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TO

THE MEMORY OF MY OLD FRIEND AND CRITIC

JOHN SCOTT STOKES

NeZlU'^Z !'
"'"' ^''''''''' ''''^ ^^'^'^^ '' ^oHn Henry

Z7^TkZ/T ''"'^' ^'^^ '^' ''''' Englishman heacqmred hsdeltcate sense of what is genuine in Literature hisrare knowledge of English letters, which was ever at thes^r^H

hered For many years a member of the Savage Club, it wasthee- through my father~ that he came into personal tot^h

tThT '
my most devoted, yet candid, critic; and my debt

M. D.



"His spirit's meat
Was freedom; and his staff was wrought
Of strength; and his cloak woven of thought."

Swinburne

^

"In a mighty matter, and bearing many ways, to
judge with unswayed mind, this is a hard essay; yet
hath some ordinance of immortals given this sea-
defended land to be to strangers out of every clime
a pillar built of God."

I*INDAR
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THE STRONG HOURS
PROLOGUE

ONE MERE DAY
Chapter I

The cruellest lies are often told in silence.

R. L. S.

The April sun shone full upon the easterly windows of Avon-
leigh Hall, transfiguring the stem, grizzled face of the house
where Blounts of Avonleigh had Uved and died since the days
of Cceur de Lion; caressing it with light and warmth, as a child
caresses the face of an old man to make him smile and play at
being yoimg again.

And the house responded after its kind. Its rough stones
looked a few shades less sombre than usual. Golden and wine-
coloured leaf-buds gleamed, half-open, on the thorny traceries
of the Gloire de Dijon that framed the three taU windows of
Lady Avonleigh's morning room. Under the low, broad ledge
daffodils made stars and splashes of brightness; and the cen-
turies-old lawn, across the gravel pathway, was gay with grape
hyacinth and blue scilla. The breeze brought a whiff of fresh-
cut grass and a mowing machine purred steadily somewhere
out of sight. The sun— that, for all his milUon years, alone
possesses the secret of immortal youth— was luring the whole
worid to play at being young again on that radiant spring
mommg. **

Suddenly there broke upon the stillness a patter of scurrying
feet followed by the vision of a slim sturdy figure, in a brown
jersey suit, that dashed out of the shrubbery and sped along the
gravel path toward the house. Faster and faster it sped;
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shoulders squared, head flung back, hair flying, the small blunt-
featured face set in resolute lines. At eight years old it is a very
serious matter to be a smuggler, caught red-handed, fleeing for
dear life from the clutches of Outraged Authority; and Derek
was always terribly in earnest over the game of the moment.
He had a fair start of Authority in the person of a tall boy in

flannel shirt and trousers, who came loping after him with long
strides. This was young Evan Trevanyon Blount, heir of
Avonleigh;— a lordly schoolboy, with a soul above childish
games, and not given to being terribly in earnest over anything.
He had revived the smuggler drama— an mvention of old
standing— because he had nothing better to do and because it
mildly amused him to work Derek up over it and give the
youngster a pommelling. Not that he had an ounce of the
bully in his nature; but it had been rubbed into him at
school that his own early sufferings were entirely for his good:
and it occurred to him that Derek might as well have a little

benefit of that kind in advance. It enlivened the holidays
and it didn't hurt the 'kid.'

His long legs were gaining steadily, now, on the short ones
ahead of him; and Derek could feel his heart bea.uig all over
his body. As he came level with the morning-room windows a
wild inspir tion flashed through him. K he could touch wood
it was 'sanctuary.' That was one of the unwritten laws of the
game. With a sudden swerve to the right, and a flying leap,
he landed on the broad window-sill— breathless, but safe.

There he stood in full sunlight, clutching the woodwork with
one very square brown hand; his resolute lower lip thrust out;
his eyes screwed up against the glare so that they almost van-
ished under the thick straight line of his brows— a suflSciently

engaging picture of half-nervous defiance to soften any heart
but that of a brother who was simply enjoying the joke.

"You can't touch me now, Van. Yah! — I'm sanctuary!"
he cried as the older boy stood regarding him out of a pair of
cool grey eyes.

"Can't I?" Van drawled, looking him up and down with
the air of an ogre mentally scrunchmg the bones of his pre-
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d^tined prey. It was a horrid moment for Derek; but his
faith in Van was absolute and he stood his ground.
"You know you can't— on your honour," he retorted with

an out-thrust of his chin; and, confident in security, the tip of a
tongue appeared between his teeth. The joy it was, and the
reUef, even for a few moments to be master of the situation'
Yet, come what might in the way of retribution, he would
rather be the smuggler than Outraged Authority any day.

"Well, as to that," Van answered suavely, "you can't stand
hanging on to the window frame forever; and when I do get at
you I'U scalp you extra for your cheek. I'm in no hurry I
can wait I"

And seating himself on tie grass, hands clasped round his
knees, he proceeded to stare his smaU brother out of counte-
nance.

As a mere game this was well enough and Derek could brazen
it out with the best. But he was not playing a game. He was
acting a thrilling drama. It was not Van who sat there staring
at him. It was Authority, waiting to pounce on him, to inflict
punishment, merciless and condign. He had been 'scalped'
once this morning, without the extra, and had no ambition to
repeat the experience. The joy of mastery had been brief in-
deed. He could not have explained why, but he felt ensnared;
held fast by those inunovable eyes. Queer small sensations
began to creep down his spine. Stubborn though he was by
nature, and no coward, he began to wonder how much longer he
could hold out.

A bold attempt to spring clear of Van and dash off again
seemed his only chance of salvation. But though he had re-
gained his breath a Uttle, he frankly shirked the risk and the
terror of it. Still— even if things were hopeless he was not
going to let himself be tamely caught; he. Dirk of the Red
Hand, the terror of the country-side! As mere Derek Blount
he had no business to be standing there with muddy boots on
the window-sill of his mother's morning room. If she or any
one else came in, an undignified scolding would be his portion.
He hovered, in very truth, between the devil and the deq> sea.
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staircase to the schodrX- for ^J^^^'' *"'' "P t^« 'ride

game, if he could rWS^S; ,ch!^f
^'^ *" "" °" ""'^ "f the

titled to free pardon Both t^?!^^™ ""^"-ed he was en-
were forbiddJrTgroundL themZ^?'T S"*

** "»fr<=^
boots. But the elemenT of i^^;^'

***.''^'"«^ '^^ on his

ninious; and thesm^p^Ton7^JT^\!!^ '«^ «"<>•

deal of pride in him, thoSet?LT^''°7"'"'8'' ^^ » 8o«»
that name. ^^ "*" °°' ^^ '«™t to caU it by

solve to lock itbS ten ' "^"* ''^ * "''^P*™'^ '»-

:^e^:nXru.f -^-4::t^^r.^;-;xi

ifU be the better for y^.^ ^"* " «ith a good grace and

w^;r.srs^i^sTrs ""' ^; »« -p^
He would die fighting. CtbvwT^ ^""^^ '°'" *« '«»"•
victim back toLdsVS "" '^^"' "* '^"SK'^g

bu^^TSe^^outot^'d-nr"'."''^- ^"'^-o
the boy to his s;^ ""' ^^ ""<* *' "^t- ^y way of bringing

relaxed his grip " ^"^"^ ^^^^10°- slightly

hi^iW-be^^-a^^rorr.'"' '™'' '^-' '-«»
va«.

°'° "^^d a table on which stood a tall Satsuma
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"Pax— I'm safe!" he panted, clutching 'wood' with both
bands.

But this time Van was angry— a rare event.
"You deliberately hoaxed me, you little d^. Nothing'II

save you now." *

With due caution he slipped a long arm half round the table
Derek jerked himself away, stiU clmging to it, and giving it so
sharp a tilt that the vase fell crashing to the ground.

Disaster brought them to their senses. The game was for-
gotten m face of a reality that filled them both with dismay
Derek stook motionless gazing at the murdered treasure,

rear? pnJced his eyeballs. Apart from fear of consequences, he

I . Z ^^'^^y»- a queer pang at sight of any newly broken
object. He was also thinkmg ruefully that 'things' always
went agamst him. If it was possible to get himself into trouble
he never missed the chance. But this was a terribly serious
busmess; only the knowledge that Van shared the responsibility
gave him any hope that justice might be tempered with mercy.
Dimly, through the confusion in his brain, he heard his brother

remark with qmet emphasis: "Well -you've joUy weU done
for youreelf thts time"; saw hhn retreat towards L window;
wondered, with a mental shiver, must they "go and tell
Then the door of the room opened and their mother sto^

before them, very tall and slender in a grey gown with a flounce
that trailed upon the ground lending her added height and
digmty One saw at a glance whence Van derived his natural
grace, his good looks and his cool grey eyes.
"Boysl What's the meaning of this?" she exclaimed,aook-

ing from one to the other -Van, placid and detached, half
seated on the wmdow-sill; Derek with flushed cheeks and bright
eyes obviously guilty, standing by the slaughtered vase. .

Ihe sharp note of reproach in her voice struck at his heart,
in a swift impulse of remorse he ran to her, unmindful of muddy
boots upon her trailing gown- they trailed copiously thatyear- and, bemg Derek, he prompUy stumbled on a hidden
toot.

Before a contrite word could be spoken, he found himself
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muddied flounce W^v!fe^T!"^''^a'»- The inju-eS'oHS
Really, Derek, I don't l,n,.J„i. . ?^'" °" ""c caniet

eluded with a sigh of ^'^1"^" '»t ^'^ y--"S-
rTnSed^'r '^^^ t-de.^r:;XS
^|--t it be tended." the hoy ,tan„nered, g„,pin« down

it doesn't look much Iik.» ,> » u-«oved. "And it would^t be the' ,,^ .^^^^^ ^"^^^^ed, un-
sides~ you've no busTe^ to be T^ '"""^ '^ '' ^°"^<1- Be-
that^perfectly weU." ^ ^° ^e in here at all. You know

Plunged"^i^^p^,-^y^^^^^ come in here," Derek
game ... and Van~ll» ""^^ ^' self-defence. "It was a

~t\t;^rrhM'rr^-^t^- -^-^ ^t ^o,
the disaster. ^ ""^ °"' and shoulder his share of

w response to Derek's »^y ?' ^"* ^^^irely aloof Amf
N»r did his mX';rXt«"> tf*''

"-"^ w^d'
Van was sacrosanct, ^a^id^ „^""™« ?™- Is her eyes
necdon with breakages„d»^i„^LTSy have any c^n-
of that fcffld were Derek's snerS ^* "^a^'- Things
Avonleigh in a chronic, 2ll^Snf̂ T" /•"^ ^'P' 1^-5
her younger boy, whos^^T^^ '**** °' annoyance with
composition. ^'^ *" '^^« ""thing of h^elf in Ids.
Van's silence fell on Derek'., !,«.- i-i

several seconds to grasp Si it im^"^' ^ '*'"'«• » took hLn
.n stormy depths of tSrilde^r^'^^l'

^"^ ""^^ ''^ AoundeS
awdting further expC^^forfJ^^f

Potest, his mother stoS
with curiously little of sympath^o^^ h

™ "P™ ''" ™a" son
It IS to be feared that, ZtTl, Y"?'f'™<'»S » her heart.
,-e than the child's ^jy^^S^'t ctlf^^Trtmlr "^^
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"Well Derek?" she aid at last.

*

out look ng "up-^ffitT'^";
'''".??"y'" h' -"Wterc^l with-

remorseful when he J-cXilf^''''' ""' V"" '"" '-"ntly

- knew weUtw to?Sy ta fit t7 """f IT"'
"^

silence entaneled him h.1^ ' ""* ""'"«* of his own
mk offaS i^hfa^;th^^. ,'' "°'' "?"• ''« hiin'«« 'rithout

to takeipTX^:^m-TZlL"^ '"^-^^
sente/ceSi^^^S^.!^' '?u

"^•'^ =~'*"8 »>"1 W*
and tendedr^';r4'S"lf4r^5:PP^^«t'"".'"
never sulked, that his face in mnr«t 7 , •

°° ^^^^' ^^o
a distinctly sulky l<Sk

""^ ^^ "'^""^ «^^^^y. had

t^l^tZ^Zt!^::^^^^^ f ''I^ ^^ -other

beautiful, even wh^^^l^t^V^^^^^^^^^^^
come down to the dining-room for hmrJ 1? ^ ^"""^"^ "°^

in the schoolroom all the^t^ir^i u
"^ ""^^ ^ '^^ ^^^"e

-d go to bed at I'^nfru^io'Tet ^^^ ^^^^-^
simply put on his honour. At least Ladv "^^^^ ^.«

™

m;fcLr!^"^';f^™J^„»J"^y. r- mere punish-

of rare old Japa„4^ -~? °^ '^ ^^"^^ vase- a piece

This was too much for Derek'a f«»i!-». «^>-
the three-pennies out ot mv^ feeungs. "You can take afl

now," he SZ^td fa fLT ?"'"\"'"* = <''^'" * 'ot th^e
quiver i„ Ss^l^"^ " * '^''P^** "=-"J' that Med to hide the

have'cKiT^^e^t^l*'^' ?^°' "-^o" ^^ht weU

happarrt^ef".d Tei^iit:', ^'Lf™"'''^*?-™-humour. She merelv saw in n , 7 ^^^^^^st mipervious to

remorse; and hS ^ofc a swtL??'' '^\^^^ ^^^ ^^^ ^f

coming Uvitv «Mv Zt km5 t^^"^^^"" ^ "^^ ^^^ ^^h be-

thing. bS' it woufnT ^^f'
^ ^^^^'^ ^^^ of such a

g. -vesicles, It would be useless, and I think you ai ueing

^f'
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suffidenay punished a, it is. Now go upstaire, and if you TOntme to believe you are sorrv trv -1 fn.T ««^ 1

"you want

what you are told."
^' ^ '

^"""^^ "~ ^° ^^ ^^V
Tnat 'for once' hurt Derek like the flick of a whip With

5^?rjRird^x\^-rcoirs^f

Js



Chapter n
S^ vJ>o slays, i3 she who bears -~ who bean.

/a--,.-, . ,
AricE Meyneix

polished oak cupb^dt^C^CdSvIt *°f'
'""

a wide seat Therp \^^yAA\
7"/"""° ^^ bay window, forming

chin. ^^t„<^i^:^toX'^f^jT^ "P '^ "^
tears that seemed as if Lv wo„hT ""^' """ P^onate
for the broken rasTfor hfa mn^ .^" """* "> *° «°d: tears

that Van. hisher^J^r^-;^,^^^for^e di.^^
mortal; and not least f™- i,,-.

'""""^^^hke any ordinary

severe pun^^eni'^etS^J^t^r T^"^' "'-''"* »»<» t^e

Van's behavioi nVfla^S^^- ^ 'T'"'*"' "«'™»8 WM
he had h^mr^X^^L^Ti "l^ m>™tten*law,

f- of that-tol^^a^X"^'^^tte "-' " '^^

thThis own s«,2aons^ rt^
*"" '* "'"'• *^«Pt f" «« f«t

to be forgo^eT'r^^SXvr' ""* *"" ^^""^ ""«

The entir^SZ^Xj^^l^Tf""^'^'^ "^•
sun. l-rue there »sr. h„7^ ' ^ P'^'t^ '•o™d the

- Viscount t^s''Li:,ri^*„'d™;ir's"\
housekeeper; but, being wise in tTl •

^^"^^^gh, the

«ith the r.t' and'k'^7thrhS.^;j:,cs:^."'^^ ''^»'^«'

fi
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I

Mrs. Consbigh, it is true, made no secret of her devotion to
Master Derek: and she accepted— as part of the boy's inherent
masculinity— the fact that her motherly kindness evoked
curiously little response.

It did not occur to her that the surreptitious affection she
lavished on hrni emphasized aU that was lacking in his mother's
'rare and coveted caresses. Naturally it did not occur to Derek
either. He felt it simply— with a child's vague, unerring in-
stinct for matters of the heart— as one of the manv bewilder-
ing things in life that somehow hurt you and you couldn't tell
why. There were moods, as he grew older, when he ahnost
hated the good woman who gave him, out of her large-hearted
abundance, that which he aaved from his mother and from no
one else on earth.

And to-day, as the first passion of grief subsided into long,
shivermg sobs, the fear crept m that, when she heard of his
disgrace, she would seek him out and try to comfort him Butm the main his thoughts circled round Van, his shattered idol
who would never again be perfect in his eyes. Probably, if he
cared enough, Van would manage to patch things up in his
persuasive fashion: but dimly Derek knew that within himself
something had been broken that morning quite as precious as
his mother s vase and as impossible to mend.
A turn of the door handle brought back the dread of Mrs.

Consbigh. Hoping she would think he was asleep, he did not
.stir or hft his head. Then with a shock -half amazement,
half anger— he reahzed that it was Van. Still he did not
move. What right had Van, after basely deserting him, to
come and gloat over his misery? He wished now that he had
locked himself m.
Van paid no heed to his silent rebuff, but came straight to the

^dow-seat; and the next moment Derek felt his thick shock
of hair bemg Ughtly towselled and rubbed 'every which way'
by Vans long fingers. Derek set his teeth and remained
motionless. He did not understand that Van, by coming to
him, was unplicitly confessing himself in the wrong.
"I'm scalping you! I told you I would!" he said at last in
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hfa gentlest voice so like his mother's that it went straight toD«-ek's heart But, in his childish fashion, he wastfle:^^^^^^His emotions did not easily flare up or readil^ sublwe vSi Zl
being pre-emmently flexible- had come too soon

itl?-t'!;''^"P- "Thanks," he said cooUy. "I think

mue beggar m cwation. If you weren't, aU this would neverhave happ- ed. You deserved it- for hc^g me I iui dSJt to punisn you."
^»wmig me. 1 just did

That had been Van's excuse to himself for a sHd out of fi,.sto^ht path tjtat had, in pomt of fact, beenli^^^in^fti^*

^tthT.M'™*°^*°'*^'"'^<^'^«''~''«'-«^thTS^"

g™Kde oTt^L:?^
''''^" to his own deserts^ a^<.

^ . ^LT ^
^^^°''f

^^'^ack for Derek that he could never calla spade an agricultural implement: and at that ilHu^^ worS
,

Van drew himself up sharply, a queer glint in his eyeT

"You d<m?^hl»KI,? K
*"??*^ '° S° ^ ">°"«ht struck him.lou don t go blabbmg about Uus, nund— to old Con or T„» "

Ina was the sister who came betWeen them
^•

#
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\

vP^ i^^° >

'^""^"^y ^^ *^*^ asseveration softened the flexible

drawl. Then after a thoughtful investigation of his pockets.Have some choc. Give you something to do » "^ P**^^^

crStvSn^''^''^'''^'^.^^^"^^^- Such unwonted gen-crosity might have savoured of bribery but for Derek's nroudconfidence that Van did not doubt hL word' ISSlblv tSeelder boy hhnself hardly realized that his imp,L,^e 1^^^^^w^ prompted by an uneasy conscience.
'

In any case, a stick of Suchard was irrpsictiWo t* ^«,.m

I«hav"'"^„r,?* " TT^.'"" *^^- 1^'* '•"." he said

The uppr housemaid, who had removed the fragments fromthe mommg room, brought him his lunch. ^tteSnT^convey mute sj^pathy was bauUced by DerS^whoZMst^y out of the window tiU he heardL door' d^S^
Mrs. Consbigh appeared later with an offerine of dried fi«and™ not to be e^^ed by such sunpleSs iSd^-Derelc had a pronomiced weakness for dried^ as ST^S aW^r '"t"^ "^»»' d'tbfeksredtoZ^with a frame as large as her heart and a rather eruff voice th»t

anat^-bom mother of men, which could not be said of he^

"In trouble agam, are you, my Iamb?" she OTeetwl h.messaymg a sympathetic note that only made her^S^so^J
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Derek nodded— quite unconvinced. For him the five hours
that loomed between dinner and bedtime seemed an eternity.
But if Mrs. Consbigh's philosophy was unconvincing, her fira
were a very present help in trouble. Derek privately resolved
to eke them out as long as possible by taking smaU bites and
countmg his 'chews' like a certain famous old gentleman whose
name he had forgotten.

"I oughtn't to have them, you know," he murmured with
his mouth full. "Because— it was very bad. It can't be
mended, Mother said."

Mrs. Consbigh sighed. "Ah, that's a pity. Still— there's
lots of things broken in this world, without intention, that can't
be mended; more vaUible, too, than a vawse. You'll learn thatmy pretty, one o' these days."

'

TMs time Derek's nod was charged with conviction and a
.ouch of tragic self-importance; but he consoled himself with
another bite of his fig.

Mrs. Consbigh lingered, reluctant to leave him. She stroUed
towards the window and stood looking out. Deiek watched her
uneasily. She ought not to be there. SoUtary confinement
was his sentence, and he was to try and do, 'for once,' exactly
what he had been told. Also she was interfering with the plan
to count his 'chews.*

"How long have you to stay here?" she asked suddenly, and
Derek s face clouded. He resented the painful question.

"Till six o'clock. And then— I'm to go to bed."
Mrs. Consbigh stifled somethmg that sounded Uke "Horrid

shame!" Aloud, she said again— "It'U soon be over. Have
you got a nice tale to read?"

"I've got my Hans Andersen." A pause. Derek grew stiU
more uneasy: and at last he spoke.

"Please, Mrs. Con . . . I'm afraid you mustn't be here
Mother would be vexed. I've got to stay quite alone and
do what I'm told."

That was too much for Mrs. Consbigh. She turned and
swq>t towards him.

"Oh, bless your Uttle heartl" And to his unspeakable amaze-
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ment- faintly tinged with wrath - she flung her arms rounrihim and kissed the top of his head

^

cJn'' Bu??n ifn'
^'"^ ^°^

^T.^" ^°"^^^ '^'^^Sh your old

thP^i? ^^ ^''i?
"^^^^^^^ ^« **°«>^te and Hans Andersen

den ^f^^^^« «^^«>° dragged itself to an end. l?e^den below him was fuU of sunshine and sone- bui thp wS^
^^^^l^'^T'tV''^'''

Van, ha^g s^ved''^"^^

^^V^Z^'}"^ ^''°" °"' "^« ^^ his father; and not

H^rS ,^^^^-S^dener came within Derek's range of vision.

aik« *t,!?^' ,v"- ^*«? ''^PP*""' 'rith two sugared

.hfh!7^/''ii'^P^^^^^- H« disliked and defied her- and
f^lto^'^^^f.^^^^^^^^J^ds. Hewas^ry^ank

,

S^eS ^ ^de^wake, was the worst part of his pun-

'six'^do^?'"''^'
' ''^~«^^ ^ ^^'P^^ to go to sleep at

ti^^f wi"*"^.^^
^^"""^^ weariness, he screwed up his eyes

morrow. But after five mmutes of vigorous screwing he onlvfelt more wide awake than before. EWdendy^erfould notbe wooed; it must be waited for. And as he lytlT^t^J^
^t^uoT trn"'?^ '"f ^^^^ ^^^^P^ ^^ moSerr^gh;.come up to tell hmi he was forgiven, and tnen he could say
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fh?!^Ij^'''l'^"^''!^?^°^^*'°8- It would be easier inthe dark if she was holding his hand. And supposing she di'dcome ... and found him asleep—

!

ft'^'^s sne aia

The fear of that calamity banished aU attempts to coaxweanness. He lay strained and tense, his eyes wide^op^n^
ears alert to catch the first sound of her f^tst^: wM °'sh^downstau^s, sat in her favourite anrnJiair, byX frSwy Utfire, reading a novel. ^ ""esniy ut

She had been writing letters till after six; and in signine the

Ur^ f fu^
""^/^^ °°^ ^^ ^°^^ "^^thers who make a reR^^ rule of the good-night function either from duty or frXnatural impulse of love. Only with her first-bom it hSS amat er of course
;
and when he grew too old for it, s^be^ecareless; sunply foUowed the mood.

^^®

fJ^^°^^^'
1°'' °^'^''''' '"^°°'' ^^^^^ intruded once ortwice upon her thoughts. After aU, he had been pSSseverely and had taken it weU. Hence the impX foT^Iand see him But that last letter had driven it from h^ SnT

So ^'/^^' 1 ^?.°°^^^ ^>^g °P^° ^t a critical poinT^et^e, had completed her obUvion of the troublesomVsmJTs^who was so curiously like his Scottish grandmother ^t ^ttunes he scarcely seemed her own.

«„^^^ ^""^
u ^'':. ^ ^ ^"^ ^t ^« end of a chapter, shesuddenly remembered him again. Perhaps the intS ofhislongmg found its way, by some mysterious process,1^S her

She glanced at the clock and suffered a passing twinge of selfreproach. "Too late now," she dedded^^^so^^ hSf'T

hated steirs. He probably had not expected her, and by nowhe would be fa.t asleep. Not for a moment did she si^^^that the mormng's disaster had made any deep impressioronImn. He was not sensitive like her dear Van -?
'^P'^''°'' °°

^if' "^fu
?°.'^^^g^ it was time to dress for dimier.Derek -still lymg tense and alert -heard the tap-tap ofher heels when she reached the polished first-floor lan^^and
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hfa hejrt ttomped j^kily h. otpectatfem. B« the »und le-

T^^:r^.T^ """P^y- «°<i te l»ew he was dttoioi:gotten or not forgiven
""""ei

A feeling of utter loneliness swept through hun. He lomredtojnng out of bed and run down toh^X and p^Sthat WIS in lus heart. But she was so much a god<te^tdea mother to him. that he did not dare. Inste^hefoi^ siteeommg thick and fast Too proud to let ^^iZi te

mout^ and, when passum had subsided, quietly cded himself
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BOOK I

BEYOND THE SKYLINE

Chapter I

Deep in the man sits fast his fate,

To mould his fortunes, mean or great

:

Or say, the foresight that awaits

Is the same genius that creates.

Emebson

It was a mild, blustering afternoon of September; the face o!
the sky moody and variable like the face of a spoilt child.
Clouds scuddtti across the blue, and a sharp squall of rain
dashed petulantly against the windows of the Southampton
express. Before the burst of temper was well over, the sun
flashed through a rift and away across the heather there sprang
a rainbow.

Bright against lowering clouds, it melted away into a pine-
wood thr

' gloomed between moor and sky. The whole spadous
landscap throbbed with light and colour. Nature, in her
most enchanting mood, seemed challenging that train-load of
hxunan restlessness to be imaware of her surpassing beauty.
But for the most part their eyes were holden, from habit, or
glued to the printed page.

Happily there are always exceptions. One of them, on this
occasion, was a young man who occupied the comer scat of a
second-class carriage. His appearance proclaimed him a dev-
otee of the road. The grey-green Norfolk coat, though of
good parentage, was shabby to a degree. The pockets bulged,
the elbows were rubbed, and a leather button was missing.
Worse still, its air of well-bred vagabondage clashed outrage-
oiisly with a pair of new grey flannels very vilely cut, without
even a waistcoat to modify the effect. Of these distressful

details the wearer seemed serenely oblivious; and that trifling

if

11
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fact bespoke breeding as plainly as the repose of his ^i,»«<sunburnt hands besT>oIci. ^*r^r^J*u u- I'^i^^^^

o» '"s square

without anyXnto^ S'^i.i^L'T,T "''"'^'"'•

Wunt n«e and slighUy .ggr«siv. lo^^"^ttC the

the attention even of casual observen; so that thoseX SSf^once were apt to turn and look again.
^"

in ^*^' 'r flit',h1r^/r5 ^"S"^"^ ™' 'tai.

re<^!5!:i„
^.''" "^ "'«* ""ad stood in the momir«Kxm window some fourteen years ago, defying Oui^Authority to the knife. In detkil, cerdii linTrf c^„

& S"^"''.?r .'i^ttX atsr;detined. TTie face still looked a little suUen in repose- stmiifup^tonisbngly when he smiled; and he wasdt^ ^"foMDerek m his attitude towards those acddpnt«i flo«« 7M
until they a,uld be remedied, c^STat^Str^i^ref

"'"'''

sat prfectly still, absorbed in tie passing scene. T^fa^LVhe had just letumed 6om a nine weeks' pilgrilge oL ttrCon'tment made him more aUve than usual to AeW?^.-!: TT'own land on this day of peculiarly^^'S mut^ From

h^^aSr'^-s-^^S
SS^^^airx-£trd5?H'
Then more heath and pinewoods, as the express dash!dmthe wild waste region round Aldershot, the scenHf cou^^wmmuc battles, bloodless victories, and invalns« -''"^

;.nH Ti, T "
^ffV^"^ ^^" '^^'^ g^^^deur of the Dolomitesaad the oleographic brilliance of Switzerland in summer^th!.charm of the whole misty shifting landscape w^ s^'^Tpt
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one word— England. What a mellow, friendly land It was I

No harsh lines, no sharpness of contrast, even where moor and
meadow kissed each other. A la/y, slow-moving, comfort-
loving land? Yes— on the surface Derek frankly admitted
the common cry of England's detractors; and remembering the
well-tilled fields of France, he added, on his own account— an
unproductive land: tragically so, for the country-side, that is
the true England; dangerously so, perhaps— ?
And where lay the blame? Derek, with the enviable assur-

ance of youth, had his answer ready to hand— Free Trade and
the Industrial Vote. As the younger son of a peer, whose be-
lief in the land was no barren faith apart from works, he had
been reared in dose touch with its deliberately neglected prob-
lems. Talk at Avonleigh often turned upon the subject; and
Derek was a bom listener. Things heard left a deep impression
on his eager brain: and now, while it travelled along these
familiar lines, his attention was, for the first time, arrested by
the Industrial Vote incarnate that flaunted its bank account,
so to speak, under his challenging gaze.

Directly opposite him sat a stout woman, expensively up-
bolstered, clutching a restless Pekinese and quieting it, at in-
terval?, with macaroons. A purple 'lancer' feather careened
high above her hat; and her plump feet were mercilessly com-
pressed into smart patent leather shoes. Beyond her more
frankly expansive husband, sat two young men of much the
same genus: one lean and pasty, the other fleshy and pasty.
Both were fitfully studying the columns of a leading Radical*
journal. Both bore the stamp of the counter on their neat
persons, featureless features and disjointed chaff with a couple
of girls opposite, who were sharing a box of chocolates and the
doubtful wit of 'Society Chatter.'
To Derek, with the country-side on his brain, that chance

handful of town products strikingly presented the other side of
the shield. These, and hundreds like them, were the gifts of
Industrialism to England. That they and their kind might
increase and multiply, the town was sitting every year more
heavily on the country's chest . . .
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There was nothing very conlS!r'^™''.P^'>'y<'™g man

Wded on a book: and as ,L i ,
". '^^ S'^^d handi we™

window he had litUemorfth °°''"^ PersistenUy out of rt
-ctly pretty. CC^4tS2joiUe view of hJf^^^.'V^r
absoiption, he looked Zn sft 5"' »"«W«>ed by h«Her eyes were lifted waSi,, '"^'^ "o^^d « little noTnot of hi«i. light, ZdZ^l IT" °' ''^'"" cloud -!,•
the blue. His impulse toS S°T~ ««' «^«J lorSy i^
suchobvioisifemsasa^a^L^t? '^'' °° <^<>raecU-on ^S
tenderly oared «, rt . ^ straight nose, forehead anrf k
>,»., • ' "' the touch of chiWI.^.

"'™eaa and brows
her senou eyes. It „as «nmL? ,

^°'"^" tl^t lightened
somethmg d4r and s^t Sd . T/"""' ''^ whole al^
<»mplacence. ContnSS ^tt T^"' T^""™' " sha^^i
of middle-dass womanh^^e^'^ ''^-"°"» ^pediTeM
sphere. She wore eve^fto^?^ » '^'fMure ot^C
fcrence; and the coloiTiTSr rh.l^

"^ «'°™^' ««> a dif-
bloom of England, but the detpert^^T "" ^^d-rSl

No mdustrial bank-book tL^^.' °* ""^ «o"th.
moment later he was .S«I ^S" , '^f*' D«ek; and a
the stout lady's aiC xTe tr^^S^'"™?"' ^^^^^t^
next station was still miles awav p ^ occupants. Theyoung men emitted DiZtfl?^:. ^"^ one sprang up Thl
her treasure, nish^^sStV^V'^r "^^ ' "^^S

out: but th'eir o^e^^d^ ^^^^ - »{ other heads were shot
astonished cows and an e^Z"J^^°^I^T"^ a few mildly
temper agitation with diS ' °'^^ "^"^ best to

i say, guard, what's the row?" n > ,man came within earshot.
^"^^ '''"anded when the«- one-, pulled the alarm Cham, sir... was all the answer
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he got, as the badged and belted one hurried past anticipating
murder or outrage at the very least.

"Alarm chain," Derek informed his fellow passengers over
his shoulder.

As he spoke, his attention was attracted by a bareheaded
sailor, three windows down, very oirag and very nink with
repressed excitement.

"Please, sir, 'twas me," the bey called ;ut eagerly to the
approaching guard.

"WeH— Where's the bloke? Out witL him. Look sharp.
She s five minutes over time—

"

"Please, sir— there ain't no bloke.'* The boy's voice was a
shade less confident. "It's the wind that done it. I were
just a-takin' a squint at the old country and it snatched me
cap clean off, it did. A brand-«6a; cap it was, si-," he added
feehngly, as tlie guard's expression awakened a dim sense of the
enomuty he had committed— and anti-climax was complete.

Shouts of laughter rippled along the tram. But to the
guard It was no matter for mirth that the sacred South-
hampton express should be held up by an infantUe blue-
jacket who had lost his cap. In scathing terms he explamed
to that preposterous infant that the London and South
Western Company did not stop their trains for his private
convemence. "And maybe you 'aven't 'appened to notice

"
he concluded with fatherly concern, "that there's a trifle of
five pounds penalty for this sort of practical joke. Who's ver
atter? ^

The boy's colour ebbed and his jaw feU. He had noticed
nothmg, m that moment of distraction, except the providential
chain. He was home on first leave since joining his ship, he
explained with woefuUy diminished confidence. And no self-
respecting sailor could knock around the town bareheaded.
And the cap was brand-new. And he hadn't stopped to
think.

^

"WeU, if you stop to jaw now, sonny, you'll lose the lot

"

the man mterposed in a kmdlier tone. "Nip out and back like
a lightning streak, or you'll have to leg it

—

"

H
4:
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But

cheered
infant was already legging it for dear 1

he went by sympathetic third-class passengers
In the twinkling of an eye he was back again, the costly capjammed down to his eyebrows; and what breath remained hi hisbody was completely taken away by the discovery that a mirac-

lUous, shabby-looking 'gent ' had dropped from heaven, placated

hi ST ^ "*
^^ °^ ^^^ staggering fine mto the

ffis mumbled attempt at thank? was nipped in the bud by a
gruff AU right, old chap. Don't fuss," from the boy of another
world who was only a few years his senior; and before he sprang
on to the step he flung a daring question at the guard.

Please, su-, 'oo is he, sk? "

"He's the Hon'able Derek Blount, son o' Lord Avonleigh of
these parts. You're in luck, young : iver. Nip up. She's
ten minutes over tune now, thanks to you."
Derek meanwhile, had seen the magic word 'smoking' on

the window next his own. He decided to enjoy a pipe and

SI r f 1^^ at Elverstone: but as he grasped the door
handle, he found hmiself hailed from his own ca. riage by a clear
femmme voice.

^

"Oh, Mr. Blount, you're the very person I want to seelDo please come back."
That amajing invitation came from the girl who was dif-

terent He had seen her leaning out while he settled matters
with the guard. There was no tune for surprise or argument.The guard had raised his flag and swmig himself on to the train.
It started with a jerk just as Derek transferred his grasp to the
next door handle and sprang in -mystified exceedmgly and
not a httle vexed at bemg deprived of his pipe,

alight

^""^""^ ^^"^ ^'"""^ opposite him, a UtUe flushed, her eyes

"I must apologize," she said, speaking rather rapidly, with-
out a trace of shyness. - But I heard your name. I'm Tack's
step-sister— so you'll understand."

His mystification evaporated. Jack Burlton had been the
companion of his trip.
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"Oh, then you are GabrieUe— Miss de Vigne?" he said

puzzled and a little li vkwardly. ^ ne said,

"Yes— I'm GabrieUe," she answered, smiling: and fresh
perplexity assailed him.

^ ^
toZ"*

""^^ ^'^ ^'''' ^^'^^
^ ^"""^^^ ^® ^^ °^^^^S you in

bJlfe^"^
he^POor dear! It's very distracting, but it couldn'tbe helped. You changed your dates, you see, and my French-

soonef-"'^''"^' ^ ^"'"^^ "^'^ "^^ ^^^' i^^^^

n^riK^r.^''''''^
^'^^y

• • •
Off' now -to Caziada?"

"I'm afraid it is!" she agreed sweetly. "But please don't
distress yourself. He'll get across before I sail. F^e iS aletter with instructions."

TaJ^^'m.'!?^^
friendliness and her intimate connection withJack made him ahnost forget she was a stranger and a charm-mg gir o boot. He usuaUy admired the last from a^

respectful distance: but this one was already known to him 2
itl^' i

daughter of Jack's dead mother by her first husband,
jack, who had no sisters, was devoted to her; and Derek'stwinge of self-reproach on his friend's account, helped him toforgive her for depnving him of a smoke. If he did not answer

'Soc efV 'r^. ;' ""^ ""^^ ^^"^"^ '^^ counter-jumpers and
bociety Chatter young women embarrassed him by staring

frankly and giggling over some joke that might or might not beconnected with Miss de Vigne's miorthodox behaW Heconfounded then- impertinence. Why on earth couldn't a girlobey a natura unpulse without becoming a butt for their thSd-
rate hmnour? Rather than cater for their amusement he sat

reSinfT^ ^"'"T'^y^
^"' ^' '^"^^"g ''''' ^d fields,

dements
^"'^-^^ed joy of life reduced to its simplest

Very soon they all became bored and returned to their paper..

I'

M
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The ywmg woman next to him shut her eyes and seemed to fall
asleep; and Derek was just beginning to hanker for his pipe
when the girl's head lolled sideways, lower and lower. He
glanced at it apprehensively and edged nearer the window.
Miss de Vigne's eyes caught him in the act and they smiled.
"It is odd," she remarked, "our meeting like this, when

Jack's plans have never come off."

"My fault againi" he admitted frankly. "I've always
funked Commem. Not my line."

^
There was a moment of silence; then, with a tentative note

in her voice, she asked: "Did you merely tramp the country? Or
did you try and get at the peasants -- the people, out there?"
"Oh, we tried— after a fashion— in Public School German!

But we weren't fooling round on a 'better understanding'
mission, if that's what you mean?"
"You sound rather scornful. Have you no faith in them?"

she asked, an anxious crease between her brows.
Derek she jk his head. "Not a shred of faith. I don't say

we're not sincere, or the French either. But the sincerity is
as one-sided as the sort of bargains that spring from it. Look
at the Baghdad line—" Suddenly he became aware of her
distress. "Have you been reared to think otherwise?" he
asked in a changed voice.

"To hope otherwise," she answered, her colour rising a little.
You see— Jack's father has a lot of German friends and

business connections," she went on, turning her face away
from inquisitive eyes. "He thinks very highly of some; too
highly, I'm afraid. In fact, that's the chief thing I wanted
to see Jack about, and— why I spoke to you. All this summer,
the Schonbergs, especially, have been getting more and more
fnendly, and— it bothers me. All that's most French in me
dfetrusts that man by instmct. Dad— Mr. Burlton— says
it's simply prejudice. He may be right; but still

—" She
was silent a moment, gazing out over the wide sweep of open
country, her small even teeth compressing her lip. Then with
a quick turn of her head she looked round again and said lightly;
"I don't know why I'm boring you like this I"
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ease iron!'?
It U ease his mmd, now he hasn't got me to

down. He^lThis'^cides'^^^^^^^^
a moment, then held out his hS' " Gc^^S^e -gc^^^cSItsagreatcountiy. And- if I can help in ajy way^? "

bet^tEtgJd^^^ -y one^can-^onUdn.

,Ji^""
1"^ ^'P^« °° to the platform and stood there a fewseconds lookmg absently after the vanishing train^ A aukiune^yected adventure that; not at aU in his liSe

^

kno^^De^ek^^ml ty
'^'^^ ' ^^^^^ ^^^ ^^^^

rx>2g.'^
^"^ "''' J"°^^'" ^^ ^^- "They don't know I'm

"Pleasant surprise, sir, I'u sure," purred the kindly old

^lin ^ r^" \fl' '^' ^^°°^ ^^ 'Good Intent'?" ^
No, thanks. I'd rather walk. You can freeze on to mv

mo^w^'"^'
^« ^^«- Send 'em along by tTc:^^^ Z

He dived into his trouser pocket and brought out a shillingAH the «sh I've got left!" he said; "you're welcome tok"
^tt^Z ?:?"«' ^.^ "^- ^^« -to the fSafr;^d

fl!^^^ *
^ ^^- ^*^

"'
to Avonleigh HaU. Journeysand adventures were over. He was at home.

J^^^ys



Chapter II

Betwec n the bom adventurer and the com-
munity nkin, there is a great gulffixed.

Tennysok Jesse
By this time, the sun definitely had the best of it. A brisk
south wind was dispersing the last stragglers of the storm,
splashmg the uplands of High Down with flying shadows- andaway on the crest of the ridge, a coppice of larch and birch
tossed plume-hke boughs against the sky. On the left as it
were m the shaUow dip of a wave, red roofs and hayricks,' bams
and nibbling sheep basked in the mellow afternoon lights.
Derek, steadily breasting the Mil, knew by heart every line and
curve every ch'..-mey-sUck, every lone tree printed darkly upon

IJ ^ aIv^ T? ^° ^ ^^^° ^ ^PPy conjunction ofwoods and hills and dwellings. It was pakLd parcel of iSmner life.

From the simlit ridge he swung down to the village of Coombe
St Marys, that had dozed unruffled through the centuriesand was not fully awake, even now, to the ominous rumble ofmachmery m the North.
Ah-eady Derek was on his father's land; and here the sense of

age and station he had genuinely tried to make friends with
those most mexpressive of aU hui^ian creatures, the bom tiUers
of the soil. Here and there he had succeeded better than heknew; better than any member of his family would have be-heved possible. For he had a knack of achieving a good deal
while apparently doing nothing in particular: a k^ack ven?
characteristic of his race.

^
On the hiU above the village he paused and looked back ntothe sleepy hoUow that had akeady lost the sun. He could see

the first of the labourers trailing home from the fields- and
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watching them, he wondered idly which groove, after all, was
deeper, more barren of healthy human vagaries— the agricul-
tural ruts of his friends down there, or the narrow way of con-
vention along which his mother and Van moved with such
unerring precision? If either of them could have seen him
stnigglmg against the mighty current of the Yser, for the sake
of a bath and the mere sport of the thing, or crouching naked
between two rocks within a few yards of clothed and spectacled
propriety—

!

He chuckled to himself at thought of the shock it would give
them. For it is hardly too much to say that his own people
knew almost as Uttle of the real Derek as he himself knew" of
the real working man. If home relations were not all that they
might have been, it was tacitly assumed to be Derek's fault;
and, after a period of bitter inward rebellion, he had arrived at
supposing they must be right. Of his recent trip abroad he had
told them little or nothing. From Oxford he had written that
he would devote the long vacation to a walking tour abroad
and would probably be home about the middle of September
Smce then, a few brief letters to his mother and an occasional
postcard had given them a rough idea of his movements; and
that was aU tl sy knew about it:— all they were ever likely to
know. "^

Sometimes, in a regenerate mood, it pained him to realize
how mcreasmgly reticent he had grown about himself and his
domgs. But his mother's vague, poUte inqu^ies were not
calculated to unloose his tongue; and Lord Avonleigh held with
Dr. Johnson, that "questioning is not a mode of conversation
among gentlemen." As for Van, except in rare moods of ex-«
pansion, he was frankly bored with most things that did not
directly concern himself.

From this it may be gathered that Derek, at two and twenty,
was still too square a peg for his very round and polished hole-
which is not to say that he undervalued, for a moment, his
goodly heritage of fine traditions stretching backward through
the centuries. But those very traditions involved certain lim-
itations that tended to hamper his choice of a path in life.

% 1

i ;
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As a younger son a certain amount of latitude was his: anda fourth year at Oxford was stiU on the cards. Personally, hewas m no hur^ for the decisive plunge. No gusty wincb of
ambition stured his soul; but he recognized the wisdom of his
lather s insistence on a definite occupation for Van and a defi-
nite profession for himself.

Already his supposed indecision had caused a certain amount
J

of home fnction. Lord Avonleigh had failed to divine the
cause; and Derek himself ha ' signaUy failed to convey any
impression of his complicated state of mind. Now, after three
months, presumably devoted to consideration of his future

foX^ ^ ^^^ of him -and they would not be

1,^^^ consideration cooled, a Uttle, the glow of welcome in his
heart when the ivy-manUed piUars and wrought-iron gatewaycame mto view A narrower entrance near the lodge stood
""^^ but Derek -suddenly conscious of his own shabbiness
-passed it by. Skutmg the stone waU, he entered the Park
through a^ n-on-studded door, beloved from boyhood for its

^^Z w?"^: .
^^ ""^"^ °" ^ '^^^^ P^^^ that meanderedup through the nsmg sweep of land and finally struck into the

ckive, between dense ten-foot hedges of yew, close to the house

Derek sauntered leisurely through that scattered company
of great and anaent trees: oaks with their far-flung boughs;
beeches with boles like grey satin and cascades of incomparfble

A?/"?"",? !^°'^ ^^
^^' ^°^^- ^ten and often, whenthe hands of all the world seemed against him, a smaU lonelyDerek had stolen away to his favourite beech tree, as to a

sanctuaiy. There perched in the fork of a friendly bough,wh^e the wrath of man could not come at him, he had shed
his msect miseries' and found courage to return to the dusty
arena of the nursery and the schoolroom; the dense stupidity
of grown-ups who either could not or would not understand.
Derek was a catholic lover of trees; but the beeches stood first
in nis heart.

Now the level sun struck shafts of Ught through them and
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stretched out to intenninable lengths their prodigies of shadeIn the d.stance he sighted a herd of deer ambling d^™ Ttbt,

^^?T\- .
'"'Id'nly eager to see them aU again

-

esp, ciaUy his mother. Absence invariably quickened hifrfL,
natural feeling for her, and he had neverqZ^Tv^ZU evaporated so strangely after the first fewd^ylTSl ^
Emerging from between higu waUs of yew, he came fS uponthe house- a sUtdy stone fa^^e with mulUone?^i^S

r^i plc^""^^'
""^^ ^ft-^g *^ ^verities ofTe

Without entering the house, he passed through the con-servatoor- aglow with chiysantheiiiums- on tfthe^Slavm where three friendly cedars made a continent of^aZTThe lawn Itself swept on, innocent of impertinent flowSS

^I^^t^s^^st^""'"""^'""'^"^''^'^'
Under the cedars were smaU tables and garden chairs Be-

mock Evan Blount sprawled at ease. One faultlessly flannelledleg hung over the edge revealing a glunpse of silk s4 ab^vel

7^^LTT'":^'^' ^ " ^^^^ ^^ ^' ^Ibow stood a c^t-g^^

peaches. His head deep in a cushion, was hidden from view

notSeT^ ^'""' '' "^^^"^ ^^^^ ^^°--i ^t he ;i'

Derek's footsteps made no sound on the turf- and he had

C2w ' ""^^'^'^^ '' ^^^ ^-^ -^- Van:?^;mbg Jo ^c^

wer.' 2f^^^^!''^'.
'° in manhood, these two sons of one motherwere astomshmgly unaliKe. Van, the taUer by several inch^

.lel's^Z't^'^'''''^ ^'.^^ ^^^^^ consp^icuouslylaSue was still good-looking m a quite unaggressive way. He had
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sleek mouse^oloured hair, regular features and a good-tempered
mouth, under a carefuUy cherished moustache, the colour ofnpe com. The cut of his flannels was irreproachable and thetmt of his socks was repeated in the butterfly bow of his tie

'it' rf T. ^^ "^^^ ^^^ ^"^^^ P'"^"^^ °^ his age and type.*
Hullo! rA«re you are," was his brotherly greeting. "The

parents were wondering at lunch when you would deign to letthem know if you were stiU on terms with this mortal coil-
ajid all that-" He had raised himself on one elbow and at
this pomt his brows went up a fraction of an inch— "Great
Scott! where the deuce did you pick up those unholy garments?"

At Mumch, Derek answered cooUy, "from a bland and
beery Teutomc gentleman, who prided himself on his English
cut!" *

Van laughed— a pleasant lazy laugh that matched his voice
and person. "About as EngUsh as the cut of the Wilhebn-
st^se! But why patronize a gentleman of that persuasion?
What was the desperate stroke of Fate ?

"

Derek paused a moment. The unholy garments had fairly
given hrni away, and the fact that Van would not in the least
^^erstand made the tone of his explanation almost aggressively

"Fact is, an enterprising Italian navvy relieved me of my
only pair- at our last halting place outside civilization. Noth-mg for It but to tramp on to Munich in Jack's shabby old Bur-
berry and kmckerbocker stockings- on a blazing hot day and
the Wagner Festival in full swing! You can iLcy Tai en-
joyed that part of the joke better than I did."
Van chuckled.

"Upon my soul, Dirks, you're the limit. For the honour of'
Avonleigh Father ought not to let you run round on the loose
except under a nom de plume! As for Mother! . . . Lucky
It s her Cottage Hospital afternoon: so you can get rid of yoii
trophies before she sets eyes on you. The shock might bring ona heart attack !

"

It was the first chilling whiff of home atmosphere and it
checked Derek's expansive mood.
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"Just the sort of thing I would do— eh?" he said in a
changed voice.

" Rot I I was only ragging you. But the poor dear's had one
jolt already to-day. At breakfast, Father cabnly announced
that he had an mgent letter from old Wyntown offering him
the Governorship of Bombay. Fareham's crumpled up with
the climate and they want to relieve him as soon as possible.
Father's up in town about it now."
Derek let out his breath in a low whistle. "I suppose that

means he'll be going soon— and Mother? "

Van lifted his eyebrows. "She hasn't said much, but I can
see it's shaken her a bit." He paused and chose a particular
shape of chocolate that contained his favourite cream. "Hard
luck on her that you should have chosen this particular day
to drop out of the blue without a word of warning. Know-
ing her little weaknesses, old chap, you might have favoured
her with some sort of intimation—

"

Derek jerked up his head. "Damn I Never occurred to me.
Fact is"— he flung out the truth that rankled— "my coming
and going seem to make no great odds to any one. However— lucky she's out. I can easily take myself off again. Tramp
over to Ashbourne. Put up at the Avonleigh Arms and write
to-night announcing the precise moment of my arrival—

"

"My good idiot, you'll do nothing of the sort," Van struck in
with drawling emphasis. "I merely submit the rational sug-
gestion that you make yourself scarce— when you've quite
done with my chocs. Then I can break the news to her with
due tact . . ."

"Thanks, very much. I'll spare you the trouble." He rose
abruptly, ahnost oversetting the small table. "Another five
miles won't hurt me. I'm in toppmg form—

"

"You look it!" Van's smile had its patronizing quality.
From the superior height of six and twenty, he regarded his
young brother's whole behaviour as flagrantly juvenile. "All
the same— it's ludicrous— farcical."

"/ can't help that—" The obvious reflection on their
mother checked further comment.

I

*
J,

n
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Van shrugged and gave it up. "Oh, well— if you iwtf be a
fool—

"

" I'm not being a fool. I'm considering Mother—in my own
way. I'll go on through the woods over Burnt Hill; and I'll

pinch the rest of your chocs to keep me going. Many guests
this week-end? I've asked Jack to keep me in countenance."
"And I've asked Karl. Ina's bringing her recently annexed

K. C. Father mentioned Comte d'Estelles and Sir Eldred
Lenox with the plain daughter. Women as plain as that ought
to be painlessly extinguished at a tender age I"
"Van, you're a beast I You and your pretty women I" He

put on his cap. " Well— I'm off. See you all to-morrow."
Van merely waved his hand, but the distressful view of his

brother's retreating figure spurred him to a final effort on his
behalf.

" I say, Derek," he called out, and the boy swung round in his
stride. "For God's sake, don't appear again in those Teutonic
atrocities. I'll post you a decent pair to-night."
Derek grimaced. "Thanks awfully. Sorry they gave you a

shock." And very soon a curve of the hill hid him from view.
Van heaved a sigh of relief, lit a fresh cigarette and resumed

his placid contemplation of cedar branches, enamelled with
turquoise where the sky gleamed through. He was just pleas-
antly tred. He wanted no more human eruptions. Derek
was q .. A thorough good chap at bottom; but in the or-
dinary \iray of life confoundedly uncomfortable. What the
deuce did a man in his position want with tramping round
Europe in shabby clothes, like any seedy schoohnaster? When
a man had a beautiful home and the best houses open to him for
shooting and fishing, why this deplorable craze for bemusing
himself with the other fellow's point of view?
From certain remarks Derek occasionally let fall, he gathered

that this was one of the mainsprings of his brother's superfluous
activities, but from his own higher vantage point, he clearly
perceived the futility of it all. The sense of status was very
strong in Van. Even at Derek's age, he had never wasted his
time or energy in worrying about the man on the other side of
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the hedge. A fellow didn't need to be a 'crusted C^ ^.scrvative*

to resent the vagaries of the 'social conscience' crew. Per-
sonally Van counted himself a Liberal of the cultured,

theoretical, peace-loving order. A taste for ready-nuuie views
and values was of the essence of his character, and his interests,

like his activities, travelled within the prescribed limits of his

own particular drde in London and his own insignificant niche
in the Government machine. When Lord Avonleigh wisely

insisted on some definite form of occupation, Van— a Londoner
at heart— had dutifully acquiesced in a decree that gave him
an excuse to live in the only dty on earth. For two years now,
he had been Private Secretary to a distinguished member of the

Foreign Office. He believed in Sir Edward Grey as the prince
of pacifists, and in the divine right of every man to go his own
way, so long as he refrained from treading on his neighbour's

toes. He also believed in a friendly Germany and the financial

impossibility of a European war. These were distinctly com-
forting convictions, which \/as perhaps the main reason why
they found favoxu" in his eyes.

It was Derek's chief failing that he could not or would not
accept the face value of men and things. He had too much of

the Moray element in his composition. It might be very ad-
mirable, but it made him rather a doubtful blessmg to his family.

Van thanked Heaven that he himself bore the impress of his

very English mother. He also reflected without conscious

Pharisaism, that for the honour of Avonleigh— which was
genuinely dear to him— Fate had done well to bring him first

into the world. Upon which satisfying concliision he presently

fell asleq>.
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Chapter in
One near one is too far.

Brownino
/ want no opiates,

I want to he co-squal with theirfates . . .

/ want to be awake and know;— not stand
And stare at waving of a conjuror's wand.

T. E. Brown
AS for Derek, swinging down the gentle slope towards the lake

L^r^^ ^"^Z
'° ^^^ ^^ ^^^^ «^^ resentment at theIdea of haying his own casualness thrown into strong reUef bv

"ds V^ir;' ^':i''
consideration for their motherrMc

fads. Van had a perfect genius for putting him in the wroni?^and the fact that he, Derek, had brought if onh^Stmend matters to any extent.
"^ii«>cu uia noc

As an isolated incident the thing seemed too trivial for words

statofZ^A^^"'- '' ™ symptomatic of a ZSstate of thm^. And because, at heart, he was angry with him.self, Van's characteristic offer had touched him^ the^For, If Derek was sensitive, he was also proud and stubb^r^'His temper wa. of the white-hot order; and his veiy virt^^were tmged with this hidden intensity of spirit. In tSd^ othis stonny heart, he loved his parents and Avonle^gh^tfervour of which his brother was sheerly incapable and ^ wa^

Th?v^ Jfous of Van-especiaUy as regards their mot^?
Is on 1 •

^ ^" T'r'' ^"^^^"^^^ '^d graciousness i:

ItfT^- ^^ '" becabned regions of the soul -had in-creased his natural tendency to set her in a place apart Yet-as far back as he could remember- tha? healthv bo^d^hHnpulse of worship had been checked and chmed at evL tS^^Either through clumsiness, or through his very honX henever seemed long out of trouble; and'always be7weeS'and
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his mother stood Van- kindly, easy-going, selfish, with his
innate aptitude for saying and doing the right thing.
So it came about that, in this beautiful home of his sur-

rounded with every physical care and comfort, he had missed
the chief need of his nature; vaguely at first, then more acutely
as the years went on. And the colour of his past tinged the
colour of the future. Temperament and circumstance com-
bmed to make him a pessimist in the grain.

^
This evenmg as he climbed Burnt HiU, his mood of smoulder-mg antagonism to every one and everything brought back to

hun, with peculiar vividness, the emotions of that long ago
night when he had cried himself to sleep, poor UtUe fool, be-
cause he was convinced his mother did not reaUy love him nor
ever would. Scarcely realized by himself— and never to' this
hour reaUzed by Van- that incident of the broken vase had
proved a tummg-point in their whole relation. It was the key
to much of their underlying discord; then- odd alternations of
hostihty and brotherly allegiance; and it had awakened in
Derek the dim beginmngs of jealousy in respect of his gentle,
soft-mannered mother, who so obviously had eyes for no one
but Van. The tacit implication was that whatever he did
must be right: and it is scarcely surprising if Derek came to feel,m bitter moments, that whatever he did must be wrong. Yet
his faith in her had survived— in spite of many jars— till the
cntical day when first the insincerities and inconsistencies of life
and reUgion had begun to bewilder his soul; and he had so far
done violence to his boy's reserve as to make a dean breast of
his doubts and difficulties, in the sure convicUon that she could
not fail to understand . . .

But most completely and tragically she had failed to under-
stand. She had simply been pained and puzzled, like a hen
when the duckling she has hatched shows a predilection for the
wrong element and wrong farm-yard morsels. He had come
to her, hungry and eager, asking for bread: and she, quite un-
wittmgly, had given him a stone. He did not come to her
again. But although his beUcf in her was shaken, his unshak-
able boy's loyalty remained.

it
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I

Thus he had grown to manhood in a certain loneliness of
heart and spirit, mitigated by the comradeship of school and the
fuller, freer human fellowship of Oxford. There was his real
life. The unpalpable influences of that grave and stately city
had lastingly imbued his mind and character; and, as a Blue, he
had won some measure of popularity in his own despite. But
the chief personal event of those good years at Winchester and
Oxford had been his friendship with Mark Forsyth; his natural
complement in all things save one— and that the keystone of,
both characters— a robust sincerity and a hatred of shams.]
At Wynchcombe Friars he was always happy, always at his
ease; though there were moments when the perfect freedom and
confidence between Lady Forsyth and her sons hurt him a
good deal more than he cared to confess.

During the long puU up Burnt Hill, the unbidden thought
mtruded:— How different everything would have been had
he dropped in there without warning! He rebuked himself
for the comparison, but it rankled none the less.

He reached the ridge just before sunset, and, seated on a
clump of heather, applied himself to Van's costly chocolates
with a will. Hunger apart, he was in no hurry for the stuffy
inn parlour of the " Avonleigh Arms." Up here it was spacious
and wholesome and silent and there would probably be 'a fine
flare-up ' after the storm.

By this time he felt ahnost grateful to Van for having thrust
upon him another twenty-four hours of vagabondage— that
must be turned to practical account. For, if his father were
likely soon to be leaving England, the dreaded interview as to
the choice of a profession could not much longer be postponed.
During this last year at Oxford he had considered several

possibilities with no very encouraging result. In every direc-
tion he found cast-iron systems, a good deal the worse for wear.
In every direction ruts and grooves lay in wait for his rebellious
feet. Eventually they could claim him. But his immediate
craving was for a spell of more independent adventurous move-
ment. He wanted, urgently, to see and feel and thmk for him-
self; to tackle life, as it were, with his bare hands. But the
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crux of the matter was— how would his father regard that
very unorthodox aspiration? He felt the need of some definite
programme to mitigate inevitable disapproval—
Meantime if he sat mooning much longer on Burnt Hill he

would miss his last chance of a square meal. There was also that
notetohis mother. Heknew himself capable—ahnost—of walk-
ing five miles in order to write it— and forgetting it in the end. .

He rose briskly, and stood a moment surveying the wide'
anptiness of the scene under windy sky dappled with flakes of '«

cloud, that in the west were ignited to flakes of fire.

Burnt Hill, from the summit, commands sweeping views; on
one hand, toward the downs and the sea; on the other, ao-oss
billowmg country, toward the pine and heather region round
Aldershot. Lord Avonleigh had been tempted often, by offers
from the new-made rich, for one of the finest building sites in
the neighbourhood. But, although his large estate was heavily
hampered. Burnt Hill was sacred; ahnost a part f his own
grounds. Only m one instance had he succumbed; and as
twiUght enguMed the valley, the visible sign of that surrender
flaunted its naked ugliness upon the skyline, breaking the noble
sweep of the ridge.

Derek still resented that impertinent presence, for which
Jack's father was mainly responsible. In provocative moods
he would allude to it as, "Your family's commercial thumb
mark on our holy hill." Its tenant, a soUtary man of science
was reputed to be on the track of chemical discoveries tliat
might mean 'a very big thing' for Burlton's, a large old-estab-
hshed metal industry in the Midlands. The whole venture
was admittedly a speculation; and Lord Avonleigh— as a
promment shareholder— took a mildly sceptical interest in if
hence his surrender to Burlton's importunity. Their protej-e
was a shy, inoffensive creature with a damaged lung; and It
had been part of the compact that Burlton should secure for
hun a peaceful retreat, in bracing air, where he could set up
laboratories and carry on his work unmolested by the idle
curiosity of coimtry neighbours.

That was two years ago, and the Hermit of Burnt Hill was
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I

I

Half an hour later he was enjoying a hearty suoner m n««_Lng's parlour behind the bar of S^ «Avo^gh Cs » SSold Tom and young Bert for company, drownLgW «Svances m a mug of sound English aleT^
^

i,Jk^
elder Gosling-a devoted adherent- beamed aU overhis broad ugly face, sliced a homered ham in hTbl nr^i^sional manner and begged leave to cra^bottTe of'C^crusty' m honour of the occasion.

nne old

i-n«^?'/'!t*
turned twenty, gave no outward sign of shar

S^ui^ kM^^"^""- Hewasashrewd-lSgyouS"

?2^.r», X!^^
"^1^^^ P'^^« °f semi-educationZ^Ua mass of half-digested knowiedee and a flrMirici,; ,

pered wiU. grudging admiration: the sUver^f Jade^nSTvmremmmng the earth, he distrusted tbo^lSd th™^^He would^ his sour to no 'blooming capiSst'ilnSe

condusion-Canada: and he was engaged in the critical dto^of persuadmg his father to bade his venture mTa hnS
pounds o capital when Derek appeared onTe ™»e.

^"^
th^r^n"*!"™'""'V^ P"'^'''y "O" "«•«>»« to the fatherthan to the son, whose respectful but sUghtly euarded fnVnf
Iiness threw the old man's geniaUty into sC^er^rf*^

^"^-
As for Derek- either from sheer pervereity, or from Werhidd™ causes -he fdt no g^ here, m this stuffy Sp^m

a^Lt i ^,.
•™'' ">*»»"<=s, lie gave his host a iivdyaccount of other mns among the Austrian Hiehland.. JIJ

fres^ suppers, of village bumpkins prancing MThSt'eTutiSto the tuneful scraping of village violins.
"^ oeamies
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laid the blaml^a a te^ef^n^tSf'^L"^'^-'!''"-
Gosling

"where folks, too4 t^So „°^trS'S;;"P?lf"'
herd o' penned cattle " But_ .h. j.. ?" ^P*^ ^^ «
being mS^on Ss 4.d- he c^df„?V""1 "^ "** ^"*
thesubiect. Though Derek'r^^^'i^'S^^^fr™

^^brirf pause, while Bert fiUed their mugs, gave the old nuu.

"It <fo be queer, Mr. Derek, how thines laD m.f •' i,. t

^sr^^afoSJSF^-^^-
thenoo^j^.^^yir^J^^^t'Srvor^™*-"

b.^/.s;iTa^ni,^?^» rr ^^ ?*, ---^
drawn.

i^ereits loot, that was poUtely with-

re^^n^brVb^^
::,thS^i^'^ir*

vsit^i'issruiv-ir/iS^""^^^
an' stick there."

^' *" ^"™P ''^ domi , a farm

ta^^ob^ldB^tT^JS^^Clt^/' .""f-
f- "y

oar. «t£ world? aTf^'^! k"
<^«'"™"«1 '<> get in his

ab<mt it ^,31 L^ ^ big place; an' jest reading

What's thrbS'^us^^^^'^i^^^J-'i '^P «ke me'
scootin' aU over the^»h «? f^'^ "^^ *° steamers

dog to areTJaU 'is^3 f-."
^" = ''^ ^' '^«' "P like a

natmed old puS ^£ a wiT ^fT'
''^°"«' *^' «°°<'-K wucua witn a wink of his watery eye. "But

M

•:5|

;i*
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them that grins an' runs about the dty carries their tails higher
an* barks the loudest."

"They've more call to— most of 'em." Bert stuck stub-
bornly to his point. " They git a chance to catch more'n fleas
--they do. I'll lay Mr. Derek takes my meanin'. He've
just bin runnin' round himself—

"

"Now then— no impidence to a son of 'is Lordship!"
The old-time spuit of allegiance— very strong in Gosling

moved his son to a smile, tinged faintly with contempt.
"I hadn't any thought o' such rot: nor I'm sure Mr. Derek

hadn't neither." And, as Derek mutely confirmed that assur-
ance, Bert went on: "The likes o' you, sir, can run around just
for play-time. The likes of us, if we want to catch more'n
fleas (as I said), we've got to take the plunge outright; sink or
swim. See?"
"And you want to take the plunge?" Derek asked with

quickened interest. " In what direction? "

"Australy or Canada for choice, where a chap can work on
the land for a decent livin' wage an' get a chance to rise out o'
the rut, if 'e's worth 'is salt. I got a friend out British Co-
lumbia way, makin' a good thing of it. Married an' aU. 'E
says, 'Bring along a bit o' capital an' join in with me.' Dad,
here, says 'e's for layin' 'is money on England. I tell 'im 'e'll

git twice the return for it out there."

"An' I says old England needs the money an' she needs the
men," Gosling lunged in, perceiving Bert's attempt to enlist
Derek against him. "An' I say the mighty clever folks that
rumed the land wi' their Free Trade tomfoolery do be responsible
for this pretty state o' things; that there's more good British
money an' men goin' out o' this country every year. An' I
call it damned unpatriotic if you ar'st me. I'm none o' yer
cosmipolitans— no, thank yer. An' as fer his demikratic
twaddle— !" He sniffed scornfully. "That's wot Bert's after.
Ole England's not movin' that way fast enough to suit 'is

ejjicated taste. I teU 'im they kind can sling the words, easy
as winkin'; but all it amounts to is— Pull down the man on
top an' stand on 'is 'ead yerself. Pick 'is pockets in the sacred
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name o' freedom an' stuflF 'is money in yer own! I may be a
old fool; kennel-dogs mostly is, 'cordin' to Bert. But it doseem like as we'd most on us be better men— an' better off

"^^^f7 "^.f^"^
'"^ '^^^ a g<^ oW try at pullin' together,'

stead o pullm' every which ways to once, an' scratchin' each
other s eyes out, between whUes, for rekereation—

"

That word lit a spark in Bert's shrewd, greenish eyes.
Kecreation be blowed!" he retorted hotly. "It's life an'death to us As for pullin' together -no fear; seein' the in-

terests o' both parties pulls two ways."
i" tnem

"Aye but do they, if ye take a straight look at things, 'steado squmtm contempshus down yer nose? Where'd labour be
tf th^e was no landlords nor masters to screw more wages out
of eh? In my humble notion 'tis jes' the man an' wummanbusm^s aU over They must 'ave their slap at each other to^ theirselves; but atween the slaps they got to puU together
or what ud come to creation? But 'oo's agoin' to lam^t toBert an 'is lot? Not no bloomin' furriners an' upstarts. 'Tis
the jemiywjTie article, like yerself, Mr. Derek, that's gettin' too
scarce m 'igh places. I 'ad one of 'em sleepin' 'ere on'y larst
week: an^ v/e got talkin' this way: an' 'e says to me, 'Mr.
ijroslin

,
e says, *we'm natural bom alleys, we Tories an'them as work on the land. That was Dizzy's notion,' 'e ^ys-an If any man ever 'ad 'is 'ead screwed on tight it was 'im '

''

'

Derek nodded.

"But a good deal has happened since then. Most of you
feUows have srniply become pawns in the game of the middle-
class Liberals. They've made bad blood between us and you
for their own ends; and it's your vote they're counting on to
help them play old Harry with the British Constitution?'
At that, the spark in Bert's eyes leaped into flame.
You mean— they've took us in all along the line

?"
Derek smiled. "Manoeuvred- would be a politer word!"
^

Mr. Derek, sir, that's a Ue-no matter if the King spokeit."Now then— you keep your mouth shut!" old Gosling
shouted, emphasizing the command with a very square fistNo disrespeck to 'is Majesty under my roof. Mr. Derek ain't

; i

n
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no fancy Ulker, tellin' you lection lies such as you swaflered™tI,out bh^. year before last. / kin rem«^b« th??rS

w^mT?
'^'.T""^-"' 'ey. Pnsto, a new 'eaven an' earthwould come along by express train. That express got offlhera^ somewhere, I'm thmkin', afore ever it reapedeK"B^ began to look a Uttle crestfallen. "But we got thePeople's Budget" he u^ed with less assunmca "C tteLand Scheme an' Insurance."

D«S?'?^"
'°' *°""P*°"' ^yo"beUeveinitl Eh, Mr.

rS?^''''" "'^^^ ™* a twinkle.
What s wrong with it then?" the boy flung in angrily.
It's clumsy tmkering, Bert," Derek said, morrmvelywiU. German tools. That's been the tune of it aU rounrt^S^'ta few yea«: sops flung to those who shout Uie ioud^i b^no ^ous attempt to tackle wages, strikes, lock-outs, h^iingAs for your Insmanc^ and things- hasn't it ever s^S^^

M^Zo^ J V?^.*™? *, "' "* yo'" Pe^onalXrty
I^ h. ri.

And when that's gone on long enough you'U

.fA ^* !? '^l *'*P in a pen, with the State for Zr
you thmk I m pihng it on, go to Germany and keep your evM

1^ tt^ >^' '"^ can't caU his soul his own; and the Ra^cab

"Oh, Lord I I never saw it thai way."
Derek suppressed a smile.

spIifthT2w°
'''°" ""' '^"""^ to see it that way, it would

Tli^orf'ly^-f^rn^T' ""^ ^"^'^ ^^ '•"°<"»'^«''

Tt^lff*"^
""^^ '''' '^'^ hnpatiently and got upon his feetThe meal was over and Gosling was filltog his pipe.
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J7^} r" ,^^*' ^^' ^°" ^y ^ ^ ^«^e Mr. Derek.
WeU, If the old country's goin' the way he says, that puts thetop on my wgynient for Canada. You said Providence sentlum along. Let him speak up. I'm agreeable."

^

Derek looked from father to son with his sudden smUe.

J^^i nght about England needing her own men and
money. But till she changes her present tactics she can't
blame go-ahead young feUows for preferring to try their luck
elsewhere. As to the capital -you can hardly ask me to
vote away another man's money!"
" 'Ear, 'ear! " Gosling applauded with his knife handle. " 'E'd

vote away another chap's money on 'isself, without blinkin'
woiJd Bert! A cool 'undred 'e's askin'; and not me first bom!
neither. Thar's young Tom -that steps into my shoes

-

dom wdl on 'is own. An' thar's James workin' steady under
Earner Groves. What'U 'e say if I plump a nice bit o' capital
on Bert? Not ter mention thar's George comin' on; and my
two gals- 1 ax you, Mr. Derek, plain an' straight, does Bert,
there, strike you as a likely sort of 'vestment— eh? 'E's eot
the brdns, aU right; an' 'e's got the push. 'E swears, if 'e does
weU, e 11 pay me back: an' ef e gets 'isself in a knot 'e won't
come on me to fy-nance 'is resurrekshun. Ef you wos in mv
place would yer feel like backin' 'im to the tune of a round
'underd?"

ITie luckless Bert— completely taken aback— grew red
with mmgled rage and awkwardness; redder still under the
scrutiny of Derek's direct and smiling gaze. Only acute
cunosity checked the overflow of his pent-up wrath: and Derek's
momentary hesitation seemed to him interminable.

|"Tell him you wouldn't be no such dam' fool— an' be done
with It," he muttered, clenching and unclenching the hands he
nau thrust mto his pocket.

Derek's smile deepened. "I'm not so sure." Then, turning
to Goshng, he said quietiy: "The truth is- / feel like backing
him myself to the tune of fifty-if you can manage the
rest. I can see he's in earnest. Why not give him his
chance?" •

.r o **«

i'l

m

?»
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I

t^r J^i *??
™°"^ ^^ 8°^^ ^ ^^ nervous excitement-the whole thing was so remote from his wildest imaginings t^t

nu^V ^^°'' °^ * °°^^°° ^^^^ ^e o"«ht to sarOld^^g It semed, was in no such dilemma. His voice

"Now t^n^.'".^^
'""'"^^^'^ °^ ^^« t-y'^ thoughS^

II St!?' ^^' ^ y°" ^^^ <leaf an' dumb? Ud an'teU Mr .Derek you'U never fergit 'is generous offer, but youZ
> me am't got no right to 'is money—''

"^^ out you an

Bert's heart dropp-d like a stone into his boots: but before

ton^'^^^T^TT'^l^' '^^', * ^^^ °^ brusqueness in his

th*t%.'n K^T ^^^ "P^^ ^^ ^^ and say outright

f^a'kLgdt!"""^ °' ^' ^^ "^^ ^^ wouldn't' refusfiJ

th^ffl! ^'""f1^ F^ *°^^ him he had hit the mark; aiidthCTe fe^ed a look between them that seemed to put Theawkward busmess of giving and taking on a perf^yTaUai

all, with the human hnk of youth between them.
Thought so!" Derek chuckled and rose from the table astf to condude the matter. "We'll take it as said 1 A^d diSsquares thmgs so far as I'm concerned. You can ^tJe^erest without my help." ® ^^

"But Mr. Derek -sir-" the old man protested- andDerek heard the ghost of a tremor in his voice.
'
^

chanrnTw ^^* ^°^« *^.^°"^ ^^"*'" he said in aChanged tone Give you my word, my father would approve

it d" 'Ji^;/"'
'"'' " "^ '"^"'^ ^^y' ^^ I'" 'iSiT

w^t«^' ?^;hn^^ 'f^^' 'f•
^^"y ^^^ bring the hotwatCT. Goshng's professional manner came timelv to his afHWith r^arkable alacrity he pounced upon rS^rS

was for hun, a genume expression of the real thing
• I spose, sir," he ventured, emboldened by Derek's friendly
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nod of acknowledgment -"An old man an» a fawther do beallowed to say thank 'ee?»
*awuicr ao oc

Derek smiled. "Honour bright, Gosling, aU the thanks Iwant is to know you '11 play up to my lead."
^^

"You kin rely on me, sir. An' please God the boy'U not

an'^^s ton^?i^?^'°''
'^°''*^ '" ^°"^ *^ '^^^ ^°^^ '^ ^«^

"He'll recover themi Good-night, Bert." He nodded overhis shoulder at the figure on the hearthrug.
"Good-night, Mr. Derek."

nn^-"^ t^^- ^^J"^^ ^ ^''"«"^' ^^e^ an unmistakable

attempt at thanks, however sincere. '



Chapter IV
^'i'jfcrais are the same everywhere, whether they have titlesor whether they have none. They are those who^bMcJl^
owe the^ best to God and men -and they serve.

^*^ "^

Puck ColuekT^ best bedroom of the Avonleigh Anns was fiUed to over-

^Tv'^ ' "" "^"^^ four-poster, and an imposing suite ofearly Victorian mahogany. In the negligible space between it

penod to which the room and its trappings belonged.
Mre. Goshng, Derek supposed, had slept in that bed on herwedding night and every night after- except for an ^cSonS

seaside tap- till the day of her death, five yearsTgoTb^
the washing-stand hung an enlarged photograph of her with
^ooth-plastered hair and a medaUion brooTas big as a dul^
^. It was a pl^sant, shrewd face, with a strong look of Bert

h^v 2t^^5T- P^^l^^Ps she also, in fei^iine fashion

5 .^if^ ^T^ ^^ ^y^^- I^erhaps she would h^^l
derstood better than his father her sonCremark, «to^ m^
ever-and-ever-amen sort o' business, for my taste »

It was ^ose words, more than anything dse. that hadawakened Derek's sympathy for the sScy boy^ho had^evidently resented his intrusion and old GosL's biSS S
,T>ff"^^- .^ r^' ""^ ^^''' '^'y ^^« °^ore than Mf r^^
sible for the third act of sheer impulse that stood to his crX-or discredit -- m one short day. Yet, had any one called him aZ Tt>,''>P"'f' ^' ^^^^ ^^' stoutly -and n^hS^-!

tW J^'
"npeachment. It would be nearer the truth to saythatc^ root qualities in him were so vigorous, so assured,

that when the appeal was to one of these, action wks swift aS
nSn, r^"^ ^J '^ ''^^'^S '^^' besets a more com-plex frame of mmd. Perhaps this is why a genuine act of im-
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pulse fa 80 rarely regretted. We mfatrust, at our peril thedeeper promptings of the heart, which, in vital matteVsteS^a mier course than the head through tJie crosJ^«,JT'of^
Derek went straight to the square bay window, and

'

^ery clement wide. After weeks of living in the open, cur-
tarns and windows stiU seemed invenUons of the devil

n^^^K ^f"""
"^^^ '^ ' ^^ P^' ^P^ <>^ <^«"d. A gibbousmoon hung low and reo over Burnt HiU faintly iUui^ting

a^ A Tcl^of
\'^^^^ i^I^P<»t3 set veiy wide^. A ghost of a breeze stirred the sycamore under the^dow; and that faint sound intensified the larger sUUn^

1 '^"f ^^^' ^*^^ ^^""^ ^ ^^ on« armchair, and
leisurely fiUed hfa pipe. The statement that he was dog t^had been a pardonable exaggeration, an excuse to escape from

to'f^'Z"^^-'^*^^"^.^'-
H«^ Just sufficient tiredto feel that ^okmg a pipe m an armchair and turning over thecontents of his brain was occupation enough for any man ofav^ge mteUigence. And the day's events provided muS

material for reflection. Breakfast and Paris seemed endless
ages away. . , ,

'^

More than eva now, he was glad of the impuke that hadsent him on to Ashbourne. Queer how often such trifles seemed
to form hinges on which the big things tumed. To-night, inC^hng's stuffy httle parlour, he had stumbled on the fulfihnent
of an ambition datmg from the time when first his acute sense of
justice and sympathy with the under dog had given him a tilt
towards Soaahsm; a tilt hardly to be escaped these da^^. byany thoughtful young man. How far it propels him is largely
a matter of temperament, circumstance and— dare one M?-- an innate capacity for facing facts. Derek, as has been seen,
ah-eady began to detect the fundamental flaws in that Utopiai^
panacea for every ill that man's flesh and spirit and bank-book
are heir to. He was critical of men and things, simply because
of his urgent need to know their real nature; and bt .use the
doubtmg, searchmg spirit of the true scepUc lay at the root of
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his hunger for knowledge and truth. Very early he had realized
that the School and University he loved were mere tributaries
to the turbulent mam stream of life. Very early his brain and
heart had reached out to those vast regions beyond the fringes
of mere pleasantness in which he lived.

If only he could enter into those regions 1 If he could, even
in a measure feel, from within, the struggles of those who live
bravely and bitterly, whose hand is against the comfortable,
the leisured, the richl Then, perhaps, he might arrive at dis-
covering whether there was any virtue in the nostrums of
idealists for the sms and sorrows of the great submerged. For
himself he distrusted, innately, the champions of wholesale
subversion. He refused to believe that the world could possibly
be a better place to live in for any one, if Labour Members
wrangled in the House of Lords, and Buckingham Palace were
converted into a home for state-reared babies or decayed gentle-
women. But he had his share of the divine discontent and
healthy rebelliousness that is the Englishman's prerogative and
a sure guarantee that England is an abiding city.

One thing, at least, was certam, the move in the right direc-
tion ought to come from the men at the top. If aristocracy
meant anything it meant a genuine spirit of service and of
leadership toward those less favoured by heritage and tradition;
a deeper, more personal sense of responsibility among those
who have, toward those who have not. As for favoured casuals,
like himself, it was simply and obviously 'up' to them to give
those others a hand out of the mud and the ruts whenever
opportunity offered.

This last conviction was no mere heady impulse of youth
haloed with vague sentimentalism. It was a deep and dumb
necessity of his nature that might yet land him in troubled
waters: a quality that must have made his mother at once proud
and anxious had she eyes for any one on earth but her elder
son. To-night his first real chance had been given him; and
in his unhesitating response to it you have the measure of his
conviction.

But Bert's case was a comparatively simple affair; just a
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matter of cash. Among those others— the rank and file of the

^^"J.r ?!^ "^^ °''^ ^^ °^y' "°^ even the surest, solvent of
tiie diffindues that crushed their spirits and embittered their
Uves. The puzzle of puzzles for Derek~ as for aU who have
honesUy traveUed the same road— was how to get at them-
how learn to think their thoughts, see life from their angle of
vision. ^

SuperfidaUy, of course, the thing was done every day by
scores of zealous Churchmen and amateurs in philanthropy
Derek knew something of that from disconcerting personal
experience. He had spent part of more than one vacaUon at
certam East End Mission Houses; strong in the conviction
that young Oxford, very much in earnest, must have a genuine
message, genuine gifts, for those outside the gates. But soon
he had discovered, to his frank astonishment, that young Ox-
ford— and young Cambridge no less— had more to learn and
to receive from that underworld of struggle and limitaUon than
had seemed possible uj '\ a superficial survey of both.

This, in itself, was d stimulating discovery. The trouble
began when he perceived that the julk of his fellow-workers—
earnest and sincere men, honestly intent on "lifting the masses"— had never made it at all. It was as if one vital channel of
coimnunication were blocked; and it possibly accounted for a
good deal of disheartening failure. But there had been more
than one jar because he had ventured to speak his mind.
Rebuffed and puzzled, he had turned from his fellows, to the

men and boys who came readily enough to their meetings and
clubs. With them he had fared better— up to a point Be-
yond it, he could make little real headwav: and, rightly or
wrongly, he came to feel as if the whole fabric was built upon a
pleasant sham. In place of truths he was offered shibboleths-
and half the young ordinands he met seemed amazingly out of
touch with realities: well-meaning, spiritual-minded men, con-
tent to live and work in water-tiRht compartments, impervious
to the more rousing and staggering facts of life. That there
were notable exceptions goes \\nthout saving; but in th.- end
Derek had retired, baffled by the intangible barrier -d caste, by

i
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the complacaice of enthusiasts, who dispensed their own partfo
u^ar brand of other-worldly wisdom, like a patent medid^oo
often with scant knowledge of the patient's actual, urgent n^.
Derek s vahant efforts to emulate them had merely made ^im

^iu a)"^ ^°' ^^ P^'- Everything was so e^r for him

;

so hard for the men and boys of whose handicaps and strugKleshe knew next to notning, except that most of them had prolMTbly
never been given a fair chance.

P^uoaoiy

Baffled in his first round, he refused to accept defeat. Hewould get at than yet- those others~ in de^ce of obstadJand groove. He was beginning to think it could best be doneby trymg to share their experience and so catdi a glimpse of
their pomt of view. But -a large *but'-how far 4s tp^ibe for a man weU-bom like himself, to become merged

workmg m Uie common bread"? Practical difficulties wouldbe many and obvious; but the idea had not yet readied the^ctical stage. It had lain hidden in him, for months, lik^a^ gemunatmg m the dark: and to-night- stimulated byBert s ambition and Miss de Vigne's departure for Canada --
it^ent a green shoot above ground in the shape of a feasible

Admittedly, Lord Avonleigh's son could not became a work-
ing man m any part of the British Isles. But away there, on
the otiier ade of the world, it would be a comparativdy simple
matter. Why not have the courage of his conviction andmake the plunge?
A few years of roughing it would do him no cartiily harmHe was blessed witii a fine constitution. Much*footer'and run-

ning had made him 'hard as nails.' And he suddenly realized
that Avonleigh wiUiout his fatiier would be unendurable If
he mtended to leave England, now was tiie acceptable time.And agam -— why not?
His imagination caught fire. Details crowded into his brainHe would go out steerage, of course. The tiling must be done

thoroughly. And he would take merdy a handful of capital
8Udi as most emigrants scrape together for a nest egg against
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very rafcy days. Beyond that, he would not touch his aUow-
ance. He would leain what it meant for a man to make hisown way against odds, in a world where he was nothing moretMn so much raw human energy and capacity to be hired bv
the week or the month. H half the tales one heard were true,
the fact that he was of gentle birth would excite no particula^
suspiaon or surprise. Canada and Australia were full of Army
and Umvo^ity men who had gone under, either through iU
fortune or ill domg: and he must resign himself to being reckoned
a fragment of that lost legion.

^
A passing temptation to go out with Bert— unknown, of

couree, to any one but Bert -was promptly thrust aside.-lUt would be to shirk the genuine adventure; to make an
artificial thing of it, hke fancy slumming. Also -there was
toe honour of Avonleigh; dear to him as to any of them, in spite
of Van s velvety cratch about bl nam de pUitne. On this oc-
«5ion. Van need feel no quahns. Tht nom de plume was an
essential part of his equipment— /- « *u

And with a start he discovered that this trifling affau- ofchangmg his name was the most distasteful part of the whole
busmess. He had as Uttle self-love in him as iiy young maS of
kis yeai^: but ne found -with a touch of amu4i d^may-
thathelov«lhisownname. Its link with the inner Derek was
vital; and he felt sure he would never answer to any other.The impulse that, m its broad aspect, had seemed simple enoughgrew more complex the longer he looked at it

'

Suddenly, trough the fog of his dilemma, ihere flashed ahappy idea. He had merely to knock the "o" out of Blount-and his name was shorn of its link with his father's house.-

pS![^k
"^"^^ T ^"^S ^^" ^ shed at any price,

n^v ?^ T""^^^^ ^^ ^^^ ^« P^^ge ^^ HonoiSable

H fu r ^?^J ^1°"^* ""^^^ ^^°^« P^ I>erek Blunt.He felt he had been let down easily; but there remained the

fetoerT^^'°''
~" ^""^ """^ of aU this did he intend to tell his

He was a clumsy hand at mangling the truth. Suppose hemade a vahant effort and confessed his keen wish to amVeat a

I
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more intimate knowledge of the working man's character and
views? Would he ever succeed in making them understand?
His mother's fastidious sense of propriety would be outraged.

His father would probably shrivel up his immature arguments
with a few sarcastic remarks. Van and Ina would treat him to
a mild flow of chaff. At best, they would look on him as a
harmless lunatic. At worst, they would suppose him infected
with the rank spirit of industrial socialism, in which case he
would certainly lose his temper and with it his slender chance
of a fair hearing.

No: he supposed he was a coward; but he did not feel like
facing that ordeal. His adventure might seem no more to
others than a mere boy's prank; an excuse to elude the shackles
as long as he could. It meant a great deal more to him. Right
or wrong, the conviction grew— while he sat there smokinr^
and dreaming late into the night— that if a fair percentage of
young men in his positior could be induced to spend two or
three yeai^ of early manhood knocking round the world in
earnest— instead of knocking about town and sampling con-
tinental dties— there might yet be some chance of restoring
the natijral alliance between peasant and landowner: an alliance
undermined, in the eighteenth century, by callous misuse of
power; still further strained when the wedge of mutual distrust
was driven in at a vuhierable point, by the Radical demagogue
angling for votes; and snapped outright in these later days by
the absentee landlord, the curse of the country. I

For all his youth and his engaging touch of Oxford omni-
science, Derek was no mere tyro on this vital question that
England ignores or mishandles at her peril. He had been
reared, not among those who prattle of 'The Land' at dinner-
tables or flourish it on party platforms, but among those who
live on it and for it, whether high or low. At Oxford, he had
chosen the eighteenth and nineteenth centuries in England for
his special period of history; and had probed deeper into his
subject to gain his modest Third than Van had done to secure
the Second that had so narrowly missed being a First. Un-
questionably, also, he owed a good deal to his friendship with
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that keen and capable young landowner, Mark Forsyth. If he
could not yet see more than a few facets of a large and many-
sided subject, he had the root of the matter in Iiim. He loved
the land— pasture and arable, moor and forest and bUlowing
downs, and its sturdy inexpressive people: loved it all for its
own sake, simply because it was England: for which very good
reason he felt impeUed, in his practical fashion, to try and en-
large his understanding and widen his point of view.
Could he have poured out to his father, naturaUy and simply,

one-half of what he thought and felt about it aU, matters might
have taken another and a happier turn for them both. But
though the very young and the very old have some mysterious
link of then: own, the gulf between youth and middle age is
curiously deep and wide, only to be spanned by certain rare
quahties of mind and heart. Between Derek and his father
was no bridge of understanding secure enough to tempt the
boy across. Nor did he feel competent, as yet, to express the
large, vague thoughts that were moulding his character and
his whole future life. A clumsy half attempt at explaining
hmiself would be worse than useless. His pride refused to
chance the risk. He would simply state his wish to travel
mdely for a few years, and get a UtUe first-hand knowledge of
the Empire.

He did not look forward to that uncomfortable half-hour-
but he must make out the best case he could for himself and
hope to «cape with a reprimand. Jack must be told, of course
The good fellow would laugh at him and quite faU to see the
point. But m Jack's chaff lurked no flavour of contempt, such
as Derek was perhaps too ready to suspect in the case of Van
The one person with whom he felt really eager to discuss hi^
notion was Mark, whose enthusiasm would not faU to meet him
more than halfway; and Derek was one of those difficult people
who need to be met halfway if anything like intimacy is ever
to be achieved.

A nuisance that the Forsyths were m Scotland. But October
would see them back at Wynchcombe Friars— and then thtnp«
would really get a move on. . . .

.;
(

f-

i-

4'

m^



S8 THE STRONG HOURS

At this point he became aware that his pipe had gone out and
that his brain was bemused with sleep too long deferred. He
flung up his anns; yawned extensively and glanced with a shade
less disfavour at the forbidding double bed. Now that matters
were settled, he felt better satisfied with things in general than
he had done for some time.

Rather odd, he reflected sleepfly, as he turned up the blue
gas jet to a yellow flare, that a chance meeting with Jack's
sister and the mishap of his inappropriate arrival should, be-twmi than, have served to crystallize a decision so momentous
to hunself, so entirely disconnected with them. The Hinges
again! And as his head sank deep into his pillow, he wondered— still more sleepily— what fresh discoveries and failures laym wait for him behind the door that hung upon those hinces -•
just temptingly ajar?

^
It was characteristic of Derek that he practically counted on

faUure. The very word success had about it a suggestion of
finahty that weakened its appeal to one who was an adventurer
at heart.

- ¥

END OF BOOK I
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Chapter I

Wi^*'^'<^f'**mea»,nihaty,meU,Uskattb€ measured to you again.

St. Lukx
Dereks peculiar fashion of considering his mother was in
tiie arcmnstances very much to the point. For once in aWhe had done precisely what she would have had him do- and

tS^Z- \^''''^'^.'^'''^^ '^^^ ^^ him more pdn or
sausfaction it were hard to say. His jealousy of VanS^uld
certamly have been sharpened could he have trespassed on thepnvacy of her thoughts that afternoon as she drovehme fr^her fortnightly visit to the Cottage Hospital.

fn^^nfv^"" ^"f"^'
^ ^"^^ ^y °^ ^« neighbourhood, shefound this one tne greatest bore. But it was a social poiit of

r^°"J ^^ ^T^ «°«»««^e°ts; also, she beUeved Sat thepoor de^s' would miss her if she failed to turn up. ButtoXv^e had felt ahnost pateful to them for diverting her mind a

«hS MT ^l ^l^": '"^^^ ^°"y ^^ had troubled the
still wa ers of her hfe since Van had frightened all Avonleighby mdulgmg in pneumonia on the top of influenza seven yews

^™Jh *i. ^y?. ™ ^^°^ ^8^' *« ^ had suc-cumbed to the evil thmg, that had left her a little deaf and
accentuated a tendency to nervous heart trouble -just suffi-aenUy pronounced to be very useful on occasion, without giving
her family undue cause for amdety. It had saved her fromsuccumbmg to that smelly and terrifying modem infliction

-

the motor-car. And now -as she rolled homeward in her
victoria, with a sqmrrel rug tucked round her knees— there
crept mto ho- mind a hope that it might save her from the stiUmore tm^g prospect of five years' banishment from Eng-
tona and Avonleigh— and Van.
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Of co™ the appointment was flattering to Evan- but-her plans for the winter were practicaUy setUedfl^S'she rZ

^^cISttoZ^^T"^'''''.' ^^ ^^^^^^ intrusion of tS^expected into her daily round of pleasant, foreseen thingsReaUy it was most inconsiderate of Lord piehaml F^Jf;
didn't at all Uke the thought of Evan glg^St h^ bStthe thought of going with him she liked infinU~.

^""^ ^"'

w^'so^e^hl'^'^ ^•''^l'^
'^"' '' ^^°'^ ^« «^«J. Thatwas so hke him: leavmg her to worry out alone, with never a

'

no longer s t gracefuUy on the fence -an attilX^^v™ent for herself and singularly irriuting toZr^*^^
The prospect of twenty-four houis' resni>. ^r,A . •

alone with Van, was babn in GuS T^'^= T'
Derek had delayed hi, retumTb«Tts^^r^ ^'n^ leuhem^ow where he was or'^Tw^C'S^'t^S«Pect hnn. These htUe uncertainties always worri«i WHeW that perfectly weU. But he never t^bW^h^
Wults of this graceless, resUess new century that was ranidtvmaking the world an hnpossible place forZ^T' ^t^eLondon- social London- was afreadv 'rni^ihS.™ 1?^
at Avonleigh, one was not altogeth^™rt«ek^d fca

'

-m their uiterly different fashions- brought ed^i f^„ T.mod«n whirlpool into her land-locked harto^r ""^thIns etmia^ how and why; his uncomfortable trick^fle^,ttrough plausible evasions; Ina, with her hardX™S?
MercrfuUy dear Van was enough of a Barnard to have escat«dthe contagion He was so weU-mamiered, so r^tfi a^^aderate that she forgave hm, for telUng her KTutUe rlu^ aZt"hmi^lf. They would talk things ov^ to-night"i^ f^e-
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ccntly veiled corner of her heart lurked the Lope that he would
fortify her own slowly gathering resolve.

On rea hing home she found him in the hanunock still asleep.
His mouth had dropped open a little— not unbecomingly;
his half-smoked cigarette had fallen and singed a favourite
Persian rug. Had Derek been the offender, her instant sensa-
tio". would have been pure amioyance. As it was, she merely
thought: "Poor darling! He must have been tired." And for
a few moments she stood watching him with a little, tugging
ache at her heart.

It was the boy she still saw, rather than the man who— for
all his affectionate ways— had i jen slipping insidiously out of
reach for the last ten years. Asleep, his face lost the imprint
of the world and regained its innocent serenity, from which
purely natural phenomenon she gleaned comfort, in view of
certain fitful speculations about whole tracts of his life that lay
outside her ken. She liked the smooth sweep of his eyebrows;
the fastidious curve of his nostril, rather more marked than her
own

;
the long lines of his figure and small aristocratic head. In

effect it was the masculine projection of herself that she wor-
shipped in the person of her sleeping son. The idea of leaving
him for five years roused in her the strongest emotion of which
she was capable. And Evan— who did not tiouble to under-
stand her— was probably taking it all for granted up there in
Town—
The prosaic dread of damp disturbed her musings, and re-

luctantly she went back into the house.
The drawing-room was fragrant with the famt, sweet scent

of late roses, and a footman was putting fresh logs on the fire.

It was a lofty room, hung with French and English water-
colours. Long windows heavily curtained looked out upon the
lawn. A portrait of herself, in grey velvet and old lace, stood
conspicuously near the grand piano. It was still fresh enough
to give her a small shock of pleasure whenever she looked at it.

But this evening her gaze dwelt on a pastel study of Van, aged
ten, that hung above her inlaid bureau. She wondered how
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W'^i

I

invalid chair by the fi^
™ sctued herself, as usual, in an

lying face do^^'^on t S- t/"^^ "P. ' "°^^^

discreeUy withdrew. swkchSil^ ^ff .u ^' ^ "^"^^ ^^"^^
leaving ^nly the^^^^of the ,- ^^T^^^^ l^^ht,

elbow. * °^ ^ "*« lamp at her mistress's

Jtotely beauty aid sh3 ,^"!?^T"^ T"' "' ""«
bulwark against the rising"de^w^t^h T *^ "^ ''*'

•he agreed to go out with F™„ ™"rt>ea-century unrest. H

ttt..' whom^e^^^^'' i^fVT*"J" '^^ '^•
and damp ...

" '™"' »"«' "«kes and insects

She would never get a wink of linr, ^n. .t
hanging over her; a, Van WTo be h^;„ ^.'^ "ncertamty

not altogether wiihout^tl^t^eTh^'?""'"" *"<' '' '™»
and old b^ complettag tte rffe* v^^^ ".^"^ <^ ^'^-^
«-on flower. Van noti^d su^^""^ '^'^'"'^ •««-

th^;hff..?<:ir<i^; %i.r^yt^'>^-<^^K'^ ^e
top-hole gown for a kind ofn^X^" ^"^ '""^

^^l

but hJ^'real reasoresS^Sn'^ogtfL" "" "^ «»-«''
Dmno- was very much as Derek had u^jined ir -n. .

1*^"' ?.'^''*"> *' '** negligible. *^ "' ™* «'-

Nothing of nnportance could be said whilt. ti,. . n .. ,and the taU footn^ bovcred i„ the'^l.^'i'^teTfe^S
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birds of prey. Jennings, the butler, suffered from an unorthodox
t^-mkle in his blue eye, which he tried to conceal under a mask
of fierceness. And his fierceness to-night was i-henoraenal. He
knew perfectly weU there was 'something in the wind '; that her
tod>-ship was longing to 'have it out with Mr. Van.' But he
dared not appear to hurry the sacred rite even out of considera-
tion for her. So for half an hour she made tritr remarks about
the weather ot mutual acquaintances; and T a wAe trite re-
marks about the food and criticized the sb x)t:v cf h* iH. i-di
in the North. Then the door dosed for t' , b.3t ih\j a iu ^e
applied the spirit-lighter to his cigarette
"ShaU I stay, dear?" she asked. £mu. d^.irttui^ h v .a

drawing-room were taboo.

Van smiled and nodded; and they i -oved i :io arr> Jiairs by
the fire.

^

"You're feeling pretty worried, I expect," he -.c^ziUd sym-
pathetically. "Are you hoping, sub rosa, thai . ..Ul come to
nothing?"

He was the only one of her children who would have ventured
such a remark: and she shook her head at him with a tolerant
smile of reproach.

"Father's interests must" be one's first consideration."
"That's to say, you aren't violently keen yourself?'*
She sighed and sipped her coffee. "Well, hardly, <!ear atmy age, and in my uncertain state of health. I'm a bad travel-

ler. Entertaining isn't one of my strong points; and as far as
I can gather a woman of position m India does very little else
The question is— with aU these drawbacks, would I be any use
to your father out there, or would I simply add to his worries
and anxieties?"

Light began to dawn on Van.
"What does Father think about it?"
"/ don't know. Does one ever rcaUy get at what he thinks— about personal things?"

"It's a bit of a problem certainly. But you can't expect him
to say outright that you wouldn't be much use. Perhaps he's
taking it for granted you'll go."

I
-.'sm^
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Van glan<^ at h^ under his eyeUds. She was a woman whostncUy preserved the decent reticences of home life, and she

?o^e^rh n.r -T-r ^^ ^ ^^'^"' ^^'^ *° ^- ^heir feeling
for each other, if it existed, was so carefuUy hidden that it was
difficult to imagme they had ever been lovers. Privately. Vanbeheved they never had.

/»»*"*

«t,C!5\^ ^^ Jarred," he thought again, and the conviction
stirred his faale sympathy. But her rather pathetic remark

I^r'S 1,^^,1°!?^''^' ^ ^^ maintained a tactful silence andapphed himself diUgently to his cigarette.
She leaned forward and held out one hand to the blaze. The

/«^^ .rffv,^
transparencies of her long thin fingers, and the

fact that they were not quite steady made them look stiU more
fragile. Var. thought: "She reaUy isn't strong enough, andshe wants me to tell her so." 6 »

«*«

Her next remark confiimed him.
"How do you feel about it yourself, dear? I've been a Uttle

better tins summer; but then- that heart attack last month

^.^- WK ^°°^5^y <?^te is so trying. Is it better to takethe nsk th^ to faU him? Or would it really be unfair on him— and you? It « hard to know what's best for every one aUround. Do tell me candidly what you think."
Van was silent a moment, caressing his moilstache and notme^e queer upward shadows of the fireUght on her face. His

candid opmion was the last gift he was likely to bestow on anyone— least of all on her.
^

;'I think," he said at last, "that it's very hard on youbemg suddenly facei with such a big decision when you're
so far from strong. StiU, it would be rough on Father

of hlt^ '?"* ^''"* ^ * Governor, he must have some sort

hadlridJ^^^'
^^ difficulty," she began; and suddenly he

J'^x """"Tl
^^""'^'^ ^""* ^^«"- She knows India and

she's A I at that sort of thing —"
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Her gasp of relief was irrepressible. Marion Blount was her
husband's favourite sister: unmarried; the very person—

!

'My dear Van, how clever of you I It would take such a
load off my mind. Aunt Marion is so capable, and they are
the best of friends—"

'

"Perhaps Father had her in his mind," Van waxed bolder
seemg he had made a happy shot. "He probably thought
tlungs would be easier for you if he found out first about her
After aU, suppose anything went seriously wrong with you]
the extra wony and anxiety ivould come hard on him. But
It s for you— not for Father- to say that sort of thing— isn't

"Yes, yes, of course," she agreed with alacrity. "How
stupid of me I It was very thoughtful of your father. .

And you really feel my gomg would be inadvisable— on his
account, as well as my own?"
"Looks like it, doesn't it, all things considered?"
He thought he might be speaking the truth; and he knew

very well it was what she wanted him to say. So— being Van— he said it. That was his peculiar fashion of giving a candid
opmion; and it was one of the secrets of his popularity—
which he also knew very well. To-night it gave him partinihr
satisfaction; for he was fond of his mother and, on the whole
he would rather she stayed at home.

'

She had risen, now, and laid a light hand on his hair. "What
a comfort you are. Van," she said sofUy. "I knew things
would come straight if I could talk them out with you."
And Van thought: "Lucky old Dirks went off in a huff. He

would have been most infernally in the way."
Later on, he played to her a litUe. He "had a sympathetic

touch and picked up Ught music easUy by ear. And she pre-
tended to read the Court Circular column, because it wouldn't
do to let him guess the immensity of her relief.

Yet she had once honestly cared for her husband; and in her
colouriess fashion she still cared for him enough to wish—
quite perversely— that he should need her a little more than he
appeared to do. No doubt Van was right. He probably had
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Marion in his mind; and she had made herself miserable f«rnothmg. So, instincUvely, she drew fresh^^^^'J^
the weU-spring of her relief.

^°*

wi^nnfT"".
"^ ^'^ ^"^ ""^^^ ^^« ^°"»<J life distinctly duUwithout her tame menagerie of minor frets and S^Lc«^But she dr«^ the line at major ones; and it was S^^t

-^t TJ^V^VT.'' ^^ '^y seem™tfS.:
or twTl ^'^^fJ^. ''^^ ^^ 1»« ^o^d °^d her going

L^^T^^°^^"^^^^°°- No one seemed toTuS
t7^"^ ^' "^ °^ "^^^ y^ ^ ^«t she huTge^l^Ta^d^never dreamed that she was simply reaping Lie Ll^

uaJl'SS.^'' '^*! "^u
^"^ ^^^^- She had let him gmd-

ouamity. and there were moments— as to-night— when she^ Tf h^r'S^IL^?' 'r '^"^^ ^^™ behind^e r^!
?w T. ?^^^ ^^ ^^""^ reticences and the Momim
bS*y tci, Het^"?- ^Ti

'^^?"^ ^S^^ someti^rn
Twl^ whfr^.

mteUectual interests, his own menagerieot worries^ which he no longer shared with her. True it™
or'h^rB^Lfh^f "°^r^y ^-p p-^i' iZ
,-»\5f^1 ^ ^® *^ ^** P*y ^e price of disabiUtv which

^fte^qy^te as heavy as the price of sin.

"^"""^^y' ^^^

recdv^^i?'.^^"^ °°u
"^^ ^>^ ^^ ^« ^«1 for bread and

irr Eirfn; ^^'^j^^^^d^^elybesaidtohavefo^d

U de se^e J^S^"^^^ ^"^ ^^y ^"«^t^ l»«i be«^ a hard

effert TT^nn ^'.* "^"^'""^ ^^^ P"* ^^ °o tendrils: iri

?!^'a ^T mmiature edition of her father. So where

^^Z ^:''t<l"T' ""^f r"^"^'^ chance"^:
SroTi- u^

And even witli her adored Van s^^ had neverestebhshed anything like real confidence or intiiLcy

B^e wLni^r ;• ""f ^ * °^°^^' to her sons. Instead.

£;rr;strbt:oik:t^^ ^- -^°« ^^ ^--
.

It was not in her to perceive the difference between mother
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!ove and mCTc maternal instinct that wears thinner with each

l^'J""
^' ^^r ^o— ^d now would nZeT^'l

that aU progressive love, like progressive life, is by death- thatthe divine dictum, "man mu..t die to Uve," is no arbitr^ d^o^but a fundamental law of life and growth.
*

Only now and again she felt oppressed by a vague consdous-n^ of failure all round in her home relations; anTthe wo^

thiH^ b"1^ finished playing they talked fitfully of trivialthmgs. But his good-night kiss when she rose -on the stroke

« "~^^ less perfunctory than usual.

^n„M i "!?'
"^1^' ^** *^°°'* ^°"^'" ^« ^^ ^dly. "FatherW)uld be the ast person to let you run any risli. If AuntManon goes with him, you 'U both be satisfied."

And --you?" she ventured, a hand on his arm.as smile was half tender, half amused. "Weil, naturally" the answer is in the affirmative 1

"

»
u^auy

And with that she had to rest content.

•r

M

i.i
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Chapter II

»t™ngly™odeIir„<S'Lr^^„^^»^-t'^"'™w,. The
was the face of a m»„ ^^ "".JMled also to correspond. It

The eye^ S,dL^ ^T^.f "«'?". w^thdram, fa spirit

gleam: and inlngTor a^^.T^l™? ^"^ » «""*«
swoop, very dUcon^gtf^T^^''^^ "^ * '"""""ko
a man of the world's ouU<»k ,^7?^ ^ the moment. With
hidden idealism of the^„^.K

knowledge he combmed the
Scot: a finTa fomi^lkSrA"".^ •"" """'^ ^^" "' «>«

whether his unZpZ^^^S^t^,^^Z"' ^ "^1 *° ^^
»ade him the more difficulKt^S," "' '"™'""

thqr were alone in the drawing-room ^ ' ™ " "*"

heS^^g^etrgrX'ce^'Zlj'tn?^ ^"><^ -"- ««
^ving his am.ou„cement toeTr^T &','° •'''~''

Se;^w„i^idtv?srtS:'e*^^ ^ ^" '"^^'^y

-e per^nal to^ emerge flnulSI'l^S^" X^i
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what made Evan so distracting. He would talk by the yard
about things that nobody wanted to hear: yet if one questioned
him about reaUy important detaUs, one would b« extinguished
on the spot. She could say nothing, of course, while Van was
there; but with the appearance of the tea-tray he tactfully
effaced hunself, catching her eye as he went.
She thought, with a glow of pride, "How perfectly he does

these htUe thmgsl" And, after aU, skill in just those UtUe
thmgs goes far to make the livableness of life.

Lord Avonleigh further delayed matters by asking for a
whiskey and soda instead of tea.

Not tm he had poured it out and settled himself in his deep
chair did she launch the tremendous question:

*• Evan— how soon? "

"WeU, as soon as possible. Fareham's in a bad way; and I
would like to be on the spot when he saUs. I said— three
weeks. Personally, I could manage it sooner, but I knew you'd
want time to turn round."
She stifled a faint gasp of dismay. He heard it and gave her

one of his quick looks.

"I don't want to hustle you, my dear. Isn't three weeks
long enough to coUect the indispensable clothes and medicines
and patent preventives?"
Van was wrong, hopelessly wronp. But how could she sUp

gacrfully off the fence if Evan was going to talk like that?
Her heart was jerking unevenly and her hands were cold If
he would only seel

But he was looking at the picture of Van over her bureau:
and he did not even seem to notice the gap of silence between
his question and her tentative reply.

" It isn't tiie shopping and the packing Uiat upsets one. It's
the— the wrench— "

^

"Of course it's a wrench." This time he did not look at her.
I never thought / should leave the old place again for any

length of time. And I don't half like it -for many reasoni
But Wyntoun rubbed it into me that I'm the man they want
out there now. And tiie money wouldn't come amiss."

•4
m.

f
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"But, Evan— the cUmate-" she began.

••u !!?™ "osqoitoes and the white ants!" he took her in.with hj8 baffling half-smile. "It's possible we mT.^^ttem aU m Government House. The^plete cha^e ,^do
r,Zl*?'*.°''^- ,E»^«y»"™i»d«UrounrBo«a vasUy mterestmg place, Esther. Indian women thoTw^
kno™g,.swdlasourownpeople. Marion envi«yor^help you aU die can. I told her to come along down tivmorrow and get you going. Rather a good idea U Z^^TJtjmhusjor the cold weather. She coTput you tZZy^
He broke off with a start, for his wife's teaspoon clatteredagamst her cup, and her hand shook so that thec^v^^

sending a cascade of hot tea into her lap. Any ki^doSw^dness was so unlike her that Lord ^Avonl^nLft^^^

"My dw Either! " he exclaimed: and before her shaking

was kneeling on the heart h-rug dabbing her skirt.
Very clumsy of me," ,he mumured.

likeXT'''
'"^^ ''"'"'^'" " '^•'- "^^ y»"'" *»«»«

His Marching look drew fhe unwilling blood into her cheek.-and before she could speak the words, so carefX plljS^taadvance, she knew ther, was no need fW them ^ ^ "

don't hit^i .„
said slowly in a changed, hard voice. "You

I^S" "^'
*"^ ''"'"™"' '"' yo"-

He had risai from his knees- carefully because of rheu-

sriC4^r.u:s:;i°°^ ">^^ -^ ^^^ ^^

iJ^ZuT ""' "' '""'^ °"* "'"«' "- t°^^ her

JflfSnl^'??."'"^-
"^o- -'<»' "^y - It's

"It nevCT is— when we fol'ow our own desires."He saw her wince without compimctiou. He could be ua-
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nj^dful when hm or angered; Md at the moment he was

She drew herself up, stung by his tone.

^; wS wa^JlTd .^t'^r^unnVet' '°

Wnow'^^Sy'wIu'-^ * ""^' ^""^ " "I'-' '•^"'•

"tllJT"
perfectly weU," he said, with his deadly quietness

v^jn,'^^,^'^''-"^ ""1 fanciful -havTne^yet hmd^ed you from doing what you are keen aboT"

i«fZ'^^'
that I am that detesuble thing -"a ,^

"I don't deal in implications. The truth is that when «

about Bombay. I can take Marion. She'U jumD at the Xr
Z of2'S..?'°"«''

^™ •^«'" '^' - --- if^^rs
ffisreasonablene^ pricked her to sudden penitence.Of course I would, Evan, in some ways; but -"^He sJenced her with a gesture, and pointed at her disfigured

Jlf^ '' '""f
"^ *"^'""'- * """^ "ever knows when shehas said enough. Now get on with your tea." '^ "'"'° ^"o

Her hand had so pathetic a titmor that he ouietlv toot th»
teapot from her and fiUed the cup himself Xgrnft at

o tr;.LrirrTf
^°"'"?'«"'»»^ » •>" husband that ioiitn puizled h.T and sometmies shamed her -as now U,-would stab her with his tongue under r ovoca,i„r and a f"w

::^.^'juT'
"'^- ^^'""

''^ --"^ «""-^^
K, "P'^r." f"

"""^''^ "^"- I'"' no' R"ini! to <lraE vou outby the hair of your head." Uc gravely hanL her a pbu ol S f-

ii
M
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sandwiches, then sat down as before, and empUed his tumbler.
Will you allow me one cigarette?"
"Of course."

"Thanks. I'm tired."

He leaned back and stretched out his legs, regarding her
with his odd half-smile— whimsical, inscrutable. "I'vea. good
few problems to worry over, too. Things started here and there •

and I shan't be able to see them through. Also there are my
household appointments to make— out there. Naturally I
should like Van for my Private Secretary. He's had good
trammg, and he'd be useful in the social line. I thought you
two would work well together."

She put down her teacup rather suddenly.
"Are you going ... to take him?" she asked in a toneless

voice, carefully controlled.

"I should like to, of course. It would be a comfort to have
one member of my family with me."
He knew quite weU that she was on thorns; perhaps regret-

ting her own withdrawal. But aU things considered, he felt
she deserved it. He even took a wicked pleasure in balancing
the pros and cons.

^
"That would nr.ean— shuttmg up Avonleigh?" Her ques-

tion was addressee to the middle button of his waistcoat.
" Yes. Or letting it. That's one of the drawbacks "

*

"Rather a big one, isn't it?"

*"M—yes. But would Van care to live here in any case?"
"Would he care to spend five years out of England?" she

countered, desperate, but controlled.

"You mean— you wouldn't care about it," he corrected her
with p)erfect suavity.

"I said 'Van,' Evan."
He discerned a faint challenge in her tone, and his thin Ups

t\Mtched under his moustache.
"It's six of Van and half a dozen of you as far as India goes.

The Empire means precious little to either of you It's my
one real quarrel with Van. Five years of Bombay would be a
liberal educaUon for you both. But you needn't be afraid.
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(You were -- mortaUy- three minutes ago.) He'd vote for

fin^'^r.*''"'' ^T "^^ her lite a warm cordial. Thetagere Umt grasped an arm of her cliair slacltened mH a!
Im hds, he thought: "Poor Esther! She was h^ W, nZshe can stand up to it- «,*« she chooses."

"'

Aioud he said: "However, if he stays at home, he must outX^ M^et^'^.lr
Avonldgh.^1 shall giieli^'^c^powers. Make him fuUy responsible for things. He's t^Xhad enough of that so far. Malcohn's invaluSle- buts^

T^"^ M l.'^'^^
"''"^ l^™* the boy witTme,'! ^LSf^lt^advmble that one of us should remam on the spot

"

.„Zf'
-1° '^ 5^'*' * ""^ important consideration " she

oTt:StSS K^''
'^°^'^' »"<• "' -^^ -' the tor;,ft

on"ot^p;to?rLT"'°''"""
But rmgUd we're agreed

Soon after that he left her; and as the door closed behindhm she l«ned back fa her chair, eriiausted with r^^tnt^^
it aU, yet rmmeasurably relieved.
Twaity minutes later he was in the saddle- the finest armcha^m the world; his London attire exchanged TofrZhtweeds, leggmgs and a faded felt hat: a very old ^^d to wwSh^ clung obstmately in spite of fitful reS^nstran^L f^^^

see^whafnro'^'^'^'.r
^P^'"' '^ "^" ^^^^ '^ Ashbourne and

nouses. Would he ever see them completed?
The cnsp, dean September air, the rhythmic movement andtlie res ful companionship of the sensitive creature hTr^emagically removed aU ti^ce of weariness from his b^y andbra^n. The jar of his wife's defection had made him unplSl!

thl%rT ?"' '^: ^' '"" ^y' h-d been more^f aTtr^
Tni / )^ "^Z

^^^^ '° ^' ^^^ ^ °^ i" the prime erf Sf^-and health. He would Lax. given much to f^l auitetf
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«« about that lart. It m, hfa confirmed opinion- sh««?by nmny strong men -that doctor, were m«";Tool, ^fthey could be very disquieting fools- on occasion- « he^discovered yesterday afternoon. It would ne^ do thou^for a man to let himself be hamstrung by the m^tifi '« ,1?

'

rri'^'.'i"*^-. '^''P«»<'evSil,tnXuvl^
robbed of three gumeas, in aU good faith, by an hor«tV^
to of hfe with nothmg worse than an accident or two and a^htaoriUness to m«- his clean biU of health. OnlyZCuielast few years rheumatism had laid stealthy hand! ud^ hii^'a»d sen^tion, of pam and heaviness, whJe n»1 siSj^'warned him mtermittenUy that vital parts of the UtUeWdedinner machinery were out of gear.

u'ue-regaraed

At first this had made him n^ous and uncomfortable »
l^^^ r^r ?PV° '««™« " "-e first^T^But he had despised himself and had liv«i the tiitogl^'

S:bS^a"'mtor'^-T. *"•;;'"' "™*' <^^^^»Zestabjslied a monopoly m that line. Once or twice he ha/f|poken to her casuaUy on the subject, and thr«.tLS^Sul^on her preserves. Farrar, the family doctor hS^\. f^
lor the which hberty Lord A^o^^^^^^^^'^C'
R^nembenng these things, he found himself wonSg
^1 to^ri^ "l

^"^^ ""*' °' »^* t""- •« had the^more'reason to shrmk from five years of Bombay, plus hard work andW tesponsibiUty In the hght of her rrfWiracZ^y
him, he saw her wifely concern of yesterday morning andXr

thfit^'
« .'•""'J'l •« wse enough lo avoid anything ofthe kmd. Po^ibly he wronged her. And very cerlainly he

toned home tired, acutely aware of the coming wrench- and

the support of her wifely approval. He had hoped to enlist her

Burs '^ '^'""' *''?'? ""' ™- '""y than w^ilT wornBut the very manner of her greeting ha-J jarred; and before he
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could make any real headway the truth was out: aO his hardnessand bitterness up in arms.

kn^'LT'''^'^^*''
^"^ °' "^' "^"^ ^"' ^' ™8ht have

Always, at difficult con.ers, when the real man in him hadreached out to the real woman in her. she had m«.t s^ai;
failed him: and she never seemed to be aware of the fac^LTherem lay the tragedy- for herself and for him.

It cannot be said that Lord Avonleigh's dependence upon'any human bemg was easily discernible. There ran thro^hh^ whole nature an aloof, impersonal streak, which he had

K^r;i!" * "!^r' ^^^ "^^"^ ^°= y«^ "°^« the surface,mboth the natural need was there. Other women had dis-c«ned It- which did not exactly meet the case. But EstherAvonleigh-a mild, unaggressive egoist -had smaU gift forr^mg between the lines. For aU that, he did not doubt iZ
affection -or his own. Though love, as an active emoUon.

hS hii n; K-
^\«°-^d-twenty how arroganUy certain hehad been of his own heart and his own wisdom! How hotly he

ifi-T?!?*.u^
'°°'^'''' opposiUon which had unconsciously

^t^r^ '

'^^"'' ^'^ ^°°dered whether a good few mis-taken marriages were not so made.
But he was not addicted to futUe burrowings into the pastThe present demanded his utmost attention, hkutmost en^*and the necessity for speeding-up aU round braced him to spSiunauthorued aches and pains.

^
His dinner with Wyntoun had fairly extinguished that de-'hided specialist. The two men were at once old Sends and'

t^ ^'^^''"'^^r'
""^ °^ ^'^ y^ ^^ had driftedapart. While Lord Wyntoun had been drawn deeper into the^htical ferment. Lord Avonleigh had retired froTan atmo!sphere of barren controversy and intrigue, thoroughly uncon-

dth^ toirr'?"';^'.'^"'/"^- Hecouldnotbringhimself^^er to idealize 'pohtics of the pavement,' or, for the^ake ofpTQcnaoit, to pruicbb a faith that was not in him.

'ii





MICROCOPY RESOUTION TEST CHART

(ANSI and ISO TEST CHART No. 2)

I 45

156

2.8

£ Urn

It "

2.5

2.2

JIII 1.8

^ APPLIED IfVMGE
I,nc

1653 East Main Street
Rochester, Ne« York 14609
(716) 482 - 0300- Phone
(716) 288- 5939 -Fax

US4



78 THE STRONG HOURS

V

"I don't disbelieve in the people— far from it," he had
written to Wyntoun, in justification of his attitude. "I merely
maintain that the whole people, and nothing but the people,
spells national collapse. Crowd mentality and crowd morality— what are they but mind and morals reduced to their lowest
common measure? And democracy rampant is crowd morality
in excelsis; the apotheosis of officialdom and inefficiency. I
regard it as a fever from which the real England may yet re-
cover— in due time."

Naturally Wyntoun disagreed with him, and liked him none
the less for that.

Meantime, while the fever raged. Lord Avonleigh quietly
stood aside and devoted himself, in his practical unsentimental
fashion, to the interests of his own share of England's popula-
tion on both estates. He seldom used his seat in the upper
House these days, and still more seldom spoke, except on Im-
perial affairs or to plead the unpopular cause of 'the Land'—
the whole land, forest, field and pasture— a subject he had
made peculiarly his own. The same impersonal streak that
isolated him in his home had kept him independent of party
shackles and party claims; with the natural result that he was
respected in both camps; popular in neither. He believed in
the British Empire; he was admittedly sound on social reform;
and his worst enemies could not impugn his integrity, his sanity,
or his breadth of view.

Hence Lord Wyntoun's bolt from the blue. He could have
paid his friend no higher compliment, of which that same friend
was very well aware.

Nevertheless he could not pretend to relish the prospect of
five years' banishment from Avonleigh and his wife and Van.
Mercifully he could rely on Marion, who would be much more
capable than Esther as helpmate and hostess at Government
House. He had a very real affection for his only sister and a
pleasant remembrance of their tour through India shortly after
hio mother's death; a tour that had been more than a mere
orgy of scenery and ancient cities and big game. By keeping
his wits alert, he had perceived much and inferred more. He
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had made several distinguished acquaintances of both races and
had kept in close touch with the country ever since.

Even in those days, when distrust w:\s heresy, he had deeply
distrusted German missionaries, German traders, and exalted
German travellers in search of sport. He knew very well that
affairs out there were more critical than the India Office cared
to admit; that he would have to curb his incisive tongue and
walk warily like a cat among bits of broken glass. And the
knowledge stmiulated hun. He rose to a difficult occasion like

a thoroughbred to a five-barred gate; and if he must leave
Avonleigh, he liked nothing better than administrative work.
He had enjoyed his fair share of it in Bermuda and New South
Wales; and he was fortunate— under a Radical regime— to

get another chance. He could pull through the five years with
reasonable care; and when they were over, he would relish

more than ever the abiding charm of this his own comer of

England that was like a part of himself; dearer to him almost
than any living being except the son for whom he held it in

trust. . . .

PV

He spent a satisfactory half-hour in going over his model
almshouses: and a little before sunset he cantered homeward
through the mellow stillness that brooded like an enchantment
on moor and wood and field.

Before him loomed the pine-clad curve of Burnt Hill, fretting

the gold like the teeth of a saw. On either side of him was
open roimtry, and in the flood of level light solitary trees seemed
to stand spell-bound, holding their breath. In shadowy cop>-

pices they huddled together like conspirators awaiting the

given moment. Unshadowed fields opened their hearts to the

splendour and the silence; for there was no sound anywhere
but the rhythm of Royal's hoof-beats and the occasional flutter

of an unseen bird. The whole earth was saturated with peace.

Qualms and anxieties were mysteriously spirited away. . . .

Nearing the great gates, he spied another solitary figure

ahead of him on the road: a figure with square-set shoulders,

swinging along at a steady pace. For a while he watched it

MBit'

'9a
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abstractedly with the wistful envy of middle age for the bound-
less energy of youth. Then recognition flashed on him.
Where on earth had the boy sprung from? Had Esther, inher perturbation forgotten to mention his return? And sud-denly he had an mspiration— Why not Derek?
He recognized it, ahnost at once, as a counsel of despair

JJerek was too young, too unsocial, too little amenable. Stillhe clung to the idea. He felt a secret reluctance- whichwould never have been suspected by his family -to face five

IZ\ ^T'!^^^^
uncompanioned by son, daughter, or wife.And he slackened speed to debate the matter with himself.

After aU, Derek had brains and character, and a vider range'
of mterests than Van. He might very weU develop into acapable Pnvate Secretary. But -what would he himsetfhave to say to it?

"*^ocix

id^'\t7fl''^^ ^^"f "^^^ ^" ^^^ ^°^ '^' ghost of anidea And the admission brought home to him, with unpleas-
ant force, how little trouble he had taken to make the acquaint-

gettmg to close quarters with the boy. Whether anything
would come of it only Derek could decide.
Lord Avonleigh gave the reins a shake and trotted briskly

towards that unknown human quantity— his second son



Chapter III

But we are cumbered with our egotisms;
A thousand prisms.

Hung round our souls, refract the single ray ^

That else would show us instantly the way.

T. E. Brown "'

At the sound of hoofs behind him, Derek swung round, smiled
in his sudden friendly fashion, and stood waiting for his father
to come up with him.

"Confound me!" thought the Viscount, "I never even noticed
what an engaging smile the fellow has."

"Hullo!" he said, dismounting and slipping an arm through
Royal's bridle, "where have you dropped from?"
"Ashbourne," answered Derek.
"Does Mother know you're back?'*

"I hope so. I wrote yesterday."
"That's all right. Had a good tune? "

"A ripping time. Suits me— that sort of thing."
Lord Avonleigh glanced approvingly at his sunburnt face.

"You look fit enough," he said. "I'm only just back from
Town. And Mother didn't happen to mention you at tea-time.
We had important matters to discuss." A pause. "Derek,
Wyntoun has offered me the Governorship of Bombay."

Derek's prearranged start came off fairly well. "Bombay!"
he echoed. "Are you going?"

"Yes. In a few weeks."
This time Derek's surprise was unfeigned. "I say! That's

sharp work. Mother too?"
"No. Mother is not strong enough. She will be better

—

in England."

"Rather hard lines— on both of you."
There was tentative sympathy in Derek's tone. He wanted

m
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""""*!

oiZ^ZilVl'^ ''^^ " '"^'- •""'"Portable senseoi repression in his father's company. To-dav tli^ Q+r««.^i.
seemed friendlier than usual; and with l^s X^' oS^^^^view he wodd have liked to make the most of it Bu^^^^^^^^^were tied and bound by the chains of their disabUities Thebridge Lord Avonleigh had neglected to build coddn^^^^
provised at will. Just because the unexpected note of sv^pathy struck home, he found himself unable tolswer hi s^^rem^k; and they walked on in silence through the ^^t'^n

T orH f"^'",^^5^^ ^.f^'
and put out a hand for Royal's rein.Lord Avonleigh smiled. "Thanks, old boy. But he prefeS it

^ the" siierl:^
'^"' ^"^''^ ^' "^^ ^^^ ^^^ way than

cuL'tTon^"F^t.^'
'"''' ^^'^ ^'''^ ^° ^^°t^« a personalquestion. Father— ar. you keen to go?

"

f- <"

T aI^ ^ 7^? ^^^^ opportunity and- a great compliment »

D^i^Z'T rrr' " 'f ^' ^^^^^^^ voiceX^madeDerek fear he had been guilty of clumsy intrusion "Thesituation out there is tickUsh- therefore int^r Lida

S
b,^-g ---ly h-tled along the fatal path of democr^^"!!m her case, peculiarly fatal. I haven't the arrogance to sup-pose I can prevent her Immoderates from running down a stem

h^r ""
T^ V

''^'' ^^' ^' ^'^'' °^^ ^ay be ablf to^ply theb^ake. If Wyntoun thinks I'm qualified, it's worth h^g a

fhl^u^^flu
^ l°^'*7o^der you're keen." But he did wonderthat his father should have vouchsafed him such an exhaiSiveanswer to a personal question.

exnaustive

vn?:"!-?
^7°"^^^^^ ^^^ked on a few paces. Then: "How wouldyou like to come out with me and have a hand in it, too7» heasked ^th one of his direct looks. «I could take j'ou as myPrivate Secretaiy. Literesting work. You'd soon get the ha"g

To say that Derek was taken aback is to give a shadoAvy ideaof his sensations. He was more than amazed. He was deep^
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moved. One clear thought smote through his confusion: "If
only it had been yesterday!" Refusal seemed so ungracious,
that he would have been tempted to accept and chance it—
yesterday.

To-day -- with the Great Experiment loommg ahead~ his
slow, tenacious brain could not suddenly swing round to the
opposite pole; neither could h^ forfeit in a flash those few extra
years of independence and his whole underlying idea.

It seemed to him— and to his father— an age before he
found his tongue.

"Of course— I'd like to go with you; and to see something
of India," he began in a voice that tried to be natural. "But— I'm afraid I'd be precious little use— I should have thought
. . . Van . .

."

"His qualifications go without saying." Lord Avonleigh's
tone had hardened. He felt refusal in the air. "Unfortu-
nately for me, it is not advisable that we should both be away
from Avonleigh for so long on end."
Derek thought. "That accounts for it. I 'm faute de mieux,

I'd never satisfy him, if I tried ever so."

And his father thought: "He's just as bad as the others.
Only considers himself." Aloud he said: "H Vm satisfied—
Where's the objection? You've been havering long enough;
and I gather that my proposal— broadly speaking— is not
distasteful to you?"
"Of course not. But— it's the last thing I'd have dreamed

of. Besides—"

His painful hesitation was so evident that Lord Avonleigh
struck in: "My dear boy, don't feel bound to put yourself out
as a favour to me."

It was not sarcastically meant; but long habit made Derek
take it so. He reddened furiously.

"It's not likely I'd think of it that way," he said, goaded to
frankness by pain and smothered temper. -'Hasn't my bril-
liant talent for muddling things been rubbed into me — by all
of you, ever since I was old enough to muddle anything? Is it
surprising I should hesitate?"

IJ

'• «- --

f M
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Lo"d^Ar*eSh™o"f
'"^"" ^* "'S' ^ go-e from

r.eil'.''°Tvrgofa'ToSfn'" r*'
*"'""' °'''"=' -'^ h^" -"'H-

arrive at r^co^ldS tiSisT^" "^"^ '* "^ ''" "«'"
"And you have done so? I admit- 1 didn't exDect it

"

I^rdfonleirh^ETrtthe^bTAS^^ul^'^e;
d

andBe.e..s4^wt''<^-:LSr;f^^^^^^^ with M, hoys;

mere brain stuff; but the bedrock thtol Sat"
'^'-

K^f
though the pores of your sidn." &ut«,td Wt S"?Inat sounds like moonshine T'm ^«ff .

on nis lip.

What I mean is that booU^t^e^aulSy^r.:; S^'tS?
uiiu tne eartn— He broke off, painfullv awar** tKo*- u-

havei^en studying 'The l^^lo^fijj^,?,? ^™ '"PP™ '"

Part? "•"^"^ """'^»°- «*^''= «•» Stimate objeX?
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I hadn t thought of that. I'd h'ke it well enough, though

they aU seem too busy throwing mud at each other for thecountry to have much of a look in
"

frZa nl?tw7'f7J'" ^^^^ '' ^" ^ ^^^^ ^^"^ suffering

ivS rn^^ . ,T
""^

"^'^^'P
^"^ ^" ^'^ °^ experiment. It may'yet come to hfe agam and kick them aU to blazes."

^

LfrH^^^°^'l'»
experiment a bit if you want progress-"Lord Avonleigh's qu.ck brain pounced on a hidden connection.

1 hope you don't contemplate an orgy of it on the strengthof a decent allowance?"
*" on me strength

Again he saw the boy redden through his sunburn.
Of course not. You might give me credit . . . It's simply

. . .1 want to get at realities." He hesitated, then plunged
^«J get outside the artificial Umits of my o^^ caste-''

shed your'^'^Z'""^"
''"^'^ ^P^^^^^^^' ^^'^^ ^^^ Propose to

"That's just what I won't admit," Derek began with a touchof heat: then checked himself and was silent
^^^ ^ ^oucii

His father was silent also; curious, half amused and wholly
mterested; awaitmg further enlightenment. But the silenc^
held, as they walked on up the noble sweep of the drive; and hepermved, with a stab of disappointment, that the boy- whSetalking moonshme'- evidently had some clear plan uTmshead which he could not or would not reveal. Nor wS he^ trn' ^'JT""

'^ ^''? ^^^ ^' ^^"'^ confidence. Since he hadnot troubled to win it, he could not now, at the eleventh hoi^force the shy and hidden thing. But at least he had a rightTocertam guarantees. ^
"Limits are tricky things even when they seem artificial

"

rir^ "^ ^^''' ^"' deliberation; ''the temptation to diis-regard them comes to most men of character- some timeBut they have an awkward knack of rounding on you in the end'Modem art ignores them. Consider the disastrous resSt- --."

Do you propose to disregard the artificial limit of time?"

s>

S3I
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"I haven't said so, Derek, and I certainly haven't thouirhfso. You sound rather mysterious and sketchy- thlfsSHow long do you give yourself?"

«-nai s au.

"How long will you give me?" Derek countered smilingfrankly now and speaking with less constraint ''iTukfthree years -till I'm twenty-five. Perhaps les Buf rZmore And -if you suspect it's a sort ^of gbrifiS"'sIack

"My dear chap— don't be a fool!" TorH A,,««i • i. .j
gruffly; and Derek prefe.ed the ^Lss^^L'Z'^l^c^:^
because it suggested deeper feeling. He had seen inT flfT
that here was the most he could offer in the way of ^edentiat'a^d had the satisfaction of knowing that his str^oke hSSeffect. He was also distinctly relieved

all'L"''^"^ i^'

^^°"^^'" ^' '^^^ ^"^^^^y- "Thanks very muchaU the same for giving me that extent of rope—

"

'To hang yourself with? "

Their eyes met "

i a half-defiant friendliness.
1 nope It won't come to that' I'll trv n«f « i

unholy mess of things. And what'eVji7oftlf^^^I won't forget . . . where I belong " ^ ^

f.P^
^^t words came out hurriedly, ahnost casually and his

veS^'^TW^r''
^d^^^t^od- answered him bthe im^vem That's to say you mill respect the limits- if ft c^to^^^pmch. I thought as much. When do you Itend to

"Not till you're out of England."

^^l^^rL^l '^"r°'"" "'"'^^^ ^^^ ^ g^ <J^-l- They

Tt that
^ the house by now -and Lord Avonleigh left it

The magical peace of evening that had calmed his troubledpint was gone But Derek, in his own fashion, haHlvedthe wound made by his frank refusal, and in the nrocesfhad

otSlirh"^"'^^^^^^^^'
the home t;uth thatthX^aMyoverlooked his younger son. Being a just man, he reco^iJd
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that this afternoon's disappointment was the logical outcome
of his own aloofness; and that the mere fact of fatherhocxl Ravehim no right of entry into the deeper places of his children's
thoughts. God Himself knocks at that door.
But while Derek's obstinate retice.>ce pricked his curiosity

shec urack
^""^'^ '"'^''P'^"'^'^"' ''^ "^ ^"^ distaste for the

He was standing before his dressing-table while these thoughts
strayed through his brain.

^

^

''Confounded carelessness on my part," he reflected, ad-justmg with perfect precision, the set of his tie. "There's
excuse for Esther. They haven't a thing in common. There's

T? 7' ""c^
^^'' ^''"'"'^ ^''^ "'^'^ th^" e^'er like the dear

T ^^' „^^^^l^^ays said there was good stuff in him." And
the dear old lady had a knack of behig in the right. It was one
ot her most aggravating qualities.

At dinner Derek had less to say for himself than usual; whUe
Esther, poor dear, was doing her ineffectual best to hide undera bushel of small talk the glow of her secret relief. It wasVan s facUe tongue that fiUed the gaps.
Though he could not pretend to more than a surface ac-

quaintance with Indian affairs, he had a knack of using his half-
knowledge with exceUent effect. He also possessed the gift of
dra^ving out his reticent father; a genuine achievement thatgave ahnost equal satisfaction to them both, and possibly ex-
plained Lord Avonleigh's apparent blindness to the failings of
nis elder son. ^

To-night, when India was disposed of, they 'talked pavement'
--as Derek put it -to their mutual entertainment; gossip ofdimier ables the Lobby and the Club. Every big brain ha
Its foible; and Lord Avonleigh's satirical humour made him
relish any mcident of the human comedy that threw a flash-
light on the frailties, delinquencies, or follies of his kind. AndVan had a positive j^afr for stories that would tickle his father's
palate; discreet stories for the dinner table that his lady mother
could enjoy without turning a hair; indiscreet stories, of a racy
flavour, to enliven their half-hour over wine and cigkrs. Th^

n
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minor ink between them had often stood him in good steadW links play a niajor i^art in oiling the wheels of Se.

f.n T '5 a' ""Y^^^^'
^^'^ "len had enjoyed their moderate

fiU, Lord Avonleigh took Van lightly by the arm.
'""^^^'^

Tell ^tL'r^'^I/i^'^'^'" ^' '^'^' "^^ ^^^^ ^^^ business,leu mother well turn up later for bridge, Derek You canamuse her meantime with your Tyroleseescipad^"'

in r .^^^; "^'"^ ^^^^^^ ^here weren't any worth jaw-mg about " he said: and the two went off together
^

When he entered the drawing-room his mother laid aside her

St'hti^;^ ''v^ T '^ ^""'^ '^'^ «^ welcome. Hecaught himself wishing that there was less of the politeness andmore of the welcome. She was stiU 'new' enough to make^feel acutely the lack of any real response.
You looK wonderfuUy well," she said, when he had deUvercdh^ message. "I suppose you had a very good time? Youdon^ bestow much of your long vac. on Avonleigh."

She stated the fact quite pleasantly; but it was not the sortof remark to stimulate conversation.
"No loss for Avonleigh!" he retorted TN-ith a quick look that

InTtol'^
father. *'And it's one's only chan'ce for awlt

.ntT^V'^,'^^.^^^^ success?" She picked up a greensilk Ue she was knitting i:or Van and resigned herself to deulL
.es. It was nppmg," Derek remarked, staring at the fireGrand scenery. The finest I've ever struck. Ld we werem luck with our weather."

*'It^ Z'L^^"'^'^' ^i"''"
'^' murmured with conviction.It s the damp makes that sort of thing so risky I can't

hS d^y?^'
'" 'i"''" ^^'^y """^-™ " Waring

Lady Avonleigh looked vaguely perplexed. Derek had his

^It'IT"^"^ V"* "' ^">™« """-..sical things ,vfth anunmoved face, so that you never knew whether you were ex-
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P€ctcd to smile or not. She supposed she had misheard himand pursued her catechism.
^"Were you simply walkin/^ all the trnie?"
"Most of the tin.e-when we weren't sleeping or eatinc »
It doesn't sound very amusing— or edifying "

lark/'^'

but it was- hugely edifying. And "no end of a

^nT.h^^
"°.^ volunteer concrete proofs of either statement;

it h^^r elbow^^^^
"''"''"' ""^ ^ fashionable wedding that lay

Derek - discouraged by her silence- was craving for a pipe

afrc.h'T
'^" ^"?

^t''"^'
^'^ ^^^^^^ h^ f«""d it to star

tt n ;i, r7Tf^ '^^' ^^^^ ^° ^^ ^^^"^^d more inane

nerfVt ?J.f
•

T^"*
'" '^' '^^^^' tongue-tied, made him feel aperfect fool There were many little things he would like to

them''' A I'o'r"^^ ?Y ^""^ '^' '^^^'''' ''^ «^ ^ring to hearthem. Also, he wanted to express his sympathy about India-but felt too uncertain of her real wishes in the matter tc ventureon such dehcate ground. It was significant of their whole
rela ion that he did not think of mentioning his father's off ror his own decision to leave England.

thJ^ ^'^A^'
mere presence hang a dead weight on him sothat he could not^be his natural seK? Was it his own incurable

conTast?
'"^ ''' ^^"^ '^' ^^^' '^' ^^^"^^^t>' '^ fl^t by

fn ^.r ^'f "T
'^^' ^"^^'.^ '° charming, so dignified, sitting theren ber v^elyet gmvn, with the rose-shaded light filing on herrnooth hau- and her long fingers moving rh^hmically to andfro. She was always kmttmg txes for Van. The only one she

unsLhtIv'
'" '"? ^' ^^^ """^ '^"«"^^y '^' '' became a?add!un ightly rag And even then he had not thro^vn it awayIt reposed in his tie case still.

^
Absorbed in these thoughts, he forgot his futile hunt for thenght remark. A very small sound, the ghost of a si^^h re'mmded hmi that the silence had lasted an age -aboSt 'fivenunutes by the clock. Then, just as a happy idea s^ck ll

Ijf
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n f

he saw her glance wistfully at the discarded paper: and the
sight tripped him up altogether. He thought: "Poor dcarl

She's deadly bored! Longing to read." And to give her a
chance he began turning over the leaves of a book that lay on
a small table near him.

At that she laid down her work and regarded him with mild
exasperation.

"Really, Derek!" she said. "Have you quite lost your
manners? Here am I, waiting to hear some more. And after

a few stupid remarks about the scenery and the weather, you
start reading a book. As you say you enjoyed yourself, you
might be a little more explicit for the benefit of others."

The injustice of it all— though quite imwitting— goaded
Derek into some show of self-defence.

" Well, I'm willing— if you really care to hear. I was afraid

if I began to spread myself, you'd be bored stiff and be too
polite to show it. And just now . . . the way you looked at
the paper ... I felt I was simply being a nuisance. So I
took up this beastly book. Honour bright, I don't know what
it's about— and I don't care a damn!"

" Derek 1 In my drawing-room !
'*

"Oh, I'm sorry. I do seem to have dropped my manners
somewhere on the Brenner Pass! But if you want to read,

Mother, I'd much rather you said so."

"I don't want to read." Having arraigned him, she menda-
ciously stuck to her guns. "It was only— Lady Mary Rose's
wedding. And I'd like to hear a Uttle more about your doings
before they come in."

"All right," he said, and proceeded to do his halting best.

For half an hour or so things went swimmingly. Derek
warmed to his subject; and if her comments flagged a little,

he scarcely noticed it. He was well launched on their crown-
ing tramp over the Brenner Pass when, by unlucky chance, he
detected her gracefully screening a yawn. That tripped him
up again and brought the great tramp rather abruptly to an
end. But he managed it well enough to escape counter-

detection. Then he rose and went over to the fire.
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«V ^'^ ^"'^ y°"'ve had enough of my doings," he said casually.
YOU d much better go back to your wedding presents 1"
She looked up at him, the ghost of a suspicion in her eyes-

and they were both thankful to hear voices outside the door.
*

Derek lost no time in finding an excuse to escape.

^
"Sorry if I bored you, Mother," he said, just touching her

ivory-smooth forehead with his Ups. "But you brought it on
yourself."

^
"Stupid boyI" she rebuked him sweetly, and patted his arm.
It was most mteresting. I quite enjoyed it."
Derek grimaced. It always worried him that, in the sacred

name of politeness, she would tell needless lies.

Van had opened the card-table and Lord Avonleigh was
shufflmg. Derek stood by him a moment looking on: then
touched his shoulder.

"Good-night, Father," he said; and Lord Avonleigh looked
up, a twinkle m his eye. "Gomgtobed? I don't think 1"

No, I'm going to have a read in the study."
"Unsociable cub! Why not stay and take a hand? Cut-

throat bridge is poor fun."
Derek felt nonplussed. His abstention from bridge was part

of the accepted order of things. It was a purely protective
disabihty; and no one troubled about it when Lia was at home
At any other time he would have frankly excused himself: but
to-mght compunction stirred in him and he temporized.

1

What s the use. Father? You know I'm a duflfer at it
'

You d all be wanting to cut my throat before the rubber was

"That's quite possible. But, whatever the provocation, we
promise to abstain! Esther"— he raised his voice a Uttie—
you promise to abstain?"
Lady Avonleigh, who had not been attending, looked a little

blank My dear Evan, what are you talking about? Youknow I only take it medicinally."
Van was seized with a discreet fit of coughing, and Derek

bit his hp. Lord Avonleigh's muscles from long practice were
under better control.

%- ii-
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w^e. I was suggesting, my dear, that we should take DerekmeMy for our convenience and his good. He's too mJest

h^^^\ ^ he doesn't want to play- he won't. Why worry

"Ah! that's the way you've spoilt him, Esther1"
But she was impervious to irony. "I'm sure no one couldever say I spoilt my children," she retorted with serene ^m-

strrth'ou^"'
'"^- "•' ^'"^ ^^^'^ ^^^P ^^^

"-"
sense I thought we were gomg to play bridge. Sit downDei^k, If you want to stay; and do try and remlnber whatTe

They cut for partners. Derek put up a prayer that Vannnght fall to his lot; but his pray^ wL seK answJ^Thecp consigned him to his mother- and he changedpU^

te;:f;^r:^ i^i""^
'^^^^^^ ^^^^'^ ^^" ^^ -t-

Plentv for 'thJ^h'^ ?^- ^^!f
^*?^ '^' '^''^ ^^^« P^^faUs inplenty for the absent-mmded; and Derek -no card-player

-

was mcurably absent-minded at bridge. To-night he w^stillfurther hampered by pin-pricks of rmorse at iSdng SeMhis true reason for refusing India. Once he failed to^n^ceSmother's caU m dubs. Once he misled her by playing fr^m aweak smt, ma purely perverse spirit of exp^en?^ j^^tosee what would come of it.
"'

Disaster came of it, and Lady Avonleigh's not mmaturalapostrophe: "Really, Derek, you are too stupid!"
FmaUy he revoked and she ahnost flung down her cardsNeedless to say they were beaten ignominiously.
Derek pushed back his chair. "I'm awfully sorry. Mother "

"My fault for over-persuading you."
"Well, I said I was useless— a duffer.'

. tt
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"And you went out of your way to prove it?"

''

be^Z SI"''' "'
*"' "''" "' ' "-"' ^i^^cance flashed

the'w^/lt '::£'• ""^ '"'^•" ^-'^ -" ™^""y- "It's

^^ /
""™°g' ^red with the interlude; not heeding their

,4
-^
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Chapter IV
In a time of sceptic moths and cynic rusts.
And fatted lives, that of their sweetness tire,
Jna world offlying loves andfading lusts.
It is something to be sure of a desire.

Chesterton

On Saturday afternoon guests began to arrive; and they satdown twelve to dinner that evening. It was little more than a
family party. The big shooting week-ends began with the
pheasants m October. Meantime there were partridges There
were golf and tenn ., Milliards and bridge to save twenUeth-
century guests and ho..s from the burden of making conversa-
tion. There were thefamous Avonleigh port and liqueur brandy
the scarcely less famous grapes and pears; and last, not least'
there was that all-pervading sense of stability and comfort
with no jamng note of ostentation to spoil the harmony of the
whole.

''

From this it may be gathered that, physically and sociaUy
a week-end at Avonleigh HaU left Uttle to be desired- yet
among the county neighbours were certain perverse spiri'ts—
Lady Forsyth, for instance, and Lady Lenox— who found the
hujnan atmosphere of its stately draught-proof rooms a trifle
chilly and its gracious, punctilious hostess more than a trifle
dull. Hence the adjunct of the plain daughter— who so up-
set Van— whenever Sir Eldred came to stay with his friend.
But no shadow of suspicion disturbed Lady Avonleigh. She
ne er dreamed that man or woman could find her hospitaUty
anything but acceptable. She had a mild liking for Sir Eldred
who treated her with marked courtesy; partly to atone for
Quita s defection, partly because she was the wife of his friend.
The two men had much in common. Both— wife and chil-
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dren, notwithstanding— were creatures of the lone trail; both
took a keen interest in county affairs. They were still further
linked by a taste for local archaeology; and Lenox was amassing
material for a joint book on the subject. To him the Bombay
appointment was a blow; but he was putting a cheerful face on
it. And at dinner he tried, for his friend's sake, to mterest
Lady Avonleigh in Indian affairs.

His daughter— a plain but pleasing replica of himself—
seemed in no way over-awed by her slightly formidable host,
who had a real affection for her. "A fine manly girl!" he
would say with his twinkle at Van; and it was not altogether
the perversity of a parent that made her seem more accessible
than his own Ina, whose bright surface was scarcely more
yielding than the surface of a billiard ball. Presumably her
K. C. had discovered a soft spot somewhere: but, judging by
appearances, they were as unsentimental and practical a pair
of lovers as even the twentieth century can produce. Ona
could watch ^hem without the famtest risk of trespassing on
private groimd.

They were sitting together, opposite Derek, who had not yet
seen the new acquisition, and had felt vaguely sorry for him.
Now he perceived that his pity, besides being unbrotherly,
was superfuous to wit. Ferrars— that was the K. C.'s name~ looked as if he might prove a match for the girl who had
graciously consented to bear his name and share his income and
shine in his reflected brilliance. He was quite ten years her
senior. He had the flat lip, the mobile mouth and undeviatmg
eye of the successful Man of Law. He enjoyed intimacy with
poUtical stars of the first magnitude. "And his friends say he
may rise to anything," Ina had confided to Derek half an hour
before dinner with a metallic sparkle in her eyes. He, on his
part, would have the honour and privilege of marrying a Blount
of Avonleigh. A thxmdering good busmess proposition, Derek
concluded, with a touch of young cynicism. Well— so long as
they were satisfied—
And they certainly looked it. Derek, being partnerless, with

young Schonberg on one side and Marion Blount on the other
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,,
-1" if

r,7^ °,?*, distinguishing himself conversationaUy. Karl was

in spite of his frequent visits to Avonleigh, the two had neverapproached intimacy.
"au never

At the moment, he was arguing across the table with Vanand Marion Blount was absorbed in her French count soDerek had leisure to observe the new element and to wonderat the apparent readiness with which even independent menand women s ipped their necks under the fatal yoke. Marriage
dispassionately viewed seemed to him the most insidiouTand

^tfLI fV^' '^''!^^'^ '^^' ^""^^^^ '^' human sod.

uSu^ '^^" ^ ""^ g^^e ^ exchange for his soul- ?"

Aun.^L -f' ^y^^'ff y«^
go^g to wake up and talk to me? '»

Aunt Manon's voice, friendly but incisive, broke the thread ofhis thoughts "You have no dinner-table mannerswWer-Derek at the onset, had froNvned and blinked as if a Ught hadbeen flashed in his eyes. He was a bad subject for directfttai

Srf ^"'^ 7 ^^' " ^^^^^^^^ and present a sm^ace o

wt^n I.

°
V

^""^^^''- ^^' '^' Honourable Marion Bloun

Trr. 7/T ^'''' ^'' ^''^^' f^^tures proclaimed asmuch; and her hazel eyes- deep-set like her brother's- hadsomething of their hawk-like gler

and^.'^irXS^^^'T'"
^'"'^ apologized gruffly. He lookedand sounded so far from contrite that she laughed and inflictedan 'ant's nip' on the back of his hand.

cove^nf^\!f°''
^'"?

r"^ ^F^ ^'^ y°^'" -^^^ ^^"t on, undercover of the general buzz of talk. "Your father teUs me heoffered to take you with him- and you refuscdr
Derek wmced under his prickles. He thought: "How like a

:m^%T'^^'\ T " '''' "^"^•'" ^"' he said rather
stiffly: It washard luck-on bothofus. But-itwouldn'thave
worked. I can't explain. And I can't help it if you arei^You don't unto^^

Your father understands this much," his aunt retorted
unabashed, "that you can all be counted to go your o^wlyswithout troubling your heads about him or a^y one^ 2creation— even his own wife—

"
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"Mother?" Derek took her up sharply. "You're not fair

"She says so, my dear boy. And he shields her lilt^ th.Sontlcman he is." Her tone was less indsive now fc ou!«ness earned conviction. And conviction madXet anX"

"Howt^y^tt?""" "^^ ^°"-'" ''<= ''^ ^-^

couid hJ^yrher ttnZLSefrch^SLVete?:voUey of chaff kept up by Jad. and Ina, Karl and Van "He
imV^-^'^^^- I'-°whhnasnone'^:?youd:

Thus goaded, Derek ventured a bold Question «t= »,«*
aitogether^ur fault? Does he give us much'^^Lce^'

""'

iMo. Hes a difficult creature. But— undemfafh i,.'.
splendid. He says hard and cutting things I^^ tlwhen .t comes to action, he's far too ^tient^;ith ^^^^1 ^Afer^k-1 He tall, about he.. No one thmksVtte r4
"For himf" Derek's heart stood stili. There were no

polrfto"'TutTl"^A"f'"'' '"PP"^"' *°- 1'°' "ot ="P-
^^r^ic'i, I, ^'^~ y°"" '"°"'«' does, as far as she

"Oh— don't!"
She caught the pain in his low tone and flashed a smile at

kSi tn ^ ' "
i"^''

">"' ^y^^y' ' «» see thaThel

That was too much for Derek.
"Aunt Marion, I'd never have refused if I'd guessed And- I'm willmg to go now, if it's- if there's -"

L
I .

m
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He broke oflf, checked by an embarrassing sense of publidtv-though no one heeded them: and she turned on him with asudden softenmg.
'' I'm glad to know that, Derek. But- 1 doubt the wisdom

of seeming to go back on your decision. It might look like mere
wobbhng. Or- he might suspect. He's got his other eye on
us now.

^

And I don't want to spoil things. I'm so enchLted
to be gomg m see after him. Never fear. / want him to
take Van. But I believe he knows Van would refuse: and hewon t face that. Really you are the most detached family -I
U-ach twiddlmg on your own pivot— self-centred—

"

"Am I self-centred?" Derek struck in.

bu's'^e^s
''°

^^^ ^ ^^^ '^^^*
^""^ "^"^~ ^"^^ ** ^°"' ^""^ ^^

Derek sighed. "That's not fair. I- weU- if we axe notseemmg to care, who made us that way? Aren't you a Blount
yourself?

"Very much so. And 'Blounts don't kiss'I I know all
about that. We're hard outside and soft underneath. And
your mother's the other way round."

"Mother's «o/ hard."
"Isn't she? Bless the boy! Well, if you prefer it, she's

smilmgly mmiobile where her own interests are concerned "
Derek said nothing The talk was dying down. Personal-

ities were no longer safe: and at that moment Ferrars engaged
Miss Blount m conversation across the table. He had been
discussing with Comte d'EsteUe the relations between Geman
sensibihties and German self-assertion: and Ina- frankly bored
with racial idiosyncrasies- turned her batteries full on Tack
Burlton, whom Derek intended to annex for serious conversa-
tion on the first opportunity.

The omcial evening, divided between bUIiards and bridge,
offered sn.all chance for intimate talk. But the moment Jervis
appeared with 'drinks,' Derek made his escape, closely foUowed

"I'll come in and raid you, old man, when I've got rid of
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th^e^world's fetters," he said, as they halted outside Jack's

Five minutes later, he reappeared in a luxuriously soft camel'shau- dressmg-gown, settled himself on Jack's bedLd expSa capacious pocket for pipe and pouch. Jack, in s^irS si^trousers and vest, was at the washing stand.
^

from fhl ^J.T^\^'''^
^^^ yesterday," he informed Derekfrom the depths of a vast sponge. "Posted at Southampton

Ly""th
""''' ^^^y -"- '-^ n^-g her by theT^oi

"WeU, you bUthering idiot, if you'd only told me -!''

I fo^e that, when I was sunply thinking of you and your oldMunchen. Isn't she simply topping?

"

«"myouroia

onfS'I;'"^'^-
"She's charming. The way she hailed me

s^n.! AT'^r Ti' ^ ^""P ^P^^^^^«" °" o^ fellow pS!

coufS."
"^"^ French-Canadian? She spoke of

"Not close cousins. Her father was pure French. But hehad connections out there, who took him into their businessGay was bom at Montreal: and she has a married aunt therenow fear^uUy keen on her. They came home a few years ago!mid they've been bothering her to go out ever since But she

hT^ol^rkl'^^"^"-
Now^Mother's gone, they've got

"For long?"

«I?n?f''°-
^^^ ^t's "^o^e than a visit. K they show anysigns of freezmg on to her, they'll have me to reckon with!"

in^ trF/lri^'''''''''"
^^'^^ ^^^^^^^ gravely consider-

f^i
J^^^ ^^Pendid appearance in his silk sleeping suit, withthe hght shmmg full upon his sleek brown hair, quaintlyTm-phasizmg the tut of his genial nose and the dimple in Ws chTnto which even his best friends alluded at their peril. Td few

of hun with thews and muscles to correspond. He was notyet twenty-one; and at the moment he reminded Derek of alarge good-humoured St. Bernard puppy

ill?
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against him. Everything's beastly all round," he fluniTo,.?"Her confounded people might have waited til the Armv hadswaUowed ..e. Home'll be sin.ply rotten withou her ThankGod or Oxford anyway~ and your fourth year No morehavermg about that, I hope?"
"^ year, imo more

"No more havering— and no more Oxford "

Ce^itost^t;
So yo" needn't exhaust you^elf by hS

"Thanks very much— and aU that. But what', ,t .i,.back of u? May a mere outside be pennitt^ to kno„?^^
'"*

Derek drew hunself up. "After ttet, I'm blest a I don'tgive you three guesses and teU you whiLh is ^e Lht one

-

to-morrow morning."
" » uic ngnc one—

"And I'm damned if you do'"

hJrt^
!P°\'i'^^^'^^r, but, almost in the same breath hehurled hunself on Derek, who went dean over. Forlevera?mmutes they roUed and scrimmaged like a ^ Tp^^^

sMlT. :?l '^Fr' ™"'- ^""K"^ Derek had tte7S
itif^ri^i^"'^"' '' "^ '^^«-«»™ -<» ^^ <^

whtwrkielt It"^f >°'>^0"sly pmned to the bed,«fliie Jack knelt above hun demanding information.
JJehver the goods, you secretive viUam— or I'U choke »!,.hfe out of you!" was the mild mam>er of his requit.

*'

self frl ^^;Z'L f*^-'"
°"'^ P»'«» and'wrenched him-sell tree. Nice sort of way to treat your lawful host) n^t

H !?f' ff°^ ""'^ "^y- I-'*' op »<! give me a^hanc?'-He did not hurry over the pipe preliminaries. He saw Tiewhole th ng riuite clearly from Jack's point of view; buuTw^not m hmi either ::o exalt his precious scheme or eite^ ov^
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M C"' " ^°'^' wonderment, hi, eye, fixed on

^^f„
""^'o'"- •^d what has 'the noble lord' to say to aU

press for detaf' "hank H^en Js aT •,
'"'°"' "• "^''

other's reserves. Therfw""™^' Tn:l^I]Z' Tf.T!jme to go out with him as Private L^J^V ''"'^''

desperate character Well_ T f!L t ,fT~^ ^"""^ ^"<:''

teU him so. AndTsi^ty hat^lt "
~""^ '" ^^ ' '"^'^ '°

yet aware of lurking admiral '^S^ '2'^'
courage of his crazy convictions

certamly had the

Ru7bing^hoSrs v^thTh^r f*^'
'°''. ^°'"« "•" ^'«="S=

Filthy fii. Fflthy tl'' Mv hat?"'^^'
'P'""« "'"S'^'

rifCJU ..Tti, • ^ ,

J^ly hat!" He paused— rea'i^ini'

dfst of Ll^i"?^^
^° '^^ ^"- ^^^^ y-'- -ther :X-

"Oh, diy up," Derek said sharply; and Tack awar^ th.f i,had smned, i«eekly accepted theSbuke
' ^^^ ^'

men do you start on this personally conducted tour?"At the end of next month."
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with no Dirks. Home, with no Gay. And my poor old guv'nor
sitting like a ton of coals on my chest— Gay says she mentioned

"Yes. She seemed anxious."

Jack nodded. "So am I."

"That's the first I've heard of it— and the talks we had out
there."

"Well— I didn't want to be a spoil-sport, when you couldn't
escape my charming society. But I'm joUy glad Gay did speak
to you."

'^

"It was no more than a hint. What's the damage?

"

"Wish to God I knew. But there's no blinking the fact the
dear old Dad's not the man he was— financially or otherwise.
The proud notion that I was to adorn a crack cavalry regiment
seems to have melted away. And every vac. we're favoured
with increased doses of old Schonberg, Mrs. Schonberg and aU
the httle Schonbergs, till we're on the verge of mutiny."

a a'^^J
^^^ Jackol" Dtrek's tone was gravely sympathetic.

And do you really imagine Schonberg has any connection
with the bad turn things are taking?"

^
Jack sighed portentously. "I do more than imagine. I feel

It m my bo„ s— and so does Gay— that the old devU is a
blood-sucker, lie's got his fingers in no end of commercial
pies. I know he's connected with the big Metal Combine.
And he has some sort of footing in that blooming old Deutsche
Bank, which he talks of as if it was God Abnighty. Also I
believe he runs a hotel on the East Coast— and Lord knows
what else. He must be simply made of money; though he
doesn't Uve Hke it at Randchester. As to his connection with
our rotten luck— well, out there I got a sort of notion "— He
leaned suddenly forward, his good-tempered face tense and
earnest. "I got it off the foreman of that ItaUan gang on the
line. You remember, we had a long jawbation—

"

"About the Germans in Italy— yes."
"Well, I didn't tell you half he said, because it gave me horrid

tweaks. I wanted to talk it out with Gay. And now she's
gone, I can't keep it bottled up any more. That fellow de-
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dares the Germans are rotting Italian trade— secretly getting
all the strings into their own hands. I couldn't follov> half
the stuff he talked about 'key industries' and all that- but I
gathered that their beastly banks have a lot to do with it
Advance money and that sort of game. He told me a long yam
about his brother's glass-making business in Florence: how it
was slowly undermined and ruined; and then swallowed up by
a big German business that brought the whole thing to lifeagam m no time. Glass, it seems, is what they call a 'kev'
mdustry— so's nidall "

^ /

There was a signilicant pause, then Jack said slowly: "Doesn't
the parallel strike you? "

Derek scowled thoughtfully at the bowl of his pipe. " That's
rather tall," he said at last.

^^
"Think so? WeU - listen what happened, when I got home,

to cahn my foolish fears. I found the guv'nor in a queer mood.And the yeo; first evening he started talking of his o-^ affairs,
which isn t his habit, by any means. I gathered that for sotne
time thmgs have been on the down grade; jus '•:Dping andshppmg— No big losses. If there had been, rht haT '

puUed himself together. But he's a slow mover, . ki faithm Burltons is about aU he's got in the way of religion. I felt
fnghtfuUy sorry for him, poor old chap. And just a shade sorry
for myself. For he hinted at cutting down my allowance and
little practical jokes of that sort. Then, when he'd thoroughly
worked up my feelings, he pitched in his final bomb-sheU."
Again the boy had a dramatic pause. "Schonberp to the

rescue. iVo7t;— doesn't the paraUel hit you between the
eyes?"

"Looks fishy," Derek agreed. "And what form is the rescue
to take?"

"Oh, he'U prop up the firm financially by the grace of his old
Deutsche Bank. Boom it among his influential friends in the
City. Probably flood it with German shareholders. And it's
to be 'Burlton and Schonberg Ltd.' The fellow's got us fnirly
on our knees."

"It's simply beastly," Derek broke out. "But if we mil

^vi
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let our business world get over-run with foreigners— I And
your father doesn't object?"

"I wish to God he did! The sheer relief of it blinds him to
everything else. Also his faith in Schonberg. I told him
straight he was selling himself to the devil; that the whole
concern would soon be German from top to bottom. I know,
for a fact, that the works are flooded out with German engineers
and accoimtants and clerks. Cheaper and more docile, the
guv'nor says. / say— just one of their dodges for preparing
the ground. I told him he could halve my allowance, that I'd
chuck the Army and go into any old hole; and I knew the kids
would put up with things in the same spirit. I frankly in-
formed him he was as blind as an owl in daylight where Schon-
berg and Co. were concerned. But d'you suppose it was a
mite of use?"

Derek didn't suppose so. But, even in this tragic emergency,
his first thought was: "What on earth would happen if I let out
like that to Father?" Aloud he said: "I expect you got back
a Roland for your Oliver—a 'young fool' for your 'old owl'!'*

Jack assented gloomily. "That's the curse of it. Old owls
have such an unfair pull, even if, by some amazing chance,
the young fools happen to be in the right. Because he once
knew one kind of Germany, he can't, or won't, believe there's
another kind that we're mostly getting over here. We under-
grads know a thing or two about the German professors and
modem German education— don't we? But where's the
damned use of knovving anything when you only get called a
fool for your pains?"

Bitterness was so foreign to Jack's whole nature that this last
made a deeper impression on Derek than all that had gone befoie.
But he had small skill in expressing sympathy.

"It's a disease we're safe to grow out of," he remarked
consolingly.

"Yes— when it's too late to be any use. And then we'll
be on the way to becoming old owls oiu'selves."

Before that awful prospect they were both silent. Then
Jack heaved another portentous sigh.
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"There! I'm through. Thanks awfully, Dirks, for putting
up with me. It's been no end of a relief. I shall go for Indian
Cavalry, if Home Cavaby can't be did. Blowed if I touch
Schonberg's money.— You might open another window, old
chap. The room's reeking; and I don't want to be in your lady
mother's black books."

Derek rose and stretched himself. "No fear! I'm a chronic
offender. Old Con won't give us away."
As he went past the bed, Jack flung out a hand and Derek's

closed upon it vigorously, without a word.

*n
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Chapter V
/ am at ease now: worldly, in this world,
I take arid like its way of life: I think
My brothers, who administer the means,
Live better for my comfort— that's good too.

Bkowning

The heir of Avonleigh was troubled in spirit; not because his
father would soon be leaving England, but because the proud
load of responsibility for Avonleigh, and the smaUer estate of
Trevanyon on the Cornish border, would then rest on his own
shoulders. And Van had so little taste for responsibility that he
would make a long circuit to evade it. Even while he listened
to Lord Avonleigh's announcement, that Friday evening, he
had been instinctively castmg about in his mind for ways and
means to that end: and on Saturday night an inspiration arrived.

It consisted of a single word— Karl.
While Jack, on one side of the wall, was cursing the father,

Van, on the other, was thanking Providence for the son. Could
he have overheard Jack's tale, he would probably have been
moved to good-humoured scepticism; or, like Burlton, would
have fortified himself against suspicion by dismissmg hun as a
young fool. And in both cases the instinct sprang from the
same root.

To outward appearance there seemed little enough in common
between the young Oxford inteUectual and the middle-aged
business man: yet, in both, the sUppered ease of mental and
spmtual security prevailed over the love of truth. By different
routes, they had reached the same terminus; and of both it may
safely be said that they would sooner hug a comfortable illusion
thpn suflFer the discomposure of a mental spring cleaning. So
each, in his own characteristic fashion, unwittingly assisted
the march of Fate.
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Van, it must be owned, had no earthly reason to distrust
young Schonberg. The two had gone up to Balliol the same
year: Van from Eton; Karl, as a science scholar from Harrow.
A mutual taste for music and sheer temperamental antithesis
had drawn them together.

I

Karl was assiduous in the pursuit of knowledge. Van had
never been assiduous in the pursuit of anything— except a
pretty woman. Yet he was potentially the cleverer of the two.
He possessed a fair share of his father's fine mentality, blanketed
by the intellec lal apathy of his mother; and he was apt to get
more credit for his buried talents than those who made the most
of lesser gifts. At Eton he had achieved little beyond a wide
popularity and a certain distinction in the cricket-field. At
Oxford— well, at Oxford, there were the boats and breakfast
parties and dinners and Union debates, and billiards, and sen-
timental summer evenings in a backwater, with the pretty girl
of tJie moment;— in fact, every conceivable inducement to
cultivate his most expensive tastes. So schools and lectures
had been rather in the way. Happily lectures could be cut; and
that seemed to be their raison d'Ure in the set to which he had
gravitated by the law of human magnetism.

It was Karl who had first shaken the comfortable conviction
that this kind of thing was not the highroad to honours; and
Van coveted honours for the credit of the family. Karl did not
cut lectures to any extent; and, as they grew more intimate.
Van would discover that on convivial nights— while he had
been dandng and drinking unlimited champagne Karl had been i

sitting up with a pipe and strong coffee and a pile of books on

!

physical science.

''I've told my father I shall take a First; and I intend to do
so,'' was his justification of this unorthodox behaviour, to
which Van objected on principle; partly because it was incon-
venient; chiefly because it seemed a tacit reflection on himself.
So he had taken a perverse pleasure in luring his friend from
the path of virtue: no such hard matter once he discovered the
weak links in his armour— music and women. Karl was
amorous and sentimental; and at banquets or 'blinds,' when he

I*,
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^tSt '^^' ''"'™''^ '^^^
'

"^ -» «'= "-' «--

asserted Itself, and there had beeii something like a scene IfS ff
'

'
«'''"?"''" "' independence; andThJTe' uLlooked-for effect of spurring Van to up aid convmohisfriendttat a Blount could shine with the best of the.?? he ch^^But, hke the hare in the fable, he had slept too long afr'ceeded m mnning the Newdigate. In the schools? he had t^ btcontent with a Second, while Karl secured his Fir^t

,

^PP°"t»™' had been keen and galling; but he hadconsoled hnnself with the reflection that at hst th^'txoublesomeprocess of education had come to an end for good, lieS
^U^hJ^ was the fmidamental difference between hnn-
self and Derek. In Van's eyes, Eton and Balliol were shnolvcaste marks of lie fot order; hence their intrinsic vXe. '^

^
As for Karl, though he loved the grey dty of spires, he tendedto s«, It as a sort of mteUectual fannyard, wh«e br^^l^

saoitificaUy crammed for degrees that w;re practicTra^sto ^ end. After Oxford, he had gone to the GemS S^lof Forestry at Asschaffenburg, where he fiUed a b2T^lmental pigeon-holes; and from forestry his untiring tatiTh^passed on to the problems of scientific agricuItwT tjX fh-
tutelage of a first^ land agent, he had toe^^g^ wo^kthat afready he hnnself aspired to an agency; wUdf^eZdm^est ambition Van had been suddenly mov^d tolTThe more he looked at his inspfration the better nl^I^i i,.
felt with hnnself and it. To dettoonemZuZ^^S
mpos.. le; Lord Avonleigh's faith in the man wis tapldt:and so any step towards Ihniting his sphere of influencTwoSdhave to be cautiously taken. But the idea of Karl asL heu-

Moreover his flattering offer might serve to oU the wheelsof Uungs. For there were unsettled scores between thesr 3that nitermittenUy worried Van's not too exactlTconsdence-
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and Karl had been known to make disconcerting remarks Anappomtment, with a good salarv n,.f ^( , . f ™f^^s. An
could scarcei; be tJs^dev^Jv?' t ^.

^^'^'' ' ^^'^^'^

own private Jebt; JttZ"^^JS I'dtd'oTa^ufe^ice that would incidentaUy be a boon ^uleU H Tj
spring the proposal on hi^ to-moZ?. An"e vfa Tct^tarn fi^ty pounds, dating from a good while back ItTiatT

Sn^^xrtSv^-"- «'--»""<>"-» t^:

Sunday was always a quiet day at Avonleigh Tf« co^^
character was officiaUyrecomizPd thl^'T^^' i

^°^^
to isrerarH ,> ,'<; fT ^T^^^Smzed, though mdividuals were free

mIX Thl^'^ "^r•. ^'^"^ ^^ J^^k unhesitatinglyQKi uioose. They were akeady in the saddle whUe the r^tnf

T^^H^'f^""' ^f^^^ P^"^^ ^ th^ ^hole house~ ^th itsvast armchau^, oak settees, and Persian rugs; its portSte of

of^Tthk Zr 'sa^lTr^;'
?'"" ^"^y ^^^ blackestS^oi care tnat ever sat behmd a horseman: and when the eW^rcdrove off to Ashbourne Church Van and K«rl !lSfLr * I

billiard room P^ti, „ ^"f^"» ^^^ ^na J^arl drifted mto the

tebSwa^^;.
Both were mveterate players; and the billiard

t^a h^? iTvl 'J
^^^ °^"°y °^ *h^^^ ^^l^^^d comersmat Had left Van so deeply indebted to hi<; iri^r^A ti, T

,^ S, ..IJ*
"" ""'^ "^ * »"« l^ock of Tbt-vS

^L^A'^f 'y'-
,
^^ ""^ «' g^»' store by his home Moand did his best to keep it bright.

'

They played one closely contested game before Van «n™„„hB mspiiution on the unsuspectmg kS^ lit J^fS
weeW"^ ^™' *"'' °""" ^'»'" t^' job yo" -"enUoned iJt

Bu7rmit 'IJtn;.. ^ "^ ''-• ^ --y-

tew"
''"'!'? ^'""'""y- " J'^'''- H« was moving round thetable, making camions of the silkiest softness a^t Sipiible

it^
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angles; and Van, having lit a cigarette, stood watching him,
fascinated by his uncanny accuracy of hand and eye.

Externally, there was little of the Teuton about Karl, except
for his prominent, light-blue eyes and a slight thickness about
the full view of his nostrils and hps. In profile, his nose was
straight and comely. His moustache studiously refrained from
any upward curve, and his thatch of straw-coloured hair was
brushed backwards in correct fashion, from a remarkably capable
forehead. His dress and manners bore the Public School and
University stamp— a stamp it had become the fashion to de-
ride before it proved itself, on battlefields and in training camps,
the hall-mark of the race.

^
"When you say 'a biggisl plane,'" Van remarked, after his

silence, "d'you mean anywhere near the size of this?"
"Lord, nol A man doesn't expect to start at the top of the

tree."
^

"Sometimes he can start a good way up, if he's lucky enough
to have exceptional capacity— and friends in the right quarter."
At that Karl left off making cannons, and looked hard at Van,

who leaned against the window frame caressing his moustache.
"What are you getting at?"
Van looked back at him with his most engaging smile. "What

I'd like to be getting at is the chance of harnessing your
exceptional capacity to the woods and fields of Avonleigh,
which you said yourself, last week, would repay more scientific
handling."

Karl's grunt of astonishment was emphasized by the thud of
his cue on the carpet.

"You mean me to take that seriously?"

"Why not? I wasn't perpetrating a ponderous joke."
"But, my dear chap— m the first place there isn't a va-

cancy; in the second, I'm not exactly persona grata with vour
father—"
"My father leaves for India next month. He'll be gone

five years," Van announced with his faint drawl; and seat-
ing himself on the cushioned sill he proceeded to unfold the
situation.
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Karl listened, half perched on the rim of the billiard table,

thoughtfully swinging one foot.

"So you see," Van concluded with a Jove-like nod, "I shall
be pretty well master here— for a good spell. 'Course I can't
shift Malcolm altogether. But I'm out for up-to-date im-
provements; and I'll need an intelligent expert like yourself to
back me up. A sort of locum tenens. You don't catch me
vegetating at Avonleigh. And as you've a natural taste for the
country, the whole thing dovetails rather neatly— what?"
Karl sucked in his lips and released them with a smack; an

iigly trick that always annoyed Van.

^
"Naturally, I'd like to work for you; and being here so much,

I've observed things a bit. But—surely you need some one
more experienced?"

"Oh, of course if you're such a modest violet I must look
elsewhere." Van's tone was noticeably cooler. Karl's caution
and lack of oithusiasm hurt his vanity.

" You seem in a mighty hurry to chuck me I" that young man
remarked with perfect good-humour.
"Chuck you? Why, you won't even look at my oflFer."

"Don't be a bally ass, Van. I'm staring at it with all my
eyes."

He slipped off the table and seated himself in the window.
Van proffered cigarettes. "Russians," he said.
Karl helped himself. "Have you spoken to Lord Avonleigh? "
"No. I only thought of it last night."
"D'you suppose— he would approve?'*
"I really don't know. He might get worrying for fear it

should make friction. But I've every right to choose my man,
so long as I respect his sacred Malcolm. I want some one on
the spot who stands for me. I doubt if I'll give up the F. O.
job. It's interesting. Keeps you in the know. A week-end
with the pheasants, an occasional tour of inspection, and a
roaring house-party for Christmas— that's about the ticket.
I can work my mother once I get her to myself. I shall set her
up in Avonleigh House and she'll soon be wondering how she
ever stood living out of Town—

"
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Karl's sympathetic smile was tinged with amusement. "Youevidently mtcnd to have the time of your life

"
"Hope so: if you play up and Malcohn doesn't make Umselfa nui^ce I'l find decent quarters for you; and tb^I

mother. But 1 U hang on to the Albany suite; and when I'mbored strff with playing the dutiful son, I'U haul you uron"teephone wire and we'U buzz round -unofficiaUy"'\^'s

••TdT^^- "?.^'°««' daylight now, K?"

•'You w^Jr^^/
b,t dazzled," Karl admitted honestly.

fJZ. i J" as I can, to make the woods and homefarms more profitable workmg concerns?"
"Precisely My father keeps more acres under com thanm^t big landlords, these days. Sticks to it on principHiouS

t Z ^^ ""
"Z'"?"'^'

*"<' °^"'^ he wa^ badly lerdo™m the eighties and mneties like aU the fanning world Y™talked munensely learned last week about ways and m^, ofge^tmg a bigger yield from the same acreage, ^d I beTW™
Wvino Lr> *"''',^''""8 --d agricultural Ge^™
ofta t^^" ^ ^""^ ^°" ""^'^- i" that as weU ^

in I »itSn^™^' *!^' "'-^ '^'"^•" ^^> <^<'"«rt«l hto

"(S^^^r'n ' ?''J^ "^^y »^«P'«1 the rebuke.

n^^esl^tS'fa^ir^
*° '^"- ^ut, nationally, a

"Well— personaUy, I take after my mother. It's her T

^r V^^^ ^^' '^' P"^^^^ ^^° «^ ^^beral EngK^h edL-tion And I've spent enough of my vacs in Germany toW]ust how priceless it is."
^^^^y w snow

"Hear, hear!" Van remarked softly. "One's usuallr ledto suppose It's the other way round; that our you^S aSwastmg their substance on riotous athletics and hulfofdS
l~oS!" '''^ '"''' '' '^ ^P^"^^^ techni^ for^

Jfef' rl^Vriri "^^ P^d^^» and no doubt it'U swing

Z on^v il'r ' ^^"^ '^ '*^' something of both sides and Ican only say, Commend me to the liberally educated muddler '
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Nine-tenths of the technicaUy trained prodigies are working for
hrni, and under him, because they're not fit for anything else
Of course there are shining exceptions everywhere. But, take
It all round, Germany is grinding out a race of highly trained
clerks and mechanics, mostly engaged in filling the pockets of
commercial Jews. England, with all her bungling, is still tum-mg out leaders of men."
Van lifted his eyebrows. "You seem to have had an extra

special eye-opener over there this summer. D'you hold forthm that yem to the mighty Schonberg? He's no mere clerk or
mechanic.

'

"No. He's one of the shining exceptions. We get a goodmany of them over here; and, I admit, they blaze around to
some purpose."

"You also admitted the other day -- to return to our com-
helds -- that they manage to squeeze twice as much out of a
hundred acres of poor soil, in a harsh climate, as our fellows do
with soil and climate in their favour. What's the recipe?
But you've got it aU at your fingers' ends, you walking
encyclopaedia!"

«.i*aiifc,

Karl's conversation for the next fifteen minutes bristled with

S'SrVr'if^i? ^*"''?y '^^ "^^^'^ ^"d bewilder the

^th fi^l
liberally educated friend. He supported his factswith figures: and Van's lazy amusement was tinged with respectHe stiU constantly found himself astonished at the variedamount of practical knowledge Karl kept up his sleeve, ready

for service as required. ^

h. ^fl^iT^' -f^' t '^'''^^^ genially: "Couldn't followh U of It. But ^ you'U only play up and work a few of those

^'Surd'^''''
^"' '"'' '°^ ^^ ^^^"^ ^"^ discovering such a

Karl smiled at that characteristic inducement. "You can'twk miracles with the land," he said. "It's a matter of steady
plodding m the nght direction; and over here the hmnan ele-ment s rgamst it The British fanner's a distrustful beggar-
not wifuout good reason. It's not that he's merely ignorant;
his whole level of mtelhgence wants, lifting. He also badly

7
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™ts the security of State aid and protection, which he isn't
likely to get while Free Traders rule the waves."

';But, my dear fellow, we can't burden the country with
tariffs simply on his account."
Karl shrugged. It was an old bone of contention. "Thenyou must accept." he said, "the farmer's lack of enterprise."
yery weU-I accept it! All the same, with a man like

Zl^ftT '^^^'!^\': ^°^« ^^- Scientific treatment ofthe soil-fertihzers and things- But the point is-what
about my proposal? Are you game?"
Karl looked thoughtful again. Then he said frankly: "Youmust admit that, so far, it's all a trifle sketchy. Natxially I'dhke to feel sure your father's agreeable and that Mr. Malcohn-even if he isn't agreeable- would not be obstructive. As

It is. my position's quite undefined."
"I -see." Van said, with a deliberate drawl. "Truth isn th7r. r.^ rT^"" P^^'' ^^ P^^y ^^^<^«d fiddle here!And the fact that I'm keen on the plan doesn't affect yourbusmess pomt of view." ^

At that Karl fairly lost his temper.
"If you're death on talkmg such putrid rot, God himself

can t prevent you." he retorted, and walked away to the mantel-

'

piece. Then he swung round and looked hard at his friend
'

who still sat there smoking, apparently unperturbed. "Youknow you didn't mean that. Van. You know I'm a cautious
mover. And if I put my back into a thing, I want to fed I can
hang on long enough to reap results. But you say yourself
It saUm the an- as yet. So I vote we drop it, till your affairs
are more settled - and get on with our game. Meantime Iwon t accept anything else. That satisfy you?

"

'

"Oh, yes. I'm agreeable." Van answered coolly. "I shan't
worry you again. If you want the job you can say so. Now—come on. I owe you a licking; and I shall have particular
pleasure m administering it 1

"

The achievement took time and all Van's skill, for thev were
well^matched. When it was over, he laid an envelope on Se

^,ii
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"Your fifty," he remarked genially. "A good deal overdue.
Thanks very much — and all that."
"Sure you can spare it conveniently? I'm in no hurry »

^
"That's a mercy, 'coz it's aU I can spare conveniently—

just at the moment." ^

Karl pocketed the envelope. "Don't worry about that, old
chap, he said. "I'm alwa-^s glad to be of use."

''With reservations!" Van reminded him feelingly: and they
went on into the haU where they found the elders just back
from church.

sitt
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Chapter VI
One sleeps, indeed, and wakes at intervals . . /And my provision's for life's waking part:
Accordingly, I use heart, head and hand;
AU day I build, scheme, study— and make friends.

-, _ Bhownino
On Monday they had a great day with the partridges; and onTu^day Karl departed, leaving Van stiU mystified and T^eon edge He spent most of the week lecturing at a big A^cuUural College; and on Saturday he travelled North ^

^'
in wh,Vh A^Vr u' ^' ^'^^ S^^"^y manufacturing townin which Adolf Schonberg and John Burlton were leading ligh^!but he was fond of his father, though there was little iSor'and less understanding between them. Very early anHeS^
of'^h: fH^%^f 'rr^^^ unwillingnesZto enter^ on^of the elder Schonberg's prosperous lines of business- and Wsown modest ambition had, at first, been treated ^TwSn u^worthy of senous opposition. Then, suddenly, slonle^hadchanged his tune; and if the boy wondered a ufde, he hadLmno questions. The fact sufficed.

^

y.^ """? English upbringing- a concession to his mother-had inevitably tended to separate father and son; and devoTionto the memory of one dead woman was bv this tim^ t^! ^T
strong link between them. For Kariknew^' wdi hat h^

ef^hVlLTbeen^^'^
""^"^ "^ ^^^"^^ ^^^^^"

of ;rZ^r f^' '°"'^^'' °^ ^^ ^^' It was the dutyot all good Germans to propagate the race; and Schonberg

ll^t.A^'''^'^ ^ '^' ^""^^- That was his comml sens!view of the matter; and his occasional remarks onTe "uMeS
Zl w^r " P'^' '^"' J^^^^ «" K'-^ri's finer suscepSS^

^n^Ii^^o^hTd:^^^^^^^ ^^^^^'^ ---^- p^-^^^
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mation could not be dTs-^.«^?
"''''^'^^^^ petite for infor-

direction i^Z it tLZh h^ " T' ^'^^^^ ^^^^^ ^^
tended. ' ^^ ^^ ^°^^ °ot see whither it

It was true, also, that he had felt himself accents of aleigh sunply as Van's friend- anH iTfr *?^^*^ ^t Avon-

demanded more indivfdS reco^L w'
?'^''^^^> he

that, if Malcobn proveHst^S vi^n m7 """^ ^"^"^^

aloof and leave hL to b^^Tet^^,^^wt^^^^^ '''^T,he was so casual about monev kJ] JLT ? ^^i^''"^'
^^t

tomfM'S/r^Z''''^''^'^T*°^<'''^'<'««'«e things,

responsible post, he w^i^STvi^f, 5^ •
^^"^^ ""^ '^

refuse outri^ "^^ ^ P*^'"8 annoyance and

front wind„ws,tr^°ielTc:Sv':^e?nXT^^^^^

^^^dtTth^^tSe^prrr^^^^^^^^
son may with a Amr!?. ,t

S^o^P of Wac, laburnum and crim-

Burlton had ^tShis Wm^n G^ "^^l- •^'t''""^'Station, one came first tn mil r^
^^' ^"vmg from the

ne^.a\elpath. Isorlolk suit and tweed cap pro-
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claimed him on the verge of his week-end flitting. Karl waved
his stick, shouted to the driver and sprang out.

"Take my traps on, will you? " he said, " and say I'll be com-
ing along shortly."

He had a real affection for 'old Burlton'; and, on the whole,
found his three younger boys and widowed sister more congenial
than the step relations at 'FreischUtz.' But it puzzled and
disappomted him that he could make so little headway with
Jack. He knev/, from remarks at home, that partnership was
in the air; out of underlying causes he had not the remotest
idea.

John Buiiton came forward with a friendly smile on his com-
monplace, capable face. He was a thick-set man in the early
fifties; externally alert and mobile, internally slow-moving and
limited, with as kind a heart and as much genuine honesty as is

compatible with success in the 'savage wars of peace.' Like
many Englislmien, of his class and age, he was more concerned
to keep his figure from spreading than his mind from rusting.
He belonged to the type of man— common enough in these
islands-—who will make a hard and fast statement, Usten placidly
to a string of shattering arguments, and, at the end, repeat his
original remark as if no dissenting word had been uttered. Out-
side his human affections, the pith of life was summed up for
him in two words— Burltons and golf. Five days of the week
he devoted to the first; two to the second. And those two
days were sacrosanct. Only the trump of doom would inter-
rupt his weekly pursuit of the elusive ball and the sacred rite
of keeping himself 'fit.' Had the frivolous ventured to inquire,

' "Fit for what? " no doubt but he would have answered gravely,
'"For more golf."

"Just flitting, as you see!" he greeted Karl in his cheery
week-end voice. The week-end voice was Jack's invention;
but it certamly had an unnustakable ring seldom heard within
the four wails of his office. "The car'll be here in a minute.
You home for long?"

"Only till Monday. That's why I nipped out. Have the
youngsters anything on to-morrow?'

.^

)»
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A parlour maid appeared at the front door. "The telephone

please, sir. Mr. Schonberg."
'

With a muttered expletive, Bur^l.u r ijii-ied back to Ihe study;
and Karl, waiting in the haU, ^ as divided ; ^tween sympathy
and amusement as he listened ; fiie rap-d ne-sided soliloquy
jerked out by Burlton in tones in retr oved from those of his
greeting.

"Monday— first thing Monday— what ? But, my dear fel-
low, it's impossible. I'm just starting. Yes— yes. What?
Oh, / don't think so." A longish pause. "There's the car
commg round— yes— yes, I'll look in. But, confound it all,
man, I shall miss my train—!"

The click of the receiver on its hook was followed by the
reappearance of Burlton, his week-end aspect clean gone; vexa-
tion in his voice, a worried look about his eyes.
"Never knew such a fellow as your father for doing thinjjs

on the nail," he said, with a short laugh. "He wants me
round there. Some business he's convinced won't wait.
There's no choking him off, and I'm blest if I shan't lose
my train.— AH right, Robson, stow in the traps on the
chance." This to the mystified chauffeur, who had just
announced the car.

Then he thrust his head into the drawing-room. " Good-bye,
Alice. Business at Schonberg's, so you may see me back, un-
less I drive the whole way. Damned if I wonH drive all the
way," he added, with decision, when the door was shut. " Shall
I give you a lift, Karl?"
As they rolled smoothly along the metalled highway, Burlton

repeated, in a more genial tone: "Never knew such a fellow as
' your father. I don't believe he has two ideas in his head out-
side business. Of course it's half the secret of his success. But
in my opinion it's good for a man to shake himself free now and
then. Frankly, Karl, in some ways he 's one of the most amaz-
ing men I've ever met. But I can't have him playing old
Harry with my week-ends!"

Freischutz was a few degrees uglier than Warton Grange:
bur the afluiity of type was evident; and the house was still
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further disfigured by Mrs. Schonberg's deplorable taste in
curtams.

The somid of the car brought Schonberg to the door— a
bulky, m-dressed figure of a man; firm, fleshly, and powerful-
the hands notably so with a large thumb which he used to en-
force his argents or his wiU. And the face matched those
forcible hands: prominent eyes under a vigorous forehead, a
thick, assertive nose, sensuous mouth and good strong teeth
stamed with tobacco. His colourless hair and moustache were
well brushed upward, and the slight droop of his lids gave him a
misleading air of indifference which he found very useful on
occasion. But his son- if not his friend- was quite aware
that very httle escaped the attention of those sleepy-looking
eyes, or of the brain behind them, that - ;ted and registered
every serviceable item with mechanical precision.
When the car drew up, he smiled genially iid waved his

hand.

"Karlaizo! That is goot. Golf-sticks alzo!" He jerked a
dOTsive thumb towards them. "You still belief - 3u wiU go?"

Of course I shaU." Burlton answered doggedly. "Come
on. Let's get through with the business as soon as possible."

Schonberg lifted his shoulders. "To make way for the
^eater business- hein? It wiU be your ruin yet, my friend,
this graze for walking- walking- walking after one foolish
leetle white baU. Firmly I beUef you would prefer losing a
big deal to a round of golf!"
But Burlton was in no mood to appreciate a saUy at his own

expense. "I have yet to learn that the interests of the firm
have ever been neglected for my hobby," he replied with a touch

^^^f^^'
^^^^^y leisure and I work the better for it

"
Well— well we will not guarrel over my little choke.

Gome, you shaU hear if I had reason to upset your plans " He
laid a heavy, affectionate hand on Karl's shoulder. "Glad to
see you, my boy. We shall talk later. Business first, pleasure
after— even if it is weeg-end— hein? "

The two exchanged a smile of amused understanding before
bchonberg followed his unwilling guest. For aU his inflexi-
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bility, the man had a str >ng human streak in him and strong
passions, both kept in a separate compartment from th^t^!wavenng, mhmnan machine- his business brain

«J^ ^ ^.*'°'"
^r^"^.

^^^^"^ ^"^ ^^d the study door open,^d saw -from the windows of his own smoky sanctmn-

f^CIZ \ J?^y
,^^°^gh the gathering dusk. Then he

strolled m to see his father whom he fomid- as always- inh^ big swivel Chan-, a cork pen in his hand, a drooping Germanpipe between his teeth.
«"«wi

r^^^ f^ansive desk not a paper was out of place. Every

them held books of reference and scientific journals dealingwith an amamg vanety of subjects. In the window on aheavy pohshed ^ble stood a castor^il plant in a roCd pmk
?JI^ !.'

'^?^'^ ^"^'"^y ^^ ^^ °^^g^"^ "^at. There wSe
1^^ hf I li^T^^' ^^ P^^^^ ^^ «^^^ by a Jap.anese bamboo bhnd. Over the mantelpiece hmig a water^^lom- study of Karl's mother -the one relatively beaTtiSlthmg m the room. It was a tender, intelligent, wistful facewith eyes that seemed to foUow you when you moved. Directlv

rtl^'r?w ''"^.^7^ ^^ ^^y chrysanthemmns. Winter
or summer, that vase held its tribute of flowers from the manwho had mamed agam eighteen months after her death.A foldmg leather screen held the four younger Schonbergs-

tn .1,
p^??^ f^^'

""^^ ^^^ contributed these human legade^
'

i !5.^
Fatherland, was nowhere in evidence. Karl often won-dered whether the omission hurt her feelings, or whether sheeven noticed it? H she did, she gave no sign

The whole room, though shabby and unlovely, had an air of

on^ ^ '1'!^''"^' ^""^ '^ ^^ '*^y ^° ^^ P°i«t of suffocationand it reeked of si '•ong tobacco.

>„-fc^''"^^
greeted his son with a guttural "Aha!" removedbs spectacles and mdicated a deep leather chair near the fire.In that Chan-, facmg the window, sat aU his visitors. He him-

?f«.w H ,.^'f'^x^'
^^'""^^ ^^^ ^° *^«"fr«nt them, had his

it^H f!^^
^^\

I-
^ ^ '^°™°° ^"^^ °f diplomatists, and

It had often served him well.

•1::



Z22 THE STRONG HOURS

"Sure I'm not interrupting?" Karl asked as he sat down; and
bchonberg's wide smile revealed all his teeth.
"Sush an interruption I could more often put up with' Butwe^cannot o£fer you, here, the attractions of Afbnleigh

J'^^f' ^. "^^ ^*^" ^^^ '^*°^^' ^"d shied awayfrom the subject "Is Burlton really going to drive out toWarton this evenmg?"
Schonberg shrugged. "I imachine not. Poor defilf Hemust sleep Friday night in his own bett. He shaU miss oneround after his leetle white baU; so he has no thanks for methough to-day I haf done him a goot turn, worth to miss three

weeg-ends for. Ach, these EngHsh! In all the years I haf

abaT-?'^"''
"""^^ ^^ ^ """"^ ^"^ understand their madness of

"It's a very healthy sort of madness."

_
Schonberg regarded him thoughtfully; then he looked up at

tiie face of his dead wife. " You are nearly so bad. Not quite
Because of her wish, I haf made you ahnost one of them. But— Goit set dank I You haf more sense—

"

ford^^""""^
^ ^"^^^

"^
^^'^ ^"^ ^y ^"^ °^ ^^^s at Ox-

" Cht-chtl" Oxford was dismissed with a gesture. "Brams
are of one k: id. Sense is of another. I am stiU so often aston-
ished- as to-night- A^w they are fools!" Suddenly he
raised his heavy Uds, revealing the pale iris' full circle andchangmg m a flash the whole aspect of his face. "Ach zo the
goot Gott knows his business. Wise and fooKsh created hethem— so the wise should profit by the arranchement'"
"D'you mean- take advantage?" Karl asked quietly, andsomethmg m his tone checked the older man's unusual burst

i"^ ^^^' -^ ^^^^ resumed its look of sleepy geniaUty
More often lose than take, my boy," he answered lightly

But you are here to teU me news- of your lectures and yourrme tnends. You had a goot time— hem? "

"Ripping tmie. I always do. I'm going there later for the
pheasants. He paused; then added casuaUy; "They've just
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had a bomb-shell sprung on them. Lord Avonleigh's going to
India next month, as Governor of Bombay—

"

Again that sudden, odd lift of the lids. "A-achI Thev
s«id him to India? No fool -he. A strong man. But

I

what will come to Afonleigh? Your dear friend is too mush
{man-about-town to lif there. They wiU shut it up? Perhaps

"I haven't an idea. Van'has his work at the Foreign Office
But he s keen about the place, too. He actually suggested
puttmg me m charge of the woods and home farms to make
them more profitable working concerns."
"You?" Schonberg drew in his lips precisely as Karl had

done when Van broached the idea. Then he sat silent, puffing
at his pipe and regarding his son with sleepy, inscrutable eyes!"And you accepted— hein? "

"Oh, no," Karl answered lightly. "It was just a suggestion,
because he knows I've studied things pretty thoroughly."
"You can thank Cherman blood for that. Begoz of it we

become always more indispensable to lazier peoples. How are
you mclined yourself?"

"I'm thmking things over. Of course I'd like Avonleigh.
But i want to know just what my position would be—

"

^
"To tague aU trouble off his shoulders and win credit for him

"i ^, ^^^£' ^^^'" Schonberg answered with a guttural
chuckle. "That is the fashion of these young lordlLgs Iknow them! But Afonleigh is a fine estate. It is pozzible *you
would haf a pretty free hand. And afterwards— who can teU? "
Karl shook his head. "I don't flatter myself I'm likely to

step mto Mr. Malcohn's shoes. I gather he's not easy to work
with. And of course in Norfolk I should practically run the
show." "^

"That is the tempting bait! Nashural enough!" And
bchonberg fell into a thoughtful silence staring at the fire.

Karl, surreptitiously scanning his face, was pricked with
sharp cunosity. If one could but lift the curtain and read thewntmg on the brain! Nothing his father had said showed the
slightest bias one way or the other: yet— for no definable

i4
it i.

*^t
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i {• ^

reason— Karl felt more uncertain of him tlian ever TT^ T,o^
looked for a sign, and the very fact that he h^d f'^k none r^awakened suspiaon. He knew his father for a mTof de&iSopinions~ often aggressively so. Yet he had^akJd t^from proflFering a word of advice.

retramed even

,

"Why on earth-?" mused bewildered Karl; and his h.^wUtonent was tinged with am^oyance. He^ad^bib^ a1[school and college a love of straight dealing; and in h^ fXrlpresence he was constantly worried bv the 86^^07M^^
rents that effectively killed all tti"^^t^^'^^L^^ '^'

Hanged If I'll give him a lead," he thought, with a touch ofboyjsh obstmacy. "Even if I have to stij it oatf^rK
ni^uT^^b'x^hrK^t'^trf^,^'^-

He got off with sevenJmnutes b> the black marble clock. Then Schonberg removedius pipe and shifted his eyes to his son's face. T^yTlfo

"Well well you shall think it ofer," he said. "It is vour^air I would bet ten pounds the scales axe tilted tow^^Afonleigh and your friend Fanl"
^

"I wouldn't be suiprised!" Karl answered with a non

mn^e^d "^f '^r ^^^ °^^ ^' the1eS^i!!°;
littJe of the study atmosphere went a long way.

Sir T^"" S^J
remember -if it is Viscount Afonleigh or

s^S rJI^t' ^'r
^"^ ^'-^"^ qualifications and yo^serfices axe worth goot money. Now I haf letters to finishSush a pile! No slack time for me- if it is weel^nd ' Per'haps goot lug for Burlton / do not run after balls orWke a diLtall ofer tne countiy egsercising my caxl"

^
"Is the partnership coming off, then?"

ic rj^^V' ^f ,?'^^^^'' ^"^ ^y- ^ ^^^ "^ade myself useful It

Lth%ttttefl^'^'^"^^'^^^^- ^-^Pensable-zo'
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Schonberg adjusted his spectacles and vouchsafed his son a
benign smile. "It is predzely abroad that goot Chermans haf
the most important werg to do— for the benefit of both goun-
tries, my son!" And with that cryptic remark Karl had to
rest content, though the word did not accurately describe his
state of mind.

Ten days later came a letter from Van.

My dear Old Chap,—
I have braved the elements on your behalf and write to let you

know that the coast is clear. I said I wouldn't make the next move.
But man is the victim of his virtues, and my natural magnanimity
has carried the day. So— if you are agreeable, roll along our way on
Friday. Birds are plentiful, and you can see for yourself if my father
is agreeable enough to satisfy your modesty and proper pride and all
that. As regards my own feelings, you know as much as you deserve
to know. So tumble along and don't be a ruddy fool— and you
won't regret it!

Yours— within reasonable limits,

V. B.

Karl, having made up his mind, re-read that characteristic
eflfusion with a pensive smile. "That about settles it," he said.
Later on, when he and his father were alone, h:. decided to

announce matters without preamble. "See if I can make him
jump! I' was his filial thought. But cleverer men than Karl
had tried the same experiment without success.
He guilefully chose a moment when his father seemed lost in

reflection to remark abruptly: "I've accepted Avonleigh. You
were right about the scales!"

Schonberg, who was fingering two wahiut shells, did not even
look up from his plate.

"Zo!" he gurgled in subterranean depths; and regarded his
son with an enigmatical smile. " Goot business for your friend
Fan

! But you neffer really had two minds about it."

The last was so unexpected that it turned the tables on Karl.
"I don't believe I ever had," he admitted; and directly chal-

lenged his father's gaze. It was like looking at two bluish discs
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of^ound glass, hatf vefled by the drooping lids Karl feltsuddenly annoyed. He beUeved half of it„ on for eka"f^as"^^^^ ^^^^ ''^- -- asLt-hearted':?d

"I'm going down there on Friday," he said, to break theque«r feehng of tension that grc-v Ja the silen«
lo take over charge?"

.
"^?- ^? f^°°t Pheasantsi And I suppose there wiU be aninterview with my formidable hostl"

wm oe an

He grimaced at the prospect and Schonbere wagged his/

fearhmi. He is domg goot business. You can bet, he knows

.
Rising, he stroUed over to the hearth-rug; and Karl tuminem Ins chair to face the fire, found his fatherLking d^wn

S

with eyes that were no longer like discs of ground glaTYou ^e a damn goot boy, Karl," he said in a voice of realfeehng It was a discovery he made periodicaUy, La tone ofvirgmal conviction; and Karl was prepLd for th^ desceS of aheavy hand on his shoulder. «K I gave up my own wishes
because of your mother you have neffer caused me to regret itOnly stick on at Afonleigh, and you wiU replace Mr. Malcohi;

m!'J s*^f come down to visit you when I am able. And ifMr. B ount shaU wish to let, it is pozzible I can help -»
Karl looked up quickly. "You seem keen on his lettingmve you got a bloated tenant up your sleeve? "
"In the world of finance it is not hard to find bloated tenants

for sush a place as that," he answered, removing his hand andspeakmg m his normal voice.

IL^^K^ ^^^ ^"^^ Avonleigh would care about it."

u h ?"^ ^ ^" ^^ otherwise. We shaU seel" And
quite suddenly Karl wished he had risked offending Van andkept clear of the whole thing ... 5 vou ana

Towards tie end of October Lord Avonleigh and Derek leftEngland with no premonition that they had actually seen the
iast of then- prosperous, peaceful, dangerously casual coun-
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fry. M they had known and loved her aU the years of their life.And Lord Avonleigh, stately and comfortably conveyed on a
vast P & O. Liner, had no inkling that his s^n'Sg^^i^
the hold of a tramp steamer, with three hundred men of aU
grades and types jammed together like herrings in a barrel
In this drastic fasUon Derek had taken the plunge; and in this
fashion he set out -resolute ra.htr than hopeful- upon the
SIX weeks' voyage to the other .nd of the world.

END Of BOOK II
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INTO THE DEEP

Chapter I

Bert is the land, shaggy with ivood,

With its old valley, mound and flood,

They calUd me 'theirs,' who so controlled me.
How am I theirs, »/ they cannot hold me?
But I hold them.

ElIESSON

"She'll topple the wrong way, man. She won't fall true."
" She wUl— damn you !

"

"She won't, the way you've notched her."

"She's notched true and she'll fall true. You keep your
blank mouth shut and mind your own business."

"It's the whole camp's business if a tree that size topples the
wrong way."
The two men stood beside the trunk of a mighty Douglas fir

that lifted its head a clear hundred and twenty feet into the
blue— a peer even among its compeers that thronged the belt
of forest behind them. Before them the main clearing of Num-
ber One Camp was splashed with noonday sun and shadow
resonant with the clank of chain cables, the shriek of donkey
engines and the noise of labouring men. Limiberjacks swarmed
like ants over the bodies of fallen giants that only yesterday
had stood as proudly erect as the living fir now marked for
death. It was the accuracy of that notch that would enable
the saw>'ers to 'throw' their tree: and it was Derek Blunt, in
coarse shirt and copper-riveted dungarees, w.'io stood there
arguing the point. His lean brown face was no longer the face
of a boy. The bone formations stood out more strongly. His
skin was tanned by eighteen months of exposure to sua and
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ii^:-;

w,nd on the plains of Australia and in the lumber camps ofBritish Columbia. His mibuttoned shirt revealed theuSt«int of h« chest and his weather-beaten felt hat was tUtei a 1rakish angle. Caulked boots and a seven-foot saw completedthe equipment of his trade. In that rough gear he liokSevery inch a woodsman. Health and confidencf radiated tornbm; the unassuming confidence of a man who, by sSliS^and zeal, has attained to a certain mastery of his craf? ^
Hal Symes, the 'under-cutter,' who stood scowling down ath™ from a steel-shcd spring-board fi^ed into the blkTthetree. He was a loosely made man, with bleached fair hair

S ,J?' tU*^
* "^thematidan's brow that seemed oddly^i

related to the rest of his face. The trail of the v^to tte^y-gomg sensualist, was over it all, from the heavyl^ "iZslack mouth and chin. Yet there were unmistakaMe^ks ofbreeding about his ungloved hands, and in the™h^tce
of bs voice. Years ago, in another life, Harold SyrSnShad been a well-known figure in the little world ofcSCMathematical dons had expected great things ofC ^eforce latent in his forehead and the weaknessttoitXwSe

By this time he was a deplorably weU-known figure in thecasual loggmg world of British Columbia. His wdW^doo^muscl^ ensured him a fair sufficiency of dollars ThHK

tl^r*'^*' tf tJ^, Derek had gathered from him at odd

iTa^iil^dToT^^'^
""'^^ '°"8ue, or jealousy promptan atutude of Tm-as-good-as-you-are, anywayl' towards the^miger man, whose decent into the llmilS^world h^no^^ tT^T^J"^^ ™™»' '«^° ^^^ moderately, ™respected by the boys, and patently favoured by 'SgoT^^the camp b»s. There was also Mrs. 'Maggots^a^TSetorLois Aymes down at Beulah Ranch_ » """ P'^ty

Dislike, bred of jealousy, lurked behind the scowl with which
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Symes leaned over and once more tested his notch, placing his
double axe in it and looking along the handle, as the 'faUers'came swmgmg up with their flexible long blade.
Picked men, these, earning anything from eight to ten dollars

a day. One was a big blond Swede; the other a typical Ca-
nadian, str^ght-nin, clean-cut, his honesty tempered with
shrewdness if a busmess deal were in the wind
"Myl But she's a beauty!" he remarked, eyeing his victim

with cntical appreaation; and proceeded to cut a wedge for his
sprmg-board four feet above the ground. The Swede foUowed
suit; and mounted on these, the men set to in earnest, working
towards the notch; the slim planks springing in unison with the
rhythnuc motion of their arms.

Swiftly remorselessly, that strip of steel ate its way into thehem of the tree while Derek stood watching; hoping he was
mistaken about the notch ...

e» i' 6 ^ was

Staiiding well away from the majestic creature— so immense
so defenceless against two pau^ of skilled hands— he looked
steadily upward. A small breeze tossed the higher branches
and on one of them sat a chipmunk— a fair squirrel— nib^
bhng a cone. When the singing note of the saw changed its
tone, the men paused; and the Canadian squirted oil along the
blade. Then to it again, till the moment came to 'wedge her'
lest the weight of the trunk damage the delicate, remorseless,
mstrument of death.

'

Graduallythetasselledheadleanedsideways. Fromthedepths
a hundred feet below came the first suspicion of a crack and awammg shout from the sawyers: "She's moving!— Timber/"
The chipmunk, still nibbling, paid no heed.
Another crack: a report like a small cannon. Then the

angmshed sound of a mighty rending, of boughs wrenched from
livmg trees, as their stricken feUow crashed through them with
ever increasing speed ...

'

And suddenly the whole clearing was aUve with shouts and
cries—
Derek had not been mistaken. She was falling the wrong

L^ ttl
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Lumberjacks and Chinamen scurried out of the danger zone-
the sawyers sprang backwards, swearing lustUy; and the shriek
of escapmg steam was mingled with the scream of shattered
branches, as the fir came smashing to earth with a thud thatseemed to shake the very hills.

Nothing more considerable than a shack lay in the line of
Its faU; and that shack was flattened like a house of cards

stunned a Chmaman; a tbrd caught the Canadian sawyer andbroke his left arm. j^ <m^

"Where's the blank-blank skunk that notched her?" hedemanded fiercely of no one in particular. But Symes was not
to be seen.

"Made tracks while his shoes was good!" opined Mick, thesawyer s brother, who was rendering first aid. "Gee-whiz If/a 'a' caught him!"
Me^time the camp had recovered itself; and the men were

at work on their trophy- 'limbers' lopping off the branches,
buckers sawmg the trunk, with 'snipers' on their heels to
round off jagged ends.

Derek was among the 'buckers,' plying his saw that no longer
engaged m gymnastics on its own account, as in the early davs

.^If^*'"'^'^^''^- ^^ "^ ^°* ^o^k and hard work, and itsat^ed cCTtain pnmitive instincts that are scotched, but rarely
imled, by the msidious process of civilization.
At la^t that which had once been a majestic Douglas fir lavstnpped m the sunlight; reduced to mere logs ready for the

powerful machmeiy of hooks and steel cable to work their wiU

o a\^ "'^1
.

^"^ ^^ ^"^^ ^^°^^' the 'donkey' whisUed,'and the cable it controlled moved on, dragging the main log
^vlth insolent ease, through a wilderness of fern and scrub
ploughing deep furrows and landmg its prisoner- bruised and

^ u!^!""" *^^ ^°^^'^ ^'^"^y- ^ answering whistle

ulf^f ff
P?^^;^?/ ^ ^"^^ ^"^^y ^"gi"e; and the long

black hne of freight slid down the grade bound for a lower reach

of Abe Callander m Red Cedar Valley.



'SfFJ 'P mm^
'|Tft>Z""<||'.

; *,

INTO THE DEEP
135

^ucat on, men of character, and men devoid of both Rnf

" The gopher darsn't show hi«? face in hprp " fi,« ;« • ^ •

Shack. Lend a fork, Deny, while I chop this stuff."

c*
^" the Stoking process was over, he filled a pine andtrolled off through a belt of forest to L lesser SeaL^wh^ethe wide valley and towering peaks beyond came SnlXtl
r ^ f^*r ^^^ '^^^'' P^tly scooped out of the hSerepresented BiU Margett's office and private shack wheTeW^wife and seven-year-old son spent some two momis eve^'summer- entirely for his benefit.

^
As a matter of fact, he held that a woman was quite out ofplace m a logging camp; but Mrs. Margett's wiferdevotion

fr„H •:
-^'^

K^"^^^-
'"'^^^' ^^^ ^oodW^'^nerer yetfound it m his heart to deny her anything.

^

af-

n

i il
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She was a townswoman by birth and temperament and sheS ^T^"^' ?^ ^^""*^- She frankly fevLedt^*
the degraded gentleman; and had also shown signs of favoSDerek which amioyed Wm considerably, and/ on oSn
were further comphcated by the fact that Derek resoectedM^gett and was adored by his smail son; while heStyd^hked the woman, whose chief plea.sure in life seemed uncon^
nected with eiUier. But Mrs. Margett was masterful and in-
s^sitive and knew veiy weU how to play on the passions ofmen. It was her chief talent and she was not the woman to let
It nist unused. To-day she had bidden him come and receivea ]^t of commissions he was to carry out at Nealston; as he had

fw fl
^^1, "^7,°^

^i*'"''"^'
^° ^^ ^"^^ ^'^' 'Maggots,' inthat flounshmg lake-side town.

56 «, m

»,.?I'^ ^if^.^^t"^
'^^^°^ ^^ ^°"^* ^h^^e that gentleman

fo^dZ .?' '""m
^^^ '^' ™^ ^^ ^^ ^P= ^^d there he

fn^Mo ; ?r"«"j/^ '^^' '^°^S ^d dipping lime cordial,m Maggots's' raw-hide armchair; Mrs. Ma^ettfalso sippingand sm^kmg, at his elbow.
»^PP"ig

fh^f^V'^^^'''
^^^^ ^^^^' ^^ ^^^^^ ^^^^ ^or noticing

that the two chau^ were suspiciously close together. She wasa woman of good carriage and seductive curves, who would

d^Z ^TT "'T.:.
^^ "^V^' ^^^^"^^ ^ second-rate melo-drama.

^

Her red blouse effectively illumined her; and the hide
amichairs w^e stacked with red cushions that airived withhCT and vamshed when she left the camp.

**j'ft^ ^li"v^^ ^^ "^^^ ^ "^^^S Pressure of Derek's hand.
I thought, hke as not, you'd forgotten everythmg but yourflmgm town and your Sunday on Beulah Ranch'"
'^No fear I'd forget," Derek answered in his most matter-of-

Sfrrdy?'''^''""^
"^^ ^^'^^""^ '^"'' ""^^' y"" S"^ '^'

H.Th""^^??^''"^''
^^^'' ^^ ^^ghty hurry? Sitnght down and have a smoke."

j- ^ *.
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"Thanks. I think I won't," he said politely. "IfU take ailmy time to get down to Macrae's before sunset -"

there-?^^^r''^KT°''.T^ ^ ^°^ ^^^ than an hour

^Z^I u^
chaUenged him, with a look so boldly significant

^ S^it^d^^rt^-J^^ ^^ ^^^^ ''^"' ^^^-
"Honour bright, I don't know what you're driving at"

^oStome'r.'fT^'^^-
"The Macrae^ have SigMy

coourI?w »,^ '^f' "^ '° ''' ^ ^^^ M^ A)4es and thecolour of her hair, it's no concern of mine."
At this point Symes, who had recovered his composure waamoved to reassert himself.

composure, was

"Miss Aym^! " he mimicked with a throaty chuckle. "Ain'twe the pmk of propriety! I thought she mosUy went bylename of Lois among her pals.

"

^

sti^crions.'^^^''"*
^"^^^ '°""''* P"* °"^ ^ ^^^ ^°' ^ ^'

"If you'll give me that Kst I'll be going on now " he saidfrajkly ignoring her hint that it was incomplete. '
'

P?l7
^^f ?^y P^^^^ «f genuine furniture in the room.

inere s just a thmg or two wants explaining, if your natiencAcan suck it five minutes longer!" she^d. Then^ s^^l

hS.^K^ f"^ ^«f?^ ^' '^^^^^'•' ^d Pro^^eeded to harass^ with a stnng of details, flashing a glance at him, betw^

own fashion, was Symes.
Derek, free at last, glanced at him; hesitated a moment-

-

then the mstmct of the gentleman prevaUed. "AnythSg I Irando for you," he asked, " in a small way? " ^

Symes stared hard at him and said slowly: "Wc-ell, you can

fj r-

7i ^ ,
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'an

give my love to 'the girls' up VereStTppf a«^ «• n^- x .

an extra ki^i nr t«,«l
"P vere atreet. And give Miss LoisMJi cxira lass or two on my account if sh*. i,ae«»* •*. r

unpleasant quarter of an hour
^ °^ ^^

say, Deny what you numing away for?"

"?Z™'°v,,'^P- i:» off do™ to the Lake."
1 ake me with you— do."

^Notjhis time. Some day -perhaps, if your dad would

15"""' *" "ould; you ask him."

.r„?«r«S^-4 «S^^"°^,'-^^ the '^' «*"

shy with him nor he withT4 Hfc^L.v ^'"JT^f
"'""

i^ Somt^^uaht^Xt^chT^-^Stfr^
-S^rSS^ra^ ''^'^ of hisr^o.^":^^^?

^preTSaui;^^^Sri-:--h^
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don'U"'
'"'" "* *"" "y '^' Wish-you-may^-e

if yl^

you lie awakeSg!^ '^
''' '"' ^"^y- »« don't

The boy gave his hand a convulsive saue<.». «iu , ,^

aIongt;ZbX°*^"f^^ff«';' '° "•« 'bunk-house,'

Jnade on the grounded c^ver^ -f^'
^""^ """• These weri

fag each from e^' At ^Tif^
"«•jt^w; slender logs divid-

canvas bag, his*^, ut'^o 1^^^^ I Zn^'J'^ ""^ '^

derclothing, a few bool« »„^
'"Ksage. It contamed spare un-

flannels, aid t^rbTSl'^denS ^TrP""' '™ ^^^ »'

h^^ajnped through th'^'l^^ro stlt^ " ""* "'

was fond of it and^ie^ „„ T? '^^^P'"™"' brim. He
saddle his cayu "a^Slid^^L- •

^"^ ^' *"' »« ^
on his flanks^tnd ov^^e ^f 'tJ^

™^" white patches

creature, liable to buck in Xm^JT * ",'"°"'' «™taWe
know about trails wasn?worthu "'^' *"<* "^at he didn't

him 'Kitts'Tn^o4T5^„°™8-?F'k had christened

loved him dearly^d^ do^i^T
"'''

u'"™**
»' '«""^- He

between them. E^ to hr,^*?!:?^ ^ ^een established

gentle hun back to^^ beSvi^^^lT, T*. °"'* ^°""'

fettle. Saddling and mouX hta^'t'^''^ '^ '^ '"'s''

th», with a final flirt ofhfeS iroTed .J^'^
proceedmg;

of bounds, and settled dow„ .^T',
""^ °P™ "> a series

out of the strong svSi^°rLto ZT.J^''' ^ '^'^ P^'^"'
the forest.

^"°"' **« ^i^dowy green silences of
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Chapter n
To lose mysdf

Among the common creatures of the world;
To draw some gain from having hd a man;
Nether to hope, nor fear, — to live, at length I

Browning

Derek had a long ride ahead of him, through endless aisles
of virgin forest, to the point at which a little mountain railway
linked the mining camp at Windyridge, with the service of
steamers on the Lake; but for him the journey itself was one of
the chief virtues of his holiday. The unmensity of these moun-
tain forests, their 'shadowed leagues of slumbering sound,' laid
a spell upon him; and a few hours of unbroken solitude refreshed
his spirit like manna from Heaven. He was not yet inured to
the common trials of working and eating and sleeping in a herd:
and in Abe Callander's outfit chere was the usual sprinkling of
rough characters. Taken aU round, the 'boys' were thorough
good fellows within their limits; and if whiskey was their bane,
they were singularly free from the meaner vices of town-bred
men. Among the better sort Derek had made a few staunch
friends: but it was friendship without intimacy; and the real
hidden Derek still remained inciu-ably alone.

For the most part, he lived too vigorously tc be aware of it,

except when the mood was on him; and to-day it was on him
acutely, intensified by the little scene in the shack. He had
been looking forward quite simply and naturally to his Sunday
at Beulah Ranch— the children, the blunt kindliness of Mrs.
Macrae, Lois Aymes, and her pretty caressing ways. And
those two, with their tainted minds, had bes.neared everything.
But very soon the brooding silence of the forest closed over

him like folded wings; and he surrendered himself to the spell.

It was the brief, perfect moment of early summer when the
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snow-slides and the slush are over and the tyranny of black flvand mosqmtoes is not yet. New life was qukkenL under thedankest sods, stimng in every leaf and bli^e. Kr^ pi^^and cedars seemed to be secretly awake and aware SmaU

ZZ^^^fr^'t ^ ^^-d-g^owth. ChiprnksS
Lvkerfn Hif "^'u "" °'^''^"^^- ^heir ceaseless chirrupingS of K-^^

^ ^'^^'' "^^'^ "nplun^bed depths. But never !

AnH tl n"* u.'^'S
'^""^^ °"^ ^^^ «"' ^«rid without endAnd to Derek's English mind, a wood without song-bkdsseined an anomaly as strange and sad as a nightSt

«nH
*
if^K^"^' ^ f ^^^ ""^^ °^ Avonleigh, in every coppice

for i^^atXf '""^
°!,«T ""^ ^^"^"^ theirYe^^outor joy that they were made. And Derek's heart hungered to

.n7ff t^' f
' ?^r °^ ^^^"^ ^S^^^^t the grey old house ?osniff the faint clean scent of wallflowers and newmoJSkss

^t to-tv th^
"7"^"^ ^ ^'^"' *^^ ^^^^ ^g-i"«t memo^But to-day the unsleepmg thing caught him unawares- andthere surged through him such a wave of Home lonZ 'as hehad not experienced since his first weeks in camp.

^^
Ihough the splendours and sublimities of Canada dazzledhis eyes and exalted his spirit, they were as dust in the Seebeside that far-off insignificant island that was Home Herewas no sense of mtimacy, no mist-blurred horizons Here theheavens seem«l higher, the depths deeper, the veiy mou^tahis

f7^"^^f
ificence, a shade too dominant, too shLly^S'And the face o the land was mirrored in ihesoul^KptEven while he dehghted in their simpUcity, shrewdness Sntong vigour, he found their characters, like their7crn;;^Iackmgm atmosphere. Bone of England's bone and flesh ;f her

fhet'llir I'-
"" ^^'"^'^^ ^-^"g"^^ that looking into

reversed, hke handwntmg m a mirror. Their very love of

rTvT ^ r^' ^ ^^'- ^^^^k, like most E^gUsl^enloved England for what she was. His Canadian friendT h^found, loved Canada for what they themselves were mSSg o?

m
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her every^ day of their lives. On his side, the attitude of a son
to a mother; on theirs, rather that of a mother watching and
shaping the growth of her son. And again, he had discovered
that h^ deep-seated love of Nature must be concealed like a
vice if he WAshed to retain the respect of these human dynamoswho saw nothmg to marvel at in the ghostly sheen of moonlight
on leagues ol snow-covt.ed pines or the most arresting conjunc
tion of mountain, forest, and lake. They seemed about as
aware of it all as a Londoner is aware of his own familiar glories.
Their eyes beheld the visible garment of God, but their minds
were mtent on the absorbing business of remodelling it to fit
the needs of man. To 'fuss round' after scenery was the mark^the tnpper, the tenderfoot, the weak-kneed sentimentalist
Ihe true son of Canada demanded naked realities, with an f 1-
sistence that tempted Derek, at times, to fling down the chal-
lenge: What, after aU, are the reaUties? The everlastmg hills
or your mushroom mining camp, that to-day is and to-morrow
is scorched mtc ashes by the breath of a forest fire?"
But so far he had bridled his tongue; and his comrades re-

spected him accordingly.

To-day, with sights and sounds of England tugging at his
heart, he felt suddenly, acutely out of tune with it all; suddenly
acutely homesick for the leisured, casual spirit of England for
her low hills and blue distances; for Van's chaff and a talk ^th
his father and a sight of his mother's face; for clean linen and a
good dinner and aU the minor comforts of home that he had
valued so little when they were a matter of course—
The real trouble, when these moods assailed him, was the

knowledge that he had only to wire to his father, and in a few
weeks he could be with him, seeing a new country, talking to cul-
tivated men and women, enjoying the lawful pleasures that were
his by nght of birth. Theway was open. No hindrance, save his
owii obstmate resolve to go through with it, even against odds.
And— on the whole— he had kept his own counsel. To his

people he had vouchsafed little beyond reassuring generalities
Mark and Jack had been favoured with fuller information- but
even so, the half was not told them. About the greater p^ of
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that nightmare voyage in the hold they had heard nothing, nor
ever would. *

In all his sheltered days, he had not dreamed what misery
and worse, a man of genUe birth and clean instincts could en

-

dure srniply from incessant physical contact with a mixedCTowd of his own kmd: and the crowd packed into the hold of
that tramp steamer had been largely recruited from the scum
of great aties. There were scores, also, of half-educated mal-
contents, with the virus of class hatred in their veins: and to
these his mere gentlemanhood had been his worst offence His
refinement of speech, his natural reserves, his wilUngness to
help and serve- the hall-mark of the aristocrat- had all been
so ma^y targets for their unreasoning animosity and scorn. Itwas the kmd of thing he would have refused to beUeve from
anothCT man s lips; and three weeks of it had brought him near
the end of his tether.

He remembered, with shame, a becahned evening in the
Indian Ocean; a thre^quarter moon beginning to take colour;
a flammg afterglow in the west that turned the waters to wine-
and, m the stern, among coils of rope, a lonely, disillusioned
Derek, so bitterly at odds with everything that, when the time
came to leave the vastness and the silence and the dean breath
of the sea for the foul atmosphere of the hold he had felt like
shppmg overboard simply to get away from it all and taking
nis chance of a rescue before his strength gave out.

It was a. mere desperate impulse, gone in a flash;' but it pulled
him up with a round turn; and it marked a point from which
matters began to improve.
There are good men in every crowd; and several of these he

had discovered, when he settled into his stride;— men whose
range of reading surprised him; who could think and express
their thoughts more forcibly than the average product of polite
education. From these he had learned much about his own
country^ and his own class, that enabled him to see both from a
fresh angle of vision; and with one of them he had struck up a
rough-and-ready friendship that considerably enlivened the first
dreaiy spell of job-hunting ashore.

-N
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Dan Magufre was as Irish as his name; a bom adventurerof unquenchab e spirit, who at one moment would confouTdD^ek for the fool he was to have been bom an Er^^lZn

^tnlT~jf '"^! ?"^^^^^ logic -belaud hi^ for tTevery qual ties he derived from that prenatal error. But forMaguu-e, those first days in Adelaide- chiefly sLt in diJcoyenng the fraudulence of agents and their o^ eS sup r"

^it waT'tf'n '^ ^ T'''''^ ^^y ^^ -did mZ^.
/^ It was, they had contrived to strike flashes of humour ou

"iJ^W ^^ ^°'^ ^^ ^' ^^ unquenchable

said he ^rnT^^''"l^''°°^«' ^^"^ '^^ Q"^" °^ Cities."said he, when Adelaide had metaphorically spumed them firthe^ of a week, "and give the bally fariiers a chance^

It^!rr "P-^^"^^ brought a change in their run of luckIt washigh summer; the farmers welcomed extra help- and for

^l:.Xl^^^: !^"'^' ^d^doing odd jobs about the farm.

cra^r nf«11 P v'?^^ ""-^^ ^""'^ "^'^^^^ '" ^«' ^^ "^ost demo-
cratic of^ Bntish Dommions, the qualities arismg from it went

SL'th'^.^r^;
"" ^1?^ 'tenderfoot,' who seemed To recog-mze that he had eveiything to leaxn, was a sufficiently rare birdto impress even an Australian farmer: and about this time athought had come to him that gave a new sigiSicTceThb

round of dnidgery If he could glean a littleS^cSknow^edge of up-tcKiate farming, his father might be induced to puthmi m charge ofp-evanyon; and he would like nothing better'^n
earth. Independence, personal responsibility and freedom fromroutme were, for him, the ideal elements in work and lif^- andthe mere chance of achieving them was worth a passing sacrificeof all three So- tired but resolute - he had bowed his backto weeks of monotonous and uncongenial toil —
E^lv^'in^tr^'~ v'"'"".^

''""' ^y ''''' ^°^ temperament.
iJ-arly m the New Year, he grew restless, and proceeded tounsett e Derek .ith alluring second-hand tales of Kit andhe gold-fields out West. Derek, though sceptical, was eagerenough for fresh experiences, for the dangers and u^icertabtlS
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that test a man's resources and his wits. In vain did the farw
confound the Irishman for a liar and the Englishman for a fool.
A rise in wages had no magnetic attraction for men in the hope^
ful twenties bitten with the : ire of the unknown—
So they set their faces westward; and in a raw little mining

town they encountered a friendly sandalwood cutter, whose
Kildcd yams lured them into joining him for a spell. Their
needs were not formidable— an axe, a sleeping-blanket, and a
gun; stores and belongings piled on a handcart, which they
must draw between them. With these they set out to work
their way through the bush to a certain gold claim, where—
according to their new friend. Foxy Lee— a man could pick up
a fortune as 'easy as winkin'.*

Meantime there was the bush; a vast tableland of red granite
and stunted blue-leaved mulgas; each one so like its fellow
that if a man lost his bearings he was helpless; in local phrase,
'bushed.'

Through this eerie, inviolate region— that had neither the
bloom of youth nor the maturity of age— they tramped un-
hurriedly, cutting sandalwood by day, bivouacking at night
under stars that flashed like cut steel. It was a solitary trade.
Each man went off alone, with his axe and gun, to scour a cer-
tain area, cuttmg all he could find and dragging it to a central
pile for collecting later on.

Except near water-holes, there was little sign of life. The
natives were practically extinct. Birds were few and strar^e,
with no music in them to enliven the ghostly silence. It was
like a land under a spell— timeless, soundless, changeless.
The very bushes, in their isolated stiUness, seemed listening
for some whisper of release from the wide, indifferent sky.
The strong, subtle charm of the place struck some secret

chord in Derek's soul. Never before had he so inly felt the in-
trinsic majesty of stiUness; yet always, behind the maje. j and
the charm, he was aware of a nameless fear: the fear that^lurks
in all desert lands; that shatters the comfortable faith of the
churches and either drives men mad or opens their eyes— and
behold, they see.
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hJ^T -r f ^^ ""^^ ^^ ^^"* ^b°"t Ws work hauntedby a horrid undersense of Something waiting to spring out Sambush and amiihilate him. In the eveningsfwhen theyXdand smoked and cooked their simple m^ it "ou^d vanish

toSfl'"'^'"rPP^"'"^^'"°"^^«- He had said no wo S

.h«^-. ??"' "^^ "" ^^ ^" discovered, with exquisite reliefthat It had evaporated like an evil miasma. But the ^rie

^Z;>rT^- ^^' 'P^'^ ^^««^^ h^ been ve^ 7^,and with mastery came a curious sense of exaltation; a sense

1 wZ'
indeed, overridden all boundaries and escap;d out ofthe world into some luminous Beyond, where time and spaceand human limitations were not—

fJ^^^ ^f"^^/ ""^ ""^ ^^^ otherwise. He clamoured

.nA.f ? , r^^"^^"*' a^d conviviality of herded men:a^d at bng last there came a change over the unchangSig
scene Tbe monotone of red granite was broken by dykr^
sch^t and ironstone. Trees and grass reappeared. ClouS

notir'''",'/'^.'^°"*5f''"^^^-
The/S^ backingsnormal world agam: and before very long they descried, afar

aflit™"" ^ """^ ^"^- ^'°°^^'« Claim,

InJ^^iT^'V^^^
supped and slept in camp. There was sing-

ZT^^J \"^V'f^ P^^^^^y ^^^ b~"«ht Derek toearth with a crash. And so an end of the strangest spiritual

^iTtX. "^ '^^" "^ '"^« ^ brii^Xt
In the unearthly stiUness of the desert he had caught a glimpse

n.^i" T^"^' ^ ^' ^^""^ °^ ^^' ^d work on BmSClaim he had more than a glimpse of man's reaUty, with nr/er

"

a fihn of varnish to gloss its uglier aspects. Two shafts, v/ith
paraUel ^eries yielding five ounces to the ton, were in AiUswmg: and D^ek spent most of his time shovelling broken rockinto buckets; his ears and brain maddened by the eternal cUckof pick or hammer on stone. In the evenings there were con-
vavial gatherings round the camp-fires; taJ^ of mira^ous
finds

;
racy, coarse, mterminable talk of money and women and
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the drink; talk from which a man could extract much quaint
and vaned knowledge of human nature in the rough
But the work itself was back-breaking and monotonous. It

lacked the one redeeming feature of farm drudgery, the sense
of nunistenng to life: and it did not take more than a week or
two for Maguu-e to be seized with a conviction that the wealth
of Croesus awaited them had they but the 'spunk' to fUni?away theu- 'ruddy shovels' and go prospecting on their own
Derek confessed that he was heartily sick of his shovel: and
Foxy Lee— after jeering at them— opined that he had best
keep an eye on their movements, just to see what colour of fools
they made of themselves.

So they left camp, with their friend the handcart, and wan-
dered over the country, tapping likely rocks, 'doUying' samples:
and, when evemng came, huntir- rabbits in the bush.
PersonaUy Derek was convu. d nothing would come of if

but the adventure of the thing amused him and Maguire's air-
casUes, and the businesslike intensity of Foxy Lee, who had
only come out to spy on their folly.

And behold, in less than two weeks, the incredible had come
to pass—
They had struck a vein of ore in one of the lesser dykes, and

had heard, with unbelieving ears, Foxy's solemn declaration
that he was a Dutchman if that vein didn't yield thirty ounces
to the ton.

That was the prelude, merely. In less than no time their
news was abroad; a fresh camp sprang up; shafts were sunk;
gangs of rough, hardened workmen poured in from all over the
district, and they found themselves famous. Later on, they
nught find themselves rich. It began to look like a big thing
Mid the prevailing excitement swept even Derek off his feet
He, tcK), ventured to build air-castles; to dream of justifying
hmiself and his crazy adventure and giving practical proof of
that devotion to Avonleigh that lay, like a hidden jewel, in his
heart;— mexpressible, unexpressed.
But the dream dissolved in mist. The air-castles ^el; to

earth m very dusty ruins. Too soon their vein of ore showed
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signs of petering out. Excitement had reached high-water
mark; and the downward swing of the pendulxim had an 'ui

effect on the rougher element in camp. Derek had never heard
so much foul language even among men who were no carpet-
talkers at their best, and it sickened him. But sheer disgust
of the whole thing failed to take the edge off his own keen dis-
appointment; and his mind reacted on his body, that now showed
signs of resenting the drastic change of life and climate and food.
He, who had seldom known a headache, suffered from a constant
oppressive ache across his brows. A paralyzing lassitude hung
upon his limbs and befogged his brain. He moved like a sleq>-
walker through a nightmare of outing, brawling men.
From this unnatural apathy he was roused by the discovery

that he had been robbed one night of nearly half his little store of
notes and gold. That fired his temper and spurred him to action.
"I'm off out of this hell-hole, Maguire," he said next morning

after announcing his loss. "I've had enough of it to last me
a lifetime. Come if you like. If not, I'll go alone."
"An' where will ye be going, in the divil's name?" asked the

amazed Maguire, who had so far taken the lead.

"Anywhere— away from these drunken thieves. The coast
for choice. Will you come?"
And Maguire— after consideration— decided that he would.

A fat roll of notes was burning a hole in his pocket; and James-
town laid itself out for the benefit of men in that enviable
condition.

So to Jamestown they returned, striking across country to
the nearest railway.

It was a small, prosperous place, harmless-looking enough,
with its shops, hotels, and drinking saloons along the shore
and its dwelling-houses scattered among the sand-dunes behind.
Yet here, in a few weeks, a man could experience enough to
shatter any lingering faith in human nature that he might
happen to possess.

A dead weight still seemed to hang on Derek's limbs and
brain. For the moment he had no clear aim or plan; only a
passionate longing to go straight back to the clean, decent liff
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of his own kind: and the sight of the sea, that should have
refreshed him, only made matters worse. Maguire, it must be
admitted, found him anything but a lively companion— and
Maguire was 'out for a spree.' His own head being made of
cast iron, he and his friends did their well-meaning best to en-
liven Derek with generous doses of the foul stuff sold as whiskey
in the saloons of the town. It was their simple, infallible pre-
scription for driving dull care away—
Derek looked back on those first two days at Jamestown as

on a nightmare many degrees worse than the last week in camp;
for the cogent reason that he himself had, in a measure, chared
the general degradation. For forty-eight hours he was like a
sh^ without a rudder; his brain blurred with the fumes of drmk
and bewildered with the noisy hilarity of bar saloons; his de-
tached self, somewhere up in the clouds, looking on cynically at
what men call 'life.'

There had been brief dear moments of exaltation and ex-
citement. One of these had culminated in a free fight. There
had also been women . . .

Sickened by the talk of tipsy men, Derek had tinned to these
with somethhig like relief:— and had discovered too late the
depths of his mistake . . .

On the third morning he awoke with a mind painfully clear

and pockets painfully empty. 'Dull care' had taken flight

with a good many other thmgs. The cure was complete— and
lasting.

Derek hated, though he could not easily banish, the memory
of those few days. He lacked Van's art of convenient forget-

fulness; and the first blot on his 'scutcheon was no light matter
to this sturdy, self-contamed yoimg Englishman, with never a
trace of the Pharisee in his composition. He and his particular
set at Trinity had worked and played too hard to have time or
taste for emulating the 'nuts* in respect of wine, women, and
cigars. Most of them had lived strenuously and frugally—
with inten-als for unlimited rrfreshment— and had kept
straight as a matter of course. To Mark and Derek, in partic-
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tJar, the tr^c that makes night hideous in the streets of crr«.f

thM the unoigani^d individual can do- aTd » fa muS
""^

Now, Maguire and Jamestown had tr,v™Ii i-

when I arrivpH Ri,f ^^ j . . .
'^"'^g all to pieces

•We a bee line for HoCofBrbr^Fve'^mJ,"**
"o" '°

-and I will. Better luck perhaps Canada way
"'?"'""•

In that dim hore-for he had smaU faith in his'own luck— he left Jamestown and parted from Mainure who haH ..i.,kup a violent friendship wTth the bartend^dtost^S^^^' *° °"! °' '*^" «*"^-' I'^^'t did not soo^ fo^ihrni; but he never heart of him again.
*

By coastmg steamer and laU he made his way back to Ade-bide, and tiiere squandered aU that was left from the wmi „na second-class ticket to Vancouver. That wcnderfuM^e
across the Pacific should, at least, be made in cleanl^^dcon^Uve comfort. Hfa familiar Norfolk coat and S,^helped hm. soon to feel more Uke himself again; and wTtoreview, wiU, a queer, detached interest, the doings of oneX^Blunt on the Continent of AustraUa.

"e^^eren

Before him lay Canada, land of boundless possibilities- an^e to conjure with. His own possibilities, of c^X w«estncHylmuted. Canada, like AustraUa, wo^ld h^^t'o "efor aU the varied knowledge he had imbbed at Odord C
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first question would not be, "Who are you? " or, "VTho was your
grandfather?" but, "What can you do?" By his practical
answer to that a man must stand or fall out here in the West.
He cherished in his letter case a certificate from the friendly

Australian farmer; and he had a vague idea of trying to get
work on a prairie homestead, so as to learn a little more about
practical farming. He had also a vague idea that prairie home-
steads did not grow wild along the coast of British Columbia:
an idea confirmed by a fellow passenger who hailed from
Vancouver, and by his own first sight of that imposing coast
line: sharply jagged mountainous fiords and inlets, mantled
everywhere with mighty forests that swept darkly down to the
tideway and were streaked at intervals with narrow lanes, like
partings in a thick head of hair.

"That's whar hand-loggers have bin at work," his new friend
told him. "Logging's the soundest proposition aroimd here,
take my word. No shakes, though, foolin' with agents. Yew
come along with me to a slap-up logging hotel whar I'm known,
and I guess I'll soon put you in the way of a start."

^
Derek was to learn that this friendly spirit, this readiness to

give any stray or stranded human a helping hand, is the spirit of
Canada at her best: and for that alone he must have loved her
because of the same streak in himself.

It was in that 'slap-up' logging hotel that he had met Abe
Callander, and so eventually had cast anchor in Number One
Camp. For once in a way ' the Luck ' had smiled on hhn, and,
taking one thing with another, she seemed disposed to smile on
him still—

m

The long ride, the silent companionship of Kitts and the
forest, had ahnost charmed away his mood of depression: and
when at last the full glory of lake and moimtain burst upon his
view, it slunk oflf altogether for very shame. On such a day
and in such surroundings, he must be a churl, or the saddest
man alive, who could feel at odds with creation. Derek, being
neither, shook himself mentally, and defied Mrs. 'Maggots' or
Symes to spoil his brief holiday.

" • •'W'ff'laifcife-



Chapter ni
We eon never attain compute success in this quest,
but we can always be advancing to clearer knowledge.

The True Sceptic

The raflway siding that was Derek's objective consisted of a
platform and a shack in charge of one 'Scotty,' a well-known
local character, whose chief duty, in his own phrase, was "to
see that they planks and they ties » diima rin a£F thegither the
nicht." Incidentally, he imbibed enough whiskey, most nights,
to ensure unbroken slumber, though the heavens fell. Derek
thoroughly enjoyed a yam with the old sinner while waiting;
and on these occasions Kitts was always left m his charge.

In the courteous little tram that halted by request at the
siding, passengers were few, and cliiefly connected with Windy-
ridge Mine; but in the steamer the crowd was quite promis-
cuous. Officially there was one class, by courtesy called 'first.'
Humanly, there were many classes; and these crystallized auto-
maticaUy into sharply divided groups. Man may rhapsodize
about equaUty, world without end. Nature, in her wisdom,
will have none of it: and 'though you drive Nature out with a
pitchfork, she always comes running back.'
The miners from Windyridge, four large handsome Swedes,,

jomed a party of their own kind from the Slocan. In thati
group, the bottle and snatches of song circulated freely. In
the commercial group, talk of deals and commissions took the
place of drink; and through it aU ran the drawling cadence of a
very American voice, insisting on the vital importance of closer
trade relations between Canada and tlie You-nited States.
They were natural-bom twins, he insisted superfluously. Gee^
ography gave Amurrica the pull all the time; and she wasn't
such a blamed fool as to quarrel with the sitewution. . . .

* Sleepers.

•rt

m



INTO THE DEEP 153

A lesser group, astem, was obviously British. Derek knewtwo of the men by sight; reUred Army officers, who wore theirrmigh clothes 'with a difference.' They were listening, with
shghtly bored amus^nent, to a youngster evidently new to theWest and disgrunUed by Canada's blunt demand that the manwho aspires to earn her dollars shaU put his back into the process.As that part of the programme did not appear to suit him, hewas indulging m the cheap retort: "No damn use for this bea^Uyco^try No place for a gentleman . . .» and so forth.

'

He did not seem to care who overheard these praiseworthy
remarks; and Derek avoided the group, partly because of an
acute d«ire to kick that egregious youth, partly because he
prrferred promiscuous listening and enjoying the evening glory
of lake and mountam, to which his feUow passengere rmid no
heed. For most of them- as he very weU knew- this majes-
tic region, which they farmed and mmed and prospected, was
sunply so much potential lumber and 'canned stuff.' 'white
coal,' and raw mineral wealth.
But if they cared nothing for the eternal hUls, neither did the

hills c^e one jot for their pigmy activities and preoccupations.
On either side of that naixow, winding lake they tow^ed-
a^oof, savage, resplendent; heights piled on heights, to the
ultimate snow hne; a very ocean of mountains; so fierce so
remote, so utterly untamed by man. Here the blue sheei of
a glaaer there a fang-like peak, splashed and streaked with
snow. Round the next bend, a rocky bluff darkly crowned
with forest; and lower down, on more shelving slopes, the
fany mantle of trees in new leaf. Lower still, in coves and
lakeside ranches, the transient snow of orchards, the first prim
ordered patches of tilled land in this unfettered region of earth'And down, fathoms down, in the blue-green waters, a crystal-
clear, inverted vision of more crags, more bluffs, more splashes
of new leaf and blossom.

Through that inverted vision the busy little steamer nosed
Its way; stopping here to deliver, there to pick up. lettere
parcels, or freight; whUe the miners boozed and the American
argued, and the snows began to take colours and the shadows

t ,
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deepened from purple to black, and Derek feU into casual talk
with a tough, grizzled lumberman, full of yams and grievances
about 'graft' and 'political pull' that clSS gr^t"^^^
country agamst bona^fide loggers for the profit of mere speculj

Derek decided for the fiftieth time, that a Lake steamer wasan Ideal form of locomotion. He was in no huny to reach hislandmg stage; yet it would be very pleasant to see them aU

l^\ m"^°^'
^*° ^""'^ °°^ '^«^*' ^^e seemly securities, thegood famihar sense of Home. His connection with Macrae

dated from early autumn. Theie had been a slack time in thecamps: and, mstead of 'blowing in' his wages at Vancouver,
he had spent two months on Macrae's Uttle ranch, fruit-picking
and making himself generally useful. Symes, rather to hfa
surprise, had followed suit for a month: and this was the man-
ner of their mutual mtroduction to Lois Aymes
She^ !/^^^' ^ragae-looking creature; the nearest thing

to a lady that Derek had encountered since leaving hZ!.Her posiUon at Macrae's was a cross between lady help andnurseiy governess to two children aged five and s^en Her
chief^ mterests appeared to be reading novels and 'passing thetune with one or another of the men on the ranch. This was
natura^ enough and probably harmless enough; though, forthe girl's sake, Derek would have liked to feel mire ceriin of

^rn,i^ if^^r^. ""^^ '^y^ ^^°8 ^"°^«h to be of any

fn, ^ n \ T'^J'^
^ear, one of the foremen, who had chiefly

roused Derek s distrust. He was a big, powerful fellow, rou- h^

^Zi^ .^r'^'?'^'''
soft-spoken when he cho;e.That he fascmated Lois had long been apparent to every one.

Imnself mcluded; and Derek saw elementTof tragedy b The
affair, which mvested her with a touch of pathos in his eyesHer confidmg ways gave him much the same pleasant thrill
as when Bill Margett or 'Salie Macrae slipped a clinging handmto his own. So to her shy advances, he had responded in Ws
reserved, unhuiried fashion; and an easy friendliness hadspmng up between them. Since then he had paid brief visits
10 the Ranch whenever opportunity permitted; and occasion-

>*
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Tt^emT" '' ^' "°''^^' ^P^^^^ "°^^' «^^« him news

app^XoTort'^ ^ ^'^ ^">^ "«°' ^^^ ^th the childishappeal. Do come along soon and liven us up. AU the fruit tr«^

AnZrt^^'^:^^^^"^' Ih-tegivinglessonsthiTelS^S^^And the children hate them worse than I do. 'Salie sendstkiS*

Eor^fh^^'^^r'^' Verysincerdy/LTtj^n'e?.-

was^e f^Hnfh,^
wo'^denng- had Agar sheered off and

^w nol^f ^^ ? consequence? WeU- he would soon

SuT^-th tVT^ ^^"""^ °^ separation to feel he had areal imJc with the homely human interest of it aU.

The sky was flushed with the aftermath of sunset and thewate« had taken on a puiple sheen, when the^ Ue stear^ran alongside Beulah Landing. Mac;ae's homJ^tead walTtS
l^re th^ a mile inland: and very soon Derek wast the Ra"cL

of^;», I """f
"*" ^^°"^ * ^^P «^ h^gh P-o^d, sloping a^^y

bloom. It was like fairyland, as Lois had said; and a litSe

tr^ ^^> L '^'?"' f ^ '^^^^^ "^°^'^'g between the

hlT'«,
^^^^'"^'g^ "^to a clearer space, he discovered it to

-wlrr • A
^'^^""P^"^^^ '^^^' he recognized- Agar and Lois Aymes. The man's arm was round hS- and

co^irH-T"^- uJ"^
^""''^ ^«^^t it. In the oT^, D^kcould d^tmguish details; the gleam of her hair, the tSt ofT^

sS^H^r^'T^'^' Andwhilehewatched'theydetoa
standstill as Lf m eainest talk. Then, impulsively, Lok^^edto A^ her head tilted backward, her face lifted to W^-T"*
inj^ S J ""[^ * *^g^^g' ^comfortable revulsion of feel-ing, turned sharply away.
What did it aU amount to? He challenged Agar mentallvas he strode on through the gathering dLk M^ Saeought to keep stricter watch over a girUike that ba world ofrough, casual men: though in truth the good soul had morethan enough to occupy her from morning OU night.

!'-
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As he stepped on to the rose-covered veranda, she welcomed
him with her large smile and possessive grip: a brisk, capable
woman in the middle thirties; candid, yet good-natured, and of
curiously unfeminine outline. AU her bones seemed a size too
large. Her hips had no alluring curves. Her face was the
shape of a friendly brick, and much the same colour, set with a
pair of very blue eyes. Her cheap print 'shirt-waist' was
finished with a man's collar and tie; and her ill-cut tweed skirt
bore the haU-mark home-made. Withal, she managed to pro-
duce a general impression of comeliness that emanated from
within. "I'm square and I act square," she would tell you,
with her smiling candour. And it was true. With the help
of one inestimable Chinaman, she did aU her own housework,
washing, and baking; yet generally found leisure to be at ease
with her sewing from five o'c'ock onward. Derek had taken a
liking to her from the first, and she frankly returned the
compliment.

';it's real good to see you again," said she, with patent sin-
centy. "I've kept a nice bit of supper hot. And d'you sup-
pose that young scapegrace, Al, would go to bed tUl you'd
come? Not he! They're off somewhere just now. Guess Lois
has her eye on them. The spring's gone to her head some.
But she's not been looking quite so dandy lately. Her cough
worries her."

Still talking, she vanished into the kitchen, and reappeared
with a half-demolished meat pie, which she supplemented with
home-made bread, cheese, waffles, maple syrup, and a bottle of
ught beer.

Then she sat down by him, a stocking over one hand, a dag-
gerlike needle in the other. The supper-table was set across
one end of the Uving-room. At the other end, a few cane chairs,
a round table, and a hired cottage piano were grouped about
the stove. Macrae himself, a hard-headed, hard-drinking Scot,
lived chiefly in his 'office,' where, at present, he and a few con-
genial spirits were playing 'slough.'

And, while Derek did full justice to his belated meal, and the
darning-needle stabbed 'Salie's stocking, Mrs. Macrae's flow of
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talk took on a more confidential tone. Lois seemed rather on
her nund.

"She did cughter marry, thar. girl," was her sage conclusion:
and Derek opmed that the odds seemed in favour of it

"She's full young, though, isn't she?" he added, helping him-
self tc more pie.

' K 6 i

"Just turned twenty," Mrs. Macrae infonned him with a
sidelong glance of which he was placidly unaware. "Plenty
prls marry earlier; and she's a lone thing, poor dear. No b^
longmgs on earth but a stepmother, who nags her life out
because she's soft and feckless. I act is, she wasn't reared to^ her livmg. Her poor father never thought she'd need
For she s of good stock, Derek Blunt. Her dead mother waimy first cousin. That's how she's here: and she does her best
poor child! But, as I say, she'd ought to marry. The man's her
ime: and mebbe that's about the best you can say of a woman "

^
Yes— perhaps— if she hits on the right one."

"Well, I guess she will— if he gives her half a chance."A lurking significance in her tone prompted Derek to sav
frankly: " You don't mean Agar? "

The note of disapproval was unmistakable: and she misread
It utterly.

"Sakes, no! They've been fooling round some. But there's
nothmg to It. You can take my word. Jos isn't the kind to
marry. He can get all he wants without that. And Lois weU— she fanaes him. But— my! if men and women had L call
to many all those they'd fancied, we'd need to be Turks and
Mormons outright to keep the accounts square! Don't you
worry. If Lois is a mite feckless and young oi her age she's a
good girl— a good girll" Mrs Macrae repeated with what
seemed to Derek unnecessary emphasis. And suddenly he
perceived, with a jarring shock, that the kind soul was byway of offering comfort to a discouraged lover!
At that, he plunged desperately into disjointed talk about

his journey; and thanked Heaven when the vagrant children
charged into the room. But respite was brief; for AI had long
overstayed his bedtime, and now his mother was adamant
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"Well -- of all the spoUt boys I"

• Sf^t^^ ""^u""'
^^"- ^*°^' »"^ I^crek looked up with

:a>^ !
'' ^ "^^ ^"^^ ^~™y' stood I!>fa

Framed in a background of sununer darkness, with the hVhtifuU upon her red-gold hair, she looked fairer, mirTf^Se ht'usual; and as much out of place in the wild West as a m^f-th^vaUey m a cabbage patch. She wore a simple goW of dSblue hnen, with a quaker coUar that revealed Lrswanlikeo^e of her throat. But the lines of her figure teJitr^!
^t'eTto S ^T ft''' u?^ ^h^^ek-bones narrowed^-

f^-afav Lk T^Iw u^' ^^ ^" ^^ ^^ ^ decepUve

S^hJt^f r ^'^
"^"^ ^^^'^ ^^ ^" ^"^^ ^y ^ the mobilityof her softly sensuous mouth.

^^^f-y

fo7n^f '\' apostrophized the boy, her welcoming smile wasfor Derek, who returned it with a touch of constraint.

^^^
you really Aat;, come," she began. "I wondered~"

WeU, you might have come along sooner to find out"Mrs Macrae took her up, with a touch of asperity, "i^dyou d ought to bin minding the kids. After darK ^tkept you so late?"
' ^^

inJ^t??t'r,T'%°?''
^^t J^^itation, hated himself for know-ing the truth and knowing that she would conceal it.

I got walkmg too far," she said rather hurriedly. "It was

^l^lTTf ?' ""T' ^
^^'^ ^°^^« h«^ the^time went

B,Va^/° ^'^ ^^'^- ^'°^^^- Come along, Al."'
he'bialJS;' '^ ''"'^* ""^^^ ^^^ "^^ ^^ ^^ ^^^'"

.J^'^.?^^^',/'^P^^ ^' ^^^ Heaven-sent chance of escapeswung the smaU ooy up onto his shoulder.
^ '

fo.]- V?^J^°' *"* ""' ^"- M^^^e- Promise I won't stayMmg with him. And I'm sure Miss Lois is tired llrZ
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So between them they carried the day

nZ^Z^' ^''^'^'
^"Z'" *' ^« P^"°' ^«>»»inK a lovewng Mrs. Macrae engaged with the inevitable stockLg; andRosaUe curled up on the cane settee, clasping the halmaWd

obviously a^^ting him. She was a thin, overgrown chUdTd
not pretty; but Derek was quite uncritiil wiS Tu^en itUie rare cases when they were obnoxious, he unv v .hdy set
It down to their elders.

-igiy sci

"Let's play 'Stalking '" she whispered as he .n ci<..n bv at.-.
Stalking- was a game he had invented one r> .n, U r.v.. a>

Enemy, her mne were the Bold Bad Brigand.; ul.? .he Kn.^M-v
Btolked them For 'SaUe the game never '.sr itr u^V\- p^t!y
because Derek stalked her without mercy; an,, ncc^ uUuy
allowed her to win.

•'^

And while they played, Lois, at the piano, was—

•

"Ohcome my love -Oh come, my love ^ith me," m tones sci
frankly sentunental that Derek felt quite uncomfortable. The
recollection of Mrs. Macrae's discreet encouragement did not
*erve to mend matters He had meant to stay over Sunday
night. Now he deaded to leave that afternoon
He was thankful when she left the piano and came over towatch their game.

ml^k^^
^*^ ^°" ^^ °" ** ^"^ nonsense?" she suddenly re-

"ItW r.V"'''^T'" ^f,^
answered, without looking up.

It s a rattling good game."

^^^ •/. •

^V^ ^°"S past her bedtime. You do spoU them—

"

But 'Sahe clutched the board.

ii2^„'^u
"""^^ ^"''^ "~ "^^ '""^'^ I still can comer him."

WeU, be quick about it," Mrs. Macrae interposed with sur-

rS^'^^"*^'
^""^ ^"""^ ^^^^™ ^^'y ""^ conniving at the

Then she ran off, and Lois took her place. This time there™ no concentraUon on the game. Lois looked much more
often at Derek than at the board: and when he beat her hoUow.
she simply laughed and said :

" Tr>' again "

I n
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In a goieral way their game would be enlivened by interludes
of mild chaflF; but to-night he was acutely aware of Mrs. Macrae
in the background, putting a wrong colour on his innocent
remarks. Nor were matters improved when Lois began to
look pathetic and tried to catch his eyes between the moves
Once she left the room for a few minutes; and Lois gave the

board a Uttle petulant push. 6 =
uic

" It's a fool game. I'm sick of it."

"That's aU right," Derek said, smiling, and sweeping up the
scattered pieces. "I like straight speaking."

»'»*'*«

./'.^° y^"**'' SJie gave him a shy look. "Say-it's stupid
sitting here. Let's walk in the veranda. There's a moon and
the honeysuckle's just sweet."
At another time he would have consented; but to-night he did

notdare. "Better not," he said. "You look tired this evening"

-.li'ru^f''*^
*^ ^ ^^'^^^ ^^ ^^°« straight lashes, red-

gold like her hair.
'

]'

J^^'s just an excuse. You're cross with me."

sittin^h^"*""^^'
I'°» not. But we can talk quite as weU

At that moment Mrs. Macrae returned: and by the end of the
evening his impulse not to stay over Sunday had hardened into
a decision.

Next morning, when Lois took him out to see her fairyland,
she had an mspiration.

'

..I^m'.^''^
'"£P^ *""* ^°^*' I"^ ask her. She never

says 'No' to you."
This was disconcerting; but Derek held his ground. "I

would, hke a shot," he said, smiling at her eagerness, "but I'm
afraid I can't stay. I've too much business on the other

chMdt^d" *° '^ ^^"^ ^^^ ""^"^ ^""^^ ^® ^® ""^"^ ^^ *

"Well, you arc —I"
"Oh, no, I'm not!"
But her disappointment was too keen to be laughed off.
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a'.-T'Tu.'l^^t."^"
y*"" ^^"^ ^ different, and go rushing

off like this? No one 'ud reckon we're s'posed to be friends— "
''We are, though, real friends," Derek seized upon that safe

and blessed word. "K I could ever help you— if you were
ever in trouble— then you'd know—

"

He broke off rather lamely; and she sighed. "Oh, I do know.
But Its not much shakes being friends, if it's only— when
you'rein trouble—"

"It's not only then," Derek consoled her gently. It was aU
so young that he began to feel a fool for running away. "But
that's when you can teU the real thing from the sham."

u^^^'} ^^^ ^**'* ^'" ^® admitted without enthusiasm.
But I do want my picnic.— And the kids would love it."
" Well, we'll save it up for next time."
"Next time there'U be mosquitoes and no cherry blows.

Tkts time s the only time— for anything."

^
"That's philosophyl" Then he too had his inspi-^ion.
Look here, why not middle day? Just you and I and the

imps. I'll fix it up. You leave it to me."
She was radiant. He had not disappointed her; yet he had

managed to hold his ground. For a reputed muddler, he con-
sidered he had done rather weU. Of course it would confirm
Mrs. Macrae in her crazy noUons; but after aU, why shouldn't
the children enjoy their picnic?
They did enjoy it to the top of their bent; and, later on.

Derek departed with their shriU "Come again soon," sounding
pleasantly in his ears.

And he could not come again soon— bad luck to it— simply
because Lois Aymes was not the child he had taken her for, and
Mrs. Macrae was bitten with the matchmaking instinct of herkmd No escape anywhere from the woman compUcaUon,
which did not seem to him by any means the first considerationm life. It was confoundedly annoying; the more so that, in his
reserved fashion, he had grown fond of the girl. He was
haunted uncomfortably by her patheUc look at parting and the
chnging clasp of her hand ...
"And that's an end of that," he reflected ruefully, as he

4
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leaned upon the taflfraU staring down into blue-grecn un-
fathomable depths.

By the time he reached his hotel at Nealston, the morning's
doud of depression had returned; and with it the craving to get
away, to be himself again.

The girl at the bureau handed him a letter from Bombay;
for the hotel was his official address, whence correspondence
was for^ded on. Though unpretentious, it was thoroughly
wmfortable, with a good cuisine. He aUowed himself, on
toese occasions, the luxury of a decent dinner, a bottle of wine.Home papers and a real armchair. He found that abstinence
rather mcreased than diminished his appredaUon of these
thin^. To-day he went straight up to his room and estab-^ed lumself on the strip of balcony, with his letter and his
Weekly Ttmes.

My deak Boy [Lord Avonleigh wrote],—
I havtti't much time this morning, but I can't let the mail go with-

out sending you word of us, as I know from experience that any sort
of letter is welcome when one is quite cut oflF from the things of Home.
I may add that occasional letters from your end are very welcome
abo. Aunt Manon- who is very fond of you- suffers from peri-
odicaJ quaJms as to what you may be up to. It would be an act of
considerauon to keep her posted up a UtUe oftener. And though
Mother may not say very much, the same remark appUes to her Iam phUosophic raough to accept the fact that sUence probably
means aU is weU; but I admit that a sight of your handwriting would
give me great pleasure. We have good news from home. Thinm
seem to be going well and young Schonberg tummg out a success. Ihave now every hope of persuading Mother and Van to come out in
October and winter here. A pity you can't complete the party.But no doubt you are weU occupied solving your own problemTand
imbibing first-hand knowledgel An ounce of it is worth a ton of the^^ '

I
*PP"^^^ yo»^ constancy of purpose. Some day,God wilhng, we shaU see you again. At any rate let us hear from you.

Your affectionate father

Avonleigh
Derek brooded a long while over that letter, which so vividly

brought before him his father's keen face and hawklike eyes.
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Not a word about himself or his health. So like him! Still
more like him the friendly dig about first-hand knowledge, that
might or might not contain i\n imder-note of sarcasm. The
touch about constancy of purpose rang true and warmed his
heart. But— judged by results, what did that constancy
amoimt to after all ?

Not for the first time, a chill trickle of doubt ran through
him— Was he doing any earthly good to himself or any
one else by this freak of lumbering? Or was he simply
wasting three of the best years of his life? He had felt so
splendidly sure when he took the plunge— and what had come
of it?

Certainly he had solved no problems; but he had gleaned
some strange and varied knowledge— for what it was worth— of human nature in the rough. He had learnt to see his
England through other than English eyes; to regard her more
cnticaUy, yet with a deeper pride in aU that she stood for,
wherever her spirit held sway over the minds of men. In
Australia and Canada, he had come to know her as never at
Oxford or Avonleigh; for great, striving countries should be
seen from afar if we would have them in the pure idea.
As for getting into closer touch with the men of another

social order, he had at least got sufficiently inside that problem
to discover its immensity; to realize that the thing could not
be achieved in eighteen months of casual labour: possibly, notm half a lifetime. If so— where, in the name of common
sense, was the use of hanging on? And as to constancy of
purpose— was not sheer obstinacy nearer the mark? There
spoke the voice of the tempter; and in the hope of silencing it,
Derek glanced again at his father's letter.

One sentence leaped from the page: "I have now every hope
of persuading Mother and Van to come out in October ... A
pity you can't complete the party."

In October, they would aU be together having no end of a
good time; while he, self-banished, would he picking some-
body's confounded fruit or working at the mUls. There was
no earthly sense in it. All the old jars and rubs seemed, at thi«
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distance, of a transient insignificance beside his deep-rooted
love of them aU, the stir of kindred blood in his veins—
And suddenly it flashed upon him that, by then, two years

would be upl Let him stick it out till October: then honour— and obstmacy— would be satisfied. His flagging spirits
went up with a run. He would say nothing yet awhile. Like
Stevenson's lantern bearers, he would keep his new-lighted
hope buttoned up under his coat; and be content to know that
It was there. Later on, he would write and announce his in-
tention of coming to complete the party.
He was seized with boyish impatience. Six months seemed

suddenly an eternity to wait. Anything might happen. But
he would not be frightened into ignominious surrender. He
had made up his mind to hang on tiU the two years were up—
and hang on he would: let Fate do her damnedest 1

Meanwhile— he was hungry and thirsty and thoroughly in
the mood for a good dinner.
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Chapter IV
We who make

Sport for the gods, are hunted tothemd.

Browning

Back in camp, with a secret lantern buttoned undo- his coat,
Derek settled down to his logging again with a will. For the
next month or two they would be working at high pressure.
From morning to night, forest and clearing resounded with the
ringing notes of axes on wood, clatter of steel cables and the
crash of falling trees. Some nights they worked overtime by
flare, while the pines performed a ghostly shadow dance around
them, and the large friendly figure of Maggots prowled amongst
them, with his war ay: "Get to it, boysl Get to it, all the
time!"

And what blessed dreamless sleep was the gu^on of their
health-giving toil! Better than town work any day. Clean
Nature all about you. Her tempers and pests to put up with;
her strength to pit your own against, in place of the frauds and
jealousies of men. Work that called for endurance, for the
triple dexterity of hand, eye, and brain; and, by supper time,
made a man 'feel good all over,' at peace with himself and his
kind. In these early summer days, when the whole camp was
putting its collective back into Abe's big contract, and Abe
was sending up word that they were 'the straight goods every
jack of them,' and the sun shone and the chipmimks chirruped,
Derek felt more keenly alive than ever before to all that most
satisfied him in the surroundings and the life: — the flattering

knowledge that one's scrap of work counted, because, in this

vast world of logs and loggers, trees were more plentiful than
men; the friendliness that would go a long way round to give
one of the boys a hand; the unflinching spirit that would admit
no 'ifs' or 'huts'; that bade a man stand up to difficulties and
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At the moirent. he was 'undercuttine'- and Derek on Iz^^'turn, was asked to tat#. «,,«, ^u *^ '
. ,

^erek, on his re-

. I»g»T^^t^V^, •* "' f-»t«» *« Home letter:

assurances that he wm oiH ^ • ,, Y"" "*»" ''*<I''™'

of scrapes.
^ prosaicaUy safe and keeping clear

Certainly, at the time of writinij, his senie of »,di k.-
genuine enough. It was latp f.-S,™ j

weU-bemg was

Symes or Moulin Te S^r.fj ^^^X believed it was

thing of a b3' ^,^^^^, Canadian - a bully and some-

about the nmceedW To V^ •
^ "^^ "^^^*"8 vicious

that antsTnTTrS,JS ^^^ ;' ^ tP^'^-^vable
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Derek had raged inwardly. But he had hardened his heart;
and secretly built it up again, elsewhere. Again it had been
discovered and wrecked; and this time Derek's anger was white
hot

; but his Winchester training told. He had no idea how long
they were prepared to keep up the argument. He only knew
he would not be the first to give in. If he was up against
the \yestem spirit, they were up against the British spirit;

and it takes 'some' beating— as they were presently to
admit.

For Derek had very secretly removed the ruins of his littl« (

shack to yet another spot, and rebuilt it, for the third time,
under the outspread wing of a red cedar, within sound of a
waterfall, vihose imc«ising music never wearied his ears. And
there the argument ended— to his immense reh'ef.

He discovered, afterwards, that he owed a good deal to the
championship of Mick and Joe Smithers, the cheoy little

cockney, who had christened him 'No— ycr don't,' and had
an absent-minded way of calling him 'sir' that went to his
heart.

By now the whole affair was ancient history. He could even
invite a congenial spirit to share his solitude and sample his
cocoa. For he kept a small store of things there under lock and
key; and, bounded in that friendly nutshell, coimted himself a
king of mfinite space . . .

That week's mail had brought a letter from Jack, at Sand-
hurst, with the Indian Cavalry in view. Burltons Ltd. was
now steadily coming to the fore in the steel and iron and motor
world: but the imgrateful Jack tactlessly wanted to know how
much English money there was in the concern; how many
German shareholders; how many Germans on the board . . .

"The old man's as close as an oyster on the subject," he
complained to Derek, his sole confidant. "Evidently con-
siders that sort of thing outside my mental grasp. Schonberg's
awfully friendly. But I can't cotton to him and I fancy he
knows it. So it's not much sport going home these days; and
Gay is still stuck out in Canada. She says it's fine; and why
don't I come out and try my hand at ranching and we'd run
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the tiling together Rather sport. I'd love to have a lookromid and get a sight of your good old phiz again."

ail isolated Derek no longer quarrelled with as in the old da^^
If he still remained sceptical, it was the not unnatural outS
mo^i^K^

atoi«^here: and his patent failure to win dose to hi^

r^e^ir* Y^i'°°^^^/«» removed himself to the en^
hL 'JT^' '^Zf'''

""^^ *° ^^ * "'^« ^*»at became ofhim. The knowledge was distinctly comforting; though therewere ungmaoi^ moods in which he wondered how long hSsohatude would outlast his return home --?

n,i^f^?"f
^^^^ *^^ "^"^^- ^^ y^^ «"°^er: and Derek,nundful of his promise to BiU, begged leave to take the boj!down for a jaunt on the Lake, returning Monday. He felt abnef pang when they passed Beulah Landing. 'SaUe and Al

Sufi^'^^H'f TZ 1°'
:S^
^ 'the Pictxies' at Nealston^

one
^^ possibiUty-his chance was

fJl"^?^^J? "^P *^"t "°0"' and Derek went straight

whiJ't.'^M ^""1 "^'^ ^°""^ ^"- ^^^g«" alone: a^d.

:S s^c^g'l^lT^
°" "^ ^^' ^^ ^^-^ ^^- ^-^ -

"You've not been to the Ranch?" she asked; and Derek

the^?1^*
"^ '~^ '"^ I s'poee-youVe not heard

"WAd/news?"

. B^n
~ """*'' '>«° no end <rf a commotion—" She elanced

•t BUI; took him by the shoulder and put him from her^Sun^y: "Scoot, old man," she said. "Wash and brSi u^I ve got busmess with Mr. Blunt " ^

h.r^It ^7J'^^Jt^^"^'
^'^- ^^8^" *«>k ^ envelope fromher desk and handed it to Derek.

"For you," she said, "from Mrs. Macrae. That girl you're
80 keen about has been at death's door with hemoirhag^



INTO THE DEEP 169

She's pulled round; but the Doc. seems to think the trouble's
gone pretty far. He says she'd do better up at Windyndge.
If she's well enough, he'll bring her along next week, when he
comes to sniflf round the camps; and they want I should give
her a shakedown for one night, so he can take her on next day.
That's all I know. Likely Mrs. Macrae has told you a good
bit more."

"Yes— of course," Derek assented absently. Her insinua-
tion passed clean over him. Then he turned to go.

'

"Won't you stay to dinner?" she asked.
"No, thanks."

But she could not let him go without asserting herself. "Poor
old son," she said, and caressingly touched his shoulder. " Don't
let it down you as bad as all that. Lucky you've not let your-
self in."

"Af«/" he turned sharply, withdrawing his shoulder from
her hand. " I was thinking— of her.

"

She threw up her head and laughed. "That's one way of
putting it! Guess you're the limit, Derek Blunt / don't
know what to make of you."
"Hard lines," he said quietly; and went out, leaving her to

make of him what she pleased.

It was twenty minutes yet to the dinner hour. The men
were still at work ; and the bunk house would be empty. There,
seated on a log, with the sun streaming in upon him, he opened
Mrs. Macrae's letter. It was a long one and it spared him
nothing. They had all been frightened. Lois had been mor-
tally frightened.

"Seems like a kind of judgment on her, poor dear—" she
rambled on, confident of his desire to hear all. 'Tor she'd
been out late again once or twice. But what's that matter
now? The Doc. says he gives her six months. And whatever
I did, I was not to let her know. But that bad child, 'Salie,
heard him. And what does she do, quite innocently, but tell

the poor girl— 'The Doc. s&js, he gives you six months.
What's he mean, Miss Aymes?' Poor Lois went all white and
fainted slap off. And she's been that queer ever since. I be-

k

\
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Uevc shc'a scared. Only she won't m^h t«-
tn MM Umm -.u^ 1.

'
.

^ speaJc. Jos came around

her She thmt.^ 17 . ' "y ""* P"* »<»ne hoirt into

nrev« ^^ !^ "^'* l^""' ^^^ Bl'»'- But youM

^""tL^rof-^ °"^«* ">' '^^ A»d- weU, it dLn
^^e clang of the dinner gong startled him like the tnimp of

.,,*'"• **«f«
w" right. It did not bear thinkine of Vrtall that afternoon, while he m, ;,,^^ZJZ^V\ "'

think of nothing else 1^ lifZ h™ S2 m'^L'"-"^**
twilight; Lois st^ding inX doWavlrit^h '^^ "^ .^'
behind her and the liiit onW h^?'-^ ^' T™" "^^
because this ti!S:ZZX^e^""^^ '" "" ""^
And now- she had been given sir months. She was scaredMd miserable. And what the devil had Am aidTh^

^'<S':^^r'1^r«'^ stealthy.^pl^l^retd;-

and hE h.^ * ""
~ '""'

» P*^"" '«"'» <» his imagination

As he moved from one splendid tree to aimti.^ i.-
each one for death, he saw himsetf « a SXl rf f!^"^!

morbid; but it hauntedlZ^ "* °" '^^ "*» "

'

ing^Lr^'hrK'^J^™',
'™"^'>'- 1° 'rite her a few cheer-

You re real kind," she wrote, "and I'U be real a]^ « c

^d I do But it's not much use to any oTean^fv ln7^can't write about it But — fKor,!,
anyway. And I

Aymes." ' ^^"^ ^^^^ Gratefully, Lois
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Ten days later, she arrived with Dr Rallv J« au » u .

So Derek was 'around' when the rough cart-HttIi» mnr.than a case on wheels— drove un fK«^-- * . ,
™°'®

evf. m™ mT .
•^"'8''' a strange new look in hereyes. Mrs. Macrae was right. She was scared All\7i,.j

ever critidjed in her, aU the trivialid«7^,l^' ^ .

"^
submerged in one overwhelS^fl'^*^/„^J^,'™''."«
he must taUc to her and do what'ut^^he cHd'

^ '"'^^
Meantmie, he was uncomfortably aware of Mrs Manretf,soutmy and jarred by the Doctor's weU meaning SaffXlv

tough fit to hft the roof off; a slap-you-on-the-back sort <rf

Ifn^i
"^^"P^'d by the finer Sisibilities. W,^? rf

t^,J r^'Tr""' ""^ ^""^ to <*«f op UsSt hetreated the whole matter as a joke. Derek couldEt see

wnen he departed, m a final eitplosion of laughter to mliv™

XTrD^^rjTetLr^'^iThhr-T

m«ht come back, later on, to supper," she Sd
^"^

of L n^^ Ihrlf"l!''r^ r';""' '" ="<* '"-o " the shade« me pmes. She moved hsUessly, looking about her v-ith



v^Wm ^-iv Tf^CtA/^^lT^ .-»#
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dreamy unconcern; and Derek, badly at a loss, drew her atten-
tion to the grand array of peaks that dominated the valley.

She shook her head at their magnificence, with a small rueful
smile. "They're mighty fine. But I hate them. ..." A
pause. "Where's your little shanty you used to tell about?
Is it near here?"

"Not very far. It's in the forest, back of the big clearing."
"I'd love to see it— and the waterfall with the deep pool.

Couldn't you take me there, this evening?"
"Yes— if you're fit?"

"Of coiu^e I am." She looked away from him. "I feel

much better now."
"I'm glad. And up there— you'll feel better still."

He saw her wince and cursed himself for a clumsy fool.

"Don't you get telling lies, like the Doc.," she said very low;
and her rebuke smote him silent. There seemed nothing more
to say. They both felt so shy and tongue-tied that it was a
relief when young Bill charged down upon them and took com-
mand of the situation.

"Tell Mrs. Margett not to wait supper," Derek said when it

was time for him to go. " Soon as I'm free, I'll get a snack and
come along. Billy will see after you."

"Yes, I'll see after her," the boy echoed, with masculine im-
portance and a shy upward glance at the lovely vision, who was
quite obviously Derek's princess.

"That's a good chap," Derek said gravely, and went off,

leaving them together.

It was near sunset when he returned to find Mrs. Margett
alone writing letters. No sign of Lois or Bill.

"Are they out?" Derek asked as she glanced up to greet
him.

"Very much out. Your young lady— who looks wonder-
fully well, considering— sneaked off soon after supper and no
one's set eyes on her since."

"Gone!" Derek's heart contracted; and Mrs. Margett saw
the fear in his eyes.
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"You innocent enough to be scared?" she asked with a touch
of amused contempt. "Not such a fool as she looks, that girl.
She knows right enough if she stops out there you'll go and look
for her. So you'd better make tracks and not disappoint herl
Bill's been hunting round like mad."
Derek— too angry and anxious to retort— turned and left

the shack without a word.
In the open, he shouted for the boy, who came running to

him with a face of dismay.

"Oh, Deny— I couldn't help it— I did try!"
Tears were imminent; and Derek laid a reassuring hand on

his shoulder. "All right, old man. Don't you worry. I'll be
sure to find her. Perhaps she wanted a look round, and she's
missed her way."

"Can't I come too?"
"No. I might be late. But I'll bring her back all safe."
The boy sighed and stood lookmg after him, with dog-like

devotion, till he disappeared among the pines.
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Chapter V
Heart too soft and will too weak
To front the fate that crouches near;
Dove beneath the eagle's beak.

ElfERSON

head as to why the girl had gone, or where. Some childish

iZTl "^P^fi' P^^bably, to explore the forest. He was afool to have told her about his shanty; but, lacking even he

He paused in the clearing, quiet and empty now. Man the

ori~''ftr^^^^ ^-- ^^^ -nY ThereSinL'only the great silent forest people -the quick and the dead-

fnrV ii^? u^
^^^ ""^ 'y^' ^^" ^^^^t splendours; no thoughte

where&'d[ "7;'^"^ ^T^ '^^^^"^ --Bering som^

h.Mn!?'"t^^ ^T^
gone many paces, he was checked by a shoutbehind hmi It was Maggot's odd-job boy, running after Wmwith something white in his hand.

nmg aiier mm

"W^'''^ l"""^
-^^'^ i-Patiently. "I'm in a hurry."

^

Wa-al the boy said, grmnmg, "she arst me to be sure andgive you this anyway- that gal from the Ranch SheTgone

stk toS;k."
"^^ '" ''''' ^^"- ^-^ ^- ^- ^- -'

"Long ago, was it?"

hoIr'-S^br^tT"-
"^-'» »'««-«' Mebbehalfan

tI,eT'""'h" ^"'t''
'*'* ™"'y """^ '>'^«' a™y. tearing open
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reiy1,L"tD%S'"'^° I?
^"^ '"^ '^P'^'"- Nobody els.

ouffhe"^.ey?„d ^^JCy'KlT '"buT'i"'^'.?'
'" '"^«

that duU hole just waitin"and w,!,Inr ^
t.

' "" ' "' '"" '"

and done, if tiat ^i ^-outjTZTs'de^p^eCfh'" ft'wiuT

can^ha'^TneX 'n^J:7,^'''^l'Zji'^Zl^
I <h;d hate hii; ^i^v^cz:r-Me^t hfc d„"?t rctt-

'^'
m books. But I c«,uldn't help thinl^'^^.i'tvXTdM:^"and I know now you are worth fiftv nf hJm n^ • ,

ainerent,

Lois Aymes

use^'^^b"' "'*' "=• '''' '™P'^ ""=>- ""O it won't be «,y

It had been impossible not to loiter a littU wh;i« i,^ *i ^
Jrith that illegible, unrestrained effu L^ that s^ck at hltShke the ay of a wounded thing heard in the nfeS Ka™Sto the most conunanding impulse of his nature- he topuSS

« him she forced ^Pon^'t^l-.^'^t^Z^:^^,
t^tf'vr^' I"

''"'^ '"^ p'™s^. when it
~ 2:
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/'J .'

traces, leaving very definite ones behind him
In swerving he had turned eastward; and right beforp hfm

fude '^k ' T^^'l^^ "^-^ P^^^"^^ ^ that dim^U-
iWi, ?.!f

"^""^^^ ^ ^^^th and stood still. He wTne^ing the httle waterfall now and ther*. in a r^oftl 7
the moon showed him whli ^e sought'

^ '^ ^^'^ 'P^'^'

On the rocky bank above the pool stood Lois a mere .frir.of pallor against the dusky background.
' '^^

Noisdessly he drew nearer and discovered that her face w««hidden m her hands. It had not proved ^easy aitTrtS I^
because she had come out, Lois-like, with neither hat nor coSto protect her from the evening air.

^
Softly he called her name; and she swung round. droDDin^h^ hands with a gesture unconsciously dramatic. ' ^^ ^
Oh! why did you come? I told you not!" And it «;««Wd to^^ether her ay had in it^more'of re^^L^^

his"mosT'^«'?f
only thing a man could do," Derek answered inhis most matter-of-fact tone. "Thank God, I'm in time " '

drew nS' "^cSfl'^
^'^ "^^ °^^ wildly, 'edging a^y as heorew near. Or if there is, he cares no more than these terriblemountams what comes to a wretched girl like me IVe pTaved

T^I73 ' "^^^ ^^ b-^^ --gh^o Jump- a^dS^
Her voice broke. Sudden tears rained down her face "But

b/ T:^o^^: " .^°^' "^^ ^- 1
^^"'^ '^^ -"how it wouldbe I thought --m one rush it would be over. But- when

IwastXr"'::;^^^ ^^-^Iful; andl-
1 was too frightened to jump, and now- it's aU to do again."
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J^kltZ^'° iL^I^Ir,^""-" ^"^^ '°''^ himself to^kMemly. She so plamly needed steadying. "You must

.e:;fou7yi''dr^r.?r;::tui.i ^f^^s-mply coughing my life away. NoLy Cv \„:=?t feei:Nobody cares. They send me into the hiUs. Thatetiehl

^ZLTllirS T'- t"^
^''P™"''' doesn't wa^t me

I^u- n^i.^rr'1^eir:''e^e--^^^^^

decent. Had the arcumstances been less tramV h. w™,i)i u
gnjffly bidden her pull herself togeth^ ^BThe^' ltdt:mortal He shrank from laying a clumsy hand on it; and Theache of pity was tinged by a masculine feeling thathe ought

Z\ ^15'T"'
^^'" '^' P^^ ^^^d was behaving hie ?hisSo he stood there considerately looking away from he7to ti;moon that blossomed like a great nighf flowi ^onf^' p^eboughs. Then it occurred to his practical mind that ^e w^s

t^Jfo^^' it"'
'^^^ '^^' --^S definiteloty L^

HrS'r!- ^^^^^^V^^^^^^t She Still further disconcerted him bydropp^^g her hands and looking up, her face disfigured with

"I thought you would be different," she reoroarhpd ]„m^th a pitiful catch in her voice, "but ^ou^e juT^blfas^eothers You don't understand- you don't care- »

1 do care," he contradicted her, honestly, but with misleadmg emphasis; and, to his dismay, she caught khLd^Shei^ and pressed it against her tear-wet face.
Oh, If you (^e, wliy do you stand there and say nothing?"she munnured breathlessly, stiU clutching his hand, "rethe only person who could make things f^el better. You're Z
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I

kind-so safe---I wouldn't be so frightened. I'd promise youanything -and I'd keep my promise. I was a fool, n Ihurt you, I'm ever so sorry —"
And Derek stood there, feeling stupefied and helpless, like acreature caught m a trap; realizing painfuUy that, b^ those

three words spoken straight out of his heart, he had cut theground from under his feet. To tell her she had mistaken Usmeanmg seemed as brutal as striking her. \ el —the alt^r
native staggered him.

e c me aiter-

For the moment he could only compromise matters by takingboth h«- hands and lifting her to her feet with the prosaic r

J

mark: ''We ought to be going back. It's treacherous in 4^moimtams after sunset. You'U catch yo^or death of cold "
So much the better," she retorted, with a smothered sob.

Derek did not feel called upon to argue that point. Without
? word he took off lus own rough coat and slipped it onto her.The action brought her almost into his arms. She swayed andwould have collapsed against him; but he had just enoughpr^ence of nund to grasp her shoulders as if to steady herAnd m that moment of contact he knew that to Kve out a Uewas for hmi, the last impossibiUty. By some means, as mer!cifuUy as possible, he must contrive to teU her the trutJi

You can walk back, can't you? " he asked gently. «YouVeknocked yourself to pieces. You're shivering."
She nodded, clenching her teeth to keep them still. «n vou'Uhold me ... I might manage ...» ^

^rI^«"M ^'r.i'"
^^^^ ^?"" - ^" '"PP^ ^ ^^"d through herarm. My littJe shanty's not far off. Better go there firstand rest a bit. There's a camp chair, cocoa and mik and^^hSS-

1 can make you a hot drink. Mrs. Margett will be anxioiS.Butyoure simply not fit -you're all to pieces." He spoke
rapidly, spinmng out commonplaces, as it were holding off the
silence that would force out the truth; and all the while he waseadmg her back to the trail, holding her arm, just firmly enough
to support her— no more. ^ «=""usa

f>,2r'^ ^m ^"1'' '^' ^^^"""^ ^^ ^ ""^^^ t^ long lashes;
tuen- Derek - you are queer," she said, with a small catch
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in her voice. "No one 'ud think, the way you behave, that you
meant what you said — just now."
"I did mean it," he interposed, seizing the cue she had given

him. "Only not quite— the way you took it."
He released her arm and confronted her. They had reached

the trail now.

''Not— thai way?" f' e echoed, her eyes wide and dazed.
"But there's only one way that counts— with a man and a
girl. Why did you pretend— it was cruel—

"

"I didn't pretend. I spoke the truth— weVe been good
friends, haven't we? And because we're friends, it hurts me— seeing you suffer. I'm ready and willing to do any mortal
thing that I can—

"

"Except the only thing that's a mite of use," she murmured
with shaking lips. "And it isn't as if .. . it would be . . .

for long."

The childlike simplicity of those broken phrases and her
pathetic attempt at self-control moved him far more deeply
than her tragical outburst of grief. Whatever else he could
not do, one thing was certain: he could not leave her comfort-
less, doomed, uncared for. There was only one way, as she
said, and thereupon he resolved to offer her the most he felt
able to give.

"Miss Aymes— " he began.
"You might call me Lois."

^ "WeU— Lois," he flung it out with a touch of defiance and
his hands closed firmly on hers, that were clammy and cold
"I had to tell you the truth."

Her faint smile seemed to question that painful necessity.
"I said— I'd do anything; and you say you'd feel safe with

me. So— will you give me at least the right to protect and
take care of you?"
"D'you mean— marriage?" she asked— half nervous, half

eager.

" Of course. If I am to be any use, you must take my name.
We must go through the form— "

"The/om/" The blood rushed to her face and she tried to
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m^n it kindly but- rd ,r^ mUTat" -"'""'"" ^""

Z.1, ^ ^ decision was made. Her case was H^/perate. He must go alj the wav to savs ),.r tI
time to see or tluuk of anything dsl!^

^''"'' ''"' ""

listen -'iht'ei-t'^Tau""^''"
'"'' "'^^«'- "^o« '""-

"I didn't let you down— and I never will » 1,0 o„. j

!^fin^ter .tiitej-si.'^rei-ig^i
cam""

~ '""^ girf." headded. "We oughUo be baS £

litflel.TH^,°^'f
'""^ now -her tragic aspect Bghtened alittle— and laid her two hands on him.

!„„ !' !"'\'^y J*^' «"t of pity, is it?" she asked look-mg^ anxiously mto his eyes. "You axe-a litSfond of

"I'm very fond of you," he answered truthfully ienorinff th,.

in DereVa" hit m """^f
"^ °' 'o^-making, if no more. But

L J'l ;
n">ment, every sensation was subordinate to

^d2 trirr °' '™« ™^«^ » '^^^'^ ""^^h^ ^at hejaa not the heart to tear asunder.
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she hesitated. "We'll really— be married—"And—"
soon?"

''Presently," he said - and his hand fell away from her hair.

n,n?K°'"lS''^T^^""^7^°'*^^*^°'" 'therwork. And youmust be good -Lois, and wait quietly ... Windyridge till I'mready for you. Wonderful air up there.'
She wrinkled her nose. "I've no use for Windyridge. But

II be ever so good. Aiid when we're married. I'll slave for
you, 1 11 worship you—

"

"No, not that!" he said, so abruptly that she gave him aquick look, l^e a startled animal. "Now- come Song to my
httle hole. Plans can wait."

^
Again he slipped a hand through her arm and led her alone

at a bnsk rate; and again she glanced at him once or twice in
sheer bewilderment, that he should hold her arm when her
waist was available. "Derek," she said, for the second timeyou are queer. Haven't you ever made love to girls?

"
'

"Never," he answered simply, looking straight before him.
His bnef madness m Jamesto^-n scarcely came under that head-mg I m not cut out that way; so you must make aUowances
and not get thinking there's anything wrong." It might prove
a useful disability, he reflected, with an ironic flash of humour
hke bemg a duffer at bridge.

'

By this time the rising moon had conjured the forest into a
place of enchantment and eerie mystery. The trail, deeplv
shadowed in parts, was mottled ^ith pearl-grey patches of Ught.
Stars flashed through the pine branches Uke diamonds in dusky
hau-. The brooding silence above and around enfolded themhke a ghostly prt sence.

Lois pressed closer. "Are there wild animals and things?"
Nothmg to be afraid of." And, by way of reassuring her,

he just perceptibly tightened his hold.
"Oh, you ar^ a dear," she whispered, her head so near his
that stray wisps of hair brushed his cheek. And quite suddenly
it came oyer him that he could not face twenty minutes alone
with her m his "badger-hole." Sheer funk - he admitted itbtrammg at a gnat when he had swallowed the camel But he
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badly needed time to realise the whole incredible situation.
And she was such an clastic creature. Already she seemed
astomshmgly revived.

In a patch of moonlight he paused and consulted his watch
I say, It s later than I thought. If you're feeling better~

up to It, we really ought to forge ahead and get you your hot
drink at the other end. They'U be wondering- it's hardly
fair on them." ^
"I suppose it isn't," she agreed; and her evident reluctance

made him feel a brute. Yet it stiffened his resolve. Possibly
she hoped it might have the opposite effect.

"I can manage all right," she added, after a small gap of
silence. I d just love to see your shanty. But perhaps-
some other time —?

"

ft'
" Yes. Some other time," he assented cheerfully— and they

went forward a little quicker than before.
Only when they were abnost at the edge of the forest he

stood still and faced her, a whimsical half smile in his eyes.
Look here, we must get you out of my coat and settle just

what did happen!" he said. "I hate telling lies; and if I have
to, I mosUy bungle them. But Mrs. Margett's not precisely an
understanding woman, and -it isn't a thing to talk about
anyway We U have it that you got off the track - lost your-
self, and I had a tough job to find you. That'll wash. I'U do
the telhng— and it's all she needs to know."
"Not about -us?" Lois ventured, shyly. She had never

felt shyness with a man before; but more and more she per-
ceived that this man was not as those others.
He shook his head. " Time enough — afterwards."
She sighed and acquiesced. Though he had saved her so

romantically, he seemed bent on depriving her of all her Uttle
triumphs and satisfacUons— this very chivalrous and strangely
backward lover.

«TMr?~^T.^
''°'^'" '^^ ^^^^ ^^^ engaging meekness.

1 U do anythmg you tell me, if you'll only love me a little.
It s all I want m the world."

"Foolish child! U I didn't, we should hardly be here now,"
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5-hT Z^ "^"''^ .'^? ^' ^^^ '^^''' y^^' and so plainly
d^d her hfted face await the ki.s she had every right to expect
that no man in his senses could fail of understanding or re-

Very gently he took her shoulders between his hands, closed
his eyes and touched her forehead with his Ups

rJtZ ^h
""^"^^ ^^^^ happened. That simple, unaccustomed

act and the ivory smoothness of the girl's skin swept him in a

f^lT r T^/''"' '^' '"^""^ ^^'^^^' ^^°"^ Lois and her

Tr^L ? !• ^'^^^"S-f^^"^ at Avonleigh and the difficultmoment of partmg with his mother. So vivid was her transient
presence that it was almost as if his lips touched the smooth-
ness of her forehead; and there came to him a whiff of the faint
scent she used, the very sound of her serene: " Good-bye. dearTake care of yourself

.
Don't do anything rash." Codd shehave guessed— could he ... ?

In that bewildering instant he saw it all as through her eyes— the eyes of his own world ...
e> j^

Then his brain righted itself with a jar and he found that
Lois was sobbmg on his shoulder.
The whole thing passed in the twinkling of an eye; but the

sharp revulsion of feelmg painfully endured.
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Chapter VI
Fate, higher than heaven, deeper than the grave.

That saves and spares not, spares and does not save.

SWINBUSNE

An hour later he was lying in his bvnk between two logs that

divided him from Mick and Joe Smithers. Joe slept musically,

with his mouth open. It gave him a ludicrous air, as if he were
trying to shout and could produce no sound. Mick lay on his

back, in a wide strip of moonlight. His strong, clean-cut face

might have been graven in mavble. A restless breeze wandered
through the piner like the sigh of a passing ghost; and the long,

bamlike room was softly sonorous with the breathing of thirty-

four lumberjacks, who had royally earned their six hours of

sleep.

The thirty-fifth lay very wide awake, realizing very com-
pletely what he had done; or, rather, had been driven to do by
the irony of circimistance and the appealing weakness of one
unhappy girl. This, then, was the culmination of his great

adventure in search of knowledge! Fate, that had thwarted
and harassed him from nursery days, must needs pursue him
even to the ends of the earth; forcing him from his chosen path;
thrusting him into one that he had no ambition to explore.

He had kept away from the Ranch solely in order to avoid the
very meshes that to-night had entangled him unawares. And
he had not even the sustaining sense of having done a chival-

rous action. He simply did not see how any decent man, so

distractingly placed, could have done otherwise; nor did it

occur to him that the worldly-wise young man would never
have wandered far enough from the sheep-track to risk stum-
bling into such a bog. Yet he could see the thing quite clearly

from the sheep-track point of view: the view of Van and his
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mother who -thank Heaven -need never know of his pass-

I^^,!"^ fu- ?^^ ""^^ ^^^ ^^^y ^^"^d regard it; and intruth he felt rather mad himself, now that the chill of reaction

brain
-"" P^^<^^^^ considerations came crowding into his

No question, now, of Bombay. He might have known-!He must give up the logging as soon as Maggots could r-^-
place him; and find some occupation wherever the climate orsurroundmgs gave her the best chance. Incidentally, he feltconvmced Lois could never run a house. He also discovered^h a shock, that the idea of Uving alone with her terrified

That discovCTy pulled him up sharply. It restored his deadlycle^ess of vision, the sense of proportion that saved him from
inflarng pain or pleasure simply because his own ego was in-

If^fv ^^^'7 ^.r
^^- ^^ ^^^^ ^P°" him this difficult

«h,M,> An r^' .^! "'"'^ P^ ^^ ^°"«*^ t° the best of his
ability All he asked was that he might be allowed to pull itthrough alone. ^

r^^f p^^^v
^ '^"'^.^'°'' ""^ marrying for life, he would have no

Ti- I .1-
"^^ "'""P^y ^ ^^"^^^^ emergency; and nobody's

affair but his own. In his little local world he could easilypve the impression of an existing engagement. They might
think hmi a fool if they chose, so long as he could make things
easier for Lois ... °

And quite suddenly he fell sound asleep till the strident tones
of the cook-house gong called the whole camp to life again

Biit^K
1,'^''"''^"* f ''^^^^' realization smote him afresh,

iiut the thmg was done; and a strenuous morning's work leftsmaU leisure for brooding. Not till he had bolted his middaymeal was he free to put in an appearance at the shack and bid
Lois good-bye. They were on the eve of departure. Thebuck-

^J 'T Ti^'"^-
^^"^ ^^ ^"S^«^^ ^th Maggots in the

office; Mrs. Maggots was exchanging laboured commonplaces
with Lois in the living-room; and when Derek arrived she sur-
pr^ed him by pomtedly leaving them alone.
For a moment he stood silent, feeling shy and dismayed;

h^l
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Her eyes were
then Lois slipped a clinging hand into his.
radiant. Her soft mouth quivered.
"Oh, Derek -- is it really true?"
"It's true aU right," he said, smiling. Then a little awk-

wardly he put an arm round her shoulder and kissed her cheek.
She nuzzled her head against his sleeve, like an affectionate

anrnial. "I believe— Mrs. ilargett knows."
"Quite likely. She's no fool."

A pause: and suddenly she glanced up at him. "When?'*
she asked under her breath.

That simple question so startled him that in self-defence he
pretended to misunderstand her. "I'll try and manage Sun-
day," he said cheerfully. "Then we can talk things over.
So be a good girl— and don't get worrying." The voice of
Dr. RaUy resounded without. "There— time to be off So
It's good-bye—Lois. Not for long!" His Ups touched her hair.
She clung closer and kissed him shyly just below the ear.
Five minutes later he stood with Mrs. Maggots at the door oi

the shack, watching the buckboard as it swung round a curvem the narrow road. Then she turned and looked at him— a
deliberate look that brought the blood into his face.
"You going to be fool enough to marry that girl?" she asked.
"Yes— we're engaged," he said coolly.

"I s'pose you understand she's some crock? Her lungs are
pretty far gone."

He nodded, hating her. "No decent man would throw a
gu-1 over because of that."

She smiled her sleepy, sceptical smile. "Has it bin on
long?"

"I've known her close on six months; and I'm not one to
blab about my affairs. Now of course I must quit logging and
see after her— do what I can."

^
Again that long, deliberate look; but it had a changed qual-

ity. " Well— I guess she's in luck! But what'll Maggots say
to you quitting just now? "

"I rather think " — he frankly returned her look— " the boss
IS the kind that will understand."
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''Het^S ''"^^^ '^'^ indifferently. "He's soft."

left her.
^^ °''^ ^ 'P^^' °^ himself- and

He was not mistaken. Maggots- though regretful andmJcUydisapprovmg- did, in a manner, understand^

1. A A .^T ^ ^^ ^" y°"'" ^^ ^id gravely, when Derekhad made the best he could of a lame tale. ''But tf a mancan't square the caxds, h. kin always play the sTraght gamTIt s a knock losmg you. liut I'd sooner have you quft thfnToback on a woman." ^ ^ ^ ^^^ So

Just because Derek's heart went out to the big, simple fellowwhose wife systematically went back on him, he st^ tWeongue-tied: and Maggots, ha-^g cleared his tW LitscientificaUy out of the window. ' ^
Then he turned his candid eyes full on Derek. «Wa-aI

mn^tl
'

V- T' '""."^- ^^^'^ y^-^g' --d consumpifve
'

mostly speakmg, have nine lives. You may enjoy a go^Syears together yet- for all the doctors say » ^

If Derek had been tongue-tied before he was petrified by thatstaggermg attempt at consolation.
^

.i,"^^,rit'
P°f;b^e-I hope so," he muttered confusedlvthen pulled hmiseK together with a jerk. "I hate putting youout. I meant to hang on tm the contract was through. But Ithought

. . . you'd understand ..."

f.Tn^K^l^'
^^ "^^^^^ """^P"' ^^^S th^ "mystified Maggotsto fall back on Ins pnvate conviction that ^en- thoughthe world would be a blank dull place without them -weregenerally speakmg the devU; a sentiment which poor DerekwouW have echoed, at that moment, from the depths of ht

"A good few years -" All the afternoon, whUe he workedthose four words seemed to knock upon Ws brain like hamme;
strokes; revealmg to him with terrible clearness the char^Sand dmiensions of the risk he was taking, That the doctT

Tufl^r^ ,
\? ""

T"'^'
^^' ^ contingency he had faced;but years-! \ears of estrangement from those he loved-

years of Lois, eternally clinging, dragging him down. He be-'
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gan clearly to perceive the essence of his ovm tragedy: the

knowledge that for him all hope of happiness and freedom hung

upon the death of one poor, pretty, feckless girl whom he had

just promised to make his wife . . .

Kind-hearted Bill Maggots would have bitten his tongue out

sooner than have proffered that ironic cnunb of coDsolation,

had he guessed the truth.

On Simday, in the keen freshness of very early morning, he

and Kitts set out for Wind)Tidge. It was a long ride, most of

it uphill; and it was a glorious ride. Now and again the track

meandered through patches of forest; shadowy regions where day

wds hardly yet bom. But chiefly it climbed and curved along

the open hillside, falling away to the river-haunted valley with

its savage guardian peaks that, at almost every turn, showed

some change of aspect ^ome fresh play of light and shade.

He and Kitts took ht c time over the journey, yet they came
all too soon upon the huddled shacks and buildings of Windy-

ridge Camp; an outcrop of sentient life in that region of rock

and stone. At sight of it Derek awoke to the fact that he had

formed no immediate plans and had yet to tell Lois who he

really was.

He had no difficulty in finding the Wilkins shack. There

were but two women up at Windyridge and they baked and

washed and sewed for half the men in camp.

Mrs. Wilkins proved to be a plump pincushion of a woman,

with a heart that oozed sentiment and kindness. She had

made every arrangement for their comfort and privacy that her

limited means allowed. A cane lounge, a camp table and raw-

hide chair were ostentatiously set out in an enclosed comer of

her veranda, a primitive affair, smothered with climbing rose?,

that thmst their way between the planks and conjured a mert

shelter into a veritable bower.

At the edge of the veranda Lois awaited him, looking so fresh

and charming in her blue linen, with the simlight entangled in

her hair, that the desperate, fear-stricken girl of a week ago

seemed almost the figment of a dream.
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The half-shy eagerness of her greeting caught at his heart.
Without a word he put an arm round her and would have kissed
her cheek; but she turned as if by chance and her lips lightly
brushed his. Derek found their soft contact not unpleasant
by any means; but the palpable manoeuvre checked his im-
pulse towards her.

"That's over, anyway," he reflected, and proceeded to settle
her in her chair. But he found himself mistaken. It was
only just begun.

"You look a new creature," he said, smiling down at her.
**This wonderful air—

"

"It's not that." Her eyes were eloquent. "Don't stand
there lookmg uncomfortable. Sit here and smoke.'*
She drew his chair so close that when he rested an elbow on it

she could lean her head against him. He felt a brute for ob-
jecting to the arrangement; suppressed a sigh and accepted the
inevitable.

"Hope I haven'^ got to stay up here much longer, Derek,"
she remarked presently; and he proceeded to explam matters as
best he could, addressing his remarks to the crown of her head
and the delicate tip of her nose and chin.

"If I quit logging, I could work for Macrae. It's homely
there—"
She drew in a sharp breath. "Oh— but— I couldn't. Be-

cause of Jos—

"

"Were you— in love with him? Did it ever amount to an
engagement? "

"I— don't— know. He wasn't one to talk that way. We
kind of took things for granted."

"That's rather dangerous."

"Yes— it is. But I'm safe now." She nestled closer and
her fingers caressed the back of his hand. "Deny— are you
jealous?"

"No! I'm not much given that way."
She sighed: and he added a trifle hurriedly; "I'm sorry the

Ranch is no go. But I want to settle you where you'll be
happy. Have you got any notion up your sleeve ?

"
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/'Well, of course I'd like a nice little house in Nealston,
where I could see the shops and the cars and the movies. Couldyou manage that?"

" Yes— I couJd," he said slowly— and paused. For he saw
the moment had come; and he found that he hated teUine her

SLdom^ ''' ^'^ ^ ^^^''"' ^^^ ^^^ ^^''^' sedulously

Lois however- ner mind saturated with cheap fiction—
could be trusted to do the adorning. She listened entranced)
-amazed. She lifted her head from his shoulder that'
she might realize him in his remantic r61e; her prince in
disgmse! And Derek, feeling anything but princely, righted
himself m his chau- with a very ungallant sense of reUef He
foresaw the inevitable quesUon: and the next moment it was

i r"^\?^"^~ ^ y°"'^^ sot a fine house and money and a
real hve VLscount for a father, what's the sense of fooling around
with a herd of common men? "

He laughed and turned it oflF. "I'm not fooling around.
There are lots of weU-bom EngUshmen doing rough work out
here. Very good for them."
"But they've mostly made a m... of tMigs," she remarked

sagely. "Have you—?"
"Not that I'm aware of," he said with a wry smile.
Another sigh from the depths. "You are some puzzle,

^^r
It seems so stupid- Can't you take me to England? ''

/No, I can't," he said bluntly.
^

"But you've got the money," she murmured.
And he saw that the position would become untenable unless

he made a stand once for all. "Look here, Lois— you must
take my word for things, or we'll never pull through. I'll do
all I possibly can for you. But I've got to stick out here, for
the present— and I've got to work. The main point is, I have
the means to give you a comfortable home and Uttle luxuries
and all the care you'll need— doctors and medicines—

"

_

He stopped abruptly— for he saw the shadow of fear creep
into her eyes. For a brief, blessed half-hour she had forgotten
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Now the inexorable truth overwhelmed her, and hiding her
face against him she burst into tears.

She was the hurt, frightened child again; and all Derek's
awkward reluctance vanished outright. If her sentimentalism
cloyed and repelled him, her real pain and tragedy moved him
to the depths.

He put his arms round her and held her dose.

"Poor, dear little girl! I'm a clumsy brute."

"No— no." And suddenly she was convulsed by a fit of

coughing that seemed as if it would shake her frail body to

pieces. Derek could only hold her closer till the paroxysm
passed, and she lay limply against him, her handkerchief to her
lips. Presently she removed it, glanced at it nervously, and
thrust it into her blouse. Poignant compassion pricked him
and he kissed her hair.

"Can I get you anything?" he asked in b's gentlest voice.

"N-no." Her breath was still coming in gasps. "It's not
half— so bad, with you— holding me."
"I'm thankful for that," he said gravely, and continued to

hold her; while she, at intervals, opened her eyes and embar-
rassed him with a gaze of rapt adoration.

In less than half an hour she was herself again, eager over
details and dates. Derek suggested July; just the civil cere-

mony, no fusses or furbelows.

"Not a wedding dress?" she asked ruefully. "I wouldn't
feel married without it."

"Oh, yes, you would! You shall have something quite as
pretty, and you can call it what you please!"

She surrendered her wedding garment, with a good grace,

and pounced on the honeymoon. Derek— who had left it

clean out of his calculations— looked a little blank.

"Are you— death on a honeymoon?" he asked tentatively.

"Of course! It's the best part. At least"— she hesitated,

blushing a littie— "in novels it always is."

"You read too many novels, Lois, and the wrong sort," he
said, swerving from the point.
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n,^!*™* r" "°'."' ^ P"' °* "^'h evasions. The honev-

quoX'^eX^cJ^:
'^'^'-""y- »«^ other,..

"Oh; no— I could never get bored with you," shecountered
^"^fJt^lr'^^^^S the wind out of Ins S3US. '

^^"^"^^^^
WeU, lye warned you," he said, concealing his dismay'But if you're dead keen, we'U risk itl"

ui^nay.

She was radiant.
" Oh— Boy/ Where shall it be? "

Problem on problemi But he was quick enough to see andseize the chance of modifying his ordL. "We S^tTo ^egrand at a good hotel," he suggested. "Or a ^Sm«-^nalong the coast. Sea air would 5ck you up."
^

Ma-ofully she rose to the idea: -and at midday when«iey jomed the Wilkins family for dimier, she w^fXf iTaS^her^cheeks flushed; the haunting shadow' dean gone from h^

To Derek on his homeward ride, the future did not look auiteso desperate as it had looked a week ago. He knew v^n^TeUthere would be tragic and :errible things to pull thrS be-

woZtZs A^^K- ^ ""^ ^5"" °^ ''' ^""^^^^ distastdul,would pass. And his own world need never know. For tha^crumb of comfort he was thanHul exceedingly. Like a R^hunter, he gauged his fences well ahead; and, on reacW th^was the better able to take them in his stride. He bdoneS'

^iisLy^'
'"''' "^' ^^ «^ forward -unhopeful, yet



Chapter VII

There is one thing that is stronger than all ow
plans about life— and that is life Usdf.

Maastxit Maastbws

But Fate seemed unable to leave him alone. Whether his
stoic refusal to be beaten was a negative form of inviting at-
tack, let psychologists decide. The fact remains that two days
later she struck him another shrewd blow, in the friendly guise
of a letter from Jack.

At first sight it gave him a shock of pleasure. Then he dis-
covered, with a start, that it bore the Nealston postmark and
the stamp of his own particular hotel. Pleasure evaporated.
Just when his isolation was a blessmg, an urgent need—-!
What the devil? Hurriedly, he tore open the envelope and
read:

Dear old Dikes—
Can you believe the evidence of your eyes? I can see you blink-

ing mightily at the sight of my fist on your own special stationery!
Remember what I wrote about Gay and ranching? Well, I've come
out to have a look round, armed with an introduction to an English
stockman in Calgary, wherever that may be! Fact is, I've had
rather a dust-up with my old Dad. Schonberg, of course— our
chronic and colossal bone of contention. I got talking too straight
about Germany and England, last time I was at home. Old S.
turned rather crusty. Dad sided with him. I lost my temper—
and there was the devil to pay. Next day the old man rounded on
me for being narrow-minded and impertinent. That was one too
many for yours truly. I begged leave to point out that as he had
spent vast sums on my education he might give me credit for know-
ing a thing or two. Schonberg may be all square; but it's common
knowledge that the Germans are playing a low-down commercial
game in this country, thanks to our Radical crew. Anyhow, I said
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outright that if he was wedded to Schonherg, the less we saw of each
other the better. Then Gay's notion occurred to me. Just a chance
If we stuck It out and did well, we might rescue Burltons from the
Clutch of the fv Tmer! Is it a crazy castle in the air? Notion is I
should spend a year or so on this ranch learning the ropes— thenwe can make our little plunge. Great sport! Can't you chuck andwme ranching with me? Better still, have a hand in the little plunge?
l^it that m your pipe and smoke it. Gay and the Aunt have gone to
Victoria now and I'm joining them. Felt I must have a jaw with
you first. So let me see you, first possible moment.

Yours till hell freezes Jack

Derek ran his eye over that amazing letter and could have
cursed aloud. Then he read it through again slowly, with a
feeling of stunned despair. A fortnight, even ten days earUer,
and It might have saved him. Now it was a mockery, a mere
feast of Tantalus—

After dinner, he retired to his badger-hole and wrote a brief
reply:

Dear Jacko,
Your bombshell has duly exploded and I'm stiU coUecting the

fragments of my scattered senses. It will be great to see you again
But I can t get away this week, so you must come along here. My
inend the manager will put you in the way of getting to the siding
where I can meet you with a mount- of sorts. And I can oflfer you
a bunk for the night, if you don't mind roughing it with a mixed lot.
mostly good fellows. As to your castle m the air- I'm not so sure
If Its an improvement on the Indian Army. But with Burlton
blood in your veins I don't wonder you're keen to have a try. For
myself— I'm not free now, old man, to come and see you through
your tenderfoot trials. Since last I wrote, the unexpected has hap-
pened. I ve got myself engaged to be married. You can't be more
surprised than I am. I met her at the Ranch I told you of Her
name is Lois Aymes. She is pretty and very deUcate. In fact
there s just been a rather bad iUness and the doctor says her lungs
are affected- seriously. So it's a sad sort of business for both of
us. Just the kind of thing that would happen to me. And—see here
Jacko, I m not tcUing them at home. She's a dear, good girl but
not exactly their sort. And as there's this trouble, she's better out



INTO THE DEEP J9S

here. So here I propose to remain for the present. But I must
quit roughing it and make a home /or her. Just accept the facts and
don't plague me with questions, there's a good chap. I'm keen to
hear all your plans and news. So there'U be plenty to jaw about.
Come Thursday if you can.

Yours ever Derek

Sport the roughest togs you possess, or it will be a case of, "Who's
your dandy friend?"

Jack came on Thursday, in his roughest togs, and Derek met
him at the siding with Kitts and a brother cayuse contributed
by Maggots, who had given him half a day of!. Jack was in
great spirits, admiring everything, and there was 'plenty to
jaw about,' apart from Derek's disturbing *nd rather mysterious
communication; and yet—
Every now and then their talk would hang fire, in an odd,

unnatural way that robbed their intercourse of its old free-and-
easy flavour. Though Derek had always been a 'secreUve
villam' at best, one could frankly chaff him about it. There
had never been the awkward under-sense of having to tread
cautiously here, or sheer off altogether there. Also, he seemed
to have grown years older and miles farther away.
"Confound the women!" thought Jack, who personally ap-

preciated them as the luckless Derek had never done. And he
straightway concluded, with youthful sapience, that the pretty
delicate thing was 'no chicken' and had doubUess inveigled
old Du-ks— who was as innocent as a babe for all his sagacity
and naturaUy the good fellow wasn't going to give her away!
If only he had come out a month or two sooner! It was beastly
rotten luck all round—

Later on, in Derek's badger-hole, matters improved con-
siderably. No shadowy third impaired the enjoyment of their
picnic supper— canned stuffs, fruit and cheese— washed down
with Derek's famous brew of cocoa and milk. Then they lit
up and went into Committee on Jack's comprehensive plan.

^
"The old Dad laughed at me, first go-off," he confessed, look-

mg up at a star that glimmered through the outspread wing of
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It mtime. It s the first year I rather boggle at. And I wascounting on you, you old sinner."

He proceeded, without further invitation, to recount certainncidents of his own early days that had not found their way on^to paper; - and Jack, as he listened, began to understand why

resolved to approach the forbidden subject
"^ ^

^o"^»f.^T ''^'^ *^^^P'" ^^ remarked casually. "You said Iwasn' to plague you with questions. But I suppose a paTSat

Derek's smile lacked the sudden radiant quality Tack remem-

'"m"" Tt-
;^^""' ^^^ "^^^^ «^ ^^- m\nth,^' hetudMayn't I off. my services as best man?"

Lord, no. The registrar at Nealston will do the job I

inenMdl^ A?, .^"""^l-^"'^'
^''" *^"S^« ^^e inveigle-

'^wl 1^;^ ^ .
^"~ ""^^^ "'^^^" *^^ ^^"tured aloud.We tliought of a steamer trip up the coast amongst theislands. After that- 1 hardly know yet."

^°°gst tne

All m a moment Jack saw his chance.
"WeU—/do. You come and stay with us at Victoria Iwantyou to know Gay; and I'm naturally keen to know -^ourlT''Derek started at the unfamiliar word. 'Tm son^,Sidon't want to seem a beast; but- I'd much rath^not I^dIt saves argument if I say so straight "

anS^^''''Wel/r- ?' ^'"!,^T
'^"° ^^- He was ahnostangry. Well, I'm damned ! If you're going to take thut Un«

you may as well chuck me outright -" ^'
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To his surprise Derek quietly took hold of his arm.
" Jacko — don't make a blame fool of yourself," he said in z.

voice that recalled old days. "You forget I hardly know your
sister aud I've never seen her aunt. It's a bit thick to go giving
invitations, in their names, to a pair of stray folk who would
probably bore them to death."

Jack laughed. " You won't wriggle out of it that way. If

they endorse my invite— will you come?"
And as Derek did not answer at once he went on impatiently:

"What's the blooming mystery, Dirks? You're not commit-
ting a crime. Of course this cruel bad business of her health
makes it— not like an ordinary affair. But you can trust Gay
to any lengths for sympathy and understanding. So do give
us a chance, old man, if they back me up."
He was irresistible; and Derek had no genuine desire tj re-

sist. What matter after all — once the ice was broken?
"Right you are," he said; "we'll leave it at that, if the others

are agreeable."

And at sight of the relief in Jack's face, he tightent -'s hold.

"Good old Jacko! Did he have his aquiline nose b' I by
a beast who had lost his manners in the wilds?"
But Jack was very much in earnest. "I don't care a damn

about manners. But I suppose a man's allowed to care for his
friends?"

"Happy thought! We're in the same boat, as far as that
goes. So— if you can work a bonorfide invite, we'll come
along to Victoria after our trip."

And on that understanding they parted next day: Jack still 1

anxious and mystified; Derek considerably cheered at the pros-

!

pect of curtailing honeymoon conditions and spendii/g a part
of that dreaded month in Jack's society.



Chapter VIII
In her heart hovered the thought of things
Fast, that with lighter or with heavier wings

WUh grief that brightened and with hope that yearned.

i^eUed with a h„st'^,:l -^^^^t^^l^Vk^Z

ST,h7SZ " '" r'*^^ P°^^ speUbound, a broodine

h^ ^.e^jcausefsrcide^rcr^rdifSe::
not to be aware of Mtli*»r w« u f ,,T ""'& "*» oest

But It was Lois— now unbelievably his wifp— «.k« i j

6 V.1 mm lo .peat. And the curse of it was that
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he had nothing to say. Probably she was in the same predic-

ament; but it was one of her obsessions that, if he fell silent for

more than five minutes, he was bored. Whereas, if the truth

could be told, the fatal thing assailed him most acutely when

he was belabouring his brain to make small talk for her benefit.

But the truth— so far as he was concerned— could not be

told; and that simple fact subtly vitiated their whole relation.

Already they seemed to have exhausted their few topics of

mutual interest . . .

"Say,Deny—look there! Whatisit? Afoimtaminthesea?",

Lois' voice startled him out of his reverie; and he saw what

seemed a jet of silver spray that caught the sunlight, shimmered

into a mist of powdered jewels ana vanished like a breath on

glass.

"Never seen a whale blowing off steam?" he asked, smiling

at her wide-eyed wonder; and he proceeded to explain the

phenomenon. It enabled him, imobtrusively, to shift his

position, and led him to notice a torn petticoat frill that

drooped forlornly below her skirt.

"Lois— there's your frill torn again," he said reproachfully.

**I thought you'd mended it."

"I did."

"With a needle?"

"No; with pins."

"Thought so. Rim and stitch it on properly— there's a

good girl. I want you to make a good impression."

"Oh, Derek!" Tears sprang to her eyes. "And I've put'

on my prettiest things—

"

" So I see. Very becoming! " He surveyed her with amused

tenderness. In her wide straw hat and sUky summer frock she

looked pretty enough, almost, to justify the idea that he had

stumbled into an imprudent marriage because his heart had

run away with him. That was the best that could be made of

it— to outsiders. "You look ripping," he added, quite sin-

cerely, "but you don't seem to realize how those little untidi-

nesses spoil the whole show. Look sharp I And for Heaven's

sake, be ready in time."
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Soothed by his compliment, she hurried away: and the bles«vfrehef ,t waus to be without her, even for ten n^uT«,^S

feel apprehensive for the future. But then- thank^S
there would be work to do; unfailing avenue oiZS^^
^'^ktand'h^""" "t " "-"-e"' --h^wfh?m^trfter sake and his ovra self-respect. In very truth he erud^edto nothmg he was able to give. He defeied to m«f7h2whmis; and w^ very patient on the whole withcS Zuvyet annoymg, defects that closer mtimacy revKjSlHi^ln'
gtly wanted h«; to be happy -to foz^Tt tl^ hfunt^g ?rHe was prepared to do anything for her, in reascn -JZ^make passionate love to her, morning, nooi, and niKhf a?dbv
,Z t"^ ^"Z""^ "" "^ =^'« of things was h^ oneIdea of bhss. UnhappUy for her, the very clin^g natoe ofher devouon-and what he caUed her p^y-nStel^into^- had the fatal effect of making iL sMnkSS
It was ^ quite in keeping with the irony of life as he hadknown It from childhood. Then, the natml love ?e ttv^

^^ ^ t^"^ ""• Now, when he had put hlT^into other thmgs, a love he did not crave was given him in cS^ing measure -the wrong kmd, from the wrSig p^n Buthat ™s no fault of hers, poor child. And he, liUiou" ov«"slove at command, had done his halting best. Ev^^ceXt
^^aft'Se^^M r- 'S'-r'r

'"'™'' '™ alllSilXni!:!mg alter the o d life. He had not written a single letter- and

2?\^f
!^-^^«ng of detachment made things f trife^s^rHe half dreaded the intrusion of Jack and hisfister who wo^d

STatt cZdttflt.^^^'
^^^ "^^^"^^^ -^^^ -^

The details on the low foreshore grew clearer every moment-

s^^^f'thelir ^-"r"\'""'^S
on one sidTSe^d

W Si^ i^ \Fu^\ ^^ '"^^- T^^t ^™ was taking

,W • kT
,^*^^^^^d be late, to a dead certainty. She wasmvf^nably late for everything . . .

^ ^
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And Lois, seated on her cabin trunk, was pricking her fingers
oyer the detestable frill --which she had twice mended with
pins— and grieving that the most wonderful experience of her
life was over. It had exceeded all her visions, if not her desires.
Derek had been an angel to her; and yet— she felt vaguely
troubled. He was odd and difficult; and— yes— in some
ways, a little disappointing. But, for aU that, she adored and
adnured him more than ever. The glamour of Jos Agar was
ahnost as if it had never been. Yet Jos had given her what she
craved— the passionate, masterful love-making that one read
about m books; and s. 3 could not altogether shut out the mem-
cry of those thrilling, disturbing weeks when the spring had
gone to her head; when his fierce caresses had demolished her
frail scruples, and her terrifying iUness had revealed, in a fla=h
the loveliness of life, the awful mystery of death and the nature
of Jos Agar's love—
Ought she to tell Derek— everything?
She was not innately deceitful; but first she had feared he

would not marry her: and now she feared his anger, the loss of
his tender, protecting kindness. The sense of having done
wrong troubled her hardly at aU; though she was quite awar.
that right-minded girls did not go all lengths before marriage.
The grand ladies of Derek's world would never so involve

themselves; and she shrank from shaming him by a confession
of such improper behaviour. Sometimes she wondered if she
were making too much of everything. Men were queer— she
did not understand them. But without them there was no
sense in life. And her thoughts trailed of! into speculations
about this 'Jack' that Derek seemed so fond of.

All these distractions so hindered her needle that, when the
engine throbbed slower and slower, of course she was not ready— and Derek was seriously annoyed. But annoyance vanished
at sight of Jack, resplendent in tennis flannels, awaiting them
on the quay. Beside him stood the girl of the Southampton
express, with the sun in her eyes and the same clear swiftness
about her whole aspect, like a bird poised, ready for flight.
Derek was surprised to find how distinctly the impression of
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her had remained in his memory. There are certain naturesthat cannot hide their light under a bushel. GabrieUe d^Vigne was neither very lively nor veiy talkative; her liety

Tli T'J^ '""P^^ ^ P^ °^ ^^ ^^^"^h genius for life.Before the dnve out to Silversands was half over Lois hadlost her shyness; and Derek- who had been disti^cdy Lr^hensive about 'those women'-felt blessedly at ease ^Th^stretch of open country, with its English aspect, waT pure re!reshment after the forest-burdened mainland. A^d whl a^length, they reached Silversands- the property of rretirednavaJ officer- the sense of Home struck at his\irt ^th apoignant mingling of pleasure and pam.

t^^'n ^It^^ ^^ Fontenac greeted them kindly, if a littleforniaUy. She was a slender woman with iron-grey hair fL^u-^a tnfle austere in repose, and a charming fmUe Hefv^

Lois, m a bedroom with leaded casement windows and

enhanced by dmner m the rose-covered veranda with nomosquitoes and no black flies, that, on the maSknTma^ehigh summer a very doubtful joy.
«"^ana, make

And the dinner was worthy of its setting- sweet-pea^ inthe vases, the gleam of polished glass and silvl, perfect cSn^soft voices and intelligent talk. It was a long ^e sScedShad so enjoyed a meal. And when the mfn w^etft aSne

^t . "f""- ^i '^^^"^' ^^y ^t ^iient for a speUm

together
""" ''' "'^^^ '^« ^^ ^^ Pl-^-e of being

"w'^^i^^P'^'l"^'"^ ^' ^^^^ ^"d sniffed deUberately

itS^f ?' '^^'
' ?° '"^'^ ^' ^^o^g^ ^1 this. Lord-It s good I Are we near ths shore ? "

he^^ ^ a?"! ''S;
^"'"^ "^'^ *^ ^^^ f^^t- "Come along then "

he said. "I feel hke walking aU night."
"g"ien,
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At that moment Gabrielle reappeared. "The spectacle-case
of ma /a«/e please, Jacko!" she said; then, looking from one tothe other, Are you conung in, you two ? "

ladlh."
^^'"^ °^ ^*> ^e shore. Don't get rattled if we're

Her smile had an indulgent mother-tenderness. "I'U be ud "
she said and left them. ^'

StroUing through the garden, they breathed the indescrib-
able fresh moisture of England's summer. But once theywere through the lane, with the scrunch of pebbles underfoot,
the dreiun evaporated. For there, over the water, loomed the^eat airland ranges -Canada's coastal mountains and
the RocKies, resplendent in the after-glow. Farther south, theOlympian snow-hne, and Mount Baker, ghostly, aggressive-a landmark to ocean steamers- for miles and miks.

^ '

tionflfr./^" IT
~T T^^}

^°^' ^ "^^^^ ^Pl^^did conjunc-
tion than these, the symbols of eternal steadfastness and eternalunr^t? Derek -though inured to the sublimities- caught
his breath and stood sUent. Then he turned to Jack with asmile of grave content.

^

"This is great," he said quietly. "Come on!"
Thus majestically companioned, with no sound but the lazylappmg of wavelets against seaweed-covered rocks, they walked

^ tTforgi
-"^ ^'' "^'^ ""^^ ""^^ ^^""^ ^^ niankge-^IS

It was near eleven when they returned; and GabrieUe, who

"And who the dickens is Mrs. Blount?" asked Jack, screwingup his nose. "Can't we call her Lois, old man?"
^^

^Certainly," said Derek; "she'U appreciate it."

elsew^kesr^rS.'?"^^^"^^"^^^-^- ^^^^
Derek went up to bed feeling happier than he had done i^
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its' I

A^^^^'^^'^ """^ ^^'"P- ^^^ ^^d "merely exchanged her

SSi?[h\^T "^^ r '^^ ^^^^ ^ ^^^ chinJeered

!,,•«, '.u^^- -^
*^°"^^* y°" ^^'•^ '^«' comingl " she greetedhun, with an aggrieved droop of her lips that he was beSeto know too weU "It was real mean of you going offKatI hadn't any use for two strange women i

"

8 on ujce tiiat.

ten^rfn vT"^' /.T^ r^^ " ^'^ ^^d' ^tnout much peni-tence m his tone. "But if I can't leave you with them howon earth am I to see anything of Jack? "
'

;'0h, of couree- if you only want to get rid of me-"

peratefy
' *"' "^ um-easonable!" he broke in des-

But it was useless. The sobs she had been trying to re-stram came ma sudden storm; choking her, shaking herAnd while he halted a moment, between Vexation and piiy*sobs gave place to a paroxysm of coughing. At once he w^on his knees beside her. It was the most startlmg attack Shad seen yet. There was blood on her handkerchief Sdh^r
terror at sight of it steadied him.

^^^rcniet, and her

thl^rst^tt ""^'^ ^'^ "''^ ^ ^ -^ -- -^-
"Nowhere near it, littie girl," he assured her- stroking herhajr that w^ dank with sweat; and she nesUed againTt^lSwith a sigh of content.

*

.J wi^S'^r^^; " r* ""^ '^^""y' h« helped her into bed

to hiL^S?r
forehead with eau-d^Cologne' Still she clung

a pt^;- "w7vof
^^'.^^h"g-I'«^ frightened." And aftcfa pause

.
Wm you -- kiss my eyes to sleep? "

It was her childish, sentimental fancy that his kiss on her lidswould charm away night terrors; and because it was childish

h^'^STil 'r'""- !"" '^ '"^^' '""'^ ^ '^ ^d staye?by
her tiU the clmgmg fingers fell away from his. Then he un-
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dressed and slipped into his own bed, devoutly hoping she
would be better in the morning.

She was not better in the morning. She awoke flushed and
feverish, obviously unfit to get up. He had aU a man's dislike
of makmg a fuss in a strange house; and he went down dreading
It. But Jack's amazing sister received the information without
turning a hair. Derek was not to be anxious. The poor
child was probably a little overdone. She would send for Dr.
Clifton. And she insisted on carrying up the tray herself;
while Madame de Fontenac -- charmed to find that Derek,
could talk French— made gracious enquiries that completely
set him at ease.

For all that, he felt convinced that they must clear out; and
he said as much to Jack the first moment they were alone.
Knowing his Jack he was prepared for a tussle; for anything, in
fact, except what actually occurred.
The tussle took place in the veranda. Jack would not hear

of it. Derek would hear of nothing else.

"We're obviously unsuitable as guests," he insisted, after
Jack had wasted several rounds of ammunition on him. "I
must take her straight back— settle her in—

"

At that point Gabrielle appeared on the scene, and Jack
flung a detaining arm round her shoulder.
"Gay, you darling, come and stand up for me. Dirks is the

most obstinate beast in creation. He's talking rot about rush-
mg off instanter. I've told him that's an insult and he's a
blithering idiot. Kindly confirm my statements."
She proceeded to confirm them, with such patent sincerity

that Derek could no longer hold his ground.
'

*If you want the real truth, it's you two men who would
be better elsewhere— for the moment. In fact, I was coming
to suggest it," she added, in response to Derek's incredulous
gaze. "There's nothing to be anxious about. Dr. Clifton says.
A few days' rest and— qa ira. If you'll trust her to me—

"

Derek, fearful of betraying his relief, was thankful for Jack's
shout of triumph.
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"There now! What did I say, you old sceptic? Gay never
loves any one properly till they're ill."

" Jacko, you're superfluous !

" The girl laughingly waved him
aside. Then she turned to Derek.

"I've told her it's a sound prescription— that I shall be
delighted—"
"You've told her!" he echoed, surprised out of his caution;

and the smile deepened in her eyes.

"Yes. I thought as a medical suggestion it might be more
acceptable. She was very sweet about it— very brave—

"

"Thank you— thank you— I'll go up to her," Derek mut-
tered, quite overcome, and plunged into the house.

Jack looked thoughtfully at the empty doorway. "Poor old

Dirks!" he said. "I can't make him out. Something wrong— somewhere."

"The chief wrong," said his sister quietly, "is that— she's

utterly unfit.— He ought not to have married her."

"Oh, I say— hard lines. A very stem Gay!"
"Over some things— yes." But her eyes were more indul-

gent than her tone. They were remarkable eyes, under brows
that had the clear sweep of a bird's wing. They had tried in

turn to be blue and green and brown; and had finally compro-
mized in an iridescent mingling of all three. "Of course it's

bitter hard lines; but that doesn't affect the right and wrong of

it. And your Derek is evidently a man of character, which
puzzles one the more. Of course— one imderstands the temp-
tation. She's a sweet creature, if not very much else—

"

And upstairs Derek found the 'sweet creature' propped
among her pillows with a red-gold plait over each shoulder; a
little languid, but surprisingly acquiescent in view of her out-

burst the night before. He was too thankful for the change
to worry about the how or why of it.

"Are you pleased with the plan, Deny?" she asked, smiling,

a wistful note in her voice.

"Well ... I want to do whatever's best for you, little girl,"

he said truthfully. " You know that."
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"Yes, I know that." A very small sigh escaped her. "And
I'll be all right. She's just sweet to me— Miss de Vigne.

She says it's my best chance— keeping very quiet. I s'pose

— it wasn't— you? "

"Me? Of course not!" His astonishment rang true.

"D'you think I'd run away from you because you're ill ?"

"No. But . . . you might ..." She caught his hand and
pressed it against her face. "I do try an' not be a fool Lois—
about things—

"

"You're a very brave Lois. Miss de Vigne said so," he told

her; and her eyes lightened. She dearly loved a compliment;

and more than ever, after that, she loved Gabrielle de Vigne.

An hour later the two men were dismissed with Gabrielle's

blessing; knapsacks on their shoulders and deep content in

their hearts. Her instructions were that they should take the

train to Sydney, whence they could push on, afoot, into the

wilder parts of the Island. And they were not wanted back

till Saturday.

Derek said little; but he could scarcely believe in his good

fortime, even when they were settled opposite each other in the

brisk little train, rolling through miles of fair and open country,

and discussing Home telegrams that revealed a horizon dark

with the threat of war. By the time they had lunched in

Sydney's one hotel, and cruised among beautiful islands and

had decided which one they would annex when the great mo-
ment came, Derek had shed his scepticism and basked in the

sun of Jack's unblushing triiunph.

Later still, when they left Sydney and plimged into the wilds,

'

the immediate past— Austraha, Canada, Lois— fell away from

him. For a blessed while he recaptured the irresponsible free-

dom of Oxford days. All ti'ace of languor vanished from body

and brain. Simply and gratefully he took with both hands the

good hour given him by the gods and Gabrielle de Vigne . . .

In the light— and dark — of after events, those three un-

clouded days shone in his memory like stars that the years

quench not

.

Jkh
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Chapter K
Ottr acts our angels are, for good or ill, •

Our fatal shadows that walk by us still.

Shakzspeabk

And at Silversands, Lois was doing some close thinking on her
own account. Not for a moment did she doubt that Derek
had gone at Gay's suggestion; neither did she doubt that he had
gone willingly. Too honest to make insincere protestations,
he had taken refuge m silence and affectionate generalities—
not for the first tune.

During their trip, she had tried to accept his odd silences as
part of his general oddness— in certain things. Now she be-
gan to suspect their true nature. He still did not care 'that
way'; and if she could not, by some means, make him care,
there was little use in being his wife. And wives did— She
had read of them in novels. She was reading one now, in
which the husband was Derek; the wife, herself; and jealousy
the key with which she unlocked his heart. Derek had said
he was not given that way; and if she could only rouse him—
what a triumph! She herself was feeling distinctly jealous of
Jack; and her childish plan was to turn the tables by being a
shade less accessible to Derek and particularly pleasant to his
friend. She had not wit enough to perceive that she was
scheming to make the whole situation ten times harder for him:
so urgent was her craving for his love, for the comfortable as-
surance that he knew and forgave all.

So, in secret, she hugged her cherished dream; and wondered— would he perhaps come home sooner than he had said?

He did not come home sooner; in fact not till tea-time on
Saturday. It had been a weary morning; the two women im-
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* mersed in newspapers, talking anxiously and rapidly in French.
Some big trouble was looming in Europe, Lois gathered. But
she asked no questions. What was Europe to her or she to

Europe? Derek was coming home; and she was going to make
him love her as husbands loved wives in books. She hoped
the arrival of the men would check this everlasting talk about
countries that, for her, were mere names on a map; though
Gabrielle and her aunt— when they happened to talk English— spoke of them as if they were female relations. But Derek
and Jack brought more papers and talked in the same queer,

personal fashion of Russia and Belgium and France; and of

Germany being "out to smash Europe" — as if Europe was a
tea-set!

Derek greeted her with his friendliest smile and pressed the
hand that hung nearest him. "You look awfully well," he
said. " Quite a good prescription getting rid of me !

"

"It wasn't through getting rid of you," she murmured re-

proachfully; and Jack, who was reading snatches from his

paper, broke in: "Just what you said, Dirks. A gamble on
the great scale. Var on two fronts

—

"

"All the bettei ' said Derek grimly. "She signs her death
warrant. But Russia will take weeks to mobilize."

"And the notion is, while she's rubbing her eyes, Germany
will just march to Paris and back—

"

**Mon Dieu, non/" Madame de Fontenac's low voice was
charged with passionate protest. " In Paris again— les sales

Boches— les cochons— never I I was there in '70. A child:

but— but one remembers. Pcis possible! The good God is

above; and below— there are a few French soldiers."

"Also a handful of British ones," Derek said quietly. "If

our great and warlike Government permits."

"You doubt if England will stand by France I"

It was Gabrielle this time; her voice quiet as his own; but a
gleam in her eyes made the orange flecks in them seem like

sparks of fire.

"It's not England I doubt, but her present Government.

I believe it will be touch and j—

"

If.
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Go for choice!" remarked the irrepressible Tack "Inthat case I sc«>t back and clamour for a commission I mpretty well qualified -" commission. I m
Suddenly he glanced at Derek's face- and said no moreTo Lois their talk conveyed little or nothing- but she re-framed from worrying them with questions; parU^ be^se sh^

shame r)"T\"'""^"^' ^"^^^ ^-^"^ ^^^ did not ."nt toshame Derek by revealing her ignorance to his friends Onlv

7LZTt'' '""'•^-
,

J^^'™ «^-« '^ 'sc^ttack'inJClamour for a commission.' But the connection escaped herA commission had something to do with a 'deal.' ?hTwas Lishe kiiew about it; and her sole concern was lest Jade rhoiddscoot' Defore he had served her secret purpose
^ ^

ven'f:^:dTqu:stLtt!i:'
''^'' ""'''' ^-« ''^ «-^-' «^e

al/ri whaler iTii?''^
'""' '"' ^^ ^"^^^"^ ^^^^ -^

Derek frowned. - Yes, of course- if we fight."

be iiS^pHc^IedTlI
''' ^^^^^^ '^' ^^^^'^"^^ ^^™«^ ^est he

dei'tfoy'i^"-'''
^""^^ ^"^P^^ ^^^^ Germany is out to

ev^^^^'^n^H '.'. f ^?''-
,

^^"™ ^ "^^^h ^ the dark as

^k n,i^^
* ""^^

f;
^^ °^ ^^^^^""- «ver here?"A middlmg amount! D'you happen to realize, Lois thatyou are livmg in the British Empire ?

" '

She glanced at him to see if he intended a joke. "I thoughtI was hvmg
1 Canada- B.C., " she said.

^
And you didn't know that the two are parts of one bi«rthing, just as your arm is a part of your body?"

^
She sh(K)k her head. "I'm afraid I seem - to all of you-

edSn-" ^"'-^^'^^ ^''^^' ''''' ' ^^'t geti-Tuch

h,J^?n
^^^^'^'' confession and the break in her voice moved

dl'\^ r ^"^
'T"^ ^''- "^«"'t worry about thatd^ he said, pattmg her shoulder his hand rested on 'TUteach you no end in the evenings, once we've settled down
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We'll all need to rub up our geography if this conflagration

spreads
—

"

But she scarcely heeded his words. His caress, his brotherly

kindness, in place of the husband's greeting she craved, let

loose a flood of emotion that swept away her poor little plans

for conquest—
Without a shadow of warning she flung her arms round him

and kissed him passionately.

"Oh, Derek, darling," she said, leaning her whole light weight

against him. "It's real good having you home again. You are

just a mite glad, too— aren't you?"
Derek — taken aback and genuinely stirred by her passion—

could only tighten his hold and let her glean what assurance she

might from that. "Don't make a scene over it, dear," he
pleaded, drawing her down to a seat screened by evergreens.

" It's this kind of thing upsets you so. You're simply shaking."

She caught her breath and drew away a little. " Yes— be-

cause ... oh, Deny— can't you see— it ought to be you—
not me—

"

"Of course it ought," he agreed with smothered vehemence.
"That's the curse of the whole situation — for us both At
least I've been straight with you, Lois. I've never pretended—

"

"I don't want you to pretend!" she flung in, with flaming

cheeks. " But haven't you— won't you ever— "

"Oh, my dear— why torment yourself and me? I'm doing

my best; and I'll go on doing it. Can't you leave it at that?

Can't you see I'm worried to death about this big business at

Home that dwarfs all our petty personal affairs—?
"

He broke off there; for she suddenly sprang up and left him,

with never a word or a backward look.

Half relieved and wholly puzzled, he sat watching her, till

she vanished into the house. He was sincerely sorry if he had
hurt her, but he could not feel sorry that, for once, the truth

had been spoken between them. It might help to clear the

air.

Then, with a great sigh, he rose and paced the far end of the

lawn; to and fro, to and fro, in the hope that mechanical move-

I

t

If

£jEi Ji]
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ment might quiet the tumult in his brain rn«f.«n j u .
perament and traininir it neeH^ T.tT^' •

^^*^°"«J by tern-

emotions; but toX in thk t^ ^^T^ *° ^^^^ d^^Per

^or.gi^n^^i'^t'.BSt
^'°™'-'» insignificant unit

before; ^^ ^™"her L ^K T^ "^^ '"''" ""at »ray

impossibility.
^^^^ ^"^ "^'"^^ ^«^g^t a sheer

'

Gennan troops in Belgium and in France- and .till nn ^ • •

' word from EnelanH —\tu u
'^'*"*^e» ana stUl no deasive

of those unspoken criticisms.
^ ^"^^ ^^ ^^'^^^

felfhalf^hp"^i'°^^i'? ?.^°^ ^'"^ ^" by a chasm of ignorance-^

eventf ^^^^^''f' ^^ ^Sg^^eved at this disconcertw7^ of

to Her, his mmd seemed half astray and the fail„r« ^ k
sionate outburst ^^thheld her f^m repeat^^^^
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At last, one morning, she came down to breakfast more
glaringly late than usual— and behold, a changed atmosphere!
Even she could feel the tingle of excitement in the air.
The paper had arrived. DereV .v?.< reading out the telegrams.
Thai settles it— thank God!" le conclude i 'ervently.
"Hope we go in with both fee .*' -aid Jaci

Memonstration."
"No mere naval

"Deny

;

"Not likely— if we get Kitchener."
"And we don't any of us realize, in the minutest degree,

what It aU means," Gay murmured, thoughtfully, stirring her
tea ...

After breakfast, the air being clearer, Lois begged Derek to
explain what it did mean, so that she could underscand; and he
explained to the best of his power. A good deal still passed
over her head; but she pounced on one concrete fact.

^'* Jack said he must go home at once. Has he got to fight?
"

"Naturally— when he's been trained. The British Army's
mapificent— what there is of it; but if we're to Uck Germany,
we '11 need every available man in the Empire."
"Oh— " She had pounced on another concrete fact.— are you an available man?"
"No— I'm not."

"Are you— wishing it? " she ventured, very low.
" Wishing's neither here nor there," he said briskly,

worry your head about that, little girl."

To his intense relief she merely gave his arm a convulsive
squeeze and said no more.

Jack himself broached the subject on the veranda after
dinner. The thing had to be gone through; and Derek was
glad to get it over. It came after Jack had unfolded his own
plans in a quiet business-like voice, assumed out of considera-
tion for Derek, who could make none. But at the last his
natural self prevailed.

"Oh, Dirks, old man," he broke out desperately, "it's the
very deuce leaving you stuck out here. If we could only go
into this together ! Think of it I

"

Derek frowned and looked straight before him into the

u
Don't

ri
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gathering dusk. "Thanks— I'd rather not think of it. I
can't leave Lois— so that's that."

Jack considered Derek's unpromising profile. Then he re-
marked tentatively: "Shoals of married men will join—

"

"Not with wives in her precarious state of health and no
responsible belongings."

"But, Derek, she's an awfully sweet person. Couldn't you
bring her home?"

"i\nd leave her— with whom?" Derek could not keep the
bitter note out of his voice. "She is— a sweet person. But
picture her— with Mother— Ina— Van? "

"But— if they don't know you're married, they'll be ex-
pecting you to turn up."

"I shall write to Father, of course." A pause; then he added
gruffly: "Drop it, Jacko! Stick to your own affairs. Won't
your sister go with you?"
"No. She can't come yet because of her aunt. But the

minute she's free she'll be off— Red Cross in France, I gather.
Somehow I never seemed to realize her Frenchness till just
lately. You stop on, anyway, till I'm off, Dirks. We'll go
along together as far as the Fates allow."

And to that last Derek assented willingly enough.



Chapter X
Life is at her grindstone set,

That she may give us edging keert.

Sting us for baitlc; till, as play,

The common strokes offortune shower.

Meredith

Three weeks later, he and Lois sat at supper in the veranda of

their own home. It was a still, oppressive evening, the last

of August; and in Nealston there was nothing to distinguish this

particular day from any other of that heroic and terrible first

month of war.

Yet away on the other side of the world, in an apple orchard

near Nery, a certain British battery was carrying on a prepos-

terous duel— three guns against twelve— that will live for

ever in the annals of history and romance. On this day, too,

the Channel ports lay open and defenceless, awaiting the in-

flux of German hordes— that never came.

The shadow of that dark month was on Derek's heart and in

his eyes. He had almost grown to hate the superb serenity of

lake and moimtain that so mockingly contrasted with hb inner

vision of battered, pursued, undaunted flesh and blood. Only

a miracle could now save Paris; and Derek foolishly supposed

the age of miracles was past. His faith in things not seen—
so far as it had survived the shocks of early doubt— was too

nebulous to uphold him in this hour of awful uncertainty.

Nor was he sustaLied by the optimist's innate conviction that

the worst can never happen. He knew very well that the

worst could happen. It might be happening even now; while

he, in another hemisphere, was savouring the salmi of his

talented Chinese cook. One had frankly to face the appalling

fact. But where faith falters, there is the greater need of

courage; and courage, like wisdom, is justified of her children.
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As for Lois, she could not, in the nature of her, realize the
half of what he was suffering in his dumb, lonely fashion. Un-
perceptive by nature, she was further blinded by the fulfilment
of her twin desires— a man and a home of her own. The
little house was her new toy; and she insisted that he should be
interested too. He was called upon to make up her mind for
her about every conceivable item, from the pattern of a curtain
to the shape of a vase. In his free hours, he must take her to
*mo',ies'— the more glaringly melodramatic the better— or
follow her endlessly from shop to shop. He was infinitely

patient with her vagaries; and she, by way of reward, idealized
him in the very manner he could least endure. Distracted
with anxiety, there was neither peace nor refreshment for him
within the four walls of his home—
The place itself was pretty and pleasant enough, set well

above the tovn that climbed the skirts of the mountam; its

houses rising tier beyond tier, like the seats of an amphitheatre.
He owed the discovery mainly to Mrs. Macrae. She was also
responsible for their 'help'; a motherly widow-woman, with-
out whose ministration there would have been little of comfort
or tidiness in the house— and Derek appreciated both. The
cook had been his own find; and he was not above admitting
that the man's skill helped, considerably, to oil the wheels of
things.

Soon after leaving Victoria, he had written that difficult

letter to his father which told very little, yet implied much to
any one who really knew him. The extenuating circumstances,
he pleaded, were not altogether his own to reveal. He had done
his best to give a favourable impression of Lois; had dwelt upon
her youth, her precarious state, and his own conviction that, as
matters stood, he could not leave her while she had need of him.

I think [he had concluded] that you will understand— though
I express myself vilely— how I hate having to give you such news;
and how badly it hurts not being able to go straight home and join
Kitchener's Army. I've tried to write to Mother about it, but I've
only succeeded in half filling the waste-paper basket. If you think
she ought to know— and Van— will you please tell them whatever
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3rou think fit. One will be misjudged on all sides— that's the curse
of it. But so long as I stand square with you, I can put up with the
rest. Make a few allowances— if you know how— for your 'faith-

ful failure,' who hardly deserves the honour to be

Your loving son

Derek Blount

It had been an unspeakable relief to get that letter of! his

mind. He could not expect an answer for weeks; and even
while he craved it, he dreaded the sting of sarcasm that his

seeming folly could scarcely fail to evoke.

Meantime, there had been the strenuous business of settling

Lois into her new home; and her childish delight in it all was h^
reward. With the incurable hopeftdness of her kind, she lived

from day to day: while Derek's more imaginative brain was
haunted by the ghostly, inexorable shadow that mocked at

her content. For himself, mere use and wont eased, a little,

the lense of enchainment that still irked him badly at times.

Between companioning Lois, and working on another fruit

ranch, he had little leisure to call his own; and he grew genuinely
fond of her— up to a point. He might have grown fonder still,

but that under her sensuous softness and sweetness he found
a vacuum; and the trail of the third-rate fiction she devoured
was over all her thoughts and ways.

Their veranda, that was smothered in clematis and ramblers,

framed incomparable visions of the higher reaches of the Lake;
and Lois, in a clinging blue tea-gown and a flowered scarf,

completed a domestic picture charming enough to satisfy

any man whose mind was not racked with the craving to be
elsewhere.

Of late she had been fretful and irritable, which was unlike

her; and broken nights had laid dark smudges under her eyes.

But her trouble was not purely physical. She was beginning
to worry about Derek. The steady exodus of young men from
the ranches and the town impressed her more than any tele-

grams in the paper: and now there crept into her heart a little

gnawing fear that perhaps Derek really was 'available,* That
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She was just screwing up her courage, when he rose abrupUyand went over to the end of the veranda. It was a boyS a

.* XT ^' ^^^ ^^ ^^^ ^^^ ^s^^ed. "Bad news?

"

Not exactly!" he said with his whimsical smile. "Frommy father. Family affairs." And his eyes reverted to S^flmisy shp of paper in his hands.

decW '"""^"^' ^""^^^ ^"P^"'" circumstances but approve your
AVONLEIGH

The idra that his father might ob!e had never occurred tohun: and U,e act implied a measure of understandin^XS h-

Srd^t^-dS.cur^° -^^ "-^ -^ "^ '-"A onto M3-

Withm a we.;-. Uiere came a rift in the war cloud; and hisdoubtmg pmt stood rebuked. The miracle had hkppened-Pans had been saved. In the midst of his incredible reHef heremembered GabrieUe and Madame de Fontenac, who^ faithwas founded on a rock. He wondered if they we e'tnTat Sfl

rt^r; t- stL's'
™«- '^-'o-teiy t^ iii:z:xthey left. Since then, they had heard no more. But later oncame news of Jack - who had got his cavalry con™i^^ on-and a long screed from Mark; 'in it,' of course/up toThe ey«

f«u?l m ""' "'"" "','''' engagement troubkd Deref^o-foundly. Ldce every one else, he had taken Sheila for granted-one of the few girls he heaitUy admired. Yet S-judpng from his letter- was pretty badly smitten. He won-dered sometanes-had that faculty been quite left out o74composition? And he rated himself for a cold-blooded beasiAs a matter of fact, the War, with its vast and ap^g P.^-sibihties, was absorbing aU his capacity for emotion EngCd- though he criticized her and never talked patriotisnT- va,dearer to hun, as yet, than any woman. And Enghnd Zfightmg for her life. Derek had no illusions on that sc^^Though he could not rhapsodize, he could serve. He w^ of
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those for whom work is prayer; and a perverse Fate condemnedhnn to Idleness; whUe his logging companions and aU the iTkydevUs at home were, at least, doing what they could to stiffen

st^'ShiTl^r- ^."^\^-,--te senL of prVorSnsteadied hun, as always, m the day of trouble. England it

assistance. Still -it takes ::.e individual to make the m£sthe atom to make the sphere: and this atom codd norrutchafe at its exclusion from the field of honour.

chfck^ when inT' "^/n
'^'.'^"" "^ P^^"^^ ^'' definitely

fr^^^u T w^^'^P ^"^^ ^"^ ^^^ Ypres salient was bom
LTv^ /7r'

^'""^ '^' ^^"^^^^ told hun that MarLasTn

gone .
""'' ""^ J^'^ "^^ "^^^^ g«^g °^ had all^Sci;:

.nHv"^
^

V^'
bungalow on the hill Lois coughed more persist-

tW f^.^^r
.^^^ ''''^''' "S"^"' ^"d ^^tched the shadow ofthose terrible August days creep back into his eyes He w2kindness itseK to her. He would take ner to the pTtureVor"^

B?t auM ' .1'' I' r^ ^'l
'^^^"' "^^^^^-^ ^ th- eveningsBut aU the while she knew that his mind and heart were milesaway- on the blood-drenched battle-fields of Flanders! Ye^

tactlessly, unskUfully- to say what she felt, to di^rwer whathe reaUy thought about it; and always he laughed it off orchanged the subject.
^ °^

^

But there came a day when, in spite of him, she fataUy in-
sisted on pressing the point.

^
It was in the evening. Too cold for the veranda now andshe lay m her ong chair near a glowing fire. Derek sat besideher with a book. He did not know she was watching himTandhe remained unnaturally still for a long time, withouf turn ng apage. She saw that his spHt had slipped away. Only the

IsheHoft-'''
^^^,^^h- Pretty drawing-rJ>m, becausethe shell of hmi was obliged to stay and take care of her. Washe pming to go- hating her because she held him? Last timewhen she talked of being a mUlstone, he had got quite ^'

i*

f
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simply to sJd^rm 4«S ^„V"'';
'*

,r''
™

unworthy.
s « m m3 esteem, to prove herself not all

«>'^d?"'"
^''^ '""^^'^y- ""'«'* «-' you thinking about

He started and looked round.

'

Sh?:irel'"^t'r'a''t?'"'''^''^*"""y- -what eke?-

"MUlstone? Nonsensel A featherweight like you -I"

dJ^Li-"iT^-:^ri!!s't.'^er^„'t,''ST^- "^^
me out. You ought to know n,e b'^fby n'ow^'

^°" "^^

;^^'^-- fro^-rth^rw^r--youd be off to-morrow -wouldn't you?"
*^ ^ ^^e

. . .

1 he tragedy of it, and the tactless futility r.f u
smote him silent.

""*" "^^"^ ^"^^y of her persistence,

silZel^^I^sent '"'L^"
Plaintive voice trailed on, taking

anfl<:?k^\V^ath^^^^^^ ^>;^^ ^^oulders,

to^the hollows of heTtei^les ^ ^^ "^^ ^^^ ^^^^ "P
"See here, little girl— if you weren't ill TM i

fut mercy. Please understand, onS fof'^ S' ^'
'

"^'^'

job, first and foremost: and if I'm not Sckt^^f ^f"
'"'

^Jf
for you to make fancy difficulties So don'^:. '? ''^ "^^

talk like that again— ''
'^^^"es. bo don t let me hear you

"But, Deny— '»

"Oh, let be, for God's sake n^^, „
when to stop?" BuTshe I^tiJT f ?

'"''"'^ ""^^ ^"^^pr iJut she looked so fragile, as the flush ebbed
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from her face, that he added in a changed voice- "Vn« ,
•

and be a good little wife; and I'U carry y^ ^o bej " ~ ""

Without a word she lifted her farp anli *u i
• ,

Then he carried her to bed ^ ^'^ ^"^ °^"'"^y.

Next day she was subdued, but smiling- a litH^ r^*u^
into herself. And on the W^hie^riay - f^t^w T ^^"^
later than usual -he found^n^r ^*

returning from work

^:x7^r,^::z'z^ ':i^\t."^.
-Hen she

saints preserve her 1"
^ '"^^ » sight of her smce- the

hearted th^t-thtVS^."' "°""^^= '"^^ '"^^

Juae . f;
"^ "^ oo that strange, unforgettable night of

Wild possibilities lurked at the back of Wo h«i„.k .i ,

to common sense. tiU aU lil^eH covSS hlSt^' "" ^^'^'^

-^;-her favourite sh'^s Slt,^ oH^f^ wtt
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"Shall I come over to you by the evening boat?" she con-
cluded. "Or will I only be m the way?"
"Rather not. You'd be the greatest blessing in life.— I

must be off now and report to the police. So long."

The head of the local police force was a large and very human
person; and his business-like enquiries were tinged with dis-

creet sympathy. Derek listened gratefully to assurances that
searchers would be sent out in all directions and they would
ring him up the moment they had anything to report.

After that there was no more to be done; but, goaded by sheer
restlessness, he tramped the road above the Lake for a distance
far beyond his wife's powers of walking. Then he sat down on
a rock— and wild possibilities rushed in and mocked him . . .

At one moment he felt half angry with her; and the next his
heart contracted at thought of her alone and frightened, or hurt.
For months he had so tenderly guarded her that she seldom
went out by herself: and now— goodj.r^ss knew what folly her
cheap instinct for the theatrical might ^;ave prompted her to
attempt 1 Was ever woman bom at once so aggravating and
so irresistibly pathetic? If a second edition existed, he had no
desire to encoimter it.

It was late when he reached home, tired and worried, to
find that a cable had arrived in his absence.

He tore it open hurriedly and read:

Mark wounded and missing. Feared killed. Taking car Belgium.
Will report result. Macnair

Twice over he scanned the hateful message; then he sat very
still, realizing it all . . .

Dearly though he loved Jack, Mark was the true comrade of
his spirit; without him, the salt of life would lose half its savour.
He was so vividly, commandingly alive that Derek could not
believe in his extinction. But even so— there were endless
awful possibilities . . .

Into the midst of these came Wei Sing's gentle reminder that
the soup was getting cold. Then he roused himself and remem-
bered Lois— also Mrs. Macrae, who ought to be here by now.

^^
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The sound of hoofs reassured him, and as he stepped into the
veranda she came riding up the path— a queer, semi-masculine
figure in her dungaree divided skirt and felt hat. Like most of
her kind, she ro<ie astride, and could vault into a saddle or out
of it as easily as a man.
"There you are, thank God!" was Derek's greeting; and while

he unstrapped her bundle, she sprang to the ground.
"No news?" she asked.

He shook his head. "Only this— from Home— my best
friend."

He handea her the telegram; and when she looked up there
were tears m her eyes. " Poor Derry ! My poor boy— "

Derek said nothing. He could not trust himself. But he
loved her, at that moment, as he loved Lady Forsyth ; and for
the same quality. Unmothered as he was, the mother-need
was strong in him still. Some men, no matter how self-reliant,

never lose it altogether.

At dinner they talked only of Lois. Things began to look
serious and Mrs. Macrae did not conceal her anxiety.

"Had she bin worried any?" was her first question; and
Derek explained, adding that he believed he had dispelled all

that. But Mrs. Macrae looked doubtful. She had not much
opinion of a man's skill in dispelling feminine fancies. " Women
in her state get queer notions— do queer things," she said, with
a significant look; and seemed on the verge of some confidential
remark, but evidently thought better of it.

After dinner they rang up the police— without result. Then
they paced the veranda, guessing, speculating, talking in jerks,
till Mrs. Macrae, in her wisdom, insisted that he should go to
bed.

"What's the damn use?" he asked, half angrily. "D'you
suppose I can sleep?"

"You can lie flat, anyways," she said gently. "Reckon
you've been rampaging around all day; and it may be the
same to-morrow. So where's the sense of getting tucked up
an' wasting shoe leather half the night? You git flat an' give
yourself a chance."
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Sooner than arpie, he obeyed. Anxiety is exhausthig; and
to anxiety was added the strain of conllicting sensations that he
was doing his loyal best to ignore . . .

"Not now -- not this way," was the honest hope of his heart.
When her moment came, he must be with her, if only to ease her
fears. Strange how she haunted him— her listless movements
and plaintive voice and the red-gold glory of her hair. They
had not been four months married; and their brief union had
been in no sense intimate; but because she had loved truly, up
to her lights, the impress she left upon his heart was genuine,
if not deep. Now -- lost and strayed— she was no longer
the wife who so often worried him, but the frightened child,
whose pitiful appeal it was not in him to resist. She was smaU.
She was futile. Her capacity for love was mainly a blend
of passion and sentiment; but it was not altogether base
metal. She had lately given proof of that. It was, he
began to realize, the one lever that might conceivably lift

her above herself. It might even give ber rhe courage she
had once lacked—

In his heart he prayed it had done no such thing. But
where on earth was he to look for her now — ?

Towards morning Nature had her way at last; and he fell
sound asleep.

,
No nev»o it the police office next day; and Mrs. Macrae was

.

obliged, reluctantly, to return home— if only for the moment.
" What'll you do now?" she asked at parting.
"Go on hunting till I drop," he answered doggedly; and went

back to the house to think things out.

There, on the dining-room table, a telegraphic envelope lay
awaiting him. As he snatched it up, all the sensations of
yesterday surged through him: — and when he opened it, anti-
climax was complete.

It came from a hotel in Victoria, and it ran:

I was going right off to give you a chance, but Gay has left here^
so no use. I am ill. Please come. So sorry. Lois
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In the confusion of his mixed emotions, relief predominated— relief tinged with vexation: but vexation was shamed at
thought of aU she had risked in her genuine, if futile, attempt
to dear the way for hun. So like Lois— not even to find out
if they were there. And he himself had never once thought of
the railway station! He would not have given her credit for
so bold a stroke. But now, at all events, there was something
delinite to be done.

it-
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Chapter XI
For she loved much . . .

St. Luke vn, 47
He found her almost in a state of collapse. She wept and clung-
to him and implored his forgiveness; and he, remembering the
thought of his heart, kissed her with a fervour that surprisedand uplifted her. Then he scolded her sternly for her own
good. The scoldmg passed dean over her head; but the treas-
ured memory of that kiss, given when she least deserved it,
atoned for all she had been through. She was scarce fit to
travel; and the return journey was an ordeal Derek would not
soon forget. Only by a miracle did he get her home in time.
t or more than a week she hung between hfe and death Formore than a week life itself was a mere appendage to illness—

doctor and nurses, and Lois talking fitfuUy in a voice that was
not her own. Once he heard her speak of Jos, whose existence
He had ahnost forgotten in the stress of recent events
And while invisible forces wrestled for possession of herfra^e body he worked full time at the Ranch. For he hadneed of regular occupation to ease his distraction of mind. He

felt, m a measure, responsible for her sufferings; and it hurtHun keenly There was also the ache of anxiety about Mark-and the subconscious knowledge that her death would mean*freedom to spend himself for England, his greater love . . .
But, as t^at strange hushed week drew to an end, it began tolook as if she would weather the storm.
The doctor had spoken more hopefully that morning; and in

the evening when Derek returned, the day-nurse told him that

\.!fE^ i
?""'' ^^° ^ ^^^P "^^^^ sleep- If that sleep

b^ted- aU might yet be weU. Mrs. Macrae was in the sick-room, bhe would come and see him later on.

il
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Derek thanked her formaUy and passed into his Uttle book-
fiUed study, where he found mail letters: Jack, Mark— he
would not have beUeved the sight of Mark's writing could ever
give him pain— and the long-delayed latter from his father.
He tore it open hastily, prepared for the worst. Lord Avon-

leigh wrote:

My deas Boy,—
It was lucky I wired, as my promised letter was held up by a boutf

of fever and a touch of internal inflammation. Nothing to make a
tong tale about. I would not let Aunt Marion worry you needlessly.
Your present position must be quite sufficiently distracting I
hope the wure eased your mind somewhat. But I frankly confess
your news was a shock to us both. A mere scrape of the average
variety would have been less disquieting. But on reflection I have
the grace to be thankful it is otherwise. I am glad you mentioned
her age. It puts a good many disagreeable suppositions out of court
And I venture to hope she is attractive. It may ease things for you
You are nght about Mother. If explanatory facts were pUed as

high as Nelson's Column, she could neither understand nor condone
such a flagrant departure from the normal. I am teUing her and
Van that you are keen to join the Army, but you are unfortunately
tied up and wiU be coming home the moment you are free. I gather
Van is aJso keen— and also tied up. It is a pity. I would like one
of you, if not both, to be doing your duty in that line— and I felt
qmte sure of you.— ["Didn't he feel sure of Van?" Derek reflected
not a Uttle taken aback.] But we both feel you are doing right in
the sad cncumstances. And you have our united sympathy, though
It is tempered with disapproval! Write again soon. Marion tiesme down to a short letter, so I must keep clear of the War, which is
going to be a bigger business than most of them suppose. God bless
you. Take care of yourself.

Your loving father

AVONLEIGH

The whole tone of the letter was kinder, more understanding
than he had dared to hope for; and the different ending— he
very well knew— was no mere formula. He seemed only to
be discovering his father now that half the worid lay between
them. Why had they missed each other so hopelessly through-
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out the yeara of his boyhood ? If they could but meet and talk
overaUthisI Some day— perhaps —?
He started. It was Mrs. Macrae at the door.
" Derry— can I come 'long in? "

JrlTj^ -f ""^f^;".
^^ """'^ ^^ proffered his chair. She

accepted It and looked up at him where he stood near the stove,holdmg his hands over the warmth.

^
"Fm tired, some," she sighed— and then smiled. "A good

c? ^?.": ^°"«^ ^^ ^^'*" I^erek asked quietly.

"Th^a^'^flr'Sat^J^"-
^^^P-^^- babe new bom."

"So pretty she looks. You did ought to see her.""May I— when?"
" Presently. Quiet as a mouse !

"

He let out a deep breath and was sUent, wanning his hands,

s^^tt^^h^^^^^^-^- T^-«^e ventured to

hei-'hS"' r^"^ ^'^^ ^*^" ^^"^ ^^®^ ""^'^ to it than

His ^^te bewildo-ed gaze assured her he knew nothing of the

^^ce.
'*' °^^''^" "^^ demand^ of his

^He looked uncomfortable. "I- reaUy- she never said so

"Myl You ore a sweet pair of innocentsi WeU- there'san end to it now. An' best so, maybe."

fin^!^l'^^ ^I!^ ^""^ *°^^^ "P ^* ^' thinking what a

S^l,?.tfJ. if I' ^T^^ ^^^ ^^ ^^ ^^^^» ^^^dering didhe guess at aU, about Jos Agar? It was she who ought to haveseen eaxher how things were going: and she blaled hersS
r^l.^^K^*'^^°''^^°J^^- For she knew, now, what thenurses -- Uiank Heaven- could not know, that 1^ was re-
sponsible for all they had just been through If DerT ddnot know, he ought to be told: and she foiSid the teS un
expectedly difficult. Plain-spoken though she w^;sh:td S^^
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reticences. And she was fond of Derek: fonder than ever,
these days. He was so plainly a gentleman all through: she
could not bear to shock or hurt his finer feelings.
Presumably he agreed with her last remark: but he said

nothing. In respect of confidences or intimate talk, one had
to go all the way with Derek Blount.

"Say, Deny," she plunged at last. "Did you never get
thinking how far things might have gone between her an' Tos
Agar?" ••

"Agar?" He frowned sharply, and she saw the question
startled him.

" That was my meaning when I said— best so. An' -- she
never let on?"
He shook his head. « Probably she was afraid— poor child.

I've found her straight in other ways."
"An' you didn't never suspect?" she pressed him, f e ice

bemg broken.

"N-no. WeU"— he corrected himself— "fact is ... I
did think about it- before ... in the spring. I wondered
you weren't more strict with La:. But— since we married I
haven't given it a thought."

'

^

It was her turn to be surprised now. "You wondered about
It— before? And yet— you married her! Though it's plain
to see, you aren't gone on her— never have been I"
Derek winced. "Is it so plain?" he asked, evading the

pomt. *

wrT'^^
*° °^®' ^y^ys; though I thought different— once.

When you might have had her, you held off; and when there
was good excuse for any man letting her go, you nipped in an'mamed her. I never could make head or tail of it."
"And— you never will," he said, very quietly. "It's our

own affair, and I'd rather not talk of it, if you don't mind
Have you said anything to Lois ?

"

" Sakes, no ! She's bin in no state for talk."
"Well, if she doesn't realize things— let her be. I won't

have her worrying on my account. She's done too much of
that already."
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Again Mrs. Macrae looked at him steadily, pondering.
Then: "I knew right away you was the straight goods,

Derek," she said with her large smile. " But I never reckoned
you was as straight an' simple-hearted as that amounts to.
Guess she's bin in luck, has Lois—

"

" Oh, dry up, please," he said, in a pained voice. "I've done
what I could for her— which was little enough. And now—
she's half killed herself for my benefit."

Mrs. Macrae nodded and rose from her chair. "You've
acted like a man an' you can bet she knew it. But I must
be gettmg back now case she might wake. You look in
later."

When she had gone, Derek sat down and opened Mark's
letter. He had scarcely finished reading it when Mrs. Macrae
was back at the door. This time she entered without ceremony

:

her news in her startled eyes.

"Derek— she's gone— as quiet as quiet. Just slipped
away in her sleep."

Derek said nothing: but the dazed look of pam in his eyes
went to her motherly heart.

"Will you come, my dear? No fear we'll disturb her now.
After all— so best, poor lamb !

"

He hrd not thought her strong voice could achieve so soft a
tone. It vibrated through hun, almost upsetting his control.
But he rose and followed her without a word. On the thresh-
old she glanced at his face that was set and strained: then
slipped away and left them alone.

Lois lay like a child asleep, one cheek resting on the pillow,
one thick red-gold plait over her shoulder; her still face deli-
cately tinted like a waxen transparency. It seemed to him
incredible that she would never wake again. And the irony,
that had tinged their whole brief relation, persisted even to the
end. For Lois, dead, stirred hun, moved him, more profoundly
than Lois alive had ever done, for all her clinging devotion.
His own words came back to him: "She's half killed herself

for my benefit." They feU short of the truth. This one thing,
in her short aimless life, she had done thoroughly: and it was
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the mevitable he could scarce have endured the thought.

in ht hri' ^^v-^"
"'"^ '^'''' ^'' ^'^^^^ ^^""d^d somewhere

in his brain: "Kiss my eyes to sleep, Derry." Stooping hekissed them each in turn, that her last sleep mig^Te un-afTnghted with dreams. His own eyes were heavy 'wi\h tears-

It away. Then he laid his hand upon her bright hair- held itthere a moment in a silent benediction- and went o^t~
Mrs. Macrae stayed with him till everything was over- andhe was thankful exceedingly for her preSnce fo e^e LTvSy

real sense of loss^ For aU her blunt, outspoken ways, h^
nl^ r ^"^f''

'"^ '^' "^"^^^^^^ ^^' i" his da.ed and
silent distress, as his o^^^ mother had never done in all her days

circle'^^thl^ouT T""'^'' ^^' ^' ^"^ "^^^'^ ^" ^ '^^'^^^^
circle with Lois for its central point: her health, her fancies her
insistent need of him. Only now that she ^as gone did he
realize how complete that concentration had been; and the
readjustment of heart and brain took time. He beiged MrsMacrae to do whatever she pleased with the fumitiSe and allthe pretty, useless trifles in which ^ois had taken such delight.

bdiw'^
^"^^ ^ "^""'^ ^^ ^^ ^^^^ h^^«

Their brief sojourn together, in the valley of the sL 'owwas an experience neither would easily forget; and, in the co^se
of It, their latent friendship blossomed into an abiding reaUty

Gradually, completely Derek's whole nature righted itself.Old allegiances clamied him. He was his own man again

-

Early in December came news from Lady Forsyth that Markhad been restored to them- wounded and broken, but alive-and It needed only that to arouse him altogether Straight-way he cabled to his father:
-^traignt

Free to join up.

approve.

Ui

H

iili

ifi

Propose returning by Japan and Bombay if you
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And very soon the answer sped back to him:

Delighted to see you— Avonleigh.

A week kter he stood, at last, on the deck of an ocean

liner watching, with very mixed emotions, the ghostly glory

of Mount Baker gleam and grow misty and fade into nothing-

ness, like the vision of a dream. . . .

^^;i

m END or BOOK THSEE
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BOOK IV

SMOKE AND FLAME

Chapter I

Occasions do not make a man frail, they show what he is.

Thomas A Kemfis
To the Honourable Evan Trevanyon Blount, of Avonleigh Hall,War with a 'great and friendly nation' — War that had been
written down a financial impossibiUty— had proved a some-
what disconcerting event. Consequently, he had been slow to
face the full significance and proportions of a struggle that had
shattered his most comforting beliefs; and,incidentaUy, a good
many other things that could not be so easily mended.
Even after eight and a half months of Homeric fighting—

of muddle and heroism and startling revelations of German
psychology— his official atmosphere was scarcely changed, and
he himself had shed Uttle of his old faith. Not that he was a
miracle of constancy in beUeving; but that he was fain to ex-
tract every ounce of comfort from an admittedly disquiet-ng
situation. By every financial canon, Germany should have
reached her last ounce of credit months ago. The spring of-
fensive— lyrically heralded by newspaper poets— should have
rolled her armies back to the Rhine. Neither of these things
had happened, and Van had an unpleasant sensation of having
been 'let down.'

The British Army, it seemed, was short of guns and explosives
and a few other trifles essential to victory. But one began to
discover that the human element— the mere officers and men
-- possessed amazing grit, by virtue of which they had achieved
the unpossible and could, apparently, be trusted to keep on
achievmg it, as and when required.
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Upheld by this comforting discovery, Van had uncomplain-

ingly endured the trials of that first winter of War For the
sake of his own digestion and his mother's peace of mind, hehad cultivated a serenely detached optimism. He had dis-
believed on principle, all 'scare' mongering, and throughout
those early bewiidenng days— when the talk was of no rifles
and no focd, of invasion and revolution- he had kept his head
and laid m a goodly store of his own particular needs. Norhad he been rushed' into parting with his immaculate Ba-
varian valet. The good fellow had protested loyal devotion.
aJid had been smilingly advised to 'go Swiss for the duration of
the War.'

Even his tentative idea of joining the Army hao been eflFec-
tuaUy dispelled by a heart-to-heart talk with his Chief who
condensed his view of the country's needs into one pithy phrase;
Brawn for the Flanders front. Brains for the Home front."Un this particular occasion, he added conclusively: " You know

aU the ropes, Blount, and the work's more complex these days.
I can t spare you- that's flat!" And Van had dutifuUy re-
signed himself to the situation.

Only in one respect had he really been hard hit. His fewsp^odic investments were chiefly in German concerns. His
father s repeated warnings that the two countries were potential
If not actual, enemies had been countered with airy chaff about
the mihtarist microbe,' and well-grounded assertions that
nothmg could shake the commercial foundations of Germany
He did not, now, find it convenient to remember aU the

irrefutable, second-hand arguments he had launched on the
subject of mtemational finance in relation to modem war No
doubt there were scores of cleverer men in the same boat; a
reflection that soothed his vanity, if it failed to readjust his
bank account. And he had felt the loss keenly. For in ad-
dition to his personal outlay at Avonleigh House, there was the
well-appomted suite at the Albany. There were theatres, and
httle dmners. There were bUliard matches and week-ends, and
a few other costly items indispensable to his full enjoyment of
me. bo dividends came m handy— and they were no more

; I
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To his relief, Lord Avonleigh had tactfully refrained fmm

spoken of the matter to any one, except to his friend KarlSchonberg and -oddly enough - Karl's father.
In the cou^e of 1913 he had seen a good deal of the elderSchonberg, who now rented a house in Mayfair and kept an

t" n"S terh''"^;?-
"^^' ^^ Avonleigh.'^His?ntcS?ad"

va^ces had not been discouraged by Van, who endorsed thecynical axiom of his own world, 'Go where money is
' Ichonberg kept a good table and gave his guests sound ^ne As araconteur he could hold his own with the best; and hThad aVareZ Tif^

P^.^"^^ ^^ ^bout weU-kno;n p«>l>?e up hSsleeve. The spiciest of these were reserved for the select fewand to those alone he revealed a tithe of his imcLnn;tLn:^'

Tf thl ^71 '^""T
^'^ T^^ °^ ^^''- He knew the alpSof the Stock Exchange from A to Z A tin fr^rr, c ^^^^J'^*^'^

was a ma.k of favoJwonh^^X^H^Jt^XZ^d very^„ said in his heart: "This is a man to be ci^vaS^why did Karl never let on?"
>-uiuva[ea.

From that time the cultivating process had Rone steadilv

w2n'° '^r
"""""^ satisfaction!^ Whether tSt senS

J^frS^ *°: " ^ ''""^ '" Bombay, consideratelyreframed from more than casual allusions to Karl's father Heinchned to greater freedom with his mother; but she haddeveloped a nervous dread of anything with a Gmn^ „^from a new-born infant upwards. Van had se3^fS
persuaded her that those few must be aU his fancy naintedthem. For th^, and other cogent reasons,Z sSbC^taacy belonged to that private and personal regJonThL Itfe

st^r"""" °" ""^ "^^' himself- or ^«> 1^ f»";
But Adolf Schonberg was a Ught not easfly hidden mider abushel unless the bushel happened to ser^e his owTends

*t&Sri"
'"™' "^ '"^- "™'"«' *" ^ """^ *^^or Dusmes. friend:, as a more potent influence in the region of
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politics and finance than he hud hitherto allowed them to sus-

pect. His name fij^ured prominently on subscription lists,

Relief Funds, the personnel of War Committees; and it was in

pursuance of these commendable activities that he had hit

upon the happy idea of financing a hospital for wounded oflScers,

could he but secure the loan of a large country house in healthy
and beautiful surroundings: briefly, Avonleigh Hall. The place
had been let to a friend of his for the summer of 1913. It was
now unoccupied. Refusal, in the ciromistances, would not
look well; and few men of his acquaintance were more sensitive

to appearances or more amenable to diplomatic pressiu-e than
young Evan Blount. A tUe-dntHe dinner, Pol Roger, vintage
port and liqueur brandy, were allies whose virtue he had proven
a score of times— and they did not fail him now.
Van— when he had got over his initial astonishment— took

kindly to the idea. Since he was not fighting and had no spare
cash to squander on Relief Funds, an Avonleigh Hospital
seemed a good move: the more so that this amazingly large-

hearted German— naturalized, of course— was ready to take
all the trouble and most of the expense oflF his hands. He was
only restrained from settling matters outright by the knowledge
that neither of his parents would approve the scheme in its

actual form. He needed time to devise a version of it nearer
to their liking. So he had temporized pleasantly and begged
leave to think things over.

That little diimer had tak^ place on a certain Monday eve-
nmg of early April, 1915; and on the Friday afternoon Van sat
alone in the drawing-room of his bachelor suite, presumably
thinking things over, while he sipped his afternoon coffee and
skimmed the columns of an "Early War Edition." Even in

these anxious days, he was not among those for whom newspaper
reading became a form of dram-drinking. He had no enthusi-
asm for the heroics, no appetite for the horrors of war: but he
had enough imagination to be made very uncomfortable by
sanguinary details, gloomy forecasts and sweeping assimiptions
that everj' one in authority y/as doing the wrong thing on prin-
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dpie. The simplest way to avoid such futile discomfort was to
patronize the optimistic press and avoid "War talk" like the
plague; the which he conscientiously did. This hospital busi-

ness, of coiu-se, would bnng him up against wounded mei
,

but it would be as well to have his name connected with some-
thing of the kind. In fact, Y^s mind was made up — or, more
accurately, hi? version was laade up to suit the prejudices of
his people.

He had lunched at Avonleigh House and propounded the
plan, casually, to his mother and Ina and George, on whom he
had left a distinct impression that the idea was his own. He
had been applauded for his patriotic impulse: though Lady
Avonleigh, on second thoughts, had jibbed a little at the idea
of giving up her foothold in the country. Things were still so
inseciire. London might be invaded. When winter came,
those awful noiseless Zeppelins, people talked about, might
come over in battalions and rain fire from heaven. Avonleigh
was, so to speak, her fire escape.

Ina had proffered her own little place as a substitute. It
was quite 'the smart thing'; and Van must not be choked off,

when he did happen to sprout an idea. She would go down
herself to cheer up the ofl&cers. And of course they must have
a Committee. She was Ai at Committees—
A groan from George confirmed that last. "Between War

Babies and War Committees, G. F. Junior hasn't a dog's

chance."
" G. F. Junior can assert himself quite as effectively as G. F.

Senior," Ina had retorted with playful sharpness. "As for

Committees— you legal men can't talk. Nothing you Ic 'e

better— so long as they don't commit! Look at your lead-

ing lights, trying to run a super-German War on the non-
committal touch!"

"Ina's always neatest when she's nastiest," Van reflected,

smiling at the remembrance. He had enjoyed the little passage
of arms— not uncommon between those two; but on the whole
he had been mildly bored. And this evening he antit^ated
further boredom in a pleasantcr form. For his guest in chief
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was a certain Miss Cynthia Dorecn, to whom he contemplated
offering his name and prospective title— one of these days.
Personally, he was in no hurry to "domesticate the Recording
Angel." Women were delightful: but he liked variety, and
preferred them imattached. The deuce of it was they would
not let him be; and he was susceptible— up to a point.

Miss Doreen— the candidate of the moment— was an Irish-
American heiress. Under the very select wing of the Lady
Agatha Hamerton she had made something of a stir among
society bachelors with titles to offer in exchange for gold; and
many had rushed in to their undoing. Van, cooler and more
wary, had been discreetly favoured: when, lo, into the midst
of his leisurely courtship there crashed a European War. But
Miss Doreen had not joined in the scramble to cross the Atlantic.
She had preferred to stay on with Lady Agatha, freely spend-
ing herself and her money in the Allied cause.

They were dining to-night in Van's rooms, with Karl to make
a square. After dinner there would be a discreet theatre, and
after the theatre, a more or less discreet supper at the Carlton.
Not near such good fun as last night's little lark; when Karl had
put in just enough champagne to be really entertaining; and he
had driven home with L6onie Lemaure in her most provocative,
most enchanting mood. There were indiscreet moments when
he was guilty— ahnost— of wishing he could cut the conven-
tions and marry her outright. There was somethmg about her— more than mere physical witchery. English to the marrow,
he was yet fain to admit that a Frenchwoman, high or low,
had a sheer gift for life rarely found in the women of his own
race; and if this one could not become mistress of Avonleigh,
she reigned imchallenged in her own sphere— a natural-bom
mistress of men—
At this point Van emptied his coffee-cup, lit a fresh cigarette

and wondered what the deuce had become of old Karl, who
had gone off to lunch with Schonberg. He could hardly have
been jawing with him all this time. He was a secretive
beggar in some ways, was Kari, and their closer relation had
not, for some indefinite reason, led to closer intimacy. They
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seemed content now-a-<ia)rs to skim the surface of things. Van
supposed it was the conunon fate of all youthful friendships.

The queer thing was that while he grew intimate with tlie father,

he grew less intimate with the son; and this inverted process had
culminated in Karl's attitude to the hospital scheme. Instead

of being keen, he seemed lukewarm; even inclined to deprecate

hasty decision. And Van, completely puzzled, had suffered a
tweak of doubt; not as to Karl's loyalty, but as to his sentiments.

Certainly, at the start, he had spoken of joining the Army:
but when Van flatly refused to let him go, he had admitted that

men like himself, linked with both combatants, were in a rather

awkward position whatever their sympathies might be. Since

then they had tacitly avoided the subject; and only when Van
was most aware of constraint between them would the awkward
question arise— Had Karl found himself, after all, more at-

tached to the Fatherland he so stoutly criticized than he cared

to admit?

It was such a confoimdedly ipleasant supposition that Van
relegated it to the rubbish heap of other unpleasantnesses at

the back of his mind. Still, intermittently, it bothered him—
Ah, there he was at last!

He entered simultaneously with the post: a couple of bills

and an envelope in Derek's handwriting. The fact that it bore

an English stamp distracted Van's attention from the worried

look in Karl's light eyes. The last he had heard of his brother

was from Bombay.
"Dirks in England again!" he exclaimed. "Good business.

Sit down, old man, and help yourself now you have turned up."

And as Karl obeyed, he opened his letter. "Salisbury Plain!

He's joined up instanter, without so much as reporting himself

to his family, after two and a half years' absence. Dirks all

over! Short and sweet. Care to hear?"

Karl nodded.

t

Deas Old Van,— This is to annoimce that I really am home

again. Fixed up in kliaki (though it happens to be emergency blue),

and hoping this finds you in the pink as it leaves me at present! I
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got a week-end pass on joining, so I propose to come and see you all
I ve wntten to Mother and told her to wire if she's very much en-
gaged, m whxdi case 1 would go to Wynchcombe Friars. I long for a
sight of you all and a whiff of Town; so I hope you're not up to theeyM m important engagements. I shall reach Waterloo 12.10, anu
with aU due respects, I have the honour to be,

Your obedient servant,

Deeek Blount, Pte. No. 5936.

Van sat sflent a moment studying a small bronze by Rodin,
for which he had paid a very long price. He was thinking of
old days. In his unemotional fashion, he cared a good deal
more for Derek than that obstinate sceptic could ever brimr
himself to believe.

"He's the right sort," Karl remarked quietly. "Goes
straight ahead. No palaver."

"No. He's got his failings, but there's not much wind-
baggery about old Dirks. Still— he might as well have gone
for a commission. Sheer perversity— acting the ruddy demo-
crat, when he's nothing of the kind. Mother can have him for
lunch. Then I'U trot him round. Square dinner at the Carl-
ton— what? You and your father I

"

"Wouldn't he rather meet some one else? I like Derek, but
I never thought he cared much about me. And he doesn't
know my father."

"Well, he's going to remedy that defect in his education.
Great sporti—You seem to have had a top-hole lunch party
Couldn't drag yourself away."
"Quite the reverse. I left early and went on to some music"
Well, you might have rung me up."

"It wouldn't have amused you. All classical. I had a
Homeric thirst on for the real thing."
But Van cared nothing for Kari's Homeric thirst.
"Did your father mention the great scheme?'* he asked.
"He talked of precious little else."

"Glad he's keen. Wish I could say the same of you A
ng house like that ought to be utilized— what ? "

li
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"Of course it ought. But I happen to have my hands full

\nth my own job. The other's your affair."

Van looked hard at his friend, pensively twirling a super-
fluous eyeglass that he had affected of late. "You are a queer
beggar, Karl," he said, smiling. "Come along and buzz round
till it's time to do the polite again."

And they went out together.

_» lit I

y^ ilM'
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Chapter H
There is no philosophy more irritating than that of a brother.

At h-^U r^«.* * 1
J°^ Galsworthy

her wont by Derek's re^^fnT: ^l'™^ """^"^ '"'yond

that terrible ^^.l^Zk^t'Zt^fT''^^''*"
emotion, slie liad arrani-fH f^?! • [. .,

^ "* ^" motherly

before 4e otSS'S? SheE f^^* "''''^ °'^''''

Uttle events so as toavdd »*% .„
»<> .^tage-manage these

nerves were shX^n mZ ,w ~"?"°''°"'- Her heart and
So Van was to mStS^ W^"^ " '^^ "»^"^8 ^ays.

andnone of themt.^ert,l^^'S^:„ro.di:^ "^ °" ^-'

^cl^Sn^i^rbTo^att^in^^^ Of an-

she remember^ iriindinlT^ ^""^ P««°»»ble than

father that her h^Tm 0^^^;","* " "X!''
I*"' of k«

welcome failed to^e off.^
'"' "'^^ "'"« 'P^*'' "t

They simply smiled at each othpr Ti,™ r. 1

forward, flung his anns round her an^^jLr>r'*^^^^fervour -once, and then again
^ ^'' "^^ ^^^^

Quite another being, this strange son- I A..d fh. .1,if distincUy disturbing was alcr. ^; ? .. ,
"^® change,

her parting with EvTn nT. -^
distinctly pleasant. Since

Sr:3^i^-^---X^^^

enHsofthe''earthUdtr^r-t.'::tr^i:d°t'

I.-
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shoulder while she stroked the other, murmuring: "Dear Derek-dear boy! Such a reUef to feel you are back safe. Out
there -one never knew what might be happening to you.And you never reaUy told me in your letters- you're as bad

<7.J, ! f^^ y°" ^°^~ yo^'^e grown so like him!"
Glad to he^ it," Derek said heartily, and she smiled.

crpfw
""^ *^.^a^g P^ your having that little time to-

gether. So disappomtmg that Van and I could not go. How
is he lookmg, dear ? He said his iUness was nothing. But onecan never tell."

*

ItW W.f"'i- ^r^^^ .^^^' *^^' though -and older.
It s a beastly chmate and he overworks "

She sighed. "I wisk he could come home. And I wish-

«TMi kT,'
-

^^^l
y^'" """'""'^ ^^^^g «ff again at once."

I U probably get the summer at home. It does come hard— on the women—

"

"Yes. But stiU-it's quite the right thing; and -you

Naturally, I'd rather you had waited for a comniission.Much more suitable."
"^"^aiuxi.

"I'm not so sure, / prefer it this way."
She shook her head at him. "It's just a kink in you. Ibeheve, if you could manage it, you'd prefer walking on your

hands, smiply because other people walk on their feet
"

uJ^i!'}'^^^ 7"^ °^ misunderstanding- and it hurt.

,tr«,w' ^A '

'^'' ""^^ ^^''" ^^ ^^ ^'^ a touch of con-
stramt. Anyway- Father approves. - Hullo! what's this?"He picked up a photo of a yeariing babe

taZ^nfr'^''".'^
'^' "^^^ "^'^ ^ ^^^' "«t^ °^ pride; and they

ttwil n? ^^ i.

'' T^^^' a^d trivial things; and the Uttle
thnll of rapprochemeni had subsided before the others arrived
Ina greeted him with what Van called her sisterly peck; andW ^7,f

^^'riy remark that seeing Derek look smart was quiteone of the events of the War.'
^

It was a family lunch; besides themselves and George, onlyte«^ Su: Vyvian Blount, from the War Office: and Derekwas the centre of mterest. He wondered whether they felt—

\^

ill

P
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as he did— the strangeness of that simple fact. What did he
think of this? What was his impression of that? How did
London strike him? Did she look like a city at war? He con-
fessed that he had hoped to see her looking more like it than
she did.

"But London isn't at war— yg/," he added decidedly.
"And till she is, we shall never get a real move on."
Ina— a devout Londoner— at once sprang to arms. "My

good idiot, London is as much at war as you are. We're simply
hiunming with activities. You've only seen the surface."

"Haven't had time to see much more," he retorted good-
humouredly. "But you asked what I thought. And you have
to reckon with outside impressions. I should say everything
counts— in war."

General Blount bestowed an approving glance on the nephew
he scarcely knew. With here a question and there a comment,
he drew the boy on to speak his mind— modestly, but deci-

sively, and even critically— on the one engrossing topic of the
hour. By reason of his very love for England, Derek was the
more sensitive to those defects of her qualities that make her,

as an enemy, too casual, too tolerant, except when pressed to
extremities— her back against the wall. It was an attitude
both Van and his mother could be trusted to misunderstand.
In their view, the love of country, or of family, that could
frankly recognize failings was tantamount to disloyalty. But
Derek—absorbed in the only subject that could lift him above
self-consdousness — forgot to be scrupulously correct either in
sentiment or speech. When he lauded Kitchener as 'the
straight goods,' and agreed with Sir Vyvian that all enemy
aliens in Government offices should be 'fired good and quick,*
Lady Avonleigh gasped in faint dismay: "My dear Derek!
Have you forgotten how to talk English?"

" Sorry, Mother," he apologized, laughing. "One catches the
tricks of speech."

"Racy and expressive. I like 'em," said the General, who
seemed bent on luring him to his undoing. And they pursued
their theme: rounding-up Germans, stiffening the Cabinet,
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bringing all forces— spiritiial, commercial, and neutral— into
full play.

"Father feels just as you do, Uncle Vy," Derek concluded
gravely. "It's all bound to come in time— unless we're pre-
pared to face a drawn game. So— the sooner the better for
every one. If we fancy we can defeat the Central Empires with
one arm strapped up, we're in for a very rude awakening."
At this point Van managed to catch his eye; and Derek, per-

ceiving he had blundered, tingled hotly and relapsed into polite
generalities till the men were left alone.

After lunch the atmosphere was easier; but the old uncom-
fortable sense of being in the wrong was back upon hun; and
he wanted to get away for a talk ydth Van. When he kissed
his mother, at parting, he felt no thrill of response; and she
shook her head at him half pla>'fully.

"You mustn't be disloyal, Derek, and abuse your own country— especially now you're wearing this!"

The gentle rebuke stung him to the quick.
"I'm not disloyal, Mother. I'm only— facmg facts— '*

But she held her ground. "I don't think one ought to be
too clear-sighted, in that sort of way . . . where one loves."

It was useless to attempt self-justification. She would never
imderstand—
When they had made their escape, he ran upstairs to see old

Con, who had been listening for his step since limch ended.
"There! Didn't I know you'd come!" she cried as he stood

before her at the salute. Then, without more ado, she set her
hands on his shoulders, and came very near kissing him, as on
that far-off day of tragedy. She might, indeed, have ventured
had she known that Derek of four and twenty would have
minded it far less than did Derek of eight and a half.

"You're his Lordship all over," she murmured, and could say
no more, for tears stood in her eyes.

Derek, to relieve the tension, talked of his father and the
wonders of Japan. "But I mustn't stop long," he concluded.
"Mr. Van's waiting."

"Ah— he's not the one to be kept waiting!" she said, with
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an odd change of tone. "But I knew you'd never forget your
old Con."

"Not till I forget my own name!" he assured her, and ran
hghtly downstairs. The hampering sense of g^ was gone—
They drove to the Albany in an open taxi; a mottled April

sky overhead; flower-stalls gay with daffodils; a caressing soft-
ness in the air. Except that the streets were emptier, and the
eye was assailed at intervals by recruiting posters, Derek found
It was hard to believe— as he had said— that London was at
war. The scare of financial ruin was past. The impulse to
live frugaUy, out of respect for those good fellows in the trenches,
had spent itself, more or less. The War was passmg from an
obsession mto an atmosphere. It was possible— rather a relief
in fact— to talk of other things. A long face killed no Ger-
mans and only made your neighbour feel down-hearted. So
the old grey city was unobtrusively slipping back into its former
pleasant ways~ with a proper sense of difference, because those
good feUows were, after all, still dying in the trenches, and suffer-
ing unspeakable tortures in the prison camps of Germany.

Van's drawing-room— with its pictures and bronzes, and
capaaous chairs— seemed an oasis embedded in the heart of
peace. No disturbing reminders of conflict except an early
edition of the Westminster reposing on a table.
Derek seized and scanned it eagerly; and they discussed the

contents. 'Nothmg doing' at the moment; and they had no
inkling of the terrible event in store.

Then Van pushed him into the largest chair. "Good old
Dirk of the Red Hand!" he said affectionatelv. "Can't scrdp
you now they've made a blooming convict of you! 'Member
the great game?"
"Rather!"
"How d'you like my new decorations? Not so dustv—

what?" ^

"A slight improvement on our local Y.M.C.A.!" Derek
admitted, surrendering himself blissfully to the cushioned soft-
ness and the fragrance of Van's Russian cigarettes.
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For a time they puffed contentedly. Van seemed less fluent
than usual; and Derek set it down to the War. As a matter
of fact, he himself was the cause. Van was more struck by the
change in his younger brother— whom he had pairom'zed and
mildly bullied— than he quite cared to admit. This new
Derek, with his muscular frame and his Imperial outlook, gave
Van abnost a sense of having been left behind in a backwater.
Mentally, he now seemed the older of the two. All the same,
he had spread himself overmuch at lunch; and Van was minded
to readjust the balance of things by taking him to task in elder-
brotherly style.

"How do you think the Mother looking?" he asked by way
of prelude.

"Lovely," Derek answered, speaking the simple truth. "A
few more grey hairs, of course. Her eyes rather worried and
her mouth a little strJned—

"

"Yes. This beastly business has shaken her a good deal.
And look here, Dirks— I may as well give you the tip that the
sort of stuff you talked at lunch only upsets her, and gives a
wrong notion of yourself into the bargain—

"

But if Derek had been hurt by his mother's rebuke, he was
quite untroubled by Van's patronizing hint.

"I don't wear opinions for the look of them," he said coolly.
"Sorry if they bothered her. But I believe most of what I
said is true. Uncle Vy seemed to think so, and I know Father
does. It's not pleasant of course. But— that's another
story."

Van was nonplussed. Derek had sUpped out of leading
strings with a vengeance. He was tougher, inside and out.
One could not play upon his sensitiveness as of old.

"There is such a thing as considering others," he remarked
virtuously. "It makes people nervous— Mother especially—
if there's a perpetual suggestion in the air that things are being
muddled by the man at the wheel—

"

"So they take chloroform!" murmured the unquenchable
Derek. "I observe it's being freely administered to silence the
critics."
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"WeU, hang it aU, we can't fight the Germans and each other.
Besides— if every one felt called upon to blurt out the indecent
truth, life would be unlivable—

"

" Which is the classical excuse— for telling lies I " said Derek«
blowing smoke rings through one another.

''Dirks, don't be a fool, and don't slither oflf the point."
"Thought that was your pet parlour trick!"

^
Van, the imperturbable, changed colour and sat upright.
Look here, young 'un— d'you want me to go for you?"
"I wouldn't advise you to," Derek retorted with his sudden

smile. "I'm some wrestler now! And I'm no longer the young
un I used to was. Let's talk straight, old chap. I may not
be an F. O. mtellectual; but I lay I've come up against more aU-
round experience in the last two years than you've done since
Oxford."

Van subsided and shrugged his shoulders. "That's possible.
But you're such a confounded dark horse. What mysterious
freaks have you been up to, Du-ks?"
Derek looked at him quizzically a moment. "Not much

mystery about any of 'em. I've worked on a farm and in a
mine and on fruit ranches; and I've cut sandalwood in the Bush
But mostly I've been logging in B. C."
Derek had the satisfaction of seeing Van look frankly as-

tounded. " Great— Scott I Does Father know all that? "
" Sure thing. I'm not ashamed of it."

"And what the deuce is logging?" asked the Uberally edu-
cated Van.

^
"Lumbering," Derek translated and vouchsafed him a brief,

picturesque account of the life. Van listened with unfeigned
interest and increasing amazement.
"For more than two years, youVe practically had no truck

with gentlemen?" said he: and Derek raised his eyebrows.
"That's news to me. I spent a week with Jacko last

summer; likewise I found some of my logging pals quite as
good gentlemen as half the rich blighters you fool round with
in London."

"Hul-lol You turned democrat?"



SMOKE AND FLAME 251

"No. I suppose I'm what they call a Progressive Tory.
I've merely learnt a little more about my kind. That's what I
was out for, if you want the clue to my passing madness."
"And what's the Ultima Thule? Politics?

"

"Well— that depends. If the War lasts long enough to put
new life-blood into them and smash the caucus—

"

I Van smiled his most elder-brotherly smile. "You're not
pliable enough for politics, old chap."

"No— not the present sort. But I hope I'll manage to serve
my country some day, without developmg an india-rubber
spinal column!— Just now helping to defeat Germany b good
enough for me."
"But why not a commission?"
"This suits me best. I settled it all with Father. I didn't

fancy . . . Mother would understand; so I thought it would
save arguments to arrive fixed up.— Bad luck you can't join.

/ should kick over the traces. Sir Roger would survive."
There was no hint of criticism in Derek*8 voice: but Van felt

embarrassed, also a little annoyed.
"It's easy talking," he said, twirling his eyeglass. "Sir

Roger has been awfully decent to me; and the least one can do
is to consider his wishes. But that sort of thing has never been
one of your strong points, old chap."
"No," Derek agreed without comment; and Van felt more

annoyed than ever. He had looked forward keenly to this
meeting; and Derek, instead of playing up, was being an in-
fernal nuisance, with his private's uniform and his superior airs.

Then Van remembered his hospital scheme: for he had abnost
arrived at believmg his own tacit implications. Derek should
see that he was not the only one of the family who was doing
the correct thing.

"Did Mother mention our great plan— about Avonleigh?"
he asked after a pause.

"Avonleigh?" Derek turned sharply, very much on the alert;
and Van proceeded to explain.

Derek, while he listened, recalled certain talks about the old
place in Bombay. " What does Father say? " he asked abruptly.
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«T^"iru!''* "^^n" * ^""^^^ "°^^*°"- ^'eVe had no timeto consult him yet."

"But you talk as if it was all settled."

ThJvXc'^a^^'^^ ^ cabled this morning for his assent.

Td7 "
accommodation. It's not likely he'd

"N-no. But ... I imagine he'd rather jib at the noUon
unless he could run it himself. You might have waited "

1 l"!u?^^: "Wounded men can't wait. And you over-

IS^'etll'i'tff^'/t-""''"^'"^^"""'- ^*"^""

«-I?^"'/°'''u "^ '* y^""^' ^«^?". I^«^ Mked with
significant emphasis. — He knew his Van.

"!?lr'°°.*^^y- I haven't the time. We thought of awn^ Conmiittee. It'U cost something, of course. BuTthey're

^ subscnbmg; and a good many friends are interested, too.Kaxls father, old Schonberg -- very free-handed and a first:
rate organizer— is keen to help."

Com^t^"^*^*
"^°y°"P«>PO« to have Schonberg on the

«n ^T^ ^.^^* h^'" V^ answered with perfect suavitv"But I'm afraid he's full up."
P--fic« suavity.

"D'you see much of him, these days?"

H."fnnl?".?"'u~."'^u'^« ^ ^'* «y ^«t*nt Agent,

fthundlw ^^^/^^P- Brains enough for a dozen. G^esa thundermg good dinner too, and has the devil's own luck in

^2^'.lt?„''r~^"
Derek said nothing; andl^ Sits

vLTStT^^ ^^"^ ""P"^ *^^ self-justification -goadedVan mto saymg more than he had intended. " He's been sho^
^g up quite a lot in Town, lately. In with leadinrUghts IrWc^tmmster, and all that. A joUy useful man to be friend

Te^g'ehc^'''""'"
What's your objection- you pric^Tofa
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.1 ^Tl.** ^^~*»"^- But I suppose the leading Ughta
also find hrni a useful man to be friends with! I may be very
dense, but it gets me altogether. Surely there is such a thini
as common caution—

"

"There's also common sense and common tolerance. I sup-
pose we English are about the most tolerant lot in creation^
Do-ek s whimsical smile was Lord Avonleigh's own. " Strikesme that, m war, tolerance may become first cousin to treason.

Certamly our enemies are clever enough to exploit : a..niable
weakness for all it's worth."
Van frowned. "You've the cheek of the der.V .onwv.ly— to nay face— that Schonberg is an enemy. LL s : et . tilxtv

years m England, off and on. He's natural' et' »

"Since when?"
"Oh— four or five years ago."
"Shrewd man I"

"Confound youl" Van rapped out sharply. "Upon ny t< i.
Du-ks, you re the one person on earth who reminds ; hat I
keep a temper. Lucky it's a mild one. or we'd quarrel outright.
And I'd rather not."

"So'd L Much rather not. But if you're death on
ocnonbeig—

"

"Rotl I merely find him useful;— and I don't intend to
chuck him because he happens to have been bom a German.
In fact I ve arranged a Uttle foursome at the Carlton to-nipht
for you to meet him and Karl."

'

At that Derek's prickles were up again. "Damn it, that's
a_bit too thick. If I distrust a man. I prefer to keep dear of

Van pressed the point with tactful insistence. "I say Dirks
you can't refuse. It would put me in the heU of a hole' Karl
wants to see you, too: and I suppose you make a distinction?
He s not quite himself these days. He's doing great things for
Avonleigh. It would please him if you took an interest."

''I do— very much so."

"WeU, swallow your prejudice and I promise you a top-hole
dinricr. It won't hurt you to set eyes on old Schonberg and do

t-l

H'
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the polite once In a way. You may change your opinions at
close quarters."

On second thoughts Derek dedded that he might as well
have a square look at the Burlton bogey, who loomed in his
imagination like a Brocken figure, seen through the mist of
Jack's suspicions and fears.

It was no Brocken figure, but a thick-set man, a size larger

than life, who sat opposite to him that evening at Van's partic-

ular table, reserved for them by Van's particular waiter, who
presented the 'carte' with a delicately emphasized air of re-

spect that implied anticipation of a recherche menu and tips
to correspond.

Derek, fresh to it all after his long absence, thoroughly en-
joyed the familiar little comedy of gesture and glance, at his
own table and the next and the next. But chiefly his attention
was riveted by the heavy, inscrutable face of Adolf Schonberg,
who seemed to dominate their little group by sheer force of
personality. The droop of his thick eyelids, the set of his firm,

fleshy lips and double chin suggested a formidable blend of
caution and daring; a man of genuine power, who, in pursuit of
his purpose, would imhesitatingly give away everyone but him-
self. Instinctively Derek compared that solid wall of brow, the
whole impressive effect of forces in reserve, with his brother's

peasant, thought-free face and serene air of taking it for

granted that all things must work together for his personal
good.

"Not a dog's chance for him," he thought, with a sudden
contraction of the hei^t, "if the fellow's friendship is mere
eyewash—

"

Van's voice recalled him to more serious considerations.

"Have you any little weakness. Dirks, in the entree line?

When Schonberg gives me the honour of his company, I usually

leave him to pick the menu. But this is your funeral! It's a
question of salmi versus vol-au-vent. Any use giving the wild

woodsman a vote— what? Or would he be puzzled to tell

t'other from which without the assistance of his senses?

"
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"He might," Derek agreed gravely. "But he had the luck

to get a Chinese cook, in B. C, who made both to perfec-

tion."

" Wha-at? In a lumber camp? "

"No. In a bungalow I rented for a time."

The minute the words were out he could have bitten his

tongue. For a gleam in Van's eye said plainly: "So you're

not altogether the good little boy you would have us believe!"

But he contented himself with a significant chuckle. "Plenty

of pretty women in those parts— what? "

"NoUiing to shout about," Derek answered, tingling with

annoyance and helping himself out of several little white

dishes. "But I'm not such a romantic chap as you are. I'm a
better judge of cooks than of women; and the Chinese variety

are the straight goods—

"

"That's his elegant Canadianese for top-hole!" Van trans-

lated for Schonberg's benefit; and the great man looked up from

a scientifically dissected sardine.

"I haf been in Ameriga— alzo Canada," he said, witii tji

amused twitch of shaggy brows that communicated itself to the

crown of his head and his prominent ears. The remark was

addressed to Derek; and he added, with his guttural delibera-

tion: " A great and strange people— the Shinese. Few things

they mague in which they do not excel nations that belief they

are miles in adfance. More than likely theie will gome a day

when most of Asia shall be in their hajids. I would bet three

hundred against one that you young fellows shall lif to see it—
if only the beginning. One liddle drawback is— / should not

be alive to pogget my ^innings!"

"Have you been there?" Derek asked. Already, in spite

of antagonism, he was interested. He would have liked an

hour's real talk with the Burlton bogey.

Schonberg noddetl.

"Business gonnegtions, when I was younger and more active

than now. A goot many gountries I haf sampled in my time;

but for home— for friendliness and gomfort— none to equal our

zo grey and zo green little Island."

¥1
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The possessive pronoun set Derek's prickles on end: but at
that point Van thrust in his oar.

"Steady on, you two! What's the voting— sahni or vol-
au-vent? It's rather a more vital question, at this moment
than the future of China. Go ahead. Dirks."

'

"Oh, don't mind me, old chap! I reckon whatever Mr,
Schoiiberg fancies will be good enough for us."

"I reckon it willl" Van mimicked him: and— the rest of the
menu having been setUed by that prince of gourmets— Van
waxed soUdtous over the particular brand bf sherry that Schon-
berg favoured with his soup. Derek— half amused, half an-
noyed by his brother's deferential atUtude— turned to Karl,
whose manner was as quiet and contained as his father's was
discursive and genial. But beneath the geniality Derek could
detect the iron brain that had moulded the destinies of Burl-
tons and had unmistakably gained some sort of hold on Van
It jaxred him to see his suave, well-mannered brother show even
the famtest sign of being too assiduous to please; and it made
him wish from the bottom of his heart that his father could
get back at once to England— and Avonleigh.

^
Yet, before the meal was weU over, he found himself wonder-

ing, whether he had not been a trifle unjust in his judinnent
after all.

"
"**"^''

When they had reached the more expansive stage of coffee
and Uqueur brandy, he ventured— not altogether without
guile— to speak of German penetration in Australia. He
thought: "Since the old sinner talks of 'our little Island' we'll
return the compliment by takmg his loyalty for granted!"

For a time Schonberg listened in silence, affectionately fin-
gering a large cigar, while this much-too-well-informed young
man innocently prodded the most sensitive parts of his spiritual
anatomy.

"I was told as a fact" Derek said, finaUy, addressing himself
to Karl, "that, for years, the two most influential papers in
Australia have been practically powerless to publish a mite of
anti-German matter! How the deuce can they have let things
come to such a pass? "
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Karl sucked in his lips and glanced at his father, who looked

up with a sudden lift of his lids that revealed the whole opaque

iris, and startlingly changed his expression.

"My dear young man— gan you ask?" he said with silken

suavity. "There is only one sure goimnodity that will purchase

the souls of men. The Chennans haf grave faults— yes. But

they haf just so much gommon sense to know that inheriting the

earth is not to the meeg. It is to him who can hide his brains

in a bushel and pull fools by the nose, while making them belief

they go their own way—

"

" Well, I'm hanged if you can hide your brains imder a bushel,"

Van struck in;— uneasiness lurked in his bantering tone.

"And I haven't observed a tendency to pull your neighbours'

noses. But I don't seem to see you coming off with short

(commons!"
Again that queer movement of the lids. "There is not

always need to use the thumb and finger, my literal friend."

Something in the man's tone— was it the shadow of the

sliade of a sneer— provoked Derek to hit out once again.

"Well, Mr. Schonberg," he said cheerfully, raising his glass,

"here's hoping for the good day when we shall get our German

neighbours so firmly by the nose that they will be under no

delusion as to which way they are going!"

"Zo/" Schonberg nunbled with an unmoved countenance;

tossed off the rest of his brandy and frankly smacked his

lips.

When Van suggested an adjournment to the Palace, he ex-

cused himself with a jocose waggle of his head. "Very well

for you— young dogs— hein? Snatch so mush possible of life

while you can. I haf come to an age I can do without the

women, when there are bigger fishes to fry. To-night I haf

assignation with another mistress. If more exacting, also more

profitable!"

"Business— at this hour!" remonstrated Van; and Schon-

berg chuckled in the depths of his diapliragm.

"AchI You are a gentleman of leisure! For me all hours

are business hours.— Goot-night, Mr. Blount. Great pleasure

m
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to malg your acquaintance. You are so mush the son of your
father, you wiU not long hide your light under this bushel,W"But even the one compliment Derek never resented could not

^klo%^ "^""^ ^"^ "^^^ ^^ '^^^ significant

When he had gone, Derek and Karl unanimously voted formusK^ <^fy^^d not till the brothers were alone again inthe Albany did Van broach the thorny subject
"Well— what's the verdict?" he asked airily. "I hone I

sec a humble penitent before me ?
" ^^

^^Derek shook his head. "You see an obstinate sceptic before

**But he's a notable fellow— what?"

p "^u %^^* ^*P'^ company, for dinner: so far, no fartherl
Frankly I d as soon make friends with a live sheU. At least onewould know how the land lay."

J/^Jr^"^: ?^ ^ ^ ^^^^ engagement, with Uonie;and was feehng too lazy, too well pleased with life to argue thepomt. ® ^

" Coirfound you. Dirks- you're incorrigible," was aU he said.And Derek left it at that. But he decided to keep his eyesand ears wide open when his next pass enabled him to revolt
Avonleigh and unburden his mind to Mark

iliitfiSi"i

"-'^ ""W W<-#

i'}



Chapter III

Vppe and sette yt lance in restet

Uppe and follow on the queste,

Leave the issue to he guessed

At the tndyngt of the waye.

Old Ballad

On Salisbury Plain, in April of 191 5, the improvised battal-

ions of Kitchener's Anny were beginning to look more like

embryo soldiers and less like a demonstration of the unemployed.
Broomsticks were still too much in evidence. There was stiU a
famine of khaki and anmiunition boots. Reservist N.C.O.'s, of

South-African fame, still waxed blasphemous over the very
mixed assortment of loyal counter-jumpers and clerks, under-
graduates and ticket-collectors, whom it was their painful duty
to hammer into more or less homogeneous platoons. Small need
had they for repeated assurances that England had harboiu'ed

no thought of war. They lived and moved among overwhelming
proofs to that effect; till the more thoughtful were driven to con-

clude that her amazing unreadiness argued either a criminal lack

of fOTcsight, or a hidden intention to stand aside— at a price.

Derek had joined a Hampshire Service Battalion; and on the

Monday following his dinner at the Carlton, he and his fellow

'rookies' spent an educative afternoon wheeling and marking
time in ankle-deep mud; soaked to the skin, by thorough-going

April showers; while a Reservist drill Sergeant thimdered words
of command, interlarded with compliments of the back-handed
variety. It was: "Left, right— left, right— See here you,

with the Bond Street boots — when I says left, I means left . . .

About — tur-r-m! Gor bliniy! A Sunday school class could

give yer points. As yer were— as yer were! Yer enough to

give an archangel the hiccups— Gawd *eip 'Is Majesty if ever

vou rits to Frawncel"
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This was not precisely encouraging, even though the compU-mente were coUecUve; and the ordeal over, they straggled offthe ban^ck square to watch the Battalion -nine hundred

pivileged bem^ who had passed beyond these initial miseries --^i^ng back from a sham fight to the strains of the popular

'Left I Right I Left I Right!
Why did I join the Army?
Why did I ever join Kitchener's mob?
Lor lummy

1 I must V bin balmyI"

IkSl
7"°f^Pri^aeged had their grievances. They had en-

^^m^^^^ '' ^' ^r^^'' ^^ ^^« ^^y were fobbed offwith movmg targets and everlasting mimic batUes in the mud.

self ^I^; T ^ thoroughly enjoyed the luxury of being him-sdf agam for a few months, found the process of re-adaptationnot pmicularly pleasant. But it was good, beyond expfessio^tobe Home agam: to be ever a microscopic unit in KiTchener^'

^foToJfquer'""'
"^'""'' "' ^^ ^^^^^'^ singK^hearted

anfth^Jl!^!^^'- 'J t "^^ ^"^^ ^^"^ ^^^ "methodsand the miht^ mmd: but nov - working in the midst of it

^."r^lZ^ ^^ T^"!^ ^^ "^^^"^'y ^^^ ™P'^«1 him rather;the marvel of ordered control underlying the initial orgy ofconfusion and waste, bom of a valiant atfempt to cram i^o afew mon^ that which should have been the workof^
stil^° H, tn ? ^"^ '^' ^"^^ *^ ^^ Smithers; Ld better

smlwif f^^^^^^f^
friend Bertr-transfonned into the

Mr^t.k ''''^w
^^.^"^-^y tickled at the idea of treatLg

wli S^l. "f f""^^ ^ ^"^- "^ ^d his friend had do^fweU with their htde ranch. He was married, now to a caoaWe

tt-^ ?Y P ^.^' "^^^ '"^"'^^' that momentous ufty pounds

StT^^r ^"^ ^' '^^''' ^'''^ ^l^ew the line atTe^t^but had finally acceoted the '^f'-v i^*..-«>, i l
"'^,^^'

would hurt ijfrieJ'TO pni ^ "" "^^ ""^
It was by favour of his Captain, an old Oxonian, that he
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secured a special pass on the Satxirday after that disturbing
little dinner m Town. The oftener he turned things over in his
mind, the stronger grew his suspicion of some hidden link be-
tween Schonberg and Van; and he could not rest till he had
gathered, indirectly, from Malcohn and Gosling, how Avon-
leigh was faring under the new regime. The revelation of the
father's deep personal feeling for the old place had moved him
deeply. From boyhood, he had wondered if any of them had
qxiite the same sensations about Avonleigh as himself. Now he
knew:— and the knowledge had gone far to dispel the mutual
reserve that was due, in part, to Lady AvonJeigh's failure as
wife and mother.

In Government House, Bombay, Marion Blotmt had set her-
self to create a true home atmosphere for her brother; and there,
in less than a month, this father and son— so little known to
each other— had achieved a degree of intimacy as surprising as
it was satisfying to them both. Derek's marriage, and all he had
gone through, served to bridge, in a measure, the gulf of the
years. They could talk together as men, with the freemasonry
of their manhood between them.
Encouraged by his father's friendliness, Derek had produced

a photograph of Lois in the graceful frock that had done duty
for her wedding-dress. It was a flattering picture. LordAvon-
leigh's admiration rang true; and a sympathetic question or
two had unloosed Derek's tongue. They had sat till after mid-
night in Lord Avonleigh's sanctum; and Derek had spoken
frankly of the idea underlying his Odyssey, with never a sapient
smile or a tweak of sarcasm to pull him up short. He had also
spoken frankly of Lois; and, before they parted, had told hin
father things he had not thought to tell any mortal soul. Quite
simply and sincerely Lord Avonleigh had thanked him for his
confidence. They never spoke of it again. And Derek was not
unmindful that Lois— more potent in death than in life —
had no mean share in it all.

More than once, during that delightful visit, he had marvelled
at his youthful folly; but, in those days, any hope of real inti-

macy had Seemed as far removed as the Mouiitaiiis of the Moon.
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And now that, at last, they had found each other, war inexorably

thrust them apart—
So, to his own concern for Avonleigh was added the certain

knowledge that his father would hate this insidioiis intrusion of

Schonberg quite as much as he did himself.

He arranged to spend Friday night at the Avonleigh Arms and
Saturday night at Wynchcombe Friars; and he gave Mark his

'reasons in writing* why the order was not reversed.

"I want to get at things first, old chap," he wrote, "then

come and talk it all out with you."

And Tom Gosling was as likely a mediimi for getting at things

as any publican in the coimtryside. The 'Arms' had a repu-

tation for good measure and good company of which its owner

was justly proud: and in those early days of acute alien peril he

pressed that reputation into his country's service; sometimes

with more zeal than discretion, but on occasion with brilliant

results. But Derek went first to Malcolm's office, and appre-

ciated keenly the welcome accorded to him by that inexpressive,

lantern-jawed Scot.

In his Spartan, bachelor sitting-room he produced port and
biscuits and Indian cigars— a gift from Bombay; and not till

they had made good progress with the last did Derek approach

the subject nearest his heart. The perfectly natiual question:

"D'you rub along all right with Karl Schonberg?" landed him in

the centre of things without need of preamble.

Malcolm, in his negative fashion, expressed satisfaction with

Karl. " Well— he's none of your conceited jackanap>es— that

dismiss every man over forty as an antiquated ass. He doesn't

talk a great deal— but he works. An outsider might fancy he
was keener about the Estate than Mr. Bloimt."

Derek smiled. "Van's a Londoner. And— he has a great

opinion of Karl."

"H'm! That sort generally has the luck to be well served.

Young Schonberg m my opinion has only two drawbacks. One's

his name and the other's— his father."

"Hard luck!" Derek murmured with his twinkle; and added

carelessly: "D'you dislike Schonberg?"
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"I dislike his nationality," was the cautious rejoinder; and

Derek's twinkle deepened.
"That should go without saying by this time. The queer thing

is— it doesn't. My father feels very strongly about the slack-

ness at Home." A pause. "Do you see much of Schonberg

down here?"

MalcoUn grunted, "/don't. But— I gather this neighbour-

hood sees more of him than is altogether good for its health—

"

He looked keenly at the boy who had grown so like his admired

Viscoimt. "Mind— I'm speaking in confidence, Mr. Derek,

because we think the same about this business. And you may

have some influence with your brother."

"No fear. He thinks I'm a scaremonger already."

"That's to say he suspects you of— telling the truth 1 No
disrespect to Mr. Blount. He's wUh the majority and in good

company. Which doesn't alter facts."

Deryk took a long pull at his cigar. " You hear a good bit

of talk, I suppose?"
" More than I care abuut. Of course I don't swallow it all.

But I have my private suspicions that some of our villages are

becoming centres of infoiraation; and I'm afraid there's a deal

of eyewash about this internment business. We have more than

a sprinkling of fishy characters, here and there. But whatever

they're up to, they've wit enough to keep just within the

law."

"Sometimes I wonder if the law doesn't cloak more sins than

it punishes," was Derek's comment on that last; and his tone

was as guarded as his words.
" Frankly, Malcohn," he added when they had smoked awliile

in sUence, " have you any reason to think Schonberg is connected

with aU this?"

Malcolm screwed his large mouth into a characteristic grim-

ace. " Frankly, Mr. Derek, I haven't an ounce of reliable proof.

All I know is — he's as clever as the De\'il. A blood relation to

that gentleman, in riiy opinion. Lately he's developed a keen

interest in Hampshire— on his son's account, of course !
Scoots

all over the County in his runabout i.ar. Luxuries for hospitals.

I
:'
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Drives for Holdiers. I tune heard that some of them jib at his
name and accent."

"It's only on this side that Germany still receives *most
favoured naUon' treatment," Derek remarked with an incisive
quietness worthy of his father. "However, I'm dad you're
satisfied with Karl."

*^ ^

"I am—on the whole. But he's a doee fish. He puzzles
me sometimes."

"Wish I could do more myself." Derek glanced at his wrist-
watch. "I ought to be getting on to Ashbourne. K I wasn't
cycling, I'd like to go over Burnt Hill. Any brilliant resulte ud
there yet?"

^

"If there are, we don't hear of them. But we hear a good
many other things—

"

"What sort of things?" Derek asked sharply. But Malcohn
was caution incarnate.

"The sort it's wisest to take with a good pinch of salt:—
explosives, invasion plans and signalling with Ughts. Bridgeman
may be a harmless old cove. But the man and woman who
run his house are aliens— of more than doubtful origin. Pd
clear out the place at short notice, if it rested with me."
Derek rose impatiently, walked to the window and back to

the hearthrug, where he took up his stand. "At least the house
might be searched," he broke out. "Have you spoken to Van? "
"More than once," Malcolm answered in a level tone. "Mr.

Blount considers the old man's connection with Burltons is
sufficient guarantee— but I hear Schonberg has very large in-
terests in that firm. One comes upon their cursed ramifications
everywhere."

Derek merely nodded. On the whole, he duught it wiser to
say nothing.

"I have also heard—" Malcohn went on, then checked
himself and sat thoughtfully rubbmg his chin.

"Well — what w^w?"
The land agent turned a keen eye upon him. "You'll get

thinking I waste aU my days in gossip. But— has Mr. Blount
spoken to you about this hospital business?"
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*|Yc9. It's a good noUon."
"Excellent— if Lord Avonleigh was at home. But when I

find people hinting that Schonberg is at the back of things, it's
one more than I can stand, Mr. Derek. I'd like to be able to
contradict it flat—"
"For Heaven's sake, do so," Derek exclaimed with unex-

pected warmth. "It's insufferable. As for the rest— I'll
speak of it next time I see Van."
"Are you not going on there now? Mr. Blount's down this

week-end; and I believe Schonberg's with him."
Derek tried to look as if he knew all about it. "I'm for

Wynchcombe Friars myself," he said. "But I'U ride over and
have a look at the old place— while it's stiU recognizable!"
He picked up his cap and stick: but he could not leave with-

out putting the crucial question: "Have you ever— written
about all this to my father?"
"No. I haven't. Yet I feel— he ought to know. K only

there was something definite to lay hold of— if I could do
anything. But— well— I've never been on confidential terms
with your brother. It's the worst of luck that Lord Avonleigh
should be away just now; and— please don't think I'm criti-
cizing him— but I can't help wishing he had left Mr. Blount
free to enjoy himself, and left me free to devote my energies to
hb interests."

Derek's complete agreement could, unfortunately, not be ex-
pressed: and he rode on to Ashbourne with a fine confusion of
feelings in his heart, not least among them an increasing curiosity
about Karl.

The country he knew and loved lay dreaming in a fugitive
burst of April sunshine. And the sunshine of April has a crys-
talline quality; a transience— like the beauty of youth or of
half-open buds— that May and June at their most radiant can
never recapture. But though Derek seldom failed of response to
the moods of earth, to-day the voice of Malcolm, the things he
had said and left unsaid, filled his brain to the exclusion of
ail else.

.
That Van would wink at a good deal, sooner than bestir him-
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self,wentwithout saying: but Schonberg and Avonleigh ... in-

credible! The mere suspicion of it infuriated him; but he knew
from painful experience, that it was sheer waste of nervous
energy to lose one's temper with Van. He would ride out in the
morning and simply beg his brother not to let Schonberg become
a prominent feature in the new scheme. That, he decided,

would be the most tactful line to take.

Old Gosling— rubicund and elate— looked not a day older:

nor had his famous veal pie and home-brewed ale lost their

savour. They supped royally of! both, while they talked of

Canada and the way young Bert had come on.

"Looks like 'e'U turn out the pick of the bunch yet!" the
old man concluded, with pride unfeigned. "And thar was /
thinking 'e'd mostly got wind in 'is *ead An' thar was you
knowin' the lad a sight better than 'is old father, '00 fancied

'isself a bloomin' wiseacre!"

"Just a lucky guess on my part," said modest Derek. "The
young know each other, by instinct, as the young and the old

very seldom do."

"Never you spoke no truer word, sir. The deuce of it is the
young do suffer with a notion that they got the answer to all the
riddles o' the universe neatly tucked in their weskit pockets.

And the old 'un, knowin' thar ain't no answer to most on 'em,

gits thinkin' the young 'uns be fools. An' often as not 'e finds

'e's bin another kind o' fool 'isself, for 'is pains! But it's a pore
kind o' father that won't tak it smilin', when 'e's beat, so to

say, by 'is own son. Paid up 'is money an' all. I'm right glad
you took it, Mr. Derek— on principle."

Derek laughed. " I'd much rather have refused it on princi-

ple! But Bert's nearly as obstinate as I am."
They spoke of the Canadian wife and of Gosling's unseen

grandson; but Derek refrained from any allusion to local tales.

Given time, these would irresistibly emerge.

They did emerge, over pipes and a log fire. For Gosling

owned a cousin in the County Police. He also made a point of

being friendly with the men on the spot, who were doing their
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loyal best under somewhat discovjaging conditions; and he more
than hinted at mysterious influences that stultified their \in'
lance and zeal.

'

"The Lord above knows old Goslin' ain't no tin-pot demi-
krat," said he, dismissing such deluded gentry to perdition
with a gesture of his pipe. " But bein' British, I favorj- fair play
for 'igh an' low. An' what I say is thar's somethmg suspicious
about the 'ole affair, when the nets we be spreadin' to catch
them Germans-jn-sheep's-clothing, do some'ow— quite inner-
cent-like, let the biggest fishes slip through. No fishermanm 'is senses ever made a net o' that onnatural pattern: nor
never would— g/ 'e meant business. You take my mean-
in', sir?"

Derek was frowning thoughtfully at the fire. "There's more
to it," said he, "than a plain man can fathom."
"Thar's money to it, Mr. Derek —/y-nance. Once 'twas

Kmgs as ruled nations. Now 'tis dirty bits o' metal— a dam
poor exchange in my 'umble way o' thinkin'. Ef the DevU
'isself took a mind to visit this earth 'is natural garment 'ud be
Treasury notes— if you arst me! I 'appen to know about one
o' these blokes— '00 shall be nameless. The p'lice 'ave in-
formation enough to intern 'im three times over. But d'you
think they can lay a finger to 'im— not they."
*'Do you mean- -hereabouts?" Derek asked with studied

quietness.

"Well— 'ereabouts an' thereabouts. My friend the Con-
stable says 'e's kind o' Yu-bikewy, like the Rawl Artillery! On'y
one place you can take your dick you won't find him. That's
be'ind barbed wire." Gosling's bleared eye winked significantly.
"Mebbe you can guess '00 the gentleman is; but we're on the
safe side namin' no names."

" Quite so," Derek agreed gravely. " And you'U be safer still,
if you discount about fifty per cent of the tales you hear— even
on good authority. Nothing would vex mv father more than
that Avonleigh should become the centre for that sort of thing."
"No more it would 'a done— e/ 'is Lordship 'ad bin 'ere.

Gawd bless 'im," Gosling ventured very low.
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in Mrl'^'pnT'!" '^"
'^'' ^"^'^ ^^"' ^"^ h^^ «1^^P that night,m Mrs. Gosling's four-poster, was neither so sound nor so re-freshing as on the night of his great decision.



Chapter IV
RedUy is the ofender; delusion the treasure of which we are robbed.

George Meret'th

^^r^Z '^^?"8 Jiext morning, Derek telephoned to Van andreceived a fnendly invitation to 'roll along.' Then he ven-tured a question: "Is Schonberg there?"
"He'U be down this afternoon. We're fixing up hospitalplans. Can't you stay?" ^ ""^picai

"No, thanks. I'm for Wynchcombe Friars "
He left Gosling with a renewed injunction not to give Avon-leigh a bad name by letting the 'Arms' become a cen^e^or spy

"K you do get hold of reliable information, pass it on toMr.JVIalcobn or me. Don't make capital ou't^of it at the

The good man beamed on him. "You trust old Goslin' sirGoshn' 'e were bom, but 'e ain't growed into a Goose sof;r a^

your wishes nor vex 'is Lordship for a mine o' gold ''
^

Wonder if I've done an ounce of good," Derek reflected „n
hopefully as he rode away. "They're both right pSero^^^^^^to be here. But who the devH is going to tell him so? " ^
n.Ir ff^c ^ ^u""

^"^ Avonleigh, the less he relished a re-

?'T M 1' Schonberg argument. For he resented fiercely Iffoolishly, the mere idea of the man's presence at AvonleTgh andhe felt too hot over the whole affair to be any match fo Lis 'c^Itempered elder brother, who had been consistently favour^and given every chance; and who was repaying his father's
iinphcit trust m this very doubtful fashion

anl"^"^wf ^"J\^t^^^"er occasion, he chose nis favouriteapproach through the Park. Here birds were singing and leaf
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buds breaking Daffodils and primroses gleamed like patches ofsunshine. Oaks and beeches had not yet lost the austere beautyof their wmter outlines; and a lively wind rippled over the gmssdappling it with restless shadows. ^ '

Alone ^th Nature, he felt blessedly at ease. Up thtre in thehouse he had difficult things to say and veiy Uttle idea ii^w hemeant to say them. Under his own great beech tree he^t awhile on a tussock of moss; forgetting Schonberg and the Warand doubts of Van; seeing ghosts, and marvelling that pkceand things manmiate should strike such deep roots into the heart

pin- 7^r^^^^. \^ l"^^y devils, those invalid office rwhomFate sent to Avonleigh. Derek could imagine no place bettS
fitted to heal the mental and physical wounds of wL. But forhis confounded German, how keenly he would have enterS

"ZZ:::^^' The mutual iJerest would havVbTnl

terldT/nt ''?^-^'^'f^i"^
^P'"' ^"^ ^ ^^^ ^^" I^^^^k encoun-tered Van s living shadow Franz -now Francis -the im-

rrcf of Van's refusal to realize that this war was no mere clashof armies, but a matter of life and death

duct^JhrtnlV
^"^ ^'- ^^'^'^" ^^ "^^^^' ^°d ^'^^^ con-auctea him to the mommg room.

,Pl ^v^ i°T
^dow-seat, in a flood of sunshine, sat Van withhis DaUy Telegraph and cigarette. Just above hi head Sioped

light gleamed like drops of wine. To Derek, his mother'ssanctum was among the least famUiar rooms in the house Itwas hnked chiefly with the poignant memory of that other Apri^mommg sixteen years ago. And now, as ^.he door s^vung openthe whole thing rushed back on him with a curious shock. Theresat Van m the window, his attitude almost identical, even to theamihar movement of his foot. And here was he, once more onthe pc^nt of outraging Authority, ;^dth every prospect of being
metaphorically scalped for his pains.

^ ^ ^ "*="^S

^n

»
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The dream sensation was gone in a flash. Van had risen
with a flourish of his paper.

"In the hunible guise of a private soldier the wanderer re-
turns to his ancestral halls!" said he, in mellifluous recitative.
"This printed rag should by rights be a Union Jack. But you
sprang the great occasion on me unawares. You've quite a
talent in that line, old boy. Is it done for effect ?

"

"Sure thing!" Derek answered with becoming gravity.
"Carefully thought out weeks in advance."
Van laughed. " Dry up, you young rotter. Have a smoke ?

"

Derek helped himself and murmured: "Has a cigarette ever
been smoked in this room before?"

"Occasionally— by me! And the dear soul isn't here to
be distressed by the fragrance of my Russians. So— what
matter?"

The argument was tj-pical of Van's moral code; and the
thought occurred to Derek: "Father isn't here to be distressed
by Schonberg's guttural accent, so— what matter?" He sank
into a big chair near the window.

^
A few belated scillas starred the lawn across the pathway, and

right opposite him was the carved table where the great vase had
stood in splendid isolation. Now only a couple of novels lay
there; but his inner eye saw, clear as life, the ghost of the mur-
dered treasure and of his own childish figure, fatally defiant to
the last. The sensations of that April day had bitten deep
into his soul. He wondered whether Van had forgotten all
about it.

The next moment, as if answering his thought, Van laid
down his paper and remarked: " 'Member the poor old Satsuma
Dirks?"

'

Derek gave him a quick look. "Not likely I'd forget."
"The punishment stuck, eh?"
Derek's mouth twitched under his moustache; and Van looked

down at him with affectionate concern. "Mother was a shade
too down on you. But she had a particular affction for the
murdered vase—

"

"That's enough, thanks—

"



1J2 THE STROVG HOURS

awkl;^^™^^ -"ded- about Mother," Derek admitted

di^Sn ^ith^'llrinl.^'grdStr '"°^'
,* "»' " '^^

males and possible pipL ?" "^ ''''' ^"^ by stray

"X n'ot^Itt'^-T-r
"""'» "« *at?"

"But-t I h- ° " "'^^ * '"P"^' card-room."

were^bo^^,^---^^-;^^ B H.

dead nl,itTa"Lr'S da^ ?.° ''^ '«^'^ "-•" ^ou seem

itJ.^Sul l7s"^r^^T-"r "^r-
I ^h he looked

European situatio^fabaS^ofhr^d o"''
""" '^^ ^'""«

aching to be at home- 1& SlnLl^ "^^ '"'" ""'^

be sacred, Van."
'"o think his own particular room might

"Right-o, you persistent betrirar I'll ™,t •. i. ,
mittee as your contribution.'^^' '^ * " '^""^ "»« ^om-

''What Committee— where?"

-^<'^'^Co^^S:7:Ln?l,F:r'-'^ ?<>. -^"ain that the
seven of it, incLltlS I^J"^ tf^r^

*'^' '^''™°0''--

particular pal, Sir Jal,e"ew tt
™'^' ^"» ^"^ ^^

pen and purse were at Ms counw ^'"^'" ^''t'-or- "hose
the War.

*" ^"ntry's service for the duration of

'^e^ L°"j,?^ '^^r D«et asked quieUy.^^jjes— on this occasion."
''^

CW3; on this occasion?"

promised to act for nW: kta'^^Sst^^^:!^-,^'"'"^
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^^^

voicf^'^I'^L^'- ^'^^r'"' ""^ ^"^^^ ««"n^ed in DerckCvoice. A foreigner and a rank outsider' Whv tL ^ -i ,,

you .hinkin.'-r, rj^ht torru^'e.r;^"'^'"'
l"^ <<-"•• "A^e

that^taSe-^"''" ''''"' ^"^ ^^ « him. ..But

squabbling. Pe^onXXeteUoLtr '"^^"'^ ^" '™ ="'

too little result " committees. Too much sweat;

si=.X°"arene™ilSur r-suro^^- ?'''™^''«''

^sir ^u^^^ ji«--Xte:M„^f
drop it, Jd thini;»7d»!'ttet™d7xrj^o'iS.T '" '•^'

not to quarrel over him— " thought we agreed

.oLTS rhe'^^a^sSrher^^ " "^ ^^^-

-eratmosphereitoredrZc^-XX^l.^^^^^

it a'lid SrL'l'^^L"'
°' '^' ''^' '-«' P-*"- »» the a™ „f

••^dryTu.'^rdl^/cS^rc^™.; <•« said p^^^^^^^
you've made the whole no,!,!™ ^ ^' Schonberg, I suppose

Van raised a shapely hand to stifle a™™ ^
be a blS miv^'et^""Silf'^» '"^P-« *«*, it wouldn't

change! Kinc^y ffllTorTfeZeTeZt^fZ^™^ °' "^

here, I do what I think fit The accoun, n^
^^^ ^ " ™'"=''

due to Father- and no one else 9I v 1 "^ stewardship isno no one else. So it's sheer waste of breath
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1 "

shnginR the Shorter Catechism af my head. As to Schonberg
I vt found him a gentleman to deal with and I shall continue to
treat him as such. On that point wc must a;?rce to differ

"
Derek, maddened by Van's skill in evading the direct ques-

tion, simply inclined his head.
*

f.t7
^^^^^ ^ ^^^^

^'^r.^°
suggest," he remarked with his

father s silken quietness, "that, in your own interests- not to
mention Avonleigh - it might be as well to walk warily, cxen
with a gentleman' of that nationality. Of course, you're boss
o. the show; but . . fact is . . . I'm feeling a bit worried.
I slept at the Arms last night and I've seen Malcolm this
morning—

"

"Ah -- that accounts!"

»,'7i/^?^f'V
.^'""^ "?^ ^^^^ ^ ^^^"^^' Van. You can't deny

that Malcohn's m a position to hear more talk about local affairs
than you are; and as he's shrewd enough to discount a good deal
of It, the remainder may be worth serious consideration, in these
cntical times."

Under Van's suave smUe there lurked the suspicion of a sneer.
Keally old chap, you're hugely edifying. But I humbly

recommend some more innocuous amusement, when you're out
on pass, than encouraging Malcolm and Gosling to repeat the
rank rot that's passed from mouth to mouth with additional
tit-bits every tune. If Gosling's going to make a nuisance of
hmiseK over Schonberg, he'll receive a very unpleasant shock
one of these days. He's an arrant gossip and a born liar."

He s not a liar!" Derek retorted, hotly.
It might be waste of nerve force losing his temper, but Van's

coolness and condescension were goadir.g him to the other ex-
treme; and the veiled threat against Gosling startled him out
of his self-control.

"What the deuce do you mean about an unpleasant shock?"
he added, with an out-thrust of his chin that should have warned
Van to go cautiously if he wanted to keep the peace

shcnf
^^' ^'^' ^^^ "''''^^ '^^^^' "'°'"^ ""^^'^' ^^^" ^^ "^^^ ^«

"I mean " — he answered between puffs of a fresh cigarette—
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"a gentle reminder that the Anns is not his own property, in the
shape of notice to quit."

Derek changed colour.

''Good Lord — you'd never play such a low-down game—"
I should do whatever I thought best for Avonleigh, even at

the risk of rousing your righteous indignation! The old sinner
knows he can't fool me; and if he fancies it'll serve his turn to
butter you up, he'U find himself mightily mistaken."

Derek's smothered exclamation was dismissed with a gesture.
'All I can say is, he laid it on with a trowel last time I s.iw

him. Some fancy tale about your giving young Bert a leg up.
1 didn t listen to half, nor believe one-third."

"Well, as it happens, he spoke the truth."
Derek was annoyed with Gosling, but the temptation to re-

lute Van s complacent scepticism was too strong for him.
Van removed his cigarette and scrutinized his younger brother

with narrowed eyes.

"Blest if I can see what call you have to go pla>'ing Provi-
dence to young Gosling. It's bad policy -and it's none of
your busmess."

"It's none of yours, either, what I choose to do with my own
money.

"I'm not so sure -in a case like thi? VVh?
are you getting at, Dirks, sucking up to Fatii

the dickens

tenants on
the quiet? In my position, I consider I've the rlL^M to ask

"

u'U gt an

Never
*ing elder

"You can ask tiU all's blue. I'm damned if

answer."

Derek's hand closed sharply on the back of th
before had he felt like hitting out at his suavely pi ^...^ ..^,,
brother. In the logging world he had learnt to arg le with his
fists; and that seemed the only form of argument ci lated to
shake Van out of his serene self-assurance. But i eariier
years of control prevailed.

"I warn you fairly," he went on, with a straight loj^ t

won't swallow insults— from you or any one. If y«i
capable of doing another fellow a good turn on impulse
sorry for you. I've been friends with old Gosling since I w^ »
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kid. He's the goo-^s, right enough, even if he does own a ??*!.^•eakness for his neighbours' afTairs: Father hasn^aToreSand devoted tenant - 1 don't believe he would forgivTyou ''

Van frowned impatiently. ^ ^ "*

"Oh, shut it for God's sake. I'm fed up with your suni^rfluous concern for Father. If Gosling and his^g^s ^ke Ashbourne a centre for spy talk and 'hidden hand'l^^^ he^idear out neck and crop; and I'll square myself aUn^htrj fe

J

Nothmg Father would dislike more » ^ ' ° "^•

to'co^rnl'hir''^''^'
'^

l^'""^
''''^'' ^'''^ retorted, unable

.Lr v ?"^g ™th. "You're fooling round overtheshadow. I'm after the substanr** t\.^*'. • .

Hous. We uidtlZZ'^ ,2:^JZ "dirt G™man mfluence, because it upsets your digestion. But y"u s^r
At S^t v"^.""'' ^ ''°»trib"tions- without blinkW"

""

the'J2S"s*'L'S h'MI •'''^^'^'* ^""^ '""'• yo" ""'' »«ePtine results and it 5 ranlc mjustice to jump on the other nartir*

to be at the baclt of the whole hospital scheme C^ ^^L r
contradicted it flat and told MalcoliS to do thTL,^ Bu Tt'fthe sort of thing people ^1 say; and I felt you o^^to toow "
Van moistened his lips. It was not exa«lypit havingspumed rumours, to find himseU confronted wi?hX tmth

^

"ZZ "'T'"'"'-/
^°"'" "= ^'''' » * SnstaLS^ voiceAnd as usual, a trifle superfluous. I'll eive Malmlm, ,S

of my mind on Monday. Iknowperf c ly"^^:,, wS"m uoTthanks, though you mayn't supp'ie it. Bes des- whJtSdevU can you know of Schonberg? "
°

To that direct question, Derek was not the man to rive anevasive answer. »'™ *°

T 17
"1"°" ""'^ '^' """^ "'''" "''y'" "ostly after over herer a^so know more than you do about Burltons. The old rn^'sdone for himself, though he doesn't see it yet. I'm noTtSg
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hot air Van Knocking around the world, I've picked up somequeer facts about Deut^chthum

' t^at don't con.e ym.r wav'npolite London circles. It's the son ..Ic everywhere; the san edevihsh game, worked from the hig brain centre n BerHnThey vary ,t to suit the little weaknesses of their friends- an iover here, naturalization's the ticket. So we're favourc^\S^
Schonberg and Co. Of course he's colossallv clever. Knowsjust how to make himself useful. But I tell vou straight if
you're not jolly careful to keep indepencLt ofTun "ou^^

e^ds- "
" '''""' '^'^ ^^^" "^^^^« "^^ -' y-^- f«^ Ws own

wiL'^ll.^^
'^"^^ *^ ^ ^""'' ^"^'' ""^ ^^ contending

"Damii you -shta your mouth/ Because I'm a goofJ-tempered chap you think you can come here and spout half-penny-rag melodrama and vilify my friends. I ^tell Zustraight. It's more than I can stick. As you evidently can't

zt^^z^ri:^ '-^ - -^^<^-^- ^^^ ^ ^- to^

Though shaken out of himself, the last was not quite seri-ously meant, as his extravagant gesture implied. But if Derekhad gone too fai m one direction, Van had gone too far m [he

Derek flashed a look at him, rose and walked quickly away.

n .u T.? '
"" y""" y°^8 fool -" Van called after him

r.^\^T "?• °' r^^ ^"^ ^^•- ^"^ Van was not in hemood to follow hmi. It was a horrid nuisance, for he was re^lv

hopelessly unmanageable, when roused.
So he remained there, on the window-seat, feeling jarred and

ated, had skimmed unpleasantly close to the truth ...

And Derek, coasting down the drive, was feeUng only a fewdegre^ less uncomfortable and more deeply unhappy. He hid

avoid. Worse, he was distracted on Van's account, as weU as
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not come near AvoXh a^jT^ AhhTT':.''"
'""^ ^' """'d

the pleasm-e of a tourftT^lu l
*"' ""^ Promised iiimseJf

was yet Chlged "" "" ^'""' ^^ ^'''•'"ds while all

b^ the key to the problem? Reawakened .Stity^SZ'

mke ofTta"'
'^'' "" ""«'" thought he. "See what I can

th/y-fiSr^X^-^^^^^^^^^^
keen, frank, and friendly; a different man n,?f T' ^ 7"^
Avonleiffh Hosnital nr .i v, j ^ ^"' ""' * word of

effect, in muSCsll^S ?"»t
°"* ''^"*<' ^^ ^^ «-«

dropsanewche^i^irorLutiL'" "^'™"'^' ^^^'^^^

grea^C^j^tt-ortlto^.''" '' '--'^- "^-^Ae a

wa^Sl S"""'^'^
"'"'^'«'- "I'- <«"»g there t<.night.>.

Jlshould have thought you'd be gradng the Committee as

I^I^ne^'Xl "b^a&tTh^ '" ''^" ^-de- Van's

1 wouldn't blie fhe^ ilTheytd '•
'' '"'

"" '"^' ^'"^««-

a sm hTd lefn r^;-
'".' "''"^ """^ ^ave liked to know whether

i^to pr^rjS""K°Li!'T'; '""^" 't"™'" •'''-"

spoken, surpris'^^Tiieasfd hiL "ndrth^H""" T"™"^was a 'frost,' he decided to tri „^ f ^e Hospital subject
«, ne aecided to try rumours about Burnt HiU House.
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H^JL'^
transpired, was neither ignorant nor contemptuous.

His manner was at once alert and guarded, lest his own anxietyshould miply any reflection on Van.
'tnxiecy

"It's only natural they should talk," he admitted. "Cer-

be glad
^ Van would bestir himself a little. I did speak of itonce, but he won't have Bridgeman worried and he hates any

'a tel air* .'V' K
""' ^P"^' ^"^ ^^ ^^"^^ expresSvdy^

'.w 1. T '^ ' ^' ^."'"''''- ^"t ^^'' d«^ here lo seldom,
.sever knocks round the place like your father did. Of course
there's Malcohn. But they clash a bit, don't they? "

you,^Karl
» ^'^'''^ ^^"^^^^ '^^^''^- ^""^ ^^ ^^' "^ ^^^ «^

Vila! brotlfe?
^'^''"^^ ^^^^^ '^^^^^"g ^^ Van's very indi-

" I appreciate the compliment ! And I do my best to live up to
It. Things were easy enough before the War. But now —"Hesucked m his lips and let them out with a smack. " WeU — we'rem a difficult position some of us, who have German names andEnghsh sympathies."

"It must be— confoundedly difficult."

fralk^eT"""^
sympathy in Derek's tone moved Karl to further

"Look at myself, for instance. Do what I will, there's no

father-''''
'^' ^^^ ^'"^ ^'™"^^ - "^^ ^^^^^s-^Y

"And his sympathies?" Derek ventured.
"You must judge by his actions- as I do. I find it hardto speak positively about my father in any connection. Thoughwe re qmte good friends, we've never been intimate. That's not

his way. Hes a remarkable man -a strange, lonely man."He seems to have taken a great fancy to Van "

Karl smiled. "Van's a confoundedly attractive person. ButI wish he would keep his eyes wider open these days. The
trouble IS- he s only one of thousands. The English as a whole
are so amazmgly blmd in some directions. They— we are such
a queer mixture. Idealists and adventurers, in the grain- yet
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TZ'i r ^ ^^^'' ^^ ^"^"^^^"S everything in terms of cash

fhat are'halfT"'
'"'' fuU advantage of both qualities We,'W I do?'
"' """ '^^'' ^^ ^' ^'^'^ '"'- At least-

1

H^^t^ ,

.*"* ^"^^ "" ^^^ ^^e ^evel tone: "It makes onedoubtful, sometimes
. . . about the future. There's onlv onesafe sane thing to do- intern the lot of us. Th^eS areloyal should be willing to suffer the inconvenience foTthe^fetyof the country. Lord knows / would be " ^

hJ^A ^^fV^V^"^]^^
statement Derek turned impulsively and

^

You haven't -always thought so?"
^

truthfd'r''
"^"^'""^^^ ^^^^ t^ ^^k," Derek answered

tril^f f
^y^^s./eU on them. They quickened their pace and

to'\Sf' ^t^'"
^'''^ f^^ '"^^^^^y- "I^^^^ y«" ever spoken

7^7 ""^^ ^""'^ "^^ ^"'^ ^^^S to me just now?"

There was a hint of finaUty about the negative that Derekv^es not the man to disregard. It painfull/rellledlis o^aWtive attempt; and the mental jerk backward remindSZ
watch '"'"'^'^''^'"^'^'^S^^^- HeconsxSSi^

ing Sr"S?u.h;\'''
said cheerfuUy. "Better than miss-

ZIT^ ' ^^' ^ "^ ""^^ °° ^^ ^e junction and wire toMark Keep your eye on things, Karl. If Van does seeiTI bitcasual, we must remember- it's how he's made.^

as D^'ek r^e off?''
"'"^ '' ^'^^^ ^^ ^^^ ^^^^^ ^^ ^tick



Chapter V
Though we knew that, at the last, Death would have his lust of us,

Carelessly we braved his might; felt— and knew not why—
Something stronger than ourselves moving in the dust of us:

Something in the Soul ofMan still too great to die.

LizuT. E. A. Macintosh, M. C.

They said fareweU to their habitual afections; and
went out singing to their marriage with death.

Lieut. Coningsby Dawson

It was a long spin to the nearest junction, but Derek had
more tJian enough to occupy his mind. His talk with Karl had
eased, a little, his bitter sense of failure; but it had deepened his
anxieties and revived his earlier criticism of Van, whom even a
world at war could not lift an inch out of his mental groove. All
he asked was leave to enjoy himself in peace and comfort. If
awkward facts threatened to disturb him, he simply would not
look them in the face. And Van— with variations— abounded
in every profession. Jack's father was a variant in point. Poor
old Jack! How often he had chaffed him about exaggerating
Schonberg's potency for evil. Now he understood. In defiance
of common sense, the man gave one a queer feeling of ste^Jthy,
inexorable power: the very symbol of modem Germany, v ose
unresting, ubiquitous activities— too little recognized—m .de
her loom more than life-size to those who knew something
of her skill in disintegrating and demoralizing the simpler,
finer races of earth. In the course of his wanderings, Derek
had caught glimpses, if no more, of that insidious, disruptive pro-
cess; and those glimpses had been confirmed by talks with his
father. For Lord Avonleigh was counted among the discerning
few who, year after year, had been compelled to watch the coun-
try they loved complacently thrusting her head into the German
noose.
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"Make friends in order to betrav thorry i. *u •

notion of patriotism " heLh f^i^ ^ ,
'

^^^"" P^n^erted

son would not dSs's his tA «. "'f'
^^''^^^ '^^' ^^is

they have friendsTe^e^cLTa'n?^^^^^^^^ "^^"^

this War began we havZaH f^H
and C^bmet in Europe. Since

his own sense of helplessness brought homfto Sn A?,helplessness of his country -ensnSwl.rthl.u^.'^'^^''
on the other, virtually belayed

^' ^°' ^^"^' ^"^'

hafaSuy-prS "- ^-^gly overlaid- Germany

waspr^^ailingXtrUo^Jd Van^ "^^tSoTth^r^hint to Lord Avonleieh that Mo J^
* "' ''''™ '^'"^

less of the tiusiS^ t'^H™ ^" T""" ^'^P'^''^ "^"^
that his father Mn^f!i'° ^^ ,^?* ''^ fain to admit

position; and he^C ^, f^^^"'^
» '^ ""'% ™kward

bitterly enough H,« ,„„»i, f, , •"** ""^ recognized,

his 'inteSSenc;-. »dX ff-
7.!^'' ""f' * '^"^ ^«Son o

her would vS'inTo al1 '""^ °' * ^"^ '^^"o" "'"

MlJ>.:=^h»ereTe:;^irrs ^r^r ^-^ -<«
the tali, of the neighl^S^ A I hfJ'h

* ^^"^"^ ''^^ ^^^
most collided- and rw T' ^"'^ " "« 'Wve, they al-

friend's wS'eTchS-'"*'
"^°"°*"8' "'^ked back besid^his

his^e^t^„°:[:"S?^„,t t''^'^ ^"'"'r -- -f'-«l by
fused.' And De^ IfatenL 3. ,f' ff"'^ '"'^"^ '« •>« ^^
not without' ^rd^'twefk'^lt''^^™ «'-«''
sically sound had a <i,„M„ .7 ^^ ^''' "'«' ™s phy-
the inward pms Not for h^'Z'

'™^^ °' ^^^^ "iPP'«f ^
of the woman that seemS t^=

sane passionate adoration

egotistical, tha^ of oW
"^'^' ^'^'^ ''^ ^"«1. ^s

,1 I
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Jhee,de,w„:„ansethe.handso„De,el?slulde.andHssed

ng him, noting 4^ chanr™ tkin I^T ?.' '"^ ''*<^''' ^""^X-
mother is proud of you," ir^f"

'""'°'"- "^o" d-^Puty
and supped a hand"^iugh lu^tm * ^"'^ ""'' °' ^'^l
At lunch MacnairaDixieH .„™v' . ,

and succeoiing modeSy wU^.T '"^? ^"-conscious,

over trS,"o'^e::- rSs?," ""^j"' '" "« <«™» ^^
comprehensive chemTJor settl^ 't^''

'" ">« "'^'t'led, his
viving social village m S^^?'^ ^ ">« '»d and re-
or inspiration on hand, „o^?L 1,

°^' ?"' S'^' ^*™^
battered his body, had nM qlled ,1,

"'^- *" 'hat had
and it was this veW arrin^r V^,^ ^' ^^""^ »' hi» spirit:

and leade^hip inKrhaH "* ^^^''^ ^'^^^ ofgS
as the strong.^ chStS of tte^^^m"?u?"** ''«"d hm.
no delusion in that sco"

'^^'^ '•'°^" ™s under

uin^ whffi '?Vd"S:i*^ Audi
'^ •""*' """«'»' back a gen-

one night togeteXek wl ^w^^*;
"^^""^ "^ ""'y S^=

by Mark's bedside, tellSgrnThfudTf. ° "* "^ '"* ^ hours
n.ate thu,^ that^ onfyrL"omTC "' '^'^ »""

witniltirgeX^l^ent" hTrR"^—"^
tered nerves, Derek's H^^' ' ." '"'°*'° body and shat-

ordealbywa;wa?:ti«toTre"™tMr^ ^"^"r "= °™
pature,thereadiertongue. UnliT^lfSd"h:tdrerteS
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completely isolated in spirit; and Derek, in consequence heardmore than he told. Having so unexpect^ily opened Ws heaTtoh^ father, he could not bring himself to traverse the wholeground again; and Mark could be trusted to understand. He
gathCTed quite enough, before midnight, to make him fear that

confl
^°°^ ^^^^ ^^ ^^^ ^^^ ^®^^ ^^

Some day— perhaps—

?

Meantime, it was plain that the War possessed his soul to the

Zlr^l °^i^
'^''- ^^ *^'y P^"«^ ^^* inexhaustible theme

to their heart s content
; and on Sunday evening Derek travelledb^k, m a very mixed frame of mind, to his route marching anddnllmg m the mud. ^

mZw '^°.' ?^g ^ ^^ °iud gave place to manoeuvres and
musketry, with such nfles as were slowly coming to hand. Vervsoon also came ne^ of the second great stand at Ypres and
tne tresh horror added to war as conceived by Germany

fin
7^*^''°''^^ ^T "^"^^^y ^^^^^ ^^ amiexed'a por-

tion of his heart when he read how the flower of her new-mVde
Army-gassed, p«forated by machine guns, and hopelessly out-numbered -- had fought through a night and a day; and again

nnTdKi t^^' -n^^/ °° ^^ ^^^ ^^^^ *«^ ahnost im-
possible position tiU remforcements reached them and the on-rush was checked.

Then the wounded came pouring in. . .

Derek had permission to visit the ciikdian hospital, where

Bu/niv ^^^^^',Tth a shattered handed firl^But most of his pals were left behind him, on the field of honour.

remmbf? " ^^'^' ""^ ^""^^^- ^^^ "^y

Did Derek not remember?

n,.^''^'p^'l P;;"^V^°"^^
a dose of gas sufficient to kUl threemen. But, Dan being gone," Abe added gravely, "the poor

cuss gets wishing they'd given him enough foT six
"

hJ^A'if
'^''''^^ ?" ^^^'7' '^' ^^' "^^'^ «« ^^^^ he found Mickhmiself-a great, gaunt framework of a man; his eyes,startlingly
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blue and fierce, sunk deep in their soA»t.- »„^ ,•_ i.- t
consumine fire of hafr^ v. .1

*""'«•'' *"' » !>» heart a
For he h^^n hfa b^l~5?' f" "">" Ifge-hearted of men.

Of life by fr."^Xlo^LV^^UttXLT^r
mX,';"^"^^ ""^"^ he cJnfidr.^ olt to f"rh£

EuroStleTdl'erSr ''7 " '^^^ °' '^^'^ °™ •>'«• ^ebbe

"fe4^?^""^S^^'f:'d^^- "^
And all this while no word from Van P^^fi, „ i. \i

spondents- but DprpV y^.^i, ^
/^- -^^th were bad corre-

humour, even while it hurt
wucned up Derek's
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ous business of training and the amenities of camp life. War
had given him, unsought, his original desire, the chance of living
and working in close comradeship with the ruck of his own
kind — and not the ruck only. In a service Battalion of the New
Army, a man could glean a dozen points of view besides that
of the British artisan— the clerk, the joumaUst, the aristocrat,
the countryman and the cockney,— flung together, pell-mell,
by one imperishable instinct— the love of his own land.

Denied, sneered at, systematically damped down by the little

breed of men who had juggled with England's destiny, it leaped
forth, a living flame, at the first real threat of danger to the
Empire. In defiance of cranks and the Stock Exchange, a man
will still defend his own soil, the sacred traditions of his race;
and Derek Blount, with the record of a great house behind him,
knew very well that tradition— though it can be perverted into
a substitute for life— is, m its essence, one of the great spiritual
forces of earth. It makes high demands. It sets a standard:
and as, without vision, so without a standard, the people perish.
Though the scratch units of Kitchener's *Mob' sang comic

songs and refused to take themselves seriously, they knew in
their hearts that the splendid reriord of the old Army through
ihe centuries— and its final crown of martyrdom in the Great
Retreat— was the light that lighted every man who joined the
New Ai-my,^ though he came with a joke on his lips or secret
reluctance in his soul. So, too, these very new Hampshires
burned to emulate the very old Hampshires, though they said
not a word about it; and Derek was quick to catch both the
spark of ambition and the cloak of carelessness that kept it hid.
He had suffered not a little at first from the feeling of being

sucked into a vortex, of the collective war-spirit clamouring for
possession of bis individual soul. And, for a time, he resisted
instinctively. Then the war-spirit took hold of him like a reli-

gion; reducing life to its simplest elements; burning up all com-
plexities and false values in the white flame of one great and
terrible issue.

When that came to pass, he was a civilian no longer; simply
a fragment of fighting England; and it was well with him.
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Hard upon the desperate heroism of Ypres followed the
tragedy of Festubert; and all through May the Russian armies
that should have been marching on Berlin were retreating—
steadily retreating —

It was near the end of the month that Derek received a .lote

from Van:

Dear Dirks, — Are you sulking down there or too deeply engaged
to give us a thought? K it's the fonner kindly buck up and don't
be a fool. Father seems satisfied with my arrangements, so you
needn't exhaust yourself on his account. London's topping just now
in spite of this everlasting war. So come and have a squint round in
my company.

Yours Van

That note with its friendly touch of patronage— at once
amused and annoyed him. But it was high time he saw them
all— and London— again. So he spent two nights at Avon-
leigh House and went out both evenings with Van. None of
them alluded to Schonberg or the Hospital; and he himself had
need to keep the door of his lips with scrupulous care. Above
all, he must not criticize the Government or make pessimistic
remarks. And as the general outlook— at home and abroad—
did not strike him as particularly rosy, conversation proved
rather uphill work.

On the third day he parted from them all with a depressing
sense of relief— which he assured himself was probably mutual— and went straight to Wynchcombe Friars on a very important
errand.

Mark and Sheila were to be quietly married before they all

left for Scotland; and Derek's services were required as best man.
He travelled down with John Burlton, Sheila's uncle, who had
been asked to give her away; and their talk was chiefly of Jack,
who had manoeuvred an exchange into an infantry battalion
sadly depleted of officers.

"He says cavahy's a bit out of it in this never-ending trench
business; and I'm afraid — T wasn't altogether sorry for that!"
Jack's father confessed vdth a rueful smile. "But you can't
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blame the boy. He's learning to throw these new bombs they'resokeen about. Tricky things! I'd sooner trust a rifle any

Only once he mentioned Schonberg; and the remark stuck in
JJerek s mmd. Seen Avonleigh Hospital yet ? " he asked • and
Derek said "No." "WeU- you shou'ld. My friendthlbTrg

.Tl • \t'' ?' ' ^ """"^"^^ "^"- No end to his activities;

water - ^^^"' *° "^^""^ ^^ ^^"^^ ^^'^ 'P^"^ "^«"^y "ke

Derek cursed inwardly and held his tongue. Since he was
helpless he preferred to hear no more: and as usual Wynch-combe Fnars diverted his thoughts into happier channels.
rhey were but nine of them, counting the chaplain, in the

squat-towered chiu-ch next morning. Derek, standing beside
Mark's wheeled chair- listening to those simple words thatho d as much of potential tragedy as blessedness- was poign-
antly reminded of his own sensations less than a year ago^and
beneath the grave exaltation of his friend's aspect, he could

fn?M^f? ^u^. '^"T-
'^^^^ *^^^ ^^ ^^'^ t^g^ther overnight,

arid Mark had hinted at the quahns that beset him afresh on

Z"" r5^f "f ^/,"Tt^^b^«- I>erek had retorted that quahns

^S^ ^ft v^ ^H"^ f ^^""^' ^^^ P^t^^t argument -1^hoped and beheved— had laid them to rest for gwxl
The service was of the simplest and briefest: one hymnno address; and m place of Mendelssohn's hackneyed strains'

the solemn beauty of Mozart's 'Gloria in Excelsis.' For thi^
jvas no ordmaiy union. There were spiritual forces behmd it
that are rarely present at the usual give and take of marriage
vows. And Sheila bore herself queenly as she walked down the«npty church by Mark's chair; very slender, very erect; a hand
shpped through his arm. For a brief instant, Derek encountered

r^^V^"^ ?^ ^?**^ ^ *^^' ^* °"^e P^oud and tender and
uplifted, brought a lump into his throat.
The moment of parting was overshadowed by the knowledge

that they could not meet again before Derek went to France
But though all were acutely aware of that fact, no word was said
to mar the high serenity of Mark's Great Occasion—

^:! I
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bc^lroom, they fStt:'aX«Vefo?rKt"o„'!'H'' Yf
" Mow T\,« ;

Piauorm — the severest test of aU.

^::e„t?;'.i"="^' '- -"
^'

""-^ ^hSsror:;
And it was so.

D^ek"»e^„? r"'-'"
^"^ ^''^ P""«' "«y heard of him

bJL?^^ tr^ ^SnnWatT J"-"
Derek <;af- of!,«•«« c* -ji

"'""""» Kiuea Dy a bomb;— an '

™:tiSSLye^"! ""'"' '^'"^ """^ o* »^

Later on, when the truth had Denetratf>d ha ooi,,*^ ^

the mother tenS^t htr eyi '

'^°''" ^«'P«^"'>-«'" and

attttha''L:v'o/?"'T'^°"''"'"^S- J'^ '^ had been

cost of his own- ™ "' his men at the

Later on stiU, they heard that his name had been sent up for
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berhadTeI™;H "T T"' ^"' ^^''«^*«^ "^^ ^«"W have

While the first bewildering sense of loss was fresh upon himcame orders for embarkation; and he was thankful \^eyTitsmtUl marpn for farewells. He had heard men say they couldstick anything except the look on the faces of the women whenthe final wrench came. Besides - it would be very b^ fo7hi^rnother. He would dearly love to see her again, b^t he wouldrather not say good-bye to any of them- even vX WritheIt proved quite difiicult enough. ^
hil^Z^T "^^ ^^^ P^""*""^ P^"g o^ leaving England in thehigh tide of summer; a flush of rose madder on hef awakTnk^

he had left her m order to know more of her- and thS^„?S
understanding eased, a little, the wrench of li^^g^'h^t"
Derrwa^no' ''Z'^^'u^''

''^^ ^^"^ "^^^^^ ^e no'retL 'Uerek was no soldier by temperament; but the loss of Tarkand his deep-seated antagonism to the sod of m^em G^^^
^^n^T ^^ ^ ""'^"^^ °^ ^^ ^« battle spirit -ve^^^eamong Engl^hmen; the burning sense of terrible wronS^th^tmust be ternbly avenged:- not merely the one life dearS wS
rxtin"-\i?'J^°"f^^ '' °^^^ "-^^' broken a^rbr^Xextmguished; but the calculated murder of things spiritlT-^the truth and beauty and decency of man's human Stete_-lackmg which, he is even less than the beasts thaT^is?The stress of these half articulate emotions made Derekpearly thankful for the secret and very proLrrnL^er of

ch^, as the packed tram sUd out of the station : not a soi savea few mdifferent dockers, to watch them stream o^^ he ^S?way on to the grey merchant liner that had never borne DrS^
r^'.'t.'i'^"^'

^'"^^^"^' ^^^^rf"l' self-deS^ef Yetthey talked no patriotics. They seemed blii.d to kny Tnark Sromance or heroism in their great adventure; LdTr^eri
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Only the purring of engines told them they were off- «n^ «.they thronged the taffrail, taking their lasi ^0^7 Fnahn1
procession of coal barges, like an^nkTtaS on ttc du;k'2^^^^^some -vag at Derek's elbow to sing out lustiJv- -fC.^^iU u
hres^b^ing. matey. That's yoSr lo^Ve';:;^;;!'^^

destroyer on either hand. ...
"^' **' tlarkness, a guardian
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Chapter VI
Almost, thou persuadest me . . .

Acts XXVI, 28.

Van, left behind in England, was considerably annoyed that
Derek should have slipped off across the Channel without mak-
ing an effort to see him again. It struck him as amazingly in-

considerate and unfeeling; in brief, Dirks all over. It was a
curious and persistent fact— sharply emphasizing their essen-
tial unlikeness— that whenever Derek's misdemeanoiu-s hc-p-

pened to spring from excess of feeling, Van never, by any chance,
suspected the fact. But his fleeting annoyance was soon dis-

placed by a vague anxiety, which he discouraged to the best of
his ability.

Derek, himself, unconsciously assisted the process. His
letters were few and brief; barren of detail, but cheerful on the
whole. He earned rapid promotion to the rank of Sergeant;
and he could have had a commission for the asking; but pre-
ferred, inexplicably, to remain an N.C.O. Van had never
discovered— nor ever would— the clue to his chronically un-
accountable thoughts and ways.

At home, the uneventful summer of 191 5 passed pleasantly
enough. The Coalition compromise and a revolution in the
supply of munitions raised afresh the hopes that had been so
rudely dashed after Neuve Chapplle. At the front, it seemed,
there was "nothing doing"; and they all became gradually
inured to the fact that Derek was ' out there.' Scores of fellows.

Van assured Lady Avonleigh, had come through everything,

even the hell of that early fighting, without a scratch—

And all the while, in France, events were working up to a
fresh bid for Lille; and, with the passing of summer, the Loos
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sector came violently to life. Derek, they knew, was there or
thereabouts. He had promised Van, in the event of a ' big push,'
to despatch a field postcard at the first possible moment. But
a week passed; and the hope of decisive victory dwindled; and
never a line from him.

In all the days of his untroubled life Van had not known an
hour's acute anxiety except about money. His earlier tweaks
were child's play to this vague, persistent ache, this mental
restlessness that would not be stilled; and the look of strained
expectancy in his mother's eyes was very hard to bear. For
the moment he was living at Avonleigh House. He knew it
comforted her; and mutual anxiety had drawn them closer
together. They remarked that he was careless; that the card
might have been delayed; while each read the secret fear in the
other's eyes. If he were a casualty, they would get no telegram,
because he was in the ranks; and Van— who had friends at
Court— besieged the War Office, without avail.

At last— when hope had ahnost flickered out— came the
official intimation that Sergeant the Honourable Derek Blount
had been gassed and dangerously wounded in the first day's
fighting. Van took the horrid thing straight to his mother:
and, standing together on the hearthrug, they read it over and
over— recalling hideous details heard in the days of Ypres—
Then Van remarked in a queer contained voice; "And while

this illuminating information has been trickling through God
knows— "

^^

Lady Avonleigh shivered; and he put his arm round her.
"Hold up, dear," he said, and kissed her with unusual tender-
ness. "We shall be honoured with details from some confounded
official soon."

And this time they were not kept waiting long.
Next morning he came down late, as usual, to find beside his

plate a brief urgent letter from the doctor in charge of a hospital
at Rouen:

Your brother, I deeply regret to say, is in a criUcal condition. Be-
sides being badly gassed, he has a severe wound in the groin and a



f 2J%y

•:r:t

294 THE STRONG HOURS

hopefuUy,butitisi.perativ^Z';":shoJSto;l't:;t'"°"

Van could fed, whfle he read, the mute question in his mother',ey^^ m the tense stiUness of her whole attitude
Not the worst, dear," he said quieUy, handins her the I,**™-.and she read it slowly, with compresf;i lipr^TTeff^'

^ou Zr'- ""f
~"*"««lU othS insS " "^

You ought ... to start at once?" Lady \vonleieh saJrtThe remark hovered between a statement and aqS?Van nodded and mechanically sipped his tea.
^

Oh!.tsdr^ul!" she breathed. "Father ought to be here"

vour ^H ..^ ''^ ™'" V^ ^"d with mwonted"!vour- and there was another strained pause "Of r™^.

"The~^/ "' r.*"" " • •" Van hesitated pai^y

it,^^t^ b=^%.^ ^prti:--tr-
decisiS.

'''"^' ^^" °^"^' «°'" ^^^ ^d with gentle

"But I don't half like leaving vou unle«M— tkjc ,•. *_ j
old. I think— I'll wire."

~ This is two days

fi,r7?"~"^!*"
Something in her tone, and the knowleda^

mZ^t;i:Z£. *
But ' '"t^S'^T"-^-'^ T"

lingl If only / was^ttongerl"
' ' ^^ ^"'^ POor dar-

1,J ^°"I\ ^^ *'"" suggestion showed him that the deoth.; of

But the final word was with the Rouen telegram:

Condition about the same. Come at once.
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J„ I*T ^*^,.*'° ^^ °^ afternoon when- for the first time

^l^i^%~/"l"^'"^ " ^^^P^^^ "-d ^d foUowed a fr^h!coloured Sister between rows of spotless beds, each witHtsbrc^en occupant decenUy bandaged and veiy sSl

w^th^uj^ibe^^^^^^ ^^ ^^-^ -"^' ^t ^-k

Van had wired the good news to his mother: and nowThe Sister halted at last by one of the beds. °
^^'^

* *
*

/^^' she said, "is Sergeant Blount."
And Van stood speechless, looking down upon the travestv

2^e S' ff^VtTe lab"'
^'' ^^"^

l'^''
"^^^ ^^ deathX'^

^o^c^Lfin't'^^^^^^ b-^-g> that produced a

skin h«'!i\!l'f
.""^ "^^'^^y bandaged. The healthy tan of his

l^«etthll"^;^Pf°^- H^^^PS-ereseta^dstraYnS

do^e^ and ^ fTt "^f" .^" ™^'^^^ ^^^^^ ^der the bed-

Va?w.« "".^^""^ ^PP"^ ^^^ ^dg^ «f the sheet.

.J ^f/yare of his own heart beating unevenly and a

tiWr^ot'nT^"'^^^^^"^^^^ Thatho^Jap^li!

wll^of"l?tt^ "".^ ^^^' ^"^^^ ^^ ^^ "^ -^ ^' -

his^hodder"'
'""' ''"' '" P^^'^"^ "^ ^°^ ^^-P' touched

n.wfi^^'^"*'"^'^^
"^^^^ "y°^ b^^ther is here." And the ap-pantion opened its eyes. They at lea^t were unchanged Th^kclear sea-tmt was not dimmed; and the soul ofS lookedout <jf^ them;- dazed at to, then with a swift gl^ of rTc^'

w^IS:;3SP""^' '° ' ^'"P^^^ breath-and Van

« Z!" u^''^^"*
'^^ ^ "^^^ ^°^ ^ screen near the bed, to give them

De?^c^uM"'
"'r^^' ^"' ^^" "- g^-i «^ it. FSthough

hZt ufrir^f^'
'P'"^' ^^ ^^ "«^ ^^^^^^ J^is brother'sHand. He dung to it as a diild dings to something familiar
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^i I

after a nerve-shaking nightmare; and the thing was so unlike

Derek that it moved Van as he was rarely moved. It dissolved

the last morsel of antagonism that had lurked in his heart ever

since their clash at Avonleigh.

"Mother?" Derek whispered: and Van told him how plucky

she had been; how she had wanted to come herself; how 'good

old Con' had wept and sent endless messages; gave him the

latest news from India; and, when their brief time together was

ended, said cheerfully: "We'll be having you at Avonleigh when

you're properly on the up-grade."

Derek shook his head and made the sign of the Sergeant's

stripes on his sleeve.

"No matter. We can fix up a commission and square it

that way!"
Derek smiled; but his head-shake, though cautious, was even

more decisive; and Van imderstood.

"You are an obstinate beggar. Dirks, even at the last

gasp! Shows you've some kick left in you, anyhow; and I could

take no better news back to them all. See you again before

I leave—"
So they parted; and Van was not sorry to escape from that

temple of pain. The presence of all those silent, suffering men

moved him to more than discomfort. They made him feel, for

the first time, vaguely ashamed—
In the corridor his guide remarked: "There's a Sergeant

Gosling in your brother's regiment, who said he would like to

see you."

"Why, of course," said Van, politely acquiescent, though a

trifle bored.

He found Bert among the lesser casualties, with a damaged

leg, which he was not to lose.

" Excuse me troublin' you, sir," he said as they shook hands.

"But I thought you might like to hear how Mr. Derek come by

that dose o' good British gas. If / know him he'll git sayin' 'e

mislaid his 'elmet."

"F ':- not fit to say even that much, yet. What happened?"
"

. cJ, 'twas one of our corprils did the mislayin'. A jumpy
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little chap. Bag o* nerves. Jus' the last moment, couldn't find

his bloomin' 'elmet nowhere. An' Mr. Derek saw the funk 'e

was in, between the gas an* the penalty for 'is carelessness.

*You take this. Finch,' he says, ' I got a extry one.' An' Finch,

he took it like winkin'. *Les' see your extry one,' I said, when
he was gone, an' Mr. Derek give me one of his looks. Then I

knew: an' I let out— I did. But you don't get no change out

o'him. 'You shut your mouth, Bert,' he said. * Tain't pleasant

to be in a funk. Likely I'll find one somewhere.' But the gas

found him first. God A'mighty!— ef you'd 'a* seen him, sirl"

"Thank God I didn't!" retorted Van with such pious grati-

tude that Bert's green eye twinkled. The Goslings, as a family,

were not partial to Van.
" Guess it would 'a' turned you dean inside out, sir," he said

quietly. "But over 'ere we got to put up with such little

inconveniences."

"And to balance them," quoth Van, unperturbed, "you mo-
nopolize all the glory that's going. Thank you for tdling me
about Mr. Derek. And good luck to your leg."

Bert's tale— which he did not mention to Derek next morn-

ing— haunted him on the journey back to Boulogne. It

deepened the disturbing effect of his first real contact with this

War that was being so indomitably waged by men of like frailties

and reluctances as himself; men who loved life and sunshine

and women, and enjoyed a good dinner, even as he did; and had
yet put all those loves behind them for— the sort of thing he

had seen and heard of in the last thirty-six hours. Look at

Derek— keen as mustard to stay in Bombay as his father's

Private Secretary; yet he had come on home and joined up as a
matter of course; and, equally as a matter of course, he had taken

his chance of a hideous death because a fellow soldier had lost

his gas hehnet and fxmked the consequences.

Before he reached Boulogne, Van was persuaded— very

nearly— that his important niche in the Foreign Office could,

at a pinch, be filled by an older man. Even so— what of his

mother? Bereft of her husband, she seemed to lean more and
more on him, these da3rs. And again— what of Avonleigh?
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Though he did not exert himself unduly in thaf -^,^1 1.

supreme personal obUgation unfulfiUed^*
under-sense of a

condone S^^^^S-fL^^ST^^7""?°= ^^

the whole thing Ipomed lar^'ti^e^^Zf^"^ "
The trouble with Van was that he ownri» ^nif ..

against saving <>ne'S h^L^ ^onsaence that protested

hospit^ the ^th^i ^^ ^'"^ '™'*' <""»'''e one of the

had'^^ui.t hfI^tTT"""^ °* '™ »°"»ded German,

aspect of Bo^T'faSlvZJff ,^™f"« *^^ '^S"'
ing^n^etosf]'at;l^^«S~K^^-""»-

»5^-?'f.Tfr^S's^.is:no^„^V^^'»-

deplored. aSsSi fh^^ f^ coUeagues so constantly

track me,ge and dwindle andX^S^h^UT^ "T"^whether Derek was o, ^,;. i • '^'t^ "* '™ '° wondering

obstinateWsSemC^Lltfa r"" f",
'^- ^'-'

about Avonleich wi nf^f^ ^^ °™ """^ suggestion

."Un. Of it-^r rS;=out M^fi^^iran'd
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Germans abroad. He was a consistent beggar, was DirksNothing, It seemed, would induce him to coiSA;a7?he pTacewhJe the Schonberg comiection lasted. Yet m^ s^re ive

^an?;^'.-^''''^^^ ^^^ ^"*^^^^«^' ^d aU it stoTfoTS terthan anythmg on earth. So did Van, if it came to that BuJ

loves C^n'^^ "^^^^
""^ ^^" consideratS^', ot^'Jtov^. Compromise was the essence of life. A man in aSposi ion couldn't run it on unadulterated principles a^demotions. AU vcy well for a second son - ^^"^^'^ ^^

And m the same breath he recaUed his father, who had some-he^ succeeded in filling a great position, without 'nalung^colom^ to the weathercock'- a favourite aphori^-.^^cr^ang the greater love to the less. Too cl^n>r 4a>mfort, Van remembered their last talk in the Ubr^. wh^Weigh and its mistress had been gravely commit tflS

T I!?r 7'^
''''^

^,f^ "^ ^^'^ ^ "^y energies. Over here

L?f '^l
°" T- Those had been his father's last worS^d he had acted up to them. He didn't half like thisW

ta^anLl K i"
-^^^""^y ^y °^ ^^P«"se to that

fromSi^t"' ^'^" '^^^ "^^ ^^^^^-^ ^^-g^^ fit

whS^rwS'f
"^

K-?; 7"^^ ^ ^^"^'^ ^y ^ h« ^^ heard aU-which God forbid? And why did he- Van- so often feel amere thing of putty in Schonberg's clmnsy yet unerring fingSs?He could sweax he had never intended to borrow mon!y of^em^; nor could he, even now, teU exactly how the thLg hadfirst come about. Some momentary embaiLsmentjScSberg

aggommodation between friends'; and somehow Van hadSmade to feel as it he were rendering a service instead of ac^

look or word, the disconcertmg way he opened his eyes aU of a

eet au/f^nT^K ^ "^^^u'l^
unpleasant jar. If he could onlyget qmt of the money obligations, the position would be lei
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irksome. In fact, he must, imperatively, get clear somehow,
before his own father returned. A thumping good marriage
would be about the ticket. The charming Cynthia had advan-
tages: but she also had drawbacks. And there were scores of
others in the market. He must keep his eyes open. Have a
good look round . . .

It was at this point that the talk of two men, standing al-

most at his elbow, fairly thrust itself upon his attention. The
nearest one was describing a girl he had met at the Hotel
Meurice.

"Not exactly pretty, y* know; but simply ripping. Top-
ping figure, topping eyes. And I'm told there's money—
quite a good little bit. Look, there she is, coming out of the
companion. Ripping profile— what? "

Van tiuned instinctively, as if the remarks had been ad-
drr^ed to himself, and discovered that the owner of the top-
ping figure and the ripping profile was a girl in V.A.D. uniform.
Bad luck that the topping figure was hidden under her cloak.

But the man of one adjective was jolly well right about her
eyes; and her whole aspect had an inde&iable air of distinction

that pleased his critical taste.

Curiously enough, he seemed to know her. Somewhere, be-
fore, he had seen those remarkable eyes and brows and the
quick turn of her head, as she turned to speak to her friend.

The friend solved the problem. "Honor Lenox, by Jove!"
said Van to himself. "And the charmer must be old Burlton's
stepdaughter, Gabrielle de Vigne."

Decidedly she had 'come on* since the year of her d^but,— when he had danced with her and Sheila at the Mekose
entertainments; and he felt very much in the mood, just then,

for renewing his acquaintance with an attractive girl, whose
'good little bit' of money was not the least of her charms.
At that moment, Honor caught sight of him; and, raising his

cap, he gladly jouied them and explained his errand. Her sur-

prise at finding him on a Channel boat annoyed him consider-

ably: but talk of Derek, and their concern over his news, eclipsed

all minor matters.
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Miss de Vigne said little; only her sensitive eyebrows registered

h! K^ ?^ '"*^. ^"" *^^^ "^'«" ^"d ^e "ext. It was oddthey had not met since; but she was no Londoner.

nr.v fJ7 "" "
f
^^ P^"^^ ^ ^"^^^°" «^ a ««:o^d- "You areprevented from taking part in this great struggle? But what a

Van agreed that it was very bad luck; and, to escape further

pr^TSar;^^^^ ^^ ^^^^ ^^^ ^-^ ^^^^ "^e-

ViZtoM v"^
gomg back to enjoy a breath of Home," Miss deVigne told hmi. "My stepfather wants me badly. And after-

h^d?""^^"^^
^'"""^ ^^^ ^'^P ^"^^ ^^ Sheih-ha^e you

Fn?^^.^'!^"?
^^^'- ^^ *°°^ '°^ ^t^^^t in Wynchcombe

iTt ^iw^f^.'f- ^^" '^^^y^ ^^^' ^^re too stren!uous^ too ^isuc for his taste. But, since he quite intended tosee more of Miss de Vigne, he welcomed further information.
They re gou ' to fit up the house," she went on, "as a smaU

Honor and Sheila will do the massage. I am to run the com-
missanat and look after the wards. Quartermaster, in fact!"

nlWnrTf".
""'

^^"T ^' ""^^^ ^^^^ ^dd^ a trite com-
plunent about wasting her sweetness; but instinct warned him
that smaU change of that sort might not be acceptable. "I'Ucome and look you up when you're settled in, just to see how
briUiantly you play the violetl I mostly use my car for con^
valescents. So I caii run down, week-ends, and give Forsyth's
lot an occasional ainng."

His glance impUed more, but she missed it. She was looking
out to sea. "Tnat would be delightful," she said; and added
irrelevantly that the Macnairs had taken a house at Hendon.
±le s started flymg. Isn't he wonderful?"
"Foolhardy, I should caU it," Van replied coolly. He was

constantly bemg rubbed up by the way in which these super-
fluous elderly people flaunted their excessive energy in the faces
of younger men— no less usefully employed.
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Afiss de Vigne glanced at him to see whether he was joking.
If our race was not rich in that kind of foolhardiness," she

said qmetly, "I wonder where we should be now?"
He saw he had made a false step and retracted it gracefully.
My mistakel I only meant ... at Macnair's age. . . . But

that, after all, is more a matter of temperament than of anno
dommi." And he unobtrusively changed the subject.
He remained with the two girls throughout the voyage;

travelled up to town with them; saw Miss de Vigne into rhe
train for Ilendon, where she was staying the night; and drove
back to Avonleigh House feeling better satisfied aU round
than he had done for some time. His painful and reluctant
journey to Rouen had unexpectedly opened the door to agree-
able possibilities. And he intended to keep the door open
even if he took his time about going through— '

END OF BOOK IV
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BOOK V
HANDMAID OF THE GODS

Chapter I
We are ha warriors for the working day
^*^>h the mass, our hearts are in the trim.

at hi, book, S^ in hc«pM Mr»d IJ^ T"!"* "^If^^much at ease, reading ,4ero UteL^l^ ? V** '">""««', very

nine o'clodc gong seftlhT';^^^'^8^ ""t/i
"^

on an evening of earlv Ar.r,-i \T^ i T^J °^- ^^ ^here,

great conten^l^^^t^'-.^'^'^^d Derek sat smoking irj

Mark-hidmercifuIlvnTfk
Authorities- nnportuned by

their hope ^ ""' "*" '"°^«' '<> d&appoint them of

would not soon ^^ire^'iSt^tto? ^iT'^r^i™' >»
of gas had set un nU.!„.,

'^'^"ere. His unauthorized dose

heal, quick to fcZrfS * *^'''"««™« fair, slow to

ment of metal had workedhi^'Jj^^ T-"^ «^' ' ^S-
-- ^-ually. its ^0^^K^-^i'.- -'

and comparaO™ S^;^ ^""^ ''?'>' <"*'«» back to life



3o6 THE STRONG HOURS

to India, at Lord Avonleigh's particular request. By that
time, the hapless Derek was sick to the soul of operating tables,
the smell of iodoform, and the whole colourless routine of hos-
pital life. Even now, the impress of it was on him still— the
blue suit and the hated scarlet tie.

It was just after nine o'clock; but when Sister Barton sum-
moned her charges, Mark's eye had signalled "Wait a bit,"
and Derek had lagged behind willingly enough. The library,
in its new character, contained five card tables adorned with
ash trays and stumps of cigarettes. The desk, sacred to Keith's
labours, served for fitful scrawls to sweethearts and wives; and
on the top of it waved the brazen horn of a gramophone.
But the most notable change was in Mark himself. Bronzed

and vigorous looking, he lay back in his leather chair. Two
stout, crutch-handled sticks were all the support he needed now
on the flat; and in time things might be better still. Close to
his feet lay the faithful 'Bobs,' using his master's boot for a
chin-rest, and crsting a puzzled, affectionate eye on his old
friend Derek, with the right voice and the wrong clothes; a
woefuUy changed Derek, his healthy outdoor aspect dean gone.
War and suffering had chiselled his face a shade too sharply;
and his eyes seemed to have retreated deeper into his head;
but in them the light of his spirit burned with a clear, still
flame.

"The chaps who tumble into these quarters between hospital
and Command d6p6t are damned lucky beggars," he announced,
with a sigh of content; and Mark's smile signified approval.
"They seem happy enough and we love having them. Your

charming brother's been quite zealous lately about turning up
and spinnmg them round the country; though I doubt if it
amuses him— or them. He's coming again on Saturday.
You're the excuse this tune, I suppose 1"

"What d'you mean by that?"
A faint challenge lurked in Derek's tone.
"Has he never spoke- lo you about— Gay?"
"Now and then. Ht seen-' to admire her."
"Precisely I'm half afraid— he means to annex her."
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"Well— why not?"

The gleam in Derek's eyes made Mark lean forward and pat
his knee. "Steady on, old bird! You know I've never pre-
tended to like Van. We're oil and water— we don't mix.
He's all very well in his own line. Let him stick to it. Gay
isn't his line. If you knew her as well as we do, you'd under-
stand. Your precious Van isn't fit to tie her shoe lace."

"That could be said of a good few lovers and husbands."
"It could. But— there are degrees of unfitness

—

"

"See here, Mark," Derek took him up sharply. "No one
sees Van's faults plainer than I do. But he has his good
points— and a wife like that might be the making of him, if

he cares—

"

"Quite so. But he's not in love, if / know anything of the
symptoms. And Gay's a woman, not a pleasing appendage to
a bank account. She ought to have the real big thing."

Derek gravely inclined his head. "Do you imagine— she
cares?"

"Well— she doesn't seen; to discourage him and she's no
coquette. Sheila ventm-ed a few remarks the other day; and
Gay was quite sweet about it, but quite inscrutable. Wait till

you see them together, and just talce notice. Of coiu^e, if she's

misguided enough to be smitten—

"

Derek silenced him with a gestiu-e. "Let be. If you can't

bridle your tongue, your religion is vain; and I'll apply to be
lodged elsewhere— !

"

He was interrupted by the entrance of Sheila.

"Sister wants to know what's become of Sergeant Blount!"
she said— very demure and charming in her blue imiform;
and her smile passed from Derek to Mark. "The Commandant
will have to keep his favouritism within boimds!"

"Favouritism? We'd almost come to blows. Derek's go-
ing to apply for an exchange."

"Oh, dry up!" Derek rose and limped towards the door.

But Sheila laid a hand on his arm.

"Has he been very imspeakable? He's getting so fearfully

well, these days, there's no holding him."



3o8 THE STRONG HOURS

Ti m

1
'?

; 1

H
H

Til^H fl

1 .
• i ? 1

is

"I
'J

Mark who had swung himself up with the help of his st -ks
smiled down on them both, cheerfully impenitent; and Sheila's
eyes hngered on him with the same mingling of pride and ten-
derness that had struck at Derek's b-art on their wedding day
But the underlying pathos was gone.

"Dear, you must come now. The men are in great spirits.
1 hey ve got up a guard of honour to receive you!"
The guard of honour, in grey regulation sleeping-suits and

regu ation shppers, was drawn up near the door of the main
^val•d that had once been the billiard room. It was aimed with
whistles, mouth organs, and a concertina, crutches for trom-
bones, and the horn of a wrecked gramophone. It greeted its
Commandant with a brave discord of squeaUngs and thrum-mm^, whence presently emerged the cheerful strains of 'Bonnie
Dundee

: and Derek, suddenly beset with shyness, hurried down
tiie oak-paneUed room to his own bed, and carried off his
sleepmg-suit to the corrugated iron wash house.

Returning later, he found the guard of honour dissolved intohuman fragments that were playing the fool assiduously, for
their own edification. In his own comer, one Corporal Cum-
nuns— Avith the sorrowful eyes and loose mouth of the bom
low comedian— was solemnly, drunkenly, trying to gather up
his cast-off garments; shedding a fresh one each time he stooped
to rescue the lost sheep; and regarding it with a gaze of por-
tentous reproachfuhiess as he lunged afresh with precisely the
same result. The creature was perfectly happy, though no one
seemed even to notice him, except Derek -and Bobs, whoma4e unheeded overtures to flirtation by capturing a sock.
The mam group had gathered round the great tiled fireplace,

where Sister Barton and Sheila were dispensing nightly doses
while the rest scrambled into bed; and Derek thrnkfully fol-
lowed suit. He felt too new and too shy to join the group by
,the fire or to take part in the chaff that flowed freely whiirthemen waited for their dole of milk and cake.
Cummins— having rescued his last least garment and stolen

a covert coat -was now engaged in apeing the doctor from
Wmchester. Armed with a bath thermometer and a brass

in
's
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candlestick, he gravely explored lungs, tested temperatures,
and wrote out farcical prescriptions to the huge delight of hi3
uncritical audience, who could not succeed in upsetting his
gravity, chaflF they never so wildly.
And Derek -looking on from his comer -had a sudden

vision of bedtime m the trenches- rats and Uce and the nightly
dose of Hate' from over the way; living and dead and dying
so hideously mtermmgled that the strongest nerves were strained
to breakmg-pomt; and there, as here, the lambent flame of
humour playing over all; there, as here, jokes, even of the
^^"^ "^Smtnde, greeted with gusts of Homeric laughter.And while a man can laugh in that key his sanity is sea^e.

Suddenly he sighted, afar off, his hostess of Silversands in
Breton cap and blue uniform, dispensing supper to a dozen
hungry men. He had not seen her since his arrival- and it
annoyed him to feel so acutely at a disadvantage in greetmg a
grl who was more than an acquamtance, yet scarcely a friendHe compromised matters by a shy salute as she came towardsmm.
"Mark told me you had come, and I was deUghted," she

said with her smiling directness. "I'm rather in the background
on cake-making afternoons."

Her voice, with its faintly crisp intonation and the expressive
play of her brows, awoke vivid memories of Silversands and
Jack and Lois; but at the moment, Mark's talk of Van was
uppermost in his mind.

^
"You don't look the same man," she added, with a troubled

air of concern. "You must have had a horrid time."
"Pretty bad," he admitted; and she smiled at the flagrant

under-statement. "A treat compared with what some feUows
have had to stick. And after aU I've come through it— more
or less."

"Yes:— that's the supreme achievement. And it will be
more, not less, before we've done with you! But I'm on duty
and I mustn't stay talking now— Good-night."

*

He saluted again and watched her thoughtfully as she crossed
over to the opposite bed.
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He was stm thinking of her chiefly in connecUon with Van.He was even admitting that Mark had a fraction of right on
lus side. Dispassionately considered, she was not exactly in
Van s Ime. But if he really cared and succeeded in winning
her. well— it would be just like his luck.

II

t
':



Chapter n
A face that's best

By its own beauty drest,

And can alone commend the rest.

A heart,

For whose, more noble smarts
Love may be long choosing a dart.

RiCHASD CbASHAW
As for Van -entrenched in his comfortable London quartera-he was distmctiy pleased with Fate, in the person of Mark
for depositing Derek at Wynchcombe Friars. He could now be

SnL •'S
^! ^' "^^'^ ^ ministering to Forsyth's convales-

cents, without prematurely compromising either himself or Miss

hnJw T"^ T^ ^ ^^ ^^^' ^y^^ ^ ^s reluctance tobum boats, or dose the convenient doorway of retreat
Mark had made a fair shot at the truth. Gabrielle de Vigne- as a girl with her head on her shoulders and money in her

purse -was very much 'in the nmning' as the prospectiveLady Avonleigh; and the fact that she was difficult of access
tended to raise her value in the eyes of an 'eligible' surfeitrxl
jwth the too commg-on disposition of the modem society girlHer light, unassanable dignity made a man feel absurdly flat-
tered by her least concessions. Too lazy to rise above the
levels, he could, and did, appreciate, up to a point, the 'styleand manners of the sky.' He knew her capable; had heard of
her as clever; a hnguist, with a taste for serious reading. But
at least she had the tact not to flourish her intellect in a man's
face; and the play of it under the surface enhanced her qualityand her charm. The Uvely Cynthia was better company and
better dowered; but, mdirecUy, he had gathered that she was
shrewd and a httle difficult about her money; though appar-
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ently willing to spend it like water in the Allied cause. At
present she was running a refreshment hut in Boulogne; and
over the uncaptured kingdom of Van's heart, Gabrielle de
Vigne reigned in her stead.

But, first, he must see and know more of the lady; to which
end Dirks might contribute involimtaiy help. It was a bit of
a drawback that the pursuit of closer intimacy involved mucli
motoring round Hampshire with wounded soldiers. The best
of good fellows, of course. In theory, one could not do enough
for them. But, conversationally, a bit heavy in hand. At all

events, they had the merit of never pulling long faces over the
War and giving a man the blues. He, too, had the merit— or
rather the grace— to know himself a secondary consideration

in Miss de Vigne's eyes, where they were concerned. Now and
then he had ventured to chaff her about it, for the pure pleasure
of getting a rise out of her, and seeing her face kindle with
genuine feeling.

But, in serioxis mooils, he instinctively played up to her
points of view; above all as regards his lamentable failure to
appear in khaki, as to which he still suffered occasicxial qualms.
It was so fast becoming the only wear, that there were moments
when a man in plain clothes had an awkward sense of being out
of it. Yet— in the very hidden place, where Van was some-
times honest with himself— he knew well enough that he
would sooner be 'out of it,' over here, than 'in it' over there:

and, because he was secretly grateful to the 'Government
umbrella,' that catch phrase was apt to touch him on the raw.
But at present the whole matter could be dismissed as a side

issue so long as it did not affect Miss de Vigne.

On Friday he motored down into Hampshire feeling imusu-
ally keen for a sight of her. He would try and persuade her
to join his pa ty; and if it came off— well he woiUd count it a
good omen.

It was one of those rare April da3rs that are a heavenly fore-

taste of June, yet retain the hidden reserves of beauty, the
veiled promise of spring; and its effect on Van was to make him
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vnsh aJl wounded soldiers at Jericho. K only he could cany off
Miss deVigne alone, for an hour's spin -and chance the
outcome

!
But he was too innately a connoisseur of the emotions

to rush his fences. Also, she would be pretty sure to refuse the
mvitation.

*«*. »«o

As he swung round the final curve of the drive, he caught
sight of ner, conung up from the great pine wood with half a
dozen men m blue and grey: Derek among them, limping badly
with a stick m place of the detested crutches.
When the car drew up they shouted 'Cheerol' and waved

theu- caps; but only Derek came forward.
" Good old Van- playing the giddy war worker! Going to

give this poor cnpple a lift in your Rolls-Royce ?

"

J'?t^'
^'"/J^e,.jdea!" Van's smile passed beyond him: and

!^^«r u^^^ ^^ ^^^^ ^ ^P' ^ ^^ sP^^g o"t of the car.Won t you come along too, >Iiss de Vigne?" he asked when
they joined the group. "It's a ripping day. With a bit of a
squeeze I could take the lot."

"Very kind!" she said with a glance of approval, "but I'm
afraid not all of us are takeable."
"We're gyme, anyway," remarked the cockney, who was

Derek s ward neighbour: and they moved on to the house,
leaymg Gabnelle and Van together under the ahnond tree.
Van a. d a moment of awkwardness: proof that he was more

deeply mvolved than he knew.
"Ripping aay," he said again. One had to make a start

somehow; and spring at her loveliest, justified the fatuous
r^tition. "I'm getting no end keen on driving these cheery
fellows round the country." ^

"They are a specially nice lot," she said simply. "And
goodness knows it's a privilege to do anything for them."

infectioi^*^
^^ °^^ """^ ^^ *^ ^' ^""^ ""^ keenness is

A pause. No use trying to convey wordless messages. Herges were resting on tiie blue distance beyond a vjp in tiie ridge
His own dwelt a moment on tiie aUuring curves of her figure

--*

supple witiiout undue slendemess— and on tiie profile view
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that he had of her face: the straight nose with its sensitive
nostnl, the sbghtly full underlip and the dent of common sense
above the rounded, resolute chin: the w lole imbued with the
ight alertness of spirit that was her pecuUar charm. Her si-
lence piqued him; and he waxed bolder still.

"Miss de Vigne, won't you do us all a big favour this once,
and come along, too?" ^
She turned to him with her frank smile. "I can't— honestly

I m sorry." ^

He did not conceal his disappointment. "What's the mys-
tenous difficulty? Do you ever say 'Yes' inadvertently? Oram I pecuharly singled out for the answer in the negative?"

l,V>,tl^ 'rt^
^""'^ have notice of that question!" she parried

lightly. This IS my bakmg afternoon. My cakes are rather
a speaahty and the men love them. That solves the mystery
of one negative."

"Bad luck! Wish I could stay and sample them. But you
niight sometimes take a day off. How about the dire results of
all work and no play?"

,,-f5;^?^\^\^JiP- "I'°^ afraid those of us who have been
hit hard- by the War, must accept the risk of becoming ' dull

"Miss de Vigne -forgive me!" Van pleaded, genuinely

"^T^u- , .
""7^ ""^^ anything personal. I'm afraid I was

only^kmg of myself, and the pleasure I lose by your devotion
to duty.

"But --there's truth in it. One is thankful for work that
really needs domg; and one lacks— the hoUday mood. So youmust forgive! My deax poUus in the Paris hospital seemed
to understand I was passing through the shadow. I found they
had a name for me among themselves—" She hesitated.

Madonna of all the Mercies ? " Van asked softly-and she
caught her breath.

"No— ' la jeune fille sSrieuse.' "

"Chaiining! Fits you to perfection. But I hope it won't
nt you always: and I think- 1 like my own shot b^t."

Yours
! Where did you get it from ? "
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It seemed—«nl^*w ^^ ^^- ^ ^^^ °^ inspiration,
appropriate."

wom'S^vVL mV"'
'' ""^ "^'"^ "^^ mostVming

.J!^ ^J*"^
"^^ conviction, and it pleased him to sec thpcolour deep«i in ner cheeks. The slow blush^ hTonJvanswer: and he added gently "Please don't t^fnU

^
tuous rjn not talk4 PoL Slid! I'm' o^y't^rraThS
"ou thJt' afte^^'t 7h

'""^^
!!,

""^^^^^^^'t "bou"
11.!' I '

"^^ ^ ^^ expressed. It's unseizable: a quaUtv- an atmosphere- your Frenchness, perhaps -» ^ ^
bhe turned to him now without a shade of embarrassment"Is It so noticeable-my Frenchness?"

^^^arrassment.

vrifhlui. "^Jf^'^
"ot the word. It permeates you aU through

?veWti?^'^'\r^'^^^^^"Slishin J^^^^ S'--:1 ve mt It rather neatly— what? "

"Though you said it couldn't be expressed? » Their eyes met

Tess '",!fy^":-^"
V'at deepened to a friendherS!

ness. It permeates- that « the -.ord. Two years in Frend,Canada and eighteen months out there have m^adTme rSShow very much I axn two national souls in one bc^^^"
^'

And which has the biggest pull ? "

espeSv ius'tLr'l
"^^- ^^ ' ^' ^^ ^"^ balance;espeaaJJy just now when my two national selves are so solen-didly at one Li Paris I found it marvellous. But then-Pans IS one of the miracles of the War. Over herr- p^h" dsmy eyes are sharpened by absence- but I seem^o fed Tubdechanges creepmg into the bones and marrow of EngS Ttare not entirely to the good "

"^"'w 01 i^ngiand, that

"As how?"
*

She smiled and shook her head. "Too Ions a t^U\ a„^
you wodd p^bably disagree. But, to me, tS! 'w^^irffol

pernaps. Her sacred body is in the grip of tlie Beast Tt,^more need to keep undinuned her lamp rf the spWt a coSethere are stiU doubtful elements. Politically.TehaTnS^
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found her soul. For that matter— nor has England, nor
America. WUl they— ever . . .?"
"Oh, Lord, yes," Van assured her, less from conviction than

from desire to have done with abstractions. He was far more
concerned, just then, with the charms of one woman, than with
the spiritual grace of nations. "Leave 'em alone and they'll
come home. We small fry can't twist the tails of the great.
So— why worry? "

At that moment, to his vexation, Mark came along in the
wheeled chair, with Derek and four candidates for a drive.
Van promptly turned his appearance to account.
"I say, Forsyth, I want Miss de Vigne to come, too," he an-

nounced boldly, on the heels of his greeting. "It would do her
no end of good. She says she has got to stay and make cakes.
Sinful~ on a day Uke this."

"Please note, that's Mr. Blount's version!" Gabrielle struck
in with a lift of her head.

Mark was on the point of backing her up, when Derek's eye
signalled unofficiaUy: " Give him a chance!" And Mark, even
in antagonism, could not be other than human.
"Have a spin by all means, if you feel like it," he said, with

a friendly twinkle at Gabrielle. "Blount's right. It isn't a
day for the kitchen. I'm for Westover to meet Mother and
Keith."

"Come on, Nurse. Be a sport," from the candidates; and
from Derek, "I'll knock out if it's too much of a squeeze."

"Rather not," Van retorted in high satisfaction. "You
won't say

'No ' now. Miss de Vigne ? A thumping majority and
Commandant's orders."

"I can't," she said very quietly, so that the others, who were
talking, did not hear. "You forced my hand."

" Make allowances. Don't spoil it all."

"Of course not. I shall love it. But the end doesn't justify
the meansl"
Then she hurried away into the house, while Van joined the

men who we^c standing round the car.

She sat between the brothers in fiont. Baird, Cummins, a
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Make yourselves at hle""tw Van l"tS wf I'T''"""'"*'sdous note of Datrona.,, inrf:?..-
''"';""• •"^ '""'Uy, uncon-

ettes. With mfrfur m„l ",? * flap-pocke' £uU of cigar-

Tf umc o ^„ ^ J
onve, out into open country—

mere perversitv?-th« .1,.^ ? J^' ™'* "^ays-was it

heart
^ that shadow lay heaviest on GabrieUe's

^^bl^b^LT *^ *^'>'^' t^' *™»t itself

thedappS^^ *"'* "•* P™"<»«« »°<» tte butterffies and

the^'ScU™ 'fZT^ ts^^N^r "l"*™^""'
-"«"*

thoughts, like hawke« =;? ^ ;
*'°* "" ^*"- Disquieting

|utfS^^^dr:"h^i^:r,--terAt^^
^t^eS^^*^" ^p^t.^«rr^rhetd'
full.

many -his hnuted cup of content was

eafh'S ^^^'-l^'f^ «>»> »a« away from

Gabrielfe^'Sest^ ^^e^lf^"""^ "' '''^W-
tainment that Ito-k^rtT ' ^l

*^^ """"™'' °" »» ^^tr-

Bttle colonv M^ lu ^ "*"'"^ *''' planning for their

contributed hv ft ^u "^^^^^1 amateur aflfair, mainly
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"I've no doubt Mark could find room for you; especially if you
would favour us with an item ?"

"Can't be done— worse IuckI I'm a duffer in the per-
forming line, but I'm Ai in the auditorium."
"Van can only 'smile and smile and be a villain,'" Derek

remarked with his baffling gravity. "And the smiling phase is

very becoming."

"You shut up or I'll pitch you into the smoking compart-
ment," Van retorted, not altogether in joke; for the gleam of
amusement had deepened in Gabrielle's eyes. "About time
you took a turn at the wheel — if you'll guarantee not to up-
set the apple-cart."

"I won't guarantee anything, but I'm game," said magnan-
imous Derek; and the exchange was effected, to Van's complete
satisfaction. It set him free for more intimate talk; while
Derek— competent but unskilled — had to concentrate his
attention on the wheel.

Unmistakably, something was up, he decided, and wished
Van luck with his venture. Miss de Vigne would be a genuine
asset as a member of the family.

By the time they got back, tea on the terrace was in full
swing. The Macnairs had arrived for the week-end; and the
coming entertainment was the topic of the hour. Gabrielle,
with a heightened colour and blown wisps of hair about her
temples, looked unmistakably fresher and happier for playing
the truant. But the precious cakes were still lurking at the
back of her mind; and, in spite of murmured remonstrances
from Van, she made short work of her tea. Then she hurried
away without vouchsafing him a personal word or parting look.
By way of consolation, he succeeded in securing a bed for

the 30th; and thereafter set out upon his long spin to Avon-
leigh, feeling very well satisfied with himself and the day's
achievements.



Chapter in
Heaven's own screen

Rides her soul's purest depths and loveliest glow;
Closely withheld, as all things most unseen:
The wave-bowered pearl, the heart-shaped seal of green
Thatfieck the snowdrop underneath the snow.

RossETn

For Derek, that first spell of life at Wynchcombe Friars was a
time of blessed tranquillity and well-being, such as he had not
known since he sailed from Bombay. With the blossoming of
tree and flower, the stir of rising sap in coppice and woodland,
he too felt the blood quicken in his body and the thoughts
quicken in his brain that had too long lain fallow, through sheer
physical weakness and the tyranny of pain. Fate, he whim-
sically supposed, must have been afflicted with a fit of absent-
mindedness when she steered him into the very haven where
he would be; where, after months of hospital routine, he could
enjoy a whiff of personal liberty— the breath of life. No
escape, even here, from rules and regulations; though there were
lighter hands on the reins. No escape anywhere from the
myrrh and frankincense of the halfpenny press; almost as gall-
ing, in its way, to men of certain types— of whom Derek was
one, and his cockney neighbour another. Barnes, who throve
on grievances, kept his more placid comrades up to the mark
by intermittent explosions in his Hyde Park vein of an earlier
day.

"Jes' look at that nowl" he would cry, flourishing a news-
sheet, bespattered with grinning faces: "Straike me' pink!
What they want to go makin' bloody fools of us that way?
'Cause we've spoke our minds to Fritzie, an' Drought 'ome 'is

playful little souvy-neers in ower insides, are we arskin' to be
slobbered over by wimmen an' mettymorphussed into nickel-
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plyted 'eroes? Wot we do arst-an' don't git -is to betreated just an' fair, like any omeiy bloke, wot 'asn't binMenough to get crocked up fer King an' country. While onelot s msultin' us with this 'ero touch, t'other S's ens^ged ?n

£Tr mT Pf ^r^'
^' 'y^' ^ "P ^th reeyeriSons

fear we'd play the skunk ef we got a mite o' freedo^^ WondS

to hp ^
O^e Sweet 'Ome. Wot say, coves? Straikin' seemsto be the fashion over this side. Vote we do a bit tool Jes'show'emW-" Shouts of ironic applause.

^

"Winder-dressin', loveyl" jeered the ironic Barnes. "Fillin'to the eye though not to the stummic. We blokes in the^enches got ter be gryteful ef we see enough to sweS byTis the good httle boys at the Byse as coUars aU the plums."

«Ah^veLn°tl^
'' »n^^ "^^"^^ ^ ^ ^'^ Scots.

.X. 'f\T ^^'^ ^'^y "'^"^^ ^est 'ull tak me there

tw'l ^^yj^^'f- If^J^^ «>t onfit. Ah wasna mighty fitwhen ah jomed, an' ah've bm through aU the hells since Monsse.But ah U mver ^t ma wee bit penshin, if they chiels can prove
It amang them that ma chest's a bit o' dveelian oreeginal sin orwomt me to put in fur release on substitootior^But n^awurrd, ai'm cjmiy Ah'U stick it, till ah croomble oop -'>

f., ft"" u '^7. ^ ^""^ ^^ ^ ^^'s b^^l' an' charge yer corp
for the burym' blanket," chirped Barnes. 6 y^ ^rp

his^S
^^^ "^^ °^ '^*^^'' ^""^ ^*^ ^'^°^y ^«>^

fn^^^ijf "^r"^'",*'
°'^°- Oororficers agreed amang them

iL^A ^fy,^^r^^^?« ^ lost. Sir-r Mark teU't me so

l^^t'^. f^ r ^
.^t f^'' hammerin' the noo at they thick-heads that be turmm' the British Ar-rmy into a gang o' Social-

ists? All ah m sayin' is- wait till the Boys coiThomel "
Some vocahst started warbling "Boys in khaki, boys in blue,"and Derek- who sat at Keith's desk trying to write to his father-- gave It up m despair. Pocketing his letter, he swung roundon the swivel seat and joined in a geneiul sing-song till bedtime.
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M^Sll'^fH^'"'l
was achieved next morning, in the quiet ofMarks study where he was privileged to sit, on occiion: apnvilege so welcome to both that Mark decided to promote him

to orderly room clerk, as soon as he had been long enough 'in
residence' to justify the innovation. Meanwhilef Derek w^
grateful exceedingly for the passing respite from his very good
friends below stau^;- never more so than on mail day.He had much to say to his father; and more that, unhappily,
could not be ^d without impUcating Van. By this timThewas convmced that Schonberg was behind the Avonldgh
scheme; for It appeared to be run on lavish lines. His Unde,
Su- Vyvian Blount~ who often visited him in hospital- hadon the last occasion asked him some straight questions about

badlv t'l'fT'
"^^ ^""'^^ ? ^'"^^ ^' ^^^^"' J^d been

lovaLrv "^^ concern for Avonleigh and his persistent

hlf\\J: u^f y?™° ' ^S°'°"^ handshake at parting

rl. I
"^..^^ ^'^"^' ^^ ^°P^^' ^^t the shrewd old

General might have read between the lines. Worse still achance conversation in the ward, one evening, had sug-
gested a possible due to Sdionberg's mysterious z^l

^

Two convalescents, who had been out with friends, were
protestmg, m the usual vein, against the incurable Official
leniency to enemy aliens, after eighteen months of war. Oneof them produced damning evidence that German women, witha fluent command of English, were stiU worming their wayinto hospitals, as attendants or Swedish masseuses, in

th^f i^ ^'"L "£
"^ ^^°"' ^' ^^- As a rule, it seemed,

they favoured Homes and Hospitals for officers who were

materiT- °
^'""^^^ ^'^ unsuspected listeners with useful

K.^l^i ^^* I ^^ ""^ '^''^^° ^^ the speaker; but Derdshad heard more than enough.
^^

hil^^ ^t'l
P^^^^y «f Avonleigh being so utilized had fiUed

torn with helpless rage. Schonberg, he knew, found time torun down there pretty frequently; and Van -he guessed

-

would be unhkdy to trouble his head over such trivial detailsas the testunonials or precise nationalitv of his hc^p^^al staff

! ,^|1



't^iUi'

322 THE STRONG HOURS

It was hateful; too bad to be true. It savoured of cheap tales

he had read in the trenches, when no decent stuff was avail-

able. He could not bear to believe it of Van.

More than once he had been on the verge of challenging him
with a direct question, and had only been restrained by fore-

knowledge of futility. They would simply quarrel again. And
the indirect method, of probing others with hints or questions

that might implicate his brother, was so inherently distasteful

to him that he scarcely gave it a thought. Van had all the

facts. Let him tell his own tale unhampered by comments
that might be inaccurate, therefore unjust.

"w -
7

That hidden sense of worry was the only disturbing element

during those wonderful spring days, when the breath of renewal

blew clean and strong through all the avenues of his being.

His brief but vital period in France— the comradeship, the

horrors, the intimacy with overmastering pain, and that half-

consdous hovering on the edge of things— seemed to have
sharply cut his life in two: and burned away the aftermath of

his early, tragic blimder. Having made an unholy muddle of

things in the first instance, it looked as if he were to be allowed

a fresh chance, in kinder circumstances. The idea was a
pleasant fancy, if no more. It revived the hopeless hope that

somewhere there awaited him an experience which would trans-

mute the iron of life to gold, and reconcile him to its more
static aspects, once for all; but it did not by any means include

the idea of marriage. The impersonal streak in him— violated

by the demands of a clinging, fragile wife— reasserted itself,

these days, with the added force of reaction. Happily there

still remained his catholic capacity for friendship; and in the

four women at Wynchcombe Friars he had promising material

to hand.

With Sheila he had soon established a real and satisfying

brotherly intimacy. Sister Barton and Miss Lenox were men's

women in the best sense; and Miss de Vigne was certainly not

the least attractive of the four. As Jack's sister and Van's

possible wife, he felt keen to know more of her. But her work
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involved less personal contact with the men; and, except when
Derek spent an evening with the family, opportunities for

friendly talk were few and brief.

Sometimes they would stroll on the terrace, when the more
stalwart of her charges were scattered about helping Mark's
two ancient gardeners. And it was on one of these occasions

that she first alluded to Jack.

"Do you know," she said, "I have actually talked to three

of the men who were with him— at the time. And it was
good to hear how they spoke of him. One of them— about

'

his own age— said fervently, 'Better the whole dozen of us

than him'; and though one couldn't very well agree— one

loved him for it."

Derek nodded, looking away into the distance.
" Good fellow— I'd like to meet him."

"He's gone, too," she said softly. "He died of wounds in

January. And he sent me a message. *Cheero, Miss de Vigne.

I'm in luck. I shall see the Captain and tell him you got his

V.C"
"'In the faith of little children* ..." quoted Derek, from

one of the few poems he knew by heart. He could not trust

himself to strike a more personal note. "It has amazed me
and— shamed me over and over again."

"Yes, it's magnificent! Such rough fellows— but scratch

the surface and you come upon the child. It is that makes us

love them so. It seems to me— the true Christianity has

sprung into life again out there, in spite of the horrors— per-

haps because of them. Not Church Christianity; but simply—
'the faith of little children'; the spirit of service and sacrifice

and brotherly kindness—

"

Derek nodded again. "It's there right enough— under the

mud and blood and profanity. Half the fellows aren't aware

of it. And they're none the worse for that! They just do

things that it wouldn't strike them to do over here— to the

accompaniment of language that would make the average

curate's hair curl! Yet I reckon some of them could give him
points both as to faith and works."
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She snuled. "The great question is— will the Church rise

to their shnple faith or try and put the lid on them, when they
get back?"

"She'll have to reckon with them anyway," Derek said
gravely. "They've done more than pray and preach. They've
resisted unto blood. What matter if they are a bit foggy about
doctrines and bored with sermons?" A pause. "Jacko was
one of that kind, wasn't he?"

"Yes, indeed—"
Her low voice had a tremor in it; and this time Derek ven-

tured his question.

"Have you really got his V.C.? I never knew."
She imfastened a book and pulled at a fine chain that Derek

had noticed above her apron.

At the end of it was the little bronze cross "For Valour,"
and she dropped it into Derek's open palm. He let it rest
there a moment without speaking.

"It would have pleased him so," he said at last.

"Perhaps it pleases him a little now. Peihaps he didn't
need young Hawkins to tell him that I wear it always." And
lifting it by the chain she slipped it back into its place. "Dad
sent it straight to me. He said next to Mother, I had the best
right. Jacko was the image of her; and we both adored her.

That's what made the special link between us. Did you see
him after you came home?"

"Just a glimpse in Town. His last leave."

Then encouraged by her friendliness and her r»xe mood of
unreserve, he added: "My best memory of him will always be
those three days on the Island. I've never been able to thank
you for them— but I've always remembered I owed them to
you—

"

Her serious face lit up. "I am glad they meant so much
to you. He simply loved them. I'm afraid my zeal on that
occasion was not altogether for your poor little wife."

"Well, anyway, you were so thunderirs good to her that
she never forgot you— to the last."

"Dear little soul! I didn't know I'd made such an im-
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pression. But afterwards— when I heard ... I felt so sorry
I hadn't written."

And Derek could not tell her that had she done so, he might
not have been standing there now.

It was after this talk with her that he first caught himself
wondering how a girl of that quality woidd amalgamate with
Van. But that, after all, was Van's affair.

Because she was a slow study, she attracted him the more.
To hear her extol the war spirit of la belle France, when the
mood fired her, was to catch a vital spark from that most vital,

most incalculable of nations; and on the day when she discovered
the depth of his admiration for her father's country a very real

link was established be* 'eenthem. Pure Saxon in her poise and
dignity, Latin, in her . 'jate reserves and the light alertness

of spirit that gleamed ^irough, the race elements were so finely

balanced in her that one could not always tell, at a given
moment, which would prevail; and the piquancy of uncertainty
enhanced her charm. Even in seriousness, her eyes had a soft

radiance, as if some inner light shone through. He said to
himself "She is a 'lantern-bearer'": and he was right. Each
friendly talk they achieved, however brief, illuminated some
fresh facet of her unobtrusively individual personality.

Her interest, at this time, was chiefly focussed on the coming
concert: . "i it was one evening in the drawing-room— after a
committee on the programme— that he struck a spark from
her which took him completely by surprise.

It arose out of a letter from Van, asking if he might bring
Karl along on the 30th. They would both be going down that
day and Karl seemed rather keen. Would Derek be a good
chap and square it with Forsyth? He might add, by way of

inducement, that Karl could 'tootle a bit on the fiddle.' It

was a secret vice; but if polite pressure were applied he might
be persuaded to oblige.

After dinner, when the ladies had left them, Derek put for-

ward Van's request: and it lit a wicked gleam in Mark's eye.

"He's a pretty cool customer!— Springing an extra man on

I
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tis at the eleventh hour; and one of his beastiy Schonberes into
the bargain."

«tI'?"^ i^""'^
beastly," Derek retorted with a touch of heat.

He s a thorough good chap. And his sentiments are as soimd
as my own."
"Pity he was so regrettably careless in his choice of a fetherl

Anyway, one's bound to say 'Yes.'"
*'Not if you mean *No."'
There was a perceptible stiffening in Derek's tone; and

Mark gave his shoulder a friendly shake. "AU serene, old
man. I never can resist getting a rise out of you over your
preaous VanI We'U swallow his Schonberg this time- and
you can teU him two items on the fiddle is the price of his bedlNow for the Committee."

It was drawn up, informally, in the square bay window that
looked out upon the terrace and the pines, and caught the last
of the sun. Only Sister Barton and Honor wore uniform. The
othCT two had taken an evening off. Miss de Vigne occupied
her favourite comer on the cushioned window-seat, whence one
had a glimpse of blue distances beyond. She wore a smoke-
coloured gown, very straight and simple, with fihny sleeves*
her only ornament a medallion set with diamonds. Its ob-
verse, Derek now knew, was a lifelike miniature of Tack
The other three were knitting. She had an open book on her
lap. He had discovered, at Silversands, that she was a genuine
reader.

While Mark lowered himself into his big chair, Derek sat
down in the window opposite her.

"What's the special subject?" he asked, in response to her
welcoming smile.

She held up the book to him and he read: "Psyckologie des
Foides. Gustave Le Bon."
"Rather stiff stuff, isn't it?"

^
"Yes. But fascinating. Don't give me away," she added

in a lower tone— "I was devouring it till one o'clock this
morning."

"And up at seven I That won't do."
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"It's my only chance," she pleaded. "And as I don't sufTer

les Joules gladly, it's up to me to try and temper my 'prejudice'
with knowledge I"
Derek affected exaggerated surprise. "Foil— indulging in

slang!"

"Is it not permitted—ever? I rather love that one. And
I quite miss some of your Canadian gems."

Just then Mark announced that Van had asked leave to bring
Karl Schonberg, his assistant Agent. "Derek goes bail he
won't pmch the silver and is plus royaliste que le rot. No
objections, I hope?"
"My dear— of course not," from Sheila. But Derek, who

was watching Miss de Vigne, saw the breeze of some strong
emotion pass over her face. The minute gold flecks in her eyes
became sparks of fire. Her brows went up; her lips parted.
The next moment they were deliberately compressed; and tiun-
ing her head away, she sat quietly watching the enchantment
of the pinewood penetrated by the last rays of the sun.
No one seemed to have noticed anything; but Derek suddenly

remembered that he had seen those sparks in her eyes at Silver-
sands; and he was thinking: "If she dislikes Karl as much as
that, it's an awkward lookout for Van."
He decided to take courage and broach the subject, if char.ce

favoured him.

The programme settled. Sister Barton and Honor went oft to
the wards. Sheila retired with Mark to the grand piano at the
end of the room; and Derek remained sitting in the window
with Gabrielle de Vigne.

In response to her half-smile, he said impulsively: "Miss
de Vigne, I couldn't help noticing— I hope you're not very
much annoyed—

"

"But I am — horribly annoyed. I am very angry— with
your brother," she flashed out, to his complete astonishment.
Two spots of colour glowed in her cheeks and the sparks were
alight again in her eyes. "It is a failure in tact— unlike
him— bringing his German friends here. To me the very
word Schonberg is a red rag. I told you— long ago—

"
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"Yes. I remember very well. It led to Jacko speaking out
for the first time."

"It led— he led to the break between Jacko and Dad. You
can't know— as I do— how it hurt them both. And he cared
no more than if he had squashed a mosquito that was worrying
him. You think me a vengeful Latin? But no! I can't for-
give that detestable man, nor think decently of his family.
Mon Dieu, nonl"
The last was a fierce whisper; and the whole was spoken with

such passionate vehemence that Derek was taken aback;
though he liked her none the less for that spontaneous self-
revealing.

"But poor old Kaxl is only half Schonberg," he urged, with
Van at the back of his mind.
"Half too much for my taste. I used to see, too often, a

look of that man in his curious eyes. And that thickness of the
nose— " Her shiver of distaste was genuine. "I believe he
is better than the others. But if you'd had to put up with
them and their friends for more than twenty years— perhaps
you would understand—

"

She was herself again now, collected and cool.
"I do understand," said Derek, returning her smile. "I

rather misjudged him myself. And I feel the connection comes
hard on him. He's very much his mother's son, and he's had a
thorough-going English education."

"Yet he still has the hateful German mentality that plans
and calculates and never shows its hand. That is their way of
reserve. The Englishman hides his feelings— the German
hides his intentions—

"

"Yes. Ours is a matter of character, the training in self-
control that we get at our despised Public Schools and Univer-
sities. Theirs is chiefly mental—

"

"But altogether mental!" The inner fire was flaring up
again. "They wallow in their emotions. They conceal their
thoughts. They are always working deliberately for some hid-
den purpose. Ruthlessly they discard the superfluous ; and they
hardly ever give themselves away— as Englishmen so often do.



HANDMAID OF THE GODS 329

out of sheer honesty. It is a part of their uevilish efficiency
and half the secret of their success. True? "

Derek sighed -was she thinking of John Burlton and of
Van—

?

^
"BittCTly true. In the way of guile, we are like children

in then: hands. The trouble is- shaU we ever be otherwise? "
She was silent a moment, gazing into the glory of the sun-

set with dreamy, troubled eyes. Then she said, very low "Ah— how one is shaken by that fear when one's mind staggers
under each fresh, hideous revealing. Over here they don't al-

i

together realize— how should they? But when one has been
so long m France— tortured, heroic France—

"

Her hand dosed sharply on the window ledge; and the si-
lence that fell between them was charged with understanding.

Presently she looked round and said in her Ughter manner:
Now perhaps you see why I was angry? I have no use

for them— halves or wholes— however innocuous they mav
appear." ' ^

u^^^
^erek's keen sense of Justice could not leave it at that.

Miss de Vigne, I give you my word Karl is thoroughly anti-
German. He's in a hard position, poor chap. Is it kind to
make things harder for him? We had a straight talk about it
all soon after I came home."
By way of pnjoi he gave her the gist of it, punctuated with

vigorous comment; but he could feel, aU the while, that he was
makmg small impression upon her steel-clad antagonism.
"Do you suggest that Karl was lying?" he demanded at last

with a challenging look.

Her shrug had the true French quaKty. "I suggest nothing
so unpoUte! But I distrust them utterly. There is always
some under-motive—

"

" WeU, I am glad I'm not in his shoes!" Derek broke in, only
half m joke. "Goodness knows I'm a hard-believing sceptic.
But I flatter myself I know an honest man when I meet him.
It's cruel of you to shake the little faith I possess!

"

At that she shifted her eyes from the sunset glory, and the
smile she gave him atoned for her obstinacy. "But don't let
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I sincerely hope it is justified— for
fM shake your faith,

every one's sake."

"So do I. And you might give Karl a chance to prove it
on Friday." He hesitated; then, looking full at her, he said:
"\ou know— he is a great friend of Van's."

' She returned his look steadily. He fancied she changed
colour ever so little.

^ "i4n</ the father— unfortunately," she said in a low voice.
"Mr. Blount is so clever, so charming, it seems strange— he
has so little— perception. Of course I would never talk to him
like this

—

"

Mark and Sheila had left the piano and were coming towards
them.

"How about that last thing, Gay?" he asked. "Not quite
catchy enough?"
This time her faint flush was unmistakable. "Oh, I'm so

sorry, dear. I'r afraid I wasn't properly attending. We were— rather engrossed—

"

^^

Mark glanced from one to the other with an approving smile.
''
Great is the truth . . . I" he said good-humouredly. "We can

mflict it on you again."

^
Derek returned to his 'bunk' that night more than ever

mterested in the girl whose acquaintance he should by rights
have made years ago— in Jacko's day— if he had not been
such a backward beggar in that respect. An increasing in-
terest deepened his concern for Van's prospects of success.
Mark was right, she was a real woman. She ought to have the
real big thing. And surely she could be trusted to evoke it; in
which case he would back her to cure Van of Schonbergitis and^w out the best in him— if any woman could. He supposed
Van mtended to try his luck on Friday:— and his luck had
been proverbial from the day he was bom.

' I'MiitJ
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fitness and willingness to accept one who was heir to great
estates; and the adequacy of her own little fortune as a con-
tribution to their partnership. Both her French blood and a
touch of her obstinate pride came m there. As to the man
himself— though he had not yet stirred the deeps, she already
felt for him a very real tenderness, faintly tinged, at time
with amusement. His attitude to his country— at once de-
tached and insular— jarred with her own imperial outlook;
and the Schonberg obsession must cease, if he wanted to make
her his wife. Her girlhood had been haunted by that intrusive
element. It could not be allowed to overshadow her marriage.
She would make things clear to him:— save him from himself
and them. She believed the match would please her step-
father; and Jacko's 'Dirks' for a brother-in-law would be
something of a possession.

If, in Van, she saw the potential lover, in Derek, she saw the
potential friend. Long ago, at Silversands, she had recognized
him as a real personality; had detected the hidden intensity,
the queer, still strength that fitted him for suflFering. And
now, when she watched him limping along beside her other
charges, in the ill-fitting blue coat, it hurt her to remember the
sun-tanned, clean-cut man he was at Victoria, with the breath
of Canada's great woods about him and the tang of her racy
^ech on his lips. He had lost Jack. He had lost his poor
little wife. It began to look as if he might lose the best part of
his health. From all accoimts he had no mother worth men-
tioning; and the latent mother in her— divining his need—
yearned over him the more.

It was her instinctive attitude towards the whole race of
man. In her eyes they were beings of a larger sphere; very
splendid, yet, in some ways, divinely stupid; and more pathetic-
ally dependent on the loyal co-operation of their women-folk
than they seemed able to realize or willing to admit. And War,
that had made heroes of them, had made them also more than
ever dependent, more than ever appealing. She had learnt
from the great-hearted women of France to call the maimed
*ks glorieux'i and, for herself, every poilu, every Tommy she
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neither time nor inclination for such fascinating spiritual ex-
cursions. Her mind was resolutely set on the matter in hand—
to quench that other Gabrielle, who, by this time ought to know
better; to reassert the supremacy of the true Gabrielle Honor^
de Vigne:— a remcamation, according to Xante filise, of the
famous Gabrielle Honors, her own great-grandmother, who had
shone in the salons and carried her aristocratic head proudly
through the Terror. Since there was no elder to be stem with
her, she must be stem with herself.

*'Ma foil Qu'as-iu done, Gabrielle?" she addressed her own
image in her crispest voice. "You— turned twenty-six, clam-
ouring for sentimental thrills like any green girl ! If Mr. Blount
honours you with an offer of marriage— you will accept him.
VoUd tout/"

Apparently the other Gabrielle had nothing to say for herself;
not a leg to stand on—
Then she remembered her men who must not be kept waiting

for their breakfast, though the heavens fall.

She spent a strenuous morning with them in the weavers'
entertainment hall. Mark and Sheila were in command of
affairs; and Derek, defying his limp, instituted himself her
right-hand man. Formal rows of seats were relegated to the
back of the hall. The rest was given over to a more scattered
grouping of chairs and tables and massed plants: a friendly
setting for the smoking concert that the men considered the
cream of the evening. Those of them who had a personal share
in the programme frankly regarded their own contribution as the
pivot of interest; and advertised the fact with the unblushing
egotism of children.

Gabrielle, in addition to her own items, had consented to
accompany most of them. Though not a highly skilled mu-
sician she had a genuine gift for accompanmient; and the men
had soon discovered that when she played for them they lost
their nervousness and sang their best. In consequence she had
been 'snowed under' with urgent requests and had acceded to
them all. Finally, at the eleventh hour, Mark was added to
tiie list.

imm~i
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just now. IVe settled hr^r n/1 f • ^^^ ~~ ^^^ ^^^«i
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"Oh-my dear!" she said on an indrawn breath R„f i,-
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"

^
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!
— Has he told you? "

"But no- not a syllable! He imagines he has left it to
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you." Then she knelt down by the sofa and gatliered Sheilarnto her arms. "Oh~«a m»e/" she whisperS/h^Sn. h«
'^6i^n^'"^Lr' You were riSTafterTi"
Of course I was. "Sheila answered, with her divine obstinacy.

dinging to Gay and thinking of Mark- only of Mark, th^^'
^a^nat^t^demess of his parting kiss and the veiled triumph^

.i,ilS? ^^^ ¥T"' ^"^ cautiously negotiated the brood^ow stairs, had gone straight to the studio, to be alone^theGreat Certainty that stm dazzled his braii.

"^*'^°®^"»

T^ese last weeks he had scarcely dared to let himself hope— /ina now—

I

*^

Wynchcombe Friars- the place and people he loved- wereat least, potentiaUy secure to his father's line. A son -ITmust be a son- would fiU his own place when the word came
for him to pass on The distracting mider-sense, that half hisw^k would be undone by Uncle Everard, need haunt Mm n^

And high above his own virile triumph at having made goodagamst heavy odds soared the supreme fact that Sheila-n^more beloved and worshipped than at this moment-Had notlost all m renouncing all— ^^ luiu noi

The thought of her made him restless to be with her againHe ghnced at the clock. Too soon. He must wai? a^'Give her a ch^ce with Gay. The vision of GabrieUe spm^g
Tt^ "^^ back to hhn and he thought: "There went^b^
mother. She must have known. Hope to God she doesn't

ICU.
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Chapter V
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Such worth as this is,

SkaUfix my flying wishes
And determine them to kisses.

xr . ,
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Van amved at Wynchcombe Friars that evening in th^ Wf «*

^£?7- '
^5,^,5^P ^d clear after a momhig oTsto^and Karl in a friendly humorous mood '

"By the way," Van had remarked suddenly as th*. <««.«me mto view "I suppose you must Cbio^^dlVigne pretty weU in the old days ? " ^ "^^

JaS^^BS'iw"t'°'\'^:^^^^^^d«^«^her-and
•'^V , ^^™ ^ ^^ *»«• for about four years."

bhe s come on a lot since then."
' "One saw that she would."

tSt T^-.fc» ' •
.
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Sheaa, 'doing the ^^^S^wlTj'c^.Tr^^
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dramatic lights, who were neither yoxrng nor smart, nor con-
spicuously personable. The sole exception was a girl in a
flame-coloured gown and a necklace of scarabs; thin, eager,
intense, with eyes like saucers; the kind of girl Van would go
miles out of his way to avoid. Mark introduced her as a rising
violinist; but Van soon passed on, leaving Karl to make what
he could of her intensities.

Perplexity simmered in him; and his thrill subsided into a
very unromantic fit of annoyance As they filed into the dining-
room, he had a passing impulse to ask outright what had be-
come of her. But he thought: "Better wait a bit. Might
look too pointed." And before the soup plates were removed.
Sheila volunteered the information that the others had gone
down to the Hall and were having a scratch supper on the
spot.

"Gay is tremendously keen," she added. "And Derek has
been helping her valiantly. We're all so devoted to him. It's
lovely having him here."

And Van thought: "Hang it all, I know well enough what a
first-rate chap Dirks is."

He also knew there were ungenerous moments when he re-
sented Miss de Vigne's trick of quoting his brother's opinion;
her implied reliance on his judgment, especially in matters con-
nected with the War. Certainly it began to look as if there
was bigger stuff in old Dirks than any of them had ever given
him credit for. No harm if he made friends with her— so
long as it went no farther. Never do for the poor chap to get
let in—

Probably they were having no end of mild fun at their 'scratch
supper'; and here was he— bored stiff with Mrs. Macnair's
immaculate collection of art treasures! He always felt out of
it with a musical crowd. And there was Karl exceeding the
s]3eed lunit with the flame-coloured atrocity. A dam-sight live-
lier, than he had been in the car. Queer, unaccountable beggar,
Karl.

As for Miss de Vigne— what the devil was he to infer from
her unexpected move? She could not pretend to be unaware
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that he had let himself in for a rather borin? entertainment
entirely on her account. It was joUy imfair on a man and
not her style. But underneath his surface annoyance, he felt
keener than ever for a sight of her—

It was nearly eight when Mark and his party entered the
concCTt haU, that was rapidly filling up. Van— looking out
Cor the familiar figure in wedgwood blue and winged cap—
experienced the surprise of his life at sight of an altogether new
Gabnelle de Vigne, transformed from a mere war-worker into
a lovely and distinguished-looking woman of his own world.
Her simple semi-evening dress was a sheer delight to his fas^
tidious eye. Some sort of filmy grey stuff it was, that showed
silver hghts when she moved: two rows of soft grey fur round
the hem; a wide black sash shot with silver; and wood violets
at her breast. A bar of diamonds held them in place; and her
only other ornament was a single row of pearls perfectly
graduated and matched. AU this he saw and relished, while
she greeted the 'art treasures* with her inimitable ease.
When his turn came, he held her hand closely and said in a

low tone: "You took my breath away. Why weren't you ud
there?" ^ ^
"Bad of me?" she queried Ughtly; "I'm afraid I shirked the

celebnties— and they w;>jited me down here. I hoped you'd
understand— and forgive !

"

"Easier to do the first than the last." For a moment his
eyes lingered in hers, then drop^ d to the flowers at her breast
"Du-ks?" he asked boldly.

"No. Robin— my shell-shocK ..oy. He picked every one."
And Van felt perceptibly reUeved. "Why didn't you let on?

I d have brought you lilies."

"Too kind! But the unforgiven would be undeserving
And I love the wild things best."

"Unrepentant— anyway!" murmured Van, with one of his
looks; and became aware of Karl at his elbow. ''Is an intro-
duction necessary?" he asked. "Karl, here, says he used to
know you 'when all the worid was young'— what?"
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Yes— years ago," she said with a perceptible stiffening of
manner. " We've most of us travelled a long way since then."

Karl— who was gazing at her with all his eyes— stood
mumchance and barely touched her hand.

"Hul-/o/" mused Van, frankly dismayed. "If she's anti-
Schonberg, it may mean rocks ahead."
And, as GabrieUe turned to greet a newcomer, he drew his

mend on to where Derek and Cummins stood, a little apart—
very conspicuous in their ill-fitting hospital blue.

"Rough luck on Dirks," reflected Van. He was always sym.
pathetic when his own barometer stood high. "Does his best
to get snuffed out in his country's service, and by way of thanks,
they convert him into a guy."
His greeting of Karl left nothing to be desired: and Van—

having launched them— secured a seat near Miss de Vigne,
just as the stout contralto came forward to make her bow.

She was followed by the flame-coloured atrocity, who averted
her artistry by inflicting on that unoffending aowd an orgy of
discord as lurid as her own gown; a bewildering welter of sound
that evoked no answering stir of the spirit or heart; no 'linger-
ing waves of sweetness and regret.'

' I call that a gratuitous assault upon the nervous system— what?" Van murmured to Miss de Vigne, leaning confi-
dentially down to her, because her chair was a little lower than
his own. "Hard on the men. They get their fill of unholy
noises over there. I thought Mrs. Macnair was by way of
being sympathetic—"

"Not 'by way of,'" Gabrielle corrected him. She was
enchanting when she smiled, like that, with her eyes. "Miss
Polwheel was thrust upon her at the last moment The others
have come to give pleasure, not to show offI"
And so it proved.

For Van, their lively alternations of speech and song were
mere unregarded accompaniments to his low-toned talk with
the girl beside him. For the first time he felt intimately in
touch with Gabrielle, the woman. And he was beginning to
realize how the sedate hospital uniform had coloured his whole
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id^ of her; how discreetly it minimized her physical gracesand threw mto high reUef the quaUties essential for her wmTNow behold a transformation! And his ahnost feminine eye

Fauhl^r^ °Vk'°' ^^"^ ^^" '^^8 of her charms.
raulUess, the hne of her neck from ear to shoulder, the curve of
her breasts, the gleam of shapely arms through her long trans-
parent sleeves.

'^

And her h^I Free of that puritanical cap, it swept backfrom her forehead, duskily soft, like a cloud. It had smoke-
blue shadows and coppery gleams where it caught the light
x-rom her parting- a Uttle to one side- the clear sweep of iiwas broken by one long graceful wave that ran slantwise over
the orown of her head. "Nature -or the latest thing in

^*S .'^ J^ wondered, Van-like; and, after due inspection,
voted for Nature.

i^^ww,

Seated a UtUe above her, he could let his eyes take their fiU
of her, while she remained intent on her precious entertain-
ment- divmely unaware. More than once his attention re-
verted to her remarkable pearls that gleamed like drops of
moonhght on the brunette tint of her skin. Who was the
lucky devil pnvileged to give her pearls like that? A sudden
possessive thrill of jealousy stirred in his veins.
During the pauses, they achieved snatches of intimate talk-

and he ventured on more than one direct compliment, exultingm his power to call the blood into her cheeks.
To-night he was pre-eminenUy his social self; ready with the

flatteries and smaU change of his own world. He forgot to
play up to her points of view; forgot, ahnost, that she had
pomts of view. And at the back of his brain lurked a vague
disturbmg sense that he was being swept towards the Inevitable
faster than he intended; losing his hold on the reins—
He looked forward keenly, if a UtUe apprehensively, to the

mformal half of the evening.

It began when the last of the Londoners had contributed his
nute; when they had aU been refreshed at the buflfet and sped
on their way with thanks and cheers. 'Locals,' who had no
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taste for mateur music, flavoured with woodbines, departed
also; and the men - having enjoyed themselves well enough in
other people s wp.y~ now prepared to do so in their own
\an, revertmg hopefully to 'the Forsyth box,' found Gay

prepanng to ascend the platform.
He looked whimsicaUy aggrieved. "What are you running

oil for? I thought you were only on once—

"

"Yes— offidaUy. But I'm booked for nearly aU the accom-
pamments as well 1

"

/ -^c »cw>in

"Confound their cheek! The notion was— you were toaccompany me. What else did I scoot down aU this way for ? "
And what else have I been doing for the last hour?"
Come along, Gay," Mark caUed to her from the stage.

Unable to manage the steps, he had entered from the wings
and was greeted with a storm of cheers. When these subsidwi
Van oflFered GabrieUe his arm.
She drew back, flushing a Uttle, as if she guessed that he

attached some deeper significance to the simple act of poUteness.

^j^JJ"^^,an independent person. Besides— the formality's

fJ^^'^T
^°"^*^- I^'s a privilege." His voice dropped atone. "As a pure act of gradousness . . . ?"

"Ot— if you put it that way —I"
^ith a suspidon of a shrug she laid her finger-tips on his

iJl"^^
^PPlause as he led her to the piano, and returned hold-ing hunself a shade more erect than usual

T^^T^f^^!^^'^^^^
particular star, he made straight for

Sw ^4 "^' Y^o seemed to have a good deal to say to eadi
othCT. Smce when?" he wondered, mildly intrigued. But

^Sur'thS'^~ "'''" "^"^ °^' ^ ^- ^-^« -

"Never before-and never no more?" queried Van. He
felt incapable of seriousness- even a trifle light-headed.
"Would you bdieve it, Dirks- 1 haven't been favoured wiU
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a scrape of his precious fiddle since Oxford days. Yet he'll
stand up to oblige a crowd of Tommies."

Karl frowned and looked xmcomfoiiable. "Oh, well — it's
up to us all to do what we can for them. In my case little
lenough."

"You don't outgrow your modesty, old manl"
"Oh, shut it— they've begun. What a rare fine voice he has."

" Scots wha hae wi' Wallace bled!

Scots whom Bruce hath often ledl"

TTie greatest of all battle-songs rang clear and commanding
through the hall; and Mark— leaning an elbow on the piano— looked more vital and vigorous than those who had hoped
against hope, through the black weeks of his ordeal, had ever
thought to see him look again.

Before the last verse, he shouted: "Back me up, boys, if vou
know the words." ^ ^

And the response— the deep, dragging roar of men who are
puttmg then- backs into it— swept the polite section of the
audience metaphoricaUy off its feet. For the space of three
minutes even Van was lifted an inch or so off the ground. He
could see Miss de Vigne's lips moving and her eyes shining
away there at the piano. He wanted to extinguish them all
that he might catch the sound of her voice. And his detached
self thought, "Steady on! I'm going the pace like any enam-
oured youngster.— Hullo! Encore, is it? Forsyth's quite a
nut at the game."

This time it was Wallace's virile slumber song: "Son of Mine"— man and boy, couched in the heather, under the stars. It
was an old favourite of his mother's; and Mark had chosen it
on impulse. She would understand. So would Gay. But
what matter?

They did imderstand very weU.
Gabrielle rose from the piano with tears in her eyes. "You've

got back your voice— and something more," she said; and her
heart added: "If only Sheila could have heard him! If she
could see him now!"

i.i
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.# ,.?

g »•. #>.

" Can I be any use ? " she asked politely.

to»T::?ts.°""'-
»"«^'''"-*'« you." ".-id with,

''May I know what it's going to be?"
"Nothing elaborate. Just a serenade.**
"Gounod?"

Ja^""'
"^''^ ^^ ?° unknown man." He looked away from her.addmg m a less formal tone: "It's caUed 'Serenade at a VUla'

~ATth!fE''**T
"^ ^'T^S*^ poem. Do you know it?"At that her politeness thawed a Uttle. "But yes. I knowmy Browmng mside out and upside downl Thank you forteUing me. Now I can foUow the idea."

ir.^^
"»e at her approach. She was constrained to take

^i^H^^-1^ ^'"^"^ ^" ^^^^' ^d Van opined that
it nught be diplomatic to put in a word for his friend

aJ:,"^ f^r7Z ^^^ *° ""^^ ^^^" ^« ^^ "He's a giddy
dfbutant. Deadly nervous." ^ ^

" I saw that. Does he play well ? "

A WnS T^v'^ ^'^^J ??
^°"*- ^'^ dead nuts on music.A kind of religion with him—

"

"HushI" she commanded softly, "let him speak for himself."

rfJir*K P'f
"**f

°^ ^*»^' shuddering notes, like the rumble of
distant thunder, there emerged- dear and tender- the open-

^^ ^Jl^ '°'^^^* * "^'^S, haunting air that caught atthe heart because it sprang from the heart: low-toned at firstbut swelhng to a chmax of impassioned > earning that brokeupon the la^t note, ahnost as a voice breaks on the final word
of an appeal foredoomed to fail —
FoUowed a weird scurrying interlude, like wind among leaves-and again, famUy crescendo, those shuddering notes as of dis^lant storm.

Gabrielle saw it aU, felt it aU, as in a waking dream-the
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siJ^ summer night heavy with cloud, 'when there rose no

frnT.K • • •.• ^^^* ''^^' fr°"^ "^^ flyj Not a Klimmer

oZ^'^T'L^^ ^^^^ ^^"^' '»^ ^d«^ fast and

t^^ .^^ ^'''^. ^°"" ^ ^^ 8^«»- * shadow amongshadows -- the serenader, keeping his lonely tiyst, pouring outhis heart to the invisible She . . .

' ^ *
F"unng oui

*My love, my one, my all!'

«o?M*^^i.^ ^^^^^ ^^"^ ^^^^"^ ^o^ce or violin sang thewords m her bram, as the haunting melody renewed its plead!mg, more msistent, more passionate than before

.i^!°T.d''^ ^.^y '^^ "^^^ ^^ ^^ »t ill.
' The pas-sion and the pleading broke in waves of melody against^^

l^l^>ir°^,^^^*^^- And the form in theS^J
t^^ iT'^^rF^^''^ ^ portent -of the Grand Im-pukion which so far had neither stirred the blood in her veinsnor shak«i the poise of her spirit. As yet, she was mistr^^

rlZ" T^ ^r^
something warned her she would not longranam so if she hstened to much more of that music Whatdid It want of her? Why would it not let her be?Agam and again the melody returned, with a Beethoven-like

insistence and simplicity unashamed; riing like afoS Z:
-SXm-f"'"^ luring her, irresistibly, toward wSJt

on^r °°? ^^ ^^^"^ ^^'^y ^* ^^- His eyes were fixed

was nlk^l t
'*'° conviction tingled through her that he

II^i^^^ ^"^
"f."*"^ P'^^* ^^t 1^«^- The discovery^ "".r".
""^ ^^ ^^- She was back in the concSMa^ongjhe flags and the plants and the increasing aroma of

Listinctivdy die looker' round and caught Van's eyes alsomtent upon her face.
^

"What happened to you?" he asked, under his breath. "Isp^e twice.— You never even heard me "
The blood ran up into her cheeks. "When people are play-

«^v^'!^T '°'.^"'^' *^ ^^ °^^ ^^<^^ theln of Jacko'senemy and Evan Blount's friend.
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So strangely had his music softened her, that she suffered a
twinge of self-reproach at thought of her ungracious greeting.
If, as Derek said, he really hated the German connection, he
might be sensitive about it. She remembered how he had
tentatively tried to be friends with herself and Jack, and how
they had snubbed his advances in their young, adamantine way.
With Jacko enthroned in her heart, it was hard not to detest
the very name of Schonberg. But Derek said he was straight;
and certainly his music was wonderful. She would tell him so
afterwards— try and atone.

It was nearing an end now. The air returning in a minor
key grew fainter and fainter. Not a man stirred in the hall.
From softness to softness the melody moved: piano, pianissimo:
a queer, breaking sound like a snapped lutestring: and again
that low shuddering note— a mere aftermath of storm. . . .

For at least two minutes the impressive silence held . . .

Then, as Karl reverently laid the violin to rest, the clapping
began in earnest, and vociferous shouts of 'Encore I' Plainly
overwhelmed, he smiled and bowed, rather stiffly, and de-
scended the steps, in spite of wholesale remonstrance from the
xaen.

Mrs. Macnair, in her impulsive fashion, went forward and
shook hands with him heartily. Mark was not far behind her;
and Gabrielle, seeing her chance, followed suit.

Still the clapping went on: and Sergeant Baird came up to
them. "They're a' wantin' that tur-r-n agen, sir," he said;
and Karl appealed mutely to Mrs. Macnair.
"I couldn't play it -- like that, again."
"Of course you couldn't," she answered feelingly. "But it*s

a triumph. You moved them. A wonderful little thing: who
wrote it?"

Karl grew redder than ever. '-It's anonymous— unpub-
lished -- I'm fond of it. I wasn't sure if the men would care."

"Well, you have their answer I You simply must give them
something else. Do you play Dvorak's things?

"

"Yes— but I'm not top-hole at execution; and they need—
the piano."
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f«W '^^r^^^'S ?^^"'"" interposed with eagerness un-feigned. I've played them with my Uncle, in Cana^
visihUrote^-""'"^'^^^-" Karl stammered.

"But I shall be proud—

"

^""^tyX^^^u' ^1^ f^tionatdy took hold of herana. She » the pUlar of the show. Blount never let on vT^

^ 'l,t^v'
'.'. " ^"h«»'" Kai' ""'wered, recovering his

t.::::^,,,c^-,^ "" "^""' '^""S" I'v« had good

wh/c!^M".! -" J,*
'Pirf' °' ","W """"-red GabrieUe,wu' u.i. i 'Lo.^enerous by halves.

thit'hi ''i^ri'Jn'h'^''^ r^^^' ^"' ^^ ^y^^ ^<^ intent look

^Vr Jf;^'^ ^^^ when he was playing.

coU '-'V
^''

"J™"""^ P°"^^y' ^^ «ff^«l his arm. She
w' •. ,'i'

' ^" ^^^' ^d a "^o^se of a thought creot L^

iJidlL?^ ^^f.'*
^y ^^«°^^^« ^t might^hav^^blenattached to her earlier surrender

^^
With her hand on his sleeve they went forward together^e strangen^ of it struck home -and the inconsSc^!*Two hours earlier, she would have scouted the idea but ^1?.djvme discord between words and actions shew™lo^'She did not piess that the two brothers were w^tSgZ^sh^ent, with characterisUcaUy opposite thougK^^

^J^Ready?" Karl asked when he had settled her at the

thft^t'^J^'^t^l'"^^ "P ^* ^™'' with an air of confidence

und^ his chm; and between them they brought down the

As they left the platform, Karl said boldly under cover ofacclamations: "You have the true tnft tI ;= <. .
too Uttle recognized."

^^' ^^ ^ * ^« o°e> and

"It is the woman's gift, par excellencer she answered, evad-
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ing the personal note. "But women are not content to accompany these days."
"That means they are not content— to inspire. And ifever they give up that— God help the worldl"^y were back among the others now- and congratulations

Derek had sUpped into GabrieUe's vacant seat: and Karls^ed two chairs for hirnseh" and her, just near 'enough for

^S Ph ^^^ "^^ ^'^ }^^ ^^ stage: -Cummhis in

h^i^^ i^^P^ *'™'' ^^^' ^^ ^ bagpipes and Hieh-andflmg; Barnes, at his brightest and best ^L imprommutub-thumpmg oration addressed to 'them that are3?^nder o'er us,' and significanUy christened 'Twistin' tSL

Jne'Lis'^c?""'"'
'^'^' ""^ ^"" '^^^^^ ^^^^^^

h "^L*^' ^ '^' ^^ ^" Vigne," he said leaning towards

for a hvely American Corpoml- 'gone British for the T^.t^on - her own moment arrived. The men gave her a rous-

ZdteTw H t ''^^t^
^'™'^' *^^ PulsT fluttering h«

on1 fpiri^'
^"^"^ "^^ '"^^ «^^^^ «^ ^°^dence fkcts

.nH^ .T^'f.^.^*.^^
"^^^'^^ ** ^«- breast moved unevenlyand he thought: "She's a shade nervous. But, bv Jove -Se^s^ppmg The poise of her. A wicked shame' to Mde a tCtlike that m a cast-iron collar."

Then ^e began to speak in that clear, low-pitched voice of

least rmark I am gomg to give you Kipling's ' France '

"

B/^aZt"" '^' """"^ " '«- ^ *^-'' ^ very

For the first few stanzas her voice kept its level quietness:
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.*J^r_VS'wte'r^ '-""^-altogether ne.
strife ^i-^^X^^^i'^^r^,'^ r'""*brotherhood in anns Md thi JT^' .

^''^'" «'<">' °f

j^^
m arms, and the sonorous echo of the opening

"ly^°^^r' '"'!™ '"'»*mcc; lifted over aU

evei> soul that loves and serves its kindl"

At this point Van became awar*. tKo* u
Derek; that she seen,edTbe Zl^th " rf,r»»^ «°
to him Half aT«,.o^j u li-

^P^^"^g those last hnes directly

Karl seemed smitten. "Since when -?" 1,^ • ^ ^^ °^'*

second time that evening ^ ^^ ^"^^ ^o' ^e

th^^sfe'^^ItS t'
Joined In calls for an encore, and

unsuspecting and entS^n tK
^ \^ the pockets of tht

ness, the French eaietv rrflf oit^^' ,.
^^^ lightness and swift-

ymT. •
*^^««,^o«^ of his own worlT

^^"'^^^^^^

she L^ th^nSr
"' ^^!^ ""^ ^^^^^e inflecUons of tone

p7m!!l • •
'^'^^ ^^« Avidly before their evJ«Paragot, m veiveteens and rakish AInim. w L^,^

^^' ""

went; Narcisse quarrelling fSv^^h hi 'A^^^*^
^ ^^^

a flower stall; the succul^r^Sgtastl^"? ^^""^^
Paragot, in excelsh n„tt;n„ k . ., ^ ^^ '^ ^''^^^<' ^ancej
,

K
,
m exceisu, putting the devU into the dancers' feet;
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greedy of adulation, however cheap, spuming its exoressim, I'nfcancs and sot^, when honest BuAquTtte^on thTh^^ard

nrrl„!Ijr^ ^^«^hingly naked fowl
' on her lap- orUvprevented from weeping outright by the a^.'ful thread 'If you

X^dTw':!^ ^^^ ^ ^- -»t and I shaU uJow it^ut

bI^T' 8*f
«^o"«^d to receive her, was forestaUed by SerjeantBaird with a bouquet of cowslips and violets.

^ ^^
t^yinVtX^^t'^^hrs^^e r^^«Tt;!^n?^"^ ^^

"iT'

'^%'%tT': ?f,^pi"cSthJ^;;eTheri,''^

X. ?M if o
^"^^ ^" emotion. Then, mounting a few steos

Iftt^t r" aloft, bowing and smiling her d^L;!^;'^''

wi^t'^M "^I'^f^
^^'^ ^^ °^"^' ^d ^e 'sing-song' concludedwith mJd rd&eshments. The four women dispens^ c^^ andSte a'l't of"
"°"'"^ 'r^ ^' tabKghbg Lijojung Uke a lot of overgrown schoolboys, completely at theirease; and the atmosphere became thicker^han^ve? %abri^^^

van.^ut once, durmg a comparative lull at her comer hishpped in his question about her necklace.
'
^^

Is it quite out of order," he said in a lowered voice "to

I,ratherthmk It is!" she rebuked him withaKe "But
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l,;Pl* '""^r^"^^ had come for more coffee and she keothm, an endless age talking about the bouquet and his viokSVan pnvately considered she carried that In of thin^t,^ S'
f:oTu TcT' ^"f":

"^ ™""' countenancethrkM

;era^l/ac";L- ^ " """-' ^"^ *^' ^ •->"*«

anfe'Je 7ntt* ^'^ "^"f * ""''^^ "'^" '''P'» observ-ant eye on them both, and approved of GabrieUe's iradou..ness to young Robin under Van's aristocratic no« *^^
presalSv "r.Z™? ""*'',.* ""*' "'^P''." •>« remarkedpresently. I always knew the men were fond of her- but tn.

»trudc._ And the great Van appear to be trembling on^e

oirection. Some women seem to be natural-bom maenets "
he said with particular deUberation. "Ifs a tZ^S^tHope she won't be spoilt by it aU " » "»* ^ca gut.

Mark laughed. "You old Puritan I Gay's not a child Anda httle wholesome admiration is twice blJ. 1^ ?aybt ^^

rtf, ™ .!ii f
«,"-»•>« """toe of brains and social sensethat aeated the salons. Pure intuition. That's the^ur^

It. Women made that way take 'some' spoiling "
^

to^^l"""""""^*- "^brieUeheiself was coming
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Chapter VI

iTlurk^ cLvSortL^Tn"""^'^^ "^^^ emphasized

longer sitiSS on^.V "^^'J
"^^^"^^ ^^ ^"^^ "o

1,0
j^ t

graceiuiiy on the fence. He knew verv well that »,»

«»8ing him fSW ^^ . ^J^u ""* """^ considerationsS whL ZS^'OT "?** *""' ^"l^: »<" to mention

^deVW ^f ""^ ''* "'^^ '« ™? At ^ events^yde^Vjgne was not for such r. he, and the sooner he^^t]

answer Wdl^L *""^«' "» ^"'^ doubt as to her

^Ta.melZ'?^ "^ """^ ">e price; and a feUow muS
^ lirf.rZtto

l"-"""" 7^- ^'"' '=^«» f°' her, it was

Pomt, at least, he did not waver. Stevenson was right. " When
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?nT '^.f' ^^ ^ ''''^^^ ^^' ^t-not even suicide butto be goodl" More especiaUy. Van reflected sleepilyrif hehappens to mairy a GabrieUe de Vignel . . .

He woke early with a sense of something tugging at hisbram He consulted his watch. Rotten luck I if^ed a^age o breakfast time; and resettling his piUow ^^Sobhvion Not the remotest use. He felt riSruslyrSand r^essness begot inspiration. It was a r^pp^*^^^^^^

Tv'ailab^^^rj
«^^ "P ^^ ^« ^^e, if a h^f llth ^^

5Ae had to be up at some inhuman hour, to give those feUowsthen- breakf^t. Thoroughly good feUows, of coi^Sl^woman like her I It was a bit too thick Wdl^in a f.w

vJh • ^^^^T."^ ^^ "^^""^ to meet her in the gardenNoUiing like striking when the mood was on -I
^

o * • ui°?^
""^^ ^^ ^ ^^ g^den. He only met a mildlv

T^IJ":^' "" ^^r J^'
empty^^ce'Cj

Se rZ J ."^ "^ ^^^^ ^ spring sunshine; and

A n^f^r °'°"'"'« ^ ^"^ ^ ^^' «^^°t o^ wallflo;^A mass of them were out under the drawing-room wind^g^e«-^tion getting up so early. Rather lie aSv^ar^baU^ore one's hostess. Everything ready and^^^a^S
If only he had her beside him now and they could stroU down

It though. Deadedly the mood was on -1 But she was not
beside hmi, worse luck. She was fooling about i^ wa^dT^h^ea^dozen men had slept, or giving them' breakfast^^clu^g
SSf^ote'nt"^'^^^'

A wonder he hadn't succumbed'

nin^°!i^^ l^* "^ ^^« ^'^^"t- So he went down into theK^ "^ "^^
"T"' -^^ ^ ^^ P--C app^e Fo

sh^k t^v ?? ^'f
^^"'' ^^^"P^ *^^t pasty-looking sheU-

S^liS^v?."^? ^r^^««^'
ii^gi"g a perambulator -ofaU unlikely vehicles! Tured of his own company, Van gave him
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a friendly greeting and discovered that the occupant of the

crop of thick black hair.

"What kind of a surprise packet is this?" he asked with mild
facetiousness. "The latest thing in convalescents --^?'.

^"^

The boy grinned and ogled his lively charge
"Lord, no sir

!
Nothin' much wrong with Hm. 'E's Nursede Vigne's baby— 'e is— the little ripper I

"

Van stared at him in speechless amazement
"Miss de Vigne's.

.
•?" he echoed; and could not bring him-

self to complete the crazy conjunction.
"Just so sir," the boy confirmed him gravely. "Ccneabng ^th 'er from Fnmce, 'e did. She thiS^ th^e worid of

gTan' find 'er"^"!^"
* "^"''' "^'^ "^^ ^^ Anna-Marree could

«n"I^^ ^'^f'/T^'.'
"^"™^ed Van strictly to himself. Foron the word, GabrieUe appeared at the front door, her whole

face tender^. Ulumined- for him? Not at all. That^
'^'DoT.^'^ ^ "^r 1,'^^°^!*^°" ^»d her ghost of a blush.Down so early! Good-morning," she said; and lifting hiscap, he went forward. **

"I say, Forsyth's too casual with these chaps " he orotested
low and hurriedly. " Young Robin, there, is takingmCs^
about that foreign kid -- belonging to you -"

^loonsiune

To his dismay she laughed outright. "Moonshine indeedlHave I never mentioned him? He's my little piou-piou- mvsoldierof France—

"

y*<^ ytuu my

flni^ii^^
^^^

^^l
^^'^'^ "^^^ «^^^ invitingly and

flourished a pau- of brown fists.

VanM'f''7^r'''
^^'" ^"^' ^"^^« ^h« bewildered

Van, she flew to the creature, and leaned over it, cooing French

But Van's eye was not delighted, nor his heart stirred. Halfa dozen words of greeting for himself -not a syllable of ex-
planation - and there she was, fussing over a stray kid under
the eyes of that half-addled boy. It was an utterly unlooked-
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for aberration of the kind he was l^ef oku *

Once she glanced towards him- but hi. c*,.~4 w

Inank Heaven! The mrl at Ia«tf a(*^, • .

^d further caresses, tht SL^J^^h^/e^a:^\or<Lt:
'

rose-^den escorted by the shell-shock boy.
^ ^ ^^^

HfH ni '
"^^^ ^^^ ^^^«^ ^^«ht into his own- but shedid not move a step towards him.

'

"Such a pathetic litUe mitel" she said "Mnt . k 1 •

in the world."
sne saia. Not a belongmg

'Better off than some of *em anvwnv »» ^7„-

WnJ^ ^"^u
^^ "" ^'? "** J"^8^- But -- am I aUowed to askHow— when -- and where ? "

«""wea 10 ask,

"NaturaUy!" She seemed pleased that he cared to h,^rEven now she was thinking <£iefly of tilt co^ld^i^^As to where- it was m a dressing-station As to wh!n twas about two months before I left France » Thi k 5
""

']
towards the balustrade, on whlS^ !LT^ted ^eS^^^pr"^^^

!

her hands pahn-downwards on the rough stone "n;,?^^^
wound^i Tommies brought in a bundleXr wh^^ hew^ITingly sohcitous. He called it his ' bit o' luggage 'anrf n^l • '

conjer of the bundle, showed me the UufXk LYTtTa:so htUe— so lost, it caught al my heart. He told me it h^roned unnoticed out of a cart packed with FretlTefugeefHe was lying there wounded and thought nothing at>oitTt Tma thin sound came from the bundle. Then he di^?^ hkis^i^o t^he road and found it was a baby, a few mot^dd'^t
cart, of course, had disappeared; so the good fellow cherished itand kept It warm till he was ' coUected ' and brought L^ou
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wouldn't believe the fuss he made of his 'little souvenir.' And
when his turn came to pass on, he couldn't bear leaving it.

The only way I could comfort him was to promise I would take
charge of it and keep it myself— if no parents were ever found.
So the pauvre petit was solemnly bestowed on me, as a parting
gift; and two months afterwiurds the poor fellow was killed."
Van emitted a murmur of sympathy. " But how about you ?'*

he added, after a pause. "Landed with a stray unaccountable
infant—

"

Her smile, at that so characteristic question, had in it a sus-
picion of pity— or was it contempt?
"France is so full of 'unaccountable infants* that one more

or less scarcely excites remark," she said; and he detected a
changed note in her voice. "Of course I could not see after
it while I worked in hospital; so a friend took him home for me
to Mrs. Macnair, who works among refugees, on the bare
chance that some one might be found to Haini him. I don't
suppose any one ever will."

"And— in that case?"
"Naturally, I keep my treasure-trove. He was a gift. I

promised."
" But— why—" He hesitated and was lost.

"Why—? Because I've a woman's heart in my body and
French blood in my veins!" she flashed out, her cheeks on fire,

the sparks alight in her eyes.

Van, being imobservant, had not noticed the orange flecks;
and their swift ignition completely took him aback. He had'
not di-eamed she could be a spitfire; and he looked aggrieved.
"I hadn't finished my sentence. You might give a fellow a
chance. I only meant why— in this way ? Aren't there plenty
of homes and things ?

"

"Of course there are, for creatures no one cares about. But
I happen to care for the child." She rose to her feet, very
erect and dignified. "We are not talking the same language.
And I ought to be getting back to my work."
But as she moved away, he followed, divided between anger

and dismay. He had failed in tact after all— and failed badly.
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"Miss de Vigne," he urged, "honour bright, I never meant
to vex you. Bat your generosity blinds you a bit—

"

He broke cff there, in impotent vexation. Derek and Karl
were comLig out of the house.
Confounding their intrusion, he hoped— vainly— that they

had not noticed anything amiss. He was leaving soon after
breakfast. He must get in another word with her somehow,md she been simply amusing herself? Didn't she care a rap
whether he was choked oflf by that beastly baby or not ?

TTiere she was making herself no end charming to old
Karl, who couldn't keep his eyes oflf her face. That was
more than he could stand, just then: and suddenly it struck
hun that a word with Derek might not be amiss. If Dirks
knew he hated the whole thing— and had an inkUng of the
reason why— he might make himself useful, being on the
spot.

So, ignoring Karl and Miss de Vigne, he sUpped a hand
tiirough Derek's arm. "Come for a stroU, old chap," he said.
We're oflf directly after breakfast."
"What's in the wind?" thought Derek, knowing his Van.
He was not left long in doubt. After a brief preamble, Van

came to business. "I say, Dirks,^' he began in a confidential
tone what the devil are Forsyth and his wife up to, encourag-
ing Miss de Vigne in her romantic noUons about that infant
she's picked up in France?"
Derek began to see Ught. "Better ask Mark yourself," he

said. It s not a Sergeant's place to lecture his CO. !

"

But Van was in no mood for chaflf.

"Don't talk piflBe. And don't come the bally Sergeant overme I There was young Robin presenting the creature to me as
Nuree de Vigne's baby.' Sentimental rot! Putting herselfm a false position. You might rub it in when you're off duty
so to speak. I'm in earnest over this affair; and — weU— you
understand how that sort of thing rubs me up, A womii's
good name—"

Derek gave him a quick look. "Miss de Vigne's good name
IS in no danger kere.'\ * ^^

s.-<l
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" In^1I!?^'? ^^'^ *'"••" '"W D««k with hfa bafflingmvitv

particular sentiment for the child."
«» ana sne nas a

" Yes. That's the deuce of it."

•IGenffaUy is— with women," munnured the saoient D«-i.fc.and at that mo,, m the blurred resonanTof tSe^^S r^^tl'

Delate. They're punctual here " «»uaun;

th^'lJ^t" " "" •«» •"" «»• Au revoir- when

"I thought it was to^norrow."
y/I can fit things in. I'Uringup."
At breakfast, Gabrielle sat near Mart .«^ u i.

She turned with a start. " What is it?
"

For a second, he looked- and felt- uncomfortable T>,«,his naUve assurance triumphed.
™«>miortable. Then

I Z''.i?"^^
" ""^^ **V^ '^"- ^^- 1 wanted to say- if

reconsider thmgs a bit I'm not asking you to chuck the kidonly to drop- the personal touch." * ^ " '° *^"^ "*« ^^»i
She shook her head.

"I don't want to seem ungradous. But I can make no

undS^-" "' "^ """"'y P"^""- "I «i»>it- 1 can't
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Besides
She smiled. "I suppose— only a woman couldl— If 1 make promises, I keep them. Good-bye "

W '^T
""^ ™.°y^" ^d bewildcment, Van held her handong«r than usual; and fancied - but could not swear to it-that his pressure was returned.
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^Chapter VIE
That which we have not dared to risk is most surdy lost of all.

Maeterlince

Van drove down to Avonleigh feeling phenomenally out of lov
with himself and life. Not a single item of his very reasonabl
expectations had been fulfilled. Miss de Vigne, for all he
breeding and her charm— not to mention her bank accoun— had shown signs of being an enigma, also a spitfire. An<
he had small use for either as a wife. Only a few hours earlie
it had been: 'Line clear. Full steam ahead.' Now it was
'Grade crossing. Go slow!' That she could risk losing him fo
the sake of a foundling baby! He wouldn't have believed it o
her. And the way she fussed over it; the look in her eyes whei
she said, 'I love the child,' so maddened him that, in th<
dustiest comer of his worldly soul, a despicable suspicion rearec
its head. He scotched it instantly; angry with himself; angriei
still with her; angriest of all with the helpless infant, who hac
dared to roll out of that cart and become a stone of stumbling
in his path. He had half a mind to go back on Sunday and tel]

her outright that she must choose between him and that beastly
infant. And again he had half a mind to stay away for some
weeks. Bring her to her senses, and trust Dirks to clear the
course. But he was in no mood for making decisions. He
felt thoroughly imsettled and aggrieved. . . .

So he sat silent, impervious to the beauty of the morning,
idly studying Karl's impassive profile and wondering: *'Is it a
sudden smite? Or is it a case of the worm i' the bud . . .?"

Being a Blount, he refrained from embarrassing his friend by
so intimate a question; and Kari also remained silent, appar-
ently intent on the car. He thoroughly enjoyed handling the
wheel; but it struck him that Van was pretty lavish with his
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curiosit^; the moret.^^bJS^S'^^^'^'*™'; 'T ™<"«'

quiet tenacity of tiie Enl^T" ^''"^f
"^^- and tj.e

her hair had'^float^ Sfl'^y d^ud ll'ft'' "t^^
"•»

sheliadbeenensImned,nl,!=S - """d about lier shoulders,

enchantingly™ so r^^^*^,"! *^ Unattainable Princess

sions of adorei^cr«,Sd^!^f^'^P^"^ '"^'^ »»<i P^
unchanging alwS^ F^t^''

"'" "=<^^' "«> his deeper,

music™ the SS'liff1^ "*" ""^ ".*'"" ^0™-=- As
at Oxford thLXib^'^;:Ss':? 1' "'""h"*

"5" ="<"

magnitude. But the exis^^T^ *^ ""'"'' *"'' t^irf

shone them aU ha^nnf^ 1 ^ ""* '«^** ^tar, that out-

^^overco;^G^SrS?:^rthrr^^;„-

v.^''n^;^?o^^"'oTS?r^r^„S"t„^or^'T'

a'^M^^.'Srepen^rrh^t^™^^-
demanding aU

^^' ''^"''^ confessing all and

b.^it^rrt^.-X'fy rSLe^or^"
'-'

So for the time being, she had vanished out of his life W.

«on. and Sir Mar., re^u^rmusi^U- ^v^^o^eX



3<52 THE STRONG HOURS

v r

inspired by her.CS to h";-^
''" ™'^' ""^ '^^-^^e,

in thelu'''lTT,^'^^-'l,"
^'"^

,*°
''"' "'^ Van himself wasm me new. It emphasized, unpleasantly the hrrai, i„ .iTmtmiacy; and-jealousy apart-it fir^ hi™ ,1," .^"^

mdignation. Van-heWt coZinc^-ta^Z^.^"^^'"''

Certainly something was amiss on the terrace An^ v »

out strammg her gear. "Had a bad night?" » ""^^ ™"»-

on ^'
''"' "«'"^« " ^8"'««' '"™«1 a speculative eye

ir^didT
"""" """' ^-"^ -- ^^ '» 't Th"s:

"Quite.
_ So, by the way, did Miss de Vigne. Did you
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to noUce? Vou k^„„^ ,„ ^.^^ ^^^ J

8i« »ySra;:;t^
"='" '^"- «« ^--Sht: -Did I hop^essfy

cu^ed hitch about U,?tid it t^^'bT," " "''^"' '- 'hia^^ my intentions dear " bT, . .
*^^ °" °" Karl to

situation, and GabrieU^'tJ di,r T ^ ^'"P^on'ising
-dour M the moving had'ILt^^ro^,^' fo f""'

"^
aided, after a pause: "Wasn't it n ^ ,

' ^° ^^ "e-'ey
danmed queer ttat sheep^^ts coS?ff^ r"""

'*""«'>' '«
nen's bodies? With the assist,. ^^"^ ^' *^' ^'^ out of

''z:^^.r'~.T »^^^ thitC.?^-^"'^ ''•'^ y-

"f
to coC^^Sin J't^ *"^ ^'^""y ^d. Sir Mark adced

^tti.e':°XSl^JXt Van detected, not for the
were moments when he fould hfa^fn^T u,

^ '^^^ There
fnend the most exasperatW 1, • f'^'^'^ good-tempered
shaU go, if r„ wanr-*:;!erer"Z 'KV

'^'"'^ "^
^

JoUy good of you! IhaHrr.- '
''^^<'-

'^'^:^";^r^«--dl\r^>r "- '«> b-y to

fiddle to them, if they care to h;ar?>?^ ""* ''"'^dn't I

;
JSd:tl:,Jl^,';ISfrJ^,:^- to the Mar.-nes.." His

SsZeTti^fi-^'r"^ ^^^^^^ ' "" """' "

rm domg my job, and some?Kf' irvr.'™"
'"'"' y^'

do— ««nazement. Karl in revolt would never
" What's up, old man? " he said «nf i, j,

•fle said, with his most disanning smile.
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.fi):

r^t"'^'

A' #1

"K my harmless remark makes you see red — it's a wash-out.
You know jolly well that neither Avonleigh nor I could get
along without you."

^
But Karl was only half mollified. "If that's so, you might

give me credit for managing my own affairs without detriment
to yours."

"Right-o!" murmured Van; and said no more till they had
swept down the far side of the hill and were back on level
ground again. Then he remarked conversationally; "By the
way, I've news for you— about Biunt Hill House." •

Karl suppressed his start of surprise. "Old Bridgman's
breaking up and your father doesn't feel quite satisfied about
his domestics."

. "He isn't singular in that sensation," Karl remarked quietly,

^
"Oh, I know ^here are wild tales. But Schonberg's con-

sidered opinion is another pair of sleeves. Anyway, when he
was down there on Thursday, he persuaded Bridgman to clear
*em out neck and crop. The old fellow goes to Torquay—
with a handsome honorarium. By shutting up the house, at
least we shall shut the gossips' mouths. He's i. useful friend—
your father."

But Karl harked back to the main point. "And the fishy
pair— what's come to them? "

"Haven't the foggiest! And I don't care a damn, so long as
we're quit of them."

Karl suppressed a smile. "It's a good move," was all he
said. "It would have been a better move still— a year ago."
As they neared the turning to the Hall, he added: "If you don't
niind taking her on, I'll walk home and send up later for my
valise." '

"Why not come along to the Hall?'*
"No time, thanks. There'll be piles of arrears." He stopped

the car, secured his violin case, and sprang out.

"Not still in a huff, are you, Karl?" Van asked with af-

fectionate concern.

"No. But I run straight — and I like to be treated
accordingly."
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^ "YouTI never be treated otherwise bv me T'm ,V]i 1 ^you enjoyed yourself and scored ahU^' ^ ' ^ "" ^^^^ «^^

~t"o'1!^hr
"^^ '"""^ '^ "^ ^^^ P-^S -d was

Next week he would see her and play to her airain R„^«

the spirit, while it destroys thelbX^feern^"" ^^'^'"'^'^'

s;s-rhe^td°5^\St"F^-^'^un^ed intrusL^o^lStrha^S hTt^^^"-
'^^

moye'dirct^^-la^eirTrt h^'l r^-r^'«-ess-
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ofhb moth^ „.!, t^^^
°' '^'''"*' P^y 'y the inherent spirit

^s^j^sTJ-^'-^ ss; whX'^rtinTS

liimself how it would end
""^"^^^ on- he began to asic

de^U ItelSldtj,rth°\^H™ House-what the

unmolested f™t^L^ S'otn^' ^f'™-
"o-ieft

^-ba^i^t^iSiSI?^"'-
own father-" ^ "^^ ^"^ *^^^ suspicion on my
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ignoring the prorereloo- Tw T'^'''
'° '"'' ''"''i »<1.

spent half an hour iritr;tTSerek
'^°'""' '"' '""""™'

deal, I suppJe he heid theC of tfllXf™ *""' * »>"^
more successful than we wer^^ • •

" S"*^ °" ^nd «as
to feel sure thatl^^ ;:^Z IIZT-^"' r""'

' T"""
"''o

knows notiing about"Jhe^Ld^^MrttT'^'f Yf"

-i^^^^a^P^rpr^rtitcut^t-t



Chapter VIII
Lose who may, I stiU can say— -

Those who win heaven, blest are they.

Deah Old Bughter,—

I^ to defer^^X^-Z'^^^^ltJf'^'^'^-"^
nught be prevented. AnywavivnAw...' .

*' understood I
your natural tal. ,t {mS.^Zl S? ^^ '" "^" P'^tily as
interested to hea^X, RriS^ ?™.'^ P*""" You may be
we are shippi^^e^r3^ has de&utely crumpled upland

Yours ever
VanVAN

M^ de~V^'"tt'a''bft oT'" ?'^'"J'«"
""• !''» "«>' Wr „„

credit for m»e co^„;,X°i7P^««J »"'ta«t. I gave htr,

wll^n^^Sl^^l^llf "-^^ after brealfas,

photograph she was dusting. "WWe !*wl ^"^^. " *

But he s veo- disappointed," Derek urged, making a heroic
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„ej,^ir*^y-a you think my ««ow wai ease hi, disappoint.
"That sounds unkind "

'^^^^^.''l^nitVZ:^: 2, - "Ot unMnaiy
glass of her frame Sen* "^Tl ""^T'^ P°'^« the
she said without looldnK S" ' " confession to mike,"
"Well?" * ^'

'<vS
°"yo?-» those days?"

Mark asked hi^'do^ff' *^^ he cx„el? I „as gUd
So was he. I heard frnr*, w

whole thing cheeredSp^^^en^'j^,^^^^ The
on his account -and Van's."

^'^ 8^ you've recanted,
She gave him an odd look « Ar.»

,

two ? In Jamesian Ian;ma^
*

„ .^ ^"^^ ""^ ^^^^^d- you
Derek smiled. "SS f^^^'^^ amazingly oth«^r

Van can be very ag^va^bTt ^'^^^^f^ mosVbroth^.
lovable."

-«s«*vaung, but m the nght mood, he's very
She nodded, smiling to her<!Pif in,

Pirture, she said briskly^ "No^Ir^uP'" "T"^^ ^°^ ^er
and get ready for ch^ch ITe vou ^^^"^ ^^^^^"^^ ^^^«^s
can you manage the walk?" ^^ wagonette? Qr
^^Hesighed.

"Notyet,wo.eluckl I suppose I shaU- some
^Qf cou^ you will. look at the improvement since you
Her baffling mood was gone: and with a smile of frankest
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friendship she left him — a prey to vaguely disturbing sensa-
tions that he ^v.is doing his valiant best to ignore. Van had
said he meant i>usiness. His o\vn share in it was to clear up
this difficulty about the child. Unauthorized sensations had
no say in the matter. And any^'ay — what chance would a
man have? He glanced with disfavour at his offending limb
and ill-clad person.

Karl's letter provided ample food for thought along more
legitimate lines. If they had all been mistaken about old Schon-
berg— so much the better. But it would take prtwfs a good
deal more convincing to unstiffen the muscles of his neck.
Meantime, the hitch in Van's smooth-running courtship held
the field—

Two weeks passed without word or sign from him; also, it
must be confessed, without a word from Derek to Mark or
Sheila about the child. It was such a distractingly difficult
and delicate subject. He felt convinced nothing would come of
It but futile friction with Mark. And, after all, it was Van's
affau-. Why the devil should he, Derek, be called upon to thrust
a clumsy finger into it? He had overstepped the limit, in that
Ime, on his own account; and, in the process, had become heart-
sick and disillusioned. Yet still the incurable impulse to help
goaded him like a force outside his control. It was an idiotic
muddle all round; and reaUy rather stupid of Miss de Vigne—
But he found it did not do to start criticizing her. It revived

sensations that must be ruthlessly damped down. He had
learnt, in a hard school, to be master of his thoughts and pas-
sions; and— in spite of that luckless infant— he practically
regarded her as Van's future wife. He inclined more and more
to the belief that she ' cared.' Since the night of the concert he
had detected a chan<-,e. She seemed to have drawn about her,
more closely than ever, her delicate, impervious mantle of
reserve.

Altogether it was not a happy fortnight for Derek; though
the sun of May shone clear and his lungs were improving
fteadily; though he worked with Mark in the studio now; and
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t^ether, they tilted at windmills on behalf of hardly ustdoffice^ and men. The first blissful sense of having sli„p^rtoa backwater was deserting him. Even in a backwater the e 3

n; be'ihCr.^'^f"^ ""^ •™««'y- Though a man"body be thrust out of the arena, there can be no escape fromthe ,ne,wable urge of life. Fate, that had forgotten htaseaned astir again; casting her shadow on before
'

,j ?!!„""* ** °™' "" ^w*"' reverberation from the outer

^inTe-^'hrer- ^^^^ "-' ""^^^^^

feZr' ^^ZT^\*^'"^^' F""^- "'"' » P^-S of fehow-

pr«?udice."
^' P'"^P'' " ^''d ^'"<* to her

But Karl took no such view of the matter. He had loved solong unrequited, that he could drink his unew?«i «d S
to Snad"'°"i

'""« '^ '"^'^- 0"'y "hen^shetkTfolhis Serenade,' and sat entranced while he played it did a nas,mg madness of hope take hold of him: and L^a^ds whenThe

CT re^t tL
''ehberatdy manoeuvred a partial isolation

-plaSng!!!^^
'^""*' °'"''" ''^ '*'"'' "^' ^ ™i«. pleading

^'That's the idea," he answered, in a low tone.

^
Has your fnend written other things?"

^''Not many. Nothing as good as that."

he-Ge™a°^fH°™"-""''"-
^nd he ought to publish. Isae uennan? His music suggests it."

"He is half German— like myself "

She smiled on him very kindly. -And the right ^ort - like

"^Tnfu e r'" ^"T.'T T^^'^'y' ' amiterated."A pause. Tnen Karl looked very straight at her "I haveknown him mtimately- since the moment he wa^ born.''
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"Mr. Schonberg!" She caught her breath. "But how won-
derful ! And why make this mystery— hiding your light under
a bushel?"

"Only this light," he said, his eyes on her face: "for a reason
not every one would understand. The 'Serenade' came to me
from Some One Else. I had never played it to any one till that
night. Fate sent me a chance— and I could not resist

"
His gaze, and the catch in his voice enlightened her.
"No— no. Not that," she murmured, pained and over-

whelmed.
" But it is that," he assured her gravely. " It has never been

an)rthing else— all these years. There was a time— I hoped.
But now— I suppose—? "

He broke off on a questioning note; and she shook her head,
kx)king away from him over a blurred vision of pine tops, pearl-
grey and black beneath an unclouded moon.
"Oh, but I'm sorry. Things were so pleasant. I fdt I had

been unjust vo you. I was trying to atone— And this—
upsets everything—

"

"I hope not. For me— it glorifies everything. And for
you— why should it make any difference, except—

"

"Except— that we have become friends," she said, genuinely
moved; and no one being near she gave him her hand.
He held it in a close, reverent clasp. The German in him

was tempted to stoop and touch it with his lips; but his English
instincts and training jibbed at the least hint of the theatrical.
Tightening his hold a little, he answered quietly: "To hear you
say that is, for me, the second best thing in the world. The
most I could hope for with my unlucky name and— Van in
the field."

^ J- V m

Their hands fell apart. Mark and Sheila were coming to-
wards them. i

Next morning, before he left, Derek asked him unconcernedly:
"Has Van been to Avonleigh much this fortnight? We haven't
had a sight of him."

And Karl said: "No more have we. He gets a Town fit,
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now and then; especially this time of year. Even with a war
on and no social functions, the season is sacred for Van!"
That was all; and Derek thought: "He's a fool, and worse,

shilly-shallying with a splendid woman, simply on account of
that child. Or was there some sort of clash? Looked rather
like it

—

"

But a note from Van himself extinguished that dim hope
before the week was out.

'

Dear old D. [he wrote],

—

^
How wajrs the world with you? London keeps a cheery face on

'

m spite of things going slow out there. One way and another I've
been tied by the leg; and petrol restrictions are the devil. But it's
high time I came your way again. I must work some business at
Avonleigh next week-end! Has Miss de Vigne so much as noticed
my absence ? And have you said anything yet to any one about that
superfluous kid? Or are you shirking? Love to the lot of you—
except the kid. Hope I manage Saturday.

Yours (with a brotherly embrace)

Van

?. S.— Do play up, old chap. You are Forsyth's pal. It's
ler for you— and I'm keen.

That note did more than extinguish hope. It spurred Derek
to self-reproach and prompt action. His lurking annoyance
pve place to an abnost fatherly concern for the brother who
Imew nothing of obstacles, or how to fight them. Somehow,
these days, he felt years older than Van; and that letter, with
Its rare under-note of eagerness and uncertainty, increased the
sensation. It did not sound as if Van were hanging back;
but as if he really cared and felt uncertain of his chances—
a phenomenon of the first order! That tentative question
about Miss de Vigne was so unlike him— and very difficult
to answer. Since the concert, she had scarcely spoken of
mm, except] when his name happened to crop up; and Derek
was too ignorant of women to have any idea what that might
DOQe.

For a time the child had not appeared so often, but this last

P.

easier
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week it had come nearly every day. In a wav fT,»f j •

easier to sneak- thojicr^ i> AiA f^^ , , . ^^ "^^^ "^^^e ii

Besides A'^Z IZZ^tt^Z^T.tT
had kicked ^dgSrStShTnf V ""^ ^Tu ^»" t^en, i,

pleased. It was^^ Uddefsll^'^f if.
""' ''^ ^* "''^"'"y

»rKe.~£i" ^--"^^^^^^
the present " *^ *^« ""^' >« d™'. "o tiine lilce

baJ^'t^d?^fjsSe^" """• ^**^« """^ -»""8- the

wX^^b^™ihtnt^=':S^ >? ba^ehea^e^Xgi.?:
the wood with a D^vT!i GabneUe, coming up from
The ^louted^Sendiv'^CW„"'.''''r* ">* "^"^«-

h:;;etdTb^TH?;sr.£™^-i-,^^^^^ ^^^^

was sonX^to^'the^^t^e'o/i"^ ""P^f'

.^''^"'^ ^^^ «•"«

^.c.r.l„nd"«-re.s°l^^^^
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When Mark talked like that, Derek was apt to feel pricklvand the sensaUon at this moment was a distinct advantage

^'

tion '^'e's h
"'°""«'",''^-<'. goring iiippant ;ecula

Wday" '" ""^ ''"''^' ''"' >« •">?- to come on

B^ei;j;p;s%'--^
piou might have choked him off

" ^

^.^£ar ti^hfirniis^rh^: ™s h'srhS"-

4?e dtC^;\tod*?r.^^^- -^"^- '^^ '"^ '^-

An^^^s-irt^^hTfar;,^:^^^^^^^^^^^

wh^ hetl-'r^S;^^^^^^^^^

certSS'^rsoTeenP^^
''°' ''" "^ ^"^^ " y™'- - ^ead

.0^eS.":z^inr^!( :fr.s: derr^hT n-

un^^l^fTro^s^;^:'' Sl^^iS-' r*^? K^.f
^'=

urjyprl "Tf „ ij
"• ^"^"- Ats a Woman's job." heurged. It would come better from Sheila "

wnn^t^^^^^.
™ ad^ant. -It would worry her And I

aren t. And I'm damned if I'll oretend we are " u ?
at his watrH «t;^^

.Jictenu we are. He glancedai nis watch. Time we were getting to work. But- there's
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Jru^ln^K*";"^- ^ f^* y<^ ^ " I>o» to PUD iyaoagb. His hand came down on Derek's <iIio..M„ -EtT ,take my raving, amiss, old man. C?e tht ^^fh
'?™ <

creation. And if vou can nr,^„o !, • l ^* brother in

well, we won'trfc^o^I^,.''^ "" "^"'^"^

"

I'f

^

>y-
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Chapter DC

The real revelations are the unconscious ones.

to spSk it, could be Z^fro^'thfr"'^' ?"^""= ">^«e
difficult moments, lus bmZne SiD^l.^l^"'- ^™' "
a horrid £ear ttot his W^AI^ ST^-"*

'™ ^""^ ""^"'"l

juncture. He wasm^ '^^ a ^^f,"^^ '^'^'^

mi^. SheV JackXSL. V^-r^V^L'^t,VdKkens am I such a tongue-tied fool?"
^^ *'

the'^^bTLh taT'el*^'
*'™™' «"•'"'="'' '- holding

Then z. rfwff" dT™zr4r""^t^T* ""-^'y -""y
and small shrieks oitw^l^' ? '*"«''*" »"<' hisses

escape afresSr^SriheSTg^rT^r',; ""^
J"

he reflected, can neither understanH fh^rru- ^^°'

as a lame hip joSt iT^VwoTd ' ""'' '"' ^"* *''"«

He succeeded so well that she greeted him with applause.
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"Splendid! Almost like your old self. And isn't Le Petit
splendid too, this morning? Please admire 1

"

She wagged Bunny's ears at the creature; and Derek gravely
contributed a forefinger, that was seized and turned to practical
account.

"Take care! He can bite," warned Gabrielle, with a touch
of mother pride in the phenomenon, that went to Derek's
heart.

"I'll take my chance," he said, with his eyes on the child.
The vigorous suction of its soft warm lips sent a queer thrill up
his arm.

"Time for walk and sleep," Gabrielle interposed, in her
practical vein. "He doesn't look much hke sleep, the villain;
but we'll see."

The villain was laid flat with gentle admonitions; Bunny
arranged in his arms and the white awning adjusted. Then
she leaned over him, murmuring French love-words between
her kisses. It was all desperately disconcerting to one who
saw woman as pre-eminently the mother, who was most sus-
ceptible to her in that manifestation. And— as Anne-Marie
wheeled her charge away— he was still further disconcerted by
a tacit appeal from Gabrielle herself.

"You wouldn't belie\ the joy that stray atom is to me,"
she said in a tone that presupposed his sympathy.
"I can beUeve it," he ?Jiswered truthfully. "Children are— wonderful things—" Then he spurred his waning courage

and went straight to the point. •How long— do you think of
keeping him— this way— as if he was your own? It's ten to
one against Mums ever tracing his parents."

" Yes -- we realize that. It's just to satisfy one's conscience— But I'm beginning to believe Fate means to let me keep my
little morsel of la belle France—and rear him to be worthy of her
in her agony— 'broke to every known mischance, lifted over
all'— France, as she is to-day."
The thrill in her low tone and the soft shining of her wonder-

ful eyes made tlie hapless Derek shrink more than ever from the
clumsy intrusion of things pedestrian. And Gabrielle, arrested
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her^o!^^"^
""^ ''^°''' '"^^ to him with a humorous lift of

fla.i:eit\^^:t'"^^ '
""'' " " ' ^^°"« "«^^ ^^ ^^-

"I would never comiect either of those words- with vou "
he said slowly. "It's a woman's affair. Not forT m^ iomeddle and muddle with. But-"

^^onor a man to

"But—?" she chaUenged him smiling: "I felt that 'h„f ' in
he airl BeUeve me, I realize it's nof^et s^ple as Ttseems I can see -other sides to it; and-honidy I havewanted to know what you- your opiion _,,

^^^y' ^ ^^^«

Her deUcate flattery wanned his heart. "I warn vou " hosaid/'it won't square with your wishes. Doyou^S it?
''

Of course -more than ever. You have judgment AndIt's such a rare quaUty: a steady light shining'^S'ihe fo^of our confused thoughts and feelings. MineL ex^ co^used^st now. So please don't hide your light under aSeU Youbeheve- to adopt Le PetU- would be a mistake?""A grave mistake."
"i^ut^cr

" In what way? For whom? "

"For yourself -certainly. For the child, as likely as not "
He moved on m speaking, and she mo^ed with Sn He

statedt Z T' if." T"^^ ^^^ ^t« ^he wocJi. HavW

"In the fct place," he went on, after a pause, "vou have

bon"^t ..
''"^' -^^^ "* ^^ bourgeoMe-the back-
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It-.,

^ *

It would be truer kindness- don't you think?- not to watoa craving you could never really satMy?"
^h^__sighed. "Your light penetrates to the roots oi

•.^^^^ relation lies at the roots of things," he said mnVfi„

br2r-»"^^*"''^°^'^*-^^^*- • .perhaps.
. .your

A slow blush crept into her cheek; and Derek thouirhf «T

^?toS"- '".^f?-" Theconvictior^vf^';J
'
Vni^i ""tu"^"

^^^ unwittingly given hiSi.You re wrong there-I am sure of it. But -doesn't Mafeeling about things- count for something? »
^ * ^

She compressed her Ups. "I don't really know what hisfeelmg amounts to. A good den] nf ,> t iT . .
^

:^n.t;si^^
-'- "-="-- --"o^ -1^

leZnS'lifhT^T S""^^"^ The world has . be

S^glhrnilt IfTJf^ » common-sensible way of

Van?
'™ "'' " " "°" """^ considering than-sai— from

"Of course From you it is a phenomenon!"
ims tune his pleasure was evident. "Certainlv TV. i,..

'

^against the world's view ever since I wasoST^JZ^.

sc^ti^ X7r".":-,XkT''" f"
'"''^«-«' with

'S Ko.r 7^' *^^"^ y®" ^^de a mistake?"
i have made more mistakes, of all sort« " iZ I

Z'X*^ I c^e to reckon u^^Nt r;.^^^^^^
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she thought, "the biggest o"e of auT^' °°" *" ''^°«"'«'

imbit of putting ™y fi„'rmt*XX^7p^!r »"-'>''

^Of_he,p„gthem,i„,a«, There L'a saS^fLy once, in a

"You remember that?"
"But of course. It was our first mw^i'mr a«4 •*

deen imnrp«cir>r. Tu 1- .
"* "**'• mceimg. And it made a

•;i mean— she— the whole thing— was a fm*nV . •

point."
"^ig was a tragic case m

_I'^L*'*r''^*'
confession sent a thrill through her B-t

m^tt^orit"-
N-'^"'^ '-I broken thrs^^;e.l"e'

ne:i^dl7r^d™'"''"'''"^''^'^-'"<>"tone. "I

if:i.e.ta^^intaXr^:^-Jr.tT^ "r^part of what- one had to ac^t " *"^"- ^' *»*

"ffarf to?" she queried, lower still.

s^'Jp^Th^^' Th'"' t??«"8ly mu«inati„g the

i»pei4 hr'to'u^r-his'ir'dct' ^'^srri^-

nowrSdi.^rta;n:'had'^^^r
nr„fit!^^

-'
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you. It might help you— to sec what I mean."
They sat; and he so established himself, in the comer of fh^bench, that her profile came in his direct Une of ^^^ it ^^not pr.^ely make things easier; but the te^;^^ mJLtd'nim Fate--myarchenemy,"he went on, "and th^troublesome propensity I spoke of, pretty well threw that *n^rd..d m_to my arms. She was ill -T frigLned -IT d^^^
A long pause. Then -in words the more imoressiv*. h^

From her he kept back nothing. He knew she had lovi lS
t^lH T'^'lw r"^' ^ ^^ J^^Sment. Also his su^^ hs^^
w f^htToil'L""- "v'r^' ^^ ^ '"^"^-^' would ad^ a

And GabneUe, lookmg out over the pine tops while he—the silent one -talked and talked, saw, ^thSentt^
ittJ t ^ff "^.^^y^ ^^' ^^' ^th a stab of paS Cutterly she had misjudged him -she, who prided Klf onbeing something of a psychologist. She had seen hS^sL^"succumbing to a pretty face, or the mere need of a w^aS
^ h"fma^wr.-" • '^ '^"^' '^^^ everything^ codd-witn a mans pathetic ignorance— for that unhaoDv chilH

scene'in r'''^ °!.^ ^^^ ^^^^ remembered^ ^S^t h^tJe

fo^ ^^ ""^"^^^ ^^ clear as day to her now. So w^ea good many other things— -^ " ""w. 00 were

^^^d^^tT^ '- ^/^' '"^"^y ^^«- She knew her sflence

us But WW 1 ^','i"^
" ^ °^"^ P^^^^*°"- ^°r both of

"losfalrsSyLi'^?^^"^'^^^
She was so helpless

-

wa^^hit'chTe^^l'^^^^^^^
^^^^ GabrieUe. "And

her '^avfw'n''Y- ^'"""^^ '^ "^^ ^ ^^"^^ ^'^ things for

you are1 thl ^-Tr. T^' 'T' ^^^^^^^^ ^«"y- ^^^ thereyou are- the facts, the unseen boundaries of life have the last
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couldn't make iL/hapLwhfch-iZ' *''""^- ^"^
to do. When the War ^m^ .k . '' arrogance, I set out

And because I w^I^'twltn ''ZlT^ '"^"'^ « '"^•

n,e _„
"ujon t leave her, she bolted on impulse— left

'?M^™"«1*"'^ * ''"P '"^"•- "Altogether?"

for.S^^'-S^'-^i^^torerfi'''" -V- ^^^
gone—" ""y more tnan I did. But— you were

"?\T^ '?.''!. {^ *" '»^ «» «»ne back?"

d^^ wJ-th^^td'-t^f^^r "^^"'^ ^- ^ ^-^*

D^pl^lr^^- H-^y^-e^e full of tear,.

thr^TLdSq'S'etr"Csee''%r''^'«' ''' ^'^^ ^
She started. S^L S^ ^-^ecU^'itL ,seen the true Derek unvpHJn^ i,j/

"-"""^"^on. bhe had on y

course- for Van
"PP°^ ** *«^ '<J«^ng the

huZ:?. ""?:„ :?l'i;!!f"': ?;
'^«' "^th a twinkle of

li>nits, a.mySh^d iv °Sh1.
"^ '''?r '"«"""' ^^e

but- we wL on dSt ^an^ ^th^K'^K '»<'.f'™'«li
world, we could never m«t Iw^.M k

" ^' "i" i» the

another way, if yTrS" iL™'^''^ """* the same, in

chanc. are,'i, thf^^^S^^w^iSd ^'re.sTd.^''"thT- -V"anomalous; and- when it came to l^g^!^.r *^' P"'"»»

Derek'with iT^ *:„t''faTwldr" '•'"" '° ''™= '»<•

have^s^rthi^^-xrLruS';^^?^^^^

»>ila- "I'm doingit againr
""'''"'"' ™"' l^^ whimsical

"Doing what?"
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ihl^T"^^' ""^"^^^y "'^^^^^- ^^^^ the best of motives

It Shan t be useless — on this occasion."

>,.;o-V^'^^T.
^ *"" ''^'^ ^°"^ surprLsed him. "Thank you '

he said
;
and his eyes met hers full for the first time sin« he h^begun to speak of intimate things.

c swcw ne nac

c;,"^u'''l^ ft"'
^*''" "^^""8 "'^ see- for opening my eves -"She checked herself and drew in her lips, '^i^^ m^ IT"

PrJnT^ 7 "^"^^ ^^ '^^ ^^ ^ P^"«"^ ^k. You can playProvidence to your Petit just as weU without it. Let ^i^tezmother be French. Why not Mums' pet reft^g^ mI l^manie. She lost both her children in ^atlS aJf^^^^^

on BuTtSvlr ^' '"' ^^^ ^^^^' ^ education a^l«;on. But that httle woman would probably give him the h«t
pc^ible substitute for a mother's love-"

wl!;^"'! ^^f^ ^,^^ warrame? But what a happy idea!How splendidly you have thought it all out "

^

I didn't think. It only just occurred to me."

«nff^.vVr-''T "^ ^^"S^^'^y British," she murmured, a veiysoft light m her eyes. "Advertising your failures and tr^to ^mouflage your achievements!" She hesitated An^
comfortable doubt invaded her mind.

''^'^^^' An un-

inl'^Iu^^ "
~" ^"""^ """^ ^""*^^^ opinion? You are not speak-ing with - some one else at the back of your mind?"

^^
I nave spoken my honest opinion. But I won't deny thereis some one else at the back of my mind," said trutM^lDCTdkm a level tone; for the words were hard to briT out «?t^

iS^t^.^^^'
IWhimsoweU. 'l iTw'

^
'kind '<rf'

etS U^l\T ^•'~ f \^' ^^' ^^^^y- not withoSreason. Hasn t he— some shadow of right—? "

^
None- that I have given him," she answered her coloui.

""p;rhrns"'r^ '""^,"?." '' ^^'^ ^^^ tone"::; gone
'"^

all lM.?h7 .'
^P""' ^^'^ ^^"'^^' determined to say

Sdl^ TT
'" "^"^ ^- "Anyhow -he is coming onFnday. He says -petrol restrictions, and -other tMn^havebeenkeepinghimintown—

"

^
"He shall not find my piou-piou on the terrace," she said
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with her small, bafflinff smile "Tf «.« u t.

r^l^l7^tZ^ """^ "' "-^ ^r- »« she.

••?L"„'^^-r'-
"P'"""'"'' »"'"8 the tenace- just now "

I can do It in spurts," he saM "ro».. i •'"f"'°*-
"Never mind -some ^vr .h. '^^'.''fP't "P-"

mother note in hervX ^ ""^'«' '^ '^'J' ">«»

.t"t^a?mll't^.:'e„ V'l'T' t' "<« '"" ^"^ "'"^^
capacity to wali*t„er"i*a^':«!". """' ""'^ "" ""'

That afternoon he wrote to Van "i i,,
to Miss de Vigne. She^ th,^', , ^^^' ^ "> "yseli
I don't think fhe^l^ '^'Z^" °^ **"" ^ ''^''

But I couldn't pr^tSrnlfnt^ ^ '"'* ''" "»"^^•

and -good luckt"'^^ Hope you mana„. Friday,

wo^dtfw;:i?rer„td''wLTK"-^^- '^*^-
of Nature; and for hinSlf^'r^' fj"™' «» ^r "aw
physical. Unauthorized ^^aJ^ ,J^. ''*™ ""<"•« f-an
and his fuU awakenwi^^nnf "" '°"«^" ^' '«"»'«'=

'

-was passionate, Zrwh^e H.?' "'"'""'"' ""'"«
and so critical as to faZfvT^",, •

'
'''"' ''^^ so diffident

•one iUogiTadvUur^^^'Z: ' "?P*^'''' ^'"«'' "' «>«
the almSt incapaU :ho^k dee^^t r'' *^"'-'' ''

''""

their great moment comi T,^^ ' J^ ^^^^ "hen

him. as he ^n^Z'^'Cl'ZT^^:^, :^.



386 THE STRONG HOURS
in face of this new and commanding emotion- looked less in.vitmg than he would have believed possible a >^ agoHe knew now that this wonderful thing had lain in hi<heaxt for weeks unrecognized; partly because, from the tohe had connected her with Van; partly because he^s stilSc^ any emotion that involved the a^te accen^uadon o hself. But would he, or no, nothing could save him now froman accentuation so acute that- having cleared the co^e fSVan -he was confounded by a sudden primitive uprush ofjealousy; a fierce conviction that he Do^ek haH ?^
wealth of love for her in his little fi^t^vL could ^^^^m his whole body. And the chances he had mSdTorforddays, through mere shyness and lack of S-r^hechances he had missed at Victoria- because of poo; llfslWas It written in the book of Fate that his ^e shouH be onemtermmable tale of chances missed? H so it wasTthous^dpm^ he had also missed his chance of being gassed to dXat
The raking up of his past threw into strong relief the contrastbetween his own travesty of a marriage and the sort ofIwthat was in store for Van, who- in spite of pa^singlthfs^would smiply accept it as his right CertTinly his a1Ze7

uToSs.^'^^"^ ^" ^^ ^ '-- -^-^ ^ve to^Z^
Priceless old Bean,—

So you've done it off your own bat. Played indeed! You deserve a

tt^nf^-^rarthe^^ttrp^s,! -^^ ^t
^-?"

Put up a plea that the weath;r and1 G^ss ^^^^^^ ^^.^
^^•

and your petitioner will ever pray. ^ ^^""^^ ^"^ ~"

Honestly, Dirks, I am
Your very grateful brother

V. B.
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genial seat and hZgZT^^^lJ^^ ^t"^,^^
offered a con-

There he opened Ms ^yZ^'^;^."^""^''^ his nostrils,

ness was due to an encbsure . t
^^^^^^ that its thick-

Sir Vyvian Blount, and of a ^m^^^/^^^ °^ ^ ^^"^ ^^^
noted for its anti-German ^?.^rPu^ ^"^"^ ^ P«P"^ar paper
Wledge, Derek s™t::onte]^' ' ^^^ '"^^ «^'«-

H^'IriSnt^.t^^^^^^^^ r ^- Rumour
which, it seems, has befome^ively ceZ^^^^^ P^f ^ H^P^Wre.
actmty But reports from thirquS^r h^^^^shppmg nto official pigeon hoSl^nd' •? ^ "y^^erious way of
are growing angry and suspiciou? Buwt'^"^ **'''"' The police
public, cares a curse for the^^ ice? ul° t'r? '^' bamboozled
doing good work elsewhere- «nH I- ,

^^"^^^^ the 'noble lord' is
-ith the gentlema,^t;rA^f„t^"efHf ""^^ ^^ ^ ^^^^
the world suspect a naturdS Ge^^^^^^^

'^^' ^*^^^ not for

timate with that impeccable Datriol^ c
^ *PP^" to be in-

whispered, organized ^dlnancKfi 'a
^ -^ ' " «' ^^o, it is

certainly an unfortunate f7rt S«f 1 u
"^"^^'^'^ ^^^P^tal. It is

them Britons under thefr kfns M^'^?
T'^ ^^^ ""^ °«^ ^ of

Neutral, of coursel We know auZut i ""^''""^ ^^^ Swedes.
Piaon attaches to a neijrhbonrin^ k

^^^"5. ^^ose neutrals! And sus-
iahabited by an innocuS':^'^^^^^^^ for signaUing"
who have been in charge since loifJ^T.

^""^ '^"^ ^"'" domestics,K since 1913. There are persistent reports of
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wncealed wireless; but the house seems to be securely sheltered fromHome Office alarms. All the same I venture to predict we shall hearmore of this tno, though possibly not of the hidden hand behind it

Reports may come and reports may go, but the great Unim-
peachable, with his exalted friends, is safe to go on for everl

At the end of the second reading, Derek's northern anger
blazed up. The blood drummed in his temples. The fliimv
paper shook a Uttle in his hand. To him -with his deep
personal love and pride— it was almost as if his mother's
honour had been bespattered with mud. And Van was more
tiianhalf responsible for it all -Van, who aspired to win
Gabnelle de Vigne—

I

He ahnost shrank, now, from unfolding the letter he had
opened so eagerly a few minutes ago; and the thought flashed
through his mmd: "Good HeavensI I don't envy Van. when
he opens his!"

My dearest Boy [Lord Avonleigh wrote],—
Read the enclosed. They speak for themselves. If Uncle Vyvian's

letter were not written by my own brother, and with evident reluc
tance, I would not credit a word of it. I leave you to imagine the
shock it has been to us. By your own feelings you can judge ofmme which are better, perhaps, left unexpressed. I recognizTthat
Mother and I must accept our share of the blame. Our son is—what we have made him.
As to yourself, I am anxious to know how much of this you have

guessed or suspected all along; since it was evidently things you said-and Idt unsaid -that made Uncle Vyvian try and get at the

ISil. ? 5°iff' ?^ ^^ ^y' ^ '^P^ ^^ motive that kept you
silent. And Malcohn must have had his suspicions. I owe him anapology A det^table position. It was naturaUy easier for UncleVyvian to write than for either of you: and I am thankful he has had
the courage to de^ me the hardest blow of my life. As for Schonberg.
I only wish I could come straight home and speak my mind in person
I fear I should deal some shrewd blows. He is playing a low-down
double game, like a good many others of his unscrupulous race Butfrom what I know of the inner ckcle, I fear it would be waste of timeand energy tiymg to show him up. One would never catch him on
the nail. Even as I write, comes a cable from Uncle Vyvian to say



^^^KHtH^S^SK^S^i

HANDMAID OF THE GODS

I

389

Write to me ftSfy Derek Mw.h^r ^ thoroughly upset me.

Your loving father

AVONLEIGH

w'^n^^?-*.*^['1'"^"^'^'*^^Van. So like him! Yet the

tne Heart, which distressed and uplifted Derelc in »t,™,/ 1

degrees-so confused and intridte Se .sfK ^ ^"^
between pleasure and pain. But L"onfm.V^r^ ^''
any mojnent; and Aere'stillr^^ Unde V^Xttt™''by far the longer of the two.

^^ ^^"^^ ~~

Soldier-like, it went straight to the point.

Dear Avonleigh,—

are happLig-SL^Zttou ugK tatTof" Sd I ^"I'-'Tperson among those concerned" who cTvltL^l IrT.
'*' """^

IX T^^'^IT' "™ -" ''°'~I havTi^siLTed

-

have to thank Derek for civine me n nnti^r. fu' *
"^^^ 5^^ ^ ^^^^^y
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'5^

^s-

th^ their surface intercourse would lead one to suppose. Cir-

T^A^""^ 'T^^ °^ ^ ^"^^ instaUation on BumHiU haddeaded the General to take definite action in thel^^ttS^(That accounts," thought Derek with a sick feeling of disgust"they got wind of it") He mdulged in no vague LcusTSno unproven statements, which made his daimiing evidence themore impressive.

V^n'thJurr^r^ A-^^^^^
^' concluded], in common fairness to

n^^Li i^ ^, "° ^'l°y^^ty on his part
; simply inborn laziness-

Sril^t^f
«oral; possible financial accommodations and anamaz-mg lack of perception- the devil's staunchest ally. If he ever h^qualms he probably treated them with a fiver piU! "^Fo give my plat^speaking. How far you will be able to forgive the cau^of k I &idit a hard matter to guess. '

^^

VanTlf^.^^''' ^T^. '* ^''*^ proposition'; and he did not envyVan the prospect of confronting his father face to face Bv^
inflexible stxeak in himself, he knew that Lord Weih'sanger would be of the cold intellectual order that nSher ex!plodes nor evaporates. A year hence he would probably be?o

hJ^"if^ ^^T"^^ u^ °^ '^ ^' by '^o^. with a coolerbrain, he could not bring himself to write. The first ^rdmust come from Van. Would he -could he-have Se
de Vi^e-T

^^°^°^«w and press his suit with Miss

At Uiat point he became aware of a woman's figure leaningover the terrace balustrade; he looked up quickirwrS
knocking unevenly against his ribs. It was Honor^Lenox;^b- sharp revulsion of feeling was tinged with relief.

'

•This won t dor he thought sternly, as Honor called out-^re you are, Derek! We'd lost you. Time for m^aee"His hip and back were stiU treated'^^.dth electrid'yra^dTarule he found it both soothing and stimulating. But tWs newimpenous emotion startlingiy intensified his whole gaTuto^sensauon; and to-day he was further unstrung by tie c^^ ^



•

.J. --^ yj. vV-- *

rs'^^zmw
•tjg^ ^ "i^ Fv ^^U^^^^H >

^2^^^^1
^; ^^

HANDMAID OF THE GODS
Ws father's letter; the pain of his smouldering wrath with vTo-day the pressure of thos<» tincTUr,^ ,,

» ™t^ with Van.
him. Their soft, relltr^s nrnhl ^

"'f - '^P^^
Only by setting4 ScoXh;?;"' ^ ."'""^ ^" ^ge.

irrepressible sigh of relief.

"a'teiy, and he let out an

,

;;is it upsetting you? 'what's the matter Derek?"
.

I don't know," he said grufBv "Iri„„^" L, '

!t this morning Go on _?(,.' "
' ^"^ ^^e to stand

She regardS iSTn^olr "nI-
^-er mind me!"

feel like that. JustUe™'!^'
^o use gomg on-if you

^'^^t^<>:St^LZZr'^,^' '"'^"' *>^''^'

alone in thesun-fiUed waxT HefdtaLr^^°"V^™«^
ier go without a word

"^''""""graaous beast, letting

wrSy^eTStrr',J?:tTe: IT' ^^ '^ "^ "«•' ^
channing she looked iSe'S- ^d th? ?' ^""S''* '«"'

seemed to have lit a newSt^ i
P™"™^ °' motherhood

Wished .goodni'^^'irirrhSne"" "^^ ^^ "'

seemeJtrt^r"^ y"" '-^8 i"?" she asked. "Honor

^<^SfKtt:!^-------ea
I suppose it reacteli L myC'ten:^ s'^^l"'''"^"^'-get away alone and have a so atTom!^^ ^^ """' "~ '"

errands in Wynchmae-^ m I ??'
Haven't you any

fttlecar? Pro^S^ wL't brifg^LkThfni
'""' "' "'"^ "^

Behind his awkward „ '^^^'^^P'^esm my pocket!"

divined his v^«:;tar^ ""' '"""P' " '"™'»^. ^«

He°sSl^k'irhr''""'^""^"'''"^'-t«J-
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Don t give me away," he said quickly.



Chapter XI
^^fi rejected returns as Pain. '

-K/r
Robert Nicholis. R F a

designed to b^'c^^^Z T:'tl:"Z^T' \'^?^'

action eitl.er inC 7ot^'" t^Z ^XT"^ ^"""^ »'

uarkness. But this m„rh .7?^'
. ^ .*' ^^^ ""^ h™ »

uncon^u-tablfin'tXtf 1'^^^,^^^'^?^^;' **
drew him -held him: whilehe^Tr^??!,' ?t "^^tibly she

sanely taken it foTCTalted fl,!.? ^ ^*' he was- had in-

need of him.
*^ ^* *'"'°« "ould quicken her

^
And when Van could accuse himself of foUy he was far gone

supremely ^o^Lble L •
"''''' comfortable chair of his

vj^^'ofth'th^L^^rp'
"v^^ai'\'"'r'

"^'^ p"' '^-'^
for the details of that nfra!^? T^ ' '^'^ ^^ responsible

to smirch his genti^ finge^ C"^""' ' '\
"^^l

recoiled from the touch of 1^' u, ^* '""ously never

worst,whatthet^X^tttTitr-!?- ^' -«
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Reluctantly, for the second time he rftaH hU f.*u . i .

Its curt, rest«i„«,ph^ ^,X SS^'l^.'^" ' '««<

Dear Van,—

house and name would be saf^ i vow hlfds It • ^?T' °^ °^

find that I made the greatest mi^ta^e ofX ife yZ^"^:^'seemed so frank, stand revealed as mactlJ^- r •
^^"*"' ^ha

congratulate yoi. It sSmTvou^r.f^T ?^ ,°^'s-«tatement.

squeamish -Uian I su^d IM, h??^/"^
ceverer-and les

may be blinded by alS^^d pride
"" '' '"^' '°" °°^'^ ^-

feetwrrfr; It^j^3.?LTtt •^ ^"' ^ ^^^ ^^^^ ^- P^^
God knows I have enou^J t^taS ouTheL' "LT* '"^'^»: ^"«^
send me a fuU list of the hosDit^Sn^ o ? "" ^^° '^^^' ^"^Ij
their true names aSdnatfonSitv m? '''";! ^°^'^^ '^ ^'^«^«'

you may have the gracTtTbfaTham'S^S 'yZr^SI-Tof'^
'°^

you have broken the eleventh r«^«; j T " ^^^^ ^'^"se
given, much is requir«i-InSi^™°^"'^^"^- ^^""^ °^'"ch «
given'to you evS'sin^^you'^t^tr^ff"' '^^^ '°^ ^^»^-

force of his anger^^^td'^tT^^^
'f,not bring himself to read it aU a^ah^ ^tf . J^l

"^"^^

he struck a match and heldl'^^^^r i^the w'^^"^"^'reduced to ashes. The cutting and General B^'t^.'.*
™

certing array of facts shared the saSe^tpT* ' ^'T

ala™, curiosity, in tu™ tor^AT^'!^:^^^^ ^^:
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temper to mince his words. YetTrfS
'"" .^ •>«" » no

away his own son- whatever hi. li, !. ."°' "« h'™ givjne
what line would Schonb^'^

if
"~"1"^- ^<' "^ST^

direction could he see an ifcHhe^^r'^.'T""'? I" »<>
to move securely through a worid^ Zr u^°

**<' ''«' wontMy stage-managed faci. Se felt stuS •'" ?""' »»d ^M-

an^^:— - -~wheat^?:t^™-

Sharply it came hometTCSaT&'T "' «ve:y stride.
ove and confidence were pSsSom tl« f' ™f'»'°nstraOve
lose. And what of his moS » ^^ ?^ '?"''' "»' "''ar to
completely out of hand? Un^Vkle^,?"?".^"'*"-''' «°t
^^^str^pped Of the halo he Z'^^^^^^~
4°Sd'^i:u'':<rrd^^i^& n^^ ^«^- ">«'-
away? (Lord AvonleigMor^o^^ft"''° '"*'' ^^» '^
any allusion to Derek.) HadS '

n.^ °^' ^^ "'"'"«'
discreet? He could not even i^ H ^"^ ''^' ^'npid'y in-

dfberately letting hta doZ lrf?HT"' ="^P'« '"her of
coherently at aU. Hrfdt tapoS^"'", ^""^^ ^^^'^ think
would make the first move &llf^^'^'.'""«''^'d who
ance- incapable of makfeg U~ ^^~ ""^ *™'« amioy-

Der^t':?'^;;i^°4:™.J°WynchcombeFriar^^ Would

defer his evil hoTKl""1 '™- «-<•• -as a way to
before worse befell nXt!LT^' °"" '"'^ ^''>^<^ h

"

-with a connection of Burfton" toC "^^^ » P^^P^'*
S- of use if .chonberg were mr^i^^Tup fS^

^"'
^f^
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i

It was encouraging to hope so. Acutely he realized how in-
finitesimal was his knowledge of the man.
The sooner he got away the better—
There was sheer relief in the sunple act of ringing for Francis,

of issuing orders for the car to be summoned, the portmanteau
packed.

But he was hardly gone before the imperative voice of the
telephone jerked him back to uncertainty. Schonberg— or
his mother—

?

While he stood irresolute, the summons was repeated; and his
tentative "Hulloa! " was answered in Schonberg's guttural tones.
"That you, Blount? Schonberg speaking—" Those few

words sufficed. There would be trouble. "I haf a most dis-
agreeable letter from Lord Afonleigh. I must see you at once.
I shall gome in half an hour."
Van— after expressing polite concern— found courage to pro-

test that he was obliged to go out of town for the week-end—
An odd chuckle interrupted him. Nothing genial in the

sound of it. "There are some matters of greater concern than
weeg-ends. I must ask you to favour me by changing your
plans. You haf heard yourself?"

"Yes."

"And you are ang-shus to defer the pleasure? It is not my
habit to defer pleasures— or pains. Zo /

"

Before Van could answer, he found himself rung oflF; forced
ignominiously to countermand his urgent orders, and to face at
leisure the worst half-hour of his life.

He had scarcely faced ten minutes of it— with the inadequate
assistance of the Telegraph— when that vexatious bell startled
him afresh.

He cursed the confounded thing— and went on with his
article.

"Ting-ting-ting!" it repeated; and the sharp sound seemed
to stab his brain. Probably some tradesman. Why didn't
Francis attend to the fellow? He wanted to read about "In-
vincible Russia." Things might fluctuate a bit; but one's
investments were safe in that quarter—
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When the door-handJe turned hf ^fnrt»^ • -ui
only Frands - who saw anThn' a ^^ '''"'^'y- ^' ^as
paid to see and hear

^'^^ "^'^« ^"' ^'^^^ he was
•'Lady Avonleigh on the 'phone, please sir " h^ nn«« aShe wants to speak to you~ ver^ pmkuS » ^°""^«^-
Genuine remorse brought Van to hiTfeet Pwwi ,what they had written in th« t^ \i * ^^^^^^^ess knew

waiting. "^Unparribie; P^sw'^^rv '^ '^' '^^ ^-
trigu^l manservant he hur^ISt^^ in-

gasp^r^hi^rLL^ -^^ super.iousi;;r a smali

aJtX'^T ""' "^"" ^^^«'" «h^ Rented, without

"I'm awfully sorry, dear '*

heard? Do r^eZid at »ce " *"" ^'"'"" «*^« ^«^

•iTle^" "Hth' r'^sr T""^ """""^ ^o-^"-
Schonberg." '' ™"' *° "^ent business qipomtnient-

"He°d^"fj;;;fo'b:^^.sl^'i?.™-''-'^<»t-udib.e.

and we'U talk it ouf Fve h,»lH ^^'r. ^? «™* *» '™<*-
wi.hy„„u3ua,^^/^fut?^fr°^f/J«'- •"-' «<-^«^

reti^!l&"^p^^?2'r/r.W ?\^ ''''*'^«'^ -d Van
j^

ms paper, feeling soothed by her toplidt faith in

cem for her was as leZT „i ^
'''^'""^™; and his con-

his days he ha^n^vShZiT n^ fT-"'
'"' ''™*"- I" "»

or seen^the light of^^ticS^l^" "C'l.", \^ ™'^«
mothers," he reflected, an feTtScUy^S tot?"for her crowning achievement.

grateful to Nature
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th?". M u
'^^'""^ ^^^ stapKering consideration - whalthe devil was he goinR to say to Schonberg? Impossible Iveto frame a sentence, since he had not a gLmS Sea whiSchonberg would say to him —I

* ^^

PunctuaUy at the half-hour he was ushered in by Franciswit^ an air o italicized respect that tinged the vajj^'s wh<^attitude to this particular guest.

For V^n.r"'?'^'
Mr Blount," he said, as the door dosed

atteS^at^'l^T!"^'"^?,;"^''^'" ^' '^'^'^ ^^h a vaUant

Sdl'wttT'?'-
"«^-

I
b-n tried« and condemned

thf:':^^^^^^ ' "°""^' ^^ ^' ^^«« ^-

^uA'!^^^j^'t^f^'
^^^^ eeg-winimity is not easfly shakenBut to^y I haf no taste for leetle chokes. I haf recSfrom Lord Aionleigh a letter- that, in plain words. lljgT^

Th hJT'^T"^ ^^^ ^ ^"^ '^^ "° trouble in this busbSand h^ alzo done a goot many services of friendship, for Ss

With a flourish he produced the offending letter "I shall

beatmg m his throat as he unfolded the sheet andr^
Dear Mr. Schojiberg,—

nni i^^l ^""^ "^ ^^t said in fewest words. So I will be briefand straightforward. I have known, of course, from mTson thaiyou were among those who first subscribed to start thTArnlth

fn^rt^n'^rnu; t'
^'^^ ^°" '^^^ '^'^ continued to^^aKinterest m it. But being up to my eyes in work out here I left

o gTint det:rri' "
'^^

^^t'
^^^ ^^^^ '^^^'y ^ ha4td'Jlsut

ILf. 'f^,"^^^^'^'
I am more than surprised to find that the lion'sshare of the cost appears to have been borne by you. Veiy generous

^/miftist^of aSt"''
'° r^"^'' '° be'so'heavi«r;:any man, least of all to one who bears an enemy name, naturalized
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JJI^'itST^trS^^iiT^::; ' T^'^r^ that a .an.
shifting of sympathy orTn e^ iVf

'''^ ^^ ^"^ ^"P^^^'^'^'
strongly. My son Lh V .

^"^*- " '» a po ut on whiclj I fed very

-r^<i.i-his^IltZo^c!^^^^ - this matter
in the direction of Lcep hZ2l^ ^^ gone farther than I approve
obhged, therefore, HyZZ W ' A "'"^"'"^'"- ^ ^'>^" ^ I""' h
has been, in addit on ^oSt conl^7 ^"^''f!^

'^'^"^ >""^ ""t'-'^V
The whole thing wiU shortlXve tot r'

'"^
'' '^'^" ^' ^'^^""^''^^

as iU-health may entail myLvZ \l^ ^fr " "'^'^ "^°^*^«t scale,

part of the house. ?n The cTrcZM^'
""^ ^

'^l^'*
''^^^ ^^'^ «Parc

retire from the CommU L-a^f"7' TJ"'" ^'^^^^^ ^^^ to
With ail due acknowliS^nenT^fVor::^^^^^^^^^^

I am, yours, etc.,

AVONLEIGH

on his face; andS hSi L ^. "^ '"' Schonberg's eye,

them.
"""'« 1^ not the courage to look up and meet

and the roughneLTw^w * "°' ^""'"'" ""^ '>"''« <>«;

plain Engli.h'-1Ll^ffty SrrH-" ^t^''
,"^' ''~^

gets. Afonleigh may be hfa^^bw^e
^°°'''' °"^'"'P '»'-

it fa pozzible he does not Icn^;-W'^ " °^'- ^^'
Van moistened his lins "Qif ^«

cheap as standing," he gd r^Lh k 7" ' y™' ^''' »
would keep the t.^ on a^gt'^J'e'^-

^ '""K <« l^^ible he

blue^^k, but he shan.t"Za ^iT^liZ"^^ "« " "

dis^'ofcTnt""^ """"^^'"""^ "- ^""t « hhn, like a

BesidS-he to his <^' '^'^ T "°"^..'^ """ details,nis cranks ... his prejudices. And— per-
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sonaliy whUe I was in charge of things, I considered myselffree to follow my own inclinations ...»

^^
"Only— you did not consider it necessary to say so? Aha!"

-T7i:J""f
"S'^^g'--^^ in Schonher^'s unwavering eyeTo say just so n.ush - but not all; that is the grade art mv

courage. The bold strogue at the zygological moment—
I

which has now arrived. Your father has prejudi^^-lL
?ouT^

^^?'^^'^^'°~°"- B^o-IamaChim^aT wThyouit IS othemise- as I haf practical proof. And I haf beena goot fnendt to you, Blount. It is now for you to pTav udand speak for me to your noble father. How Li I hdp it1
ILt" A^'"""^'

L^^ - -- be judged by h^tLs

pJL^ ^""T^'
°^ .''°'^^' "^y ^^ ^^"«^- And you, being anactive verb, can give me points on that score!" He ^Sentweighing each desperate altemaUve. It seemed he st^ to beworsted either way; but his chief concern, at Se mom^t w^o keep Schonberg in his more friendly vJin. "Hr^^rkr^^^I m wil ing to do what I can for you.' But you caTt hold meresponsible for my father's taste in nationalities NothL?

?ofc^^T"''
'"'"^^ '^ "P^^°"' - ^^^ matter or fnyotir

^u^^ A "^r
,^""<>y«i <^ver it all than I am; but I riveyou my word, old chap- it isn't any earthly- " ^

A sceptical glimmer in Schonberg's eves chertpH l,;» r^lo -ui

yo^^tZ'^Ttf T™™"^-- JT ^ *° ^""^ betweenyour lather and me. To run with the hare and the hounds knot so easy as it looks, my friendt. You haf someS toyou haf just not suffeedent moral courage for tt" e^e vouwou^d so mush like to play. Your father^ a strongZ - ah^d man. Not the kind to wink at your so many pSlliesWomen -perhaps. Money, and other sush leetlem-
a^v He h^^H r"* *^' «'''" ^™tl^n>an to gif you

Sen",c^i^es? T"~''i "'°l
""'"''

' «»"ot rLoetnecn tlic Imes? It is another who has done him the
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favour to tell him some trifling facts vn,, ^i.^ .,— not so? " ^ ^" y°" disgreetly overlooked

Van shrugged. "There are alwavs nl*»nf,, t
to do one that kind of disservice - ^ ^ ""^ ^'^P^^ ^^^^y

in« to read the J^^l'tl ^r^'" ''^ ^"^^ ^^^
^0/ You do not wish to sivi V,.„ ,. .11 t

pragtical business. Your father .h;„b J J ^ »"> here for

aJl the need. QuaUkri^TE^^ '"^f
"" "^ -"='y -

stand Schonberg. I haf out ,W !^ ? •''"^ "°* ""der-
•"oney. But, my Gott I He ",H

„""\';"=»^ »ore than
his purse, if I should ^g^ Itth "'^ ^Z^'"" '"^^''" «>»
aggount. Better for yfu Blount Ti^r^P^'^'^y'^'le
8haU insist 'Ht the M^'ltetion ..

'"°"-''«''' " ^^m his return; that you caraMTback Tt /°"7"" '""''

done goot service to the gounfl^.S .
*
ff

^''^ "''<' '««
you pref. he should notfntThaT- ^iT^"- " '^ ''^^'y

.he'^?gh''t'a„tL^:"t1,::rkw^d " 't-''t'=*« p'-*^. -

«

depth' More and Ire h^fTl""''"™ '^^ ""den in their

the upper and neth^ltln 1^^" "'
"*f"' ''«-^»

precedent; and since he lived ™.Si f * P"^"™ "i""™'
code of the riffht thi„„ 1,

"'^ ''>' Precedent, by the

Schonberg dismissed his thought with . i

hand; and Van mecha^icaUynS tiat ite nT'
^^''^^^^

clean as they might be "No ^^T. • r
"^^^ ^^^^ ^^t so

Your father is tS strong Vo^Tf^' ^"' ^^"'^"^ the bush,

against him."
'"^ '^'^"S" ^«" ^^ "ot courage to stand up

Sheer nervousness goaded Van intn ,•r«r^o*•
you not to fling co^liicTinZZ^^ZT: J^ " ''°"''''=

and shift Avonleigh Hall to.,^ „ ' ' ""«'" ^ we" try
know my fatherrich^lLg." °"' ' <=°"venience. You don^

i i
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; «

son'^'^A^?' V?"* ^ **' P'^^""" ^d Prifil^^ t° know his

my friendts-aSLy'remies- ' " ""' '"^"' *° '"""

•|Why talk of enemies?" Van panied desperately.
Begoz your father is treating me as such- and you are notso mush my fnend as to venture one small protL. Haf Iasked you any favours, egsept this one? If I was not keen for

^.^r'^,^"""'^ """''' ^ *^« ^ """^l' t'ooWe? I do not™it the bother to start aU afresh. But this one thing I askof you; and— you won't do it."
^

"Damn it all, I tell you it's a case of 'Can't '"

ca^**Bv?W T^"< f^Jy,
^'''"* » ™««- "Who wills-

can. By that behef I haf leaped over every waU I wasno bom like yourself, in a padded mnclSr. And I ^teU you Bio.mt, I am better to haf for a friend than reneTYou wxU not do what I ask. Zo/ Yet you were readySSI should foot the egspense; and my leetle aggomt-^I hS
SIh^T"^ "^^ ^"^ Afonleigh. fspTc^Oly if I

s.^rJ""'*'^.""^ •*?«"* ~'°'"' ''"t he said nothing: andSchonteg went suavely on: "Mutual aggommodation b^tweenfnendts-that is sound poUcy. If nolong^mL-
mfback^

"^"^ "^ °™- NashuraUy-.yVu can pay

His hands were expressively flung out; and Van -who was

S^eTlT •f^'lT°<^-'-°'e abruptly. For the sec^

on^ LT^ k^ '**^"' ^Ser was a terrible thing; butonce let Sdonberg suspect that he went in fear of t-!This genal feUow, of whom once he could believe no harms«medjhstorted suddenly mto a semi-scoundrel capable7^
smtttta^' '" " ''^'^' """^ "' P-P'-'y o" his

"Of course-I can pay back part. In fact- all - 1 hope
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-if you give me time. The whole thing is so unexpected-
so detestable. I miagme< I was dealing with a gentleman -"

Ihe arrow glanced harmlessly aside.
"We shall never be chentlemen, and you will always be

fool:-
!

Schonberg paraphrased his own countrymen; and his
sneer was no longer veUed. " This mush I can tell you, Blount
you are dealing with a man who knows his own mind and is
aggustomed to get his own way. Either you shaU WTite to
your father or— I write myself- whatever I think fit—

"

In fact- you threaten me!" Van retorted, a spark of de-
fiance m his grey eyes. "Then, by God, you sMl write ai.d
teU hun what you damn well please. My father, even in anger.
IS a just man. I would sooner be in Aw hands—

"

"A-achl Now we know precizely where we stand." The
change of tone was startling; and Van -for aU his brave

Turfr"^^^ ^"^ ^^"^^'^ ^"^ ^^w anything of the kind.
Whatever you can pay me-s.,. What you cannot goes inmy aggount I gif you a week. Goot morning." He rose

with a formal bow. - It is a pity. I haf wished to be friendts."

^

Well- why not? " queried Van, hopeful to the last of keep-
ing his seat on both stools. "You lose nothing. It comS
hardest on me."

"Perhaps I shaU lose more than you think for," Schonberg
answered m his normal voice. "We axe not * dead cuts ' as you
say. But never the same— not pozzible."

'

II
No- bad luck! " muttered Van- and he meant it.
Ach— for you people it is always luck— "

" With just a dash of pluck? "

• "f''
7

1 do not deny it-" And they parted without shak-mg hands. '

Van left alone, subsided into th 'padded armchair'— his
birthplace- and let the fuU bitterness of realization sweep over
hun. All the secure foundations of his personal life were
shaken. He had not a ghost of a notion, now, what Schonberg
would say to his father. With a little dexterity he could give
thuigs an uncommonly ugly look. He recalled, with a pang of
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I

mingled remorse and fear, the nature of their talk at some of
those intmiate little dinners when Schonberg had been so free
with the fizz and old brandy.
No denying, he had been a bit incautious at times in his

allusions to departmental matters. Just a harmless and very
hirnian weakness for seeming to be 'in the know.' But quite a
different colour could be given to it all, as wcU he knew, being
a skilled hand at that invaluable art; and he thanked whatever
gods there be that his father's just indignation would have time
to cool before they two met face to face. He was bound to be
u timately forgiven; but ^he interview would be deuced un-
pleasant, a sharp lesson to him to be more cautious in the futiure.

Reluctantly enough, he was driven to admit that the net had
been spread m the sight of the bird -not altogether in vain.And suddenly it dawned on him that the unflattering admission
applied to his countny no less than to himself. It was vaguely
consolmg to reflect that a good few politicians must have found
themselves m much the same dflemma, when Germany dropped
her mask. Fmance behind it, probably, as in his own com-
phcation; and no doubt some were in a tighter place than he

If the larger dilemma condoned and comforted him not a
little so did the certainty of his mother's aUegiance; and, above
ail, the unabashed hope of winning GabrieUe de Vigne The
knowledge that she cared would go far to heal his wounded
self-esteem; and a sound marriage might help, eventually, to
reir.state hmi in his father's eyes. To-day he would fix up his
mother. To-morrow, first thing, Wynchcombe Friars—
By the time he stood on the steps of Avonleigh House he

looked almost himself again.
His mother's greeting was more effusive than usual. "Ohmy darUng boy," she murmured, clinging to him, and the

fervour of his kiss obliterated hours of doubt and pain. ForManon Blount, in anger, was unsparing as he* brother
"All serene, dear," Van replied to her mute question. "It's

''^^^l^.^i
^^^S ^^^"g^ by Father. But- it'll blow over."

Did he— slang you? '*
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A mild pugnacity gleamed in her eye.

^^

Van nodded, and gently pressed her down into her chair.
"Don't stand about and get agitated! It's very bad for you."
"But I am agitated. I think they're both very unjust and

unkind. They exaggerate things. You know Mr. Schonberg
better than they do. He m all right— isn't he, dear? "

Van pensively fingered his moustache.
"I have no proof to the contrary; and I don't hold with con-

demning a man out of hand. But— you know what Father's
like about Germans."

" Yes. And— about Avonleigh. What— what did he say,
darling? Have you brought his letter?

"

Van reddened. "No— I burnt it. He said— hard things,
that he will probably regret later on. It upset me, naturally;
and I didn't see why you should be upset, too. But I'd like
to know what earthly right Aunt Marion had to let fly at you.
Is it a very choice effusion? May I see it?

"

A light that was almost humour invaded his mother's serene
eyes.

"It's burnt, too. Such a mistake keeping that sort of thing.
The servants— one never knows. It was— hateful! And—
/ didn't want to upset you/"
They exchanged a smile of tender amusement. "How we

understand each other, don't we, Van?"
Then she harked back to General Blount. A man who could

traduce his own nephew! "It's Uncle Vyvian I'm so angry
with— interfering— poisoning Father's mind against you. I
really do think you should see him or write—

"

But Van was very decisive on that score. "Uncle Vyvian 's

a tough customer. Mother. And we don't hit it off. It's
Dirks he favours."

"Yes. I've noticed it. And— I've been thinking— won-
dering "— she hesitated nervously— ** whether— Derek has had
anything to do with all this?

"

Van started. "Mother/ Dirks would never let me down."
Her eyes fell. She fingered a long chain she wore. "Of

course not. But since he came home he has been very out-
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spoken --very critical. You remember how troublesome he

S.'h ""k'^^"^' /''""J'^«^
^^' y^- And he doesn't Uke Mr!Schonberg— does he? "

"No."

,/T^"~y°" can't teU what he may have said to Uncle

t^^* ^f so tactless sometimes -so clumsy. AnSlthmk, nowadays, he's rather jealous -over Father and you "

se^^t'h "'"^V
^"^. ^'""'^^ "* Van, whose attention

seoned to be concentrated on the discovery that a waistcoat

bu"W mT-" "
'
'^'^."^^ '^^^ ^^^ «^ -y -- -n

son/^L .T ^'"''^f'
"''• ^*^" n^ade- unfair compari-

sons. And-thmkmg tlungs over, it seems quite possible
some^stupid mterference of Derek's may be a? the bottom

StiU Van was silent, viciously twisting his button till it came
off.

^
Of course, he ought to speak up and clear Derek, who had

been' f
'."'. P^^Jf^ily tried to save him at the start and hadbeen sc iped for his pams. But he was still smarting from the

hurts mflicted by his father, and from the unknown thin^ AuntManon had said. His mother's championship had nevfr b^nmore preaous to hun. And, after all, she was making no base

Ind DereT?' ' fJ^'
^aw him as a martyr to Uncle Vyvian'sand Derek s mterference, nothing the others could say against

teTJw n I'
^^,^^^^-^tf f^th. Besides- how'^^.L he

t"t"of dS^gh^';
'' ^'^^ "°^ ^- -"' ^^^- -y

Unconsciously, instinctively, he was hedging -as he hadhedged over the Satsuma va-e seventeen yeaS ago. Somtthmg precious had been broken. His mother's 'instincr-now as then -was to blame Derek, to shield hun. And

s\^tTor^'^sT.'^^^^^^
'-' '' '^' Silence-leaving Derek to

"I.'s an unholy muddle. Why blame any one?" he said at

have knch''-^^
^"^ ^""^^ unconvincing magnanimity. "Let's

As she rose he slipped an affectionate hand through her arm.With her he was secure. To-morrow- Gabrielle de Vignel



Chapter XII
Thy Lady, was thy heart not blind.
One hour gave to thy witless trust

The key thou goest about to find—
And thou hast dropped it in the dust.

Fhanos Thompson

S^uTt Z'YJ""^" 1 ^'P"''^' "^"' "^^"^^"g ^h^« Francisbrought m the second post. He would have pocketed it«_but Karl's handwriting caught his eye' wL It

„i^^
tore open the envelope, scanned the first page -andglanced at Francis, whose eyes were on his face

said^^lf^T^ ^'"?r'.'
^P^^^^^^J" he thought; but he merelysaid Tell Bennett he must wait a bit- I'm delayed."

Very good, su-."
"^

The impudent fr'W withdrew noiselessly; and Van in afever of mipatience, sat down to tackle Karl's astonishW letterSchonberg's boast that he never let two blades grow under hSfoot was no empty one. It appeared he had motored do^^toAvonleigh yesterday, and so thoroughly enlightere, the un

3an"' """^''^^ ''^•^."^^ '^"^^ ^'^^'d ^-- '"be released

Si^kL ha?h ^'"'r- \ "^^" "PP^^^^ ^hat for some^M^lttr »r 'T/i^™^
'^' advisability of such a move,

one^f^h fi ' ^l^^^"^' '' ^''''^^ "^^ ^^^^ to come into

mv hLt T^T 5"''"'"'' ^^^'^' ^' ^'^^ ^"«^^' d^« not suitmy book. And I have no valid exoase for my refusal but-
remain:;

^.^^',^-^7^' ^ ^-^ ^-e, will L want me toremam on-m the unpleasant circumstances; and I wouldrather make the first move than wait till he giv;s ^^ the bootI hate puttmg you out, old chap. But ~ that's that '

"

cWM n/fnr^' ^T^A "'^^'L^
"'"'^ ""^^^ ^^^^^ ^e, the spoUtchild of fortune, had a sudden nightmare sense of being tripped
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up at every turn. Karl's letter was sympathetic, yet eminently
cautious; and it left Van wondering uncomfortably how much
of it ait had been news to him; how far Schonberg's version of
their interview had shaken the implicit faith of ten years. Van
was honestly fond of Karl; and, like all egoists in the grain, he
claimed, as a right, the devout allegiance of his own world.
Till yesterday, he had taken it as a matter of course. To-day
he knew it for the breath of his nostrils. Sooner than lose it,

he had left his mother imdc a false impression; and Karl, of all

people, must not be allowed to kick over the traces. He did
not feel like going to Avonleigh yet awhile; but he must write
at once.

After destroying three consecutive sheets of argument and
explanation, he decided on an ultimatum in the vein of a happier
day.

Dear Old Man,—
In the name of our ancient friendship— why this thusness?

Though there has been a bit of a ruction, I refuse to admit that you
are involved. And you don't know my father, if you think he could
treat you unfairly because of recent untoward events. Honestly,
Karl, I can't do without you. What's more, in my opinion, if you
chuck a sound job on account of this dust-up, it will look a bit queer.
Of course / know you're a white man. But why gratuitously blacken
your own face and hurt my feelings into the bargain? At least,
hang on till Father comes back. I can't manage Avonleigh this week-
end, or I would come and convert you in person. I expect a reply by
return, in two words— Unconditional surrender. -

Yours, till the trump of doom (and it hasn't sounded yet)

E. T. B.

"I back that to do the trick," he thought, sealing liis en-
velope with the Avonleigh crest— a falcon poised for flight,
over the motto, "I aspire." He posted the letter himself, in
the first pillar-box. Francis had, of late, shown indiscreet
signs of curiosity. It might be a sound move to dismiss the
fellow.

He dismissed him, forthwith, from his thoughts; cleared the
coast, as it were, of every minor issue save his chances with
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Miss de Vigne. Things had gone so ill in the past twenty-four
hours that they were bound to be near the turn. There flitted
through his brain a vision of her as she appeared at the concert,
when he had felt that a word, a touch, would bring her into his
?™^* Ji ^f.^tast^ of that crowning moment thrilled through
hmi. The high heavens smiled on his enterprise. Early June
opened her passionate heart to him ir the scent of the first wild
roses and fields carpeted with cloth -f gold.
Once he had entered the drive, nervousness took hold of him

and he slackened speed. His intense desire to win her ahnost
amounted to a prayer-a vague appeal to some unknown
Maker of Destmies.

And in passing the wide yew hedge that bordered the rose

'

garden he caught sight of a woman's figure -unmistakable-
armed with a basket, as he had seen her last. His prayer wa^
answered. The luck was in.

f j' w<«
,

He remembered an arched opening in the hedge, and, halting
the car m mid-drive, sprang out. Could be only face them aS
as an accepted lover, it would go far to restore his shaken
self-respect.

Under the arch he paused for the puie pleasure of watching
her undetected. Both arms were lifted to secure a coveted
spray; a charming attitude that showed to perfection the
gracious lines of her figure.

But she had heard footsteps. W^ en they ceased, she turned
her head— and discovered him. He lifted his cap. She
arched her brows over smiling eyes, finished securing her spray
and turned without coming forward.
"So you have arrived, after all?" she greeted him, with

bafiiing sweetness.

He would have held out his hand, but both hers were occupied.
"Not my fault I couldn't come yesterday," he assured her

eagerly.
^ " Did Dirks tell you? Did you— expect me? "

"I don't think — I expected you till I saw you!"
She was distractingly mistre?«; of herself.

"An unkind hit. Anyway, I'm here now— to ask forgive-
ness and something more—

"
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i
He saw the blood stir under her"Oh, as to forgiveness—

dear skin.

"I know I don't deserve it," he admitted with a phenomenal
humility. "I behaved like a cad. But — please remember—
I was simply staggered. And you were so dead keen on that
kid. I seemed to count for nothing. And I thought you knew— you must know— I love you. I was hoping to tell you
that morning— "

"And — yet—?"

The words fell like drops of cold water into the fevered haste
of his unstudied speech. The look in her eyes, as she stood
there— so alluring, so strangely unapproachable— made him
feel less than ever in command of the situation.

"Oh, can't yovi— won't you understand?" he pleaded with
genuine passion. "I confess it gave me a horrid jar; and your
inflexible attitude made me feel — it would be useless to speak.
In fact— if it's cards on the table, I thought— if I held off a
bit— you might—

"

" Don't — please don't." She c hi -ked him with a distressed
twitch of her brows. "I am not without heart. I can't bear
to hurt you. But— it is useless."

"You have changed your mind— about the child? I
thought—"
"He told you?" she queried, a soft light in her eyes.
"Of course he did. And as the obstacle— the misunder-

standing— has been removed— will you—

"

His eyes implored her. He held out both hands. Only one
of hers was free, and with it she grasped the back of the bench
near the pergola.

"You don't seem to realize," she said gently, "there still

remains the chief obstacle— myself."

Even he could not fail to see the truth in her eyes, in the
pained compression of her lips; and the unaccustomed pang of
baulked desire made him almost angry.

"You?— Then what have you been at all this time? I
could have sworn — have you been fooling me from the start?

"

"No— no." She flushed hotly, and her small, even teeth

^^
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I-Wmk^t ^^'- '"' ''^ ""^ '"" '^^ - - ^«.
She gave him an odd, direct look "v«f i.

answer." ^- Yet— you have my

M^.r^ u^^'f'^
*° ^"^"^^P^ ^ ^°"^^'s 'No' out of hand "

his^dtoff^^^'Brn'tv"
''"'^" '^ '°'^''— have kept

and steal a woman's heSlt way?"
"^^^"^ ""= ^"^^ '° '^

thought-7a wom^-ear^lr"^
'"'^-^^ ^Possible? I

"Forpveness, of come, is a woman's chief function "GabneUe mumured confidentiaUy to her ba^et ofTi
'

gettL^lt
''^ *^ged colour. He had asked for it; and he wasgetung «. Yet -even so. he could not accept' itxevSfe
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"But— if I had spoken — that night?

"

"You did not speak," she reminded him with gentle in-

flexibility. "And— since you force me to be frank — even
that night — you were different. Next morning— more so
still. Then your absence— your long silence. If I have come
to doubt you — and myself, it is chieHy your own doing. Doubt
in one direction breeds doubt everywhere. I have even won-
dered— were you sincere about wishing to play a man's part in

the War? For me, life is intensely real— in work or play.
With you it is all laissez-faire. I realize now— that we could
no more mix than fire and water. In everything you say or do
there is always the one black spot— self— self— 1"

She broke off. Approaching voices and footsteps brought
her to her feet. "I really mtist go in. Surely I have said
enough— more than enough?"
"Curse those fellows," muttered Van, obliged to follow suit.

"Look here, I'm off. I can't face them all. As for what you
said— May I write?"

"No, please— it will only hurt us both."

She gave him her hand. He held it. close and long; and she
only just made good her escape before Derek aiid Baird, coming
from the opposite direction, appeared on the scene.

There were exclamations and greetings, and Baird's hope
of a d'^Ve was quenched by a hurried announcement that
Van 1 merely run down on business and must get back at
once.

"Business— with me?" Derek asked; and by the look in his
eyes Van knew he had heard all.

He nodded, in order to get rid of Baird, who tactfully effaced
himself— leaving the brothers alone.

There was a moment of strained silence. Van waited for a
lead; Derek waited for confirmation of the thing he could not
believe.

"Well— you seem mighty pleased to see me!" Van flung
out with a carelessness he was far from feeling. "I wrote—
didn't you expect me ?

"

"No."
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"Why the devil—?"
"Is it necessary to ask?"
Van — who was suffering from a surfeit of home truths—

did not press the point. "As it happens, I might have spared
myself the trouble and saved my petrol," he remarked in a
changed voice, frowning at the empty seat where the ghost of
Ga]»neUe still seemed to sit with her roses. "I've seen her\ou two interrupted us. She won't look at me, infant or no
infant. Laid it on with a trowel in her tender anxiety to make
things homd clear. The curse of it is she's onlv succeeded in
making me keener than ever. She's one in a thousand. I'llmarry her yet."

He broke off and glanced sidelong at Derek's set face.
Heard from India this mail?" he asked.

"Yes."

''Father been laying it on with a trowel also?"
He's very angry, of course. The whole thing seems to have

come as a shock. And I thought - 1 hoped you had told nim
all about the Hospital. God kno^vs how you could take the
nsk—

!

*'0h, go it! Kick a man when he's down."
" Sorry. I didn't mean it that way."
Van was manipulating a cigarette.
"That I'm hard hit over it all goes without saying. But—

at this moment, I find it difficult to think of anything except
Miss de Vigne. If you'd just offered her your heart and had it
returned with thanks, you might possibly understand. But
as 1 don t seem to see you handing your heart about on a
salver—

"

"My dear chap, I understand all that right enough," Derek
struck m with repressed vehemence. "What I don't under-
stand is

—

"

"Oh, shut it!"

And Derek, nothing loath, took the elegant hint.

II

Have you seen Schonberg?" he asked.
''My God, yes! You were more or less right in that quarter— It It gives you any satisfaction to know it."
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cl^(f^
^^^^^"''^' G^^cle^^ of him now, Van -and keep

Van groaned. "I've had a shot at it. But— fact is—
there are wheels within wheels. I tell you, Dirks, Fm in the
hell of a hole. You don't even begin to grasp the true inward-
ness of my most enviable position. Of course, it's rotten hard
luck on Father. But I'm responsible— and all that—

"

Derek gave him a quick look.
"Quite so That's why it's beyond me . . . how you could

ask Miss de Vigne—

"

J'.uf'
""^ "^^"^ ^^"*''^' ^ thought -I hoped -she cared.

With her to stand by me I could somehow puU things through
1 say, Dirks— you've been stunning about it; and if any of
this leaks out, you might put in a good word for me. I don't
want her to think me more of a sweep than she seems to do
ah-eady There's something about her -I've never beUevedm the high-flown talk of a woman lifting a man. It's mostly
the other way. But she- if she cared- if she'd only have an
ounce of faith m me- I'm convinced she could puU me up a
peg or two I've been smitten often; but I've never fdt
that way before—

"

He started. His ear had caught the thud of Mark's crutch
and his dragging walk along the terrace.
"GodI Here comes Forsyth! The last man I want to run

mto. So long, old chap. Don't be more down on me thanyou can help. I can't enlarge on my sensations; but the toad
beneath the harrow isn^t in it. And I can say to you- what Iwoddnt to a^y one else -I'm downright ashamed of the
whole cursed affair."

He held out his hand— an unusual event. Derek— feeling
angry and wretched— wrung it hard.

"Father sent me that para," he said. "But— I want toknow more."
"WeU— I'U make out some sort of a tale. Or you might

square a few days' leave. Here comes your almighty M^k
I can nip out through the arch. My car's in the drive "

Three mmutes later the great Rolls-Royce shot through the

B>
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iron gateway full speed, and do\vn the long slope to the high-
road. The swiftness and the movement were a very real relief
after the emotional strain he had passed through. But they
sharply recalled his fatuous sensations on the downward journey,
his foretaste of the supreme moment that never came off.

It was one of Van's foibles that, even in seriousness, he could
seldom express himself seriously; but his simile of toad and
harrow was less extravagant than it sounded. Little used
to denial or criticism, he was su£fering acutely from the un-
familiar sense of helplessness in the grip of adverse circumstance-
and his pain was intensified by the gnawing of the Uttle black
worm— self-pity. With all his knowledge of the worid he
ladced the deeper knowledge of life that includes capacity for
sufiFermg— lifts it, ahnost, to a fine art; and he would probably
go to his grave lacking it still.

His vanity and self-esteem had been badly battered. His
heart was seriously involved. That he, of all men, should love
unloved—

!

'

"By God!" he thought with a sudden uprush of confidence
renewed. "I'U force her to respect me yet. If I chuck my
job to jom the Army it will be proof positive I'm dead in earnest.
I beheve she could love any sort of blighter in khaki."

It was a magnificently drastic resolve; and it served him well
as an anodyne during the long drive back to town.
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Chapter XIII

saw hii^ G?briLfrbut^«^^^VtsTih?r"""

had been weighing upon her aU the wSk d^W .K T'^'^^i

the most fan.mar.'Jf^^SSS'^^";^^^-^^^^^

voice; to see, with enl.gMe^C tsMTait^^^S
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oTTl T-"",-^"" ^l
"^°'" '^^ P^y^^^^ ^^ering- The sealof It on his hps and the shadow of it in his eves gave hUwhole ^pect a sort of strained nobility that shSy 'lue^

tTat maS Mr^"".'
^'' ^" ^'""^ passionless, detachmeS

ve?t s^eak t h^^Tf «.<> singularly just and true; thevery streak m hrni that might make him slow to come for

they should have hved so long under one roof without find-mg each other out! The self^dent answer wS!-^„

min7»d hS;''
^ '°° ^"' ""' <" »" ^«y "-ch occupied

fisfr,'rw"'\'°°^ '^ * ''"^ of her charges down tofish m the Wynch. Derek was not among theiS ShrhaHnot seen hun since that distressful interlude to ttfrose LrdenBau|d mentioned casuaUy that Mr. Blount had tm,erur^sce

^4t^rtr':f^i,'"'\\^ ^°- straightTal^^th::

ij,tz:n, a^"i':h'e":;:^^ 'tt:
"-' ""

of hiffh teTKsmr. A^o^ Tj ^^"' "^^ ^^at moment

sait'sirnaL-L'dh^Tst^^ih'rsr'"'^^^^^^

My darling Gay [she read] —

job. It is about yJ^ZZ- your 'if?!'
'^" ^'"*"8 ^ P="»f"l

the sW "" *" '"""' *"P'^ »" >» ^= -ed over the rest of

itIX: cS;^iui,rruri^wTV" '
'^^ •">""«

contemplating marriage, I can wait no ^r F^i^elifcT
""

can, my dearest, and believe th-.f T k.,„ ^ i*orgive me, if you
do the best for you.

^ ^^"^^ ^^^'^ °"^ ^°tive only- to
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lv"'l

The facts are as follows- Vnnr ^«„, >. ^l
mehersoleexecutor iSth^"-'

''^^
"''I''"'

^' yo» ^now, made
for you- Canad an boni^' '^! IX""'

°" ^^ "^^^^^ *° accumulate

I had on with Srontrtb'ougl'rin .^fJ-' ""^'^^ ^^'^
and my first thought wL, to add Lit

^.^"^^'.^^P <>f ^^Pital;

portion. Schonbere was nufffn. v ^ °^i^
^"^ ^'^^^ marriage

concern with the G^vr^SnCwaSd Tan^f "'"
I '^« ^^^ '"

foUow suit. I said haSThrn,^ ' ^"^ ^^ "^^ ^^" I should

He said: 'Why notl^aif'^^^^^^^ S °? ^^ ^'^ ^^"^ bonds,

any number of hoiL'Tr^ J ^'^^^' ^^^^*^t. Safe as

the^nd I gave in^'adL^Tfh ^'^'!, ^'
^^J

^""^^ ^^^' ^^^ ^^

of hold on me. '
'"^ ^^^"^ ^^>'«' ^« ^ad a queer kind

BulTdZTtty^rl^ToL'^et^^^^^^
cause of your pr^udi^ aca^^rwu'"'?

Schonberg or Gennany be-

lose good m"ney be^^e^n^^
^'

. V^°"«^^" ^^^y should you
tooS S te^s oTmonl """u

^^
'
^^"^^ ^e get to think

only man in E^lnd^ ^^L'^^^^^ ^^ "^^ ^ ^'^^'^ ^*^«

I knew sometS of The finw i f'^'^'^ °'''^'' ^^^^ Germany,
and I beheved -like mlv^ m:^>f?f ^^^T^"^^ complicatioi;

ruled the world. ^ ° ""^ ^'"^"- ^^ the purse strings

J^''solS;rth7d'-H' 5^' "°' ^^ ^-^ *o t^« yon the

last more than st^^^^o™' "r^' ^ ^^^^ .^^ '^ -^<i -t
But I'm rambUng. The D^inM

~ "^^ P^^^ ^tnngs again,

the muddle I have made of^' ^ ^ "^^"^ ^° ^^^ ^" ^ ^^ to mend
earth. I onty STco^S r^Z^^^'l T'^ '^^ ^^ ^^^^^ions on
But a large part oT^ mone^^^^^^

''' °' "^ ^^ ^^P^^^^"

result that I am a good dSj mnl^^^^""^^ ^ y°""' ^^'^^ ^^^

quite care ahi^-i^t.- '"""^^^^^ ^° Schonberg than I

aged t^secm^ 1 Ce nl^'T''^^'""' ^^ ^"^^^ ^^ ^e has man-
friends. Sm^]J^lT^'^''^'''' ?^ ^"^ ^°^ J^^^lf and his

I teU you thfs Se anvT^ '"'""''""l^^
'^^ ^°^^ ^"^ ^« <^apital.

consisLf trl^eX sh^^^^^^
^ °^^^/.^ P^^^"^ ^°^d only

care to become a XehoHer in tLT'' ^°^ ^ ^*^"^' ^^ >^°" ^^^^^

Avonleigh sold out lonfat V^ ™ ^, '^ '^^^ ^^^^^^ ^o^^
shares. He sSms o be d«-' *^

young Mr. Blount has a few
hope he is noTtrbe^he^tpTy man^'

'"" '"' ""'' ' ^^^^^^ ^<>

divTdfnd^^ ?tt tLt^r/caT^ff
'°"

?H
^^^ °^^ «° °" P^^^ y-

can manage aU right a^ut^^C^l^t^a^^St^^^^^^^
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But, for the sake
their old Dad. So, for that matter, have you
of our dear Dead, let me do what I can to atone.'

Ever and always your loving Dad
John Burlton

419

h.Hl'^^^ ^? *^.^'^' * ""^^' the pain and anger in her

trso'?L,7^''''^^^'^^"^^^^y^- ThewKhLg^ so bewildering, so unexpected, such a pitiless cold doucheupon her fervid hopes and dreams—

'

"oucne

Her hand that held the letter dropped into her lap; and shesat there motionless, in the June sunshine, looking bHnd^y outover the wonderful downward and upward sweep of p^et^^^^^at was Mark's peculiar delight and pride, whll^ the wat^^ofbitterness flowed over her soul.
«^c wdiers 01

For money, in detail, she cared little, as do many generousnatures, who have never known the relenUess grinVofT^smachinery without it. But, in the form of her Wiage^r!
tion It was the cornerstone of things. Without her 'dot 'shecould not, or would not marry. Neither would she consent tobe a dram on her stepfather at the expense of Jacko's brotherswhose prospects had dwindled woefully as it was
She had often felt irritated -not unreasonably- with herbvable, Imuted stepfather; but to Jay, for the first time^ sh^

tl^^u ''^^, ^""^'^ ^^^ ^° ^'"^ ^' ^^t her almost asmuch as her own loss Those bonds were not his to meddle
with. The more imphat her mother's trust in him, the

'

^sshis ngnt to toudi them, even with unimpeachable intentions.
Chi that score, she was sternly emphatic. And -it was notUke hrni. It was simply one more proof of Schonberg's fataldominion over hun, body and soul— e «**

The commanding tones of the gong startled her out of her
trance There were people to tea; and hurriedly tidying her
hair, she resolved to escape as soon as possible. A long lonelytramp woidd ^ve her breathing space to confront evervthingmcludmg her fatally awakened heart, and to make all the
necessary decisions.

Tea was on the terrace. Sir NevU and Lady Sinclair had
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brought three Indian officers anH vi^^ -kit i

valescents from Westover Sklf « / ^^°^ "^"^^ ««
there, Derek amonVX^ t

1°''^" ""^ ^^ **^ "^^n wer,

rat*'-rss—S:'^':!^^"

:

centratPd }i*»r of*
"™^^- defying his intrusion, she con-

fiist opportunity she discarded him caurhtsiHn?' . '
, !

moment and said quietiy: "Hm ^'^at^^ J^'^:'ing for a tramp up to the ridge " ' ^^'

««SSKr""''- ^''-^-^e Gay to desert a ter-

'AU by your lonely?" she asked.

pin^"-
^'^^^^"^•^^^^^^g to do -with the help of my

Sheik's sn^eexpress^i^used understanding "Run along,

Tau ^ ^f °"^y committee you don't despiseck filled with wicHnm

»

"^ uespisei
» saia, — .^^, sjiiiy ton

And come back filled with wisdom »

wo^d he think if he guessed that"Ss*Sl^Xwa^tthe first step towards going altogether? Fnr *A^. , *

On she walked and on; down the broad ™„-„ .i.^ted with moss and clu;ips™c^'l^3 TeS^r'^J'of her crowded and receded <!he trun^of^Sty oM Dtot^Sf.their companionable iUusion of movement Vtf ^^' *
treadmg a measure of some slowan?sSy<LS -^Z T"mg sun painted their stems rust red and a UghT^n;h ^nnT'^"the,, dark summits. Gnats buzzed up and d^ hTII"^a beam. Forest flies hung motionlessTa da^e^f .dd u.was a magical evening; an evening to cat?h an echo tl ,Kmner harmony of things, to fling 4de the d^^^ay o? k^h^
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If. SliJ^a^rrer'^"^^
^° '" ^^ '^'^ ^^^^^^ ^- lack

^^fT f t!^"""
""^"^"^ understand: not even SheUa. In thedepths of her own being there were ehments tha? rebellSBut the fact remained that she wa. her fathe 's dlugh 2'm nothing more so than in this proud, practical attitude tl'w^ds marriage. And there is no mor^ stubborn Sm^than unreasonmg inherited instinct- a racial instinctTo bS.^She could only pray that Derek's heart was a less volcL^'c

thSV^r.'^'
""f

''^^'"*"^^ ^^ «-^ '- be. Ha^py for hL'that he had no drop of passionate Latin blood in his vdnTFor herself, she must take up fresh work elsewhere -Fr2e
of inZ'" /^" ^f^ ^'''^' ^ ^"^^^ ^"°^^^^-^ 'ome meagreof independence she must possess. Thank God she had abram and a cathoUc love of her kind. For all that, ta heroesmamage was the end of ends -whether for ma,^ or wo^!now more imperatively so than ever— woman,

At last she r^died the ridge. The great pinewood lay be-hmd her; and before her a wide stretch of open countr^ sSmisty m the gdd dust of evening. With a sigh fromSt^she^mig herself on the heather, and lay thefe, lost to^1^
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Chapter XIV
No heart to dare, is no heart to love.

cause. If she had a S/^ .

.unhappy for no ostensible

were travelog fathe s^tS' ""^"^ ""* '^"^ ""'"8'"'

•«n^ him by\JZ^^^ ^: "cY'^
""' '"^ >-" *» em-

heard of Van's m^ric^.^r/- J^' ^^ "ark, having

gave the .Sole.pe™itted-rf£>S^'^anS?? '^^ "^ ''"^^

atgKrjSn°4S;rSt s;^^^:t^^-
-

D you know where she went?" he asked
^^•

bhe said— to the ridge."

he^S;S:i.;X^^o^t^-" - -- -ectionP..

Can you walk so far?"

'^.T^i
It might not be necessary. Mavl^o?"He faced her squarelv now anH i\.^J ^ ^

look in his eyes.
^"^^ "^^ °^ mistaking the
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'* Yes— go

! And— good luck to you. I'll tell Mark."
"Thanks," said inexpressive Derek; and went dow-n the

shallow stone steps, scarcely limping at aU, walking like a manm a dream.

As he entered the wood — where the level Ught flung lengthen-
ing shadows — he was beset by that strange yet familiar sense of
knowmg precisely what would happen next, of having been there
before.

A June evening; a pine forest; a girl astray; his oflfer to go in
search of her—

Vividly, startlingly, it aU flashed back upon him. Even to
Mrs. Maggot's cynical remark: "She knows, well enough, if
she stops out there, you'll go and look for her."
The coincidence amazed him. It also made him rather

anxious. Was the omen good or bad, he wondered; and the
next moment chid himself for superstitious folly. He had
hardly got over his bewilderment, his unashamed relief at her
refusal of Van; and its possible significance had not yet dawned
on him. But— as astonishment subsided, Hope whispered:
There is just a chance— why not?" And that whisper had

prompted his bold request. He had flung away so many
chances. This one, at least, he would seize— and dare Fate to
do her worst.

He felt half afraid he had done for himself by that unpre-
meditated impulse to tell her all about Lois. Since then lie
had been aware of a change in her, that he could only feel but
not define. Well— very soon— when he found her— he
would know.
And aU the while, at the back of things, his troublesome

conscience nagged at him, msisting that he must first make
quite sure there was no more hope for Van. His brother's
parting appeal, with its rare mingling of humility and genuine
feehng, had left a deep impression — as it was doubtless meant
to do. Van was, after all, heir to Avonleigh and its great tradi-
tions. If Miss de Vigne had it in her power to make a finer
more stable man of him, it behoved him, Derek — if only for
love of Avonleigh— to do what he could. FaUing that— i

i i
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r,«,. In thedisunce he had sighted a blue dgutc hurrying down thepathway from the ridge. The next „,oment sh7iw M^andshe too, came to a dead stop. For a seconH, i, seemed^.^tas ,f she would turn back or strike off among the tr^ Mshe actt«lly want to avoid him? Ought he not to ha™ com^Impossible to regret it. But because of her hesitationTnd

SSch F^^™ -^ ?T"'''
'""•''y '""d ™«':'>u,g her ap.

d%^Uy insist t^fKl''".T «""' '^'''y dothed wit"^

a m^taZ H-fS"'
"'' •" *"*" * ""'' "8''" 'han usual as

11 menWly defymg some one or some thing; and he nut ud i

&roi7&^-- him"^iz -EF
Gabriel^'J^lv^r'^-^'"?'

^'"'' ''''™ ""= """'^"t ^e,
Sh?tC';1o^,'^rck^''^^f'DM^f'"'!["'"^
look for the sheepX w^to«?"

"'' ""^ ""'^ ^'"' ^"^ '"

"ThJiMt'^'f"'""' '*' ""*»" fo^nd his normal voice-They didn't send me. Sheila was worried and - 1 offerrf i^

SedyL'r""S"
Vou must be hungry. Yof^^ly

Her smile had a tremor in it. "How like youl"But she accepted it gratefully; and no less gratefully availed'herself of a pme stump that formed a providS^tidTti,! t^
trlot:^^,rs^ " P^°'"^«' "° "^''"^«' -^^ -e
He leaned against a neighbouring trunk and watched herwondermg-what ne.xt? Right over her hung TvLt whS

^Wto'Tt^nVr."'- ^™'>°--'^«beUedag4s:
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"Sr" ^''"^'? •'^P'"« ^" ^^^ ^^^^" *»« ^kcd at length.No Mostly ying on the heatiier." She indicated her

^uJ^l T'- J^ ^^'P' "^y ^*'^- »"' ^t's no excuse.
1 ought to have known."

»-^*wb.

In spite of her, a smdl sigh escaped; and he grew bolder.
"Were you wonying? Was it—?"
She looked up quickly and saw the knowledge in his eyes,
xie told you?

i!Z^' ^ *^°"^^— I was surprised. I thought— "
^^You thought you had successfully smoothed the way for

Derek said nothing.

And be<^use silence was dangerous, she went on: "I hatedhavmg to hurt him so. But — he persisted-"
"Poor fellowl I don't think he quite knew what to make^-a refusal. He's not been reared on refusals -of any

vii^ue"^' tW''"
'^' '"^"^ '^'^°"' ^°°^- ""^^ ^ °»"^

"But in this case," he ventured, "the loss altogether out-weighs the gam." *

Hct expressive eyebrows twitched. She began to suppose
herself mistaken after aU., "Are you-conSnissionS^-^
speak for him? "she asked. "Do you reaUy think-?"

incr ;i!.T7 .7^'Pj'^«"^^^«-^tely-"howcanIhelpthink-mg tiat a wife- hke yourself- might be the making of Van.

dr-ifte^ed^^Ii^'"^""-^^"^"^- I wouldn't ^on.

"Oh, no— no"
Derek's fingers gripped the crutch handle of his stick. Butshe did not notice it. She was chewing thoughtfullv lookin.?

teUmg herself she ought to feel relieved

co^dl7o.7h^^~^-'
^°^ti^^-?""he persisted: and shecould almost have ansen and struck him.

"At one time— yes," she agreed in measured tones. "But
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^

™ biinTNo^'''
""•

^ "" "«^ » "^^re weathercock. I

lor that; partly— some one else. I don't nriK..T«.CT j
your brother. H. « dever- chamLg -'upTH^fet ^ bS

^« w^; "^t"''^-
"""" "•: ™' «"'<• "^to'Treyes were alight. "He a -your brother. You have don.

^ you can for him. But please understand, it is u^^es, ?;^.»w-he » not the Idnd of n^an I'would^ti oj

..^' "^ '"ft « moment; his inarticulateness alive with th«arfour of h« Ixope. And at last- purely on hnpube hT,«>Ie^What lund of man- 1 wonder- „ouU you dr^o,™
The speculative quiet of his voice effectuaUy beUed him.Oh, his very opposite— in every wav— i " .k. a ^

at^ fr^. -P?^- Then, h^chTks on t ""^^^Zabruptly. "But there's no question of marriage -now Hwe must hurry back Vnn sa?^ ck -i
^^

.

^^^
Wifj,..,,; - J v

^^^~ ^^^^^ was worried."

hJ'-aX^^^'er^.""^"*
'°^' -" '^-oO confronting

v^?)!?^!^ "^ '"°'' y™ "* safe -with me. And after aUyou _have said -you muH wait and hear -what I We to

facfwI^'Si^^Xln'™^''"".'^*'^- His whole

forceTtht n;»^
never seen it yet; and the restrained

hl^,f ^ ,^ "^ emanated from him that- although shehad the whole space of the wood and knew he would nortafa

aXTcal'^A'S;;:
^'' -" «<> -'^ -ed l^i?

Seeing her hesitate and colour hotly, he added with a new and

itrp^eT^r--'^*^"""""- E-ifitrnTre?
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Unseen hands were wrenching her this way and that- and tocase then- mutual strain she cried out impatiently ''Oh llv

t>ave^y_ou, an this time, bec-n playing his Land 'W^^w'
A half smile flickered in Derek's eyes. "There didn't seem

tt~ ^"^°'^''" ^"'^' ^"*^ "^^"'^Jy I wished -the^rt

||Not kert/" she (lashed with decision.
That's only because Marlt is my best friend."
"snot It's because their standards are real ones Th^,don't use the world's yard measure here. Butoh- wh^e%tte use of talkmg, when everything has gone to pieces? That's

"JJZ'^^%~ "',^?'"- '"^ »y»" - from you --'
CabruUel" He spoke her name with no loverly hesitation

l^A "-.IT'^'
""" *'*'' " P"^'"" »' tendernessLdTot^t'

kZt? ofTj'U" '""iVe'?''^ H^f
^"^ ?T '^^ "''^^

m^r,^,
pocjtet. ive heard from Dad— all mv

SeasT~ItTtJ",'™''
portion -clean gone. Read it-please It s too long- too maddening to explain - "

"sftVo^' XT' "" '' "" ^ ^^"« ^"^' -^ -^ gently:

«n? r^ !i ^r*^.^^ °^^y ^' even trivially, when he spokeand looked hke that. Also, she foresaw a battle-^d shewould need all her strength. Would he be strong enough shewondered, to overmaster hex pride, her unreasonll con"that she could not, empty-handed, give herself to any mrOr would he be too diffident - too sc^pulous -? ^
tha ^^fnf^^^-'^u-

°^^"''^ ^^ ^"Sdence and still strength

While he read, her gaze never left his face. She saw hisfrown deepen, his resolute lower lip drawn m Then unexpectedly, he looked up and saw- beforeX'ould ve^'it-her heart mirrored in her eyes.
<;i-"umve It—
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i

-Si

I

:i K

fl.!i*j''?'"!u''"
"^ * moment, as if a blaze of suiiliVht had

They ought to make it good- between them. But- 1

T

still mystified. If it's a mere matter of money, why sho^you so desperately need to escape -from yolirsetf- f™,^

S.«.'^ ^°'' -"* ^^«'' '-- =""-"""= '-t is

J'^'^'uT^T"^'^ y" understand?" Instinctively she rose

pomon. No setf-respectmg Frenchwoman would inany with-

But / am Enghsh," he retorted; and the thrill of pride in

aUy, I regret, I resent the loss -for you. For myself Idon t care whether you come to me with twenty thoSinbonds or a five-pound note—

"

^^
"But /care more intensely than I can make you understand

Sbud^; is

"'"
•'

.f''
'^^^"^^ ^' ^^^^- The womanWtnbution IS a pnvilege- a duty: and if you are to have tL

Idea IS bred m my bones. And Mother wisely encouraged itSne thought it right and proper."
^

thr^'blTelTZ'-!:"^'" ""^ '* """>"'= '» p"'»^«

shZfatitSfytlrvin^cIS?*'''''
"^*«' "^"^ ^--•

Heaghed "You have me there. But this one, thank God« not bred m my bones. It is yourself I want. NeitherlSnor more I caj't offer you all that Van could offer. I ^^only work -and do my utmost to make up to you. But ofcourse" -diffidence tripped him up- "if my Llitaiy co^tnbution IS — not good enough—

"

"^^ con

"Derekt If you are going to be cruel—!"

She made a move as if to slip past him. But, quick as
titought, he dropped his stick and caught her handsTn bot^

"It is you who are cruel." His voice was impaUent, ahnost

p*:. M
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angry. "Standing there— splitting hairs about money, when
you've practically admitted— Oh, my dear— don't be a
fool!" He checked himself and reddened furiously. "For-
give me! I didn't mean that—"

" You did I And it was lovely of you to say it
! " Her mouth

quivered. Tears sprang to her eyes. All her defences were
down.

"I'd far rather you called me a fool than an angel—

"

" But you are an angel.

"

"No— no! Don't spoil it, please."

"It's you who are spoiling it. Who's using the world's yard
measure this time? Now we've got at the truth, nothing else
counts— in heaven or earth."

He dropped her hands and opened his arms— mutely be-
seeching.

"Oh, Derek," she breathed. "It's utterly wrong."
"It's utterly right," he countered, his eyes deep in hers:

and with a low sound, half sp--ch, half sob, she leaned to him—
Enough of words. They .id reached the heart of truth.

A new and unresented limit had been placed upon her life.

And while he stood holding her to him— as a man holds the
most sacred thmg on earth— all the repressed force and fire
of him seemed to pass silently from him to her. There is an
electoicity of the spirit; lightning flashes of vision, of com-
munion vouchsafed to hearts charged with a great passion,
greatly controlled. It is the gift of gifts to those who have not
squandered their capacity for emotion by the way.
To Gabrielle, it seemed an age— a wonderful golden age— i

that he held her thus; without speaking or moving or attempt-
ing to kiss her. Only she could feel his heart beatmg in slow,
uneven strokes against her own.
At last he loosened his hold a little. "Gabrielle," he whis-

pered, his mouth close to her hair. "Not repenting? Was I
rough— did I force your hand? "

For answer, she lifted her bead and looked at him; her eyes
mistily tender, her heart exultant, her reasonable brain, at
the back of it all, mtrusively demanding— why this ecstasy
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of contact with one only human being of all the millions on
earth—

?

And as if her lips had asked that hnpermissible question,
Derek suddenly caught her close again— and kissed them . .

Leisurely and happily they walked homeward through the
wood; hand m hand like a pair of children.

The sunset glow had faded, and as day waned, moss and fern
and whortleberry seemed to emit a still green radiance of their
own. Ebbingwaves of twilight and the gossamer of young moon-
beams conjured the open spaces of the forest into isles of en-
chantment. The gnats ha!d made an end of their dancing.
The south wind had dropped asleep. Not a sound anywhere
save a hushed whisper in the tree tops or the chance low note
of a bird. And, pale gold among the shadowy pine stems, the
moon herself accompanied them; now hidden, now emerging,
pencillmg with light the edges of fern and trunk and bough—
a spirit, intimately linked with earth.

For a time the silence of a great content enfolded them. It
was joy and wonder enough simply to be walking thus, see-
ing and feeling all things in unison—
The whirring of a night-jar broke the stiUness. They stopped

involuntarily and listened— as if to a miracle.

"'Enter these enchanted woods. You who dare!"* Gabrielle
quoted imder her breath. " Derek— how dared we? "

"I suppose because— we are lovers," he answered simply.
"That's my exciise for daring so greatly this evening, that no
other achievement in that line will surprise me again!"
Her smile was a caress.

"Personally, I think it was far more daring— in the circum-
stances, to come out and assail me about your— Van!"
At that word the actual thrust a rude hand into their Eden.

Derek looked whimsically distressed.

"I'm afraid— I'd forgotten Van. If we tell them all, now— the very same day— it would be too cruel— "

"Perhaps if he heard, simultaneously, about my money— ? "

she ventured, with a wicked twitch of her brows.
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"Gabrielle! Haven't you been suflSdcntly unkind to him—
poor old chapl Of course we can tell Mark and Sheila. But
for the others— will you wait a week — to please me? "

Her eyes dwelt on him with inexpressible tenderness— and
suddenly they were filled with tears.

"Mais—je Vadore 1*^ she whispered, feeling less shy of the

confession in French than in English. And without a word,

he took her in his arms.

The shyness, the sacredness of his first kiss had not prepared

her for the passionate fervour of his second, that fused them in

a common fire and lifted her to the heights—
This new Derek was something bigger, more forcible, than

even she had dreamed.

Then they took hands again and walked on home, radiantly

companioned by their guardian spirit— the moon.

END OF BOOK V
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BOOK VI

THE PROUD FUTURE

Chapter I

We stand opposed by suck means
As you yourself have forged against yoursdf
By violation of all faith and troth.

Henry IV, Part I

The opening glory of June, that year, was darkened by the
sudden and tragic passing of Lord Kitchener. England, bereft

of that master-spirit, seemed to lose a cubit of her stature.

A world of warring nations turned their thoughts from strife

a moment, to mourn him. The very heavens wept. June,
for all her roses, was a month of leaden skies and drench-
ing storms. But the fruits of his superhuman labours were
ripening; and the face of July was irradiated by the triumph of

the Somme.
Tragedy or triumph, the strain of War was telling heavily on

one devoted Englishman, who still chafed at his enforced sepa-

ration from England in her greatest hour. Happily, even in

Bombay, there were battles to be fought for her, victories—
bloodless and inglorious— to be won. For here, in the guise

of sedition and the factitious cry— 'India, a Nation,* the
oiemy was entrenched in his most insidious form. The intricate

task of sifting legitimate aspiration from sedition in sheep's

clothing taxed Lord Avonleigh's keen brain to the utmost and
made heavy inroads on his reserves of strength. Between
work and worry and an enervating climate, he was in no fit

state to sustain the shock of Van's defection and the present-

mait of Schonberg's 'little account,' accompanied by a letter

that was a masterpiece of insinuation cimningly overlaid.

Is^
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and .^ ^ »d skilfully the German stnick back at both father

^T' T^^ '^^ '^''«'> **>« <«•>"• He took credit t"hmsclf with due modesty, for having discerned and checked

nZt if.; ""S. *°. '^"^8 °"" » ^'"« wireless installation on

vZl ^^-^ ^T^ "'"'^'""' of his zeal in the interests of Wsyoung fnend whose aristocratic mind was too innately nobleto harbour distrust, or to risk striking unfairly. Mere men ofbusmess had ne«i to be of another nLke. A brirf STuSon ttthe Hospital staff was in the same vein. l«rd Avonleigh wLdfind rt free of undesirable elements. Let a man be judged byhK actions^ H editors of no repute maligned him, if hLI^Zwere caUed in question, there stiU rem^ed the satisfactk," 5havmg smred his friend. Since Lord Avonleigh hS^ gj

bJ^ 'IT '^T-
"' ^ constrained -'in the Ty ^

BlTnTr ff»»d P»y»ent of certain loans which Mr.Blount, It seemed, could not conveniently meet
And so on and so forth, in polished periods ^Vraomous inessence as they were plausible in fact.

enomous m
The more ostentatiously he spread the cloak of his mag-

fXt^Z'th'l^^^l'^r'.'''
"^^ " "«->- f" v^'lather to stiU the insistent doubt. Had his son, in bald tennsbeen pohtely bribed to keep his aristocratic ey« cl«ed,SSchonberg advertised his loyalty by ferreting outiS^oflas own contnving, whenever suspicion rearSl its hST tothat case— how fax did Van realize—?

selftoT^"".,"
*"™' "" f«-'«chmg, he could not bring him-

lm,J?ili f• ^ *^^' " *•" *««> Of Obvious filings

ffi!!^V^K"'l'''J° 'f" *^ P»8^ °f doubt thau Ak
F^e t'o^^, ^K

'
"^i

"' a suspicion that might be unjust.*ace to face, he could probe him unsuspected; and Uust

™-thZT *°ri™"- .
Schonberg's account, which he p^dmthout comment, drew from him o ;e more stem rebuke-

S^i iS?r J"' 'ft^ ™^ '«"°^«^- B"' hisTetttt:

Sogeth'r '
'"' egressions of affection ceased
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By these negative tokens, alone, was the truth brought home
to Van that his father's anger was no mere volcanic overflow,
guaranteed to cool down in time, but an inexorable change of
heart; and the aching sense of loss, following upon Gabrielle's
defection, brought him within measurable distance of humility.
It even induced a fit of moral indigestion, which just stopped
short of propelling him into the Army. Gabrielle being out of
court, that brave impulse had died a natural death. So en-
tirely was it linked with his desire for her, that he failed to see
in it the sole act whereby he might have acquired merit in his
father's eyes. Instead, he merely dismissed Francis; cursed
Schonberg and the War and his luck; everything, in fact, ex-
cept the root of all his troubles— himself.

Even his mother's unbounded faith and affection failed to
redress the balance of thmgs. To her he breathed no word of
the change in his father's letters or of his own unsuccess with
Miss de Vigne. He thanked his stars he had all along been
reticent on that score. The shock and surprise of her engage-
ment left him utterly confounded. Derek— first-rate fellow
though he was— struck him as the last sort of man to capture
a woman's heart. The loss of her fortune— no denying it— helped to ease his pain; and his magnanimous letter of con-
gratulation was vitiated only by a faint glow of self-satisfaction
and a cherished hope that Derek would share it with Gay— as
indeed he did.

"Here's luck to you both," it concluded after a page of mild
self-depredation. "You deserve it. Ail I ask is— don't in-
vite me to play best man or to dance at the wedding. And tell
Gay (I may call her that now) I can't forgive her yet awhile
for stealing a poor devil's heart when she pretty obviously had
no sort of use for it."

They were constrained, nevertheless, to request his presence
at Wynchmere Church on the 9th of August and afterwards at
Wynchcombe Friars. His polite excuses were accompanied by
a cheque for Derek and a pearl pendant for the bride. Lady
Avonleigh also excused herself on the score of health; and also
gilded her refusal with gifts. In her heart of hearts she was
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he had darod to be Ct « ^e^^f^ ''»
"
^""''' P"* ««"

more than he allowedly on^ ,„ ' "" '''"'»' ""urt him
«cxet sense of a b„.l U^C. l^f^' "" ""'^«' 1^
untnown.

oetwecn them for some cause or causes

But before hi,^T^^Z '^^™ '^'^^ " l«t.
iung trouble she^^hta^lu'" °""P'"«'' ''«»• ««^ of
the South coast and^eSel^Tf ^'"j'"' P''^''«l
at Parltstone^n-Sea

^'P"""*"* *™' "to a channing house

was slJw to subsidr'^oS^.ritTh "^^Hi
''""'^ ''^

'busmess proposition,' normore"V^ ""f '" '"'^'"" h"
as a set-off ^ai^t \CZ,^Z^ "^"/"^ *" Avonleigh

s-d^^?£Ft"-^-^^^

sel't'^^^fg^"*^^^- *ost of his former
subdued- assembled to^c^eC*ai:??^~'"^'°"^ ""''

new daughter made unwiMn^T™!!?' f"* ^^ '«:eption of the

and Ss^m-et^St^-t L'""?? !« ''»'«"

On one poSt tte^" °w ''"™"*™ ^^ ^^'Pticai as of old.

«« a sorting ^cSurhe-^^Lnf^^s^r^^nS^
^
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n!^»!" ?*! ^"^'"^ "'' '^"^ Southwest coast. Four years^Bombay had impoverished his power of resisting theS
Souitr/wea

"^^^^ ^'- ^^^^^ ^ ^' «P^t^
.
*«»»»' tl»t unwelcome verdict he rebelled with an aon«^ntauon bred of sheer illness and craving for h^e C^«and Torquay were vetoed out of hand. Branks^e Par^Z
J^irT^'r". '^ ''T ''? "" "'^^^una ms wue. But— the choice of an abode! Between the

diplomacy, aU her resource. To Evan, hotels and fumishS
^^1"^' n^^^"- ^^^ ^'^ °ther people's bZ^n«
wredced manner ngged out in some one else's clothes. But £the end he accepted the lesser evil -a 'desirable residence^

l^t London- scarcely yet recovered from its epidemic ofr^gnati^s and counter-resignations, that were niioured tohave saved the county from drifting into an untimely peace.Van -shocked and upset at the change in him -was yets«ieUy reheved at his departure. Their meeting had b^fnendly, but formal; marked by a studious avoidance of awSward topic^ that did not tend to put an erring son-u^
nJ7 ff

""""^ treatment -at his ease. He felt curiou^
nonplussed as never before, by the ironic spirit that lookedout of Lord Avonleigh's handsome, hawk-like Tyes.
Alone again he breathed more freely; though the ache ofamaety wom«i him, and a more acute ache of repentance thanhe had suffered yet. If his father would only give him a chance,

the thmg might get itself said— ^-^^^.e,

Very soon the chance arrived in the form of a note invitinghim down for the week-end.
*

"I feel stronger now," his father wrote, "and there are mat-
ters to talk of which I prefer not to discuss by letter. Diffi-
cult subjects are best tackled face to face."

Needless to say, Van disagreed vehemently with that lastBut retusal was out of the question; and he went down on the
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b^u7j^J^^'Ft ""^ "^y "«««« more Uke

a move on all round But t «!« * .
^^ ^*^ ^^*^^ 8et

that wemayleeyTurVr^S.r.l''' "^^^ '"""^^ *« h°P«
UonmasH^dtS fi^

Schonberg relieved of his naturaliT

Th^w^ sk^Jl'^^ ^"' P^^'^y- ^^ «»«"y subject."

his skin. Uo^yt^tl^o^V^^"^^"^'^'^^'^^^
with!

Preaous interview were over and done

si.^ri-L^l-r^7io« -^a^^and con

months had pric.r4, ^.ItT^tr^fl^' "^^ ''"

'•^rs^^jr^uT:-^:::'^' -^^^'^--^ -••
sent in his mliS ac^' , J*^

«haust.ve letter, when he
modations?"

""' °' "P^^^" and - accom-

Ofl"ht;iCf "'" """^ "^ « ">« -iOential pattern

'^^^tZZP"^
'""'" "• «' ««»»"«' as much."

tha^tt^andh^rS^r^rserhrC^t" '^'"-"

"!» sud .onLT-rrre 2:"t ^^^-
Jsr. tii
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Sowl-lTyouJ f^*^
to wait-to reserve my jud^ent"^

Vo« " y^.^ ^^^ »*' you can, perhaps, enlighten me—

»

Van was twisting the cord of his ey^laT
"«^'^°»*^-

after'y^t^^eT^^' ^^ "^^ "P ^^ "-^^y^"
Lord Avonleigh sighed. " Unhappily time doe? n . - ^^ fV ,

'

fundamentals of this aflFair. lamsOTrvte^n?.?^ "^
'

may be able to reUeve my mind/^ ^ ^^^ "'"
'
^"'

'
'^

''Has he blackened my face- regardless?"
He is a past-master at insinuaUon."

No evading it. Without a word, Van c^k ^j.. K*t , <sheet, leaned an elbow on t)i- ««« ^t w \.
^it^aul

ey« while heJ^ <» the "nn rf hB dua .ad ,j.,,,v, ij,

aa his father tK^ed to punish him umnerdfuli :.. -^.Mscarce have imposed on him a harsher orri«.l p. ?
the sheltering hand, Van coulS SnTe^t^.ne^'S'j^l^g^ce the suspended attitude of his /us^tS 1"^ 'm
H-fjftJ?^'""r"'^*""»™'«'"'>u;„taway.

laino- s eyes— and mcontmently failed.^How much of thi,-m«,terpiece." he aaed, "do you

matd^TrSi"*
°' "'" "^'"^ ^'^ *'«»'««' "" »PP"xi-

"lai't it sheer waste of breath trying to defend mvself?"Van flung out, with unaccuUcmed bitt^ess. '^v^Tvou... months ago weighed me in the balance . . . and^^l r^
- ^cep^L^Te^d'';> ^-^""^-^^- ^"^^y^

^ ^^1*!"'' '^ ^"^ ^"'^ the a™ of his chair.

not U^'-lltrrttTu ""^•'^ '^"''^-' y- "-"l

"GoodGodI"
Van changed colour as tf he had been struck. His own pain hi
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blinded him to the pain he had inflicted; and a shadow flitted
across Lord Avonleigh's face.

"We seem constrained to hurt one another," he said in a

fh^^?'°°^"
"^''^ ^^"^ ^^"^^ is it if my faith in you is

It was a question Van could not trust himself to answer-
and, after a brief silence, Lord Avonleigh went on: "I have
had tmie, smce May, to take a long look backward; and— it
has shown me too dearly how consistenUy you have played for
mere popularity at home and abroad. You have been willine
to deceive your mother -and me, within gentlemanly limits*
sooner than let us see you in an unflattering light. Was it
worth while, Van, even on the lowest computation?"

Van's answer was barely audible. The pattern of the hearth-
rug was weaving itself automaticaUy into his brain.
And again Lord Avonleigh's measured voice went on: "I have

wondered, in view of your remarkable capacity for spending
money, how you managed to come through Oxford with a
pretty clear balance sheet."

"Karl," Van answered, without lookmg up; and Lord Avon-
leigh s hps twitched under his moust?iche.
"The Schonberg family has done you yeoman service. And

now— what have you to say — about that letter?
"

This time Van looked up, a faint suggestion of challenge in
his glance. "I hope you wiU at least do me the honour to
believe that these abominable implications are untrue "

"Altogether— ?"

Van flmched: but the pitiless scrutiny of his father's eves
wrung the truth i om him.

"In point of fact— not altogether. I had no intention

-

He seemed so thoroughly my friend. But — looking back— I m afraid m some ways I was . . . confoundedly careless . . .

if that's a cardinal sin."
csa

. .
.

" In certain cfrcumstances, it amounts to one. And naturally— being a good deal indebted —? "

''Oh, of course one preferred to avoid needless friction.
And — I couldn't see that he was up to any harm."
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"But now tnat you are less indebted, perhaps your eyesight

has improved? If so, you might dispense with that suporfluous

monocle."

Van, who was fingering it absently, could not repress a start.

With an impatient movement he jerked the glass sharply

against a comer of the desk and cracked it right across.

"Excellent! Don't waste good money on another," said his

father drily— and reverted to his theme. "Perhaps you see

— now— that I was right in distrusting the man— and his

nation? He is as clever as Germans are made; and there are

too many others a good deal indebted! But you knew my
opinions— my prejudice, if you will. And probably others

warned you. George—?
"

" Yes. And— well— Derek and I had a bit of a jar about
it."

Lord Avonleigh drew an audible breath. "I wondered—
when that was coming."

"Youmean— «7—?"

"Yes— if
—

" His father spared him nothing. "But I am
glad you have admitted it. I told Derek a good deal that you
might have found worth considering— had you cared to hear."

"It's nothing but Dirks with you now." Van's look and
tone were distinctly aggrieved. " I expect you've been wishing
— since this cursed affair— that he was— in my shoes."

Lord Avonleigh was silent a moment; then he looked straight

at his first-bom. "I can't deny that the thought— has
occurred to me."

At that. Van sprang to his feet.

* * Danrn it all! IVe not committed forgery. And— I am—
your son! But if you think I'm unfit— if you want to break

rhe entail— / won't raise any objections."

Again Lord Avonleigh's hand closed on his chair. Sensations

within warned him that he was overtaxing his strength.

"My dear boy, you are talkhig at random," he said, not

unkindly. "I would not dream of dishonouring you in the

eyes of the world."

"But if I'm dishonoured— in your eyes— what matter —?"

I, .
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,.r ''N'

tts father's look reminded him of Derek.
Keep on the rails, Van. You may feel like that -now

for K^^ .
"'''"'^"' ^''^ ^^"^^ '^^^^ ^^^^ the world counts -^

Mo^i -"'''' ^°"' ^"^ "^^'^^- ^^ '^^^- th^ f^iiy-

.Kwin^Vr^'*.' Y^'' ''^ "^^ ™P"lse of renunciationshnveUed like a leaf at the first touch of autumn.

^h. i
^r^^^ -- if you think I'm unfit," he repeated. Forthe imphcation rankled.

h«*icu. ror

"We needn't go over all that afresh."
But V^ was growing desperate. "Vill you never-. let by-gones be bygones— and start fair again? "

Lord Avonleigh frowned. "The matter is not so simple.

Checked him. He seemed to breathe with difficulty: andphj^ical weakixets always made him impatient. "Sit do^m --
sit down. I m not strong enough for a scene."

Jn^f'^fT^' T^''' ^^. ^' ^^ ^^ about his mouth,^ught at Van's heart; extinguished for a moment all thought

JJ^i?^-"
^^/'^^^a^ed- compressing into that supremeword aU his carefully framed expressions of regret.

Lord Avonleigh grasped his outflung hand. For a fewmoments they looked straight at one another; but no word

rdfrm^hatr."- "-- ^^ -^« ^- -^^ ^

*'We stUI have a trifle of business to see about," he explained
ID his normal voice.

" Are you sure— you're fit?"

"Ofcoureelam. It needn't take long. And with things— so uncertam, one can't let chances slide. The fact is—

I

want p«-ek to have Trevanyon, as a pennanency; for himself

??e'trt^:Uon^>"
"^^ ^'~ ^^"^ ^^^^^^ ^^—^ ^o

'
Van's passing pang had no connection with Trevanyon.
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"It's a capital notion," he agreed warmly. " It would give the
place a better chance. I should say Dirks is cut out for land-
owning."

"I am glad we agree on that point," said Lord Avonleigh,
surprised at the generous tribute. He did not know that, in
his own fashion. Van was salving his conscience for those unfair
reservations made to his mother.
"Has Dirks any idea?"
"He knows I wish it."

"Queer— he's never said a word."
Lord Avonleigh's smile inflicted a fresh pin-prick of Jealousy.

"He probably thought I should prefer to tell you myself. Are
you going over to see him?"

"I thought of it. And now— I'd like to offer Congrats—
to assure hun personally that Barkis is willing."
He left the study ten minutes later, in a very mixed frame

of mind; avoided the drawing-room, where his mother would
certainly be awaiting him, and hurried out of the house.
But though he walked at a swinging pace through the pine-

woods to the green open sweep of the golf links, he did not cross
over to the black and white house on the hill where Derek and
Gabrielle had made their first real home. For, down near the
marshes, he spied two figures walking very close together. No
mistaking them. GabrieUe carried a basket and stooped at
intervals; evidently collecting something. Once they paused
and had a lively altercation. Gabrielle seemed to be asserting
her dignity with a lift of her head that Van's heart knew too
well. But Derek had the best of it: and they went on again
as before.

For about three minutes Van looked after them, feelmg
rebellious and miserable. Then he turned on his heel and went
back the way he had come. He considered he had endured
enough that morning. Not that he actively grudged Derek
his good fortune; but more than once he had caught a look in
Gabrielle 's eyes when they rested on her husband — not merely
loving, but glorying in him — that made Van feel ' bad all over.'
And the ache about his father went deeper still . . .

m
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x'lT?

He prolonged his walk till near lunch time- im,l ^ ut

squurel coat with a lacelike wrap over her head.
^

Oh, my dear "- her fingers closed on his forearm "Whv
Fathe'^'LT " '"^' ^^'"^ *^ * wretchTmoiTg'^
l^W^^^'^T^P'^'- He had to lie down. AndTJ^- Aunt Manon makes unkind insinuations about you "

^.nt^safety, Is she a <uLeP 1 Zl^;.: T,7.T,'

cause I had to let her take my place in India, she seems to^e she can stay here always and come betw;erus at^J;

sS?n7i-
^^' P""^^"^*^^^ of lace and lawn LainsthCTshakmg hps, and went on in a lower tone: "Oh vT I'mmiserable here. Father doesn't really seem to getLtTLH^hate this place. I shaU break down tf it^oirmu^WerI^s^London. And most of all- 1 miss ^ou. Docot^S

v^'^ftt""
"^ '''^- "''"^ ^^' y^" ^«°'^ ^ °^e here

H^!T^? ^ '^^ ^"^ ^^"^ *° London," she announced withdesperate courage. "I must see you sometime T ZH-nting on this morning; and yo^Ve w^t^?' all' Jth

Annoyance lurked in the mere stress on his name- anH ,>impelled Van to say: "You're reaUy not fair on Dir^ Mothe
'

And I haven't been near him." '
^°^^^^'

"Then — why—?"

"Oh nothing. I just felt I must have a walk "
But love quickened her senses where he was concerned indsne had seen the shadow in his eyes. "Dear,''The^emur^^
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pressing his arm, "did you have a difficult time with Father?Was he— down on you?"

"Fair to mod.," Van answered lightly. "After aU— I letmm m for the deuce of a bother over Avonleigh."
"That's your generous way of putting it. Vou did an ex-

ceUent bit of war work, when your hands were quite full enough.
If you did thmk better of Mr. Schonberg than he deserved it's

Van frowned and looked uncomfortable.
"He didn't interfere. You seem to have got a maggot in

yourhead about Dirks."
«*88"t m

But his belated championship was unavailing.
"Just like you, dear, to stand up for him. But he's a great

deal too opinionated— Blount aU through. As for Father—
I can't make him out. You were always his favourite. Andnow he womes you about this wretched business, when it's aU
over. So unkind— so unjust— !"

, '"^*^.^3.T"^*''
Mother." Van's tone was ahnost peremp-

tory. Kmdness has never been one of Father's strong
pomts; but I don't think he knows how to be— unjust."

In the circumstances it was magnanimous; the sincerest
tnbute he had paid in all the days of his life.
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Chapter n
^fi*^ aid a mistress and a dtar.

^
^if^. a goddess and a sovereign.

the sU^evouring axe Thrhrith. J * P*"* overlooked by
trees dowered theMe wo^^h "dmajesty of i"^ individual

.ion to its ^. F^rt^JTde ^'J^°f^ "' '^ P"^-
dose formation, to the rim ofT. „ ^ ^^ *'"'°P^ «>

•s they neared' ft; U^e^ sSl^^T^ ^' '»"«8^«
buffetings of autui^alV^ TZ!f ^"'l '""™^ ""y t^e

cnnnbline edire- ImH . • 1 • °' '''*™ ^y ?«"« near the

dred feet below. ^"^ „C"S °? '^'..^'^ '™ l""-
he was not asleep. A^stySTih 7'"'r"^'*'«"^^'
doseagai„sthinr?„«toSS!^^l;^'':^^Y^-''«l "P
a wedding present from Mark; and a^eT!!f^" ^"^
found him exceUent comoanv \7li.

or asleep, Derek
he was hovering be'rjTL ^1? •""?;?'** "^ "«*'".

P^-Pled with bones m,ISs ' "" * ^^'^ borderland

ground for her Z^oT&t^ outer world as a fitting back-

steeped in contend ^ "^' """'' ^'^ body were
Truly a wonderful state of life— mama.» •

-th the real woman.- Ho «ho had br:rf:;pUcai:^ ,^
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tant to open the inner doors of his being, now felt himself blestbeyond his deserts. His slow, tenacious nature absorbed hap-
piness slowly; and it went the deeper with him in consequenc^
Even^ after five months of marriage he still, at times, had the
lovers need to get away and be alone with the wonder of it
ail. ...

foevitably, at moments, some mood or phrase would recaU

ltL7^^ ."T' '"S * ^""^^y ""^ ^^ '^ *hi"«' ^ he knew
It now, that It seemed a prostitution of language to use thesame word for both. In Lois- unloved, yet t!^dSly' che^h^— he had found mere woman. In Gabrielle, he found truewoman -and something more; something that could Uve on

irL -T. u.
' "PY^'-d-reaching thoughts; something as

essenuaJ to him as dew to grass and sunshine to opening
buds. Every shy step he took into the recesses of her characterwas an adventure rich in discovery to a lover of Uttle knowledge,bu no longer of httle faith. Such fine adjustments of^e
fnul

^"^,?^^^"
^'f^^"^

^ her! So light, yet unerring, hertouch on the double chord in a man's natiie-the et;mal
^ssonance of flesh and spirit that is the crux of marriage.
Never had he knovm any one less restless and more alive. HerW repose seemed quidc with vitaUty; her reserve warmed
with flashes of heavenly frankness-aU the doore of her being
flung wide for him to enter in. A woman one could love
with mmd as well as heart; and Derek had need of the dual
allegiance to hold hmi fast. More than aU she held him by themother element in her love, that pemeated and hallowed their
whole relation. Starved of it aU his days -he had found, at
last, as by a miracle, mother and wife in one. That Fate, after
ceaseless buffetmgs, should have made such royal amend^-! •

Stripped of superstitious trappings he saw her, nov -^
matenahst m the grain: one that trafficked in externals; aU
that was most vital m man etemaUy eluding her grasp She
could rend, she could batter the frail human envelope Inner
fatality there was mme. And that brave assurance was some-thmg more vital than the lover's innate sense of immunity It
went deeper. It woukj endure.
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The peace aiid stainess of this midwinter day, on a landlocked

^'' TTJ^r^'^ ^'^^ ^^- Yet eternally. behrdTen^
thing, urked the waiting shadow of the War: ite awfulLSm^Usm drawing him, drawing him away from his new- ound
Wessedness, from the alchemic experience that had indeedtransmuted iron to gold. .

J^ti.n'?'!?'
"^^ ^""^ dreaming- thought melting intosensation and s^isation running back into the mould of thought

fa ^LlT" •'™'^
7m ""^ ^ "^ '^' "gh^ 'o ^ose himself

^^uf ^Wmess whUe the blood of his brothers was being

^tfJ^nnl ^r1 the nations of earth were locked in I

iw!^"^^? u " ^^ ^^ '^^^ ^^ *^*^ ^"^i sea? Did it un-sti^g him for battle or strengthen the sinews of his spirit?

K ^ of^both, he admitted honestly. Much d^ended onthe mood. It could and did make some things har^ to^
It could not and did not affect the irresistible fanercompS
7j^ord^h^\^T^'J'T'' '' ^^^ y°" ^' ^ the mVsteri-ous forces that he behmd the word 'must'- the deep convic-

m^t^oulT"^
'° ""^ ^1" '' '^^^^' ^^^« "^ micr^co^c^ .

ZT if. M°^; ^ "^"^ ^^^ ^y^' be at peace ydth his

^d "mi ^r^l"
"^^ silence the caU of the dead-'Come outjmd fill the gaps - or of the Greater Comradship that sprinesfrom stnvmg and suffering in common. Whenev^ he h^TSa success or failure in the region where his regiment m^ beonethought eclipsed all others- "And / not^^thereT^g

tJTu
~"

^"'"f
^""^y inconsistent- he was thankful enoughfor the respite from parting, for the blessed spell of loveand quiet We, in this peaceful oasis between the pintZ^e sea; and- not least- for the chance to see more of Wsfather before the Inexorable claimed him again-if it ev^

rJ^Z^ J'^v ^"^"^^ ^"^y ** ^^^'•d Towers; but had

I^H ^Jf^^^°"
to stay on for tea. Lor.^ Avonleighseldom graced the tea-tray; and their own fireside, theseScvenmgs, was Elysium.

' ^"^er

,

Derek and Socrates - briefly 'Socks' -were waiting for
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Gabrielle who was returning some books to a friend; a tierious
reader, like herself. Derek, having nothing to say to the friend's
husband, had voted for Socrates and the pines and the sea. He
had spent most of the morning in his father's company —the best
he knew. They had talked much of Trevanyon; of hopes and
scheines for that Ultima Thule— ' after the War.' The story of
Gabrielle and her marriage portion had moved Lord Avonleigh
to atone, in part, for Burlton's defection by settling a small
dowry on her himself; and nothing could more firmly have
cemented the personal link between them than this gracious
and generous act.

Of the painful scene with Van, a week ago, Lord Avonleigh
had told Derek nothing beyond the fact of his brother's willing-
ness and the generous compliment with which it had been
confirmed. Derek, genuinely moved, wondered why Van had
not come over to see them; and Lord Avonleigh wondered also,
without giving him away. It simply looked like incapacity to
run straight, even in the smallest matters— which was hard
on Van.

Since that Sunday, Lord Avonleigh had been distinctly less
well: and Derek, the married man, could no longer blind him-
self to the truth that his mother was failing her husband lamen-
tably in these difficult days; had done so— he shrewdly sus-
pected—at every turn. For him, that tragic fact over-
shadowed the pain and bewilderment of her changed attitude
to himself. He was becoming blunted to it now. Ignorant of
the true cause, he could only suppose she was jealous for Van
because he and his father had become dose friends. The
pettiness, the injustice of it galled him and held him proudly
aloof. He, who had enthroned her in his boy's heart as more
than woman, saw her now, with his man's eyes, as less than
woman; since she lacked the supreme attribute— power to
hold the hearts of her men. She simply let them slip out of her
idle graceful fingers. Strange and sad to realize how completely
his old feeling for her had shrivelled and died from sheer lack
of nourishment. No link left between them but the physical
a—»«^..^ tj>, ,Hii.n, diivi i-'Civa. liuu uisujvcfeu — Willi someiliiiig
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Of a 8hc^- how slight a thing it is without the more vitalbnks of heart and brain, of understanding and tn^T'^i^^sunply lost each other: and the pity of it was that the factseemed to have so httle significance for either of them-
wnnS ^Z'^ ?~''*"' ^ A"°* Marion, or his pUght

SbrieU^^' "^^ And he himself-thri« blest-Si

from a blessed sense of weU-being. So he failed to hear light
footeteps approachmg or to notice that Socrates sat up^dcocked a wise head. His first intimation was a pair ^ui^L^^ds laid on his shoulders from behind. mthTstmT^e
to bmself, captured tiiose soft cool hands and pressed them to

Gabrielle, leaning over tiic upturned roots, laid her head
against nis.

^JLazy villainl Have you been fast asleep catching your

few niS! "^"f^^'
^'""'^ *^ absorbing the sun and tiie sea and afew other Uimgs- very good for my digestionl"

about""' cLrT^ Jf'
"• ^.Z "^^^ '^ ^^« ^ °»<^«

nuTk Vn T ^°"8 ^°°),«' ^^' And weTl march doubleqmck to work up a glowl"
Obedient in tiifles, he rose reluctantiy and squared hisshoddy. The change in his whole aspeci was as^n^Ietthe cl^ge from hospital blue to tiie heather-brown NorfoS

tTbr^'^^r- ^f^^^^^^^^^beentranslateTfrombS

trr^r'' T "^^^ ""V ^ ^^ fr°"^ ^^ Avonleigh; andher ch^g face, framed in fur and tiie soft cloud o hcTh^jooked years yomiger tiian on ti:at June day of blessed

u^^thJ^^"
they stood awhile, watching tiie patii of the sun

S- r^ o^ golden leaves. Here a handful, tiierea hant^ul
flickered and danced; till a last least sparkle gleamed Xe awavelet curled and perished in foam.

K c*»«ea wnere a

Gabrielle slipped a hand into his and be pressed it hard In
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few respects were they more profoundly one than in their deep
personal love of Nature.

'"She being Spirit in her clodt,

Footway to the God of Godi,"»

Gabrielle quoted softly from the noble poem that enshrined
her creed.

Derek nodded— and they turned homeward; the ungainly
Socrates snouting among the pine needles for new and alluring
smells; Gabrielle treading them with elastic step, health and
happmess in every line and in the lift of her small head
crowned with a cunningly folded device of green velvet and
fur.

If they tilked little, they were not the less content. Be-
tween married lovers the body, grown eloquent, has a speech
of its own. It is enough for one that the other is there. Sim-
ply by their presence they converse. For the alchemic quality
of true union is no mere romantic fancy, but a physiological
fact. In the light of this wonderful new knowletlge, Gabrielle
perceived, with dismay, how nearly her discreet plans had pre-
cipitated her into a state of life that would doubtfully have
enriched Van and have left her poor indeed 1

In moments of fullest recognition it came over her that the
debt she owed her stray foundling was greater than mortal
woman could pay.



' ««^^-
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Chapter III

of the world. Th^tn^thHT'/r'?''"'"^ '"-" »" P«ts
her favourites, set^; taprSs ofh^^ ^""'""f

"""' ^^'^'"i
On a low t^ble EeLX?r. •?

Personality on the room.

Gabrielle had dSm^ h^tSttr.'T''"«=.^.''""«'' •»"
Derek's chair. Thev had hJf! !^

Aoor-cushion close to
letter from Sheila, bWdii two r>^t^'°'"''!f " '™«' l"™
christening of MaA's son^ DXhr^f «''*"''"^ '<> "'^
a telephone call; and sheLaZ ^''V ^™' •"" "> answer
She was studyingTtnow herZl ^

'f''
^""^ Randchester.

gone from h<i face
' contracted, aU the radiance

^h" ctt^' "^v^^-
^"^ ^'-'«' »« 'ooked up.

him to his chai^. '! ^Dad'l'Z'Tl^f"' ^^^ """"""ed

^
Resting an elbow on hifkTee shetT.tl^ ~. ^'"^ ""

him; and together thevrL th?l, . v.
""^ '''"' '""'^ds

junction, which a stra^gi^thri!! ^ ?'l'^
°' ""*' ^^^ »»-

Derek more than iT^^^^^^' ""^ '""'«' « '» a stranger

will be no more Burl.ons.^ Th^Llow h,H .h
".

'V '^ ''<'"'^- "'ere
the firm (/„. fi™, „;„<! your,hould „tf1^ h

'^"''
f '"*»«' "«"

respe^-ted .hrou.ho„. .heU^' H^e' tt^Ktl" t^.^
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proposal as a mark of esteem. He found himself mistaken for once,

thank God.

Are you surprised, Gay, that I am writing about him like this?

They say confession is good for the soul; and to you— who have
forgiven me so much — I confess that all these years I have been

' blind, and as obstinate as a mule. When I wasn't quite so blind, I

hugged my obstinacy. Sooner than admit I was wrong, I quarrelled

with poor Jacko, and lost my temper all round. The truth was I

couldn't— as a firm— afford to break with Schonberg. He took

a good holding when we changed the partnership into a company
and he made things move. But all the while, cautiously and skil-

fully, he was playing the German game— that nearly throttled us

all before the War. I can see clearly enough, now, that five pounds'

worth of naturalization is no charm for making silk piurses out of

sows' ears. It merely gave the devil his opportunity; and the devil

has made the most of it. But it's too late, alas, to save the old firm.

Nothing can ease my heart or my conscience about that. It's nearly

a hundred years since my grandfather started his little venture;

and to me the firm has been a kind of religion. I honestly thought

the Schonberg alliance was as good a day's work as any Burlton had
ever done; and what I have been through this last year— half sus-

pecting things and trying to think I was mistaken— no one will

ever know. Some day, when it is all ancient history, we will talk

of it. To-day I can only give you a rough idea of the doings that

have led me to take the saddest step of my life.

The fact is, as I said, Schonberg must have been working for

years, to get the lion's share of votes on the Board, in other words,

command of he Capital. It is not easy to make things clear to you,

my dear; but you have heard me talk of shares being 'bear-ed' on
|

'Change for purposes of speculation. Well— when I found this
'

dirty business going on, of course it worried me badly. But I

could not get at the source of it. No more could Schonberg, which

might have made me suspect he was involved. I'm pretty well sure

of it now. In fact the truth has at last been knocked into my thick

head that, for all practical piuposes— shareholders, capital, and so

forth— Burltons is actually more German than British, though

most of the gentlemen concerned are British subjects— so called!

I confess that would not have bothered me much a few years ago.

But we have stepped into another world since then. And some

trouble here recently (which I could not overlook) has brought

matters to a head. You wcUd not understand the details. It was
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I . i

S, itW- "" ' """^ »'«' ^P"''^'' to aU my days. Thank

The nert word traUed off into a meaningless scrawl- and afeWines from Mrs. Lester completed John bSs ^agic

T.TT "''^'
f^f»t*« t^e "TOtel has had an apoplectic seiwreIt happened during an mterview with Mr. Schonbenr Th^^S

writing, Mr. Schonberg was announced. Of cour«M- T l^ff *h^ . Z

Know, We gathered from Mr. Schonbere thaf it «rac « . •

terview; and I don't doubt it was aUSlg At fii'weT "^

DonT'tLiK
°^^^-' "'^^'

r^^ Perhapstr/ebe^n 'ZleZ^Dontthinkof coming up, dear. It is too cruelly sad He wnnMnot know you and none of us can do anything. KarUs he^- ^
There was a little more; but for Gabrielle it had all becomea tremulous blur; and, with a shivering sob, she hid her f^!agamst Derek's shoulder.

,
c ma ner lace

Dumb in the pr^ence of tragedy, he could only gather herdose and press her head against his own.

JA^^!''^^^'
beloved " he whispered, at last; and for answer hehad her lips and shining eyes.

Then she sat upright and brushed away her tears "I'll hi*
brave now," she said with a pathetic smile. "But oh I Jsl

'

-he was gone. He'U wish it too- when he realizes-"

For n^ly an hour they sat there, in the firelight, talking
quietiy, fitfully, of it all. In some strange way it eased Ga!
bnelle s pam to wander back into old times; into the spacious
days of chUdhood, when the worid was made new every morning
for Jacko and herself; to recall the generosities and loyalUes of
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the limited, lovable man whose limitations had cost him all he
valued on earth. And Derek unobtrusively encouraged her;
thankful she had found a passing anodyne; eager, on his o\mi
account, to follow her along any bypath of memory that en-
larged his view of her.

Only when Schonberg's ominous shadow loomed on the
horizon, pain stabbed her afresh: and sitting up suddenly, she
clenched her small hands.

"Mon Dieu, but I want to murder him!"
It was no mere impotent cry of the heart. It was ingrained

Latin hatred of 'les sales Boches' aflame in her individual soul.
Derek loved these flashes of racial spirit in her; and his hand

closed over hers that had descended vehemently on his knee.
"It would give me the utmost satisfaction," he said gravelyj

" to do the business for you myself. This War has reawakened,'
in thousands of us, the old virile demand for retribution. The
milk and water methods of civilized justice hardly meet the
case."

She nodded, half smiling, but the inner fire was not quenched.
"We can do nothing/ And he will flourish— flourish!" she

went on, the same passionate protest m her low tone. "He is

Germany incarnate. And to think there are scores of our own
people who can siill make excuses, still speak and think of
Germany without loathing! Hatred is for equals. Can they
possibly sink to lower depths? Yet, even if we win, shall we
ever be allowed to smite them hip and thigh? "

"I have my doubts," said Derek, knowing his own country-
men—the chivah>' on one side of the shield, the apathy,
tinged with self-interest, on the other.

She sighed. For the moment her wrath was spent. "Yet
Utopians can still persuade themselves that this War is to end
war! Nous verronsl Are we seriously going to beat our aero-
planes into ploughshares and our battleships into fire-irons?"
Derek shook his head. "On the contrary— I fancy we are

in for a fresh cycle of war. Karl and I came to that conclusion
last time we talked of things."

The mention of Karl reminded him of Mrs. I ester's remark.
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Wonder what took him to Randchester. Poor chap! There'sno gettmg quit of his father. I expect I shall hear soon."He heard next morning: a brief note, merely announcing

Karl s mmiment arrival on the scene.

There's been the devU to pay up here [he wrote]. I am coming

iTi 1. ""^fk'° ^f ^'"^ ^^°^^ 'h-
^ ^^^'t write abo^t HiBut I should be awful y glad of a talk with you. Please give Mrs

father n7J^''^'''' T''""' ^^P^^'^^' ^^ " ^^e wouW reaSyrather not see me, perhaps you and I can meet elsewhere.

tef""'rtw'^''*
^^'/P'" '^''* ^° ^^''^"^"^' ^^^ ^^ "taking

If^.^. fV f ^""""v^
^'''^'' ^^^^- I b^"-ve I told you longago that Karl was the goods."

^

ct^^-"f^
'^^^^''^^ ^"""^^ ^*- When she looked up, tearsstood m her eyes.

^*

th.rS'^V!^""^'"
"^^ '*'

'• "^ "^ *° come-and stay

•\1



Chapter IV
It is a force of man's cum creating that plays the most
active part tn what it pleases us to term

'fatality

:

Maeterltnck

to Rt'nH.rr^^^'^J^"
^'^"^ Schonberg that had taken Karlto Randchester at the moment of all others when he wouldrather have been elsewhere. He had, in fact, not been home

hSTatt/r^'^M '1^^ ^^^^' "°^ ^^S ^^--^ '- denot'e
His father, he could at least keep clear of him
But the telegram had been imperative: "Come up here atonce. A matter of business."

^
The last had made him feel curious and uneasy. Schonberg

^e'SlhadV ''; 'h^"^
at Randchester; and, for somftune, Karl had been dreadmg developments. Driving from the

"^M^^ ^^°"^L'^^«^
^d deep drifts of soiled sno^h^felt

S^ SZt"^ h' ^^PP^^S^^- Gi^ge. From' a brieftalk Math Burlton he might glean some idea of how the landlay. From his latber he would glean only such items asitsuited that gentleman to reveal.
But the parlourmaid informed him that Mr. Burlton was en-gaged— with Mr. Schonberg.

^°

"TeU him I called," said Karl; and drove on to TreischUtz'(now Freelands), where he leamt from the good Anna that therewas 'something in the wind.' Adolf was I a strange h^ou^!But he had told her nothing. He never did. She sSX
sta ed the fact, without a hint of reproach; and Karl, incTea^^mgly uneasy, remarked that he would await his father in the

stTLT.!""^!^
"^'

""u
"^^' '^"" ^^ ^^^ ^^t ^et foot in thatstuffy unlovely room that was as redolent of Schonberg's per-

Zh^L"^ ^ '""T
'^^"'^^- ^'' '^^^^^^ and stuffinessembahned memones that seemed silenUy to rebuke him for his
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rlr!u^?l
detachment and tacit distrust: and to-day, it vividlyrecaJled the occasion on which he had spoken of Van's offS-his hidden eagerness hampered by galling doubt, where thereshould have been mutual confidenceLd good faith

ye^L'-tl.'r''\I;'?r'"^""^ ^ ^^"« ^^y ^^^^ then:

s^e t7. f.H H ^ ^'^ ~ ^^"^hi"g looked etemaUy the

bchonberg had a queer sentimental kink about his personalbelonguigs, and he would not have them changed. There wereshts m the baonboo blind and the great leather chair andTe^Trug looked shabbier than ever. The doleful castor^^nthad given place to a hardly less doleful fern; and now^ Senthe on y gleam of freshness in the room was contribuT;d by S^vase of chrysanthemums under his mother's portrait. ^

flickl':^hlZ"'''
'^^^ '"" ^^-««^^" ^^ -fleeted with a

IJut the flicker was short-lived. Instinctively he knew him-self m touch with tragedy; with the full force of iS flth^sseo-eUy mmucal personality. And aU his ow^ reiS^ted

pp^^^^i^^-^ ^:t wh.
hmiself not alone. His heavy face was set and stem hh loweTlip thrust out; and the downward droop of theS m^delSwhole aspect seem curiously unfamilii ItlT^mere^
pression gone in a flash. The rext moment hrTookeS^upZ
tirlwT 'T"^! °\''^ '^^^^' ^^ back to tieLKarl had been less than human could he have seen, umnovedthe transfiguration of his father's insensitive face SoSthreatenmg now in the sudden lift of his lids

^
"Zof You are here. Goot."

u ?,^^^f
ed you earlier. You were delayed? "

.^ ,-^'^ ^°^ ^"^^y as soon as I could," Karl answered in acontomed voice. He felt uncomfortably conscious Slom^
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a

thing more than afTection in his father's grasp; something pos-
s^^sive, compeUing, from which he shrank in cveiy fibre of his

Schonberg, whether aware or unaware, tightened his hold amoment; seemed to search his son's eyes for some glimmer of
response; and failing to find it, let his hand fall heavily

^n/i'^rA u^^t'^^'T ^,T^^-it is pozzible-" He pausedand hfted his big shoulde: .. "But -perhaps -no? If notnow— later. It is Fate."

^
"Whai is? Why talk in riddles?" Karl flung out, goaded to

impatience by the lurking sense of trouble in the air
'I am sp^ging of myself and Burlton," Schonberg answered

with more than his usual deUberation. "If you wiU be goot

XahSto ttr'""^
'''P ^'"^ temper -you shall hear

He set the example by subsiding into his desk chair and
proceeding to fill the bowl of his long, drooping pipe. Karl
watched the process a moment half fascinated, half repelled;
then, dehberately avoiding the seat of inquisition that faced
the window, he drew a stiff, high chair near the fire, set a footupon the fender and lit a cigarette.

"Well?" he asked curtly.

"Well — only this— there is no Burltons any more "
Karl fairly jumped. " What the devil—? "

"Whether the defil, or not, is a matter of opinion," his father
retorted pressing down his tobacco with the formidable thumb
that had been one of the terrors of Karl's childhood. "It is
nis own doing— his own dezision."

^
Karl looked sceptical. "In that case," he said, "the crux

IS— who
. what drove him to a decision so disastrous, so

utterly unlike himself?"
'

This time, the sudden lift of the eyeUds was not pleasant to
see.

"For answer to that riddle, you must consult— his Maker
I haf, shust now, left him— inzenzible. Apoplexy."
Again Karl started and drew in his lips. "A stroke?—

Fatal?" he asked sharply.
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His father shrugged. "I imachine- not. But bad enough

to be veiy unpleasant -for him. When a man with a thig neg
to over fifty, it begomes a danger to be obstinate without reason

But for the firm -"another shrug. "We shall see. He hasbeen leetle use laidly— and he knew it."

^

That was too much for Karl. "Good God!" he broke out.

hR""^ '''l^'' 'V^T t^"^''^^^ ^ coW blood, the man youhave worked with all these years- while he lies broken -
dying, for aught you know— or care?"

"Prezizely." Sdionberg muttered confidentiaUy to the bowlof his pipe. "Nashural enough, I am sorry for Burlton Too
obstmate. But a goot fellow. For myself-I shed no *grog^

i fl .r"' ^' f'l^^.
*° ^°^« '««^^^^^' We cannot So

^IX A "^^J!^
~

^°'ir • ^^ "^^ yesterday- before I wired,that he deaded to withdraw." '

vl7^ii!^ "J^ r^"
'""' ^°' °^'^" K"^ ^ked abruptly.For a sudden thought stabbed him. Had he been dragged up

all this way only that ].s father might avoid putting awkward
details on paper?

ct "^^'~"^v
''°'" ."^^ ^^^ enigmatic answer. Schonberg's

strange ey*- lingered a moment on the one being whom he
genuine y loved who stood only second, in his affection, to the
great "UeberAUes." "You areinagweer mood to-day KarV'he said, a kmdiier note in his voice.

J^'^^h

.f"V^\.^^ ^^^a°t. «WeU-of course-" he said,without looking round. "I'm anxious - upset. I have a
i human heart m my body. Goon. What did Burlton say?Now I've come— let's hear it all.

"

^

Leaning forward, an elbow on his knee he sat staring into the
fire, while Schonberg vouchsafed him a skilfuUy bowdlerized

IhT>, 1 f
r"^t^t turned. As regards the final scene,which had cubnmated m tragedy, he chose to be more enigmatic.

It was entu-ely a matter between themselves; a matter on which
he had not supposed Burlton would 'cut up rough.' But the
i^ngiish as a race were unreasonable and obstinate beyond be-
lief- and Burlton was EngUsh to the marrow. He had worked
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himself up into a fury over some preconceived notion. Argu-
ment was useless. And that 'verdammt Lester woman' had
treated hmi — Schonberg— as if he were a murderer

Clever as he was, it did not occur to him that Karl ~ whose
good opinion he had particular reason to dt«ire just then —
was sufficiently his son to be a skUled hand at eading between
the hnes. As each fresh inkling of the truti. flashed on him,
his anger quickened to a fiercer flame that was steadily burn-
ing up all the old fear, the old reluctance, which had hitherto
kept him from open collision with the father he had grown to
hate. And the pain, the tragedy, at the back of it all, added
fuel to the fire. Kindly John Burlton, stricken and helpless;
Mrs. Lester— the boys— and above all— Gabrielle—

!

The ferment of his own sensations distracted his mind, now
and then, from what his father was saying, and suddenly— in
the midst of one such passing aberration — he realized that he
was bemg tactfully pressed to throw up Avonleigh and be-
come a partner in the firm.

"Schonberg— and Son. What do you say, my boy? " There
was genuine feeling in his father's tone. "A big prifilege for one
so young. But already you haf shown the goot stuff in you— "
At that, Karl- the cautious and contained— suddenly

faced about with blazing eyes.

"I've this much good stuff in me that I have no hesitation
whatever m declinmg the privilege; and if you expected any
other answer, I can only say— you don't yet know your own
son. I've noticed a lot these last years. And I've thought a
lot. And I've kept my mouth shut. But this time you've
overreached yourself. In plain English, you've robbed Burl-
ton of his firm. You are morally responsible for the fact that
he is lying there now, as good as dead— worse than dead, poor
fellow! I tell you straight— I'm not proud of the connection.
And I m danmed if I'll touch any concern of yours with a pair
of tongs—

"

In the heat of his anger, he rose and gripped the edge of the
mantelpiece, and at the same moment, Schonberg brought his
fist down upon the desk with a startling thud.
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pl^'""N^irht
""»'^"«'^'"

?
™'« «' mi-gW ra^e and

-I.OII ,m Ihmmcll - m> i rala's (Icsh and blood - 1 " ^
He broke oft with a qucc r, choking sound.

hUnl.™"'
"'^ "*" ''''''"'' "" '"<^"'»' '"-«:''!"' looked out of

Jtl^'-rif r""Vt «! '»« fence. Then Karl said more

Mc off .
"*" '"

f^^
Straight ... at whatever cost. And

l^n tt^^";:
"*"'' "*«=• I^ take her name, and

-

frol^-ttradtltVS^Tl"'' "' '^" ^^^'^ ^-'^

reSv^ice'""
"^ "" "" "'' '"'^ '""«'" "« »aid in a

And Karl answered, without wavering: "I shall an Qtrai<,»,ffrom here to Lord Avonleigh - and expkin 1" ^° '"^^^^

Ihat your respegted father is a sgoundrel— A«n?" TK.
question was almost a snarl.

K^^orei y^»f The

T?,

country of hars and assassins."
The quiet of his tone contrasted strangely with the nassion

tne hand that still rested on the desk was clenched so fh.t .k.
knuckles stood out through the thick white fl«h

""
.^0/ ""arethepingkofp-.triotism— *«•»/ Orisitn«-

SL7''"L"°"'"
''" '? ^'-^ ^"^ - "ear friend D^e^'^^sessmg — the woman you love?" ^

^ctLu^^
unsuspected thrust, Karl reddened furiously. AndSchonberg nodded; watching him through narrowed ey^.
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A.ach! You imachined I did not know? My Root boy, I sawthe he^nnmK long ago. in your vagations. Ami since (^0^1

thatTcnTh^rH <". '

"^^ '^''^^"'"'"^ ^'^ I hated alwaysthat French g.rl. She went against me. But I had the better
01 It — fie chuckled, as at some satisfying thoucht " Wfer

«Ta„ThS-"™
'™^- I^'Po^ible. I could have

losZrv'Iw,"'/"''^"'" "l""
~"«"t^ted bitterness. "I

rrlfrK" ' * '''^" """ ' "^ght have had, simply

mhen/^
Nor I to you, perhaps. But, at least - you have

.I'T'f
'" Schonbcrg dismissed them with a snap of histock tager and thumb. "Karl-you will no, leaf m»-youWill not jom this War ~" ^

^n?'^ '^^''^t ^T?"^
strangely between command and appeal

^^.l^r^'-'^^'^^'-^^-^- It was the hS:itt

Qui'eUv" "Zh "i^^- ''I r"^" I'
^ "^^^ °^ '"^"^t,"' he said

Then, while courage held, he swung round, picked up stick

hin'^ht^T'^- 1' .^^"^u"'
^' ^^^ ^" ^^^^tain sound be-hmdhun. It might have been a grunt of derision. It seemedmor^hke a stifled groan. It was aU he could do not to IIlS

Two minutes later, he pulled the front door to with aduU bang-and discovered that he was shaking hitei^

Agam for a few seconds he hesitated; then sharply pulledlumself together and went straight to Warton Grang^
^ ^

In that house of sorrow, he was received as a brother and a•on. There was httle he could do for them all; but that little
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he did Neither he nor Mrs. Lester so much as mentioned hisfather's name. From there he wrote to Derek- and SerPnext morning, his heart was lifted in him by the tta con

'

Mi



Chapter V
The fathers have eaten sour grapes; and the children's teeth are set on edge.

EZEKIEL, XVIII, 2

ffiU^K f?^""^ "^^ *° ^^' ^^^"^ ^"d ^hite House on the'IM ^th a strange mixture of dread and longing in his heart

Si r^n7
^^^^^^-

,

If a man plucked the moon out of heaven

th^ himself. Moreover he, Karl, had the start of Derek bv a

'The"::;Lr^J
"^'

°.°ir^^--
-^^ un-love such as she

van s erhpse had never been solved. But surprise had beentmged with relief. He could just endure th^kli of D^rek

at least, m a measure— worthy of his great good fortuneBu on one point Karl felt arrogantly certJi. No man H^g

v^Stion ,^,J!^,^°°.^^t so^- The graciousness of her in-

onrt2S;/L 5^ TF"^ ^^^"'"' overwhehned him. Onlyone^thmg he dreaded -to see the shadow of tragedy in h^

leiS^^nH
1'^* *^!? ""^ ""^y' 'P^"* ^" ^«"^ ^th Lord Avon-

ZuaT^- \ P'^ ^ P''''^"^ ^^^^ti«" to stay on for lunchthough his heart tugged at his body to be gone.
'

consi^eS^^^^^^^
""""' f5*^^ "^"^^^ °^^^ th^"^ a trifle

nath^^^hlu. . ^''t
''^ ^"'^^'^ ^^P atoned for his

'JtWo^? ""^^^ '^". '^"^^ ^^^^' h^^^ver sincere.It s good to see you again," he said. "Come and have a

l^'^on^be";^:?,
Oabriellehadtogooutafter Jh'%\:

Neither man guessed that her errand to an invaUd neighbour
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was a pious fiction. Karl, she felt sure, would have much tosay that could not weU be said in her presence: which was
true. Yet he would scarce have been grateful to her, had heknown.

Rounding the house, they came upon the miniature terrace
with Its stone balustrade, its oak settles and low deep hedge of
golden yew And beyond and around -the sea and the har-
bour and the biUowmg glade of the golf links, enriched with
russet pa ches of bracken and walled in, along the ridge, by a
belt of teU old pmes. Here and there, a few red housS of thenew-made nch asserted man's inalienable right to live, no mat-
ter how much the process may disfigure the face of earth.
Witlun the harbour, the sea was like a mirror, framed in theforeshore^d the Purbeck hills and the narrow belt of sand
dunes, with Its outo-op of toy bungalows; their angularities
bitten sharply out of the shimmering sea. At the end of thepomt, more bungalows clustered picturesquely; their foreign
air enhanced by the softness and the sunshine, and a group
of weather-b^ten pines, in Japanesque isolation, between the
terrace and the sea.

No visible intrusion of man marred the tender sweep of the
hUIs their Seward cliffs worn by the restless beat of waves.At the far end, one slim strip stood detached, as it were, a lone
sentmel guarding the harbour and the bay beyond. A flood of
pale sunhght, breaking through curded clouds, illumined all the
sea. Dark on bright, the dunes and foreshore and the lonepmes were ^aven like an etching; and inland, above the ridge,
loomed a threatening bank of cloud -like war brooding ii^
the heart of peace.

^

Karl's deq)-seated sense of beauty and his very mixed emo-
tionsheld him silent for a space. Then he let out a great sigh.

T 1 f?v f "Pf"g place! The contrast- after Randchester!
1 left It a foot deep m snow; and London's anWe deep in slush "

nZ^i"^ T ^Tu'^'l^^f
*'^"'^' ^"^'^^^ *^^ bay window, andDerek mdicated the bank of cloud with his pipe.

.f r .^ ^"""a ^
""' ''''^-

^ ^^P^ '^ ^^"'^ be too bad- because
ot I'ather. Are you . . . chucking your job?"



THE PROUD FUTURE 469

Yes— for khaki, under my mother's name. I may be
caUed up any day now. And I'd sooner volunteer "

" NaturaUy. What did Father say to that? "

"He sincerely regrets the necessity; but he approves my
decision. He was kindness itself. And he meant it all I
could see that. He showed more knowledge and appreciation
of my work than - Van has done in aU these years on the spot.
1 d give my soul to stay and carry on for hun, if things hadn't
gone so beastly contrary aU round. He has made a bigger im-
pression on me, m two corversations, than half our mushroom
notabilities that I've met dozens of times in Town."
Derek smiled thoughtfuUy, looking out to sea.
"How did you think him looking?"
Karl hesitated. ** You want the truth?'*
"Of course."

"Well— the change gave me quite a turn. Is there any-
thmgsenously wrong?" ^

"I'm afraid so. Dr. Farrar was down the other day. I
asked him some straight questions; and he said, normally,
FathCT ought to have a good chance. But he seems- broken
"£•

. .

Bombay climate and the shock of that wretched
affair last summer—

"

He checked himself, remembering the malign influence at the
back of that affair.

Karl frowned and reddened. "Don't mind me, old chap
I ve been facing facts these few days; and they're about as ugly
as they can be. Your father and . . . hers— the nearest to it
she's ever had— and . . . at the back of it all . . . minerHe sucked m his lips in the old fashion that used to annoy Van
His eyes looked hard and strained. "My God! Derek, life's
a damned bitter business for some of us just now."
Derek said nothing. His sympathy went too deep: and Karl

by this time, understood his friend's odd silences.
'

"I couldn't help thinking this morning," he added, after a
pause, "if Vd been blessed with a father like that — !"

"It's no such easy matter living up to him."
Karl jerked his head round. But Derek's eyes gave no sign.
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i&P''

"Well— I'd have a try at it, anyway. Has it ever even
occurred to Van, I wonder? Or does he imagine he was bom
worthy—?

"

"Not altogether his fault if he does. — Did you see him in
Town? Does he mind about your going?"

T
^^\^^Sg^' "He took it rather as a personal gnevance.

I said, Why not come along too? ' He said he had been think-mg of It seriously. I left him thinking !

"

Scepticism lurked in Karl's tone; and Derek gave him a
quick look. "What's up? You're not chucking Van — at
this time of day?"

"It's hardly a case of chucking. He just lets people slide
through his fingers. Frankly, I've lost patience with him dur-mg the War. It's an acid test of character."
Derek did not answer at once. Then he said quietly: "Poor

old Van! He was hard hit— all round, last year. Do you
know— does he ever -.t Mr. Schonberg these days?"
"Not often, I think. My father doesn't squander time or

ener^ on mere friendship; and he's had his hands full, up
?°'?;. I. ^T'^

^^^^""^ ^^ *^°"g^* ^^ worm would turn.
Good God! It was a hell of a business! When he told me about
Burlton, I saw red. And I let myself go- for the first time.
Once I started, I didn't mince matters—

"

He rose and paced the terrace, shaken by the memory of it
all. Then, in broken phrases, he re-created that unforgettable
half-hour— so far as he could bring himself to put it into words.
For he coveted Derek's good opinion; and he wanted Gabrielle
to know . . .

At last, flinging away his cigarette, he came to a standstill-
hands thrust in pockets, his face working with suppressed
emotion.

"I tell you, Derek, I hit the bull's-eye every time. In allmy days, I've haidly seen him turn a hair. But— he did
care for my mother; and, in his queer way, he cares for me He
went luid before I'd done. And the deuce of it was I found I
had been hurting myself hardly less than him. It's a mysteri-
ous business, that link of the blood. Trips me up at every
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t"^' 1, ^A
^
^l^""^ ?^.^' ^ ^ ^"^''^ ^®"^^' ^"d- g<^t done in,

I shall deal him the hardest blow of his life. But what the
devil IS a man in my enviable position to do?"
"Go straight ahead, old man, and 'leave the boss to do the

worrying, said Derek in his quietest voice; though Schon-
berg hunself could scarcely have been more surprised at Karl's
uncharacteristic outburst. "That was my pal Mick Sayers's
motto. It made a woodsman of me. I back it to make a
soldier of you. Consequences are not your affair. Your
father must take his chance like— better men."

Karl let out a great breath. " Oh, I am going all right But
at present, I feel more Hke tramping the country and preach-mg the gospel that victory in the field will be precious Uttle
use unless we couple it with drastic surgical operations over
here. Men like Van and Burlton wUl always be a standing
danger to this country, so long as we are fools enough to reckon
a man's nationaUty by his place of residence instead of the
blood in his veins- •!"

At that point he stopped dead; and the change that came overmm was not lost on Derek.
Unnoticed by either, Gabrielle had entered the drawing-

room, and now she stood there, framed in the open window—
a living picture, in her furs and velvet cap.

^
" You seem to be improving the shining hour ! " she said, smil-mg on them both. " Isn't it a heavenly spot? Welcome '

"

Leaning over the sW she stretched out her hand; and Karl
held it hard, without a word.

^

Derek— who had risen and removed his pipe— stood watch-
ing them with friendly, speculative eyes. Not even to him
had she spoken of Karl's confession on that moonUght night of
May. **

As for Karl himself, his quiet evening in the black and white
house was one of those unobtrusive events, that have neither
ch-ama nor any outward trappings of emotion, yet crystallize in
the memory and abide there when greater happenings have
grown dim. Jarred all through by the pain and strain of the
last two days, it healed his spirit simply to be in the room with
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r*-*^

Gabrielle, to watch her movements and hear her voice
Tliough the whole world were at war, between these four waUs
there was peace that is bom of understanding. After the
bovme domesticity at Randchester and the obvious under-
current of strain between Lord and Lady Avonleigh, the im-
pression of a free unity between these two, and their unpUdt
joy m each other, shone out like a dear and beautiful light.
Not that they were demonstrative: rather the reverse It

was a matter of atmcsphere; and Karl was a sensitive subject.
JJerek, havmg had his innings, tadUy surrendered his wife to
theu: guest, who -even while appreciating the arrangement
--could not escape the characteristic thought: "I don't be-
heve the dear devoted fellow reaUy knows much about being in
love. / would have given her an ardour of adoration of which
he IS sunply mcapable."
To every man his seaet bread; and for Karl there was sus-

tenance, of a sort, in the innate bdief that, as a son, he would
have been worthier of Van's father; as a husband- in devotion,
at least -— worthier of Derek's wife.

After dinner, she spoke to him of Burlton, very composedly,
though tears gleamed in her eyes. He told her how he went
over to the Grange, how Mrs. Le .r had treated him as one of
themselves, allowing him to help her in every possible way.
And he thrilled unashamedly at her significant remark: "Aunt
Alice is a dear good soul. I wiU never call her tepid or narrow
again."

Then there was music; and they played together, while Derek,
in his chair by the fire, contentedly smoked and browsed on the
Nineteenth Century.

When she asked for the 'Serenade,' Karl shook his head.
Never again!"

Up went her brows in mute enquiry.
"I can't play that ... as it should be played, any more."

He paused and added scarcely above his breath: "A window
was opened after all."

"Foolish! Such beautiful music!" She rebuked him with
deliberate lightness.
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n,.H^
'"^"^""^ ""!"' ^'' P"^^^- "^^^ "^*^ »t has one great

?i ' u f^l"^ V^l "^^ ^^^ *°"^- "It- served its tSm."
She shook her head decisively. "Not permitted/' she said-and dashed into a little lively humouresque, just as Derek

looked up to ask what was the hitch in the programme.U he did not indulge in sentimental genuflections, he was
sufficienUy a lover to feel something in the air—
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Chapter VI
Misfortune, like water, espouses theform of the vase that contains it.

Maeterlinck
Derek's feajs for Hs father were not unfounded. Lord Avon-
leigh s health and spirits seemed to decline as the days )?rew
colder; and the snow lay thick even on the cliffs by the sea
Since his retiuT, there had crept into his soul an insidious
weanness of life that had never found entrance there in all his
days. It caine partly from ill health, partly from reaction
after years of responsible life and work at high pressure Norwere matters improved by the ceaseless undercurrent of friction
with his wife.

Van's visit had precipitated a crisis. She had lost control of
herself- a rare event. She had accused him of harshness and
injustice to his first-bom, while herself meting out such flagrant
injustice to Derek as threw any defection of his ovm into the
shade. They had come nearer to an open quarrel than at any
time m their decorou'-'y detached married life. She was
frankly jealous of Derek, on Van's account, and secretly jealous
of Manon on her own. The dual grievance had become ci-most an obsession, and it was getting on his nerves. No us.,
telhng her so. She was entirely preoccupied with her own. thathad been worn to shreds by this terrible War.' She missed
London. She was woefully bored with Bournemouth. Her oneewe lam^b of pleasure was a sight of Van. And now Evan had
deprived her of that, because he could not forgive his ovv-n son
for being taken m by a German. As if half the cleverest men in
England ha not been taken in by Gemans. And would hekmdly mtmiate to Marion that she was quite capable, withMrs^ Consbigh's assistance, of running her own house?

Ihough, m general, he let this kind of thing flow over him,
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bittem^s did not quiS Sfv^t^^r^ -'" <" - hidden

that she could rise to^h^S.^ " ^l^^^fo hr ^"""'"^ '*°P«

"i%.^fdr;^ri^'-rhir^t'''^"'''-"-p™>"^-
she came^o l& 'Warned''. ,^^M»" ".t" ""T""'

**'"
been on duty an unco.S»W» ,• ^"'' '""'>'' "y™'™
fortnight's lekve?"

'™*- ^">" ^bout taking a
She started and gave him a keen look. "Esther-?"

hit it off—" ^ °^^* -^"^ *t s plain— you can't

know weU enough if I dM t.„
"""""' » ^er tone. "You

be wiring for ^^^^'i^;^^^^^'^^^-^^o-^f

«rsr<^'^-?-~fj-^thi.v;tf^^^^^^

«»rest for every one ftfL«>^ 1 ."*^8 ^^is a home of

years ofsemttoa^enUTT^ "^"^L
*"" "'^ '^''^^ '"-^

nerves are north^ToL7°""f ''''° '^^' ^^'--P"! war
but th«e wh:-IrTa^STo^r^"^^ "%^"";
worrying to a fine art " ^ ~ ^^^^ reduced

arTe;;rrai-it!s/hr ^^-^ '--^4-atC
and keeps it Wght 'but1^^,h,T'r

" ? ^'^ "^"^"« » 'o™.
He chuckled Sv- "H»l F ^^k^ r

"">" P«i«trian' -!!
the ««OW" ^ ''' '"''""« i^ "^tdi for
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Manon reduced her smile to its least dimensions. He wa.shpping away from the personal and the emotional, whicl

always irked lum. "For me, the mot juste this moming is-no sim-ender! She failed you when it was her you needed.Now It pleases her to reassert herself, when it is me you need
at every turn. Therel If I've done for myself- say so Ex-
cept under orders, from you, I don't budge."

Straightly she confronted him, standing on the hearthrug-
a taU, yinle figure. And, without a word, he looked back at
her, sittmg very erect in his chair by the fire. Each read
clear as prmt, the thoughts in the other's brain.
Then Marion said quietly: "That's aU right. Esther, having

made use of me, must now make the best of me." And. com-^ suddenly dose to him, she caressed his thick iron-grey

"You always were obstinate, Molly," he said, looking up at
her, gravely content. ^ ^

r.fnllT T? If x!^'
^' ^^ "^ *° *^k his faults," she

retorted; and left him to wonder, at leisure, what the evening
of Me would hare been like without her.

^
Before three days were over, ha had cause to bless her ob-stmacy from the depth of his heart.
A revival of symptoms involved a revival of speciaUsts whoprobed hmi and pulled long faces and vexed his sceS ^u^-and foiaUy deputed his old friend Dr. Farrar to set beforehim the fruits of their united wisdom

lonir^T^ ^t^ "^f'
^?^''" ^^"g °" a few "months

longer, with the help of ameUorations, or taking the risk of asenous operation on the chance of returning to nomial healththough scarcely normd strength. Lord Avonleigh listened

dtladvS^ ^ '

""^"""'^ ^'"^^^' *" ^^^ ^--^-g
"A very fair average risk- 1 take it?" was aU he said: andDr. Farrar reluctantly admitted as much

stronie^.^^'"
^' ^^'^' "''' ^^'^'^ ""^^ ^ ^^^ ^^ ^ ^^ttle
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I would rather take my
"Very considerate I Personally,

chance and be done with it."

Farrar cleared his throat. He had a large fund of humannat^e and a real affeclion for his difficult, distinguished pat "ntThere you come up against the medical conscience " hesaid kmdly "Myself, I thmk your chances are gc^ '

But

r.!5^
conditions are rather obscure. Perhaps"-he hesi-tated- "you would Uke to think the matter over?

"

Lord Avonleigh's quick ear caught the note of fellow-feeling

Sen'd
""^^ ""^ "^'"'"''^ ^^ ^"^^^ '^^^8^^ ^^ ^s oS

itth^nl'^'^
Farrar -I believe you are more upset about

!T \^'' ,^"' ^ ^'^^'' P'°"^P^ decisions and -I incline

and looked re^y distressed for the first time -"there wiUbe^the world's fuss. And it's the worst thing possible for my

T
?''• ff"^ "?^'^^^- " ^^^ ^^ "«t- ^ery fit for such a strain

I sl^u^d strongly advise her being elsewhTre. Your sister -?''
Oh, she saU right. And of course- now things are settled.

I go straight back to Avonleigh."
=>cLuca,

At that the good doctor's brows ran half up his forehead.My dear Sir! In this weather- impossible!

"

But remonstrance and arguments broke like waves against

^fn,r F^
^°'^ Avonleigh's resolve. After a storm> fivemmutes Farrar saw that he was simply exhausting his patientand makmg no headway whatever.

"Take any precautions you please," said this most un-manageable of men. "Ambulance -or whatever -so long

«n, F ^'^' ^^ Heavens, man, I'm facing one big riskWhat matter another? If my time is up -I'm ready.^ ButI refuse to die ma Nursing Home or a furnished house. Now-- please let me be."

He pulled himself up and they shook hands in sUence

to an ^,^/^y-f«^t my wife," he added, as Farra^ turned

dir ;. u """""l^
^' ^ 'f ^^^"'^^ '^ y°" ^'«"Jd make things

clear to her- You get plenty of practice in your profession? »
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"A good deal too much," said Farrar- ««/! w* w 1

face to face with the Imme;sife '
""* '"' "" '^'°"«

He needed respite: and for half an hour he had it Th^n .u

Llf tfend^etC J'^f"'^ " '*" <"'''• «« ««'«i h m!

4rshpdtT-^rXs,ri-*!!r -" ^^ ^'"' <"

ihat dreary prescience is not amone the least of mnm'^

and the lamp of love has flickered out for lack of oil

^'''^^^

dued%^frTT/'
'"^""y appearance of distress partly sub-dued. the flush of tears on her lids, a moist handkerchC in

X

hand pressed against her heart. It was a famU^ atd u^^^^a mute appeal for consideration
'<«uuar atutude—

ha^ on4" "'^' ^^^^""y '^^^ ^d ^-d her free

"Oh, Evan- 5«cA a shock! So dreadful! And Dr Farrar«iys you've settled it all. I should have thought you rShave wilted— to talk it over—

"

^ ^ ^^'

patdig^rhl^d'^
''°'"'^' ^^^^^' "^ '^" ^« -d «-tly,

'M don't believe it. / would have more opinions You

L'^^ir^'^rTr"^. i:---youcouid'puS LougSnaturally --with, t their horrid knives. Thev have simnlvgot a mania, nowadays, for cutting people up -!"
^^^

his Jds "Tr.r
^^..^^i^^'.^^ther!" A half smile twitchedIlls lips I believe they do it very neatly, and the victim ismercifully not upset by- the look of thin^ "

How can you talk like that- ahnost joke about it?"

shouMc'ry?^^"
"'"' '°"^' '' ^^^^^ '^ ^-^^-^est you

She gazed at him with wide eyes, mildly reproachful " I mavbe dense, Evan, but I have never been hysterica ''
^
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"I suppose so." She pressed the wet handkerchief closer
to her heart. "I couldn't stand being on the spot. But stiU— so far away— I shall die of suspense —"
"A telephone message might reach you in time to avert the

calamity."

"There you are again!" She straightened herself and drew
apart from him. "Can't you be serious — over arything?
Because I control myself, I get no sympathy. You don't
realize how shaken I am. It could hardly have come at a more
imfortunate moment."
"Very careless of me," he said with grave courtesy. "God

knows / hate the fuss of it aU. And if it upsets you so— weU— I'd as soon leave it to Nature and take my chance. A few
months— a few years— no great matter, after all. NaturaUy
one would prefer the years. But they won't guarantee—

"

^

"Evan — stop/" The tears started and she caught his arm.
It s too horrible . . . when you put it that way. We wan't

talk of it any more."
"That's better," he said, with relief unfeigned. "If we

mean to go through with it, Esther, we mav as well put a
brave face on things and not 'anticipate the past (She
had never been intimate with the immortal Mala . md
she gave him up in despair.) "On the whole, I'm -und.
and we U take it for granted that I shaU survive their deUcate
attentions."

His eyes wandered to the window and he sighted a familiar
figure swinging down the path; Socrates, gravelv self-important
trotting to heel.

' ^ '

" Hullo
! Here comes the boy -— "

She heard the vexatious note of welcome in his voice and
drew back with her air of dignity aggrieved.

" I'll leave you. I would only be de trop."
Halfway to the door she turned. "H he brings that dog in

please remind him that I dislike dogs in the house. There are
marks on the hail carpet. Other people's things— one can't
be tfX) careful. I've spoken once. But he never attends tomy wishes."
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Lord Avon^eigh said nothing. He sank into his chair with
an audible sigh and sat staring into the fire. . . .

Three minutes later Derek— duly accompanied by a muddy-
booted Philosopher— entered the room. This tune Lord
Avonleigh did not rise; nor did he guess how the bitterness,
which his wife invariably stirred in him, shadowed his welcoming
smile. But Derek missed no least indication of his mood.

"Dad— what is it? " he asked sharply. "Bad news? "
"Yes, old boy. You have quick eyes. Sit down. Let us

get it over."

Derek set a small chair near the fire and held out his hands
to the blaze. He maintained that position, while his father
told him aU there was to teU. Only an occasional movement
of his hps, or of the muscles in his throat, revealed the pain he
could not express. Lord Avonleigh's eyes noted and under-
stood; and his dumb, lonely heart yearned towards this son, so
long overlooked, so peculiarly his own; himself ahnost, in replica,
but for an occasional minor trait that transfused the whole into
a fresh personality.

"There is at least one consolation," he concluded in his even
voice. "I go straight back to Avonleigh."
Derek nodded in profound comprehension.
"But isn't it— thj journey— a bit of a risk?"
"If you were in my shoes, Derek— wouldn't you take it?"
"Ten times over."

"Exactly. Farrar thinks Mother will be better elsewhere.
But Aunt Marion goes with me."
Derek looked round quickly, all his constraint gone. "Dad

mayn't we come too— after the christening show? Gay is abom nurse. She would love to help— in any way."

^^

Lord Avonleigh leant forward and laid a hand on his knee
"The price of a good woman is above rubies."
"You can throw in pearls and diamonds, if it comes to that "

murmured Derek, smiling at the fire. "And— you hate
strangers around."

"I do. It will cheer me inexpressibly. I should have
hesitated to suggest it. You are still in the blissful stage."
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sta^e't^Tni^
^"^^

^"""^l
^^ ^y^- "N« '"^'e blissfulStage for me, tiU you are on the safe side- of aU this. AndI ve been longiixg to take her there."

ffis father sighed. "I wish it were under happier auspices "
Then they tell to talking of Avonleigh; and forgot themselvec.and the Encroaching Shadow—

g"t inemseives

nndirTT ^^ ^f'^ '^"^ *° S°' ^^ Socrates emerged fromunder his knees, that Lord Avonleigh remembered Ws wife^partmg mjunction.

"By the way," he said, a wicked twinkle in his eye: "Motherbade me remind you that she disapproves of four-footed phil-
osophers, who don't wipe their boots on the mat. Other people's
carpets, you know— 1

"

^ ^ ^

Derek looked distressed. "Oh, I'm awfully sorry. I forgotMay we bring him to Avonleigh?"
-^ lorgot.

"Of course. My carpets will be honoiored I

"

^
Derek stood silent a moment. Then - boldly, obeying the

7^ J ^-^T.r}' ^^^ ^ ^^^ °° ^ father's shodder,
stooped and kissed his hair.

'

Lord Avonleigh simply looked up at him. "God bless youl"he said under his breath.
^

^^And Derek, with a painful lump in his throat, walked quickly
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Chapter VII
Alpha and Omega, sadness and mirth,
The springing music and its wasting breath—
The fairest things in life are Death and Birth,
For Birth hath, in itself, the germ of Death—
For they are twain, yet one— and Death is Birth.

FsANCis Thoufson
Lord Avonleigh survived the journey. Furthemiore, he in-
sisted on surviving a good many other satisfying activities over
which medical science shook a pessimistic head. For two
short weeks he lived and moved in a strange exaltation of
spint; a blessed, mtimate reunion with his own fragment of
England, that was fibre of his fibre -his hold on the future,
his hnk with a pat and honourable past. On the soft South
coast, bereft of mental stimulus, his strength had flagged

tt'fuTurTto'?'"'
'"^"^ ^^"^^"' companio^withpS

rl i V
"'P""^' "^ "^^ *° achieve -his mind amazinglyrenewed its vigour and defied the secret protests of iu out^worn comrade— the body.

None of them -not even Marion- guessed that he wasdehberately hvmg on his capital. Sceptic though he wL S
Si'th'^^It ^7 T"^^''^

'^^^ ^^- h-d'old h^th^
r^ltelv hn '-.^ '^"^^ ""^ "^^' ^" ^^^^h he moved

-

s"'bidedVt^^
strength -the Encroaching

hiw' "^T"^'
had emptied themselves of snow; and a spell ofbland wmtiy sunshme made many things possible that had else

dcTre nf^ "^ ''"'"'\ ^^ ^"^>^ ^^^^ ^^^^ ^^ o"<^e again the

fhefW^J' 7'' ~}\' ^^'"^^ ^"^ fi^^d^ ^"d farms of Avonleighthe friendly faces of his o^v'n people; and the sincerity of tS
vTtlT'TT.r'f '^ ^^ ^ P-"^ ^h-t boTdered onpam. It provoked the thought: "When I am gone, will aU



THE PROUD FUTURE
483

theM^??^
"""'^" "^^ P^'^^ ^^^^^' ^^ «vi„g link with

There lay the core of his tragedy -not dread of the Un-Imown; nor even the bitter pang of parting- but lack of faJth inthe son who would come after hL ^^ ""

vath all the tenacity that was in him. Aided by thefaithfuMalcolm, he laid the foundations of schemes he Mttughout m leisure moments, thousands of miles away He mfde

^^ OnceT"" "^!. ^"^'^ ^^'^ -^ saw'thafit 1good. Once, Van came down, for the night, armed with affectionate messag^ fre a his mother, who ^^^ ^""J^her hem aiid unfit to travel: -a strangely subdu^^ Van

iTI^? fl
^^

He spent a long afternoon with Lord Avon-

StlybSoTr""-;.'
local affairs; and travelled unreluctantly back to To^vn with some food for anxiety in his mind anda twmge of jealousy in his heart.

"*

DeTi'llon "?! rtf ^T ^''^ '^"^'^ ^^^ ^^ ^^^^d that to

stom-TdTnrH r 'f'T "^^^ °^ ^^^^"^^«" ^^°"^ ^he world-

fi?> iTi *^r^
Avonleigh express the deep and troubledtoghts that stirred in him, with a rare unreserve en^^nderS

^g's:^zixv' '^^''?^ ^^^-"-^ '^'"-^mg sense ot ij^temity knocking at the door.

comVto'hIIir" ^T ""^ ^ '^'^P^'^ "^^^^ «^ P^^"' a thought hadcome to him; as It were a crumb of consolation let fall bv th^Unseen Hand that held the sword. To Van worthv or , n

rSignfthT;-'? Tt^ heritage; tt\LrrL°Ln":ja nentage of the spmt. His hopes for the future of the rarphis m^cible faith in the qualities that had made EngLnd g^^^
'

to the^taTe "\^' T^^^^' ^^ ^^«h unpurchasfble sem'

e

to the State- these gifts he could hand on to the son in whom

no SfBn'tifh^
'""''

^^'T'^
'''''''"^ ^' his rlcTa q^alUy

ZfX ^"^''hv\" ^^^-'^ence, than Van's innate distrust of ideaslest they upset his mental status and shift him out of lis gr^ve'

cre^d- ^tht-1^
.i-bued with the main articles ofhTs^;;-creed for the individual, the arisiocraUc standard, in what-
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ever walk of life; for the nation, responsible leadership in placeof the crowds mdeterminate swaying and the bitter venom ofparty strife. But, could the boy long continue to hold a faithso starkly opposed to the shifting, swirling spirit of these tunes?
Generations of Blounts had Uved and died in it. For himself-- It was the unmortal part of him. He could not bear that itshould pensh with his bones.

^
Since his return he and Derek had come very close together

maSnrt'T^'v'^^""- ^^ would be an^ort welfworth

fn^if *
^"^^ "^^''^ '^' With his happier marriage

axid the stronger humaii strain in him, he might yet achieve
those tlungs that his father had missed; might yet pky a noWep^t in the renascence of mind and spirit that springs from the

ZTf fl

"^^'^ ^^ ^^' ^ ^' ^P^g^ fr«^ thf ruins of agreat conflagraUon.

To a nature deeply imbued with reserve, the way of self-
revealing was hard; but Derek was quick to catch the drift of

J:;?JL'5Lift:y^
"^'-^^ ^^^ ^ ^ ^^-^-^ ^^ --

So, m the long evenings— when Lord Avonleigh was ruth-
lessly consigned to bed- Derek would sit and smoke with him
for an hour or more; would pave the way to personal talk witha shy hmt or question. And he rarely failed of a reward-—
fragmentary glimpses of his father's boyhood; of ideals that hadsumved of Illusions that had withered, of ambitions unful-
hlled; glimpses of his own diffident, searching spirit in the
father whose speech and actions had always seemed so invin-
ably assured: sadder glimpses- gleaned from things left un-
said- of his mother's curiously bUghting effect on the life and
character of a man whom he would have judged singularly
impenr is to feminine influences.

But mainly their talk was of larger themes. And through it

'

aJl ran, like a refram, his father's belief in the responsibUity of
the privileged, m the individual as the worid's true lever- his
unspoken charge to the individual of his own creation: "I handon the torch of my faith to you. Keep it burning "
Never, while he Uved, would Derek forget that nie^"
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vision of him, propped on snowy pillows, in his green quilted
smoking-jacket, framed by the long, flowered curtains and
throne-like canopy of the ^reat bed: his keen pale face wonder-
fully illumined when his subject caught hold of him and all
irksome constraints were swept away.
On one such evening Derek found him fingering a long strip

of paper; but they smoked and talked for nearly ten minutes
before his father, after a thoughtful pause, held it out to
him.

"This . . . may interest you," he said, with a hesitancy that
was ahnost shyness. "I spent a profitable morning over it,

while you two were out."

At the head of the slip was written, "My Legacy of books
for Derf' " It was an exhaustive list, mainly historical—
English, Italian, and French. Derek scanned it with a full
heart. Words were hopeles, 'y inadequate —
He looked up, at last, and foimd there was really no need of

them.

Lord Avonleigh said: "I'm glad it pleases you, old boy."
And Derek said simply: "I am overwhelmed. I suppose—

Van won't object?"

"Van has no voice in that matter."
Then, to dispel their mutual embarrassment, he took the list

and ticked off with his pencil certain favoiuites: "Gardiner's
'Charles I,' Lecky's 'Democracy and Liberty,' Houssayeon the
Government of Venice. Amazingly instructive, in the light of
recent events. Venice fooled by the Turks, in the sixteenth
century, reads exactly like a forecast of England and Germany
in the twentieth. The same unwieldy councils, the same ir-

resolution and delays. Richelieu's 'Testament Politique.'
Not sufficiently well known. Three centuries old — yet his
principles of Government have scarcely been bettered. Call
your State Republic, Democracy—what you ^\t11— the essential
fact remains that human safety and progress hang ultimately
on wise personal direction. It is the great lesson the Many
have still to learn — and I fear their skulls are thick— that
they can only realize their higher aspirations through the
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guidance and co-operation of the super-capable few An,i t
say emphaticiUy, th- ewer the better » ^^ ^

He paused, frowning at his own weakness; smiling at theconcern m Derek's eyes. "Prophecy is mostly wasted! breathBut I will hazard a guess that the world's his'^tor^for the ne^^fi^ty years wiU be largely determined by the nation or nadon.«iat upho d the true aristo^atic principle anS b^g o^i t^eruJer-spint-the Great Man. I have left you ^e n^es ofmine on that subject. Make friend, with RicheTu D^^k^'

tV w"^??
-?' Derek queried. "When I have 2est^ aUthis. Would you like me to enter public life?

"
"Yes— if they cleanse the temple and cast out thp mnn«,r

changers and stop tampering withtte rfotl 71^4 Senough ^,t IS But where the devU should we be now a UreaUyW been 'scrapped' in the day of 'scrappm^-r Wh,ithu su^^le is renewed I fear Va„ wiU not be found amongtheDie-Hards
'
I He would vote for pamless extinction rather^iZprolong &e effort of fightmg for his life. And I verfl^ bSeve^

I would nse from my grave and fight in his st4d -"
,-n„ f" M ^f^ ^"^ ^ ^'^- H« 'eaned back breath-mg heavily: and Derek in an agony of fear, summonS^fis

ZLt\Z7f^: ""' "^ *"»•' '^^ ^^ -<» "«

an7str".^Tup'Sr. F^^tf^c':
?^ "^'^ '^ '^ "*

oufS worff^'
'''^ ""^^"^ *"" ""^^y s^'y- ^^* ™th-

A week later he sat alone over the fire in the m-eat 1!hrar»

wiLr»*J1'^
'^'"' ""^? '"^"''y '""i^hed; but a human

r^ K
f^n'U'^^^ radiated from the prevailing tone of

bit"th:r:? kJT"^ r "^' ""'l «•' leather^boLibooks that clunbed three walls from floor to ceiling. There is
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no fnendher colour than golden-brown. It softened the aus-
tenty of Lord Avonleigh's room, as the smile in his eyes softened
the austerity of his face. Because the room was imbued with
his presence, they practically lived in it now- they three, who
so loved hrni and had come so near to losing him, since the day
of dread silence and suspense when, for nearly two hours hehad been under the surgeon's knife. His great oak desk stood
open, deplorably empty and tidy. His foot-mufT and pipe-
rack seemed mutely to ask -"Will he come again?" And
Derek s lonely hgure occupied the great chair by the fire, that
m^far^ff days he used to call, with bated breath, ' the judgment

^
He was leaning forward, his head between his hands, staring

into the flameless heart of the fire that seemed a blurred smear,
like a wound because his eyes were heavy .vith tears. He wasthmkmg- thmkmg; hoping, with an intensity amounting to a
prayer, that the strain of those muted days- when his father's
life hmig by a thread- was gone, never to return. Through
such days, the spirit, rising to its full height, drags the un-
resisting body in its wake. Only when the grip is relaxed, the
brain looks back and marvels- "How did one live through it

This morning Derek knew how desperately tired he was, how
narrowly he had escaped an ahnost unbearable loss.

In the last twenty-four hours matters had taken a more
hopefiJ turn. There had been refreshing sleep; and to-day a
wonderful rally of strength. So he had leisure to think- to
reahze what GabrieUe's mere presence had been to him in those
dark hours when he could see no light at all except the stead-
fast light of Kve and courage in her eyes. Cahn, controlled
dependable, she had taken her turn at nursing with the In-
evitable Stranger; had won Aunt Marion's confidence— and
estabhshed herself, more securely than ever, in his father's
heart. In her own inimitable fashion she had simply mothered
them all—
Two days after the operation, when hope was at the lowest

ebb, Van had been sent for. He had arrived looking bewildered
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and wretched; and it struck Derek, even in the midst of h
own pain, how curiously out of place he seemed in a serious se
ting. It was as if tragedy oppressed him, even while it hui
Frankly, his departure had been a relief. They were so pn
foundly united in their grief— those three: and Van seemed
being from another worid. The day before yesterday Mai
had come over. Another sensation altogether. Mark, for a
his present happiness and keen joy of life, was not out of h
element in the depths. It is a touchstone of character. . . .

The door-handle turned softly. He started and looked ui
It was Gabrielle in her hospital blue: no colour in her cheet
and violet shadows under her eyes. He would have riser
but her lifted hand forbade: and the next moment she wa
beside him, half reclining on the bearskin, her head against hi
knee. There was a brief silence.

"Very tired, are you, my darling?" he asked.
His hand, that rested on her head, slid down to her cheek an(

he foimd it wet with tears.

Smothering a sob, she drew herself up, stirred the fire an<
looked into his face. The flames betrayed him; and hersmili
flashed out.

"Foolish of us! I've just left him with Aunt Marioi
and the Morning Post. So happy. Quite convinced tha
America is going to justify his faith m her and join hand;
with us at last. And now— " She rose, discarding weariness
and tears. "We are to go out— you and I. Aunt Marion's
orders."

"I'm willing. You need it," he said, tracing with his fingei
tip the shadows under her eyes. "I can't have you knocking
up. There are others."

"But he so beautifully prefers it to be me. And I'm only
tired; not knocked up. It's— Something Else—

"

He looked deep into hej- eyes— and her cheeks were pule no
longer.

As.on that day in the forest, he held out his arms, and gathered
her dose, without a word, without a kiss, and with something
of the same shy intensity—
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His first words, when they came, moved her more deeply
than any lover's phrase in the language. "You must let me
tell Father. It will put new life into him."
Her arm stole round his neck. They kissed and stood apart

again; profoundly content, yet still a little incredulous over the
simple, primal event that never— for true lovers— quite loses
its quality of miracle.

"Now— get your things on; and— if you really love me.
you might look in on old Con."
"//— !" She was gone in a flash; and returned reasonably

ux)n — from the feminine standpoint — in a long fur coat and
cap.

"Did you see her?" he asked as they went out into the pale
sunshine.

"I did more than see her! She 'drew me into feminine
depths,'" quoted Gabrielle, who knew her Meredith quite as
well as her Browning. " Where are we going? "

"The Park— my beech tree. I used to take the grand old
chap all my miseries when I was a troublesome, lonely kid,
always in hot water. Now I want to take him my joy— both
my joys!" he added, with a light in his eyes that she had not
seen there since the day of the operation.

That evening Lord Avonleigh was sufficiently himself again
to be unmanageable— a sign of blessed augury. He submitted,
perforce, to his after-dinner rest; no company, no talking.'
Then, carefully propped with pillows, he demanded Derek and
a cigarette. He was given both, with a stem injunction to keep
placid and avoid argument; for the strain on his heart had been
severe.

"Derek and I never argue," he said gravely. "We find flat
contradict-on more stimulating I"

It lifter. Marion's tired heart to hear once again the faint,
famfliar note of mockery. So they left him; and as the door
dosed, he let out an ungracious sigh of relief.

"Sit down, old boy. It's nice to get a whiff of your pipe
again, and it's good — just for an hour or so— to be quit of the
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women. They are beyond compare. But— occasionally

—

you understand!"

"Rather," agreed Derek, drawing his chair dose to the bed.
"I used to feel that way badly."
Thqr smoked awhile; Derek surreptitiously scrutinizing his

father's face— the features sharpened and pale as a waxen
effigy, the strained line of the mouth that spoke of pain stoically
endured. He wanted to tell his news, but felt absurdly shame-
faced over the simple and natural prospect of adding his mite
to the sum total of England's population.
He managed it at last, with an engaging air of detachment as

if he were commenting on the weather.
Lord Avonleigh's brows worked vigorously, a trick of his

when surprised and pleased.

"Good," he said, nodding approval and smiling at the mix-
ture of awkwardness and unconscious pride in Derek's tone.
"Excellent. And— very surprising, eh? Queer fellows, aren't
we? It's an achievement we can scarcely escape. Yet we
take as much pride in it as if we had conquered a city."

"After all"— Derek shyly excused himself— "it means—
a new individual ..."

"Quite so. And we believe in the individual. It also
means" he added on a deeper note of feeling— " that, with
any luck, our name goes on, even if Van fails in his elementary
duty— to Avonleigh."

It was not the first remark of its kind: and the instinct of

brotherly allegiance, tugging at Derek's heart, impelled him to
say what he could.

"Poor old Van— had rather a bad knock this summer."
"Turned down? She wouldn't have him? " A wicked gleam

of amusement flickered through Lord Avonleigh's surprise. " Is

thatofladal? D'you know the lady?"
And Derek saw he had let himself in— also Van.
"I do." A pause. " She— very oddly— happened to prefer

me!"
"Good God! Confoundedly awkward position." He mused

awhile on Derek's twofold revelation. Then: "Poor Van!
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^"^Tn l^rfi^'^^'^r""^
'^'y ^^^^ "«^ ^" hi« daily

Sn. T I K*
^"°"^^ tomorrow, we must wire for him

A ac?i^3etrthT .'"^ ^^^^-^-^«i to maice allowanc^At a CTisw even the best of us are at the mercy of temnoramenfAnd if I have suffered from his, no doubt heU sTffSrorn
Znl .^,^^^^^^8 «" you. Derek, to stand by hSi - andAvonleigh He won't Uve here, if I know him. But Muloobnhas promised to cany on all I have most at h^ ithddhim as far as you can. And - if there w .ui^St^ardsbe sure my spirit will be witli you -"

^terwards
. . .

It was a few seconds before Derek couIH mmmo^^ k-
"Riif na^ »> u -J r*^ ^"^^^^^ *-°*"^ conunand his voice.

Lord Avonleigh shook his head.

^in^hV^^-H
y^^.^ee, who have lightened my hours ofpain, he said very quietly. "But I have Hved my life Letthe women cUng to hope, if it comforts them ?ou^e m^enough to look truth in the face. The sands have^ ^J^^Van's reign has already begun — » "* fl^ive run too low.

When the women came in to bid him good-night GabrieUe'shand was retain© a moment. Then he drew w ^^''"^"^
j

kissed her cheek. ^ ^^ ^^'^ ^^
"God bless you, my dear," he said, barely above his breath

oucheST T^l ^"5 ""^ ^^PPy-" ^d «h^' bSiSg a h^de'

r"e l^v^
'"''"" "^^^ '" "P^ ^^^^ --^^ -001 and soft ^

of^r ^t" ^S""" ^u°^*~ ^ '*^^^^ *^^«1 in her soul a tremor

who if^r^^^f ' '^f
^^^ "° ^'^- She understood her brother

Sy m^"' '^^ ^' - ^- --^ -- to understand thTrn^'

goilgTot'^X^I '' ^"'"" ^ "^^^'--^

* ^^^fn^°^P^ ^^ remonstrance was nipped in the bud " Don't
^, MoUy. There's that luckless woman on duty next^^rWish she'd go to bed too."

^ ^^'
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"She'll do nothing of the sort," said Marion in her best
autocratic manner. "Not too late, mind," she added with a
warning frown at Derek — and withdrew from the field.

Again they smoked a long while in companionable silence.

Gabrielle, carrying on the torch of life, had set the thoughts of
both reaching out towards the future. Presently their eyes
met and they smiled.

"'The glory of going on — and still to be,'" said Lord Avon-
leigh, as it were answering Derek's thought. "Curious the
store we set by it. If not the individual— then the race. The
last is the only form that we of little faith can feel reasonably
sure of." His gaze searched the eyes of his son. "Do you—
feel reasonably sure of any other?

"

Derek was silent a moment. It was as if his father had
reached out to him for help;— and he had little or none to give.

Only that strange sensation on the night that was nearly his

last. DiiBtiilt to speak of: yet he made the attempt; frowning
\vith the effort at self-expression.

"Not reasonably sure, perhaps; but— unreasonably so—
since last year. One night, I was so weak— I felt as if I
couldn't hang together. Part of me seemed to be slipping

away— not into darkness, but into a flood of light and colour.

Too vague to explain; but it was extraordinarily vivid and— somehow, extraordinarily comforting. Of course it doesn't
amount to anything. Just an experience. But it left—

a

queer kind of conviction. One felt— one could trust- the
Unknown— 1"

"Thank you, Derek," his father said gravely, and drew in a
laboured breath. "After all— our unreasoned convictions are
the bread life. Mercifully I can boast a few. I'm afraid I've

taken precious little pains to hand them on to you two; and
then I slang poor old Van for being— what / helped to make
him! Cultivate your son as well as your garden, Derek — and
cultivate him early. We take a son for granted— eh?" He
smiled, as at some thought of his own. "I would give a great
deal to see him— to know what sort of a world he will grow
up into."
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that. For the r^ ,7Trc !' ^'^^ ^^' Rinnan nature for

aristocracy of character and courage
-" ' """"^ '

-quick. Thank y„^ thalk yo^^ °" '^^ <iressmg.u.ble

He sank back on his pillows, exhausted, but reUevedDon't be alarmed, old boy," he said TrifhT!™'
for Derek could „„t keep the fo^ out of^^^' '

"ShaU I fetch Nurse?" he asked.
^

LOTd Avonleigh waved an impatient hand.

-s.^SlgX^:-""'^ '" •"' '^ ^' '"™ « "<«<» by iust

l^^t' ?°'l.^
''^«' " ""'y >«« convinced, obeyed- and

"B'u^tTh^rsr.":^!^''!'';^^ ^
t„rnL™''^-

^<on;^°w.'^^r^;^^--^;ji^^^^
be swept overboard by the loud voice and the^^'^4:



494 THE STRONG HOURS

pushing elbow? Some say they will — that our order is pass-

ing—" The old mocking smile gleamed in his eye. "'They
say '— let them say

!

" My answer is Renan's

—

'Toute civilisa-

tion est d'origine aristocratique* A genuine aristocracy of brains

and breeding is vital to national health. The sane mind for

the sound body. The painful question is, Have we preserved

an aristocracy worthy to survive? And can a general orgy of

kicking over the traces call itself Civilization? The War has
revived duty and discipline and heroism. But one fears the

swing of the pendulum. Should the worst happen and the

crowd prevail, much will hang on the courageous few of your
generation— Think of me, Derek, and keep the flag flying."

Again he took a deep breath. The flame of his spirit was
burning up all to fast the little fuel that remained.

Derek, beset \y dumbness, could only murmur: "I promise,"

and hold out his hand.

Lord Avonleigh grasped it with surprising force.

"I'm not dogmatizing, old boy. I am only speaking my
mind— while I can — because I have great hopes of you. I

have lived—I admit it—too much behind closed doors. I have
held aloof from public life because of my distaste for the mere
squabble of personalities, the vulgar scramble for place and
power. I admit it is an aristocratic weakness— that tend-

ency to stand aside and shrug. The streak is not so strong in

you. Modified, perhaps, by the social conscience of yoimg
Oxford! And as I said, you were not afraid to soil your dream
with the mud of life

—

"

"All the same," Derek foimd courage to say, "you don't

know how often I have repented — regretted the chance I lost

of working with you— running after vague abstractions—
neglecting the duty— and privilege on my doorstep—

"

For reward, he had his father's kindest smile; but the spurious

spurt of vigour was gone.

"Well, don't do any more repenting— or regretting. It's

misplaced energy at the best. I confess I was disappointed at

the time. But it opened my eyes to you— and to other things.

And— in the end I approved ... I imderstood .

»
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were ninninj; verv low Cr^u r ' ^^^ ^^^^^

>iPor+ T u • ^ ^°'^ ^"Sers were stealing round his

One of Derek's hands rested on t e rr^ L .Ta ,
• u

was aU he managed to say *
*
^ ^^^

*
' "^^ ^"^

coutd^X''rrJ^''thTsl7w^
Tears blinded him. He

hand. '
'^^°°« P'"^^^ of ^ father's

^n?^^^''' T^^ Tf^""^ ^^ ^"Shted with foreknowledge of theend; and m Lord Avonleigh's brain, something seemed to snln

ont«r^^^ back

andr^itt^hrL^t^^^^^ ^^ Cried, fear

No response from the still face. Mechanically he thought-Somelhtng must be done! " He tried to release JsLd Thethm fingers closed on it with a convulsive grip tharstnick at^ r:£gtt .

:^!^^ ^^^^^- ^-^-« ^"t:
Hurriedly he slipped his free hand under the coat Tn th.

thfstiU^''^ '"^ T fi""—-- in the pulsTand over'the stiU face crept the Unnamable change -The dimitv th^

de^be^l
*"'" "''" ""' ™' ^°»- Van's reign had in-

Useless to caU tlie others. They too were .--M Tt
could do nothing. And he could no^'en'^e a^^ther „JncT
llhTt *" ^"^< '°™"y '" "'">*''" h'^ hand ImpSfeto shift his gaze from the waxen stUlness of the face ™ the
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pillow— the high nobility of the brow, the dominant nose,
with its sensitive nostril, the strong indent between under-lip
and chin. There he was. And yet— he was not.
For a mon-ent, incredulity numbed sensation. Later on—

the pain would begin—
Tears that had grown cold on his lashes trickled slowly down

his cheeks. Stooping, he kissed his father's forehead. It had
the faint warmth of life; and, at the contact, realization smote
him. With a choking sob, he dropped on his knees and bowed
his head on the hand locked in his own—
For a timeless spell he knelt thus: motionless, as the dead,

but for the long-drawn breaths that shuddered through him.
Thoughts and feelings drifted by, unheeded, and merged in the
overwhelming ironic sense of loss . . .

And suddenly, like a star in darkness, gleamed the face of
Gabrielle with the light of her great news in her eyes. No
cessation any\\'here— no break in the enaiess chain. His
father's spirit drifting into the infinite: and emerging unseen,
from the infinite, the new spark of life that would one day be
his son.

'The glory of going on— and still to be.' The ear of his
bram caught the very tones of his father's voice. Lut, in the
succession of endless to-morrows, the clear memory of it would
fade, though every word spoken m this last hour remamed
stamped upon his heart. The scales of his being hung poised,
as it were, between the sense of birth and the sense of death:
grief, strangely shot through with joy; joy, darkly shadowed
with grief. Confused longings and aspirations surged through
him, wave on wave; soared almost to the region of prayer . . .

The utter stillness seemed stealthily to deepen and envelop
him. His brain became acutely sensitive to the ceaseless
whisper of the clock on the mantelpiece, the intermittent whis-
per of loosened coals in the grate.

Strangely, imperceptibly the stillness, that was mere quiet,
blossomed into the stillness of a Hidden Reality. Though
his body knelt there, desolate, Something told him he was
not alone. A mere breath, it seemed, would dissolve the veil
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But
that withheld his eyes from seeing, his ears from hearing
the veil was not dissolved ...

**

Only there stole into his m'nd a deep, commanding sense ofsome Inner Stability that endured through aU the striv^f

marveL of self-expression; the symbols and shapes etemallv

upward— the glory of gomg on— and stiU to be—

'
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