon deeply
fascinated with this new idea. He had apparently
forgotten his vision of a Cuban volunteer battalion.
"War correspondence is about the most original
medium for a rest I ever heard ofy^' ——

» 3i "^
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"Oh, it may ^eem funny, but really, any change
will be good for me now. I've been whacking at this

old Sunday edition until I'm sick of it, and some-
times I wish the £c/ipse was in hell."

" That's all right," laughed the proprietor of the
£c/i/fse. " But I still don't see how you are going to
get any vacation out of a war that will upset the
whole of Europe. But that's your affair. If you
want to bec6me the chief correspondent in the field

in case of any such war, why, of course, I would be
glad to have you. . I couldn't get anybody better.

But I don't see where your vacation comes in."

" I'll take care of that," answered Coleman. " When
I take a vacation I want to take it my own way, and, I

think this will be a vacation because it will be different

—don't you see—different ? " ^

" J^o, I don't see any sense in it, but if you think

that is the way that suits you, why, go ahead. How
much money do you want ?

"

"I don't want much. Just enough to see me
through nicely."

Sturgeon scribbled on his check book and tl^n
ripped a check from it. " Here's a thousand dollars.

Will that do you to staji.with?"

" That's plenty."

" When do you 'want to start ?
••

"To-morrow."
^f?

" Oho," said Sturgeon. " You're in a hurry." This

.-wwM^
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•mpetuoDs manner of exit from business seemed to
appeal to him. "To-morrow," he repeated smihng.
In reality he was some kind of a poet using his mil-
lions romantically, spending wildly on a sentiment that
might be with beauty or without beauty, according to
the momentary vacillation. The vaguely-defined
desperation in Coleman's last announcement appeared
to delight him: He grinned and placed the points of
his fingers togethei* stretching out his legs in'^a careful
attitude of indifference which might even mean dis.
approval. •- To-morrow," he murmured teasingly.
"By jiminy," exclaimed Colemati, ignoring the

other man's rtood, " I'm, sick of the whole business. 4^

I've got out a Sunday paper once, a week for thre?
years and I feel absolutely incapable of getting out
another edition. It would be all right if we were fun-
nmg on ordinary lines, but when each issue is more or
less of an attempt to beat the previous issue, it be-
comes rattier wearing, you know. If I can't get a va-
cation now I take one later in a lunatic asylum."

" Why, I'm not objecting to your having a vacation.
I'm simply marvelling at the kind of vacation you
want to take. And ' to-morrow,' too, eh ? "

" Well, it suits me," muttered Coleman, sulkily.
" Well, if it suits you, that's enough. Here's your

check. Clear out now and don't let me see you again
until you are thoroughly rested, even if it takes a
J^i:^! He arose f(nd stood smiling. He waa^m

\
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pleased with him§e)H. He liked to perform in this

way. He was aln||l^^phic as he thrust the check
for a thousand ^^^^^^P^rd Coleman.

Then his "»2iril|^^^dpd_ abruptly. '.• Hold, on a

minute. 1 must t^^pK^ttle ahonL^his thing if you
are going to manage the correspondence. Of course

it will be a long and bloody war." '

"You bet."

"The bi|f chance is that all Europe will be dragged
into it. Of course then you would have to come out

of Greece and takejup a better position—say Vienna."
' "No, I wouldn't care to do that," said Coleman
positively. " I just want to take care of the Greek
end of iy

'

" It will be an idiotic way to take a vacation," ob-

served Sturgeon. ^^^
"Well, it suits me," muttered Cpleman again. "I

tell you what it isH^-" he added suddenly. " I've got

some priVatq; reasons—see ?
"

Sturgeon was radiant with joy. " Private reasons."

He was charmed by the sombre pain in Colemaja's

eyes and his own ability to eject it. " Good. Go
now and be blowed. I will cable finar instruction to

meet you in London. As soon as you get to Greece,

cable me an account of the situation there and we
will arrange our plans." He began to Jaugh. " Pri-

vate reasons. Come out to dinner with me."

va^iSKi-tiV
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"I can't very well." said Coleman. " If J go to-
morrow, I've- got to pack "

But here the real tyrant appeared, emerging sud-deny from behind the curtain of sentiment, appear-
ing hke a red devil in a pantomime. " You can't ?

"

snapped Sturgeon. "Nonsense "

_
• d

.

* i f
1

!,'

Vf

x'

«
- »

ir . *
1

•
A
9 «•

.1-

4

•

O

'-

^

'"

^ ^iliv:^'^j^gmA>|d&i£^ ito"' •f

* ; •; / /^,v

^i ^^m



N^.

ro to-

sud-

pear-

't?"
CHAPTER VII.

Sweeping out from between two remote, half-

submei^ged dunes on which stood slender sentry light-

houses, the steamer began to roll with a gentle insinu-

ating motion. Passengers in their staterooms saw at

rhythmical intervals the spray rac®g fleetly past the

portholes. The waves grappled hurriedly at the

sides of the great flying steamer and boiled discomflted

astern in a turmoil of green and white. From the

tops of the enormous funnels streamed level masses of

smoke which were immediately torn to nothing by the

headlong wind. Meanwhile as the steamer rushed

into the northeast, men in caps and ulsters comfort-

ably paraded the decks and stewards arranged deck

diairs for the reception of various women who were

coming from their cabins with rugs.

In the smoking room, old voyagers were settling

down comfortably while new voyagers were regarding

them with a diffident respect. Among the passengers

Coleman found a number of people whom he knew,

including a wholesale wine merchant, a Chicago railway

magnate and a New York millionaire. They lived

practically iir The smoking TDom. NeciBSsity"ilTOve

them from time to time to the salon, or to their

'Ji
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^

berths. Once indeed the millionaire was absent from
i> the group while penning a short note to his wife.

When the Irish coast was sighted Coleman came on
deck to look at it. A tall young woman immediately
ha ted in her walk until he had stepped up to hen
Well, of all ungallant men, Rufus Coleman, you are

the star," she cried laughing and held out her hand
" Awfully sorry, I'm sure," he murmured. " Been

playing poker in th^ smoking room all voyage. Didn't
have a look at the passenger list until just now. Why
didn't you send me word ? " These li^s were told so
modestly and sincerely that when the girl flashed her
bnlhant eyes full upon their author there was a mix-
ture of admiration in the indignation. ^' - ' '

"Send you a card? I don't believe you can read.
Rufus, else you would have known I was to sail on
th,s steamer. If I hadn't been ill until to^ay you
would have seen me in the salon. I open at the Folly

,

Theatre next week. Dear ol' Lunnon, y' know "

^^

" Of course. I knew you were going." said Coleman.
But I thought you were to go later. What do you

open in ?
" ^

"Fly by Night. Come walk along with me. See
those two old ladi« ? They've been watching for me
like hawks ever since we left New York. They ex
pected me to flirt with every man on board. But I've
_fp^edthem^ I've beenJust asg^o-o^. i had to be."

As the pair moved toward tfl? stern, enormous and

J \
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radiant green waves were crashing futilely after the

steamer. Ireland showed a dreary coast line to the

north. A wretched man who had crossed the Atlan-

tic eighty-four times was declaiming £9 a group of

novices. A venerable banker, bundled^ rilfes, was
asleep in his d<*ck' chair.

" Well, Nora," said Coleman, " I hope you make a

hit in London. *¥ou deserve it if anybody does.

You've worked hard.*^!' / . '

" Worked hard," ci^ed the girl. " I should think so.

Eight years ago I was in the rear row. Ndw I have

the centre of the stage whenever I want it^ I made
Chalmers cut out that great scene in the second

act between the queen and'Rodolfo. The idea ! Did

he think I would stand th^t ? And just because he

was in love with Clara Trotwoo^'too."

Coleman was dreamy. " Remember when I was

dramatic man |jof the Gazette and wrote the first no-

tice?" «

" Indeed, I do," answered the girl affectionately.

*• Indeed, I do, Rufus. Ah, that was a great lift. I

believe that was the first thing that had an effect on

old Oliveff Before that, he never would believe that

I was any good. Give me,your arm, Rtifus. Let^

parade before the two old women." Coleman glanced

at her keenly. Her voice had tremWed slightly. Her
k^were lustrous as if she were about-to weep^

" Good heavens," he said. " You are the same ol(l

A

/ .
%
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Nora Black. I thought you would be proud and"
aughty by this lime."

" Not to my friends," she murmured. " Not to my
friends. I'm alw^s the same and I never forget

. Rufus." . \ # S*"''

''Never forget what ?
" asked Coleman.

"If anybody does me a favour I never forget it as
•* long as I live," she answered fervently.

"Oh, you mustn't be so sentimental, Nora. You'
remember that play you bought from littfe Ben V^hip.
pie just because he had once sent you some flowers in-
the old days when you were poor and happened to be
sick ^A sense of. gratitude cost you over eight thou-
sand dollars that time, didn't it .? '; Coleman laughed

•heartily.
.

" Oh it wasn't the flowers at all," she interrupted
seriously. "Of course Ben was always a nice boy,

'

That ^^11 I gave him. I lost some more in trying to
•

make ,t go. But it was too good. That was what
was the matter. It was altogether too good for the
public. I felt awfully sorry for poor little Ben."
"Too good?" sneered Coleman. "Too good?Too indiflferently bad, you mean. My dear^girl, you

mustnt imagine that you know a good play. You
don't, at all."

t- 7 uu

She paused abruptly and faced him. This regal
Jinviturewa^iookiiigaVlrfiiiw^t^

*!.'V fttf**
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hit awed for a moment as if he were in the presence
of a great mind: " Do you mean to say that I'm not
an artist?" she asked. ^ «^

Coleman remained cool. " I've never teen decor-

;

ated forjnformiifg people of their oM^n affairs" he
observed, " but I should say that you were about as
much of an artist as I am."

• Frowning slightly, she reflected upon this reply
Then, of a sudden, she laughed. " There is no us6 in
bemg angry with you, Rufus. You always were a
hopeless scamp. But," she added, childishly wistful
" have you ever seen Fly by Night ? Don't you think
my dance in the .second act is artistic ?

"

" No," said Colepian, " I haven't seen Fly by Night
yet, but of course I know that you are the most
beautiful dancer on the stage. Everybody kno^at."

It see^ied that|ter hand tightened on his ari^ Her
face was radiJuit. "There," she exclaimed. "'Now
you are forgiven. You^lre a nice boy, Rufus-some-
times." . ^ , ' ^
When Miss Black went to her ca% Colemkn

strolled intd^ the smoking rooriife Evdry man there
covertly or openly surveyed ^liin. He dropped lazily
mto a chair at a table where the wine merchant, the
Chicago railway king and the New York millionaire
were playing cards. They made a noble pretense of'

^

not bgingaware-of iwa. ^On tht^oilclotli top ortST^
tabic the cards were snapped down, turn by turn.

%

.
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Finally th^^l mercjiSl, ^^aMtijm,^ hi#ii

i^-fte.

'•^Y

laTre said:, "He's a d*-c"ss, anyhow."

.^i»
j.ian grinned.- After an pUborate silence

tfcinne merchant asked: "Know Bfes Blacic long
R.*s?" Coleman looked scomfult^rfit his friends.'
Whats wrong with you there, felloS,. anyhow?"

The Chicago man answered airily. 4©h, nothin".
,.

Nothin
, whatever."

At dinnitj„ the cr6wded salon, Colemln was awa're
that m»re than one passenger glanced first at Nora
Black and then at him. as if connecting them in some
tram of thought, moved to it bj> the narrow horizon
of shipboard and by a sense of the mystery that sur-

,
rounds the lives of the beauties of the stage. Near
the„ptai„.s right hand sat the glowing and splendid
Nora, exh,b,tmg under the gaze of the persistent
eyes of many meanings, a practiced and profound
composure that to the populace was terAfe; dignity.

Strollmg toward the smoking rooJ^ dinner,

'

Coleman met the New Yoi^k milUgnaiaHfo seemed.%'"'« took Coleman fra«Br^e arm.
i>ay, c^^ibn, introduce me, wort

t6 know her." \ '^

JPo „ you mean Miss .Blaclcj^

*m crazy

'*

lemssr.

K
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" Why, I don't know that I have a right. Of course
you know, she hasn't been meeting anybody aboard.'

^11 ask her, though—certainly."
" Thanks, old man, thanks. I'd be ticRIed to dfeath

Come along and have a drink. When will you ask
her?"

'

,

^ ^

" Why, I don't know when I'll see her. To.morrow
I suppose "

''X^_
'

They had not been long in the smoking room, how-
ever, when the deck ste^rd came with a card to
Coleman. Upon it was written: "Come for a
stroll ? " Everybody saw Coleman read this card and
then look up and whisper to the deck steward The
deck steward bent his head and whispered discreetly
'" •epJ^- '^here ivas an abrupt pause in the huiii of
conversation. The interest was acute. '

Coleman leaned carelessly back in his chair, puffing
at his cigar. He mingled calmly in a discussion of the
comparative merits of certain traivs-Atlantic lines

^ll:l^!i'^^-^^^y^''^'Sar and arose. Men
'^

¥^-'m<m^>^cn you?" His studiously
languid exit was^macfe dramatic by the eagle-eyed at-
tention of tfte smoking roo^

, / , ^ '

Ondeqk.
J^f found Nora pacingW a^dlro? "You

didn't hurry yourself." she said, as te joined her. The
lights of QueenstoWn ^ere twinlfllng. 4 warm win^'.

*» • v;"--»:>tuwn were twrnkfing. 4 warm wind,
3«t with the iiioisttVc of rai^tfTcIcrffTod, wascomW

j/*!4kj^fc:':*i*,J

^
i

^-^ :4
J

^_ -^,90
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" Why/' said Coleman, " we've got all the«
very much excited."

"Well, what do you care ? " asked the girl. " You
don't care, do you ?

"

"No I don't care. Only it's rather, absurd to be

aTht ;edt
-'^ '"^^•"

"^ ^^^^ ^^^^ ^-'-^^ - ^^ 'eabhorred bemg watched i„ this case. .'Ob, by the

Aw-afnend of, mine-not a bad fellow-he askedme for^an introduction. Of course. I told him I'd'

WnurT^,\''"'""P'"°"^ ^^^*"-- "Oh, another

winiljt._ Tell him to run away." W
^,1!'%'''"''" bad felW. He-" said Coleman
dffidently, " he would probably be at the theTtWeveiy night in a box." -

"*"«»»«
"Yes. and get drunk and throw a wine bottle onthe stage mstead of a bouquet. No," she declar^

positively, " I won't see him."
Coleman did not seem tn u^ ^

ultimatum. "Oh al 2h ^ "^"""^ ""^ *""''

was all."
^'"-

'
""""•' *™-"'«

^•' Beside., are you in a great hurty to get *. of

"Rid of you? Nonsense."
They walked i„ the shadows. " How long^„ you

=^*»**°*^**»<^rRtttos?"aW^6SrE>?^
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"Who? I? Oh, I'm going right off to Greece.
First tram. There's going to be 4 war, you know."
"A war? Why, who is going to fight? The

Greeks and the—the—the what? "

" The Turks. I'm going right over there."
"Why. that's dreadful, Rufus," said the girl

mournful and shocked. "You ^ might get hurt or
something." Presently she asked : " And aren't yo
going to be in London any time at all ?

"

"Oh," he answered, puffing out his lips, "I may
stop in London for three or four days ort-my way
home. I'm not sure of it."

" And when will that be ?
"

" Oh, I can't tell. It may be in three ^r four months,
or It may be a year from now. When the war stops."
There was a long silence as they walked up and

down the swaying deck. /

" Do you know," said Nora at last, " I like^Rufus Coleman. I don't know any good reason for it,

either, unless it is because you are such a brute. Now,'
when I was asking you if you were to be in London,' i

you were perfectly detestable. You knew I was
\anxi||^"

letestable?" cried Coleman, feigning amaze-
ment.y '«^^ Why, what did I say ? ''

-
"It im't so much what you said ." began Nora

-sMfc. Tli«n she suddenly Ranged her manherr
OIIJwcll, don't let's talk *but it any more

"Of
It's

, ,*.y<v» ? iffSiii^



too foolish. Onlv vr.i. *.^^ j-

' ^metimes."
" ' ' disagreeabk. person

cha „el Co eman was on deck, keeping furtive watch

scribble
•'"• ^"" '"""""^^ <" *-"-"S.hescribbled a message on a card and sent it below. He

,j}-«e,ved an answer that Miss kack had a headache^and relt too iU to g.n,e on deck. He went to the'™ok,„g room. The three card-players ^Iced up

hal'Me^'' ^'":" '""'°"^'" '° "imself. " Sh.

fleeted ruefullv that MdlS^Jk. i ^
had accepts ttejI^S " 'T^' "'* *'"^'' ""^

age might haveW^^'^i^ "^"^ "' '"e voy.

he hadlot a littC f"'"''*^^"''""^-
P"hap,a got a littfe out of proportion. He was an

2: H
''"'' °' '-^ >"•- "- •" the sloking

r„Jr "" "'°"S'" "' h" wilfully and

-OM^and ji^a payment for any sacrifices.

* <-
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" What's the matter ? " persisted the wine merchant.
" You look grumpy."

ColemanflaugheiJ. " t)p I ?
"

.

At Liverpool, as thfe ' steamer was being slowly
warped to, thfe landing stage by some tugs, the passen-
gers crowded the deck with their hand-bags. Adieus
were falling as dead Teaves fall frofti a great tree.
The stewards were handling small hitls of luggage
marl^ed with flaming red labels. The ship was firmly
^against the dock before Miss Black came from her
cabin. Colemanwas at the time gazing shoreward,
but his three particular friends instantly nudged him!

IpWhat?" "There she is?" "Oh, Miss Black?''
He composedly walked toward her. It was impossible
to tell whether she saw him coming or whether it was
'accident, but at any rate she suddenly turned and
moved toward the stern of the ship. Teh '|^|chful

^' gossips had noted Coleman's travel in h^J^tion
and more than half the passengers noted hisdefeat.
He wheeled casually and returned to his three friends.

I'hey were colic-stricken with a coarse and yet silent

ifterrimertt. Coleman was glad that the voyage was
over.

After the polite business of an English custom
house, the travellers passed out to the waiting train.

A nimble little theatrical agent (of some kind, sent

'Cv«<

frwra-Loffidon, dashed forward^ t^Teceive Miss Black^
He had a first-class compartment engaged for her

-ay^'
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Indled her and her^aid into it in an exuber-

m^, ^"! '"" '"^ -^"^'•••ation. Coleman passingm^ly along the line of coaches heard Nora's voice
hailing him.

"Rufus." There she ^ was, framed M'n a carriage
window, beautiful and smiling brightly. Every near-
by person turned to co/itemplate this vision.
"Oh," said Coleman advancfng, "I thought I was

not going to get fe chance t6 say good-bye to you."He held out his hand. "Good-bye."
3he pouted. " Why, there's plenty of room in this

compartment." Seeingthat some forty people were
transfixed in observation of her, she moved a shirt

^

way back. " Come on in this compartment, Rufus "

she said.
'

"Thanks. I prefer to smoke," said Coleman. He
went off abruptly.

On the way to London, he brooded in his corner
on the two divergent emotions he had experienced
when refusing her invitation. At Euston Statibn in
London, he was directing a porter, who had his lug-
gage when he heard Nora speak at his shoulder.
Well, Rufus, you sulky boy," she "said, "I shall be

at th|^ Cecil. If you have time, come and see me "

"Thanks I'm sure, my dear Nora." answered
Coleman effusively. "But honestly. I'm off for
Greece.

-A braugham^i^ai^dfi^w-ftlyne^hem and the nimble

) > /j j\a>'A&isi^^'iik,vl^-t£.,^i..,
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little agent was waiting. The maid was directing the

establishment of a mass of luggage on and in a four-

wheeler cab. "Well,, put me into my carriage, any-

how," said Nora. " You will have time for that."

Afterward she addressed him from the dark interior.

" Now, Rufus, you must come to see me the minute
you strike London again—" She hesitated a mo-
ment, and then smiling gorgeously upon him, she

said: "Brute!"

He

ired 1
"

for
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As oo„ as Coleman had planted his belon^nes ina h„.e, he was bowled i„.«.fca„so^ hriskty aiong,.smoky Strand, through a darlc/city who e wl Udnpped ,i.e the ^jaiis ofacve^nd 'wC L!

-..Jdr his .,,,,, ^Int^^^^^

t cables
.

All the people in New York are VritinpcaWestoyou The wires groan ^^h them. A„d :[
Cev: thl

". "•'• ^'•'>'— '" here in ha,!'

" simiiar m words and mam,

z;rthr"^^'"^'''-^''-'^''M-eoMheri

>o«':„Se'sir;°
""'"'' -i-kly.takmg^ith,

. over :i^.r'"' "' """-^y^-^^^ou. powers

•• Well, when does the row begin ? " '.

since ,8A" said Walkley ^. a"d The '^ J"^
^'"

'

The English are the on^ pli'Sr^rr^wars on schedule time, and they hav^gl , Tn odd •

»*

•*.
t , T T -T-r-

i
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corners of the |lobe. Ifear the war business is

&?"»"g* tuckered. There is sorrow in the lodges of

- the lone wolves, the war correspondents. How.
ever, my boy, don'floury yoiir f^e in your, blanket
This Greek business looks very promising, very prom-
ising." He" then began to proclaim trains and con-

.nections. "Dover, Calais, Paris, Brindisi, Corfu,

Patras, Athens. That is your game. ¥ou are sup-

'^oscii to sky-rocket yourself over that' route in the
shortest possible time, but yoif wooild gainmo time by
starting before to-morrow, so you can coo] your heels

h^e in London until then. I wish I was &6ing along."

, Coleman ret^ned to his hotel, a knight impatient

and savage at being kept for a time out of the saddle.

He*went for a late supper to the grill room and as he
was seated there alone, a party of four or fivg i>eople

came to occupy th^ t^ble direc|ly behind him. They

>

direfill

beforetalked a greaft deal 'even before they arrayed them-

selves at the fable, and he at once recognised the voice

of Nora Black. She was qvieening it, apparently,

over a little band of awed masculine worshippers. i

t Efther by accident or for some clirious reason, *he

took a chair back to back With Coleman's chair. * Her
sleeve of fragrant stuff almost touched his shoulder

and he felt appealing to him seductively a perfume of

prris root and vjolet. He was ch-inlcing fcottled stout

with his chop ; he.safwith a face of wood.

" Oh, the little lord ?4 Nora was crying to some slave.

s

1.4 t-'l

»
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"Now, do you know, he won't do at all He is too
awfully charming. He sits and ruminates for fifteen
minutes and then he pays me a lovely compliment.
Then he ruminates for another fifteen minutes and

^
cooks up another fine thing. It is too tiresome. Do
you know what kind of man I like?" she asked softly
and confidentially. And here she sank back in her
chair until Coleman knew from the tingle that hfer
head was but a few inches from his head. Her sleeve
touched him. He turned more wooden uride,^ the

r Jl-^'
°''"' '°°' ^"^ ^•°^^'- «^^ ^^ourtiers

thoughf.t all a graceful pose, but Coleman believed
otherwise. Her voice sank to the liquid siren note of
asuccubus. "Do ypu know what kind of a man I
I.ke ? Really like ?

.
I like a man that a woman ca.'t

bend in a thousand different ways in five minutes.He must have some steel in him. He obliges me to-
admire him the most when he remains stolid; stolid
to me lures. Ah, that is the only kind of a man who
can ever break a heart among us women of the world
H.S stolidity is not real

; no ; it is mere art, but it is a'
highly finished art and often enough we can't cut
through it. Really we can't. And then we may
actually come to--er-care for the man^ Really we
may. Isti't it funny ?

"

At the end Coleman arose a^nd strolled out of the
room, smoking a cigarette. He did not betray a
sign. Before the door clashed softly behind him,

i

,#
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i

Nora laughed a little defiantly, perhaps a little loudly.

It made every man in the grill-room perk up his ears.

As for her courtiers, they were entranced. In her

descciptipn of the conquering man, she hkd easily con-

trived that each one of them wondered if she might

not mean him. Each man Vas perfectly sure that he

had plenty of steel in his composition and that seemed

to be a main point.

Coleman delayed for a time in the smoking room

and then went to his own quarters. In reality he was

somewhat puzzled in his mind by a projection of the

beauties of Nora Black upon his desire for Greece and

Marjory. His thoughts formd{f a duali^. Once he

was on the point of sending his c^rd to Nora Black's

parlour, inasmuch 2i(|s^r:^ece was very distant and he

could not start until" th^jSBfprrow. But he suspected

that he was holding tljie inteftwt.|)<*the actress because

of his recent appearance of impJB^nat^e serenity in

the presence of her fascinations. If lie now sent his

card, it was a form of surrendef ancl he khew her to be:

one to take a merciless advantage. He would not

make this tactical mistake. On the contrary hewould

go to bed and think of war.
' *

In reality he found it easy to fasten his mind uptin

the prospective war. He regarded himself cynically

in most affairs, but he could not be cynical of war,

because had he se^ npne of it. His rejuvenated

imagination beg^n to tHriU to the roll of battle,

~H
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-It'

.

" I r ••;' '"""Sht passing all the lightning in the
P^c u.es of Detaille, de NeuviUe and Morotf lashed

it '"of

';^'"""^/^--"" ^'o"" •"Vincible .ed-facedInes o German .nfantry; furious and bloody grap.
P^ngs .n thestreAsof little villages of northeafte'n
!• ranee There was one thing at least of which hecouM st,l. eel the spirit of a^ebutante. I„ this „at!ter of war he was not, too, unlike a younggirl embark-ng upon her first season of bpera. Walkely, the nextmorn,ng, saw this mo«J sitting quaintly upon Cole-n and cackled with astonishment and'gke. Col ! .

,man. usual manner did not return until he detected

,!!t. H I
'''''""'"°" "' "' ^'="= »"« 'hen he"ubbed h.m according to the' ritual of the Sunday

ed.tor of the ^«e- V.r, &Upse. Parenthetically Imight be said thai- if n^^
^9-^^y, n

Black to h - f Coleman
,now recalled NorajjiacK to his mind af all ; A^'"^ at all, ,t was only to think of her^r ^a moment^ .ith ironical complacence. He had

.
,

^as ever fate less perverse ? War

b th rr" '"' ^^^J°'y— in conjunction"

bothl ,"~"' ''"•"' "" -"-'o- '-ceat iboth gods. It was a great fine game to play and no-an was e,^er so blessed in_v«ations. He was smil-.ng contmua^y to MmseU and sometimes actuallH
the po,„t of .talking aloud.

. This was^espite the ,

5
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presence in the compartment of two fellow passengers

who presejjfed in their uncomfortably rigid, icy and
uncompromising manners many of the more or less

ridiculous traditions of the English first clas§ carriage.

Coleman's fine humour betrayed him oMe into address-

ing one of these passengers and theWan responded
^ simply with a wide look of incredulity, as if he discov-

ered thit Ije was travelling in the same compartment
with a zebu. It turned Coleman suddenly ^o evil

temper and he wanted lo ask the pan questions con-

cerning his education and 1iis present mental condi-

,

. tion
:
and so u«til the train ai-rived at Dover, hi^

ballooning soul was in danger of collapsing. On the

packet crossing the channel, too, hA almost returned

to the usual Rufus Coleman since ail the world was
seasick and he could iiot get a cabin in which to hide

himself "from, it However he reaped much consola-

tion by ordering a bottle of champagne and drinking it

in sight of the people, which made them still more
seasick. From Calais to Brindisi really nothing met
his disapproval save the speed of the traiii, the con-

duct of some of the passengers, the quality of the food

served, the manners ,bf the guards, the temperature

of the carriages, ^he prices charged and the length

of the journey.
'

In time He passed as in a vision from wretched

lirindisi to charpfiing^Corfu, froirf Corfu tc^he littl.e

•\

» \

\
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war-bitten city of Patras and from Patras by rail at
the speed of an ox-cart to Athens. , /

With a smile of grim content and surfounded in bis
carriage \vuth all his beautiful brown luggage, he
swept through the dusty streets of the 'greek capital.
Eyen as the vehicle arrived in a great terraced square

•in front of tlie yellow palac^.^Clreek recruits ip gar-
ments representing many trades'and many characters
were marching up chfegring for* Greece and the king.
Officers stood upon the little iron chairs in front of the
cafes; all the urchins came running and shouting;
ladies waved their handkerchiefs from the balconies;'
the whole city was vivified with a leaping and joyous
enthusiasm. The Athenians-as dragomen or other-
wise-had preserved an ardor for their glorious tradi-
tions, and it was as if that in the white dust which
lifted from the plaza and floated across the old-ivory
face of the palace, there u;ere the souls of the capable
soldiers of the past. Coleman was almost intoxicated
with It. It seemed to celebrate his own reasons, his
reasons of love and ambition to conquer in love.
When the carriage arrived in front of the Hotel

D^Angleterre, Qbld^^n found the servants of the
place with more 'thaVi one eye upon the scene in the
plaza, but theyi^on Lid heed to the arrival of a gen-
tleman with such an Uount of beautifu.1 leather h.-.
gage, all marked Uldly with the initials " R c'^'

'

Coleman Jet them lead hi^a.nd follow him and con-

<3^
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duct him and use bad English upon him without
noting either their words, their s^Iakms. or their work.
Hfs mind had quickly fixed upon the fact that here
was the probable headquarters of the Wainwright

'

party, and, with" the rush of his western race fleeting

through his veins, he felt that he would choke and die
if he, did not learn of the Wainwrights in the first two
minutes. It was a tragic venture to attempt to mak^e the
Levantine mind understand something bff the course,
that the new arrival's first thought was\ to estaWish
a knowlege of the whereabouts of some of his f^nds
rather than to swarm helter-skelter into that part of the
hotel for whjeh h^was willing to pay rent. In facjT he,
failed to thus impress them ; failed in dark wrath,"
but, nevertheless, failed, At last he was simply forced
to concede the travel of files of men up the broad, red-
carpeted stair-case, each man .being loaded with Cole-
man's luggage. The men in the hotel-bureau were
then able to comprehend that the foreign gei^tleman
mjght have something else on his mind. They raised
their eye-brows languidly when he spfeke of the Wain-
wright parjy in gentle surprise that he had not yet
learned that they were^gone some time. They were de-
parted on some excursion. Where ? Oh, really— it was
almo^ laughable, indeed—they didn't know. Were
they sVre? Why, yes—it was almost laughable, indeed
-they were quite sure. Where could the gentleman
find out about them ? Well, they-as they had e.v '

^
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plained—did not know, but—it was possible—the
American minister might know. Where was he to be
found ? Oh, that was very simple. It was well known
that the American minister had apartments in the
hotel. Was h^ in ? Ah, th^tjthey could not say.

So Coleman, rejoicing at his final emancipation and
with the grime of travel still upon him, burst in some-
what violently upon the secretary of the Hon. Thomas
M. Gordner of Nebraska, the United States minister

to Greece. 'From his desk the secretary arose from
behind an accidental bulwark of books /and gover-

mental pamphets. " Yes, certainly. Mr.^ Gor4ner is

in. If you would give me yoUr card-—

"

Directly.^ Coler^n was introduced into another
room where a quiet man who was 'rolling a cigarette
looked him frankly but carefully in the eye. " The

'

Wainwrights?" said the minister immediately a)^erV
the question. " Why, I myself, am immensely con-
cerned about them at present. I'm alrafd tlieyVe
gotten themselves into troubte.'

"Really? "said Coleman.

"Yes. That little piwjfessor is rathekr-er-stub-
born

; Isn't he ?,
.
He wanted to make an expedition

to Nikopolis anc* I esiplained to him all the possi-
bilities of war and begged him to at least not takAhis
wife and daughter with hixtn" f

" Daughter,'* murmured gpleman, as if in his sle^
" But that little old man had a head like a atone

.if

->y
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and only laughed at m^. Of course those villainous
young students were only too delighted at a prospect
.of war, but it was a stupid and absurd thing for the
man to take his wife and daughter tlifire. They
are up there now. I can'f get a Vord from -them or
get a word to them."

Coleman had been choking. " Where is Nikop-
olis?" he asked.

,,
> •

The minister gazed suddenly in comprehension of
the man before him. " Nikopolis is in Turkey," he
answered gently.

1. ,
»

Turkey at that time was believed to be a country of
delay, corruption, turbulence ^massacre. It meant
everything. More than a halJ^he Christians of the
world shuddered at the na'me»of Turk^^y. Coleman's
lips tightened and perhaps blanched, and his chin
moved out strangely, once, twice, thrice. " How can
I get to Nikopolis? " he sAid. . )•

/

The minister smiled. "It would take you the
better part of four days if you could get there, but as*
a matter of fact you can't get theje it the present
time. A Gfeelc vmy and a Ttigigh a;pmy are looking;
at each other from the sides of the river at Arta—the
river is there the frontier—and Nikopolis happens to be
on the wrong side. Yoh can't reach them. The forces
at Arta will fight w*thin^Ji||| days. I know it. Of
course I've notified oui?fflpSon at Constantinople,
but, with Turkish^methodli^^lnmunicati

t ?'
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olis is about as far from Constantinople a-^ New
.York. is from Pekin."

Coleman arose, "they've -run themselves into a
nice mess," he said crossly. "Well, I'm . a thousand
times obliged to you, I'm sure."

The minister opened his eyes a trifle. " You are
not going to try to reach them, are you ?

"

" Yes," answered Coleman, abstractedly. " I'm
going to have a try at it. Friends of mine, you
'"ipw "

l^t the bureau of the hotel, th6 correspondent
^lid several cables awaiting him from the alert

^^

fee of the New York Eclipse. One of them read :

" State Department gives out bad plight of Wainwright
party lost somewhere

; f^nd them. Eclips^::_jmx&XL
Coleman perused the message he began to smile with
seraphic bliss. Could fate have ever been less per-
verse.

Whereupon he whirled himself in Athens. And
it was to the considerable astonishment of some
Athenians. He discovered and instantly subsidised a
young Englishman who, during, his absence at the
front, would act as correspondent for the Eclipse at
the capital. He took unto himself a dragoman and
then bought three horses and hired a groom at a speed
that caused a little crowd at the horse dealer's place to
come out upon the pavement and watch this surprising
young man ride ba^k toward his hotel. He had
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already driven his dragoman in|||^ curious state .ofinJAtei

ifl^nOriental bewilderment and patHpin which he could
only lumber hastily and helplessly here and there,
with his face in the meantime marked with agony.
Coleman's 6w« field equipment had been ordered
by cable from New York to London, but'it was nee
essary to buy much tinned meats, chocolate, coffee,

candles, patent food, brandy, tobaccos, medicine and
^other things.

He went to bed that night feeling more placid.
The train back to Patras was to start in the early

Jrnihg, and he felt the- satisfaction of a man who is

at last about.to start on his own great quest. Before
he dropped off to slumber, he heard crowds cheering
exultantly in the streets, ^nd. the cheering moved him
as- it had done in the morning. He felt that the cele-

bration of the people was really an accompaniment to
his primal reason, a reason of love and ambition to
conquer in love—even as in the theatre, the music'ac-
companies the hero in his progress. He arose once dur-
ing the night to study a map of the Balkan peninsula
and get nailed into his /mind the exact pogition of
Nikopolis. It was important.

/'

had
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CHAPTERaX.

Coleman's dragoman aroused him in the blue before
dawn. The correspondent arrayed himself in one of
his new khaki suits-riding breeches and a tunic well
marked with buttoned pockets-and accompanied by
some of his beautiful brown luggage, they departed
for the station. '

The r-Jc to Patras is a terror under ordinary circum-
stances. It be^ns in the early morning and ends in
the twilight. To Coleman, having just come from
Patras to Athens, this journey from Athens to Patras
had all the exasperating elements of a forced recanta-
tion. Moreover, he had not come prepared to view
with awe the ancient city of Corinth nor to view with
admiration the limpid beauties of the gulf of that name
with Its olive grove shore. He was not stirred by Par-
nassus, a far-away snow-field high on the black shoulders
of the mountains across the gulf. No ; he wished to go
to Nikopolis. He passed over the graves of an
anc^nt race the gleam of whose mighty minds shot,
hardly dimmed, thrc^gh the clouding ages. No; he
wished to go to Nikopolis. The train went at a .
snail s pace, and if Coleman had an interest it wasm the people who lined the route and cheered
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the soldiers on the train. In Coleman's compart-
ment there was a greasy person who spoke a little

Engrish. He explained that he was a poet,' a
poet who now wrote of nothing but war. When a
man is in pursuit of his love and success is known to
be at Ifeast remote, it often relieves his strain if he is

deeply bored from time to time.

The train was really obliged to arrive finally at
Patras even if it was a tortoise, and whe;i this hap-
pened, a hotel runner appeared, who lied for the bene-
fit of the hotel in saying that there was no boat over
to Mesalonghi that night. When, all too late. Cole-
man discovered the truth of the matter his wretched
dragoman came in for a period of infamy and suffer-
ing. However, while strolling in the plaza at Patras,
amid newsboys from every side,by rumour and truth,
Coleman learned things to his advantage. A Greek
fleet was bomba^lng Prevasa. Prevasa was near
Nikopolis. The opposing armies at Arta were en-
gaged, principally in an artillery duel. Arti was on
th6 road from Nikopolis into Greece. Hearing this
news in the sunlit square made him betray no weak-
ne^but in the darkness of his room at the hotel, he
seented to behold Marjory encircled by insurmount-
able walls of flame. He could look out of his window
into the black night of the north and feel every ounce
of a hideous circumstance. It appalled him; here
w;|sjio power of calling up a score of reporters and

, *.v.f!m\.*i'^ Si'fai Xj
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sending them scampering to accomplish everything.
lie even might as well have been without a tongue as
far as it could serve him in goodly speech. He was
alone, confronting the black ominous Turkish north
behind which were the deadly flames ; behind the
flames was Marjory. It worked upon him until he
felt obliged to call in his dragoman, anc^^then, seated
upon the edge of his bed and waving his pipe elo-
quently, he described the plight of some very dear
friends who were cut off- at Nikopolis in Epirus.
Some of his talk was almost wistful in its wish for
sympathy from his servant, but at the end he bade
the dragoman understand that he, Coleman, was go-
ing to thgM^escue, and he Sefiantly asked the hireling
if he >v^Hpfpared to go with him. But he did not
know tfiTTreek nature. In two minutes the drago-
man v^hs weeping tears of enthusiasm, and, for these
tears, Coleman was over-grateful, because he had not

• been told that any of the more crude forms of senti-
ment arouse the common Greek to the highest pitch
but sometimes, whenjt comes to what the Americans
call a " show down," when he gets backed toward his

'

last corner with a solitary privilege of dying fo; these -

sentunents, perhaps he does not always exhibit those
talents which are supposed to be possessed by the
bulldog. He often then, goes into the cafes and takes
It all out in oration, like any common Parisian.

In the morning ^steamer carried them across the
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strait and landed them near Mesalonghi at the foot of
the railroad that leads to Agrinion/ At Agrinion
Coleman at last began to feel that he was nearing his
goal. There were plenty of soldiers in the town, who
received with delight and applause this gentleman in
the distinguished-looking khaki clothes with' his re-

volver and his field glasses and his canteen and his
dragoman. The dragoman lied, of course, and vocif-
erated that the gentleman in the distinguished-looking
khaki clothes wa^^n English soldier of reputation,
who had, naturally, come to help the cross in its fight

against the crescent. He also said that his master had
three superb horses coming from Athens in charg^of
a groom, and was undoubtedly going to join the
cavalry. Whereupon the soldiers wished to embrace
and kiss the gentleman in the distinguished-looking

khaki clothes.

There was more or less of a scuffle. Coleman would
have taken to kicking and punching, but he found that
by a series of elusive movements he could dodge the

demonstrations of affection without l^ng, his popul-
arity. Escorted by the soldiers, citizjj^khildren and
dogs, he went to the diligence which \^^o take him
and others the next stage of the journey. As the dili-

gence proceeded, Coleman's mind suffered another lit-

tle inroad of.ill-fateas to the success of his expedition.

In the first place it appeared foolish to expect that this

diligence would ever arrive anywhere. Moreover, the

T?:
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accomfliodations were about equal to what one would
endure if one undertook to sleep for a night in a tree;
Then there^a. a devil-dog, a little black-and-tan terrier
in a blanket gorgeous and belled, whose duty it was to
stand on the top of the coach and bark incessantly to
keep the driver fully aroused to the enormity of his

^

occupation. To have this cur silenced either by
strangulation or ordinary clubbing. Coleman struggled
w,th h^s dragoman as Jacob struggled with the angel
but m the first place, the dragoman was^ Greek whose'
tongue could g6 quite drunk, a Greek who became a
slave to the heralding and establishment of one cer.
tarn fact, or lie. and now he was engaged in describing
to every village and to all the country side the prowess
of the gentleman in the distinguished-looking khaki
clothes It was the general absurdity of this advance
tojhe frontier and the fighting, to the crucial place '

where he was resolved^^to make an attempt to rescue
has sweetheart

;
it was this ridiculous aspect that

caused to come to Coleman a premonition of failure.No kmght ever went out to recover a lost love in such
a dihgence and with such a devil-dog. tinkling his
l.ttle bells and yelping insanely to.keep the driver
awake. ' ^'

After night-fall they arrived at a town on the
southern coast of the Gulf of Arta and the goaded
.dragoman was thrust forth from^the little inn into the
street to find the first possible means o^^etting on^

(
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Arta. He returned at last to tremulously say that

ihere was no single chance of starting for Arta that

nighti Whereupon he was again thrust kito the street

With orders, strict orders. In,duei{ime, Coleman
spread his rugs upon the floor of his little room and
thought himself almost asleep, when the dragoman
entered with a reajly intelligent m*an who, for some-

reason, had agreed to consort with him in the bus-

iness of getting the stranger off to Arta. They an-

nounced that there was a brtgahtine about to sail

„ with a lo^d of soldiers for a little poft**near Arta, and
if Coleman hurried he could catch it, permission fr

an officer having already been obtained. He was up
at once, and the dragoman and the unaccountably in-

telligent person hastily gathered his chattels. Step-

ping out into a black street and moving to the

edge of black water and embarking in a black boat

filled with soldiers whose rifles dimly shone, was as

impressive to Coleman as if, really, it had been the

first start. He had endured many starts, it was true,

but, the latest one always touched him as being con-

clusive.

There were no lights on the brigantine and the men
swung precariously up her sides to the deck which

was already occupied by a babbling multitude. The
drag6man judiciously found a place for his master
where during the night the latter had to move
quickly everytime the tjljcr was shifted to starboard,
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The craft raised her shadowy sails and swurfg slowly
ofiF into the deep gloom. Forward, some of the sol-
dicrs began^ sing weird minor melodies. Coleman
enveloped in his rugs, smoked three or four cigars. He'
was content and miserable, lying there, hearing these
melodies which defined to him his own affairs
At dawn they were' at the little port. First, in the

carmme and grey. tints from a sleepy sun, they
could see little mobs of soldiers working amid
boxes of stores. And then from the back in some
dun and green h/lls sounded a deep-throated thunder
of artillery An officer gave Coleman and his drago-
man positions in one of the first boats, but of course
^t could not be done without an almost endless
^mount of palaver. Eventually they landed with their
raps. Coleman felt though the sole of his boot his

foot upon ^ shore. He was within striking dis-
cance.

But here it was smitten into the head of Coleman's
servant to turn into the most inefficient dragoman,
probably ,n the entire East. Coleman discerned it
.mmed,ately, before any blunder could tell him He
at first thought that it was the voices of the guns «
wh,ch had made a chilly inside for the man. but whenhe reflected upon the incompetency, or childish cour.
.er s falsuy. at Patras and his discernible lack of sensefrom Agnnmn onward, he felt that the fault was ele-
mental in his nature. It was a mere basic inability to
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front novel situations which was somehow in the
dragomanj he retreated from everything difficult in

a smoke of gibberish and gesticulation. Coleman
glared at him with the hatred that sometimes ensues
when breed meets breed, but he saw that this man was
indeed a golden link in his possible success. This
man connected him with Greece and its language. If
he destroyed him he delayed what was now his main
desire in life. However, this truth did not prevent
him from addressing the man in elegant speech.

The two little men who were induced to carry Cole-
man's luj^gage as far as the Greek camp were really

procured by the correspondent himself, who panto-
mined vigourously and with unmistakable vividness.

Followed by his dragoman and the two little men, he
strode ofT along fjfcd which led straight as a stick

to where the guns wf-e at intervals booming. Mean-
while the dragoman and the two little men talked,

talked, talked.—Colemkn was silent, puffing his cigar
and reflecting upon the odd things which happen to
chivalry in the modern age.

He knew of many men who would have been aston-
ished if they could have seen into his mind at that
time, and he knew of many more men who would have
laughed if they had the same privilege of sight. He
made no attempt to conceal from himself that the
whole thing was romantic, romantic despite the little

tinkling dog, the decrepit diligence, the palavering
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natives, the super-idiotic dragoman. It was fine. It
was from another age and even the actors could not
deface the purity of the picture. However it was
true that upqn the brigantine the' previous qight he
had unaccountably wetted all his available matches.
This was momentous, important, cruel truth, but Cole-
man, after all. was taking-as, well as he could forget-
a solemn and knightly joy of this adventure and there
were as many portraits ^f his lady envisioning before
h.m as ever held the heart of an armour-encased young
gentleman of medieval poetry. If he had been travel-
ling in this region as an ordinary tourist, he would
have beenr apparent mainly for his lofty impatience
over trifles, but now there was in him a positiveasser-
t.on of di^ction which was undoubtedly one of the
reasons for Ihe despair of the accomplished drago-
man. ^

''"^ *•

Before tliem the country slowly opened and opened
the straight whSe road always piercing it like a lance'
shaft. Soon they could see black masses of men mark
ingthe green knolls. The artillery thundered loudly
and now vibrated augustly through the air. Coleman
quickened his pace, to the despair of the little men carry.
•ng the traps. They finally came up with one of
these black bodies of men and found it to be com
posed 6( a considerable number of soldiers who were
idly watching some hospital people bury a dead Turk
The dragoman at once dashed forward to peq^.

i

c

\



^
ACTIV^ SERVICE.

91

through the throng and see the face of the corpse.
Then he came and supplicated Coleman as if he were
hawking him to look at a relic and Coleman movda
by a strong, mysterious impulse, went forward to look
at the poor little clay-coloured body. At that mo-
ment a snake ran xjut from a tuft of grass at his feet and
wriggled wildly over the sod. The dragoman shrieked,
of course, but one of the soldiers put his heel upon'

^the head of the, reptile and it flung ^selfjnto 'the
agonising knot of dtath. Then .the wl^1e crowd pow-
wowed, turning from the dead man to the dead snake.
Coleman signaled his contingent and proceeded along
the road.

This incident, this paragraph, had seemect»a strange
introduction to war. the snake, the dead man, the
entire sketch, made him shudder bf itself, but more
than anything he felt an uncanny symbolism. It was
no doubt a mere occurrence; nothing but an occur-
rence

;
but inasmuch as all the detail of this daily life

associa^d itself with Marjory, he felt a different hor-
ror. He had thought of the little devif-dog and Mar-
jory in an interwoven way. Supposing Marjory had
been riding in the diligence with the devil-dog-a-tbp ?

What would she have said ? Of her fund of expres-
sions, a, fund uncountable, which would she have in-

nocently projected against the background -of the_^
Greek hills ? Would it have smitten her nerves badly
or would she have laughed ? And supposing Marjory

r
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could have seen him ia his n^w khaki clothes cursing
h«s dragoman as he^Jistened to the devil-doc. I

"

.And now he interwoVe his memory of Marjory with

^ "t7^ Tu'"'
"'^ ' '"''^^ '"^^^^ «»-^^^ °f the end

-Z uJ J
'''''''^' -^-tehected, tangled, these two^^ugh^. He perceived it clearly; the incongruity

flu .
"^^^^'"•^^"y '•eflected upon the mysteries

-
of the human mind, this homeless machine which lives
here and then there and often lives in two or three
opposmg place, at the same instant. Hd decided that
tlje mcdent of the snake and the dead man had nomore meaning than the greater number of the things^
wh.ch happen to us in our daily lives. Nevertheless
It bore upon him. —
On a spread or plain they siwa force drawn up in along.l,ne. Itwas a. flagrant inky ..rJak on thL^r-

dant prame From somewhere near it soun4il thetimed reverberations of guns. The brisk walk of the

hTJI
""""'""^^ =='"^"y «ci.i„g to Coleman. -He could not bufreflect that those guns werej-eing

fired w«h senous purpose at certain human bodiesmuch hke his own. -^
.
As they drew nearer they saw that the inky streakwas composed of cavalo,, .he trooper, standing atthe.r bndles The ^nlight flicked upon their bright )weapons Now the dragoman developed in one oft ^

extraordma^ di ,„„, ^^^^^^^^^
"»

.hat an mt.mate friend was a/captain of'cavalry i„ thi.

'V'
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command. Coleman at first thought, that this was

'some kind of mysterious lie, but when he arrived

where they cfould hear the stamping of hoofs, the

cIank<of weapons, and the murmur of men, behold,*a

most dashing young officer gave a shout of joy and he

and the dragoman hurled their\,selvesi into a mad em-

brace. After this fitst ecsl^&y was over, the dragoman

bethought him of his employer, and looking toward

Coleman hastily explained hinv^o the officer. - The
latter, it appeared, Was „ very affable indee^. Much
had happened. The Cifeeks'and the Turks had. been

fighting over a shallow part of theriver nearly oppo-

site this point and the Greeks had driven^ back the

Turks and succeeded in throwing a bridge of casks

and planking across the stream. It was now the duty

and the delight of thts force of cavalry to cross the

bridge apdr passing the Iittle«.for?€^ of covering Greek

. infantry", to proceed int© purkey tinti^ they came in

tou(fh with the enemy. V S
'

Coleman's eyes dilated. Was ever ^te le« per-

verse J^ Partly in* wretched French to th« 'officer and'

pai^y in jdiomatic English to the dragoman, he pro-

clai|ied his fiery desire to accompany the expedition.

The officer immediately beamed upon him. In fact,

H^ was delighted. The dragoman had naturafty told

-

hiia m^ny falsehoods concerning Coleman, incidentally

referring- to himself more as a philanthropic guardian

^"and valuable friend of the correspondent ^than as a
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plain, unvarnished dragoman with an ixceedinrfvgood eye for .he financial possibilL olj^ p ^^^
cHa'n'^;rr:r:r "r^--' "

""'~^'
I,,- J I

'^
. .

'"« """ ""• Nikopolis buthe delayed b.,ng informed upon this point unt sucht.me as he could find out, secretly, for himself T„ask the dragoman would be mere stuoid

T

'

Which would surely make the ani^ S.' He TrL"!

.
u 'n aanger. Then he coufd feel thaf t^ fi,gods of the game he was not laughable a 11:^

officer sto d : ; :• ierT'^'
""= ^^™"^- ^"'^

vide two troop horses for Coleman and theJragoma"Coeman thanked fate for his behaviour and hTXfaction was not without a vestire „f ., • .

time he iudeed it
. ' ' ""'«' "' =>"T>nse. At that

individu:.u iL. ^^l
- ""arKaoie amiability nf-«>*v«Jttal,, bat tnafer years he came to beliew in"
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certain laws which he deemed existent solely for the
benefit of war correspondents. In the minds of gov-
ernments, war offices and generals they have no func-
tion save one of disturbance, but Coleman deemed it

proven that the common men, and many uncommon
men, when they go away to the fighting ground, out
of the sight, out of the hearing of the world known to
them, and are eager to perform feats of war in this

new place, they feel an absolute longing for a specta-
tor. It is indeed the veritable coronation of this

world. There is not too much vanity of the street in

this desire of men to have some ,^^iiinterested fellows
perceive their deeds. It is merelV that a man doing
his best in the middle of a sea of war, longs to have
people see him doing his best. This feeling is often
notably serious if, in peace, a man has done his worst,
or part of his worst. Coleman believed that, above
everybody, young, proud and brave subalterns had
this itch, but it existed, truly enough, from lieutenants
to colonels. None wanted to conceal from his left

hand that his right hand was performing a manly and
valiant thing, although there might be times when an
application of the principle would be immensely con-
venient. The war correspondent arises, then, to be-
come a sort of a cheap telescope for the people at
home

; further still, there have been fights where the
eyes of -a solitary man were the eyes of the, world

;

one spectator, whose business it was to transfer, ac-

iSiJtHi&m , t . 1. .. ^j. -
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! .

cording to his ability, his visual impressions to other
minds.

Coleman and his servant were conducted to two
saddled < troop horses, and beside them, waited de-
cently in the rear of the ranks. The uniform of the
troopers was of plain, dark green cloth and they were
well and sensibly equipped. The mounts, however,
had in no way been picked ; there were little horses
and b,g horses, fat horses and thin horses. They
looked the result of . wild conscription. Coleman
noted the faces of the troopers, and they were calm
enough save when a man betrayed himself by perhaps
a disproportionate angry jerk at the bridle of his
restive horse.

The „,^„,, „,i3,i,,„y ^^^^.^^ ^.^ ^^^^^ ^^^^
eft shouWer and tenderly and musingly fingering hisongyellow moustache, rode slowly to the middle ofthem and wheeled his horse to face his men. A bugleUed attention and then he addressed then, in a lotand rap,d speech, which did not seem to have an endCo eman .magined that the major was paying tribut^to the Greek tradition of the power of orato^- Agai«he trumpet rang out, and this parade front swung offinto column formation Tho., n ^ .luidtion.

1 hen Coleman and the dratro.

w. h d,fficulty their horses, who could not understand
the,r new places in the procession, and_wo_rked fever.:oU|„ «.^ .^ . ^ ^ •-"""» «*nu worKcd tever-

"J^ly
to reg.,„ wllirmy

c^nsWeredlheirjositions in
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ns to other The column jangled musically over the sod, passing

between two hills on one of which a Greek light bat-

tery was posted. Its men climbed to the tops of their

intrenchments to witness the going of the cavalry.

Then the column curved along over ditch and through

hedge to the shallows of the river. Across this narrow

stream was Turkey. Turkey, however, presented

nothing to the eye but a muddy bank with fringes of

trees back of it. It seemed to be a great plain with

sparse collections of foliage marking it, whereas the

Greek side presented in the main a vista of high, gaunt
rocks. Perhaps one of the first effects of war upon
the mind is a new recognition and fear of the circum-

scribed ability of the eye, making all landscape seem
inscrutable. The cavalry drew up in platoon forma-

tion on their own bank of the stream and waited. If

Coleman had known anything of war, he would have
known, from appearances, that there was nothing in

the immediate vicinity to cause heart-jumping, but as

a matter of truth he was deeply moved and wondered
what was hidden, what was veiled by those trees.

Moreover, the squadrons resembled an old picture of a

body of horse awaiting Napoleon's order to charge.

In the meantime his mount fumed at the bit, plunging
to get back to the ranks. The sky was without a
cloud, and the sun rays swept down upon them.
jometimes Coleman was on^ the verge of addresmng
the dragoman, according to his anxiety, but in the end
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.t:r'^
toid h,-™ to go .„ .„e river and fi„ .he can-

At last an order .ame, and the first troop moved

his dra ' T"" """^ '"= """«' Coleman and

s amb,e7r,
°"°"^'' '"^ '^^' '™°P- ^^e horsescrambled up the muddy bank much as if they weremere y breaking out of a pasture, but probably liUhemen felt a sudden tightening of their muscles "okman, m h.s exciteme„t.felt, more ti,an he saw, glos yhorse flanks, green-clothed men chumping i^ hitsaddles, banginb sabres anrf „ .

slanted in line.
""'""'' ^"^ "''""«

There were some Greek infantry in a trench. They

w enr;^
°''"~^'^''' ''"P"^ ""= "-'. -<• some

The^troopers smiled slowly, somewl^ proUyTn

Presently there was anotWr halt and Coleman saw

:as.tm^:rhrrprrhr'';:-r
ioyful good-bye. It wa^ the d.^ntof cavZ in'

and his dra.on,»„ ,„„I^^r.."
**^ Pace.Xolemar—and his dragoman followed them.



ACTIVE SERVICE. 99

TJje dragoman was now moved to erect many
reasons for an immediate return. It was plain that he
had no stomach at all for this business, and that he
wished himself safely back on the other side of the

river. Coleman looked at him askance. When these

men talked together'Coleman might as well have been
a polar bear for all he understood of it. When he saw
the trepidation of his dragoman, he did not know
what it foreboded. In this situation it was not for

him to say that the dragoman's fears were founded on
nothing. And ever the dragoman raised his reasons
for a retreat. Coleman spoke to himself. " I am
just a trifle rattled," he said to his heart, and after

he had communed for a time upon the duty of steadi-

ness, he addressed the dragoman in cool language.
"Now, my pprsuasive friend, just quit all that,

because business is business, and it may be rather

annoying business, but you will have to go through
with it." Long afterward, when ruminating over the
feelings of that morning, he saw with some astonish-

ment that there was not a single thing within sound
or sight to cause a rational being any quaking. He
was simply riding with some soldiers over a vast

tree-dotted prairie.

Presently the commanding officer turned in his sad-
die and told the dragoman that he was going to ride

Jorward with his ^derijt^t© where he could see the^^^

#

flanking parties and the scouts, and courteously, with
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he asked ,f ,he cv.hans cared to accompany hin,.The dragoman would not have passed this question
correctly on to Coleman if he had though, he couldhave avoided it, but, with both'^en regarding him,

h

t^on. He spoke almost the truth, contenting himselfw-th merely communicating to Coleman in a subtkway h,s sense that a ride forward with the command

2 officer and his orderly would be depressing .„ddangerous occupation. But Coleman immedLely
( accep ed the invitation mainly because it was the

.nv.tat,on of the major, and in war it is a b^ve manwo c ,„se the invitation of a commanding oZZThe httle party of four trotted away frdm theeserves, curving in single file about the water-holes
In t,me they arrived at where the plain lacked trees'

rrubron'th-"'
'""' '''" °' '-'-• ^-- -"^rubs. On this expanse they could see the Greekhorsemen riding, mainly appearing as little black

dots. Far to the left there was a squad said to be

Z:7it t'
'"^"'^ '-P-^' »- •" *e dttance the.r black mass seemed to be a regiment.

As the officer and his guests advanced they came inv.ew of what one may call the shore of the plaiThe nse of ground was heavily clad with tree^and
over the tops of them appeared the cupola and part^.Jh^w^U. of alarge white house, and there were^^
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glimpses of huts near it as if a village was marked.

The black specks seemed to be almost to it. The

major galloped forward and the others followed at

his pace. The house grew larger and larger and they

came nearlv to the advance scouts who they could

now see were not quite close to the village. There

had been a deception of the eye precisely as occurs at

sea. Herds of unguarded sheep drifted over the plain

and little ownerless horses, still cruelly hobbled,

leaped painfully away, frightened, as if they under-

stood that an anarchy had come upon them. The

party rode until they were very nearly up with the

scouts, and then from low down at the very edge of

the plain there came a long rattling noise which en-

dured as if some kind of grinding machine had been

put in motion. Smoke arose, faintly marking the

position of an intrenchment. Sometimes a swift spit-

ting could be heard from the air over the party.

It was Coleman's fortune to think at first that the

Turks were not firing in his direction, but as soon as

he heard the weird voices in the air he knew that war

was upon him. But it was plain that the range was

almost excessive, plain.even to his ignorance. The

major looked at him and laughed ; he found no diffi-

culty in smiling in response. If this was war, it could

be -withstood somehow. He could not at this time

understiuid what a mefetriffe was thepresent incidcntr=

He felt upon his cheek a little breeze which was mov-

'U
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'ng the grass-blades. He had f.V^ u-

-'. -„, p,ace on .he ^.LlZ^'lCZT '

He had
T"""" "' '"^'""' '"-"^ O" ''= knee

than This :U ^^ ""^ "'^'"'^ "« «-=>' -- better

4"'T[,:x:trr
"° "'"" " '^"'"""'^ ">-

intended y hi le """ "'^ """ " '" - »«

-"edand^::.::dTcr.-dr;^-.e.au
it to their old camp.

'"= ""dge. They crossed

his present ouZ ,T "'" '""' ^°°"'- ""* with

-is b.anr.sir:rchra "
'"^' """*"- °"

But he reflected ,1,^, 1
'''^«f°'"»" P«Pare food,

the simper,: :;' L :
"'"''' ''«<'-'>'-ai„ed

wass„rrounded„itr;';L;:;:7''"-'' " ''•'"'-°"'
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CHAPTER X.

The same afternoon Coleman and the dragoman
rode up to Arta on their borrowed troop horses. The
correspondent first went to the telegraph office and
found there the usual number of despairing clerks.

They were outraged when they found he was going to

send messages and thought it preposterous that he in-

sisted upon learning if there were any in the office for

him. They had trouble enough with endless official

communications without being hounded about private

affairs by a confident young man in khaki. But Cole-

man at last unearthed six cablegrams which collect-

ively said that the Eclipse wondered why they did not
hear from him, that Walkley had been relieved from
duty in London and sent to join the army of the
crown prince, that young Point, the artist, had been
shipped to Greece, that if he, Coleman, succeeded in

finding the Wainwright party the paper was prepared

to make a tremendous uproar of a celebration over it

and, finally, the paper wondered twice more why they
did not hear from him. -r-

When Coleman went forth to enquire if anybody
Jcgew of ihe whereabouts of the Wainwright party he
thought first of liis fellow correspondents. He found
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most of them in a cafe where was to be had about the
only food in the soldier-laden town. It was a slothful
den where even an ordinary boiled egg could be made
unpalatable. Such a common matter as the salt men
-watched with greed and suspicion as if they were al
ways about to grab it from each other. The proprie-
tor, m a dirty shirt, could always be heard whining
evidently telling the world that he was being abused'
but he had spirit enough remaining to charge thre^
prices for ^verj^hing with an almost Jewish fluency.
The correspondents ^nsoled themselves largely

upon black bread and the native wines. Alsb there
were certain little oiled fishes, and some grepn odds
and ends for salads. The correspondents w^re prac-
tically all Englishmen, .^omeof them were veterans
of journalism in the Sudan, in India, in South Africa •

and there were others who knew as ipuch of war as'
they could learn by sitting at a desk ^nd editing the
London stock reports. Some were on their own
hook; some had horses and dragomen and some had
neither the one nor the other; many knew how to
write and a few had it yet to learn.

, The thing incommon v^s a spirit of adventure which found pleas-
ure m the extraordinary business of seeing how men
kill each other.

They were talking of an artillery duel which had
been fought the previous day ^etv^een the Greek bat-
Jeries above the town and the Tiirkish batteries acrpss™

-J/M-.
J- < idii
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the river. Coleman took seat at one of the long

tables, and the astute dragoman got somebody in the

street to hold the horses in order that he might be

present at any feasting.

One of the experienced correspondents was remark-

ing that the fire of the Greek batteries in the engage-

rnent had been the finest artillery practice of the

century. He spoke a little loudly,^ perhaps, in tlfe

wistful hope that some of the Greek officers would un-

derstand enough English to follow his meaning, for it

is always good for a correspondent to admire the

prowess on his own side of the battlefield, i'yfter a

time Coleman spoke in a lull, and describing the sup-

posed misfortunes of tlie Wainwright party, asked if

any one had news of them. The correspondents were

surprised ; they had none of them heard even of the

ejfistence of a Wainwright party. Also none of them

»seemed to care exceedingly. The conversation soon

changed to a discussion of the probable result of the

general Greek advance announced for the morrow.

Coleman silently commented that this remarkable

appearance of indifference to the naishap of the Wain-

wrights, a little party, a single groik>, was a better de-

finition of a real condition of war than, that bit of

long-range musketry of the morning. He took a cer-

tain despatch out of his pocket and again read it.

_'^Find Wainwrigh all hazards ; much talk

here ; success means red fire by ton. Eclipsed It

•''.-ms^fi'tyli \%:'^
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was an important matter. Heicii.lJ,,,., • ,. '

American people, vibratin "^fli f' .

"'

cruelty of the Jurlc, wo„J^S^nd 'T"' ""
tremW,„g_„hi,, th^tf^vME h ,1 '

""' "°"

wao.o./.or;„r:;::™^^^^^^^^

a".o„,.meHca„co:C3::7e:::e;"orar(
fessor and some students. It certainVwa a J^^affair. Marjory of course was evervlhin^

^
but thaf f„- .1, ,

everything m one way,mit that, to the world, was not a bi„ affair Ifthe romance of the Wainwright nar.ri„ ^ •

\ ^^'^^\f^ batteries had fought each ofh.r

Co e , J,,,, ^, ,^ ^^ _^_^^

^^^^Hd. n ma^e

wholly on his own shoulders
"

^fi^-^hey *ere me„^ho_when at^.«....„., .

/

'

%
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rested the mo^ gentle and Wide-reaching feehngs •

* rtiost of them could not by any possH>il«y have'
slapped a kitten inerely for the praii am^ yet all of
them who had seen an unknown man krt through
the head in battle had-^ittle more^p thil of it than-
If the man had been a rig-bab,^' Tender th«y might
be; poets they might J,!^; but they were m horned
with a provisional, temporary, but absolutel^ential
callouse which was forriled by their existe.« amid
war with its quality of making them always ««nk of
the sights and sounds concealed in their own direct
future.

They had beeii dimply polite. " Yes ? "
said one td

Coleman. " How many people in the party > Are
they, all Americans? Oh, I suppose it will be quite
right. Yourmrtiisterin Constantinople will arrangt
that easily. wWe dkl you say? At Nikopolis?
Well, we conclude that the Turks wfu make no stand
between here and PentfepigadiV. In that case your
Nikopolis will be uncovered uVle«s the garrison at
Prevasa intervenes. That gamsdn at Previa, by the
way. may make a deal of trouble, feemember
Plevna." \

" Exactly how-fari^ it to Nikopolis?" asked Cole-
man.

\

" Oh, I think it is about thirty kilometers," replied
the others. " There i. a good mfltary road as .non , ,——_A___^ ^ ---~-y -w.«v. ,»j a\j\ju HS~
youci-oss the LburosViv^r. IVe got the map of the

i.''iW-£

(*.<
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Austrian general staff. Would you like to look at

it?"

Coleman studied the map, speeding with his eye
rapidly to and fro between Arta and Nikopolis. To
him it was merely a brown lithograph of mystery, but
he could study the distances.

He had received a cordial invitation from the com-
mander of the cavalry to go with him for another ride

into Turkey, and he inclined to believe that his pro-

ject would be furthered if he stuck close to the cav-

alry. So he rode back to the cavalry camp and went
peacefully to sleep on the sod. He awokfe in the
morning with chattering teeth to find his dragoman
saying that the major had unaccountably withdrawn
his loan of the two troop horses. Coleman of course

immediately said to Himself that the dragoman was
lying again in order to prevent another expedition
into ominous Turkey, but after all if the commander
of the cavalry had suddenly turned the light of his

favour from-the correspondent it was only a proceed-
ing consistent with the nature which Coleman now
thought he was beginning to discern, a nature which
can never think twice in the same place, a gaseous
mind which drifts, dissolves, combines, vanishes with
the ability of an aerial thing until the man of the
north feels that when he clutches it with full knowl-
jedge^lliis sensesJiei^ only^the ^vietiin^f ht» ardeftt^

imagination. It is the difference in standards, in
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creeds, which is the more luminous when men call out
that they are all alike.

So Coleman and his dragoman loaded their traps
and moved out to again invade Turkey. It was
not yet clear daylight, but they felt that they might
well start early since they were no longer mounted
men.

On the way to the bridge, the dragoman, although
he was cunously in love with his forty francs a day
and his opportunities, ventured a stout protest, based
apparently upon the fact that after all this foreigner
four days out from Athens was iSmewhat at his
mercy. " Meester Coleman." he said, stopping sud-
denly. "I think we make no good if we go there.
Much better we wait A-rta for our horse. Much
better. I think this no good. There is coming one
big fight and I think much better we go stay Arta
Much better.*;

" Oh. come oflF." said Coleman. And in clear Ian-
guage he began to labour with the man. " Look here
MOW, if you think you are engaged in steering a bunch
of wooden-headed guys about the Acropolis, my dear
partner of my joys and sorrows, you are extremely
mistaken. As a matter of fact you are now the drago-
man of a war correspondent and you were engaged
and are paid to be on e. It becomes necessary that
>ou "'akegooarnrae good, do you understand?"
1 m not out here to be buncoed by this sort of game "

% ^t
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He continued indefinitely in this strain and at inter-
vals he asked sharply :

" Do you understand ?
"

Perhaps the dragoman was dumbfounded that the
laconic Coleman could on occasion talk so much, or
perhaps he understood everything and was impressed
by the argumentative powgr. At any rate he suddenly,
wilted. He made a gest^JT which was a protestation
of martyrdom and ^cM^0 up his burden proceeded
on his way. *

When they reached the bridge, they saw strong
columns of Greek infantry, dead black in the dim
light, crossing the stream and slowly deploying on the
other shore. It was a bracing sight to the dragoman,
who then went into one of his absurd babbling moods,
in which he would have talked the head off any man
who was not born in a country laved by the childish
Mediterranean. Coleman could not understand what
he said to the soldiers as they passed, but it was
evidently all grandiose nonsense.

Two light batteries had precariously crossed the
rickety bridge during the night, and now this force of
several thousand infantry, with the two batteries, was

*

moving out over the territory which the cavalry had
reconnoitered on the previous day. The ground
being familiar to Coleman, he no longer knew a
tremour, and, regarding his dragoman, he saw that that
invaluable servitor was also in better form. They
Tnafeft^uimrtlSy found onToTthr fight batteries^
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unlimbered and aligned on the lake of grass abouta
2' "r

*"- P-<= of the white house a^plld

h^ipurr°n,
""""•=''-«<'"- taik^n^

Tola whl,
'^' " ""^ "^" °" »" '•"•n.ensehorse, who for son,e unknown reason told him that•h s force was going to raid into Turkey and trt tosw.ng around the opposing army's righf flank h!announced, as he showed his teeth in7 T\

would be very, ve^ dangerous work ^T:'
""" "

precipitated himself upon Colemln
""°'"^"

" Th'^ 's much danger. The copten he tell me thetrups go now in back of the Turks It will h .
danger. I think much better we\*7

""""

horse. Much better" / ,
"^ ^''Arta wa,t for

11. J I. 7 Coleman, although he beheved he despised the dragoman, could not help buthe mfluenced by his f.ars. They were, so to peakn a room with one window, and onlv th. H
.ooked forth from the windo;, so 1:^ li'd hTwTa:he saw outside frightened him, Coleman was perroLnghtened also in a measure. But when the orrependent raised his eyes he saw the captain of h b^"tery lookmg at him, his teeth still showing in a smiLas .f his information, whether true or false had be«g.ven to convince the foreigner that the G^eks w"

upon an excu«lon ,„ trifle with the rear of a ha,^

;l
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fighting Ottoman army. He exceedingly disliked

that man, sitting up there on his tall horse and grin-

ning like a cruel little ape with a secret. In truth,

Coleman was taken back at the outlook, but he could

no more i^efrain from instantly accepting this half-con-

cealed challenge than he could have refrained from

resenting an ordinary form of insult. His mind was
not at peace, but the small vanities are very large.

He was perfectly aware that he was being misled into

the thing by an
^
odd pride, but anyhow, it easily might

turn out to be a stroke upon the doors of Nikopolis.

He nodded and smiled at the officer in grateful ac-

knowledgment of his service.

The infantry was moving steadily a-field. Black
blocks of men were trailing in column slowly over the
plain. They were not unlike the backs of dominoes
on a green baize table ; they were so vivid, so start-

ling. The correspondent and his servant followed
them. Eventually they overtook two companies in

command of a captain, who seemed immensely glad
to have the strangers with him. As they marched,
the captain spoke through the dragoman upon the vir-

tues of his men, announcing with other news the fact

that his first sergeant was the bravest man in the
world.

A number of columns were moving across the plain

parallel to theirJine^march^ and the whole force

seemed to have orders to halt when they reached a

I
^-.
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shore,of he pla.n arose to the luxuriant groves with thecupola of the big white house sticking above thetTl,e ^ld,ers lay along the ditch, and the brav s man

Italn^Coi ^"^'^r^'?'-^" - "-e' .round iTZcaptam, Coleman and himself. During a lone PauseCowman tried to elucidate the ,uesti!„ of wV/

h

Greek sold.ers wore heavy overcoats, even in the bit!ter heat of midday, but he could only learn that the

lung. Further, he convinced himself anew that talk,ng through an interpreter to the minds of other menwas as satisfactory as looking at landscape through astamed glass window.
^

After a time there was, in front, a stir near where aunous hedge of dry brambles seemed .0 outline some
'ort of a garden patch. Many of the soldiers ex.
claimed and raised their guns. But there seemed tocome a general understanding to the line that it waswrong to fire. Then presently into the open came adrty brown figure, and Coleman could see through hisglasses that its head was crowned with a dirfy fe.wh,ch had once been white. This indicated that thefigure was that of one of the Christian peasants ofEpuus. Obedient to the captain, the sergeant aroseand waved invitation. The peasant wavered, changed

ll
m,ni^a.^^i^,ly terror-stricten, fegafrted c„Sr=

fidence and then began to advance circuito!sly toward
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the Greek lines. When he arrived within hailing dis-

tance, the captain, the sergeant, Coleman's dragoman
and many of the soldiers yelled human messages, and
a moment later he was seen to be a poor, yellow-faced
stripling with a body^ which seemed to have been first

twisted byl an ill-birth and afterward maimed bj^^^^

.
either laboikr or oppression, these being often identical
in their effebts. «

His recei)tion of the Greek soldiery was no less

fervid than i:hejr welcome of him to their protection. ,

He threw h^'s grimy fez in the air and croaked out
cheers, while. tears wet his cheeks, 'When he had
come upon the right-side of the ditch he ran capering
among them and the captain, the sergeant, the drago-
man and a number of soldiers received wild embraces
and kisses. He made a dash at Coleman, but Coleman
was now wary in the game, and retired dexterously
behind different groups with a finished appearance of
not noting that the young man wished to greet him.
Behind the hedge of dry brambles there were more

indications of life, and the peasant stood up and made
beseeching gestures. Soon a whole flock of miserable
people had come out to the Greeks, men, women
and children, in crude and comic smocks, prancing
here and there, uproariously embracing and kissing
their deliverers. An old. tearlFul, toothless hag flung
herself rapturously into the arms of the captain, and
^t^lemars ^B?!ck::an^iron soul ^vas moved to ajjmira-
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tion at' the way in which the officer administered a
chaste salute upon the furrowed cheek. The drago-
man told the correspondent that the Turks had run
away from the village on up a valley toward Jannina.
Everybody was proud and happy.
A major of infantry came from the rear at this time

and asked the captain in sharp tones who were the
'

two strangers in civilian attire. When tht captain
had answered correctly the major was immediately
mollified, and had it announced to the correspondent'
that h,s battalion was going to move immediately into
the village, and that he would be delighted to have
his company.

The major strode at the head of his men with the
group of villagers singing and dancing about him and
lookmg upon him as if he were a god. Coleman and
the dragoman, at the officer's request, marched on^
on either side of him, and in this manner they entered
the village. From all sorts of hedges and thickets,
people came creeping out to pass into a delirium of
joy. The major borrowed three little pack horses
with rope-bridles, and thus mounted and followed by
the clanking column, they rode on in triumph.

It was probably more of a true festival than most
men experience even in the longest life time. The
major with his Greek instinct of drama was a splendid
pei^nificatioir lirf poeti^quaityjTn^^Sct^^^
self almost a lyric. From time to time he glanced back

siii*.
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at Coleman with eyes half dimmed with appreciation.
The people gathered flowers, great blossoms of purple
and corn colour. They spri^l*^ them over the three
horsemen and flung them den^iously under the feet of

/ the little nags. Being now mounted Coleman had no
difficulty in avoiding the embraces of the peasants, but
he felt to the tips of his toes an abandonment to a
kind of pleasure with which he was not at all familiar.

Riding thus amid cries of thanksgiving addressed at
him equally with the others, he felt a burning virtue
and quite lost'his old self in an illusion of noble be-
nignity. And there continued the fragrant hail of
blossoms.

Miserable little huts straggled along the sides of the
village street as if they were following at the heels of
the great white house of the bey. The column pro-
ceetjed northward, announcing laughingly to the glad
y^lafers that they would never see another Turk.
Before them on the road was here andthere a fez from
the head of a fled Turkish soldier and they lay like

drops of blood from some wounded leviathan. Ulti-
mately it grew cloudy. It even rained slightly. In
the misty downfall the column of soldiers in blue was

/ dim as if it were merely a long trail of low-hung smoke.
They came to the ruins of a church and there the

major halted his battalion. Qoleman worried at his
dragoman to learn if the halt was only temporary.

,Itwas a.long time before there was answer frora th«-=

y
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major, for he had drawn up hfs men in platoons and
was addressing them in a speech as interminable as
any that Coleman had heard in Greece. The officer

waved his arms and roared out evidently the glories of
patriotism and soldierly honour, the glories of their
ancient people, and he may have included any subject
in this wonderful speech, for the reason that he had
plenty of time in which to do it. It was impossible
to tell whether the oration was a good one or bad one,
because the men stood in their loose platoons without
discernible feelings as if to them this appeared merely
as one of the inevitable consequences of a campaign,
an established rule of warfare. Coleman ate black
bread and chocolate tablets while the dragoman hov-
ered near the major with the intention of pouncing
upon him for information as soon as his lungs yielded
to the strain upon them.

The dragoman at last returned with a very long ver-
bal treatise from the major, who apparently had not
been as exhausted after his speech to the men as one
would think. The major had said that he had been
ordered to halt here to form a junction with some of
the troops coming direct from Arta, and that he ex-
pected that in the morning the army would be divided
and one wing would chase the retreating Turks on
toward Jannina, while the other wing would advance
uponPrevasa because the enemy had a garrison thcrr—
which had not retreated an inch, and, although it was

...J;



\

n8 ACTIVE SER\(ICE..V,

cut off, ,t was necessary to ^end either a force to hold
It in Its place or a larger force to go through with the
•business of capturing it. Else there would be left in the
rear of t|.e left flank of a Greek advance upon Jannina
a body „o< the enemy which at any moment might be-
come ac|^ The major sai^ that his battalion would
probably forr^ part of the force to advance upon Pre-
vasa. Nncop^iis was on the road to Prgvasa and only
three miles a^vay from it.

:a-.' - f
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Coleman spent a long afternoon in the drizzle
Enveloped in his macintosh he sat on a boulder in the
lee of one of the old walls and moodily-smoked cigars
and listened to the ceaseless clatter of tongues A
ray of light penetrated the mind of the dragoman and
he laboured assiduously with wet fuel until he had
accomplished a tin mug of coffee. Bits of cinder
floated in it, but Coleman rejoi^aed ahc? was kind to the
dragoman. ^
The night was of cruel monotony. Afflicted by thewmd and the darkness, the correspondent sat with

nerves keyed high waiting tp hear the pickets open
fire on a night attack. He was so unaccountably sure
that there would be a tumv^t and panic of this kind
at some time of the night that h^ prevented hims^f
from gettmg a reasonable amount of rest. He Vould^
hear the soldiers breathing in sleep all ab^ut him.He wished to arouse them from this shimb.r which,
o his Ignorance, seemed stupid. The quality of mVs- ?

tenous menace in the great gloom and the silence
'

'

would have caused him to pray if prayer would haveV
transported h.m magically to New York and made ia«^

.•>^

a young man with no coat playing biUiarda at his club.
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The chill dawn came at last and with a fine elation

^

which ever follows a dismal night in war ; an elation
)vhich bounds in the bosom as soon as day has knocked
the shackles from a trembling ^ind. Although Cole-
man had slept but a short time he was now as fresh as
a total abstainer coming from the bath. He heard -?

the creak of battery wheels
; he saw crawling bodies #^

of infantry moving in the dim light like ghostly pro.^
cessions. He felt a tremendous virility come wi|li
this new hope in the daylight. He again took sa|is.
faction in his sentimental journey. It was a shinlg
affair. He was on active service, an active service#|
the heart,.and he felt that he was a strong man reid^^^
to conquer difficulty even as the olden heroes ^<^^^^^^^

quered difficulty. He imagined himself in a way '§t"
them. He, too, had come out to fight for love \|ih*
giants, dragons and wit&iei He had never kn4n
that h€ could be so pleased yith that kind of a par-

f'

allel. t
The dragoman announced that the jnajor hacf^sud-

denly lent their horses to some other people, and after
cursing this versatility of interest, he summoned his
henchmen and they moved out on foot, following the
sound of the creaking wheels. They came in time to
a bridge, and on the side of this bridge was a hard
military road ^which sprang away in two directions,
north and west. Some troops were creeping out the'
westwardl- way andL the dragoman- pointi«rafrthenr^

'^t-

h^ij--
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said

I

" They going Prevaga. That is road to Nikopl
olis." Coleman. grinned from ear to ear and slapped!
his dragoman violently on the shqulder. For a mo-
ment he intended to hand the man a louis pf reward,
but he changed his mind.

Their traps were in the way of being heavy but
they minded little since the dragoman was .now a vie
tim of the influence of Coleman's enthusiasm. The
road wound along ^he base of the mountain range,
sheering around the abutments in wide white curves
and then ^circling into glens where immense trees
spread theirishade over it. Some of the great trunks
were oppressed with vines green as garlands, and
these vinea;^ven ran like verdant foam over the rocks
Streams of tipanslucent water showered down, from the

• hills, and made pools in which every pebble, eve^y ieaf
of a watp plant shone with magic lustre, and if the
bottom of a pool was only of clay, the clay glowed
with sapphire light. The day was fair. The country
wa| part of that land which turned the minds of its an-^^ent poets toward a more tender dreaming, s© that .

indeed their nymphs would die, one is sure, in the cold

^
mythology <rf the north with its storms amid the
gloom of pine forests. It was all wine to Coleman's
spirit. It enlivened him to think of success with
absolute surety. To be sure one of his boots began
soon to rasp his^ toes, but he gave it no shar^f hi^_

m
attentidg^ They passed at a much faste7pace than

t.y j&.
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the troops, and everywhere they met laughter and
confidence and the cry: " On to Prevasa !

"

At midday they were at the heels of the advance
battah-on, among its stragglers, taking its white dust
into their throats and eyes. The dragoman was
wanmg and he made a number of attempts to stay
Coleman, but no one could have had influence upon
Coleman's steady rush with his eyes always straight
to the front as if thus to symbolize his steadiness of
purpose. Rivulets of sweat marked the dust on his
face, and two* of his toes were now paining as if they
were being burned off. He was obliged to concede a
privilege of limping, but he would not stop.
At nightfall they halted with the outpost batallion

of the infantry. AIL the cavalry had in the mean-
time come up and they saw their old friends. There
was a village from which the Christian peasants came
and cheered like a trained chorus. Soldiers were
driving a great flock of fat sheep into a corral. They
had belonged to a Turkish bey and they bleated as if
they knew that they were now mere spoils of war
Coleman lay on the steps of the bey's house smoking
with his head on his blanket roll. Camp fires glowed
off ,n the fields. He was now about four miles
from Nikopolis.

Within the house, the commander of the cavalry
was writing di^tches. Officers clanked up and
^own^st^fs. The dashing youn^captain^camT"
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and said that there would be a general assault on Pre-
vasa at the dawn of the next day. Afterward the
dragoman descended upon the village and in some
way wrenched a little grey horse from an inhabitant.
Its pack saddle was on its back and it would very
handily carry the traps. In this matter the drag^
man did not consider his master; he considered his
own sore back.

Coleman ate more bread and chocolate tablets and
also some tinned sardines. He was content with the
day's work. He did not see how he could have im-
proved it. There was only one route by which the
Wainwright party could avoid him, and that was by
going to Prevasa and thence taking ship. But since
Prevasa was blockaded by a Greek fleet, he conceived
that event to be impossible. Hence, he had them
hedged on this peninsula and they must be either at
Nikopolis or Prevasa. He would probably know all
early in the morning. He reflected that he was too
tired to care if there might be a night attack and then
wrapped in his blankets he went peacefully to sleep
in the grass under a big tree with the crooning of
some soldiers around their fire blending into his
slumber.

And now, although the dragoman had performed a
'

number of feats of incapacity, he achieved during the
-one Ih^r erf Cotenrars sleeping a^Iimde^
real finish was^ simply a perfection of art. When

iii!iSMt'^^-\a*..,,^.^
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Coleman,. much later, extracted the full story. It ap-
peared that ringing events happened during that single
hour of sleep. Ten minutes after he had lain down
for a „,ght of oblivion, the battalion of infantry, which
had advanced a little beyond the village, was recalled
and began a hurried night march back on the way ithad so festively come. It was significant enough to
appeal to almost any mind, but the dragoman was ableto not understand it. He remained jabbering to some
acquamtances among the troopers. Coleman had been
asleep h. haur when the dashing young captain per-
,ce,ved the dragoman, and completely horrified by his

him sw.ftty that the game was to flee, flee, flee. Thewmg of the army which had advanced northward upon
Jann,„a had already been tumbled back by the Turksand all the other wing had been recalled ,„ thetouros

h.m and h,s slTepmg master and the enemy but a cav-
alry P.cke.. The cavalry was immediately going tomake a forced march to the rear. The stricken drago-man could even then see troopers getting into thlr
saddles He rushed to the tree, and in a panic simply
bundled Coleman upon his/eet before he was awake

heard
"'" " ''''' '"' '"' ''""'""•"pondent

heard ,t punctuated by the steady trample of the re-mng cavalQ,. The dragoman saw a man's face th,n
^»nr „ a iTasB from an expression of" luxurious"

.^l£l.
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drowsiness to an expression of utter malignancy.
However, he was in too much of a hurry to be afraid of
it; he ran off to the little grey horse and frenziedly
but skilfully began to bind the traps upon the pack-
saddle. He appeared in a moment -tugging at , the
halter. He could only say : " Come ! Come ! Come

!

Queek
! Queek !

" They slid hurriedly down a bank
to the road and started to do again that which they
had accomplished with considerable expenditure of
physical power during the day. The hoof beats of the
cavalry had already died away and the mountains
shadowed them in lon^y silence. They were the rear
guard after the rear guard.

The dragoman muttered hastily his last dire rumours.
Five hundred Circassian cavalry were coming. The
mountains were now infested with the dread Albanian
irregulars. Coleman had thought in his daylight
tramp that he had appreciated the noble distances,
but he found that he knew nothing of their nobility
until he tried this night stumbling. And the hoofs of
the little horse made on the hard road more noise than
could be made by men beating with hammers upon
brazen cylinders. The correspondent glanced contin-
ually up at the crags. From the other side he could
sometimes hear the metallic clink of water deep down
inaglen. For the first time in his life he seriously

uxunous
the iiap xrf^his hofsfer anJTet Tils fingers remai

n

on the handle of his revolver. From just in front of

..'"^sa^



-f

"6 ACTIVE SERVICE.

him he could hear the chattering of the dragoman's
teeth which no attempt'at more coolness could seem to
prevent. In the meantime the casual manner of the
httle grey horse struck Coleman with maddening
vividness. If the bldnk darkness was simply filled
with ferocious Albanians, the horse did not care a
button

;
he leisurely put his feet, down with a

resounding ring. Coleman whispered hastily to the
dragoman. " If they rush us. jump down the bank, no
matter how deep it is. That's our only chance. And
try to keep tdgether."

All they saw of the universe was, in front of them
'

a place faintly luminous near their feet, but fading in
SIX yards to the darkness of a dungeon. This repre-
sented the bright white road of the day time. It had
no end. Coleman had thought that he could tell
from the very feel of the air some of the landmarks of
his daytime journey, but he had now no sense of
location at all. He would not have denied that he
was squirming on hh belly like a worm through black
mud. *

They went on and on. Visions of his past were
sweeping through Coleman's mind precisely as they
are said to sweep through the mind of a drowning
person. But he had no regret for any bad deeds- he
regretted merely distant hours of peace and protection
He was no longer a hero goings rescue hi. Jove,
^He was a slave making a gasping attempt to escape

^

" '

,1
' t ' ltMti
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from the most incredible tyranny of circumstances:
He half vowed to himself that if the God whom he
had inNno wise heeded, would permit him to crawl
out of t^is slavery he would never again venture a
yarjl^ward a danger any greater^ than may be in-

irred from the police of a most proper metropolis,
li^his juvenile and uplifting thoughts of other days
had reproached him he would simply have repeated
and repeated

: " Adventure be damried."

It became known to them that the horse had to be
/

led. The debased creature was asserting its right to
/

do as it had been trained, to follow its Customs ; it

^
was asserting this right during a situation which re
TQuired conduct superior to all training and customj
It was so grossly conventional that Coleman would
have understood that demoniac form of anger which
sometimes leads men to jab knives into warm bodie^.

Coleman from cowardice tried to induce the dragoman
to go ahead leading the horse, and the dragoman from
cowardice tried to induce Coleman to go ahead lead-
ing the horse. Coleman of course had to succumb.
The dragoman was only good to walk behind and
tearfully whisper maledictions as he prodded the
flanks of their tranquil beast.

In the absolute black of the frequent forests,

Coleman could^no^seeJiis^feet and he often felt like^
iman waflcing forward to fall at any moment down a
thousand yards of chasm. He heard whispers; he

H,u,&jS' %ife( S^i ^ ' Jk\.
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; saw sUMxx^ figures, ani these frights Vufned out to
be the voice of a.little trickle* of wate^ or the effects^
of wind among the leaves, but they were replaced by
the s4me terrors in slightly different forms.
Then the poignant thing interpolated. , A volley

crashed ahead of them som6 half of a mile away and
,

another volley answered from a still nearer point.
Swishing noises which the correspondent had heard in
the air he now know to have b?ek fcdm the passing of
bullets. He and the dragoman |ame stock still.

They heard three other volleys sJunding with the
abrupt clamour of a hail of little-stones upon a hollow
surface. Coleman and the dragoman came close

.

together ahd looked into the whites^of each other's
eyes. The ghastly horse at that moment stretched
down his neck and began placidly to pluck the grass
at the roadside. The two men were equally blank with
feared each seemed to seek in the other some newly
rampant manhood upon which he could lean at this •

time. Behind them were the Turks., In front oif them
was a fight in the darkness. In front it was mathe-
matic to suppose in fact were also the Turks. They '

were barred
;
enclosed

; cut off. The end was come.
Even at that moment they heard from behind them

the sound of slow, stealthy footsteps. They both
M^eeled instantly, choking with this additional terror.

of the road, ready to jump into whatever , abyss hap-

LS'itwi'f* it
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pened to be thei'e. Coleman still gripped the halter

as if it were in truth a straw. The stealthy footsteps

w6re much nearer. Then it was that an insanity came
upon him as if fear had flamed up within him until it

gave him all the magnificent desperation of a mad-
man. He jerked the grey horse broadside to the ap-

proaching mystery, and grabbing out his revojver

aimed it from the top of his improvised bulwark. He
hailed the darkness.

"Halt. Who's there ?
•' He had expected-his voice

to sound like a groan, but instead it happened to

sound clear, stern, commanding, like the voice of a

young sentry kt an encampment of volunteers. He
did not seem to have any privilege of selection as to

the words. They were born of themselves.

He waited then, blanched and hopeless, for death

\to wing out of the darkness and strike him down. He
leard a voice. The voice said :

" Do you speak Eng-

lish?" For one or two seconds he could not even

iderstand English, and then the great fact swelled

aa4-^within him. This voice with all its new

,
qiiavers was still undoubtedly the voice of Prof. Har-

risbn^. Wainwright of Washurst College.
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, CHAPTER XII.

A CHANGE flashed over Coleman a. if it had comeom an electnc stora^. He had knp^n the pro-fessor long, but he had never before heard a quaver in1- «o.ce, and it was this .i.t.e q„,ver that seeded to.mpel h,m ,o «,preme disregard of the dangers which

v\tr„r:u::::7'^=-'---own

2z '?!:.':!'"= y^^^ '- ^ - «<-, .-t was the

He could hear

voice of the master of the situation. „e could hearh.s dupes fluttering there'in the darkness. •• Yet jl
said. " I sn^L- P«„i:„u ^, .

^^' ^^«id, .. I speak English. The« is some danger Stavwhere you are and make no noise." HeZJcZas an-ced drink. To he sure the circumZrs Ta.n no w.se changed as to his personal danger, but be.yond the .mportant fact that there were now othersto endure .t with him, he seemed able to forget it in astrange, unauthorised sense of victory. It came fLthe professors quavers
« came from

recalled him .n t.me to bid him wait. Then as well

=.ltLT^^--.r---. he 'tiZ"^!UMa*^o^ofpeople;howS-^
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He discerned two women n^ounted on little horses
and about them were dim men. He could hear them
breathmg hard. " It is all right" he began smoothly.
You only need to be very careful " -

Suddenly out of the blackness projected a half
phosphorescent face, a It was the fa.^^ of the little pro-
fessor He stammered.

«' We-we-do you really
speak English?" Coleman in his feeling of superb
tnumph could almost have laughed. His nerves were
as steady as hemp, but he was in haste and his haste
allowed him to administer rebuke to his old professor.
Didntyou hear me?" he hissed through his tight-enmg hps. " They are fighting just ahead of us on

the road and if you want to save yourselves don't
waste time."

/ Another face loomed faintly lil^ a mask painted in

,
dark grey. It belonged to Coke, and it was a mask
figured m profound stupefaction. The lips opened
and tensely breathed out the name :

" Coleman "
In

stantly the correspondent felt about him that kind of
a tumult which tries to suppress itself. He knew that
It was the most theatric moment of his life He
glanced quickly toward the two figures on horseback.He beheved that one was making foolish gesticulation
while the other sat rigid and silent. This latter one
he knew to be Marjory. He was content that she did^ niove. Only a woman who was glad heliM^omr-
but did not care for him would have moved. This ap-

'"

,?

4 '
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plied directly to what he thought he knew of • Mar-
jory's nature.

There was confusion among the students, but Cole-'
man suppressed it as in such situation might a centu-
rion. "S-§-steady!" He seized the arm of the pro-
fessor and drew him forcibly close. "The condition
is this," he whispered rapidly. " We are in a fix with
this fight on up the road. I was sent after you, but I
can't get you into the Greek lines to-night. Mrs.
Wainwright and Marjory must dismlunt and I and
my man will lake the horses on and hide them. All
the rest of you must go up about a hundred feet into
the woods and hide. When I come back, I'll hail you
and you answer low." The professor was like pulp in
his grasp. He choked out the word " Coleman "

in
agony and wonder, but he obeyed with a palpable
gratitude. Coleman sprang to the side of the shadowy
figure of Marjoltjfe " Come," he said- authoritatively.
She laid in his palm a little icy cold hand and dropped
from her horse. He had an impulse to cling to the
small fingers, but he loosened them immediately, im-
parting to his manner, as well as the darkness per-
mitted him, a kind of casual politeness as if he were
too intent upon the business in hand. He bunched
the crowd and pushed them into the wood. Then he
and the dragoman took the horses a hundred yards
onward and tethered them. No one would care if

.they wee stdeni the great point was to get tBera^^

.r^'-
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where their noise would have no power of revealing
the whole party. There had been no further faring.

After he had tied the little grey horse to a tree he
unroped his luggage and caVried the most of it back
to the point where the others had left th't road. He
called out cautiously and received a sibilant answer.
He and the dragoman bunted among the trees until
they came to ^here a forlorn company was seated
awaiting them, lifting their faces like frogs put/ of a
pond. His first question did not give them any
assurance. He said at oiTce: "Are any of you ,
armed ?" Unanimously they lowly breathed :

" No."

^

He searched them out one by 'one and finally sank
down by the professor. He kept sort of a hypnotic
handcuflF upon the dragoman, because he foresaw that
this man was really going to be the key to the best
means of escape. To a large neutral party wandering
between hostile lines there was technically no danger,
but actually'there was a great deal. Both armies had

,

too many irregulars, lawles* hillsmen come out to
fight in their own way, and if they were encountered
in the dead of night on such hazardo^us ground the
Greek hillsmen with their white* cross on a blue field
would be precisely as dangerous as thle blood-hungry
Albanians. Coleman knew that the ritional way was
to reach the Greek lines, and he had^ n\

^aching^ the Greeks lines w^thotrt^

intention of

e, ancl the"
only tongue was in the mouth of the dragoman. He

f^iu

rik:
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was correct in thinking that the professor's deep
knowledge ot the ancient language would give him
small clue to the speech of the modern Greek.
As he settled himself by the professor the band of

students, eight in number, pushed their faces close.

He did not see any reason for speaking. There
were thirty seconds of deep silence in which he felt

that all were bending to hearken to his words of coun-
sel. The professor huskily broke the stillness. " Well
* * * what are we to do now ?

"

Coleman Uras decisive, indeed absolute. " We'll
stay here until daylight unless you care to get shot."
"All right," answered the professor. He turned

and made a useless |-emark to his flock. " Stay hrre."
Coleman asked civilly, " Have you had anything

to eat ? Have you got anything to wrap around
you?"

" We have absolutely nothing," answered the pro.
fessor. " Our servants ran away and » and then
we left everything behind us and * * I've never been
in such a position in my life."

Coleman moved softly in the darkness and un-
buckled some of his traps. On his knee he broke the
hard cakes of bread and with his lingers he broke the
Httle tablets of chocolate. T^ese he distributed to
h.s people. And at this time he felt fuUy the ^pprecia.
tion of the conduct of the eight American college stu-

^^^•^ They had not yet said a.-Ayoi^ -with tfte^

r
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excepfoa of the bewildered exclamation from ColceThey all knew him welL In any circumstance of life
which as far as he trul? believed, they had yet en
countered, they would have been privileged to"
accost h,m in every form of their remarkable vo-
cabulao-. They were as new .„ this game as would
have been e.ght newly-caught Apache Indians if such

ZLr V" ""••'''^"'°- '" «« Tract Society \BuUdmg. He could see their .yes gazing at him \
anxiously and he could hear their deep-drawn breaths.ABut they sa.d no word. He knew that they we«4ook.mg upon h,m as their leader, almost as their saviour
and he knew also that they were going ,.o followh,m without a murmur in the conviction that he knew
ten-fold more than they knew. It occurred to him that
his position was ludicrously false, but, anyhow, he was
glad. Surely it would be a very easy thing to lead them
to safety in the morning and he foresaw the credit which •

would come to him. He concluded that it was beneath
his .ffgnity as preserver to vouchsafe them many words
His business was to be the cold, n«sterful, enigmatic
raan. It might be said that these reflections were
only half-thoughts in his mind. Meanwhile a section
of his intellect was flying hither and thither, specula
t.ng upon the Circassian ,cavalry and the Albanian
guerillas and even the Greek outposts. .^

_J!y»^'?£as^UanketroIlaMi,^^^^^^
-placed It about the shoulders of the sha,?ow which wai

.'V<«i
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Mrs. WainxVright. The shadow protested incoherehtly,
but he muttered: " Oh, that's all right." Then he took
his other blanket and went to the shadow which was
jVIarjory. It was something like putting a wrap about
the shoulders of a statue. He was base enough to linger
in the hopes that he could detect some slight trem-
bling, but as far as he knew she was of stone. His
macintosh he folded around the body of the professor
amid quite senile protest, so senile that the professor"
seemed suddenly proven to him as an old, old man, a
fact which had never occurred to Washurst or her chil-

dren. Then he went to the dragoman and pre-empted
half of his blankets. The dragoman grunted, but Cole-
man was panther-fashion with him. It would not do to
have this dragoman develop a luxurious temperament
when eight American college students

^were, A^thout
speech, shivering in the cold night.

Coleman really begun to ruminate upon his glory,
but he found that he could not do this well without
smoking, so he crept away some distance from this
fireless encampment, and bending his face to the
grouhd at the foot of a tree he struck a match and lit

a cigar. His return to the others would have been
somewhat in the manner of coolness as displayed on
the stage if he had not been prevented^ by the neces-
sity of making no noise. He saw regarding him as
before the dimly visible eyes of the eight students and
Marjory and her father and mother. Then he whis-

fe^j^>^|^ti^^tH^̂ r«^^-»'i-i.'>-^' n > ,. , ,
.-1'" , • ^. i\-.' ^t^ «*
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pared the onvenfonal words, " Go to sleep if y„ucan You 11 neeA your strength in the.morning Iand th.s™an here will keep watch." Thr^ of the col

^^
students of course crawled up t.hi„ and eachsaid. I II keep watch, old man."

s^-
^'•" ""P -'ch. Vou people t^ to

• He deemed th;it it might be better to yield tie dragoman h,s blanto, and so he got upland leanld
,

agamst a tree, holding his hand to cover the brilliant
po.nt of h,s cigar. He khew perfectly well that none
* them could sleep. But he stood fh'ere somewhat

^

like a sentry without the attitude, but with all the
effect of responsibility.

- "^
J;^^

"o doubt but what escape to civili^tion
would be easy, but anyhow his heroism should be pre
served. He was the rescuer. His thoughts of Mar

^ jory were somewhat in a puzzle. The meeting had
placed him in such a position that he had expected a
lot of condescension on his own part. Ins'tead she had
exhibited ,about as much recognition of him as would a'
stone fountain on his grandfather's place in Connecti-
cut. This m his opinion was not the way to greet the
knight who had come to the rescue of his lady He
had not expected it so to happen. In fact from
Athens to this place he had engaged himself with

' imagery of possible meetings. He was vexed cer
tainly. but, far beyond that

,
he knem a deeperadmn-s^=

-n
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tion for this girl. To him she represented the sex, and

so the sex as embodied in her ^e^med a mystery to be

feared. He wondered if safety came on the morrow he

would not surrender to this feminine invulnerability.

She had not done anything that he had expected of-

her and so inasmuch as he loved her he loved her more.

It was bewitching. He half considered himself a fool.

But at any rate he thought resentfuyM|yie shpuld be

thankful to him for having renderJHH|a great ser-

vice. Howpver, when he came to consider this propo-

sition he knew that on a basis of absolute manly

endeavour he had rendered her little or no service.

The night was long.

I '. / ;

' /
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CHAPTER XIII.

COLEMAN suddenly found himself looking upon his
pallid dragoman. He saw that he had been asleep
crouched at the foot of the tree. Without any ex-
change of speech at all he knew there had been
alarming noises. Then shots sounded from nearby
Some were from rifles aimed in that direction and
some were from rifles opposed to them. This was
distinguishable to the experienced man. but all that
Coleman knew was that the conditions of danger were
now triplicated. Unconsciously he stretched his
handsm supplication over his charges. " Don't move

!

Don t move
!
And keep close to the ground !

"
All

heeded him but Marjory. She still sat straight. He
himself was on his feet, but he now knew the sound
of buHets. and he knew that no bullets had spun
through the trees. He could not see her distinctly
but ,t was known to him in some way that she was
mutinous. He leaned toward her and spoke as
harshly as possible. "Marjory, get down!" She

"

wavered for a moment as if resolved to defy him As
he turned again to peer in the direction of the firing it
went through his mind that she must love him verv
much indeed. He was assured of it.

.v«

«A..', I ' ,%f..-
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It must have been som6 small outpour between ner-

vous pickets and eager hillsmen, for it ended in a mo-

ment. The party waited in abasement for what

seemed to them a long time, and the blue dawn began

to laggardly shift *the night as they waited. The

dawn itself seemed prodigiously long in arriving at

anything, like discernible landscape. When this was

consummated, Coleman, in somewhat the manner of

the father of a church, dealt bits of chocolate out to

the others. He had already taken the precaution to

confer with the dragoman, so he said : "Well, come

ahead. We'll make a try for it." They arose at his

bidding and followed him to the road. . It was the

same broad, white road, only that the white was in the

dawning something like the grey of a veil. It took

*§pme courage to venture upon this thoroughfare, but

Coleman stepped out after looking quickly in both

directions. The party tramped to where the horses

had been left, and there they were found without

change of a rope. Coleman rejoice^ to see that his

dragoman now followed him in the way of a good

lieutenant. They both dashed in among the trees

apd had the horses out into the road in a twinkle.

When Coleman turned to direct that utterly subser-

vient group he knew that his face was drawn from

hardship and anxiety, but he saw everywhere the

same style of face with the exception of the face of

Marjory, who looked simply of lovely marble. He

^laEis, rj^'.„/i^d~: <iSit ,^:: A'.i,
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noted with a curious satisfaction, as if the thing was a
tnbute to himself, that his macintosh ' was over the
professor's shoulder, that Marjory^ and her motW
were each carrying a blanket, and that the corps of
students had dutifully brought all the traps which his
dragoman had forgotten. It was grand.
He addressed them to say :" Now. approaching

outposts IS very dangerous business at this time in the
mormng. So my n.an;<who can talk both Greek and
Turkish, will go ahead forty yards, and I will follow

;
somewhere between him^ and you. T^^ not to crowd

• forward. . , ,

' H^directed^the4dies upon their horses and
placed theprbfessor upon the little grey nag. Then
they took up their line of march. The dragon^an had
looked somewhat dubibusly upon this plan of having '

.
h,m go forty ^.arcfe in advance, but. he had the utmost
confidence in this new Coleman, whom yesterday he
had not known. Besides, he himself was a verj^ gal
lant man indeed, and it befitted him to take the post
of danger before th6 eyes of all these foreigners. In
hi^new position he was as proud and unreasonable as
a rooster. He was continually turning his head to

- scowl back at them, when only the clank of hoofs was
sounding. An impenetrable ^st lay on the valli; .

and the hill-tops were^shrouded. As for the people^
'

-^^^-^cmtmi^riC6[^^ paid no attention^

»,-^H (.,;•;

>•
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the Wainwright party, but walked steadily along near

the drii^oman.

Perhaps the whole thing was a trifle absurd, but to

a great percentage of the party it was terrible. For

instance, those eight boys, fresh from a school, could

in no wise gauge the dimensions. Arid if this was true
,

of the students, it was more distinctly true of Marjory

and her mother. As for the professor, he seemed

weighted to the earth by his love and his responsibility.

Suddenly the dragoman wheeled, and made

demoniac signs. Coleman half-turned to survey the

main body, and then paid his attention swiftly to the

front. The white road sped to the top of a hill where

it seeni^d-tornake a rotund swing into oblivion. The

tQp^ the curve was framed in foliage, and therein

was a horseman. He had his carbine slanted on his

thigh, and his bridle-reins taut. Upon sight of them

he immediately wheeled And galloped down the other

slope and vanished.

The dragoman was throwing wild gestures into the

air. As Coleman looked back at the Wainwright

party he saw plainly that to an ordinary eye they

might easily appear as a strong advance of troops.

The peculiar light would emphasize such theory.

The dragoman ran to him jubilantly, but he contained

now a form d intelligence which caused him to

^^whiaper i —Ttwrt^was ong <jreek» ^ That wa8 -on«^

Greek—what do you call—sentree ?
"

-i-< !*^'l-t\-' -A !
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Coleman addressed the others. He said •

« It's all
nght. Come ahead. That Was a Greek picket.
There ,s only one trouble now, and that is to approach
them easy—do you see—easy."
His obedient charges came forward. at his w^rd.When they arrived ,t the top of this rise they saw

nothmg. Coleman was very uncertain. He was not
sure that this picket had not carried with him a
general alarm, and in that case there would soon
occur a certain amount of shooting. However, as far
as he understood the business, there was no way.but
forward. Inasmuch as he did not indicate to the
Wamwright party that he wished them to do differ-
ently, they followed on doggedly after him and the
dragoman. He knew now that the dragoman's heart
had for the tenth time turned to dog-bis,puit, so he
kept abreast of him. And soon together t^ey walked
into a cavalry outpost, commanded, by no less a per-
son than the dashing young captain, who came laugh-
ing out to meet them.

Suddenly losing all colour of war, the condition wasnow such as might occur in a drawing room. Cole-
man felt the importance of establishing highly convenl
tional relations between the captain and the Wain
wnght party. To compass this he first seized his
dragoman, and the dragoi^^an, enlightened immediately
^Bpuir^^crofTTes^^ch nmFtT^^^^
to believe that the entire heart of the American repub

£5,>vi-AL

aafe;»SaSil»s i_ifJ_c4|*-^ ,vj^V^-s. -'
' t>h*! V ' ^ » fe. £
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lie had been taken out of that western continent and
transported to Greece. Coleman was proud of the

captain. The latter immediately went and bowed in

the manner of the French school and asked everybody
to have a cup of coffee, although acceptation would
have proved his ruin and disgrace. Coleman refused

in the name of courtesy. He called his v^rtf for-

ward, and now they proceeded merely as^e crowd.

Marjory had dismounted in the meanfTme. '
,

The moment was come. Colemin felt it. The firstX

rush, was from the students. Immediately he was'

'

buried in/ a thrashing mob of them. "Good boy!
Good boy! Great man! Oh, isn't he a peach?
How did he do it? He came in strong at the finish !

Good boy, Coleman !
" Through this mist of glowing

youthful congratulation he saw the professor standing

at the outskirts with direct formal thanks already

moving on his lips, while near him his wife wept
joyfully. Marjory was evidently enduring some
inscrutable emotion.

After all, it did penetrate his mind that it was in-

decent to accept all this wild gratitude, but there was
built within him no intention of positively declaring

himself lacking in all credit, or at least, lacking in all

credit in the way their praises defined it. In truth

he had assisted them, but he had been at the time

largely engaged in assisting himself, and theij; coming
u.

had been more of a toon to his JoneHness than an

w^y-: -
' A-'^-
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addition to>«.'care. However, he soon had no diffi.
culty ,n making his conscience appropriate ev.ery line
•n these hymns sungin his honour. .The students, curi-
ously w.se of men> thought his conduct quite perfect.
Oh, say. come ofif

!
" he protested. - Why. I didn'tdo anything You fellows are crazy. You would have

fstes-'-

"

"^^' ^^ i^ourseives. Don't ^^ct like

As soon as the professor had opportunity I^e came
o Coleman. He was a changed little man.and his
extraordmary bewilderment showed in his face Itwasthe disillusion and amazement of a stubborn mind
that had gone implacably in its onedirection and found
in the end that the direction was all wrong, and that
really a certain mental machine had not been infallible
Cokman remembered what the American minister in
Athens had described of hi. protests against the start-mg of the professor's party on this jaurney. and of the
complete refusal of the professor to recognise any
value in the advice. And here now was the cons^
quent defeat. It was mirrored in the professor's
astonished eyes. Coleman went directly to his dazed
old teacher. " Well, you're out of it now. professor "

he said warmly. " I congratulate you on your escape,
sir. The professor looked at him, helpless to express
ftimself, but the correspondent was ^t that time sud-
_d?nLy- enveloped in the-iiysfencar gmflHfd^ oT Mrs
Wainwright.^who hurled herself upon him with ex-

i
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travagant manifestations. Coleman played his part

with skill. To both the professor and Mrs. Wain-
Wright his manner was a combination of modestly filial

affection and a pretentious disavowal of his having

done anything at all. It seemed to charm everybody
but Marjory. It irritated him to see that she was
apparently incapable of Acknowledging that h« was a
grand man. ^ ^
He was actually compelled to go to her ^Ld offer

congratulations upon her escape, as he had congratu-

lated the professor.

If his manner to her parents had been filial, his-

manner to her was parental. "Well, Marjory," he
said kindly, " you have been in considerable danger.

I suppose you're glad to be through with it.*' She at

that time made no reply, but by her casual turn he
knew that he was expected to walk along by her side.

The others knew it, too, and the rest»^ the party left

them free to walk side by side in the rear.

" This is a beautiful country here-abouts if one gets

a good chance to see it," he remarked. Then he
added

:
" But I suppose you had a view of it when

you were going out to Nikopolis ?
"

She answered in muffled tones. *' Yes, we thought
it very beautiful."

" Did you note those streams from the mountain? ?

That seemed^ me the purest water I'd ever seen.

but I bet it would make one ill to drink it. There is.

P'

ir
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you know, a prominent German chemist who has^most proven that real,, p„re water is practij p„son to the human stomach "•

"Yes?" she said.

There was a period of. silence, during which he

at ease. If the silence was awkward, she was

WainwrLt
""''°""°" "^^ ^ '- « the entireWa,nw„ght party was concerned, a place where

Of course, I know how much you have done for us

cer.^aiLot^rdesp!:::::"'''^"™''"*-*---

I

"°'';"°'«^''" >»«"•<< generously. ..Not at ailI d dn t do anything. It was quite an acciden
Don't let that trouble you for a moment."

' Well, of course you would say that," she saidmore steadily. •. But I-we_w« know ho^ go^I "dhow-brave it was in y„„ to come for us, and ll^tmust never forg^ it."

pea.^„«T" °' '"' """"^ ^°'^'"-' ""> - ap-pearance Of mgenuous candor, ..I was sent out hereby the £./,^., to find you people, and of course I .worked rather hard to .ach you, but the fij
^

irrfinrxv .
- '^-cvii yuu, Dut the final^rng was purely accldentarSSOoes^otTedoundto my credit in the least."

~m
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^v

As he had anticipated, Marjory shot him a little

glance of disbelief. " Of course you would say thaff/'

she repeated with gloomy but flattering conviction

"Oh, if I had been a great hero/' he said smil

"notioubt I would have kept up this same man
wTiich now^sets so well upon me, but I aqo telling yo

J

the truth when I say that I had no part in your
rescue at all."

Sheibecam^ slightly indignant. "Oh, if you care tO'

tell us constantly that you were of no ^^ervice to us, "I

don't see what we can do but continue to declare that

you were.'** /i" / >-' . »

Suddenly he felt vulgar. He spoke to her this time
with real meaning. " I beg of you never to mention
it again. That will be the best way." /
But ^o this she would not accede. " No, we wilf

often want to speak of it."

He replied
:
" How do.you like Greece ? Don't you

think that ^ome of these ruins are rather out of shape
in the popular mind? Now, fo(j- my part, I would
rather look at a good strong finish at a horserace than
t9 see ten thousand Parthenojis in a bunch." .

She was immediately in the position of defending
him from himself. " You would rather see no such
thing. You shouldn't talk in that utterly trivial way.
I like the Parthenon, of course, but I can't think of it

now because my head is too full of my escape from
'mmere rli^¥ so-^^^^ojnghtenedT^

K«i ,
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Cdleman errinned " u/^
" Naturallv " .h

^°" ''""^^ frightened ?
"

^xcicuraiiy, she answered. "I c,i«„„ ' r
more friVhtenPrl f ,_

^^^PPse I waS-irigntened for mother and father but T ,
'

frightened enough fo^ysllf i. ^ ^ "^^^
"

^^'"g-" ^ ^ ^* was not~^not a nice

Coleman embarked on what he intended "to „,.!,

"

senes o, high-minded protests. • No: a' a L^t:a^t foment the dragoman whirled back from he- .|g|.ard w,.h a great collection of the difficultiesWWB, had been gathering Upon him r„i.
«^%ed to.resign Marjo., Ld'agai'Take u h/^cZ
«"^ .;:e^zrt::'tr

"~-^^ "

at all H °y °^^^anng that they were not difficulties

^^rdra^'T--'"-'"'—«=wa.^dea,
The fog had already lifted from the vallev and ,hey passed along the wooded mount" 2de.he

^~:l"dt ^"d
""" -'"'"' *^-

"
^ong tne hooded road, they could see the hi., i 1

"vampment of a battalion whose line wJat a 4h:

''
, "/<' m-
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angle to the highway. A hundred yards in advance
was the bridge across the Louros river. And tliere a

battery of artillery was encamped. The dragoman
became involved in all sorts of discussions with other

Greeks, but Coleman stuck to his elbow and stifled all

aimless oration. The Wainwright party waited for

them in the rear in an observant but patient group.

Across a plain, the hills directly behind Arta loomed
up showing the straight yellow scar of a modern
entrenchment. To the north of Arta were some grey

mountains with a dimly marked road winding to the

summit. On one side of this road were two shadows.

It tdok a moment for the eye to find these shadows,

but when this was accomplished it wa§ plain that they

were men. The captain of the battery explained to

the dragoman that he did not know that they were
not ifeo Turks. In which case the road to Arta was a

dangferous path. It was no good news to Coleman.

He waited a moment in order to gai;D composure and
then walked back to the Wainwright party. They
must have known at once from his peculiar gravity

that all was not well. Five of the students and the

professor immediately asked : " What is it ?
"

He had at first some old-fashioned idea of conceal-

ing the ill t^dingg from the ladies, but he perceived

what flagrant nonsense this would-be in circumstances

in which all were fairly likely to incur equal dangers^

and at any rate he did not see his way clear to allow
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their imagination to run riot over a situation which
m.ght not turn out to be too bad. HesaidsWly:
You See those mountains over there ? Well, troopshave been seen there and the ciptain of this batte^,

th nks they are Turlcs. If ,^hey are Turks the road toArta IS distmctly-er-unsafe."
This new blow first affected the Wainwright party

as bemg too much to endure. They thought theyhad gone through enough. This was a general sentL
ffent Afterward the emotion.took colour according

said
. Well, I see our finish."

- Another student piped out : " How do they know

TuIT' "*^' """'' """'- ">- """'^ '^ey-

'Another student expressed himself with a sigh.
i his IS a long way from the Bowery "

The professor said nothing but looked annihilated
;Mrs, Wa,nwnght wept profoundly; Marjory looked

expectantly toward Coleman.

r/L'" "1" """P"""'"' •>* was adamantine and«hable and stern, forle had no^e slightest idea«at those men on the distant hill j)Jre Turks at all.

Liiteii
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CHAPTER XIV.

" Oh," said a student, " this game ought to q#it*'

-I /eel like thirty cents. We didn't come out here to

be pursued about the country by these Turks. Why*

'

don't they stop it ?
"

?^f

Coleman was remarking r " Really, the only sensible

thC^g to do now is to have breakfast... There is no use
in worrying ourselves silly over this thing until we've
got to."

They spread th<? blankets on the ground and sat

about a feast of bread, water cress and tinned beef.

Coleman was the real host, but he contrived to make
the prdfessor appear as that honourable person. They
ate, casting their eyes from time to time at the dist^i^

*

mountain with its two shadows. People began to fly

down the road from J^nnina, peasants hurriedly driv-

ing little flocks, women and children on donkeys and-
little horses which they clubbed unceasingly. One
man rode at a gallop, shrieking and flailing his arms in

the air. They were all Christian peasants of Turkey,
but they were in flight now because th«y did not wish
to be at home if the Turk was going to return and
reap revenge for hisjmortification. The^Wainwright
party TooTced at Coleman in ' abrupt questioning.

t^^ « » /•
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"Oh, it's all right," he said, easily. "They are ifways taking on that way

"

^ ^^'

^ptetad^^tf
^'^'"^" ''-' ' ''^^' -^ ^-^ed

faJh J '''"' °^ ^ '"^^^^' ^h-'-e a little ratfaced "feroom was vociferon^N, ^ f

"itie rat-

tro-n .„„,e G..k offirtot '.
""' '""^

' • ^;' " ">= -d Coleman, straight and easy in the sal'al=. came cantering back nn ^. t,

snorting bay horse h1 nt^
'^ °P'"-"""«l>ed

,ni„,=, ,

''"' "°' "'"<' if the half-wildammal plunged cra^ily. u was part of his rTle

the bHd r ;/"""'• """ !^^'"S ""•orse byhe bndle, he addressed his ai,^ companions

says tha, he thmks that the people on the moun

,T V" '''*''' "" ' "''"' «' "ow that irpoJs.ble. You see-" he pointed wis.ly_" that C
ha the Greek army would come over here and leavethat approach to Arta utterly unguarded. It wouldbe too foolish. They must have left some ml toover

,., and that is certainly what those troops are^If you are all ready and willing, I don't see anything

Hkorc dangerous than to sit here;'
The professor was ,at last able to make his formal

/

l\

* : r
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speech. " Mr. Coleman," he said distinctly. " we
place ourselves entirely in your hands." It was some,
how pitiful. This man who. for year^ and years had

^
reigned in a little college town almost as a monarch,
passing judgment with the air of one who words th^
law, dealing criticism upon the' universe as pne to
whom all things are plain, publicly disdaining defeat •

as one to whom all things are easy—this man was now
veritably appealing to Coleman to save his wife, his
daughter and himself, and really declared himself de-
pendent for safety upon the ingenuity and courage of
the correspondent. >

,

*

The attitude of the students was utterly indifferent.
They did not consider themselves helpless at all
They were evidently quite ready to withstand any-'
thing but they looked frankly up to Coleman as their-
intelligent leader. If they suffered any, their only e*%«
pression of it was in the simple grim slang of ther

'

period.

" I wish I was at Coney Island."

" This is not so bad as trigonometry, but it's worse
than playing billiards for the beers." ' >
And Coke said privately to Coleman: " Say, what

'n hell iare these two damn peoples fighting for.
anyhow?" .

^^

"^ »

When he ^w that all opinions were in favour of
following him loyally, Coleman was Impelled to feel a

M

-rtsponsibfllry. He was nbwWerrantl^scue^T^

• .- ... * • .
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Wh,Ie one of the students held his horse, he took the'

the batten,.. The officer was sitting „„ ,, ,„ge%to„ewith h,s eyes fixed into his field glasses WK
again questioned he couid give no saU^TtLr™
He merely shrugged his shoulders and said that if^

,

were Greeks it .as ve^ good, but if th y ^e Tu'rlst was very bad. He seemed more occupied"t^
CZrin^T""""""'"' •"" ' -- -' " of

,

soldierly indifference to himself • r«i ^
Whing him sufficiently insist, ret ±o1rothers and said : " Well, we'll chance it."
They looked to him to arranre m.

Sneaking f„^ arrange the caravan.,^peakmg to^e men of. the party he s,id : "Of

can ride it. but-if you're not too tired-I think I hL
"..yse./ better ride, so thaA can go ahead at ties. •

de^r l©"f7'".^°''»«3ttJe^i''. this that the^tu;dents seWed fairly to wo®him. Qli>-o«rse it h,j
Jeen most ™probable- thalTy^511 '"

'

..ndden A,t volcanic animaleven^ne of them^

He iaw Mrs! Wai^wrightan;! Marjory upon 2
-Wo the saddle of.the groom's horse, leavin*.^nstrucfons witM.he servant to lead the anll^'

4

il^' ri&i. i',!^
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tly. *He and the dragoman then

h»d of the procession, and amid

|ripu#||j|ue^W0intg4Mrom the soldiery they crossed

ti^i^b#^Je and started on the trail t^^f Arta. The rear

was brought up by the little grey horse wi\h the lug-

l^ge, led by one student and flogged by another. .

* jColeman, checking with difficulty the battling

disposition of his horse, was very uneasy in his mind
becpuse the last words of the captain of the battery

had made him feel that perhaps on this ride he would
be p^ced in a position where only the best courage

wouW count, and he did not see his way clear to

feeling very confident about his conduct in such a case.

Looking back upon the caravan, he saw it as a most
unwieldy thing, not even capable of running away.

He hurried it with sudden, sharp coriterit^tuouS'

phrases.

On the march there incidentally flashed upon him a

new truth. More than half of that student band were

deeply in love with Marjory. Of course, when he had
been distant from her he had had aV

to that effect. It was natui Ithat he shovrffj

lught of the intimate campteg relation^between

and these young studentV'with a great Ileal of

y—js, grinding his teeth when picturing th# op-

:unities to pfiake 'bJla.r^my fall in love with some on

He had raged particularly about Coke, whose

-gHttK^-pf dollars, But he t^ forgotten

'

»

%

f' j^



nan then

md amid

f crossed

The rear

the lug-'

ther. .

battling

his mind

; battery

he would

courage

clear to

:h a case.

> a most

g away.

n^tuouS*

Dn him a

ind were

n he had

in .

e should

between

Lt deal of

:h# op.

ome one

e, whose

'

orgottett

f*

ACTIVE SERVICE.
,5;^

.

all these jealoustes.in the general splendour of his ex
plcts Now., when he saw the truth, it .eemed to -
brmg him back to his common lift, and he saw jiimself

'
-

'

suddenly as not being frantically superior in any way
o those other young men. The 4re closely he

' ^
looked at this last fact, the more convinced he was 0/
Its truth. He seemed to see that he had been improp-
erly elated over his services to the Wainwrights. and
that m the end the girl might f.ncy a man because theman had done her no service at all. He saw his prpud
position lower itself to be a pawn in the gam\Lookmg back over the students, he wondered which
one Marjoo^ might love. This hideous Nikopolis had
gjven eight men a chance to win her. His scorn and
his malice quite centered upon Coke, for he could never
forget that the man's father had millioi^ of dollars.The unfortunate Coke chose that mpment to address
him querulously

:
" Look here. Coleman, caa't you tell

us how far it is to Arta ?
"

J
Coke." said Coleman;-" I don't suppose^you take'

"*

me for a tourist agency, but if you can only try to

^

distinguish between me and a map with the scale ofm. es pnnted.in.the lower left-hand corner, you will
Y«>ntl*bate so much tb the sufferings of the p^rty
yr^ich you ndw adorn."

f
/

% The students witjiin hearing guffawed and Coke re-
"red

^
m confusion.

^^^^''^ ^,^fj?°t '^P\d' Coleman aimost wore



4PNM

158 ACTIVE SERVICE.

out his arms holding in check his impetuous horse.

Often the caravan floundered through mud, while at

the^ame time a hot, yellow dust came from the north.

They were perhaps half way to Arta when Coleman

decided that a rest and luncheon were the things to be

considered. He halted his troop then in the shade of

some great trees, and privately he bade his dragoman
prepare the best feast which could come out of those

saddlp-bags fresh from Athens. The result was rather

gorgeous in the eyes of the poor wanderers. First of

all there were three knives, three forks, three spoons,

three tin cups and three tin plates, which the entire

partJCof twelve used on a most amiable socialistic

princ^. There were crisp, salty biscuits and olives,

for which they speared iii the bottle. There was pot-

ted turkey, and potted ham, and potted tongue, all

tasting precisely alike. There were sardines and the

ordinary tinned beef, disguised sometimes with onions,

carrots and potatoes. Oujt of the saddle-bags came
pepper and salt and even mustard. The dragoman
made coffee over a little fire of sticks that blazed with
a whitft light. The whole thing was prodigal, but any
philanthropist would have lpproy;ed o^^Mf he could

have seen <he way in which the eigb^Kdents laid

into the spread. Whei^there came a rioKte remon-

strance-^notably from Mrs. Wainwright—Coleman
merely pointed to^a large bundle straflited back of the

groom's saddle. During the coffee h%was consider-
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ing how best to eet the studr-nt. A„. u
siVht «f th, iir •

,""'"" ""eby one out of thesight of the Wamwnghts where he could giveihemgood drinks of whisky. I

g"'=-«hem

There was an agitation on the road toward ArtaSo.e people were coming on horses. He paid sm^iheed untd he heard a ^ihump of pausing hoofsTea
.

h,m. and a musical voice say : • Rufu« "

eve?rl°^,''K7 t:"^'
""' ''""' "" P--' -- h-

-rNlrlBI ?H*'"' °" ^ '"' -" «'<-y horsesat Nora Black, dresse^fcprobably one of the most-n.ct r«„g habits wl^ad evr'been seen r.heEast. She was smiling a radiant smile, which helthe eight students simply spell-bo>ind. They woniihave recognised her if it had not bepn fo» this^ppar"
.oni, coming in the wilds of soutlastern EuTp^Behmd herwere her people-someservants apd an oldlady on a very httlepo^y. " Well, Rufus ? "

she said.Coleman ma8*i|K|i3,ake of hesitating. For a
fraction of a momSHTe had acted as if he were em.
barr^sed, and was only going to nod and say : " How

He arose and came forward too fate. . She was look-mg at h,m w,th a menacing glanc, which meant diffi.
cult es for h.m- if he was not skilful. Keen as aneagk. she swept her glance over the face and figureof Marjory. Without further introduction, the Lsseemed to understand that they wereeneri
Despite his feeling of awkwardness, Col
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was mainly occupied by pure astonishment. ** Nora
filack? ^ he said, as if even theiv he could not believe

his senses. " How in the world did you get. down^
here?" ^ " *

She was ndt too amietWe, evidently, over his recep-

tion, and she seemed to IcAow perfectly that it was in

her, power to make him feel extremely unpleasant.

"Oh,ii|^ nOjt so far^'. she answered. "I don't see

wher^^u conie in tMksk me what I'm doing here.

What are you doing hSfjf^" She lifted her eyes and

shot the half of a glance Ij^Marjory. Into her last

question she had interjecRPli spirit of ownership"!?!

which heslsaw future woe. It t^f^d him cowardly.

" Why, you knbw I was sent up iMe by the paper to

rescue the Wainwright party, and I've got them.

Fjn taking them to Arta. But why are you here ?
"

^' 1 am here," she said, giving him the most defiant

of glances, " principally to look (pr you."

?4Sv»a^he horse she rode betrayed an intention of

abidii% upon that spot forever. She had made her

communication with Coleman appear to the Wain-
wright party as^ sort of tender reunion.

Coleman looked at her with a steely eye. " Nora,

you can certainly be a devil when you choose."

" Why don't you present me to your frfends ? Miss

Nora Black, special correspondent of the New York

Daylight, if you please. I belong to your opposition.

Xam your rival, Rulus, and T draw a bigger salary

r ^:--^
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—see ? Funny looking gang, that. Who is the old
Johnnie in the white wig?"

"Er—where you goin—you can't "—blundered
Coleman miserably. "Aw-the army is in rJtreat
and you must go back to—don't you see

? " /
.

"Is it?" she asked. After a pause she added
coolly: "Then I shall go back to Arta with you'and
your precious Wainwrighfs."

/
,

'
/

h. n 'S-' V- It -^ t* ^ ^ Ln

i i J r-v r *i* \^^s.



CHAPTER XV,

Giving Coleman another gFance of subtle menace
Nora repeated : "Why don't ^ou present me to your
friends?" Coleman had befen swiftly searching the

whole world' for a way cleaf of this unhappiness, but

he knew at Jast that he/could only die at his guns.
•' Why, certainly,'"he s^d quickly, " if you wish it."

He sauntered easily/back to the luncheon blanket.

" This is Miss Black of the New York Daylight and
she says that ttttise people on the mountain are

Greeks." The^udents were gaping at him, and Mar-

jory and her ifather sat in the same silence. But to

the relief of Coleman and to the high edification of

the students, Mrs. Wainwright cried out :" Why, is

she an American ^oman ? " And seeing Colemat^'s

nod of assent she rustled to her feet and adv^chced

hastily upon the complacent horsewoman. " I'm

lighted to see you. Who would think of seei|

American woman way over h^re. Have you been

long ? Are you going on further ? Oh, we've had
such a dreadful time." Coleman remained long

enough to hear Nora say: "Thank you verymuch,
but I shan't dismount. I am going to ride back to

Arta presently."

^-
'"
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Then he heard Mrs. Wainwright cry : '^Oh, are you
indeed ? Why we, too, are going at once to Arta.
We can all go together." Coleman fled then to the
bpsom of the students, who all looked at him with'
^es of cynical penetration. He cast a glance at
Marjory more than fearing a glare which denoted an
implacable resolution never t© forgive this thing.* On
the contrary he had never, seen her so content and
serene. "You have allowed your cofifee to get
chilled,"„ she

" said considerately. "Wbn"t you have
tne man warm you some more ?

"

" Thanks, no," he answered with gratitude.

Nora, changing her mind, had dismlaunted and was
coming Ayith Mrs. Wainwright. That worthy lady
had long had a fund of information and anecdote' the
sound of which neither her husband nor her daughter
would endure for a moment. Of course- the rascally

students were out of the - question. Here, then, was
really the first ear amiably and cheerfully open, and
she was talking at what the students called her
" thirty knot gait." - '

;
" Lost everything. Absolutely everything. Neither

of us have even a brush and comb, or a cake of soap,
or enough hairpinsto hold up our haV. I'm goin^ to
take Marjory's away from her and let her braid her
hair down .her back. "^You can imagine how dreadful
it is

"

"^Fmm-fmielo^rffletKe C66T VoicSW^NoH^^
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without etforf through this clamour. " Oh, it will be
no trouble at all. I have more than enough of every-
thing. We can divide very nicely."

Coleman broke somewhat imperiously into this

feftiinine chat. "Well, Ve; mus{ be moving, you
know, " and his voice started the men into activity.

When the traps were all p'acked again on the horse
Cpleman lcx)ked back ^ surprised to see the three
^omen engageid in the most friendly discussion. The
iorabinedvparties now rtade at very respectable squad-
ron. Coleman fbde off^.^t. its head without glancing
behind at all. ,^e knew. ||at t^^y x^rc following
from the soft po4indin^ df the horses hoJ^fs on the sod
and from the mellow h^^human voices.

*'

.

For a long time he did^^^nk to look upon him-
self as anything but a mI?S!^ injured by circum-
stances. Among his friends he could count numbers
who had lived Jong lives without having this peculiar
class of misfortune come to them. In fact it was so
'unusaalami^^rtune that men of the world had not

.

found it necessary tor pass from inind to mind a perfect
/di^«la ^or dealing with it. But he, goon began to
consider hfmself an extraorditif*lrily lucky person inas-
mueli a* Nora Black had come upon him with her
saddle bags packed with inflammable substances, so
tolpeak, and there had been as yet only enough fire

,tQ -b^cofifee for luncheoh. He laughed tenderly-

^|5K| thought of the innocence of Mrs. Wainwright,

•-.*;, \ • . f V .
•

W
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but his face and back flushed with heat when he
thought of the canniness of the eight American col-

lege students. -

He heard a horse cantering up on his left side and
looking he saw Nora Black. She was beaming with
satisfaction and good nature. '^ Well, Rufus," she"

cried flippantly, " how goes it with the gallant r^^cuer ?

You've made a hit, my boy. You are the sucjj^gs of

the season." * *- at-

A

Cole|nan reflected upon the probable result of a di-

rect appeal to Nora. He knew of course that such
appeals were usually idl^' hut he did ilot consider!

Nora an ordinary person. His decision was to ven-

ture it. He drew his hors^tose to hers. " No^-a,"

he said, " do you know that you are raising the vtry

Sevil?" '
^ '

She lifted her finely penciled eyebrows and looked
at him with the baby-stare. " How ? " she ent^uited.

" You know well enough," he gritted out wrathfull/

"Raising the very devil?" she asked. "How do
' you mean ? " She was palpably interested for his an-

swer. She waited for hi^ repj^for a|j-;interval, and
'

then she asked him outright.- "Rufus Qoleman do
you mean that I am-flot a respectable wpnilii ?

"

^In reality he had nieant nothings of the .kind, tmt

this direct throttlhi'g of gt great question ^tupifiad him
utterly, for he saw/nolUr that shf would protably

never understand hitn in the least and that she virould."

R

/

ft*.

%
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at any rate always pretend not to understand him and
that the more he said the more harm he manufactured.
She studied him over carefully and then wheeled her
horse towards the rear with some parting remarks.
"I suppose you should attend ^more strictly to your
own affairs, Rufus. Instead of raising the devil I ara^
lending hairpins. I have seen you insult people, but
I have never seen you insult any one quite .for the
whim of the'thing. Go soak your head."
Not considering it advisable to then indulge in such

.
immersion Coleman rode moodily onward. The htft
dust continued to sting the cheeks of the travellers
and in some places great clouds of dead leaves roared
in circles about them. All of the Wainwright party
were utterly fagged. Coleman felt his skin crackle

•
and his throat seemed to be coated with the whiie
dust. He worried his dragoman ^s to the distance to
Arta until the dragoman lied to the point where he
always declared that Arta was only off some hundreds
of yards.

At their places in the procession Mrs. Wainwright
and Marjory were animatedly talking to Nora and the
old lady on the little pony. They had at first suffered

"

great amazement at the voluniiiy presence of the old
lady, but

,

she was there really because she knew no
better. Her colossal ignorance took the form, mainly,
of a most obstreperous patriotism, and indeed she al-
ways acted in a foreign country as if she were the

^ .
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special commissioner of the President, or perhaps as a
special commissioner could not aq? at d!l.

' She Ms
very aggressive, and when any o^^evtravelling ar-

^ tangements in Europe did not suit her'ideas she was
wo^^t to; shrilly exclaim

:^
" Well

!. New York is good
enough forme." Nora, morbidly afraid that^her ex-

,.pense bill to the Daylight woujd not be large' enough,
had dragged her bodily of! to Greece as her companion,'
friend and protection. At Arta they had heard of the
grand success of the Greek army. The Turks had not
stood fof a moment before that gallant" khd terrible
advance

;
no

; they had scampered hoveling With fear
mto%e north. Jannina would fall-well, Jahnina

.would fall as soon as the Greeks arrived. There was
no d9ubt of it. The correspondent and her friend,

.^eluded and hurried by the light-hearted confidence
of th| Greeks irt Arta, had hastenedl out then on a
regular tourist's excursion to see Jannina after its

^capture. Nora concealed froni? her friend the fact
that the .editor of the /^^^^^-///-'particularly wished
her to see a ba^le so that she might write an Article
on tactual warfare frpm a i^marttf^s point of view.
With her name afe a queen of comic opera, such an
article from her pen would be a Ijurnin^ sensation.

' Coleman ha^ fcen the first to poiat out to Nora
that instead of going on a pic;nic to Jannina,she had
better run i?ack to Arta. When the old lady heard
that theyM not been entirely safe, she w^s furious '

•4 V

i,
.»'

»- -tJ.H
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with Nora. "the. idea!" she exclaimed to Mrs.
Wainwright. " They might have caught us ! Tliey •

might have caught us !" ' ' ^
"Well," said Mrs. Wainwright. "I verily believe

they would have caught us if it had not been for Mr.
,

Coleman." .
.

*' Is he the gentlemaq, on the fineliorse? " ' •

• " Yes
;

that's him. Oh, he has been^ sim-plee
splendid. I confess I .was a little blti-er-J'surpHse^d; .

He was in college under my husband. iWtkhow ^

that we thought very great things of him, bu"t i( evej
a man won golden opinions he has dohe so from.-^s.'

" Oh, that must bethe Coleman who fs sueh a great
friend of Nora's." *

"Yes?" said Mrs. Wainwright insidiously. "Is
he? I didn't know. Of Course he knows so many

^^ people." Her mind had be6n suddenly Ulummed
by the old Ikdy and she thought ptravagantly of the
arrival of Nora upoii the scene.' She remaiiied all V

sweetness to the old lady. " Did you knowhe.was
'

here? Did you expect to meet him ? It seemed such
a delightful ebincidence." In truth she was being
subterraneously clever. . -^ "

"Oh, no; I don'l think so. 1 didn't hear Nbra "

mention it. Qf course she would have told me. You
'

know, our coming, to Greece was such .a sur^jrise.

Nora had an engagemeht in London at the Folly
Theatre 'in -JRy^y ?f«gfet,Ht,ut the imnageriva^Jnsuf.": *

A
:Sv

"\,

"»"

/
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ferable,oh. insufferable.
. So, of course. Nora wouldn't

° stapd it a minuter and Uen these newspaper people
ca^ne along and asked her to go to Greece for them
and she ^ccepted. I am sure I never expected to find

'coA^^^^^*"^ ^''T ^^^ Tnrks or I shouldn't have

Mrs. Wairiwright was gasping. "You don't mean
that she is-she is Nora Black, the actress."

•

~ " Of course, she is," said the old lady jubilantly.

. ,A "Why, how strange," choked Mrs. Waitiwrignt
-Nothmg she knew, of Nora <ould account for her
stupefaction and grief." v.What happened glaringly to
her was the duplicity of man. Coleman was a ribald
^teiver. He must hav^ known and yet he had pre-
tSftded throughout that the meeting was a pure acci-
dent. She turned with a nervous impulse to sympa-

-
thise with her daughter, but despit.e the lovely
.tranquillity .of the girl's face there was something
about her which forbade the mother to meddle

*"

•;Anyhow Mr|. W^inwright was s^rry^h^ she had
,,

told nice things of Coleman's behavioj^ she said to
the olrf lady: " Yoy«g nfcn

. of themes get a
false age io quicJcly. We have alwa^thought ft a
-great pity about Mr. ColemW^
''Why.Kowso?" asfced>heoldlady. ^ % .

^

-; " Oh. really rwthing. Only, to us he «e«med rather
'^--^r--t>rematurely experienced or.sohiethingVf that
Kind," •/

«%

,'<

Vl" '*•'«"» < -•'..

;*v^-rV^

^
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The olcf lady did not , catch the meaning of the

phrase. She seemed surprised. "Why, I've never

seen any f^ll-grown person in this "world who got >

exp^wcncle any to'o quick for his own good."

At -the tail of the procession thefe .was talk be-

tween the two students who had in charge the little

grey borse-^one' to lead and one to flog. " Billie,"

sa[d one, " it now becomes necessary to lose this

hobby into the hands of some of the other fellows.

•Whereby we will gain opportunity to pay homage to

the great Nord. Why, you" egregious thick-h^ad, this

is the chance of a life-time. I'm damned if I'm going

to tQW this beast of burden much further." / ^

" You wouldn't stand a show," said Billie pessi-

mistically. " Look at Coleman."

"That'^' all right. Do you mean to say that you

prefer to continue towing pack hojses ii¥ the presenipe

of this queen of song and the dance just because you

think Ccrleman can throw out ;his fhest a little more ,,

th^n you. Not so. ThifTll'of yotir bright a»icl spark-

ling youth. - "there'.? Coke and Pete Tounley near Mar-

jory. We'll call •em^^Nftfhereupon he set up a

cry. " Say, ypu people, \yeVe not getting a salary

(ojf this. Supposin' you tryJor a time. It'll do you

good." When the two addressed had^halted to a\vait

the arrival of the little.g'rey horse, the)^ took on. glum^

expressions. "You „ loisk like poispned pups,"\?aid

the student who led the ^ horse; *^To6 strong for

'*»
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>%1H work. Grab onto the halter, now, Peter and

- '%
Z"

"' e-"g -"ead to tilk to Nora B.acl^"Good t.n,e you'll have," answered Peter Tounley
J<>.en,a„.cutt.„.„p scandalous. Vou won, stand'

cuZra.i°Cnd''"or"" '

'-'' """'
"
^--

,
X round. Do you suppose he knew shewould show up? It was nervy to-"

'"J^ervy to what ?' asked Billle

" \^elV said Coke. " seems to me he is playing bothends agamst^he middle. I don't know anyth

'

about Nora Black, but^"
"ytnmg

^

;

The three ot>cr students expressed themselves withconviction and in chorus. " Coleman s all right
"

" Well, anyhow," continued Coke, « I don't see myway free to admiring him introducing Nora Blackto the Wainwrights."

;;

He didn't," said the others, still in chorus.

to know her pretty well."

; Pretty damn well," said Billie

"Anyhow he's a brick," said Peter Tounley. " Wemus n t forget that. Lo, I b«gin to feel that „„

b^hi?h
\'"" ~"""»'1» «>y aspect. He won'^b= hit by a chmney in the daytime, for unto him hascome much wisdom, I don't think I'll wor^-

"

w.«
^*
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" Is he stuck on Nora Black, do you know ?

"

asked Billie.

" One thing is plain," replied ^oke. " She has got

him somehow by the short hair and she intends him

to holler murder. Anybody can see that."

" Well, he won't holler murdier," said one of them

with conviction. " I'll bet you he won't. He'll

hammer the war-post and beat the tom-tom until he

drops, but he won't holler murder."

" Old Mother Wainwright will_ be in his wool

presently," quoth Peter Tounley musingly. " I could

see it coming in her eye. Somebody has given his

snap away, or something."

" Aw, he had no snap," said Billie. " Couldn't you

see how rattled he was ' He would have given ji lac

if dear Nora hadn't turned up."
|

"Of courke,"Vthe others assented. "He v^as rat-

"tle'd."

" Looks queer. And nasty," said Coke. [

" Nora herself had an axe ready for him,"

They began to laugh. " If she had had an um-

brdla she would have basted him over the head with

it. Oh, my ! He was^green." \
" Nevertheless," s^id Peter Tounley, " I refuse to

worry ov«t our ^tufus. When he can't take care of

himself ^ rest of us want to )iunt cover. He is a

fly guy-

Colertian in the ine«itime had' become a^are that
.i^

e^tin

V

)
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the light „, Mr. Wainwrighfs cou»„tena„ce wasturned from h™. The party stopped at a well andwhen he offered her a drin. fro. his ,„p he thoughtshe accepted it with .scant thanks. MarL was W.grac.A .always gracious, hnt this didiljjr
h.n, because he felt there was n,uch unfathomable de.epfon ,n ,t. When he turned to seek consolation inthe g,anner of the professor he found him as bef^l
stunned with surprife, and the only idea he had was to .'

be as tractable as a child. . '

a.ari t' 'Tr^ '° - "'^'^ °' "•= ^°'-"". Noraagam cantered forward to join him. " Well, me gayLochmvar." she cVipH " o„^ u .
^ " '

proved ?•
' " "'' "T '"^P.o-tion-im-.

" You are very frtsh," he said.
'

She laughed loud enough to be heard the full lengthof the caravan It was a beautiful laugh, but fullTf
-nsole„<^p

^
and confidence. He flashed his yesn.al,g„antly upon her. but then she, only laurtedmore She could s.e that l^e wished to st^i et'|W at a disposition ..•si .said. "Whata'diJ:

Now thev
"'' :T

""'^ ^ ""' ^ ^S,"
'"-'^

Now. they „e ch^ing, but you-Ruf>I wishyo would get that temper mended.. Dear Rufu', do

^
to please me. Vou know y6u like to please meiJont you now, dear?" ", / °

.

He
;
finally laughed.

" ''Confound you Nor^ t
would Hke to kill you." . ^ '

""- ^
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But at his laugh she was all sunshine. It was ^s if

she had been trying to taunt him into gopd hunnour

with her; " Aw, now, Rufus, don't be angry. I'll be

good, Rufus. Really, I will. Listen. 1 want to tell

you something. Do you know what ' I did ? Well,

you know, I never was cut out for this business, and,

back there, when you told me about the Turks being

near and all that sort of thing, I was frightened almost

to- death. Really, I was. So, when nobody was

looking, I sneaked two or three little drinks out of my

flask. Two or three little drinks
"

,

4l

tM"

/^

7:.
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CHAPTER XVI.

God!" said Coleman. You don't

answered Don . worry about your Aunt Nora, myprecious boy, Not for a minute."

.:
Coleman was horrified. " But you are not going

•
to—you are not going to -" ^

__

"Not at all. me son. Not at all." she answered!
I m not go,ng to prance. I'm going to be as nice aspie and just ride quietly along here with dear littleRu^us Only • . you know what I can do wh
g.t started, so you had better be a ver^good boy

I m«ht take it into my head to say some things,Z
chf,7-"i'f ""

'°'" "' '" '*''"' >" ""'<> "ot evenChan h,s defiant torture song. It might precipi.ate-n fact, he was sure it would precipitate the grandmash. But to th. very core of his soul, he for he

eTthaTh ""'T'^'-
"^ <""-''- to rem':her that he would revenge himself; he dared only ,odream of this revenge, but ,t fairly made his though.:

flame, and deep in his throat he was swearing an inflex
blepersecution of Nora Black. The old expression o,

^

tr-
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his sex caine to him, " Oh, if she were only a man
!

"

If she had been a man, he would have fallen upon her

tooth and nail. Her motives for all this impressed

him not at all; she wa& simply a witch who bound

him helpless with the power of her femininity, and

made him eat cinders. He was so sure that his face

betrayed him that he did riot dare let her see it.

" Well, what are you going to do about it ? " he asked,

over ^is shoulder.

"d-o^oh," she drawlfd, impudently. "Nothing."

He could see that she was determined not to be con-

fesse^, " I may do this or I may do that. It all de-

pends upon your behaviour, my dear Rufus."

As they rode on, he deliberated as to the best

means of dealing with this condition. Suddenly he

resolved to go with the whole tale direct to Marjory,

and to this end he half wheeled his horse. He would

reiterate that he loved her and then explain—explain !

He groaned when he came to -the word, and ceased

formulation.

The cavalcade reached at last the bank of the Arac

thus river, with its lemon groves and lush grass. A

battery wheeled befor? them over the ancient bridge

—a flight of short, broad cobble| steps up as far as

the centre of the stream and a similar flight down to

the other bank. The returning aplomb of the travel-

lers was well illustrated by the professor, who, upon

. sighting this bridge, murmured: "Byzantine."
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This was the first indication that he had stjll within
him a power to resume the normal.

The steep and narrow street was crowdedwith sol-
diers

;
the smoky littljs coffee shops were a-baT)ble with

people discussing the.mews from the front. None
seemed to heed the remarkable procession that wended"
its way to the cable office. Here Coleman resolutely
took precedence. He knew tjat there was no good in

expecting intelligence out of the chaotic clerks, but
he managed to get upon the wires this message:
"£c/ipse, New York: Got Wainwright party; all

well. Coleman." The students had struggled to send
messages to their people irf America, but they had
only succeeded in deepening the tragic boredom of
the clerks.

When Coleman returned to the street he thought
that he had seldom looked upon a i^dre moying spec-
tacle than the Wainwright pa;rty presiented at that mo-
ment. Most of the students were seated in a row,
dejectedly, upon tbe kerb. The professor and Mrs.
Wainwright looked like two old pictures, which, after
an existence in a considerate gloom, had been brought
out in their tawdriness to the clear light. Hot white
dust covered everybody, and from out the grimy faces
the eyes blinked, red-fringed with sleeplessness. De-
solation sat upon all, save Marjory. She possessed
some marvellous power of looking always fresh. This
quality had indeed impTessed the old lady on the little
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pony until she had said to l^ora Black: " that girl

would look well anywhere." Nora Black had not been

amiable in her reply.
iff

Coleman called the professor and the dragoman for

a durbcMT. The dragoman said : "Well, I can geto"'?

carriage, and we can go immediate-lee." <

" Carriage be blowed !
" said Coleman. " What

these people need is rest, sleep. You must find a

place at once. These people can't remain in the

street." He spoke in anger, as if he had previously

told the dragoman and the latter had been inattentive.

The man immediately departed.

Coleman remarked tj^yihere was no course but to

remain in the street|Hp his dragoman had found

them a habitation. , It was a mpurnful waiting. The

students sat on the kerb. Once they whispered to

Coleman, suggesting a drink, but he told them that

he knew only one cafe, the entrance of which would

be in plain sight of the rest of the party. The ladies

talked together in a group of four. Nora Black was

bursting with the fact that her servant had hired rooms

*°in Arta on their outcoming journey, and she wished

Mrs. Wainwright and Marjory to come to them, at

lejist for a time, but she dared not risk a refusal, and

she felt something in Mrs. Wainwright's manner

which led her to be certain that such w?)uld be the an-

swer to her invitation. Coleijian and the professor

strolled slowly up and dow* the walk.
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" Well, my work is over, sir," said Coleman. " My'
paper told me to find you, and, through no virtue of
my own, I found you. I am very glad of it. I don't
know of anything in my life that has given me greater
pleasure."

The professor was himself again in so far as he had
lost all manner of dependence. But still he could not
yet be bumptious. " Mr. Coleman," he said, "

I am
placed under life-long obligation to you. * * *

I

am not thinking of myself so muSi. * * * My wife

His gratitude was so genuine
and daughter

that he could not finish its expression

'J Oh, don't speak of it," said Coleman. ,
"

I really
didn't do anything at all."

The dragoman finally returned and led them all to
a house which he had rented for 'gold. In the great,
bare, upper chamber the students dropped wearily to
the floor, while the woman of the house took the
Wairiwrights to a more secluded apartment. As the
door closed on them, Coleman turned like a flash.

• "Have a drink," he' said. The students arose aroup
him like the wave of a flood. "You bet." In t..

absence of^ changes of clothing, ordinary food, the
possibility of a bath, and in the preseiice of great
weariness and dust, Colemhn's whisky seemed to
them a glistening luxury. .Afterward they laid down
as if to sleep, but in reality they were too dirty and

sh.
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too fagged to sleep. They simply lay murmuring.

Peter Tounley even developed' a small fever.

It was at this time that Coleman suddenly discov-

ered his acute interest in the progressive troubles of

his affair of the heart had placed the business of his

newspaper in the rear of his mind. The greater part

of the next hour he spent in getting off to New York

that dispatch which created so much excitement for

him later. Afterward he was free to reflect moodily

upon the ability of Nora Black to distress him. She,

with her retinue, had disappeared toward her own

rooms. At dusk he went into the street, and was edi-

fied to see Nora's dragoman dodging along in his'

wake.
' He thought that this was simply another man-

ifestation of Nora's interest in his movements, and so

he turned a corner, and there pausing, waited until

the dragoman spun around directly Into his arms.

But it seemed that the man had a note to deliver, and

this was only his Oriental way of doing it.

The note read :
" Come and dine with me to-night."

It was not a request. It was peremptory. "All

right," he said, scowling at the man.

He did not go at once, for he wished to reflect for a

time and find if he could not evolve some weapons of

his own. It seemed to him that all the others were

)liberally supplied with weapons. *

A clear, cold night had come upon the earth when

he signified to the lurking dragoman that he was in

-m-
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All

readiness to depart with him to Nora's abode. They
passed firi'ally into^a dark court-yard, up a winding /
staircase, across an^embowered balcony, and Coleman/
entered alone a room where there were lights.

' /
^His feet were scarcely over the threshold before he

,had concluded that the tigress was now going to tYy
some velvet purring. He noted that the arts of the
stage had not been thought too cheaply obvious for

use/ Nora sat facing the door. A bit of yellow silk

had been twisted about the crude shape of the lamp,
^"<^ jt ™ade the fjay of light, amber-like, shadowy and
yet perfectly clear, the light which women love. She
was arrayed^in a puzzling gown of that kind of Gre-
cian silk which is so docile that one can pull yards of
it through a ring. It was of the colour of new straw.

Her chin was leaned pensively upon her palm and the
light fell on a pearly rounded forearm. She was
looking at hinvwith a pair of famous eyes, azure, per-

haps—certainly purple at times—and it may be, black
at odd moments—a pair of eyes that had made many
an honest man's heart jump if he thought they were
looking at him. It was a vision, yes, but Coleman's
cynical knowledge of drama overpowered his sense of
its beauty. He broke out brutally, in the phrases of
the American street. "Your dragoman is a rubber-

neck. If he keeps darking me I will simply have to
kick the stuffing out of him."

She was alone in the room. Her old lady had been

*

\a. 1^^^ Jit - ^ #^ * -<.-*-fr>i^1l^
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instructed to have a headache and send apologies.

She was not disturb^ by ^jleman's words. " Sit

down, Rufus, and Ijave a cigarette, and don't be cross,

because I won't stand it."

He obeyed her glumly. She had placed his chair

where not a charm of her could be lost upon an obser-

vant man. Evidently she did not purpose to allow

him to irritate her away from her original plan. Pur-

ring was now her method, and none of his insolence

\could achieve a growl from the tigress. She arose,

^ying softly :
" You look tired, almost ill, poor boy.

i will give you some brandy. I have almost every-

thing that I could think to make those Daylight

people buy." With a sweep of her hand she indicated

the astonishing opulence of the possessions in differ-

ent parts of the room. /(U|^

As she stood over him with the brandy there came

through the smoke of his cigarette the perfume of

orwsjToot and violet.

A servant began to arrange, the little cold dinner on

a camp table, and Coleman saw with an enthusiasm

which he could not fully master, four quart bottles of

a notable brand of champagne placed in a rank on the

floor.

At dinner Nora was sisterfy. She watched him,

waited upon him, treated him to an affectionate inti-

macy for which he knew a thousand men who would

have hated him. The champagne was cold.
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Slowly he melted. By the time that the boy came
with little cups of Turllfsh coffee he was at least
amiable. Nora talked dreamily. " The dragoman
says this room used to be part of the harem long ago."
She shot him a watchful glance, at if she had expected
the fact to affect hivk. "Seems curious, doesn't it?
A harem. Fancy that." He smoked one cigar and
then discarded tobacco, for the perfume of orris-root
and violet was making him meditate. Nora talked on
in a low iroice. She knew that, through half-closed lids,

he was looking at her in steady speculation. She
knew that she was conquering, but no movement of
hers betrayed an elation. With the most exquisite
art she aided 4iis contemplation, baring to him, for in-

stance, the glories of a statuesque^ck, doing it all

with the manner of a splendid and wfelous virgin who
knew not that there was such a thing as shame. Her
stockings were of black silk.

Coleman presently answered her only in mono-
syllable, making small distinction between yes and
no. He simply sat watching her with eyes in which
there were two little covetous steel-coloured flames.

He was thinking, "To go to the devil—to go to
the devil—to go to the devil with this girl is not a
bad fate—not a bad fate—not a bad fate."
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CHAPTER XVII.

" Come out on the balcony," cooed Nora. " There

are some funny old storks on top of some chimneys

near .here and they clatter Uke mad all day and

night."
'

They moved together out to the balcony, but Nora

retreated with a little cry when she felt the coldness

of the night. She said that she would get a clpak.

Coleman was not unlike a man in a dream. He
walked to the rail of the balcony where a great vine

climbed toward the roof. He noted that it wds dotted

with blossoms, which in the deep purple of the

Oriental night were coloured in strange shades of

maroon. This truth penetrated his abstraction until

when Nora came she found him staring at them as if

their colour was a revelation which affected him

vitally. She moved to his side without sound and he

first knew of her presence from the damning fragrance.

She spoke just above her breath. " It's a beautiful

evening." '

o " Yes," he answered. She was at his shoulder. If

he moved two inches he must come in contact.

They remained in silence leaning upon the raiL

#

aw^w»S!my»^' y/mjiftrmemiiHimtm
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Finally he began to mutter some commonplaces
which meant nothing particularly, but into his tone as
he mouthed them was the nqte of a forlorn and pas-
smnate lover. Then as if by accident he traversed
the two inches amd his shoulder was against the soft
and yet firm shoulder of Nora Black. The1-e was
something in his throat at this time which changed
his voice iifto a mere choking noise. She did not
move. He could see her eyes flowing innocently
out of the pallour which the darkness^ve to her face.
If he was touching her. she did not seem to know it.

'

"I am awfully tired." said Coleman, thickly. "I
think I will go home and tprn in."

" You must be, poor boy," said Nora tenderly
-Wouldn't you like a little more of that . cham-
pagne?"

" Well, I doji't mind another glass."

She 11^ him again and his galloping thought
poundea to thf old refrain. " To go to the devil-to
go to the devil-to go ^ the devil with this girl is
not a bad fate-not a bad fate-not a bad fate

"

When she returned he drank his glass of champagne.
Then he mumbled: "You must be cold. Let me
put your cape around you better. It won't do to
catclTcold here/you know."

She made a sweet pretence of rendering herself to
his care. "Oh, thanks * » * I am not really cold
* * * There that's better."

.

i

-
^

-
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Of course all his manipulation of the cloak ^lad

been a fervid caress, and although her^-^ acting up to

this point had remained- in the, role of the splendid

and fabulous virgin^ she^ijiow turned herjiquid eyes tip

his with a look that expressed knowledge, triumpK and

delight. She was slK;e or her victpry. And she

said: "Sweetheart * * * don't you think I am as

nice as Marjory ? " The impulse- had been airily con
fident.

It was as if, the silkefi cords haci Ijeen parted by the

sweep of a sword. Coleman's face had instantly stif-

fened and he looked like a man suddenly recalled to

the ways of light. It may easily have been that in a

moment he would have lapsed again to his luxurious^
dreaming. But in his face the girl had read a fatal

character to her blundef and her resentment against

him took precedence of any other emotion. She
wheeled abruptly from him and said with great con-

tempt: ''Rufus, you had better go home. You're

tired and slfeepy, and more or less drunk."

He knew that the granH tumble of all their little

embowered incident could be neither stayed or

mended. " Yes," he answered, sulkily, " I think so

too." They shook hands huffily and he went away.

When he arrived among the students he found that

they had appropriated everything of his which would
conduce to their comfort. He was^ furious over it.

But to his bitter speeches they replied in jibes./

N
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" RUfus is himself again. Admire his angelic dis-
position. See him smile. Gentle soul.'^

pi^h:^;s;r^^^^'"°"^--"--^^-what
"^hat? tasked several.

^^^He;s .ee„ .0 see Nora and She «„„^?^W
'At times I §eem to

" .^" ' "
'""i'^

Coleman. „ . ^^^ ,„

^= .n you. Coke, the fermentation of iofce primeval, V,. o«..,c primeval
fo m of sensation, as if it were possibk to,- yoy t6 de-
velop a mind in two o.three thousand years, and then
at o her times you appear * * *.much as you are
now. '

,

"^

As soonvas they had well measured Coleman's
temper all of the students save Cok^. kept their

-souths tightly closed. Coke either did not under-
stand or his mood was^ vindidtive for ^lence.
Well, I know .you got a throw-down all right" he

muttered.
s

,
ne

"And how would you know when I got a throw
dbwn ? You pimply, mUk-fed sophomo/e."
The others perked up thqjr ears in mirthful appre-

ciation of this language.

"Of course.- continued Coleman, "no one would
protest against your continued existence. Coke, unless
you insist on. recalliag yourself violently to people's
attention in this way. The mere fact of your living
would not usualiyi>e offensive to people if you weren't

"m>^\*i,t\
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eternally turning a sort of calcium light on your pre-

hensile attributes."

Coke was suddenly angry, angry xnuch like a peas-

ant, and his anger first/evinced itself in a mere sput-

^ tering and spluttering. Finally he got out a rather

long speech, full of grumbling noises, but he was un-

derstood by all to declare that his prehensile attri-

butes had not led him to cart a notorious woman
about the world with him. When they quickly looked

at Coleman they saw that he was livid. " You "

But, of course, there immediately arose all sorts of

protesting cries from the seyen non-combatants.

Coleman, as he took two strides toward Coke's corner,

looked fully able to break him across his knee, but for

this Coke did not seem to care at all. He was on
his feet with a challenge in his eye. Upon each cheek
burned a sudden hectic spot. The others were clam-

ouring, "Oh, say, this won't do. Quit it. Oh, we
mustn't have a fight. He didn't mean it, Coleman."

Peter Tounley pressed Coke to the wall saying : " You
damned young jackass, be quiet."

They were in the midst of these festivities when a
door opened and disclosed the professor. He might
have been coming into the middle of a row in one of

the corridors of the college at home only thi^ time he
carried a candle. His speech, however, was a Wash-
urst speech :

" Gentlemen, gentlemen, what jdoes this

"mean ? " All seemed to expect Coleman to ijnake the

/- /



)n your pre-

ACTIVE SERVICE. •. ,89

answer. He was suddenly very cool. "Nothing
professor/' he said, " only that this-only that Coke
has msulted me. I suppose that it was only the irre
sponsibility of a boy, and I beg that you will not
trouble over it."

." Mr. Cok^aid the professor, indignantly, " what
have you tplfy to. this? " Evidently he could not
clearly see Coke, and he peered around his candle at
where the virtuous Peter Tounley was expostulating
with the young man. The figures of all the excited
group moving in the candle light caused vast and un-
couth shadows to have conflicts in the end of th§
room. »jp

Peter Tounley's task was not light, and beyond
that he had the conviction that his struggle with Coke
was making him also to appear as a rowdy. This con-
viction was proven to be true by a sudden thunder
from the old professor, " Mr. Tounley, desist ' "

In wrath he desisted and Coke flung himself for-
ward. He paid less attention to the professor than
If the latter had been a jack-rabbit. " You say I in
suited you?" he shouted crazily in Coleman's face
" Well * » I meant to, do you see ?

"

^^

Coleman was glacial and lofty beyond everything.
"I am glad to have you admit the truth of what I
have said."

=Coke^ was stilK suffocating with hte i)easaht rige
which would not allow him to me^t the clear, calm ex'

.^i: n' .
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pressions of Coleman. " Yes * * * I insulted you
* * * I insulted you because what I said was correct

* * my prehensile attributes * yes * * but I have
never

"

He was interrupted by a chorus from the other

students. " Oh, no, that won't do. Don't say that.

Don't repeat that, Coke."

Coleman remembered the weak bewilderment of

the little professor in hours that had not long passed,

and it was wi^h something of an impersonal satisfac-

tion that he said to himself :
" The old boy's got his

war-paint on again." The professor had stepped
sharply up to Coke and looked at him with eyes that
seemed to throw out flame and heat. There was a
moment's pause, and then the old scholar spoke, bit-

ing his words as if they were each a short section of
steel wire. " Mr. Coke, your behaviour will end your
college career abruptly and in gloom, I promise you.
You have been drinking."

Coke, his head simply floating in a sea of universal
defiance, at once blurted out : " Yes, sir."

"You have been drinking?" cried the professor,
ferociously. "Retire to your-retire to your—
retire—" And then in a voice of thunder he shouted •

" Retire."

Whereupon seven hoodlum students waited a decent
moment, then shrieked with laughter. But the old

I

J

^^^'^.^
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He
professor would have none of their nonsense
quelled them all with force and finish.

Coleman now spoke a few words. " Professor I
can't tell you how sorry I am that I should be con-
cerned in any such riot as this, and since we are
doomed to be bound so closely into each other's so-
ciety I offer myself without reservation as being will
ing to repair the damage as well as may be done I
don t see how I can forget at once that Coke's conduct
was msolently unwarranted, but * * * if he has any
thing to say * * of a nature that might heal the
breach * * » J would be willing to * * to meet
him in the openest manner." As he made these re-
marks Coleman's dignity was something grand, and,
morever, there was now upon his face that curious'
look of temperance and purity which had been notedm New York as a singular physical characteristic. If
he was guilty of anything in this affair at all-in fact,
if he had ever at any time been guilty of anything-
no mark had come to stain that bloom of innocence
The professor nodded in the fullest appreciation and
sympathy. " Of course * » * really there is no other
sleeping place » * * I suppose it would be better "

Then he again attacked Coke. "Young man, you
have chosen an unfortunate moment to fill us with a
suspicion that you may not be a gentleman. For the
time there » nothing to bedonewith y6u.** Head-

"^'^''^"^^X
°'^^'' '*"^^"*"- "There is nothing for

h'^Li.
*^ 'ij* t- Vj »• „ lUkj K^ji-.^
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me to do, young gentlemen, but to leave Mr. Coke in
your care. Good-night, sirs. Good-night. Coleman."
He left the room with his candle.

When Coke was bade to " Retire " he had, of course,
simply retreated fuming to a corner of the room'
where he remained looking with yellow eyes like an
animal from a cave. When the others were able to
see through the haze of mental, confusion they found
that Coleman was with deliberation ' taking off his
boots. After^vard, when he removed his waist-coat,
he took great care to wind his large gold watch.
The students, much subdued, lay again in their

places, and when there was any talking it was of an
extremely local nature, referring principally to the
floor as being unsuitable for beds and also referring
from time to time to a real or an alleged selfishness

"

on the part of some one of the recumbent men. Soon
there was only the sound of heavy breathing.
When the professor had returned to what he called

the Wainwright part of the house he wasgreeted in-
stantly with the question :

" What was it ? " His wife
and daughter were up in alarm. "What was it?"
they repeated, wildly.

He was peevish. " Oh, nothing, nothing. But that
young Coke is a regular ruffian. He had gotten him-
self mto some tremendous uproar with Coleman
When I arrived he seemed actually trying to assault
iifiTr-RevoltlngT-Heliad been drinking. Coleman's

^S.;;./ IK
^^^&i. •!4u»s.ai^ii£w;^t'^^i4 f r.'.'

'
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behaviour. I must say, was splendid. Recognised at
once the delicacy of my position-he not being a stu-
dent. If I had found him in the wrong it would have
been simpler than finding him in the right. Confound
that rascal of a Coke." Then, as he began a partial
disrobing, he treated them to grunted scraps of in-
formation. "Coke was quite insane * * * I feared
that I couldn't control him * * * Coleman was like
ice * * and as much as I have seen to admire in
fitm during the last few days, this quiet beat it all. If
he had not recognised my helplessness as far as he^was
concerned the whole thing might have been a most
miserable business. He is a very fine young man."
The dissenting voice to this last tribute was the voice
of Mrs. Wainwright. She said: "Well, Coleman
drinks, too—everybody knows l;hat."

" I know," responded the professor, rather bashfujly,
" but I am confident that he had not touched a drop.'V

Marjory said nothing. x

The earlier artillery battles had frightened most of
the furniture out of the houses of Arta, and there was
left in this room only a few old red cushions, and the
Wainwrights were camping upon the floor. Marjory
was enwrapped in Coleman's macintosh, and while the
professor and his wife maintained some low talk of the
recent incident she in silence had turned her cheek
JntQ the yellow velvet collar ^of^ thtTToat: She TelT"
something against her bosom, and putting her hand

•^.i^x-tb^i^it^ii^^/^%^^1^£
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carefully into the top pocket of the coat she found
three cigars. These she took in the darkness and
laid aside, telling herself to remember their positionm the morning. She had no doubt .that Coleman
would rejoice over them, before he could %et back to
Athens where there were other good cigars. •

I



CHAPTER XVIII.

The ladies of the Wainwright party had not com-
plained at all when deprived of even such civilised
advantages as a shelter and a krilfe and fork and soap
and water, but Mrs. Wainwright complained bitterly
amid the half-civilisation of Arta. She could see here
no excuse for the absence of several hundred things
which she hkd always regarded as essential to life
She began at 8.30 a. m. to make both the professor
and Marjory woeful with an endless dissertation upon
the beds in the hotel at Athens. Of course she had
not regarded them at the,time as being exceptional
beds that was quite true. * * * but then one
really never knew what one was really missing until
one really missed it * * * She would .never have
thought that she would come to consider those Athe
man beds as excellent * * * but experience is a great
teacher * * makes one reflect upon the people who
year in and year out have no beds at all, poor things.
* * * Well, it made one glad if one did have a good
bed, even if it was at the time on the other side of
the world. * * If she ever reached it she did not^ow what couid-cvefinHace her to leave^ it again.

'

* * * She would never be induced

Mf'^l.-^
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" ' Induced !

'
" snarled the professor. The word

represented to him a practiced feminine nlisusage of
truth, and at such his white warlock always arose.
"'Induced!' Out of four American women I have
seen lately, you seem to be the only one who would
say that you had endured. this thing because you had
been ' induced

' by others to come over here. How
absurd !

"

Mrs. Wainwright fixed her husband with a steely
eye. She sa,w opportunity for a shattering retort.
" You don't mean, Harrison, to include Mafjory and I
in the same breath with those two women ?

"

The professor saw no danger ahead for himself.
He merely answered

:
" I had no thought either way.

It did not seem important." ^

" Well, it is important," snapped Mrs. Wainwright.
"Do you know that you are speaking in the same
breath of Marjory and Nora Black, the actress?

"

" No," said the professor. " Is that so ? " He was
astonished, but .he was not aghast at all. " Do you
mean to say that is Nora Black, the comic opera
star?" 1

"That's exactly who she is," said Mrs. Wainwright,
dramatically. " And I consider that—I consider tliat

Rufus Coleman has done no less than—misled us."

This last declaration seemed to liave no effect upon
the professor's pure astonishment, but Marjory looked
amefmotlier suddenly. HowcveTr she safd'no wordT^

'-
\

\
\

~*^ -^~*i*^' -»<«?»i*««i»t**wi^«gga^
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ertibiling again that strange and inscrutable counte.

Mrs. Wain^right was triumpl,ant, and she im„,edt
ately set abont celebrating her victory. " Men neversee those things," she said .0 her h'sban!

".
Me„never see those things. You would have gone onoreverwuhout finding out that your-your-hospital.

ity was being abused by that Rufus Coleman "

The professor woke up. •• Hospitality ? " he said,
md.g„antly. "Hospitality? I have no.' had a„;
hospuahty to be abused. Why don't yon talk sense?
It .s not that, but-it might—" He hesitated and
then spoke slowly. " It might be very awkward Ofcourse one never knows anything definite about such
people, but I suppose • . Anyhow, it was strange
in Coleman to allow hei* to meet us."

" It was all a pre-arranged plan," announced the tri-
umphant Mrs. Wainwright. " Shecame here on pur.
po.e to meet Rufus Coleman, and he knew it. and I
should not wonder if they had not the exact spot
picked out where they were going to meet."
"lean hardly believe that," said the professor in

distress. " I can hardly believe that. It does notseem to me that Coleman "

"Oh, yes. Your dear Rufus Coleman," cried Mrs.
jyainwright •• ¥„„ think he is very fmTSSw. SiF"
1 can remember when you didn't think "

f.
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And the parents turned together an abashed

look at their daughter. The professor actually

flushed with shame. It seemed to him that he had

just committed an atrocity upon the heart of his child.

The instinct of each of them was to go to her and

console her in their arms, ^he noted it immediately,

and seemed to fear it. She spoke in a clear and even

voice. " I don't think, father, that you should dis-

tress me by ^ supposing that I am concerned' at all if

Mr. Coleman cares to get ^ora Black overjiere." ^

XNot at all," stuttered the professor. " I-

Mrs. Wainwright's consternation turned suddenly

to apger. "He is a scapegrace. A rascal. A

—

^ "

^"
"

'. '

." Oh," said Marjory, coolly, " I don't see why it isn't

his own affair. He didn't really present her to you,

mother, you remember ? She seemed quite to force^

,

her way at first, and then you—you did the rest. It

should be very easy to avoid her, now that we are out

of the wilderness. And then it becomes a private

< matter of Mr. Coleman's. For my part, I rather liked

^ her. I don't see such a dieadful calamity."

" Marjory ! " screamed.heiCmother. " How dreadful.

Liked her ! Don't let me hear you say such shocking

things."

, " I fail to see anything shodcing," answered Marjory,

Stolidly^-rr.—rr^r^rr ^ -,._., .- - ,
'

-

_

- ^,1,

The professor was looking helplessly from his

%:A
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daughte*r to his wife, and from his wife to his daughter,
like a man who was convinced that his troable^
would never end. This new catastrophe created a
different kind of difficulty, but he considered that the
difficulties were as robust as had been the preceding
ones. He put on his hat and went out of the room.
He felt an impossibility of saying anything to Cole-
man, but he felt that he must look upon him. He
must look upon this man and try to know from his
manner the measure gf guilt. And incidentally he
longed for the machinery 6f a finished society which
prevents its parts from clashing, prevents it with its

great series of law upon law, easily operative but re-

lentless. Here he felt as a man flung into the jungle
with his wife and daughter, where they could become
the victims of any sort of savagery. His thought re-
ferred once more to what he considered the invaluable
services of Coleman, and_^ he observed them in con-
junction with the present accusation^ he was simply

^
dazed. It was then possible that one man could play
two such divergent parts. He had not learned this
at Washurst. But no r the world was not such a bed
of putrefaction. He would not believe it ; he would
not belieye it. /

After adventures which require
,
great nervous en-

durance, it is only upon the second or ^j^ird night
^af the common man sleeps^Tdrthe^student^
Tiad expected to slumber like dogs on the first night

a^vjK'^^i * f
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after their trials, but none slept long, and
' soundly.

,
«,

Coleman was the first man to arise. \^^^W^\^{\.
the room the students were'just to yink.

M"

He took his dragoman amon^ the Shops and .lie

bought there all the little odds ajid ends which might

, go to mike up the best breakfast in Arta. If he had
had news of certain talk he probably would not have
been playing dragoman for eleven people. Instead, he
would have bkn buying breakfast for one. During his

ab'^ce the students arose and performed their fril^al

tl^ets. C9nsiderable attention was paid to Coke by
the others. " He made a monkey of you," said Peter

Tounley with unction. "He twisted you until you
looked like a wet, grey rag. You had better leave

this wise guy alone." •

It was not the night nor was it meditation that

had taught Coke anything, but he seemed to have
learned sometliing frq^ X\v^ mere lapse of time. In
ap^rance he was su#|f&ihe manage^ to.tt*ldcea

temporary jauntine^^^p^^: " OhrBon't know."

" Well, you ought to know," said he who was called

Billie. "You ought to know. You made an
egregious snark of yourself. Indeed, you sometimes
resembled a boojum. Anyhow^ you were a plain

chump. You exploded your face about something of^̂
^'^^ yQ" ^"^^ "othjng, and I'm damned ifl believe^,

you'd make even a good retriever."

.^^4J„. .-.
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"You're a h^f-bred water-spaniel/' blyrted Peter
Tounley. "And." he added, musingly, "that is ap»tty low animal." - /
Coke was argumentative. -Why aift I?" he

asked, turning his head from side to side., "I don't
seewherfe I was so wrong."

." Oh, dances, balloons, picnics, parades and ascen-
sions." they retorted, profanely. " You swam volun-
tarily mto water that was too deep for you. Swim out
Get dry. Here's a towel."

C^ke. smitten in the face with a wet cloth rolled into
,a b^. grabbed it and flung it futilely at a well-dodging
companion. " No." he cried. "I- don't see it. Now
look here. I don't see why we shouldn't all resent
this Nora Black business."

One student said
:

" Well, what's the matter with
Nora Black, anyhow ?

"
•

Another student said
:

" I don't^ see how you've
been issued any license to say things about Nora
Black." '^

Another student said dubiously: ""Well he knows
her well."

And then three or four spoke at once. " He was
very badly rattled when she appeared upon thescen^ "

Peter Tounley asked :
" Well, which of you people

know anything wrong about Nora Black ?
"

a pause, and men Coke' said:" OlT^
.course—I don't know—but

.-«:,. * U9)V Uci-t i MO^ Jh
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He who was called Billie then addressed his com-
panions. " It wouldn't be right to repeat any old lie

about Nora Black, and by the same token it wouldn't

be right to see old Mother Wainwright chummin' with
her. There is no wisdom in going further than that.

Old Mother Wainwright djjjn't know that her fair

companion of yesterday is the famous comic opera

star. For my part, I believe that Coleman is simply

afraid to tell her. I don't think he wished to see

Nora Black yesterday any more than he wished to

see the devil. The discussion, as I understand it

—

concerned itself only with what. Coleman had to do
with the thing, and yesterday anybody could see that

he was in a panic."

They heard a step on the stair, and directly Cole-

man entered, followed by his dragoman. They were
laden with the raw material for breakfast. The cor-

respondent looked keenly among the students, for it

was plain th&t they had been talking of him. It

filled him with rage, and for a stifling moment he
could not think why he failed to immediately decamp
in chagrin and leave eleven orphans to whatever fate

their general incompetence might lead them. It

struck him as a deep shame that even then he and his

paid man were carrying in the breakfast. He wanted
to fling it all on the floor and walk out. Then he

remem&ered Marjory. She was thej-eason. She was
the reason for everything.
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«•" *- ""W not repress certain „f Us thoughtsSay, you people," he sid, icily, "you had better.oon learn |, hustle for yourselves. I .k-,, ,, ,
,'!""

man, and-a butler, and a cook, and a housen,ai ?„"Im blowed if I'm a Wet nurse.'' In realitri7;i: ^T tr- --™- p'e-"e in:::: :r :

e P, but ,t*as^,o„ al, turned to wonnwood. I,

"

certa.n that even this couid not have deviated thexecutive man fr^ ,abo„ ,„^ n,anage„,e„t, becausethese were his life. But he felt that L I
walk o„t r.1 .u

'"' ''^^ ^l""" towalk out of the room, consigning them all fd Hades

upl'pr
"'

^"r
^=P™* '-'-ed toelf maini;upon Peter Tounley, because he knew that of alfPeter was the most innocent.

Peter Tounley was abashed by this glance. "Soyou ve brought us something to eat, old man. That^tremendously nice of you-Ve-appreciate it like—everything.

Coleman was mollified by Peters tone. Peter hadhad that emotion which is equivalent to a sense ofgmlt, although in reality he was speckless. Two orthree of the other students bobbed up to a sense of

riesCr;- "'' "" '° '°'^™"' """ -"" 00"'^ones took h.s prov.s,ons from him. One dropped a

=*«^ schoIasHc curses. Coke was seated neaTthT^
W.n«ow. half militant, half conciliatory. I, ,,,1

A&C.-i^^ ^t"*, I

.ifrf.
*



^
204 ACTIVE SERVICE.

impossible for him to keep up a manner of deadly

enmity while Coleman was bringing in his breakfast.

He would have much preferred that Coleman had not

brought in his breakfast. He would have much pre-

ferred to have foregone breakfast altogi^lher. He
would have much preferred anything. .T>||i|i seemed
to be a conspiracy of circumstance t^ pii^ jlim in the

wrong and make him appear as a ridiculous young
peasant. He was the victim of a benefaction, and he

hated Coleman harder now than at any previous time.

He saw that if he stalked out and took his breakfast

alone in a cafe, the others would consider him still

more of an outsider. Coleman had expressed himself

like a man of the world and a gentleman, and Coke
was convinced that he Was a superior man of the

world arid a superior gentleman, but that he simply

had not had words to express his position at the

proper time. Coleman was glib. Therefore, Coke
had been the victim of an attitude as well as of a

benefaction. And so he deeply hated Coleman.

The others were talking cheerfully. "What the

deuce are these, Coleman? Sausages? Oh, my.
And look at these buriesque fishes. Say, these Greeks
don't care what they eat. Them thar things am sar-

dines in the crude state. No ? Great God, look at

those things. Look. What? Yes, they are. Rad-
ishesy Greek synonym for radishes."

The'professor entere^l. "Oh," he said apologetic^

^tL*-.^ikliitJi(k.i 4L t^«'»^*>>t- Aii
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ally, as if he- were intruding i„ a boudoir All hi.

s iKc a cuipnt before his judee It ic = ^u
nonofwhatwecaIl,ui,tand\nLenl^^'^"°"^^-
Coleman welcomed him cordially. " Well nrnf.sor. good-morning. IVe round.H ^ ""

atlea^f-m. K
^ '^°""^^^ "P some things thatat least may be eaten."

"You^re very good
; verj. considerate Mr Col.-an/ answered the professor, hastily. ^^Jl^we are much indebted to you " H. u a

-esponde„.Wace.a„drhadttTe::;':;
gu.le Aat he was fearful that his suspicion a ba^-p.c.on. Of this noble soul would' be deecU^No, no, we can never thank you enough."
Some of the students began to caper with a sort ofdecorous h.larity before their teacher. •• Look at heMusage, professor. Did you ever see such !

r\f
:">"•-' AnJsee thLrXthrgT^/

were al,ve. Tur„,p,, ,i,P ^o, sir. I think they arePhansees. I have seen a Pharisee look like a pelLn

they may be walrus. We're not sure. An;how. tl:.>
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angles are geometrically all wrong. Peter, look out."

Some green stuff was flung across the room. The
professor laughed ; Coleman laughed. Despite Coke,

dark-browed, sulking, and yet desirous of reinstating

himself, the room had waxed warm with the old col-

lege feeling, the feeling of lads who seemed never to

treat anything respectfully, and yet at the same time

managed to treat the real things with 'respect. The
professor himself contributed to their wild carouse

over the strange Greek viands. It was a vivacious

moment common to this class in times of relaxation,

and it was understood perfectly.

Coke arose. " I don't see that I have any friends

here," he said, hoarsely, " and in consequence I don't

see why I should remain here." ^

All looked at him. At the same moment Mrs.

Wainwright and Marjory entered the room.

^^£i^'^|t$!i'siiiti(i&i.tfi'4iiiki;$



. look out."

oom. The

>pite Coke,

reinstating

the old col-

id never to

same time

pect. The

ild carouse

I vivacious

relaxation,

iny friends

nee I don't

nent Mrs.

CHAPTER XIX.

"G00D-M0kNlNG,"said Mrs. Wainwright joviallyto the students and then she stared at Coleman ZVllwere a srffcep at a wedding.
" Good-morning," said Marjory
Coleman and .he students „,ade reply. "Good-mpm.ng. Good - morning. Good - morning. Good-mornmg- " ^ vjuou

JrJV^r, ? "' ""^ S'^'-g. ">- common
phrase th,s b,. of old ware, this antique, come upon adramafc scene and pulverise it. Nothing remainedbu a „d,culous dust. Coke, glowering, with his lips
sfll trembhng from heroic speech, was an angry clowna pantaloon in rage. Nothing was to be don^to keeph.m from lookmg like an ass. He strode toward thedoor mumbling about a walk before breakfast
Mrs. Wainwright beamed upon him. " Why MrCoke, not before breakfast ? VA.. , ,

tim, " T.
°"^=aKlast f You surely won't have

t me. It was gnm punishment. He appeared to gobmd,andhe fairly staggered out of the door mum!bhng agam, mumbling thanks or apologies or«P^at,ons. About the mouth of Coleman played .

glance expressing weariness. It was as if he said:

iilSyjiiti-Si^-WTi? i^-^.
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" There you go again. You can't keep your foot out

of it." She understood the glajice^ and so she asked

blankly: "Why. WhaCs the matter? Oh." Her

belated mind grasped that it was an aftermath of the

quarrel of Coleman and Coke. Marj'ory looked as if

she was distressed in the belief that her mother had

been stupid. Coleman was outwardly serene. It was

Peter Tounley who finally laughed a cheery, healthy

laugh and they all looked at him with gratitude as if

his sudden mirth had been a real statement of recon-

ciliation and consequent peace!*

The li^agoman and others disported themselves un-

til a breakfast was laid upon the flooi^ The adventur-

ers squatted upon the floor. They made a large

company. The professor and Coleman discussed the

mea^is of getting to Athens. Peter Tounley sat next

to Marjory. " Peter," she said, privately, " what was

all this trouble between Coleman and Coke ?
"

Peter answered blandly: "Oh, nothing. at all.

Nothing at all."
"

"

*

" Well, but " she persisted, " what was the cause

of it?" •

He Iqbked at her quaintly. He was not one of

those in love with her, but he was interested in the af-

fair. " Don't you know ? " he asked.

She understood from his manner that she had been

jBome kind of an issue in the guarrel. " Nop"_she

answered, hastily. " I don't."

ilP ^^^iMrsbw^tr
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" Oh, I don't mean that," said Peter. " J only meant—I only meant-oh, we/l, it was nothing^^really "

"It must have been about something," continued
Marjory. She continued, because P^ter had denied
that she was concerned in it. " Whose fault ? "

" I really don't know. It was all rather confusing,"
lied Peter, tranquilly.

.

Coleman and the professor decided to accept a plan

^
of the correspondent's dragoman to start soon on the

> first stage of the journey to Athens. The dragoman
had said that he had found two large carriages
rentable. ^

Coke, the outcast, walked alone in the narrow streets
The flight of the crown prince's army from Larissahad
just been announced in Arta, but Coke was probably
the most woebegone object on the Greek peninsula.
He encountered a strange sight on the streets A

woman garbed in the style for walking of an afternoon ^

on upper Broadway was approaching him through a
mass of kilted mountaineers and soldiers in soiled
overcoats. Of course he recognised Nora Black.

In his conviction that everybody in the world was
at this time considering him a mere worm, he was
sure that she would not heed him. Beyond that he
had been presented to her notice in but a transient and
cursory fashion. But contrary to his conviction, she
iumed^a^ radiant smile upon Tifm. " Oh " she said
brusquely, " you are one of the students. Goodl
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morning.

.'^1

In her manner was all the confidence of
an oldVarrior, a veteran, who addresses the univ<rfse

with assurance because of his past battles. ^
Coke grinned at this strange greeting. " Yes, Miss

Black," he answered, " I am one of the students."

She did not seem to quite know how to formulate
her next speechT "Er— I suppose you're going to
Athens at once ? You must be glad after your horrid

experiences."

"I believe! they ar^ going to start for Athens to-

day," said Coke.

Nora was all attention. " ' They ?
'
" she repeated.

"Aren't you going with them ?
"

"Well," he said, " * * Well
"'

She saw of course that there had been some kind
of trouble. She laughed. " You look as if somebody
had kicked you down stairs," she said, candidly. She
at once assumed an intimate manner toward him
which was like a temporary motherhood. "Come,
walk with me and tell me all about it." There was in

her tone a most artistic suggestion that whatever had
happened she was on his side. He was not loath.

The street was f^ll of soldiers whose tongues clattered
so loudly th^t the two foreigners might have been
wandering i;i a great cave of the winds. " Well, what
was the rpw about ? " asked Nora. " And who was in

it ? 'A

¥woxrta have been ho solace to Coke to pourout
/

/
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His tale even if it had been a story that he could have
told Nora. He was not stopped by the fact that he
had gotten himself in the quarrel because he had in-
sulted the name of the girl at his side. He did not
think of it at that time. The whole thing was now ex-
tremely vague in outline to him and he only had a
dull feeling of misery and loneliness. He wanted her
to cheer him.

Nora laughed again. " Why, j^ou're a regular little
kid. Do you mean to say you've come out here sulk-
ing alone because of some nursery quarrel ? '' He was
ruffled by her manner. It did not contain the cheer-
ing he required. " Oh, I don't know that I'm such a
regular little kid," he said, sullenly. '« The quarrel
was not a nursery quarrel."

" Why don't you challenge him to a duel ? "
asked

Nora, suddenly. She was watching him closely
"Who?" said Coke.

" Coleman, you stupid," answered Nora.
They stared at each other. Coke paying her first the

tribute of astonishment and then the tribute of admi
ration. " Why, how did you guess that ?" he de-
mandedi,

" Oh." said Nora. " I've known Rufus Coleman for
years, and he is always rowing with people."
"That is just it." cried Coke eagerly. "That is

just it . J-fairly hate the man. Almosf alT oTlhe^
other fellows will stand his abus^, but it riles me. I tell

J&^.^.
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you. I think he is 'a beast. And. of course, if you
seriously meant what you said' about challenging him
to a duel—I mean if there is any sense in that sort of

thing— I would challenge piteman. I swear I would.
I think he's a great bluffer.^^yhow. Shouldn*^ won-
der if he would back out. >Slny, I shouldn't. '~"

Nora smiled humourously^ ai,a house on her side of

the narrow way. " I wouldn't wonder if he did
either," she answered. After a time she said :

" Well,

- do you meah to say that you have definitel)^ shaken
them? Aren't _*;»» going back to Athens with them
or anything?" ,*r"'^

'^ " I—I don't see how I can," he said, morosely.
" Oh," she said. She reflected for a time. At last

she turned to him archly and isked : " Some words
over a lady ?

"
, "

Coke looked at her blankly. He suddenly remem-
bered the horrible facts. " No—no—not over a
lady."

" My dear boy, you are a liar," said Nora, freely.

" You are a little unskilful liar. It was some words
over a lady, and the lady's name' is Marjory Wain-
wright."

Coke felt as though he had suddenly been let out
of a cell, but he continued a mechanical denial. " No,
no * *

It wasn't truly * * upon my word * » "

" Nonsense," said Nora. " I know better. Don't
^^jfou thmk you can- toot meTyou little' cub. TTcnowT

"i^ls.,..
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you're in love with Marjory Wainwright. and you
thmk Coleman is your rival. What a blockhead you
aret Can't you understand that people see these
things.'" . .

" Well—• stammered Coke.

"Nonsense," said Nora again. "Don'.t try to fool
me, you may as well understand that it's useless. Iam too-wise." / . •

" Well—
" stammered Coke.

;'Go ahead," urged Nora. "Tell me about it.
Have it out." * .'

He began with great importance and solepinity.
Now, to tell you the truth * * that is why I hate'

h.m * * I hate him like anything. » * 1 can't see
why everybody admires him so. I don't see anything •

to him myself. I don't believe he's got any more
principle than a wolf. I wouldn't trust him with two
dollars. Why, I ktiow stories about him that would
make your hair curl. When J think of a girl like •

Marjory -"

His speech had become a torrent. But here Nora
'

raised her hand. "-Oh ! Oh ! Oh ! That will do
That will do. Don't lose your senses. I don't sec
why this girl Marjory is any too good.^ She is no
chicken, I'll bet. Don't let yourself get fooled with
that sort of thing."

Coke wa^^naware of his incautious expfes^TyBT^
He floundered on. while Nora looked at him as if she
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* wanted to wring hi^ neck. " No—she's too fine and
too good—for him or anybody like him—she's too
fine and too good "

"Aw, rats," interrupted Nora, furiously, "You
.make me tired."

Coke had a wooden-headed conviction that he must
make Nora understand Marjory's infinite superiority

to all others of her sex, and so he passed into a pane-
gyric, each word of which was a hot coal to the girl

addressed. Nothing would stop him, apparently. He
even made the most stupid repetitions. Nora finally

stamped her foot formidably. " Will' you stop?
Will you stop ? " she said through her clenched teeth.

" Do you think I want to listen to your everlasting
twaddle about her? Why, she's-she's no better than
other people, you ignorant Httle mamma's boy. She's
no better than other people, you swab !

"

Coke looked at her with the eyes of a fish. He did
not understand. "But she is better than other
people," he persisted.

Npra seemed to decide suddenly that there would
be no accomplishment in flying desperately against
this rock-walled conviction. " Oh, well," she said,
with marvellous good nature, " perhaps you are right!

numbskull. But, look here ; do you think she cares
for him?" •

In his heart, his jealous heart, he believed that
^larjoiy loved Colemin, biirtie reiferated eternalTyW



You

that

/

- ACTIVE SERVICE.
j.j

another, that was out of the question. " No "
he

sa,d stoutly, ." she doesn't care a snap for h!m.'' Ifhe had ,dmitted it, it would have seemed to him thathe was somehow advancing Coleman's chances

..Sh?H '"'o?''"''-
'' '" "''' ^°"' -'g-a'ically.

She doesn t ? " He studied her face with an abrupt
miserable suspicion, but he repeated doggedly :

" N„'
she doesn't."

*

f "^^'"l:'
''^^''^ ^°''^- "^^y' '^''' «^t her cap

for h.m all nght. She's after him for certain. Ifs as
plain as day. Can't you see that, stupidity ?

"

"No," he said hoarsely.

"You are a fool," said Nora. "It isn't Coleman
that s after her. It is she that is after Coleman "

Coke was mulish. " No such thing. Coleman's
crazy about her. Everybody has known it ever
since he was in college. You ask any of the other
fellows. •

Nora was now very serious, almost doleful She
remamed still for a time, casting at Coke little glances
of hatred. " I don't see my way clear to ask any of
the other fellows," she said at last, with considerable
bitterness. "I'm not in the habit of conducting such "

enquiries."
^

Coke felt now that he disliked her. and he readMr her dislike orh^-1,^^^^^^^^^^
villams of th^ play, they were not having fun together
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at all. Each had some kind of a deep knowledge that

their aspirations, far from colliding, were of such

character that the success of one would mean at least

assistance to the other, but neither could see how to

confess it. Perhaps it was from shame; perhaps it

was because Nora thought Coke to have little wit

;

perhaps it was because Coke thought Nora to have

little conscience. Their talk was mainly rudderless.

From time to )time Nora had an inspiration to come
boldly at the point, but this inspiration was commonly
defeated by some extraordinary manifestation of

.Coke's incapacity. To her mind, then, it seemed like

a proposition to ally herself to a butcher-boy in a

matter purely sentimental. She wondered indig-

nantly how she was going to conspire with this lad,

who puffed out his infantile cheeks in order to con-

ceitedly demonstrate that he did not understand the
game at all. She hated Marjory for it. Evidently it

was only the weaklings who fell in love with that girl.

Colenian was an exception, but then, Coleman was
misled by extraordinary artifices. She meditated for

a moment if she should tell Coke to go home and not
bother her. What at last decided the question was
his unhappiness. She clung to this unhappiness for

its value as it stood alone, and because its reason for

existence was related to her own unhappiness. " You
say yoiLarc not going back to Athens wi^h yourparty."
I don't suppose you're going to stay here. I'm going
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back to Athens to-day. I came up here to see a
|fca|tle, but it doesn't seem that there are to be any
more battles. The fighting will now all be on the
other side of the mountains." Apparently she had
learned in some haphazard way that the Greek penin
sula was divided by a spine of almost inaccessible
mountains, and the war was thus split into two simul-
taneous campaigns. The Arta campaign was known
to be ended. " If you want to go back to Athens
without consorting with your friends.you had better go
back with me. I can take you in my carriage as far
as the beginning of the railroad. Don't you worry.
You've got money enough, haven't you? The pro-
fessor isn't keeping your money ?

"

"Yes," he said slowly, "IVe got money enough."
He was apparently dubious over the proposal.

In their abstracted walk they had arrived in front of
the house occupied by Coleman and the Wainwright
party. Two carriages, foriorn in dusty age, stood be-
fore the door. Men were carrying out new leather
luggage and flinging it into the traps amid a great
deal of talk which seemed to refer to nothing. Nora
^"'^

^°^L!*°°^
looking at the scene without either

thinking%f the importance of running away, when
out tumbled seven students, followed immediately but
'" more decorous fashion by the Wainwrights and
"eofeman."

( I

Some student set up a whoop.' " Oh, there he Is.

feLi>'*itli'„ ^f:^iilAeA!:ia^

'

ii^J» r ». ftWi*.
\
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There's Coke. Hey, Coke, where you been ? Here
he is, professor,"

For a moment after the hoodlum had subsided, the
two camps stared at each other in silence. . .

c-

iiK- . I /,

f^^^'f
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Nora and Coke were an odd looking pair at the
time. They stood indeed as if rooted to the spot,

faring vacuously, like two villagers, at the surprising

travellers. It was not an eternity before the practiced

girl of the stage recovered her poise, but to the end of
the incident the green youth looked likeNi culprit and
a fo'61. Mrs. Wainwrighfs glower of offensive • in-

,

credulity was a masterpiece. Marjory nodded pleas-

antly
;

tJie professor nodded. The seven students
clambered boisterously into the forward carriage

making it clang with noise like a rook's nest. They
shouted to Coke. " Come on ; all aboard ; come on,

Coke; we're off. Hey, there. Cokey, hurry up."
The professor, as soon as he had seated himself on
the forward seat of the second carriage, turned in

Coke's general direction and asked formally : " Mr.
Coke, you are coming with us? " He felt seemingly
much in doubt as to the propriety of abandoning the
headstrong young man, and this doubt was not at all

decreased by Coke's appearance with Nora Black. As
far as he could tell, any assertion of authority on his

part would end only in a scene fn which Coke would"
probably insult him with some gross violation of

1*.Uj/.^tit<»i ' t.^. V« <^ . ,A|u«. sdf
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collegiate conduct. As at first the young man made
no reply, the professor after waiting spoke again.

"You understand, Mr. Coke, that if you, separate

yourself from the party you encounter 'my strongest

disapproval, and if I did not feel responsible to the
college and your father for you safe journey to New
York I—I don't know but what I would have you ex-

pelled by cable if that were possible."

Although Coke had been silent, and Nora B%k had
had the appearance of being silent, in reality she had
lowered her chin and whispered sideways and swiftly.

She had said: "Now, here's your time. Decide
quickly, and don't look such a wooden Indian."

Coke pulled himself together with a visible eflfort,

and spoke to the professor from an inspiration in

which he had no faith. " I understand my duties to
you, sir, perfectly. I also understand my duty to the
college. But I fail to see where either of these obli-

gations Require me to accept the introduction of ob-
jectionable people into the party. If I owe a duty to
the college and to you, I don't owe any to Coleman,
and, as I understand it, Coleman, was not in the
original plan of this expedition. If such had been the
case, I would not have been hefe. I can't fell what

^^he college may see fit to do, but rfs for my father I

I have no doubt of how he will view it."

The first one ±a i^ ejectrifted hyihe speech was
Coke himself. He saw with a kind of sub-conscioMs

^j

» \.
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amazement this volfey of bird-shot take effect upon
the face of the old profe^or. The face of Marjory
flushed crimson as if her ^nd had sprung to a fear
that if Coke could develop ability in this singular
fashion he might su«^ed in humiliating her father in'.

the street in the pUence of the seven students, her
mother, Coleman and—herself. She had felt the bird-
shot sting her father. ^
When Coke had launched forth, Coleman with his

legs stretched far apart had just struck a match on
the wall of the house and was about to light a cigar.
His groom was leading up his horse. He saw the
value of Coke's argument more appreciatively and
sooner perhaps th^ did Coke. The match dropped
from his fingers, and in the white sunshine and still

air it burnt on the pavement orange coloured and
with langour. Coleman held his cigar with all five

fingers—in a manner out of all the laws of smoking.
He turned toward Coke. There was danger in the
moment, but then in a flash it came upon him that
his role was not of squabbling with Coke, far less of
punching him. On the contrary, he was to act the
part of a cool and instructed man who refused to be
waylaid into foolishness by the outcries of this pout-
ing youngster and who placed himself in complete
deference to the wishes of the professor. Before the
proieiSbrTiad time to embark upon any reply to Coke,
Coleman was at the side of the carriage and, with a



222 ACTIVE SERVICE.

fine assumption of distress, was saying: "Professor,

I could very easily ride back to. Agrinion alone. It

would be all right. - I dbn't want to
"

To his surprise the professor waved at him to be

silent as if he were a mere child. The old man's face

was set with the resolution of exactly what he^was

going to say to Coke. He began in measured tofte,

speaking, with feeling, but with no trace of atig^r.

" Mr. Coke, it has probably escaped your attention

that,,Mr. Coleman, at what I consider a great deal of

^

peril to hirtiself, canrie out. tb rescue this party—yoi

and others—and although he studiously disclaims all

merit in his finding- us and bringing us in, I do not '

regard it in that way, and I am surprised that any

member of 'this party should conduct himself in

this manner, toward a man who has been most
devotedly and generously at our service." It was
at this time (hat the^rofessor raised himself and
shook his. finger at Coke, his voice now ringing with

scorn. In such moments words came to him and'

formed themselves into sentences almost too rapidly

for him to speak them. " You are one of the most
remarkable products of our civilisation which I have
yet come upon. What do you mean, sir? Where
are your senses ? Do you think that all this pulling

andpucking is matn4ood? I will tell you what I will

^o with you. I thought 1 brought out eight students ,

4*

to Greece, but when I find that I brought out seven
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students and— er-— an— ourang-outang— don't get
angry, sir—I don't care for your aftger—I say when I

discover this I am natunally puzzled for a moment. I

will leave you to the judgment of your peers. Young
gentlemen !

"

Ot the ^even heads of the forward car-riage nor\e

had to be turned. All had been turned since the bel"

ginning of the talk. If the professor's speech had
been delivered in one of the class-rooms of Was-
hurst they would have glowed with delight over the
butchery of Coke, but they felt its portentous aspect.

Butchery here iii Greece thou^nds of miles from
home presented to them morebf the emphasis of

downright death and destruction. The professor

called out
:
" Young gentlemen, I have done all that I

can do without using force, which,"much to my regret,

is impracticable. If yoii will persuade your fellow

student to accompany you I think our consciences

will be the better for not having left a weak minded
brother alone among the by-paths."-

The valuable aggreg^ition of intelligence and refine-

ment which decorated the interior of the first carriage

did not hesitate oyer answering this appeal. In fact,

his fe,lloW students had worried among themselves

over Coke, and their desire to see him eomc out of his

troubles in fair condition was intensified by the fact

seven

^thatthey had rateTy TOncentraTea^mucB thoug^^^

him. There was a somewhat comic pretense of speak-

^^sHti'waA,-' i;'*^j!&«fe.^ii.rtK'V^'''' '
. ''

"^
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ing so that^anly Coke could hear. Their chorus wai
' low 5ung. "Oh, cheese it, Coke. Let up on your^

self; you blind ass. Wait till you get to Athens and
then go and act like a monkey. All this is no
good "

The advice which came from the carriage was all in

one^ direction, and there was so much of it that the
hum of voices sounded like a wind blowing through a
forest. -i

Coke spun ^suddenly and said something to. Nora
Black. Nora laughed rather loudly, and then the two
turned squarely and the Wainwright party contem-
plated what were surely at that time the two most in-

Solent backs in the world.

The professor looked as if he might be going to
have a. fit. Mrs. Wainwright lifted her eyes toward
heaven, and flinging put her trembling hands, cried

:

"Oh, what an outrage. What an outrage! That
minx •' The concensus of opinion in the first car-
riage was perfectly expressed by Peter Tounley, who
with a deep drawn breath, said .

" Well, I'm damned !
"

Marjory had moaned and lowered her head as from a
sense of complete personal shame. Coleman lit his
cigar and mounted his horse. " Well, I suppose there
is nothing for it but to be ofif, professor? " His tone
was full of regret, with sort of poetic regret. For a
moment the professor looked at him blankly, and then
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he said sadly," there is nothing for it but to go on."
At a word from the dragoman, the two impatient
drivers spoke gutturally to their horses and the car-

riages' whirled out of Arta. Coleman, his dragoman
and the groom trotted in the dust from the wheels of
tTie Wainwright carriage. The correspondent always'
fbund his reflective faculties improved by the constant
pounding of a horse on the trot, and he was not sorry
to have nojv a period for reflection, as well as this arti-

ficial stimulant. As he viewed the gaine he had in his
hand about all the cards that were valuable. In fact,

he considered that the only ace against him was Mrs.
Wainwright. -^ He had always regarded her as a stupid
person, cbncealing herself behind a mass of trivialities

which were all conventional, bat he thought now that
the more stupid ^he was and the^nore conventional in

her triviality thS more she apj^^roached to being the
very ace of trumps itself. Shejwas just the sort of a
card that would come upon the table mid the neat
play of experts and by some inexplicable arrangement
of circumstance, lose a whole game for the wrong man.
After Mrs. Wainwright he worried over the stu-

dents. He believed them to be reasonable enough

;

in fact, he honoured them distinctly in regard to their

powers of reason, but he knew that people generally
hated a row. It put them ofT their balance, made
^^g'" sweat oyg^AjQt^ pms and,cons,and prevented-^
them from thinking' for a time at least only of them-
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selves. Then they came to resent the principals in a
row. Of ;course the principal, who was thought to be
in the wrong, was the most resented, but Coleman be-
lieved that, after all, people always came to resent the
other principal, or at least be impatient and sus-
picious of him. If he was a correct person, why was
he in a row at all? The principal who had been in
the right often brought this impatience and suspicion .

upon himself, no doubt, by never letting the matter
end, continuing to yawp about his virtuous suflfering,
and not allowing people to return to the steady con-
templation of their own affairs. As a precautionary
measure he decided to say nothing at all about the
late trouble, unless some one addressed him upon it.

Even then he would be serenely laconic. He felt that
he must be popular with the seven students. In the
first place, it was nice that in the pre^nce of Marjory
they should like him, and in the second place he
feared to displease them as a body because he believed
that he had some dignity. Hoodlums are seldom
dangerous to other hoodlums, but if they catch pom-
posity alone in the field, pomposity is their prey.
They tear him to mere bloody ribbons, amid heartless
shrieks. When Coleman put himself on the same
basis with the students, he could cope with them
easily, ^t he did not want the wild pack after him
when Marjory could see the chase. And so he rea-

, _4^»»,



ACTIVE SERVICE. 227

soned that his best attitude was to be one of rather
taciturn serenity.

On the hard military road the hoofs of the horses
made such clatter that itwas practically impossible to

.

hold talk between the >:arriages and the horsemen
without all parties bell6wing. The professor, how-
ever, strove to overcome the difficulties. He was ap-
parently undergoing a great amiability toward Cole-
man. Frequently he turned with a bright face, and
pointing to some object in the landscape, obviously
tried to convey something entertaining to Coleman's
mind. Coleman could see his lips mouth the words.
He always nodded cheerily in answer and yelled.

The road ultimately became that straight lance-han-
die which Coleman—it seemed as if many years had
passed—had traversed with his dragoman and the
funny little carriers. He was fixing in his mind a
possible story to the Wainwrights about the snake and
his first dead Turk. But suddenly the carriages left

this road and began a circuit of the Gulf of Arta,
winding about an endless seriesof promontories. The
journey developed into an excess of dust whirling ft-om

a road, which half circled the waist of cape after cape.
All dramatics were lost in the rumble of wheels and
in the click of hoofs. They passed a little soldier

leading a prisoner by a string. They passed more
=irigbtened peasants, who seenred resolvedto fiee down
into the very boots of Greece. And people looked at

"^

/r
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them with scowls, envying them their speed. At the
little town from which Coleman embarked at one stage
of the upward journey, they found crowds in the
streets. There was no longer any laughter, any con-
fidence, any vim. All the spirit of the visible Greek
nation seomcd to have been knocked out of it in two
blows. But still they talked and never ceased talking
Coleman noticed that the most curious changes had
tome upon them since his journey to the frontier
They no longe^ approved of foreigners. They seemed
to blame the travellers for something which had tran-
spired in the past few days. It was not that they
really blamed the travellers for the nation's calamity •

It was simply that their minds were half stunned by
the news of defeats, and, not thinking for a moment to
blame themselves, or even not thinking to attribute
the defeats to mere numbers and skill, they were say
agely eager to fasten it upon something near enough
at hand for the operation of vengeance.
Coleman perceived that the dragoman, all his former

rfumage gone, was whining and snivelling as he argued
tb a dark-browed crowd that was running beside the
cavalcade. The groom, who'always had been a miracu-
lously laconic man, was suddenly launched forth gar-
rulously. The drivers, from their high seats, palavered >

like mad men, driving with one hand and gesturing
with the other, explaining evidently their own great
innocence.

r
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Coleman saw that there was trouble, but he only sat

more stiffly in his saddle. The eternal gaitle mov^d
him to despise the situation. At any rate, the travel-

lers would soon be out of this town and on to a more
sensible region.

However, he saw the driver of the first carriage sud-

denly pull up before a littie blackened coffee shop and
inn. The dragoman spurred forward and began wild

expostulation. The second carriage pulled close be-

hind the other. The crowd, murmuring like a Roman
mob in Nero's time, closed around them.

great ^.v- '

'

y
J

I
.

'
•

>
-

'-'1

•^

s

-
• %

<_,

^M
1
ig^ i«4!^ut^tt'' .ii*^ vM >.. "V r t -^ » w '» • ,.,. .

t



CHAPTER .XXI.

Coleman pushed his horse coolly through to the
dragoman's side. " What is it ?" he demanded. The
dragoman was broken-voiced. - These peoples', thejr
say you are Germans, all Germany and they are
angry," he walled. " I can do nossing-nossing."

Well, tell these men to drive on," said Coleman.
" tell them they must drive on."

" They will not dtive on," wailed the dragoman
still more loudly. " I-^an donossing. They say here
IS place for feed the horse. It is the custom and they
will note drive on."

" Make them drive on?' *

" They will note," shrieked the agonised servitor.
Coleman looked from the men waving their arms

and chattering on the - box-seats to the men of the
crowd who also waved their arms and chattered In
this throng far to the rear of the fighting armies there
did not seem to be a single man who was not able-
bodied, who had not been free to enlist as a soldier
They were of that scurvy behind-the-rear-guard which I ^4

every nation has in degree proportionate to its worth
The ^anhood^f Greece had gone lo the frontier

«

-^ - :—-
-"•"• 5^"^ yv "ic irontier, — ;l^

leaving at home this rabble of talkers, most of whom Ir
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were armed with rifles for mere pretention. Coleman
loathed them to the end of his soul. He thought
them a lot of infants who would like to prove their

courage upon eleven innocent travellers, all but un-

armed, and in this fact he was quick to see a great

danger to the Wainwright party. One could deal
with soldiers

; soldiers would haye been ashamed to

bait helpless people ; but this rabble

The fighting blood of the correspondent began to

boil, and he really longed for the privilege to run
amuck through. the multitude. But a look at the

Wainwrights kept him in his senses. The professor

had turned pale as a dead man. He sat very stiff and
still while his wife clung to him, hysterically beseech-

ing him to do something, do something, although
what he wds to do she could not have even imagined.

Coleman to^k the dilemma by its beard. He dis-

mounted from his horse into the depths of the crowd
and addressed the Wainwrights. " I suppose we had
better go into this place and have some coffee while
the men feed their horses. There is no use in trying

to make them go on." His manner was fairly

casual, but they looked at him in glazed horror. " It •

crowd is nolimg sarly so

asbad as they think they are. But we've got to look

if we felt confident." He himself had no confidence

I f^ ^»th this angry buzz 7n his ears, but he felt certain

that the only correct move was to get everybody as

, ^
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^qu.ckly as possible within the shelter of the inn I.

better than the carriages in the street.

J^r'T'. ""' "•" Wainwright seemed to beconsidenng their carriage as a castle, and they looked

o^ e r^TcT""'"'^'-'- ""^^'""^ '"«
the cTaoTe ;

^°'?'" ^'°°'' ™«"e- Behind him

Mario'
^^"''' "'""' "^^ -"^'-g o-'nously.

He thnlled ,o the end of ever, nerve. It was as ifshe ad said: ..i ,„„, .,,„, ^,^^^ ^^

~
oiusn, and it was on y oossihlp in fi, l .

crisis when they did not V "'' :''"''°»"" «>=
u'ey aid not know what the n^vt

ha^r: T' ""'"" '°^ '"-• ^^ -= took

look up. but he fl t th' r ''""
^'^ '''' ""

had Claimed eL t alt;:;"'*'"t""'
'"^^ '

f^^ J
""icr, accepted each other with a

possible m a mere drawing-room. She laid her handon h.s arm. and with the strehwh „f i
twisted his horse into the mlC „, f

""" "'

sidesteps toward the door of he in 71""""""
steps which mowed a wide lal^hro L ^ "^ """

Mariorv Ui. lu - tnrough the crowd far^ttiarjoryj his Marjory. He wa« ac k, , ,J /. ne was as haughty as a new
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German lieutenant, and although he held the fuming
horse with only his left hand, he seemed perfectly
capable of hurling the animal over a house without
calling into service the arm which was devoted to
Marjory.

It was not an exhibition of coolness such as wins
applause on the stage when the hero placidly lights a
cigarette before the mob which is clamouring for his
death. It was, on the contrary, an exhibition of
downright classic disdain, a disdain which with the
highest arrogance declared itself in every glance of his
eye into the faces about him. " Very good * *
attack me if you like * * there is nothing to prevent
it * » you mongrels." Every step of his progress
was made a renewed insult to them. The very air
was charged with what this lone man was thinking
of this threatening crowd.

His audacity was invincible. They actually made
way for it as quickly as children would flee from a
ghost. The horse, dancing with ringing steps, with
his glistening neck arched toward the iron hand at his
bit, this powerful, quivering animal was a regular en-
gine of destruction, and they gave room until Cole-
man halted him at an exclamation from Marjory
" My mother and father." But they were coming
close behind and Coleman resumed this contemptuous
ieuiuejrto-the^^oOToTtfie-mmTTfie groom, wlthW
new-born tongue, was clattering there to the populace.

Jlf f^i aUt<
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Coleman gave him the |(|^e and passed after the
Wainwrights into the public room of the ilin. He
was smiling. What simpletons

!

A new actor suddenly appeared in the person of the
keeper of the inn. He too had a rifle and a prodigious
belt of cartridges, but it was plain at once that he had
elected to be a friend of the worried travellers. A
large part of the crowd were thinking it necessary to
enter the inn and pow-wow more. But the innkeeper
stayed at the ,door with the dragoman, and together

'

,

they vociferously held back the tide. The spirit of
the mob had subsided to a more reasonable feeling.
They no longer wished to tear the strangerslimb from
limb on the suspicion that they were Germans. They
now were frantic to talk as if some inexorable law
had kept them silent for ten years and this was the
very moment of their release. Whereas, their simul-
taneous and interpolating orations had throughout
made noise much like a coal-breaker.

Coleman led the Wainwrights, to a table in a far
part of the room. They took chairs as if he had com-
manded them. "What an outrage," he said jubilantly.
The apes." He was keeping more than half an eye

upon the door, because he knew that the quick com-mg of the students was important.
Then suddenly the storm broke in wrath. Something

had happened in the street. The jabbering crowd at
-the-^doofhar turned and were hurrying upon sonie
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central tumult. The dragoman .creamed to Coleman.
Coleman jumped and grabbed the dragoman. " Tellthuman to take them somewhereup stairs," he cried
md.cati„g the Wainwrights with a sweep of his arm."The mnkeeper seemed to underetand sooner than the

'"

dragoman, and he nodded eagerly. The professor wasc-ymg: "What is it. Mr. Coleman? What is it?"An mstant later, the correspondent was out in the
street, buffeting towar^ a scufBe. Of course it was

'

the students. It appeared, afterjvard, that those
seven young men, with their feelings much ruffled
had been' making the best of their way toward the
doorof the inn wheaa la,^e m^ in;he cfowd.'dur.
.ng a speech whfch was sWely most offinsive. had laid
an^arrestmghand on the shoulder of Peter VounleyWhereupon the excellent Peter Tounley had hit the

ner that the large man had gone spinning through a

Uvlld "'r:"""'/™'" '» *= "ard eUrth. where helay holding h,s fac^together and howling. Instantly
^course, there had been a riot. H might well be'sa.d hat even theh the affair could have ended in a lotof talkmg, but in theHirst place the students did not
talk modern Greek, and in the second place they were^w past a. thought of talking. They regard^ thi
affMrMnouslyas a fight^ and now that they ntSJbtwere T« Tr^t,» ... ,

*^^ «i last ^^—

—

T"fJ^^^' •' i' for every pin, of blood inth«r bod.e.. Such a pack of famished wolves had

**• -V
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never before been let loose upon men armed With

Gras rifles.

They all had been expecting the row, and when

Peter Tounley had found it expedient to knock over

the man, they had counted it a signal : their arms im-

mediately begun to swing out as if they had been

wound, up. It was at this time that Coleman swam

brutally through the Greeks and joined his countrymen;

He was more frightened than any of those novices.

• When he sfiw Peter Tounley overthrow a dreadful

looking brigand whose belt was full of knives, and Avho

crashed to the ground aipid a clang of cartridges, he

was appalled by the utter simplicity with which the

lads were treating the crisis. It was to them no com-

mon scrimmage at Washurst,j>f'tourse, but it flashed

through Coleman's mjpd^hat they had not the

slightest sense of the size of the thing. He expected

every instant to see the flash of knives or to hear the

deafening intonation of a rifle fired against his. ear. It

seemed to him miraculous that the tragedy was so long

delayed.

In the meantime he was in the affray. He jilted

one man under the chin with his elbow in a way that

reeled him off from Peter Tounley's back ; a little per-

son in checked clothes he smjote between the eyes ; he

received a gun-butt emphatically on the side of the

_ neck ;Jie^ielt hands tearing at him; he kicked the pins^

out from under three men in rapid succession. He

' '^^N
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was always yelling. '« Try to get to the inn.boys. try
to get to the inn. Look out, Peter. Take care for hiskmfe Peter-" Suddenly he whipped a rifle out of
the hands of a man and swung it. whistling. He had
gone stark mad with the others.

The boy Billy, drunk from some blows and bleeding
was already staggering toward,the inn 6ver the clear
agewhich the wild Coleman made with the clubbed
nfle The others followed as well as they might while
beatmg off a discouraged enemy. The remarkable
innkeeper had barred his windows with strong wood
shutters. He held the door by the crack for them, and
they stumbled one by one through the portal. Cole
man did not know why they were not all dead, nor did
he understand the intrepid and generous behaviour of
the mnkeeper. but at any rate he felt that the
fighting was suspended, and he wanted to see Marjory
The innkeeper was doing a great pantomime in the
middle of the darkened room, pointing to the outer »

door and then aiming his rifle at it to explain his in
tention of defending them at all costs. Somfc of the
students moved to a billiard table and spread them,
selves wearily u^on it. Others sank down where they
stood. Outside the crowd was beginning to roar.
Coleman's groom crept out from under the little
coffee bar and comically saluted his master. Th.

He
dragoman was not present. _ „.. .,,, ^^^^ ^^
must see Marjory, and he made signs to the innkeeper.

Coleman felt that he

^^<^£^^fL^UlS^^^'*Ki»|L*'^^^iiM^|^',^t^^ ife* »£,«*•
'
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The latter understood quickly, and motioned that

Colemqji should follow him. They passed tojgether

through a dark hall and up a darker stairway, where-

after Coleman stepped out into a sun-lit room, saying

loudly: f'Oh, it's all right. It's all over. Don't

.worry."

Three wild people were instantly upon him. " Oh,

N^what was it ? What did happen ? Is anybody hurt ?

Oh, tell us, qaick!" It seemed at the time that it

a) was an avalanche of three of them, and it was not un-'

til later that he recognised that Mrs. Wainwright had

tumbled the largest number /of questions upon him.

As for Marjory, she had said nothing until the time

when she cried : " Oh—he is bleeding—he is bleeding.

Oh, come, quick!" She fairly dragged him out of

one room into another room, where there was a jug of

water. She wet her handkerchief and softly smote

his wounds. "Bruises," she said, piteously, tearfully.

"Bruises. Oh, dear! How they must hurt you.'

The handkerchief was soon stained crimson.

When Coleman spoke his voice quavered. " It isn't

anything. Really, it isn't anything." He had not

known of these wonderful wounds, but he almost

choked in the joy of Marjory's ministry and her half-

coherent exclamations. This proud and beautiful

girl, this superlative creature, was reddening her hand-

kerchief with his blood, and^ no word of his couTd"

have prevented her from thus attending him. He

^..

i£d:':'.

J
,ik^.y
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couJd hear the processor and^: Wainwright fussing
near him, trying t<^ be of use. He would have liked
to have been able] to order them out of the room.
Marjory's cool fingers on his face and neck had con-
jured within him aj^rision of an intimacy that was even
sweeter than anything which he hadimagined, and he
longed to pour ciuti to J^er the bubbling, imoassioned
speech which came to his lip*. But, always Iddering
behmd him, were the two old people, strenuous to be
ofVielp to bim.

Suddenly a door opened and a youth appeared
simply red with blood. It was Peter Tounley. His
first remark was cheerful. " Well, I don't suppose
those people will be any too quick to look for more
trouble."

Coleman felt a swift pang because he had forgotten
to announce the dilapidated state of all the students.
He had been so submerged by Marjory's tenderness
that all else had been drowned from his mind. His

''

heart beat quickly as he waited for Marjory to leave
him and rush to Peter Tounley. '

But she did nothing of the sort. " Oh, Peter," she
cried in distress, and then she turned back to Coleman.
It was the professor and Mrs. Wainwright who, at last
finding a field for their kindly ambitions, fl?ng them-
^^^^^^ y" '^°""^^y ^"d carried him off to another

He
place. Peter was removed, crying: "Oh, now, look

vt(i^i^^iii^>iif
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here, professor, I'm not dying or anything of that

sort—-"

Coleman and Marjory were left alone. He Suddenly

and forcibly took one of her hands and the blood-

stained handkerchief dropped to the floor.

,

\

J^

i4i.i
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CHAPTER XXII.

From below they could hear the thunder of wpap-
ons and fists upon the door of the inn amid a great

clamour of tongues. Sometimes there arose the ar-

gumentative howl of the innkeeper. Above this roar,

Coleman's quick words sounded in Marjory's ear.

"I've got to go. I've got to go back to the boys, but
—I love you."

" Yes, go, go," she whispered hastily. " You should

be there, but—come back."

He held her close to him. " But you are mine, re-

member," he said fiercely and sternly. "You are

mine—forever^as I am yours—remember."

Her ayes half closed. She made intensely solemn
answer. " Yes." He released her and was gone.

In the glooming coffee room of the inn he found
the students, the dragoman, the groom and the inn-

keeper armed with a motley collection of weapons which
ranged from the rifle of the innkeeper to the table leg

in the hands of Peter Tounley. The last named young
student of archaeology was in a position of temporary

leadership and holding a great pow-bow with the inn-

kcepCT throiigh the^mediuwr er^iercmg^^^^o^^

the dragoman. Coleman had not yet understood why

a.'i'.' lii^H lie.
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none of them had been either stabbed or shot in the

fight in the steeet, but it seemed to him now that

affairs were leading toward a crisis of tragedy. He
thought of the possibilities of having the dragoman go

to an upper window and harangue the people, but he

saw no chance of success in such a plan. He saw that

the crowd would merely howl at the dragoman while

the dragoman howled at the crowd. He then asked

if there was ^ny other exit from the inn by which

they could secretly escape. He learned that the door

into the coffee room was the only door which pierced

the four great walls. All he could then do was to

find out from the innkeeper how much of a siege the

place could stand, and to this the innkeeper answered

volubly and with smiles that this hostelry would easily

endure until the mercurial temper of the crowd had
darted off in a new direction. It may be curious to

note here that all of Peter Tounley's impassioned

communication with the innkeeper had been devoted

to an endeavour to learn what in the devil was the

matter with these people, as a man about to be bittei^

by poisonous snakes should, first of all, furiously in-

sist upon learning their exact species before deciding

upon either. Jiis route, if he intended to run away, or

his weapon if he intended to fight them.

The innkeeper was evidently convinced that this .

house wQuld_wlthstand the rage of. thepopulace^ at

/

> <

c

c

a

h

he was such an unaccountably gallant little chap that
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Coleman trusted entirely to his word. His only fear

*SE!!°" ^^^ ^" occasional one as to the purity of
*^^^'^maa's translation.

there was half a silence on tl» mob with-
n- It is inconceivably that iyfuld become
silent, but it was as near to^rational still-

ness of tongues as it. was able. Then there was a
loud knocking by a single fist and a new voice began
to spm Greek, a voice that was somewhat like the
rattle of pebbles in a tin box. Then a startling voice
called out in English. " Are you in there. Rufus? "

Answers came from every English speaking personm the room in one great outburst. " Yes."
"Well, let us in," called Nora Black. "It is all

right. We've got an officer with us."

"Open the door,"^ Coleman with speed. The
little innkeeper lab^l^lsly unfastened the great bars
and when the door finally opened there appeared on
the threshold Nora Black with Coke and an officer of
infantry, Nora's little old companion, and Nora's
dragoman.

" We saw your carriage in the ^refet,"' cried the
queen of comic opera as she swept into the room.
She was beamtxifwith delight. " What is all the row
anyway? O-o-oh, look at that student's nose. Who
hit him ? And look at Rufus. What have you boys
4>cen doingV

Her little Greek officer of infantry had stopped tfie

^vh^'di^.^
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mob from flowing into tW room. Coleman looked

toward the door at times with some anxiety. Nora,

noting it, waved her hand in careless reassurance.

" Oh, it's all right. Don't worry abQi^t them any

more. He is perfectly devoted to me." He would

die there on the threshold if I told h\fn it would

please me. Speaks splendid French. I found him

limping, along the road and gave him a lift. And now

do hurry up.and tell me exactly what happened."

They all told what had happened, while Nora and

Coke listened agape. Coke, by the way, had quite

floated back to his old position with the studenft. It

had been easy in the stress of excitement and wonder.

Nobody had any time to think of the excessively re-

mote incidents of the early morning. All minor inter-

ests were lost ih the marvel of the present situation.

" Who landed you in the eye, Billie ? " asked the

awed<Coke. " That wis a bad one."

"Oh, I don't know," said Billie. "You really

couldn't tell who hit ypy, you know. It was a football,,

rush. They had guns and knives, but they didn't use

'em. I,don't know why. Jinks ! I'm getting pretty

stiff. My face feels as if it were made of tin. Did

they give you people a row, too ?
"

" No ; only talk. That little officer managed them.

Out-talked them,^ I^uppose, fHear him buzz, now."

The Wainwrigbcs came down staifSi^ iNora Black^

went confidently forward to meet them. " You've
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,
added one more to your 4t of rescuers," she cried,

with her glowing, triumphant smile. " Miss Black of
the New York Daylight—aX your service. How in

the world do you manage to get yourselves into such
dreadful scrapes ? You are the most remarkable peo-
pie. You need a guardian. Why, you might have all

been killed. How exciting it must seem to be regu-
larly of your party." She. had shaken cordially one of
Mrs. Wainwright's hands without that lady indicating

assent to the proceeding, but Mrs. Wainwright had
not felt repulsion, cin fact she had had no emotion
springing directly from it. Here again the marvel of

the situation came to deny Mrs. Wainwright the right

to resume a state of mind which had been so painfully

interesting to her a few hours earlier.

The professor, Coleman and all the students were
talking together. Coke had addressed Coleman civilly

and Coleman had made a civil reply. Peace was upon
them.

Nora slipped her arm lovingly through Marjory's

arm. " That Rufus ! Oh, that Rufus," she cried joy-

ously. "^'11 give him a good scolding as soon as I

see him alone. I might have foreseen tRat he wouWfl
get you all into trouble. The old stupid !

"

^
Marjory did not appear to resent anything. " Oh, I

don't think it was Mr. Coleman's fault at all," she an-

swereS calmly: vrj thinlTYF was more the fault of

Peter Tounley, poor boy."
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" Well, I'd be glad to believe it, I'd be glad to be-

lieve it," said Nora. " I want Rufus to keep out of

that sort of thing, but he is so hot-headed and foolish."

If she had pointed out her proprietary stamp on Cole-

man's cheek she could not have conveyed what she

wanted with more clearness.

•• Oh," said the impassive Marjory, " I don't think

you need have any doubt as to whose fault it was, if

there were i any of our boys at fault. Mr. Coleman

was inside when the fighting commenced, and only ran

out to help the boys. He had just brought us safely

through the mob, attd, far from being hot-headed and

foolish, he was utterly cool in manner, impressively

cool, I thought. I am glad to be able to reassure you

on these points, for I see that they worry you."

, "Yes, they do worry me," said Nora, densely.

" They worry me night and day when he is away from

me."

" Oh," responded Marjory, " I have never thought

of Mr. Coleman as a man that one would worry about

much. We consider him very self-reliant, able to take

care of himself under almost any conditions, but then,

of course, we do not know him at all in the way that

you know him. I should think that you would find

that he came off rather better than you expected from

most of his difficulties. But then, of course, as I said,

thctn we dor" H«^you ^iTOW him so mt
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easy indifference was a tacit dismissal of Coleman as
atogfc.

Nora, now thoroughly alert, glanced keenly into the
other girl's face, but^it was inscrutable. The actress
had intended to go careering through a whole circle
of daring illusions to an iikimacy with Coleman, but
Hferti, before she had really developed her attack,
Marjory, with a few cpnventional and indifferent

sentences, almost expressive of boredom, had made
the subfelt of Coleman impossible. ' An effect was left

upon Nora's mind that Marjory had been extremely
polite in listening to much nervous talk about a person
in whom she had no interest.

The actress was dazed. She did not know how it

had all been dbne. Where was the head of this thing ?

And vfhere ^as the tail ? A fog had mysteriously^^

come upon all herj^rilliant prospects of seeing Mar-
jory Wainwright suffer, and this fog was the product of
a^l^ind of* magic witl^. which she was not familiar.

She could no* think how to fight it. After being
simply dubious throughout a long pause, she in the
end went into a greaf rage. She. glared furiously at

Marjory, dropped her arm as if it had burned her and
moved down upon Coleman. She must have reflected

thatit any rat? she could make hini wrjggle. When
she wks eome near to him, she called oiif : " Rufus !

"

-Itr her tone was^ air ihebTd^TnsoreSr^^i^^^^

ownership. Coleman might have been a poodle. She

tShM
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knew how to call his name in a way that was nothing
less than a public scandal. On this occasion every-

body looked at him and then went silent, as people
awaiting the startling denouement of a drama,
"^ufus! " She was baring his shoulder to show the
fleur-de-lis of thte^riminal. The students gaped.

^oleman's temp^ was, if one may be allowed to
speak in that way, brok^ loose inside of him. He
could hardly breathe; he\ltthat his body was about
to explode ihto a thousand fragments. He simply
snarled out "What?" Almost( at once he saw that
she had at last goaded him into making a serious
tactical mistake. It must be admitted that it is only
when the relations between a man and a woman are
the relations of wedlock, or at least an intimate re-

semblance to it, that the man snaHs out " What ? " to
the woman. Mere lovers say " I beg your pardon ?

"

It is only Cupid's finished product tKat spits like a
cat. Nora Black had called him like a wife, and he
had answered like a husband. For his cause, his
manner could not possibly have- been worse. He' saw
the professor stare at him in surprise and alarm, and
felt the excitement of the eight students. These
latter were diabolic. in the celerity with which they
picked out meanings. It ^as as plain to them as if

Nora Black had said : " He is my property."

Coleman would have given his nose to have been
"able to recall that smgle reverberating word7 But he
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saw that the scene was spelling downfall for him andhe went still ™ore blind and desperate of i

'

Hi^d^pa,rmade him burn to make matters worse Hed.dnofwa„t to improve anjjhing^t all. -. wit" •

he demanded. " What do yf wan7v
•

i„fh7""
'""tly reproachful. "I ,,fe „y j,,^,^

yourTeU."'
'"'""""'""^--^ Get it for

Now it is plainly ,„ be seen that no one of th^A

they had heC:L: ::^"r^- ^—

r

comerromthelipsofalrrcrrr!::^
peech was to their ears a flat announcement o anextraordmary intimacy between Nora Black and thecorrespondent. Any other inte^tatio:!:M o

• ^'T:' 'V™- " "-»Pa.Pable that '

greaify d,stres.,ed them with its, arrogance andho dness.. ,The professor had bfushed. Tbl^m.,^^es^worc^his mind a.^he time was tli! ZZ
Nora Black had .^on a g^t battled I, M^„

Agmcourt. She had beaten'the clever Col-emaTT »way that had r.^ little of him but «gs. HowDshe could have lost it all again if she had shown lerfeehng of elation. _Jltr^u • J ".
snown her

maicated a mixture of sadnew o«^ l ^

Her suff^rin., ? embarrassment.
«"ff«"ng was so plain to the eye that P^er

/"^

^i>

fl

^
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iinley^l^ instantly ril<?ised.

• «.-*,

y^*,i-

-U

*t^ get your

!ck?"he'1pfii|^ hastily, and at-

%her grateful nod%e!|

".'polemah * was lps<^exi -III.
im^ve^^ His

cjverthrow seemed to htm to be so complete that he

%ould not in any way jnend it without a sacrifice of his

dearest prides. He:l\irned away from them all and

walked to an isolitte^?corner of the room. He would

abide no longer witl3k>j|hem. He had been made an

outcast by Nora BlaclJ'and he intended to be an out-

cast. There was no se'cjse in attempting to stem this

extraordinary deluge, liwas better to acquiesce.

Then suddenly he \%s angry With Marjory. He

did not exactly see why he was angry at Marjoryj

but he was angry at her nevertheless. He thought

' of ^K)^l^r he cou\d revenge himself upon her. He de-

cided to take horse with his groom and dragoman and

proceed forthwith on the,road, leaving the jumble as

it stood. This would pain Marjory, anyhow, he

hoped. She would feel it deeply, he hoped.

Acting upon this plan, he went to the professor.

" Well, of course you are all right now, professor, and

1

if you don't mind, I

ahead. I've got a

oh my mind,

if you don't mi

_ Thej)rofess»

"Of course; if y
it is as you ple$is<

like to leave you—go on

rable pressure of businc^
•^ ,^

should harry on to Athens,

seem to. know .what to say

j,m

-i-sorry, I'm sure—ofcouK^e

bu have been such a power

f«

sh

Sti

.*-\-
.. t
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in our favour—it seems too bad to lose ybu-bqt—if
you wish it—if you insist -"

^ ^

" Oh, yes, I quite insist," said Coleman, calmly. "
I

quite insist. Make your mind easy on that score;
professor. I insist."

"Well, Mr. Coleman," stammered the old man.
" Well, it seems a great pity to lose you-you have
been such a power in our favour "

"Oh, you are now o^ly eight hours from the rail-
way. It is very easy. You would not need my as-
sistance, even if it were a benefit !

"

" But k'^aid the professor.

Coleman's dragoman came to him then and said

:

" There is one man here who says you made to take
one rifle in the fight and was break his head. He
was say he wants sunthing for you was break his
hea'cl. He says hurt."

"How much does he want?" asked Coleman, im-
patiently.

The dragoman wrestled fhen evidently with a desire

'iffi*^^*
'^'^ "''"^ ^'°"* outside fingers. " I—I think -

r^T^'i^* piece plenty." «

^Ti|eSn^them," said Coleman. It seemed to him

^
preposterous Jhat this idiot wijh .a broken head

^should interjilate t^gOa^hfer tragedy. "Afterward,
#you and the groom gtet the three horses knd we will

Uhens-at^ncek

/

"^or Atheiw? At once?" safd Marjory's voice

S
I ^.i,|f

•*J,,i!.

-i>^;C^-.

*«<*,



CHAPTER ,XXIII

" Oh," said Coleman, " I was thinking of starting."

" Why ? " asked Marjory, unconcernedly.

Coleman s^iot her a quick glance. " I believe my

period of usefulness is quite ended," he said with just

a smajl betrayal of bitter feeling.

" It is certainly true that you havd*- had a remark-

able period of usefulness to us," said Marjory with a

slo\<r smile, " but if it ^ ended, you should not run

away from us." ^^

Coleman looked at her to see what she could mean.

From many women, these worcfs would have been

fequal, under the circumstances, to a command to stay,

but he felt that none might know what impulses

moved the mind behind that beautiful mask, In his

misery he thought to hurt her into an expression of

feeling by a rough speech. " I'm so in love with Nora

Black, you know, that \t have to be very careful of

myself." . ,
?>

"Oh," said Marjory, 'il n*ver thought of that. I

should think you would have to be care^I of your-

„.S£lL"-^-She4id notseem^gaaved-inany way. Colemaa^

despaired of finding her w6ak spot. She was adaman-
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tine, this girl. He searched his mind for something
to say which would be still more gross than his last!

outbreak, but when he felt that he was about to hit;

upon it, the professor interrupted with an agitated

speech to Marjory. "You had better go to your
mother, my child, aiid see that you are all ready to
leave here as soon as the carriages come up.'^^

" We have absofutely nothing to make ready," said
Marjory, laughing. " But I'll go andrsee if mother
needs anything before we start that Ic^get for her."
She went away witliout bidding good-bye t^ttkman.
The sole maddening impression to him wai^|t the
matter of his going had not been of sufficient import-
ance to remain longer than a moment upon her mind.
At the same time he depded that he would go, irre-

trievably go.

Even then the dragoman entered the room. " We
will pack everything upon the horse ?

"

" Everything—yes." ^':

Peter Tounley came afterward. "You are not go-,
ing to bolt ?"

'

"Yes, I'm off," answered Coleman recovering him-
self for Peter's benefij. " See you in Athens, proba-

*

bly."

Presently the dragoman announced the readiness of
the horses. Coleman shook hands with the students
and the ProTessbf amra7crTes'oriu1pFise^"n^^^

regret. "What? Going, old man ? Really? What
' Hi '

11

•
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for ? * Oh, ^wait *Tor lis. We're off in a few minutes.

Sorry as the devil, old boy, to see y«^ go." He

accepted their protestations with a somewhat sour

face. He knew perfectly well that they were thinking

of his departure as something that related to Nora

*Black. . At the last, he bowed to the la^es as a

collection. Marjory's answering bow-was affable ; the \.

bow of Mrs. Wainwright spoke a resentment for some-

thing ; and Nora's bow wa»Jtriumphant nwckery. As

he swung into the saddle^fidea struck hi^with over-

whelming force. The idea was that be^||i^a fOol.

He was a colossal imbecile. He touched the 0^r to

his horse and the animal leaped superbly, maW^-i'the

%jreeks hasten for safety in alRlirections. ' He was o^^ML

he could no^more return to retract his devious idiocy"

thjm he coufd make his horse fly to Athens. What

was done was done.^He could not mend it. And he^

felt like a rnan that had broken his own heart

;

per'Spfsely, !Chimishly,'stupidly broken his own hegjft.

H^Jigis sure thiTM^Iory was lost to him. No

latrlSula be degraded 'ao publicly and resent it so

i<jWy an& still retain a Marjory. In his abasement^

ronti his defeat lit the hands of Nora Black he had,^^

performed every imaginable block-headish act and had

finally climaxed it all by a departtire which left the

tongue of Nora to speak unmolested into the ear of

Marjory. Nora's victory had been a ^rious blow to ^ ^

his fortunes, but it had not been so serious as his own

r

r

I

s

a

J
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subsequent folly. He had generously muddled his
own affairs until he could read nothing out of them
but despair.

He was in the mood for hatred. He hated m^y
people. Nora Blick was the principal item, but he
did not hesitate to detest the professor, Mrs. Wain-
wright, Coke and all the students. As for Marjory,
he would revenge himself upon her. She had done
nothing that he defined clearly but, at any rate, he
would take revenge for it. As much as was possible,
he would make her suffer. He w6uld convince her
that he was a tremendous and inexorable person.

'

Btrt it came upon his mind that he .was powerless in

all ways. If he hated many people, they probably
would not be even interested in his amotion and,, as
for his revenge upon Marjory, it was beyond his

strength. He was nothing but the complaining vie
tim of Nora Blackand himse^^o. '

He felt that he would ne\^«rAn see Marjory, and
while Reeling it he began tfefe his attitude when
next they met. He would be very cold and reserved.

At Agrinion he found that there would be no train
until the next daybreak. The dragoman was exces-
sively annoyed over it, but Coleman did not scold "at

all. As a matter of fact his heart had given a great
joyous bound. He could not now prevent his being
^vertaken.^They were .only^^few^4€agues away, and—
while he was waiting for the train they would easily
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•%

cover the distance. If anybody expressed surprise at

seeing him he could exhibit the logical reasons.

If there had been a train starting at once he would

have taken it. His pride would have put up with no

subterfuge. If the Wainwrights overtook him it was

because he could not ]ielp it. But he was delighted

that he could not help it. 'There had been an inter-

position by sonv^ specially beneficent fate. He felt

like whistling. He spent the early half of the night

in blissful sm6ke, striding the room which the drago-

man had found for him. His head was full of plans

and detached impressive scenes in which he figured

before. Marjory. The simple fact that there was no

train away from Agrinion until the next daybreak had

wrought a stupendous change in his outlook. He
unhesitatingly considered it an omen of a good future.

He was up before the darkness even contained pres-

age of coming light, but near the railway station was

a little hut where coffee was being served to several

prospective travellers who had come even earlier

the rendezvous. There was no evidence of the Wain-

wrights.

Coleman sat in the hut and listened for the rumble

of wheels. He wjis suddenly appalled that the Wain-

wrights were going to miss the train. Perhaps they

had decided against travelling during the night. Per-

haps this thing and perhaps that thing. The morning

=was ^veiy twkl. Closely Tnuflfled in his cloafc^he^wenr
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to the door and stared at where the road was whiten-'
ing out of night. At the station stood.a littfe spectral
train, and the engine at intervals emitted a long, pierc-
ing scream which informed the echoing land that, in
all probability, it was going to start after a time for
the south. The Greeks in the coflee room were, of
course, talking.

At last Coleman did hear the sound of hoofs and
wheels. The three carriages swept up in grand pro-
cession. The first was laden with students ; in the
second was the professor, the Greek officer, Nora^
Blacks old lady and other persons, all looking marvel-
lously unimportant ,and shelved. It was the third
carriage at which Coleman stared. At first be
thought the dim light deceived his vision, but in a
moment he knew that his first leaping conception of
the arrangement of the p^ple in this vehicle had
been perfectly correct. Nora Black and Mrs. Wain-
Wright sat side by side on the back seat, while facing
them were Coke and Marjory.

^ .... .. ._

They looked cold but intimate. -.

Jddity of the grouping stupefied Coleman. It

archy, naked and unashamed. He could not
how such changes could have been consum-

mated in the short time he had been away from them,
but he laid it all to some startling necromancy on the
^art of Nora Black, some wondrous play wljich hjd
captured them all because of its surpassjng skill and

/
. -

iJKii<'':
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because they were, in the mail}, rather gullible peo-.

pie. He was wrong. The magic had been wrought

by the unaided foolishness of Mrs. Wain^yright. As

soon as Nora Black had succeeded in creating an

effect of intimacy ^nd dependence between herself

and Coleman, the professor had flatly stated to his

wife that the presence of Nora Black in the»party, in

the inn, in the world, was"" a ^hiag that did not meet

his approval in any way. She should be abolished.

As for Coleman, he would jiot defend hipi. He ''pre-

ferred not to talk to him. It made him sad. Cole^

man at least had been very indiscreet, v^ry indiscreet.

It was a great pity. But as for this blatant^womaifi,

the sooner they rid themselves of herMhe sooner he

would feel that all the world was not evil, 'i^rai*

"Whereuport Mrs. Wainwright had chaigH^ront

with the spe^d of light and attacked with horse/ foot

and guns. She failed to see, she had declared, where

this pool-, lone girl was in great fault. Of course it

was probable tjiat she had listened to thiis snaky-

tongued Rufus Coleman, but that was ever the mis-

take that women fna^. Oh, certainly ; the professor

would like to let RufOs Cttleman off gcot-free^ That

was the.way with men. „They defended each other in

all cases. If wron^ were done it was the woman -who

suffered. Now, sillte this poor girl was alone.far off

here in Greece, Mr^ M^inwright announced that she

had such full seh^|jj^her duty to her sex that her

%'.

4

' i,

'4
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'conscience would not allow her to scorn and desert a
*

sister, even if that sister was, approximately, the vic-
tim of a creature like Rufus Coleman. Perhaps the
poor thing loved this wretched,man. although it was
hard t<? imagine any woman giving her heart to such .

'

a monster.

The professor had then asked with considerable
'' '

spirit for the proofs upon which Mrs. Wainwright
named Coleman a monster, and had made a wry face
over her completely conventional ,,reply. He had told
her categorically his opinioil of her erudition in such
matters. ^ *

But Mrs. Wainwright was not to be deterreS froih .
*

an exciting espousal of the cause of her sex. Upon
the instant thai the professor strenuously ppposeOier
she became an apostle, an enlightened, uplifted apos-
tie to the world on tlie wrongs, of her sex. Sh& had S*

come down witk this thing as if it were a disease. '

Nothing could Jlop her. Her husband, her daughter,
all influences in other directions, had been overturned
with a roar, and the first thing fully clear to the pr(^
fessor's mind had been that his wife was riding affably
in the carriage with Nora Black. » ^ ,. rf>
Coleman aroused when he heard ©ne of the students

cry out: " Why, th^ere is Rufus Coleman's dragoman. ^

He 9iust be here." A moment later they thronged
upon him. " Hi, oW rfah, gaught you again ! . Where

|

^
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did you break to? Glad to catch you, old boy. How
are you making it ? Where's your horse ?

"

" Sent the horses on to Athens," said Coleman.

He had not yet recovered his composure, and he was

glad to f^nd available this commonplace return to their

exuberant greetings and questions. " Sent 'em on to

Athens with the groom."

In the meantime the engine of the little train was

screaming to heaven that its^intention of starting was

most serious. The diligencia careered to the station

platform and unburdened. Coleman had had his

dragoman place his luggage in a little first-class car-

riage and he defiantly entered it and closed the door.

He had a sudden return to the old sense of downfall,

apd with it came the original rebellious desires. How-

ever, he hoped that somebody would intrude upon

him.

It was Peter Tounley. The student flung open the

door and then yelled to the distance :
" Here's an

empty one:" He clattered into the compartment.

" Hello, Coleman ! Didnjt know you were in here !

"

At his heels came Nora Black, Coke and Marjory.

" Oh !
" they said, when they saw the occupant of the

carriage. " Oh !
" Coleman was furious. He could

* have distributed some of his traps in a way to create

more roonj, but he did not move.

^
•

'



How

*- CHAPTER XXIV.

There wa^ a demonstration of the unequalled facil-

ities of a European railway carriage for rendering

,,

unpl|asant things almost intolerable. These people
V. could find no way to alleviate the poignancy of their
position. Coleman did not know where to look.
Every personal' mannerism becomes accentuated in a
European railway carriage. If you glance at a ipdn,
your glance defirj^s itself as a stare. If you carefully
look at nothing.foa C^reaAfor yourself a resemblance
to all wboden-headefd things. A newspaper is, then, in
the nature of a preservative, and Coleman longed for
a newspaper. .-. '

It was this abbminable railway carriage which
exacted the first display Sf agitation from Marjory.
She flushed rosily, and her eyes wavered over th%
compartment. Not^ Black laughed in a way that ~

was a shock to the nerves. Coke seemed very angry,
indeed, and Peter Tounley was in pitiful distress.'

Everything was acutely, painfully vivi<^, bald, painted
as glaringly as a grocer's new wagon. It fulfilled,

those traditions which .(he artists deplbre when they"
use th^ir pet phrase on a picture, "It hurts." The
damnable power of accentuation of the European

.^.-•v

^/

\y...
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railway carriage seemed, to Coleman's amazed mind,

to be redoubled and redoubled.

It was Peter Tounley who seemed to be in the great-

est agony. He looked at the correspondent beseech-

ipgly and said :
" It's a very cold morning, Coleman."

This was an actual appeal in the name of humanity.

Coleman came squarely to the front and even

grinned a -little at poor Peter Tounley's misety.

" Yes, it is ^ cold morning, Peter. I should say it is

one of the coldest mornings in my recollection.".

Peter Tounley had not intended a typical Ameri-

can emphasis on* the polar conditions which obtained

in the compartment at this time, but Coleman had

given the word this meaning. Spontaneously ^every-

body smiled^, and at once the tension was relieved.

But of course the satanic powers of the railway car-

riage could not be altogether set at naught. Of course

it fell to the lot of Coke tjo get the seat directly in

front of Coleman, and thus, face to face, they vjere

doomed to stare at ^ach other.

Peter Tounley was inspired to begin conventional

babble, in which he took great care tcfmakejin appear--

ance of talking to all in the carriage. " Funny thing.

I never knew these ^mornings in Greece were so cold'.-

I tliought the climate here was quite tropical. It

must have been inconvenient in the ancient times,-

wlien, I am told, people didn't wear near so many

—

er—clothes. Really, ^I don't see how they stood it*

7

-^
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For my part,. I would like nothing so much as a buffalo
,.robe. I suppose when those great sculptors were do-

'
ing their masterpieces, they had to wear gloves.
Ever think of that? Knny, isn't it ? Aren't you
cold, Marjory? lam. Jingo! Imagine the Spar-
tans in ulsters, going 01^ to meet an enemy in ca^e-
overcoats, and being desired by their mothers tore-
turn with their ulsters or wrapped in them."

It was rather hard work for Paer Tounley. Both
Marjory and Coleman tried to display an interest in
his labours, and theyjlaughed not at what he said, but

:
because they Believed it assisted him. Tfie little tram,
meanwhile, wandered up a great green slope,\nd the
day rapidly coloured the land.

At first Nora Black gd not display amilitant mood,
but as time passed Coleman saw clearly that shfe was
considering the advisability of a new attack. She had
Coleman and Marjory in conjunction and where they
were ur^able to escape from her.' The opportunities
were great. To Coleman, she seemed to be gloating
over the possibilities of making more mischief. She
was looking a^t hhri speculatively, as if considering the
best place to hit him first. Presently she drawled

:

** Rufus," I wish you would fix my rug about me a lit-

tle l^etter," Coleman saw that this was a beginning'.

Peter Tpunley sprang to his feet with sp^d and en-
thusiasm. " Oh, let me do jt for yqu," He had her
Well muffled in the rug beforei^e c^uW iJtotest, eVen

n r^*f" 'ri
"

''\
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if a protest had been rational/ The young man had

no idea of defending Colgman. He had nb knowledge

of the necessity for it. It had^been merely the exer-

cise of his habit of amiikbility, his chronic desire' to

see everybody comfortable. His passion in this di-

rection was w^UJknown in Washurst, where the students

had borrowed a phrase from the ph6tographers in or-

der tp describe him fully in a nickname. They called

him " Look-pleasant Tounley." This did not in any

way antagonise his perfect willing-ness to fight on

occasions with a singular desperation, which usually

has a small stool in every mifid where good nature has

a throne.
,

" Oh, thank you very much, Mr. Tounley," said

Nora Black, without gratitude. " Rufus is always so

lax in these matters."

" I don't know how you know it," said Coleman

boldly, and he looked her fearlessly in the eye. The

battle had begun.

" Oh," responded Nora, airily, " I have had oppor-

tunity enough to know it, I should think, by this

time." "^^
" No," said Coleman, " since I hjtvte never paid you

particular and direct attention, you cannot possibly

know what I am lax in and what I am not lax in. I

would be obliged to be of service at any time, Nora,

but surely you do not consider that you have a right

to, my services superior to any other right."
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Nora Black simply werft mad, but fortunately part
of her madness was in the form bf speechlessness/
Otherwise there might have been heard something ap- .

proaching to billingsgate.

• Marjory and Peter Tounley turned first hot and then
cold, and looked as if they wanted to fly away • and

^
even Coke, penned helplessly in with this unpleasant
incident, seemed to have a sudden .attack of distress.
The only frigid person wa\; Coleman. He had made"
his declaration of independence, and he saw with glee
that the victory was complete, /ora Black might
storm and rage, but he had announced his pcisition in
^M unconventional blunt way which nobody in the
carriage could fail to understand. He felt somewhat
like smiling with confidence and defiance in Nora's
face, but he still had the fear for Marjory.

Unexpectedly, the fight was all out of Nora Black.
She had the fury of a woman scorned, but evidently
she had perceived that all was over and lost. The
remainder of her wrath dispensed itself in glares which
Coleman withstood witj* great composure.
A strained silence fell upon the group which lasted

until they arrived at the little port of Mesalonghi.
whence they were to take ship for Patras. Coleman
found himself wondering why he had not gone flatly
at the great question at a much earlier period, indeed
at the first moment when the great question, began to
make life exciting for him. He thought that if he

ym
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had charged Nora's guns in the beginrring they would

have turned out to be the same incapable artillery.

Instead of that he had run away and continued to run

away until he was actually cornered and made to fight,

and his easy victory had defined him as a person

who had, earlTer, indulged in much stupidity and

cowardice.

Everything had worked out so simply, his terrors

had been dispelled so easily, that he probably was led

to overestimate his success. And it occurred suddenly

to him. Heforesaw a fine occasion to talk privately

to. Marjory when all "had boarded the steantier for

Patras and he resolved to make use of it. This he

Ijelieved would end the strife and conclusively laurel

him.

The train finally drew up on a little stone pier and

some boatmen began to scream liJce gulls. The

steamer lay at anchor in the placid ohie cove. The

embarkation was chaotic ip the Oriental fashion and

there was the customary misery which was only re-

lieved when the travellers had set foot on the deck of

the stearoftft Coleman did not devote any premature

attention to finding Mai-jory, btit when the steamer

Iwas fairly out on the calm waters of the Guff of Cor-

inth, he saw her pacing to and fro with fejter Tounley.

. At first he lurked in the distaaup waiting for aft op-

portunity, but ultimately he d«jided to make his own

opportu»lty. He approached them. " Marjory, would
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you let me speak to yoM alone for a fewmoments ?

You won't mind, will you, Peter?"
" Oh, no, certainly not," said Peter Tounley.
"Of course. It is not some dreadful revelation, is

It ? " said Marjory, bantering him coolly,

"No," answered Colemari, abstractedly. He was
tKinking of what he was going to say. Peter Tounley
vanished around the corner of a deck-house and Mar-
jory and Coleman began to pace to and^ro even as
Marjory and Peter Tounley had done. Coleman had
thought to speak his mind frankly and once for all, and
on ther train h,e had invented many clear expressions
of his feeling. It did not appear that he.had forgotten
them. It seeme^ore, that they had become en-
tangled in hiji mJndJ'in such a way that he could not
unravel the end of his discourse.

^ In the pause, Marjory began to speak in admiration
of the scenery. " I never imagined that Greece was so
full of mountains^ One reads io much of the Attic
Plains, but aren't these mountains royal?. They look
so rugged and cold, ^^^hereas the bay is absolutelf qs "

blue as the old d^sgiprfons of a summer sea."
' '• I wa - » -

Coleman

" Nora Black ? Why ? " said Marjory, lifting h^r eye-
brows.

^1 enough,^' said Coleman, in a head-

"^W must know, you must have seen

sgriptlc

;• I wanted to speflc to ychi about Nora" Black," slid

" You ic

long fashion?

-> ": "^
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it. She knows I care for you arid she wants to stoff it.

And she has no right to—to interfere. She is a fiend,

a perfect fiend. She is trying to make you feel that I

care for her."
^

"And don't you care for her?" asked Marjory.

"No," said Coleman, vehemently. "I don't care

for her at all."

" Very well," answered Marjory, simply. " I believe

you." She managed to give the words the effect of a

mere announcement that she believed him and it was

in no way plain that she was glad or that she esteemed

the matter as being of consequence.

He scowled at her in dark resentment. " You mean^

by that, I suppose, that you don't believe me ?

"Oh," answered Marjory, wearily,
"J.

believe^ you.

I said so. Don't talk abourTTany"

"Then," said Coleman, slowly, " you rneatTthat you'

do not care whether I'm telling the truth or not?"

" Why, of course I care," she said. " Lying is not

nice.

He did not know, apparently, exactly how to deal,

with her manner, which was actually so pliable that it

was marble, if one may speak in that way. He looked'

ruefully at the sea. He had expected a far easier

time. " Well—" he began.

" Really," interrupted Marjory, " this is somethinjj

which I do not care to discuss. I would rather you

wo^ld not speak to me at all about it. It seems too

^-h
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^^^V[^^^^^y give you "my word that I
. w„^cauuy give you my word that I

beheve you, but ipuld prefert'you not^to try to talk
tomeaboutitor-,anythingofthatsort. Mother i"

Mrs. VVainwright was hovering anxiously in the
vicinity, and she now bore down rapidly upon the
£air. "You are very nearjy to Patras," she said re-
proachfully to ^er daughter, as if the fact had some
fault of Marjory's concealed in it. She in no way ac-
knowledged the presence of Coleman.-
*" Oh„ are we ?" cried Marjoiy.
" Yes," sAid Mrs. Wainwright. " We are."
She stood waiting as if she expected Marjory to in-

^tantly quit Coleman. The^girl wavered a moment
and ihen followed her mother. > Good-bye." she said.
" I"hope we may see you again i?i Athens." It was a
CQ^nmand- 19 hrni to travel alone with his servant on
^the lon^ railway journey i^om Patras to Athens. It
was ^'dismissal of a casual acquaintance given so -

graciously that*it stung him to the depths of his pride.
He bowed his adieu and his thatiks. When the yell-
ing boatmen camd again, he and his man proceeded
to the shdfe^ an early boat without looking in any
way aftej- th^elfare of the others.

Atthe train, the party split into three sections.
Coleman and his man had one compartment, Nora
Black and her squad had another, and the Wain-
Wrights and students occupied two more.
The little oflRcer was still in tow of Nora Black.
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He was very en^'usiastic. In French she directed

him to remain silent, but he did not appear to under-

stand. "You tell him," she then said to herdrago-^

man, " to sit in a corner and not to speak until I tell

him to, or I won't have him in here." She seemed

anxious to unburden herself to the old lady com-

panion. "Do you know," she said, " that girl has a

nerve like steel. I tried to break it there in that inn,

but I couldn't budge her. If I am going to have her

beaten I must prove myself to »be a very, very artful

person."

" Why did you try to break her nerve ? " asked the

old lady, yawning. " Why do you want to have her

beaten?" V

" Because I do, old stupid," answered Nora. " You
should have heard the things I said to her."

"About what?"

" About Coleman. Can't you understand anything

at all?"

" And why should you say anything about Coleman

to her?" queried the old lady, still hopelessly be-

fogged.

" Because," cried Nora, darting a look of wrath at

her companion, " I want to prevent that%iarriage."

She had been betrayed into this avowal by the singu-

larly opaque mind of the old latly. The latter at once

sat erect. " Oh, ho," she said, as if a ray of light had

isP**^
into her head. " Oh, ho. So that's it. is it ?

'

B^-l^PS
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"Yes, that's k," rejoined Nora, shortly.
The old lady was amazed into a lone oerioH .f

meditation. At last she spoke depressing^.' ^WelT^ow are you going to prevent it? Those things can'tbe done in these days at all rf fh. J
other ••

tl^y care for each

Nora burst out furiously. "Don't venture opinions

ThelZ't ^"T ^°" ^etalH«t about, 'please.They don t care for each other.-do .you see? Shecares for him, but he don't give a snan of T «
for her." ^ *^ ^"^ers

f„.'?"M"'°^
'^" bewildered lady, "if he don't carefor her. .here will be nothing to prevent. If he dontcare for h*rhe won't ask her to n,ar.y hi., and .„there won't be anything to prevent."

Nora rftWe a broad gesture of impatience.
.

!' Ohcan t you get anything through your head ? «l4ve„t'you seen that the girl has been the only youn^woman ,„ that whole party lost up there in the mount

«r;rt !."
"^'"^""y "">- ">«" half of the men

st.ll thmk they are in love with her? That's what it
«. Cant you see? It always happens that way.Then Coleman comes along and make, a fool of him-
self with the others."

The old lady spoke i. brightly as if at last feeling

'

able to contribute someV-ing intelligent to the talk
un, then, he does care {(\r her."

Nora's eyes looked as if^^heir glan<Sl^ight shrivel
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the old lady's hair. " Don't I keep telling you that

it is no such thing? Can't you understand? It is

all glamour ! Fascination ! 'Way up there in the

wilderness ! Only one even passable woman in sight."

" I don't say that I an\ so very keen," said the old

lady, somewhat offered, "but I fail to see where I

could improve when fil^t you tell me he don't care

for her, and then you tell me that he does care for

her." ^ii \

" ' Glamour,' ' Fascination,' " quoted Nora. " Don't

you understand the meaning of the words ?
"

" Well," askfid the other, " didn't he know her, then,

before he came over here ? " ^^^^
Nora wiVsilent for a t\me,.yiMKi gloom upon her

face dee|/ened. It had stru9k hSr that .the theories

for which she protested so e^nfergetically might not be

"of such great value. Spoken aloud, they had a sudden

new flimsiness. Perliaps she had reiterated to herself

that Coleman was the victim of glamour only because

she wished it to be true. One theory, however, re-

mained unshaken. Marjory was an artful minx, with

no truth in her.

She presently'felt the necessity of replying to the

question of. her companion. " Oh," she said, care-

lessly, " I suppose they were acquainted—in a way."

The old lady was giving the best of her mind to

the subject. " If that's the case—" she observed,

musingly, " if that's the case, you cj^i't tell what is

between *em." y
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The talk had sor slackened that Nora's unfortunate
Greek admirer felt that here was a good opportunity
to present himself again to the notice of the actress.
1 he means was a smile and a French sentence, but
h.s reception would have frightened a man in armour.
His face blanched with horror at the storm he had
invoked, and he dropped limply back as if some one
had shot him. "You tell this little snipe to let me
alone

!
cried Nora, to the dragoman. " iy,e dares

to come around me with any more of those Parisi'an
dude speechei, I-I don't know what I'll do' Iwon t have it, I say." The impression upon 'the
dragoman was.hardly less in efifect. He looked with *

bulgmg eyes at Nora, and then began to stammer at
the officer. The latter's voice could sometimes be
heard m awed whispers for the more elaborate expla
nation of some detail of the tragedy. Afterward, he
remamed meek and silent in his corner, barely more
than a shadow, like the proverbial husband of impe-
nous beauty. ^

" Well," ^aid the old lady, after a long and thought-

'

ful pause, " I don't know, I'm sure, but it seems to me
that If Rufus Coleman.really cares for that girl, there
.sn t much use in trying to stop him from getting her.He isn t that kind of a m;an."

" For heaven's sake, will you stop assiiming that he
does care for her ? " demanded Nora, breathlessly.
"And I don't see," continued the old lady, "what

you want to prevent him for, anyhow."

-~\



CHAPTER XXV.

'/I FEEL in this radiant atmosphere that there could
^be no such thing as war—men striving together in

black and passionate hatred." The professor's words
were for the benefit of his wife and daughter. He
was viewing the, sky-blue waters of the Gulf of Corinth
with its background of mountains that in the sunshine

were touched here and there with a copperish glare.

The train was slowly sweeping along the southern

shore. " It is strange to think of those men fighting

ifp there in the north. And it is strange to think

that we ourselves are but just returning from it."

" I t:annot begin to realise it yet," said Mrs. Wain-
wright, in a high voice.

"Quite so," responded the professor, reflectively.

" I do not suppose any of us will realise it fully

for some time. It is altogether too odd, too very

oddt"

"To think of it
!

" cried Mrs. Wainwright. " To
think of it

! Supposing those dreadful Albanians or

those awful men from the Greek mountains had
caught us

! Why, years from now ^'11 wake up in the

night and >think of it !

"

The professor mused. "Strange that we cannot
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strongly now. My logic tells me to be aghast
that we ever got into such a place, but my nerves at
present refuse to thrilj. I am very much afraid that
this smgular apathy of ours has led us to be unjust to
poor Coleman."

Here Mrs. Wainwright objected. "
' Poor Cole-

man!' I don't see why you call him 'poor Cole-
man.'

"

«

" Well," answered the professor, slowly, " I am in
doubt about our behaviour. It

"

"Oh," cried the wife, gleefully.- in doubt about
our behaviour

!
I'm in doubt about his behaviour."

" So, then, you do have a doubt of his behaviour ? "

"Oh, no," responded Mrs. Wainwright, hastily
" not about its badness. What I meant t<^ say was
that in the face of his outrageous conduct with that-
that woman, it is cufious that you should worry
about our behaviour. It^surprises me, Harrison."
The professor was wagging his head sadly. "I

don't know** I don't know** It seems hard to
judge * * I hesitate to " -

Mrs. Wainwright treated this attitude with disdain.
" It fs not hard to judge," she scoffed, " and I fail to
see why you have any reason for hesitation at all.

Here he brings thfs woman "

The professor got angry. "Nonsense! Nonsense!
I do not believe that he brought her. If I ever saw a
spectacle of a woman bringing herself, it was then. -^

'^P'

, I
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Ytyi keep chanting that thing like an outright

parrot." \

"Well," retorted Mrs. Wain wrightT bridling, "I
suppose you imagine that you understand such

things. Men usually think that, but I want to tell

you that you seem to' me utterly blind." •

" Blind or not, do stop the everlasting reiteration of

that sentence."

Mrs. Wainwright passed into an offended silence,

and the professor, also sil^t, looked with a gradually

dwindling indignation at th^ scenery.

Night was suggested in \ the sky before the train

was near to Athens. " M^ trunks," sighed Mrs.

Wainwright. " How glad I will be to get back to my
trunks! Oh, the dust! Oh, the misery! Do find

out when we will get Ihere, Harriso^ Maybe the

train is late."
^*

Buj;, at last, they arrived in Athens, amid a darkness
which was confusing, and, after no more than the
common amount of trouble, they procured carriages

and were taken to the hotel. Mrs. Wainwright's
impulses now dominated the others in the family.

She had one passion after another. 'I'he majority of

the servants in the hotel pretended that they spoke
English, but, in three minutes, she drovt them dis-

tricted with the abundance and violence of her re-

quests. . It came to pass that in the excitement the
old couple quite forgot Marjory. It was not until
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M,s^ Wainwright, then feeling splendidly, was dressed

listened for a moment and then ranhastily out again., "Harrison!" she cried. "I can"
find Marjory." The professor had been tying hi
cravat. He let the loose ends fly. "Wha^p-he
ejaculated, opening his mouth wide. Then they bothrushed.nto Marjoiy's roo^p. ..Marjory-" besLhed
the old man ,n a voice which would have invoked the
grave. .

The answer was from the bed. "YesP'^t was
low. weary, tearful. It was not like Marjory™^ was
dangerously the voice of a heart-broken woman.
They hurned for^vard wfth outcries. " Why. Marjory »

Are you ill. child ? How long have you been lying in
the dark? Why didn't you call us ? Are you ill?'' ^

" No." answered this changed voice, « I am not ill. \I only thought I'd rest for a time. Don't bother "
^

The professor hastily lit the gas and then father
and mother turned hurriedly to the bed. In the first
of the Illumination th«fy saw that tears were flowing
unchecked down Marjory's face.

The effect of this grie^ upon the professor was, in
part, an effect of fear. He seemed afraid to touch it.

^ffi*».l*iAv^.rL ,vl,J^(\ e ^
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to go near It. He could, evidently, only remain in
the outskirts, a horrified spectator. The mother, how-
ever, flung her arms about her daughter. -Oh, Mar-
jory!" She, too, was weeping.

The girl turned her face to the pillow and held out
ahandofprotest. "Don't, mother! Don't!"

" Oh, Marjory ! Qh, Marjory !
"

" Don't, - mother. Please go away. '
^

Please go
away. Don't sjieak at all, I beg of you."

" Oh, Marjory I Oh, Marjory !
"

"Don't." The girl lifted a face which appalled
them. It had something entirely new in it. " Please
go away, mother. I will speak to^ather, but I won't
—I can't—I can't be pitied."

Mrs. Wainwright looked at her husband. " Yes,''
said the old man, trembling. '< Go !

"
SJ^e threw ujp

her hands in a sorrowing gesture that was not without
Its suggestion that her exclusion would be a mistake.
She left the room.

The professor dropped on his knees at the bedside
and took one of Marjory's hands. His voice dropped
to its tenderest note. " Well, my Marjory ?

"

She had turned her face again to the pillow. At
last she answered in muffled tones, "You know."
Thereafter came a long silence full of sharpened

pain. It was Marjory who spoke first. "I have
saved my'pride, daddy. but-I have-lost-everything
.—else." Even her sudden resumption of the old epi-

^'' J
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thet of her childhood was an additional misery to the
„.o d n,an. He still said no word. He knelt, gripping
her fingers and staring at the wall. '

^ ^^ ^

" Yes, I have lost—everything—else "

The father gave a low groan. He was thinkHng.
deeply, bitterly. Since one was only a hum.n beinghow was one goin^ to protect beloved hearts assaft.d
w.thsu.sterfuo.f.om the inexplicable zenith? In
this tragedy he felt as helpless as an old^grey ape.He did not see a possible weapon with which he could
defend h,s child from the calamity which was upon
her. There was no wall, no shield which could turn
thi, sorrow from the heart of his child. If one of his

*

hands' loss could have spared her. there would have
been a sacrifice of his hand, but he was potent for
nothmg. He could only groan and stare at the wall
He reviewecy^ past half in fear that he would sud-

denly come u^fhis error which was now the cause
of Marjory's tears. He dwelt long upon the fact that
in Washurst he had refused his\onsent to Marjory's
marriage with Coleman, but even now he could not
say that his judgment was not correct. It was sim
ply that the doom of woman's woe was upon Marjory.
th.s ancent^e of the silent tongue and the governed
will, and he could only kneel at the bedside and stare
at the wall.

Marjory raised her voice in a laugh. " Did I betray
myself? Did I become the maiden all forlorn ? Did

/"
/
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I giggle to show people that I did not care? (k,No—

I

did npt—I did not. And .it was such a long time,

daddy ! Oh, su^ch a long time ! I thought we would

never get here. I thought I would never get where I '

could be alone like thivVhere^ could—cry—if I

wanted to. I am not much of a crier, am I, daddy ?

But this time-T-this time-
"

She suddenly drew herself .over near to her father

and 16oked at him. " 0h,t4a(ldy, I want to tell you

one thing. Just one simple little thing." She waited

then, and while she waited her father's head went

lower and lower. " Of course, you know—I told you

once. I love him ! I love him! Yes, probably he is -

a rascal, but, do you know, I don't think I would

mind if he was a—an assassin* This morning I sent

him away, but, daddy, he didn't want to go at all.

. I kirow he didn't. This Nora Black is nothing to him.

I know she is not. I am sure of it. Yes—I am sure

of it.
* * * "I never expected to talk this way to any

living creature, but—you are so^ good, daddy.. » » * ,

Dear old daddy
"

She ceased, for she saw that her father was praying.

The sight brought to her a new outburst of sobbing,

for her sorrow now had dignity and solemnity from

the bowed white head of her old father, and she felt

that tier heart was dying amid the pomp of the church.

It was the last rites being performed at the death-be^.

' Into her ears came some imagining of the low melan-

choly chant of monks in a^ gloom.

N
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Finally, her father arose. He kissed her qn the

brow. " Try to sleep, dear," he said/ He turned out

v^ the gas and left the room. His thought was full of

chastened epiotion. *
•

But if his thought was full of chastened eniotion, it,

^ received some degree of shock when he arrived in the*

presence of Mrs. Wainwright. " Well, what is all tms

. about ? " she demande(^ irascibly. ** Do you mean to

say that Marjory fs breaking her heart over that? man

Coleman ? It is all your fault " She was appar-

ently stilf ruffled over her exclusion.

When the professor interrupted her. he did not

speak with his accustomed spirit, but from something

novel in his manner she recognised a danger signal.

'' " Please do not burst out at it mdhat way." ^

/^T'hen it is true ? " she asked. Her voice was a

mere awed whisper. <f^
' *

" It is true," answefed the professor.

" Well," she said, after reflection, " I knew it. I

always knew it. If you hadn't been so blind !. Yoii

turned like a v^eather-cock in -your opinions ,of Cole-

man. You never could keep you* opinion about him

for more than an hour. Nobody could imagine what

you might think next. And now you see the result

•of it ! I warned you ! . I told yo'U what this Coleman

' was, and if Marjory is suffering no^, you -have only
f".

yourself to blame for it. I warned you !

"

" If it is my fault," said the professor, drearily, " I
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hope God may forgive me, for here is a great wrong

to my daughter."

" Well, if you had done as I tojjd you^—"^ she be-

gan.

Here the professor revolted. "Oh, now, do not be-

gin on that," he snarled, peevishly, " Do not begin

on that."

•'^Anyhow," said Mrs. Wainwright, "it is time that

we shoul'd be going down to dinner. Is Marjory com-

ing?"

" No, she is tiot," answered the professor, " and I

do not know as I shall go myself."

"But you must go. Think how it would look!

All the students down there dining without us, and

cutting up capers ! You must come."

" Yes," he said, dubiously, " but who will look after

Marjory ?
"

"She wants to be left alone," announced Mrs.

Wainwright, as if she was the particular herald of this

news. " She wants to be left alone."

" Well, I suppose we may as well go down."

Before they went, the professor tiptoed into his

daughter's room. In the darkness he could only see

her waxen face on the pillow, and her two eyes gazing

fixedly at the ceiling. He did not speak, but immedi-

ately withdrew, closing the door noiselessly behind

him.

'iSl^ii'^ii&isi^ttiiiiiL^ l^a<f ^.Ml^liJlii'i.
1 .^

.

i J --t^jyj Jl af-iJi



CHAPTER XXVI.

If the pWessor a,®Mrs. Wainwright had de-

"

scended sooner to a lower floor of the hotel, they
would have found reigning there a form of anarchyThe students were in a smoking room which was alsoan entrance hall to the dining room, and because therewasm the middle of this apartment a fountain con-
tarnmg gold fish, they had been moved to license and
sin. They had all been tubbed and polished and
brushed and dressed until they were exuberantly be-

*

yond themselves. The proprietor of the hotel broughtm h,s dignity and showed it to them, but they minded
It no more than if he had been only a common man.He drew himself to his height and looked gravely
at them and they jovially said : " Hello, Whiskers "

American college students are notorious in their coun
try for their inclination to scoff at robed and crowned
authority, and, far from being awed by the dignity of
Jhe hotel-keeper, they were delighted with it. It was
something with which to sport. With immeasurable
impudence, they copied his attitude, and. standing be-
fore him. made comic speeches, always alluding With
blindmg vividness to hts beard. Ifis exit i

them. He had not remained long

•ointed^

fQ^

ire. They

2
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felt that they could have interested themselves with

him an entire evening. " Come back, Whiskers ! Oh,

come back !
" Out in the main 'hall he made a ges-

ture of despair to some of his gaping minions and then

fled to seclusion.

A formidable majority then decided that Coke was

a gold fish, and that therefore his proper place was in

the fountain. They carried him to it while he strug-

gled madly. This quiet room with its crimson rugs

and gilded mirrors seemed suddenly to have become

an important apartment in hell. There being as yet

no traffic in the dining room, the waiters were all at

liberty to come to the open doors, where they stood

as men turned to stone. To them, it was no less than

incendiarism.

^Coke, standing with one foot on the floor and the

other on the bottom of the shallow fountain, blas-

phemed his comrades in a low tone, but with inten-

tion. He was certainly desirous of lifting his foot out

of the water, but it seemed that all movement to that

end would have to wait until he had successfully ex-

pressed his opinions. In the meantime, there was
heard slow footsteps and the rustle of skirts, and then

some people entered the smoking room on their way
to dine. Coke took his foot hastily out of the fountain.

The faces of the men of the arriving party went
blank, and they turned their cold and pebbly eyes

straight tb the front, while the ladies, after little ex.
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pressions of alarm, looked as if they wanted to run.
In fact, the whole crowd rather bolted from this ex-
traordinary scene.

" There, now." said Coke bitterly to.his companions.
"You see? We looked like little schoolboys "

" Oh. never mind, old man." said Peter Tounley
" We'll forgive you, although you did embarrass us.
But, above everything, don't drip. Whatever you do
don't drip."

^

The students took this question of dripping and
played upon it until they would have made quite in-
sane anybody but, another student. They worked it
into all manner of forms, and hacked and haggled at
Coke until he was driven to his room to seek other
apparel. "Be sure and change both legs," they told
him. " Remember you can't change one leg without
changing both legs."

After Coke's departure, the United States minister
entered the room, and instantly they were subdued
It was not his lofty station that aflfected them. There
are probably few stations that would have at all af-
fected them. They bedame subdued because they un-
feignedly liked the United States minister. They
were suddenly a group of well-bred, correctly attired
young men who had not put Coke's foot in the foun-
tain. Nor had they desecrated the majesty of the
^botelkeepeff

little ex* "Well, I am delij||ed," said the minister, laughing

Wkut I III I iiinHii lii !< I f ill -f-j^^. .. .*<> „ . '. r V ^ . -*-*'TbjAAa»mI f Ju.-..«ii..E.j-*.*'rt.lii.
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as he shook hands with them all. " I was not sure I

would ever see you again. You are not to be trusted,

and, good boys as you are, I'll be glad to see you once

and forever over the boundary of my jurisdiction.

Leave Greece, you vagabonds. However, I am truly

delighted to see you all safe."

" Thank you, sir," they said.

"How in the world did you get out of it? You
must be remarkable chaps. I thought you were in a

hopeless position. I wired and cabled everywhere I

could, but I could find out nothing."

" A correspondent," said Peter Tounley. " I don't

know if you have met him. His name is Coleman.

He found us."

" Coleman ? " asked the minister, quickly.

" Yes, sir. He found us and brought us out safely."

" Well, glory be to Coleman," exclaimed the min-

ister, after a long sigh of surprise. " Glory be to Cole-

man ! I never thought he could do it."

The students were alert immediately. " Why, did

you know about it, sir ? Did he tell you he was com-

ing after us ?
"

" Of course. He came to me here in Athens and

asked where you were. I told him you were in a

peck of trouble. He acted quietly and somewhat

queerly, and said that he would try to look you up.

He said you were friends of his. I warned hinou

against trying it. Yes, I said it was impossible. I
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had no idea that he would really carry the thing out.
But didn't he tell you anything about this himself?"

" No, sir," answered Peter Tounley. " He never
said much about it. I think he usually contended
that it was mainly an accident."

" It was no accident," said the minister, sharply.
" When a man starts out to do a thing and does it,

you can't say it is an accident."

.
"I didn't say so, sir," said Peter Tounley diffidently.

"Quite true, quite true! You didn't, but—this
Coleman must be a man !

"

" We think so, sir," said he who was called Billie.
" He certainly brought us through in style."

"But how did he manage it?" cried the minister,
keenly interested. '

" How did he do it ?
"

" It is hard to say, sir. But he did it. He met us
in the dead of night out near Nikopolis "

" Near Nikopolis ?
"

" Yes, sfr. And he hid us in a forejst while a fight
was going on, and then in the morning he brought us
inside the Greek lines. Oh, there is a lot to tell

"

Whereupon they told it, or as much as they could
of it. In the end, the minister said : " Well, where are
the professor and Mrs. Wainwright ? I want you all
to dine with me to-night. I am dining in the public
room, but you won't mind that after Epirus."

Aney anouid be dowimow, siif answered a stu^

—

dent.

t'-^fis^

m•4'^rtK^-m--^:
»4«4^iM
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People were now coming rapidly to dinner and pres:-

ently the professor and Mrs. Wainwright appeared.

The old man looked haggard and white. He accepted
the minister's warm greeting with a strained pathetic

smile. " Thank you. We are glad to return safely."

Once at dinner the minister launched immediately
into the subject of Coleman. " He must be altogether

a most remarkable man. When he told me, very
quietly, that he was going to try to rescue you, I

frankly warned him against any such attempt. I

thought he would merely add one more to a party of

suffering people. But the boys tell me that he did

actually rescue you."

" Yes, he did," said the professor. " It was a very
gallant performance, and we are very grateful."

" Of course," spoke Mrs. Wainwright, " we might
have rescued ourselves. We were on the right road,

and all we had to do was to keep going on."

" Yes, but I understand—" said the minister. " I

understand h6 took you into a wood to protect you
from that fight, and generally protected you from all

kinds of trouble. It seems wonderful to me, not so

much because it was done as because it was done by
the man who, some time ago, calmy announced to me
that he was going to do it. Extraordinary."

"Of course," said Mrs. Wainwright. "Oh, of

course.

" '

!

" And where is he now ? " asked the minister sud-

H-\-

^f^Jrt'^Ci^Ji-f^ t. i-^( !&-.,ftVtrf"-,-.I
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sation?"

.

There was a moment's curious stillness, and then
Mrs. Wainwright used that high vpice which—the
Students believed—could only come to her when she
was about to say something peculiarly destructive to
the sensibilities. "Oh, of course, Mr. Coleman ren-

dered us a great service, but in his private character
he is not a man whom we exactly care to associate

with."

"Indeed!" ,said <he minister stiring. Then he
hastily addressed the students.' " Well, isn't this a
comic war? Did you ever imagine war could be like

this?" The professor remained looking at his wife
with an air of stupefaction, as if she had opened up to
him visions of imbecility of which he had not even
dreamed. The students loyally began to chatter at

the minister. " Yes-, sir, it is a queer war. After all

their bragging, it is funny to hear that they are' run-

ning away with such agility. We thought, of course,

of the old Greek wars.^'

Later, the minister asked them all to his rooms for

coffee and cigarettes, but the professor and Mrs. Wain-
wright apologetically retired to their own quarters.

The minister and the students made clouds of smoke,
through which sang the eloquent descriptions of late

'

=adverrturesv — ~ —^==^

iter sud- The minister had spent days of listening to ques-

^£^1
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tions from the State Department at Washington as to
the whereabouts of the Wainwright party. " I suppose
you know that you are very prominent people in the
United States |ust now? Your pictures must hav6
been in all the papers, and there must have been
columns printed about you. My life here was made
;g.lmost insupportable by your friends, who consist, I

should think, of atout half the population of the
country. Qf course they laid regular siege to the de-
partment. I am 'angry at Coleman for only one thing.
When he cabled the news of your rescue to his news-
paper from Arta, Ke should have also v^red me. if only
to relieve my failing mind. My first news of your
escape was from Washington-think of that." ^
"Coleman had us all pn his hands at Arta," said

Peter Tounley. " He was a fairly busy man."
".I suppose so," said the minister. "By the way"

he asked bluntly, " what is wrong with him ? What
did Mrs. Wainwright mean ?

"

They were silent for a time, but it seemed plain to
him that it was not evidence that his que^ion had de.
moralised them. They seemed to be deliberating
upon the form of answer. Ultimately Peter Tt)unley
coughed behind his hand. " You see, sir." he began
" there is-well, there is a woman in the case. Not
that anybody would care to speak of it eJfCepting to
you. But that is what is the cause of things, and then
youseerMfs. WainwrlgTit is—well—-'' He hesitated^

S./*H*'
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a momenit and then completed his sentence in the in-
genuous profanity of his age and condition. " She is

rather aijl extraordinary old bird."
" But Who is the woman ?

"

" Wh^, it is Nora Black, the actress."

"Oh," cried the minister, enlightened. "Her?
Why, I saw her here. She was very beautiful, but she
seemed harmless enough. She was somewhat-er-
confident, perhaps, but she did not alarm me. She
called upon me. and I confess I_why, she seemed
charming."

" She's sweet on little Rufus. Thafs the point,"
said an oracular voice.

"Oh," cried the host, suddenly. "I remember. She
asked me where he was. She said she had heard he
was in Greece, and, I told her he had gone knight-
erranting off after you people. I remember now. I
suppose she posted after him up to Arta, eh ? "

.

" That's it. And so she asked you where he was ? "

" Yes."

" Why, that old flamingo—Mrs. Wainwright—insists
that it was a rendezvous."

Every one exchanged glances and laughed a little.

"And did you see any actual fighting?" asked the
minister. "'

, /

" No. We only heard it
"

i

^^fterward, as they were trooping up toiheiTroomi;^-
PeterTounlcy spokeUlingly. " WeUj^'t looks to me

i&^,
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now as if Old Mother Wainwright was just a bad-
minded old hen."

" Oh, I don't know.
. How is one gomg to tell what

the truth is?"

"At any rate, we are sure now that Coleman had
nothing to do with Nora's debut in Epirus."

They had talked much of Coleman, but in their tones
there always had been a note of indifference or care-

lessness. This matter, which to some people was as

vital and func^amental as existence, remained to otligcs

who knew of it only a harniless detail of life, with no
terrible powers, and its significance had faded greatly
when had ende^ the close associations of the late ad-
venture.

.
After dinner the professor had gone directly to his

daughter's room. Apparently she had not moved.
He knelt by the bedside again and took one of her
hands. She ;yas not weeping. She looked at him
and smiled through the darkness. " Daddy, I would
like to die," she said. " I think—yes-I would like to
die." <

For ^ng time the old man was rflent, but he arose
atjast with a definite abruptness and- said hoarsely •

" Wait !

"

Mrs. Wainwright was standing before her mirror
with her elbows thrust out at angles a'bove her head,
while her fingers moved in a disarrangement of her
hair.. Tw tlie glass she sav^" a reflection of her husband
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coming from Marjory's room, and his face was set
with some kind of alarminrg purpose. She turned to
wdtch him actually, but he walked toward the door
into the cortidor and did not in any wis^ heed her.
" Harrison !

" she called. " Where are you going ?•"

He turned a troubled face upon her, and, as if she
had hailed him in his sleep, he vacantly said:
"What?"

"Where are you going?" she demanded with in-

creasing trepidation. *
•

. He dropped heavily into a chair. "Going?" he
repeated.

She was angry. "Yes! Going? Where are you
going?"

" I am going " he answered, " I am going to

see Rufus Colenian."

Mrs. Wainwright gave .voice to a muffled scream.
" Not about Marjory ?

" -^

" Yes," he said, " about Marjory."

It-was now Mrs. Wainvyright's turn to look at her

husband with an air of stupefaction as if he had
opened up to her visions of imbecility of which she
had not even dreamed. "About Marjory!" she

gurgled. Then suddenly her wrath flamed out.

" Well, upon my word, Harrison Wamwright/, you
are, of all men in the world, the most silly and Stupid.

^Vm arc absolutely ^eyoSa^telief. Of all proje^s^f
And what do you think Marjory would have to say of

-\>i

,;*"&
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it if she knew it ? I suppose yeu think she would like^

it ? Why, I tell you she would keep her right ha«i

""

iiv the fire uatll it was burned off before ^e ^dd
allow yotito^o such a thing." ' ^ .J^^

/- "She must never know it,". responded th^e professor,
in dull misery.

" Theo think of yourself ! Think of the shame of
it

! The shame of it !
" '

^
The professor raised his eyes for an ironical glance

-at his. wife. "Oh » *'l have thought of Jhe shame
of it

!

" .
, .|^ . . ; ^

" And y^W^acconjplish nbthing," cried Mrs. Wain-
Wright. "YoM'll accomplish nothing. He'll only
laugh at ydu."

" If he laughs at me, he will laugh at nothing but a -

. poor, weak, unworldly old man. It is my duty to go."
Mrs. Wainwright opened her mputh ajJ if she was

about to shriek. After choking a moment she said

:

"Your duty ? Your duty to g»i4i»end the knee to
that man ? ^ppr duty ? " ^^^M! ,^^

" ' It is my duty to go,' " he|^^PumbIy7^f
lean find eVen one chanoe for my daughter's happi-

.
ness in a perspnal sacrifice. He can do no more than
—he can do no more than make me a Httle sadder."

•H "'^7>fe evidently understood his humility as a

^'
^"''"m!"

^^' ^'&""»ents and a clear indication that
she IP^ fatally undermined his original, intention.
'Cavile woaid have made you -saader," she quoth^

'^-.

,^'^
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grimly. " No fear ! Why, it was the most insane
idea I ever heard of."

The professor a<^Q$e wearily. "Well, I must be
going to this work. It is a thing to have erfded
quickly." Ther^ was something almost biblical in his
manner.

" " Harrison
!
" burst out his wife in aftiazed lamenta-

tion. "You are not really going to do- it? Not
really

!

"

" I am going to do it," he answered.

" Well, there !
" ejaculated Mrs. Wainwright to the

.

heavens. She was, so .lo speak, prostratfe. " Well
there !

"-

As the professor passed out .of the door she cried
beseechingly but futilely after him. " Harrison." In
a mechanical way she turned then back to the mirror
and resumed the disarrangemleht of her hair. She ad-
dressed her image. " Well, of all stupid creatures
under the sun, men are the very worst ! " And her
image said this to her even as she informed it, and af.
terward they stared at each other in a profound and
tragic reception and acceptance of this great truth.

Presently she began to consider the advisability of
going to Marjory with the whole story. Really, Har-
rison must not be allowed to go on blundering untif
the whole world heard that Marjory was trying to
break her heart over that common scamp nf a Cole -
man. It seemed to be about time for her, Mrs. Wain-
wright, to come into the sit'uatfon and mend matters.

A

**. !>''», Jfcl ,'.U't. .



I

*i,

CHAPTER XXVII. ^

When the professor arrived before Cdfeman's door,
he paused a moment and looked at it. Previously,
he could not have imagined that a simple door would
ever so affect him. Every line of it seemed to express
cold superiority and disdain. It was only the door of
a former student, one of his old boys, whom, as the
need arrived, he had whipped with his satire in the
class rooms at Washurst until the mental blood had
come, and all without a conception of his ultimately
arriving before the door of this boy in the attitude, of
a supplicant. He would not say it ; Coleman probably
would not say it

; but-they would both know it. A
single thought of it, made him feel like running away.
He would never dare to knock on that door. It would
be too monstrous. And even as he decided that he
was afraid to knock, he knocked.

Coleman's voice said :
" Come in." The professor

opened the door. The correspondent, without a coat
was seated at a paper-littered table. Near his elbow'
upon another table, was a tray from which he had evi'
dently dined and |lso a brandy bottle with several
^ecumbenrbottjes of soda. Although he hadso lately^
arrived at the hotel he had con7rived to diffuse his

(£-••

Jh
^^%t> idi.^^~fXil .'Afi.1 .**fei'- 4£«-u£j!4V -tJ %« >.jr'-^.«tf ^rj J fell's. «»fa*i iHlJl >,4ttaFlt 1,



ACTIVE SERVICE. 297

traps over the room in an organised disarray which
represented a long and careless occupation if it did
not represent the scene of a scuffle. His pipe was in

his mouth.

After a first murmur of surprise, he arose, and
reached in some haste for his coat. " Come in, pro-
fessor, come in/'Jie cried, wriggling deeper into his

jacket as he held out his hand. He had laid aside.his

pipe and had also been very successful in flinging a

newspaper so that it hid the brandy and soda. This
act was a feat of deference to the professor's well

known principles.

" Won't you sit down, sir ? " said Coleman cordially.

His quick glance of surprise had been immediately

suppressed and his manner was now as if the pro-

fessor's call was a common matter.

" Thank you, Mr. Coleman, I—yes, I will sit down,"
replied the old man. His hand shook as he laid it on
the back of the chair and steadied himself down into

it. " Thank you !

"

Coleman looked at him with a great deal of ex-

pectation.

" Mr. Coleman I
"

"Yes, sir*"

« T tt

He halted then and passed his hand over his face.

His eyes did^^ao^ seem to rest once Tiport Ctrfemanr-
but they occupied themselves in furtive and frightened

*f



298 ACTIVE SERVICE.

glances over the* room. Coleman could make neither

head nor tail of the affair. He would not have be-

^
lieved any man's statement that the professor could

act in such an extraordinary fashion. " Yes, sir," he

said again suggestively. The simple strategy resulted

in a silence that was actually awkward. Coleman, ^otT

spite his bewilderment, hastened into a praseryin|

gossip. " I've had a great many cables waiting for

me for heaven knows how long and others have been

arriving in flocks to-night. You have no idea of the

row in America, professor. Why, everybody must
have gone wild over the lost sheep. My paper has

cabled some things that are evidently for you. For
instance, here is one that says a new puzzle-game

called Find the Wainwright Party has had a big suc-

cess. Think of that, would you." Coleman grinned

at the professor. " Find the Wainwright Party, a

new puzzle-game."

The professor had seemed grateful for Coleman's

tangent off into matters of a light vein. " Yes? " he

said, almost eagerly. " Are they selling a game really

called that?"

"Yes, really," replied Coleman. "And of course

you know that—er—well, all the Sunday papers would
of course have big illustrated articles—full pages—
with your photographs and general private histories

P^'^'**"'"g ""Q'^^^y ^Q ^h'"gg which are ngne of thejr

business."

t -Atj 4ifrnA , ^-- 'l**.-i A *fi?iV>Ai..
• * tvjl. *.A_j\.
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" Yes, I suppose the)^ would do that,", admitted the
professor. «' But I dare say it may not be as bad as
you suggest."

'

>^

'•Very like not," said Coleman. "I put it to you
forcibly so that in the future the blow will not be too
cruel. They are often a weird lot."

" Perhaps they can't find anything very bad about
us."

" Oh, no. And besides the whole episode will prob-
ably be forgotten by the time you return to the Uni-
ted States."

f

They talked on, in this wayv slowly, strainedly, until

they each found that the situation would soon become
insupportable. The professor had come for a distinct

purpose and Coleman knew it ; they could not sit

there lying at each other forever. Vet when he saw
the pain deepening in the professor'sXeyes, the corre-

spondent again ordered up his trivializes. "Funny
thing. My paper has been congratulating me, you
know, sir, in a wholesale fashion, and I think— I feel

sure—that they have been exploiting my hame all

over the country as the Heroic Rescuer. Therfe is no
sense in trying to stop them, because they don'tVare

whether it is true or not true. All they want is ^e
privilege of howling out that their correspondent resX
cued you, and they would take that privilege without

=m any ways worrying ft I refused^myxonsent7Yo\P"
see, sir? I wouldn't like you to feel that I was such a

ShWKi Mitt ilt i.
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strident idiot as I doubtless am appearing now before

the public."
,

" No," said the professor absently. It was plain

that he had been a very slack listener. " I—Mr. Cole-

man—" he began.

"Yes, sir," answered Coleman promptly and gently.

It was obviously only a recognition of the futility

of further dallying that was driving the old man on-

ward. He knew, of course, that if he was resolved to

take this step, a longer delay would simply make it

harder for him. The correspondent, leaning forward,

was watching him almost breathlessly.

" Mr. Coleman, I understand—or at least I am led

to believe—that you—at one time, proposed marriage

to my daughter?"

The faltering words did not sound as if either man

had aught to do with them. They were an expression

by the tragic muse herself. Coleman's jaw fell and he

looked glassily at the professor. He said :
" Yes !

"

But already his blood was leaping as his mind flashed

everywhere in speculation.

" I refused my consent to that marriage," said the

old man more easily. " I do not know if the matter

has remained important to you, but at any rate, I—

I

retract my refusal."

Suddenly the blank expression left Coleman's face

=imd lie smiled with sudden intelligence^ as if informa.^

tion of what the professor had been saying had just

AijjfMitJA^igtet^itea-^^Ait^fe^^^ '!:.*,iji j! i: sivJ'V* .' !*» .M, .^^'\ .;i.-iil^f*t-,..'jfi
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reached him. In this smile there was a sudden be-
trayal, too, of something keen and bitter which had
Iain hidden in the man's mind. He arose and made a
step towards the professor and held out his hand
"Sir, I thank you from ^he bottom of my heart'"And they both seemed to note with surprise that
t^oleman s voice had i>roken.

The professor had arisen to receive Coleman's hand.
H.S nerve was now of iron and he was very formal,

judge from your tone that I have not made a mis-
take—something which I feared."

Coleman did not seem to mind the professor's for-
mality. " Don't fear anything. Won't you sit down
agam ? Will you have a cigar. No, I couldn't
tell you how glad I am. How glad I am. I feel like
a fool. * * It-,

"

But the professor fixed him with an Arctic eye and
bluntly said : " You love her ?

"

The question steadied Coleman at once. He
looked undauntedly straight into the professor's face.
He simply said : " I love her !

"
y

" You love her ? " repeated the professor.
" I love her," repeated Coleman.
After some seconds of pregnant silence, the

professor arose. « Well, if she cares to give her life to

y;"' ^ will allow it, but I must say that I do riot rnn-_
^^^yoyx nearly good enough. Good-night."
smiled faintly as he held out his hand.

He



r-'

302 ACTIVE SERVICE.

"Good-night, sir," said Coleman. "And I can't

tell you now "
• '

^ Mrs. Wainwright, in her room was languishing in a

chair and applying to her brow a handkerchief wet

with cologne water. She kept her feverish glance

upon the door. Remembering well the manner of her

husband when he went out She tould hardly identify

him when he came in. Serenity, composure, even

self-satisfaction, was , written upon him. He paid no

attention to her, but going to a chair sat down with

a groan of contentment.

"Well?." cried Mrs. Wainwright, starting up.

"Well?"

"Well—what?" he asked.

She waved, her hand impatiently. "Harrison,

don't be absurd. You know perfectly well what I

mean. It is a pity you couldn't think of the anxiety

I have been in." She was going to weep.

"Oh, I'll tell you after awhile," he said stretching

out his legs with the complacency of a rich merchant
aftej* a successful day.

" No ! Tell me now," she implored him. " Can't

you see I've worried myself nearly to death ? " She
was not goin|r to weep, she was going to wax angry.

" Well, to tell the trutl^," said the professor with

considerable pomposity, " I've arranged it. Didn't

-think I coold do it at first, but it turned out-^-^" —

ii^itj^^.:iU(u ' It4 J »./Mt ^'I'.-Ji . Aftt-'i ^A w^sH- tdj^ ;*:.'>
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"Ar-
/

'"Arranged it,*" wailed Mrs. Wainwright
ranged what?"

It here seemed to strike the professor suddenly
that he wasvnpt such a flaming example for diplo-
matists as he mi^t have imagined. " Arranged," he
stammered. "Arranged "

"Arranged what ?
"

" Why, I fixed--I fixed it up."
" Fixpd what up ?

" ^

" It—it -" began the professor. Then h^ swelled
with indignation. " Why, can't you understand any-
thing at all? I—I fixed it."

"Fixed what?"
" Fixed it. Fixed it with Coleman."
" Fixed what with Coleman ?

"

The professor's wrath now took control of him.
" Thunder and lightenin' ! You seem to jump at the
conclusion that I've made some horrible mistake. For
goodness' sake, give me credit for a particle of sense."

" What did you do ? " she asked in a sepulchral voice.
" Well," said the professor, in a burniftg defiance,

"I'll tell you what I did., I went to Coleman and
told him that once—as he of course knew—I had re-
fused his marriage with my daughter, but that
now *-"

" Grrr/' said Mrs. Wainwright.

^Tfut that now—^" continued the professol-,

retracted that refusal."

f^X'^ /«,l.i*,.«it'-* ,'
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"Mercy on us! "cried Mrs. Wainwright, throwing
herself back in the chair. •' Mercy on us ! What
fools men are I"

" Now, wait a minute——"
But Mrs. Wainwright began to croon : " Oh, if

Marjory should hear of tWs ! Oh, if she should hear
of it ! Just let her hear

"

" But she must not," cried the professor, tigerishly.

Just you dare
!

" , And the woman saw before her a
man whose eyes were lit with a flame which almost
expressed a temporary hatred.

* * * « * *

The professor had left Coleman so abruptly that
the correspondent found himself murmuring half-

coherent gratitude to the closed door of his room.
Amazement soon began to be mastered by exultation.

He flung himself upon the brandy and soda and nego-
tiated a strong glass. Pacing the room with nervous
steps, he caught a visipn of himself in a tall mirror.
He halted before it. " Well, well," he said. " Rufus,
you're a grand man'. There is not your equal any-
where. You are a great, bold, strong player, fit to sit

down to a game with t>e best."

A moment later it struck him that he had appro-
priated too much. If the professor had paid him a visit

and made a ^onderful announcement, he, Coleman,
.h*d^jot been/the engine^itj And then Jie enuncp

<

ated clearly something in his mind which, even in a
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vague form, had been responsible for much of his em ly
elation. Marjory herself had compassed this thing.
With shame he rejected a first wild and preposterous
idea that she had sent her father to him. He re-

flected that a man who for an instant could conceive
such a thing was a natural-born idiot. With an equal
feeling, he rejected also an idea that she could have
known anything of her father's purpose. }{ she had
known of his purpose, there would have been no visit.

What, then, was the cause ? Coleman soon decided
that'the professor had witnessed some demonstration
of Marjory's emotion which had been sufficiently
severe in its character to force him to the extraor-
dinary visit. But then this also was wild and prepos-
terous. That coldly beautiful goddess would not
have given a demonstra,tion of emotion over Rufus
Coleman sufficiently alarming to have forced her
father on such an errand. That was impossible. No,
he was wrong; Marjory even- indirectly, could not be
connected with the visit. As he arrived at this de-

cision, the enthusiasm passed out of him and he wore"
a doleful, monkish f^ce.

"Well, what, then, was the cause?" After eliifi-

inating Marjory from the discussion waging in his
mind, he found it hard to hit upon anything rational.

The only remaining theory was to the effect that the
professor, having a vetyhigfrserseoTtTie^^W^^^^

ent's help in the escape of the Wainwright party, had

. ^it^.
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decided that the only way, to express his gratitude
wa|rto revoke a certain decision which he now could
see had been unfair. The retort to thistheory seemed
to be that if the professor had had su^ a fine concep-
tion-o! the services rendered by Col^^ he had had
ample time to display his appreciatioif on the road to
Arta and on the road down from Arta. There was
no necessity for his waiting until their arrival in Athens.
It wa§ .impossible to concede that the professor's
emotion could Be anew.^e; if he had it now, he
must have had it in far^rbnger measure directly
after h^ had been hauled out of danger. \

So, it-rnay be seen that after Coleman had eliminated
Marjory from the discussion that was waging ip his
mind, he had practically succeeded in eliminating the
professor as well. This, he thought, mournfully, was
eliminating with a vengeance. If he dissolved all the
factors he could hardly proceed.

The mind of a lover moves in a circle, or at least on
a more circular course than other minds, some of
which at times even seem to move almost in a straight
line. Presently, Coleman was at the point where he
had started, and he did not pause until he reached
that theory which asserted that the professor had
been inspired to his visit by some sight or knowledge
of Marjory in distress. Of course, Coleman was wist-
fully desirous of proving to himself the truth of th[«^
theory.

if.,.

,
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The palpable agitation of the professor during the
interview seemed to support i|. -If he had come on
a mere journey of conscience, he would have hardly
appeared as a white and trembling old man. But
then, said Coleman, he himself probably exaggerated

^ this idea of the professor's appearance. It might have
been that he was only sour and distressed over the
performance of a very disagreeable duty.
The correspondent paced his room and smoked

Sometimes he halted at the little table where was the
brandy and soda. He thought so hard that somelifees
It seemed that Marjory had been to him to propose
marriage, and at other times it^eemed that there had
been no visit from any one at all.

A desire to talk to somebody was upon him. He
strolled down stairs and into the smbking and reading
rooms, hoping to see a man he knew, even if it were .

Coke. But the only occupants were two strangers,
'

furiously debating the war. Passing the minister's
room, Coleman saw that there was a light within, and
Ire could not forbear knocking. He was bidden to
enter, and opened the door upon the minister, care-
fully reading his Spectator fresh from London.
He looked up and seemed very glad. " How are

you?" he cried. "I was tremendously anxious to
see you, do you know ! I Uked for you to dine
Witt me to-night, but you were not down ?

"" ~~"

" No
;

I had a great deal of work."

K
H.:-
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" Over the Wainwright affair? By the way. I want
you to accept my personal thanjcs for that vkrork. ,In
a week more I would have gone d^emented and spent
the rest of my life in some kind of a. cage, shaking

'

the bars and howling out State Department messages
about the Wainwrights. You see, in my territory
there »re no missionaries to get into trouble, and t\

was living a life of undisturbed" and innocent calm, -

ridiculing the sei^timents of men from Smyrna and
other interesting towns who maintained that the dip-,
lomatic service was exciting. However, when the
Wainwright party got lost, my life at onCe became
active. I was all but helpless, too, which was the
Worst of it. I suppose Terry at Constantinople must
have got grandly stirred up, also. Pity he can't see
you to thank you for saving him from probably go-
ing mad. Ky the way," he added, while looking
keenly at Colfeman, " the Wainwrights don't seem to
be smothering you with gratitude ?

"

"Oh, as- much as I deserve—sometimes more,"
answered Coleman. " My exploit was more or less of
a fake, you- know. I was between the lines by acci-
dent, or through the eflforts of that blockhead of a
dragoman. I didn't intend it. And then, in the
night, when we were waiting in the road because of a
fight, they almost bunked into us. That's all."

"They tell it better," said the minister, severely.
^•^^pecTally the^ungsters;"

.*„ V



ACTIVE SERVICE.
'•o-

309 •

"Those kids got into a high old ftght at a town up
tl«re-.beyond Agrinion. Tell ydii about that, did
they? I thought not. Clever kids. You have noted
that there are signs of a few bruises and scratches? "

" Yes, but I didnit ask "

" Well, they are from the fight. It seems the people
took us for Germans, and there was ah awful palaver
wh.ch ended in a proper and handsome shindig. It
raised the town, I tell you."

The minister sighed in mock despair. "Take these
.

people home, will you ? Or at any rate, conduct
them out of the field of my responsibility. Now
they would like Italy immensely, I am sure."
Coleman latighed, and they smoked for a time.

" "^^^''s ^ charming girl—Miss Wainwright,"aid the
minister,, musingly. " And what a beauty ! It does
my exiled eyes good to see her. I suppose. all those

^.youngsters are madly in love with her? I don't see
how they could help it."

" Yes," said Coleman,, glumly. " More than half of
^**»-^

^^

The minister seemed struck with a sudden thought.
"You ought to try to win that splendid prize yourself.
The rescuer! Perseus! What more fitting ?

"

Coleman answered calmly: "Well » * * i think
I'll take your advice."

< .̂
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CHAPTER XXVIII.

The next morning Coleman awoke with a sign of a
resolute decision on his face, as if it had been adevel-
opment of his sleep. He would see Marjory as soon
as possible, see her despite any barbed-wire entangle-
ments which might be placed in the way by her
mother, whom he regarded as his strenuous enemy
And he would ask Marjory's hand in the presence of
all Athens if it became necessary.

He sat a long time at his breakfast in order to see
the Wainwrights enter the dining room, and as he was
about to surrender to the will of time, they came in
the professor placid and self-satisfied, Mrs. Wain-'
wright worried and injured and Marjory cool, beautiful
serene. If there had been any kind of a storm there
was no trace of it on the white brow of the girl
Coleman studied her dosely but furtively while hismmd spun around his circle of speculation.

Finally he noted the waiter who was observing him
With a pained air as if it was on the tip of his tongue
to ask this guest if he was going to remain at break-
fast forever. Coleman passed out to the reading
^TOomwhereupdfitTie^able a multitude of great red

«4 ,.' ^A
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guide books were crushing the fragile magazines of
London and Paris. On the walls were various de-
pressing maps with the name of a tourist agency
luridly upon them, and there were also some pictures
of Jiotels with their rates—in francs—printed beneath.
The room was cold, dark, empty, with the trail of the
tourist upon it.

Coleman went to the picture of a hotel in Corfu
and stared at it precisely as if he was interested. He
was standing before it when he heard Marjory's voice
just without the door. " All right ! I'll wait." He
did not move for the reason that the hunter moves
not when the unsuspecting deer approaches his hiding
place. She entered rather quickly and was well
toward the centre of the room before she perceived
Coleman. " Oh," she said and stopped. Then she
spoke the immortal sentence, ^a sentence which,
curiously enough is common to the drama, to the
novel, and to life. "I thought no one was here."

She looked as if she was going to retreat, but it would
have been hard to make such retreat graceful, and
probably for this reason ^he stood her ground.

Coleman immediately moved to a point between
her and the door. " You are not going to run away
from me, Marjory Wainwright," he cried, angrily.

You at least owe it to me to tell me definitely that

-}«©» don't love m«^=-^that you catt't love me-^**

—

She did not face him with all of her old spirit, but

M^^ iJl^K, . .
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she faced him, and in her answer there was the old
Marjoiy. " A most common question. Do you ask
all your feminine acquaintances that ?

"

" I mean—" he said. " I mean that I love you
and "

"Yesterday-no. To^ay-yes. To-morrow-who
knows. Really, you ought to take some steps to
know your own mind."

" Know my own mind," he retorted in a burst of in-

dignation. "Y06 mean you ought to take steps to
know your own mind."

"My own mind! You-" Then she haltec^in
acute confusion and all her face went pink. She had
been far quicker than the man to define the scene.
She lowered her ^ead. " Let me past, please "

But Coleman sturdily blocked the way and even
took one of her struggling hands. "Marjpry "

And then his brain must have roared with a thousand
quick sentences for they came tumbling out, one
over the other. Her resistance to the grip of his
fingers grew somewhat feeble. Once she raised her
eyes in a quick glance at him. * Then suddenly
she wilted. She surrendered, she confessed without
words. " Oh, Marjory, thank God, thank God "

Peter Tounley made a dramatic entrance on the
gallop. He stopped, petrified. " Whoo ! " he cried.
"My stars I" He turned and fled. But Coleman
call^nfter him in a low voice, intense with agitation.

Z'

I
•
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" Come back here, you young scoundrel ! Come back
here !

"

Peter returned, looking very sheepish. " I hadn't
the slightest idea you "

" Never mind that now. But look here, if you tell

a single soul—particularly those other young scoun-
drels—I'll break "

"I won't/ Coleman. Honest, I won't." ' He was
far more embarrassed than Coleman and almost equally
so with Marjory. He was like a horse tugging at a
tether. " I won't, Coleman ! Honest!"

"^

" Well, all right, then." Peter escaped.
* « # »

The professor and his wife were in their sitting room
writing letters. The cablegrams had all" been an-

swered, but as the professor intended to prolong his

journey homeward into a month of Paris and London,
there remained the arduous duty of telling their

friends at length Exactly what had happened. There
was considerable of the lore of olden Greece jn the

professor's descriptions of their escape, and in those

of Mrs. Wainwright there was much about the lack of

hair-pins and soap.

Their heads were lowered over their writing when
the door into the corridor opened and shut quickly,

and upon looking up th.ey saw in the room a radiant

rVa JieasL Ma rjory^ She dropped^o^ her kncca ^e^
her father's chair and reached her arms to his neck.

",Dh, daddy ! I'm happy ! I'm so happy !
"
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" Why—what- -" began the professor stupidly.

" Oh, I am so happy, daddy ! " -

Of course he could not be long in making his con-

clusion. The one who could give such joy to Mar-

jory was the one who, last- night, gave her such grief.

The professor was only a moment in understanding.

He laid his hand tenderly upon her head. " Bless my
soul," he murmured. " And so—and so—he——

"

At the personal pronoun, Mrs. Wainwright lum-

bered frantically to her feet* " What ? " she shouted.

"Coleman?"
" Yes," answered Marjory. " Coleman." As she

spoke the name her eyes were shot with soft yet

tropic flashes of light.

Mrs. Wainwright dropped suddenly back into her

chair. " Well—of—all—things !

" '

The professor was stroking his daughter's hair and

although, for a time after Mrs. Wainwright's outbreak

there was little said, the old man and the girl seemed

in gentle communion, she making him feekher happi-

ness, he making her feel his appreciation. Providen-

tially Mrs. Wainwright had been so stunned by the

first blow that she was evidently rendered incapable of

speech.

,
" And ^kfe you sure you will be happy with him ?

"

a^ked her father gently.

\^AU my l ifg longr" she answered. _^ ^, ^..==^

am glad ! I am glad ! " said the father, but even

#i
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as he spoke a great sadness came to blend with his
joy. The hour when he was to giVe this beautiful
and beloved life into the keeping of ai>lther had been
heralded by the god of the s«cc<the ruthless god
that devotes itself to the tearirig^of children from the
parental arms and casting then\amid the mysteries of
an irretrievable wedlock. The thought filled him
with sofemnity.

But in the dewy eyes of the girl there was no ques-
tion. The world to her was a land of glowing prom-
ise.

" I am glad,", repeated the professor.

The girl arose from her knees. " I must go iway
and-4hink all about it," she said, smiling. When
the door of her room closed upon her, the mother

, arose in majesty,

"Harrison Wainwright," she declaimed, "you are
not going to allow this monstrous thing !

"

The professor was aroused from a reverie by these
words. " What monstrous thing ? " he growled.

" Why, this between Coleman and Marjory."
" Yes," he answered boldly.

" Harrison ! That man who -"

The professor crashed hfe hand down on the table.
" Mary

!
I will not hear another word of it

!

"

"Well," said Mrs. Wainwright, sullen and ominous,
nr-i'- time will telir rjTme wnrteirr^

-- "^^ —-"

* * * * « «
r
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* When Coleman had turned frorti the fleeinjf Peter

Tounley again to Marjory, he found her making the

preliminary movements of a flight. ,'' What's the

matter?" he demanded anxiously.

" Oh, it's too dreadful !

"

".Nonsense," he retorted stoutly. "Only Peter

Tounley! He don't count. What of that?"

«t''Oh, dear! " She pressed her palm to a burning

cheek. She gavfe him a starJike, beseeching glance.

" Let me go now—please."

" Well, ' he answered, somewhat affronted, " if you

like
"

At the door she turned to look at him, and this

glance expressed in its elusive way a score of things

which she had not yet been able to speak. It ex-

plained that she w?is loth to leave him, that she asked

forgiveness for leaving him, tha^bven for a short ab-

sence she wished to take his image in her eyes, that

he must not bully her, that there was something now
in her heart which frightened her, that she loved him,

that she was happy-

When she had gone, Coleman went to the rooms of

the American minister. A Greek was there who
talked wildly as he waved his cigarette. Coleman

waited in well-conceakd imjiAtience for the evapora-

tion of this ftian. Once the minister, regarding the

Tjorrespondent irarricdiy, Inteipplated a eoffifflent.

" You look very cheerful ?
"

'4*
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" Yes," answered Coleman, «' I've been taking your
advice."

" Oh, ho !
" said the minister.

the Greek with the cigarette jawed endlessly.
Coleman began ^to marvel at the enduring good man-
ners of the minister, who continued to nod and nod in
polite appreciation of the Greek's harangue, v?hich,
Coleman firmly believed, had no point of interest
whatever. But at last the man, after an effusive fare-
well, went his way.

" Now," said the minister, wheeling in .his chair,
" tell me all about it." N

'

Coleman arose, and thrusting his hands deep in his
trousers' pockets, began to pace the room with long
strides. He said* nothing, but kept his eyes on the
floor.

" Can I have a drink ? " he asked, abruptly pausing.
"What would you like?" asked the minister, be-

^nevolently, as he touched the bellTTp ^"A brandy and soda. I'd like itlAiyWcI^.* You
see," he said, as he resumed his waMc, " I have no kind
of right to burden you with my affairs, but, to tell the
truth, if I don't get this news off my mind and into
somebody's" ear, I'll die. It's this—I asked Marjory
^Wainwright to marry me, and—she accepted, and—
that's all." -

"Well, I am very glad," cried the minister, arising
and giving his hand. "And as for burdenihg me with

tTlitoMvii^^.';j f-h'^^l^^



3,i8 ACTWE SERVICE.

k
your affairs, no one has a better right, you know,

since you released me from the persecution of Wash-

ington and the friends of the Wainwrights. May good

luck follow you both forever. You, in my opinion,

are a very, very fortunate man. And, for her part-

she has not done too badly."

Seeing that it was important that Coleman should

have his spirits pacified in part, the minister continued

:

" Now, I have got to write an official letter, so you

just walk up and down here and use up this surplus

steam. Else you'll explode."

But Coleman was not to be detained. Now that he

had informed the minister, he must rush off some^

where, anywhere, and dp—he knew not what.

"All right," said the minister, laughing. "You
have a wilder head than I thought. But 190k here,"

he called, as Coleman was making for the door. " Am
I to keep this news a secret?

"

Coleman with his hand on the knob, turned im-

pressively. He spoke with deliberation. " As far as

I am concerned, I would be glad to see a man paint it

in red letters, eight feet high, on the front of the king's

palace."

The minister, left alone, wrote steadily and did not

even look up when Peter Tounley and two others

entered, in response to his cry oj[ permissioit. How-

ever, he presently found time to speak over his

shoulder to them. " Hear the news?"

liifk:

WT
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" No, sir," they answered.

"Well, be gpod boys, now, and read the papers and
look at pictures until I finish this letter. Then 111
tell you.':

f

They surveyed him keenly. They evidently
" judged that the news was worth hearing, but, obe-

diently, they said nothing. Ultimately the minister
affixed a rapid signature to the letter, and turning,
looked at the students with a smile.

•• Haven't heard the news, eh ?
"

"No, sir."

" Well, Marjory Wainwright is engaged to marry
Coleman."

The minister was ama^d to see the efifect of this

announcement upon the^hree students. He had ex-
pected the crows and cackles of rather absurd
merriment with which unbearded youth often greets
such news. But there was no crow or cackle. One
young man blushed scarlet and looked guiltily at the
floor. With a great effort he muttered : " She's too
good for him." Another student had turned ghastly

pale and was staring. It was Peter Tounley who re-

lieved the minister's mind, for upon that young man's
face was a broad jack-o'-lantern grin, and the minister

saw that, at any rate, he had not made a complete
massacre.

Peter Tounley said triumphantly :
" I knew it

!

"

The minister w^anxious over the havoc he had

\^\J

^^^ ''^'_



r'

320 ACTIVE SERVICE.

wrought with the two other students, but slowly the

colour abated in one face and grew in the other. To
give them opportunity, the minister taltced busily to

Peter Tounley. " And how did you know it, you

young scamp ?
"

Peter was jubilant. " Oh; I kriew it ! I knew it

!

I am very clever." . \

The student w^o had blushed now addressed the

minister in a slightly strained yoice. " Are you posi-

tive that it is tru^ Mr. Gordner?"

" I had it on the best authority," replied the min-

ister gravely.

The student who had turned pale said :
" Oh, it's

true, of course."

" Well," said crudely the one who had pushed,
- " she's a great sight to(i good for Coleman or anybody

like him. That's all live got to say."

*' Oh, Coleman is a good fellow," said Peter Tounley,

f reproachfully. " You've no right to say that—exactly.

You don't know where you'd be now if it were not for

Coleman."

The response was, first, an angry gesture. "Oh,

don't keep everlasting rubbing that in. For heaven's

sake, let up. Apposing I don't know where I'd be

now if it were not for Rufus Coleman ? What of it ?

For the rest of my life have I got to
"

c

The minister saw that this was the embittered speech

of a really defeated youth, so, to save scenes, he gen-

ifAfwSSJBfe
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tly ejected the trio. "-There, there, now ! Rii'n along
home like good boys. I'll be busy until luncheon.
And I dare say you won't find Coleman such a bad '

chap."

In the corridor, one of the students said offensively

to Peter Tounl^y :
" Say, how in hell dM you find

» out all this so early ?
" ^

Peter's reply was amiable in tone. " You are a
damned bleating little kid and you made a holy show
of yourself before Mr. Gordner. There's where you
stand. Didn't you see that he turned us out because
he didn't know but what you were going to blubber
or something. You are a sucking pig, and if you
want to know how I find out things go ask the Del-
phic Oracle, you blind ass."

" You better look out or you may get a punch in

the eye!" '<

"You take one punch in -the general direction of
*

my eye, me son," said Peter cheerfully, "and I'll dis-

tril^ute your remains over this hotel in a way that will

cause your friend's yd^ars of trouble to collect yqu.
Instead of anticipating an attack upon my eye, ypu ^

had much better be engaged in improving your mind,
which is qX present not a fit machine to cope with ex-

citing situations. There's Coke ! Hello, Coke, hear

.

—-^^ the 4icwg? WcHf Marjory WahrwrighT ami Rufus

—

Coleman are engaged. Straight? Certainly! Go
ask the minis|er."

*

^fmm''im!'.fc-gm«'^f-m.
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Coke did not take Peter's word. " Is that so ? " he
asked the others.

" So the minister told us," they answered, and then

these two, who seemed so unhappy, watched Coke's

face ta^e if they could not find surprised misery

there. But Coke coolly said :
" Well, then, I suppose

it's true.^

It soon becam^e evident that the students did not

care for each other's society. Peter Tounley was
probably an exception, but tht others seemed to long

for quiet corners. They were distrusting each other,

and, in a boyish way, they were even capable of malig-

ant things. Their excuses for separation were badly

made.

" I—I think I'll go for a walk."

" I'm going up stairs to read."

" Well, so long, old man." " So long." There was
no heart. to it.

. Peter ^ounley went to Coleman's door, where he
knocked with noisy hilarity. " Come in !

" The cor-,

respondent apparently had just coine from the street,

for his hat was on his head and a light top-coat was on
his back. He was searching hurriedly through some
papers. " Hello, you young devil. What are ypu
doing here ?"

.,
Peter's entrance was a somewhat elaborate cot^edy

^hich Coleman watched in icf»silence7 Peter, s^er a"^

^&i:
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long and impudent pantomime halted abruptly andfixmg Coleman with his eye demanded : « Well ?"
" Well-what ? " said Coleman, bristling a trifle
"Is it true?"

^

"Is what true? "

•Is it .rue?" Peter was extremely solemn.
Say, me bucko," said Coleman suddenly, "ifyou ve come up here to twist .l,e beard of the patri-

arch don t you thinlc you are running a chance ? "

the b d "'^u
"' '^ ^°°*''" =""' ^'*"- -« "e sat onthe bed. "But -is it true?" y

" Is what true ?"

" What the whole hotel is saying "

Utdy. Been talicmg to the other buildings,' I sup-

" Well, I want to tell you ,b« everybody knows.»t you and Marjory have done gone and got youT
selves engaged," said Peter bluntly

« y
ur

"And well ? " asked Coleman imperturbably.

"On?v
r*'"^-" .'^P'-" P='". »-ing his hand.Only-I thought it might interest you "

Coleman was silent for some time. He fingered hispape^ At last he bu,.t out joyously. "And so
'

hey know it already, do they ? Well-damn them-
let them know i> t>"«- j'j -

I t. ButyoM didat-tcH them yDTjrselfr^
"I!" quoth Peter wrathfully.

ter told us."
'No! The minis.

i\'

B^.i-*^^y;t -« 3ttfi^ ^
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Then Coleman was again silept for a time and Peter

Tounley sat on the bed reflectively looking at the

ceiling. " Funny thing, Marjory 'way over here in-

Greece, and then you happening over here the way

you did."

" It isn't funny at all."

" Why isn't it ?
"

" Because," said Coleman impressively, " that is

why I came to Greece. It was all planned. See ?
"

" Whirroo," exclaimed Peter. " This here is

magic."

" No magic at all!"^ . Coleman displayed some com-

placence. " No riiagic at all. Just pure, plain

—

whatever you choose to call it."

" Holy smoke," said Peter, admiring the situation.

" Why, this is plum romance, Coleman. I'm blowed

if it isn't."
I

-

Coleman was grinning with delight. He took a

fresh cigar and his bright eyes looked at Peter through

the smoke. " Seems like it, don't it ? Yes. Regular

romance. Have a drink, my boy, just to celebrate

my gdod luck. And be patient if I talk a great deal

"*of my—my—future. My head spins with it." He
arose to pace the room flinging out his arms in a great

gesture. " God ! When I think yesterday was not

like to-day I wonder how I stood it." There was a

knock at 4he door aint^ waiter left a note in Gole-

man's hand.

'#•,ilK;..i.
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" Dear Rufus :—We are going for a drive this after-

noon at three, and mother wishes you to come, if you
care to. I too wish it, if you care to. Yours,

"^ARJORY."
With a radiant face, Coleman gave the note a little

crackling flourish in the air. " Oh, you don't know
what life is, kid." ^ /

" S-steady the Blues," said Peter Tounley seriously.

" You'll lose your head if you don't watch out.''

" Not I," cried Coleman with irritation. " But a
man must turn loose some times, mustn't he ?

"******
When the four students had separated in the corri-

dor. Coke had posted at once to Nora Black's sitting

room. His entrance was somewhat precipitate, but
he cooled down almost at once, for he reflected that

he was not bearing good n'Vs. He ended by perch-

ing in awkward fashion on the brink of his chair and
fumbling his hat uneasily. Nora floated to him in a

cloud of a white difessing gown. She gave him
a plump hand. " Well, young man ? " she said, with a

glowing smile. She took a chair, and the stuff of her

gown fell in curves over the arms of it.

Coke looked hot and bothered, as if he could have
more than half wanted to retract his visit. " I—aw
we haven't seen much of you lately," he began, spar-

feTiad expected^ fofellTiis news at once.

" No," said Nora, languidly. " I have been resting
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after that horrible journey—that horrible journey.

Dear, dear! Nothing will ever induce me to leave

London, New York and Paris. I am at home there.

^ But here ! Why, it is worse than living in Brooklyn.

And that journey into the wilds ! No, no ; not for

me!"

^
" I suppose we'll all be glad to get home," said

Coke, aimlessly. ,

At the momept a waiter entered the room and be-

gan to lay the table for luncheon. He kept open the
door to the corridor, and he had the luncheon at a

point just outside the door. His excursions to the
trays were flying ones, so that, as far as Coke's pur-

pose was concerned, the waiter was always in the
room. Moreover, Coke was obliged, naturally, to de-

part at once. He had bungled everything.

As he arose he whispered hastily: "Does this

waiter understand English ?
"

" Yes," answered Nora. " Why ?
"

'• Because I have something to tell you—import-
ant."

" What is it ? " whispered Nora, eagerly.

He leaned toward her and replied: " Marjory Wain-
wright and Coleman are engaged."

To his unfeigned astonishment, Nora Black burst

into peals of silvery laughter. " Oh, indeed ? And
so th is is your tragic story^^oor, innocent lambkin ?

And what did you expect ? That I would faint ?
"

^ L.s>., ii\.>j.- wu^
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-" n)urmured Coke in
/• I thought—I don't know

confusion.

Nora became suddenly business-like. " But how do
you know ? Are you sure ? Who told you ? Any-
how, stay to luncheon. Do-like a good boy Oh
you nMist."

JHke dropped again into his chair. He studied hermmne wonder. "I thought you'd be surprised,"
he said, ingenuously.

" Oh, you did, did you ? Well, you see I'm not.
And now tell me all about it."

"Theft's really nothing to tell but the plain fact.
S9me of the boys dropped in at the ministers
rooms a little while ago, and he told them of it

That's all."

" Well, how did he know ?
"

"I am sure I can't tell you. Got it first hand, I

suppose. He likes Coleman, and Coleman is always
hanging up there."

"Oh, perhaps Coleman was lying," said Nora
easily. Then suddenly her face brightened and she
spoke with animation. •• Oh, I haven't told you how
my little Greek officer has turned out. Have I ?

No? Well, it is simply lovely. Do you know, he be-
longs to one of the best families in Athens ? He does.
And they're rich—rich as can be. My courier tells

fflemsi We marble palace wliere they live is enough
to blind you, and that if titles hadn't gone out of

/ .-^:
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style—or something—here in Greece, my little officer

would be a prince! Think of that ! The courier

didn't know it until we got to Athens.and the little

officer—the prince—gave me his card, of course. One
of the oldest, noblest and richest families in Gre'fece.

Think ofithat! There I thought he was only a

bothersome little officer who came in handy at times,

and there he turns out to be a prince. I could hardly

keep myself from rushing right of! to find hinl and
apologise to him for the way I treated him. It was
#vful

! And " added tjie fair Nora, pensively, " if

he does meet me in Paris, I'll make him wear that

'•title? down to a shred, you can bet. What's the good
' of having a title unless you make it work ?

"

•^.;. '* .\«^.
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CHAPTER XXIX.

Coke did not stay to luncheon with Nora Black.
He went away saying to himself: "Either that girl
""^n't care a straw for Coleman or she has got a heart

"^

absolutely of flint, or she is the greatest actress or?

eai^h or—there is some other reason."

A^ his departure, Nofa turhed and called into aji

adjoining room. " Maude !
" The voice of her cofti-

panioii dnd friend answered her peevishly. '" What ?
Don't ijother me. I'm reading." !

" Well, anyhow, luncheon is ready, so you wilt have
to stir your precious self," responded Nora. ^' You're
Jazy."

'

"I don't want any luncheon. Don't bother me
'^'ve got a headache."

" Well, if you don't come out, you'll miss the news.
That's all I've got to ^y."

There was a rustle in the adjoining room, and
immediately the companion -appeared, seeming much
annoyed but curious. " Well, what is it ?

"

Rufus Coleman is engaged to bg married to that^

WalhwflgfitgiriraftcrailT^

"Well,! declare! "ejaculated the little old lady.

. 1

•
tm -f:^
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" Well, I declare." She meditated for a moment,
and then continued in- a tone of sa^sfaction. ** I told

you that' you couldn't stop that man Coleman if he

had really made up his mind to——

"

" You're a fool," said Nora, pleasantly.

" Why ?" said the old lady.

" Because you are. Don't talk to me about it. I

want to think of Marco."
' '

"
' Marco,* " quoted the old lady startled.

" The prince. The prince. Can't you understand ?

I mean the prince."

" * Marco !
'

" again quoted the old lady, under her

breath.

" Yes, ' Marco,' " cried Nora, belligerently. "
' Marco.'

Do you object to the name ? What's the matter with

you, anyhow ?
"

" Well," rejoined the other, nodding her ^eet^isely,

"he may be a prince, but I've always heard that

these continental titles are no good in comparison to

the English titles."

"Yes, but who told you so, eh? " demanded Nora,

noisily. She herself answered the question. "The
English

!

"

" Anyhow, that little marquis who tagged after you
in London is a much bigger man in eVery way, I'll

bet, than this little prince of yours.''

-7^ But—good heavens^he didn't mean it.—Why, he^

was only one of tht regular rounders. But Marco, he

. N*
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is serious ! He means it. He'd go through fire and
water for me and be glad of the chance."

" Well," proclaimed the old lady, " if you are not
the strangest woman in the world, I'd like to know!
Here I thought "

"What did you think?" demanded Nora, suspi-

ciously.

" I thought that Coleman- "

" Bosh
!
" interrupted the graceful N6ra. " I tell

you what, Maude; you'd better try to think as little

as possible. It will suit your style of beauty better.

And above all, don't think of my affairs. I myself
am taiking pains not to think of them. It's easier."******

Mrs. Wainwright, with no spirits of intention what-
ever, had set about readjusting her opinions. It is

certain that she was unconscious of any evolution. If

some one had said, to her that she was surrendering „
the inevitable, she would have been hrimediately on^
her guard, and would have opposed forever all sugges-
tions of a match between Marjory and Coleman. On
the other hand, if some one had said to her that her
daughter was going to marry a human serpent, and
that there were people in Athens who w6uld be glad
to explain his treacherous character, she would have
haughtily scorned ^he tale-bearing and would have
.gone with more haste into tfae^ professor^ way of
thinking. In fact, she was in process of undermining

^tt^^i«#^4.a#4;4
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herself/ and the work could have been retarded or
advanced by any irresponsible, gossipy tongue.
The professoil^ from the depths of his experience

with her, arranged a course of conduct. " If I just
leave her to herself she will come around all right,
but if I go ' striking while the iron is hot.' or any of
those things, I'll bungle it surely."

As they were making ready to go down to luncheon,
Mrs. W^wright made her speech which first indi-
cated a changing Aiind. " Well, what will be, will be,"
she murmured with a prolonged sigh of resignation.
" What>viir be, will be. Girls are ver3. headstrong in
thesp days, and there is nothing much to be done with
them. They go their own roads. It wasn't so in my
girlhood. We were obliged to pay attention to our
mothers', wishes." ^

"I did not notice that you paid much attention to
your mother's wishes when you married me," remarked

.
the professor. " In fact, I thought "

"That was another thing," retorted Mrs. Wain-
Wright with severity. " You were a steady young man
who had taken the highest honours all through y6ur
college course, and my mother's sole objection was
that We were too hasty. Sh6 thought we ought to
wait until you had a penny to bless yourself with,
and I can see now where she was.quite right."

''Well, you married me, anyhow," said the pro-
f«wor, victoriously

J
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Mrs. Wainwright allowed her husband^etort to
pass over her thoughtful mood. " They say * * they
say Rufus Co|eman makes as much as fifteen thousand
dollars a year. That's more than three times your in-

come * * I,don't know. * * It all depends on whether
they try to save or not. His manner of life is, no

^^ry luxurious. I don't si\ppose he knows
Jw to economise at all: That kind of a man usually

doesn't. And then, in the newspaper world positions
are so very precarious. 'Men may have valuable posi-

tions one minute and be' penniless in the street the
next minute. It isn't as if he had any real income,
and of course he fias no real ability. If he was sud-
denly thrown out of his position, goodness knows what
would become of him. Still ** still * * fifteen thous-
arid dollars a year is a big income * * while it lasts. I

suppose he is very extravagant. That kind of a man
usually is. And I wouldn't be surprised if he was
heavily in debt; very heavily in debt. Still * *

if

Marjory has set her heart there is nothing to be done,;
I suppose. It wouldn't have happened if you had
been as wise as you thought you were. * » I suppose
he thinks I have been very rude to him. Well, some-
times I wasn't nearly so rude as I felt like being.

Feeling as I did, I could hardly be very amiable. * *

Of course this drive this afternoon was all your affair

Miarjory's. But, xjfxowree, tshani)e hlc^ ttf'hirri^*""

"And what of all this Nora Black business ? " asked
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,the professor, with a display of valour, butjeally with
much trepidation.

" She is a hussy," responded Mrs. Wainwright with
energy. " Her conversation in the carriage on the
way down to Agrinion sickened me !

"

" I really believe that her plan was simply to break
everything off between Marjory and Coleman," said
the professor, " and I don't believe she had any grounds
for all that appeafance of owning Coleman and the
rest of it."

" Of course she didn't," assented Mrs. Wainwright.
" The vicious thing !

"

"On the other hand," said t^^e professor, "there
might be some truth in it."

" I don't think so," said Mrs. Wainwright seriously.
" I don't believe a word of it."

"You do not mean to say that you think Coleman
a model man ? " demanded tfre professor.

"Not at all! Not at all!" she hastily answered.
" But * * one doesn't look for model men these days."

" Who told you he made fifteen thousand a year ?
"

asked the professor. ^

"It was Peter Tounley this morning. We were
talking upstairs after breakfast, and he remarked that
he if could make fifteen thousand a year like Coleman,
he'd—I've forgotten what—some fanciful thing."

^''JLdgubtjf iMstluetl muitej^^

ging his head.

' M--
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"Of course it's true," said his wife emphatically.
" Peter Tounley says everybody knows it."

" Well anyhow * money is not everything."
" But it's a great deal, you know well enough. You

know you are always speaking of poverty as an evil,
as a grand resultant, a collaboration of many lesser
evils. Well, then?"

"Hut," began .the professor meekly, "when I say
that l^mean -"

" Well, money is money and poverty is poverty,"
interrupted his wife. "You don't have to be vei^
learned to know that."

"I do not say that Coleman has not a very nice
thing of it, but I must say it is hard to think of his
getting any such sum as you mention."

" Isn't he known as the most brilliapt journalist in
New York ? " she de^nanded harshly,

^ "Y.yes, as long as it lasts, but then one never
knows when he will be out in the street penniless.
Of course he has no particular ability which would
be marketable if he suddenly lost his present employ,
ment. Of course ft is not as if he was a really tal-
ented young man. He might not be able to make his
way at all in any new direction."

"I don't know about that," said Mrs. Wainwright
in reflective protestation. " I don't know about th^t .T think he would."

" I thought you said a moment ago-^" The pro-

"-%.
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fessor spoke with an air of puzzled hesitancy. "
I

thought you said a moment ago that he wouldn't sue
ceed in anything but journalism."

Mrs. Wainwright swam over the situation with a
fine tranquility. " Well-Ll," she answered musingly,
" if I did say that, I didn't mean it exactly."

" No, I suppose not," spoke the professor, and de-
spite the necessity for caution he could not keep out
of his voice a fain* note of annoyanc^

" Of course," continued the wife, " Rufus Coleman
IS known everywhere as a brilliant man, a veiy brilliant
man, and he even might do well in—in politics or
something of that sort."

"I have a very poor opinion of that kind of a mind
which does well in American politics," said the pro-
fessor, speaking as a collegian, "but I suppose there
may be something in it."

"Well, at any rate," decided Mrs. Wainwright
" At any rate "

At that moment, Marjory attired for luncheon and
the dnve entered from her room, and Mrs. Wainwright
checked the expression of her important conclusion.
Neither father or mother had ever seen her so glow-
ing with triumphant beauty, a beauty which would
carry the mind of a spectator far above physical ap-
predation into that realm of poetry where creatures
of light movejtnd are beautitul because they cannot-
know pain or a burden. It carried tears to the^ld

#h;^

/liriAiiiM^
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father's eyes. He took her hands. "Don't be too
happy, my ^^#^'t be too happy," he admonished
her tremul^^g^t makes me afraid—it makes me
afraid."

#

/
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CHAPTER XXX.

It seems strange that the one who was the most
hilarious over the engagement of Marjory and Cole-
man should be Coleman's dragoman who was indeedm a state bordering on transport. It is not known
how he learned the glad tidings, but it is certain that
he learned them before luncheon. He told all the
visible employes of the hotel and allowed them to
know that the betrothal really had been his handi-
work He had arranged it. He did not make quite
clear how he had performed this feat, but at least he
was perfectly frank in acknowledging it.

When some of the^^tudents came do^n to luncheon,
they saw l^im-but could not decide what ailed him.He was in ^the main corridor of the.hotel, grinning
from ear to ear, and when he perceived the students
he made signs to intimate that they possessed in com-
?non a joyous secret. " What's the matter with that
Idiot ? asked Coke morosely. " Looks as if his
wheels were going around too fast."

Peter Tounley walked close to^him and scanned
him imperturbably, but with caS. " What's up,
Phicjias?" -The man made no artic^ulate reply. He
continued to grin and gesture. " Pain in oo tummy?

tt
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Mother dead? Caught the cholera? Found out
that you've swallowed a pair of hammered brass and-
irons in your beer? Say, who are you. anyhow?"
But he could not shake this invincible glee, so he
went away.

The dragoman's rapture reached its zenith when
Coleman lent him to the professor .and he was com-
missioned td bring a carriage for four people to the
door at three o'clock. He himself was to sit on
the box and tell the driver iwhat was required of
him. He dashed of!, his hat in his hand, his hair fly.

ing, puffing, important beyond everything, and appar-
ently babbling his mission to half the people he met
on the street. In most countries he would have
landed speedily in jail, but among a people who exist
on a basis of jibbering, his vfolent gabble aroused no
suspicions as to his sanity. However, he stirred

several livery stables to their depths and set men run-
ning here and there wildly and for the most part
futilely.

At fifteen minutes |o three o'clock, a carriage with
its horses on a gallop tore around the corner and up
to the front of the hotel, where it halted with the
pomp and excitement of a fire engine. The dragoman
jumped down from his seat beside the driver and
scrambled hurriedly into the hotel, in the gloom of
which he met a serene stillness which was punctuated
only by the leisurely tinkle of silver and glass in the
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dinmg room. For a moment the dragoman seemed
really astounded out of speech. Then he plunged

>,intothe manager's room. Was it conceivable that
.Monsieur Coleman w^s still at luncheon.? Yes- in
fact, ,t was true. But the carriage was at the door!

.
Thecarriagewrfsatthedoor! The manager, undis-
turbed, asked for what hour Monsieur Coleman had
been pleased to order a carriage. Three o'clock !
Three o'clock? The manager pointed calmly at the
clock. Very well. It was now only thirteen minutes
of three p clock. Monsieur Coleman doubtless would
appear at three. Until that hour the manager would'
not disturb Monsieur Coleman. The dragoman
clutched both his hands in his hair and cast aLk ofagony to the ceiling. Great God! Had he accom-
plished the herculean task of getting a carriage for
four people to the door of the hotei in time for a drive
at three o'clock, only to meet with this stoniness. this

'

inhu,„amty? Ah. it was unendurable? He begged
the manager; he implored him. But at eve^. word
the manager seemed to grow more indifferent, more
callous. He pointed with a wooden finger at the

Professor Wainwright and Coleman strolled togetherou of the dming room. The dragoma,> rushed ecstat-
•cally upon the correspondent. "Oh. Meester Cole-man

! The carge is readyJL"
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"Well, all right," said Coleman, knocking ashes
from his cigar. " DonU: be in a hurry. I suppose
we'll be ready presently." T% man was in despair.
The departure of the Wainwrights and Coleman on

this ordinary drive was of a somewl^at dramatic and
public nattfref No one seemed to know how to pre-
vent its being so. In the first plape, the attendants
thronged out %h masse for a reason which was plain
at the time only t<!rtolemaiy's dragoman. And. rather
in the background, lurked the interested students
The professor was surprised and nervous. Coleman
was rigid and angry. Marjory was flushed and some:
what hurried, and Mrs. Wainwright was as proud as
an old turkey-hen.

"

As the carriage rolled' away, Peter Tounley turned
to his companions and saicJit " Now, that's official

!

That is the pfficial announcement ! Did you see Old
Mother Waiflwright ? Oh, my ere, wasn't she puffed
up

!
Say, what in hell <lo you suppose all these jay-

hawking bell-boys poured out Xg the kerb for? Go
back to your cages, my good people " •

As soon as the carriage wheeled intq another
street, its occupants exchanged easier smiles, and
they must have confessed in some subtle way of
glances that now at last they were upon their own
mission, a mission undefined but earnest to them all.

Coleman had a glad feeling of being let into the fam-
ily, or becoming;.one of them.
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The professor looked sideways at him and smiled
gently.

. "You know, I thought of driving you to
some ruins, but Marjory would not have it. She flatly

'objected to any more ruins. So I thought we would
drive down to New Phalerum."

Coleman nodded and smiled as if he were immensely
'^ pleased, but of course New Phalerum was to him no

more nor less than Vladivostok or Kharto-um.
Neither place n6r. distance had in|erest £or him.
They swept along a shaded avenue where the tlust lay
thick on the leaves; they passed cafes where crowds
w?r^ angrily shouting over the news ih the little pa-
pers; tl^ey passed a hospital before which wounded
men, white with bandages, were taking the sun ; then
came soon to the arid vafley flanked by gaunt naked
mountains, which would lead them to the sea. Some-
times to accentuate the dry nakedness of this valley
there would be a patch of grass upon which poppies
buhied crimson spots. The dust writhed out from
under the wheels of the carriage; in the distance the
sea appeared, a blue half-disc set between shoulders of
barren land. It would be common to say that Cole-
man was oblivious to all about hini but Marjory. On
the contrary, the parched land, the isolated flame of
poppies, the cool air from the sea, all were keenly

,

known to him, and they had developed an extraordi-
nary power of blending sympathetically into his
mood. Meanwhile the professor talked a great deal.

T

C
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'And as a somewhat exhilarating detail, Coleman per-
ceived that Mrs. Wainwright was beaming upon him.
..At New Phalerum—a small collectio^of p^ square
villas-they left the carriage and strpfed by the sea.
Th^ Avaves were 'snarling together like wolves amid
the honeycomb rocks and from where the blue plane
sprang level to the horizon, came a strong cold breeze,
the kind of a breeze which moves an exulting man or

,
a parson to take off his hat and let his locks flutter
and tug back from his brow.

The professor and Mrs. Wainwright were left to
themselves.. ,

Marjory and Coleman did not speak for a time. It

might have been that they did not quite know where
to make a beginning. At last Marjory asked

:

" What has bfecome of ypur splendid hottjfi"

" Oh, I've |q14 the dragoman to have hiW sold as

soon as he-^rrives," said Coleman absently.

" Oh, I'm sorry *# I liked that horse."
^

,

"Why?" ^: . ,
,

" Oh, because " * ^ ' g^
"WeU^^he was a fine 4' The^e, too, inter-

rupted himself, for he* s^plainly that they had not
come to this place to talk about a horse. Thereat he
made sptech of matters which at least did npt aflford

as many opportunities for coherency as. would.Ihe
horse. " Marjory, it can't be true * * Is it true,

dearest ? * * I can hardly believe it. —I—

/
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<W>od^ertDUgh for me, deSpft*? |^

r;:

W \

tey^ tm me so; iWdlie|^Myi%ht1;:- Wh^,'
*'^|||®^'C'*n minister said it. Everybody thinks

: . ,<• ' *% ''
;

arentt?>eywretQl!esrsJ'o think of them '

> .... ,
fe?}l!!r^

*"
^ ^ ^"^' "'^^

'^^'f ^"ybody could be

* Do you know-^—" She pausij^ and looked at
him with a certain timid challenge. *^ " I don't know
why Lfed it, but-spntetimes I feel |hat I've Been-

^

I've been flung at your head."

He opened his mouth" in astonishment. ""
Flune at

.my,head!", J
. . -. , ;, ,.

'
•^. ^

She held up her finger. "And if I-*th6ught you
could ever believe it

!

"

--

" Is a girl flung at a man's head" when her father
carries her thousands of miles away and the man fol-
lows her all these miles, and at last-^ »

,'

" \
Her eyes were shining. "And you really came to v

Greece—on purpose, to—to—
-'®'

" Confess you knew ifc all th

Tj^answer was muffle

thcfli^Pyou did, and at othe

didn't J.

* * * ^'
In a secluded cove; in which thdHK^ids once had

ortfess !

"

, sometimes I

thought you

—

.f
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played, no doubt, Marjory and Colemansat in silence.
He was below her, and if he looked at her he had to
tqrn his glance obliquely upward. She was staring at
the sea with woman's mystic gaze, a gaze which men
3t once reverence and fear since it seems to look into
the deep, simple heart of nature, and men begin to feel
that their petty wisdoms are futile to control these
strange spirits, as wayward as nature and as pure as
nature, wild as the play of ^^aves, Sometimes as unal/
terable as the mountain amid the winds; and to
measure them, man nA^f perforce use a mathematical
formula. »

*' * * » * »
He wished that she would lay her hand upon his

hair. He would be happy then. If she would only,

of,.^er^own will, touch his hair lightly with her
fingers—if she would do it with an unconscious air it

would be even better. It would show him that she
was thinking of him, even when she did not know she
was thinking of him.

;.^ vfe^i'^Pi^ii^Mlay his head softly against her knee.
iCJirHedare?-- ^ j^a
^

» i^*T'^ * * * ^ .

Aslii^ head touched^er "knee, she did not -move.
Sheseei^dto be stlllfazing |^t the 'fc Presently
idly carlssing fingers played

,In his hair near the
forehead. HeMoolffed up suijdenly lifting .his arms.
He breathed ou\^ a cry w|||«h wasj^d^n with a kipd of
diflyent ferocity. " I hajepjl l«sse4jr(ytt yet-

THE /feND.' .*-„^'"
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xaf*
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