
CIHM
Microfiche
Series
(Monograplis)

«

iCMH
Collection de
microfiches
(monographies)

§1

Canadian Instituta for Historical Microraproductiona / Institut Canadian da microraproductioni historiques

tit



Technical and Bibliographic Notes / Notes technique et bibliographiques

The Institute has attempted to obtain the best original

copy available for filming. Features of this copy which

may be bibliographicaliy unique, which may alter any of

the images in the reproduction, or which may
significantly change the usual method of filming are

checked below.

D
n
D
n
E

n
D
D

D

Coloured covers /

Couverture de couleur

Covers damaged /

Couverture endommagee

Covers restored and/or laminated /

Couverture restaur^e et/ou pelliculee

Cover title missing / Le titre de couverture manque

Coloured maps / Cartes geographiques en couleur

Coloured ink (i.e. other than blue or black) /

Encre de couleur (i.e. autre que bleue ou noire)

Coloured plates and/or illustrations /

Planches et/ou illustrations en couleur

Bound with otiier material /

Relie avec d'autres documents

Only edition available /

Seule edition disponible

Tight binding may cause shadows or distortion

along interior margin / La reliure serree peut
causer de I'ombre ou de la distorsion le long de
la marge interieure.

Blank leaves added during restorations may appear

within the text. Whenever possible, these have
been omitted from filming / II se peut que certaines

pages blanches ajoutees lors d'une restauration

apparaissent dans le texte, mais, lorsque cela dtait

possible, ces pages n'ont pas 6t6 filnnees.

L'Institut a microfilm^ le meilleur examplaire qu'il lui a

ete possible de se procurer. Les details de cet exem-
plaire qui sont peut-6tre uniques du point de vue blbti-

ographique, qui peuvent modifier une image reproduite,

ou qui peuveni exiger une modifications dans la m6th-

ode normale de filmage sont Indiqu6s ci-dessous.

I I

Coloured pages / Pages de couleur

I

! Pages damaged Pages endommagees

I

1 Pages restored and^or laminated /

'—
'

Pages restaurees et/ou pellicul^s

E Pages discoloured, stained or foxed /

Pages decolorees, tachetees ou piqu^es

I I

Pages detached / Pages detach^es

r^ Showthrough / Transparence

D Quality of print varies /

Qualite inegale de I'impression

I I

Includes supplementary material /

'—
' Comprend du materiel suppl^mentaire

I I

Pages wholly or partially obscured by errata
'—

' slips, tissues, etc., have been refilmed to

ensure the best possible image / Les pages
totalement ou partiellement obscurcies par un
feuillet d'errata, une pelure, etc., ont ete filmees

a nouveau de fagon a obtenir la meilleure

image possible.

I I

Opposing pages with varying colouration or
'—

'
discotourations are filmed twice to ensure the

best possible image / Les pages s'opposant

ayant des colorations variables ou des decol-

orations sont filmees deux fois afin d'obtenir la

meilleur image possible.

D Additional comments /

Commentaires suppl6mentaires:

Thii irnn is lilmad (l t

Ce docinntnt est filmi

lit rtduclton ratio diKfctd Mow/
au taux de rMuction tndique ci-dessous

14X 18X 22X 26 X XX

/

12X 16X 2DX 2*X 28X 32 X



Tha capv tilmad har* ha* baan raproduead thanks

to tha aanaroaity of:

National Library of Canada

L'aiiamplaira film* fut raproduii gric* * la

9«n*re«ii* da:

Blbliothaqua national* du Canada

Tha imaga* appaaring hara ara tha bast quality

poMibI* C0ntid*ring tha condition and lagibility

of tha eriginal copy and in kaaping with tha

filming aonwaet spacificatiena.

La* imaga* tuivanta* ont *l* raproduiia* avae >a

plui grand lOin, compt* tanu da la condition at

da la nattai* da I'aaamplaira film*, at an
eonformit* *v*e I** eenditiona du centrat da
filmag*.

Original copia* in priniad papar covara ara fllmad

baginning with tha front co*ar and anding on

tha last paga with a priniad or illusiratad impraa-

aion. or tha back covar whan appropriaia. All

othar original copia* ara filmad baginning on tha

firit paga with a printad or illuttratad impraa-

sion. and anding on tha last paga with a printad

or illuairatad impraaaion.

Tha last racordad frama on aach microficha

shall contain tha »ymbol —^ Imaaning "CON-

TINUED"!, or tha symbol V Imaaning "END' 1.

whieh*v*r appliai.

IMaps. platas, charu. ate. may ba filmad at

diffarant raduction ratio*. Thoaa too larga to ba

antiraly includad in ona axpoaura ara filmad

baginning in tha uppar lafi hand cornar. laft to

right and top to bottom, as many tramas as

raquirad. Tha following diagram* illu»trata tha

malhed:

Laa aaamplairos originauk dont la couvanura an
papiar aat imprimaa •em film** u\ eommancani
par la pramiar plat at an tarminant soit par la

darni*ra paga qui comperta una amprainia
d'lmpra**ion ou d'illuitration. *oit par la sacond

plat, lalon la eat. Tous las sutras saamplairss

originauk sont film** an comman«ant par la

prami*ra paga qui eomporta una amprainta

d'impraaaion ou d'illuatration at an tarminant par

la darni*r* pag* qui comport* un* t*ll*

*mpr*inM.

Un das symbolas suivants tpparaitr* sur la

darni*ra imaga d* chaqua microficha. salon I*

c**: I* symbols -w signifi* "A SUIVRE". I*

symbol* signifi* "FIN".

La* carta*, planchaa. tsblaaux. ate. pauvant atra

film** * das taua da r*duetion diff*ranis.

Loraqua la doeumant aat trap grand pour *ira

raproduit an un aaul clieh*. 11 aat film* * partir

da I'angia sup*riaur gaueha. da gaucna * droita.

at da haut an ba*. an pranant la nombra

d'imagaa ndcaaaair*. Las di*gr*mm*s suivsnt*

illustrsnl la m*thad*.

1 2 3

1 2 3

4 5 6



MICHOCOPY >ESOlUTION TEST CHA^T

(ANSI and ISO TEST CHART No. 2)

1.0 Ifi- I-
=== 1^ l£ 112.2

2.0

1.8

1^ i^ m.

A APPLIED IN/MGE Inc

^Sr 1653 East Main Street

S'£ Rochester. Ne* York U609 USA

•^S (716) *82 - 0300 - Pnore

^S (756) 2B8 - 5989 - fa«















I



THE PRINCESS PASSES

I





THE PRINCESS PASSES
A ROMANCE OF A MOTOR

t C. N. AND A. M. WILLIAMSON
'

AUTHOHS or "iHt USUTNING CONUUCTO* '

McLEOD & ALLEN,
Publishers, Toronto.



232320

W nta««„, hundr«l «.d four, b, McLmdIaLJL



TO

THE DEAR PRINCESS

WHO, EACH YEAR, MAKES THE RIVIERA

SUNNIER FOR HER PRESENCE

m





CONTENTS
CHATTIB

I. Woman Disposis
.

II. MERCiois TO THK ReSCDE

III. My Lesson

IV. PoTb, Kettles, and othek Things

V. In Search op a Mule .

VI. The Wings of the Wind
VII. At Last

Vin. The Making of a Mystery

IX. The Brat

X. The Scraping of Acquaintance

XL The Babe in the Woods
XII. The Princess .

XIII. Naming no Names .

XIV. The Path of the Moon
XV. Enter the Contessa .

XVL A Man from the Dark .

XVIL The Little Game of Flirtation

XVIIL Rank Tyranny .

XIX. The Little Rift within the Lute
XX. The Great Paolo

XXI. The Challenge
,

XXII. An American Custom ,

XXIIL There is no such Girl .

j5

37

48

55

69

109

118

129

142

•55

•64
.

,

•79 ;
i

!

•89 ':\j

•97 i

.'

i

207 . :|

a«4 L ;i

222 ^
^il

'•^;ii y



vm CONTENTS
CHAFTn

XXIV. Th» Rbvrngi or thi Mountain

XXV. Trx Amekicans

XXVI. Thi Vanishing of thr Fkinci

XXVII. Thk Strange Mushroom

XXVIII. The World Without thi Boy .

XXIX. The Fairy Princr's Ring ,

XXX. The Day op Suspense . ,

XXXI. The Hoy's Sister . ,

»39

«S«

169

381

tgt

301

310

315

I



THE PRINCESS PASSES

CHAPTER I

WOMAN DISPOSES

"Away, away from men and towni,
To the wild wood and the downs,

To the silent uilderness."

Pmcv BvssHE Shiluv.

'"T^O your happiness," I snid, lifting my ^lass and
± looking the girl in the eyes. She had the grace to

blush, which was the least that she could do; for a moment
ago she had jilted me.
TOe way of it was this.

I had met her and her mother the winter before at
Davos, where I had been sent after South Africa and a
spell of playing fast and loose with my health—a possession
usually treated as we treat the poor, whom we expect to
have always with us. Helen Blantock had been the success
of her season in London, but had paid for her triumphs
with a breakdown, and we had stopped at the same
hotel.

The girl's reputation as a beauty had marched before
her, blowing trumpets. She was the prettiest girl in
Davos, as she had been the prettiest in London, and I

shared with other normal, self-respecting men 'he amiable
weakness of wishing to monopolise the woman most wanted
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w^., W,rr

^""'"^^ ''- P--. ' fen •„ ,ovc. and Helen

had, howcer, a contradictor ^ ,'
'"''' """"-• ''•''nds,

which I had feared at fir t ^ff
?'-d watchful eye

and I accepted the omen ^ e

,

T"""''"''
^^^ •"=.

tyrant had pronounced me "!^^^'^'' ^''"' '"V London
to Helen, "^he ,,rl a7d nether ", " " '""''

' P'°P°-d
eyes and a smile which nJded no.

"°', "°
'

''"' "^^ ^ad
her (it .as in a conserva o yat a daSanr' ".' ''"'''

for a fortnight
aance) and was happy_

pose that she did it o please Ir 7' "'""""' '° «"P-
t° be my birthday, and I t'icd , atH^- J' '"'''fP^""'
date in mind. Kesides tl^ ,',.

"1^" ^'"^
'^'=P' "'«

apparently been made
:;;,'::,H.'^tr/ol'"

""^'^ ''"'

Ther- was lack Win t >
^ Pleasure.

American h.ri? n^ "Sau^'^he'''
'^'^'^ '"^"''^^ -

becise she ,va.s adorab^ .h
'""' ^" ^^^'^''' but

«''^ Molly Randolph whom I had L:" ?.'
"""^^ ''^'-"•.

letters before 1 saw her Tovelv , T ""°"^'''
^'"»'°n'='

Sir Horace Jerveyson tie I'hi^t"''"^'
''"'• '"""^ --

whom I suspected Ladv m . ,

^™''" '" '^e world
as a human'b^g .1/.l^f °' ^^""">'

^^^'--^'W
Sir James. BeM'des thet l,c

' t '
"T"'-'"'

*° '^' '-*«
Lane; and I believed tha X T °"l^

'">'''="'' ^'"'"^g"
With a view to my claims a £h" ''"'^ ''"'=" ^"'-'"ged
of which Helen^Coc" "'"rT"r''^'°^^^''-«"'»
characters in the scene mcrelvt-'"". '"^y- "^= °'her

-ouTiCot^, rySit%i'7 ^^"- -^
'
^- ^

come, should I hve for a hunri ^h"
'" ^^^"^ "''&''* to

of each future dinner vtou d'^elXthe
"'' '"'"^^ ^""-"^

'ecall the sensation of this

/



WOMAN DISPOSES
moment. Something inside me th«»

^

myself, chuckled grimly at thTVn.fVr* T^'"'^ V'' "«
to avoid en/rAs. "'°"S''*' '"^ made a note

MX%nd'ja':rha?srt^h:r' "'''" ^- ^"«-t-
|-Kl to try the new£^ 'X^Tjt"' '°. ^^"-

-or^r;xsr^'-^'^---^^^^^^^^

Hardly did I even exJcITo h ^^u'
^' '"^^"^ t° do

looking at Helen, and she wast"" ^'\T^''-
^r I was

man's words jumped Jo my T, '"'' '^^"'y- ^ut the
Miss Blantock anH i ,. •

'h- erocer in h s fet ,L',
*=^ '° Scotland," answered

with his own bacon TstarS "I ""J*!'
^^^^ ^'" °''^d

iie informatively added *
'""='^"'°"^- "Together."

as^^^:z::tt":r''- -^-pp— may
" Nell and Sir K.racLlve bLn

'""'']''" ^'''^ ''^'«"=d
"ill be in the ^..^'4 ".'rtoT^^'' " "0'°'^ '^^J'- ''

^of^r^.^^ fZ\^i:'^-' - ^^^ ..Vl-s happiness.

mistooThe'rSshT mren'''V'%^^°^^'- ^"^ "° '^""bt
make a speech, and waTlcTfun

°' '=°"1"«='. essayed to
mother-in-iaw.

i Jsll:l t^y'^.'^'^^ ^y his future
presently a.skcd in pink andwh^^^ ' <•" -^^^ "='^" who
bound for Scotland^ ' C o7 co

'°"'^""°" " '' '°°' were
"No," I said. "I've been n?-' ^'^ '"'^•" '^^ added,

tour as soon as this t.resole sea""'"?
'° ''""^ ^ ^-"'mg

shTen'd
"^""^^ ^"' wandeVfr" " °r% ' ^"a" -n

Shall end up at Monte Carlo A •

, V ,^^'="t"ally I
J rather want to meet will arr.W .k

° """= "'I'om
October." ^'" ^"""^ there at her villa in

'|i!i!

='IP



4 THE PRINCESS PASSES
I knew that Jack Winston would understand, for he haii

not been the only one last winter who had written letters.

But Jack was of no importance to me at the instant I was
talking at Helen, and she, too, would understand. I hoped
that in understanding she would suffer a pang—a small,

insignificant, poor relation of the pang inflicted upon me.
It is a thing unexplained by science why the miserable

hours of our lives should be fifty times the length of happy
hours, though stupid clocks, seeing nothing beyond their

own hands, record both with the same measurement.

If we had sat at this prettily decorated dinner table in

the Carlton restaurant (I had thought it pretty at first, so I

give it the benefit of the doubt) through the night into the

next day, while other people ate breakfiast, and evei. '.iin-

cheon, the moments could not have dragged more heavily.

But when it appeared that we must have re.ichcd a ripe

old age—those of us who had been young with the '•vening

—Lady Blantock thought we might have co' in the

"palm court." We had it, and by rising at . sweet
Molly Winston saved me from doing the musiciam mis-

chief " Lord Lane, you promised to let us drop you in

the Mercddfes," she said to me. " Oh, I don't mean ' drop
you' literally. Our car has no naughty ways. I hope
we're not carrying you off too soon."

Too soon ! I could have kissed her. " Angel," I mur-
mured when we were out of the hotel, for in reality there

had been no engagement.

"Thank you—and good-bye" I wrung her hand, and
she gave a funny little squeak, for I had forgotten her
rings.

" What t Aren't you co-ning ? " asked Jack.
" V/e really want you," said Molly. " Please let us take

you home with us—to supper."

" We have just finished dinner," I objected weakly.
" That makes no dilTerence. Eating is only an incident

of supper. It's a meal which consists of conversation.
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5

Look
;
here is the car. Isn't she a beauty? Such a dear

wi[h?„ul rnT'' ^r ^" '° ""^' " K'-rl yo" would get onwith splendidly. Can you resist Merc(5dis?"
"I could resist anything if I could resist you. Hutsenously. though you are very good, I think I'll walk tothe Albany, and -and go to bed."
"What nonsense I Ai if you would. You're auite agood actor, Lord Lane, and might deceive a man, but-l'ma womna Do come. Jack and I want to talk to youabout—about that walking tour."
It would have been ungracious to refuse, since she had

b ou It r^undT" " """'= '''"' """'^"''' -^^ hadbrought round the n>otor-car, surrend.-rcd his place toMolly, whom Jack had taught to drive the new MercLisand I was g.vcn the seat of honour beside her. By thistime the streets were comparatively clear of traffic, ami we

m""i
"""""^ *'• "^^ ^^'^ '^" P™'"^"'^^ <"«••" a catapultS> 1T^ r°

'°"''"'= ^ "Pf""« «°- °^ --d^ w, hmtr.ca.e tricks of steering in an extraordi,, ry fashionwhich I would defy any male expert t. imitate withoutcommitting suicide and murder.
I was a determined enemy of motor-cars, as Jack knewand thus far I had avoided treachery to my avo "rea mal by not setting foot in one. But to-night I was

MM ""'!.
v.""",r'°"='

'""^ ^^'des, I rather hoped thaMolly and her Mercedes would kill me. My nerves vveretoo numb to tell my brain of any remarkable sensations n

wh T^^Tr'"' ^"'
' ''"''"'^" f^-^""S cheated out ofwhat I had been led to e..pcct when, without any tralSpnt, Molly stopped the car before their house iVPa kLane-another and bigger wedding present

RanrTn^nh ''""t""'
'">''t'=^t-^-J by millionaire ChaunceyRandolph on his one fair daughter. Jack and MollyWinston had been married in New York in June, where Iwould have been -best man." had it not been fo Helen-had spent their honeymoon somewhere in the bride's native

:i :M
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country, and had come "home" to England only a h'ttle
more than a fortnight ago. Jack's father, Lord Bright-
helmston, had furnished the house as his gift to the bride
and as he is a famous connoisseur and collector his taste'
combmed with Lady Brighthelmston's management had
resulted in perfection. Already I had been taken from
cellar to attic and shown everything, so that to-ni"ht there
was no need to admire.

We went into the dining-room-why, I do not know
unless that sitting round a table in the company of friends
opens the heart and loosens the tongue. I have reason to
believe that on the table there were things to eat and
especially to drink, but I gave them the cut direct though
I recall vaguely the fizz of soda shooting from a syphon
and afterwards holding a glass in my hand.

'

" Do you mind my saying what I think of Lady Blantock
and her daughter?"' inquired Molly, with the meek sweet-
ness of a coaxing child. " Perhaps I oughtn't, but it would
be a relief to my feelings."

" I wonder if it would to mn,-^?" 1 remarked imperson-
ally, addressing the ancient tapestry on an opposite wall

" Let's try. and see," persisted Molly. " Calculating cats I

There! its out. I wouldn't have eaten their old dinner
except to please you. I've known them only thirteen
days, but I could have said the same thing when I'd
known them thirteen minutes. Indeed, I'm not sure I

Co:dU:^r " ''-' ^'^ '' °^ '-^'
' -*• L'-^'-'-s

"You did," replied the person addressed, answeri.;g with
a smile to the name which he had earned in playing the
part of Molly Randolph's c/iauffeur. in the making of their
love story.

" Women always know things about each other—the sort
of things the others don't want them to know," Molly went
on

;
" but there's no use in our warning men who think they

are m love with calculating cats, because they would be
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certain we were Jealous Of r. ,

7
you. Lord Lane if you l^adn't taT

' '^'°'"'^"'' ^^^ ^h.'s to
d<=nce a littie that nigt>t of mv fi .

?^ ''"'° >'°"^ =°nfi-

.----"'•.^t!p.:itvt?r3rHa.fto

JS^r£^— -.aiito.
And looking at Miss Blantock r •

things together."
o'antock. I noticed, and-I put

"Who would ever h „<. *i.

together?" ''-^^ «>°"ght of putting those two

I ten yot wLffsSdT"' ^"'^ ^^'--'^'^ to Jack-.ay

^
:'5'u-k ha?to'n:'sS'hr ^°"k"^--'-'-"he'd hinted that, while we Jere h. ^

^' '''°"* y°^- ^"d-
on a motor-car. you we'eTav.W?''

°"'' ^'^^' '"'"^"ce
skates at Davos, so I was inte'eld T°h

'°^^^^"= ^"^
that ball, and we were introduced ShJ " ' ^^" ""'' «
a Pr'ze white Persian kitten L "^^ P''^tty. but-
ciaws. She liked you, of clJe ^'^ '

''^° '' ''^ ''ttle
and good-looking. Be ides hJrfefh.

'" ^°" "^"^ yo""^
because he discovered a new micrnt

""' °"'^ '^"'^hted
you^e a .hearl,. as ., new^L^sTy^..- ^°"'^"''"^- -^ile

4ouTrr'"'-''"'^J-"ghed

-Xrr^:rsr4:[rc---3ee.toh..ve
and her mother had an ^ndLtl^^-'"'"

""'^" ^lantock
lilantock saying, -NelJ dear 1, ' ^ '^" *•''' ^^^^
encouragement up to a cerfJ'-

^°". ""^^ &'ve Lord Lane
to be a countess? but^onf'Km' '°' '^ ^^°"'^ ''^ -•-
knows what may happen nex l^ ?f°P"'" ^^f- ^ho
h^'Ppen was Sir Horace Jervcy on k'.

^'^"" "^at did
than you have pennies

'f,"^^'°"-«'ho has more pounds
the thought tha't thfwife o"'T K

^""^"'"^ ''-^^"-'h
So-and-So aa a countess Ihate

"£' " " '""^'^ '^d^'hate that grocer-man. ^ud as

j
11

iIhii
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fur Helen, you ought to thank heaven fasting for your
escape."

" Perhaps I shall some day, but that day is not yet," I

answered. " However, there is still Monte Carlo."

"Sliall you drown your sorrows in roulette?" asked
Molly, looking horrified.

" Who knows ?

"

" Don't let her misjudge you," cut in Jack. " Have you
forgotten what I told you about the Italian Countess,
Molly?"

" Oh, the Countess with whom Lord Lane used to flirt

at Davos before he met Miss Blantock ? Now I see. You
said you were going to Monte Carlo—hoping to make
Helen jealous ?

"

" I'm afraid some spiteful idea of the sort was in my
mind," I admitted. " But the Countess is fascinating, and
if she would be kind, Monte Carlo might effect a cure of
the heart as Uavos did of the lungs."

" I believe you're capable of marrying for pique. Oh,
if I could prove that you aren't, and never have been, in

love with Helen."

« It would be difficult."

" I will engage to do it if you'll take my prescription."

"What is that?"

"Cheerful society and amusement. In other words.
Jack's and my society, and a tour on our motor-car."

" What, make discord in the music of your duet ?
"

" Dear old boy, we want you," said Jack.
I was grateful. " I can't tell how much I thank you,"

I answered. "But I'm in no mood for companionship.
The fact is I'm stunned for the moment, but I fancy that
presently I shall find out I'm rather hard hit."

" No you won t, unless you mope," broke in Molly. " On
the contrary, you'll feel it less every day."

" Time will show," said I. " Anyhow, I must dree my
own weird—whatever that means. I don't know and

i
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rr' i^i'm
°^

'"T"" *''° '^'"^' ''"' it rounds appropriate

iere°"^ot t 'th
° ' "'"'"^ '°"' ^'"""^ "" ^

'-"'"*'

TwanrL r.^
^""°>""g necessity to eat and drink.

heard of with Tr^'
""^ "" "^" ^-^^P'^ ' "^^^^ ''"-- o'neard ot—with the exceptions named "

"One would think you were the only person disappointed in lovel" exclaimed Molly. "Why I have a

he tZ^ ^h., rf"
"'^^^^ ^"'^^^"'y- '^^^^"g in

Domt o? h\ "" ''^'*'"''' ^' if ^he had been on thepoint of betraying a state secret ; then her eyes brightened

tablett^M h *T''r° '''"'' ' '^^^ - *»'= dama ktablecloth. have thought of just the thing for you "
shesaid, apparently apropos of nothing. "Why don"t' vou

Sr^randd"""^- ? ?7 ^°"' '"^^^^^- ^^ -il'fr'omSwitzerland down into Italy, not over the high roads butdo a pass or two, and for the rest, keep to the footpathsamong the mountains, which would suit your mood ?''

The mule isn't a bad scheme," I replied. "A dirtvman .s an independent animal, but a clean man, or 2whose aim is to be clean, is more or less helpless If hehas a weakness for a sponge-bag, a clean shirt, and evening

haZer dh
"'"^ '"'° '''" ^ '°"S tramp, he must gonampered by a caravan o easts."

"One beast would do," said Molly practically "unlessyou^count the muleteer, and that de^nds upon'' his it

alo'ud.

'"^^°'^ "'"''*'^" ''""" dispositions," I reflected

th.'lf
"'"•^'''-

u''^'
'"'* "'""' i" America. But if youhmk my idea a bright one, reward it by going wi h Jackand me and Mercedes as far as Lucerne There ^u couldP'ck up your mule and your mule-man."

^

A -picker-up of unconsidered trifles,'" J Quoteddreamily. "Well, if you and Jack are wiling to toolme on your motor-car as far as Lucerne, I would be an
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ungrateful brute to refuse. But the difficulty is, I want to
turn a sulky back on my kind at once, while you "

" We're starting on the first," said Jack.
" What ! No Cowes !

"

" We wouldn't give up a day on the car for a cycle of
Cowes."

And so the plan of my consolation-tour was settled, in
the supreme court beyond which there is no appeal. But
man can do no more than propose, and woman even
American woman—cannot invariably "dispose" to the
extent of remaking the whole world of mules and men
according to her whim.

I

I



CHAPTER II

MERCEDES TO THE RESCUE

n,L r ^ *'^'"^ °" "y "^'^ automobile get-up was

r;:;atnLXuT' " '">'^'-^^>'-«^'^ -i^nL:;

whip^fn'J offT''
'" r" 'r^''""

"'- '"^"'" I demanded.Whipping off the goggles that made me look like a senileowl and facng him angrily, as he had a sadden need tocover his mouth with a decorous palm
" I beg your pardon, me lord," he said. "

It was com'n^on you sudden in them things. I never thought to see^oTme lord.m hotomobeel clothes-you who flways was sodown on the 'orrid machines " ^

iuZ'of'j''''^"'f
°"' ?^"^''"''

' ^"^^^'-d. f<^eling the

fclnf .1 ? ' ""P""^ ''^"^'- I '^''^ted my wrists

ttt Wi ^
e'^^tic wnd-cuffs. and shed the heavy cdthat Winston had insisted I should buy

I

"

f
""* ^°"

'"f ^ ''"''"d °^ "^^ '°'-^^- '°°. ™e lord." addedLocker, aware that he had me at a disadvantage.

ared'hrVsl'''!,''"
"-'^ °f -"--J-tification. '.You

Butafl I; r n
"^^^"^ "'°"Sl>t I should come to itBut all men fall sooner or later, and I have held out longer

1 !

i ii

s
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than most. Don't be afraid, though, that I'm going to have
a machine of my own. I haven't quite sunic to that, it

everybody else I know has. I'm only going across France
with Mr. Winston, and he says that even in August one
must become a living bundle on a very fast car. He has
a new Mercidis—the latest make. He tells me that when
he ' lets her out ' she does over seventy an hour."

"Wot miles, me lord!" Locker almost dropped the
coat of which he had disencumbered me.

" Kilometres. It's the speed of a good quick train."

It was strange
; but until the night of that hateful dinner

at the Carlton I had never been in a motor-car. Half my
friends had them, or meant to have them ; but in a kind
of lofty obstinacy I had refused to be " tooled down " to
Brighton or anywhere else. Fancying myself considerably
as a whip, id being an enthusiastic lover of horses, I had
taken up an attitude of hostility to their mechanical rivals,

and chuckled with malice whenever I saw in the papers
that any acquaintance had been hauled up for going beyond
" the legal limit."

But on the night of the Carlton dinner, when Mollv
Winston whirled me from Pall Mall to Park Lane, that
part of me which was not frozen by the grocer (the part
the psychologists call "the unconscious secondary self")
told me that I was having another startling experience,
apart from being jilted.

Winston is Uiy oldest friend, and when his letters were
mere p.xans in prai.'ie of automobilism, I looked upon his
fad with compassionate indulgence. Then we met in

London after his marriage, and between the confidences
which we had to exchange he managed to sandwich in

sonietliing about motor-cars. But I unkindly swept aside
the interpellation as unworthy of notice. When he sug-
gested a drive in the new car, I called up all my tact

to evade the invitation. If the active part of me had not
been stunned on the night when Helen threw me over, I

I
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of linH h ^ J
"^""^ " circimstances the opposite

mv?Tf ?t ""l""*"
""=• ""^ ' *" pledged to getmyself up hke a figure of fun, and sit glued for days to the

eel n°'IZ7' l°'""^.'
'"^""^"'"e

"> '^ine which' hated!

Still, I could confess the motor-car to my man withcomparative calmness. That I should fall wasrdouU
a Serisw'T"'

'° ''™
=
^'"''^^ ^ conscientious snoband

towards which the motor"wa; to'^Ie d tha't wal^^Shmg, and while Locker excavated me fr^m the mo
"

coat my mmd was busily devising means to keerthi

Tir"^°'''"=
"""^ '^''''^- f™-"'- fo' eve?,mere was but one way to do this

"I suppose, me lord, I am to travel with the 'eawW and take rooms at the end of the jourtyr ^
The crucial moment had come If , ™,„

existence without the girl hXes tho^7s'eTJmust be possible to live without a klet. "No Locter'

nd we'™?'- u"''"" T "!
""' '"'' ^- Winston^ g',

had often denved a quaint pleasure from the consciousness

m^:ii^
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that he despised my bookish habits and certain uncon-
ventionalities not suited to a " hearl," but one must draw
the line somewhere, and I drew it at the mule. I would
give a good deal rather than Locker should suspect me of
the mule.

It was arranged that we should leave from Jack's house
in Park Lane, and as we wanted to reach Southampton
early our start 'vas to be at nine o'clock. " In France,"
Jack had said to me, "we could reel off the distance almost
as quickly as the train, but in our blessed land, with its

twenty-miles-an-hour speed limit, its narrow winding roads,
;hiefly used in country places as children's playgrounds,
and its police traps, motoring isn't the undiluted joy it

ought to be. The thing is to prepare for the unexpected."
At half-past eight, at Jack's door, I bade an almost affec
tionate farewell to the last cab horse with which for many
wild weeks I should have business dealings. The un-
trammelled life before us seemed to be signalised by the
lonely suit-case which was the one article of luggage I was
allowed to carry on the motor. A portmanteau was to
follow me vaguely about the Continent, and I had visions
of a pack to supersede the suit-case when my means of
transport should be a mule. Sufficient for the motor was
the luggage thereof, however, and when my neat leather
case was deposited in Jack's hall I was rewarded with
Molly's approving comment that it would " make a lovely
footstool."

We had breakfast together as though nothing dreadful
were about to happen, and I heartened myself up with
strong coffee. I5y the time we had fini.shed, and Molly had
changed herself from a radiant girl into a cream-coloured
mushroom with a thick, straight, pale brown stem, the
Thing was at the door—Molly's idol, the new goddess,
Mercedes, with its votive priest pouring incense out of a
long-no.sed oil-can, and waving a polishing rag for some
other mystic rite.
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This servant of the Merc^dis answered to the name of
Gotteland, and having learned from Jack that he had
started hfe as a jockey in Hungary. I thought evil of him
for abandoning the horse for a machine. He evidently
belonged to that mysterious race of beings called suddenly
into existence by a vast new industry; mysterious, because
how or why a man drifts or jumps into the occupation of
chauffeur is never explained to those who see only the
finished article. Jack praised him as a model oUkauffeury
accomplishments, among which were a knowledge of sc.-n-
teen languages, more or less, to say nothing of dialects and
a temper warranted to stand a burst tyre, a disordered
silencer, an uncertain ignition, and -incidentally-a
broken heart, all occurring at the same time. Despite
these alleged perfections, I distrusted the cosmopolitan
apostate on principle, and was about to turn upon his
leather-clad form a disapproving gaze, when I dimly
realised that it would be a case of the pot calling the
kettle black. Instead, I smiled hypocritically as we " took
a I00.V ' at the car before lending it our lives.
"1 hope the brute isn't vicious, doesn't blow up or

ex-^lode or shed its safety-valve, or anything," I remarked

credit^
^""°"^"^^* ^^'''^' '" ^^^ circumstances, did me

Gotteland answered with the pitying air of the profes-
sional for the amateur. "The one thing an automobile
cai! t do, sir, is to blow up."

I was glad to hear this, in spite of the strong coffee • but
on the other hand, there were doubtless a great many
equally disagreeable things which it could do. Of course
|l It were satisfied with merely killing me neatly and

ilnt''' K^""
''" ''^'

' ^'^""'^ "°' ^'-^' '"deed,
«ould be rather grateful than otherwise. But there were
Objections, even for a jilted lover, to be smeared along theM and picked up, perhaps, without a nose or the
proper complement of legs or vertebra.
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" Anyhow, th'- beast has a certain meretricious beauty,"

I admitted. ' Thosi red cushions and all that bright metal
work give an effect of luxury."

Gotteland revenged his idol with another smile. " Ama-
teurs do notice such things, sir," said he, "professionals
don't care much about the body, it's the motor that
interests them:' He lifted a sort of lattice which muzzled
the dragon's mouth, disclosing some bulbous cylinders and
a tangle of pipes and wires. " It's the dtrnier cri. That
engine will work as long as there's a drop of essence in the
carburetter, and will carry you at forty miles an hour with-
out feeling a hill which would .set many cars groaning and
puffing. It will do the work of twenty horses "

"Yet I shouldn't be really surprised if one horse had to
tow it some day," I murmured more to myself than to
him, but Molly heard me through her mushroom.

"You'll apologise to Merc^dis for your doubts of her
soo.i, for motors are their own missionaries," she siid, her
eyes laughing through a triangular talc window. "You
will have learned to love her before you know what has
happened, just as you would the real Merc^dis if you could
see her."

Curious, I thought, that Molly, knowing my state of
mind, should be constantly weaving into our conversation
some allusion to the namesake and giver of her car. I had
never in my life been less interested in the subject of
extraneous girls, and with all Molly's tact it seemed strange
that she should noi recognise this. However, she did not
appear to expect an answer, and we were soon settled in

the car, Molly, as I have said, looking like a graceful
fungus growth. Jack and I like haggard goblins.

Molly was to drive, and Jack insisted that I should sit

in one of the two absurdly comfortable armchair arrange-
ments in front. The chauffeur was presently to curl like a
tendril round a little crimson toadstool at our feet, and Jack
took the tonneau in lonely state. This was, no doubt, an



AIERCED^S TO THE RESCUE 17
act of fine self-abncKation on his part, nevertheless I couldhave envied him his snug retirement from my place of

friTwiirSer^s.''--' '" ^'°""°-- '"^^y-'^ -
Physically we were very snug, however. The luccacre

vvas fitted mto spaces especially made for it; long baske".

guide-bocks for the tour, and (as Molly remarked in thelanguage of her childhood) a "few nice little 'eaties' tomake us mdependent on the way."

MoTv'^!,-r'
also a sort of glorified tea-basket containing.

Molly said, a chafing-dish, without which no self-respectine
American wonian ever travelled, and by whose aid wonder-
fu dishes could be turned out at five minutes' notice, in ashipwreck, on a desert island, or while a tyre was being

GotL'nn"''"'*"^ u"'"''''^!
"'y ''''' ^'" «"d testament.Goteland gave a short, sharp twist to the dragon's tailwhich happened to be in front. Instantly, a heart beean

to throb, throb, the ./.,«^.«. sprang to hisLdstoo
, Mol"moved a lever which said " R-r-rtch," pressed one of hermall but determined American feet on something, and thlcar gave a kind of smooth, gliding leap forward ^s if sentspinning from an unseen giant's hand.

Though it was but just alter nine, the early omnibus hadgathered its tribute of toiling or shopping w'lrms, and wastoo prevalent m Park Lane for my peace of mind. Therewere also enormous drays which looked, as our frail barkpassed under their bows, like huge Atlantic liners Thehansoms were fierce, black sharks skimming viciouslymd us, and ther. were other monsters whose formslad no time to analyse; but into the midst of thisse^tli.ng ocean Molly pitilessly hurled us. How we slippedmo spaces half .r own width and came out sca'^ess

must soon tire of sparmg us, we tempted it so often
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" Here's a smash," I said to myself grimly at the comer

of Hamilton I'lace, and it flashed through my brain with
a mixture of self-contempt and pity that my last thought
before the end would be one of sordid satisfaction, because
a fortnight ago I had reluctantly paid an accident assurance
premium.

My fingers yearned with magnetic attraction towards
the arms of the seat, but with all that was manly in me
I resisted. I wreathed my face with a smile which, though
stiff as a plaster mask, was a useful screen ; and as South
African tan is warranted not to wear off during a lifetime,

I could feel as pale as I pleased without visible disgrace.
" How do you like it ? " asked Molly.

"Glorious," I breezily returned.

" Ah, I thought you would enjoy it when—as they say
of babies—you ' began to take notice.' The other night, of
course, you were—a little absent-minded. Besides, it was
dark, and the streets were dull and empty. A motoi is

just as nice as a horse, isn't it? Do say so, if only to

please me."

Now I knew why victims of the Inquisition told any lie

which happened to come handy. I said that it was
marvellous how soon the thing got hold of one, and
Molly's mushroom reared itself proudly.

"That is because you are so brave," said the poor
deceived girl. "Of course, it's having been a soldier, and
all that. People who've been in battle wouldn't think any-
thing of a first motor experience." (" Oh, wouldn't they ?

"

I inwardly chortled.) " But do you know, Lord Lane, I've

actually seen men who were quite brave in other ways feel

a little queer the first time they drove in an automobile
through traffic, or even in quiet country roads. I don't

suppose you can understand it."

" I couldn't," I replied valiantly, " were not imagination

the first ingrcriient of sympathy. But—er—don't you think

that omnibus in front is rather large—near, I mean ? You
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mustn't exert yourself to talk, you know, for my sake, if you
need to give your whole attention to driving."

" I like to talk. It's no exertion at all," said Molly, and
I fancy I replied with some base flattery, though by this
time that smile of mine was so hard you could have
knocked it ofl" with a hammer.
"The first day I went throuRh trafHc," she continued

"my toes had the funniest sensation, as if they were turn-
ing up in my shoes. One seemed to come so awfully near
everything, without any horses in front."
At this very moment my own toes happened to be

pasted back on my insteps; yet I laughed heartily at the
suggestion, and to my critical ear there was only a slight
hollowness in the ring, although before us now loomed
a huge railway van. It was loaded with iron bars, their
rusty ends hanging far out and sagging towards the road-
way, enough to frighten the gentlest automobile. Ours
seemed far from gentle, and besides, we could not possibly
stop in time to avoid impalement on the iron spikes. Molly
and I, if not Jack and the chauffeur, must surely die a
peculiarly unpleasant and unnecessary death in the morn-
m<; of our lives, just as other more fortunate people were
starting out safe and happy, in exquisitely be-.utiful omni-
buses, to begin their day's pleasure. And Molly believed
because I had been in a few battles, with nothing wor.se
than the bee-like buzzing of some innocent bullets in my
ears, that I should be callous in a motor-car.
However, the bravest soldiers are those who feel fear

and fight despite it. I maint.iin that I deserved a Victoria
Cross for the grim smile which did not leave my lips as
I braced myself for the death-dealing blow. But as in a
dram one finds without surprise that the precipice over
which one is hanging by an eyebrow has obligingly trans-
formed Itself into a bank of violets, so did the dragon which
had been whirling us to destruction magically change into
» swan-hke creature, skimming just out of harm's way.

I .-i|

' 1
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I now reflected with a vague sense of self-disgust that

instead of being glad to leave the world which had denied
me Helen, I had felt distinctly annoyed at the necessity
had not given a thought to my lost love, and had been
thankful for the mere gift of life without her.

" I'm so glad you don't think I'm reckless," said Molly,
as quietly as though we had not passed through a crisis •

and, indeed, to this day I do not believe she would admit
that we had. " I'm really very careful

; Jack says I am.
He takes tremendous risk sometimes, or at least it seems
sr when you're not driving. "You'll see the difference
wi:en Ms in front."

I refrained from comment, but I had never valued Jack's
friendship less, and I was in the act of concocting a tele-
gram jm Locker which might recall me to London, when
from the speed of the Scotch express we slowed down to a
pace which would have been mean even for a donkey. We
continued this rate of progression for a peaceful, but all

too brief, interval, then in the line of traffic opened a
narrow canal which I hoped might escape Molly's eye.
But there was no such luck. She saw ; we leaped into it]

raced down it, and before I could have said " knife," or any
other equally irrelevant word of one syllable, we had left

everything else behind.

I expected to be (to put it mildly) as uncomfortable as
I had been before my short respite, yet, strange to say
this was not the case. I did not know what was the
matter with me, but suddenly I seemed to be enjoying
myself The tension of my muscles relaxed, as if a string
which had held them tight, like the limbs of a jumping
jack, had been let go. I leaned back against the crimson
cushion of my seat with a new and singular sense of well-
being. Once, as a volunteer in South Africa, I had f-lt

the same, when after having a splinter of bone taken out,

under chloroform, 1 had waked up to be told it was all over.

This wasn't over, but somehow I didn't want it to be.
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motor-cars It wa<: m fi,^

H':':eaiy raised my opinion of

close behind a hansom bowhn! 7 ^"'^ ""' "^ S"'^-^

Traffic on our right proventSn^- f
"^ '' ' ''"""^

P^'^'^"

had j.t remarJdl^vT^ "^ rtor^.tcK^h
"^

pr:.^-rir:neSt;-^^^^

clawing at the shiny roof of the cab S f
"^

-f

'''''

and pathetic frock-c'oat, shot "omlhetS IL'S
'^'

Mercury; and this time it seemed that nJv ^'"^
keep the swift Merc^d^s from Vm

.*'''" "°'hmg could

su<ldenly arrested a few fS^hetr^''"-"
''^ ^^"^"^'^ '"-

But I reckoned without Molly. Her h'ttl^ „i j u

M- .,.„„ «..,. ,H„ ^;, „42^ M„,,,^,K„.

With the fall of the horse, Jack rose .n .u .
>v.th the instinct of protection ovS Mollv l^Vr"''"not a word till she had guided the ca/to s.f ? ^ '^'^

e'-v= her a little congratulatory oat on .f^' u''""
'^^

Good girl
;
that was perfec Couldn't h u "l°"''^"'--

he murmured. We waiteci u^tM u ^
''^ ^^^" ^^^^'"

n.an nor horse was bad y hur
'

Tn'd then""
'}'' """^"

-«rkSr i::^.:s,^t:::d^:i;f
•'^'^

-

i«d not a wheel to stand upon!
*'""' '^*'"'='>'"
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When we were clear of Kingston, and winging lightly

along the familiar Portsmouth Road, with its dark pines

and purple gleams of heather, I began to feel an exhilara-

tion scarcely short of treacherous to my principles. We
were now putting on speed, and running as fast as most

trains on the South Western, yet the sensation was far

removed from any I had experienced in travelling by rail,

even on famous lines, which give glorious views if one does

not mind cinders in the eye, or the • chance of having

one's head knocked off like a ripe apple. I seemed to be

floating in a great opaline sea of pure, fresh air ; for such

dust as we raised was beaten down from the tonneau by

the screen, and did not trouble us. Our speed turned the

country into a panorama flying by for our amusement;

and yet, fast as we went, to my surprise I was able to

appreciate every feature, every incident of the road. Each

separate beauty of the way was tnreaded like a bead on

a rosary.

Here was Sandown Park, which I had regarded as the

goal of a respectable drive from town, with horses, but we
were taking it, so to speak, in our first stride. Esher was

no sooner left behind than quaint old sleepy Cobham came
in view ; between there and Ripley was but a gliding step

over a road which slipped like velvet under our wheels.

Then a fringe of trees, netted across a blue, distant sea of

billowing hills, some scattered houses, a quaint street, and

we were sailing under Guildford's suspended clock.

It was somewhere near one when Molly brought the

car gently to a standstill by the roadside, and announced

that she would not go a yard farther without lunch. The

chauffeur successfully took up the part of butler at a

moment's notice, busying himself with the baskets, spread-

ing a picnic cloth under a shady tree, and putting a bottle

of Graves to cool in a neighbouring brook. Meanwhile

Molly was doing mysterious things with her chafing-dish

•nd several little china jars. By the time that Jack and
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I had, with awkward alacrity, bestowed plates glasseskmves, and forks on tlie most hummocky LrS'ns of th.'c oth. wh.te-and.rosy flakes of lobster , iTZ°l^sinimenng appet.singly in a creaming froth

^
1 was deeply interested in this cult of the chafincr ^; u

"Can t you imagine the programme if we ha.i <rr>n» *

\" '

M K
"'^' ^''''' P-"d of his bride' hlnd^^lfr*!

t V,"'"{,7.''
deprecatingly: 'What can you give us forlunch?' What would he have replied?"

«'ve us for

"There's only one possible answer to that rnnn.j
and it doesn't take any guessing," saTd I ."he

™'^'
would have been: 'Cold 'am or beef sir .h •<

'^^

choose to waif Those words are ioblblvn'w 'k
'^°"

spoken to some hundreds of sad tLeUers t, f .
"^

than our favoured and ..-Ivan selves'"'
°''""^"=

" If you would like to have a chafincr ^- u

" I'm no duke," said I.

"Earls aren't to be despised, if there are n„ ^ ihandy." said Molly. "Besides, it's gcS a ittle oh
'

to marry a duke." '' obvious

e.'™?J "'' "^" '-" "'"' "> -* • '*"f-'.-

n poetry and serials, which must be r;n
^^\ ^^'^^ '"^^^

yo.Ve really poor, because if^yo'u'.l^ Tn^™ 1^"

ii'l

ni
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always take a reef in your belt, while mere plain men haveno such recourse. Have you got yours on now ? "

n.L ," '"
n"'" 'm''^ n

" ''' "° ^°^^ ^^"^ '"y being
penmless. Jack w.ll tell you I'm obliged to let my deafold house m Oxfordshire; and the only luxuries I can
afford are a few horses and a few books. I prefer them tonecessities—smce I can't have both."

I thought that Molly might laugh, but instead, shelooked abnormally grave. "Jack told me," she said "howwhen you and he came over to America six or seven yearsago to shoot big game, you avoided girls for fear peoolemight suppose your alleged bear hunt was really an heiress
hunt. I forgive Jack, because that was in the dark ages
before he knew there was a Me. But why should a girlbe shunned by nice men solely because she is an heiress?
Can^t she be as pretty and lovable in herself as a poor

• M '',?
"

r' "
' '^P''^^' ^'"Phasising my words with a look

.n Molly's face. " No doubt she often is. But I doSsome American girls who marry men from our side thewater woudn't let the papers advertise their weddings as
functions (sounds like obscure working of physical

organs) attended by the families of their exclusive ac

doll'rror'so.'""''''
"''" '""P"'^ *°^'=*^^' " '''"'°" °f

" I know. It's as if they were prize pigs at a fair and

M^n .?°A
''"P°^'^"'== «^<=ept for their dollars," sighedMolly. "And then the detectives to watch the present! 1If

s
disgusting^ B„t some of our newspapers are'^like MrHyde. Poor Dr. Jekyll can't do anything with him ; andanyhow, you needn't think we're all like that I have afriend who is one of the greatest heiresses in America, butshe hates her money. It has made her veiy unhappytoough she's only twenty-one years old. If y^u could sil"M^ with her lovely, strange, sad face, and big wfstfu
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anips," I was rude enough to br« I, '=""'; '"'^'^ ^"^y'^^e
I saw what Mistress MJly lou dt,'"-^ ' '^"""^ '^at
heart was not of the rubberlall H

" "^ *°' ^"'^ ">/
'" the rebound. If Moily chtr hid

"'''"°" '° "^ '^^"g'^t
spnng,ng her peerless frfend wtcll.

""'' '"'^""°" °f
th.s tour, which she had orlXL .

"P°" "^ ^"""g
eve.one concerned that thXSou^^^^^^^^^^^^^

be^Tupprse^-rdl Itr-''-' '^'^ ^'-^'^^^ to
-orse. Toato^e.Idiir/StoT'^''^ ''^'"^^ °f
^vay to Southampton I pr^iseH .

f^f^able. All
^ >" Particula;,. admS th.T 7"? '" '"" ^^""^1
h^'f a conve;t. rjfj^' l"J^^; fv

I had
U«t the divine Mo-V had LSe;t?-S;;



CHAITER III

MY LESSON

" The broad read thai stretches."—R. L. Stevenson.

FORTY-EIGHT hours later we drove out of Havre,
bound for Paris and Lucerne, where I was to " pick

up " that mule, and become a lone wanderer on the face of
the earth. Gotteland had seen to the shipping of the car
from Southampton, while v/e spent a day on the crowded
sands at Trouville, where I was so lucky as to meet no one
I knew.

It was only now, Winston said, that I should realise to
the full the joys of motoring, impossible to taste under
present conditions in England. Our way was to lie along
the Seine to Paris, and Jack recalled to us Napoleon's
saying that « Paris, Rouen, and Havre form only one city,
of which the Seine is the highway."

Last year these two had seen the country of the Loire
together under curious and romantic conditions, and now
Molly was to be shown another great river of France.
We changed places in the Merc(5dfes, like players in the old
game of "stage coach." Sometimes Molly had the reins,
and I the seat of honour by her side. Sometimes Jack
drove with Molly beside him, I in the tonneau; then I knew
that they were perfectly happy, though Gotteland and I

could hear every word they said, and their talk was gener-
ally of what we passed by the way, occasionally interspersed
by a " Do you remember ?

"

»6
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Now if there is an insufferable companion under the

ly dinVtr""^
"-ll-informed person." who continu!

Th.s I resent, for I flatter myself that I was born knowinsa good many exceptionally interesting anH excitingtSwh.ch can't be learnt by studying J^story. geograVhy o

taken the trouble to house in his memory an enormousnumber of facts, "those brute beasts of the languTge"has so tamed and idealised the creatures as to mak! themnot only tolerable but attractive. I can even he"r h m teHthings wh,ch I myself don't know or have forgotten without mstantly w.shing to throw a jug of water !t his gTod-ookmg head; mdeed. I egg him on, and have been temptedto jot down a sp.cy item of information on my shirt

getting It oft as my own.
Whenever Molly or I admired any object, natural orartificial, it seemed that Jack knew all about it Sheshowed a flattering interest in everything he said, and firedby her compliments, he suddenly exclaimed : -I^ook he^Molly, suppose we don't hurry on in the way we've belnpanning to do? Last year we had that wonderfuTcha!"

a d n h t''"'"".'"
^""""^ '° ^how us what kS;and noble life was in dim old days. Now all along fheSeme and near ,t. we shall have some splendid chufchesnstead of castles. We can hold a reveUlmost an otvof ma„,„f,

, ecclesiastical architecture if' we like to spendthe time. I've got Ferguson's book and Parker's anvhowand why shouldn't we run off the beate.i track ?'''
"^ '

No dearest." said his wife gently but firmly and 1cotild have hugged her. My bump of reveren e 'foriheGothic m all its developments is creditably k^e b t inmy present " lowness of mind." ..s Molly would sfy a lon^proce..o„ of cold, majestic cathedrals w'ould ha::";ed fme to a hmp grey pulp. - No," Molly went on, "
I can't



a8 THE PRINCESS PASSES
help thinking that the churches would be a sc-t of anti-
climax after our beloved, warm-blooded chateaux. It
would be like being taken to sec your great-Rrandmother's
grave when you'd been promised a mating. You know
we engaged to get Lord Lane into his lonely fastnesses as
soon as possible."

" I don't believe Monty's in any hurry for them," said
Jack, crestfallen. " You ask him if

"

"He'd be too polite to be truthful. No, I'm sure edel-
weiss will do him more good than rose windows, and
mountain air than incense."

As she thus prescribed for my symptoms she gazed
through her talc window with marked particularity into
her " Lightning Conductor's " ungoggled face. It wore a
puzzled expression at first, which suddenly brightened into
comprehension. "Do they repent having brought me
along and want to get rid of me?" I asked myself. I
could scarcely believe this. They were too kind and
cordial; still, something in the look exchanged between
them hinted at a secret which concerned me, and my
curiosity was pricked. Nevertheless, I was grateful to
Molly, whatsoever her motive might be, for hurrying on to
Pans. Fond as I was of the two, their happy love, con-
stantly though inadvertently displayed before my eyes
was not a panacea for the wound which they were tryin<^
to cure, and I stin longed for high Alpine solitudes.

_
I had let myself drift into a gloomy thought-land when

It occurred to Jack that I had better learn to drive No
doubt the dear fellow fancied that I "wanted rousing" and
certainly I got it. Luckily, as a small boy I had taken an
interest in mechanics to the extent of various experimen' ^

actively disapproved of by my family, and the old fire was
easily relit. I listened to his harangue in mere civility
at first, then with a certain eagerness. MoHy sat in the
tonneau, Jack driving, full-petrol ahead, and I beside him.We talked motor talk, and he forgot the churches, except
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impressions of roads In,? ,»
'""" "'"'= '>'"''"<=''

roads
f°ads_long, strange, curiously individual

-crets tole kne v hef s'^ inTv'l'^'' "^'"V''''^"
"^ "^^

moods, her autumn dreams h^f r'""'
''"' ^°^* ^""""^'

vaunted my faithf^ln s t' h Z'ulT''' P
' '

'^^'^

prime of summer, giving me of h k
" ''"'''""^ '"

warmed to her, and ! ^Ldhe''';„;
of h^'^H

'"^
mysteriously characteristic a, tZ ^ / ^^"^ '"''^*'

loved woman's la's ,f
"^^

l^*^"^""
P«'-f"">e of some

betvveer, the rowso .nl 7" ^\°"°"' '° ^P'" °". °n

Roman the., -e. almost the sortrealre of the"" f
''^

sessed by Northern Europe. We stared ^h """I
P°'-

goggles at the castle where th. r!;
1'°"^^ ""^

-mhled .arons hltremetrrZ^'E^^^^^^^^^

^j' H';:

'^'

lil
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that I wished to stamp it firmly in my mL-mory. Such
mental photographs are convenient wlien one courts sici-p

at night, and has grown weary of counting uncc ntable

sheep jumping over a stile.

Uej'ond Candcbcc we sailed along a road running high

on the shoulder of the hill, with wide vitws over the

serpentine writhings of the Seine. Here Jack urged a

turning aside for St. VV'andrille, or at least for the Abbey
of Jumitges, poetic with memories of Agues Sorel, whose
heart lies in the keeping of the monks, though her body
sleeps at Loches. lint Molly would countenance no
loitering. Her body, she said, should sleep at Paris that

night.

We held strr ;:ht on, therefore, keeping to a road at the

foot of whit.' 13, sometimes near the river, sometin ?s

leaving it. Quickly enough to please even this unaccount-

ably impatient Molly, we had measured off the fifty miles

separating Havre from Rouen, and slowed down for the

venerable streets of the Xorman capital.

" I suppose even you will want to give half an hour to

the cathedral which I love best in France? "Jack inquired,

looking back at Molly as he turned from the quay up the

Rue Grand I'ort. and stopped in the mellow shade of an

incomparable pile which towered above us.

Molly's n..;shroom, however, was agitated in dissent.

She has an American chin, and an American chin spells

determination. We could not see it, but we knew that it

meant business. "You and I will spend hours in the

cathedral another time," she said. " But now " she

did not finish her sentence, yet again a look of compre-
hension lighted up Jack's face, which for the moment was
innocent of goggles.

"Molly is so keen on the Maid," said he, "that she can't

forgive Rouen for not really being the scene of the trial

and the burning. But never mil , since she wills it, we'll

shake the dust off our Michclins, and when we get outside
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you will have gone far enough in your motoring lesson,
I think, to try drivinj;."

VVIiat the last hour had not taught me in theory (thanks
to him) of coils and accumulators, electro-magnets, and
other things was scarcely worth learning. I seemed almost
to have looked throu-h glass walls into the cylinders, at
the fussy little pistons working under control of the
"governor "-a tyrant, I felt sure. I had already formed
a mature opinion on the question of mechanically operated
mlet valves (which sounded di.sagreeably surgical), and
was able to judge what their advantage ought to be over
those of the old type, worked by the suction of the piston
I could imagine that more than half the fun of owning
a motor-car would lie in understanding the thing inside
and out ; and I said so.

"It's a little like controlling the elements" Jack
answered. " Think of the difference in this machine when
Its asleep-cold and quiet, an engine mounted on a frame
—a tank of water, a reservoir of cheap spirit, a pump, a
radiator, a magnet, some geared wheels fitting together
a lever or two. My man twists a handle. On the instant
the machine leaps into frenzied life. The carburetter
sprays its vapour into the explosion chamber, the magnet
flashes its spark to ignite it, the cooling water bathes^the
hot walls of the cylinders, a thing of nerves and ganglions
and iron, tireless muscles, is panting eagerly at" your
service. You move this lever, you press your foot lightly
on this pedal; the engine transfers its power to the
wheels

;
you move. The carriage with you and your

Iricnds is borne at railway speed across continents You
can hurl yourself at sixty miles an hour along the great
high roads, you can crawl like a worm through the traffic
of cities."

By the time Jack had finished this harangue we had
climbed the hill out of Rouen, and were on the fine but
acadenU high road that leads past Boos and Pont St
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I'ierre. Soon we would reach Les Andclys and Chateau
Gaillard. Still Jack was not quite ready to let me put my
newly acquired knowledge into practice. There was a hill

of some consfiiucnce btrfore Mantes, which we had to
reach by way of La Roche Guyon and Limay. After that
there would be only what the route-books call fortes
omlulatiotts, and under the stronghold of Lion Heart
himself (an appropriate spot, forsooth !) I was to try my
hand at dr;ii,'on driving.

Winston brou^jht the car to a standstill at the foot of
the mouldering ruins of Richard's " Saucy Castle," and as
we looked up and up at the towering battlements, the huge
flanking towers, and the ponderous citadel, the dark mass
on the lofty rock, set in the sunny landscape like a blood-
stone in a gold ring, seemed to be an epitome in stone of
life in the Middle Ages.

I uttered every idea that came int' my mind concerning
the ruin, and squeezed my brain for more, till my head felt

like a drained orange ; not that I enjoyed hearing myself
talk, or thought that Jack and Molly would do so, but
because they could not well interrupt the flow of my
eloquence to remind me of the reason of our stop.

At last, however, silence fell upon us. It was a shock
to me when Molly broke it. " Oh, Lord Lane, have you
forgotten that this is where you're to begin driving? The
road is nice and broad here."

I put on a brave air, as one does at the dentist's. "
I

hope that you're not afraid I shall run you into a ditch?"
1 asko !, laughing. " I don't believe, after all, it can be any
worse than steering a toboggan down a good run, or

driving a fuur-in-hand with one's eyes shut, as I did once
for a wager on a road 1 knew as I knew my own hat."

" I'erhai)s it isn't exactly worse," said Molly, " still, I

think you'll find it different."

I did.

Meanwhile, *'-\vever, Winston was cheering me on.
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"You'll find stecrin- the simplest thi.,- in the world,
really he assured me. There's no car so sensitive as
tnis.

1 he faster you go, the easier it is
"

filr"' ^'!'T,!"'''^
'^"" "" "y '" f^°^'-- that, just at

first I cried Molly, with an affected little -asp
" No. no, certainly he won't, my child. 1 le won't co ofT

a walk until he's sure of himself and the car. You neerh.'t
be fnghtene<l. I know my n.an, o, I shouldn't trust him

read r"
^°"' ^^"'"^'^"- ^'"^ ^^""^ ^''^"tj-, are you

I had never before sufficiently realised the solemnity <,f
hat word "now. It suun.lc, I in my ears lil<e a knell, butIswanowed hard and echco.l it. To do myself justice.
hough, I don't thmk I was afraid. I was only in a funk
that I shouhl do somothin- stupid, and be disgraced for
ever m the eyes of Molly Winston. However, I p i«ted
.t couldn t be so very bad. Molly herself, and even Jackhad had to learn. Winston had expl.uned to me several
imes the purpose of all the different levers, and at Irast

I shouldnt touch the br.ke handle when I wanted tochange th > -peed.

.
-K- .; t

. grip the wheel so ti-htly," said Jack, and
.ecu... an, .re that 1 had been clin;.jing to it as if it were

a orlorn hope. "A light touch is best, you know; it's
rather hke stcermg a boat. A very sli^yht movement does
". and in half an hour it has got to be automatic. Of
course, we always start on the lowest-that is, the firstspeed—and with the throttle nearly shut"
Mine was in much the same con<lition, but 1 managed
imitter something as I moved the lever and touched the

Clutch-pedal with a care.ss as timid as a falling snowfiake
Almost apologetically I slid the lever into position, and let

,n' k'.
^?'"'^'^°^^ ^ ''"^ ""' ^'^P^'^'-'l it t° answer

"soon, but. as If ,t disliked being patted by a stranger.
he dragon took the bit between its teeth and IM
r.ung on and did things more by instinct than by skill



34 THE PRINCESS PASSES
for the beast was hideously h'the and strong, a thousand
times stronger and wilder than I had dreamed
Every faculty of body and brain was concentrated on

first keeping the monster out of the ditch on the offside,
then the ditch on the near. My eyes expanded until theymust have filled my goggles. We waltzed, we v avered

Tannd """ "^^ °""^''^ ^^^ ^"'"^ ''" "'^ ^'"'""Ss of its

I fully expected that Winston would pluck me like anoxious weed, from the driver's seat, where I had taken
root, and snatch the helm himself; but, strange to relate
I remained unmolested. Jack confined his interference toan occasional "Whoa" or "Steady, old boy"; while inthe tonneau so profound a silence reigned that, if I had

MollvTo he
""""' °' '"^'""^'

'
^'^°"''^ '^^^ ^"PP°-dMolly to be swooning.

"Why don't you curse me, and put me out of mymisery? I gasped, when I had, by a miracle, avoided atree-trunk as large as a house, which I had seen deliber-
ately step out of Its proper place to get into my way

Curse you, my dear fellow ? You're doing splendidly "
said Jack. "You deserve praise, not blows.^ I did a lotworse when I began."

Thus encouraged, I gained confidence in myself and the
machine. Almost at once I was conscious of improve-
ment, in mastering the touch of the wheel. Soon I was
imitating a straight line with fair success, subject to a few
graceful deviations. I realised that, after all, we were notgoing very fast, though my sensation at starting had been
that of hanging on to a streak of greased lightning

T K^""" ^^f^^
^°' "'"'^ ^°'^'^' '° conquer, and when

Jack reminded me that we were on the first speed I pro-
nounced myself equal to an experiment with the second.He made me practise taking one hand from the wheellookmg about me a little, and trying to keep the c.r
straight by feeling rather than by sight. When I had
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3' iiplished these feats anH h,A ,

^^
gnef (even though we p' seH "'J

^'°''^^' "«^ "^ to

;

been drawn by I ZSlfiZ '"'"'"' ^"<^ ^ had

.

each one as ifit hadTen th" loT;:
'° '"^'^^ '"'^^'"^

or the candle to my mo^ jlck Si ' '° '"^ "^^'"«.
my request. ^' •'*'''' ""^"y consented to grant

.wtdtrvaTt o^^eti-^f ^"'^
^ '-" '' ^ -=

within an ace of los^nfhfs held T" ''%"='^^- --
clutch pedal, pulled the lever fff.' .• ^"T^"^ ^°^^" the
and very gradually opened the throM°"''''^

'°^^^^^^ '"«.
it- In spite of my camion hn

' '? "' "°' '° startle
instant we were realfy ^o^l "l ^T'^u ^ *°"^ht for an
horizon which had been avfilf °"r

"" °"^^^ ^''^e of the
ahead alarmingly, hut ZtX! '°' '°

'r^'
^e shot

'U'prise I found that Ja k h.d 2 '""^ "' ^^" «"
easier to steer on the second 1 ^

«aggerated. It u-as
had merely to tickle theXSh m'V"

'""^ '''' '
ghdmg swan-hke this way or tlr Tn K

^^'' '° ''"'^ "«
n.gh run over a chicken

; but Iwould h
'"'^ ' ^''^ ^^'l-

w.th .t till it was black in thefecelr
'"'"""''^

'° ^^^"«
f necessary) that the proper place fo T^^ '° ''''^'"°"'

on Its own silly head, not mTne
' '''°°^ ^^°"ld be

JackfdtXnsVhrf^\Cr\'----ed further to

'
had to do was^ouXchandttlT^T'^^^-'^"

"pon the car would stop a "fhL "''"''' '"'"'"
Molly in the Fulham Hoad how'^'

'"'°"' '= '' ^'^ f°r
the foot brakes had a way of ob^v ""T

"°' ^°'^'' "^at
not be applied with violence hf'",^

''"''='>'• ^"<^ "'"^t
pull the brake lever by m^ h

'

51 ' T' '"""'"'^^ to

f
^top; how it acted'^.rexp"fdinr '"^ '' ' ^^"'ed

faces of drums, which were onlhe k^ T^u °" '^' ''"^We
"'-e poor concealed Tees fo,

' "''"^ (' ^'d pity
"euralgic, somehow), and T '

u d it '^''"'P^'O'^ was
any speed.

'
' '=°"''' '°ck them at almost

r(- H

fft ' H ,1

'i. 1
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" I want to get on the third, and then I'll try the fourth,

thank you," I interpolated impatiently. " More, more

!

Faster, faster ! Whew ! this knocks spots out of the Ice

Run at Drives I"

" Let hira have his way. Jack
!

" cried Molly, speaking

for the first time. " Hurrah ! the motor microbe's in his

blood, and never, never will he get it out again."

" Full speed ahead, then," said Jack.

I took him at his word. I could have shouted for joy.

The Mercedes was mine, and I was the Mercddfes'.



CHAPTER IV

fOTS. KEl-ILES, AND ffrHEE THINGS

' A httfc hutlery, and therein
A little bin,

Which keeps my little loaf of bread
Unchipt, unHead

;

°

a motor-car, I should have Ion ./^^ '° ''°P ''"^i"?
lunatic. It was only beca'JTatl ."'m.'™ ^^ ^ P°''''«
e dared to let me^nd because . "^T '''''' '^^'^

Molly that after all I was not fn T ^'^^"""^ '° '^"
reach Paris or anywhere else that I fV'' ''""•'^ *°

romthedriver-sseatoftheMtcS' ."/"^ '°'^ '"y^e'f

' had not reached the staL wh
,^'^^«™-'-ds, though

'he soul, I sat wondering whrtlhere°"""" '^ ^""'^ f-
at the same time disagre!X ImTt""' '''P""^"'^ «"d
'he sake of possessing r^^lortf^

™"" ^'^^ "P ^"
phases of my mentaf and spTritual de°7'

'" ^^"°"^
"med different conceptions of a f,ff

''"^"'"P'"^"' I had
We. Never, even in my earl^t

'
'I''"

''^^^d this
wished to be an angel wifh anS '''''':. '^ ^ ''"^"^'y
do«n my forehead,\nd a harp whthT'."""" '"''^"^'"S'—

t
to pla, withi„Jyt^;/bttt?^22

HI

if.
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me that there might be a worse sort of Nirvana than

driving a 10,000 h.p. car along a broad, straight road free

from dogs, chickens, or any other animals (except, perhaps,

rich, knighted grocers), and reaching all round Saturn's

ring.

Dogs haf^ been the one "little speck in garnered fruit"

for me when driving, for I lov. dogs, and would not

willingly injure so much as the end hair of the most

moth-eaten mongrel's tail ; therefore my brain searched a

remedy against their onslaughts as I sat, mute, inglorious,

in the tonneau, after my late triumphs.

We flashed on, passing the kilometre stones in quick

prnpression. At nretty little Mantes we crossed the Seine,

anc presently came into the France I knew in my old,

conventional way ; for we passed St. Germain, and so on

to Paris by Le Pecq, Reuil, the long descent to the Pont

de Suresnes (which seemed to hold laughable memories

for Jack and Molly), through the Uois down the Champs

Elysees, and to our hotel in the Place Vendome, where

Jack announced that we had had a run of 1 30 miles.

Winston and I flattered ourselves that Paris had few secrets

from us (though I don't doubt that five minutes' wrestling

with Joanne might have made us feel small), and we had

no wish to linger, at this season. But, if we were deaf to

the sirens who sing in the Rue de la Paix, Molly was not.

She had discovered that there were some " little things she

wanted, which she really thought she had better buy." I

fancy that the little things were boots ;
anyhow, it was to

be Jack's blissful privilege to help her choose them, and

he was of opinion (probably founded on experience) that

it would take nearly all day. I decided to call on a man

at the Embassy, ask him out to lunch, and do him very

well. I had not se . him for years, and he had bored me

to extinction the last time we met ; but it had came to my

ears that he had been in love with Helen Blantock and

proposed to her, so I felt that there would be a certain
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charm in his society Later

"'^^''^* 39
which I. too. wished to h;"(,;:vrdid "'t'^

*'"^"
seek ,t in the Rue de h vZT\, \.

"°' '"^^"^ t°

Molly and Jack about teat mil '^''" ' ^'' '° "-«
dining out somewhere

""^ ''°"='' *° """K^ for

.ot^^i.Ven.'^^eVt:
TnoTher""""^,

'''" '-'' ^ '^ '^^
talking of her instead of Hel n Mv "'

r'""" "?""
day. therefore. lay in purchlL ^^ ^^ P'""'"''^ '" '^^
had fixed my mind after drf^ '

^''"'^'^ °" whi<:h I

water-pistol, warrantedt keeTdo''"'Tlf
^^ ^'^'^ ^^ ^

I had some difficulty in obt»?-^'
^* ''"^ '" '""'""n?-

was expensive, but uZ rew '1"h K
* \"' "''^" ' ^''^ ^'

pleasure my acquisition vrould 1 ^
""' "'°"«^' °f 'he

wild dashes of dogs in" Tnt tf S ""^ ^"'"'''- ^he
such frequent start^ of anglh thit r ""^T ?^' ^""j-
not thought of this simnlf •

"'°"dered Jack had
Sratulated myself on having 'emit" J'''°"'

^""^ ' -"-
of the weapon which I had seen ."f^

^" ^^^-t-ement
was, I thought, rather clever of

11"'""
T^^^'^^- "

those days motors had Zln noTff T'"''"' ''"'^ '""

the illustration had been strikL
°^ """"= ''"' then

-ord. It had represented?w5'
"" -7"^ '""^= "^ *e

saving from destruction the a!r^K^"'''
^'* '^^''^ ^ing,

several companions were drlvfn'h l''
'" ""^''^'' ^'^^ =nd

of water into the face of 71 \^ '''°°""2 ^ "-^"ce bias.
as Cerberus. TdSrm n'd fo

"' """"'^'' ^^ *^-hL
when the right time should!

''"'" ^^'^ «"d MollJ

V-hed our hotel rfil7Thrr?'"^"r ''^""'°--^
P'ac. 'it. thus loaded, in the pocketT

""' "''"'' ^"^
;eaay for emergencies. HardKaH J ^ ""'"""^ ^°^''
t'on for the future when Vd^,.^ J "'^''^ ^^'"

P'^^Para-
a^dressed to me in VV.^stontTaX^".?'^ '^"'^ ^ "°''

-adrid. .d meet uraVh\t -:--:;--
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have the dinner by daylight. I have bet her the same
dinner that you won't. Which of us must pay?—Yours,

Jack."

I whistled. What ! drive the car through the traffic of

Paris ? It must be a joke. Of course it was a joke,

but

When I had dressed for dinner I strolled over to the

garage, not far away, where the Merc(5des lurked. Any-
how, I would have a look at her, and see what orders

Gotteland had received. Yes, of course it was a joke, or

else my poor friends had gone mad. Still, there was a

kind of madness with method in it. Diabolical wretches,

with their bets and their dinners ! Did they dream I

would try to do it, and smash the car? "Nothing like

driving a motor through traffic to give one self-confidence

afterwards," Jack had said yesterday, after praising me for

refraining from killing a small boy in a village street.

" Once a man has been thrown on his own resources, and

has got through the ordeal all right, it is as good as a

certificate," he had added.

Gotteland was in the bower of Merc^d^s, talking to

other cosmopolitan-looking persons in leather. There was

a nice smell of petrol in the place. I snuffed it as a war-

horse scents the battle, and at once decided that the joke

should become deadly earnest, no matter what the con-

sequences to the car, the chauffeur, or myself.

" Everything is ready, my lord," said one of the sacri-

fices about to be oiTfered up. He had now discovered that

there was a sort of starting-handle to my name, and seemed

as fond of using it as he was of the equivalent on his

beloved motor.

"Did Mr. Winston—er—say anything about my driv-

ing?" I humbly inquired.

" Well, my lord, his orders were that it should be as you



POTS AND KETTLES

over the road, to s.yTotZ^ iTt^f ^«"-°biIes all

there's the keeping to the rSht in f
'^"y^""'- ^nd then

should happen to get a lit le c„ r !.
°^ "'^ '"'''• '^ y°"

accustomed to drivel PaSi!!"!^''''^'
""^ '"''J. n°t being

fou^Xi fhigr:Ss"°iUd t^^"^..*""^
''- ''"•- a

afraid if you're not

"

"^ '°"'"' '^^'^ I. « r^^ „ot
"Oh, my lord, I've hp^r. ;„

two more can't matter," he re",ierf ""T '"'''^"*^' ""^ °r
replied if asked wheLr h?*^ '

^' "^'""'^^ ""ght have
Labour in odd moten't 'Vhe" iT " ^

'''"'^^"'^
Tokai's racing stables a hnr^ ^' ^"''''^y '" Count
nearly to death. Then I was !

"""'"'"'' ""^ ^'^^'^ me
and had several bad sp llf TWsT '" °'^ ''-^^'-ng days,
a smash with one of the first Ln °" ""^ '"^'^^ ^ g°t in
thought it a fine thinlthen t!

"*' '""^=- ^y master
''efore he'd driven much mylofd T ""'"'' '" ''°-' -"^
take the car through the s'^.Ss'o^d" m'T'"^^

'°

" ThrkVoj'Kri"^? T-'
'""

to adorn you with a sLnd L" '"' '"' ''" '^'^ '">' ^-t ""t

Thr::^ra.r:rrasferr '^^-^'^ *"« --.
•ny marrow, but I squa ed m^ 'h' Tf"''^ P''^^^'' to
Pl-esence of mind to behave itself'lndf'^"' ^^^^^^^ "'>'
then-7V<.^/„j, ^^.
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a strained alertness. He was like a woman sitting beside

a driver of skittish horses, saying to herself, " No, I won't

scream or seize the reins till I must I

"

A sneaking impulse pricked me to take the easiest way

by the Rue de Rivoli and across the Place dt la Con-

corde—but I shook .nyself free of it, and with high resolve

turned the car towards the Boulevards, determined that, if

Molly won her bet, it should be well won. A sailor steer-

ing a quivering smack towards harbour in a North Sea

hurricane; an Indian guiding a bark canoe through the

leaping rapids of a swollen river ; to both of these I

likened myself as the Merctidis threaded in and out

among the adverse streams of traffic. The great crossing

by the Opera was a whirling maelstrom ; a policeman with

a white staff scowled when he should have pitied ; I felt

alone in chaos before the creation of the world. As for

Noah and his ark, not an experience could he have had

that I might not have capped befc/e I reached the Bois.

If I have a guardian spirit I am sure that to numberless

other good qualities he adds the skill of an accomplished

motorist, for if he did not get the Mercedes to Madrid

without a single scratch upon her brilliant body I do not

know who did. I have no distinct memories after the first,

yet when we arrived at our destination Gotteland gener-

ously complimented me, and as I did not care to go into

psychological explanations I accepted his eulogium. It

was Jack, not Molly, who paid for the dinner at Madrid,

and it was a good one.

Next morning early we started on our way again. Jack

driving, and I watching his prowess. I was now as

anxious to meet dogs belligerently inclined towards

motors as I had been to avoid them, but it was not until

we were well past Fontaintbleau that the chance for which

I yearned arrived. Si.ddenly we came upon a yard of

Dachshund wandering lizard-like across the road, accom-

panied by a pert Spitz. The waddler prudently retired,
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There were so many valleys which one longed to explore,

in which one felt one could be content without going

farther ; so many blue glimpses of mysterious mountains,

veiled by the haze of dreamland, that one suffered a con-

stant succession of acute pangs in thinking one would

probably never see them again ; that one would need at

least nine long lives if one were to spend, say, even a

month in each place.

Molly advised me not to be a spendthrift of my emo-
tions at this stage of the journey, lest I should be a worn-

out wreck before the best part came, but the idea of

husbanding enthusiasm did not commend itself to me.

Why not enjoy this moment, instead of waiting until the

moment after next ? It was too much like saving up one's

good clothes for " best," a lower middle-class habit which

I have detested since the days when I howled for my
smartest Lord Fauntleroy frills in the morning.

There were sweet villages where they made cheese, ?.• 4

where I could have been happy making it with Hf i

Blantock ; there were chateaux with turret-rooms v' ; re

my bookshelves would have fitted excellently ; but always

we fled on, on, until at last, after two bewildering cine-

matographic days, wt drove into the streets of that digni-

fied and delightful city, Berne.

It had not been necessary for us to pass through Berne

;

it was, in fact, a few yards more or less out of the most

direct path. We ch e this route simply and solely with

the view of paying a call upon the bears. Molly had

never met them ; I had not visited them since childhood.

Jack looked forward to the pleasure of introducing them

to his wife.

It was on our way to call upon the bears that destiny

seduced me to turn my head at a certain moment, and

look into a shop window. Suddenly the flame of my
desire for the walking solo with a mule accompaniment

(somewhat diminished lately, I confess) leaped up anew.



POTS AND KETTLES
to^:^^ '" "^^^ -"d- whfch .ade a ..„ X^

anything ?
" ^ ^°^ '" ' Have we run over

ror''a''cLXt:';%U^'f,-r^- -what an outfit

"Greedy fdlovv" comZn. .."',"' ""'j' ^' ^'Bht of it."

"Drive on. Mo? Q^ZT ^""u
^""^ ">« '""""u.

-ally wani any of thosl thLf h''
^^P" "« ''°«»"'t

he had them. The sooneS^r' '"f T"'"^"'*
"^"^ 'hem if

"Never shall I forge that nT V' '^"'='-"

^n Alpiniste.- I fiercely ^oL^d?™' I'l'""''''
'°'

^"y cost. ' know there is no oh T """ ^"^'^ '' "t
like this, and I shall buv »n f«?r°P °" "'^ C°"""<^"t
here if I have to come bTck from T

°'
T='' ^"^ """'«

"Hang your muUP' ]
"' ^"'"""^ '»>' fai" for it"

>-'d 4oL";ara'^.tS^;r;^i^,-!;;e"' ;r >''"^
"P your mind to go on with usZdefini T;.-'"'

"""" ""''''

thus far found "tLL a c"ow,"?'
'"'=' ""=' ''"' ''^^ "»'

«la^ng;^L"iL^'re:v?
^'^''" '''' ''''' "'"»' •>=

•^.-ng to have h" mule L '
a!!:;":'?

?^"""' •»=

'hose dear little pots and let les and .h
°' *^"' '''°P' ^"

•re too cunning for words He .///
1^"^'.'" '^' '"'"''"^

Was I to be ;. kL r
•"^"'^ ''^^^ 'hem."

wife? '°
''" " ''""^ °f '=°ntention between husband and

I -XpleadedlnTast"?' " ^"'^ ''^"^ "= "^^oose."

had broken ' ''"''" '° ^^^'°^« 'he peace which I

GiTd^rndi„Vb^v^lLT^v°''^"^' ^"-^ "^^ -.aing by with his chm raised and the exact

ill'



46 THE PRINCESS PASSES
expression of the frog footman in Alict in WonJerland.

One would have said that he saw afnr olT tiie graves of his

ancestors on the summit of some lonely mountain.

It was what Molly would have called i "lovely" shop,

and it did business under the straii;;i; device, " Magasin

Suisse d'Equipment Sportif" 1 he name alone was worth

the money one would spenij. Everything to cover the

outer and nourish the inner sportsman was to be had.

I felt that I could scarcely be lonely or sad if I possessed

a stock of these friendly articles. Jack's ribald advice to

buy a peitrine and a green loden Gemsjager hat with a

feather stirred me neither to smiles nor anger, for Molly

in'' . were already deep in exploration.

The first thing I bought was a inule pack. Being a

merciful man I chose one of medium size, for already

I could fancy myself becoming fond of the iinim.il which

was to be my companion in many wild and solitary places,

and I did not wish to overburden him. I then, aided and

abetted by Molly, began to choose the pack's contents.

An " Appartil de cuisson alpin, Ideal" went without say-

ing, like the air one breathes. It composed itself, accord-

ing to the voluble attendant who displayed it, of six parts,

each part far better than all the others. There was a

gamelU, with a "crochet pour [enkver" and a couvercle,

which, not to show itself proud, would lend its services

also as an assiette or a poile i/rire. There was a burner

for alcohol ; there was "
le couvercle de celui-ci" which

served equally to measure the spirit, and there was a

charming appareil brise vent which had the air of defying

tornadoes. When I had secured this treasure, Molly drew

my attention to a series of aluminium boxes made to fit

eggs and sandwiches. I bought these also, and, pleased

with the clean white metal, invested in plates, goblets, and

water-bottles of the same. Next came a convert pliant,

containing knife, fork, and spoon ; -ind, lest I should be

guilty of selfishness, I ordered a duplicate for the man who
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would look after the mule. Best of all, however, was the'porting pocket larder"; nnd there were tins of Hunganan Buljas. Serbian meat, l'.,,«ue ham, rasoQt of stewedchamo.s and other surprising things which you simjy seton he fi ,„ their bright little cans, and heated till theysent forth a steamy fragrance. Then you ate them andwere happy as a king.
^

'
*"**

Molly and I selected a number of these, and completed

he ^ "'^/ sleeping-bag and a UnU Je touris^^Mshe persuaded me would be indispensable when lost in hemountains, as 1 was sure to be, often
°

When my goods and chattels came to be collected we

acrTfice thl'"" " "'""'""''' '^'"^ "^>'="^" ' shouldacnfice these new possessions, already dear or whether
I should doom my mule to carry a greater burderTh,
attendant intimated that Swisf mLs preferred helvvloads and had they the vocal gift of Balaam's animlfwould demand them. Swayed by my desires and hi,'arguments. I changed my pack fo^^ a larg" one AfS
tT'lM

'"."" '^""^ '" '^'^ '^°P -« '°^<= -4. leavL wordat the things should be sent by post to Lucerne Wehen repaired to the Bear Pit by way of the clock and

ai;Vcr„"f-°"r'^'=^
"'"> inty'of ca^otth d oCiUbc to complain of our reception.

y-i



CHAPTER V

IN SEARCH OF A MULE

"Yes, we await it, but it still delays, and then we suffer."

Matthew Arnold,

*' When I arose, and saw the dawn, I sighed for thee . .

Come, long-sought I "—Percy Bysshe Shelley.

JACK no longer attempted to dissuade me from my
walking tour. Whether Molly had talked to him, cr

whether he had, unprompted, seen the error of his

ways, i cannot tell, but the <act remains that, during the

rest of our run to Lucerne, he showed a lively interest in

the forthcoming trip.

" I suppose," said he, when we had caught our first sight

of Pilatus (seen, as one might say, on his back premises),

" I suppose that anywhere in Switzerland there ought to

he no trouble about finding a good pack mule. Somehow
one thinks of Switzerland and mules together, just as one

does of bacon and eggs, or nuts and raisins, and yet I can't

recall ever having come across any mules in Lucerne. Can

you, Monty ?

"

" No," I admitted, " but there were probably so many

that one didn't notice them—like flies, you know."
" Of course, the air of Switzerland is dark with mules

and donkeys," said Molly, who always seemed quick to

resent any obstacles thrown between me and my mule

"One sees them in picture-books. All that Lord Lane

will have to sav is, ' Let there be mules,' and there will be
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" But, darling," objected Jack, " that is largely what he

wants advice about."

" He can't do better than take mine, then," said Molly,
" Lord Lane, promisf me you'll take mine and no one's

else?"
" Of course I'll promise," I answered recklessly, for her

eyes were irresistible, and any man would have been en-

raptured that so exquisite a creature should interest her-

self in his fate. " It doesn't much matter to me where I

go, so long as I can moon about in the mountains, and
eventually, before I am old and grey, bring up on the

Riviera."

"Well, then," said Molly, "since you are so accommo-
dating, I not only advise but order you to go over the

Great St. Bernard down to Aosta."

"Might a humble mortal ask, 'Why Aosta'?" I

ventured.

"Because it is beautiful and beneficent, and a great

many other things which begin with B."
" You have never seen it, though," said Jack.
" But I have always wanted to see it, and as you and I

have another programme to carry out at present it would
be nice if Lord Lane would go therfe, and tell us all about

it He has promised me to keep a sort of diary, for our

benefit later."

" I saw the Duchess of Aosta married at Kingston-on-

Thames," I reflected aloud. " She was a very pretty girl.

What am I to do after I have made my pilgrimage to her

country—about which, by the way, I know practically

nothing, except that there is a poster in railway stations

which represents it as having bright pink mountains and a

purply yellow sky ?
"

" Oh, after Aosta, I've no instructions," replied Molly, as

if she washed her hands of me and of my affairs. " For

the rest—let Fate decide." As she spoke, she looked

mystic, sibylliae, and I could almost fancy that before her
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"You must go into Italy to find an dne," replied lierr

Widmer, inexorable as fate.

I suddenly understood how a woman feels when she
stamps her foot and bursts into tears. (There are advan-
tages in being a woman.) To be thwarted for the sake of

a mere, wretched animal, which I had always looked upon
with indifference as the least of beast:;! It was too much.
My features hardened. Inwardly I swore a great oath
that, if I went to the wc-.'d's end to obtain it, I would have
a pack mule or, if worst came to worst, a pack dne.

At this bitter moment I chanced to meet Molly's eyes
and re;id in them a sympathy well-nigh extravagant But
I knew why it had been called out. If there is one thing

which causes unbearable anguish to a true American girl.

It is to find herself wanting something "right away" which
she cannot have. But luckily for her country's peace, her

lovers' happiness, this happens seldom.
" What is the nearest place in Italy where Lord Lane

could get a donkey?" she asked.

" It is possible that he might be able to buy or hire one
at Airolo," said our landlord. " At one time they had
them there, for the railway works, and mules also. But
now I do not "

" We can go there and see," said Molly.
" Airolo's ' -. the other side of the St. Gothard, and auto-

mobiles aren't allowed on the Swiss passes," remarked

Jack.

This, to me, sounded final, so far as Airolo was con-

cerned, but not so with the Honourable Mrs. Winston

!

" What do they do to you if you do go ? " she asked,

turning slightly pale.

" They fined an American gentleman who crossed the

Simplon in his automobile last year five thousand francs,"

answered Herr Widmer.
" Oh !

" said she. " So an American did go over oue of

the passes. Well, thank you so much, Herr Widmer ; we
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stretched like the strings of a great harp, and where
melancholy, elusive music was played always by the wind
spirits. In Lucerne we did not, as Molly had suggested,

ask everybody to stand and deliver information, but we
compromised by visiting tourists' bureaux. At these

places the verdict was an echo of Herr Widmer's, and I

saw that Molly and Jack were glad. Having scented

powder, they would have been disappointed if the mid-

night battle need not be fought.

Molly had never seen Lucerne, which was too beautiful

for a passing glance. It was arranged that, after driving

me over the St. Gothard, for weal or woe, they should

return. They would leave most of their luggage at the

Sonnenberg, and come back to spend some days, before

continuing their tour as originally mapped out.

We slept that night in peace (it is wonderful how well

you do sleep, even with a " mind diseased," after hours of

facing through pure, fresh air, on a motor-car) ; and next

day we began stealthy preparations for our adventure.
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Winston called it) round the arms of the star-fish lake

until we reached Fluclen ; that from there we should steal

as far as we dared up the Reussthal while daylight lasted,

dine at some village inn, and then, instead of returning to

the lowlands of Lucerne, make a dash across the mighty

barrier that shut us away from Italy. Under a lowering

sky, and buffeted by short, sharp gusts of wind, which

seemed the heralds of fiercer blasts, we swung along the

reedy shores of the narrowing lake, the broken sides of the

Rigi standing finely up on our right hand. Winston was

satirical about the poor Rigi and its railway, calling it the

Primrose Hill and Devil's Dyke of Switzerland, the para-

dise of trippers, a mountain whose sides are hidden under

cataracts of beer-bottles ; but from our point of view the

vulgarities of the maligned mountain were mellowed by

distance, and I neither could nor would look upon it as

contemptible.

Leaving the Lake of the lAirest Cantons, we spun along

the margin of the tamer sheet of Zug, to pass, beyond

Arth, into the great wilderness caused by the fearfi'l land-

slide' of a century ago, when a mighty mass of rock and

earth split off from the main bulk of the Rossberg and

thundered down into the valley. The slow processes of

nature had done much to cover up decently all traces of

the Titan's rage, but the huge, bare scar on the side of the

Rossberg still tells its tale of tragedy. By the peacefi

Lowerzer See the road undulated pleasantly, and at Sch\'

(the hub of Swiss history) we had tea, the torn and imp.

ing pyramids of the two Myten bravely rearing their heads

above the mists that encumbered the valleys.

There was no need to hurry, for we had the night be-

fore us, so we passed slowly, halting often, along the mar-

vellous Axenstrasse, while Jack distilled into Mollys

willing ears legends from the old heroic days of Switzer-

land, before it became the paradise of hotel-keepers. From

the car we could note the characteristics of the cantons
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the ascent of the St. Gothard road. The great railway—of

which we had caught glimpses as we came along the lake

—was now our companion, while on the other hand roared

the tumbling Reuss. So hoarse and insistent was the

voice of the stream that Molly suggested it should be " had

up for brawling." It did us the service, however, of drown-

ing the noise of our motor, at all times a wonderfully silent

machine; and as Jack had given orders that the big

Bl(Sriots should not be lighted (two good oil lamps showing

us the way), we had high hopes that we might fly by un-

noticed on the wings of the storm. In Amsteg no one

seemed to look upon us with surprise, and here the road

turned, to worm itself into the heart of the mountains,

while the railway, often disappearing into tunnels, ran far

above our heads.

By the time we had reached Gurtnellen night had fallen

black and close, and Molly issued an edict that we should

dine in the open air instead of seeking'the doubtful com-

forts of a village inn, where, too, we might suffer from the

solicitude of some officious policeman. The car accord-

ingly was run under the lee of a great rock, the ever in-

genious Gotteiand extemporised a shelter with the water-

proof rugs, and the blue flame of the chafing-dish presently

cheered us with its glow. The wind bellowed along the

precipices, the Reuss shouted in its rocky bed, and once

an express from Italy to the north passed high above us,

streaming its lights through the darkness like sparks from

a boy's squib. Yet those plutocratic travellers up in the

wagons /its were not having anything like the " good time
"

we enjoyed, warm in our motor coats, sitting snug behind

our rock, a lamp from the car illuminating our little party

and shining on Molly's piquant profile as she brewed

savoury messes in her magic cauldron. This was testing

thoroughly the resources of the automobile, which was

playing the part of travelling kitchen and larder as well as

travelling chariot, and could no doubt be made with a little
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The car ran swiftly up the road to Wasen, and some

twinkling lights and a huge crimson eye at the entrance to

the great tunnel told us that we had done the ten miles to

Goschencn. No one stirred in the streets of the village

;

and gliding cat-like past the station, Jack put the car at

the beginning of the real ascent of the famous St. Gothard

road. The hiither we went the more wildly roared the

storm. There was something appalling in the fierce voUey-

ings of the wind along the stark and broken faces of the

precipice— it was like the rattle of thunder. In the sombre

defile of the Schollenen the air rushed as through a funnel.

We could see nothing save the thread-like road illuminated

by our steadfast lanterns—the sole beacon of safety in this

welter. We had a ghostly impression of winding through

a narrow gorge, the river roaring in its depths ;
then, dash-

ing through an avalanche gallery, where the lights played

strange tricks with the vaulted roof, we came out upon the

Devil's Bridge. The spray from the Reuss, which here

drops a full hundred feet into the abyss, lashed our faces

as with whips ; the storm leaped at us out of the blackness

like a wolf; the car quivered, and for an instant it seemed

that we should be hurled against the parapet of the bridge.

But we passed unharmed, and a quarter of a mile further

on Winston stopped in the welcome shelter of the Urner

Loch, a tunnelled passage in the rocks.

We gasped out broken expressions of a fearful joy;

then, seeing that Molly was well and that the wind-wolfs

teeth had torn nothing from the car. Jack went full speed

ahead again, steering along the open Urseren Valley, where

we had fleeting glimpses of green fields instead of granite

rocks. Thus we came to Andermatt, where not the eye

of a mouse seemed open to mark our quick and stealthy

passage. We were now on that great mountain high-road

that slants in a straight line across almost all Switzerland,

from Coire to Martigny; but we kept on it only for a little

while, to steal through Hospenthal—as dead asleep as the
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other villages (fi)r labour had not yet bcjjiin to waken in its
hard bed)—and take the southern road that led to Italy.
Thus far audacity had been laurelled by success. It was

near one in the morning, and we were • jiniiing fast up a
valley which showed bleakly in the flj i ; l.jjhts of n.ir car
Soon Jack called to us that we had ciosslc' !Iic I ,..<' r line
of the Canton Ticino, and present'v 'lnoutjh ilu: lilai-Kncss
twinkled the little lakes which w.r.k !l,e s'lmn-it of the
Pass. We were nearly 7,000 feit ab..v.- tli.; <„, a id-
denly, as we crossed the ridge an.! bepai, to ?ail .1owr, the
dismal Val Tremolo towards Airo-o, the f^r. at wind which
had made majestic music all day and iiis,'hl n'ns:;,i to blow.
We ran into a zone of motionless, ici-( ,|.: , Ir and what
seemed an unnatural silence—only the hum of the motor
breakmg into the frozen stillness of these high Alpine
solitudes.

*^

The roads plunged to lower levels in interminable wind-
ings, the car swooping in a series of bird-like flights, exhil-
arating to the nerves, thrilling to the imagination

; for in
the blackness that held us we could but guess at abysses
that dropped away almost from under the tyres of our
wheels. Sometimes we dashed over foaming rivers, and
soon we sped through Airolo, where yet no one moved.
Now the loud-voiced Ticino was our companion, and we
swept down through an open valley to Faido, where we
met the first human being we had seen since we left Gurt-
nellen. It was a very old man, with a red cap like a
stocking pulled close upon his head. He had a rake on
his shoulder, and we were close on him before he knew

;

for the car was coasting, and ran with hardly any noise
save the whirr of the chains. For a flash that old face
shone out of the circle of our lights, concave with astonish-
ment

; then we lost it for ever.

"No fear that he will telephone to have us stopped
lower down," said Molly. • He thinks we are supernatural
and will go home and tell his grandchildren that he has
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seen witches tearing home after a revel up among the

glaciers."

Faster yet the car flew down the road. The air that

streamed past us held the faint, elusive perfume of Italy,

which softly hints the presence of the walnut, the chestnut,

and the grape. Through village after village we swept at

speed, our lamps shining now on mulberry and fig trees,

and on vines trained over trellises held up by splintered

granite slabs. Next we came suddenly upon an Italian-

looking town with bad pavi and dimly-lighted streets,

where three or four workmen, early astir, stared at us in

bewilderment. It was Bellinzona ; but passing through we

came out presently on the margin of an immense sheet of

water, and it was only in Locarno, on the edge of Lago

Maggiore, when dawn was paling the eastern sky, that

Jack at last drew rein.

No one was tired ; no one wanted rest. On the

contrary, our rapid flight over the Aipi. Had intoxicated

us with the sense of sj^eed, and we were all for goinjj

on until we should reach the frontier. As pink dawn

blossomed in the sky like a heavenly orchard, and the

mountain tops were beaten into copper, we glided along

the edge of the lake, past picturesque villages and cam-

panili and cypress trees. At the Italian frontier there were

the usual tedious formalities of payment and sealing the car

with a leaden seal ; but when all this was done by sleepy

officials, surly at our early passage though little recking

of our crimes, we sailed on again, Molly driving now,

through a landscape magically clear in the young morning

light.

Suddenly we all started in joyous astonishment, and

Molly brought the car to a stop. Each had seen the same

thing, each had been struck with the same thought. HLrc

at last we had found what we had come so far to seek

;

what Switzerland denied us Italy offered. Standing alone

in a field by the roadside was a small, dark grey donkey
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tethered to a stone; and no other living being was in sight.
The creature was not eating ; it was only thinl<ing ; and it
looked at us with an eye that seemed to speak of loneli-
ness and the desire for human fellowship. "The very
thmg for you I" cried Molly; and the long-sought-for
treasure, finding itself observed, flicked one of its heavy
ears. '

Gotteland and I dismounted and went nearer. As we
approached, the donkey nickered ; and as its family is famed
for reticence, such proof of friendliness made me yearn to
possess the deserted beast. But its legs were very thin its
l.ttle hoofs exceedingly small, and the thought of loading
so frail a structure with the great packs that held mycampmg kit seemed a barbarity. Meanwhile Gctteland
who knows something of everything, had carefully ex-
amined the tiny animal, and just as I was growing senti-
mental over its perfections, he broke the charm by
pronouncing it to be incredibly old. and unfit for work
He also drew my attention to a disagreeable sore. It was
sad; but indisputably the man was right; in any case there
was no one with whom a bargain could have been arranged
and with poignant regret I was forced to leave my treasure-
trove to Its solitary thoughts. After this we did not stop
again until Molly steered the car to the door of a beautiful
hotel in Pallanza, where the shirt-sleeved concierge hurried
into his gold-laced coat to receive in fitting style the un-
usually early guests.

My first care, after coffee and a bath, was to examine
the landlord of the hotel on the momentous question of
mules and donkeys. At Lucerne, I told him, they had
assured me that the animals "flourished" in Canton Ticino,
the neighbourhood of the Italian lakes. But I met with
no encouragement

; mules and donkeys were rarely seen
'n these parts, the host declared. True, a few peasants
employed them in the fields; but these were poor thing;,
unm for an excursion such as Monsieur purposed. At

m
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Piedimulera, perhaps, Monsieur would find what he wanted

j

yes, at Piedimulera, or, if not, at Domodossola ; or— his

face brightened—in the Valais, preferably at Brig. Yes,

he was certain that mules and asses in abundance could

be found at Brig in the Rhone Valley. Brig ! My heart

sank. It was the old story. Must this be gone through

with over again ? Counterfeiting patience, I explained that

I had an antipathy to the Rhone Valley, and had actually

crossed the Alps to find animals in Italy rather than be

driven to seel< them in Brig.

At dejeuner, in a garden which was a success.. .Tiitation

of Eden, the situation did not, however, look so dark. The
perfume of flowers, distilled by the hot sun, was of Araby

the Blest ; the Borromean Islands spread their enchant-

ments before us, across a glittering blue expanse of lake,

and the world was, after all, endurable, though empty of

mules. Besides, Molly was a sweet consoler. She dwelt

on the hopeful suggestion in the name of Piedimulera. It

could not be wholly deceiving, she argued. Why name a

place Foot-of-a-Mule, if there were no mules tliere?

" If there aren't," I exclaimed, " I swear to you that I

will, by fair means or foul, dispose of at Piedimulera ^ill

the things with which I fondly thought to deck tlie aniiii.il

my fancy had painted. Everything 1 bought at Berne shall

go, if I have to dig a grave by nit,'ht in which to bury

them. This is a vow, and though my heart be wrun;,'. I

will keep it."

Molly listened to my outburst as gravely as if I hi'

been threatening to sacrifice a son if some incredible gno.

i

fortune did not supply a ram caught by his horns in the

bushes.

For Piedimulera we left in the afternoon, somewhat

buoyed up by the omen of the name. The way ltd baik

towards the Alps, up a broad and beautiful valley stn;\vii

with evidences of the works for the Simplon railwa;.'

;

embankments, bridges, tjuarries, and uccasionai groups ui
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workmen hauling rhythmically on the many ropes of a
pile-driver. Presently we swerved from the main road and
crossed the valley bed-obedient to the map-which was
our only guide to Picdimulera.

" I feci there will be not so much as the ghost of a lon--
penshcd Roman mule in this hamlet," I said despondently
hoping that Molly would contradict me. Uut she too
looked anxious now that the great moment had come'
for we were driving into a town at the mouth of a deep
gorge already dusky with purpling shadows, and there was
no doubt that it was Piedimulera.
The gloom of the twilight settled upon our spirits dis-

simulate as we might, as the Mercddis swept into' the
cobble-paved courtyard of an albergo, a venerable grand-
father of a hostelry, old, grim, and forbidding. Out came
a arge, Ki,r man to welcome us, with calculation in his
cold grey eye. He looked to me like a spider in his web
greeting some inviting flies. We broke the ice by askin^
fur coffee, and when we were told that we must have i'twithout milk, as there were no cows within a radius ofm.iny miles, I would have staked all my possessions
icspecal.y those acquired at lierne) that there would
I- no such comparatively useless animals as mules or( .iikeys.

Instinct is usually right. If ever there was nothing in an,une, there was nothing u, that of Piedimulera, which had-ently been apphed in sheer mockery, or because, un-
o,. generations ago, the foot of that rare creature, a mule

.. been prcc-rved here in a .nuseum. When the land-'- ..n ,h U •- chd not inu.nd to stop overnight uiss^uu.s «cre at onc^ forthcoming, he visibly l„st interest in

/
^- ;ned,ble msects. Fie .shrugged his shoulders aVh"-e ,d,^ that l.,edimulera might shelter such cr. aturL !

Z:Z T'r^^ '" '^-'•-' -d a.ssured us that ther• i:.- us._ m iiyuig Domodossol.i. We hadnacn better .,pe.Kl tl. ni.ht with him, and to morro^!

ilJ
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Then hemorning go on as best we might to Brig—No?

washed his hands of us.

I did not give my Berne things to this person ;
rather

would I have burnt all than picture him battening on my

Instantaneous Breakfasts. Molly would have had me

keep them, at least until we knew what fate awaited us at

Domodossola. The moment I had irrevocably parted with

my outfit, bought in happier days, I should find a mule,

and then how annoyed would I be, she prophesied. But I

was adamant. Had I not made a vow ?

On our way to Domodossola I saw a pretty, dark-eyed

young woman with a cherubic baby in her arms, standing

in the doorway of a tumble-down cottage. Evidently she

was waiting to greet her husband when he should come

home, weary with his long day's work. Quickly I made

a decision, and with the same abruptness I had used in

urging Molly to draw up before the too attractive shop in

Berne, I begged her now to stop. My white elephants were

stowed away in separate bundles in the tonneau, where

ever since Lucerne they had been the cause of cramps and

" pins and needles " to the feet of any member of the party

who sat there. I ruthlessly collected the lot, and well-

nigh swamped by the load, carried them to the cotta"e

door, where I laid all at the feet of the young mother.

She suddenly became an incarnate point of admiration,

and could scarcely believe that I was sane, or that she wae;

not dreaming when I explained my wish to make her a

present. If I had stayed an hour I could not have dissi-

pated her bewilderment, so I left the things to speak for

themselves— if she did not take them for infernal machines

and throw them into the river.

It was evening when we arrived at Domodossola, and

I felt only a cold resignation when told emphatically by

the concierge of our chosen hotel that my quest was

hopeless.
" Vou will have to go to Brig," he said, and though he

TmA^^mmmmEmmmmi
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MnL°" .!"//'*
^''^"'^°" "^ *° ""y '^'«-" I '°'d Jack andMolly .'// M trap fort. If I'm to walk the face of theear h j ,,„t a pack mule and a man, and 'somehow.^ome!

where somewhen I mean to have them. But youV; morehan done your duty by me. You can get bacrtoLucerne from here comfortably, without daring any moremoun am passes and fines for law-breaking^ sfncTtoBr,g I must go. I'll make a virtue of necessity and wa k

"w ?.^'vP'°" '° ^" '^^ *"""'=' ^"d railway works."

uZ^^ii ^T "^ '
r'''

^°"y' "''"' 'f I '<n°* my
th5 J L ^K '"^ ^"'^ ""y'"'^- ^^'l' ^« y°" through tothe end, be it bitter or sweet."
"Echo answers." added Jack. "If you want to seethmgs clearly you must have daylight, and if we wTsh toescape the arm of the law, we must fly by night whichmeans that we can't join forces till the /urncy's end ^You neednt think we're sacrificing ourselves, for weshould love .t." Molly capped him. « We're having the jamof adventure spread thick on our bread now " ^ *^ J*™

thJ
!;!"'."''''" '^"^y*'^'"e'* ^«tl-d." said jack, "except

Molly thought a day in Domodossola too much. It wasdeeded, therefore, that they should :.st till ele;en andtha, the motor should be ready at midnight. They could..ach Br,g between two and three, and being a poshVetown, the hotel people were sure to be up. I was fo startary m the morning, and meet my friends at Brii°Swalking over the Pass.
^'

I saw them off, and then plunged fathom.s deep into

^
ep, dreammg of a land flowing with mules and donk

"
s

iLd n
""'^"P'

T'^
"'" ^"''"^^'^ *° fi"d that the de-'spised Domodossola was a beautiful and -^-r-.tmr • •

-n, w,th curiously Spanish effects in its sh:^;y"^e^^I'n^d wth ancent, arcaded houses, I thought to saT-' \ ii'

w^^mm',^^^mik
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time and fatigue by engaging a carriage to the frontier

village of Iselle, at the foot of the Pass, and was glad I had

done so, for the road was rough, and covered inches deep

with a deposit of peculiar grey dust. But things mended

when we climbed a hill, turned out of the main valley, and

followed the course of the river Diveria into a lateral

gorge of the mountains, the real porchway or entrance of

the Simplon I'ass.



CHAPTER VII

AT LAST

"A Jacl[-o'-lanti!rn, a fairy (ire,

A dare, a bliss, and a dtsire."—Bliss Carmak.

"Here a great personal deed has room."—Walt Whitman.

T^HE further I penetrated into the mountains, the
J. more like a vast engineering work.shop did the long

Alpine Valley become. Yet, curiously enough, instead
of destroying romance, this gave a certain majestic romance
of Its own-the romance of Man's struggle to conquer the
stupendous forces of Nature with his science. It was as
If Vulcan s stithy had been dropped down into a profoundrayme of the Alps, and the drone of machinery mingledmth the music of the fleeting river_a strange diapason
On the right of the high road the flat mountain face

opened a black, egg-shaped mouth at me. I got out of
he carriage to approach it, and while I stood peering down
the dark throat, as if I were a Lilliputian doctor examin-
ing the tongue of Giant Gulliver, 1 was suddenly clapped
.|pon the shoulder. It flashed into my mind that perhaps
t was forbidden to stare at the tunncl-in-making

; and
..rning to defend myself from the lash of red tape, with
I'e adage tl.at "a cat may look at a king," I saw a man

1 iiaci Known years ago smiling at me.
i have a worldly minded cousin who says that she isalways nice to girls because "you never know who th»-v

'".*> .-narry." It might be equally diplomatic to be nice to
69
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foreigners who are at Oxford with you because you don't

know but they may become famous engmeers, able to

show you interesting things when you visit their coun-

try Giovanni Hclzano had been at Balliol with me,

studying English, and now it turned out that he was

second engineer V he works for the new tunnel I re-

called with poig . .t regret that Jack Winston and I had

once made hay '.i his room ; but evidently he bore no

malice, for after saying that he was not surprised to see

me as everybody came this way sooner or later, he offered

to show me his tunnel, of which this was the Italian mouth.

It had another at Brig, twelve miles away, and boasted the

longest throat in the world ; but as it was marvellously

ventilated, it would never choke in its own smoke, and

Bolzano was very proud of the engineering achievement.

Having discharged my carriage, I went with him into a

workshop, heard the humming of dynamos and the buzzing

of tremendous turbines, actuated by the fall of the River

Diveria, and gazed, with the fascination of a mouse for

a cat at a huge and diabolical fan driving air into the

tunnel This fearful beast had a house to itself, with a

passage down which you could venture like Theseus enter-

ing the labyrinth of the Minotaur ;
but such was ..le

volume of breath which it drew into its mighty lungs,

that you must use all your strength not to be sucked in

and hurled against the shafting; all your self-control not

to be confused by its loud, unceasing roar.

Hardly had we come out from this weird place, which

would have given Edgar Allan Poe an inspiration for a

creepy tale, when Bolzano showed me a relief gang of men

getting ready to enter the tunnel, in a train consistmg ol

wooden boxes drawn by a miniature locomotive. This wa^

my chance. I was hurried off to his quarters, was helped

into rough miner's clothing, with great boots up to my

knees and given a miner's lamp. Then, joining the eigl"

hundred Italians-a battalion of the soldiers of labour-
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we got Into a box and set off to relieve eight hundred
other such soldiers, who for ei^jht hours had worked in the
schisty heart of the mountain.

I felt as if suddenly, between sleeping and waking, I had
plunged deep into the dusk of dreamland. We rumbled
through a lofty, egg-shaped vault lined with masonry
lighted waveringly with strange play of shadow by ourmany lamps. This phase of the dream seemed to last along time; and il.en the train of boxes slowed down forwe had reached the danger-point_a part of the tunnel
where the hidden Genii of the Mountain had planned a
trap to upset all geological expectations. Having allowed
the engineers to penetrate thus far, they had suddenly
flooded the tunnel with cataracts of water from fissures
in the rock, and had laughed wild, echoing laughter because
they had contrived to delay the work for a year, and caused
the spending of great sums of extra money.
The dream showed me now a long iron cage shorine

up the crumbling walls of the excavation, and throuch
this cage we crept like a procession of wary mice, sud-
denly putting on speed at the end. till we reached the
tunnel head, and found another train preparing to go out
Here the dream flung me into a teeming Inferno of

darkness and lost spirits, who (spent with eight hours'
monotonous toil in this Circle) had dropped asleep, sitting
half-naked in the line of boxes which would bear themaway to a spell of rest. They had fallen into pathetic
attitudes of collapse, some lying back with their mouths
open, some resting their heads on folded arms, some droop-
ing on comrades' shoulders.

As our train-load of Activity came to a stand, this other
ram-load of Exhaustion rumbled slowly away the smoky
la.rps glinting on polished, olive-coloured flesh, on hairy
arms, and swarthy faces shut to consciousness
Close to the 'unnel-hcad we alighted, and went on inton* Ureani on foot, the gallery contracting to a few feet
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in height, where a group of black figures b.nt over rock-

drills which creaked and groaned. I saw the driO-holes

filled with dynamite, and retired with the others wh.le the

fuse was lighted. 1 heard from afar off the thunderous

detonation as the rock face was shattered. 1 saw the djbr,.

being cleared away before the drills should bc«.n to gnml

acain, and the remembrance that, in another rat-hole on

the Swiss side, another party of workers was patiently

advancing towards us in precisely the same way sent a

mysterious thrill through my bl(X)d.
. ,^ ^„^y.

"Suppose the two galleries don't meet end to end?

I spoke out my thought.
, , ,.

"But they will," said Bohano. "Our calculations are

nrecise and wc have allowed for an error of two mches;

1 do not think there will be more. There .s a gr.at

system of triangulation across the mountams, and every

few months our reckonings are verified By-and-by we

hill hear the sound of each others' c^rills ;
then down

wm come the last dividing wall of rock, and bw.ss and

Italians will be ;,haking hands."
, .

I think, in co.uing out of the dark tunnels and wmdy

galleries, 1 felt -.mowhat as Jonah must have felt after

he had been discarded in distaste by the whale. The

J ,h dazzled my eyes. I could have shouted aloud wUh

ov at sight of the sun. I made Bolzano breakfast

vth me in the li-l. inn at Isellc, and got upon my way

TL at somet^i.g past noon. The vast turmod of the

,;: ng railway was left behind. It was like puttn,g

dS a volume of Walt Whitman and takmg up Tenny-

'°The Pass had the extraordinary individuality of one

face as compared with another. It had not even a fam. y

esemblanci to .h St. Golhard. The air was sweet w>th

^gL s„.ell > :..>^y ^Plit wood and resmous pme.

Ther. ^ere sud. ,limpses of icy peaks, cut.d.a..onds

L the sun, seen for a moment, then swallowed up by
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stealthily creeping white clouds, or caressed by them with
a benediction in passing. Thin streaks of cascades on
precipitous rocks made silver veinings in ebony. Side
valleys opened unexpectedly, and one knew from hearsay
that gold mines were hidden there. Treading the road
built by Napoleon, I was enveloped in the gloom of the
wondrous Gondo Schluct, to come out into a broad valley,
a green amphitheatre, above which a company of white
mountain gods sat grouped to watch a cloud-fight.

If I had not been heart-broken by the cruelty of Helen
Blantock I should have been almost minded to thank her
for sending me here. But then— I reminded myself hastily
when this thought winked at me over my shoulder— I was
still stunned by my heavy disappointment. I was not
conscious to the full of my sulTering now, but I should
wake up to it by-and-by, and then it would be awful—as
awful as the desolation left by a recent great avalanche
whose appalling traces I had just seen.

I refused to be interested in the old hospice of St.
Bernard, or the newer hospice built by order of Napoleon
because neither seemed to me the real thing. If I could
not see the Hospice of St. Bernard on the Pass of Great
St. Bernard, I would not see any other hospice called by
his name. U possible, I would have gone by them with
my eyes shut

;
but at the new hospice the yapping of a

dozen adorable puppies in a kennel opposite lured me, and
I stopped to talk to them. They did not understand my
language, and this was disappointing; but if I had not
stopped I should have missed a short cut which I half
saw, half suspected, dimly zli;za.i;gfng down the mountain
into an extraordinarily deep valley, and tending in the
direction of Brig. It would have been a pity to pass it
by, for, though I often thought myself lost, I eventually
caught sight of a town, lying far beiuw, which could be
no other than the one for which I was bound. After
three hours of fast walking down from the hospice I
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plunged through an old archway into the main street of

Coming into it, I stopped short to gaze up m astonish-

ment at an enormous house which looked to me as big

as Windsor Castle. Indeed, to call it a house does not

express its personality at all
;
yet it was hardly magnificent

enough for a castle. At each corner was an immense

tower, ornamented with a big bulb of copper, like a

gigantic and glorified Spanish onion. A beautiful Renais-

sance gallery, flung across from one tall building to another,

lent grace to the otherwise too solid pile, and I guessed

that I must have come upon the ancient stronghold and

mansion of the famous Stockalper family, still existing

and still one of the most important in Switzerland. In

the Pass I had seen the towers built by the first Stockalper

—that Caspar who in medieeval days was called " King of

the Simplon "
; who protected travellers and controlled the

caravan traffic between Italy and Switzerland ;
now to see

the house which he had founded still occupied by his

descendants, fixed more pictorially in my mind the stirring

legends connected with the man.

The little town of Brig seemed noisy and gay after the

great silence of the Pass. Church bells were ringing, whips

were cracking; in the central Place there were crowding

shops, bright with colour, and lights were beginning to

shine out from the windows of the hotels.

I was to meet the Winstons at the Hotel Couronne,

and as I ventured to show my travel-stained person in

the hall I was greeted by a vision—Molly in white muslm,

dressed for dinner.

« What, you already
! " she exclaimed. " You must have

come over the Pass by steam or electricity. We didn't

expect you for an hour, but we've lots to tell you. 1 ve

bought you a sweet revolver which you are always to have

about you on your walking trip, though Jack laughed at

me for doing it Now for your adventures."
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In a few words I sketched them, learned that the
Mercedes had again pulled woo! over the eyes of the
law, and then Molly must have seen in my eyes that
there was a question which I wished, but hesitated, to
ask. If a man may have a beam in his eye, why may
he not have a mule?

" We've been interviewing animals of various sorts for
you all day," she said. " IVe had a kind of employment
agency for mules, and have taken their characters and
capacities. But "

"There's a 'but,' is there?" I cut into her ominous
pause.

"Well, the nicest beasts are all engaged for days ahead,
or else their owners can't spare them for a long trip, or
else they're too young, or else they're too old, or else
they're hideous. At least, there's one who's hideous, and
I'm sorry to say he's the only one you can have."
""Twas ever thus, from childhood's hour.'"
"But M. Escher, the landlord, »ays there are dozens of

mules at Martigny."

" A mere mirage."

"No, he has telephoned. But you'll look at the one
here, I suppose, if only as a matter of form '

I think he's
outside now."

"Let him be brought before me," I said, with the air
of a tyrant in a melodrama; and, by the way, I have
ahvays thought it would be very pleasant being a tyrant
b\- profession, like him of Syracuse, for instance. You
could do all the things you wanted to do without con-
sulting the convenience of anybody else, or having it on
your conscience that you hadn't.

At this moment Jack appeared. It seemed that he had
been putting the mule (the one available mule) through
his paces, and the wretched fellow was laughing. "

It's
not funny at all," said I, thinking that it was the situation
which amused him. But Jack explained that it wasn't

%
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that. " It's liis tail," said he. " W lien you see him, you'll

know what I mean."

I did know, at sight. The organ—if a mule's tail can

be called an organ—had mean proportions and a hideous

activity which expressed to my mind a base and depraved

nature. Had there been no other of his kind on earth, I

would still have refused to take this beast as my com-

panion ; and after a few moments' feverish discussion it

was arranged that, after all, we must go through the

Rhone Valley to-morrow to Martigny.

But the Rhone Valley, radiant in morning light, heaped

co^ 3 of fire upon my head. I had maligned perfection.

There was all the difference between the country between

Brig and Martigny seen from a railway-carriage window

and seen from a motor-car that there is between the back

of a woman's head when she is giving you the cut direct

and her face when she is smiling on you.

The Rhone Valley tame I The Rhone Valley monoto-

nous 1 It was poetry ready for the pen of Shelley, and a

scene for the brush of Turner. The little towns sleeping

on the shoulders of mountains, or rising turreted from

hardy rocks bathed by the golden river; the peeps up

cool lateral valleys to blue glaciers ; the near green slopes

and distant waving seas of snowy splendour—left e series

of pictures in the mind ; and best of all was Martigny's

tower pointing a slender finger skyward from its high

hill.

Late in the afternoon, as the Merc^dfes whirled us into

the garden of the H6tel Mont Blanc, we came face to face

with two mules. They had brought back a man and a

girl from some excursion. The landlord was at the door

to receive his guests. Jack, Molly, and I flung the same

question at his head at the same moment. Was the situa-

tion as it had been when he telephoned? Could I hire

a mule and a man, not for a day or two, but for a long

journey—a journey half across the world—if I liked ?
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The answer was that I might have five mules and five

men for a journey all across the world if I chose.
It sounded like a problem in mental arithmetic, but I

thanked my stars that there seemed no further need for
me to struggle over its solution.



CHAPTEE VIII

THE MAKING OF A MYSTERY

"There was the secret . . •

Hid in . . . grey, young eyes."—Alicb Meymkll.

"Henceforth I whimper no mote, postpone no more."—Walt Whitmah.

IN my opinion it is a sign of strength rather than of

weakness to change one's mind with a good grace.

For my part, I find pleasure in the experience, feeUng

refreshed by it, as if I had had a bath and got into clean

linen after a hot walk. Chai.ging the mind gives also

somewhat the same sensation as waking in the mornmg

with the con.,ciousness that no one or earth has ever seen

this day before, or the satisfaction one has on breaking an

egg, the inside of which no human eye has beheld until

that moment. A change of mind bestows on one for the

time being a new ego ; therefore, on reflection, I did not

grudge my delight in the formerly despised Rhone Valley.

Nevertheless, I was glad that the Mule of Brig had been

one with which I could conscientiously decline to associate.

My wish not to take a pack-mule there had become so

fixed that to have uprooted it would have seemed a con-

fession of failure. Besides, the need to go on to Martigny

gave an excuse for another day with Jack, Molly, and the

Merc^dfes. I had been as happy as a man whose duty it is

to be broken-hearted may dare to be. But the next morn-

ing came, at Martigny, and with my bath the news that

the five promised men with their five mules awaited my

choice.
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I had secretly hoped that the day might be muleless till

evening, for in that case Jack and Molly would probably
stay on, anci I should not be left alone in the world until

to-morrow. However, it was not to be. I gave myself
the satisfaction of keeping the mules waiting, on the
principle of always doing unto others what they have
done unto you ; and after a leisured toik', I went down to

hold the review.

Four men, with four mules, started forward eagerly,

jostling each other, at sight of me accompanied by the
landlord. One held back a little, with a modest dignity,

as if he were too proud to push himself into notice, or too
generous to exalt himself at the expense of others. He
was a slim, dark man of middle height, past thirty in age,
perhaps, with a look of the soldier in the bearing of his
shoulders and head. He had very short black hair, high
cheekbones, where the rich brown of his skin was touched
with russet ; deep-set, thoughtful eyes, and a melancholy
droop of the moustache. His collar was incredibly tall

and shiny, with turn-down points ; he wore a red tie ; his
thick brown clothes might have been bought ready-made
in the Edgware Road. Evidently he had honoured the
occasion with his Sunday best. While his comrades
jabbered together, in patois which flung in a French word
now and then, like a sop to Cerberus, he spoke not at ail,

yet I saw his lips tighten as he laid his arm over the neck
of a small but well-built mule, of a colour .vhich matched
its master's clothing. The animal rubbed a brown velvet
head against the brown waistcoat, which, perhaps, covered
a fast-beating heart. From that instant I knew that this
was my man, and this my mule, as certainly as if they had
been tattooed with my family crest and truculent motto,
"What I will, I take." "You've been a soldier, haven't
you?" I asked the muleteer in French. He saluted as he
replied that he had, and that for several years he had
served a French general as orderly. His name ,ras Joseph
Marcoz, and, he added, he was Protestant,
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" And your mule ? " I asked.

" Finois, Monsieur."
" Ah, but his persuasion ? He is Protestant, too?" If

Joseph had looked puzzled I should have been dis-

appointed, but a spark of humour lit the gloom of his

sombre eyes. "Finois is Pantheist, I think you call it,

Monsieur. I am persuaded that he has a soul, for which

there will be a place in the Beyond ; and if he goes there

first I hope that he will be looking out for me."

It seemed a sudden drop, after this preface, to turn to

bargaining. The landlord made the break for me, how-

ever, when he saw that I had set my mind upon Marcoz

and his Finois. It then appeared that Joseph was not his

own master, but worked for the real owner of Finois and

other mules. The price he would have to ask for su .

a journey as I proposed was twenty-five francs a day.

This would include the services of man and mule, food for

the one and fodder for the other. Without any beating

down, I accepted the terms proposed, and the only part of

the arrangement left in doubt was the time of starting.

It was not eight o'clock, yet a .eady the diligence and

private carriages going over the Grand St. Bernard had

departed with a jingling of bells and sharp cracking of

whips, which had first informed me that it was day. With

me it was different, however. Speed was no longer my

aim. I would not be in a hurry about arriving anywhere,

and when I learned that there were a couple of small

towns on the Pass, at either of which I could lie for a

night, there seemed no fair excuse for keeping Jack and

Molly at Martigny.

As I was wondering when they wo-ild wake, that I

might consult them on the details of my journey, I glanced

up and saw Molly, as fresh as if she had been born with

the morning, standing on a balcony just over my head.

In her hand was a letter, and as she waved a greeting

something came fluttering uncertainly down. I managed
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to catch this something before it touched eaith, and had
inadvertently seen that it was an unmounted photograph,
probably taken by an amateur correspondent, when Molly
leaned over thi railing with an excited cry, " Oh, don't
look

; please, please don't look at that photograph 1 " she
exclaimed.

" Of course I won't," I answered, slightly hurt. " What
do you take mc for ?

"

" I know you wouldn't mean to," she answered. " But
you might glance involuntarily. You didn't see it, did
you ?

"

Suddenly I was tempted to tease her. " Would it be so
very dreadful if I did ?

"

"Yes, dreadful," she echoed solemnly. "Don't joke.
Do please tell me, one way or the other, if you saw what
was in the picture ?

"

"You may set your mind at ease. If it were to save
my life I co jldn't tell whether the photograph was of man,
woman, boy, girl, or beast ; and now I'm holding it face
downward."

Molly broke into a laugh. "Good!" she exclaimed.
" I'm coming to claim my property, and to look at your
new acquisitions. I've been criticising them from the
window, and I congratulate you."

A moment later she was beside me, had taken her
mysterious photograph, and hidden it between the pages
of a letter, covered with writing in a pretty and singularly
individual hand. She explained that a whole budget of
" mail " had been forwarded to Martigny, in consequence
of a telegram sent to Lucerne, and then, as if forgetting
the episode, she applied herself to winning the hearts of
the man Josepl and the mule Finois.

Presently we were joined by Winston, and I then
broached the subject of the start. " The idea is," I said,
"to begin as I mean to go on, with a walk of from twenty
to thirty miles a day, accordirg to the scenery and my

I
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inclination. Marcoz thinlts that we could pass the nifjht

comlortably enough at a plact called Bourg St. I'ierre,

even if we didn't get away from here for an hour or so.

Then early to-mi row we would push on for the Hojpice,

and reach Aosta in the evening."

" 't would be a mistake to leave here in the heat of the

day, don't you think so?" said Jack. " Much better if we

all stopped on, did some sight-seeing, and then Molly and

I bade you good speed about half-past seven to-morrow

morning."
" But, Lightning Conductor, you forget we can't stay.

You know

—

the Utters" said Molly, with one of those deep,

meaning glances, which her lovely eyes had moro than

once given Jack whe.i there was .'•ome question as to our

ultimate parting. My heart invdriably respoided to ll.i^

glance with a pang, as a nerve responds to electricity.

She wished to go away with her Lightning Conductor, and

leave me at the mercy of a mule. Well, I would accept

my lonely lot without complaining, but not without

silently reflecting that happy lovers are selfish beings at

best.

The forlorn consciousness that I was of superlative im-

portance to no one was heavy upon me. I wanted some-

body to care a great deal what became of me, and evidently

nobody did. I was horribly homesick at breakfast, and

the Winstons' gaiety in the face of our parting seemed the

last straw in my burden. Perhaps Molly saw this straw in

my eyes, for she looked at me half wistfully for a moment,

and then said, " If we weren't sure this walking trip of yours

will do you more good thiin anything else, we wouldn't

let you leave us, for we have loved having you. We'll

write to you at Aosta, where you will be staying for a

couple of days, and give you our itinerary, with lots of

addresses. By that time you, too, will have made up your

mind about your route. You will have decided whether to

branch off among the byways, or go traight on south,
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although you mustn't go too quickly, and get there too
early "

" I 'on't believe I sha" have made up my mind to any-
thint. in Aosta," said I ylocmiiy. "

I feel that I shall still
be unequal to that, or any other mental efTort ; and what is
to become of me heaven, Joseph, and Finois alone know"

" Now, isn't it funny, I feel exactly the opposite ? Some-
thing seems to tell me that at Aosta, ,f not before, you
will, so to speak, 'read your title clear,"' said Molly with
aggravating cheerfulness. "Now, as soon as you have
settled which way to take, you must write or wire; and
who knows but by-and-by we shall cross each other's path
again on the road to the Riviera ?

"

I revived a little. " I don't think you'd told me that
you were going to run down there. Jack was talking
about keeping mostly to Switzerland, I thought."
"But Switzerland will turn a cold shoulder upon us as

the autumn comes to spoil its dispo.sition, and we were
saying only this morning that it would be fine to make
a rush to the Riviera for a wind-up to our trip."
"You see, Molly had a lette. " Jack had begun to

speak with an absent-minded air, but suddenly recovered
himself "We don't care to get back to England till
November," he hastily went on. " I want Molly to have
some hunting, and a jolly round of country houses, just to
see what we can do to make an English winter tolerable
Weve got four or five ripping invi.ations, and in January
Jlistress Molly herself will have to play hostess to a his
house party at Brighthelmston Park, which the mater and
governor have lent us _ill next season." If he had wanted
to take my mind off an inadvertence, he could scarcely
have manoeuvred better, but why the inadvertence (if it
had been one) could concern me, it was difficult to imagine
There was a friendly dispute as to whether Molly and"

Jack should see ma off, or whether I should wish them
gooa-bye before staiting on my jouri,./ -, but in the end it

j|f
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was settled that I should be the one to leave firit. Perhaps

they believed that, if left to myself, 1 should never start at

all ;
perhaps they wished to add photographs of the mule-

party to their kodak collection, already large ; or perhaps

they thought only how to make the parting pleasantest for

me, since I had no one, and they had each other.

In any case, at ten o'clock all that was left of my store

was placed upon the back of Finois, who had the air of

ignoring its existence, and mine as well. Had he been

a horse, he would at least have deigned to exchange

glances with me, friendly or otherwise, but being what he

was, he looked everywhere except at me, as if he had been

some haughty aristocrat conscientiously snubbing an offen-

sive upstart. Joseph appeared to be the one human being

of more importance for Finois than the moving bough of

an inedible tree, bush or shrub, and even Molly could win

him to no change of facial expression, though he ate her

offered sugar. There was a pang when I turned my back

irrevocably upon my friends, having waved my hand or my

panams so often that to do so again would be ridiculous.

We were off, Joseph, Finois, and I ; there was no getting

round it; and as we ambled away along the hot white

road, we seemed but small things in the scheme of a busy

and indifferent world—mere cards, shuffled by the hands

of an expert, for a game in which our destination was un-

known.
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T N beginning our tramp I trudged step for step with
1 Josepli, wlio had FiiioiV bridlr . ,er his arm, and
answered my questions regarding '

= various features of
the landscape. Thus I was not lon^ .n discovering that he
had a knowledge of the English language, of which he was
innocently proud. I made some inquiry concernir- a fern
which grew above the roadside when wc had passec

'

rough
Martigny Bourg, and Joseph answered that one die ot see
It often in this country. "It is a seldom plant," said he
It live in high up places, where it was difficile to catch for

one shall have to walk over rocks which do not-what you
say ? They go down immediately, not by and by."

I hked this description of a precipice ; and later, when
wc had engaged in a desultory discussion on politics, I was
dchghted when Jo.seph spoke solemnly of the "Great
Mights.' He had formed opinions of Lord Beaconsfield
and Gladstone, but had not yet had time to do so of Mr
Chamberlain, for, said he, " these things take a much time
to think about. Fifteen or twenty years from now he will
probably be ready with an opinion on men and matters
of the present. He asked gravely if there had not been

MinU
'^'^ between the two long dead Prime
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"A difference in"How do you mean?" I inquired,

politics or disposition?"
" They would not like the same things," he explained.

"The Lord Beaconsfield, /ar exemple, he would not have

enjoyed to come such a tour like this, that will take you

high in icy mountains. He would want the sunshine, and

sitting still in a beautiful chaise with people to listen while

he talked, but Monsieur Gladstone, I think he would love

the mountains with the snow, as if they were his brothers."

" You are right," I said. " They were his brothers. One

can fancy edelweiss growing freely on Mr. Gladstone.

His nature was of the white North. You have hit it,

Joseph."
" But I do not see a thing that I have hit," he replied,

bewildered, glancing at the stout staff in his hand, and then

at Finois, who had evidently not been brought up on blows.

It was my turn to explain, and so we tossed back and forth

the conversational shuttlecock until I found myself losing

straw by straw my load of home-sickness, and becoming

more buoyant of spirit in the muleteer's society.

After the splendours of the Simplon it seemed to me, as

the windings of the Great St. Bernard Pass shut us farther

and farther away from Martigny, that this was in com-

parison but a peaceful valley. It was a cosy cleft among

the mountains, with just room for the river to be frilled with

green between its walls. There was a look of homeliness

about the sloping pastures, which slept in the sunshine,

lulled by the song of the swift-flowing Drance.

The name " Great St. Bernard" had conjured up hopes

of rugged grandeur, which did not seem destined to be

fulfilled, and at last I confided my disappointment to

Joseph.
" If Monsieur will wait an all littlf hour, perhaps

he will yet be surprised," he answered, breaking into French.

" We have much way to go before we come to the best."

We walked briskly, lunched at the dull village of

Orsiferes, and, delaying as short a time as possible, pushed
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on—indeed, we pushed on farther than Joseph had exoected
when he suggested our sleeping at Bourg St. Pierre

"

"We
could go on higher," said he, " before dark, but it would be
late before we could reach the Hospice, and there is no
place where we could rest for the night after St Pierre
unless Monsieur would care to stop at the Cantine de
Proz.

"What is the Cantine de Proz?" I asked, trudgine
along the stony road, with my eyes held by a huge snow
mountain which had suddenly loomed above the ereen
shoulders of lesser hills, like a great white barrier across the
world.

"The Cantine de Proz is but a house, nothing more
Monsieur, in the loneliest and wildest part of the Pass-!how lonely and how wild you cannot guess yet by what
you have seen. The people who keep the house are good
folk, and they live there all the year round, even in winter
when the snow is at the second storey windows, and they
must cut narrow paths, with tall white walls, before they can
feed their cattle. These people sell you a cup of coffee, or
a glass of beer, or of liqueur, and they have a spare room
which IS very clean. If any traveller wishes to spend a
night they will make him as comfortable as they canOne English gentleman came, and liked the plac- so wli
that he stayed for months and wrote a book, I have been
told. But It is desolate. Perhaps Monsieur would think
It too trtste even for a night. At St. Pierre there is at least
a httle life. And the ' Hotel au Dejeuner de Napolton '

I
think it will amuse Monsieur."

'

" That is an odd name for a hotel," said I.

"You see, Monsieur, it was made famous' because of the
dejeuner which Napoleon took there on his march with hisarmy of 30,000 across the Pass in the month of May 1800and that is the reason of the name. The Madame who has
the house now is a granddaughter of the innkeeper of that
day, and she will show you the room where Napoleon

:r %

,
' I



88 THE PRINCESS PASSES

breakfasted, with all the furniture just as it was then, and

on the wall the portraits of her grandparents, who waited

on the great man."
" At all events, we will rest and have something to eat

there," I said. " Then, if it be not too late, we might push

on further. I like the idea of the lonely Cantine de Proz."

My opinion of the Pass was changing for the better

before we reached the straggling town of stony pavements,

which could not have a more appropriate patron than St

Pierre. True, our road was always narrow and poorly

kept for a great mountain highway ; so far, none of the

magnificent engineering which impressed one on the Simp-

Ion ; but .lere and there dazzling white peaks glistened like

frozen tidal waves against the blue, and the Drance had a

particular charm of its own. Joseph said little when I

patronised the Pass with a few grudging words of com-

mendation. He had the secretive smile of a man who

hides something up his sleeve.

It was five o'clock when we arrived at Bourg St. Pierre,

and having climbed a dark and hilly street, closely shut

in with houses which age had not made beautiful, Joseph

pointed out a neat, white inn, standing at the left of the

road.

"That is the 'Dejeuner de Napoleon,'" said he, "and

near by are some Roman remains which will interest

Monsieur, if
"

" By Jove, two donkeys I " I broke in, heedless of anti-

quities in my surprise at seeing two of those animals,

which experience had taught me to look upon as more rare

than Joseph's " seldom plant." " Two donkeys in front of

the inn. Where on earth can they have sprung from ? I

would have given a good deal for that sight a few days ago,

but now "—and I glanced at the dignified Finois—" I can

regard them simply with curiosity."

" I have been over this Pass more than twenty times,"

said Joseph (who was a native ofChamounix, I had learned),
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" yet rarely have I met with 4nes. And see, Monsieur, the
woman who is with them. She is not of the country, nor
of that part of Italy which we enter below the Pass at
Aosta. It is a strange costume ; I do not know from what
valley it comes."

" Well," said I, as we drew near to the group in the
road outside the hotel, "if that girl, or at any rate her hat,
did not come from the Riviera somewhere, I will eat mv
Panama."

Involuntarily I hastened my steps, and Joseph politely
followed suit, dragging after him Finois, who seemed to be
walking in his sleep. I felt it almost as a personal injury
from the hand of Fate that after my unavailing search for
donkeys in a land where I had thought to be forced to beat
them off with sticks, I should find other persons provided
with not one, but two of the creatures.
They were charming little beasts, one mouse colour, one

dark brown, with large, grey-rimmed spectacles, and both
of the texture of uncut velvet The former carried an
elegant pack which put mine to shame, the latter bore a
boy's saddle, and the two were being fed with great bread
crusts by a bewitching young woman of about twenty-six,
wearing one of the toadstool hats affected by the donkey-
women of Mentone. She looked up at our approach, and
having surveyed the pack and proportions of Finois with
cold scorn, her interest in our procession incontestably
fociissed upon Joseph. She tossed her head a little on one
side, shot at the muleteer an arrow-gleam, half defiant,
half coquettish, from a pair of big grey eyes rimmed heavily
with jet. She moistened full red lips, while a faint colour
lit her cheeks under the deep stain of tan and a tiger-lily
powdering of freckles. Then, having seen the weary Joseph
visibly rejuvenate in the brief sunshine of her glance, she
turned away and gave her whole attention to the donkeys.

" Hungry, Joseph? " I asked.

He had to bethink himself before he could answer.

If'
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Then he replied that he had food in his pocket, bread and

cheese, and that Finois carried his own dinner. They

would be ready to go on, if I chose, or to remain, if that

were my pleasure. " It is too early for a stop, at a place

where there can be no amusement for the evening," said I.

" We had better go on. If you intend to stay outside with

Finois I'll send you a bottle of beer, and you can, if you

will, drink my health." With this I went in, feeling sure

that the time of my absence would not pass heavily for

Joseph.

This was the hour at hich in England we would sip a

cup of tea as an excuse for talk with a pretty woman in her

drawing-room ; but i.aving tramped steadily for some hours

in mountain air, I was in a mood to understand the tastes

of that class who like an egg or a kipper for " a relish to

their tea." I looked for the landlady with the illustrious

ancestors and could not find her, but voices on the floor

above led me to the stairway. I mounted, passed a door-

way and found myself in a room which instinct told me had

been the scene of the historic dijeuner.

It was a low-ceilinged room with wainscoted walls, and

at first glance one received an impression of the past.

There was a soft lustre of much-polished mahogany and a

glitter of old silver candelabra. I thought that I detected

a faint fragrance of lavender lurking in the clean curtains,

or perhaps it might have come from the square of ancic t

damask covering the table, on which a meal was spread.

That meal consisted of chicken, a salad of pale green

lettuce and coraline tomatoes, a slim-necked bottle of white

wine, a custard with a foaming crest of beaten egg and

sugar, and a dish of purple figs. Food for the gods, and

with only a boy to eat it—but a remarkable boy. I gazed

and did not know what to make of him. He also gazed at

me, but his look lacked the curiosity with which I honoured

him. It expressed frankand (in the circumstances) impudent

disapproval. Having bestowed it, he nonchalantly continued
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his conversation with the plump and capped landlady, who
was evidently enraptured with him, while I was left to stand
unnoticed on the threshold.

Purely from the point of view of the picturesque, there
was some excuse for Madame's preoccupation. The boy
would have delighted an artist, no doubt, though our first
interchange of glances gave me a strong desire to smack
him. His panama—a miniature copy of mine—hung over
the back of his old-fashioned chair-the one, no doubt in
which Napoleon had sat to eat the dejeuner. Soft rings of
dark chestnut liair, richly bright as Japanese bronze had
been flattened across his forehead by the now discarded
hat. This hair, worn too long for any self-respecting
twentieth-century boy, curled round his small head and
behind the slim throat, which was like a stem for the flower
of his strange little face. " Strange " was the first adjective
which came into my mind, yet if he had been a girl instead
of a boy he would have been beautiful. The delicately pen-
cilled brows were exquisite, and out of the little brown face
looked a pair of large brilliant eyes of an extraordinary blue
-the blue of the wild chicory. When the boy glanced up or
down there was great play of dark lashes, long, and amaz-
mgly thick. This would have been charming on a girl, but
seemed somehow affected in a boy, though one could hardly
have accused the little snipe of making his own eyelashe^
He wore a very loose-trousered knickerbocker suit of navy
blue, a white silk shirt, also loose in its folds, with a turned-
down Byronic collar, and a careless black bow underneath
He had extremely small hands, tanned brown, and on the
least finger of one was a seal ring. My impression of this
youthfu' traveller was that in age he might be anywhere
between thirteen and seventeen, and I was sure that he
would be the better for a good thrashing.

^

"Some rich, silly mother's darling," I said to myself.
'Little milksop, travelling with a muff of a tutor, I suppose
Why doesn't the ass teach him good manners?"

l"i
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This lesson seemed particularly necessary, because the

youth persisted in holding the attention of the landlady,

who, with a comfortable back to me, laughed at some sally

of the boy's. When I had stood for a moment or two

waiting for a pause which did not come, although the brat

saw me and knew well what I wanted, I spoke coldly:

" Pardon, Madame, I desire something to eat," 1 said in

French.

The landlady turned, surprised at the voice behind her.

"But certai-.ily, Monsieur. Though I regret that you

have come at an unfortunate time. We have not a great

variety to offer you."

" Something of this sort will suit me very well," I replied,

feeling hungrily that chicken, salad, custard, and figs were

the things which of ?'.l others I would choose.

" It is most regrettable, Monsieur, but this young gentle-

man has our only chicken, unless you could wait for

another to be killed, plucked, and made ready for the

table."

I shuddered at the suggestion, and did not hide my

repulsion. "
I must put up with an omelette, then. I

suppose I can have that?"

"At any other time Monsieur could have had two if

he pleased, but to-day all our eggs have gone into this

custard. The young gentleman ordered his repast by

telegraph, and we did our best. As for the figs, he brought

them himself, but if Monsieur would have a cutlet of veau,

or
"

" Give me a bottle of wine, and some bread and cheese.

I do not like the veau," I said, with the testiness of a

hungry man disappointed. As I spoke my eyes were

on the boy, who ate his breast of chicken daintily. Pretty

as he was, I should have liked to kick him.

"Little brat," I apostrophised him once more in my

mind. " If he were not a pig, he would ask me to accept

half his meal. Not that I would take it I'd be shot
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first, so he'd be quite safe ; but he might have the decency
to offer."

Worse was to come, however. I had not yet plumbed
the blaclc depths of the brat's selfishness.

"Certainly, Monsieur, we have very good cheese,"

Madame assured me soothingly. " If Monsieur would
be pleased to step downstairs."

" I should prefer to remain here," I replied. " This is

the room, is it not, where Napoleon had his dijeuner?"
" The same, Monsieur, in every particular. But unfor-

tunately it is for the moment the private sitting-room
of this young gentleman, who has made me an extra
price to keep it for himself."

The poor old lady suffered manifest distress in breaking
this news to me, and even in my evil mood I could not
add intentionally to her pain. As for its cause, however,
he sat absolutely unmoved. I think, indeed, from the blue
light (which was absolutely impish) in his great eyes, that
the situation whetted his appetite. I did not deign another
glance at the little wretch as I went out, discomfited, but
I felt that he was grinning at my back.

Downstairs I had a very creditable meal, which I should
have enjoyed more had my nerves not been jarred to
viciousness. In the midst I heard footsteps running down-
stairs, and presently outside the door of the salle d. manger
the boy's voice—sweet still with childish cadence, as a
boy's is before the change to manhood first breaks, then
deepens it.

" If he comes in here I shall be inclined to throw a rind
of cheese at his head," I thought ; but he did not beard me
in my den. The voice passed away, and presently I heard
another, unmistakably that of a woman, giving vent to
strange profanities in softest Provengal French. The
speaker was apostrophising some person or animal who
was, according to her, the most insupportable of heaven's
creatures; and at last, with calls upon martyred saints

!y |t
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and cries of "Fanny-anny, Fanny-anny," there mingled

a scuffling and trotting, which soon died away in the dis-

tance, leaving stillness.

Soon after, having finished my meal and paid my bill, I

went out to Joseph. I found him alone with Finois. The

donkeys and their fuir guardian had gone.

" Well," said I, as we got upon our way, " I trust you

had an agreeable spell of rest? The young lady in the

Riviera hat looked promising. If her conversation matched

hei appearance, you were in luck, and well repaid for

taking your refreshment out of doors."

" Monsieur," began Joseph, " Iiave you in English a way

of expressing in one word what a man feels when he is

both shocked and astonished?"

"Flabbergasted might do at a pinch," I replied, after

deliberation.

" Ah, the good word, ' flabbergasta ' I It says much. It

is that I am flabbergasta by the young woman of the dues.

I was taken, I admit it. Monsieur, by her face, as was but

natural ; and then I wished to find out for the satisfaction

of Monsieur and myself how so strange a cavalcade came

to arrive upon the St. Bernard Pass. I made myself

polite. I spoke with praise of the dnes, and though my

advances were coldly received at first, at the very moment

I would in discouragement have ceased my efforts, the

young woman changed her front and seemed willing to

talk. She would not answer my questions, except to say

that she was of Mentone ; that she had escorted the young

gentleman who now employs her, on several excursions,

a year ago, when he was on the Riviera ; that he had sent

for her and the two dnes to join him by rail, though the

expense was great, and that they were travelling for the

young gentleman's amusement and his health, as he had

had an illness. From what place he had come, or to what

place they were bound, she would not say. Her own name

she told me when I had asked twice over, but the
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young gentleman's name she would not give, nor would
she even say the country i f his birth. It was when I

brought up this subject that the—the "

" The flabbergasting began ?

"

"Precisely, Monsieur. She abused me for my curiosity—
and oh. Monsieur, the words she used I The profanities

!

And at fhe same time her face as mild as a pigeon's I She
Uunted me with being a Protestant, as if it were a black
crime which bred others. Her name, if you would believe
it, is Innocentina Palumbo

—

Innocentina I But her tongue I

Monsieur, I listened as if I had been turned to stone.
And it was at this time that the young gei.tleman, of
whom she had told me, came out of the inn. He wished
to walk, but Innocentina said that he was already too
tired, and before he knew what was happening, she had
him in the saddle on his Ane. So they went off, and wliere
they will pass the night their saints alone know, for it is all
but certain that they will never get such animals as those
even as far as the Cantine de Proz."

" They were going in our direction, then ? " I said. " We
shall pass them on the way presently."

"I do not doubt it. Monsieur, though they had half
an hour's start."

"Were the boy and the donkey-woman alone? No
tutor with them?"
"Tutor, Monsieur? The poor young gentleman has a

tutor and a duenna in Innocentina. I wish him joy of her."
" I wish her joy of him," said I, remembering my wrongs.

But soon I forgot them and all other troubles, past and
present, in surrendering my spirit to the glory of the scene.
Joseph had his triumph, for the surprise he had kept up
his sleeve was out at last. St Bernard had me at nis feet
and held me there. The wild and gloomy splendour of
the Pass struck at my heart and fired vay imagination.
Lven the Simplon had nothing like this to give. The
Simplon at its finest sang a paean to civilisation; it
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glorified the science of engineering, and told you that

it was a triumph of modernity. But this strange, unkempt

Pass, with its inadequate road—now overhanging a sheer

precipice, now dippmg down steeply towards the wild bed

of its sombre river—this Great St Bernard seemed a

secret way back into other centuries, savage and remote.

I felt shame that I had patronised it earlier, with con-

descending admiration of some prettinesses. No wonder

that Joseph had smiled and held his peace, knowing what

was to come. There was the old road, the Roman road,

along which N.ipoleon had led his staggering thousands.

There were his forts, scarcely yet crumbled into ruin.

I saw the army, a straggling procession of haggard ghosts,

following always, and falling as they followed, enacting

again for me the passing scene of death and anguish.

I was one of the men. I struggled on, because Napoleon

needed -.11 his soldiers. Then weakness crushed me, like

a weight of iron. A mist before my eyes shut out the

opposite prec 'nice with its sparse pines and flashing water-

falls, the mountain heights beyond, and the merciless

blue sky. This was death. Who cared? The echo of

30,000 feet was in my ears as they passed on, leaving me

to die by the roadside, as I had left others before.

I started, and waked from my dream. It was a joyful

shock to see Joseph beside me, in the homely clothes

which had replaced his " Sunday best," to see Finois and

his pack full of my friendly belongings. But I clung to

the comfortable present for a few moments only. The

spell of c!e.id centuries had me in its grip. Further and

further back into the land of dead days I journeyed with

St. Bernard, and helped him to found the monastery

which the eyes of my flesh had not yet seen. The eyes

of my spirit saw the place, fhe nerves of my spirit felt the

chill of its remoteness. A.iu cvci when I waked again I

could not be sure that I was Montagu Lane, an idle young

man of the twentieth century, who had come for the



THE BRAT 97
gratification of a whim to this fastness where greater men
had ventured in peril and self-sacrifice.

Imagination is the one possession, having which no man
can be poor, or mean, or insignificant. He can wall< with
Itings, and he can see the high places of the world with
seeing .es, a gift which no money can give; and yet he
will SI ,icr as those without imagination never can suffer,

or picture others suffering.

I told myself this, somewhat grandiloquently and with

self-gratulation, as I rubbed shoulders with some of the

world's heroes who had passe'' along this way ; and there

was physical relief after strain when the precipitous valley

widened into billowy pastures lying green at the rugged
feet of mountains.

Can iny sound be more soothing than the tinkle of cow-
bells in a mountain pass, as twilight falls softly like the

wings of a brooding bird? It is to the ear what a cool

draught of spring water is to thirsty lips. There are

verses of poetry in it, only to be reset and rearranged,

like pearls fallen f'-uin their string ; there is a perfume
of primroses in it ; there is the colour of early dawn, or of
fading sunset, when a young moon is rising, curved and
white as a baby's arm ; there is also the same voice that

speaks from the brook, or the river running over rocks.

Suddenly we were in the midst of a great herd of cows,

that blew out volumes of clover breath upon us, in mild
surprise at our existence. They rubbed against us or

ambled away, lowing to each other, and I was surprised

to find that, instead of each neck being provided with
a bell, as I had fancied from the multitudinous tinklings,

one cow only was thus ornamented.
" How was the selection made ? " I asked Joseph. " Did

they choose the most popular cow, a of stable-yard

belle, voted by her companions at .< . .er of her set,

or was the choice guided by chance? Joseph could not
tell me, and I suppose that I shall never know.
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The big, lumbering forms crowded so closely round us

in the twilight shadows, that now and then to force

a passage Joseph was obliged to pull a slowly whisking

tail, resembling almost exactly an old-fashioned bell rope.

Presently we had made our way past the herd, which was

shut from our sight b-' the curtain of evening, though

up on the mountain tops i*- was still golden day.

"There," said Joseph, pointing, "is the Cantine de

Profc"



CHAPTER X

THE SCRAPING OF ACQUAINTANCE

" You ihill be unt«(l to . . Ironld imila >n.l mocking.,"

Walt Whitman.
" Up the hillilda yonder, through (he morning."—Robht Bkownino.

1SAW, standing desolate in the basin of mountains, an
old house of grey stone, very square, very plain very

resolute, and staunch of physiognomy. The windows
were .till unlighted, and it looked a gloomy home for
months of winter cold and snow. Suddenly, as we ap-
proached—rather wearily now—a yellow glear; flashed
out in an upper window.
'That is the spare room for strangers." said Joseph, and

I thought that there was a note of anxiety in his voice.
" Perhaps someone has arrived before us," I remarked

" I hadn't thought of that, as you said so few people ever
stopped at the Cantine overnight."

" Have you noticed, Monsieur, that after all we never
passed the party with the donkeys?" asked my muleteer

" I had forgotten them,"
" I had not, but it was Monsieur's pleasure to go slowly

to .'top for the views, to look at the ruined forts, and to
tr.ice the old road. We gave them time to get far ahead
1 was always watching, but never saw them. The little
dnes had more endurance than I thought, and as for that
Innocentina, she is a daughter of Satan ; she would know
no fatigue,"
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" It would be like that little brat—to gobble up the one

spare room of the Cantine as he did the one chicken of

the ' Ddjeuner,' " I muttered. " But we shall see what we

shall see."

We went on more rapidly, and soon arrived at the

bottom of a steep flight of stone steps which led up to the

door of the Cantine. A man came forward to greet us—

a fine fellow with the frank and lofty bearing of one whose

life is passed in high altitudes.

" Can we have supper and accommodation for the night

i.t your house ? " I asked.

" Supper, most certainly, and with pleasure," came the

courteous answer, "though we have only plain fare to

offer. But the one spare room we have for our occasional

guests has just been taken by a young English or American

gentleman. The woman who drives the two donl-.eys with

which they travel will have a bed in the room of my sister
;

and we could find sleepin'' ;

' ^ce of a sort for your mule-

teer, but I fear we have no way of making Monsieur com-

fortable."

I was filled with rage against the wretch who had

robbed me of a decent meal, and would now filch from me

a night's rest.

" We have walked a long way," I said, " and are tired.

We might have stopped at St. Pierre, but preferred to

come to you. It is now too dark to go back or go on

Surely there are two beds in your spare room, and as you

keep an inn, and pretend to give bed and board to travel-

lers, you are bound to arrange for my accommodation."

"The young Monsieur pays for the two beds in the

spare room, in order to secure the whole for himself alone,"

replied the landlord. " Not expecting any other guests,

we agreed to this ; but the youth is, perhaps, a countryman

of yours, and rather than you should go further, or .spend

a night of discomfort, he will probably consent to let you

share the room."
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" He shall consent, or I will know the reason why," I

said to myself fiercely, but aloud I merely answered that
I would be glad of a few minutus' conversation with the
young gentleman.

My liost led me to the house door, introduced me to a
hands.jme sister who was my hostess, explained to her the
situation, >vith the view of it we had arrived at, and
descended to show Joseph «-hcre to shelter Finois.
My landlady said that she would put the case to the occu-

pant of the spare room, who was already in his new quarters
preparing for supper

; out I persuaded her that it would be'
well for me to be on the spot, and add my arguments to
Hers W e went upstairs, and in a dark passage stumbled
suddenly mto a pool of yellow light gushing from a half-
open door. I hurried forward step for step with my guide
lest the door should be shut in my face before 1 could
reach it. Over my hostess' shoulder I saw a bare but neat
interior, a "coffin" bed, a whitewashed wall, an uncarpeted
floor, and Mademoiselle Innocentina Palumbo sitting upon
It, tailor-fashion, engaged in excavating a large dark object
Irom a ruc/csacA. In front of her stood the Brat deeply
interested in the operation, his curly head bent, his'childish
uttle hands on his hips.

He was talking and laughing gaily, but at the sound of
footsteps m the p.issage he glanced up, and seein- me
stared m haughty surprise, which tipped the scales to-
wards anger.

"Here is a Monsieur who is belated on the Pass, and
hegs (this was hardly the way in which I would have put
't) 'that he may be allowed to share this room," explained
I'lir landlady.

'^

' Share my room ! " repeated the Brat, so dumbfounded at
his simple statement that he spoke in English. Now Iknew that he was a countryman, not of mine, but ofMolly s, and I wished that she were here to deal with him
1 have never heard anything so—so ridiculous."

i: *i 1
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" Really," said I, assuming an air I had found successful

with first year men, in good old days of undergrad-dom

(Molly called it my "belted hearl" manner). "Really, I

fail to see anything ridiculous in the proposal. This is an

inn which professes to accommodate travellers. I have a

right to insist upon a bed."

To my intense irritation Innocentina giggled. The Brat

did not laugh, but he grew rosy like a girl. Even his little

ears turned pink under his absurd mop of chestnut curls.

"You have no right to insist upon mine," retorted he, m

the hone> -sweet contralto which tried in vain to make of

a pert imp an angel.

" You can't sleep in two," said I.

"That is my affair, since I've agreed to pay for

them." , . , •

"
I contend that you cannot pay for both, since one is

legally mine by the laws protecting travellers," I argued

truculently, hoping to frighten the rude child, though I

should have been sore put to it to prove my point

"I've always heard that possession is nine parts of

the law," said he, impudent and apparently unintimidated.

"This is my room, every hole and corner of it, and if you

try to intrude I shall simply sit up and yell all night, and

throw things, so that you will not get an instant's sleep.

I swear it."
. . j

Then I lost my temper. "You ought to be ashamed

of yourself," I exclaimed. " I wonder where you were

brought up?"
^^

" Where big boys never bully little ones.

"Of all the selfish, impertinent brats!" I could not help

muttering.
. ,, i. i ».,

' If I am a brat, you are a brute, sir. You have only to

glance at the dictionary to see which is worse."

He looked so impish, defying me, like a miniature Ajax,

that with all the will in the world to box his ears I burst

out laughing,
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Checking my mirth as soon as I could, I covered its

inappropriateness with a steely frown. "
I do not need

to glance at the dictionary to see that you would be a
detestable room-mate," said I ;

•' and on second thoughts
I prefer to sleep quietly in the stable rather than press
my claim here.'" With this 1 turned on my heel, not
givmg the enemy time for another volley, and stalked
downstairs, followed, I regret to say, by Innocentina's
ribald laughter.

Almost immediately I was rejoined by the handsome
landlady, who, profuse in her regrets, though she had
understood no word of wliat had passed, attempted to
console me with the promise of a bed in the salle <i manger
Meanwhile, if I desired to wash, her brother would super-
intend my ablutions.

Over these rites (>vhich were duly performed at a pump
while the little wretch upstairs wallowed in the luxury of
a basm almost as large as my hat) I draw a veil. By the
time that they were finished, and I was shining with yellow
kitchen soap, having been unable to make pse of my ownm the circumstances, supper was ready. I .talked sulkily
into the room which later would be transformed into my
bedchamber, and to my annoyance saw the Brat already
seated at the table. ad fancied that his cons-'enc^
would counsel supping privately in the room he had
usurped, but this imp seemed to have been born without
a sense of shame. Thanks to him I had not even been
able to give myself a clean collar, as it had not been
possible to open the mule-pack and improvise a dressing,
room m the neighbourhood of the pump. But he—he, the
usurper, he, the guilty one—had changed from his low-
necked shirt and blue serge suit into a kind of evening
costume, original, I should say, to himself, or copied frorn
some stage child or Christmas annual.
He did not speak to me, nor I to him, though as I sat

down in the chair placed for me at the opposite end of the

.1!
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table, I caught a sapphire gleam from the brilliant eyes

which burned so vividly in the little brown face.

There came an omelette. It was passed to me. Mali-

ciously. 1 selected the best bit from the middle. The boy

took what was left. Veal followed, in the form of cutlets,

two in number. A glance showed me that one was mostly

composed of bone and gristle. I helped myself to the

other. Revenge was mine at last, though to enjoy it fully

I must have a peep at the enemy, to make sure that he felt

and understood his righteous punishment.

But life is crowded with disappointments. The foe was

looking incredibly small, and young, and meel'-a P""^

thing for a man to wreak his vengeance on. With long

lashes cast down, making a deep shadow on his thin

cheeks, he sat wrestling with his portion, from which the

cleverest manipulation of knife and fork was powerless to

extract an inch of nourishment. As he gave up the

strusrcle at last, with unmoved countenance and not even

a sigh of complaint, my heart failed me. I felt that I had

snatched bread from the mouth of starving infanthood.

Had not Joseph learned from Innocentina that the boy

had lately recovered from a severe illness? Unspeakable

brat that he was, and small favour that he deserved at my

h.mds, I resolved that he should have the best of the next

dish when it came round.

This good intention, however, went to supply another

stone in that place which seems ever in need of repavmg

Cheese succeeded the veal, h well-meaning but somewhat

overpowering cheese, and neither the Brat nor I encouraged

it It was borne away intact, and after a short delay

appeared a dish of plums, and another of small and at-

tractive cakes, evidently imported from a town.

I saw the boy's eye brighten as it fell upon the cakes.

He glanced from them to me, as I was offered my choice,

and said hastily, " There is one cake there which I want

very much. I suppose if I tell you which it is, you will

eat it."
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" There is also only one which I care for," said I.
"

I
wonder if it is the same?"

' Probably," said the boy. " If you take it, there isn't

another which I would be found dead with in my mouth
on a desert island. And I haven't had much dinner."

" I had to wash under the pump," said I. "Still, great-
ness lies in magnanimity. You shall choose your cake
first; but remember, you cannot have it and eat it too;
so make up your mind quickly which is better."

" I always thought that a stupid saying," remarked the
Brat, as he helped himself to a ginger-nut with pink icing.
" I have my cake, and when I have eaten it 1 take
another."

" Your experience in life has been fortunate," I replied,
contenting myself with the second-best cake. " But it has
not been long. When you are a man "

" A man I I would rather—die young than be one."
" Indeed ? " I exclaimed, surprised at this outburst.
" I hate men."

"Ah, perhaps then your experience has not been as
fortunate in men as in cakes?"

" No, it has not. It has been just the opposite."
" One would say, ' thereby hangs a tale.'

"

" It does. But it is not for strangers."
" I'm not a lover of after-dinner stories Here comes

the coffee. Luckily there's plenty for us ooth. Will you
have a cigarette ?

"

" No, thanks."

"A cigar, then?"
" I don't smoke."
" Ah, some boys' heads won't stand it. I'm ashamed to

say that I smoked at fourteen. But perhaps you are not
yet "

" I will change my mind and have a cigarette, since you
are so obliging."

" Sure you won't regret it ?

"
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"Quite sure, thank you."

" They're rather strong."

" I'm not afraid."

He took a cigarette from my case and smoked it

daintily. Wliether it were my imagination, or whether a

slight pallor did really become visible under the sun-tan on

the velvet-smooth face, I am not certain, but at all events

he rose when nothing was left between his fingers, save an

ash clinging to a bit of gold paper, and excused himself

with belated politeness.

Not long after my bed was made up on the floor, and

I slept as I fancy few kings sleep.

Strange ; not then or ever did I dream of Helen.

The voice of Finois or some near relative roused me

at dawn. I remembered where 1 was, whither bound, and

sleep instantly seemed irrelevant. I scrambled up from

my lonely couch, went to the open window, which was a

square of grey-green light, and looked out at the mountain

walls of the valley basin.

The day was not awake yet, but only half conscious that

it must awake. There was the faint thrill of mystery

which comes with earliest dawn, as though it were for you

alone of «11 the world, and no one else could find his way

down its uun labyrinths. But even as I looked there was

a movement near the house, and I saw the stalwart figure

of the landlord shape itself from the shadows. Other

forms were stirring, too, the stolid forms of cows, and those

of two sturdy little ponies, which were being turned into

a pasture.

It occurred to me that I could not do better than get

through my toilet, and, if Joseph and Finois were of the

same mind, make an early start. I thought that if I could

reach the Hospice before all the gold of sunrise had boiled
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over night's brim, I should have a picture to frame in

memory.

At bedtime they had given me a wooden tub, such as

laundresses use, and filled it for my morning bath. 1 had
my own .soap and a great, clean, coarse dish-towel of crash

or some other material. Never before was there a bath
like it, with the good smell of pinewood of which the tub
was made, and the tingle of the water from a mountain
spring. I revelled in it, and as I dressed could have sung
for pure joy of life, until I remembered that I was a jilted

man, and this tour a voyage of consolation.
" You are miserable, you know," I informed my reflection

in a small, strange-coloured glass, which allowed me to

shave my face in greenish sections. " This is a kind of
madness, this spurious gaiety of yours."

In half an hour I was out of the house, and found
Joseph feeding Finois. They were both prepared to leave

at ten minutes' notice, and when the two human creatures

of the party had been refreshed with crusty bread and
steaming coffee the procession of three set forth. As for

the boy, the donkeys, and their guardian, as far as I knew
they were still sleeping the sleep of the unjust.

If the Pass had been glorious in open day and by
falling twilight, it was doubly wonderful in this mystic
dawn-time before the lamp of the rising sun had lit the

valley. The green Alps where the cattle pastured were
faintly musical, far and near, with the ringing of unseen
bells, and the air was vibrant with the rush and whisper of

waters. As the shadows melted in the crucible of dawn,
and an opaline light trembled on the dark mountain tops

that towered round us, I saw marvels which either had not

existed last night, or I had been dull clod enough to miss
them.

Fairy wildflowers such as I had never seen studded the

rucks with jewels of blue and gold, and rose, and little

silver stars ; and there were some wonderful, shining

things of creamy grey plush, suggesting glorified thistles.

:ll- !!
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We passed aloiif; the Valley of Death, where many of

Napoleun's men had perished, and the first rays of sunrise

touched the tragic rocks with the gold of hope. Up, up

beyond the Alps and the sparse pine-trees we climbed

until we came to the snow-line, and passed beyond the

first white lc-dr;c carved in marble by the cold hand of a

departed winter. Down through a gap in the mountains

streamed an icy blast, and I had to remind myself, shiver-

ing, that this was August, not December. The wind tore

apart the fabric of lacy cloud which had been looped in

folds across the mountain face, like a veil hiding the worn

features of some aged nun, and showed jagged mountain

peaks towering against a sky of mother-o'-pearl. Suddenly,

after a steep ascent, we saw before us a tall, lonely mass of

grey stone built upon the rock. Behind it the sun had

risen, and fired to burnished gold the still lake which

mirrored the Hospice and its dark wall of mountains,

seamed with snow.

The impression of high purity, of peace won through

privation, and of nearness to heaven itself, was so strong

upon me that I seemed to hear a voice speaking a

benediction.



CHAPTER XI

THE BABE IN THE WOODS

"This villain . . . He darej. . . . I Icnow not half he darn-
But remove him—quick I "—RoBEUT Bkownino.

SO early was it still that I feared we had come before
the brotherhood were astir to receive visitors, but as

I looked up at the great, grey, silent building the noble
head of a magnificent St. Bernard dog appeared in the
doorway at the top of steep stone steps. There could not
have been a more appropriate welcome to this remote
dwelling of a devoted band; and when the dog, after
gazing gravely at the new-comers, vanished into darkness,
I knew that he had gone in to tell of our arrival. I was
right, too, for once within, he uttered a deep bell-note,
more sonorous and more musical than lies in the throats
of common dogs, and was ani.vered by a distant baying.
One could not say that these majestic animals " barked."
There was as indisputable a difference between an ordinary
bark and th'; sound they made as between the barrel

instrument played in the street and a grand cathedral
organ.

Joseph had visited the Hospice many times, and knew
the etiquette for strangers. He bade me go in and ring
the bell at the grille, unless I should meet one of the
monks before reaching it. I mounted the steps, entered
the wide doorway which had framed the dog's head, and
found myself in a vast, dusky corridor, resonant with
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strange cchoings and niystcriuiis wilh lliltinj; sliiulows,

which might be ghosts of the past or live beings of the

present. As my eyes grew accustomed to the gloom, I

saw that there were numerous persons in this groat hall

;

tall monks in flowing robes of black, beggars come to

solicit alms or breakfast, and dogs, many dogs, who

crowded round me, with a waving of huge tails, and a

gleaming of brown jewelled eyes in the dusk. I did not

need to ring the bell of the iron gate, beyond which,

according to Joseph, no woman has ever passed. One of

the monks came to me—a tall, spare young man with a

grave face, soft in expression, yet hardened in outline by

a rigorous life and exposure to extreme cold. He gave

me welcome in French, with here and there an interpolation

of " Down, Turk," " Be quiet, Jupiter I
" Would I like

breakfast? he asked; and then, yes, certainly, to .see the

rhapel, the bibliotheque, the monastery mu.scuiii, and the

Alpine garden. There would be plenty of time for this,

and still to reach Aosta. Another monk was called, and

an introduction effected. I was taken into a handsomely

decorated refectory, where I opened my eyes in some

astonishment at sight of the Imp drinking coffee from a

shallow bowl nearly as big as his childish head. Inno-

centina was, no doubt, at this moment shocking Joseph

by some new depravity in the salle a iiiiiiigcr, where

humbler folks were entertained with the same hospitality

as their (so-callid) betters.

The Brat fet down his bowl and saw me, as I subsided

into a chair on the opposite side of the long, narrow table.

His face flushed, and the brilliant blue eyes clouded, but

he deigned to acknowledge our acquaintance with a slight

bow.
" I didn't suppose you would have started yet," said I.

"
I thought the same thing about you," he retorted.

"We got off very quietly from the Cantine
"

" Ah, you wished to steal a march on me," I broke in
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" nut really, my young friend, you mod not have feared
that I should impose myself upon you as a travelling

companion. My one object in makinv; this excursion is,

if not to enjoy my own society, at any rate to experiment
with it, therefore "

" I have two objects in making mine," the boy inter-

rupted. "One is to avoid men; the other is to find

materials for writing a book, with no men in it—only
places."

" It will not be owing to me if you fai! in the former,"

said I. " As for the latter, naturally it will depend upon
yourself What shall you call it—' A Chiel takkin" Notes ' ?

or • I n Search of the Grail' ?
"

He blushed vividly. " I haven't decided on the name
yet, but it can't matter to you, as I do not expect you to

buy the book when it comes out ; nor need you be afraid

that you will figure in the pages. If I were to call my
book ' In Search of—anything,' it would be ' In Search of
Peace."

"

With this the strange child rose from the table, and
bowing, departed, leaving me lost in wonder at him. He
was but an infant, and an impertinent infant at that; yet
suddenly I had had a glimpse, through the great sea-blue
eyes, of a soul weary after some tragic experience. At
least this was the impression which flashed into my mind
with the one look I surprised before lashes hid its secret;

but in a moment I was laughing at myself. Ridiculous to

hruc such a ..lOiight in connection with a slip of a bov,
sixteen at most ! I lingered over my breakfast, so that the
Brat might have finished his si^'htseeing and got away
before my tour of the Hospice began.

He and I 1, d had the table to ourselves at first, but I

s.it so long that others came in, evidently persons who had
spert the nicht at the monastery. There was a Rii3.sian

family, of i many daughters that I wondered their parents
had found names for them all ; a couple of German women

•
li

i'

(
.

I

I



113 THE PRINCESS PASSES

in plaid blouses so terrible that they set me speculating.

Had the material been chosen by their husbands with the

view of alienating all masculine admiration, as a Japanese

girl, when married, blackens her teeth ? Or had the ladies

inflicted the frightful things upon themselves by way of

penance for some grievous sin? I should have liked to

:isk, especially as one of the wearers was very pretty, with

i\ large, madonna loveliness. Hut under my drcaminsj eyes

slie began eating honey with her knife, and I sprang from

the table hastily. As I passed I heard two stolid cockneys

asking each other why the—dickens they had come to

this " bea.stly, cold, God-forsaken hole, with nothing but a

kit of ugly mountains to see. There was better sport in

Oxford Street." I should not have considered it murder

if 1 had killed them where they sat, but I refrained, rather

than soil my hands. And, after all, if a primrose on a

river's brim but a yellow primrose was to them, what did

It matter to me?
I visited the bibliothique, which was haunted by a

fragrance intoxicating to book lovers ; of dead centuries,

leather bindings, and parchment. I saw the piano given

by the King when he was Prince of Wales ;
the really fine

collection of coins and early Roman remains found in the

neighbourhood of the monastery. I dropped a louis into

the box of offerings in the chapel, and then was taken by

a mild-eyed, frail-looking monk to visit some of the room;

allotted to guests at the Hospice. Seeing them, I was

inclined to wish that I had pushed on through the darkness

last night and reached this mountain-top to sleep. I liked

the wainscoted walls, the white-canopied beds, but, most

of all, I liked the deep-set windows with their view of tlie

silent lake, asleep in the bosom of the mountains and

dreaming of the sky. On most of the walls were votive

offerings in the shape of pictures, sent to the monks by

grateful visitors in far-off countries. One was an engraving

which had adorned the nursery in my youth, and had been
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a nevpr-failiiiB source of curiosity to mc. It was Gustave
Dord's "Christian Martyrs," and I had once been deprived

of pudding at the nursery dinner because I had remarked
(with irreverence wholly unintentional) that one of the linns

seemed ill and anxious to "climb up the wall and get away
from the nasty martyrs." Thus it is that children are mis-

understood by their elders ; and now, as I gazed at the

same picture on the monastery wall, I felt again all tho old,

impotent rebellion against misplaced power and injustice.

Later, I wandered through the pathetically interesting

Alpine garden, carefully kept by the monks, and then, sure

that by this time the Hrat and his cavalcade must be far on
their way, I started, with Joseph and Finois, to walk down
the Pass towards Aosta.

I had promised Jack and Molly to tell them, in my
letters, whether it would be possible for them, with a motor,

to go by some of the routes which I chose. Over the St
Bernard from Martigny to the Hospice they could not have
come, even in the stealthy, fly-by-nighi manner in which
they had " done " the St. Gothard and the Simplon, for on
the St. Bernard the road was always narrow, often stony
and dangerous. Beyond, on the other side, even carriages

cannot yet pass, descending to Aosta, though in another

year the new road will be finished. As it is, for many a
generation pilgrims from the Hospice to Italy have been
obliged to descend as far as the mountain village of St.

Rhcmy, either on foot or mule-back ; thus there was no
hope for the Mercedes there.

1 went swinging down the steep and winding path, my
heart chanting a psalm to the mountains. Mountains like

cathedrals, with carved, graceful spires ; mountains like

frozen waves left by some great sea when the world was
chaos

; mountains like leaning towers of Pisa ; mountains
like sentinel Titans ; mountains silver-grey : mountains
dark red. The " Pain de Sucre " was strangest of all in

form, perhaps, and Joseph distressed me much by remark-

I
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ing guilelessly that it, and other white shapes at which he
pointed, looked exactly like frosted wedding-cakes. It was
true, they did ; but they looked like nobler things also, and
I resented having so cheap a simile thrust into my head.

With every step the way grew more glorious. This was
an enchanted land. I could hardly believe that thousands

of travellers had seen it before, and would again. I felt as

if 1 had fallen, Sinbad-like, into a valley undiscovered by
man

; and like Sinbad's valley, this sparkled to my dazzled

eyes with countless gems. Not all cold, white diamonds
like his, but gems of every colour. The rocks through

which our path was cut glowed with rainbow hue.s, like

different precious metals blended. This effect, striking me
at first (in the brilliant su^" hine, which alone kept me from

::ing nipped with cold), was puzzling, but in a moment
I had solved the " jewel mystery " of the mountains. The
rocks were of porphyry, and marble, and granite, spangled

with mica, and over all spread in patches a lichen of rose,

and green, and yellow, like chipped rubies and emerald,

among gold filings.

So wild and splendid was the scene, composed and

painted by a peerless Master, that I slackened my pace,

reluctant to leave so much splendour behind ; but, despite

all delaying, we came after a time down to tree level.

The landscape changed
; the diamond spray of miniature

cataracts dashed over high cliffs, among balsamic pine

forests ; the sunshine brought out the intense green of moss

and fern. We met porters strugi,'ling up the height with

luggage on their backs, and fat women riding depressed

mules. It was very media;val, and I had the sensation of

having walked into a picture, round the corner of it, into

the part which you know must be there, though it cannot

be seen by outsiders.

It took us an hour and a half to tramp the f ^ven kilo-

metres down to St. Rh^my, where we lunched well, and

drank a sparkling wine of the country which may have
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been meretricious ' ^t fasted good. There was a dauane.
for we had no\ .,assed oi:t / Switzerland into Italy, and
my mule-pack w:.-: e\aiai, ed with curiosity; but why
I should have c<-n quetJoned with insistence as to
whether I were conceaiir-jj sausages I could not guess,
unless a swashbuckling German princeling who married
into our family eight generations ago was using my eyes
for windows at the time.

I need not have feared that the best of the journey
would be over at St. RhOmy, for the road (which broadened
there and became " navigable " for motor-cars as well as
horse-drawn vehicles) wound down still among stupendous
mountains capped with snow, jagged peaks of dark granite,
and purple porphyry which glowed crimson in contrast with
the dazzling snow.

We did not leave St. Rh^my till long past one, and as
we descended upon lower levels the sun grew hot. More
than once I called a halt, and we had a delicious rest under
a tree in some exquisite glade a little removed from the
roadside. It was during one of these, while Finois cropped
some indigestible branch, that Joseph opened hi.- heart and
told me his life's history. It had been more or less adven-
turous, and it had held a tragedy, for Joseph had loved, and
the fair had jilted him on the eve of their marriage for a
prosperous baker. This fellow-feeling (for had we not both
been thrown over for tradesmen ?) made me wondrous kind
towards Joseph, and when I had drawn from him the fact
that his great ambition was to own Finois and three don-
keys, and start in business for himself, I secretly determined
to see what could be done towards forwarding this end.
We did not hurry, and the shadows lengthened and

thinned, like children who have grown too fast, while we
were still far above Aosta. We exchanged chestnuts for
pines, and the pure ethereal blue of Italy burned in the
sky Everywhere was rich abundance of colour. The
greeu of trees and grass was luscious, even the shadows

H: \
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were of a translucent purple. Far below us the valley of

Aosta lay, so dreamily lovely, so peaceful, that one coult"

imagine there only happiness and prosperity.

I remarked this to Joseph, and he smiled his melancholy

smile. " It is beautiful," he said, " and when you are down

at the bottom you will not be disappointed in the country.

But for happiness ? It is no better than elsewhere. Wait

till you see the cretins ; there is a cretin in almost every

family. And not long ayo there was a dreadful murder in

the neighbourhood of Aosta. The criminal has not yet

been caught. He is supposed to be hiding somewhere in

the mountains, and the police cannot find him. There is a

printed notice out, warning people to beware of the mur-

derer—so I read in a newspaper not long ago—and I have

heard that the inhabitants of all these little hamlets we see

here and there dare not go from village to village after

dark, for fear of being rttacked."

"Then if we should happen to be belated, we might

have an adventure?" I said.

" Indeed, it is not at all unlikely. Monsieur. No doubt

the man is desperate, and if he saw a chance to get a

change of clothing, a mule, and some money, he might risk

attacking even two travellers, from behind. But we shall

arrive at Aosta before dark, and I am afraid
"

" I'll warrant you're not afraid of danger."

« That we shall get no such sport, Monsieur."

As he spnke there came with the wind blowing up from

the valley a loud, long-drawn shriek of fear or distress,

uttered by a woman. We looked at each other, Joseph

and I, and then without a word set off running down the

hill in the direction of the cry. Again it came, " a mm,

d moil" We could hear the words now, and then a wild

inarticulate scream.

I bounded down the winding white road, where the

evening shadows lay, and Joseph followed, somehow drag-

ging Finois—at least, I am sure that he would not have

left his beloved beast behind.
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We turned a sharp bend of the road, thickly fringed
with a dense wood, and suddenly Innocentina sprang
ahnost into my arms. She ran to me blindly, not seeing
who it was, knowing by instinct only that help was at
hand. " A robber, a murderer !

" she panted, " Oh,
save " and then, I think, she fainted.

I have a vagne recollection of tossing her to Joseph and
plunging into the dim wood, where something moved, half-
hidden by the crowding trees. It was the donkeys I saw
at first, and then I came full upon a man, dressed all in

the brown of the tree trunks, so that at a distance he would
not be .seen among them in the dusk. He had the ruck-
sack I had noticed at the Cantine de Proz in one hand, and
with the other he had just drawn a knife from a belt under
his coat. The boy was on the ground shielding his bowed
face with a thin blue-serge arm.

s



CHAPTER XII

THE PlilNCESS

" So the little lady grew silent and thin.

Paling anil ever paling,

As the way is with a hid chagrin."
Robert Browning.

THIS was the tableau photographed on my retina as

I sprang forward ; but I drew the revolver which

had occasioned Winston's mirth when Molly gave it to me

at Urig, and in an instant the picture had dissolved. The

man in brown dropped the rucksack, and ran as I have

never seen man run before—ran as if he wore seven-league

boots. My revolver was not loaded, and all the cartridges

were among my shirts and collars on Finois' back, there-

fore I could pursue him with nothing more dangerous than

anathemas, unless I had deserted the Boy, who seemed at

first glance to be almost as near fainting as Innocentina.

Reluctantly letting the man go free, I bent over the

little figure in blue, still on its knees. "Are you hurt?"

I asked in real an.xiety, such as I had not thought it

possible to feel for the Brat.

" No—only my arm. He wrung it so. And perhaps

I have twisted my knee. I don't know yet. He pushed

me back and I fell down."

I lifted him up and supported him for a moment, he

leaning against me, the colour drained from cheek and lips.

But suddenly it streamed back even to his forehead, am'

raising his head from my shoulder, where it had lain for
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a few seconds, he unwound himself gently from my arm.
"I'm all right now, thank you awfully," he said. "I
believe you ha\e saved my life and Innocentina's. You
see, we fought with the man for our things ; and when he
saw that he couldn't steal them without a struggle he
whipped out a knife and—and then you came. Oh he
was a coward to attack two-two people so much weaker
than himself, and then to run away when a stronger one
came."

I kept Joseph's story to myself, and hoped tha' the
Boy had not heard it. Perhaps, after all, this lurking beast
of prey had not been the murderer in hiding. The place
was lonely and evening was falling. Some tramp or
thievish peasant, taking advantage of the murder scare,
might easily have dared this attack ; and when I glanced
at the picnic array under a tree near by, I was even less
surprised than before at the thing which had happened.
Th- mouse-coloured pack-donkey had been denuded of

his load, and the most elaborate tea-basket I had ever s»en
(even finer than Molly's) was open on the ground. If the
cups, plates, and saucers, the knives, spoons, and forks
were not silver, they were masquerading hypocrites; and
I discovered that the large dark object which I haH
seen Innocentina putting into the rucksack (now half on
half off) was a very handsome travelling- bag. It was
gaping wide, the mouth fixed In position with patent
catches, and it lay where the disappointed thief had flun"
It, tumbled on its side, with a quantity of gold and crystal
fittings scattered helter-skelter round about. On the gold
backs of the brushes, and the tops of the bottles, was an
intricate monogram, traced in small turquoises
"By Jove!" I exclaimed. "Do you travel with these

things? What madness to spread them out in the woodsby an unfrequented mountain road ! That is to offer toomuch temptation even to the honest poor."
"I know,' said the Boy meekly. "It was stupid to
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picnic in such a place, but we had come fast " (with this he

had the grace to look a little shamefaced, knowing that

I knew why he had come fast), " and we were tired. It

was so beautiful here, and seemed so peaceful that we

never thought of danger at this time of day. We had

begun to pack up our things to move on again when there

was a rustling behind us, the crackling of a branch under

a foot, and that wretch sprang out. I was frightened, but

I hate being a coward, and I just made up my mmd he

shouldn't have our things. Innocentina screamed, and I

struck at the man with the stick she uses to drive Fanny

and Souris. Then he got out his knife, and Innocentma

screamed a good deal more, and— I don't quite know what

did happen after that, till you came."

"Well, I'm thankful I was near," I said. "And I must

say that, though it was foolhardy to make such a display

of valuables, you were a plucky little David to defend

your belongings against such a Goliath. 1 admire you

for it."
, „

The Boy flushed with pleasure. "Oh, do you really

think I was plucky?" he asked. "Everything was so

confused ; I wasn't sure. I would rather be plucky than

anything. Thank you for saying that—almost as much as

saving our lives. And—and I'm dreadfully sorry I called

you—a brute, last night."

"It was only because I called you a brat. I fully

deserved it, and we'll cry quits, if you don't mind.^ Now

I'd better see how the fainting lady is, and then I'll help

you get your things together. How are the knee and

" Nothing much wrong with them after all, I think," said

the Boy, limping a little as he walked by my side back

to the road, where I had left Innocentina with Joseph.

We had taken but a few steps when they both appeared,

the young woman white under her tan, her eyes big and

frightened. She was herself again, very thankful for so
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good an end to the adventure, and volubly ashametl of the
weakness to which she had given way. In the midst of
her explanations and inquiries, however, I noticed that she
took time now and then to throw a glance at my muleteer,
not scornful and defiant, as on the day before, but grateful
and mildly feminine. !n conclave we agreed to say nothing
in Aosta of our adventure, lest our lives should be made
miserable by gendarmes and much red-tapeism. But
Joseph, less diplomatic than I, had not scrupled to seize
the moment of Innocentina's recovery to pour into her
ears the story of the escaped criminal, and the excitement
in which he had plunged the neighbouring country. She
was anxious to hurry on as quickly as possible lest night
should overtake her party on the way, and, still pale and
tremulous, she sprang eagerly to the work of gathering up
the scattered belongings. While she and Joseph put the
tea-basket to rights, the Boy and I rearranged the gorgeous
fittings of the bag, and discovered that not even a single
bottle-top was missing.

" What a thing to carry on a donkey's back I " I laughed.
" Vou are a regular Beau Brummel."
"Why not?" pleaded the Boy. "I like pretty thing!!,

and this is very cotivenient. It is no trouble for Souris to
carry. When the bag is in the rucksack no one would
su-,pect that it is valuable. I have had all this luggage
ever since Lucerne, and never had any bother before."

" What, you started from Lucerne, too ?
"

"Yes. I had Innocentina and the donkeys come up
from the Riviera to meet me there. We have been a long
time on the way here—weeks—for we have stopped wher-
ever we liked, and as long as we liked. Until to-day we
haven't had a single real adventure. I was wishing for
one, but now— well, I suppose most adventures are°dis.
agreeable when they are happening, and only turn nice
afterwards in memory."
"Like caterpillars when they become butterflies. But

iiij
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look here, my yuiiiii; friciul U;uicl, lest you meet anntliLT

Goliath, 1 reiilly think that you had better put u, with the

proximity (I don't say society) of that hateful anim;il,

Man, as far as Aosta. Joseph and I will either keep a

few yards in advance or a few yards in the rear, not to

annoy you with our detestable company, but
"

'• I'lease, don't be revengeful," criud the ex-Brat. " You

have been so good to us; don't be ungood now. I suppose

one may hate men, yet be grateful to one man—an)'how,

till one finds him out? Now, I can't very well find you

out between here and Aosta, can I ?—so we may be friends

if you'll walk beside me, neither behind nor in front. 1

am excited now, and feel as if I must have someone to

talk to, but I am a little tired of conversation with

Innocentina. I know all she has ever thought about since

she was born."

" It's a bargain then," said I. " We are friends and

comrades—until Aosta. After that
"

" Each goes his own way,"—he finished my broken

sentence,
—" as ships pass in the night. But this little

sailing-boat won't forget that the big barque came to its

help in a storm which it couldn't have weathered alone."

" Do you know," said I, as we walked on together, the

muleteer and the donkey-girl behind us with the animals,

"you are a very odd boy? 1 suppose it is being American

Are all American boys like you ?
"

"Yes," said he, twinkling, "all. I am cut on exactly

the same pattern as the rest" And he smiled a charming

smile, of which I could not resist the curious fascination.

"Did you never meet any American boys till you met me?"

"
I can't remember having any real conversation with

one, except once. His mother had asked me in his presi.nce

(it was in New York) how I liked America, and I answered

that it dazzled me ; that the only yearning I felt was for

something dark and quiet, and small and uncomfortable.

She was rather pleased, but the boy put a string across the
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drawing-room dnor when I went out and tripped me iip.
Then we had a conversation—quite a short one—but full
of repartee. Tiiat's my solitary experience."

" I should have wanted to trip you up for that speech
too

;
so you ice th- likeness is proved. It's a funny thins'

I know very few Kn-lishmen. IVe met sc^vcral, but as yuu'
say, I never had any real conversation with them."

" Maybe if you had you wouldn't be so down on your
sex when it has reached adolescence."
"I'm afraid there isn't much difference in men, whatever

their country. But it's-thcir attitude towards women
which I hate."

I laughed. " What do you know about that ?
"

" I have a sister," said he, after a minute's pause. And
he did not laugh. "She and I had been -tremendous
chums all our lives. There isn't a thing she has done
or a thought she has had, that I don't know, and the other
v/ay round, of course."

" Twins ? " I asked.
" She is twenty-one."

" Oh, five or f'-v jears older than you."
The Boy evidently did not take this as a question.
" She is unfortunately an heiress," he said. " Money has

brought misery upon her, and through her, on me • for if
she suffers, I suffer too. She used to believe in everybody.
She thought men were even more sincere and upright than
women, because their outlook on life was larger, and so it
WPS easy for her to be deceived. When she came out she
wasn't quite eighteen (you see, we have no father or mother
only a lazy old guardian-uncle), and she thought everyone
was w iderfully kind to her, so she was very happy. I
suppose there never was a happier girl—for a while But
by-and-by she began to find out things. She discovered
that the men who seemed the nicest only cared for her
money, not for her at all."

" How could she be sure of that ?

"

t ,
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" It was proved, over and over again, in lots of ways."

" Hut if she is a pretty and charming girl
"

"
I think she is only odd—lil<e mc. I'eople don't under,

stand her, especially men. They find her strange, and

men don't like girls to be strange."

" Don't they? 1 thought they did."

"Think for yourself Have you ever been at all in love?

And if you have, wasn't the girl quite, quite conventional

;

just a nice, sweet girl, who was pretty, and who flirted, and

who was too properl)- brought up ever to do or to say any-

thing to surprise you ?"

" Well," I admitted, my mind reviewing this portrait of

Helen, which was really a well-sketched likeness, " now

you put it 'f *liat way, 1 confe. s the girl I have cared for

most w as of i j type you describe. I can see that now,

though I didn't thiiii; of it then."

" No, you woiiliin't ; men don't. My sister soon 'earned

that she wasn't really the sort of girl to be popular, though

she had dozens of proposals, heaps of flowers every day

;

had to split up each dance several times at a ball, and all

that kind of thing. It was a sickening shock to find out

why. To her face they called her ' Princess,' and she was

pleased with the nickname at first, p(Jor thing. She took

it for a compliment to herself. But she came to know

that behi )d her back it was different ; she was the

' Manitou Princess.' You see, the money, or most of it,

came because father owned the biggest silver mines in

Colorado, and he named the principal one ' Manitou,' after

the Indian spirit. I shan't forget the day when a man she

had just refused told her the vulgar nickname—and a few

other things that hurt."

" He was a cad. Hut among all her admirers there must

have been more than one who "

" She thought there was one. That is where the saddest

part comes in. Oh, I don't k w why I am talking like

this to you—about my sister I

"
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"Perhaps it is because you feel that I am interested.
I have just come throiifjh rather a bad time myself, so I

can sympathise with the trouble of rthers—even though
I am that monster, a man."

" Ah, but you've never cared for anyone, and believed
in him—or her—to find that you were deceived—utterly
deceived ?

"

" That is exactly what has happened to me within the
last few weeks."

" How strange
! It also happened to my sister."

" Poor Princess."

" Yes, poor Princess. Was it—a man friend who deceived
you ?

"

"A woman. As a matter of fact, she threw me over
because another fellow had a lot more money than I."

" Horrid creature."

"Oh, just an ordinary, conventional, well-brought-up
girl. Now you see I have as much right to a grudge
against women as your sister the Princess has against
men."

" But I don't believe the girl coiiltl have been as cruel
to you as the man was to—her. They had known each
other for years—since childhood. He used to call her his
'little sweetheart' when she was ten and he was titteen.

How was she to dream that even when he was a boy he
didn't really like her better than other little girls, that
already he was making calculations about her money?
She thought he was different from the others, that he
cared for herself They were engaged, her bridesmaids
asked, trousseau ready, the invitations out for the wedding,
and then—one night she overheard a conversation between
him and a cousin of his, who was to be one of her brides-
maids. Only a few words—but they told everything. It
was the other girl he loved, and had always loved. But
he was poor, and so~%vell, you can guess the rest. My
sister broke off her engagement the next day, though the
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man went on liis knees to her and vowed he had been

mad. Then she left home at once, and soon she was taken

very ill."

" She loved that worthless scoundrel so much ?

"

"
1 don't know. I don't think she knows. It was the

destruction of an ideal which was .so terrible. She liad

clung to it. She had said to herself, ' Many men may 1)0

false and mero.-nary and unscrupulous, but this one is true."

Suddenly he had ceased to exist for her. She stood alone

in the world— in the dark."

" Except for you."

"Except for me and a few friends—one girl especially,

who was heavenly to her. But the dearest girl friend in

the world can't make up for the loss of trust in a lover."

"That's true. By Jove, I thought 1 had been roughly

used, but it's nothing to this. I feel as if 1 knew your

sister, somehow. I wonder, since you and she are such

pals, that you can bear to leave her."

"She wanted to be alone. She said she didn't feel at

home in life any more, and it made her restless to be with

anyone who knew her trouble, anyone who pitied her. I

was ill, too—from sympathy, I suppose—and she thought

a tramp might do me good. So it has. Being clo.se to

Nature, especially among mountains, as I've been for weeks

now, makes one's troubles, and even one's sister's troubles,

seem small."

" You are young to feel that."

"My soul isn't as young as my body. Maybe that's

why Nature is so much to me. I am more alive when

I'm away from big towns. Sunrises and sun.sets are more

important than the rising and falling of money markets.

They—and the wind in the trees. What things they say to

you I You can't explain; you can only feel. And when

you have felt, when you have heard colour and seen

sounds, you are never quite the same, quite as sad, quite

as hopeless again—I mean if you have been sad."
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"I've said all that - prc-cistly that—to myself lately,"

I cxcl.iimed, forgetting that I was a man talkiii;; tu a child.

The straiifje little person, whom I had a|«)>tr(i|)hiscd as

"Brat," seemed not only an equal, but a su|)(rior. I found
myself intensely interested in him, niul all that concerned
him. "Odd that you. too, should have thouylit that thinjj

about colour and .sound ! This evening-blue, for instance.

Do you hear the music of it ?
"

" Yes. I'm not sure it isn't that which has made me talk
to you as I have. I wanted to get away from you yester-
day, but everything's different since you saved our lives.

And now— I seem to have known you before."

"And I, you," I said. "Are wt; also to be acquainted
with each other's names?"
"No," he answered quickly. "That would spoil the

charm; for there is a charm, isn't there? Hut we wont
call each other Brat and Brute any mere. That's ancient
history. I'll be for you—just Boy. I thmk I will call you
iMan."

" But you hate Man."
" I don't hate you. If I were a girl I might, but now I

f^on't. I like you, Man."
nd I like you. Boy. We are pals now. Shall we

-ii.i'.e hands ?"

We did. I could have crushed his little brown paw if I

had not manipulated it carefully.

After that we did not talk much. By-and-by he was
tired, and remounted his donkey, but we still kept side by
side, Innocentina sending at intervals a perfunctory cry of
"Fanny-anny" from a distance by way of keeping the
small brown dne to her work.

So we reached the beautiful valley of Aosta as the
transparent azure veil of the Italian dusk was drawn, and
out of that dusk glimmered now and then, as if born of
the shadows, strange, stunted, and misshapen forms, gnome-
iike creatures who stood aside to let us pass along the
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road. It was as if the Brownie Club were out for a night

excursion ; and I remembered my muleteer's lecture about

the cn'tins of this happy valley. These were some of

them, going back to town from their day's work in the

fields. I had set my mind upon stopping at an hotel of

which Joseph had told me, extolling its situation at a

distance from Aosta vtlle; the wonderful mountain-pictures

its windows framed, and a certain pastoral primitiveness,

not derogatory to comfort, which I should find in the

mittage. But when my late enemy and new chum re-

marked that he was going to the Mont Blanc, I hesitated.

" And you ? " he asked.

" Oh, I—well, I had thought—but it doesn't matter."

" I know what you mean. Would it be disagreeable for

you if I were in the same hotel ?
"

" On the contrary. But you "

" I know now that we shall never rub each other up the

wrong way—again. Besides, we shan't have the chance.

I suppose you go on somewhere else to-morrow ?
"

" No, I want to stop a day or two. Some friends have

asked me to tell them about the sights of the neighbour-

hood, and what sort of motoring roads there are near by."

" I'm stopping, too. So, after all, the little sailing-boat

and the big bark aren't going to pass each other this

night? They are to anchor in the same harbour for a

while."

" And here's the harbour," said I, for we had come down

from the hills into a marvellous old town of ancient towers

and arches with a background of white mountains. Molly

should have been satisfied. I was in Aosta at last

iHilj



CHAPTER XIII

NAMING NO NAMES

" If yon climb to our castle's top
I don't see where your eye can stop.**

ROBIRT Browniho.

OUR hotel had a b'g loggia, as large as a good-sized
room, and we dined in it, with a gorgeous stage-

setting. The mountains floated in mid-sky, pearly pale
and magical under the rising moon. The little circle of
light from our pink-shaded candles on the table (I say our
because the Boy and I dined together) gave to the picture a
bizarre effect which French artists love to put on canvas—
a blur of gold-and-rose artificial light, blending with the
silver-green radiance of a full moon.

I don't know what we had to eat. except that there were
trout from the river and luscious strawberries and cream •

but I know that the dinner seemed perfect The head
waiter, a delightful person, brought us champagne, with a
long-handled saucepan, wrapped in an immaculate napkin
to do duty as an ice-pail. I wondered why I had not come
k)iig ago to this place, named in honour of Augustus
Cisar, and why everybody else did not come. The ex-
Brat was in the same frame of mind. We talked of more
thmgs than are dreamed of in philosophy—other people's
philosophy—and there was not a book which was a dear
friend of mine that was not a friend of this strange child's.
VVe sat until the moon was high and the candles low
1 felt curiously happy and excited, a mood no doubt due

* 1*9
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III

in part to the climate of Aosta, in part to the discovery

of a congenial spirit where I had least expected to find

one.

Last night we had been, at best, on terms of armed

neutrality ; to-night we were friend;, and would continue

friends, thougn we paited tO-morrow. cut parting was not

what we thought of at the moment. On the: contrary, half

to our surprise, we found ourselves planninjj to see Aosta

in each other's company.

After ten o'clock, when, deliciously fatigued, I was on

my way to my room along a great arcaded balcony which

ran the length of the house, I met Joseph lying in wait for

me. My conscience pricked. I had forgotten to send the

poor tired fellow any instructions for next day. He had

come to solicit them ; but, if I could judge by moonlight,

he looked far from jaded ; indeed, he had an air of alert-

ness—for him, almost of gaiety.

"You and Finois can have a rest to-morrow and the

day after," said I, "while I do some sight-seeing. I hear

that I shall need one day at least for the town, and

another for a drive to the chateaux and show-places of

the neighbourhood. I hope you will be able to amuse

yourself."

" Monsieur must not think of me. I shall do very well,"

dutifully replied Joseph.
" It is a pity that you and Innocentina do not get on.

Otherwise "

" Ah, perhaps I should tell Monsieur that I may ha\c

misjudged the young woman a little. It seems a question

of bringing-up more than real badness of heart. It is her

tongue that is in fault, and I am not even sure that wilh

good influences she might not improve. I have been talk-

ing to her, Monsieur, of religion. She is black Cathulic,

and I Protestant, but I think that some of my arguments

made a certain impression upon her mind."

After this I gjive myseit no further anxiety about
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Joseph's to-morrow, but went to bed and dreamed of
fightmg for the Boy's life, Gulliver-Hke, against a band
of infuriated Brownies.
My first morning thought was to look out of all fourwindows at the mountains; my next, to ring for a bathNow, as a rule, your morning tub is a function you are

not supposed to describe in detail ; but not to picture the
cci emony as performed at Aosta is to pass by the place
without giving the proper dash of local colour.

I rang. A girl appeared who struck me as singularly
beautiful, but I discovered later that all girls are more or
less beautiful at Aosta. The pronriet- of this mornine
visit was ensured by the cap, which was, so to speak, anadequate chaperone. On my request for a bath the beauty
looked somewhat agitated, but after reflection said that she

balciny
°"^' ^"'' ^^"''''^''' '"^^'"^ ""^""y ^'°"S *e

Twenty minutes then passed, and at the end of that
time the young lady returned, almost obliterated by anenormous linen sheet which engulfed her like an avalanche,
bhe was accompanied by a man and a boy staggering
under a strange object which resembled a vast armchaif
of the grandfather variety. When placed on the floor Ibecame aware that it was a kind of cross between a throneand a bath-tub and having seen the huge sheet flung over
It, I still rested m doubt as to the latter's purpose Theman and boy, who had not stood upon the order of their
going, returned after an embarrassing absence with pails ofwater, the contents of which, to my surprise, they flungupon the sheet. ' ^

1 tried to explain that, if this were a bath, I preferred itwithout the family linen, but the/.,„„„ ^. .i,,l, seemed
so shocked at these protestations that I ceased uttering
them, and determined to make the best of things as they

When I was again alone, after several rehearsals I found

I
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a way of accommodating the human form to the hybrid

receptacle, and was amazed at its luxuriousness. The

secret of this lay in the sheet, which was fragrant of

lavender, and protected the body from contact with a cold,

base metal which hundreds of other bodies must have

touched before. " 'Twas mine, 'tis his, and has been slave

to thousands," might be sa' ' of a hotel bath-tub as well as

of a stolen purse, and having once known the linen-lined

bath of Aosta I was promptly spoiled for common unlined

tubs. This was a lesson not to form hasty opinions
;
but

being a normal man, 1 shall no doubt continue to do so

until the day of my death.

The Boy and I broke our fast together on the loggia,

which was even more entrancing as a salle d manger by

morning than by night. The coffee was exquisite
;
the

foaming milk had but lately been drawn from its original

source, a little biscuit-coloured Alderney with the pleading

eyes of that fair nymph stricken to heiferhood by jealous

Juno. The strawberries and figs came to the table from

the hotel garden, and so did the luscious roses which filled

a bowl in the centre of our small white table.

This was Arcadia. The very simplicities of the hotel

endeared it to our hearts, and there was no comfort lack-

ing which we could have obtained in London or Paris.

After breakfast we set off with our cameras, to the

town, a walk of ten or fifteen minutes. It was strange in

this pilgrimage of mine how often 1 found myself running

back into the Feudal or Middle Ages, as far removed from

the familiar bustle of modern days as if an iron door had

been shut and padlocked behind me.

There was little of the twentieth century in Aosta

(named by Augustus the " Rome of the Alps "), except the

monument to " Le Roi Chasseur," and the bookshops,

which see.-ied extraordinarily well supplied with the best

literature of all countries. The type of faces we met was

primitive ; scarcely one which would have been out of place
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tingled to box three days (or was it three years?) ago.

Already he had done me good ; and though I had hardly

rt-ached the point of confessing as much to myself, as a

plain matter of fact I would not have exclianged his com-

panionship for that of my lost love. 1 low slie would have

hated this idjllic Arcadia! How triste she would have

been ; how weary after a day's tour among relics of past

ages; and how much she would have preferred Bond

Street to the Arch of Augustus, or the Park to our snow

mountains and green valley ! Even Davos she would have

found intolerable had it not been for the tobogganing, the

dances, and the theatricals, in all of which she had played

a leading part. Deep down in the darkest corner of my

soul I now knew that I should not have fallen in love with

Helen Blantock had I first met her in Aosta.

The Boy and I agreed that our head waiter was one of

the nicest men we had ever known, and when he pledged

his personal honour that a day's debauch of neighbouring

castles would be " very repaying," we determined to bolt

the five he most recommended in one gulp, on our second

and last afternoon. If he could, he would have sent us

spinning like teetotums from one concentric ring of historic

chateaux to another, until goodness knows how far from

Aosta, Finois, Souris, and Fanny-anny, we should have

ended. He would also have despatched us on a two or

three days' excursion to Courmayeur ; and I feared that his

respect for us went down like mercury in a chilled ther-

mometer when he understood that we had not come to the

country to do any of the famous climbs. He named so

man> dear to the hearts of my Alpine Club acquaintances

that it would have taken us well into the New Year to

accomplish half; and he accepted with mild, disapproving

resignation our fiat that there were other parts of tlie

world worth seeing.

As we had to cover a radius of many miles in our round

of visits at the few sample chateaux we had selected from
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the waiter's list, w. .Lcided to spare our legs and those of
tlK^ ammals. I, was l,arcily playin, the ga.ne we had setout to play we two stran;,-cly.met friencls-to amble con-
venfonally from show-house to show-lr.us. in a carria^v
w.th guide-books in our hands, like evcrv.lay tourists'
nevertneless wc d.d this unworthy thine;. IVrhaps. there-
fore I deserved the punish.nent which fell upon me.

Little d,d I dream, when I flippantly spoke of ourexped,t,on as "drivin, out to pay calls," how nearly mythous tiess word.s were to be realised. We started imme";d
. tcly ^fter an early ,Ujcuucr, sittin,. side by side in ahtt e ow carr,age, a superior phaeton or a poor relation ofa V,ctor,a. The day was hot. but a delicio'us breeze cTmeto us from the snow mountains, and there was a peculiarbuoyancy in the air.

f'-'-uiiar

Our first castle was Sarre. the ChSteau Royal an enornjous brown buildin, with a disproportionately' hgh towerIhis nun ,ng-lodge of the King would have been grimly
usb' apart rom its rocky throne, high above the river bodand Its background of glistening white mountains. The

o winHo'
'°°'^^'^'ke a sleeping dragon with its hundredsof wmdow-eyes close-hdded, and I could not imagine it anamusing place for a house party. I was glad tharthe Bovwas not animated with that wild maniaL squee h g the

one tr°ave r" ' °""^' °' ""^^'''"^^^ -hich m^akes

dosed r?^ companions so depressing. The castle wasc osed to visitors, yet many people would have insisted on

that they had been there. I rejoiced that my little pal was

h^dnaifed.'^^^'
'"

'
^'"""^ •^-^ ''^ -- p-^-:

We drove on. after a pause for inspection, along a road

W nLnld "T^r^"^ *^ motor-loving heart of JackWinston, and I made a note to tell him what a ma-nificenttour he might have in this enchanted country one day^wkhthe Mercedes, tooling dowr> from Milan. As I mentllly
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arranged my next letter to the Winstons, tlie Boy gave a

little cry of delight. " Oh, what a queer, delightful place !

It's all towers, just held together by a thread of castle.

That must be Aymaville."

I looked up and beheld on a high hill an extraordinary

chateau, something like four chess castles jjrnuped together

at the corni s of a square heap of dice It does not sound

an attractive description, yet the place deserved that adjec-

tive. It was charming and wonderfully "liveable" among
its vineyards, commanding such a view as is given to fev

show places of the world.

" The descendants of the original family have restored

it and live there, don't they ? " asked the Boy in Italian of

the cocker.

The man answered that this was the case, and was in-

spired by my evil genius to inquire if ces messieurs would

like to go over the chateau.

" Is it allowed ? " the Boy questioned eagerly.

" But certainly. Shall ! drive up to the house? It will

be only an all little ten minutes."

Without waiting for my answer, the Boy took my consent

for granted, and said yes.

Instantly we left the broad white road, and began wind-

ing up a narrow, steep, and stony way among vineyards.

The cocker's little ten minutes lengthened into half an hour,

but at last we halted before a garden gate—a high, uncom-

promising, reserved-looking gate.

"The fellow must be mistaken," said I. "This place

has not the air of encouraging visitors." But before the

words were out of my mouth the enterprising cocker had

rung the gate bell. After an interval a gardener appeared,

and betrayed such mild, ingenuous surprise at sight of us,

that I wished ourselves anywhere else than before the

portals of the Chateau d'Aymaville. Gladly would I have

whipped up our fat, barrel-shaped nag and driven into the

nearest rabbit-hole, but it was too late. The gardener
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;h?gS;ri^,j° L''^'''"
^'^'"'" -- ^^--'teci with

house?
•"rm.i' Lan one see your master's

didn't get it.
^' '=^P<='=""g sympathy, but I

"No, it's great fun," said he

apply for pe:':il:tfore°''°"^
'" "^^^^ ''^'' '"^ <=•>-" '^

^^^Then they ought to be comphmented because we

haLrd:t":tgc:t[::thr """T''^
'^^^y^'^

gardener showed it to us^olir ' °"' "^''' ^he
all round the ch5 eau as if ^ ""^ ^^""^ ^''" ^im
open front door w. we;eTef aroLtrl f '

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

"•th suspense, while our g ^ hij ,
^'=" """"'". heavy

a personable woman whf
'''^'d secret conclave with

Astonished, but dvil' w>h d T°.'?"''
" housekeeper,

finally invited s in ^nd 5 ^ ff 'T'''"
--t-y she

Boy lead, I following with a "t'';""
'"°"^'' '° '" '"e

I had been drag^edlnto th^s^ '"^'"^^"' '° -^how that

till"
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nbjict ;ii;;iiiist a wall ; thcru, an open book thrown on the

flo<ir; here, a fallen chair; there, a dropped piece of

sewing.

Once or twice in England I had stayed in a famous show-

liouse, and my experience on the public Thursdays there

\v.u\ taught me what these people were enduring now. At

Waldron Ca.stle we had been hunted from pillar to post

;

if we darted from the hall into a drawing-room, the public

would file in before we could escape to the boudoir ; the

lives of foxes in the hunting season could have been little

less disturbed than ours, and we were practically only safe

in our own or each other's bedrooms—indeed any port was

precious in a stcirm.

By the time that the Boy and I had been led, like stalled

oxen, throuyh a long series of living-rooms, I knowing that

the rightful inhabitants were panting in wardrobes, my
nerves were shattered. I admired everything, volubly but

hastily, and broke into fireworks of adjectives, alwaj-s

edging a little nearer to the exit, though no. 1 regret to

say, invariably aided by the Boy. He, inde ,
seemed to

find an impish pleasure in my discomfiture. During the

round I was dimly conscious that the entire staff of ser-

vants, most of them maids and embarrassingly beautiful,

flitted after us like the ghosts who accompanied Dante and

his guide on their tour of the Seven Circles. As at last we

returned to the square entrance-hall, they melted out of

sight, still '''te shadows, and I had a final moment of ex-

treme angi....h when, at the door, the housekeeper refused

the ten francs I attempted to press into her haughty Italian

palm.
" No more afternoon calls on chateaux for me after t/uit

experience," I gasped, when we were tafely seated in the

homelike vehicle which I had not sufficiently appreciated

before.

" Oh, I shall be disappointed if you won't go with me tu

the Chateau of St. Pierre which we saw in the photograph
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-that quaint mass of towers and ,,i„„aclcs, on the very
top of a peaked rock," said the Hoy. " I've be,-n |„„kin?^
forward to .t more than to anything else, but I shan't havecourage to do it ulnne."

" ^^",!^''^^ I" ' '''^'"^'^- " ^^'" "«= brazen <vay in wl,ichyou stalked through the scattered belongings of the family
at Aymaville, you would stop at nothinn-

"

"In other words I suppose you think me a typicalYankee boy? ]?,,t really was nervous, and inclined toapologise to somebody for being alive. That's why I can'tgo through another such ordeal without company yet
I woukint m,ss this eleventh-century castle for a L- o(your English sovereigns."

"

"If only it had b.en left alone, and not restored!" I

^'"u; , 1 "''" ''"^ '"" '''°"'^ "'='=' "'^ 0'>e but bats"We
! Then you will go with me ?

"

"I suppose so," I sighed. "It can't add more than adozen grey ha,rs. and what are they among so many?"A few kdometres further on we reached the "bizarre
monticule,'' from which sprouted a still more bizarre
hateau. I-rom our low level, it was impossible to tell

deftiv h H
""P^^'' '"^ "^^''^ "^^ ^^'^"^ began, so

deftly had man seized every point of vantage offered hynature-and points " they literally were

clunbing a fire-escape to the top of a New York skv-scraper but we earned the right to cry "K.xcelsior" at
l-ist, had we not by that time been speechless. History

but th s time by a major-domo, who had already in somema™, ous waj. learned that strangers might be'^xpect'd

I truItedT/" """^"'^f^SW hospitable a man, and

I dame ll K
'''" \^°^ '''^""^ '™'" ^is kindness,

wu li ! \ v"^'
"''° ''^' ^''""y '"°^ *e afternoon,would chide him If guests were allowed to leave her house«.thout refreshment Eat we must, and drink we must'

'! '

iPi
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in the beautiful hull evidently u?-0(l as .1 sittn:;; i""i:i by

the absent chAttlainc. Ilcr wine and her cal.e « :re

served on an ancient silver tray, almost as old as the family

tradition!), and it was not until we ' ad done to both such

justice as the major-domo thought lair that he would con-

sent to let us go further.

The house was rc;>;iy of superlative interest, though

spoiled here and there by eccentric modern decoration.

Much of the window glass had remained intact through

centuries, the walls were twelve feet thick, the oak-beamed

ceih.gs magnificent, and the secret stairways and rooms '.n

the thickness of the walls bewildering ;
but when our con-

ductor began leading us into the bedrooms in daily use by

the ladies of the castle my gorge rose. " This is awful,"

I said. "
I can't go on. What if Madame la Baronne

returns and finds a strange man and boy in her bedroom ?

Good heavens, now he's opening the door of the bath 1

"

" We must go on," whispered the Boy, convulsed with

silent laughter. "If we don't, the major-domo won't

understand our scruples. He'll think we're tired, and don't

appreciate the castle. It would never tlo to hurt his feel-

ings, when he has been so kind."

"To the bitter end, then," I answered desperately, anJ

no sooner were the words out of my mouth than the bitter

end came. It consisted of a collision with the baroness's

dressing-jacket, which hung from a hook and tapped me

on the shoulder with one empty, frilled sleeve, in soft

admonition. I could bear no more. One must draw the

line somewhere, and I drew the line at intruding upon

ladies' dressing-jackets in their most sacred fastnesses.

If I had been a woman my pent-up emotion at this

moment would have culminated in hysterics, but being

a man, I only bolted, stumbling as I fled over my absent

hostess's bedroom slippers. I scuttled down a winding

flight of tower stairs, broke incontinently into a lighted

region which turned out to be a kitchen, startled the cook,
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•pologised incoherently, and somehow found , y... hkeAMCC ,n VVonderland. back in the great en.ra'n e-h 11There start-np Pt every sound, lest a returning familyparty should catch me " lurking." I awaited the Hoy. ^

I cVallei o^H
^:.'''°"'"'"''' *"""" ='"'' compliments, but

1 crawled out a decrepit wreck, and refused pitilessly todo more than view the exterior of other chateaux It wis

ZTf r^r\"V °"^ *'"'*'^ "otel once more, and a

With i« pSc;.'""'
''' ''' '"' "" ^-^ "- ''^--

•h

' It



CHAPTER XIV

THE PATH OF THE MOON

m

"And then they came to the turnstile of Night."—Rodyard Kifliho.

THIS was to be our last night at Aosta, perhaps our

last meeting together, for the Boy's future plans

kept his name company in some secret " hidie-hole" of his

mind. As we dined for the third time on the loggia, before

the rising of the moon, there fell silences between us. I

wondcicd if the Boy's thoughts ran with mine, or if he

rierely listened dreamily to the mingling refrain of a

hundred sweet evening sounds in this Valley of Musical

Bells.

Suddenly into the many sounds of the silence broke a

loud and jarring note ; the trampling of men's feet and

horses' hoofs ; noisy laughter and the jingling of accoutre-

ments. We looked over the balustrade to see a battalion

of soldiers marching at ease on their way back from some

mountain manoeuvres, and as we gazed down they stared

up, a young fellow shouting to the Boy that he had bette

join them.
" It's like Life calling one back when one has been

lotus-eating," said the strange child. " I suppose always

one must go on—go on—somewhere else. And w —we

must go, though it is sweet here."

" It was what I was thinking of just now," I answered.

" Are we to part company ?
"
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The Boy laughed—an odd little laugh. "Why, that

depends," said he abruptly, " on where you are going. I've
planned to walk back over the St. Bernard to Martigny
and so by way of the Tete Noire to Chamounix. That
name—Chamounix—has always been to my ears, as
Stevenson says, 'like the horns of elf land.' I want to
come face to face with Mont 'Blanc, of which I've only
seen a far-off mirage, long ago when I was a little chap,
at Geneva. What are your plans ?

"

" If I ever had any I've forgotten them," said I. " Look
here. Little Pal, shall we join forces as far as—as far
as "

" The turnstile," he finished my broken sentence.
" Where is the tu nstile?

"

" At the place—whatever it may be—where we get tired
of each other. Isn't that what you meant?"

" According to my present views that place might be at
the other end of the world. You must remember it was
never I who tried to get away from you. At the Cantine
de Proz I

"

"Don't let's hark back to that time. Then I didn't
know that you were—You. That makes all the difference.
You looked as if you might be nice, but I've learned not
to trust first impressions, especially of men—grown-up
men. There are such lots of people one drifts across who
are not real people at all, but just shells, with little rattling
nuts of dull, imitation ideas inside, taken from newspapers,
or borrowed from their friends. Fancy what it would be
to .see glorious places with such a companion. It would
drive me mad. I determined not to make acquaintances on
this trip, but you—why, I feel now as if it would be almost
insulting you to call you 'an acquaintance." We are—oh,
I'll take your word. We're 'pals,' and Something big
that's over all meant us to be p.ils. I don't mind telling
you, Man, that I should miss you if we parted now."
"We won't part," I said quickly. "We'll jog along
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together. Have a cigarette ? I'm going to smoke a pipe,

because I feel contented."

Between puffs of that pipe (an instrument which I

strongly but vainly recommended to the Boy) I told him

of my night drive in the Mercedes over the St. Gothard.

As it was his whim to consider names of no importance

I did not mention that of Jack and Molly Winston, but

spoke of them merely as " my friends."

"Could we do the St. Bernard at night?" he asked

eagerly.

" Yes, we could, if we saved ourselves by driving up from

here to St. Rhemy after dejeuner, otherwise it would mean
being on foot all day and all night too. We could send

Joseph, Innocentina, and the animals on very early to-

morrow morning to the Hospice, where they might rest

till the evening. The good monks would give us a meal

of some sort about six, and at seven we could leave the

Hospice. There would be an interval of starry darkness,

and then we should have the full moon."
" Splendid to see the Pass by moonlight, after knowing

it by noonday, and sunset, and dawn. It would be like

finding out wonderful new qualities in your friends which

you never guessed they had."

Thus the Boy ; and a few moments later the details of

our journey were arranged. Joseph and Innocentina were

interrupted in the midst of ardent attempts to convert one

.-int)ther, to be told what was in store for them. They did

nut appear averse to the arrangement, for a slight pout of

the young woman's hardly counted ; there was no doubt

that a journey a deux would offer infinite opportunities for

religious disputation.

As for the Little Pal and me, we carried out the fir.'^t

part of our programme to the letter. Two barrel-shaped

nags instead of one took us to St. Rhemy, the mountain

village whose men are exempt from conscription and

called, poetically, yet literally, "Soldiers of the Snow."
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Further up the jewelled way our little victoria could not
go, and we took the steep path side by side, the Boy
stepping out bravely, the top of his panama on a level
with my ear.

Some magnetic cord of communication between his
brain and mine telegraphed back and forth, without personal
intervention on either part, my keen enjoyment of the
scene and his. We did not talk much, but each knew
what the other was feeling. Most people disappoint you
by their lack of capacity to enjoy nature in moments
which are superlative to you—moments which alone would
repay you for the whole trouble of living through blank
years. But this boy's spirit responded to beauty up to an
extreme point which was highly satisfactory. I saw it in
the exaltation on his little sunburned face.

Joseph and Innocentina were ostentatiously delighted to
greet us at the Hospice. They and the animals had had
their evening meal, and were ready to start when we
wished. We went to the refectory and dined in company
with many persons of many nationalities who had just
arrived from the Swiss and Italian valleys. Some of
them manipulated their food strangely, as on my former
visit, and the Boy confided to me his opinion that it was
a pity human beings were still obliged to eat with their
mouths like the lower animals. " It's a disgrace to one's
face, which ought to be exclusively for better things. It's
really too primitive, this penny-in-the-slot sort of arrange-
ment. There ought to be a tiny trapdoor in one's chest
somewhere so that one could just slip food in unobtrusively
at a meal, and go on talking and laughing as if nothing
had happened."

We were not long in dining, but by the time we came
out again into the biting cold, late afternoon had changed
to early evening.

It was sunset. The great mountain shapes of glittering
red gold were clear as the profiles of goddesses against 1 p=



,46 THE PRINCESS PASSES

a sky of rose. One—the grandest goddess of all—wore

on her proud head a crown of snow, which sparkled with

diamond coruscations, rainbow-tinted in the pink light

Below her golden forehead hovered a thin cloud-veil of

pale lilac, and we had gone a long way down the mountain

before the ineffable colours burned to ashes-of-rose. Then

darkness caught and engulfed us in the Valley of Death.

The rushing of the river in its ravine was like the voice of

night ; not a separate sound at all, for hearing it was to

hear the silence.

By-and-by we pzw conscious of a faint, gradual re-

vealing of the mountain-tops, which for a time had been

black, jagged pieces cut out from the spangled fabric

of a starry sky. A rippling of pearly light wavered over

them, like the reflection of the unseen river mirrored for

the Lady of Shallott.

It was a strange, living light, beating with a visible pulse,

and it slowly grew until its white radiance had put out the

individual lamps of the stars. Waterfalls flashed out of

darkness like white, laughing nymphs flinging off black

masks and dominoes ; silver goblets and diamond neck-

laces were flung into the river-bed, and vanished for ever

with a magic gleam.
" If there's a heaven, can there be anything in it better

than this. Little Pal ? " I asked.

" There can be God," he said. " I'm a pagan sometimes

in the .:i, but never on a night like this. Then one knows

things one isn't sure of at other times. Why, I suppose

there isn't really a world at all ! God is simply thinking

of these things, and of us, so we and they seem to be.

We are His thoughts; the mountains, and the river, and

the wild flowers are His thoughts. It is just as if an author

writes a story. In the story all the people and the things

which concern them are real, but you close the volume

and they simply don't exist. Only God doesn't close the

volume, I think, until the next is ready."
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sto"rJ?"°"'^''
"'*'"*''" """'" ^°'^ ""^^ '"'° '!>= "ext

,nH^n° '"JT". ^"''^P' y°"'" ^="'>" '"'° °"e story,and 1 11 get lost in another."
^'

oartiroflh
'''^""' ^''1,"P°" "'^' ^°^" P^^'y °f °"f talk,

partly of the poignant beauty of the night

vaHey. and so we went on and on, our souls tuned to musicand poeto, by the songs of the stars. But slowly a change

of it 'irL"- T. ' '°"^ ''"=
' "^^ ""'y dimly consciousof It m a puzzled way, m myself. Why was it that my

ithl 1 T Z T" °" '^^ ^'''^^''
' Why did the moon-

l.ght look cold and metallic ? Why had the rushing soundof the nver got on my nerves like the monotonous cryingof a fretful child? Why did our frequent silences^o
longer tn,gle with a meaning which there was no need toexpress m words? Why was my brain empty of im!pressions n, a squeezed sponge of water? Why, though

I'
Oh, Man, I'm so hungry," sighed the Boy.

}.A^u7^-^^^}^
"^^^^'^ ^^" '^^ """ter with me thislast half-hour, and I didn't know it!" said I

•"

! nnl
^' •

'"/r"'''
"""^

' '^"""^ ''i"^'^ a" bv myself."
I only wish there was something to form it round"

bourfli in a' r'-^'^'^P' ^ fevv chocolate creams Ibought m Aosta because I respected their old age, poor

"Perhaps even decrepit chocolates are better thannoth.ng. Let's give 'em honourable burial-unless youwant them all to yourself, as you did the chicken at rte^Dejeuner of Napoleon
' and the room at the Sntl de

I dSvT uT'
''^^^ *°"S''' ' *^^ ^«'fi=h I But truly

plaia"
' '"•

''
""^"' "-^'- ^"'y-I «n't exJ

ill!

If!
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" Yoa needn't," said I. " I was ' kidding '—a most appro-

priate treatment for a man of your size. What I want is

food, not explanations."

The chocolates, which proved to be eighteen in number,

were fairly divided, the Boy refusing to accept more than his

half We each ate one with distaste, because the celebrated

" Right Spot " was not to be pacified by unsuitable sacri-

fices ; but presently it relented and demanded more.

Appeased for the moment the Spot allowed us to proceed,

but incredibly soon it began again to clamour. We ate

several of the remaining chocolates, though our gorge rose

against them as a means of refreshment. Still, Bourg St.

Pierre, where we hoped sooner or later to sleep, was far

away, and for the third time we were driven to chocolate.

It was a loathsome business eating the last morsels of our

supply, and we felt that the very name of the food would

in future be abhorrent to us. The night had become un-

friendly, the Pass a vid Dolorosa, and the last drop was

poured into our cup of misery at Bourg St. Pierre.

We had wired from the Hospice for rooms, and expected

to find the little " Dejeuner " cheerfully lighted, the plump

landlady amusingly surprised to see the guests who had

lately brought dissension into her house returning peace-

ably together. But the roadside inn was asleep like a

comfortable white goose with its head under its wing. Not

a gleam in any window save the bleak glint of moonlight

on glass.

Joseph and Innocentina were behind us with their

charges, whose stored crusts of bread they had probably

shared. I knocked at the door. No responsive sound

from within. I pounded with my walking-stick. A thin

imp of echo mocked us, and, my worst passions roused by

this inhospitality falling on top of nine chocolate creams,

I almost beat the door down.

Two windows flew up, like sleepy eyelids, and a moment

later a little servant, who had served me the other after-
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noon, appeared at the door like a frightened rabbit at

roomwndtt?'"J''"'°"°'*''"^^"'='^'"°";Idemandedrooms and food, and reparation. What ' was I th,- ,^„

..;''°cr;xx."f rivr •""""'•''•"

"Go on where?" I inquired grimly.
1 don t know. Anywhere "

1 tmnk It would be wiser to stoo" «iH r « \tr

" Not enough."

g.ve myself and besides, it would have been hopeless to trvfor sleep, with visions of disaster to this straiJc L ttle p2of mine pamting my brain red.
^ ^

'

I

• (
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" Of course I won't do anything of the kind," I said

crossly.
" If one party goes on, both will go on." I then

snappishly ordered food of some sort, any sort-except

chocolate-and having, after some delay, obtained enough

bread, cheese, and ham for at least ten persons, I divided

the rations with Joseph and Innocentina, who had now

come up.
. , , 1

• 1

We had a short halt for rest and food, taken simul-

taneously, and then set out again, with a vague idea of

plodding on as far as Orsiires. The Boy refused so

obstinately to ride his donkey (I believe because I must

go on foot), that Innocentina, thwarted, did frightful

execution among her favourite saints. Joseph reproved

her- she retorted by calling him a black heretic, and

vowing that she had a right to talk as she pleased to her

own saints ; it was none of his business. Thus it was that

our chastened cavalcade left the " Dejeuner."

After this, our journey was punctuated by frequent

parses The donkeys were tired ; everybody was cross

;

The calm indifference of the glorious night was as irritating

as must have been the "icily regular, splendidly null

perfection of Maud herself.
_

Only the Boy kept up any pretence of spirits, and 1

knew well that his counterfeited buoyancy was merely

to cover his own guilt. If 't had not been for him, we

should all have been tucked away in some corner or other

of the
" Dejeuner." No doubt he would have dropped, had

he not feared an " I told you so."
_

We were still some miles on the wrong sid Irsieres,

when Innocentina came running up from beh .xclaim-

in" that a dreadful thing, an appalling thing, had happened.

No no. not an accident to Joseph Marcoz. A thing far

worse than that. Nothing to the mii/et ou Us dnes. Ah, but

how could she break the news? It was that in some way

—some mad, ma^jical way only to be accounted for by the

intervention of evil spirits, probably attracted by the heretic
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presence of Joseph-the rucksack containing the fitted bacrhad d,sappcared. If she were to be killed forir sheInnocent.na. couid not tell ho. this greatlalti;;; h'ad'

would°latV'''l!
"^'". '""^ ''" '''''™'""^ ?"='««. th= Boywould laugh when the mountain had broucht forth itsmouse, but he did no such thing. His little face ookpHanx.ous and forlorn in the white Lonlight And al"or a

rTTnt^-s sTh- htr ^^"'^ °^'™ " -'^

to clnTo;;S ^= ''^"=- ""' ''">' >'- -otLA tried

^01^*"^!?" '"'^- ..^'''= ''°"" '*='=' dreadfully if it weregone. Besides, my diary notes for the book I wanTto
do L ? '" °"' °^ "^^ P'^^^''- I *°«ld give a thousanddo lars to get .t again-or more. I shall have to go back "

;;

Nobody shall go but myself. I won't allow it I "

up and out*° '"°" ^°" '° ^°' " ' "^^'^ »° ''"-tch you

You must be satisfied with your virtue IV,. m.,

I wonder if that wi^/a have done me good ? •
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" It isn't too late to try. You haven't passed the age."

"
I daresay travelling about with you will have much

the same efTect," said the Boy, suddenly become an imp

again. "1 think I'll just 'sample" that experiment first.

But I do want my bag."

" Dash your bag I I'll lend you some night things out

of the mule pack. The lost treasure is sure to turn up

again, like all bad pennies, to-morrow."

We reached Orsiires, and roused the people of the inn

with comparative ease. They could give us accommoda-

tion, but the man of the house looked dubious when he

heard that a runner must at once be found to search for

a travelling-bag, lost nobody knew where.

" To-morrow morning, when it is light " he began,

but the Boy cut him short. " To-morrow morning may be

too late. I will give five thousand francs to whoever finds

my bag, and brings it back with everything in it undis-

turbed."

The man opened his eyes wide, and I formed my lips

into a silent whistle. I thought the Boy exceedingly foolish

to name such a reward, when the bag and its fittings could

not have been worth more than a hundred pounds, and an

offer of three hundred francs would have been ample.

What could the strange little person have in his precious

bag, which he valued as the immediate jewel of his soul?

And why would he not let me be the one to find it, thus

keeping his five thousand francs in his pocket? He "had

his reasons," forsooth ! However, it was not my affair.

It must have been after three o'clock by the time I fell

asleep in a queer little room where you had but to sit up in

bed and stretch out your arm to reach anything you wanted.

I dreamed of journeying through the night with the Hoy,

but I forgot his lost bag, nor when I waked in full morning

light did I recall its tragic disappearance. I found that it

was nearly eight, and bounded out of bed, performing my

toilet with maimed rites, since baths were not cotmne tifatit

at Orsi^res,
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"The Kid will be asleep still, Ml bet," I said to mvsjf-bn looking out of the window at that moment. \s2 ll

haTrr-

T

k"
' •'°"''''- '"""«n«na. and-ap,rcn ly—half the mhabitants of the villa.'e

Hl'Ti-ntiy

ba'J!h:^i1efTo:? '----V^""'
»•"= ''='8-»'i" a lost

u I .

Orsicrcs on fire with excitement Th,.searcher had returned empty-handed, having goTe back afar as the Cant.ne de I>roz; and on the oath ofInnocen.ina^ore than one. alas!) the rUcksack and its content, hadbeen secure on the grey back of Sonri, when Je^^.^the Oantn.e. Desolate as was the Great St Rrrn^^ »
n.Kht. late as had been the hour whe" eUg va'ld
Ss"s r"""""'

'"'' '""'" ""' «°"'^ ofTwithV N veJtheless many young persons of both sexes were eaeer t„try the.r luck in a second quest
^' '"

tolaVlTbTllv'"' 'o",
"" '"' ''°""' "^'^ '' '" his mind

M-i.ny. Ther we coui:-:::ia^;:; s';i:Lr:^
oLtrr'Vrir

•'""

'"r
'^""'•^ ^ 'ii^Tibmed oVr^hecountry. The diligence drivers would helo in the a.orTand we could also advertise in a local paoLr T„ M

"

ou^"e"?iferhal;'st"°'^^rT'"^'
'''' ="' "'"'^^ ""> -

I liked
"' ""^ ''"'"*''«= '"'Jividuality which

;
the Little Pal's distress, though I chafTed him for

Pitying
1
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it, I undertook the business of getting out the handbills I

had suggested and arranging for an advertisement in a

paper with a local circulation. I had to visit the post-

office, engaging in a long discussion with the officials who

controlled the diligence, and the business occupied more

than an hour. In mercy to the Boy, I had not delayed for

any selfish attention to personal comfort, and tramping

back thr'uyh an inch of white dust to the hotel, I was

still as travel-worn as on our arrival in the town, nearly

two hours ago. I had forbidden the tired child to accom-

pany me, and by this time he would, no doubt, be refreshed

with a bath and a change of clothing, as fortunately all

his personal belongings had not been contained in the ill-

fated bag. He would be impatiently waiting for me at

the hotel door perhaps, and I quickened my steps in haste

to give him details of my doings.

Entering the garden, I had to bound on to the grass, to

escape being run over by a pair of horses prancing round

the curve at my back. I turned with a basilisk glare in-

tended for the coachman, but instead, met the astonished

gaze of the very last eyes I could possibly have expected.

My (jlare melted into a smile, but not one of my bc.-t,

though the eyes which called it forth were alluringly

beautiful.

" Contessa I" I exclaimed. " Is this you, or your astral

body ?

"

" Lord Lane !
" the lovely lady-of-the-eyes responded.

" Hut no, it is not possible."

Just as I was about to protest that it was not only

possible but certain, I caught sight of the Boy in the

di)urw;iy. As, at the Contessa's word, the carriage came

to a sudden halt, she reaching out to me two little grey

suede hands, the slim figure at the door drew back a step,

as if involuntarily ; but there was no getting round it

;

my Italian beauiy had made Boy a present of my name,

whether he wanted it or not.



CHAPT.'-..t XV

ENTER Tin: CONIESSA

" She wai the m.illc»l lady ilivi,

Made in a t.i;-(i- uf n;i[ii.- s •;i.i.lr..ss •

ToosmalUl,,,,.., f.,, I,.- ..,.., n,|,.ru|„e„
That overfdled Ij.r." Im.i: ki- 1!, owning.

TT ERE was a case of Ma,,o voi, ,„ ^.,,,/, („ p ^j^X A respects to the mountain, being met half-way bythe object of h.s pilgrimat'e ; though to liken the Contes.a
di Ravello to a mountain is, perhaps, to hrutalise a poetic

CaeT I'
''"' ' ^"'"^ °^ " woman-a pocket Venus.Gaeti was her name, and her .sponsors in baptism musthave been endowed with prophetic souls, for she was thevery .spirit of irresponsible, child. like gaiety

Not that she had a sense of humour. There is all the
difi-erence in the world between a sense of humour and asense of fun

;
and truth to tell, the Contessa had no morehumour than a frolicsome kitten. She had always beJnn a frolic of some sort, when I had known her in Davosw .ther she had gone l.cause she thought it would be"

judging by her merry laughter when she saw me.

linrr.r^T* T^-^'°Z"
^y^' '""^ '''"»h'"g. her full cupidLT 1^ 7' '"^' ™°^" '^'"' ^"' '^' '-" deep, roundS of h, t °. '" """'f'
^"' '^"S*^'"- Even the littlermgs of black hair on her low forehead seemed to shake

ge^turei She was dressed all in grey, and the cut steel
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buttons on her dress twinkled as if they too were in the

joke.

" Fancy meeting you here, of all places
!

" she said in

her pretty English, lisping, but correct. " It is a good gift

from the saint.s, We have had such adventures, and we

have been so bored."

"We " were evidently the handsome, slightly moustached

woman of thirty-five, and the thin, darkly dour man of

fifty, who were with the Contessa in the carriage ; and a

moment later she had introduced me to the Haron and

Baronessa di Nivoli. 1 echoed the name with some interest.

" Have I the pleasure of meeting the inventor of the new

airship wnich is so much talked about ? " I asked.

"That is my brother, Paolo," replied the Baron, un-

bending slightly.

"He will join ur. later," ac 1 the Baronessa, with a

quick look at the pretty ana rich little widow, which

betrayed to me a secret. She then turned a dark, dis-

approving gaze upon me which told another, and I could

have laughed aloud. " They want co nobble my poor little

Contessa for brother aeronaut, and they don't countenance

chance meetings with itrange young men," I said to

myself, greatly amused. " If tht-y can see through tlio

dust and suspect in me a possible rival for the absent, they

have sharp eyes or keen imaginations, and I may be in

for a little fun."

We were at the hotel door, and I was allowed to help

the Contessa out, though the elder lady preferred the aid

of the concierge. For the moment Gaeta had forgotten

the claims of her companions, and remembered only mine.

It was a butterfly way of hers to forget easily, and flutter

with delight in a new corner of the garden, just becau-.c it

was new.

"You are stayir.'j Iiere? How nice!" she exclaimed,

without giving me time to answer. " We should have

arrived last night, but we had an accident to our carriage
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—a broken wheel. It was coming doun from the Hospice
of St Bernard, which we had been to visit—oh not to
please mc, do not thinli it. It was the Baron, here In
dim ages his people and the Saint were cousins, though
the Idea ofa saint having cousins seems actually sacrilegious
doesn t it? I do not love the monks, I only respect them'
which IS so disagreeable. But the Baron took us. Di'o
mio ! I have no warm blood left. It was frozen up there.
And then, that our carriage should have broken down at
a httle place—the wrong end of nowhere— Bourg St
Something! We had to stop all night. Fancy me
without my maid, who was to meet me here. I do not
know if my dress is not on wrong side before. Later
we all have to go on to Chamounix, and then to Aix'
I ve taken a villa there for six weeks. You must come
and see me"
Thus she chattered on as we entered the hotel and

ften suddenly her bright glance fell upon the Boy' who
had retired near the stairway. There he stood, with a
book m his hand, and an unwonted colour in his brown
cheeks, glowing red under the blue jewels of his ereat
eyes.

''

"What a divine boy!" the Contessa half whispered to
me, not taking her gaze from him. " He is exactly like a
wonderful painting by some old master of my own dear
country. What eyes! They are better and bigger sap-
phires than any I own, though I've some rather famous
ones. And how strange they are, looking out of his brown
face from under such black lashes, too. Oh, a picture
certainly. He is not like a modern, everjday boy, at ail'He can't be English, of that I'm sure, and yet "

" He is American," I said, when she paused thought-
fully, the Boy at his distance reading, or pretending to
read, as he stood. " But you're right. He's very far from
from being an everyday boy."

" You know him, then ?
"
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" We've been travelling companions for days, and have

got to be tremendous pals."

" How old is he?" asked the Contessa, a deep glow of

interest and curiosity kindling in her warm brown eyes.

"
I don't know. He has only deigned to talk of his own

affairs once, though we've discussed together most other

subjects under the sun."

" How deliciously mysterious ! Mysterious ? yes, that's

the word for him. He has mysterious eyes ; a mysterious

face. There is a shadow upon it That is part of the

fascination, is it not? I am sure he is ]<».,.inating."

" Extraordinarily so. I've never met anyone at all like

him."
" He might be a boy Tasso. But he has suffered ;

he is

not a child any moie, though his face is smooth as mine.

He must be eighteen or nineteen ?
"

" I should give him less, though he has read and thought

a tremendous lot for a boy."

" Men are not judges of age, thank Heaven. Women
are. I will have it that your friend is nineteen. I should

be too silly to take an interest in him were he less, if it

were not motherly; and that wouldn't be entertaining.

You see, I am already twenty-two."

" You look eighteen," I said ; and it was true. Widow

as she was, it was not possible to think of the Contessa as

a responsible, grown woman.
"

I told you that you were no judge of age. I was

married at eighteen, a widow at nineteen. Dio niio ! but

it all seems a long time ago, already ! Lord Lane, you

must introduce to me your friend, the Boy."

Here was a dilemma, but I got out of it by telling the

truth, which is u.sually in the end the best policy, many

wise opinions to the contrary notwithstanding. " You

will laugh," 1 said, "but I don't know his name."

" Not possible."

"True, nevertheless, Jike aiost things th^ sees in-
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credible; nor does he know mine, unless he heard you
speak It driving up to the hotel. He was at the door "

"Men are extraordinary
I But introduce him. You canmanage somehow. It's not his name I care for It is

those eyes. I shall invite him to come and see" me in
Aix.

1 lease bnng him to me now. The Baron is arraneine
about our rooms, and there is sure to be a misunderstand-
ing of some sort, as we had engaged for last night, and
d.d not come. The Barone.ssa ? Oh. never mind ; she had
better listen to her husband. She is my friend, and is

to°d"ay° "^
^''"*' ''"' '^^ ""^^ ^°' "''°" ""y ""^^'

Thus bidden, I could do no less than walk away down
the hall to where the Boy stood with his book leaning
agamst the baluster.

^
" I've done all I could about the bag," I said ' The

people m the post office seemed hopeful that a big reward
would do the trick."

." Thank you. You are very good," he returned. Some-
thing m his tone made me look at him closely There
was a change in him, though for my life 1 could not have
told what .t was or why it had come ; there was ice in his
vo,ce, though I had spent nearly two dusty, unwashed
hours m his service, while he refreshed himself at leisure

I hope .t will be all right," I went on rathtr heavily
Look here, that pretty little fairy would like to know

you. .She s the Contessa di Ravello. Come along and be
introduced."

The Boy flung up his head, his blue eyes flashing
Wf>y am I to be dragged at her chariot wheels?" hedemaoded.

•Oh, rot, my child. Don't put on airs. Men twice
your age would snatch at such a chance."

"
1 can't tell what ! may be capable of when I'm twicemy own age. It's difficult enough to know myoelf pow

out i do know "

' '^ it

m^im:
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"Come on, do; like the dear Little Old Pal you really

are," I cut in. " You don't want to put me in a bad

position, do you? Besides, I'd like particularly to get

your opinion on the Contessa. I may have to ask your

advice about something connected with her later."

This fetched him, though with not too good a grace.

" You don't know my name," he said, with a return of

his impishness, as we walked together towards the Con-

tessa.

"
I think that you have the advantage of me in that

way, now."
" If you call it an advantage. I had a presentiment you

weren't plain Mister, so I'm not surprised. You may tell

your countess that my name is Laurence."

" First name or surname? "

" Make the first name Roy."

In another moment I was introducing Mr. Roy Laurence

to the Contessa di Ravello ; and as they stood eyeing each

other, the fairy Gaeta pulsing with coquetry through all

her hot-blooded Italian veins, the strange boy aloof and

critical, I was struck with the picture that the two figures

made.

The Boy had three or four inches more of height than

the Contessa, and looked almost tall beside her, though

I had thought of him as small. Her round, dimpled face

seemed no oldei than his ova!, brown one in this moment

of his gravity ; and the haughty air of a young prince

which he wore now, consciously or unconsciously, had a

certain pro\oking charm for a spoiled beauty used to

conquest. The big blue stars which lit his face e,vpressed

a resolve not to )ield to any blandishment, and this, no

duubt, pifjued Gacta, before whom all the lioys and youth?

at Uavos had gone down like chaff before the flail. Helen

Hlantock h:id not arrived when she left the place, other-

wise :-he nilyiil UrtVC had to fight for ;n;r right:; as queen

;

but as it was she had reigned without riva's there, and pro-

W^^wm''!^'^^
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pably had known few dangerous ones elsewhere. Neverhad I seen her take as much real pains to be charmin:^ toa grown man as she took with this silct boy duriuAu^few moments that her friends spent in wrcstlu.g with thelandlord. What lamps she lit in the windows of her eyessuddenly ra.smg their curtains on dazzling glances ! VV^iat*.osy flags she hung out in his honour on dimpled checks •

what nch d,s,,lay of pearls and coral her cupid mouth gaveh,m but al n, vam .o far as any change in his cold yclngface showed. I had seen it warm for a gleam of light onthe wmg of a suoopin, bird, or an effect of cloud-shadowon a mountam, as it would not warm for this galaxy ofbewuchments and his quiet civility was but a sharper pinpnck, I should fmcy. to a woman's vanity
The httle scene was not long in playing, however. Soonhe Uaronessa swept to her friend's side and bore her away

i^h'^ r^!
''".'""'"^ ""'^'"^ "'^ "Sainst w.nd and tide« ith a dainty saihng-yacht.

I.crnoring the subject of tlie lady, the Boy began question-u^ me about the business of the bag, thankh,g me againmore cord.aliy for what I ha<l done, when I had answered
1 must have a bain and chai.ge now," said I at lastAt what time shall we dine >"

;;

Wc ? You will be dining with your new friend "

ance, and charmmg. as j-ou've .seen ; still, we're rather tirederhaps, and not up to dinner pitch. Im not sure but e'dget on better alone together, you and I
"

,J2J^" " ""''"'" ^'"'"e--«.'and I'm going to

" U'iil you have me with you ?
"

" If you like."

"It will be a good opportunity to get your advice."The Hoy d,d not answer
; but when we sat at table, and

!' -1 ta ked for a wh.ie of indifferent things, he said ahrupUyU hat were you going to £sk me?" ^^

1!
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" Your advice as to whether it would be well to fall in

love with the little Contessa."

" Has she money?"
" Hang it all, do you think I'm the kind of man to want

a woman for her money ?
"

" I've knowr you about five days."

" Don't hedge. Can't five days tell you as much as five

years—such five days as we'x e had ?
"

" Yes. It is true. No, I would stake a good deal that

you're not that kind of man. I don't know why I said it.

Something hateful made me. The Contessa is very pretty.

Could you—fall in love with her ?
"

" It would be an interesting experiment to try."

" If you think so you must already have begun."

" No, not yet. I assure you 1 have an open mind. But

it's an odd coincidence meeting her like this. I was making

the fact that she has a villa at Monte Carlo an excuse for

going down there—sooner or later—as an end to my
journey. Now she is to be in Chamounix, and she intends

to invite us both, it seems, to visit her in Aix, where she

has taken a villa."

The Boy looked at me suddenly with a slight start.

" She is going to Chamounix I

"

" So she says."

" And—she will invite you to visit her at her villa in

Aix-les-Bains ?
"

" You, too. You said yesterday you wanted to go to

Aix, as you had never been ; and we planned an expedition

by the mule-path up Mont Revard."

" I know. But—but would you visit the Contessa ?
"

" We might amuse ourselves. She would be well chap-

eroned, of course no doubt, by the Baronessa. There's a

brother of the Baron's in the background. I'robably lie II

turn up at Aix. OrtainI)' lie will if his relatives have any

control over his actions. I le's no other, it turns out, tli.in

Paolo di Nivoli, the young Italian whose airsliip invention
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has been made a fuss about lately. It would be rather ajoke^to try and cut him out with the ContesTa-Sf one

"Oh-cut him out." The Boy looked thoughtful.Though you aren't in love with her?"
" Yes."

" I see."

" Will you go if I do ; that is. if she really asks us ? »
I expected him to flash out a refusal, but he brooded

liH . vnl^
'^^°'' of eyelashes for a while, and finai-ysaid, 1 11 think it over,"

^



CHAPTER XVI

A MAN FROM THE DARK

I

"Desperate, proud, fond, sick . . . rejected by men."—Walt Whitman.

AS we drank our cafi double, tap, tap came at the door

,

XV a message from the Contessa di Ravello asking if

W(. would not take coffee with her and her friends in their

private sitting-room.

I would have preferred to finish my talk with the Little

Pal, which had reached an entertaining point in the an-

nouncement that he seemed to know me less well since he

had heard my name ; that names and past histories and

circumstances were barriers between lives. Hut the Boy,

reluctant a short time ago to be drawn into the Cont'^.-s.i's

society, was now apparently willing to give up the tt'te d-

tcte.

We left our own coffee, and went to drink the Contessa's,

which reached our lips chilled by the silent enmity of her

friends. Hut, whether because their example hud been

a warning, or because he had suffered a " sea change,

into something new and strange," the Boy was no longer

a wet blanket He did not show the sell "hich I had

learned to know in some of its phases, but he was half

shy, half conciliatory, with the Contessa, the blue eyes

hinting that, if she were persistent, his admiration might

be won. Still, he often answered in monosyllables or

shortly, when she spoke to him, a smile curving his short

upper lip. I could nul understand what his manner meant,
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^vi;/r;:::.r''
'''^' '" ''•^ -- -''^-''^ »-' «»

"Yes"""
^^^^ 'e""''^'

"
she a.sked him.

"You love it? I do."
" I u ,d to."

" I'm not quite ninety-nine."
' I should like to dance with you. We are the r.Vh*s.ze for oach other in the dance, are we not?"

"^^^

I a try not to disappoint you."
' Oh, we must have a dance. You love musir I tnone sees it by your eyes. Once, when likedLdS
om icis-' ar'v'H-^^'''.*-'"

"^^ '^' - ^-in"
it that you play,"

"'"'"""'-^^^''^^ «"' y°"
' '»

;;

The violin will talk for me if I coax it."

won't si% Here's a":.hnr T^'T '°' '''°"^'' y°"

you hkefand if wc^ K^oVrsameli'rTeTar '^

voices would be well together" ^ """^'- ^^"h^'Ps our

.hS'~T^i'"^ 'V'" '^' ^'°>'Set up and go to the
.' wa^s'he i:d^"V:fr""'^'^

l'"t I acco.pa^y myself

J
s. he sa,d. I aon t smg thin..s that many people

"f -^ir •..- tr v.i
"''*'^'= «'".?. never even spoken

''--.-neV:;::. ;:;;' ,^T''':: ^;-f'
-^ gripped the

and .1, .;..i- u,
" ;y''"t;^b- haunting as his eves

lliii

If:

1J 1
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was a boy— 1 do not know how to classify it. I can only

say that while the mellow music rij plod from his parted

lips, it seemed as if the gates of iMradise had fallen

ajar Me sang an old ballad that I had never heard.

It was all about ' Dou-las Gordon," whose story (lowed

with the tide of a plaintive accompaniment which 1 thuik

he must have arranged himself, for someliow it was like

him. All the sadness, all the sweetness in this sweet, sad,

old world seem.d concentrated in the Key's angel voice,

and in listenuig 1 was Douglas Gordon, and he was puttm„'

my life-sorrow into words. He took mj- heart and broke

it yet I woulJ not have had him stop Then suddenly he

did stop, and the Contessa was in tears. " Ikavo ! bravo 1

"

she cried, diamonds raining over two spasmodic dimples.

" Again—something else."

He sang Christina Rossetti's "Perchance you may

remember, perchance you may forget," and the thrill of

it was in the marrow of my bones. I had not known

befor.- what music could do with me, and the voice of the

little Oaet^ following the song jarred on my ears as she

praised the Boy and [ileaded for more.

"
I ran't sing again to-night," he said.^ " I'm sorry, but

I can onl)- sing when 1 feci in the mood."

" But you will come with Lord Lane, and stay at my

villa which I have taken at Aix—yes, if only for a few

days? l>e Baron and Baronessa will be with me, too.

You r.ic going that way, Lord Lane has told me. Will

you come?"
" Is he coming?"
" 'fell him that you are."

" You are very good, Contessa
"

" There ! You hear, it is settled."

"If— 1 nrd Lane makes you a visit, I will also, as you

are kinui .-noui^h to want me."

Afte- Is, when we had bidden the Co.itessa and her

guardian dragons good night, and it was arranged that we
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were to

-Jay
over to-morrow on account of the lost bag, Isaid to the H„y on the way upstairs, •• VouVe made aconquest of the Contessa."

. •
"u ve made a

He blushed furiously, looked angry, and then burst outlaughmg. "Are you jealous? "he asked.
" I ought to be."
" But are you ?

"

" I haven't had time to analyse my emotions. Why didyou never tell me you s.m- ?
" ^

;;

I wasn't ready-till tor„i.,,t. N„,,_, ,.., f„^ .

I thought It was for the Contossa

"

" > •

- Did you ? Well "-will, sudden crossness-" you maygo on thmkmg .so, if you like. Can she sing?"
^

" Rather well."
*•

"As—belter than I can?"
"You must jud-e for yourself when you hear her"Vou m.ght tell me. Jiutno! I don't want you tonow. It's spoiled. Good night."

^ '

" Good night. Dream of your conquest"
' 1 robably she is only trying to-to bring you to thepomt by bemg nice to me. I wonder if you care? "

would not give the little wretch any satisfaction Ion y aughcd, and an odd blue light na^hed in hlleyes
.

': r::u^"no7teTwhat"^""' "
"""''''"''

'
'- ''^ "^'"^

Ihe Contessa and her satellites should have gone on tohamoun.x next day, but Gaeta frankly announced h r

«^.n,ld go afoot, to be sure; still, .said she, we could keep

to Lr ''-Tr^;^'^''-='^-S-S impressions from .meto time, and lunchmg at the same place. She made me

1 would not t,-,ke the w.iy of the Col de Baime, by which

must part company early m the day. and she would be left
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to the tender mercies of the Baron and Baronessa for many

a triste hour.
" But why should you be imposed upon by them if they

don't amuse you?" I ventured to ask; for Gaeti was so

frank about her affairs that one was sometimes led inadver-

tently to take liberties.

"Oh, it was the brother who amused me, and he

amuses me still," replied she, with a moiie and a shrug of

her pretty shoulders. " At least, I don't think I shall be

tired of him when I see him again. He is a whirlwind ;

he carries a woman off her feet before she knows what is

happening, and we like that in a man, we Italians. We

adore tcmfirament. I was nice to the Baron and Baronessa

for Paolo's sake. He had to go away from Milan, which

is my real home, you know—if I have a home anywhere—

to have a medal for his airship, and many honours and

dinners given him in Paris, so, without stopping to think,

I invited the Baron and Baronessa to visit me in Ai.x.

Then they suggested we should have a little tour first,

and w- are having \1—Dio mio, so much the worse for me,

till I met you. And now they make me feel like a naughty

child."
, ^

" Will Paolo also come to the villa ? " I asked, smilmg.

" lie has engagements to last a fortnight still. Perhaps

afterwards he may run out to Aix."

The Boy's face fell when I told him that I had promised

the Contessa to walk along the high road, over the Tetc

"Innocentina and I
" he began. Then his eyes

wandered to Gaeta, who stood with her friends at the other

end of the hall. She was locking extremely pretty, aiul

chose that instant to throw a quick glance at me, (K-

manding sympathy for some enmii or other caused by

the Baronessa. "Oh, very well," he finished, "it doesnt

matter." . .

He was in suspense all day about his mysteriously im-
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portant bag. Though handbills had been hastily piintLd
and scattered over tlie country, there was no certainty as
to when we should hear, or whether we shtpuld hear at
all. Late in the evening, ho-.vever, as we were finishing
dinner in the sa//e d manger, at the same table with Gaet?i
and her friends, a mes.>;age came that a man desired
to .see the young Monsieur who had advertised for a lost
bag.

•;rhe Boy excused himself, and jumped up. I should
have liked to go with him, but courtesy to the ladies
forbade, and I sat still, feeling guilty of disloyalty some-
how, nevertheless, because of a look he threw me. It
seemed to say, " We were such friends, but a woman has
cojne between. My affairs are nothing to you now."

I luid thought that he would be back in time for the
coffee, but he did not return, and the curiosity of Gaeti,
who had been restless since the Boy's departure, could no'
/onger be kept within bounds. " Do go and see if he has
got that wonderful bag," she said. " He might come to
tell us I"

I went, nothing loth, but only to learn from the concierge
that the young gentleman had gune away with the man
who had called.

" Did he leave no message ? "
I asked.

" No, Monsieur. He talked with the man here in the
hal! for a few minutes ; then he ran upstairs and soon
came down again with a cap and coat. Immediately
after he and the man went out together."

" What sort of a man was he ?
"

"A peasant, Monsieur, a very rough-looking peasant
fellow of middle age, poorly dressed in liis working clothes
I have never seen him before."

I did not like this description, nor the news the concierge
had given. It was nine o'clock, and very dark, for it had
begun to rain towards evening, and a monotonous drip
diip uungled with the plash of the fountain in the garden

i
X v\
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Grim Hincic-. c.i:nu lui'jcliinj; :;t the door of my brain. I'

was .1 biirl thiiii; for a buy, little more than a child, to gr

out alone in tlie night with tlie stranger, a " rough-looliinij

peasant fellow," who pretended to know something of the

vanished bag; to go out, leaving no words of his intentions,

or even the direction he would take. As like as not thn

man was a villain who scented rich prey in a tourist offer-

ing a reward of 5,000 francs for a lost piece of luggage.

As I thought of the brave, innocent little comrade walk-

ing unsuspectingly into some trap from whic! I could have

saved him had 1 been by his side, a sensation of physical

sickness came over me.
" How long is it since they went out?" I asked quickly,

" Ten minutes at most, ]\Ionsieur
"

I could have shaken the concierge's hand for this good

news, for there was hope of catching them up. I was in

dinner jacket and pumps, but I did not wait to make a

dash upstairs for hat or coat. I borrowed the blue, gold-

banded cap of the concierge, not caring twopence for my
comical appearance, which would have sent Gaeta into

pe.-'s of silver laughter, and out in the rain I went, turning

up the collar of my jacket.

I had forgotten the Contessa and my promise to returr

immediately with tidings from the front. All I thought of

was which direction to take to find the Boy. Should (

turn towards the town or away from it?

Before 1 reached the garden gate, not many nietres frcrii

the door, I had decided to try the town way ; b i.d lest I

shuulri be doing the wrong thing, and have to rectify my
mistake later 1 ran as a lamplignter is popularly supposed

to run, but doesn't and never did.

The Boy and his companion would be walking, and if 1

were on the right tack I was almost sure to catch them

up sooner or later at this pace, before they could reach the

town and turn off into some side street.

I had not been galloping along through the fresh, grey



A MAX ruOM THE DARK 17,

mud for three Inindrcd metres uli,,n I saw two figures
moving slowly a few pnces ahead. One was small and
slender, the other of middle height and strongly built

" Boy. is that you ? "
I hailed.

The slim figure turned sharply, and I mumbled a " thank
goodness I

"

"Little wretch:" I exclaimed heartily, as I joined the
couple ahead. " I low could vo j go off alone like this with
a stranger, perhaps a ruffian (he looks it), without leavincr
any word for me ? You deserve to be .shaken."

"

" You wouldn t s,,y he looked like a ruffian if you could
see his face. I'm sure he's honest. And as for sending
word, I didn't care to disturb >ou and— the Contessa."

" Hang the—no, of cour-^e, I don't mean that. Luckily
I was in time to catch you, and "

" Did the Contessa send you after me, or did "

" She doesn't know what's become of you. There was
no time for politenesses. You g.ive me some bad moments,
little brute. Now tell me wluit you're about."
He explained that the pt nt, who understood no word

of English, was an Italian v..ic had come to Martigny to
find work as a road mender ; that he had been taken ill

and lost his job
; that he had tramped back over the .St.

ISernard to Aosta, near which place he had once lived
that the work he had heard of there was .ilready given to
another

;
and that, walking back to rejoin his finnily in

Martigny, he had found the bag on the i'ass. He had
brought it home, and had only just heard the address of
the owner, as set forth in the handbills.

"Why didn't he bring the bag to you and claim the
reward ? "

I asked.

" It is at the house of the priest, and the priest has been
away all day, visiting a relative in the country somewhere
"ho is ill, .so this man Andriolo Stefani, couldn't get the
bag. But he came to tell me that it was fourd, and whtie
it was,"

:
i'l

M
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" Antl \v p:i UTids to be taking you to the house of the

priest now ?
''

" No, I'm ijoiiis to his house— or rather, the room where

he and his wife and children live."

" For goodness sake why ?
"

" Because he has refused to take the reward for finding

the bag."

"Hy Jove, he must have some deep game. What reason

did he give, and what excuse did he make for dragging you

off to his lair? It sounds as if he meant to try and kidnap

you for a ransom— the:-e things do happen, you know—and

there are probably others in it besides himself. I doti't

believe in the priest, nor the wife and children, nor even in

his having found the bag."

" He didn't ask me to go to his house. When I spoke

of the reward, he said that he could not take it, and though

I questioned him, wouldn't tell nie why, but was evidently

distressed and unhappy Finally he admitted that it was

his wife who would not allow him to accept a reward. She

had made him promise that he wouldn't take it. Then I

said that I'd like to talk to her, and might I go with

him to his house. He tried to make e.\cu.-.es ;
he had no

house, only one room, not a fit place for me; and the house

was a long way ofl, outside Martigny llourg; but I insisted

so at last he gave in. Now, do you still think he's the

leader of a band of kidnappers?"
"

I don't know what to think. There's evidently some-

thing queer. I'll talk to him."

During our hurried conversation the man had walked

on a few steps in advance. I called him back, speaking to

him in laboured Italian. He came at once, and now that

we were in the town, where here and there a blur of light

made darkness visible, I could see his face distinctly. I had

to confess to myself at first glance tliat it was not the face

of a cunning villain, this worn, weatherbeaten countenance,

with its hollowed cheeks and the sad, dark eyes, out of

which seemed to look all the sorrows of the world.
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He had found the bag the niglit before last, he said

between the Cantine de I'roz and Bourg St. ]'icrre. It had
been lying in the road, in the riicksacl<, and hr judged by
the strap that it had been attached to the b;ick of^a man
or a mule. While I questioned him further, frying to get
some details of description not given in the aandbills, he
paused. " There is the priest's house," he said. " There's
a light in the window now. Perhaps he has come back "

" We will stop and ask for the bag," said I, watching the
faa- of the man. It did not blench, and I began to wonder
if, after all, he might not be honest.
The priest—a delightful, white-haired old fellow, himself

of the peasant class—had returned, and from a locked cup-
board in his bare little dining-room-study produced the
much-talked-of bag in its rucksack.

_

The Boy sprang at it eagerly. So secure had he believed
It to be on the grey donkey's back that he had not been in
the habit of taking out the key. It was still in the lock
and, the bag standing on the priest's dinner-table, the boy
opened it with visible excitement. Then he dived down
into the contents without bringing them into sight, and a
bright colour flamed in his cheeks. "Everything is safe"
he said, with a long sigh of relief " I'm thankful."
He turned to the priest, speaking in French—and his

French was very good. " I have offered a la^ge reward to
the finder of this bag, but the man will not have it Can
you tell me why, monpire?"

" I cannot tell you. Monsieur. Doubtless he has a reason
which seems to him good," answered the pr.'est, who evi-
dently knew the reason, but was pledged not to speak.He and his family have not been in my parish long but
1 believe them to be worthy people. I have been trying
to get work for Andriolo since he has been well and able
to undertake it, but so far I have not been fortunate"
The Boy took a handful of gold from his pocket. " For

the poor of your parish, mm pen, if you will be good

l^ii.

: I
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enini^'h to nccupt it fur thcni," said he, with ^rent cliarm

iiiul siiiiiilicit)' of inaiiiier. The old priust flu.slitd with

pleasure, sayiiif,' that he had many poor, and was constantly

distressed because he could do so little. This would be a

t;odsend. I glanced at the Italian, and saw that his weary,

dark eyes were fixed with a passionate wistfulness upon

the gold. This look, his whole appearance, bespoke

poverty
;

yet he had refused 5,ocX) francs, a fortune to

most men of his condition. Now that he was vouched

for by the priest, extreme curiosity took the place of

suspicion in my mind.

I hid the blue cap of the concierge behind my back in

the priest's house, but the Hoy saw it, and saw that I was

drenched ».:lh rain. I must have been a figure for la..ghter,

but he did not mugh. " You see, I was in a hurry,' 1 ex-

cused myself under a long, comprehending gaze of his.

" It's your fault if I look an as'*."

" You didn't stop even to go and get a hat," he said.

" You came out in the rain just as you were, and you ran

— 1 heard you running beL.id me. But—but, of course,

it's because you're kind-hearted. You would have done

just the same for anybody. For—the Contessa "

" Not for the Baronessa, anyhow," said I. " I should

have stopped for a mackintosh and even goloshes had her

safety been hanging in the balance."

Then we both laughed, and Andriolo Stefani, wiio by

":his time was showing us the way through the rain to his

own home, looked over his shoulder, suri)rised and self-

conscious, as if he feared that we were laughing at him.

On the outskirts of straggl'ng Martigny Bourg he

stopped before a gloomy, grey stune house, with four

rows of closed wooden shutters, which meant four floors

of packed humanity. Even Martigny has its tenements

for poor workers, or those who would be workers if they

could, and this was one of tliCm.

We followed Stefani up four flights of narrow stone
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stairs, pickin- our way by testing each step with a cautious
foot, since Ii-ht there was none. Arrived at the top floor
ue groped along the passage to the back of the house and
our guide opened a door. There was a yellow haze which
meant one candleflame fighting for its hfe in the dark,
and we waited outside it whi the Italian spoke for a
moment to someone we could not see. There came a
note of protest in a woman's voice, but the man's heat
It doun with some argument, and then Stefani returned
to a'.k us into his house.

Two women sat in a room almost bare of furniture, and
both tried to rise on our entrance ; but one, who' was
joung as years go, had her lap full of little worn shoes,
and the other, who looked older than the allotted span,
was nursing a wailing hchy, half undressed.

I found myself strangely embarrassed, with the coarse
guilt of intrusion. I was suddenly oppressed with self-
conscious awkwardness, wishing myself anywhere else,
and not knowing what to do or say. I daresay I looked
haughty and disagreeable, though I felt humble as a worm.
How the Boy felt I have no means of knowing ; I can only
tell how he acted. One would have thought that he had
known these poor people all his life. I lingered near the
door, taking notes of the sad picture; the two rough
wooden boxes, in which slept three little dark children, all
appaienJy of e.xactly the same size; the mattress on the
floor near by for the parents ; the open door leading into
a dark garret, where, no doubt, the grandmother crept to
siLcp

;
the shelves on the wall, bare save for a few dishes

of peasant-made pottery ; the pile of dried mud on the
tile'^ floo' which the young mother had been carefully
scraping with a knife from the little worn boots in her
lap

;
the uncovered table, with a bunch of endives on a

pi ite, and a candle guttering in a bottle. This v.-.s the
picture, redeemed from squalor only by the lithograph
of the Virgin on the wall, draped with fresh wildflowers,
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and its perfect cleaiiHiie?.s ; this was the home of the

supposed "kidnapper," the man who had refused to accept

5,000 fra^c^ .is a ^ift.

While I stood, stiff and uncon:ifortable, the Hoy went

forward quicl<ly, tjc;4i;ing the two women not to rise.

' i'oor, dear little babj!" he said in Italian, looking down

at the dark scrap of humanity in the grandmother s arms.

" She is ill, isn't she?"

Now, how did he know that the creature was a " she " ?

If it were a guess, it was a lucky one, for both women

replied together that the little giii had been ;.iling since

yesterday. Th'-y co\ild not tell what was the matter.

They had hoped that s'lf w ould be better t^ -dav, but

instead, she seemed worse ; and with thi^, a glittering film

which had been oversprrading the mother's eyes suddenly

broke into a silently falling rain. There were no .sobs, no

gasping- from this tired woman, too used to sorrow to rail

against it, yet it was plain to see that her heart was break-

ing. Still, life must go on ; and so, while she grieved for

a little one .^he feared to lose, she cleaned the boots f those

she hoped tc keep.

' Have you had s doctor for h-'r ?" asked the Hoy.

" The good priest is half a doctor. He came to sec the

Ihiiiibina."

" What did he say ?
"

" Oh, signori, we cannot give her all the things he said

she sh uil.l have, nor can he heli> us to them, for he has

much to do for others, and little to do it with."

'Yet you would not let your husband taki the reward

I offered for finding my 'jag. He is out of work, and you

are poor
;
you have four children to feed, and one of them

is ill. Why will you not have the money ? 1 have come to

ask you that. You see I wivii you to have .t, for the b.ng

is worth all I've offered and even more to me."

" Ah, signori, how can I tell you ? It was to save my

baby 1 refused."
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' Please tell. You need not mind savin- .inytlii,i - tome—ar to m-- friend. We are interested and want to hclo

you." '

Now the younc woman's tears were fallinR fast but
silently still, as if she kn.-u- that her heart -broik' was
unimportant in the great scliome of ihin-s, and -he niched
to make no noise ab.mt it. Vcr lips moved, but no words
came.

"She will not speak a-ainst me," Stcfani said suddenly
"nor will my poor mother. lU.t I will tell you the story'
I meant to steal your ba-, and sell the -ohl things, and all
the valuables that were in it. It was a grc.t tcnipcation,
for we had scarce a penny left, and there was no work any-
where. I was tired, tired all through to my heart, signori
that night on the Pass; and then I f„und the bag »

brought it home, and charged ICmilia and my mother to
say nothing to anyone outsi.le. The children were at
school, so they did not see, or they might h.ive lisped out
something, and set people talking. The two women
begged me to give up the bag, and try for a reward in
case one should be olTeied, but I was desperate. I said
that the gold was worth more than anything that would be
offercd-the gold and some jewellery in a little box I
knew a man who would buy of me, and I had gone out to
find him yesterday, when, as if Heaven had .sent a cb-*-
upon us for my sin, the .\,m,'>m,i was struck down with thil
illness-a terrible achMi- of her little head anu s .-"ever.W hen I came home to take av ay the thin-s out of the bag
my wife bagged me on her knees, (or the child's sake to
change my mind

; and at last I did, for who can hold out
agoHi-* the prayers of those he loves?

" Quickly, lest I should repent, I carried the bag to our
priest, and told him all. He thought as a penance for the
sin which had been in my heart I should take no reward if
It wer^ offered, though he oi'd not lay this upon me as a
commanl. Emilia was with aim, for, said she, Our Lady

* !
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will save t|i" baby for us, if we make this great sacrifice.

Now you know all the truth."

" And I know that you are pood people, better than I

would have boon in your places — better than anyone
I know. There's no credit in keeping straijjht if one's

not leinpted to fjo wroii^'. is there? I won't hurt you by

btjjtjiiig that you'll take the reward, in spite of all. I

oITlt you no reward ; but I am (joing to give your children

a present, and you are to use it for the comfort of your

family. I have enoujjh with me, because you see I had to

get something ready to-day, in case the reward had to he

paid. Now it isn't needed for that, and I can use it in this

v/ay, instead. And you have done all that is rijjht, and you

would hurt me very much if you refu cd to let me do what

I wish. It is always wrong to hurt people, you know. And
you must send me word early to-morrow mornin;; before

I go, whether the baby is better. I feel sure, somehow,

that she will l)e."

Then a roll of notes was thrust into one of the little

boots, still caked with mud, which the mother kept

mechanically in her hand. There was a pat on the

shoulder, too, and an instant later the Boy's arm was

hooked into mine; I was whisked away with him in as rapid

a flight as if he hid been a thief and not a benefactor.

" How much did you give them, young Santa Claus?"

I asked, when we were out in the rain again.

" Two thousand dollars. I can't stop now to calculate

it for you in pounds or francs. I'm too excited. Oh, how
wtt you are, poor Man I And all for nie ! But wasn't it

splendid 1 And I just know that baby'U be better to-

morrow. You see if she isn't."

She was. The news was brought to us early in the

morninj; by a poor man half out of his wits with joy and

gratitude.
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q^HE G.ntossa had to be- ,,,,cined, but she adored
1 romance, and she , ., ,.lcas.d to say that the storyof the bag, lost a,Kl fo i, which I-no, the Hoy -^ toldher ca,„e under that cat.,,ory. She was in the be.ttvmpers for a day of travelling, an<l saw us off beforeher rnends were dressed and ready , begin their drive

to thamounix.
"They are taking as long as they a... on purpose," shewhispered to me, with the air of a nanghty child planning

rn.^ch.ef beh.nd the backs of its elders/ "Anything "okeep me to themselves and away from you ! liut you are
«. Ik ng, and the way is uphill for a very long timefso *he
H'.tel people say. We shall catch you up, and then justto sp,te the Di Xivolis, if nothing more,'l shall Cone of you, then the other, to let me give you l liftNether of you must refuse, or I shall cry, and no man hasever made me cry yet.

;•
I'm «"£ no man ever will," I answered promptly.And no boy?" .he asked, with a long-lashed glance atmy con.pan.on who had given no an^we^ save a s'lniie

tess.V'"
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n ed 7^- ,""'> /'-'''>• "- ""''^ --tch made, but"Stead of offendmg ,t appe,.v>i to a.r.use her. She
'79 [•
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watched our cavalcade out of the hotel garden (the riick-

sack once more on Souris' faithless back), and the silver

bells of her laughter lightly rang us down the road.

Again we h"d to pass through Martigny Bourg, and

presently, turning aside from the road which had led me to

the Grand St. Bernard, we took the way on the right, and

almost at once felt the rise of the hill. Steeper and

steeper it grew, and warmer and warmer we, though the

day was young. Often wc were glad of the excuse the

view g-ve us to stop and look back, down into the wide

bowl of the Rhone Valley, with a heat-haze of quivering

blue, giving an effect of great distance, like a " gauze drop "

on the stage.

Surely this was the longest hill on earth, an'l when
we reached the top—if we ever did—we should find that

we had been climbing Jack's Beanstalk, coming out into

quite a different world ! Up and up we dragged for hours,

the Boy determined not to take to donkey-back, despite

the protestations of Innocentina, emphatic, but slightly

modified by constant association with the man she was

busily engaged in converting.

Sometimes we were ministered to by small maidens

with incredibly neat, sleek hair, who sprang up under our

eyes, apparently from rabbit-holes, their arms hooked

into the handles of big fruit baskets which might easilv

have been their bath-tubs or cradles. If we seemed in-

clined to turn away with an expressionless gaze, the little

creatures forged after us with a determined trot, turned

back with tiny brown hands the dainty white napkin

hiding the basket's contents, and tempted us with purple

plums or mellow pears. In the end we invariably suc-

cumbed to these wiles, even when we had sickened at the

thought of fruit, and were obliged surreptitiously to hide

our purchases by the wayside when the sturdy vendors

backs were turned.

We carried our panamas in our hands, and the Boy's
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and he stood leaning against the carri..gc-, loulJ.v^ up into

the warm brown e>cs cf Gaeti, wliich u-cre warmer and

brighter than ever because of this sudden show of devo-

"°Had the magnetism of her coquetry fired him ? I won-

dered It w.n.ld be strange if it were not so, for she was

beautiful and her manner flattering to a boy so young.

Somehow my spirits ,vere dashed at the thoir.;ht tha n>y

companion's last words to me might be explained by

jealousy of an older man with a pretty woman. It would

be hard if it were t<, come to this between us Though

I had tall<ed of going to see her in Monte Carlo the

butterfly Contessa was no more to me than a delicate

pastel on someone else's wall, or a gay refram which

charms th- ear without haunting the memory. I vvould

not interfere with the Boy if he chose to encour.ige Gaeti

to flirt with him, he need not fear it ;
but I had hked

to think he valued my comradeship. Now, a fancy for

this child-woman would rob me of him. Instead of being

pidued by the Contessa's growing preference for the 13oy,

as 1 ou"ht to have been by all the rules of the game

of flirtation, I was conscious of anger against her as an

'"

This feeling increased almost to sulkiness when the »oy

was invited to take a seat in tl.e carriage beside the gloomy

Baron and accepted promptly.
,;^,i„

The driving party had been delayed a 1<'"R I """ '"

starting Gaeta explained, making large eyes which blamed

her friends for everything, and tlK driver h id brou,;ht his

horses slowly, oh, so slowly, up the long h,1, the stupid

fellow. Hut now the carriage flashed ahead, and I was

left to tramp on alone, while the Contessa and the Boy

flirted and Josci-h and Innoccntina bickered, all alike un-

mindful of me. . ,

We lunched at the Col de Forclaz, where the hill, tired

of going up. ran down to another valley. There was a
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Hov-s R,, f ^ exchi.n-e for some of the

for tie in f T '^ ''" '"•'"^' '''^^J ''"y "'-^"Shts, saveJor the fun of the mcnciit, he had the air , f 7. . ,\,-
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I could not see the ]Joy's face to make sure if he"eie disappointed, but I hoped it. As for mvse f Iwould fan have walked. In a scene of such ex Ldbca.,ty Oaeta's little quips and quirks struck a t'nlnote. S.ttn.;, w,th ,ny back to the horses, I coul.l Tefhe Boy walk,n„. on behind, his face raised mounta nward and skyward, and I lon-^ed to know of wha hewas tlunkmg. for evidently he had left his aggrava in

'
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The Baron and his wife disputed volubly about the rf.t,of one of J>aolo-s grand dinners in Paris,'cS-tnedand I was stricken with dumbness. I could tWr ^nothmg to say which she would think worth ie tineSoon the tremendously steep descent into the valle™me the best of excuses to jump down and r; Lve' tl e

moddlv '"'l
'^^"'' '^"^ "« ''"^ ''-<' n° quarre

It was a wholly irrelevant incident which untied the

\
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knot and It't us as we had been, though there was nt

reason for it but a Kmgh which we had together.

The thing came about in this wise. We arrived at a

small hotel \\hich k^d a garden, i>.J was famous for a

view point. From the door a carriage containing a man

was about to drive away. The man was approaching

middle age, and had an air of quiet self- reliance which

redeemed him from insignificance. He was plainly dressed

in clothes whic' were not new, and altogether he did not

appear to be a personage who, from an hotel keeper's

point of view, would be of supreme importance. Yet the

landlord and another besieged the quiet man with com-

pliments and pleadings, to which he did not seem in-

clined to listen. Bowing gravely, he told his coachman

to drive on, and in a moment he had passed us as we stood

in the road.

But when he had gone the landlord and his assistant

had no eyes for us. " Mark my words," e-xclaimed the

former, in a tone of anguish, " we shall lose our star."

Were they astrologers that they should fear this fate ?

Our curiosity was excited, and seeing a head-waiterly

person, who wore a mien between awe and stifled amuse-

ment, I called for beer which 1 did not wish to drink. It

was served on a table in the shady garden, ano I inquired

if the carriage just out of sight had contained a trouble-

some guest?
,. J u

" Troublesome is not the word. Monsieur, replied the

waiter. "But a thing has happened. That gentleman

whom )'0U saw, arrived a few days ago, giving the name of

Karl. He took the cheapest room in the house
;
he drank

one of the cheapest wines, having satisfied himself that the

price was within his means. To-day he said that he was

leaving, and asked for his bill. When it was made out the

wine came to a few sous more than he thought it ought.

<
I do not complain,' said he to our fairon, ' if that is *he

orice of the wine I will pay, but I was told at the ta. U it
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.:! I
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with a hint of transparent blue streaked across it. Another

remote dream-village on my long list of places where I

really must stay for a lazy summer month—when I have

time I The list was growing long now, almost worryingly

long, and the Boy felt it so, too, for he also had a list, and

strange to say, it was much the same as mine.

We had tea, and were vaguely surprised to see a number

of people of our own kind, most of them English and

American, engaged in a similar occupation, and evid^-iitly

at home in the place. Trient was on their list as well as

ours, and now if they liked they could cross it off, and

begin with the next place.

The Contessa thought the Boy looked weary, and urged

him to drive again, but though his manner was still flirta-

tious he had an excuse to keep to his feet. He was not

really tired, not a bit; how could one be tired in so much

beauty? The poor horses were fagged, though, for the

carriage was heavy. He would not add to its weight.

" You are getting rather white about the gills," I said to

hiai when the driving party had once more left us b-hind.

"Why didn't you take up your flirtation where you left

it off] like a serial story, to be 'continued in your next'?

Your weight is nothing."

" It wasn't that, really," replied the Boy.

"What, then?"

"Do you remember why I wanted to come over the

Tete Noire?"
" To have the sensation of Mont Blanc suddenly burst-

ing upon you."

" Well, I—to tell the truth, I had a whim—just that and

nothing more—to be with you and not with the Contessa

when the time for that sensation should come."

My heart warmed ; but perhaps I as flattering myself

unduly. "You were afraid th.it her fascin:itions niiglit

ovcrpijwcr those of Mont Blanc, I suppuae, wl.eici.s I aui

a mcsc ^.tijck or .Lone?"
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But when the sensation did co,„c he ca.u'ht mv am.w.th a quick-drawn breath, and no word follow'",.
^

'

Our worship of other mountains was like tte servin-o fa -e gods. There stood the one White Truth, d.^rfi":;
all else ,nto ns.j.nific.n.e

; not a mere mount^un, but awold of ,now sa.hn,. moor.like in full sky. It was, Indeed,as If the mooM, j,deamm<j white and bathed in radiance

surely t was a secret that she had come, and we had found
.t out just when this great dark rock-door through whichwe looked opened by accident to show the sigh !" Bu

7rV
^^"^'' '^"'-7- - f«ar that we would evert

It, lor It soared beyond words.

cJm ^'u
^''""'"'' ^'""^ "^''^ ''"ipression; afterwards wecould not have recalled it if we had tried. By-and-by wegrew used to the white ATajesty which faccd\" as onedoes grow used to beauty while one has it with n reach

hL Ifr. """^ ^'"^^ ^^ '""^ ^^y h-d begun to confct

^ouWe rV"'?i"? '" ''* "^"^' '^^""S - arm on my
a dratht'f .

'"•"*'•' '"' f°"''^' ^ "^^^ ^^°"^- «™e, likea draught of tome wme. Sunset, with King Midas' to, ,

a lamp to hght the world, against a violet sky. In frontwas a low rampart of green mountain, down which poureda huge glacer hke an arrested cataract. The frozen floodghmmered greenish blue and pale as the gleam of a glowo m_ The v.oletof the sky deepened to amethyst purp eand the snow on the waving line of mountains turned f.om

feaves!
"

'

'' '''" '^' '^'" ^ '""^^^ -'" °f 'o^"

nghts and then the magic colour was swallowed at a gulpDy the descending night, ^ ^
Far away, and far down in the deep valley, the lights ofChamoun.x and its satellite villages sparkled like a trou^

:,. I.
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of fallen stars. They lay in a bright heap, clustered

toeether ; and Innocentina, coming up with us at tn.s

moment, said that they were like raisins s"""*
'"f

"j".^'

the bottom of a pudding. The late ram had set all the

little torrents talking, and we were silent as we walked on,

listening to the gossip of the mountains' secrets.



CHAPTER XVin

RANK TYRANNY

"Tbo» «rt past the tyrant'i itroke."—Shaic»spea««.

VfTE seemed to hive formetl a habit, the Boy and I, of
V V steering always for a H6tel Mont Blare, if there

were one in a town, so that now we had come to look
iipon a hostelry with such a name as a sort of second
home, a daughter of a mother house. There were still
two other reasons why we should select the Mont Blancm Chamounix. The first, because the Contessa was going
there and had asked us to do likewise; the second, because
at Martigny we had seen an advertisement of the hotel
which stated that it was situated in a " vaste pare avec
chamois!'

Our imagination pictured an ancient chateau, altered
for modern uses, shut away from the outer world in a
mysterious forest of dark pines, where wild chamois sported
gracefully at will, leaping across chasms from one over-
hanging rock to another.

It was long past dark when our little procession of four
human beings and three beasts of burden stra?-^!ed through
a lighted gateway, which we had been told to enter for the
H6tel Mont Blanc. With one blow our ancient castle was
slLittered. At a hundred metres distant from the street
rose an enormous modern hotel, blazing with light at
rverj. windoiv. Where was the vast park' with its crowd-
m-i ri"c«. and it- ravines for the wild chamois? It must

ill
t!

m
i
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be somewhere, since the advertisement certified its existerice,

and so must the chamois. Perhaps the forest lay behind

the hotel ; but the Boy was too tired to care, and to us

both baths, food, and rest were, for the moment, worth

more than parks or chamois. The hotel struck a hitjh

note of civilisiition, and I had seen nothing so finu sinc<

Lon-lin or I'aris. The Boy and 1 dined late and sum|itu-

ously, en Ute-A-tCte, for the hut sun and the Ions; I'-rive

had sent G.-.eta to bed, cliastenjd with ;i lie:id,-iclic
;
but,

weary as l;e was, the Little I'al had pluck eiioiiyli lelt to

suggest an appointment for early ne.\t inoiiiinj;. "
1 shall

waii't tu know how Mont lilanc lo<,ks from my wiiulow, o

I won't waste my time in bed," said he. " BesitLs, I'm

rather keen to see the chamois, aren't you ? The only one

I have ever met was stuffed and rather moth-eaten. He

was in a dime museum in New York."

I was up at half-past six n^xt day and at my window,

where Mont Blanc in early sunshine smote me in the face

with !ts nearness. A sudden longing took me, as the

longing for a great white lamp takes a moth, to fly at it,

or, in other words, to get myself to the top. I had neN er

"done" any Swiss ascents, though I knew almost every

peak and pinnacle of rock in Cumberl.md and Wales, anc'

it seemed to me that I would be a muff to miss the chanct

of such a climb as this. By the time I had dressed the

thing was decided. I would see about guides, and try to

arrange at once for the ascent.

The thoiii^ht had joy in it, and I ran downstairs, whist-

ling the " AFpine Maid." The Boy and I h..d settled over-

night that we would drink our morning coffee and eat

our rolls together at a quarter to eight, long before the

Contessa or her friends would have opened their eyes;

but the appointed time had rot yet come, and I had it in

mind to make inquiries concerning my exfursioi when I

almost stumbled against the Boy, cominjr in at the front

door.
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"I've be;n out in the park," said he, when we had ev-

changed by way of greeting a "Hello, Boy" and "Hello
Man.' '

"Meet any chamois?"
" Yes."

" Honour bright? An inspection of the park from mywmdow led me to f.ar that they must be an en^»..rmr.
myth. Therc'.s a fine big garden with a lot of trees In it
but as for rocks or chamoi.-i " '

" There are both. Come out and Ml show you "

I went, walking, beside the Hoy, along one well-kept
path after another, until suddenly the bubble delusion
broke. In a cage stood, or sat, in various attitudes of
bored dejection, five melancholy little anim. Is with horns
and smgularly large, prominent ejes. Their aspect bcL^'ed
pardon for their degradation, as they turned th^ir 1.°';,
with weak scorn upon a toy rock in the centre of th-ir
prison. "We have reason to believe that «e are well
connected," they seemed to bleat, "because there is an
ancient legend in our household that we are chamois but
you must not judge the family by us."

"I believe," said the Hoy pitifully, "they've gone down
so far now, that if one gave them Mont Blanc to bound
upon they wouldn't know what to do with it."

"/would, however," said I, full of my project, "and I'm
thinking of trj ing."

"What do you mean?" asked the Boy, looking rather
startled.

'•Let's have breakfast out of doors, on a little table
under the trees, and I'll tell you. Here's one in the shade
and away from the-er-a certain chamois-ness in the air"
I pulled up chairs, and raised my hand to a hovering
waiter. "What I mean tc -

I ,vent on, "that I'm
going to make the ascent .on as I can arrange itYou wont mind waiting for me for two or three days will
you? Or, of course, you can go on with the Contessa the

i !

it]
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day after to-morrow, if you like. No doubt she would be

ddi(;hti,<l to have you"
" You're going up— Mont Blanc?*
"

I am, my Kid." •

" No."
" Why not ?

"

" IW'cause—you might be killed."

" Good heavens, one would think I was Icarus, gluing

a pair of wax wings on to my shoulder-blades for a fli^jliV

into ether. I'm not exactly a novice at the game, you

know, though 1 haven't done any snow climbing. Why,

you little donkey, you look pale. W hat's the matter with

you?"
" Have you heard what happened this morning, or rather

last pit;ht?" The Hoy replieJ to my question with another.

" Did any of the hotel people tell you?"

"No. Don't be mysterious before breakfas' t isn't

good for the digestion."

" Don't joke. I wasn't going to say anything i wt 't

till afterwards, in case you hadn't heard, but now i will.

The fcmme de chambrc told me. The news has just come

down that a young guide has died of exhaustion on the

mountain, between the Observatory and the Grand Mulcts.

Two others, who were with him, had to leave him lying

dead after dragging the body down a long way."

At this inappropriate moment our coffee, rolls, and

honey were set before us, and »he waiter, being an accom-

plished linguist, like m:>st of his singularly gifted and

enterprising kind, had heard and understood the last

sentence. Bursting with ;iuesome inform.ition, he could

not resist lightening himself of the burden, for our benefit

and his own. " You can see the dead man lying on the

snow, far up on the mountain," said he eagerly, " if you go

into the town and look through one of the telescopes. I

have seen him already ; he is like a small, dark packet

lying on the white ground, wrapped in his coat"
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My appetite for breakfast suddenly dwindled, but not s„my appetite for the climb. I was very sorry that a man
had died on the mountain, but I could not brin- liiin to
l.fe atjam by remaining on low levels, and so I remarked
whi-n the Hoy asked me if I were still in the same mind
concennnf; the ascent. " I shall see about a t;uide directly
after breaklast," said I, "and when you hear a cannon fired
in the town, announcing the arriv.d of a party at the top
of Mont lilanc, you will know it is an echo of my shout
of hxcelsior.

'

•'No, I won't know it," returned the Boy obstinately.
tor one thm^r, the cannon mi^ht be fired for someone

else, and tjesidcs, I won't be here."
"Oh, you'll go on with the Contessa? But I shouldn't

be surprised if she were good-natured enough to wait at
Chamouni.x to congratulate me when I come dou n

"

"No doubt she thinks enough of >ou to do that. Hut
what I mean is. that if you go up iVIor'. Blanc. I'm going

" Nonsense
1 You'll do nothing of the kind. You are

a very plucky chap, but you're not a Hercules yei what-
ever you may develop into ten years fiom now. No minors
are permitted to ascend Mont Blanc.

"

" T/tafs nonsense, if you like 1 I shall go up if you do "

1 won t take you."

"I don't ask >ou to. I shan't start until after you
have gone, so. you see, you will have no power to prevent

" You are simply talking rot. my dear boy. Good
heavens, you'd die of mountain sickness or exhaustion
Defore you were half-way up."

•Perhaps. I know very little about my ability as acumber for I ve never made any big ascents, though I've
scrambled about in the mount.^ins a little at home."

'• It would be madness for you to attempt such a thing
Uliy. dont you know, it taxes the endurance of a strong

M ^'l|
I
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man. You have only lately recovered from an illness, you

told me so yourself. I shall not allow you to
"

" You're not my keeper."

" But we are friends, pals. I ask you as a great favour

to me to be sensible, and
"

"
I asked you as a great favour to me not to go up

Mont Blanc. Thin;.,'s happen. I have a feeling that some-

thing might happen to you. I should be—miserable while

you were gone. I couldn't sit still under the suspense,

feeling as I do. So I would follow your example."

" There'd be no danger for me. There would be almost

certain death for you."

" Well, then, you can save my life if you like by not

going If you don't go, I won't."

"Of all the brutal tyrants who have tyrannised over

mankind
"

"
1 heard you sav once that you would like to have been

a professional tyrant. Why shouldn't I qualify for the

part ?
"

" You are cruel to put me in such a position."

" You are cruel to make me do it, for your own selfish

amusement."
" By Jove I You talk like an exacting woman."

The blood rushed to his face so hotly that it forced

water into the brilliant eyes of wild-chicory blue.

" If I were a woman, I don't think I would be an exact-

ing one. I should only want people I— iiked, to do things

because they cared about me, otherwise they would be of

no value. We're pals, as you say, great pals, but if you

don't care enough for me "

"Oh, hang it all, Kid, I'll give the thing up," I broke in

crossly. " I'll potter about with you and the Contessa in

Chamounix, and take some nice, pretty, proper walks.

But all the same, you arc a little brute,"

" Do you hate me ?
"

"Not precisely. But if I stop down here, Satan will
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shall

certainly find mischief for my idle hands to do. Itry to take your Contessa away from you, perhaps .•-

=Ha,;t::JirtJi:;^i:;:;.^------we

c^:.ri;e^^;e;^t^

was collected a crowd We ro„M „ ,

"""brellas

looking .'Qhtii 1
^^« '=°"''^ guess at what they were

I, w,th reproachful meaning i. „y L,.
"'' ''"'

i,.i^
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"You will see that I shan't throw it away," the Boy

returned, and insisted upon carrying the parcel in his

hand, instead of having it sent from the shop to the hotel.

When we had learned something of the town, we sauntered

hr.meward ; and seated in the vaste pare with a novel and

a red silk parasol, we found Gacta,

" Where have you been so early ? " she asked.

" To find a burnt offering for your shrine," said the Boy,

a-.id tearing of. the white wrappings he gave her the silver

chamois.
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electrical quality of a lull before a storm. How that storm

would break I could not foresee, but that it would presently

burst above our heads I was sure.

There was no longer a question that the Boy was hot

favourite in the race for Gaeta s smiles. There might have

been betting on me for "place," but it would have been

foolish to put money on my chances as wmner. ine

young wretch scarcely gave me an opportunity for a word

with the Contessa, for if I walked on the left, he walked on

the right of her as she rode, his little brown hand on the

new saddle, which had taken the place of the old o-"-, sent

on to Annecy by ^rande vitesse. I would have surrti.aered,

being too lazy for a struggle, had I not been somewhat

piqued by the Boys behaviour. He had affected not to

care for Gaeta at first, and had even feigned annoyance at

the temporary addition to our party, while in reality he

could have had little genuine wish for mv society or he

would not now betray such eagerness in the game he was

playing. The vague sense of wrong I suffered gave me a

wish for reprisal of some sort, and the only one convenient

at the moment was to prevent the offender from having a

clear course. I found a certain mean pleasure in stirring

the Boy to jealousy by reviving, when I could, soine halt-

dead ember of Gaeta's former interest in me, and his lace

showed sometimes that my assiduity displeased him.

This was encouragement to persevere, and I praised

the Contessa to him when we happened to be alone

together " You have a short memory, it seems, said he.

"You told me not =>o long ago that you had been in love

with a girl who jilted you. Have you forgotten her

*
7 winced under this thrust, but hoped that the Boy did

not see it. His St.... reminded me that 1 had found very

little time lately to regret Miss Blantock, now Lady Jervey-

son ; and Molly Winston's words recurred to me
:

U 1

could only prove to you that you aren't and never have
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that she would enga.ftfd^lt M^^tuu"' SV^'^'*''
the Lund hL't'LTiiTtrri^^^^^^^

whoh/d wr;h;vi';T^rc^srtvi;:u;r" "r-^I was myself at a loss to understand but f ^'^
"'"'"'^ "

argue the matter with the Bov H. t"*
"°' ^''^'^ '°

what he chose.
^" "^ "^^^ ^^'~"e t° think

onle^aTovrb "ant 1^,^^^ ^^T'
^°"'"-- ""^ ^^^

few weeks ago, when Mo fv Ld^'ll'
' ''""^^'>'- *''°"^h a

ready to catch the Contesst
"''''"'' ^"^""'-^ ''^

.oSsarovtrhi,'h'Sres^° ^""^^^^ '^'^ ^ P-'
ta.ns. but my -indtsTorge^lircSon^f

"'°""-

or refain cf^<^«™ • . ^ (-onaition to recpivA

wtisiT-o^trmSr;:',"^'".^' '-^"'^-
^

-'
when the Boy and I undftl^rbeH b

'"^ '"'=' ''^ "^^^
travelled tranquilly side bvsM^^^

'""'"'"" ^"^''^'y- ''^d

for thought. ^ *' ^'^'"S ^ach other thought

"Nothing can be as it has been;
Better, so call it, only not the same,"

by rail, and the Boy and I were to follow
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on foot, attended by our satellites. Then we were to

spend a few days at the Contessa's villa, and get upon our

way again, journeying south. 15ut it did not «eejn to -ne

tliat nw Little I'al and I would ever be as we had been

before, even though we walked from Aix-les-Bams all the

way down to the Riviera shoulder to shoulder. I had the

will to be the same, but he was different now ;
and though

we left Gaeta in the flesh at her villa entertaining guests,

Gaeta in the spirit would still flit between us as we went

The Boy would be thinking of her, I would know that he

was thinking of her, and-there would be an end of our

confidences. .

The way, though kaleidoscopic with changmg beaut.es,

seemed long to Annecy. By the time that we arrived,

after two days going, the Contessa had eyes or dimples

or laughter for no one but the Boy. Sometimes he was

seized with sudden moods of rebellion against his new

slavery and was almost rude to her, saying things which

she would not have forgiven readily from another; but

the child-woman appeared to find a keen delight in for-

giving him. Seeing the preference bestowed upon the

young American, Paolo's brother and sister were mchned

to make common cause with me.

In the garden of the old-fashioned hotel at Annecy

where we all took up our headquarters, they came and

encamped beside me, at a table near which I sat alone

..noking, after our first dinner in the place. A moment

later Gaeta passed with the Boy, pacing slowly under the

interlacing branches of the trees.

"
1 believe that youth to be a fortune hunter 1

exclaimed

the thin, dark Baron.
. ,,

" You're wrong there," said I. " He is very rich.
_

" At all events, it is ridiculous, this flirtation," exclaimed

the plump Barone.:sa. " He is a mere child. Gaeta is

making a foul of herself You are her friend, you should

see this, and put a stop to the affair in some way.
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"As to that, many v.umeii marry men youneer thanthemselves." I replied, willing to tease the lldyZul,

the" ly^ sS-V'°1 ^' ''' '-'' ''- ^'
-^^"''-

fK IT „ ' ' """"' °" ""'« consolingly, " I hardlvthmk .t w,ll come to anything serious bctwin^hem ' "^

Ah. if you say that, you little know Gaeta -
protested

youtof
'"'; "'"^ " "f^'-''--'^-'nfat..atcd I!

' h Ssyouth of seventeen or e.glueen. whom she insists, to justifyher foohshness, is a year older than he can possib yliSomethmg must be done, and soon, or she is ca, aWe ofproposmg to him if he pretends to hang back"'
Somethmg will be done, my dear; do not be unnece.ssar,ly excited," said the Baron. " I'fear we have not"the full sympathy of Lord Lane."

" If you mean, will I do anything to keep the two aoart

Ravello s her own mistres.s, and I should say, if shewanted the moon, it would be bad for anyone who tr edto keep her from getting it."

"VVe shall see," murmured the Baron, as the Bov hadmur„,ured a few days ago; and in thi. .ase also I L,^^there was some definite plan.
I had been to Aix-les- Bains years U

then occurred to me to \isit Annecy s
the Boy who had suggested coming ai
excursions up the lake, looking out on our gui;ic.b;>okmaps various spots of historic or picture.jue inteLt.S«e should see .« ..«/., especially Menthon, the birthpk ce

th? ^'Z""^-
^'"''' ^""^ '''' ""'^ -t --^"-ecy. and n allthe world there could not be a town more charming "

placd blue lake u„o.e uatcr. I an, convincod,";.. d

•n a bottle-you could wander along shadowed uaths
strewn w.h the gold coin of sunshine.'through a pa'rfofdeil, as bosky-green as the fair forest of Arden In thequamt, old-fashioned streets of the towu you were temptS

. but it had not
•ar by. It was

: had planned

tj
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to jiaiise at every uiliur step fur one more snapshot. You

lon^i-d to linger on the bridi^e, and call up a passing pano-

rama of historic pageant. All these things the Boy and

I would have done, and enjoyed peacefully, had we been

alone, but Gaeta elected to find Annecy "dull." There

\vas nothing to do but take walks, or sit by the lake, or

drive for lunch to the Beau Rivage, or go out for an after-

noon's trip in one of the little steamers. Beautiful ? Oh,

yes ; but quiet places made one want to scream or stand

on one's head when one had been in them a day or two.

It would be much more amusing at Aix. There were the

Casinoes and the Fetes de N'uit, with lots of coloured lan-

terns in the gardens, and fireworks, and music ; and then,

the baccarat! That was fun, if you liked, for half an

hour, and when you were bored there was always some-

thing else. She must really get to Aix and see that the

Villa Santa Lucia was in order. We would promise-

promise -/tow^jv to follow at once? We would find our

rooms at her villa ready, with flowers in them for a

welcome, and we must not be too long on the way.

Gaeta left in the evening, the Boy and I seeing her off

at the train ; and twelve hours later we started for Chate-

lard, Joseph taking us away from the high roads— which

would have been perfect for Molly's Mercedes—along

certain romantic by-paths which he knew from former

journeys. Conversation no longer made itself between us
;

we had to make it, and in the manufacturing process I

mentioned my "friends who were motoring."

"They may turn up before long, now," I said, "judging

from the plans they wrote of in a letter I had from them

at Aosta. It's just possible that they will pass through

Aix. You would like them."
"

I have run away from my own friends, and—gone

rather far to do it," said the boy. " Yet 1 seem destined

to meet other people's, ll was with a very different in-

tention that I set out on this journey of mine."
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.ourneys end !n lovers' meetings," I quoted carelessly,

i erhaps yours will end so."

nn"
'
f^^"^^I,\.^f

'^°"^ ''''^ '°^«="-" **^!d the Hoy, withone of his odd little laughs.

_'_'
YouVe not old enough to begin with them yet."
I was thmking of-my sister. Her e.xpcrience was alesson m love I m not likely to forget soon. Yet sometimesl-I m not sure I learned the lesson in the right way. Hutwe won't talk of that. Tell me about your friends'^ mbecommg mured to social duties now."

" You don't seem to find them too onerous. As for myfnends they are an old chum of mine, Jack Winston, andh s br,de of a few months, the most exquisite spec menof an American girl I ever met. I'erhaps you may haveheard of her. She is the daughter of Ch^inc'^y Randolph!one of your millionaires. Look out 1 Was that a stoneyou stumbled over ?
" '^^jk^

" Yes. I gave my ankle a twist It's all right now Idaresay my sister knows your friend "

"I must ask Molly Winston, when I write or see her.But you have never told me your sister's name, except thashe IS called Princess.' If I say Miss Laurence—1"
Ihere are so many Laurences. Did you—ever men.on m your letters to- -your friends that you were-trTv^thng with anyone ?

" iravei-

" I haven't written to them since I knew your name butbefore that I told them there was a boy whom I h^d me

Mh!nk r'r' ''""'"^' "P "''''' 5"-^' before AoTta

meeting.'-
"^ "^'"'^ °" ^ description of our

" You didn't do that ? How horrid of you "

lette? ! fl j'/''g';l^ft"^«^ds, I assure you, in another

f,?t *"" "'^'' '" 'P''* °'"'he bad beginning wead become no end of pals. That we travelled togetherSlopped at the same hotels, and-whafs the matter!"
Nothing. My ankle does hurt a little, after all. Shall
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you go on in your friends' motor-car if you meet them ?
"

He looked up at me very earnestly as he spoke.

" At one time I thmight of doing so, if we ran across

each other. But now that I've got you for a chum——"
" Who knows how long we may have each other ? Either

one of us may change his plans—suddenly. You mustn't

count on me, Lord Lane."

"Look here," I said almost fiercely, "do speak out

Don't hint things. Do you mean me to understand that

you wish to stop at Aix, indefinitely, and play out your

little comedy to its close ?
"

"
1 don't know what I intend to do ; now, less than

ever," answered the Boy in a very low voice, the shadow of

his lashes long on his cheeks,

I was too much hurt to question him further, and we

pursued our way in silence along the lake side, and then

up the billowy lower slopes of the Lemnos. We had

showers of rain in the sunshine, and the long, thin spears

of crystal glittered like spun glass, until dim clouds spread

over the bright patches of blue and the world grew mistily

grey-green.

We had planned long ago, before the spell of the

Contessa fell upon us, to make the journey we were taking

now, by way of the Lemnos, the so-called Rigi of this

Alpine Savoy, which is neither wholly French nor wholly

Itali.in. But we had abandoned the idea since, in a fine

fren/y to keep our promise of rejoining her soon, lest she

perish alone in the icy disapproval of her friends. When

the mists closed round us we ceased to regret the decision,

if we had regretted it, for instead of seeing Savoy spread

out beneath us, with its snow mountains and fertile valleys,

lit with azure lakes—as many as the Graces—we should

have been wrapped in cloud blankets.

After a walli of thirty- two kilometres we came to

Chatelard, and, having known little or nothing of the town,

we were surpii-ed to find that most other people knew of
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It as a great centre foi excursions. It was almost a-
unbehevable as that the places where we hvcd could
possibly go on existing in exactly the same way durin-
our absence. "

" There are actually three hotels, all said to be good "

I remarked, quoting from my guide book. " To which
shall we go ?

"

The i;„y hesitated. "Choose which you like for your-
self, he replied, with a slight appearance of embarrassment.
As fur me, I will make up my mind— later."
I could take this in but one way-as a snub. Evidently

he had sr!,.cted this fashion of intimating to me the change
that (.aeta s mtrusion had worked in our friendship I bit
back a sharp word or two which I might have regretted by-
and-by, and answered not at all. In consequence of this
little passage, however, the Uoy went to one hotel and I to
another, where I put Joseph up also.
A sense of loneliness was upon me, therefore my con-

science stirred uneasily, and I reproached myself that I had
neglected the aflairs of my muleteer of late. At one time
he and I had conversed at length on such subjects as mules
women, perdition, and the like, but for many days now our'
."tercourse had consisted mostly of a "Good morning.
Joseph I " Good morning. Monsieur I

"

To-night I sent for him, and inquired whether he had
anything t<. wish for.

" Ah, Monsieur, there is but one thing for which I orav
at present," he said. ^ '

" Anything I can manage, Joseph ?
"

"I fear not. Monsieur. It is the assurance that theyoung soul
1 am trying to lead near salvation may reach

it before we have to part"
" ..inocentina's?"

" The same, Monsieur."
"You think her conversion within sight?"
"just round the corner, if I may so express it"



3o6 THE PRINCESS PASSKS
"Vet I hear that she tells her einployt^r she is <1f\'ili.i„'

all her energies towards saving you from eternal lire. It

was her excuse for letting the bag drop o(T Suuris' back

without noticing it, and for allowing Fanny's saddle to

chafe."

" Ah, Monsieur, women are ready with excuses. Do you

think I would permit any preoccupation of mine to in-

terfere with the well-being of Finois ?
"

"Even saving a pretty woman's soul? No, Joseph, to

do you justice, 1 don't. Hut 1 warn you, you may not have

much more time before you to finish your good work.

Innocentina's employer and I may part company before

long." Though I smiled I spoke heavily.

Joseph's melancholy dark face flushed, and the light

died out of his eyes. " Thank you. Monsieur, I will do my
best to be quick," said he, as if it had been a question cf

saddling Finois, instead of rescuing a young lady from the

clutches of the Scarlet Woman. \Vh-.*<;vcr prn;.yress he had

really been making with Innocentina's soul, it was clear

that she had been getting in some deadly work upon his

honest heart



CHAPTER XX

THE GHEAT PAOLO

"Condeiccniion li an excellent Ihing, bul it it ttrance how on«-ild«l Ibt
pletiure of it ii."— R. L. Stbvenson.

AFTER 1 went to bed that night I thought long and
, bitterly of the Little Pal's defection. Mentally I

addressed him as a young gazelle who had gladdened me
with his soft dark eye only to withdraw the lisht of that
orb when it was most needed. As he apparently wished
me to understand that now he was on with Gaet4 he
uuuld fain be off with me, I -vould t-ip him not only
at his word, but before it. I would make an excuse not
to .'top at the Contessa's villa, but would let him be there
alone in his glory if one did not count the Di Nivolis.

Ne.\t morning we met by appointment at eight o'clock
and tried to behave as if nothing had happened, but I

realised that I would have been a dead failure as an actor.
I was grumpy and glum, and the coaxing, childlike ways
wliich the Boy used for my beguiling were in vain. I did
not .say anything about my change of plans for Aix, but I
brooded darkly upon them throughout the day, my n:o.d
eating away all pleasure in the charming scenery through
wliich we passed, as a black worm eats into the he-, t of a
cherry.

VVe h.id about twenty-nine kilometres to go, and by the
tune that the shadows were growing long and blue we
'Arre a;>j'r.,a.;hin- Ai.\-lc.s-iiaiiis. Naiuie had gone back

S07

PI
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to the simple apparel of her youth here. She was idyllic

and charming, but we were not to ask of her any more

sensational splendours by way of costume, for she had not

brought them with her in her dress-basket. There were

near green hills and far blue mountains, and certain rocky

eminences in the middle distance, but nothing of grandeur.

I'uplars marched along with us on either side, primly on

guard and puritanical, though all the while their myriad

little fingers seemed to twinkle over the keyboard of an

invisible piano, playing a rapid waltz.

Then we came at last into Aix-les-Bains, where I had

spent a merry month during a " long " in Oxford days. I

had not been back since.

Already the neight of the season was over, for it was

September now, but the gay little watering-place seemed

crowded still, and in our knickerbockers, with our pack-

mule and donkeys, and their attendants, we must have

added a fantastic note to the dance-music which the very

breezes play among tree-branches at light-hearted Aix.

"I'retty, isn't it?" I remarked indifferently as we passed

through some of the most fashionable streets.

" Yes, very pretty," said the Boy. " But what is there

one misses? There's something— I'm not sure what. Is

it tliat the place looks huddled together ? You can't see

its face for its features. There are people like that. You

are introduced to them; you think them charming; yet

when you've been away for a little while you could not for

your life recall the shape of their nose, or mouth, or eyes.

1 feel it is going to be so with Aix for me."

The villa which the Contessa had taken for a few weeks

before her annual flitting for Monte Carlo was on the way

to Marlioz, and we had been told exactly how to find it.

Still silent as to my ultimate intentions I tramped alon^

with the Boy beside me, Joseph and Innocentina bringin„'

up the rear We would know the villa from the descrip-

tion we liad had, and having passed out of the luun v.c
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'• '-—^ little dun -coloured house standing
^'nd gra.v 111 among trees, like a charming
on the latch by its hidden warren in the

asked the Boy. " I shall be

present!'-

up sleni er

grey ral 'jil

woods.

"I'm tired, aren't you?
glad to rest."

Now was my time. " I shan't be able to rest quite yet "

said I with a careless air. " I shall see you in, say how-
de-do to the Contessa, and then I must be off to theBnstoy where I am going to stop. I remember it as a
delightful hotel."

"Why," e.xclaimed the Boy blankly, "but I thought-
I thought we were going to stay with the Contessa"
"-^ou are, but I'm not," I explained calmly. "My

friends the Winstons may very likely turn up at the
iinsto (this was true on the principle that anything no
matter how une.xpected, may happen), "and if they should
1 d want to be on tlie spot to gi^e them a welcome. Iwouldnt miss them for the world."
"The Contessa will be disappointed," said the Boy

slowly. ^

"Oh, no, I don't think so; and if she is a little you will
easily console her."

" If I had dreamed that you wouldn't " • the Boy
bes;an his sentence hastily, then cut it as quickly short

I opened the gate. We passed in together, Josephremaming outside according to my directions, keeping
•anny as well as Finois, while Innocentina followed thlhoy with the pack donkey.
A turn in the path brought us suddenly upon a lawn

surrounded with shrubbery, which at first had hidden
.t from our view. There, under a huge crimson umbrella.
r sing flowei like by its long slender stem from the smooth-
sluven grass, sat four persons in basket chairs round
a small tea-table. Gaeta in green as pale as Undine's
draperies sprang up with a glad little cry to greet us

I I
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The Baron and liaronessa smiled bleak " society smile;

'

and a handsome fair young man frankly glared.

Evidently this was the great Paolo, master of the air Add

ships that sail therein, and as evidently he had heard of us.

Now I knew what the Baron had meant when he said

to his wife, " Something sJiall happen, my dear." Me had

telegraphed a danger signal to Paolo, and Paolo tiad lost

not a moment in responding. This looked as if Paolo

meant business in deadly earnest where the Contessa was

concerned, for how many dinners and medals must he not

have missed in Paris, how many important persons in the

air-world must he not have offended, by breaking his

engagements in the hope of making one here ?

He was fair, with a Latin fairness, this famous young

man. There was nothing Saxon or Anglo-Saxon about

him. No one could possibly bestow him— in a guess

—

upon any otl jr country than his native Italy. He was

thirty-one or two perhaps, long-limbed and wolfishly

spare, like his elder brother, whom he resembled thus

only. He had an eagle nose, prominent red lips, sulky

and sensuous, a fine though narrow forehead under brown

hair cut en brosse, a shade darker than the small waxed

moustache and pointed beard. His brows turned up

slightly at the outer corners, and his heavy-lidded,

tobacco-coloured eyes were bold, insolent, and passionate

at the same time.

This was the man who wished to marry butterfly Gaeta;

he who had come on the wings of the wind in an airship

" shod with fire," or in the train de luxe, to defend his

rights against marauders.

His look, travelling from me to the Boy and from the

Boy to Innocentina and meek grey Souris, was so elo

quent of contempt passing words that I should have;

wanted to knock the sprawling flannelled figure out of the

basket chair, if I had not wanted still more to yell with

laughter.
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He, the Hoy .md I, were like dogs from rival kennels

noint^'
'", T r v"''

,""'' '^'"^'"^ P"'^^'^ °^ ^^e other'spoinu
1 aolo di .\n-ol> was doubtless saying to himselfwhat a sp en<Iid fellow he was, and how well dressed andfamcus

;
al,o how absurd it really would be to fear oneof us dusty, kn.ckerbockercd, thick-booted, panama-hatted

p7ck and'l
'°""''""' °'!°^" '^'^^ ^°"^^>'' '-•

-
'f>S

added f

'""°'^^"""=' ^^"h her toadstool hat, must haveadded for the aeronaut the last touch of shame to our
environment.

As for us-if I may judge the Boy by myself-we weretottmg up agamst the Italian his stiff crest of hair, for aU

wax7n ; '''^^t'°°'^,^.•"*•
--P-t. g"'-

;
the smear owax on the s,„kes of h,s unnecessarily fierce moustache;

the r d.culous pm pomts of his narrow brown shoes the

Se h.ck""T" °/. '^'\"hite flannels; tb.e deteslable
litlle tucks in his shirt ; his pink necktie.

In fact, each was despising the other for that on whitnthe other prided himself

trrefno'' '"'''"''r'"
=>_

^'^n^e, but the frigid atmospheregrew no warmer for the introduction hastily effected by

h A J°,
'"'" ""^ ^°y ^°'''='^- ' bowed, and Paolobowed, the lowest of the trio, so that we saw th; parting nh.s hair; but three honest snorts of defiance would havebeen no more unfriendly than our courtesies

.Not a doubt that Gaeta felt the electricity in the airwith the instinct of a woman, but. with the Ltinct of aborn flirt, she thrilled with it. Her colour rose ; her warm

oSt^'v
''' T P^^'^^"^ '^^PP>'' f—frorhe"

erL "'7-^^ 'h'^'-e "°t here three male beings allsec etly ready to fly at one another's throat for love of herand what can a spoiled beauty want more ?
She covered the little awkwardness with charming tactfor all her childishness; and then the excuses I made formy defection caused a diversion. She was so sorr^ it wasreally too bad. I was going to desert her for oth« fr e.rd'

>l
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Were not we friends, nice, new friends, so much more

interesting than old friends, whom you knew inside-out,

like your frocks, or your gloves? But surely I would

come often, very often to the villa—always for d/Jetmer

and diner, till the friends arrived, was it not? And I

would not try to take Signor Boy (this was the name

she had built on mine for him) from her and the dear

Baronessa ?

I reassured her on this last point, promised everything

she asked, and then got away as quickly as I could, lest I

should disgrace myself by letting escape the wild laughter

which I caged with difficulty.

It was arranged that we should all meet that evening,

after dinner, at the Villa des Fleurs, for one of those files

de nuit which Gaeta loved ; and then I turned my back

upon the group under the red umbrella, without a glance

for the Boy.

I tramped into the town once more, with Joseph close

behind, leading his own Finois and Innocentina's Fanny,

and found my way to the " Bristol," in its large, shady

garden, where coloured lamps were already beginning to

glow in the twilight. Soon I had all the resources of

civilisation at my command ; a white and gold panelled

suite, with a bath as big as a boudoir, and hot water

enough to make of me a better man (I hoped) than Faoli

di Nivoli.

Later I dined on the wide balcony, with flower fragrance

blowing towards me from the mysterious blue dusk of the

garden. 1 ought, I said to myself, to be well contented,

foi the dinner was excellent, and the surroundings a picture

in aquarelles. Still, T had a vague sense of something

very wrong, such as a well-brought-up motor-car mast feel

when it has a screw loose, and can't explain to the chauffeur.

What was it? The Boy's absence? Nonsense ; he didn't

want me ; rather the contrary. Why should 1 want him ?

A few weeks ago I had not known that he existed, I drank
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a pint of dry champagne, iced almost to freezfng-pomt •

but mstead of hardening my heart against the ex-Bra
.'

my annoyance the sparkhng liquid gradually, but surelyproduced the opposite effect.
^'

The fragrance of the fluu-ers, the soft wind among thehestnut trees, the beauty of the night, all reproached neo my conduct to the you,,, creature I had*^ abandon d
\\ hat use was ,t to ren.ind n,yself that I had only taken a
^^^.

out of h,s book that I had even played into his handsa he seemed to des.re? The answer would come tharhe
•' ''oy 'md I a man. No matter what he had doneought not to have left him to flirt with Gaeta unde thejcilou. eyes of the Italian, who was a " whirlwind a„dcaught a woman off her feet."

vvnirl«md, and

It was too late now to think of this, for I had refusedGaeta s ,nv,tat,on to visit at her house, and having done socould not ask for a.,other. even if I would. Probab;the Boy would know well enough how far to go and oprotect_h.mself fro. ..nsequences when he hafreacted



CHAPTER XXI

THE CHALLENGE

" ' Do I, indeed, lack courage ? ' inquired Mr. Archer of hitnjelf. ' Courap*

. that docs not fail a weasel or a r u ? That is a brutish faculty.'

"

R. L. SlKVENSON.

1
DRANK my black coffee and smoked a cigarette.

Then a glance at my watch told me that it was time

to keep the appointment at the Villa des Fleurs, five

minutes' walk from the hotel. I expected the Contessa's

partv to be late, but somewhat to my surprise they had

already arrived, and a quick glance showed me that out-

wardly at lea^t the relations of all were still amicable.

" Signer Boy did not wish to come," said the Contessa

to me, " but I made him. He says he does not like

crowds. Look at him now ; he has slipped away from us

already, probably to find some dark corner where he can

forget that there are too many people. But then, it was

very nice of him to come at all, since it was only to please

me."

It was true. The Boy had slipped away from the seats

we had taken near the music. He had gone to avoid me,

perhaps, I said to myself bitte^'-y- I "^^^ ""' ^^^^ spoiled

my dinner with anxiety for his welfare ; he seemed to be

taking very good care of himself.

"
I was horribly worried at dinner," whi.;pered Gaeta

to me, the light of the fireworks playing rosily over her

face. " Those two—you know of whom 1 speak—wereii t

314
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3,5

asked."
''°" '''' '° P°"^ °" °" ^'^'^ ''°"Wed waters?" I

S-gnor Boy a .o.e and i-ao,: a i;de;^'"
'*"""

'
^^^'^

How charming of you," I commented drily « if thatdidn t .smooth matters, what could ?
" ^ '

The aeronaut was sittine on (-.npt-','^ i=ft r l

quest of the same object
^'

' ' '^'"''>'' ">

raSr'k;t::;^t::s::^;e2^he';:•^°"*^''^"- ^"
'-

days of Henri On;,*,,.
,''°"'^"' '''^*-' 'hose worn in the

W= „dd ,„, .„ „,, ,,,,„.,,,„ „, „_^ ^^^^ ^^^^ ^^

III
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saw only that the man and the boy wf - talking, spasmodic

ally at first, then continuously.

"
I do hope they're not cjuarrelling," said Gaet^, in the

seventh heaven of delight.

"Of course not," I replied, annoyed at her frivolity,

"They are too sensible."
_

" Let us make some excuse and go over to them, she

pleaded. " I am tired of sitting still."

There was nothing for it but to obey her whim. I took

her across the grassy space which divided us from the two

under the tree, and she began to chatter about the fire-

works. What did Signor Boy think of them? Was not

Aix a charming place ?
,. »- v

But abruptly, in the midst of her babble, di Nivoli

swept her away from the Hoy and me in his best "whirl-

wind " manner, which doubtless thrilled her with mingled

terror and delight.

" Nice night, isn't it ?" I remarked brilliantly.

" Yes," said the Boy.
^

" Did the Contessa give you a good dinner?

" No yes—that is, I didn't notice."

" Perhaps that was natural."

The Boy did not answer, but I heard him swallow hard.

He was on his feet now, having risen at Gaeta's coming,

and he stood kicking the grr.ss with the point of his small

patent-leather toe. Then, suddenly, he looked up straight

into my face, with big dilated eyes.

"What's the matter?" I asked, when still he did not

speak. „
" Oh, Man, I'm in the most awful scrape.

" What's up ?

"

•'
I should be thankful to tell you about it and get your

advice if—you were like you used to be."

" It's you who have changed, not I."

" No, it's you."

"Don't let's dispute about it Tell me what's the

trouble. Has that bounder been cheeking you?"
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"Worse than that. He said things that made me angryand Ihcn I cheel<ed him."

^^'

"Just now—under this tree?"
"I. began at dinner, a little. But the particular thing

I m jeak.ng of happened here. I couldn't stand it. you

"What did he say?"
" He asked me how old I was at first-in sucA a toneanswered that I wa.s old enough to know my way about.

trl 'h 1" '"'^ ^' '"^""'^ ^^'-^ "'""Sht not, as
ravelled w, h my nurse. Then he wanted to kno^ whatwas in Sour.s' pack, whether I carried condensed milk formy nursmg-bottle. It was all I could do t. keep frombox.ng h.s ears before everyone, but I kept stiH, andaughed a htt e. Presently I answered in a drawling 'voTce

Iffair ofh h" ""
l'"'

"'^^' ^°"""^ '""'" -- noa air of h.s, because, when I came to think of it after
al .t was quite natural that a great donkey should bemterested in a small one."

" ^. Jove, you little fire-eater I

"

" I suppose he was annoyed."

f fi^K^/^'i
very much annoyed. Man. he's challenged mefight a duel. Only think of it. a real duel I He said Tdhave to fight, or he'd thrash me for a coward. I_,t's ahorrid scrape, but I don't see how I am going to get out

h reT wontT
°"\-'^"' ^"""'^

' '° '''- to-b'uUook
here. I v.ont have him running me through with a swordor anything of that sort. I'm afraid I couldn't face^ 1wouldn't mmd a revolver quite as much"

"I Ln> I

"" '3"'=-^"°" of your fighting him."

Pistols thar'' I '"'^"\ "^^ ""'-" ^= '°^''^ have

coward. I m not a coward. I hope only-only I never
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thought of aiiylhlii;; like thi >. Hc'.s going to send a friend

of his to cull on you, as a friijiid of mine, he said. I sup-

pose that means a what-you-may-call-'em—a 'second,'

doesn't it? If I must fight with him, Man, you will be

my second, won't you, and—and act for me, if that's the

right word ?
"

Gazing up earnestly, his eyes very big, his face pale, he

looked young for fourteen, and the idea of a duil to the

death between this child and G.ieti'i's whiiluiiid would have

been comic in the extreme had I not been enr.iged with

the whirlwind.
" I'll be your friend, and get you out of the scrape," I

(^ I'l " But it will mean that you must give up the

Contessri."

" Give up the Contessa I " echoed the Boy. " What
do / want with the Contessa? I'm sick of the sight of

her."

" Since when?"
" Since the first day we met. I don't think she's even

pretty. What you can see in her I don't know—the silly

little giggling thing ! There, it's out at last."

" What / see in her ? "
I repeated. " I like that."

" I always supposed you did. But I can't stand her."

"Well, of all the Look here, why have you been

hanging after her, if you "

"
I didn't. I just wasn't going to let you make a fool of

yourself over her, and then regret it afterwards. So I—

1

did my best to take her attention away from you, and

I succeeded fairly well. It—vexed me to see you falling

in love with her. She wasn't worth it."

" There was never the remotest chance of my doing so."

" You said there was."

"
I was chaffing, '-ist to hear myself talk. I should have

thought j'ou would .now that."

"How could 1 know? You were always saying how

pretty and dainty she was, and quoting poetry about her,



THE CHALLENGE ,,9
while I could read lier shallow little mind and see how
diflerent she was from what you imaj^itied."

" I thinlc I have a fairly clear idea of her limitations
"

Hut you told me that you had planned to go down to
Mo.ite Carlo expressly to see the Contessa ; and you said
that It woiiKI, |.erl,ap,, be a wise tiling for you to try an.l
tall in love with her."

_
" If : man has to try and fall in love with a woman he

IS pretty safe. You and I seem to have been playini' at
cross purposes, youn^'ster. You tho.,«ht 1 was in danger of
lallmg m love, and 1 thought you were already in."

" You couldn't have believed it, really."

^'
I did, and suppo ed you wanted me out of the way."

" 1 was thinking the same thing about you. You did
seem jealous and sulky.'

" I was both
;
but it was because our friendship had

been mterfered with. Little Pal."
" Oh, Man, do you really mean that ?

"

" Every word of it. I wouldn't give up a talk with you
lor a kiss from the Contessa, of which, by the w.iy I am
very unlikely to have the chance. But you " '

" I've been miserable for the last few days. I—I missed
you, Man,"

" And I you, Boy."

"What an awful pity it is I've got to stand up and be
shot just as we're good friends again, and everything's all
right 1" -f s

"You've got to do nothing of the scrt. Lecher I'aolo
will. If he IS really in earnest and not bluffing, send his
friend to me, and everjthing will be settled, ne\er fear

"

" I don't fear. At least I—hope I don't-much. Only
I wasn't brought up to expect challenges to duels. They're
not-in my line. But I won't apologise, whatever happens
No, I won't, I won't, / wont. I daresay it doesn't hurt
much being shot; and I suppose he wouldn't be so impolite
•« to shoot me in the face, would he ?

"
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" He is not going to shoot you anywhere, ' .-.aid I.

" I am glad I told you. I was feelinij—rather qiieci.

What am I to do? Am I to go back to the villa as if

nothing had happened, or—what ?
"

"'What' might mean coining to my hotel, but you
seem to find my socieLy a loie."

"That's unliliid. It was your own fault that I went to

a different hotel at Chatclard."

" How do you make th.it out?"
" 1 can't tell you. I don't suppo-^e you'll ever know,

liut if you should guess, by-and-by, remembering some-

thing you once said, you mit;ht understand."

" Something I once said
"

" Never mind. I'leuse don't talk of it. I'd rather be

shot at. Hut 1 want you to believe that my reason wasn't

the one you thought. Now, tell me what you're going

to do about Signor di Nivoii. Have you made a plan ?"

"One has popped into my head," I replied. " It mayn't

answer, but you will give me oirte blanche to try? If it

doesn't work, I'll get you out of the mess in another way.

But this would give us a chance of making Paolo eat

humble pie."

" Do try, then. I'd risk a lot for that."

" As for to-night, on the whole I think the best thing

will be for you to go back to the villa. Of course, we

mustn't let the Contessa suspect "

" Little cat I I wouldn't give her the satisfaction."

" Upon my word, you're not very gallant."

" I don't care. I'm sick of the Contessa. A plague upon

her and all her houses. Yet I wish her nothing worse than

that she should marry Paolo. Ugh 1 A man with his hair

tn brosst !
"

" Probably he is saying, ' Ugh 1 a boy with curls to his

collar.'"

" May one of his old balloons fly away with him before

he shoots me. Anyhow, he shall find that curls don't make
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Only—there's just one thint; before you treat
I wont— I can't—be jabbed at with anything

a coward,

with him
sharp."

" You shan't," said I.

With this, the Contessa becl<oned from a distance, with
news that she was going home. We folluwtd, the lloy
and I, allowing her to w.ilk far ahead with her triumphant
aeronaut, the Haron and Itaronessa, radiant with satlsfac
tion m the success of their plot, arm in arm between the
two couples.

Having seen my little Daniel to the gate of the Lion's
Den, I shook hands cordially with everyljody, Paolo last of
all. He placed his fin-er^ with hau5,'hty reluctance in my
ostentatiously proffered i)alm, but I held the four chilly
n-.h-like thinys .'chilly only for rae) long fnouj^h to mutter
sotio voce, " I want a word with you on a matter of im-
portance. I'll walk up and down the road for twenty
niiiiutes."

His impulse was to refuse, I cnild .see by the sharp
upward toss of his chin. Hut a certain cpiality in my look
clearly visible to him in the light of the gate lamp (I was
at some pains to pmrince the effect), warned him that if
his bloodthirsty plans were not to be nipped in the red bud
he must bend his will to mine in this one instance.
He answered with a glance, and I knew that I should

not long be kept on my beat.



CHAPTER XXH

AN AMERICAN CUSTOM

"Oh, have it your own way ; I am too old a hand to argue with young
gentlemen. ... I have too much experience, thank you."

R. L. Stevenson.

FIVE minutes—ten minutes—passed after the fare-

wells. Then, as I sauntered by on the other side of

the way I heard the sound of a foot on gravel, and Paolo

di Nivoli appeared under the gate light. There he paused,

expecting me to cross to him, but 1 allotted him the part

of Mahomet and selected for myself that of the mountain.

Shrugging his square shoulders, he came striding over the

road to me ; and I had scored one small victory. I hoped

that I might take it for an omen.
" I do not understand the nature of this appointment.

Monsieur," began the Italian. " I intended to send my
friend Captain de Sales to you to

"

" Ah, yes, that is the Continental way in these little

affairs," I ventured to interrupt him coolly. " On our side

of the Channel we are rather ignorant on such matters, I

fear. But my young friend, Mr. Laurence, is an American."
" Do you mean that he will refuse to fight, after insulting

me ? " asked Paolo, bristling.

" Not at all. He is very young, and this will be his first

duel. He may have misunderstood your intentions. But

I gathered from him that you had said he would have to

fight; that you then requested him to name a friend to

whom you could ^end a friend of yours ''
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" This is the fact. There was no misunderstanding. Henamed you. °

" Yes
;
but, as I said, he is an American."

" What of that, since he will fight ?
"

"As a duellist yourself, no doubt a successful one. you

i7the ItaTes
'

'"' "'"'" '" ~"'"^'='' ^'"""^""y

" I know nothing of that. I know only our own ways.which are good enough for me." ^ '

ri^hf"/!,"^^
friend, being the challenged party, has the

right, I believe, to choose the manner of duel "

"That will be arranged between you and my friendaccording to the choice of Mr. Laurence "

"I must ask you to go slowly just at this point. In theStates .t IS against the duelling code to have the detailsarranged by the friends of the principals. It is the prin!cpals themselves who do all that, and for the beft of
reasons. But as Mr. Laurence is a boy, and you are aman, .t .s only right that I should speak with you for himYou need not send Captain de Sales to me. U'e are man
to man and in ten minutes we can have everything settledwith fairness to both parties."

"'B =>eiuea

"This is a new idea. Monsieur, and I confess it does notcommend itself to me," said Paolo.
"I suppose, however, you are anxious to fight?"
" W*/.«/ but yes. The little jackanapes called mea donkey, and he had the impudence to allude to mynvention as a "balloon,' hinting that there was little tochoose between it and my head. CuU Do I wish to

r}^'n^^"'/^
^°" ""'' S'^"* ^'"^ *e privileges of thecha, enged party I fear there is only one way of carrying

"ht -nhe T"'-- "^Kp="™'- to a fault, and he'wiU

th i, f 1 ^'""l'^^"
'^^^h.on or not at all. I must say

thi, ,s to the credit of his courage, as there is to me-an
tnghshman-something appalling about the method I
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trust that I'm not a coward, yet it would take all my nerve
to face such an ordeal. No doubt, however, with the fiery

Latin races it is different."

" I shall be glad of your explanation, Monsieur. What
is this method of which you speak ?

"

" There are several small variations ; there are the bits

of paper
; there are the matches ; there are the beans of

different size."

" I am more in the dark than ever."

" My friend proposes the bits of paper. Two are taken,

exactly resembling each other, except in length. Both
are placed inside a book, with an end, say an inch long,

sticking out. You and Mr. Laurence draw simultaneously,

that there can be no question of unfairness. The one who
draws the long bit lives ; the other stands up to be shot,

without defending himself."

" Mon Dieu, how horrible ! I would never submit to

such a barbarous test. That is not a duel ; it is murder."
I shrugged my shoulders as gracefully, I flatter myself,

as Paolo himself could have done it. But for the moment
Paolo was in no shoulder-shrugging mood. His very crest

— it seemed to me—was drooping.
" Nevertheless," said I, " that is the American idea of

a duel, as practised in the best society. My friend is a

member of the Four Hundred, and should it become
known that he had been killed in an old-fashioned,

butcherly duel, his memory would be disgraced."
" But what about my memory ? " demanded Paolo, with

open palms. " Monsieur does not appear to think of that."

" It was not on my mind. I am acting for my friend.

You have challenged a boy—a mere child—to fight you
to the death. He very pluckily accepts your challenge.

There are those who would think that you had done a

brutal, even a cowardly thing, in putting a youth of seven-

teen or eighteen into such a position. Then, surely your

most lenient friends would say that the least you could do
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would be to give the child his right of choice in weapons.

Paolo shuddered. " I will not consent," he said, swallow,
ing hard, after a moment's reflection

r
." X^7J^\ ^°" ^•'"^^ ^'"^ ""y '"«"'''= ultimatum. Am

I to tell him that this is yours ?
"

" " '' .n°t '"^'- !

" he exclaimed. " Monsieur Laurence
has his fnend to act for him. And 1-1 have no one "

He ,s eighteen at most. You are-perhaps thirty.
St.ll, ,f you msKst. I will see Captain de Sales, tell him myprincpals idea, and perhaps he will be more fortunate ininducing you to consent "

" \o, no," cried the Italian qui .<ly. '
I would not havehim or anyone know of this monstrous proposal. I should

never hear the end of it, and ther. would be a thousand
versions of the story."

I was not surprised at this decision on his part. Indeed
1 had expected it with confidence.
"Ycu will not reconsider?" I asked nonchalantly
Jamais de la vie I"

" Then the duel is off."

Paolo swore.

thaVh'^'lht'.Sl^
''' "°' "= *^ ='""^-

' -= --f"'

unLl^^^dtliTage
'°" ^"' ^°"^ ^""^'P^' '^^^ '^^^^ ^

qu'esTiin-i^""'"""
^°" ^"'^ """•

'^ y°" "^^ *" '^'^ the

" I have no quarrel with you."
"Then you and Mr. Laurence must treat the mis.understanding of this evening as if it had not been Th swill not be difficult, as he will go with me on an excursion

o-morrow, now that his er-engagement with you is offand the day after, he and I think of leaving Aix altogether'by way of Mont Revard."
""ogetner,

Q
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This plan arranged itself spontaneously, but as the Boy

had ungallantly called Gaetk "a little cat," and I was

slightly ilas^ of her dimples, I thought that I might count

upon its being carried out.

"What—he will go away?" exclaimed Paolo, all at

once a different man. " He will leave Aix altogether, you
say?"

" Yes, You see we are on our way south. Mr Laurence

merely wanted a glance at Aix en route, and the Contessa

was kind enou^,.. to invite him to her house. It was really

nice of her, as he is such a boy."
" You think so ? Yes—perhaps. Well, I consent on

these terms to forget. You may tell your principal what

I have said."

" I will," I returned. " He will be guided by me, and

forget also ; though, I assure you, like most of his country-

men, he is a fire-eater—a fire-eater."

This time it was Paolo who volunteered to shake nands.



CHAPTER XXIU

THERE IS NO SUCH GIRL

"She has forgotten my ki=«.. and I-h.ve forgotten he, na„,e."

SW1NB0«N«.

T WENT early in the morning to the villa, with the1 .nten ,on of gathering the Boy like a ways de flowerand carrytng h.m off to the lake. The hour was unearthly

ZlT'J.'f' '"' '^' "'"'^"^^ ^^^<= ^t'-'l asleep.S
JZ ^ ,

the necessity of raising the echoes wi^h anunfmely peal of the bell. Under the red umbrella sat theBoy. reading with the appearance, at least, of nonchaUnc^For ali that he could tell, I might have failed in my mi sion

combat
,

but he was not even pale. Indeed, I had neverseen him rosier, or brighter eyed

glancfafthe vVh' -"f'
'''' '^''"'' •"'"'- ''"^ with aglance at the veiled windows of the villa, I remarked ina low voice. " It's all right."

remarked in

" That goes without savine "

"Why?" ^

" Because you promi.sed."

aJallP'
'°' *' compliment. Have you had your cafi>

the '^Rn /l?f
"P ^"'^' ^""^ "'°»S'^' of walking round tothe Bri tol to see you, but decided I wouldn't."

1 half expected you."

yol'dfomehet.'"
^"" '—-Portunate. I hoped
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I

" Like a promising child I've justified your hopes. Let's

walk down to the Grand Port, to a garden restaurant I

remember ; and, over our coffee, I'll tell you the story of

my diplomatic coup. Meanwhile, we'll discuss Shakespeare

and the musical glasses."

"Anything but the Contessa," said the Boy, springing

up and cramming his panama over his curls. " I shall

breathe more freely on the other side of the gate, and

I shan't consider myself out of the scrape until I'm out of

her house for good."

In the street he drew fuller breaths, and with each yard

of distance that we put between ourselves and the villa, his

eyes grew brighter and his step more airy.

I unfolded my plan for the morning, which was to take

a trip up the lake to the Abbey of Hautecombe, and return

in time for dejeuner, since, as a guest of the Contessa, the

Boy could scarcely absent himself for all day without con-

spicuous rudeness. " You will have to be tied to the lady's

apron-strings, if she wants you knotted there, for the after-

noon," said I. " But I am going to have a telegram from

my friends to meet them on the top of Mont Revard to-

morrow, so if you want an excuse
"

"What, your friends the Winstons?" he broke in, with

one of the sudden flaming blushes that made him seem so

young.

•'Yes, why not?"
" They are coming to join you?"
" I told you they might turn up at any moment,

and
"

" And now the moment nas arrived. Then it has also

arrived for us to say good-bye."

" Do you mean that ?
"

"Oh, don't think me ungrateful—or ungracious. I'm

neither. But in any case we must some day have reached

the parting of the ways. You are bound to Monte Carlo.

I have—the vaguest plans."
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"I thought you said that your sister might be eoine

there, with friends."
h '< "^ going

_"«ut my sister and I are-very different persons."
burely you would wish to mce' her there?"

"It's undecided at present, an)how," returned the Boy
his eyes bent on the ground as we wall<ed, our steps less
sprightly now "There's only one thing settled, 'which

CO le"
^° ^'°" ""^ ^^°"' ^^"^''^ '° "^^t-

th7\^-'' !!"n*^'
'''^'''''* "^'"'^ °^ "^y "«==ting anyone

there friend Diogenes," I began. "
1 was only waiting foryou to g've me time to explain, since you're inclined to

>:u:srand!^^^"^^
^'^^^" -^^^^ ^ -^^^-^^ -

Re'v°d
/"'^*' ^°" """'^ ^°'"^ '° "'^^' " =°"' °" Mont

nh'n^°*
^^^" an antral body-by appointment. And theplan was made for your deliverance. Rather hard linesthat you should kick at it."

He looked up. laughing and merry once more. "
I won'tUk again. Man, you are-well, you're different fromother men. Yes, from every other man I've ever met"Am 1 to take that as praise?"

"tV"^
'"'p*''' ^'^ '^''' '"""^'"S blue rays into mine.

1 nanks. Best man you ever met ?
"

Another nod, and more colour in his cheeks

J
Good enough to be introduced to your sister?"
Oood enough—even for that."

"What if I should fall in love with her?"
The Boy straightened his shoulders, after a slight startor surprise, and seemed to pull himself together^ For amoment he was silent, as we walked on under the closet

^::T::=;.^^V:---''^^"-;He,ong^ straight road^
„ I,

'
.

I. ..r L.t he ^rud, You wou dn't"iiowcaii you tcli Uiat?"
"Because—she isn't your style."
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" You don't know my ' style ' of girl."

"Oh, yes I do. Don't you remember a talk we had

the first day we were friends ? We told each other a lot of

things, quite accidentally. I can see that girl ; the girl who

—who
"

"Jilted me," I supplied. " Don t hesitate to call a spade

a spade."
" A lovely, angelic-looking creature, typically English

;

golden hair ; skin like cream and roses."

" The type has palled upon me," said I. " I know now

that Molly Winston—my friend's wife—war right. I never

really loved that girl. It was her popularity and my own

vanity that I was in love with."

" Are you sure—sure ?

"

" As sure as that I'm starving for my breakfast If the

young iady—she's married now, and I wish her all happi-

ness—should appear before me at the end of this street,

and sob out a confession of repentance for the past, it

wouldn't in the least affect my appetite. I should tell her

not to mind and hurry on to join you at the corner."

" You would have forgotten by that time that there was

a Me."
"

I can't think of anyone or anything at the moment

which would make me forget that," said I.

"The Contessa?"
" Not she, nor any other pretty doll."

» " An earthquake, then ?
"

"Nor an earthquake, for I should probably occupy

myself in trying to save your life. To tell the honest

truth. Little Pal, you have become a confirmed habit with

me, and I confess that the thought of finishing this tramp

without you gave me a distinct shock when you flung it

at my head. If you were open to the idea of adoption,

I think I should have to adopt you, you know ;
for, now

that I've got used to seeing you about, it seems to me that,

as certain advertisements say of the articles they recom-
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Hut

honour at the Hotel de Paris the nifiT^V
^"

You'll .nduce ,our s.ter to c^.f l^f;'^^^ ^^^
I can t answer for her."

^
"Butyoulltry? Come now when IV^ tnW

Yefni"'"""^
I deserve a rrward." '" ''°"*

heS:itIr:;''?.,vr'^"/'''^' ^°"^ ^-^^^ --^ -
a girl ;ho has I ^ot of ZiP' ""' *° ^^" '" '°- -•">

" iVSe ^°e" ;t:7°"
^^°"''"'' ^^" "" '°- -''" »'-'

^"ste^S wrinrbTlhett T ' ^'''•I'
^'^ '"^

Z.:.^
Who adJeft^^^- -t.;:^

-

^e:?pei?™J-4^^:;3 --^-. a woman 0.

your sister ••
"^ngerous. Whereas, a girl like

" ^*'" harping on my sister I"
" I often think of her as ' The Princess ' u:name. I fancy it suits her Hnr ! ° P'^^'^

been chums, you have hadlett.?,! l"*"
""''' ''"""^ ^e've

had better news of her
?' ' ' ''"°^-

' ^°P^ y""'-^

"She is cured in body and mind n ;=_ .u

She wi o^nUtfwUhTotjf
">'

'" '°- -''' ^"^^ -n!

-e felL t^^eVa^ptTm^^n" a^-'^
'''' "^ ^^>' -''^

'M
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The Boy did not answer. Perhaps he was overwhelmed

with the indirect praise suddenly heaped upon him
;
per-

haps he thought that I spoke too freely of the Princess, his

sister. I was not sure myself that I had not gone beyond

good taste ; but calling up the picture of a girl resembling

in character the Little Pal had stirred me to sudden

enthusiasm. Fancy a girl looking at one with such eyes;

a girl capable of being such a companion. It would not

bear thinking of. There could be no such girl.

I was glad that at this moment we arrived at the Grand

Port and the garden restaurant, where my regrets for the

light that never was on land or sea, or in a girl's eyes,

were temporarily drowned in cafi an lait.

The talk was no more of the unseen Princess, but of

Paolo. At lasi I condescended to enter into a detailed

account of the night's happenings, where the aeronaut

was concerned, and the Boy threw up his chin, showing his

little white teeth in a burst of laughter at my manoeuvre.

" But that istit an American duel," he objected, still rippling

with mirth. " You commit sulci ^ you know. The man

who draws the short bit of pap agrees to go quietly off

and kill himself decently som' vliere before the end of a

stipulated time."

" I'm aware of that, but I gambled on Paolo's ignor-

ance of the custom," said I. " I flattered myself that I

had totted up his character like a sum on a slate, and

I acted on the estimate I formed. If I'd kept en-

tirely to facts, without giving the rein to my imagina-

tion, you might now be doomed to travel at this time

next year to Buda Pesth, and there drown yourself in the

largest possible vat of beer. Had Paolo been unlucky in

the matter of getting the short bit of paper, a little thing

like that wouldn't have bothered him much. He would

simply have gone off for a long trip in his newest airship,

and conveniently forgotten such an obscure engagement.

It was the thought of standing up defenceless, to be
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artistically potted at by you, that turned his heart to

"I believe you are right, and anyway you're very
clever," sa.d the Hoy. • What does one do for a mTn whohas saved one's life ?

" *"°

"If only you were a girl, now-a princess in a fairy

'1°[v~^a" 7 , ^"'r "''°" ">= y°"^ '>«"d-" I replied

S- to fitthV:^^- ' " ''" '"°'""' ''''"' °^ » ""-»>-

"Though I can't be a princess, I might play the prince

rTnt t\r ' ""- ""' ^^''^' P""'"S at the queer sejring he always wore.

;;But it wouldn't fit the crime-! mean the finger"
Mere mortals never argue when the Fairy Prince makesth ma present. Do take the ring. I should like you tonave it to—remem'oer me by."

rotlnheT'"^''-
^°" ^^^ ^"* '""'^ =•'"">= ^^ ^e havegot to be don t give memory much pull ; they arrange tosee each other often."

-fringe to

" Fairy princes vanish sometimes, you know"
If I take your ring, will you appear if I rub it?'

I he Boy was smiling, but his eyes looked grave "
Ifwhen the Fairy Prince has vanished-that is, if he ./..JJ-you want to see him really badly, try rubbing the r n'^

thar-^^a^n'drmerr'"
""'^'"^ '°'' ''' '"^ "^'-^

slmi^ ^^ ^°f'"^ '^^ ""^' '"^''^ ^^^ far tooM h°eM \ f '"^ '"^^^'' '"'° "^^ spring-loopWhich held my watch on its chain
"My watch and I are one," I said. "Only burglaryor death can separate me from the ring now, and if I'm

car, there will probably be a romantic little paragraph in

on th^'r'7^"'''"'''
'""'' " '^^''^^''^ verse-about^the^ing

satilttt''
"^" ^

"'^'^' "'''"• -''''' ^'" ^'- V- -4

f '
I
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"The boat's whistling," said the Boy. "We'd better

run if we want to see the Abbey of Hautecombe before

lunch."

We did run, and caught the boat in that uncertain and

exciting manner which brings into play a physical appur-

tenance unrecognised by science, »>., the skin of the teeth.

Under the awning hich shaded the deck we took the

only two scats unoccupied by an abnormally large German

family - .limormally large individually as well as collectively

—and settled ourselves for half an hour's enjoyment of a

charming water panorama.
" What a heavenly place Aix is 1 " exclaimed the Boy

fervently. " I'm so glad I came."

"
I thought yesterday that you were disappointed in the

place."

" Oh, yesterday was yesterday. To-day's to-day. How

glorious everything is in the world. I do love living ;
and

I like everybody so much. What nice, good creatures

one's fellow beings are. My heart warms to them. I

don't believe anybody's really horrid, through and througli.

I should like to pat somebody on the shoulder."

" Queer thing ; I feel e.\actly the same way this morn-

ing," said I.
" Shall we throw ourselves on one another's

bosom and kiss each other on both cheeks, German fashion,

to show our appreciation towards all mankind? I'm sure

our travelling companions would warmly sympathise with

our schwdrmerei''
" No—o, perhaps we'd better not risk setting them the

example, for fear they would follow it."

" Then let's shake hands."

He put out his little slim brown paw, and I seized it

with such heartiness that he visibly winced, but not a

squeak did the pain draw from him, and the large Germans,

looking on gravely, no doubt thought that according to

some queer English rite we had registered an important

vow.
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Really the world was a nice place that day thoutrh I

Vesterday as we entered Aix, I had sa . ,. myself that

depths of dumpy uj;lmess unworthy the name and di.'nitv

be worId-landsca,,e gardeners appointed, to work on agrand scale, and alter hills or mountains which nature had

the long, narrow Lac de liourget, sitting shoulder toshoulder, the light breeze fluttering butterfly^wings gain t

r t f ;l
""''^ "°' ^"" ''^'" "^'-''^ ^''^ anything for themost fastidious taste to alter anywhere

As the lake at Annecy had been incredibly blue thislake was mcredibly green. No weekly penny pa^er inEngland, even in its fattest holiday num'ber, wou d ha eroom enough to compute the vast number of emerald!«h,ch must have been melted to give that vivid tin'to theparkhng water. It was as easy to see the inhabitants ofthe lake havmg their luncheon at the bottom, on tablexqu,s,tely decorated with coloured pebbles, ks "t fs took m through the plate-glass window of L res au antAsw,ur course changed, the mountains girdling the hke

ful attitudes, hke professional beauties sitting for theirpho o^raphs^ There were chateaux dotted here and there

and Heler, Blantock. I realised that if one had a palaceon the Lake of Como or Bourget, or any other romant c

?o e°^r'"'
°"= -"".'-happy as an' elderly bachelor

'1 ones days were occasionally enlivened by visits fromongenial friends, such as the Winstons and the Boy. n"uonder that Lamartine was happy at Chatillon, writin"

snores of the Lac de Bourget would inspire me to some
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modest meditations of my own, and I could even have

taken down a few memoranda for them, had I not feared

that the Boy would laugh to see my notebook come out

I remembered Hautecombe, with its ancient abbey, deep

cream-coloured, like old ivory or the marbles of the

Vatican, glimmering among dark trees, and mirrored in

the lake so clearly that, gazing long at the reflection, one

felt as if standing on one's head. I pointed it out to the

Boy, from a distance, on its jutting promontory, with the

pride of the well-informed guide, and talked of the place

with a superficial appearance of erudition. But after all,

when he came to pin me down with questions, my bubble-

reputation burst Not a date could I pump up from the

drained depths of my recollection, and in the end I had to

accept ignominiously from the Boy such crumbs as he

had collected from a guide-book larder. What was it

to us, I contended, that the monastery was said to have

been built in 1125? What did it matter that it had

originally been the home of Cistercians ? Why clog one's

mind with such details, since it was enough for all pur-

poses cf romance to know that the old building had

weathered many wars and many centuries, and that a

special clause had protected the monks from change of

organisation when Savoie was ceded by Italy to France?

The great charm of the place for me, apart from its

natural beauty, lay in the thought that it was the la^t

home of dead kings, all the vanished princes of Savoie.

I did not want to know the facts of its restoration at

different dates, and would, indeed, shut my eyes upon all

such traces if I could.

Though the abbey and its double in the lake had

remained a picture in my mind, through the years since

I had seen them, I was struck anew with the peaceful

loveliness of the place as we approached the little landing-

stage. The kings of Savoie had chosen well in choosing

to sleep their last sleep at Hautecombe.
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The Boy and I slowly ascended the deeply shadowed

walked
' ''' "'^ *'^'''" '° "'^ abbey.butjeifurei; as"ewalked, we soon outpaced the Germans. For this we were

seives-and the sleeping kings. We gave money for hi.charges to the white-robed monk, who would hav"^ shownu the tombs and the chapels, conscientiously gabSh^o y the wh,le; and then, with compliment^ we freedh.m from the duty. His hard facts would have been hkedogs yappmg at our heels, and. as the Boy said w^ wouWnot have been able to hear ourselves thinkWe whispered, as if fearing to wake the sleen^r, ==we wandered from one bed of'marble in its diiS toanother Never, perhaps, did so many crowned heads leunder the same roof as at peaceful HautecomS, sSi
''

onger n,.re soundly far. than the Princess Tn S^nchanted palace in the wood. For centuries the convenbells have rung, calling the monks to prayer- and some

yet the s eepers have not stirred. There they have Wn'U^ose stately, royal figures, with hands folded ^^laddlyTn'placd bos-oms, resting well after stress and storm ^

qulThad
"'

m'° 'fP '" "'"' ^''^^ ^^^ --' kings andqueens had mouldered nto dust imH^r tt,« » ,

reposed their counterfeit prLntl: , ^A^girand J:"
aTth^ al"." hT^ "^^ '"P^^^^'"" "^^^ wfwere Lffngat the actual bod.es. transformed by the slow process ofcentunes mto marble, together with their guardian!Lstheir favounte hounds, and their curly lambs.

'

The endless slumber of these royal men and women nf

buThaH^:^"''
'"^^'"'' '">'^^^"°"' We felt that if webut had the secret of the talisman we could wake them

ii
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read in history or see graven in Latin on their tombs, but

that part of which they might choose to dream. Had

those knightly men in carven armour loved the marble

ladies lying in stately right of possession by their sides, or

had their fancy wandered to others whose dust lay now in

some far, obscure corner of earth ?

If my homage could have compensated in any small

degree for kingly unfaith, a drop of balm would have fallen

upon the marble heart of each royal lady to whom such

injustice had perchance been done, for I loved them all

for their noble dignity, and the sweet femininity which

remained to them even under the mask of stone. Their

names alone warmed the blood with the wine of romance

:

the Princess Yolande, the Duchess Beatrix, the Lady

Melusine.

Surely, with such names and such profiles, they had

been worth a man's living or dying for ; and if life had not

been so vivid for me that day, I should have wished myself

back in the far past, in heavy, uncomfortable armour, fight-

ing their battles.

"Where are all the dear, dead women?" quoted the

Boy. " What's become of all the gold that used to hang,

and brush their shoulders ? Maybe part of the answer to

Browning's question lies in those tombs."

"They were princesses, like your sister," said L "I

have been fancying them with her eyes."

" What do you know about her eyes?" he asked quickly.

" I imagine them like yours."

" Let's get out into the sunshine again," said the Boy.

" I'm afraid it's time to leave the princesses and go back

to the Contessa."



CHAPTER XXIV

THE REVENGE OF THE MOUNTAIN

"Contending with the fretful element"-Shakispka.i.

I ^h^'t'T '^l'^,
^",^ "^^''^ ^'''^"' '^'= ^°™. if the worm

1 has thoughtlessly got up early too; but it is also thebtrd whtch comes flying from afar off, whatever his engage!ments elsewhere may be; the bird which, having come fe-matns on the spot favoured by the worm, singing sweetsongs to charm it into a mood ripe for the gathering.
Such a bjrd was Paolo, and such-but perhaps it wouldbe more gaUant not to carry the simile further, since evenpoetry could scarcely license it
It is enough to say, in proof of the proverb, that when

with r ./ .' "T '"""'''"
°^^^"-"s'^'- -^ found^Pao"'w th Gaeti under the red umbrella, unencumbered by anyirrelevant barons and baronesses. ^ '

Gaet4 was looking pale and a little frightened Her

om£n:Tad"H''^'^"^^' " '^ ^^'''"^ tolarnthet"somethmg had happened to twinkle about, or somethingwh.ch would more likely extinguish them for eveT Bufthe aeronaut m.ght have invented an airship to take theP^ce of ordinary Channel traffic, so great .Ih pride was

and tnL^^ '°,''^^= ^'°^" ''"''^^ '"^hes in heightand to have mcreased considerably in chest measuremfnas he sprang from his chair to welcome us, as if we hadbeen long-lost brothers.
. « " we Jiad
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"Congratulate me," said he. "The Contessa has just

consented to be my wife."

GaetJl clutched the arm of her rustic seat with a tiny

hand, upon which i new ring glittered like a new star

in the firmament. Her warm dark eyes, eager, expectant,

deliciously fearful, were on the Boy. If the discarded

favourite of yesterday had leaped to the throat of the

accepted lover of to-day (her " Whirlwind "), she would

have screamed a silvery little scream and implored him for

her sake to accept the inevitable calmly ;
she would have

given him a reproachful flash of the eyes to say, " Why
didn't you take me instead of letting him carry me away ?

What could I do when you left me alone at his mercy—

I

so frail, he so big and strong ? " Her glance would then

have telegraphed to Paolo ;
" You have won me and my

love; you can afford to spare a defeated rival who is

desperate " ; and perhaps she might even have thrown me

a crumb for auld flirtation's sake.

But the Boy did not, apparently, feel the least magnetic

attraction towards Paolo's throat, or any other vulnerable

part of the aeronaut's person. Nor did he stamp on the

ground, crying upon earth to open and swallow the master

of the air. I, too, kept an unmoved front ; but then,

being English, that might have been pardoned to my

national sang-froid. There was, however, no such excuse

for the mercurial young American, and flat disappointment

struck out the spark in Gaeti's eye. The second act of

her little drama seemed doomed to failure.

" MilU congratulations" said the Boy cordially, I basely

echoing him. We shook hands with Gaeta ; we shook

hands with Paolo, and something was said about weddings

and wedding-cake. Then the Baron and Baronessa ap-

peared so opportunely as to give rise to the suspicion

that they had been eavesdropping. More polite things

were mumbled, and we went in to luncheon, Gaeta on

Paolo's arm, with a disappointed droop of her pretty
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shoulders. We drank to the health and happiness of thenewly-affianced pair, a habit which seemed ^o be Jrow n\upon rne oflate, and might lead me down the fataTg" dfof bachelordom. The Boy and I were unable to concealas we ought to have done out of politeness, the factSour appetites had sustained the shock of our ady sen^aSment, and I saw in her eyes that she could never whXforg.ve us, no. not even if we made love to her aftermarriage. *''"

"Shall you take your wedding trip in a balloon ?" askedth. Boy demurely; and this was the last straw. GaeSd.d not make the faintest protest when, soon after it wasannounced that he and I thought of leaving AU on Themorrow. I am not sure that she even hea^rd my va^eapologies concerning a telegram from friends
^

We al went to the opera at one of the casinos thatn.ght It was lii^oUi^o. and Gaeti and Paolo "a Jdeby side, looking into each other's eyes during the love

rZ 'not t'^

'"'
r- ^"' ''^ ^y^^^ -''^ n

.
andI d.d not turn a hair. He and I were much occupiedn wondenng at the strange infatuation of the stage he,?and more especially the villain-quite a superior vmainor the heroine, who looked like an elderly papoose herTfore we had no time to be jealous of anything

X'
went"

Sh^ HM ' ?u ^^'"r""^' ' ^"''^ S°°d-bye to Gaeta.She did not know that I had planned my journey witha thought of seeing her at the end and drownTnc mvsorrows m flirtation; but the Bov knew I^aT^ ^
;orgotten. the little Wretch. I ^^2.^^:'
If I had not sternly removed my gaze I should probrblv

twch rfnd"' 'Z'''>
''"' P"<^'P''^'^d ^ second dueltwhich I, and not the Boy. would have been a principalWhen I had been in Aix-les-Bains before,*^! had madethe excursion to Mont Revard, as all the worid mak« J
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M
i

by the funicular railway ; and after half an hour in the

little train, I had arrived at the top for lunch and the

view, both being enjoyed in a conventional manner. Now,

all was to be changed. The Boy and I did not regard

ourselves as tourists but as pilgrims.

Among other things that self-respecting pilgrims cannot

do is to ascend a mountain by means of a funicular rail-

way ; better stay at the bottom and look up with rever-

ence. Therefore, instead of strolling out to the little

station about twelve o'clock, with the view of reaching the

restaurant on the plateau in time for dijeuner, we met on

the balcony of the " Bristol " at seven o'clock. There we

fortified ourselves for a long walk, with eggs and cafi au

lait, while Innocentina and Joseph grouped the animals at

the foot of the steps.

The day was divinely young and most divinely fair

when we set forth. Only the soft fall of an occasional

leaf, weary of keeping up appearances on no visible means

of support, told that autumn had come. The weather put

me in mind of a beautiful woman of forty, who can still

coax the world to believe that she is in the full summer of

her prime, and is making the most of the few good years

that are left before the crash.

AS we struck up the steep hill that leads out of Aix-les-

Bains and civilisation, passing with all our little procession

into the oak copses which fringe the lower slopes of Mont

Revard, the Boy and I agreed that nothing became the

town so well as the leaving it behind. At last little Aix

unveiled her face to us as we looked down upon her from

airy altitudes. We had space to see how pretty she was,

how charmingly she was dressed, and how gracefully she

sat in her mountain-backed chair, with her dainty white

feet in the lake, which, as Joseph said, we could now follow

with our eyes dans tout son 4tendue. A beautiful /tendue it

was, the water keeping its extraordinary brilliance of

colour, even in the far distance ; vivid in changing blue-
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bS?b?.:;tr "^-'•-P-d tan of a peJf

the long, steep slone^^r.lT' ^ ' ^"^ of Savoie; first.

oak below and^ abov" ,h""''
""' ' ""'' °' -°«'

scarred and furr^ed b^The ftranTr; ''"T'°"=
^^^"'

years or more. This block and u
"°™ °^ * ™""°"

nature is.generallv sLt °'''^' arrangement of

orn^ount.^ ro™tE'ri;\° st more'-'r";?^as we were fresh from n,» . •

"""^^ noticeab e

pyramids of Sw£ltd°BTP'""-i--"d stupendous

fection of its typfand a^ wflS'".'
•'''^''1 '^ *^ P-

threadlike path wound roL^ ^ '^
'" ""^'" '''<= "P 'he

back mto their accustomed places r« ^'- ^^^^ ^^^
by shaking over us a sholr f f'

'^'^"""S our intrusion

which was always narrow laH
°/,^^'="* ^^^- The path,

there, for it is no on.'cT'
""*" ^"'^^ " "«'« here and

-ki^g ofthe ranra; hasTu" fdT' " "°"' ^'"^ *•>'

There was just room for 'nK^''^"'"' '"'° '"""'^t^-

danger, but so sh^er Jre ZV" ^"'' '° ^""^ *'">out
the drop that a woml" milht h"'T '''°" "^' ^° ^^^^t
tremors " Ifs a Zd tWnl '" ^'"" P"''''""^'^ ^ ^w
the Little Pal over mvshJ.M ^°. m-""' " ^''" ^^'^ I to

Obstinate brancr^to" d^^"^;.:!^,^-'^
^ Pf^-'^'

the precipice with its lean black arm v"^ "' °""'

screaming, and I shonlHn> il

"'^"^ ^^''^- ' Vou would be
" Not if I were an A

"" ''''" *° ^° ^°' you."

with patriotism
^'""''^" ^'^'•"

''^ -plied, bristling

"Is your sister plucky?"

:i
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" I wouldn't metamcrphose you and lose my comrade.

Still, if your sister were like you, and not an heiress, I

should
"

"You would—what?"
" Like to meet her. But she would probably detest me,

and wonder how her brother could have endured my society

for weeks on end."

I was looking back, as I spoke, at the Boy who was

close behind, when suddenly his smile seemed to freeze,

and springing forward he caught me by the coat sleeve.

"What is the matter?"! asked, for he was pale under

the brown tan.

For an instant he did not answer. Then, with his lips

trembling slightly, he smiled again. " I thought you were

going to be killed, that's all," said he, " so I stopped you.

You were looking back at me, but I saw that—that you

were just going to tread on a stone which Fanny had

loosened with her hoof as she passed. If you had stepped

there, before you could regain your balance, you—but

there's no use talking of it. Only do look where you're

walking, won't you, when we're on a path like this ? Now

we can go on."

" Why, you little duffer, you're as white as a ghost
!

"

I exclaimed. " If the stone had slipped, I should have

jumped back. The path isn't really so narrow. It only

gives that effect because it's steep, and hangs over the edge

of a precipice. St-;!, many thanks for your solicitude."

" I think, after all, I'll have to rest for a minute," the

Boy said apologetically. "I feel—? little queer. You

needn't wait. I'm sorry you she ee me like this.

You'll think that there's nothing )ose between me

and a girl. But I'm not always a coward."

"I know that well enough," I assured him. "You're

not a coward now. But come on. You shall rest when

the path widens, where the others are stopping now."

I caught his hand to pull him along, since we could not
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s.^! thtrk:?fel^^^^
^- '- not for h.-.

the Little Pal asTsterrdh"'''
''^"''=' '"'>"'"'" '-'

^-^^io.fj,::rt'z::^:^'-^ t^e ,00..

ani aralioir;s ro^L^''
'"-''''^^ ^•-^

halt with the three ani^.?^
'"" =" "'" ^^"^ ""^d a

grew wide. The lie rt '!J

"^

f"'"
^'^^ ^^''"<= '^e way

cyclan,en;4r:„"atS.s wh H^h'^k'
°' ^'"'"''^''^

P''"^
from hidden n'oo.: am^g L^octt'dt'""

^^"^"'"^
of presenting the flowers to Inl. ^ *^^ '" ^'^^ »='

but she waved the:; a^We xchS "r'^" "^ ""^^^•
pale face. ' ^*=''^""'ne: at her young master's

ac^rnt'^win^tFlnnl^and'trd'-'f
'

'""'^ ^^ ^
violent abuse of theT/' ,

donkey-girl broke into

favourite.
'''°"'" ^"'^=' ^-^^ature who was her

^^^l^^^^r^:^' -"'her. and of a despic
better not t^ uVd^d^Tooter^Bl^ hTV'

^'' °^'-
thirsty beast I But look at J!'

'^^'''^^ ="'' '''°°d-
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as your old Finois. Ah, I would I had the insouciance of

the Anes. It is, after all, that which keeps them young."

At this we laughed, which annoyed Innocentina so

much that she at once fed to the maligned Fanny a bunch

of charming yellow-pink mushrooms which my prophetic

soul told me had originally been intended for her master's

lunch.
. . , . , „

Fortunately for us, Joseph—sadly wearmg in his button-

hole the despised cyclamen—discovered a few more of

these agreeable little vegetables, which he tested for our

benefit by drawing his sturdy thumb-nail along the stem,

showing how the fluted under surface flushed red at the

touch, while the blood flowed carmine from the wound he

made.
, „ i >

A short rest brought the colour back to the Boy s lip^.

but we did not go on again until we had eaten some of the

chicken sandwiches which had been put up for me at the

hotel. Climbing had made us hungry, although we hail

not been three hours on the way. And we had left the

summer behind, on lower levels ; we did not need to remind

ourselves now that it was autumn. By noon we were

en route again, but the brilliance of the day had gone. As

we looked back at the world we were leaving, serrated

mountains loomed dark against flying silver clouds, and

when we neared the Col a fierce north wind, which had been

lying in wait for us above, swooped down like a great bird

of prey. We had heard it shrieking from afar, but now we

had penetrated into its very eyrie ; and as we crept, like

flies upon a wall,along the tiny path which merely roughened

the sheer rock precipice, the wind caught and clawed us

with savage glee. ... u
For a wonder the much-travelled Joseph had never be-

fore made the ascent of Mont Revard, therefore a certain

pioneer instinct on which I pride myself, and yesterdays

research in the admirable map of the Ministry of the

Interior, alone gave us guidance. I did not see how we
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ghostly form with frosted hair and a white rime on hii

jacket The Boy was like a fifiure on a great iced cake,

for the ground was whitened too.

Luckily the ascent was over, and we were on grassy,

undulating land where stunted trees stood here and there

like pointing wraiths in the misty gloom. Dimly I could

see, now and then, a daub of paint, red as a splash of blood

on a dark boulder, to guide travellers towards the summit

hotel. Had it not been for these it would have been im-

possible to find the way, or keep it if found.

We could walk side by side here, and looking down at

the Boy I could see that he was shivering.

"Can it be that a few hours ago the mere exertion of

walking made us so hot that we had to mop our foreheads

and fan ourselves with our hats ? " I asked.

" Let's talk about it," said the Boy. " It may warm us

just to remember."
" Are you very cold ?

"

" Not so ve-r-y."

"Your teeth are chattering in your head. Stop, well

have our overcoats out of the packs."

" I don't want mine."

" Nonsense ;
you must have it"

" To tell the truth, I haven't got it with me. I gave it

to the upstairs waiter at Chamounix. He told me a lot

about himself, and he was in trouble, poor fellow. He'd

been discharged for some fault or other, and was so poor

that he was going to walk home, in the farthest part of

Switzerland. You see, I thought as I was on the way

south I wouldn't need an overcoat I'd hardly ever wanted

it, so far, and the waiter was a small, slim chap, not much

bigger than I am. Anyhow, we shall soon be at the hotel

now, and we can walk fast"

He looked so white and spiritlike in the mist, with his

big bright eyes made brighter by the tired shadows under-

neath, that I would not discourage him with the truth. If
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knobs, I recognised as the one least often unpacked. It was

there that I expected to find the coat, wrapped democrati-

cally round goodness knew how many spare boots, stock-

ings, collars, and various small articles which Locker would

never have allowed to come within speaking distance of

each other. But, with the total depravity of inanimate

things, the coat had escaped from the holdall. In my
certainty that I must come upon it sooner or later—at the

bottom of everything, of course— I scattered the other

contents recklessly about ; and when at last I gave up the

search in despair, the white ground was strewn with the

most intimate accessories cf my toilette. Seized with a

Berserker rage, I tore open the second holdall, and before

the Boy could utter a cry of protest, more collars, hand-

kerchiefs, brushes, and little horrors of every description

peppered the earth. There were as many things there as

the inestimable mother of the Swiss Family Robinson con-

trived to stow in h onderful bag during the five minutes

before the shipwrecK—things which fulfilled all the wants

of the young Robinsons for the period of seventeen years.

But naturally the one thing I needed was missing, and

now that it was too late, I vaguely recalled seeing that

overcoat hanging limply on a peg in the wardrobe of some

hotel whose very name I had forgotten.

If I had been a woman I should inevitably have bur^t

into tears, and somebody would have comforted me, and

everything would immediately have been all right. As it

was I used some of Innocentina's most lurid phrases, under

my breath, and announced my intention of abandoning .ill

my luggage on the mountain side rather than attempt tl e

impossible task of feeding it again to the monsters which

had disgorged it.

"Poor Man!" exclaimed the Boy. "Why didn't you

confide to me before that you were physically and mentally

incapable of packing? I have often noticed that yuur

holdalls, looked like overfed boa-constrictors, but 1 didu't
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"If you don't let me go I'll—I'll box your ears I • he

stammered.

"Try it," 1 advised sternly.

He could not move his arms, so closely I held him, but

his eyes were blazing.

" You'll be sorry for this some day," he panted.

" Will you keep on the dressing-gown if I let you go ?
"

" N°-"
" Then will you wear my coat ?

"

" What, and have you in your shirt-sleeves ? Rather not.

Let me "

"I'll give you the coat and wear the dressmg-gown

myself. I'm not as vain a girl."

Whether the thought of what my appearance would be

in the gown, or the taunt 1 flung at him, moved the Boy, I

cannot say, but suddenly his struggles ceased.

"
I'll wear anything you like," said he with a sudden

accession of meekness so unexpected that I was alarmed

for his health, and gazed at him closely to see if he weic

on the verge of a collapse. Instead of looking ill, how-

ever, he was no longer pinched and pallid, but radiant with

colour. Rage had produced a beneficial effect upon his

circulation.

On his promise I released him, and did not insist when

he waved me aside and himself hurriedly girded up ihe

dressing-gown. The garment reached almost to his feet,

and the quaintness of the little figure shrouded in its dark

folds, and hatted with a panama straw, in the midst of a

mountain snow-cloud, was a sight to make Fanny lau^h ;

but I kept a grave face, and so did Joseph and Innocentina,

though the donkey -girl's eyes were bn-^ht.

We marched on again, when Finois had been reloaded,

the party keeping well together, lest wo should lose each

other in this mist, which was snow, this .-now, which uas

mist The Hoy and I walked ahead at first, I silent .c>t

I should laugh, he silent—probablv—lest he should cry.
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The woolly cloud wrapped its folds round us thicker and
closer so that objects a dozen feet away were blotted out
OJ sight, and for all practical purposes ceased to existIhe silvery rime, freezing as it fell, covered stones and
boulders, so that it was no longer possible to see the red
splashes which marked the way. Soon we were hopelessly
lost, plunging down into grassy hollows, where our feet
slipped between rough stones into muddy ruts concealed

t"o"n of t 'T^T": '^'"' °^ ^''""' °' P'°'^d'"S up to thetop of knolls which proved to have no connection with
anything else when we had toilsomely attained them

«y-and-by I knew how a man feels in a treadmill, and
I was anxious for the Boy's sake, seeing the queer littlehgure m the panama and dressing-gown gradually droop
despite the brave spirit with which it 'was animated."
Losing confidence in my boasted ability as a pioneer, Icalled Joseph to the rescue, and bade him take the lead
Having mtruded upon him suddenly, behind the screenof snow-cloud, I found him engaged in the Samaritan act-no doubt carried out on purely humanitarian principles-of warming one of Innocentinas hands in his. I simu-

lated blindness with such histrionic skill that honest Josephwas deceived thereby, but not so Innocentina. She tossed
er head, and folded her arms in her cape as if it had been

the toga of a Roman senator unjustly accused of treasonShe had been, so she assured me, at that instant on the
point of coming forward to entreat her young Monsieur tomount Fanny, since he must be deadly tired

; but the Bov
joining us at the moment, denied e.vcessive fatigue and
said that he would freeze if he rode. Besides, hi added
would be cruehy to burden Fanny, in her pre.sent stateo depression. The most likely thing was that we wouldhave to carry her, and if she continued to shrink at her

ourpdckets
^" ""'""^^' '°°" '"^ '""''' '"P ^" ''"'° °"^ °^

Joseph, promoted to the post of honour, forged ahead

;
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and either Fanny and Souris insisted upon following

Finois, or else Innocentina felt called upon to continue the

process of conversion even in adverse circumstances ; at all

events, the Boy and I almost immediately found ourselves

in the background, all that we could see of our companions

being a tassel-like grey tail quivering above a moving blur

of little legs, scarcely thicker than toothpicks.

The Boy, who was still sulking in the dressing-gown,

suddenly broke by a spasmodic chuckle the silence which

hao blended chillingly with the weather.

" What's up ? "
I inquired, thawing joyously in the brief

gleam of moral sunshine.

"
I was only thinking that if Innocentina wants to con-

vert Joseph from heresy, she'd better not lecture him to-

day about eternal fire. The idea is too inviting. I never

envied anyone so much as my namesake, St. Laurence on

his gridiron. It would be a luxury to grill."

" Perhaps the gridiron was to him what my dressing-

gown is to you," said I.

"I'm getting resigned to it. That's the reason I'm

talking to you. I hated you for five minutes ;
but—you

never like people so much as when you've just finished

hating them."
" Which means that I'm forgiven ?

"

" That, and something more."

"Good Imp! The thermometer is rising. But I feel a

beast to have got you into this scrape. If it hadn't been

for me you wouldn't have known that a mule path existed

on Mont Revard."
" I'm not sorry we came. This will be something to

remember alway?. It's a real adventure. Afterwards we

shall get the point of view."

"
I wish we could get one now," said I, " but the pros-

pect isn't cheerful. Molly Winston's prophecy is bciii;;

fulfilled. She was certain that sooner or later I should

be lost on a mountain, and her sketch of me, curled up in
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My temperature bounded up several degrees thanks tnhese amends, but our sole comfort was in each ^ her sneJoseph had no hope to give. At this moment he pa tedthe mist curtain to remark that he could find no traces ofa path or landmark of any kind
°^

Hours dragged on and we were still wandering aimlesslyas one wanders in a troubled dream. We werf chmed tothe bone and as it was by this time late in tT.e af e ^on ?began to fear that we should have to spend the n eht on

foTtrkLThi?-
^'''''' '-'' --^^-"^ ven'geancf u'po^n

hL =c
^ his name m vain. We had made nau<.ht ofh m as a mountain

; now he was showine us that wp 1 h
sixteen thousand feet high instead of four'he cou d sca'el'put us to mere serious inconvenience.

'^ scarcely

the WUer^Toir T'''^
'"'''""^ ^^"' t^e Boy, thoughhe bitter cold and great fatigue had not quenche • his^P.rit. when the smell of cattle and the muffl.d sou^d ofhuman voices put life into the cold, dead body o h mistA house loomed up before us, and I sprang to the omfortng condusion that we had stumbled upon one of thTou

t."

Tr! \ ''"'''^'"- ''="' '^ ™"Sh Stone chalet witht«o or three cowherds outside the door, and these menstared in surprise and curiosity at our ghostly partyAre we far from the hotel?" I asked in Eh butno gleam of understanding lightened their faces'lnd U w«
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not until Joseph had addressed them in the most extra,

ordinary patois I had ever heard that they showed signs

of intelligence. " Hoo-a-long, boo-a-long, walla-hoo?" he

remarked, or words to that effect.

" Squall-a-doo, soo-a-lone, bolla-hang," returned one of

the men, suddenly wound up to gesticulate with violence.

" He says that the hotel is about half an hour's walk

trom here," Joseph explained to me, looking wistful, and

my own feelings gave me the clue to that look's signifi-

cance.

"Thank goodness I" I exclaimed heartily. "But it

would be tempting Providence to pass this house, which is

at least a human habitation, without resting, and warming

the blood in our veins. Perhaps we can get something to

eat for ourselves and the donkeys—to say nothing of

something to drink."

Another exchange of words like brickbats afforded us

the information, when translated, that we could obtain

black bread, cheese, and brandy ; that we were also

welcome to sit by the fire.

I pushed the Boy in before me, but he fell back. The

stench which struck us in the face as the door opened was

like an evil-smelling pillow, thrown with a good aim by an

unseen hand. Mankind, dog-kind, cow-kind, chicken-

kind, and cheese-kind, together with many ingredients

unknown to science, combined in the making of this

composite odour, and its strength sent the Boy reeling

into my arms.
" No, 1 can't stand it," he gasped. " I shall faint

Better freeze than suffocate."

But I forced him in, and in five minutes, to our own

self-loathing, we had become almost inured to the smell.

Eat, we could not, but we drank, probably the worst

brandy in all Europe or Asia, and slowly our blood began

once more to take its normal course. A spurious anima-

tion soon enabled the Boy to start on again ; one of the
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CHAPTER XXV

THE AMERICANS

" I* the gentleman anonjrmont ? It he a great unknown ?"—SHAKurtAU,

WHILE Joseph and Innocentina remained outside the

hotel with the animals, the Boy and I entered a

long, dark corridor, dimly lighted at the far end. Half-way

down it we came upon a porter whose look of surprise

would have told us—if we had not learned through bitter

experience already—that Mont Revard's season was over.

He guided us to the door of a large salon, which he threw

open with an air of wishing to justify the hotel ; and

despite the load of weariness under which the Boy was

almost fainting, he whipped the dressing-gown of in a

flash, shook the snow from his panama, squaring his little

shoulders, and re-entered civilisation with a jauntiness

which denied exhaustion and did ':rHit to his pride.

Nevertheles.s, he availed himself of the first easy-chair, anJ

dropped into it as a ripe apple drops from its leafy home

into the long grass.

The porter scampered off to send us the landlord, and to

see to the comfort of Joseph and Innocentina, until they

and their charges could be definitely provided for. While

we waited, the boy leaning back, pale and silent, in an

exaggerated American rockir.j;; chair, I standing on guard

beside him, there was time to look about at our sur-

roundings.

The room was immense, and on a warm bright day of

»S8
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so that its back was completely turned to the men at th(
other end of the room. His eyes looked so big, and hi:

face was so deeply stained with a quick rush of colour, thai
I feared he was ill.

Anything wrong ? " I asked, bending towards him, with
my hand on his chair.

" Nothing. I was only—a little surprised to hear people
talking, that's all. I thought we had the room to ourselves."

His voice was a whisper, and I pitched mine to his in
answering. " So did I at first, but it seems two country-
men of yours are before us. I wonder if they have had
adventures to equal ours? Probably we shall find out at
dinner, for this looks the sort of hotel to herd its guests
together at one long table."

The Boy's hand closed sharply on the arm of his chair.
" I'm too tired to dine in public," said he, still in the same
muffled voice. " I shall have something to eat in my room—if I ever get one."

"If that's your game," said I, "I'll play it with you.
We'll induce them to give us a sitting-room of sorts, and
we'll dine there together—like kings."

" No—no. You mu.st go down. I shall have my dinner
in bed. I'm worn out. What are—those men at the other
end of the room like?"

"Like sketches from New York 'Life,'" I replied.
" One is dark, the other fair, with a deep cleft in his chin,
and a nose so straight—it might have been ruled. Better
take a look at them. Perhaps you may have met at
home."

"All the more reason for not looking," said the Boy.
"Thank goodness, here comes the landlord."

We could have had twenty rooms if we had wished, for,

said our host, throwing a glance across the salon, he'had
only two other guests besides ourselves. They had come
up by the funicular, meaning to walk next morning down
to Chambiry, but whether they could do so or not
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earlier, and found Joseph, Innocentina, and the animals

still sheltering against the house wall. The porter had

already retailed the bad news, and the faithful muleteer

had of his own accord volunteered to play the part which

the Boy and I had assigned to him. Though he was tired,

cold, and hungry, and had the prospect of a gloomy walk

with a night of discomfort to follow, he was far from being

depressed, and I thought I knew what supported him in

his hour of trial.

We saw him off, followed by a piteous trail of asshood,

and then, shivering once more, we re-entered the dim

corridor. Innocentina, much subdued, was with us now,

carrying the famous bag in its snow-powdered rucksack,

while a porter went before us with the rest of the luggage

taken from the tired backs of our beasts. We had reached

the foot of the stairs, when we came so suddenly face to

face with the two Americans that it almost seemed we had

stumbled upon an ambush.

They stared very hard at the Boy, who did not give

them a glance, though I was conscious of a stiffening of

his muscles. He turned his head a little on one side, so

that the shadow of the panama eclipsed his face from their

point of view, but I could see that he had first grown

scarlet, then white.

" By Jove, but it can't be possible 1 " I heard one of the

men say as we passed and began to ascend the stairs.

The answer I did not hear, but Innocentina, who was

close behind me, glared with unchristian malevolence at

the young men, as if instinct whispered that they were

concerning themselves unnecessarily about her master's

business.

The Boy ran upstairs as lightly as if he had never known

fatigue. The porter showed him his room, his luggage

was taken in, and then he came out to me in the passage

"You told Joseph that he needn't come up very early

to-morrow, didn't you ? " he inquired.
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indicated, to the restaura-t, where I found the Americans

a"ready seated at just such a long table as I had pictured

and still in their knickerbockers. There was m the b,g

room a sprinkling of little tables under t»^=
^l^f^

-'"dj^^

but they were not laid for a meal; and a chair be-ngP""""

out for me by a waiter, exactly opposite my two fellow-

guests, I took it and sat down.
, »», t ;tn^

My first thought was to order something for the Little

Pal and to secure a promise that it should reach him hot

and soon. I then devoted myself to my owu cmner, which

would have been more enjoyable had I had the Boys

companionship. I had worked slowly through soup and

fish and arrived at the inevitable veal, when I was addressed

by one of the Americans-him of the cleft chin and light

curly hair, whose voice I had heard first in the salon.

" You came up by the mule path, didn t you ?

I answered civilly in the affirmative, aware that all my

"points "were being noted by both men.
_^

« Must have had a stiff journey in this weather
_

"We came into the mist and snow_ just below the Col.

"Yourfriendisdoneup, isn't he?"

"Oh, he's a very plucky young chap," I replied carefu

for the Boy's reputation as a pilgrim, "but hes a bit

faeced, and will be better off dining in his own room.

M expect he'll be all right to-morrow. Are you going

to try and get to Charab<Sry. or will you return to Aix by

'^*"

We shall push on unless we're snowed in," I said.

" ThaS our plan. too. I daresay we shall be starting

about the same time, and if so. if you don't mind, we might

^""NXwhat is this chap's game?" I asked «nysel^

"He isn't drawing me out for nothing, and a^ these t.o

are together they have no need of companionship. There

some special reason why they want to join us_

Taking this for granted, the one reason which occuned
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" What is it, lioy ? Do you want me ?" I heard myself

asking sharply as my eyes opened.

It seemed that I had not been asleep for ten minutes,

but to my surprise an exquisite rosy light filled the room.

Well-nigh before I knew whether I were sleeping or waking,

1 was out of bed and at the window.

It was the light of sunrise shining over a billowy white

world, for the fog had been rent asunder, and through its

torn, woolly folds I caught an unforgettable glimpse of

glory. The sky was a rippling lake of red-gold fire,

whose reflection turned a hundred snow-clad mountain

crests to blazing helmets for Titans. Above the majestic

ranks rose their leader, towering head and shoulders over

all. " Mont Blanc ! " I had just time to say to myself in

awed admiration when the snow fog was knit together

again, only a jagged line of fading gold showing the

stitches.

Nobody had called me ; I knew that now, yet I had an

uneasy impression that someone wanted me somewhere,

and that something was wrong. It was stupid to let this

worry me, I told myseif, hjwever, and having lingered a

tew moments at the window studjing the lovely pattern of

frost-work lace on the glass, and the fringe of priceless

peails on branch of bush and stunted tree, I went back to

bed. There I pulled my watch out from under my pillow

and looked at it. " Only six o'clock," I yawned. " Three

good hours more of sleep. I wonder if the Boy
"

Then I tumbled over another pleasant precipice.

When I waked again it was almost nine, and nerving

myself to the inevitable I rang for a cold bath. The

morning was bitterly chill, but the tingling water soon sent

the blood racing through my veins, and by ten o'clock

I was knocking at the Boy's door. No answer came, and

thinking that he must already be down I was on my way

across the white, frozen grass to the restaurant, when I met

the muleteer coming up with Finois.
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days and another land, disliked and wished to shun them

He had feared that they might be our companions down
to Chambery, and had taken drastic measures to avoid

their society. Rather than get me up early for his conveni-

ence after a day of some hardship and fatigue, the plucky

little chap had gone off without us. Possibly I should

find that he had left a note for me with some waiter or

femme de chamlre. If not, our route down to Chamb<5ry

and the hotel at which we were to stay there had already

been decided upon. He would have said to himself that

there could be no mistake, and that he might trust me to

find him at our destination.

The Americans were not at breakfast, but as Joseph,

Finois, and I were starting later, I saw them standing at a

distance in the corridor. The porter, who hac. brought

down the miserable holdalls and was waiting for his tip,

murmured that ces messieurs were not going to make the

walking expedition to Chambery ; the landlord had advised

them that the weather was too bad, and they had decided

to return by the noon train to Aix-les- Bains.

I felt that I owed the ) JUng men a grudge for the Boy's

defection, and as there had been no note or message from

him, I was not in a forgiving mood. Without a second

glance towards the pair, I walked away with Joseph—alo^o

with him for the first time in many a day.
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out him to cage them ; without his vivid mind to help

colour the thoughts, which mine only sketched in black and

white, it was easier to leave the canvas blank

We had decided last night that it would not be wise to

attempt the journey by way of the Dent Hu Nivolet, as it

was on a higher level than the summit of Mont Revard,

and we should risk being again extinguished under a

nightcap of snow. We descended, therefore, by the

simpler and shorter route, but it was full of interest for

the strangeness of ihe landscape and the buildings wh"'.'..

we reached on lower plains.

The hTJse- were no longer characteristically French,

but a bastard Swiss. T j heavy, overhangir:j mofs were

thatched, and of enormous thickness ; the walls of grey

stone, with rougnly carved, skeleton balconies. The peas-

ants smiled at us no more in jjjod-natured curiosity, but

regarded us dourly, though they were gravely civil if we

had a question to ask.

Although I gave Joseph no instructions, and he made

no suggestions, by common consent we hastened on as if a

prize were to be bestowed upon us for our good speed at

the end of the jo'rney. On c'.hcr days we had sauntered,

allowing the animals to snatch delicious Itors d'mivres

from the bushes as they passed, but to-day Finois was in

the depths of gloom. There was no grey Souris, no spec-

tacled Fanny-anny to cheer him on the way, and if he

reac'ied out a wistful mouth towards a branch he was

hurried past it. How would we feel, I asked myself, if

with the inner man clamouring we were driven remorse-

lessly along a road decked on either side with exquisitely

appointed tables, set out with all our favourite dishes, to

be had for nothing—never once allowed to stop for a

crumb of p&ti de foie gras, or a bit of chicken in aspic ?

Vet asking myself this, I had no mercy on Finois.

We stopped for lunch at a queer auberge, in an abortive

village appropriately named Les Deserts, where the high
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with the Hoy at the Hotel de France; but always the

place seemed to recede before our eyes, elusive as a mirage,

alightinn again five or six miles away ; and this it did, not

once, but several times, with sinjjiilar skill and accuracy.

At last, however, after a tedious tramp along a mono-

tonous level road, on which we had descended suddenly,

we came into an old town, all grey, with tho soft grey of

storks' wings. The place had a mild dignity of its own

—

as befitted the ancient capital of Savoy—and might have

lived, if necessary, on the romantic reputation of its ancient

chSteau, standini; up high and majestic above a populous

modern street. There was an air of almost courtly refine-

ment that reminded me of the wide, sedate avenues of

Versailles ; and no doubt this effect was largely due to the

fine statues and decorative grouping of the arcaded streets.

One monument was so imposing and so unique that

I forgot for a moment my anxiety to find the Boy and

hear his news. The huge pile held me captive, staring up

at a miniature Nelson column, supported on the backs

of four colossal elephants sculptured in grey granite of

true elephant colour. These benevolent mammoths, not

content with the duty of bearing a tower of stone with

a more than life-sized general balancing on top of it,

generously spent their spare time in pouring volumes

of water from wrinkled trunks into a huge basin. Joseph

knew that the balancing general, De Hoigne, had used

a vast fortune made in the service of an Indian prince,

to shower benefits on his native town as his elephants

showered water, and that in gratitude to him Chambcry

had raised the monument; but I was disappointed to

learn that the elephants had no prototypes in real life.

It would have satisfied my imagination to hear that the

soldier of fortune had returned from the Orient to his

birthplace with the four original elephants following him

like dogs, having refused to be left behind. But nothing

u quite perfect in history, and one usually feels that one
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way to your hotel to see if you had arrived. Now that I

have seen you "—here a starry flash at Joseph—" I can

begin my journey."

" Where, if I may ask ?
"

"Towards my home. Monsieur had better read his

letter."

I had taken the sealed envelope mechanically, without

looking at it. Now I fixed my eyes upon the address,

which was written in a firm, original, and interesting hand

that impressed me as familiar, though I could not think

where I had seen it. Certainly, so far as I could remember,

in all my journeyings with him I had never happened to

see the Boy's handwriting. Yet Innocentina said this

letter was from him.

Suddenly it occurred to me that I could do something

more enlightening than stare at the envelope ; I could

open it. I did so, breaking a seal with the same mono-

gram I had noticed on the gold fittings in the celebrated

bag. Apparently the entwined letters were M R L.

" Forgive me, dear Man," were the first words I read,

and they rang like a knell. Without going further I knew

what was coming. I was to hear that I had lost the Boy.
" Dear Man, the Prince vanishes, not because he wishes

it, but because he must. He can't explain. But though

you may not understand now, believe this, he has been

happier in these wanderings, since you and he were

friends, than he ever was before. You have been more

than good to the troublesome 'Brat,' who has upset all

your arrangements and calculations so often. Perhaps you

may never see the Boy any more in this world. I do not

think that you ever will. Yet w'.o knows what may

happen in Monte Carlo? Anyhow, whatever comes in

the future, he will never forget, never cease to care for

you ; and of one thing besides he is sure. Never again

will he like any other man as much as the One Man, who

deserves to begin with a capital.
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vague hint about Monte Carlo. I would find out where he
had gone, and I would follow. Let him be angry if he
would. His anger, though a hot flame while it burned,
never endured long.

" Did Monsieur leave here by rail ? " I inquired of
Innocentina.

She shrugged her shoulders. " That I cannot tell."

" Do you mean you can't or won't ?
"

" I know nothing, Monsieur, except that I have been
paid well, and told that I may go home as soon as I like,

and by what way I like, having delivered the letter to

Monsieur. My young master gave me enough to return

with the donkeys to Mentone all the way from Chambdry
by rail if I chose, but I prefer to walk down and keep the
extra money for my dot. It will make me a good one."

I am not sure that, before disentangling a huge bottle-fly

from Fanny's long lashes, she did not glance under her own
at Joseph when giving this information.

" Look here, Innocentina," I said beguilingly, " tell me
which way, and how, your young Monsieur has gone, and I

will double that dot of yours."

" Not if you would quadruple it, Monsieur. I promised
my master to say nothing."

"Couldn't you get absolution for breaking a promise?"
" No, Monsieur

; I am not that kind of Catholic. It is

only heretics who break their promises and take money
for it—like Judas Iscariot."

Joseph did not charge at this red rag, but looked so

utterly depressed that Innocentina's eyes relented.

"Very well," I said. "You deserve praise for your
loyalty. I ought not to have tried to corrupt it. But,

you know, I shall find out in the town or at the railway

station."

Innocentina smiled. " I do not think so, Monsieur."

"We shall see," I retorted. "Joseph, where is the

railway station?"
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" The lady is brave. She takes time by the forelock."

" It is the wise way, Monsieur."

"Well whoever he may be, I am sure you do not envy

the future man. Jot or no dot. Your opinion of Innocen-

'"'^Ah, it is changed. Monsieur, completely changed, I

'^""Then after all it is Innocentina who has converted

^irseph bent '

:s head to hide a flush. "Perhaps. Mon-

sieur, if you put it in that way. Yet it was not of myself

or of Innocentina I came to talk, but of the plans of

Monsieur."
' Plans ? I have no pisns," I answered dejectedly.

"Will Monsieur wish to proceed to-morrow mornmg as

"^"Proceed where ? " I gloomily capped his question with

another. . . . i, !<•

"On the way south, towards the Riviera, is it not? It

we made an early start it might be possible to go by the

route of La Grande Chartreuse and reach the monastery

late in the afternoon. If Monsieur wished to sleep there

travellers are accommodated at the Sister House which

has been turned into an Mtelkrie since the expulsion of

the Order." ^ l r r

I reflected a moment before replying. On the face of

it it appeared like weakness to change my plans, simply

because I had been deserted by a comrade whose very

existence had been unknown to me when first I made

them Yet on the other hand I had grown so used to his

companionship now that the thought of continuing my

journey without him was distasteful. With the Little

Pal no day had ever seemed too long, no misadventure

but had had its spice. Lacking the Little Pal, the vista

of day after day spent in covering the country at the rate

of three miles an hour, loomed before me monotonous a.
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"Monsieur is not joking? He is in earnest?" the poof

fellow stammered.
" Most certainly. And when we meet on the Riviera we

will talk over a scheme for your future of which I've

been thinking. If you would like to buy Finois of yow
patron, and two or three other animals only less admirable

than he, setting up in business for yourself, I think I know

a man who might advance you the money."
•' Gh, Monsieur I

"

Had there been a little more of the French or a little

less of the Swiss in honest Joseph's blood, I think that he

would have fallen on his knees and rained kisses on my
mud-stained boots. The Swiss tipped the balance, luckily

for us both, and kept him erect; but there was a suspicious

glitter in his deep eyes, and a sudden pinkness of his re-

spectable brown nose which gave to his " Oh, Monsieur

"

more meaning than a volume of protestations.

His hand came out impulsively, then flew back humbly

to his side, but I put out mir.e and grasped it

" Monsieur, I would die for you," he said.

" I would prefer," I returned, " that you should live—for

Innocentina."
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THE STRANGE MUSHBOOM
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rfile, and having stepped down to that of first walking lady,

she had walked oiT my stage altogether. Now the cast was

filled up without her, though strangely filled, since after the

first act there had been no leading lady at all. Nevertheless,

having arranged a scene at Monte Carlo, I could not per-

suade myself to give it up, though it would not be played,

in any event, at the Contessa's villa.

The Boy had vanished, and the sole word he had left

was that I had better not count upon seeing him again.

But the more I thrjght of it, the less necessity I found

for taking him at that word. He had hinted that " so ne-

thing might happen at Monte Carlo," and I hoped the

something might metn that, after all, the Boy would

materialise with his sister at the Hotel de Paris the night

after our arrival. lu any case, if the Princess were going

to Monte Carlo there would the Fairy Prince be also, and

I did not see why I should not be there too, whether Molly

and Jack tooled me down in their motor or not.

Fifteen minutes after Joseph had gone from my life to

mingle his lot with Innocentina's, I had my own plans

definitely mapped out. I would stop in Chamb^ry over-

night, to wait for the portmanteau with which I had kept

up a speaking acquaintance in the larger centres of civilisa-

tion during the tour, and next day I would go on to

Grenoble by train, there to look for letters.

The luggage duly arrived in the evening, so that there

was no bar to the carrying out of my design ;
and accord-

ingly, after my coffee on the following morning, I con-

scientiously went out to see more of the town before taking

the eleven o'clock train.

It was only ten, and as my arrangements were all made,

I had time for strolling—too much to suit my mood. The

murmur of an automobile preparing to take flight attracted

me from a distance, for it seemed that the voice had the

deep, melodious cadences of a Mcrcddes. I hastened tny

Steps, turned a corner, and there, in front of the Hotel de
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"My one true love, Mcrc<5dts," I remarked, looking

fondly at the car.

" Sh !

" whispered Molly, with an odd little sound, which
was like a giggle strangled at birth. "She's there."

" Who ? " 1 stared, bewildered.
" Mercdd^s."
' I know ; the darling I I long to have my hands en

her again."

" Oh, Lord Lane, do be careful I You don't underfitand.

I mean the real Mercddis. The girl who gave me the car.

She's sitting there. She'll hear you."

" It s all right," said Jack. " The motor's making such

a row, she wouldn't catch the words,"

"She joined us h lately," exck'.imed Molly hur-

riedly.

" I rer.iember now. You used to talk rather a lot about

her, and want us to meet."

" Well, you have your wish now, dearie," Jack chimed in.

"Y.'u can introduce them with your own fair hand."
" Wait, wait," Molly whispered piteously, as Jack would

have taken a step forward and pulled me with him, a

peculiarly dare-devil look in his handsome eyes. "For
goodness' sake. Jack I

"

Her voice restrained him, and again we were in conclave.

" You see, Lord Lane, it's rather awkward. We want you

to go on with us, immensely, but "

" You're awfully good," I hastily cut in. " But I quite

see, and I couldn't think of "

"Oh, please, that isn't what I meant. Now, will you

and Jack both be quite quiet, like angels, and let me
talk for a while, till I make everything clear to everybody

about everybody else? Don't grin. ! know I'm not

beginning well, but the be^jinning's the difficult part.

We wrote to you, Lord Lane, to Grenoble, saying we

would be arriving about as soon as you got the letter.

We didn't know whether we could tear you away from
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won't interfere with each other in the least ; because, yni

see, now that you've turned up, the thing is to yet <lowr

quickly, and enjoy ourselves at the journey's end. Wc'l

make a rush of it. In any case, Molly would have sat ir

the tonneau with her friend, and the only diflference it

our arrangement now, is that I shall have you as a com
panion in fr -nt instead of Gotteland."

At this moment our fair emissary returned from th(

enemy's camp.
" Merc^d^s says that not for anything would she chea

us out of your company," announced Molly. "Only shi

hopes you won't think her rude and horrid if she docsn'

talk. There's her message ; but I really think. Lord Lane

that the best thing is to take no notice of the poor child

She is nervous and upset still, but I hope in a uay oi

two she will be herself again. I won't even introduct

you to her. She and I will sit in the tonneau as quit-

as two kittens, while you and Jack, in front, c?r talk ovci

all your adventures since you met, and for^ >ur exist

ence."

I began another " but," which was scornfully di egardec

by both Jack and Molly. I might as well consent now a;

later, they said, since they would simply refuse to leave

Chamb^ry without me, and the longer I took to see reason

the more essence would the motor be wasting.

Thus adjured, I allowed myself to be hustled off to my

hotel by Jack, who insisted on accompanying me lest I

should turn traitor on the way. In ten minutes Gotteland

would drive the car to the door of the " France," and I

was expected to be re.'dy by that time. My packing haJ

been done before I went out, by the united efforts ot

a valet de chambre an ' myself; but now all had to be

undone again ; my motoring coat (unused for weeks ami

aged in appearance by as many years) Jragged up from

the lowest stratum, with my goblin-goggles, and a few

small things dashed into a weird travelling-bag which a
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the very morning we left for Mont Revard ; and how they

had motored to ChamWry yesterday afternoon.

"Think of my being in the same town with you for

more than twelve hours and not knowing it
!
" I exclaimed.

" To borrow an expression of Mrs. Winston's, I was jolly

'low in my mind' last night, and the very thought that

you two were close by would have been cheering."

I had not dared address myself to Molly in the other

camp, but evidently all communication between the lines

was not to be bioken off. The wind must have carried

my words to her ear, for she bent forward, leaning her arm
on the back of our seat.

"Did you say you were miserable last night?" she in-

quired with flattering eagerness.

" Yes, awfully miserable."

" Poor Lord Lane ! I haven't understood yet, exactly,

why you suddenly gave up your walking tour and got

the idea of goir , ii by rail. I thought from your letters

you were having such a good time that we could hardly

bribe you to desert—your party, and come with us, even at

Grenoble."
" My party deserted me, and that was the end of my

'good time,'" I replied, charmed with Molly's conception

of the rdle of a " quiet kitten," whose existence was to be

forgotten. As if any man could ever forget hers I

"What, your nice Joseph and his Finois?" she in-

quired.

"When I speak of 'my party' I refer particularly to the

Boy I wrote you about," I returned, far from averse to

being drawn out on the subject of my troubles, though

I had resolved, were I not intimately questioned, to let

them prey upon my damask cheek.

"Oh, yes, the wonderful American boy. Did he keep

right on being wonderful all the time, or did he turn out

disappointing in the end ?
"

" Disappointing I " I echoed. " No ; rather the other
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so,' Mrs. Winston. There was nothing in all that, except

a little wounded vanity ; and, you know, jiou are really the

fate I have to thank for finding it out so soon."

" What do you mean ? " exclaimed Molly, almost as if

she were frightened. " I did nothing at all. I
"

"You took me away with you and Jack. The rest

followed."

" Oh, tAat. I didn't understand. Well, as we shall get

you down to Monte Carlo soon, you will meet your

Boy again."

" I wish I could be sure."

" I thought you said it was an engagement"
" Only conditional. Besides, had we walked, we should

have been weeks on the way. I wonder you don't laugh

in my face, Mrs. Winston, but you'd understand if you

could have met the Boy.
" I thought Jack was your best friend," complained

Molly.

"So he is. But this is different. Anyhow, I'm going

to look for the Boy at Monte Carlo. What I'm hoping

is, that after all he may keep the half engagement he

made to meet me there."

"When?"
"On the night after my arrival—for a dinner at the

H6tel de Paris, to be given in honour of his sister."

"You think he will?"

" It's worth going on the chance."

" You are the right kind of friend," said Molly, " and you

deserve to be rewarded, doesn't he. Jack ?

"

" Yes," Jack flung over his shoulder as he drove ; " and

I shall swear a vendetta against everybody concerned if he

isn't"

This did not strike me as a particularly brilliant remark,

but Molly seemed to find it witty, for she laughed merrily,

with a certain impish ring in her glee, reminiscent of the

Little Fi>J in some moods. Evidently she had exhausted
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CHAPTER XXVIII

THE WORLD WITHOUT THE BOY

" A . . . somewhat headlong carriage."—R. L. Stevenson.

THOUGH I had given Molly eyes anc' -ars dur

her long catechism, I had been vaguely aw;

nevertheless, that on leaving the Hotel de France we 1

crossed a bridge over the almost dry and pebbly bed

the insignificant Leysse ; that we had passed the stat

elephants, and a robust marble lady typifying Fra

in the act of receiving on her brT^t a slender Save

that we had caught a last glimpse of the chateau, :

were spinning along a well-kept road, cheek by jowl w
the railway to Lyons.

From a high mountain on our left the silver Case;

de Coux fell vertically, like a white horse's tail ; s

I smiled to see, as we flashed by, a little house wh
honoured a valiant foe against whom I had fought, w
the name of Cafe des Boers.

Up and up mounted our road, cresting green billc

of rolling mountain land. We were running towards I

boundary of Savoie into Dauphin^, a country which I 1;

never seen. I'he Boy and I had talked of entering

together and visiting its Seven Marvels, the very possessi

of which made it seem in our eyes alluringly mediae\

Had he been my companion still, we would by now h.

been travelling some hidden by-path where doubtli

Joseph and Innocentina, chaperoned by Us animaux, wi

33a
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anny I Fanny-anny t So,,H , -f"'"^ '^'V- " Fanny-

'° coax :;7 Jn°d" ro:"te7
^''^"—•^'--

;
and

ankled, I asked hckZJnleTZT'"'"' ^'^'-^h still

at driving. ' "^" ''^ ^""''"et me try my hand

r^^^^^^::^^:::::::-^:^
- .-nstantiy

down into a cutting between hS^n ,
? °^ ^ '°"& hill

,^>th our "pneus" as we went
'""''"'"'' '°'=^'' toeing

We had hardly twisted one w 'T" °^ ^'''^'^y ^'W
come to twist ta the opposL /' ".''" '°' '''^ '™^ had

^aradiu3ofrnorethr-;S:^-^-^

-^St:^^S^r:^^--°"-Mcon.
th-LiS^^^^ '" ''^ '"^^''•" ^^''"^^

MotolgVoTn titS^lfS ^"f./amting i„ coils.

"^nS5o^^;if-.t^^<:?-^'--
a temporary interest h our afS s a

'' "'^" "^^ '^"''"^

-year, now that the c^^:-!^.:^^^^
rema?k:r'

'°°'''"^ "'<^^ ^"^ ''='' 'his summer," I judicially

-re stl,r^f.^2tr1 r'^'
"^- ^^ey are

fhickens were sô "dTat fS ^ d
"'

'
^

^
^^^^

'" n-y sleep. I had chicken n 1, " °^ "°''''"^ ^'^«
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even in the midst of laying a most important egg on one
side of the road, our automobile had only to come whizzing

along to convince them that salvation depended on getting

across to the other. This year they seem to have formed
a sort of Chicken Club, a league of defence against motors,

and to have started a propaganda."

My imagination tricked me, or this theory of Molly's

evoked a faint sound of stifled mirth in the heart of the

mysterious mushroom. In haste I turned away, lest I

should be suspected of regarding it, and Jack began to

pump my memory mercilessly for what it might retain

of his driving lessons. Luckily, I had forgotten nothing,

and was able to demonstrate my knowledge by pointing

to the various parts of the machine with each glib reference

I made.

By-and-by we came to a place where a grotto was
"much recommended" in my Joanne; but swallows, south-

ward bound, do not stop in their flight for grottoes. We
darted by, thundered through the humming darkness of

Napoleon's tunnel (cut through a mountain barrier flung

across our road), and flashed out into a startling landscape,

as sensational as the old steel engravings of the Delectable

Mountains in the Pilgrim's Progress. The cup-like valley

was ringed in by mountains of astonishing shapes ; it was

nature posing for a picture by John Martin. In the fields

were dotted characteristic Dauphin^ bouses, little elfin

things with overhanging roofs like caps tied under their

chins.

Soon we were in the main street of Les Echelles;

whence, in the good old days, fair Princess Beatrice of

Savoy went away to wed with the famed Raymond of

Provence. We whisked through the long village, and down
the valley to St. Laurent du Pont, and the entrance to

that great rift between mountains which leads to the

monastery of the Grande Chartreuse.

As we plunged into the narrow jaws of the superb
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deserted monastery Wdde™ .^^
""^ '^°"^^ ""^ *•>=

had come, and we we'e pa^d ^ "' """"'""^
' "°- "

was Mercdd^s (the Drat^on not̂ ^ .. ?" '"^^"'fi'^ent as

Finois and Fanny-annv wo'nM .
^"'^'°°'^)' I ^It that

with the place T was too H-f! ^'" """'^ '" ^^^^g
-y eyes Le fill d" rdusfthS '°

Tl'f"^'"^^ °' "°
myself, and I thinkThat r/.l T^ ^ ''^'^ not goggled

thjng of .y thoSs'?rl%' .r^fa'cr
''''"'' ^°-

but Gotteland will drle thim1 sin ?
'""''" '°' ''"' S'^'^'

in advance of us. A^ r.^r^gSslT fi^H*^T '"
ever make a study of one or morfof tC a

'^ ^°"
th.ng in the world, except-waTk Th ^ '^V"^'^-bow to English girls."

^ ^^^"^ '^^^ have to

4he'rJl'TngHsr;^:i^°* ^"^il"
^-'-"-'ortecl Molly,

only five, but f 's qu 1 el"f ^" '""''' "= =^" ^°

.•magi„ati;„stha we^ ns"X- "":' T "^^^ ^"^^

ourselves princesses :nTmbHn'JXs^°"''= ''"' '^"^^

liqueuTThatre ptrled c""'^' ''f^"' "^ ^'"^ ^-ous
our discarded grScoasforJ' *'t '^^' ^^^^>""S -'"> '^

path. The trfmwl; St Td^o "' "^
u*'''^

"^'^'""^

liqueur to the station .f^ ^. *° '^^'"'^ t''^ «=«« of
by new-grown glss the^'^K m."

"^^''^ °""«-'<=d
Never alain would th. "n"

'"""'"^^ ''°°'^ ^^P^Y-
chartreusf I" rte te fralnT J •^^''^'^ J^""'' ^"^
grey walls fm- rt

'^^,8^'^antly distilled behind the hieh

fbroad ' ' °' ^'^ '""''^" *-« banished and scattSd
Wc Mage«d for a moment at the narrow entrance t,



396 THE PRINCESS PASSES
Le Desert, where the rushing river Guiers foams through
the throttled gorge, giving barely room for the road scored

along the face of the cHff. It was hke a doorway to the

lost domain of the monks, and Jack and I agreed that

St. Bruno was a man of genius to find such a retreat. A
retreat it was, literally. St. Bernard had taken his fol-

lowers to a place where, suffering great hardships, they

could best devote their lives to succouring others ; but

St. Bruno's theory had evidently been that holy men can

do more good to their kind by prayer it: peaceful sanc-

tuaries than by giving more active aid.

Here at the doorway of St. Bruno's long corridor, the

ravine, the old forge, the single-arched bridge flung high

across the deep bed of the roaring torrent, had all grouped
themselves as if after a consultation upon artistic effect.

Once there had been an actual gate, built alike for defence

and for limitation, but there was no trace of it left for the

eye of the amateur.

We passed into the defile, and the motor-car was out

of sight long ago. Higher and higher the brown road

climbed. The mountains towered close and tall. Great

pillared palaces of rock loomed against the sky, like castles

in the air, incalculably far above the dark green heads and

sloping shoulders of the nearer mountain slopes.

I had thought that green was never so green as in the

Valley of Aosta, but here in St Bruno's corridor there

was a new richness of emerald in the green carpet and

wall-hangings such as I had not yet known. It was

green stamped with living gold, in delicate, fleur-de-lys

patterns where the sun wove bright threads; and high

above was the ceiling of lapis-lazuli ir; pure, unclouded

blue.

We heard no sound save the voices of unseen wood-

cutters crying to each other from mountain slope to moun-

tain slope, the resonant ring of their axes, striking out

wild notes with a fleeting echo of steel on pine, and now



WORLD WITHOUT THE BOY 20,
and again the sudden thunder-crash r.f <, r it-
the roar of a distant avaSe ""'"^ '""'• '"'=

ThevDarsern.1
^"""'^ Americans of Mont uJlard

in the tonneau a! ff tt '7^J''"">'
^'^'^ °PP°^"e them

and thesightof them bTou hTback the"
•''"'' '^ ^""'^^"•

injury.
"rou^nt back the consciousness of my

have^^b::u[^rbrid" ""^ t^- ^^^ ^ ^^^'y -"' '°

mounted the brown r^i/"'""'^ "/'" ''™- ^nd as we

mountains for theK . i"""'''
'''"> '^^" ^^^P' by the

leads up to the firsr^han/ r"° k"P/° ^'""^ ^^ ^^ P^-^'"^^

tunnels as a thread ''3^
'^ -

^^' "'"' "^'""«*'

wound round intlarturnT oftWoTd
°'

^
"^'^'"'^

'^

"'^

pinnacle ro^-ks • and th.n ! i

'-^/"^ti; ^e came upon
tl^e climax of ou'ou ney we d^"'?."'^

"^^^' '^''^P-'^'d

fed basin, rimmed "urj^arlrcfa:"" rtt-"--'stood an enormous buildin.._a vast ,
">^ ""^-^t

pointed, dove-srey roofs Zt :
^

^conglomeration of

slate and stone. sLad over ^ ""f"''' "'"= " =''>" "^

an^suS^i;z^^r^^^"--^"^~:;;aenly there was a monastery; but our Merc^dl;.
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quivering with nervous energy before a door in the high

w- II snatched mu back to practicalities.

Molly, sitting in the tonncau beside the Perpetual Mush-
room, saw us coming from afar off, and waved a hand of

absurd American smallness. By the time we were within

speaking distance she was out of the car and coming

towards us,

" We were so hungry that we lunched while we waited,"

she explained ;
" so now you anrl Jack can go to the hStel-

Itrie and have something quickly. We'll walk in the woods
till you come back, and then, as Mercddfes doesn't seem to

mind, we'll all go into the monastery together."

It was not until the door of the Grarde Chartreuse had

opened to receive us and closed again behind our backs,

shutting us into a vast empty quadrangle, that the Spirit

of the place took us by the hand.

Over the steep grey roofs—pointed like monkish hands

with finger-tips joined in prayer—we gazed up at mountain

peaks, grey and green, and pointing ilso, to a heaven which

seemed strangely near.

The spell of the vast, the stupendous silence fell upon

us. Somehow Molly drifted from me to Jack as we walked

noiselessly on, led by a silent guide, as if she craved the

warm comfort of a loved presence ; and the veiled Mercddcs

walked step for step beside me. But we did nat speak to

each other.

What a tragic, tremendous silence it was! I wanted

the Boy, and should have been glad of the friendly touch

of his little shoulder. Thinking of him thus, by some

accident the sleeve of Mercdd^s' coat brushed against

mine. Still not a word from either of us. I did noi

even say, " I beg your pardon," for that would have been

to obtrude my voice upon the thousand voices of the

Silence—dead voices ; living voices ; voices of passionate

protest ; voices of heart-breaking homesickness, of ach'ng

grief and longing, never to be assuaged. Poor monks!
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^^ emptmcss was

of sunshine revca^ttm
'" ''^ °^ '""'" ^^^cn a bar

bufh^ tte'irn^^?,:'';;- "" '"^ "'-"'^'•" ^°-ts;
footsteps of a blithe yoZ^ "re" T."'";

"'^ ^'^""^'"^

palace could not be J^kZh, J " ^^"^P"' '" 'his

they were ghosts'^host ^e ^^f',"
f

""'''"

t'"''
^°'

wth all its huee Dolkh.7 r •? '" "'^ereat kitchen,

whkh would ne?e;.^1oteVan";; "^'^ '°' "«= --'
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be eaten, where the cha r of th^ P

."^^ ""=*' "'^^•^- '°
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' " ^'' ^"'"'"^ '°
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sad echoes and the ^unSng "aTertftlTe ^n'^"

°"'^ "'^
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' '°"'^ ""' ^ave
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alone, «nd closed the door upon myself and the ghosts.
In fancy I was a monk of the Order in retreat for a week,
my only means of communication with the outer world
of the monastery (save for midnight prayers in the dim
chapel), a little grille. There was my workshop, where
I carved wood

; there the narrow staircase leading steeply
up to my wainscoted bedroom, my study, and my oratory,
with windows looking down into the leafy square of garden,
planted by my own hands. Standing at one of those
windows, I knew all the anguish of parting and loss
which had torn the heart of the last occupant before he
walked out of the monastery between double lines of
Chasseurs Alpins.



CHAPTER XXIX

THE FAinv PRINCES RING

noon sunl.-ght was golden £""'' """'' "'^ '^''-"'-

°"r sight, as the moon sTnksTnto Z'''"^ ?"'' °"' "^
for us as if ft were on the other •, Tl'""^ ^"^ 2""=
but a sweet, warm world and! w' .°^

'^'r
*"''' '^h 1

wa3 not a monk in carved oai eel /I' """' ""' "'^' '

l^^t a free yountr manTh fi
^"'^ "''"•"^d gardens

South Poleind\e ;,ba„;.
''""" ^'''^^"' '-'--n the

s'te forests' clot;:;"^ the Tides"'o
' ' '"^' '''^°"'^'' "')"'•-

hidden streams made musfc Th
"""°''' '^''"'- ^h"e

we slipped out from the recesses of '.^"
^"''"^ '°° '^^'^'•

« ^teep hill, and into a vHla^ a,
' ?''^ woods, down

accept as a reality in a n if ' '°° ^^''""f'' to
I'ke a little heap of^p:.,:™^f"'°°d- There; ay.

mountain to the' feet'of anoth and" " ''^ ''^P °^°-
cie Chartreuse.

^no'fter-and we were at St. Pierre

T^etinygemofteautyhad
caught the glory orswitzer-

JOI
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land and the soft, fairy charm of Dauphind. Its guardian
mountain was a miniature Matterhorn, of indescribable

grace and stateliness ; its lesser attendants formed a group
of peaks, grey and green and rose-coloured. As if enough
gifts had not yet been bestowed upon the little place at

its christening, a playground of forest land, rolling up over
grassy slopes, had been given, with a neighbouring river,

swift and clear, to sing it a lullaby.

I had the impulse to clap my hands at St. Pierre de
Chartreuse, as at some " setting " excellently designed and
carried out by the most celebrated of scene-painters. It

was a place in which to stop a month, finding a new walk
each day.

But one does not discover walks in a motor-car. One
sweeps over the c.-ntry, sounding notes of triumph. We
glanced at St. Pierre de Chartreuse and sped on towards
Grenoble, through a landscape markedly different to that

of Savoie. In Savoie everything is done lavishly, on a

large scale. Broad lakes mirror gently swelling mountains,
whose green walls culminate in ridges miles long. The
eye roams over spaces of noble amplitude, and though it

is not a "sensational" landscape, such as Switzerland gives,

it expresses strength in repose.

Dauphind is livelier and daintier, more lovable, too.

Fairies or brownies (since no mortals do it) keep the whole
country like a vast private park. Altogether, crossing

from Savoie into Dauphin^ seemed to me like hearing the

allegro movement after listening to the andante.

With each twist of our road the prospect changed.

The mountains grew, soared more abruptly, and the

youthful-looking landscape smiled at their strange shapes.

As for the Cham Chaude, which had been the Matterhorn
at St. Pierre de Chartreuse, it now disguised itself for

some new part with every turn. Such lightning changes
must have been fatiguing, even for so extraordinarily ver-

satile and clever a mountain, for within fifteen minutes
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after pla,:.. it was the Matterhorn, it had been a giant

chle :'i::T-{
G-^^-W- •" a hdmet, a Dutch<-uces

, a ftt-n, ani a camel.

Corir' w- "";
''""f''

"^^^ ^"^'^^'^ "= "P the great

maLific;nt"whi
"" ' ''°'""' '"""^'"'y ^ l^^"^'-" °fmagnihcent whi e warnor mountains sprang at us froman ambush of invisibility. Then, no soonl had Zstruck awe to our hearts with thei warlike majesty tlaT

Xme"'t?I '"-r
.'-°^ely white ladieTbidr':

they held in thei
""" ^'/"' ^"^P'^ ^'^^'^ ^'^'^^

Sbel of H g«"^r°"^ '^IPS. I thought of Saint
£. zabeth of Hungary, with her fair face, her candid sky-blue eyes, her high, noble bearing, and her whte dresscaught up, heaped with the roses into which hloa'ehad been transformed. The tallest, purest white moun fn

thV I If '
'^''' Elizabeth, and that was none other

the white mountain's lap blended vague sofi grelns Tndblues and purples, hinting of grapes and figsXeriSunder leaves. Here and there a vine had been nipped bv

snows!
""' ^"°'' ''*''""' '"""^^ °f '"°""tain

Autumn was in the air, and though the grass and mosto the trees kept all their richness of summer greened afamt pungent fragrance of dying leaves and the smokTofbonfires came to one's nostrils with the breeze. M.ngledwith t^e exctmg scent of petrol, it was delicious.
^

rosetheT ;°^"'^""^^'>'-'"^^^''^d Dracand Is^re

witn histoo', and never a town had a nobler scttin-r

great bird of prey, we saw the valley veiled with silver
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haze, which wrapped the city in mystery, while through
the gleaming silver gauze the two rivers threaded like

strings of turquoise beads.

" How the Boy would have loved this I " I found myself
exclaiming over my shoulder to Molly in the tonncau.
" He used often to talk of the great charm of descending
from heights, upon places—especially new-old places

—

which one has never seen before."

" Used he ? " echoed Molly. " Why, that is rather odd.

It is exactly what Mercedes has just been saying to me."

The Perpetual Mushroom moved impatiently. I fancied

from the movement of her shoulder that she resented

having her thoughts passed on to me, and hastened to

turn away, sorry that I had reminded her inadvertently

of my cumbersome existence ; but I could not help

wondering what she had been thinking of in the monas-
tery, when we had walked for five minutes side by side

without exchanging a word.

There was no disappointment when we had plunged
into the silver haze, torn it apart, and entered the town
by crossing a dignified bridge. All around us spread the

city old and new ; above, on the hills, were many chateaux,

a strange fort, and the queerest of ancient convents, like

the cork castles I had seen in shop windows and coveted

as a child.

In the town there were statues, many statues, statues

everywhere, and in honour of everybody. Bayard was
there dying; and there was a delightfully humorous old

fellow (humorous even in marble) who cleverly " laid low
"

till his worst enemy had finished an elaborately fortified

castle, then promptly took it. Not a spacious modern
street that had not at least one magnificent palace,

a facade of joyous Renaissance invention, or at least a

crumbling media;val doorway of divine beauty ; and
nothing of romance was lost, because Grenoble makes
gloves fur all the world.
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Basses Alpes, over a road tt TZ " ^"' ''°' ^"^ 'h=

for an emper^rr^o ort^'^Tt'te "•'"" '"^"""^"^^

spanning the stream sWeLjcl^"^""'"' *^'" ^"'^^^^

taughtustorecognL^oneoftL 9 Z ^"'^'-book

capitals) of Dauphins Then c/Je a -'" T°"'"-^
^^""^

cal in its romantic eracr OnT ^f^^' ^'""'' '•^^^W-

'n it for a moment ^ol ^ J
"'°"''' "°' ^"^^ '"-''=ved

Even the raXTy on wh.ch
'"'"

'\ ""' '" ^ =''<^'<=h.

inspired to gymnastk f^ f T '°°" '°°'^"'^ d°^". ^as
giddy viaducu twSL bl\

'^'"^.'"°=^ '^'^^^'"^ °n
tunnels, and gi;inrSs to 'm"T "'''' '" ^"^"^^"-^

I had ever seL. eLr;rtheVg"srG;h"ar'th"""^^^
thnlhng retrospective views over r r. m "^ "'^"'^

giant Alps we' were S; behbd bm' T' '° "'^

mountains crowded them out of stht ThI J
"'"''

wild with a strange grimness 1 1L f > ^ °"""'>' &''«»'

cultivation ceaseS in despair of,
'' °^^ "'''"'^ P^'-"

bare uplands and in the dee„ ^^f,'
'"'^ ''"'^^ °" *=

signs of human
1 fe. Vh;„^"d7e„rv

•'"' ''^ ^^"^ ^'^^

we came upon the "rand^Trf ^^ c
^' '" """'' ^ ^""ng,

wonderful Le rock L Eu
'

m^'"'"
^^='^^^'=' *e most

an obelisk of inSclbl 7^'' °"' '^'^"'^^'- ™°^- h'ke

Once it had been conifd
'

eH'""''"?''^^
"'"" ^ "'°^'"'^'"-

remained virS un"i th,, ""'r''''^'''
""^ '"'sht have

had not Charl s the Eighth hid "^r
°' '"'^^ ^*'"'''-=-

see!) what was on too l5n '.
'"7 '° '''" ^"°' '"

satellites, hoisting thm'selvS^orto 17 1 'f
'^^^^^'

means of ropes and IpH^ ^ . .
*^"^' P'^^^au by

tales of imSe itois'
""^''1^'°"""°"^-"^

birds, and singular vegetadon'ww'h':'
'"'"""'

" ^°'°"-d
into all the geographies of th^ """^ P^°'"P''>' ^^"^
in until a mL pract") ^ '^' '"^ ^^^= ''^"^ved

Climbed up, .r^'^:;t^\^'' ^-" ^'---^

We^lost sight of this second Dai'phin, Marvel (the
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last we were to see), just before running up the steep

hill which led down again into the dark jaws of another

mountain pass. It was the Col de la Croix Haute ; and

once past this gateway of the Alps the landscape changed

slowly and indefinably, here and there suggesting that we

were drawing nearer to the south. Though we were still

encompassed on every side by mountains, they had lost

their Alpine splendour cf bearing ; they stooped or poked

their chins.

The country was now all brown and green, and it

seemed to me, surfeited with beauty, that here was nothing

great. We sped through Aspres ; through Serres, on its

rocky promontory; and on through Laragne, whose an-

cient inn with its sign of a spider gave a name to the town.

Pointed green-brown mountains were crowned with pointed

brown-green ruins, hoary after much history-making ; and

at the pointed mountains' brown-green feet those avant

couriers of the south, almond trees, had sat down to rest

on their way home.

Still we fled on ; but at Sisteron Jack slowed down

the motor. Tlere was something too curious for even

spoiled sightseers to pass in a hurry.

The town struggled hardily up one side of a gorge deep

and steep, where the Durance had forced its patient way,

a huge barrier of rock whose tilted strata correspond

curiously on both sides of the stream. Driving down to

the low bridge across the river, we gazed up at the town

piled high above our heads and culminating in a fortress

which, cut in a dark square out of the sky's turquoise,

looked as if it must have been old at the beginning of

the world.

Sisteron was brown, too, but not at all green ; and

beyond for a time, the country was still in a grim, brown

study, though it ought to have remembered that it was

now laughing Provence. It gave us crumbling chateaux,

high-perched, ancient rock-villages without stint, and even
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- ^niile or a wfid Zt" Then
"'«''^^^

'
^"' ""'

changed. The savage land IS V'"
'^ ^''^- ''^ """"^

whispered word of Mother N^f '". '""^'^ ''^ ^"-"^
pretty under our eves Th"i '""^ ^^'^^ >'°"'hfully

cloaks of gold frinsredih/
/°P'^''' '" '^eir autumn

'argc-sse of'red'c3/fi tsTn
""'

'r^'
""' -««-ed

tains drew up over'^thet! hire"
h""',.'"'

'

*' ^^'"^ '"°""-
and the sun flung 1 mH on Hi . "

'"''"=' °f "imson.
the Durance. ^ '°" '''^'"°"^= '"to the wide bed of

proXiTo;?Si:ne^:hf°i/'"° ''^ '-^'--^•"^
at peace with itself :„"d' t "^ /T"" f'^

^'^^^^M Doric f/5<f/^a„ ^.^^„ J"/
'^°''^- Even the beauti-

water of its fountain was1^?^"- ^",' "°^^- ^"^ '''e

basilica showed grey throulhl
^^

r u'^'^'
*^ '"^">°"^

rose window had^' ^^eTn t^r„V'*'" 'i'^
"°"^-'""'

Sptur^^^^^^^^^^

;;fr;X;L?r-^^^^^^^^^

X:rt?r:aS£^:^i^r-'- --
'

which seemed to be swing n
"^1°^ ^ P'""^<^'" -frock

the sky. Wild prpv Zl^l^ ,

^'°"'" branches against
and tr^ails Jt^:.'^:^'^^^^^^ -ky s^S
down their rough sides comn^T^ I

''^^"'^ °^ ^lood
fierce, wounded boars

'°'"''''""g "^« resemblance to

Our road was a marl r
through gorge after gorteo°faSd^''^*t"'!' '=^^'"^ "^
been called appalling when heTorS"' """f T""''^

''^^^
and more in awe of^savage nature r7'

' ","'' y"""^^-
provided with a proportio^tetl f;

^ ""''^^ ""'^ t"
coasting at full ,^lt down a '1^ "J

motor-car, and sent
'andle to the sharp end\f fhe ""'^l""^

^'°"' *eP end of the screw, the effect would
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have been somewhat that of our Merc^dis leaping do«

ttn tha^

''««'-• We were vaguely conscious^ow anthen tha a r.ver far below us clamoured for our bone"

oTtX: -ng Z'"^ ' '''->'-• °" "><= -^- ^ ^'-eert
Gorges, glorious gorges! a plethora of gorges Nsooner were we out of one. and drawing breath in a val^of golden sunshine and silver river, thfn we were back

i

dar clou deT
""°"- ^'""^ °' ^"' ^^'^^P^' -^ "

wonders dH no?" "T '''' ^'"^^^ °^ ^es Scaffare^

iTn^ TfJ^
not cease. Now we were in the true hinterland of the gay. blue and gold Riviera, following the cours,

and Kyr-''°""u'°
'''"'' "°' '"-y miles away. Wid

led uf^h r 'T ''' '^•"'^ ""'S"^' P'— t°-". here i

hrouth rnT .
" ""^""""'°" °^ '^°'^ g°^&^^' thundered us

tlhW . ""f-'^'P' "^ °^" bridges, and at lasttumbled us mto s.ght of a marvel which mu^t throw thewhole seven of Dauphin^ out of focus. It was the own ol

ofTwh^rT th°
"^ ^'^"^

' "^^^ "^^" ^° --h as heard

and the .
the narrow valley opens into a broad one

round th!T"' ^^f'-«°T^
"''' ^^^^P= '" - sickle-curve

[nto thi !t xf'.'^'^'"
'°=''' Entrevaux shoots far upmto the sky. The river bathes its dark walls, protectedby devces dear to the heart of mediaeval Vaubans.^epper-

ca tor sentry boxes jut out over the water; a drawfafidje

for pourmg oil and molten lead upon besiegers, alone gives

a fortifie°dt
•°"" =-"1"^ '^'^'"^ "^^ °'^ 'ow'ded hou^"a forffied sta.rway m the rock leads dizzily up to a stronghold clamped upon a towering peak-a peak like a black

g.ant^w.ne-bottle. slender necked, with the fort-castle for

fh'^y^^
^°^

u°"''^
''^ ^^'' ^'"'h me I

'

I thought And

bered the Fa.ry Pnnce's ring. Never had I followed his
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Instructbns, but I rubbed it now, and wished that the

After Entrevaux, picturesque Puget-Theniers was anant..chmax, though other fairy towns peered down fromhigh crags and sheer hillsides, where they seemed to hZby w,res caught in spider wets. At last we said good byeto the green nver with its scattered diamonds !nd thLwe came in sight of a fair white city, lyTng on 'he blu^curve of a bay and ringed with ereen hill, n
was all but ended, for the fair citfwa^^ °"^ ^^^-^



CHAPTER XXX

THE DAY OF SUSPENSE

I

" Will you malte me believe that I am not sent for ... f

Go to, go to, thou art a foolish fellow."

Smakespeasb,

FROM Nice to Monte Carlo by the upper CornJche

Road was for us a spin of some two hours ; and

after that most beautiful drive in the world, we slowed

down before the green-shaded loggia of the "Royal." The

hotel was only just open for the season, and it was possible

to have a choice of rooms. Jack selected a glass-fronted

suite, with a view more beautiful than any other in the

extraordinary little principality

—

" Charmed, magic casements

Opening on the foam of desolate seas,

And faerie lands forlorn,"

which were respectively the harbour and the rock of

Monaco (as old as Hercules), with its ancient towers dark

against a sky of pearl.

I was given a peep into Molly's salon, which appeared to

be a sort of crystal palace, with its glass sides curtained

by trailing roses, and Jack kept me for a moment at the

door.

"
I suppose we shall meet for dinner abont eight, won't

we, no matter what we may all choose to do meanwhile?

"

said he.

SW
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THE DAY OF SUSPEXSE

I menfCd it beSe^
'"S^S^-^^t for to-night. I think

"What, to meet that missing Boy of vo>,r.v. i jJack m a chaffin-j tone, so tacfle s^^ loud th./ •/have been distinctly andible to the 1 dies in the I

""'
room, the door of which was open "T J 1 ^^"""""

a mad idea? You wern ,T 7 "' "'at rather

Pal. I believe you" ; i ^^11;:'^^,^^^ '° -- ---
at the Hotel de P-,r;. f„ i

^ "" y"'" arrival

fact that, if you'd wa ked H
""' considerin,, the

!.ast a fortn^hVor t:'ji7 i;ritrn't'
'"'^ '^^" ^'

that he will turn up?" ^' '
'^""'''''-"^ *° <=-^Pect

"Not quite so fantastic as you think" I rpfnrf ^membermg the terms of the Boy's eter ih chh'^'
""

been confided to Jack in their exactne s •• Anth Tgoing, on the off chance"
"""ess. Anyhow, I'm

could he know^rTou'd Lrtd^^ '"''" '""= '^-

ResJanTe"' M^nteTarlo''":'
'''^^'^P^'"^ to the Poste«i.aiiic .c jvionte Carlo, where he would certiini,, n,- iof mquTmg, if he took much interestTn mv^ ^ "^

In that message I made it very "ear W ?>>; '"°;!<="'e"ts-

him to stick to our bargain an^ i haJ •

'^°"'^ ""?'='=*

he will."
^ ' '

'^^''^ =" -mpression that

"He may. But look here, my dear fellnw" i ,
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"Second opportunities, like sccmd thoughts, are better

than first," said I. " I shall be delighted to take the second

opportunity of meeting Miss Mercidbs—by the way, what
is her other name? ^'ou always seemed to take it for

granted that I knew, but if it ever 'vas mentioned in the

summer, I've forgotten."

"You should be ashamed to admit that you could

deliberately and stoically forget a charming young lady's

name, and you don't deserve to have your memory jogged.

You shall be told the heiress's name when you meet her,

and not before."

" I must possess my soul in patience until to-morrow,

then," I replied, " for to me one pal in the bush is worth

two heiresses in the hand, and I am now going out to

search the said bush."

"Which means t) e Casino, no doubt?"

I shall stroll in when I've got rid rf the dust The
rooms uie the place to come across people."

" All right, gang your ain gait, my son, and I suppose I

must wish you luck. Daresay we shall see each other

before bedtime."

A few hours later I was walking through the gardens

on my way to the Casino. The young grass, sown last

month, had already become green velvet, and the flowers

were as fresh as if they had been created an hour ago.

The air smelled of La France roses and orange blossoms,

though I saw neither, and some pretty Austrian girls were

walking about in muslin frocks and gauzy hats, though by

this time, in England, ivomen were putting on their fur

boas in deference to autumn ; and a few days ago I had

been lost in a snowstorm on a middle-sized mountain

of Savoie.

As I drew near to the big white Casino strains of music

came to me from the terrace, and, thinking that the Boy

might be there listening to the band, I went through the

tunnel, and came out on the beautiful flower-decked plateau
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overhanging the sea Out of season though it wa,, a greatnariy people were sitting there drinking tea or coffee and..temng to the strains of La Paloma. The windows ofthe Cas.no were open, protected by awnings; birds were

Stn ::;r
''''' '-'''' «°'-"« - ^'' -^ -- -n^e

hJ^u K^'' IT? T°'*'
=''""""2 than in the high season •

ser ed the? '""r"'!"'
"" ""' '° "^ -"•»"'»

' d-sorted the terrace for the rooms.
I had not been to 'Monte" since the Boer War andwhen I had gone through the formalities at the Lcau

evervTh
'"',""' '"'" " '""'^ "^^ ^'-"^ely to findeverythmg exactly as I had left it years ago.

I he same heavy stillness, emphasised by the continualchmlc. chmk of gold and silver, and broken only by thannouncement of events at different tables-" Onzeno^•mpa.r et manque "_ Rien nVa plus"_ Zdro I"

heraJdedTtr'-'
'^'

'""f
"'" "''"'^^"'' "^= '^'^'^ -''-'

ton^ I V '^""^ ^^"="y °y°"s. outwardly apologetictones by the croupiers fortunate enough to producf it

UU^.TVr^''?- '°° ^°' '^° croupiers develop a fami y

lSo„°p/"Tk°'
'°"'=' r '°^'- '^ '•'« y-" g° thinking

fh' ; ^ The same players, or their doppel-gangers

Bu. Tl P"^'""^ ">""P''^ ^""''"S °" the ornate walls!

rtht^,;;rmr^- '° "'^'" ^ ''^^=* °^---"

platrs^emeT
"''"'' '° '"""^ ^°^ ''^ "^"^^ ^"^ "° °'her

do but
1?!'"°""""^ "* '^'' '^°"^' t''^^^ ^^^ "°thing to

Accnr/ 7 ^' ""T""''
"""' '™« '° change for dinner.Accordmgly I watched the tables. Once, like most menof my age, I had been bitten by the roulette fever and

muehT 1 """^ "'y''""''" '" 'heir thousands, not somuch for the mere "gamble" as for the joy of strivingto beat the wjly Pascal at his own invention.
^

SI
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In those old clays the wheel had been like a populous

town, inhabited by quaint little people, each living in his
own snug house—the Little People of Roulette. Not a
number on the board but his face was familiar to me ; I

would have known him if I had met him in the street
There was sly, thin, dark little Dix, always sneaking up
on tiptoe when you did not want him, and popping out
behind your back

; business-like, successful, bustling Onze;
tactless, but honest Douze ; treacherous, fascinating
Treize; blundering Seize; graceful, brunette Dix-sept";
and faithful, friendly Vingt-neuf; feminine Rouge; brusque,
virile Noir; mean little underbred Manque, and senile'
Passe; priggish Pair, with his skittish young wife; the
Dozens, nouveaux riches, purse-proud, thinking themselves
a cut above the humbler Simple Chances in Roulette
Society; the upright, unbending Columns; the raffish
Chevaux

;
the excitable Transversales, and the brilliant

Carres, charming on first acquaintance, but fickle as friends;
the twin, blind dwarfs, the Coups des Deux ; these and
many more, down to the wretched, worried Intermittances,
ever in a violent hurry to catch a train, but never catching
it. I could see them all still ; but I saw them pass with
calmness now, for I wanted to find the Boy.



CHAPTER XXXI

THE BOrS SISTER

-A Utile ftlng would n.l« »» UU how much I lack of . „.„.-

"C.n,.,«lo, I will giv. you „y hand I

SH«ES„A...

I g.« you my love, mor, p,„iou. ,i,a„ monty-

!>haU we Itlclc by each other as long a., we live ? "

Wal' Whitman.

h,H hi ,ri '^ ""= ''"P' °f "^"^ "'^'^' de Paris. Eighthad been the hour appointed. Now, hero were both fheHour and the Man : where was th.- Hoy ?
I walked into the gay restaurant with its window-walland the long rank of candle-lit tables ready for dinnerTwenty people, perhaps, were dining: but there was

"se "nk fie"
'"

''r\^''''
Jacke,'Eton i:^ Ind

Corrii.^ ^ rV
'"''^ "''"'""' ^^^"^

' "° blue-star eyes

£Lth ^1' '"^ everybody present, I marched down rtc

o tur OnT ""'
u°' ' '^^"" '^'"^' ''^^'^^ -^ '-^

WneH K <:

'l?"'^''"^ ="°^ Of the damask clothburned a bonfire of scarlet geraniums, and two redshaded wax candles, of the kind which the Boy used to

2w,:i::t'rpa::e'
"°^''"^" "'-'' ^----^ -- "^•>- -

I sat down, and an attentive waiter appeared at myelbow, hav.ng apparently shot up fron. Ae floor Hke apantomime demon. '

I'i
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"Monsieur desires dinner for one?" he deferentially

inquired.

" I am expecting one or perhaps two friends," I replied
" I will wait for them for half an hour. If they do not
come by the end of that time, I will dine alone."

" Will Monsieur please to regard thr menu ?"
"Yes, thanks."

He put it in my hand with an appetising bow, which
would have been almost as good as an kors etceuvre had
my mood been appreciative of delicacies. But it was not;
neither could I fix my mind upon the ordering of a dinner.
My eyes would keep jumping to the glass door at the far
end of the room. " I want the best dinner the house can
serve," I said, meanly shifting responsibility. "Not too
long a dinner, but—oh, well, you may tell the chef I depend
upon his choice."

" I quite understand. Monsieur. A dinner to please a
lady, is it not ?

"

" Yes, something to please a lady." Was there not the
Boy's sister to be catered for, in case she should come?
In thinking of him, I must not forget her. But then, how
wildly improbable it was that my poor dinner would be
tasted by either of them I

"And for wine, Monsieur?"
I ordered at random the brand of champagne which had

seemed like nectar to the Boy and me that evening in far-
away Aosta, when the compact of our friendship was first

made. But yes, certainly, it was to be had. And it should
be in an all little moment on the ice.

The waiter glided away to make that little moment less,

and I was left to measure it and its brothers. One after
another they passed. What a pity the moment family is

such a large one ! I stared at the glass door. Other men's
friends came in by it, but not mine. I glared at the window
dose to which I sat. The peculiarly theatrical effect of
daylight melting into night, as seen at Monte Carlo and
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nowhere else.aaued to the sensation of suspense I felt «

asIttSVe^Lt'i*;^ ?"•: -'^ «-% "ke

S"; t fl :tsrth?""^ '"'=" '" *'^'= ^'-'™
coloured jewels the air bh,lr

^
M"°='''=

"""^ °f

shining throS its 2^1, !i^'"'' ^,f '

^'"^ '^''^'"""ds

far on'atX'^"-' T^^^ "^'^ -"^ *'"d°^- ''"d stoppedlar on at the main door of the hnt^I vr„
"-"Fpca

dinner-but not the Bov i •V^ ,

^"^ P^°P'« '°'-

1 turned my eyes elsewhere ' ^"
Over on the brightly lighted balcony of the Cafd d.raris opposite thp "nnf r.f o.~ .. . .

^aie de

-Sole Mio" =nT.i, ^ ^ ^°" musicians were playing

alone, and stood still »f if ^^ >^ , '^ ^"' """« '"

slend;r, white figure il'its Ion 'fl°o^"^ 'T f"""^"""'
''-

lined against a'daTk "
SLk"ound Ihf ''T'^

°"'-

:s~^^^:s£"—----
rh:ij^rh"^"^"-^--^^^^^^^
?Snr^heror r^S"' ^"'^ ''^ '°°^^- ^-S-

traL^^: \ wfnT tH^tT" °' ''''''"' °"—

>

myself, as herCh"hTn?;^. S'^h: r^r"^=

seemed suddenly to have becoL abo^t a Ji^'l^Z
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she was at the other end of it. So was I, at last, holdinjj

out my hand to the white girl with the large black hat,

and diamond pins winking in the curly chestnut hair which
they held in place.

She was so astonishingly like him ! Now that I had
come closer to her the resemblance was incredible. The
hair ; the soft oval of the little face ; the eyes—the great

star-eyes I

I forgot everything but that one figure, lily-white, and
swaying like a lily as it stood. Luckily, there was no one

near to see, or think of us. The diners dined, as if this

were an ordinary night, as if there might be such nights

again.

" Who are you ? " I said, as if in a dream.

A wave of colour swept up from the small, firm chin to

the rings of chestnut hair. " I—why, I'm the Boy's sister,"

a low voice stammered. " He sent me. I've a letter from

him. My—my friends—are outside. They will be here

soon, but I—I came. You are— I suppose you are

Man "

"And I know you are Boy—Boy himself. I mean, he

never was For Heaven's sake tell me—but no, I don't

need to ask. I've got my Little Pal back again, that's

all."

" Oh, if I'd been sure you would guess—if I had known
you would talk to me like this, I should not have dared

to come."
" Yes, you would. For you are brave ; and you owed

me this."

" I'm ashamed to look you in the face. What must you

think of me ?
"

" Think ? I'm past thinking. I'm thanking all the gods.

If I could think at all, it would be of myself, that I was

a fool not to—and yet, was I a fool ? You were a boy //«•».

Even the Contessa "

* Oh, don't 1 Where can we sit? I must tell you every-
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thing—explain everything. I can't wait In =. fi>

Molly and Jack will come"
^"'"'^"- '" ^ few minutes

" Good heavens I

"

.. -S J ,
^""y wouldn't let me."

God bless Molly."
I suppose I must have led her to mv t=.Ki» r .....

point we found ourselves there
^ "'

'^'' ^* "^'^

I'ntti; *p',?.'''l'^^"" •
""'^ 'J'" ^a= silent

couragi • '
'"'"'"''• """^ '"^^ --Wy gathered

me' v"!^ ii -ThelSd' ^T.h\ ' ^'' ^"^ ''^ '* -<^=

specahst m the mind and heart line I)
^ *

"She didn't help me make the plan that-I fin,iicarried out. You sep «h» 1,,^ * u
'^'*"/"«—

i nnally

off f« K- 1 J " ^^^' s''^ "aa to be married and whisked

^L? y^ f ^^^^ '^^ ^^^ half finished my cure oSn.ght when I was lying awake the thought ca^me to m^
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of a thing I might do. It fascinated me. It wouldn't let

me get away from it. At first it was only a fantastic

dream ; but it took shape and reality, till it was able to
plead its own cause and argue its own advantages. A girl

is handicapped. She can't have adventures; she must
have a chaperon. A boy is free. Besides—I wanied to

get away from men—that is, men who thought it neces-
sary to make love to me. As a boy I could take Molly's
advice and travel, and be a regular gipsy, if I liked.

" My hair had been cut short when I was ill. That
made me feel as if it really was to be. One day I sent
out and bought some—some clothes, ready made, and put
them on. That settled it, for I was so sure no one would
ever know me, or the truth. One thing suggested another.

I thought of travelling with a caravan ; then I changed my
mind to donkeys, and that led to Innocentina. I'd gone
out with her up into the mountains, donkey-back, every
day from Mentone two years ago. She had talked to

me about Aosta. Her mother's people came from there.

Always since, I had wanted to go. I wrote to her. I

began to make preparations for a long journey,"
" You got the bag I

"
I exclaimed.

"Oh, that bag! I should have died if any English-
speaking person had found it and read my diary, which
was to be used, partly, as notes for a book—if I should
ever write it. I would have offered even a bigger reward
if you had let me. But I must go on. They will come

—

Molly and Jack. I went out to Lucerne, where Innocen-
tina joined me with the donkeys; but it wasn't till we
were away in the wilds that—that the Boy appeared. I

didn't mean to visit any very big towns afterwards, for it

wasn't civilisation I wanted; but—you came into the story,

and I did lots of things I hadn't meant to do, because of
you, . .an."

" And I did lots of things 1 hadn't meant to do
because of you, Boy."
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m!. V T'",r''°'X'^'''^"''"'
"'""'^ that worked all them.sch.ef. If we hadn't gone to Aix. we wouldn't hivegone «. Mont Revard; and if we hadn't gone up Mont

'7r ,:
'^^ ^""" ^°"'^"'' •'^^^ had to vanish."

If he hadn't, would the Princess have appeare. -forme? Or would she always have been passing-passing-
I not dreaming of her presence?"

^
• Who can tell ? Each event in life seems to be propped

"P agamst all the others, like a tower of children's bricksAnyway, we djd go, and something had sent up to thesnowy top of that mountain in Savoie the very last man

It w/ * K~^f'P'
"""-^ ^""'^ have chosen to meet

oundi" H°*"' }'''y°^"S» brother of the man I hal

Zln vu "'\'" ' '"'• ' ^"''^ t«" •• fo' h« had neverseen me w.th my hair short ; and I had got so thin andmy face so brown; but he suspected, and he is a vervgoss>p,ng sort of fellow. If he had had'a chance o see m^by dayhgh he u,ouM have been sure, and then there wou7dbe some w,ld story all over America. That is whWranaway. But .t hurt me to leave you like that, mJj^
n,P nni" f ^ .!"/ """ ^""^ '^g=' ^"'^ -ny head, and leftme only a trunk," I murmured.

soend'Tt '^°'!rr.^
^"'^ '''"' ^°'"e t° Chamber, tospend a day and I thought I might catch them there ifI hurned. You see, Molly and I wrote to each othersomefmes, though I never said a word about you I d°dn'dream you knew them, until one day you announced thngsyoud mentioned to Molly in a letter which-which-weH

t^:^Z^^-' ^ '- °^ -P>---°n. too diffiru'i

"By Jove I" I exclaimed. "Now I know where I'dseen your handwriting before. It was in a letter whicjMolly dropped almost on my head from a bakonv atMartigny, and there was a photograph ^
^

" Oh, you didn't see it ?
"

"That's what Molly asked. I satisfied her that I hadn'C
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"Suppose you had-bcfore you met me I But never

mmd. I did find them at ChamWry. They'd just arrived
and I told Molly everything."

'

"What did she say?"
" Oh, she just lent me some of her clothes, and said they'd

take me with them on the automobile, out of danger's way
until we could decide on a plan. I bought the thing you'
call a 'mushroom' in a shop, and we were starting off
next morning when—you came alone Well "

"Well?"
" Molly and Jack were in a very awkward position for

I had said to Molly that I could never face you again
never, anyhow, as the Boy; and that he had gone out of
your life irrevocably. There I sat in the motor-car and
there were you in the street You can't imagine how I
felt. It would have been horrid for them— your best
friends—to leave you stranded—and / didn't want that
either. I couldn't help feeling there'd be a tremendous
fascmation m being so near you, with my face hidden, you
not knowing, if only the strain of it needn't last too long-
and Molly just cut the Gordian knot of the scrape, as she
always does. She assured me that being in the same car
need commit me to no decision as to what I would do in
the end. But— you remember how she drew you out
about your feeling for the Boy, how you missed him, and
how you were going all the way down to Monte Carlo
on the bare chance of his being there? Well, she meant
me to hear every word, and I did. After that—after that—
I couldn't give you up. I'd told you that you would never
see the Boy again, and you never will ; but Molly said
that was no reason why you shouldn't see the Boy's sister.

I wrote a note from him to you, for myself to bring to-
night, and I thought— I hoped—you might believe "

"You couldn't have hoped it," I broke in. "Say that
you came to give me back my Little Pal, whom you had
stolen from me."
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"Perhaps. I couldn't foresee what would happen. As 1heard you say about motoring down steep hills. I just

hurled myself into space and trusted to Providence"

T
•^°"'. ' ""^erstand all that was mysterious in myself

I sa.d. My heart, not being such a fool as my head, wastrymg continually to telegraph the truth about the Little
l-al to my brain, which couldn't get the message right
as there was far too much electricity flying about in the
atmosphere Now I know why I loved the Boy so dearly
—because he was you ; because he was that Other Halfwhich every man is always unconsciously looking fo, round
the world, and hardly ever finds."

" Oh, Man, do you really care-like that ? Do you loveme-love ' for sure ' this time ?
" ^

" Sure for this time and for eternity. There never reallywas, there never will be. any other woman in my life exceptyou, for you are my Life and my World."
^'
You dont hate me for my masquerade?"

" H^'« y°" ' I'll prove to you whether I »

youTtop?'^°"
^°"' ^""^ ^°°^ '^"^"''"'' '^^"' wf'y ''o

"'

What"?"
''" "''"""^""^ something that I'd forgotten."

" Your horrible money."
"Don't you think I knew you'd forgotten? Oh. Man

t come between us-but you won't, will you ? We beloneto each other for I love you and can't do without yo^"
^

__

Then nothmg on earth shall come between us," I said

.lT-Zu°-""'"^y'
''^'' ^°^' '"' •"^«"' =»«" all ? WillyouJimsh the journey of life with me, my Little Pal-my

anJ^' T'^' answered. And at that moment Mollyand Jack came ib ^




