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TO ONE ACROSS THE SEA

What have the long year, brou,,ht me since finl. uilh thU pen forM T»cka.e. I bowed my loin, to quarry ,rom the t,nng rork n/ my world
about me, bread and a home where Love should smUe beside the
heartkplace, and chiefl, tor Love', dear sake, that men should honour
you who, above aU o„ .„.,/, / hold most in ho„ur -a name amon,

'/ the writers o/ books th'it live.'

,
What have the l,mj years brought me ? IVeU. not the things I hoped

Just bread and elothin.j. fire, and a IMe roof-tree . the purchased soil
to make a grave, and a space of leisure, be/ore that grave be needed,lowrue. myself. th,s book for me and for y„u. Uerpe ha, .pread he
.rtdesrent Psyehe-win^js and left me ; Arnb,t,on long ago shed Hers to
becorne a work.n,,,ani. W n.ver ea,ne „ sit m tlie chair beside the

' 'Zt u" T" *'""" **""'"' '" ""'^ I"' '"^*^^ '''^'"- "^d
,. wahngthou^htstospan. Were t/u,se dear eye. to see me as Urn to-day

I

i<oonder whether they „^u,dkno,-...,y for I grow grey, and furrows

i 7^:r T'
""^ " ' ""'' '" '' '• '"* '"^^' ^ "- Ze always.

% *'itl''e long, long years iMvt wrought no change

1 -^. 'el u,kereM tears,..ve dried upon the shores of Time. Knowledgl
;. " ray feiierw men and women, of aU sorts and condition.. a,ul thelHre
;

"/ them. Patience to bear what may yet have to be borne. Couraoe

^
.ruounter wh.t ,nay yet have to be encountered, tortituae to meet

:> the end, where Faith holds up the Cro». Much have U.e long ye^s

»"(, / U^k j^t Ueath. Uod aiding me. to the Eternal L.fe beyond^.

SuLTu Wales,

A/tril aa, 1909.





orange trees whoTe ahnnH ^"^^r""*^ ^"'^ P^^^h ""d
orchfrcb of the farms tuck^ f blossoming dressed the

lap of the veld wXhrill i,r*^>'* *""* ^^^^ « the

homestead
'"^-''''''^'l ^^^ intervened betwVeach

hal^^^S.'^lX'^''^' "^i'
'""'«'' - *he opal

rounded kopSonehkenfntT ^'^l turquoise; the

the young pTgten bush T ^r''
"""'"th^d as yet with

ifire leaping^andSnJ^'wJ^ ^- r
""^ '''^'^ ^«« » ^"Id

end the north-west »^^H hi V 'T ""^^^ "^'«' "way,



2 THE DOP DOCTOR
weanneM. They dumbly wondered why thoy must labour
in the daytime when all night long they had travelled
without rest The glonous sunrise had flamed in crimson
and gold behind the eastern ranges full five hours before.
Ihey were weary to death, and no dorp or farm was yet in
sight. The Cape boys who tramped, each leading a fore-
ox by the green reim bound about the creature's wide horns,
had no energy left even to swear at their beasts
The Boer driver was wearied like the ox-team and thecape boys. His bestial face was drawn, and his eyes were

red-nmmed for lack of sleep. The long whip, with the
fourteen-foot stock and the lash of twenty-three feet had
not smacked for a long time ; the sjambok had not been
used upon the long-suffering wheelers. Huddled up in his
Ul-htting clothes of tan cord, he sat on the waggon-box and
Elept, jus head nodding, his elbows on his knees. He was
dreaming of the bad Cape brandy that had been in the
bottle and would be, with luck, again, when the waggon
reached a tavern or a store.
A Kaffir drove the second waggon. It held stores and

goods m bales, and some trunks and other baggage belong-
ing to the EngUshman, for you would have set down the
tall, thin, high-featured, reddish-bearded, soft-rpeakine
man who owned the waggons as English, even though he
had called himself by a Dutch name. The child of
three years was his. And his had been the dead body of
the woman lying on the waggon-bed, covered with a new

bre^t
'""' * stillborn boy baby lying on her

For this the man who had loved and taken her, andmade her his, had wept such bitter, scalding tears. For
this his dead love, with Love's bUghted bud of fruit upon
her bosom, had given up her world, her friends, her family—
her husband, first and last of all. They had played the
straight game, and gone away openly together, to the
immense scandaJ of Society that is so willing to wink at
things done cleverly under the rose. They were to be
married the instant the injured husband obtained his
decree absolute. Ti 3 State sanctioned the re-marriage
of the divorced if the Churches did not. Their church
should thenceforwards be the State. But there was no
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it gave him pleasure toS of thaf nfr
' '","•?"'* ^'"^

Boon knew that his wife'Xver had ,ffii:
^'''^•. .""

m tlie Army, and he learned lfl>»rl,^ commission

tion fonvaided thZKrat'oldon fi "f "co-a^unica.

although he had choTn to ^gnte IZ^tS'^''"'':
""^^

offered upon the opnosite 8iH« ?? f? A aPPO'ntment

man woj^d merely oorLideif^ H *
?'"""''• "'« "tli"

•opportunity Toufd °o^^ '
llthUe' t"h*"

^^^^^^
trayemng in South Africa, not alone

^" ""''" '^"^

.uL"l?r^t« "agrTndt dal ["'T''
''^'" '"^^ -'

the waggon^bed vXe stl;°dlj wurier7 ^.^ ''''''''''

the only thing left to him thtt had tl^ de^' i^^'^f'''^'
'^^

flulV^ehfek'S th:ltlet':
'"' «^^^" ^^''P' '^-^ -'*

yellow cuds W thin the Ltfe;?*^ "^"F''*^
"'"' '^^^

with the anguish of a li^etimtlor Wj"" h^^^^^^^^^^ P-.''f

Sr^thrunX-t^ Xr^£t^-H

-

S:cSt^-h:±^is^^
smasher of felt, and the silkvrlidfs?, t . '""f

^°'°°^»J

wide, ragged streaks ofZlw^^t"!:" ^"'^ ^"^ '" ''

who hadliven up aS fofW™ .?. ^"f ZT^F'^'"^ '^^ "•<>«'''•

oneanothtd^ui^^nglot^ierfS^S'^a'"^'^"'^^

vilfarS^omrslK^^fZT r^ ^T ^^ --

ofEnglishma^^n^Sttafwt:^^^^^^^^
clothing had the unmStakable cut of RnnH #. '

f"'"'*'""
face recognised under the grev fdt or ^h \^^"t^'

'"""^

would spur them to the <leSTlZin^t^l^rr^'Ihen the valises would be renackerl flf
"^'""-

•^a^tily inspanned. and their orer;i^".S„^;„«
1—2



* THE nop DOCTOR
that nerer-ending Journey in search of somethinB that thewoman was to be the first to find

""'"ng tnat the

At last, when the sun was high and the worn-out beast.

a few miles away beyond a kloof edged with a few poplar-hke trees and the kameelthom. A square one^torev

siJdfvik.^h«Vfr''T« P"'"*"'" ^""^ '«'"«'' *« f'ont,

nTH^^,
*''°* ^^^ P^^ ''^ the Free State HotelBehmd It were an orchard and some fields under rude

ra'trirar " '^"''^^' °' - '""" ^ ^^^ northVe^

t

sen^t'tht\?''f T ^T '^""^ •'''"«''" f""y "'^"ke, and
hnl , r^ ''"'' "'"''''"8 over the thin, sweat-drenched

tl^ yoke iTf^""'""-
''""'^ '"'^""^'^ "'*•* desperatrn attlie yoke, and the waggon rumbled on.

Xhe Englishman, hidden mth his sorrow under thecanvas waggon-tilt, ro.,sed himself at the deratedmotion. He rase, and, holding the sleeping chilSno^e
to the taciturn dnver, who shook his head. How did heSmoots Beste, know whether a minister of the Ch.^ch ofEngland, or even a Dutch predikant, was to be fo" nd atthe place neyond ? All he hoped for ^as that h^ wou"d ^able to buy there tobacco and brandy cheap and sle«drunken, to wake and drink again

^

birdsV.Tr«H'^*^>r "1 '^ ''""'' "^ "•«' kloof. Little

em»™M ^^ ''"""'"' P'u'nage. blue and crimson and
M I /;f''"j

'""^ " ^"^ks from the bush and grasses that

flY *^u"^''
°^ ""^ "^'-b

:
'he hollows wei fulTof the

iTtlrvii 'rr '"' ';.'*',^ "'^^^ "^-^ p^p'- flow! L u
after thlfir"'"" ? '"'*' '*™'""' t'"*' ^""W be a rive;after the first rams, wimpled over sandstone boulders thebarbe rose at flies. There wa. a drift lower down. It ^^asall the goaded, worn-out oxen could do to stay the hugecreaking >vaggons down the steep bank, and drag^them ovf

r

the nver-bed of sand and bouldei^, through thVSdted
to teste^ and toil with them up the farther side.ihe Englishman was not cruel. He was usually humaneand merciful to man and beaat, but just now he wasdeaf
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barrier' hli":tj!:^aVo'''r1 ""*' '"^ "-^-J "'«

They had fi^fmett theCk'^ol MaT
"' "^'""'1""^-

church parade. Thev sat nn^. f*^
'""nung, after a

chairs ^Wule Society! «2doU8 ^,f
?."''''' °' e"><^n.painted

paper-roporter, parfdedTa^t thnm in
^'''-P'"'^"' '"'««•

as that ^the'gVcJo„^^',^^°^;° «•'"•»»««<" gorgeous

treo-fern or rose in frighteldcouds an,
>"''"'' *""""« ">«

by. And they disou^d "togothc^ .?•. T/'T""' "'^''^

fan.... eo^ed/J-tr?:S^^^^^^^^^ ^"« -»-

with sweeping white pluTes h' l"'
'"'^ \«''^''"<'' ''«*

autunm leaves, or a'..uirS back in'^
"''' '.'"' ""'''"^ "^

had grey eyes and pSt i"!!''??''''"''' ""'^ "''«'

shells, and a delicate ioftrv Vint If '''«'"'^«' ea™ liko

metics. She thought' it i^^ "^ !^ ^"""u
""'"'''"'•'' ''^ «"«-

up again after Sslowh ''""''' """ °°« "^"'^''d

with all the nice Znie of nn^"'\\^''«"'' SomewJ.er,.,

that Agnosticism a^d all H,»f f 'i^'/^'"' °"<'- «« ""'d

P«>sbyterian Highlander of tt R> T';',?'^-
^''"' '^e

'' Koyal Irish "CaMe^Llt'fn'' ^^,'""'' """^ *''"

And she said yes sheknet^„f\" V"' '''" ''"«» 'hat.

her own, thafwet so g e'v a^H
"^^

r"*"?.'""^ ''^^^ ^^''''

little gloved hand that hL^^ ''^'' "'"^ f"™^'^- 'ho
Church Service^L in her an rT^ "'^'^ gold-bound
little white, delicate ha^dT?' "t ^""^'^ *" '''''e that
later the heart that tTwbbed^n 7 ^" ^'°^ ''' ''"'' » ""'«

S beautiful body out of u^ioi. t

.

''."J?''"'
''"'l 'he frail,

;
*e had gone^wUh a brief - """^'"n^ 'hat had been

;
shuddering sigh ^"^P'^S "'™g«'« Md a long

4goSd':ithr'a™tr ^'^" °' ""' ^'^''^y - 'he

-"^An.d^thrt^---i^'--ofthe
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• THE DOP DOCTOR
v<K.r.Iooper« and the Boer and Kaffir driven, the «in „»

c^rarterv^u^h » T^ '''"P*"'^ '" ""'"'' "hurohyard, orcemetery, «,th a clergyman to road the Service for the

h«^»ff;^'*K''"J''lt«'"™
"''"""'' him the sprawling hotel-siBn

He'' watched 'k''.r'"°"«''*'r '". ""^ '""^"ly veld tavern.no watched jt grmving into ug y, sordid shane n H,„

hnilHin™ I,,
"'^ '"•"''' "™hle of corrugated-iron

^-s-r^.^r^;:£e!!ti:?'i;^-
SeVd^feU^ir '-' '—

^
'"«-^' h'

iaJem "S"' ''"" ''""^'^ ""'' outspanned befon, the

who ™idlt lelX"r"'
'" *° «"* '^""''' ""'^ Bough, the man

nJ^l ^ ' r.^
'hewomentoscrvethom.cameforth He

h ™T\?r ^'T" ""' '"' "" Afrikander YouL inh m a whiskered, dark-complexioned, good-lookZ man
•nsorent or'erin'"'

'"°''-«.°'d-. who^e 'regard vvl/eiZ
Zi was aT /Ji?«,'

'^""'^"S to circumstances, and whose

v|f5rthrLS4t=it;x^^^
^:^cin^haS-a„:L|--
Mhoffl <-""''' .'"""' '"K"- I'id he want every

r?eeted him with H
"**

"T'''''
'"''^ '^''P*'^ °^ g^"«. ""d

much andTh. Pn r k !i™P'« °«nner that conceaJed so

"raised a swo^^^^Vk "' ^'^^^ ^'' '^^^ '"*"'^' «« 'houghraised a suord, and began to talk. Presently Bouih
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THE DOP DOCTOR 7
called romeone, and a smart, lOattemly young «,.mancame out and carried the child, who lean^ away from hermuRed face, resisting, into the house
The English traveller would take no ruft«shmont. He

a grave, and a mimster or priest to rea'^ the Burial ServiceHe would pay all that was asked. .3 learned thatTh«
ne««,st village-town might be reachea in thZ dajs't ekacross the veld, and that the landlord did not know whether
It had a pastor or not.
Three days' trek! He waved the tu-inkling-eyod, curiouslandlord back, and went up into the foremost waggon•Irawng the canvas close. He faced the truth in there fnd^•ahzed with a throe of mortal anguish that the burial musthe «oon-very soon. To prison what remained of her in aha«tdy knooked-together coffin, and drag it over the v°dlookmg for some plot of consecrated earth to put it in wa^

<le»ecrat.on, horror. He would bury her, and fetch th^mimster or clergyman or priest to read pravers Later if

rhrtia^n'^h"" ^ "L*"
"•" ^P°' «'«'"''' 'be c:ierated fo

Christian bunal. He came forth from the waecon and
held parley with the landlord of the tavern Thefe"vra
vvire-fenced patch of sandy red earth a hundred yards fromthe house a patch wherein the white woman who w^^stress at the tavern had tried to grow a few commo^English flower-seeds out of a gaily-covered packet Mt by

tir^ Tr7''°,^'^.P'^'^ *'"'* ""^y- She had grown

ome of th" *T^i'
of catering and tending them, so thatsome of them had withered, and the lean fowls h;d Hownover the fence and scratched the rest up

That patch of sandy earth brought a handsome pricepa d down in good English sovemgns-the coinage that iswelcome m every corner of the earth, save among theC ""^rt"^
'^' ^'^""^» Archipelago, whe^*S

- grdsTr'so^^r
"^ """ "''""^'^ *'"'- - -»>-««

inJi'L^"*'""'™? ^t "^"^in^^s-like. He fetched pen and
fu ?*Pf' °"* °^ *•>*' jealously closed-up waggon drewup the deed of sale, and had it witnessed by The bZdriver and the white woman at the hotel

He had made up his mind. He would bury her, since it
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« THE DOP DOCTOn
mU8t be, and thon fetch the olervymun. Knowing him
..n the «,«!, or notumii^ to the fu .Lent orhrZ.^^

ho« t i^ '^r
'"^

T*'"*-
"" "'^•P«'«' « her deaf el™

He Bttore—not dreaming how goon he shouJd keen nn!^

h.°r *"//"?• ""t
«"'"*' """"• o't'". with W. ohM^„d

driveral;d'the''B,J!r'.''
""""""'• "!"* **"' '"' '^e Kaffir

grJyl ^ ''"°"'' ""•'' '^'"^ »'im, dig her

«n!':Li;rrhrL"^. ratditeraiT' '^'?«

the kraal« with t..„ Cape b..;: ^AiuZit^Z^at the rowdy landlord and the h,afin^ n.en «b.,ut t o

ow'n"!:;; "u
"""^ "P ,'"" ™°''- ^° ha^d "otU than !

So all through the remainder of the long day, streamin.,and drenched with perspiration, which the cold \dnddri"d
T."^"iJ'rr«''^»*''«'''^'''°'herwitr8p^:r„dSIt should bo deep, because of the wild-cat aSd the huCvKftftr dogs. It sliould be wide, to leave room for him The

It. What did that matter ? AH the day through and i^through the mght of wind-driven mists and fm^m-ihlho wrought hke a giant possessed, wlulst his cMd lilled«it,. the condensed milk and water, in which biscdtsTd
bcensopped,laysleepinginthetave^upona1ittrironS

Ho had had the waggon brought close up to the wijed

tt mto^ ^ '*" '^^^^ ^°'^«'' '"' ''^P'" watch uSIt Did claws scrape the wide wheels or scurrying kitpatter across the shadows, he left off work until U^vo™cious creatures of the night were driven away

yellow
^ W.° ""if

' *"'' *•'" "^^ ^'"'wed a lake of

aTaZ^ ;h
• M ."u**"^

«'"''* ^°"*'» AW"^'" «•"> rose and

melted ruhirn'^'H''
'^'^.^"^^ «q"id ambers and flalfngmelted rubies, the deep, wide grave at last was done.Ho climbed out of it by the waggon ladder, struggling.nder the weight of the last great bLketful of stonefId
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.«ttn(l.v oHrtli. Hr d.iiii,N.J tlwit dow n hy th.- graviwdi., and
w.int .0 tl.(! WBKKon and reniuiwl ,U| ntain* .,f toil, and
(lH>n Wit alxnit making tin. Ia«t t»il«tl.« o{ tl.o Imautifuluoman «1,.. had ho l„vwl that overytMnK that touched lior
»li<iuld be pure, and dainty, and »w,et.
H« had dreB8od her silken, plentiful, «<,uirrel-brown hairmany timcw, for the sheer love of itg lovelineia. Withulmt care he now co.nbed and brii»hod and arrang.^ the

|...rf|m.ed lookn
! He laid reverent kiHscH on the Hoal.xl

ey.'lids that hi8 own hands had .•lo«,«l for ever ; he whis-
|HT«1 wordH of passionate love, vows of undyinif Bratitude
»n< remembrance, in the ^hell-like earn. He bathed
» i.h fresh water and reolad in fragrant linen the exquisite
,"",; VI^P "*'""'' f*'"' discolourinB patches already
li.raW.Hl the movitable end. When he had done he
Mva(h<<l her in a sheet, and fetched a bolt of new white
(anvua from the »t^>re-wagg<m, and lined the grave with

And then 1..; placc^d a narrow mattress in it, and freshly
.overed piUows, and brought her from the waggon, and to
tlie grave and carried her down the light wooden ladder
and aul her in hor last cartnly home, with a kiss ft a the
ips that had never been hor husband's It was so cruel
to think of that. It was so hard to cover up the cold
sweet fa™ again, but he did it, and lapped the sheet ove^
her anH. brought the canvas down. Kemainod now to fUlm li.r grave and fet«h the man whose mouth should speak
over It the words that are of Ck>d.

J
But first—fiii in the grave.

I The cold sweat drenched him at the thought of heaping
'

,t i"'*', *i'T
°' ^*^'' ""^ ^'o"" «bove her, crushingnth a frightful weight of inert, matter the bodily beauty

thiit he adored. He felt as though her soul hovered about
iMin waUmg to him not to be so cruel, tugging at his aar-

^
i.i.'nt. With imploring, impalpable hands.

I
ilie thing must be done, though, before the sordid lifefstimd agam under the roof of the tavern, before the vulgar

i«ni'"' \
'^"" ^'^^y- P'y^K eyes, should bo there to

5 snijigo: and spy.

L.a,";:.j"ft'^f
"
^"'l

!"^'"'* ^"*'' ''°« «''''^'''»y ^d, andf*r„,a it dL-wii and laid it on her by handfuls. What
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K
*;

OiJy this
"''**' ^"""^ "P' """"'""^ Over and over,

" Ashes to ashes, dust to dust . .
."

Soon the white swathed-up form was hidden with thesandy gravel That was a terrible pang. It Jrenehcdthe hrst groan from him, but he worked on
"''^'"""^

^tntT
""•* "."'<' ?^ ^^^ '""fly gravel, but for precaution the

h« n r*" ' t^^'-
^'"'"''^ ^^^ ^'^^»«i«»« creatures o?the n ght come, they must find the treasure in impregnablesecunty. That thought helped him to lay in ^thrfirsand the second and then greater and greater stones. Hewa spent and breathless, but still he laboured. Hetottered, and at tmies the tavern and the veld, and the

rS'-°".i*' r'**'"'
«''*-*°PP'«l distant mountains that

daZ '" ^r*?""^""- ^"'""g round him in a wild, maddance. Then the warm salt taste of blood was in hismouth and he gasped and panted, but he never rested
until the grave h as filled in.

«fI»T ^!,
''""*

"I
"""" '* ''" "'''''"g <=''™ »f the iron-stone boulders, made a rude temporary cross out of a sparewaggon-pole, workmg quite methodically with saw andhammer and nails, and set it up, under the curious eyes he

dou^ rm^^'^I'^f^ '* ^^* ""-^ '"'' Then he taeltdown stiffly, and made, with rusty, long unpractised fingers
the sacred sign upon his face and brea.st. He heard her
still, asking him in that nearly extinguished voice of hersCO pray for her. '

* * » » »
Dicky ! . .

."

Ah
!
the tragedy of the foolish little nickname, falteredby stiffening lips upon the bed of death '

thev^^^'^p™' r"^ -^"'u^" T'^^'
"^ ^"^ P«°Pl«' don'tthey

? Pray for mine by-and-by. It will comfort me toknow you are praying, darling, even if God is too angrvwith us to hear !" ""«•."

He held her to his bursting heart, groaningn He is angry, it cannot be with you. The sin wasmme-all mine. He must know !"

I' ?r pf''
"'"; ""-akened from a troubled sleep to murmur •

nhlt 1; J '^''"""'^ °^ Bridget-Mary. She was allm black, but^there was white linen about her face and neck

H' [
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Md it waa dabbled dreadfully with blood." The weak
-light body shuddered in his embrace. "She said our
wickedness had brought her death, but that she would
plead for us in Heaven."

" She is not dead, my beloved ; I heard of her before
we left Cape Colony. She has taken the veil. She is well
and wiU be happy in her religion, as those good women
always are."

" I was not one of those good women, Richard "

He strained her to him in silence. She panted presently :

" You might have been happy—with her—if I had
never come between you !"

He found some words to tell her that these things were
iiioant to be. From the boginnins . .

" Was it meant that I should die on these wild, wide,
desolate plains, and leave you, Richard ?"

He cried out frantically that he would die too and
follow her. Her dying whisper fluttered at his lips

:

'

" You cannot ! Think !—the child !"

He had forgotten the child, and now, with a great
stabbmg pang, remembered it. She asked for it, and he
brought it, and slie tried to .,ss it ; and even in that Death
foiled her, and her head feU back and her eyes rolled up
and she died.

He remembered all this as he tried to say the prayer
without which she could not have borne to have him
leave her.

The curious, mocking faces crowded at the tavern door
to .see him praying -a strange, haggard scarecrow kneeling
there m the face of day.
But he was not the kind of scarecrow they would have

dared to jeer at openly. Too rich, with all that money in
the va ise m the locked-up waggon-chest ; too strong, with
that sharp hunting-knife, the Winchester repeating-rifle
and the revolver he carried at his hip.

" Our Father Who art in Heaven. ..."
He knew, the man who repeated the words, that there

was no One beyond the burning blue vault of ether Who
heard ... and yet, for her sake, supposing, after all
some great Unseen Ear listened, «as listening even
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_/% W%U he done on earth as it ia in Heaven "

tha^Lnt^ojetd'^^'^.r"*- «~«'*»''^' Will

«tone%^de^^' ' *''" '^ •*^'> '«'' *he great iron-

"* e«Ve JM this day our daily bread

deatlAadVruTt her"
'"'' '''"" ^""^ °"*™«« "^

"; ^'orytre tts OMr Irespaases. .
"

the%^"b:^'r7har£^otV'th^' '"^''7 f"-adultery, forgive her,pi her f If ^« "T*"". '"^l"
^

those eternal fires tl,PvT» . V • •
" '""' ""''* ^'^^e in

Thou WhTdidst B t/fhT "* •"
^"Z*'""

'"' '' ^^ ""in" ••

srr.-sj SHf-'"s^"^"^
woman lifting uDThv«'^fK?^ t.

'''"'' ^"^ *° *'»« °ther

" Neither do I condemn thee. "
And do ivith me what Thou\iilt

'



THK nop noCTOR 13

I
"

I
They went to him, and took up and carried him into the

J
tavern and laid him down upon a frowzy bod in the room

j where the child lay upon the iron-framed cot.

i f»™ It^^""! ^?l°.« '" *'"' ''""^'' «'"*«•>«« "f rheumaticm fever They tended him m a rude way. A valise and an

I iron-bound leather lad-'s trunk had been brought from
^ the waggon by his orders, and set in the room where he wasm

•.

sight. These contained her clothes and jewels, and
ffu^ *•""" J^a'ou^'y oven in delirium. About his

wasted body was buckled a heavy money-belt. Bough
could feel that when he helped the woman of the tavern to lift
the patient. He winked to her pleasantly across the bed

Thn Pn l?r 7*' "°* "P« y«t- They must wait awhile.
Uic English traveller was not always delirious. There
^ere intervals of consciousness, and though he seemed at

,
deaths door, who knew? That strong purpose of hismight even yet lift him from the soiled and comfortless bedand send h.m on the trek again. Meanwhile the oxen wer^
hired out to work for a farmer fifty miles away. That was

woll '""'^f^
'^^"^ *° ^'^^^ ^""^ e^^ ^t'^th for more

Kaffir and the Boer dnver, and the cost of nursing and sickman's diet, and the care of the chUd. A heai, bill of

Swrnr^Tlf°? I'P "8"'"^' *^^ ^"g''«'' t'^'veller.

Bough's
contained would honestly be

There was no doctor and no medicine save the few drugsthe sick man had carried, as aU travellers do. The mifkfor which he asked for himself and the chad, which was

r/?of 'hT «'TT """'-kr-^l^ for a tikkie a pfnt

kenf h
"^^^ ^28'* "'^^'Sed at the price of champa^e

fmm rn ^-^^fl!*'^
" ^SS« he sickened at and fumed

* .rr^n n
• ""^'"^;- ^^^ "" ^'^ greasy and salt, the others

V of appalhng mustmess. He would regularly Jwallow the
»
tab Olds of quinine or lithia, a>id fall back on theTiard

': coarse piUow, exhausted by the mere effort of unscreS

y ttmg stronger. Sometimes he really was so, and then the
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A

m

anguish of his [L Zl r "''* ^""8 ^"""^ ^ "»«

that accuied hmof bei„?f.t T^.
'^"'' *"^*"™e voice

dead. Then he would .L^f T ".'"f """P*^* «'*^'» ^^<>

in the amfof thTHoteln ''"f
*'"' ".^'''^ '*^''y- ''°™''

fresh air upon the vddtd lefT^'^^''^
*" '?"''*''« '^'^

ooming dissolution
*"''• '''"•k-hned sweat of

the problem
! He imd h« n fn • ! .

"" ^""^ '°'""°" "^

The child ! . . .

curled one unon th« H ''^ '^
'

""^ ''^''^'^'' ^e^''^
should never Cn. '• ^"'^ '^"™''" t^d^^^ that

her daughter
,"''S ,"? T

"'^-'•\'^-- «- child.e er
.

. . . Born of her body, sharing her nature
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I
and her sex, soon to be orphaned For he who could not

I
even lift himself from bed, and drag liis body across the

I
tloor to cover that lovely babyish arm, would soon bo no

? bftter protector than the restless ghost that tugged at his
>; lieart with its unseen hands. Ho knew now why it could
" not rest.

]
What would become of the chUd ? Another fiery

scourge, wielded by the Hand Unseen, bit deep into lus
shrinking conscience, into his writhing soul His own act
had brought tliis about. Bo a cur, and accuse Destiny
blame Fate lay the onus upon God, as so many defaultere
(lo-he could not. He lay looking his deed in the foul face
until the dawn crept up the sky, and leammg how it may
be that the sins of their fathers are visited on the chUdren
He called for ink and paper as soon as the house was

awake, and with infinite labour and many pauses to recover
spent strength and breath, for he was greedy of life now
fi)r the reason that we know—he wrote a letter home U,
l<>iigland, to a relative who was the head of his family and
bore a great historic title-so great that those who spelled
It out upon the envelope were half afraid to sUp the heated
kuife under the crested seal. But Bough did it, and opened
and read.

"i-ouou,

It was not going to be the soft snap he had thought, but
It ^^ould be good enough. Wires might be pulled from
JJoivnmg Street that would set the Government at Cape

,
I o«n working to trace the taU thin Englishman who had

[
travelled up with two waggons from Cape Colony in the

t company of a ehUd and the woman now dead, and for
uliose sake he had given up those almighty swell con-

,

motions. What a fooI-wUat a thundering, juicy, damned
too the man had been

! v/hose gaunt eyes were even now
[
making out the landfaU of Kingdom Come through the
Kitthering mists of death.
The letter worried Bough, '^o have the English Govem-

I

mint smeUmg at your heels it ao joke, thought he. Any
f
moment the mastiff may grip, and then, if you happen
to ic an ex-conviet and deserter from their Colonial Police
an-i .supposing you have one or two other little things
against you

. . the most honest of speculators being occa-
[
sionally compelled to dirty his hands, if only to tone down
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those immaculato extremities to something approachine

nsky but profitable busmess of gun-runninR from theI^-nghsh ports through to the Transvaal;

of mnn^L^*° "Jf"
^°"^^ """^ *•'« associates vast suppliesof munitions and engines of war were wormed through.

.^ ojrr °''.?"°'- '? ""«f"^'y numbered parts came

ra.n^-""., "i?'?.™"""^
implements," the big guns

he shel"!
*''" '""]"'' oflocomotives, the empty fasfs o

i-n straw fill^'^' T^ "T!^'
"•'"' P"'^"^ '" P.ano'-cases, orn straw-filled orates as " hardware "

; the black powderMd
^heZh

"""^
*^^

'y'''"*^ """^ '» ~™'» wooderAmerican
cheese-boxes, ,j,th a special mark ; and the Mauser cart

hanTnrr.T'fr''.'"
'^' ^^^ p™««'^«'' ™«»t- how

men Td J. ^T.''T"''i T*''
""'^ ^""8^ and his merrymen^ and Oom Paul and his burghers of the Volksraad

t»^»"\^*^
Majesty's Government, boun " about with red-

BritiU'^r'''^ \^^''^. A^Bistant-CommissionersIfBntsh Cobmes, and deceived by traitorous English
officials, were blind and deaf to the huge traffic in arms and

Z^ °r;.
^''*

'^t
'^"'^ ^^^^^ no warning" To the^^'^end they were shouted in deaf ears

What of that letter sent from the Resident Commis-

ISM Htt^ T^ "^ ^"^''"^ Baraland, September 4,1899, little more than a month before the war broke out

ItVCyvlT'"
""'^^ ^"'^^ --J ''-<^°'°-- U-dtg

The Boers were in laager over the Border. A desnerateappeal for help had been made to the Powers th^t werfandthe reply received to the now historic telegram, through the

Hstory
^'"'^'^''"'"•' ^'^ ^l"''"^ become a natter of

" AH that Tas possible " was being done by the Imperial

I'^^aT':
"" ^^''«"«'«'y assured the inquirer tZafeguard the hves and property of the inhabitants of the Gold-Re* Town in the event of an attack by a hostile force

,n«^ri u"
.°"'"'^^y/"»'"n«°t of the place wa« about to bematerially increased.
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'^f /"'
"!S i" '^^ ''"'" '•'""'"• t""" "P<"> "llioh 80

rspatctr ""' " ""«''' """^''™ 8"" '"''' »'«-''

lull, set .n the middle of a basin, proved to the Boer General

urs ing of the first shell over Uueldersdorp three sides of
the beleaguered town were so many open doors for theenemy. Only upon the threshold of each door stood Fearand guarded and held the citadel.

Ill

;

That hard taskmaster, Satan, is sometimes uonderfully
indulgent to those who serve liim well. While Bough thekeeper of the tavern, was yet turning about the open ikterm his thick, short, hairy hands, weighing the%hancLattcndmg the sending of it against the chances of keepC
.

back the woman who served as mistress of the placf
tliiHst her coarsely-waved head of yellow bleached hairana rouge-ruddled face in at the room door, and caUed to

" Boss, the sick toil is doing a croak. Giving up theShost for all he s worth-he is. Better come a^ take alook for yourself if you don't believe me "

Bough swore with relief and surprise, delayed only to lookaway the letter, and went to take a look. It wlTaThl

St."
"'"'^" °^ '""'' '"' '^ """ "'^° "^""^ ^^ to

Richard MUdaro-for Bough knew now what had beenthe name of the Englishman : Captain the Hon. R^cSMildare, late of the Grey Hussars-wa. de^d. Ko ha"d

Sh™Cr%''^ '^' lust of gold had helped him to hfsdeath. Sudden failure of the heart is common in aggra-vated cases of rheumatic fever, and with one suffocXg
truggle, one brief final pang, he had gone to join her heloved. But his dead face did not look at rest. There wa^.me reflection in it of the terror that had come uS Wm

:

W the watches of that last night
^
'i
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Bougli stayed some time alone in the room of death.

When lie came out he was oxtremoly affable and gentle.
The woman, who knew him, chuckled to herself when he
met the Kaffir serving-maid bringing back the child from
an airing in the sun, and told her to take it to the mistress.
Then he went into the bar-room to speak tj the English-
man's Boer driver.

Ivoaning easily upon the zinc-covered counter he spoke
to the man in the Taal, with which he was perfectly
familiar

:

" Your Baas has gone in, as my wife and I expected."
.Smoots Beste growled in his throat :

" He was no Baas of mine, the verdoomte rooinek ! I
dro , e for him for pay, that is all. There is wage owing me
still, for the matter of that—and where am I to get it now
that the heathen has gone to the burning ?"

Smoots, who was all of a heathen himself, and regularly
got drunk, not only on week days, bi * on Sabbaths, felt
virtuously certain that the Englishman had gone to Hell.
Bough smiled and poured out a four-finger swig of bad

Cape brandy, and pushed it across the counter
" You shall get the money, every tikkie. Only lis'ien

to me."
Smoots Besto tossed off the fiery liquid, and retupjed in

a tone less surly :

" I am listening. Baas."
Said Bough, speaking with the thickish lisp and slurring

of tho consonants that distinguished his utterance
when he sought to appear more simple and candid than
usual

:

" This dead toff, with his flash waggon and fine team, and
^Vinohester repeating-rifles, had very little money. He has
died in my debt for the room and the nursing, and the
good nourishment, for which I trusted him all these three
weeks, and I am a poor man. The dollars I have paid you
and the Kaffir and the Cape boys on his account came out
of my o\vn pocket. Rotten soft have I behaved over him,
that's the Gtod's truth, and when I shall get back my own
there's no knowing. But, of course, I shall act square."
The Boor's thick lips parted in a grin, showing his dirty,

greenish-yellow teeth. He scratched his shaggy head, and
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iTuOT
•"" '""*"'' '"''™"*'^ *" inoautiousno38 by the potent

" The waggons, and the oxen, and the guns and ainmu-
nitmn, and the stores in the second waggon are worth
good money. And the woman that is dead had fowels-I
have «««n th«m on hcr-diamonds and rubies in rings and
bracelets fit for the vrouw of King Soloi-K-n himself The
Englishman d.d not bury them with her under that
verdoemte kopje that he ".uUt with his two hands and
they are not m the boxes in the living-waggon "

f„ll ,??(.*'?
""* •1"'''^ ^°"8''' '"'^'^K '•"> B°«' driver

fuU m the face with a pleasant smile. " Are they not '"
bmoots Beste's piggish eyes twinkled round the 'bar-

room, looked up at the ceiling, down at the floor, anywhere

d"„e."''^' "^ ''•"' """^ '""^ - " "-h more

" What do you want me to do ?"

Bough leaned over the counter, and said confidentiaUy
Just this, friend. I want you to inspan, and take one

of the waggons up to Gueldersdorp, with a letter from me
to the Civil Conmissioner. I will tell him how the man
18 dead, Mid ho wiU send doivn a magistrate's clerk to put a
seal on the boxes and cases, and then he wUl go through
the letters and papers in the pocket-book, and write tothe people of the dead man over in England, supposing hehas any, for I have heard him teU my wife there was nota living soul of his name now, except the child "

," ?fu "1?** ^°°^ *"" "^ ^^ do you and me, Baas '"
lisked the Be- r subserviently.
Bough spread his hands and shrugged his shoulders.
Why, when the magistrates and lawyers have huntedup the man's famUy, there wiU be an order to seS thewaggons and oxen and other property to pay the expenses

of his burying, and the child's keep here and passage fromUpe lown, If she is to be sent to England . . . and what isle t over see you, after the law expenses have been paid
will go to tne settlement of our just claims. Thev wirutt'dolaTI'^

'^''' '"' ''''^^-' «''"-• «- -.

dedkVnW
^°"«'''' 7°'^^. ''"" *"" °* ^""h "^ the fair

aealmgofthelawyers and magistrates, his toneimplieddoubt.

a—

2
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^

'll!

" Boer lawyers are bIIiu roguui at bent, and EnKolgch
lawyerH are duyvols oh well bh rogues," said SiuootH lieste,

with a dull Hash uf originality.

Bough nodded, and pushed another glass of liquor across
the bar.

" And that's true enough. I've a score to settle with
one or two of 'cm. By gum 1 I call myself lucky to be in
this with a square man like you. There's the waggon,
brand-new—you know what it cost at Capo To\vn—and the
team, I trust you to take up to Uuoldoradorp, and who's to
hinder a man who hasn't the fear of the Lord in him from
heading north-east instead of north-west, selling the
waggon and the beasts at Kreilstad or Schoenbroon, and
living on a snug farm of your own for the rest of your
life under anotlier man's name, where the English magis-
trates and the police will never find you, though their

noses were keener than the wild dogs ?"

" Alamachtig !" gasped Smoots Besto, rendered breath-
less by the alluring, tempting prospect. Surely the devil

spoke with the voice of the tavern-keeper Bough, when, in

human form, he tempted children of men. Sweat glistened
on Smoots' flabby features, his thick hands trembled, and
his bowels wore as water. But his purpose was solidifying

in his brain as he said innocently, looking over Bough's left

shoulder at the wooden partition that divided o£F the bar
from the landlord's dwelling-room :

" Aye, I am no dirty soholm that cannot be trusted.

Therefore would it not bo better if I took both teams and
waggons, and all the rooinek's goods with me up to

Gueldersdurp, and handed it over to the Engelsch landrost
there «"

The fish was hooked. Bough said, steadily avoiding
those twirling eyes

:

" A good notion, but the lawyer chaps at Gueldersdorp
will want to look at the Englishman's dead body to be abli;

to satisfy his people that he did not die of a gunshot, or of

a knife-thrust ; we must bury him, of course, but not too
deep for them to dig him up again. And they will want
to ferret in all the corners of the room where he died, and
make sure that his bags and boxes have not been tampered
with—and then there is the child. In a way "—he spoke
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slowly and apol,>«,.tirally^" the kid and the ko,k1m ammy Becunty for getting my own bark again-if ever I do.
So you wUi m»pan one of the waggons-tho b<«t if vou like,
with a team of six boasts, and you will trok up to Ouelden.-
(lorp-you will travel light enough with only the gnib you
jvil need and the Cape boy«, ami you willhan.l over the
l.tter to the Resident Magistrate, and bring baek the man
who will aet as his deputy."
But at this point Smoo'ts Beste set down his splav foot.

He would undertake to deliver the letter, but he objceted
to the company of the coloured voor-loopors or the Kaffir
driver. He was firm upon that and. finding his most
honeyed persuasions of no avail, Bough said no more. He
would pay off the niggers and dismiss them, or g^t rid of
them without paying ; there were ways and moans He
sent up eountry, and the team came down, nix thin over-
worked creatures, with new scars upon their slack and
Irnggy hidefl and hollow flanks, and ribs that showe.!
painfully Smoots Beste wa, about to gnimblo, but he
changed his mmd. and took the letter, buttoning it up in
the flapped pocket of his tan-cord Jacket, and the long whip
cracked like a revolver as the lash hissed out over the backs
of the wincing oxen, and the white tilt rocketl over the
veld, heading to the nor'-wost.
"When will the Dutchy bo back, boss?" asked thewoman, with a knowing look.
iiough played the game up to her. He answer^l miite

sciiously
: In three weeks' time."

JlZJl "-'"''Y
"•;*• '!",°'''"8 " "«"'• '"" hat tilted at.m angle that spoke of sati-sfaetion. His walk led hin, past

pl„r^ ?T ."^ '"'»«'""° boulders in the middle ofteandy patch of ground enclosed ^vith zinc wire-netting.At the foot of the caim was a new grave

had V ,«cd once, promised and planned, but couched below

lit/, •,"'1 i?^'
'"' '°"^ f*'*hful hound that could not

ead L'ri" » •'

'"""'^ "^ '^' -"^^hipped hand, Tor theiiiaii to rise again.

la-J^mJ!
that Mure is the inevitable fate of some mo„

S. ZfL ^«^P"*« h>-i"i«nt prospects, positions thatmm assured, commanding talents nobly used, splendid
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opportunititw that are inulti|ili<'<l ai* thuiinh in miwkery,
the result in Nothinji from firat to last ; while the bad
flourish and the cvU prosper, and the vorld honourH the
stealer of the fruit of the brains that have been scattered in
frenzied despair, or have become so worn out from the
constant effort of creation that the worker has sank into
ho{)eless apathy and died.

Bough was not one of those men whose plans come to
nothing. He had prospiirod as a rogue of old in England,
really his native country, though he called himself an
Afrikander. Reared in the gutters of the Irish quarter of
Liverpool, he had early learned to pilfer for a living, had
prospered in prison as sharp young gaol-birds may prosper,
and returned to it again and again, until, having served out
part of a sentence for burglary and obtainid his ticket-of-
leave, he had shifted his convict's skin, and made his way
out to Capo Colony under a false name nrd ''. -vracter He
had made a mistake, it was true, enlisting as a troo|)er of
Colonial Police, but the step had been forced upon him by
circumstances. Then he had deserted, and had since been
successful as a white-slave dealer at Port Elizabeth, and
as a gold-miner in the Transvaal, and he had done better
and better still at that ticklish trade of gun-running for Oom
Paul. Though, get caught -only once get caught—and
the Imperial Government authorities, under whos- noses
you had been playing the game with impunity for years,
made it as hot as Hell for you. Bough, however, did not
moan ever to get caught. There was always another
man, a semi-innocent dupe, who would apjMsar to have
been responsible for everything, and who woiJd get
pinched.

Such a dupe now trudged at the head of the meagre
three-span ox-team. When, after a hard day's toil, ho at
length outspanned, the waggon-pole still faithfully pointed
to the north-west. But before it was yet day the waggon
began to move again, and it was to the" north-east that the
waggon-polo pointed thenoeforwards, and the letter Bougli
had given Smoots Beste for the Chief Resident Magistrate
at Gueldersdorp was saved from the kindling of the camp-
fire by a mere accident.

The cat's-paw could not read, or the illegible, moaniiicrlcs-^
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ink Bcrawl upon tlin H|,«,t within tho bol(llvnddm«wd
^nvolope would havo aro,,H«l hin H,wpi,„on« »t'th« out«ot.
So weU had Bough, that ox,«.rt in human frailty, under-
stood his .ubjoot, that the letter «a« a boRus letter, a fraud
not elaborate-a mere stage property, nothing mon.. But
.V7<t he gave it in full belief that it would be burned, and
that, the boats of Smoots Heste being eonsumwl with it
according to tho thick judgment of the naid Sm.mtH it
u.mld be as a pillar of fire behind th^t slim child of the old
voortrekkers hastening his journey north ..,wtHar(l.., It
19 typical of tho class of Smoots that it novor onoo occurred
to him,to go north.
But Smoots Besto never bought a farm with the price of

tlifi oxen and the high-bulwarked, teak-built, watorr)r.,ot-
(anvas tilted waggon that had cost such a go.xl round sum
Uiera was a big rainfall on tho thinl day. It began »ith
the typical African thunderstorm-deafening, eontin.ious
rolls and eras!,,., of heavy cloud-artillery. nr.\ l.'^htning that
l)lazod and daited without intcrmi.ssion, and ran zigzagainK
in a horrible, deadly, playful fashion over tho veld as
though lookmg for dishonest folks to shrivel. Ono terrible
ash struck the whccl-oxcn, a thin double tongue of blue
lame sped flickering from ridge to ridge of tho six gaunt
backs

. . there was a smell of burning hair-a rook of
sulphur. The team lay outstretched dead on the veld tho
heavy yoke across their i)atient nooks, tho long horns
curvmg, the thin starved bodies already beginning to bloat
and sweU in the swift decomposition that foUows death by
the electric fluid.

Smoots Beste crawled under tho waggon, and, remember-
ing all he had hoard his father spell out from tho Dutch
Bible about tho Judgment Day, and tho punishment of
sinners m everiasting flame, folt verv ill at ease. Tho
storm passed over, and tho rain poured all through tho
night, but dawn brought in a clear blue day ; and with it
a tram of eight transport-waggons, and several wearied
murtdy droves of sheep and cattle, the property of the
inip,|rial Government Commissariat Department Guel-
flersdorp, being taken from Basutoland East up to Ouel-
aorsdorp, under convoy of an escort of R.S,A Police To
the non-commissioned officer in command Smoots Beste

II

-^TP'issf.'iCyc-fTa.-
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resided to the discharge of a tnist, handed the letter for
the Civil Commissioner.
The sergeant, sitting easUy in the saddle, looked at the

boidiy-written direction on the envelope, and smelt no rats—at least untU he coolly opened the supposed letter.
1 he scrawled sheet of paper it contained was a surprise
but he did not let Smoots see that. Then the foUowing
brief dialogue took place :

.1."^°".'^^"' trekking up to Gueldersdorp," he said to
the decidedly nervous Smoots, " to fetch down a Deputy
Civil Commissioner to deal with the effects of a dead
imghsh traveller, at a house kept by the man who wrote
this letter—that is, three days' trek over the veld to the
southward, and called the Free State Hotel «"

Smoots nodded heavily. The dapper sergeant cocked
his felt smasher hat, and turned between pleasantly smUing
lips the cigar ho was smoking. Then he pointed with his
riding-whip, a neatly varnished sjambok, »vith a smart
silver top, to the north-west.

" There lies Gueldersdorp. Rum that when the light-
ning killed the ox-team you should have been trokkine
north-east, isn't it ?" *

Smoots Besto agreed that it was decidedly rum.
The sergeant said, without a change in his agreeable

" AU right
;
you can inspan six of our drove-bullocks

and drive the waggon with us to Gueldersdorp."
" Thank you, Baas !" said Smoots, without enthusiasm

If you like to take the risk," added the sergeant who
had not quite finished. Ho ended with an irrepressible
outburst of honest indignation: " Wliy, you blasted
thieymg Dutch scum, do you tliink I don't know you were
stealing that span and waggon ?"

And as Smoots, sweating freely, unyoked the dead oxen
he decided in his heavy mind that he w- aid be missing
long before the convoy got to Gueldersdorj,.
Nine waggons roUed on where only eight i,ad been

before. The mounted men hurried on the daubed and
wearied droves of Commissariat beasts. Smoots Beste
drove the scrateh team of bullocks, but his heart was as
wat«r within his bdly, and there was no resonance in the

7 i jirsmfa^MbLmi^^^
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smack of his whip. When (!,o , - nvoy came to a town,
lio vanished and th' ,t.,.-y t.henc. orth knowa him no more.
Jhe discreet sergeani. .-> noli « dU not even notice that he
was missing until several days iater, when the end of the
journey was near at hand. He was a sober, careful man
and a good husband. He shortly afterwards made quite
a liberal remittance to his wife, and his troopers pushed
Kruger half-sovereigns across most of the bars in Ouel-

frfwtt^H^r.'^'"' ^-^^ ^"''^"^ V « I'OPP'"- farmer
f a teak-bmlt Cape waggon that a particular friend of

the sergeant 8 had got to seU. And they were careful at
first, not to wag loose tongues. But as time went on the
story of the English traveller who had brought the bcKlv
"f the woman to the Free State Hotel, so many days'
rok to the southwards from (fueldersdorp, trickled from
ip to lip And years later, years too late, it came to
the cars of a friend of dead Kicliard Mildare.
J'he sergeant maintained silence. He was a careful

otticor, and a discreet man, and, wliat is more, religious
In controversial arguments with the godless he woul.i
sometimes employ a paraphrase of the story of Smoots
Hoste to strengthen his side.
"A chap's a blamed fool that doesn't believe in God

t, !
^*'"" }7^ °°'"' ''^'''"' * bung-nosed Dutch thief

"f a transport-driver, that had waltzed away with a brand-
I mnv (ape cart and a team of first-class mules. Taking
I

>•<» up to Pretoria on the quiet, to sell 'em to Oom Paul's
I

1 "rghers, he was. Ay, they were worth a tidy lump -

I

Ut„r,„ ,^„g ,^^ ^^ j.^pl^^ ^^ sky.fireworks:
,

Iho rain came down like gun-barrels, the veld turned
Imt.) a swamp, but we kept on after the Dutchman, who

land a splitting crack, as if a comet had come shoulderingimto the map of South Africa, and knocked its head in|VVo pushed on smelling sulphur, burnt flesh, and hair

li2t*^"T n
^'- '«°™*'tWn«'8 got if; and I was to

Tn f.
/*P? "^^ ^^°°^ "" **^« ^«W. «''thout a scratch^n th,. pamtwork. The four mules lay in their tracesMor than pork. The Dutchman sat on the box, lidding

'71 ""'^^ "« .^"orslag, and grinning. He wa.s dead, toJ
'Hk by the lightning in the act of stealing tliose mules

'.f-rZM-^-
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n

:l '

and that ('ape cart. Don't lot any fellow waste hoi air
after that tiymg to persuade me that there isn't such a
thing as an overruling Providence !"

Thus the sergeant: and his audience, whether Free-
thinkers, Agnostics, or believers, would break up, feeling
that one who has the courage of his opinions is a respectable
man. "^

As for Bough, in whose hands even the astute sergeant
had been as a peeled rush, we may go back and find him
counting money in gold and notes that had been taken
from the belt of the dead English traveller.
Seventeen hundred pounds, h:ird cash—a pretty wind-

faU for an honest man. The honest man whistled softly
handling the white crackling notes, and feeling the smooth
heavy English sovereigns slip between his fingers
There were certificates of Rand stock, also a goodly

number of Colonial RaUway shares, and some foreign
bonds, all of which muld be realised on, but at a distance,
and by a skilled hand. There were jewels, as the Boer
waggon-driver had said, that had belonged to the dead
woman- diamond rings, and a bracelet or two ; and there
were silk dresses of lovely hues and texture, and cambric
and Imen dresses, and tweed dresses, in the trunks • and
a great cloak of sables, trimmed with many taUs, and
beautiful underclothing of silk and linen, trimmed with
real lace, over which the mouth of the woman of the
tavern watered. She got some of the dresses and all the
undergarments when Bough had dexterously picked out
the embroidered initials. He knew diamonds and rubies
but he had never been a judge of lace.
There was a coronet upon one or two handkerchiefs

that had been overlooked when the dead woman had
burned the others four years previously. Bough picked
this out too, working deftly with a needle.
He was clever, very clever. He could take to pieces a

steam-engine or a watch, and put it together again. Ho
knew all there is to know about locks, and how they mav
best be opened without tlioir keys. He could alter plate-
marks with graving tools and the jeweUer's blow-pipe
and test metals « ith acids, and make plaster-cast moulds
that would turn out dollar,; and other coins, remarkably

.^M.- JliLLi'j.
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'.!.';'m'ii%''^'^ f""^- ^^ ^"^ ""* " "lever forger; he hadlearned to write somewhat late in life, and thf laS boM
[rilh tt"'''

""'' '^' f^P'*"' '^"^'« '^-' invariS begin

hih he"3 """"^ "' '^"^'' "''^ *"» charaoterX"

deSL i„Te
''""°y'»°»« J««e>^ sometimes, riskingdetection m the enjoyment of what was to him a deardol,ght,on^y smaller than that other pleasure oT mould-ing bodies to his own purposes, of maliee or .^ain, orkst

IV
There was a child in the tavern on the veld ; it lay in an«W orange-box, half-filled with shavings, co^.rod with a

D'hTir /r^' '° "'" daub-and-wattle outhouse!
here the Hottentot woman, called the chambermaid, andthe Ivaffir woman, who was cook, slept together on one

fi thy pallet^ Sometimes they stayed up ft the ta-emdnnking and carousing with the Dutch travellers whobrought the supplies of Hollands and Cape branTy Indager beer, and the American or English gold-miners and(.orman drummer, who put up thefe from tin™ to timeThen the child lay in the outhouse alone. It was a fZpuny creature, always frightened and silent. It lived ona httle mealie pap and odd bits of roaster-cakes that werethroH-n to It as though it were a dog. When the colol^womon forgot to feed it, they said f" It does not matt^
t^Il *,^-t,*'""«

"'" ^'^ «°''° '" But it lived on whenanother child would have died There was some

ho"d™r^'*''°"*
*«g"-''''t-«y«d «lence and its tenacious

tavern. The rains and thunderstorms of spring went by,

bro.^^ i """f""^i
^•'*^ «'^** frightened eyes, amber-

and da/1 Vf'l
^'"^ '" '^'^ black-banded irises,

«™MlIrU i" <.'f '"'l-'
"""^ "'^ delieately-drawn eyebrow^

ro Vt^'^TK''
''' ^^ ^vas soft yeUow-just the

d word . " V '^°r-
'^''°>' ^ '''^ '* g"t. ^"d ""'ny'm «ord, when its straying feet brought it into the way
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Bi

of the rough life up at the tavern. But still the scrap of
food was tossed to it, and the worn-out petticoat roughly
cobbled into a garment for its little body ; for Bough was
a charitable man.

It was a poor orphan, he explained to people, the child
of a consumptive emigrant Englishman who had worked
for the landlord of the tavern, and left this burden for
other shoiUders when he died. Charitable travellers fre-
quently left benefactions towards the little one's clothing
and keep. Bough willingly took charge of the money.
J he child strayed here, there, and everywhere. It was
often lost, but nobody looked for it, and it always came
back. It liked to climb the cairn of boulders, or to sit
on the long, low hiUoek at the cairn's foot. The wire
fencmg had long been removed from the enclosure ; it harl
gone to make a chicken-pen in a more suitable spot. The
cross had been taken down whea a prop was wanted for
the clothes-line.

The chad, often beaten by Bough and the woman of
the tavern, might have been even worse treated by the
coloured servants but for those two graves out on the
veld. Black blood flows thick with superstition, and both
the Kaffir cook and the snuff-coloured Hottentot chamber-
maid nourished a wholesome dread of spooks. Who knew
but that the white woman's ghost would rise out of the
Kopje there, some dark night, and pinch and cuff and
thump and beat people who had ill-used her bantling ?

As for the dead man buried at her feet, his dim shape
had often been seen by one of the Barala stablemen,
keeping guard before the heap of boulders, in the
white blaze of the moon-rays, or the paler radiance of a
starry night, or more often of a night of mist and rain

;

not moring as a sentry m.oves, but upright and still, with
shining fiery eyes in his shado^vy face, and with teeth that
showed, as the dead grin. j\fter that none of the servants
would pass near these two graves later than sundown and
Bough welted the Barala boy with an ox-reim for scaring
siUy jades of women with lying tales. But then Bough
avoided the sjiot by day as well as by night. Therefore it
became a constant place of refuge for the child, who now
slept in the outhouse alone.

••%. TW'
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»ri'L"!''«T' •'^'"it"*
"''''**'

'"'S''*^ «'"> '"""W l«avo the
straw-stuffed «»ck that had been her bed ever Binoo theorange-box had been broken up, and elimb the stone-heaps
a^d look over the lonely veld, and stare up at the grea
Blowing constellation of the Southern Croi. In springwhen pools and r,ver-beds were full „f foaming beef^
.0kmred watered every kloof and donga was brinuned
«.th flowrrs and ferns, she would be draw^ away by thesewould return trading after her armfuls of rare blooms »nd
thencefonvard until these faded, the ridgy grave-m .undand the heaped eairn of boulders would be gay with them
She never took them to the house. It might have meant

I
a beating—so many things did.

I

Late in November, when the apricots and plums and
:
peaches were iipcmng o„ the laden, stailing-hauntal boughs

MTth^r Z '°
'I''

"''''"''"> '"''o"g'"« *>> the house,'
«hile the heavy drenching rains drummed on the leaves
overhcmi, and sudden furious thunderstorms rent the livid-

hnrff r. fT ''^^ ^"^K*^ ^''ythes and reaping-
hooks of white electric fire, or leaping, dancing, playingvamshing tongues of thin blue. Onco this firf struck akMntz, under the lee of which the cliild was sheltering,

SiSnL%KSl'""^'' "*" •^°™ ''' ^"«-^-'

I l»iH
1°°"

^^J'^'^I
"'"^'" ''"' "nyf'ing

;
no one had ever

llnH 1 ^""i.^ T^ "/"'' ^"'^ ^*""' «he first saw motherland daughter, friend and friend, sweetheart and sweet-
Shcart lass, it seemed to her that they licked each otherlas friendly dogs do. She had no name that she knew of

I
You kid, go there. You kid, fetch this or bring that

Iren the'^t
^ '''' ^V"' "f"^"

"' *'""' *"« '^->"' -^
i;r k-iH

'
tI'

"'
'"'f

°"' *''" '°"'" thcre-<io you hear,K 4 T^*^^
"'^"'^ "^'"•^ ^^"^ "»<! fast when at

JuJ''1
''^ "^ ""'*"«'' *" ^'"'^

'
^-l ''li« "-as oW enough|vh n she was very young, and did work like a little beast

Veal on ^^t'
''"'^^'"'' h3art-all mothers are not

LtheH!r7 f -MTr""?"^ *" "^ ^^'^ ^"' a-'d bruises

^nlr *K "^ '''"^•''"'' '""''"' *''•* ^^^ ^«™in that crawled

bobn'v f I ''T "' *>"' How to be clean and tidypooo.y had e^r shown her, though she had learned bv
psuU'jt oiuer things. '

'Ki4i9.4«»BP/n^imr
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That It was best to boar hunger and pain in silence, lest

worse bofeU. That a truth for which one suffers is not as
good as a he for which one gets a bigger roaster-cake, or
the scrapings of the sjTup-can. That to little, weak, and
feeble creatures of their race grown human beings can be
marvellously cruel. That the devil lived down in the
kraals with the natives, and that God was a swear. It is
a wonder that she had not sunk into idiocy, or hopelessly
sickened and died, neglected, ill-used, half-starved as she
«^s. B.it when the little one might have been six years
of age, the Lady began coming. And after the first time,
with very brief intervals of absence, she came every night.

As soon as you lay down on the sack of straw in the corner
of the outhouse, slipping out of the ragged frock if the
weather were hot, or pulling the thin old horse-blanket
oyer you if the night were a cold one, keeping your eyes
tight shut, for this was quite indispensable, you looked
into the thick dark, shot with gleams of lovely colours,
sometimes w-th whirling rings of stars, and gradually, as
you looked, all these concentrated into two stars, large
and not twmkling, but softly radiant, and you were happy,
for you know that the Lady was coming.
For she always came, even when you had been most

wicked; when you were sent to bed without even the
supper-crust to gnaw, and when your body and arms and
legs were bruised and aching from the beating they told you
you deserved. The stars would go a long way off and
whUe you tingled and trembled and panted with expecta-
tion, woiUd come back again as eyes. Looking up into
them, you saw them clearly ; the rest of the person they
belonged to arrived quite a little while after her eyes were
there. Such eyes—neither grey, nor brown, nor violet, but
a minglmg of all these colours, and deepening as you
gazed up into them into bottomiess lakes of love.
Then her face, framed in a soft darkness, which was

hau-—the Kid never knew of what colour—her face formed

«*, lEi^s^at^afiT'.'Sb'' jm' ^i«fT3Mi»a'Vi'iT"»-c~
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folded olo°elv°n them nr T '"' """* y"" f"" ««'««!'

that nest;dTn thoSnt or7hT^-°v*''' 'i^*^
'"«"""'

among the high veld ~s' TnH f ^
^^ "^ °^ ^^^ *"''

river playine amoZ tl^ h ' m ^^ ^"™"'" °* *''« ''"'«

the roots'^IS^he tree-ftr^ You't T^ f'^""§ '''"'''"'

'everything. And no matted h ."^^
'""' ""'^ *°''^ ^^^

" please why did ylnV::Lt:itro r'
'" '""« "«"-

"4y"eySrSd;^rt::;i;n.s---

holdSgTer fi't "L^t '°"^ ^^"^ you," yo,r begged,

alwayf ifke the si^t oflhV'-T'* ^ *'''' ^"'"^ ^hat i^

andL murmur o^thrriter-""'
""""^^^ '""^ *'-'"?«

"I cannot yet-but I will come again."

thoistetrr y^ S"ati-r"\«^ ''^--
house is dark or lishtfd on^„^K m^''*'

''''''^" **''= o"'"

^hine. you lea» eV^tShM;
i

X"' *''''~
as%rt''bi;rtLTnror-^^^^

.d the splendid'Sar 5tftto^^^^bt^oe
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her form even to the eyes of an untaught, neglected child.

Her face is pale, but as full of sunlight as of shadow, and

her eyes are really grey and deep as mountain lakes. The

sorrow of all the world and all its joy seem to have rolled

over her like many waters, and when she smiles the sweet-

ness of it is always almost more than the Kid can boar.

Who is the Lady ?

She has no other name than that. She is very, very

good, as well as beautiful, and you can bear to tell her when

you have been most wicked, because she is so sorry for you.

She can play with you, and laugh so softly and clearly and

gaily that you, who have never learned but to dread grown

people's cruel merriment, join in and laugh too. When shr

laughs the corners of her eyes crinkle so like the corners of

her lips that you have to kiss them, and there are dimples

that come with the laughter, and make lior dearer than over.

Who is the Lady, tall, and strong, and tender i That

dead woman lying out there under the Little Kopje was

small, and slight, and frail. Who may the Lady be ? Is

she a dream or a mere illusion born of loneliness and starva-

tion, physical and mental ? Or has Mary, the Mother ol

Pity, h»id aside her girdle of decades of golden roses, her

mantle of glory, and her diadem of stars, and come stepping

fair-footetl down the stairway that Night buUds between

Earth and Heaven, to comfort a desolate child lymg in a

stable who never heard the story of the Christ-Babe c.f

Bethlehem ?

You ask no questions—you to whom she comes. Yciu

caU her softly ai night, stretching out your arms, and the

clasp of her arms answers at once. You whisper how you

love her, with your face hidden in her neck. The great

kind dark that brings her is your real, real daytime in

which you live and are glad. Each morning to which you

waken, bringing its stmt of hunger and abuse and blows

renewed, is only a dreadful dream, you say to yourself, and

so can face your world.

Oh, deep beyond fathoming, mysterious beyond oomprc

hension is the hidden heart of a child !
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VI

One afternoon when the K»a wos quite as taU as the broom
she swept the stoop witli r!.e had g„ne to the drift for water.
It was a still, bright, hot day. Little puffs of rosy cloud
hung niotionloss unde. the uurning blue sky-arch ; small
gaUy-pluniagcd birds t,vittcrcd in the bushes; the tiny
black ants scurried to and fio in the pinkish sand of the
river beach. She waded into the now clear sherry-pale
water to cool her hot bare limbs, and, bending over, stared
dOB-n into the reflected eyes that looked back out of the pool

biicli a dirty little, large-eyod, « istful face, crowned by a
curling tousle of matted, reddish-brou-n-gold hair. Such a
neg ooted, sordid little figure, witli thin drab shoulders
sticking out of a ragged calico frock. She was quite
s artled. She had never seen lierself in any glass before,
tlioughachcap, square, wooden-framed mirror hung on the
wall of the bar-room, with a dirty clothes-brush on a hook
underneath and there were swing toilet-glasses in the
tawdry bedrooms at the inn. Something stirred in her
ivluspenng in the grimy little ear, " It is good to he dean

"'

and with the awakening of the maidenly instinct tlie
mimanly purpose framed.
She put off her horrilji, rags, and washed herself from

Head to foot in the warm clear water. She took fine sand
and scrubbed her head. She dipped and wrung and rinsed
her foul tatters of garments, standing naked in the shallow s
tlie hot sunshine drying her rcd-gold curls, and warming
e. slight girlish body tlu-ough and through as she spread

her washed rags to dry on the big hot stones.
There was a man's step on the bank above her, there was

« rustbng sound among the green bushes. She had never
teard of modesty, but she cowered Aown among the
toulders, and the heavy footstep passed by. She hid among
the fern while her clothes wore drying, put them on tidily
ml went back with her filled water-bucket to the hotel'Hw could she know what injury tlie kind peremptory voice
bidding her be foul no longer, had done her ? But thence-
lorwards a new cruelty, afresh peril, attended her steps.
iiough and the white woman of the inn had quarrels

3
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often. Sliu wiM no wifo of lijs. Hu hml not hioii^'ht linr

from (-'apo Colony. When tlui liotcl wiis Imilt ho had Hour
up to Jjhann(«liiirg on Imsincsn iwiil on pli'iisiirc. mid
brought hor back with him from un uHtuhliiihincnt iw knvw.
He was generally not brutal to hrr o.xcu|>t whon »\w wus
ailing, when he gave hi^r niiHiicine that made her wor^ic.

much worse—so very ill that hIiu would lie groaning iipon

a foul neglected bed for weeks, while Hough iraronsid with

the coloured women and the eiistoiner« in the bar. Then
still groaning, she would drag herself up and be about her

work again. She did not want to gu bark to the liouse nt

Johannesburg. She loved the man Bough in her fashion,

poor bought wretch.

She had quarrelled with him many times for many
things, and been sih^nccd with blows, or curses, or even
caresses, were he in the mood. But she had never <iuar

relied with him about the Kid before. Kuw when lu'

bought ..ome coloured print and a Boer suiibonnet, and
some s'l fvs and stockings of a traveller in drapery and
hosiery, and ordered her thenceforH arda to see that the

girl went properly clotlied. u ninv terror a fiinh tortiiic, was
added to the young life. 'J'he woman liuil if,'n(ned, nc^,'-

lected, sometimes ill-used hor, but she hotl never hated
her until now.
And Bough, the big, burly, dark-skinned man with tin'

strange light eyes, and the bold, cruel, red mouth, and the

bushy brown whiskers, why <lid lie follow her abo'it with

those strange eyes, and smile secretly to himself i She \\ ha

no longer fed on scraps ; she must sit and cat at tabic with

the man and his mistress, and learn to use knife and fork.

She outgrew the dress Bough had bought her, and
another, and another, and this did not make Bough ang? y ;

he only smiled. A man having some secret lu.xury nr

tretisure locked away in a private cupboard will smile so.

He knows it is there, and ho means to go to the hidinir-

plaoe one day, but in the meantime he waits, licking his li|n.

The girl had always feared Bough, and shrunk from liis

anger with unutterable terror. But the blow of his heavy
hand was more bearable than his smile and his jesting

amiability. Now, when she went down to the kraals on an

errand, or to the orchard or garden for fruit or vegetables, m
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.stung her, ami stood white to tho vrv lios ami i. ^
»l.il« the big silver coin rolled merray iwl ,ntT .

'^"*";

corner and lav th^r„ q,, i ^ ^ "*'" "'"stant

IlK^n came sliriek.s, and the dull «„und JYh ,^:

hl"n« up to Johannesburg bv the ^vt thin'"*''.
^"^^,

rans,,ort-waggon.train that sifould ha t at hl'"''i;n;"r''|lmn™ O.F like an old shoe after aU tee years t^/VH not young enough for the old life, K^ ha^ t. V-

I'on him to kiss him, blubberiZ f^eelv th ^T '""'''*

|id the Johanneshn;„ f"„„„l'°^_. ''Y'
^*'«" *' 'he week',

3—2

i-y
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Il

Bougli pour(>d lirr out a l>ig nXium of liquor, hii univornal

]ianauea, and aiiotliur for tlm IranHiJoit-ridor, witli many a

Jovial word. H« would bo running up to JoliunnoHburg

before she had wi'U ihaken down aftt^r the jourm-y. Then

tlioy would have a rare old time, going round the bars and

doing the shows. Though, perhaps if she had got fixed up

with a new friend, sonio flaHh young fellow with jwts of

money, she would not be wanting old faces around ?

Then ho turned aside to pay the transport-rider, and tho

exile dabbed her swollen face with a rouge-stained, lace-

edged handkerchief, and went out to get into the waggon.

The girl stood by the stoop, staring, puzzled, over-

whelmed, afraid. A piecie of her world was breaking oil.

As long as she could remember anything she had known

this woman. She ha<l never received any kindness from

her ; of late she had been malignant in her Imte, but—she

wished she was not going. Instinctively she had felt that

her presence was some slight protection. Keeping close in

the shadow of this <Ti'.iture's frowzy skirts, she ha<l not so

feared and dreaded those light eyes of Bough's, and the

padding, following footsteps had kept aloof. As the

woman passed her now , a rage of unspeakable, agonising

fear rose in her bosom. She cried out to her, and clutched

at her shabby gay mantle.

Tho woman snatched the garment from her hold. Her

distorted mouth and blazing eyes were cIo.se to tho white

young face. She could have spat ujwn it. But she snarled

at her three words ... no more, and passed her, and got

into the waggon.
" Halloa, there !" said Bough, coming forward tlireaten-

ingly, " what you rowing about, eh ?" But no one an-

swered. Tiie girl had iled to the boulder-cairn, and the

woman sat silent in the waggon, until tho weary, goaded

teams moved on, and the transport-train of heavy, broad-

beamed vehicles lumbered away.

-JBut the little figure on the cairn of boulders covering the

dust of the bosom from whence it had first drunk life sat

there immovable until the sun went down, pondering.

" Missis now, eh /"

What did those three words mean ?

Then Bough called her, and she had to run. She served

'T^"^"^'"^ 'IS?
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iw. wftitroM of the bar that day, and the men who drove or
rode bj and «fc.()pod f.>r drinks, chatting in the dirty
saloon, or sittiHR in tli« bare front room, with the Duteh
stovo, and tho woodfn forma and tables in it, that thov
called tho colTooroom, to discuas niattor, rrlativo to tho
•sale of'cattio, or she..,., or nicrchai.diso, stare<l at her, and
soveral iMa<le her ooar.se eonipliments. ,Sho r<.f,i8o<l to
touch the loathl.v-sniellinK liquor they ofTer«l her. Her
I.eart beat like a little terrified bird's. And hI... was horribi v
.onHcious of those liKlit eyes of Hough's following, following
lier, with that insni utablo look.
When the crowd had tliinnwl ho came to her. He caught

lier arm, and pulled her near l,i,„, and sni.l between his t.'cth-

Ti,
°" ^''

" ''^' '" "'" '"''''''"••*•'*''* r<«m\ to-night "
I hen ho went away chuckling to him.s..|f, thinking of

hat righkncl ,.ok in her eyes. Later, he went out on
horseback, and did not return.
;rhc .slatternly bedchamber, witli its red turkey twill

«indow-curtains and cheap gaudy wallpaper, which had
lic'longed to the ruddled woman with tho bleached hair
was a palace to the little one. But she could not breathe
there. Late that night she rose from tho bijr f,,ather bed
«ud unfastened the inner window shutters, and drew the
cotton blind and opened the window, though tho paint had
s iiek and looked out upon the veld. Tho great stars
lirobbod m the purple velvet darkness overhead. The
fivUing dew wetted the hand she stretched out into the cool
night air She drew back tho hand and touched her
heek with .t, and started, for the fresh, cool, fragrant
touch seemal like that of some other hand whose touch
she once had known. She thought for the first time that
If the woman who had been her mother, and who slept
out there in the dark under the boulder-oaim, had lived
she might have touched her child so. Then she closed the
«indow quickly, for she heard, afar off, tho gallop of a
hard-ridden horse dra« ing nearer-nearer. And she knew
tliat iJough was coming back.
He came.
She heard hhn dismount before the door, give the horse

to the sleepy Barala ostler, and let himself, into the bar.
bhe heard him clink among the glasses and bottles. She
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iZm nl'""* T" *'V
*''"'«»"'? ^tai^ and on the landing.

coSno^^peXr'Lte'^- ™^ ""'' ''P^" *^« •^"^ «'^''

hir^^"^""
'^""^ *"? paralysed with deadly terror. She

tomfied silence to his oaths and threats ; then she heardhm laugh softly and the laugh was follo;«l by the jZhof a bunch of skeleton key,. He always carried thTmthey saved trouble, he used to say.
'

r«.H}i?•'^'^*,'''!"
*''°"''''' °°«'- '""len the bent wirerattled m the lock, and the key fell out upon the floir^he screamed, and his coarse chuckle answered. SheT^

aZnir nfV!^''
"''!! "", " ''''"'' °^ *»>« -<"" -he" h"

,Zl r . ^ , f "P "'" ^''^ ""^ '""'^^ "'« door. But

W shib t
'}"^-''}''- g««Pi"« ''and came do,vn uponher shgh. shoulder, she turned and bit it like some savL

at the i'^^'
^°™^' '^^''^""8 '"^^ '''°°d. Bough swlo

IMe be f r "Ifi °J
""^ '•'^^P ^^^ teeth. So the

that the "^"""'"^v
^^'' '^'^ ''^'""- »>« ^™"'d t«ach herthat the master will have his way.

There was no one else in the house, and if there had been

teZ V b::' r;.""
''" ""' ** "" «°d «-* - 1'°>«'""

no s^^ t7 *\'"' ".'''' °^ ^'''•*'^' -""l «»^-. and made

sLy^t V
""^

"i"
""*' *'''' '""" ^""gh slept the heavyBleep of liquor and satiety that the thought of flight y,l

shie? IZT'^ ff'^'^'' """^S" "^ efcape him Th^hutters had been left unbolted, and the window was yet ahttle way open. She sprang up and threw it wide, le^^d

blmdly, breatUessly over the veld into the night.

VII

fremThrt'T "^
'l^""

^^^^' '^°* *•"«« °* tt« Kaffirsfrom the kraals, in different, directions, to search for her

i"C^ "^ ' ''"'' P°"-^' '""'^ *»>« ^»-*'' '- of
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sUy'place tX ^ h ° Uk b^X" sC '"' " " ^'''
under a prickjy-pear shrub that f^™ T. •'™"'''^°S

.d.e. h„t She z£^\.:^:i:^,^-z^:,^:^-^^

But tie^^Srp^^y^^^^^^^
--

sJdZirbornrhrhSs- *'^: T^t^ ''«'^-;' •^^^

«he fell, and each timeVe was JeAed t^Z^"^^ ^T
,

run again upon her bleedingZt.lSgCV her""

*"

I
one was as good as dead, anyway, and the wild
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dogs would be sure to come by-and-by. Already an
aasvogel was hovering above; a mere speck, the great
bird poised upon widespread wngs, high up in the illimit-
able blue.

Presently there would bo a flock of these carrion feeders
that are not averse to fresh-killed meat when it is to bo had.
Bough remounted, and, humming a dance tune that

was often on his lips, rode away over the veld.
The great vulture wheeled. Then he dropped like a

faUmg stone for a thousand yards or so, and hovered and
dropped again, getting nearer—ever so much nearer—
with each descent. And where he had hovered at the
hrst were now a dozen specks of black upon the hot, bright

A wild dog crept do«-n from a cone-topped spitzkop
and stood, sniffing the blood-tainted air eagerly, whinine
a little in its throat. * ^ ^
The great vulture dropped lower. His comrades of the

Hock, eagerly foUowing his gyrations and descents, had
begun to wheel and drop also. Another wild dog appeared
on the cone-shaped kop. Other furry, sharp-cared heads,

d b^fT''
^""^^ '^°^^' """'"^ ^® ^"^^ amongst the grass

Then suddenly the higher vultures ro.se. They wheeled
and soared and flew, a bevy of winged black specks hurrv-
ing_to the north. They had seen something approach-
ing over the veld. The great bird hanging motionless
purposeful, lower down, became aware of his comrades'
change of tactics. With one downward stroke of his
powerful wings, he shot upwards, and with a hoarse
croaking cry took flight after the rest.
The wild dogs stole back, hungry, to covert, as a big

light blue waggon, drawn by a weU-fed team of eight spancame lumbering over the veld.
'

Would the ox-team voer in another direction ? Would
the big blue waggon with the new white tilt roll by ?

Ihe Hottentot driver cracked his giant whip, andturnmg on the box-seat, spoke to a figure that sat beside
lum. It was a woman in loose black garments, with a
starched white coif like a Dutchwoman's kapje, covered
with a floatmg black veil. At her side dangled and clashed
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a long rosary of brown wooden beads, with a copper
crucifix attached. There were two other women in the
big waggon, dressed in the same way. They were Roman
Catholic nuns—Sisters of Mercy coming up from Natal
by the order of the Bishop of Bellmina, Vicar-Apostolic
at the request of the Bishop of Paracos, suffragan to
.North-East Baraland, to swell the numbers of the Com-
munity already established in Gueldersdorp at the Convent
of the Holy Way.
The oxen halted some fifty yards from that inanimate

ragged little body, lying prone, face downwards, among
the scrubby bushes that sprouted in the hot sand. Little
crowding tmy ants already blackened the bloodstains on
the ground, and the wild dogs would not have stayed long
from the feast if the waggon had passed on
One white-coifed, tall, black-clad figure sprang lightly

dov-B from the waggon-box, and hurried across o where
th

J
body was lying. A mellow, womanly cry of pity came

from under the starched coif. She turned and beckoned.
Ihen she knelt down by the girl's side, opened the torn

I

Sf"f"^' ^°?, '«'* «ith compassionate, kindly touches
about the still heart.

The other two black figures came hurrying over then
stumbling amongst the stones and karroo-bushes in their

j

haste. Lifting her, they turned the white, bloodless
young face to the blue sky. It was cut and scratched,
but not otherwise disfigured. Her bound arms, dragged
upwards before it, had shielded it from the thorns and the
sharp stones. They were raw from the elbows to the

I
HTlStS.

They listened at the torn childish bosom with anxious
ears. They got a few drops of brandy between the clenched
itt e teeth. The sealed lips quivered ; the heart fluttered
feebly, like a dying bird. They gave her more stimulant,
ani waited, while the Hottentot driver dozed, and the sleek,

I

well-fed oxen chewed the cud patiently, standing in the

Then the Sisters lifted her, with infinite care, and carried
I her to the waggon. The twenty-four-foot whip-lash
I cracked, and the patient beasts moved on. Very soon the
I Dig white tilt was a mere retreating speck upon the veld



43 THE DOP DOCTOR

Comoidence, did vou sav lifting „™f. u

told. * happened, just as I have

^ee*iV«
'"^"^ "'" "^ "^'""'^ *° '"^' "oincideneo ?

„„!:i V^P*^^'"8 °'""' °"« °f 'ho bridges that span th„

ZlT ^1^° '''*'''^ """'^ t'^" I^^g^^t'^ Canal i"ha^'

known ffn^.^, "f '"""""y "f " •""" I had onroknown. He was the broken-down, drunken, studio-drudge

JjrT^ '""'i? 'P'^"*^" ^^h^mian. who haddLd som

"he "raSoer^t'h^ "l' ^l"
"'°'^^''' "^ '^^ Palette-strp"uie errand-goer, the drunken cieature with the oultivatp,

foreh^^ Tj L, k'"""^,
•*" ''«••• «telleetual, pimplylorehead, and large benevolent nose, in a chronic state nfjnflanimation, and seedy semi-elerieal garb, Tthe tWnchad been an ordained clergyman of the Church of Eng andand I gnnned, remembering how, when a Roy^Swas expected at the great man's studio, the factotum hadbeen bidden to wash liis face, and had washed one h^

cleS.
''«'-«l--t.sement of a canvas p'artially

ItUy I tossed the butt of a finished cigar rver the

filthy, sluggishly-oreeprng water that flows round thebend, imdor the damp rear-garden walls below.A policeman and a bargeman were just taking the bodvof an old man out of that turbid canal-stream. Ttwa^dres.,ed ,n pauper's garments, and its stiffened kneewere bent and its rigid elbows crooked, and a dishonoured, dnppmg beard of grey hung over the soulless

It, and the mud-stams wiped away by a rough but not
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unkindly hand, was cleaner than I had over seen it in
life.

Nevertheless, I recognised in the soaked body in its
workhouse livery the very man the thought of whom had
haunted me, the great Bohemian painter's drunken studio-
urudge.

VIII

SCHOOL at the Convent of the Holv Way at (Jueldersdorp
,™s breaking up, suddenly and without warning, very soon
after the beginning of the t'hristmas term. Many of the
pupils had already left in obedience to urgent telegrams
from relatives in Cape Colony or in the Transvaal, and
every i)ut"U girl among the sixty know the reason why
but was too astute to hint of it, and every Knglish girl wa.s
at least as wise, but pride kept hor silent, and the Americans
and the Germans exchanged glances of intelligence, and
« liispered in corners of impending war between John Bull
and Oom Paul.

That deep and festering political hatreds, fierce enthu-
siasms, inhented pride of race, and instUled pride in
nationaJity, were covered by workwl apron-bibs, and
oven clii dish pinafores, is anyone likely to doubt «

Schoolgirls can be patriots as well as rebels, and tlw
seminary can vie with the college, or posp-blv outdo
It, occasion given. Ask Juliette Adam whether the
hread-and-butter misses of France in the year 1847 did
not squabble over the obstinacy of King Louis Philippe
and the greed of M. Guizot, the claims of Louis Napoleon
and the theories of Louis Blanc, of Odilon Barret, and
Mru-Rolhn ? And I who write, have I not seen a North
Antrim Sunday-school wrecked in a faction-fight between
the Orange and the Green ; Lord ! how the red-edged
hynmals and shiny-covered S.P.G. books hurtled through
he air, to burst like hand-grenades upon the texted walls
In vam the panting, crimsou clergyman mounted the
superintendent's platform, and strove to shed the oil of
peace upon those seething waters. Even the class-teachers
had brokon the rails out of the Windsor chair-backs, and
joined the hideous fray, irrespective of age or sex

%i
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If -s

do'w^i"
*""' **'*'"' '^'"'^*^ L«nahan, a taste lower

the'crol^f""
"^^^- ^^"^""''^' ''^y "•'^"'^ yo" >"»'°h ^M

Thirty years ago. As I gaped in affright at tho horridscone of «tr,fo, small revengeful fingers twisted themselves

I' " Chtl
'"
O
" "nT r'''

='"'' '^"^""S from mr^tsp
L.W i^ ""

^t^"
Concordance " a birthday outrage

twelve V"/" ^T««''™' «-'"*. -Tulia Polan. agStwelve, began to pound me about tho face ,vith it As a

ZnT". "^^I'in, gifted with a marvellous capacity for

Ind Hehr
"'" ""'^ ''"'"'} '•^''^^'•y "f «"'P'-« gonoalogiesand Hebrew proper and improper names, I had often

Sstn"V'"''' 'l"«;'^?«'^
girl-neighb;.ur to tearful

tonfusion. ?,ow meelc Julia seemed as though possessedby seven devds. I had been taught tho elementary rule

Casting chivalry to the winds, I remember that I kicked

red feeH "'i
"",• '^! ^"^ '""^^""S J but not before she had

ItZlT ™'''°« '"'''"'" '" -^ ^*^*'' of """' ^^hich createda t.emefldous sensation when they led me home. Later

Markft PU r "T: *T y°""S ^™"''" f°"g''' i" theMarket Place stripped to the waist, and wielding boardswrenched from the side of a paelung case, heavy^'Sand full of nails, .^d when tho soldiers were eaikd^^'

TheSenThrr" "!
^"^''^ '^'^ """^'"^ "^^ ^l^" «*--

ffirU^'nf^if*^
previously tho centipede-like procession of^irls of all ages m charge of nuns and pupil-teaehers

in p,.ssmg over the Gueldersdorp Recreation-Ground, had

wo,!m\
an experience with which every maiden bosomwou^d have been still vibrating had not an event even moreexeitmg occurred between the early morning roll-call and Iprayers-muster and breakfast. I

Greta Du Taine had had another love-letter ' I
Ihe news darted from class-room to class-room more Iquickly than little Monsieur Pilotell. the French literature I
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professor; it spread like tho measles, and magnified like
the mumps.
The Kcd Class, composed of tho elder girls, "ycune

ladies who were undergoing the process of finishing,
surged with volcanic excitement, liidden, but not in the
least repressed. The White Class, their juniors, who were
cluefly employed in preparing for Confirmation, should
have been immersed in graver things, but were not. Thev
waited on mental tiptoe for details, and a peep at the
delicious document. The Blue Class, as b^ame mere
infants ranging from six to ten years old, remained pUeg-
matically indiilerent to the missive, yet avid for samples
of the chocolates that had accompanied the declaration
made to eighty girls of ali ages by one undersized, pasty
freckled young man employed as junior clerk and chain-
assistant m a surveyor's office, and wlio signed at the end
of a long row of symbolistic crosses the unheroic name of
Billy Keyse.
He had seen and been helplessly stunned by tho vision

of Greta Du lame out walking at the head of the long
wrndrng procession of English, German, Dutch, Dutch-
french, Dutch-American, and Je«-ish girls. They are
sent now to be taught in Europe, those daughters of theRand millionaires, the Stock Exchange speculators, tho
wealthy fruit-farmers, or cereal-growers, or cattle and
sheep breeders, who are descended tliemselves from the old
pioneers and voortrekkers, but they do not get a better
education than was to be had at the Convent school at
Gueldersdorp, where tho Sisters of Mercy took in and
taught and trained coltish girl-children, born in a strongly
stimidating climate, and accustomed to lord it over Kaffir
and Hottentot servants to their hearts' content. These
Wiey tamed, these they transformed into refined, cultivated
aoeomplished young women, stamped with the indefinable
seal of high breeding, possessed of the tone and manner
that belongs to the upper world.
What shall I say of the Sisters of the Convent of theao y Way at Gueldersdorp, I who know but little of any

Order of Religious ? They are a Community, chiefly of
adies of high breeding and ancient famUy, vowed to feed
the hungry, clothe the naked, nurse the sick, comfort the

li:.
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dying, and instruct the ignorant. Like the l<'8thers of tlio
bociety of Jesuits, those skilled, patient, wise tillers in the
BoU of the human mind, their daUy task is to hoe and tend
and prune and train, and water the young greon thinm
growing m what to them is the Garden of Uod, and to
other good and even holy people, the vineyard of the devil.
Possibly both are right (

I have heard the habit of the Order called ugly But
upon the stately person of the Mother Superior the carb
was regal. The sweeping black folds were as imposing as
imperial purple, and the starched guimpe framed a beauty
that was gra\ . ,

stern, almost severe until she smiled and
then you caught your breath, because you had seen what
great poets write of, and great painters try U, render and
only great musicians by their iuipalpable, mysterious tone-
art can come nearest to conveying—the earthly beauty that
has been purged of all grosser particles of dross in the white
fares of the Divine Love. She was not altogether perfect
or one could not have loved her so. Her scorn of any base-
ness was bitterly scathing ; the point of lier sarcasm was
keen as any thrusting blade of temi)ei-cd steel ; her will was
to be obeyed, and was obcytni as sovereign law, else woe
betide the disobedient. Also, though kind and gracious to
aW tenderly solicitous for, and incessantly watcliful of the
welfare of the least of her charges, she never feigned where
she could not feel regard or love. Her rare kiss was
coveted m the little world of the Convent school as the
jewel of an Imperial Order was coveted in the bigger world
outside It, and the most rebellious of the pupils held her in
re.speet mingled with fear. The head-mistresses of the
classes had their followers and admirers. It was for the
Mother Superioi to command enlhusiasm, and to sway
ambition, and to govern the hearts and minds of children
with the,personal charm and the intellectuij powers that
could have ruled a nation froui a tlu'one.

WeU she has gone to God. It is good for many souls
that she lived upon eai-th a little. There was nothing
sentimental, visionary, or hysterical in her character
Aor, in giving her great heart with her pure soul to her
bavwur, did she ever quite learn to despise the sweetness
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l^rn'^'"""-
Not aU a Saint. Yet the ohUdron of thoso

thJ^^n w.*""^
*"" ^'^' " »"" " Martyr/ Andthere is One Who knows.

'

Greta Du lame could exhibit her love-letter. She was aiVansvaal Dutch girl with old French blood in hoT Ivivaeious sparkling Gallic champagne mingling with the

^TnrTtt'"
dainty blue veins. Nothing co^uld'be prettie

T Ki ,,""* 8?°^ ^^'"P^' ""* "«. tossing back herHuperb golden ha.r plait, as thick as a child's arm andnear y four feet long, she drew a smeary envelope from thront of her black alpaca school-dress, and, doli^atoi;" ith^drawing the epistle enclosed, yielded the envelope for the
inspection of the Ked Qass.

wrinW^nt^^'^^'^K""'*^*.'" °^i^^ Nellie Bliecker,

::^iSgCthrenvr ""
*'" ''«"' ''-' '"'^'" ^"^

carpt?critlo'"'*'''^^
'**'' "'"'""*''''''' "''°"^'" '"''^ *"°*'''""

''That's because he put the letter inside the chocolate-

ch^olat^ Th ^'^"'' ''''^ "' ""*«''•"• And the best
thocolates-the expensive ones-always go squashy. Onlvthe cheap ones don't melt-because they have got stuff l^echalk ms.de. But wait till I show you as much a. heenvelope of my next letter-that's all, Julia K. Shaw '"

JuJia K. wilted. Greta proceeded :

oou^^'^A°^/^ ^y ^'^'^ ^^^"'^ O''^'' because, of
eouree, he didn't know my name. I don't object to hisputting a d too much in adored; I rather prefer itHis own name is simple, and rather pretty." She made
liMte to say that, because she felt doubtful about it.Duly Keyse.

Nobody

" Billy Keyse ?"
" B-i-1-l-y K-6-y-8-e I"
Tie name went the round of the Red Class.

UK6C1 1%,

" .He must, of course, have been christened WilliamShakespeare was a William. The Emperor of GermTy!"
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I I

rtwted Orota loftUy "i, a William. Mr. Pitt and Mr.

^pZ:Sr^ ^'""""^- ^""^ "*''•" '^-^ -
"But not Billies," said Christine SUber, provokino agigglo from the greedily-listening White Class

*

tinuS**
^"""""'"^ *'*'"° '"*° *''•"""> '"th a look, and con-

• 1?*J' ^^ profession a surveyor, not exactly a partner

i^Ith-^'"
°^ ^'^'^ ?."'' ^"^''y' °" Market Square, b„something very near it." (Do you who read see W. Kevsccarrymg the oham and spirit-level, and sweeping out the

fth?fit'^ ^'^f,
Kaffir boy forgets ?). He saw m! walk ngm the Stad with the Centipede," Greta added

Ihis was a fanciful name for the whole school of eightypupUs promenading upon its hundred and sixty leas ofvarious nationalil ies in search of exercise and fresh air

n«= "i [, ""!^ **".^*'^ *-''^' '" " l^'-™"'. "« the Whit.Oass giggled and nudged each other, and the Blue Clas.sopened eyes and ears.

"He was knocked dumb-foolish at once, ho says, by

fTomX^^r l"'^
*«"™ ""^ "^y ^"•' He is not long u ,

trrhPT *TL'"^^ ""' ^'°™ ^'"1°" through chest-
trouble, to catch heart-trouble in Gueldersdorp " (do you

" I^H""f r.r"*,'"".^
^'"^ ^^y^" "^'"''"g ^^ stupid jokJ°)

ri.T^K ""^l^^ ""8*K^ *° Wm, he promises to get

T^L Tr ^'f " '""" "" *''•' «""'» <« Marks or DuT«ne--isn t that funny, his not kno^ving Du Taine is my
vlu^~A .u

"" *" '»<'«-"eetings on a first-elas.
English drag, with a team of bays in silver-mounted
harness, with rosettes the colour of my eyes "

infr^ *l!r"'
her golden head back and laughed, display-ing a double row of enviable pearls.

"But I've got to wait for all these things until BillyKeyse strikes pay-reef. Poor Billy ! Hand over thos,.
chocolates, y greedy things !"

Somebody wanted to know how the package had beensmuggled into the Convent. Those lay-Sistfrs""

"They're perfect needles-Sister Tarsesias partiou-

^^r'^
«"ter Tobias. But there's a new EmiSouJane among the housemaids. You've seen her-the^Ho-,v
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u^.^^/ fff^ l>Bht-colo,ir,Kl fringo in ourlorH, whowalkH flat-footed hk« a » a.l,T „„ tl.« mud. I keep e^pect-

sT„ HH .r^ '
'^"'^^- """ "'"> K"* hold of hor.

nm by Biily i descnptio,,. and syn,,,atl,i od with him
I &h* ^"'"1 "^ ''"'".'"''' "'"' ''""'"'* "P""'' a word o

Knghsh, except 'damn' and ' Throo of Scotch, please'
I vo promised to translate her l<.tter.s

; he writes them in the

1 ; ». "l''^ 8"™ ''.,r two dollars, and I've given her
a Hat. It « the big red one mother brought back fromPans_ ^he paid a hundre.1 francs for it at the Maison Clunv-and Em,grat,on Jane thinks, though it's a bit too quiet
f,.r her taste, it'll do hor a fair old treat when she trims
It up with a hit more colour and one or two imitation
ostridge tips.

. . I'd give another hundred francs for the
Maison tluny Wf*/e to hear." Again the hirdlike laugh
rang out Now you know everything there is in the
letter, girls, except the bit of jioetry at the end, which only

f^
"™t .«t™'*te friends may be permitted to read

Lyi.ette Mildare !"

Lynette bending over a separate teble-desk in the light
of the north window of the long deal match-boarded cIms-
room, looked up from her work of tooling leather, the
delicate steel instrument in her hand, a little gildinu-
hrush between her white teeth, a little fold of concentrat^
attention between her slender brown eyebrows.

Yes. Did you want anything ?"

Greta Jumped up, leaving the rest of the box of chocolates
to dissolve among the White Class, and came over, thread-
ing her way between the long rows of desk-stalls.

• Of course I want something."
^jWhat is it?" asked Lynette, laying down the little

What everyone has a right to expect from the personvho ,s her dearest friend-~sympathy," said Creta, jumping
up and sitting on the corner of the desk, and bitin" the
tlnck end of her long flaxen pigtail.

ab!iut°^
^'''"' ''^'^''''" *"'' " anything to syi^pathise

Greta tapped the letter, trying to frown.
" Do you call thii? nothing ?"

4
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II

_" You have saved mo from doing go "

" ffi^ ^"t''"''' il'^"
y"" » heart inside you V

very^e^.'?'^
'' ' ""^ '*"' '* *""">«• "««» " ^L ». work

" Am I, then, nothing to you 1"
^^Lynetto .miled. looking up at the piqu«,t, charming

" You are a great deal to mo."

a bosom JrienH'V''!i
*" " ^'""''"'-Wend. And the duty of

shehr.rnvK;^"''* ""'""« "'f »' "n"" to tell you J

leaf jZ i°"l Ih^M V*'" "'f^
"' ^««' - >?««* 'h« goi,.

t™ dnn-r- *'^'!?? *° '^^""^^ *»>« eonrrsatio" f

^ th«T r "y'^P"*''"''' «-ith me properly in my affairsof the hearfr--a„d you never, never tell mo abouryouw "
The beautiful black-rimmed, golden-taw^nv evesCh^H

fhTr^*^ T- *'"'"8'^ *h«r« was no qKof a sm.^about the puroly.nodellod, closo-foJded liL.
'™'''

scold^"oret« "V" "T' '"'^''' "' "«^«' l""!. any,"

ricotirdown-^otLr." ttret^
"""•

K^^'*
''^•

the Billy Keyses st^^Zrtheir' sTun^TftoM 7^
came of tremendou^ell po^pT^L^ away L En'lnH"where the Dukes and MarquL^ and E.^rCnS«m the veld somewhere about the eleventh centurv to keencommon people from killing the deer, or car^n^t^;^^vulgar names on the castle 4lls, and c;ming between 'he
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d^'sr^^tXt;'^
,
^^,^' • <"""»«- "om your

time*."
»"-™«"you! He do«i oome in handy some-

;;

Doesn't he !" .greed Lynotte, with an ardent flush

take over a cl^s^ Zhl ''""*''«'>'««1-P"pil. going tommmsm
always will bo," coax^Tcret^'")! ^ "^r^ t^'^"^"'

«"d
you out, you i^ow

'• ^ '^'""* *•>« J^u-'he™ let.

1
™:^sl;e^s^isrtVe ^K:;i'rd^' r ^"^:i"

h"i°piS:;°r:i^zSri2arruSt^ -^ ^

|-^^J4r:::;::i;!;rs„:?:::iir ^-^'^ -^ ^^-^

4—2
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!

" U Katie was a foundling, I am nothing better."
" L3metto Mildaro, you're never in earnest ?"

The shocked tone and the scandalised disgust on Greta's
pretty face stung and hurt. But Lynetto went on :

"I speak the truth. The Mother and the Sisters,
who have always known it, have kept the secret. In their
great considerate kindness, they have never once let me
feel there was any difference between me and the other
girls—not once in all these years. And I can never thank
them enough—never be grateful enough for their great
goodness—ospecially hers." The steady voice shook a
little.

" We all know that you have always been the Mother's
favourite." There was a little cool inflection of contempt
in Greta's high, sweet, birdlike tones that had been
lacking before. " And she is the niece of a great English
Cardinal, and the sister of a Duchess and a Princess, and
her step-brother is an Earl." The inflection added for
Greta :

" And yet she turns to the charity child .'"

Lynette said in a low voice :

:

" It is because she is perfect in the way of humility.
She is beyond all pride . . . greater than all prejudice .

she has been more to me than I can say. since she and
Sister Ignatius and Sister Tobias found me on the veld
seven years ago. when they wore trekking up from Natal
to join the Sisters who were already working here."

Greta's face dimpled, and the bright, cold eyes grew
greedy again. There was a romance, 5ter all.

" My gracious ! How did you get there ? Did your
people lose you, or had you run away from home ?"

The delicate wild-rose colour sank out of Lynette's
cheeks. Her eyes sank under those bold, curious, blue
ones of Greta's. She said, with a painful effort

:

" I—had run away from the place that was called my
home. I don't remember ever having lived anywhere
else before."

" My ! And . . .
?"

" It was a—dreadful place." A little convulsive shudder
rippled through the girl's slight frame. Little points of
moisture showed upon the ddicate white temples, where
clung the little stray rings and tendrils of the red-brown
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hair. ' I wore worse rags than the children at the native
kraals, and was worse fed. I scrubbed floors, and fetched
water, and was beaten every day. Then "—she drew a
deep, quivering breath—" I ran away—and—and ran until
I could run no more, and fell down. . . . I don't remember
being picked up. I woke up one day hero at the Convent

;

and I was in bod, and my hair was cut short, and there
was ice upon my head. I said, ' Where am I ?' and the
Mother-Superior stooped down and looked into my eyes
and said, ' You are at home.' And the Convent has been
my home ever since, and I hope with all my heart it alwavs
will be !"

Orata descended from the desk. She drew her em-
broidered cambric skirts primly about her, and said in a
shocked voice :

" And I asked you to visit me—to come and stay with
uaatourplacenear Johannesburg-you who are not even
respectable

!"

Lynette grew burning red. One moment her eyes
wavered and fell. Then she lifted them and lookrf back
bravely into the pretty, shallow, blue ones.

'I

That is why I have told you—what you know now."
" Of course," Greta said patronningly, "

if you wish it

1 shall not tell the class."

Lynette deliberately put away lier tools and the ealf-
bound volume she had been working on, and shut and
locked her desk. Then she msf.. Her eyes swept over
the long room, its lower end packed with giggling, whisper-
ing squabbling, listening, gossiping, or reading girls. She
said very clearly :

" It will be best tliat you should tell the class. Do it
now. The girls can think it over while they are away and
make up their minds whetliiT thev will speak to me or not
when they eome back. Jlake no delay."

riien she went, moving witli the long, sinootli liglit
Ete|. and upngiit, gracefij carriage that she had somehow
(-.-Hight from tlie Mother-Superior, out of the room. Curious
evc.3 foUowed her

; sharp ears, that had caught fragments
ot tiie colloquy, wanted the rest ; eager tongues plied Greta
with questions, as she stood reticent, knowing, bursting
with information withheld, in the middle of the oW

Iv
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room where honours she coveted had been won and prizes
gamed by the oharity-bred foundling.
You may be sure that Greta told the story. It lost

nothing by her teUmg, be equaUy sure. But aU that
heard it did not take it in Greta's way. The stamp of thewoman who ruled this place was upon many minds and
inteUects and hearts here, and her teaching was to bear
iruit m bitter, stormy, bloodstained years of days that were
waitmg at the very threshold.
'I tell you," said Christine Silber, the handsome Jewess

with a fierce flash of her black Oriental eyes, " foundling
or chanty girl, or whatever else you choose to caU her
i^ynette Mjldare is the pride of the school."

saber's father was President of the Groenfontein Legis-
lative Council. A hum of assent followed on her utterance
and an English girl got up u pon a form. She was the niece
01 a lligh Commissioner, daughter of o Secretary of
Imperial Government, at Cape Town, who wrote K.C.M G
after his name.

" Silber speaks the truth. Not a girl here is a patch on
the shoes of Lynette Mildare. I am going home to London
next winter to be presented, and we shall have a house in
Chesterfield Gardens for the season, and if Lynette will
come and visit us, I can teU her that she mil be treated
as an honoured guest. As for you, Greta Du Taine, who
are always bragging about your father and his money
teU me which three letters of the alphabet vou would find
tattooed upon his conscience—if the strongest microscope
ever made could find his conscience out ? Shall / tell you
them ?" She held up her finger. " Shall I tell you how
he bought those orange-groves at Rusteuburg—and the
country seat near Johannesburg—and the drag with the
silver-mounted harness and the team of blood bays ?"
"No, plea.se !" begged Greta, flinclung from the torture
But the English girl was pitiless. She checked the letters

off upon her fingers •

" L D. B."
A shout went up from the Red Class.
Greta turned and ran.
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IX !)'

The cell was a large, light, airy room on'the first-floor of
the big two-storied Convent building that stood in its
spacious, tree-shaded, high-fenced gardens beyond the
Hospital at tHT ndhh end of the town. Tall stained-
wood presses full of papers and account-files covered the
wall upon one side. There also stood a great iron safe,
with heavy ledgers piled upon it. Upon the other three
sides of the room were bookshelves, doubly and trebly
laden, with Latin tomes of the Fathers of tho Church, and
the works and writings of modern theologians, many of
them categorised upon the " Index Expurgatorius." Rows
there were of English, French, German, Italian, and Spanish
classical authors, and many volumes of recently-published
scientific works. It might have been the room of a business
man who was at tho same time a priest and a scholar.
There were roller maps upon the walls, and two or three
engravings. Bougereau's " Virgin of Consolation," the
" Madonna dei Ansidei " of Raffaelle, and a " Crucifixion "

over the chimneypiece, which had three little statuettes in
tinted alabaster—a St. Ignatius at one end, a St. Anthony of
Padua at the other

; in the middle, the Virgin bearing the
Child.

The Mother-Superior sat writing at a bare solid deal
table of the kitchen kind, with stained legs to add to its
ugliness, and stained black-knobbed fronts to the drawers
in it. Her pen flew over tho paper.
Seated though she was, you could see her to be of noble

figure, tall and finely proportioned. The habit of the nun
does not hide everything that makes for beauty and for
grace. The pure outlines of the small, perfectly-shaped
head showed through the thin black veil that fell over the
white starched coif. The small, high-instepped foot could
not be hidden in walking ; the make of the thick shoe might
not disguise its form. The delicate whiteness and smooth,
supple beauty of her hands, larger than the hands of
ordinary women, their owner being of more heroic build,
as of ampler mind and keener intellect, betrayed her to boa
woman not yet old, though there wero some deep lines and
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; i

.^7sJ^rreerofTa^r^- '-« *^** "»* °- 'He

It was a curious face ; its olive skin hieached t« H„i'

^t^^'^-J'' ^.^P'^"" «*«" almost to seventy ^hlvoheard It likened to a Westmoreland hilMands^ap^' Lonelvtarns lie under the black brows of tht m«,^-
'^^ ? Y

^oulh Thpr h
.'" "° °*''"' ''""^ '^"-'^"''^'^ the changefought ,n her by her rare, sudden, iUuminatinc smil,.Her voice was the softest and the clearest I ever hea^ asigh made most audible speech • but in her ,Lt ^f.

"'"'"'•/

hZft"*'^
''"' ^-^ '"^'"'"«- -•» -« "ear gfeatVilft

twenty-three years preWously^hat Zout SoathT'

•»w ™«, tt.'p—;» 5^SS^Sl";;r!,."3

S^^'C,^S'•:,;i"ii^•S5"

Thui lady, being sufficiently youthful, of good education
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and mannors, and of like faith with her elderly wooer under

th,. "st" "[^ morbid wT2rV"r?^"^?' '''^-'-" f-

Jaariied the Duke uf Broads an FrmiL r • *7
^,.''"™> «"<»

^.ree piS ffT T"''
"''*'''* ""'' h'^dsomest of the

{aid to p^ !
"'"'*'"'' ^-^ ''<'™y ''nd i-nperious could

r
"
t 'haltrhrdT^cr/tri^^ro/t^^^^^^^

Jussars, mv dear ohiM " oo.-j t j
'""'aare ot the Grey

^iJSh-arah . .ni
Musj.d-arah !-at Futtehabad, with
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distinction as well as the Victoria Cross, which I am
delighted to see, in glancing through the Armj/ and Navy
Gazette, Her Majesty has been pleased to confer upon him.
As a gentleman and a soldier he presents all that is

deeu-able; as a member of an old Catholic family, he
certainly commands my suifrages. But as the husband of
my eldest daughter I cannot look upon a younger son
with—arah .'—toleration. Honourable reputation is much,
bravery is much, but my son-in-law must possess—arah !—
other—other quahfications." The old gentleinun stuttered
pitiably.

" One other qualification, you mean, father, if that term
can be given to the possession of a certain amount of
money," said Lady Bridget-Mary, standing very straight
and looking very proudly at her father. " Will you object
to telling me plainly for how much you would be content
to sell your stock, with goodwill ?"

Lord Castleclare • as a thin, courtly old gentleman, who
had conquered, he humbly trusted, all his passions, except
the passion for early Catholic Theological Fathers and tlie

passion for Spanish snuff. But he was stung by the irony.
He spilt quite a quantity of choice mixture over the long,
ivory-yellow nail of his lean, delicate thumb as he looked
consciously aside from the great scornful grey eyes that
judged and questioned and condemned him as a mercenarv
old gentleman. And he caught himself wishing that this

fine fiery creature had been bom a boy. He looked back
again at his eldest daughter. Her white arms were folded
upon her bosom, her pearl-coloured silk evening gown was
swept aside from the fire, to whose warmth she held an
arched and exquisite foot. Her noble head, with its rich

coronet of silken black coils, was bent ; her broad brows
had ceased to be stormy. With a half-dreamy smile upon
her beautiful firm mouth, she was looking at a green
flashing ring she wore on the third finger of her left hand.
And the sight of her so sent a sudden pang of remembrance
leaping through the old man's heart. He forgot his

spoiled pinch of snuff, and stepped over to her, and took
the hand, and looked at the emerald ring with her in

silence.

" My dear daughter," he said, more simply and more
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sweetly than Lady Bridget-Mary had ever heard him

Ih^el ?""' ' **''"'' ^"^ '"""^ '^" •"''' gentleman

His daughter's large, beautifully-shaped hand closed
strongly over the old ivory fingers. The great brilliant
dark grey eyes looked at him through a sudden mist of
teajs, though she lifted her head and held it high. She
said m a low, clear voice :

A 'l^^'f'/.°" '••""ember how my mother loved you ?And Kichard is as dear to me as you were to her. I want
words when it comes to speaking of so great a thing as the

*l\^ K
^'°- ^"* '* '" ""y "^«-

• • • I «««°i to breathe
with his breath, and think his thoughts, and speak with
his voice, since we found out our secret, and we are each
other 8 for Time and for Eternity." Then she added, with
a lovely smile that had a touch of humour in it : " And he
will be quite content to take me with only my share ofmother s money." j j

"T3chah!" said the old father. "Nonsense! Of
course, St. Barre will be delighted to provide for you.
Excuse me. . .Imust go."

St. Barre, in the Castleolare nursery, had set up another

Thenceforwards the course of true love might have been
expected to run smoothly for Lady Bridget-Mary and her
gallant lover But she had reckoned, not without her
host, but without her Grey Hus.sar. In love there is
always one who loves the more.fand Lady Bridget-Mary,
that fine, enthusiastic, tempestuous creature, was far from
realising that she was less to her Richard than he was to
ner. Ihe reason was not farther to seek than a few doors
otf in Lonaon, when the Ladies Bawne occupied their
sombre old corner-house in Grosvenor Square. It wasi^y Bridget-SIary's dearest Lucy and bosom-friend, who

R^kT"^, *?* bandsome, grey-moustached martinet,R^cWd s Co onel. In Lady Lucy Hawting's drawing-room
i^rd Castleclare's elder daughter had met Captain ffildare
the hero of Futtehabad and Ahmed Khel. The Colonel'smie was a pretty, delicate, graceful creature, some three
years older than her blaek-browed handsome friend, andmuch more learned, as, of course, befitted a married

Hill
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woman, m tho ways of the world. And iLady Luoy saw
the budding of young passion in the heart of her jumor
and It occurred to her that it would furnish a very excellent
excuse for tho constant presence of Captain Mildare, if ... '

th? sweetest and most limpid women have their turbid
depths, their muddy secrets—and she had oonaded every-
thing to dearest Bridget-Mary, except tho one thing that
mattered !

Well ! We all know for what reason Le Roi Sole!!
addressed himself to the wooing of La Valliere. Louis fell
genumely in love with the dt«3oy, not quite so Richard.
«ut sometimes, when those proud lips meekly gave back
his kisses, and that lofty beauty humbled itself to obey
his will, he almost wished that he had never met the other.A day came when tho secret orchard ho had joyed in with
that other was threaded with a golden clue, and the hidden
bower unveiled to the cold-eyed .staring day.
Captain Mildare and Lady Lucy Hawting went awav

together, and from Paris Richard xvrote and broke to the;
girl who loved him, and had been his betrothed wife the
common, vulgar, horrible little truth. Bridget-Mary had
been deceived by both of them from the very beginning
i-stimato the numbing, overwhelming weight of that blow
delivered by a hand so worshipped, upon so proud a heart!
ihose who saw her, and should have honoured her great
grief with decent reticence, say that she was mad for a
Willie

;
that she grovelled on the earth in her abandon-

ment, calhng upon God and man to be merciful and kill her
i-ass over tins. I cannot bear tu think that the mere lov.i
of a Richard Mildare should bring that lofty head so low

While the scandal lived in the mouths of Society, Lady
Bri(%et-Mary Bawno remained unseen. She was pitied—
oh, burning, intolerable shame ! She was commiserated as
a. catspaw, ..nd sneered at as a dupe. Her sisters an. I

her stepmother, her father and her seven aunts, her relative-
innumerable as stars in the Milky Way, found infinite
relish in the comfortable conviction that every one of them
had said from the very outset that Bridget-Mary would
regret the step she had taken in engaging herself to that
taptain Mildare. Sharp claws of steel were added to h.>r
bcuurge of uuuiiliation by a thousand petty libertie* taken
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with this, her great, sacred sorrow, as 1)v lottcrs'of•sympathy
from friends, who wTote as if she had suffered the loss of a
pet hunter, or a prize Persian cat.
A suitor ventured to propose for that white rejectef]

hand addressing himself with stammering diffidence to
Lord Castleclare. A young man, the son of an industrious
father who had consolidated the sweat of his brow into
three millions and a Peerage, hideously conscious of the
raw newness of his title, painfully burdened with the
bosom-weight of a genuine, if incoherent love, ho seemed
to Lady Bridget-Mary's family tolerable, almost desirable
nearly quite the thing. ...

'

"He has bulled jam into sweetness for the whole civilised
world, said the most influential and awful of Lord Castle-
olare's seven sisters, a Dowager-Duchess who was Lady-in-
Uaitmg, and exhaled the choicest essence of the Middle
Victorian era. She still adhered to the mushroom-shaped
straw hats of her youth, trimmed with black velvet rosettesm the centre of each of which reposed a cut jet button
She went always voluminously clad in black or shot-silk
gowns, their skirts so swelled out by a multiplicity of
starched cambric petticoats, adorned with tambour-work
tliat she was credited with the existence of a crmoline!
She had, in marrying her now defunct Scots Duke, embraced
Prcsbyterianism, and though her brother believed her, as
far as the next world was concerned, to be lost beyond
redemption, he entertained for her judgment in the matters
of this planet a groat esteem.
"He has boiled jam enough to spread over the surface

of the civilised globe, and now jn-oposes to liivo its con-
centrated extract for the benefit of our dearest girl, in the
shape of a settlement that a Princess of the Blood might
Mvy. I call the whole tlung pretty," pronounced the
JJow^iger, "almost romantic, or it might be made to
soiind so if a person of superior intclhgence and tact would
WKiartake to plead for the young man. His terrible title
has quite escaped me. Lord Plumbanks ? Thank you '

It might have been Strawberrybeds, and that would have
I mcrewed our difficulty. No time should be lost. There-
fore, as you, dear Castleclare, with your wife and the hoy,

j

wno, I am gratified to liear, has cut another, are going to
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Rome for Holy Week, perhapg you would wish me in
your absence to break the ice with Bridget-Mary t"

Lord Castleclare's long, solemn face and arched, lugu-
brious eyebrows bore no little rosomblanoe to the well-
known portrait of the conscientious but unlucky Stuart
in whose service his ancestor had shed blood and
money, receiving in lieu of both, a great many Royal
promises, the Eastern carpet that had belonged to the
monarch's Irish oratory, and the fine sard intaglio brilliant-
set, and representing a Calvary, that loyaJ servant's
rtescendant wore upon his thin ivory middle finger. He
t middled the ring nervously as he said :

" She has gone into Lenten Retreat at a Convent in
Kensington. I—arah !—I do not think it would be ad-
visable to disturb salutary and seasonable meditations

"^..Vll?
/~^°'"''^'y matters at this present moment."

Fiddle-faddle !" said the Dowager Duchess sharply
Lord Castleclare lifted his melancholy nrrhpcl eyebrows.

Fiddle-faddle,' my dear Constantia ?"

"You have the expression !" said she. " Young women
of Wndget-Mary's age and temperament will think of
marriage in convents as mucli as outside tliem. Further
I dread delay, entertaining as I do the very certain con-
viction that this weak-minded man who has thrown your
daughter over will be back, begging Bridget-Mary to for-
gave him and reinstate him in the possession of her affec-
tions before another two months are over our heads That
little cat-eyed, squirrel-liaired woman he has run away
with, and against whom I have warned our poor dear girl
times out of number "—she really believed this—" is the
sort of pussy, purring creature to make a man feel her
claws, once she has got him. Therefore, althougli my
family may not thank me for it, I shall continue to repeat
No time IS to be lost !' Still, in deference to your religious

prejudices, and although I never heard that the CathoUc
Church prohibited jam as an article of Lenten diet, we will
defer from offering Bridget-Mary the pot until Easter."

But Easter brought the news that Lady Bridget-Mary
had decided upon taking the veil, and begged her father
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not to oppoM her wi»he.. The Dowager-Duche« rushedto the Kensington Convent. ... All the litt^ .tra^

IrL i ^* humcane of her advancing petticoats as

t» ^nJ""^'" T" ^^^ ""^* di^PPointing. erratic an"s.f-w,lled moce that evor brought tl.e grey hain, of a«ohc,tous and devoted aunt in sorrow to theVavrrmandmg in Heavens name what Bridgot-Mary meant bv thismanmcnl dec.son? Then she drew back^ for at first sohardly
, red.tnd timt this fall, palo, quiot won.au Tn t e

l7vJ : ^^''''«"K *'>at i* could be nobody else.^e began to cry quite hysterically, subsiding /pon aMm woolwork covered sofa, wlule her nieco%an^ thebell for that customary Convent restorative, a teaspS)nfulof essence of orange-flower in a glass of water a^ returning to the side of her agitated Relative, tookher handencased in a tight one-button puce glove, saving
Dear Aunt fonstantia, what is the use of crvine '

I have done \nth it for good."
"^^""8 •

poIJ^LrT ',1
'^'"'''"""y "hanged and so an-fully com-

™n liU ff •
['''"? "''^ sensitive. And, besides, to find

„ fli '
''^''" ^ "-^P""**"* y°« *» ^^"* row I'ead upon

t t^rr "l^r """> ^y P™'^""' or revolver, or kn foa. hough anybody, would be wicked enough to do it
"

wli:"'" "' '"'""' "-^P* '"*" I^'^'iy Bridget-Mary's

" All that is over. Aunt Constantia. Forgrt it as I have

To naturally calm nerves, I suppose." The Dowairer

I r^ She s""^^- :; l^'^'^*
"^
"^''

^'-l^' 0ld.fash3gas» She sipped. "You hear how my teeth areattenng against the rim. That is because I have flow^n

hZTfr:^
"^ hurry of agitation upon hearing from ourfathe that you have decid.Kl to enter the Novitiate at once "

tdlL"d!T' rl^ ^'^•^y Bridget-Mary, standing veryW and dark and .straight against tlLC background of the
I Mlrhl?' *'"* "^

^i'"*
" «''h ^rou'nd-glL^dled with snowy curtains of starched thread-lace.
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" Tnin

! When not ton month* ago you dntlarrd to
me tliat you would not be a nun for ai\ the world. . . .

Vou begged me to befriend you in the matter of Captaiii
Mildaro. I undertook, alas ! th'\t olHoe . ,

."

The Dowager-Duohem blew her nose.
'' A little more of the orange-flower watin- dear aunt ?"

Dear aiint,' when you are trampling upon my very
hcort-stringa

! And lot me tell you, Bridget-Mary, yoii
have always been my favourite niece. ' For all the world,'
you said with your own lips, ' / vmild not he a nun P Three
millions mil buy, if not the world, at l.^ast a good ali(:e of
It. . . . Figuratively, I offer them to you in tliis out
itrptelied hand !" The Dowager extended a puee kid glove.
" Tlio husband who goes with them is a g(x>d creature.
I have seen and spoken with him, and the dear Queen
regards me as a judge of men. ' Conaie,' she has said, • yon
have perception . .

.' What my Sovereign credits mav
not my niece believe ?"

Lady Bridget-Mary's black brows wore stern over th •

great joyless eyes that looked out of their sculptured
caves upon the world she had bidden good-bye to. But
the fine lines of humour about the wings of the sensitive
nostrils and the corners of the large finely-modelled moutli
quivered a little.

" Drink a little more orange-flower water, dear, and never
tell me who the man is. I do not wish to hear. 1 decline
to hear."

The Dowager-Duchess lost her temper.
That is because you know already, and despise money

that IS made of jam. Yet coal and beer are swallowed
with avidity by young women who have not forfeited tlie
right to be fastidious. That is the last thing I wished to
say, but you have wrung it from me. Have you no pride !

Do you want Society to say that you have embraced
the profession of a Religious, and intend henceforth to
employ your talents in teacliing sniffy-nosed sclioolgirls
Greek and Algebra and Mathematics, because this Mildaro
has jilted you ? Again, have you no pride ?" She
agitated the Britannia-metal teaspoon furiously in tho
empty tumbler.

Lady Bridget-Mary took the tumbler away. Wliy
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" You aak W.^» T '^™»" <''"M» to upbraid ?

I havrp^d'eS 'ourS i: jl'" "^1;, " ^'^ "'-"i
not dWain to tak« for Hi. h^ T^^" *•"•* «" >»°"
Mildare ha. rejected j" " "•""»" "'"hard
" You are incorrigible, doarert

rl,f J
mfluence with the Holy

'' the 'cbhing

'It i* so ;,,i?l u>

«he thought, andl.orrvecve«f f''*
"'T'^ '°8«'*''er a^

of the pe'n as it forme^^lle ,Tn" ST""* "" """* 1°"™^^

J.>e» m« iy oTW *^,;I /t« "i
"" '** ""'"3' ''*'''''^«»

I

an,bS^.y dtrTilrthe oth"'
*'"'*/'•

^
"« '^--d »*

Sl,o had said, p^ranhrLin! f
^^P'^ "^ y""' ^ouse."

' DooH it strike von L 1 i f'":' previously made :

family should prefi^^a.l^h«f°'
'""'''"'''" *''"*""« "f ""'

!---,, p^gX^^-^^J^.^ther^
5
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greatly struck by it, and had gone about quoting the words
everywhere. Slie, who liad spoken them, repented them
with tears, and set the memory of them between her and
ill-considered, worldly speech, for ever.

She wrote on now :

" She hoK no vocation for tlie life of a religious. I doubf
her being happy or successful as a teacher here, were I
removed from my -post by supreme earthly authority, or by
death, either contingency being tlie expression of the Will
of God. She has a reserved, sensitive nature, quick to feel,
and eager to hide what site feels, indifferent to praise or
popularity among the many, anxiously desirous to please,
passionately devoted where she gives her lovr. . .

."

The firm mouth quivered, and a mist stole before hor
eyes. Being liuman, she took tlie handkerchief that lay
amongst lier papers and wiped the crowding tears away,
and went on :

" / could wish, in anticipation of either cveTitunlit'/ named,
thai provision mitjht now he made for her. Those who loir
me—yourself I know to be amowj tlie number— will lot, !
fed assured, be indifferent to my hiii that she should be
plcuxd beyond the reach of want."

She wrote on, knowing that tlie implied wish would be
observed as a command :

" We liave never been able to trace any persons who might
have been her parents—we have never even knoum her real
name.—Those among whom her childhood was spent called
her by none. .4 s you know, I gave her in Holy Baptism
one that was our dear dead mother's, together with the sur-
name of a lost friend. She is, and must b^altvays, known
as Lynetle Mildare."

Her eyes were tearleSvS, and her liand quite steady as sin
continued :

" you must not be at all alarmed or shaken by this letter.

I iim perfectly well in health, be quite as-mred ; I trust I ma,i
he spared to carry on my work here for many long years tn

romr. But in msc it should hr oihrru^se. I write thus :
"' The rountrg is greatly disturbed, in spile of the renssurin

\ •v..K-srr
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a«rf Fr« ;S/afe ^eLril / ""'^ '*"' '*^ Transvaal

.^™M Africa ? IlTeinthuZ -^" /''"''""'" ^"'^ '»

«r6 mid to be mermeciLZ ,
^"'"-"^^f- There

vhich a rote of ^'olZtZJl'
'.'"' ""™ ^°* '""« '-fW. at

y^n passed. »./«7:;;.tr/;/;e/f^ifj'f
^''''''j'-' ^"^

ff"Vfr«mc«/ at Cape Tov„ n .
^'^ """^' '" ""•

"hat the- respc^sThaVZ. I LT "" ^*''^'^' ^'""'

«-™ A«rr.Vrf/y
"
: f^-t'TJ^:ri'';r, '^'' ^>^ovM hare

f»-''f?X the fev-u-hohZZIZh^J ""' ^^ndin„ all home.

«««»me, a ?,.,, IhnaZimat^,
M events, „„„7 m, „„,.„„j

« miitary CornmnndanZaT ' " "'"' '" "«"'!' "'«'

r./-*rf ,. J, an ofPe^ofeZlLZ " '''= """ "' ''

'*^;o«..» into a coZit^^ofa^Tlt"', '*"^*
"f ?«"•"''

--Irnale j„j^laUon into JrSr:::ioft::LriT^r" "-

rcd-broivii hair came in ^nT„l j i^ , '

''''«''* g'""'. «'tl'

IjHi..

.-„rt.y to'r Mo h^'-sX ""
st' '"';r^

""^
Maok ainaoa uniform „f fi „

^"i^^^°^- '^''f wore tlio p ain

uaw, to be resigned when she should

i^!|

• *sf^.'^r.
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become a pupil-teacher at the opening of the next term
;

and the rare and beautiful smile broke over the face of the

elder woman as the younger came to her side.

" Are you busy, Reverend Mother ? Do you want me
to go away ?"

" I shall have finished in another five minutes, and then
there will be no more letters to \vrite, my child. Sit where
you clioose ; take a book, and be quiet ; I shall not keep you
waiting long."

Tlie words were few ; the Mother-Superior's manner a

little curt in speaking tliem. But whore Lynette chose to

sit was on the cheap drugget that covered tlie beeswaxed
boards, with her squirrel-coloured hair and soft cheek
pressed against the black serge habit.

The Mother-Superior ^vrote on, apparently absorbed, and
with knitted brows of attention, but her large, white,

beautiful left hand dropped half unconsciously to the silken

hair and the velvet cheek, and stayed there.

There is a type of woman the lightest touch of whose
hand is subtler and more sweet than the most honeyed
kisses of others. And the Mother-Superior was not liberal

of caresses. Wlien Lynette turned her lips to tlie hand, the

face that bent over the paper remained as stem and as

absorbed as over. She went on writing, directed, closed,

and stamped her letter, and set it aside under a pebble of

wliite quartz, lined and streaked with tlio faint silvery

green of gold.
" Now, my child ?"

The girl said, flushing scarlet

:

" Reverend Mother, I have told the Red Class the truth

about me !"

The Mother-Superior started ; dismay was in her face.

" Wl\y, child ?"

" I—I mean "—tlie scarlet flush gave place to paleness—
" that I liave no name and no family, and no friend.^

except you, dearest, and the Sisters. Tiiat you found uir

and took me in, and liave kept me out of cliarity."

" Was it necessary to liave told—anything wliatever i"

" I think so, Motlier, and 1 am glad now that I have done

it. There will be no need for deception any more."
" My daughter, there has never been the slightest
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deception of any kind wliatsoever upon your nart or ),„

SteTnry^urol^i- v?,frF?-^^-
confidence in this matZ?" ^'^ ^'* '°'^°"«' y°"'

" Greta Du Taine."

info™atioLhehadth:Utr^to'::ek1" '""^^ '""^

" Y^t shr'n' *'""L
'*-""' 'I"'*" ''^ I expected."Yet she and you have always been friends, my cluld "

Lynette rose up upon her knees. The Ions am „f tl.«

^rorting^oiUrl" od
^"''"" ^"^^^^^ ^^^ » P--n "f

" I have no fear of tlie rest of the class Tlm^ 1,honour, and good feeling, and warmHearts mLyour reply to Greta's ob/gingproposTtionr "' "^

andi^^ttt"rt,!^rraH7:7mrt^yt-tfr-
do-as I always have done, ever sTn^oJl^?"~^' ^ "'''"'y^

Her voice broke in tlie first sob

J/V °"^ "'^ '"''""' °^ *''« mother-heart she creot to

U> run to I BltZ'kr:^ 'Ut T'""
'' """"'' ''"^ '"^ ''-'

Well, the ordeal is over, and will nof h^L f u

ooncems your past Ufe, and I say aU with meanl^'"_^the
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II): Sir

|iH|!

girl'8 wliite eyelids fell under her earnest gaze, and the
deUcate Upa began to quiver -" «ill rest in the man—the
honourable and brave and worthy gentleman—who I pray
may one day be your husband."

•' No !" she cried out sharply as if in terror, and the
slight figure was shaken by a sudden spasm of trembling.
" Oh, Motlxor, no ! Never, never !"

JVVith a gesture of infinite pity and tenderness tlie Mother
drew her close, and hid the sliamo-dyedfaoe upon her bosom,
and wluspered, with her lips upon the red-brown hair :

' My lamb, my dearest, my poor, poor cliild ! It shall be
never if you choose, Lynette. But make no rash vows, no
determinations tliat you think irrevocable. Leave the
future to God. Now dry these dear eyes, and put old
tlioughts and memories of sorrow and of wrong most
resolutely away from you. He happy, as Our Lord meant
all mnooent creatuies of Hi.s to be. And do not be tempted
to magnify Greta's olfence against friendship. She ha.s
acted according to her lights, and if they are of the kind
that shine in marshy places, a better Light will sliine upon
Iter path one day. I kn,>w that you have real affection for
lier

. . . though 1 must own I have always wondered in
what lay the secret of lier popularity in the school V

" She is so amusing—and so pretty, Mother."
• She is exciuisitely pretty. And beauty is one of tlu;

moat excellent among all the gifts of God. Our sense of
wliat is beautiful and tlie delight we liavc in tlio perception
of it must linger with us from tliose days when Angels
walked \isibly on earth, and talked with the children of
men. A lovely .soul in a lovely body, uotliing can be iikhc
excellent, but such a- body does not always cage what
St. Columb called ' the bird of beauty.' And we must n..t
be s^^ayed or led by outward and perishable things, that
arc illusions, and deccit-s, and snares."

Tlie Mother-Superior readied out a long arm, and took i

.solid leather-bound, ru<i-edged volume from the table, and
opened it at a page marked by a tlamingo's feather, whose
delicate pink faded at tiio tip into ro.sy-white.

' X was reading this a little while before you came in
li you wore not a little dunce at Greek, you would bo ahli
to construe the classic author for yourself."
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'M. But the cC\Z no^^l' T J^ "^ *"»* "/ '^^

/o.,e. smoke and TjZ'TkihoZifjZ ""? ^^'^ *"
.1/»»«V% ff^oritma» Vo ** , ,1

<">^<:ured the vtston o the

.« a body unbcanleousa^iL a"!'^"'
*""' *«^ *««» "«'

n,U Zens S^^JJ^Jth 'T,
""""' ^"^^^ " '»«'•

craft of tiepZZTltlTJf '"T' ""^ '"^"'"^ ^ the

a-.' cruelUesan^ldZtL^L'')'^'- "'^ *^ ^^^'"'"'"^ *"'•' '^^

«'«/ //•«//!.
"^' '^'' "">* »" 5''"'". bui faithfulness

'y^:^i 'izl'a'^t^riif, z '""', '™' '"" ^"-- ••»
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And yet, Mother, if your beautiful soul had not been
given beautiful windows to look out at, and a beautiful
mouth to kiss me or scold me witli, and beautiful hands to
hold, it would have been a beastly shame !"

Is there a woman living who can resist such sweet
daughterly flatteries ? This was very much a woman, and
very much a mother, if very much a nun. She kissed themouth distilling such dear honey.

" This, not for the compliment, but because it is seven
years to-day since I found you, lying like some poor little
strayed lamb on the veld, under the burning sun."
"That was my real birtliday, dearest, dearest
The girl pressed closer to lier with dumb, vehement

affection, as though slic would have grown to the bosom
tliat had been her shield since then.

" On tliat day a little later, when I looked down andyou looked up with big eyes tliat begged for love, Iknew that we had found each other. And we have never
lost each other since, I tliink ?"

She smiled radiantly into the loving eyes
"Never, my Mother. But if we did . .

'.

if we are ever
to be estranged or parted, it would be better . . oh ' itwould be better if you had passed by in the waggon, and
left me lying, and tlie aasvogels and the wild-dogs had done
the rest. °

anrrpeakt;:^™"'
"''' '""^""""^ "^« =''"«'"« "-

n'n^^Z^l"'^
daughter. You do gravely wrong to say so.Holy Baptism has been yours, and Confirmation, and youhave shared «ith His Faitliful in the Body of Christ

JNever let me hoar you say that again !"

" Motlier, I promise you, you never shall. But I had adrM,m la^t night that was most vivid and strange and
awlul. It lias haunted me ever since

"

The Motlier Superior started, for "she also had had a
strange dream. Of that vision had been born the written
etter that now lay under the quartz paper-weight-tiie
letter that was to be sent, with others, by the next English
mail that should go out from Gueldersdorp, which said mail
being intercepted by the Boers, was not for many month
to reach its destination. Supposing it had, tliis story need

i:['^'
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S^rit'7ar"^"- °' «'«« -""- -""i have boon

v.ith our trivLTsuboon,.1
"'" ""' '° be c«„,ou„de,l

.ad fruit. a„7U'Zume?r?r"- '"^H**"'
^^•^'''•''

(m insult to tii<) digostion " '^ '
"^ °' '^'^'"1 ••"''«. but

' Mother how did you find out ?" cried J.vnette Tl«as somethinii verv likn « ,i;™„i •
''"^,^^'"'"6. liiere

washing-bell; the puvih' tZ hlu '^F
^'

J''*'^ "^ "^e

musthuV or you Initiate" oL:i',^S tlf^ Vr
UaveLt^^:^n.ett^^St:att^^^^^
Lynette s fair skin flushed poppy-red

^^^
Mother, they hooted us on th'^^oad to the Reereation

4'^:; oTor^trpeft ">^,f"'i'-S-P^r -' *'>"

l.erto„ewa«a«^ui;Z '''"'' ''""'' '"«"«'«^'

" Who M(!re ' they ' ?"

tl^ey're'rnr anT
'"'

f-^^y^--' >«-*, I think
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»t least, some of us did—and said they should try that on us
first

"

" That was courageous."
" We "—Lynette laughed a little nervously—" we were

awfully frightened, all the same.'
"My ri"! ., without fear there would have been no

courage. 1 /len I am told an English officer interposed ?"

"He was • ung from tlie direction of the Hospital—

a

tall thin r. in Service khaki, with a riding-BJaiiibok
under hif i..j. But it would liave boon as good as a
sword if h( lad used it on those men. When he hftrd it in
speaking to them they huddled together like sheep."

" You have no idea who he was, of course ?"

" I do not know liia name, but 1 hoard one of the Boer.s
say ' That slim duyvel witli the sjambok is tlic now Military
(^ommandant.' Another officer was with liim. nuuii
younger, taller, and with fair hijir. He "

" I hope I shall soon have an opportunity of thanking tho
Commandant personally. As it is, I shall write. Now go,
my dear."

Lynette took her familiar kiss, and dropped her formal
curtsy, and went with the red sunset touching her squirrnl-

coloured hair to flame. The tea-bell rang aa she shut tin

door beliind her, and directly afterwards the gate-boll
clanged, sending an iron sliout echoing through the white
washed, tile-paved passages, as if heralding a visiter wli.)

would not be denied. An Irish novice who was on duty
with the Sister attendant on the gate came shortly after-

wards to the room of the Mother-Superior, bringing a caril

on a little wooden tray.

The Mother, the opening sentonooa of her note of thanks
wet upon the slieet before lier, took the card, and know
tliat the letter need not bo sent.

" This gentleman desired to see me V
" He did so. Reverend Mother," whispered the timid

Irish girl, who stood in overwhelming awe of the majeatir
personality before lier. " ' Ask the Mother-Superior « ill

she consent to receive mo V says he. ' If slio won't, .snv

that she mu.st.' Says I :
' Sir, I'd not drame to presuiiu-

give Herself a message that bowld, but if you'll please tu

wait, I'll tell her what you're after saying.'
"
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•' Quite right. Katie. Now go and toll Sister Tobias to

Z^Z '?t^'"' r'""'- ^ ^'" ^ there ZLti;."Katie bobbed and vanished When th«, M^thl a
oame into the parlour, the visiwTj'/tSrner^:
hreplaoe with h« hands beliind his back. One w"re a

onely ligare standing like a sentinel against a towerZfang of rock. Lurking forms of fierce bolts of p"vwerf<Umly to be distinguished amongst the sh^oufaKv
l!!fV "•" P""'"'- '°"«'y "'^t'-'''"' brooded with out
ny^f thesr'^t'^ ""^H^

'""^^^'^ "'°™ temple Z.
Kl^Tthe^r^h I'X^eeTndrpir:^^^^
oiiginal had made of the copyist an artot foSUm« Tpure dignity and lofty faitlf^nd patTeneeKe cCst-ey

i'

.aggard with bodily sleeplessno^ and spiritu^ba" e Sudomitable resistance breathing in tlie lines of the ciiristf'gure, -van and gaunt with physical famine as vrithJhenobler hunger of the soul, were rendered with fidclj^ ^l^

.tl'^" **"I?8'""''^
''•^n ear caught the Mother's lonif swift

DtBswaxed floor. Ho wheeled sharply, brouglit liis heelsogother, and bowed. She returned his salutat m Sh imimtabo dignity and grace-. With his eye on tl e

CDii, tlio Utlonel commented mentally :

• VVhat a noble-looking woman!"
ilio Mother-Superior tliouglit as her rn,nn,>-«^

-opt over the tall, spare, broid-kh" ited fiX ltd

X

T2-ir uT'^ ^^"^ "*"' ''« ^'''^t, l!a^^e;es no e

::^^^^it:S^eriarf''--—
Ihis 18 a brave man."
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XI

Thi great of aoul are not slow to find each other out. These
two recognised each other at meeting. Before he had
explained his errand, she liad thanked him cordially,
directly, and simply, for his timely interference of the
previous day.

" One of the lesser reasons of my visit, which I must
explain is official in character," ho said, " was to advise
you that your pupils and the ladies in oliarge of them will

not henceforth be safe from insult except in those parts of
the town most froquentpd by our countrymen, and rarely
even tliore. It would bo wise of you under existing cir-

cumstances, which I sliall explain as fully and as brieHy as
I may, to send your pupils without delay to their homes."

" All that have not already loft," slio assured him, " witli

the exception of those wlioso parents reside in the town,
or who have no living relatives, and tliereforo do not leave
us, go North and South by early trains to-morrow."

" Ma'am," he said, " I am heartily glad to hear it." He
added, as she invited him to be seated :

" Tliank you, but I
have been in the saddle since fiv " this morning, and if you
have no objection I should prefer to stand. And for
another reason, I explain things better on my legs. But
you will allow me to find you a seat, if—any of these may
be moved ?" His glance, with some perturbation in it,

reviewed the stiff ranks of chairs severely marshalled in

Convent fashion against the varnished skirting-board.
" They arw no' fixtures," she said, with quiet amusement

at his evidenf elief, and he pot her a eliair, the largest and
most solid that tlie room offered, and planted himself
oppo.site htir, standing on the hearthrug, with one hand
resting on the corner of the high mantelshelf, and the toe of a
spurred riding-boot on the plain brick kerb.

" I may as well say . .
."—he ran a finger round the in.sidc

of the collar that showed above the Idiaki jacket
—" that,

though I have often had the pleasure, and I will add, the
great advantage, of meeting ladies of—of your religions

profession before, this is the first time that I over was inside

a Convent."

' J]!kWi'j:iB; .
/'
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.n.11
•
'y»^/~hool ?" .he Mked, luid her rare, sudden.mUe irradiated her Hi. hand dropped from hU ooIJ^He looked at her with a sudden warmth of admiration therewas no miBtaking. But her beauty went a. suddenly C

It had come, and her arched, black brow, frowned .liBhtly
a. .he said in tones that were very cold and very clear,and rather ironical

:

vroor,

tr^-fh/r T 8°«1 enough to waste valuable time in

\Z\ r,j' 7"' *''"' "on^ideration for the nerve, of a

.J^^Tf"}^ i unprotected women, the news we haveexpected daily for months. You have come here toannounce to us the bursting of the cloud of War I. itnot 80 f

He was taken aback, but hid it Uke a diplomat

fnJ^f.*"""
'* "•'"

V'" P"*""" """<=« "-^ posted in the

West Natal and East Baraland borders, waiting until theBritish fire a shot Their secret orders are to wait that s^albut some unlooked-for event may cause them to anticipate
t lese.

. . And we shall be wise to prepare for eventu-
ahties. For myself, having been despatched by the British
(rovernment on special service to report to the Home
Authorities upon our defences in the North—it is an openBccret now-I have been sent down here to put the town
into a condition to withstand siege. And frankly, withoutapology for necessary and inevitable bluntncss, one of the

rH^l^r''"!!' t f'"'"
"""ditions is-that the womenand children should be got out of it

"

l,.!*!^

Wow had been delivered. The angry blush that hehad expected did not invade the pale olive of her cheeks.He aadea :

U "JJ"^^
-^^

T
"^' ""^«'-«t»"d tl'at I say this because it

IS my duty. I am not naturally unsociable, or bearish

contrary
" ""'"^y"''' ^**''«' "'« =o"t'»ry- Quite the

She remembered a slim, boyish, young lieutenant of

W rooTn T-
"'":^''^ ^^"'"^ '" "^ ^"""""^ London

Dall-room more tlian twenty years back. That bov awoman hater
! Struggle as she would the Mother-Superior

could not k^p Lady Bridget-Mary Bawne from coXg toth« .surface for an instant. But she went under directly.
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and left notliing but a spark of laughter in the beautiful

grave eyes.
" I understand," she said. " Woman in time of peace

may add a certain welcome pleasantness to life. In time

of war she is notliing but a helpless incubus."
" Let me point out, ma'am, that I did not say so. But

she possesses a capacity for being killed equal in ratio to

that of the human male, without being equally able to

defend herself. In addition to this, she eats ; and I shall

require all the rations that may bo available to keep alive

the combatant members of the community."
" Eating is a habit," agreed the Mother-Superior,

" which even the most rigid disciplinarians of the body

have found difficult to break."

His mouth straightened sternly under the short-clipped

brown moustaclie. Here was a woman who dared to

bandy words with the Officer Commanding the Garrison.

He drew a shabby notebook from a breast-pocket, and

consulted it.

" On the eleventh, the day after to-morrow, a special

train, leaving No. 2 platform of tlie railway-station, will

be placed by the British Government at the disposal of

those married women, spinsters, and cliildren wlio wish

to follow the example of those who left today, and go

down to Cape Town. Those who prefer to go North are

advised to leave for Malamye Siding or Jolinstown, places

at a certain distance from the Transvaal Border, where they

will be almost certain to find safety. Those who insist

upon remaining in the town I cannot, of course, remove by

force. I will make all possible arrangements to laager

them safely, but this will entail heavy extra labour upon

the forces at my command, and inevitable discomfort-

possibly severe suffering and privation—upon themselves.

To you, madam, I appeal to set a high example. Yo\ir

Community numbers, unless I am incorrectly informed,

twelve religious. Consent to take the stop I urge upon you

retreat with your nuns to Cape Town while the opportunity

is yours."

He folded lus arms, having spoken tliis curtly and

crisply. The Mother-Superior rose up out of her chair.

It seemed to him as though she would never have done

m i-jT w ".v.. -Twvnt^MPVWV •» <PB. 5-
,
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rising, but at last she stood before him, very straiplit and
awfully tall, witli her great stem eves an inch above the
level of his own, and lier wliito hands folded in her black
sergo sleeves.

"Sir," she said, "we are here under the episcopal
Jurisdiction of the Catliolic Bisliop of the Diocese. We
have received no order from His Kmincnce to quit our
post—and until we receive it, give nie leave to tell you,
wltli all respect for your liigli official authority, that we
slial! remain in Gueldersdorp."

Tlieir looks crossed like snords. He grew crimson over
the wliite unsunbumcd lino upon his forehead, and his
moustache straiglitened like a bar „f rusty-red iron across
his thin, t, nn I face. But he respected moral power
and determination when lie encountered them, and this
.salient woman provoked his respect.

" Let us keep pool " he began.
' I assure you that I liave never been otherwise," she

fnid, -'since the beginning of this interview."
' Ma'am," ),e said. " you state the fact. Let me keep

oool, and point out to you a few of the—peculiarities in
Khioh the present situation unfortunately abounds."
He laid doun, witli a loolc tliat asked permission, his

hat and cane and the odd glove upon tiie round, shin-'g
ivahmt-table tliat stood, adorned with mild little religious
works, in the geometrical centre of the Convent parlour,
and dieckcd tlie various points off upon tlie fingers of the
gloved hand with the lean, brown, bare one.
^'I anticipate very shortly tlie outbreak of hostilities"
He had quite forgotten that he was talking to a member of
the squeaking sex. " I have begun immediately upon mv
arrival here to prepare for tliem. The nucleus of a sand-
liig fort-system has been formed already, mines are being

laid down far in the front, and every male of the population
«lio has a pair of capable hands has )iad a rifle put into
tiiem.

She looked at him, and approved the male type of energy
and action. " If I liad been a man," she thought " T
snould have wished to be one like this." But she bent hi
hi'ad silently, and he went on.

We have an armoured train in the rail-way yard.

wi^w ^M^-^wair^'T'^.
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v'ith a Maxim and a Hotchkiss. We have a Nordenfeldt,
a couple of Maxims ciore, four seven-pounder guns of

almost prehistoric date, slow of Are, uncertain as regards
the elevating-gear, and, I tell you plainly, as dangerous,
some oi em, to be behind as to be in front of ! One or

two more we've got tliat were grey-headed in the seventies.

By the Lord ! I wish one or two Wliiteliall heads I

know were mopping 'em out this minute. Ahem !

Ahem !"

He coughed, and p , v red under his sun-tan. Her eyes

were elsewhere.
" Ma'am, you must try to recollect that the Boer forces

are armed with the newest Krupps and other guns, and
that it is more than possible they may attempt to shell the
town. In that case artillery of tremendous range, and a
flight almost equal to that of sound itself—I won't be too

technical, I assure you !—will be mustered against our
crazy pieces, only fit for the scrap-heap, or for gate
ornaments. Understand, I tell you what is common
knowledge among our friends—common Jest among our
enemies. Andanothei thing I will tell you, ma'am. Those
enemies shall never enter Gueldersdorp !"

She was radiant now, with that smile upon her Ups, and
that glow in the great eyes tliat met liis with such frank
approval. Confound it, wliat business had a nun to be
anything like so beautiful ? Would she pale, would she
tremble, when he to!J her the last truth of all ?

" Your Convent, ma'am, unluckily for your Community,
happens to be, if not the biggest, at least the most con-

spicuously situated building in the place, lying as it does
at a distance of four hundred yards from the town, on the

north-east side. Like the Hospital, of course, it will be under
the protection of the Red-Cross Flag. But the Boer is

not chivalrous. He does not object to killing women or

sick people, nor does he observe with any standing scrupu-

lousness the Geneva Convention. Any object that shows
up nicely on the skyline is good f-nougli to pound away
at, and the Red-Cross Flag has often helped him to get a

satisfactory range. If they bombard us, as I have reason

to believe they will, you'll have iron and lead in tons poured
through these walls."
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British officer, of your ov.ii fnitli, wlio 1 Imvn reason to

believe died witliout boiiuiit of liis clergy, pcrliaiis with tliis

you would arrange tliat a service should bo held in memory

of the dead ?"

" I understand," said the Mother-Superior. " You

suggest that Holy Mass should bo offered for the repose of

your friend's soul ? Well, I will convey your offering to

our chaplain. Father Wix, since you desire it."

" I do desire it^or, rather, poor Mildare would."

An awful sensation as of sinking down through the solid

floors, through the foundations of the Convent, into

unfathomable deeps possessed her. Her eyes closed ;
she

forced them open, and made a desperate rally of her sinking

forces. Unseen she put out one hand behind her, and

leaned it for support against the iron-studded oak timbers

of the chapel door. But his eyes were not upon her as he

went on, unconsciously, to deal the last, worst blow.

" I said, ma'am, that my dead friend . . . the name is

Richard Mildare, Captain, late of the Grey Hussars. . . .

You are ill, ma'am. I have been inconsiderate, and over-

tired, you." He had become aware tliat great dark circles

had drawn themselves round her eyes, and that even lui

lips were colourless. She said, with a vahant effort

:

" I assure you, with thanks, that you have been most

considerate, and that I am perfectly well. Are you at

liberty to tell me, sir, the date of Captain Mildare's death »

For I know one who was also his friend, and would "—

a

spasm passed over her face
—" take an interest in hearing

the particulars."
" Ma'am, you shall know what I know myself. About

twenty years ago Captain Mildare, owing to certain unhappy

circumstances, social, and not pecuniary ones, sent in his

papers, sold his Commission, and left England."

She waited.
" I heard of him in Paris. Then, later, I heard from

him. He was with her here in South Africa. She was a

woman for whom he had given up everytliing. Tlicy

travelled continually, never resting long anywhere, he, and

she, and—their child. She died on the trek and he buried

her."

"Yes?"
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back to life and Imppinesa and furgetfulnosti of a hideous
past ; whom I took into my empty lieart, and taught to

call me SrotUci . . . . She is tlio fruit of my own betrayal

!

the offHpring of the friend who deceived and the man who
desorted mr !"

The visitor was going on, his grave gaze still tuniod aside.

"Of course, the ago of tlic i"ihi|]|), gul whose death
brought about the trial I speak of - everything depends u jxjn

that. Mildarr'n daugUti'r was a child of three years old
when she lost father and mother. If alive to-day alio would
be nineteen years of age. I wisli it had been my great good
fortune to trace and find her. Siie should have had the
opportunity of growing up to be a noble woman. In this

place, if it might liave been, and witli an example like

yours before her eyes . . , ma'am, good-afternoon."
He bowed to her, and went away with short, quick,

even steps, following the lay-Sister who was to take him
to tile gate.

She tott<Ted into the chapel, and sank down before the
altar, and strove to pray. Hi;r mind was 'in eddying
blackiKiss shot with the livid glare of electric fires. Her
faith rocked like a palm in the tciripest ; lier soul Wivs to.ssed

across raging billows like a vessel in tiie grip of the cyclone.

Being so great, she surt'(^red greatly ; being so strong, s\u^

had strong passions to wresth! with and to subdue. Awhile,
like tliat otluT Mary, wlio, unlike her, was a lleslilj' simier.

she strove, rent as it seenuxl to hi^r, by s(!ven devils. And
llicn slie fell down prone at lu^r Master's nail-pierce<l Feet,

aiul found th.ere at last tite healing gift of tears.

XII

Emigration Jane, the new under-iiousemaid on trial at

the Convent, had a gathering on tlie top joint of tlio first

finger jl the hand that burned to wear Walt Slabberts'

betrothal-ring, and the abscess being ripe for the lancet,

she had an extra afternoon in the week to get it attended to.

She found Walt w aiting at the street-corner under the lamp-

post, and her heart bounded, for by their punctuality at
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she had spoken nothing but the Engliah, and a young

woman papablu of mastering Boer Dutcli in a week miglit

be made useful in a variety of ways—some of them

tortuous, all of them secret, as the Slabbertinn ways were

wont to bo.

He advanced to lier, witliout tlie needless ceremony of

touching his l\at, eagerly asking how she had aciiuired her

new ncconiplisliment ?

But tlie brain crowned by the big red hat that had coiie

from the Maison Cluny, and eo.it a liundred francs, and

liad been smartened up witli a bunch of pink and yellow

artificial rosex, uud three imitation ostrich-tips of a cheerful

blue, did not couipreliend. Someone who spoke tho Taal

had written for her. Tho bilingual young woman who

was to bn of such use to Walt luul only existed in his

dreams. And yet— tho disappointing creature was ex-

ceeding fair.

" Pity you left your eyes be'ind you, Dutchy !" giggled

Emigration Jane, deliciously conscious that those rather

muddy orbs were glued on lier admiringly

Tho hair crowned by the screaming hat was waved and

rolled over the horsehair frame she had learned to call a
" Pompydore "

; the front locks, usually confined in the

iron cages called " curlers," frizzled wonderfully about her

moist, crimson face. She had on a " voylet " delaine

skirt, with three bias bands round tho bottom, and a

" blowse " of transparent mrslin stamped with floral

devices. Her shoes were of wliite canvas ; her stockings

pink and open-worked ; her gloves were of white thread,

and had grown grey in the palms with agitation. One of

tliein firmly grasped a crimson " sunshyde," with green

and scarlet ohenies growing out of tlie end of the stick.

The young Dopper warmly grasped the other, provoking

a squeal from the enchaiitres.s.

" Mind me bad finger ! Lumine ! you did give us a

squeeze an' a 'arf."

" If I shall to hurt you I been sorry. Miss !" apologizeil

the Slabbert.
" All righto, Dutchy !" smiled Emigration Jane. " Don't

tear your features." She bestowed a glance of almost

vocal disdain upon a Kaffir girl in turkey-red cotton
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fiiili'd in iliity. tlio liiiMbniul. -BHiMrant lind not apprar('<l.

Kplii'nicral flirtntiimn tlirrc lind been, witli a poHtninn, with

a triKipcr of tlic ('ap(^ Mmiiitcil Piilifi', «itli an Amrricnii

bar-ti'ndiT. Hut nut mic of tlirMc had hrruthrd of indin-

sohihln union, though cncli hii<l unntcd to borrow hiM'

savinjjs. And Kmigration .lano lind "bin 'nd " in that

wny hiforr, iind j;on<" with her bleeding; hi'iirt and drplrt<d
J'nst Onicc Savings booU bifom thi' fat. fallow niagiMtrali'

at tlui H(')i'''it'H Road CouTity Court, and wini'cd and
ntnart<Hl under his brutal w a(;ni'i'i<'«. <"ily to luarn that fhi'

appropriator of her wcinianly nITectionH and her fifteen

poverei^ns bad already tliice wive.s.

The brute, the 'arflesM hea.-t ! KmiL'ration .fane won-
dered at heryelf, she did, as 'ad bin siiih a ri';;'h • «)ft as

to he took in by one to wlinin she never referred in speeeh
except as " 'I'liat 'I'liere (ireen."' That shc^ softened to him
in her weaker numients, in spite of his renienibored appetite

for savings and his regrettable multiplicity of wives, gave
her the fair hump. That something in tlie expression
of this new on<'s nuiddy eyes reenlled the loving leer

of ' Tliat Therc^ (ireen." she ailniitted to herself.

Womanly anxiety throbbed in the bosom, not too coyly

hidden by the pneumonia blouse, as the eouplc passed the
gilded portals of a jMibli(' bar, and the Slabberts' elbow
was thrust painfully into her side, aa its owner said

lieavily :

" Have you tliirst ?"

She coyly owned to aridity, and they entered the saloon,

kept by a Dutchman who spoke English. Tw o ginger-beers

with a stick of Hollands wore supplied, and the stick of

.Slabberts was as the rod of Moses to the otlitT stick for

strength and jiower. Hut as Kmigration Jane daintih'

sipped the cooling beverage, giggling at the soapy bubbles
tliat snapped at her ni/se, the restless worin of anxiety kept
no gnawing undtT the flowery " blowse." Too well did she
know the ways of young men who hosjiitably ask you if

you're thirsty, and 'avo you in, whether or no. and order
drinks as liberal as lords, and then discover that they're

short of tlie bob. and borrow from you in .a joking way . . .

Her heart bounde<l a.s the Slabberts put his liand in his

pocket, saying :
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of neglected teeth on the part of the personage addressed.
" Tliero are plenty other Engelsch will be wishing to be as

right, oh, very soon ! For Do Boursy-Williaras, he has sent

his wife and his two daughters away on the train for

Cape Town yesterday morning, and he has gone after them
that same night, and he liaa left all his patients to the Dop
Doctor."

" Some red-necked baboons are wiser than others," said

the Slabberts in the Taal, and tliere was a hoarse laugh, and

the humorist turned his big heavy body away, and became
one of a crowd of other Dutchmen, who were, in veiled

hints and crooked allusions, discussing tlie situation across

the Border. Emigration Jano was not sensitive to the

electricity in the atmosphere. She knew no Dutch, and

was perfect in the etiquette of the outing, which, when
the young woman has been supplied with the one regula-

tion dj-ink, stands her up in the corner like an umbrella

in dry weather as long as her youpg man is a-talking to

'is pals.

" So," the bar-keeper went on, " if you shall want that

bad finger of yours looked to, you will have to wait until

the Dop Doctor wakes up. He is a big man, who can

drink as much as three Boers. ... He came in this morning

to get drunk, and you shall not wake him now if you fire

off a rifle at his ear. But he will get up presently and shake

himself, and then he will be quite steady ;
you would not

guess how drunk he had been unless you had seen ... He
is over there, sleeping on that table in the corner, and it

will be very bad for the man who shall wake him up. For,

look you, that Dop Doctor is a duyvel. I have seen him

break a man like a stick between his hands for nothing but

cutting up a tliieving monkey of a little Kaffir with the

sjambok. And he took the verdoemte thing home where

he lives, they say, and strapped up its black liide with

plaster, and set its arm as if it had been a child of Christians.

But every Engelscliman is mad. Groot Brittanje breeds'a

nation of madmen."
The saloon got .uUer and fuller. The air solidified witli

the Taal and the tobacco, and other things less pleasant.

It was not the hour for a crowd of customers, but nobody

had seemed to be working much of late. They were all
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I'nZT^"'^ "-.f-^^ ^*^*°^'' twdesmen of the town orBoers from outlying farms, and not a man there bTwLwaiting a certain signal to clear out and leave GuddersdZ
rJZ^'"- "" ""'"^" '" '''" P^^° °n '^ salary p^dbftheRepublics a-s a spy. The English customer who came in

unl7,:^
"""

T''Jf
"^ *''" "''«•' atn,osphere that i^sunhealthy, and if the man happened to bo aUe heordered, and paid, and drank, and went out qufekrv U

conversation to his countrymen, and left with a certain
degree of swagger, and without the appearance ^f "utd""

Once the swing-doors of the saloon opened to admit «.

11 ISifil'Tr "f'-
"'''''''' Ag EngllZL'^vnose insigmficant Cockney countenance was splashedwith orange-coloured freckles of immense size. Between

S^frT" "Pf '''^"eled the inevitable cigarette AnSEnugration Jane, toying ,vith the dregs of her tumWer

of XrV'^.P"*' '''"'P' ^'^""^ ^^' «««" over thelet;of a large burgher's outstretched arm. With some trm,Kl!

toM'h'ifV ^''""g"^'.! reckonised you, Miss." Hetouched his cheap imitation Panama With swaceerin^

o a tolf than what you were when I previously 'ad thepleasure, I 'esitated to tip you the 'Ow Do "

"As if I didn't know wot you're after. Garn ' You<mly wants to know if I acted on the stryte about "
His projecting ears burned crimson
Well, an' suppose I do. Did she "
Did she wot ?"

;;

You pipe well enough. Did she 'ave it »"
Ain t you anxious ?"
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" Tyke it I am anxious. Did she ? No cod 1"

"Did she git your letter wot you put in the box o'
choc's ? 0' course she did, Mister. Wot do you tyke me
for ? A silly looney or a sncakin' thief ?"

" I'll tell you what I tyke you for. A jolly little bit of
English All Right. Say! Do you think . .

." Tho
prominent Adam's apple jutting ovor t)io edge of tlni

guillotining double collar worked emotionally. "Think
she'll send an answer, eh ?"

" Reckon she will
; you watoli out an' see !"

" You fust-clarss little brick !"

" Gam !"

" I mean it. Strytc. Next door to a angel-that's wot
you are. She's t!ie angel. Tell 'er I said so—that's if you
can, you twig ? And say that wlien I 'card that nearly all

the gay old crowd o' pupila 'ad gone aMay, day before yes-
terday, I could 'a blooming well cut me throat, tliinkin'
she'd gone too. Becos' wlien I swore in for tlie Town
Guard, it was witli the idear—mind you rub that in !—of
strikin' a blow for Beauty as well as for Eritanniar, twig V
Tlio thin elbow in the tweed sleeve nudged her, provoking
a joyous giggle.

" I'm fly, no fear. Are you to 'ave a uniform, an' all
like that 1"

His face fell. " Tlie kit don't run to much beyond a
smasher 'at an' puttees, but they're the regular Service kind,
an' then there's tlu! bandolier--an' tlie gun. Slie ain't tlie

newest rifle served out to Her Majesty's Army, not by
twenty years. Condemned Martini, a chap says, who's in
tlie know—an' kicks like a mule when I let 'er off—made me
nose bleed fust time I tried with blank. But when we gets
a bit more used to each other, it 'II be a case of bloomin'
Doppers rollin' over in the dust, like roek-rabbits. Don't
forget to tell 'cr as wot I said so."

" Wily . .
. ain't she a Dutchy 'erself ? She wrote a letter

for me in their rummy lingo to my young man !"

" Cripps !" He stared in dismayl " Blessed if I 'adn't
forgot. But if an Englishman marries a foreigner," he
swelled heroic, " tliat puts 'er in tlie stryte runnin'. And
'art an' 'and I'm 'ors, whenever she'll 'avo me ! Tell '<r

THAT—with a double row of crosses from W. Keyse I And

1
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7^*"' /"" romembor a bit o' nnetrv ?" wslmmefaoed rapidity :

^ ^ ^^ '''^''ed with

"It is iin

•S,
,,,;;o,.r>,,,,,l,Al,ie,.|,lai„, *"

''

nitln„kof,l,«.,,„.e,.t,i;,.,ull„ni,„..

"lti9i„vsintiy-j(„to-„iL'l,t,

An.l«ru.Ml,vat,..i,tl,.m„.;.

books."
-^ '""^ ""^ ""»>' ave in the penny

don't see 'em "'He tavKha'nd'H"' - ""' ^ ^"^^ '^-^
creatures.

"* ''*"^' disniwsing the ardent

A pang transpierced tiie eonsrio--,. \.;a-
elieap flowery blouse jSnLrn !. t .-^ ""''"' "'f'

the dog's-oar«l Cer end, f 1 '"", '"^^'''^t^'J. Wti„g
tell thi's ardent, cl^alrot l^ -^T:V'T "'""'" ^'^

loiK'er sh,-lti.r,.l i) 7 .
"' ''"' <-'>"vent roof no

'uisoh e ous 1 fe et "nf ,™' /f•',;--- l-lait a,>d the

c"i.arti:?;:i,::; ^rtirw^^j;: '^^-';^*''":''f

'-t of her lifc, it „.i nt be for eve; oflf U^'^
"'^'"•^''

lountered on the str,.<.t n., . i
'.^ ' ^ «liance eu-

aiKl a touch of ho elea, PanL^-' "v ' " ^'"^""^ ^"^'^'"^^

».-ouid not :ir;r!^:r;^™XS'^' '"^"'^ *''^*

^^1^.
you'veln TUTurn-^dll^ ^S-er I can do you another-trust me. St^vt^I .n^li'l
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You ask chaps 'oo know mo if Billy Keyse ever went back

on a pal ?"

She swayed her hips, and disclaimed all obligation. But,

garn ! he was gittin' at 'er, she knew !

" I ain't ; I mean it ! You Blioukl 'ave 'arf me 'eredit-

tary estates—if I 'ad any. As I 'aven't, say wot you'll

drink 1 Do, Miss, to obUge yours truly, W. Keyse, Esquire."

W. Keyse plunged a royal, reckless liand into the pocket

of his tweed riding-breeches, bought against the time when
he should bestride something nobler than a bicycle, and
produced a half-sovereign. He owed it to his landlady

and the rest, the coin that ho threw down so magnificently

on the shiny counter, but you do not '.roat your good angel

every day. . . . Emigration Jane bridled, and swayed her

hips still more. His largeness was intoxicating. One had
dreamed of meeting such young men.

" Port or sherry ? Or a glass of cham, with a lump o'

ice in for a cooler ? They keep the stuff on draught 'ere,

and not bad by 'arf for Soutli Africa. 'Ere, you, Mister !

Two chams for self and the young lydy, an' look slippy !"

The brimming glasr-es of sparkling, creaming fluid, juice

of vines that never grew in the historic soil of France, were

passed over the bar. A miniature berg clinked in each, the

coldness of its contact with tl'e glowing lip forcing slight

rapturous shrieks from Emigration Jane.
" We'll drink 'Er 'ealth !" W. Keyse raised liLs goblet.

" And Friends at 'Onie in our Isle across the Sea !"

He drank, pleased with the sentiment, and set down the

empty glass.

The Dutch bar ' )eper leaned across the counter, and
tapped him on the arm with a thk^i., stubby forefinger.

" Mister Engelschman, I think you shall best go out of

here."
" Me ? Go out? 'Oo are you gettin' at, Myn'eer Van

Duuok ?" swaggered W. Keyse. And he slipped one thin,

freckled hand ostentatiously under his coat of shoddy
summer tweed. A very cheap revolver lurked in the hip-

pocket of which Billy was ao proud. In his third-floor

back bed-sitting-room in Judd Street, London, W.C, he

had promised himself a m^^ ment when that hip-pocket

should be referred to, just in that way. It was a cheap bit
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of theatriral swagger, but tlio saloon was full, not of liarmless
theatrical pretences, but bitter racial antagonisms, SinKanimosities fanged and venomed hatreds, only w^itC heprearrangerl signal to strike and slay

^
Emigration Jane tugged at tlie hero's sleeve, as he feltfor an almost mvisible moustaclie, scanning the piled-upserried faces with pert, pale, hardy eyes

^ ^'

__

E am't eoddin'. See 'ow black they're lookin' "
:

Chamber n?"n^^"'
'"°",8''- Wa-^Mks only fit for the<^namber of Orrors, ain t 'em ?"

PlZe! Vn?™^
^^'oraan wot arsks you to go, not a bloke !

n n zr ^ ""^ '>''"'• "^ y°" ^on'' for your own !"

inKweXi;::^': "
'"""*• "^•^^'^ "'« """• •'"^-^'^ «-

"Righto
! Will you allow me, Miss ?"

ohe faltered :

Looks after you a proper lot, I don't think. Which is

table there in the corner. That ain't 'in,, is it ?"

showTn'"; f r''
'^-

'^l'"'
^^ ^"*^''y' """Wn' this way,showin IS tcctli as 'e smiles. That's my young man."She ludieated the Slabberts, heavily observant of the

'-Strltth
'

' "w k'
''"'

r^'^f
'• *'" '«—>0"-d thatch.btrewth! W. Keyse whistled depreciativelv betweenhis teeth and elevated his scanty eyebrows. "That tow"eaded bung-nosed, 'ulkiug, big Copper. An' you adaughter of the Empire !"

u '• ^"i yoa a

vokt ; "'^"'f
"-'farted scorn in the s. ,-edged Cockneyvoice

!
The scorching contempt in the pale? uglv Uttleeyes of W. Keyse

! She wilted to her tallest featl^r andthe tears came crowding, stinging the back of her throat

ZT^^l^.TtS!'^
-^«' ^- --%-tion JarwS

Hem'plr; neitrer.'' " *" "'"''" "''"''' •••""» ^o"' "- "le

afternronXs""""
^""""^ '""^ "^ ^°'' ^ ^'^P" «<>-»-

He touched the cheap Panama, and swung theatricaUvround on his heel. Between him and the salmon doortlS
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was a solid barricade of heavy Dutcii bodies, in molcsliin.

tan-cord, and greasy homespun, topped by lo«'ering Dutch
faces. Brawny right liands tliat tould have choked the
reedy crow out of the little bantam gamecock, clenched
ill the baggy pockets of old shooting-jackets. Otiiors

gripped loaded sjamboks, and otlicrs crept to liip-pockets,

where German army revolvers wre. The bar-keeper and
the Slabberts exchanged a meaning wink.

" Gents, I'll trouble you. By your leave ? . .
."

Nobody moved. And suddenly W. Keyse became con-
scious that these were enemies, and that he was alone.
A little hooliganism, a few street-fights, one scufSe with the
police, some rows in nmsic-lialls constituted all his experi-
ence. In tlie mid.st of these men, i)urly, brutal, strong,
used to shed blood of beast and human, his cheap swagger
failed him with his stock of breath. He was no longer tlie

hero in an East End melodrama ; his heroic mood had gone,
and there was a feel of tragedy in tlie air. The Boers waited
sluggishly for the next move. It would come when there
should be a step forward on the part of the little English
man. Tiien a elum,sy foot in a cow-leather boot or heavy
wooden-ppj^ged veldschoen would be thrust out, and the
boy would be tripped up and go down, and tlie crowd would
deliberately kick and trample the life out of liim, and no one
would be able to say how or by wliom the thing had been
done. And, reading in the hard eyes set in tlie stolid yi^Uow
and drab faces that he was " up against it," and no mis-
take, W. Keyse felt singularly small and lonely.

Then something happened.
The drunken Englishman who had been lying in a hoggish

stupor over the little iron table in the corner of the saloon
hiccoughed, and lifted a crim.son, puily face, vnth bleary
eyes in it that were startlingly blue. He drew back the great
arms that had been hanging over the edge of his impromptu
pillow, and heaved up his massive stooping shoulders,
and got slowly upon his feet. Then, lurching in his walk.
but not stumbling, he moved across the little space of saw
dusted, hard-beaten earth that divided him from W. Keyse,
and drew up beside that insignifieant minority. The action
was not purposeless or unimpressive. The alcoholic wasticl
iiad suddeuly become protagonist in the common little

^^.
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bobbing under the qua ter of ,^^
^^^ ! «t'"""-Pi"n»oo

h.igemliied bulk pSnt ll^n l^r™'*
•'""'"-'''ip. its

its barbettes fulloSon u
'

i.rr''''''''"'
"^ destruction.

f..I to manipula e th^w:?, i;iTh "it
''""^^ I*"""

Let it bo understood tlmt *
'^^''tl-raacl.ines.

again/unless some mirac ,1 n^
'««:" drunk, and would b„

drugged brain-re^tr™ Sim
''"'"'"•""g "f tlio aleoMol-

manf will. His" quare f 'o "^l^h tTo T""''^
''" ^"^-

bushy black eyebrows over thl'fir'V,
''™''''' ""'"''g'' "^

blunt, hooked nosr and ti-, -1'"
•'^^''' ""''*''" 'h"^*'

from the corner of Wweh f,^ l^^ -^''* '""^^^ «"»th
butt absurdly ,,ttedbot,ikri:"'* "f ^"^S"""" <''g''^-

ravaging trao^Jof the co^ uLtg'drink lusf' h'"",T
*""

loosely-fitting grey inomin<r p^» .

arink-lust. His well-cut,

and slovenly l.is bZT?,; f f"**
"'°"'''™ '^^'^ ^oi'ed

buttoned at tie neck
"'"j^" ''"'*

Tf '^""''^''"' »« """

crammed on awry fit t^l^'^
f^t.^^ashe ..at was

tlie muscular nick
'
end nV n „ '

'^''''
'

°^"''' ™""^
was attached t^ his stouf belt of KK^^°'^''""-P°"'=^ *>>"'

fifteen-and-sixpermy toy revolver''"'*- ."^ "^^ ^'*'> "

squelch; but, AlaZchtit 17 ^"^
"-T

'*"8h at and
Scott wa. an^tt!:" u^*'^ And '^.eTow^^b

"
''^'''i''-"

"'"'

coarsely-clad bulkv bod,™ .„^ ,? '^
'""'"'" "^ tliick,

began to Zt away
'"'^''"''' y^H-'^'tan faces.

DorortotkTwZnfwTth *? *"r ^^'r '^-^' ''- i^op

with the squarl heJ he d , -IV"
'''^ '""8 ''"^^^^ ^ut

shoulders. V Keyse Esauir?"* \^" ' 8™'^' «''""»

l.im, taking two^ foTr'of'^hL^ Thft^^T
"'

opened, thudded to behind them * doors

'Outside.
. . . Time, too !" ' ' '

'

vibrating i^r of tl fsii ^p'"^'' ^P"''^''^
*''« ««"

Dutchi^. And I wal „n ; . • ^^?" '""^'"' "^«t o'

you rallied up Z^Z^f^'T^ ''' '""."' ""^'y'^^' -'''^''

«youVenoo%ectnfo^54°w:"^:^?^^''^^^
But the b,g man did not seem to .se. t),e little rock„ey's
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offered hand. He nodded, looking with tlio bloodshot and

extremely blue eyes that were Bet under his heavy straight

black brows, not at \V. Keyse, but over the boy's head, and

with a surly noise in his throat that stopped sliort of being

speech, swung heavily round and went down the dusty

street, that was grilling in tlio full blaze of the afternoon

heat, lurching a little in his walk.

Then, suddenly, running figures of men came round the

coruur. Voicia sliouted, and houses and shops and saloons

emptied themselves of their human contents. The news

flew from kerb to kerb, and jumped from windows to

windows, out of which women, European and coloured,

thrust r agcr, questioning heads.

The Capo Town train that had started at midday hatl

returned to Oueldersdorp, having been held up by a force of

armed and mounted Boers t«enty miles down the line.

And a London newspaper correspondent liad handed in a

cable at the post-oifice, and the operator's instrument,

after a futile click or so, had failed to work any more.

The telegraphic wire was cut. Hostilities had com-

menced in earnest, and Gueidorsdorp, severed from the

South by this opening act of war, must find her salvation

thenceforwards in tlio cool brains and steady nerves of the

handful of defenders behind her sand-bags, when the hour

of need should come.

History has it written in her imperishable record, that is

not only printed upon paper, and graven upon brass, and
cut in marble, but stamped into the minds and hearts of

millions of men and women of the British race, how, when
that hour came, the hero-spirit in their countrymen rose

up to meet it. And for such undying memories as these.

and not for the mere word of suzerainty, it is worth while to

have paid as Britain has paid, in gold, and blood, and tears.

xin

" Dor," being the native name for the cheapest and most

villainous of Cape brandies, has eotne to signify alcoholic

drinks in general to men of many nations dwelling under t!i"
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knew better than Owon Snxham, called of men in Ouelders-

dorp the " Dop Doctor." what a brazen lie it proclaimed.

Ho heard the town-cloolt on the stnd square iitrilio five ns

he pulled out the latchkey from his pocket and let himself

in, sliouting :

" Koets
!"

A glazed door at the end of the passage, advertised in

letters of black paint upon the ground-glass as " Dispen-

sary," opened, and a long, thin Dutchman, dressed in re-

spectable black, l(H>ked out. He liad been hoping that the

drunken Englishumii had been shot or stabbed in a saloon-

brawl, or had fallen down in apoplexy in a liqiicir-bout,

and had been brought homo dead on a shutter at last. His

long ginger-coloured face Bhowe<l his cruel disappointment.

But he said, as though iC (lucstion had been a-slied :

" No, there is no telegram from Cape Town."

Then ho sliut the glazed door, and returned to the very

congenial occupation in wliich lie had been engaged, and

Owen Saxham went heavily to the bedroom placed at the

disposal of the locnm leneits. ITie single window looked out

upon a square garden with a tennis-ground, where the De
Boursy-Willianis girls had been used to play. The apricot

on tlic south wall was laden with the as yet immature fruit,

an abandoned lu)Usel\old cat slept, unconscious of impending

.stiirviitiou, ujion a bcncli under a pepper-tree.

It was a small, sordid, .iliabby cl\amber, with a fly-spotted

paper, a chest of drawers lacking knobs, a greenish swing

looking-glass, and a narrow iron bedstead. His scanty

belongings were scattered about. There were no medical

books or surgical instruments. The Dop Doctor had sold

all the tools of his trade years before. He turned to

Williams's books, standard works which had been bought

at his recommendation, when he wished to refresh his

excellent memory ; tlio instruments lie used when to tin'

entreaties of a fatherly friend Williani , added the alluriiif;

eliink of gold belonged also to that generous patron. There

were some old clothes in the ramshackle deal wardrobe

;

there was some linen and underclotliing in the knoblc.'-s

chest of drawers. With the exception of a Winchester

repeating-rifle in excellent" condition, a bandolier" and

ammunition-pouch, a hunting-knife and a Colt's revolver
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creaturiHi, niok or «oII. ^'ct cvpii bcforo tliR Dop Doctor

brought l>ig gmat iiitliniled norrow and liiit quoiK^liluiw thirnt

to (Jup! Icmdorp, tlii> smug, plump, gruy-lmircd, pink-

faced, nctttly-drcBScU littlo liiimbug poHSUMiwd an enviotilo

practico.

If yoi! got well, lio rubhcd liis liandfi nnd chuckled over

you ; if you died, lio bleated about tlio Will of Providence,

nnd lii.s daughterH Bent flowery, lioiiio-nuide wrc^atliH to place

u[)on yi)ur grave, nnd it all went down, ndding to the

pytliou-lenHtli of tlio bill tor ine<lienl attendame.
'I'liia world is tliiek with He l!oll^.^y\V'illial^ti<!^, throwing

in bromides witli a liberal hand, ungrudging of Btryehnim'.

Iiappily at Itonu; with i|iiinine nrul catliarties, ready at a

c^ise of simple rubeola ; hideously, secretly, helplessly per-

ple.\e<l between thi^ false diphtlieria and the true ; treating

internal cancer and lilirous turnouts as digestive derange-

ments for happy, protitable • ears, iintil the specialist

comes by, and (lissipates with a brief (>xnmina(ion and with

half a dozen treuehaut words the victim's faitli in the

ipiac!<,

Tlireo years before, when tiie Dop Doctor, coming U|>

from Kimbcrley by transport-waggon, had siumbled in

upon Gucldersdorp, tlio vcrtliet of a specialist consulti.'d by

one of his patients, much lacking in the desirable article

of faith, had given De Boursy-Williams's self-confidonee

a considerable shock.

Does it matter liow De Hoursy, much reduced in bulk by a

considerable leakage of conceit, came acro^is the Doji

Doctor ? In a drink-saloon, in a music-hall, in a gaming-

house or an opium-di.'U. at any other of tlio places ui

recreation wheri^ after coi.uilling and visiting iiours, that

exemplar}' father nnd siriuus-minded Establislied Ciiureh-

nian, was to bo found ? It is enough that tlio bargain was

proposed and accepted, i'our sovereigns a week secured

to >.e Uouray-Williams the stored and applied ivnowlcdgc.

t!ii> >ide experience, ami the unerring diagnosis of tho rising

young London j)raetitioncr, who liad had a brilliant

career before him when a Hand had readied forth from the

clouds to topple down the castle of his labours and his

hopes. For Owen Saxham the money v )uld purchase

forgotfulnoss. You can buy a great deal of his kind of
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David and Owen. David was the older, fair like tlie

fatlier, destined for Harrow, Sandliurst, and the Army.
Owen had dreamed of tlie Merchant Service, untU, having
succeeded in giving the Persian kitten, overfed to repletion

hy an admiring cook, a dose of castor-oil, and being allowed

to aid the local veterinary in setting the fox-terrier's broken
leg, the revelation of the hidden gift was vouclisafed to

this boy. How he begged off Harrow, much to the disgust

of the Squire, and went to Westward Ho. faithfully plodded
the course laid down by the ('ounoil of Medical Education,
became a graduate of Trinity Hall, Cambridge, and took his

degree brilliantly ; registered as a student at St. Stephen's

Hospital ; won an Entrance Soholarsliip in Science, and
secured the William Brown Exhibition in his second year.

Tlienceforward the world was an oyster, to be opened
with scalpel and with bistoury by Owen Saxham.
Oh, the good days ! the delectable years of intellectual

development, and arduous study, and high hope, and
patient, strenuous endeavour ! The man sitting with
knitted lianda and tense brain and staring eyes tiiere in

the darkening room groaned aloud as he looked back.

Nobody envied that broad-shouldered, lean-flanked, bright-

eyed young fellow his successes. Companions shared his

triumphs, lecturers and professors came down from their

liigh pedestals of dignity to lielp him on. When he ob-

tained his London University diploma with honours for a
thesis of exceptional merit, ho liad already hold the post of

principal anaesthetist at St. Stephen's Hospital for a year.

Now, a vacancy occurring upon tlie junior staff of surgeons

to the Hospital's in-patient Department, Owen Saxham,
M.D., was chosen to fill it. Tiiis brought Mildred very
near.

For he was very much in love. The hot red blood in his

veins had carried him away sometimes upon a mad race

for pleasure, but lie was clean of soul and free from the taint

of vice, inherited or acquired, and the Briton's love of

home was strong in him. And wedded lovo had always

seemed to him a beautiful and gracious thing, and father-

hood a glorious privilege. Stern as he seemed, grave and
quiet and undemonstrative aa he was, the youngest and
sliyest children did not slirink from him. I'he pink rose-
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loaf tongue peeped from between the budding rows of teeth

nnr school-days, but never until ho toolc to caViiiL' »t th,.house m Pont Street, to which Mldred, witl.Ter anilvMeTe^atellites revolving in the orbit of tilat 1 ^ng s ar'^'ofLovfr-nugrated in the Season. She was tall slSiit and

preferred croquet to lawnlnnis-tiren the rag
"
andT^t

|lren." In one specially high-flLn passage he was refo^'^"

[Heny rout Street drawins-room and l,!u ^„ 1 1 , .
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of Lazarus for notliing, and supply medicine into tho

bargain, if lie be of kindly soul, and this hopeful, rising

surgeon and physician had an open hand and an un-
BU3])ecting nature.

God ! how much the worse for him. The sweat-drops ran
do\vn into the Dop Doctor's eyes as he reniemberpd that.

He set up his bachelor tent in Ohilworth Street, furnishing

the rooms he meant to inhabit with a certain sober luxury.
By-and-by the house could bo made pretty, unless Mildred
should insist upon his moving to Wigmore Street, or to

Harley Street, tliat Mecca of the ambitious young prac-

titioner. Probably Mildred's people would insist upon
Harley Street. Tliey were wealtliy ; their iught(-r would
bo quite an heiress, " anotlier instance of Owen's luck," as

David, long ago gazetted to a crack Cavalry regiment,

would say, and Owen would langli, and admit tliat, thoupjh

ho would have been glad enough to take his young fair

love without dower and plenishing, it was pleasant enough
to know tliat his wife would have an independent fortun^cf
her o^vn. It was one of David's best jokes tliat Owen was
marrying Mildred for her money. David's ideas of humour
were crude and elemental. On the other hand, his manners
were admirable, and his physical beauty perfect of its

type, though men and women turned oftenest to look at the

younger brother, wliom the women called " plain, but so

interesting," and tlie men " an uncommonly attractive

sort of fello x, and as clever as they make them." Wlieu
the great crash came Owen Saxham, M.D., F.R.C.S., was
about twenty-nine.

Do you care for a description of tlie man at his prime ?

He was probably five feet ten in heiglit, but his scholar's

stoop robbed him of an inch or more. The great breadth

of tlio slightly-bowed shoulders, the immense depth and
thickness of the chest, gave his upper figure a false air

of clumsiness. His arms were long and powerful, terminat-

ing in strong, supple, white hands, tlie hands of tlie skilled

surgical operator ; his thick, smooth, opaque, white skin

covered an admirable structure of bone, knit with tough

muscles, clothed with healthful flesh. One noticed, slicing

him walk, that his legs were bowed a little, because he had

been accustomed to tlie saddle from earliest childhood,
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smalfmn," '"^''l'"l
"'''"'" "'"' =""1 -^"^ ^'^^ ">«" that hissmall muscular feet grippc-d the ground vigon,usly, tliroughtlie glove-thin boots ho liked to wnr w„ Ji,

"'"^""B"

tendency to dandyiam. His Wlyrt'suiSVZ'liCblack cloth were invariably of the same faahion InIbhor

Tfct vT"v^' i?
P"'""-""S ^^'"*<' ea.)>mer"shrts and

and collars, perhaps he showed a tendency to faddismliavid told lum that he dressed liin.self like a septuTgenar,a„ Professor. Mildred would have preferred dca,Owen to pay a httlo more attention to styll and cut andall that though one did not, of course, expect a man ofscience to look hke a man of fashion. One couldn^Taveeverythmg, at lea.st, not in tliis world
She said that one day, standing beside the writinir-tablem the Cnlworth Street study, with David's por^ra^i* ,,

'

hand. It usually stood there, in a silver frame "a colouml

aa the Praxitelean Hermes, resplendent in the cold and

stoodl "\f1 °^ t ""^^ ^'^g«°" Regiment Owentood upon the hearthrug, for once in Mildred's companyand not thinking of Mildred. And witli tears risingTuWround, pretty foolish eyes the girl looked from tie face

bustlhrhTd f°'''
"1"''"

"J,"
'''"'' ^'^'"«^- *° «- f'^^ and

c^^'e^taSof Spatte' ''' '''' "-*°'™' ^ ^*«

"pokin<r"''ll,«\''^"''^"
^^^"^ ''•"'•* '^'^"''^g forwards-

poking, she termed it-upon the massive bowedshoulders
;
the white face, square too, ,vith it^sl on blunt

r btiT'
'"'*

^l"^;
'^''*''"'"^^'* """"t'' '^"d jaws,shS

wen Tl^T i *''? '*™"S ^'^'^ ""-l moustache thaiOwen kept closely sliaven. The heavy forehead thesmutty brows overshadowing eyes of clear, vivid TtaklW
w ^verv '

"'?" '"'.'" ''^''- *''«' t''''^'^ ^^-l" e throat«ere very, very unattractive in Mildred's eves-at least incomparison .nth the throe-volume-nove/ci arms oT 'the

hi?Z?n'
^°^

T^'"''"/'^.''^'^'
''''^^''=''"y-f«-tared,swagge !

2Jdh^r I f""'^^
'" "'^ ^°'°"^«d photograph.David had been with his regiment in India when Owen hadfi^t Beemed to be a good deal attracted to Pont Street. Hehaa wooed Mildred with dogged persistency, and won her
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without perceptible triumpii, and Mildred had been im-
mensely flattered at firat by the conquest of this man, whom
everybody said was going to be famous, great, distinguished

. . . and now . . . the wedding-day was coming awfully near.

And how on earth was it possible for a girl to tell a man
with Owen's dreadfully grim, sarcastic mouth, and those
terrible blue eyes that sometimes looked through ami
through you -that she preferred his brother ?

Poor, deur, beautiful, devoted David ! so honourable, so

shocked at the discovery that his passion was reciprocated,

so very romantically in love. Only the day previously,

calling in at Pont Street at an hour unusual for him, Owen
had found them together, Mildred and David, who, having
been unexpectedly relieved o* duty by an accoramodating
brother-officer, had, aa heratli.;i laboriously explained, run
up from Spurhambury for the day. It was an awfully near

thing, the guilty ones agreed afterwards, but Owen had
suspected nothing. These swell scientilic men were often

a little bit slow in the uptake. . . .

But to-day—to-day their dupe saw clearly. He recalled

the Pont Street incident, and the flushed faces of the

couple. He saw once more the silver-framed photograph
in the girl's hand, he felt tlie mute disparagement of her
glance, and was conscious of the relief with which it left

him to settle on the portrait again. Ah, how unsuspicious

he had been whom they were duping ! Doubtless Mildred
would not have had the courage to own the truth, doubtless

she would have married him but for the scandal of the

Trial. He wrenched his knitted hands together until tiui

joints cracked. She would have mi^-ried him, and for-

gotten David. He, the man of will, and power, and
patience would have possessed her, stamped himself like a
seal upon he; heart and mind, given her other interests,

other hopes, other desires, children, and happiness. But
for the Trial the Uttle germinating seed of treachery would
never have grown up and borne fruit.

Had it been treachery, after all ? Far, far too grand the

word. Who would expect a modern woman to practise the

obsolete virtue of Fidelity ? Fool, do you expect your
miniature French bulldog or your toy-terrier to dive in and
swim out to you, and hold your drowning carcase up, should
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Cl ^^ IifH„ ? r ""^P"^ ^*'"« '"'thing in the

whatca^if i*'!;/"*^"' P™**y' feather-brain^ thing,

linking \ k"*
""'""/P" "" *•'« ^hore while you aresinking, perhaps be consoled upon a friendly stran/er's laowhile your la.t bubbles are taking upwarf flight a„d you^

for th^mr'^''^/"^"]:''^ '" *'"' final contraction ? SJppyfor the little creature d the kindly stranger carry it away^

wore aa threads of gossamer compared with the cable-ropesof stronger women's passions ! She had nestled intoThe
strong protecting arm, and dried her tears for Th^Mmaster on the sle_eve of the new one, whimpering a littlegently, just like the toy-terrier bitch or the Miniature bull

fl,nr fi! .A °"™ ^^" "^ '^'^ature tinier and feeblerthan either of these, a mere handful of yellow floss-siHc
curls, defend its insensible master with freLy, a« th^s" k

tToLtL"" ^'"'.ffdly «'"P-°^ ^''™''^'^' con^stiorfrTm

heM aT hn """"^A ?
'?'*• ^''''* ^"'^ """« and docto; wereheld at bay until that snapping, foaming, raging speck ofove and devodon and fidelity h^ been whdme^dl a^ave"

isS ni ?'•' ?".^ to a distant room, from whence

ntS /f"""*' '°?P'°""g f'a'-ks and yelps could be heard

out of danger, tlie tmy creature was set free
Ergo, there are small things and small things. Besidethat epjc atom Mildred dwindled inconceivably
And David

. . David, who had shaken his handsomehead sorro«^ul y over his brother's ruined career,who hadbeen horribly sick at the scandal, shudderingly al veto thehsgraee, sorrowfu ly, regretfully compelled to admit that

imsl?f t^.^
"fSuJt was overwhelming ... he did not trusthimself to think of David overmuch. That way of thoughtltd to Cains portion m the very pit of Hell. For sixmonths subsequently to the finding of the Jury in the well-biown criminal case. The Crown v. Saxham David hadinarried JWdred. If she liad been innocent of ae ual^eachery, here was the smooth, brotherly betrayer, un-mMked and loathly in the sight of the betrayedHow quietly the storm-clouds had piled up on his bright
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The first lightuing-flaah, t!io first faint mutter of thunder,
had passed almost unnoticed. Then tlio tempest broke,
and the building wTouijlit by a strong man's labours, and
toils, and hopes, and j(>ys, and dolours had been lifted, and
torn, and rent, ana scattered aa a liill-bothy of poles and
straw-bundles, or a moorland shelter of heather and bushes
is scattered by the fury of a nortliorn mountain-blast.

His practice had become a largo and, despite the many
claims of Lazarus at the gates, a lucrative one by the
commencement of his tliird year of residence in Chilworth
Street. It was the end of April. He was to be married
to Mildred in July. That move to Harley Street had
been decided upon, the house taken and beautified. Though
his love for !ier was not demonstrative or romantic, it

was deep, and tender, and strong, and hopeful, and Life
to this man had seemed very sweet—five years ago. He
was successful professionally and socially. He had been
chosen to assist a surgeon of great eminence in the perform-
ance of a critical operation upon a serai-Royalty. He had
written, and publishers had published, a remarkable work.
"Tlio Diseases of Civilisation" liad been greeted by the
scientific reviewers with a chorus of praise, passed through
four or five editioas—uad been translated into several
European languages: and his "Text- Book of Clinical
Surgery" had been recommended to advanced .students by
the leading professors of the Medical Schools when the
horrible thing befell.

XIV

It was in '94, when even the electro-motor was not in
general use, and the petrol-driven machine was slowly con-
vincing Paris and New York of its magnificent possibilities.

Saxham used a smart, well-horsed, hired brougham for
day- visits, and for night work a motor-tricycle. There were
no stables to the house in Chilworth Street. He left the
motor-tricycle at the place where he had bought it second-
hand. Tlie machine was cleaned and kept in order, and
brought to his door by one of tlio employes at a certain
hour, for a fixed weekly sum paid to tlie proprietor of the
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she had made her errand plain
' ^'^ ""' '""«

He heard her tell the tale that was not new to him.
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Cultured, Idghly-bred women had made such appeals to tiim

before, and without shame. How ghould thU little vulgar

creature be expected to have more conHcience than they ?

They beat about the bush longer, they put the thing

more prettily. They spoke of tlicir frail physical health

and their husbands' great anxiety, and quoted tlio long-

ago expressed opinion of ancient family physicians, who

possibly turned uneasily in their decent graves. But the

gist of tlie wliole was, that they did not want children, and

Dr. Saxham had such a great and justly-earned reputation

in skilful and delicate operations . . . and, in short, would

lie not bo compliant and oblige ? They would pay any-

thing. Money was positively no object.

How many such tempting sirens sing in the ears of

young, rising professional men, who are hampered by

honourable debts which threaten to impede and drag them

down ; who are possessed of high ideals and moral scruples,

which, not being essentially, fundamentally embedded and

ingrained in the conscience of the man, may possibly be

argued aw<vy ; who have not implanted in their souls and

hearts the high reverence for motherhood and the deep

tenderness for helpless infancy that distinguished Owen
Saxham !

Ho heard this woman ou i, as he had heard all the others.

He began as he had begun tvith every one of them—the

delicate, titled aristocrats, the ambitious Society beauties,

the popular actresses, the women wlio envied these and

read about them in the illustrated interviews published in

the fashion-papers, and sighed to be interviewed also—to

not one of these had he weighed out one drachm less of the

bitter salutary medicine that lie now administertJ to Mrs.

Bough.
He invariably began with the personal peril and the

inevitable risk. Strange how they ignored it, blinded them-

selves to it, thrust it, the grmiiing, threatening Deatli'a-

head, on one side. Of course, ho talked like that ! It was

most candid of him, and most conscientious. But if they

were willing to take the risk—and antiseptic surgery had

made such huge strides in these days that the risk was a

mere nothing. . . . Besides, there was not really need for

anything like an operation. wa« there ? He could prescribe

K^-^i.^!^9-^m •rimry Ti wnnni-'ni
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the kind of d..8o tl.at ongl.i to be taken, and overytlmiK
would tlien bo all right.

J' "'B

Ho would open that grim mouth of his yet again and
speak even nioro to the purpose. To these mothers who
did not wish to bo mothers, who threw the gift of Heaven
back in the face of Heaven, preferring artificial barrenness
to natural fecundity, and who made of their bodies, that
sliould have brought forth healtliy, wholesome sons and
daugliters of their race, tombs and sepulchres - to
these lie told the truth, in swift, sharp, trenchant sen-
tences, that, like the keen steriliswl blade of tlie surgicalkm „. cut to heal. When they argued with him, saying
that the thing was done, that everybody knew it was
done, and that it always would be done, by other men
as brilliant as, and less scrupulous than, the horailist

;

he admitted tlio force of their arguments. Lot othermen of his groat calling pile up and amass wealth, if they
cliose, by tampering with the unclean thing. Owen
ba-xham would none of it. At this juncture the woman
would have hysterics of the weeping or the scolding kind
or would be con^-inced of tlie righteousness of the forlorn
cause lie championed, or would pretend the hysterics or
the conviction. Generally she pretended to the latter
and swam or stumbled out, pulling down her veil to mask
the rage and hatred in her haggard eyes, and went to that
otlier man. Then, after a brief absence accounted for as
a rest euro, she would shitio forth again upon her world
smiling, triumphant, prettier than over, sinca she had
begun to make up a little more. Or, as a woman who had
passjd tlirough tlie Valley of the iSliadow, with only her
oun rod arA staff of vanity and pride to comfort hor, she
would emerge from tliat seclusion a nervous wreck, and
talvo to pcggmg or cliloral or spiritualism. Most rarely
slie would not emerge at all, and then her women friends
«ou!d send wreaths for tlie coffin and carriages to the
uiieral, and would whisper mysteriously togetlier ia their
boadmrs, and look askance upon tlie doctor who had
attended her. For of course he had bungled shockingly
or everything would have gone off as right as rain for that
poor dear thing

!

Little Mrs. Bough was of the type of woman that pre-

8

J:

9^m^^ BKT.'r •<^^*Xv*'
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tnnds to bo convinced. She hod cried bitterly in the be.

ginning, as hUr confetMiHl to Saxhani that ahe vim not really

marrii^ to Rough, and that the naid Hough, whom Saxhnm
had always auspet^tcd of Ix'ing a gcouiidrrl, would certainly

go off with " one of them other women and leave her if

she went and 'ad a byby." She cried even more bit-

terly afterwards, as she wondered how she ever could 'a

dreamed o* being that wicked ! Rough might kill her

—

that he might ! or go back to South Africa without her ;

she never would giv(! in, not now. Never now —the Doctor
might depend uiran that, she assured him, drying her

swollen eyi* with a cheap lace-edged handkerchief loaded

with patchouli. She was shaken and nervous, and in need
of a sedative, and Saxham, having the drugs at hand, mode
her up a simple draught, unluckily omitting to make a
memorandum of the prescription in his pocket-book, and
gave lier the first dose of it before she went away, profuse

in thanks, and carrying the bottle.

And he saw his waiting patients, and stepped into his

waiting brougham, and, having for once no urgent call

upon Ills professional attention, dined with Mildnd at Pont
Street, and was coaxed into promising to take her to the

opening performance of a classic play wliich was to be re-

vived titree nights later at a fashionable West Knd theatre.

Mildred had set her heart upon being seen in a box at this

particular function, and Saxham had had some trouble to

gratify hor wisli.

He remembered with startling clearness every remote
detail of that night at the theatre. Jlildrcd had looked

exquisitely fair and girlish in her white dress, with a neck-

lace of pearls he liad given her rising and falling on the lovely

virginal bosom, where the lover's eyes dwelt and lingered

in tlie masterful hunger of his heart. Soon, soon, that

hunger of liis for possession would be gratified ! It was
April, and at the end of July, when work was growing slack,

they would be married. They were going Nortli for the

honeymoon. A wealthy and grateful patient of Saxham's
had placed at his disposal a grey, liistoric Scotch turret-

mansion, standing upon mossy lawns, with woods of larch

and birch and ancient Spanish chestnuts all Jout it,

looking over the silver Tweed. In the heat and hurrv i>f

iwr^/i^^
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with wliicli lior pri'Mwici lia'l iiivi'shul tlio groat gililod

fti.JilDrium, with its rows of borod, fatnilinr, notable (ac«a

in the stalla, rcprnsontitig Society, Art, Litprntiiro, MuHie,

and Finance ; its pit and gallery erowdwl with organiHcd

bodies o( thcat'C-(.'i era, one party certain to boo wliero tlio

otlier applauded, riot and disorder the inevitable result,

unless by a o.iimidenoe rare as snow at Midsummnr the rival

associations mi-jhl l>e won U|> 'n to di.splay a unanimity of

approval, upon which the dramatic Press-critics would
raptiipiusly descant in the newspapers next morning.

XV

Saxham said his lingering sweet pood-niglit, and shut

Mildred into tlic warm, lighUil liall, and ran down the

steps, and hailed a pasMing hansom, and was driven back to

Chilworth Street. It had rained, and the heat, excessive

for April, liad abated, and tlie wis", cxpericnccfl stars

l(H)ke<l down bct\v(!<'n drifting \cils of greyish vapour upon
the littl'- imiuai. • ves pas. i..g bolow.

As he jumped down at his door and paid his cabman, his

(luick eye noticed a bicycle leaning against the area-railings.

t)ne of his jioorer patients was naiting for tlie Doctor.

Or a messenger had been sent to summon him. lie let

liimsclf into the lighted liall, whistling the pretty plaintive

melody of Ophelia's song.

A woman sat on the oak bench under the electric globr,

her little huddli'd-ni) fit,. ire ninking rather a sordid blot'h

of drab against the strong. ri<li background of the wall,

coloured Pompeian red, and hung with fine old prints in

black frames. Her tawdry liat lay beside her, her haggard

eyes were set, staring at the ojijidsite wall ; her lower jaw

hung lax ; tlie saliva dribbled from the corner of her under-

lip ; her yellow, rigid hands gripped the edge of tlio bench.

It was tlie woman who passed as the wife of the man
Hough. And in instant, vivid, w rathful realisation of the

desperate reason of her being there, Saxham cried out so

loudly that the servant who had let her in and was waiting

up for his master in the basement hoard the words :

" Are you mad ? What do you moan by coming hero ?

xm^i^immmi
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lidTourVir.' " ' ' ""' ""^•' """""« '» "" "'"" >-
The voice that i«......l fro,,, h.T Uuo lip, n.ight have t^ona acrcam. ud«m« ,y th„ wrunK anKui«h of the awful face

» » t,.rm-d ..[..„, hnn; hut it was no mon, II „r, « dry.
clicking wh«p,.r that the w,sv listening servant .ould hnrel>

;|

I)c,i,'t ho -Hid „n a WMiuui . . . ],in trouhl,-, Doctor."

c,.,^,d..rat,. " he Hau., Hf, liu. his hrart ap.inst pity.
\ 'M must go home to your l,„»han.i, .Vrs. n,nU or«pply elHewluro for medical advice. 1 have none to «ive

f,..!nwf''"l"''M 'T'
""".^ '•>• «*'•'" "» I'- "«>'( the eab-wl.i«tle

f n the ha -..alv,.,. that «as ,,ack..l with ..ards an.l notes,and httcrH that ha.l con.e by the la.t |,o.,t, and a tehKran

hall-door "
"""""

"" '

'"'"^ ''" ''"'"* "" "'" '""''' °' "'«

"It wasn't my doings, Doctor. ... Hi told Bouchwhat yo„ Ha,d. Hi did. faithful . . . an' V swore if
"0

wa.,n t he n.an to do w hat 'e wanted, 'e'd he da.nned butel,, d .: v.omau as would ! And she conu, ne.xt night-a
1
tt.., shabby wh,te-fa.M.d, rat-nos.d hold thin;;, shiverin'an Hhak.n- Five pounds she 'ad of Bough, shakin' an'shiverin'. An' he wasn't to .send no nu,re t. the haddressknew beca„,se she wouldn't be there. Always movhout

.
she says, after a fresh job ! Oh, my Gawd ! An'Bough he (.ordered n.e, an' Hi 'ad to give in. An' to-nightHt reckoned Hi was dyin' an' 'e said Hi best harsk yoT 'e

«oHSd'? "r"'' "T*-"
'"' ''"'" 'blooming sicknesesho H. bikcd ere h.^cause Hi .oul.ln't walk. Ai? now ' "

.She groaned :
" Hi ham dvin', aren't Hi «"

Even to an observation hsa sKill.d tlian that of the.Xpert nu'dical praetitiun.T the si^ns of swilt and .speedy^olution were wr ttcn on th- , .significant, once plvtU^

n • M If'"*' f'"'
"""^'"' ' ''"'" '"•""'r« liad riddento tluhvorth Street, ha.stening l,er own inevitable end by thestupendous act of folly, and ensuring Sa.vha ,„•.. 'JlaL*!tau,ty had p.erccd Imn, even as the first horrible convulstu

».«.(! her and wrenched her sideways off the L.nch Hecaught her, and shouted for hi. m.-\ and they carr Id ifer

T^^'TJsmsm^mmm^
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into the consulting-room, and laid her on a sofa, and he
did what might be done, knowing that his mercy on her
involved swift and pitiless retribution upon himself.

Mrs. Bough died tliree hours later, as tlie grey dawTi
straggled througli the blinds, and the men with the district

ambulance waited at the door, and Dr. Owen Saxham
went about his work tliat day witli a strange sensation of

expecting some lieavy blow that was about to fall. It foil

upon tl'.e day following the Coroner's Inquest. He was
sitting down to breakfast when a Superintendent of Policc>

arrested him upon a warrant from Scotland Yard.
His servant, very pale, had announced that the Super-

intendent wislied to see the Doctor. The Superintendent
was in tlie room, courteously saluting Saxhnm, before the
man had fairly got out the words.

" Good-morning, sir. A pleasant day !"

" Unlike the business that brings you here, I tliink,

]\tr. Superintendent ?" said Sa.'fham, \\it1i his square jaw
set. His man sj)i]t tl;e coffee and l\ot milk over the cloth

in trying to fill his master's cup. " You arc nervous,

Tait. You liad better go downstairs, I think, unless
"

Saxham looked interrogatively at the burly, oflScially-

clad figure of the Law.
" No, sir, thank you. We do not at present require

your man, but it is my duty to tell him that he had
better not be out of the way, in case his testimony is

wanted."

"You hear ?" said Saxham ; and as white-faced Tait

fled, trembling, to the lower regions :
" Of course, you are

here," he went on, pouring out the coffee himself with a

firm hand, and looking steadily at the Superintendent,
" with regard to the case of Mrs. Bough 1 I have expected

that a magistrate's inquiry would follow the Inquest. It

seemed only natural
"

The Superintendent interrupted, holding up a large

hand.
" It is my djty to tell you. Dr. Saxham, that everything

you say wii be taken down and used against you in

evidence."
" Naturally," said Saxham, putting sugar in his coffee.

The sugar was used against him. It amused him now to
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remember that. Th,. Suporuitondent had never seen agentleman more cool, he told the magbtrate
You see, sir, this Case has been fully considered by the

aiMhonties, and it has an ugly look; and it has therefore
I'-w decided to charge you with causing the death of thev.oman Bough by an illegal act, performed here, in your
oonsulting-room, on tlie twentieth instant, when she visited

'^ For tlie first time," put in Saxham 'quietly.

_

Uiat may be or may not be," said tlie SuperintendentYou wore often at her husband's place of business vou
luiow, and may have aeon her or not seen lier

"

As sl»e used to bo in Bough's sliop, it is pos.sibIe that agreat many of the man's customers besides myself did
see lier, Saxham went on, eating his brealcfast.

One of my men out there in the liall—I've noticed vou
looking towards the door ." began the Superintendent.

VVondermg what the shuffling and breathing at the
keyhole meant ?" said Saxham quietly. " Thank you for
explainmg. ' ,r " i"'

" One of my men will fetch a cab when you have finished
breakfast, and then, sir," said the Superintendent, "Iam afraid 1 must trouble you to come with me to Padding-
ton Police Station." *

" Very well," said Saxham, fro^ing, " unless you object
to usmg my brougham, wliich mil be at the door "—helooked at his silver table-clock, a present from a grateful
patient— m ten minutes' time."

•

'' -^ ,'*''"'*
*f

''^ '^^ *•>»*' 8"-," agreed the obliging Super-

obWtion?"
^^^ '"^" """ ^°''°''' '" *''^ '"'^- -^y

Saxham had winced and flushed scarlet to the hair.
J<or God s sake, don't make a procession of it ! Let

things be kept as quiet as possible for the sake of my-
Mildred. Tliey were to be married in July, unless—

-

Ihe bupermtendent coughed behind his glove "The
question of Bail wiU rest with the magistrate, of course"
no said. But I should expect that it would be admittedupon responsible persons entering into the customary
recogm-ances,"

""loijr

-Pa^
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I'

Saxham rose. Ho liad drunk the coffee, but he could

not cat. " Like all the rest of them, in spite of liis show
of coolness," thought the SriT)erintendont.

" I will aak you for time to telephone to some friends

who will, I have no doubt, be willing to give the required

undertaking, and arrange for a colleague to visit my patients.

You will take a glass of wine while I stop into the next

room ? The telephone is there, on the wTiting-tablo."
" And a loaded revolver in the drawer underneath,

and poisons of all kuids handy on the shelves of a neat

httle cabinet," thought the Superintendent. But lie said :

" Witli pleasure, sir, only I must trouble you to put up
with my company."
A tingling thrill of revulsion ran through Saxham. Ho

set his teeth, and conquered the furious, momentary
impulse to knock down tliis big, burly, smooth-spoken
blue-uniformed official.

" Ah, very well. The usual procedure in cases of this

kind. Please come this way. But take a glass of wine

first. Tliere are glasses on t!ie sideboai'd there, and claret

and port in those decanters."
" To your very good liealth, Dr. Saxham, sir, and a

speedy and favourable ending to—tlie present—difficulty."

The Superintendent emptied a bumper neatly, and witli

discreet relish, and followed Saxliam into the consulting-

room, and once more, at the sound of the measured foot-

fall padding behind him over the thick carpet, the suspect's

blood surged madly to his temples, and his hands clenched

until the nails drove deep into the palms. For from that

moment began the long, slow torture of watching and
following, and dogging by the suspicious, vigilant, observant

Man In Blue.

A Treasury Prosecution succeeded the Poliee-Couit

Inquiry, and the accused was formally arrested upon tlie

criminal charge, and committed to HoUoway pending tin-

Trial. The Trial took place before Mr. Justice Bodmin iii

the following July, occupying five days of oppressive heat in

the thrashing out of that vexed question, the guilt er inno-

cence of Owen Saxham, M.D., F.R.C.S. Who for airless,

stifling years of weeks had eaten' and drunk and slept and

waked in the Valley of the Shadow of Penal Servitude.

«ki«^'«iHvrMfi.fji««fi&]K:.r'^ ' i
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o^U.T TJ7'^ ^""" "'" ^°'^ '° *'"> <=«" «°d from thecelUo the dock by warders and policemen, rumbling tliroughback streets and unfrequented ways in a shiny prison - van.mo canio at last to look upon the Owen Saxliam of thishideous prison n.ghtniaro, the man of ulioni the Counsel

dtto JoM r™""
'™"''*. "•' '^^y ^y '^''y- » •"""^trously-

T^T ";''":yl'""»tl'e defending advocate described in

of an nnr 1 f" ^'''t""''
"" ^ "'"^'y «"d the victim

of an unheard-of combination of adverse circumstances

Saxhl h''™,^
'''""''•

.

'^'^''' '"onstrous figure of Owen»axham based upon an ingenious hypothesis of guilt, and
pla. ered over with a marvellous mixture of truths and

every daj"
"" ^""i-^^^hu-es, grow uglier and more sinister

hanlLvw"''^' ^'^T'''
"'° ^^"'"'''^ husband of the

b^ronn™' f'f* "i'^'^P mourning and neatly handledby Counsel, evoked a display of handkerchiefs upon hisevery appearance in tlie «itness-box, from the smart

ad been Saxiam's patients. Several had made love to

in knnT ^ ^
"^ *'";" '"^^ "'"^^ '""'='' of '»". »"d q"itoan appreciable number of them had asked him to beaccommodatmg, and render them temporarily immune

against the menace of Maternity. These had "^eccTed acm t refusal, accompanied with wholesome advice, for which

V Lrr^l '^'""^^'^^r
"°"' '" S^^-^f"' womanly fasWon,hy bemg quite sure the wretched man was guilty. More

rZleTf ' T '' ""V ""^y «h«Pered behind their

thZ^J^.l,'*'^' '"'*''y ^''^*'^«^' ""d the vendors of

itn^fT .,
"'' ^"^^'•'' '^^^'^'"g t''^"" o"tsMe. Was

™r rTI P
^''''''''';; ""'' '"* ''"^ ''^^" "'« dead woman's

Wretched hHleT" «""r' ""P^"^''^ «" ''"« 'dea.

l! e td b ";? ^^°,"«''' °^ i"fi™te.simal account in

Much wi T' ' 'TH''
^'""^ '^ P"'*"" of importance.

i?r In r°i'
^"y' P"-«"ously to her deplorable ending

H Ind r'1- tr"'^ •"''•' ^^- '^''^'•'"^' for some timfHo had supp led her with a bottle of medicine upon herleaMng-mcdicine of which no memorandum was to be

^mmrsirtr£^siir^-^r^r^^«^m^^C

.
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found in his notes for the day. She had taken tlic firit

dose then and there. According to the testimony of the

Accused, the bottle had contained a harmless bromide

sedative. Upon the oath of the Public Analyst, the same

bottle, handed by the husband of the deceased woman

to the Police upon the night of her death, and now pro-

duced in Court with two or three doses of dark liquid

remaining in it, contained a powerful solution of ergotoxinc

—a m\ic1i less innocent drug. VVlio should presume to

doubt its administration by tlie Pri«<incr, wh-n ti,e label

bore directions in his o^vn characteristic handwriting ?

Who should dare to affirm his innocence, seeing that to him

his victim had hastened, almost in the act of death, begging

him, with lier expiring breath, " not to be hard on a

woman," who had ignorantly trusted him, Gentlemen of

the Jury ! only to find, too late, the deceptive nature of

his specious promises ? A whip, cried tlie Bard of Avon,

England's glorious, immortal Shakespeare, should be placed

in every honest hand to lash such scoundrels naked through

the world ! Let that whip, in the honest hands of twelve

good Britons, be—the verdict of guilt ! The Counsel for

the Crown, red-hot and perspiring, sat down mopping his

streaming face, for it was tropical weather, with the white

handkerchief of a blameless life. Irrepressible applause

followed, round upon round thudding against the dingy

yellow-white walls, beating against the dirty barred

skylight of the stifling, close-paeked Court. Then the

Judge interposed, and the clapping of hands and thumping

of stick and sunshade ferrules upon the dirty floor died

do%\-n, and the Counsel for the Defence got up to plead for

his man, who, by the way, he firmly believed to be

guilty.

That remembrance made the Dop Doctor merry again,

this scorching night in Gueldersdorp, five years later.

But it was ugly mirth, especially when ho recalled liis

agony of sympathv upon hearing, through her mother,

that Mildred was "il! in bed. All ! how he hated the

simpering, whispering, sn-^ering, giggling women in Court

when he pictured her, his innocent darUiig, his sweet girl,

suffering for love of him and sorrow for him. David,

detained by onerous duties at Regimental Headquarters

i^.mm m.m^^
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throughout the whole of the Case, ,vrote chiily but fraternally

his father Owen dared not think. Innocent as he was the

ahZl ^l
''''''*;<'"; '''' "'''"•l"-^ "f *'>'" ^"•''. -^t bea branding shame to them for ever

It had killed them, the Dop Doctor romoniberod, withina few years of each other-the hale old Squire and kadamus AVelsh wife, feared hy the South Dorset village i^,ll7forher eaust,o tongue bolov.1 for her goner,,„s lK.art:^,e^^^^^^^^

If the Verdict went agamat liim-MiMred, who had eonsoled herself so quickly and so well-Mildre^l, whom he had!>eld a spotless blossom of Paradise, a young ^aint in purityand smgleness of heart, in comparison w*ith ?hose'ot"e'rwomon.
Bah

! what a besotted idiot he had been ! She wasas they were. The nodding of their towering ha s wa

^J^ "'"
• *''! '"'"'"?'' ''''" *'"'* aeeon,plnied t"el«h,sperwJ comments was in his ears

; the lavender whiterose, and violet essences ,dth which they perfum^ t e

of Send .
"'"' '^''""* "" P''^«'^'"g- Tl>e intention

fro^ fh h • •
"<'f;1"««tioning of Bough, who had liedfrom the beginnmg, hke a true son of the Devil, his fatheT

1X^1.^^^ "°"- ^"*'" ^y '^"'•' "'^ ^^'^^"''^ "^eu-

Here, fr^e and unsuspect and doing his beat to send

o ! \-n b'V" ^'If
^''''^'"^'' "-^ *^e man who haTail

onft^e ^ ^^ ,*^' ^^^* "P°" *'"' Accused. He had

rell.if r°"'"'
'"^«'«t^^««. to the prisoner; he hadresented the prisoner's refusal to commit or ti abet adangerous and illegal operation. He had compelled l>i^

1.. |.less victim to submit herself to the hands of a wretchwho lived by such deeds. Possibly he had sicWd o
lu., poor toy-he had told her as much. Possib v he haddetermined, by a bold and dating stroke, to fre^ hL elfof a wearisome burden and let another man pay the penalty

Ld inT.'T!;, ^^ ^"bstitution of the lethal drug

„T f ni"^ ''nS"'*
^°' *^^ harmless bromide mixture

suggest Itself to such a wretch, whose calculating cleverne^
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ill

had been crowned with success by the culminating master-

stroke, admirable in its simplicity, damnable in its fiendish

cunning, of sending the unhappy woman whose deliberate

murder he had really planned and carried out, to die upon

the Hiresl'okl of the innocent vietim of this diabolical plot.

Let those wlin heard hesitate before they played uito the

hands of a villain by eonden\niiig the blamclens to sutler !

Let tiieni look at tlie young man before them, whoso hard

work had won him. i aily in life, his brilliant position as ono

of the recognised pioneers of the new School of Surgery,

as an admitted authority on ClLriieal Medicine, whoso

wedding-bells—tlin handkerchiefs came out at this—had

rung to-morrow but for this harrowing and bitter stroke

of adverse Destiny. Wliich would tliey have ? Let the

Jury decide for Christ or Barabbas ! Ho spoke in all

reverence, because the upright, innocent, charitable, self-

denying hfe of a diligent healer of men would support tho

analogy of Christ-likeness bcsido tiiat of the principal

witness in this Case, tho evil liver, the slanderer, tlie ex-

thief and burglar, tho English ticket - of - leave man who

had emigrated to South Africa eighteen years previously,

had enlisted under a false name in tho Cape Mounted

Police, had deserted, been tiaced to Kimberley, and there

lost sight of, and who, under the name of Bough, had

recently returned to England, giving himself out as an

Afrikander, and setting up in business in London upon

the accumulated savings of a career most probably iji

keeping witli his abominable record.

Warders from Wormwood Scrubbs and Portland Prisons

were there to swear to the identity of Abraham Brake,

alias Lister, alias Bough, whose photographs, thumb-

prints, and measurements an oflKcial from tho Criminal

Identification Department of Scotland Yard was prepared

to place before tho Court, for whose re-arrest, as a ticket-i.f-

leave man wlio had failed to ke.ip in proper touch with the

Police, an oflicer with a warrant waited. What, tlum, was

to be the Verdict of tho Jury i Was Dr. Owen Saxham

innocent or guilty ? If innocent, then, in the name of C!od,

let him go forth from bondage, to the unutterable reUef of

those who waited in anguish for the Verdict. His fathei,

hiB mother, and the fair young girl—tho Court was drowned
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in toars at tliis last t„uflu„. r,.f„r,.„n,, .-v™ In, Lordahi,.he Judgo boins „l„„vo-I t-, .vmovc. and «"f cyoTs 4that w.,re gemmy with o>,u>ti<,r., as Counsel dwHt upon tl „ouoluMK Picture of the son-o. iug bride-eleet wh ,0 omn„obossoms had been bhght..d by the breath of th lUdeousthis unbearable, this most unfounded charge

'

XVI
The Judge summed up, «ith an evident bias in favour of

Mh^lL f^
"^^^''-te in erinnnal eauses, Wsi^idslup had formed lus 0,™ opinion of the Drincinalwitness for tl>e Crown, though there was no eviCoo to

E.ltftugt/''^ "^"" ''' ^••--'" ^^^^^^

'Not' Guiftv'-'v'*^'
*" '*"!" ™'"<"liately. The Verdiet

R^,. i, ^ I ,
'™' '""""''-'•'i with applause and cheers

P.ecated by U^'j^^^r^ Do^Lt^e^^fSutomcal elappn,g and braying five years off. U was o'er

Hi P "? ^r" i
^''' '''^^ '»°«'^<"-y "f the word' 'His Counse shook his hand warmly, and several old

; ""f^^"-^
''""'^-g'"- P'--«^''d round him «-ith hclrty congratuIat,ons. Then a telegram was handed to him.

"^

Ao had news, I hope," said the advocate who had
<1. fended, seemg Saxhara's lips blaneh. " You have h^".ough trouble to last for some time, I imagine r'

'"^

«n M i ^l^""""^ '^ '^ '">' ""-'isure was not quite full enouM. "
sa.d Saxham quietly. ' My father died suddenly ast2htdo«T> at our place in South Dorset. The wire ^8^1!,'

tot a ;T^"'
h^^^orrhage,- probably brTugtr^n t^

17" W ''^
u-

'"^'^ "^''^ tlii^ damned affair o^

a";CmK"*'"^^ "^'•'<'"* ^''^y- «- -" -" I get

.enZdt!!f ttf;*^!*
'° '''1"^ *''"' -^^ *••« '^"O" were•en, and that the following shadow of the Man In Blueonger dog his footsteps. It was strange to drive

Open,

11

ki^'-
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homo iu the brougham of a frie d to C'liilworth Street, and

let himself into the dusty, neglected, close-smelliTig, shut-

up house. All the servants were out ;
probably they had

been making holiday through all the weeks that had pre-

ceded the Trial. His man returned as the master finishtnl

packing a portmanteau for that journey down to Dorsot-

sliiro. Sa.\ham left him to finish while he changed liis

clothes and scrawled a letter to Mildred. Nothing elto

but this death could have kept him from hurrying to the

embrace of those dear arms. As it was, ho half oxpectetl

her to rush in upon him, stammeruig, weeping, clinging

to him in her overwhelming relief and gladness. ... At

every rumble and stoppage of wheels in the street, at every

ring, he made sure that she was coming. But she did not

come, and he sent his man to Pont Street with his letter,

and went do>vn into Dorsetshire by special train from

Waterloo, and found the dead man's dogcart waiting for

him, with the old bay cob iu harness, and the old coachman

who had taught him to ride liis pony, waiting, with a band

of crape about his sleeve, and drove through the deep,

ferny lanes to the old home standing in its mantle of mid-

summer leafage and blossom in the wide gardens whose

myrtle and lavender hedges overhung the beach below.

There was a little, old, bent, white-haired woman in a

shabby black gown and white India shawl waiting

him on the threshold, and only by the indomitable, un-

quailing spirit that looked out of her bright black eyes diil

Owen Saxham recognise liis mother. She called liim Im

David's dearest .son, and her own boy, and took both liis

hands, and drew his head down, and kissed him solemnly

upon the forehead.
•• That is for your father, my dear,' she said. Hi-

never doubted you for one moment, Owen. And this u

for myself. We have both believed in you implicitly

throughout. We would not even write and till you so.

It would have seemed, your father thought, like admittin;;,

tacitly, that we doubted our son. But other peoples bi -

lioved you guilty, and oh ! Owen, I think it killed him :

"

"I know that it has killed him," Owen Saxham said

simply. The early morning light showed to the mother's

if
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angUh'andTeT"^"/" '" """'« "^' ''^ ">e mental

• -aptam Saxlmm urrivod lat« that iiiffht H;.
of W" '-.th.r was „tiff and c.'.ta ^'fd hif^rov'tv:^'avoided Owen's blue ones ; ho did not r. f, r fl ff^ -^

Give r-v dear love to Mildred Tell hor if .u j ,

fe.y :;>''r>'
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wiuliud that there should b<^ aa Uttlo delay a» poBsible.

Marry quietly at once, and take her abroad. If she lovea

you, as I know she does, and must, she will not legrot the

wedding-gown from Paquin's and the six bridesmaids in

Directoire hats."

For that deferred wedding was to have been a gorgeous

and impressive function at St. George's, Hanover Square,

with a Bishop in lawn sleeves to pronounce the nuptial

benediction, palms, Japanese lilies, smilax, and white

Rambler roses everywhere, while the celebrated " Non Angli

sed Angcli " choir of boy-choristers had been specially en-

gaged to render the anthem with proper fervour and give

due effect to " The Voice that Breathed."

Owen promised and went back to London. There were

cards and envelopes upon the salver in the hall, but not

one from Mildred. That stabbed him to the heart. . . .

Not a line, O God !—not a written Une, in answer to that

letter in which he told her of the acquittal, and of his

father's death, and of his own anguish at having to answer

the stern call of filial duty, and leave dear Love uncom-

forted by oven one kiss after all these weeks of famine,

and hurry away to lay that grand grey head in the vault

that covered so many Saxhams. Not a line. But here

was the letter, which his idiot of a servant, demoralised by

the recent catastrophe, had forgotten to send on lying

waiting upon the writing-table in his study. He snatched

at it in desperate haste, and tore the envelope open.

Her letter bore the date of that day. She daid she had

written before and torn the confession up ... it was so

diiBcuIt to be just to him and true to herself. ... It was

a roundabout, involved, youthfully grandiloquent epistle

in which Mildred announced that her love for Owen was

dead, that nothing could ever resuscitate it ; that she

could not, would not, ever marry him, and that she hail

returned in an accompanying packet his ring, and presents,

and letters, and would ever remain his friend (underlined)

>IilJred. In a rather wobbly postscript, she begged him

not to write or to attempt to see her, because her decision

was irrevocable. She spelt the word with only one r.
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a work of Cvclopoan nmsonrv h»^ "'""^ ^{^"''^ '" ^
card, and tho ^a v o U,„ (^^H *T-

""'"^ •''*" "' P»'"t«»
falM Q..ee„, after all h" fold

'"'
"T/'r '""" ^"^ 'ho

away in h« pock-t-book an rw.^/'" "i"
''^""^ »"'' P"' it

and look«l Zdily attho r '11 X":ri, :
""' '"''"'^'-«>«-

I'Oggard and drawn and ll Im " """ "T"*"' 'noi..

blue flaring out Zl nndor L.
''' ,"'"' 'y^' «' "'""'"8

blo^k eyeb?„w«. C laug d ha^ v'a^d
"'«" "!'"'"""«

looked out of tl.oso dosnZf,, ^' "''.".'"""''•"Sdevil
Ho unlocked an oak-caZT .^l

"'"'"' ""'^ ''"'«'"^ '^'«'k.

got out a docantrr of br^ndv ann'S*"' ^''"''^'"' ''"''

drank tho liquor off
j7*'«*\«"d filled a tumbler, and

agony, thoug^r t L apnarlH*
*''"

""u^"»™'"«
"""t"^

probably he wa^ d^k when ,

" ""
°'u'"^''

''««^'*- ^.t
quietly to ),is man " ''" "*"« *he bell and said

™rpd!;. Ca;,3Ttho"T.f'^ ""' <'-'.^ "^yre..

began to ask for delivery ami rfflu''" l'""*^""
chuckled dryly. " IVoS J.f """ *''«*

• •
" Ho

if I may .ayVo, sirirknowll^'L^ " '^^" "^ ''"'' -'
,_
Jo knows ... the breed..."repeated Saxham

4:::Mztrzz''z : ''vr """^' "-'*^*-«
cellaret.

'' "'" '^^'"P^* 'o the oak-and silver

«-t^«?;;t"„ tf^rrforrt^^^^^ ^-> «>-
and that girl you were to have ^^ i'"'"

^^''^'^ '""^ ''in.,

one else, what did you do to b ""* ^T»* "^ '""» «<"»"•

-'^..t^r^wm^:
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witli hill lm<k to tlie raipty fireplace, drinking it in gulpn.

"
I did what you ro doing now, «ir : I tool< » niglit of drink

to keep tlie troui)le down. And " Ho lienitnted.

" Go on," enid Saxlinm, no<lding over tlie tumbler.
^^

" You're not like otlier gentlinien in your ways, sir." said

smootli 'J'uit,
" and tluit ninkeH me "eHitnte in saying it.

But I took on a gay, ngre<'able young womnn of the free-

and-easy sort, and went in for a bit o' pl.nsure, and more

drink along witli it. One nail drives out nnotlier, you know,

sir. And if the young ludy have thrown you hover

"Why, you damned, white-gilh^d, prying brute! you

must have been reading my eorresiK)iiilene.)," said Saxlmni

thickly, as he lifted tlu- tumbler to liis mouth,

Tait grinned. He could venture to tell his master, drunk,

what he would not have daml to tell liim sober.

" No need for that, sir. I've come and jiono between this

house and Pont Street too often not to know what was m
the wind. Why, Captain Saxhnm was there with her often

and often when vou never suspeeted. ..."

The tumbler fell from Saxliam's hand, and struck tlin

fender, and smashed into a hundred plittering bits.

'• Go I" said Tail's master, perfectly, suddenly, dangcrousl\

sober, and pointing to the door. 'Jhe man delaywl to finisli

his sentence.
, „ ^i , n

" While you were in Holloway, sir, and all through tlu'

The door, contrary to Tait's discreet, usual habit, had

been left open. He vanished through it with harlequm-

liko agiUty as a terrible, white-faced black figure seemed to

leap upon him. ...
. . , . ,

" I've 'ad an escape for my life !" he said, having reaclu-d

in a series of bounds the safer regions below stairs.

" Of the Doctor ? . . . Go on with your rubbishini:

nonsense !" said the cook.
" What did you go and do to upset 'im, pore dear ?

demanded the housemaid, who was more imaginative, anil

cherished the buddings of a romantic passion for one who

should be for ever nameless :

" Her at Pont Street has wrote to give 'im the go-by—

that's what she've done," said pale-faced Tait, wipmg hi>

dewy brow. " And seeing the Doctor for the first time
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«ince I've been In l.i. ,„rvir,. a bit overtook witb liquor nti.lmor,, free and on»v lik.. tlian cu«ton,arv-h,.in« a Smmnyou or m« «.ould '.citato to tak,. a liberty wit > in ho

thoriVtainV-"" • •
•" '"'"'"'""^ "'" '-k-'-H..r and

..o:::;:ddt%i;i;;::^:-f'- »-.> ^...1......

Kot ov,.r til.. ,l...„.,tion of tl„. v.„„„, won.an l„. „.," LVlo
pr.H.nus do»ny .oupU,. A.d «l,.,t t nay is ifn a Ki.,'.

Liko ho s took evr,ythink~-that is, up to the x„vs,\'rnoment," ad.uitted Xait. - But m. ifai^ut t'ho la^i

The housemaid dissolved in tears

noeiitly. And him so 'andsorne an" so clever an' withsuch heaps of carriace-s« ells f„r natients "
lait shook his prim, r.speetab,. I,ead.
Lhe swells '11 show their tongues to another man n,n>-

Zv'e • v™ tT"f*
"'%'"' '"' *•"' *'"' "-'">•

-"""-•'

mav Whv P"*/r"''' """' t'"'''^ "Imt ti,o doctormay Why every one of 'em has pai.i their bills, and them

instead of ri^ n I" r 1^'""'^ ^'" compliments.'mstead of Dear T)r. Kaxham.' Done f<,r, ho is at least
a.^ far as the West Knd's concerned. ... Mind I don'tset up to be infallible, but experience just if es a certainamount of eocksurencss, and what I ly is-Done foTfet he can do is--sell the practice, and lease, and plate'

-the movables would have provoked spirited biddin' atauction af the verdict had been Guilty^ but undtr the

vague.
^oroad. Tait s gesture was large and

'.»—

2
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" Foreign parts. Pore dear, it do seem cruel ," sighed

the cook.
, „ T J t.

" And 'is young lady false to 'im, and all. I wonder he

don't do away with hisself," sobbed the housemaid.

" I do, reely
!"

. j ,, i. ^*,
" With all them wicked knives and deadly bottles

handy," added the cook.
" Not him !" said Tait. " I'm ready to lay any man the

sporting odds against him committing sooicide. Hes

not the sort. Lord ! what was that ?"

That was only the oversetting of a chair upstairs.

n' ^H

XVII

While the'servants talked in the kitchen the master had

been sitting quietly in the darkening study. All without

and within the man was eddying, swirling blackness.

Heat beat and glowed upon his forehead, like the radiation

from molten metal ; there was a winnowing and fanning

as of giant wings or leaping of furnace-fires. The blood m
his throbbing temples sang a dull, tuneless song. But

presently he became aware of another kind of singing.

It was a little hissing voice that came from the inside of

the oak-and-silver cellaret. And it sang a song that the

man who sat near had never heard before.

" Why think of the sharp lancet or the keen razor, why

long for the swift dismissing pang of the fragrant acid, or

the leap down upon the railway-track under the crushing,

pulping iron wheels ?" sang the Uttle voice. " I can give

you Forgetfulncss. I can bring you Death. Not that

death of the body which, for all you know, may mean a

keener, more perfect capabUity to live and suffer on the

part of the Soul, stripped from the earthly husk that has

burdened and deadened it. The Death that is Death m
Life. . . . Here am I, ready to be your minister. Drink

deep, and die !"
., , ,

The man who heard lifted his white, wUd, desperate

face. The song came more clearly.

" Wronged, outraged, betrayed of the God you blmdly
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believed in and the man and the woman who had vour
passionate love, your absolute faith, have your revemjeupon the One-as upon those tivo others. Degrade, cMtdown, deface, the image of your Maker in you Hurlback every gift of His, prostitute and debase everv facultyCease to beheve, denying His Being with the Will Heforged and freed. Your Body, is it not your own to dowith as yon choose ? Your Soul, is it not your helpless
pnsocer, while you keep it in its cage of clay ? Revenge
revenge, through the body and the soul, upon Him who hwmocked you ! Do you not hear Him laugh as you sit theredeso ate in the darkness-poor, broken reed that though
Itself an oak of might-alone, while your brother kisses thesweet lips that were yours. David and Mildred are lauah-ing too, at you. Hapten to efface every memory of the^ng kisses she has given you upon the bosoms of the
JJaughters of Pleasure ! Love, revel, drink ' Drink I sav

^^/°v.^'> "^^^ *° '^"8'' "*' *^« 0°« «^d the two. "
Ihe httle hissmg voice drove Saxham mad. He leanedup frenzied, oversetting the chair. He tore open and threw

r -A ^^T'^
of the oak-and-silver cellaret, and sought in

It with shaking hands. He found a bottle of champagneand the brandy-decanter, and a long tumbler, and knocked
off the w-ired neck of the bottle against the ohimneypiece
and crashed tLe foanung wine into the crystal, and filledup the glMs with brandy, and tossed off the stinging

tum&oS"^ ""*•"'' ^^ "'"^•'^ •« ''^ -'^'«

The thing inside the oak-and-sUver cellaret laughed too.

• * * »

fhJ^**r''"'T
«^"*.^«*^iJy "« Tait and the women in

It ^t^V^^
a^d listened. They had not spoken sincethe crash of the falhng chair in the room overhead Thearea-door was open to the hot, sickly night air of Londonm midsummer. Tait slid noiselessly out Ind listened^Cmaster haUed a passing hansom and jumped lightly SThe flaps banged together, the driver pulled open the ro^J

trap and leaned down to catch the shouted ad£ess Taifs

ttefT "^"^f 'i*^V^ """ '"'"^^'°« g"° ''"'' decoratedthe features of the cabman was reflected upon his decent

iii
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smug countenance. His tongue was in his cheek as he

returned to the kitchen. For his mastor had given the

direction of a house of ill-fame.

Theneeforwards the door would have shut for ever upon

the strenuous, honourable, cleanly, useful life of Owen Sax-

ham, were it not that the For Ever of liumanity means only

a littlo space of years witli Ood—sometimes only a, little

space of hours. Saxham did not need the evidence of the

shower of cheques from people who hated paying, t!ie

request from the Committee of his Club that he would

resign membership, the averted faces of his acquaintances,

the elaborate cordiality of his friends, to toll him what he

knew already. As the astute Tait had said, as Society

knew already, he was a ruined man. He had made money,

but the enormous expenses of the Defence swallowed up

thousands. By bringing an action against the Treasury

he might have recovered a portion of the oosts^o he was

told, but he had had enough of Law. He resigned his post

at the Hospital, in spite of a thinly-worded remonstrance

from the Seiaor Physician. He dismissed his servants

generously. He disposed of his lease and furniture and other

property through a firm of auctioneers who robbed him,

and sold what stocks ho had not realised upon, and wrote

a farewell letter to his mother, and sailed for South Africa.

Thenceforwards he was to build his nest with the birds of

night, and rise from the stertorous sleep that is born of

drunkenness only to drink himself druak again.

From assiduous letter-writing friends David heard

reports of his brother that grieved him deeply. He told

these things to Mildred, and they shook their heads over

them and sighed together. Poor Owen 1 It was most

fortunate for his family that the Jury had taken so lenient

a view of the case . . . otherwise . . . ! They were quite

certain in their own minds that poor Owen had been

culpable, if not guilty. They were married six montlis

later. The Directoire hats were out of date, of course,

but Louis Quinze, with Watteau trimmings suited the

six bridesmaids marvellously, and the " Non Angli sed

.•\ngeli " choir rendered the Anthem and the "Voice that

IJreathed " to perfection.

And Mildred, who never o'.oitted her nightly prayers,

«>5«&
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^wLV^"'"' P^'u""" '"' '^^ reformation of poor mis-guid^ Owen upon her wodding-night.

found horTn'"'''.'''^ '"i
''^PP^'" '•'^ *°''l ^''^d, who had

iZ .nH
''"'^^''."g' "•'"'« Md exquisitely virginal in her

mutt h
'""°^™ u-'^P'™' ^y *•>« bed^ide.^ " And Aemust be so miserable. And vou Icnow thn„„), tr^% car^ for him. he waa IZtfyZo^ltrlj''''

knelt and "kJ'.L..'"' ' J!'
,«""«d enamoured David, a:.dKnelt and kissed his bride's white feet. The white feetwould show no ugly stains, although to reaeh the bridabed towards which her husband nSw drewTer, they mustread upon his brother's bleeding heart.

^

XVIII

The Dop Doctor lifted his head a« the bell of the front-door rang loudly at the back passage-end. Two mountedofficers o the Military Staff at Gueld'ersdorp ha,^ trXted unthe street wi h an orderly behind them a momenrbefore^The elder of the two had pulled sharply up in front of thn

sunset. He had dismounted lightly and gone up the steosand rung saying something to his compaliion. The o heofficer had saluted and ridden on. as though to carry ousome order
:
the orderly had come up and |ot off^ horseand taken the bridle of the officer's, a/theDutehT„v-

attendant, Koets, had plodded heavily alon. the pSand opened the door, and now slouched heavUyCfushering m a presumable patient.
^ '

thlf^if!
""" 't."P'" ^^^ ^^^ °°P ^"'^to'' in Duteh tothe factotum as he rose up heavily out of his chair. "

Itwill be dark directly."
"

S/ft'\''
"" °'^'* f """'^ "slit, I am obUged to you "

sa d the stranger, cool, alert, brown of face Is of dress

.intLr^v.-n"""' "'A^T^'l
1"'«' "^' '»^'>--' -«i -

M

singularly viyid eyes of light hazel. " In the actual darkI can see qmto clearly. A matter of trainiu" and habUbecause I began life as a short-sighted lad. 'Do wo ne^.vour assistant further ?" ^"

1 i
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i'.-_In indirect answer to the pointed question, the Dop
Doctor turned to the Dutch dispensary-OBsistant, and said

curtly :

" Ga uit
!"

Koets went, not without a scowl at the visitor.
" A sulky man and a surly master," thought the stranger,

scanning with those observant eyes of his the gaunt figure

in the shabby tweed suit. " Has seen trouble and lived

hard," he added, mentally noting the haggard lines of the
square face under the massive forehead, over which a
plume of badly-brushed hair, black with threads of grey
in it, fell awkwardly.

" English and a University man, I should say. Those
clothes wore cut by a Bond Street tailor in the height of

fashion about five years ago. And the man is in the second
stage of recovery from a bout of drunkenness—unless he
drugs 2" But even while the visitor was taking these
memoranda, he was saying in the customary tone of poUte
inquiry :

" I have, I think, the pleasure of speaking to Dr.
Williams ?"

" Sir, you have not. Dr. De Boursy-Williams has left

for Cape Town with his family. You are speaking to his

temporary substitute." The bloodshot blue eyes met his

own indifferently
" Indeed ! Weil, I do not grudge the family if, as I

believe is the case, it chiefly ranks upon the distaff side.

But the Doctor will miss a good deal of interesting practice.

As to yourself, you will allow the inquiry. . . . Are you a
surgeon as well as a medical practitioner ?"

" If I were not, I should not be here."
" I will put my question differently. I trust you will

not consider its repetition offensive. Have you an extensive
experience in dealing with gunshot wounds ?"

Saxham said roughly
" I have experience to a certain extent. I will go no

further than to sa3' so. I am not undergoing examination
as to my professional capabilities that I am aware of, and
if you doubt them you are perfectly at liberty to seek

medical advice elsewhere."
" My good sir, I ?uive been elsewhere, and the other
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fr« 1iJ^° ^° ^""""^ "'« P^T^rt °f ^y 'Wt, relishedIt as little as your principal is likely to do. With theummnent prospect of a dege before us, we are maldng "

WlJ";^""'
!i
PP"** °°" ^'^^ ^^""^ Wm, moved I stepbackwards and ..earer to the room-door. " As I said, si^

ml^.Tr^'TV"^^"' "^ "^ «'«Se before us, we are

rSir'" requisition. ... Ah, I thought

dk,«n«il^ <. i^^°' ^^^^ ''"'' •' Koets, the Dutch

ftrourShoTe!'
^'""^ '^'^'^ "^ -^ -^^-^ •-- «'-"

self JffTh^"*"!' ^f
*"*""' '''« ''°«" "«*««"g- ^''-^k your,self off the mat Jan, and take yourself out of eai-shot."

S^e «Sfl"'^""1,*'^'' ^«^°g °* ^ pleasant htlle

" t'i 1 u
°'"' ''^ ^"^^"y Opera about it

KwH !•
''°* '^? ''"/'" "^ J*"" «"«l«^d the detectedKoets, retinug m disorder.

c«:i-«;u

The whistler left off in the middle of a deftly-executedW theT^*° '7; "Unfortunate; becausVl don't

SeLl,^ If
"""'^ ^°' 'Py" The keen hazel eyes and

Ket2. tl? T'' °" '"^S"'" '"°"*'' °f tl'^ DoP Doctor.Keeping the iocr open, the visitor went on
1 have some notes here—entries copied from the Rail

rXr"'^'^^-''''"-'^'-
'^^"^ ''^'^^^ ago Uventy^aJboys oca.^110 acid, wi h a considerable consigmaent of othr^t"!

eeptics, surgical necessaries, drugs, and so forth weredelivered to Dr. Williams' order at this address. Fra^y'

border, I am here to make a sequestration of the things

useTo^s T,f T" ^^"^ ^'t"^"''
^^^' ^"^ "kely to be of

"nZnt .'

'"^^''''- '" '""^ "^-"^ °' the'lmperial

h,l*'!i'°f.* 1*,^ °"' °° *'*'' g"™ °i°"t»'. A sombre anger
''D^l^'..^'"7^''°^*''«''''S?^^'J'"'«'i°«'''^'>bytw3s

Doctor
^P'"*' Government!" said the Dop

dam it''"^^-'
""'^'^''^

-^ '""°"^ '"^«"* "Certainly,aamn it
!

It is your pnvilege and mine, shawd in common

t :
•!•

i >,
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with all other Britons, to damn our Government, as long
as we remain loyal to our Queen and country."
The other man fiuivered with a sudden uncontrollable

spaam of hatt", ragu, and loathing. He clenched liis hand
and shook it in the air as he cried :

" You employ the stock phrases of your profession.
They have long ceased to mean anything to mo. I have
been the victim and the sacrifice of ]5ritish laws. I have
boon formally pardoned by the State for a crime I never
committed. I have been robbed, plundered, ruined,
betrayed, by the monstrous thing that bears the name of
British Justice. And as I loathe and hate it, so do I
cast off and repudiate the name of Englishman. You
.speak of the imminent prospect of j. siege. What other
causes have operated to bring it about but British greed,
and the British lust tor paramountcy and suzerainty and
possession ? Liberal, or Conservative, or Radical, or
Unionist, the diplomats and lawyers and financiers who
urge on your political machinery by bombast and bribes
and catchwords and lying promises, are swayed by one
motive—governed by one desire—lands and diamonds
and gold. Wealth that is the property of other men, soil

that has been fertilised by the sweat of a nation of agricul-
turists, whom Great Britain despised until she learned
that gold lay under their orchards and cornfields." He
broke into a jarring laugh. " And it is for these, the robbers
and desperadoes, that the British Army is to do its duty,
and for them that De Boursy-WilUams is to help pay the
piper. As for his property, which you are about to com-
mandeer in the name of the British Imperial Government,
I suppose I am logaJly responsible, being left here in charge.
Well, be it so ! . . . I can only protest against what I am
free to regard as an act of brigandage, reflecting small
credit upon your Service, and leave you, sir, to discover the
whereabouts of the carboys for yourself !"

He waved his hand contemptuously, and swung towards
the door.

" A moment," said the other man, " in which to assure
you that the fullest aoknovvledgmonts will bo given in the
case of the stures, and that their ownar will be paid for

them liberally and ungrudgingly. And. j^ranting that
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greed is thrVre^^^i^r^'roU^^ '^1%^''"™' ''"'
'^more than others wnrtf J? •?•"" "*°^^ ««" "'ho.

don't you thi.^twT°° ^1"'"° ''"'' ''«' Colonies,

old footballer-fmotto ^Pl T^ •" something in the good
win »' ' ^'*y "''' g"'""' that your side may

ha^ ridden me on a's^XcTlf" " ^''^^ *'^" 8^™- •f''*'«

The other said slovvly

*w"r.'X"ii5;: trs ""','• "'"" >• >-

:ii

I

1).
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" Frankly, I did not oare to truublo. It did not interest

me."
The Colonel said, with a dry chuckle :

" No ) But it vill presently, though ! And, seen

through the glass even now, it's an instructive spectacle.

Masses of Dutchmen, well-weaponed and thoroughly fed

if insufficiently washed, gathering in all quarters—marching

to the assembly points, dismounting, unlimbering, going

into laager. Ten thousand Boera, at a rough estimate, not

counting the blacks they have armed against us. . . . And,

behind our raihvay-sleepers and sand-bags, eight hundred

fighting European units, twenty per cent, of them raw

civilians ; and seven thousand neutral Barala and Kaffirs

and Zulus in the native Stad—an element of danger lying

dormant, waiting the spark that may hurry us all sky-high.

... By God, Doctor, the game's worth playing, except

by cowards end curs !"

The smouldering glow in the Dop Doctor's eyes had been

fanned into a fire. The visitor saw the flame leap, and
went on

:

" There's a native proverb—I wonder whether you know
it ?

—

a kind of Zulu version of the regimental motto. Vestigia

nulla retToraum. It runs like this :
' If we go forward, we

die ; if we go backivard, we die. Better go forward and die.'
"

He reached out a long, lean, brown right hand. " Come
forward with us, Doctor. We can do with a man like you !

'

'

The impassive face broke up. Saxham gripped the

offered hand as a drowning man might have done. He
cried out hoarsely :

" You don't know the sort of man I am, Colonel. But
everybody else in this cursed place knows, or should know.

They call me the Dop Doctor. You understand what that

nicknatn? implies !" He held out his shaking hands.
" Look at these ! They would tell you the truth, even if

I Ued. What use can a man like me be to you, or men like

you ? I am a drunkard, sir. I have not gone to bed sober

one night in the last five years !"

There was a pause before the Colonel answered, filled up
in the odd way characteristic of the man by a softly-

whistled repetition of the opening bars of the pleasant little

tune. Then he said quietly and dryly :
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"There is another proverb, not Latin nor Zulu, but
English, which impresses on us that it is never too late to
mend I" He looked at a tarnished VVaterbury watch
worn on a horse's lip-strap. " I am duo to inspect the
Hospital to-morrow at ten o'clock sharp. If you will
meet me there punctually at the half-hour, I shall have the
pleasure of introducing you to—your Colleagues of the
Medical Staff. And now, if you please, as 1 have just five
mmutes left to spare, we wiU have a look at those carboys
of carbolic."

They are in the old Chinese godown at the bottom of
the garden," said Saxham. He felt in one of the baggy
pockets of the old tweed coat, pulled out a key, and
offered it silently to the conqueror, who motioned it back.

" Keep it, if you'll be so good. We'll send a waggon and
a careful man or two round from the Army Service Stores
Department within an hour ; for that stuff in your friend's
carboys is more precious than rubies to us just now—

a

man's life in every teaspoonful. And if, as you teU me, there
is some mercurial perchloride, Taggart and the Medical Staff
will jump for joy. What we owe to Lister, Koch, and those
fellows

! You'd say so if you'd ever seen gangrene on War
Hospital scale—in Afghanistan, in 1880, oven as recently
as the Zululand Campaign of 1888. The Pathan and the
Zulu are slim, and the Boer is even slimmer, but the wiliest
customer of 'em all is the Microbe. No wonder Wellington's
ola campaigners used to slit the throats of badly-wounded
soldiers, or that the ambulance-men of Soult and Bona-
parte were merciful enough to knock on the head every
poor beggar who had been bayonetted in the body.

'

They
know there was not the atom of a chance. But to-day we
know how to deal with the invisible enemy. Thanks to
.Antiseptic Surgery, that younger daughter of Science and
•lenius, as some smart fellow puts it in the National Review."
And the pleasant little tune was whistled through to its

final grace-note a« the two men went down the house-
passage and crossed the garden. Verily, to some other
men that have lived since Peter of the Nets has it been
given to be fishers of their kind ! This man said that night
to an officer of the Staff :

lii 'A\
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If'

I*'

XIX
" I LANDED twenty carboys of oarbolio to-day, and a lot

of other Hospital stores, by talking football to a man who
knows the game, chiefly from the ball's point of view."

" That counts to you, Colonel," called out Beauvaysc*,
the Chief's fair, boyish junior aide-do-camp, from the
bottom of the table, " against the awful failure you were
grousing about thi-i morning."

" Ah ! you mean when I tried to frighten some Sisters
of Mercy intn leaving the town by painting them a luridly-

coloured verbal picture of the perils of the present situa-

tion," said the Colonel. His keen hazel eyes twinkled,
though his mouth was grave. " I ought to have remem-
bered that you can't scare a religious, be he or she Roman
Catholic, Buddhist, or Mohammedan, by pointing to the
King of Terrors. He does to frighten lay-folk, but for the
others Death's grisly skeleton-hand holds out the Keys of
Heaven."

" What will it hold for some of us others, I wonder,"
said one of the dinner-guests, a moody-looking civilian, of
Semitic features, whoso evening clothes made a dull contrast
with the mess-dress of the Staff officers gathered about their
Chief's table in his quarters at Nixey's Hotel on the Market
Square, " before this month is out ?"

The host leaned forward to reply :

" My dear Mr. Levison . . . special mention in De-
spatches Above, with honours and promotion for those of
ua w ho have been approved worthy. For others, who have
tried and failed, a merciful overlooking of blunders, a
generous acceptance of the intention where the perfor-
mance came short. . . . And for the rest ... a grave on
the yellow veld in the shadow of a rock or thorn-bush,
with the turquoise sky of day overhead, shimmering in th(^

white-hot sunshine ; or an ocean of purple pther, ridden by
what old Lucian called ' the golden galley of the regnant
Moon.' That in South Africa ; and at home in England,
one's memory kept warm and living in, say, three hearts
that recognised the best in one, and loved it. A mother's
heart, the heart of a friend—and Aer» /"

"••I
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ha. beauty
. and thir^rcouM n^"; S"" uSl'h« thought in direct and simple languIgT^d ^dtt

" I caTthar:n"'?'^"'''r.r'l --^aTutt™'
'" "

T^» rt ,
"* '°,'° ^°""' '•« li^'HR dood ones "

anl^e'Vir*,rr '"
t'"

^-t-trattitude.

^«^^tL:^s£-f^^

firhltT? *":"«"* "« -itiiSiu^^tStyTsfrom that stalwart sportsman's broad, ruddv coun InJZ!
"tlft'V* *\" 'T '>»d.om"S.lTr~ •

to thX' Loir ' "' *" *'" P"^""* "^"y h-« bolL^ed

,.,^Ki ^ f'''^ ^•'*" ^"- ^ capable-oonfoundedlvcapable man, handicapped by a severe muscnhvr "trafa "
the Mayor's twinkling eye hJralde<l the r Irn'ction of an

White teeth kaahed in alert tanned faces. The school

n/STLT7T ^""^
•
''^" '"' Babel of t^frl

P again. Most of these men were quite young . . . their
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•enion barely middle-aged, not a man but was what they
themaelvea would have termed both " fit " and " keen."
They had wrought for many day* in the erection of Hand-
bag defences, in the digging of tronchea, in the drilling of
Raraland Irregulara ond Hiflo Volunteers and the newly-
enrolled Town (iuard. Thin was the pleasant social time
of lull before tlio storm, and they were not to get many
more good dinners or peaceful nights in lied for a long
•lege to oome. They did not show outwardly the tension
of strung nerves that waited, as the whole world waited, for

the echo of the first »hot, rattling amongst the low hills to
the south. Nor did it occur to them that there was any-
thing heroic or dramatic in their quiet unaffected pose.
Gathered together upon one httle spot of border earth
destined to be the vital, tragic, throbbing centre of great
events and tremendous issues, actions glorious, and deeds
scarce paralleled upon the page of History, let us look
upon them, well - groomed, well - bred, easy - mannered,
cheery, demolishing the good dishes furnished by the chef
of Nixey's Hotel, with the hungry zest of schoolboys,
exchanging fusillades of not very brUliunt chaff.

Scraps of scientific and technical conversation with refer-

ence to telephonic and telegraphic installations between
outlying forts and headquarters, electric communication
with mines, automatic warning - apparatus, the most
effective methods of constructing bomb-proof shelters, the
comparative merits of Maxim and Nordenfeldt, crossed
in the air like fragments of bursting projectiles, impelle<l

by those admirable engines of destruction. Mingled with
reminiscences of cricket, golf, tennis, polo, and motoring,
then in its infancy ; anecdotes new and old, and conjectures
as to what the fellows at home were doing ? Hurlinghani
and Ranelagh, Maidenhead and Henley, Eton and Oxford,
Sandhurst and Aldershot, Piccjidilly in the season, Simla
in the heats, the results for Kempton Park and XfcM

market Races—of all these they talked, with riino and
elephant shooting and the big battues of pheasants non
taking place in the Home Midlands and up North. But
though the watch-fires of their pickets burned upon the

veld, and though the Boer lay in laager over the Border,
of him they said not one word. That reticence upon the
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alluded to hi, mothorH,' . ?^» ''"' "^y '•»«"». and
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">•-
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given them in°hi8storvTaM'—'^r '''°^« ^ '"'^«

of Time, until T^eS fi «t:"„S«^°-
''"' «-ove.

10
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XX
While tliey ate and drank, laughed, and chatted, tho

man who was to be their comraue, sharer in all those iierils

and privatioiia yet to come, was tramping up and down
the bare boards of the dingy bedchamber in Harris Street,

wrestling desperately with his tragic thirst.

" Why did he come and look at me, and take me by the

hand, and awaken my deadened senses to tho sting of

anguish that has no name ? Why could he not have left

me alone in this living death I had attained I" ho cried.

" When first I took to the infernal, blessed liquor, it was

for the sake of respite from mental pain, torture unbearable.

Then I was a man, only unhappy. Now I am lower than

the lowest of the sensible, cleanly, decent brutes, becc-se I

desire the drink for its own sake, and find gratification in

physical degradation. God, if Thou indeed art, and I

must perforce return to live the life of a man amongst

men, help to burst the chains that fetter me ! Help mo to

be free !"

He swallowed a great draught of water, and stumbled

to the unused bed, and threw himself across it, raging and
panting, and defiant of the very Power he invoked. And
then, against liope, sleep came to him, drowning memory
and obliterating thought, and relieving physical suffering.

The lines smoothed out of the heavy forehead, and the

griui moutli relaxed in tlie smile that his dead mother had

kissed, coming in with the shakded candle to look at her

sleeping boy.

Just as the Mayor of Gueldersdorp, that stalwart York-

shireman, mighty hunter of elephant, rhino, giraffe, and

lion in the reckless days of bloodshed that were before the

ir.troduction of the Game Laws into South Africa, was
saying to the Colonel

:

" Irreclaimable, sir. Hopeless ! A confirmed drunkard,

who has soaked away all self-respect, who has been

cautioned and warned and fined a score of times, by myself

and other magistrates. Dr. de Boursy-Williams, our

leading practitioner here, has taken the fellow under his

wing, in a manner— bails him out when it is necessary,
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Wonder he tru°t, him Z ^ °^
f

«'"-ei<"'l operation.

Williams is a remaSlJ ^ Z'^'''-
^«' 1>« ^""ray-
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^''- ^^^•^'^'^ '^ ^°<'«»« «!»e»^, I under-

" AV^lrhi/'''"ff '"^ P°'"y «'^°"'ders.

o^7or,etrorr"
i^"

^f^ nieri^::;,,,^
Stephen's and the Lulate H^ /w'°^-^"'««°° '° »'
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"' '""'' "">' -^^ ''-

Jury ,L ' xifG^ilt;;tt"hffact ^rif'' 'l!'''"^
"^^ '^^

a prosecution was enouEli to r„in s ,
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Po-ibly have been the daugS , ^f'^'i^;
'^.^.^ght

iVugh and cool as his tripri n£.7
^^'"'""'^ Mildare.

tho thought, and a Uw hot „' T'tl^'
shuddered at

spiration st^d out uZ ht fir /""tP"'"'^ "^ P^^"
good man, was prosingC-

"'"^- •""' ''"* =^''y°'-.
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'''^'^*

i-y
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lu~2
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Medical Witness for the Prosecution. . . . However, I'll

go into the reports and let you know for certain."

" Thank you, Mr. Mayor. And, in case those Daily Wire

files are bomb-proof, possibly it would be better to take

the family with you—and stop until times improve."
" Not bad, not half bad, Colonel ! But to tell the truth,

1 wouldn't miss what we used to call the shindy, and these

boys of yours term the ' borap ' for a pile of Kruger sove-

reigns. And—I can shoot better than most men, if I am
in the sere and yoUow sixties." The Mayor was slightly

ruffled ; the diplomatic touch smoothed him down.
" My money is on you, Mr. Mayor, when it comes to

stopping a Boer with a rifle-bullet at four hundred yards.

By the way, I have a little confidence to repose in you.

When you meet—as I am convinced you will meet—Dr.

Saxham at the Hospital or elsewhere, metaphorically

clothed and in his right mind, and in the active discharge

of duties which no man, judging by your own testimony,

is better fitted to perform, let him down gently."

The Mayor, conscious of civic dignity and magisterial

warnings from tho Bench ignored, swelled obviously.

" My dear sir, you can't let the Dop Doctor down any-

how. He is—just about as low as a man can get—short

of being underground."
" Lend liim a hand up—in the first instance—by for-

getting tliat confounded nickname which I was clumsy

enough to blurt out just now. Be oblivious of what he is.

because of what he has been in the past, and will be in the

future. For there is tremendous stuff in the fellow even

now—or 1 am a bad judge of men."
" Colonel, you're a thundering bad judge of drunkards,

from the Bench's point of view, but you'd be a damned

good special pleader for a client in need of all the excuses

that could be trumped up for him."
" Wo all have something we'd Uke to have an excuse

for, Mr. Mayor." The keen hawk-eyes held a twinkle in

reserve. " There was a man I knew, a mighty hunter

before the Lord—and before the Game Laws." The thin

brown fingersof the muscular hard-palmed hand played with

the stem of a wineglass as the sentences came out, crisp

and pomted. " WsU, this is the story of a mistake, and
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foriftS' "^^"^ t^Perience cai. find ercn more excneoBfor ,t than I can . . . but perhapB I bore you »"
On the contraiy-on the contrary, sir."

tl^e 600 b^re : '
'^ '"^ '^'" °' "'"''^^^ '^<^ --" '-hind

«. «.k/^*^°'''' 'T"'""'' '*'''*« waistcoat was agitated bv

A Side shot through the hoa<l—solid bullet_!» fhA }JlI
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'° JM' ™^"' ^™"' the shelter of a rock waited
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'""
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TLIa '
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black piccannin of three or four-I^" * '^""^

The Mayor, purple now, burst out

:

g«Uhe'«:^;^'''
""' """""S ""^-*''<' »"•« fi^h had fairly

jci' doa't

promise, Mr. Mayor, upon (he
give away my man

inderslanding
It's a compact

that
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Thanks tremendously ! And hero comes the Manager to
be congratulated upon the haunch. I never tasted better
veniaon, Mr. Nixoy, though, as you say, this is rather
far North for koodoo. .And the quail were beyond praise.

Waiter, a glass for Afr. Nixey. . . . Port—and we're going
to ask you to join us in drinking a toast. . .

."

The beautiful, flushed boy rose solenmly, glass in hand.
About the long board, adorned with a fine epergiie full of
rose?, f'ape jessamine and purj)Io hougainvillna, spread with
iVixcy's liest plate and linen, crystal, and dishes of Stafford-
shire cliina piled with golden mandarins, and loquats, the
l:uit of October ; there was a great uprising of those phleg-
matic, self-contained Britons. Straight as the flames of
unblown torches, they burned about the table. And with
a simultaneous movement all those eyes of varied colours
turned to the lean brown face of the Chief, as the sweet
young clarion rang out

:

" (Gentlemen—the Queen !"

The brimming glasses rose high,—one crystal wave
with the crimson of blood in it. The resonant English and
the thinner Colonial voices answered together with a crash.
As of the wave breaking on white cliffs northwards, and a
great surge of love andjoyalt; went out from all those
hearts to England, throbbing to the steps of the Throne
where She sat, bowed with great griefs and great Joys and
great triumphs and glories, and white-haired with the full

burden of her venerable years :

" The Queen !"

XXI

Tjii-.v lingered not long over wine and figars. Lady
Hannah Wrjncho, entertaining what she di^dainfullv
termed a " hen party " in her private rooms at Nixey's.

vacated in her honour by the landlord's wife—expected
them to co.Tee. Much to the relief of the military authori-

ties at Cape Town, Slilady, most erratic of Society meteors,
had quitted that centre of painstaking official misinforma-
tion, for the throbbing spot of debatable land whence
events might be gathered as they sprang. Shooting across

the orb'.t of the reddening, low-hanging War-plaiiet, she
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all women in Society, at least, and you were thought odd
if you didn't. After dinner, in the most exclusive houses,
the moat rigid of hostesses invaiiably allowed their women
guests to smoke. They knew people worth having wouldn't
come if they weren't allowed to.

"Never beneath my roof!" gasped the shocked and
scandalised wearer of the purple splendours demanded of
the wife of a Chief Magistrate. " Never at my teble !'*

Of course, the agitated Mayoress went on to say, one had
heard of the doings of the Smart Set. But one had hoped
it wasn't true, or, at least, had been very much exaggerated
by "writing-people." The Mayoress, though a mild
woman, had her sting.

Lady Hannah, immensely tickled to find the morals of
Bayswater rampant, as she afterwards expressed it, in the
centre of South Africa, cackled as she helped herself to a
second liqueur-glass of Nixey's excellent apricot-brandy.
Small, thin, restless, she presented a parched appearance,
with bright, round, beady eyes continually roving in search
of information from beneath the straggling fringe of a
crumpled Pompadour transformation, for those horrors
had recently become fashionable, and the whole world of
w-^omen were vying with one another in the simulation of
the criminal type of skull, with the Dolichocephalic Bulge.
"My dear lady, tobacco-ash is an excellent thing for

killing moth in carpets, and Time,—when one is compelled
to bestow it upon dull people ; and a perfectly healthy,
Nonconformist conscience must be a comfortable lodger.
But as regards the sacred roof, and the defended table,
it's a question how long both British institutions remain
mtact, with those big guns getting into position round
us.

. .
." She waved her small hand, its once well-

tended nails superbly ignored, its sun-cracks neglected, its
load of South African diamonds coruscating magnificently
in the light of Nixey's electric bulbs, and shrugged her thin,
vivacious shoulders.

The entrance of the gentlemen relieved the situation.
Lady Hannah jumped up and rushed at the Colonel. " As
if she meant to eat the man," the Mayoress said afterwards,
in the shadow of that threatened roof. But, impervious
to the entreaty of the bright black eyes and the glitterinf;
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Ho waa grave and gympathetio, though a muscle in his

thin cheek tmtohed.
" I believe the toy Ark of our happy childish memories is

built, it not of gopher-wood, at least upon the lines laid

down in Scripture. Has Hammy ever tried to got his to

float ? Mine invariably used to sink—straight to the

bottom of the bath. Perhaps that continually-recurrent

catastrophe had something to do with the sapping of my
infant faith, or the establisliment of a sinliing-fund of

doubt regarding the veracity of the Noachian reporter ?"

She leaned towards him, her placid grey eyes dilating

with pity for this man.
" You ought to como and sit under our minister, Mr.

Oddris, on Sundays. Pray do. He would convince you

if anybody could. Such an eloquent, able, well-informed

man, and so trvly pious and brave
!"

The laugh perforce escaped him. The convincing

Apostle Oddris had called on him at official headquarters

that day, to inquire whether, as the said Oddris's wife and

children were going to the Women's Laager, his place as a

husband and father was not by their side ? Being informed

that able-bodied male beings were not included in the list of

the defenceless, he had become importunate in the matter of

at least a bomb-proof shelter to bo erected in his back-yard.

" I had rather sit under Hammy and hear about Noah,

with Berta on the other knee."

Her heart went out wholly to him. ... ' ' Out of the

mouths of babes.' . . . Wasn't that one of the texts with

\>romise ? . . .

" You love children ?"

" Bless the little beggars !" he said heartily, " they're

the joUiest company in the world."

She leaned towards him, palpitating between her sliyness

of the Commander of the Garrison and her womanly curi-

osity to know more about the man.
" Hammond—the Mayor has told me—I hope it is not

indiscreet to mention it—that the first thing you did, on

joining your regiment in India as a young sulj.iltern, was

to gather all the European children in cantonment."! to-

gether and march them through the place, playing
'

''

Girl I Left Beliind Me ' on the flute."

Tlie
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" Fortnnately, the scene of yonr lapse from the crooked

path of custom is distant from the West End of London
nearly seven thousand miles. And you can rely upon me
for secrecy."

" Ah, that ! . . . If only you did leak a little informa-
tion now and then." Her eyebrows went up to the dry
fringe of her Pompadour transformation. " For the sake
of the thirsting public at home, to say nothing of my reputa-
tion as a Special Correspondent "

" Prive over and call on (Jeneral Brounekers at Head
Laager, Goitfontoin, on the Border, early to-morrow.
Perhaps he would oblige you with matter for a paragraph,
and forward the cable by private wire ?"

Her birdlike eyes were bright on him.
" I would go if I thought I could get anything by going.

Special information—with reference to a Plan of Attack.
Oh ! if you knew how I'm dying to be really under fire.

To hear bullets zip-zip—isn't that the sound ?—as they
strike the ground or walls, and shells scream overhead !"

She clasped her sunburnt little jewelled hands in affected
ecstasy. His eyes were stem, and the linos about his
mouth deepened.

" Pray to-night that you may never hear those sounds
you speak of

!"

She struck an exaggerated attitude of horrified con-
sternation.

" But no ! Why am 1 here ?"

" The Lord only knows. I've seen a hen peck at a lump
of dynamite. . .

."

" Ah, you never will take mo seriously. But own in

your secret heart you're as much afraid as I am that a
Relieving Column will be sent down from Do tell me
again where Grumer is with the Brigade ? Uli, in Upper
Rhodesia—thanks ! Well, Grumer is quite a near friend
of Bingo's, and an old flame of mine. But—to burst our
lovely peacock bubble of Siege and let the whole situation

down, sans coup f<'rir, into muddy commonplace—may
Grumer never come !"^ She held^up hercoffee-oup, and
drank the toast. f

" >
"

^
.'

" Only for the women and children here," he said, and
his thin nostrils moved to the measure of his quickened
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I ho^ they,, givetrtrei:;r,«-W -tes.-
I fhd say-just tlmt. And I „Znt i. ••H s l,ps pureed m a soundleBsS^ Sh .I ve seen your moDanif,„„ "1 .' °'"' "'<">' on :

into such repaid Indti™ '"'•, ^''•' ""'« "W forts, put
» Hotchkii, 'ta^ijrr"^^^r; "'-H^business. And the ear^vv^Tk/ 4 "'^ Tu'^f

'"^y '"'
bariicados. and the sh«ltJr. „ n j

''*'' 'rek-waggon
rugated iron. And your1^JT'"*^ S"*^

"^"'""l "ith^r-
the iron skull that'sCLw^h"^""" Headquarter Bureau,

^_ with underglX
w'ic^Se^^^^^^ ">« P'"-

cations with all the forts and nf*^.?'^"'"''""'"'""'"-
masterpiece of cool, TadJv le/h^'*?-

/'""glossal! A
thought I was incam^bWtho rf ^- ™*>''8^ I
tion that the schoolboy eniov, Ir"""

'^'''^' "' «-''Pe«ta-

OldDrury, waiting frth?curtain
'""'

"" *'"'^"'"« "^"car
the Autumn Draml But vouV •" '"^ "" ""« «"' «-•» of
our friends out there <" J" *JT '' '" me-you and
hand. '• And you c:n talkt cdH n ^' ^/ """'^ e'''**"^
^'nd leaving the hivr^fffld a rr»f ""^"'^"K '^"'--

-'t of it. Sweet^SILriloir^^rreht ha%e had
:'f VVar-played a« TZa ^'T T'*' "'^ S-^^*' ^^^me
'" this little sandy w,^rd„„ ^^^^r ^°'' ^ P'^y it

Paper's-though, mind vou fd''/'^''
^d the wrotehed

Bingo knows better !"

??li*"«^'"t'»''tWle this time.Udy arasby, that ^tri.,.to.H,ued water.„yn,ph. a.
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iiumobucly cUtvcir unco chIImI h(>r, itaid tlint if KiiiKo not
killed by any olioaot), 1 iliould Hit down tad write a gusHiiiy

defcoriptive artiolo, dealing with hi* military career, married
life, and last inumonts, before I ordered my widuw'a-

woopurd. ilori'ible tlunga ! They've come in again, too I

Talking of goHsip, which I know you only pretend to despise,

I found the sun of a mutual acquaintance dying in the

Hospital hero. You know the liishop of H . . .
?"

" Hii eldciit son, Major Fraithom, was my senior when I

was A.tsistant Military Secretary nt Gibraltar in '00. And
the Uishop is quite a dear crony of my mother's."

" The Bishop," she said, " was always a person of excel-

lent good taste—except when he cut ot! his second son,

Julius, with two hundred a year for turning Anglican,

wearing a soft hat and Uomon collars, and joining the staH'

at that clerical posture shop in Wendish Street West as

Junior Curate."
" St. Margaret's. I know the church. Often go there

when I'm at home."
" It's the Halfway House to Rome, according to the

Bishop, who won't bo content with running at every rod

rag of Ritualism that flutters in his own diocese, but keeps
up the character of belligerent Broad Churchman by writmg
pamphlets and asking questions in the House of Lords
with reference to affairs which are the business of other

people. According to him, the red cassocks of the acolytes

at St. Margaret's are out out of the very skirts of tlin

Woman of Babylon, and Vatlier Turney and his curates —
they're all Fatliers there, and celibates by choice—are

wolves in wool, and Mophistopholuan plotters against tlie

liberties of the Church. Punch published a cartoon of the

Bishop shutting his eyes and charging at a windmill in n

cope and chasuble. He is sending out a string of Protes-

tant-Churoh-Integrity vans all over England, Scotland, and
Wales this season, with acetyleiie-lantern pictures from
Foxe's ' Book of Martyrs,' and a lecturer to point the morals

and adorn the tales. . . . But if he could see his Mary's

boy to-day, he'd put up with any amount of felt- basin

hats and Roman collars, and incense and altar-genuflec-

tions wouldn't count for a tikkie. Oh ! it's been a sore with

me this many a year, but vviiou I saw him to-day I said.
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". """"i"^' f'«;linK in hor voice, usually loud.

H
'

, ^ !"t^ ^^"^^ '''^''«y'''' I'ad aglcom

„ ;., '^ n,'" r "'"i
"ynP-'hotio interest•lyi "Wiged to you for finding this out. No

1*. nio. 1 nm duo at tho Hospital in the
• 'Jsowotlungoan'tbodorioforthobov."

"
j'r"

',"' *'''*7'°«» '""g-dwcase. He developed.iu »ou«e at St. J argaref«, u,.d nuide light^

result of London Ls"?"'^""" ''^"n^Wal tmublo. thf

...at deXt^tiiS. 'z:^^:::"-^ '-' '''^•'' -^

i«tent;:/:reaTr^ri;7^^^^^^^^^^^^^ °^ "- """•
l>vfl on hi8 two hundn-d a vcar „nfi. A * "^""''""nfy. to

ward^^^^b.^ a'S S'l^ litaj^^ Td^"h''^"^nurso is in Iovh uifl. !,,„. . / ,
-"^'ron, and tho chart-

toms of"i°::::;!i„^e"'rd"he't;si^^^
A^«isi. wedded to Death intteJ of IwS and"^'!'

°^

fit to tear your heart. B'rrh .- .he shudderTd
"^'"~

a£^tSE^='-"-^^
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His eyes lightened involuntary admiration, though his

tone was jesting.
" You're thrown away on mere journalism. Criminal

Investigation or Secret Intelligence would offer wider fields

for your abilities."

" Wait !" she said, her beady eyes black diamonds. " I

shall hope to prove one day that an English woman-

journalist can be as useful aa a Boer spy in the matter of

useful information. Why, why am I not a man ? You

only don't trust me because I am a woman."

He had touched the rankling point in her ambition. He

applied balm as he knew how.
" Your being a woman may have made all the difference

—for Fraithom. I shall set Taggart of the R.A.M.C. at

him to-morrow ; the Major's a bit of a crack at pulmonary

cases. And he shall consult with Saxham, and
"

" Saxham." Her eyebrows were knitted. " I thought

I knew the names of your Medical Staff men. But I can't

recall a Saxham."
" This Saxham i» Civilian—and rather a big pot—M.D.,

F.il.C.S., and lots more. We're lucky to have got him."

She stiffened, scenting the paragraph.
" Can it be that you mean the Dr. Saxham of the OKI

Bailey Case ?"

" The Jury acquitted, let me remind you."
" I believe so," she said ;

" but—he vanished afterwards.

I thmk an innocent man would have stopped and faced tlic

music, (md not beaten a retreat with the Wedding March

almost sounding in his ears. But—who knows ? You

have met his brother, Captain Saxham, of the —tli

Dragoons 1 It was he who stepped into the matrimomul

breach, and married the young woman."
" The young woman 1"

"His brother's fiancee- an heiress of the Dorsetshire

Lee-Haileys, and rather a pretty-faced, silly person, witli

a penchant for French novels and sulphonal tabloids. I

always shall believe that she liked the handsome Dragoon

best," and took advMitage of the Doctor's being—under tliu

cloud of acquittal by a British Jury, to give him what the

dear Irish call ' the back of her hand.'
"

" The better luck for him !"

t'l
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was
" It was mere instinct to let eo whfin fh<, „,.„

dragging then, both under ..J^'L^^M "^

" You MtT J'"'*-
^"^^ "'""''^ ^^'^ ™«« »lH>ve it."Vou hit back quick and haid."

1 m a tennis-player and a polo-player and a cricketer "
VVha game is there that you don't play ?'^
I could teU you of one or two H„t t „,„ . „

gj.
and^speak to some of these ladies. " O^e'Jf1:^-^

' You mean poor Fraithorn «"'

He allowed interest.

„„ » ,
" Pi'Ttea last weok. Auna aio ivonil«pfiiicreatures

: «/ie', unique, oven a^ a uua."
"•'"^-^rt"!

11

>>^v 5*5"^
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.J!

Leidy Hannah nodded. " All that. But you ought to

have seen her at eighteen. We were at the High-School,

Kensington, together, I a brat of ten in the Juniors' Division

,

she a lload Girl, cramming for Girton. She carried every-

thing before her there, and emerged with a B.A. Degree

Certificate in the days when it was thought hardly proper for

a woman to go about with such a thing tacked to her skirts.

And all the students idolised her, and the male lecturers w ur-

shipped the ground she trod. And when she was presented

—what a sensation ! They called her the ' Irish Rose,'

and ' Deirdre,' for her skin of cream and her grey eyes

and billowing clouds of black hair. Society raved of her for

three seasonb, until the fools went even madder about that

little Hawting woman—a stiff starched marti.i / i frisky

half—who bolted with the man my glorious Biddy had given

her beautiful hand to. And the result ! She—who might

have married an Ambassador and queened it in Petersburg

with the best of 'em—she's in a whitewashed Convent,

superintending the education of Dutch and Afrikander

schoolgirls in Greelc, Latin, French, Algebra and Mathe-

matics, calisthenics, needlework, the torture of the piano,

and the twiddle of the globes. He has sometlung to answer

for, that old crony of yours !"

Lady Hannah stopped for breath, giving the listener liis

opportunity.
" My dear lady, you have told mo a great deal without

enlightening me in the least. Who is my ' crony,' and

who was your friend ?"

Lady Harmah opened her round beady eyes in astonish-

ment.
" Haven't I told you ? She is—or was—Lady Bridget-

Mary Bawne, sister of that high-falutin' little donkey tin;

present Earl of Castleclare, who came into the title and

married at eighteen. His wife has means, I understand, 'i In

old Dowager Duchess of Strome, a bosom friend of my
mother's, was Biddy's aunt, and Cardinal Voisey, handsiiiJi''

being ! is an uncle on the distal! side. All the Catholic w orlcJ

and his w ife w ero at her taking of the veil of profession iiiu^ -

teen years ago. The Pope's Nuncio, the Cardinal-Bishop ni

Mozella, officiated, and the Comtcsse de Lutetia was tlitrc

with the Due d'O. . . . They didn't cut oil her beautiful

'^jin'"j^\<'.y-v-i-\
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scolded fearfuUy. The D^ke ofP "' ""^ °'°*''«'

equeny. and Xr the olotterl^adTu'tJ:^"' ^^
on beautiful Biddy in her brXl if^If j

shut—crash-
ropes of pearls and we wnr« .n -f '

"^^ "*"'^ «*«'' ^<i
to'^Le Uok ikThe habit I hlriT^V.^'r

*'^^^' ^"^ J"*'

the dear old thinrever meantTf ll ^f^ '''^' "'" '»"»'

General. I'n. ^ST^ltl'^^^TLS! '^'

hadn^ away with not iT^Zl^i'^IJ^^T^
of dazzling light He saw Ln7 ,'""?°""y' "' '^ <='^'=1«

door of the fhlpel irS rr'"\'"'""'«,
'^''''"' "">

heard her saying
"'"' °™«' n«»s- He

Mild^r/d^att "l*^*°k^jt^«
^.'^''te 0^ Captah,

«»d a,d would take L SLunV: parUc'ulat"
'^

l-adyHanniJistarint'
"^"^ ,"«?» ^"''y abruptly, leaving

with infinite relief, S4 rid '^f '.'."'i''''
?'':^ '^"ly^tiP.

'paired with Caotain I4;„ i ?,?
^"""""16 guests,wn to a :L'rrofS:i •fc",-^' t"'"'"^

Sky-ri^d^ ''"^ ^""^"^-- ^~cioi,r

'«tidious oa^e. He wink^ !^
I-ady Hannah's cue with

-et-red with irSp^r^d^t^Spi-.^^".
11—2
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" S'st !" sibilated the Captain wamingly, wiakiiig in

the direction of his wife. Lady Hannah, her little thumb
cocked in the air, her round, birdlike eyes scientifically

calculating angles, paused before making a rapid stroke,

to say :

" Don't be cheaply mysterious, my dear man. Of
course, the Colonel visits the defences and outposts and
80 forth regularly after dark. It's part of the routine,

surely ?"

" Of course. But you don't suppose he goes alone, do
you, old lady ?" queried Captain Bingo.

" I suppose ho takes his A.D.C. ?"

" Not to mention a detachment of the B.S.A. Also a
scjuad of the Town Guard in red neckties, solar topees

and bandoliers ; with the Kities' Band, and D Squadron
of the Baraland Irregular Horse. Isn't that the routine,

JScauvayse ? You're more up iu these things than me,
and I fancy there was a change in the order for the

evenin'."

"Rather!" as.'^cnled Beauvayse, continuing,to the rapture

of winking Bingo. '" On reacliing the earthworks where
our obsoletes are mounted, the townies will now fire a

salute of blank, m ithout falling down ; and the Band have
instructions to play ' Xliuro'a Death in the Old Guns Yet.'

Those \\ ere the only material changes, except that sentries

Mill for the future v\ear fly- and fever-belts outside instead

of in."
' So that he can see at a glimce," liudy Hannah said

approvingly, " that all precautions are being taken. Very

sensible, I call it."

" Ha, lia, haw !" Bingo's joy' >us explosion revealed to

the outraged woman the (act tliat she hiid been " had.
" Haw, haw ! What a beggar you are to rot, Beauvayse !

and that makes live to us."

Lady Hannah, viOrutiiig ith womanly indignati<in.

had made her long -delayed st/oKi- missed the pyramid

ball, anil sent Pinli spinning into the pooket, She thre"

aside her cue and rubbed hi'r lingers angrily. She halni

losing, and they wore playing for sliiiling lives and hali-a-

orown on the game.
" You—schoolboys !" She threw them a glance of

^i I
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" You artless b«bos ' DM vn„ '"""«r'
."^"^ *'"' *^^'^"-

to swallow such a Ma" /; /"'''"'::t^
'''""''^ ''^ '''''v

vinegar? For nitvC fl " "'*''""* "'^" "" 'ml

nnglots and white book mushn I?,T "'"'" "'"""" "'""
"'"ite beaver hats and ponton .

'"™ "''"'"'*"'
^'"*«f-'>'

read the novels of Lot'':^^°P>/Xn;-. ""' "" *"" "•'^'^'

Woe scientifioailv off thoL 1

'''"'."* '^'""" "- I'it

•«m myself over a„d ot.r
""" ""'' "™* ""• " "f"'"l

in the- way of am«tr„tT'M ''"'^.i'"'^
'""' "'^^ P"'"'^

-VotthatlpretenTtoL.* ^ '\ ?.''"" "^f"'''" «™A^ ^"t-
-hen I'm noVS, ^o^k^;^:^"''^' 'f^f"^-

On'.v >™o«'
But the senior So thIs7''Ti"'''^"^'"^>'''

partner, Jiad vanished Sn™ . ,
''''^- ^"^^ Hannafi.s

f the billiard-r^mliad Xt^o&""'''''''"f^"-"'l'™
^•^^ly pleasant little tu^ wl ?'

T'
"^ " !''"•*'«'

fl-iee, and the game » ent nn I

""" '""'' Lord Hon.-y's

I'.v one, after thrsTmelttunol"
""""' ^"'''^'"^' ^'"' ''"«

players melted away ^ ' """^*™-:'^« --"Lion, the male
fooling uncommonly Uke tho idl, i

'^'.'n'\ ^-'"'y Hannah,
"I'o asked the beasts «ldhirf T"* *^" """-.sory-story

I'im, betook herself to b^ ^^ '°-^*"'*^' '" P'^'-V »'lth

.imXr^^'Xr tiff
'""«'''

T ''" "-« "<-
Ho«- cool, how unshXn "nth

^ "•" ""^ '""ki^g-Slass.
m Hpite of all deferent "ouJ^^!"" '=''°r"'*'°"

"f ^nperiority,
for Queon Dolt. Brl " ' P'"';*«"f- °f ^o-^^icieration

•'f these days, what' could be Jv l^''^"'
*'""'" "^^ ""^

'lospised majority. " '^^^'"^ ^y " ""it of the

«-is,then,'S;;at£ B*
^^'^'""-'^•" «ho said after-

"f .the conjugal m'osStotrtIT
"'^^"'^ '" "" •^'-""

'-['ieal sleeping Tttire
' "™"-'*''

'""'"f-' "I' in

reohX her'j2^:|!'" ""V^'"'" '" ^ -n-cra.ked no,,.ner reSectjon m the looWng-giafls
:

'
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" You woDldn't see him. Like the flea in the Amerioan
story, when you've got your finger on him is the time he
isn't there."

" But he Is there for you ?"

Bingo shook his head, holding the candle near the glass

and regarding his leading feature with interest.
" Not if he don't choose to be. By the living Tinker !

if I go on brownin' and chippin' at this rate, I shall do
for the Etruscan Antiquity Room at the British Museum.
Piff, what a smell of burning ! It's the hair-thing hangin'

on the looldn'-glass."

Male Society began to practise the shedding of its final

g's, you will remember, about the time that Female Society
took to wearing transformation coiffures. Lady Hannah,
her active little figure rustling in the thinnest of silk

drapery, jumped nimbly out of bed, and rushed to save
her property.

" Idiot !" she shrieked.
" Frightfully sorry ! But you're lumps prettier without,"

said Bingo.
" Don't pile insult on injury."
" Couldn't flatter for nuts !"

" I'll forgive you if you'll tell mn how he manages—to

attain invisibility ?"

Bingo struck an attitude and began to declaim :

" As the sable shades of Night were broodin' over tho

beleaguered town of Gueldersdorp, the manly form of a

mysterious bearded stranger in grey reach-me-downs and

a felt slouch might have been observed directin' its steps

from one to the other of the various outlyin' pickets

posted on the veld ..."
" Once for all, I decline to believe such theatrical

rubbish ! A beard, indeed ! Why not a paper nose and

a Pierrot's cap ?"

" Why not ?" acquiesced placid Bingo, getting into bed.

But the eye concealed by the pillow xvinked ; for he had

told her the absolute truth; and woman-like, that "a-

just what she wouldn't swallow, as he said to Beauv.ayso

next morning.
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it Th^C^i' w"k ""' ""^"""-g to 'he manly brow

sultedlho !ni^n T^ P"* '* "^ »°d anxiously oon-

furnitiirp in .
J

'^^'^' *''e most commanding article of

>vTMrrraHter„r'" '".^''"^••^ BoardingTHousc It

of the tliin n^^^r '""t^
'".'''« '^'"» °° 'he other side

out) iBgs. A time was to come when Mn, w;nii». I^
cook shraDnpI.WlIoH ™„i j ^ ^^™' *""*er was to

Arrs.'FuSexprZe^T'^it'hTr'^ been pampered, a«

Th„ u J
"fP™H8ea It, with dohoacies and kickshaws

t^ ' The second L^^*^ r"'° °^ ""^hood waiting



168 THE POP DOCTOR

111

I

and tilting it exoenirely, to see how one's legs looked.

W. Koyso suffered from the conviction that these limbs

were over-thin. Hi-hind the counter of a fried-fish shop in

High Street, Camden 'l'o«n. serving slalw of browned hake,

and skate, and penn'orths of fried eels and chips to the

hungry customers who surge in tempestuously to bo fed

on their homeward way from the Oxford or the Camdrn
Hall of Varieties, or tho tlieatre at the junction of Oowor

Street and the Hamp.itead Road — one develops ivcute-

ness of observation, one gains experience, there being

always the bloko wlu. cuts and runs without paying, or eats

and shows reversed trouser-pookets in default oi :ettlc

ment, to deal with. . . . But one does not develop

muscle, tho thing above all that W. Koyso most longed to

possess. When he went into the printing-business and

bent all day over the formes of type in the composing-room,

hand-setting up tho columns of tho North London Hall-

penny Herald, to tho tune of three-and-oightpence a day,

the hollow chest grow hollowor, and ho developed a " corf."

The physician in charge of the out-patients' department

at University College Hospital said there was lung-trouble,

and a man at the printing-oflieo who had never been there.

said South Africa was the cure for that. And W. Koysi^

had thirty pounds in the Post-Office Savings lionk, earned

by the sweat of a brow >vhich was his Ixist feature, and the

steamships were advertising ten-jxiund third-class single

fares to Cape Town. O'.ic of the Societies for the Aid of

Emigrants would have helped him, but h hile W. Koyse 'ad

a bit of 'is own, no Blooming Paupery, said ho, for hiui

!

His sole living relative, an aunt who inhabited one of a row

of ginger-brick Virginia-oreeper-clad almshouses " over

aginst 'Ighgyto Cimitery." sniffled a littli) when ho called

to say good-bye, bringing in a parting present of a half-

[Hjund of Liphook's Luscious Tea and a screw of snull.

" I slian't never see you no more. William."
" Ow yes, you will, mother! Uon't be such a silly I'

William's stopcuusiu ' Melia. in service as general in .Vdoltiiili'

lload. Chalk Farm end, had said ; and she had lookcil

coldly upon William immediately afterwards, Ixatou ini;

an amorous ogle upon Lobster, who sat well forward upoa

a backless Windsor chair, sucking the silver ttjp of his

jTIv
tULJ^""^
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affeoti„nH, CX wl""PP'''»'l William in 'Melia'^

Willian. ioved S^no" "
'thy' b^Im'^- h

' "Thave Ix3cn married to 'Melia to dav'_i„ ? '"' ""»'"

and die witi,rt",ZWi
"''"'"y '-'"-riod life, fat<.l to live

ever having lookTu^n^J^^^"^ '"*" ^""^''O' »"hout
(>"ta, of tho Xriou.'TlI „ '."^^.."T*" '^ "«> ""^M •'

'

and tho be>viteto7S,t^ ''?'"'
•
""' «"'''''>""« figure

Suppose -(,nlv si'..™ ^?' ^?"'« ''>™ "f "^l"" '

rnany eamp-Hros/con octura ,! in^r f '"'"« '^'^^-^yH "f

the white of ^va-«on uitH , n^I
''^- '"'"'''' "'"'^'''^ "'"'

dullglea-nofironl thesmrt?e TT ""'' '''"'"^ ""' ^hn

inexperience of \V K the^.
,.*.''"'''

'
^vcntothe

about (Suolderadoru H,! I
"""'^KS'^d earth«ork.s built

™il«ay.truck?b .ekine unTl'"'''''''.'''.'^'''^-"'^«S°"« •'"d

void, the extenS iTe,Vtrnner'%^'''''''''''"*''
"" "'^'

tl"" sentinelled nSce s tl 1
" ' «atchdog fort«,

patrols, all the various pirt, Th'"' """t
""''".V ">"-ing

"f defence, controlled Lonr .
?"'"''"<'"« machinery

«..uld count foShin/rinTtW r' Ti" •""' '"'"'''

'<{ armed thousands that fli H
"^erHhclming onrush

tl>e town, and waiting the sLnal T'"" l^T'"'"' "^ ^^'^^
"helm her, and— f*!,v ? .

^ '"" "^""n '"'d over-

.lorioua heroic «p]ash in Gr^ta': stht "'"ir
'" 1"^" ''

savmg her from them Dutclues "' V, h
' ^'^''^^- '"

creature, was a Dutehy too tin
""'"• "'*"• '"^'"«

"ould come .

-^ ^^"^ "" matter-a time

"•agre little lookLLlC" on, h'™'5r ""u^
"''''"""'l ""'

'n the act of bestowifg^ final gtee'l?'
'='"',«.' °f^' •->--.

the volume o' nights T),e .t^ ! '^. ^. ""''"* P''™sal of

- 1.0 picked upT'thin'r T^'^"^}!^^^ ''heeks

l]i'

lere were horrih]„ -.voodcuts

'^.'S
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in it, oolound with liberal iplMhea of red and Une and

yellow, and the print contained matter more lurid still.

Vice mopped and mowed and slavered, obscene and hideous,

within those gaudy covers.

He looked round the mean, poor, ugly room, the volume

in his hand ; a photograph of the dubious sort leered from

the wall beside the \>ed. . . .

" If they rushed uh to-night, an' I got shot in the scrap

an' thpy brought me back 'ere, dyin', and She camo ... an'

saw thai . . .
/" His ears were scarlet as ho dashed at the

looring photograph and tf)ro it down. Oh, W. Keyse, it

is pitiful to think vnu had to blush, but good to know you

h.-vd not forgotten how to. There was a little nisty fireplace

in the room. W. Kcyac burned something in it that left

nothing but a feathery pile of ashes, and a little shameful

lioap of mud in the corner of a boy's memory, before he

hurried to the Town Guardhouse, where other bandoliers

were mustering, and fell in. As though the Powers deigned

to reward an act of virtue on the very night of its per-

formance, he was posted by his picket in the shadow of the

high corrugated inm fence of the tree-bordered tennis-

ground behind the Convent, as " Lights Out " sounded

from the camp of the Irregulars, beyond the Railway-shetls

and storehouses.

It was glorious to be there, taking care of Her, though

it would have been nicer if one had been allowed to smoke.

The moon of WiUiam's passion-inspired versewas not shining

o'er South Africa's plain upon this the very night for her.

It was dark and close and stiflingly hot. A dust-wind had

blown that day, and the suspended particles thickened the

atmosphere, to the oppression of the lungs and the hidinn

of the stars. He knew his picket posted a quarter of a

mile away on the other side of the Cemetery ; his fellow -

sentry was on the opposite flank of the Convent. He w as

a stout, middle-aged tradesman, with a large wife and a

corresponding family, and it wrung the heart of W. Keyse

to think that a tricky fate might have placed that insensible

man on the side where Her window was ! Through tlie

bouglis of the peach and orange trees, heavily Ijurdencil

with unripe fruit, you could get an occasional glimpse of

whitewashed brick walls, darkened by the outline of shut-

^^mm^^m^ ^fvr
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you. ^ ' ^'P""'- 'hough tobacco were denied

thJSr-ti^re ,:&„"'"'",
.'i:'''''

"«"•' •-h-'j
oom/ort.

reflection m «hich W. Keyse found

ora„ge-gro.e«. h.d chos'j; to t^n'ral""
'"'"" """"^ ""''

'ighVC^' H:::" -.-^X'''
^ '^/i-radia„ce of electric

Market S^^ro a^dTt „ttr' f '''? ^*''" 0«^'=<' °» "'^

Aromatic^beer cellar! and ^Zll"^ P'"''^^^"' '^"^''•V-

>
ellow glare of gas Lts 1, r^ r^^'^T «''^« ""' "

Hhowed a wakeful Jve;'n«W.'P "' "" "I^'^'^ca'-y

line of a sleep.wTw.^'r'f'"'*'''"^ «P™"l«d in the out
f-arth and sand Tn , ^'f '"J""' '"""«k of gravelly

liead, thoprairifsOTead^ri'Ji. T""" ^"^^ over-

vallcy in the mMdle^tie! tu'
''''^?'"« *° " '^'^'^

«. that the edges of the b^ini V^T^ '° " "'« ^y"""^'
High on the l^Kranges ^nl^f^^J"'"^ '"T-'^"

*"""•

sparks burned . . ho know thl
^""""^"""^ ohains of red

l!'<er outposts and tl,„ • i^ *? ^°' *'"' «atcb-fires of the
W St weTset tWckh- .^. "^r °^ ""« '''"^ ^'^^ ^n''

the laagers were LX;'"^" '"'"'^'^^ 1«««1« «''ere

markup the situation if ! fZ ^'""^^ ^'>°"« °«a^«^
taint uion the faLI br„ 7 fi"^,

^"'''"'««- '^'^'' ^i^^ly

Immanity 'Stretvlh 1?™,*^ "/ "l*^^"^
'«'' <='"«t«^«d

'"'Ped there wl^ en;ur „f
'^ '?'?^' '^ ''^"'^^

' "«
"aiting the wo^ to r^ / <»", lymg doggo up there,

d"rn ' His nalS. 1 J^
" '^ """"»«• 'he blooming

W.stemples^S^trink^w'^'^' V^" ^"''"t "-'"ke out upon
palmsTf'WsTanl^tretlttn".' "' "^'^ "'"''' ''"'^ "'"
tl>e buckle of the SaT Br u

?'*'"'">'• ^'«"- ""der
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itH wearer had a touch of tover ! Then the stout tradesman

on the other side of the Convent sneezed suddenly, and

\V. Keyse, with every nerve in liis body jarring fron\ the

shock, knew that ho was simply sutt'orinK from funk.

Staggering from the shock of tlic; horrible self-revelation.

he gritted his teeth. There was a Hilly Keyse who was ii

blooming coward inside the other «ho was not. He told

the sickening, white-gilled little skulker what he thought

of him. He only wished—that is, one of him only wished—

that a gang of the Dutchies would come along noK !

H<^ drew a lurid picture for tlie benefit of the trembler, and

w hen the young soldier had fired into the brown of them

and seen the whites of their eyes, and fallen, pierced by

a hundred wounds, in the successful defence of the Convent,

he was carried in, and laid on a sofa, and nobody could

recognise him. along of all the blood, until She cam(!,

with her white little feet peeping from the hem of a sno'^\'

nightgown, and her unbraided pigtail swamping the white

w ith gold, and knew that it was her lover, and knelt by

the hero's side. Soft music from the Orchestra, please !
"«

with his final breath W. Keyse implores a last, first kiss

Even as William So. 1 thrilled to the rapture of that

imagined osculation, Billy No. 2 experienced a ghastly

fright.

For out of the enfolding velvety darkness ahead of him.

and looking towards those firefiy sparks shining on the

heights, came the sound of stealthy measured footsteps

and muffled voices talking Dutch. The enemy had made

a sortie. The defences had been rushed, the town sur-

rounded ! Yet there were only two of them—a big, slouch-

ing villain and a short thin one, who wore a giant hat.

The chirping sound of a kiss damped the fierce martial

ardour of William, and greatly reassured Billy. It «as

only a townsman taking a night walk with his giri !

Crushed and discouraged, W. Keyse relaxed his giip

upon the trusty rifle, and slunk back into the shadow, :i<

the tall and the short figures halted at the angle of the

fence.
, . i c

" 'Ain't it a 'eavenly night ?" came from the short figure,

who leaned against the tall one affectionately. " An' me

got to go in. A orooil shyme, I call it. 'Ain't it, deer >
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He sportively declined to release her. There was tl,„

ab'ut "^^If th*"." ^»r
'

"^^'"^^ >'^"'- '"^'-'''^> '-"" ".e

ones . r" "''^' ^'"" ^''^''^ "'"» y«"^ I>"te^

He spat and asseverated :

" iVeeu
! I no other girls but you iieu got."

It was the hlabberts with Kmigration Jine.

cl>arneer '"'" ''''" *''"^ ^"^"^'^ ' ''"-«-« y- a

upi"'*"
!'"''' """ ''"'' ''"-'^ "''•'n =t » "seful. But «hen

,^Ki^ir-aS---^^^
1 oe, good-night agyne, deer! Sister Tobia^-that^;

" Tell me again, before you shall go, about the En-elsehtommandan who eame to visit at the Convent to d^T'-
I^or

!
Aven t 1 told you a'ready 1 'E stopped 'arf-.our or more

. an' Shc-that's the Reverend Mothet^ they call her-^he took 'im over the 'ouse, an' after VdKone through the 'ouse, an' Sister Tobia^-^n'rthat a

tori-ral'
'°^ "" nun .-Sister Tobias. sheThowe^ltthe gjte, an e says to 'er as wot 'e's goin' to 'ave the lii^

In' "inrn/Vl ' T S^f" '"^' thing'to-niorrow momS^"

purpos "rin'ww
•'"* '^ r-^^'^'-P'^rty detached for th

Z'thL'l T" ,.'^«' t" bo'^yvo theirselvos respectfulAn^ then e touches 'is 'at an' gets on 'is 'orse an' '
Ijsten to me." The Slabbertian command of' thatUrbane language of the Knglanders evoked her supdse

„n
time the English Commandant to the housesi.all come, you to listen at the keyhole is

"
v\ ot for J"
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" For what have you before at keyholes listened, little

fool r'
" To find out when they was goin' to sack me, so's to git

iQe o\vn notice in fust—see ? Then you can say to the lydy

at the Registry Office—and don't they give theirselves

hairs !—as wot you're leaving because the pl»ce don't suit.

Twiggy ?"

" You for yourself did listen, then. Goed. Now it is

for me you listen will, if you a true Boer's vrouw wish to

become by-and-by."

She rose to the immemorial allure that is never out of

season in angling for her simple kind.

" That word you said means—wife, don't it, deer ?"

Her voiOb trembled ; the joyous, longed-for haven of mar-

riage—was it possible that it might -, ii sight ?

" It shall mean wife, if you obey o—ja !—otherwise it

will be that I shall marry the daughftr of a, good country-

man of mine, who luany sheep has, and much land, and

plenty of money to give his daughter when she a husband

gets !"

Her underlip dropped pitifully, and the tears welled up.

It was too dark to see her crying, but he heard her sob,

and grinned, himself unseen.

"I'll do anything for you, deer ! Only don't tyke an'

'ave the other One. She may be a Dutchy, but she won't

never care for you like wot I do. Don't you know it,

Walt ?"

" I shall it know when I hear what you have found out,"

proclaimed the Slabberts grimly.

There was a boiling VV. Keysc in the deep shadow of tin'

tall corrugated-iron fence, who restrained with difficulty a

snort of indignation.
" On'y tell me, deer. I'll find out auythink you want

me to." Before her .spread a lovely vista of fioors—liri

own Hoors--to scrul), and a kitchen range—hers, too

which should cook dinners nice enougli to make any lui>,-

band adore you.
' You chall for me find out what that Commandant (jI

the rooinel^s is up to under his Flag of the Red Cross."

" He didn't say nothink about no Red Cross, darlin'."

" Stilto ! They will the Red Cross Flag hoist, I tell you.
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Uttle brow., roll, ^fith u in"?, d ' .
^'"" ''''" ^'"' "'"" '

other a bullet. Au.lJ^Sd T*' '"i'- ""^' "^t the
She ,,uavered. ^ ' ''

'^''"^ ''^^'^ """ «een also ?"

dreJf^lkut^rvl^wLtTdl;"';.''' '""'^'^ "'" n'^'^ty.

He scoffed.
"^ '

l'owtoloa,iagun, look you and , ,f^^''"'
"""''' l^"""

f for the heljfof theSuL^ t houi'lTrr"^'
">«"-

learn. Watch out, I tell vou f V.1 .
" ' ^'"^ y"" "i"

;vill be sending into the cCent T" "'"/ ^'"'"""^"Jant
boxes, and cases-some of tC. '^""'f

^"^''^ ««' 'ong
painted black ^vith » hi^e w^, ^^,''''

'
''"'^'^ "itluron!

with black letters, and
'

othf;.
"""'" -^'"""-"olou;

the letters remember--' AGS'" ^''^ "'"' ^^^ '««^-f'^

;

What in thenW cXs • Biao,
^°" "'^" ""* ^^^ able!

them holes; and grey^ square elk
"'""!." ''^'"- "'"' '"

and crumbly, that diS tZut ^' .""'^ '^^'^ «''tes, light
««s, lii^e^peiSS^;^ rSdi ^"f.

'?"^ ^-™
with string and paper. Boxes of «t?,ff n ^'f ^"^'^t'^^''

liorse, and paekeis of evil lift loM.'^, ^^^ ""« '"i'> of
of copper. Alan>aehtig . , "Ltf"",

''f
.'^"'^tors in tubes

that Engelseh Conunafdant- botl „"tt d
"^ '"^ ",'" ^"'-

m those thrice-accursed mines th. I

'? ''"'^' '"'''den
'^>'out her. Prismatic p™ der an I

"" '''"^ ""' "'« ^'''^l

aud cordite enough to Mo v a d
^""-"^"''". dynamite

'|>";ren into dust^a mallU d^ of
7""""'™ "^ """-'

^I'all after«ards fall mingled win "T ^'"'
«<'^'' that

"11 you that man hasKieke in 'T ,"^ '''™"'- 1''"^ 1
»d the cunning of an oM Uboon ,'" "' "" ''"^^^' '" '"•"'.

hhe babbled :

" 'Ow pretty you talk English when you want to, VValty
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doer ! 'Aven't you bm gittin' at me all along, makin'

°"ho swore at her savagely, and she held her tongue,

worshipping this now development of masterful brutality

in a man whom she had regarded as a " big softy.

He went on : ,1^1
" Now vou shall know « hat to look for, ami when the ver-

(loon'ite explosives come, you will know them by the boxes

and tlio letters
' A.O.S.'-and you wfd tell me-and the

guns of our Staata Artillorv will not ^'.loot that way, for the

sake of the little woman who is going to be a true Uoer ^

vrouw by-and-by." ,,11.,
She threw her arms about his rascally neck, and laid h. 1

l„.ad upon his hulking slio dder, regardless of the hat she

wrecked, and cried in ecstasy : „ , . 1 1 1

"
I'll do it deer ! I'll do it, Walty !

But «hy should

there be any sho.itin'. lovey ? M 'Ome I never c..uld

abear to sec them theayter plays what 'ad guns an linn

in 'em ; it made mo 'art beat so crooil bad.

Ho .Tinned ovar the big hat into the darkless.

"
\\\ right ' I will tell the men with the guns (hat you

do not like to hear them, and they will not jierhaiv* shoot

at I'll. I'.ut vou will look out for the boxes with ti.e dyua

nitc, and .send mc the message \\heii it comers '"

^CouLse 1 will, deer! Hut 'ow am I to send tt.r

Tl.e''shad.uvy right aim ..f Slabborts swept out. taking m

the black andvoidand formless vel.l with a large free gesture.

Out to then". Stand in this place when it becoiu. ,

dark, looking east. Straight in front of us is east llu-

game is great fun. and very easy. Strike a match, ami

count to ten before y(m blow it out. and you shall not Ikuv

done that three times before you shall see him ans^ver.

" But oo's 'iiu ?"
,,

" Ho is my friend -out there upon the veld.

" Lor ' but where '11 you be ? Didn't you say as Id 0-

talkin' to you i I don't 'arf fancy wot you calls the gyme,

not if 1 'ave to plav it with a stryuge bloke !"

Tlie aaswer came, accompanied by a scraping. taiiuli:'.i

sound.
, , c !• 1 1

The blabborts wa^ striking a match of the fizzling, .iplut-
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tering, Swedish-made non-safoty kind, known to W Kevsoand hm circle by the familiar abbreviation of " st.^ers "

f h 'Ju''
'^°'"^'" "^^« I ""» Md vou IThan' bethere with him—alter to-nirrht »"

«e,!lrlfr'"*"«?
tenderness quickened at the hint of "nmi„gsep^ation. She clung fondly to his arm, and th. 3vent out extmguished by a maiden's sigh He sh, '

erroughly off
,
and struck another

to relt me'^r""-"-^'^''"'
'^^'^ '« '"^o ""'.v -.V for you

len«Ih"ln frotTr «"'"'"T'^
^lue. he held it at arm'slength m front „f hira, conntmg silently up to ton thenWew .t out and set his heavy Loot upon the faintly?glo«W

spark, and did the thing a-rain.
'ygio«mg

Endeavouring not to breathe so as t<. be heard, W. Kevse

1ookW ,*'™''^f;'^«r't the c-'rrugatcd fence, and waUedooking ahead into the thick velvet darkness, sensing TheX l"'^lt''f "^ '''' ''^"-**1<' l-'eezo, and count ng

".aL o
^^'^ .=

"""^ then, out in the blackness that cm^coaled so much that was sinister, sprang into sudden lifean answenng bluish glimmer, and iLted for ten beats
^

';:aatwr;„rii" '-''-'^ - ^'-^^ ^ •"--

I

Is that your pal 1" she whispered.

HarJif„n7^ P"'
T"-" ^^ '^""^ mother match, and

hfafain
7"""""^

't T"^ ^ ^'« ^^'"^' ''"'^ showed thelight agam, and repeated the manoeuvre three times " That.my pal now-ami I have said to him ' No news t -night '

but to-morrow night and the night after, and so on for manyn,ghts to come I shall be out there where he is andXryou have caled me and I have answered, just as he has

tri^ ^^"'"''-^^**'^-^ *->*«"• Can you^S

wil^'^*- f^'^^'^i-
^^''^'t.y doer, though not as I could

h, owin to me 'av-in' to leave Board School in the F«'Stannard when father sold up the 'ome in drink after

m chatter
! Remember that this match-talk goes thu.>^

12
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For tlio letler A ono flare, and liide i ic light as you saw me
do Just now. For If, two flares, and liido tlio light ; for C,

thr(M\ antl hido ; for P, four, and hide ; and so on . . .

It is slow . of course, and matches will blow out when you

do not want them to, and a e.vcle-lam|) or a candle-lantern

would lio easier to deal w ith. hut for the verdoemte patiols.

Do yon understand ? Say now what 1 say, after me. I'oi-

the letter .\ one flaro and hide. For 15 . .
."

Kc put her through the alphal)et from end to end ; she

laboured faitlifully, and pleased her taskmaster. He
grunted approvingly.

" Zeer goetl ! See that you do not forget. /\nd remember,

you are to listen and \\atch, and Ml me what you hear ;ind

see. If you are obed'ent. I will marry you— by-and-liy."

He pave her a clumsy hmj in earnest of endearments to

come.
" But if you do not please me "—the grip of his heavy

hand bruised her shoulder through the tliin, (loweiy

" blowse"—" 1 will punish you—yes, by the Lord! 1 will

marry a fine I'.oer maid(m who is the daughter of a landrost,

and who has got much money and plenty of shee|). Ami

you can give yourself to any dirty verdoemte schelm of iui

Fngelschnian you please, for I will have none of yn\i
'

To-morro\\ you shall have a paper showing you how ti) t< 11

me very many things in match-talk, and earn much mom v

to buy presents for my nice little Boer vrouw ,
.\l;i

machtig ! what is this ?"

" This " was the hard, cold, polisiied business-end ot a

condenmed Martini poked violently out of the blackness into

the Slabbertian thorax.
" Xot in such a 'urry by 'arf. you perishin' Dop]«].

spluttered the ghastly Uttle man in bandoliers behind tin

weapim. " Put up them dirty big 'ands o' yours, or. Ii\

Cripps ! I'll let 'er off, you sneakin', match-talkin' spy '."

The arms of Slabberts soared as the tongue of 81ablieits

wagged in explanation.
" This is assault and battery, Meister, upon a ])eaceful

burgher. Yoit shall answer to your ofiicer for i' I tell yon

slap. '. oor den donder ! Isnotayoungman to light his |ii|'i'

as he talks to a young woman without being called spy Ij.\ .i

verdoemte sentry ? Tell him, Jannje. that is all I did do !
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n- Koyso folt .1 little au kwanl .ind tl.n r,H

about taking his Imn.i. ,i ,

*""'''lo. md tliouL-ht

fin«or gobbled, it !:l'"at ',. '^'^a \Va;f
'""'«'',''"'

of risks.
''"'^)5«r. -ma Walt wan not fimd

s'li^l'
'^''"-/'"Wjo !" li« spluttered once n.ore

A th*^

not needed a soe.Ind bidding
.»H the domestie lion in rl,.f.>„ r ,

give battle to tlio «i!de.klt t P "^ ''" "'"^'"" "i"
rutllod plumaL-e bla/in^ I f'

' !
^'"'Swtion Jane. «itj,

tions, couched in thTven 1
"'''"' "'"' ^''""

"•>J'"»-'

'

obieot, hurled Wsei?;::nT.r^^^^^^^^ '"""- *""-'.-

murdVr\7;tng^r'vViV;:"'"''^'"."'' ^ ^'-V -'
Sauce, r^ri4-\\^^^^^^^^^^
o tho earth, an' charnce bein' 'unu forTt - ™r t "'" ^^'"'

«"n you silly little imitation s.^- :, u tr"- "' ""^
The weapon was e.xtremely „ eighty \V Kached frightfully. PersDirati,,n II-],',

^^"y^" " """"
under tht tilted sma^b^r" He eIt H

""" '^ "^'^'^ '''"»

desperately at a loss And-al thouZ
'"^

'T"'
""^

moon looked out from behind V ? " malice-the
vapour, as ho said with a Sly ai;.""'""

"' ""«'<• ^""

<w:Kirrr:-:';:j'^-'Hnterferer'
rage^bu^t the flood-gate^ t!: st^^hr^'^'^

'"'* "'^'

"•iB is 'ow I gits it lUkV' st gS^d' '"°R
'"™ *''--'^"'

arter one young woman wot wouffi be seen "f"!?
^'"''^^'

syme street wi' you . .
" ^"^^ '^"'"l in 'he

Pierced with the a« ful'thought that the .„l „ ,

l>e hstening. VV. Keyse lifted up his voic:
""" ""*-''"

oentry. . . . '£,„ t \u > ,,,

,

' You on tho other side; can't voriLr'"""* '''''P"'""^'^-

fence, the bulk of t^^e'cSt'^^Zr "h^;^ 'f "P*"-*"
and temais-ground l<eing "etweonl "" "' "-^ ^'"^-"
«.d snore j^acefully ^^d unlSur^"'

"""'''"""' *° «'-P
Emigration Jano continued

;

12—2
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" BeoBUBfl that sly oat wiv the yeller 'air-plait won't 'ear

o' you, you try to frit a pore sf?rvant-gal'« fancy bloke

pinched ! Yah, gro<!dy ! Boo ! You platc-faoed, 'erring-

backed, s'rimp-eyod little silly, with your love-letters an'

messages! Wait till I give 'er another o' your screevin —
that's all !"

" Patrol !" cried W. Keyse in a despairing whimper.

She advanced upon him closer and closer, lashing herself

as she came, to frenzy. Hon often had \V. Keyso seen it

outside the big gaudy pubs in tho Tottenham Court Roivd,

and tho Britannia , Camden Town ! Perhaps tho recol-

lection staring, newly awakened, in tho pale, moonlit eyes

of the littlo perspiring Town (iuardsman stung her to fqual

niomory, and provoked tho act. Who can tell ? Wo may

only know that she plucked tho woa|i<in of lower-class

London from her hat, and jabbed at tho pale face viciously,

and heard tho victim say " Owch !" as ho w ince<l, and kne«'

herself, as her Slabberts gripped tho rifle-barrel,and w rested

it with iron strength from the failing hands of W. Keyso,

tho equal of those dauntless Boer women who killed men

when it was necessary. But, oh ! the 'orriblo, 'idoous feelinji

of 'aving stuck something into live flesh ! Sick and giddy,

the lieroine shut her eyes, seeing behind their lids wondrous

phantasmagoria of coloured pyrotechny, rivalling tho

most marvellous triumphs of the magician Brock. . . .

W. Keyse's beheld, at the moment when his weapon was

wrenched from him, two long grey arms come out of tlio

darkness and coil about the largely-looming form of Slali-

berts. Enveloped in the neutral-tinted tentacles of this

mysterious embrace, the big Boer struggled impotently.

and a quick, imperative voice said, between the thick pants

of striving men :

" Get the gun from hira, will you, and call up youi

picket. Don't fire ; blow your whistle instead !"

" Pip-ip-ip-'r'r I Pip-ip-r'r /"

The long, shrill call brought armed men hurrying out "(

the darkness on the other side of the Cemetery, and ci>n-

siderably quickened the arrival of the visiting patrol.

" Communicating with persons outside the defences bv

flashlight signals. We can't shoot him for it just yet, but
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" How did ye get
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Picket" "Tnd^"? n 'y'r"-" «"'' "•« Commander of the

trn,,! f
SlabWt*., with a stalwart c»cnrt of B.S A

SS-'hou::'"'"""^
""""^ "" - ^^^ '^-«- "' »he

„ . i^*!?
"** """ '^"'•«' "'h" h«-'M you, f- you know J"

"Thre,'him"l"H' "l"" "t'?
"'''*^ "P "ith^he p:Ll.

o hoTtorv ^I^TT',?""'' "." '"'"""K "'• Key^e's vomion

idnllt
^'

. (
'"" """' '" "^'"'^" «'"th08. with a darkuidoawake and short pointed beard ' H'm '"

town "Iw^ tlT- I'':
;"''' ''PP^^ontly, an<l not frou.town, saad the picket Con.mander. " Must have known

Xm ht:'«"iLi^}i''
*"'"*^"''' -' '»•- »-"»"-

He l.«>ked at the patrol-officer. who coughed again. The

'• Hold on, man, you're bloedinjt

"

Sergeant, an old Naval Brigade man.

thuThurr m« fi"P
'''' ''''"''• """^ 8'"Keriy felt the plae;tliat hurt. His fingers «ere red when they came away

iabb^i mfZh "w""
""' '^'^^ "•'"' **>o Dutchman,'8hejabbed me w .th a at-pm. to git me to let 'ira go."

S..rKeant "%w I ."'r
'"' y"" '" ««>'""«nted the

i 'ht out" VVh !,"? ["«''"'• *"^ ^he'd have doused yourn^'ht out. Where did she come from, d'ye know ?"

mand^eHf CpX'.'"
^^''^ ""^ ""^ ^" "^^ ">« ^^-

W. Keyse shook his head

.-^^rr^^tStu^J^- ^--- -or before in my

deprablef.u™
Patrol ..ffieer, about to move on, when

rider reLd,?rv T'" '^""^^"'^^ '"to the circle, and the

"h™:ur^^1.^"'^- 'What's this. Hey, Johnny,

"i'ti^^Z^"'"^'
Mlow..,entry from the opposite flank

Aeyae. Didn t you 'ear me sing out to you just now?"
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ikiil:

now. wliat wcTv you up to?" the Sorgitant

Uettrr ii|) nil' own it if you've liiii a»liwi> on
" C'ouio,

|>rc8tH«l.

jjuard."

'I'lio I'lij^or fiu'cM itovmIi'iI iuiukI. 'I'lu- oljjt-c-t of intcnt^t

unci oomnicnt, not iit M t*yiii|)iitlii'tic i>r iiolitv, \va« a r'tout,

rcs|K!Ctivl)li' tiiulcsiiuiii, "itii a lar(;r. round, uliastly face,

wlio saluted liin olliccr witli a trembling hand.
" I -I liavo been the victim of an outrage, sir !"

" Sorry to hi:ar it ; whafs your name ?"

" Brooker, sir," volunteered VV. Keyso's Corporal. " The

other aentry we put on with Keyso here."

" Mr. lirooker, .sir, (ieneral Stores, .Market Square,"

lialihlcd the citi/.eu.

" Well, Private lirooker, what have you to say ?"

"
I have been drugged or hypnotised, sir, and robbed of

irv gun while in a state of insensibility, sir—u|Km my
honour .v.s an .\UUinian and .Magistrate of this l)orough I

Swear n\e, .sir. if you have any doubt of my veracity !" lie

Happeil his hand.-i liki> tins, and hi.-< bandolier heaved atmve

a labouring bosom.

The f'oiiimander of the picket looked pretematurally

grave.
" Very sorry, I'rivate Hidoker, but unless the SergeanI

has brought liis 'i'estanwnt along, you'll have to give yoiii

information in the ordinary way. So they drugged you ..i

hypnotised you—or both, wivs it ?—and took away yom-

rifle. (Jf course you saw it done ?"

No. sir, I did not see it done. When I woke up . .

' .Ah, when you woke up ! Please go on."

The crowding faces of I5.S..-\. men and Town Guarilsiiun

were grinning now. The patrol-olliccr was rocking in liis

saddle.

When 1 revived, sir. from the swoon or trance . . .

"

'• Very good. Private Hrooker ; we'll hear the rest of iIkiI

in the morp.ng. Sergeant, relim-e these sentries, iiml

bring Private Keyse and the hypnotic subject before iiir m

the morning. Make this man Urooker a prisoner at laii;e

for the present, and fall in the picket."

The Sergeant saluted. '' Very good, sir."

The bubbling Brooker boiled over frothily as the sentries

were changing.

:i)



I'UK i)()i' ixMrroK IH3

< ""id ( hhI ! (I(. (hoy takn iiu> for u truiti.i
lui Mdonuiiii, till' I'rcsiilcnt nf Ihr C

' prisonor !

• 'iniii.ittcct . .
.•

'
I hIi..iiI<1 'avc Bue««..| y„„ to l„. thai if I v„l„i ...ml

I
. -.my, .sai.l tl>- S..,.K„.„t ,,,,|y, n.,. j, ,,.,, ^,^,.,.,^^„,
.ov.k,.,K " Muhduejl g„IU„. H„ ud,l..<l, ,,„ th« viMtiiiK

|mtiol_r.„|„ ,,„ ami tli., ,,ick..t nmrol.od i.ucU u, tlio (Vmo-
tery.- Chi, t rolicvo ynu „f your rid,., lx,<:a,i»,. v.,u uvrn't

yoi. t Well, you'll fand out t.)-morr<,u. L„ft face ; .mick

Counting left-right, and keeping ..Ib-.w-toucl. »itl, thenext inim, W . Keyse got in a u hispor :

u- i'r7'
>>''8'''^'. '"" I 1" f'T it a« uell a« Ole BulgyWenkit ? You might a« Hell let me know and charnco it

'"

I lie Sergeant ansvivivd with unfeeling inditroreiieo
.Since you ask, I should say you was."

I'

That's a bit 'ard ! Wot '11 I git I"
" Ten to one, your skater."
" Wot is my skater '."

"Your Corporal's stripe, you suekin' inuoeent ! Wot
iL "'

',,
'" " "'"•' "Py pns'ner -that's wot for !"

Cripps
! said W. Kryse, enlightened, illuminated and

glowing in the .larkness. II,. a.l,le,l a moment later, in
lath.T a depressed tone

:
' Hut it u as 'im, th,. civilian bloke

with the beard, oo downetl the Dutchy, an" sat ,m 'im till
the guard come up."
The Sergeant was ahead of the half.,„,n|,,„,y. speaking

to the o hcer in charge. It ^.a,s tlu- Co, poral ,- ,.:, answeredt
across the man who marched up,)n the left of W Reyse •

• (> course it was. Hut you '»,! th,- l).,|.,,er fust, and,"
ho cackled quietly, " the C,)l,mel vvon't !.,• j,.,ilous

"

rho eyes and mouth of W. Keyse became circular.
' The who ?"

'I

"The (Monel, didn't you 'ear me say i"' That wasn't never . . . 'im ?"
'' All right, since you know best. But him, for all that !"

Great Jimmy Cripps !" gasped W. Keyse.
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You are to imagine Dawn, trailing weary-footed over the
interminable plain, to find Gueldersdorp, lonely before,
and before threatened, now isolated like some undaunted
coral rock in mid-Pacific, crested with screaming sea-birds,
girt with roaring breakers, set in the midst of waters
haunted by myriads of hungry sharks. Ringed with silent
menace, she squatted on her low hill, doggedly waiting
the event.

It was known that on the previous day the telegraph
wires north of Beaten had been cut, and this day was to
sever the last link with Care Town at Maripo, some forty
miles south. The railway bridge that crossed the Olopo
River might go next. Staat's Engineers had been busy
there overnight. Rumour had it, Heaven knows how,
that the armoured train that had been sent up from the
Cape with two light guns of superseded pattern—a generous
contribution towards the collection of obsolete engines
now bristling from the sand-bagged ramparts—had been
seized by a commando, with the officer and the men in
charge. This was to be confirmed later by the arrival of
an engine-driver minus five fingers and some faith in the
omnipotence of British arms. But at the beginning of
this chapter he was hiding in a sand-hole, chewing the cud
of his experiences, in default of other pabulum, and did
not get in before dark of the long blazing day.
Crowds gathered on the barely-reclaimed veld at the

northern end of the town to see the Military Executive
take over the Hospital. But that the streets were barri-
caded with waggons and every able-bodied male citizen
carried a rifle, it might have been mistaken for an occasion
of national rejoicing or civic festivity. The leaves of the
pepper-trees fringing- the thoroughfares and clumped in
the Market Square rustled in the faint hot breeze. By-
and-by they were to stand scorched and seared and naked
under the iron hail that beat in blizzards upon them,
and die in the noxious lyddite fumes dispersed by bursting
shells.

The variegated crowd cheered as the Staff dismounted
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at the white-painted iron gates of the railed-in HoHnit«.l
ffrounde. It was not the acclamation ofaSon 7wt
Offieorl S^l '''^^- "'""^^ "" know'whatZ
penso raSc/rf f^ ,„u^ ^"'"^ *° ^'^

' Intolerable sus-pense racked them Wherever it was kn<nvn that he would

humS boTj^'-'ir"
''' ''''^ juncture-solid mles of

wUnLu;nt Miff

'"""""^'''^'^ *«''-h"ie». and enamelled

w!!^!
P**'""*' glittering, expectant eyes. His own keenS^r' fTP* °'"' '^'"^ «« •>« touched his^eyfeU

vouM havpf •!'^",'^"? '° *'''^ Railway-yard, but they

lonS He u^k.rfJ-*"';
"'"''' '™*'"'^ y^^H""' a little

th^rtefUr^S'::! 0^^';^:-^°'•^''- ""'« -- -

l^irti;5!Si.r:L:S^^¥ki^-^^-jj^
trsh^de-r^'Tri''^ '"''" ^ ^'-'^^y -•>"« SThowas shouldermg a deliberate way through the press.

" 'J^he Colonel-and ain't 'e a Regular Oner ' Them
itther°L'"'rl'''

,*»<' r«d shouldeLtraps »d h^Zleather leggms. they're cav'l'ry Orficers o' the Staff, th"y

IVe it on "^h
•;'''.'? ^^^' "'*'' puttees-syme as wot

bonesfs-t^V* T '" ^^' *';''''"'' S"*'"^- Military Saw-

by theVi^Z hi^""
''^\'!" •""' "hen you're near enough,

iLT
"ronze badges with a serpint climbin' up a stick

an on their jacket-collars, an' the instrument-cases wot

about these things, bemg a sort of Service man meself "

add Jr •^'''•''^i*^'^

did VV. Keyse invite comment S„didadditions had certainly been made to the martial outfit

bv T'JT i''''^-

"^^"^ ^'^-^ Norfolk had been repliedby a khak, acket, evidently second-hand, and obSlvaken m by the lady of the boarding-hous; A CorS^
ripe, purchased from a trooper of the B.S.I Xo as

MorZn l-«-^d"lg-<=e in liquor and lanj^agt

o>™r hi^ t.
' ^^ ''^° '^^" "P°° *''« »'«o^«- The origifaowner had charged an extra tikkie for doing it, and it bumJ
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the ivrm that bore it like a vaccination-pustule on the

fifth day. '

" Being a sort of Service man moself," roptiatcd W. Keyse.

He twitched the stripe carelessly into sight. " C'manding

orficer marked iiic down for this to-day," he continued,

«ith elaborate inditfercnce. " along of a Favourable

Mention in the Cap'n's (luard Report. Nothin' much

—

a little turn-up with a 'ulking big Dutch bloke, 'oo turned

out to be a spy."

In tVie act of feeling for the invisible moustache, he

recognised the face under the Panama hat worn by the

big neighbour in white drill, and blushes swamped his

yellow freckles. The o\vner of that square, powerful face,

no longer bloated and crimson, but pale and drawn, was

the man who had stepped in to the rescue at the Dutchman's
saloon-bar on the previous day, where Fate had stage-

managed effects so badly that the heroic leading attitude

of W. Keyse had perforce given place to the minor role

of the juvenile walking-gentleman. " Watto !" he began.
" It's you, Mister ! I bin wantin' to say thank

"

But a surge of tlie crowd flattened \V. Keyse against the

green-painted iron railings surrounding a municipal gum-

tree, and the big man was lost to view. Perhaps it was as

well that the acquaintance made under conditions remote

from respectability should not be renewed. But W. Keyse

would have preferred to thank the rescuer.

The taking over of the Hospital was accomplished in a

moment, to the disappointment of the ceremony-loving

Briton and the Colonial of British race, to say nothing of

the Kaffirs and the Barala, who anticipated a big indaba.

The little party of officers in khaki walked up the gravel-

drive between the carefully-tended grass plats to the

stoep where the Mayor of Gueldersdorp, with the matron,

house-surgeon, secretary, and several prominent members

of the Committee—including Alderman Brooker, puffy-

cheeked and yellow-eyed for lack of a night's rest—waited.

Military .\utliority saluted Civic Dignity, shook hands,

and the thing was done. Inspection followed.
' The warr'ds, said ye » " The Chief Medical Officer, a

tall raw-boned personage, very evidently hailed from North

of the Tweed. " I'm obliged to ye, ma'am," he addressed
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the flustered matron, " but the warr'ds an' the contents o'
the beds in them are no' to say of the tirr'st importance—
at least, \\ haiir I'm concerr'nuJ. With your permeesion
w_e'll tak' a look at the Operating Theatre, and overhaul
the storileezing plant, and th(> sanitary arrangements, and
maybe, after a gliff at the kitchens, there would be a
moment to spend in ganging through the warr'ds. Unless
the Colonel would prefer to begin wi' them ?" He turned
a small, twinkUng pair of blue eyes set in dry wrinkles
upon his Chief.

" Not I, Major. This is your department. But I shall
ask five mmutes more grace in the interests of the friend
I spoke of, Br. Saxham; with w hom I made an appointment
at the half-hour."

" You're no' by any chance meaning the Saxham that
wrote ' The Diseases of Civilisation," are ye. Colonel ?

I mind a sentence in it that must have been a douse of
cauld Matter—toch ! vitriol would be the better worr'd—
in the faces o' some o' the dandy operators. ' Young men,'
he ca'ed them, as if he was a greybeard himsel', ' young
men who, led to tak<! up Surgery by the houp o' gains an'
notoriety, have given themselves nae time to learn its
scienteefic principles—showy operators, who diagnose wi'
the knife an' endeavour to dictate to Nature and no' to
assist her.' And yet Saxham could daur !

' I shall prove
that the gastric ulcer can be cured wi'out e.Kceesion,' he said,
or tliey say he said in the Lancet report o' the operation on
the Grand Duke Waldimir—I cam' across a reprint o' it
no' lang ago—w hen Sir Henry McGavell s.-.t for him, wi'
the sweat o' mortal terror soakin' his Gladstone collar. He
cut a hole in the Duke's stomach, ye will understand, in
front o' the ulcer, clipped off the smaller intesteene, spliced
the twa together wi' a (Collins button, and by a successful
deveece o' plumbing—naething less—earned the eten'nal
gratitude o' the autocrat an' the overlastin' currses o' the
Nihilists. All that, seven years ago, an' the thing is duno
the day wi'oot a hair's-breadth difference. For why ?

Ye oanna paint the lily, or improve upon perfection.
Toch

! . . . Colonel, that man would be worth the waitin'
for, if he stood in your friend's shoes the day !"

" Rejoice then, Major, and be exceeding glad, for I
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belieTe this is the man who wrote the book and plugged

—

or was it plumbed—the potentate."
The Chief Medical Officer rubbed his hands. " I promise

myself a crack or twa wi' him, then. . . . But how is it a
busy ohiel like that can get awa' from his private patients
and his Hospital warr'ds in the I>ondon Winter Season ?

Ahem ! ahem !"

By tne haste the Medical Officer developed in changing
the conversation, it was plain that he had recalled the cir-

cumstances under which the " busy chiel " had turned
his back upon the private patients and the Hospital wards.
" Colonel," he went on, " I could be wishing this varry
creeditable - appearing lustitution ^ judging from the
ootside o't—were twice as big as it is, wi' maybe an Anne.xe
or so to the back of that."

" My dear Major, I never knew you really satisfied and
happy but once, and that was when we had fifty men down
with dysentery and fever in a tin-roofed Railway goods-
shed, and a hundred and seventy more under leaky canvas,
and you were out of chlorodyne and quinine, and could
get no milk."

" That goes to prove the eleementary difference between
the male an' the female character. A man will no' keep
on dithering for what he kens he canna' get. A woman,
especially a young an' pretty " He broke off to say :

" Toch ! will ye hark to Beauvayse ! The very name of
the sex sets that lad rampaging."

" Beautiful ! I tell you, sir," the handsome, fair-

haired young aide-de-camp was emphatically assuring
that stout, rubicund personage, the Mayor, " the loveliest
girl I ever saw in my life, or ever shall see—bar none !

I saw her first on the Recreation Ground, the day a gang
of Boer blackguards insulted some nuns who were in chargn
of a ladies' school, and to-day she passed with two other
Sisters of Mercy, and I touched my hat to her as the Stall
dismounted at the gate."

" Another ram avis, Beau ?" the Colonel called across
the intervening group of talkers. The group of khaki-clad
figures separated, and turned first to the Chief, then to the
bright-eyed, bright-faced enthusiast. White teeth flashed
in tanudd faces, chaff began

:
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*' la love again, for the first and only time, Toby '"
" Since lie lost liis heart to Miss Whafs-her-name that

pretty ' JolUty
' girl, with the double-barrelled repeating

wink, and the postcard grin."
"Don't forget the velvet-voiced beauty of the dark

moonless mght on the Capo Town Hotel verandah !
"

She turned out to be a Hottentot lady, didn't she »"
" Cavalry Problem No. 1. Put yourself in Lieutenant

the Kight Hon. th Lord Viscount Beauvayse's place, and
give in detail the precautions you would have taken to
insure the transport of your heart uninjured from the
htaff Hoadqiiarters to the Hospital Gate. Show on themap the disposition of the enemy, whether desirous to
enslave, or likely to be mashod. . .

."
'• She waa neither," the crimson boy declared. " She

was simply a lady, quiet and high-bred and simple enough
to have been a Princess of the blood, or to look a fellow
in the face and pass him by ;vithout the slightest idea—
I d swear to it—that she'd fairly taken his breath away."
"My dear Lord!" The Mayor i,ook a great deal of

comfort out of a title. " Attractive the young lady is
I certa,inly admit, and my wife is—I may say the «ord--
enthusiastic in her praise. But you go one, or half a dozen
better than Mrs. Greening, who will be perfectly willing,'
I don't doubt, to introduce you, unless the Colonel enter-
tains objections . .

."

•• To Staff flirtations ? Regard 'em as inevitable, Mr.
Mayor, like Indian prickly-heat, or fever here. And
probably the best cure for the complaint in the present
instance would be to meet the cause of it."

" Judge for yourself. Colonel
; you've first-class long-

distance eyesight." There was a ring of defiance in the
boy's fresh oice. " You've seen her before, and it isn't
the kind of face one forgets. Here they are . . . here she
is now, coming back, with the other ladies. The raUing
spoils one's view, but the gates are open, and in another
moment you'll see her pass them."
The Chief moved to the front of the stoep where the

Staff had congregated. Men quietly fell aside, making
place for him, so that he stood with Beauvayse, in a clear
half-circle of figures attired lik, hia own, in Service browns

i'l:
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and drabs and umbers, waiting until the tliree approaohinR
feminine sliapes sliould pasa across the open space. One
or two Staff monocles went up. The '^hief Medical
Officer removed and wiped his steel-riramod eyeglasses
before replacing thorn on his bony aquiline nose.
They came and passed—the white figure and the two

black ones. Of these one was eery tall, one sliort and
dumpy—veiled and mantled, their hands hidden in their
ample sleeves, they went by with their eyes upon the
ground. But the girl with them- a slight, willowy creature
in a creamy cambric dress, a wide hat of black transparent
material, frilled and bowed, upon her dead-leaf coloured
hair, and tied by He strings of muslin under her delicate
round chin—looked with innocent, candid interest at the
group of men outside the Hospital. The tanned face.«,

the simple workman-like Service dress, setting oiT the
w ell-knit, alert figures, the quiet, soldierly bearing, even tlic

distant sound of the well-bred voices, pleased her. oven
as the whiff of cigars and Russian leather that the breeze
brought down from the stoep .struck some latent chord (.f

subconscious memorj', and brought a jrazzled little inrnn
between the delicately-drawn dark eyebrows archin" over
black-lashed golden hazel eyes. And C(jgnisant of every
fleeting change of expression in those lovely eyes, the taller
of her two companions thought, with a stab of pain :

Your father was that man's friencl, and the comradf. of
others like him."

" Now, then !" challenged Beauvay.se, as the three figvires

moved out of sight.

" The ' Girl With the Golden Eyes ' ?" said somebody.
" You wouldn't speak of her in the same breath with

that brainless boast of Balzac's, hang it all !" expostulated
the champion. He turned eagerly to the Colonel. " \o«
you've seen her, sir, would you ?"

" Not exactly. And I'm bound to say, I regard
your claim to the possession of good taste as completely
established. . . . 'Ware the horse, there ! Look out

!

look out !" His eyes had followed the tall figure of tlir

Mother-Superior, moving with the superlative grace and
ease that comes of perfect physical proportion, carryiiif^

the black nun's robes, wearing the flowing veil of the nun
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with the dignity of nu idea! (iwcii. And the next inHtimt,
his charger, lield with some otliers by a mountid orderly
before the gatett, and rendered nervous by the pressure of
tlio crowd, allied at tlio towering panache of imitation grasH.
made ostrich feathers trailing from the aged and crow tili'ss

pot-hat worn by a lieadman of the Barala in holiday attire,
jerked tlie bridle from the hand of the trooper, and backed,
rearing, in 'ho direction of the three women passing on the
sidewalk. The other horses shied, frustrating the etiorts
of the orderly to oiitcli the flying bridle, and the danger
from the huge, towering brown body and dangling iron-
shod hoofs was very real, seemed inevitable, -Alien a man
in white drill and wearing a Panama hat ran out of the
crowd, sprang up and deftly caught the loose bridoon-
rein, mastered the frightened beast, and dragged it buck
into the roadway, in time to avert harm.

" Cleverly done, but a close thing," the Chief said, as
he turned away. " / wish 1 had had that lellow's chance .'"

was written in Heauvayse's face. To have won a look of
gratitude from those wonderful black-tringed eyiw, brought
a flush of admiration into those white-rose cheeks, would
have been worth while. The slight, tall, girlish figure in
its dainty creamy draperies had passed out of sight now
between its two black-robed guardians. And had not
Luck, that mutable-minded deity, given the golden chance
to a hulking stranger in white drill, his, Beauvayse's, might
have been the hand to intervene in the matter of the
Colonel's restive charger, and his the ears to receive
Beauty's acknowledgments.

If he had known that her eyes had been too full of his
own resplendent, virile, glowing young personality, to even
see the man who had stepped in between her and possible
danger

! The most innocent girl will have her ideal of a
lover and thrill at the imagined touch, and furnish the
dumb image with a dream-voice that woos her in im-
possible, elaborate, impassioned sentences, very unlike
the real utterances of Love when he comes. The blue-eyed,
ruddy-cheeked, golden-locked St. Michael portrayed iii

celestial-martial splendour upon one of the panels of the
triptych over the altar in the Convent chapel, had, as ho
bent stern young brows over the writhing demon with
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tho vainly-enveloping snake-folds, something of the young
soldier's look, it seemed to Lynctte. Ridiculous and pro-

fane, Sister Cleoplifo or Sister Rnperta would have said,

to liken a handsome, stupid, young Lieutenant of Hussars
ti> the immortal Captain of the Armies of Heaven.

But she knew another who would understand. There
was no flaw in the perfect sympathy that maintained
between Lynette and the Mother-Superior, though, cer-

tainly, since the Colonel's visit of the previous day, the
Mother had seemed strangely preoccupied and sad. . . .

Her good-night kiss, invariably so warm and tender, had
been the merest brush of lips against the girl's soft cheek

;

hergood-moming had been even more perfunctory ; her eyes,

those great maternal radiances, turned their light elsewhere.
Unloved and neglected, the Convent's spoiled darling
luigged her abandonment, wea\'ing a very pretty, ineffably
silly romance, in which a noble and beautiful young Hussar
lover, suddenly appearing over the corrugated-iron fence
of the tennis-ground, the foliage of its fringe of popper-trees
waving in the night-breeze, strode towards the slender white
figure leaning from her chamber-casement, whispering, with
outstretched hands, and eyes that gleamed tlirough the
darkness :

" Open the door / Do you Knr, yon Kid? Open the door
/"

Her heart beat once, heavily, and seemed to stop. A cold
breath seemed to blow upon the little silken hair-tendrils
at the nape of her white neck, spreading a creeping, stift'en-

ing horror through her body, deadening sensation, para-
lysing every limb.

The close approach of any man, even the thought of such
contact, turned her deadly faint, checked her pulses,

stopped her breath. At picnics and parties and dances to
whi'^'i the Mayor's wife or the mothers of some of the pupils
would invite or chaperon her, her vivid, delicate, fragile

beauty would draw, first men's eyes, and then their owners,
not all unhandsome or undesirable; wliile showier girls

looked in vain for partners or companions. Tho little

triumph, the consciousness of being admired and sought
after, would quicken Lynette's pulse^and heighten the
radiance of her eyes, and lend aniijpation to her girlish
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ntorf.Ih"!,*''''''^
*" •"" '/"•«*'*«^-''* «"'• Then some

ver. «,|d advance, some hot Iwk or whispered word«ould bruiK quick- recollection leaping into the lovely eves'

lltT,'''' t"^ "t"'
'™'" '"'virginal trans^

face^and stamp the sm.l.ng mouth into pale, breathless lines

a chnd^vit^n
'"^,^' "\ ^^^ ^T™ °° *'"' ^^''J '"«1 brandeda chUd « ith premature knowledge of the ferooious, raveningdevounng Beast that lies in Man concealed. Again she ieh

h^o^'hT T*V^ V"''
"P"" ^«'

=
'•>" q"»"«l »"der themto crable touch

; she shook like a reed in the brutal handsof tlie evil donunatmg p<»ver that would brook no resist-ance and knew no mercy. The horrible obsession came

hdnMs""'
""'"' " '"''«Ker for those moments of forget-

" Clung—dang—clang >"

The little Irish novice had rung the chapel bell for Sextand None. She could hear, from the nuns' end of the big
rambling, two-storied house, the rustling habits sweeping
along the passage. She hurried to the door, and t«re it
open, frantically as though that ravening breath had been
hot upon her neck, saw the dear black figure of the Mother
sweepin-; to;vard8 her, and rushed into the arms that
"ore held out hiding from that burning, scorching, hideousmemory m the bosom that dead Richard Mildare had
turned from in his blindness.
Just as Beauvayse, stimulated by the recollection of the

Ma.yors promise to introduce him to the loveliest girl he
had ever seen in his life, or ever should see, mentally regis-
cred a vo« that he would keep the old buffer up to that
by hstemng to his interminable hunting-stories, and
aughing at his venerable jokes, to tears if necessary.
l.oye, like War, sharpened a fellow's faculties. ...

It|s rum to reflect," Beauvayse said, conscious of per-
petrating an epigram, " that from time immemorial the
ellou who « ants to make up to a young woman has always
tiad to begin by getting round an old man !"

He l,>oked round for the old man, whom the title would
have estranged for ever. He had buttonholed the Chief
and was gassmg away—joy .'—upon the very subject.

Ifancy the ladies of the Convent, who occasionally visit
the Hospital, were coming in at this gate. The short mm,

13
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I noticed, had a little baaket in her hand. Probably they
weut round to the Hide entrance, seeing the—ha, ha I—the
stoop garriBoned by Her Majesty's Imperial Forces. Cer-
tainly. . . . Without doubt. Wo respect the Mother-
Superior highly. A most gifted, most estimable person in
nvory way, if rather stem and reserved. . . . Unapproach-
able, my wife calls her. But Miss Mildaro, her ward "

XXIV
" Miss Mil'>arii !"

Tim Chiefs keen eyes had lightened suddenly. The
whole face had darkened and narrowed, and the clipped
brown moustache lost its smiling curve, and straightened
into a hard line.

" Miss Mildan ?"

" Why, yes, that is her name. ... An orphan, I have
heard, and with no living relatives. But she seems happy
enough at the Convent, judging by what Mrs. Greening
says."

t-.The hearer experienced a momentary feeling of relief

and of anger—relief to think that dead Dick Mildare's
daughter should have found refuf in such a woraan'n
heart

; anger that the woman should have concealed from
him the girl's identity, knowing her the object of his own
anxious search.

Then he understood. His anger died as suddenly as it

had been kindled. He recalled something that he had seen
when the rearing horse had inclined perilously towards the
footway — that protecting maternal gesture, that swift
interposition of the tall, active, black-robed figure between
the white-clad, flower-faced, girlish creature and those
threatening iron-shod hoofs. . . .

" She loves the girl—Dick Mildare's daughter by the
treacherous friend who stole him from her. Is there a
doubt ? With poor little Lady Lucy Hawting's willow y
figure and the same nymph-like droop of the little head, « ith

its rich twists and coils of dead-leaf-coloured hair, shaded by
the big black hat. That woman has take" her to her heart,
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however she cam? by her ; the parting would be ag<my,
stem, proud, tender creature that she is ! I suppose she
"ill Ik) doing thundering [wnance for not having told mo,
a follow who simply walked into th.- place and assegaiod
iior with my doath-news. Here's a marrowy bone of gonaip
J>ady Hannah shall never crack. And yet I wouldn't
H» oar there's not an angel husked inside that dried-up littlo
ihrysalis. For Ood made all «omen, though He c 'y
turned out a few of 'cm perfect, and some only just a 1. (,lo

l)etter than the ruck."
Ho roused himself from the brown study that brought

into relief many lurking lines and furrows in the tliin,
keen face, as the Chief Medical Officer, fixing him through
suttpicious ey<!glassc8, demanded :

" Ye got your full allowance o' sleep last nicht ?"

He nodded.
" Thanks to a Cockney babe in bandoliers, who was bom

1. .t only with eyes and ears, like other infants, but with the
capacity for using 'em."

" Ay. It's remarr'kable how many men will daudlo
complacently through life, from the cradle to the grave,
wi'out the remotest con-scioHsness that they're practically
blind and no better than deaf, as far as regards real seeing
and hearing. But who's your prodeogy ?"

" One of Panizzi's Town Guardsmen. They put him on
at the Convent with another sentry, their first experience
of a night on guard. By not being in a hurry to challenge,
and keeping his ears open while a conversation of the con-
fidentially-affectionate kind was going on between a
Dutchman—a fellow employed in the booking-office at the
r.oilway, on whom I've had my eye for some little time past
—and his sweetheart, my townie found out for himself
something that most of us knew before, and something
else that we wanted to know particularly badly. . .

."

" Namely ?"

" For one thing, that the town is a hotbed of spies, and
that our friends i.-. laager outside are nightly communicated
w ith by means of Bash-signals."

" And that's an indeesputable fact. Tooh !" No other
combination of letters may convey the guttural, " Have I
Qo' seen the lamps at warr'k mysel', after darr'k, at the

13—2
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J! ^i

pnd o' fho roftdn that debouoh i

I prncodont, I'm thinkinft-'mnn would lio abln to
1 the veld ! The T>iitoh.

' Ho will hnvo plenty of timo to think where no ih nt
present. When the Hcntry intorf(,-ed ho wm inBtructinK
the yoiinp woman in n simple but eireoMve code of nmteh-
flaro sitmals. by means of which oho was to eommiinicate
with when ho had cleared out. And ho had announced
his intention of doine that without delay."

An' skippiuK to his freonds upo' tho Horr'der. . . .

Toch !" The network of v rinkles tijthtencHl about tho sharp
little blue-KToy eye.i of tlie Chief Wedioal OfJicer. " That
would gie a thochtfii' man a hind o' notion that a rcese
in the temperature may bo expectit nhortl;, .\n' so vou
slept Hc-undly on the strencth o' many Mak >ful niehts to
01.me ? Ay. tluit vould bo tho kind o' intormation yo
were haflly wanting !"

" Ycu're wrong. >fajor. The bit of information wa«
this -from tho .spy to jis friends outMde: ' ATo

—

newf—
tn-nli/ht.' " The keen hft7.ol eyes conveyed something into
the Vorthem Mue ones that was not said in words :

" ' No
news to-night.' .\tKl the sender of that message was a
railway man !

"

The wiry hairs of the Thief >fedical Officer's rod mous-
tache bristled like a cat's.

" Toch ! Colonel, you will have reason to !» considering
mo dull in the uptake, but I see thn)ugh the mud wall now!
And so the knowledge that yo have no e(|ual at hiding your
deeds o' dttrkne.s.s evei in the licht o' tho railway-yard was
as good to yo as Daffy's Klixir. And when micht we reckon
on getting notification from what T may presume to ca'
your double surprcese-packet ?"

He looked at his watch—a well-used Waterbury, worn upon
the silviTed steel lipstrap of ,n, cavalry bridle, and said :

" Ten o'clock. At a quarter past cloven I think wo may
count upon .somethin};. The driver of Engine I.:;} Ini-.

given me the word of an Irishman from County K.idarc^

:

and tho stoker, a Cardiff man. and the guard," who hails
from Shoreditch, are quite a-s keen as Kildare."

" You'ra sending the stuff up North ?"

" In the direction of the stretch of railway-line they're
bnsy wrecking, in the hope that it may come in usefnl."
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" Weel, I will gin yo the guid wUh that the oi'air may

K'> '•" exactly om yo ar« liopinR."
" ThftiikH Major ! Y.,11 c.uld hardly «.,rd tho m,nt..ncemon> lia)i|>ily.

Th«y oxcrmn;r..d a laiitfl, a. th.. .\lav„f I.UMtl,.d tip, rul.i-
oiind i„,,K,rtant. and HJtl, a \|,.,mI.,.. „f tl„. Comiiiitt.-.. to

'• (^.l.mol, y,.u-ll ,H,r.„it nu. I,. p,vs..„t AKIorman Hnmlcrr,

I
'" Vr ^V'lV".'"'"''

'""' '"' A.si.staut l!,.n.UKh .Magi.,-
tra c. Ono of Major Pani«.i-s T,uu. (i.,aid»men \V.„^o„
sontry.Ko lost night not far fr,„n hcT... ami lia.1 a n..«t extra-ordmary exporionc,. W.„.tl, y,.ur lu.arinK, if you can Hpar.time to listen to my friend's account of it

"
" With pleasure. .Mr. .Mayor."
Brooker. a .st,.ut and Hal.by man. with p„ucl; -s un.l-r

bdiousl; tmKe<l eyes, bowed an.l l>roke into a violent ,K.r-
spiration not wholly due to the shiny black frock-coat suit
of broadcloth donned for the ouca,sion.

•'Sir. I Immbly venture to submit that 1 have been thevictim of a conspiracy !"

" Indeed ? Step this way, .Mr. Brooker."
Brooker. soothed by the courteous aflability <,f the recep-

tion his sense of importance ma^-niticd by being led aai..e,
apart from the others, into the olHcial privacy of the stoep-
oorner, began to bo elorpient. He knew, he said, that [hestory he had o relate „.,uld appear almost incredible, buta soldier, a diplomat, a master of strategy, such as theIKTsonago to whom he u,nv addressed himself, uould under-
.slaad-norj, better-ho>, to unravel the tangled «eb, andWlo up the clue to its emling in a den of secret, black

hi „'n'. f
"'l^nnr-^'^y- -\ ' of foauL appc.arod apo,;

1"^ undcr-hp Ho. waved his hands, thick, slu.rt-tingeredclammy members. ...
»fc>-'i^u.

" .My story is as follows, sir. . .
."

"1 shall have pleasure in listening to it, Mr. IJrooker on
cniul.tion that you « ill do mo first the favour of hstenii^g toa story of nune !"

<ui.g 1.0

Deferred Brooker protested wUlingness
• Last night, .Mr. I.rooker, at about eleven-thirty 'o h

iuailer to twelve, I was returning from a little ionr^^l
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inspeotion "—the slight riding sjambok the Chief carried

pointed over the veld to the northward—" out there, when,
passing the south angle of the enclosure jf the Convent,
where, by my special orders, a double sentry of the Town
Guard had been posted, I heard a sound that I will en-
deavour to reproduce

:

" Gr'rumph / Honk'k ! Gr'rumph/''
Brooker bounded in his Oxford shoes.

The face upon which he glued his bulging eyes was grave to

stemnoss. He stuttered, interrogated by the judicial glance

:

" It—it sounds something like a snore."
" It was a snore, Mr. Brooker, and it proceeded from one

of the sentries upon guard."
" Sir ... I ... I can expl

"

" Oblige me by not interi-ujrting, Mr. Brooker. Thi.'i

sentry sat upon a short post, his back fitted comfortably
into an angle of the Convent fence, his head thrown back,
and his mouth wide open. From it, or from the organ
immediately above, the snore proceeded. He was having
a capital night's rest—in the Service of liis Country.
And as I halted in front of him, fixing up<m him a gaze
wliich was coldly observant, he shivered and ceased to snore,
and said " :—the wretched Brooker heard his own voice,

rendered with marvellous fidelity, speaking in the muffled
tone of the sleeper—" ' Annie, it's damned cold to-night

:

and you've got all the blanket. '
"

" Sir . . . sir !" The stricken Brooker babbled
hideously. ... " Colonel ... for mercy's sake ! . .

."

" I could not oblige the gentleman with a blanket,
Mr. Brooker, but 1 relieved him of his rifle and left him,
to tell his picket a cock-and-bull story of having been
drugged and hypnotised by Boer spies. And—I will

overlook it upon the present occasion, but in War-time,
Mr. Brooker, men have been shot for less. I think I need
not detain you further. Your rifle has been sent to your
headquarters—"ith my card and an explanation. One
word more, Mr. Brooker "

Brooker, grey, streaky, and desperately wretched, was
blind to the laughter brimming the keen hazel eyes.

" I am entrusted by the Imperial Govoinment with the

preaeivation of Public Morality in Oueldersdorp, as well as
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with the maintenance of the Public Safety—and I should
be glad of an assurance from you that Mrs. Brooker's
Christian name is really Annie ?"

" I—I swear it. Colonel !"

Brooker fled, leaving the preserver of public morality
to have his laugh out before he rejoined the Staff, glancing
at the Waterbury on the short steel chain. Half-past ten.
Would the Dop Doctor turn up to appointment, or had the
battle with habit and the deadly craving born of indulgence
ended in defeat ? As his eyes moved from the dial, they
lighted upon the man :

" Clothed and in his right mind. . .
."

His o«-n words of the night before recurred to memory
as he came forwards with his long, light step, greeting the
new-comer with the easy, cordial grace of high-breeding.

" Ah, Dr. Saxham, obliged to you for being punctual.
Let me introduce you to Major Lord Henry Leighbury,
D.S.O., Grenadier Guards, our D.A.A.G. Dr. Saxham,
Colonel Ware, Baraland Rifles, and Sir George Wendysh,
Wessex Regiment, commanding the Irregular Horse

;

Captain Bingham Wrynche, Royal Bay Dragoons, my
senior aide-de-camp, and his junior, Liie"*enant Lord
Beauvayse, of the Grey Hussars. And Dr. 8axham, Major
Taggart, R.A.M.C, our Chief Medical Officer."
He watched the man keenly as he made the intro-

ductions, saying to himself that this was better than
he had hoped. The ragged black moustache had been
shaved away ; the frayed but spotless suit of white drill
fitted the heavy-shouldered, thin-flanked, muscular figure
perfectly

; the faded blue flannel shirt, with the white double
collar and narrow black tie ; the shabby black karaarband
about his waist, the black-ribboned Panama, maintaining
respectability in extremes* old age, as that expensive but
lasting headgear is wont to do, possessed, as worn by
the Dop Doctor, a certain cachet of style. His slight, curt,
iilmost frowning salutations displayed a well-graduated
recognition of the official status of each individual to whom
he was made known, betokening the man accustomed to
move in circles where such knowledge and the appUcation
of it was indispensable, and who knew, too, that slight
from him would have given bhagrin. But another moment,

V.I
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and the junior Medical Officer, a black-avised little IriBhman
from County Meath, had gripped him by both hands, and
was exclaiming in his juicy brogue, real delight beaming in
his round, rosy face :

" Saxham ! Saxham of St. Stephens, and the grand ould
days ! Deny me now, to my face. Say, ' Tom McPadyen,
I don't know you,* if you dare."
The blue eyes shone out vivid gentian-colour in the kindly

smile that illumined them, the stern lips parted in a laugh
that showed the sound white closely-set teeth.

" Tom McFadyen. I do know you. T?ut if you offer to
pay me that cab-fare you owe me, I shall say I'm wrong.
and that it's another man."

" Hould your tongue, jewel," drolled the little junior,
who delighted in exaggerating the brogue that tripped
naturally off his Irish tongue. " Don't be after giving
me away to the Chief and the Senior that believe me, by
me own account, to be descended from Ollamh Fodla, that
was King of Tara, and owned the cow-grazing from Trim
to Athboy, and ate boiled turnips off shields of gold before
potatoes were invented, wlien the bog-oaJss were growing
aa acorns on the tree. And as to the cab-fare, sure I hailed
the hansom out of politeness to your honour's glory, the
day that saw me going off to the Army Medical School at
Netley, wid all my worldly belongin's in wan ould hat-box
and the half of a carpet-bag. Wirra, wirra ! but it's some
folks have luck, says I, as the train took me out av' Waterloo
in a third-class smoker, while you were left on the platform
sheddin' half-crowns out av every pore for the newspaper
boys an' porters to pick up, and smilin' like a baby dhramin'
av the bottle. You'd passed your exam in Anatomy wid
wan hand held behind you an' a glove on the other, you'd
got your London University Scholarship in Physiology,
and you'd fallen head over ears in love with the prettiest
and sweetest girl that ever wore out shoe-leather. You
wrote to me two years later to say you'd been appointed
an in-surgeon on the Junior Staff, an' that you were
engaged to be married. But divil the taste of weddiu'-
cake did I ever get off you. What "

The little Irishman, thoughtlessly rattling on, pulled uj)

in an instant, .seeing the ghastly unmistakable change upon
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the other's face. He remembered t)ie grim black reason
for the change in Saxham, and for once, his habitual tact
deserted him. His rosy gills purpled, even as had the
Mayor s on the Dop Doctor's entrance. His eyes winced
under the heavy petrifying, unseeing stare of Saxham's
hlue ones. ^ . .

" Sorry to stem the flood of your reminiscences, McFadyen
but we're going to overhaul the Hospital now."

'

It was the voice .^f the visitor who had come to the
Harns .Street house on the previous nigi.„, the tall, loosely-
built, closely-knit fi; ,re in the easily fitting Service-dress
that now stepped across the gulf that had suddenly opened
between the two old friends, and laid a hand in pleasant
familiar fashion upon Saxham's heavy, rather bowed
shoulders. But for that scholar's stoop they would have
been of equal height. He went on :

" You wUl be able to
give us points, Saxham, where they will be needed most,
tant expect Colomal instituiions, even at the best to
keep abreast of London."

'

The blue eyes met his almost defiantly.
" As I think I remember telling you, sir, it is five years

since I saw London."
" Well, I don't blame you for taking a long holiday

while It was procurable. There are a few of us who would
benefit by a gaJlop without the halter, eh, Taggart ?"
Saxham uould not stoop even to benefit indirectly by the

shrewd, kindly tact. He drew himself to his full height
and the words were spoken with such ringing clearness
that they arrested the attention of every man present.

" My holiday was compulsory. I underwent—innocently—a legal prosecution for malpractice. The Crown Jury
decided in my favour, but my West End connection was
rmned. I resigned my Hospital and other appointments
and left England."

" Ay !" It was the Chief Medical Officer's broad
boots tongue that droned out the bagp-pe note. ' Weel
Doctor, it's an ill wind blaws naebody guid, and ye
caima expect Captain McFadyen or mysel' to sympatheese
overmuch wi' the West End for a loss that is ^mr gain
-•teci. Colonel, it's in my memory that ye had set your mind
"u iJegimun' wi' the Operating Theatre ( . .

."
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XXV
The chart-nurse looked in to say that the Medical officers

of the Garrison Staff were making the rounds, and was
stricken to the soul by the discovery that the Reverend
Julius Praithom had had no breakfast. Occupying a small,

single-cotted, electric- bell-less room in the outlying ward

—

brick-lined and oorrugated-iron-built like the greater
building, and reserved for infectious cases—the Reverend
Julius might have been said to be marooned, had not his

dark-eyed, transparent, wasted young face created such
hot competition among the nurses for the privilege of

attending on him, that he had frequently received break-
fast and dinner in duplicate, and once three teas. Some
of the probationers, reared in the outer darkness of Dissent,

knew no better than to term him " the minister." To
the matron, who was High Church, he existed as " Father
Fraithorn." Julius is hardly complete to the reader with-

out an intimation that he very dearly loved to be dubbed
" Father." The matron had never failed in this.

A letter from Father Tatham, Julius's senior at

St. Margaret's, lay under the bony hand—a mere bunch of

fleshless fingers, in which the skin-covered stick that had
been a man's arm ended. Father Tatham wrote to say

that, after a bright, enjoyable summer holiday, spent with a

chosen band of West-Central London barrow-boys at a Rest
Home at Cookham-on-Thames, he has started his Friday
evening Confirmation classes for young costermongers in

Little Schoolhou.se Court, and obtained a record attendance
by the simple plan rf rewarding punctual attendance and
ultimate mastery gaii.jd ovei the Catechism and AthaD».sir.n

Creed with pairs of trousers. Julius had shaken his head

over the trousers, knowing that the first walk taken by the

garments in company with the winners would be as far as

the pop-shop. But lying there in the clean-smelling, airy

Hospital ward, he yearned with a mighty yearning for the

stuffy West-Central classroom, and the rowdy crew of

London roughs hulking and hustling on the benches,

learning per medium of " the dodger," that one's duty to

one's neighbour was not to abuse him foully without cause,

hW^~
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to refrain one's hands from pocket-picking, shop-raiding,
hustling, and jellying heads with brass-buckled belts or
iron knuckle-dusters, and not to get drunk before Saturday
night.

'

He had come out to South Africa upon the advice of
physicians—honestly-meaning wiseacres—ignorant of the
shifts, the fatigues, the inevitable exertions and privations
that the panting, tottering invalid must inevitably undergo
in company with the hale traveller and the sound emigrant

;

the rough, protracted journeys, the neglect and discomfort
of the inns and taverns and boarding-houses, where Kaffirs
are the servants, and dirt and discomfort reign. He bore
them 1 ause he must, and struggled on, learning by painful
experience that fever-patches are best avoided, and finding
out what dust-winds mean to the man who has got sick
lungs, and sometimes thinking he was getting better, and
would l)e one day able to go baek to the Clergy House, and
take up Ms mission in the West and West-Central districts,
and begin work again.

Now, lying panting on his pillows, raised high by the
light chair slipped in behind them, hospital-fashion, he
looked beyond the whitewashed walls northwards, to
grimy London. He dreamed, while the chart-nurse was
still apologising about the forgotten breakfast, of the High
Ritual in the sacred place, and the solemn joy of the vested
celebrant of the Euchariatic Sacrifice. The incense rose
in clouds to the gilded, diapered roof, the organ pealed . . .

then the «ard seemed to fill with men in khaki Service
dress, keen-eyed and tan-faced beings, of quiet movements
and well-bred gestures, obviously stamped with the cachet
(if authority. Upright, alert, well-knit, and strong, the
visitors exhaled the compound fragrance of healthy virility,
clean linen, and excellent cigars ; and the poor sufferer
yielded to a pang of envy as he looked at them, standing
about his bed, and thouglit of that restinj place even
narrower, in which liis wasted body must soon lie. And
then he mentally smote his breast and repented. What
"as he, the unworthy servant of Heaven, that he should
liare to oppose the Holy Will ?

Weel now, and how are we the day ?" said the Chief
Medical Oflicer, presented by the Resident Surgeon to the
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occupant of the bed. He road approaching death in the

sunken face against the pillows, and in the feeble pulse as

he touched the skeleton wrist, and the I' sident Surgeon,

catcliing the Scotsman's eye, shook his liead slightly,

imparting information that was not needed.
" It is not in my po\\ er, 1 am afraid, sir, to return you

the conventional answer," said Julius Fraithorn. " To
bo plain and brief, I am suifering from tuliorculous lung-

diseoae, and I am advised that I have not many days to

live."

He smiled gratefully at the Resident Surgeon.
" Everything that can be done for me here is done.

I cannot be too thankful. But I should have liked—

I

should have wished to have been spared to return to

England, if not to live a little longer a-nong my friends,

at least to . .
." He broke off panting, and his rattling

breaths seemed to shake him. He sounded like Indian

com shaken in a gunny- bag ; he wheezed like the mildewed
harmonium in the Hospital chapel, on v hich he had once

tried to play. When he had spoken, his voice had had the

flat, deadly softness of the exhausted phtliisical sufferer's.

When he had moved he had suffered torture : the shoulder-

blades and hip-bones had pierced the wasted muscular
tissues and projected through the skin.

" I can't !" he gasped out. " You see
"

A dizziness of deadly weakness seized him. His soft,

muffled voice trailed away into a whisper, blue shadow.s

gathered about his large, mobile, sensitive mouth, mucli

like that of Keats as shown in the Death Cast, and his

head fell back upon the pillows. Julius had fainted.
" Poor beggar !" said a large, pink man, wearing the rod

shoulder-straps and brown-leather leggings of the Stall.

to another, a fair, handsome, young giant who leam .1

against the opposite door-post, as the chart-nurse hurried

to take away the pillows, and lay the patient flat, and
the shorter of the tw o medical officers dropped brandy froui

a flask into a glass with water in it, while the tall Scot, his

finger on the pulse, stooped over the pale figure on the bed
;

" No doubt about his next address being the Cemetery.
Should grouse myself if I was in his shoes—or bed-socks

would be the proper word- -what ?"

\^T^"*T7«^' }^^^saamm}W''^
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Beauvayse agreed. " He looks like a chap I saw once
?nt into a cotlin at tho Cabaret tie I'Enfer—that shady
restaurant plaeo ui tlio Houlovard de Cliohy. Wher they
turned on tlie lights . .

." Ho shrugged. " The women of
tho^ party thought it simply ripping. I wanted to be sick."

Captain Bingo had also known the .sensation of nausea
during a similar oxporienco. " Hut women'U stand any-
thing," lio said, " particularly if they've Iieen told it's rhir.

My own part, I can stand any amount of dead luen^
healthy dead men, don't you know ? Hut—give you my
word—a cadaverous spectacle like that poor chap, bones
stickin' out of his hide, and brcathin' as if he was stuffed
with dry shavin's, or husks Uke the Prodigal Son, gives me
the downright horrors !"

'I'hus tliey conferred, supporting opposite door-posts
with solid shoulders, until the C.M.O., turning his head,
addressed them brusquely, curtly :

" Wryiiche, if you'd transfer yourself with Lord Beau-
vayse to tho passage, myself and my colleagues hero would
bo tlio better obliged to ye."

' Pleasure !" They removed, with a simultaneous clink
of scabbards and a ring of spurred heels on the tiled pave-
ment.

I'he Colonel remained, making those about the bed a
group of five. The chart-nurse stayed, pending the nod of
ditraissal, a rigid statue of capped and aproned discipline,

Miiright in the corner.
"' Phevr !" Captain Bingo blew a vast sigh of relief, and

produced a cigar-case. " Well out of that, my boy. All
jumps this morning ; wouldn't take the odds you're not as
bad ?"

" Rather ! " Beauvayse nodded, and drew the elder man's
attention, with a look, to the strong young hand that held
a choice Hai'ana ju-^t ace(<pted from the offered ease.
• ^liaky, isn't it ? and yet I didn't punish the champagne
iiiurli last night. It's sheer e.\eitement. just what one feels
'i fiire riding a steepN^chase. or going into .\et)on early on a
liin- morning. Not that'I'vi^ been in anything but a i"ouple
of Punitive Expeditions—from Peshawar., imder Wilks-
Dayrell, splitting up some North-West Frontier tribes that
had lumped themselves together against Briti.sh .Authority

w%Tmsn -^^vw sw'^'r'gnsisiy^s'



906 THE DOP DOCTOR

ft i !

I]

V

^11

—up to now. But I'm looking out for tho chance of some-
thing bettor worth having, Uke you and all the rest of us.

Trouble you for a light
!"

" By the Living Tinker, and that's the fourth ! Where
d'you think I'd give a cool fifty to be this minute ? Not
cooUng my heels in a brick-paved passage while a pack of
doctors are swoppin' dog-Latin over the body of a moribund
young parson, but on the roof of the Staff Quarters,
lookin' North, with my eyes glued to the binoculars and my
ears pricked for—you know what !"

Beauvayse groaned. " Isn't that what I'm suffering for ?

And the Chief must bo ten times worse. How he keeps his

countonance^-demure as my grandmother's cat lappiii'

cream. ... I say, the Transvaal Dutch ; they call them-
selves the true Children of Israel, don't they ? Well, which
did Moses and his little gang come across first in the Desert,
the Pillar of Cloud, or the Pillar of Fire, or a couple of
railway-trucks containin' the raw material for a sky-
journey, only waitin' till Brer' Boor plugs a bullet in among
the dynamite ? It makes mo feol good all over, as tho
American women say, when I think of it." He smile<l like

a mischievous young archangel, masquerading in Service kit.

Within tho room the fainting man was coming back to
consciousness, his dry, rattling breaths bearing out Captain
Bingo Wrynche's similitude regarding husks and shavings,
rings of blue fire swimming before his darkened vision, and
a dull roaring in his ears. . . . The Royal Army Medical
Corps wrought over him ; the nurse lent a deft helping
hand ; tho Resident Surgeon talked oagerly to the Colonel

;

and he, lending ear, scarcely heard the reiterated, stereo-

typed parrot-phrasos, so taken up was his attention with
the man in shabby white drill clothes, who leaned over tho
foot of the bed, his square face set into an expressionless
mask, liis gentian-blue, oddly vivid eyes fixed upon tho
wasted, waxy-yellow face of the sick man, his head bent, as

he listened with profound, absorbed attention to the husky,
rattling, laboured breaths.

Suddenly he straightened himself and spoke, addressing
himself to the Resident Surgeon.

" The patient has told us, sir, that ho is suffering from
tuberculous disease of the lungs. May I ask, was that tho

1. AST yaaaamsmwa.wi.isxwir. ^E£:^T
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pronounoed tho canny Bcot, shedding a wink from a dry,

rod-fringod eyelid. Ho produced from the roomy hroast-

pocket of his khAki Service Jacket a rubber-tiibe<l tttotho-

soopn, and put it silently into the hand Saxhaiii had
mechanically stretched out for it. Then he drew bark,

his eyes, like those of the other two spectators of the

strange scene that was beginning, fixed upon the chief

actor in it. One other, weak after his swoon as a new-born
child, lay passively, helplessly upon tho bod.

Saxham, his square face Htony and sot, moved with a
noiseless, feline, padding step towards tho prone victim.

A gleam of apprehension shot into Julius Fraithom's great

dark eyes, reopening now to consciousness. They fixed

themselves, with an instinct born of that sudden thrill of

fear, upon the lightly-closed right hand. Instantly com-
prehending, Saxham lifted the hand, showed that it held

no instrument save the stethoscope, and dropped it again
by his side, drawing nearer. Then tho massive, close-

cropped black head sank to tho level of Julius Fraithom'B
breast, revealed in its ghastly, emaciated nakedness by the

open nightshirt. The massive shoulders bowed, tho supple
body curved, the keen ear joined itself to the heaving
surface. In a moment more the agonising, hacking, rending
cough came on. Julius battled for air. Raising him deftly

and tenderly, Saxham signed to the nurse, who hurried to

him, answering his low questions in whispers, giving aid

where he indicated it required.

Steadily, patiently, the binaural stethoscope travelled

over the lung area, gathering abnormal sounds, searching

tor silent spaces, sucking evidence into the assimilative brain

behind the eyes that saw nothing but the man upon the

bed, the tocked human casket housing the secret that was
slowly, surely coming to light. In tho fierce determination

to gain it, he threw the stethoscope away, and glued his

avid ear to the man again.
" Tofih ! but I wouldna' hivo missed this for a kittie o'

Kruger sovereigns !" the Chief Medical Officer whispered

to liis colleague from Moath. And McFadyen whispered

back :

" Nor me, for your shoes. 'Ssh !"

Saxham was lifting up the great stooping shoulders, ami
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beginning to Bpoak in a voico totaliy Uifleront from that of
the man known in Guoldersdorp aa the Dop Doctor. Clear
ringing, ooncisn, the sentences left his lips :

" Gentlemen, I invite your attention to a case of involun-
tary simulation of the symptoms distinguishing pulmonary
tuberculosis by a patient suffering from a grave (lisoase of
totally different and |)osailjly much less malignant chiir-
acter. Oblige mo by stepping nearer !"

They crowded about the bed like eager students.
" fn order to show what false oorclusions loose modes of

reasoning and the liabituiil reliance uiM)n precedent may
lead to, take the instance of the consulting physiiuan to
whom some years ago this young man, now barely thirty,
and reduced, as you may see for yourselves, to the llnal
extremity of physical decline, resorted."

" I would gie five shillin' if the man ooukl lii'ar hi.s uin
judgment !" murmured the Chief Me<lioal Oflicer ; for he
had gleaned from a whispered answer of Julius's the omni-
potent name of Sir Jedbury Fargoe. " Toch I" He
chuckled dryly. Sa.xham went on :

" The consulting patient siiffiTS from cough, painful and
racking, from impairtd digestive power, from increasing
debility, f.ver, and night-sweats. He vLsits tlie specialist,
convinced that be is consumptive, he receives oonfinna-
tion of his convictions, and you see him to-day presenting
tlio appearance, and reproducing all the symptoms of a
patient in consumption's final .stage. Possibly the germs of
tuberculosis may be dormant in liis organisation, waiting
the opportunity to develop into activity ! Possibly—

a

very remote jJossibiUty—the disease may have already
attacked some organ of his body ! But—and upon this
point I can take my stand with the confidence of absolute
cortamty—the lungs of this so-ealled puluKmiuy suH'ckm'
are absolutely sound !"

" My certie
! Send I may live to foregather h i' Sir

.ledbuiy Fargoo!" the Chief Medical OfKeer prated m-
aurtibly. " He will gang to tlw! ni^xt International Con-
sumption Congress wi' a smaller eonc^eit of himsiii', or my
name's no Duncan Taggart !"

The lecturer, absorbed in las subject, lifted his hand to
silence the murmur, and pursued ;

U
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" From wh»t ciiwaito. tlu-n, is thU man »i .'loring 1

I^ioal and progrcHsivo rmiclusions drawn from cxiwripncn,

and baswl upon tho lo(^al onlargnmpnt whicli th« pliynkians

proviouily consultofl have apparently (niltxl to pcrcciv,',

Inad mo to diagnosu the prciwnco of a tumour in tlui nii'ill-

astinum, iixtonding its i^lawH intt) tho hmgs, and »i rlously

impeding their action and tin" nrtlon of the hiart. An

opiiration. »orioun and necfsiiarily involving danger, is

im|M'rativi>. 'I'he growth may be benign or malignant ;
in

the latter LMise I doubt whether the life of the patient ia to l)e

saved. But in tlie former ease he has good hopes. Under-

stand, I speak with certainty. I'pon the presence of the

growth, simple or otherwise. I am ready to stake my credit,

my good name, my profess ional reputation
"

Ah ! It ru3he<l u] on Saxham with a sickening shoik of

recollection that he was bankrupt in these things, luul

shame and anger strove for the mastery in his face, and

anguish wrung a sob from him, <l<'spite his iron composure.

He wrenched at the collar about his swelling throat, lus

he turned away blindly towards the window, seeing nott-ing,

fighting desperately with the horrible despair that had

gripjufl him, and the mad, wild frenzy of yearning for the

old, glorious life of gtreimous effort and conscious power,

1/ rt ! lost ! all that had been won.
'

I . . . I hatl forgotten . . .
!" he nuittered ; and then ;i

hard, vigorous hand found his and gripped it.

' (io on forgetting, Saxham !" said a voice ui his ear

a voice he knew, instantly st(^adyin« - such virtue is tier.

in honest, lieartfolt, comprehending .sympathy betweni

uuvn and his fellow-man —the spiiming brain, and qui(tiii;;

the leaping [mlses, and giving him back, as nothing elnc

could havit done, his lost self-control. " You have earn, il

tho right
!"

Man, you're a wondcu- !" groaned the enrapturtnl Cliirl

Medical Olfieer. He added, with a relapse into the national

caution :
" That is, ye will be if your prognosis prove--

oorrec'. Hut the Taggarts are a' of the canny breed el

Doobtin' Tammas, an sae I'll just keep a calm sugh till

1 .see what the knife lays bare,"
" Use the knife now, sir. At once—without delay !"

It was the weak, muflled voice of the patient on the bi (i.
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8«xh»iii wheHed iharply about, and the .tern blue eyes ond
the great luBtroua pluoding brown ones, looked into each
other.

The palu Julius gpoko ogain :

" I entreat you, Doctor !"

Saxbam spoko in his curt way :

" you are aware that there ix risk i"
Julius Fraithom strutche<i out his transparent hands
What risk can there bo to a man in my state ( I^,ok

at these
; and did I not hear you say . .

."
" Whatever I may have said, sir, and however iKKciit Imay admit the necessity for immediate operation, vou must

wait until to-morrow morning."
"1 am fasting, sir, and fed. I rcceivinl Holy Com-munion this morning, and have not vet breakfastiKl "
Ihe return of the chart-nurse followed by a probationer

carrying a laden tray provoked an exclamation from the
little Irishman.

" Signs on it, the boy's as empty as a drum. The devil
a wonder he went oi! Uke he did a bit back. .\nU you cnn'fdeny him, Saxham ?"

"I wad gie him the chance, Saxham "-this from
Surgeon-Major Taggart-" in your place ; and maybe I'm
putting m SIX worrds for my.sel' as well as half a dozen for
the patient. For I have an auld bone to pyke wi' SirJedbury i argoe, aboot a Rogim.,ntal patient he slew for me
t'lree years back, wi' his jawbone of a Philistine ass

"

Saxham spoke to Fraithom authoritatively, kindly

KcUtcr?'^*''''
"" "'''"' '"'''"'''"' '° ^'^° "'" Hospital

• My family are all iu Kugland, sir. I have not thoucht
it^nocessary to distress them with the knowledge of my

"I think Lady Hannah Wrynche, who is now in Oucl-

frilnd
«"' ^P'P""^ '" ^^ "* acquaintance of theirs, if not a

Julius turned eagerly to the Colonel.
' _It is true, she did come here yesterday. But I shouldu dly wish . . Surely, being of mature age and in the

ill iwssessiou of all my lacultioH "- there «as a .mile on"It pale bps- I may be allowed to sign the book myself ?"

14—2
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The Colonel said toThe doctors interchanged a look,

the patient

:

" Mr. Fraithom, if the idea is not unwelcome to you, I

myself will sign the book, and "—ho stooped over the bed

and laid his hard, soldierly hand kindly on the pale one—
" in the event of a less fortunate termination than that we

hope for "—the faces of the three surgeons were a study in

inscrutability
—" I will communicate, as soon as any com-

munication is rendered possible, with the Bishop and Mrs.

Fraithorn."

The cough shook Juhus as a terrier shakes a rat before

he could gasp out

:

" Thank you, sir. With all my heart I thank you !"

" You shall thank me when you get well !" The Chief

shook the pale hand, crossed the bare boards to Saxham,

who stood staring at them sullenly, and took him by the

arm. They went out of the ward together, talkmg in low

tones. The medical officers followed. Then the chart-

nurse and the probationer who had been banished with the

tray, came bustling back with towels, and razors, and a

soapy solution in a basin, having a carbolic smell.

Dr. Saxham had gone to take a disinfecting bath, the

nurse said, as she went about her minute preparations ;
and

the Commanding OJKcer had gone with the Staff, and now

her poor dear must let himself be got ready.

They wrapped the gaunt skeleton in a white blanket-robe

with a heavy monkish cowl to it, and drew thick padded

blanket-stockings over the hgament-tied, skin-covered

bones that served the wasted wretch for legs, and wheeled

in a high, narrow, rubber-wheeled, leather-cushioned

stretcher, and laid him on it, light to lift, a very handful

of humanity, and wheeled him, hooded and head-first,

tlirough the tile-floored passage and out into the gokUn

African sunshine, that baked hun gloriously through the

coverings, and so into the mam building and down a tili-

floored passage there.

He prayed silently as he was wheeled, with blinded,

Cowled eyes, tlirough double doors at the end. . . .
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The operation was over, and the t v„ r 'oj*,^ seU-appointed
to the temporary posts of assistant-surgeon and anesthetist,
expressed their emotions in characteristic manner.

" Twelve minutes to a second between the first incision
an the last stitch. . . . Ocli, Owen, the jewel you are !

Give me the loan of your fist, man, tliis minute."
" What price Sir Jedbury Pargoe the noo ? The auld-

farrant, scraichin', obstinate grey gander. A hand I will
tak' at him ower tho head o' this, or I'm no Taggart of
Taggartshowe. Speaking wi' sorioiisno.ss, Saxham, it Avas
a pretty operation, an' performed wi' extraordinary quick-
ness. And I'm sorry there am no' a baker's dozen o'
patients for ye to deal %vi'. It's a gran' treat to see a borrn
genius use the knife."

" You could have done it yourself. Major, in less time."
" -Maybe I could, and maybe I couldna ! I doubt but

we .Army billies are better at puttin' men thegither than
at takin' them to pieces in the long run. . . . Gently now
porter, wi' liftin' the patient. . . . Ay, McFadyen, that's
ncht, gie the man a hand. See to iiim, Saxham, is he no'
fine to luik at ? A wheen blue an' puffy, but the pulse
IS better than I would have expeokit. Wheel him awa',
nurse

;
he'll no come round for another hour. ..."

They wheeled him away, back to the distant ward,
ll.e porter followed. The three surgeons standing by that
gran table in the rubber-floored central space of the
amphitheatre, fenced in by students' benches, vacant save
for half a dozen whispering dressers, looked at one another.
Bloused and aproned with sterilised material, masked
rubber-gloved, and slippered, and splashed with the same
ominous stains that were on the table and upon the floor,
Saxham's heavy-shouldered figure was as ominous and
sinister as overplayed a part in mediaeval torture-chamber
or figured in a nightmare-tale of Poe's device. You can
see the other surgeons, bibbed and sleeved, the Irishman
small and dark and wiry, sousing, a lethal array of sharp
anc gleaming implements in a glass bath of carbolic-
laggart, standing at a glass table, rubber-wheeled and
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movable, like everything else for use, and laden with rolls

of lint and bandaging, and blue-glass bottles of peroxide

of hydrogen and mercurial perchloride, daintily returning

reels of silk-worm-gut and bobbins of silver wire to their

velvet-lined case.
" You're no' fatigued ? You would no' like a steemulant ?"

Saxham started and withdrew hia gaze. He had been

staring with dull intensity of desire at the brandy-decanter,

forgotten by the matron, whose usual charge it was. And
the sharp blue-grey eye of Surgeon-Major Taggart follow ed

tlie clance to its end in the golden-gleaming crystal.

" Fatigued ? I hardly think so !"

He laughed, and the others joined in the laugh, remem-
bering the lengthy line of patients operated on in a single

mid-week morning at St. Stephen's. .And yet his steady

hand shook a little, and a curious soft, subtle dulness of

sonsaticm was stealing over him. He had gone to bed

sober, had risen after three hours of bles ed, unexpected,

helpful sleep, to battle with his desperate craving until

morning. When the old woman left in charge of the house-

keeping arrangements had come to his door with hot

water and his usual breakfast—a mug of strong coffee

with milk and a roll—he had gulped down the reviving,

steadying draught thirstily, and swallowed a mouthful

or two of the bread ; and when he was shaved and tubbed

and clothed in the shabby white drill suit, had gone down
to the dispensary and mixed himself a dose of chloric

ether and strychnine, strong enough to brace his jarred

nerves for the coming ordeal.

Not that Saxham habitually drugged : that craving was

not yet known to him. But the habitual intemperance

had exacted even from his iron con.stitution its forfeit of

shakiness in the morning, and the rare sobriety left the man
suffering and unstrung.

T/Ooking about him as the dose began its work of string-

ing the lax nerves and stimulating the action of the heart,

he saw that many of the drawers were open, a costly set

of graduated scales missing, with their plush-lined box. . . .

With a certain premonition of what would next be

missing, he went into the surgery. A case of silver-mounted

surgical instruments had vanished from a shelf, with a
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prrsintatiim loving-cup, given by iidmirore aiiKmg 7)c
Houisy- Williams's patients to that gifted practitioner.
A roll-top desk was partly br ken open, but not rifled,

the American boltlooks having defied the clumsy efforts
of the thief. Koet.-). the Dutch disponsarist. who had
cleared out of Gueldersdorp, under cover of the iirevioui-'

night, crossing, with the portable property reft from tlio

accursed Knglander, the barbed-wire fence that forni<> 1

the lino of demarcation between the British Imperial
Forces and the Army of the United Republics. He had
meant to wait yet another day, and take many things
more, but the coming of those verdoemte soldiers of tlie
Engelsch Commandant to fetch away the carboys of
carbolic acid and the other medical stores had roused him
to prompt action.

Later, wearing the brass badge of a Surgeon on the sleeve
of his greasy black tail-coat, Koets ruled a Boer Field-
Hospital, fearlessly slashing his way into the confidence of
the United Republics through the tough, \\incing brawn
and muscle of Free Stater and Transvaaler. It speaks
for the enduring qualities of the Boer constitution to say
that many of liis patients survived.

* » » * »
But the brandy in the decanter. . . .

How it beckoned and allured and tempted. .\nd the
throat and palate of the man were parched with the desire of
it. And yet, a moment before, with the toils about his feet,
Saxham had wondered at the thought of these degraded
years of bondage. He shook his head sullenly as Taggart
repeated his question, and went away to wasli and^get
dressed.

Then he meant to shake off his companions and go where
he could quench that inward fire. He loathed them as
they followed, chatting pleasantly. . . .

But above the hissing of the hot water from the faucets
over the basins came presently anotlier sound, most
familiar to the ears of the gossiping Celts. . . .

' Rifle-fire ! Out on the veld over yonder." McFad-
yen's towel waved North. " Do ye hear it ?"

" Ay, do I ! First bluid has been drawn. And to
which side ?"
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Boom ! . . .

The Hospital quivered to its foundations at the tre-

mendous detonation. Shattered glass fell in showers of

fragments from the roof of the operating-theatre, as the

force of the explosion passed beneath the buildings in a
surging of the ground on which they stood, a slow wave
rolling southwards, without a backward draw.
The lavatory door had jammed, as doors will jam in

earthquakes. Saxham tore it open, and the three shirt-

sleevcd, ensanguined men ran through the theatre, strewn
with tlio debris from the roof, and through the double
glazi-d door.^ communicating with the passage, p<ipuIous with

patients who should have been in bed, pursued by nurses

as pale and shaken as their stampeding charges. The
rear of the Hospital faecs North, and they ran down a

corridor full I'f dust, ending in more glazed doors, and tore

out upon the lack stoep, wide and roomy, and full of deck
chairs and wicker loanges.

" Do ye .sec it >. Ten thousand salted South African

deevils ! Do ye no' see it ?" the Surgeon-Major yelled,

pointing to a monstrous milk-white soap-bubble-shaped
cloud that slowly rose up in the hot blue sky to the North
and hung there, sullenly brooding.

" What is it. Major ?" shouted Saxham, for behind them
the Hospital was full of clamour. Nurses and dressers

were running out into the grounds to listen and question

and conjecture, the barely reclaimed veld beyond the

palings was black with hurrying, shouting mfln, bandoliered,

and carrying guns of every kind and calibre, from the
venerable gaspipe of the native and the aged but still

useful Martini-Henry of the citizen, to the Lee - Metford
repeating-carbine, and the German magazine rifle of latest

delivery to the troops of Imperial Majesty at Berlin.

Men were clustered like bees on the flat tin roofs of the

sheds at the Railway Works ; men had climbed the signal-

posts and were looking out from them over the sea of veld
;

the Volunteers garrisoning the Cemetery had poured from
their temporary huts and dug-out shelters, and were massed
on the top of their sand-bag mounds. A fair, handsome
Staff officer, the younger of the two men who had accom-
panied the Colonel, went by at a tearing gallop, mounted
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on a fine grey charger, and followed by an orderly, while
the pot-hat and truncheon of a scared native constable
emerged timidly from the gaping Jaws of a rusty water-
oistem, long dismissed from Hospital use, and exiled to
the open with other rubbish waiting transference to
the scrap-heap

; and far out upon the railway - line that
vanished in the yellowing sea of veld an unseen engine
screeched and screeched.
The Chief, in his pet post of vantage upon the roof of

.Nixey s Hotel, lowered his binoculars as the i«.rsisteut
whistle kept open. The lines about his keen eyes andmouth curved into a cheerful smile. The sound was coinin"
nearer and presently Engine 123 backed into view, a mifo
or so from waiting, expectant (hieldersdorp, and snorting
raced at full speed for her homo in the railway - vard
Her driver was the young Irishman from the County
Kildare, and her guard hailed from Shoreditch. And
both o them had a tale to tell of what Taggart had called
the Colonel s double surprise-packet, to a tall man whom
they found waiting on the metals by the upper Signal Cabin,

bix mile from the start, sorra a yard more or less sor- '

I sees a comp'ny o' thim divils mustered on the bog I
mane the veld, son--smokin' their pipes an' passin' the
bottle, an gmn the overlook to a gang av odthers, that
was nppm up the rails undher the directions av a head-
gaffer wid a hat brim like me granny's tay-thray, an' a
beard like the Prophet Moses."

" I sor 'is whoppin' big 'at myself, though we was two
.me off when ^ye picked the beggars out," the guard
objected; but 'ow could you t«ig 'is beard or that the
other blokes was smokin' ?'

"Did ye ever know a Dutch boss av any kind clanc-
shaved an not hairy-faced ?" was Kildare's just retort " or
see a crowd av Doppers gathered together that the blue
^-moke av the Blessed Creature was not curlin' out av
their mouths an' ears an' noses, an' Old Square Pace or
"an der Hump makin' the rounds ?"
" You thought the blokes on the metals was a workin'

gang of our chaps at the fust go off," comi,lained the guard,w you opened the whistle to warn 'em !"

He did that for su.re," put in the Cardiff stoker. " But

:ai«
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he was tipping me the wink while he did it, so he wan
;

as much as to say he knew they were Boers all the time."
"' Would they have stopped where they was, well widin

range, av I had let on I know they was a parcel av unwashed
Dutchmen ?" demanded Kildare hotly. " Would they
have hung on as I pushed her towards thim—would they
have stopped to watcn me uncouplin' the two thrucks,
smilin' wid simple interest in their haythen faces, av they
had not taken me for a suokin' lamb in oily overalls that
took themselves for sheep av the same fold ?"

"They got a bit suspicious when we steamed orf,'

said the guard ;
" more than a bit suspicious, they did."

"They took the thrucks for the Armoured Thrain,
'

recounted Kildaro, with a radiant smile illuminating a

countenance of surpassing griminess, " an' they rode to

widin range, an' got off their hairies, an' dhropped in a
volley just to insinse them they took to be squattin'
down inside them insijious divizes, into what they would
be gettin' if they put up the lieads av them." He mopped
his brimming eyes with a handful of cotton waste, not

innocent of lubricating fluid. " Tower av Ivory ! 't« as

grand to see the contimpt av thim when the cowards widin
did not reply. ' Donder !' says the gaffer in the tay-thrav
hat and the beard like the grandfather av all the billygoats.
' la this,' he says, ' the British pluck they talk about '.

Show thim verdant English a Dutchman behind a geweer.'

he says, an' that's vihat they call a gun in their dirty

lingo
—

' an' they lie down wid all four legs in the air like

a puppy that sees the whip. Plug thim again, my sons.'

says he, ' an' wid the blossin' av Heaven, we'll stifTcii

the lot !'
"

" You could never hear him, so you could not, not at all

that distance," the Cardiff stoker objected.
" Could I not see him, ye blind harper, swearin' in dumb

show, an' urgin' thim to shoot athraight for the honoiii'

av the Republics an' give the rooi batchers Jimmy !

Gi%-lant-\y they respondid, battherin' the sides av the

mystarious locomotive containin' the bloody an' rapacious

soldiery av threacherous England wid nickel-plated Manser

bullets, ontil she hiccoughs indiicintly, an' wid a bellow

to bate St. Fin Barr's bull, kicks herself to pieces !"
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"She did 80, m.rely." affirmed the Carfiff stoker,
huroly she did so."

„ ',™'
"r-^"]""'''

'"" »''« "'R-'i" J"Diped right off themetals, advised tho guard.

rnfH^iT
'"•"' '"'^" """' "" •^'''''*'<' ji'hilantlv. "an-a led Davis an' „„. i„sido the cab like pays in' an irrm

ler
;- h'

*'"/.""?>•-''""«
I

stlirippcHl agin' the side avW .'?"^-:'*"^'""'' "'••*"• <"-"" for the inspeetion of the

av the black that.s on h.ra ^vld soft soap an' hot wather,
there s an oi he'll not wash off."
"The brake-handle did that, it did so," said Davistouching the optic tenderly. But Kildare was answering

11 question f.f the Chief's. ^
fn li!^"!*"'! ^^If"''

^'^"'^ ' " ^''1 '''* " 'l"'™ an twenty
(0 he back av that sthretcli,.d on tlie bog behind me. it's
<v glad man I d be to have it to tell ye, sorr. )!ut barrin'bey wor blo«Ti to smithereens entirely, not a livin' manor horse av th.m did I see dead at all, at all. But the
Sergcajit an the Reconnoithiin' Party will asy know tlie>lace-asy-by the timndherin' big hole that's knocked
in the permanent way there, sizable enough to buryHe paused, for once at a loss.

.'
^l^T\^f\^'':

and .Abiram," suggest«i Davis, who,
a. a Bible liaptist, had a fund of Scripture knowledge uponwhich he occasionally drew, " with their families a^d the
pavilions and all their substance. .

"

,,'1'n TT ""•%*''«'•<'" ^^id Kildare, " she was disguised
as a Dutchman, for sorrow an' oi I dapped on any human

Csers tT T ^ ^^"''-•'''•""ooked Boer in tan-cord
rousers Ihank you, sorr, your Honour, an' good luck

hSTid t'^
''^ "^

' ^"' ""'" '^"'^ your^Honour's

" VVe will ,0 !" agreed Davis, as the sovereign, dropped

of1 hiT *""'f-g'-^«««'l P-l'". vanished in tiie reeves
ot ins black and oleagmous overalls.

antn^'"!'^^:. 'f i^""''^
* gentleman, sir !» the guard

cknowledged touchmg his cap and concealing the goldcom shd into his own ready hand with professional celerity.
Begob

! an you might have tould the Colonel aome-lam that was news," commented Kildare, as th'e taU
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active figure stepped lightly over the metals and passed

up the ramp, and 123 trundled on, and backed into the

engine-shed amidst a salvo of cheers and^hand-olapping.

The Colonel whistled his pleasant little tune quite

through as, the Reconnoitring Party despatched to the

scene of the explosion, he wont contentedly back to lun-

cheon at Nixey'a. True, Kildare had said, and as the

Sergeant in command regretfully testified later, said cor-

rectly, that neither Roer nor Ijeast had been put out of

action by the flying debris. A poor reprisal had been

made, in the opinion of some malcontents, for the act of

War committed by the forces of the Republics in crossing

the Border, in cutting the telegraph linos, and destroying

the railway - bridge. Hut the moral result w as anytliing

but trifling, in its offrct upon the Boer mind. The " new-

square gvn " l)ecame a proverb of dread, inspiring a salutary

fear of more traps of the same kind, " set by that slim

duyvel, the English Commandant," and threw over the

innocent stretch of veld outside those trivial sand-bagged

defences the glamour of tlie Mysterious and the Unkno« n.

No solid Dutchman welcomed the idea of soaring skywards

in a multitude of infinitesimal fragments, in company with

other Free Staters or sons of the Transvaal Republic

similarly reduced.

No more boasts on the part of Brounckers, General in

command of those massed, menacing, united laagers on tho

Border, seven miles from Gueldersdorp as the crow flew.

No more imaginative promises with reference to the taking

of the small, defiant hamlet before breakfast, wiping out the

garrison to a rooinek, and starting on the homeward march

refreshed with coffee and biltong, and driving the town.<i-

people before them as prisoners of War. The desperate

perils presented by the conjectural and largely non-existcnf

mine were thenceforth to loom largely and luridly in the

telegrams that went up to Pretoria.
" There's a lot in bluff, you know," that " slim duyvel

"

the Commandant of the rooineks, said long afterwards.

" And we bluffed about the Mines, real and dummy, for all

we were worth
!"

So, possibly with premonition of the telegram that was
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(jvon then clicking out its message at Pretoria, there was a
note o{ satisfaction in his whistle out o.' Keeping with the
execution actually done, as Nixey's Hotel came in sight
with the Union Jack Hoating over it, denoting that all was
v/cll. That flagstaff, with its ch nging signals, was to
dominate the jwpular pulse ere long. But in those <lays it

merely denoted Staff Quarters, and War, with its grim
accompanying horrors, seemed a long way off.

A white-gowned European nursemaid on the opiKJsite
street-corner waved and shrieked to her deserting elder
charges, and the Chief's quick eye noted that the small,
sunburned, active, bare legs of the boy and girl in cool'
suil()r-Buits of blue-and-white linen twill, were seampering
in liis direction. He knew his fascination for children, and
instinctively slackened his stride as they came up, abreast
now, and shyly hand in hand :

"Mister C'olonel . . .
?" The speaker touched the ex-

pansive brim of a straw sailor hat with a line assumption
of adult coolness.

' Quite right, and who are you ?"

The small boy hesitated, plainly at a nonplus. The
round-eyed girl tugged at the boy's sailor jumper, whisper-
ing:

" I saided he wouldn't know you !"

" I fought he would. Because Mummy said he wemem-
bered our names ve uvver night at ve Hotel . . . when he
promised . . . about ve animals from Wodesia ... all made
of mud, an' leavers, and bits of fur . .

."

Memory gave up the missing names, helped by those
boyish replicas of the candid clear grey eyes of the Mayor's
wife, shining under the drooping plume of fair hair.
"Mummy was quite right, Hammy, and Berta vias

wrong, because I remember your names quite well, you see.
And the birds and beasts and insects are in a box at my
4uarters. Come and get them."

If Anne doesn't kick up a wow ?" hesitated Hammy,
his small brown hand already in tlie larger one.

" We'll arrange it with Aime." He waited for the arrival
of the white-canopied perambulator and its fluttering-
ribboned guardian to say, with a tone and smile that won
iicr instant sufirat^s :

" I'm going to borrow these children
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for a minute or to. WiJl you oomo into the fthade and rest ?

I promise not to ke«p you long."
Boauvayse and Lady Honnali's Captain Bingo, relieved

from lookout duty, and descending in quest of food from
the Chief's particular eyrie on the roof of Nixey's Hotel,
heard shrioks of infant laughter coming from the coffee-
room. Knives, forks, und glasses had been mthlessly
swept from the upfKir end of one of the tables laid for the
Staff luncheon, and across the fair expanse of linen, (lounded
into whitenessand occasional holes by the vigorous thumpers
of the Kaffir laundry-women, meandered a marvellous pro-
cession of uuagga and koodoo, rhino and hartebcest, lion
and giraffe, ostrich and elephant, modelled by the skilful
hands of Matabele toy-makers. Tarantula, with wicked
bright eyes of shining berries, brought up the rear, with thr
bee, and the mole-cricket, and, with bulgy brown, white-
striped body and long wings JMi^ortantly crossed behind its
back, a tsetse of appallingly j,'Santic size. . .

" Oh, fank you. Mister Colonel," Hammy was saying,
with sinning eyes of rapture fi.xed upon the glorious ones

'

" and is they weally my own, my vewy own, for good V
" Yours and Berta's, really and for good."
" And won't you "—Hammy's magnificent effort M

disinterestedness brought the tears into his eyes — '• won t

you want vem to play wif, ever yourself ?"

The deft hands swept the birds and beasts, with tarantula
and tsetse, into the wooden box, and lifted the childriu
from their chairs, as Captain Bingo and Beauvay.so,
following the D.A.A.G., came in, brimming w-th various
versions of what had happened out there on the veld. .

" I have other things to play with just now, Hammy. Rmi
along with Berta now. You'll find your nurse in the hall."

Berta put up her face confidently to bo kissed. Hamuiy,
in manly fashion, offered a hand—the left—the right ami
being occupied with the box of toys. As Berta's little legs
scampered through the door, he delayed to ask :

" What are your playfings, Mister Colonel ?"
" Live men and big guns, just now, Hammy ; micl

chances and issues, and results and risks."
The plume of fair hair fell back, clearing the candid grey

eyes as Hammy lifted up his face, confidently lisping :
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1 .
!•!!"".* "'"''" ""'' ' ''""«' "hat we«ulte and wuks arcb..t Id l.k,> to play wif th. livo num an' the bigTun' "m
Wp 11 8.,o about it. Httmniy, when y.uV., grown up."

b«ast, an hngn, b..„auso I know you wouldn't bw.ak L-a7'
with ;ou no« l'^"

'"" '"" "'"'"' '" "'""' "«""'»•'"- "«

MHllTr/;.'^ 'n^
HecluHion of the connubial Udchumber,Ha,d ( aptan. Bmgo, dressing fot- dinner. th« la«t time formany months, aa it was to prove :

• \Vhat do you .suppose was the Chiel's ne.Nt move afterhe engme and ten.lor got in. and the crowd hoo ay.d lumuck from the Kadway VVorkn ( No use your guess",

"

though. Kven a woman vvoulchj't ha\e expected to find

!r kld-r'"
'^''^ '" *'" ^"'f'*-'""« « ith the Mayor^

" I like that !" 8ai<l I.ady Hannah meditatively, arranginghe Pompadour transformation, not apparently the ^^o"efor the caiidle-ac<ideut of the previous night
Because you're a woman and sentim..ntal." said herspouse, wre.>^tling with a cutr-Iink.

i.aiu mr

tl,.,'t^°fi '""'^"m?
^ """ " "'"'"'"^ "'""*« instinct tdi» her

IS too small. Aad-what an mcident for a paragraph '"

"".^'r^V." ^S""
'"^'""'' '" '''""derin' big .'apitals

;
. . V'o Soldier Hero Sports With A Babbling Babe

l.ifloot atle^r'
'""' ^"'^" "'"' "^^ ""^ "^1'""'

' " "
-->e

"
It's true ; Vou really moan it ? The ball begins i"
Upon tlio honour of a henpeokwl husband- before•luybreak to-morrow, you'll hear the music "

hhe sparkled with delight.

V„ ?\ ^.•- "n'»«'^y. humdrum women at homo inKngla«d, walkmg with the shooters, or lolling in hammockBUer trees, and tryhxg to Hiit ,vith fat City linanT.^orvap.d young attaches of Legation - I shal/take The iriah
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mar -, and borrow an orderly, and ride out to nee a Heal

Action
!"

Hii round pink face grew long. " The devil you will
!"

" The devil I won't, you mean. Why, for what (due

under the «ky did I come out here but the glorious chance of

War ?" Hor impatient foot tapiMid tho floor. He rc(u)g-

nisod the warning of doraeatic battle, glowered, and gave in.

" Well, if you get chipps'd, don't blame me. There's

about as much cover on a boccarat-tablo as you'll find on

that amall-butih veld."
" All tho bettor for seeing things, my dear !" Shu giu r

him a radiant glance over her sliouldfir as slii' snappid liir

diamond necklace.
" You'll SCO things you won't i^njoy. Sfind timt.

Unless tho whole atliiir ends in sheer Hxi'm."

" I'll pray that it mayn't !"

" I'd pray to have you much more like the oidiuiu>

woman who funks raw-heud-and-bloody-boncs if I tliouj;! i

it would be any good !"

" My poor old boy, it's thirty years too late. Vou ouglit

to have begun while I was crying in tho cradle. And— I

was under tho impression that you married me because you

found mo different from the ruck. And besides—think uf

my paper !"

" Damn the rag ! I think of my wife !"

She swept him a curtsy :

" Cela va sans dire !"

" And how a woman of your birth and brccdin' can

dream of nothin' else but doin' somcthin' that'll make ynu

notorious—set the smart crowd gabblin' and gapin' mid

crushin' to stare—is more than I can understand !"

She flashed round upon him. " You have the wnir.f;

word ! Notoriety—any social divorcie or big-hatted niiisir-

hall high-kicker can have that—ii only they've kicked lii;;h

enough ! Popularity is what I'd have if I could— and only

the People can give it—as Brutus and Cromwell ami

Napoleon knew !"

He admitted that those old Roman johnnies who jawnl

in the Forum knew what they were about, but added tliat

the Puritan chap with the wart on his nose was a thundii ini;

old humbug, ending triumphantly :
" And we whacki d ulii
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d->x black ,l."v;b Jl'":;;i ;V'^"':"/'«-''i™»h«ortho

the. rost of it, for thTnZt \''^''' '""^^ raw-lK-ad and all

bo l..n.<l. rf."..u:a .t:.;':^^'!;- «f f
Propho.sy you'll

Vou don't ab.oIutVy,rit^bon;:,"'T^ °""'^ «''''•

suppose.;"
""^ ''"'"''"• taken prisoner, I

«>.":J';:::;i,i'::.S; ;::,*:;:;
'^«--n-> eventuality.

the yet „>„re thrilli„rctcano o tl t" J'"w « '"""'•'' «««'

J'-lianne.,b„rgor, >vHh Sl^f" ^'«' ""-"^"n-bearded
r-ticent at first but mo. • T *'^''' '"''° '"^^ been
l«'l been gained

" ">*<' stm« aft.-r hi.s eonfideneo

tlmt there were no ]c3h /
'^'j': ""'^ "'"kod, signifying

Hannah Wryn"L"eaoabM*" t
'^ ''°'"''" "* '^^

'lippod into Wi4Ta' J
'"'«''* "ot go. ^nd he had

-h-he.ight'beX.wi"'"'''"' "'"' - '"^'l--

'-''-omni'!^'^
"''/"''.« ''^ soiled "pasteboar

, ,..„
...f

. _

^'"P-^--^"^'- handbag. B-. X^Ld
IS
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care of W. Bough, Transport Agent and Stock-dealer,

Van Busch was to be communicated with at a farmstead

some thirty miles north. ,,,11
The spice ot adventure her palate orav>-d could be Uau

by corresponding with Van Busch tlu-ough the man Bough.

After that Well ! She had her plan . . .

aius tied her husband's white tie, took him by the ear.s,

kissiitl him warmly on each side of his large pmk Sun-

glowing with blushes evokisi by her unwonted display of

alfection, and led him away to dinner, her mental vision

seeing prophetic broadsheets papering the kerbs of Pieca-

dUly, the ears of her imagination making celestial melody

of those raucous yells

:

, , ^j.,. , .tj

"Speshul Edition! Hextry Spcshul Edition! ii-re

y'are, sir ; on'y a 'a'penny. Spbshui. !"

XXVIl

FOK nearly two mouths, from dawn until dark, Gueldeis-

dorp had squatted on her low -topped hill in a screaming

bUzzard of shrapnel and Mauser bullets. Xever a town et

imposing size or stately architecture, see her now a batteroij

liamlet of gapmg walls, and shattered roofs, and wrecked

chimneys ; staring defiance through glassless windows liko

the blind eyeholes in the mouldered House that once has

held the living thouglit of ."lian. From dawn until dark

the ancient soveu-poundeis of her batteries had banged a:..!

grumbled, her ilaxims had rattled defiance from Kopje Fui t,

imd the Norduufell released its showers of effective, death-

dealing Uttle projectiles. Scant news from outside trickk J

into the town. Grumer, with his Brigade, waa guardiiijr

the Drifts, and when the llelief might be expected was now

ii moss-grown topic of general conversation in Gueldersdui fi.

And within her girdle of trenches, stern, grimy, haggud

men lived, cheek to the heated rifle-breech, and ate, luid

snatched brief spells of sleep, booted and bandolioivU.

and with the loaded weapon ready for gripping, hmej.'

the attack on Maxim Kopje had choked the Hospital witli

wounded men and dotted the Cemeteiy with Uttle wl.iUj

cro.-se«, nothing of much note had occurred. The armoiirrtl
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enemy's weatem oa "p one L"^"vrk 'n^';? .''f^ "'«
squadron of the Iiroeill^ j^h i

^'"- ''^''^ ''^ »

of Christ. ' When tl p w«r. f 1.
" "^ """ P""'' 'w»«"

leave them." Thev up^
"«c'aieU, ,t will be time to

of bare rafter/oZC oCvhioh"V"''' V'''»^'^'"°
mockery, the Red-lll^' Pi? r

«*''«amed, as if in

metrij" problems gorJ^^-„,2:™ ^S-- "'^'' «-
gas pipes torn from theTr heMiZ ?f^ ^^ " "'''•'' "^^
hands of giantsTcnfel oKv^r,""!'" "*"*'" " ''y tlio

of the SisLs. and th^tofc^'bds o"''.f""
"'^''•^'"^

only articles missing from iLn^l "^ 'J"'"''
'^"'^ "'«

the huge gaps inlf Zsl^'
""'''' '"'""'''^ ^ ««=*-« by

cmains throSTh «^^kte"f Vl""""''^
''^ ^''''"™^<1

cheap little AmlT.ZT.vifl !
"""' """ '^'i 'he

and the Magi harbowedbo^.r^h'v'*'™ """ Sl^^Pherds

Oivine Chifd. Withfa si2 ^of H
"^'"'^^ '''^

Sisterhood had found^re ^L'
''^, """•• /"'"«d home, the

had been dug for them In fhL '^ "f<lfg™Md dwelling

soft.brick-afllcorrSte^"/,^^^'-'^''" ''f"'^
<^ abandoned

by one of theS offida'sof tbe":!-,
^"'"""''y *'^'^''''«d

Dutch extraction anrB^r slitl b "If ^
'^''T"*^"

°^

terod beneath the yello« iia. ,Tf ;
'"''''?'' '"^'1"«''-

too incautious maniCa^'lTf1 "b ^"v^iraLf
''^'^

aunly were inhabitants of the \ 'omen's I. ^"^S
fro.u their subterranean burrowthe S^f . 'f" ^"^
«ork of mercy as oheerfunvU 71 f

.'^'"''''"^ "" "'«'''

been originally one of Trni|-^ f^f
^"^ ' *'"''' '^'''^'" ^'^

'bounded! cooki^r Ind ^^^ h^ ''; ""'''°= ^'"^ "'"''^ '^"'1

comforti;^ the bfrJ^i ^"^' f"""
'''" """valescents,

«outh lay the laager of the Kefugaes. To the westward
15—

a
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within the ring of trenches and about a mile and a half from

The" was the Women's Laager, visited not seldom

£ the Enemy's shell-fire, in spite of the Rf-Cross Flag.

Fever and rheumatism, pneumonia and diphthena stalked

among the dwellers in these tainted burrows claimmg

S human toll. Women languished and 1 ttle children

X^ and withered, d>dng for lack of e™« ^"/.^^
air ^^ith the free veld spreading away on all sides to the

horizon, and the burning blue South African sky overhead

FaS had not yet appeared among the Europeans, though

grisly black spectres in Kaffir blankets haunted th^ refuse-

heaps and fought with gaunt dogs for picked bones and

empty meat^tiSs, and were found dead not unseldom

after full meals of strange and dreadful things. Fresh

meat was still to be had, though the cattle and sheep o

L Barala had been thinned by raids on the part of the

enemy and poor grazing. Shell and rifle-fire not mfre-

quenUy 'pared the' butcher trouble so that yo- jomt^

fere sometimes weirdly shaped. But they were join

U

and there was plenty of the preserved article mKnel

Warehouse and at the Army Service Stores. Tea and

ooffS were becoming rare and precious, the sparkimg

dra^ht of lager was to be had only in remembrance;

trfromatic beer wa. all drunk up, and the stone-gingcr

waa three shillings a bottle. Whisky was to be had at

the nrice of liquid gold, brandy was treasured above rubie.,

tnd servel out sparingly by the Hand of Authority, ..s

medicine in urgent cases.

You could get vegetables from the Chinaman, wl>«

continued to cultivate onions, cabbages, potatoes, and

melons in the market-gardens about the town imper uA-

able under shot and shell, his large 8tra,w hat affordmg

an admirable target from the Boer sniper s P""^ «f^
^^^

as metaphorically he gathered his fat harvest of dollar

frorthe^oU. What you could not get for any amouat

of dollars was peace and rest, clean a.r, and ^pace to stre ch

vour oramped-up limbs in, un.,1 Sunday came, bringing the

Truce of God for Englishman and Transvaaler

The Hospital, like each of the smaller hospitals that had

spru^ from the parent stalk, waa crowded. The operatmg

tSe had been turned into a ward where the lanebet^eea
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the beds Just gave room for a surgeon or a nurse to pass,

TlnZ^ / ^'T
''•*'?* y '

" ^°'"»- '""'^ ^""-^ f°' the

r,w • ?? *^« «":k!" And among these Saxham

human
'"^ ^' ""'" '^ ""^^ "^^^'^ ^^ ^°"^« «"P«^

nrl^l'-'^t''^'','
''^ """'^ =*y impatiently, when they

rndt„r,'T ^
*"'''

''''V''"''
^^""'^ •'^'l his black brows^and hunch those great shoulders of his to the w ork acain

RAMPTr''^ ""'"•" ™'' ^''Sg''^'' Maj°' °f the

.^fb! ;^;i ^T ,
" haggard-eycd but tireless labourerm the red fields of pam. " At three o' the smalls ye gotto your bed, and at six ye made the rounds, at seven yewere dealing with a select batch o' shell-fire an' rifle-shot

casualties-our fnends outside being a gey sicht better

eTht'"'. :lZ '"'^'f^ '•y '^ ^'"^ n^hfs sleep aeight ye had had your bit o' breakfast, and got doon yourgun an gane oot for an hour o' calm, invigorating snipingon the veld be ore returning punctually at ten o' the cloc^

': ;ouTer:edit'"^""^
°' ''' ""'' ''' " """^ °' '^ «°-

"I only got one. Major. The other chap hobbled do«n

Zt^l{ "T "'ut''j
^-^"y- ""<! had a pot-shot atmo as I lay doggo behind my particular stone I put up

7Mt\Z- "^-
"J^^-'^S S-^^ham gravely exhibited

a felt Service smasher with a clean hole through it, anmch above the hmng-edge. " He's a snowy-locked, hokry-
bearded. Father Noah-hatted patriarch of seventy ;t least

l^fZ^J""^^ °*^' '''''°*'°«' '^^ I'^« '«' him think hegot me this time, just to make him happy for one night

"iinnXflth""*"
"^' '""^ P'^"' ^^'^'^^'^-y *hat Am

' Aweel, aweel ! But I would point out to ye thatFortune is a fickle, tricksy jade, and the luck o' the game

Sorr':";."
^°" P"*™"'' " *he antediluvian healge-

thlf*"?
^^% ^Tl

"* *he game, thought the hearer, deep in

a iarc^h AnH^'tr*
°^

I"^' 'T''^
°°* ""'^ ^e with'^the

patriarch. And the great puzzle, Life, would be solved for

Taggart had said he, Saxham, had a demon. He couldtav. answered that only by hard, unceasing, unre^tthlg
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work, or, when no more work was there to do, by the fierce

excitement of those grilling hours spent lying behind the

stone, was the demon to be kept out. Of all things he

dreaded inactivity, and though he would drop upon his cot

in the tiny bedroom that had been a Hospital ward-pantry,

and sleep the heavy sleep of wearinesa tl o moment his head

touched the pillow", yet he would start awake after an hour

or two, parched «ith that savage, iinqucnclied thirst, and

drink great draughts of the brackish well-water, boiled for

precaution's sake, and tramp the confined spaco until the

crip of desire grew slack. But he had never once yieldcl

since the night when a man with the eye and voice of a

loader among men had come to the house in Harris Street

and taken him by the hand.
, , i,-.

Do you sav impossible, that the man in whom the habit

of vice had formed should bo able to cast off his degrading

yeakness, like a shameful garment, by sheer force of will,

and be sane and strong and masterful again ? I say,

possible with this man. You see him plucked from tlie

slough by the strong hand of manly fcUow.xhip, and nerved

and strengthened, if only for a little while, to play the

game for the sake of that other's belief in him. Such

inrtuence have such men among their fellows for good or

You can -.ee the Dop Doctor upon this brilliant

November morning mounting a charger lent him by his

friend, a handsome Waler full of mettle and spirit—oats not

being yet required for the support of humans—and callins;

au revoir to Taggart aa he rides away from the Hospital

gates followed by an orderly of the R.A.M.C. in a spider.

pulled by a wiry, shabby little Boer mare.

" The man rides like a fox-hunter," commented Taggnrt,

noticing the ease of the seat, the light handling of therein.

the way in which the fidgety, spirited beast Saxham rodo

answered to the gentling hand and the guiding pressure of

the rider's knee, as a sharp storm of rifle-fire swept from

the enemy's northern trenches, and the Mauser built ts

spurted sand between the wheels of the spider and under

the horses' bellies.
.

Saxham spurred ahead, the spider foUowmg. i-M

bullet-pieroed. grey felt smasher hat, a manly and not
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nnpioture«quo headgear, «at on the man'a close-croppod

m^Hn I ^^° '''"^ ^y^'- ""•J*"' their blaok bar of

nol^T^'""''-.:™™ "'^''^ ""^"' ""'l the short aquilinenose roush-he^vn but not coarse, and the grimly-tende!

dened by mtemperanoo. The fignre. porfoet in its raa^-

the throT^I t the too heavy muscular development ofthe throat and the sliehtly bowed shoulders, looked wellin the jacket of Service khaki, the Bedford cord and m,tCs

drifls''th?b/'"\" 'r '}'''' '^'^ -P'-^-J the ,vom'" W^
Lnll .

'''"%^h.r and shabby black kamarband andcanvas shoes. Lookirv,. at Saxham. even with knowled=-e

TJI f^
.cii^tinguished, an individuality so original

TU ^ '" "'''f-chosen degradation.
rhe Mother-Superior, coming up the ladder leading out

^nid'er";^
"'^'"""'^ abode a« the horseman and the attend^t

spider drew- near, thought of Bartolomeo Collconi, as you

Z^nl-^'^'W''^''"'
C'«dottieri, in the b.on^e by gr^^t

e,nhn« ?
^'"""' '"-^"y- ^" ^'™""^- ""^Plote in the

hesaTt'^ftr""^'^' V'^ '^^ «^'"*' Fl^-^'i^h war-horse,

um bv then'" 'i^v-
*>^ '^*"° "f Captain-General, givenlum by the Doge of Venice, in the powerful hand that only

toMV 'L' ^^T "^^"^ ''^ P'''^^ "«'" "f the infanti^
to pack and harden snow about the granite boulders of

nkTCnr' ""f"
^''' ^''^°*' '''«* '«"* *he giant sno,v

W . n^^nT^ '^r"'
'"""'''"« '''^y ''»•'« through theuiKR of the Venetian cavaliy massed in the narrow defile

S:; a^^srr
"'" "'™' *° *>« ''-^ ^^ ^°«« --^

SnP^lf
«''\''^'?"T * well-worn staghom-handled crop,Squre Saxham's gift, together with a hunter, to his boy

t irhJ!, ?"'L'T°o ^i""^ °°« "' *ho few relics of homethat had stayed by Saxham during his wanderings.

ma^ke^Ztlct"
"""' ^"^"""^ *'"' ^">*her-Superior with

'Good-morning ma'am.All well with you and yours ?"
She answered with unusual hesitation

:
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" AU the Sisters are well, thank you. But—if you could

spare me a minute, Dr. Saxham, there is a question I should

like to ask."
" As many minutes as you wish, ma'am. It is not your

day for the Hospital, I think ?"
, , , , j

•' Ah no I" she said, with the velvety South of Ireland

vowel-ikfloction.
" We keep Wednesday for the Women s

Laager, always. Many of them are so miserable, poor

souls, about their husbands and sons and brothers who are

in the trenches, or ^^ ho have been killed, and then there are

the children to be cared for and washed. >.ot only the

siege orphans, but so many who have sick or neglectful

mothers. It takes us the whole day once we get there.

fiaxham dismounted as she stooped to seize the end of

a blue cotton-covered washing-basket impelled from below

by an ascending Sister. The spider pulled up under

cover of the brick-and-corrugated-iron house vacated by

the railway-official, as another short storm of riflery cracked

and rattled among the eastern foothills, and a whistling

hurry of the sharp-nosed little messengers of death passed

through Gueldersdorp. Some of them hit and flattened

on the gable of the railway-official's house, one went

through the leathern splashboard of the spider Saxham

moved instinctively to place himself between the closely-

standing group of nuns and possible danger.

" No no '" they cried, as one woman, their placid, cheer-

ful ton^ taking a shade of anxiety. " You must not do

that
!"

„ , .J , 1
•

i

" I know you are all well-seasoned," he said, looking at

them with the smile that made his stem face changed ami

^^" lam not so sure. The bullets come in the usual « ay

of things. We take our chance of them," the Motlici-

Superior answered. But she pressed her lips together ami

grew pale as a faint cry came up from the subterraman

dwelling, roofed with sheets of corrugated iron laid upcij

steel rails, and made bombproof with bags of earth. Am

Saxham, looking at the fine face, with its worn hnes (it

fatigue and over-exertion, and noting the deep shadouy

civfis that housed the great luminous grey eyes, said :

"
I think we must have you take some rest, or 1 shall ue



THE DOP DOCTOR 233
havmg my best helper on my hands as a patient. Andthat won t do, you know."
"No it would not do," she said, looking fully andsenously at h.m "And therefore 1 think our Lonl ^"unot pernut it. Bu if He should, be sure another will riseup to hll mj' place.

^ffinLn^
^vould not fulfil my ideal of an absolutely

effic ent nurse as you do. So from the personal, if not the
altruistio point of v,e,v, lot uie beg you to be careful."

1 take all reasonable care," she told him. " It is true

SnnH? r ^"^^^""^ this «eek
; but to-morrow isSunday, and we shall rest all day and sleep at the Convent.

Indeed, some of us have taken it in turn to be on guard
there every mght, or nothing would be left us."

I understand."

in ?h ''^T
''"" P™"'''"' ^""^ night-thieves made harvestm the darkness among the deserted dwellings since Police

:;^nclr Sh™rn -^ '^•'" '^•^"'^'*"'"^^ ^ -- '»>«

.nl hnf
"PPer>tory Of the house is sheer wreck, as you may

that if 1, \^'n°".i
;"""' '' ?"''" habitable. So much so

r »hn ,W I'
^"^ "''* '^''^^ ">« P""^ '•"'^^ P'««« so often,Should suggest your turning it into a Convalescent Home "

The Railway Institute is frightfully overcrowded."
And, she told him, " a shell struck there ye-sterdavovenmg, and burst in the larger ward."

^y^^^raay

;' 1 had not heard of it," he said. " Was anybody hurt ?"
Ao one, thank God ! But the fire was difficult to put

'lut, until one of the Sisters thought of sand "

swoUpV'i!!! "f
'"^''"^'^'•y

«'.f"
?" Disgust and contempt

«elled his deep-cut nostrils and flamed from his viv dWue eyes. And yet these Kaiser's gunners, in their
blue-and-white Death or Glory umforms, cfn hardly protend
.gnorance of the Geneva Convention. But-your question""

It is-CI„ldren !" She beckoned to the two nuns,

basketW " if" '^'^.T" 'P''' ''"'^g 'he washing.
basket between them. " I «ill ask you to go on slowly
efore me with the basket. T wUl overtake you when Ilave spoken to Dr. Saxham."
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"Surely, Reverend Mother." One tall, pale, and tliin.

the other round and rosy, they were alike in the placid,

cheerful serenity of their good eyes and readily
_

smiling

lips. " And won't we Iw after taking the bundle ?

" No, no ! It is heavy, and I am as strong as both of

you together."
" Very well. Reverend Motlior."

Tliey wore obediently mow .<; on.

" A moment." Saxhara stopped them. " If you two

Indies have no objection to a little crowding, the spider will

hold both of vou a-s well as the bundle and the basket of

w ashing. At least, it looks like a basket of washing.'

:vll three laughed as they accepted his offer, assuring hmi

that his suspicions were correct. For neither Kattir

laundrywoman or Hindu ilhohi would go down any more to

the washing troughs by the river, for fear of crossing that

Stygian flood of blackness rivalling their own. supposing,

as' Beauvayse once suggested, that there is a third-class

ferry for niggers and persons of colour ? And from the

w,aterworks on the Kastorn side of the town the supply

had been cut off by the enemy, so that the taps of Ouelders-

dorp had censed to yield.
, , j i

Old wells and springs aad been reopened, cleaned, and

brought into use for drinking purposes, so that of a water-

famine there could be no fear. But the element bcoame

expensive when retailed by :he tin bucketful, a bath n

rare luxury when the contents of the said bucket might

be spilletl or thrown awav in the course of the gymnastics

wherewith the sable or coffee-brown bearer sought to evad.'

the travelling unexploded shell or the fan-shaped chnrg-

of shrapnel. Therefore, the Sisters had turned laundry-

women. You could hear the sound of Sister Tobia.s s

smoothing-iron coming up from below, thump-thumping

on the blanketed board.
" And where do you think we get the water, now •.

the rosy Sister, in process of being packed into the spidoi

.

leaned over the wheel to ask.

"Not from the Conveni ?" Saxham thought of the

strip of veld between there and the Hospital, even more

fraught with peril than the patch he had Just traversal,

or the distance yet to be covered between, the bistei!-
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ir'^^T- m"''"'!.^^'"™'''
^'^'"•' »•'«"•<' ^*h, with

da^t nthrfan.
'"^ "'^"'^ '"'"'^' "^'''^'^ "P^-^ ^"'»

AnZT" M^1,
'"oo'^ent, carrying it across after dark.

SUW.n .,• K~* "teyHpoon" it wa« in the rosy
Si8ter 9 Dnhlm brogut^" and yet there's water there."

^

HhonfLr'T" Z'^.f'"'™
'"'«*"• Tho Mother-Su,)eriorshook her head, and the ro,sy Sister Mas Hil,.nt.

Ihero IS no mystery aJx.ut tlin water at all It i,very H.mplo." Standing there with her h.-ad held highand the fine, free graceful lines of h.-r tall figure outline.l

hib t i'/? ^"^'f *'!.'; r" ""^ -^d ^'"•"'<' blackhabt and hor hands, .tdl beautiful, though roughenedby tod calmty fold.Hl upon her scapular, she was as re-markable and n..ble a figure, it seem«I to Saxhamas the golden sunhght could fall upon anywhere in the

A capable, watchful, untiring nurse-and beauty wouldhave decked her m his surgeon's eyes if she had been
physically ugly or deformed.

h^Jl'T, if
°° ^y^t-^ whatever, only when the bom-

bardm.,.nt firek began I thought of the waterworks, and

rT Tt '^ u'^* ''.y?' «"PP««inK I liad been GeneralBro„nckers "-she smiled sUghtly--' would have been tooperate there. So I set the Sisters to work at fillinglver^

fZ ^th ? "^^
A"f"' ""'^ *"*• '" *^^ ^'O"^™* ^tb 'vat^from the taps. And as we happened to have plentv of

ThesmilingSisterewaved their hands. The order]v saluted« ith lus whip and drove on in obedience to Saxham's nod

AWi;
•"""""' ^^1 '^''**""*' ** "'^""''" *"' »*'''> meeting "the

Sr I'Zt ^r^'- *•"'' « ^' '^ I-''- *« d"-. it

totdy Sy"*''
*'"' *^'^' '"''* '"'"'' *'"'* *"«^ •'«'°"g«'

worW^'^'w'^'"'' *^ "T.^- ^"* '^'^•" ^ i° the day's«ork. We do not seek it. We are prepared for it, and itcomes and passes. If one day it does not pass ;ithout
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the cost of life, we are prepared for that, and God's Will

ii done always."
" You are very brave," he said. It was the first time

in his life that he had used the phrase to any woman,

and the words came out almost grudgingly.

" Oh no, not bravo," she told him ;
" only obedient."

Her veil fluttered in the hot November breeze that bore

with it the heavy fetid taint from the overcrowded trenches

that ringtd Gueldersdorp, and the acrid fumes of the

cordite ; though the air up here on the veld was sweet

compared with the befouled atmosphere of the Women's

Laager and the cro'wdcd wards at the Honpital, in spite of

all that disinfectants could do. She went on :

" And we are very grateful to you for the lift. Sister

Ruperta was on duty last night, and Sister Hilda Antony

—

the rosy Sister—is not as well as she would have us believe.

Ah "
^ ,

With her grave eyes screened by her lifted hand, she

had been watching the progress of the spider westward

over the dun-yellow veld. Now the long wailing notes of

the headquarter bugle sounded, in slow time, the Assembly,

and in the same instant, from the Staff over the Colonel's

hotel, where the red lamp signalled danger by night and

the Red Flag gave its warning by day, the scarlet danger-

signal fluttered in the breeze. Once, twice, again, the

deep bell of the Catholic Church tolled. A dozen other bells

echoed the warning, signifying danger by the number of their

iron-tonpie strokes to the threatened quarter of the town.

" 'Ware big gun !" called the^^sentries. " West quarter,

•ware
!"

The Mother-Superior grew pale, for the Women s

Laager, towards which the : Me Boer mare was steadily

trotting with the laden spider, lay in the menaced quarter,

with a bare stretch of veld between it and the Camp of

the Irregular Horse, whose white tents and dug-out shelters

were pleasantly shaded by ancient blue gums, picturesque

and stately in spite of broken boughs and foliage torn by

shrapnel and seared by the chemical fumes of bursting

charges innumerable.
" Will you not go down ?" Saxham asked her.

She shook her head in reply, and stood with a waiting
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face in prayerful «ilcnoo, not stirring save to make the
Nign of the Cross. And as the long white fingers fluttered
over the bosom of the black habit, tlio faint cry thatSaxham s quick ear had heard before floated up from
the populous depths below.

" What is that ?"

Before the question had left Saxliam's lips, the monster
gun spoke out m de.ifonins thunil.r from the einmv's
position at Kast Point, nearly two miles away. Jhe hravv
grey smoke -pillar of the driving-charge tower,^ against
the sunbright distance, and simultaneously with the
crack of the discharge, sounding as though all the pent-up
forces of Hell had burst the bra^ten gates of Terror and
rushed forth to annihilate and destroy, the ninoty-four
pound projectile passed overhead, sweeping half the cor-
rugated-iron roof from the railway-official's late dwcllinc
with a fiendish clatter and din, as it passed harmlessly
over the Women s Laager, and, wrecking a sentry's shelter
on the western line of defences, burst harmlessly upon the
veld beyond, blotting out the low hiPs behind a euitain
of acrid green vapour.

" Get under cover, quick !" Saxham had shouted to his
companion, as deafened by the tremendous concussion
and dazed and half-asphyxiated by the poisonous fumes'
he strove for mastery mth his maddened horse. This
rogamod, he looked for the figure in the black habit and
wliito coif, and know a shock of horror in seeing it prone
upon the ground.
"No, no, I am not hurt!" she cried, lightly risine as

ho hurried towards her. The tremendous air-concussion
had thrown her do\vn, and beyond a scratch upon her
hand and some red dust on the black garments she was in
nothing the worse.

" I don't know how I kept my o^vn legs," Saxham said
iaughmg. '

" A ^A u"'^*'
^^ ^^° twenty avalanches," she agreed

And blessed be our Lord, excepting for the damage to
the roof, no more seems to have been done. I can see
the spider stopping near the Women's Laager." She peered
out earnestly over the shimmering waste of dusty yellow-
brown, and cried out joyfully :

" Ah, Sister Hilda Antony
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J'K

All in wbII witli tUum ;uuil Sutur Uup«rU luu ({elting uut.

all u well."
" But nut with tlu< wiwliing."

Saxhaiu liad swung roimd his binnoulttre, aiid brought

thum to buar upou tho vohiole and itH lato ocvuiHtntD.

A grim smilo playi'd ubout his mouth us Im hundMl hi'i' tlm

glasHPfi, and licanl hiT cry of womanly distri'wt us ali(t

bvhuld the fruit of late labour Mcattoied on th« V(!ld anil

tho Sistors' agonini'd ai'tivity displayiid in tho gathering

up of shoetH, pillow-slips, handkerchiefs, babies' sliirts and

petticoats, with other garments of a strictly feminine and

private character. Her grave, discreet eyes avoided lus

as she handed back the binoculars, but a dimple showeil

near tho edge of the wliite coif.

" And now," Saxham said, glancing at Ids watch, " may

1 know in what I can bo of service (" It hud seemed to

him that the Mothi^r-Superior hesitated to broach the

subject. Nor had he been mistaken. The dimple viuiished.

Her calm eyes became troubled, and she aakctl, with a

slight catching of tho breath :

" Ves, there was something. . . . Doctor, is it possibki

for a person to die of fear ("

Ho answered promptly :

" In circumstances like the present '( Certainly. Un-

doubtedly possible. 1 have seen twenty deatlis from puif

fright since tho bombardment began, and I expect to 8> i

more before tho siege ends, or jjcople get callous to t!ir

possibiUties of sudden exterminatiim that are allordul

them a hundred times a day. Is the person to whom yi.ii

refer a woman or a child i"

•' A youug girl " she was beginning, when a buxom

little figure, black veiled and habited like herself, rose uii

as if from the bowels of the <!:'-rth.

" 1 vill look. Uut 1 cau see uoziug," she called to .souu

one invisible below. " It must be that you vait until my

eyes shall become more strong." She shaded tlinii,

newly brought from semi-darlaiesa and blinldug in the liut,

white sunlight. The Mollier-yupcrior huiried to lier, sayiug

with a note of anxiety in her usually calm voice :

" Sister—Sister Cloophiie ; is anything the matter ("

"Man Dieul It is zo Reverend Mozer !" ejaculated
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the other, rolkrf and joy expreHNed in tho rapid movem-nUi
of pliant hand* and ..xpri»«ivu .,yes. " Nozing U /..i iniittr.

,

Kevorond Mozur, if only you urn suf.!."
• yiiiU. »a/.,, and «> aro tho Si8t..r». Only th.^ lim n «u»

upaot. '

'• My 'navonii, but a miraculouii onottiiemont !" Tho
Hupple han.lH ami th.. ..xpn-sMiv,, ,.v™ uiul --lionld. rs of
Nstor < l,M,,h,.., ,„„,|„ j,,,,.t ,,|„y, M„ „„,, ,si„t,„ Tol.ia«,
<)w W.1 pray when wo '..ar z<, grr.it g,m. vitli knowli.ljjo /.,i(
you and lo SutorH were uiK.n tho vay to 20 VVoui.n'*
i^aagcr. Jly faith, it vus U.rrible ! M„, if I 'ad not mak..
Uj ascend and loarn liow it go vid you, Lyuotto vould 'avu
coiao running up to make discovery for iierw-lf . Slu, l«.l,„vc
Ik., a httlo crazy, a little miul sing-I forgot your vor<l
tor Hho isttt have lo»t 'er vit8 ! Sister 'JobiaH ami nin, ut-
ave to old ur." The Kne, oxprobsive eyes went iMwt the
Mother-Superior, and hght.d with evident rehaf on
saxJjam. "Ah, Monsieur le Docteur, it is inurcdibh.

T—"
''""'' "^^ "''" ''""'^''' *^*^'""" '""0 told

''Madame was about to toll me, my Sister," Sax ham said,
in his smooth, fluent French, " when you am.ear.il upon
tho scone. '

Sister Uooj.hoo launch.^, unwitting of tho Mothor-
Nuperior s gesture of vexation, mto voluble oxMlanations
1.1 that nativ.. language which M. le Doctour snoko so well

Mademoiselle Mildare, the ward of Sfadamo the Mothoi-
^uporior, was no coward. Hut no ! tho child had couraKo
in plenty—It was the suspense that dovouro<| he in the
absence of the MotluT, to whom Madomoi^ollo wa., mostS^ ''"acli.xl,thatroduood hor to a state of tho iuct
ituble Ihe Sisters left at homo each day would talk ot

,^n7°/.
."""^ ""' «"" "•-•'thor- anything to distract the

" md, that presented itself to them -but now, notliing wa..

luf^ir'?- , ^!?"" *'"' l^"^-^'-^"d Mother cauie back at
ii^ihtfall, bohokl a transforinution. MadcmoiMllo ;vould
Hiigh and smg and chatter. Hor eyes would shine like
.tars, she would be happy, said Sister Cloophe*., withuramatic emphasis and gesture, as a soul m Pa.adise Ivoxtlay, tokmg hor guardian from her side, «ould bring the
terroi-s back, fmd redoubled the nervous sulfcrings of
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Mademoiselle, to-day reaching such a height that Sister

Cleoph6e felt convinced that something must be done.

" Ah, my Sister, if I could do anytliing !" the Mother-

Superior said, with the velvet Southern Irish inflection

in the breathing aspirate, and the soft melodious cadence

that made her pure, cultivated utterance so exquisite.

The voice broke and faltered, and a spasm of mother-

anguish wrung the firm mouth, and as a slow tear dimmed

each of her underlids and splashed on the white guimpe she

put out her hand blindly, and the sympathetic little French-

woman took it in both her own.
" Reverend Mozer, you can do zis. You can bring

Monsieur le Docteur to see Lynette. You can 'ave his

advice upon 'er case, and you can "

Another fusillade of rifle-fire, sweeping from the west

over Gueldersdorp, brought a repetition of the faint

moaning cry from below. Saxham consulted the Reverend

Mother with a look. She bent her head in silent assent.

He hitched the horse's bridle to what had been the gate-

post of the railway-official's front-garden, as she signed

to him to descend the ladder leading to the Sisters' under-

ground abode. And he went down to meet his Fate there.

XXVIII

The temporary Convent was a roomy trench dug out of

the red gravelly sand, lined with the inevitable sheets of

corrugated iron, and roofed with the same material, sup-

ported by a solid frame of steel rails. Wide chinks between

the metal sheets gave admission to light and air, and

earthen drain-pipes made ventilators in the walls. But

the sunlight penetrated like spears of burning flame, and thu

air was stifling hot. The paraffin stove that heated irons

for Sister Tobias smelled clamorously, and the droning of

m3rriads of flies, not the least of the seven plagues of

Gueldersdorp, kept up a persistent bass to the shrill

singing of the Uttle tin kettle. Later, when the April

rains began, and the tarpaulins were pulled over the sand-

bagged roof, tin lamps burning more paraffin did battle

with Cimmerian darkness.
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^. TT . •
"°° several pictures hune unon thn

Tf L r^" ^''r'"'*
*'"' «aver Crucifix fromXVtoof the Convent chapel gleamed against the backarTundof a snowy, lace-bordered linen !, oth Th„r. ,

"'^^''Kround

pile, of cleaned and mend^:ro£ mu^^r"2^^^Uie garments of sick and wounded male paUente Xowould leave the Hospital without a thought ofTh'e unselfish women who had foregone sleep to%at^h Z,keteand sew on missing buttons. There were haversioto of^arse canvaa for the Volunteers, finished a^d plrtTy mlde
T^^,J'^'^^^°^-VOuches and bandoliers. MdSTobias stood iromng at the deal table, partly keened bva line of drying linen, while Sister MarV-Joseoh tnrn^ f^^
mangle, and the Uttle brisk novice W round ch°e^ 'noonger rosy, folded with active hands. The Don Doo^„?°keen qu ck glance took note of the patieit cheerful w^ri

"Z t^r" '"' '"' '"""^ *"="• '""'^ '^"^ °» °°« other

Its wild white-rose fairness had duUod into the nallorof old ivoiy. There were deep, bluish shadows at>ut the

ITt^^rf "1? '""f'-
^''^ '^' '^°"°^ 't the base of

h„S ^^ ' "f"'^ "S P"''" ^^'"^^^ '^d fluttered visiblyhad grown deep. Her red-brown hair had lost its bur'mshed beauty. It had become dull like h^ Z, and he;garments hung loosely upon the form whose soft roundnesseshad fallen away. But her eyes had changed moT Theb

V mX h°^"
-i-^ bad faded to pale broLe, the full to

t&i "''"'^cl''^ P"P^« ««'« "li^tended to iwi^eheir natural size. She sat upon a stool in a corner ashght girlish figure in a hoUand skirt and whfte Sric
16
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Wouse-bodice, her ^^^Vhtlitfffoes"'*HudS up
bro^.•n leather, the colour of her httle shoes^ ^

whenever the Boer artiUe^ ^"o
j^^^

the girl'8 feet. Her ngdinanu,
continually the

"r'"*f srSrlr'^y rlrJ^l-kly. unwinklr^gly
motion of sewing. "-^^/^^ . . trembling went over

at the opposite wall, «^'i*\8^^,;VXXg crash than

somesing should be done ?

Cleoph6e. The
The shrill whisper

''"^^J'?^^^^' ""CIm words,
Mother-Superior m^e ^-P^^^^"^^^"

„, ^Le mingled

her heart wa«
"y«'8-T;„'"''^7tMs from Richard's child!

draught to have won such lo"™ ''B this from K>

rr^ri^ s\he ladd. ---;Ki:rr^
the busy,

f«''f't 'I a the sewrnghaiid went diligently

laws without a break a^these«^ng^^.^^
shudders shook

to and fro, and the recurreui-
.,

,

j anguish

t,he girl's slight f--',-l*tr:Sr^^^^^^^^ Md
was wrung from her at each ear ?P" » j^ a^^, the

yet, with all her agony of love 1"*^"^™
who took in
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brLkS^n^r'^^'T '°°"*''' *•»« '»"P'«nt mentalMeakdow-n in the vacant stare of the dilated eves th«mechaaioal action of the stitching needlo-ha^d Te con^kive shudder that rippled through the shS We aieach boom, or crash, or fusillade of rifle-fire that ^riftJ^over the shrapnel-tom veld and tCgh the bate^^d

How long has this been going on '"

He added in the saome low tone •

inW SJ^om :
'"^""^ ""'™"^- "^ •-<» "Pon *!>« a.he

"Not of death for herself. For-another "
His purely scientific attitude must have already «,b«.ndoned him when he knew gladness that Self «^LftTedominant note in this dumb threnody of fear But ho

•' Let''oront"s-r'
"* \'"' j^^^^'^'- -" « oidi.et one of the Sisters speak to her."

Ihe Mother-Superior glanced at the nun who was iror,m„and then at the figure on the stool. The Skter wal aS
SstL"at''%tT '^'^'":^°"^-^«>* - ^^^^^^
posiHon rattled. Ihere was a hissing rush overhpnrl ot,j „
a senes o sharp, splitting cracks tofd that I"r^TZhmmg ittle ooppor-banded shells had bursTand thatheir splmters were busily hunting far and «?d„ T-Wy to kill, the stitehing\a.d Sfop^^d by the^g^^r^^

"

A new wave of shuddering went oviTthe desolSe voun.gure, pitiable and horrible to see. Dull drops ofS
btthl-p"" '"' ^*'»'"^"

'" '"^ '"-j-^ her";::;

in?; f '""^ ^"""^ "y"^ "> * Wind way, and the sVch
-"g hand resumed its mechanical ta.,k, but Ihe ga^e no

16—2
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«.^er. except with the shuddenngs that .hook her, «

She bowed her head in silent ^^«°t,
^ j^^^^j^ ^^^v

.. You would wi.h^ndo-Sa^^^^^^^^^

^k^Ti-heTa^wS -a t^^^e S'nothi^ that can h.

nVLw/r^' IXLphaaU that st^^cU her ..M " So.o

„res must be taken in theease and v^thou^^

state of things muBt not go on^ ^^he "^-^d^ *°8«*^'
Superior caught her breath «^'*7?'°K.

, ^j^ ^ breath of

in the loose, concealing sleeves as she said, wim a

"^ifshe only had more self-e^ntroV-^
^^^^ .^^

'She ha«^

s^firulS evefy ounc^The has for all she

rfoS- ShetrurftL Lg and too ^-Utently."

"I will say then, if she only had more faith !

"
] Inow Vothii;g of faith," Saxham eaid curtly

, 1

^th^rurhr'!!^ « it were comm°nly^nsible^^J

a L'elture made by
fo^^- -l^-fietrnpUon^

tnrSaKe ^^^^^^^^::
sprang up between these two, often brought togetn..



THE DOP DOCTOR 246

e^ery^Ce 'L wJir:lf !>""•««»*< here, there, and
call. But f^ !^„ „ b '" °'>'«l'«"'=e to her Spouse'snut u so, she never betrayed Saxham TUo.

" M^ar-tS '° "'''
T'^^y

°f common-sense ?"

" How, pray ?"

coidly, '^'thatlf:hrrd"T't' ""P"^"'' «''^'^'"» -"i

unhiT'"''/"'" ^^r'"" '"^^"^^d- "^"d her heart added

''I-we'^'4;h!r^^ """''^ '" '-P--"'" 'I'-ay.

through the II™ ^; ^H "' ^''**" P*^'"S« <">"Ple«

Wm walls andThtf^ '''"*''' ''"'^^''«" houses of

=bLfuirs6wne hS^ "°''' *"'' S''*^''^^^ ^^'"dows,

a-WB^nee to the siok, obliWous of whistling b^^
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and bursting shells. And the most
''"^"""f

.d""!!;*^'

most repulsive tasks, the most danger-fraught errands

were hers, always by right, and dai^> »°d choice ^at

a woman it was 1 A very Judith m Israel. H« ^«^
that Judith did not like him. but unconcealed admiration

was in his blue eyes as he looked at her.

"
I know it. Let Ur go everywhere. It is the W)te

chance, and-you spoke of faith just n°^-
• - ,"^r

have it for yourself and the religious women of your Order,

who go about doing good in confidence of the Protection-

I do not speak in mockery-of an Almighty Hand, why

•"^ShoTadTver "ed'l'o noble in his eyes as when slie

took that implied rebuke of his. with meek landing °f he

proud head, and candid self-condemnation in the eyes

that were lowered and then raised to his, and beautiful

'"^KX'orhil just ; it is I who have been lacking

in faith. And-it shall be as you advise.

The distant bugle blared out its warning. The be 1

toUed twice, stopped, and tolled four; the Bmalkr Wis

echoed. The voices of the sentries came to their «ars

loudly at first, then more distant, then reduced to the

merest spider-thread of sound :

" 'Ware bie gun ! South quarter, ware!

"
I must go to her," the Mother-Superior s<ud, and

pa^sIdTm s^ft y and went down the ladder. Saxham

FoXwecl Thewldte figure on the stool h'vd "ot s irred

apparently. Its blank eyes still stared at the wall, and

the mechanical hand moved, sewing at nothing, as d.l.-

gently as ever.

ThTfix^.' blindly-staring eyes came to life. Colour

tlirobbed back into the wan ivory
"^^^f

«"
J,''^ XaToyfu

its vacant droop.
' She rose up from the stool with a joytui

cry ^X stumbling in her haste, ran into the outstretched

arms As they wrapped about her, clinging to her sok

eirthlv friend and guardian as though she could never

let gof came the cr^h of the driving-charge, the yellm

Brocken-hunt of the passage of the huge projectile the

raSSdinof the shellburst. She lifted up a radiaat
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face of laughing defiance, and then choked and quiveredand burst out crying, leaning her panting young bosomgainst the black habit, and weeping as though h!r who"being must dissolve. Undine-like, in tears.
Ah, the lovely feminine woman who weeps and clings !She will never lose her dominion over the sons of men.

ff^n.-T^^^u^'^""'."'
'''" b«''"«f"l '-et eyes melt the

^l^'flu'"'',','
*'""' '"^* tendril-like wreathing of herarms about the pillar of salt upon the Plain would havehad power to change it back into a breathing humanbe ng once more, if Lot had looked back, instep of hishelpmeet. Her sterner sisters may feel as keenly, love as

tenderly sorrow even more bitterly than she. Who willbeheve it among the sons of dead old Adam, who first feltthe heaving bosom pant against his own, and saw the first
bright tear-showers fall-forerunners of what oceans of
world-sorrow to be shed hereafter, when the Angel of theflaming sword drove the peccant pair from Paradiso.

A ^^r,^"'
'" ^°'"*° "''^° ''"^Ps »nd clings '

fnnf InTriS^f^*"".
watching Lynette from the ladder-

foot, and the Mother-Superior, clasping her and murmuring
soft comfort mto the delicate, fragile ear under the heapedwaves of red-brown hair, shared the same thought.How this trembling, vibrating, emotional creature will

Nlh,Zh i7k-J^'" ^^l
°"^ '''"^'^ *° «hom imperious

Nature shall bid her render up her all !

In whom, prayed the unselfish mother-heart, willing to

.!» f M 1,7'"."'*' H^"^""-"""* consolation for the
sake of the beloved, m whom may she find not only the
earthly mate-fellow, but the kindred soul. For, all-pitying
Mother of Mercy

! should she, too, be doomed to stake aUupon a wavermg, unstable, headlong Richard, what willHappen then ?

Looking atthe pair, Saxham thought of Ruth and Naomi.
Lynette s tears had been dried quickly, like all Joy-dropsthat the eyes shed. She was talking low and earnestly
pleadmg her cause with clinging hands and wistful looksand coaxing tones that were broken sometimes by a soband sometimes by a little peal of girlish laughter.

Mother, I am not made of susar to be meltfld in the
Sim, or Dresden china to be broken. I am strong enough
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to take my share o£ the work ; I .m brave enough to be«

Sheltered, sewing powder-bags or
fT*.^ ^h^

of whiteness— tne areauiui giui=>
„„;„!. rose in

vou are whe . the shelU are bursting -her ^oioe 'ose m

thlt held hor. " I want my share «f the r^^ '^^^'^\,
is I will have it! It is my right. ' J^^^,^^7^„X^.y^
goodMd patient, but I can't, I can't, I cant stand this

'^itr^^^rm^e^^-s^i-- rpSr
Lynette for the first time to knowledge »« ^ P'f'"^';

H^ glance went to him, and joy "J" "^"'^^^
Math surprise

in the face she turned towards the Mother-Superior.

" Really, Mother 1"
,

, .^
The Moiher-Superior, though her own stdl t^e^

flushed with quick, irrepressible resentment at Saxhams

*°^*'ittte~m; ciiid. Dr. Saxham thinks itj be best

Sr^^rgrfrhuikSgiiC^X^^^

thole frame' His odd, 8«»ti'^-°?"'""^.;yt„:^t^
heavy thunder-cloud of black eyebrows l^^*^?^^^/"^

dS» ™Ply «^»t t'^' 8*^' *•''* "P*"'^ "^ frightened.
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She wu oonaoioiu of a curious oppression. As for Saxham,
a delicate, stinging fire ran newly in his veins. Something
stirred in the secret depths of him, and came to life with an
awakening thrill exquisitely poignant and sweet. For this
sUght, unsophisticated. Convent-bred creature, slender as a
lily, reared in innocence among the blameless, « ivs rich as
her frail, lovely mother had been before her in tli • mysteri-
ous allure of sex. Beautiful Lady Bridget-limy at the
zenith of her stately beauty had never possessed une-touth
of the seductive charm that emanated fr.iu this young
girl. Thoughts of the storod-up golden honey seen gleaming
through the translucent waxen cells of the virgin comb
made the senses reel as you looked at her, if you were man
bom of woman, with your passions alive and keen-edged
in you, and your blood had not lost the lilt of the song that
It has sung in healthy vems of sons of Adam since the
Woman was made for and given to the Man. i'or Artemis
may mvite, if unconsciously, the hot pursuit of the hunter

;

the shy, close-folded nymph among the sedges may awaken
the primal desire of Pan among the reeds. . . . Saxham,
even in the years of hia degradation, had scarcely sunk to
the level of the crook-shinned, hairy-thighed, hoofed satyr.
But he had built his nest with the birds of night, and
slaked his thirst at impure sources, and only now did he
reahse how his mad dream of vengeance upon the Power
that had cast him down and wrecked his future was to
recoil upon himself. " 1 have done with Love," he had
said, " and with Hope, and with Lafe as it is known of the
honourable and the upright and the cleanly among men
for ever !

"

And now ... his thoughts were tipped with fire as he
drank in the suddenly-awakened, vivid, delicate beauty
of Lynette Mildaro. Now he reahsod the depths of his own
mad folly. Oh, to have had the right to hope again, to
love again, to live again, and be grateful to David, who had
betrayed him, and Alildred, who had deserted him—to this
end

! Oh, never to have lost the honourable claim to woo
such loveliness aa this and win such purity, and wear bothM a taUsman upon his heart for ever ! He drew breath
heavily as he looked at the girl, transformed and glowing
under the touch she loved, shining from within Uke some

^k^
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frail transparent alabaster lamp with the light that he

had helped to rekindle. And as his great chest expanded

with deep draughts of the subtle, intoxicating atmosphere

of her, and the blood hummed through his vtins to that new

measure, the last link of his old fetters fell clanking to the

around. And then, with a sting of intolerable remorse,

came the memory of his shameful five years' Odyssey

spent as a hog among other hogs of the human kmd. It

had not been an overthrow. It had been a surrender of

all that was noble and«trong in him to all in him that was

despicable and weak and vile. And his soul shuddered, and

his heart contracted in the sickening clutch of shame.

I
im

XXIX

Hit awakened from that lost moment of onthralment to the

pang and the shock of self-discovery, and to the knowledge

that somebody was hailing him by name from the top of

the ladder.
" Saxham ! Doctor ! Are you below there ?

, . ,

It was the gay, fresh voice of Beauvayse, halted with a

handful of Irregulars, bandoliered, carrying their rifles and

the day's provisions, wearing their bayonets on their hips

and sitting their wiry Uttle horses with the ease of old

troopers in the lee-side of the piled-up mound of sandbags

that roofed the underground convent. Five men and a

Corporal of the Town Guard, similarly burdened and

accoutred—we know the pale Cockney eyes and the thin

face of the Corporal, whose freckles have long ago vanished

in a uniform gingerbread hue-had also taken momentary

shelter from one of the intermittent bUzzards of Mauser

buUets that drifted through Gueldersdorp.

One Irregular was sitting on an earth-filled packmg-case.

swearing softly, nursing a disabled right arm, and lookmg

at the corded network of hairy, sunburned muscles that

were deUcately outlined in the bright red stream that

trickled from beneath the roUed-up shirt-sleeve of raspy

"'we'^saw your hairy tied up outside, Doctor, and

your whereabouts, as McFadyen says. Can the
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ImUm spare you for a moment t Sorry to be a nuisance,

but one of my fellows has got winged on our way to relieve

the garrison at Maxim Outpost South, and though he swears
he is as fit as a fiddle, I don't believe he ought to come on."

" I'm all right. Sir, 'pon mo Sam I am !" protested the
dismounted trooper. " It's a bit stiff, but the bloedin' '11

take that off, I shan't shoot a tikkie the worse fur it. Lay
anybody 'ere a caulker I don't !

"

Nobody took up the bet, fortunately for the sportsman,
as surgical examination proved that the bullet had gone
sheer through the floahy part of tlm ut<per arm, breaking
the bone, just missing the artery, and leaving a clean hole.

" You'll have to go to Hospital, my man," pronounced
Saxham.
The face of the wounded Irregular lengthened in disgust.

" My crimson luck ! And I'd made up my mind to pick off

a brace o' them blasted Butch wart 'ogs over that there
bad Job of pore Bob Ellis."

He blinked violently, and gulped douu something that
rose in his brown, muscular throat as the voice of a comrade,
middle-aged like himself, coffee-baked as a Colonial, and
also speaking with the accents of the English barrack-
room, took up the tale.

" Bob Ellis was 'is pal, Sir, and mine, too. We was
in the same battery of 'Orse Artillery at Ali Musjid, an'
we went up along of Lord Kitchener to Khartoum. An'
they shot Bob yesterday. Through the 'ead, clean, an' 'e

never spoke another word."
" Through the loop-'ole o' the parapet, it was," went on

the wounded man. " Bein' in the advance trench, we've
got on neighbourly terms like, with the Dutchies, and
Tom Kelly, wot 'as Just bin speakin', 'card Bob Ellis

promiciin' this bloke as 'ow if 'e'd on'y 'urry up an' ^it killed

soon enough, Bob would 'ave 'is farm and 'is frow when 'e

come marchin' along to Pretoria. 'Oppin' mad the Dopper
was at that, an' the names 'e called pore Bob was some-
thing disgraceful. An' when 'e got Bob through the loop-
'ole, me an' Kelly made our minds up to show a bit o' fancy
shootin' and lay 'im out in turn. That's 'ow it was, Sir.

An' now "—the voice grew shaky—" they've corked me.
Corked me, by God !—an* there's not a bloke among; the
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lot of ui but mo oan play the o.mcertina." With hta un-

damazed arm he »wuiig round hU havowaok, bulgmg at

the top with a cheap, bono-keyod, roaewood-vom-wed,

gaudy-paper-iided iiutroment ol German make, and hung

hi* head over it in silence.
. , . ui,

' But what on earth ha« the oonoertma got to do with

it V Saxham was frankly puzzled, and Beauvayse, with

all his profoMional knowledge of " Tommy," wa» for once

nonplussed. , , .

•You'd lietter explain to the Doctor, Corporal Loasli.

I'm out of the running when it comei. to killing mwi with

concertinas. And-you don't play as badly as all that, do

^°"
On the contrywiso, Sir," explained the comrade Kelly

" plays uncommon well, he does-all the tunes of the latest

musio-'all and patriotic songs."
,

"An' them blasted Poppers are uncommon fond o

music, d'ye see, Sir," explained the wounded trooper.

" They can't keep their ugly "eads down behmd the sanii-

bags when they hears it. Up they pops 'em over the edge

and then—you take care they don't pop down no more.

The aay young laughter of Beauvayse was mfeotious,

while white teeth showed, or teeth that were not white, m
the tanned faces of Irregulars and Town Guardsmen. Even

the mourning comrades grinned, and Saxham smUed grimly

as Beauvayse cried

:

, . . , i
" By George, a more original method of reprisal I never

came across ! But it's clear if you can't shoot with that

drilled arm of yours you can't play the concertina. Wish l

could knock a tune out of the thing. Leash, for your sake-

enough to make a Boer put his head up. But I m a duffer

at musical instruments-always was. What do you say,

"^'Bm pardon, Sir." The Corporal with the Town

Gubjdsmen saluted, making the most of his five feet two

inches.
•'
I can pl'y the squiiier-I mean the ooncertma

Sir—a fair treat for a hammatore. And if I might be let

to tyke this man's plyoo at Maxim Outpost South bir, l

could 'elp serve the gun, too, Sir-we've bm attendm

ArtUlery DrUl in spare hours.'"

"
I shouldn't think you had any spare hours to spare '.
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BmoTByM looked at the thin, tanned face with liking, and
the Iceen pale eym met hia fairly.

" We havon't, Sir, but we manage «omo'ow."
" But what alraut your own duty ?"

" I'm tykin' these rann ovi-r, Sir." He indicated a aolid

family grooor, a clerk of the County Court, a paeuH .

Swira baker, and two Navy Roaorve men reduced tf. 'It
ranks for aggressive intemperance of the methylated pitir

kind, which, in the absence of other liquor, had pr.\.'ii /.

among a certain class, until the intoxicating mer'i' r . v, -.g

confiscated by Oovommnnt.
"Captain Thwaito 'as spared us from the (\'jii.m—y

Works to relieve Corporal Brice an' 'is little lot at . w^'.e V ,1.

South Trenches. A telephone-message come Iron n n

(Colonel to say Brice's men was bad with rheumatisiu am!
dysentery—but Brice is all right an' fit. Sir—and "- -th'

pale eyes pleaded out of the brickdust-ooloured face—" i''l

like the chamce o' gettin' nearer to the enemy, Sir—an'
that's the truth."

Beauvayse conceded. " Very well. I'll square things
with your commanding ofiBcer as we go along, and explain
matters to the Colonel per telephone from Maxim Outpost
South. Come on there when you've handed over your men
to Brice."

The pale eyes danced. " Thank you. Sir."
" An' I'll owe you a dollar whisky-peg for the good

turn," muttered the perforated musician, as he handed
over the cherished concertina to the volunteer, " till next
Sunday that I see you in the stad."

" Righto !" said Corporal Keyse, accepting the sacred
charge.

" Look here, though," came from Beauvayse, " there's

one thing you must remember—what's your name ?"

" Keyse, sir—Corporal, A Company, Gueldersdorp
Town Guard."

" Well, Kjyse, you've heard Meisje hiccoughing ninety-
four-pound projectiles all the morning, haven't you ?"

" Couldn't possibly miss 'er, sir
"—the pale eyes twinkled

as the Corporal finished
—

" not as long as she misses me."
" She has a talent for missing, otherwise a good many of

lu fellows would have heard the Long Call before now.
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But most of her delicate Uttlcattentiona-withthe exception

of one shell she sent over the Women's Laager, to show

the people there that she doesn't mind killm females and

chUdren if she can't get men-most o 'em are meant for

Maxim Outpost South; and one of em may get home

sometimes, when the German gunner isn't thmkmg of im

sweetheart. Then, if you find yourseU soarm tea,venward8

in a kind of scattered anatomical puzzle-map of little bits,

don't blame me for obligin' you, that's all.

There was a guffaw from the listeners. W. Keyso

saluted, cheerfully joining in.

" I shan't s'y a word, sir."
wn,..-.

" By George, I believe you !" said Beauvayse. ^Tiat s

up ? Seen a ghost ?"
. , . i. i-

Saxham had swung his wallet round, producmg carbolic

antiseptic gauze, First Aid bandages, and other surgical

indispensables from its recesses, as by legerdemain, and a

tall, stately black figure, followed by a tall, slender white

figure, had risen from the bowels of the earth. The Mother-

Siperior, taking in the situation and the need of ;« at

a dance, called a brief order down the ladder stairway,

and went swiftly over to Saxham, whippmg a blue apron

out of a big pocket, tying it about her and P"ll«g »«
^

pair of sleeves of the same stuff as she went. Lynette

turned to take the basin of hot water that the arm of

Sister Tobias extended from below, and the jaws of

W. Keyse snapped together. Until he twigged the bronze-

red coils of hair under the broad, rough straw hat, he had

thouzht . . . Crippa

!

. , vi

We know how the dancing, provokmg mischievous blue

eves and adorable wrist-thick golden pigtail of Greta du

Taine dwelt in his love-stricken remembrance. Her

worshipped image had got a little rubbed and dimmish of

late to be sure, but breathe on the colours, and you sa^v

them come out clear, and oh ! bewildermgly lovely.

BiUv Keyse had never even beheld the enchantress Binct^

that never-to-be-forgotten morning when he had seen her

pass at the head of the serpentine procession of pupils,

slowly winding across the Market Square. But he knew

she Jas stiU il Gueldersdorp. He felt her, for one thmg.

We know that in his case Love's clairvoyant mstmct had
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got Its nightcap on. We saw Greta depart on the trainbound North and branch oflF East for the Du Taine home-
stead near Johannesburg. But if she were not in Guelders-
dorp why did the left breast-pocket of the now soiled and
heavily.patched khaki tunic bulge so ? There were six
^tters mside there, tied up with a frayed bit of blue ribbon.
Hers ? Strewth, they were ! And each what you might
call a Regular One- r of a love-letter. Never mind the
paper bemg thumb-marked as well as cheaply inferior
one caiinot expect all the refinements of civilisation in a
beleaguered town. It was the spelling that-althoueh
we know W. Keyse to be no cold orthographist-occasion-
ally gave him pause as he perused and re-perused the
greasy but passionate page. And why did she sign herself
* are Au- ? The sense of ingratitude pierced him even

as he wondered. Why shouldn't she if she chose « What
a proper beast he waa to grumble ! Him, that ought to
be proud of her demeaning herself to stoop to a young chapma lower station, so to call. And her a Regular SwellHe hugg^ the letters against him with the arm belongine
to the hand that held the concertina. Beloved missives
where was the worshipped writer now? Sitting bv a
tapestry.frame, for he could not imagine her peeling
potatoes, do^™ m the Convent bombproof, dreaming of
him, weepmg over his last letter, or blushfully aware of
his vicimty, panting at the bottom of the ladder, listening
for the beloved accents of the man who . . . Hold hard
though

!
she had never hoard the voice of W Kevse •

or ho hers for that matter, but he would have recognised
It among a thousand. He had told her so, writing withmk pencil, of the kind that when sucked in moments „f
torgetfulness tastes peculiarly horrible, and tinges tlie
saliva with violet, at spare moments in the trench A
phlegmatic Chinaman acted as Love's postman, handingm the envelopes that wero addressed to Mr. W Keyse
j-'squer, m caUgraphy that began in the top left-hand
'(.rner, and trickled gradually down into the right-hand
bottom one Pumping the Celestial wa.s no use. Johnrow sabeed on y that a fair foreign devil gave the onemmsive, with a tikkie for delivery, and 'spose one time Towmakee plenty good walkee back with anulla paper some
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pidgin bime-bye oatohee more tikkie. If walkee back no

paper, too muohee John oatohee hellee, reaping only re-

proaoheg and no tikkie at all.
_i iu

Judge how the heart of W. Keyse bumped against the

concertina when the slender vision in the holland skirt

and white blouse and broad straw hat appeared from under-

ground. It was not she, though, Queen of heroic thougnte,

inspirer of deeds of daring yet to be done, who followed

the Mother-Superior.

It was the loveliest girl Beauvayse had ever seen, or ever

would see. The girl who had stood up in defence of three

nuns against a threatening gang of rowdy Tran8vaaler8^

one day in the Recreation Ground,—the girl who had passed

as the Staff dismounted at the Hospital gate on the day of

appropriation. The Mayor had had no chance of fulffllmg

his promUe of an introduction. The Mayor's wile, with her

two chUdren, waa an inmate of the Women s^Laager.

But ot la«t the kind little genii that deal with happenings

and chances had brought Beauvayse and his divmity face

to face. Now she rose out of the Convent dug-out, in the

waste that had been the railway-official's front-garden

Uke a fak white Psyche-statue, delivered in the course of

some convulsion of Nature from the matrix of the earth.

And she las even more exquisite than his remembrance

of her, even more ...

Beauvayse descended abruptly from an empyreanflight

of poetic imagery to remember his torn and soiled silk

polo shirt with its rolled-up sleeves, his earth-stamed

cords, girt with a belt of vari-ooloured webbing, his muddy

leather leggings and boots with their caked and dusty

spurs, telling of hard service and unresting activity.

But he looked radiantly handsome as he leapt to thi<

ground and came forward, his tall athletic figure, tramcd

by arduG is toU and incessant work until the last super-

fluous ounce of flesh had vanished, looking the personifica-

tion of manliness, his tanned face, stUl clean-shaven sav<>

for the slight fair moustache, one to set any maiden dreain-

ing of its straight clean-cut features and lazy, long-shaped

grey-green eyes. The wide felt hat he touched in salute Kat

with a jauntv air on the close-cropped golden head. Here

was a gallant, heartsome vision to greet Lynette, steppmi:
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^JlZi^}"^"^^^-
^"' ^^"^ ""''" *°^W. ^''ere fire belched

head, or hit the ground near your feet, sendinc up Mobushy columns and spirts of dust.
^

K-IJ* J?°t'^.""'"' °°^ carbolised, pWged andbandaged by Saxham's dexterous hands took fK' *^i

::d:^e'i^r"'°^r?'^"'"'^'^^^^^^^and the Doctor m a left-handed salute distrih„t^Ji 1 ^•
wfak among his comrades, counselled w"StX!2whisper to go tender on the off-side G of tCw, !

poOKet. But you re spoiling us. Hot water i«n'f -T^

n?rfdr"i^' 'r^'f'^'"'^^- -d-^d won'TyoTi^nHe reddened to the fair untanned skin upon his temnl«

SfMotht' "^'T'.*"
••.\-t~duced toTissMiS "

.„n^
Mother compUed with his request, smiling indulgently. She had known and loved thb bnVl,? ^„

'

mother in her early married days The Da k Roae^ofIreland and the White Rose of Devon a noted W .jWmonger had dubbed them, seeLgthem t gethertthe la«Ti one Ascot Cup Day their Lhf H,o,, ,

d^icate ribbons whip-whfppinT^^^^^^^
"ory-skinn^l, jetty-loeked Celtic beauty and blue ev.^flaxen-locked Saxon fairness in charming confidentiaiuxtaposition under one lace sunshade, lif;i ^Uh ^hahas been the last new fashionable colour unde tu^ntv

rT'^Z'J^"''^ ""'y *''* y«*'- *hey called ul,t to f

r„""^« the Cup. Who shall dare say that he waTno

17
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wanderinK thoughts, and turned them to the One Lover

who neTef betrays His chosen. And her rapt eye* look.np

S seemed to pierce beyond the A-'^^R
f^y^-^"'* ^v

heiid She forgot all else, suddenly snatched from earthl>

consciousness to beatific realisation of the Divme

There had been for some mmutes now a lull m th.

bombardment from the ridges. :i'l"' /"""^y "
'^"^^J^J

silent a space, and the hot batt> rirs of hara«Rrd Guilders-

dorp matched a brief respite while Boers gathered for th..

S^clock coffee-drinking round
^^%^^^^'>J^^^\

fires of dried dung and tindery bush. Nmv and then a

rifle cracked, and a bullet sang past or whitted m the du t

But comparative peace brooded over the shattered hamlrt

of wrecked homes and ploughed-«p, littered roads, and

raw eartfc v-irks blistering in the pitiless sun

"Miss Mildare." Beauvayse was speakmg in thm

pleasant, boyish voice of hi., standing close to Lynett.

.

&1 head bending for a glimpse of the -X-'' f
8"^™

hazel, that were shaded by the broad^ rough straw h.,t

"if you knew how I've waited for this. Isearly se,n.

weeks since one day in early October, when I saw yon or

the Recreation Ground, where some brut.s were annoy. i,,-

vou and a dav or so Infr you went by the Hospital n.

i rode up with the Chief. But, of course, vou don t .

.

-

member?" His eyes begged her to say she did.

"
I remember quite well," It was the voice he h,..

imagined for her-low, and round, and clear with just «n

undemote of plaintiveness matching the "^''"1 "''r";"'
;

'

her eyes. At the first sound of it a shudder of e> (p. lit

delight went through him, os though she had touel;. i

him with her slender white, bare hand on the naked hrjMst.

" Thank vou for not quite forgetting. You don t ki".»

what it meins to me. being kept in mind by you

"
I do not know that I kept you in mmd.

^

There ^^"-

a touch of girlish dignity in her utterance. I only -n.

that I remembered quite well."

He bent his head nearer, and lowered his pleasant >• -

to » coaxing, confidential tone.

" You'll think me a presumptuous kind of felio v for

talking like this, •^'-^^S'^^^^^t
"ircumstancos art* Bxceptioniu, A-.,m i.i .t
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up away from the big world outside in a little world of our

the women hero: a shrapnel bullet or a shcll-solintermight stop me before another hour goes by from ever

w^n7TM^^f ^ r '"" ^°^ ""^^^ "" ^-l had got io bo^aM-wha I d r«k a dozen lives, if I had -.m, to get the oppor-tumty of saymg to you." Hi., hot eagerness frig Zed
^liden^^ee'^sZrfrorS ^"^^-"•' ^^ "^^ '-'^^

of tl brotherr" "^"^T ^^'^'' '"^ K°"« i" ^-archOf the Mother-S..penor, with whom Saxham was nowiscussmg the nuns- idea of utilising the CnvJnt asa
havrtr'^S^'T"*'- ^" """thor^instant .she wo ,M

thought of you and dreamed of you since I saw you ' Ifyou could only understand how I shall think of you now

-

e to feeTa^""'^ Tf* 'r' ''^^^""y- ""-'v strange it

LtJr u-
""^ f';^''"g

' His voice was a tremulous

snaaow of the wide-Drimmed felt hat. "And if I dieo-day, It won't end there. I shall think of y^„ and longMr you, and «orshiii y„„ ^,herever I am '" ^
Oh, why do you talk to me like this «"

Lynetto's whisper was as tremulous as Ueanvavse's own

in..t.,nt, and found jt good to look upon. Men voun.^ andnot undesirable, had tried to make lo^e to he" "efo"a -lances and parties and picnics to which she had b^nhaporoned l^- Ihe Jfayor's wife. But the first hot glanlthe hrst word tl,,,t carried the vibration of a pas^onat";

(i, , , ? ^''! "TP'l '''^ "'"''>''' '"ken flight at the

perhaps I'm what the Scotch call ' fev.' vleJt H 'hCd'— in ,„e. anyhow. And you have set it on fire i th'Sk
17—2
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_st«rted it boiling and racing and leaping m >^y
vemB

ianTwoman ever did before. You slender white witch

!

"u fay of mist and moonlight, you've woven a spell^ and

l^gl my soul in it. and nothing in Lrf« o' «> »«".">

^fefer l^se me again." His tone changed, became m-

SrTiJlv caressing "How sweet and dear you are to be

"Lnt with me, while I'm sending «be Convcntionahties

to the rightabout and terrifying the Proprieties. Forgive

me. Miss Mildare." . . ,

The pleading in his face was exquisite. She fe^a« a

bee might feel drowning in honey, ««
«''«/"f^*'''f,J^

^tr&igers together upon the silver buckle of the brown

leather belt she wore, and said confusedly :

_^

"I . I beUeve I ought to be very angry with you.

His' whisper touched her ear like a kiss, and set her

trembling.
" But you're not ?"

She~^ught her breath as he came nearer. There was

a frSrancf from him-a perfume of youth and health and

Sty-that was powerful, heady, intoxicatmg as th«

fost warm, flower-scented wind of Spring, blowmg do«n

r mountan-kloof from the high ranges^ Her white-

Lrcheoks took sudden warmth of hue, and hen"''"'f
^^

quiver«i. A faint, mysterious smile dawned upon lor

lipa Something of the old terror was upon her still, and

Yet—it was delicious to bo afraid of him .

'^ Say that you aren't angry with me tor bemg so th, n-

deringiy presumptuous. Please be kind to me and say it

HefUps began to utter disjointed phrases. ' What can

it mattef really ? . . . Oh, very well, then ... it my say.ng

so is of such . . . importance. ...

"More important than .anythmg m the -norld .

'^'''' Ve^y well, then, I am not angry-not furiously s,

least
" The bud of a smile repressed pouted her lips.

-And," he begged,
;;

you'll let what I've .said to yo.

our secret ? Promise."
" Very well." „
" You sweetest, kindest, loveliest

" Please don't," she entreated.

he

W
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" T. '^^^i.^ "f^ "^"^ y°'"' Christian name ?" he persiat«l

,^\Xt^.l7::^'^'
^ ''" -'-''' -^ -'^^^

toSr'^'^V^* "."^^^
J*P*"™- "P^'^^"*! The last

TlTni: ,T''^^''^°'
°f ^^^ ™»«. or say the dewdrop on itBy Gfeorge, I'm in earnest !" ^

f
He had spoken incautious!v Innrf 4 ™»*-

addressing Um pulled his head round
^"^^'^ '""=•'

Lord Boauvayse ..."

^.!P'^^ y"" ^P^^^ *° me. Doctor » As I was si„rin„ nr-S"•Ltr' ""•;-'^"^^ the^b,i:r^:«i
Awia."

'"'' ""' '"" '^'' '^ """^^ «f South

^„V'^ ^^^''/°'? ^P"'''' *° ^'^ "g"'"- He looked round

BoctrsriSrir
'

'^^' '"' -^^"^ - "--^ ^'--
"'^

^^' You may not be aware that your men are drawing

It was undeniable fact. The bullets had' begun to iiitthe ground under the horses' bellies, spirting ht^columnsof dust and flattening against the stones. CoffeedSewas over m the enemy's trenches, and the businessTfiS?day had begun again. Beau.ayse bade the Ss lodmormng, and s^v,lng himself into the saddle
^

nn„ " '^r^' ^' ^^^^^"'- Pl««« g«t under cover atonce The proprietorship in the tone stung Saxhim towmcmg. Good-morning, ma'am," he cried ?o the MorherSupers, "we know you ignore bullets. So long Doctor

W^Kevte^'n"^- *r°f'' 'P™°8 *° '''«^* attention,w. Keyse, pensively bormg the sandy earth with thepneumatic auger of imagination, in search of thf loved

cal f^Zt '"
T^"^'' '^' ^""^^"t bomb. proof wasre

kn w th°e thtn^t? '^ *''•' ™^t'y-uttered command andKnew the thrill of hero-worsh p as Eeanvvsn tu, .

» lightly-clenehed hand, an'd The^^r^ '':ZZ'he signal, broke mto a trot. The hot dust scurri^^fthe horses' retreating heels. Corporal Key.s. t^dg^
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8tauaohly in their wake with his five Town Guardsmon,

became ghoatlike, c-voloped in an African replica ol the

ginger-coloured type of London fog. And the Mother-

Superior looked at her well worn watch.
" My child, we must be moving if you are coming with me

to the Women's Laager. I am nearly an hour late au it ia."

" I am ready. Mother dear."

Lyni'tto's oyos came back nam following that dtist-

cloud in the distance to meet i.i hungry, jealous fires

of Saxham's gaze.

Ho had soon Beauvayse's ; i^nt look, and her shy

heart's first leaf unfolded in t j answering blush, and a

spasm of intolerable anger gripped him as he saw. He

turned away silently, cursing his own folly, and unhitched

his horse's bridle fn>m the broken gatepost. With the act

a crowd rose up before Lynette and a frightened horse

reared, threatening to fall upon three women who were

hurrying along the sidewalk outside the Hospital, and

a heavy-shouldered, black-haired man in shabby white

drills stepped out of the throng and seized the flying

bridoon-rein, and wrenched the brute down. She recog-

nised the horse and the man again, and exclaimed :

" Why . . . Mother, don't you remember the rearing

horse outside the Hospital that day in October i It was

Dr. Saxham who caught him, and saved us from getting

hurt."
" And we never even thanked you." The Mother-

Superior turned to Saxham with outstretched hand and the

smile that made her grave face beautiful. " What you

must have thought ! . .
."

" 1 looked for the person who had been so prompt, but

you had vanished—where, nobody seemed to know,'

Lynette told him with her clear eyes on the stern, squaro

face. " And then a man in the crowd called out, ' It's tins

Dop Doctor !' And I thought what an odd nickname !..."'

.She broke off in dismay. Saxham had become livid. His

grim Jaws clamped themselves together, an i the blue oyia

grow hard as stone. One instant he stood immovable,

the Waler's bridle on his left arm, his right hand clenched

upon the old hunting-crop. Then he said very coldly and

distinctly :
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raithKSr;^^'!!^"- -''— Bu, at a„y

tho^rent of th'°'"
*^ Staff headquarters sounded, dro„ ni„«

In^, rV force wvisiblo, lie »avv her safe, caught ^ he

..he,rLTL^'" ^^y "'" *'""^«' protested, though her

" Oh, Mother, who . . . v"

bhiJ^it
^ ^'"'!" ""ardsiuan," Saxham answered, his cold

S ^wTh"^ "" wild frightened gaze of 'the pafa

ill „
H«*uvayse and the Irregulars got off scotta-e He.ere„d Mother, do not think of oo.ai,"'. pZJgo on to the vVouion's Laacsr r w-ill = * ^u '^,,

man. and follow by-^nd-bT^'
'" ""' "'"""'''^'^
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Death made harvMt every day. They kissed each other

before they started, and again Saxham thought of Ruth

and Naomi. If Ruth had been only one half as lovely as

this Convent-grown lily, Boaz was decidedly a lucky man.

But he had been a respectable, sober, steady-going farmer,

and not a man of thirty-six without a ten-pound note in

the world, with a blighted career to regret, and five years

of drunken wastrelhood to be ashamed of. And yet . . .

the drunlicn wastrel had been a man of mark once, and

earned his thousands. And the success that had been

achieved, and lost, could be rewon, and the career that had

been pursued .ind abandoned could be his—Saxham s—
again. And what were his publishers doing with those

accumulated royalties ? For he knew from Taggart and

McFadyon that his books still sold.

" The Past is done with," he said aloud. " Why should

not the Future be fair V
And yet ho had nearly yielded to the impulse to own

to those degraded years, and claim the nickname they had

earned him,and take her loathing and contempt in exchange.

What sudden madness had possessed him, akin to that

unaccountable, overmastering surge of emotion that he had

known just now when ho saw her tears 1

We know the name of the divine madness, but we kiow

not why it comes. Suddenly, after long years, in a crowded

place or in a solitude where two are, it is upon you or upon

me. The blood is changed to strange, ethereal ichor,

the pulse beats a tune that is as old as the Earth itself, but

yet eternally new. Every breath we draw is rapture,

every stop wo take leads us ot.e v-ivy. One voice calls

through all the voices, one hand bd< kons whether it will >ir

no, and wo follow because we must. With the AtlantK'

rolling between us I can feel your heart beat against mine,

and your lips breathe into me your soul. The Ugbt that

was upon your face, the look that waa in your eyes as you

gave the unforgettable, immemorial kiss, the clasp of your

hands, the rising and falling of your bosom, like a wave

beneath a sea-bird, like a sea-bird above a wave, shall be

with me always, even to the end of time and beyond it.

For there are many loves, but one Love.
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XXX
A LONo-usooED, thiwiish officer, riding a khaki-coloured
bioyoleoveradusty gtreteh of shrapnol-rSced ground ca"r^uig a ndmg-whip tucked under his arm and wearing »Z|jaok-spws, mighthave been considered a laughter proTkir<r

He got off his metal steed amongst the zipping bulleteand came over to the little group of Town GuardJThat " eregathered round Saxham, who had just ridden up ^d

1 11 tell you in a moment, sir."

.J'"' ^'J'^-^^^^^
k'wki jacket was torn down the leftSide and drenched with ominous red. A little pool of thesame CO our had gathered under the sufferer ^

He looks gassly, don't him ?" muttered one of the TownGuardsmen, the Swiss baker who was not SwiL
Makes plenty of noise," said the County Court clerkhypercntically, " for a dying man."

" Oh Lord ! oh Lord !"

least to the possession of an uninjured diaphraem ashaxham begun to cut away the jacket
"PO'^^g"'. «>

'Oh, come now!" said a brisk, pleasant, incisive voice

" You remember me, Colonel «"

inSv^'^Zt'uT''"^.
"y"' '°"^'* "P ^' *he Chief appeal-

h!; Ji,?'''
*'''' Saze of those oyster-orbs beforeHe recogmsed Alderman lirooker, proprietor of thegrocervstores m Market Square, victim of the outrage pernftrated

^oZ:!^:' ""^ '""^^"^ °" '^ '^-'"^ m^So^arst

Jid'e^eTrorate S'^'^ ^ '^" '^ '" «« ^^^'^ '^-

11.
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" You can tell my country, sir, that 1 (lied uillingly,"

panted the moribund.
" With pleasure, when you're dead. But you're not yet,

you know, Brooker." His keen glance was following the

run of the Doctor's surgical scissors through the brown stuff

and revelling in discovery. And Saxham's set, square face

and stern eyes wore for once all aliglit with laugliter. The

dying man went on :

" It's a privilege, sir, an inestimable privilege, to have

shed one's blood in a great cause."
•* It is, Mr. Brooker, but this is different stuff." His

keen face wrinltled with amusement as he sniffed, and

dipped a finger in the crimson puddle. " Too sticky."

He put the finger to his tongue
—

" and too sweet. Show

him the bottle, Saxham."

The Doctor, imperturbably grave, held forth at the end

of the scissors the ripped-up ruins of a small-sized india-

rubber hot-water bottle, a ductile vessel that, buttoned

inside the khaki tunic, had adapted itself not uncomfortably

to the still existing rotundities of the Alderman's figure.

A hy»na-yell of laughter broke from each of the crowding

heads. Brooker's face assumed the hue of the scarlet

flannel chest-protector exposed by the ruthless steel.

" What the—what the ?" he stuttered.

" Yes, that's the question. What the devil was inside it,

Brooker, when the shell-splinter hit you in the tummy and

t saved your life ? Stand him on his legs, men ; he's as

right as rain. Now, Brooker I"

Brooker, without volition, aasumod the perpendicular,

and began to babble :

" To tell the truth, sir, it was loquat syrup. Very

soothing to the chest, and, upon my honour, perfectly

wholesome. Mrs. Brooker makes it regularly every year,

and we sell a twenty-gallon barrel over the counter,

besides what we keep for ourselves. And if I am to bo

exposed to mockery when Providence has snatched mo

from the verge of the grave ..."

" Not a watery grave, Brooker," came from the Chief,

with an irrepressible chuckle—'' a syrupy one. And —
have I your word of honour that this is a non-alcoholic

beverage ?"

t^^SMP
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constitutionally lUW tt^ir^'T'lld"' H
'"' "y"''''

then a comfort sir
" • • 1—I find a drop now and

be a little W Vir'" i'n'''tlt'lT'"'° '"i'^^'^'
" *''<^^« -^^^^

counting-house ' '"'P' ""'*''' "'« 'l^'k in the

VoumTSrotchmv^"t%" -^ ^^«™-"* ^to-
more lightly Ts far i^^^r

"' ''
= /°" " =«^**i°'y °le"P

outside of you than oT.. T """• "
*"f

''*'^" '""^0 useful

this town de^lds 1 th'
' 7T '?• :'^°<l-tl'e safety of

man the trenches 1 tlTl '""^^ " *''" defenders who
than no man to r^e " "^ "'*" '"''"°'' " g"° '^ »-o««

teeltlLt" A^finent iftV^'^r T " «"»"" "1'- -
and example Whrmln '"'" ^ f^"™^' ''y P^««'-'Pt

liquor. But as h^nl as fT
'"''° ','"'-''" ^rink'stro^

men, they can be ^sted nof f, ""*
u""'-"^"

""^^ ''"'t^

Those I find unlruX^rfhv T
*? '',''''" ^^"^''^ "" d"ty.

bo dealt with rJorouX ^,
l™"'"^

"^T":
'""^ ''^"^ ^"^'

Youlookasif vouc^d Vn •
^T*«™tand me, Brooker ?

thankful for it Xat nnfh^ V^ ^^ * "^°* «1"«at- Be
come of it L porl f^in * " "^^'^^ "^"^ *'"' "^s has
duty."

^'^P°'-«J. faU m your men, and get to your

susdiatero'^kt'tv.r^' t'^^"^ ^^^'"P"'' "" "^« Po-

stern face ofThe ChiW hfr^ "* "'^'"' ^*^"- '''h«° the

in thete'sh-how'^d r"
'' *'" ,!!''''^''' °^ «« ' ^artaglia

Those pathetioy^er eves' r^'**
'"^^ T"^^'^ ''' '"^ '

comic nose and fhfiZ.'
'•"^'.™"°d, flabby face, that

quaverinii, reolint offth T ™'"' ."'"^ '*•« sentimental

He Wiped hi; brSinf eyes'"" Since tf?^
^''"."''-

" "
''

.^"-.td rs;. rinihr=pr h^^^
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f-i

most admirably unconscious humbug I've ever yet met.
Sands his sugar and brown-papers his teas philanthropi-
oally, for the good of the public, and denounces men who put
in Old Squareface and whisky-pegs, as he fuddles himself
with his loquat brandy after shop hours in the sitting-room
back of the store. But let us hd thankful that Providence
has sent Brooker on a special mission to play Pantaloon
in this grimmish little interlude of ours. For we'll want
every scrap of Comic Relief we can get by-and-by, Saxham,
if the other one doesn't turn up—say by the middle of
January."

" I understand, sir." Saxham, to whom t'na man's face
was as a book well loved, read in it that the Commissariat
was caving. " There has been another Boer cattle-raid ?"

The face thf "^ was turned to his own in reply had suddenly
grown deeply r a and haggard. " There has been a lot
of cattle-shool.ng. Lobbing shrapnel at grazing cows was
always quite a favourite game with Brounckers. But his
gunners hit oftener than they used to. And the Govern-
ment forage won't hold out for ever." He patted the
brown Waler, who pricked his sagacious ears and threw up
his handsome bluntish head in acknowledgment of his
master's caress. " Presently we shall be killing our mounts
to save their lives—and ours. Oats and horseflesh will
keep life in men—and in children and women. . . . The
devil of it is, Saxham, that theie are such a lot of women."

" And seventy-five out of a hundred of them stayed out
of pure curiosity," came grimly from Saxham.

" To see what a siege would be like. Well, poor souls,
they know now ! You were going over to the Women's
Laager. I'll walk with you, and say my say as I go. I'm
on my way to Nordenfeldt Fort West. Something has gone
wrong with the telephone-wire between there and Staff
headquarters, and I can't get anything through but
Volapuk or Esperanto. And those happen to be two of the
languages I haven't studied." The dry, humorous smile
curved the reddish-brown moustache again. The pleasant
little whistle stirred the short-clipped hairs of it as the two
men turned in the direction of the Women's Laager, over
which the Red-cross flag was fluttering, and where the
spider with the little Boer mare, picking at tbo scanty grass.

I ! ji

^ -ma,-
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waited outside the earthttorks S„.i
travel so far. They were Zf^n

.^''•^'""» " "ys did not
and a less tall and more sllndernvr« " *"" '"'«"' ««""
this time half,,ay uTn tho^. L^'m'*^

^,e"^« ""at were by
patch of veld bare^r) r T'IT ^""^^^ across the
ploughed by shrapnel MXt^'^ '''"'^'' «'-• »d
had reaped his harvest day by d^J"

'"™"'« "''«"=<' »oath

without"' c^ommenld'v''
"°'"^° "« "'-Mn't have done

beside saxh:m"i:rirr^^^^^^^ -"^^ 4°oi:

war^Mss'ffiE^r-S^P--." Saxham sai.i, "with her

my'itnior&twarLmo^-"-''^-^- ''"-
to Miss Mildare-is that I h«i f ^°' ' introduction
though at the out^;t ofaffairs r""' ^"^ Z °"« '"y^^"'
lady under rather t.^Lf cTrem

'

T'""'^ "l"
^•''""g

showed plenty of pluck I ih.^?X. r"u ?' "^ '^"''"'^ «he
Well, it"^ was^ one morninV ,°:'^fK

^ i^ '"''l ^o"- No ?

The School was ourwTL a tl of""''"'""
^"''^^•

and some Dutch loafers m^be^ th m thTt
"'/^*'-8«'

hands on the Sisters—and 1VT;«! mij "'^^**''"^^ '" lay
-head up, eyes brzingf sl^m ^^'''"Y*"'"' "P ^ defenof
ready to sprin^g. .WBt„:tyse:r^;^hTe'-^^^^^^^then has been dead-set uiion^^l^^'""''''^'"' since

Saxham's blood wa.med to^he""? ^^ ^«<l"«i°tance."
and his tone was norpWnt '' I n^",'

p'"' ^"* •>« ^^'

Of re^aiSn. "^ 't^tlf^Sr-" Ter ^^^°—
eyes were wrinkled at the cornerL^aH .teT'""''

"^^^^

have been geese, some of 'em the slble kL ''
"'

'
'"^"^

eaSpSd^Si.- :S^ ^^. that in this

beL\?sMe",^al"'.V-/f -^1^^'--* httle tune
being shutjup herout oUheTafof'S'^^ ^^^"^^^-

'l^nenf'r^ \° ^"r"" ^ GueilersdlTr

'

on.'''ThfiL\ttstr'rctT«"^ i'^'r *° -p^^^'-"«

^-i-e. " Kone of^^t^t^l^t^^^

'mw^ '
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for him, buzz round him like wasps about •' honey-bowl,
I've developed muscle getting the boy out of amatory
scrapes, «ith the Society octopus, with the Garrison
huabnnd-huntcr. with the professional man-eater, theatrical

or music-hall ; and the latest, most inexpressible She, is

always the loveliest woman in the world. Queer world !"

" A damned queer world !" agreed Saxham.
" I'd prefer to call it a blessed ((ueer one, because, with

all its chaotic, wdtering incongruities—there's a CarlyleiVni
for you—1 love it ! I couldn't live without loving it and
laughing at :^. any more than Beauvayse could get on
minus an affair of the heart. Ah, yes, that amatory lyre
of his is an uncommonly adaptable instrument. I've
known it thrummed to the praises of a middle-aged Duehes,<
—quite a beauty still, even by daylight, with her thne
veils on, and an Operatic soprano, with a mascot cockatoo,
not to mention a round dozen of frisky matrons of the kind
that exploit nice boys. Just before we came out, it could
play nothing but that famous song-and-dance tune tliat

London went mad over at the Jollity in June—is raving
over still, I believe ! Can't give you the exact title of the
thing, but 'Darling, Will You Jfect Me In The Centre Of
The Circle That The L-melicht Makes Upon The Floor.

Tiddle-e-yum ?' would raitt the case. We have Musical
Comedy now in place of what used to be Burlesque in

your London days, Saxham, with a Leading Lady instead
of a Principal Boy, and a Chorus in long skirts."

Saxham admitted with a cynical twitch of the mouth :

" There's nothing so short as a long skirt—properly
managed."

" You're right. And Lcssie Lavigne and the rest of the
nimble sisterhood devote their gifts—Thespian and Terp-
sichorean—to demonstrating the fact. Oh, damned
cowardly hounds !" The voice jarred and clanged with
irrepressible anger. "Saxham, can't you sec? Brounc
kcr's sharpshooters are sniping at the women—the Sist( r

of ?,Iercy and the girl !"j

His glance^ as well as Saxham's, had followed the tall

black figure and the slender white figure on their journe \

through Death's harvest-field. But his trained eye haci

been first to see the little jets and puffs of sickly hot, reddisl
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holdins one another by h.TnndTfh'' "'"'
f"'' ''"''

«aid. «ith dry ,i,„ „„^ „ dS'siXtTt Tt'T'''""-
.;
And «e can do nothinR ?" * **" ^""'' '

Nothinjr ! It's -m f tU ii •

look on at, and « ond r . -"Iln T ",
""'" '

'"'' «"' '"
Oh, to hav,. tho fplloUs '.H ^'"'f

''ty ''o"»n't intorfore ^

best apiece- cood of..,,; n 7 '
'^"'''' '^"""' "' ^h"

getting'near tL L,1\^^:"'yLZ"'"\ ^'-' they're

But—I wonder fl». r 1 -^ " "°"" ^^ ""< 't cover
that ufferf^attLf'^M"''"'*'" *" ™'^ '''^ -"' '"""' -

ombrasu're in thVtthw .^/rfZ bTTi^.f '

, "'T"«
'^'

do™ j?:n..s„.:;:::;'i^he':'"'/''™ '«"''^^" ''-«k-«
-to avert even rorso,vis r"f^ ''""'*'°"- ^"''
danger. There .a;rch,;;e:LL''r"^,^tt''^^ ^""'^ "^

l.adglane;.d back, and «'a ''.d ifs h
w,""*" /^^"

^''*" %"•'•

^Joii^S-^jr-
------"^^^:^

opac^r" 'ifro/t: "r *'"
t'"'"''*^

^" ^'i^"

«ith a sudden rush of dark Z7''' '^trT T" "y*"^

'^->k at it, but said as a bnlVt In

'

"'""''' ^''^ "ot
"-t. and flattened•int^aSv-l^f.XV '*""'' '""'^ '^''

'^-nt Nia, himself ::„ d haU Z:f^ T '' "' •''""''"

•Saxham answered :

"
' " °'"''- ^'''to"
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" And, take, it from mo, you will livo to laugh iigaiii and

again," said the Kindly voice, " at the man who took it

for granted that everything was over, and did not set to

work by dawn of the next day building up tlio hall greater

than before. Those old Vikings did, ' and earh time the

high seat was dight mori^ splendidly, and the hangings of

the closed beds woven more fair.' I'hey never knew
when they were beatcm, tho.se grand old fellows, and so it

came about that they never were. Hy the way, I have
something hero that concerns you."

" Concerns me ?"

" I think I may say, nearly concerns you. A para-

graph in this copy of the Cape Town Mercury, which, by
the way, is three weeks old."

k rubbed and shabby newspaper, folded small, came out

of the baggy breast-pocket of the khaki jacket. Saxhani
received it with visible annoyance.

" Some belated notice of one of my books." The scowl

with which he surveyed the paper testified to a strong

desire to pitch it to the winds.

"Not a bit of it. It's an advertisement inserted V)y

a London firm of solicitors—Donkin, Donkin, and Judtl.

Lincoln's Inn. Possibly you are acquainted with Donkin.

if not with Judd ?"

" They are the solicitor.? for the trustees of my mother's

property, sir. I heard from them three years ago, when
I was at Diamond Town. Tliey returned my last letter

to lior, and told me of her death."
" They state in tuc usual formula that it will be to your

advantage to communicate v.ith them. May I, as a friend,

urge on you the necessity of doing so ?"

Saxham's grim mouth shut close. His eyes brooded
sullenly.

" I will think it over, sir."

" You haven't much time. A despatoh-ruraier from

Koodoosvaal got through the enemy's lines last night witli

some letters and this paper. No, no word of the Belief

His verbal news was practically nil. He goes out at

midnight with some cipher jiessages. And, if you will

let me have your reply to the advertisement with the

returned paper by eleven at latest, I will see that it is sent."
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Till' lut(ii)

L'T.'J

|.i'ri.i.,pt„rv timo Nottcnui - l.,r,ini,. i>„i .s,.,i«iv,.

'"Hiding tan t I... rf„nc witliout ,w,m,y. And- it „ec,i..to mo that this may bo «„„.. ,,u,..sti„„ of a1™ '•

My father -vas not a walthy man," Saxham HaidHe fiayo me a costly education, and later advu k"uC
upon the undor-standirif,' that I uas to .-Kiieet no .,„, f

'

;;.".
and that the h„„< of his prop.rty.tlu "^^Z'Z,"fa sum left as provision for niv mother, «liould b.\m

nr^Z'" "v
'"'"''" """ '"^ "''^'^' '^ '" ^'"-'^ '--S

fa conscWable .„come from my p,ofes.sion, and my
n 1 n . h"^'"';

'"" '•i'-™'"^'""- altered fur he woi^c^I..U^endently o the provision he mad,, for her nv^

Viuth VValos, l,rmgmg m, when tlie house is let about a

1". through those aolicitors, that «he had ehan^'od her

.^mything she possessed to my brother's son, 'a child

f^^ y;;;rs old""

" "'"" "'" ''^-^'^'^ "-'*' - '->' ''- -'-"^

" A later will may have been found. If 1 have auv
.nfluenoe w,th you, Saxham, 1 would use it in urging Zto reply to the advertisement." * •*

Haxhatn agreed unwillingly ;
" Very well

"

The otlier knew the point gain,-d, and adroitly changed
e conversation, It grow severely teehnioal, bristlhig '

uth seientiic terms, dealing eluedy with food- valuesUo b,ae.c e ,ud cleared from Saxham's forehead as hetu ed on the. energy foels, an.l settled the minimum of

,ni ' l^^'.-T : ^-"^ '^"''*"' ""'^^"^^ary to keep ther.unaee of Lite burning in the human bod v.
Milk, that |)reeious lluid, could henjefo.'th

) invalids and children. Vli

only be give

aad A
igated to the list of I

ariiie and jam were severely
uxuries. Sardiuos, tiiiut^l aalm'lon,a 'fican canned goods h vd entirely given out. And

iljir, the stalf of life, was anishing.
' joy of bittlo lightened in their f as tluy talked,

18
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fi>rging w('n|>i>iH that Hluiiild iiiiiki^ imii luiluiing. niiil

Saxliam wnrm«l. His icy arinimr of liahitual Hilonco

melted anil liioke up. Ho became eloijiient, pouring out

his troasuicil projects, su^gi'sting sulmtitutcs for tliis, and
makeshifts for that and tlie other. He was in his ekmint
—ho knew the ground Ik^ tred. He thrust out liis grim

undor-jaw, and hulked with liis heavy sliouldcrs as he talked

to this man who under.stood ; ami eve ry su[iple nu)Vi'nieiil

of his surgeon's hand pointed (jut winie (rish ixpcdiint.

as the siiiging bullets went by or Mhit-» bitted about them
in the dust, and now and then a shell burbt ovir patient

Gueldersdorp.

They partwl at the Women's Laager, and as the khaki

bicycle grew small in the ilistance, Saxliam realised with a

shock that ho whs liai)py, that life had suddenly bic<mie

sweet, and openid out anew before him in a vista, not of

shining promise, but with one golden gleam of ln)pe in it,

to a man freed by the force of Will from the bondage ol

the aceur.sed liquor•thir^t. Freed ! If freed in truth,

why should the sight a;id smell even of Urooker's sticky

loquat-brandy have .set thi' long-denied palates craving '.

Haxham put that question fr<jm him with both liands.

And then he frowned, thinking of that adaptable instru-

ment that had thrummtd an acecmipaniment to the ari:i>

of the Opera soprano, as to the tioeiety drawing-room duds
sung with the frisky mari'ied ladies who likid nice boys.

and had nmdo tinkling nmsic for tlu^ twinkling small fed

and the strident voice of Lissie I.avigiie of the J(illil.\

'J'henti'(s and now must serenade out.siile a CouAcnt-cl ^^i

in beleaguered (iueldersdorp, where the whitest of maiihn

lilies bloomed, tall and pure and .slender and unharniccl,

in a raging tempest of fire and steel and lead.

XXXI

Pray give a thought to the spy, Walt Slabbeits, languishing

in durance vile under the yellow flag. Several times the

first-class, up-to-date, efiective artillery of his countrymi n,

being brought to bear upon the gaol, liad caused the eat)livc

to bound like the pioverbial ijarched pea, and to cwxm
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lit (i-rvvnt till indisrriiiiinatiii,'

with curH<« ii„i ,,„iy |,„|,| I

zo«l of hLs brother jMt.iut.

"no whoso phant a. ..^ ns rtlV"> '" '"'"">' ''""•"
hand of ,orlly from-;,'.''' i^, : ,'^n: rTh'"'-'r*'

''•^' /'"'
»mc-d vigorously al.out tl... .t"Jln t,^ I'n?''''''

'"'''

ifoer. Lottery wcr,, r.r, iv,.,l |,„t , ?7 ' ' ^" '
'l^

"'" >'"""^^'

^'"joying the honpitality of thft^nT'''^ '" ^"'^'"•'^

tion with the obWt of Iw.r.r, r,™ ''"'''''''''''"'''''' "-

cono.al,.dinaplum-n,„Ulm,r
f,,,. -l

''""«"""'' "lissivo

I'ad become ineor ,oX "f h H^^^ r
^

''"" "

omoia^ w^ oMeet:;;t:\;;.;::
';: i:;'^^^:"''^

<' ^ .-"-

female form in a lar;:";^,,™"'''^^^ «'-"- - fair

"^tridgo tii.s ,vere now ,n v "

, h
"''""" ""i'^'t">"

»nd wlu«e (lowers ,"ro« ilt. :r
'^'''"" "''"^'"P".

1." heart, wandered W, 1 :
*'"' "'" '''"—..s of

of bondage, waving a I k hn i

' ,''' '"'' ^^'^'l'-'* I''"'*
and reeogn sed \l / ' "" "'" '''"n'^'- "f '"ing s.on
)u... o/Z'par!'":;!;:'^^:;:;,;;! """'r

'"" ^"'""

"' two troopers of the B S 1
."""''''- "'"' ""«

l^.'ttor. TlieHoadv«nc^.s\v;h'. """n
'" '""'' "^n"""

-u> ringing .niifs o^^::
'J ^ ^'::::,:' it^'"'" r^'""^"« the feminine heart <.omm, ,

""« •"'''""•"^

•solacing.
<<>'>11'"»<'<I, found them strangely

•Slie "ad -ml 'er .mmth's noli,-,. fn„„ ,sist,.,. T >
file mormng following the niL-lit of I T ,

"P""
-- to the account*;.! 1; "^ t-^ £. ™"'^

^ :

""'"^-
"•emly late, and -t an aititate.l .ff f •

^"""'8 "n-
.V- ^vonder, afte. he^^S',''"','"'''''T«',''' <''''<'

took away ?-sho had meeha^ni illV t^'o l'^'';'"
""

f"'^"tm^n m the well-worn formula of Ko^rT, 'f
''*"

to the surprised Sisters that !,' {
""' '""•'''"ning

l-nderground betw^^the EmI: a,fHoad^ "."m"
'"" "" *''"

an' that her sister Hemmalh^eTad K"; b^T""'"'""''qupnee, the second bein-. IooLt'h f., . !
' '" •"""««-

and to leave that pore d"fr n that titf
"

"'T*'''"
^'l

'

at hi, .Social Olub'-was more l^lt;'.":."^''''';''
''-''«

-^migrat) u'l .i ane
18—2
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•ml til.' 'art t.i (In. Sli. rrcivixl h.T dirtini. mhI I" l)i''l,

aiiil tlic iKlvici. til .•Muniii-' Imi- ((.iiwii'iii'" ciiM'tiilly l.ctur.'

iMti. ill" "itii (li'tiiitini-. .nl'iiinatini,' ill im iittacU of whonp

in- lu-t<Ti;i. .Vor uhm k1i.' iv|Miit,iiit, Imt ilrliiinlly cliit..!

I,v~tfi.' l-iioulw|.;.. tluit ii(.l".<i,V IwkI Hic-pt ill tlic Convriit

lliul iiiKlit. imlil :.li.' Iiinl run il.nni. Tlic .•Imnict.iHiipplud

liv SixtcM TciliiMs tip li'T iii'Xt rm|ili>ycr Hprcitii^l tiTiiiiiio-

lir.iiMl in.'xai'tit.idr imiiiiiK I"'' fiiiliiiK». lunilmiril uitli luck

,,ri.,ii.iti.iii,asilf-nmtnii; Init lai.l si ii sh nil all iitrcrtii.imli'

lispiwitiiiii, anil a tmil.'liry l- iiitiTiiiiUi'Iit. atlarks i.|

liai'il \nii'l<.
, ,

Wii^ was HUM , with lirr mw mlatnws ami tlii' kids, piKK'"^'

^-Vnii couldn't call it liothiiilc cl«c, not to be triitlifiil yon

ci.iddii't at the Woimn's J-iUigcr, ulonj? of thciii thin

dlrtv Dutch frow». She icfraiiml from too candid criticism

of her W.ilt's coiiiitrvuniiieii. hut it was proper 'ard all th.

same not to call croe'lv and muel. hv their right names !

I.ani'uisliin); in sccinsiou. weel; and wceU about, cookiii.

scant meal:! of tile ( 'oiiiinissariat beef, moistened with Kra\ ;.

inndo from them patent packets of Consecrated Sou|>.

e.m von wonder that her burden of bitterncMs aKmni

W key,-,e, author of all her wrongs, instrument me -

aeiivciv potential in the jll^:^in^; of her young man, bulk. .<

lan-cr "every <l»y '. She was not one to 'avc the worli! •

VeFiipon 'er without turning like a worm. Xo Kcar, an :

( h-mce it' Her bosom heaved under the soiled two-ai^

eleveniienny peek-a-boo - blowsc " as she registered 1.

eov,- 'I hat there Keyse -the conduct of the faithl.

dr Crei^n appeared almost blonde in eomiilexion btsu

the .sable villainy of the other -'Jliat There Keyse shoii! i

Hue the Day!
How to make him?- -that was the quistion. la-J.

eame the dazzling Hash of iiis).iratioii—but not until tli.y

had met again.

h;he was circulating hnngry-hcarled about the brir -

liUilt case that held her jewel- the man who had held ..i;l

that vista of a home, and called her his good little l!n.:-

,vife to be. We laww it was a mere bait designed to alliiiv

and dazzle—the liocr spy ha<l caught many women vvitli

it beforo Po vou despise her and those others lor I he

picdomininoe of the primal instinct, the Hacrwl passion U,v
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th., mvioloto hearth i N'r.t s.. much th.'v vnmcl „,r the
innn nn for th.. roof-tr..-, whn.s.. r,H,t.s «r.."f « inr.l «l,„„t th.'
HHrt-strinus of th,. riMtiin.l »,„„„„ (|„. s|,n.,„li„,, nift.r-
I'MiMchcs .,f uhirl, sUiU.-, lilll ,l„nnv UnuU.

SIh. ,ii,„iint,n<l tlir tn.il„r, [ nav'. mi.l lur eves .l,„|..l
IMV U,;u'Hlh ,1 lirHtlmj,' pnlisml,. ,,f h,,,, .iirlin...|,iii.^ M,.-
h...l not (1„. h-art i,i tlH.sr ,l„v,H lo fn.,. hv, i,„,,rison,.,l
Ir.^rH 1 1„. villain h»<l ll„. |.,r.shiii.; ,„tv, to „,'o.t h,-r
,1
Hintily toiirhin;; thi> HinashcT hat.
''May Mi-s: '\v.Trts,.,My,.„,i,„.,.„|„„, f,,,„!, hii:k."
Nhi. rcphcl «illi a liii^'in- ,„il| aii.l a vlan, , ,,f i„li„it.-

-corn that sh<- n.aild tnaiMr him nut to tliiolv ; ,m,| il,ai -1„.
i'rarch.,1 Io«. i„t,.,f,.,lH;;, vuL-ar fr ^s us tl». dirt .mmI.t
licr fe^t. So Ihi'rc !

"Cripps !•• M„ «a.: took alau^k. lait not f. the eUt^nt of
• akmR h,.s.,.l oir, «hi<l, l„. o,„l to. •

V„„-r,. fair „m,l
"ith mo, an no .ni..tyk.." I pah, ..y.. uvro nnmis-
takahly Ko,„l.„aturt.d

; (ho lo. , of tl,.. yollow fn-rkhw
MViimpcl n> a fin... nnifonn, hrick-dust ,„lonr. «as an iia-
I'lnvrnicnt, ,sl„. ,.o„l.l not help t!,i„!.;„_-. " li„t I oulv
|li. my duty, Mi.ss. s.-,nu. ,,,. another chap | 'av,.
ad to. Looker..

! C.mc and "av.. a split .'ii. ,ul..
"

Ihn dollcloiis lM.v,.ra.,'.. u .'is tlirc .shilHlirs Mio hotth-
Mu< frowned, hut h...it.,t..d. ll„ p,.rHl.st,.d ; »ho ,.n(h.d hy
?ivniK m. U'(.(.ks and aecka .sln(... .sho had «alkt..l m ith 'a.

,v"unK man! The ]Jutchnmn'.s saloon nas clos<.d an.l
.arncaUcU

;
lt« ovwier h.ai made trades to hi.s Transvaal

Mend.s at the he-i.min;. of the .Hie«e. lint the aromatic-
"cr eel ,ar was one of tho places open. Thev uent in

iiii-re. Oil! the delici ,u.sne,sH of that lir.^it sip of tho
~tiii«nig, h/./,lin« heveraK., ' Ho lifted his nhi.s-. in tli... »av
tliiU she rememhered, and drank a toast.

'Er 'ealth
! If you knew how 1 |,in wnntiu' f. L-it

V.i'l "f er! She s well, isn't she. .Mi.ss > L„nn,ie - the
I .ut Old Knock-out I Kot Mlien f see the Convent stundin'
(.))ty. ... (!one into laajier n.^ar the railwav works
» "-. y"" ave, I know. Safe, if not stric'Iy luxuriouslaa-t git the Kegular Hump when I think of—of a
•\n(,'el like tr 'avin' to live an' ent mi' skep in a-a- in
a ooimn rahhit- ole." [fe .,ighed as he « ipeil the pungent
irotli from his upper Up.

i f h
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" Pity you can't tell 'er so !" The sarcasm would have
its way, but it failed of his great simplicity.

" That's why I bin lookin' out for you." Ho blushed
through the brick-dust hue as ho extracted a fatigued-

looking letter fT-om a baggy left breast-pocket in which it

had sojourned in company with a tobacco-pouch, a pipe
which must not be smoked in the trenches if a man would
prefer to do n ithout a bullet through his brain, a handful of

screws not innocent of lubricating medium, a clasp-knife,

a flat tin box of earbolised vaseline, a First-Aid bandage,
and a ration of broad and cheese wrapped in old newspaper.
The biead was getting deplorable, for even the dusty
seconds flour was fast dribbling out.

" You'll give 'or this, won't you. Miss, and tell her I bin

thinkin' of 'er night and d'y ? Fair live in the trenches

now ; and when I do git stroUin' round the stad, blimme if

I ever see 'er. But she's there—an 'ore's a ticker beatin'

true to 'er." He rapped a little awkwardly upon the

bulging left breast-pocket, " To the bloomin' end, wotever
it may be !"

" Oh, you—silly, you !"

She found him ridiculous and tragic, and so touching all

at once that the gibe ended in a sob. It was not the

stinging effervescence of the gingerade that made her choke
and brought the smarting tears to her eyes. It was envy
of that other girl. And then she noticed, under his left

ej'e, a tiny scar, and she knew how he came by it, and re-

membered what she owed him, and saw that the chance
had come for her revenge. She could pierce the heait

beating under the khaki breast-pocket to its very core witli

three words as easily as she had jabbed his face with her luil-

pin on that never-to-bo-forgotten night. She would ti'll

him that the lady of liis love had gone up to Johaimesbiug
weeks and weeks ago. Oh, but it would be sweet to t-ii'

the duped lover's fsice ! She would give him a bit of liir

mind, too—perhaps tear up the letter.

Then flashed across the murky-black night of her stormy
mind the forked-lightning inspiration of what the real

revenge would be. To take his letter—write him another

back, and yet others, fool him to the top of liis bent, and

presently tell him, tossing at his feet a sheaf of billets.
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"And serve you glad-and no more than your descrvines 'Who put away my Walt «" c»t,rvings .

8co^'uS*:^nH"'".ll""^
""^^ P«^°^"ing herself one

Toh^T. fv,' ^f -P * ""' °"'"^<' '" •^o'- P^^ket. Next dayJohn Tow, the Chmaman, serenely fatalistic, smilindy per-pendioular m felt-soled shoes, aniidst zipping bulletsbrought to the trench a reply, signed " Fare Air"?

nJ T ! Z.^\
Preasent. She was Mutch obblig for hisrfi'tsrt'S

"-''' '- «^^"^ ^^- ^«-

was impossible to deny. But-Cripps !- to be"d abrave man by the owner of the maddening blue eves andthat great thick golden pigtail. The letter went on
'

a Cumfut to mem Trubel. As it is Selldom Fathful Frends

Tn,J-H
*"
J"rV^"?' ^''^"^ '^ *'«^^- «s SteleT Cold b^

a';™ni:ti'''' * "^-
"° ^^'"^"^ ^' ^--^ ''- y^

^ ^ ^ ^ " Fare Aie."

His senses reeled as under pretence uf „,a.,king a sneezehe pressed his burning lips to those osculatory crosses He
ZTJZZ ^^"^"^ ""'T- ''^^^'"g '' Sunday rendezvous

w^?sT ot h ^''^"i "'f
"" ^""^^ H^ "ent there on the

1, w . ! ;
^"'.n°'«>dy turned up except the Jane whocould be trusted with pounds and pounds.

bhe hurried to him trembling and quite pale her blueeyes-he had never noticed that they were blue and reaUvpretty-wide with fright under her yellow fringe of2newly released from steely fetters. Her lips were apabut he failed t« observe that the teeth they revealed ujrecreditably white; her cotton-gloved hand^ repre sed herfluttermg heart, but he did not see its tumultuoufthrobbing!He gulped as he said, with a fallen jaw and a look of abieltmisery that pierced her to the quick :

^

" She—couldn't come, then '"

" No, pore deer !" gasped the comfort in trouble, casting
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about for something to tell him. 8he had made up her

mind as she came along ; she would have her revenge there

and then, and chance it. Something kept her from laying

the eandle-flame to th.) time-fuse. 8he did not know what

it was yet. But, oh ! the sharp look of terror in the thin,

eager face pierced her through and through.
" My (^.awd ! She's not bin killed i" he cried. " Don't

tell me she's bin
"

" Lor', gracious goodness, no ! \Vhat will you think of

next ?" She lied, rallying him, with jealousy eating at her

own poor heart. " Can't git away, that's all. Them Sisters

arc so precious sharp. .\n'
—

' Vto an' tell 'im,' she says,

' 'e'll 'ave to put up with yoii this once. An' you'll come

back an' tell me all about 'iiu !'
"

He swallow ed the bait, and her spirits revive<l. Emigra-

tion Jane, if not the rose, lived with it. Strictly speaking,

they spent a pheasant Sunday, though \\\\cn he found him-

self forgetting the absent one, lie pulled himself sharply up.

Ho saw her part of the way home ; more she would not

allow.
" And — and " — she whispered at their parting, her

eyes avoiding his
—" if she can't git out next Sunday—an'

it's a chance whether she does, that Sister Tobias being

such a watchful old cat—would you like to 'ave me meet

you an' tell you all about 'er !"

W. Keyse assented, even eagerly, and so it began. Be-

hold the poor deceiver drinking perilous joys, and learning

to shudder at the thought of discovery. Thinlc of her

cherishing his letters, those passionate epistles addressed

to the owner of the golden pigtail.

Think of her pouring out her poor full heart in those

wildly-spelt missives that found their way to him, and be a

little pitiful.

She did not thirst for that revenge now. But, oh ! the

day would come when he would find out aiid have his. in

ca,sting her off, with what contempt and loathing of hci-

treachery she wept at night to picture. This feeling, that

lifted you to Heaven one instant, and cast you down to Hell

the next, w as Love. Passion for the man, not yearning for

the hearth-place, and the sheltering roof , and the securilv

of marriage.
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avnM I^H
°^- ''^^^'"^ '"""^ ^^^ gaol-indeed, ratheravoided the v,c,mty of the easket that for her had oncehe

1 a treasure What ,vouId the Slahl.erts think of hi.shttlo Boer-,v,fe that was to have been ? What would hosay and do when they let hi,,, o„t > She took to o.iu''breath and ...lour at the «,„.n.l of a heavy .step beh ,d ^and would shrink clone to the martial fi'.ure of W Kev^o«hen any hulk,n,. form distantly resembling the Hoe.'"loomed up m the distance.
Oh, shame on her, the doubly false ! But-but-she had

"rmistl^^— '"* ""^"^^ --' -"'" "- «"^'

There came a moment when W. Keyse swerved from thepath of s,ngle.he,vrted devotion to the unseen but everpiesent Hearer of the golden pigtail.

sensible'n'r.'rt n''"'- "f^'. f"^
Gueldersdorp, not yets.^nsible of the belly.pmch of famine, sought to relieve its

fZ7) "T^-~'"
a «und.ay smoking-conc.rt, given in Ice.ired.out Army Service Stores shed, lent by ImperialGovenunent to the prou.oters of the enh-rtaLment '

Oh. the first dehe.ous sniiT of an atmosphere tinged with
1

.

nt and acetylene from the stage-battens and footlights.m<l .0 tiavoured nith erowde.l humanity as to be stronX'...mniseent of the lower tro.,^.ueek in stormy weather when

V 'if;
"'"

'^"l f"^.""
"'« hatches are baitened

, t. 1 ? '1 "•'"""'^^y «l"eh must not streamfH.m the uindows had been boarded in, and a tarnauZvas drawn over the skylight, in e^se the gu^ers of Md "
should be tempted to rouse the monster from her Sabbath

tl?sn 8"'^1^''^'V"'*^'''"'''"''-
"^"^ **'« stuHiness made it all

i iuiyter of Varieties. 'Oxton, or perched up close to theue starred ceiling-dome of the Pavilion MUeEnd on I.nday mght. when every gentleman si*; in shin ^^eves

a .r;',f '""f^ !''" " '^''* "f '^ '-dy, and the faggots and

nT ,1: ' ""'^ .stone-gingers are going off like smokethe orange-peel rams from the upper circle back-



282 THE DOP DOCTOR

H^

benches, and the nut-cracking runs up and down the packed

rows like the snapping of the breech-bolts in the trenches

when the firo is hottest. . . .

Ah ! that brought one back to Gueldersdorp at once.

Meanwhile, a pale greon canvas railway-truck cover,

marked in black, " Light Goods—Destructible," served as

a drop-curtain. Another, upon which the interior of an

impossiole palace had been delineated in a bewildering

perspective of red and blue and yellow paint-smudges,

served as a general back-scene for the performance.

The orchestra piano had been wounded l>y shell-fire, and

had a leg in pplints. Many membrrs of the crowded audi-

ence were in strapping and bandages. Drinlc did not flow

plentifully, but there was something to wet your whistle

with, and the tobacco-cloud that hung above the trestle-

benches, packed with black and yellow faces, as well as

brown and white, could almost have been cut with a knife.

It was a long, ramblir.g programme, scrawled in huge,

black-paint characters on a wliite planed board, hung

where everyone could read it. There were comic songs and

Christy Minstrel choruses by people who had developed

vocal talent for this occasion only, and a screaming display

of conjuring tricks by an amateur of legerdemain who had

forgotten the art, if ever he had mastered it. At every new

mistake or blunder, and with each fresh change of expres-

sion on the entertainer's streaky face, conveying the idea

of his being under the influence of a bad dream, and hoping

to wake up in his own quarters by-and-by, to und that hi-

had never really undertaken to make a pudding in a hat, and

smash a gentleman's watch and produce it intact from sonic

unexpected place of concealment, the spectators rockiil

and roared. Then there was a Pantomimic Interlude, witli

a great deal of genuine knockabout, and, the crowning itini

of the entertainment, a comic song and stump-speeeh,

announced to be given by The Anonymous Mammotli

Comique—an incognito not dimly suspected to conceal tlit-

identity of the Chief himself, being delayed by the Mam-

moth's character top-hat—a fondly cherished property of tlu

Stiggins brand—and the cabbage umbrella that w ent « ith

it, having been accidentally left behind al lliu Mammoth's
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«h t!:ii**'nnJf'"'''i'' t^ ^^^«''' ''^' distinguished by theJib-saJ collar and shiny bumt-oork complexion of thecorner-man, was sent to the front to ask if ai^y l^y „"

" All right, Mister !"

A soiled cotton glove wared, a flowery hat nodded to theappeal from behind the acetylene footlights. Thelaees inthe front rows of seats, pale and briek-dust, gingerbread andc.gar.browned European, African eonntenicL w th roUing eyes and shnung teeth; and here and there theTm-passive, alraond-eyed. yellow mask of the Asiatic slewed

,V f^
^ ' V'^ fi"'"'

'""^ "'"' "^''°'P P'^vt'^hes in the palmsof tho washed white cotton gloves, as she said: If thegentleman pleased she could sing-just a little '

^o, thank you
! She wasn't afryde, not she ; they wasa^l friends there. And do 'er best she would. She took off

to kept 'r^ "' ''"''° "'^'"'y- g'""g " t° W. Keyse

min.fr^' V IT" "^"^ °° '^*«^' ^^•'"'n th« Christy.

S^^anfll b \''"™*"T'^^
^^'^"'^ "f ">« Revels wasgallantly helping her up the short side-Iadder, and culmtnated when he retreated, and left her there, stajidW onhe platform m the bewildering glare of the aietyltenTfoot

ghts, a httle rather slight and flat-cliested figure of a eWblue-eyed and yellow-haired, in a washedlurflow^ery
blowse • and a " voylef delaine skirt that had lost Hspnstme^beauty. and showed faded and shabby i^The Jl^w
Oh

!
'owever 'ad she dared ? That daz^ling sea of faces«ith the eyes all hxed on her, was terrifying A big lumo

fZ '"
I'.'ifr'''' T'^

'^' "^""-^^^J benches^ilted, 2id tTie

And then the miracle happened
VV. Keyse sat on a back-bench, the thin Cockney face a

1.1- a. ,„u pl«„. „<! ,,„, . |„,k ,„ ,,,, ^,1, ^T^".
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that for onco was for Emigration Jano. hor very own self,

and not for That There Other One. She knew in that
moment of revelation thai she had alwaya lietn jealous. Oh.
wasn't it strynf;e ? Hor heart surged out to VV. Koyso
across the gulf of crowded faces. .\nd lier eyes had in

them, all at once, the look that is horn of Love.
Ah ! who can mistake it ? It begets a .solitude in a vast

thronged asserahlage for you and for mo. It sends it.s

silent, wordless, eloquent message thrilling to the heart of

the Beloved, anil «ins its pa.isionate answer back. Ah !

n Iio can err about the look of I.ove ?

(She drew a deep breath that was her longing sigh fur

him, inliuitoly dear, and never to belong to her, and began
her song. She sang it quite simply and naturally, in an
untutored but sweet and plaintive voice, and with the
Cockney accent that spoke of home to nearly all that
heard. And her eyes never moved from his face as she
sang.

The song was, 1 dare .say, a foolish, trivial thing. Hut
the air was pretty, and the words were simple, and it had a
haunting refrain. To this effect, that the world is a big place
and a hard place, with scant measure of joy in it, for you or
for me. Bitter herbs grow side by side w ith tlie flow ers in our
Earth gardens. Salt te,irs mingle with our laughter ; Night
comes down in blotting darkness—perhaps in drenching rain,

-at the close of every short, bright day of sunshine. But
Life gone by. its hopes and fears and sorrows laid with
our once-beating hearts in the good grey dust to rest, I

shall meet '• 'th you again, in the Land where dreams
Clime true.

" The Land Where Dreams Come True." That was the
title of the song and its refrain, and somehow it caught
tlie listeners by the heart strings, making the women sob
aloud, and wringing bright sudden drops from the bold
eyes of rough, strong, hardy men. You are to remember
how the people stood : that scarcely one w as there that had
not lost brother or sister, mother or husband, child or
friend or comrade since the beginning of the siege ; and
thus the touch of Nature made itself felt, and the simple
pathos went home to the sore (juiek. Ihey sang the re-

frain with her, fervently, and when the song was done, they
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snt in t,mo\ml »i|„rico hut ,.n« mo>..ont-and then th«applauso camo dow,,. Ah it fell up„n he like a v^l he

vftl, ?nr 1 ] •

^''>'*^',''.'>"n''t« later, sobbing hystorioally

nr^'Z^Tiu.^Z^ ""- '"-^""3- about the waist-

" Oh^ let me go
! Oh, what a wicked, wicked girl I've

Wt tot ' P"'"
'"" '"" "" '^ '^"^''''^''' "ke a llooll

you can .voil
"'" " "' '"' ""'"«"

' '''' '
'"'" ='"'

lie did not g,!t an(,thcr uttoraneo of her that night. She

ol fditlilesHu..s.s to One i.niueamirably behaved, to whom he'ad pledged znvioiaWe and eternal fidelity, nearly prZte'lh.m to aHk her not to up and tell. But'he maSyTe^t
The »orat of one kiss of that kind is that it begets thedesire for othens like it. She had turncl hor mouti, to hUm tliat wlurling, breatkl.-ss nionient, and it wis mall andwarm, and clung. He tried to «hake olf the r™, rbranoebut it haunted persistently.

"•'"i.e,

nt,,ct. lo kiss one girl and mean it for another was in

r.^rin h" 'I'"?'-^'
'' "" e""^>- "f - 1^-^eness. TheorU of zt ,vas that he knew, giyen the chance, he w<mkldo the same tlimg again.

"^ »ouia

f i'^wet'te'du^,"".'
'''•''^" "" *'"' "'^"'"^y "f *''« '^'"^'"nSICO letted «ith streammg tears from the wide bright eyes.at pleaded so. They ivere blue, too, and the fringfaboyeUe^n might, by a not too exhausting stretch of the fm^g na-t..m be termed golden. He heard her yoice crying to hii^

of^hemTuHrH^M^'^'".-" ;''r"-
'-'""^d at thfthoughtoi uie mouth that kis.sed and ehmg

.>,: L'!**^^
'^"°"" ^"^'^^ '^'««««. of the kind that brand

iiyer as the seller. Neyer the
. W..W ijiijux as me i

liis.- ot Loye, until now.
And now—was any othor worth the ta!

• Co'i
lina i

ipp3 !" said VV. Keyse. -XotmucU!
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It was Wednesday again, and Ra.xhnm came ridinp through

the embrasure in the oblong earthwork, and down the

graveUy glacis that led into the Women's Langer. An

obsequious Hindu, in an unclean shirt and a filthy rid

turban, rose tip salaaming, almost \mder his horse's feet,

and took the bridle. He dismounted and went his rounds.

It might ha .0 been the dry be<l of a high-banked placer-

river, with spare lengths of steel railway-line borne across

from bank to bank, covered with beams and sheets of

corrugated uon and tarpaulins, with wide chinks to let

in the much-needed air and light. A line of living-waggons,

crowded with women and children—English, American,

Irish, Dutch, and half-caste—ran down the centre of the

giant trench. In each of hs sloping faces a row of dug-out

habitations trave accommodation to twice the number

that the waggons held. At the eastern end a line of camj)

cooking-places had been arrangid in military fashion, but-

the Dutchwomen's little coilVe-pipkin-bearing fires of dung

and chips b-rnid everywhere, and possibly they did sonuv

thing towards purifying the air. For, to be frank, it vied

with the native village in the rompound and variegated

nature of its smells, without the African muskiness of odoui'

that is perceptible in the vicinity of our sable brother. The

fat, slatternly, frankly dirty vrouw s had not the remotest

idea of sanitation ; the Germans and Irish, blandly or dog-

gedly impervious to savage smells, pursued their unsavoury

way in defiance of the cl.imorous necessity for hygienic'

measures, until the majority of the pallid, untidy, scared

EngUshwbmcn, the energetic Americans, and the sturdier

Africanders, after making what headway was possible

agamst the ever-rising tide of filth, had yielded to the

lethargy bred of dcspau- and lack of exercise, and ceased to

strive. A few, worthy of honour, still stoutly battled with

the demon of Uncleanliness.

But the first April rainfall would turn the dry ditch

into an open sewer—a vast trough of muddy water—in

which draggled women would paddle for submerged

household gods. Many would prefer to tramp back to the
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town (It night Olid »luep in their own shrapnel -lidd hiJ
homes. But the majority stayed, of ehoico or of necessity
moubatmg sicknoss in tliat fetid place where nothiuc
"ould tliiivo but fierce social and political hatreds and
putty grudges and rankling jealousies, and shriekinc
.juarrcls that burst out and raged a hundred times in a

From one of the dug-out refuges Saxham no« sa« L^-nette
Slildare commg, making her swift way bet«<en the knots
of frowsy refugees, the negro women-servants squatting
over the httlo cookmg-fircs, the palUd children swarmina
on the narrow pathways. "

" Dr Saxluim." Her Himj)le brown holh.nd skirt and thinImen blouse hung loosely upon h-T. Her face, too hadgrown thmnor, and locked tired. But the eyes were noonger unnaturally dilated, and the face had a more
healthful pallor. " Mrs. Greening begged mo to look out
tor you. blio is so anxious about Berta. We have been
doing everything wo can, but I am afraid the child is
seriously 111. It is the third shelter from the end, south
aide. She pointed out the place.
He ha^ lifted his hat with his short, brusque salute

His y-ivid ejes wore a preoccupied look, his mobile nostrils
angrily snifled the villainous air.

;• I'll come directly, Miss Mildare. But-who can expect
'

th^e r ^^ ^ ^^ ""''" '"'"'^'*'''"^ "^ insanitary

" It is-horriblo !" Disgust was ii, |,ei face. " B„tmany of the women are as ignorant as tlie ivattirs and C'aoe
boys, and they and the coolie sweepers vu.n't car.y a«av
retuse any more unless they're paid."

'' You are sure of tliis ?" His tone was curt and official
I am almost certain," she told him. " I have heanlsome of the women complaining that the charges grew

higher every day. And, when I asked one of the boys why
he did not do the work properly, he was-rude Olidon t punish him !" '

"
'

He had not said a word, but a «hite-hot spark had

"It is my duty to put down insubordination, and
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cliastiHO inemoiency whore I .m<!ount..r it. May I iwl; you

to point out the fellow who behavc<l msoli-ntly J

She saul : " I—I think he in hea<l of the onrtinggang

A Kaffir boy they call Jim Oubo "

" That will do, thank you, Miss Mildiire. You are not

alone here 1"
. , , ^ ,, ^m i .„

Her glad smile assured him of that. Uh no, 1 am

with the Mother. I go everywhere with her, and I think

I am of use. I am not at all afraid of sickness, you know,

or—the other things."
, , .

" But yet," Saxham said, " you must be careful of your

" You have no idea how tremendously strong I am,"

she answered him. and ho broke into laughter in spite of

himself She looked so tender, ho delicately fr.iil u i rfatiir..

to bo there in that malodorous (Jehenna, mmisterr.i.' t.j

the wants of slatternly vrouws and stalwart, down-iit-hie

Irishwomen. His smile emboldened her to say : 1 di.l

not thank you the other vlay, after all."

• The Krupp shell came along and changed the subject

of the conversation." He added :
" Were you alarme.l ;

You had rather an escape."

" I was with M her."

' You love h.,.- very dearly ?" The words had escaped

him unconsciously. They were his spoken thought. Sli.

flushed, and said with a thrill of tenderness in her clear

^""'MorTdcarlv than it is possible to say. I don't belie\ •

God HimseU will be angry with me that I have always

seen His Face and Our Blessed Laxiy's shimng throuph

hers and beyond it : for He knows as no one else can eye.

know what she has been since they brought me to tl.-

Convent years and years ago."

" They " were her people, presumably. It was odd

SaKham supposed it the outcome of that Convent brcec in,'

-that she. should speak of Uod as simply, to quote Glad-

stone's criticism on the Journal of Mane Bashkirtsell as

thoucrh He were her grandfather. Saxhorn had been rear.

,

in the Christian faith by a pious Welsh mother. Imt

there had always been a little awkwardness about domestic

referonees to tho Deity. In times of sadness or b<,rea^.-
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ment He was frequently referred to. But always in a
deprecatory tone.

" Your family ia sot Colonial 1" he aakod.
She shook her lovely red-brown head.
" I—don't know."
" Mildaro is an unusual surname."
" You think it pretty ?"

He thought her very pretty as she > . jod there, a slender
wUlo>vy creature with the golden shadow of her rough Htruw-
hat intensifying the clear amber of her thoughtful ey<a.

" Very."

She looked him in the face and smiled.
" So did I when the Mother gave it to me. I think it

belonged to someone she used to know, ond her mother
was Lynetto. So thoy baptised mo Lynettu Mildare.
It seems rather strange not having a name of one's ohtj
but reuUy I never had one."

'

" Never had one ?"

Saxham echoed her balf-consciously, revelling in the
play of light and shadow over the delicate face, and the
gleaming as of goldiu dust upon the outer edges of the
waves of red-brown hair diawn carelessly back over the
little ears.

" Not to my knowledge. Of course, I may have had
one once." She odded, as he looked at her ia suddenly
loused surprise, " I must have had one once." She
was looking beyond him at a broad ray of moted whito-
liot sunshine that slanted through one of the wide openings
above, and cleft the thick atmosphere of the crowded place
like a fleiy sword. " I have often wondered what it really
is, and whether I should like it if I heard it ? To exchange
Lynetto Mildare for Eliza Smith . . . that would be horrible.
Don't you think so ?"

Saxham smiled. " I think you are joking, and that a
young lady who can do so under the present cireumstiinces
•'.eacrves to be commended."
She looked at him full.

" I am not joking." Borne by a waft of the sickly air
a downy winged seed came floating towards her, a frail
gossamer courier coming from the world above with tidings
that Dame Nature, in spite of all the destruction wreaked

19
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by mt-n, WM cttriying on linr bu»in«». " And— I do not

,,v..u know that I am u y.iiinu lady Sc- tli-r.. "h.-

1)1, w a littlo puff of brmth «t tho movin« mr.sHin(!.M-. unci it

wttfti'd away upon a nuw air-pilgrima(;o, and, iimnK. Liui((lit

tt Htrongrr curr.'nt, anu w.arwl out of higbt— " tbnt ih nu-.

It camo from somowheni. and it in going somnw hiiic. I bat

U all I know ol)Out myself ;
|K-rhai>H as much as I ahall ov«r

know. Why do you look «> glad ?"
, , . , ,

HU liuo were goaled. The throb of »elhMh triumphant

exultation came of the belief that the gulf between them

was li«» wide and deep than he had thought it. A wastrel

may woo and wfd a w-tif surily, without many questions

being askid. And then, a the clear, innwent (|u™tioning

of her eyes, rushed in uiwi him, scalding, the memories

he had thrust away. He saw the Dop Doctor of Gudders-

dorp, his short daily stint of labour done, settlmg down

to drink himself into hoggish oblivion in his accustomed

coiner of the Dutchman's liquor-saloon. He beheld him

his purpose accomplished, sleeping stertorously, spilled

out like the vory dregs of manhood in the sawdust of tliat

foul place ; ho shuddered a-i the bloated, dishevtUod thing

roMstid and reeled homewards, trickling at tho mouth, as

the clear primrose day poepod over the llat-topped eastern

hills. And he aick.^ncd at Mie thing he had been,

"
X felt glad," he lied, with looks that .;hunned Lynette s,

'• that in your need you found so good a friend as the

Mother-Superior. Yours must have been a sorrowful,

lonely cliildhood."

Her own vision rose before her, blotting out his face.

She saw the little kopje with the grave at its foot. She

saw a ragged child sitting there watching for the carlif 't

tiush of dawn or tho solemn folding of night's wide wing over

the lonely veld, and the coming of the great v. hitc stars. , ,
.

" She is much, much more than a friend. She is tin-

Mother," Her loyal heart was m her face. " I have ii"

secrets from her. I tell her everything."

Was that deeper flush bom of the remembrance of a

secret unshared ? And how strange that every change of

colour and expression in the delicate face should mean so

much, 30 soon. He said, with a hungry flash of tho gentian-

blue eyes

:
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" )^*""
i"'"

"^ oonManw r«p«y her rjohly "

. ,„. I
""? '•" '» «"'"•" Thoro wa« ao anxiouH fold b.,tw«,.ntho , emier oyebrowH. -Only f..ll..w h.,r unj b„ n.. ,Z

n.n«r -purmg „ov«r Ui«courag,4 or CMt down "( "ft

ran over. And ihu only lauglw at mo at nudit w „m icry at the sight of her dear, blistered feet " *

Saxha^ ;:Sll rath'er t-.u'^^r;"
"''"' ""' ^''^ ^'^ '^ ^^ ••

«n:SaL'eyeKT" '''' "'"» '"'«» '""-n the

" You have seen War," Sa;cham wont on. his own voicesounding strange to him. "And that is a Ir ble experience for a woman, young or old, but you w 1 bo tl^richer by it m the end, helievo me, Aliss Mildaro uJm courage and endurance and calmne'1; the pr-of danger and death, and in sympathy with the r^lT a
suffering in.vitablo under such ciLmstrnces "' ^"^ '""^

bympat.iy ? They had all my svmuatiiv l.,.f, . ••

Her fair throat swelled against its oncirciSgbS of mlgreen velvet, her voice rang, her eyes flui^i.T,^, . «
under the shadow of the wid straw hut 'do^'h ^
it needed War to teach me how hidoo .!y womenluffe'?^How they have suffered smce the world begLTd Lw the.wUl suffer until its end, unless they rUo up i^ r„volt !noetor all, agamst the wickedness of men V
She was transformed under Saxham'g eyes. The sl™d.rvirginal body increased m stature and nrouortioL „ i?

«azed. and what obscure emotion. seemKltr; irhe?

"Look at them," sh>. said, ii.dicatiiiK with a sliahf

a3uti 'of *trr'^"'
"i" '^ '^CnwoTror^n:^iy, full of the horror and the pain and the sutferin7fh,;fyou say IS mevUablo. Why should it be inevTtabL f Wdliose women who are the chief victims of it and the Jeateltlowers by it, choose that there should be War See thatP-.r soul with Che rag of crape upon her hat who site attier door peelmg potatoes. Did She desire it (yet her



:t ;)

202 THE DOP DOCTOR

young husband wa« shot in the trenches a week ago

S:Vo"" nd whl chUdren may sicken with «. sameJever

blre night, demand
o^^^fd br^TrYouTc'tLm

mmmmm

rSutfS" ^wSrWo^ri .taut U.. tbing. ,»

Something tolls me that with a most certam voice.
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" And until that time comes ?" said Saxham.
Her eyes grew bright again, a smile played about her

exquisite lips.

" Until that time comes I will study and gather more
knowledge, and capacity to fit myself for a struggle with
the world."

" You ' struggle with the world ' !"

Her girlish pride in her high purpose being sensitive,

she mistook the brusque tenderness in Saxham's face

and voice for irony.
" Yes. Perhaps you may not believe it, but I know

a great many useful things. Latin and French and German
and Italian, well enough to teach and tr.anslate. I am well

grounded in History and Science and Mathematics. I can
take a temperature and make a poultice, or sweep a room
and cook a dinner." She nodded at Saxham with a little

spark of laughter underlying the sweet earnestness of her
look. " Also, I have learned book-keeping and typewriting,
and shorthand. I earn enough now, by bookbinding, to

pay for my clothes. The Mother says that I am competent
to earn my living anywhere, and to teach others to earn
theirs. But I am not to begin until I am twenty-four.
That is our agreement."
Saxham understood the fine maternal tact that never

set this ardent young enthusiast chafing at the tightened
rein. But he said roughly :

" The Mother. . . . How can she approve your joining
the ranks of the Shrieking Sisterhood ?"

" She knows," Lynette explained, with adorable gravity,
" that I should never shriek."

" How will you bear parting from her ? And ho« will

she endure parting from you V
The girl's mobile lips began to tremble. The luminous

amber eyes were dimmed with moisture as she said :

" It will not be losing me. Nor could I ever bear to
leave her if I did not know that I should come back. But
I shall come back. And she will ask mo what I have
done. And I shall tell her :

' This, and this, and all the
rest, my Mother, for the love of you, and for the sake of
those others who once sat in darkness and the Shadow of
Death, and now have found the Way of Peace.'

"

«
*^' "# U-^., ?/^ "t'-i •'^ 'irte:'-' ,(«!'
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" And those others, Beatrice 1"

Saxham knew now the secret of the haunting familiarity

of the beautiful girlish face. The delicate oval outline, the

pale ^vild-rose colouring, the reddish-brown of the fine,

glistening tresses, the amber-hazel of the wistful, brilliant

eyes, reproduced to a wonderful degree the modelling and

tinting of the wonderful Guido portrait, the white-draped

head in the Barberini Gallery, which, in defiance of Berto-

lotti and the Edinburgh Review, w ill always be associated

« ith the name of the sorrowful-sweet heroine of the most

sombre of sex-tragedies.
" Why do you call me Beatrice 1" she asked, with that

sudden darkening of tho;;C luminous eyes. He told her :

" Because you are lilce the Daughter of the ( cnci. Shelley

used to be my favourite among the English poets, and when

I first went to Rome, years ago, the first thing I did was

to hunt up the portrait in the Barberini Palace Gallery

;

and it is marvellous. No reproduction has ever done justice

to it. One could not forget it if one tried."
^^

"
I am glad I am like Beatrice," she said slowly. I

have always loved and pitied her. I pray to her as my
friend among the Blessed Souls in Paradise, and she always

hears. And by-and-by she will help mo when I go out into

the world
"

i. rr. n
" To look for those others," Saxham interpolated. lell

me who they are V , t it

She looked at him, and for an mstant the virginal veil fell

from her, and there was strange and terrible knowledge

in her eyes.
" They are women, and girls, and children,' she answered

him. " They are the most unhappy of all the souls that

sufl^er on earth. For they are the slaves and the victims

and the martyrs of the unrelenting, merciless, dreadful

pleasures of Man. And I want to go among them and hft

them up, and say to them, ' You are free !' And one day 1

will do it."

There was a dull burning under Saxham s opaque skm,

and a drumming in his ears, flis authority and knowledge

fell from him as that virginal veil had fallen from her
;
he

stood before her humbled and ashamed, shunning her eyes.

that penetrated and scathed his soul as the eyes of an
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avenging Angel might, with 'heir clear, simple, direct
estimate of himself and his fellow-mcn. And the distance
between them, that had seemed to be lessening as they
talked, spread illiraitably vast ; a dark, sunless plain,
bounded by a livid horizon, reflected in the slimy pools of
foul swamps and pestilential marshes, where poisonous
reptiles bred in slimy, writhing knots, and the Eaters
of Human Flesh lurked under the tangled shade of the
jungles. Less vile of life, even in his degradation, than
many men, he felt himself beside this girl a moral leper.

" fTnclean, unclean !"

While that voice ye echoed in the desert places of his
soul he heard her saying :

' * don't know why I should talk to you of these plans
and projects of mine. I never have spoken of them yet to
anyone except the Mother. But—you spoke of sympathy
with those who suffer. I think you have it. Dr. "Saxham,
and that you have suffered yourself. It is in your face.
And—you are not to suppose that I believe all men to
be "

He ended for her :
" To be devouring beasts. No ; but

we are bad enough, the best of us, if the truth must be
told. And—I have suffered. Miss Mildare, at tlie hands
of men and women, and through the unwritten la«s, as
through the accepted institutions of what is cal'-'d Society,
most brutally. I would not soil and scorch youi' ears with
the recital of my experiences, for all that a miracle could give
me back. I swear to you that I would not !"

She touched the little ears with asmile thathad pathos in it.

" They have heard much that is evil, these ears of mine."
" And the evil has left them undefiled," said Saxham.
" Thank you !"

She begged him again not to forget the sick child at Mrs.
(ireening's shelter, and hurried away, keeping her face
from Saxham. He knew that there was no hope for him,
that there never would be any. .And he loved her—hungrily,
liopolessly loved her. l>i;ur innocent, wise eutliubiiuit,

with her impossible scheme for cleansing the Augean stable
"f this world ! Chivalrous child-Quixote, tilting at liie

Black Windmills, whose sails are whirled by burning blasts
from Hell, and whose millston'^ grind the souls of Eve's lost
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her ? But he did not cease to, for all '•»« »««*'*

self-knowledee and all the depth of his seU-soorn.

"Hermtl to Lynette a Btrajige harsh "r-^"*/^^^™
was somethine in him that won her liking. He had a stern

mouth sheThought, and sorrowful, angry eyes with that

Znaercloud of bia.k, lowering eyebrow above them.

^^::inh^MXr^\^b:u:^^;

prieJt She wondered now at that i-'P"!- °f "^^W
Perhaps she had yielded to it to eon^n<=« ^^"«^* ^av Z
enthusiasm was as strong, her purpose still as ckar a^

ever in the mirror of the Future ;
that no gay, youtmm

''^ EvSdie to.day. it won't end there^ I shall think

of vou and long for you, and worship you wherever I am.

The'tCghtof Beauvayse's dying wa« horrible, mtoler-

able hTs name came after the Mother's m her prayers.

He hadl^ked her to keep the secret-his and hers-and

"jledherSh exquisite.W-ible things for pro-^^^

that the mere remembrance o. his words and bis eyes as

he"thZ in that low, passionate, eager voice, took her

breath deliciously.
,„i,ian«Tprl them

" Sv^t, kirdest, loveliest. . .
.' She wbapered tnem

to her»elf as she hurried back to comfort worried Mrs.

GrecS^R with the news that the doctor was coming^

MeMwMe Saxham went on his accustomed way between

the iZlhvfof waggons and the eorrugated-iron lined huts

on tKh^r hand, £ a cross-fire of appeals, requests, com-

p^a^nts Nothing escaped him. He would pass by, with

Kost casual 'glance^d nod, women who volub^
pro-

tested themselves dying, and ^-^'^ °"*
,f«

*"=^
*^**tamp

the dull, scorched flush of fever or the yeUow or hvid stamp
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of rhenmatistn, or ague, or liver-trouble, with a beckon of
hig hand, and the owner of such a face, invariably declaring
herself a well woman, would be sununarily dealt with, and
dosed with tabloid or tincture out of the inexhaustible
wallet he carried, slung about his shoulders by its webbing
band.
" Dokter," screeched a portly Tante in a soiled cotton

t)edgown and flapping kappje, appearing, copper stewpan
in hand, from between the canvas tilt-curtains of a living-
waggon. " You are come at last ; the Lord be thanked
for it

! I have much, much trouble inside." She groaned,
and laid her fat, unoccupied hand upon the afflicted area,
adding :

" I feel I shall not be quite wholesome here."
" Wat scheelt er aan, Tante ?" He spoke the Taal with

ease.

The large Tante snorted :

" What is the matter ? Do you ask me what is the
matter ? As if a dokter oughtn't to tell me that ! But
the Engelsch are regular devils for asking questions. Since
you must know, I have a mighty wallowing under my
apron-band, and therewith a pain. How is it begun ?

It is begun since middageten yesterday. And little Dierck
here has the belly-ache, and is giddy in the head."

" Little Dierck will have something worse than the belly-
ache, and you also, if you eat of broth or vegetables cooked
in a vessel as unclean as that, mevrouw."
" Hoe ?" The large flabby face under the expansive

kappje became red as the South African sunset. She
flourished the venerable copper stewpan, its rim liberally
giirnished with verdigris, ancient deposit of fatty matters
accumulated at the bottom. " Do you call my good stew-
pan, that my mother cooked beef and succotash and
jxjttage-herbs in before me, an unclean vessel—you 1 And
were the pan otherwise than clean as my hand—as my
apron !"—a double comparison of the unfortuitous kind

—

" how should I alter matters in a heathen place like this ?"

Her large bosom rocked tumultuoi Jy. " Dwelling at the
bottom of a mud-hole Uke a frog, God of my fathers !

«ith bullets as big as pumpkins trundling overhead, ready
to whip your head off your body if you as much as stick
your nose_|above ground—the accursed things !"
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"They are pompKns sent by your own countrymen,

Tante, so you ought to speak of them more civilly. And—

scour the pot with a double-handful of clean sand ;
it will

be for your health as well as the kind's. Come her.-,

ioneen—i?ive me a look t the little tongue. '^he boy

went to him confidently, and stuck it out, looking up with

innocent wide eyes in the square, powerful face, as Saxhain

swung round his wallet, continuing. " Here, mevrouw. i>

a packet of Epsom salts. Take half of it, stirrol m a cup

of warm water, to-morrow morning fasting-^'
" Alamachtig !" she protested. " Is that the Engelscl,

way of doctoring ? To put another belly-grief on the to).

of the one you have got, what sense is in that V
" It is the new nail, Tante, that drives out the rusty ol.l

one. Give the boy a teaspoonful in half a cup of watoi'.

and remember to scour the pans."

Saxham passed on, stepping neatly with his small, tan.

booted, spurred feet between the dung and chip hres

curling up in blue smoke-spirals, and the s, -awling chil-

dren, seeming as though he did not notice them, yet catch-

ing up one that nad a r-jsh, and satisfying himself that tiie

eruption was innocent ere he passed on, visiting ev<Ty

«aggon-dwelling and cave-refuge, rating the mhabihintH

of some, dosing the occupants of others, emerging frmu

three or four of the stuffy, ill-smelling places with a heavy

frown tliat boded ill for somebody. For though Famine

had not yet begun to gnaw the vitals of those immured m

Gueldersdorp, Disease had here and there sprung into

active, threatening, infectious being, menacing the orcwdod

community with invisible, maleficent forr3S. Soon t.n

hospitals "were to be crowded to the doois, to reniaiu

crowded for many months to come ; and the cry, K<«irii

for the sick I more room !" was to go up unceasingly.

Coming out of a miserable habitation, where lay a woman

in rheumatic fever, whose three chi'-^itn had develi.j.ri

measles on the previous day. and, seeing about the doci
,

t

a neighbouring liovol a particularly noisome aggrt-g>.u..i'

of garbage and waste, he paused but to give a brief dnio^

tion to the mild-faced Sister who had a«sumeu chars;, "t

the sick. Then his voice rang out above all the feminine

and chUdish Babel, strong, resonant, masculine :
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" Where are the head-boys of the gangs that I told

off to clean up and carry aHh-buokets to the dumping-
place ?" •^ *

Whence, under cover of night, the garbage and waste
were carted to the destnictor in crnneetion with the
Acetylene Ga^ Comimny's plant, soon to he shattered by
one of Meisje's shells. There was no answer. Saxhani
took the worn hunting-crop from under liis arm, and with
an easy movement shook out the twisted thong.
" Whore are tho.so two boys ? Jim Gubo ! Raau !"

A pale young woman peeling potatoes at her door looked
up knowingly. " They won't carry away a cabbage-leaf
unless they're bribed, and they open their mouths wider
every day. It's a tikkie a bucket now."
The young woman went back to her potatoes. The

offenders, visiV.ly quaking, crept from under a waggon,
"here they had been gambling \\ith dry mealies for ill-

frott«n tikkies. A big Kaffir boy in ragged tan-cords and
the cro« nless l)rim of an Oxford straw, with a red-turbaned,
blue dungaree-clad, supple Oriental of the cooUe class.
•Fim Gubo, with liberal display of ivory, assured the Baas,
in defiance of the Baas's own eyes i.nd the organ in juxta-
position, that the work had been regularly done. Rasu the
N«eeper. with many oaths and protestations, assured the
Pre.5ence that such neglect as was apparent was owing to
the incapacity of the hubshi and his myrmidons, Rasu's
"«n share of the labour and that of his fellow-countryman
being scrupulously performed.
The Presence made short work of Kaffir and Hindu.

Shrill feminine clamours filled the air as the singing lash
performed its work of castigation

; and while Saxham
scored repentance upon the hide of his blacker brother,
holdmg him writhing, shouting, and bellowing at the full
stretch of one muscular arm, as he plied the other, he kept
a foot .on Rasu the Sweeper, so as to have him handy when
liLs turn came. Meanwhile, the Oriental, with tears and
lamentable bowlings, wound about the doctor's leg, a
V i.cal worm, deprecating tyranny.

Your flonour is my father and mother. Let the hand
of justice refrain from excoriating the person of the unfortu-
nate, wreaking double vengeance upon the hubshi, who is
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but fuel for Hell, like all his aooursed race, and full ex-

planation shall be made."

He was Jerked upward by the scruff, as, smarting,

blubbering Africa retired to the shadow of the waggons.

" Well, what have you got to say ?"

The bellow of the town batteries, with the clack—clack-

clack ! of the Hotohkiss that had been removed from the

armoured train and mounted on the North Fort, reduced

the tirade to pantomime.
" This is a bad, a very bad, place for the son of my

mother." The lean brown right hand swept upwards to the

thick canopy of white smoke that the shifting breeze rolled

back from the Cemetery Earthworks. " The food of coarse

grain is diet for camels, and the water stinks very greatly.

Moreover, it is better for thy slave to die amongst deBlo-

ments than to carry buckets and be chased by devils in

iron pots thiroting for the blcod of men. Aie—aie !"

One of the enemy's Maxim-Nordenfelts had loosed oif a

group of the gaily-painted little shells. With the re-

duplicated rattle of the detonation, they pp dd over thi-

laager, bursting as they went, sending their fan-shaped

showers of splinters broadcast. Slatternly women and

scared children bolted for their burrows. Rasu thi^

Sweeper dived frantically between the fore and hind wheels

of a waggon, praying to all the gods of the low-caste to

ward off those wicked little bits of rending metal. . . .

" Anyone hurt 1" called Saxham.
" No one, I think," called back the strong sweet voice of

the Mother-Superior, who had come out of a hovel, where

she was tending some sick. There was a glint in her deep

eyes as she regarded Saxham's thorough handiwork that

told her approval of castigation well deserved. Then :

" Maharaj ! Oh, Maharaj ! Succour in calamity ! Aid

for the dying ! Hai, hai, behold how I bleed !"

The red-turbaned martyr rolled in the unclean Utter,

elevating a stick-like brown leg, in the lean, muscular calf

of which one of the smallest of the wicked little splinters

had, as Rasu the Sweeper dived for the waggon, found a

home.
" That has saved you a well-earned hiding, so thank your

stars for it. Let the Kaffir see to it that he insults no more
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EngUsh ladies, or he shall pay for every word with an inch
of skin. Now put up your leg." Saxham whipped out the
splinter with a little pair of tweezers, deftly cleansed and
dressed the wound, bandaged it, and, dismissing Rasu the
Sweeper with a caution, was coming across to the Reverend
.Mother when a chorus of cries and piercing shrieks broke
forth :

" Mijn jongen ! mijn Jongen !"

She was a bulky Dutch vrouw, with a dishevelled head of
coarse black hair, and a dirty cotton gown, and dirty bare
ffft in bulgy shoes that were tro^Men down at heel. But
«ith her livid, purple face and protruding, bloodshot eye-
balls uplifted to the drifting cloud of greenish lyddite
vapour that tliinned away overhead, she was great and
tcrriMo, and the very incarnation of Maternity Bereft.
One huge arm gripped the little body to her broad, pant-

ing bosom. She had called liim, and he had not answered
;

she had sought and found him, just as he had slidden off the
box-seat, where he had been playing driver of the ox-span,
lying curled up against the dashboard, tlie little whip of stick
and string ho had been at pains to make only yesterday fallen
from the lax, childish hand. The fair hair on the left temple
Mas dabbled in blood, that trickled from the tiny three-
cornered bluish hole. His eyes were open, as if in wonder
at the sudden darkness that had fallen at bright midday

;

the smile had frozen on the parted, innocent lips. . . .

Oh, look at this. Premier and President ! Look at this,
my Lords and Commons and militant Burghers of Re-
publican States ! Grave Ministers who deside in Cabinet
Councils that the prestige of the Government you repre-
sent is at stake, a-d that the bedraggled hor^jur of the
Country can only be washed clean in one red river, flowing
from the veins of Humanity, look, look here ! You who
lust for Sovereignty, liiding rapacious Ambitions and base
lust for gold behind the splendid ermined folds of the
Imiicrial purple. You who resented Suzerainty, coveting
to keep in your hands riches that you could not use, re-
sources that your ignorance could not develop, greedy to
have and hold what you wrested from the Sons of Ham,
lest white men should snatch it back from you again ; and
prating of Liberty and Freedom while the necks of three
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races of men were bending under the yoke of an oligarchy

more imperious, mure pitiluta, mi/ro cuvotouM. booottcd,

brulal, and ignorant than any othur that the Hpottcd

recorda of History can show —look Ihto, look hero !

Nations that rush to dreadful War, loosing tliu direful

threefold plague of Iron, Fire, and Disease to scourge and
brand and desolate the once smiling face of your Mother

Earth, pause as you roll onwards in desolating cataclysms

of armed and desperate men. and forgetting the bUxjd-

stained she-devil you misname Ulory, look here, in the

Name of One who loved and suffered little children, rating

their innocent bodies and spotless souls at such high value

that Little Dierck and liis countless brother-and-sistei-

babes that have perished of Iron, Fire, and Disease, as of

Terror and Famine, Deatli's twin henchmen, shiiU weigh

in the balance against Crowned Heads and Lords anil

Commons and Presidents and Iteprescntatives an<l

Deputies, until they kick the beam !

Should there be War ? Of course there should be War

!

you say.

Have you seen War ? Perhaps, oven as I have. Ami
having seen it, dare you justify the shedding, by men w lij

hold the Christian Faith, of these spillcd-uut oceans oi

Christian blood i

That question will be settled when the Trumpet of tho

Great Angel sounds, and the Sea and the Earth shall givi;

up their dead, and everyone shall answ er for his deeds before

the Throne of God. And until then, look to it that if juu

w ar in any cause, the cause be a just one.

" My Dierck ! My Uttlo Dierck ! God ! God !-

—

Standing with that tragic purple mask turned upw aids

to the silent sky, and the wild eyes blazing, and llie giviii

list at the end of the uplifted arm braudished in the Face

of Heaven itself, the Boer mother demanded of her Mak> r

why this thing had been done ?

He was so good. Never a fib since lajt I gave him tlio

ox-reim end to taste. Never a lump of sugar or a coikii'

or a plum pilfered—he would take them as bold as bia»i

before your face if you didn't give. He said the night-

prayer regularly. For the mnming. Lord, Tbou knowest

*^- ]—.——-t



THE DOP DOCTOR 303

It v."?.*
'*; '^ »P ""d »' miwWrf a. soon a. they havebbeU the sleep out of their eyos-'tis only naturaf A,^d

... father ,i C.Kl-fcanng man, an.l me a «^,man of piety
•or when have I bark.lidden b..fore Thee I 11 auy of mine

-r Hnoaked off and hid when »e were inspannid for tifekerk-gomg did I fail to whack them «« a mX!. nhould ?Nooit nooit
!

And now-Death has fallen out of the sky

laid and fired the gun !"
8""-" "uu

She cursed the Kaiser's blue-and-white-uniformed gunnerm every function of his body and every corner of hfs sTuTuaking and sleeping, dying and dead, with fluent Scrip!uual curses. Uho crowded faces about her went white,.snme of the women were crying, others shook their luads

rr. r , . ''"i'
""' ^"^ ^'""^ '^^'^ °n °<"i«" findsM.rra knock harrd at their dure." said an Irish voicenracularly "An' who but herself did be callin' down all

iiwiDiier av misfortune on ivery wan that crassed her ?"
It 8 a judgment-my opinion," agret^i the thin youne«-.nan wlio had been peeling potatoosand who wore a wisp

"f draggled crap.- round a soiled rush hat. " Never a sheU«»ted but you'd a-l,eered her say slie hopc<i that one haw nt another parcel of verdant rooineks to Hell And mo
b^liy. lis a judgment, that's what I say."
-Oh hush. Mrs. Lennan !" said the Mother-Superior.

iio ,„tiful and forget. She did not think-she had n.tsuSered Bo pitiful, now that her hour has come '"
llie tluok voice of the Boer woman broke out again •

Did ever I miss of the xVachtmaal ? Alamachtig, no '

Vi. uous as Sarah have 1 lain in the marriage-bed-keve,

aV hi k1 7 ""l*^"'
'""^ -"^ '>"^'"'"'' "'^'^ dropsy-leg

a thiek as boomstammen, and sixty years upon Ids loinsImu knewjst and yet the joy of my lUe is taken from me"

M Dirfk r
°"'

"" ^"' "' '"'''''• "^'- "-y '^"^^ -y
The Mother-Superior leuncKl to her, and threw a strong
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" Huih, hush ' Remember that He gave the Joy befor

Ho Bent the sorrow. And we mu»' lubmit ounelvee to the

Holy WUl."
The Boer woman snorted

:

„ . t i

" Aa il I didn't know that better than a Faput. Look

you have 1 Bhed one tear I" She blinked hard bright oyi»

deBantly. The Mother wont on in that v.lvet voice of

hers, making the uncouth dialect sound like the ooomg of

an Irish dove : ^ , m. , u ^
" Bettor that you had tears, poor mother I Ah ! best

to weep. Did not our Lord weep over His dearest city,

and for His beloved friend 1 And when He pitud tho

Widow of Nain, do you think His eyes were dry 1 Ah I

best to weep."

She strove to wrench herself away, shoutmg :

" Ho raised Lazarus from the dead for Mary his sister,

and she had been a shameless wench. And He gave th..

other back her boy. What has He done for me 1

The sisterly arm hold her fast ; the great grey eyes looktd

into hers, wet with tho tears that wore domed to her.

" He has given you an Angel to pray for yc u v. Heaven

She snorted robelliously :

» j l .
" His mother wants him down here. . . . And what is

Heaven to little Dierck, when he could be sailmg his boat

in the river-pools, and playing at driving the span 1

But she let the Mother-Superior take him from her, and

dropped her great arms doggedly at her sides, watchmg still

dry oycd as they laid him do\vn nd Saxham stooped above

him feeling at the pulseless heart. She saw the doVtor

shake Ilia head and lay down the little hand. She saw the

Mother-Superior coax down tho eyelids with tender skiltul

fingers, and put a kiss on each, making the Sign of the Crofs

„n tho stUl, childish breast, and nu muring a little prayer.

She would have screamed to avert the defiling, heatli.n

tiling from him, but the memory of the sister-embrace and

the sister-look held her dumb.
, , . i

It was only when they were stripping him for the last sad

toilet, and the cherished top and half a dozen highly-prued

marbles rolled out of the pocket in the stumpy Uttlo round

jacket she had made out of a cast-off garment of his father s

that her bosom heaved, and the fountains of her gnu

PC' :.
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spnuiR from the iitony noli. Hh« wept copiou»Iv. and found
resipiation. Soon Hhe wan iiufflcientiv herielf to orold »
prodiKally-mindod spinster relative who had proposed that
Little Diorck should be coffined in his new blacl< Sabbath
suit.

" But you old maids have no sense, no more than so
many cabbages. Little anxels in the hemel can fly aboutm clean nlRhtBOwns-look in the grandfather's bio picture-
Bible if you don't believe me. But live boys can't loop
about without breeches. So I'll lay those by for the
next one."

'

xxxra
RoAsnNii hot Christmas has gone by, with its services and
celebrations, its sports and entertainments, its meagre
feasting, and its hearty cheer, a bloodless triumph followwl
by the regrettable defeat sustaine<l in the battle of Big
Tree Fort. To-day the Union Jack hangs limp upon the
flagstaff that rears its slender height over Nixoy's, and
the new year is some weeks old. The blue, blue sky of
January is without a single puff of cloud, an-' 'he taint
from the trenches is less sickening, unmuiglod with the
poisonous fumes of the lyddite bursting-charges, and
the acrid odour of smokeless powder. It is Sunday
when Briton and Boer hold the Truce of God, and the
cimrch-bells ring to call and not to warn the people, and
sweet Peace and blessed Silence brood over the shrapnel,
scarred veld. The aasvogels feast undisturbed on bloated
carcasses of horses and cattle lying on the debatable
ground between the Line of Investment and the Line of
Difence, the barbel in the river leap at the flies, and
partridge and wild guinea-fowl drink in the shallows, and
hathe in the dry hot sand between the boulder-stones.
The Market Square is populous with a chatting, saunter-

ing crowd of people, who I'njoy the luxury of using their
lunbs without being called on to displays of acrobatic
agility in dodging trundling shell. There are Irregulars
and B,S.A.P., Baraland Rifles and Town Guardsmen. There
ari> the Native Contingent from the stad, and a company
"I Zulus, and the Kaftirs and the Cape Boys with their gas-

20
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pipe rifles that do (;ood service in default of better, and

bring down Oom Paul's Scripturally-flavoured denuncia-

tions upon EngUshmen, who arm black and coloured folk to

do battle for their own sable or brown or yellow nghts. These

have donned odd garments and quaint bits of finery to

mark the holiday, and every white man has indulged m the

luxury of a comprehensive wash, a shave with hot water,

and a change of clothing, if it is obtainable. Also, droopmg

feminine vanity revives in hair-waves and emerges from

underground burrows of Troglodytic type, arrayed m
fluttering muslins, and crowned with coquettish hats, which

walk about in company with ragged khaki and clay-stametl

duck and out-at-elbows tweed, and are proud to be seen

in its brave company.
Husbands and wives, fathers and daughters, sons and

mothers, lovers and sweethearts, meet after the week whose

separating days have seemed like weeks, and visit the houses

whose pierced walls and roofs, that let the white-hot sun-

shine in through many jagged holes, may one day, so they

whisper, holding one another closely, shelter them agam in

peace. Home has become a sweet word, even to those

who thought Uttle of home before. And many who were

sinful have found conviction of sin and the saving gra<!e of

repentance, and many more who denied their God havi'

learned to know Him, in this village town of battered

dwellings, whose streets are littered with all the grim

d6brisofWar. j , ti
Nixey's has not come scathless through the ordeal. Iho

stately brick chimneys of the kitchen and coffee-room hav-

been broken off like carrots, and replaced by tin funnels.

Patches of the universal medium, corrugated iron, mdicato

where one of Meisje's ninety-four-pound projectiles recently

plumped in through the soft brick of the east wall end, and

departed by the west frontage, leaving two holes that might

have accommodated a chest of drawers, and carrying a

window with it. Mrs. Nixey, the children, and the womr

n

of the staff inhabit a bombproof in the back-yard. The

waiters have developed a grasshopper-like nimblenes.*

otherwise things go on as usual.

It being Sunday, a large Irnig man and another as lone.

but less bulky, are extended in a couple of long bamboo
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chairs on Nixey's longish front verandah. The blue,
fragrant smoke of two looo- - t,ur«i curls upwards over their
supine heads, and two Ic ;.: driiiU con'.-ining a very meaere
modicum of inferior w i.sV.v are cci lained in two long
tumblers, restmg in the bt.raboo ae. ;s cunningly devised
for their accommodation ui ^.-^c cLiir-arms.

It is hot, but both the men look cool and lazy, and
almost too fresh to have spent the greater part of the
night, the younger upon advanced patrol-duty, and the
older at the Staff bombproof in the Southern Lines, where
messages come in and where messages go out, and where
reports are received and from whence orders are despatched
from sunset to the peep of dav. and from peep of dav to
sunset. '

The wardrobes of both warriors are much impaired liv
active service, but their originally white flannel trousers, if
patched, discoloured, and shrunken by amateur lavations
boast the out of Bond Street ; their shirts, if a trifle ragged,'
are immaculately clean, and the cracks in their canvas
shoes are disguised by a lavish expenditure of pipeclay.
Beauvayse has rummaged out and mounted a snowy double
collar in honour of the day, with a knitted silk necktie of
his Regimental colours, and a kamarband to match is
wound about his narrow, springy waist, and knotted to
perfection. Both men might be basking on an English
river-bank after a stiff pull up-stream, or resting after a
bout at tennis on an English lawn, but for the revolver-
lanyards round their strong, bronzed throats, ending in the
butts of Smith and Wesson's revolvers of Service calibre the
bandoliers and belts that lie handy on a table, and the Lee-
Metford carbines that lean in an angle made by the house-
« all and the verandah end. AIbo, but for the tension of long-
sustained watchfulness on both faces, making it plain that,
though resting and reposeful, they are neither of them un-
expectant of a summons to be the opposite of these things.
It 13 a look that, at different degrees of intensity, is stamped
on every face in Gueldersdorp. And the same uncertainty
possesses and pervades even unsentient things. The
Union Jack, hanging listlessly from the summit of its lofty
staff, bathed in the golden, glowing atmosphere of this
January day, may, in an instant's space, give place to the

ao—
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red signal of danger ; the bugle, now silent may at my

~lt blare out its loud and dismal note of warning ;
the

beuTthat call with peaceful insistence, " Come to church !

oome to church
-" in the twinkling of an eye may be clan^ng

scared townsfolk to their burrowed hidmg-places You

never know. For General Brounckers, though a God-

Eg man, sometimes goes in for Sunday gun-pract.ce,

quite unintentionally, as he afterwards explams. Hence

even on the Sabbath, it is as well to be prepared.

Beruvayse is the first to break the drowsy silence by

knocking the lengthened ash off his cigar, and expressmg

his opinion that the weed might be a worse one.

" Considerin- the price the box of fifty was knocked down

to me for at Kreils' auction yesterday, state^ Captain

Bingo
"

it's simply smokin' gold. Nine pound fifteen-and-

slx fuks me into how much apiece V He yawns eavern-

ously, and gives the calculation up. " A ways w^ a duffe

at fibres," he savs, and relapses into silence until, m the

act oUhrowing the nearly emoked-out
:'>g-^:?'"",f

3'
.^^

pulls himself up, and. .> onomically impalmg it on his

penknife-blade, secures a few more whiffs.

"Against the Lenten days to come, when there will be

no balm left m Gilead," says Beauvayse, cocking a grey-

green eye at him in sleepy derision, " and no tobacco m

^"" K^eSe sellin- dashed bad cigarettes at a pound the

box of a hundred now." says Captam Bingo
;

and I ve

a notion of layin' in a stock of 'em. We smoked tea in tho

Sudan and I had a shot at hemp, but it plays the very devil

^th the nerves. AH jumps and twitches, you know, ai or

a pipe or two. Nervous as a cat, or a woman. And, talk-

ine of women. I wonder where my wife is !

He turns a large, pmk, disconsolate face upon Beauvayse.

Belvayse responds with the air of one who has Buffered

boredom from the too frequent enumeration of this con-

Jecture. "Not knowing, can't say. And there i»

another silence. ... i_ j » „„„fi,.
" How she got the maggot into her head presentjj

resumes Lady Hannah's spouse, "I can't think. I did

Z^se her vaultin' ambition to rival Dora Corr-wnma.

Xmanaged to bum her own and a lot of other people

s
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fingers by meddlin' in South African politics over tlie Raid
business—had been quenclied for good that momin' you
took those fifty chaps of the Irregulars out for what she
iixmld call their ' baptism of fire.'

"

" That's newapaperese," yawns iieauvayse, his supple
brown hands knitted at the back of his sleek golden head.
Goes with 'the tented field' and casun beUi : cherehez
la femme and cui bono ?

"

" She's got the lingo at her finger-ends and It lier blood
or we wouldn't be cherchaying now," says Bingo dolor-
ously. ' I asked her if she was particularly keen on Cfcttin'
killed. ..."

'• Shouldn't have done that. Put her on her mettle not
to show funk if she felt it," mumbles Beauvayse.

" A man can't always be diplomatic," grumbles Bingo.
"Anyhow, she'd seen a bit of a scrap at the outset of
affairs, when the B.S.A. went out with the Armoured Train
and was wild with me for wantin' to deprive her of another
' glorious experience.' ... And next morning she rides out
with a Corporal and two troopers, both chaps beastly sensible
of their responsibiUty, and wishin' her at Cape Town shem toppm' spirits and as keen as mustard. It was about
SIX o clock, morning, and she hadn't been gone five minutes
before we heard you fellows poundin' away and bein'
pounded at like Jimmy ! I was on the roof with the
Chief, the sweat runnin' down into the binoculars, until
the veld seemed swarmin' with brown mares and grey linen
habits and drab smasher hats, with my wife's head under
em, and hoverin' troopers. But I did make out that your
party had got into difficulties

"

' Wo opened on 'em at a thousand yards, and pushed to
withm five hundred, and if the fellows in charge of the
Hotchkiss could have got her into play," Beauvayse inter-
rupts rather huffily, " we'd have been as right as rain."

Possibly. If I hadn't been on special duty that day
and as nervous as a cat in a thunderstorm, I'd have volun-
teered to bring No. 2 Troop of A out to the rescue, instead
of Heseltine. As it was, I nearly fell off the roof when I
saw my wife coming, one trooper, as pale with fright as a
piece of soap, supportin' her on his saddle, another man
oadmg the mare, dead lame, and the Corporal's hairy
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Plugged in the upper works, the Corporal, poor beggar !

but he'd managed to stick on somehow until they got to the

Hospital. Have you ever had to deal with a woman in

hysterics '"

Beauvayse nods sagely.

" Once or twice."
" Once is an experience that lasts a man all his lifetime.

Phew !" Captain Bingo mops his large pink face. " Never

had such a dressing-down in my life."

" But what had you to do with the Corporal getting

chipped ?"

" The Lord only knows !" says Bingo piously. " But, if

you'd heard her, all the rest of the day and half through

the night ! . .
."

" I did," Beauvayse says with a faint grin. " Mine's the

next bedroom to yours, you know."
" ' Oh, the blood ! Oh, the blood !' . .

." Not unsuc-

cessfully does the spouse of Lady Hannah attempt to

render the recurrent hiccough and the whooping screech of

hysteria. " ' Damn it, my dear !' I said, tryin' to reason

with her, ' what else did you expect the fellow had got in

him ? Sawdust V That seemed to rouse her like nothing

else. . . . Turned on me like a tigre.ss, by the living Tinker,

!

—called me everything she could lay her tongue to, and

threatened that she'd apply for a separation if I continued

to outrage every feeling of decency that association with

such a thundering brute hadn't uprooted from her nature."
' Whe—ew !"

Beduvayse's comment is a shrill-toned whistle.

" Of course, her nerves were knocked to smithereens, ami

a man can overlook a lot, under the circumstances. She

was a mere jelly when the bombardmeut began " goes

on rueful Captain Bingo.
"—Rather!" confirms Beauvayse.

—"Lived in the

hotel cellar for the first fortnight, only emergin' from

among the beer-barrels and wine-oasks and liqueur-cases

after dark "

" —To blow me up and forgive me, turn and turn about,

until daylight did appear. Lucidly," reflects Bingo, with

a rather dreary chuckle, " I had plenty of night-duty on

just then, and so escaped a lot."
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" That gave her her chance to shoot the moon !" hints

beauvayse, in accents muffled by his long tumbler.
" By the Living Tinker !" asseverates Captain Bingo,

jerked out of his reclining attitude by vigorous utterance
of the expletive, " you could have bowled me over with a
scent-squirter when I came biwjk to brekker and found her
gone, and a cocked-hat note of farewell left for me on the
dressing-table pincushion, in regular elopement style ; and
another for the Chief, sayin'—he road it to me—that
she'd gone to retrieve the Past, with a capital ' P,' and
hoped to convince him ere long that one of her despised

sex—underiiued, ' despised sex ' — can be useful to her
country."

" ' Can be useful to her country,' " repeats Beauvayse.
" Question is, in what way ?"

" Damme if I can imagine !" bursts explosively from the
deserted husband. " All I know up to date, and all you
know, is that before it waa quite light she drove out of our
lines in Nixey's spider, his mouse-coloured trotter pullin',

and her German maid sittin' behind, wavin' a white towel
tied to the end of a walkin'-stick of mine, and went straight

over to the enemy. We hear in the course of things from
a Ka£Sr despatch-runner that she's stayin' in a hotel of

sorts at Tweipans, where Brounckers has had his head-
quarters since he shifted Chief Laager from Geitfontein.

And for any further information we may knock our rotten

heads against a brick wall and twiddle our thumbs. Never
you marry, Toby, my boy !"

A V-shaped vein swells and darkens between the hand-
some grey-green eyes and on the broad forehead, white as

a girl's where the sun-tan leaves off. Beauvayse takes his

cigar again from his mouth, and knocks the ash oS de-

liberately before he responds :

" Thanks for the advice."
" Be warned," says Captain Bingo sententiously, " by

me. Know when you're well oft, as I didn't. Take the
advice of your seniors, as I was too pig-headed a fool to
do, and don't put it in the power of any woman to make
you as rottenly wretched as I am at this minute. '

" Why ! women can make you rottenly wretched,"
admits Beauvayse, with a confirmatory creak of the

.^^sa^iL
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bamboo chair. " But, on the other hand, they can make
you awfully happy—what ?"

Captain Bingo throws his long legs oH their resting-placu,

and sits sideways, staring rather owlishly at his young
friend. He shakes hia head in a dismal way several times,

and sucks hard at his cigar as he shakes it.

" For a bit, but does it last ? When I came down to

hunt you up last June at the cottage at Oookham "

" Look here, old man !" The bamboo chair creaks

angrily as Beauvayt>e in his turn sits up and drops his own
long legs on either side of it, and drives the foot-rest back

under the table seat with a vicious punch. " Don't remind

me of the cottage at Cookham, will you ? It's one of the

things I want to forgot just now."
" i'oa wero as proud as Punch of it last June. Have

you let it '(" pursues Bingo, ignoring his junior's re(|uest.

Beauvayse yawns with ostentatious weariness of the

subject.
" No ; I haven't let it."
'' Ought to go oti like smoke, properly p/ivertised.

Somethin' like this :
' To let, Koselawn Cottage, Cook-

ham : a charmin' Thames-side bijou residence. Small

grounds and largo cellar, a boathouse and a houseboat,

stables, a pigeon-cote, and a private post-box. Duo-

decimo oak dinin'-room, boudoir by Kellis. Ideal nest

for a honeymoon, real tbmg or imitation. Might have

become the real thing if owner hadn't been whisked off in

time to South Africa.' And a daslied good job for him.

For you've had a deoentish lot of narrow escapes, Toby, my
boy :'' pursues the oracular Captain Bingo, disregarding his

junior's forbidding scowl, "' and come out of a goodish few

tight places, and you've got out oi 'em, if I may say so,

more through luck than wit ; but that httle entanglement

I'm deUcately alludiu' to was one of the closfist things on

record in the career of a Prodigal Son."
" Thanks. You're uncommonly complimentary to-day."

Beauvayse pitches away his cigar, knocks a feather of ash

from hit) clean silk shirt, and folds his arms resignedly on

his broad tlat chest.
" Upon my word, I didn't mean to be. Does it ever

strike you," goes on Captain Bingo doggedly, " that if that
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wire from the Chief asking for your address hadn't found
ine at the Club, and if I hadn't run down and dug you out
at the—I won't repeat the name of the place, since you
(ion't seem to like it—you'd have been married and done
for, old chap—any date you like to name between then and
the beginning of tli war i And, to put things mildly, there
would liave been the aiiHchiof to pay with your people."

" Yes," Boauvayse agrees rather dreamily ;
" there would

have boon an awful lot of bother with my people."
Not that I object to the stage myself," Captain Bmgo

says, waving a largo, tolerant hand ;
" and it seems getting

to be rather the fashion to recruit the female ranks of the
Peerage from Musical Comedy, and a prettier and cleverer
little woman than Lcssie . . . What are you stoppm' vour
ears for ?" i-i- J-

' I'm not," says a muffled, surly voice. " It'sa—twmge
)f toothache."
" AH I've got to say is," declares Captain Bingo, " that

marnage with one's equal in point of breedin' is sometimes
a blank draw, but marriage with one's inferior is a howling
error. And if you had done as I'd stake my best hat you
would have done, suppoain' you'd been left to loll in the
lap of the lovely Lessie "

Jieauvayse jumps up in a rage.
" VV'ryuohe, how much longer do you think I can go on

listening to this ? You're simply maundering, man, and
my nerves won't stand it."

' Oh, very weU
! But you haven't the ghost of a right

to lay claim to nerves," Captain Bingo obstinately as-
severates. " Now look at me."

• I'm hanged if I want to !" declares Beauvayse. " You're
uot a cheering object." He drops back into the bamboo
chair again.

" Flyblown, do I look ?" inquires Bingo, with dispas-
sionate interest.

" Well, yes, decidedly," Beauvayse agrees, without
removing his eyes from the whitewashed verandah-pillar
.t which they blankly stare.

'• Streaky yellow in the whites of i;he eyes, and pouchy
under 'em ?" Captam Bingo demands of his young friend
with unmistakable relish. " ' Y'es ' again ? And I grouse
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and maunder J Of course I do, my dear ohap !
How

can I help it 1 A married man who. for all he knows,

may be a widower
"

" I wish to God I knew I was one !"

" My good fellow ?"

•' You heard what I said," Beauvayse flings over his

shoulder.

Captain Bingo, his hands upon his straddling knees,

regards his junior with circular eyes staring out of a large,

kind, rather foolish face of utter consternation.

" That you wished to God you were a widower ?"

" Well, I mean it."

XXXIV
" Good Lord !"

There is a gap of silence only broken when Captain

Bingo says heavily :

" Then you did marry the Lavigne after all ? When

was it
"

" We'd pulled off the marriage at the local Registrar's

a fortnight before you came down with—Ata wire."

" By the Living Tinker, then it uias a genuine honeymoon

after all
!" A faint grin appears on Captain Wrynohe's

large perturbed face.
" Don't be epigrammatic, Wrynche." The dull weariness

in the young voice gives place to quick affront. " And

keep the secret. Don't give me away."
" Did I ever give you, or any other man who ever trusted

me, away t Tell me that."

Captain Bingo gets up and covers the distance between

the deck-chairs with a single stride, and puts a big kind

hand on the averted shoulder.
" Of course you never did." The boy reaches up and

takes the hand, and squeezes it with the shyness of the

Englishman who responds to some display of solicitude or

affection on the part of a comrade. " Don't mind my

rotting like this. There are times when one must let ofi

steam or explode."
" I thought—and so did a few others, the Chief among

•em—that South Africa had saved you by the skin of your

teeth," says Captain Bingo, smoking vigorously, and driving
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his hands very deep into his pockets. "Confoundedly
odd how talten in wo were ! I could have sworn, my part
that you'd just stopped short at " '

" At making a bUthering idiot of myself," interpolates
Beauvayse. ' If you'll go back and sit decently in your
chair, instead of standinf behind me rattlin' keys and
coiM m your pocket, and dropping hot oigar-ash on my
head, I U tell you how it happened. Nobody listening ?"

Not a soul," say Gipiain Bingo, padding back after
a noiseless prowl to tht aoffee-room window.
Beauvayse grips either arm of the chair he sits in so

fiercely that they crack again.
" I—I was desperately hard hit over Lessie a year

ago " '

" So were a lot of other young idiots."

" That's a pleasant reflection. They were."
" Of course, I "—Bingo's large face becomes very red—
I mferred nothing in any way against Miss Lavigne's

chara—— Dash it, I beg your pardon ! I ought to call
her Lady Beauvayse."
"Don't trouble. I think I'd rather you didn't It

would rub things in rather too much," says Beauvayse
paling as the other has reddened.

" Wouldn't it be as well," hints Captain Bingo " to set
used to it 1" 6 . >« BOX

"No," Beauvayse throws over his shoulder. " And don't
assume a delicacy in «[ aking of the—the lady, because
It a unnecessary. As I've said, I was very much in love.
bhe had—kept house with a man I knew, before we came
together, and there may have been other affairs—for all
I can tell, at least—I should say most probably." Some-
thing in Captain Bingo's face seems to say " uncommonly
probably,'' though he ut ters no word. " But she was awfully
pretty, and I lost my head." He shuts his eyes and leans
back, and the lines of his young face are strained and wan.

I—I lost my head."
"It's—it's natural enough," volunteers Captain Bingo.
ihere is another short interval of silence in which the

two men on Nixey's verandah see the same vision—lime-
Ughts of varying shades and colours thrown i.-om different
angles aoross a darkened garden-scene where impossible

HI,
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tropioal flowers expand giant petals, and a spangled water-

fall tumbles over the edge of a blue preoipioe in sparkling

foam. The nucleus of a cobweb of quivering rays, crossing

and intetseoting, is a dazzling human butterfly, circling,

spinning, waving white arms like quivering antenna),

flashing back the coloured Ughts from the diamonds that

are in her hair and on her bosom, are olaapod about her

rounded waist and wrists, gleam like lireHius from the

folds of her diaphanous skirts, andsparkle on hor flngers.

A provoking, beguiling Importinonou with great stage cyc-<

encircled by Uue rims, a small mouth painted ruby-red,

a complexion of theatrical lilies and roses, and tiiiy,

twinkling feet that beat out a measure to which Beauvayso's

pulses have throbbed madly and now throb no more.
" It began in the usual way," he goes on, waking from

that stage day-dream, " with suppers and stacks of flowers,

and a mufl-chain of turquoise and brilliants, and ended up

with "

" With an fieatric motor-brougham and a flat in May-

fair. Oh Lord, .vhat thunderin' donkeys we fellows are !"

groans Captain Bingo, rubbing his head, which has hair of

a gingery hue, close-cropped until the scalp blushes pinkly

tlmjugh it, and rubbing nothing in the way of consolation

into the brain inside it.

" I bought the cotteige at Cookham as a surprise for her

birthday," goes on the boy. " She's a year or two older

than me "

" And the rest," blurts out Captain Bingo. But hn

drowns the end of the sentence in a giant sneeze. " Must

have caught cold last night without knowin' it. Dashed

treacherous climate this," he murmurs behind the refuge

of a pocket-handkercliief. " And so you bought the

cottage for Lessie ? Another nibble out of the golden

cheese that the old man's nursing up for you,—what '.

And in thingumbob retirement by the something-or-other

stream you hit on the notion of splicing the lovely Leasie

Lavigne. Poetry, by the Living Tinker !"

'
' Do you want to hear how I came to out my own throat ?

'

'

snarls the boy, withwhite, haggard angeralternating with red

misery and shame in his young, handsome face ;
" because

if you do, leave off playing the funny clovm and listen."
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" Never felt lesn inclined to be funny in my life. 'Pon
my word. I •vwinre yon !" asseverates Ringo. " You're
simply a bundle of irritable nerves, mv dear chap, and
that's the truth."

" You wouldn't wonder if ynu knew , . . Oh, damn it,

WijTiche !"—the younp voice breaks in a miserable sob

—

" I'm so thundering miserable. And all because there
there was a kid coming, and I did the straight thing by its
mother."

" Whew !" Captain Bingham Wrynohe gives vent to
a long, piercing, dismal whistle, which so upsets a gaunt
mongrel prowling vainly for garbage in the gutters of
Market Square that ho puts up his nose and howls in
answer. " Was that bow you fell into the " He is

obviously going to say " trap," but with exceeding clumsi-
ness substitutes " state." And wonders at the thing
having been pulled off so quietly in these days, when con-
founded newspapers won't let you call your soul your own.

" That's because 1 signed my name ' John Basil Edward
Tdbart,' " explains Beauvayse ;

" and because the Registrar
—a benevolent old cock in a large white waistcoat, like
soniebody's father in a farcical comedy—wasn't sufficiently
up in the Peerage to be impressed."

" Weren't there witnesses of sorts ?" hints Bingo.
" Of sorts. The housekeeper at the cottage and ray

man Saunders—the discreet Saunders who's with me here.
.And a fortnight later came the appointment," goes on the
boy. " And—I was gladder than I cared to know at
getting away. She—Lessie—meant to play her part in
the ' Chiffon Girl ' up to the end of the Summer Season,
and then rest until . .

." He does not finish the sentence.
" I suppose she's fond of you—what ?" hazards Captain

liingo.

She cares a good deal, poor girl, and was frightfully
cut up at my going, and I provided for her thoroughly
»ell, of course, though she has heaps of money of her own.
.\ml when I went to stay with my people for a night before
sailing, I'd have broken the—the truth to my mother
then, only something in her face corked me tight. From
the moment I took the plunge, the consciousness of what
a rotten ass I'd been had been growin' like a snowball.
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But on the Toytge out "—a change oomee into the weary,

level voice in which Beauvayse haa told hii itory—" I

forgot to grouse, and by the time we'd lifted the Si>uthern

Cro8s I wasn't so much regretting what I'd done as wonder-
ing whether I should ever shoot myseli because I'd doni<

it ? Up in Rhodesia I forgot. The wonderful champagne
air, and the rousing hard work, the keen excitement and
the tingling expectation of things that were going to happen
by-and-by, that have been happening about us since

October, were like pleasant drugs that keep you from think-

ing. I only remembered now and then, when I saw Lessie's

photograph hanging on the wall of my quarters, and the

portrait she had set in the back of my sovereign-case, that

she and me were husband and wife." He gives a mirthless

laugh. " It makes so little impression on a fellow's mind
somehow, to mooch into a Registrar's office with a womivii

and answer a question or two put by a fat, middle-aged
duffer who's smiling himtolf into croasos, and give your
name and say, ' No, there's no impediment,' and put on
the ring and pay a fee—I believe it was seven-and-six

—

and take a blotchy certificate and walk out —married."
"It never does take long, by (Jad!" agrees Captain

Bingo with fervour, " to do any of the things that cant
be undone again."

" Undone. . .
!" Beauvayse sits up suddenly and turns

his miserable, beautiful, defiant eyes full on the large.

perturbed face of his listener. " Wrynche, Wrynche I

I've felt I'd gladly give my soul to be able to undo it. ever

since I first set eyes on Lynette Mildare !"

Captain Bingo gives vent to another of his loud, dismal

whistles. Then he gets out of his chair, large, clumsy,
irate, and begins :

" I might have known it, with a chap like you. Another
woman's at the bottom of all your bellowing. You're
not a bit sick at having brought an outsider—a rank
outsider, by Gad !—into the family stud

;
you're not a

rap ashamed at havln' disappointed the old man's hopes
of you, for you know as well as I do that when you'd done
sowin' your wild oats and had your fling, you'd have come
in when he rang the bell and married Lady Mary Menzies.

You're not a damned scrap sorry at having broken your

Vr-m
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mother'i heart, though you know in the bottom of your
»oul that Bhe scented thi« marriage in the wind, andhad an interview with the Chief, and went down on herknees to him-her kneen, by the Living Tinker !~to giveyou the chance of breakin' off an undedrable connection '"
Beauvayse w out of his chair now. " Is that true-alwutmy mother ?" he demands, blazing.
"I'm not in the habit of lyin', I^rd Beauvayse !" states

(laptain Bmgo huffily.
'

" Don-t ay off like a lunatic. Bingo, old man. How didyou find—that—out ?"
' Your "ousin Townham told me."
"Damn my cousin Townham for a driedup, wiggy

pratm little scandalmonger !" ^''

Captain Bingo retorts irately ;

" Damn him if you please ; he's no friend <,f mine As
yours, what I ask you is, between man and man, how farhave you gone m this fresh affair ?"

Beauvayse drives his hands deep into the ,»cket8 of his
patched flannels, and says, adjusting a footstcml with his
toe over a crack in the board-flooring, as thougli the
operation were a delicate one upon which much depended •

I ve told her how I feel where she's concerned, and that
1 care for her as I never cared yet, and never shall care for
anyone else." ' "^

The faint grin dawns again on Captain Wrynche's large
kindly, worried face. *

" How many times have you met ?"
' Only four or five times in all," says Beauvayse "

I'd
set eyes on her twice before I was introduced. I couldn't
rest for thinking about her. She drew me and drewme ... And when we did meet, there was no strangeness
between us, even from the first minute. She just stmedwaimg for what I had to own up. And whin I s^e1-1 seemed to be only saymg what I was meant to savFrom the beting of the world! And you'd understand
better if you'd seen her near "

-I have seen her in the distance, walking with the
.Motber-Superior of the Convent. A tall, slight giri. Looks
like a lady," says Bingo, " and has jr'iy h4 "

It's the ooiour of dead leaves in autumn sunshine or

T.'. -«r» fy:-:-a)iv:?«wri^^^KLi*»:-—»f<»,'" VET/"'^- t^i
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a squirrel'B b»ok," raves the boy, " and she's beautiful.

Wrynohe. My God ! so beautiful that your heart stops

beating when you look into her face, and nearly Jumps out

of your body when a fold of her gown broshes against you.

And I swear there's no otherwoman for me in life or death
!"

" I shouldn't be in such a cast-iron hurry to swear if

I were you," Captain Bingo replies judicially. " And—
I've heMd you say the same about the others

"

" It was never true before. And she's a lady," plead.«

Beauvayse hotly. " A lady in manners, and education,

and everything. The sort of girl one respects ; the sort

of girl one can talk to about one's mother and sisters
"

" You'd talk about your mother to a Kaffir washer-

woman," Captain Bingo blurts out. " Better you should,

than go hanging about a Convent-bred schoolgirl and tellin?

her you'll never care for anybody else, when you've got

a legal wife, and, for all you know, a family of twins at

home in England."

The footstool, impelled by a scientific lift of Beauvayse's

toe, ffies to the other end of Nixey's verandah. " Is one

mistake to ruin a man's life ? I'll get a divorce from mv

wife. I will, by Heaven !"

" You told me not to maunder just now," says Bingn.

with ponderous sarcasm. " Who is the maunderer, I'd

like to know ? By the Living Tinker, I should have thought

that this siege life would have put iron into a man's blood

instead of—of Cr^me de Menthe. Are you takin' those

dashed morphia tabloids of Taggart's for bad-water colly-

wobbles again ? Yes ? I thought as much. Chuck 'em

to the aasvogels ; stick to your work—you can't complain

of its laokin' interest or variety—and let this girl alone.

She's a lady, and the adopted daughter of an old friend of

my wife's, and don't you forget it !" Bingo's gills are red,

and he puffs and blows as large, excited, fleshy men are

wont to. " If you do you'll answer to me !"

" I tell you," Beauvayse cries, white-hot with passion,

and raising his voice incautiously, " that I mean to marry

her. I tell you again that I will div "

" Do you want the man in the street and every soul in

the hotel to know your private affairs ?" demands Bingo.

" If 80, go on shoutin'. As to your bein' a widower, the

!T-- jtt
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ohanoM are on the other side. . . . Gueldergdorp iin't
exMtly what you would oaU a healthy place Just now.And as to divoroin' your wife, how do you know she'll
ever be Moommodatin' enough to give you reason ? And
If she did, do you think a girl brought up in a Catholic
Convent would marry you, even if you called to ask her
with a copy of the decree absolute pasted on your chest »

llang Jt. man, your mother's son you ought to know
better ! And—oh come, I gay !"

For Beauvayse sits down astride an iron chair, and lavs
his shirt-sleeved arms on the back-rail, and his golden
cnsply-waved head upon them.
"I—I love her so, Wiynohe. And to stand by and see

another man out in and win what I've lost by my own
rotten foUy hurts so—so damnably." His mouth U
twisted with pain.

" Is there another chap who wants to cut in »" Biniro
demands. ^

" You know one gets a bit clairvoyant when one is mad
about a woman," says Beauvayse, lifting his shamed wet
eyes and haggard young face from the pillow of his
folded arms. Well, I'm dead certain that there is anotherman who—who is as badly hit as me."

" Who is the other man ?"
" Saxham !"

"The Doctor! Shouldn't have supposed a fellow of
that type would be susceptible now," says Bingo " Gives
an uncompromisin' kind of impression, with his chin like
the bows of an Armoured Destroyer, and his eyebrows
like another chap s moustaches."

" And eyes like a pair of his own lancets underneath
em. But he 8 a frightfully clever beast," says Beauvayse.
And what he wants in looks he makes up in brains. And—and If he knew there was a scratch against me, he might

force the running and win hands down. So hang on tomy secret by your eyelids, old fellow, and don'trive me
reason to be sorry I told "

"You have my word, haven't you ? And, talking about
scratch entries," says Bingo, inspired by a sudden rush of
recollection, " I ain't so sure that the Doctor-though,mmd you. this is between ourselves—is the sort of wooer

21
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a parent of strict notions would be likely to encourage.

Do you happen to have come across a goggle-eyed, potty

little Alderman Brooker ?—a Town Guardsman who runs a

general store in the Market Place—that's his place of busi-

ness with the boarding up, and the end butted in by a
Creusot shell that didn't burst, luckily for Brooker. Well,

this beast buttonholed me months ago, and began to spin

a cuffer about Sazham."
" What had the dirty Uttle bounder got to say ?" asked

Beauvayse, stiffening in disgust, " about a man he isn't fit

to black the boots of ?"

" \othing special nice. Said Saxham had lost his

London oonnectiuu tluough getting involved in a mess
with a woman," says the big Dragoon.

" Don't we all get into messes of that kind ? What
more ?" demands Beauvayse.

" Said the Doctor had kicked over the traces pretty

badly here. Pitched me a tale of his—Brooker's—having

often acted as the Mayor's Deputy on the Police Court

Bench, Brooker being an Alderman, and swore that he'd

had Saxham up before him a dozen times at least in the last

three years, along with the Drunks and Disorderlies."
" It sounds like a hanged lie !"

" If I didn't say as much to Brooker," responds Captain

Bingo, " I shut him up like a box by referrin' politely to

glass houses, knowin' Brooker had been squiffy himself

one night on guard, and by remindin' him that men who
talk scandal of their superior officers under circumstances

Uke the present are liable to be Court-Martialled and given

beans. And as the Chief, and Saxham with him, dropped

on Brooker in the act of smuggling lush into the trenches

the other day, I fancy Brooker's teeth are fairly drawn.

Though he swore to me that there isn't a saloon-keeper or

a saloon-loafer in the town that doesn't know Saxham by
the nickname of the Dop Doctor."

" The man don't exist who objects to hear of the dis-

qualifications, mental and physical, of a fellow who he's

thought Ukely to enter the lists with him in the—in the

dispute for a woman's favour," says Beauvayse, with a

pleasant air of candour. " And though the story sounds

Uke a lie, as I've said, there's a possibility of its being the
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othOT thing. I'm Borry for Saxham—that goes withoutsa:^ —though I don't like his overbearin' soientiflo sideand his sledge-hammer manner. But that a man with a
record of that kind should set his heart upon a girl like
LynettejMildare is horrible, intolerable,Wrynche ; and while
for the man s own sake, I should respect his beastly secret!
for Aer sake and in her interests, and if I consider that he's
puttmg hmiaelf forward at the risk of my-my prospects
and my hopes, I shall make use of what I know."

You don't mean you'd split on the maul" splutters
Dingo ; because, if you do "

•

"^ J
!*" ™ I^ve and War," says Beauvayse, with armg of defiance in his pleasant, boyish voice, and a gleam

of triumph m his beautiful sleepy eyes. " And this is
i^ve m War. You've put a trump card in my hand againstbaxham whether you meant to or not, and when i e time
comes, I shall play it."

He gets up and: lounges away. And Captain Bingo
emitting another wailing whistle as ho slews round to stare
after the tall, retreating figure with the crisp, golden head
IS sure of nothing so certainly as that Beauvayse will play
that trump card. He is repentant for having broached
the Doctor s secret as he climbs up by the narrow iron stair
that leads out upon the roof of Nixey's Hotel, to relieve
Uia commanding o£Scer at the binoculars.

XXXV
You are invited, the very Sunday upon which the pre-
viously-recorded conversation took place, to make the
acquamtanoe of the sprightly P. Blinders, Acting-Secretary
to Commandant Selig Brounokers, Head Laager, Transvaal
Republic and Orange Free State's United Forces, Tweipans

f. Bhnders, a long-bodied, short-legged young Dutch
apothecary of the Free Sta*. with sh^-sighted eyes be
hind hugely mapiifying spectacles, and many fiery pimples
bursting through the earthy crust of him, V>ssibly tostl-

r^ ,
^^, P™8«°<=« of volcanic fires beneath, had actedm the clerkly capacity to the Volksraad at Groenfontein.When Government did not sit at the Raad Zaal, Blinders

il—

2
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as oalmly as any ordinary being might have done, dispensed
jalap, oastor-oil, and pill-stick over the counter of his store.

These are the three heroic besoms employed by enlightened
and conscientious Boer housewives for sweeping out the
interiors of their families.

Pill-stick i.i rhubarb-pill in the concrete. The thrift}

mother buys a foot or so, and pinches oflE a bolus of the
required magnitude thrice in the year. No dosing is

allowed in between ; the members of the family get it when
the proper time comes round. To everyone his or her share,

not forgetting the baby.

When P. Blinders came away, he left his grandfather to

keep store, previously explaining to the aged man the differ-

ence between hydrocyanic aeid and almond-essence for

cake-iiavouring, powders of corrosive sublimate and
Gregory's. By a subtle transition the apothecary-clerk then
became the epistolary right-hand of Cieneral Bromickers,
whose wife, son. and grandson, with P. Blinders, made up
his personal staff. And round the Commandant's living-

waggon, where they harboured, Chaos reigned and Con-
fusion prevailed, and disputes in many tongues—English
severely excepted—made Babel. And, side by side with
the domestic, decent virtues weltered all the vices rampant
in the Cities of The Plain.

It goes without saying that the fresh site of Head ''Aager

had been cunningly chosen. It occupied a shield- ihaped

plateau among low, flat-topped hills. The single street of

Tweipans bounded it upon the east, and a rocky ridgo

upon the western side that might have been the vertebra

of some huge reptile of the Diluvian Period, protected

camp and village from British shell-practice.

Signs of this were not lacking. Waggons with shattered

timbers and fantastically twisted irons, broken carts, and

guns dismounted from their carriages, were to be seen, near

the dismembered or disembowelled bodies of the bea«ts

that had drawn them. Dead nbrse or mulo or bullock, do-

composing in the sun, seemed to have nothing of offence

for Republican noses. The yellow smear of lyddite was

everywhere, and, looking over the rock-rampart upon the

works below, you saw it like a blight, or yolk of egg spilt

upon a war-map.
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wh!?r^i^h^!^"^°'T^'1i^.*''°'"'^*"''-»>«P«' trencheswnere each fighting unit had his separate box of provisionsZ 7 *^ ^''t^beside him, andL cooling1^^and dry dung, and ate and slept and smoked and shot Che thought good. And in despite of such fire., the unr^»tncted space and pure hill - air notwith8t-,kdinc thnnoisome ditches wherein the cribbed, cabined and' confined defenders of Gueldersdorp alternately grilled and"soaked, were alleys of musk-roses, marvels o ^mitTrvpurity compared with the works of the besiegers, Td theabominable camps, where, in the absence of a noctmialkactive Quart rmaster-Sergeant, with liis band of pTonee„»tenoh took you by the throat and nose, while filth SrbSyou over the ankles.
aosoroea

A whiff of peculiarly overpowering potency, reaching youmade you turn away, and then the immense disordefofthe camp seized and held your eyes
"isoraer of

Arms, saddles karosses, blankets, clothing, panniers ofprovisions and boxes of ammunition, were p led Xut ^mountainous heaps Of military organisation, d,sS„authority, law, as these are understood by civilised nafiZthere was nothing whatever. Me- in well-wra^ v»I '

and felt billyhs, hobnobbed with":^ rThJ^S
uniforms ever evolved by the theatrical costumier oCnvelvet and gold lace, topped by cocked hats that hi^Tspoiled the ostnch to make a human biped vainly^iou
lous, adorned Gmn-als and Cornels thatZi no rSnta
he Distressful Country to make a bould bid for glory Zitt,the experieuc, of warfare acquired while lurkL behhid

SThelL^'^L^::

"

"''''''' '"'p~ ^ ^^--
Patria,rohs of eighty years and callow schoolbovs ofsixteen ought side by side with the fine flower3 thf^sty pnme of Bo..- manhood, aad many had their tive^aad children with chem under the Transvaal oolo,.r« n,!5

not a few had brought their mothers. When antr h^'any order to give his men, he pref«!ed it with the Bo7requivalent for ^' Hi !" When the men had heard as ^^« they considered n^essary, they would say, " Come onlet B be gomg," and slouch away. '

^ HI
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P. Blinders, being a Dutchman of the Free State, minded
smells no more than a Transvaal Boer. Yet it sometimes

occurred to him as odd that the duties of a Secretary should

embrace the peeling of potatoes and the performance of

other duties of the domestic kind.

He was squatting in the shadow of the Commandant's
living-waggon, polishing off the last of a panful, when
Van Busch came along. English being an unpopular

language, the big Johannesburger and the little Free Statpr

exchanged greetings in the Taal.
" Ging oop, and leave your woman's work there, and walk

a piece with me," said Van Busch. " I have something to

say to you about my sister that married the German
drummer, and is stopping at Kink's Hotel."

You can see Van Busch taking off his broad-brimmed hat,

and knocking the sweat from the leather lining-band. Hp
was dressed in a black broadcloth tailed-coat, flannel shirt,

and cord breeches, wore heavy veldsohoens, and carried a

Mauser rifle, as did everybody else, and had a long himting-

knife as well as a heavy six-shooter in the wide canvas

pouch-belt, and a bandolier heavy with cartridges. Thus
panoplied, he accurately resembled ten thousand other men.

But his dark, overfed, full-blooded, whiskered face was

not that of an agriculturist, and the strange light eyes, rust-

coloured like those of an adder, and, like the ophidian's,

set %ush with the oddly-flattened edges of their orbits, were

at variance with the high, rounded, benevolent temples

crowned with a thinning brake of curly hair. The rapacious

moulh, with the thick scarlet lips, belonged to the eyes.

He had put on his hat again, but he swept it ofi in a

flourishing bow, as Mevrouw Brounckers, in high-kilted

wincey, a man's hat of coarse straw perched or her weather-

beaten, sandy-grey head, came stumping down the waggon-

ladder, calling for her potatoes. What was that lazy

bedelaar of a Secretary about, and it nearly eleven of the

clock ? Didn't he know that her Commandant liked his

meals on time ?

Mevrouw received the poUteness less graciously than the

potatoes. That man with the eyes and the greedy red

mouth was a woman-eater, she knew. Not for sheep'and

gear would she, grandmother as she was, trust herself in
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house or bam alone with a klant^Uke that. But her Com-
mandant had uses for him, the twinkling-eyed, soft-

mannered, big rogue. She watched him walking off with
P. Blinders, for whom she entertained a distaste grounded
on the knowledge that no good ever came of those double-
tongued Free Staters.

And this one could write in the accursed shibboleth of
England as well as in the Taal. She shook her head as the
potatoes rattled into the big pot hanging over the fire. And
he walked out on Sundays with the young German woman
who was maid to the refugee-widow staying at Kink's
Hotel, and who never showed her nose inside the Gere-
vormed Kerk, the godless thing ! or went out except by
bat-light. Of that one the Mevrouw Brounekers had hor
opinion also. And time would show who was right.

Meanwhile, Van Busch and P. Blinders, who had left

the dorp behind them, and strolled up the alnost dry bed of
a aluit leading up amongst the hills, conversed, in Sabbath
security from English artillery, and reassuring remote-
ness from Dutch eavesdroppers. And their theme was the
German drummer's refugee-widow who never went to kerk.
Van Busch, who found it helpful in his business never to

forget faces, had met her on the rail, months back, travelling

up first-class from Cape Town. Early in October it was,
while the road was still open. And men who kept their
eyes skinned went backwards and forwards and round and
about, getting the hang of things, and laying up accurate
mental notes, because the other kind were even more risky
to carry than the nuggets and raw dust that are hidden in
the padded linings of the gold-smugglers* heavy garments.
The lady, small, dark, stylishly-tailored, and with bright

black, bird-like eyes, was not a German drummer's widow
when Van Busch and she first met. She had chatted in
her native English with her square, bulky, sleek-looking
fellow-ptwsenger, well-dressed in grey linen drill frock-coat
and trousers, with blazing diamonds studding the bosom
of his well-starched shirt and linking his cuffs.

The wide felt hat he politely removed as he came into
the carriage revealed to Lady Hannah a tall, expansive,
well-developed forehead. Below the line of the hat-rim
he was burned coffee-brown, like" many another British
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Colonial. The obsavant eye of " Ctold Pen " took in the

man's vulgarly handsome features and curiously light

eyes, and twinkled at the flaring jewellery and the whiskers

of obsolete Dundreary pattern that stood out on either side

the jewelled one's tull, smooth chin. His large, bold, over-

red mouth, with the curling outward flange to it, gave her

a disagreeable impression. One would have been grateful

for a beard that hid that mouth.
Lady Hannah found it curiously disquieting until her

fellow-traveller uegan to talk, in a thick, lisping voice, with

curiously candid and simple intonations. He presented

himself, and .she accepted him at his own valuation, as a

British Johannesburger, and influential member of the

('hamber of Mines, possessing vast interests among thi'

tall chimneys and white dumping-heaps of the Rand.
Van Busch called his efforts to be ingratiating " sucking

up to " the lady. He sucked up, thinking at first she might
be the wife of the English field officer who had been ordered

d<,wn from the north to take over the Guelderedorp com-
mand. Then he found she was only the grey mare of an
officer of the Staff. . . .

She plied Van Busch in his triple character of politician,

patriot, and mine-owner with questions. Thought she

was juicing a lot of information, whereas Van Busch was
the one who learned things. Kind of playing at being

newspaper-woman she was, and taking notes for London,

newspaper articles all the time. Had laid out to be a little

tin imitation of i«)ra Cotr, or, say, nickel-plated, with cast

chasings. Was burning for an opening in the diplomatic

go-betweening line ; wanted to dabble in War Correspon-

dence, iind so on. But Van Busch gathered that the biggest

egg in the little lady's nest of ambitions was the desire to

do a flutter on the Secret Service lay.

She wanted to be what he termed a " slew," and she

would have called a spy. He fiddled to her dancing, and

wearied before she did.
" What Woman has done Woman may do !" was t\>A

burden of her ceaseless song. And when she left the train

at Queldersdorp, " Au revoir " said uhe with a flash of ht'i

bright black eyes, nodding to the big Colonial, who was so

excessively civil about' handing out her dressing-case and
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travelling-bag. " Many th«nk», and don't give me away
if you should happen to meet me in a different skin one of
these fine days, Mr. Van Busch."
" Sure, no ; not I," said the burly Johanneuburger, with

an effusion of what looked like genuine admiration. " By
thunder ! when it comes to playing the risky game there's
no daring to beat a woman's. Give me a petticoat, say I,
for a partner every time."
" Bravo !" Her eyes snapped approvingly. She waved

a little hand towards a large pink officer of the British
Imperial Staff, who was looking into all the first-class com-
partments in search of a wife who had been vainly en-
treated to remain at Cape Town. " There's my husband,
who entertains the precisely opposite opinion. But he
hasn't your experience—only a theory worn thin by
generations of ancestors, all chivalrous Conservative
noodles, who kept their females in figurative cotton-wool.
Do let me introduce you. I'd simply love to have him
hear you talk."

Van Busoh did not pant to make the acquaintance of the
MiUtary Authorities. He thanked the impulsive Lady
Hannah, but made haste to climb back into the train. The
big pink officer recognised the object of his search, and
strode down the platform bellowing a welcome. As Lady
Hannah waved in reply, the Johannesburger made a long
arm from the window, and thrust a pencil-scrawled card
into the tiny gloved hand.

" S's'h ! Shove that away somewhere safe," said Van
Busch, in a thrillingly mysterious whisper; "and, re-
member, any time you want to learn the lay of the land and
follow up the spoor of movements on the quiet, that Van
Busch, of the British South African Secret War-Intelligence-
Bureau, is the man to put you on. A line to that address
care of W. Bough, will always get me. And with nerve
and josh like yours, and plenty of money for pahu-oil .

."
His greedy mouth made a grinning red gash in the smug
brown face with the fine whiskers of blaokish-brown. Hm
cold eyes scintillated and twinkled unspeakable things at
the little lady as the train carried him away.
Assuredly Van Busoh understood women no lees

thoroughly than his near relative. Bough. He knew that
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you oould bait {or and oatoh the sex with things that were

not tangible. Men wanted to be made sure of money or

money's worth. And for the co-operation of P. BIinder8

in the adroit little game by which the German drummer'H
refugee-widow who stayed at Kink's Hotel, and only went

out after dark, had been relieved of a handsome sum. Van
Busch had had to part with nearly one-third of the awag.

No wonder he felt and talked like a robbed man.
" All very well to talk," said P. Blinders, scratching his

newest pimple, and looking with exaggerated moonish sim-

plicity at nobody in particular through his largo round

magnifying 8pocta<ilo8. " But what could you have don«

without me, once the little Englishwoman smellod thr

porcupine in the barrel 1 When she drove out to your

friend Bough's plaats at Haarsgrond in that spider, pre-

tending she was your sister that had married a Duitschei

drummer in Gueldorsdorp, and buried him, and was afraid

to be shut up in the stitd with all those lustful rooineko,

you thought it would be enough to tell her Staats Polici'

or Transvaal burghers were after her to make her cree[i

into a mousehole and pay you to keep her hid. And it di<l

work nicely—for a while. Then the Englishwoman got

angry—oh, very angry !—and told you things that were not

nice. Either you should put her in the way of getting the

information she wanted, or good-bye to her dear brother,

Hendryk Van Busch, and his friend Bough."
" For a pinch of mealies I'd have let the little shrew

go, by thunder !" said the affectionate relative. " But my
good heart stopped me. The country wasn't safe for a

couple of women to go looping about," he added. " And
one of them with two hundred pounds in Bank of England

notes stitched into the front of her stays. . .
."

" Five hundred pounds," said the Secretary, with

pleasantly tw' 'ding spectacles. Van Busch's stare was

admirable in its mcredulity.
" Sure, no, brother ; not so much a« that ?"

" Trudi told me," smirked P. Blinders.
" You and her seem to be great and thick together," said

Van Busch. with a flattering leer. The little ex-apothecary

placed hie hand upon his chest, and said, with a gleam of

tendemees lighting up his spectacles :
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" I l»ve dghed, and she hM smiled." He went cm "
If

your fnend Bough had been brave enough to try and takeaway that wad of banknotes from the Uttle EngUsh-
woman he wouM have mot trouble. For in a pocket of her
gown she carries a revolver, and sleeps with it under her
pUlow ^ night

; that is another thing that Trudi has told
me. He kissed his fingers, and waved them in the direo-
tion of Kink's Hotel. " She is a lovely maiden I" He blew
his noso without the assistance of a pocket-handkerchief
and continued :

'

"Of course. Bough might have put some stuff in the
Englishwoman s coffee that would have made her sleep
while he stole that money, or he might oven have killed her
quietly, and buried her on the farm. But a man who does
that IS not so clover and so wise as the man who makes a
plan that gets the money and keeps friends all round, and
makes everybody happy—is he, now ? And that man is
me, and that plan was mine. From P. Blinders you
have genuine information to sell the Englishwoman, and
when she has bought it, paying well for it, and written it
all down m her despatches to the Commandant at Guelders-
dorp, she hands the letters back to you to be smuggled
through the lines, and pays through the nose for that also.
And who shall say she is chcUed ? For the letters do get
through"—the pimply countenance of P. Blinders was
quite immobile, but the eyes behind the great spectacles
twirled and twinkled with infinite meaning—" a week or
so after date, perhaps, but what is that ? Nothinir—
nothing at all."

"

" Nothing," agreed Van Busch. The two men smiled
pleasantly m each other's faces for a minute more. Then
said Van Busch, with a loud sigh :

But what I have to tell you now is something. The
Englishwoman has got no more money. Ask Trudi, if you
thmk I he. And, of course, the plan was a good plan
and you were a smart fellow to hit on it ; but now the two
hundred pounds is gone "

"Three hundred remain to get." P. Blinders briskly
held up five stumpy red fingers and tucked down the thumb
and little finger, leaving a trio of mute witnesses to the cor-
rectness of his arithmetic.



332 THE DOP DOCTOR

If
',< " No mon ranukiiu to gat. The oow haa nm dry."

The brow of P. Blinders grew aoarlet aa a itormy ranriae.
" Hoe t What is IMh I huar !" ho demanded with

indignation. " Nothing left, and I have not had but a
hundred and fifty out of the five hundred. There han

been dishoneaty somewhere. There have been triokn,

unbefitting the dealings of scrupulous Christian men.
Foei, foei

!"

Van Busoh stuck his thumbs into his belt and aniiied

amiably down into the indignant eyes behind the spcctaoleR.

Then he said, with his most candid look and simplest

lisp :

" No tricks, brother ; all fair and above-board. Ask thp

Commandant whether Van Busoh is square or not ? Ho
knows that the hundred and fifty was paid you honestly

on his account, and that I kept but fifty for myself. .And

you're not the chap to bilk him of his due. Sure im.

you'll never do that, never ! Go and see him now, and settlr

up. I had a talk with young Schenk Eybel this mornin);.

and he says the answer to the ecreeve you wrote to the

Officer in Command at (Jueldersdorp—to patch up an

exchange of the Englishwoman for that i^Iim kerel of i

Boer's son they got their claws on at the beginning of tlio

siege—has come in under the white flag this momins.
Schenk Eybel has a little plan he can't put through without

Walt Slsbberte, he says. L(M>p, brother. You'll find the

old man on his grey pony near the Field Hospital."

The eyes behind the spectacles whirled in terror. Tho
ex-apothecary faltered :

" What—what is this you say ? The money paid mc on

the Commandant's account—when it was to be a secret

between us. . . . Foei, foei ! This is unfair. And suppose

I have spent it, how shall I replace it ? Do you wish to

ruin an honest man V
Van Busch grinned, and P. Blinders gave up hopelessly.

At least, it seemed so, for he turned sharp round, and

trotted off with sorrowfully-drooping black coat-tailn,

in search of the meek grey pony and the terrible old man.
But the front view of the Secretary displayed a counten-

ance whose pimples radiated satisfaction, and spectacles

that were ali^t with Joy. Much—very muoh—would
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p. BUndew hare Uked to h«ve kept thmt huodnd Mid fifty
but hu foar had proved greater than his dedre.
He had paid every tikkio of the money faithfully toBrounokem and hi* hand, were meUphorically clean

and hu neck comfortably safe. He «a> the poorer by ahundred and hfty pounds, but the richer in wi«dom and
oiponence

;
and—he chuckled at the thought of thia—m the Joy of knowing himself, in poeUcripts appended to

those despatches of the Knglishwoman'g. to have poked .IvHarcasm at the British I.ion. W hose spiny tail P Blinders
imagmed to b(^ laslung, oven then, at the prick of the goad

i-or another thing, very pleasant to think of, he had
successfully pitted the cunning behind his giant spectacles
against the superior villainy of Mr. Van Busch of Johannes-

XXXVI
The German drummer's refugee-widow, who lived behind
two green-shutterod, blinded windows at Kink's Hotel
and was a sister of that good Boer Mijnheer Hendryk Vaii
liusch—'- a aiaUr indeed .'" snorted Mevrouw Kink and
never went to the kerk-praying, or put hor nose out of
doors at all before dark, and had a maid who did her hair
and wore her own in w aves, the impudent wench ! and
whose portmanteau, and bag, and booU, and shoes, and
skirt-bands, had fasliionable London tradesmen's labels
inside them, was the only person in the vUlage of Tweipans
and for a mile round it—good Nederlanda measure—who
did not know that she was an English prisoner-of-war
Her foray in quest of Secret Information had had its

liardships, as its alarms and excursions, but she plumed her-
self on havmg accompUshed something of what she had set
out to do. Van Busch, not counting a week of days when
she had found reason to suspect his entire good faith had
behaved like a staunch Johannesburger of British blood
and Imperial syu^pathies. But his valuable services had
been rendered for so much more than nothing tUat Lady
Hannah found herseU in the condition her Bingo wag wont
to describe aa " stony." She had sent for Van Busch
to teU him that th« poution was untenable. She would
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evtMiuate it, when he oould manage to get hold of^Nizey's

mouse-coloured trotter and the spider, left in the care of

Van Busoh'a good friend Bough, at Haargrond Plaats.

A dash for freedom then. In imagination she could hear

the mouse-coloured trotter's hoofs rattling over the stony

ground, and the crack, crack of the sentries' Mausers,

followed by a hail of bullets from the trenches. . . . She
oould see the headlines of the latest newspaper sensation,

flaming on the greenish gloom of the room with the closed

shutters and drawn-down blinds :

" STmBiNO Stoey from the Seat op Hostilities :

Lady War-Cokbbspondent euns the Gauntlet of
BoEE Rifles."

" Speshul. Hextry Speshul
!"

• • • • •

Perhaps she would be mortally wounded by the time she

got through the lines, so as to hang in bleeding festoons

over the splashboard, and sink into the arms of the husband

loved better than aught save Glory, gasping, as her heroic

spirit fled

* * tt ( «
" Did the gracious lady say she would have her boots

on?"
Trudi got up from the flattest and most uncomfortable

of the two forbidding beds Kink's principal guest-chamber

boasted, and ran her unoccupied needles through her

interminable knitting, a thick white cotton aofa-cover or

coimterpane of irritating pattern—and stood over against

her employer in an attitude of sulky submission. She

was a square-shouldered, sturdily-built young womEm of

twenty-five, with round eyes of pinky-blue garnished witli

white eyelashes, no eyebrows, and a superb and aggressively-

brilliEuitined head of fair hair elaborately dressed, waved,

and curled.

The hair was all attached to Trudi's scalp. Lady
Hannah had lain in bed morning after morning, for weary

weeks, and watched her " doing it," and wondered that

any young feminine creature with such arms, such akin,

and such hair should be so utterly unattractive. But

she had lived all these weeks in this one room with Trudi,

had languished under her handmaid's lock of intelligenco,
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had seen her eat, wielding her knife with marvellong
dexterity, and, wakeful, tossed the while she snored.
And every morning, alter Mevrouw Kink had brought in

coffee, snorting whenever Trudi's hair caught her virtuous
eye, or whenever the German drummer's widow struck her
as being more foreign of manners and appearance than
usual. Lady Hannah would call for her boots, attire herself
as for a promenade outdoors, lift the comer of a blind,
steal a glance at the seething, stenching single street of
Tweipans between the slats of the green shutters, and—
unpin her veil and take off her hat without a word
By eleven o'clock at night the polyglot confusion of

tongues would have ceased, the gaudily-uniformed swag-
gerers, the velveteen-coated, wide-awaked loafers, the filthy
tatterdemalions of all nations and their womenkind would
have turned in. Then Lady Hannah, attended by the
imwilling Trudi, was r>coustomed to venture out for what
she called, with some exaggeration, " A whiff of fresh air."
Except for the gnawing, prowliag dogs, the pickets at

either end of it, and the sentries posted at longish intervals
all down its length, the street of new brick and tin, and old
wooden houses that made Tweipans, belonged to Lady
Hannah then. Accompanied by Trudi, whose quality of
being what I have heard called " deaf-nosed " with regard to
noisy smells, she arrived at the pitch of envying, she would
stumble up and down amongst the rubbi h, or wade through
the slush if it had been wet, and stop at favourable points
to search with her night-glass for the greenish-blue glow-
worm twinkles of distant Gueldersdorp, and wonder whether
anybody there was thinking of her under the white stars
or the drifting scud ? . . .

But what was Trudi saying ?

"
The gracious one cannot have her boots."

" Why not ?" asked Lady Hannah, with languid in-
terest. Trudi struck the blow.

" Because she has none."
" -Vo boots ? Well, then, the walking-shoes."
Trudi smiled all over her large face. This placidity

should not long endure.
"The gracious one has no shoes either. Boots and

shoes—all have been taken away. Nothing remains except
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the quilted bedroom slippers the graoioiis one is wearing.

And it is impossible to walk out in bedroom slippers."

" I suppose it is." Lady Hannah yawned. " Well,

suppose you go and look for the boots. They may have been

carried away by mistake, like " She wondered afresh

what could have become of that transformation coiffure ?

" There is no mistake." Trudi announced. " And—the

gracious lady forgot her little gun beneath her pillow thia

morning. That also is missing," volunteered Trudi, wfau

had had her instructions and scrupulously acted up to them.
" My revolver has been stolen 1" Lady Hannah sprang

from her chair, made rapid search, and was convinced.

The Browning revolver had been certainly spirited away.

Red patches burned in her thin little face, and her

round black eyes regained some of their lost brightnesB.

Nothing like a spice of excitement for bringing you up to

the mark. Just now she had felt positively mouldy, and

here she was, herself again.
" Nobody came into the room in the night. I sleep

with the key round my neck, and if they had opened the

door with another, I should have awakened on the instant.

Nobody has been in the room to-day except the Frau

Kink "—^you will remember that a German drummer's

widow would naturally converse in her defunct spouse's

native language
—" the Frau Kink, with the coffee-tray.

She did not come near the bed. ..." The suddenness and

force of the suspicion that shot up in Lady Hannah's

mind lifted her up out of her chair, and set her upon her

feet. " It must have been you. Was it you V
She looked hard at Trudi, and Trudi sank upon her bed

and dissolved in noisy weeping.
" Ach, the wickedness !" she moaned. " To suspect of

such shamelessness a poor young maiden brought up in

honesty. . . . Ach, ach !"

But Lady Hannah went on :

" Yesterday morning, when you were so long in coming

back with hot water, and I opened the door and looked out

into the passage, I saw you whispering with a little stumpy,

pimply man, in a long-tailed black coat and large spec-

tacles. Who is he, and of what were you talking V
Trudi did not at all regard the verbal sketch of P. Blinden
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M a oorreot one, but though her love was blind to his
pimples and ignored his stumpiness, she could not deny the
speotaoles, which were to her as peepholes affording visions
of a blissful married future.

" He is a Herr who brought me news from my Mutti
at home in Germany. She is sick, and my father also, and
all my httle brothers and sisters are sick too," gulped Trudi
sobbmg and wallowing and rasping her flushed features
against the knobbly counterpane of the most uncomfort-
able of the two beds, " because they hear that I am in this
place, and they so greatly fear that I will be dead."

" You aren't dead yet. And you told me when I engaged
you that you were an orphan brought up by an aunt."

" Pay me my vage," demanded Trudi, liftmg a defiant
and perfectly dry countenance, and launching the utterance
in the forbidden English language, " and I vill now go.
I vish not to stop here longer."

" Very well, but where are you going ?"

'That," remarked Trudi, tossing her elaborately,
dressed head and relapsing into her native language,
" has nothing to do with the gracious lady."
There was insolent triumph and unveiled spite in the

large face attached to the elaborate coiffure. The gracious
lady, realising that Trudi formed the one link between
herself and the rough, strange, suspicious, unfriendly male
world outside, pocketed her pride to temporise. Let Trudi
remain as companion and attendant to the German refugee-
widow yet another week, and the month's due of wages,
already trebled in virtue of a service involving risk, should
lie substantially increased. . . . But Trudi only snorted
and shook her head, and Lady Hannah found herself con-
fronting not only a rat determined upon abandoning a
sinking ship, but malignantly inclined to hasten the vessel's
toundering.

What was to be done 1 It is quits possible to be brave,
adventurous, and daring without a revolver, its abseuce'may
even impart a faint sense of relief to one, as Ijeing no longer
under the necessity of shooting somebody with it at a pinch,
but without boots or shoes, and a Trudi to put them on,
Lady Hannah found herself at a nonplus. To conceal the
fact from the rejoicing Trudi, she moved to the window

22



338 THE DOP DOCTOR

and drew the blind aside, and was instantly confronted

with % row of round, staring eyes, the nose belonging to

Bach pair being flattened eagerly against the glass.

" Oh !" exclaimed Lady Hannah, dropping the blind in

consternation at this manifestation of public interest.

A snorting chuckle from the malignant Trudi fanned the

little ladj?s waning courage into flame. She crossed the

room and turned the door-handle.

The door was locked from the outside, the key having

been removed to accommodate the eye of Mevrouw Kink,

who reluctantly removed it to unlock the door, and announce

that Myjnheer Van Busoh had asked to see his sister,

as she ushered the visitor in.

Sisters are not sensitive as a rule to subtle alterations in

he regard of their brothers, but the German drummer's

refugee-widow could not but read in the face and de-

meanour of her relative a perceptible diminution of interest

in a woman who had no more money. ... He kept on his

broad-brimmed hat and pulled at his bushy whiskers as

he exchanged a palpable wink with Trudi, who was accus-

tomed, when the gracious lady's brother called, to retire

with her knitting ^hind the shiny American cloth-covered

screen that coyly shielded the washstand from a visitor's

observation.

Those flat, light eyes of the visitor's twinkled oddly aa

Lady Hannah's in(Ugnant whisper told of the missing

footgear and the vanished revolver, and her conviction

that the screened knitter was the active agent in their

spiriting away.
" You believe the girl's slewed on you, eh, and that things

are going to pan out rough 1 Well, sure, that's a pity !"

The big man lolled agunst the deal table, covered with a

cloth reproducing in crude aniline colours, trying to the

complexion, but gratifying to the patriotic soul of Mevrouw
Kink, the red, white, and blue stripes of the Vierkleur,

with the green staif-'ine carried all round as an ornamental

border. " And I'd not wonder but you were right." He

stuck his thumbs in his belt, and asked, with his hatted

head on one side Euid a Jeering grin on his bold red mouth :

" So, now, and what did you think to do ?"

Lady Hannah controlled an impulse to knock off the
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big man's bniad-brimmed felt, and even smiled back in the
grinning face. . . . One very little lady can hold a great
deal of anger and resentment without spilling any over,
if she is thoroughly convinced that it would be impriident
as well as useless to display either.

" As you gather, I intend returning to Gueldersdorp
to-morrow at latest. I shall not take my maid, as she
wishes for her own reasons to remain behind. Please
have the mare and spider here by mid-day coffee-time. Wo
can drive north towards Haargrond and double back
when we're beyond the lines, as the coursed hare would do."
Van Busch's red mouth gleamed, curved back from his

tobacco-stained teeth. He said with meaning :

" Boers shoot hares—not run them."
" They may shoot or not shoot," proclaimed Lady

Hannah. " I start to-morrow."
" Without boots or shoes ?" asked the red-edged, yellow-

fanged smile.
" Barefoot if I must," she answered, with all the more

spirit that she felt like the hare struggling in a wire.
" Please send for the mare and the trap. I leave this place
to-morrow."

" The mare and the dpider have been commandeered
for the use of the United Republics," said Van Busch.
As the angry colour flamed up in Lady Hannah's small,
pale cheeks, he added, shrugging his shoulders and spreading
his hands :

" Bough did his best to save them for you, no
bounce ! But could one man do anything against so
many ? Sure no, nothing at all !"

She lost patience, and stamped her little foot in its

quilted satin slipper.

" Do you suppose I haven't guessed by this time that
Bough the Africander and Van Busch the British-Johan-
nesburger aro one Boer when it suits them both ?"

His hand, copper-brown as his face, and with the marks
of old tattooing obliterated by an acid bum, jerked as he
raised it to stroke and feel his whiskers. Something else
upon the hand, in the sharpened state of all her senses,
struck out a spark of old association, and recalled a name
once known. She went on.

" How many men are you, Mr. Van Busch or Bough 1

22—2
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You provoke the question when I see you wearing the

Mildare crest and ooat-of-arms."

He had turned the deeply-engraved sard with his brown
thumb and clenched his fist upon it, but as swiftly changed
his mind, and took oil the ring and handed it to her.

" I had this ring off Bough, that's a real live mai^ and
a thundering good pal of mine, for all your funning. The
chap it belonged to died at a farm Bough owned once.

Somewhere in Natal it might have been. And the bloke

who died there was a big bug in England, Bough always

thought. But he came tramping, and hauled up with

hardly duds to his back or leather to his feet. Sick, too,

and coughing like a sheep with the rinderpest. Bough
was kind to him, but he got worse and worse. One night

Bough was sitting up with him reading the Bible, when he

made signs. ' Take this ring off of my finger and keep it,'

says he. ' I've got nothing else to give you, but I reckon

the Almighty' U foot your bill, for you're a first-class

Christian, if ever there was one.' Then he went in, and
Bough buried him in regular fancy style

"

" And sent the girl to the nuns at Gueldersdorp, or was
she there already ?"

Van Busch was in the act of taking back the sardonyx
signet-ring. His hand jerked again, so shtuply that the

ring was Jerked into the air, fell to the floor, and rolled

under the table. He stooped and reached for it, and asked,

with his face hidden by the patriotic tablecloth :

" What girl do you mean ?"

His dark face was purple-brown with the exertion of

stooping as he rose up. Lady Hannah answered :

" The Mother-Superior of the Convent of the Holy Way
at Gueldersdorp has an orphan ward, a singularly lovely

girl of nineteen or twenty, whose surname is Mildare.

And it struck me just now—I don't know why now, and

never before—that she might be -"

" Bough never said nothing to me about any girl. What
like is this one ?" Van Busch twisted the ring about his

little finger, and spoke with a more sluggish lisp and slurring

of the consonants than even was usual with him. " Is

she short and square, with black hair and round blue eyes,

and red cheeks and thick ankles 1"
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Lady Hammh, despite all her reoently-gained experience
of Van Buaoh, had not yet mastered his method of elioitina
mformation.

" Miss Mildare is absolutely the opposite of your desorip-
tion, she declared. " She is quite tall, and very slight
and pale, with slender hands and feet, and reddish-bronze
hau-, and eyes the colour of yellow topaz or old honey
with wonderful black lashes I have never seen any.
thing to compare " She stopped.
What strange eyes the man had, full of lines radiating

from the pm-point pupils, scintillating like a snako's. . . .

He said, in his thick, lisping way :

" A beauty, eh ? And how long might the nuns liave
had her ?"

"The Mayor's wife told me she has been under >'.he
care of the Convent ladies for some seven years."

His brown full face looked solid, and his eyes veiled
themselves behind a glassy film. He was thinking, as he
said :

°

"
And her name is Mildare, eh ? And you know her ?"

' I have met her once. She was introduced to me as
Miss Lynette Mildare. But just now I find my own affairs
unpleasantly absorbing. I am suspected in this place
Mr Van Busch, and if not actually a prisoner, am certainly
under restramt. For how much money down will you
undertake to extricate me from this position, and convey
me back to Gueldersdorp ?"

He shook his head, and for once the scent of gain did not
rouse his predatory appetite. He waa wondering how it
should never have occurred to him before that the scared
little white-faced thing might have fallen into kindly hands
and been nursed and cockered up and made a lady of «

He was puzzled to account for her remembering the name
that had belonged to the man whose grave was at the foot
of the Little Kopje. He was conscious of an itching curiosity
to find out for his friend Bough whether it really was the
iiid or no ? What was the Uttle fool of a woman savine
in her shrill voice ?

" It would be burning your boats, I am quite aware
«'it if it 'pays to bum them " she suggested, with her
Black eyee probing vainly in the shallow ones.
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He roused himself.
" A thousand pounds, English. You've not the money

here ?"

" No."
" Or a. cheque ?"

Her laugh jangled contemptuously.
' Do you Boer spies carry cheque-books—upon Secret

Service V
" I am no Boer, but an honest, square-dealing Britisher.

How often have I to tell you that ? Do you suppose you

are a prisoner here because 1 slewed on you ? Wrong, by

God ! Perhaps I kept things back a bit for fear you would

cut up, as women do, and go into soreeching-fits. Sure now,

that's what any man would have done." His tone of

injury was excellently feigned, and his lisp was simplicity

itself. " And to call me a dirty spy, when I got you

first-hand information, and ran your letters through to

Gueldersdorp, at the risk of my blooming neck. . . . Well,

you'll be ashamed when you get back there and see those

letters, that's what you will, sure !"

" The letters got through—yes. But didj;hey get through

in time to be of use ?" [^
The little she-devil suspected the truth. He stroked his

whiskers and scraped his foot upon the floor, and said in

his blandest lisp :

" They got through in useful time. I'll^kiss the Book

and swear it, if you want me."

How deal with a knave like this, who popped in and out

of holes like a rabbit, and wriggli-d and writhed like ti

snake ? Lady Hannah knew an immense yearning for the

absent Bingo, husband of limited intellectual capacity, man

of superior muscular development, doughty in the use of that

primitive weapon of punishment, the doubled human fist.

" In useful time ? Useful Gueldersdorp time or useful

Tweipans time < That is what I want to get at."

" Oh, hell ! how do I know ?" He had turned sulky and

scowling, but her blood was fairly up.
" I know that you have successfully swindled me out uf

five hundred pounds. I know that when I met you on the

train four months back you shaped your plans and baited
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" To oatoh a silly woman." His loarlet lips rolled back

from his tobaooo-stained teeth. His Jeering ayes were in-

tolerable. " Ay, maybe I did. And what's to say now 1"

" I say you are a blackguard, Mr. Bough Van Busch 1"

The dark face with the light eyes underwent a murdorous

change. He glanced over his shoulders right and left, and

took a step towards her, carrying out the movement sud-

denly, as a tarantula darts upon its prey. Before the thick

brown muscular fingers had choked the scream that rose

in her throat, the key crashed in the look, and the door was

violently kicked open, admitting . .

.

No portrait is required of that burly, bald-browed, sharp-

eyed, grizzle-bearded, square-jawed farmer, of the bronzed

and sun-cracked countenance, implacable under the slouch-

hat with the orange-leather band. We know the old green

overcoat, and coarse corduroy breeches, and roughly tanned

leather boots, with heavy, old-fashioned spurs, to have been

the husk of a fierce, and indomitable, and relentless warrior,

twinned with a quiet family-man of bucolic tastes and patri-

archal habits.

Van Busch, broader by inches and taller by half a head,

dwindled, seen in juxtaposition with this man of the iron

will and the leader's temperament, to a flabby, dwarfish,

and petty bemg. The fierce grey eyes took him in, and

read him, and dropped him, and fastened on the little

Englishwoman, as the great boots tramped heavily across

the floor, and the great voice roared, speaking in the Taal

:

" Pull up that blind ! Voor den donder ! Shall we be

mice, that sit and squeak in the dark ?"

'Down came the Mevrouw Kink's square of glazed yellow

calico, roller, cord, and all, at the impatient wrench of the

big, heavy hand- . . . The window was blocked with heavy

bodies, topped by brown, white, or yellow faces ; the street

was a sea of them, all staring with greedy, curious eyes at

the little Englishwoman who was a prisoner, and the big

man who ruled them by Fear. His angry grey eyes blazed

at the gapers, and the crowd sm-ged back a foot or two.

Then the fierce eyes darted back at pale Lady Hannah, and

the roaring voice began again :

" You who came here in disffuise, with a false story and

false hair
"

^:
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Lady Hannah Jumped in her bedroom slippers, and
crimsoned to her natural coilTur'*, as the missing transforma-

tion, appallingly out of wave, was plucked from the baggy
pocket of the old green overcoat, and brandished before

her astonished eyes. Struggling to restrain the dual im-

pulse to shrink and clutch, no wonder she appeared a con-
soiencu-strickiin creature in that great man's watohful eyes.

His big voico shook her and shook the room as he thundered

:

" Woman, you are no widow of a Duitscher drummer, but
the vrouw of a field-cornet of the Army of Groot Brittanje.

He holds a gioafschap in Engeland "—a mistake on the

part of the (ii^neral's informant—" and is hand-in-glove

with the Colonel Commandant at Gueldersdorp." Not so

far from the truth ! thought Lady Hannah. " Would he
spy out the land, let him coma himself next time. Boers
hide not behind their wives' petticoats when there is such
business to be done !

"

In defence of blameless Bingo the hysterical little woman
found voico to say :

" He—didn't know I was coming."
" What says she ?"

Before Van Busch could bestir himself to interpret,

Lady Hannah had repeated her words in faulty Duteh.
" So ! Engelsch mevrouwa disobey their husbands, it

seems 1" Were the fierce, bloodshot grey eyes really

oapable of a twinkle ? " We Boers have a cure for that.

Qreen reim, well laid on, after the third caution, teaches

our wives to fib and deceive no more."
" You're wrong, sir."

" Wrong, do you say ? Hoe I"
" What the green reim does teach them," explained Lady

Hannah, secretly aghast at her own temerity, "
is, not to

be found out next time."

He gave a wooden chuckle, but his regard was as menac-
ing tind his voice as gruff as ever.

" I make no mouth-play with words. I talk in men and
guns, and there are half a dozen among the Engelscli.

niet mier, that know how to talk back. There are one oi

two others that are duyvels, and not men. And the worst

duyvel of all "—he waved the big hand westward—" ih

he over there at Gueldersdorp."
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Loe mentally regiatered the compliment.
]

" You are a woman who writes for the Engeltoh newi-
papers that are full of shameless tales about the Boers."
He spat copiously upon the floor, and the big voice became
a bellow. " Lies, lies ! I havn had them read to me, and
the people who make thorn should be shot. Hear you
now. You shall write to them and say :

' Selig Brounckers
is a merciful man and a just. Hn is not as zwart as he
i» painted. He caught me mousing round his hoofd laager
at Tweipans—and what does he do ? * " The pause was
impressive Then the roari""; voice resumed :

" ' He sends me marching down to the gaol atOruenfun-
toin, that is packed with dirty white and dirty coloured
sohelmN until there is not room for one more "

He named the homely parasite hymned by Bums . .

.

—
" ' Or he packs me up to Oom Paul at Pretoria,

chained to the waggon-tail like the others.' . .
."

Lady Hannah wondered, while the stuSy room spun
round her, who the others were.

" Qeen, I will tell you what he does." He pitched the crum-
pled transformation contemptuously into the comer. " He
writes to the Engelsch Commandant at Gueldersdorp and
says :

' I have here a silly female thing that is no use to me.
Take her you, and give me in exchange a ma;., of mine.' ..."

" And he . . . what does . . .
?" She could get out

nothing more.
" He agrees. Mevrouw Yrynks "—" Dutch for Wrynohe,"

thought Lady Hannah dizzily
—

" you will now pay the
Mevrouw Kink what is owmg for her amiable entertainment,
and you will start for Gueldersdorp in ten minutes' time."
The roaring voice of the stem, fierce-eyed man, sounded

lovelier than the swan-song of De Bezke. She faltered,
with her Joyful heart leaping at the gates of utterance :

" The—mare and spider. You will be so kind as to
return them 1"

His face became as a human countenance rudely carved
in seasoned oak.

" I know nothing of a mare and spider," blared the great
voice.

She looked him straight between the hot fierce eyes, and
spoke out pluckily.
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" They »re not my property. I hired the trap udA the

trotter from a hotel-keeper at Guelderxlorp. And Mr.

Van Bu8oh tella mo that they have rucnntly been com

mandoered for the gervioe of the United Forces of thi

Tranavaal and Orange Free State."
" So ! . . . Well, that in what I would have done, if

they were worth having. Whore ia Van Bunch ?" The

angry glance pounced on that patriot in the remote comtr

to which he had modestly retired. Van Busch cringwt

forwards, hat in hand, explaining :

" The English Mevrouw mistakes, Myjnheor. Sure, now

,

I never told her anything of that kind. How could I, when

there was no mare and no spider 1 Didn't I drive her and the

other woman over from Haargrond, with Bough's little beSHt

pulling in a cart of my own ? Call the other woman, and

she will tell you it was as I say."

Lady Hannah, supremely disdainful, turned her back

upon the liar. . . .

" So, then, you are not willing to go back in a veld

waggon V denianded the bullying voice.

" I'm willing to go back in anything that isn't a coffin,"

she declared.

He gave the wooden chuckle, swung about and trampled

to the door, calling to Van Busch in the tone of a dog'a

master :

" Here, you . . .
!"

Van Busch followed, wriggling as obsequiously as tho

dog with a stolen mutton-chop upon his conscience.

The door slammed, the key turned roughly in the lock.

Lady Hannah, oblivious of the absence of outdoor foot-

wear, flew Joyously to cram a few belongings into her

travelling-bag and resume her discarded hat.

Outside in the street, the motley crowd having melted

away upon his appearance, General Selig Brounckers wae

saying to Van Busch :

" It is a pity that the Engelschwoman's story was not

true about that mare and spider. For if a mare and spider

there had been, you might perhaps have kept them for

your trouble
"

„—" Now I come to think of it, Myjuheer Commandact,
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aud V«n BoMh in a hurry, " partwpa the woman wm not
lying, aftor all. Bough hai a mouitt-coloured trotter in
the stabloD at Haargrond Plaats, and a spider standB under
the waggon-ahod in the yard. If th ' are hera, I'll let

Bough know Myjnhuer Commandant aaid I was to have
them. He'll make no bones about parting then. Sure.
no ! he'll never dare to."

" I will lend a couple of my burgherv nt' yi " *'• ';Ki

lare he docs not," said the Commandar^ 'i ^ nnt wmi '^i

tliu retloubtable Brounokers an easv > i..
-

,; ;, m,-
lucky," he added less pleasantly, " th . ; ou weio n.'\i n

viirdoomto clever knave as to toll tUt l.i' • Ivcliuur' ii> I

had commandeered both beast and th'cit! ' iij^iilu's

use. Because now I will du it, look ^'oii ! ;»'>! Hnii'h son
that lives, by the Lord ! will I sultir i, u akc S'slig

llrounckers out a liar." He added, as Van Hut h hal^;im( d
und squirmed with more than Oriental u i'>.i. .xivonrsu),
" Least of all a sneaking Africander sohelm like you. And
nuw, about the money 1"

£xcellentie " lisped Van Busoh, smiling his oily

brown face into ingratiating creases . . .

" I am no Exoellentie. ... Of how much money, pro-
perly belonging to the Uepublics' war-chest, have you
cheated this Uttle fool of on Engelachwoman ?"

" Five weeks back, Myjnheer Commandant," bleated
Von BuBch, " I had from her one hundred and fifty pounds,
which I swear as an honest man has been handed over to
Myjnheer Blinders

"

" He has accounted to me."
Five weeks back ?" Van Busch hinted.

'' He has accounted for it five weeks back."
There are men who possess all the will to be rogues, but

have not the requisite courage. Such a man was Blinders,
whu emerged plus a sweetheart, the approval of his Com-
mandant, and the idol of having chaSed the British Lion,
out uf the affair that was to prove so expensive to Mr.
Van Busch.

" And "—the big voice trumpeted, as Van Busch, like a
stout pinned butterfly, quivered, transfixed by the glare of
the savage eyes

—
" you will now account to me for the rest."

Van Busoh faltered with a sickly smile :
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" Fifty more, Myjnheer, that I was bringing you my-

self
"

" One hundred and fifty you have paid me, and fifty you

were going to pay mo. Ik wil het—but where are the other

hundreds you have paid Van Busch ?" bellowed the roaring

voice. " Does not my old man-baboon at home pouch

six walnuts for every one that his wife gets to share with her

youngster ? When I want to make the big thief spit them

out, I squeeze him by the ncok. So, voor den donder ! will

I do to you. Only, geloof mij, I will not do it in play.

Pay Blinders the other five hundred pounds before kerk-

time. If you haven't got the cash about you, he and young

Schenk Eybel shall ride with you to Haargrond, where

lives your friend Bough. They can bring back the money
and the mare and spider, too. Moreover, Eybel, who is a

bright boy, and has a head upon his shoulders, wtmts a slim

rogue of a fellow that talks Engelsch to worm himself in over

yonder "—he jerked his gnarled thumb in the directiou

of Gueldersdorp
—" and bring back a plan of the defences

on the west, where the native stad i * Perhaps I will let

you keep two hundred of that five hundred if you are the

man to go. . . . But whether you go or stay, by the Lord !

you will find it best to be square with Selig Brounckers."

And the redoubtable Brounckers stumped off. Verily.

in times of scarcity, when the lion is a-hungercd, the jackal

must lose his bone.

It would be well, thought the dispirited jackal rue-

fully, to remove the unfavourable impression made, by a

valuable service rendered to the United Republics. It

would be a good thing to stand well with Myjnheer Schenk

Eybel, who would, when Brounckers went south, be left

in sole command. It would be as well, also, to get a look

at that girl that was living with the nuns at Gueldersdorp.
" Mildare ..." That was the puzzle—her having the name

so pat. But these Uttle frightened, white-faced things were

sly, and kids remembered more than you thought for. . . .

Grown up a beauty, too, and with the manners of a lady.

He swore again, the thing seemed so incredible, and spat

upon the dust. A pretty green shining beetle crawled

there. He set his heavy foot upon the insect, and its

beauty was no more.
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XXXVII

A8 the Captain's heavy cavalry stride shakes Nixey's roof,
the upright, lightly-built soldierly figure in khaki turns and
comes towards him, giving the binoculars in charge to the
Sergeant-Major of Irregulars, who is his orderly of the day.
"I want a word with you, Wrynche. Rawlings will

take the elasses. Come in here under cover."
He leads the way. The cover is a canvas shelter, perhaps

a protection from the blazing sun, but none at all from shell
and bullets. There are a couple of wooden chairs under
its flimsy spread and a little table. The Chief sits down
astride on one of the chairs, accepts a cigar from Captain
Bingo's enormous crocodile-leather case, and says, as the
first ring of blue smoke goes wavering upwards :

" You'll be glad to know that Moaboia's Barala runner
has got through with good news for you" The last two
words are rather strongly emphasised. " Just before dawn
and afterBeauvayse relievedyouat Staff Bombproof South."
Captain Bingo swallows violently, runs a thick finger

round inside his collar, and his big face goes through
several changes of complexion, ranging from boiled suet-
dumpUng paleness to beetroot red. He looks away and
blinks before he says in a voice that wobbles :

" Then my wife's—all right ?"
' Lady Hannah and her German attendant, as far back

1*8 the day before yesterday, when Monboia's man saw them,
were m the enjoyment of excellent health."

" Poof !" Captain Bingo blows a genuine sigh of relief,
and the latent lugubriousness departs from him. " Good
hearing. I've had—call it hippopotamus on the chest this
two months, and you'll about hit the mark. Uncertainty
and suspense get on a man's nerves, in the long-run. Bound
to. And never a word—the deuce a line—all these
Puof!" He blo»b again, and beams. The Colonel, watching
him out of the comer of one keen eye, says, with a twitch-
ing muscle in the cheek that is turned away from him :

" -\Iy good news being told, I have a slice of bad for you.
But first let me make an admission. Since Nixey's pony
pulled Nixey's spider out of Gueldersdorp with Lady Hannah

jT?mi
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''
i^

and her maid in it, I have had three communications from

vour wife." .„ t,-

" You're pullin' my leg, sir, ain't you ?" quenes Bmgo

doubtfully.

'SNot a bit of it."

In confirmation of the statement he takes out a shabby

pocket-book, fat with official documents, and unstrapping

IT selects three, and hands them to Bingo They are flimsy

sheets of tissue-paper covered with spidery characters ,n

violet ink, and Bingo, taking them, recognises the haw -

writing, and is, as he states without hesitation, confoundedly

''""
FOT^they are in my wife's wild scrawl," he splutters

at last. - " How on earth did they reach you, s" «

"The first was brought in by a native boy «ho ^i'W

he belonged to the kraals at Tweipans," says the Chuf.

" Rolled smaU and stuffed into a quill stuck through his

ear in the usual way. He trumped up a ghb story abcut

his cow having been killed and his new wife beaten l,y

Brounokers' men, and his desire to be revenged, and oblige

the English lady who'd been kind to him—

-

" Umph ' Native gratitude don't run to bemg skmiicd

alive wi^h sjamboks-not much !" the other comments.

" Chap must have been lyin', or a kind of nigger PhoeniN.

" Exactly. So I couldn't find it in my heart to part

with him. He's on the coloured side of the gaol now, « ith

two others, who subsequently landed in with the documents

you have in hand there."

" Am I to read 'em ?" Bingo queries.
, . , . ,

His commanding officer nods, with the muscle m his lean

cheek twitching.

"Certainly. Aloud, if you'll be so good.

Bingo resis, with baitings on the way, for the tissue

sheets stick to his large fingers, which are damp «itl.

suppressed agitation :

haakokonp P,.aat«.

"Near Tweipass,
" Oetober 3""

" To tht CoUmel Commanding Her Majesty's lorcff i»

Gudiersior'p.

"SB, -I beg to report myself arrived at the above

address, twelve miles distant from the head laager of the
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Boer Commandant, General Brounokers. I have to
inform you that an attack will be made on Maxim Kopje
South by a large force of the enemy with guns in the
beginning of November.

" I have the honour to be,
" On Secret Service,

" Yours most obediently,
" H. Wrynche."

Bingo stares blankly at his Chief, the sheets of crumpled
tissue wavering between his thick, agitated fingers.
" I got that letter exactly a week after the attack had

been made and successfully resisted," says the Colonel's
dry, quiet voice " Read the four lines in a different hand
and ink, tb ,i, ,re underlined at the bottom, and tell me
what you think of 'em."
Bingo obeyed, and read :

" Lady'8 information perfectly correct. We hopt this
intelligence will reach you in time to be useful.

" / have the honour to be,

" P. Blinkebs,
^^Actinfj-Sa-reinnj to ffglienU

'

'Brmnu-kers.
'

'

" By the Living Tinker !" exploded Bingo.
•' Don't be prodigal of emotion," the Colonel'i! quiet

voice warns the excited husband. " There are two more
letters following. Read 'em in the proper sequence.
That one with the inky design at the top, that might be
the pattern for a pair of fancy pyjamas—that's the next."
Bingo reads as follows :

" Kink's Hotel,
"tweipans,

" November 2Slfi,

"To the Colonel Commanding H. M. Forces in Oueldendorp.
" Sib,—I beg to report myself arrived at Tweipans.

I have the honour to enclose herewith a sketch-plan of
the village and the disposition of General Brounckers'
laager. Trusting you may find it useful,

" I have the honour to be,
" On Secret Service,

" Your> -.'lost obediently,

"H. WEYwom."
-K-
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The siuoastio P. Blinders had appended an itaHoised

oomment

:

" His Honour consider! the above sketch-jilan remarkably

faitlifvl. The buildin:/ iiext the Gerevormed Kerk, indicated

by an X, is the gaol. Comfortable cells at your disposal,

which we are keeping racant.

"P . Blisiibrs."
" D-a-a

"

The Chief does not happen to be looking Bingo's way as

the infuriated husband menaces with a large clenched fist

im imaginary countenance attached to the conjectural

personiJity of the sportive P. Blinders.
" Swear—^it will bring the blood down from your heewl."

advises the dry, quiet voice. " But don't tear up the papers

:

—they're too amusing to lose."
" Amusin' !" growls Bingo, with smarting eyes, and a

lumpy throat, and a tingling in his large muscles which

P. Blinders, being out of reach, can afford to provoke.
" You wouldn't think it amusin', sir, if it were your wife,

making herself a—a figure of fun for those Dutch bounders

to shy at."

This is the third letter

:

" Derpmhtr 'ZZnl.

" To the Colond Commanding, Otieldersdorp.

" Sib,—I have to report that the sortie you have planned

to take place on the morning of the 26th, for the capture

of the enemy's big gun, is known to General Brounckers,

and that the menaced position will be strengthened and

manned to resist you.
" Obediently,

" H. Weynchk."

Underneath is the sarcastic comment :

" Iiwember 27ii<.

" Nice if you had got this in ttTiie. eh f And we waiikd

those boots and badges.

"P. Br

"She got hold of a nugget that once, anyway," says

Captain Bingo, blowing his nose emphatically ;
" and—
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by the Livmg Tinker I Hit had reached us in time, we'd

f„rfT * '°''. "1 twenty-one JjiUed and stripped, and

Lrrba"glT'
"*• '^^ '""^ ''^' ^•'"'"^ °* * ^pp-'

"Perhaps," says the Colonel, with a careworn shadowon the keen, sagacious face, and both men are silentremembermg an assault the desperate, reokless valour ofhich deseryes to bo bracketed in memory with the Charge
of the Light Bngade at Balaclava, " If Defeat is ever
»hame, perhaps, Wrynche. But if you cnnlrl pnt the
Muestion to each of that handful of brave men sleeping side
by side over there "-he nods in the direction of the
Cemetery, w liere the aftermath of Death's red harvest has
sprung up m orderly rows of little white crosses-" they
H(mld tell you it can be more glorious than victory

"

Of course, you're right, sir. I gather now what your
bad news is, says Bingo, who has been dejectedly rubbing
i.s hnger along the bristly edges of his sandy moustache
tor a minute past. " Judgin' by the marginal annotati.ms
of this man Blinders-brute I'd kick to Cape Town with
pleasure—my wife's a prisoner in Brounokers' hands '"

An unconscious prisoner—yes. Give 'em their due
\Vrynche. I shouldn't have credited 'em with the sense
otlmmour they have displayed in their dealings with her."

If It were possible for Bingo to grow redder in the face,
on,, would say that he has done so, as he bursts out, in
a violent perspiration, striding up and down over Nixey's
^lieet-leaded roof.

• Confound their humour ! It's the humour of tom-cats
!>' lym « ith a -a dashed little silly dicky-bird. It's the
"lunour of aasvogels watchin' a shot rock-rabbit kick.
It s the humour of the battledore and the shuttlecock.
And I m the dicky-bird's mate and the bunny's better-half
iwi tlic other shutth^cock of the pair, and may I be blessed
It

1 ran take it sruilin' !' He mops his scarlet and dripping
I"" hikI puffs and blows like a large military »ahu3 on
dry land.

'_ Perhaps j'ou'U manp,ge a smile when you've read this I"
Uiiigo stops in his stride, wheels, and receives an official

aocuaient on blue paper. Under the date of the previous
''".y. it runs as foliuWH ;

23
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' HkAD LAAdEll,

"TWKIPANS,
*^ Jaminrii --Ik.

" To tile Colrmd Commanding tke British Forces in

Orieldersdorp.

" gm _In reply to your communication I am instructed

by General Brounekers to inform you that our prisoner,

the EnelishMomaM who came here in the character Bf a

German drummer's refugee - widow to act as your spy.

will be exchanged for a free Boer of the Transvaal Repubhc,

by name, Myjnheer W. Slabberts, who is at present con-

fined under the Yellow Flag in Gueldersdorp gaol. The

exchange \m11 be effected by parties under the White Hag

at a given point North-East between the lines of invest-

ment and defence one hour before Kerk-time to-morrow,

being the Sabbath.
" I have the honour to be yours truly,

" P. Blindeks,
•'ActimjUeiriinril tu llruirul

'^Hn'iinrhrti."

"PS _T/ke ymtng lady oj German extraction who accom-

panied the Englishwoman, has entered into an engageinrnl

to remain here. " P. Ji."

"PSS.—TAe engagement is with yours truly, the youn i

lady having conformed to the jni'h ol the Oereiormeil Kerk

We are to be married next Sunday. Would you like us to

send you some wedding-cake :' <• p_ £"

Blinders has certainly had thi last dig, but his principul

victim fails this time to wince or bellow under the point

of his humour. With his big face changing from red

to white, and from white to crimson half a dozen times i.i

as many seconds, Capt in Bingo says, refolding the paper

and returning it with a shaky hand :

" Then she—she
"

A lump in his throat slides down and sticks.

" Gerovormed Ktrk-time is eleven o'clock." The Colone

looks at his shabby Waterbury, as the brisk clattor of

cantering horse-hoofs breaks up the Sabbath stillnes-s of

the Market SqoaT«, and an orderly, leading an oflScers
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charger, halts before Nixey's door " Thn R s A „. .w^h th«r man, are due t^ leavTthe gS in tenti^^r:

.'

e%ht rlT.i'iif^i^y.-'^' ^°- -"- - "::
" Th^^r^l^- «f'L^^P**^ "^° ""«" vvith an effort

h^'^rrr^d'"^'^ '""'^*"°- ^°"' -^- -^.u
fhrp^'?°°'r'*?°^

''•" ^''^ '>»88»^ sl'^l"" « -main u,„,a

^ur^TurfJT'K""
'**'"''«'"«<''« radiance d11usne4tbouring surfaces by comparison ? " But don't let 1 1,

„

thought of .t spoil your good hour." The s„,n "^ the ey

^der th'e TJT^ '^'"' ''^°"' '»""" ^ ^"-J- « the moTh
•^e don't h!^;° moustache is stem and sorrowful

clnilV R^ """^ °' ^°'- ^^ ^""^y" <^ meet her '"
(^ptam Bmgo tnes to say something more butmakes a hash of it; and with eyes thatairiri' overcan only gnp the kindly hand ag^ain and agai^,ZS

t T"' "^^^ """"""^"^ rehr^n^, to the^^^rlS
that he IS the most thundering brick on earth -n^
overthrowing the small table^d one of the chair^ he

TmtZ fold h. T""*?.'''^^
correct to a buckle anda puttee-fold, he salutes his commandina officer nnrlH,„„

t^'ll '^ •"? from .Vixey's roof^"^d buelts do "fhe street at a tremendous gallop, the happiest man inUueldersdorp, with this shout following lum

HU^LT"'^ ^ ^'^^ ^^^^^- '^d t*" h-^r that the

ehirifWiot r.'^'^
"'"''"' ''-'• -^ ^ ^^-" ^^

XXXVIII

tut m^t^ ?!!^ S'^""":
" ™"'^ ''^*°<'*> °f the bigger riverhat makes fertile Bntish Baraland. runs from ea,st to « estaong the southern side of Gueldersdorp, swell^ bv ?n

mter heat, that the wet sea-on dkpews among thf
23—2
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foothilU that bristle with Brounoken. art. lery. Seen from

t^e altitude of a balloon or a war-kite, the course of the

beer cdoured stream Howing lazily between its hjRh

banks sparsely wooded with oak and blue gum, and lavish y

clothed with r-ctus, mim-wa, and tree-fert^^, tall Rra«st«,

and thorny ., ^pers, would have looked like » verd"'

^

rrbbon meand-
•

^ over the dun-and-ochre-coloured veld,

where patchr ., Muish-green are bcgmmng to spresul.

The souU. bv:, svhere the bush grows thmnest was fre-

nuenly pat. dsed by picnicpartie., and at all .mes a

Xce of fesort for strolling sweethearts The north bank,

much more precipitous, was clothed with a tangled luxur,-

Tnce of vegetation, and threaded only by native paths, so

narrow as to prove discouraging to pedestrians de8lrou^

of walkius side by side. Where the outermost line of

defnts Impinged upon the river-bed, the trees had been

rut down and the bush levelled. But east of Maxim Out-

r^st South, and the rifle-pits that flanked Fort E'.lers i..

ill was ivs it had been for hundreds of years, m the

remembrance of the great granite boulder that 8too<l on

the south shore. . ., , 1

1

The great boulder had knoxvn changes since the .1.

Plutonic forces cast it upwards, a mere bubble of melted

red izranite, solidifying as it went mto a stone acorn thirty

feet Wgh, which the glacier brought down m a a ow journo,

of coTntless ages, and .set upright ike a phallic synb.!

amongst other boulders of lessor size. The chamiel tl,.

glacier had chiselled was now full of shm.ng honey-coloured

water hurrying over the granite stones and blocks of quartz

Tnd prettv vari-coloured pebbles, while the boulder sa

hiEh and dry, with the tall-plumed grasses, and the gra..ofni

tree-fern, and the yellow-tassell.^ mimosa cr<»vdmg ahr.u,

its knees ; and rem.mbercd old times, long before the littlr

Bushtellow had outlined the W.odoo ami the buffalo, ami

the hunter-man with the sp,«.r. in bla.-k pigment, on its

smooth flank, ere he ground up the coprohtes gathered Iro.n

the river-bed for red and yellow paint to colour the dra«-

ines On th.! western side the great boulder was dres^xl

in crimson lake and yellow-umber-hued lichens from ba.^e

to summit, and in August, when the aloes flowered m mag-

nificent tiery clusters iinon its crown and at its base
;

an/i
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in May, when the swoet-Bci ntid clematiH «Teathed it in
exquisite trails, and whit*^ and mi-c and purple pelargoniums
made a carpet for its feet ; and in July, when the yellow
everlastings bloomed in every cranny of th( rocks, King
Solomon in all his glory held less magnificence of
state.

Insects and beasts and biids loved the boulder. U'lic
sun-beetle and the orange-tip and peacock butterflies
loved to bask on its hottest side, while the old dog-faced
bal)oon squatted on top and chattered wisdom to his nu-
merous family, md the finches and love-birds built in its
crannies and bred their young, too often as food for the
giant tarantula and the tree snake

; while the francolin
and grouse dusted th(TO8elves m the hot sand at the base
of Its throne of rocks, and the springbok and the wart-hogs
came down at night to drink

; and the woolly cheetah
and the red lynx (^ame after the springbok and the
wart-hog.

The boulder had seen War—War between black-skinned
men and brown-skinned men. adventurers with great
hooked noses and curled beard.-, witli tassels of silk and
Hold plaited into them and into the hair of their heads,
terrible warriors, mighty hunters, and great miners, who
came for slaves and ivory and gold, and hollowed strong-
holds out of the mountains, and worshipped strange bird-
l)eaked gods, and imssed away. Vet again, when these
I cased to bo, there had been War ; and this time the black
men of the soil fought with white strangers, who wanted
the same things—slaves, and skins, and ivory, and the
yellow metal of the river-sands and of the rocks.

Vow white men fought with white. The black men owned
httic of the country : they hid in the kloofs and thickets
in terror, while the European conquerors shod each other's
hlood :or gold, and land, and power. The boulder was ao
very old. It could afford to wait pntieutiv until these
men, like all thai; ». nt before, had passed.

Every seventh day the guns ceased bellowinc and throw-
uig uou things that burst and scattered Death broadcast,
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and tlio rifles stopped orack-orooking and spitting steel and

lead. Then the scared birds came back : the waxbills, and

lovi'- birds, and finches, and sparrows darted in and out

anumg the biishex, and tlio partridge, and quail, and

frimcolin vimtiirfid down to drink. The old baboon had

rotiri«l to the hills with his family ; the springbok and th<-

wart-hog liwl moved up Bulawayo way ; the chedtah ami

till! lynx liiul followi'd them. . . .

Hut ivH long II.S human lovers eame imd whispered to each

other, standing beside the big boulder, or sitting in its

shadow, the boulder would bo content. They spoke the

old language that it had learned when the world was com

parativoly young. Black or yellow or white, African or

Oriental or European, this speech of theirs was always the

same ; their looks and actions never varied. Either they

met and kissed and were happy, or they met and quarrelled

and were miHerable. When no more lovers should come,

the bouldef knew that would be the end of the world.

There was a gaudily dressed, white-faced young woman
waiting now beside the big stone upon this seventh day.

Her blue (^yes were large and wistful. She had taken olf

her big Haunting hat and hung it on a bush, and her faei-

was not unpietty. topptxl by its ;iureole of frizzy yellmv

ciiilsi. She! Icsancd against the sun-warmed granite, and cric^d

a little. That was the way of women when the man wa.i

late at the tryst. Then she dried her eyes and hummed ii

song, and, finally, taking a stump of pencil from her pocket,

she began to scribble on the smooth red stone—all i)arl

of the old plav, the boulder knew. The first woman whum

he remembered had drawn a figure meant for a portrait of

her lover, wich ;i sharpened flrke of flint.

The young woman, as she sucked her Icad-pcucil, \uis

q\iite unconscious that the boulder thought at all. Kl.r

\Mute in an unformed hand, and in letters that began liy

being large and round, and tailed off into a slanting niggK

" W. Keyse, Esquer." 'i'hen she bit the pencil awhile, and

(lieaiural dreams. Then she wrote again, " Jane Keysi'

'

.iii'l
" Mrs. W. Keyse," and blushed furiously, and then grew

pale again in anticipation of the Awful Ordeal to come.

F^ir she had made up hei mind to tell him all, and chance it.

Yesterday liad been his birthday. She bad sent him,
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pnr John Tow, a costly gift. The fonr-ounce packet o(
honi-vHcw, ohoap iit'fivc dollars in'thiwc days 'of snarcity.
hnd been opened, and the new pipe* filled. A ulip of paper
co(|iiettiHhly intimated that the winder had render.d the
nieipient this delicate little gervico. She meant to sign
" Jane HarriH," but her courage failed her, and her trem
bling pen faltered for the lafit time, " Fare Air,"
Oh ! how she hated that Other One, whom, (>erhiipH, hr

likifl the best, though hi! had never kissifl her ! .She
would be done with the creatuns she thanl<ed her (lawd,
after t<i-day ! Oh, how many times she had made up her
mind fo tell hiru thr truth, and never <lone it ! But if she
took and died of it, tell him she would this time.
How would he take the revelation ? Possibly swearing.

Probably he would be angry enough to hit her, when he
knew. If he only would, and make it up afterwards !

Oh I how cruel she did sufter 1 She thought she would
not tell hira just yet. It wa.s too hard. And then it seemed
quite easy, and then .she crie<1 out in agony :

" Is that 'im
comin' ? Oh, my Oawd, it is !"

She clasped her hands over a brand-new blowse, with
Homething under it that jumped and fluttoied orful,

-Mother used to 'ave such palpitytiors Avhcn her and
father 'ad 'ad what you might call a Jar. And ho was
eoming, coming, . . .

Surely W. Ke3r8e lookc'd stern and imposingly ta!i of
stature, seen from her lower level, aa he appeared among
the blue gum-trees on the top of the banK, and began to
descend into the ferny gorge where the great boulder sat
;in(l sunned himself beside the beer-coloured river, whose
barbel kept on rising at the flies. Something W. Keyse
dragged behind hira, not by a rope, but by a pigtail ; an
iinimatod bundle of clean blue cottcm, topped by the im-
()a.s3ive. almond-eyed countenance of John Tow, the
letter-carrying Chinaman, who in the unlawful pursuit of
tikkies, finding the letter written by the foreign lady-devil
to the male one eagerly paid for on the nail, ha<l offered
for lialf as much again to induce her for the future to write
two instead of one. Towing Tow, the smarting victim of
feminine duplinity came enwhing down upm the guilty
girl who had betrayed him.
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" See 'ere ! Vou know this 'ere young lady, and you re

member what you've bin and told me. Say it over again

now," thundered W. Iveyse, '" so as she can 'ear you. 'I'ell

me before 'er an wot^shelwrote them—these letters "—he

rapped liimself dramatically upon the breast-pocket
—

" and
how you see her doing of it, before 1 kick your backbone
through your hat."

All was lost. The Chinaman had up an' give Emigra-

tion Jane away._ _^Certainly he had saved her trouble, but

what was he sayin' now, the 'orrible slant-eyed 'cathen (

She could hardly hear him for the roaring in her poor

bewildered head.
" S'pose John tell, can oatchee more tikkie ? Plenty

tikkie want to buy chow, allee so baddee times."
" Always on the make, ain't you ?" commented W.Keyse.

With a strong, imperious shove, he dumped the blue bundle

down among the cowslips m which the feet of the guilty fah
were hidden, saying sternly :

" I give you three minutes to

git it off your chest, else kickie is wot you'll catch instead

o' tikkie." He furnished a, moderate sample on account.
" Oh, ki—ah. Oh, ki—ah !" moaned the tingling John.
" Don't you be 'ard on him, VV ilUam "—he hardly knew

the voice, it was so weak and small
—

" it's Gawspel truth.

To pay you out—at first, for juggin' Walt, I did write

them letters—every bloomin' screeve."
" An' sent the pipe and baccy for a birthday present, to

make a blushin' fool o' me V yelled the infuriated Keyse.
" All for the crimson sake of a fat 'og of a Dutchman !"

The patriot to whom he referred, mounted on an attenu-

ated mule, and escorted by a Sergeant and six men of the

B.S.A., under the superintendence of a large pink officer

of the Staff, was at that moment being conducted at a

shai'p trot out of the lines, to meet a smallish waggon
pulled by a span of four that was being brought down from
Tweipaus by half a dozen Boers in weathered tan-cord and
velveteen, battered pot-hats and ragged shooting-jackets,

carrying very carefully-tended rifles, mounted on well-fed,

wiry little horses, and accompanied by a White Flag. If

she had known, what would it have mattered to her 'i All

her thoughts were centred in this furious little man, whose
pale, ugly eyes fairly blazed at her, as he repeated :
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" To pay—mo out. You brawsted little Treachery,
you " ^

She crimsoned to her hair
; you could see the red blood

rushing and rushing up from under the peekaboo em-
broidery in front of the tawdry blouse, in a hurry to tell
hei' tingling ears what cruel names he called her.

" To pay you out at first it was. An' afterwards "—
her throat hurt her, and hor eyes did smart and burn so—
" afterwards I—I wanted ... Gawd ! . .

." she shook all
over—" you'll never walk out wi' me no more after Jiis !"

•' You may take your dyin' oath I won't." He was
bitterly sarcastic. "Strite, an' no kid, didn't you know when
you done I/tat—I'd never forgive you as long as I lived ?"
He plucked the stout package of letters signed " Fare

Air " from his indignant bosom, and threw them at her
feet, with the new pipe, her hapless gift. His wrath was
infinitely more terrible than she had imagined. Her
tongue clave to the roof of her mouth. Everything kep"
a-spinnin' so, she couldn't 'ardly tell whether she was on
er 'ead or 'er 'eels. She will remember that day to the
last breath she draws. . . .

" Didn't you know it ?" the voice of her judge demanded
again.

John Tow, finding himself no longer an object of atten-
tion, had discreetly vanished.

" Oh, I did, I did !" Her agony was frantic. " Oh, let
me go away and liide and die somewhere ! Oh, crooil to
break a pore gal's 'art

! Wot—wot loves the bloomir'
earth under your feet

!"

" Gam !"—the scorn of W. Keyse was something awful—
you an' your love "

«he wrenched the cotton lace away from her thin throat
and tore some of her haii- out in the strenuous hysteria of
her class, and screamed at him :

"Me an' my love ! . . . Go on ! . . . Frow it in me face,
an ave no pity ! Me an' my love ! . . . Sneer at it. take
an spit on it—ain't it yours all the svme ? Oh, for
Oawd s syke forgive me !"

He struck an indomitable attitude and thundered :

"
So 'elp me Jiminy Cripps, I never will !"

She knew that the oath was irrevocable, and with a faint

MJ

aw-y-^^-^-^'M ^ '.. W. i"r'
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moan, turned to the great boulder that was behind her.

and clung to its hard red bosom as if it had been a mother's.

She moaned to him as her thin figure flattened itself against

the stone, to \vt her go away and die somewhere. He stooil

a moment looking at her. and exulting in his power, mean
ing her to suffer yet a httle longer ere he relented. Secretly

he knew I'elief that the golden pigtail and the provokln_'

blue eyes of Miss Greta Pu 'I'aine had vanished out nf

Ouelderadorp before th(; (ii'st Act of War. He would 'ia\i-

felt them in the way now. Those shining, tearful ey, .s anil

the mouth that kisse<l and clung to his had done their work

on the night of the Grand Variety entertainment in tii

empty Government st' '. He would pretend to go away ami

leave her. He would jie back, enjoy her astonishment,

be melted by renewed entreaties, stoop to relent, overwhehii

her with his magnanimity, and then proceed to love-makinj;.

But as a preliminary he swimg round upon his heel and

strode upwards through the short bush and the tall grasses,

the scandalised flowers thrashing his boots. She saw him.

although her back was turned. If he could have kno«n

how tall he seemed to Emigration Jane as he strode aw.iy,

W. Keyse would have been tickled to the core. But lin

turned when he felt sure he was well out of sight, and

hurried back.

She was not there.

He was indifferent at first, then angry, then anxious, then

disconsolate. Repentance followed fast on the heels of all

these moods. He picked up the packet of letters and the

rejected piiJC, cursing his o^vll cruelty, and sought her up

and down the banks, calling her in tones that were urgent,

affectionate, upbraiding, appealing ; but not for all liis

luring would the flown bird come back to fist. No m'ire

beside the river, or in other places where they had been

wont to meet, did W. Keyse encounter Emigration Jane

again.

XXXIX

Bur even without W. Keyse and the vanished author of

" Fare Air's " letters the feruy tree-fringed kloof at the

bottom of which the beer-coloured river ran over its granite
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boulders and quartz pebbles, was not empty and void. On
Sundays, when the birds returned from the hills, to which
they had been scared by the hideous tumult of War,
thither after Higli Mass in the batteretl litt!(! Roman
<'atliolic thurch in the Mtad, the Mother-Superior and the
Sisters would conns bringing with them sueh fioor food as
tliey liad, and pienie soberly. All the week through they
liad laboured, nursed, and teuded the sick and wounded in
the Hospitals, and wa.shed and fed and taught the number-
IcKs ori>haiis of the sieg(!, and upon this day the Mother-
Superior had ruled that they were to be together. And all

the »eek through the thought of it kept thcra going, as sIk

had hoped. You are to see her holding her little court besic"

the river ujjon a certain February afternoon, ^eeivin

friends in her sweet, stately fashion, and disp, is ; g hos-
[litiility out of the largest and most battered j. ;annia-
mctal teapot that ever brewed, what was later originally
referred to in the weekly " Social Jottings " column of the
duelderxdorp Siege Gazette as the cheering infusion. The
Sient: Gazette was an intermittent daily, issued from a sub-
terranean printing-offiet!, for the dissemination of general
orders and latest news, fluctuations in the weight and
iliiality of the meat-rations, and the rise and fall of the
free-soup level, being also recorded. To its back-files I
must refer those who seek a fuller account of the function
rUscribed by the brilliant journalist who signed herself
" (;old Pen," as highly successful. She gives you to
understand that the company was distinguished, and the
conversation vivid and unflagging. And when you realise
that everybody present wa« suffering more or less from the
active pinch of hunger, that social gathering of men and
women of British blood becomes heroic and historic and fine.

" Dr Saxham, Attached Medical Staff, was observed,"
uc read. " Gold Pen " also notes " the presence of the
lU \ (irend Julius Fraithorn, son of the Bishop of H , and
second curate—on leave—of St. Margaret's, Wendish
^itri^et

; now happily recovered, thanks to the skill of Dr.
Saxham, from an illness, held at no recent date to be in-
curable. Mr. Fraithorn ha« undertaken the onerous duties
of Chaplain to the Hospitals in charge of the Military Staff.
It was gratifying to observe," sho continues, " that the



364 THE DOP DOCTOR

Colonel commanding graced the occasion by his martial

presence. He was attended by Inn junior aide, Lieutennnt

Lord Beauvayse. Wo also saw Lady Hannali Wrynili

with her diHtinguished husband, < ajitain BinghamiWrymlic

Royal Bay Dragoons, Acting Senior Aide," cte., t^tc,

" Late apricots fiom the garden of the ruined Convcnl,

and peaches from its west wall, gathered in the dead of niglil

by Sister Cleophee and Sister Tobias," " Gold Pen " gO( -

on to say, "were greatly appreciated by the guests, eaili

of whom brought his or 'jer own bread."

A most villainous hjid of baimoek of unleavened mealii'-

meal and crushed oatb, calculated to try th(^ strongest te( tli

and trouble the toughest digestion, Gold Pen " might ha\

.

added. But the game was to make believe you ratho

enjoyed it than oth.erwise. If you had no teeth and n..

digestion, you were allowed a pint and a half of sowens

porridge instead; and thus helped your portion of exhau^tdl

cavalry mount or your bit of tough mule-meat down. And

so you went on like your neighbours, playing the gan;(

.

while your eyes grew larger and your girth loss, and yiii"

cheekbones more in evidence w.th every day that dawned.

Cheekbones have a strange, unnatural effect wh(!n tin \

appear in childish faces. There wac a child in a nis1\

double perambulator that had been a stylish baby-carriiiur

only a little while ago, whose wizened face and shrunl-t ii

hands were pitiable to see. He was wheeled by a salloH

woman, with hollow, grey-blue eyes—a woman whose bhu 1;

alpaca gown hung loosely on her wasted figure, and wlmsr

shabby, crape-trimmed hat was pinned on anyhow. Siege

confinement and siege terrors, siege smells and siege diet,

had made strange havoc of the plump comeliness of a

matronly lady who once rustled in purple satin befitting ii

Mayor's wife. She had lost one of her children through

diphtheria, and she knew, unless a miracle happened, that

she would also lose the boy.

Only look at him ! She told you in that dull, tonele.-;-

voice of hers how sturdy he had been, how strong ami

masterful — how pretty, too, with his plume of fair hair

tumbling into his big, shining, grey eyes ! The eyes wiie

bigger than ever now, but the light and the life had sunk

out of them, and his round face was pinched, and the colour
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of old wax. And the arm that hung idly over the side of

the little carriaj^e wan withered and slirunken—the hand

of an old man, and not of a cluld. 'J"he other, under the

light shawl that tucked him in. hugf;ed Kometiiing that

liulgi'd under the eoverlil.
' Hi» father can't bear to look at him." the Mayor's wife

said, glancing at the Mayor's c i.re 'v- averted back.

" And I'm sure it's no wonder. H<! ju. ei like this, day

:ind night, and doesn't want to move, o swer when you

speak to him, and he won't e:it. The food i.s dreadful, but

till he might try, just to comfort his mother—

-

'
I does twy," (liped Hammy weakly, '" and ven my

tummy shuts, and it isn't no use tuyiiig any more."

'I'he Mother -iSuperior brought a giiil> -coloured little china

(•\ip of that rare luxury, new milk, and bent over him, saying

cheerfully, as she held it to the colourless mouth, " Nf)t

always, Hammy, Taster this,"

" No, fank you." He turned his head away, tightly

shutting his eyes.
" It's real milk, Hammy, not condensed," the soft voice

pleaded. H(^ shook his head again, and knit his childish

brows.
•

I saided it wasn't no use. My tummy just shuts."

I think I would not bother him any more just now,"

Sa\him interposed, noting the droop of the piteous, flaccid

mouth, and feeling the flutter of the uneven pulse. The

Mayor's wife broke into helpless sobbing. The Mother-

Superior drew her swiftly out of the sick child's hearing

and sight. An<l a shadow fell upon the thin light coverlet,

and a crisp, decided voice said :

Then Hammy 's tummy is a mutinous soldier, and must

be taught to obey the Word of Command."
' Mister Colonel . .

." The dull, childish eyes grew a

'ery Uttle brighter, and the claw -like hand went up in

shaky salute to the limi> plume of fair hair, not glistening

and silky now, but dull and unkempt, that fell over the

broad, "darkly-veined waxen forehead.
—

" It is Mister

Colonel, . . . And I haven't seen you for ever an' ever so

long. An' Berta's deaded, an', an' " The whisper

was almost inaudible, . . . ' Vere's something I did so want

to tell '." T'he hidden arm came from under the coverings.
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" It's about my Winooowus, vi« buoat what you giveil

-ae, over so long ago." 1 e displayed tho treasured toy.
" You shall tell mo about Ucrta and tho rliinoccros when

I havo told you something. A Certain Person can eoiii^'

out of this vehicle, I suppose, Saxhara ? It will make no

difference, in the long-run, to a Certain Person's liealth ?"

" Why, nothing in Heaven or upon earth will make any
difference at tliis juncture," returned Saxhain, speaking in

the same tone, " unless a Certain Person can lie roused t<

tho necessary pitch of desiring food. To administer il

forcibly would, in my opiiiiim, bo worse than useless."

The Certain Person was lifted out of his crampi^d (juartcrs

by vigorous but gentle hands. Tho Colonel Commanding;
sat down with him upon a camp-stool, and as tho ^\aJt^'ll

legs dangled irresponsibly from his supporlmg knees, an<l

the hot head rolled helplessly against the row of coloured

bits of medal-ribbon that were sewn on the loft breast of

tbe khaki jacket, he began to talk, holding the limp little

body with a kind, sustaining arm.
" You've seen how my men obey me, Hammy ? V\'ell.

your brain and your eyes, your arm.4 and legs, and hands

and feet, as well as your tummy, are your soldiers. And
it's mutiny if they refuse to carry out the Officer's order .

And you're the Officer, you know."
" Am I ve Officer, weally ?"

Interest was qulokoning in the heavy eyes.
" You're the Officer. And I'm the Colonel in Command.

And when I say to you, ' Lieutenant Hammy, drink this

milk,' why, you'll pass along the order to Sergeant Brain

and Corporal Eyes and Privates Hands and Mouth and

Tummy, and see that they carry it out. Where is '

Ah ! thank you, ma'am ; that was what I wanted."

For the Mother-Superior had deftly put the gaily-coloured

little china cup into the lean, brown, outstretched hand,

and, seeing what was coming, tho Lieutenant shed an un-

soldierly tear and raised a feeble whimper.
" Please, no, Mister Colonel ! My tummy "

" Private Tummy is a shirker, who doesn't want to du

his duty. But it's your duty as his Cn .imanriing Officer tn

show him that it must be done. And that's the game were
playing. You'll employ tact before you have recourse to

laBJi iikii
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stringent measuroH. Not miikii thii fellow dogged or (iirioun

by angry words or throats. When it's ne^icssary to shoot,
shoot straight. But, first, you give the order."

" Oughtn't ve officer to havu a Hovolvor ?"

" Wait a second, and you shall have mine."
The deft fingers twirled out and pocketed the cartridj^o-

piicked chambers, and put the harmless weapon into the
ehildish hands.

" It's veway heavy," Mammy said dolefully, as the
shining Army Smith & Wesson wobl)led in his feeble

clutches, then wavered and sank ingloriously down upon
his lap.

" If you had drunk tJio milk you might have found it

lighter. Suppose wo try now. Attention !"

—
" 'Tention I" piped Hammy.

" Hands, catch hold. Mouth, do your duty. And if

Private Tummy disobeys, he'll have to take the couse-
quences."

" Please, what are ve confequences !"

" Drink down the milk, and then I'll tell you."
The gay little china oup was slowly emptied. Hammy

blinked eyes that were already growing sleepy, and sucked
the moustatihe of white from his upper-lip with relish,

remarking :

" I dwinked it all, and my tummy never shut. Now
tell me what are ve confequences ?"

" A mother without a son, for one tiling." The keen,
hawk-eyes were gentle. " But drink plenty of milk and
cat plenty of bread and porridge and minced meat, and
you'll live to see the Relief marching into Gueldersdorp one
fine morning, boy."

" Unless I get deaded like Berta. And that weminds me
« hat I wanted to tell so bad." The lips began to quiver, and
the eyes brimmed. " Soldiers mustn't owy, must vey 1"

" Not while there's work to be done, Heunmy. Would
you like to wait now and tell me another day ?" For the
little round head was nodding against the row of medal-
ribbons stitched on the khaki jacket, and the big round
eyes kept open with difficulty.

" No, please. It's about the beasts—my beasts what
yon gived me. Winooewus, an' Lion, an' Tawantula,
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an' Tsetse, an' Black Moe—Just like a weal Bee, only not

so sharp at ve end. . . . Don't you womember, Mister

Colonel ?"

" Of courHO I ronieinbcr. 'L'lie toy beasts 1 hrouglit

do« n from Hhfxlesia and gave to a little boy."
" I was the boy. .And—you naided I was to let Berla

liavi^ lier share wof deni. .\nd 1 did let her play wif iill

ve ovver.s. But \Vin(ieewu.s had to be tookod such caiv

wof for fear of bwcakiiig hin born -an' Berta was such .i

little ting, vat—vat
"

' That you wouldn't let her play with lihinoceros. .\n«l

you think it wasn't quite fair, or quite kind, and now you'rt!

sorry ?"

Haminy sniffed dolorously, and two large tears splaslu il

down.
" I'm sowwy. .\n' 1 fought if I was doaded too, liki'

Berta, I could go an' tell her I never niean<^d to l)e gweed>.

An' 1 wouldn't eat uiy bweakfust, nor ray dinner, nor

nothing—and at last my tummy shut, and I didn't want

nuffing more."

The Mother-Superior and the Colonel Commanding ex-

changed a glance over the little round head before the

man's voice answered the child.

" That wouldn't have made Bertha happy. She miglit

have thought you a little coward for running away nM
leaving your mother and all the other ladies behind, shut

up in Gueldersdorp. For an officer and a gentleman must

go on living and fighting while he has anything left to tight

for, Hammy. Ilemomber that."
" Yes, Mister Colonel " The drowsy eyes closed, the

little head nodded off into slumber against the kind

strong shoulder. The Mother - Superior wheeled tin-

perambulator near, and the Colonel, rising, laid the now

soundly-sleeping boy back upon his cushions.
' What mysteries children are !" ho said, as the Motln r

replaced the light covering, screening the sleeping face "Itli

tender, careful hands from sun and flies. " Imagine ii-

morse for an act of selfishness leading a boy of six to such a

determination—and a normal, healthy boy, if over I

met one."
" He has been living for some time under abnormal con-
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ditionH •• the Mother «ni,l softl-, l,H,king ut the quiet rise
and all „f tl... light ..ha» 1 rov. ; -g. •• He will take a turn
fur the butter now.

" And forget his trouble and itit cause." Th<! Chief'H
"bwivant glance hiul lighted on Khinoo.Tiw. lying uinidedown in a little clu.ni. r.f flowering Hword.iirn.s.s, into »bich
he had been whi.sked as the .Mother sl,„„k out the little
Hhawl. I think," ho said, and pocketed the horned one

tliat thhs gentleman had better go into the (ire
"

" Perhaps, \n,| yet it wouhl be a continual reminder to
conquer selhshnesa in great .us in little thhigs." SI,.- .smiled
meeting the keen hazel eyes with her great pure grev on.«'

If you think so, I will leave it."
"I will not take the res|)onsibility of ad.ising you te

^ ou have already shown more tact than I can lay claim to
.11 deahiig with children. \nd thai has been the bu.sine98
"f tlie greater part of my life, remember."
He looked at her full, and said :

" I may possess and employ tact wh.^n dealing ^vith men
'ml with children, possibly, |!„t not long ago I was i.uilty
"1 -and have since bitterly reproached myself for 1 beg
.v.Mi to believ.. me! a gross and lamentable blunder as r.^
f-'arus a H (imaii —

"

She put out her tine hand uith a quick, protesting ges-
ture, as if she would have begginl him to say no more. He"enton:

She is a lady whom you intimately know, and whom I
i-ive, like everyone else ii, this town, learned to esteem

I'ii,'
1 y and to profoundly res£x.et. For the terrible shock

aiu the deep pam I must have given that lady in breaking
" her ignorantly and has'ly the new,s of ll,o death ..f a
trifMd who was dear to me, and iriHiiiteiy dearer to—
another with whom she is acquainted -I humblv c.treat
l«r i)ardon."

lie had not known her eyes wcire of so deep a iiurple-'ivy
''^ t.

,

be nearly black. Perhai)s they f oemed so by cont°ra.st
"itli the absolute wluteness of her face. The eyes winced
and the mouth contracted a.s she entreated, voicelessly :

'

I beg you, say no more !"

" I liave but little more to s.ay." h<^ returned. "
I will

unly add that if at any time you wished in kindness to

24
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make mo forget what 1 did that day, you would apply to

m« in some difficulty, honour lao >Nith -.o.no conlid.^neo

trust mr in any unrorese. ii ei.icrgoncy in which I luiKht

be of UHc. to you. Or to -anyone who in d.-ar to you, an.

in «lioni for the sake of old asaoeiations and old ti.s 1

miitlit even otherwise l)e deeply interested."

He had spoken «ith intention, and now his deliberate

alaiico dropped to the level of the strip of sandy shore lusulr

the river, where t!ie giant Convent kettle Lolled upon a dis-

proportionately little fire, and Sister llilda-Antony I.re-

sided in the Reverend Mother's place at the trestU-«iip

poU.d tray when' I lie r.iitaimia-mrtal teapot l.roode.l, as

doth the larne domestic hen, over an iiniiiense family i.

cups and saucers. Busy as ants, the other Sisters hui ii.-.l

backwards and forwards, attending to the wants of tliei,

guests, who sat about on rocks and boulders, or witli (
u.

precautions taken against puff-adders and tarantu as. L,.x

uiKin the grass of the high bank in the shade of the fein

and bush. And as vivid by contrast with their olailv

robed, white-wimpled figiuvs, as a slender diagou-ll,\

among a bevy of homely gnats, the giaeefi.l. i.rettily-elud

figure of Lynette showed, as she shared the Sisters h...

pitable labours.

She had her share of girlish vanity. She lia.l put on '

plain tailor-made skirt of tine dark green eloth, shoii

enough to show the dainty little brown buckleil shoes tliai

she specially affected, and a thin \* hite silk shirt and knitt.
.

i

cro<iuet-iacket of white wool. A scarlet leather belt ^'iii

her slender waist, and a silver chatelaine jingled a guy tiin.'

at her side, and about her white slim throat was a band ..I

scarlet velvet, and her » ide-brimmed straw hat had a knot d

purple and white clematis in it, and a broad, vivid, emeruM-

green w ing-quill thrust under the knot. And the hair und. i

the green-plumed hat gleamed bronze in the sunshine thai

filtered tlirough the thick foliage of the blue gum-trees that

grew on either bank of the river, and stretched th.jii

branches out to clasp across the stream, like hands. Mi.'

was too pale and too tliin, and her eyes were feverishly

bright, but she looked happy, carrying her tray of steammi

teacups in soite of Beauvayse's anxious attempts to reli.u'

her of the burden, and the (Jhaplain's dillident entreaties
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that «ho ,h.,uld entrust it t.. him. Their voices, mingled

scented nir to the ears of the eld.'r ,H,ople, standinc in the"hade of the tre.. at the su.nmit of [he high, »lo,Z Unk» ith the ru,ity ,,era,„l,ul„tor between them
^

•• I thank you," th.. Mother said, i,. her full, round tones

vlTfi ' '"' '' '^"^"l""« '"-k f""" that delieate, slight
.V ".,« hgure, had .net once more. • H,.||,.ving that youleak m ,H.rf..ct sn.cerity, I thank you. a,.d shall not helitnte to eall upon you. .should the need a>i.se

"
er voice was vny calni, and her dinoreet Klance tuldnothmg. ire woul.1 not have heen a man of ut.nan bo

I lie had not oeen a little pi.p.ed. He said, ttith an air ofiliangmg the subjeut :

.
uu air oi

" .\Iisi| Mildare strikes me as a very be utiful Hirl
"

Is she not >." * '

Her eyes grew tender, and her uhole .ace was irnuliate.l
the .splend.,ur of her smile. «he looked .'oun thelMi»lied and grass-covered slope to ^^here Lyuette al' the'M .supplied, luulihrown l„r.self do«n to rest on a emler a tree. She had taken off her hat, and her hah s

ck,.d w.th sunshine as she leaned her head back w,oM attie a,r of las,s,tu<le and ,uarin..ss against the scarred
.
rk. Iiut m spite of weannr.ss she was smiling ,^„,] eon-

- t. Iho rest was dehcmus.tl,,. peaceful quiet enchanting,
>l.o air s<veet after the fetid od,„i,s of the town • and ituas sivcet too, whenever she glanced at the Reverend
• l.us Fraithorn who was lying at her feet, or lieau\a; e

f
.. fanned her alternately witl. a leafy branch and the lea-

.>, to behold her own beauty redectcd in the admiring
I

\ > s ot t« o young and handsome men.
Tlie .Mother had never seen her thu.s before. .She had
:™ absent from the scenes of i.ynette's little social

I niphs. Now a great tenderness swelled in her bosom
lid a great pity gripped her throat, and wrung the bitter

••<l"w tears into her eyes.
' Slie is happy," she whispered in her heart. " She has-gotten just for a little wliile, and her kingdom of womaii

n 1 th T: "^P""';''' '^"'l the P'«sent moment is sweetnJ the fuhire she has no tht,ught of. My poor, poo;"" e
! Let her go on forgetting, even if it is only for a day "

24—2
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His voice beside her made her start. He was still

speaking of Lynette.
" Her type is unusual—amongst Colonials."

She returned :
" She was bom in the Colony, I believe."

" Ah ! but of Britiah parents, surely ? I once knew

an English lady," he went steadily on, " whom she re-

sembles strikingly."

Her eyes were inscrutable, and her lips were folded close.

" She was the wife of the Colonel commanding my old

Regiment—Sir George Hawting. A grand old warrior, and

something of r martinet. He married a third daughter of

the Duke of Runcorn—Lady Lucy Briddwater."

She said without the betraying flicker of an eyelash :
" I

have seen the lady named. ..."

He said, with a prick of ielf-reproach for having again

turnad the barb that festered in her bosom :

" Lady Lucy was a very lovely creature, and a very im-

pulsive one. She lived not happily, and she died tragically."

There was the ring of steel and the coldness of ice in the

Mother's words :

" She met the fate she chose."

He thought, looking at her :

" What a woman this is ! How silent, how resourceful,

how calm, how immeasurably deep ! And why does she

think of me as an opponent V Ho went on, stung by

that quiet marshalling of all her forces against him :

" Unhappily, the fate we choose for ourselves sometimes

involves others. The death of that unhappy woman and

the father of her cliild left an innocent creature at the mercy

of sordid, evil hands."
" In evil hands, indeed, judging by—what you have

told me."
" I would give much to be able to trace her." There

was a heavy line between his eyebrows, and his eyes were

stem and sad. " It would be something to know what had

become of her, even if she were dead, or worse than dead."

A violent, sudden scarlet dyed her to the edt^e of tlic

white starched coif. Her mouth writhed as though words

were bursting from her ; but she nipped her lips together,

and controlled her eyes. And still her silence angered ami

defied him. He went on :
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"If I seem to you to harp painfully upon this subject,
pardon me. You have my word that, without eneouiaKe-
ment from you. I will not refer to it after to-day." His
close-clipped bro^vn moustache was straightened by the
tension of the muscles of his mouth. He passed his jjalm
over It, and continued speaking without moving a mu.sclews face or taking his searching eyes from the Mother's.

Ihe name of the young lady who is so fortunate a.s to
be your ward, and even more, the striking likeness I spoke
ot just now, have led me to hope that my dead friend's
daughter was led by a Hand, in «hose Divine guidance I
Immbly believe, to find the very shelter he would have
chosen for her. Pray answer, acquitting mo in yourown mind of persistence or inquisitiveness. Am I ri"ht
or wrong ?" "

She might have been a statue of black marble, with
wimple and face and hands of alabaster, she stood .so
breathlessly still. Her heart did not seem to beat ; her
blood was stagnant in her veins. She felt no faintnesa.
Her observation was unnaturally keen, her mind dazzlingly
clear

;
her brain seemed to work with twice its ordinary

power. She thought. He glanced at the shabby watch he
wore upon the steel lip-strap, and waited. She was aware
01 the action, though she never turned her head. She was
weighing the question, to tell or not to tell ? Her soul
Imng poised like a seagull in the momentary shelter of a
ffiant wave-crest. Another moment, and the battle with
the raging gale and the driving halberds of the sleet would
begin agam.
She looked again towards Lynette, and in an instant her

purpose crystallised, her Une of action wa* made clear.
Mio saw a little bunch of wax-belled white heath fall from
the girl s scarlet belt in the act of rising. She saw Heau-
vayso snatch it greedily from the grass and read the glance
tliat passed between the golden-hazel and tlie green-grey
<ye.s, and understood with a great pang of jealous mother-
pain that she was no longer first in her beloved's lieart.
t li''^ii came a throb of unselfish joy at the knowltdge that
i;K;hard's girl had come into her kingdom, that the divine
rig It and heritage and crown of Womanhood were hers
at last.
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Were hers ? Not yet, but might be hers, if every clue

that led back to that tavern upon the veld could be broken

or tangled in such wise that the keenest and most subtle

seeker should be baffled and lost. It all lay clear before

her now, the manipulation of events, the deft rearrange-

ment of actual fact that might best be used to this end.

As hor clear brain planned, her bleeding heart trailed wings

in the dust, seeking to lead the searcher away from the

hidden nest, and now her motherhood and her pride and all

the diplomacy acquired in her long years of rule rose up in

arms to meet liim.

They were not of equal height. Her great, changeful

eyes, purple-grey now, dropped to encounter his. She re-

garded him quietly, and said :

" No one of your wide experience needs to be reminded

thut resemblances between persons who are not allied by

blond exist, and are strangely misleading. But since you

have conveyed to me in unmistakable terms your con-

viction that Miss Mildare is the daughter of—a mutual

friend who bore that surname—is actually identified in

your idea with that most unhappy child who was left

orphaned some seventeen years ago—at—I think you said

a veld hotel in the Orange Free State ?"

He bowed assent, biting the short hairs of his moustache

in vexation and embarrassment.
" Hardly an hotel—a wretched shanty of the usual

corrugated-iron and mud-wall type, in the cattle-grazing

country between Driepoort and Kroonfontein. And—it

seems my fate to bo continually bringing our conversation

back to a—most unhappy and painful theme."
" I acquit you of the intention to pain or wound. When

I have finished what I have to say, wo will revert to the

subject no more. It will be buried between us for ever,

though the memory of the Dead live in our pardoning and

loving thoughts, and in our prayers."

The vivid colour that had flamed in her cheeks had sunk

and left them marble. The humid mist of tears that

veiled her eyes gave them a wonderful beauty.

He answered her :

" Your thoughts could not be otherwise than noble and

generous. Prayers as pure as yours could not be unheard."
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" No prayers are unheard, though all are not granted."
She meide the slight gesture with her large, beautiful

hand that put unnecessary speech from her, and let the
hand drop again by her side. Her bosom rose and fell

quietly with her even speaking. None could have guessed
the tumult within, and the doubts and convictions and
apprehensions that battled together, and the religious fears
and scruples that rent and tore her suffering soul. But
for the sake of Richard's daughter she rallied her grand
forces, and nerved herself to carry out her hated task.

" I will tell you how I came to be interested in the young
lady who is now my adopted daughter, and whom you know
as Lynette Mildaie. At the end of the winter of 18— the
Reverend Mother of our Convent died, and I was sent up
from the Mother-House at Natal, by order of the Bishop,
to take her place as Superior. Two Sisters came with rae. It
w a.s the usual slow journey of many weeks. The wet season
had begun. Perhaps that was why we did not encounter
many other waggons on the way. But one party of emi-
grants of the labouring class—we never really learned where
bound—trekked on before us, and generally outspaimed
within sight. There were three rough Englishmen—two
middle-aged and one quite old—a couple of tawdry women,
and a young girl . They used to ill-treat the girl . We heard
her crying often, and one of the Kaffir voor-loopers of their
two waggons told a Cape boy wLj was in our service that the
old Baas would kill the little white thing one of these days.
She was used as a drudge by them all—a servant, unpaid,
ill-fed, worse-clothed than the Kaffirs—but the old man,
ucoording to our informant, bore her a special grudge, and
lost no opportunity of wreaking his malice on her."

" I understand," he said. She wont on :

" We would have helped the child if we could have
reached her ; but it was not possible. If she had run away
and taken refuge with us, and the men had followed her, I
do not think we should have given her up for any threats
of theirs, or even for threats carried out in action."

" I know you never would have."
She made the sjjght gesture with her hand that put all

inferred praise aside-
' The waggons of the emigrants were no longer in sight.

Ml
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one raoming when we inspann-sd. They had headed south as

if for the Diamond Jlincs, and we were trekking west. . . .

There was a sliglit hesitation, and her lashes flickered, then

she took up her story. " Perhap.s we were a hundred and

fifty miles from Gui^dersdorp, peihaps more, when we came

upon what we believed at Hrst to be the dead body of a

young girl, almost a child, lying among the karroo bush, face

downwards, upon the y.mA. She had been cruelly beaten

with the sjambok—she bears the scars of that tt^rrible

ill-usage to-day. ... We judged that she had fainted

and fallen from one of the emigrants' trek - waggons.

Months attiTwaixis, when her wounds were healed "—her

steady Ups ijuivered slightly—" and she had recovered from

an attack of brain-fever brought on by alarm .nnd anxiety

and the ill-usage, she told me that she had run away from

people who were cruel to her—from a man who "

" This distresses vu. I am grieved
"

He noted the sickness of horror in her face, and the

starting of innumerable little shining points of moisture on

her white, broad forehead and about her lips. She drew

out her handkerehiet and wiped them away with a hand

that shook a little.

" I have very little more to say. She was quite crushed

and broken by cruelty and ill-usage. No native child could

have been more ignorant—she could not even tell us her

name when we asked it. She probably had never had

one. And Father Wix, who is our Convent, Chaplam, and

has charge of the Catholic Mission here, baptised .icr at

my instance, giving her two names that were dear to

me in that old life that I left behind so long ago. She is

Lynette Mildare Are you surprised that in seven

years a young creature so neglected should have become

what you see ? I'hose powers were inherent in her whicli

training can but develop. We found in her great naturj.1

capacity, an intelligence keen and quick, a taste naturally

refined, a sweet and gentle disposition, a pure and lovin;;

heart " Her voice broke. Her eyes were blinded by

a sudden rush of tears. She moved her hand as though

to say :
" There is no more to tell."

" You shut the door upon my hope," ho said.

lb was to her veritably as though the gates of her own
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deed clashed behind her with the closing of the sentence.
For she had stated the absolute truth, and yeo left much
untold. She saw disappointmont and reluctant conviction
in his face, coupled with an iramonso faith in her that stung
her to an agony of shame and self-reproach. What had
she suppressed ?

Nothing, but that the waggons of the emigrants had
turned south for Diamond Town a fortnight before the
finding of that lost lamb upon the veld. And her scrupulous
habii, of truth, her crystal honour, her keen, clear judgment
no less than her rigorous habit of self-examination, told her
that the half-truth was no better than falsehood, and that
she, Christ's Bride and Mary's Daughter, had deliberatcjly
deceived this man.

Yet for his own sake, w^s it not best that he should nvvt-.r

know the truth ! And for the sake of Richard's daughter,
was it not her sacred maternal duty to shield that dearest
'ino from shame ? She steeled herself with that as he bared
hia head before her.

" Ma'am, you have more than honoured me with your
confidence, and I need not say that it is sacred in my eyes,
and shall be kept inviolate. And for the rest

"

XL
iiEVBEKND Mother," sounded from below.
" They are calhng us," she said, as though awakened

irom a dream.
" May I take you down ?"

He offered his arm with deference, and she touching it
lifjlitly, they went down together. Lynette came to them
l^iii^liing, a cup in either hand, her aides-de-camp followmg
" itli plates that held the siege apology for bread and butter
iii'l familiar-looking cubes of something. . . .

Thank you. Miss Mildare. What have you here,
li''^Mi ? tiako, upon my word ! Or is it a delusion born of
i""g and painful abstinence from any form of pastry ?"

("ake it is, sir, and thundering good cake," proclaimed
H'iiuvayse. " Made from Sister Tobias's special siege recipe,
vithout candied peel or plums or carraways, or any of the
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trill of melody, answered :

Uli, ttianK you,
Y'- ,, _jp- your command.

The end of the thin black veil, that was shabby now an,

^s^c;2:t:^lrru«^ey^«---
at her, and then turned

^l^J-J^hZ^^l^y Hannah.

rid sat himrHdogge'lly upon a stone beside her.

out, and sat himseii oogg^
she nibbled bannock, sparsely
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at home and abroad, an alpaca coat and skirt of cool grey ;

what the American belle terms a " shirt-waist " with pearl

studs, and a big grey hat with a voluminous blue silk veil.

Her small face was smaller than over, but her eyes were
as round and as bright as a mou.se's or a bird's, and her talk

was full of glitter and vivacity.
" ' Praise from Dr. Saxham.' ... If I wore a man," she

declared, " I should perdre la boule over that girl. I don't
wonder where she gets her lovely manners finm, with such
a model of graee and good breeding as Biddy Bawnc
before her eyes, but I do ask how she came by that type of

beauty ? And Biddy "

" Biddy ?" repeated Saxham. at a loss.

Her laugh slirilled out.
" I forgot. She is the R(^\-erend Jlother-Supcriov of tho

Convent to all of you. But 1 was at school with her, and
I can't forgot slie used to bo Biddy. She was one of tho
great girls, and I was a sprat of ten, but slie condi'secnded
to lot me adore her, and I did, like everybody else. To
be adored is her metier. The Sisters swear by her. and that
girl worships tho ground under her fe(4. If I had a d aughter
I should like her to look .at me in that way—heart in her
eyes, don't you know, and what eyes ! Topaz-coloured,
aren't they ? She has no conversation, of course. /
hadn't at her age— nineteen or twenty, if I am anyrguesser.

What she will be at thirty, if she don't go off ! "That Uttlo

tiicek head, and all those waves of rusty-coloured hair.

Quite wonderful ! And her hands and feet and skin

—

marvellous ! And that small-boned slendernoss of build

tliat is so perfectly enchanting. Pacpiin would delight to

Jre.ss her. And "—her jangling laugh rang out, waking
I ('lii)(!s from hollow places

—
" it looks—tlo you know ?— it

Imoks as though he would get the chance."
" Why does it ?" demanded Saxham, turning his square

laoe full upon Lady Hannah, and lowering his heavy brows.
" Mercy upon us, Doctor, do you want me to be definite

aud literal ? Can't you do as I do, and use your eyes ?"

Her own round, sparkling black ones were full of provoca-
tion. " They look as if they could see rather farther into
a mud wall than most people's. Please get me one of those
peaches. No, I won't have a plate. I am beginning to
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find out that most of the things Society regards as indis-

pensable can be done without. I'm beginning to revort to

Primitive Simplicity. Isn't there a prehistoric flair about

most of us ? If there isn't, there ought to b(3. For « lint

are we in^m week-end to week-end but grimy male and

female Troglodytes, eating minced horse and fried locusts

in underground burrows by the light of paraffin lamps !

Another peach. . . . Thanks. Can't you see those deur

things, the Sisters, gathering them by lantern-light, ami

being shelled by Brounckcrs' German gunners. WrotchcK :

Beasts ! Horrors !"

•' I hope," said Saxham, with rather heavy irony, " timt

you acquainted them with your opmion of them whili

you had the opportunity ?"

She gaily flipped him with the loose tan gloves she hiul

drawn off. Her bangles clashed, and her eyes Hnappcil

sparks under the brim of her hat. whoso feathers nodded iiml

swished, and her ]ang}ing laugh brought more echoes from

the high banks.
" Ha, ha, ha I Do you know, Doctor, I call that thoroughly

nasty—^to reml-id mo, on such a fine day too, of the FrightfiH

Fiasco. When my own husband hasn't ventured to breatli

a hint even. ... Do you know, when he rode out to meil

me with the Escort, all he said was, ' Hullo, old lady
;

is

that you 1 The Chiel wants to know if you'll peck witli

us at six, and I told him I thought you'd be agreeable'

And when we met, he Why do handkerchiefs in-

variably hide when people want to sneeze bcfhind them V
She found the ridiculous little square of filmy embroidenci

cambric, and blew her thin little nose, and furtively

whisked away a tear-drop. " He never moved a musfl' ;

just shook hands in his kind, hearty way, and began to t ill

the news of the town. . . . Never, by look or word or Ri<,'n

helped to rub in what a beetle-beaded idiot I'd been
"

She gulped. " I could have put my head down on tiii

tablecloth and cried gallons "—she blew her nose again

" knowing I'd lost him a rook at least. For, of course

that flabby Slabberts creature counted for something in tin

game, or Brounckcrs wouldn't have wanted him. A' ..

Captain—my Captain ! . .
." She threw a sparkling eye- lart

tipped with remorseful brine at the spare, soldierly figure
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and the loon, purposeful face. " If you were to My to me
this minutn, ' Hannah Wrynohe, jump off the end of that
high rook-blufl there, do\vn on those uncommonly nasty-
looking stones below,* I vow I'd do it

!"

Saxham's blue eyes wore kind. Hero was a fellow hero-
worahippor.

" I believe you would do it, and—that hi; believes it too."
She tapped liim on the sleeve with the long cherry-wood

stick of her white green-lined umbrella.
" Thank you. But don't get to making a habit of saying

charming things, because the role of Bruin suits you. Your
Society women-pationts used to enjoy being bullied,

tremendously, I remember. We're mode Uko that."
Her shrill laugh came again. " To aauter i piedn jointu on
people who are used to being deferred to, or made much of,

is the best way to command their cordial gratitude and
sincere esteem, isn't it ? Don't all you successful profes-
.sional men know that ?"

" The days of my professional successes are past and
};iine," said Saxham, " and my very name must be strange
in the ears of the men and women who were my patients.

It is natural and reasonable that when a man falls out of
the race, he should be forgotten -at least, I hold it so."

' You have a patient not very far away who lauds you
t(i the skies." Lady Hannah indicated the slender pepper-
and-salt clad figure of Julius Fraithom with the cherry-
wood umbrella-stick. " You know his father, the Bishop
of H ? Such a dear little trotty old man, with the
kind of rosy, withered-apple face that suggests a dear little

tiotty old woman, disguised in an episcopal apron and
gaiters, and with funny little bits of white fur glued on
lu'r<! and there for whiskers and eyebrows. We met liim
with Mrs. Fraithom at the Hotel Schwert at Appenbad
one June. Do you laiow Appenbad ? Views divine :

siicli miles of oye-flight over the Lake of Constance and the
Rhino Valley. To quote Bingo, who suffered Iiideously

from the whey-cure, every prospect pleases, and only
man h bile— and woman, too, if seeing black spots in

iiliowcrs like smuts in a London fog, only sailing up instead
of loming down, means a disturbed gastric system. I'm
nut sure now that the Bishop did not mention your name.
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m^i

i It

Do setCan he have done so, or am I hashing things 1

my mind at rest 1"

Saxham said with stiffnuss :

" It would bo possible tlmt thoJUishop wouldjiumombii

me. I operated on him for the removal of the appendiv

in IS—"
" If you had taken away his Ritualistic prejudices at

the same time, you would have made his wife a happy

woman. Her soul yearns for incense and vestments,

candles, and acolytes, and most of all for her boy.^^ Well,

she will thank you herself for hiiu one day, Doctor." 'I'he

little dry hand, glittering with magnificent rings, touched

Saxham's gi'ntly. " In the meantime let a woman wIki

hasn't got a son shako hands with you for her."

' You make too much of that affair." Saxham took the

offered hand. It pressed hJs kindly, and the little lad

went on :

" You're still a prophet in your own country, you know,

though it pleases you to make yourself out a—a kind of

medical Rip Van Winkle. In June last year—when I did

not guess that I should ever knowyou—I heard awoman say

:

' If Owen hail been h(^re, the child wouldn't have died.'

And the woman was yo'-r sister-in-law. Mis. David Saxhani."

Saxham's blue ey shot her a steely look. The win^s

of his mobile nostrils quivered as he drew quickened breath.

He waited, with his obstinate undi^-lip thrust out, for tln^

rest. If he did not fully grasp the real and genuine kindli-

ness that prompted the little woman, iit least ho did he i

the justice of not shutting her up as an impudent chatter-

box. She went on, a little nervously :

" I don't think I ever mentioned to you before that I

had met your brother and his wife ? She is still a vii

y

attractive person, but—it is not the type to wear will,

and the boy's death cut them both up terribly."

" There was a boy—who died '("

" In the spring of last year. Of—meningitis, I think

his mother said, and she declared over and over that if

you had been there, you would have saved him."
" At least, I should have done my best."

She had turned her ey away m telling him, or she

would have seen the relief in his face. He understood
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now why hU luother's trustees hiul prompted the nolicitiiri)'

advortisonient. H<- was liis iii'|ihew's heir, under the lote

Mrs. Sttxliiitn's will. Seven thousand in Consols and Honu'
KttiU, and tlio little freehold property in North Wiiles.

that brought in, when the house was lot, about one huiulrrd
and fifty pounds a jiiir, touuti^d as wealth t'l a man who
hud possessed nothing. He lifted his siiuu'vi head and
threw back his hi'uvy shoulders with the . . of one froni

whom a heavy burden has been taken, nis vivid eyes
lightemHl, his heavy brows sniootheil out their jjuekers,

and the tense lines about his lips rela.\ed. His own words
came baek to him :

" The Past Is done with. Wliy should not the Futiiio
lit! fair V
He knew, as he looked towards Lynette Mildare, who

personified the Future for hlin, and his mood ehangwl.
He had loved Iut without liope. Now a faint griy began
to show in tlie blaekness of his mental huriy.on. it might
lie a false dawn, li\it what a lighti^ning of thi^ heavy heart—
\.hat a leap of the stagnant blood -answered to it ! He
was no longer pemiiless. Ue had ne\er lo\cd nionc^y or

thirstiHl for estati', but thi! thought of that sum <if seven
thousand poimds solidly in\ested, and the hou.si! that
stood in its walled garden on the elitfs at Herion, looking
out on th<' wild, tumbling grey white waters of Nanta\(in
Hay, was dear to him.

Plas Bendigaid had been a Convi^nt oniv. Its grey,
stone-tiled, steep- pitched roof and solid walls of niussi\e
stone had sheltered his mother's infaney and giilliood.

I'erhaps they might cover a lovelier head, and echo to the
voiuea of his wife and his children. He gave sweet fancies
tlio rein, as Lady Hannah chattered beside him. He
dreamed of that Future that might be fair, even as he filled

up the little lady's pauses with " \es's " and " No's."
Jjove at first sight. Ho had laughed the possibility to

sidiii, 'n other days, holding the passion to be the sober
ihild of propin(iuity, sympathy, consonance of ideas,

similar tastes, and pursuits, and fanned into Hame, after
due time to kindle, by the appearance of a rival.

A rival ! He Uiuglicd silently, grimly, remembering the
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rwHcntf'il, JealouH impiilao that hwl prompted hi* interrup-

tion when the boyluli, hundnome face of BeauviiyiH) liail

h'annd ho near to herH, iind the hhmh th ,t dyed her white

roHo ulieolcH hiul annA-ercd, no doubt, to Nome hKckneynl,

Htereotyped, gftiTi«on cn-niilimi'nt.

Hi' had seen tlieni toKetlier ttinci' tlien . once eronHing tin

vild from the Woinen'H Ijiager on foot, in the («mi>uny ot

the Motlier-Superior ; onee lii're hcHide the river, undi i

the ehaperonag" of all the Slutern ;
onee in tlio Market

Snuaro, and always tlie sight had rouawl in him the Hanir

intolerable resentment and gnawing pain that rankled in

him now as he watched them.

What was Btiauvayse wh-pering, ho pIoho to the delieiil.

little oar that nestled unde. the red-brown hair-waves '

Somotliing that set hisgrey-green eyesgliaming dangerouslN

and lifted the wingsof the fine nostrils, and opened the bolrll\ -

curved mouth in audacious laughter, under the short golili

n

hairn of the clipped m -vmtache. .Somehow that lauglid i

stung Saxham. His muscular hand gripjied the old huntiii).'

criipthathocarriwlby habit even when he did not ride, iiiiil

his bliicU brows were tluinderous as he vainly triinl to listen

to the little woman who chatterKl bi'side him.

" [,(iok about you," she hade him, putting up 1m i

tortoiseshill rimmed •yeglasses as though she were in ,i

picture galli^ry or at a theatre. " Wouldn't the ordinai\

luiuuaginative person .snp[)o.s(5 that Imvi' would he the l:i>t

flower to blossom in the soil of this battered little bit '!

debati.blc ground ? But we know better. So docs Mis

Wiereke, the t;erman oculist's daughter, and so docs that

tallow-eaudle-locUed young man who plays the harmoniiini

at the Catholic tlhurch. And that i>ther pretty girl I

don't know hor name—who u.sed to keep the book-registi i-

at tlie Public Library. She is going to marry that yoiuif;

mining-engineer—a Cornishman, judging by liis blue ejcs

and black hair- do you happen to '< Cornish, too ?— nixt

Sunday. And the uncertainty aboi living till then or .any

timi! after Monday morning will make quite a commonplm <

wedding into something tremendously romantic. But yen

don't even pretend to look when you're told. Aha !" sli-

cried ;

" I've caught you. You were watching anoth' r

p ..ii' o£ lovers—the couple I kept for the last."

TW"m~ T~m m.B w^vtr
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'• Not lit nil," Hititl .SitxIiHiii, innxpri'^ilily wraripcl l)y tho

voluble little woman's Hiwoiiriw. iRiioring the i-onv.n-
tional diN'^luimer, Ijuly Hnniiah wont on :

" They're in tho early ntttgn—the First Act of the
dear old piny. Pretty to wateh. JHn't it ( TIioiikIi it
inakea one feel chilly and grown eld. iih Browning or
somebody H«y». Only the other day one was tipping
that boy at Eton, and ho liKiking such a Fourth of .June
darling >w you never Haw, got up in dui'k trouHers and a
braided blue jac^kct, and a Htraw hat with a wreath of
white and eriniMcm HankMia riweg round it for the Pii.e.s-
»ion of Boats. And now "- she sighed drolly— " he's a
li>ng-logge<l Lieutenant f)f Hussars, with a 'lady-killing
reputation. Though, in the present instance, I'm rcnrlv
to hack my opinion that tl'.e biter is fairly bit. Wliiit
regiments of women will tear their hair- real or the other
tiling -when Beau becomes a Hcniflick."
Saxhnm saw red, but he gave no sign. She dirned doun

her little thumb with a twinkle of triumph.
" //nf/H ' Ai I I'm not sorry he has got it badly. His

Irilmotil in the music-play has been 'See the t'on(|i;ering
Hero ' up to now

; one isn't sorry to see one's sex avenirid.
But (me fs sorry for Mary Fraithoni's boy." She indii .

d

the Chaplain with a twirl of her eyeglasses. ' ,s|:., i,.<i(l to
visit him with the Si.sters when he was ill, and, of course, ho
has been bowled over. Hut il n'a jxtn un radis, unless the
Bishop comes round, and don't you think that little (ircck
liead of hers is aware that a great deal of money goes with
the Foltlebarre title, and that the family diamonds wi.uld
suit it to a marv- 1 >."

Saxham said gratingly, and with a hostile look :

" Do you infer that Miss Mildaie is vain and mercenary C
" (Jood mercy, my dear man !" she screamed ;

' don't
[loimee. I infer nothing, except that Miss Mildare happens
to be a live girl, with (tye.-i and the gift of cliarm, ami that
the young men are attiactixl to her as naturally as diones
ti> a honey-pot. Also, that, if she's wise, she will dispose
of her honey to tho best advantage," Her b(^ady bright
(yes snapped sudd(mly at Saxham, and her small face broke
•I) into 1 .ughter, " Ha, ha, ha ! Why, I do believe . .

,"
'She scrt^amed at him triumphantly. " You, too ! You've

:'5



386 THE DOP IJOCTOR

succumbed. She carries your scalp at her pretty waist

with the rest of 'era. How perfectly delightful
!"

Possibly Saxham had always been a bear, as her little

ladyship had stated, but the last five years had certainly

scraped off whatever social veneer had adhered to his

manners. The power of facial self-control, the comnion tact

that would have carried things off with a laugh and a jest.

were his no longer, if he had ever possessed them. He got

upon his feet and stood before the woman whose six ounces

less of brain-matter had been counterbalanced by so large

an allowance of intuition, dumbly furious with her, and so

unspeakably savage wth himself for not being able to hide

his anger and annoyance that, as ho stood before her with

his hulkin.j shoulders hunched and his square, black head

sullenly lowered, and his eyes blazing under their heavy

brows, he suggested to Lady Hannah's nimble wit and

travelled experience the undeniable analogy between a

chaffed and irate Doctor and a baited Spanish bull, goaded

by the stab of the gaudy paper-flagged dart in his thick

neck, and bewildered by the subsequent explosi(m of the

cracker. He onlywanted a tail to lash, she mentally said, and

had pigeon-holed the joke for Bingo when it became none.

" Do, please, forgive me ! . . . What you must think of

me ! . .
." she began contritely.

Repentance gave place to resentment. 8;'.>;ham, without

even an abrupt inclination of the head, had swung about and

left her. She saw the heavily-shouldered, niuscularly- built

figure crossing the drift a little way down, stepping from

boulder to boulder mth those curiously small, neat feet

twirling his old horn-handled hunting-crop as he went, witli

a decidedly vicious swish of the doubled thong. Now he

was knee-deep in the reeds of the north shore ; now he

was climbing the bank. A black-and-white crow flew up

heavily, and was lost among the intertwining branches of

the oaks and the blue-gums, and a cloud of finches and

V. inets rose as the covert of tree-fern and cactus and tall

grass, knitted with thorny-stemmed creeper, received him

and swallowed him. She saw by the shaking of the foliagi'

that he turned up the stream, and then no more of him.

Feather-headed idiot that she had boon ! Inconsiderat(!

wretch ! How, in Heaven's name, after reminding the muu

it'.'i
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of the perfidy of that underbred passie little person with
the passion for French novels and sulphonal tabloids, who
had thrown the Doctor over, years before, in favour of

his brother the Dragoon—how could she have charged him
with being a victim to the charms of another yuiing
woman ? If Mrs. David's desertion rankled still, as no
doubt it did, there being no accounting for masculine
taste, ho would, of course, resent the accusation almost as

an insult. Men were such Conservatives in love. And,
besides, she had just been telUng him about the child. She
loathed herself for having perpetrated such a blundui.
Saxham had murdered politeness by quitting her abruptly ;

but hadn't she deserved the snub ? She deserved snubbing.
She would go, for the health of her soul, and talk to dearest
Biddy, who always made you feel even smaller than you
had thought yourself before.

She stood up, shaking the sand-grains and grass-burrs
from her dress and the folds of the white umbrella. It w as
nearing six o'clock. The heat was lessening, and the pale
turquoise sky overhead wa.s flecked and dappled with little

puffs of rosy cloud, bulking in si7e and deepening in colouj'

to the westward, where their u^^per edges were pure gold.
And the river looked like a stream of liquid honey, upon
which giant rose-leaves had been scattere<l, and a breeze
was stirring in the grasses and among the leaves. The
Sisters were busily repacking their basket.s. Little Miss
Wiercke, .ind her lank-haked young organist, sat under a
bush, gazing in each other's eyes with th(! happy fatuity of
lovers in the second stage, while the young lady who had
kept the registers at the Public Library was teaching lier

Cornish mining-engineer to wash up cup:< and saucers in a
tin basin—a process which resulted in the entanglement of
fingers of different sexes, and made Sister Tobias jiauso over
liiT task of wiping crockery to shako her head and laugh.

Little Miss Wiercke was to lose her lank-haired organist
a tew days later, the prevalent complaint of shrapnelitis
currying him off. And the girl who screamed coqucttishly
as the mining-engineer amorously squeezed h(;r %\ ct fingers
under the soapsuds -nas shortly to be represented in the
I 'oiuishmau's memory by another white cross in the
Cemetery, a trunk full of pathetic feminine fripperies, and

25—2



388 THE DOP DOOTOR

i I

a wedding-ring that had been worn barely two months.

But they did not know this, and they were happy. We
should never love or laugh if we know.

Two other people had passed along the path that ran by

the margin of the sand and reed-patches, and were lost to

sight. Lady Hannah glanced towards the Mother-Superior,

who was being gracious to Captain Bingo and the Chaplain,

and hoped Biddy would not miss the owner of the little

Greek head and the enchanting willowy figure quite yet.

Nuns were frightfully scrupulous and gimlet-eyed where

their charges were eonee iked. And certainly, if young
people never got away together without qu'il ne vous en

deputise .' there would be fewer engagements. And Biddy

must know that it was a Heaven-sent chance for the girl.

The Foltlebarrcs had sat tbo long on thorns to grumble

at Beau's marrying a girl without a dot, who was not only

lovely enough to set Society screaming over her, but modest

and a lady. Up to the jiresent his tendency had been to

exalt Beauty above Breed, and personal attractiveness

above moral immaculateness.

As in the most recent ease of that taking but extremely

terrible little person with the toothy, photographic smile.

Miss Lessie Lavigne of the Jollity Theatre, the affair with

whom might be counted, it was to be hoped, as the last

furrow of a heavy sowing of wild oats. As this would bo

a match d^egal a egal—in point of blood and education, at

any rate—certainly the Foltlebarrcs would have reason to

bless their stars.

Somebody came over to her just then, saying :

" Bingo seems in excellent spirits."

She looked, a little apprehensively, across to where the

Mother-Sup(Tior and the wistful-cycd, pepper-and-salt-clad

(Jhaplain were patiently listening to the recital of ont^ of

Bingo's stoclc anecdotes.
" What is he tolling the Reverend Mother ?" Her tone

was anxious. " I do hope not that story about the un-

washed Boor and the cake of so.ip !"

" Don't bo alarmed. It's a recent and completely harm-

less anecdote about the despatch-runner from Diamond

'Tovra who got in this morning."

Her eyes sparkled.

Mr. ji.. I"
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" Really . . . ? And 'dth news worth having ?"

" Mr. Casey might be disposed to think so."
" Who is Mr. Casey ?"

" That's a question nobody can answer satisfactorily."
" But is the intelligence absolutely useless to anybody

who doesn't happen to be Mr. Casey ?" she insisted.
" Not unless they happened to be deeply interested in

Mrs. Casey."
" There is a Mrs. Casey, then ?"

" So says the man who travelled two hundred miles to

bring 1' letters and the message that she is, as Mr.
Micawber would put it, in statu quo."

" I understand." The bright black eyes were com-
passionate. " She has written to her husband—she
doesn't know that he has been killed

"

" Nor do we. As far as we can ascertain, the garrison

has never included a Casey."
" Then you think

"

" I think "—he glanced aside as a stentorian bellow of

laughter reached them—" that, Judging by what I hear.

Bingo has got to the soapy story."

She frowned anxiously.
" Bingo ought to remember that nuns aren't o .mary

women. I shall have to go and gag him." She took a
dubious step.

" Why ? The Reverend Mother does not seem at all

shocked, and Fraithom is evidently amused." He added.
as Bingo's rapturous enjoyment of his own anecdote
reached the stamping and eye-mopping stage :

" And un-
doubtedly Bingo is happy."

" He has got out of hand lately. One can't keep a hus-

band in a proper state of subjection who may be brought
home to one a corpse at any hour of the day." Her laugh
jangled harshly, and broke in the middle. " The soil of

Gueldersdorp being so uncommonly favourable just now
to the production of weeds of the widow's description."

" It grows other things." His eyes were very kind.
" Bravo, helpful, unselfish women for instance."

" There is one !"

She indicated the tall, black-robed figure of the Mother
with a quick gesture of hur little juwuUed hemd.
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" And here is another." He touched her sleeve lightly

with a finger-tip.
. ,, _^

" Bravo. . . . Helpful." Her voice was choky. Do

vou think I shall over forget the hindrance I have been to

Vnu ? Didn't I lose you your Boer spy ?"
.

, , ,,

" (Irantod you did." His moustache curved cheerfully

at the corners. " But that's Ancient History, and look

what you brought hack !"
. . ,. ,,

" \ unit of the despised majority who is thoroughly con-

vinced of her own superfluousness. Hannah Wrynche,

with the conceit so completely taken out of her that she

feels say like a deflated balloon ; Hanrah Wrynche who

believed herself bom to be a War Correspondent, and has

come down to scribbling gossipy paragraphs for a little

siege new.spaper printed in a damp cellar.

He laughed. . , . , .

" ToUectors will pay fancy prices for copies of that same

little siege newspaper, at auctions yet to be."

•' I've thought of that," she confessed. But, oh !
1

could make it so much more spicy if you'd only give me a

freer hand." ^u- i

His hazel eyes had a smile in them. I know you think

me an editorial martinet."
" You blue-pencil out of my poor paragraphs everythmp

that's interesting."
. i j.

" No personalities shall be pubUshed m a paper I control.^

" The Reading Public adore ^ ersonalitics and puerilities.

•' They can go to the DcUy Whale for them, then."

" Isn't that rather a personal remark 1"

" L-t me sav that if you are occasionally personal, y<)u

arc m ct undsr anv circumstances, anything but clever.

" Thank you. But. oh ! the differ; .ice between what 1

am and what I aspired to bo !"

" And, ah ! the difference between what I have done and

what I meant to do !" ho said.

Her black eyes flashed. " You have never really felt it.

\chievcment with you has never hit below the mark. ^ ou .

of all men living, are least fitted to enter into the rueful

regrets and dismal disillusions of a Hannah Wrynche.

" Hannah Wrynche, who is content to do a woman s

work and fill a woman's place ; Hannah Wryuchu, who has
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atoned for a moment of ambitious—shall I say impru-

dence ?—splendidly and nobly, has no reason to be rueful

or regretful. Don't shake your head. Do you think I

don't know what you are doing, day after day, to help and

cheer those poor fellows at the Convalescent Hospital ?"

Her eyes were full of tears. " You make too much of

my poor efforts. You underestimate the effect of praise

from you."
" I said very little in the last cipher despatch that got

through to Colonel Rickson at Malamye, but what I did

say was very much to the purpose, believe me."

She gasped, staring at liim with circular eyes of in-

credulity. " You've mentioned—me—in your despatches.

Me?"
" Just so !" he said, and left her groping for the ridiculous

littlb gossamer handkerchief to dry the tears of pride and

gratitude that were tumbling down her cheeks.

XLI

" CiiANti—clang—clang !"

A man and a girl came back out of Paradise when the

Catholic church-bell rang the Angelas. The girl's sweet

flushed face had paled at the first three strokes. When the

second triple clanged out, her colour came back. She

ro.se from her seat upon a lichened slab of granite in the

cool shadow of the great boulder, and bent her lovely

head, Beauvay.se watching her lips as they moved, sound-

lessly repeating the Angelic Salutation :

''Ave Maria, grdtia plena: Diiminii.'' tecum.' Benedicta

lu in mvlieribus, ei benedicius fruct-us ventr.s lui, Jesus."

The wonderful simplicity of the Chosen One's reply

followed, and the announcement of the Unspeakable

Mystery. The little prayer fr 'lowed, and the rapid signing

with the Cross, and she drop, 3d her slight hand from her

bosom, and turned her eyes back upon his.

You remind me of my mother," he told her. " She

is Catholic, you know."
" And not you ?"

" Wo fellows, my brothers Levestre and Daltham and
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myself, were brought up aa pillars of the Established

Church." His sleepy, grey-green eyes twinkled, his white

teeth showed in the laugh. " The girls are of my mother h

faith It was a family agreement. Are you quite^suro

you have come down to earth again 1 Because there s

such an awful lot I want to say to you that I don t know

where to begin."
. ^, i l j

Though his mouth laughed, hU eyes had wistful shadows

under them. He had tossed aside his Service felt when 'he

had taken off her hat, and the sunshine, piercmg the thick

foliage overhead, dappled the scaly trunks of the blue-gum

trees, and dripped gold upon the red-brown head and the

crisp-waved golden one.

" I am here. I am listening."

She stood before him with meekly drooping eyelids, feel-

ing his ardent gaze like a palpable weight, under which her

knees trembled and her whole body swayed. 'Tie great

boulder rose upon her left hand like a beneficent presence.

Delicate ferns and ice-plants sprang from its chmks and

crannies. The long fronds of the sparaxis bowed at her

small, brown-shod feet, some bearing seed-pods, othejp

rows of pink bells, or yellow—a fairy chime. In the

damper hollows iris bloomed, and the gold and scarlet

sword-flowers stood in martial ranks, and gaily-plumaged

finches were sidling on overhanging boughs, or dipping a-nd

drmking in the shallows. The wattled starlings whistled

to each other, or fought as starlings will. A grey partridp-

was bathing in the hot dry sand between the reed-beds and

the bank, and in the deeper pools the barbel were rismg at

the flies. There was no sound but the runnmg water.

The spicy smell of aromatic leaves and the honeyed per-

fume of a great climbing trumpet-flower made the air

languorous with sweetness.

He answered her aow.
" You are here, and I am here. And for me that meaiis

everything. And I feel that I want nothing more, and,

still, such a tremendous lot besides."

He breathed as though he had been running, and his

sharply-cut nostrils quivered. His white teeth gleamed

under the clipped golden moustache.

Perhaps it made his charm the more definite and irresLs-
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tible that in these days of storm, and stress, and hardship

and peril, his handsome face was never without its gay,

confident smile. His tall, athletic figure, in the neat work-
manlike Service dross that suited him so v. oil, leaned towards
her eagerly. He kept his clear eyes on her face, with the

direct simplicity of a child's gaze, but the look bred in her

a delicious terror. The perfume of youth and health, of

vigour and virility, that exhaled from him, came to her

mingled with the scent of the crushed spiec-leaves and the

perfume of the waxeu-belled heaths and the breath of the

giant trumpet-flower. She was turning dizzy. She could

scarcely stand.
" I—I will sit down," she murmured, and he beat the

{grasses at the foot of the great granite slab and prodded
in chinks and ciannies for snakes and tarantulas ; and when
she sank down with a faint sigh of relief, threw himself at her

feet with a careless, powerful grace, and lay there looking up
at her, worshipping the golden lights that gleamed through

the thick dark eyelashes, and the sweet shadows under

them, and her little pointed chin.

The lace-trimmed frills of a wliite cambric petticoat

peeped under the hem of her green cloth skirt ; below there

was a glimpse of slender, crossed ankles in brown silk hose,

and the little brown shoes laced with wide silk ties. She
drew off one of her thin, loose tan gloves, and smoothed
biick a straying lock above her ear, and flushed, hearing

him murmur in his caressing voice :

" Take off the other glove, too."

She was well aware how beautiful her hands were—small,

and slender, and ivory-white, and exquisitely modelled,

with little babyish nicks at the wrists, and at the inner

fdgcs of the rosy palms, and gleaming pink nails, of the

<rue almond shape. She thought little of her face, though
slie knew it to be charming ; but she ingenuously admired
her slender feet, that were quite as pretty without the
silk stockings and little brown shoes, and the delicate

liands she bared for him now. He looked at them with
ardont longing, and said :

" How dear of you to do that, because I asked you !

And do you realise that we're here together alone, you and
me, for the first time ? Nobody saw us steal away but Sister
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Cleophfie, and I've a notion she wouldn't tell, blessed old

soul I"

Her eyes smiled.
" You would not call the Mother that '

" No more than I would Queen Victoria or the Princess of

Wales. And a snubbing from the Religious wouM be rathn

worse, on the whole, than a snubbing from the Royalty.

" The Princess never snubbed you t

"Didn't she? Tremendously, once. Do you want t„

hear about it ? She had sent away her brougham while th.

Biddy old Dean and Chapter were showing her round

St. Paul's. And- acting as Extra Equerry-I d got mstru, -

tions to call her a hack conveyance, and-being young an.l

downv I'd picked H.R.H. the glossiest growler on the rank.

But you've been bred and born here. You don't even kiiow

what a growler is. And in five years' time there wont 1.,

nne left in London.

"Perhaps I shall see London before the five years ar.

over. And a growler is a four-wheeled cab. You see, I m

"°"
YoTsw^test !" he burst out passionately. " I wish

I knew all that you could teach me !"

He might have frightened her if he had stretched out Ins

arms to clasp her then. But he mastered himsel so far.

Lying at full length in the grass, leaning upon his elbow, h,S his head upon his hand, and drank her m with

thirsty eyes. And that something emanatmg from h„n

enveloped her, delicately and yet forcefully, oonstra^. .

and urging and compelling her to meet his gaze. And tl.

perfume of the great honeyed flower came to her m wa^ ..

^sweetness, growing in «tr«ngth. and the monotono,,s

buzzing of the black honey-bees mingled with the dn,m-

ming of the crickets, and the flowmg of the "ver, and t

beating of her heart, and the rushmg of her blood. Sh^

leaned her fair head back against the great boulder, and

said in a voice that shook a little :

" Tell me about the snubbing."
"

It was High Art. Three words-and I knew I d be-

haved like a bounder of the worst-I had to go ba<,k an

2et the other cab. with a broken front wmdow and a

cabby
" He chuckled. " I've met red noses enough.
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but you could havn seen that chap'n glowing through the

thickest fog that over blanketed Ludgate Hill and wrapped
tho Strand in greasy mystery. Don't move, please ! . . .

There's a ray of sunshine touching your head that makes
your hair look the coloiir of a chestnut when the prickly

green hull first cracks to k^t it out. Or . . . there's a rose

grows on the pergola at homo at Foltlobarre Royal, with a

(!oppery sheen on tho young loaves. ... I wondered why I

kept thinking of it as I looked at you. But I know now.

And your skin is creamy white like the flower. Oh, if I

could only gather tho girl-rose and carry it homo to the

others !"

She was pink as the loveliest La France now.
" You ought not to talk to me in that way."
' Don't I know it ?" Beauvayse groaned out. He turned

over upon his face in the grass, and lay quite still. A
shuddering sigh heaved the strong young shoulders from

time to time, and his hands clenched and tore at the grasses.

• Don't I know it ? Lynette, Lynetto !"

She longed to touch the close-cropped golden head. Un-
seen by him. she stretched out a hand timidly and drew it

back again, unsatisfied.
" Lynette, Lyn'-ote ! I'm paying at this moment for

every rotten act of headlong folly I've ever committed in

my life, and you're making me !" Ho caught at a fold of

iicr skirt and drew it to him and hid his face in it, kissing

it again and again. It was one of the caresses she had been

used herself tt) offer where she most loved. To find your-

self being worshipped instea^l of worshipping is an oxperi-

i-nop She touched the golden head now, as the Mother had
often touched her own. He caught the hand.

" No, no !" She grew deadly pale, and shivered.

Please let me go. I—I did not
"

Hhs tried to release the hand. He raised himself, and
she started at the warm, quivering pressure of his beautiful

mouth, scarcely shaded by the young, wheat-golden mous-
tache, upon her cool, sweet flesh. She snatched her hand
aivay with a faint cry, and sprang to her feet, and her

chix'ks blaz(id anew as she turned to go.
" You want to leave me ? You would punish me like

Liiat—just for a kissed hand ?"
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He barred her way, taller than herseU though he stoml

upon the doping lower level. She had learned always to

"".r-X^-te tfKuch«l." She -aid it without

'"*:•
vTpulTour hand upon my ho«l. Why did you do

it if you hate mo «o ?"

" I—don't hate you !"
, ,

"1 love you! My rose, my dove, my star, my Joy !

Queen of all the girl's that ever I saw or dreamed of. say

that you could love me baek again !

HorTo"omt'avod. He could see the d^'i-tf
-^'f

throat vibrating with the tumultuous beatmg of her heart.

'"why not? Nob.Hly has told you anythmg agamst

me 1 Nobody has said to you that I have no right to lov-

you ?" he demanded.

" No-"

Th^gtldenTiazel, dark-lashcd eyes she shyly t"™«» |"

his were full of exquisite, meltmg tenderness Her l.ps

partld to speak, and closed again. He leaned towards hn

?!hung over ho;, his own lips irresistibly attracted to thos.

sweetest ones. ... ^
" Lord Beauvayse " she began, and stopped.

^P^% the duffing «"«. ^"* 'Bri^untirrm
Tell rae vou love me. Tell me that you'll wait until 1 m

MeZ come to you and say
_:^;

My beloveKl, the ways

rloar Be mv wife to-morrow !
,. .n j i, ,

Hb tone was masterful. His ardent eyes thrilled her.

She murmured :

Sh^"3to Wm, as a young palm sways before a

breeze and he caught her in his strenuous, young embrace,

and held her firmly against him. Her old terrors wakened

and dreadful, unforgettable things stu-rcd in the darkne >,

TheTZy had lain hidden, and W^d hydra-heads_ bh

TriS out wildly, and strove to thrust him from her but he

heW her cTose"^ There w«^ a shaking among the tangW

gwwths of bush and cactus high up on the opposite bank,

J-A^' ii

"'"'
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her.

and Lynetto rnnliNixI that HimuvayHe'f* arms nn longer

held her. Shu I<iano<l back ngainnt th« boulder, panting and
trembling, and saw Beauvayae's revolver glitter in his Hteody

hand, an Homnthing came crashing down through the tangled

Jungle upon the edge of thi' furthiT Hhorc, and a lieavily-

built man in khaici puBhe<I through the Nhouldir-high

growth of rci«l8. and leap<Kl up<jn a rook that had a swirl

of wat(^r round it. It was Saxhara.
" Miss Mildare !" called the strong, vibrating voice.

She faltered :

" It—it is Dr. Saxham."
" And what the dev-l does Dr. Saxham want ?" was

written in Beauvayse's angry face. But he called out as

he lowertd his revolvor-hand :

" You've had rather an escape of getting shot, Saxham,
do you know ? You might have been a Boer or a buffalo.

Better bo more careful next time, if you're anxious to

avert accidents."

Saxham was a little like the buffalo as he lowered his

head and surveyetl the alert, virile yoimg figure and the

insolent, high-brwl face from under ominously scowling

brows. He made no answer ; only laid one finger upon the

butt of his own revolver, and the slight action fanned
Beauvayse's annoyance and resentment to a white-heat,

as perhaps Saxhara had intended. He sprang upon another

boulder that was in the miil-swirl of the current, and spoke

again.
" Miss Mildare, I was walking on one of the native paths

that have been made in the bush there "—he indicated the

bank behind him—" when I heard you cry out. I am
liere, at your service, to offer you any help or protection

tliiit is in my power to give."

I.ynetto looked at him vaguely. Bcauvayse, crimson to

th(^ crisp waves upon his forehead and the white collar line

above the edge of his jacket, answered for lier.

" Miss Mildare docs not require any help or protecti(jn

(itlier than what I am privileged to place at her disposal.

Vcm had better go on with your walk. Doctor. Y'ou know
till- old adage about two bimig company ?"

He laughed, but his voice had quivered with fury, and
the hand that 1 .d the revolver shook too. And hie eyes
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««med oolourles. ^ w»t«r agaiiuit the furi<m» crin.H.m ..'

^T^e 8U U .gnormg l.in., Saxl.a.n -aid, I.jh own H.i»ur...

'^°
mI:^ mIuiI. I am at your commamU. IVU me .,.

orJZ river and taWe you ..a..k to the '-;;<-;- ^^:•

vent, or order me to continue my walk In *'"'™'
.

shall unden,tan.l that the fanuliantieH of U,ul Beauvav».

are not unwelcome to yovi."
^_

B^mv^ai ;"h;.k,4.'"th;-n suddenly ^7™''""!'
"'ll

and how to strike. But he wait«l, an.l Saxhan. waitcKl, a.ul

till she did not speak.
, \ii<,K Mil.lare

'"

•• Am 1 to Ko or stay ? Kindly answer. Miss Ml dare .

Bea^ayseS. eyes were on h.r. He said to her below In.

breath ;

"Tell him to go !"

'\Vi'rnklu. But-I-I-hadratlu.ryouw.nton;

Beauvayse sa'w '.is opportunity, and added, with an u.-

tolerable smile :
, j,^

• Mv • familiaritiee,' as you are pK-sed to t .n tm n ,

being more acceptable to a lady than the attentions of t!..

''I^irted as though an adder
^f «-|^|^;*^^';^:

throueh his lioot. A rush of savage blood daikeiu'd m

ace his hand^quivercd near the butt of ^ r-ol-''- ""'

hTs ey s bLed murder. But v -'h a frlKhtfnl eftirt he oo,.

trouid himself, lift«l his hat slightly to I.ynet e, tu.iv

and leaped back to the stone he ha.1 quitt.^d, strode thr.u.li

the eTbeds, and plunged back into tlie tangled boscag..

Tha he did not continue his walk, but t"^""^ '»<''
'^;:.

the town, was plain, for Ids retreat coul. he t™"''" ^

shaking of the thick bush and the lugh grasses hroud

whi^h he forced his way. It did him good to battle e^..,

Tv^fthese vegetable forls. and the hooked thorns hn.^^.

his clothes and rent his flesh left notlung like the tiaces tli.i

tho" words of dismissal, spoken by a girl's ^mee. .,1

the hatluaunt that had folknv ,d. luvd left upon his h..u t.

It vvL over. Ove.-^ver, the brief, sweet season of ho ..•.

Notll^ w^s eft now but his loyalty to the fnend who be-

ill
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UovmI in him. If tlint nmn liiul not Hto<Kt botwpon Saxhsin
and Iii8 (lonpair, (>uiil(li'i'Ml(>r|> wuiild liuvo got bw^k li(>r

I>o|i Doi!tor tliHt niglit. I'Vir thr HoHpitnl HtorcR inrluditl

B I'tii'riMliMl coMii or two of Mnrtcll and Kinaliun, uiid ull

th(<i<e thingH u'orx undi<r SaxImm'H hand.

'I'lin hitavy footHti'im RiUHhixl out of hearing, the Htartlttl

lini^htti Hdttlod dou n agiiin, oxccpt at that ]M)int, liighrr up on
thii op|K»iit(t bank, to wliicli Hi<uuvayH(i'i< attention liad tiiKt

Ix-rn diroctcd. i'licic the littlo bIrdH y«t liovnriHl jjki- a cloud

of butterllloH, but. prai'tlxiHl noout an Bi'auvayHit wan. he paid

no hci^l to thoir dbttiiHM. She luid di'durwi for him. 'I'lu'

Uoctor's discomtiturr inhunciil liU triumpli. (lud ! Iiow

like an angry butl'aUi Jie fellow was ! 'i hu Hort of heaKt ^t lio

would put down hit* head iiiid uharge at u Mtoiiu wall ax

I iinlidently a.s at a nuid one. It was a eonfounded nuitiunc'e

that hu hiul aeen what he had iteen. But a man who had
eventually cut ho poor a figure, liad b<ien snubbed so

thoroughly and completely, minlit prefer to hold his tongue.

.\nd if he did not, h( re in (iuolder«h>rp. w hile no letters got

through, while no n<ius tiltered in from the big humming
world outside, it would be po.Hsible to carry things bravely
(ilf for a long time. He hatl toM Huigo, to be sure, about-

about Lcssie. ilut liiugo, thiiu;'h lie might b^'ister and
Ijar^'e about dishojiourablo conduct, would never give away
II niiui who had trusted him. 'i'o be sure, it was not cpiite

fair, not altogether squari! ; it was not (ilaying the game as

il should be played, to gain her promis(^ as a free man.
SliDuld he make a ckian l)rea.st of it, and tell her the whole
wretched story now '(

Perhaps ho might if she liivd not been standuig, a slender

gretn-aud-white. nynipli-like figure, against the background
lit .sun-hot, shadow -Hecked, licheued stone, looking at him.
i'he ]-osy light bathed her in its radiance. And as she
Jnokitl, it seemcid to him that something was dawning in

that face of hers. He w-atchod it, breathless with thi?

II iilisation of liis dreams, his hopes, his desires. The prize

was liis. Every other baser memory \i;i.s drowning within
him. It .seemed to him tiiat her purity, as he bathed in it,

Uiished him clean of stain. He forgot eveiything but the
sciret that those sweet eyes told at last.

" .My beloved ! I'm not good enough to tie your blessed

3^*K
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little shoes, and yet no other man shall over have you, hold

you, call yon his ovsTi. . . . Lynetto, Lynetto !
Pear one,

isn't there a single kiss ? And I might g(4 shot to-morrow

It was characteristic of him that his brave, gay raoutli

should laugh even in the utterance of the appeal that

melted her. She gave a little sob. and raised her sweet face

to his, flushing loveliest rosy red. She lifted her slender

arms and laid them about his strong young throat, and

kissed him very quietly and purely. He ha<l meant to

snatch her to his leaping heart and cover her with eager,

passionate caresses. But the strong impulse was quelle.!.

He said, almost with a sob :

"
Is this your promise ? Docs this mean that you beloii;:

to me ?" ,11
Her bre.ath carcsstd his check as she whisperotl :

" Yes
"

He was thrilled .and intoxicated and tortured at once t,i

know himself her chosen. Ah ! why was he not five t

Why had Chance and Luck and Fat.^ forced him to |)la\- a

part like tliis ? .,,,11
"

I wish to Heavc^n we had met a year ago ! he bi-okc

out impulsively.
" Half-a-dozen years ago-only you .

have been a mere kid-too young to understand what

Love means. . . . Wliy, Lj-nctte darling ! what is the

matter '. What have I said that iuirt V
, , , ,

Her arms had fallen from about hLs neck. She shrank

aw.ay from him. He drew back, shocked into silence by tl.c

sudden, dreadful change in her. Her eyes, curiously dul],a

and faded, look(d at Beauvayse as though they saw not bun.

but another man, through him and behind him. Her lace

was peaked and pinched; her supple, youthfu figure

contracted and bent like that of a woman withered by sonic-

wasting sickness, her dainty garments seemed to lose tluir

colouring and theb freshness, and hang on her, by some

strange illusion wrought by the working of her mind upon

his, like sordid rags. Against the splendid not of life and

colour over and under and about her, she looked like some

slender sapling ringed and blighted, and ruined by the inex-

orable worm. For she was remembering the uv/ern on tlie

veld. She was recalling what had been- ealismg \vliat

must henceforth be, in its fullest moaning. She s. .-Idere.i,
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and her half-op«n mouth drew in the air in gasps, and the

blanknesa of her stare appalled him. He called in alarm :

" Lynettc dearest ! what is the matter ? Why do you
look at mc like that ? Lyi.,tto!"

She did not answer. She shonk ilea leaf in the wind,

and stared through b n .mi bnyciid him into the Past.

That was all. There v a n rustUnp of leaves and branches

higher on the bank, and the sounu f thick woollen draperies

trailing through grass. The bu.sh on the edge of the cleared

apace that was about the gre.at boulder was parted by a
white, strong hand and a black-sleeved arm, and the

Mother-Superior moved out into the open, and came down
with those long, swift stcp.s of hers to where they were.

Her eyes, sweeping past Bcauvayse, fastened on the droop-

ing, stricken figure of the girl, read the altered face, and
then she turned them on the boy, and they were stern as

those of some avenging Angel, and her white wimple,

laundried to snowy immaculateness by the capable hands

of Sister Tobias, framed a face as white.
" What is the reason of—this ? Wliat has passed be-

tween you to account for it ? Has your mother's son no
sense of honour, sir ?"

The icy tone of conti^mpt stung him to risk the leap. He
drew himself to his splendid height, and answered, his brave

\oung eyes boldly meeting the stern eyes that questioned

liim :

" Ma'am, I am sorry that you should think me capable

of dishonourable conduct. The fact is, that I have just

asked Miss Stildare to be my wife. And she consents."

A spasm passed over the pale face. So easily they leav(^

us whom we have reared and tended, when the strange

hand beckons and the new voice calls. But the Mother-

Superior was not a woman to betray emotion. She drew
her black nun's robe over the pierced mother-heart, and said

I Mlmly. holding out her hand to him :

" You will forgive me if I was imjust, knowing that she

is dear to me. And now 1 shall ask you to leave us.

Please tell the Sisters "- from habit she glanced at her worn
gold watch—" we shall join them in tenfminutes' time."

He bowed, and lifted his smasher hat from the grase, and
took up the Lee-Metford carbine he had been earrjring and

26
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had laid aside, and went to Lynotte and toolc her passive

hand, and bent over it and kissed it. It dropped by her

aide lifelessly when he released it. Her face was a mask

void of life. He looked towards the Mother in distress.

Her white hand imperiously motioned him away. He ex-

postulated :

" Is it safe for two ladies, ma'am, so far from the town,

without protection ? Natives or white loafers may be

hanging about."
" If you desire it, you can remain withm hearmg of a

call. But go now."

He wont, lightly striding down the sandy path between

the roed-beds on the foreshore. She watched the tall, athletic

figure until it swung round a bend and was lost to sight.

Then she went to the girl and touched her. And at the

touch Lynette dropped as though she had been shot, and

lay among the trodden grasses and the flaunting cowslips

face downwards. A low, incessant moaning came from

the muffled mouth. Her hands were knotted in her hair.

She writhed like a crushed snake, and all of her slender

neck and face that could be "vn and the little ears that her

clutching, twining fingers sometimes bared and sometimes

covered were one burning, shameful red.

" Lynette ! My dear one !" The Mother, wrung and

torn with a very agony of tenderness and pity, knelt beside

her, and began with gentle strength to untwine those

clutching hands from the girl's hair. She prisoned both in

one of hers, and passed the other arm beneath the slender

rigid body, and lifted it up and held it in her strong embrace,

silently until a moan, more articulate than the rest, voiced

:

" Mother
!"

„
" It is Mother. She holds you ; she will not let you go.

The head lay l\elp!essly upon her bosom. She felt the

rigor lessen, the moaning ceased, and the tortured heart

began to leap and strain against her own, as though somi

invisible hand lashed it with an unseen thong.

There were no tears. Only those moans and the leaping

of the heart that shook her whole body. And it seemed to

the Mother that her own heart wept tears of blood. The

hour had come at last, as always she had known it would.

The love of a man had wakened the woman in Lynette.
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She know now the full value of the lost heritage, and
realised the glory of the jewel that had heen snatched by
the brutal hand of a thief. Ah, Lord ! the pity of it

!

The pity of it ! She, the stainless one. could have
stripped off her own white robe of virgin purity, had it been
possible, to clothe the despoiled young shoulders of
Richard's daughter, cowering prostrate under her burden of
guiltless shame, crushed by the terrible knowledge that
ruined innocence must always pay the penalty, whether
the destroyer is punished or goes free.

The penalty ! Suppose at the priee of a lie from lips

that had never lied yet it could be evaded ? The Mother's
face contracted with a spasm of mental pain. A dull flush

mounted to her temples, and died out in olive paleness ; her
lips folded closely, and her black brows frowned over the
sombre grey fires burning in their hollow caves. She re-

buked a sinner at that moment, and the culprit was herself.

She, the just mistress and wise ruler of so many Sisters

in the religious profession ; she. so slow to judge and con-
demn others, was unsparing in austerity towards herself.

She had always recognised her greatest weakness in her love

for this adopted daughter that might have been her own
if Richard Mildare had not played traitor. She had never
once yielded to the clinging of those slight hands about ner
heart, but she had exacted forfeit from herself, and rigor-

ously. So much for excess of partiality, so much for over-
I'onsideration. so much for lack of faith in over-anxiety, so

much more of late for the keen mother-jealousy that had
Huickened in her to anguish at the thought that another
would one day usurp her undivided throne, and claim and
take the lion's share of the love that had been all hers.

Her spiritual director was far too lenient, in her opinion.
She was all the more exacting towards herself. \Miat right

had a nun to be so bound by an earthly tie ? It was de-
frauding her SaWour and her Spouse to love with such
excess of maternal passion the child He had given. Yet
she loved on.

She reviewed all her shortcomings, even while the girl's

heiui lay helplessly against her, and the scalding tears that
had at last begun to gush from those shut, quivering eyelids
wetted her breaat. She had esteemed and valued perfect

26—2
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candour abovo all things. And yet of what concealments had

she not been guilty in the shielding of this dearest head ?

She had deceived, for Richard's child, Richard's fnend,

in the deft interwea\Tng of fragmentary truths into a whole

plausible fabric. She knew that, if necessary, she would

deceive again, trailing her wings, fluttering on before, as

the golden plover lures the footsteps of the stranger from

her nest. .

Perhaps you call her scruples I'antastii-, her sense of guilt

morbid. Even the lay Catholic can with difficulty com-

prehend and tenter fully into the mental constitution of the

HoUgious. This was a nun, to whom a blur upon the

crystal of the soul kept pure, like the virginal body, for the

daily reception of the Consecrated Host, meant defilement,

outrage, insult, to her Master and her Lord.

And she had always known, it seemed to her, that this

terrible hour would come. When the two young figures

had moved away together into the green gloom of the trees,

she had felt a i)remonitory chill that streamed over her

whole body like icy water, paralysing and numbing her

strength. She had read their secret in their faces, un-

conscious of her scrutiny, and watched them ouo of sight,

praying, as only such a mother can, that it might not be as

she feared. This was her beloved's great hour ;
she would

not have stretched out a finger to delay its coming, -she

who had known Love, and could not forget !
It might be

that in tliis splendid boy, who wa.s as beautiful as the Greek

Aleil.ia<les, and as brave as the young Bayard, lay the

anjwe: to all her prayers for her darling. The bridal white

would not be a blasphemy, like the young nun's snowy robe

and veil. And yet—and yet, in Lynette's place she knew

that she could never have looked into the face of a rosy,

smiling, wedded Future without seeing under the myrtle and

orange-blossom garland the leering satyr-face of the Past.

Was it wise that another should be made to share that

vision ? She put that question to herself, looking with

great agonised, unseeing eyes over the head that lay upon

her bosom, out across the slowly moving water, stained with

amber from ironstone beds through which it had wjund its

way. tinged with ruddy crimson from the sunset. For the

sky, from the western horizon to the zenith, and iron>
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thence to the serried peaks and frowning bastionw of

pi-.rple-bliioli clond that lowf^rod in the north, was all orange-
erimson now, and th« moon, then at th(^ (ending of her
aocond quarter, swung Uki^ a pali^ lamp of i^lrctriim at the
eastwaiii corner of the flaming tent.

" Was it wise V Slw si'enied to hiar her own voice
echoing back out of the past. .\nd it said :

" The only just claim to your entire confldence in all

that concerns your past life; will rest in the hands of the
man wh(j may one day bo your husband."
The perfume of the great white trumpet-liower came to

her in gusts oi intensified, sickc^ning, loathsome sweetneae.
She glanced round and saw it on her right, clasping in its

lu.xuriant embrace a slender young bush tluit it was killing.

The thick, juicy green stems and succulent green leaves,
the greedily embracing tendrils and great fleshy white,
hanging flowers revolted her. The creeper seenK^d the
symbolisation of Lust battening upon Innocence.
Other like images crowd(<i thick and fast upon her.

From a mossy cranny in a stone a hairy tarantula leaped
upon a little lizard that sunned it.self, not thinking Death
so near. A lightning-quick pounce of the bloated thing
with the fiorce, bright eyes and the relentless, greedy claws,
and the little reptile vanished. She shuddered, thinking
of its fate.

The blue gums and caks that fringed the river gorge and
the bushes that grew about were ragged and torn with
shell and shrapnel - ball, ("hips and flinders had bc(^n
knockcil by the same forces from the boulders and the
rocks. Amongst the flowers near her shone something
l)right. It was an une.xploded Ma.xim-shell, a pretty little

messenger of Death, girt with bright copper hands and
gaily paintfjd. And a ninety-four-pound projectile, ox-
ploded, had scatterwl the shore with its fragments, and
doubtless the river-bed was strewn thick with others.
Vou had only to look to see them. Once Lynette's lover
knew everything there was to know, the trees and rocks
and flowers of the Eden in which every daughter of Eve owns
the right to walk, if only once in a w hole lifetime, would
lie marred and broken, scon^hed aud spoiled, like these.
Purblind that she had bctm. What claim had any
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man seeinR what the lives of men are, to this pitiful

Srrreticenec. thi« rending of the veU o^^merc^ul

wUe secrecy from an innocent young head ? None ^ot

Z shadow of a claim. She tossed away her former

scrupler They sailed from her on the faii.t hot broe.e

Sy as thisWcdown. And now the tear-hlurred faoe

X Ufted from her bos.nn, and the voice, hoarse and «eak

and trembling, appealed ;

, , ,. „,.„„* i,, be" Mother, you are not angry ? 1 neve.' meant to he

underhand, or to hide-anything from you.

"No," sue said, hiding the pang it gave her to .cal.se

how much had been concealed between the
^^l^fj^^

had read so often.
" You did not mean to. Ihe trcm

hlinff voice went on

:

^ ,

"He never spoke to me as though we were strange s.

Never from the first. And to-day, he Her heart s

throbbing shook h.T. Tlu- Mother said :

" He has told me what has passed. He said that he

had asked you to marry him, and you had-agreed.

The bitterness of her wounded love was in her tone.

'I— had forgotten," she panted, that -until on.,

little careless thhig he said brought it all back to me m

such a flood. It was like drownmg. Then you came,

and-and " The quavering, pitiful voice rose to a cry .

'Mother, must I tell him ev^ytlung r She -v-JkI ^own

in the enfolding arms. " Mother, Mother, must I tel. lum '.

A great wav^ of pity surged out from the deep mother-

heart that throbbed against her ..wn. The deep, melodious

voice answered with one word ;

Amazement sat on the upUfted. «««>f,K""^/r:
"^
t'

girl. The sorrowful eyes questioned the Mothei s in-

credulously.
^^

" You mean that you ,
,

She folded the slight figure to her. Her sorrowful

eyes, under their great jetty arches, looked out bke stais

through a night of storm. Her greyish pallor seemed a

thi^ veil of ashes covering incandescent furnace-hres.

She rose up, lifting the slender figure. She said, lookmg

f'plnilv in *^hp face : ^-
"
I meanjhat you are not to tell him. Upon yom
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obedience to me I charge you not to tell him. Upon your
love for me I command you—never to tell him ! Kisa me,
and dry these dear eyes. Put up your hair ; a coil is

loosened. He is waiting for us ! Come !"

1

XUI
The tall, soldierly young figure was standing motionless
and stiff, as though on guard, on the river-shore beyond the
bend. Whatever apprehensions, whatever regrets, what-
ever fears may have warred within Beauvayse, whatever
consciousness may have been his of having taken an irre-

vocable step, bound to bring disgrace and reproach, sorrow,

and repentance upon the innocent as upon the guilty, he
showed no sign as he came to meet them, and lifted the

Service felt from his golden head, and held out an eager

iiand for Lynette's. She gave it 'shyly, and with the
thrill of contact Beauvayse's last scruple fled. He turned
his beautiful, flushed face and shining ej'es upon the
Mother, and asked with grave simplicity :

' Ma'am, is not this mine ?"

" First tell me, do you know that there is nothing in it ?"

Her stern eyes searched his. He laughed and said,

as he kissed the slender hand :

" It holds everything for me !"

" My daughter, do you give it him ?" The voice was
solemn and very sweet. L3Tiette answered, her quivering

faoe turned to the Mother, but her eyes for him ahme :

" Mother . . . you know."
The Mother gave Beauvayse her own hand then, that

was marred by many deeds of charity, but still beautiful.

Those two, linked together for a moment in their mutual
love of her, made for Lynette a picture never to be for-

gotten. Then Beauvayse said, in the boyish tone that

made the man irresistible :

" You have made me a\vfully happy !"

" Make her happy," the Mother answered him, with a
tremble in her rich, melancholy toneo, " and I ask no
more."

Her own heart was bleeding, but she drew her black
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draperies over the wound witli a resolute hand \Vas

not h.-ri- a Heavenufnt answer to all lior prayers for h.i

beloved ' she asked herself, as she looked at tlie gul. Kj es

that beam.tl so, .theeks that burn«l with as divine a rose,

had looked back at Lady Kidtly Bawne out of her toilet-

Klass, upon the night of that Ascot Cup-Bay, when Richarc

had asked her to be his wife. But Richard s eyes had

never worn the look of Beauvayse's, Richard s hand had

never 30 trembled, Richard's face had never glowed like this.

Surely here was Love, she told herself, as they went back to

the place of trodden grass where the tea-making had been.

The Sisters, basket and trestle-laden, were already in

the act of departure. The black circle of the dead lire

markid where the giant kettle had sung its hospitable

song Little Miss Wiercke and her long-locked organist,

the young lady from the Free Library and her minmg-

engineer had strolled away townwaids, whispering, and

arm-in-arm ; the Mayor's wife was laying the dust witli

tears of joy as she trudged back to the Women's Laager

beside a husband who push(!d a perambulator eontainmg

a small boy, who had waked up hungry and wanted supper
;

the Colonel and Captain Bingo Wrynche had been sum-

moned back to Staff Headquarters, and a pensive Uttu

black-eyed lady in tailor-made alpaca and a big grey hat.

who was sitting on a tree-stump knocking red ants out el

her white umbrella, as those three figures moved out <>i

the shadows of the trees, jumped up and hurried to mi<t

them, prattling

:

, ir ,
'

1 couldn't go without saying a word. . . . Vou liavr

been so beset with people all the afternoon that I ne\(i

got a chance to put my oar in. Dear Reverend Motliej

.

everything has gone off so well. No clergyman will ever

preach again about Providence spreading a table m the

wilderness without my coming baiik in memory to to-daj>

.

May we walk bai.k together « I am a ma.ss of ants, aii.l

mosquito-bitten to a Aegrev, but I don't think I ever enjoyei!

myself so much. No, Lord Beauvayse, the path is narrou

,

and I have a perfect dread of puff-udders. Plea.se go on

before us Nvith Miss Mildare. No ! . . . Oh, what. . .
<

You haven't . . . V
_ ^,

It was then that Lady Hannaii dii.ppcil the wlutc uniiire.i^.

t%t-TZ
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and clapped her hands for joy. >S')mcthing of mastery
and triumph in the young mau'H face, tiomething in the
pale radiance nf the girl's, souicthing of the mingled joy
anil anguish of the pierciKl maternal heart «hining in the
i\loth(^r'H grea* grey eyes, had eonveyfl to the exultant
little w(jman that the i)hirit that had thriven u|)on the
arid soil of Uueldersdorp Kdd t)orno a perfect blosfiom with
a heart of ruby red.

" Oh, you dears ! vi'U two beautiful dears ! how happy
you lo"k!" she crovud. ' I must kiss you both!" She
did it. " Say that this .sn't to be kept secret !" She clasped
her tiny handa with exaggerated entreaty. " For the
sake of the Guetdersdorp Siege Gazette, and its seven hundred
subscribers all perishing for ni^ws, tell mo I may let the
cat out of the bag in my next Weekly Column. Only
s:iy that people may know !"

As her black eyes .snapped at Beauvayso, and her tiny
hands dramatically entreated, he had an instant of hesita-
tion, palpable to one who stood by. In an instant he
|)ul!ed himself together.

•' The whole world may know, as far as I am concerned."
" It is best," said the Mother's soft, melodious voice,

• that our world, at least, should know."
" And when—oh, when Is It To Be ?" begged Lady

Hannah.
Confound the woman ! Why could she not let well

alone i A sullen angi"- burned in Boauvayse af he said,
and not in the tone of iiic ardent lover :

As soon as we can possibly manage it."

The Mother's voice said, coldly and clearly :

I do not approve of long engagements. If the marriage
lakes place, it must be soon."
With the consciousness of one who is impelled to take

a disp(!rate leap, Beauvayse found himself saying :

" It cannot be too soon."
' Then . . . before the Relief ?" cried Lady Hannah,

and Heauvayse heaid himself answering

:

" If Lynette agrees ?"

Th(^ rapture of submission in her look was intoxicating.
He reached out his hand and laid it lightly on her shouWer.
ihcn, without another word, they went on together, and
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the tall, soldierly figure in brown, and the slender Bhai«-

in the green skirt and little white coat, with the dainty

plumed hat crowning the squirrel-coloured hair were seen

in darkening reli f against the Haming orange of the sky.

" A Wedding under Fire. Bridal Ceremony in a Ke

leaguered City." murmured the enthusiastic journalist

Her gold fountain-pen, hanging at her ch.Uelame Bcemod

to wriggle like a thing of lUc, as she imagined herself aiding,

plannhfg, assisting at, and finally sitting down to descril...

the ceremony and the wedding-veil on the little Greek hea.l.

She babbled as '.ler quick, bird-like gait carried her ak.nj;

beside the tall, stately-moving figure in the black habit

:

• Dear Bridget ... I may call you that for the sake of

old days ?"

" If you like." „ . . n
" This must make you very happy. Society mother,

of marriageable daughters will tear their transformations

from their heads, and dance upon them in de^spair, when they

hear that Bea..- »'e«t rawji. But that I don't hold fort),

to worldly -arH 1 would enlarge upon the immense social

advantages of such a union for that dear child.'
^^

" Of course, I am aware that it is an excellent match.

Were her ears so unworldly ? 'I'ho phrase rankled iii

her conscience like a thorn. And in what respect w.re

those Society mothers less managing than the nun !
she

asked herself. Could any of them have been more astute,

more eager, more bent on hooking the desirable ?*»»'•«'"

their girls than she had shown herself just now ? And

was this, again, an unworldly voice whispering to hn

that the publicity ensurid by a paragraph penned by this

gossip-loving little lady would fix him even more securely,

bind him more strongly, make it even less possible for hi"

to retreat, should he desire it-ly burning his boats behind

him so that he had no alternative but to go on '.
Mif

sickened with loathing of herself. But for her there wa.s

no retreat either. Here Lady Hannah helped her unawares.

With a side-glance at the noble face beside her, pale oUve-

hued, worn and faded beyond the age of the woman by

her great labours and her greater griefs, the archil black

eyebrows sprinkled of late with grey, the eyelids thin over

the mobile eyeballs, purpled with lack of sleep and secrel,
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bitter weeping, the close-folded, deeply out, eloquent
mouth withered like a Japonica-bloom that lingora on in
frost, the strong, salient chin framed in the snouy, starched
iiuiiiipe. she faltered :

" You don't shy at the notion of the [nir—the announce-
ment m the Siege Oazetle. I mean >...."

' Upon the contrary, I approve of it," said the Mother,
and walked on very fust, for the helU of the Catholic
Church were ringing for Benediction.

" Is it good-niglit, or may t come in ?" Beauvayse whis-
pered to Lynettc in the porch.

She dipped her slender fingers in the little holy-water
font beside the door, and held them out to him.

" Come in," she answered, and held white, wet fingers
nut to him. He touched tht^m with a puzzled smile.

" Am I to . ? Ah, I remember !"

'i'heir eyes met, and the golden radiance in hers passed
into his blood. Ho bared his high, fair head as she made
the sign of the Cross, and followed her in and up the nave
as Father Wix, in purple Lenten stole over the snowy
lotta stiirchctl and ironed by Sister Tobia.s's capable hands,
began to intone the Sorrowful Mysteries of the Rosary.
The Sisters were already in their places— a double row
of black-draped figures, the Mother at the end of the first

row. Lady Hannah in the chair beside her, where Lynette
had always sat until now. It was not without a pang
that the one saw her place usurped by a stranger ; it was
piercing pain to the other to feel the strange presence at
lier side. But something had already come between
tlicse two, dividing them. Something invisible, impal-
pable as air, but nevertheless thrusting them apart with
a force that might not bo resisted.

Only the cider of the two as yet knew clearly what it

meant. The younger was too dizzy with her first heady
draught from the cup of joy, held to her lips by the strong,
beautifully-shaped brown hand that rested on Beauvayse's
knee as he sat, or propped up Beauvayse's chin as ho knelt,
.stiff as a young crusader on a monument, beside her. But
the Mother knew. Would not the God Who had been
justly offended in her. His vowed servant, that day, exact
to the last tittle the penalty ? She knew He would.
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Romry endfd, the thin, kind.y.d little Mm\y priint

prcaoliwi. tftlcinu f..r th.. text of lii» diwounw tli« Introit

(roni the Otftoe of (MinqiianeKimn.
"

fc'afe) mihi in l>'um jyrnlnlnriin, il /»» /«'•«'» r<>/*/i/, h/

milium mi' lar.iii-i."

•• He 'l'h<m unto nie a <1(mI, a protietor, iiiid a place .>f

refuge, to save mo : for Thou art my Htn-nKtli. . .
•'

Then the O Salularin waH «ung, and foUowt^l l)y the

Litany of the Holy Name.

'I'lui church was crowded. A Catholic congreKatiim is

always devout, hut these p«)ple, well-drcsKcd or ill-dresHed.

prosperous or i^or, pale-faced and hoilow-eycd every <uit

,

joinwl in the office with passion. Th(^ responses came like

the beating of one wave of human anguish npon the H("k

of Ages.
" Have mercy on us

"'
, • i

Hungry, they cried to One Who hiul hungerwl. hmkinf;

with weariness, they appeakd to One Who h.wl kno«ii

labours, faintings, agonies, and desolatiima.

" Ham mercy on us
'"

He had drunk of Death for them, had been burie<l ami

had risen again.
, , i-

Death was all about them. They could hear the beatm);

of his wings, could see the rod sweep of liLs blowl-wct.

dripping scythe. And they prayed as they had never

prayed before these things befell

:

" Have mercy on us f" ...
They sang the Tantum Ergo, and the cloud of mcons.

rose from the censer in the priest's hand. Then, at tlir

thin, sweet tinkle of the bell, and the first white gleam ol

the Unspeakable Mystery upheld by the servant of tin

Altar, the heads bowed and sank as when a sudden wumI

sweeps over a field of ripened corn. Only one or Ui,

remained unmoved, one of these a man's head, young and

crisply-waved, and golden. ...

And then came the orderly crowding to the door, and th( y

were outside under the great violet sky, throbbing with

splendid stars, breathing the tainted air that came from

the laagers and the trenches. But oh, was there ever «.

g^,(.eter night, following uiion a sweeter day ?

Beauvayse's hand found and pressed Lynette's. She
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Icmkwl lip ftnd Hiiw hiH vym Mhiniiig in thn iitarii((lit. He
look^l clown ivnH snw thci Convont lily transfiirmi'd into a
very roso of womnnluKid.

" I am on duty at Staff Bombproof South to-night.
VVlmt I would give to hn fiiw to walk home with you !"

l/ady Hannah'H jangling laugh name in.
" Haven't you had the wlioln day t Groody. uncon-

Mcionablo young man ! Say good-night to her, and bo off
and get Honiii fixMl into you. Don't say you haven't any
appetite. I am hungry enough to he interested even in
minced mule and spateh-oocked loeiists. after all this. Good-
night: I mu.st kiss you again, child ! I hiipe you don't mind !"

Lynette gave her eh(»k, asking :

' Wiere is the ^^othe^ ?"

The voiee of Sister Tobias answered out of the purplish
ilarlaiOHs :

" She ha.s gone on with Sister Hilda-Antony and Sister
('lH)phee, dearie. Sh(^ is going to sleep at the f'onvent
with them, and I was to give you her love, and say good-
night."

Say good-night
! On this of all nights was Lynette to

lie diamisawl without even the Mother's kiss ? She gave back
|{eMuvay.s(!'8 parting hand-pres.suro almost mechanically.
I hen she heard his voice, close at her ear, say pantingly :

No one will see. . . . Please, dearest
!"

Slie turned her head, and their lips met under cover of
tlie pansy-coloured darkness. . . . Then ho was gone with
I.iiuiy Hannah, and Lynotte was walking home to the
( onvent bombproof, explaining to the astonished Sisters
tliiit the Mother knew ; that the Mother approved of her
'•ngagement to Lord Beauvayse ; and that they would
probably be married very soon. Before the Belief . . .

Before the Relief.' Well, no one but Our Lord know s

"lion that's to be. . . . And so you're very happy, are you,
ill arid ?"

ICven as she gave her shy assent in answer to Sister
liiliias's qucwtion, its (commonplace homeliness, like the
I' iling of the thick dust and the scattered debris underfoot,
I II ought back Lynotte for a, moment out of the golden,
'liiimond-dusted, pearl-gemmed dream-world in which she
liiifl been straying, to wonder, Wiw she really very happy ?
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|M

She asked hereelf the question sitting with the Sisters

at their little scanty supper. She
^»'^?i,'^7.»!'lI^,\„'^.:

knelt with them in prayer, as she lay in bed, the Mother h

place vacant beside her-Was she happy after all?

She had drunk sweetness, but there had been a tang of

something in the cup that cloyed the palate and sickened

the soul She had learned the love of man, and m a

Zasure it had cast out fear, that had been her earlier

lesson.

To be held and taken and made his completely what must

it be like 1 She glowed in the darkness at the thought.

And then the recollection of a ruthless strength that hm

rent away the veil of innocence from a woman-child surged

^^Just'tUnk.'^' Suppose you laid your hand in the warm

strong clasp that thrilled delight to every nerve, and set

your heart beating, beating, and, drawn by the shmmg

arey-green jewel-eyes and the mysterious, woomg smile

upon the beautiful lips, and the coaxing, caressing tones

of the voice that so allured, you gave up all else that ha<

been so dear, and went away with him ? What then !

^"s^^^he smiling face of Love should turn out to b.

nothST but a mask hiding the gross and brutal leer o

Lust what then? She saw that other man s dreadful

face painted in hot and Uving colours upon the darkness.

She withed as if to tear her Ups from the savage, furious

mouth She shuddered and grew cold there in tli(

sultry heat. The clasp of the protecting mother-arms

might have driven away her terror, but she was alone.

Itlvould have been sweet to be alone that night if she had

''^Wh'y^^hid the Mother shunned her ? She knew that

she had Why had she felt, even with the glamour of A »

presence about her, and the music of his voice m her ears,

that all was not well ?
, , ^.u

Why even with the lifting of her burden, in the un-

utterable relief of hearing, from the lips that had been her

law that her dreadful secret need never be revealed,

had' she felt consternation and alarm 1 The words were
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written in fiery letters, on the murky dark of the bomb-
proof, where the tiny lamp that had hung before the
Tabernacle on lihe altar of the Convent chapel now burned,
a twinkling red star, before the silver Crucifix that hung
upon the east wall.

"He is not to be told. I command you never to tell him !"

The doubt germinated and presently pushed through a
little spear. Had those lips given right counsel or wrong ?

Ought he to be told ? Was it dishonest, was it traitorous!
to hide the truth ? And yet, what are the lives of even the
upright, and clean, and continent among men, compared
with the life of a girl bred as she had been ? The sin had
not been hers. She, the victim, was blameless. And yet
and yet ...

To this girl, who had learned to see the Face of Christ
and of His Mother reflected in one human face that had
smiled down upon her, waking in the little white bed in
the Convent infirmary from the long, recuperating sleep
that turns the tide of brain-fever, the thought that a shadow
of deceit could mar its earnest, candid purity was torture.
Months back they had said to her—the lips that had given
her the first kiss she had received since a dying woman's
cold mouth touched the sleeping face of a yellow-haired
baby held to her in a strong man's shaking hands, as the
trek-waggon rolled and rumbled over the veld :

" The man who may one day be your husband will have
the right to know."

It was a different voice to the n-^e that had commanded,
" You are never to tell him !" Lynette lay listening to
those two voices until the alarm-clock belled and the
Sisters rose at midnight for matins. Then she lay listening
to the soft murmur of voices in the dark, as the red lamp
glimmered before the silver Christ upon the wall. The
nuns needed no light, knowing the ofiice by heart

:

" Delicta quis iiMliqit ? ah ofxtdtis meis munda me, el ab
nlienis pane .servo tuo "—

" Who can comprehend what sin
is ? Cleanse me from my hidden sins, and from those of
others save Thy servant."
The antiphon followed the Oloria, and then the soft

>TOmanly voices chanted the twenty-third Psalm :

" Quis ascendit in montem Domini ?"—" Who shall ascend
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nLr Tobias wo. the only ^t^^r ve^-^J^^^r^jn.

M^Ws'^fla^d right-hand. And it wa. she who had

a«ked Lynette if she was happy
^

.^ ^^.,^^

chinks in the tarpaulins overhead
^sun^essS who it

beating wildly in her throat. rp.uwg she cuulil
" Dparie '" The whxsper was Sister iobias s. ""

be married to . .

"' IZL been told ? Does he hwwj"
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herheavy, sickening thuds. Her teeth chattered, and
whole body shook as if with ague, as she faltered :

" The Mother says—he is not to be told."

There was a dead silence. It was as if an iron shutter

had suddenly been pulled down and clamped home between
them. Then Sister Tobias said in a tone devoid of all

expression :

" The Mother knows best, dearie, of course. Lie down
and go to sleep."

Then silence settled back upon the Convent bomb-
proof, but sleep did not come to everybody there.

XLIII

The Mother was kneeling, as she had knelt the whole night

through, before the dismantled altar in the batt"^d little

chapel of the Convent, with the big white stars looking
down upon her through the gaps in the shell-torn roof.

When it was the matin-hour she rose and rang the bell.

Matins over, she still knelt on. When it was broad day
she broke her fast with the Sisters, and went about the

business of the day calmly, colI(!ctedly, capably as ever.

Only her face was white and draw n, and great violet circles

were about her great tragical grey eyes.
" Tho blessed Saint she is !" whispered the nuns one to

the other.

If she had heard them, it would have added yet another
iron point to the merciless scourge of her self-scorn.

A Saint, in that stained garment ! What tears of bitter-

ness had fallen that night upon the shameful blots that

marred its whiteness ! But for Richard's child, even
though she herself should become a castaway, she must
go on to the end. All the chivalry in her rose in arms
tci defend the young, shame-burdened, blameless head.

\h ! if she had known ? . . .

Cold, Ught, cruel eyes had watched from across the river

that day as her tall, imposing figure, side by side with the

slender, more lightly-clad one, moved between the mimosa-
bushes and round the river-bend. When the two were
fairly out of sight, the Jungle of tree-fern and cactus had

27
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rustled and cracked. Then the burly, thickset powerful

figure of a bearded man pushed through, traversed the reed-

beds, and, leaping from boulder to boulder, crossed the

river Before long the man was standing on the patch ot

trodden grass and flowers in the lee of the great boulder,

shutting up a little single-barrelled, brass-mounted hcld-

glass that had served him excellently well.

He was Bough, alias Van Busch, otherwise the man

who had come in through the enemy's lines as a runner

from Diamond Town, bringing the letter irom a hypo-

thetical Mrs. Casey to a Mr. Casey who did not exist.

His light eyes, that were set flat in their shallow orbits like

an adder's, looked about and all around the place, as he

stroked the dense brake ot black-brown beard that cleverly

filled in the interval between Mr. Van Busch's luxunant

whiskers. Presently he stooped and picked up a little tan-

leather glove, lying in a tuft of pink flowers. The dainti-

nerss of the little glove brought home to Bough more forcibly

than anvthing else, that the Kid had become a lady.

( For it was the girl, sure. No error about that httlo white

face of hers, with the pointed chin, and the topaz-coloured

eves and the reddish hair.' The glass had brought her

near enough to make that quite certain. He had been to<i

far oil to hear a word, but he liad made out what h, been

eoing on very well. First, she had been giddying w.t.i the

tall young English swell, drawing him on while he seemed

courting her, as all women knew how to, and then thc|

tall Sister of Mercy had come and rowed her ;
and she harl

cried thrown down there among the grass and flowers,

exactly as if somebody had beaten her with a s]anil"'k

to cure her of the G. D.'d obstinacy that had to be thrashe.1

out of women, if you would have them get to heel wheu

vou chose it, or come at your call when you chose again.

"
Suppt)Be he chose again. When a man with brains .»

his holy head once set them to work, there were few thui;-'.^

he could not do. He could scale others oil his propeTt>,

for certain, lie could exercise upon the girl herself tin-

unlimited power of Fear. He must lie doggo because ot

the Doctor. It uas a thundering queer nhsmee the Doetcr

turning up in this place. And ps one of the bosses, hcIpniB
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to run the show, and powerful enough to pay off old scores,a he should chance to recognise in the densely bearded face
of the man from Diamond To«-n the features of the Prin-
cipal Witness in the onco-famous Old Bailey Criminal
Case : The Crown v. Saxham."
Bough would lie low, and watch, and wait, and then

spnng, as the tarantula springs. He had cleverly blurred
all trails leading back to the tavern on the veld and haknew enough of girls and women to believe that this girlhad kept secret what had happened there. He would pick
up with her, anyway, and offer to marry her and make an
honest yirl of her. If she had a snivelling fancy f„i tliedandy swell who had made love to her and kissed her howould threaten to tell the fellow the truth unless she gavehim up. Or he would blow on her to the nuns she Iiv>-d
with, and they would have notliing more to do with her
Voor den donder ! suppose they knew already « Tho

plan wanted careful working out. A false atop, and Guel-
dorsdorp miglit become unhealthy for the man who had
brought the letter from Diamond Town to oblige Mrs. Casey
Suppose the spoor that led back to the tavern on the

veld and the grave by the L.ttio Kopje, not as well hi.ldon
as Bough had thought, those jewels and securities and the
one thousand seven hundred pounds cash ,aight get an
honest man mto trouble yet, even after the lapse of seven-
teen years He breathed heavily, and the pupils of his
strange light eyes dilated, and the sweat rolled off his fore-
head and cheeks until the skin shone Uke copper. He had
been a reckless, easy-going young chap of twenty-six seven-
teen years ago. Forty-three years of life had taught liim thatwhen you are least expecting them to, buried secrets are
sure to resurrect No Gueldeisdorp was not a healthy place
for Bough or for Van Busch ! That chattering little paroquet
of a woman with the sharp black eyes might use tliem oneday to the detriment of the philanthropist who had brought
111 the letter from Diamond Town for Mrs. Casey

thinnl^ ^I'y • ^^^ ^'^""^ '" *>" ''"'^I'y beard,thmkmg how thundering soared she Mould look if she en-
countered him by chance, and recognised him. The beardwouW not hide him from her eyts. No, no ' And h«Bmelled at *e little tan glove, that had a slight clea^T

27—2
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aelicte perfume
'^X:'^-^:^'^'^^^, ^l ^'ifb-U

pocket, and crossed «>« "^' *fa«^ paths that snaked

^ the native
'^'^^^.^yf,C„h the ta^ngled bush, as ho

spending a lonely ^^'Sl'^f
t,"febb in Gueldersdorp just

carried in a tin box mo. i groped for the

wore under his r^«^'%"^""^' *'4*„
of the sticky browTi

tin box, and got it, and b t^ff a
^^^-J^j^Xured breathing

'T^'riftl^'^aS -^^^^^^ his coppc.r.bu.-n.d

calmed, ana ine i^nmy = » . . .^^ comes ol

skin, that had the purplish-black to^^^^
^^ ^^^

saturation with iodide of

f°^2'"^;^^^\^^ his thick hands

:Srsf-^^S£--r"^irii^
-irlo^at=^r^^-^7H:i^
rrt:;itrt»::r:ttaU .eung ..

^Sunder his heavy l-tl-^-ldsc^^^^^^^^
^^

He trod on something P^^^^^^'^^^.h with a steady

moved and whimpered. He s*™"'' =^/"
phosphorus-Hamc

downwards, and saw a l^amr giri

; ^g^j crocodile-

who had crept out with a bow strung w^th t ust
^,^^^ ,^^^

gut and a sheaf of reed arrow s *" t^J"*^ '
^^^^^, Kuropean

rarala,though they were sorely pmc^ed^^^^^^^^^^^^

foUow.men, did not starve, ^^ey eame<i P v
^^^^^

key helped to keep the" out on « e
^^^^^^_^,^^^^

,ides of the town, -^nd d -g m°^
^d sometimes brought

underfire-andranthd spate s^^^
^^^^ ^^^.^^

in fresh meat
«"X^^"' '„iuJ I'hey ate the dogs that

rad'b^SSa^ftheirSd of do^ and fought with
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the live ones for bones, and picked up empty meat-tins
and licked them. They stalked about the town and the
native stad like living skeletons. They dropped aai\ died
on the dust-heaps they had been rummaging for offal.

Soup-kitchena were started later on, when it was found how
things were gomg with them, and hides and bones and heads
of horses and mules were boiled down into soup, and they
were fed. But a time was to come when even that soup
was wanted to keep tlie life iii wliite peo[)le. You saw tlie

famine-stricken black spectres crawling from refuse-pile to
refuse-pile, and dying in that pitiless, beautiful sunshine,
under the blue, blue February sky, because white people
had got to keep on living.

The native girl had been too weak tti kill anything. Death
had come upon her in the niidat of the teeming life of the
jungle, and she had fallen down there in her ragged red
blanket among the tree-roots that arched and knotted over
the path. Her eyes w ere already rolled up and set. Tliey
stared blindly, horribly, out of the ashen-bliick face. When
she heard the steps of a shod person the last spark of life

glimmered feebly up in her. Her wild, keen, savage po« er
of scent yet remained. She smelled a white man, and her
cracked and swollen lips moved, and a voice like the sound
made by the rubbing of dry canes together uttered the w ord
that is the same in Dutch and English

" Water !"

Bough's pale, flat, scintillating eyes were quite expres-
sionless, but his thick lips parted, and his strong yellow-
teeth showed in his thick brake of beard. With the caution
of one who knows that a single glowing match-end dropped
among dry vegetation may cause a devastating conflagra-
tion, he blew out the lingering flame, and rolled the little

chaired stick between his tough-skimied fingers before he
threw it down. Then he raised himself up, and stepped
over the dying creature, and went upon lus way, humming
a dance-tune he liked. He was not changed. It was still
a joy to him to have feebler beings in liis jxjw er, and taunt
and torture and use them at liis w ill.

He had assumed the skin of the man from Diamond Town
m the well-paid service of that bright boy of Brounckers',
who had, it may be remembered, a plan.

ft
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The plan involved a feint from the
f"*«'»"1l '^5^"'

attack upon that weakent Bp<.t in the girdle of Ouelders-

.lorp's drfenccB. the native stad. The Barnla might be

incorruptible ; the weak spot was the n"*'^* ^"'^«:^^^^';

thelo88 And the business of the man from P"»T'"^
Town was to lounge about its neighlwurhood, using thoso

sharp light eyes of his to excellent purpose, and stonng his

retentive mefnory-for it would not do for a stranger to be

oausht putting pi oil to paper m a town under M»f'»!
^^^

and bristling with suspicion-with the information ind-

pnsall for the putting in effect of young Sohenk Eybel s

'"fheT^w'had had to yield his bone to the hungry lion

Still, it was wise to be in good odour ^v.th the Republics^

that was why Van Buach had taken on the job. He had

not been implied to risk his skin, and get shut up m th^s

stinking, starving hole by anything t^e sharp-eyed l.tUe

Englishwoman, so unpleasantly awake at last regardmg the

genuine aims and real character of the «h;valrous Mr Van

Buseh of Johannesburg, had dropped Hell, no! That

unripe nectarine had been plucked and eaten years ago^

4nd vet how the ripe fruit allured him to-day, seen against

its background of dull green leaves, its smooth cheeks

glowing under the kisses of the sun.
» „i,„

The swell English officer had kissed them too As she

meant, the sly little devil, slipping away for her bit of fun.

Oro«-n a beauty, too, as anybody but a thundenng juicy

damned fool might have known she would! He swore

bitterly, thinking what a gold-mine a face and fi^/«/*«

that might have proved to an honest speculator up

Johannesburg way.
, , . -i 4.„ n,„(. r.f

His case, he thought, was somewhat similar to that ot

old BaTjacobs, the Boer who found the first great South

African diamond on his farm near Hopetown and threw it

down beside the door, with other pretty shming pebble .

for his child to play with. The cliild's mother tossed it to

Van NieUrk as' a worthless gift. Va^ Niekirk parsed it .m

to J O'Reilly. When the English Government mmeralo-

Sst pronounced the stone » <li'^°°*' '-^^*''« ^"^
Secretary and the French Consul sent it to the Pans

eXSu, and the Governor of the Colony bought the
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jowol, old Baas Jacobs must havn Wt mighty sick. All the
world hungering, and admiring, and coveting the beautiful
thing he had thrown down on the ground Small wonder
that to the end of his days he had talked aa a robbed man.
The jewel Hough had left on the veld had belonged to him

onco. Well, it should bo liia again. Ho swore that with a
blasphemous oath. Thenceforward ho proceeded warily,
feeling hU a ay, formulating hia plan, a human tarantula,
evil-oyed and hairy-cIaHwl, calculating the sudden loaji
upon its prey; an adder coiiwi, waiting the moment to
strike. . . .

XLIV

Saxham was shooting on the veld, north of the Clayfields,
in a ginger-hued dust-wind and a grilling sun. Upon his
right showed the raw red ridge of the earthworks, where two
ancient seven-pimndera were entrenched in charge of a hand-
ful of Cape Police. The pits of th» sniping riBemen soarre<l
across the river-bed some fifty yards in advance. Upon his
left, some two hundred yards farther north, the recently
resurrected ship's gun, twelve feet of honeycombed metaj,
stamped on the tiank " No. 6 Port," and casting solid shot
of eighteenth-century pattern, projected a long black noau
from Fort Ellerslie, and every time the venerable weapon
went off without bursting, the Town Guards occupying the
Fort and manning the eastern entrenchments raised a cheer.
Saxham, emptying and filling the magazine with cool,

metliodioal regularity, kept changing his position with a
restlessness and recklessness puzzlirig alike to friends and
foes. Now he aimed and fired, lying " doggo " behind his
favourite stone, while bullets from the enemy's trenches
flattened themselves upon it, or buried themselves harm-
lessly in the dry hot soil. Now he moved from cover, and
shot squatting on his heels, or sprawled lizard-like in the
open, courting the King of Terrors with a calm inditference
that was commented upon by those who witnessed it
according to their lights.

" Begob !" said Kildare, ex-driver of Engine 12.S, who,
with the Carditf man, his stoker of old, was doing duty at
Fort Ellerslie vice two Town Guardsmen permanently

l!J
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resting,
"

'tis a great perfawrumanoe the Doo is afthorgivin'

us this day !" He coolly borrow cd the gunner's sighting-

glasses, and, w ith his keen eyes glued to thorn and his ragged

elbows propped on the Fort jjarapet, he scanned the distant

solitary figure, dropping the words out slowly one by one.

" Twice have I seen the fur fly off av' won av' thim hairy

baboons av' Boers since he starrtud, an' supposin' the air a

taste thicker, 'tis punched wid bullet-holes we'd be secin'

ut all round 'um. the same as a young lady in the sky-in-

torrifio dhressmakin' line would be afther jabbin' out the

pattern av' a shoot av' clothes."
^^

" And look you now, if the man is not lighting a pipe,

objected tlic ''iudilV stolicr, wh'we religious tendencies were

greatly fostered by the surroundings and conditions of

siege life.
" Sittmg on a stone, with the rifle between his

knees and the match between his two hands, as if the teffel

was got tired of waiting, and had curled up and gone to

sleep." The speaker sucked in his breath and solonmly

shook his head, adding :
" It is a temptation of the Tivine

Providence, so it ia
!"

"Sorra a timpt," rejoined Kildare, reluctantly sur-

rendering the glasses to the gunner, a grey ex-sergeant of

E.F.A., " sorra a timpt, knowin', as the Docthur knows,

that do what he will and thry as he may, no buUut wUl do

more than graze the hide av him, or sing in his ear."

" And how will he know that, maybe you would be

telling 1" demanded the Cardiff stoker incredulously.

" I seen his face," said Kildare, jerking a blackened

thumb towards the gunner's sighting-glasses, " minnits

back through thim little jiggers, an' to man or mortal that's

as sick wid the hate av Life, an' as sharp-set with the hunger

for Death as the Docthur ia this day, no hamim will come.

'Tis quaro, but tliruc."

" I've 'ad a tr. ,t several kinds of 'ungers," said the R.E.

Reserve man, who acted as gunner's mate. "There's the

'unger for glory, combined with a smart uniform wot'll

make the gals stare, as drives a man to 'list. There's the

'unger for kisses an' canoodlin' wot makes yer want to

please the gals. There's the 'unger for revenge, wot drives

yer to bash in a bloke's face, and loses you yer stripes if 'e

'appens to be your Corp'ril. Then there's the 'unger for
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gettin' under cover when you're bein' sniped, an' the 'unger
for blood, when you've got the Hafridis, or the Fuzzieg, or
the Dutohies, at close quarters, and the bay'nits are fliokerin'
in an' out of the dirty catiker shirts or the dirty greatcoats
like Jimmy ! There's the 'unger for freedom and fresh
hair when you're shut up in a filthy mud cattle-pound like
this 'ere Fort, or a stinkin' trench, with a 'andful of straw
to set on by day an' a ragged blanket to kip in by nights.
But the 'unger to die is a 'unger / ain't acquainted with.
I'm for livin' myself."

" I was hungry when you began to jaw," snarled the
man who had been clerk to the t'ounty Court. His lips
wore black and cracking « ith fever, and his teeth chattered
despite the fierce sunshine that baked the rod clay parapet
against wliich he leaned his thin back. " I'm hungrier
now, and thirsty as well. Give the bucket over here."
He drank of the thick, yellowish, boiled water eagerly and
yet with disgust, spilling the liquid on his tatttsn-d clothing
through the shaking of his wasted hands. Then he turned
to the wall, and lay down sullenly, scowling at the lantern-
jawed sympathiser who tried to thrust a rolled-up coat
under his aching head.

" They'll be bringin' us our foddher at twelve av the
clock," said Kildare, with a twinkle of inextinguishable
humour in his hollow eyes. " Shuperannuated cavalry
mount stuped in warrum kettle-gravy, wid a block av baked
sawdust for aich man that can get ut down. 'Tis an insult
to the mimory av the boiled bacon an' greens I would be
aiting this day at Carricknavore, to say nothin' av' the
porther an' whisky that would be washing ut down. Lashin's
and lavin's there 'ud be for ivery wan, an' what was over, me
fadher—God be good to the ould boy alive or dead !—would
be disthributin' amongst the poor forninst the dure "

Beg pardon, sir." Another of the famine-bitten, ragged
httle garrison addressed the question to the officer in charge
of the Fort battery, as he stepped dovm from the lookout
with his field-glass in his hand. " Can you tell us the

..Tf"'"'
"^ *'""' between South Africa and Eng'and ?"

Two hours at Capetown. I'm not quite sure about the
difference at Gueldersdorp." The Lieutenant went over to
the ancient smooth-bore, and conferred with the gunners
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tanding at her brecoh. The winohen )?"«»>«' t''" li'«»vv

mam of metal tilted on the improviimd mountiiiR. ftothti man
ti) «liom thp Tjinutrnant had replied Raid, with a i|imvi'r of

longing in hiB voice :

" ' Two hours ! My Ood, nuppoiie it only took that time

to got home !"

" It 'lid 1)0 a Bight easier to 'nng on 'ere," said the R.E.

RpRorvo man who acted as gunner's mate, " i( there was

such a thing as a plug o' baccy to be 'ad. Wot givca mo thii

rog'lar sick is to sec them woll-fcd Dutohies ohawin* an'

l)l(>nin', blowin' an" ohawin', from momin' till night—"
He spat disgustedly.

" When honust men," groaned Kildaro. " would swop a

year av life for a twist av naygurhead. Wirra-wirra !"

There was a dry and mirthless laugh, showing teeth,

white or dlBcnloure'd, in haggard and bristly faces. Then ii

short young Cori)oral. who had Iwen leaning back in an

angle of the earthwork, hugging his sharp knees and staring

at nothing in particular with pale-coloured, ugly, honest

eyes, grew painfully crimson through his crust of sun-tan

and grime, and said something that made the lean bodies in

ragged, filthy tan-cord and dilapidated khaki, or torn and

muddy tweed, slew round upon the unclean .straw on which

they squatted. All eyes, were they huns-'i'i-dull or fever-

bright, sought the Corporal's face.

" Dessay you'll think me a greedy 'ound," said the

Corporal, with a painful effort that set the prominent

Adam's apple in his lean throat jerking, " w hen you tyke

in wot I've got to s'y. It makes me want ti < git into me own

pocket and 'ide, to 'ave to tell it. For mo an' you, we've

shared an' shared alike, wotover we 'ad, while we 'ad

anythink—except in one partic'lar." The Adam's apple

jumped up and down as he gulpe<l. He was burning

crimson now to the roots of his ragged, light-brown hair,

and the tips of his flat-rimmed, jutting ears, and the patcli

of thin bare chest that showed where his coarse greyback

shirt was unbuttoned at the neck.

All those eyes, feverishly bright or sickly dull, watch.il

him as he put his hand into the bulging breast-pocket, ami

slowly fished out a shining brown briar-root with a st(in

unohewed as yet by any smoker.



THK nop DOCTOR m
'Twig thJH 'ore niK> pipe. It wmi nont mo liy ii^by a

friend, along of a psolcot of 'Onoydnw, for a^-for a kind o'
l)irthdiiy priwnnt." Flls v.)ioc wol.bled strangely; thereWM scalding water dammed up behind hia ugly hone«t eye*.
" She—she bin an' opened the packet and (Uled the pipe,
an I shared out the 'Oneydow in the trenches as far as it
went, but I bin an' kep' the pip<.. sayin' to myHclf I'd smoke
It when she lighted it wiv 'or own 'aiids, an' not -not
before. Next day we "—the Adam's apple wont up and
down again—" wo 'ad words, an' parted. I -I novor »ot
nyos on 'or dial since."

The voice of W. Keyse ended in an odd kind of squeak.
.\obody looked at him as he bit his thin lips furiously, and
blinked the unmanly tears away. Then he went on :

"
It's

—it's near on two months I bin lookin' for 'or. She—she—
•loraetimes I think she't, made a way out of the lines after
another bloke—a kind o' Dutchy spy 'oo was a pal of 'ers,
or—or else she's dead. There's times I' vo dreamed I seen 'or
dead !" His voice bounded up in that queer squeak again.
The word " dead " was wrung uut of him like a long.fangod
double molar. His lips wore drawn awry in a grimace of
anguish, and the pipe he held shook in his gaunt and grimy
hand, so perilou.sly that half a dozen other hands, as gaunt
and even grimier, shot out as by a single impulse to savo
It from falling. " Tyke it an' smoke it between you," said
W. Keyse, and the Adam's apple jerked again as he
gulped. " But read the writin' on the bit o' pyper first,
and mind you—m.nd you give it back." He resigned the
treasure, and turned his face away.

Blessed Mary !" came in the accent of Kildaro, breaking
the silence, " let me hould ut in me ban's !"

" Spell out the soroeve," ordered the B.E. Reserve man
imperiously.

The Town Guard who h.id questioned the officer about
t le difference of time, deciphered the blotty writing on the
slip of paper pinned round the stem of the new briar-root.
It ran thus :

" i ope yu wil Engoy this Pip Deer ; i Fild it A Purpus
with Love and Menney Apey Ritumae. from

" PaM Am."
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" 'la gal 1" interrogated the Reserve man.
" His girl," assented the man who had read.
" And he never saw her no more, so he did not !" com-

mented the Cardiff stoker as the pipe travelled from hand
to hand to be smelt at, dandled, worshipped by every man
in turn. Only the Sergeaut-gunnor, the grey-headed ex-

Royal Field Artilleryman, maintained self-command by
dint of looking very hard the other way. Then said

Kildare impetuously :

" Take ut back, Corp'ril Keyse. 'Tis little wan poipe av
tobacca wud count for betune six starvin' savigees."

" Wot I wants," growled the Reserve man, " is to ovcr-

'aul a bacca factory afire, and clap my mouth to'er chimbley-

shaft. So take it back. Corporal. It's no manner o' good
to me !"

All the other voices joined in the chorus, and the be-

papered pipe was thrust back upon its owner. W. Keyse
thanked them soberly, and put the gift of his lost love away.

His pale, unbeautiful eyes had the anguish of despair in

them, and the tooth of that sharp death-hunger of which

Kildare had spoken was gnawing what he would have

termed with simplicity " his inside." For if Emigration

Jane were dead, what heid Life left for him ?

After his first superb assumption of cold indifference had
broken down he had sought her, feverishly at first, then

doggedly, then with a dizzy sickness of terror and appre-

hension that made the letters of the type-written casualty-

lists posted outside the Staff Headquarters in the Market
Square turn apparent somersaults as he strove to read them.

This was his punishment, that he should hunger as she had

hungered, and still be disappointed, and leam by fellowship

in keenest sufi'ering what her pain had been.

The " Faro Air " letters were some comfort. In the

trench at night, when fever and rheumatism kept him from

the dog-sleep that other men were snatching, he would hear

her crying over and over :
" Oh, cruel, to break a poor girl's

heart !" And when sleep came he would track her througli

strange places, calling her to come back—to come back and

be forgiven. And when he awakened from such dreams

there would be tears upon his face. And each day lio

consulted the lists of killed and wounded, and once had
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W °u
^ white-Iippod to the mortuaiy-shed to identify aJane Hams, and found her-oh, with what unutterable

Tfte U\ ?^"°'''",'!^ •'^y ^^^ ^'^ °^«d ^ RiflemanAft«r that he had perked up, and continued his quest for the

retwti Xf", "'M" 'H"
^^y'"^^ "* Gueldersdorp J?hrenewed behef m the ultimate possibility of findine it

menL"'« 'r ""ffl"'T ""^"^ "'«h*' 'hoVkness of Usmental state had been luridly illuminated by the con-vohon that she had Joined Slabberts. Now strange voioiwbspered always in his ears, saying that she wa« d!ll,^du^mg him to follow by the same dark road over whichWtrembling feet had stumbled.

the^ll'nT''
those voices as he wrought and sweated with

lotleTrnliri t""'
''^''?' ""'* '^^ ponderous muzzle-loader rolled back upon the grooves of her improvisedmounting. He heard it a* they sponged th^MtZ^monster out, and fed it with a three-pound bolus ofMeand a ten-pound ,11 of ancient pattern with the date of

1770. He heard it now f-ain as he kneeled at aloophole inthe parapet, watching Saxha, Those pale, ugly eyes ofS ^^7f„«'7e extraordinarily keen. Ho saw a ^imy™? "
l^

^''^"^''', "^ °^^ '"«''**« <"> the top of theparapet of the enemy's western entrenchment. He sawSaxham kneeling, aim and fire, and with the sharp rap ofthe exploding cartridge came a howl from the owner of thehand who had not withdrawn it with sufficient quickness.
Half a dozen riHe-muzzles came nosing through the loop-hdes at that yell. The,^ wa. quite a little fusillade, andthe sharp cracks and flashes in Saxham's vicinity told of

man'™ An^^'f
"'

TK^"''^!
^"""*«- 2"* "o* "''e hit theman. An unkempt Boer head bobbed up, looking for

h adlTf'- ^h'
.^:'^«^««'er cracked, and the unkempt

stal? ^ 'i^'-"'''*™
"^"^ ^^^ ^g« ef the parapet, and

Zdtr^ '^""^ r*" ^t^
comrades of its Iatro,vner

pulled the dead man down by the heels
riiere was a cheer from the rifle-pits in the river-bed, and

"s.tled at the loupholes. A minute later the Fort's.n lent bow-ehaser barked loudly, and pitehed a solidsnot. Ihe motal spheroid hit the ploughed-up ground«ome mnety feet in front of the parajSt where theCy
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head had hung, and over which those explosive bullets had

been fired, rose in a cloud of dust, and literally Jumped the

trench. There was a roar of distant laughter as the ball

began to roll, and shaggy heads of curious Boers, mured

only to the latest inventions in lethal engineering, bcbbed

up to watch. More laughter accompanied the progress of

the ball. But presently it encountered a mound of earth,

behind which certain patriots were taking coffee, and rolled

through, and the laughter ceased abruptly. There was a

baggage-waggon beyond through which it also rolled, and

behind the waggon a plump, contented pony was wallowmg

in the sand. When the ancient cannon-ball rolled through

the pony, the owner spoke of witchcraft. But the patriots

who had been sitting behind the mound made no comment

then or thenceforward.

At this juncture, and with almost a sensation of pleasure,

Saxham saw his old acquaintance Father Noah climb out

of his particular trench, briskly for onewell stricken in years,

and toddle out, laden with rifle, biltong bag, and coffee-can,

to his favourite sniping-post, where a bush rose beside a

rock, which was shaded by a small group of blue-gums

Soon the smoke of the veteran's pipe rose above his lurking-

place, and as Saxham, with a grunt of satisfaction, stretchei

himself upon Ida stomach on the hot, sandy earth and puUnd

the lever, a return bullet sheared a piece off his boot-heel,

and painfully jarred his ankle-bone.

No one else was shooting at the big roomok now. It w as

understood that Father Noah had a prior claim. And tlio

old man peered hopefully up to see the result of his shot,

and nibbed his eyes. For the hulking dief was standin;:,

voor den donder ! standing iis he emptied his magazine,

and the bullets sang about Father Noah as viciously as

hornets roused to anger by the stripping of a decayed thatch.

The magazine of the repeating-rifle emptied, Saxham

calmly retilled it, causing the puzzled patriarch to wasir

many cartridges in wild shooting at that erect, indifferent

mark and finally to abandon the level-headed caution tu

which he owed his venerable years, and climb a tree to

obtain a better view of the tactics of the enemy.

Saxham laughed as the invisible hornets sang in the air

»bout him. The battered solar helmet he wore was pierced
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through the hinder brira, and he was bleeding from a
bullet-graze upon the knuckle of the second finger of his loft
hand. Since that Sunday afternoon beside the river, when
he learned the madness of his hope and the hopelessness of
his madness, he had taken risks like this daily, not in the
dehberato desire of death, but as a man consulting Fate
negatively.

Father Noah would decide, one way or the other : the
jssue of their protracted duel should determine things for
Saxham. If he sent the old man in, then there was Hope,
if the superannuated, short-stocked Martini, with that
steady old finger on the trigger, and that sharp old eye at
the backsight, ended by accounting for Saxham, then there
would be an end to this burning torment for ever. Strangely,
he did not believe that he could be killed by any other
hand than Father Noah's. Doubtless the long overstrain
was tellmg upon him mentally, though physically the
man seemed of wrought steel.

' To-day will settle it, one way or the other. To-day "
As the thought passed through his mind, and ho

brought the sights into line with tlie mark, a scrap of
white, Uuttering some twenty inches lower down, caught
his eye. He dropped the tip of the Winchester's foresight
to the bottom of the backsight's V, and knew, almost
before the shot rang out, and an ownerless Martini tumbled
out of the trec-erotch, that Fate had decided for Saxham.
Then he went back to the Hospital, grim-jawed and

mscrutable as ever. A dirty white rag was being hoisted
on a pole by one of the relatives of the deceased. Father
Aoah, with the long ends of liis dirty grey beard raggedly
Iwmering in the dust-wind, was still waiting for the bearers
"f the hastily improvised stretcher of sticks and green
r'lms, as Saxham, having obtained a strip of black cloth
with a needle and thread from the Matron, pulled off liis
jacket and sat down upon the end of the cot-bed in his
little room, and neatly tacked a mouruing-baiid upon the
upper part of the left sleeve.

It was his nature to absorb himself in whatever work
he undertook. As he stitched, the crowded Hospital
buzzed about him like a hive, the moans of sick men and
the rattlmg breaths of the dying beat in waves of soimd
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upon his brain, for the long rows of beds stood upon either

sWe olThe corridors now, with barely a foot of ^f'"
^etwe^n

the^ In the necessarily open space before the Doctor s

dtra woman's hurrying footsteps P-^^Pf'J^f;VaWwas
rustling, and a sheet of printed paper folded m half was

*'^^:te,Ti/e. Doctor." called the Matron's pleasant

womanly voice, as, simultaneously with the -^ter^^oi

SaxhaJs brief word of thanks, she passed on. In the

fi for news that possessed him, as every other human

bX in the town, the sight of the Uttle badly-prmted sheet

w^welcome, although it could hardly conta^ Miythmg

and cut the thread, reached down a long arm from the foot

of the bed, and took -jp the paper.
ti,« Oflneral

The Latest Information had whiskers. The Genera

Orders announced an issue of paper currency m small

amountsS to the deplorable shortage of silver, con-

gXuted tho?e N.C.O.'s and men of t^e Bar^and^I-p.^

lars who under Lieutenant Byass, occupying the advancca

NorleSeldt position, had brought so effective a fire to

be^r upon the enemy's big gun that Me- e had been com^

oelled to abandon her commandmg position, and take up

Cr q»^rt«^' i° "^ «P"* '™^ advantageous, from t\.e enemy.

™int of view. A reduction in the Forage ration was hinted

^fnd aXTng of Social .Tottings followed, rows of asterisk,

exploding iL squibs under every paragraphic utterance of

*' N^Unothing had Captam Bingo dolefully boast^

that his wife exuded journalese f«>m her very
^f'-f^^'-

Saxh^^cognisec in the style, the very table-Moselte of

Fastoable Journalism. So Uke the genume art>>cle in

the shape of the bottle, the toppmg of gilt-foil, the arrang

ment T^re and string, that a. the ^^^-^ ^Jjv ",

flowed the Koblet, snapping in iridescent bubbles at ti,i

Su sipper's nose^anl evaporated
>r''"«"hl"J

^n nartioular at the bottom, it was barely possible to

believe thrvi^tage other thaii the genuine article from
believe me b

French quotations wcio

rLtslin'^e-rt^l- commL. That l^t Lady Hannah

out.
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infl^"i:ii'-''
"' ""•'''•'-'"'•I'." «lie wn.f. "bubbl... withmter^ted expectation of tho public announcement ofa

S thThZ rsag.™«nt with which the intimate friendsof the happy lovers profess lire aux mines
* * * • •"Not for worlds would wo ,lraw the veil of deliahtful

-nystcry conipletely aside from the secret of two you,

!

charmmg and popular people. Vet it mav be hint/dS
of a inTv \ ^"P'-^'^t^tive English-House and heir

tlCt^TPw "^ Marquisate, who is one of the most

nnr ^1 !^^*'' *°"'°8 the many heroie defenders of

fc^le^ ^^^r ,^*"' ^'T^^ "' "" ^"y ''«t'^°t 'lateto lead to the altar one of the loveliest among tho manylovely girls who grace (iueldersdorp's social functions
* • • •

Both bride-elect and bridegroom-to-be attended High

l<^ther Wix, m apprising parishioners of the near approacho I^nt, caused m irresistible smile to ripple over the faces
of his hearers Toujours perdHx may sate in the long-run
b^it perpetually to /aire maigre is attended with^ven
greater discomfort.

* * «
"We have pleasure in announcing tho approaching

marriage of Lieutenant the Right Hon. Viscount BeauvaTe^

H>I v""r'r "^T".-^^"
*" **"" ^"•''''"''' CommandingH.M. Forces, (.ueldersdorp. to Miss Lynette Bridget-Mary

XLV

Hm?^ '^*"°*, ''^° ''"^K ** *'^^ P™*«1 ""d« because
t oy have struck him to the heart with their intelligence,but-or so It seems to him-becausc they convey nothing
fhero IS an aching pain at the back of his neck, and himind is curiously dull and sluggish. But after a Uttlehe becomes aware that somebody is knocking at his doorWho 18 it

The Doctor thinks he utters these words, but in reality

28
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he has only made a harsh croaking sound tiat might moan

anything. The door opens and shows the Chaplam standmg

smiling on the threshold.

The Reverend Julius Fraithom, no longer a worn and

wasted pUgrim stumbling amongst the thorns and sharp

stones of the Valley of the Shadow, appears m these days

as a perfectly sound and healthy, if rather too narrow-

shouldered, young Anglican clergyman, not unbocommgly

arrayed in virtue of his official position under martial

authority, in a suit of Service khaki such as Saxham wears

with the black Maltese Cross on the collar and the band of

the wide-peaked cap. Yellow puttees conceal the unduly

spare proportions of his active legs, and the brown boots

upon his long slender feet.are dusty, as, indeed, is the rest

ofhim, not with the reddish dust of the veld that powde™

Saxham to the very eyelashes, and lies in light drifts in

every wrinkle of his garments, but with the yellowish dust

of the town. .

"I rather thought," the Chaplain says, hesitatmg, as

Saxham, without lifting his eyes, turns his square, white

face upon the visitor, " that you said ' Come m ?
^^

"Come in, and shut the door, and sit down, says

Saxham heavily and thickly. And Julius docs so .and,

occupying the single cane-seated cli.air the bedroom boasta.

glows upon Saxham with a sincerity of affection and a

simplicity of admiration pleasant to see, and asks in Ins

thin, sweet voice how things are going.

" Things are going," Saxham returns, seemmg to wake

from a heavy brown study. " You could not put it better

or more clearly. Will you smoke V He pitches a vubber

tobacco-pouch to the Chaplain, who catches it, and the

treasured box of matches that comes after, and as one

man sparingly fills a well-browned meerschaum, and the

other a blackened briar-root, with the weed that grows

more rare and precious with every hour of those da-ys of

dearth :
" That's one of the things that are gomg quickest

after perchloride of mercury, carboUc, and extract of beef.

As a fact, we are using formaldehyde as an ansesthetic m

minor operations ; and violet powder and starch, upon the

external use of which I laid an embargo weeks ago, to the

great indication of the younger nurses, are bemg employed

pliS
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uwtead of arrowroot. And the more tho medical storesdimrn^h, thB more the patients come rollingr^'

that oronr!;n T^"*' *^''* *™"^' "-"l^^ n*"^ difficultythat crops up, anda in you the man to meet it and ove;come It." says the Chaplain fervently. Ho is disZed
1110, ann Ins enthusiasm is onlv mnmii l.,, <!„,i .

painfully-apparent lack of belief hiZa^ vLuntZt
KhatteTJ!"' "''' ""'"^ °^ f^^-"* CWiaT ouTsiNow that ho has become aware of the black band nnnn t^l
sleeve of the jacket that Ues across Saxham'slnees'^ wherehe 8 ts upon the end of tho cot-bod that, with a ti^y^Sof drawers and a hangmg bookshelf ladei with volumesSmstrument-cases. completes the furnishing of tlHarr^wroom, he says, with sympathy in his gentle voce and i^

friendr '""^ *° """ '^^^ ^''^'""°- ^ou have lost a

" Lost a friend .?"

Saxham, echoing the last three words, stares at the

m these days and though it is not Sunday, whenbS

I always said he felt a great deal more than he permitted

fcinof A '7' "-'^'^'t
"" '»''" "f Keligion iSg :tthe man of Medicme. " And the absence of behef in DivideR«lemptzon and a Future State must terribly fntenX£ '""And 'rhT'^^H- " ' °°'y-- how'tocoS

^^hy^lh^llttZtlVtot' ^'"' ^ "'^^ ^'"'^ °^

28—2

I )|
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IMII

" Perhaps about the midday coffee-drinking," says

Saxh&m heavily, " they would acrapo a hole and dump
him in. But they're not over fond of risks, and they would

probably leave him whore he is till nightfall."

Julius Fraithom longs, more than ever, that eloquenco

and inspiration were his to employ in the hnaling of the

man who has niisid himself almost from the dead. But he

cmi only falter something about the inscrutable designs of

trovidtmee, and not a .xparrow falling to the ground un-

n()tic(xl. And ho expresses, somewhat tritely, the hope

that Paxham's friend was prepared to meet his end.

" I don't exactly suppose he expected it. He had a

right to count upon pulling off the match," says Saxham,

with a dreary shadow of a grin, " because a better man
behind a gun than Father Noah you wouldn't easily meet.

And Boers are fine shots, as a rule."

" Boors. ... A Boer. ... I thought you told me you

had lost a friend ?" Mild astonishment is written on the

Chaplain's face. And Saxham looks up, and the other

sees that his eyeballs are heavily injected with blood, and

that the vivid blue of their iiises has strangely faded.

" I gave him every opportunity to be my friend," says

the dull voice heavily, " by moving out from cover,

oven by standing up. But no good. He suspected a ruse,

and it worried him. Then he climbed a tree, emptied his

bandolier at me from a perch of vantage among the branches,

and had started to refill it from a fresh package, vhen I got

the chance, and brought him down sprcadeagled . And so

ends Father Noah."
The Chaplain comprehends fully now, turns pale, and

shudders. A blue line marks itsrU' about his mouth ;
ho

is conscious of a qualm of positive nausea as he says :

" You—^you don't mean you have been talking of a man

you have shot ?"

" Just so," assents Saxham, and the sentence that follows

is not uttered aloud. " And I wish with all my soul that

the man had shot me !"

" And this is War," says Julius Fraithorn. He pulls

out his handkerchief and wipes his damp forehead and

the beady blue lines about his mouth, and the crack and

rattle of rifle-fire sweeping over the veld and through the
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IS to his interests to bo clean-livod hi.^h mil 1
^" ,^ "

ho will be all those tlungs Vl^^^rT'l^Z^^'lihappen to have lost the goiU for virtu„ if L H f
° '^

tumour from under your brest-bonomo^ skilf. ll^T
"

^aJaTf SVtl!o?bKrS«e1"^" -" ^ "--

.:^^^^ZJ^^^^0^ o. your
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iu

The blank stare and the congested redness have gone out

of his eyes, and his voice is less dull and toneless. Ho is

coming ba. k to his outward self again, even while the inner

mail lies mangled and bleeding, crushed by that tremendous

broadsword stroke of Fate that has been dealt him by the

gold pen of Lady Hannah, and he is ready enough to argue

with the Chaplain. Ho gets off the bed and slips on his

jacket, takes a turn or two across the narrow floor-spaco,

then leans against the distempered wall beside the window,

puffing at his Jetty briar-root, his muscular arms folded on

his great ch< st, his |io\\oiful shoulders bowed, his square,

black head thrust forward, and his blue eyes coolly studying

Julius as he talks.

" Let mo—without rubbing your cloth the wrong way

—

put the case in mine. Your belief in a Power that my
reason tells me is non-existent stimulated your nervous

centres, roused and sustained in you the determination

without which my science and my skill—and I do not

value them lightly, I assure you— would have availed

you nothing. You said to yourself, ' If God will it, I shall

get over this,' and because you willed it, it was so. Were

1 a drunkard, an outcast, the very refuse of humanity,

tainted with vice to the very centre of my being, 1 have

but to will to be sober and live decently, and while I

continue to will it, I shall be what I desire to be."

Saxham's eyes hold Julius's, and challenge them. But

no shadow of a Dop Doctor who once reeled the streets

of Gueldersdorp rises from those clear brown depths as the

speaker ends, "Don't underestimate the power of the

Human Will, Fraithom, for it can remove mountains, and

raise the living dead."
" Nor do you venture to deny the Power of the Almighty

Hand, Saxhain," answers the thin, sweet voice of tho

Churchman ;
" because It strewed the myriad worlds in

the Dust of the The Infinite, and set the jewelled feathers

in tho butterfly's wing, and forged tho very intellect

whose power you misuse in uttering the boast that denies

It. Think again. Can you assure me with truth that

you have never, in the stress of some great mental or

physical crisis, cried to Heaven fur help when the

struggle was at its worst ? Think again, Saxham."



THE DOP DOCTOR 4W
But Saxham obstinately shakes his head, still smiling.

As he stands there transfigured by the dark, fierce spirit

that has come upon him and possessed him, there ia lomo-
thing about the hulking man with the square, black head
and the powerful frame, thnt breathes of that superb and
terrible Prince of the Heavenly Hierarchy who fell through
a kindred sin, and the priest in Julius shudders, recognising
the tremendouH power of surh a nature as this, whether
turned towards Evil or bent to achieve Good. The while, in
letters of delicate, keen flame, the denier sees written on the
tables of his inward C(, ^ciousnosa the utterance that once
broke from him, as, racked and tortured in body and in

soul, ho wrestled with his devil on thot unforgettable night.
' God ! if indeed Thou Art, and I must perforce ictum

to live the life of a man amongst men, help me to burat the
chains that fetter mo. IFi'lp mo—oh, help mo to be free !"

And in hia heart he knows that the desperate prayer has
been granted. But in thia now-born, curious mood of his

he will not yield, but combats his o^vn innermost conviction,

l)cing, in a strange, perverted way, even prouder of this

Owen Saxham who has gone down of his own choice to the
muddiest depths of moral and physical decadence, and come
up of the strength of his own will from among the hideous
things that hang suspended and drifting in the primeval
sludge, than he ever was of the man before his fall. Hia
is a combative nature, and the great blow he has sustained
thia day in the wreck and ruin of his raft of hope has left

him quivering to the centre of his being with resentment
that strikes bock.

" Think again yourself. Ask yourself whether the Deity
who creates, preserves, blesses, punishes, slays, and raises up,

is the natural outcome of man's need of such a Being, or His
own desire of Himself ? Andwhich conception is the greater

—

that the God inwhom you Churchnxn and the millions of lay-

folk who recognise you as Divinely-appointed teachers be-
have, should have commanded, ".Let the universe exist," and
have been obeyed, or that the stupendous pigmy Man should
have dared to say, ' Lot there be God,' and so created Him ?"

He laiighs jarringly as ho knocks the ashes out of the
blackened pipe upon the comer of the wndow-ledge.

" Give credit to the human imagination and the human

:j|>



440 THE DOP DOCTOR

i l

i

. 1

will for inventing a pommago lu uieful tu the Chriitian

Churohos mi tlio Dovil. For M in tho beginning it wm
nucowary for Man to build up Hoavon and not hin Gmi

tliurrin, *). to throw Hin unimagina Jo purity and inoon-

ooivablu jK!rfeotiou into yut morn glorious relief, it wan

roquirud that Hell should bo delvixl out and thi< objective

ptinionality of Satan conceived anil kennelbJ there, and

given juat guflioient power to pay the murplot where tho

Divine plan* are oonoomcd, and just enough malevolenco

to lind aiuu»ement in the occiUHitioii. What bliould wc do,

Hhero bIiouUI we Imi, without our .Sat.iuir Moufjn.-iliiuli'.ur- •

our horned Hcajiegoat. our bliusk jHipiK't, without, whose

.".Uf^gcHtioiiH we Hhould never have erred, whiwe wooden

head wo bang when things go wrong «ithUH," .^iiys 8a.\hani

bitterly. Ho reaches out a himil for the tobivcco- pouch

and hiH g1anc<! falls upon the days iH.'iue of the Siege, (lazetlc

lying on tho parquet linoleum, where it Iihh fallen from hia.

hand a little while ago. Ho gtoops and picks it up, and

oilers it to Julius.
" ThiTe's the announcement of an engagement hero

"

Ho sni(K>th8 the crumpled slieot, holds it under tho

Chaplain's eyo, and jioints to tho two last paragraphs of

the " Social Jottings " column. " Take it as an instance.

. . . Did Heaven play tho matchmaker here, or has Hell

had a finger in tho matrimonial pie ( Or has tho blind and

orazy chance that governs tliis desolate world for me, tipped

the balance in favour of one young rako, who may bo saved

and purified and renewed by such a marriage, while his

elder in iniquity is doomed to bo wrecked u|)on it, ruined

by it, destroyed through it, danmod socially and morally

Iwoause of it . .
."

The fierce words break from Saxham agauist his will. He

resents tho betrayal of his own confidence savagely, even

as he utters them. Hut they are spoken, beyond recall.

And tho olleot of tho paragraph upon tho Chaplain is re-

markable. His meek, lurainoas biowu eyes blaze with

indignation. Ho is allamo, from tlie edge of his cullar -.i

pacent clerical guillotine of washable xylonite, purohasetl

at a famous travellers' emporium in tho Strand—to the

tliin, silky rings of dark hair thiit arc woaring froni hi--* hiKli.

pale temples. Ho says, and stutters angrily in saying :
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khI iiiaiiy of

n Htri' r>r tlio

II I,. !'

till, ,

.yVlc

'il

,
iiiul "tamii.ent

:i'i H laJy'H

iSiixl ,1,11 U not
iilninv, and

" 'flik ia m li«i—a monstmiM miMtatoinont which shall
bo withdrawn t<>-murruw !"

'• How do you know that ?"

The Chaplain crushos thn Siei/e 0-zelle. into a ball, pitohoii
it into a oornor of the room, gral« li.o Fiold-Sorvico cap and
till) oanii ho oarrios in lieu of the carl)ini> or rjflo without
which the male luity of (Jueklurxdorp
the women do not stir ahroad, imd
iloor. Hi! mcctH thorn Snxliam, v

powerful li(,'uro Imr liis llaminj! o.\i

"It isonougli that I ilokiiowit. i •
What aro yuii Kohif; to do >,

'

I'lio ('hapluhi JH i)liiinly uiic

tlui clerical guillutino of wiwhii
si.iTii'tliin;; ahout unwurrantalile
reputation ! And Saxham reoognimv, tliat

tliM only aulloror frosu the festering an ^ ; „
timt tlui viviil red-and-whito carnation-tiuuu Uuiuty of tlio

delieate face ill its settuig of rrd-lirown hair hiw grievoUHly
disturbed, if it liaH not altoRethor dwHipatid, tliu [lale

yoiiiif? Annlioau's views of the celibate life.

Agnostic and Cliurchniim, tlenior and belicvt^r, have split
'jii the Hamo aiuatoryrock. The knowledge breutlios no
sympathy in the Dop Doctor.
He observes the Chaplaui's face, dispassionately and yet

intently, as in the old Hospital days ho might have studied
tlie expression of a monkey or a guinea-pig, or other organ-
ism ii[K)n which he was experimenting with some new drug.
.\nd the Reverend Julius demands, with resentful acerbity :

What are you staring at I Do you imagine that the
I'oldurof my cloth debars me from -from taking the part of
a lady whose name lias been dragged before the public ? 1
shall call at the oflico where this rag is published, and insist
upon a contradiction of this—this canard /"

" i)on't you know who odita the rag ?" asks Saxham
r:i.spingly. " Do you suppose that any unauthorised an-
li'Mmceuient, or statement that has not been ollicially cor-
roheiated h ould bo allowed to pass ? The paragraph eomes
fr 'in an authoritative source, you may be sure !"

1 am in a positiim to disprnv^ it, from whatever source it
comes !" cried the Chaplain hotly. " He shall contradict it

%
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himself, if there is necessity. He may be a prodigal and a

rake—he bears that reputation—but at least he is not a

liar and a scoundrel."
" Who ?" Saxham'a heart is drabbing furiously. A cool,

vivifying liquid like ether seems to have passed into his

blood. His quiet, set, determined face and masterful, ob-

servant eyes oppose the Chaplain's huat and indignation, as

if these were waves of boiling lava beating on a cliff of

granite. " Who is not a liar and a scoundrel ?"

" I speak of Lord Beauvayse," says the Reverend Julius

Praithom in the high-pitched voice that shakes with rage.

" He is a married man, Saxham ; I have incontrovertible

testimony to prove it. Ho gave his name to the woman

who was his mistress a week before he sailed for Cape Town.

He "

There is a strange rattling noise in the throat of the man

who listens. Julius looks at him, and his own resentment

appears, even to himself, as impotent and ridiculous as the

anger of a child. If just before it has seemed to him that he

has heard the voice of mankind's arch-enemy speaking with

Saxham's mouth, he discerns at thi-^ luoment, reflected in

Saxham's, the face of the primal murderer. And being, as

well as a sincere and simple-hearted clergyman, something

of a weakling, he is shocked to silence.

XLVI

An instant, and Saxham's own face looks calmly at the

dazed Chaplain, and the curt, brusque voice demands ;

" What is this incontrovertible testimony ?"

" A letter," says Julius breathlessly, " from a person wh

saw the entry of the marriage at the Registrar's office where

it took place."
" Is anyone else in possession of this information V
" With the exception of the Registrar and the witnesses

of the marriage, up to the middle of last September, when

the letter was written, nothing had leaked out. I received

the communication by the last mail from England that

was delivered at the Hospital before I underwent the

operation."
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" That was the last mail that got through. Who was
your correspondent ?"

" One of the senior officiating priests of St. Margaret's,
Wendish Street, the London church where I did duty as
junior curate."

" Have you kept the letter V
" It is in ray desk at my hotel, with some other correspon-

dence of Father Tatham's. You may see it if you wish."
" I will see it. In the meamvhile, let mo have the pith of

it. Tliis clergyman—happening to visit a Registrar's
office Where was the office V

" At Cookham-on-Thames, where Father Tatham has
established a Holiday Rest Home for the benefit of our
London working lads "—the Chaplain begins. He is sitting
on the end of the bed, weak and worn and exhausted with
the emotions that have torn him in the last half-hour.
Beads of perspiration thickly stud the liigh temples, out of
which the flushing colour has sunk ; his cheeks are pallid
and hollow. His eyes have lost their fire ; his muscles are
flaccidly relaxed ; his sloping shoulders stoop ; his long,
limp hands hang nervelessly at his sides.

" One moment." Saxham glances at the gold chronometer
that was a presentation from the students of St. Stephen's
years ago. It is ratht/' typical of the man that, even when
under stress of his heroic thirst he has pawned the watch for
money wherewith to buy whisky, he should hava only
borrowed upon it such small sums as are easily repaid. He
lias yet another five minutes to bestow in listening to the
Chaplain's story, yet even as he returns the chronometer
to its pocket, his quick ear catches the frou-frou of feminine
petticoats outside the door. He opens it, frowning. A
nurse is standing there with a summons in her face. She
delivers her low-tonsd message, receives a brusque reply,
and rustles down the corridor between the long lines of
pallets as Saxham draws back liis head and shuts the door,
and, setting his great shoulders against it, and facing Julius,
orders :

" Go on !"

Julius goes on :

" At Ro.selawn Cottage—a pretty place of the toy-resi-
dence description, standing in charming gardens not far
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from the Holiday Rest Home, lived a lady—an actress very

popular in Musical Comedy—who was known to be the mis-

tress of Lord Beauvayse. I need hardly tell you the Father

touched on the unpleasant features of the story as delicately

as possible
"

" Without doubt. But-get on a little quicker," says

Saxham grimly, jerking iiii head towards the door. " For

1 am wanted. And don't speak loud, for there are people

on the other «ido there. With regard to this woman- -

actress, or wimtiivcr she may Ix; ?"

" With all licr moral la.xitie.s," goes on Julius, " Miss

Lessie LaviKnc
"'

" Ah, I know the name," says Sa.xliaui sharply. "On
with you ti) the (Uid. ' Witli all lior moral laxities

".Miss Lessie Lavigno is a gcnoidus, kindly, charitable

young woman," goes on .Tulius. " And tlie Holiday llonii!

iias benefited largely by her purse. She is known to the

Matron; and Father Tatluim—having occaaion to visit the

Registrar's ofiice at Cookhara on the i'Jth of laat June, for

the purpose of looking up the books, with tho Registrar's

consent, and satisfying liimself of the existence of tho entry

regarding a marriage between one of our young fellows

then at tho Home and a girl he very foolishly married when

on a hopping excursion in the autumn of the previous yeai-

-Father Tathara encountered Miss Lavigne—or Lady

Beauvayse, to give her her proper title
"

" In the Registrar's office V
" In tho act of qiutting the Registrar's outer office," says

the burnt-out Julius in a weary voice, " in the company cf

Lord Beauvayse, and followed by his valet and a woman

who probably wore witnesses ; for when the Father entered

the inner ofiice the register « as lying open on the table,

the entry of the marriage still wet upon the page."

" And your religious correspondent pried first," says

Saxham, with savage irony, " and afterwards tattled ?"

" And afterwards, seeing in tho Times that Lord Beau-

vayse was under orders tor South Africa, mentioned his

accidental discovery when writing to me," says Julius

Fraithom wearily.
" That will do. When can I see the letter at your hotel ?

The sooner the better," says Saxham, with a curious smilf.

i i
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"for all purpdscs. Can you walk there with me now ?

Vcr}- well "—as Julius assents
—

" that is arranged, then."
" What is to be done, Saxham ?" Julius stumbles up.

The fires that burned in him a few moments ago are

quenched ; his slack hand trembles irresolutely at his beau-
tiful weak mouth, and lii.i diHT-liki^ eyes waver.

" I advise you," says Saxham, " to leave the doinj; of

what is to bo done to me." Kis own blue eyes have so

strange a flare in them, and his heavy form seems so alive

and instinct with threatening and dangerous possibilities,

that Julius falters :

" You believe Lord Beauvayse has been a party to—has
wilfully compromised Miss Mildarc ? You—you mean to

remonstrate with him ? Do you—do you think that he will

listen to a remonstrance V
" He w-'' "^nd it best in this instance," says Saxham

dourly.
" Do not—do not be tempted to use any violence, Sax-

ham," urges the Chaplain nervously, looking at the tense

muscles of the grim, square face and the purposeful right

hand that hovers near the butt of the Do(^tf)r's revolver.
" For your own sake as much as for his !"

Saxham' s laugh is ugly to hear.
" Do you think that Lord Beauvayse would wind up as

tojj-dog if it came to a struggle between us ?"

" It must not come to a straggle, Saxham," saj's the

Chaplain, very pale. " We—we are under Martial Law.
He is your superior officer." (Saxham, Attached Medical

Staff, holds the honorary rank of Lieutenant in Her Majesty's

.\rmy.) " Remember, if Carslow—the man who killed

Vickers, of the Pittsburg Trumpeter "—he refers to a grim
tragedy of the beginning of the siege

—
" had not been medi-

cally certified insane, they would have taken him out and
shot him."

Saxham shrugs his massive shouders, and with the

utter unmelodiousness that distmguishes the performance
of a man devoid of a musical car, whistles a fragment of a
little tune. It is often on the lips of anotli'r man, and
the Doctor has picked it up unconsciously, with one or two
other chsiracteristic habits and phrases, and has fallen into

the habit of whistling it as he goes doggedly, unwesryingly,
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upon his ever-widoning round of daily duties. It liolpa liim,

perhaps, though it gets upon the nerves of other people,

making the younger nurses, not unmindful of his arbitrary

action in the matter of the violet powder, want to shriek.

" The Military Executive would be perfectly welcome to

take me out and shoot me, if first I might be permitted to

look in at Staff Bomb proof South, and render Society the

distinguished service of ridding it of Lord Ueauvayse.

Who's there ?"

Saxham reopens the door, at which the nurse, now re-

turned, has knocked. The tired but cheerful-faced young

woman, in an unstarched cap and apron, and rumpled gown
of (Jalatea cotton-twill, informs the Doctor that they have

telephoned up from Staff Bomb proof South Lines, and that

the password for the day is " Honour."

" You are going to him now ?" asks the Chaplain

anxiously and apprehensively.
" Oddly enough, I liave been sent for to attend to a shell

casualty," says Saxliam, picking up and putting on his

Service felt, and moving to take down the canvas wallet

that is his inseparable companion, from tlie hook on which

it hangs. " Or, rather, Taggart was ; and as he has thirty

dijihtheria ea-ses for tracheotomy at the Children's Hospital,

and McFadyen's hands are full at the Refugees' Infirmary,

the .Major asks if I will take tlio duty. It's an order, I sup-

po.so, couched in a civil way."

Ho swings the heavy ivallot over his shoulders, and picks

up his worn hunting-orop.
" And so, let's bo moving," he says, his hand upon tin-

door-knob. " Your hotel is on my way. I may need that

letter, or I may not. And in any case I prefer to have actii

it before I meet the man."
" One moment." The Chaplain speaks with a strained

look of anxiety, squeezing a damp white handkerchief into

a ball between his palms. '" You have taken upon yoursell

the dutyof bringing Lord Beauvayse to bookoverthis—very

painful matter. ... I should like ... I should wish you to

leave the task of enlightening Miss Mildare to me."
" To you. And why ?"

Saxham waits for the answer, a heavy figure filling up the
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doorway, with scowling brows, and sullen eyes that care-
fully avoid the Chaplain's face.

" Because I—because in inflicting upon her what must
necessarily be a—a painful humiliation "—the Rev.
Julius clears his throat, and laboriously rolls the damp
handkerchief- ball into a sauatigo—" I wish to convince Miss
Mildaro that my respect and my—esteem for her have

—

not diminished."
" And how do you propose to drive this conviction home 1"

The Reverend Julius flushes to the ear-tips. The cold-
ness of the questioning voice gives him a nervous shudder.
He says with an effort, looking at the thick white, black-
fringed lids that hide the Doctor's queer blue eyes :

" By offering Miss Mildare the honourable protection of
my name. My views, as regarding the celibacy incumbent
upon an anointed servant of the altar, have, since I knew
her, undergone a—a change And it occurs to me, when
she has got over the first shook of hearing that she has been
deceived and played with by a person of Lord Beauvayse's
lack of principle "

" That she may be induced to look with favour on the
parson's proposal ?" comments Saxham with an indifference
to the feelings of the person he addresses that is positively
savage. The raucous tones flay Julius's sensitive ears, the
terrible bhu! eyes bluze upon him, scorch liim. He falters :

" I—I trust my purpose i,« i)urc from vulgar H<']f-seeking ?

I hope my attitude towards Miss Mildare is not unchivalrous—or ungenerous ?"

"In manipulating her disadvantage to serve your own
interests," says Saxham's terrible voice, " you would un-
doubtedly be playing a very low-down game."

Julius lauglis, shortly and huffily.
" A low-down game ! . . . Ha, ha, ha ! You don't mince

your words, Doctor !"

Ij

J can phrase my opinion oven more plainly, if you desire
It," returns Saxham brutally. " To bespatter a rival for
the gaining of an advantage by contrast is a Yahoo's trick
to which no decent gentleman would stoop."

At H pinch," retorts the Chaplain, stung to the point of
being sarcaatir, " your ' decent gentleman ' would be likely
to remember the old adage, ' All's fair in Love and ' "



ac;:

448 THE DOP DOCTOR
' Exaotly. All M fair," returns Saxham, siiuaring liis

dogged jawB at the other, and folding his great arms upon

his deep wide chest. " And all shall be, please to under-

stand it. It is, unfortunately, necessary that Miss Mildaro

should be undeceived as regards ImtiI Meauvayse. But the

painful duty of opening hor oy(« will be undertakc^n by

that " -the" break before the designation is scathingly eon

teinptuous—" by that—distinguished nobleman himself,

and by no other."
_^

" How can you compel the man to give himself away i

demands the rtuverend Julius incredulously. Saxham

answers, mechanically opening and closing his small, mus-

cular surgeon's hand, and watching the flexions and exten-

sions of the supple lingers with an ugly kmd of interest

:

'
I shall compel him to. How doesn't concern you at the

moment. What matters is—your parole of honour that

you will never by word, or deed, or sign disclose to Mi9<

Mildare that Lord Beauvayso was not, when he engaged

himself to marry her, in a position to fulfil his matrimonial

proposals. 8hort of betraying your rival, you are at liberty

to further your own views as may seem good to you. Tii-

plan of campaign that I, in your place, should choose

might not find favour in your eyes. . .
."

His look bears upon the younger man with mtolerablc^

weight, his heavily-shouldered %ure seems to swell and

till the room. -Julius is clearly conscious of hating his

saviour, and the consciousness is acid on his palate as hf

asks, with a wry smile :

^

" What would your plan be if you were in my place ?

" To praise where a rival waa worthy of praise ;
to be

silent where it would be easy to depreciate ; to win hi r

from him, not because of my own greater worth, but in

spite of the worst she could know of me. That would, in

my opinion, be a conquest worthy of a man."

The pupils of the speaker's flaming blue eyes havo

dwindled to mere pin-points, a rush of blood has darkened

the square pale face, to sink away again and leave i,

opaquely colourless, as Saxham says with cool distinctness :

" And now, before we leave this room, I must trouble yy.i

for that promise—oath, if you feel it would be more in

your line of business. I don't possess a copy of the Hcviv
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tures, but I think that w » Crucifix you wear upon your
watch-chain ?"

It is. And when the Reverend Julius haa kiaaert the sacred

symbol with shaking lips, and taken the oath as Saxliam
dictates, his heart tattooin;; furiously under the baggy khaki
jacket, and an angry pulse beating in his thin cheek, Saxham
adds, with the flickering shadow of a smile, as he opens the
door, and signs to the Chaplain to pass out before him :

" You observe, I have turned the weapons of your pro-

fession against you. Kxactly as—replying to your ques-

tion of a moment back with regard to compelling—exactly
as I intend to do in the case of Lord Boauvayse !"

He motions to the other to ()a»8 0ut before him, and locks

the door upon his stuffy little sanctum whose *hi^lves are

piled with a heterogeneous confusion of tub«>s and bottles,

books and instruments, spccimims of foodstuffs under the

process of analysis for values, and carcfulh-sealed watch-
glasses containing choice cultures of deadly microbes in

bouillon, before he leads his way down the long corridor,

where narrow pallets, ujwn which sick men and boys are

stretched, range along the wr.lls upon either hand, and the
air is heavy Avith the taint of -uppurating wounds, and the

hot, sickly breath of fever and malaria.

He walks quickly, his keen blue eyes glancing right and
left with the effect of carelessness, yet missing nothing.

Ho stops, and loosens the bandage, and relieves the

swollen limb. Ho delays to kneel a moment beside one
low pillow, and turn gently to the light a face that is ghastly,

w ith its bristly board and glassy, staring eyes, and its pallor

thiit is of the hue of old wax, and lay it gently back again
as he beckons to the nurse to bring the screens, and hide

the Dead from the sight of the living.

He is in his element ; salient and masterful and strong,

liut the haggard eyes that turn upon him do not shine with

gratitude. Ho has not reached thes(^ hearts. They accuse

liim, quite unjustly, of a liking for cutting and carving,

i'hey suspect him. quit<! correctly, of being in no hurry for

the ending of the siege. How should he be. when, these

•itrenuoua days once over, he sees nothing before him but
tlie murky blackness of the night out of which he came,
from which he has emerged for one brief draught of renewed

29



450 THE DOP DOCTOR

joy in living before the dark shall close over him again, and

wrap him round for ever ?

He has suffered horribly of lato. But at the worst his

work has never failed to bring relief and distraction. Pure

loyalty to a man in whom he believes, has been the main-

spring of his unflagging strength. He is not liked or

popular in any way, though Surgeon-Major Taggart up-

holds him mrr' ally, and McFadyen is loyal to the old bond.

His harshne&i' .epels regard, his coldness blights confidence,

and so, though ' 's admired for his dazzling skill in surgery,

for his dogg ' .^rseverance and unremitting power of

application, f, i ^ fine horHemanship and iron nerve
;
ho is

not regarded ,vith affection.

He is not in the least aware of it, to do him justice, when

his rough ironies and his brusque repartees give offence. In

the heyday of his London success he has not truckled to

Rank, or Influence, or Affluence. The owner of a gouty or

» varicose leg has never had the more civil tongue from

Saxham that the uneasy limb or its fellow was privileged

upon State occasions to wear the Garter. He trod upon

<!orn8 then, as he treads upon them now, without being

aware of it, as he goes upon his way.

Julius goes with him, rent by apprehensions, stealing

nervous side-glances at the impassive, opaque-skinned face

as Saxham swings along with his powerful, rather lurching

gait over the ploughed and littered waste that divides the

Hospital from the town beyond it. He speaks once or

twice, but Saxham seems not to hear.

The Doctor is listening to a dialogue that is as yet iir.-

spoken. He is crushing a resistance that has not yet been

made. In imagination his small, strong, muscular hands

are gripped about the throat of the man who has lied to her

anddeceivedhor; and he is listening with joy to the gurglin-.'.

choking efforts to phrase a prayer for mercy, or utter a fin^"'

defiance ; and he sees with grim pleasure how the fine skin

blackens under his deadly hold, and how the lazy, beautiful,

grey-green eyes, no longer sleepy or defiant, but staring

and horribly bloodshot, are already rolling upwards in the

death-agony. The primitive savage that is in every man

lusts at a juncture such as this, to kill with the bare hajids

rather than to slay with any weapon known to civilisation
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" Let him look to it liow he deals with her ! Let him
look to it

!"

How long it seems since Saxham muttered those words,
turning sullenly away to rocrosg the stepping-stones,
leaping from boulder to boulder as the river wimpled and
laughed in mockery of his clumsy tender of protection and
her rejection of it, and Beauvayse's tall figure stood, erect
and triumphant, on the flower-starred bank, waiting to
rooommcnoe his wooing until the intruder should be gone,
ilivining, as Saxham liad instinctively known, the hidden
passion that rent and tortured him, glowing with the ton-
sciousnoss of secret mastery. . . .

If this meek, thin-blooded young clergyman who walks
beside him m.- .t have won her, it seems to Saxham that ho
could have borne it. But that Beauvayso of all others should
venture to approach her, presume to rear an image of him-
soU in the shrine of her pure breast ; win her from her high
aims and lofty ideals with a bold look and a few whispered
words, and, having thrown his honourable name into the
lap of a light woman as indifferently as a jewelled trinket,
should dare to offer Lynetto Mildare dishonour, is mon-
strous, hideous, unbearable. . . .

How comes it that she of all women should bo so easily
allured, so lightly drawn aside ? Was there no baser con-
quest within reach that this white, virginal, slender saint
should become his prey ? Shall she be made even as those
others of whom she spoke, when the veil of a girlish inno-
cence was drawn aside, and strange and terrible knowledge
looked out of those clear eyes, and she said, in answer to his
question :

" They are the most unhappy of all the souls that suffer
upon earth. For they are the slaves, and the victims, and
the martyrs of the unrelenting, merciless, dreadful pleasures
of mon. . .

."

Of men like Beauvayse.
NVit only swart and shaggy, or pale and bloated beast-

men, or white-haired, toothless, blear-eyed satyrs grown
venerable in vice. But beautiful, youthful profligate?,
limbi.>d Uke the gods and fauns of the old Greek sculptors •

soft of skin, golden of hair, with sleepy eyes like green
jewels, soft persunaive voices with which to pour poisoned

29—2
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words into innocent and giiilolew ears, and the bold, bravo

Hoixl of (ild-timo linrocs running in thi-ir vfinH, promptinR

thorn to tlio doing of dashing, rocltloBS, gallant deeds, no lens

than sins of lust and luxury.

I*t him look to it, this splendid young soldier with the

ancient name, hope of his House, pride of his Regiment.

Let him look to it how ho has dealt with her, who had no

thought or dream but to save others from the fate ho

iln8tin<« for hi-T, until his cursed, beautiful face smiled down

into hor own. For every lying oath he has sworn to her,

for every false promise mmlo to the wrecking of her maiden

peace, for every kiss those innocent lips have been despoiled

of, for every touch of his that has soiled her, for every

breath of his that ha.s scorched the white petals of the

Convent-roared lily, he shall pay the price.

Silently Saxhain regiaters this onth uixm that beloved

rml-brow-n hea<l, since he denies its Maker His honour, and

the whirling blackne.HS that is within him is rent and cloven,

for one blinding instant, by the levin-fires of Hell. Ho

knows thenceforward what he will do, as ho walks with the

pale ( 'haplain between the shell-torn houses, and along the

littered streets, where m<^n and women and children, thin

and haggard and listless with hunger, and the deadly inertia

of long confinement, pass and repass as indifferently as

though no guns were battering and growling from the low

grey hills south and cost, and the incessant rattle of rifle-fire

were the innocent expenditure of blank cartridge incidental

to a sham fight.

They reach the Chaplain's hotel, and go to his room.

Saxham waits silently «hile Julius searches for and finds

Father Tatham's letter, takes it and reads it attentively,

put.s it carefully away in a worn notecase, restores the note-

ease to tlio iarifcr pocket of his jacket, and, without a nod

or word of fare- ell, is gone.

s

XLVII

To the remarkably complete system of underground wires

installed by the Garrison Telephone Corps, Lady Hannah

Wrynohe, on duty at the Convaltisoent Hospital that wBf
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once the Officers' Club, was, upt)n the Tliursday that saw
the publication of the string of paragraphs prDvlmiNly
quoted from the Sier/e OazeUe, indebted fur what she after-
wards described with ruefulness as a " hecklecl morning."
Onoe a week the " Social Jottings," bubbling from the

effervescent Gold Pen, descended like rain upon the parched
soil of drouthy (Jueldersdorp. To make gossip w here there
is none is as difRcult as making bricksWithout clay, or
trimming a hat when you are a member of the Wild Birds'
Protection Society, and plumage is Fashion's latest cry.
Under the circumstances a genuine item of general and
publio interest was a jiearl of price. And yet something had
told the little lady that the ruthless Blue Pencil of Supremo
Authority would deprive her of the supremo Joy of casting
it before the readers of the .Sieye Gazette. Shii seemed to
hear him saying, in the pleasant voice she knew so well ;

" No personalities shall be published in a pupt^ I control."
He htKl said that on Sunday, when she had pleaded for a

freer hand. Well, he could hardly call the amiouncement
of an engagement a personality, and, supposing ho did, how-
easy to convince him that it w as nothing of the kind !

She dashed off her description of the Ccmvent kettledrum,
and added the paragraphs \\i^ know of, eacli one accentuatiil
by an explosion of asterisks, and gave the blotty sheets to
i'oung Evans, who combined in his solo person the offices

of sub-editor, engineer, chief-compositor, feeder, and devil.
Young Kvans, who, next to the single-cylinder printing-

press driven by the little oil-engine that had sustained a
shell-casualty at the beginning of the siege, adored Lady
Hannah, vanished behind the corrugated partition that
separated the office from the printing-room, and pres(^ntly
came back in iiJiy shirt-sleeves with a smear of lubrieating-
"11 upon his forehead, and laid the wet slips uptjn the
Kditorial table. Then he w ent back, and fell to tinkering at
Ills machine. Lady Hamiali corrected her proof. When
f^ho had done she looked at her wrist-watch. In ten
minutes Supreme Authority would descend the ladder,
wield the Blue Pencil, and depart. Would he have mercy
and not sacrifice ? The suspense w as torturing.
Then a simple plan occurred to her by wliioh Supreme

Authority might be—she dared not use the word " circum-
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vented." " Got round " was even worse ;
" evaded "

sounded nicest. To resist the promptings of her own
feminine ingenuity required a greater storage of cold moral
force than Lady Haiuiah de.sired to possess. She took the

editorial scissors, and daintily cut off the three paragraphs
from the bottom of the slip.

The thing was done, and the snipped-off paragraphs con-

cealed, as a pair of brown boots, with steel jack-spurs at-

tached, came neatly down the ladder. The Chief gave her his

cheery " Good-morning," and congratulated her on looking

well. Her cheeks burned and her heart rat-tatted against

the hidden paper, as he rsm his keen eye down slip after

slip, and initialled them for the press. She almost shrieked

as he took up the " Social Jottings." The underground
office whirled about her as the blue pencil steadily travelled

down. Then—he was gone—and the initialled proof lay

before her. She had nothing to do but neatly and deli-

cately paste on the bit she had snipped off. This done, she

gathered up her various small belongings, swept them into

her bag, and went, leaving the passed proof of the " Social

Jottings " column waiting for Young Evans with the rest.

In the middle of the night she realised what she had done.

But even in a beleaguered town under the sway of Martial

Law you cannot hang a lady, or order her out and shoot her

for Mutiny and Treason combined. There would be a
reprimand ; what Bingo pleasantly termed " an official

wigging," uiJess the Blue Pencil could, by any feminine

art, be persuaded that it had passed those pars.

But, of course, she would never stoop to such a deception.

The ruse she had employed was culpable. The other thing

would be infamous. And—he would be sure to see that tlie

end of the proof-slip had been pasted on.

She slept jerkily, rose headachy, and set out for the

Convalescent Hospital in that stage of penitence that

immediately precedes hysterical breakdown. She experi-

enced a crisis of the nerves upon meeting a man, who,

regardless of quite a brisk bombardment that happened tu

be going on just then, was walking along reading the

Siege Oazette. Shirt-sleeved Young Evans had worked until

daylight getting the Thursday's issue out. And there was

a tremendous run upon copies. Every other person Lady

i:%aai^i

F^^m
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Hannah encountered upon the street seemed to have got
one, and to find it unusually interesting. The women
especially. None of them were dull, or languid or dim-
eyed this morning. The siege crawl was no longer in
evidence. They walked upon springs. Upon the stoep of
the Hospital, where the long rows of convalescents were
ainng, every patient appeared plunged w perusal. Those
who had not the paper were waiting, with watering mouths
untU those who had would part. A reviving breath seemed
to have passed over them, and spots of colour showed in
their yellow, haggard faces. They talked and laughed
Lady Hannah passed in, conscious of an agreeable

tmglmg all down her spme. The hall-port«r, a brawny
one-armed ex-Irregular, who had lost what he was wont
to term his " flapper " at the outset of hostilities, was too
deeply absorbed m spelling out a parai?raph of the " Social
Jottings " column to salute her. Inside you heard little
beyond the crackling of the flimsy sheet, mingled with the
comments, exclamations, anticipations, expectations that
went off on all sides, met each other, and rebounded
exploding in coruscations of sparks. Something had hap-
pened, something was gomg to happen, after months and
months of eventless monotony. It warmed the thin blood
in their veins like comet champagne, and quickened their
faded appetites like some salt breath from the far-distant sea.
The flavour of success upon the palate may, like Imperial

Tokay, be sensed but once in a lifetime, but you eanneve ; for-
get that once. Out of her gold fountain-pen Lady Hannah
li;ul spurted a little ink upon the famished Gueldersdorpians
and their dry bones moved and lived. She knew a fine
must be paid for this dizzying draught of popularity, even
as she tied on a bibbed apron, and superintended the serving
and distribution of the patients' one-o'clock dinner.

Horse-soup, with a few potato-sprouts, and one or two
shvered carrots to the gallon, formed the menu to-day.
There was no more white bread, and a villainous bannock
of crushed oats had to be soaked in your porrmger if you
had no strength to chew it. Sweetened bran-jelly followed,
and upon this the now apologetic but smilmg porter, with
the intelligence that her ladyship was wanted at the wall-
Jigger in the Matron's room.
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The ring-up came from Hotchkiss OutjHwt North, where

Captain Hingo was this day on duty, ?7Vi the Staff Head-
quarter office in Market Square, and tlic voice- that filtered
to the ear of Lady Hannah was unmistakalily that of her
spouse, and tinged with a gruffness as unusual as ominous.

" Hullo. Is that you V
" Qu'il ne vous en d^plaise !"

JHngo growled in a perfectly audible aside :

" And devil a doubt. What other woman would jabbe>
French through a telephone ?"

" A Frenchwoman would, possibly."
" Don't catch what you're saying. Look here, w hat

made you shove such a v 'lacking Imuncer into the .S^icoe

Gazette ?"

" Please put that into English." She underwent a
quaking at the heart.

" I say, that announcement about Toby and the Mildare
filly is all my eye."

" It isn't all your eye. It's first-hand, fully-authorised
fact."

" Hot !"

'I

Paix et peu ! Say rot, if it pleases you !"

" You'll have to withdraw and a]X)logisp."
" I can't make out what you're saying."
" It will end in your eating humb!e-pie. Can von hear

that !"

" I can hear that you are in a bearish temper."
" I've reason to be. If a man had written what you

have I should punch his head."
" Say that again !"

" I say, if a stranger of the kickable sex had told such a
pack of infernal "

Cliclc'

Lady Hannah hung up the receiver, blew a contemptuous
kiss into the gape of the celluloid mouthpiece, and turned to
j-o. There was another ring-up as she reached the door.

' Hallo. Are you the Convalescent Hospital ?"
' Yes. Who are you ?"

" Staff Bombproof South. I want to speak to Lady
Hannah Wrynohe."

" I'm here, Lord Beauvayse."
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" I say, I'm going to rag you frightfully. Why on earth
" «Tr «'™" "" ""'-^y '" that beastly paper r"
Whom do you mean by ' us ' ?"

" Well, me and Miss Mildare "

shed'^em^nrirt^'"^^^^ ''^' ^°" -- '^'^^^ ^"

" A ^\^\. "^^^ answer came back haltingly
And that you didn't care who knew it «"
Fact."

von l'!ni''''*.r« !u'°
"'''™ 8°'"S to be married as soon asyou could pull off the event ?"

"But—things you don't mind people knowi- "
,„!,beastly m cold print."

beauwi."^""
'" '"'"' '^"^^ ^ '^°'^'^ ^^^ f'^y '"°''«'d

went on?
*""' " '"'"' ''""" ""•"" '^'«=''- ^^^^^y Hamiah

" If I were in your shoes, and such a pearl and prize andparagon as Lynette Mildare had consented toma™ I

f.^1 ^sZu d" "'f r""" *° ''''' ^^ '^y -lo»^ good
r r 1:. . ^ ^" "''""* '° sandwich-boards advertisim, it

I :Sd—^"'^ '"''^''P'^""^' ''"'^ P""'-- ' throS that.-

There was no response beyond the buzzing of the wireBeauvayse had evidently hung up the receiver.

,„.,n 1 ^^J^?
creature upon earth more cowardly than aman engaged 1" Lady Hannah demanded of space There

"w^'trvin^T^^-^
^"''''

"t '^'^Phone-box^^ Sometody

thTcXrfnd-"' "^- '•'^ P"' *''« ^^"^^-^ t"-"^ "P«°

rai^tl^^^L:^'^*''^''^"^^'^^'''''^-^-
i he answer c^me back with official clearness :

rJM""' 1^^^'' '^^y- '^***^ Headquarters. If you're the
'

'au;tarrwSe -'^ '°'''"^' """"^ "-^^ *°
^^-^ '°

thatrbbl'^-hoSly":""'
'" ^ "'"'''-'•' 1''-*^ --

:rii
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" Here—here—is Lady Hannah."
" Hold on a minute, please

!"

, j .

She held on. She had not shuddered at the end of

the wire for more than a minute when the well-known,

jnfiritely-dreaded voice said in her ear, so clearly that she

jumped

:

,,

" Lady Hannah there ? How d'you do ?

She gulped, and quavered :

^^

" It—it depends on what you're going to say.

"
I see

" There was tl'c vibration of a stifled laugh, and

her heart jumped to meet it. " So you anticipated a

hauling over the coals ?"

Revived, she shrugged her little shoulders.

" Have I deserved one ?"
. .

The voice said, with unmistakable displeasure m it :

" Thoroughly. Why were not the last three paragraphs

of the weekly ' Social Jottings ' column submitted to me

vesterday with the rest ?"
. u- i.

She heard herself titter imbecilely. Then a voice which

she could hardly believe her own, e lid, with a pitiable ettort

to be gay and natural

:

, , j .. ,»
" Weren't they ? Perhaps you overloo.ied them •

" You know I did not overlook them."

This was the cold, incisive, cutting, raspmg voice whicli

Binco was wont to describe as razors and files. Her ears

bu^ed like fire, and her bright, birdlike eyes were round

and scared. She gasped :

" Oh ... do you really
"

„
"

I want the truth, please, without qmbblmg. il'<-

voice was harsh and cold, and inexorably compellmg.

" Why were those paragraphs not shown to me ?

She winked away her tears.

' Because I was sure you'd blue-pencil them^ out ul

existence. And a genuine bit of news is auch a roc s egg m

these times of scarcity."

" Genuine
!"

There was incredmity in the tone.
^^

" Upon my honour as the wife of a British Dragoon.

He said crisply

:

. *
" Precipitate publication, even of authentic mformation,

is likely to be resented by the persons concerned."

}5tS
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She remembered, with a Binking at the heart, that one
person concerned had already objected.

" Both of them authorised the insertion."
" And the official consent to it was obtained by a trick."
She whispered, her heart in the heels of her Louis Quinze

shoes :

" Please—please don't call it that !"

" How can I call it anything else ? ,idt'», has it
occurred to you that, should any copies of to-day's issue
get through these lines, the Foltlebarres will be thrown
into a state of volcanic eruption ?"

" If the Foltlebarres aren't absolute beetles they'll jump
for joy. How could their boy possibly do better ?"

" I don't see how myself."
" Ah, if you're going to back up Toby, the day is as good

as won."
" You're very kind to say so."

The red was dying out of Lady Hannah's ear-tips. That
" You're very kird ' had a gratified sound. The most
rigorous and implacable of men can be buttered, she
thought, if the emolUent be dexterously applied. And a
bright spark of naughty triumph snapped in each of her
birdlike black eyes.

" 'Thanks." He was speaking again. " Apologies for
keeping you. You're up to your eyes in Hospital work I
don't doubt."

" There is enough to keep one going."
" Without the additional tax of literary labour." She

was conscious of a premonitory, apprehensive cliill that
ti avellcd from the roots of her hair down her spine, and ap-
parently made its exit at the heels of her Louis Quinze
shoes. " So the ' Social Jottings ' column will not appear
iu the Siege Gazette after to-day. Good-morning."

" Is that my punishment for insubordination ?"

Not a sound in reply. " He must have hung up the re-
ceiver and gone away. Oh, horrid, horrid male superiority !"

thought Lady Hannah. " To have been put under arrest,
even to have been ordered out and shot, would be preferable
to being figuratively spanked and put in the comer." She
winked away some more tears, and sniffed a little deject-
edly. " And only the other day he seemed quite pleased
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with me," she addpd pensively . Tlien she shrugged hei

Bhoulders, and rang up the Head Huspital, North Veld Road.
" Who you-o 1"

It was the sing-song voice of the Barala hall-boy.
" I'm Lady Hannah Wrynche. Is the Reverend Mother

on duty in the wards to-day ?"

" I go see. You hang-e on."

liody Hannah hung on until her small remaining stock o<

patience deserted her. As she stamped her small feet,

longing to accelerate the languid movements of the call-

boy with a humanely-wielded hatpin, a whisp<T in the

velvet voice she knew stole across the distance.
" Hannah. Is it you ?"

" It's me, Biddy deai;."

There wtis a soft laugh that ended in a sigh. " It is so

long since anybody called me that."
" I wouldn't dare to with you looking at me."
" Am I so formidable of aspect ? But go on."
" It's not so easy. But I've had an awful morning.

Everybody I like best down on me like bricks and m "

The speaker gulped a sob.
" You are crying, dear !"

" Not a drop. But if you join in the heckling I shall

dribble away and dissolve in salt water. It's all about

those wretched paragraphs of mine in the Sieije Gazette.

But perhaps you haven't seen it ?"

" I have seen it."

" You were quite willing that the fiancailks should be

made public. . . . Indeed, you gave me to understand

you desired it."

" I was quite willing. I did wish it."

" Yes. . . . Thank you, dear ; that was what I ivanted

to hear from you. I understand now what the one clapping

pair of hands must mean to the actor who is booed by ail

the rest of the audience. Good-bye, dear."
" Stay. . . . Who are the persona whf- disapprove of the

announcement 1"

" My Bingo, for one. Not that anything the dear old

stupid says matters in the slightest. And—and Toby."
'• • Toby ' ?"

" I mean Lord Beauvayse."

] 1
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Certainly, dear."
" Whoso is the other objoctinR voice '"

Uie (Iiiof thinks I ... we it r ^i ,

^^l.„us«,the.ord.precipita^i„^^L?'S:

;;
Refer him to me if he expresses it again "

^^
Of course, dear, since von ..."

'

" Oood-ljye."

But the one-armed porter wa.s DosiHvn ,.r. tu • 1 ,

' You there ?"

"I am Lady Hannah VVrynche. Where are vou vJher. was a br.ef hesitation. A thickish man's voice

" I don't know as that matters."
" VVho are you '"

paS'^vir:,::^:""^"^"- -''^'^ ^'^ «*-«-
Vou write them weekly screeds in the Siege Gazette ?"

Kindlv"" ™r"'''''•' '•"" '"""^ °* 'he sociai'paraKaphsKindly say who is speaking «" ' ''agrapns.

M«sS^^ r*"^'
--'>• ^- y- te" - where

" Not without knowing who you are "

". ^"" may call me an old friend of hers "said f hot;,- i- 1

•-« " irvoTdrn'°t'L?t
°' *?; ^"""« '^-^y y°" --«-•

KefpTeri^Xo" wt'tT '
OnXt't^''^--me alongside hor give h'er aTel'^^e for 'r^'A^h^^
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she remembers the Free State Hotel on the veld, three days'

trek from Drcipoort, and Bough, who was her friend ?"

Lady Hannah repeated :

" ' And Bough, who was her friend.' You are

Bough ?"

"Click/" Somebody had hung up the receiver.

Lady Hannah spent another bad night, not wholly duo to

the indigestible nature of a dinner of mule colloped, and

locusts fried in batter by Nixey's chef. Staggering in thf

course of disturbed and (changeful dreams, under the im

pact of sufficient briclis and mortar to rebuild toppledowii

Oueldersdorp, being hauled over mountains of coals, ami

getting into whole Gulf Streams of hot water, she was

slumberously conscious that these nightmares were less

harassing than one nasty, perplexing little vision that kept

cropping up among the others. It had no beginning and

no end. In it the Matron's room at the Convalescent Hoh
pital and Kink's Family Hotel at Tweipans were somehow
mi.xed up, and the ingenuous Mr. Van Busch, that Afri

kander gentleman of British sympathies, whoso chivalrous

and patriotic sentiments had prompted and urged him to

the imperilling of his own skin and the risking of his own
hberty in the interests of an English lady masqueradinu

for political reasons as the refugee-widow of a German
drummer, was oddly confused in identity with an uncomfort

ably mysterious individual who possessed neither features

nor name.
" Ask her if she remembers the Free State Hotel on the

veld, three days' trek from Dreipoort, and Bough, wh was

her friend ?" the voice would say.
" You are Bough ?" she would find herself asking.

There would be a little guttural, horrible laugh, iind

nothing would answer but the buzzing of the wire.

And then she was wide awake and sitting up in bed, with

a thumping heart. She was no longer in any doubt as tc

the identity of the owner of the voice. Van Busch w as in

Gueldersdorp . . . and however he came, and whatever

disguise of person or of purpose sheltered him, his presencf

boded no good. The merely logical masculine mind doffs

hat respectfully before the superiority of feminine intuition.
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XLVIII
Saxham, Hhouldoring out of JiiliuH', „n»«.l „««_ !.•

".*, „„•„. adding ,„ H, „,-t^^,^n,J.J,ti,;„~T",

.^«\i:a';T«^,rdj.t.sxs.t-^^^^^^^

«purrmg, and jagging savagely at the mouth of the w-'

.i:;;:ri»;i^rrrjscittr-^
tefth can be heard chatterine . s he atnnH,= „ L ^
and brings his gaspipe rifle to t, e slot C ''h"?"""-orkmg in the patches of market gaS where^thHcTsupply of vegetables that comma„d^uch famine pnces a";

them to th'
t^« «P'a''l>ed-up red gruel has imbruec!tliem to the eyes. V et they continue to labour cheerfnlk

auTrfr""'^
Bhell-fragments out of their"ottoS

the vZJTfHn^T**^ ""^'^ "^ ^""-^'^ that incommode

^.c.f
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commorii And so. with anothi-r challnnur from a pirkct,

potitnl l)otwwn thi) Barala villiigo ami tho south tri^nohi'H.

whiTO miiny of thn lnyul mitivcR arc doinij duty. Snxham
finds himHcIf on tho pcriloiia tunKuii of land thiit Vvn hchind

Maxim Kopjn South, ivtid whfiro tho Staff Homhproof is

Hituatcd.

A« tho long, low mound comeR into view, a dazzling white

thwh loapg from a fold of tlu^ miHty groy hills beyond, and

ono of Moisjo's groat Hhotls gora BcrdHiiiing and winnoning

wostwardB. Then a sentry of the Irregulars, a hattered,

shaggy, berry-brown troopiT, standing knefvdeep in u hole,

burrowed in the lee of a segment of stone-dyko that is his

shelter, challenges for the lawt time.
' 'Alt ! I know y(ui well enough, I)o<'tor." It is a

man whos i wounded arm was dresseti, one blazing day la.st

January, outside the Convent bombproof. " Hut you'll

'avB to give the (countersign. Pii-ss Hcmour and all's well.

But "—the sontry's nostrils twitch a.s the savour of Sa.x-

ham's pipe reaches them, and his whisper of appeal is as

piercing as a yell
—

" if you left a pipeful be'ind you, it

woiddn't do no 'arm. Don't pull your pouch out, sir ; the

lookout orficer 'as 'is eyo on you. Open it by the feel, an'

drop a pinch by tho stone near your toe. I'll get it when

they relieve me."
Saxham complies, leaving the sentry to gloat distantly

over tho little brown lui.ip of loose tangled fibres rapidly

reducing to spongincss under the downpour from tho skie.s.

The long mound of raw red earth, enistwl with greenish-

yellow streaks of lyddite from tho bursting-charges, risis

now immediately before him. At its eastern end is a flag-

staff displaying the Union Jack. Under the roof of the

little penthouse from which the flagstaff rises are shelterid

tho vpri-colourod acetylene lamps that are used for signal-

ling at night.

Midway of the raw mound rises the rear elevation of an

officer in dripping waterproofs, who is looking steadily

through a telescope out between the long drivini;

lances of the rain, beyond Maxim Kopje South to tho-^"

mysterious hills, swatiied in grey-black folds of storm-cloiirl.

that look so desolate, and whose folds are yet as full

of swarming, active, maUgnant life as the blanket of w
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sentry and be moved to a further sacrifice of his sole luxury

bv the' sight of those empty pipes. Tho old rubber pouch,

pitched by a cricketer's hand, flies in among the dommo-

players, and rebounds from a pondering head, as the orderly

comes back, and lifts one oomer of the tarpauhn for the

Vov.toT to pass in. A pack of ravening wolves tusslmg over

an unusually small baby might distantly reproduce the

scene Saxham leaves behind him. Tho trestle-table and

benches are upset, and men and benches, draughts and

dominoes, welter in horrible confusion over the earthen floor,

when the scandalised orderly-corporal rushes m to quell

the riot, and thenceforward Joins the rioters.

They fight like wolves, but the man who rises up from

among the rest, clutchuig the prize, and grinning a three-

cornered grin because his upper lip is split, divides the

tobacco fairly to the last thread. They even share out

the indiarubber pouch, and chew the pieces as long as

the flavour lasts. When the tliick, fragrant smoke curis

up from the lighted pipes, it steals round the edges of the

tarpaulin that has dropped behind Saxham, passing in to

the wreaking of vengeance upon the tliief wliose profane

and covetous hand has plucked the white lily of the Convent

garden. . .
,

Now, with that deadly hate surging m his veins, wit i

the lust to kill tingling in every nerve and muscle, he will

soon stand in the presence of his enemy, and hers. As

he thinks of this, suddenly a bell rings. The sound

comes from the north, so it cannot be the bell of

the Catholic Church, or that of the Protestant Church,

or the bell of the Wesleyan meeting-house, or of the

Dutch Kerk.
" Clang-clang ! clang-dang ! Clang "

The last clang is broken off suddenly, as though the rope

has been jerked from the ringer's hands, but Saxhani i9

not diverted by it from his occupation. With tnat curiou.s

fatuity to which the most logical of us are prone, he has

been conning over the brief, scorching sentences with whicli

he means to strip the other man's deception bare lo the

light, and make known his own self-appointed mission to

avenge her. .

" They telephoned for me, and I have come, but noi
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in the interests of your sick or wounded man. Because
It was imperative tliat I should say this to you Your
engagement to Miss Mildare and your approaching marriage
to her were announced in to-day's Siege Gazette. Youhave received many congratulations. Now take mine-
liar, and coward, and cheat !"

Aiid with each epithet, delivered with all the force ofSaxham 8 muscular arm, shall fall a stinging blou of theheavy old hunting-crop. There «UI be a .shout, an angry
oath from Beauvayse, staggering back under the unex-
pected, savage chastisement, red bars marring the in.sulcnt
high-bred beauty of the face that ha.s be^^itched her'haxnam will continue

:

" You approached this innocent, inexperienced "iri as
a lover. You represented yourself to her and to her mtithcr-
guardian as a single man. All this when you had already
a wife at home in England—a gaudy stage butterfly .sleek
with carrion-juices, whose wings are jewelled by the vices
of men

;
and who is worthy of you, as you are of her

I speak as I can prove. Here is the written testimony of
a reliable witness to your marriage with Miss Lavigne
.\nd now you will go to her and show yourself to her in
your true colours. You will undeceive her, or "

There is a foggy uncertainty about what is to follow
after that " or." But the livid flames of the burning liell
that 18 in Saxham throw upon the greyness a leaping reflec-
tion that IS red like blood. A fight to the death either
with weapons, or, best of all, with the bare hands is what
haxham secretly lusts for, and savours in anticipation as
lie goes.

'^

Let the humanitarian say what he pleases. Man is a
manslayer by instinct and by will.

And within the little area of this beleaguered tou n do
not men kill, and are not men killed, every day ? The
conditions are mediaeval, fast relapsing into the primeval,
the modem sanctity and inviolability attending and sur-
roundmg human life are at a discount. Even for children
the grim King of Terrors had become a bugaboo to laugh
at

;

red wounds and ghastly sights are things of everyday
cxpenence

; there is a slump in mortality.

30—2
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In those old, far-distant Cliilworth Street dayn, two men

who engaged in a battle to the death about a woman desired

miglit have seemed merely savages to Saxham. Hero

things are different. The elemental bed-rock of human

nature has been laid bare, and the grim, naked scars upon

it, testifying to the combat of Ice and Fire for tlie round

world's supremacy, will never bo quite hidden under

Civilisation's green mantle of vegetation, or her toadstool-

growths of bricks and mortar, any more.

And the men are well matched. Saxham knows himself

the more muscular, but Beauvayse has tlie advantage of

him in years, and is lithe, and strong, and supple as the

Greek wrestler who served the sculptor Tolyoleitos as a

model for the Athlete with the Diadem.

It will be a fight wortli having. No quarter. And

Saxham's breath comes heavily, and his blue eyes have

in them a steely glitter, and, as the tarpaulin falls behind

liim, lie shifts to a better grip on the strong old hunting-

crop.

Overhead the rain drums deafeningly on the tarpaulins.

The long bombproof is heterogeneously furnished with

full and empty ammunition - boxes marked A.O.S., a

leathern sofa-divan, tattered by spurs and marked by

muddy boots, several cane or canvas dcck-cliairs, and others

of the Windsor pattern common to the barrack-room.

Arms and accoutrements are in rude racks against tlic

corrugated-iron-panelled walls ; a trestle-table covered w ilh

oilcloth runs down the middle. It is lighted by a couple

of acetylene lamps hanging by their chains from iron biiis

tliat cross the trench above, and tlierc is another lani|i.

green-shaded, upon a bare deal table that stands, strewn

with paper.s, against the farther wall.

A man in shirt-sleeves sits there writing. Another nuiii

is busy at a telephone that is fixed against tlie wall beyoiul

the writing-table. There is something fateful and omini.us

about the heavy silence in which they do their work. It

is broken only by a strange sound that comes aliintft

continuously from—where Saxham does not trouble to a: k.

It is the groaning, undoubtedly, of the wounded man tn

whose aid he has been summoned, with the added iiijiiiic-

tion, " Bring morphia," showing that little further can he
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done for him whoever he may be, than to smooth his
passage mto the Beyond by the aid of the Pain Slayer.
Lot him wait, however sore his need, until Saxham has

dealt with his enemy. He is resentfully impatient in theknowledge that neither of the men present is Beauvayse.
Xhen, as he stands sullen and lowering, the man who

has been writing gets up and comes to him. Saxham
recognises the keen-fcatured face with the rusty-brown
moustache, and the grip of the lean, hard hand that hauled
a Dop Doctor out of the Slough of Despair is familiar,
ho pleasant voice ho likes says something about some-

i.<>dy being very wet. It is Saxham, from whose soaked
jiarmcnts the water is running in streams, and whose boots
sriuelch a., he crosses the carpet that has been spread
above the floor-tarpaulin. The friendly hand pours out and
oflers him a sparing measure of that rare stimulant, whisky

As preventive medicine. We can't have our Medical
iStafF men on the sick-list."

liosTaUt"*'''
''°'"™°"P'*^'' "'°'"^^ accompany the proffered

"I shall not suffer, thanks. You have a shell-casualty, youm-e phoned us, but before I see your man it is imperative
tUat I should speak to Lord Beauvayse. Where is ho »"

He IS here."
" My business with him is urgent, sir."
The man at the telephone makes p sound indicative that

L?-,nT^" 'L'T""^
'.''"'"«''• '^''^ ^•'i''' '« beside him

mstantly with the receiver at his ear. He looks round for.m mstant at Saxham as he waits for the intelligence, and
ll.o muscles of h,s face twitch as if under the influence ofsnme strong, repressed emotion, and the Doctor's practised
glance notes the unsteadiness of the uplifted hand. Then
liois saying to the officer in charge at Maxim Kopje South :ihc ammunition comes up to-night. Tell Gaylord
li.at we are short-handed here, and shall want him to helpH mght duty. . Practically as soon as he can join us.

please come this way.
There is a sleeping-plaee at the end of the long, narrow,

.
"ip-ht perspcotivo, curtained off from the rude bareness

"t the outer place. I,ight shows between the curtains
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and they arc of plush, in hue a rich, deep red. As that

strong colour sinks into his brain, through his intent and

glittering eyes, Saxham the man has a sudden furious

impulse to tear the deep folds back, with a clash of brazen

rings on iron rods, and call to the betrayer who lurks behind

them to come out and bo dealt with. But that hollow,

feeble moaning sounds continuously from tlie other side,

and Saxham the surgeon stays his hand and follows the

Colonel in. There are two camp-beds in the small sleep-

ing-place, and a washstand and a folding-chair. A lamp
hangs above, a. d its light falls full upon the face of the

man whom he is seeking.

Ah ! where are they ? His furious anger and his deadly

hate, where are they now ? Like snow upon the desert

they vanish away. How can one rage against this shattered

tiling, stretched on the pallet of the low cot-bed from which

the blankets have been stripped away ? First Aid band-

ages have been not ineffectually applied. Fragments of

packing-case have been employed as splints for the broken

arm and shattered hand, but, in spite of all that has been

done, the beautiful young life is sinking, waning, flowing

out with that ruddy tide that will not be stayed.

The greenish pallor and the sweat of mortal agony are

upon the face of Beauvayse, thrown back upon the pillow,

and looking upwards to where the deluging rain makes

thunder on the tarpaulined roof. The atmosphere is heavy

with the sour-sickly smell of blood, and lamp-fumes ;
he

draws each breath laboriously, and exhales it with a

whistling sound. Through his clenched teeth, revealed by

the lips that are dragged back in the semi-grin of desperate

agony, that dumb, ceaseless moaning makes its way des 'te

the gallant effort to restrain it. The ono uninjured arm

hangs downwards, its restless fingers picking at the blood-

stained matting that covers the loose boards of the floor.

A sheet has been lightly laid over him. It is dabbled

with the prevailing hue, and sinks in an ominous hollow

below the breast. And beyond the bottom of it splashed

leggings and muddy boots with spurs on them stick out

with helpless stiffness.

A flask of brandy—a precious restorative treasured for

use in such desperate need as this—stands with a tumbler
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and a jug of water on the camp washstand that is between
the two cot-beds. Upon the second bed aits a big and
stoutisli man, whose large face, not pink just now, is hiddenm his thick, quivering hands. It is Captain Bingo Wrynclie
heavy Dragoon, and honest, single-hearted gontleman'
to whom belongs the blown and muddy charger drooping
in the loose-box outside. The telephone has summoned
him in haste from Hotchkiss Outpost North, to see the last
of a friend.

XLIX
" It was just before the rainstorm that it happened Ho
was ca the lookout. Thoy have been moving the big gun
and the 16-pounder Krupps again, and some of the laageis
seem to bo shifting, so we have kept an extra eye open of
late, by night as well as by day. He was very keen
always. ...

Already he is spoken 01 by those who have known and
loved him as one who was and has been.

" He had relieved me at 10 a.m. Ho might have been
up over an hour when it happened. The orderly-sergeant
had got his mouth at the speaking-tube, in the act of sending
down a message

; he did not see him hit. It was a shell
from their Maxim-Nordenfelt. And when we got to him
the first glance told us there was little hope."

" There is none at all," says Saxham curtly, as is his
wont. ' A splinter has shattered the lower portion of the
spine. The agony can be deadened with an opiate, and the
ruptured arteries ligatured. Beyond that there is nothing
else to do, though he may live till morning."

He managed to ask for Wrynohe before he swooned
80 we 'phoned him at Hotchkiss Outpost North. He got
here ten minutes ago, badly out up, but there has been
no recognition of him. Do what you can, Saxham, in the
case. Every moment may bring Wrynche's recall. There
IS another person I should have expected the poor boy to
ask for

. . . That young girl, Saxham, whose heart has
to be broken with the news, sooner or later. Perhaps
about mghtfall, when it wiU be safe for her to venture
1 ought to .send an escort for Miss Mildare ?"

M,|
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The slow, dusky colour rises in f^.ixham's set, pale face,

and as slowly sinks out again. Ho has been standing in

low-toned colloquy with the Chief outside the heavy
plush curtains. He turns silently upon his heel and
vanishes behind them.

" Ting—ting—ting /"

The telephone-bell heralds an urgent recall from Hotch-
kisa Outpost Xorth. And a beckoning hand summons
Captain i^ingo from the bedside of his dying friend ere

ever the word of parting has been spoken.
" It is for you, Wrynche, as I expected."
" I am ready, sir. Orderly, get my damned brute out !"

The sorrow and love that swell the big man's heart to

Imrsting find rather absurd expression in his savage
objurgation of the innocent brown charger. But Captain
Bingo, when he stoops over the camp-bed where lies

Beauvay.=ie, kisses him solemnly and clumsily upon the
forehead, and then goes heavily striding out of the death-

chamber with his bulldog jowl well down upon his chest

;

and a moment later when he is seen bucketing the lean

brown charger through the thrashing hailstorm that is

jagged across by the white-green fires of bursting shell, is

rather a tragic figure, or so it seems to me.
Meanwhile, what of the man who lies upon the bed ?

Since Bingo's face came between and receded into, those

thick grey mists thit Father about the dying, he has lost

consciousness of present things. Fever is rising in those
wellnigh empty veins of his, his sldn is drawing and
creeping ; it seems as though innumerable ants were running
over him. The hand that is not powerless tries to brush
them away. Sometimes he thinks he is in Hospital, and
that the man in the next bed is groaning, and then he is

aware that the groans are his own. He is conscious that

a needle-prick in the sound wrist has been followed by
sensible relief. The unspeakable grinding agonies subside

;

he is able to murmur, " Thanks, Nurse," as he gulps some
liquid from the glass a strange hand holds to his lips. . . .

The groans are sighs now, and the clogged brain, spurred

by morphia, shakes off its lethargy. The fever goes on

rising, and he begins, silently, for hM powers fail of speeel).
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is nothing to the tempest that rages in the soul of the

quiet man in sodden khaki «ho watches by the dying.

She has been sent for. ... She is coming. .. . To kneel by

the low cot and weep over him who lies there ;
kiss the tor-

tured lips and the beautiful dim eyes, and hold the un-

wounded head upon her breast. . . . How shall Saxham bear

it without crying out to tell her ? Ho clenches his hands,

and sets his strong jaw, and the sweat breaks out upon his

broad, pale forehead. The man upon the bed, mentally

clear, though incapable of colierent speech, is now listemng

to comments that shall ere long bo made by living men

upon one who very soon shall be numbered with the dead.

" Well, well, don't be hard on the poor beggar !" he hears

them saying. " Give the devil his duo : not a bad chap-

take him all round. Got carried away and lost his head.

She's as lovely as they make 'em, and he . . .
»l«;''ys »

fool where a prettywoman was concerned—poor old Toby

.

He pleads unconsciously, with his most merciless judge,

in his utter incapacity to plead at all. . . .

And so the time goes by. There has been commg and

going in the place outside. The guard has relieved tlio

double sentries, uae official lamp bums redly under tlie

little penthouse. A reconnoitring-patrol nde out, the

horses' hoofs sounding hollow on the earth-covered boards

of the sloping way. The business of War goes on m its

accustomed grooves, and the business of Ijfo will soon be

over for Beauvayse. Yet she has not come. And Saxham

looks at his watch.

Nine o'clock. He has not eaten since early morning.

He is wet to the skin and stiff with long sitting. But when

the savoury odours of hot horse-soup and hot bean-cofiec,

accompanied by the clinking of crockery and tin pannikins,

announce a meal in readiness, and would-be hosts come to

the curtains and anxiously beg him to take food, he merely

shakes his square black head and falls again to watching

the unconscious face of Beauvayse. The conscious brain

behind its blankly-staring eyes is thinking :

" Those paragraphs. ... In black and white the tinng

looked damnable. And think of the gossip and tongue-

wagging. Whatever they say about me ... she 11 be tUe

one to suffer. They're never so hard on . . . the man !
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He has uttered those last words audibly ; they pierce to
the lieart's core of the mute, impassive watcher. Strnng
antipathy is as clairvoyant as strong sympathy, and with a
leap of understanding, and a fresh surge of fierce rosentmont,
Saxham aclinowledgos the deadly truth contained in those
few halting words. She will bo the one to suiler. Beside
the martyrdom inevitably to be endured by the white
saint, the agony of the siimcr's death-bed pales and dwindles.
There is a savage struggle once again betHeen Saxham
the man and Saxham the surgeon beside the bed of deatli.
His sudden irrepressible movement has knocked the

tumbler from the little iron waslistand at his elbow. It
falls and shivers into fragments at liis feet And then—
the upturned face slants a litt o, and tlie eyes that have
been blankly staring at the roof-tarpaulins come down
to the level of his own. He and her fallen enemy regard
each other silently for a moment. Then Beauvayse says
weakly, in the phantom of the old gay, boyish voice that
wooed and won her :

" Thought it was VVrynche. Where is
"

The question ends in a groan.
Saxham the man shrinks from him with unutterable

loathing. But Saxham t' o surgeon stoops over him,
saying, it) distinct, even t aes :

" Captain Wrynche .as here. He has been recalled to
Hotchkiss Outpost North. Drink this." This is a little
measure of brandy and-water, in which some tabloids of mor-
phia have been di.ssolved. And Beauvayse obeys, panting :

" All right. But . . . more a job for the Chaplain than
the Doctor, isn't it ?"

" Do you wish the Chaplain sent for ?"

There is a glimmer of the old lazy, defiant humour in
tile beautiful dim eyes.

" What could he do ?"

Sa.xham answers—how strangely for him, the Denier :

" Ho would probably pray beside you, and talk to you
of God."

There is a pause. The faint, almost breathless whisper
asks :

" It's night, isn't it ?"

" It is dark and stormy night."
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Beanvayse says, in the whiHpering voice interrupted by

long, gasping sighs that are beginning to have a jarring

rattle in them :

" Before to-morrow. ... I shall know more of f!od . . .

than the whole Penoh of Bishops."

There is silence. And she does not come. The man on

the bod makes a painful effort, gathering his nearly-spent

forces for something he wants to gay :

" Doctor !"

" Let me wipe your forehead. Yes ?"

" I . . . insultfd you frightfully the other day."
" You need not rociiM that. I have forgotten it."

" I . . . beg yi)ur pardon ! Will you . . . shake hands ? . . .

My left, if you don't mind. The other one's ... no good."

Ho tries to lift tlie heavy arm that lies beside him. There

is only a faint movement of the finger-tips, and he gives

up the effort w ith a fluttering sob. And the square white

face with the burning eyes un-ler the lowering brows

opposes itself to his. Words are crowding to Saxham's lips :

" / toould gladly Khakc. the. hand of the man who innultcd

me and who has apologiird. And I hrmmvr the brave nfficrr

who me-ti Death upon - field. But with the would-hr

betrayer of an innocent ,jtrl, Ike dancing-woman's husband

who proposed himself as mate fnr Lynette Mildare, I have

nothing but contempt and ahhorti ''re. He is to me a leper.

Worse, for the leper I would touch to .-nre .'"

He docs not utter the words, nor does his rugged, un-

conquerable sincerity admit of his taking the hand. He
fights with his hatred in silence. And «lie has not come.

What is he saying in that weak voice with tlie rattlinj;

breaths between ?

" Listen, Saxham. . . . There's . . . something I want

you . . . say to Miss Mildare."

The grey mists that gather about him shut out a clc.u

view of Saxham's terrible face. The feeble wliispcr

struggles on, broken by those rattling gasps.
" Tell her forget me. Say when I . . . asked her ...{<

marry me. ..."

Silence. He is falling, falling into an abyss of vast un-

certainties. The blue lips dabbled with foam can framo

no more coherent words. Only the brain behiixd the dying
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oyos ia alivo to undcrstaucl when Suxliam ftppro.icli.s l,U
own livid face ond blazing oyes to the facn umn tlio pillow
and says

:

» 1 .

_

" Do not try to speak. Close your nyes when you moan
Yes. I know what you wi»h mo to ti'll Miss Miidare It

IS that when you asked lior to marry you, you -vto already
the husband of another woman. Am I eorrc ?"
The affirmative signal comes.
' You wore married to Mis.t Lavigne at the Registrar'*

oirioe, Cookliam-on-Thames, last June, before you sailed,
the witnesses were your valet and a female servant at
Undoroso Cottage. And knowing that you were not free
you deceived and cheated h.^r. 'rhat is what 1 am to toll'
.Miss >Lld,ire ? Signal if I am right."
The dying eyes are brimming with tears. When the lids

shut, signifying "Yes," slow, heavy drops are forced
between them.

" Very well. Now hear. I will not tell her !"

The eyes opi^n wide with surprise.
"I will never tell her," s.-vs Saxham again. "I will

not blacken any man's reputation to further my own
intercuts." The vital strength and the wliite-hot passion
'>f him, contrasted with the spent and utt(;r laxity of tlio
dissolving thing of clay upon the bed, seem superhuman.Do you hear me?" he demands again. "Listen once
more. Knowing the truth of you, I camo here to force you
1.0 undeceive her. Hod you refused, I would certumly have
liillcd you. But I would never have betrayed you !"

That "never" of Saxham's carries conviction. The
pale ghost of a laugh is in the dying eyes. The wraith of
li.-:iu>'ayse's old voice comes back agam to say :

Doctor, j'ou're a . . . damned good .sort !" And then
thfiio is a lon^^ long sUcnce, broken only by those painful
rattling breaths, never by her coming.
The end cumcs, and she is not there. A pale blink in the

Hil( sky --astward hints to the night lookouts of hot drink,
food, and welcome rest. Tlio Chief stands beside the com-
fortless camp-bed, where the hope of a high old House is
llickeiing out. The Doctor holds the wet and icy wrist.
" lere the pulse has ceased to bo perceptible. The sheet
above the labouring breast rises and falls with those panting.
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rattling gai.pii ; the beautiful <-y<>ii are roll«l up and inwardi.

Tlio liaht in very nrnrly out, whi>n, with a lost rffort, the

tlnnic l.-ftl)H up. Hr thinkH that wliat is f n barely |><r-

coptihlr whinner of a tonnue iilready clay is a loud and

ringing cheer. He thinka that ho w Bhouting, hw Htrong

young voice topping a hunclr««l other voic(«. It seemH to

him who. for the bribe of all the beauty he Iuih coveted and

all the love that itt yet unwon, could not 8i>eak one audible

word or move a finger, that he waves liis hat again and

again. Oh ! glorious moment when the white mmmbeunis

blink on the grey duat-wall rolling down from the North,

and the horsemen of the Advance ride out of it, and cluster-

ing enemies that have rallial i-jain to the attack waver,

aiid disperse, and scatter. ...
x. , ,

"Hurrah! They're running—tunning for their lives.

Give it 'em with shrapnel! Oh, pepper 'em like hell ! The

Relief ! The Relief ! Hurrah !"

It is all over with the opening of the day-eye in the cast.

\V1 en they leave him, beautiful, and stem, and calm ui that

deep slumber from >.liich only the Angel with the Trumpet

may awaken him, and pass out between the curtains, the

dark, short officer who was on the lookout when the Doctor

came stands very palo and muddy, and stcammg witli

damp, waiting to report. And tvo troopers of the Irregu-

lars, wet and muddy and steaming too. are waiting also,

just inside the tarpaulins of the outer doorway. And she

is not there. /-,.« u i

A few rapid words, an exclamation irom the Chief, shaken

for once out of his steely composure, and quivering frnm

head to toot with mingled rage and grier .

" My God, how unutterably horrible !"

Saxham shoulders his way into the ring of wlute faces

that have gathered about the dark little muddy officer.

" What has happened to Miss Mildar-> V

The little officer answers, panting

:

j oi. "
" The Swters could not make her understand. She

The Chief speaks for him :

" She had been previously stunned by the saock ot—

a

terrible calamity."
" "What calamity ?"

. .

Iffl
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"Thn MotliPr-Siipurior Imii boon killed. Two of tho
Sifttora and Minx ^lildiiro found lior in tho ( onvont olmiH'l.
Thoy not thoro boforo ovoninR. fho nnifit Imvo Imm-h dend
Bomo hours. SIio hnd iM'cn bIioI through tho lungii."

" By ft Htray bullet !"

'• By a bullet from ii rovolvcr, lirod oIoho onongh to Hcorcli
tho clothod. Foul murder, and by fJod who «iiw it done— "

The lean elonelie<l hand, thrinm upwardH in a Havago
gosturo, the blazing eyes, the livid, furrowed face, the
tt-rithon mouth, th.^ furioun, jarring voiee, loavo little doubt
(if tho vongoanee that will bo wreaked when he Rhall track
down tho murderer. I£o whceln abruptly, and goes to tho
tclophono. Till- swift, imiierative orders volt from fort to
fort

; tho circuit of vigilance is made complete, the human
bloodhounds unleashed upon the trail, in a few in.stants,

thanks to the buzzing wire that brings tho nxMith of a man
to the ear of another across a void of miles.

But Bough, primed with knowledge as to which arc
(lummy rifle-pits and which are real, aiiU^l by acquaintance
with the ground, and covered by that wuthering night of
storm, has already |.;cr<!ed tho lines. Subseciucntly that
excellent Afrikander, Mr. Van Buseh, rejoins Brounckere'
blight b(jy at Tweipans, with information that decides tho
(l;itc of Schonk Eybel'a Feint from the East.

She had gone about her Master's business all Monday, calm
and composed, and ine.xorably gentle. She did not meet
Ki'hard's daughter before nightfall. " She will not suffer
now,'" sho thought, oven as she sent the message that was
to allay Lynette's anxiety, and give notice of her where-
nbiiuts in case of need. Her mission led her to a half-
wrecked shanty at tho south end of tho town, where some
Lithuanian emigrants herded together in indescribable
filth and misery. A woman who had been recently con-
fined lay there raving in puerperal fever. Until nightfall,
when she was removed to tho Isolation Hospital on tho
veld, nei , the Women's Laager, the Mother-Superior
remained witU the patient.
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it
?

A burly, bushy-boarded man, with a peculiarly dark skin

and strange steely oyea, passing the broken window, caught

sight of the noble profile and the stately shoulders stooping

above the miserable bod. Going home at dark, the Mother
heard a stealthy footstep following behind her.

Smco llio Town Guard had been withdrawn to man the

trenches, many people, revisiting their deserted dwellings,

had found them plundered of movable possessions, and,

losing the fear of Eternity In wrath at tho wholesale evapora-

tion of their worldly goods, had thenceforth remained to

protect them. Instances there had been of robbery from
tho person by thieves not all tracked down by Martial

Justice and made examples of.

Tho hovering human night-bird and the prowling human
jackal, whoso solo end is money and mcmey's worth, has-i'

no terrors for Holy Poverty. But there are other creature:;

of prey more terrible than these. And the padding foot

steps that followed, hurrying when she hurried and slacken-

ing when she went more slowly, and stopping dead wh<n
she paused and looked round, convoyed to her a haunting

sense of something sinister, and at tho same time greedy

and guileful, that bided its time to spring.

Slie moved in long, swift, undulating rushes, her black

robes sweeping noiselessly as a great moth's wings over the

well-known ground, her course kept unfalteringly ; but hci'

heart shook her, and she gasped as the Convent bomb picmf

nearod in sight. She had wrought much and suffered nioio

of late, and she knew herself less strong than she had hun.

When tho blue light that hung from a post by the laddi i-

hole blinked "Home" through the mirk of a night nf

thin rain and raist-shrouded stars, she knew infinite relief.

Her groat eyes were as wild and stramod as a hunted deer's.

and her bosom heaved with her panting breaths. She pautiid

a uKiment to regain her composure before she went down.

The nuns who were not on night-duty were gathernl

together about the trestle-table sewing, while the lay-Sistcjs

prepared tho scanty evening meal. Lynetto was tlieic.

sitting pale and quiet on her corner-stool. Richaiil's

daughter had been watching and waiting for her Motliir.

Ah ! to see tho relief and gladi.ess leap into the dear faic,

and sluno in the beautiful wistful eyes that had shed :.nili
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Vou are never to tell him'"

bearable.
wickedness and misery seemed almost

" It is the Mother. Mother >•

went back to ho7soort„"™irT, J'^^'^'^^'
«%h«J, and

ceased stitching.
'' ^ '''' ^"'^ '"''^^'^ had not

milt:*y':ft!rifi:i"ti;'''^*m''''''r'
•^"^"^^ *" i^- "^''-g-'

'^^A-'-nLdUi^rcTurf hii'
^'^*^^ ^"''--

utteXS%Tthtne:h"*"H- ^'j—y-o-^. a.d
thingSen c^ld not h k'^^"^

*" "l"*'^ °^'^"^«. *he

poisoned her less certain Iv A„A i '
''/'""'« have

"ords upon her L„;„ *
^'

,
"''^'y ''™* "' the obscene
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The Mother read the letter from the loathly bepnning

to the mfamous end. She had been «°^«ly ^™;«^* "P;",

of late. She tried to pray, but she knew the Ear Above

must be averted from one who had lied and wa* m deadly

sin. . . . When Sister Tobias eame back she found her

lying in a swoon. ..... i „„i„
The little old crooked, nimble Sister, with the long, pale

gheep-face, dropped on her knees beside that P™"^ ""1'™"

of statelywomanhood, removed the Mother's hooded mantle.

loosened the r,„impr and habit, and worked strenuously to

revive hor, dropping tears.
^^ ^rru^f^

" My bpautiful, mv poor laoib !" she crooned. \Vhat s

come to her ? What wicked shadow's black on a 1 of u« ?

What's brooding near us-Mary be our guardian !-that r

struck at her to-night V j„™^ f™„
The letter lav upon the floor, where it had dropped from

the unconscious hand. It lay there for Sister Tobm«, an<l

might lie. If the Mother willed *« t-'lV^J,"?*/"* m.,
would tell. If not, the little old nun, her faithful daughte,

would never ask or seek to know.

She opened her great eyes at last, and smiled up at the

tender, ^nkled ugliness of the long, sheep-like face m tho

close white linen wimple.
" Sav nothing to anybody. I was overdone, she saifV

and ro'se. Sister Tobias picked up the letter, and gave .t

to her. There was a Boer mutton-fat can^e flarinp

draughtily in an iron sconce upon the wall. The Moth< r

movli across the little room, and burned the letter to thr

last blank comer, and trod the fallen ashes mto impalpable

powder. Then she helped Sister Tobias to J-einoye every

trace left, and obviate every danger that might result from

her late toil, and rejoined her quiet family of daughters as

though nothing had happened.
,

, , , , ,-,
They recalled afterwards how cheerful and how plan.l

she had seemed that night. Her smile had a heart-breaking

sweetness, and her voice made wonderful melody even m

their accustomed ears.
, . i. j

They supped on the little that they had, and chattrf

said the night-pravers, and went, aching, all of them, with

unsatisfied hunger, to bed. You may conjecture the

orderly, modest method of retiring, each Sister vanishmg w

'

' »-!'r'? 'i

^.i^rT
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horsolf'!^'' r
ourtainod screen to disrobe, lave, and vest

livirfpH K
*"• '"'''"''' "'"'" **•« litt'« ii-on beds oaohdivided by a narrow, whito-cotton-oovored boa^d Ttltwo coMtricted berth.,, the row of quiet Zreshv ^t

of ?ht »n^n''
'''-^ T7 '*'"• ""^^S ^^^ Wdeous sentences

ilence, sudden y grown rigid and awful, ify aeC w th

.he mS-. ^ "ome from him, that had warmed the hJartshe hid It near. His dearest he ealleH h„. L-

W...; *'V,»"',«»«'^
k»™ lir. in ».3Stt
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woman welded by God's ordinance into husband and wife.

ZTZvTA a little at the thought ot th-?*j»* -"*?
> P^J;

Uar utter oneness. And then, with a sickening, horrible

statoK of the heart, she realised that, however well such

Tse^ret as that she guarded might be ^ ddenJ-efore th^

priest and the clergyman made they twam One it must

be known ot both afterwards, or else be for e^f threateii

ing to start through the burying earth, crying, I am here.

"
SheTdZ::XL sultry heat of that long noon,

and deaf when voices spoke to her. She was thmkmg. . .
.

How « ^he might be mistaken in Beauvayse. even now ?

He was beautlul and brave and alluring to her woman s

.cnso in what she knew of him and what was yet o kno^^

Ho called her .ind drew her. Nothmg noble awakened m

her at the smile on the gay, bold lips and in the grey-gr<^2

lewel-brisht eyes. Wlien he had held her to his heart she

Lad not felt hJr soul merge with another, its {""ow, and y

stronger and greater, in that embrace. He and she weie

not bodiless spirits floating in pure ether but an earthy

mtle girl and boy, very much athirst for the common cup

Stuman rapture, hungry tor the banquet of mortal blis^

It was sweet, but how if he were »fother and not the

one ? How if her hasty gift of herself robbed both in the

W end ? How if his headlong passion and tempesti ou.

ove should be torn from him Uke rags in the first mstan

of that discovery that must almost inevitably be made

Z^^ S^^aX^Ta^Urh^duick anguish,

•^"Mriirnoretl^into marriage pure B^some u.

written code of that strange lawgiver, tiie World, the>

were absolved of the necessity of spotlessness. The

mi.ht slake thMr thirst at muddy sources unreb"W;

Zv\ the more each wallowed, the more he demaaded of <1

woman he wedded that she should be immaculate m thougl^t

and deed—if in knowledge, that was all the better.

What a cloud of doubts assailed her, swarmmg hk>

hees settlina in every blossomed branch of her mmd, and

blotii^g ouTthe sweetness with angry buzzing, furry bod^^

armed with sharp stings for punishment or revenge, bh

?^-

%4<<'^!
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had seen a httle peach-tree weighed down and bowed to thered earth at its roots with the weight of such a swarm. She
felt at this juncture very liite the tree. A little more onlya slight morease of the burden, and the slender trunkwould have snapped. When the native bee-master cameand shook the double swarm into a couple of Uves, the

hfJlHVT ^^"^t ""^l"^- ^* ^''^ "°* ^^gain it« beautiful,
healtliful upnghtness for a long time.
The Mother had commanded her never m tell Beauvaysebhe realised that m this one sorrowful instance she was wiserthan her teacher. If unutterable misery wa« not to resultfrom their union, he must be told the truth before
Unce he knew it, would he love her any longer '. Wouldhe desire to make her his wife ? She knitt^ her browsand her fingers in anguish, and set her little teeth. Possiblv

not. Probably not.
=01 "ij

And supposing all went well and they were married.hhe had not realised clearly, even when she talked of.ravellmg abroad into the unknown, conjectured worldwhat It would mean to go out from this, the first home shehad ever known, and leave the Mother. She caught her
breath, and her heart stopped at the thought of wakinirup one monung m a new, strange country, and knowing
that dear face thousands of miles away
The loneliness drove her to daring.' She reached outa timid hand, and laid it upon the breast of the still rigidimmovable figure beside her. Ah, what a leaping, strivL'

tlnobbmg prisoner was caged there ! A faint sob of surprisebroke from her. Ah ! what waa it ? what could it mean »

.K ."! J!^ .T'"'
^''*' ""^''''•^ ?'"<'''«'* at the strings ofthat tortured heart. The Moth-.r turned, rose upon her

r tT'^T*^ ?"*" *'"' '"^ '''^''l^g '"^'•rier, twk thesight body m her arms, and gathered it closely to her
s ueldmg It from the fangs of that coiled, formless Terrer*
that threatened m the dark. She felt how thin and light
It was, and how frail the arms werf that clung about herand how wasted was the face that pre. .ed against the coarse'
conventual Imen, covering the broad, deep bosom whos^uhaste and hidden beauties Famine had not spared

u *?'^'* ]"* f
'^*' '"°"«"' ™«e-just once. Godwould not grudge her that. She bared her breast to the

r*M9~' imixLmt "v^ • ri'^-..'
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cheek with a sudden half-savage, wholly maternal gesture,

and drew it close and pillowed it and rocked it. Had

Heaven wrought a miracle and unsealed those white

fountains of her spotless woma ihood, she would liav"

found it sweet to give of herself to Richard's starving

child. But she had nothing but her great, indignant pity

and her boundless agony of love. Long hours after the

face lay hushetl in sleep above her heart, and while the long,

soft breaths of slumber went and came, she lay staring out

into the sinister blackness over the beloved, menaced head.

Rain leaked through the tarpaulin over the ladder-

hole, falling in heavy, sullen gouts and splashes on the

beaten earth below as blood drips from a desperate woimd.

That image rose, and the blackness seemed all red—red

with those lines of fiery writing ca it, smoking and crawling,

ttickering and blazing, climbing, and licking with thin,

greenish tongues of hell-begotten Uame.

Then the midnight hour struck, and it was time toriso

for Matins. Long after the S^Jters had gone back to bed

the Mother knelt on, a motionless figure wrestling in silent

prayer before the silver Crucifix upon the wall. Dawn

found her still kneeling. No ray of heavenly light hud

found her soul, that weltered in darkness, crying to One Who

seemed not to hear.

LI

She did not venture to take Lynette with her to theH jspital

next day, bat secretly charged Sister Tobias and Sistir

H; Ida-Antony to carry her whithersoever they wont, and

not once to let her out of sight. This done, she knew herspIC

impotently helpless to do more. This strong and salient

woman, lupped in unseen, impalpable serpci;!i-coiis that

tightened eveiy hour, was waxing weak. By her owu

deed she had barred out help and put counsel far from hii

.

She had known the punishment would not be long in comuig,

when, for the sake of Richard's daughter, she had lied to

Richard's friend.

Now she knew, poor, noble, sulfering soul, that it would

have been wiser to have saved her spotless garment from tho
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smirch by telling liim the truth. Then she oould have fought
this invisible tarantula Tiling, with the conjectural hairy
ela«s, the baleful, glittering eyes, antl the pudding fw't
that dogged her in the dark, with a, strong man's arm to aid
hei

.
(tod was in Heaven, and Ui Him were her faith and

trust, but the comfort of a human counsellor would have
been unspeakable.

In a purely aphitual dithculty she would have gone to
Father Wix. The kmdly, fussy, feeble little old priest
could hardly help her in this extremity. She had uevir
told him what had happened at the tavern on the veld.
Deep in her pitymg woman's heart the child's cruel secret
had been buried, once learned. Sister Tobiaa was the only
one who shared it.

Meanwhile she was followed that night and the next
night

; and on the mornmg of the Thursday, when she rose
from her sleepless bed, another letter weighted with a stone
had been dropped down the ladder-hole. She was to give
the anonymous writer a meeting and receive a message,
unless she wished them that chose to be nameless to lay
in wait for the girl. Most likely that would be the better
way. She oould choose.

She burned the second letter before she went to the
Hospital. She found there the single sheet of the A't'eye

Uazette fluttering in every hand. Even her dignified reserve
could not ward oil the well-meant congratulations, the
eager questions, the interested comments on the news
contains! in the three last paragraplis of the column that
was signed " Gold Pen." Then came the telephone
message from Lady Hannah. We know what words of
liers the wire carried back. All the more firm, all the more
rourageous, all the more determined that her knees shook,
and her heart was as water within her. For the Tiling that
I oiled in the dark would surely strike now.
Perhaps it waa some premonition of approaching death

that made her, always gracious, always inlinitely kiud,
untuing in helpful deeds, move about among the sick that
Jay, \sith such a sorrowful-sweet tenderness for them in her
"oble face and in her gentle touch, and in that wood-dove's
voice of hers, that they spoke of it long afterwards with
bated breath. A perfume as of rare incense wa« wafted
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from the folds of her veil, they said, and a pale aureole of

light shone about her white-banded forehead, and her

eyes Ah ! who that met their look could ever forget

those eyesj?

.It was before twilight when she left the Hospital and went

to the Convent, a tall, upright, mantled and hooded figure,

stepping through the heavy rain that had fallen since noon,

under a quaint monster of a cotton umbrella with ribs of

ancient whale,—Tragedy carrying Farce.

It was not the custom to linger in the neighbourhood of

the Convent, even among those who were most indifferent

to shot and shell. No one was vicible in its vicinity, except

one burly, bushy-bearded, dark-skinned man in tan-cords

and a moleskin jacket. He lounged against a bent and

twisted lamp-j.08t, near the broken entrance-gates, cutting

up a lump of something that might have been cake-tobaccti

upon his broad, thick palm with a penknife.

She passed him as she went in. His slouched hat made

shadow for his eyes. But so curiously shallow and flat

and rusty pale were they against the purplish-brc , , n of the

full-blooded, bearded face, that their sharp, sly, sudden

look as she went by was as though the adder-fangs had

slashed at her. She knew it was the man who had written

those two letters. And something else she knew, but did

not dare to admit her knowledge even to herself as yet.

She mustered all her forces to meet what was coming

as she went up the broken stairs. The wind and the long,

driving lances of the rain came at her through the gaps in

the walls. The sky was a driving hurry of muddy vapours.

The grey hills were blotted out by mist and fog. Long

flashes of white fire leaped from them, and the heavy

boom of cannon followed. Then all would be still again.

She passed down the whitewashed, matted, sodden cor-

ridor, and drew out the heavy key of the chapel door from

a deep pocket under her black habit, and went in.

Rain beat in here through Jagged holes in the .soft

brickwork and poured through the broken roof, whose

rubbish Uttered the floor. Whiter squares on the white

washed walls, sodden now with damp, and peeling, showed

where the pictures of the Stations of the Cross had hung

;

with them all draperies had been stripped away and hidden.
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Ihe orimron- velvet-covered ropes that had done duty
instead of altar-rails had been removed, their brass
supports unscrewed from the floor. The naked altar-stone
was covered with fragments of cheap stained-glass from
the little east window of which the Sisters hod been ho
proud rhe Tabernacle «ap<.d empty ; sandy, reddish-
grey dust filled the tmy piscina, and lay thick upon the
altar-stone and the shallow wooden altar-steps, and
wherever else tlie rain had not reached it to turn it into
yellow mud.
Why had she come here ? Because she felt as thouKh

the Presence that had housed under the veil of the Con-
secrated Element were still guarding Its desecrated homeAnd near the door of the tiny sacristy dangled the ropecomm micating with the bell that hung, as yet uninjured,m the uttle wooden cupola upon the roof. The bell could
be rung, should need arise. She did not formulate in thought
what neod. But the recollection of those poisonous adder-
eyes stirred even in that proud, dauntless woman's bosom
a 00 d and creeping fear. And when she heard the padding
stealthy footsteps whoso sound seemed burned in upon
her brain, traversing the soaked matting of the corridor
she caught her breath, and an icy dew of anguish moistened
ner shuddermg flesh.

Then slowly, cautiously, the door opened. He came in
shutting It noiselessly after him. It was the man she haci
seen loafing by the lamp-post. And, standing tall and
forbiddmg on the bare altar's carpetless steps, she threw
out her white hand in a quick, imperious gesture, forbidding
Ins nearer approach.
For an instant ti.e dignity and authority of the tall

black-robed figure gave pause even to Bough. Then he
touched his wide-brimmed felt hat to her with a civility
that waa the very essence of insolence, and took it off and
shook the wet from it, and dropped it back upon his head
agam. He leaned against the wall by the door where there
was a httle holy-water font, and stuck his gross thumbs inm belt, and waited for her to begin. Always he foUowed
ittat plan when the woman was angry. Nothing remained
t"i any bloke to teach Bough about the x^x You let her'ow a bit, and when she had done herself out, yoii put in
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That was Bough's way with

490

what you hadfgot to say.

" Voii have written letters to me and followed me."

His griimiiig nd mouth and tol.uiio atamed teeth

showed in the heard. He looked at her and waitt^d.

•• Why have you done thU ( -\nd, now that you have

brought yourself into my night, Huitting the safe shelter

of darkness and anonymity, what is to hinder me from

handing you over to those who administer and enforce

Martial Law in this town, and will deal with you as you

deserve V
. , , a

His light eyes glittered. His teeth showed agam m the

brown bush. He spat upon the floor of the sacred place,

and answered

:

. i »

" That's all blow. How do I know what you mean about

writing letters and following ? Who has seen me domg it !

Not one of the mob. I'm just a man that has uomo u.

off the road out of the rain. Maybe I have no business in

tliis crib ? That's for you to say. . . .
Maybe

J
have a

message for somebody you know. So you don t choose

to give it, then that's for her to hear." ,,.,.., ,

He swung about in pretended haste, and laid his hand

upon the door. .,

"Stop," she said, with white lips. "You wUl net

molest the person to whom you refer. You will give you.

message—if it be one—to me, and to me alone.

" High and mighty," the ugly, wordless smile that /»««

round on her again seemed to say. " But in a httle 1 II

bring you down off that " He spat again upon tlu'

Chapel floor, and scratched his head under his hat, ami

begMi, like a simple, good-natured fellow, a rough mum

with a heart of gold :

j , . u u i,„

"No offence is meant, lady, and why should it be

taken '^"

She seemed to grow in height as she folded her arms in

thek flowing black sleeves, and looked down upon um

silently. The boUing whirlpool in her breast mounted as

it spun, stifling her. But she was outwardly calm. He

went smoothly on, with an occasional display of red month

and grinning teeth in the big beard, and always that balttul

glitter in his strange light eyes :



THE DOP DOCTOR 491

" I'm a man that, in the goodness of his heart, is alwaysdomg jobs (or other people, and nnver getting thanked for
It. I MtarUd to push my way up here, two hundred miles
from Diumond Town, three wieks back, with a letter from
a woman to hur husband. She couldn't pny me nothing
p<.or old gul. Said she'd pray for me to her dying day'
there was a pal of mine put up the grubstake. His
name -his evil eyes were glued upon her face—" was
Hough. You've hottixl that name before !"

It was an assertion, not a question. The fierce rush of
crimson to her brow, and tlio Hamc that leaped into her
cyos had already spoken to her knowledge. She wa.s
deadly quiet, gathering all her superb forces for a sudden
lioness-spring. He went on :

"He's a widower now. Bough, and well-to-do. Getting
mi for rich. Got religion too, highly respected. Says
Bough to me, ' There's a young woman at the Convent at
(.ueldersdoip that's not the sort for holy, praying ladiei
to Uuvo under their roof, for all the gUb slack-jaw she may
liavo given them.'

"

Her great eyes burned on him.
• Say what you have to say, and be brief. (;o on."
Ho sliifted from one foot to the other, and licked his

lli-<liy lips.

I've got to tell the story my own way, lady. Don't
you quarrel with it. Says Bough :

' They picked her up on
tliu veld seven years ago, a runaway in rags. As pretty a
girl she was,' says he, ' as you'd see in a month's trek, and
liom what I hear they've made a lady of her.'

"
Still silent and watchful, and her eyes upon him, search

mg him. He went on :

_

'However the years have changed her,' says Bough,
you 11 spot her by her little feet and hands, and her

sl.^iider shape, and her big eyes, like yellow diamonds,
^iiKl her hair, the colour of dried tobacco-leaf in the
sun. . . .'

"

Slie quivered in every limb, and longed to shut her eyes
iiiiU bar out the intolerable sight of him, leering and lying
there. Hsd she not interrupted, she must have cried out.
olie said :

Vou tell me this an Bough is at Diamond Town V
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"
I Mid he WM there u hen I left. The young wom»n he

talked of waa brmUt up at his place in Orange River

Colony, a nice respectable boarding-h ouge and hotel for

travelling famUies on the veld between Driepoort an.l

Kr<K)nfontein. Bough was good to the girl, and w. wa«

biti wife, that's dead since. Uncommon ! Not that tliey

had much of the dibs to spend in those days. But. beinn

an honest Christian man. Bough treated the gi. like hi»

own. And right down bad she served him."

He Ucked his thick lips again, and the Hattish, Ught-hue.l

udder-eyes glittered.
" There was a bloke that used to hang around the place-

kind of coloured loafer, with Dutch blood, overgiven t"

Squarefaoe and whisky. He got going gay with th,'

"
She stood like a statue of ebony and ivory. Only by

the deep breaths that heaved her broad bosom could y.u

tell she lived—by that, and by the unswerving watchfulness

of those burning eyes.
" Aiid Bough, when he caught them together, got mail,

being a respectable m.4i, and let her taste the sjambi.l-.

Then she ran away."
, .,. .u ,i .

He coughed, and shifted again from one foot to the other.

He would have preferred a woman who had loaded liim

with invectives, and told him that he lied like hell.

" The man that had left her to Bough's guardiansliip

was a sort of broken-down English officer by the name nf

MUdare "
. ^ • . i

Her bosom heaved more stormi!. but her intense and

scorching regard of him never wavered.
" —MUdare. He left a hundred pounds with Bo\igli,

to be kept for her till she was twenty. There was a wugg.m

and team Bough was to have had to sell, and use tlie

money for the giri's keep, but a thiff ^f a Dutch driver

waltzed with them—took 'em up Johannesburg way and

melted 'em into dollars. Bough got nothing for all Ijis

kindness-not a tikkie. But he's ready to hand over IW

hundred, her being so nigh come to age. There s a locket

with a picture in it, and brilliants round, that may w

worth seventy pounds more. All Bough wants is to do

the square thing. This is the message he sends her no».
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Tho money and tho jeweli will bo handed over, as in duty
bound

; and, since she's turned rcspeistble and got educa-
tion, I was to say there's an honest man -widower now, and
well off—that's ready to hang up his hat for her. and wi|)o
all old scores off the slate in the regular proper way. . ,

."

She said in tones that were of ice :

" Bough is the honest man ? . .
."

I'
Just Bough

. . .
' Maybe, in my decent anger at her

Koings on,' ho says, '
1 wetif a hit too far. Well • I'm

roady to make amends by making her my wifo.'
"

The lioness crouched and leapt.
" You are Bough ! Y-.u arc the evil man. the servant

of Satan, who wrought abomination upon a helpless child !"

The onslaught came ho suddenly that ho h as staggered.
I'hen he swore.

" Not mc, by O i"

She pointed her long arm at him. and some strange force
seemed to Ijo wielded by that unweaponed woman-hand
that struck him and pierced him through flesh, and bono
imd marrow. . . .

" You are the man !" .She stretched her arms to the
Mild, hurrying clouds that looked in upon her through tho
yawning rifts in the roof, rand called i.()on her Maker for
vengeance. " How long wilt Thou delay, Im. 1, righteous
in judgment ? Fulfil Thy promise I Hind Thou Thy mill-
stone about the neck of this wretch, hat«d and accursed of
Thee, and let it drag him down to tho uttermost depths
"f the Lake of Fire, where such as he shall wallow and howl
throughout Eternity !

"

She was infinitely more terrible than the lioness who
has hcked her murdered cubs. No Pythoness at the
dizziest height of the sacred frenzy, no Demeter wrought
to delirium by maternal bereavement, was ever imagined
hy poet or painter as half so grand, and terrible, and awe-
iaspiring, as this furious cursing nun.

' —Delay not Thou, Lord !" she prayed. . . .

Rain fell in a curtain of gleaming crystal rods between
them. Seen through it, she appeared supernaturally tall,
her garments streaming like black flames, her face a white-
hot furnace, her eyes intolerable, merciless, grey lightnings,
her voice a fiery sword that cleft the guilty to the soul.
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C^i

The voice of Conscience was dumb in him. He knew

no remorse, and made a jest of God. But his callous heart

had been filled from the veins of generations of Irish

Catholic peasants, and, in spite of himself, the blood in

his veins ran cold with superstitious fear.

Yet, when no palpable answer came from that Heaven to

which she cried, he rallied, remembering that, after all,

.she was a woman, and alone with him in the pl8.ce. Shn

had gunk back against the altar that was behind her.

Her eyes were closed, her face i> white mask of anguish ;

she looked as though about to swoon. Bough hailed th(-

symptoms as favourable. Fainting was the prelude to

caving in, with the women he knew. But when ho stirred,

her eyes were wide and preternaturally bright, and held

him. He snarled :

" You'll not take the girl my message, then ?"

She reared up her tall form, and laughed awfully.

" Did you dream I would defile her ears with it ? No"

that I know you, you will be wise to leave tliis place
;

foi

it is a spot where your .sins may find you out
!"

Ho jeered :

"That flash bounce doesn't go down with me. The

trouble '11 be at your end of the house, unless you listen lo

reason and stop giving off hot air. What's to hinder me

making a clean breast to that swell toff she's wheedl.xl

into asking her to marry him ? What's to hinder mc from

standing up before the whole mob, saying as I've repenttd

what I done years back, and I've come to make an honest

girl of her at last ?"

The whirling waters of bitterness in her breast weif

rising, drowning her. ... He realised her momentary

weakness, and moved a step or two nearer, keeping \h"11

between the woman and the door.
" What's to hinder me, I say ?"

Her rapier of keen womanly intuition flashed out at lum

again, and drew the blood.
" Your fear will hinder you. You are here in an assuimd

character, and under a false name." The long arm shot

out, the white hand pointed at him again. " Vju nrvcr

came here from Diamond Ton n. That letter was » forf ^v

You have papers on you now that wouldprove you to tie a

'x:m'

^f^w^im^^'mm'-
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spy, if you were taken,
coward's face

""
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Ah. I can see it written in your

wj'llf!!" "r
*t t,ho/omaVs ear. prompting her. Orwas It

? Bough's dar!.. f.,:;.(,iooded face bleached tomuddy.pale a« her terrible voice ran, f.^ugh the desolateplace^ and echoed among . e -.roken rafcors

=1, J^ T.^T^'^
""'' ''

' '
•"''>"' •'our infamy Yon

\^fnT I u
Beauvayso now, and toll him all-all 'And ,f he loves her, he will marry her. And you who havesecrets upon your soul even more perilous, if le s vi; andhideous "-again the terrible haml pointed, and thatsense of a supernatural force that it 4lded knocked htknees together and dried up his mouth-" I see the mstone round your neck ! . ,

."

Wiyi!''.!'*"-""
!'"'«^'"0"nt''<i ™ a great note of triumphUith her inspired fa*e, and „ith her floating veilTielooked hke a Prophetess of old. " The Lord is no^t mocked '

He will avenge His little one as He 1ms promi.^ed ' Move

I have said r^
''°" '"" ^'^'^'' ''" '"''" ^"'"^ "•»>'^'

He was at the bottom of the altar-steps as the tallimperious figure came sweeping down. The curtlin ofmm no longer fell between 'them, but behLd hTm Hemust silence that railing voice that cried in the iloufetop-put out the light of those intolerable eyesHe drew out his revolver with a blasphemous oa'th Atthe gleam of steel in the thickening twilight she dLpedher upraised arms, and made a swift rush to the rZ of

h^ tM V"** I'*
' '=''?°^8. Two double strokes rUgCt

our^S il'^^"'''^.'"*!''""''^^^- • • • I'orasshelvunground, pantmg and tugging at the rope, he shot her in thfhack above the line of the white wimple from which the veilstreamed aside, and ran to the door as she cried out Ind

:;;!f:f.^"""!j
«^'"' """^^S to the vibrating tp^^' :^dtunied tliere and fired a second shot, that struck hefin the

Then he was gone, and the walls were crowding in on

ia: ""nd" t'h"'
-^''^^ "<=«ling to imm^alur^bird ."

twees, and the blood and air from her pierced lungs

'mwmmn7r':is^w9»
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bubbled tlirough the bullet-holes in the serge stud and the

scorched linen.

She stumbled a few steps blindly, then fell and lay

choking, with that strange gurgling and whispering in her

ears, the rushing blood mingUng with the water of the

puddles that the rain had made upon the httered floor.

She faltered out the name of her Master and Spouse, and

commended her pure soul to Him in utter humility. Death

would have been a welcome loosing of her bonds but for

the Beloved left behind, at the mercy of the merciless.

The stab of that remembrance lent her strength to

strugele up upon her knees. Ah, cruel ! cruel ! . . .
But she

must submit. Was it not the Holy Will ? She signed the

Cross upon her bosom, with fingers already growing stift.

and made a piteous little art of charity, forgiving the .sin

of the man against herself, but not liis crime against dcait

Richard's child. And she stretched out long black-sleeved

arms gropingly in the thick, numbing darkness that

hemmed her in, and moaned to the Mother of the mother-

less to have pity ! . . . pity ! . . .

She swayed forwards then, l.ke a stately falling column,

and lay with outspread arms upon the altar-step.

" Jesu. . . . Mary. . . . The child ' ..."

The sacred names were stifled in her blood. The last

two words were nearly her last sigh. Thenoefonvard theip

was no sound at all in the Convent chapel, save the duU

splash of rain, falling through the holes in the broken roof

upon the sodden floor, where the dead woman lay, faco

downwards.

(=" 7

No one had heeded the revolver-shot. The detonation of

one cartridge when a bombardment is going on, what docs

it count for ? And yet, when the burly figure of the runner

from Diamond Town slipped out of the Convent doorw »y

and stole across the shrapnel-littered garden, and crossed

the veld towards the native town, it had been barely

twilight—a twilight of heavy, drenching rain, to be sure.

Still, in it he had encountered those who might have sus-

pected afterwards. . . .
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Be.t that he^ralf'V L^gHi:!- Jl"''^^^^^^^
''"-'•

suspicion. That cuise.I ZZn *^ > '"^^''''* '"'" "'th

co.st him more tZt.Tf /'''''''''''' '^'"'-^ '"'«!''

i-ribod the orLi Tie or a?f ""t
"'"' "'''^•'' '^ '-"

iieSn"/'Sr :l^ ?'•
"r*'

""?• ^- "•" Krati.

l-red of the stut" you" ^M .t "n-
''"'''^- '"'"' ^"'^

played holl uith'th^™^ 1^,T2^"T- „'" '"""^^ ''

i'ei-s.
. . . Damn then ir.

"'","''> l'"'* "y«» of

"ut of mind and out of sight" ' """" * '^ '"'"' '^"' "-»

|.ixr.!:^:tv2b::rr'tr';.-^

::;:^i'\:iSirr^^-i-^^^^

eyes :
'^

''" ''^ *'nembe,-ed with a slmdder thosf

32

(:!, I
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sliallow water instead of grass and red mud. He had swum

llie deep pools, and once got entangled in barbed-wire,

and went under, gurgling and drowning, three times before

he wrenched himself loose. It had seemed as though a

dead woman's hands had seized him, and were dragpng

him down. But he tore free and passed safely, ihcre

was not a single shol-the Devil was so obliging !
And

then lest Brounckers' pickets should mistake a friend in

the darkness, he waited for light in a little thorny kloof

beyond their advanced outposts; and the dawn came,

with an awful gush of crimson dyeing all the eastern sky,

so that the pools about his feet-even the drops of » el

upon the »l..uc,i .iiid bushcs-oaughL the ruddy reflection,

and all the «oild seemed dripping «ith new-shed blood.

Then up had rushed the sun, and smitten a glori(iU..|

rainbow out of fog and vapour, and one end of it seem.a

to be in Gueldersdorp, resting in a golden mist upon thr

Convent's shattered roof, whUe the other vamshed in m.u-

hei ven It had seemed to the murderer like a ladder by

which the dead woman's soul went climbing, up and uj.,

to tell his crime to (lod. ...
, , /•

He aad killed her, that woman in black, to stop her lim.i

blowin" on him. Who would have dreamed a meek, sober

nan could be transformed like that ? A lioness whose cul>

has been shot, straightway becomes a beast-devil, blir,

standing on the naked steps of the bare altar, with »|i-

raised, blaek-slecved arms and black funerea r.|bc-.

demandiag Heaven's vengeance for that deed of old, ealhiVL;

dow n the iudgi.-.<'nt of (iod upon its doer, had been inhmu ly

m..re terrible tiian the lioness. Lightning had fla-shed I'.m

her treat eyes, and subtle eleci.-ic forces had darted ti.mi

her outspread tinger-tips. While she looked at him una

spoke she enmeshed him, helpless, in a net of terror U

%v;is only when she had turned her back that Bough li.t'l

had the nerve to shoot. And he was no novice in b no,l-

shcd—not he. There were things safely hidden ami put

au.iy ami buried, that might some day put a rope rou»<l

some man's neck. But the man would never be ."Hgn

There had always been a scapegoat to sutler until noy.

He ate mor« opium now than ever, because he could »>

forget that woman's awful eyes. He would see tlitm l.«A-

i-«»^.
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™> Istono about his neck l,i^
"'"' '^"^ Pointed to Z

" ;J«gging inn, do,v„ ''
'"^ """J""'' " there. Jfo "l^

al^ont thi,s time out o^tlt hid n
'"!'""« ^"mpanie^, feXj

"eighty, as uell as precin,,. , « "'"' '"" l«Js. It ishe-e mu.st Le beared"
.ll^lf:

'»'"'

"I"-'"
>'-. i„te i>"" carry a„ay a great de- 1 „ f , f ""'^''fe'K'-'^ nnd wlu-n

nmst^aid you.
"'^'^ "^ '' '^t a time, eonfederate"

"•'t/'"ied tlS;;; £,;n!;''^':;l>-
'^'"^^'^ l".mbl..he..*Jie buzzed heav%',ri^^^^^^^ ";'; "'^'^'"'^ ^'^''o

w

l,ii''SJy.^^crt:;,^,:!r-^.^;^i-^i-t.overeame
bandoher ^.e,e of ca«t gold e ev,

,

'*''''"' '''^"n li-'<

.«t« were ,i„ed ^T^^X^r °"''
^
"'^'' '''"

-t
( ape ioH„ he Hould dlb, dl 1 J^

*""" W'^terial.
-mc.. who >vere hi. e.^S'll ''""n"'

'^"'^ '""^ "f the
;"g'^nd, and sell it in utC 'n'^,"'^

-'^« ti"-^ ^tulV t..
'•:<> M"io. of \',m ij,,,,,,,_

'^ ^^on and banl< the money in
;•'>•• '^ys a woman eomin. and -i v

"°"'^ ""^t there was
"^° W« tool., and hi;X' ZZ '""! '^'<""- '-

j'f "^f"
''-•I. When tl,o'od „

'"'""'' '-'^'^ »»'--

;:ft^pit^:--'--^i-C";t:t-;-

-^outeposse.s.ion Ifr^mr' ""'''' '"-'^'^' -'I thai
Ji'-iugh understood women of ."t „ .«,.fcaxn class. !{« i^^d

3a_2
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ij J fi,„m fn hia will and bout them to his whim, all

rl:!: lonT
«?-*"' ^an of manifold experience as

^'u'le cU,re"'ti^ up out of reach of those gross, greedy,

Bu«h, ol Jol,.ni...bun!, "P''"''',~t ,™i.l. « lio...

-?l^>>i
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The gross, squarely-built man with the bushy whiskers an,l
the light strange eyes, found success attend his ovorv enter-
prise from that heir in which ho had spilt life upon thepavement of the Convent chapel. The tarantula-pounco
never missed a prey. Every knavish venture broiUt inmoney or money's worth, every base plot w.-^ earri.d
through triumphantlj. Bough, alias. Van Busch, was n.,t
ordinarily a superstitious man, but his run of luck made him
almost afraid at times.
Ho scontjd the Relief before the besiegers, undertook to

scout for Young Eybcl in the direction of Diamond Town
and ingeniously warned Colonel Cullings of a Boer plan
for cutting off the Flying Column on the scorching western
plams, which resulted in the capture of two waggon-loads
of burghers, their rations, ammunition, and Mausers-a
most satLsfymg haul. He placed before the leader of the
Hritish Force mtercopted telegrams which threw invaluable
light on Dutch moves. No more single-mindetl, ingenuous
and patriotic British ,South African ever drew breath than
Mr. Van Busch, of Johannesburg. And verily he reaped
his reward, m an officially counterNigned railway pass, which
would enable the jiatriot to render some further services
to British arms, and a great many more to Van Busch, of
Johannesburg.
He had his knavLsh headquarters still at the Border

homestead known as Haargrond Plaats. Something drewhim back to the place, and kept on drawing him. From
thence ho could observe and conduct his operations, and
gather news of the besieged in Guoldersdorp. He « asthe at the time when the Division-Irregular Horse and
Baraland Rifles, with a half battalion of Town Guards
converted mto mounted infantry by the simple process of
putting beasts underneath men who could ride them-
marched out of Guoldersdorp en route for Frostenberg

he sluttei-nly Dutchwoman and the coloured man whohad charge of the Plaats were too surely his creatures toctray Bough Van Busch. " Lot the dogs smell around the
.1 toe, ho thought, when by the sounds that reached him

!"rr''n\^°^t'*'^'' ^^ ''""'^^ the Advance liad halted,they 11 tiro of the game before they smell out mo !"
nia hidmg-plaoe was a safe retreat and storehou* for

• jr--"i«p ""SV"!'
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stuff that it was npopssary to conceal. No one knew of it

savo Bough Van Busoh and the draggle-tailed woman. It

WBR in the great stone-built chimney of the disused, half-

ruined farmhouse kitchen, a solid cube of masonry reared

by the stout hands of the old voortrekkers of 1836, its

walls, three feet in thickness, embracing the wide hearth

about which the family life of the liomestead had concen-

trated itself in the past.

There may hav(^ been a mill on the farm in the old days.

Or {wissibly, mc^aning to build one. those robust pioneers

of the Seiimd Exodus had dragged the two huge stones into

the wilderness, and then nbandonc^d their plan. The lower

mill.stono paved the hearth, the ui)per, the diameter of its

sliivft-hole increased by chipping to the size of a musk

mi-lon, had l:)een set by some freak of the farmer-arcliiteet'.-i

h^avy fancy as a coping on the top of the big stone shn ft.

I'lom thence, as Lady Hannah Wrynchc had said in one

of her descriptive letters, dated from " My Headnuarters

at the Seat of War," it dominated the landscajjo as a

r>ri)b<lingnagian stone mushroom might have done.

The wide black throat of the chimney half-way up whk

choked by a platform of beams and masonry, reaching not

quite across, so that even a bulky man who had climbed up

—divers rusty iron stanchions driven in between tli'

stones, and certain chinks affording secure foothold—migli

I

wriggle between the platform and the chimney-wall, and

so lie hid securely. Through the hole in the round sloin'

above came air and light. Crevices cunningly enlarged

afforde<l opportunities for viewing the surrounding country,

as for seeing without being seen, and hearing also all thiit

took place in the low-walled courtyard that was used as a

cattle-kraal. You had also a bird's-eye view of the loivn

end of the farm kitchen, where the wall had cracked, and

bulged, and spit out some of its stones.

To this eyrio Bough Van Busch retreated when the will

of dust to the south-west gave up the dim shapes of tiic

Advance, and the beat of many iron-shod hoofs, and lli'

roll of many iron-shod wheels made distant thunder,

coming nearer, always nearer. ...

Maar ! How the trot of the squadron-C(dumns, the roll

of the oncoming batteries, shook the crazy building. The

-..^arr miTJiv;
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quoHtions of the c.loured man and tho slipshod womanNr.ther know anythinK. Tho woman ™rs,.d tho EnXh-
cigarettes. I he man was c" mb as stono.

I he DivMion snaked o..t of the dust presently, a hunebroH-n centipede that had been chopped ii bits, and movfdwith intervals betwec, it- t avelling sootions. ' Ther i;.

and fin'
'*™"'''l .""," -i-'i"" "f innumerable moving legs

no th ea^t ,r''f Z*"^™' T' *'" «"^™»« ^'W *" ^he

It drifted in through every chink and cranny in tho greatchimney, with he smell of hot human flesh and H«eatin.— Bft:
«-«\Van Busch longed to, but dar.^! ::t

1 1*;,!
^'*^,"f ™"'a^ f«» "''""t Mm, and dislodged

tarantulas galloped over his boots. He shook the loath-

Th'a IZ^b
"'''"•''^'^"'''^*'' "«• «'•"'>''-'"« «' th -

rffinifv. f
*'.-""°'**"'' misplact.!, considering the

affinity between his own methods and theirs
Roll, roll, roll

! The English voices of the chatting menTouched up,,n their beasts' withers or sprawling on "hehmbers, the trampling and snorting of the horses the sharpsignal-wh sties of the leaders, the curt utte a^«.s ,,f .,,7mand, mj^gled with the stream of thought tharaeTd

himl :.^T,''™r* x'ghVanBuseh*' It had s ruck

thLIt^
th^^olonel and his Staff rode up and halted byhe gateway of the littered courtyard, that here would be alamo for a nervy man, with a set purpose, to ventureback cleverly disguised, to Gueldersdorp. He knew he

S „in i, ,^° '""' *'''™- ^^ "«' gathered in hisb am red sparks snapped before his eyes the thick red

irdv ,r.'?"'^
^''"'^^ '^™"«'' ^^ veins-drUmcd deafen

And the tail of the Division was going by. A Field
'•^cgraph Company, a searchlight company, the Ambu
i22Tt: "Tl"

"' J™«Port-waggons, ^with'the moiSt dnfantry, brought up the rear. The Advance had galloped

rangjout clearly, givmg some order. It said :
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" And if abandoned, carrv out instniptions, provioiiBly

warninR tho inmatc» of th<- farm to retiro out of —

-

The loan ..aRUv..' ikI, kixn-facr.! Colonel bent lower in

the saddle to reach the <ar of tli<- dismountwl offieer of

Roval KnKincerH. who Htoo.1 with one doeskin gloved hand

r..Htin« on the sweating «itl.erM of tll<^ brown Wal.-r^ He

an«wer<Hl, saluted, and .Jr.^w away. Then the Staff rode on

into the ginger yellow dusteloud, leaving th.^ offieer of

Engineers standing in the beaten traeks of many non-shod

Jioofs and manv ir''n-sh(«l wheels.

He was not left alone. A little cluster of mounted t ape

Police had d.tached itself from the rear of the Division.

They were dceplv-burned. hard-f)itten men, emaciated to a

curious unlformitv, niOuntc<l on horses as gaunt as their

riders A sergeant was in command of the party, and a

drab-painted wood.-n cart drawn by a high-rumpe<l, goose-

ncekMl chestnut mare, pitifully lame on the near fore, had

an Engineer for d-iver. His mate sat on the rear locker,

and a mounted comvule rodo by the mare's lame side J he

rider's stirrup-leatlier was lashed about the cart-shaft, and

thus the mare was helped along.

Obeying some order unheard of the man who was hidmg

in the old stone chimney, the party of Oape Police dividj^l

into two. One half patrolled tlie outward iirecincts of tlic

homestead. The rest, dismounting in the courtyard,

thoroughly searched the place. 'Hie Engineer officer took

no part in"the search. He stood by the stone-coloured cart

busy at the locker, the sapiier who had sat upon it being his

aid Ve.y soon he returned to the yard, and stood in the

middle of the litter motionless as a little figure of pale,du8ty

bronze, holding a cigar-box carefully in both his dogskin-

gloved hands. In spite of his patched khaki and ragged

puttees there was something dandified about hiin. His red

moustache, waxc<l to a fine point, jutted like the whiskers

of a watchful cat, the whites of his eyes gleamed like silver

as ho turned them this way and that, following the mo\ c-

ments of the men who went in and out of the farm-buildings

as directed by their sergeant. The sergeant was an cxpci-t

in his business, and yet, after a hasty glance up tlio black

yawning gullet of the chimney where Bough Van Busch

lay perdu, he had gone out of the dismantled kitchen

iV^'^
"im"^5gs?MMr5P^:j
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on spread kn«™ n'kl "w^""*
'^'7 h"-! Hto,.p^, ^n^;

spanned tht, wid« hearth wh,™ /h„
'' "/masonrv (hat

lay in rx.«derv K-ey drift "an htTh ™ "' '""«'''""' «^'-"

"een nothing. VVh.m vou c-iZ L M ""[«"""* "'<•>' Imd
platform-.,)! and Mu' ohiZ ''.^

""""holo b„t«„,.n tho

"nvthing. Tho insido of th^oM nh
""^""'' '*'"» '" «"«

The in.uisition'''rd?,l"th^Z?;:,T^^
•'•'".Ving o„t of the houH,,, pu luexi bv h^T> f

"."'" ™""'
shrill recriminations Tim „ 1 ^ ^'"*''h»onmn'H
a report to tho offi"^: of Pn„rn '"'"T""""'' "^'" mo'lo

<I<'P..t.Hl to Bclrch n ounteS*'^ a?-
"'" "T "'"' '"^ heen

I'atrol, and Hat pT>n tit huWi'.: ''v'-^i'*
'•'," ^ ""'' '''<-

","" .'xohanging furtive ink"^%h "" ™"'^-^""'
tl.oir .ou,s and t.die., to eVoltt^gt^dTtloT"'^

'"'"''
A quiet utterance from tlie li(H„ rL k • ". V

the torrent of the woman's anl.
'^-^"'"^ "«''- '•heek.Ml

-;;i-ng thick iianrtThelven •T,t'':„T"''::i'"' '"l"-«-V.
Hilenco was suddenly swen T.ln

""''""-^l man's stolid

protestations. SudIZ '
,oU n"''

•'

"1 "»"'*'' "^ <"''"'-' «"'l

f-e, they realise, tn^^:!;;2 O^^^Z::^"^'-'between the gatolcss rmsta n„t ...
""'^'"*' turned and ran

l>..of-tracked,l.hee l?r^\^^ 'Z'dT^
'"" *'''"'"''*>'

and awkward gestures of t'ror 1^ L""'
""go'n'y '">"y

P"o,ing Bough Van Busch of^ .n
^'^"^ "''"'"^^'^ ">«

chance in a Donner ftihln "Tr°« ^"- ^'^ «'^<'n V
'laughters, fea funrforfsW;e!L\'''''.'l

^^ """^ '"« two

- grotesque antL t htrrrr^^^^fhe d
''^'^> -"."'«' «

'^•Kiom, Queen Qty of the pfain
°°'"'"^ "'''""^ "f

in- counfe'""H ^."^*"T'
''"'•^'^ «'''"<'<'d ''""r the retreat

f^rrktLn.'^hV/fflhrz"" *^^^^^^^

l'othhisdogskr„4rn-dtnd^^^ box carefully in

^tuhbing his toe agaLst at bu,^" "k'"^ '" *'"' ^'''rt'.,

s" he caught his breaTh V'^T "'"'''""'' ''"'^ ''« h«did
yawning |ape ofX Jv.

'''' "^'PP'^ '^""n "°der the

f-biet'trb: k o ttr:^r nr^^i t-
«™p^ -^

^teppcKi back, and calJUfs^plytSa^lT" '"""

3^^" m^/'^
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Tl!!['manWoiL' dropp.-.! back dead out of th-hokod-up

rhimnnv-throat. A littlo Hooty d.int foil. There wan >-.

:,t;.ranHwer The voice wan lilted again, Hpeakmg 0,.»

time in Knglinh :

^^
" U anyone hiding here ?

No one replied, and the little offieer »e,.n..<l t« K'^"" "P;

Ho Ungor..! i moment longer, struck a njaU h a» thou„). to

iTght aoigarette, then went quickly out ol the ""tchen An

faerly waite.1 with hi« hor«e out« de the g.-teway M
Van Buwh, liHtening with «tr«ine<l earn, hear i the .Imk ol

:;,"• against stirrup, the creak o( the -"•"'; "-'r^,,,"^

rUler'8 weight. There was a flhort nharp whwtle follow. <1

b the To-nd of cant..ring hoof., and the .att e of hurrymg

»Lols dying out ov.r the veld to the north-ea*t. Ih.

:nwercome"ntru.lcrs ha.1 gone. Bough Van HuHch, after a

...iiitiouH interval, deemed it safe to descend.

H wa^r.4-lmeare,l with veld dust '-^-^'^rZ^
with mortar, ami black with old soot H« bulky bo.

:« mated as'he let hi.us..lf d..wn fr..n, '>-"'';"",;";;•

finding sure f«..th..ld in the crevices, and han.lgnp m th

St" uUron hooks from which plump "•"«"";•'''";
'V^,,

sausages had hung rip<>ning in the pungen "^.l^" "'~ :

wood and dri.,d dung. There wa« a smell m \m nostr Is Ul.

charring wool and saltpetre. He hung over tl... » ide hear 1

;„w i'hort drop of not more than a foot or tw.> wouM

lirino him safely to the ground.
. , , i i

Van Busch did not drop. He dangled by the hands n

swcatMl He blasphemed in an agony of terror, though ..

seemed to him that he prayed.

For the dandy Uttlo Engineer officer had leit tt^e cig.

boxTyiBg empty among the powdery ashes in the w., e, .-l-
-

world hearthVace. An imiocent-looking parcel
j:

Contained wrapped in a bit of old canv,as, and, furtl,.

rur^with J^r wire and string- --wedged >n a c w

between the blackened stones at the ^ack .,f the horn 1.

From it a fuse hung down ; a short length nearly c.msu

by the crepitating fiery spark at its 1<>°««.«"4-
.
" ^" ',

with a little purring sound, as though it liked the bus,..

^^

r was engaged u^n. Bough Van Busch knew that m

another moment th^ detonation would take place.
. .

.
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Hb hiiard nothing of it whon it cnnxp. ... Nor did lio
know it when Mm uulls of ('v<loi«iin inaHi.nry btilKc>d and
oprncd almiit liim liko tli(. p.tiilH of ii flowcrinK lily Hp
«(w Lryond all Hmt. Hi,-. Kross ImkIv. Ii.a.ll,™. rrnt and
torn an thou«h thr. devils it had lioiiscd hml wroaliMi tlu-ir
fury on tli.ji- tlw..llin«, lay BandHirlicd Ix-twocn th<.
H-rnokaKn of the K^'it rhimnivv and tlif millntono that had
pavod itH heart h, now a yawning <'uvitv. ""rn.' Hi.\ fci^t doop
lA'uninn on its HJd,. in a tr<n<h its o«n weight had due in
tho stony eaitli of thr dirty courtyard was the hugr .stone
that had topped th(^ shaft. Something ugly was we.lgedm the central hole that had hren made bigger to Ic^t ..nt the
smoke. And the murderer's soul, light as a dried leaf
nuttermg through the illimitable spa.eH of lOternitv went
wandermg on its way to the Balances of (Jod.

• • • • •
'Cho party of Cap,^ Police who had sear<hed Haargron<l

Plaats, with the drab-paintr'd cart, tlie three Knglneers and
the dandifie<l little oflicer, had f.nly ridd.^n to a safe dis-
tan.'e. They halted, ,uid, eoncealc.j from observation by a
fold of the grassy veld, waitnl for the explosion of the
d>-namite eartrid;;e. When it came, the Kngin.'cr ofii.cr
hut his bmociilars. and gave the signal to return.

hill

IMKRE were two funerals in the Cemotory at (iueldersdorp,
upon a night tliat no one will forget who stoixi in the
[lacked throng of shadowy mourners about each of tho-ic
c.fK>n giavcs. The m ind ble« .soft from the west, and the
vault of heaven miglit have been hollowed out of the
darkling depths <,{ an amethyst of inconceivable splendour
and planetary size. Myriads of stars, dazzlingly white
sMiing under this, the .Mother's fitting canopy, shared witli
iinother, not like her holy, not noble or unselfikh or devoted,
lint like her in that ho was brave and much beloved.

Beloved undoubtedly. Vou could not look at the crow.l-
mg faces about the narrow open trench where the Reverend
•lulius Fraithom read the Burial Service by lantern-light
without being sure of that. Men's eyes were wet, and
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women sobbed unrestrainedly. He had been so beautiful

and so merry and cheerful always, said the wet-eyed

women ; the men praised him for having been such a swords-

man, horseman, shot. Everyone spoke of him as the life

and soul of the garrison, the idol of his brother-officers, and

worshipped by the men under his command. Everyone

had something to tell of dead Beauvayse that was pleasant

to hear.
. , • j

But the great bulk of the crowd was massed bchrad the

black-robed, white-coiffed figures of the Sisters, kneeling

rigid and immovable about the second open grave, where

the Mother-Superior lay in her snow-white coffin, fully

habited and mantled, her Rosary in the marble hand on

which the plain gold ring of her Divine espousals shone, the

parchment formula of the vows she took when admitted to

her Order nineteen years before, lying under those meekly-

folded hands upon her breast. So she had lain, feet to the

altar, in the Convent chapel that her daughters in Religion

had draped and decked for her, keeping their loving vigils

about her from twilight to dawn, from dawn to twilight,

until tlus hour when they must yield all that was mortal

of her to Earth's guardianship and the unsleeping watch-

fulness of God.
Suffocatingly dense the throng about this grave, and

strangely quiet. The women's faces white and haggard

and tearless, the men's drawn and deeply lined. Not even

muffled groans or sighs of pity broke the profound silence

as the solemn rite drew to its singularly simple and impres-

sive close. As the fragrant incense rose from the censer

and the holy water sprinkled the snow-white pall that bure

the Red Cross, one dreadful word lurked sinister in every

thought

:

Murdered ! . . .

Their friend, helper, nurse, consoler, the woman ^vhosn

hands had staunched the bleeding wounds of many present,

whose arm liad lifted and pillowed the dying lieads iif

others dear to them ; who had stood through long nights nf

fever and delirium beside their Hospital pallets, minister-

ing as a very Angel from Heaven to tortured bodies and

sucSering souls—murdered !

The tender Mother, the wise virgin, who watched con-



THE DOP DOCTOR
g^g

The aged priest sobbed as follmveH >.„ .1

not yet contemplate the felieity oftl^pu^e ^^ITfl''martyred sa nt earriwl K„ r'„j' » . f °"' °f the

roices m hollow thunder upon Arctic heiehts 4nrl yJudue pursuance of the symbolic rite of Rn; .,
''"' '°

coming of her Master -.nH ho- T j
"''"'"« »r the ..econd

1 have said that all the peonle went 'ti,,.,.
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this. At other times she was not Lynetto, and Imew no

one, and had never known anybody of the name She vva.,

the ragged Kid, crouchim; on the Little Kopjo m the gather-

ng twmght or on the long mound that its eastward shadow

covered. Or she was lying under the tattered horse-blanket

on the foul straw pallet in the outhouse, waiting for tne

Ladv to come with the great, kind, covering dark.

Or she wa^ sitting in the t'^^-P^'t"', °" « "I 1„11!^
cube-sugar box beside the green rep sofawhere Bo"gh b"^^

on wet days or stormy nights, her great eyes NVild witli

apprehension, her ever/nerve tense and str.ined with terror

of the master in his condescending moods, when he would

make pretence of teaching her to scraw coar.e P"thc.oks

and hangers on tlie greasy slate that usually hung belmv the

gWand-bottle shelf. Or-and at these times the Sisters

fomid her difficult to manage-she was crouching upon one

side of a locked door, and a long thin wire was feelmg ts

way into the keyhole on the other . de, and the man who^

manipulated it laughed as the agile pliers mpped the end .„

the key and turned it in the wards of the I(.ck. • •
•

And then she would be running through the mght, anj-

where, nowhere, and Bough would te riding after. Sh«

could hear the short wheezmg gaUop of the tir^ pony wh. .1

r laid her ear to the ground And then
^^^^^;^

wielded by a strong and brutal hand, wou d bite mo.,
quivering flesh of the chUd, and she would shriek for mcu>

Ld pie^ntly fall upon the ground and he there like one de.ul

^acting that old tragedy over and over again.

Cod was very kind to you, lleverend Mother, if He ,

.1

that sight from one to whom she was so dear. Kut it ll.>

Blessed in Heaven have cognisance of wliat takes place 111

this dull, distant speck of Earth, I think s<.me saJt tear.

must needs have fallen from the starry eyes of one of (.hrisl ,

saintly maiden-spouses, glorious under the dual crown .1

Virginity and Martyrdom, and yet a mother as truly a>

ThaT^wift unerring judgment of Saxham;s had pohiU il.

months ago, to some such mental and physical collapse, .l.^

the result of shock, crowning long-continued nervous .nor-

strain. He had sai.J to the Mother that such a result w ould

be easier to avert th=£-= to deal w ith.
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h/nw'i! T"* °f ^ "^T "^ """Ky the man possessed thathe did not employ in dealing with it now
Let Sister Tobias tell us, as she told Saxham then, thestory of the Fmding. She was always a plain woman of few

"The last charge the Mother laid on us-Sister Hilda-Antony and me-was to keep our eyes upon the child. The

117 ^^ J"*"
''°'"' '^^ '°'<^ "^' ^"l I ^^ that something

S^ T^" ^'
anxious by the look that wa^ in her eyes "

b^^o^«l^^\'"^ r"*" 1
""^^'^ ^^""^ «""°° handkerchief

sliT Jl ? ^""^ "* "^ ^«^« '° '^« surprised, she
said. If she came home extra late. Sister Hilda-Anton^ and

LvnJfT -M "K^' *''" ^'^'"'^y ^"^titute. Wo took
Lynette with us.-Tliere

! . . . Didn't she look up, iu.st forthe one second, as if she remembered her name <"

Id fh^»rr"^ *''"
^u°"''"*

bombproof, but she did notheed the shattering crashes of the bombardment any morebhe had only moved to push out of her eyes the duUed andf^ed hair that the Sisters could not keep pimied up, andbent over her little slate again. Before that, and a pencil had
bt^en given her she had been restless and uneasy. Now she

nZd^fV .^'/wV'^'''''
^"^b a-s a child represonts^vith

n fif 1, ,
?* ^'«^t^nt sizes for heads and bodies, and

pitchforks for legs and arms. . .

Sister Tobias went on :
" The Siege Oazette had come out

Ss,^7''"n ,
*

1
"-^-,,-f "-«be dropped her voice to a

Lln,^ 7 "
"iT^S '''^'y '° ^ "^a™'«l before long tohim that s gone. May Our Lord give him rest .'" SisterXobiass well-accustomed fingers pattered over the bib of

WH^AnV "^i^P"""/ "''^"^ *''" «'g"- "And Sister
Hilda-Antony and me had the world's work with all the

nstitute to say how glad they were. Talk of a stone
lopped in a duckpond

! You'd have thought by the era";

c.ldL?»
g°t eJ'gagcd before." Sister Tobias wa.s never

poor dear, m hearmg even strangers praise l,i,n
; and v hen

I. ,•.

'! 'it
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the firing stopped and we were on our way home, she begged

us to turn out of it and call in at the Convent, where he d

begged her to meet iiim, if only for a minute, not having

seen her since the Sunday when
"

" Yes—yes
!"

Saxliam, who writhed inwardly, remembering that

Sunday, nodded, bending his heavy brows. His ears were

given to Sister Tobias, his eyes to the slight figure that

somehow, in the skirt some impatient movement had

wrenched from the gathers and the shirt-bodice that was

buttoned awry, had the air of a ragged, neglected child.

And she held up her scrawled slate to ward off his look, and

peeped at him round the side of it.

Big strung men like that could be cruel when they were

angry. The Kid knew that so well.

" We went to the Convent with the child," Sister Tobias

continued :
" We hadn't the heart to deny her, though we

thought the Mother might be vexed that we hadn't come

straight home. A queer thing happened as we crossed the

road and went up along the fence towards the gates witli

the child betw een us. . . . A big, heavy man, dressed as

the miners dress, with a great black beard and his hat

pulled down over his eyes, came along in such a huny

that he knocked Sister Hilda-Antony off the kerb into the

road, and brushed close up against Aer
"

" Against Miss Mildare ? Did it occur to you that the

man had come out of the Convent enclosure ?" Saxhiuii

asked quickly.

Sister Tobias shook her head.
" No ; but I did think he meant stopping and speaking to

the chUd, and then changed his mind and hurried on.

' Did he hurt you, dearie ?' I asked her, seeing her shakuig

and quite ttustered-like. And she answers, ' I don't

know. . .
.' And ' Was it anyone you knew V I puts to h. r

again, and ' I can't tell,' says she, like as if she was answer-

ing in hor sleep. Do you thinks she understands we're

talking about her, poor lamb ?"

They both looked at her, and she, having been taught by

painful ex|,erience that to bo the object of simultaneous

observation on the part of the man and woman meant
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pumahmeut involvi^stripes, began to tremble, and hung herhead. Prom under her tangled hair she peeped from side toSide, wondering what it waa she had left u^3ne J Ah --tto

out the houae-place and the bar. When the dreaded evesturned from her, she got up and went softly Tthe cornerwhere S.ster Tobias's besom stood, and took it and beZ tosweep, castmg terrified glances through her ha^.^t he^wo

Th«Tl^°® r^P^ Saxham^by the heart and wrung itThe scalding tears were bitter in Wa throat. Do what hewould to keep them free, his eyes were dimmed and blinded

nJ,Ti^
thoug'jt the young gentleman would be waitingnear the Convent," said Sister Tobias. " or in one nf Jh!

ground-floor rooms, but he wasn't th^re. Me and SisterHilda-Antony looked at one another. ' Eariy Cs for ayom^ girl's sweetheart to be late at the meetinTpl^e ^

Te^r^
HUd-Antony's eyes to me. and mine s^lZk,Ihe Lord grant no harm's come to him !' We waited five^utes by the school clock, that's never been letZ down!and then another fave, and still he didn't come. He hadgot^lus death-womul, though wo didn't know it. houre

nl'^^l ^1°' ^***' '^ ^P-^ad his wings o,,r theConvent. Both me and Sister Hilda-Antony f^t there wa!a strange and awful stillness and solemniess aboutZ
We d wajt no longer. But she, knowing we'd never leavewithout her ran upstairs. We heard her light feet SZ
:Ci dor t::^'!^^'^

'"^'^ ^^^^ '-« p--«« ^ ^'

Sister Tobias sobbed for another moment in the bluehandkerehief. The child, who had been diligentty sween

I^k^^r r"* ^^^^ "^"^ °f ^^^- She put the bro^aa«k noiselessly in its comer, and stole back to her stool.
VV ho knew what might happen next «

Then." said Sister Tobias, " we h3ard the druadfullest

33

i.«.i.
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scream.
' Mother !' just once, and after it dead silence.

Then—I don't know how we got there, it was so hke a cruel

dream-but we were in the chapel, trying to raise them up.

That dear Saint-may the Peace of God and the Bliss of

His Vision be upon her for ever '.-lay dead on the altar-

steps where the wicked, murdering hand had shot her

down ... And the child lay across her, just where she had

dropped in trying to lift her. And the strength of me and

the Sister, and the strength of them that came after, wasn t

equal to unloose those slender little hands you re watchmg.

The slender Uttle hands were busy with the slate and

pencil as Saxham looked at them.
" Those that came and helped us had been sent on from

the Convent bombproof, where they'd been to look for fter

-Sister Tobias glanced sorrowfully at the owner of those

little busy hands-" with an Ambulance chair and a story

of more trouble. But Our Lady had had pity on the chdd.

She was past understanding why they d come to fetch

her The brain can soak up trouble tiU it won t hold a

drop more. But she was quiet and happy kneeling by that

ble^ Saint, waiting till the Lady should w»ke up, she

said. . . . And, 'deed and 'deed, but it looked like the

blessedest sleep
"

^ • u* ti,„
Sister Tobias broke down and cried outright. Ihn

child eyed her half suspiciously, half wonderingly. Her

great terrified eyes had not seen the man strike but he

must have hurt the woman. Therefore, she looked sharply

at the man between the tangled masses of the haur that

could not be kept pinned up, and saw two great slow tears

ooze over his thick underUds, and glitter as they hung there,

and then fall. Others followed them, tumblmg down the

square white face, and the stem mouth was wrenched with

a strange spasm, and the grim chin trembled curiously. .
.

.

Somebody had hurt the man It is not possible to

foUow up the workings of the disordered mtelhgence and

snell out the blurred letters of the confused mmd. It is

enougrthat her terror of him abated. She shpped from

her stool to the floor, under the pretence of pickmg up her

slate-pencil, threw ba^k the hair that prevented her secuig

clearir and peered up in that working face of Saxham

»

with - rioBitv crouching near. She did not recoU violently
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when the strange, sorrowful face bent towards her ; sheonly shrank back as Saxhorn asked :

'You remember me ? You know my name ?"
hhe nodded, eyeing him warily. If his hand had movxlshe would have sprung backwards. But it did not stir

'

Tell me who I am, then 1"
" Man."
Her Ups shaped the word. Her voice was barely audibleHis hea,rt beat thickly as he went on :

auaioie.

" Quite right, but something else besides a man Aman^with a name. Tell me the name, or shall I tell it

She nodded and her eyes were great and timorous, butthere was no terror of him in them now

after*^me"^°"'
^^'"''"""~^'''" ®''^'"""- ^"^ ^^^ """«

For a wonder she obeyed. Sister Tobias caught a breath
of Burpnse, but her subdued exclamation was^ilence^ „mid-utteranoe by Saxham's look.

" Dr. Owen Saxham—Doctor because I try to cure sick
people. You have seen me trying at the hospitals. Youhave helped me many times "

She puckered her delicate, bewildered brows, and heldher head on one side. To bo made to think, knd reca 1and remember, hurt.
retail,

"-Many times, and the sick people were grateful.They often ask me now, How is Miss Mildare?"
Her attention had wandered to the bronzed buttons onhe Doctor's khak. coat. She wa« trying to count them

It seemed, by the movement of her lips. Saxham wentTnwith mexorable patience :

''Never mind the buttons. Look at me. Think of th«
paints at the Hospital who are asking when L^tteMildare IS commg back again. Tell me what I ^ tosay to them, Lynette 1"

His voice shook over the beloved name. In spite of hisgrim effort to fight down the overmastering emotion, his eyT^brimmed over, and a drop splashed, hot and heaw u^nhe wandermg hand that crept out to finger the butCshat would not let themselves be counted right. Shelooked up at the eyes that wept for her, and thei; min.lcd
33—2 °
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love and anguiah touched even her dulled mind to pity.

She held her slender hand up against the light, and looked

at the splash of wet upon it.

" You—cry V
There was a gUnuner of something m the eyes that re-

deemed their vagueness. A rushlight seen shining through

a night of mist upon a desolate mountam-side might have

meant as little or as much to eyes that saw it. Sa^nanj

saw it, and it meant much to him. His great chest Uted

on a wave of hope as he answered her :

,. ou n
"

I cry for somebody who cannot cry for herself, bhall

I tell you her nami ' It is Lynette Mildare. When tears

come to her, then it will be for those who love her to cry

again for joy, for she wUl be given back to them . . .

" Lord grant it !" breathed Sister Tobias behmd them.

But Saxham had forgotten hor. The fountains of his deep

were broken up and words came rushing from him.

" I think that day will come, Lynette. I beheve that

day will come," he said, holding the beautiful vague gaze

with his "If every drop in these veins of mme, poured out,

could bring it more quickly, it should be hastened so

;

if every faculty of my body, every cell in my bram, bent

to the achievement of one end, expended to the last umt of

energy in the restoration of what is infinitely dearer to me

than life-than a hundred lives, if I had them to devote !-

could insure its dawning, and bring the Ught of Reason

and Memory and Hope into these beloved eyes again

A sob tore its way through the Doctor's great frame.

He rose up abruptly and hurried away.

LIV

A DBADLY lassitude, both physical and mental, had settled

down upon the men and women of the garrison. Tliey

knew that Brounckers had gone south, leavmg General

Huysmans in command of the investing forces Tluy

knew that the rainy season brought them fever, for they

shivered and burned with it, and they knew that the scanty

rations of coarse and unpalatable food were getting smaller

every day.



THE DOP DOCTOR 617'

But thoy were conscious of these things in a duU w»vand as though they affected people who wcfe a longXLTe
thaf ^^^' "''"'° *5' '•''' thousandth time word camethat the advance-guard of the Relief was in sight whenthe commotion visible in the enemy's laagers suMest^apoked-up ant-hill, and seemed to confirm the rZrt therewas a b„cf flicker of excitement. Mounted mef^de out

»d wesi r^vrr'""'"r4 "P "*• 8alloped out north

f^rnZf '

*°.'^f
"•' G«n«™l Huysmans- attention, and give

for an eagle-hke swoop down upon the harassTtortoisesprawlmg on her sand-hills. B^ the rainy dark camedown upon the clatter of artillery, and th^shZg da^crept up and brought the cruel news that the allies hidreally been beaten back
; and if there was any doub oTthat

It was dissipated when one of the Red CVoss waggOM came

tZ
'

'S?
'""''' °"*."^ '^^ «'°PPy """'"^g twilighrbringtagThree Messengers to confirm the tale ^ ^

fhJ»wJ''^''^^'°5"!°*
™°"8''' ^^™ *n their speechlessness

those three dead troopers, whose boots and coats were

Wot a man of them was known to any member of thebeleaguered garrison. Yet every man Ld woman therewas the poorer by three friends and one more hope.

fae^n^t^nT^ !* T "jWoning while Gueldersdorp ato

ifS^o^rJ ? «?* r*- J' •"" *'«"» ^itt«° ^ the Historyof Successful Strategy how Lord Williams of Afghanistan

from Port Christmas, Whittakcr at Bcrgstorm, PaTrkat Kooisberg, Ruthven on the Brodder, fnd everybodyand everythmg at a deadlock. And being too old and^viso to disdain the ^visdom of others, the keeTold bra"nunder the frosty thatch recalled to mind the st^^ of Stonewall Jackson, collected what forces he could muster, sUpped

"tab r.S 'r °\'^' •="1"°"^ ^^'-^ immovable, and having

laun^wf- \^J^ "* communication to the southS^^A °" ^^^^-fo^tohi. and created the necessai^;aversion A mighty wave rolled back to protect the

^Zm^ZTJr'' """''V'''
^"'""'y'^ coluLs movedagain. Diamond Town was relieved by Sir George Parris andCommandant Selig Brounckers was captured ft pl^he,^

MiM
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Doubtle«. howo* a bully and a tyrant, that r""in8-^°|^^-

behind them could ™°««^° ^^.J^? wo S^lh^ wVe

marvelB of Defensive *"• f^ devoted woman sat

We know the g^noy^' ^^ ^^^ a white stone in

t^l^%%ZttSe,.oro:£^rv, a«d the chapter
the HftoO' ol t^« ° g j^ Tables." It gives a spirited
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it had not yet occurred to Commandant Schenk Eybol that
the cautio 18 Huysmans might leave him in the lurch, thinm
h)ok«l very bad mdeed for the doughty defenders of little
GuoldorBdorp-certainly up to afternoon-tea time, when a
couple of Scotch girls crossed the two hundred yards of
veld that lay between the Fort and the town, carrying cans
of steammg tea for the parching Britons penned up there

lou are to see those calm, unconscious heroines starthxmg their hairpmncd braids with quick, deft touchespmnmg up their skirts as for the crossing of a wimplingbum rather than for the fording of Death's black riverIhey measured the distance with cool, keen eyes, took up acan m each hnnd, exchangetl a word, and started. The re-mammg can they loft behind, saying they would come back
fcr It. And they meant to, and would have, but for a paleyoung woman m curling-pins, crowned by the deplorable
wreck of a large and flowery hat, and wearing a pink cottongown of deplorable limpness, through the washed-out
material of which her sharpened collar-bones and thin
shoulders thrcatemHl to pierce. For 'ow are vou to take
to cal. a proper pride in yourself when you 'aven't got no
art lor anythink any more ?

You are to understand that Emigration Jane 'ad binm Orspital along of what the doctors called the Tiiphoid
tever ra. nths an' mouths; and 'ad bin orful bad an'
sent back again after being discharged, on accounts of an
Elapse, and kep' a dreadful Ume at the Women's Com-
balosccnt, tlu-ough her blood being nothink but water—
and now you may gueas the reason of that fruitless search
on the part of W. Keyse.
She tried to run at first, but the can was full and heavy

and her knees shook under her at the screaming of the
buUets over that cross-swept field. Her pore 'art beat
soraethmk crooil, and there was a horrible kind of swishinem her years, but to give up, and chuck away the can, and
scuttle back to cover, with Them Two stepping along in
front as cool-and more than halfway over, was what
^-migration Jane could not demean herself to do And
at last they passed her coming back, and the Fort loomedup before her as suddenly as though it had sprouted up
mushroom-fashion under her dazzled eyes. And mmy

m
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men woro leaning over the Bandbag-par*i)ct applaucUnR

her, and blackened hand, attached to hairy arm. reached

dovirn and grabbed the can, and it wa. taken up mto the

air and vaiSahed, she never knew how. And then she was

staring up Into the lean, brickdust-coloured face of a Cor-

poral of the Town Guard, whoso head was swathed m a

bloody bandage, and in all the world there was only Her

*°"
You fust-class little Nailer. You Al bit o' frook—

-"

W. Keyse began. Then his palo eyes bolted and his Jaw

fell, and his overwhelming joy and relief took on the aspect

of horrified consternation.
. ^ u * „ i..,

" Watto !" he was beginning w6akly. but she tore her

gaze from his, and with a rending sob, covered her face

titli her hands, and ran blindly. He remained pctnfied

and staring. And then a bullet struck him full m the face,

and he screamed like a shot rook-rabbit, and threw up his

arms and fell back, smothering in his own blood, ^h"«l the

breastwork. And she never knew the cruel tnck that

Fate had played her, as she ran. • • ^ ^ , ... ..
,

She learned it later, when Young Eybel and his party

were marched prisoners into town, and cheer upon cheer

went up from British throats, and bells were rmgmg joy

fully and "God Save the Queen!" bellowed in every

imaginable key, was heard from every possible quarter.

Tt was while the Barala were wailing over their suffocated

women and piccaninns, and the acrid fi^nof
"V'"'""!?

vet hunc heavy in the powdor-tointed air, and the K.A.M.l

.

mOT and their volunteer helpers were bringing m the wounded

and the dead, that Emigration Jane saw a face upori a

stretcher that was being carried through the rejoicmfr

crowd, and screamed at the sight, and fell tooth and nai

upon the human barrier that interposed between herself

and it and got through—how, she never could a told you.

Rather a dreadful face it was, with wide-open, starmg

eyes protruding tlirough a stiffening mask of gore, llie

teeth grinned, revealed by the livid, drawn- back hps, and

how she knew him again in such a orful styte she coi.ldn t

tell you—not if you offered her pounds and pounds to

say
She was only Emigration Jano, but when the bearers
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anil U,r'.nL"'»
*'"'*'''""• '* '"^ '" "''*^'''"«'" t" »'«- K^t-ro

mto tho ke,^ and piercing .tmcphorn of High Tr,„ody.
i ut that doHU, you two blolips. Wot for '" Hor thin

«iro«t Hweliod viHibly before the .croam olo : "C"b^ong, to me
!

'Ain't that enough ? Then-I bclonga toun! Dead or liv.n'-^,h, my dnrlin' ! my darlin' !"

h..^ J " nt^'-ohangod a 1,»1< ^ they laid theirburden down. It waa not heavy, for Corporal W Kevseoren when not living under conditions of ^mi-«7arv.Znwa« a Hljort man and » spare. //„,/ teen, one was tompt
"j

o say m regard to his condition :
" For," said one ,/thoK.A.M R. men to a sympathetic bystander. " the ohap hashad a tremendous wipe over the head with a revolver buUor a gun-stock and he has been shot in the face bosi.l.HIheres the hole plain where the bullet went in undc h snear nostril, and came out at the left-hand comer of hi^

say myself, that ,t would bo a saving of time to carry him
straight to the Cemetery."

"ry mm
"Don't let the poor girl hear you !" said the sympathetic

bystander. But Emigration Jane was past hearing orseemg anythmg but the damaged head upon the caSvaspad, as she beat her breast and cried out to it wildlydroppmg on her knees beside it

:

^'

" O my own, own, try an' know me ! Come back f„rlong enough to s y one word ! Gawd, if You let 'im I'llK^ . T^ ^-'y'- ^ P°™' P°" darlin' 'ead ihatwicked men 'ave 'urt so orooil "

It was a lover's bosom that she drew it to, panting imder

hatcTlCw
^•"'b^y <">""" P™t gown. Ld the voice

of the OthA ^^''
'".r""

^""^ '^""^ ""> ^••'^y thr^^hold
of the Otherwhere was the voice of true, true love

»Hff "^S ,-5^
^'"^^ °' °"™'''''' *'" "n" of the Corporal's

iffened eyehds quivered and came down halfwav, and

wTe;^!;^*:,tt~ """'''^ "p '""« «-"«" f-

R4 wTj^ be hung I should say." commented the
>i...

.
man aside to his mate. " Chuck some water over
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the voung woman, one of you," he added, as the stretcher

w^S. " And tell her. when she comes to that we ve

tekenTr sweetheart to Hospital instead of to the other

^'^Rum critters, women," commented another bystander

not v^Zier in his manner of sprinkling the dub.ouB hqmd

known in Gueldersdorp as water out of a cracked tm dipper

^erThe face of the young woman who sat upon the ground

in the centre of a circular paUsado of interested human

Ws. " Look at thie one, for instance. Lively as a v^nk

^^ ong as she believes her chap a corpse, and does a sol d

flop as soon as she finds out he has a kick m him. He p

her Tp you on the other side. Do you thmk you could

-te";rnaSSi; but her knc. sh^^^^^^^^

her Her clasped hands shook, too. as she held them out.

^ eecZg those about her to be pitiful, and teU her where

"they " had taken him. Then, when she was told and

b^au^se she was too weak a^d dazed to walk, she ran all the

way to the Hospital, and volunteered to nurse lum^

Saxham stitched up the split scalp of W. Keyso, and

grimly congratulated him upon the thickness of the skdl

Wath it The bullet had, as has already been indicated,

Snet under the left nostril, and emerged below the mner

Lner of the right eye, gaining the ^e«'P'«»t °* *^\~
notoriety as well as a strong temporary snufile and a slight

P-X:"*git well, deer," Emigration Jane would 1. 11

her patient twenty times a day. "You camt elp it,

becos I means to myke you." ,

" A' right," her hero would snuffle. One day he addea

with a wfak y swoop of one lean arm in the df''tion of 1

Taist
: " Mend me an' marryme. Tliat's wot I call a Fair

Division o' Labour. Twig V
She crimsoned, gasping :

" You don't never mean it V
., ^^ . j.

" Stryte I mean it," declared W. Keyse. " Wot d'you

^''HisXd wL' in a comer, and a screen baffled prying cy*

She hung over him, trembling, ardent, doubtmg. jojful,

faltering ;
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" ®'y .'* *8ynp. darlin'
! Upon yor solemn natural "

He said it witli the loan arm round her.
" An' it's mo—mo wot you wants—an' not that Other

One ?
"

He swore it.

" You and not that Other One. So help me Jiminv
Cnpps !" •'

" An' you've forgiven me—abart them letters ?" Her
face was coming close. . . .

" Every time I blooming well kissed 'em, arter I bin an'
picked 'em up," he declared.

" You did—that ?" she quavered, marvelling at the
greatness of his nature.

" Look in me jacket pocket if you think I'm spinnin'
you fairy ones." His close arm slackened a little. " Now
there's somothin' I got to up an' tell, if you never tips me
the Ow Do no more."

" Wot is it, deer V Her heart beat painfully. Was
this sometliing the riason why he had not yet kissed her ?

" It's got to do with the Dut-hy wot landed me this
chp over the cokcmut "— he indicated some plaster strap-
pmgs that decorated the seat of intelligence— " with a
revolver-butt, when they rushed the Fort. After 'e'd
plugged at me wiv' 'is last cartridge an' missed." The
Adam's apple in his thin throat worked up above the collar
of the grey flannel Hospital jacket. " I—I outed 'im

'"

said W. Keyse.
"0' course you did, deer." Her heart thrilled with

pride in her hero. "An' serve 'im glad—the narsty
blood-thirsty, murderin' "

He interrupted :

'"Old'ard! Wait till you knows 'oo it was." He gulped,
and the Adam's apple jerked in the old way. " That 'ulkin'
big Dopper you was walkin' out along of, when I

"
" Walt ! It was—Walt ?"

She shuddered and grew pale.

w "

J****'^
*^® ^^°^^ ^ means. I 'ad to 'ave 'im," explained

W. Keyse, " or 'e'd 'ave 'ad me. So I sent 'im in. With
my one, two, an' the Haymaker's Lift. Right in the
middle of 'is dirty weskit. F'ff !" He blew a sigh. "Now
it s out, an' I suppose you 'ates me (''
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She panted. a • „„>
"

It's 'orrible, doer, but-but—you ad to. An —»» —
if I 'ave to s'y it, I'd a bloomin' sight rather it was Im

*^^rirave my kiss now," said the lordly W. Keyso. And

took it from her willing lips.

LV

There was no perceptible change in Lynotte, either at

the time of young Eybel's frustrated coup, or for long after.

She was to Uve as much as possible in the open an- baxham

had insisted, and so you would find the girl, with a Sister

in charge of her, sitting in the Cemetery ''here the crop

of Uttle white crosses thickened every day. Ihe little

blue and white irises had bloomed upon those two graves

where her adopted mother and her brave young lover lay

before the dawning of that day the nuns prayed and

Sasham hoped for.
. ii

It was his bitter-sweet joy to be with her constantly,

striving with aU his splendid powers of bram and body

to brace the shattered nerves, and restore the exhausted

strength, and lead the darkened mind back gently and by

degrees towards the light.

She did not shrink from him now, but would answer his

questions submissively, and give him her hand mechniucally

at meeting and parting. Saxham had not the magnetic

influence over shy and backward children that another man

possessed. She would smile and brighten when she saw tl.c

Colonel coming, upright and alert as ever, though bearing

heavy traces now in the haggard lines and deep hollows of

his face, in the greying hairs above his temples and m the

close-clipped brown moustache, aa m the Quixote-hke

gauntn^of the figure that had never carried much flesh,

hi the long struggle of close on seven months duration.

The pleasant little whistle would die upon his hps v.nen

he saw her sitting by the Mother's grave plaitmg grasses

while the Sister sowed, or making clumsy babyish attempts

at drawing on her Uttle slate. From this she disliked to be

parted, so hor gentle nurses fa,,tencd it to one end of a
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S.fca"' "' '""' '" *'" °*'^^' «"* ""^ *'"' "bbon

One day, as the Colonel stooped to speak to her his keenglance noted that the wavering outline of a house sS
tTelv^

""''.
'T.-

'^'' "^8 ''««'=»dant of the priT
unon fffi

^1° had outlined the forms of men and beastsupon the flank of the great boulder when tliis old world

7eZ!n"^fl
^""'"^ ^7 ir°^ *'«' ^'^^^e. a«d with goodreason. It was so feeble and wavering an attempt toconvey, in outline, the idea of a white m^'s Sweiw

at7«.n -^^
sagged wonderfully, and the chimneys wereat frenzied angles with the sides of the irregular cube, Jth

patch that meant a door between them. Above the door

aT:ri':'"°"«'
^' *™"^^^'"'"^' --^ -»•>- -gg-'S

»1.2?'"'^ JTu1'""^''i'"^''y
indicated buildings, possiblysheds and stables of daub and wattle, eking out the ram

that might have been meant for tr^s. An enclosure ofspiky lines nught have indicated an orchard-hXe Indhere were thmgs in the middle distance, also to the left

The IZ ""S^\'^r^'
>^ »>««hives or as native kraaL

tween his eyebrows deepened, as he scanned the clumsydrawing on the slate. Without those rude lines in the

oXTt'^H*'' ''t' f *'"' '"•'"«'' -elosinTa littlkopje of boulders and a low, irregular grave-mound thedrawmg would have meant nothing at alf, even te the ^of a practised scout, except a tavern on the lonely veldThe grave at the foot of the little kopje located the spot,

shanty of the usual corrugated-iron and mud-wall type

fonteto."^"''^
""""^'^ '"'''^'"'- ^"«P°0'' and Kroon-

He heard the wraith of his own voice speakine to the

KawZr >w^ ""t";*'''
blossoming irises at his feetHe saw her with the mental vision quite clearly. Her ereatpurple-grey eyes were bent .,n Ws from their superior WeJ
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and they wore inscrutable in their strange secret defiance,

"Z indomitable in the d^r'"''*rHl the'trU Why
Why had she been so bent upon hiding the traU !

wny

%fbentr;fon""knee in the grass We the slend.

uS sbte to her, and said, with the smile that even back-

ward children could not resist :

" Did vou draw this ?"
, , . t. i

She n.iided >.ith groat wistful eyes, looking shyly up

at h m"^mukder thSr swooping black lashes He went

on,TinSng with a slender grass-blade to each object as

•""•T^a louse, and these are sheds and stables and this

is an orchard, and here the Kaffirs live. But who lives m

the house ?"
. , t t to„, .

She whispered, with i. look of secret fear
._

" The man lives there. And the woman.

•' Tell me the man's name."
, „ , i. ui.j

She breathed, after a hesitation tliat was full of troubled

apprehension

:

Irtish mounted in his thin cheek, and he drew his

breath in sharply. He asked :

" Does anyone else hve in the house *

She reflected with a knitted brow. He helped her.

"I do not mean the travoUers-the men and women

„v.r.Vr>me driving up in Cape-carts and transport-waggons

Ind ^te aw^agaL, but someone who lives with Bough

tnd the woman. She has been at the tavern a long, long

time!though she is so young and so Uttle. Try to remember

•"'TheZ'itted brow relaxed, and the beautiful dim eyes

had almost a smile in them.

" It is
' the Kid.'

"

" Try and think. Has she no other name !

She shook her he.d. Ho gave up that trail a^ lost, and

mov«i the grass-blade to another part of the drawmg on

the slate.
" Tell me what this is ?

She answered at once :
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" It is the Little Kopjo. The English traveller made itwhen he put the dead woman in the ground "
Hw heart beat heavily, and the hand that pointed withthe grass-blade shook a Uttlo.

h. •If^^'T-.'!,'^
'°*° "^^^ ''""«d ''"' dead woman andbuilt the Little Kopje ?"

^She pointed to the rude oblong that was meant for a

ho!!J«,r"" A^'!.\^^'"*^'
^«^' "^'""^ **>« heap of

,wl^ •
1

"^^^ *•'"''' " ^'"'^^ ">« Kid sits when she
IS a bad girl and r^^ away." She peeped up in his faciaJmost slyly. " Then they call her : 'YoVKid^come here"

Idle little devil, fetch water for the kitchen !' " Her smSewas peaked and elfish. She laid a cunning finger b^l

kZZ' *^^y "r' 'T^ ?"'' ^"^^ ^^' ^°^ off the LittleKopje. Beat her when she comes in, and serve her rightthe impudent httle scum ! But never come near the
Little Kopje because of the spook the Barala boy sawthere one mght when the moon was big and shinine "

»;„?»/'"''' ."^'^ ^.^^^ P"y ^ ^ *'">« """l a compas-
sionate mist rising m those keen bright eyes of his •

They are cruel to the Kid, both Bough and the woman ?"
She began to shake. The guardian Sister, who sat sew-

^g a httle way behind her, looked up anxiously at h^rcharge. He pacified her with a glance, and, takLig oneof the slender trembling hands in a firm, kind dasi repeated his question :

^'

" Always cruel, cruel ! But Bough "

fhtlF'^'^
contracted her face. At the base of the slender

broCyr ^ '"'' *^°''''ed. She whispered

" When the woman went away "
Her slender fingers closed desperately upon his. Herheart shook her, and Fear was in her ey^ Her voicevibrated and shuddered at her white Ups afa caught mothvibrates and shudders in a spider-web. She begaf ag^^When the woman went away Bough "
Her eyes quail^i and flickered ; her pale „nd quiveringface was convulsed by a sudden spasm of awful fear. The
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muscles of her whole Ijody stiffened in the immovable rigor

o£ terror. Only her head Jerked from side to side, like

that of some timid creature of the wilds held captive in

crushing folds or crunching fangs. And he comprehended

all ; and understood all, in one lightning leap of intuition,

as he saw.
" Hush !" He stopped her with his authoritative eyes

and the firm, reassuring pressure of his hand. " Forget

that—flpeak of it no more. Try and tell me who lies here,

under these grasses and flowers that you water every day V
He moved the hand he held to touch the grave, and the

spasm that contracted her features relaxed, and the terror

died out of her eyes, as though some soothing, healing virtue

were conveyed to her by the mere contact with that sacred

earth. He went on :

" She was very noble, very pure, and very beautiful.

Everyone loved her, and her life was spent in doing good.

You were dear to her—inexpressibly dear to her. She used

to call you her beloved daughter. Tell me who she was V
Her face quivered, and in the depths of her dim, vague

eyes a beam of the golden Ught of old was rekindled.
^

" She was the Lady. When will she come again 1"

He raised his hand and pointed to the sky.

" When that is rolled away, and the Sign of the Cross

shines from the east to the west, and from the north to

the south, and the King of Glory comes with His Angels

and His Saints, we shall see her again, Lynette
"

His voice broke. He laid the cool, delicate, nerveless

hand back upon her knee, and rose, for the Sister was

folding up her sewing. He looked long after the girlist

figure as it was led away.

He understood everything now. Ho knew why the

mother-plover had trailed her wing in the dust, striving to

lead the footsteps of the stranger aside from the hidden nest.

He stooped and gathered a blade or two of grass, and a few

crumbs of red, sandy earth, from the grave at his feet, aud

kissed tbem, and folded them reverently in an envelojje,

and hid the little packet in his breast before he went.

That evening there were pillars and banks of dust on

the north-west horizon, and the flashes of lyddite and the

booming of artillery told patient Gueldersdorp that tlie
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hour of deliverance was near. A few hours later the Reliefhad lamp-signalled brief details of the battle with Hn™

117 next morning. Later still, eight troopers in khaki

it«ebattt'^''"*r V^'" ™a«her\ats, r^e Sto thehttle battered village town that huddled on the lo^ sandv

nZ^M6 WonjiS« ^°^"» -- gladdenei^lith th^

hTphaf?h^e^:SrtSMr ^"'^'^ '''''^- - '""

grooves of lime as long as Time shall be.Do I wander from the thread of my story-I who havedressed my puppets in the brave deedfof those who stroveand endured and suffered, to what a glorious end ?

'''""'

Joll Not'so f T" P.'"".'' '"^-'''^^ "'"borate

iCrrr.M. . I'
'^}'°- ""* °f "" t''>^ ^«aths that

A wandering wind came sighing past my ears one ni^ht

tTt"l bI^I.^^Tu''"/''"""' -'^'^ 'his story it h^to tell. Before then it had only blown in fitful gustTThen agam it blew steadily. I had caught some whlpersfrom It years before. On the depk nf th^ „-„ 7 wuispers

Johannesburg, six thousand feet above sea-level hi a rZin^cyclone of red gritty dust. Again it came, stTrrto^t^?celadon-green carpet of veld that is spread ^t the fe,t ofhe Magahesberg Ranges, that were turquoise-blue a? theciUas growmg in the South Welsh garden thatiS beforehe wmdow where I write, this variable spring day. But

hS tlT h" ""f !r".**"*r*« °° the duiipy'^moSk^vhe.e tac^ have rebuilt the ridiculous, glorious village that

34
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eavo birth to deeds worthy of the Ago Heroic, about whose

sand-bagged defences nightly patrolled a Sentinel who

never slept. , , . ^ .

Guoldersdorp tumbled out of bed at three-thirty, to see

the trooiM march in by the cold white morning moonlight

that painted long indigo-blue shadows of marchmg horse-

men and rolling guns, drawn by many horses, an" huge-

teamed baggage-waggons, eastward over the bleached dust.

I dare not attempt to describe the indescribable. Zulu

and Barala, Celestial and Hindu, welcomed the Relief each

after his own manner, and were glad and rejoiced. But

of these haggard men and emaciated women of British

race I can but say that in them human joy attained the

climax of a sacred frenzy—that human gratitude and

enthusiasm, loyalty and patriotism, reached the pitch at

which the mercury in the thermometer of human emotion

ceases to record altitudes.

At its height, when the last fort had fallen to England

and the flag of the United Republics had fluttered down

from the tree whence it had waved so long, and the Union

Jack went up to frantic cheering, and the retreatmg cloud

of dust on the horizon told of the exit of the enemy from

the Theatre of War, Saxham played his one trump card

in the game that meant life and death to him, and life, and

everything that made life worth living, to one other.

• • • •

You are to see the hulking Doctor with the square-

cut face, his grim ur.der-jaw more squarely set than ever,

his blue eyes shouldering anxiety under their glooming

brows trying to coax a pale, bewildered girl to take a walk

with him. She would at length, provided Sister Tobias

walked on the other side and held he^- hand. So this party

of three plunged into the boiling whirlpool of joyous

Guoldersdorp. „ j .. nM„
People were singing " God Save the Queen, and i ic

Red, White, and Blue," "Auld Lang Syne" and "Rule,

Britannia," all . t once and aU together, and playmg the

tunes of them on mouth-organs and concertinas. They wcrt

shaking hands with one another and everybody else and

shedding tears of joy, and borrowing the pocket-handker-

chiefs of sympathetic strangers to dry them, or leaving
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&„""^"!l;- "^'^7 ^'T """^^e the Government

Great Br.tam'B Umon Brigade in hot soup and hot ooffoSThey were clustered like bees upon the most olimbable
house-tor«, watching those retirinrdust-elouds in the dis-

they were hearmg the oxporiences of ^ust-stained andtravel-worn Imperialists, and telling their own; and one

tTrn,"^' ^^^T ^^""^e ^"^ Who had led themthrough bodily fear, and mental anguish, and bittOT
privations, to hail the dawn of this most blessed Say

rn„ 7il? '^"*T'P''*'*'' the surge of the multitude, theroar of thousands of voices, the gaze of thousands of eyes,had Its effect upon the girl. She trembled and flushed

b^k^hi?^;««?^' r"^^ "T:'
1"'"'' ""'' «'>°'*- She threwback her head and gasped for air. But she did not wish

to be taken back to the Convent bombproof. She shook herhead when Sister Tobias suggested that they should returnAnd then some of the women whom she had helped tonurse m hospital saw her, and recognised her, and cameabout her with pitiful words and compassionate looks-not
only for her own sake, but for that dead woman's whoseadopted daughter they knew her to have been

You poor, blessed, innocent lamb !" They crowdedabout her lossing her hands and her dress, knd Sisf^Tobias^ shabby black habit. "Lord help you !" they

yTr^^agl^'l^- " ^'-^* ^^y ^-' --^^^^ yout
"
f^y f« yo" BO sorry ?" Lynette asked them, knittineher delicate brows and peering curiously in their tearfulsmilmg faces. " No !" she corrected herself ; " I mean whyare you so glad ?" ^

"Glad is ut, honey!" screamed a huge Irishwomanthrowmg a brawny red arm about the shrinking figure andhuggmg It. "Begob, wid the Holy Souls dancin' jigs inPurgatory, an' the Blessed Saints clappin' their hanl i^Heaven, we have rayson to be glad ! Whirroosh ! OuldJirm for ever—an' God save the Cornel '"

She yelled with all the power of her Celtic lungs, plucked

smartiv T 1?"° "^°^' '^"^^ "^«'' sol^'4eth^
smartly, and. mth a gesture of royal prodigality, tossed

34—2
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them right and left into the air, performed a caper of

durprining agility on elephantine, blue -yam -stocking

-

covered feet, and wa» carried away by a roarmg surge of

the joyous crowd, vociferating.

Saxham felt the slender hand of his charge tighten upon

his arm, antl his heart leaped as he noted the working of

the sensitive face and the heaving of the small, nymph-like

bosom under the thin material of her dress. He hoped, he

believed that a change was taking place in her. He said

to himself that the delicate mechanism of her brain, clogged

and paralysed by a great mental shock, was revitalising,

storing energy, gaining power ; that the lesion was healing

;

that she would recover—must recover.

Then his quick eye saw fatigue in her. They took her

back out of the dust and the clamour and the crowd, back

to the quiet of the Cemetery.

It happened there. For as she stood again beside the

long, low mound beneath which the heart that had cherished

her lay mouldering, they saw that the tears were rumung

down her face, and that her whole body was shaken with

sobbing. And then, as a wild tornado of cheering, mingled

with drifts of martial music, swept northwards from Market

Square, she fell upon her knees beside the grave, and cried

as if to living ears :

" Mother ;—oh ! Mother, the Relief ! They're here !
Oh,

my own dariing—to be glad without you ! . .
."

She lay there prone, and wept as though all the tears

pent up in her since that numbing double stroke of tlw

Death Angel's sword were flowing from her now. And

Sister Tobias, glancing doubtfully up at Saxham's face, saw

it transfigured and irradiated with a great and speeohlciis

joy. For he knew that the light had come back to tlie

beautiful eyes he loved, and that the Future might yield its

harvest of joy yet, even yet, for the Dop Doctor, he believed

in his own blindness.

LVI

They were standing together in the same place two months

later when he told her all, and asked her to be his wife in

his own brusque characteristic way.
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formal phraw, but with her sweet eye. shimng through

jourself to be BO noble m your unselfish care for others inyour-unspanng efforts for the gorid and benefit of every-

t^ l'^*
*''*' ''?;." '^i

Saxham rather roughly, " and please
to look at me, Miss Mildare."

t^ulh^.u'"'^'' ff"*?
•''" ^y°«'*« "»"« her itjcovery, ortowihed the pretty hand he coveted unless in fS-mal

^1^*' *"
I?** ^y- ^°" ^^ »"« to-day " you have seenme for months past, conscientious and cleanly, sober andsane, m body as in min', discharging my duty at the

the special qualifications it demands. Pray understand
that 1 am not a phdanthropist, and have never posed as
one. For the sake, first of a man who believed in me andsecondly of a woman whom I lovfr-and you are si e-Ihave done what I have."

.n?^t^"Tl.-''^ «'^?* shoulders and stood up before her.and, though his face had never had any charm for her. itspower went home to her and its passion thrilled.
I play no part. The man 1 seem to be I am. But up

to seven months ago, before the siege began, I was known
in this town, and with reason, as the Dop Doctor "
He saw recoUection waken in her eyes, and nerved himself

disg^^t
"^ changing it to repulsion and

"You have heard that name applied to me. It conveyed
nothing loathsome to your innocent mind. You once
related it to me, and were about to ask its meaning Ihad It m my mmd then to enUghten you, and for the meanand cowardly baseness that shrank from the exposure I

Xh^ ^"^.u""""
'"• ^^^"-^ '""^^''^ •" his p'aJe face

to-d^ "
exqmsite pain it is to me to teU you

^

"Then do not tell me." She said it almost in a whisper.
iJr baxham I beg you most earnestly to spare yourself."

T, vi°?^,
''*'' ^y^ ""der the fierce earnestness of hism<i kmtted her cold little hands in one another. " Please
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leave the rett unsaid," she l)eggtMl, without looking at

" It cannot be," said Soxham. " Miss Mildore, the Dop

Doctor was only another nickname tor the Town Drunkard.

And now you know what you should have known before if

I had not been a coward and a knovo."

She turned her eyes softly upon hira, ind they could not

rest, it scorned to her, upon a man of braver and more lofty

bearing.
"

I uxu the Town Drunkard," Saxliam went on, in the

cold, clear voice that out like a knife to the intelligence.

" Known in every liquor-saloon, and familiar to every

constable, and a stondinf? butt for the clumsy jests that the

most utter dolt of a Police MagUtrato might splutter from

the Bench." His Jarring lough hurt her. " The Man in

the Street, and the Woman of the Street, for that matter-

pardon me if I offend your oars, but the truth must be told

—were my godfatlier and my godmother, and they gave

me that name between them. You are trembling. Miss

Mildare. Sit down upon tliat balk, and 1 will finish."

There wos a remnant of timber lying near that had been

used in the construction of a gun-mounting. She moved to

it and sat down, and the Doctor went on :

" I am not going to weary you with the story of how I

came to be—what I have told you. But that I had lived

a clean and honourable and temperate life up to thirty

years of age—when my world caved in with me—I swear is

the very truth !"
,,

She said gently :
" I can believe it. Dr. Soxham.

" Even if you could not it would not alter the fact. And

then, at the height of my success, and on the brink of a

marriage that I dreamed would bring me the fulfilment of

every hope a man may cherish, one impulse of pity and

charity towards a wretched little woman brought me rum,

ruin, ruin
!"

. n i. i

Pity for a wretched woman had brought it all about.

She was glad to see the Saxham of her knowledge in tliat

Saxham whom she had not known. He folded his great

arms upon his broad breast and went on :

" Nothine was left to me. Everything was gone. He-

habUitotion in tlie eyes of the Law—for I gamed that
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muoh-<lid not clear mo in tl.o cyrs r.f Society-tliia hua»
the guilt-rtained criminal to it» heart in tlio full ooHHciouH-
neu of wliat Iiib deeds are, and Hl.uddora at tlio imiooent
niMi upon whom has once fallen tlio shadow of that grim
and bloody Idol that oiviligation nii-inames Justice I wai
oa.t out. Even by the brother I had tniHtod ami thewoman I had loved. I had in a vag. way l>eliovcd in (!,«!
until then

; I know I used to pray to dim to bless those I
loved, and help me to aehiove great things f ,r their sakos.
But nothing at all was left of that ex. .lull achina
desire to throw back in tho face of till 1,. )i.„ 1;

"

had left to me. My health, and my int r, > 1 p., ,

.

my self-respect. ..."
Her voice came to his ears in tli-; 1 .

'
i|,i>nc', 1

'' Had He loft you so little, after m|! ;

"Little enough," said Saxhar. du-sc 'i
, ,nir.d

with what I had lost. And aa ,1 l.i tl„ ,.>; . ilr-a.. „f the
Christian to blame either tho Almightv . t „, ., , il r „ nhat-
over ills are brought on him by his ,nvu 'Mnu ..clvloss
challenging of the Inevitable—termed !.\j .wj D,. Uny
by classical Paganism,-so I found luyselt at odd., with
One I had been taught to call my llakor.

'

,.,'" His "wn acre, close to lior beloved deod, with all tlioso
little white crosses marking where other dust that had once
praised Hira with the human voice lay waitins f"r the sum-
mons of tlie Resurrection, it was incredibly awful to hor to
hear Him thus denied. She grew pale and shuddered, and
Saxham saw.

" You see that I wish tf) bo honest with you, and open
and above-board. I would not over have you say to your-

? A . ,
,* """" deceived—this man mi.slcd rao, wishinc mo

to think him better than he was.' There is not much more
to tell you—save that I took what money remained to me
at tho bank and from the sale of my last posses.sions—
about a thousand pounds—and shook tho dust olf frommy shoes, and came out hero, drunk, to carry out my
purpose of self-degradation to tho uttermost. 4nd I
became a foul beast among boasts that were even fouler, but
less vile and loss shameful because their mental and moral
standard was infinitely lower than mv own. And tliey
gave me the name you know of." His voice had the ring
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of steel smitten on steel. He drew himself up with a move-

ment of almost savage pride, and the knotted veins swelled

on his broad white forehead, and his blue eyes blazed under

his thunderous smudge of black eyebrows.
" The name you know. It used to be called after me

when I reeled the streets—they whispered it afterwards as

I rode by. To-day it is forgotten." His nostrils quivered,

and he threw out his hands as if with that action he tossed

something worthless to the winds. " Miss Mildare, I have

not touched Drink—the stuff that was my nourishment

and my sustenance, my comfort and my bane, my deadliest

enemy and my only friend—since that hour when with the

last effort of my wiU I raUied all my mental and bodily

forces to resist its base allurement."
" I know it. Dr. Saxham. I am sure of it." She rose and

held out her hands to him, but he foldedhisarms more closely

verbis starving, famished heart, andwould not see them yet.

" You can be sure of it. Alcohol is no longer my master

and my god. I stand before you a free man, because I

willed to be free." There was a little blob of foam at one

comer of his mouth, but the square pale face was composed,

even impassive. " Once, not so long ago, I filled a place of

standing in the professions of Surgery and Medicine
;

1

knew what it was to be esteemed and respected by the

world. For your dear sake I promise to r>.^i.in what I have

lost ; be even more than I used to be, achieve greater things

than are done by other men of equal powers with mine. I

am not a man to pledge my word lightly. Miss Mildare. . . .

His voice shook now and his blue eyes gUstened. If you

would be so—so unutterably kind as to become my wife,

1 promise you a worthy husband. I sweer to you upon

what I hold dearest and most sacred-your own life, your

own honour, your own happiness, never to give you cause

to regret marrying me ! For I may die, indeed, but living

I will never fail you
!"

There was a lump in her throat choking her. Her eyes

had gone to that other grave some fifty paces distant from

the Catholic portion of the Cemetery. There were freshly-

gathered flowers upon it, as upon the grave that lay so

near, and two gorgeous butterflies were hovering about the

blooms, in mingled dalliance and greediness.
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You loved him," aaid Saxham, following the journey
of her wistful eyes. "Love him still ; remember him for
every trait and quality of his that was worthy of love from
you. But give me the hope of one day gaining from you
some shadow of—of return for what I feel for you. Is it
Passion ? I hardly know. Whether it is Love, in the
sense in which that word is employed by many of the women
wid nearly all the men I have met, I do not know either.
But that it is the life of my life to me and the breath of my
being—you cannot look at me and doubt !"

She was not looking at him. Her eyes were on the little
white cross above the Mother's grave ; there was an anxious
fold between the slender dark eyebrows.

" You—you wish to many a Catholic—you, who tell me
that you were once a Cliristian and are now Agnostic ?"
" If I have not what is called Faith," said Saxham, " I

may at least lay claim to the quality of reverence. And I
honour the religion that has made you what you are

J r *" ^°'"' *^'""'<=''' child—hold to your pure beliefs,
and keep a little love back, Lynette, from your Holy Family
and your Saints in Heaven, to give to a poor devil who needs
It desperately !"

The sweet colour flushed her, and lior face was more than
beautiful in its compassion. She said :

" I pray for you now, and 1 will always. And one day
our Lord will give you back the faith that you have lost."

' Thank you, dear !" said Saxham liumbly. She was
openmg her lips to speak again when he lifted his hand and
stopped her.

" There is one other thing I should like to make clear.
I—am not rich. But neither am I absolutely poor.
Letters that I have received from a firm of solicitors acting
for the truste.-s and executors of—a near relative deceased,
will prove to you that lam possessed of some small property,
brmgmg in an annual income of sometliing like two hundred
poundB, and funds sufficient to settle a few thousands uponmy wife by way of marriage-jointure. Believe me," he
added, m answer to her look, " I know you to be incapable
"f a mercenary thought. But wliat I should have ex-
plained to "—he pointed to the grave that lay so near— '^ to
Itf-r, I must make clear to you. It could not be otherwise."

!-ivf<|
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She went over to the grave and knelt beside it, and laid

her pure cheek upon it, and spoke to the Dead in a low,

murmuring tone. Saxham knew as he watched her

breathing heavily, that the consent of the Mother would

never have been given to the marriage he proposed. Ihat

other obstacle in the road of his desire, the lover who had

deceived, had been swept away, with the stem and tender

guardian, in one cataclysm of Pate. Ho went back in

thought to tlie ending of his long sliooting-matchd mtrance

with Father Noah, and remembered how he had promised

himself that all should go well with Saxham provided

Saxham's bullet got home first.

Were not tilings going better tlian he had Iwped ?
^^'°

had not even recoiled from him when he had told her of

those degraded days of wastrelhood. Surely things were

going well for Saxham, he said, as ho waitea with his hun-

gering eyes upon his heart's desire. What it cost him not

to step over to her, snatch her from the ground, and crush

her upon his heart with hot and passionate kisses and wild

words of worship, he knew quit« well. But m that he was

able to exercise such a ma.stery over himself and keep that

other Saxham down, Saxham gave praise to that strange

god he had set up, and worsliipped, and bowed down before,

caUing it The Omnipotent Human Will.

She rose by-and-by, and stood with clasped hands,

thinking. It was very still, and the air was sweet and

balmy, and bevond the lines of the detence-works miles upon

miles of sunlitVeld rolled away to the hills that were mantled

in clear hyacinth-colour and hooded with pale rose

"
If I married you, you would take me away from this

country and these people who have killed her ?"

She had the thought of another m her heart and the

name of another upon her lips. But only her eyes «poke

travelling to that more distant grave where the buttertlies

were hovering above the flowers, as Saxham answered :

" I would take you away, if you wished it.

" To England ?"

" Back to England."
"

I should see London, and the house where Mother

lived
" She seemed to have forgotten Saxham, and to

be uttering her thoughts aloud. " I might even see the

i>i

'{^'^ "*ii^ "^"V' ^^V^ '-. '^-
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green mountams of Connemara in Ireland—her own moun-
tains she used to call them. I might one day meet people
who are of her blood and name "

_" And of his," thought Sazham, following her eyes'
wistful journey to that other grave.
"But," she went on, "it would all depend "—she

breathed with agitation and knitted her slim white fingers
together, and looked round at him with that anxious
wrinkle between her fine eyebrows—" upon how much you
asked of me! Suppose I " His intent and burning eyes
confused her, and she dropped her own beneath them. " If
I were to marry you, would you leave mo absolutely free ?"

"Absolutely," said Saxham. "With the most com-
plete freedom a wife could possibly desire."

" I meant—a different kind of freedom from a wife's."
She knitted and unknitted her hands. " It is difficult to
explain. W- '-^ you be willing to ask nothing of me that
a friend „r .. siijter might not give 1 Would you be
content "

Her transparent skin glowed crimson with the rush of
blood. Her bosom laboured with the hurry of her breathing.
Her white lids veiled her eyes, or the sudden terrible change
in Saxham's face might have wrung from her a cry of
terror and alarm. But ho mastered the raging jealousy that
tore him, and said, with a jarring note of savage irony in
the voice that had always spoken to her gently until then :

" Would I be content to enter, with you for my partner,
into a marriage that should be practically no marriage at
all—a formal contract that is not wedlock 1 That might
never change as Time went on, and alter into the close union
that physically and mentally makes happiness for men and
women who love ? Is that what you ask me. Miss Mildare ?

"

She looked at him full and bent her head. And the
man's heart, that had throbbed so wildly, stopped beating
with a sudden jerk, and the divine fire that burned and
tingled in his blood died out, and the cold sickness of
baffled hope weighed on him like a mantle of lead. And
the voice that had whispered to him so alluringly, telling
him that it was not too late, that he might even yet win
this virginal pure, sweetly budding maiden, and know the
blLss of being loved at last, sank into silence. His face was

•|.f»,
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Mt like granite, and as grey. His ^y'^^^''"''^/"^

^deThis heav,; brows. He waited, sombrely and hope-

lessly, for her to speak again.

" There are suoh marriages ? _
The question was diffidently and trnudly put. He

'""''Ziedly there are. But not between those who ar^

physically and mentally, sane and healthy
^f^'^^^'^^^'l'

L4t leai in my experience. One case, of three I am at

il^rtyTquotefwas that of an aged and wealthy woman

of position and a young and rising pubho man.

" Were—weren't they happy ?
^ ^ j :„ „

The face of the inward, unseen Saxham was.twist«d m a

miserable grin, but the outward man preserved "^"^'I'ty-

" He enjoyed life. She sat by, and saw, every _day

coming nearer, her death, that was to leave him free.

" And the others ?"
, , • *

She asked it with an indrawn breath of a°"«*y-

" The second case was that of a man, middle-aged and

helplessly paralysed by an accident in the huntmg-field,

^1 of I beautiful and high-spirited yo!«>g
J"^^"

almost a girl. She took a romantic mterest in h»^-talke^^

of his ruhied career and blighted life, and »» *!«* «°rt of

lis. And-they marri^i, and she found her bondago

Serable. . . . It ended in his divorcmg her. The decree

nUiZTm^e absolute a few days before I left London.

The third case bears more analogy to yours and nune.

" Therwrno great disparity of age between these two

people They were sympathetic, cultured, mdependent

nS Their^views u^n many subjects-mcludmg tl>o

sex question-were identical," said Saxham slowly. " And

they^enlred into a bond of union that had for its ultimat

aim the culture of the intellect ''"i the developmout .f

Xt they called the Soul. The Flesh had nothmg ui rt

The Body," said Saxham, with a grating sarcasm. «as

utterlTi^ored. I forget whether they were Agnost...,

Buddhistt or Christians. They certainly suffered -r

fheirTeed. But "-his voice softened^ and deepenod-

" at any rate, the woman suffered most

!

Her lips parted, her eyes «ere iufent upon him.

.li'»Mf rgyjf
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" You have lived with Sisters of Mercy in a Convent,"
went on Saxham. " You know of their lives even more
than I—greatly to my advantage—have learned. Ener-
getic, useful, stirring, active, never complaining, always
ready to make the best of the world as they find it, and
help others to do the same ; always regarding it as the
preparatory school or training-college for a state of being
infinitely greater, nobler, and more glorious than anything
the merely mundane imagination can conceive—you can
realise how infinitely to the nuns' advantage is the contrast
between them and the laywomcn of Society, peevish,

hysterical, neurotic, sensual, and bored. But before these
chastened, temperate bodies, these serene and well-balanced

minds attained the state of self-control and crossed the
Rubicon of resignation, what struggles their owners must
have imdergone !—what ordeals of anguish they must have
endured ! Did that never strike you ?"

Her lips were pale, and there were shadows under her

eyes. She bent her head.
" The woman, who was not a nun, did for the sake of

a man what the nun feels supematurally called upon to
do for her God," said Saxham. " She thrust her hand
deep into her woman's bosom, and dragged out her
woman's heart, and wrung from it every natural human
yearning, tmd purged it—or thought she purged it—of

every earthly desire, before she laid the pulseless, emptied
thing down before his feet for him to tread upon. And
that is what he did !"

He heard her pant softly, and saw her hand move up-
ward to her beating heart. His deadly earnestness appalled
her. Was he not fighting for what was more than life

to him ? He folded his arms over his great chest, and said

:

" For ten years he and she lived together in a union
called ideal by ignorant enthusiasts and high-miaded
luanks. Then she drooped and died—victim of the revolt
of outraged Nature. A little before the end they sent for

mo. I said to the man :
' A child would have saved her

!'

And he—I can hear him now, answering :
' Ah ! but that

would have nullified all the use and purpose of our example
fof Immanity.' The idiot—the abortive, impossible, dreary
idiot ! And if over there was a woman intended by whole-
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some Nature to bear and nurture babes, it was that woman,

who died to prove the possibility of carrying on the business

of living according to his damned theories."

His broad chest heaved ; a mist came before his eyes ;
his

deep vibrating voice had in it a passionate appeal to her.

"The nun would tell you that in the lofty, mystical

sense marriage and motherhood are hers, ' Christ being her

Spouse.' I echo this in no spirit of mockery. But this

woman of whom I have told you knew no vocation and took

no vow. She merely .'-ied to ignore the fundamental truth

that every normal woman of healthy instincts was meant

to be a mother."

He added :

" And every husband who loves his wife sees his manhood

proved and perfected in her. She was dear and beloved

before ; she is holy, sacred—worshipped in his eyes, when

they look upon his child in her arms, at her breast."

Something like a sob broke from him. His heart cried :

" Lynette 1 have pity upon yourself and upon mo !"

He stood and waited for her reply. She was oo ex-

quisite and so full of womanly allure, and yet so erystal-

oold and passionless, that he knew his arguments tlu-own

away, his entreaties mere dust upon the wind.

" Tell me," he said at length, " do I inspire you with anti-

pathy ? Am I physically repulsive to you, or disagree-

able ? Answer me frankly, for in that case I would—<!easc

to urge my suit with you, and go upon my way, wherever

it might lead me."

She looked at him, and there was no shrinking m lu-r

regard—only a gentle friendliness, as far removed from tlie

feeling he would have loused in her as the North is from

the South.
" I will tell you exactly how I feel towards you. He

writhed under the knowledge that it was possible to her to

analyse and to explain. " I Uke you. Dr. Saxham. I am

deeply grateful to you
"

" Gratitude !" He shrugged his shoulders. " You owe

me none ; and even if you did, what use is gratitude to a

man who asks for love V
" I trust you ; I rely upon you," she said. " It i»—

pleasant to me to know that you are near." A line of per-

j;:m
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plexity camo botweon the daik fine eyebrows
; the sweet

colour in her face wavered and sank. " But—if you were to
touch me—to take mo in your arms—I " She shivered.

" You need not say more !" If she was pale, Saxham's
stem, square face was ashen. His eyes glowered and fell
under hers, and a purple vein swelled in the middle of his
broad white forehead. " I imderstand !"

" You do not understand quite yet." She moved away
from the Mother's grave, saying to him with a slight beckon-
ing gesture of the hand, " Please come ! . .

."

Saxham followed her, hearing the harsh, jeering laughter
of that other Saxham above the faint rustle of her dress.
His covetous, despairing eyes dwelt on her and clung about
her. Ah ! the exquisite poise of the little head, with its

red-brown waves and coils ; the upright, slender elegance
of shape, like a young palm-tree ; the long, smooth, un-
dulating step with which she moved between the graves,
picking her way with sedulous, delicate care among the
little crowding white-painted crosses ; the atmosphere of
girlish charm and womanly allurement that breathed from
her and environed her ! . . .

His torpid pulses throbbed again. The voice began
again its whispering at his ear.

" You cannot live without her. Accept her conditions.
Better to be unhappy in the sight and sound and touch of
her, unpossessed, than to be desperate, lacking her. Accept
her conditions with a mental reservation. Trust to Time
the healer, to bring change and forgetfuJnese. Or, break
your promise to that dead man, and tell her—as he would
have had you tell her, remember !—as he would have had
you tell her !—that when he asked her hand in marriage,
he was the wedded husband of the dancer, Lcssie Lavigno !"

He knew where she was leading him—to Beauvayse's
grave. The voice kept whispering, urging as they went.
He saw and heard as a man sees and hoars in a dream the
pair of butterflies that hovered yet about the fresh flowers
her hands had gathered and placed there. One jewel-
winged, diamond-eyed insect rose languidly and wavered
away as Lynette's light footsteps drew near. The other
remained, poised upon the Up of a honeyed, waxen blossom,
with closed, vertically-held wings and quivering antennsel
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sucking its sweet juices as greedily as the dead man had

drunk of the joy of life.

No .
• she was speaking :

" Dr. Saxham, I have brought you here because I have

something to tell you that Ae "—her face quivered—

" should have been told. When you spoke a little while

ago of openness and candour—when you said that you

would never misV J or deceive me for your own advantage,

that I should know the worst of you together with the

beat—you held i before me, quite unknowingly, an

example that she .'
! aie—that proved to me "—her voice

wavered and biA^-"how much I am your inferior in

honesty and tru( u 1"
,

" Ymt my inferior !" Saxham almost laughed. 1 an

example of Ught and leading, elevated for your guidance !

If you were capable of irony
"

He broke off, for she went on as though he had not spoken

:

" When first we met—I mean yourself and me—I re-

member telling you, upon a sudden impulse of confidence

and trust in you, what I had determined my life-work was

to be
"

"Dear, innocent-wise enthusiast," thought Saxham,

" dreaming over your impossible plan for irgenerating the

world ! Beloved chUd-Quixote, tUting at the Black Wind-

mills, how dare I, who was once the Dop Doctor of

Gueldersdorp, love you and seek you for my own ? Mad-

ness—madness on the face of it!" But, madness or

sanity, he could not choose but love her.

" Your life-work ! . . . It was to be carried out among

those others whose voices you haard caUing you. See," he

said, with the shado'v of a smile, "how I rcmembor

everything you say, or have ever said, in my hearing !

" You think too well of me," she broke out, with sudden

energy. „
" It is not possible to think too well uf you

!

'• You think so now, perhaps, but when you know—

-

Her eyes brimmed and the tears welled over her white

under-lids. She put up both her little hands, and rubbed

the salt drops away with her knuckles, like a child.

" When I have told you, you will alter—you cannot help

but alter your opinion !"

TTSff. 'Jlt:VL.i
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" No !" denied Saxham ; and the monosyllable soomed
to drop from his grim lips like a stone. Her bosom heaved
vrith short, quick sobs.

" I meant to go out into the world, and meet those
women who think and work for womep, and hear all they
have to say, and learn all they have to teach. Then "

She waa Beatrice again, as she turned her face full on
Saxham, and once more the virginal veil fell, and he was con-
scious of strange abysses of knowledge opening in those
eyes.

" —Then I meant to seek out those women and girls and
children of whom I spoke to you, those who lie fotterrd
with chains that 'eked men have riveted, in the dark
dungeons that their tyrants and torturers have quarried
out of the living rock, out of the roach of fresh air and sun-
shine, beyond the reach of those who would pity and help.
I meant to go down to them, and comfort them, and raise
thom up. I meant to have said :

' Trust me, believe me,
listen to me, follow me ! For my sorrow is your sorrow,
and my wrong your wrong, and my shame yours— ! my
poor, poor unhappy sisters ! . .

."

There was a great drumming and surging of the blood
in Saxham's ears. His heart beat in heavy laboured,
measured strokes, like the tolling of a death-bell. He saw
her cover her face with her hands, and drop upon her knees
amongst the grasses that greenly clothed the red soil. Ho
saw the butterfly, startled from its feast, riao and waver
away. And he saw, too, his veiled nymph, his virginal
white goddess, his chaste, veiled maiden Artemis, toppled
from her pedestal and lying in the gutter.
Her sorrow the sorrow of those spotted ones ! her wrong

theirs, and theirs her shame ! . . . So this waa the sordid
secret that haunted the depths of those eyes—the eyes of
Beatrice

! He tui'ned his head away, so as not to look
upon her, and his face grew dark with the rush of blood.
But still he hoard her speaking, as a man hears in a dream,
"At school all the older girls thought and talked of

nothing but Love, and most of the younger ones did the
same.

. . . And I, who knew the dreadful, cruel, hideous
Kide of the thing that each of them set up and worshipped—
I who shuddwed when a man's breath, and a man's voice.

3fi
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and a man'u face camo near—I said in my huart that Love
should never find a dupe and a slave and a tool in me,

I moant to live for the Mother, and be to those poor sisten

of mine what she was—oh, my darling ! my darling !—to

me ! And all the while Love was coming nearer and
nearer, and at last

"

She swept the tears from her face with the palms of her

slight open hands, and drew a deep, shuddering breath,

and wont on brokenly, with sobs between the gaspod-out

sentences :

" —At last it came. I never tried to struggle against

it ; it wrapped me in a net of exquisite sweet softness, that

held me like a cage of steel. I gave myself up to the blissful-

ness and the Joy of it. I was unfaithful to those others—

I

forgot them for Beauvayse ! Oh, why should Love make
it so easy to do unlovely things f to bo unworthy, to break

promises, and to bo false to vows ? Vou are in earnest

when you make them . . . you are proud to be so sure

that nothing shall change or turn you. . . . Then eyes

that are like strange jewels look deep into yours. A voice

that is like no other voice whispers at your ear. It says

strange, sweet, secret things—things that come back and

bum you—and his breath upon your cheek drowns out your

scruples in wave upon wave of magical, thrilling, wonderful

sensation ! . .
." She shuddered. " And ever3rthing else

is blotted out, and no one else matters ! You are not oven

sorry that you have left off caring. . . . Love has made
you indifferent as well as unkind !"

She looked up at Saxham from whore she crouched

down at his feet among the grasses, and her distress melted

some of the ice that was closing round his heart.
" Love cannot bo good. It brings no peace, no happi-

ness—nothing b^t .ostloss misery and burning pain. It

makes you even v i' Ling to deceive him." Her lids fluttered

and she caught her breath. " V/hen another to whom I

was dear, and who knew, said, ' Never tell him ! I com-

mand you never to toll him !' I pretended to myself that

the words had not been spoken out of pity, because my
darling loved mo too well to see mo suffer ; and I told myself

that it was right to obey."

; Saxham, following the yearning look that went back to

^-..M
' '^M^*' ik ^*'Ci_-ii^ ':iK4's../lJ
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l^'co^SaLf"'"'
""^^ "'" >"^-««'t»'"'' voice uttering

trl
"'TT dreamed of my miaorablo iiooret. He was ho

h^r- ""Sr "FT *^°^"- He had nothing to hido^

but'?.!!S'°'f.**°S T "* "'''' " ""«'' '•"'vod in granite

her t^™
Saxham within the man she saw through

and gusu of msane. unoontroUable, helplo« laughter.

him that the dead man. all that way down under the rod

Tlt"^ n*T "1^ "»" ''°*«"' °""'t bo laughing, too

wh^»^?„'^''°'
Why not? But for what reason now, and to

lav frnHH ' "^Tu''"'
^'•8'"'''-?"'^'. dow-poarlod, Convent Uylay trodden m the mire ? And yet. vo look in those oyen.

^
rhoy did not falter or droop under his again, as she toldhim m few and simple words the story of whatliad hanpened m the tavern on the veld

^
"t^T '1!^°

V" '" ''"' ""••^
=
" ""^ y" understand !

. Sister Tobias knows, too, and there is one other. .I do not speak of . . ."^he shuddered and grew palo-

f.o .L k'.?""'''''"^
'^' "' "" ^°"' '"ve learned to liok upto and beheve m, and trust. No confidence has ever paL^

of mme m his knowledge of my story. I only feel that it
IS no secret to the Colonel, whenovo; ho lool^ at me withthose wise, kind, pitying eyes

"

ThJTu'^ \!.°°'' f Sa'^ham's eyes that wa« not pityThe sunbeam that shone through the loose plait of W«oarse straw hat, and gilded the edges of the red-broZ
hair-wavos, aureoled again for him the head of Beatrice

hehL':^^rh':f
''"' ""* ' - -P^"^'" of reverence,"

Now, as he knelt down in the grass before the littlebrown shoes, and lifted the hem of her linen gow„ andkissed It the hulking-shouldered Doctor pro3 WsTosses

TZt^tT^^'j- ^'^°»^^S '^''^''- "o'o"^ Pas^on^ woreIf not killed m him, at least quelled and overthrown and
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bound. Puro pity and tenderness awakened in him. And
Chivalry, all cap-d-pie in silver mail, rose up to do battle

for her against the world and against that other Saxham.
" I accept the trust you are willing should be mine. Take

my name—take all I have to give ! I make no reservations.

I stipulate no conditions. I ask for nothing in return,

except the right to be your brother and guardian and
defender. Trust me ! The life-work you have chosen

shall be yours ; as far as Uos in my power, I will help you in

it. Your pure ends and noble aims shall never be thwarted

or hindered. And have no fear of me, my sweet saint, my
little sister. For I may die," said Saxham once again,
" but, living, I will never fail you !"

i

LVII

Saxham, of St. Stephen's, had long ago faded from the

recollection of London Society, but Saxham, M.D., F.E.C.S.,

Late Attached Medical Stafi, Gueldersdorp, and frequently

mentioned in Despatches from that bit of debatable soil,

while it was in process of debating, was distinctly a person

to cultivate. Not that it was in the least easy—the man
was almost quite a bear, but his brevity of speech and
brusqueness of manner gave him a cachet that Society

found distinguished. He was married, too—so romantic

!

married to a girl who was shut up with him in Gueldersdorp

all through the Siege. Quite too astonishingly lovely, don't

you know ? and with manners that really suggested the

Faubourg St. Germain. Where she got her style—brought

up among Boers and blacks—^was to be wondered at, but

these problems made people all the more interesting. And
one met her with her husband at all the best houses since

the Castleclares had taken them up. Indeed, Mrs. Saxham
was a relative—was it a cousin ? No—now it all came
back ! Adopted daughter, that was it, of an aunt—^no, a

step-sister of Lord Castleclare, that ineffable little prig of

twenty-two, who as a Peer and Privy Councillor of teland,

and a Lord-in-Waiting to boot, was nevertheless a personage

to be deferred to.

One had heard, hadn't one, ages ago, of the famous
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beauty, I^y Bridget-Mary Bawne ? Well, that was thevery person, who had been Abbess, or Prioress, or^ome

Jet shoT? TW pneumonia during the Siege, or did she

horrid for her^
""" "' ^"^ '^''' *'^«' ''"'^ '^°" I"'*" t-

wrlJ^irf^^T*''**""'* ^^"^ '^tt^-- of 'he Mother's-
written to her kinswoman when the first mutterings of the

S„ ''«8"r"8
*o •'"i'd their blue-black bastions andfrowmng ramparts on the horizon-had got through at laTtThe Bawnes, true to their hereditary quality of eenerousSS M^'" TV""'^ '^°°^^ ^'l 'heir hUsTS

Bri^et-Mary's darlmg; and Saxham was undisguisedly
grateful when he saw how she warmed to them. But he

of r«nl *
^""^ '*'°"'™ « '^hes in the settlementof a sum of money upon Lynette. He had made suchprov^ion for her himself as his means permitted. His b^ks

hshers had paid him a handsome sum in royalt es. and a

tndw-/"'"'"^ ^°'}^' "°Py''8*'* °f -^ new work pla!^nigaid was secured to his wife ; and Saxham's life was

the ™Lr"1'.r^*''" ''""' °^ 'he sum remaining from

kIC^V *\«5r'^t"'^ "'"* ^^'''^''^ of the house SHarley Street, with the practice of the physician who wasgjvmg up tenancy, had been invested in her name lithZother funds. Why should strangers interfere with hksole privilege of working for her 1

" I should prefer that the decision should be left entirely

IZ :^'h H**'
'"^' "''''? '^' ^'"^ of 'he House o^Bawne with the pompous solemnity distinctive of a young

TacI^" ^theltf ^"' '^ ^""°" ^^^^°"^'^' ^°™^"'

Jfrs^S^Cha^^n^'r
has-arah .--already approached

^Dim-Sr.-
*he question," said Lord Ca^tleclare,

tabrii
«hmy surface of the leather-covered writing-table near which he sat with the long, thin, ivorv-hu^

fingers ending in long, narrow, bluish-tSted n^ils Zt h^descended to him-with the peculiar sniffing draw that pr^longed and punctuated his verbal utterance-from^C
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father. " And I rogiet to hear from Lady Castleclare that

Mrs. Saxham gave no encouragement to the suggestion. I

confess myself disappointed equally with my wife and my
elder step-sister, the Duchess of Broads, to whom the lettev

was written—the letter that you will understand conveye to

the family I represent, the last w'shes of one whoso meffory

wo hold in the most sacred love and reverence
"

The Right Honourable Privy Councillor hod here to stop

and dry his eyes, that were frankly overflowing. Though
short, and not at all distinguished of appearance, having

derived from his mother, the Dowager Countess, n^e Mias

Nancy Mcllecvy, of Mclleevystown, County Down, certain

personal disadvantages to counterbalance the immense
fortune amassed by her uncle, the brewer, this little

gentleman of great affairs possessed He kindly heart, and
the quick and sensitive nature of tlu ^emal stock. Now
ho continued :

" —Under the circumstances you will permit me to renew

the proposal with a slight modification. The sum we pro-

posed to invest in Government securities for Mrs. Saxham's
benefit, carrying out a charge that we regard it as a privilege

to—to have received—is not large, merely five thousand

pounds." Ho coughed. " Well, now it has occurred to

me that Mrs. Saxham's objection to receive what she seems

to regard as a gift from people upon whom she has no

claim—that is how she expressed herself to Lady C'astlc-

elare—might be got over—if I may employ the expression,

by our settling the money upon your children ?"

" Upon our cliildrcn
"

They were sitting in Lord Castleclare'a library at Bawne
House, Grosvenor Square. Great books in gilded bindings

gleamed from their covered and latticed shelves, and the

perfume of Russia leather and cedar mingled with the aroma
of rare tobacco in the air. A thin fog hung over the West

End, deadening the sound of traffic, and dimming the polish

of the tall plate-glass windows. The fire burned red behind

bars of silvered steel, the ashes fell with a little clicking

whisper. It seemed to Saxham that he could hear his

pierced hea-.t bleeding, drip, drip, drip! But he sat like

a man ot atone, his white, firm, supple hand clenched upon

the carved knob of the chair-arm. Then he said, looking tlii*
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Right Honourable Privy Councillor full in the face with
those gcntian-bliic eyes of his, now sunk in caves that grew
deeper day by day :

" Let it be so, my lord. I am willing, il my wife consents,
that the money should be settled upon—lier children."
He proscribed, at Lord Castleclare's request, for a political

dyspepsia, and took leave in his brusque, characteristic
way, and sent away his waiting motor-brougham, and
walked home, thinking, by that new light that had flashed
upon him.

It was January, the London January of whirling dust-
clouds below, and racing, murky vapours above. They liad
been settled in the Harley Street house four montlis. It
seemed to Saxham as though they had lived there for years.
The routine of professional life was closing in upon him
once again. Patients thronged to his door ; Hospitals, and
Societies, and Institutions were ojien to him as of old
Society courted and flattered him, and gushed about the
beauty of Mrs. Saxham. It was as though that celebrated
Criminal Case, The Crown v. Saxham, had never developed
into ugly, sinister shape under the dirty skylight of the
Old Bailey.

He crossed Grosvenor Square, and turned down Brook
Street, thinking as he went. Pretty women in furs, their
make-up subdued by silk-gauze veils, nodded to him from
motor-broughams and victorias.

Though the horse-drawn hansom yet pUcd for hire,
petrol was driving brute-power off the streets. The hooting
and clanking of tlie motor-omnibus made Oxford Street
hideous. And that St. Vitus's Dance of the Tube Railway
swept under the pavement beneath Saxham's tread as ho
had passed up New Bond Street. Certainly London was
not more beautiful or plcasanter to live in for the six years
that had gone by.

ITio Tube Works were responsible for much. The
Companies were linking up the North with the West, and
.strings of trolleys, roupled together like railway-trucks,
and laden with yellow clay or great balks of timber, or
giant scales of bored armour-plating, or moleskin-clad,
hra^vny navvies, progres.sed incessantly and at all hours
tlirough the thorouglifares of the metropolis behind huge,

:t"-i
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giraffe-necked, splay-wheeled, smoke-vomiting traction-

engines. Houses and ather buildings were being pulled

down to make stations
;
great hoardings were up, enclosing

spaces where work went on all day, amidst clankings and
groanings of machinery, and clouds of oily-smelling steam,

and where work went on all night, with more groanings and
more clankings, deplorable shrieks of steam-sirens and
hellish flares that might have been reflections from a
burning Tophet, cast upon yet bigger and denser clouds of

the oily-smelling steam.

Yes ! the big black opulent city was greatly changed.
But the change in the people, affecting all ranks and every
class, was even greater. There were compensations, if you
could balance against the decay of good manners the

improvements in sanitation, or set against the crop of evil

gown by the dissemination of the vilest literature in the
cheapest printed forms, the attainability, by the poorest,

of the noblest productions of literary genius. Or if in

congratulating yourself upon the marvellous progress of

Scientific Inventions, hailing from the keen-brained West,
you could condone the degradation of the English language
in the mouths of Shakespeare's countrymen and country-

women by the use of American slang phrases, ooramon.

vulgar, coarse, alternating with choice expressions called

froui the vocabulary of the East End costermouger.

IMvacy and reticence had become unfashionable,

impossible in this, the era of the guinea-himting Press-

Interviewer. The barriers of social exclusiveness had given

way before the push of the plutocrat. The Bubicon be-

tween good Society and bad Society had become invisible.

Racial suicide and sexual licence most hideously prevailed,

spreading like some vile disease from rank to rank, and
class to class. Woman had become less womanly, man
more effeminate. Home was a word that had no longer

any meaning. Religion had decayed ; the fear of God
had been forgotten. But Socialism was springing up, a

rank and lusty weed, in crude neglected soil that might
have been tilled to good purpose ; and a cheap and rowdy
form of patriotism was in a very healthy state, although

the Union Jack had not yet replaced the Bible in the

Board Schools.
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Yes, things had changed, and not for the better ! There
was a tang upon the moral atmosphere that made the
material petrol-fumes of the motor-omnibus almost accept-
able by comparison. The air of Gucldersdorp had been
cleaner, even with that taint from the crowded trenchesheavy on it. Things had changed

; and in the midst of all
these changes, the last sands of the Great Vic 'an Akb
were runnmg out of the glass.

TTiat wonderful life was drawing to its simple, , ,oeful,
noble profoundly touching close, this January of lOOllAnd Its endmg had been hastened by the War

Truly of her it has been said, and shall be; oven when
scholars of another race and another civilisation, springing
from the ashes of this, wrest from the rehcs of a history
of to-day the secrets of an ancient Past

:

" She was not only the Sovereign, but the Mother of her
people.

* • • • »
Saxham turned into Cavendish Square, and was in

Harley Street. The white-enamelled door of a prosperous-^okmg comer-house bore a solid brass plate with his nameHe thought, as he opened the door with his Yale key how
strange it was that this, the very house he had planned
to hvom with Mildred, and had leased, and beautified, and
decorated for her, should have been offered for his inspection
by the first West End house-agent he applied to upon
returnmg to London, whose dust he had shaken off the
solts of his feet forever, barely six years before.
The practitioner who occupied the house—not thesame man who had taken over the lease and fittings frombaxham-was ready to give it up, ,vith all its costly appur-

tenances and up-to-date appointments, together with the
practice for quite a modeiate slice of that legacy of
housands that had come to Saxham from Mildred's dead
Boy. baxham, diagnosing the man's fever to realiseand depart, wondered what secret, desperate motive lay atthe back of hm hurry ? The reason was soon evident. Like
thousands of other men, professional and private, the
physician had been a dabbler on the Stock Exchange and
I'ud gone m heavily for South African mining-stock andhad been rumed by the War.

^i" *
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It wM a year of ruin. Society, led by Messrs. Washing-

ton P. Jukes and Theraistoeles K. Mombasa, six-foot, full-

blooded bucU niggers, elegantly scente i, white-gloved, and

arrayed in evening garments of Bond Street cut, danced the

newly-imported Cake Walk through its ball-rooms and

reception-saloons, with laughter on its reddened lips, and

paste imitations of its family jewels in its waved coiffure and

on its powdered bosom, and Ruin in its heart.

Great manufacturing enterprises, paralysed by lack of

funds and lack of hands, were ruined. Managers producing

plays to empty houses were ruined. Publishers publishing

books that nobody cared any longer to buy. were ruined.

Painters expending time, and money, and toil, uijon pictures

that no longer found purchasers wore ruined. Millions of

smaller folks were ruined by the ruin of their betters.

Only the groat Mourning Warehouses prospered exceed-

ingly, like the Liquor Trade and the Drug Trade. And the

Remount and Forage Trades, and the Army-Contractors,

flourished as the green bay-tree.

Saxham's motor-brougham had gone on in advance,

twisting knowingly in and out of various corkscrew

thorouglifares. It was waiting outside the house in Lower

Harley Street as the Doctor reached the door. The

chauffeur, a spare, short young man, punctiliously buttoned

up in a long dark green, white-faced livery overcoat, a oiip

with a white-glazed peak shading a lean, brickdust-colouri

d

face, with ugly, honest eyes that are familiar to the reader.

cocked one of the eyes inquiringly at his employer, and

receiving a sign implying that his senices would not be

required for some space of time to come, pulled up the lever,

moved on, and turned down the side-street where were the

entrance-gates of the stable-yard that had been turned

into a garage. He had been in Saxham's employment

nearly two months.

W. Keyse, late Corporal, Gueldersdorp Town Guards,

had learned to clean, manage, and drive a motor-car belnni;-

ing to an officer of the Garrison in spare hours duriiij; the

Siege. This accomplishment, with some other leaniini;

gained in those strenuous and bracing times, had ju.stilu'd

him in answering a Times advertisement for a sober, aetivc,
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and intelligent young man, posMessing the requisite know-
lodge of London—" Cripps !" said VV. Keyse, " aa if I
couldn't pick my way about the Bally Old Dustbin blind-
folded !"—to act in the capacity of chauffeur to a West End
medical practitioner.

An acquaintance who was a waiter at a Pall Mall Club
gave him the tip, and the chance cam« in the nick of time,
for Mr. and Mrs. VV. Keyse were up against it, and no gay
old error. " If you was t.i offer to blooming-well work for
people for nothing," said Mrs. Keyse, " my belief is they
wouldn't 'ave you at the price !"

Tlio Old Shop, as W. Keyse affectionately called his
native island, had drawn the exiles home. Good-bye to the
bronzed, ungirdled vastncss of veld and karroo, and the
clear, dark, distant blue of level-topped mountains bathed
in the pure stimulating atmosphere that braces like cham-
pagne. Old J]ngland called with a voice there was no
resistmg, groat draggle-tailed, grimy London beckoned to
her boy and girl, as the big grey liner, with the scarlet
smoke-stacks, engulfed her mails and passengers, dipped
the Red Ensign in farewell to Table Mountain, and sped
homewards on even keel over the heaving sapphire plain.
Southampton Dock was a pure delight to Mr. and Mrs. W.

Keyse. The Waterloo Arrival platform sent thrills through
their boot-soles to the roots of their hair. They sat in the
Pit at the Oxford that night, and there was a South African
sketch on with two of the cluonic-cst jossers you ever see
gassmg away in khaki behind earthworks of sacks stuffed
with straw, and standing up to chuck sentimental and
patriotic ballads off their chests, while the Enemy, who had
kept up an intermittent rifle-practice at the wing, left off—
presumably to listen. " After being used to the Reel Tiling,"
VV Keyse said, " it was enough to make you up and blub !"

That waa the first disillusion. Others followed. The
aunt who had inhabited one of the ginger-brick almshouses
over aginst 'Igligyte Cemetery was dead when they took
ler a whole pound of tea and three-quarters of best cooked
ham, and the delicacies had to be given to the old woman
next door, with whom the deceased had always liad words.
V ou couldn't 'ave expected the old gal to last much longer,
liut still it was a blow.
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Lobster haU long ago given 'Melia tlie go-by, thej

learned, in return for tlio liam and the tea ; and tlioy got hei

address and hunted lior up in a back-street betund the

Queen's Crescent, and W. Keyse failed to recognise hii

charmer of old in a red-nosed, frowsy slattern, married tt

a sweated (jerman in the baking-trade and mother of twc

of the dirtiest kids you ever ! And Mrs. Keyse, tt

whom her William had expatiated upon the subject of hii

family, maintained a portentous dumbness, punctuatec

with ringing sniffs, during the visit, and was sarcastic or

the bus, and tearfully penitent when they got back to th(

Waterloo Road lodging tliat was cheap at the weekly rent

she said, if you were paying for dirt and live-stock.

You couldn't spend your time enjoying yourself for over

she added a little later on, as their smidl joint purse o

savings dwindled and that pale ghost that men call Warn

began to hover about their hired bolster. W. Keyse hac

thought of soliciting a re-engagement at the fried-fish siioi

in the High Street, Camden Town, but ii had been swepi

away in favour of an establishment whore they mendei

your boots while you waited. So he sought elsewhere

The War had drained away so many men, one would hav(

thought employment could be had by any chap who took

the trouble to walk about and look for it. But the soles ul

W. Keyse's boots were worn to their last thickness of browi

paper, and all his clothes and Emigration Jane's, with tlu

exception of the things him and her had on, had been

pawned before it occurred to the man that that kind (il

walking ended in the Workhouse. The woman had knowr

it from the very beginning. The valorous deeds of W
Keyse stood him in no good stead. London was stiff witli

liars who boasted of having been through the Siege, and tlieii

lies were more ornamental and sparkling than his truths.

Mrs. W. Keyse would have took a situation as General,

and glad, but there were family reasons against that. Klie

had broke down and cried somethink dreadful on lict

William's shabby tweed shoulder the morning he went out

to answer the West End Doctor's advertisement. He

kissed her and told her to keep her hair on, but she was so

hysterical that he was fair afryde to leave 'er. So ho took

her along, and his good Angel must have suggested that.
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^^
Cripps !—when the manservant ia pluin clntliuH said,

"Stop this way, upstairs please "—W. Keyso and wife
having applied at the area-door—" and Dr. Saxham will see
you," the name, not having been mention"'' 'n the adver-
tisement, which gave only the address and i i initial, im-
parted to both an electrical shook of surprU^. They had
looked a very small and very shabby and very lost and
lonely little couple under those high- moulded ceilings and
upon the Turkey carpets that covered the polished parquet
of the handsomely-furnished and well-appoin*.ed consulting-
room that the practitioner who had caved in tlirough South
African Gold-Mines had confldered an adequate setting for
liis bald-browed and portly presence. Now both curved
backbones assumed the perpendicular, and their wide
Cockney mouths were wreathed in joyful smiles.
The man sitting in the Sheraton armchair at the writing-

table that matched it, the man with the black head and
square pale face and heavy muscular shoulders, vho looked
up from among his papers and notebooks with the receiver
of a telephone at his ear, rose to his feet, and came to them
with a kind, outstretched hand. 8a.\ham never wasted a
word or forgot a face. And here were two faces from
Gueldersdorp. He shook the hands that belonged to them,
and said in his curt way :

" How are you, Mrs. Keyse ? And you, Keyse ? You
may guess when I hoard that somebody had called to
answer my advertisement I hardly imagined that two old
patients had dropped down on me from the skies !"

The young woman stared at Saxham with her mouth
agape and the tears trickling down her hiUow cheeks. The
young man swallowed something with a violent effort, and
blurted out :

" Lumme, Doctor ! it's more by 'arf ll'-e bein' shot up out
of the Other Shop—an' landin' in the ii..ddle of New Jtru-
salem

! Weeks along "—he picked up the shabby bowler
tliat had dropped upon the Turkey carpet—" for weeks
along I've been tiyin' to find out what was the matter wi'
mo

!
Now I knows ! I've bin 'omesick—fair old 'ome-

sick for a sniffer of the very plyce I was 'oppin' with 'appi-
ncss to git away out of four montlis back. Good old
Gueldersdorp !" He winked the wet out of his eyes a.id
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puintod to Mm. Koyno with Iiih ulbuw. " An' look at 'ir !

Uoin' a blub on the strength of it ! That'H wot it is to bo a

woman I Ain't it, sir j"

Saxliam'B keen glance t<«)k in the altoroil Khaixi of tlio

thin girl in tlio mondoa Jacket and the largo and feathered

hat that topped the colossal structure of fair, frizzled hair,

even as she dried licr eyes with a twopenny handkerchief

edged with cotton laco, and tried to laugh. He took the

lean chin of W. Koyso between his white, strong, supple

fingers, and turned the triangular, hollow-cheeked face U)

tlio light, and said, touching the little round blue scar left

by the enemy's bullet at the angle of the wide left nostril

and the other mark of iU egress below the inner comer of

the right eye :

" You found out what a woman can bo, my man, when

slie helped to nurse you at the Hospital."
_

" Gawd knows I did !" aflirmed \V. Keyso. ' An smci'

she's bin' my wife " The prominent Adam's apple in

his thin throat jerked. He gul|>cd a ^ob down as ho looked

at her. And the red flew up in her pale cheeks, and in her

eyes, as slio returned the look of him, her master and her

mate, there shone the answering light of love. And Sax-

ham's face darkened with angry blood, and his strong',

supple surgeon's hand clenched with the savage impulse to

dash itself in the face of this ragged, seedy, out-at-clbows

Millionaire who flaunted riches in the face of his o«n

beggary.

Never, never would a woman's eyes kiiidlo with th.il

sweet fire in aaswer to the challenge of his own !
I'^'npty.

empty the heart whoso chambers were swept and dockwl

and garlanded for a guest who never came !
Lonely, hmcly,

desolate this life lived within sound of her, sight of lur,

touch of her—dearer inexpressibly than ever woman wus

yet to man! '

,

He had said to her :
" But come to mo, and 1 shall uc

content—ev<fl happy. Live under my roof, take the shcUir

of my name—I ask no more !

"

He asked more in the lonely nights that would never ho

companioned, in the silence that would never be broken by

Love's whisper or Love'.s kiss. Ho was not content
;

in^

craving for her trotted the flesh from his bones and gna«ol
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lii» lienrt liko wmio voraciouH, Hliarp-fanKixl. prwlutory
nninii'l. Happy—wad ho ( Happy an one »li<> ititu bviiiclo

a Ntroaiii of living water and y«t niUHt pcriHli of drouglit.
Ho ocjld only imagine one gruator miwry, one more ox-
cruoiating tnrturo, one moro oxquiHite unliappinowi than
this happiness sho had confurrod upon him—and that was
to ho witluiut her.

Ho drew a doop broalh, and drove back his Heroo, snarling
misery, and kicked it into its kennel, and bofriended the
absurd littlo couple. W. Keyso was tested, proved capable
of manipulating the steering-wheel, duly oertilioatod, and
engaged. Tliore wore a couple of living-rooms over tlio

coach-house that «as now a garage. Saxham sent in some
plain furniture, and behold an Kden ! Pots of ferns pur-
chased from astrcothawkershowedgi-oeniy behind the tidiest
muslin blinds you over sor I and Mrs. William Keyse, ex-
pectant mother of a potential Briton, sat behind tlioni, and
iia she potchod the sliirts that had been taken out of paw n—
and whether they're let out on hire to parties wanting uch
tilings or whether the niioo oat 'oles in 'om, who oar vy ?

hut the styto in whicli thoy come back from Them ^ lycos
is something clironic !—she sang, Bomotimos " Come, Buy
My Coloured 'Erring," which they learned you along of tlio

Tonic Sofa at the Board School in Kentish Town ; and some-
times " Tlie Land Where Dreams Come True !"

This was a fulfilled dream, this little, cheap home of two
rooms—one of them opening upon nothing by a loft-door

—

over a garage that had been a coach-house, at the end of the
paved yard looking towards the rear of the tall, drab-
stuccoed house whose high double plato-gliuis windows
were sliiclded from plebeian oyes by softly-quilled screens
of silk muslin running on polished brass rods. But when
the electric liglits wore switched on, before tJo inner blinds
were drawn down, you could see quite plain into the con-
sulting-room, a littlo below your level, where the Doctor sat
at his big writing-table that was heaped with notebooks and
papers and had a telephone on it, and all sorts of mysterious
instruments in shining brass and silver, as brightly polished
as the gleaming thing with a lid, shaped liko a violin-case
and with a spirit-lamp undemeatli it, in whicn all sorts of
wicked-looking knives and forceps were boiled when they

fj
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were taken out of the black bag ; or into Mrs. Saxham'i

bedroom, that was on the floor above, and was done up u

the loveliest style you ever !
" Not that Missis W. Keysi

would exchange 'er present quarters for Buokin'am Palace,'

she declared, pouring out her William's tea, " if invited U

do so by 'er Majesty the Queen 'erself."

William'stopped blowing at'his jmoking saucer.

" They s'y She's'dyin' !" His face lengthened. He pu

the saucer down. " They 'ave it in the evenin' pypers !"

Mrs. Keyse had a flash of inspiration.

" I reckon it don't seem dyin' to 'Er !"

" Wot are you gettin' at 1" asked the man in bewilder

ment.
" I'm gettin' at it like this," said the lighter brain. Al

'er long life she's 'ad to be a queen first, an' a wife aftei

Now she lays there she's no more than a wife—a wife wot

goin' to meet 'er 'usband agin after yeers an' yeers c

waitin'. For '"jr Crown she leaves be'ind 'er for 'er sor

but 'er weddin' ring goes wiv' 'er in 'er coffin ! See ?"

" I pipe. Wonder wot 'Er an' 'Im '11 s'y to one anothc

fust thing they meet ?"

" They won't s'y nothink," said the visionary, soberl

taking tea. " But I shouldn't bo surprised but wot they'

stand an' look in one another's fyoes wivout s'yin' a wore

for a week or so by the Time Above, an' the tears a-runnii

down an' never stoppin'
!"

" Gam ! There ain't no cryin' in 'Eaven," said V\

Keyse, beginning on the broad-and-butter. " The Bill

tells you so
!"

" That's right enough. But I lay Gawd lots folks do^

bit o' blub—just once," said Emigration Jane, " before
'

wipes their eyes, bccos you don't begin to know \\(

'appiness means until you've cried for joy
!"

" I pretty near did when the Doctor give me this chau:

feur-ing job, and so I tell you stryte," affirmed her h.ri

" D'you know I 'ad a shy at thanMn' 'im agyne, an' got m

'ead bit orf. ' Shut your damned mouth !'—that's wot tli

Doctor s'ys to me. Well, I 'ave shut it !" He closed h

jaws upon an inch-thick slice. " But wot I s'y to myse

is," he continued, masticating, " that makes the Thir

Time, an' the Third Time's the Charm !"
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asked Mrs.
" Wot do you mean by the third time, deer

Keyse, putting more hot water in the teapot

__

" The First," said W. Keyse, with an air of mystery
w-as m a saloon-bar full o' Transvaal an' Free State

Dutehies at Gueldersdorp."

*
"
^°l' 'u

^°" ?°"'' ®^'"' "^n " ''egan his wife, and
stopped short. Tlie scene of her first meeting with WKeyse flashed back upon her mental vision. She saw the
big man waking up out of his drunken stupor and lurohine
to the rescue of the little one. " Was it 'im ?" she panted
as the teapot ran over on the clean coarse cloth. " Wm
it Dr. Saxham ?"

^u "^?.1 ""^^ *'^^^ " ^''°'" "^ '' "«^" W. Koyse rescued
the kettle, restored it to the hob, returned to his place and
shook his finger at her warningly. " And if you go toremind ine as wot 'e were drunk when 'e done wot 'e
'•"1 He looked portentous warnings.

" I never would. Oh, William !"

Mind as you never do, that's all ! . . . I tried to thank

t'?-!??'.u"?V°" ^- ^''y^^' "'"'' '« wouldn't 'ave it.
1 tried to thank im agyne at the Hospital—an' e' wouldn't
avo It. I tried to thank 'im yesterday on 'is own doorstep
an e w-ouldn t 'ave it. So wot I'm a-going to do is-Wait '

When I was a little nipper at Board School there was a
fairy tyle in the Third Standard Class Reader, all about a
Lion wot 'ad syved the life of a Louse, an' 'ow the Louse
laid out to do somethin' to pay the Lion back. . .

."

__

" I remember the tyle, deer," confirmed Mrs. Keyse
But it was a mouse "—she repressed a shudder—" an"

not the—thing you said."

''Mouse or Louse, it means the syme," declared W. Keyse
with ^burmng eyes. "And the Doctor's goin' to find it
does. He held up his lean right hand and swore it.

" So
elp me, Jiminy Cripps !"

!•>

LVIII

Lysjette Saxham came into the consulting-room that wason the ground-floor of the house in Harley Street, behind
Mie room where patients waited their turn. Her quick
light step and the silken rustling of the lining of hor gown

36
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broke the siiell that had bound the man who sat motionless

in the armchair before the Sheraton writing-table, staring

with fixed eyes and gripping the arms of his chair with un-

conscious force. ...

A faint, pleasant odour of Russia leather and camphor-

wood came from the dwarf bookcases that dadoed the walls.

The room was quite dark ; the two high windows, screened

by clear muslin blinds running on gilded rods, showed pale

parallelograms of cold twilight. The coachhouse and stable

building at the end of the paved yard showed as a cube of

blackness. One window in the centre of the wall was

lighted up, and on its white cotton blind the shadows of a

man and woman acted a Domestic Play.

Perhaps Saxham had been watching this ? The shadow-

man seemed to sit at a table reading a newspaper by the

Ught of the lamp behind Mm, the shadow woman sat

nearer the window, employed upon some homely kind of

needlework. Her outline when she rose, showed that tht!

woman's great, mysterious ordeal, the sacrament of keenest

anguish by which her dearest and most sacred joy is won,

was very close upon her. She passed behind the man as if

to fetch something, stopped behind his chair, and drew her

arm about his neck, leaning her cheek down to his so that

their two shadows became one.

The starving waif outside the window of the cook-sh(i[i

knows no more excruciating aggravation of his pangs than

to look at food, and yet keeps on looking. It may ha\i

been like this wdth Saxham, empty of all love, and gnawed

by the tooth of a sharper hunger than that which is merrl>

physical. He started out of his lethargy when his wife'i

voice reached him.
" Owen ! . . . Why, you are sitting in the dark !"

Lynette heard someone moving among the shadows. Tin

electric reading-lamp upon the writing-table diffused ;

mellow radiance under its green silk shade. Two othn

globes sprang into shining life, and showed her, smiling

and shrinking a little from the sudden incursion of light

as Saxham, with the quiet, unhurried, scrupulous courtesy

ue always showed towards his wife, received the hoavj

driving-mantle of sables that she dropped from her shouldtrs

fmd laid it over a chair. A frosty^breath from the outci
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atmosphere clung to it, but the silken lining was pene-
tratmgly warm, and instinct with the sweetness of the
woman, so much so that it was agony to the man
She wore a white cloth gown of elegantly-simple out

that revealed with unostentatious art the lovely lines ofthe slender shape. A knot of white and golden freesias
exhahng a clean, delicate perfume, was fastened at her
breast; her wonderful red-brown hair was shaded bv a
broad-brimmed bro>vn felt hat of Vandyke shai)e with

r!?'?^i«1l"°r?"«
,?'"'"*'' "^^^ ''"« P™'^^'' of her beauty

had fulfilled Itself in the last six months. She was be-
wildermgly lovely.

She drew out the jewelled pins that fastened her hat
and threw it down, and took a favourite seat of hers beside
the hre, and looked across at the man who was her hus-
band, smilmg faintly as she held her little foot, delicatelv
shod, high-arched and slim, to the blaze of the wood-fire

waiti^" l,^*"'^""'
"''"' y"""" ^O'"'^- Are any patients

"It is past my hour for seeing patients," said Saxham
with a smile. And if anyone were waiting, you are an
older chent, and have the prior claim."

.•.'Tn ^"l.''»^« *''"> "» here, then," she said, and touched
the bell, addmg :

" I am fond of this room."
It was just now a place that was dear to Saxham Hecame across to the hearth and stirred the fire to a ruddier

blaze, and stood at the opposite side of it, leaning an arm
upon the mantelshelf. The shining mirror above it re-
Hected a square black head that was gettinj; p-izzled, and
the prohle of a face that was haggard and worn.
The servant came with tea, and drew down' the upper

blmds, shutting out that mocking shadow-play at wWch
baxham had been staring. As Lynette busied herself with
the shmmg silver and delicate Japanese porcelain there
was a chance of studying, unobserved, the beloved book
01 her face—a locked book to Saxham smce that day in
the Cemetery at Gueldeisdorp.
Ah, what a face it was ! It fascinated and held him

i>uch long thick, shadowy eyelashes, sweeping the wliito
Cheeks

!
Such a low, wide, perfectly modelled forehead

above them, with fine arched eyebrows, much darker than
36—2
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the richly rippling, parted hair that was coiled and twisted

and roped into a mass behind the small, delicate ears, as

though its owner were impatient of its luxuriance. Such

a close-folded, mysterious mouth, with deep-cut curves,

hiding the pure white, rather overlapping teeth. An
irregular nose, rather square-ended, with eager nostrils ; a

rounded chin, with a Uttle cleft in it, went to the making of

the face that Saxham and many others thought so beautiful.

Only something was wanting to it. " Animation," the

physiognomist would have said. " Vitality, mobility."

" Health," might have thought the ordinary observer, mis-

taking the bluish shadows under the drooped eyelids and

about the mouth and nostrils for the usual signals of

debility.

But Saxham, when he looked into the golden-hazel ey«s,

so often hidden by the thick white eyelids, with their deep

fringe of black-bro^vn lashes, said to himself with bitterness :

" She is quite well. Nothing on earth is wrong with her,

except that she is not happy ! I can give her everything

else on earth, it seems, but what she needs most of all
!"

Let Joy, that radiant torch of the soul, illuminate those

dim windows, let Happiness sink Uke sweet rain into tho

dry heart, and the whole woman would aw aken into vivid

glowing beauty, like the parched South African veld after

the spring rains. Red tulips would bloom between the

boulders ; exquisite glowing pelargoniums and snow-white or

pale-blue iris would clothe the baked earth. The ice-plant

would no longer be the only green thing growing in the

crannies of the rock. Delicate ferns and dow-gemmed

piteher-plants would quiver there, and the spikes of the

many-coloured gladioli would thrust from the earth like

spears ; and the sweet-scented clematis and the passion-

vine would trail and blossom in rose and white and purple

on the edges of the kloofs and gorges, every stem and leaf

and bud and blossom growing and rejoicing in the balmy

breeze and the glorious June sunshine ; the cruel, lashing

rains, the devastating floods, and the burning droughts for-

gotten as though they had never been.

Meanwhile the heavy fringe of dark lashes drooped wearily

on J ynetto's white chet^ks, and the long-limbed, slight, supple

body leaned back in the favourite chair by the fireside

Itlii
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witb a little air of languor that only added to her allure.And Saxham looking at her, said again in his heart :

ehild/Ml"
~'" **'"° '""'" *•'" """""y "P°° ^"^

She had learned to love, and thrilled at the touch of

a^r°' Ti ^.''^"^ty'"
'''"' ^""^^ •>"* Lo™ «'"'>d eome

E' 7u ** '^^.''' resurrection in the radiance of

coud Z"' T !?' *";''
^J'-l'"''"

'
S"^'' ^ •"""i'^g" ''^ theirs

road Heh ^ ^""\"f- ''^* ^^ ^'"'''' "°* *'*'«' the easyroad He had dee,dcd. His should bo the strait andnarrow way of death. His death was a debt he owed her.
I ou are to learn why i

Wliile he reviewed, 'for the thousandth time, this detcr-

»^rMT ^
^\"''^ ^"^^ ^'^^ "g'''" how the thingshould be done his tea had grown quite cold. She leaned

iJtrl "tt T''' T"^
'^"^''^ '•««''"«« he started andlooKed at her so strangely.

He never, if it could be avoided, louched her. Her old

t^^lf JT ^™ ''"^. ^°™ "'''" Hi« companionship,
though he did not guess it, was to her desirable-even deanIhe light firm tread of his small muscular feet, the curtdecided utterance, made welcome music in her ears. Shewould watch him without his knowledge when they wentabroad together. The esteem in whlh his peefa and
seniors held him, the deference with which his opinions

trilrSe""'
'''"''""' '" ^''^ """' ^'^''"^^ ''''"ghtful

She had felt the fii'st stirring of that pride in him when

.pir* r^^ ^T^ *'"' *'^'''"g ''™° ''"d the beating:«&^^^ Gueldersdorp had said, „™ging 1

J

' //
'
yc have been of any use to me If

\ ou have been my right hand and my mainstay from first
to last, Saxham, and while I live I shall remember it t"
arave words—heartsome words for the hearing of a

SI da not
''''"' •''"• ^^^"-^ «- "--* -'-^

He did not believe that he had won any hearts m Guel-
aersdorp Hia curtness, his roughness, his harshness had
been unfavourably commented upon many and many a

t
' t)^
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time. Yet when ho left them, how the people cheered !

What volumes of roaring sound from lusty throats had
bidden him good-bye and Ood-speed !

" Hurrah for the Doctor ! Three cheers for Saxham I

Don't forget us, Doc ! Come back again ! Ood bless you,
Sazham! Bravo, Saxham ! Saxham! Saxham! Hurrah!"
A woman who had loved him would have wept for joy.

A pity his wife did not

!

How strangely Owen had looked at her Just now, when
she had brushed his sleeve lightly with her finger-tip !

How crrious it waa that he never touched her if he could
help it ! She had quite forgotten having told him that,

while she liked to know him near, she could not endure the
thought of beir^- taken by him, caressed by him, held in

his embrace. . . . That had been the frank, truthful

expression of her feelings at the time. She did not recoil

so from his contact now. She had not realised how deeply
her words had wounded the man's great, suffering, patient

heart. Spoken, they had passed from her memory. It is

so natural for a fair, sweet woman to forget ! It is so

impossible for a man who has been stabb^ to help re-

membering, with the deep, bleeding wound unclosed !

There was another thing that Saxham did not know.
Although, as time went on, the beloved image of the
Mother, cherished in the innermost shrine of her adopted
daughter's heart, suffered no change in the clear, firm

beauty of its outlines or deterioration in the richness of

its tender and austere and gracious colouring; and each
new day supplied some fresher garland of old imperishable

memories to grace it with ;—that Shape with the grey-green

jowel-eyes and the gay mo;it>i that laughed had faded

—

faded ! She would not own it even to herself, but the keen
edge of her grief for Beauvayse waa blunted. The anniver-

sary of his death, occurring in the coming month of February,
was to be a solemn retreat of sacred prayer for her. But
it was the Mother's death-day also, when to the palm of

martyrdom had been added the Saint's crown. She was
going to spend three days at the Kensington Convent,
where the dead nun had taken the vows. She told Saxham
now of the arrangement she had made through Lady
Castleolare, who was intimate with the fuperior.
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" HvLin ^r ""'V"'"
"''' """'^•" "ho said to Saxham,iivmg in a Convent again. And tliero are many Sistereth^e who knew Mother, and loved her " ^

at her 7eTt M»T ^'"'''l''"
^"'^ ^^ ^*'^'^'"°' "" ^e looked

H«iw li
the dead, and not a crumb for the living

!

SaTtfWnT- 'i'' ""l.'.^""'
'*^'"*'"'^« -^ hand from thegrave to keep her from him. And he could have cried

SJ^!"^' *t"' T. '"'' * *"«''«'«'• ^*ho cheated you

M iven^tn^""-
^^'«'': °»^. -n'J I. who have neCrhed, even to wui you, will show him to you as he really

A Ss?nn%n''
""*'

ri'' ^^^^ '"'nPf'tion to enlighten her.

bed, and he heard his own voice saying •

' I will never tell her! I ^in'not blacken any man's
reputation to further ray o^vn interests !"

^

>She was speaking, telling him something He came

th':* r^
"' *'" fierce mentafstruggle to listi to Vhe TZthat was so sweet and clear, ar,d yet so cold, so cold

'' Imagine it
! I met an old friend to-day at my dross-maker's m Conduit Street. Not a man. A sirl who wTa

sTi 1"'^ ^r^l^ ** Gueldersdorp-^,r, rather, I shouldsay a woman, for she is married."
Saxham asked :

.'.'

el^*^®
™ Englishwoman or a Colonial «"

« Mi» n'^r^^"^*'^''
^'"'"'^ ''"'^ ^"'"l^ blood. She was

ra^ at Pretoria. He controls large interests on the Rand

!n F i-T
''^^'^ "*'*"' Johannesburg. She is married toan English gentleman. He is very rich, and has a title.She told it me, but 1 have forgotten it. She asked me

to drive home and lunch with her " She hesitated.
1 did not want to go," she said.
" Well and what happened then ?" Saxham asked.

1 made some kind of excuse, and hailed a hansom, and
•love to Lady Castloclare's. I lunched with her. She isalways very kind. She thought the pearls were beautiful.
Kilt—but surely they cost you a great deal of money »"

lif.
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I

She touched a tring of the gleaming, milky things tliat

encircled her white throat above the lace cravat. Saxham
said, smiling :

" They did not cost more than I could afford to pay.
I am glad you liked them. I told Marie to put them on
jour dressing-table, where you would be likely to see them
in the morning."

" You are too good to me !" she said, with quivering
lips, looking at him. Her white hand wavered in the au-,

as though she meant to stretch it out to him.
" It is not possible to be too good—to you I" said Sax-

ham curtly. He would not see the outstretched hand.
She drew it back, and faltered :

" You give me everything "

" You have given me what I most wanted in the world !"

he lied bravely.
" But "—she rose and stood beside him on the hearth-

rug, tall, and fair, and slender, and oh ! most seductively,
maddeningly sweet to his adoring thought—" but you take
nothing for yourself. That bedroom of yours at the top
of the house is wretchedly bare and comfortless ; and then,
those absurd pictures !"

She laughed ruefully, recalling the row of pictorially-

illustrated nursery rhymes that adorned the brown-paper
dado of Saxham's third-floor bedroom, the previous tenant
having been a family man.

"—Little Miss Muffet and Georgy Porgy ; the Four-and-
Twenty Blackbirds, and the Cow that jumped over the
Moon. How can you endure them ?"

She looked at him, and was startled by the set grimness
of his face and the thunderous lowering of the black smudge
of eyebrow. He said :

" You went to my room to-day. Why ?"

She crimsoned, and stammered :

" It was this morning, after you had gone out. I—it

struck me that your linen ought to be overlooked and put
to rights from time to time. How did you know ?"

He did not explain that the perfume of her hair, of her

breath, of her dress, had lingered when she haA gone, to

tempt and taunt and torture him. He said nothing of the
little knot of violets that had dropped from her breast upcpii



THK DOP DOCTOR ggg

too !" she laid ««,! ;.
' y°" '"^" eomiiiK,

He shook ;^ hi'" "^^ """•« ^'^ -"•

script that lay uZ the hlnTf
"""" *'"^*' "^ "'»""-

She spoke his name in a whisper— Owen !"

" Yes ?"

^t;?ndSeLVorwitr;ou"Tr *" '"'^'^ »^ ^--^ I

youar;n^Tigt:u?"' """''' "^ interest-" unless

;;

I am perfectly well, thanks !" she said coldly

Saxlfam «L° ifeTm^rthlr'. '"Z ^'''^- ''^"''" «'<1

harsh features almostT^f
that changed and softened his

to The Car ton r^ f . K ^"^ ^^ ^
'"" ''"™ "'*'' y»"

the theatre h";o von fl^".
^"""^ '^' ^''^y- ^''™h^ "'nave jou decided to patronise ;"

"SM.^.
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" I^y Hannah and the Major left the choice to me," sh

Baid, with a little touch of giiliNh importance, " so I tele

phoned to Nickalls in Bond Street for a box at Th
Leicester. He had not got one ; he sent me three stall

for " The Chiffon Girl " at The Variety instead. It is '

revival. I don't quite know what that means," she added

rather puzzled by Saxham's silence and the grimness c

his face. " You do not mind at all 1 You do not thin

it is the kind of play the Mother would not have likf^d m
to see V

" No !" said Saxham curtly, ond with averted eyes.

She bent her head to him as he opened the door, and wen

away to her own rooms on the floor above, the drawing

room that was upholstered and hung with delicate, greer

and-wiiite, rose-garlanded Pompadour brocade, and gracef

i

water-colours from famous hands, and furnished with ever

luxuryand elegancethat the heart of woman could desire ; th

charming boudoir, pink as a sea-shell, and full of new boot

and old china; the bedroom, with the bluc-and-white decori

tiona, where an ivory Oucifix that had always stood upo

the Mother's writing-toble hung above the dainty bed. . . .

" I think he is a little hard on me at times," she said. (

she passed through the warm, firelit, perfumed rooms thf

were fragrant with the narcissi and violets and lilies th(

were sent in by his orders, ap'' strewn with the costl;

pretty trifles that she, who had been used to the barracl

like bareness of the Convent, delighted in like a child, an

the gleaming mirrors gave her back her loveliness. " W

treats me as if I were a stranger. And, after all, I am li

wife
"

Saxham's patients found him even curter and moi

brusque in manner than usual that evening, and the artic

for the Scientific Review made little way. He threw dovv

his pen at last, and leaned his head upon his hands nii

wondered, staring at the unfinished page of manuscript « it

eyes that saw no meaning in the sentences, whether an

man bom of woman had ever been so great a fool as tl

man who had written them ?

To have made that promise of secrecy to the dead traiti

wa.s an act of sheer, quixotic folly. To have kept it w i

madnes.^. nothing less. And yet Saxham knew thut 1
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«aS from 'r
'^ "'" 1""?"' '""""'' "f """"'"flnj'

;

gatnercd from a paragrapl, in Home nowspapor. Thero

^ht Jl'*r***x."'
*'"'"«''arre, whiol, might have ^lightened her. He turned to it now. and re^:

Or.y Hu«.r., nth Vi,'n,™, l„'v,v," kMH
,/;'„"'"' •^"'","''. ' "•

At the Clubs, Service and Civil Sarlinm k„j i, 1 .^

'Y"ted m his presence a do^en times hy Soci -tv clfattereT

fromTeC« '"^f'
"",'' *>« ^"^ P™"^«d to fetch her

iiiraea ten. He had stretched his hand to tlie tolpi>h«n„

the halW^ The ca^Tl"*' TTF '1'""'^'^ "^°"g''

door Iwv." > .
™ * ''""'''^ <** 'he consulting-roomdoor-sharp quick, imperious, oddly unlike Lynettf's soft

tZ'o^rl^, A
'"™!"°"« S-'^ham made two strides acrossth'- carpet and opened to her, a question op his lip.
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" W'liy liavo you t'ome bark »o rarly ) Han anytliii

happened ?"

Kvnn a< he aiikcd, her look told why. She knew. . . .

8he knew. . . . Her face wa« rigid, a pure white mask <

ivory ; there wan not a trace of colour oven in the net liji

Her eyra burned upon him. twin Harnett of dark ambc
steady under levelled brown. She waa wrap|)ed I a lor

ermino-naiiod and bordered black brocade mantle, thi

gleamed with jet pasfemenlerie ; d Kcarf of white lace covere
her head. It hid the red-brown hal with the C'lytie ripp
in i>. and the great silken coils, transfixed by a sapphii

u,. . iamond dagger, that were masstHi at the nape of tt

lender neck. Seen so, she was nunlike in her chasi

severity, but for those stern, resentful eyes.
" I have come to tell you that I am no longer in ignoranc

I have found out what you have hidden from mo so long-

what the Wrynches knew and wouiii r-t tell me ; what tl:

world hai> known while I sat in the dark . .
."

A s])a8m wrung her mouth. Saxliaui rolled a cha
towards hor. He said guardedly, avoiding her eyes :

" Until you acquaint mo in detail with what yo
ha\e hoard, I cannot explain or defend myself. Wi
you not sit down ( You are lo.)king pale and ovei

wrought."

She laid one slight gloved hand upon the chair-back, an
leaned upon it.

" I would lathor stand, if you have no objection, wliilst

tell you what I have learned to-night. I dined alone wit
Lady Hannah at the L'arlton ; wo went together to th

theatre—Major Wryncho had had a summons to attend u

Marlborough House."
She untied the knot of lace beneath her chin, and strippei

away the long gloves with nervous haste and impaticnci

and tossed them with the scarf upon the chair beside lni

and went on :

" I had heard much of ' The Chiffon Girl.' I wanted t.

see it. When the First Act began I wondered very mini

why they called it a Musical Ccm(>dy, when the noise tin

orchestra made could hardly be called music ; and tliiK

was no comedy—only slang expressions and stupid jokes

But the actress who sang and danced in tht princiiw

rv3!^jLh W^MW^.
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a chair

THE nop IKKTOH ,„

«I.|HrHjd a.K,ut with .Saxha„,'HU .T^'rU
" "'"'*

Zr •' h,^I .^ " «'""'" "' '*'"'*»'" in tho golden

r„"d«r,ui' .l\;:r,;;?jr^ -. •
-ho d„„co<f with

un^ hr""
"' "^ I'-'»"'«'an«to-hloH«o„,H sla^ ^""^k";,

r".^.r y^ or'Z'' "^^'Vo havJ:""'"'^ 'T'.
''"^ ^"'

whirl before nil fl,',.i;

,"

j '" ""*"" """^ ''""'"l ""d

ohel'n'i""*
'"°"''- ^"* -^ "•"«"•' ^-'^"'^ « hi»

;;

Shn would hardly thank you for pitying hor."

r was the cause
! Oh ! how could y.-u bo ho cr TIs toTt

:;Kn&."""' ^-'*'^^''^ writrr't*

You know of whom I speak . .
/' said Lvnotto ' H«

:zShl'Trr'^"'''^""'«-"«*«'^^^^^^^^^^Doiieved him; not honest, or sincere or trim M^^i

^'Z^'ir' "' f'"f--io^P he wasVe'hXnd' "hi:nar,ss-the woman I saw up,m the stage to-night Mdyou I no« all this, and never told me ! You knew hat h^memory wa« sacred in my heart. A woman I wa^'i;; odLed
sC o a^t". " T' '""^ *° '''''^'^™ '* Sh,. said shett shod to act towards me as a friend. I remember that I

St'" ''r
''''-, '' ^ *"™'^ '">d '^f*

"
r 'You

mi^er'ablv T.."
"""

'""*"
J^,"''

'
^ ''''^- ' ^"» '"^^e failedmiserably. If ,t wore possible to love him better-if I could

Wf^fW^
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honour his memory more than I do now, I would, becau

of the evil you have spoken of my dead !'
"

She heard Sarham draw breath heavily. She went i

with increased passion, and gathering resentment

:

" All my life long I might have gone on in my blindnei

honouring the dishonourable, cherishiag the base, but £

the idle gossip of two strangers in the theatre to-night-

man and a woman in the stalls behind us. They talked i

the louder when the lights went down. They wonder
' why the Lavigno did not star on the programme as a Vi

countess V but, of course, they said, ' the Foltlebarres wou
never stand that ! They were nearly wild when that han
some scamp of theirs married her—poor Beauty Beauvayf
of the Grey Hussars.' He and she had kept house togethe

there was a kiddie coming ; they said the little woman playi

her cards uncommonly well ! . . . The marriage was pull

off on the (juiet at a Registrar's a week or so before Beau g
his appointment on the Staff. Straight of the fellow, b
afterwards, at Gueldcrsdorp, didn't he kick over the mati

monial pole ? Somebody had seen his engagement to

Miss Something-or-othor announced in a Siege newspapi
published the very day he got killed. . . . Poor begga
Rough on him, and rough on the Foltlebarres, and a fac

for Lessie . . . and what price the girl V And I was tl

girl ! . . . It was of mo they were talking ! . .
."

Her lips writhed back from her white teeth. She winc(

and shuddered. " Oh ! can't you see me sitting and Ustc

ing, and every word vitriol, burning to the bone ?"

" Why did you remain," said Saxham, wrung by pit

" to bo tortured by such prurient prattlers ? Why did y(

not get up and leave the place ?"

" 1 could not move," she said. ... "I could only sit ai

listen. Then the First Act ended, and the lights went u

and Lady Hannah touched my arm. I knew when oi

eyes met that she had heard as I had. She got up, sayin
' 1 think we have had enough of this V and then we can

away."
She caught her breath and bit her underUp, and he sa

her eyes g' .'W misty.
" She sent a Commissionaire to call a hansom. ... W

took my hand as we stood waiting in the empty vestibule



THE DOP DOCTOR 676

his own, has neverLd vr '""''Tf'/o'- ««"»« ™ason of

occurred to me thit tf I w«™ .^^ " ^' """^ ^'""^ °"'="

inspirations ! . . .' j askpd h^r t^L -t n^? °^ ""^ """

baxham s eyes were on the cartipt Wo ^TJ ^
them or move a muscle of hL face

'^'*- ^^ ^"^ ""' -«"

even to those you scorn Yon tp,.f v'
' "? '"y"'

reproached you toS' fnr i- ^ ""^ "''"'''
^ '"'^^

lionouredyonmrhett.'" '"^'"^ "' '^'*'° "'^'^ ^

bohaWng°:L^ZlnXnot, C^"" "^''
,

" ^"r

another who is deln
° ^"""^ ' 9™ "^ "'™ tell tales on

crime less eowar%JZ7fTer""t' T"^ ''« <*
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could I have gained by telling you ?" He lifted his eyes

and met hers full, dropping the words coldly one by one
" Tlie advantage one has ceased to desire can hardly bi

called gain, in any sense of the word. And—I liave lef

off crying for the moon. Even were you willing to give i

me, I have ceased to wish for your love
!"

She looked at him with piteous, incredulous wistfulness

as he told the hardy lie. His mask of a face revealei

nothing, but he could not disguise the rage of hunger fo

her that ravened in liis famished eyes. They were upoi

her lips, her throat, the lovely curves of her young boson

even as he spoke ; she felt tliem as the kisses of a fierce

possessive mouth, and glowed with sudden shame, an(

sometliing more. He saw her bearty change from tli(

pale rose to the fire-hearted crimson, tore away his eyes

and mastered liimself . He stepped back, and the still out

stretched, quivering hands dropped nervelessly at her sides

" You liave asked me to pardon you," he said, " fo:

some fancied lack of perception. It is I who owe ai

apology to you. Try and forgive me for having marriec

you. ... I should have known from the first that no goot

or happiness could ever come of a contract like ours."
" Have 1 ever said I was unhappy '!" she demanded

Her breath came quick and short.

" Your face has said so very often," returned Saxliani

looking at it, " thougli you were too considerate to tell nii

so in words. But I ask you on this night that sees you freet

from an illusion, to have courage and not yield to depres

sion. Your fetters may be broken sooner than you tliink !'

" Owen ! . .
."

She was paler than before, it that could be possible. Shi

swayed a little, and caught at tlie back of a chair thai

was near, and there was terror in her darkened, dilated

eyes. . . .

" Do you say this to prepare me 1 Have you any ill-

ness ? Do you mean that you are going to die V
" I meant nothing . .

." answered Saxham, " except that

men are mortal, sometimes fortunately for the women who

are bound to them ! Go to bed, my child ; to sleep will do

you good."
" Good-night," she said, and dropped her head, and

fti
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went away. He opened the door for her, an locked ,>

I may die, but 1 wiJl never fail you '" ^ '

LIX

S:KXg:rj"fSui:l i'^^ --r :'"- «•
from the ball's Doinrnf L 1, ^^ *"*" "^"^ gained

the work orin r.lIs o';i™^ '
i^'*"'''

*"^'

strenuous denial had been rendere^*:™i::f
""''"""" """^

pair left by the ma^forX T^^ """""^ *'" '""P^
Gueldersdorp turned out to do them honour vv iheard the neonle ehwr Tk

•""'" "onour. VVe liave

«ith the ~n:rt™f4nh:ittlrf^
the shadow of Tabr^''^.*"

"je flats, and then in

37



578 THE DOP DOCTOR

arrayed and armed for battle, and the glory, and pom

and power of War.
The grey and wliite transports disgorged them, ants

sober, neutral colours, marching in columns to attack oth

ants. They grew upon the vision and filled it, and t

sound of their feet was louder than the beating of the surf i

Sea Point, and although martial music beat and blew the

on—a brazen whirlwind dominating the mind, blaring at t

ears—the tramplingof men's feet and the hoofs of horses, ai

the rolling of iron-shod wheels triumphed in the long-rui

Saxham engaged rooms at the Trafalgar Hotel, a ban

some caravanserai standing in its own gardens at the t

of Imperial Avenue, for himself and his wife, and the sava

Irony that can be conveyed in the term struck him, r

for the first time since he had laid gold and silver on t

open book, and endowed a woman with the gift of hims

and all his worldly goods.

It was early in the forenoon. They were to sail next df

The big building was crammed, not only with offici

under orders for the Front, and their wives, who had cm

to see them start. Society had descended like a flock

chattering, gaudily-plumaged paroquets upon the sj

where new and exciting sensations were to be had. For i

trampling feet and the rolUng wlieels that ceaselessly wi

North imparted one set of thrills, and the long trains

wounded and dying that met and passed them, coming do

they went up, gave another kind. Amongst the pc

dears in the trucks, and waggons, and Ambulance-carriai

you might eventually find a man yo>' knew. . . . 1

sporting odds were given and taken on these exciti

chances ; and the fluttering and screaming paroquets tl

crowded the Railway Stations, in spite of their gay feath(

bore no little resemblance to carrion-feeding birds of pr

Saxham. Recently Attached Medical Staff, Guelderado

suffered from the notoriety inseparable from the name

a man who lias been thrico mentioned in Despatchct, a

has been publicly thanked by the representative.s of

Imperial Government. The Interviewer yappeil at

heels whithersoever he went, and tlio Correspondent pIii

to lure him into confidences, and .Society fluttered at li

with ohrill squawkings, and wanted to know, don't j

;'V;;J ;•; V
p,-

;
.'-•;.' •'.e'lffff'f-- •J
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know ? It must havo h«,r. "a „ ,

gone through Tu tho7o eT^ri^tT"^ rf*^ '*«« " ^^ h^^e

became fasl^^ble' ^"^ ""^"^ abbreviations first

bro^i^S7nd"& "^r^-«- -'^-soldierly,
affairs, expressed to si k^ •

' ^^^^^ men of great

and helped to raise&m Sgh^Hl w^f a 'iIh,
"""^"^ ^"^

human insect no biajrer thTn « 1 T .'""'^ creature, a
about the miscluof

* bar-tender, that brought

TrSrar""rhamrod ,'" Z *^'' «"-d.floor of the
replyi^ to tlTo que.t o^ T" "^^ '''"''^'"^''i "^ 'he place,

Ranger., when so4b^rsuLft'S'°n •V'^"'^
^'«'""»

^••'ay in. Invited tn m„t
™?gested Drmks, and led the

alcoholic nSx't^^^s °be^Srv^th' W.'T t
'°°« «^' "^

ending with Bosom cf eTo? aTd P I^'^^ l*"^^'^''
^""1

that he would take a glass o/icctatr
'''"^' S^^^^"" «-d

theSS;tra;w "^^^.^T^
^''''^•" -'-i

please yourself I suppose V' T' >/'"'^. ^"'^'y- "y""'"
of ins other gu;sts3gave tllllf"'^'^ f''"

P^f^'^^nc.s
the bar. ^ '^ *"® °'^<^'^''s *« the man behind

pSTn^" 'sti^.^srreid*"-''^ "
^"'^- "^ *•-

one of the other men l,« •
i ^ "^ '" conversation by

South W^etZa':^^:Zt^^''^-'y at the Xe,^

ab't^rhSngltnir- 4 ^'""°"
f'

^^'^^'^
a.s a rule shuns Alcohol And'in nr J °""*'^ bridegroom

" "' ' ''""''"^ ^""^ °* «-ee'diag potency: ab^rp^'
37-2
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The Australian shook his head. But he laughed under h

neat moustache as he turned away, and the bar-tend

concluded to carry his joke through. He dealt out tl

drinks to their respective omiers, and with a dextero

sweep of a shirt-sleeved arm brought the innocent-seemii

carafe and a gleaming, polished tumbler immediate

before the square-faced hulking doc( r with the queer bli

eyes, whose pretty bride of three days was waiting for lii

in their room upon the third floor of the humming, ove

crowded caravansorai. Saxham, absorbed by the thoug

of her, poured out a tumblerful of the clear, sparkling stu

and had half emptied it before he realised the trick. H

eyes grew red with injected blood, and his hair bristled i

his head. He struck out once across the narrow countc

The long waJl-mirror behind the bar-tender cracked ai

starred with the crashing impact of the joker's skull, ai

the man fell senseless, bleeding from the mouth and nostri

Another attendant came running at the crash, and t

exclamations of those who had se^n the swift retaliatii

wreaked. Saxham , leaving a banknote lying on the count<

wheeled abruptly, and went out of the bar.

His brain was on fire. His blood ran riot in his bumi

veins, and the vice he had deemed dead stirred in t

depths of liis being, lifted its slender head, and hissr

quivered a forked tongue, and struck with poisoned fani

He went out into the purple night that wedded lovers won

have found so perfect. The great white stars winked do\

at him jeeringly, and a little mocking breeze snigger

among the mimosas and palms of the hotel gardens. I

passed out of them into the many-tongued Babel of t

streets, packed with humanity, throbbing with virile lil

and tramped the magnificent avenues and wide elect

r

lighted streets of Cape Town with the thousands who had i

beds at all, and the ten thousand who had, but preferred n

to occupy them. To his narrow couch in the dressing-ron

adjoining Lynette's bedroom her husband dared not go.

So he wore the night out, doggedly wrestUng \.ith tl

demon that boils the blood of strong fierce men to forgetfi

ness of compacts and breach of oaths. Daybreak toucli(

him with a chilly shivering finger, a hulking figure dozii

on one of the white-painted iron seats near the Athlet

^'^'^mimi'm-
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Si.°> Greenpoint Common. The laat lingering star

DToooing bulk of Table Mountain gleamed, an emcraldMS

sps;sasfs~«
He a^ked^hi '?.; '?"""

•

'^''"'"''^ '^ ''"PP^" '" ">e future ?

LX
Frrr ths man now as he sat broodW alone in the ™„..ltmg-,oo„, eo«,„„ed by Ih, ,l,i„f Cidd '

dT,'

.l.fr*'' f°!,"'*
'"""''• ^"'"l' should come, before the

h tr ^'^^rV^"" "!«'" tl'e Beloved, of whoTe love

LvnettethTy."^.*"'
^''"^ "''^"^ »"*" -»thy- Well for

h d nter evot'leate^dr """/' Y-^'^PPy ^"^ '^^ 'J^^' «h«
11 never even learned to care for him a little !

^HHkli^ --i^^>-4^
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The people went about the London xtreets softly,

though their footsteps led them through the stately, grar
and solemn chamber where lay the august, illustrious Det
A subdued, busy hum of preparation was perceptible

the ear. The eye saw the thoroughfares being cover
with sand, the draperies of purple rising at the bidding
the pulley and the rope, the carts laden with wreaths a
garlands of laurel, passing from point to point, dischargi
their loads, often renewed.
A lady was ushered into Saxham's consulting-room

a long procession of those carts went creaking by. S
was a dainty, piquaiite, golden-haired, blue-eyed lit

woman, quite beautifully dressed. Her gown was of bla(

in deference to the national mourning, but it glittered wi
sequins, and huge diamonds scintillated in her tiny ea
and she wore a mantle of royal crmiue, that reached
the high heels of her little shoes. Her hat was of t

toque description. Ermine and lace and artificial bloo]

from Parisian shop-vindow-gardens went to make up t

delicious effect. A titled name adorned her card, whi
bore a Mayfair address. She seemed in radiant heall

As Saxham waited, leaning forward in his consultir

chair, to receive the would-be patient's confidence, you c

imagine those blue eyes of his, once so hard and kr.

looking out of their hollowing caves with a sorrowful, cli

sympathy that was very different from their old regai

To his women-patients he was exquisitely considera
Only to one class of patient was he merciless and unsparii

Upon the woman who desired to rid herself of 1

sex-privilege, upon the wedded wanton who sought
make of her body, designed by her Maker to be the cra(

of an unborn generation, its sepulchio, Saxham's glaii

fell like a sharp curved sword. He wasted few words ui>i

her, but each sentence, as it fell from his grim mout
shrivelled and corroded, as vitriol dropped on naked hum.
flesh. He listened now in silence that grew grimmer ai

grimmer, and as in flute-like accents, their smooth coui

hampered by the very slightest diffidence, the little la(

explained, those heaxy brows of his grew thunderou.4.

Ah, the tragic ei-rand, the snaky purpose, coiled bcliii

those graceful, ambiguous forms of speech ! Not new tl
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wiVl!?:,";^Ji:,"?*J'«''rr^- She admired the

with its s^rt'^Si^e i*^ *•." "^T"' P"'" ^'««

and the brold wUte fo^ti^ ^kT*?"'"?^""*' ^•'''*"".

eyebrow b7^ pleSLedW^ fW •-,''"' '^^^ ™"''«« "'

Surgery had made such huge strX that ri!k!!l,°"
°'

enter into consideration for^a moment ^j^Tt
°°*

of her women friends did the same An^'
^^

absolutely no object. andlouwlTDr.tlCr— ""

We used to be great friends Dn T»i.L *^ irame.

name. Surely Ifrs S«7h7,;V . ^ *"* ""y '°"id<^°

siege. rater.Votentt'cat7o:^*''lSr'« 1*'?

:irf"^r^:i^^iK^«'>:^^^^

«ttTHr£=--"^^^^^^^

I regret that the desire cannot b3 gratified, madam."
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I

The angry blood darkened hi* face. Hia tone, ev^n mm
plainly than hia words, told her that the boasted frienc

hip was at an end.
I*" Greta reddened too, and hor turquoise-hued eyes deal

him a glance of bitter hatred.
" I did not stay long at the ("onvent at Ouoldersdori

Nuns are good, simple creatures, and easily imposed upoi
And—mother did not wish mo to be educated with stray
and foundlings—dressed up like young ladies —a'^tuall
allowed to mingle upon etjuol terms with them -"

It wan Cornelius Agrip])iv. I think, who once materialisei

the Devil as an empty purne. The necromancer shouli
have evoked the Spirit of Evil in the shape of a spitefu

woman. Greta wont on :

" —Such Society as there was, I should say. You wer
at Guoldersdorp throughout the siege, and for some timi

before it, I think. Dr. Saxham ?"

Two pairs of blue eyes met, the man's hard as shininj

stones, the woman's dancing with malicious intention
Saxham stiffly bent his head. But her fear of him hat
evaporated in hor triumph. Those inquisitive, turquoisi
eyes had an excellent memory behind them. Something
in the shape of the square black head and hulking shoulder:
quickened it now.

" It's odd " Her smile was a grin that showeti
sharp little white teeth ready to bite, and her speech wa>
pointed with venomed meaning. " I used to go out a great
deal in such Society as the place possessed. Yet I do not
remember ever having met you !"

Saxham's cold eyes clashed with the malicious turquoise-s.
" I did not mingle in Society at Gueldersdorp."

f'*He signed to the waiting manservant to open the hall-

door. She drew her snowy ermines about her and rustled
over the threshold. But in the hall she turned and dealt
her thrust.

" No ? You were too busy attending oases. Police-
Court cases. . .

"

Her light laugh fluttered mockingly about his ears.
" I remember the funny headings of some of the nens-

paper reports. . . . ' Another Rampant Drunk ! 'J he

Town Painted Red Again by the Dop Doctor !'
"

^;Mliy-

Plffi
'ifc' A^>- ,^:-
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window. There wm «. ,>l.„„T^i *? '"",'?" """slin screened

the place. But to the ™1 V^'*^ "' "«'" *"'' ^o'""' ^
Hhadows, dark and tll^ .T*"*

""' *'"''" '' ^> "« ^"" of

not the ielt formldffc. ":7k''"'"«
""'^ «^''»- ^nd

over that fair face w th n 7k P" ?""« (•o'-tratously

writing-table. streLhl „ut lot":;?"''
'™'"'' "P"° "'°

down shame unon .>TnH T ? "ctopiis-arms to drag
served upon tKveVhead :ndtTl '"""'ll"*'™

""""
altar-vows that boun^K'tt rnktd."""

"^ "*"•"""

Police-

LXI
The Great Victorian Age was laid to rest.ine great pageant of mortality had wound alnn„ *i,"ffioially-appointcd route, under the cnTdT^ 7* *'^°

apparently endless, slowlv-m^chin^ . I
«'7/''y- »"

Artillery, and Cava rv of fL^ * ""'""^ "^ Infan.ry,

hotween'^'the'imm'vTJ trS' TS^T' T^" "^ P''^'^

and the surging, restless sea olfk flZZ'^/"'"'"''-

Shepassed%o!ttoHSupotaT ^^"^ *" «-'»—
an aged warrior Queen ra"Thi"jri.'''«''' "^ ^"^8
the tomb by the ^viZ<; fS„i\ j'"^.'^?^ """'='' ^i'hin
twin Services, whrsh^ffor'e"^^^^^^ "j

'"'li^''''^
°' ^f'"

Who shall forget « ^ ' '
'"""'^ '"«* "-itnessed ?

goMingXalfwhtre' ^'^^^ '^''''' '"^^ -t«-Wte,
Three E^^bS ^f'TovStT^ "-^ons rested th^

'^^-of aman. no lon^r^fJ^^^.f^S^^^
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the Imperial h«rit«g«, preceding the aplendid iiombre com-
puiy of crowned headii ; the blaze of uniformB and orders,
the clank of sword and bridle, the potent ring of Btw
on steel, the sumptuously-trariiicd, shining horses pacin)i

slowly, drawing the im umini; .arriages of State, their cloHed
windows, frosted with ( lully fog, yielding scant glimpeee
of well-known faces. One most beloved, most lovely, and
no less so in sorrow than in joy. " Did you art hir f" thf
women asked of one another, as the pageant passed and
vanished, and one good soul, all breathless from the crush,
gasped as she straightened her battered bonnet and twitch -hI

her trodden skirt :
" There never was a better than the

blessed soul that's gone, but there couldn't be a sweeter nor
a beautifuller Queen than the one she leaves behind her !"

The last wail of the Funeral March having died away
into silence, the last cannon-shot gone booming out, down
came the foggy dusk on bereaved London. A chill rime
settled on the swaying laurel wreaths, and on the folds of

the fluttering purple draperies at \A\v. close oi the dismal day.
The shops were shut, and many of the restaurants, but tli'

windows of the Cubs gleamed radiantly down Piccadilly
and every refreshment-bar and public-house wos throngtil
to bursting. Noon changed to evening, and evening lengtli

ened into night, and the pavements began to be crowded
The Flesh Bazaar was being held in Piccadilly, and all up
Regent Street and all down the Haymarket the chaffering

went on for bodies and for souls.

A deadly physical and mental lassitude weighed cm
Saxham. His soul was sick with the long, hopeless struggli'.

He would end it. He would die, and take away the shaSuw
irom Lynette's pure life, ond leave her free. His will devised

to her everything he possessed, leaving her "ntrammelhd.
Let her learn to love once more, let her marry a better ni;in.

and be happy in her husband and her children. . . .

• • • • •
He turned in at one of the chemist's shops. One or two

gaudily-dressed, haggard women were at the distant in.d

of the uounter, in conference with an assistant. Sa.\liiini

spoke to the chemist, a grey-whiskered, fatherly individual,

who listened, bending his sleek bald head. The chemist
bowed, but as he had not the honour of knowing iiis

t-,^.«5?^,.;.'k
, J-^«:

!§:«.> M ^ /d
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"oaoy Act, 1868 1

Schedule F of the Phar.

whether the dii" had titrnHn T '"*'''^'"« '''°""'"

or merely pretend dt,rTh?m rfinp7*T
'"'' *^'^'

with the fragrant d.-a „ 1- ''« ^Hed a two-ounoe vial

that namedThr,;.!*^^^ fu. "n"'^;
,?'' P"',"" » y""* '"bel

and c«,»ule, aid Zi..d a„H ''"'r'}'^'"' *"" "topper.Kl

parcel, 'and skximm « d ar^H ""ft " '"*" "^ "<"" "tf"
><roa«t-^.el...t andlS ^ta'^thrj^r' '» "" '-"

hoLTa^Tntlfs:;: =

'"a^rr^
^"-- «' the little

like bu«y ants
; he 2mi«t tinT,

?"'"'"'""' "« "'«'"'

Kame of making m,.n,y «erv n' I'f ."''f'''^
'"*'" "' *''"

pick-me-ups, dism-nsin^lifH ?*», ''^'"' '"i"""' ">'**"«

.«.. of J^u,.rtaTn|rilX etiit
""^ ""'^

..i/ Wdnrrs,tf^.i^l-rf '-SW over

ar;Jingtoulo';':hZk'pofLlr ""^" "^ ^^'^ '""

sisterhood sCcth£Tn*'th; f'™^"'"
^'"°"'« "l-^"'

sive shoulders rdatTrLf^J '' "*""" '""^ '"''^ ">'"-

quitted her comnaln ' 1 'T'"!'
^^"'y- ^he had

women and a Wue Zd v"Tl .
^'^^''"^^^^d, be-rouged

-^lerman whose Itrinvf^^ J
"""''*;"'''' ™°"«tachcd yo^

n»ktie o7trobrus prttr"'r."''rp""«™'''i'^^
l.at, advertised the LrhnTil' 'T';-''f"""^'^

''"^'"^

'•alter at their cnstoml „
""'' liaberdasher and

Now she looked ud TnTo th f""' "' ^'"'""" ^^^^^ "-y-
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^

pupi^wii

3 itii !!.-. j'lJI

blue hump i It did me ! I've not felt so bad since

mother " She broke off. Then as a shrill peal of

laughter from one of her female companions followed a
comment made by the other

—
" One of those . .

."—she

jerked her chin contemptuously, tossing an unprintable
epithet in the direction of her lady friends

—" says you're

ugly. I don't think so. I like your fawe !" Her own was
cruelly, terribly young, even under the white cream of

zinc, the rouge, and the rice-powder. " Were you looking
for a friend, dear ?" she asked tightening the clasp of her
thin, feverish hands.

" Yes," said Saxham, with a curious smile that made no
illumination in his sombre face. " For Death ! There is

no better friend than Death, my cliild, either for you
or me!"

Gently he unloosed the burning hands that clutched him,
tind turned and pushed his way out through the noisy,

raving, chaffering, patchouli-scented crowd, and was gone,

swallowed up in the roaring torrent of humanity that

foamed down Piccadilly, leaving her frozen and stricken

and staring.

LXII

Months went by. The slight overtures Lynette had made
towards a more familiar friendship had ceased since

that rebuff of Saxham's. She had never since set foot in

his third-floor bedroom, where Little Miss Muffet and
Georgy Porgy and the whole regiment of nursery-rhyme
characters, attired in the brilliant aniline hues adored (jf

inartistic, frankly-barbaric babyhood, adorned the top nf

the brown-paper dado, and flourished on the fireplace-tiles.

Only a few weeks more, he said to himself, and he would
set her free. Before the natural craving for love, and life,

and happiness should brim the cup of her fair sweet woman-
hood to overflowing ; before her sex should rise in desperate

revolt against himself her gaoler. Death should unlock her

prison-doors and strike the fetters from those slender

wrists, and point to Hope beckoning her to cross the

threshold of a new life.

Soon, very soon now. The two-ounce vial that held the

!'i»SKr-*»"THf««r'm^'%'*
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t^^fj '"f'?^««fg
pang was in the looked drawer of the

SKKUsr ""' ** " -* "'^'=-
He would put the yial back ,,rt5-;U!v, -nd look thedrawer, and, it being dark, perh ..ps uouM d ^ y to liSth.s amp that he might torture h: L !f with io- wL at thatp.t.Iess shadow.play, that humble -a. ,dv-i Ll S sweet*common, unattainablethingsthatwaseve^mg^renewldit'

tho.e two rooms over the garage at the bStom of the yar"
VonT^T ^

u""^
performer in the shadow-play now

m kv eve TheT TS"f,
'"''"^ "^^ '°°™ and'noon and

Whlw I W'onderfullest Baby you ever !

son and
^-.^"y'^ ^"^ '""*<"! by Saxhara to inspect hisson and heir, crimson, and pulpy, and squirmi^ in a

onmd fX"' f*^' ^It""''
"PP'^ '° *>>« lean'thrTa^of th^proud father jumped, and his ugly, honest eyes blinked

he stool'^r'"'' J'!f
1.'PP«' tad grabbed at his S^!^he stooped down. And that made the Fourth Time andhe hadn't even thanked the Doctor yet -

tht tn' ^'' ^''^'^' """^"^ ^"^''^ «'•'«" « ehalk or two ofthat mountmg score might be wiped off the board. Hesa,d so to Mr.,. Keyse, the first time she was allowed to sit

Zt^e/"^:'^"'''^
"-^'^ "' needlework. Not that she ,^d

with tLt'n rT I'
'

T'^'
'^"^ eyes-beautiful eyes

w tb th»f \ °lu
-""ther-love in them

; proud eyesyth that inexhaustible store of riches all her own,_worpupping the cnnkly red snub nose and the funnymoXmouth, o^d the little do^^iy head, and eveiythirelsfthat goes to make up a properly-constituted sTby. ^

d'y.yoKer
"""'" ""'• ''^^- '^'''"'' °"*- »' "-

" I'll ^yatch it !" affirmed W. Keyse. " And wot are

JJiessea If 1 ever see such a precious old Dutch '
"

Shf 1 Tl ""*, '" **'*' ™°"*''' "f 'he people that yearShe laughed, and rubbed her pale cheek agai^t his

in 'is room.*^'""^
^^^' ^'^'^ ^^^^ '*"'* "^ " **•« D""*"^ "

It was ten o'clock on a shining May morning, and the

i^^-^^-^^^-rm.-
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clouds that raced over great grimy London were white,

and there were patches of blue between. The trees in the

squares were dressed in new green leaves, and the irises and
ranunculuses in the parks were out, and the policemen had
shed their heavy uniforms, and instead of hyacinths be-

hind the glass there were pots of tulips in bloom upon the

window-sills of tlie two rooms over the garage. And the

Doctor, who had been seeing patients over since nine, was
sitting at the writing-table, said W. Keyse, with his 'ead

upon 'is 'ands.
" Like as if 'e was tired, deer, or un'appy ? Or tired an'

un'appy both ?"

" Stryte, you 'aye it !" admitted W. Keyse, after cautious

inspection.
" Tiie Doctor—don't let 'im see you lookin' at 'im, dar-

lin', or 'e might think, wliich Good Gracious know how
wrong it 'ud be, as you was a kind o' Peepin' Pry—the

Doctor 'ave fell orf an" chynged a good deal lately—in 'is

looks, I mean !" said Mrs. Keyse, tucking in the corner of

the flannel over the little downy head. " Wasted in 'is

flesh, like—got 'oiler round the eyes
"

" So 'e 'as !" VV. Keyse wiustled and slapped his leg.

" An' I bin' noticin' it on me own for a long while back

—

now I come to think of it. VVoddyoii pipe's tlio matter
wiv 'im ? Not ill ? Lumme ! if 'e was ill " The eyes

of W. Keyse became circular with consternation.
" No, no, deer !" She reassured him, in liis ignorance

that the maladies of the soul arc more agonising far than
those that afflict the body. " Down'arted, like, an'

'opeless an'—an' lonely
"

Downhearted, and hopeless, and lonely ! Tlie jaw of

VV. Keyse dropped, and his ugly eyes became circular with
sheer astonishment.

" Him ! Wiv a beautiful 'ouse to live in—an' Carriage

Toffs with Titles fair bcggin' 'im to come an' feel their

pulses an' be pyde for it. an .Scientific Institooshuns an'

Orspital Committees fightin' to git "im on their staffs-aii'

all the pypers praisin' 'im for wot 'e done at Gueldersdorji,

an' Government tippin' 'im the 'Ow Do ? an' thank yon
kindly, Mister ! —an' " W. Keyse could (miy suppose

that Mrs. Keyse was playing a bit of gaff on hers truly—

".-nPT^
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•• and him with a wife, ton ! Married an' 'appy an' eoin'to be 'app,er yet !' He pointed to the littleS snub losepeeping between the folds o, the flannel. " When a lUtlenipper like that comes " vvnen a little

She reddened, paled, burst out cryinn
O William ! WUIiam "
H r William kissed her, and dried her tears He calledIt mopping her dial, but you have not forgotten thaT^ theupper house-and-parlour-maid had at fifst sa^d botrHerand Him were plainly descended from the Lowest CirclesShe had melted afterwards, on learning that Mr Kcyse

^^„nrr 'J'^T
'"«n«''°«d '" Despatches for carStea under fire to tlie prisoners at the Fort ; had sought hS«ooiety lent paper-patterns, and imparted, in conldenccwhat she knew of the secret of Saxham's wedded We

'

Dear U ilham
! My good, kind Love ! Best I shouldurt you, deer, if 'urt you 'ave to be. You see themZeelarge winders covered wiv lovely lace ?"

•'Y^er~dS'"t'^'"/'P"''''^1'*^>'"Stolookw.ise.les, dariin. Mrs. Saxhams bedroom and dressin'.'>om they belongs to. I've bin inside the bedroom ^;he upper ouse-an'-parlour-myde, an' a Fairy Wnce In a Drury Lane Pantomime might 'ave a bigger pl^e tos^ce,, m-out not a beautifuller. When tlie FtumYolnlPerson come m of evenin's to git 'er lady dressed for diZ?so snaps up the lights, bein' a kind soul, before seZwshe blinds to give me a cliarast like, to see in." Si 'e strokidthe tweed sleeve. - An' once or twice Mrs. Sa!fha,n 'as«.me m before they'd bin pull down, an' then-0 WU iant-tl.ere wa. everythink in that room on Gawd's g,od ear" h"
^.. usband could ask for to make 'im 'appy exceot the« .fe s 'art beatin' warm and lovin' in tlie mWdle ofIt all r

Cripps!
. . You don't never mean ?" He

1 '""'r' fu'^ *'J
""" '"''"' ""*' '"™'' I'", a^d told him what

^

.0 bad heard.
. . . And if Saxliam had knownZv .-o the unconscious actors in his shadow-play pitied ijmtl. WU^dge would have been a. vitriol^furUtti":;;

.sm,Sf- w-^.
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-^M

LXIII

Tiir, card of Major Bingham Wrynoho, (.'. B., was brought

to Saxluim one morning, as, liis early-calling patients seen

and dismissed, the Doctor was going out to his waiting

motor-brougham.
Hingo, following what he was prone to call his paste-

board, presented liimself— a large, cool, well-bred, if

rather stupid-looking, man, arrayed in excellently-fitting

clothes, saying :

" You were goin' out ? Don't let mo keep you. ljt)ok

in again !"—even as lie deposited a tiglitly-rollod silk

umbrella in the waste-paper basket, and touderly balanced

his gleaming hat upon the edge of the writing-table, and

chose, by the ordeal of punch, a comfortable chair, as a

man prepared to remain. Saxham, pushing a cigar-box

across liie consulting-room table, asked after Lady
Hannah.

"First-rate! Seems to agree with her, having a one-

armed husband to fuss over
!"

" She ron't have a one-armed husband long," returned

Saxham, iiot unkindly, glancing at the bandaged and

strapped-up limb that liad been sliattered by an expanding

bullet, and wis neatly suspended in its cut sleeve in the

shiny black .sling.

" By the Living Tinker! she's had him long enough for

me !" exploded Bingo, who seemed larger and fussier than

ever, if a thought less pink. " So'd you say if they tucked

a napkin under your chin at meals, and cut your meat up

into dice for yoii, and you'd ever tried to fold up your

newspaper with one hand, or had to stop a perfect stranger

in the street, as I did just now outside your door, and ask

him to fish a cab-fare out of your ri^ht-liand trouser-

pocket if he'd be so good 1 because your idiot of a man
ought to have put your money in the oth«r one."

" You're lookin' at my head," pursued the Major, " and

I don't wonder. She's been and given me a fringe again.

'Stonishing thing the Feminine Touch is. Let your servant

part your hair and knot your necktie, and you simply look a

filthy bounder. Your wife does it—and you hardly knov

3P,;,*^T'^ -

^mtj^A
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IT^Zt'^^^i'^r^'' "'•y '"^'y ^^'^ christen

f„™.T^ .u *•• ^°* ^'^ "^^^ these, by half You
ZTln^n

*'"''" "*8*'' **' '^""'^ ""'l the thLS- price

Z ?1 ,?" ThTh-P'*'^ 'Z,'"^-
•'idd-' -gainst eaTh ott^r

was dust and ashe^^plr olfTobfwas^ A^nd thl"?*
^'

eoes Oue.r r"''\°',^'^'"''*"'"« ^1'''° the old m^goes.^__Queer thmg, Luck is-when you come to thiS

tiencc'S'^hk f***^ M** 'r'^^ "' *'^'' '''o-'J^- A dull impa-tienco of this large, bland, prosperous personaee was «owmg m him From the rim the top-hat h^ feftTon hL"

tZ hnH t\^V u™"",
''"' P'^^'^ Malmaison carnation inthe buttonhole of hia frock-coat to the buff spata th^matched his expansive waistcoat in shade, the iZe mSowas the persomflcation of luxurious, pampered W^t Enrtswelldom the type of a class Saxham abC He h^

st^^o
'^"""^'^ '^'^''y ""''*'' "*''- condit™in £u^

h msel ST":-' T"' -7" tragic. Then h^ ha^ boZehimself after a simple, manly fashion. Now he had backshdden, retrograded, relaxed. Saxham, always Sesoi?Steof the savmg sense of humour, frowned aa he lookS uponthe parnpered son of Clubland, and the sullen lowertog of tSoS that'hTr""".''^; "i"'^^"''
^y"''"- BuggestX the

Plaic^ The 'T'\^°^ r"""
"''* '^"^y " ^^^ been mis-piacea. ihe man who had married Miss Mildare could

untimely decoaae of his predecessor
^

To'bftd'^wNfTh'* ^^^' •=°?^*° '^°y*''«g between poorloDy and he- if the dear old chap had lived "
reflpct«?

ears on V h«^
*°' ^^ '"""^'^''^ ^<^'^^' " « he keeps histars only half as open as ether men keep theirs. Didn'tabrace of bounders of the worst discuss the story in aU lu

starat tt fh 'f'^.1
""^ ^^^ ''"'^ *^-- Saxham i^th^stalls at the theatre the other night ! Eveiybodv is d^-euss-n- It now that the PoltIeba*re8 have left off oa^'Lossi. not to talk, and provided for her and the you^^

38
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out of the estate, and Whittingei-'s given her a back scat

in the family. . . . That family, too ! . . . Lord I what a

rum thing Luck is !"

The muaing Major cU^rnd his throat, and his large,

rather stupid, blonde face was perfectly stolid as he smoked

and stared at his host, reminding himself that Beauvayse

had been Jealous of Saxham, Attached Medical Staff,

Gueldersdorp, and had feared that, if the fellow knew of the

scratch against him, he might force the running ; and re-

calling, with a tingling of the shamed blood in his expansive

countc^naneo. how he—Wrynelu;—had let Beauvayse into

the sordid secret that Alderman Brookcr had blabbed. He
wondered, looking at the square, set face, whether Saxham
had ever really earned the d(^grading nickname that he

could not get quite right. The ' Peg Doctor,' was it ?—or

the ' Lush Doctor V Something in that way. . . . Not that

Saxham looked like a man given to lifting liis elbow with

undue frequency. . . .

" —But you never know," thought experienced Bingii

sagely, even as, in his heavy fashion, he went pounding on
" The Chief's eontinuin' the Woik of Pacification, an<l

accoptin' the surniider of arms—any date of manufacture

you like between the clmssepot of 1870 and the leather

breeched firelock of Oliver Cromwell's time. The modem
kind, you fmd by em]iloyin' the Divinin' Kod "—the large

narrator bestowed a wink on Saxham and added
—

" on

the backs of the fellows w ho buried th" gu.ns. Never fails-

used in that way. i\nd—as it chances—I have a com-

munication to make to you."
" A communication—a message—from the Chief to me V

Saxham's face changed, and softened, and brightenefl

curiously and pleasantly.

Major Bingo nodded and cleared his throat. Ho re

balanced his shiny hat upon the table comer, and said witl

his eyes engaged in this way :

" I was to remind you—from him—^that—not long befoii

the ending of the Siege, a lady who is now a near connectioi

of yours sustained a terrible bereavement through the—

infern2illy dastardly crime of a—person then unknown !"

Saxham's vivid eyes leaped at the speaker's as it to drag

out the knowledge he withheld. But Bingo was balancinj

\i ••



THE DOP DOCTOR 595

Mayor Bingo shook Ixis hoaU

Major Bmgo said :

to make cerUin of our Zklf ^TT^'* ^y''"'- «™'
the attaek on the B^ l^ o.t 'STtUvlT''' ^"'.^
committed the murder !" '

'''"*-*''''<^
" *''" man who

" The man who comautted the murder v

euril^irn'oerXhitr ''^

''^f''^^
-^-

plainly as m^ b? " Sh^i f? ™ ^'"' ''"^"^^ y°" "«

travelling uTLm C-a,,; 'V^l^ Z' '""" ^"^'^™ *''« ^^'^e,

called himself a lov,J^., ^^ '"''''''*^ acquaintance,

15ritish Sou KLn'lvtTnTir*'"' "S"^
"" ^S™* «^ "^"

there ever waT ud, a Wu'^^^St^T- ""f
'''^'

nervously, and ran a LTT ^\°' ^""S" linked
collar as he added '-fK, ^^"^ '"""""^ '''« ^^Me of his

38—2
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'Mi'

she might oommunicato with him tliion^rli another gcoundro

in the Transport Agency line, supposin' she chose to do (

little business on her own in Secret Intelligence "I '

Saxham interrupted :
^

" I shall say nothing to my wife of this, and I trust yoi

will impress upon Lady Hannah that it would be highli

inadvisable for her to do so."
'" She won't, you may depend on it." Major Bing(

palpably grew warm, and mopped the dew from his large

kind, rather stupid countenance with the pink carabrii

handkerchief
—" She's awfully afraid, as it is, that a word o

two she dropped quite innocently, to that infernal liar an(

swindler, who'd bled her of a monkey, good English cash-

paid for procurin' and forwardin' items < f information tha

he took damned good caro should reach us at Gueldersdor]

too late to be of use, led up to—to the crime ! . . . By th

Living Tinker ! it's out at last !"

The big man, so cool and nonchalant a minute or a-

before, fanned him.self with the pocket-handkerchief, am

turned red, and went white, and went red, and turnoi

white half a dozen times, in twice as many beats of hi

flurried pulse.
" —Out at last, Saxham, and that's why I've been gulpir

and blunderin' and bogglin' for the last ten minutes

Poof !" Major Bingo exhaled a vast breath of reliel

" Tellin' tales on a woman—and her your wife—even whc

she's begged you to, isn't the sweetest job a man en

tackle !"

" Let me have this story in detail once and for all," sal

Saxham, turning a stem, white face, and hard, eompellin

eyes upon the embarrassed Major. " What utterance (

Lady Hannah's do you suppose to have led to the tragod

in the Convent Chapel ? Upon tliis point I "must and sha

be clear before you leave me !"

" You shall have things as clearly as I can put 'em. Thi

pretended Secret Agent of the War-Intelligence-Bureau tha

never existed, and who called himself Van Busoh

—

n nam

that's as common among Boers as Murphy is among Irish

men—arranged to pass off my wife as his sister, a refuge

from Gueldersdorp, who'd married a German drummer, am

buried him not long'Jbefore. Women are so dashed fond c



THE DOP DOCTOR 597

wi?jr*^','
Kids, Swham,-thaf. what thoy are in their«^akne«_ for drosain' up and makin'-beUeve ! And i^y

ft-'^I'V"*^
Major was in a violent lather as ho ran the

bogus information for good monov. And as tho boodle ran

^XS:^z^j''''-
'^ ''-' --^ "'o »-*"'--

- u ^sfg/it have been expected," s.iid Saxham, coldly

twiddieH . •' f "" '". ""^ '"f"'" '"""'• talked big, and

"An^ K*."^-1""°8 '"^ ''"''•" «*>"' on the Major

em ™,^"l.
'^'"'''' y"", ''°''"' ""'^ »•>"? >« they mikeem, you know, my wife recognised tho crest of an old

"l?'"'°dXJM"''°"«'*'"
'^"'"''- ^ "^"-^ the man my

in leaTw A K ^T' ^'S^"-" ''"'^ » ^^^' ""^er steppe^dm leather. A brothor-oi? cer of tho Chief's too nnH .

"^{"mC f"""^
-'-^'^'^^ ^«'"-«- of'Ke; h'ussI -^

^^
Mildare !" repeated daxham.
\ou understand, Saxham, the name did it. Mv wifehad seen the present Mrs. Saxham at Gueldersdorp and

by heraTl«'"'',""ir™''r "' ""^-« '-'l l^"" taTenby her at the wish of her adopted mother, supposed-Eot

^Ht'Tu^u"' '"'^'^ "''^' "^« Mother-SupSs wfrd

rZ Lad he? ^ ^^ "~f •'''"«''*«' "f tJ'" 'nan the s'alrmg had belonged to, knowing—Lord ' what a m.ill TV,

tTrnX^'that^-rH'^^™ •j,"' ^'
' trm'etreigedto marry that —the Major boggled horribly—" tha? nn

Ter^^an'^''^" T^ r"?'*^ K^""^ IM ii'fact,* th o^n

mental C (^^l^"?"'^'', « "
n*

"* '' "''*'' "'« "'^"^ "^ W« Regi-mental 0.0., Colonel Sir George Hawting."
*"

^.tu ,1^ 1*^*° °^ '=°''*"'' thit h"^l -howed throuMh

atS^fSrt^rS^r'- ««-tedwithstra°:^^

"rathl^f^P ^"^
T™.""^"'^ "P- A"d," declaredS

Co^MartSl^f^r ^"^ '" '^ ""^ ^''™> I''' '""^^ ^"^^ aU)urt-Martial of Inquiry respoctin' my conduct in the Field.

W I'" -'S-.^fflP
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For my wife ban a kind honrt and a kern Brnsti of honou
»nd rather than brine harm upon Miiw Mildaro that was, (

anyone connected with her, sheM have stood up to be shot

By G I" trumpeted Bingo. " I know she would !"

Saxham's face was blui-white now, and looked odd!
shrunken. His voice camo in a rasping croak from h
ashen lips as he said :

" Lady Hannah mentioned my wife to this man, thinkin

that she might prove to be the daughter of the owner (

the ring. Wliat could possibly lead her to infer such
relationship ?"

" You must understand that the blackguard had give

my wife details of Mildare's death at a farm owned l)y

friend of his in Natal, and that Hannah—that my wii

knew Mildare had had a child by poor little Lucy Hawting.
Major Bingo spluttered. " That was why she asked Va
Busch outright whether the girl with the nuns at Guelderi

dorp was-^could be—the same child, grown up ? By tli

Living Tinker ! —I never was in such a lather in my life

The better the light I trv to put the thing in, the dirtier :

looks. And I'm not half tinigh yet, that's the worst of it

!

He mopped and mopptu, and took several violent turr

about the room, and subsided in a chair at length, and wer
on, waving the large pink cambric hondkerchief, now
damp rag, in the air, at intervals, to dry it.

" She says—Lady Hannah says—that the eagerness an
curiosity with which the brute snapped up the hint she'

never meant to drop, warned her to shunt him off o

another line, and give no more information. They got o

money matters ; and, seeing plain how she'd been bilkct

my wife gave the wolsher a bit of her mind, and he showe
his teeth in a way that meant Murder. Just in timc-
befoie he could wring her neck round—and he'd started i

to do it, you understand—Brounckers came stormin' an
buUjdn' in, to tell the prisoner she was exchanged, an
would be sent down to Gueldersdorp. . . . They packc
her back that very day. . . . And not a week after, th

pretended runner came in from Diamond Town with th

bogus letter from'Mrs. Casey."
Saxham had thought. He said now :'.''[

"This man, this rMcaUy Van Busch, acting as a sp

mtMm
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for Hr.,MncluT,, Max .lis,-„i„.,| an tl„. rn„„,.r i U Ihnt h l„u•-^up^^a. i.ia r..., Han,.,u. ..0 ,„.. n,: :;:;

Bingo lonnod fdrwiird to answer.

Tn,li'"''n
".'"?!"'''.'"''"''' ^"^ "^y™ "" *•'« "i"" from DiamondTown. But the day the Hieg. OazCe. ean.e out, witi, al.l.thenng paragraph in it that never ought to I avo anp.'ared, announein' "-he coughe.I ami crimsoned-'' LordBoauvayso', formal e„Kagement to .Miss .Mildnro;-my w^feva.s rung up at the ConvaioHcent Ifospltal hv a eal e^ w ovouldn t say where ho telephoned from. .\,;,| the essa™that can.o through -^couched in ,„o..r, am>So^ ^Suage, and purportin' to come fro'm an ohl fHenL v"a message for the you,^ lady who i. now .Mrs. Sax "am

"

word 'tT,;\?^'' '"'T''"'
''""P<'^""^ly. He said not awora. 1 he .Major went on :

" My «ife didn't then and there identify the voice withVan Busch's. She re,„en,hered the name give iter athat of the owner of the farn, at which Mildare died .placeM by nghts was in whaf.s now the Orange RverColony, and not Natal at all. She asked plump and pla,nAre you So.and-So ?- There was no answer to hoquestion But seven hours later the .Mother-Superior was

Convent, «-ero passed by a thick.^et, bearded man who ran

htdrw^."
*'° '"'"" '" '''^ """y' ""^ -arl^' teoek'S

" That," said 8a.xham, " has always been regarded as a

:STra:*ed
""^'^""^'

^"* "'" -° ^^ »'- -^-

m^d Tow^::::^;^^.::':^,:; .^-^^~ '- ^^^-

Saxham said, with his grim under-jaw tlu'ust out
surely that circumstance, when reported to tl o Oflicer

darlf'^'rr^'" "^'"^-f
^?8"' "''"d therefore he kept 'em

m s. „•
'

'T ZT"^^ conviction that, in some indirect

K'tV^^^ f
'" ^«^^'"^"'«i""«. lurking, watchful.'iangerou= Force of some kind working against >our wife-^

1 -m' '^m^-'^-^u



aoo THE DOP DOCTOR
when she dropped (hat hint I've told you of—bowled h«
over with s nervous fever."

" I remember," said Saxham, who had been called in.
" Consequently, it wasn't until some days after th

Relief—a bare hour or two before the Uivirion—Irregula
H'Tse and Baraland Riflos, and a company or so of Civilia:
Juiinnies that had made believe they wore gcnuim fightin
Tommies till they couldn't get out of the not) )n—marchci
out of Ouelderadorp for Frostenberg, that hor ladyship go
a chance of makin' a clean breast to the Ciiief. Hold on i

minute, Doctor "

For Saxham would have spoken.
" —The Chief had had liis own private opinion, from thi

very first. He heard what my wife had to say. As yoi
may guess, she'd worked lierself up into a regular cooker o
remorse and anxiety—told him slio was ready to go any
where and do anything—he'd only got to give her orders
and all that sort of thing ! Ho charged her witli th(
simple but difficult r31e of holdin' her tongue, and keopin
her oar out, and findin' liim—if by god luck she'd got i(

by her—a specimen of the handwritin' of the clevei
scoundrel who'd played at bein' a War Intelligence Agent,
and waltzed with her five hundred p<)und.s, which sarjiple, m
it chanced, she was able to supply. And the fist of tlio man
who'd swindled her, and the writin' of the Mr.s. (;a.suy wlio'il
sent a letter per despatch-runner from Diamond Town to n
husband who didn't exist, tallied to an upstroke and tlio

erossin' of a ' <
' !"

" Is it beyond doubt that the letter from tlio supposed Mrs.
Casey was not a genuine communication ?" Saxham askofl.

" Beyond doubt. As a fact, the neatly-directed envelope
had simply got a sheet of blank paper inside. Another odd
fact brought to light was, that the person who communicati.'d
with my wife at the Convalescent Hospital about lialf-past
twelve on the day of the murder, rang her up on the
telephone belongin' to the orderly-room at the Head-
quarters of the Baraland Rifles. We had up the orderly,
and after some solid lyin', ho owned that the man froiii

Diamond Town had bribed him with 'baccy to lot him put
a message through. And that's another link in the evi-

dence, I take it ?" said Major Bingo.

-TW7P7--



THE DOP DOCTOR goi" Undoubtedly I"

" th.?:he%'!^t rohTMh': m--
'"""'•" -"^ «"^-

Fr.«tenberg led Zt the nil r'""" "^ '*• "'•"° *"

slipshod woman and a eol^t^
half.rwned. with only s

H solid bit of old Dotpi, m
'"•'''™.'" » 'l"»sed chimney-

elate a baker-s dozen o sT"""^
'"'^ '"""«'' '" »^"'»"""-

imposaibleT' Zke Z but wUh^t^"''
°' ""•":«^' ''^'-

"t the identical man mv wife hV ?T "i"""" "" «'

l)clievcd to be the^.mL ,
«?*'"'"^ ""** "'« "^'"ef

mother! And that's whltT
'^^"'^ ^'^*'"'« ''<J°Pt«d

S.«ham, I rather f!no;'"'
^''" '"^^ ="" *'"' ^uo Dir'eet.

square envelope from I'e 1ft ^ ''''?'"'"' "^ '''Sgish

'>-rately.fittingfrock-^oa r1 r ?m' ^''''!' °^ *''« '«'-

I'pon the blotter h^fn^ni
^e hghtly placed the envelope

tl'o shiny op Loff^^^''^'?:
^«''<='>*^'' ""' and took

peculiar carl ^.n'L pinWsh"'"a'T*''Y''
'"^"^ '' "'"

^d s^d looking at Spr;itTa'^^io:rnt3';'^
''-''•

conte'tTtrat^ ,t2r^ *'^^^^''"'

f" ^^^^ ".e
of I'andwritin- insTde rrked^nTh:"^ T' P'^^'^g^-^P'-^

Sme^.:::S^-n?:="^^^^
•-«e fac^ ^^T^:^^SX^^TZ',J^
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the grandfatlitr-olook in the Sheraton case that ticked

against the wainscot behind him, as he advised :

" Take 'em in numerical sequence. No. 1 is the photo-

graphed facsimile of the cover of the bogus letter to Mr
Casey. No. 2 "—the speaker lightly touched it with ii

large round finger-tip
—" that's the replica—also photo

graphed—of a card the man we're after wrote on and gave

to Lady Hannah, in caso she found herself inclined tc

invest a hundred or so in the kind of wares ho professec

to supply. Photo No. 3 is a reproduction of an autograpl

and address that's written on the inside cover of the ledgei

—posted up in thieves' cipher—that was in the cashboj

found at Haargrond Plaats." He waited, screwing pain

fully at the stiff, waxed ends of the scrubby moustache.

Sa-xham took the photographs in their order. Thi

envelope of the bogus letter brought by the supposec

runner from Diamond Town had been addressed in a bit

bold black round hand with curiously malformed capitals, ti

" Mr. Barney Casey,
" Commercial Traveller,

" Gueldcrsdorp.
" Care of the Officer Commanding H.M. Forces."

" —Don't put it back in the envelope," said Major Bingo
" Compare the writin' with No. 2."

No. 2 was the photograph of an oblong card. On it wai

written in ink, in the same bold hand :

" Mr. Hendkyk Van Busoh,
" C/o Mr. W. Bough,

" Transport Agent,
' Haargrond Plaats,

" Near Matambani,
" Transvaal."

LXIV

There was a silence in the consulting-room, only broken bj

street noises filtered thin by walls and curtains, and tl«

ticking of the Sheraton grandfather clock, and the breath.

itig of two people. Saxham glanced atMajor Bingo with
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eyes that seemed to have been bleached of colour and laidthe second calligraphic specimen beside the first and to^uupNo.

3, andreadin thes. ,.e large flourishLgr:,l"d ha°d
" W. Bough,

" Free State Hotel,
" 60 ra. from Driepoort,

" Orange Free State."
After that the silence was intense. The clock tioWpr? .„

j

the famt far-off street noises came throS thtin e^vJnlns

Van Busch and Bough are—one i"
Major Wrynche's large face nodded in the affirmativeBut .t was as expressionless as the grandfather cSs '^''

verbal^'^p^^tcllo^Vo^l"
'''''

' ""^^ """ "^^ '^' °^ ^^
Saxham said with liard composure •

"Van Busch is a Dutch surname' that as vou sav i«commonm South Africa. With the name of Bough TiheC nef IS aware, I have-associations. It was in fa^^ron!of the many aliases used by the witness for RlgiL^n

TeT.ir"'
""^ '"^ ^^''"'^

' ^^- -=—-^ "-ly «e-n

" wCr,"''' """^ "•^"' ''"^ ^^'^ -*h brevity :

Saxham seemed always to have known that the man was

Bi^nddT;
"^'^ '^"^^ '""^"'^^ "^ ^^ ^- ^^^-^nt

" -But the wrong and injury done to you bv Bouffhamount to little compared with the wrong and InWinflicted upon Mrs. Saxham! That Good Tlr^^,
what's the matter ?" ^""^ ^"^^ '

For Saxham \vith a madman's face, had leapt to his feetknocking over luschair, andstuttercd vvith foam on his blue

hinti^'ft ,!!!:!?. ^'^'''-J-y' What-whatareyou

li.'ht^W.l'^'"
^''^ '^'''™''"n<"'t in tlio Major's roundlight blue eyes was so palpably genuine that the crazy
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flame died out of the Dootor'8, and his clenched banc

dropped. " I didn't hint. I referred to the murder oi

your wife's adopted mother by this Bough, or Van Busch

that's all
!"

" I beg your pardon, Major !" Saxham picked up hii

ohajr and aat down on it, inwardly cursing his lack of self

control. " My nerves have been giving trouble of lato."

Going by the evidence of the haggard face and fever

bright eyes, the Doctor looked like that—uncommonly

like that ! And the big Major, remembering Aldermai

Brooker's revelation, wondered, as he screwed at the stili

blunt ends of his sandy moustaclic, whether Saxham migh

not have reverted to the old vice ?
" Bad for the girl he'

married if he has !" he thought, even as ho said :

" Overworked. Get away for a bit. Notliin' lik(

relieviu' the tension, don't you know ? Norway in June

or the Higher Austrian Tyrol. Make up your mind and go
!'

" I have made up my mind," Saxham answered, smilin;

bitterly, as he remembered the little phial with the yellov

label that lay beside the wliisky-flask in the drawer beneati

his hand. " I shall go very soon now !"

" But not immediately ?"

" Not immediately." There was something stranger

almost exalted, in the look that accompanied the words

Saxham added :
" If you could give me an approximati

date as regards the finding of that—needle in the hay

stack of South Africa, it would—facilitate my departvin

more than you can guess !"

" Would it, by George !" Bingo slipped the thumb aiu

forefinger of the useful hand into his waistcoat-pocket

Something sparkled in the big pink palm he extended t;

Saxham—something sparkled, and spurted white and grciT

and scarlet points of fire from a myriad of facets. TIk

something was an oval miniaturo on ivory. A slender g ili

chain, broken, dangled from its enamelled bow. Froir

witlxin a rim of brilliants the lovely, wi.-stful face of a youtig

refined, high-bred woman looked out, and with all his iro;i

self-control Saxham could not restrain a sudden movemc:!!

and a stifled exclamation of mingled anger and surprise.

For at the first glance the face was Ljmetto's.

With a dull roaring of the blood in his ears aad an uQ'
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8peaJbibIe rage and horror seetliing in him, he took theportrait from the Major's paJm, and held it with a steadyhand, m a favourable light.

owauy

Marvellously like, but not Lynette's face i

rhe eyes were larger, rounder, and of gentle blue-grey
the squ,rrel.eoloured hair of a brighter shade, the sensWvemouth sensuous as well, the little ehin pointed. She mighthave been a lew years under thirty

; the arrangement of

height of the latest fashion-say, twenty-two or even three

r." u^i J''-""'
'^""""'•^'y ^''^ i-'^cription wasu"^duU gold of the inner rim of the miniaturo-frame, within thediamonds tliat surrounded it. Saxham deciphered : " Luey!to Richard Mildare. For ever ! 1879."

• * • • •
The dull, dark crimson that had stained the Dop Doctor'sopaque skin had given place to pallor. His face was sharp

n»,vl r'/"xT° ,r'"'°
^^'"te°«ss, like the face of one

nevvly dead His blue eyes burned ominously in their cavesunder the heavy bar of meeting black eyebrows. His voicewa^ veiy quiet as he asked :
" How did you come by this ?"

It dropped dmvn out of the sky," said Major Bingo
measuredly, "with the bits of evidence I've told youJfand a few others, when the big stone chimney at Haar

-

grond Plaats blew up with a thunderin' roar. The other
bits of evidence were bits of a man-two men you might
cal him

! And, by the Living Tinker, considerin' how hewas mixed up ^vlth the rest of the rubbish, he might havebeen half a dozen instead of Bough Van Busoh i"

i^f. ^^ ^^ "P°° '"""
• He-wore it 'round hisneck

? Saxham asked the question in a grating whisper
dropping the clenched hand that held the dSmond-set
mmiature upon the arm of his chair.
"I should think it probable he did," said Bingo placidlywhen he had a neck to boast of." He added, as he gotup to take his leave :

" The thing has been carefully cleanid.
Ihe Cham is broken, and the crystal cracked in one place
but otherwise it has come off wonderfully. Perhaps you'dhand It over to-anybody it belongs to ? Hope I haven't
mulled many professional appointments. Remember me to
Mrs. Saxham. Thanks frightfully ! So long '"
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LXV

In the days that followed Saxham had a letter, written by
man with whom he had been fairly intimate at Guolders

dorp during the strenuous days of the Siege—a man wh
would undoubtedly not have lived to go through thcg

days but for the Dop Doctor. It was rather an incohcren

letter, written by an unsteady hand.

Saxham tore it up and dropped it into the waste-pape

basket with a contemptuous shrug. But he had made
mental note of the address, and drove there that aftornooi

The Doctor's motor-brougham stopped at the door c

the grimy stucco Clergy-House that is attached to St. Mai
garet's in Wendish Street, West. Saxham rang a lou

bell, that sent iron echoes pealing down flagged passage

and brought a little bonneted woman in rusty black t

answer the door and the Doctor's query whether Mr. Juliu

Fraithorn was at home and able to receive a visitor ?

The little woman, who had a nose like a preserved chern
and wore one eyebrow several inches higher than the othe

shook her rusty crape-trimmed bonnet diacouragingly, r

she informed Saxham in a husky voice strongly flavourc

with cloves that Father Julius 'ad been in the Confessioni

all the morning, it being the Eve of the Feast of the Asc<i

sion, and was quite wore out. If there wa.s anything sli

could do, she inferred, with quite a third-hand air i

clerical responsibility, she would be hajipy to obligi! t!i

gentleman.
" I shall be obliged by your conveying my card to 3!i

Fraithorn. You see that I am a doctor," said Saxliaii

with unsmiling gravity, " and not an ordinary caller o

business connected with religion."

The little cherry-nosed woman in rusty black snortril n

scenting godlessness, and conducted Saxham doHti

cream-washed, brown-distemper-dadoed passage, smiHin

of kippered haddocks and incense, to a sitting-room at th

rear. • It was a severe apartment, commanding a view o

mews, and had a parquet-patterned linoleum on the floni

and a washable paper of a popular ecclesiastical de^igi

suggestive of a ranunculus with its hands in its pockets.
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Art was represented bv a 7nnT^^
PhJutme School of

Windsor chairs offeTed acc„mr„^^°*'
hearthrug; three

table of the kitch^ It^Irn
**'"" *" **•« ^«*°' i a

green baize
; aTZilT'LTr, 'T'f ''^ "^ »1"«'« "f

bolster and k patchwork cushfnn'''
"•'"' ^"^ ^ ^'''obbly

Waok clad figure ortJ,„P' ^"PP°'^«<1 the long, thin
was lying doT ^^""""'^ "^"^"^ Fraithom, who

proneSra^Sdfr'- ^'?1!"« ^""'y -er the
of the sofa, " to n^fscr^be for «.

^^ -"'' ^"^ '" *" """
ing him tricks. I have tl

*"
''''T

"^'^''^ «•« P'ay
in which you ask me to S.J?

"""' '""er-the episHe
making an avowal which MuJ""" T opportunity of
infamy a man may ™„rat^/r'K*^°.

•''''''* •^^P*^ "f
nature. Lower nature >?{ T

*
''"'f'5«

"^ '>'« '««er
physical condition alowernnf,,.™ ^°/ J"dge of a man's
threw do^vn'his hat anrf?f T "^ '^'"" y"" want !" He
table, toorone 'f thet^nf„7-."- g-n-baize-eoverod
beside the sofa, and planted hT»hnl?' "l^ T'^^ '* ^OMn
reached out and capCS^Mn ^*'"f ^'^^ ''" "' »"d
mustered breath to stammer •

* "^ "' ^'"'™' ^^o

I ^'^^'^t^tU:^Lt^?^''-y^^:T''7 -^'^ -y health,
crossed to the Zoological hoar!; ^ ""^J""^

*'»'' ^o^*' and
little fire burningmX narrow ^^Z

'"'.^ P*"^*^ t''" «'n"'<y

^^et and chilly. ^ ^I siril beT.f"'
^°' ^^^ ^^^^ '''^y was

with an effort: looking over M"'^'-"'''"*''"^'" ^^"'''^'

" when you haveW^X' \tTtoUr""??
'''^^'''"'

and turned round his thin fo a •
He rose up,

notto>gaggedb' ^rnn? f'^'""'"^.
"Mind, I'm

impati;ntly waved hfs hid "«*"« *"•" ^"^ ^axham had
He grouid hkloot£ i„tn fC^'

^"^ ''"'"• "'"^ «"^«' !"

">"oi.ed on a field of aS"L° T"'^''-/'^^'"^
"on that

in» hands down de^p £;'rh,f'''"J'!"''^™^'
'"^ ^^ovo

^oarlet surg^ overZ rim ofJ Rol*'' '"n
''"" P'''"^'"

f"
thin, sensitive, beauttful f.^aS'.h wl 7^ '^J"'^totae roots of his dark, curling hair

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

Perhaps you may recall a. oath I sworo at your insti-
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gation one day in your room at the Hospital at GuelderE

dorp 1"

" Yes—no ! What does it matter V said Sazhai

thickly, with his angry, brooding eyes upon the floor.

" It matters," said Julius doggedly, " in the present casi

I need hardly tell you that I have kept that oath. If tli

man had not been dead, I might have ended by breaking :

—who knows ? What I have to tell you is that, some tw
months after the Relief, when your engagement to the latl

who is now your wife was first made public, I, impelled an

prompted by a despicable envy of the great good-fortui

that had fallen—deservedly fallen—to your lot, sought oi

Miss Mildare, and told her—something I had learned to yoi

detriment, from a man called Brooker, a babbling, worthlci

creature, a Gueldersdorp tradesman who, on the strengt

of a seat upon the local Bench, cleiimed to be informed.''

Saxham's head turned stiflSy. He looked at the wa
now instead of the floor, and breathed unevenly ar

quickly. His right hand, resting on the table near whi(

he sat, softly closed and opened, opened and closed i

supple muscular fingers, with a curious, rhythmical mov
ment. He waited to hear more. And Julius groaned oi)

with his elbows on the painted wooden mantelshelf, ai

his shamed face hidden :

" I knew that the man lied—on my soul, I knew it ! B
the opportunity he had given me of lowering your vali

in—in another's eyes was too tempting to resist. T]

man had told me "
'

' In effect, that I was a confirmed and hopeless drunkard
said Sazham ;

" and, as it happens, he told the truth

He added :
" And what I was then I am now. There is )

change in me, though unce I thought it
!"

" Saxham ! . . . For God's sake, Saxham !" stutter

Julius. But Saxham, hunching his great shoulders, a:

lowering his square, black head, not at all unlike the sava

bull of Lady Hannah Wrynche's apt comparison, went oi

" It is a drunken world we live in. Parson, for all o

sham of abstinence and sobriety. But there are ni

degrees and various grades in our drunkenness, as in o

other vices, and the man who is a druggard despises t

common drunkard ; and the sippers of ether look doi
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tTnL"?!'*?
contempt-or, more ludicrous still, withtender p.tjong sorrow, upon the toper and the slave of

^rt^"
"""^

""•"'r.
"'d take no shame in seeing ttoxy

IZ^ g^^ybound win the coursing-match and*the oxy-

a w^ or so
;
the orator, inspired by oxygen astonilhes

man, drunk on oxygen, mounts the pulpit to preach aTemperance sermon. And the Dop Poctor of Gueldersdorp prescribes palUatives for guinea-paying tipplers andthere u, not an honest man to rise uHid say '"Phvsioian, heal thyself !'

"

^ ^
'

*^°y

"Hie Windsor chair creaked under Saxham's heavy &nreas he got up. His fierce blue eyes blazed in thel sunkencavesas he took his hat and stick from the TmT
wronpe.'-Za^^:C1^ l^^^UZ^^^

j2?J^I- ^°«i«^!»'-*^«
man who had saved my life !"

Juhus moistened his dry Hps. " Your approving moralistwouJd be the devil's advocate. But I have^ foZttenwhat your own opmion is of the man who tries to enhancehis o^ji ^tues in a woman's eyes by pohSng outThe

tor the attempt. Her look of surprise . . . the tone in.^ich she said,^Did he not save'your life ?' th'at wa^

Tov*^ W ?'°.frJ '°'* '°y ^''^^' a^d told her that

that 1« *T*I^ ^^' ^ •>« "^y ^^^- on'y to learnthat she never had-never could " Juhus's thin

hKo^'l'"^""^,*,!'-''"''^'"^ P^^""y "t the back 0°

Sttl^ t^th "^'r*^
^ voice came in jerks between hisgritted teeth

; It was revolting to her-a girl reared
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among nuns in a Catholic Convent—that a man callini

himself a priest should speak to her of love. There wa
absolute horror in her look as she learned the truth." Hi
groaned. " I have never met hor eyes since that dai
without seeing—or imagining I saw—some reflection o
that horror in them !"

" Why torture yourself uselessly with imaginations J'

said Saxham, not unkindly.

He waa at the door, upon the threshold of departure
when Julius stopped him.

" One moment. Has—has Mrs. Saxham ever spoken t(

you of—this that I have told you ?"

" Never !" answered 8a 'lam, pausing at the door.
" One moment more ! iSaxham, is it hopeless 1 Coulf

you not by a desperate effort break this habit that may—
that must—inevitably bring misery to your wife ? In thi

name of her love for you—in the names of the childrei

that may be bom of it
"

—
" Unless you want me to murder you," advised Sax

ham, facing the passionate emotion of the younger man a;

a basalt cliff might oppose a breaking wave, " you hac

better be silent
!"

" My right to .speak," Julius retorted fiercely, " is bettci

than you know. When I endeavoured—unsuccessfully—
to injure you, I robbed myself of my belief in myself. Bui
you—^you who gave me back my earthly life, you hav(
robbed me of my faith in the Living and Eternal God. ])i

you know the effect of Doubt, once planted in what wan f

faithful soul ? It is a choking fungus, a dry rot, a crcepinf

palsy ! Since that day at the Hospital at Gueldersdorji

when you said to me, ' T'^e Human Will is even mcir*

omnipotent than the Deity, because it has created Him, oiil

of its own need !' I have done my daily duty as a priest U
the numbing burden of that utterance—I have preaclird

the Gospel with it sounding in my ears." He wrung his

hands, that were wet as though they had been dipped in

water. " I have tended souls as mechanically as a gar-

dener might water pots in which there was nothing hut

dead sticks and dry earth !"

" Try to credit me when I tell you," said Saxhnir..

wrung by the suffering in the thin young face and in the
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Ir^« ^r^ T- ". "'^.' ^ '«'^'" •»«"'* the b'nn th.t
t ???®" *" "*^e ^ono

' Nor can I recall thaf T h.^1
habitualiy attacked your faith, ^ or^hat matter «„v

t^ ILT """"'""y- "P°" "'" ''"y y°» particular?;Sto, when you came upon me at the Hospital. I had seenan amiouncement in the Siege Oazetie that ... I dare Lvyou understand?" He laughed harshly " As tnm?^

xffitiWoT''''.°{""-'""* '*
" •""- -

will novo; A fK? ^""K"
'"""''•'' ""'• »" th" Kind's mon

i 1" vo . tLf 1 •

°" «>« P'-'J-'t''' it ha« topped from"

MtZ 'm ? W how fr"vin7n'a"«th''
*'" P"'" *'"'* '^

him T H»r„ ^ . < J . ' " another man, may carry

doomed rhntV^"'^"r r'""'"*"-
^^y "'^ i« « dead loaf!doomed to bo yio sport of any v^ind that blows !"

He tookupthewalkmg-stick he had loaned against a book

i' thi:^z^:^ ^'-rdTSr "--

Ciy°; th': l°"r '""^ -" ' « '
>^aee' a"n7hin: 't

hand t^rMnk
''

^M^'^'"'
^^ y°" t^- «" th<' other

{^ShtZ
'''^^"tly of a man who broke your staff of

As for m ^°-l-
•"•*

u"^
"°"^8 °^ Ws own to^ lean upon

solicitous I will toll you this much : She will be spared f h"omeltable muiery • of which you spoke just now !"
^

I,. I? J .,^*^'^ y"" decided to undergo a cure » ]haye hoard," hesitated Julius, " that those^h^g^ Ire notalways successful-that they sometimes fail f

" *^

Mine IS the only cure that neyer fails," returned Sa>thim

,wi,^ J '. ?'t'°™"ng pang, floated before him Hoshook hands ^v.th Julius, ™d went upon his lonely way.

LXVI
EyKN the saintly of this earth are prone to rare occasional

dtSfmmX- ."n"''"'*
"'^'^ ^-^^ had pr^ed heaescent from Eye by stamping her slender foot at her

3»—

2
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hulking Dootor ; had, after a sudden outburgt of paa
ionate, unreasonable upbraiding, risen from the dinner
table and run out of the room, to hide a petulant, remorsefu
shower of tears.

Such a trivial thing had provoked the outburst—merely

an invitation from Captain and Mrs. Saxham, who won
settled for the London summer season in Katon Square
for Owen and his wife to spend the scorching months o
August and September at the old homo, perched on thi

South Dorset cliSs, among its thrush-haunted shrubberiei

of ilex and oleander and rose—nothing more.
But Mrs. Owen Saxham had passionately resented thi

idea. Why never occurred to Saxham. He had long ag(

forgiven and forgotten Mildred's old treachery. If David'i

betrayal had brought him shame and anguish, it had born(

him fruit of joy as well. And it the fruit'might never bi

gathered, if its divine juices might never solace her bus
band's bitter thirst, at least, while he lived, it was his—1(

look at and long for. He owed that cruel bliss to his brothei

and that brother's wife. And their meeting had been
upon his side, free of constraint, unshadowed by the recol

lection of what had once appeared to him a base betrayal—

«

gross, foul, unpardonable wrong.
Suppose he had married Mildred, and been uneventful!}

happy and successful. Then, Saxham told himself, he would
never have seen and known Lynette. She would never havf

come to him and laid in his the slight hand whose touch

thrilled him to such piercing agony of yearning for the

little"more that would have meant so much—so much. . . .

Ah, yes ! he was even grateful to Mildred. She had not

worn well. She had grown thin and passee, and nervous and
hysterical. But she was amiable, even demonstrative in

her professions of admiration and enthusiasm for Owen's
wife. Her regard for the Doctor was elaborate in the

sisterliness of its expression when he was present, if in

his absence it was tempered by a regretful sigh—even by

a reference to the time :

" When poor dear Oweit thought me the only u-onan

worth looking at in th' whole world. Ah, well ! that is

all over, long ago !" Mildred would say, with an inflection

that was meant to be tenderly reassuring.'-^ And she would
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^*Jll."!Il T"^ """^ °° "'"' "•'''' '^'^ «"^« with pensive

These gentle, retrospective references were never madem the Doctor's hearing. With truly feminLe t^tXwere reserv.jd for Mrs Owen's delectation. And p<^b^they might have rankled in those pretty shell-likeC^ Utheir owner had loved Saxham.
But Saxham know that she did not ;- had oven ceaa«lto wish that the miracle might be wr„i«ht. Bra^y^^„

"T dir^ 1"""- ^^'"'^ '^^ """»P«'» ho^ foot an^crU™
I declme to accept Mrs. Saxham's invitation, eithe;with you or without you. I wonder that you should Zamof asking me to! If you can forget how hideo^W T,^

tr«ir"', '?"'r
^^^° '"*"«• y""- I <"^'««' •' I loathetreachery

! I abominate ingratitude and deceit ! Cl Ihate her-aad I shall not go !" Saxham opened his evesas well he might. He had never before soon his wife 01^wise than gentle and submissive. Ho found his ow^ Wu'explanation of the sudden Btorm that had bursramot
Uio debris of dessert on the Harley Street dinner tabhfHer fetto.s w.r. galling her to a^ny, he~. ffis'square pale faco grew more Rhadamanthine than ever a^

g'^^-.te t-"! been filling with port overflowed ^^'ticedon the cloth. But he kept the mask of set c" Jebefore his agony of remorse. Then the frou-frou ofS
Ind'^h T'lr ^"^^"^ °^".' *'^^^°" ='"•?'"• Thedooropefedand shut with a slam. Lynotte had left the room^ ZSaxham sat alone, a heavy, brooding figure, mechanicallvsippmg at his port, and staring at the empty place opZl.where the overset flower-gla.s. and the^LMyK-
back chau-, and the serviette that made a white streak on thed.rk crimson carpet, marked the haste and emotion of herdeparture, he said to himself that the West End upholstererwho had the contract for refurnishing Plas CdSmust be warned to complete his work without delly

J) or Has Bendigaid, the solid, stone-built gran-e that liadbeen a Convent in the fifteenth century, and probablv lon^before the South Welsh home of his mothe 's gSSperched m the shadow of Herion Castl- "non a JdT-t^
Of the headland that commands the treacherous slild
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inowy ihell-^trown sand* and wild tumbling waton of NanI
madoo Bay . . . Plad Uiindi);aid, with tUat liuardud, invuitu
money, was to be Saxliam's beiiucst to his young widow,

Evorytliing that loving caro and forothought could plu
had already lioou done to luako tlio old homo pluatant an
oharrainj;. Xotliing wiw noudod but tlio upholsterur'ii liniiii

ing touolioa. Saxliam lia<l planned that Lynettu shoul
bii tliuro when lio wijK'd out tliii Hhaiuu of failure by koopin
that promlso made in tlio C'omotory at Guoldorudorp, littl

moru than a yoar before.

Ho had always meant to keep it, but not when th
north-east galos of winter and spring sliould bo sweepin
over the mountaJn-iNWsos and lashing the waves to mail
ncss ; not when the ceaseloss scurry of hunted clouds shoul
have piled the south-wi'st horizon witli scowling blui
black ramparts, topi>ed by awful towers, themselves bf

littlod by stupendous heights built of intangible vapour:
and reproducing with added grandeur and terror tli

soaring peaks and awful vales and appalling precipices u

snow-helmed Frore and her daugiiturs.

Whon the promise of Summer should have been fulfillei

in sweetness, Saxham would keep his promise. When thi

swallows should hatch out their young broods between tin

huge stonos that the hands of men who returned to dus
cycles of centuries ago hauled up witli the twisted hide-rojx
and tlie groaning crane, to rear with them upon the jut h

tlie rugged headland two hundred feet above the waves thai

now break a mile away, tlio Lonely Tower, now merged ir

the huge dilapidated Edwardian keep that broods ovei

Herion. When those blocks of oyelopioan masonry sli.iul(:

bo tufted witli the golden waUllunor and the perfumed u ili

geranium, aud starred with tlio delicate blossom uf llu

lavender scabious aud the wild luarguorito, then the littii

blue bottle that stood in the deep table-drawer nuar thi

big whisky-flask should como into use.

VVlion the vast pale sweep of the sandy dunes should Ijo

covered for leagues by the perfumed cloth-of-gold spread
by tlie broom and the furze ; when the innumerable little

yellow dwarf-roses should blossom on their prickly busiiui,

thrusting pertly through the powdery white sand, and
every hollow and hillook should be gay with the star ooa-
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volvulus and lU^ iluuiilu^i '^^'^vkt, ,„ppi„ -thun UoatU
» ...uia com., bnruu .,a win«e.l feet. al,U Wing tl^ "ZJd
t.. th« n.ck. And hiT,. w,« Slimmer, knocking at tl.o d.K,r -

ante"!.'*'''
""' 'n'T"'- "" '*^J ""' •""-k I'"'- ""t

U. l.V a lm.sb,tnd could .lo tl.at wl,o l.ad tl.o rigl.t to takru
... las a,„.s and ki,. tlu, last mmai.ung trace. o( her

... ''n":T"
'^''^'""" "'•'" t" I.'-' consulting-room, and

vucrcd ^..utl.»•a.,i, and tlu, stars rose and set, lie toiledoyer lus notes a..dcase.l,ooks in the brilliant circled bjti.e shaded electne la.up upon his „ riting-table, and tl.otiJe .„ the b>g «i.isky-!lask in the table-drawer ebbed loHours hence he laid down his pen. The Ha«k had longheen eu.pt.od
;
the alcohoMlare was dying out in the g e

y

eluvabers of his brain. Weariness of life weight on1dmhke a leaden panoply. Ho had almost strotched his l.a^do teko the little blue-glass vial that sat waiting, waitingm the deep table-drawer beside the drained fl^k beforeeep overcame him His head sank against the cW
unLrTl>;'^ZZ'"'''-

""^^^ '"^"^ '»'" ^°'«««"'---

Time sped. Xho silver tablo-clook, the clock UDon the

;Zt t'r' 1

""1 *''" 8^-''"'''"- "'-i in tho'mer^ a

man The bnlhan unwavering circle of electric light^not reach the face of the Dop I' ctor. It bathed his hanX^

nt,H r^ m r^'f-
***? "'"" °^ "'« Sheraton chair, andtipped his lifted olnn, leaving the strong brow and closedeyes .a shadow But as the pale glimnfer of da^n begtnto outline tho edges of the blinds, and stretched at lengtha broad, pomtmg hnger across tho quiet room, tho sloephig

face bowed greyish pale and luminous as a drawing^y
Whistler m Silver-point. * '

L-n'fi^
'1*^"

I'^d not rested on it long before there came aknock upon the panel or the oonsulting-room door. It was

r fi!?' "^^ '^'®'^"°' " '^''™'^- "" ^^'^"der it pas.sed IT-heeded. Then the door opened timidly, and a slender
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lii!

figure in pale flowing' draperies of creamy embroidered
cashmere stole upon small, noiseless, slippered feet over the
thick Turkey carpet.

It was Lynette. She had risen from her bed, and looked
out from the landing into the hall below, and, seeing the
light of the unextinguished lamp shining under the lintel

of the consulting-room door, had stolen timidly down to
ask Owen's pardon. Why had she behaved so badly ? She
could not explain. Only she was sorry. She must tell

him 60. His name was upon her lips, when she saw the
Dop Doctor sleeping in his chair.

Breathlessly silent, she crossed the room to his side.

And then—it was to her as though she looked upon her
husband's face for the first time.

There was no stain of his secret excess upon it—no
bloating of the features. You would have said this was a
sane and strong and temperate man, upon whom the
mighty brother of all-conquering Death had come, like one
armed, and overtlirowu in the heat and stress of the life-

battle. Only the sorrow of a suffering soul was written
as deeply on that pale mask of human flesh as though the
sculptor-slaves of a Pharao, dead seven thousand years
agone, had cut it with tools of unknown, resistless temper
in the diamond-hard Egyptian granite.

He breathed deeply and evenly, and not a muscle
twitched as Lynette bent oven and looked at him. A
mass of her red-brown hair, heavy with the weight of its

own glossy luxuriance, slipped from her half-bared bosom
as she leaned over him, and fell upon his breast. A sudden
blush burned over her as it fell. He never stirred. But as
shough the rod of Moses had touched the rock in Horeb, one
tlow tear oozed from between Saxham's black fringed, close-

sealed eyelids, and hung there, a burnished, trembling point
of steely light. And tlie deep, still, manly anguish of his

face cried out to the reawakening womanhood in Lynetto,
and a strange, new, ovei-whelming emotion seized and
shook her as a stream of white and liquid fire seemed to

pass into her veins and mingle with her blood.
She began to understand, as she pored, with beating heart

and bated breath, upon the living page before her eyes.
In its reticence and lonely strength of endurance, that
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on,l!l"'""°^'i^'^'^*'*
*'"' ^""- ^» '^ ^t^™ acceptanceof euffenng and disappomtment for Saxhan,. in its Cgedconfrontation of the inevitable ; in ita resolute longlfferiSand gnm patience

;
in its silent abnegation of any claim

the face was more than eloquent to-night. In the pridethat would never stoop to beg for pityiwould raKehungered than accept one crumb of grudged and measuredlove; m Its secret, inscrutable, unjfelding loyalty to thatpronuse given to a dead man ; in the nobUity of its refusalto shmo brighter in its faith and truth and chivaC by"horevelation of that other man's mean baseness ; in i^alraostpaternal sohcitude; in itsagonyof love for her, nseiiible a„dcareless
;
m the sick despair that had given up aTd left "ffhoping

: even m the pride that had -^r so itsS to her-asserted itself at the last, and said, " I have lefroff cr^

p eaded-pleaded Words struggled for ^werin^
utterance m her, but none came. . . .^She leaneTnea^e?
dra,«Ti by an irresistible fascination, and laid her lin^hghtly upon the broad wWte forehead, with the bJ ^black meeting eyebrow smudged across it, and then ^tha sudden leap and thrill, she knew. .

AU that had been in the past went for nothing. Onlythis man mattered who sat sleeping in the chaif Howeasyto awaken him with a touch, and tell him al < Shedared not, though she longed to.
'

He was her master as well as her mate. When he h«H

If *"",''T ^ ""^ "'"^'^ *° <=*™- ^ eyes h^lgShis words the lie. He had looked at her. .
.

^
Sheshivered deliciously at the recollection of that look It hi

rj\ °^° tl'Ofe stem, ardent eyes now, he would know

alone f'
'
'" ^^""^ '''^*'^ ^ ^^ "'""^

' «^
If Saxham had awakened then But he slept onShe did not dare to kiss tliat br^ad white buckler of hk

ha^nTf.^^ * '"'*'*? ''«^ '^^ movement of one of thehands that hung over the chair-arms, gathered her dra^rfes

rtre'r^'^.*"'
^'"'^ *" "°^«'«-'y - " !«'« sunbtTo."
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LXVII

It was barely five o'clock, and the balmiest sumuier day i

Herion is wont to waken, like a spoilt child, in a bad temp
of angry wind and Isishing rain. Lynette, who had risi

from her bed and thrown her diessing-gown about her, i

kneel on the broad window-seat and look out upon th
strange new world, shivered, standing barefoot on tl

mossy carpet. Then she looked round the room, and smilt

with delight. For she had found it, upon her arrival i

the previous night, a reproduction, down to the smalle
detail, of her blue-aud-white bedroom at Harley Stree
with this notable di£ference—that on tho wall facing tl

bed-head hung a fine copy of a Millais portrait tliat w;

one of the treasures of Bawne House. Lady Bridget-Mai'
in the glory of her beautiful youth, shone from tho cauvi
splendid as a star.

How kind, how kind of Owen I . . . Her eyes filled i

she gazed, comparing the glowing, radiant face upon ti

canvas with the enlarged photograph of the Mother in hi

habit that stood in an ebony and silver frame upon a litt

table beside the bed. A worn " Garden of the Soul " h
near, and the " Imitation " of inspired A Kempis. Bo(
had been the Mother's gifts. The Breviary and the Litt

Office of Our Lady had belonged to the dead. Lynette ha
brought these treasured possessions with her from Hark
Street, leaving the ivory Crucifix hanging in its place abo\
the vacant pillow. So many sleepless nights she had know
of late upon that pillow that there were faint bluish-sliadt

hollows under the beautiful eyes, and wistful lines aboi

the mouth.
Since the revelation made to her by her own heart, whe

the heavy tress of hair dropped from her bosom upon the ur

conscious breast above wiiich she bent, an insurmountaW
wall of diffidence and shyness upon her side, and of sten

self-concentrated isolation on her husband's, had risen u

between them, dwarfing the barrier that was already tlien

His writing-table lamp had burned through the niglits

but she had never ventured upon another stolen visit t

Saxham's consulting-room. The memory of that kiss sL
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had put;upon the velvety-smooth spaoe above the broadmeeting e Ob .^ ,tung in her like a seuse of guilt.^yet It had itB sweetness. She had claimed her rightThe man was hers, though she might never be hislo know It was to realise at onoe her riches and her poverty'Out of a vague yearning and a formless, namel^s painhad come to her the knowledge of the true herb needed forher healmg. Tlie unsated hunger for sympathy3 loveand lovehness, the loneliness that gnaw^ed him^ sTe com

rj^nf^r'"- ^<i.^^'«=l°°kedaboutheratthedJnty
carefully-chosen furmture, and the exquisite old-world

Crl±f' '^T,"''''
recognising 4at his care had

ofTe™ hin l!
""*

'^rTy ""'•' '^^"^ ^^ preferenceof hers had been remembered and gratified, a seLe of herown mgratitude pierced her to the quick
She had parted from Owen without one tender wordwithout even one glance of greater kindness than shewould have bestowed upon a stranger. She ached with

in^\'^"'Tl''^
"'^ recoUection of that frigid, distantgood-bye at Euston Station, when Lady Hannah's sMIlaugh had jangled through Major Bingo's hZSadmonitions to perspiring porters to put the luggagel?one oompartment, to stow eanvaa bags of golf-clubs^ andfishmg-rods m the racks, and to damage bicycles at the^person^ peril, smce the company evad<5 UabiUty

Wrl.1r T ^l^uT'? "^^ *''** ^^y Hannah and MajorWr^che should be his wife's guests at Plas Bendigaid.Lookmg from her bedroom casements over the syringaJand
lilacs and larches, the laburnums and hawthorns and holU^
of the low-walled garden that ended at the sheer cliff-edgefrom whence you looked down upon the tops of the p^e^aud chestnuts, whose green foliage hid the shmin^ metals
of the iron way, a,nd made a sea of verdure in place of thesalt blue waves that once had lapped and sighed there-
gazmg,,across the powdery sand-dunes that were prickly

scaLr fh ^ ^f ^"I '^t'^
''''""'^8 P^^P"'' and purple

soabjous, the pmk and white convolvulus, and the thornyyeUow dwarf rose, that somehow finds nourishment in thep^e sand of Henon Lmks, to tho line of white breakers

r.m.r
^'i,^«".'»°^° 'Jian a mile away, Lynette sighedasmaU sigh of resignation at the prospect of long weeka to
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be spent in the society of these pleasant, well-bred, rather

fidgety people Owen had chosen to bear her company.
Of course, Owen could not leave his patients ! He bad

explained that, aud Lady Hannah and her big Major were
old friends of hers and his. And the little woman with
the jangling laugh and the snapping black eyes had known
the Mother in her youth. . . .

At that remembrance Lynette's eyes went lovingly to

the copy of the Millais portrait, and as the sun burst
through the streaming wind-chasi^ clouds, and smote
bright diamond-rays from the dripping window -psuies, the
firm lips seemed to curve in the rare, sudden smile, the
great grey eyes to gleam with life and tenderness.

Ah, to spend a long, sv/eet summer here, alone with that
dearest of all companions ! Lynette's white throat swelled

at the thought, and a mist blotted out the noble face,

crowned with its diadem of rich black tresses. She wiped
the tears away, and beheld a world miraculously changed.
For land and sea were drenched in radiant sunshine.

She unlatched the casements and threw them wide,

and clean, salt, sweet air came streaming in, bringing the

fragrance of mignonette and wallflower and sweetbriar, and
the aromatic smells of the larch and pine. She leaned her

white arms upon the grey stone window-sill, and drank the

freaimess and fragrance. And it seemed to her that thfa

ancient grange, perched on the cliff-ledge in the tremendous
shadow of Herion Castle, looking across the restless grey-

blue waters of Nantmadoo Bay to St. Tirlan's Roads, 'vaa

an ideal place to spend a honeymoon in, "npposing you
loved the man you had married, and were loved by him ?

Her bosom heaved and her wild heart fell to throbbing.

A blush burned over her, and she drove the thought away.
It came back, whispering like a g lest who wishes not to be

dismissed. It pleaded and urged and compelled. Some-
thing like a strong hand closed upon her heart and drew
her, drew her. ... A voice called to her in the silence

that was only broken by the voices of birds, and the rustling

of wind-stirred leaves, and the crying of the gulls abiive

the white restless breakers. And the voice was Owen's.
How strangely he had looked and spoken in that liist

moment of their parting ! It came back in every detaU

'XHK.
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h5w**^ "^r^ 'T" ""'*«' ^"y '"»«on as concerned itHe had accepted the iron terms of the contract she^fe^'him with open eyes and full knowledge. She he^ H,
doTp! l^,^ '' ''^ '^^^^ - *^« ^~rf:tSeS

" Would I be content to enter, with you for mv partnerinto a marnage that should be practically no mKe atall-a formal contract that is not wedlock ? That Xhfnever change as Time went on. and ripen into the nUumon that physically and mentally mE happ n ss
?"

men and women who Io%e ' Is that ^hat ^
,

JliBs Mildare ?" *"*' y°" ^"^ °>«.

That waa just what she had asked. He had accentsher iron conditions, and stipulated for nothing He h^gn^n his all. What had she given himTTothS« Woffering, bemg rendered pitUesslytheacheandsti^iE
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own bosom—absorbed, swallowed up by her agony of grie

for the Mother, her passion of regret for dead Beauvayse.

Beauvayse. . . . Suppose he and Owen Saxham 'toot

side by side down there on the green short grass bencatl

her windows, which of the two men would to-day be thi

dearer and the more desired ? The tall, soldierly younj

figure, with the sunburnt, handsome face, the gay, amorous

challenging glance, the red mouth that laughed under tin

golden moustache, and the shallow brain under the close

clipped golden curls, or the black-haired, hulking Doctor

with the square-cut, powerful face and the stem blue eyes

the man of heart and intellect, whose indomitable, patien

tenderness had led a stricken girl back from the borders o

that strange land where the brain-sick dwell, to wholesomi

consciousness of common things, and renewed healthful

ness of body and o; mind ?

She had hardly thanked him. She realised, with tear

of shame, that this inestimable service she had accepted a;

matter of course. It was the way of Saxham's world h

take of him and render nothing ; he who was worthy t(

be a King among his fellow-men had been their servant ni

long as she had known him.

To call him hard and stem, and seek his aid and sym

pathy at every pinch ; to deem him cold and grudging, an(

accept his sacrifices as matter of course—that was the wai

of the world with grim-jawed, tender-hearted Owen Sax-

ham. And she, who had done like the rest, knew hin

now, and valued him for what he *as, and—loved him !

i''

For this was love that had come upon her like a stroni

man armed, not as he had shown himself to her before—

laughing and merry, playful and sweet. . . . This wai

no ephemeral, girlish passion, evoked by the beauty ol

gay, wanton, grey-green jewel-eyes and a bold, smilinf

mouth. This was a love that drew you with irresistibli

strength, and knitted j'ou to the soul, and the heart, anc

the flesh of another, until his breath became your breath

and his life your life. It called you with a voice that

plucked at the secret chords of your being, and was stoni

and compelling rather than sweet to implore. It drew yen

to the beloved, not with ribbons of silk, but with ropes of
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t:.~m,;- " "s;
-"''sin r"'!

.ghtly, would ,t be so very strange, after alU ^^erhaDB

H^nJ^t Pr'°*'^."'""' ''"'" *" '"'"*«''''* with Lady

f=;:Stior -B-?r;^s -K:,^S^
a.rz!::;r;kre:rrj*;*''-^^^^^^^ •

tHoa^d '^*^'*" "'"^ *'^^ ''*'^<"'- °f "- Bin«o from

She would carry her nuisance his breakfast with her o>™

gardener, and handy-man^ ^afhian'-Se^uli^d^-
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II

Lady Hannah's laugh jangled out over the capaok
tray, oontaining the oomprehensire assortment of viai

representing what the invalid was wont to term i

" brekker." " But I'm not to be deprived of my privilei

for all that. Do yon suppose you young married oreatu)

are the only wives who enjoy cosseting their husband
There ! it's out, and I ought to be ashamed of myself
suppose, but I'm not. Is that collared brawn on the sic

board ? Bingo has a devouring passion for collared brawi
She added a goodly slice to the contents of the trt
" I warn jou, if you regard the billing and cooing of

middle-aged couple as indecent," she went on, " to lo

the other way a great deal while we're here. For I w
for th( first time seriously smitten with my husband wh
he rode out to meet me, returning from ignoble captivi
in the tents of Brounckers, eighteen montlu ago. When
nursed him through enteric in the Hospital at Frostenbe
—I won't disguise it—I fell in love ! With a bag of bom
for he was nothing else : but genuine passion is indiilere

to the personal appearance of the beloved object, thoU|

I hadn't suspected it before. The wound completed n
conquest, and since then I'm madly jealous if anoth
woman looks at him ! . . . I see red—green would be
better colour—because he prefers to have his valet bru
his hair. I don't know that I didn't reduce the holdii

capacity of this house by a storey—there's a pun for yoi

—so as to engineer my hated rival being left at home
Wilton Place. Is that lovely murrey-coloured stuff in tl

cut-glass jar quince marmalade ? No ! I won't pamp
Bingo, if he is the idol of my soul. And please don't wa
for me. He likes me to take off the tops of his eggs I

him, and he usually eats three. . .
."

Lady Hannah tripped off with her load, find deposit!

it before the idol, who was sitting up in a Japanese bci

Jacket of wadded pink satin, left-handedly readinc tt

Herion newspaper that comes out once a week, and is pul

lished at St. Tirlan's, twenty miles away.
" I've made a discove>_, ," she announced. " No, don

look frightened. It's only that poor Biddy's belle trot

vaille has got a heart. She's not the tinted Canova-nympi
the piece of correct inanity, I honestly believed her. . .
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worshipper andTlavo"
''''""'''"•^«-* Doctor's humble

co„„?t:ri^iitT Th"' 1
'"^;-'^ &at

bu}i^^.forrL"°ir1i!'f "n?"^"
'^at framed the

head :

' ""'* P""'°S »'«' M^dy-pink bullet-

hand and ohi«r"''lhrmiS ^ ZysZ?-""/sees that and something more - A T„ • ,
^y"

evidence. Major Mole^' " ^"'^y' I« that

iJetlWedlr^fh^^^'" '^^ '^-''-^- "I wouldn't

smi-L'^-VhrtlS'V'' «'>""""»'^-l i" an open

alite^Ln°yo^"eti'e^.em.^.°"''«'
-''*<''•• ^^^ all

She beamed at what seemed to her a gallant speechSam compliment / Vou really mean it ? 4n!i'won't rmssGrindlay so frightfully, ISlr- ^^ ^°"
tie ahuuk his head ambiguously.

40

" L
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ij" I (han't begin really to sutler for Grindlay—not till i

oomes to tubbin' with one fin."
" Mercy upon us !" She gaaped in consternation. H

said, controlling his features from wreathing into tri

omphant smiles

:

" You were so cast-iron certain you could fill his place
you know I"

Her bright black eyes were hidden under abashed ani

drooping eyelids. Blushes played hide-and-seek in th
small cheeks that were usually pale.

" In—in everytliing essential," she stammered, avoidin
his intolerable gaze.

" Then that's what it is to be Eyes and No Eyes u
ordinary, everyday a£Fairs !" The man pursued his ad
vantage pitilessly. " Didn't you regard it as essential tha
I should wash ?"

She winked tears away, though her laugh answered him
" Most certainly I did, and do. One of the reasons tha

decided me on marrying you was that you were invariabl
propre comme un sou neuf."
" I thought, on mature reflection," said Bingo, lyin

down under the lightened tray with a replete and satisfie

air, '• that you would prefer a clean husband to a dirt;

one. Therefore I engaged a bedroom for Grindlay at th
Herion Arms. That's his knock. Come in !"

The valet presented himself upon the threshold, backinj
respectfully at sight of her ladysliip, who gave him a graciou
good-morning, dissembling the intense relief ezperiencei
at sight of his smug, clean-shaven countenance.

" Good-morning, Grindlay. I hope the Hotel pcopi
made you comfortable. And now you have arrived to tat
responsibility off my hands," she announced, "

I'll go am
get some breakfast."

" Haven't you . . . You're joking !" The tray shot frcjii

the bed into Grindlay's saving clutch as Bingo suddenl_\

assumed the perpendicular. " You don't mean to saj

that you've been starving all the time I've been gorgin)

myself like—like a boa-constrictor ?" he demandce
furiously. " Why on earth are women such blessed

"

" —Idiots ?" she supplied, turning on the threshold ti

launch her Parthian shaft. " Because if they were iutel
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1«». dull dolta of men r*^'''' """PP^oi-'ive. hc^n.

more meditatt7pj°dSvt» h°«°k
*'"" " "'««

reached the stage of h«?^ti„! ?" ""* *'*J°""""°"»ad

iadyiJr;ft:tegS:Lr«u t:\tr' r ^^.r'^ -" ''-
your style of hairdi^S do„'f

?
'J^

'""\ ^^" *"" """

carded Grindlay wlm d.WJ ^®?^ ''^'"*'^
''J' "«' d^s-

on the scone
:^' <l'«<'reetly delayed his ro-ontrance

.^;;
So you can't get on, it appears, without your '

blessed

bliliS':^dr:'Li;°IZ!5''>''', "'""'''"''O"^ B"'«o,

baok;VhSu2r:,!t:d''.' ?!"
'''''^- *™^ «- --v.

upon her idol-she^'
'' nedl,^ I

T' ?,VT"!°"^ ^''°*''^'''

" Tliis of W Th5 ' J""
'''""^ travelled unsteadily

back that rvournlTl ""^

^""Z
'""""'« ""^ "months

-mioUhpartarpTti^XttlTe^U^'' 'r*^-
'"^" -"

cursed .vith an esneoinl I '^/'''''''«'^' ambition, woman
other people LtoTotwater'^"''/hf'''' 'f'^'^f-

'""''" -^"^

grimace tLt masked TSuine^lrt'-'V^t''^ f""'""o^ly-boiling lava aometLas-fiz'^VierioTl-"'
"''*^'"

40—2
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Ho said, looking kindly up at tlio inuUl mobile face and
quivering chin :

" Ilegtleagness and ambition are in the blood, y' know
like gout and the rest of it. You can't eradicate 'em, hoW'
ever much you tiy. It's like shavin' a Danish carriage-

dog to change his colour. You can't for nuts ; his spott

are in his skin ! See )"

" Merei du compliment /" Hor Jangling laug)i rang out
as if a stick hod been smartly rattled down the keys of a

piano. But her eyes were wet. His own eyes reverted Ui

his reflection in the toilet-gloss. Now his sudden bellow
mode her drop the comb.

" My Aunt Maria I See what you've been and done !

Made a Loop Railway down the middle of my head, unless

my liver's making me see things curly. Don't swot at it

any more ; let that ass Urindlay cam Ids pay for once. . . .

By the Living Tinker ! you're cryin'. Don't go and say
I've been a brute I" he pleaded.

" Darling !—dearest !—yoi» haven't—^you've never ! . . .

The boot's on the other leg, though wild horses wouldn't
get you to own as much !" His strong left arm was round
her slight waist, her wet cheek pressed against her Major's
bulldog jowl. Bingo cleared his throat in his ponderous.
8cra|>ing way, admitting :

" Well, perhaps I may have dropped a briny or so—of

nights in bed at Nixcy's, or on duty at Staff Bonibprcxif

South, between ring-ups on the telephone wiien the oft-

duty men were snorin', and one had nothin' on the blessed

earth to do but wonder whether one had a wife or not ?"

" There were people ready to tell you—^years before wu
saw Gueldersdorp—-that the one you'd got was as good iw

none. . .
."

" Lucky for 'em they refrained from expressin' their

opinions !" She felt his great muscles swell tis the big liiiiid

tightened on her waist. " Though, mind you, there have
been times when for your own sake, by Jingo ! I'd have
given all I was worth to have you a bit more like otlier

women "

" Who weren't dying to dabble in Diplomacy and win

distinction as War Correspondents. Who funk raw-head
and bloody bones "—she shook with a nervous
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Mil l«.|loH-,.(l jovmiHly '

the military authoriticK, ^n!? \ •
"^'P y"" '"'''
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"it on the Bench Won, !"f

"''""'"•
'^'"'P «'<> *; 'U^.

andpromptyou „ en vnr'f' '1 "" «"«' M-Ki'trate
t" one man-and you Hhal 'h« M

'""• ^'" '"' "" """««
laughed hysterically her Le h^H

'"'^
' •''"'^ "-«he

shoulder-" I don't m.ifrirn •.''!'' "«*''"' '»» ^8
compatible with n.y'r,;*"^!:';,'."

*•«» '" "-e things a.1

" Leave oluckin' to he! S^ fl
''"^

"'"J"''
Paternally.

I'm sucli a ^hyderrtors as! M T; ^"^ ''''" *"PP°««
that home isVmaSHevet^ ?* ^ """ ' understand
tl.ere isn't eveT one '^rclo^ "^to" , "r^r''""-" l^™
Worse luck for rne and you r-

'""'' ""'^^^ ''«'• »i°g '

rose and bri^m^rerandw/'""" "'""«'' *'«' '^"« "^at

-akeyou hirr''"*-'"^
'"""^ "^^ ^''^°««d. -"id that

^^''"^"Ilt'ith a great oath:
• "^ ^^ •'" '""J """?'" her to his leaping he«t.
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I

LXVIII

In the weeks that followed, Lynette, in the conrae of many
interviews held with Janellan Pugh on the subject of lunch
and dinner, learned much anent the difficulty of obtaining
fresh fish in a sea-cooat village, more as regards the Si^tanic

duplicity with which even a Calvinistio Methodist butcher
will substitute New Zealand lamb for the native animal,
and still more about Saxham.

Janellan, who had been a rosy maid in the service of the
Doctor's grandfather, the Parson, had thought the world's

worth of Master Owen, from the first time she set eyes on
him in a white frock, with a sauaage-rtill curl and diamond-
patterned socks. She had a venerable and spotty photo-
graph of him as a square-headed, blinking little boy in a
velvet suit and lace collar, and another photograph,
coloured by hand, taken at the age of fourteen, and paid for

out of his own pocket-money, to send to Janellan, who had
nursed him through a holiday ecarlct-fevcr. And regularly

had her blessed boy remembered her and Tafydd, said

Janellan, until the Cruel Time came, and he was lost sight

of in Foreign Parts. Then Mrs. Saxham died, and the

Captain—mentioned by Janellan with the ringing sniff that

speaks volumes of disparagement—had turned he- a;-d her

old man out of the Plas " without as much as that V —here

Janellan snapped her strong thumb-nail against her re-

maim'ng front tooth—in recognition of their forty years of

faithful service.

But Master Owen, coming to his own again, " and 'deed

an' 'd'.ed, but the Plas ought to have been his from tlie

boginr: iig !" had sought out the old couple, living in decent
poverty at St. Tirlan's, and reinstated them in their old

home. And well might Tafydd, who was a better judpc

of the points of a pig than any man in Herion—or in all

Wales for the matter of that—well might Tafydd declare

that the Lord never made a better man than Dr. Oven
Saxham ! What grand things they had said of him in tlio

papers ! No doubt the young mistress would have plenty

more to tell that had not got into print ?

" I can tell you many things of the Doctor," said



THE DOP DOCTOR agj

spidery red-ruatort ir^n / ?^ -f P^^^^^^y. crossed the

beauty of the world AnH « ^„r j I
delight in the

of th/joy of irLe^^t^cTtrbSStf"rand the throbbing of her heart ^ ' ''^' P"'"«*
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»
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by the voicesof hidden waters roaringin thSr secitittaS!
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A faint smile played about her sensitive lips. Her golden
eyes dreamed as she walked on swiftly, a slender figure
dressed in a plain skirt of rough grey-blue, and a loose-
sleeved blouse of thick white silk, her slight waist belted
with a silver-mounted lizard-skin girdle, a pleasant tinkle
of silver chatelaine appendages accompanying her steps.
And those steps were to her no longer uncompanioned.

It was as though the Mother were living, so enfolding and
close was the sense of her presence to-day. God was in
His Heaven, and the world. His footstool, bore the visible
impress of His Feet. And it seemed to Lynette, who had
learned to see the faces of Christ and of His Mother Mary
through the lineaments of the earthly face that had first

looked love upon herself in her terrible abandonment, that
those Divine and glorious countenances looked down on
her and smiled. And her chilled faith spread quivering
wings, basking in their ineffable mild radiance as the little
blue and tortoiseshell butterflies basked in the glorious
sunshine that had followed the morning's storm.
The tangible presence seemed to move beside her, througli

the white powdery sand. Over the knotted grasses.between
the tufts of poppies and the prickly little yellow roses that
fringed the hollows, the garments of another seemed to
sweep beside her own. The folds of a thin veil upborne
on the elastic breeze fluttered beside lier cheek, blew against
her lips, bringing the rare delicate fragranct^—the familiar
perfume that clung to everything the Mother habitually
wore and used and touched. She did not look round, or
stretch out her hand. She walked along, driiJdng in
blissfulness and companionslup at every pore of her thirsty
soul, joyfully realising that this would last ; that by-and-liy
tlie great void of loneliness would not close in on her again'
Only the niglit bi.fore, upon the brink of the supreme

discovery that the dead in Christ are not only living in Him,
but for us also who are His, she had hesitated and doubted.'
Before the sunrise of this glorious day she liad learned to
doubt no more.

• • • •
She haa been restless and unhappy. Saxham liad not

written for a week. She bitteriy missed the short, cold,
kind letters in the clear, small, firm handwriting, that hail
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"'''''*'"' » ''"

and sound o? h m sfee^ "*hen it?'
"^'"^ "^ *''''«'^'>'

dreams less crystal thtn'if^c^d Hue^'„XiheT'"
'"'

of opals some, because in these he]J2^\ "7 ""'^

therevefationsheTadl^tdrerred"" *'" "«*" ^'^^^^^^^

we^e:aZg,rd;ry?tS:„^/:™vt™ ^"^ "-^''-
bird-voices from tK^def herSr^^^^^^^ ,^

*'>? K''^'^

her white breasts ffenfl^hL u
"'^^'^ ''>'''''<^« «'osed,

n'J'-n.
. . .

hho wa« back at the Convent, in the little
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whitewashed room with the stained deal furniture—

t

room with the pleasant outlook on the gardens that h
been hers from the first. Surely it was past the risi

hour ? Ah, yes ! but she had had a touch of fever. Tl
was why she was Ijring here so quietly, with the Moth
sitting by the bed.

There could be no doubt. . . . The light firm, pn
sure that she knew of old was upon her bosom, ji

above the beating of her heart. . . . That was always t

Mother's way of waking you. She sat beside you, ai

looked at you, and touched you, and presently your ej
opened, that was all ! . . . Thinldng this, a streak of go
glimmered between Lynette's thick dusky lashes ; her li

wore a smile of infinite content. She stole a glance, ai

there it was, the large, beautiful, lightly clenched han
The loose sleeve of thin black serge flowed away from ti

strong, finely moulded wrist ; the white starched guim
showed snowy between the drooping folds of the nui
veil. . . . These familiar things Lynette drank in with
sense of unspeakable content and pleasure. Then—

h

eyes opened widely, and she knew.
She '"as looking into eyes that had seen the Beatil

Vision—^great grey eyes that were unfathomable lakes
heavenly tenderness and love divine. And the face thi

framed them was a radiant pale splendour, indescribable i

its glorious beauty, unfathomable in its fulfilled peace. Hi
own eyes drank peace from them, deeply, insatiably, wlii

the Herion thrushes sang their dewy matins, and the scei

of mignonette and sweet-peas and early roses mingle
with the smell of the sea, stole in at the open oasemei
where the white blind swelled out like a breeze-filled sail

How long Lynette lay there storing up content an
rapture she did not know, or want to know. But at ias

the wonder of those eyes came nearer—nearer ! Sli

felt the dear pressure of the familiar lips upon her owi
A fragrance enveloped her, an exquisite joy overbrimmei
her, as a voice—the beloved, unforgotten voice of match
less music—spoke. It said :

" Love your huAand as I loved Richard ! Be tea cIMo
his what I have been to you!"
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Lxrx

hho wa^ gomg t„ Saxham to ask him to forgiveX to

nZ "'" '^'
'''"t'r

''•'"''' ^l'" had rearedX^n them

tZT7Zl1 'rf ""-^ °' •'''" Sl^^ would hcmb"
fJ *. ? r*'

'"' "'*' wected erowTj -.f wifehoodEvoa though that eonjectural other woman hai wonK
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from her, she said to herself that she would win him bacl
•gain.

She reached the wet, shining strip of creamy sand wher
the frothing line of foam-horses reared and wallowed
The prints of her little brown shoes were brimmed witl
sea-water, she lifted her skirt daintily, and went forwarc
still. Numberless delicate littl(< winged shells were scat
tered over the moist surface, tenantlosa homes of tini

bivalves, wonderfully tinted. Rosc-jiink, brilliant yellov
tawny-whito, delicate lilac, it was as though a lapful o
blossoms rifled from some mermaid's deep-sea garden
had been scattered by the spoiler at old Ocean's margi-
Lynetto cried out with pleajiure at their beauty, stooptt
and gathered a palmful, then dropped them. She stooc
a moment longer drinking in the keen, stinging freshness
then turned to retrace her steps, still with that unsen
companion at her side.

The vast, undulating green and white expanse, savt
for a distant golf-player with the inevitable ragged follow-
ing, seemed bare of human figures. The veering breczr
shepherded flocks of white clouds atro.s3 the harebell-tint(

d

meadows of the sky. It sang a thin, sweet song in

Lynette's little rose-tipped ears. And innumerable larks
carolled, building spiral towers of melody on fields c.f

buoyant air. And suddenly a human note mingled witli

their music and with the thick drone of the little, black
and-grey humble-bees that feasted on the corn-bottles. And
Lynette's visionary companion was upon the instant goiio.

It was a baby's cooing chuckle that arrested the littlr

brown shoes upon the verge of a deep sand hollow. Lynetto
looked down. A pearly-pale cup fringed with blazing
poppies held the lost treasure of some weeping mother—
a flaxen-headed coquette of some eighteen months old.

arrayed in expensive, diaphanous, now sadly crumplod
whitene.ss, the divine human poach served up in whipped
cream of muslin and frothy Valenciennes. Absorbed in

delightful sand-dabbling. Miss Baby crowed and gurg'rd

;

then, as a little cry of womanly delight in her beauty and
womanly pity for her isolation broke from Lynette. she
looked up and laughed roguishly in the stranger's fapp.

narrowing her eyes.
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I ,
Naughty, mi»cluovou8 oyes of iewel-hrioht „„..

I

long-shaped and thlck-Iash^
; boliT:^,'"SgLriSirwhere had Lynetto soun them before ? ivithJ^T^

mouth—
of renewing an cxperienoo'he rl' Lr^trtheT^LT

t.:sr^^--t:?,:;-^:--.--en
01 piarly-goMon brows, and a little ouorulous rrv nt i™pahence. the Hon. Alyse Rosabel Tobart sou rme^ Zi

task of stuffing a eostly bonnet of embroider«l ei^ ™^^

Itrliaps the m«smg guardians of this lost jowfl were otTe

the sliolter of some neighbouring hollou-, from whenee

,Irv
"„
""" "T ."?"'"• °"'y ™ '*^'' 'Ji»t''"«e. toiling over the

Lh tChi 1

".™^;''""™ "'--ds the' steep ieent tUiich the hilly .nam street of Horion may be gamed wen^
•^
wh,te perambulator, eanopied with white, and pro'polleUby a nurse m starched white skirts and Hying white bonnet

•St' ""r"
"'^" '^'P* '"'^ '"^d ^™" down a„d""l

< vidently readmg a novel as she went. Some vards tadvance a red umbrella bobbed against ttbreeze lik^a gmnt poppy on a very short stem. The lady wCIrri^
the fluttering hehotrope ehiifons of her gown were held ata high, perhaps at an unnecosaarily loftyrTurude above
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the powdery sand, luid her piumply-flUed and gleamii
itookingg of soarlet, fantastically barred with black, at
her dainty little high-heeled shoes were very much :

evidence as they topped a rising crest. Then they di
appeared over the farther edge, the red umbrella follow©
and the nur ^h, in charging up the steep after her mistres
discovered, j jrhaps by a glance of investigation unde
neath the canopy, prompted by a too tardy realisation (

the suspicious lightness of the perambulator, that the sh(
was void of the pearl.

Lyuette heard the wretched woman's piercing shriel
glimpsed the red umbro.i . as it reappeared over the sane
crest, comprehended the h.? -ible consternation of mistrei
and maid. She must signal <• iliem—cryout. ... Involui
tarily she gave the call ..f .e Kaffir herd : the shrill, pn
longed ululation that «. rrios from spitzkop to spitzko
across the miles of karroo or high-grass veld between. Aii
she unpinned her hat and waved it, standing amongst tli

thickly-growing poppies and chamomile on the high ere s

of the sand-wave, while her shadow—a squat, blue dwai
with arms out of all proportion—flourished and gesticu
lated at her feet.

LXX
It is Fate who comes hurrying to Lynette under tin

becoming shadow of a red umbrella, on the starched aiic

rustling skirts of the agitated nurse, whose mouth is seen ti

be shaping sentences long before she can be heard pantiiig
" Did you call, 'm ? Her ladyship thought you did

and might have found ... Oh, ma'am ! have you seen ;

baby ? We've lost ours !"

Lynette nods and laughs reassurinjjiy, pomting dowi
mto the hollow. The nurse, with a squawk of relief, leavw
her perambulator bogged in the saud, flutters up the pow di i v

rise Uke some largo species of seagull, squawks again, aiiil

swoops to retrieve her lost charge. Miss Baby, perfectly
contented until the scarlet face and whipping ribbons Jf
her attendant appear over the edge of her Paradise, thr(.«i
herself backwards, strikes out with kicking, dimpled lege,

and sets up an indignant roar.
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"There now-there

! 'A was a pemu. !" vociferates
tto owner of the streamiiig ribbons and the scarlet coun-
tenance. And did she tumble out of her pram, the duckMd wicked Polly never see her ? And thank Good
Gracious, not a bruise on her blessed httle body-woddv
nor nothing but the very tiddiest scratch !"

t„ iJ^°" " °°* your fault, Watkins, I am compelled
to say It, pronounces the Red UmbreUa, arriving breath-las and decidedly indignant, on the scene. "The ideaof a person of your class being so wrapped up m a rottenpenny novel that you can't even keep*^^ ^ye upon the

words. Baby, don't cry," she continues, as the repentant
Polly appears, bearing the retrieved treasure. •' Come
to mummy and kiss her, and tell her all about it do '"

„f *u ^'J
'

' ''«"°*8 Baby no keenly alive to the pathos
of the situation, and digging a sandy pink fist into either

iZhJ^a'^' '?if '

^"^ "'?»*"»»'« litWe pig !" returns Red
Umbrella, with maternal asperity. She looks up to the
fair vision that stands on high amongst the poppies, andnods and smiles. " However I am to thank you i

Such a turn when we missed her ! . .
." She utters these

mcoherenoiM with a great deal of eye-play, pressing a smallplump jewelled hand, with short, broad fingers, aid squatthough elaborately rouged and polished, nails, upon the
bountiful curve of a Parisian corsage. " My heart did adouble flip-flap

. . . hasn't done thumping yet. Am I
pale stUl, Watkms ? She appeals to the recriant Watkinswho 13 busUy repacking Baby in her luxurious perambu-
lator. I felt to go as white as chalk !"

" Perfect gassly my lady !" agrees Watkins, and it occurs
to L^ette that the process of blanching must, taking into
consideration the artificial blushes that bloom so thickly
upon the pretty, piquante face under the red umbrella
Have been attended with some difficulty.
Everything is round in the coquettish face, shaded bv

u bat that IS an expensive triumph of Parisian millinery"
trimmed with a whole branch oi wistaria in bloom The
big brown eyes are round, so is the cherry-stained mouth
so IS the pert, button nose. The thick, dark eyebrows are
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like inky half-moons, in the middio of thn littlo round ch
» oirottlar dimpio is cunningly set. Round, pinky-oli'
shoulders and roundnd arms glonm temptingly tlirouf
the bodice of heliotro{iu chiffon. Other ruundncHst
artfully exaggerated by the Parisian moditte, are liberal
suggested, as Red Umbrella gathers her frothy draperi
about her hips, lifting her multitudinous frills to reve
black and scarlet openwork silk stookings, bedecking h
plump legs and tiny feet, whose high-heeled silver-buckU
shoes are sinking in the hot, white, powdery sand.

" Please don't go on ! I haven't half thanked you," si
pleads, dtill pressing the p<idgy little bejewelled paw upc
the heaving corsage. Then she sinks, with an air of grae(
ful languor, down upon a long, prostrate monolith of granit
that is thickly crusted with velvety orange lichen and grei
green moss, starred with intiniteaimal yellow flowers. Ari
LyT4etl«, habitually courteous and rather amused, an
not at all unwilling to know a little more of the affect(^(

slangy, overdressed little woman, sits down upon the otJn
end of the sprawling stone column, and says, smiling a
Baby, who is clutching at a hovering butterfly with hi
eager, dimpled hands :

"Of course, it was a terrible shock to you when yi.

missed her. She is such a darling ! Aren't you. Baby ;'

Baby, her long, grey-green eyes melting and glcamiii;
dangerously, her golden head tilted coquettishly, and ;

gay, provoking laugh on the bold red mouth, makes anotln
snatch, captures the hovering blue butterfly, opiins tin

rosy hand, and with a wry face of disgust, drops tlu
crushed morsel over the edge of the perambulator. 'J'li.

superb, unconscious cruelty of the act gives Lynette ;

little pang even as she goes on :

" She was not in the least shy. I think we should sooi
be very great friends. May her nurse bring her to see nii

sometimes ? Moat babies love flowers, and there is a garden
full of them whore I am si;,v -ig. Do you Uve here «"

"Live here? Gracious, i"o !" Red Umbrella opens the
round, brown eyes that Baby's are so unliice in shape and
expression, and shrugs her pretty shoulders as high as the
big ruby buttons that blaze in her pretty ears. " Me and
Baby are only visiting—stopping with her nurse and my

jmrn^^mi
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K«d Un,brella, U,ming the wintaria-wroathed ka? "\v hi^h

Sr^Ziir^otrr'-J
«""'""""" *""' "-" ««^e

" Ves I"

Lynotto's goldou ,.y.,« «,„i|o ,,^t into tl... Ia,.„hin„Lrow, o„.« with pI,..i«Hnt f.i,.,Kllin,««, o„mb n^ S2.rritatmg luck ,.f comprolu„u.i,.„. And Umbr.lla

br!r V /'"' pHotographH, and i« con«ci^a thatTr cS^

that h.n"
'"'; "^ «K.'"i"8 "J'on ^ov.ral of the p^lard,that hang up for sale in th« window of tho only^atkme?m Horion, is a little nettled. ^ stationer

''I refer to the staKe, of course." She fingers a lorn,n.«>k-cham of sapplurns, and tinkk« her innumerablel-nglos w, h their lou.1 of jingling eharms. • Zt "Xa™

" Oh yes. We have a house in Harley Street iVnd Tam very fond of the Opera." suy.s Lyne^te, .. „ iing'^^U]/and of «eemg plays too; and I often go to the theatrawith Lc,rd and Udy fa.,tleelare, or Major Wrylhe andUdy Hannah, when my husband is too much fngaged "oake me. One of tho la«t pieces we saw befo," we lef?town was ITae Chiffon Gir! 'at The Variety." she adds

^.U^tefA. of°''..^°"i"' ^T '''"' ' Theli.iffon Gw't-asks the lady of the rod umbrella, with a cracious anrf

i;""rinl
""'" ^—-- t"'-t" ren 1^1 .Ton:'

idH
""'!/"«« fn'"« i« «vcr well wo.th the having•Vi d the editor of the Keyhole, a certain weekly journal ofcaterings for the curious, will gladly publislf iny "i tieanecdote wh.d. will .serve the dual pu/pose of a^us^g

hlri ""•^.'^'-"P'^K «'« n-^me of Miss Lessie Lavig^fefo.e the pubho eye. " How did you enjoy the perfomance of the lady who played the part ?"
^
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Lynotto ponders, and her fine brows knit. Vexed am
indignant, Red Umbrella, scanning the thoughtful face

admits its j'outh, its high-breeding, its delieate, chisellei

beauty, and the slender grace of tlie supple figure in th

grey-blue serge skirt and white silk blouse ; nor is she sloi

to appreciate the value of the diamond keeper on the slight

fine,ungloved hand that rests upon the sun-hot moss betwee;

them.
" I think I felt rather sorry for her," says the soi

cultured voice with the ex((uisite, precise inflections. Th
golden eyes loolc dreamily out over the undulating sand

dunes beyond the crisp line of foam to the silken ahimme
of the smoothing water. The little wind has fallen. 1

is very still. The nurse, sitting on a hillock of bents i

dutiful nearness to the perambulator, has taken out ht

paper-covered volume, and is deep in a story of blood an
woe. And Baby, a sleepy, pink rosebud, dozes among ht

white embroidered pilloivs, undisturbed by Red Umbrella'

shrill exclamation
" Sorry for her ! Why on earth should j'ou be >."

The shriek startles Lynette. She brings back her grav

eyes from the distance, flushing faint coral pink to the rec

brown waves at her fair temples.
" She—she had on so few clothes !" she says. And thci

is a profound silence, broken by Lessie's saying with ic

dignity :

" If the Lord Chamberlain opined I'd got enough oi

I expect that ought to do for you !"

" I—don't quite understand."

Lynette opens her golden eyes in sincere wonder at tli

marvellous change that has been wrought in the little lad

who sits beside her.
" / am Miss Lessie Lavigne," says the little lady, with a

angry toss of the pretty head, adorned with the wistaria

trimmed hat. " At least, that is the name I am know
by in the profession."

' I beg your pardon," Lynette falters. " I did not recnf;

nise you. I am afraid you must tliink mo rather rude
!"

" Oh, pray don't mention it !" cries the owner of the ni

umbrella. " Rude ?—not in the lea.st
!"

Mere rudeness would be preferable, infinitely, to th
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outrage tlie little lady has sufferprf Sl.» t • r .

the original exponent^f the ^e „£ "The 0^'/"^'^?;

that she feels her caref.^lv • "J*"'"'-
''^'"''" »'"°der

the desire to IZtolltallnr''''^
°"'^ "'""^^""8 with

coronet, enriched with dralllrnrfHr^l^ar'""^'^"
^^

indebted toirX ^
Va^^Lrt^^ft-^"^^ "^ '^^'"'''

it," e.pLh.s Lynetttalttle^^T^ r^^l'eyes scan the face and figure of tlie ,vo n^^J
'''"'="^."'

legal right to bear Boauvayse s name Th
''™' *'"'

distasteful to her Sho i. ,! f n •" encounter is

sensation o/lntgonit and^i^^^k^ '^"TT
"' 7 T*''to my husband, and tlus i. C fet viJ^t H ^t'"«'

adds hurriedly, " because .-Tli^ZL^ anTl"'
''"

m,t been very long „,arrie,l. But I lil e hothe house is charming, and there is

'

the chapel, wlien it was a Convent

-liave
place. And

hall that was once

would make the Plas se^m more T L T ' "\ "'"^"'•^

was brought up in a Con:::t:'u;ouSU In'SngS'^''
'

41—2
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Her eyes utr.iy back to the sun-kissed beauty of Nant-

iiiadoe IJay and tlie dotted line of wliite spots tliut indicate

tlie town (if St. Tud«alls at tlie baae of the preen promon-
tory beyond tlie Roads. She forfrets that this little over-

dressed person is Beauvayse's wife. She forgets in the

niomeut that she herself is Saxharn's. She is back in the

beloved past witli the Mother.
" It was in South .Vfrica, n\y Convent . . . more than

a thousand miles from C;i]» Town, in Rritish Raraland, on

the Transvaal Border- in a little village-town, dumped
down in the middle of the veld."

" What on earth is tlie veld /" asks the lady of the red

umbrella, with acerbity " I'm sick of .see'ng the word

in the jiapj^rs, and nobody seems to know w'. it it means."

Ijyn<!tte'8 soft voice answers :

" You can never know what it means until you havi'

lived its life, T'd it h.as become part of yours. It spread-

away farther i .i your eyes can follow it, for miles ami

miles. It is jado colour in spring, blue-green in early

summer, desolate, .scorching yellow-brown in winter, with

dreadf.il black tracts of cinders, where it has been burned t i

let the young grass grow up. Tlieie is hardly a tree ; then-

is scarcely a l)ird, except a vulture, a black speck high in

the hot blue sky. There are flat-topped mountains ami
cone-shaped kopjes, reddish, or pale jrink, or mauvi

-

colimred, as they are nearer or farther away. And that

is all
!"

" All ?"

" All, except the sunshine, bathing everything, soakin.'

you through and through."
" But there is not always sunshine 1 It must be some-

times night 1" argues Lessie, a little peevishly.
" There are deep violet nights, full of great white star.".''

Lyuettc answers. " There are storms of dust and rain,

lightning and thunder, such as are only read of here. . . .

Tliere are plots, conspiracies, raids, robberies, nmrdei;-.

slumps and losses, plagues and massacres. There arci

rebellions of white men, and native risings. There have

been wars ; there is war to-day, and there will be war

again in the days that are yet to come !

'

She has almost forgotten the little woman beside her
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shriTr,''*f''7
"''"','''«• ''"'^' ^**'>''^ -animal oyessho tun« to l.er w.tl. lu-r rare uu,l lovelv sn.ile

^

betweea the l.lack aL" d ;;.Lr,, vs j' ^H '7'
T";"'

in.s..io„ec to pit;,..';:.^ f:::.

'^"'" '"^' •"" ""'^ ''-' "-

>ou having .ecu :^^ <i.<M..z!^iiJ:s^ZH:::'^:i

e.irner of her voiJ- -._.•' "' ""'' *""' »

" Who was she V
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that she has been fortunate enough to touch upon a painful

subject, and that iK)sailily this piesuiuptuous young nomiin

who has pitied a Viscountess may be going to cry ! But

L> nette drives back the tears.

" Slie was the Reverend llother, the MotlierSupcrior

of the Convent where I lived at Gueldersdorp."
' Where is she now ?"

" She is with God."
" W ith "

Lessie is oddly nonplussed by the calm, direct answer.

People who talk in tliat strangely familiar way of—of

subjects that pro^jcrly belong to parsons arc rare in hoi-

world. Slie hastens to put her ne.\t question.
" Was yours the only Convent in Ouelde. -dorp where

young ladies were taught 1"

" It is the only Convent there."
" Did you know—among the pupils—a young person by

the name of Mildare >."

Tliere is such concentrated essence of spite in Lpssie"s

utterance of the name, that I.ynetto winces a little, and the

faint, sweet colour rises in her cheeks.
" I know her, certainly ; as far as one can be said to

know oneself. My unn.arried name was Mildare."
•' You—don't say so ! Lord, how funny !"

'Die seagulls fisliing in the shallows beyond the foam-

line, rise up affrighted by tlio shrill peal of triumphant

laugh.ter with whicli Lessie makes her discovery.

"Ha, ha, ha! Talk of a situation !.. . On the boards

I've never seen one to touch it !" She jumps from tlie

boulder, with more bounce than dignity, dropping the r(d

umbrella and the jewelled card-case, and, extending in

one pudgy ringed hand a highly-alazed and coroneted card.

' Permit me to introduce myself," she says through set

teeth, smiling rancorously. " My professional name, a~ 1

have had the honour and pleasure of explaining to y<m,

U Lessie Lavigne, but in private " — the dignity of tlie

speaker's tone is marred by its extreme huffiness — " in

private I am Lady Beauvayse."

As Lynette looks in the painted, angry, piquante face she

is more than ever conscious of that feeling of antagonism.

Then her eyes, turning from it, encounter the cherub rosily
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sleeping on onibroidered pillows, and a rush of blood colours
Ijor to 1,0 ha.r. His child-liis c-luld by th. dancer-thi.,
dimplod creature ,sl,o lias claspc'd and kissed ! The icv
tinlthng gigglo of the mother breaks in upon the thought

Of all tlie queer situations I ever struck, I do call this
the .|ucerest

!
Me, minting you like tliis, and both of us

getting .(uite pally ! All over liaby, too ! . . . Lord ' isn't
It enough to make you die >. Don't mind me being a bit
hysterical

! Lady Ueau .se dabs her tearful eyes witha cobwebby s, I uare of lac, ^.ubric. " Ifll be T.ver in a
sec. And then. Miss Mild -I beg pardon-Mrs. Sax-liam—you and me will have .. out !"

" I am afmid i must b.. goins:." Lynette rises, and stands
beside Lessie lo„kmg down in painful hesitation at the
blinking, reddened eyelids and the working mouth "

I
laveguests waiting for m<. at the Plas. .\nd would it not
bo wise of you to go home and lie down ?"

_

The words, for scnne obscure reason or other, convey an
intolerable sting. Lessie jump..- in her buckled LouisQumze shoes, wheels, and confronts her newly-discovered
enemy with glaring eyes.

" Go home
. . lie do«-n !

' she shrieks, so shrilly that
the sleeping cherub awakens, and adds her frightened roars
to the clamour that scares tlie gulls. "

If I had Iain dowTi
and gone to my long home eighteen months ago, when youwere cooped up in Gueldersdorp with my husband, it Mould
have suited you both dowTi to the ground !" She turns
witli a stamp of her imperious little foot, upon the scared
nurse, wlio is vainly endeavouring to still Rally ^' Tike
her away

! Carry lier out of hearing ! Do what you're
told, you silly fool !" she orders. " ..\nd you "—.Ka: wheels
again upon Lynette. her wistarias nodding, her chains
and bangles clanking -" wliy do you stand there, like a
white deer m a park - like an image cut out of ivory ?

Don t you understand that I, the woman you've pitied—my God ! pitied, for singing and dancing ou the public
stage with so few clothes on ' "—she savagely mimics
the mamier and tone—'" I am the lawful wife of the man
you tried to trap—the Right Honourable John Basil
Edward robart!" The painted lips sneer savagely.
Beautiful Beau, who never went back on a man or told

i?ps
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tlie truth to a woman !—tliat's his character, and it pretty

well sizes him up!"
L(!8sie.st(jpn. 8'ispinK •'nil ""•'"fli''''''li-""'P'"""Pi"" ''"'''

liimil clutcliin;? at 1' r heiivin'^ hosinii. Tli« tli<^iitrieal in

atinot in tlm dmisjhtor of tin; footlitflits hiis lid Ker to work

lip the aeciid ; l)iib her rii^n of woimilcd love and jealousy i?

(lenuino (!nnii;;h, thouu'li not an n-id iif t]\i: iiiriorr'ncc in

the eyes that inoet hers, \i:nn poiu'iiant than the shaiiK' and

hidijination tliat drive thu Llood fi i those ivory eh>>cks.

" He married nie on the strict (^'L' at the lletjlstrar's at

( lookhani," tfoes on Lessie, her paintwl mouth twistini^, "a
fortniylit before he was ordori'd ont on the Staff. We'd lii-i'n

friends for over a year. There was a child coming, sirui'

«e're by way of being plaiu-spokeii," says Lessie, pickinf.'

up the prostrate red umbrella and the jewelled eard-case

|)osaibly to conct^al a lilu.sh :
" and he swore he'd nevei

look at another woman, and write l)y ev(^ry mail. And so

he did at first, and I used to cry over the bloonuiig pillli>

he put into hi.s letters, and wish I'd been a straighter

woman, for his sake. And then the Siege began, and the

letters stopped coming, and I cried enough to spoil m\
voice, little thinking how my husband was playing th(>

giddy bachelor thousands of miles away. And tlien came

the news of the Relief, and desj)atches, saying that he "-•

her pretty face is distorted by the wry grimace of genuine

anguish
—" he was killed ! And a month later I got ii

copy of a rotten Siege newspaper, scut me by I don't know

who, and never shall, with a flowery paragraph in it,

announcing liis lordship's engagement to Miss SomethinL'

Mildare. Oh! it was merry hell to know how he'd done

me—me that worshi| ^ied the very ground he trod! . . .

Me that had made a Judy of myself in crape and weepers -

widow's weepers for the man that wislied me dead !"

Her voice is thick with rage. Her face is ccjnvulsed.

Her eyes are burning coals. She has never been so nearly

a great actress, this meretricious littie dancer and comedian,

as in this moment when she forgets her art.

" Picture it, you ! . . . Don't jou fancy me in 'em ?

Don't you see me in ray bedroom tearing 'em off ?" Shr

rends her flimsy cobweb of a hardkorehief into tatters and

spurns them from her. " So ! . . . so ! . . . that's what



1^.5

THE DOP 1X)CT0R fl41i

I did t<) 'em !" Hlio snarls with a suddec acooss of tigeriali-

noss. " And if that white face of yours liad bu«n within
reach of my ten hngors, I'd have ragged it into ribl.ons
like the hlooruiiig fallals. Don't dare tell mr you'd not
Imvo done the .same ! iVrliajw, though, you "wouldn't.
Yiiu'r(! a lady, bom and bred," owns lassie g, iidgini{ly,
" and I was a jobbinf,' tailor's kid. that wcrkc ' to k7(>|)
m.ysi'lf and other t'oll;s ;is a baby imp in rantoiii, iie, while
you were being coddled up and 'kept in eotton-u nl !"

tShe enils with a husky laugh and a slung ol th.. shoulders.
The swollen face with the wet eyes is averted, or Ixjssio
might be roused to fresh resentment by the tenderness of
pity that is dawiuug in Lynelte's.

" You have sulfered cruelly. Lady Jicauvayse : but I was
not knowingly or wilfully to blame. Please try to 1 lieve it!"

Lessio blows her small nose with a toot of incredulity,
and says through an intervening wad of damp laeo-odgod
cambric :

"

" (iu on !"

" 1 met Lord lieauvayso out at Gueldersdorp." The
voice that comes from Lynette's palo lips is singularly
level and quiet. ' He wa.s very handsome and very bravo

;

he was an ollicer of tiie Colonel's Stalf. He asked me to
marry him, and 1—1 believed him honourable and true,
and I said, ' Ves.' . . . That was one Sunday, when we
were sitting by the river. On Thursday ho wivs killed, and
later—nearly a year after my marriage to I)'. Saxham 1
found out the truth."

Lessiu shrugs lier pretty shoulders, but the face and vt>iee
of the speaker have brought conviction. (She realisi-s that if

she has been injured, her rival has .suffered eipial wrcmg.
" You wen^ pretty quick in takuig on another man, it

strikes me. Hut that's not my business. Vou say you
found out ?" Shu shows her admirably preserved teeth in
a little grin of sardonic o<mtempt -'• nearly a year after
your marriage. Ijon't toll me your husband let you go
on burning joss-sticks to Ueau's angelic memory w^hen iie

might have made you spit on it by telling you the truth !"

Lynette's lip curls, and she lifts her little head proudly.
" He never onoe iiinted at the truth Nor was it through

liim I learned it I"
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" Ought to be kept under glass, then," comments
Lessio, " aa a modol liusbaiiil. Now, my poor "

Jjynette inti^rrupts, with angry emphasis :

" I will not hear Dr. Sa.xham mentioned in the same
breath with Lord Beauvayso !"

" He's dead—let him bo !" Beau's widow snarls, her

mouth twisting. Yet in the same breath, with another "f

the mental pirouettes characteristic o{ her class and typ''

she adds :
" Do you supimso I don't know my own husband '.

Take liim one way with another, you might have sifted tlii'

world for liars, and never found the equal of Beau."
She gathers up the red umbrella and the jewelled card-

case with reviving briskness, and sliakes out her crumpled
chiffons in the bright hot sun.

" Me and Baby are leaving to-morrow. I don't supposf

we're likely ever to come acro.ss you again. Good-bye !

I forgive you for pitying me." she says frankly, holdiii'.,'

out the plump, over-jewelled hand. " As for the otticr

grudge. . . . What, are you going to kiss me ? . . .

Give Baby another before you go, dear . . . and . . .

forgive him when you can I"

LXXI

Lyngtte sat still upon the boulder, thinking, long after

the red umbrella had departed. While it was yet

visible in the white - hot distance, hovering like some

gaudy Brobdingnagian butterfly in advance of the whito

perambulator pushed by the wliite-clad nurse, the heads of

two little shabbyish, youngish people of the unmistakable

Cockney tourist type rose over the edge of a pale sam'-

crest, fringed with wild chamomile and blazing poppies.

And the female, a small draggled young woman in a lari^e

hat, trimmed with fatigued and dusty peonies, called out

excitedly :

" Oh, William, it's "er—it's 'er !"

" By Cripps, so it is !" came from the male companion of

the battered peonies. He advanced with a swagger that was

the unconvincing mask of diffidence assumed by an under-

sized, lean young man, in the chauffeur's doubtful-weatlier

^iF-:-,^«!!nsc; ^w
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panoply uf black \vator[)r(»>f jacket, brtcches merging into

kncB-b()ot», tliB wlioli! crowniil uilli a ixirtcntdiis peuki'd

cap, with absurd bra.SH vcntilatDnt, and ix)wdered with

many thicknesses cud shades of dust. His Lair was dusty.

The very eyelaslies of the himeat, ugly Ii"ht eyes, set wide
apart in the thin wed^e-shapcd, tanned face that the

absurd cap shaded, weu i 'sty as a miller's ; dust lay thick

in all the chinks and crci"- w of his liiadiiig features, and a
large black smudge of oily grimo was upon his wide upper

lip, impinging upon his nose. Nor was his companion
much less dusty, thougli the checks of a travelling ulster

of green and yellow plaid, adurnt^d with Imgo steel buttons,

would have advertised the Kentisli Town Ladies' Drapery
Establishment wlienco they emanated, through the medium
of a Fleet Street fog.

" Might we speak to you, ma'am i" Tlie dusty young
man respectfully touched the dusty peak of the cap with

bra.s8 ventilators, and, with a shojk of surprise, Lynette

recognised Saxham's cliautleur.

"Koyse!... ItisKeyse!" She looked at him in surprise.
" Keyso, ma'am." He touched the cap again, and made a

not ungraceful gesture, indicating the wearer of the weather-

beaten peonies and the greon-and-yollow ulster, who clung

to his thin elbow with a red, hard-working hand. " Me
an' my wife, that is. Hein' on a sort of outiu', a kind of

Beanfeast for Two, we took tlie notion, being stryngers to

South W'yles, of droppin' in 'ere an' tippin' tlio 'Ow Do."
He broatliod hard, and rivulets of perspiration began to

trickle down from under the preposterous cap, converting

the dust that filled the luiggard lines of his, thin face into

mud. " An' payia' our respects." His eye slewed

appealingly at liis companion, asking as plainly as an eye

can, " What price tiiat ?" And the glance that shot back
from the dusty shadow of tlie exhausted peonies answered,
" Not bad by 'arf—for you !"

Lynette smiled t the Uttle Cockney couple. The sur-

prise that had checKed the beating of her heart had passed.

It was pleabant to see these faces from Harl ^ Street. She
answered :

" I understand. My husband has given you a holiday.

Is he well ?" She flushed, rei'lising that it was pain to have
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to a.sk uthiirH for thn iiowa of liim that hi' had doniixl hi>r.

"
I mciiii iMKiaiiNe he hiiH not wiitlrii. ... I liiivi' l"'i n

foolinij; nith«r lUlxioiiH, \Vun ho quit*! wull wh«u von

'.'ft
("

" ' Was hi! ' ? Vc«, 'm !" W. Ivoyae shot out tin

ulHrinativo with Huch r.xplotiivo Hiiddonnosg that tho hiuiil

iilKMi hii arm must havo iiipinil hard.
"

I am so ulad !" J.ynrtti? tiirnril to tho young uoniiMi

in tho iilstir, whcwo fai'ii liotrayiil no (;uilty knowk'ilKo nl

tJii' piui'h. Slio was Ninal). and pato, and ;;ritty, anil h'-t

l)luo uyi'.s liail riHl rims to tliem from the fotiguo of tin'

journoy, or somo other cau.so. 15ut tlioy wcro honoHt ami

uloar, and not uuprotty oyiw, looking out from a foriat nl

dusty yi'llowish fringe, deplorably out of ourl. \\t n

fringe that liad associations for Lynetto, reaching a lonj;

way from Harley Street, luid back to tho old days at

Gueldersdorp U^foro tho Siege.

" Surely I know you ? I must have known you at

Uueldersdorp." She added as Mrs. Kcyso's eyes said '" Yes "

:

" You used to bo a housemaid at tho Convent. How strany

that I sliould not havo remembered it until now ! And
your husband. ... I do not remember over having Been

liim before ho came to us at Harley Stieet. Hut his nam'-

eoMii's back to mo in couneotiou with a letter "— shr

knitted her brows, cluising tho vague, fleeting memory-
" a lovo-lettor that was sent to Miss Du Taine inside a

chocolate-box, just when school was breaking up. It was

you wixo smuggled tho bo.x in !"

'
'I'o oblige, bein' bogged to by Keyse as a fyvour. '!;

didn't know 'is own mind—them d'ys !" explained Mr.~.

Koyso, sweeping her liusband's scorcliing countenance witli

a glance of withering scorn.
" Nor did you," retort»:d W. Keyse, stung to defiauui'.

' VValkin' out with a Dopper you was—if it comes to that
'

He spun round, mid-ankle deep in sand, to finish. " An'

you'd 'ave bin joined by a Dutch dodger and settled douii

on a Vaal sheep-farm, il the order 'adn't como 'ummin'

along the wiro from 'Eodquarters that said, ' Jane 'Arris.

you're to 'ave this bloke, and no other. Till Death do you

part. Everlasting—Amen I'
"

There was so strong a flavour of Church about tho final
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gontenw thot Mm. Knyno oould not krrp admiration outnf

h<r'ey<M.

Her own <'>•<» (lnncin({ witli mirtlifiil nniUHrnunt. Lynttti'

looked from onr t(j tin- otlur of the iii.«x|i 'cti'd vwi'orH,

and, tootfiilly clianKinH tlio «ul)]oct of thr lonvrrhation,

hopod that thoy woro injoyin;; their trip ?— a query wliieh

so obvioiiKly failed to ovoko nn ex|)ri««ion of plea8ed awHent

in either of tlie Miimll, thin, ueiiried facoii that Bho hastened

to a<ld :

" But perli.i|w tliis in the very l>e};inninK of your holiday '.

When did yon leave London V
" ^'(s^'dy niornin' at 'iiif-paKt nix." said W. KeyHe, eare

fully avoiding her eyeK. A spasm contraetiil the tired faee

uncler the duaty peonies. Their v, eariT put her hand to the

collar of the preen-and-yellow ul»t<j, and undid a button

there.
" Yesterday morning at half-pofct six ' !" J.ynctte re-

pnatt«i in wonder.
" An' if the machine I 'ad on ''-e from a pal o' mine

—

ehap what keepH a necond-hand .si' i for 'em in tho Portland

Road—'adn't 'ad merythink 'a|; i U> 'or wot ran 'apptai

to a three-an'-a 'arf 'orsi^-power Haliy Junot wot 'ad seen

'er best iVy^ before antotiiobilin' 'iul e.it iis front teeth."

said W. K(^yse, with liittejness. '"we would 'a e bin 'erc^

before ' As it is, we'\c left the ear at a littl(<
"

' iperanee

Tavern' in S'rewabtuy. kep' by a Method widder,

'oo thinks such new-fangled inventions sinful—an' only

consented to tako ehargi^ on accounv o' tho Prophet Elijer

a-going up to 'Eavcn in a fiery chariot—an' come on 'ore

by trjrae."

Lynette looked at the man in silencj. She oven ro-

poatod after hira, rather dully :

" You came on here—by train ?"

"Slow Parliamentary - *toppin' at every 'arf-dozen

stytions," explaim^d W. Keysis " for collectors in vel-

veteens and Scotch caps to ask for tickets, plyse 1 And
but that the porter on the 'Erion Down Platform 'ad see

you walkin' on the Links, and my w ifc knoo your dress and

the colour of your 'air 'arf a mile "orf . w e'd 'ave lost precious

time in finding you, and giving you the -the mes.sage

what we've come 'ere to bring
!"
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" From my husband f From Dr. Saxham ?"

W. Keyse shifted from one foot to the other, and coughed
an embarrassed cough.

" Not exac'ly from Dr. Saxham."
Lynette looked at W. Keyse, and it seemed to her that

the little sallow Cockney face had Fate in it. A sudden
terror whitened her to the lips. She cried out in a voice

that had lost all its sweetness :

" You have deceived me in saying he was well. Some-
thing has happened to him ! He is vt^ry ill, or ?"

She could not utter the word. Instinctively her eyes went
past the stammering man to the woman who hung behind

his elbow. And the wearer of the nodding peonies cried out

:

" No, no ! The Doctor isn't dead—or ill, to call ill !"

She t .rned angrily upon her husband. " See wot a turn

you've give 'er," she snapped. " Why couldn't you up
and speak out ?"

W. Keyse was plainly nonplussed. Ho took off the giant

cap with the brass ventilators, and turned it round ami

round, looking carefully inside it. But he 1. ind no
eloquence therein.

" Why did I bring a sldrt, I arsk. if I'm to do the patter ?"

He addressed himself in an audible aside to Mrs. Keyse.
" You might as well 'avo stopped at 'ome with the nipper."

he added, complainingly, " if I ain't to 'avc no better 'dp

than this !"

" You mean kindly, I know." Lynette tried to smile in

saying it. " There is trouble that you are here to break

to me ; I understand that very well. Please tell me with-

out delay, plainly what has happened ? I am very—strong

!

I shall not faint—if that is what you are afraid of ?"

She caught her breath, for the woman broke out into

dry sobbing and cried out wildly :

" Oh. come back to 'im 1 Come back, if you're a womnn !

tJa\vd, Who made 'im, knows as 'ow 'c can't bear no mnn-

!

Oil ! if my 'art's so wrung by what Vve seen him siiil'ri',

think what he's bore these crooil weeks an' months !"

The peonies rocketl in the galo of Emigration Jani;'s

emotion. Her hard-worked hands went out, entreating

for him ; her dowdy little figure seemed to grow tall, so

impressive was the earnestness of her appeil.
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" Him and you are toffs, and me and Keyse are common
folks.

. . . Flesh and blood's the syme, though only
covered wiv different skins. An' Human Nature's Human
Nature, 'owever you fake 'er up an' christen 'er ! An"
Love must 'avc give an' take of Love, or else Love's got to
die

!
Burn a lamp wivout oU, and see wot 'appens. Ii

goes out !—You're left in the dark !"—Her homely ges-
ture, illustrating the homely analogy, seemed to bring
down blackness. Lynette hung speechless upon her
fateful lips.

" —Then, like as not, you'll overturn the table gropin'.
' Smashed !' you'll say, ' an' nobody but silly me to blyme !

It would 'ave lighted up a 'appy 'ome if I 'adn't been a
barmy idiot. It would 'ave showed me the face of my
'usband leanin' to kiss me in our blessed marriage-bed, an'
my baby smilin' in its cradle-sleep 'ard by. . . . 01, !—
Oh !"—She choked and clutched her bosom, and her voice
rose m the throaty screech of incipient hysteria—" An'
I've left my own sweet, unweaned boy to come and say
these words to you ! . . . An' the darlin' darlin' fightin' with
the bottle they're tryin' to give 'im. and roarin' for 'is
raam. . . . And my breasts as 'ard as stones, an' throbbin' !

. . . Gawd 'elp me !" She panted and fought and choked,
striving for speech.

" Keep your hair on !" advised W. Keyse in a hoarse
whisper. She turned on him like a tigress, her eyes flaming
under her straightened fringe.

" Keep yours ! I've come to speak, and speak I mean
to—for the sake of the best man Gawd's made for a
'undred years. Bar one, you says, but bar none, says I,
an' charnce it

! Since the day 'e stood up for you in that
Dutch saloon-bar at Gueldersdorp. what is there we don't
owe to 'im—you and me, and all the blooming crew of
us ; And because 'e'll tyke no thanks, 'v. gits ingratitude—
the dirtiest egg the Devil ever hatehed !"

" Cripps !" gasped VV. Keyse, awe-stricken by this lofty
llight(if rhetoric. Ignoring him, she pursued her way.

" You're a beautiful young lydy "her tone softened
from its strenuous pitch—" wot 'ave 'ad a disappyntment,
like many of ua 'ave at the start. You'd set vour 'art on
.Another One. 'E got killed, an' you married the Doctor—

-Y*"*
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but it's never bin no real marriage. You've ate 'is bread
as the sayin' is, an' give 'im a stone. An' e's beat 'is pnr
'art to bloody rags agynst it^-d'y after d'v, an' night aft.
night

!
I seen it. I tcU you !" she shrilled—" I seen it \vi

me ouTi eyes ! You pretty, silly kid ! Don't vou knoi
wot 'arm you're doing ? You orooil byby < do yoi
reckon Gawd gave you the man to torture an' break an
spoil ?"

A hand, imperatively clapped over the mouth of Mrs
W. Koy.'ic, stemmed the torrent of her elof(nonce.

" ^>y up ! You've said enough," order.id her spouse.
" Do not stop her !" Lynetto said, without removing lni

fascinated v.yea from the Pjthoness. "Let her tell nii

everything that she has seen and knows."
" I seen the Doctor—many, many times," the wom:r

went on, as W. Keyse reluctantly ungagged her, " watehiii'
Koyse and me in our poor 'ome-life together—with tlu
eyes of a .starvin' dog lookin' at a bone. You ought to
know 'ow starvin' 'urts. . . ." The strenuous voice soared
and quivered. " You learned that at Gueldersdorp ! Y. t

you rnn see your 'u.sband dyin' of 'ungcr. an' never put out
your 'and ! Dyin' for want of a kiss an' a bit o' cuddle-
that's the kind o' dyin' I mean—dyin' for what Gawd givi .-

to the very brutes He myde ! Seems to you I talk low ! . . .

Well, there's nothink lower than Nature, An' She Goes As
'Igh As 'Eaven !" said Emigration Jane.
The wide, sweepin;^ gesture with which the shabby little

woman took in land and sea and sky was quite noble and
inspiring to witness. And now the tears were running down
her face, and her voice lost its raucous shrilbiess, and br-
oamo plaintive, and oven soft.

" I'm to tell you everythink I've seen, an' know about
the Doctor. . . . I've seen 'im age, age. a bit more every
d'y. I've seen 'im waste, waste, with loneliness ,ind
trouble -never turnin' bitter on accounts of it—never
grudgin' 'elp that 'e could give to man or woman or kid.
Late on the night you left 'ome I see 'im come up to your
bedroom. 'E switched on the light. 'E forgot the blinds
was up. 'E looked round, all 'aggard an' lost an' wild-
like, before 'e dropped down cryin' beside the bed."
She sobbed, and dropped on her own knees in the .«(ind
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among the prickly yellow dwarf roses, weeping quite wildlyand wringing her hands.
«- =

•> j.

" The momin' found 'im there. Six weeks ago that was •

f? in ?'^''* ^'"^"^ *^^" '*'« ^^ tlie syme gyme. Never
the blinds left up since that first time, but always light and
his shadow moves about. An' in my bed I wake a-cryin'
so, an don t know which of 'om I'm crjnn' for-the lonely
shadow or the lonely man "

She could not go on, and W. Keyse took up the tale
She 3 told you true. Maybe we'd never 'ave come but

for the feohn that things was workin' up to wot the pypers
call a Donwstio Tragedy. Or at the best the break up of
*

"'"''•J 5J*V "'"' '"y "^^ ^^^ kep' on stuffin' intome said W. Keyse. " An'-strewth ! when the Doctor
sent for me an pydemeorf

. . . full wages right on up to the
end o the year, an' the syme to Morris an' the 'ouse'old staff
tellm us s goin' on a voyage, I s'ys to 'er, ' It's come !' "

On a voyage ! Where ?"

" Oh, carn't you guess ?" cried the woman on the ground
desperately looking up with tragic eyes out of a swollen'
tear-stained face.

'

A mist came before Lynette's vision, and a sudden
tremor shook her like a reed. She swayed as though the
ground had heaved beneath her, but she would not fall,
bhe choked back the cry that had risen in her throat,
ihis was the time to act, not the time to weep for him She
knelt an instant by the woman on the ground, put her arms
round her, kissed her wet cheek, and then rose up, pale and
calm and collected, saying to W. Keyse :

" Take her to the Has. Ask for Mrs! Pugh, the house-
keeper. She IS to pr p-.re a room for you

; you are to
breakfast, and rest all day, and return to London by the
night mail. Good-bye! God bless you both! I was
gomg to him to-night at latest. ... I am going to him now.
. . . Pray that he is alive when I reach him ! But he will
be. God is good I"

Her face was transfigured by the new light that shone in
It. She was strong, salient, resourceful—no longer the shy
willowy girl. She was moving from them with her lone
swtft step, when W. Keyse recovered himself.

Old 'ard I Beg pardon, ma'am ! but 'ave you the

42
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spondulios ?" He blushed at her puzzled look, and amended

;

" 'Aveycm money enough upon you to pay the railway-fare ?"

She lifted a little gold-netted purse attached to her neck-
chain.

" Five pounds. My maid is to follow. You know Mario «

You will let her travel with you ?"

," Righto ! But you'll want a wrap, coat or shawl, or
somethink. Midnight before you gits in—if you catch this
next up-Express. . . . VVatto ! Give us 'old o' this 'eve,
Missus ! You can 'ave mini^ instead."

" Please, no
! I need nothing . . . nothing !" She

stayed his savage attack on the buttons of Mrs. Keyse's
green-and-yellow ulster by holding out her watch. " How
much time have I loft to catch the up-Express ?"

" Jiight minutes. My Cripps ! you'll 'ave to run for it."
She waved her white hand, and was gone, swiftly as a bird

or a deer.

" They've .signalled !" W.Keyseannounced after a breath-
less interval, during which the slender flymg figure grew
smaller upon the straining sight. It vanished, and a thin,
Hearing screech announced the up-Express. His wifejumped
up and clutched him.
" William ! Suppo.se she's lost it

!"

" Garn ! ^\> f<>ar !" soo£Eed W. Keyse.M he scoffed he was full offfear. They heard the clank-
ing stoppage, the shrill whistle of departure. They looked
breathlessly towards the green wood that fringed the cliff-
base under the Castle head. The iron way ran through the
belt of trees. The Express rushed through, broke roaring
upon their unimpeded vision, devoured the gleaming line
of metals that lay between wood and tunnel, and left them
with the taste of cindery steam in their open mouths, and
the memory of a white handkerchief waved at a carriage-
window by a slender hand.

" It's a'right, old gal !" said W. Keyse, beaming. " Come
on up to the 'ouse. I could do wiv a bit o' peck, an' I lay
so could you. Lumme !" His triumphant face fell by
the fraction of an inch. " What'll she do when she landsm ome, wivout a woman to git a cup o' tea for 'er ? Or
ourl 'er 'air, or undo 'er st'yl'yces an' things I"
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" She'll do wot otber young wimmen docs under gim'Iar

circumstances," said Mrs. Keyso enigmatically. She
added :

" If she 'as luck, she'll 'avo a man for' er maid
an' if she 'as sense, she'll reckon the swop a good one !"

LXXII

Until the actual moment of their parting at Euston, Sax-
ham had never fully realised the anguish of the last moment
when Lynette's face should pass for ever out of his thirstine
sight.

**

It was going. ... He quickened his long strides to keep
up with it. He must have called to her, for she came
hurriedly to the corridor-window, her sweet cheeks suffused
with lovely glo\ving colour, her swe3t eyes shining, her small
gloved hand held frankly out. He gripped it, uttered some
inooheroncy—what, ho could not remember—was shouted
at by a porter with a gi-oasy lamp-truck, cannoned heavily
agamst a man with a basket of papeis, awakened with a
great pang to the knowledge that she was gone. And the
great, bare, 'l.-ty, populous glass-hive of Euston, that has
been the forcing-house of so many sorrowful partings, held
another breaking heart.

In the days that followed he saw his private patients as
usual, and operated upon a regular mid-week morning at
St. Stephen's, whose senior surgeon had recently resigned.
The rest of the time he spent in making his arrangements.

Sanely, logically, methodically, everything had been
thought out. Major Wrynche was to be her guardian,
co-trustee mth Lord Castleclare, and executor of the Will.
It left her, simply and unconditionally, everything of
which Saxham was possessed. She would hve with the
Wrynches until she married again. His agents were in-
structed to iind a tenant for the house, and privately a
purchaser for the practice. They wrote to him of a client
already foimd. Matters were progressing steadily. Very
soon now the desired end.

His table-lamp biuned through the nights as he made up
his ledgers and settled his accounts. In leisure moments
he read in the intolerable book of the Past. Of .all it« sor-

42—2
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rows and failures, its frantic follies and its besotted sins
Memory omitted nothing. Not a blot upon those sordid
pages was spared him. It was not possible for an instant
to turn away his eyes. His mental clarity was unrelieved
by woarmess. No shndow dimmed the keen crystal of his
bram. He was at tension, like a bowstring that is stretched
contmually. He realiarf this, thinking :

" Presently I will
cut the bow-string, and the bow shall have rest ! Even ifmy once-boasted will-power reasserted itself—even if I roso
triumphant for the second time, cured of my vile craving
I do not the less owe my debt to the woman I have married!
I promised her that I would die rather than faU her. I
failed her ! There is no excuse !"

LXXIII

The West End pavements wore shining wet. Belated cabs
spun homewards with sleepy revellers. Neat motor-
bronghams slid between the kerbs and rounded corners
at unrebuked excess-speeds, winking their blazing head-
lights at drowsy policemen muffled in oilskin capes. On
all these accustomed things the blue-white arc-lights shonu.
The most belated of all the hansom cabs in London

stopped at the door of the house in Harley Street as the
narrow strip of sky between the grim, drab-faced hous.a
began to be dappled with the leaden grey of dawn. A faint
moon reeled northwards, hunted by sable shapes of scream-
ing terror, pale Venus clinging to her tattered robe. The
house was all black and silent, a dead face with blinded
windows. Did Saxham wake behind them 1 Or did he
sleep, not vO wake again ?

Lynette tried her latchkey. The unchamed door
swung backwards. She passed into the house silently, a
tall, slender shape. A light was shining under the con-
sulting-room door. Her heart leaped to greet it. She
kissed her hand to it, and turned, moving noiselessly, and
put up the chain of the hall-door. She felt for the switch
of the electric light, and snapped it on.
She was jarred and aching and weary with her journey ;

bat it was a very fair woman whom she saw reflected in the
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hall-mirror as she nnpmned her hat and tossed it upon the
hall-table, and passed on to the consulting-room door—

a

woman whose face was strange to herself, with that new
fire, and decision, and strength of purpose in it ; a woman
with glowing roses of colour in her cheeks, and eager
shining eyes.

'

All through the long hours of the Journey she had pic-
tured him, her husband, bending over his work, sleeping
in his chair, or in his bed. Yet behind these pictures was
another imago that started through their lines and colour.^
dreadfully, persistently, and the imago was that of a dead
man. She thrust it from her for the hundredth time as
the door-handle yieldt^ to her touch. She went into the
room. Saxham was not there.
The lamp shed its circle of light upon the consulting-room

writing-table. The armchair stood aside, as though hastily
pushed back. . . . Signs of his recent presence were visible.
The fireplace was heaped high with the ashes of burned
papers

; the acrid smell of their burning hung still on the
close air.

She glanced back at the table. All its drawers stood
open. Ledgers and case-books stood on it, neatly arrayed.
A thick packet, heavily sealed, was addressed in Saxham's
small, firm handwriting to Major Bingham Wrynehe, Plas
Bendigaid, Herion, South Wales. There were other letters
in an orderly pile.

She glanced at the uppermost. It bore her own name.
She took it and kissed it, and put it in her breast. There
was an enclosure, heavy, and of oval shape. She won-
dered what it might be ? As she did so, she looked at the
letter hers had covered, and read what was written on the
cover in the small, firm hand :

" ' To the Coroner.' . . . Merciful God ! . .
."

The cry broke from her without her knowledge. The
room rang with it as she turned and ran. With the night-
mare-feelmg of running up dieam-stairs, of feeling nothing
tangible under her footsteps, with the dreadful certainty
that of all those crowding pictures of him seen through the
long hours in the racing Express, only the one that she had
not dared to look at was the real, true picture of Saxham now.

Higher, higher, in a series of swift rushes, she mounted
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like tho dream-woman in her dream. From solid cubcn of
darknen to grey landing - glimmers. To the third-story
bedroom that had never been done up. In the company
of Little Miss Muffct, the Four-and-Twenty Blackbirds,
and Georgy Porgy, would he be lying, cold' and ghastly,
with a wound across his throat 1

But the room was unoccupied ; the bed had not been slejit

in. Pale dawn peeping in at the eora-rs of tlin scanty blinds
assured her of that. Where might she find him ? Where
seek him ?

Fool ! said a voice within her ; there is but one answer
to such a question ! Where has he gone night after nighf?
ffeward, you knew, and yet avoided ! . . . What threshold
has he crossed when tho world was sleeping round him ?

By whose vacant pillow has his broken heart sought vain
relief in tears I

She passed downstairs, gliding noiselessly over the thick
carpets, and went into the room it had been his pleasure to
furnish and decorate as liis wife's boudoir. Its seasholl
pinkness was merged in darkness, faintly striped by the
grey dawn-glimmer, but the door of the bedroom that
opened from it was ajar. Light edged the heavy fold of the
portiere curtain and made a pool upon the carpet. She
held her breath as she stole to the door, and, trembling,
looked in. He was there, kneeling by the bed. Ul's
heavily--houldered black figure made a blotch upon tho
dainty white and azure draperies ; his arms were outflung
upon the silken counterpane.
A rush of thanks sprang from her full heart to Heaven a.s

she heard the heavy sighing breaths that proved him
living yet.

She would have gone to him and touched him then, hut
the soimd of his voice took courage from her, and drew h<r
strength away. He spoke, lifting his face to the ivorv
Crucifix that hiuig upon the wall above the bed-head. It
was a voice of groanings rather than the quiet voice with
which she was familiar. She comprehended that a soul in
mortal anguish was speaking aloud to God.

" I cannot live !" groaned Saxham. " I am weary, body
and spudt. What I have borne I have home in the hope cf

layingmy burden down. Everything is ready! I have cleared
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tho way
; ray loins are girded for departure. All I a«ked was

to lie down in tho earth and wako again no more. All I
asked—and what happens ? My dead faith quickens
again in mo. I must bow my nock onco more to the yoke
of the Inconceivable

! I must perforce believe in Thee
again ! I hear the voice of the pale thorn cnnvncd Victim,
saying, ' I am Thy God who lived and suffered and died
for thee

!
Live on, thin, and suffer also, and pass to tho

Life Eternal when thine hour comes !' O (Jod ! my God !

have I not earned deliverance ? Have I not borne anguish
enough ?"

His fierce, upbraiding voice died out in inarticulate
mutterings. His head fell forwards upon his aims. Pres-
ently ho lifted it, and cried out, as if replving to some
unseen speaker

:

" If a self-sought death entails eternal torment, am 1 notm hell here upon earth ? ITow else, when to live is to hold
her m bondage,, knowing th.it she longs and pines to be
free ? And yet, to "o out into the dark and leave her !

never again to see her ! never more to feel tho light of her
eyes flow into me ! Never to he.w her voice—to be of my
own deed separate from hor throughout Eternity—that
were of all the Judgments that are Tliino to scourge with
the moat terrible that Thou couMst lay upon my soul !"

A sob tore him. Ho moaned out brokenly :

" Give mo a sign, if Thou art indeed merciful ! Show
mo that there is relenting in Tl.ce ! Grant me the hope, at
least, that my great renunciation may open a gate by which,
after cycles of expiatory suffering, I msy at last pass
through to where she dwells in Thy Brightness. Give me
to see her face with a smile on it- to touch her hand-
after all—after all ! The lipa I have never kissed, may
they not be mine, O God miuo one day in Heaven ? If
Thou art Love, there should be love there."
She glided over the deep carpet, stretched out a timid

hand, and touched his shoulder. He lifted his great
square head, and slowly looked round. The black hair,
mingled with white, elung damp to the broad forehead!
His eyes were bloodshot, strained, and haggard, and wild.
Sorrow v.-as ch."irt<-d deep upon tho liaggard features!
Amazement struck them into folly as he started up,
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you

(tammcring out her name, and clutching for sup|iort at the
brass rail that was at the foot of the bed.

" Lynetto ! You. ... It is you ? . .
." He shook,

staring at her with dilated eyes.

"Owen, you are ill. You spcnk and look ho strangely.
tt is mo—really me !" she said, trying to speak calmly
through the tumult of her heart.

" I am not ill. How is it that you are here ?"

He lifted a hand to his strained and smarting eyes and
moved it to and fro Mtm^ them. He was staring at her
still, but with pupils that were less dilated, and the veins
u|)on his broad forehead were no longer purjile now.

" Have I talked nonsense ( I had doz«I, and
startled mo coming upon me. . . . Why have you ?

Ho strove to speak and look as iisiial. " Has anything
happened, that you have come back '("

She pressed her hands togetlier, wrestling for collected
thought and clear, explicit utterance, though the room
rocked about her, and the floor seemed to rise au! fall
beneath her feet.

" Something happened. I have come back from Wales
to tell you that I ... I cannot live upon your friendship any
longer ! I—I must have more, or I shall die !"

He knew all. She had met th" man whose look and
breath and touch had revealed to her her o«ii misciv.
Chained to her h' sh yoke-fellow

; denied Lover's bread aiid
Mine of life ! Kc looked at her, and answered coldly :

" You shall not die. You shall be free ! If you had
waited until to-morrow "

" It is already day," she told him, and, as though to
confirm her, a neighbouring steeple-dock clanged twice.
He moved uneasily as his eyes fell on the disordered cover-
let, half dragged from the bed and trailing on the floor.
They shunned hers as he said, a dark flush ri.sing through
his haggard pallor :

" I beg your pardon for the intrusion here. But you
were away I could not sleei). and the hou.se w as lonely.
... Is your maid with you ? Surely you are not alone ?"

She bent her head with a faint smile.
" Quite alone. I did not ^vish for a companion."
" It was not wise " ho began, and took a step door-
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warda. I will call one of the «ervant», " he added, and waagomg when he remembered, and stopped, saying hoarsely :

I forgot. They are gone. I have gent them all away !"
hhe looked at him m silence. He continued :

" I have paid and dismissed them. You will think itcunous-you will know the reason later-I have written
to you to explain."

'' I found upon your table a letter addressed to me " she
said. He started, knitting his black trows

;;

You have not read it V he a^k. breathing quicklv.

I "M -J^u"
*?.""^''^ ••" '>^""""' ^hore the iJtter

lay. I have it hero.

"Please do not open it ! Give me back the letter !" He
stretched out his hand to take it, and breathed more freelywhen she drew it out and gave it to him. And a sweet wildpang shnt through him

; the paper was so warm and frac-nmt from the nest where it had lain so short a time Buthe mastered the emotion and tore open the envelope. Hetook from It the enclosure, wrapped in folds of tissue-paper
and put It in her hand, saying as he thrust the leturii^
his coat-pocket

:

" There is something that by right is yours "

KJi?^"^" li :
" '"'"' ""'""'^ "'^ tissue-paper, and the

bnlhants that were set about the miniature sent spurts ofwhite and green and rosy fire between the slender, ivory-
hucd fingers that turned it about. She gave a little gaspine
cry of recognition :

* *^ *

Tu"
^' ^—^^ How could you have managed ?"

Ihen as the sweet grey eyes of fair dead Lucy smiled un
rato her own :

" I do not know how I am sure of it
" she

motheTr
* '''''"^""S ^ *"" •"^'^tb' " •>"* this must be my

Saxham bent his head in answer to her look. His eves
bade her question no further. She faltered :

" May I not know how it camo into your hands '"
Through the death," Sa.xham answered, " of an evil

h.T fl l'""^.*"*'
'"""e. He probably robbed your

father of that mimature with other things ; but I can only
surmise this. I cannot positively say."

" You speAk of my father." Her face was quivering, hereyes entreated. "Tell me what you know of him. and
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of "—p*") kimed tho miniaturii, and held it to hor check
" of my mother ?"

" Your fBther," gnid Sa.xham. " wan an officer and ;

((I'ntlciiinn. The Htimame t)mt you exchanged fur min>

[KKir ohilil I «a« really his. Hi« ( hristinn name in cnpravi

there "- he iH)iiit«l totlieinm' rim of tin hand of l)rilliniit—
" with that of the liwly v,'iu) Am your mother. She wii

beautiful; lae was t<nd(r and devotc'd ; »he loved yen
father well cnoi'-jh to (jive up every Hocial aim and ev<r>

worldly advantage for his sake. She dii^d loving Um. If'

diwl—I should not winider if he diei! of wirrow fur li

losH. For hearts can lireak. though the Fae\ilty deny it I

He swunt; about to leave the rmini. She was murmurii:
over her now-found treasure.

" ' Lucy to Uieliard '
. . .

' Kichard' . .
." she reiK'ntnl

A wave of rosei.'e rolour broke over her with the meniei

of tho hand that ad touchi'd and the voice that hai

8[H)ken to her in hei HtaviT.-ficnl vision of tho provimi

morning, when tho Beloved had come back from Paradis'

to lay a charge upon hor child.
" My father knew tho .Mother)" It was not a quest! i

it was a statem'nt of tho fact. Saxham wondered at tlii

assured tone, as ho told[her :

" It is trui\ 'I'lioy had been friends— in tho world tliii

l>()th gave up afterwards—the man for the love that is i<

earth, tho woman for the love of Heaven."
" Sli(! never told mo then, but she must have known win

I 'Vits from the beginning," Lynctte ventured. " She ga\i

mo the surname of Mildaro because it belonged to nu

Do not you think so too ?"

Saxham made no answer. Ho swung about to leave the

niiiiii. .Slic sli|i|icd the 'iiiniatiiri' Into her bosom, wln'ii

his letter hod lain, and asked :

" \Vliere are you going ?"

He answered, with his eyes avoiding hers :

" You havo been travelling all night
;
you must ue tinti

and hungry. Go to bed and try to rest, wliile I foraj^c fei

you downstairs. You shall not suffer for lack of attendiimi'

I am quite a good cook, as i ou shall find presently. Win ii

you liave eaten you must 'cop. and then wo will talk i'

your returning home to your friends."
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" Ii not

" Are not you my chief friend f" sho Mlcod
thin my homo ?"

Ho ftvoidpd hor look roplyiiig awkwardly :

„„
Hardly, when thorn are no wrvantH to wait upon

"May I not knov why you Bont tli.m away ?"
Ho «a.d hi« h«K«ar,l profilo tnrnod to hor, a musolo »fhi« palo ohook twitohing :

"I am Roinc away myself : thnt is th.^ reason why Alldebts are paid. I hayo con,plpf,.d all the arrnnRrmonts.

.. M '' minimum of annoy.inco upon you."
May I not oomo with you upon your yoyaco '"

Hw eyes were still ayortcd as his Rroy lips answer.^I :No I I am (jomR whore you cannot oome !"

Owon, tell me where ycu are (foing ?"
Hor tone of entreaty knocked at the door of his barred

took another stop towards the door. She stopped hira

I'

You are not excused from answerinj? mv question '"

1 am gouiK first to get yo,i some breakfast," said

you ho"
.•"''' ""'^ *^'" '" """^ " '^'""''" *" ""^"^ "P"n

•; In -d no I)reakfast. thanks ! T want no attendant '"

^_

You must haye someone," said Raxham brusquely.

to ..L""""" ^"Z"'""
""«""••" "•" ""W in a tone quite now

to lum. What If, your secret purpose ? V : at are youhidmg from me m that closed hand '"

He moycd his left hand slightly, undoing the fingers andgivmg a phmpoo of the empty palm.
•'Not that Imnd. The other!" She point,<l to the

.loncherl r,ght. How tall .she had grown, and how «„manly -

Lov-e has done this !" was his aching thought. She

IZ \^"''""'' "f
f'^'^y-

f"'-''' from a hath of magio
waters^ Hor very gait ,vas changed, her eyery gesture

breathed froni her
; her yoice had tones in it unheard of^ ^f'™' ^r ''^™ '""" ™'^'''"* "' h« f"^ n<^^" vetseen them, golden stars, centred and rimmed with night

shining in a palo glory that was her face. . .
' '

" All that for the other man ! Well, let him have" it I"
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thought Saxham, and involuntarily glanced at his clenched
right hand.

" Please open it and show me what you have there
!"

she begged him.

Her tones were full of pleading music. His face hardened
grimly to withstand. His muscular fingers closed in a

vice-like grip over what he held. But she moved to him
with a whisper of soft trailing garments, and took the shut
hand in both her own. She bent her exquisite head and
kissed it, and Saxham's fingers of iron were no more than
wax. Something clicked in his throat as they opened, that

was like the turning of a rusty lock. And the little bliMi

phial, with tin; yellow ))ois<m-label, gave up his deadly in-

tention to her eyes. She cried out and snatched it, and
flung it away from her. It fell soundlessly on the soft

carpet, and rolh^d under a chair.
" Owen ! You would have . . . d(me that ! . .

."

Divine reproach was in her face. He snarled :

" It would have been done by ri' w if you had not come
back !"

" I thank our Lord I came ! . . . It is His doing !

Once He had sent me knowledge, I could not stay away.
For, Owen ... I have made a discovery. . .

."

" Yes." He laughed harshly. " As I knew you would
one day ! Ne\ er was I fool enough to doubt what would
come !"

She put both her hands to her hps and kissed them, and
held them out to him. He cried :

" What is this ? What interlude of folly are you play-

ing ? It was your freedom you came to demand. Yon
have not told me who th(^ man you love is. I do not ask—

I

will not even know ! He is your choice ; that is enough !"

" He is my choice !" Her bosom heaved to the measure of

her quickened breathing. The splendid colour rose over

the edge of the lace scarf that was loosely knotted about
her sweet throat, and surged to the pure temples, anil

climbed to the line of the rich red-brown hair.
" You will soon be free to tell the world so. Many

him," said Saxham, " and forget the dreary months dragged
out beside the sot ! For I who promised you I would never

fail you ; I who told you so confidently that I was cured

»*
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mytost—
"'^ liquor-cravo; I_well, I reckoned without

\ ?i^
'*"|.

'I
^'"•[«1 her heartstrings. She cried out hotly

:

you Sd :" " " "" "'"""y
'

^"^ •"'^"^'"l ^"lat

" I believed ... and the first snare set for me trinnedup my heels " said Saxham. " I paid the penalfyoS
cocksure. And I had not the common decency to d e th^f

Ztj ^''"; ^""'' ^^"'^ ^^'^ reasoii-they are

blTrJT^.r^" \V •, ^ """^ y°" '" W'*'^^ that I Light

comXf H h' "^J"'
"^ y^"' *''** ^ ""'ght end the sordid

nn^fr. K ""m^T-
You have come too soon! There'sno more to be said than that

!"

Ti" There is this to be said."

^
She came towards him, her tender eyes wooing his Herhps were parted, her breath came in sighs

Vnn w^'
^''" 5"''° '"'* "'" '' sorrowful, but not hopeless.You wore cured once-you will bo cured again! And I

™ '>t/''r;?"'^"^'/''"-"'««^
-'*h you and pray foryou^ You shall never be alone, my husband, any more !"

.rle^m of f It ^' Y^ ^^"^ "^^^ ''ad the softening

hoZ„ H ,

"" '^^'^^'"^ ""* ''^ hands and took hers!holdmg them close. He stooped, and let his burning lipsrest on the cool, fragrant flesh, and said tenderly •

Dear saint sweet would-be martyr, you shall not sacri-
fice your long life's ha.v.iness to me. Rather than live onsane and sober, to see you famishing beside me for the wantof Love, I would die a thousand deaths, Lynette ! Try tobelieve it. You shall be free! You mu^ be free, my
She winced as though he had stabbed her, and cried out

will !^M <" ^r '''P continually upon your death ? Iwill not listen to you ! If i do not desire to be '

free,' asyou term It, what barrier is there between us now ?"
ile said, amazed :

fl^W^'fi;™'-
°o 3""^ ask what barrier? Your love—tor that other man !

" There is no other man !" She looked him full in the

and an"!;""/ '"-"'^ """^"^ '^^''^S her sweet cLks!and an exquisite quivermg wistfulness about her mouthShe moved so near that her fragrant breath fanned warm
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upon his eyelids. " There ia no man but jou—there will
never be any other man ! . . . Dearest "—her hands were
on his shoulders ; her bosom rose and fell close to his broad
breast

—
" I have been very slow at learning. But

Owen !—I love you as your wife ^ihould love !"

" You cannot !" He stepped back sharply, and her
hands fell from him. " You shall not ! I am not worthy.
I thought so once. ... I know better now. Do not
deceive yourself. Love cannot bo compoUetl at will, and
I have ceased to wish—to desu-e yours ! All I want now is
rest and silence and forgetfulness—where alone they may
be found !" Ho drew a breath of weariness.

" If you have ceased to wish for love from me, that ia

my punishment," she said, very pale. " For without yours
I cannot live I God hears me speak the truth !"

" Lynette ! . . "

He swayed hko a tree cut through and falling. Sho
caught his hands, and drew them to her heart.

" 1 have been blmd and deaf and senseless. I am
changed, I am altered^I am awake at last ! I know how
great and precious is the love you have given me. ... Do
not tell me it is mine no longer ! Owen, if you do that, it

is I who shall die !"

A sob tore its way through him. His groat frame
quivered. His mask-like immobility broke up . . . was
gone. Her own tears falling, she stretched her arms to
him ; yet while his eyes devoured her, his arms hungered for
her, he delayed, knitting his brows. She caught a word or
two, whispered brokenly. He asked himself :

" Can this
be Love V

" It is Love ! Owen, I kissed you one night when I
found you sleeping ! When will you kiss me back agam ?"

He cried out wildly upon God, and fell down upon his
knees before her. He reached out groping, desperate arms,
and snatched her close. His deep, shuddering breaths
vibrated through her

; her own knees were trembling, her
bosom in storm, fcjhe swayed like a young palm. Nearer-
nearer I he felt her hands about his neck, her tears upon
his face. . . .

" Dear love, dearest husband, I have a message for you I

Owen, shall I tell you what it is V

'^»>-.A
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Th^ir T'^^ ''T*i'
beloved," said Saxham in a whisper.

hJtT •^l.T''^ /" ''="'™ ^" ''"d go'den. Theirbreath mmgled their lips were very near She felt hsstrength about her
; he drank in her sweetness The kissthe supreme boon, was as yet withheld.

'

She whispered. . .

" I awakened in the light of the early mornins-the

tTe'Zfh: o" '"T I •'T '" ^•'"- ^""^ -' b-^"'me-the Mother. Owon
! her dear hand on my heart her dear

was real
. . I felt it ! She said :

' Lovo vour husbanri

Z l^:7t
^'^''^'^ '««'"- ">"« of his wUt I hav"^

K

Hifr/M"" T'''""'
""""'^ '""• S"*^''^'^ ''«>•• "nfoWed hor.

.uare bill, r";?"*^ ^\'''^''' '^''«'"" ^« ^•"' d>'ew timluare black head to rest there, and dr„,)ped hor ehcokupon the broad bro.v. Her rich hair, loosed from1 col

mitTn'tl, ^'^'-'f"
""^^ "P"-* his shoulder

. . . their h>met m the nuptial, sacramental kiss. ...

THE END

MLM.VO AM) S<Ss, LTD., raiiTER^, QOlIurUKB




