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I had thought to hear thy children
Laugh with chine own blue eyes,
But my sorrow's voice is silent
Where my life’s love lies.

Let the roof fall in, let silence

On the home for ever fall

Where my lost son lay and heard not
His lone mother’s call,
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“LET THE ROOF FALL IN”

CHAPTER 1

HE weather was cold, the sky overcast, there had

been several short, sharp showers of rain, and the
prospect of a pleasant day’s racing was not even problem-
atic. The stand at Sandown would be half empty, and the
difficulty of spotting winners, always great enough in the
jumping season, would be doubled by the heaviness of
the going.

Lady Carrie Carthew had been talking about the weather
since nine o’clock, when her maid had called her. It was
still the subject of her conversation when, at eleven, she
walked to the window and decided it would be quite
absurd to venture out. She had had her morning appetizer
of rum and milk, followed by a cigarette, she had read her
letters, torn up her bills, and yawned over her papers.
Four or five dresses had been taken out of the wardrobe,
and replaced, discarded definitely for the occasion. She
had intended all along to wear the new brown cloth with her
sables, and the wallflower toque. But what was the good
of dressing-up on a day like this? From the window in
Charles Street she had a side glimpse into Berkeley Square,
and in Berkeley Square it was miserable enough, the moist
air clung like grey fog to the leafless trees, and dripped
from brown boughs on to the sodden grass. It would be

worse still in the country, slopping across the Park
B 1




“LET THE ROOF FALL IN”

through the grass to the ill-protected stand, spending the
rest of the day with shoes and stockings damp and feeb
cold, shivering whilst the horses paraded, watching them
through obscured field-glasses as they jumped, or fell short,
the colours indistinguishable, and the result in doubt until
the numbers went up.

Lady Carrie loved a day’s racing, and had, in fact,
insisted that Lord Ranmore should fetch her in the car
and drive her down. But the weather made it impossible.
She gazed out of the window, doubted, shivered, and was
glad of her warm peignoir.

“You can put away all those clothes, Marie ; I shall
stop at home,” she decided at last, abruptly. * Get me
my writing-case and the telephone book. Tell Mrs. Batson
we shall be four or five to lunch, and she must see there
are plenty of hot cakes for tea. I shall have bridge here ;
it is the only thing to do in such weather.”

She turned away from the window. The warm bedroom,
with all its comfortable disarray, appealed to her senses,
and now she sank luxuriously on to the sofa, happy in
ner decision.

That was the moment when the big car turned into the
Square, and, with its familiar toot-toot, and the soft
splash of its tyres in the fluid mud, drew up before the
house.

“ Ranmore must give it up,” she said to herself com-
fortably. ‘It isn’t as if he were going to ride Montserrat.
The idiotic clairvoyante put a stopper on that. I shall
want Betty Brinmore for a fourth, I suppose Betty is
one of the party.”

Any doubt on that score was quickly set at rest, for the
car had hardly stopped, the engine still making its unholy
noise before the door, when Betty Brinmore herself,
having discarded ceremony many years ago, and never
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“LET THE ROOF FALL IN”

found time to recapture it, burst into the room without
knocking :

“Not dressed yet! what a sluggard you are! But
it’s just what I expected! You’'ll have to hurry up all
you know. ILook sharp, Marie, and put her ladyship
into some waterproof togs . ..”

“Don’t be foolish, Bet:! Of course I'm not going ;
it’s too wet. Ranmore isn’t going to ride, the
ground will be nothing but a bog, there won’t be a soul
there. . . .”

“Oh, don’t talk! you’ve got to come. Ranmore’s
outside with the car. The horses will be there, won’t
they? I'm going to see Montserrat win the Grand
Military if it blows a blizzard. A little rain won’t hurt
you, put on thick boots and leggings. There will be some
ripping good racing, I can tell you, and it will be a near
thing between Gabriel and Montserrat, anyway. Do
hurry ! I want to have a good look at them before lunch,
and the first race is at one.”

Betty Brinmore had a house near Ascot, where Carrie
always stayed for the week. She was also the possessor,
through her husband, of a hunting-box at Melton, a grouse-
moor, and a large amount of more-or-less-exclusive racing
information. Carrie valued her friendship, and all that
was to be had out of it. Betty would hardly have called
| their intercourse friendship, it was not a word that

} fitted Lady Carrie; but they were intimate enemies.
Their tastes and pursuits were similar, and they hunted
pastime in couples. Betty’s was the franker nature ; she
was also good-natured. Carrie had persuaded her that Lord
Ranmore’s attentions were serious. Well, she had brought
Ranmore, or Ranmore had brought her, to fetch Carrie for
| Sandown ; and Carrie would have to come. She did not
| want to be alone with three or four men. Jim de la Roche
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“LET THE ROOF FALL IN”

was in the car, and he was enough for her. Carrie must
help in entertaining the others.

Lady Carrie did not want to go to Sandown in the wet ;
she wanted to stay at home and play bridge. But she
could not afford to throw away her chances; the insist-
ence of Betty and the call of that puffing, straining car out-
side were inexorable. A day with Ranmore, too, ought not
to be missed, she knew it well enough. She protested,
but her protests were perfunctory. She was despoiled of
her comfortable peignoir, and laced into a tweed frock,
before she had finished asseverating that she did not intend
to move; that she was just writing to Dot, and Jenny
Ransom to come and play bridge ; that she did not believe
there ‘would be any racing, and she was sure, if there were,
all the favourites would get beaten :

Betty took little heed of her protestations :

“ Go on, Marie, hook her up as quickly as you can. It
doesn’t really matter what you put on her, she won’t be
without her coat on a day like this. You don’t want that
footling motor-veil ”—Carrie was endeavouring to securc
herself from wind and weather—* the car is shut up.
Come cn, we can do it in an hour if there are no
police-traps. Terence drove it round himself. He has
his cousin with him, Derrick Malone ; such a fine fellow,
twice the size of Terence. Terence says he is a ¢ black
Ranmore,” whatever that may mean. He has just passed
an examination and got some appointment. Terence
is making no end of a fuss about him. He is about six
feet two, green from Belfast, and with a brogue you could
cut with a knife. Do come on. Jim is with us. He is riding
in the first race. Hurry, hurry, hurry ! ”

Betty Brinmore, who had been Betty Carew, was not
used to being contradicted. She was impatient under it,
and had no hesitation in pressing her point. She wanted
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“LET THE ROOF FALL IN”

to talk to Jim. With the car there were Ranmere, and
his cousin Derrick, and Noel Scales, as well as Jim. Carrie
could not leave her in the lurch with them all. Carrie did
not see what Bet found in Jim de la Roche, he had only
his pay, and no conversation except about racing. But
then Bet could never understand what Terence Ranmore
found in Lady Carrie Carthew, and this mental attitude,
with the concealment of it from one another, was typical
of the two women’s relations.

Carrie and Bet were neighbours at Melton. They were
neighbours, too, in town, where neighbourhood counts for
nothing. You live either in Mayfair, or out of it. Charles
Street was in the area, and there Carrie had set up her Lares
and Penates when her husband’s sudden death had freed
her. But Berkeley Square was only a stone’s-throw away,
and fundamentally there was no distinction in the distance.

Lord Ranmore was standing on the pavement when the
two ladies emerged from the house. If he were as im-
patient as Betty had said, he certainly disguised it well.
But then, Terence, Lord Ranmore, was remarkable for his
pretty manners, in an age when, among a certain set of
people, it was considered good form not only to have no
manners, but to cultivate frank, rude speech. Terence
was an Irishman, and Ranmore Castle is not far distant
from Cork, near where the Blarney-stone is to be found.

“And wasn’t it worth while waiting for her?” he
answered Bet, who explained the delay. * Let me present
my cousin to you, Lady Carrie. It’s the broth of a boy Le
is, and he only speaks Irish.”

When Pord Ranmore took his hat off to greet them,
and stood with it in his hand until they were both in the car,
one could see that the red-gold wave of his hair would have
clustered into curls had the regulations permitted it. He
had a dimple in his check like a girl, that showed when
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“LET THE ROOF FALL IN”

he laughed, and Terence laughed often, then his blue
eyes twinkled, and he had a trick of half closing them.
He was quite extraordinarily good-looking, and all his
five feet nine were perfect in carriage and proportion.
Derry was a rough-hewn giant beside him, and could not be
said to have any manners at all—at least, the introduc-
tion hardly held his attention :

“ Can I really drive the car all the way down, Terence ?
You’ll trust it with me, and you’ll not be wanting the
chauffeur at all?” He had all a boy’s eagerness, al-
though he was nearly twenty-four, and so big. Terence
had driven it round himself, with Derry beside him, and
the chauffeur sitting on the step. But it was raining,
and now, that there were two ladies, Terence would surely
be wanting to talk te them.

“It will be a fine drive,” he went on excitedly, hardly
noticing Lady Carrie Carthew, who was good to look upon,
nevertheless ; orso Ranmore told her, giving Derry a cheery
word of warning or advice, and following her into the car.
The car was a new one, and this was the first day it had
been out. Derry thought it was wonderful of Terence
to entrust it to him. But when wasn’t Terence kind
to him ?

“I had all the trouble in the world to get Carrie to
dress,” Bet told Terence when they had started. Derry,
very proud in his position on the box, had his hand on the
whistle all the time.

Carrie put her gloved fingers to her delicate ears. * Tell
him not so much whistle, please, I want to talk. I was
so disappointed when I saw in this morning’s paper that
you were not going to ride Montserrat. That is why
I was not ready when Bet came for me. I hated going
to the Grand Military if I was not to see you ride,” Carrie
said, smiling sweetly at Terence, as if the weather had
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“LET THE ROOF FALL IN”

had nothing to do with her hesitation, and bridge held no
allurement.

“ But I told you that yesterday !” He flushed a little
his skin was as fair as a girl’s. ““ Jim here has the mount,
and he’ll do it full justice. I've put you a tenner on.
As for Bet, I believe it’s bankruptey and the poor-house
she’ll face, if it doesn’t get home. It ought to be a good
thing ; it’s as near a certainty for us as anything can be.”

Jim de la Roche was the best gentleman-jockey in Eng-
land, and Sir Noel Scales was another Irishman whose most
salient feature was a knowledge of Ruff. Form and odds
were the topics all the way down, and Betty did most of the
talking. Lady Carrie was occupied, as ever when she was in
Lord Ranmore’s company, intrying tolook her best,although
her good looks were but a poor thing compared with his.
Her strong point was her fair hair ; she spent many hours
of the day in its tendance. It was pale fawn-colour, it was
waved daily by the best hair-dresser in London, and
washed with white of egg and champagne. Whatever
the fashion of the moment in hats, she would wear none

large enough to cover it. She had a trim and pretty
figure, and rather a plaintive manner, which she used for all
it was worth. She called Lord Ranmore, Terence, and
paraded her intimacy with him. She dropped a word or
two now and again into the midst of the racing talk, to
demonstrate to Bet and the other men that she was
familiar with Lord Ranmore’s movements yesterday, and
the day before. [his was part of her method. Jim and
Sir Noel knew all about it. Everybody knew that Harry
Carthew’s widow wanted to marry Terence Ranmore.
Odds had been laid against her bringing it off.

Terence’s sister was the Duchess of Towcester, and
Terence was devoted to her. When the odds on, or against,
Lady Carrie Carthew succeeding in her project were
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“LET THE ROOF FALL IN”

discussed, it was always the Duchess and her influence that
threw them against Carrie. There was Lady Ranmore, too,
to reckon with, Terence’s mother. He was as a young sun-
god in his mother’s eyes; she would never find mortal
woman fit to wed with him. Wasn’t he the heir to all the
Ranmores, seventeen generations of them, and an epitome
of the whole of Irish history ? Wasn’t he the head of the
family, to say nothing of being the apple of her eye and
his sister’s? Certainly Carrie’s chances, if they depended
at all on Terence’s family, looked very poor indeed.

The young sun-god was not quite in his best spirits to-
day. His laughter rang out less often, or rang less gaily
than usual. The twinkling eyes and the dimple suffered
something of an eclipse. Before now Carrie had amused
Terence, but her rallying to-day seemed to have little
effect.

Lady Carrie had tact, she did not ask what ailed him ;
she thought it was easy enough to guess. He was in the
habit of consulting clairvoyantes before he went for a
day’s racing ; and yesterday he had been warned he must
not ride Montserrat for the Grand Military. Carrie knew
that Terence was in debt and needed money. Lady
Ranmore was spending her jointure, and all her private
fortune, in repairing the castle and improving the estate.
But there was not much left over for new motor-cars and
polo ponies, ill-luck at racing and cards, and Carrie’s own
insatiable needs. Terence wanted the money he would have
won over Montserrat if he had ridden him. There was
no use looking further for the cause of the cloud that
was temporarily passing over his brightness.

Carrie was really too much wrapped up in herself to
regard very seriously the absence of Terence’s usual high
spirits. She thought she held him safely—perhaps she
accepted his glumness as a further proof of it. For,
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“LET THE ROOF FALL IN”
whatever his sentiments might have been two years
ago, when he was new to London and to her, and ready
to be pleased with everyone, she knew quite well
that to-day there was little sentiment in his feelings for
her. Terence had his code of horour, and Dady Carrie
had a claim upon him. He would not ignore nor forget
her claim, but to-day its insistency now and again irritated
him. Who could guess that he was haunted to-day by the
sweetest pair of grey eyes, pleading eyes, frightened eyes,
eyes that shed tears? He could not see Carrie’s eyes
through her veil. They were not Carrie’s eyes that were
haunting him.

What had Derry meant by talking to him about
Rosaleen before they started ? Derry was nothing but
a boy—a great, overgrown boy, not ripe for love-
making. Derry had his way to make in the world, whilst
Rosaleen . . . Well, he didn’t want to think about little
Rosaleen, nor to hear Derry talk of her. That was why he
was riding inside with Carrie and Bet, instead of with
Derry on the box.

Terence, Lord Ranmore, was not the young sun-god
his mother thought him. He was, indeed, very human,
just a dear, spoilt boy who had always had his own way,
and had taken it once too often, perhaps, in a masterful
manner. The Duchess saw him with a lesser halo than his
mother did, albeit the one he wore before her was bright

enough. But although he was not a god, nor quite
what they thought him, he had a conscience, and it was
pricking, reminding him, worrying him, all during that
motor drive to Sandown.

He was quite gallant to Carrie and paid her compliments,
but secretly her note irked him a little. If she held him in a
chain of roses, to-day the roses had thorns.

Betty Brinmore went on talking of weights to Jim, as

9




“LET THE ROOF FALL

if she were the official handicapper. Sir Noel had his little
“Form at a Glance” with him, and helped them to
remember performances. Terence easily assimilated his
talk to theirs, he was ever adaptable. Lady Carrie’s
mind remained chiefly intent upon herself, even when she
talked to Terence. When the weather brightened, as they
approached Esher, she wished she had put on her brown
dress ; when the rain came down again pitilessly, che was
glad she was in tweed. She doubted the fitness of her hat,
the stoutness of her boots, and the resistant quality of her
soupgon of rouge. But she continued to show her pro-
prietorship in Terence, and, if she was thinking of herself
and her appearance throughout the journey down, secretly
longing, perhaps, for her bridge and home-comforts,
nobody guessed it—least of all Terence, who presently
assumed something of his normal gaiety and promised
them a fine day.

Arrived at Sandown, his first care was for Derry. But
Derry said he wasn’t wet at all, the big mackintosh had
protected him. And he had never enjoyed anything so
much in his life as driving her down. And wasn’t she a
grand car, and what would it have been if he had “ let her
out ”? Short as was the walk from tie motor to the en-
closure, they were all pretty wet through before they
reached the shelter of the stand. Terence held his
umbrella over Carrie very carefully, as directed, and a very
cursory inspection of herself in the glass in the ladies’
room assured her that her colour had stood, her fringe
was still in curl, and there was nothing in the way of her
enjoyment, if, indeed, enjoyment were possible under
the circumstances.

Happily, matters improved whilst they were at lunch, and
very little rain fell after racing had begun, although the
weather remained forsome timedull, gloomy,and uninviting.
10
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“LET THE ROOF FALL IN”

The Duchess had motored all the way from Dunstans.
She had heard nothing about the clairvoyante, and fully ex-
pected Terence was going to ride Montserrat. She was
alone, and would have liked her brother to join her.
Neither Carrie Carthew, nor Betty Brinmore, were very
congenial to the Duchess of Towcester, Terence’s sister.
But there was Derry, and the Duchess cared for Derry
next to Terence himself. Terence could not leave his
party, but he could, and did, persuade his sister to join it.
And now he was entirely himself again.

Derry proved quite a success among the little party.
Margaret and Terence ordered him about, and it was easy
to see that he worshipped them both, and they loved him.

Margaret, Duchess of Towcester, had the Ranmore red

in her abundant hair, a touch of their persistent brogue
on her thin, humorous lips, and all and more than the
family beauty in her blue eyes and ready smile. There
was little trace of Ranmore about Derry, although in his
way he was no less distinctive. His six feet two made
Terence look small, but then Terence’s neatness made his
cousin look rough, almost unkempt, in his loosely fitting
tweeds. The dark hair was thick about the wide brow.
There were strength and power in the rugged young face, but
there was no beauty. He had engineer’s hands, too, a great
contrast to Terence’s slender “ sevens.” As for Margaret,
her hands and feet were proverbial. Derry was rough-
hewn granite beside the delicate terra-cotta of this brother
and sister. And he krew it so well. But it was like them
to carry him along with them this day, and to have made
his rare holiday in London so full and wonderful. He had
finished all his examinations, he was off to Siam in
another fortnight, to take up his appointment. But
Terence and Margaret had been as good to him here
as they always were at Ranmore, which they had made
1




“LET THE ROOF FALL IN”

him look upon as his own home. He was staying with
Terence in his rooms, and Terence had let him drive the
new car down. Now there was a day’s racing in front of him.

His good spirits affected them all, and ib was a gay
luncheon, if a hurried one. Derry’s appetite was whab
Terence called “up to his weight,” and the Duchess and
Terence and, above all, Betty, enjoyed his Irishisms.

The rows of chairs in the Club enclosure were unoccupied,
and, although a few men in mackintoshes, with race-glasses
slung across their shoulders, stood about the sodden lawn,
and talked in pairs,or in small groups, the scene was desolate
in the extreme. The raucous voices of the bookmakers
were comparatively silent in Tattersall’s, and the outside
public, in the ready-money silver ring, were subdued in
laying and backing their fancies. The green course was
empty but for a few mounted policemen, it had been
cleared for the first race without difficulty.

The numbers were up when they had finished lunch, and
before they had settled down, the thin *field ” was
straggling to the starting-post.

Lady Carrie and Bet had the stand to themselves when
the men left them, Sir Noel and Jim de la Roche to place
their bets, Derry to “see to the car.”

Terence, at the Duchess’s request, took her into the
paddock to see Montserrat, and talk to the trainer. They
made a noticeable pzir, and many who saw them together
that day, for the last time, turned involuntarily to look
at them. It was easy to see the love they bore each other.
Terence’s face was alive with animation, hers, hardened
somewhat by life, for she was five years older than he,
and was a wife in name only, softened whilst she listened,
and in her eyes, when they looked upon him, was wother-
love. He was so inexpressibly dear to her, this gay,
careless brother, almost all she had for which to care.

2
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“LET THE ROOF FALL IN"

The first race was soon over. Jim de la Roche was riding
in the second, and there was no doubt Jim could ride.
Other men had joined the party in the enclosure. Betty
Brinmore was one of the most popular women in London,
and what she did not know about a horse was not worth
knowing. They wanted to hear if Jim was going to win
the Tally Ho, but chiefly what she and he thought about
the Grand Military., There was some comment about Lord
Ranmore standing down; for Montserrat belonged to
Terence, and it was unusual to give such a mount to
another man. When Bet told the story of how a clair-
voyante had warned him not to ride, they laughed,
and repeated it from one to another, and the thing got
about before the flag went down for the Tally Ho.

The Tally Ho steeplechase brought out only four runners.
Jim de la Roche, carrying the money of all the party,
took a toss at the stand-fence, and brought home a lame
horse some time after the rest of the field. The little group
who had been watching the race through their field-glasses
shut them up with a cheery word or two. For nobody
had “ put the pot on ”’ for the Tally Ho, and it is always

amusing when a fine rider like Jim gets thrown.

‘“ It was absurd to come out on such a wet day ! ”” Carrie
commented. ‘ The grass is so wet the horses simply slip
about instead of running. And I am sure I am catching
cold. Let us go home instead of waiting for the rest,
and play bridge in warmth and comfort. Some of you will
come, won't you ? ”

She, too, was quite popular among the crowd. That she
pursued Terence Ranmore with her wiles was nothing to
them, and bridge was no bad substitute for racing in this
sort of weather.

“ Don’t be obstinate, Bet,” she urged.

“I am going to see Montserrat win the Grand Military

13




“LET THE ROOF FALL IN”

if there’s a waterspout instead of a shower. I told you so
this morning. So, please don’t worry me.”

Bet was obstinate, and Lady Carrie had to stay where
ghe was.

The Tally Ho had been a disappointment, the men
who stood around or came up to them were explanatory,
condemnatory, or argumentative.

The great question was now, who would win the Grand
Military? And on this opinions were varied. There was
no doubt Jim had a good mount in Montserrat. But Jim
was all to pieces to-day, he had thrown away the
Tally Ho. What a nity Ranmore was not riding !

The talk swayed tc and fro, but always came back to the
same starting-point :

Who was the clairvoyante? What on earth was a
clairvoyante, and what had she said ? They did not know
Ranmore was so superstitious. Hadn’t he backed the horse ?

The bookmakers seemed to know that Lord Ranmore
was out of spirits, or out of luck, and their first fancy for
Montserrat fizzled out. The horse went back in the
betting, and now one could hear other horses’ names:

“Two to one bar one! Two to one Ixion! Three to one
Montserrat ! the field a pony ! ”

For everyone could see the owner was here; and why
wasn’t he riding ?

“Four to one Montserrat! Six to four Ixion!” The
voices reached them where they stood.

“What the devil’s the matter with the horse, Ran-
more ? ”’ one asked, and then another. “ They are laying
against him for all they are worth.”

“He was as fit as a fiddle an hour ago, that’s all I
know,” said Terence. “I could barely get twos this
morning. And Ixion is a cart-horse beside him. Where’s
Jim? Jim ought to know.”
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He had more money on Montserrat than he could
afford to lose. He generally had more money on a horse
than he could afford to lose.

“I'm going back to the paddock to find Jim. You’'ll
be all right here till I come back,” he said to Carrie.

“ But Terence, if Montserrat is lame, if anything is
wrong with him, put my tenner on Ixion.” Carrie always
had an eye to the main chance.

“T tell you there is nothing wrong with hira; there
could not be.”

“Don’t get scared, Carrie, and don’t scare Terence.
What does it matter about the odds? Jim will win if
the horse has four legs left. It’s all a question of
jockeyship in this race,” Bet said.

‘““ And here is Jim, coming along to speak for himself.”

“ But, good heavens! he has changed his things. He
isn’t even dressed ! ”’ exclaimed one of the group.

Jim looked pale and shaken, and he was evidently in a
tearing hurry :

“That you, Ranmore? I want to speak to you.”
He took him on one side. * Look here, old fellow, I hate
doing it, but I must throw up the mount, and they’ve
got to hear about it. No one can ride him but you or me ;
you know that as well as they do. I've sprained my
infernal wrist ; I couldn’t hold a donkey. I’'ve put a pot
of money on him. . . . You don’t really funk it, do you? ”

For Ranmore had not acquiesced, as might have been
expected, but hesitated.

“ How about Jerry ? ”
“Don’t be an ass! You are not going to chuck away
the race, and my money as well as your own, because a

rotten Bond Street charlatan warned you you’d come to
grief 2 7

“T’ll come to grief, anyhow, if it doesn’t win.”
15




“LET THE ROOF FALL IN”

“ Well, what’s to hold it back ?

What the clairvoyante had said was that she saw trouble
in the crystal, and that the trouble was connected with
horses. She had not been able to get a clear view, or to
give a clear description of what she had seen. There
was the race-course, with the horses galloping over the turf;
then, before she could distinguish horses or riders, the
crystal became clouded. Last year in this very race, Lord
Ranmore told her, he had come a cropper at the stand
fence and broken a rib; the year before he had been
thrown at the water and damaged a knee-cap. She had
warned him not to ride, been insistent in her warning.
But it was not entirely because of what the clairvoyante
had said that he hesitated. He could not afford any sort
of accident just now, that was the truth. He had a sin
on his conscience; only last night that wild letter had
come from Rosaleen. He was ashamed and sorry for what
he had done. Of course, he must put it right. He must not,
dare not risk an accident. He had a sense of apprehension
on him; not through what the clairvoyante had said, but
because of that miserable, despairing pathetic little letter.

“I don’t think I'll ride,” he said again hesitatingly.

Carrie and Bet began to rally him.

“Terence goes to a clairvoyante regularly,” Carrie said.
She was really anxious about her ‘ tenner,” and felt she
would secure it if she could persuade Terence to the
mount. “ And half the time she is warning him of some-
thing or the other.”

“Did she ever put him on a winner? ” Jim asked im-
patiently.

Ranmore was certainly wavering ; it was the merest folly
that stood between them and their money. Bet knew
it, and Jim no less ; but it was Lady Carrie that jeered ab
him, and knew how to move him.
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“ Don’t make him do it, Bet, if he really is afraid. He
would only lose his nerve and throw the race away.”

“No one has ever seen me lose my nerve when I am
on a horse.”

“Well, you know as well as I do this clairvoyante
business has upset you. You haven’t been yourself since
yesterday.”

Terence acknowledged this, but he knew also that it
was not the clairvoyante’s fault.

“TLook at that!” Jim held out his hand, the wrist
had been bandaged, but the fingers were swollen and red,
and there was not the slightest doubt they could not hold a
rein. “ But I'll ride him with one hand sooner than he
ghouldn’t go at all.”

“ Do make up your mind, Terence.”

The numbers were up for the *“ United Service Steeple-
chase,” and already the horses were coming out of the
paddock. The Grand Military was next on the card. It
was, of course, the race of the day. For the moment betting
on it had ceased, but there really was not a minute to
lose.

And Terence was longing to go; there was no lack
of heart or courage in him, and he did not know the mean-
ing of the word fear. But he had done a blackguardly
thing, and he meant to put it right. He never had a doubt
until the clairvoyante had put it there. Since then he
had been thinking, and thinking was a new trick for

Terence Ranmore. Suppose anything happened to him
before he had answered that letter, and made up his
mind what he should do ?

And what had Derry meant by his talk about Rosaleen ?
She wasn’t anything to Derry.

But, there now, what was the good of going over it all
again ? What should happen to him ? And what a fool he
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was to go imagining things, letting Carrie and Jim and
Bet, and all of them, think him a coward! And Mont-
serrat—Montserrat to be ridden by Jerry, or Jim with
his disabled hand, or some lout of a stable-boy ! It couldn’t
be done.

The flag was down, the “ field ”” for the United Service
was off ; there really was not a moment to spare.

This was the unlucky moment when Derry came
back, muddy from some work he had been doing on the
car, ignorant of all that had happened. Probably he had
never heard of a clairvoyante in his life. For, if he had,
bred in a land with a peasantry to whom supersti-
tion is as ingrained as their religion, he might have hesi-
tated to speak, or spoken differently. As it was, when
Bet appealed to him and said, *“ Oh, Mr. Malone, here’s
Terence hesitating about riding Montserrat. Now, do
persuade him, for there’s no one else can ride him ! ”” Derry
dashed into the conversation like a steam-engine :

*“ Oh, sure, Terence, and you wouldn’t be disappointing
the lady, and all of us? I've never seen you steeple-
chasing, and wouldn’t I love to see you skimming over the
fences! The memory of it would be something to take with
me to Siam.”

It was then, and then only, Terence yielded. “He gave in
all at once, and as if glad of the chance:

‘“ All right, Derry, if it’s to please you, I'll go. And I'll
win your tenner for you, Carrie, never fear of that. You
might put another pony on for me, Jim, it will wake them
up there in the ring. Go and look after Margaret, Derry ;
she is still in the paddock. Take her down to the rails to
see the race, I'll try and give you the treat of seeing me
half a field in front of the others.”

Jim got him away as quickly as he could. He did not
want him to alter his mind, and as it was, there would be
18
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“LET THE ROOF FALL IN”

very little time for him to change into his racing clothes.
Terence went gladly enough now, all his mercurial spirits
rising as he talked of what the horse could do.

The sky really cleared up for the first time that day,
and his natural gaiety rose with the lifting of the clouds.
He dressed quickly, and found his sister and Derry walk-
ing by the side of the groom with the horse:

“There’s nothing wrong with him,” she said; * his
coat is like satin, and he seems to me to be trained to a
hair. I'm glad you’re going to ride him yourself. I
couldn’t make out your ever leaving it to Captain de la
Roclhe. Captain de la Roche can ride, but you ride so
much better.”

“I'm better at everything in your eyes, Margaret; in
yours and Derry’s.” And then, for he could not quite
throw off that which was oppressing him, he added lightly,
“T wish I were half as good as you both think me.”

“ Well, we can ride,” she said candidly. And, indeed,
no one could deny that to either brother or sister.

He spoke to the horse as he mounted :

“You’'ll carry me kindly, old boy, you're knowing it’s
me, aren’t you? Why, it's dancing he is at the thought of
a race. Gently now! I’ll bring you home the cup,”
he called out to his sister, as the groom released the bit.
Look after her,” he said to Derry; take her down to
the rails.”

He cantered away from them, with his head erect, and
a whole lifetime of boyish enjoyment in his blue eyes.
Now he forgot everything that had held him back. He
felt the strength and confidence of a good horseman on a
good mount.

“God! I could ride anything to-day!” was about as
coherent a thought as he could muster, while the horse
carried him lightly, and the heavy wet turf splattered up
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under the hoofs. The wind blew strong and sweet in his
face, and the sun shone. There was nothing he had done
that he could not put right, and Margaret would help
him, a splendid sister to him was Margaret. And, if it
came to it, there was little his mother wouldn’t forgive
him. He knew he was the apple of her eye. He did not
know what had upset him so thoroughly, but he was glad
he had pulled himself together in time.

“So ho! gently now! don’t take it out of yourself
before we're starting.”” He knew how to talk to his horse,
and quiet him with hands and voice.

Now they were at the post.

There were eight starters, and Ixion was fidgety. Per-
haps he knew how much of the stables’ money he was
carrying, and fretted to get rid of the burden.

“They are off ! ” was called out twice. But each time
it was a false alarm ; and first Ixion, and then Gabriel,
and finally Montserrat had to be taken back, and patted
down, and taught to stand still until the flag fell. But
he was off at last, the turf flying, the wind in his
face, the thud of other hoofs before and behind. There
were two miles and a half to go, and nothing was going
better than Montserrat; he skimmed the stand-fence like
a bird.

“So much for the clairvoyante!” was the joyous:
phrase in Terence’s mind as he felt the turf under him
again. Ixion had fallen, a flying glance over his shoulder
saw that, Gabriel and Red Rover were neck to neck
on his flank. The danger, if there ever had been danger,
was past ; there was only the water to get over, and then
a race for home. A handkerchief could have covered all
three at the water, Gabriel and Red Rover were still
neck to neck. It was a fine race, the best race of the day.
Something touched Montserrat’s quarters as he rose—
20
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“LET THE ROOF FALL IN”

Terence knew it ; a blunder was inevitable, but he was
ready for it. . . .

“Two to one bar ome, the field a pony, six to
four on Ped Rover, five to four on Red Rover! A
thousand to nothing on Red Rover.” And some fool
shouted :

“ Hurrah ! the favourite’s beat ! ”’

Margaret had been standing to see the race, close to the
rails. She turned round to her cousin, and already her
eyes were startled.

‘“ Derry, someone has fallen ! ”

Derry saw that her face was white.

“There are only two of them running now. That’s
Montserrat, with the empty saddle. Why doesn’t Terence
move ? Derry, can you see ? My glasses are blurred, can
you see Ranmore ? Is he on his feet yet ? There’s Mont-
serrat, galloping home by himself. Derry /”

“I can’t quite focus them, I’'m not sure at all who it is.
We'll go over, come on, I'm sure it’s all right. Here, give
me your hand ; let’s run forit. . . .”

There was a hush over the field, and even in the ring ;
men seemed to be rushing past them as they ran, men with
white faces and shocked eyes, calling out something they
would not hear.

Only Lady Carrie Carthew, intent on keeping her feet
dry, alone in the Grand Stand, recognised nothing ominous
in the silence. There had been a spill, as usual. Terence
was down and Montserrat’s chances done for. She wanted
the money badly, but Terence would make it right. One
must say that about Terence, he was awfully good about
money matters. She shut up her race-glasses. The race
was over. What were they all waiting for? Where was
the Duchess? She had monopolised that big, hulking
cousin of Terence’s.
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“Where on earth are they all running to ? ”’ she asked
Bet. But Bet, too, was running. Everyone wanted to get
to the paddock, and hear what had happened. It was not
like an ordinary meeting. The riders were all their own
friends and intimates, and if it was Terence Ranmore who
was hurt, it was they who had persuaded Ranmore to
ride. . . »
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CHAPTER II

THE Ducliess and Derry had run quickly, but the

% stretcher, and other help than theirs, had already
reached the injured man before they got to the pad-
dock. Margaret was not a fainting woman, but the
world turned black, and only her cousin Derry’s rough-
ened hand held her up when she realized what was
happening.

“They are bringing him to the weighing-room : we’ll
get there this way quicker. Don’t give way now, Madge.
Maybe it is not so bad as you think. Come along.”

There was a crowd about the door ; the constables were
not needed to keep order, for all were Ranmore’s friends,
who held their breath as he was carried past. There had not
been a moment’s delay. It was a military meeting, and the
ambulance had been galloped across the field the moment it
was seen that Ranmore made no attempt to rise. It was
true enough—everybody was Ranmore’s friend ; he never
had but one enemy, poor lad ! Some of the men could not
bear to look at what was carried, others pressed close. As
Derry pushed through them with Margaret, to whom all
seemed blurred with the swaying sky and ground, their
ears caught the words :

“T heard him speak as they carried him in ; it can’t be
as bad as they said.”

Margaret made Derry stop a minute, leaning up against
the closed door; she had to gather together her courage.
And here other scraps of speech reached her :

“ He fell clear, but Gabriel kicked him.”
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“ Nothing of the sort, my dear fellow! I saw it dis-
tinetly. It was foul racing, I swear; Lawton bumped
against him on purpose. Montserrat jumped short, and
Ranmore went over his head.”

“Did you hear that a clairvoyante had warned him ?”

“I must find out how he is, let me pass. Nothing

must happen to Ranmore, he is the only bright spot
in this hell of a world.”

“ Such a little gentleman ! ”

“Gay as a lark, there has never been anyone quite
like him.”

“No, and never will be again. It’s impossible it’s as
bad as they say.”

“Jack heard him speak . . .”

It was strange how far off their voices sounded,
although they themselves were all so close to her. The
voices were muffled too, yet how clearly she heard them.

Inside the weighing-room everything seemed in military
order. The stretcher lay in the middle, just in front of the
machine, the doctors, and two of the orderlies, stood at
the head. Margaret was very pale, but her courage and
calm came back to her when she saw Terence lying there.
She thought he was looking for her, she knelt quickly
by the side of the stretcher. There were shocked, pale
faces, even wet eyes, in the group at the head of the
stretcher. But Terence, with a regimental pillow under
his head, and his eyes shining, seemed quite in good spirits.

“That you, Midge mavourneen?” he asked. They
were children again together, in league for mischief ;

it was the childish name he used. ‘A bad cropper this
time, I'm thinking. But there never was a Ranmore died
of old age. Let’s have a look at you, Margaret. I can read
your face like & book, and it'll be written there. They
haven’t told me a word yet. I can’t feel anything . . .”
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“LET THE ROOF FALL IN”

She kept her face hidden a moment longer, and then
faced him, as brave as he was. There was no colour in her
face, or lips, but her blue eyes lied bravely and smiled
into his.

“I’'ve had a fright, but it’s past now. Ah! the trouble
you've always been to me, Terence. And here’s a month’s
nursing on our hands.”

But his eyes were bright, and searching.

“Tell me the truth, Margaret ; don’t keep it from me.
I’m wanting to know. I must know. . . .”

It was impossible to say how the agony and the certainty
had got into the air. Margaret’s courage was a thing to
wonder at, but there wae a cold clutch at her heart,
and over and over again the swaying room went black.
But her eyes held desperately to Terence’s face, and she
knew she was not going to fail him.

“We’ll hear presently, I expect,” she said. ‘ Anyway
there are no bones broken, and the concussion must be
quite slight. Go on talking to me. Where do you feel it ?
How did it happen ? ”

“I can’t feel anything. It wasn’t Montserrat’s fault ;
he went down like a gentleman, and I rolled away from
him. I recollect it perfectly. You know the sky was blue,
and the sun was in my eyes. I don’t know exactly what
happened. Who won the race ?

“ T forgot to look. So you're not in any pain ? ”

“I'm thinking it’s the spine, Gabriel must have kicked
me as he went over, it wasn’t Montserrat. What’ll you do
about mother ? ”

“I’'m only thinking about you.”

Then he lay silent for a minute.

Jim de la Roche was as hard as nails ; he had come in
quietly and was standing with the two doctors, one of them
had said a word to him; and now the tears were coursing
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down his cheeks. Only Derry, towering above the others,
had not yet grasped the position. His eyes, like a New-
foundland dog’s, were fixed on Margaret. There was still
colour in Terence’s face, and he was talking.

“Is Carrie there? Lady Carrie Carthew ?” Terence
asked presently.

“Do you want her, dear ? I’ll send for her,” Margaret
answered. “ Go, Derry, go, you'll find her on the stand.”

“Tell her that tenner will be all right . . .”

But Derry had gone, glad to be doing something, he
was hardly uneasy yet.

“You know all about me and Carrie ? ” Terence went
on to his sister, not quite sure to whom he was talking.
His eyes were beginning to glaze. ‘I have to do something
for her. It was I who killed Harry Carthew. God knows, I
didn’t mean to do it; I don’t know how it came
about. . . .”” Some trouble was struggling with his
weakness.

“ Don’t think of it, dear ! ” She thought he was wander-
ing. Sir Harry Carthew had died of an accident, two
years since. He had been drunk at the Ralyn Club, and
fallen downstairs. He had been picked up unconscious,
suffering from concussion, then delirium tremens had
intervened, and hastened the end. Everyone knew the
story, it had all come out at the inquest. It had nothing
to do with Terence, his name had not been even
mentioned.

“ Carrie knows I killed him. I've helped her out since
then. What was it I wanted to say to you? It wasn’t
about Carrie . . .”

Now the cold grip on her heart was loosening, and the
room seemed to be growing steady. But if he were
going out, then the best part of her life was going out
with his. There were only those two—brother and
26
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sister—more to each other than all the world knew.
None but Terence understood the tragedy her marriage
had been, and the empty life she had, with only his to
follow and delight in. And there was the mother of them
to face presently.

Terence hacl been given an injection of morphia before
they had lifted him from where he lay, after the horse had
kicked him. His spine was broken, and there was no more
hope of his living than if he had died where he fell. The
morphia injection was all the doctor could do for him,
and it acted intermittently.

“I feel rather excited . . . I've got so much to say,
don’t leave me, Midge, don’t go,” the poor boy mur-
mured, and then drowsed off into unconsciousness.

Margaret got up from her knees. It was then she saw
that Jim de la Roche was crying, and dimly she
wondered why anyone should cry but herself. She
heard the names of horses being called outside. The
numbers were going up for the next race. Terence
heard it too :

“My number’s up,” he said drowsily. “The flag’s
down, I'm off, steady, Margaret, don’t cry. . . .”

But Margaret was not crying. She spoke to the doctors.
There were two of them, and they had sent for more.
They could not deceive her or themselves :

“Is there anything to be done ? ”’ she asked.

“The horse kicked him,” one answered, vaguely.

“Don’t cry,” she said to Captain de la Roche. * He'll
hear you. . . . And I want you to help me.” Even in her
grief she knew how to soothe his lighter trouble. * Will
you go and give out that it is nothing of consequence? I
cannot let my mother hear it cried in the streets. See
the reporters, lie to them. . . .”

But Terence called to him :
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‘“Is that you, Jim? How quiet everything seems, and
me lying here. Let one of the doctor fellows come over,”
One moved to him.

“ Give me the truth,” Terence said. ‘“ Am I done for? I
want to know.”

“ We’ve sent for Sir Gregory Owen,” was all the military
doctor could find to say. * You're not in any pain, are
you?”

“Can’t you tell me when I ask you?”

“You've had a bad spill.”

“ An’ me back’s broken ? ” he said quickly.

“ Wait until Sir Gregory comes.”

“Man, I've maybe got no time to wait. Margaret
Margaret ! come over here to me.”

“And as if I'd move!” She knelt down again and
he put out his hand to her :

“It’s Derry’ll come after me, isn’t it? I'm not clear.
Is it Derry ? ”

She couldn’t help the sob in her throas.

“Yes, it’s Derry.”

But all their love was in Terence; and here he lay,
already the pallor spreading, and the eyes glazing, and not
a hope for her to hold on to.

“It’s Derry then I must talk to. I haven’t been what
you thought me, Margaret ; what any of you have thought
me. It’s a blackguard I’ve been up there at Ranmore.
Don’t let mother know, let her go on thinking I'm all she
meant me to be, my father’s son, and all that sort of
thing. . . . What did Derry say about Rosaleen ? ”

“Rosaleen O’Daly ? Little Rosaleen at the Castle ? ”

“And then there’s Carrie—and I'm up to me neck in
debt. And mother saving all the time for me, an’ getting
Ranmore to rights, an’ all !

‘“She’s been a good mother to you. She’ll not think
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hardly of anything you’ve done. Don’t fret, darling.
Look what you’ve been to me!”

“ Get Derry here. I want to talk to him . .. Derry.”

Derry was here already, with Carrie Carthew—reluctant
to enter, shrinking from any unpleasant sight, incredulous
of the worst. The racing was going on, and the ring had
woke up again ; for already Jim had been at work, and
the rumours of anything worse than a broken rib or two,
and possibly concussion, had been quickly contradicted.
But Terence no longer wanted Carrie ; for the moment he
had forgotten Carrie. It was Derry, his cousin, his heir,
to whom he must speak. Terence was hearing the Great
Whisper ; no longer as a distant murmur, as of waters
breaking on the shores of time; it was flood, over-
whelming consciousness, drowning thought. But he must
speak—he must. The tide must not bear him out until
he had spoken. This was the bravest act of his life, this
struggle against the tide. Pain, agony was on this side,
but he would not cross. It was morphia against which he
was struggling ; had he had full consciousness, he would
have said it was a cruel kindness they had done him.
He must turn back, breast these breakers of agony, turn
his back on the calm flood ; there was a message to
deliver before he could go. He met the agony like the
fine soldier that he was. It brought consciousness with it.

“Derry! Derry, come close. Don’t let anyone else
hear.” And Margaret moved back.

“I'm kneeling close against you. Put your lips to me
ear, me heart’s yours, Terence. Tell me what you want.”

“You'll do it for me? KEverything will be yours—
you’ll do it? Swear. . . .”

There was something on the dying man’s mind, or
consciousness. The words came and went, but never the
right words. Something he wanted to tell his cousin, to
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make him promise. Margarct mustn’t hear, no one must

hear. He grew shockingly agitated, he even made vain,

frantic, horrible efforts to rise ; but only his head moved

a little, wildly, on that regimental pillow, and his eyes

grew bright again, and pleaded frantically.

“You'll do it, Derry ? Swear.”

“Tll die rather than fail you. What it is, then? I
swear I'll do it, if it’s me life you’re asking.”

And then the struggle ceased suddenly, and Terence lay
back easily—he thought he had told it.

“I believe it was always you she liked the best,” the
dying lips murmured ; “little Rosaleen, my dark Rosa-
leen ! how she fought against me! the pretty ! ”’
closed ; it seemed he had fallen asleep.

“Is it Rosaleen? ” Derry cried in a hoarse whisper.
What was this that was happening ? “ What is it you
mean, Terence? Tell me, tell me!
now . . . tell me.”

His voice aroused Terence, but the restlessness was
gone for the moment.

“ Mother mustn’t know ; she’d be hard on her. But it
wasn’t any fault of hers. Tell her I'm sorry . .. an’
the chapel was consecrated.”

“ Is it Rosaleen you’re meaning ? ”

“Isn’t that Carrie?” He was not quite himself now.
Carrie did not seem to matter so much.

Derry’s face was almost as white as Terence’s when he
rose to his feet, staggering a little. And Margaret moved
to be near, to support him. Margaret was quick of per-
ception.

“I saw he had something on his mind, Derry. That’s
why I left you to him. Has he told you ? ”

Derry put a shaking hand to brush the mist from his
eyes.

His eyes

You mustn’t go
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“T don’t know,” he said, almost piteously. “I don’t
know.”

The two watched Terence ; surely he would speak again.

“ But whatever he’s asked you to do, you’ll do for him,
Derry ? ”

“ Haven’t I sworn it ? And him laying dying there ! ”

“Qh, Terence! Terence! Not that, not that! I
can’t bear it, I can’t ! Don’t leave me alone, don’t die . . .
Terence ! ”

It was the first time her despair had been voiced ; and
it was only then she flung herself beside him and cried
to him, raining out her tears. He lay peaceful, heeding
nothing, the morphia well at work now. Derry’s slow
brain was on fire, and his eyelids burnt, and all his love
and loyalty to these two, and to the family, seethed in
his great tempestuous heart.

For Terence was dying—Terence, who had been good
to him all his life—Terence who was the sun of the world,
the Ranmore of Ranmores. He had sworn to do what
Terence asked. And it was something about Rosaleen. . . .
He must not think too much about that. . . . And there
was something about Carrie, and that was Lady Carrie
Carthew who was outside. Poor Derry was all at sea, and
desperately miserable. And the last thing in the world he
thought of was that, if Terence died, he would be Lord
Ranmore, and stand in his cousin’s shoes.

But the end was not yet. It would perhaps have been
better for Terence, and for all of them, if it had been.
Science set to work, the Deus ex machina being the great
Sir Gregory Owen, who arrived in a forty horse-power
motor car, and refused to accept anyone’s diagnosis, or
to believe in anyone else’s examination. The poor lad
was roused and stimulated, and examined and cross-
examined. He was not to be allowed to die; that was
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the final verdict. He was to be carried up to London in
an ambulance, and to be taken to a nursing home, and
experimented upon. For that is what it amounted to.
Perhaps Lady Ranmore, hastily summoned from Dun-
manway, was glad of this break in the awful suddenness
of her bereavement. She had him for a few short weeks
to fondle and nurse ; she had a memory or two to store
up of a plaintive “ Mother, are you there ? ”’ or *“ Mother.
make them leave me alone,” a clinging to her, a return to
babyhood. Yet who that loved him could be glad to see
him die by inches, instead of gallantly, and suddenly, with
his courage unconquered ?

Science got to work on him, and all the surgeons and
physicians of Sir Gregory’s own hospital set, whom he
called in consultation, carefully avoiding all those of any
other school, benefited by the large fees he asked for them.
Practically, amongst them, they vivisected him, per-
forming new and unheard of operations, running through
Rontgen Rays and radium, electricity, and the intro-
duction of innumerable bacilli, and micrococci and phago-
cytes, torturing the patient under chloroform, or ether,
or half a dozen new anwsthetics, delaying disastrously
the inevitable end, to their own great pecuniary advan-
tage and self-glorification, but never to the patient’s
well-being.

Terence Ranmore should have been allowed to go out
like a soldier, like a sportsman, not have been kept back
like a Chinese prisoner until, under daily torture, his man-
hood left him, and his speech. His mind went before he
did, and all the fineness of him. It was pitiful to see the
wreck they made with their knives and their drugs. And
he crossed the dark river in the end, all beaten and
helpless and moaning, with his courage gone. That is what
science did for Terence, whilst it wrung his mother’s
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heart for a few weeks of hopeless hope, when Margaret
wilted to a shadow, and Derry’s young shoulders bent
under the suspense he carried, and his dark eyes under
their heavy brows were just caverns of trouble and
despair.

There was no red Ranmoce to succeed Terence, only
black Derry. And he wanted neither title nor estate, but
only the right to work at the profession he had learnt,
the love of his aunt and his cousins, and the memory of
the only home he had ever known, his home with them
at Ranmore, to carry with him to a new world.

This prospect had been for Derry Malone, the young
cousin whom Terence and the Duchess had loved like a
younger brother, and treated like one.
Tord Ranmore, must be another fate.

They carried Terence’s body back to Castle Ranmore
when he was past torture. Lady Ranmore and the Duchess
of Towcester went with him, two women out of whose world
thelight had gone. Derry travelled with them, although he
saw little of them on the way. Most of the time his head
lay on the coffin, he was whispering to what rested inside,

reiterating the promises he had made, vowing himself to
his cousin’s memory. He would keep it green and sweet.
All during the journey he was remembering kindnesses,
and many gifts, and that Terence had never patronised
him, but had just been a friend, and more than a
brother to him. And the good shot he was! All the
familiar phrases and jests they had had together came
back to him on this sad long journey, just Margaret and
Terence and he, though he was only a distant cousin,
a boy without a father or mother, and with his way to
make, coming from school, and later from the workshop
in Belfast, to revel in the wild freedom of Ranmore and
in all their wealth of kindnesses. Then, he thought of
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the boat Terence had taught him to sail, and the fish Terence
had taught him to catch, and the colt Terence had taught
him to ride. . . . And now he was journeying to Dunman-
way, with Terence boxed up like this !

The last stage was perhaps the worst.

The ill-lit, end-of-the-world station was alive with
keening peasantry carrying torches. It was his own people
would bear the Ranmore to his last resting-place. The
night was dark, and all the way as they went, up the
village street, and through the sculptured archway, down
that long avenue of trees, all the miles as they walked,
the keening grew wilder, and mingled with the wind that
moaned about them, and the rain that fell pitilessly.
It was to the mausoleum in the grounds they would bear
him. And it was Micky Clarke and Jerry Malachy and
Cormac O’Daly who carried him, as they had carried
his young father, who had been drowned, almost within
sight of his wife, when the storm burst on Bantry Bay,
the great storm of 1887. Strange were the sounds
the peasants made as they marched; the sound of
their voices, and the sounds their feet made in the mud,
and in the wet, and among the fallen autumn leaves
in the long avenue, were muffled funeral music. Derry
walked with the bearers, and the mother and daughter
walked, side by side, at the head of the procession in their
long black robes. All the household servants were there,
and the priests. Always as they moved, the procession
grew.

And then they came to the mausoleum, the grey
building quarried out of the same stone that served for all
the hovels of the village. Generations of Ranmores lay on
shelves in its gloomy depths. But there was room for
Terence,

They halted at the little chapel, and laid their burden
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down, whilst the priests said the mass, and chanted the
burial service. Always the wind and the rain and the
keening followed the prayer—like waves the sad sounds
beat upon the ears. It seemed long hours during which
Derry had heard nothing else. Unconsciously it had
soothed and quieted him. It was for Terence they were
all grieving—Terence, sunny, red-haired, laughing Terence !
They must leave him behind in the cold and gloomy dark
of that musty-smelling ruin of a mausoleum, round which
he and Derry had played in the days that seemed so near.
Consecutive thought was suspended, everything was
unreal, and he a shadow among the unrealities.

It was all over at last. And there were whisky and food,
with the comfort of reminiscence, and a community of
sorrow, for the peasantry and the household in the
servants’ quarters. There were loneliness and heart-
break for the mother, glassy-eyed and silent in the solitude
of her bedroom, whither she would not let even Margaret
follow her.

For Margaret and Derry too, in the great murky, oak-
raftered dining-room, trying to swallow a mouthful of food,
although there were no words, there was a sense of com-
panionship. The time had not come for words, some
day they would talk about him to each other; now
fatigue and grief paralysed them.

“You'll stay with us, Derry ? ” Margaret said. It was
the first time she had spoken. Margaret was an English
Duchess, but the heart of her was Irish ; she knew her

duty would call her back soon to the husband who was
no partner of her joys or sorrows, and the home that was
g0 poor a substitute, with all its grandeur, for Ranmore
in its desolation. *““ You’'ll stay with mother if she wants
you, Derry ? ”

“She hasn’t looked at me, nor spoken to me, since. . . ,”
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* You must give her time. You know there was no one F
but him since father died. I didn’t count. I shan’t count L
now. She won’t let me into her room. She is all alone ot
there.” P

“ Alone, is she ? ”” he repeated mechanically, but con- de
scious of the loneliness. di

“ We sent Biddy to her with food; but Biddy is sitting &

| W on the floor outside the door with her head covered, no
rocking herself to and fro, and talking to herself. She nursed it ¢
him, you know. Mother has barred her door. I don’t know the
what to be at.” fat

The dining-room was so large and so gloomy, with its |
black oak walls and rafted ceilings, and the few candles All
in their wall-sconces and on the table made so little effect but
of light upon it, that Rosaleen was beside them before they it s
knew. Such a soft step she had, and so quietly had she whi
come into the room that they were not conscious of her Des
till she answered Margaret’s despairing “I don’t know was
what to be at” with : “

“ Will you let me try ? She’s used to me waiting on her of but
late. She wouldn’t take me to London when she was sent Com
for, but she’s used to me here.” A cn

There was a sudden stirred remembrance in both of them best {
when they looked at her, when she paused for an answer, “g
framed in the heavy lintel of the door. It was dim and ®  Rosal
confused to Margaret—something Terence had said of his ® holds
mother being kind to her; it was acute, and like a sword % Marga
in his heart to Derry. She was a tragic figure in her poor :ft But 1

black. Rosaleen’s wonderful great grey eyes had sunk back = Terenc
in her head, and chalk-white was the small face, the thin Ros:
lips indrawn. She was only a poor dependent in the she sai

SRR

house, only the daughter of O’Daly, the rent-collector, = had w

who had been murdered in the bad times that had gone " mother

by. Rosaleen was the daughter of O’Daly, and his & passed
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Protestant wife. What had she with Lord Ranmore, or
Lord Ranmore with her? And she was but a child
still. The blue-black wonder of her hair, and the slender
grace, the light that had been wont to play upon the
demure sweetness of her face, the quick smile and the
dimple it brought, which had begun only last summer
to mean so much for Derrick and for Terence, meant
nothing to Margaret, Duchess of Towcester. How should
it? She was merely a servant in the house, educated by
their charity, brought back here to serve them, as her
father’s people had served them for many generations.

Yet, perhaps, even then the Duchess had her misgivings.
All the household was mourning for the dead master,
but the mourning in the face of Rosaleen O’Daly had in
it some strange quality. It was not only Death upon
which the girl’'s eyes were looking, it was Terror and
Despair. Terror perhaps had passed, it was despair that
was wild in her eyes.

“ Is it Rosaleen O’Daly ? ”’ asked Margaret, to gain time,
but knowing well. “Don’t stand there by the door.
Come in, yes, you go up—see what you can do for her.
A cup of tea now, or coffee? Think what would be the
best to tempt her with.”

“ She’ll not want food now that his lordship is dead,”
Rosaleen’s voice had the mournful cadence the Irish accent
holds so well—* but maybe she’ll drink her tea.” She and
Margaret talked a little, and busied themselves with a tray.
But Derry’s heart had turrfed to water. What was it
Terence had said to him, and what was it he must do ?

Rosaleen proved successful where Biddy had failed. As
she said, Lady Ranmore was used to her. A year now she
had waited on her, neat-handed and quiet. Terence’s
mother unbolted the door to her voice, and Rosaleen

" passed in with the tray. Broken down with grief and
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strain and fatigue, perhaps Lady Ranmore felt the comfort
of the quiet tendance. Once even she spoke ; she seemed
to have noted the girl’s face too, for she said :

“ Ah! you’re all grieving for him the night.”

“ An’ for you,” said Rosaleen quickly.

Then she knelt by her quite suddenly, her voice loud
and her eyes wild :

‘“ Ah, me lady, me lady! If ye kill me I must ask ye.
Did he say anything? Did he tell you anything? Me
lady, it’s lost I am . . .”

Perhaps all the blood had been drained from Lady
Ranmore’s heart, and all the human kindness coagulated,
these last days of watching. The kneeling figure was
nothing to her, the words fell with no meaning on the
grief-dulled ears.

“Was there never a word he said to ye? ” the girl
sobbed, “ and him that promised . . .”

Now she was prone on the floor, erying wildly, and a
dim resentment stirred in the mother’s heart that anyone
but she should cry like this for her son. Her eyes were
dry, and her heart empty. She had sent away Biddy, for
Biddy’s keening shook her dry heart, and burnt her dry
eyes. Now here was this girl, who knew so little of him,
who had not nursed him in her arms as Biddy had, nor
followed his first toddling steps . .. and she making
that noise on the floor.

Lady Ranmore sent her away quickly and harshly.
She could not bear the grief that cried out to be beside
hers that was beyond tears. She drove the girl away
from her, she even said a bitter word or two out of her
own bitterness, a word that showed the girl she must not
even weep for Lord Ranmore. It was only to his mother
his memory belonged.
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CHAPTER III

“HOSE first grey days dragged by slowly. Derry hung
’I about, more miserable and resentful when some
obsequious hireling called him ‘my lord,” than when an
old retainer, grown dense in the Ranmore service, showed
his feeling in furtive diverted glance, and hurried shuffling
away from him. For there was luck with the red
Ranmores, and Terence had been born and bred
amongst them; but there was no luck with the black
Ranmores. And Derry was hardly a Ranmore at all,
seeing that the mother that bore him was a °furriner,’
and his father but a younger son of a younger son,
unknown from Dunmanway to Bantry.

Lady Ranmore could not bear to look upon the new
heir; that was clear. She remained in her own room,
and what business she had to transact she transacted
there, seeing lawyers from London, and lawyers from
Cork, making no sign as to what was going on. The
Duchess stayed as long as she could, but her time was
drawing near, however loath she was to go.

For many years now, ever since her husband’s death
had made it possible to reduce expenses, Lady Ranmore
had been nursing the estate for Terence, and Terence’s
children. It was a dream, an obsession, a passion with
her, to restore Ranmore to what Ranmore had been a
hundred years ago, before the Saxon rule, and, be it lowly
spoken, the habits of half a dozen reigning Ranmores,
had despoiled them of their acres, and left the big pile of
the castle more than three-fourths a ruin. She had her

39




“LET THE ROOF FALL IN”

jointure, and that paid the mortgage interest; she had
the rents during Terence’s long minority, and they paid
builders and contractors. Already one wing was restored,
and the stables were rebuilt. Then there had been rumour
of coal, and much money had been sunk, although as yet
with poor result. And on the further portion of the nine
thousand unproductive acres of swamp and bogland,
rock and mountain, that stretched from Dunmanway to
Bantry, and from Bantry to the sea, an English company
had taken the lease of a copper mine. Some day * royal-
ties’’ would come in from this. But that day was not yet.
The accumulated rents had been spent, and the whole
income from the jointure. Terence had been supposed to
economise in Ranmore six months in every year, and to
be no spendthrift in London. Margaret guessed there
would be debts, of which her mother must not hear. She
and Derry put their heads together time after time in
those few days, and wrote to bookmakers and motor-car
builders, and everyone of whom they could think, telling
them to wait with their claims, and everything would be
paid by the Duchess. The accounts must be sent to
Dunstans.

“ He wanted her not to know,” they said to each other ;
and each knew the other would help to keep his name
sweet. Derry had excuse enough for opening letters ad-
dressed to Liord Ranmore. He knew nothing of his own
pecuniary position, and he had a curious sensitiveness
about asking. It could wait, everything could wait,
but keeping Terence’s debts or difficulties from that
poor, broken-hearted woman upstairs. It was Quixotisiy,
perhaps, but then Derry was Derry, and faithful to the
trust Terence had placed in him. There were bills for
jewellery, and some that were difficult to understand,
and all of them had to be kept from Terence’s mother.
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As the days went on, and more bills came, the less it
seemed that they could talk about them, even to each
other. ‘“He was always open-handed,” Derry said
sometimes, wistfully, apologetically. The Duchess only
gathered up the bills.

Yet all might have been well, the improvements pro-
ceeding, and all the attempts persevered with to preserve
the Ranmore acres, and the Ranmore prestige. For,
in truth, Lady Ranmore’s mind was not made up. Twenty
years she had lived for this, for Ranmore and Terence.
She wanted so little for herself ; always her eyes had been on
the future, when the feet of Terence’s children should echo
in the empty, dismantled rooms, and, in the fair domain

she had created for him, he would reign with them
among his people.

“I had thought to hear thy children laugh with thine own
blue eyes,

But my sorrow’s voice ts silent where my life’s love lies.”

She had only progressed as far as this in the void his
death had made, her trouble only beginning to emerge
definitely as unbearable, the first shock had hardly worn
off, when that occurred which turned it to a maelstrom of
anger—unreasonable, perhaps, as anger is invariably. After
that her actions became inconsequent, and the unbearable
sense of injury she nurtured towards the Providence
that had wrenched her beloved from her, became diverted
against the heir, who stood, ungainly and awkward, in the
shoes of Terence.

Derry sinned unwittingly. Again and again in those
days that succeeded the funeral, he had sought for an
interview with Rosaleen O’Daly. He had caught a glimpse
of her at twilight, in the sodden evening—a hurried, un-
certain glimpse from afar. She had vanished ere his long
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legs had covered the ground betwixt him and her. He had
heard a light and furtive step at dawn, and had scrambled
into his clothes, and started in pursuit. But always she
had evaded, eluded him, and they had had no speech
together.

Yet only last summer, when he and Terence had been
here, and she shy and new amongst them, Derry had
had long talks together with her, and he had seen into her
simple heart, full, like his own, of gratitude and loyalty
to the Ranmores, bent on service. She had clung to her
connection with the family ; what was there else to which
she could cling? She had not even the religion of the
country. For her mother had been an O’Brian from
Tralee, and a bitter Protestant. Everyone knew Mike
O’Daly had carried off his wife without a * with your
leave ”’ or ““ by you leave " to her family. And a handsome
man he was, Rosaleen had told Derry, who could well
believe it, for whom any woman would have left her home.
But a hard man he grew after her death, oppressing
the tenantry to get money for that gay Lord Ranmore,
Terence’s grandfather—he who built the stables and had
the race-horses, and could drink any man in Cork county
under the table. Terence’s father had been drowned in
Bantry Bay before his grandfather had spent all there was'
to be spent. He had been drowned just two days after
Rosaleen’s own father had been shot, in broad daylight,
by “them land-leaguers,” it is believed, who had never
been caught—no, not to this very day.

Rosaleen was only nine years old when this happened.
It was Rady Ranmore who had sent her to the convent of
the Sacred Heart, and had her taught and cared for, but
stipulating she should retain her religion, as O’Daly had
promised her mother. And now here she was back at
Ranmore, with my lady herself, to sew for and tend,
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when the young lord was away with his regiment, or up

in London, and she lonely, with neither him nor Her

Grace at Ranmore.

Derry had drawn some analogy between himself and
the girl. For, were not both of them orphans, and
dependents on the big house ? And the only Protestants
there. And some day, when she was grown up—some day—
well, he thought of what he would ask her some day, when
he had made himself a position, and she had left off laughing
when he tried to be serious with her. He would let her
know the tenderness that was growing with him. For
indeed she was still but a child that summer, with her
hair like a cloud about her. The grey eyes would dance
and glint with demure merriment at any little thing, the
dimples coming and going in her smiling. She would not be
serious with him for long ; she did not want to listen when
he would talk seriously. * Standing with reluctant feet,
where womanhood and childhood meet”; it was not
Derry who would force her too soon to cross the line.
That summer it was the child in her he loved. He was
but a boy himself, and all their life was before them.

Terence it was who said she was the prettiest colleen he
had seen from Killarney to Bantry—ay, and from Cork
either. And he'd never shut his eyes on a pretty girl,
But Terence, Derry thought, had taken but little notice
of her; he had no long talks with her as Derry made
opportunity for whilst they were here together. True,
Terence had stayed on in July, when Derry went back to
finish his course, and get through his examinations.

And never had a doubt crossed his mind, until it
struck him, like a blow between the eyes, that day in the
weighing-room, where Terence lay dying.

Every word Terence said was like the writing on the wall.
And every night, as if written in phosphorescent letters
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Derry saw it in the darkness against his dreams. And
now, in those dreams, too, he saw Rosaleen’s altered face,
and haunted eyes. And always when he thought of her,
his heart turned to water. Speak with her he must, and
yet he dared not. What he might learn might prove un-
bearable; yet he hardly knew what it was that he feared.
Terence had told him to care for Rosaleen. But always
he would have cared for her; he had no other hope so
dear as that he might care for her always. Only now—
now he feared. There was more woman than man in Derry
Ranmore, for all his size and his dark looks ; and he dared
not, what he yet must dare. For, had he not sworn it to
Terence ? And what he did in the end was done in the
wrong way, and perhaps at the wrong time. He had his
promise to Terence to fulfil, and her hunted, terror-stricken
eyes never left him all these days.

It was when hardly a week of them had passed, that he
was sent for to his aunt’s room. When she was a happy
woman, she was a very kind one, and the boy had
been almost as a young son to her; while she had been all
the mother he had known. And as a son he loved her,
although, perhaps, he was a little in awe of her as a real son
would not have been. But she had never thought of him
as Terence’s heir. That Terence’s sun should go down had
been the one inconceivable thing. Now in her new misery,
that harsh garment into which she could not fit herself,
which exacerbated and fretted her beyond her strength,
it seemed that this Derry, this common clay Derry, so
insignificant for all his size, and rude strength, must have
always known, always been waiting, expecting, hoping. . . .

When she had sent for him, he stood there, so awkward,
8o big and shuffling on his feet, so unlike the graceful,
bright, blue-eyed laddie of hers, that she averted her eyes,
she could not bear to look upon him. Was he waiting to
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hear her say that now Ranmore was his? Oh! how it
wrung her heart, to think she should never see Terence
installed there, him that was the darling of her heart ; how
like physical pain it was to picture Derry there in his place !
Some moments passed before she could speak. Derry
was just full of sorrow for her, and that made him more
awkward, for he could not find the words in which to tell
her how he felt about it all. She looked critically at his
rough hands, and shuffling feet, and rough-hewn, big head.
Perhaps he had forgotten to shave this morning, and his
hair was unkempt. It was terrible to think he must be
Lord of Ranmore.

Her grating misery made her voice harsh. She had no
thought of Derry’s sensitiveness, nor of what he felt ; she
did not think of him loving Terence and mourning him,
and wanting nothing the dead boy had left, except, per-
haps, a little of the kindliness that had been as an atmo-
sphere about him always, especially here in his home.

“I sent for you to know when I must leave the home,
that was my husband’s, and my boy’s.”

She had not meant to say that. The sight of him stand-
ing there, in Terence’s place, stung her to it.

“ Leave—leave here!” he stammered.

“ Well, it’s no news to you that his place, that the Castle
is yours ? ”

“It’s God forbid you should go out of it,” he said.

“To stay and see you in his place ! ”

Oh, how they hurt each other, she with her contempt,
it was hatred he felt behind her words—and he with nothing
vut honour for her, and such a sorrow that it overflooded
speech ! Her scorn lashed him and bewildered him, he
stood tongue-tied before her. But beyond him she heard
Terence’s happy fluency, the gay and loving words, and
felt the arms he’d flng about her . . . gone, gone for
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ever. . . . It was Derry Malone standing awkwardly there,
where he should have been.

She tried to be calm. These days and hours she had
kept to herself, it was that she might meet them all with
some measure of composure, that she might hide her
broken heart, enwrapping herself from the pity that would
break her down. But her reasonless resentment against
Derry grew all the time. It makes one cruel; the agony
of being a mother, without a son !

“1 won’t keep you long. You'll like to be out looking
at your grounds, and the new stables and all.”

He could only gaze at her ; the bitterness was so new and
unexpected, driving him to say he knew not what. He
had not thought of the grounds, nor the stables, nor
anything of his own. All he wanted was that if Terence
could not be here, she and Margaret should be here ; that
he might feel he had a home. It was for them, not Ran-
more, that he cared.

“ What I wanted to ask you was, what arrangement we
could come to, so that I could come here every year, for
just one week.”

And then she looked away from him, and through the
windows, and over beyond the Park. The mausoleum was
out of sight, although she saw it so plainly, and the old
chapel, and all the graves of all the Ranmores. Her
breaking heart was melting in tears, but her voice was hard.
“ One week in every year I want to come here, to . . . to

mourn my dead.”
He knew that every year since Terence’s father had been
brought home there had been a week of prayer and mourn-

ing at Ranmore; the chapel had been opened, candles
burned, and masses said for the dead.

‘“ An arrangement ! ”’ he repeated stupidly.
“To rent the Castle from you, I must have the whole
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«LET THE ROOF FALL IN”

place to myself just one week in the year. I’ll pay you
for it. There is nc entail, it is only the Castle and just a
bit of the land about it that goes with the title. I suppose
you know that. And that I can claim against you for the
improvements. I'm not saying I'm going to do it,” she
added. The smprovements she had made for Terence, and
the children that should come after him. . . . Her heart was
like water; but still her voice was harsh. She had not
meant to say this, but now she felt it—that she must be
alone—that she could not bear for him to be there. It
was her place, her home, they were her dead. What was
he but a Malone, an Ulsterman, a Protestant ? She had
been own cousin to her husband, and a Ranmore in direct
descent. Every minute the bitterness grew.

“Is it money you're offering me for the place you've
made home to me ? ”’ he said stupidly. But she took no
heed of the pain in his voice, she was thinking only of
her own unbearable bereavement.

“TI’ll go out of it this night, if I'm not welcome with
you,” he went on, dully; “and I see I'm not that. I
stayed on because Margaret asked me, and there was
something Terence asked me to do, and I've not been
able to do it yet.” .

“ Something Terence asked you to do?” The tone
lashed. “ You!’

And Derry blundered on :

“ He asked me to take care of Rosaleen O’Daly . . . it’s
fond of her he was. . . .”

“What are you saying? What is it you’re saying?
Asked you to take care of Rosaleen—Rosaleen—O’Daly’s
daughter, me own maid! And my Terence—my boy
asked you to be looking after her ! It’s lies you’re telling
me.”

“I'm telling you the truth. He said it to me when he
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thought he’d no more words to say. Often I've heard it
since : ‘ Take care of Rosaleen,’” he said.”

It had only needed this to make his position there im-
possible. She told him that he lied, and that he knew he
lied. She said that the girl had befooled him, and
might have tried to befool Terence, who was kind to
everybody, worthy or unworthy, himself included.

If she had not remembered, even as he was speaking,
that, when that wire came telling of the disaster at San-
down, the girl, who had been with her, had dropped in a
faint at her feet, and been useless for the journey or the
packing, or anything ; if Lady Ranmore had been able to
blot out the despairing words, and the pleading . . . if
any of these memories had not been with her, she might
not have been so fierce in her denial, so violent in her

denunciation. She said the girl was lying to secure her
place. But out she should go that very night. The
shock came on the top of so many other shocks. It
was not strange the girl had lifted her eyes to Terence.
Again as in a vision, pain blurred, the gay charm of
him was before her. And Rosaleen O'Daly! It was
impossible, incredible that he should have given her
grounds to think he had looked back to her. Out she
should go—out.
was only a sudden jealousy, a sudden anguish of
lousy. Her son was to her what other sons are to
wving mothers, And purity is the birthright of Irish-
women. That there had been romance or love-making
between Terence and the girl, and Terence had stooped a
little in kindness was all that was possible. But even
that was hard to bear ; and that Derry should bring her
word of it, was harder still.
Derry was dismissed with the words ringing in his ears
that Terence’s mother would turn Rosaleen from the door ;
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«LET THE ROOF FALL IN”

that it was a slander he was uttering, for Terence would
have never degraded himself to look at O’Daly’s daughter.
The wickedness of her to say that he had! Derry carried
away an impression of fury and implacability, and he felt
desperately that it was he who had stirred up all this
against the girl whose champion he should have been.
And all his confused thoughts resolved themselves
into a hurried decision to find Rosaleen, tell her what
had occurred, and of his promise to Terence, vowing
himself to her service. When he had done that, he would
leave Ranmore, he would wipe the dust of Ranmore from
his feet. It wasn’t as Lord Ranmore he saw himself at the
moment, it was as an interloper, an intruder into the family.
Where he had been most sensitive, there he was most
wounded. It was as an enemy Terence’s mother had
talked to him, whilst nothing but love and tenderness
had been in his mind towards them all.

Had Derrick by happy chance been present at the inter-
view which took place between Margaret and her mother
later in the day, he would have learned that the first words
of an angry woman are not the last words; and much
trouble might have been averted, that was brought about
by his misapprehension.

For, by the afternoon, when Lady Ranmore had thought
round and about the position, had sent for Rosaleen, only
to be told she was nowhere to be found, and finally
had decided to voice her new grievance against Derry to
the Duchess, much of her rage and rancour had left her.
Grief was back again in full sway. It was kind to the
girl Terence wanted her to be, and the last thing she thought
of doing was carrying out her threat to turn Rosaleen from
the Castle. If it were the truth that she had lifted
presumptuous eyes to Terence—and indeed, and in-
deed, who was there that had not loved him ?—she would
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hear all about it from her; they would talk of him

together,

By the time the idea had sunk into her mind, it had
become more than bearable. Neat-handed, gentle-footed,
patient, everything that a young girl should be, Rosaleen
O’Daly had proved since they sent her from the con-
vent to wait upon her patroness. The Duchess must
go back to her husband, and it was alone they would be
together, she and Rosaleen : they could talk of him,
perhaps the talk would help her awful heartache. She
knew she could not bear it alone much longer. Some-
times she felt her reason was giving way under it. He
had left a gap so wide there was nothing for her to hold
on to; the whole world was a void, it was a black chasm

he had left behind him.

When Margaret came to her that same day, in the twi-
light, Lady Ranmore talked first of Derry, of his inferiority
and unfitness for his position. She spoke of him with
bitterness. Margaret reminded her gently that Terence
had always been fond of him, that Terence said it was a
fine man he would make, '

“ You must remember it’s half heart-broken he is. He is
not thinking of his position at all.”
Perhaps Lady Ranmore saw him less a schemer and

an intruder than she said. She asked her daughter
presently, it had been in her mind all the time, but it
was only at the end she brought it out :

“ Did you hear anything from our darling boy that day
about Rosaleen O

'Daly ? Did he speak of her to you at
all2”

“Yes. It was something he wanted to ask Derry, or tell
him about her.,”

“ And what was it he said ? »
“ Something about you being kind to her. I did not
50

quit
toD
her .
into
that
unha
o
“
al
not L
girl, i
to he
ed.
does
to flo
thoug
him ?
o
differe
tears
loving
(3 O]
Sure, i
comfor
is grie
We m
That
against
absolut
mind a
lessnes:
her of



him

had
ed,
leen
con-
aust
| be

im,

She

ne-

“LET THE ROOF FALL IN”

quite understand why he should doubt it. But he spoke
to Derry after ; there had been some love-making between
her and Derry, I think. And now that he was to come
into the title and everything, perhaps Terence doubted
that Derry would go on with it. She looks terribly ill and
unhappy. Has she said anything to you, or you to her ? ”

“ It was Terence himself, I understood Derry to say . . .”

“Terence ! Rosaleen O’Daly and Terence ! ”

“ It wasn’t easy not to love him.”

“Oh! I think you are mistaken, mother. And yet
. . . she does look dreadfully unhappy ... she could
not have thought that Terence. . . . Oh, mother! poor
girl, if that is so. But I can’t believe it. You’ll be kind
to her, if it is that, you'll be kind to her,” Margaret plead-
ed. ‘““If she took him seriously, perhaps . . . but what
does it matter now ? ” Margaret’s unready tears began
to flow. What did it matter now if Rosaleen O’Daly
thought Terence had been in love with her, or she with
him ?

“T’ll not have her thinking she is to grieve for him
differently from the rest.” Lady Ranmore spoke doggedly,
tears behind her words, for who was it that could help
loving him ?

“ Oh, mother, don’t be hard! You’ve grown so hard.
Sure, it’s only a child she is, gather her in your arms and
comfort her. That’s what I'd do if she’d let me ; if she
is grieving so for him. Now I mind it, she looks like death,
We must be good to her.”

That was the talk, and there was none of the rancour
against the girl that Derry had heard, and believed in so
absolutely. It served possibly to distract Lady Ranmore’s
mind a little. Perhaps that night, instead of black sleep-
lessness and moaning over her desolation, she bethought
her of what she should hear from Rosaleen, of what
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Rosaleen would tell her of his words. She was sure there
had been no love-making, or but little love-making, yet
perhaps some talk between them. And she would hear
that—the very words of him, and how he looked when he
spoke them. And dimly she hoped that she might feed her
grief upon his remembered words, until it broke to tears
the slow tears for want of which her eyes burned in
those black, sleepless nights, when all she knew was that
she had no son. She had little rancour against Rosaleen
that night. It was against Derry her reasonless jealousy
grew, against Derry, who was here in Terence’s place.
But when the morrow came, there was neither Rosaleen

nor Derry to be found. And the blunder had been made
irreparable,
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CHAPTER 1V

FTER seeking her so many days, it was strange that
Derry should have found Rosaleen that very morning,
not ten minutes after he had left his aunt’s room. His
heart was aflame with Lady Ranmore’s injustice, and his
slow brain was hardly working, or it was working backward.
He knew he would leave Ranmore. They had made him
welcome there always, it had always been his home ;
now he was no longer welcome there. He would go to
where Terence lay in his coffin, Terence who had been own
brother to him, and kneel there to say good-bye; then
he’d go to the Sisters of the Sacred Heart and tell them
Rosaleen must go back to them. After that he would
leave Ranmore. He was so sore and hurt when he left his
aunt’s presence, that his thoughts were as wild as hers.
He rushed to Terence, where he lay in that narrow coffin,
hearing nothing, and answering nothing, to the wild cry of
the boy. Derry was but a boy as yet, and he cried out
against injustice :

“ You know it’s not your place I'm wanting, Terence.
You know I'd have given my life for yours, and been
proud to do it! Oh! Terence, Terence, if you could only
come back to us!” This relieved his bursting heart a
little ; then, with his eyes still full of tears, he stumbled
along the little path, all overgrown and soft, that led to
the chapel. When he got to the chapel, the door was
open. He was not of their faith, but the open door, or
his bursting heart, or some unknown hand led him,
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She was there, sure enough, this Rosaleen whom he had
been seeking, but for the moment had forgotten to seek,
lying all huddled up by the altar steps, sobbing as if her
own heart would break. All the words he heard her utter
were just : ‘ Oh, Mother of God! Oh, Mother of God !
And what shall Ido? What shallIdo?”

He had no courage . . . the misery of her! There
was a trembling on him, and his knees were unsteady,
so, for all that he was a Protestant, he fell upon them,
beside her. And the prayer he put up wildly was that he
might fill Terence’s place. It was Terence who had won
her, and God alone knew what he had done to her. But
Terence had told him he was to help her. He had not
voice, nor words, nor strength, whilst she sobbed so
wildly, the slender slip of a girl, the girl that had

laughed at him, with the soft light in her eyes, and the
thin sweet lips, such a short while ago: it was little
but a child she was now. How she shook, like a leaf in
the wind !

“Let me die, Mother! Mother of God, let me die!”
She was a Protestant too, but convent bred, and the
prayers she had heard so often came easiest to her lips.

Nights and nights she had had of sick fear, not grief,
only fear. Cold fear, and terror, and despair, had walked
with her in the dreadful day, and lay beside her, through
the dreadful nights. What Terence had had, he had
taken unfairly, and not won. Terence was the master
here, and all she had, she owed the Ranmores. But it was
not blaming him she was, only herself. She had listened
to the soft voice and pleading of him ; she had fought
against him, but she had yielded. She had been unsafe-
guarded through her very innocence. . . . But she would
make no excuses for herself, it was a wicked girl she had been,
and now all the world would know. He had promised, here,
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in this very chapel, before the Image of the Blessed Mother;
he had vowed. . . .

It was a cruel enough story, but the rights of it Derry
could not draw from her, neither then nor ever. Neither
of them, she in her despair, and he in his trouble, could
be ought but tender over the memory of the dead man.

“ He said he loved me so dearly ; it’s married we’d be
before the fall. . . . Oh! Mother of God, and what’ll
become of me now ? ” she moaned. She had taken little
heed of Derry, she was beyond heeding. But she had
not resented his presence there, and something of
strength and courage returned to him, for he had to
help her, he could not bear her grief. He was only a boy,
and sobbing too now beside her :

“The Mother of God, she’s just a plaster image there,
and the paint gone. It’s me you must turn to; he told me
all about it, and I'll find the way to help you. Be done
with your cryin’.”

“ Oh, Mr, Derry, but it’s past help I am! I want to be
dyin’. And what will she say when she knows? And
him that promised!” She could not check her wild
sobbing, although she tried whilst he talked to her,
groping for the soothing word and telling her she had
been Terence’s last thought. She had not heard a word
of that before; now she was listening to him, hanging
on his words, remaining on her knees, chilled and trembling
on the cold flags, but listening.

“It’s neither of us is wanted here,” he said at length.
“T’ll take youn away from here.”

That showed her a gleam of hope, although the firma-
ment was so black that she hardly recognised it. It had
seemed there was nothing before her but to stay here,
where all the world would get to know of her trouble, and
look scorn at her, and never know it was himself who said
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that vows before the Blessed Mother were as good as
being wed. He was dead, and they’d never believe what
he had promised. She rocked herself to and fro, and
broken phrases came. . . .

What did it matter Mr. Derry’s hearing? Her pride
was in the dust ; she was but a broken thing before him.
She would drown herself the day, for it was drowning she’d
thought of every night since he died. Often she’d pictured
it. She knew the lake that had no bottom to it, the lake
that lay between the rocks, no trees nor rushes near it, the
lake on Gabriel. She had seen it once, one happy picnic
day out from the convent. She could take the train to
Bantry, and from Bantry 'twas but three hours’ walking ;
and then she could throw herself down, and her body
would never be found. Mayhap she should have done
it before . . . but ’tis hard to die at seventeen. Then
the tears flowed again, for Derry’s words touched the
bitter fountain of them.

“It’s not fit to live I am, you can’t help me ; it’s past
help I am.”

“T'd find the way to help you, if I had to crawl all me
days on me hands and knees. Rosaleen, he bade me do it.
It was you he was thinking of all the time he lay dying.
And he made me swear it to him. I'll not be false to my
oath. I'm going to find a way. ‘Swear,” he said to me,
‘ Derry, swear.” You were in his mind all the time. That
ought to comfort you. ‘It’s only Rosaleen I'm thinking
of,” or words like that he said, again and again.” .

She had stopped crying now, but she was still crouching
on the ground, listening, yet saying over and over again
that she was only fit to die. He told her, thinking it was
the only way to comfort her, of Terence’s anxiety for her,
straining truth a little, perhaps. But it was not that
which soothed her, it was the human sympathy, the
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first sympathy she had known in these weeks since the
cruel telegram came, following so soon on Terence’s letter,
when he had told her to keep her heart up; the letter
which had answered her first shamed, fearful cry to him.

Derry blundered on in the only way he knew. Terence’s
mother had said she would turn Rosaleen out of doors if
she claimed that Terence had been in love with her.
Well, she was claiming that Terence had promised to make
her his wife. Never a doubt had Derry that he would have
done it. But now all the country-side would point scorn
on her, and there was no shelter nor pity, and she but a
child still.

“You’ll come away with me, this very day,” he said ;
for his strength grew with her consciousness of her
need of it. “TI’ll find a place for you away in London
whilst we're thinking what to do. Neither of us is
wanted here. I'll be own brother to you, Rosaleen, if

you'll trust yourself to me. I'll take care of you, and
it will all come right. You’ve no call to be talking of dying,
it’s living you’ve got to be; and helping me to keep my
word to Terence.”

There was hope in his words, and it was small wonder
that she listened to him. She had no money, and no
knowledge of any world that lay beyond the convent or
the castle grounds. She had tried to think of herself
as Terence’s wedded wife, for he had vowed it to her
here, before this very altar, with the Mother looking
down. But she was only a poor girl, for all that, and
no priest had blessed them. And she wasn’t sure but
that she was a wicked girl. Only Derry comforted her
by telling her she couldn’t be that, for Terence had meant
all he said, or why was her name on his lips when he
thought he was speaking his last words? And why had
he entrusted her to Derry ?
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Their plans were soon made. She was to stay where
she was until after nightfall, then creep back to the house :
for her things. And Derry would go back now, and get E
money and clothes. From Dunmanway station they’d start $
this very night for London ; and he would find a place of i
shelter for her. From Cork it was easy to get to Liverpool. fr‘
If search was made for them it would be in Dublin. But it } E
A i was to London they’d go, where hiding was easy. She said i
h mournfully that none would look for her. It seemed to 0D
Derry that perhaps this was true, and the sadness of it ' He |
isolated them still more within the stone walls of that little few
chapel. The plaster Mother, with her crude blue colouring, j relus
and the Babe, whose gold crown was half peeled away with : It
the damp, witnessed a stranger scene than when Terence : with
had taken his vows before the altar, and tried to reconcile but-
his conscience to the sin he had committed. No subtle tion
schemer, or sinner, had Terence been, and, had he lived, ‘_‘ and
opposition or no opposition, he would have made amends. i sickr
But he had been so used to his own way, and being given '; for t
what he wanted, that, if it were not to be had by fair 2 busy
means . . . But it is horrible to write about, and even »é In
Derry never heard the rights of it. v with
Rosaleen, too, put the remembrance as far as possible the 1
, away from her when she went forth with Derry that night, Eust
| neither of them seeing where their journey would take menc
them. They were both of them very young; it is only Toti«
i very young people who see no way to meet trouble but be le
"1 to fly from it, never heeding where the flight may land had
b them, prefe
il gethe
il like t
was
h was.
i had g
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CHAPTER V

ORD RANMORE —for henceforward Derry must
bear! his title—left Ranmore, taking Rosaleen
O’Daly with him, less than a week after his cousin’s death.
He knew nothing of his means, he had no money but the
few pounds he carried with him, and at first he was even
reluctant to apply to the family lawyers.

It was, perhaps, not to be wondered at that Rosaleen went
with him so easily. She knew what was right and wrong,
but very little of how wagging tongues put wrong construc-
tions on innocent acts. They passed one night at Dublin,
and another in getting to Liverpool. The horrors of sea-
sickness fell to Rosaleen’s share, and Derry nursed her,
for the night was a wild one, and the stewards were too
busy to tend second-class passengers.

In London, Derry with his portmanteau, and Rosaleen
with her shabby bag, stood doubtfully for ten minutes in
the midst of a yellow November fog on the platform at
Euston. Derry questioned a friendly porter, who recom-
mended him to a temperance hotel, somewhere off the
Tottenham Court Road. Rosaleen was in no fit state to
be left alone, and Derry was in no mood to leave her. He
had constituted himself her protector, or brother, as he
preferred to call himself. Every hour they had been to-
gether, his tenderness toward her had increased. It is
like this with chivalrous natures. She clung to him, she
was utterly dependent on him, poor child that she
was. She was worn out with all the sleepless nights she
had passed, and the unaccustomed travel, and the strange-
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ness of it all. It was sleep she wanted most, and after the

was

: cab had taken them to the temperance hotel, Derry’s foot- and

1 steps paced the dingy coffee-room uncertainly before a tha

‘ friendly chambermaid brought him word that sleep had SR
come to Rosaleen. M

London, in a dingy temperance hotel on a foggy Novem- that
ber morning, is a poor place for right thinking. Derry i ousl
_ ‘ had little notion of what his next step should be. He felt { pra}

N the weight of his responsibilities ; but the sense of achieve- _ own
ment, and the consciousness that he was carrying out his F
vows to Terence, gave him a new sense of exhilaration. ; look
He was happier than he had been since Terence’s death. g mets

When Derry asked for g room for himself, the pro- : brea
prietor of the hotel very naturally wanted to know who She
his clients were, and suggested a payment on account. g too.
Derry hesitated about giving his own name, for he had not : s}'xe '
grown used to it yet. And he hesitated more in giving did 1
hers. Yet, had not she a right to be called Lady Ranmore ? f Bu
A better right than his own, he thought, if the truth were shoul
known. But the hesitation failed to inspire confidence, | @
when he said at length that they were Lord and Lady situa
Ranmore, A temperance hotel off the Tottenham Court . | Anyv
Road was not the usual stopping-place for a peer and his _“ 4

| lady. The fly-blown, green, paper-covered lampshades, the trium

i dingy oil-cloth on the table, the early Victorian prints in and y

| maple-wood frames, together with the uncarpeted floor, “¥

i a stray text or two, and an advertisement of g new mineral [ “I

‘j water, seemed to present little temptation to dishonest sit ab

i travellers. Yet the proprietor was obviously suspicious, I i

4 ; and even when Derry offered him what payment he wanted things

1 in advance, the man continued surly and apparently who d

3, ill-satisfied. He said his was a respectable house, Derry It

f said it ought to be something, for it was damned un- keep 1

‘ comfortable ! That did not mend matters. In fact, it how |
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was only by pulling himself together at the critical moment,
and remembering that Rosaleen must have her sleep out,
that Derry commanded himself and the situation long
enough to procure the hospitality he sought.

Matters looked better in the morning : not the hotel—
that was dingier than ever, more fly-blown, more hide-
ously respectable and text-ridden, and the food past
praying for; bub affairs generally, and chiefly, Derry’s
own spirits.

For Rosaleen came down to breakfast with him, and she
looked the better for her night’s rest. The dirty Britannia-
metal teapot, the thick white teacups, shop-eggs, stale
bread and salt butter, elicited no complaint from her.
She looked better, but the shadow was dodging her here
too. She had put herself blindly into Derry’s hands, but
she did not know what Derry would do with her. Nor
did Derry himself know.

But his spirits had risen, and he determined hers
should not fall below a certain point. He pressed the
eggs upon her, and called for more bacon, and carried the
situation with the sheer simplicity of his satisfaction in it.
Anyway, k.~ was doing something,.

“ And we're free as air here in Dondon,” he told her
triumphantly. * There’s not a soul knows where we are,
and we can just make a start, and go our own way.”

“You’ll find me work to do ? ”’ she asked him.

“T’ll find you something ; don’t you worry. You just
sit about and get rested when you’ve taken your breakfast.
I suppose I must try and find those lawyers, and see into
things a bit. Anyway, we’re neither of us with those
who don’t want us.”

It wae hard for him to keep his eyes off Rosaleen, or
keep them, when they did fall upon her, from telling her
how pretty she looked this morning. After, there was
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little doubt why his spirits had risen. She was pouring
out his tea for him, and there was not one but him to look
after her, and what lay behind was done with, and what
lay before them could wait. She had wound the great plaits
round her head in what seemed to him a very cunning and
pretty fashion. Her face was very pale, and her grey eyes
were dark and mournful still, but there was some colour
to-day in the sweet, tremulous lips, and he was even more
conscious than she of her dependence on him.

But they were not as isolated as they thought.
They had been seen at Liverpool, and that their destina-
tion was London was known. They had run away
together, and what complexion could be put upon their
elopement ? There had been no talk about Terence and
the girl, any more than there is talk about the sun when it
kisses the tree-tops. But the talk waged wild about the
two who had stolen away from the house of mourning,
and all Ranmore waited for news of the wedding.
They thought shame on her that she could not wait until
Ranmore was cold in his coffin—Terence was still Ranmore
to them. Lady Ranmore, and even the Duchess, had no
doubt, from the moment the news of the elopement was
authenticated to them, but that Derry and she had been
* carrying on,” and it was about this that Terence had
wanted to speak. Terence, it seemed to them on considera-
tion, had wanted to ensure that Derry, when he succeeded
to the title, should not ignore his cbligations, and it was for
Derry’s sake he had pleaded to his mother to be kind to
her.

That was the reasoning at Ranmore, although there was
little reasoning against the feeling of all that the moment
had been inauspicious for love-making. Tongues wagged
harshly ; even the Duchess found it difficult to forgive
Derry for having acted so precipitately.
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Anger against Derry steadied the world a little for
Lady Ranmore. The relations it had been so impossible
to conceive as between Terence and the girl, became less
completely incredible when Derry took the foreground
position in the picture. Terence’s character, wanting no
burnish, stood out the brighter because, on his death-bed,
he had been anxious the right thing should be done, and
troubled lest Derry, with his new dignities, should forget
his old obligations ? So reasoned Terence’s mother when
the elopement was made known. She was very angry,
and righteously angry, with what she misread so
definitely. In her anger and unreasonableness generally,
she resolved suddenly on what she had up to the time
of the flight been but dimly contemplating. She would
wrench her heart and thoughts from Ranmore. She had
a good jointure, and it had been poured out like water for
the improvements. Now everything shou'd stop; the
building and the excavations for coal, the cottage indus-
tries and the lobster-potting down by the coast. She would
build up no home for Derry, and the baggage he had
taken with him. Perhaps “ baggage ” was not the word
she used, but she did not forget what was due to the
Duchess. And real evil, even of Derry, she was slow to
suspect, even whilst she voiced it.

Margaret was not so clear about it all as Lady Ranmore,
nor so bitter ; although she was very shocked at Rosaleen,
and very disappointed in Derry. The flight, and the time
chosen for it, seemed heartless, and cruel, and unnecessary ;
but it was not criminal. She had to urge this view upon her
mother, and she spoke of their youth, but she only added
to her mother’s anger, and brought some of it down upon
her own head.

The Duchess’s plea for Derry, perhaps a little half-
hearted, for she was sore herself at the moment over his
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desertion. Seemed to excuse her mother’s sudden de-
cision to abandon Ranmore, to let it fall back into the
ruin from which it had still only half emerged. Anger
and resentment are easier to bear than grief. Lady
Ranmore nursed her feeling against Derry, and sent for
her lawyer to give effect to it.

But, when the days went by, and no news came of the
wedding, the Duchess’s conscience grew restless. Lady
Ranmore might nurse her grievances, and listen to Mr.
Carruthers’ advice, and plan reprisals. The Duchess did not
take those reprisals very seriously at first; it was good for
her mother to have a grievance to occupy her instead of
only her loss. But Terence had been troubled in his mind
over Rosaleen O’Daly, or over Derry’s possible treat-
ment of her, and his sister could not leave things to take
their course.

She had to leave Ranmore, and take up the duties,
never neglected, that she owed to that poor derelict Duke
of hers. Passing through London, however, on her way to
Dunstans, she wrote a line to Mr. Carruthers, asking for
Lord Ranmore’s address in London; she never doubted
his having it.

Before this incredible elopement had taken place, she
and Derry had been full of schemes, in which the lawyer’s
help was necessary for rounding off all those matters
relating to Terence, and keeping them from his mother’s
ears. She did not doubt but that Derry would carry out
their plan, even if his own affairs had become entangled. For
entanglement was the euphemism with which she- now
began to cloak the flight.

The contents of the Duchess’s letter were given to Derry
directly he called upon the family lawyer. He could not
delay that, for his funds were very limited.

After the information had been conveyed to him that
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the Duchess of Towcester was seeking his address, he did
not wait long erough at the lawyer’s office to carry out
the purpose of his call there. He had been wasting his
time in London, not realising quickly how he ought to act.
Now it came at once into his impulsive head that his
cousin would befriend Rosaleen ; that, in taking her so
hurriedly from Ranmore, he had left the Duchess out of
his calculations. Margaret's heart was as large as his
own.

He never paused to think of the inexplicable things he
must explain. Outside cog-wheels and machinery, Derry
was no tactician ; even his curious sensitiveness had its
extraordinary limitations. He had understood the story
Rosaleen had not told him, and he never doubted but
that Margaret would understand it as easily. The harsh-
ness of woman’s judgment on her fellow-woman is strange
to any young man’s mind, and this was never an ordinary
young man, this Derry, who had made up his mind for all
time that the laws for other men were not the laws for
Terence Ranmore.

He could not quite blind himself to his own feeling for
Rosaleen, although he could subordinate, and keep it in
the background. That he might have to suffer through
his action never entered his head. Had it done so it
would have made no difference to his conduct ; the one
person Derry never thought of in the affair was Derry.

It had not been worth while to open the ducal house in
Bruton Street for the night or two the Duchess must pass
in town. It was, therefore, at Claridge’s Hotel, Mr. Car-
ruthers told Bord Ranmore he would find Her Grace.
Derry had no difficulty in gaining access to her. His
unnecessarily extravagant hansom had hardly stopped on
the indiarubber covered approach to that fashionable
caravanserai, before a uniformed functionary with a hat
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like a beadle’s, had summoned his myrmidons and sent
the name to his cousin. Derry had a bare two minutes
to wait in the great, luxurious hall before a page-boy
came to conduct him upstairs. The hall of Claridge’s
contrasted very favonrably with the linoleum-covered
passage, leading to the coffee-room of the temperance
hotel, that Derry had just left. Not more so, of
course, than the elegant suite of rooms, upholstered
in mauve satin, and elaborate with primrose window-
curtains and portiere, where he found the Duchess of
Towcester awaiting him, contrasted with the bedroom
with its slip of drugget, its deal single washstand, and
ite rickety chest of drawers with a Bible on it, where he
had left the girl he had taken under his charge.

The Duchess stood to receive him. The beauty of her,
with the red-gold pile of hair against her mourning robes,
her brilliancy and fine carriage, although she was the
pride of all the Ranmores, could not dazzle the eyes that
were fresh from Rosaleen’s slender charm. But although
he was not dazzled nor overwhelmed, he was struck dumb
by her greeting, which had rather judgment in it than
welcome, and was unlike any greeting he had ever had
from Margaret.

“I asked Mr. Carruthers for your address, I suppose
he told you,” she began. She did not offer to shake hands,
nor did she bid him sit down.

‘ Perhaps I ought to have washed my hands of you,
and left you to go your own way, as my mother has
done. It could only have been of yourselves you were
thinking, when you ran away from us like that. You've
angered my mother terribly, estranged her from you,
embittered her. It was a cruel slight upon his memory,
upon all of us. Why couldn’t you have waited? why
didn’t you confide in me, and him not dead a fortnight,
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«“LET THE ROOF FALL IN”

and so much to be done for him?"” . . . Her feelings
carried her away, she spoke quickly, almost breathlessly.
It was so disloyal, so unlike him. “Oh! why did yca do
it, Derry ?”

She softened even as she spoke, for, indeed, she was
fond of Derry, and so had Terence been; and his looks
were not furtive nor guilty, only bewildered.

“ Why couldn’t you have waited until we had got over
our mourning a little, and the strangeness of it ? You could
not expect my mother not to be angry with Rosaleen,
stealing away like that. She has always been so good to
the girl, and she had grown used to her. What does it all
mean, Derry? But perhaps I should not ask. Only I
hate to think ill of you. Why have you not married her ?
Is it carrying out what he asked you? It’s shame you're
bringing to the girl, and to all of us.”

She paused, breathless, having poured it all out in a

torrent, and now beginning to recognise she understood
it less than ever.

‘“ If you cared for her when you were Derry Malone, you
oughtn’t to care less because you are Lord Ranmore.
Was it of that Terence was thinking ? And did he
know you better, after all, than I? I wouldn’t have
believed it of you, Derry ; to bring shame on the girl! And
she almost a child, not out of her teens. And what
is to become of her life? ” But even as she spoke, she
hardly believed that Derry could have done this thing.
There must be some mistake.

“It’s no shame I've brought to Rosaleen,” Derry an-
swered, quite taken aback, almost sullenly. The attack was
so sudden and unexpected he scarcely knew how to meet it.

“You are married to her then? I told my mother I
was sure that was how it was. When was it ? Why have
you kept it secret from me ? Did Terence know ? ”
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“I'm not married to her.”

His heart seemed suddenly to beat faster than it had
beat before. He had not faced it, yet this had been in his
mind before, in that unforgetable happy summer. But it
was Terence who had won her. It was not surprising,
for who could withstand Terence ? But that thought, too,
was dim, and the pain in it was numbed and distant.
It was for Terence he was guarding her. But what was
this about marriage? Perhaps it was slov' to dawn on
him that this was the way, the only way. It was Margaret
that was bringing light to the slow dawning.

He could tell Margaret nothing, having meant that she
should have guessed everything. For before he had time to
speak, Margaret was telling him not only how wrongly he
had acted, and how his action was resented at Ranmore,
but which was the only way to repair his fault! And she
went on to remind him what he owed to the girl, and what
Terence would have thought of it all. She had said a great
deal before she waited for him to answer, overwhelming
him with it. She spoke quickly, for some of the time
she was speaking against her conviction, though always in
accordance with what she thought was her duty, and the
right thing for her to be pointing out to him. His dark
face flushed as he took it in slowly, but more quickly
than he could answer it.

There was no slur on Terence, unless he put it there ;
it wasn’t Terence they were thinking of at all! What was
it that she was saying ?

“If . .. if your hand was forced, Derry? I don’t
know what to make of it, I don’t want to begin think-
ing . . . it’s so unlike what I've always known of you,

it is so difficult to understand. My mother and I thought
it was for Terence she was fretting; and you thought
so too. At least, that is what we understood. Then
68
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you take her away, out of my mother’s protection, and I

suppose she is in London here with you? We heard of
you at Holyhead—and Micky was on the boat. Derry,
if my mother has been misled about her, and . . . and
if she is not a good girl, I must not perhaps press you
to marry her. But something must be done, you must
let us do something.”

“Good! Good! She’s better than untold gold—a
jewel, God bless her, and it’s me that's not worthy of
her!”

But his lips went dry, and all at once he saw his way,
and his heart was vociferous.

“ Well, you know best.”

She felt rather cold ; sin had never touched her closely.
Somehow she had not anticipated Derry’s attitude; she
failed to understand it, naturally.

“ But you are not married, you say ? ”’ she persisted.

‘“ As yet there’s been no talk of marriage between us.”
His lips were dry, and his words came with difficulty.

“ Surely it is very wrong ? ”’

She must do what she thought right.
hoped he would have met her differently.

‘“ Perhaps I ought not to interfere. You may say it is
no affair of mine, you are a man grown and I am only your
distant cousin. But she has no parents, and my mothes

was her guardian. In a way, we are all her guardians, and
her father died in our service. . . .”

But she had

“I’'m meaning to take care of her,” he said. His eyes
were glowing now. Margaret understood less than ever.
In truth she hardly wanted now to press this marriage on
him. For she was only a normal woman, although a
Duchess, and Derry was the head of her house. It was
money he should marry; the more so now that her
mother would do nothing for him. She hesitated, standing
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there, softening toward Derry, hardening in her judgment
of the girl who had led him into this. She said a hard word
or two about her, tentatively, and that lit Derry’s chivalry
to a blaze. But it made it no easier for him to speak.

“You’re blaming her for what was no fault of hers,”
was all he could get out. “ Sheis as good as gold . . . a
jewel.”

“T'll not believe it was you alone that thought of running
away from us all.”

“Is that what they are all saying down there ? *

“It would be a great step up for her, of course, to become
Lady Ranmore. But now, now that you ran away
with her and have been nearly a week together, you can’t
expect people to look upon her as they would if you had
married her, as indeed I thought you had, or would, at
the first possible opportunity. You say there has been
no thought or talk of marriage between you.” Some
doubt, or perplexity, some misgiving, faint enough, but
there, stopped her speech. ‘“Is there some explana-
tion ... Derry?”

And then what came into her mind flushed her face,
and low as her voice went, he heard the fear in it.
She had come in an instant’s intuition within appreciable
distance of the truth, but turned sick and faint and his
name on her lips was as a plea to him for denial.

He must get back to Rosaleen. Of course there was
no other way. It had been coming so slowly to Derry,
perhaps from the time he heard her sobbing in the chapel,
perhaps when he named her as Lady Ranmore in the
eating-house, that, when the idea was full born before him,
it no longer seemed strange, but as if he had known it
always. Margaret’s voice pleaded to him, and her eyes ;
it was reassurance he must give her, hurriedly and
completely. There must remain nothing on her mind
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to slur Terence’s memory. It was Terence himself had
laid this charge upon him. Rosaleen would do it,
perhaps, for Terence’s memory. Would she do it? He
could hardly answer Margaret, so great was this thought
that had come to him. But Margaret moved nearer to
him, for now the fear and the intuition were sharp.
“ Derry! About Terence ?

between her and . . . Terence.”

“What is it you are thinking?” he said roughly.
“There is nonsense in what you are saying. I'm going
back to Rosaleen; it was not her I came about at
all, but the bills and things. Now you’ve said enough,
too much. Neither you nor my aunt will have any-
thing to do with Rosaleen, and I car’t expect it, you
say! Well, and I haven’t asked it, nor she neither.

We came away, isn’t that enough? It’s . .
we’ll be soon.”

There was nothing, not

. it’s married

Derry rushed from the room without leave-taking, in
anger, or something that looked like it. Margaret tried to
call him back, but she could not call his name through the
corridor, down those wide steps where she saw him run-
ning. She had gone after him, she had not meant to be
abrupt, unkind, and it was but slowly she returned to that
elegant suite of hers.

Had he completely reassured her ? She hardly knew
what had suddenly given her that shock of fear; she was
still trembling from it. But it was irrational and absurd,
no wonder Derry had been angry! How could she have
thought . . .? She would leave off thinking. Derry was
but a boy; she would see him again, and yet again.

There was plenty of time, he must not spoil his life. As
for the girl. . . . Well, it is not to be supposed that
the Duchess of Towcester thought very kindly of
Rosaleen O’Daly.
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She had perforce to put Derry and his affairs out of her
mind at the moment, for she was due at Dunstans.
Derelict as he was, paralysed, a mere cumberer of the earth,
with a blank mind, and only a body needing tendance,
she had been away from her husband long enough. She
must see Derry again—Derry must come to Dunstans. It
is possible she thought the trouble about Rosaleen would
pass away. She was really a good woman ; but when the
sudden fear that had shaken her had evanesced, leaving
her uncertain as to whence it came, or why, there
remained a sediment, of which the main ingredient was
the possibility, the hope, that she might hear no more of

Rosaleen.
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CHAPTER VI

HE hansom was still waiting for him, the horse

fidgeting decorously on that indiarubber pavemens.
Derry gave the Tottenham Court Road address and told the
man to hurry, to hurry all he knew. Clear as daylight his
thoughts were then—clearer than the day that was before
his eyes in the murky November streets. He saw Rosaleen
waiting for him ; perhaps her eyes would brighten when he
came—those mournful grey eyes.

Because he was habitually slow of thought, now the
reminiscences and the certainties jostled each other too
quickly for him to capture or marshal them. The golden
summer, the sparkle and promise of her, the secret hopes he
cherished. . . . then Terence in the weighing-room, and
the jar of his words ; Rosaleen in the chapel. . . . Derry
became convinced, during that drive which seemed so
short, that what he was going to do was what Terence
had wished. There should be no shame on her or him.
It was Lady Ranmore she should be, and that as soon as
the law could make her. Beyond this he could not go.
She did not care for him at all ; it was Terence who had
won her. But that must make no difference, since
Terence was dead.

If happiness for himself was not in the picture he was
drawing, it did not seem to be an essential factor. He had
always thought little of himself, of the size that spelt
awkwardness, and the muscle that was only of use in the
workshop. Next to Terence he had always been as pottery
to porcelain, just rough. And she, the elegant slip of a
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girl . . . it is difficult to credit such selfless thoughts as
Derry’s, yet there they were. He had seen a sudden fear in
Margaret’s face, and he must not let it abide there. It
could all be made plain and easy. It was himself that
must take Terence’s place. He anticipated no opposition
from Rosaleen; it was so easy a way out of the tangle.
Let come what may, he thought vaguely, though without
any definite premonition of what might come, Rosaleen
must be made Lady Ranmore.

He found Rosaleen just where he had left her, in the
dingy coffee-room of the dingy hotel. The breakfast
things had been cleared away, and luncheon was spread.
She was seated dejectedly at the table ; now and again she
had been staring into vacancy, into the dread future.
Now and again her head had sunk down in shame,
the beautiful little head with its coronet of black plaits.
So Derry found her. There was no brightness in the
eyes that met his, they were almost as mournful and
hopeless as they had been at Ranmore. For who would
take her in, or find her work, and how better off was she
here than there? And ah! the day!

Derry went straight to the point, bungler that he was.
Any intimacy between them during the last four days was
only in his constant thought of her. There had never
been any love-making, since that unspoken calf-love last
summer, the love which she would, perhaps, have read in
time, which he had begun to hope she was reading, when
he went back for his examination. But Terence had
stayed on to dazzle, and bewilder, and carry her away. A
bold wooer was Terence, and hard to parry for a girl
with only a conventual outlook, and she a dependent in
his house. It was only her beauty that had counted as
yet, with either of them. Her character had hardly begun
to emerge from a training that had left her without
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volition. She had had the disadvantages of her Protes-
tantism to contend with both in and out of the convent ;
and this was an additional misfortune. For else there
would have been someone to whom she could have told
her trouble, even if it had been only a priest in the con-
fessional. As it was, she had the training and the phrasing
of a religion bereft of its essence. Her soul and tempera-
ment would have to push their way presently through all
the human muddlement of her education and final
disaster.

“ Rosaleen! I've something to tell you. I've seen my
cousin ; she says we ought to be married, coming away
together like we did. . . .” His face was crimson, and his
breath was as hurried as if he had been running. * And
I've been thinking she is right. We'll get it done as
fast as possible. I'm going back to the lawyer’s this
afternoon, and they’ll put me in the way of it, but first I
had to come and tell you what I had decided.”

There was only a look of bewilderment in the little
mournful face, and no hope nor lightening at all.

But then, all at once, she could not face him. For she
had thought he had known! But now, now it seemed he
did not know at all. Marriage! for him, and for her . . .
her, who was, who was . . .

“You've no cause to be taking it like that,” he said,
for he saw that she was crying. He saw the sudden sob-
bing that shook her, and his heart ran like water to her,
but he dared not touch her to comfort her, not even a hand
upon her shoulder. “ It’s others than ourselves we’ve got
to be thinking of,” he said, more slowly, “and there’s no
other way to prevent them knowing.”

She sobbed on a little, and he, standing beside her,
bent now on his way, put it to her again that there was
no other thing to do.
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Presently her sobs grew quieter, and she lifted her
head :

“You're not understanding . . .” Her tone was past
sadness, she went quite white, as if she would faint ;
not meeting his eyes, desperately determined that she
must not deceive him, wishing she could drop down dead
at his feet, before he knew her shame, he that had been
8o good to her. . . .

“I’'m understanding well enough !” He tried to take
her hands, but she kept them locked fast.

“You don’t want me to touch you,” he went on;
“I know that it’s meself that is nothing to you, your
heart’s in the grave with him. I’'m understanding well
enough. It’s not a real marriage, I. .. mean....” And
then the flush mounted in his face. *“ You'll be . . .
you’ll be . . . just as you are. But you’ll have his
name, and no one will look coldly on you, and that’s
what he meant, and made me swear to do. . . .”” Again
he put out his hand, and again she kept hers locked.

*“ Burden you with me ! ™ she cried, and then, in a much
lower voice, a voice he could hardly hear, added the words
she could hardly speak, *“ Me . . . and me shame. . . .”

“It’s a burden I'll bear gladly.”

His kindness made her want to cry again ; but she was
too cold, and too faint, and too frightened to cry. She
rose and moved away from him, toward the window,
gazing out on the murk. . . . she could speak better
then, and he was waiting for her to speak, conscious of his
own tongue-tiedness, and now of his growing anxiety for
her acquiescence.

“I'm...I'm...” Her face was turned from him,
when she whispered, “ I'm not fit for the likes of you.”

They were her masters, these Ranmores. Terence had
done what he wished to her. Mr. Derry—how big he was
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and kind! And she thought he had guessed her secret,
but now she knew she had been mistaken. Oh, what
would he think, what would he think of her when he knew ?

“Go away, and let me bide,” she said passionately.
“ Leave me be, Mr. Derry, there’s something . . . some-
thing more you ought to know. I ought never to have let
you bring me away. I'm not the girl you knew . . . in
June.”

He did know ; all his manhood knew, and kept the
knowledge in leash. For he must not think harshly of
Terence, and he must not hurt her with his knowledge. He
had to handle this delicate thing with his rough hands.

“It’s not whether you are fit for me, or I'm for you;
it's him of whom we've both of us got to think. They
won't lose sight of you; they have a suspicion. . . .”
Her face turned whiter, and a shade more cof appre-
hension deepened in her eyes. His face was more flushed,
and his courage stopped at the point of meeting her eyes :

“It’s not for myself I'm asking it. ‘ Don’t let my mother
know,” and * take care of Rosaleen,” were the last words he
said to me. There were other things too, but these were
the last. You’ll help me to keep my promise to him. It will
be all the same to you.”

This was what he wanted to impress upon her, that
it would be all the same to her! His chivalry was flaming
in arms for her, and it was as a brother, as a pro-
tector, as a guardian against the world, he was looking to
her, not as a bridegroom. She was no bride for him, he
knew ; it was Terence she loved, to Terence she had given
herself. But his name would be a shield for what was

coming, and under cover of it, the sweet head might be held
erect. He did not look very far into the future—perhaps
he dared not look. He had had a dream aboub her once,
but it was no dreaming he was doing now. If his face

77




“LET THE ROOF FALL IN”

was flushed and burning, and he had to hold on to his
courage with both hands, he never faltered in his purpose.
The words fell upon her ears, they were like soft vivifying
rain, she could not see his face, nor hear his heart pounding ;
but as the words fell, the dead petals of hope seem to flutter.

* *Tis not your real husband I want to be ! ” Those were
the words ... “ it’s to give you, you, and . .. and
him that’s coming, the name that belongs to you both.
I'll not trouble, nor come near you. I see you hate me
to come near you. But it’s broken-hearted Margaret
would be, and his mother, if they knew he had left you
like this. He said, ‘ Don’t let my mother know’ ; over and
over again he said it; and that’s why I'm urging you to
let me do what he would have done, if . . . if God had
spared him,” his voice broke.

Then it began to dawn upon her, not the greatness of the
sacrifice, nor the greatness of the heart that conceived it,
but only the bare husk of the idea that Derry, to save
Terence’s name, and prevent his mother and sister casting
blame upon his memory, would lighten this intolerable
burden she was bearing, would make it bearable. It was
incredible ; she did not believe her ears. And now her eyes
helped her no better, for his avoided them.

“You'd marry me ? ”’ she repeated.

“That’s what I'm begging you.”

“To keep shame from his name?” Then her honesty
impelled her further, ““ It’s not his shame, but mine, I’'m
thinkin’.” Her voice went very low again.

‘“ It’s no shame for either of you; he . . . he made his
vows to you on the altar, in the chapel. If he had lived,
he would have said them to you before the priest. . . .”

Still honesty drove her.

“T’'m no’ so sure,” she whispered. Even to herself she
had hardly whispered it before.
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He would not listen to that, he brushed it away.
Now all he wanted was that she should not oppose him ;
that she should agree to any arrangement he might make.
He was so considerate of her feelings, and so reticent of his
own, that it was doubtful if at the moment she realised
all he was offering her, although she knew she was not strong
enough to refuse it. But some misgiving she had, and an
overwhelming, wordless gratitude. He pressed the point
that it was for Margaret and Terence’s mother this marri-
age was necessary, and to guard his memory with both of
them ; neither he nor she came into it, they were of so
much lesser importance. And she clung to that, tried to
see it the way he would have her. They were not to
look upon themselves as individuals, but just as they had
always been, as dependents, serving the family. It was
the way he felt ib as he talked, for now his mind was fully
made up, and he did not see beyond the certainty that he

must give Terence’s name to Rosaleen and her coming
child.
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CHAPTER VII

R. CARRUTHERS, to whom Derry went for help
in complying with the technicalities of the English
marriage laws, was the typical lawyer in high-class London
practice. He had the capacity for withdrawing all person-
ality from any case presented to him, and clearing it of any
but its purely legal aspect. Derry was now Bord Ranmore,
and there was a considerable number of points to be made
clear before the estate could be wound up, and that
portion of it which actually belonged to him handed over.
That is to say, if anything should be left after legal charges
had been met, and all contingencies fully provided for.
Mr. Carruthers had been over to Ireland ; he had seen
Lady Ranmore, and met the lawyers from Cork. He was
fully informed as to the situation, which presented diffi-
culties that would take time to unravel, proving, perhaps,
not unremunerative to the firm. This afternoon, when
Derry called upon him so impulsively to help him to get
married, and as quickly as possible, Mr. Henry Carruthers
neither queried nor protested. When he understood the
inquiry, he sent for his head clerk, and asked him to run
through with his lordship the various ways in which he
could accomplish his desire. He asked if there was any
question of settlements, and suggested that in such case
there might be difficulties and delays. Derry brushed the
question aside impatiently. Beyond the question of settle-
ments, any marriage Lord Ranmore was contemplating
had no interest for the lawyer.
Henry Carruthers was tall, thin, and carried himself with
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elegance ; he wore eye-glasses, and had had a distinguished
University career. He had been called to the Bar,
but, wisely marrying the daughter of a solicitor, he became
convinced that the lower branch of the profession would
suit his peculiar talents as well as the higher, and accepted
a partnership in his father-in-law’s firm. He was compact
of vanity, but the soundness of his law was part of its
raison d'étre. No client interested him, only his case.
Nothing, however, had any real interest for him but
Henry Carruthers, and there was no grace or covering
to his leanness of soul and body to disguise the fact.
He would probably charge a guinea, possibly two, for
advising Dord Ranmore, with the aid of his managing clerk,
as to where Doctors’ Commons was situated, what was the
formula for obtaining a special licence, how one could be
married by banns, or in a registry office. It was no
part of Mr. Carruthers’ day’s work to take the slightest
interest in the bride, nor to wonder at the necessity that
brought her intended bridegroom to him. He did ask whan
Lord Ranmore would be prepared to take over the accounts
of the estate ; and, after he had gleaned all the information
possible about the ceremony that was absorbing him,
Derry made an appointment to do so. But the want of
humanity about the man oppressed him, and for his part
he found the little, round managing clerk infinitely more
sympathetic. He followed him into the outer office, and
lingered talking to him. A *““special licence "’ would strain
his resources, the alternative three weeks’ * domicile ”’ was
an almost insuperable difficulty, and a registry office was out
of the question. Mr. Danvers, in the end, was good enough
to reeommend him rooms, and facilitate matters for him
generally. He had a little natural curiosity too, and even
ventured to wish him * happiness.”
When Derry came to have that business talk with Mr.
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Carruthers, he was rather dismayed at his position. For
years Lady Ranmore had been paying out, always be-

lieving, of course, it was in Terence’s interest she made ::
these disbursements. But the trustee to Lady Ranmore’s -
marriage settlement was Mr. Carruthers’ father-in-law,
or, one might almost say, the firm. They had, of course, D¢
been compelled to foresee the possibility of such an eventu- 00
ality as had now accrued, and they had always safe- pr
guarded their client’s interests. Which meant, as Derry |
was slowly made to realise, that his income at the moment gre
was practically dependent on Lady Ranmore’s forbear- ms
1 ance. The entail went only so far as the Castle and mi
a few adjacent acres. The intestacy gave her practically fro
unlimited power over the rest. The money she had spent pla
upon the estate had become a debt from the estate to her- hus
self. The iniquitous death-duties, as they related to land, con
were brought prominently home to the heir, as a further wh
complication. Altogether it seemed to him he had been -
better off as Derry Malone than he was likely to be as for
Lord Ranmore. It was perplexing to find that he, who had For
never owed a hundred pounds, was up to his neck in debt. oon'

At the end of the interview Mr. Carruthers said stiffly The
that he was in communication with Lady Ranmore, and 3

furt.
' hoped in a day or two to have a proposition to lay before ce:tta
1 him. thin
b The letters that had accumulated for Lord Ranmore, posi'
A and had been forwarded from the Castle, were handed to then
;j Derry as he left the lawyer’s office. One of them only was natu
| of personal interest, and this one he did not read until later Ross
' in the day, at those rooms to which the managing clerk dum
} recommended him. The rooms were near Marylebone desir
Parish Church, where all the technicalities the laws infer

demand for marriage by banns between Protestants were whiel

now in process of being complied with. Th
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It was through indifference rather than want of know-
ledge of conventionalities, that Rosaleen had her bedroom
in the same house, that to all outward seeming they
were living together.

The Duchess knew it, for she had written to invite
Derry to Dunstans, and Derry’s reply had been that he
could not leave Rosaleen alone here! And this had
proved an effectual stopper on the correspondence.

Derry’s life had been wrenched so violently out of its
groove that all his actions became distorted. He was as a
man who can see only one footstep clear, but that the next
might land him in bog or morass could not deter him
from going on. In Albany Street he found himself well-
placed, with a clean and accommodating landlady, and her
husband, who had been a butler. Since the rooms were
comfortable, and the food well-prepared and served,
why should Rosaleen remain on in the dirty and un-
comfortable Temperance hotel ? There seemed no reason
for it, and his meals were the brighter for her sharing them,
For all that, she continued ill at ease with him, and the
conversation between them was often at a standstill.
They could not dwell upon the past, and the future
further than the marriage ceremony, was all dim and un-
certain. The daily weather, or the daily ménu, soon wore
thin as subjects for talk. That the embarrassment of the
position might increase instead of diminishing, both of

them shut out of their minds. Derry, because it was
natural to him to be optimistic, and not a little careless,
Rosaleen, because there was growing in her all the time a
dumb tempest of gratitude to him, a dumb passion of
desire to prove it, and a miserable self-consciousness of
inferiority that muanifested itself in a silence through
which, at present, at least, he could not win.

That companionship, for the moment, was impossible
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between them, was partially due, no doubt, to the fact
that his time during these few weeks was occupied in un-
ravelling Terence’s affairs; at least in so far as they con-
cerned his own. There was obseurity, Mr. Carruthers
admitted to him, about some of the old title deeds. Derry
could not talk to Rosaleen of Terence, and Terence’s
debts. Margaret’s attitude again, and that of Lady Ran-
more, could not be discussed, under the circumstances.
A want of mutual ease marked their growing silences.
Yet Derry was never uncertain that he was glad she
was there. And she was always seeing more clearly,
understanding more definitely, that from which he was
saving her.

Carrie Carthew’s letter, coming as it did, ten days before
their marriage, was not one upon which he could take
counsel, least of all Rosaleen’s counsel.

“DEAR LORD RANMORE,

“I have never seen you except that dreadful day at
Sandown. Perhaps you know how much your cousin
and I were to each other? I wonder whether you could
spare an hour one afternoon for a chat with me abont
it. I am always at home between 4 and 5. It was the
Duchess who told me you were in town.

“Yours very truly,
“ CARrIE CARTHEW.”

Derry really had an uncomfortable instinct about this
letter. He had half a mind to speak about it to Carruthers,
but Carruthers, as he said to himself, was just the man to
whom no one could talk. He could not explain his mis-
giving that the letter presaged trouble, but there it was.
Terence had mentioned Lady Carrie’s name. Derry
remembered, before that never-to-be-forgotten black
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“LET THE ROOF FALL IN”

tragedy of a day, he had been promised a confidence about
Dady Carrie Carthew. He had been present with Terence
at his club when there had been some chaff about her, which
Terence had turned off lightly, yet had taken seriously
enough to say to Derry afterwards, ““ Don’t you take any
notice of anything they may tell you about Lady Carrie.
She has been a good friend to me, poor little woman.
If it hadn’t been for her I should once have been in a devil
of a hole.” And he had promised to take Derry to see her.
Then Derry had seen her, and received a general impression
of Terence’s attentions to her., Whatever it was that had
been between them, she had certainly been on his mind at
the end.

Derry was in half a dozen minds as to what answer he
should make to the letter. He did go so far as to ask
Rosaleen, *“ Did you ever hear any talk of Lady Carrie
Carthew—Carrie Carthew, they call her? I am going
round to see her this afternoon. In Charles Street, she
e oo

Rosaleen had never heard of her. But she remembered her
name afterwards—long afterwards—and the significance of
a certain indecision in Derry’s way of asking her then became
apparent to her. Now it passed into the general blur of her
days. She did not know Derry’s grand friends ; she that
had been shut away in the convent until she came to be
maid to Terence’s mother. Sometimes now, with all
her other feelings, there was a rising resentment at her
circumstances, the little chance she had had, and the
cruelty of her fate. She had hardly yet begun to rise
on the stepping-stones of her dead self. It was such a
young and featureless self that had been killed, that the
protoplasm of her ego had escaped the harrow, escaped
through its very insignificance and immaturity, It came to
life much later.
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Carrie arranged with characteristic definiteness for her
interview with Terence’s cousin. That that  great
hulking boy,” as she remembered him, had succeeded
to the Ranmore title and estates was the prominent
factor in the situation. Of Rosaleen she knew nothing,
of course, and of the value of the estates still less. It is
possible she pictured Derry wealthier than Terence had
been, for feminine imagination is apt to stray with in-
clination.

At four o’clock of a winter afternoon the remnant of
daylight could easily be shut out. In the economic dis-
tribution of pink-shaded electric wall-lights the narrow
drawing-room of Charles Street looked its best. There
was no affectation of decoration ; whatever else her friends
might deny her, there was no doubt Carrie had taste.
The plainly painted walls were hung with a few eighteenth-
century colour-prints, the Lowestoft and Bow, the Whielden
figures and the Staffordshire cottages, were massed on
shelves and in corner cupboards. The note of the furniture
was Chippendale ; the pattern of the chintz was a hundred
years old. The table of cut flowers, orchids and roses and
light Neapolitan violets, was at the head of the sofa ; before
it stood the tea-table, with the lamp of the kettle
alight ; and here, too, were the Sheffield dishes that held
the muffins and two or three varieties of cakes and sand-
wiches.

Derry was not supposed to understand the subtle refine-
ments of Lady Carrie’s room, but the impression to be
conveyed to him must be attractive, alluring, as indeed
Carrie hoped herself to appear to him.

Lady Carrie, who was the eldest daughter of the old
Earl of Wickford, by his first Irish wife, with the bluest
of blood in her veins, and a pedigree that was a ‘ genuine
antique,” stained and worm-eaten, much repaired and
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showing signs of wear, but thoroughly authenticated, was
thirty-five years of age, and, without the rose-colour
lamp-shades and the rest of it, looked every day of it.
She had a great deal of style and some character. The
style was good, and the character bad. There was also
individuality, with undoubted intelligence. Either or both
must have captured Sir Harry Carthew when she led him to
the altar in the desperation of her twenty-eighth year.
But then, he had been a determined bachelor, who rode
hard, cared for nothing but horses, and never under-
stood how it was he had been married, out of hand, as it
were, to this sporting little filly. In communicative
after-dinner moods, in the early days of their marriage, he
was apt to dwell upon her talents. His income was moder-
ate, yet Carrie dressed from Paris—* by God, she did, Sir,”
—and they had the best cook in the neighbourhood, and a
cellar second to none. The Charles Street house was an in-
cident of her widowhood. But at Melton, from the day of
his marriage, Sir Harry’s fortune seemed to grow. It had
been moderate when she married him. Yet she, as every-
body knew, had nothing. He was an honest fool, and his
eyes opened very slowly, and not very long before he died.
The manner of his dying was the point that was obscure.
At leas’, Carrie conveyed to Derry the idea that it was
obscure, when he sat in that pretty little drawing-room
of hers this afternoon.

Derry did find the drawing-room comfortable, and its
mistress companionable. She drew him out, and flattered
him dexterously ; and it was only when she felt she was
on safe ground, that she threw out those mysterious hints
about her husband’s death, and appealed to his heart.
Derry looked extraordinarily large in that little drawing-
room. His head, with its square and rugged brow, was
well set upon his shoulders; his hands, now they had
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recovered a little from their five years in the workshops,
were not ill-shaped. His clothes were not ill-fitting either,
for he had gone to Terence’s tailor. He would never
have the bandbox elegance of that other one, who had sat
so often in his place ; but Carrie had an appreciative eye
for him, and decided that he might prove almost unique
in the situation she would devise. Underneath her smart-
ness and the purr of her manner, there was a sensuousness

—+to give it its mildest name—that set the seal upon her

type. It was only a sensuousness of imagination, her tem-

perament was cold.

“ It was very good of you to come so soon. I wanted to
write before, but it seemed almost intrusive. It was such
a shocking, awful thing . . . tea? May I pour you out
a cup of tea, whilst the muffins are hot ? What a funny
place you wrote from, Albany Street? You are not in
the Army, are you? ” She had some vague idea she had
heard of barracks in Albany Street.

“I’'m an engineer,” said Lord Ranmore.

“ A sapper ? ” she laughed. She only knew of one sort
of engineer. ‘‘ Never mind. You'll resign now, I suppose,
and begin to enjoy life.”

Then she added, in that language of which he under-
stood not one word, and would never learn :

“I hope 1 shall be able to add something to it for you.”

“I'm sure you’re very kind,” said Derry.
enjoyment so much I'm thinking of . . .”

“Then of what are you thinking ? ”

She leant forward a little to ask him. She was a small
woman, fair. In the pink light it was impossible to detect
the biliousness of her complexion, and the well-shaped
nose had a chance. RLady Carrie’s lips were somewhat
thick, but her teeth were white and pretty, and there
was something attractive about her smile. And she was
88
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80 ““ nice "’ to all her men friends and acquaintances, that
she had really earned the soubriquet Betty Brinmore had
given her years before. Bet called her *“ the Yellow Peril.”

Derry gave a short laugh :

“ Now it's kind of you to be interesting yourself in me.
I'm thinking most of the time of Mr. Carruthers, and
what he’s after telling me.”

‘“Carruthers! That’s the lawyer, isn’t it?” Carrie
pricked up her intelligent ears.

“ He is the English lawyer to the Ranmore estates.”

“Is he bothering you ? ”

“That’s just what he’s doing.”

“ You must tell me all about it.”

When it is remembered that Derry really had no con-
fidant, no one to whom he could voice his perplexities,
and that Carrie was a woman of the world, and had an
end to gain in obtaining a footing with him, it is easy to
see what befell. She flattered and cajoled him, and he had
not been used to flattery or cajolery. She wormed out of
him all about the tangle of the estates, and what Mr.
Carruthers had said to him.

“It is awful to be short of money,” Carrie said sym-
pathetically. * You know, but for Terence . . .” And
then she stopped, and bit her lip, and seemed as if sorry
she had spoken, but regarded him under her eyes, and
wondered if he would rise to the fly.

“That’s just what I want you to be telling me.”” Derry
had been wanting to get to it, although really he was so
comfortable, warmed and soothed, that he had almost
forgotten the object of his visit. * There was something
between you and Terence . . .”

She gave a little low laugh at that, and Carrie’s laugh
was the most attractive thing about her.

“You are wondering what it was,” she said. And
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anyone less naturally dense on such a subject than Derry

would have jumped to the conclusion she meant to convey.

But Derry, besides being naturally averse to thinking

lightly of any woman, had his own reasons for acquitting

Terence of any love-making in this attractive quarter.

“I am wondering that,” he said quite simply. It was a
rebuff, Carrie felt, and an unreasonable irritation, or
anger, at his denseness precipitated her into hasty speech.

“ It doesn’t strike you that he might have been fond
of me?”

“ He told me that you had been a good friend to him.”

She had to review her forces, and that quickly. She

had sent for Derry partly in idleness, but mostly with
intention. The chantage Terence had paid so willingly
she had no lever to exact from his successor ; and Derry’s
youth and obvious ignorance of the world had suggested
another way. But now that she found him so unrespon-
sive—stupid was the word she used to herself—she had
to resolve quickly whether she would tell him, or imply to
him, that there was a promise of marriage between her
and Terence, or whether she would make her appeal to him
on some ground nearer the truth. It was Derry who
decided the point, by going on in that soft voice of his,
with just the touch of the brogue in it :

“I'd have thought it was you and he had been love-
making together, and small blame to him, but for the know-
ing Terence was engaged in another quarter.” This was
news to Carrie, but quickly assimilated. ‘ So it must
have been some scrape you pulled him through, and that
he hinted about to me. Maybe you’d rather not tell me,”
he added hastily. “ But whatever you did for Terence,
I count as if it had been done for me, for that was the
way of things between Terence and me. And I’m grate-
ful . . . It’s me that’s here to set anything right.”
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Her plan of campaign seemed to unroll, to straighten
itself out.
“Tt is not so simple a matter as you might think,” she

said, to gain time, and readjust her ideas. ‘ He was so
impulsive,” she went on slowly, as if excusing him before
she spoke.

‘“ He had the good heart,” Derry interposed quickly.

“ And quick temper,” she answered equally readily.

“ Maybe.”

“ And it was the one and the other that made the link
between us.”

“You’'ll tell me?”

The maid coming in to remove the tea-things stopped
conversation for the moment. When they were alone, Carrie
put both hands before her eyes, and sne spoke, a little in
the voice of a sleepwalker. She was back in the past, or
playing at being back in the past:

“Terence thought himself in love with me, years ago,
when he first came to London, just a red-haired, impulsive
Irish boy. And I'm his cousin, you know, the nearest
relative he had in town. He came to stay with us at
Melton. There was nothing Terence couldn’t ride. He
went out hunting with us. Harry liked him, he had such
gay spirits. In the evenings he sang us his Irish songs . . .
such strange songs. I remember one of them ”— she
hummed it :

““Oh ! whisky or the Devil, ye are leading me asthray,
Oh ! whisky or the Devil, drunk or sober , , .”

And another about :
““ A fine old Irish gentleman, one of the rale old sort.”
It was about a wake, that one. And there was another
of which the refrain went softly :

“ An’ he sold her to his servant,
An’ he gave him twenty pound.”
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Well, the days in the hunting-field, and the evenings at
the piano, came to an end . . .”

Derry had heard Terence sing all his songs. Ah! the
gaiety of him, and the voice that he’d never hear again !
It all came back to him as she spoke.

“Up in London, of course, that season, we did not see
so much of him, but he was in and out. Harry got jealous,
or suspicious about it. It was one day when I was wearing
a new ring—this one.” She took her hands from before
her eyes, she held her hand out to Derry. It was a
small hand, and its yellowish pallor went pink in the
lamplight. He could not but take it in his, since she gave
it to him, and the ruby on the third finger was set round
with diamonds.

“My husband asked me who gave it me. Terence had
given it me; it was a bet we had had—Shotover for the
Diamond Jubilee stakes.

But Harry lost his temiper over
1t.

That night he and Terence met at the Ralyn Club. You
know what happened ? Harry had a fall. Terence brought
him home. At the inquest they said Harry had taken more
than was good for him—he did sometimes, you know.
He had just got to the top of the stairs when he met Terence.
Terence did not know he had anything against him.

It
was just a word and a push. .

. . Terence could never
get over it ; he was quite broken up when I told him how
Harry had gone out enraged against him. Terence thought
he had only been chaffing him, but Harry had not gone out
in a chaffing mood. I had to tell him so. . . .”

Derry had hold of the small hand ; he could not but
press it.

“I saved him all that was possible. No one ever knew
they were anything but the best of friends. Mossy Leon, the
lawyer-—you know him, of course ?—was the only member
of the Club who had been present. I saw him for Terence.
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Harry’s foot had slipped ; they are marble steps, you
know. I dare say you remember the evidence, and the
verdict of ‘ accidental death.” Well, it wasn’t true. Harry
had gone out to find Terence and have it out with him,
Terence himself always said he never knew how it all
happened. But Mossy Leon knew.” She drew her hand
away from Derry’s, not abruptly, but it had been long
enough in his.

“When Terence knew what he had done, and how alone
in the world I was, I must say he was very good to me.
Harry had always been extravagant, we had always lived
above our income. And Terence was my own cousin . . .”

“You saved his name,” Derry said, in a low voice. As
she told the story, it passed by Derry that, if any name
wanted saving, hers might have been at least as smirched
as his.

“I did all T could,” she said, modestly, accepting his
exclamation. ‘“ He would have made up for it afterwards
in any way that was possible. But, as you say,” Carrie
was quick to take her cue—*‘ he had fallen in love again.
He helped me out with my little income . . .”

She had got to the point. Now indeed she was watching
him, her eyes—they were eyes that saw better in the dark
than in the light—were narrow and bright upon him.
‘““ He would not let me suffer financially. I would not take
anything from him at first. Do you think I was right ?
But he insisted, since it was his fault that I was so alone
and poor . . .”

“He couldn’t do anything else,” Derry answered im-
pulsively. “He must have been very thankful of the
chance, very glad he was able to help you . . .”

“You think that ? ”” she went on quickly. ‘I was half
afraid you would, and that you would want to go on with
it, but you have no responsibility . . .”
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Perhaps it had not struck Derry so quickly, but now it
was clear as daylight to him that Terence’s responsibility
was his.

“Of course, his death must not make any difference to
you.”

“Oh! no, no. I'm not dreaming or thinking you’ll do
what he did. But from what I heard of you "—what she
had gathered since he had been in the room, she meant—
“I knew you would want to do something. It was that I
wanted to talk to you about chiefly. You must not
allow yourself to be inconvenienced.”

Derry had no reason to doubt the story that had
just been outlined to him. Terence had wanted to
say something to Lady Carrie, and had sent for her,
when the greater anxiety about Rosaleen had seized on
him, in what seemed likely to be his last hour. Derry
would shoulder this burden, too, of Terence’s, if he were

able. Money had not counted much with Derry up to now.
It is with rich people money bulks so largely, not with those
who have never had it. Terence had given Lady Carrie
money because he was directly, or indirectly, responsible
for her widowhood and poverty. On the accident itself
Derry did not dwell, the relation of it was certainly a
little obscure. But by this time Carrie had produced
the impression for which she had been aiming. Derry
thought of her as a “ poor little woman.” The further
she spoke of her position, the more pathetic it seemed.

Cautiously as Carrie moved, the moment had to
come when figures must be mentioned. Terence had
given her from time to time a great deal of money,
whatever he could raise or spare. But not an allowance—
certainly nothing in the way of an allowance. He had
been sorry for Carrie ; she had put the responsibility of
Harry Carthew’s death on him, and he had accepted it,
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though, for the life of him, he had never been able to
remember what had happened. Harry was drunk when
he came into the Club, and Harry was apt to grow offensive
at the second stage. Terence had been talking to Mossy
Leon ; Mossy had discounted bills for him, taught him how
money was to be obtained—a good fellow, Mossy ! At the
moment when Harry Carthew lurched upstairs and began
some yarn, Terence thought it was the lawyer he was going
for. The words he seemed to remember were ““ damned
shark ” and infernal scoundrel,” and he thought it was
Mossy to whom he was alluding. Mossy Leon evidently
thought so too, for he retreated quickly when Terence
interposed. It wasn’t fair to go for little Mossy. Terence
only meant to see fair play. Harry put up his hands, and
Terence was never slow with his. . . . But to the day of
his death Terence never remembered touching the man,
only seeing him lurch and hold on to the banister, and
then leave go. But he remembered the sickening thud of
the fall, members running out, and club servants, and that
huddled figure at the foot of the stairs, and Mossy drag-
ging him backwards into the card-room.

“Keep out of it,” Mossy said, ““ let’s keep out of it.”
He was for saying they had both of them only come out
of the room when they heard the noise . . .

But, of course, Terence would not have that, and it was he
who had taken Harry home, and in an emotional moment
of breakdown, facing Carrie in her new bereavement, he had
bound the shackles on his wrists that now were to grip
Derry’s. Those early days of Lady Carrie’s widowhood
were full of interviews with Terence. The one or two she
had with Mossy Leon were nothing new; she had had
many transactions with Mossy. But Harry’s death made
a difference. Mossy knew the difference, but he was
always considerate to his old clients.
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All this was nothing to do with Derry, who was sorry
for the poor little woman, when she made him see how
she was placed by Terence’s death. It would go hard
with him but he would be able to help her.

He grew quite friendly with Lady Carrie before that
afternoon visit of his drew to a close. He understood that
she was very lonely. And there was no reason for him to
hurry away from her. Nobody wanted him. Rosaleen’s
thoughts, of course, were wrapped up in Terence. He
told Carrie all he knew about his own affairs, but some-
how or other, he did not speak to her of Rosaleen. It was
really characteristic of Lady Carrie that Derry could not
open his lips to her about the girl whose life he had taken
into his keeping. It showed that Derry had instinct even
if he lacked reasoning power. But he talked to her about
the complications of the Ranmore estate, and of the heavy

death-dues.

“I don’t know why you should believe everything that
Henry Carruthers tells you,” she said at length, thought-
fully, when she had assimilated it. ‘I should think you
ought to have an independent solicitor.” And then, still
thoughtful, although perhaps it was not entirely of Derry’s
troubles she was thinking, she added :

“ Would you like me to see Mossy Leon for you, and ask
him? I think it is very possible you are heing badly
advised. Mr. Carruthers may be, probably is, studying
Lady Ranmore’s interests, and not yours at all. I seem
to remember Terence telling me the land is very rich;
coal, or tin, or something. It is very probable you are
being robbed. Mossy is very sharp, much cleverer than
Henry Carruthers.” TTenry Carruthers should have heard
her! ‘ You had bettcr let me arrange an interview for you

with Mossy Leon, and hear what he has to say about it, if
he has anything to suggest ?
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Derry deprecated the trouble he would be putting her
to; but of course he would like to come in again, for his
days were not very full. Carrie was a ““ poor little woman,”
kind and sympathetic to him. He wanted to do something
for her. It was a comfort to have someone to talk to, and,
as she herself said, if she was Terence’s cousin, she must
be also his.

She stretched herself when he had gone. It had been a
long, a difficult, interview. But she flattered herself she
had gone through it very well. He was extraordinarily
simple. She really thought Carruthers would probably
be getting the better of him. There might be something
for Mossy in it, as well as for herself. She thought how
easily she could wind Derry round her finger, and how he
had opened himself to her. She never suspected that on
one subject at least he had not opened to her at all. The
place Rosaleen had with Derry, had always had with him,
was in a little shrine, in the very innermost recess of his
heart, shut up there now with tenderness, and not a little
pain, but in the dark, not to be talked about. To Carrie
he gave all the detail about Ranmore that he had learned
from Mr. Carruthers, and about the complications. She
was satisfied she had all his confidence !
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CHAPTER VIII

\ OSSY LEON had an unique position, whether ae
r\ solicitor, in which profession he had started life,
as money-lender, in which he had graduated under the
great Sam Levine’s fostering care, or as ““ oue of our leading
Loondon dramatists,” a distinction to which he considered
himself entitled as one of the many authors of many
musical comedies. Nat Simmons, the famous theatrical
entrepreneur, was one of his clients; to which fact, as
much as to his connection with Sam Levine, must be
attributed his development. For Mossy was nothing if
not adaptable. He was very clever. Carrie was quite
right, he was much cleverer than Henry Carruthers,
although he did not know Archimedes from Aristotle, and
had possibly never heard of either of them. He had a
contempt for any literature that was not up-to-date, and
topical. He had forgotten just enough Latin to make
him remember it was in the curriculum of the University
College School, which he had left, without attaining any
position at all, when he was sixteen. Between that tender
age and the time when he passed his “ final ” and became
a f{ully fledged lawyer, he had kept his sharp black eyes
wide open, and learnt a hundred useful things about men
and women and money. He had developed ambition, too,
which presently ran riot in him, and led him into many
devious and intricate ways for obtaining the means to
gratily it. But his appetites were so numerous, and so
insistent, that the money he earned, considerable although
it was, never kept him sufficiently supplied. His appetites
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were ogres, and finally they overpowered and killed him.
But this was many years after the date cf this story.

At the time Derry Ranmore made Mossy’s acquaint-
ance he was living in Grosvenor Square, and practising in
Lincoln’s Inn. He had a wife in whose veins “ ran the
best blood in England ’—so her mother had assured him
when he won her. Afterwards he used to say it persuaded
him she was illegitimate; but, at the time, there is no
doubt he accepted the Ayscough tradition of high descent
without its touching his rich vein of humour.

Ethel Ayscough had been quite beautiful enough to
persuade any warm-blooded Oriental, in his twenty-first
year, to accept any tradition. They were a very preten-
tious family, the Ayscoughs; they had no really charac-
teristic feature except this, which differentiated them from
all the many varieties of Micawber to which they were
affiliated, and gave a cachet to the poverty that they
wore 8o aggressively.

When Mossy Leon realised the style he was expected to
keep up as the husband of his wife, he was bound to realise
also that six-and-eightpences, however quickly they came
in, were insufficient for his needs. He became a jackal for
Sam ILevine, the great Jewish money-lender, who left
four millions of money to London charities, every shilling
of which had been earned by usury. Mossy envied him ;
but when he compared Sam’s unwieldy, enamelled and
painted wife, as she lolled back in her victoria behind the
thousand-guinea pair of horses Sam had bought for her,
with his own thin and pretentious treasure at home, he
grew more reconciled to fate. They were always Mossy’s
inconsistencies that made him interesting.

Ethel Ayscough fulfilled none of the duties of wifehood,
and Mossy had discovered the third row of the musical-
comedy chorus before he had been married a year. Yet,
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although he was never faithful to his wife, and they lived
on cat-and-dog terms, he was secretly proud of her. She
always influenced him unconsciously, and was responsible
for his later troubles. As for her, she cared only for ex-
ternals, draining him of money’ for unessentials, dress,
jewellery, fine houses and entertainments ; she was a true
daughter of the horse-leech.

When Derry was introduced to Mossy Leon by Lady Carrie
Carthew, he and his wife were at their zenith. Sam Levine
was dead, and in winding up his estate Mossy had feathered
his nest warmly. The house in Grosvenor Square was
being “ run "’ on a fine scale. Lady Carrie had been to one
or two of Mrs. Mossy’s receptions, and Mossy thought he
might entertain royalty one day. Also his taste had pro-
gressed from the third row of the chorus to the leading lady,
and he had a box for the first night of every play worth
seeing—that is, for every play with songs, and dances, and
pretty women, and no ‘ damned nonsense ”’ about plot.

He was a lawyer, and not a money-lender, he often said.
Yet he had the money-lender’s art at his bediamonded
fingers’ ends. Carrie had been very useful to him; he
thought her a clever little cat of a woman, and had no
illusions about her. But often he would let her get the
better of him, he was instinctively and royally generous.

“What! Ranmore’s heir! But Ranmore hadn’t a
bob! Oh, yes, I'll see him, of course. I know Carruthers
—a long, thin chap, with a glass in his eye, stuck-up sort
of fellow. I don’t like him, but he knows his work. His
work is running up costs, same as most lawyers. Me!
Oh! I'm different, of course, I don’t think! But bring
vour pal along. I'm not over busy just now.”

Carrie had come to Lincoln’s Inn to see Mossy Leon
about Derry’s affairs. It was not the first time by many
that she had been here. The luxurious easy chairs and
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sofas, Chippendale bookcases and other luxuries that fur-
nished Mossy’s sanctum were all familiar to her. Mossy and
she were friends, in a way. Mossy had paid for her friend-
ship, but he bore her no malice for that. There had been a
time when, notwithstanding she was Wickford’s daughter,
and he only Mossy Leon, she had smiled prettily for his
benefit, worn her veil down, and, with a soupgon of rouge, a
touch of black to her eyelashes, and a general preening of
her feathers, prepared for Ler visits to his office. There
had been something not unattractive to Carrie in Mossy’s
quick wit, and varied knowledge and pursuiis, so eclectic
were her own tastes. But that time had long passed.
Now she sat in her plainest morning tailor-made dress on
the corner of the sofa, facing Mossy, who was restless, as
always, in his office chair at the big writing-table, and
she discussed both Derry and Terence with frankness.

“You want me to see him and find out what his re-
sources really are. I can’t take the winding up of the
estate out of Carruthers’ hands, I'm afraid, but I'll see the
new Earl, of course. Why didn’t you bring him with you ?
I don’t think I know him by sight, do I? Ginger ?”

“No, he is what they call a ‘black Ranmore’; but
that only means he hasn’t red hair, he is not particularly
dark.”

‘“ He is younger than Ranmore, I suppose ? ”

“Oh, yes; three- or four-and-twenty at most, I should
think.”

“ Drink ? ”

“No—oh, no!”

“Well, Ranmore did, you know, not regularly, per-
haps, but every now and again. And it would have grown
on him—it’s in the blood.”

Carrie took out a cigarette and lighted it. She did not
mind raising her veil now in Mossy’s office, nor sitting

101




“LET THE ROOF FALL IN”

facing the window. He gave her a brief resumé of the
Ranmore peerage. He was full of chroniques scandaleuses
of the peerage, he always said it was part of his business
to work them up.

“ But this man must be a distant branch, surely? I
suppose he ss the heir ? ”

“QOh, yes; the title is his, and the Castle, without dis-
pute. They have always accepted him as the heir,
although I believe only a small part of the estate is
entailed. Terence and the Duchess were both devoted to
him.”

“T had better see him here. Can’t you fix an appoint-
ment ?

“No. He hates lawyers, shies at papers and figures,
he isn’t very clever, you know! You’d better come in to
tea this afternoon, and we’ll introduce the subject natur-
ally, easily—no formalities. Then you can take him away
with you and discuss detail. Let it come about that way.
He is very dull here in London, he seems to know no one.”

“1 can take him home to dinner, if it comes to that.”

Carrie’s Jaugh was mischievous as she blew out her
smoke-rings.

““The Last of the Ayscoughs’ will gladly entertain
Lord Ranmore, and she will telephone that unfortunate
gister of hers in the morning, ‘ My dear, I’'m so overwhelmed
with people, Lord Ranmore dropped in last night,” and
rub in the distance that lies between Society in Grosvenor
Square and the suburbs in Dorking.”

Lady Carrie had made a study of Mossy’s wife. That
was in the days of her interest in Mossy. Since then her
sketch had grown, and had amused several of Carrie’s
friends, who went to Grosvenor Square to verify it. Mossy
saw the humorous side of his wife’s character. It was
one of his many saving graces that he saw the humorous
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side of everything, even of musical comedy. But Lady
Carrie’s sarcasm never altered that secret feeling he had
for his wife.

That afternoon he met Derry, as arranged, in the Charles
Street drawing-room. Derry had found himself there
more than once since the last week. Lady Carrie was very
kind to him, and instructed his ignorance, making him
hold his head a little more erect, be more consciously Lord
Ranmore. The alteration was insensible to himself, but
it was there nevertheless. Rosaleen, sharing those rooms
in Albany Street with him, waiting for her wedding-day,
knew it.

Carrie introduced the two men. There were no social
barriers to break down, as there might have been with a
man differently bred. Mossy was full of talk—metropolitan,
all of it. But then, the metropolis was new to Derry, and
had its allurement. Dady Carrie liked to know everything,
money-gossip, the debts and difficulties of her men-friends,
theatrical news, and every possible or probable society
esclandre. Mossy had a whisky-and-soda instead of tea,
and drew a wrong augury from Derry’s readiness to fall
in with Carrie’s invitation to join him.

“My dear fellow,” he said—Mossy quickly arrived at
the “my dear fellow ” stage, with any new acquaintance—
“ there is no place in the world like London ; you take it
from me. What have you seen?” He ran through the
musical comedy list. “I'll take you round to the ‘ Corin-
thian’ to-night, if you like, they keep two stalls for me
always ; I never get tired of hearing the Etna girl do that
song and dance. It seems to me silly to go from one place
to another when you know where you can find exactly what
you like. For my part, I've seen ‘The Foolish Virgins’
twenty-seven times, and I hope to see it twenty-seven
times more. You can’t get tired of a thing like that.”
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Derry could not honestly say his evenings were engaged.
Rosaleen kept to her own room save for meal-times. She
had learnt to sew in the convent, and was putting her
talent to good use, stitching no happiness in with the
fabric. But before Derry she could not even ply her needle
easily. Derry assented to the evening at the * Corinthian,”
but he would not dine with Mossy and his wife. He said he
must go home to dress; he would join them at the theatre.

It was when he had gone away with Mossy, and Mossy
had offered to drive him anywhere, the motor having
nothing to do, and he, Mossy, not being busy, that Derry’s
curious address was disclosed.

“But why, my dear fellow, why on earth Albany
Street ? ”’

“ Carruthers’ clerk recommended the rooms to me;
they’re good rooms enough.”

“ But I cannot make out what Carruthers is doing with
you. She told me you were short of money, but it can’t
be as bad as Albany Street. Can I be of any use to you ?
Any friend of Lady Carrie’s, you know . . . I was fond of
your cousin Terence. My wife liked him at the house, he
was good company, sang a good song. But what’s this
about the money ? There’s nine thousand acres of Ran-
more, isn’t there ? You might have to let the Castle. . . .”

All the while Mossy was talking, they were driving
through Bond Street, Maddox Street, Regent Street, now
by Park Crescent.

“Why don’t you change your mind and come home
with me? We'll fetch your things. I suppose your man
could pack them ? ”

Since Mossy had been in funds, had had his valet, and
his motor, and other luxuries, he had forgotten what the
“simple life ”” was like. It really did not strike him that
Lord Ranmore had no personal attendant.
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“And then we could talk over your affairs before
dinner. It’s not six yet.”

Derry insisted he must dine at home. And, as Mossy
put it, he began to smell a rat. But he went on talking.
If Lord Ranmore was short of money, it could only be
something temporary. Mossy had no doubt he could get
him a loan, he knew all the right people.

“You can’t go on living in Albany Street,” he persisted.
“The thing is impossible. Stay at the ‘ Savoy’ or the
‘ Ritz,” if you don’t want to take a flat. You’re a mile
from the theatres here.”

Derry had no greater desire, as yet, to take Mossy into
his confidence about Rosaleen than he had had to speak
of her to Carrie. But Mossy was much more inquisitive
and difficult to baffle. Derry had to admit, not without
some embarrassment, that he could not leave Albany
Street for a few more days. For now he was really within
a week of the fulfilment of the law’s requirements.

“You needn’t tell me if you don’t like.” Mossy was
good-nature itself. ‘A case of landlady’s daughter? 1
say, don’t you get yourself in a mess. You're new to
London, you know.”

Derry seemed very young to Mossy, but he was not as
ready to condemn him as ‘““stupid ”’ as Carrie had been.
Mossy saw that he was reticent, and guessed there was
something he was keeping back, while Carrie’s vanity had
made her imagine she had gauged the whole of Derry’s
mind and found nothing in it deeper than the perplexities
Carruthers was creating

The motor stopped at the number that had been given
to the chauffeur. Mossy’s curiosity had no gratification
beyond the normal lodging-house exterior of that somewhat
dreary thoroughfare. There was not even a face at the
window, nor the swish of a petticoat in the narrow
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passage that was all the quickly opened street door
presented to his sight. Derry did not invite him in.
Mossy thought, in fact, that Derry was anxious to be
rid of him. He thanked him for the drive, and
promised to be in his place at the theatre before nine,
when the first ““ Etna ” number was due. Mossy did
not say anything about supper after the play. He was a
little unsure of his footing with this strange young man.
He found himself pondering about him as he drove away.
Mossy thought Derry was no fool, if he was chary of talk.
The very suggestion of a woman in the background piqued
Mossy’s interest. He was at the very opposite end of the
pole from Mr. Carruthers, and his way of conducting his
business. Mossy’s clients were all individuals, men and
women to him ; he was the most human of scoundrels,
if, indeed, he were a scoundrel at all, and not, as one would
prefer to consider him, merely an altruist without boun-
daries. Absolutely all the way back to Grosvenor Square
he was wondering what sort of woman Derry was keeping
in Albany Street, trying to conjure up his type, deciding
to note where his admiration fell that night, thinking he
would get to know. Among Mossy’s appetites was the
appetite for the unknown, and already his interest in
Derry’s affairs was keen.
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CHAPTER IX

N the 12th November, at the Parish Church of Maryle-
bone, Derrick, Lord Ranmore, was united in holy wed-
lock to Rosaleen O’Daly. It was quite understood between
them that the ceremony was not to alter their relations.
What it meant to Rosaleen was a sense of deliverance so
great, so overwhelming, that the passion of gratitude in
her was like a flood-tide now, overflowing all the banks.
She could not speak to him, nor raise her eyes to his ; but
she could think of nothing else, and how she could ever
repay him.

Derry thought her heart was all the time with Terence.
He was full of pity for her that she had to accept
him as substitute. He would not obtrude on her grief,
nor intrude into her confidence. Overwhelmed with pity
and sympathy for her, he was so anxious to make it clear
that, although it was he, and not Terence, who was standing
by her at the altar, it was only as a substitute he was there,
that he hardly looked at her, or spoke. She must not
think he would take any advantage, it was Terence’s widow
she was to him, and he would not intrude on her trouble.
He went through the ceremony, and said the responses,
and held himself so well in hand that she never guessed his
passion of pity was as strong as her passion of gratitude.

He had put the ring on her finger, and she was Lady
Ranmore right enough ; now the more he kept out of her
way the better. That was what he thought. There was
still her trouble to come, and of that he dared not let
himself think.
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Rosaleen could not guess what made him dumb and
tongue-tied in her presence, and kept him so many hours
out of the house. Everything was difficult for them. She
thought that it was only out of pity he had married her,
and to save Terence’s name with his mother and sister ;
and she was as shy of intruding her company upon him as
he of looking upon her in her trouble. And because of
that marriage ceremony, and what it covered, she was one
flush of shame now before her newly made husband, the
shame Terence had put upon her. In the mantle of it,
that was like a flame about her always, everything was
burnt out but her gratitude.

“She’ll be thinking of Terence,” was really Derry’s
mental attitude. His sensitiveness burnt like her shame.
It was fire kept them apart.

Meanwhile Mossy was trying conclusions with Mr. Car-
ruthers.

“Mind you,” he said to Carrie, “ I'm doing what I can
for Derry Ranmore, but I don’t believe you’ve sized the
fellow up at all. In the first place, I'll bet a monkey
he’s got some woman in those diggings of his in Albany
Street. He is as close as wax about it, but I’'m pretty
nearly sure.”

“That would certainly be a complication.” Lady
Carrie blew her cigarette smoke softly into the air. “ But
you may be wrong, Mossy, you are often wrong, you
know ! ”’

“I’'m never wrong in this sort of thing. So, if you want
me to get money for him, in order that you can get it out
of him ”"—Mossy was not a gentleman, and that was the
coarse way he worded it—* it is possible you’re reckoning
your chickens before they are hatched, that the hatching
will be done by another little hen.”

Carrie only smiled.
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“ Are you going to get him any money, that is the im-
mediate question? Don’t you worry about me, Mossy, I
can look after myself.”

For only that very afternoon Derry had been with her,
and he had walked about her room in his big, clumsy way,
lamenting his position—not on his own account, but
because he must seém so medan in her eyes.

“I’'m getting desperate about it,”” he said. ‘I must get
hold of some money somehow. If my aunt and Mr.
Carruthers don’t let me know soon how they are going to
arrange matters, and what is coming to me, besides the
title that is no good to me at all, and the Castle, of which
I would not dispossess her for a million, I shall go back to
my job. There was a post I could have had in Siam, up
at Bangkok ; it’s still to be had for the asking. I've more
than half a mind to clear out, and leave them to settle it
any way they like. It’s only you I'm thinking of, you
and . ..” Carrie had to admit to Mossy Leon that he
paused there, as if she were not all his responsibilities.
There might be something, after all, in what Mossy
suggested.

“Can’t you get him any money ? ” she persisted, never-
theless.

“It is rather a curious state of affairs, one that could
only happen in Ireland. There is no will, and Terence’s
mother and sister are nominally Terence’s heirs. But we
can’t get hold of the title deeds, one of which has
apparently been lost or mislaid, and Carruthers persists
there is no entail, although for hundreds of years the lands
have gone with the title. There are about nine thousand
acres, any amount of copper, and probably coal. The
Duchess has renounced all claim. But the old woman is
playing grab; she seems to have a regular spite against our
man . ..” That was Mossy’s disrespectful way of speaking
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of Terence’s mother, now the Dowager Dady Ranmore, who
had spent twenty years in nursing Ranmore. ‘ Our friend
Derry might even find himself a rich man one day,” Mossy
went on; “although the rental is comparatively nothing,
and what there is they don’t get since O'Daly was shot.”
Mossy had been getting up his subject, and had it all at
his fingers’ ends. “I can get him a certain amount of
money, on his prospects, a thousand or so, anyhow. But I
could deal ever so much better with Carruthers if Ranmore
was out of the way. He is so damned close in some things,
and so damned outspoken in others, and he has any
number of damned fool scruples. That’s not a bad idea
of his, clearing out. Do you think you could keep him
up to it ? ”

Carrie raised her eyebrows.

“ He can’t go without money ;
that thousand ? ” she asked.

“In twenty-four hours. He’ll have to sign a bill, and

when could you get him

insure his life, but that’s all right. Is he in earnest about

going to Siam ? ”

“I think he is simply beating his head against the bars.
f{e has not an idea of what to do with himself.”

“ He doesn’t look happy, that’s a fact. Ethel thinks he
is in love with his cousin; he has spoken of her once or
twice.”

“ For Heaven’s sake, don’t quote Ethel to me. It is the
sort of thing she would think. Ethel could not understand
anyone not being in love with a duchess! So you’ve enter-
tained him in Grosvenor Square ? ”

““Oh, yes, he has dined with us. I like the fellow, that’s
the fact. I wish he had & little more brains, or a little less.
I could put the screw on old Lady Ranmore if I were left
alone. I have an idea that there is some sort of a row on
between them-—nothing to do with the estate. But do
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you think the ass will let me know what it is? Not he!
And he won’t let me go over to Ireland and see her, or
search the Castle for the missing papers, and he won’t
have favours asked of her; and he won’t do this, and he
won’t have that, until I’ve half a mind to throw the whole
thing over.”

“Not you!” She laughed at the idea of Mossy relin-
quishing the case because he could not get all his own way.
Then she leant forward, and the little yellow fingers that
held the cigarette rested impressively on the table.

“You get him the money. He’ll sign anything you put
before him. And I'll see that he takes that post in Siam.
We'll get Derry out of the way, and you and Henry Car-
ruthers can have all the law you want. You had better
make it fifteen hundred, Mossy,”’ she went on, reflectively ;
“I’'m sure it is all the same to you. You mean to make
him pay for it.”

“1 tell you I like the fellow.”

“I know. But you won’t like him too well to make
yourself safe.”

Wherein Lady Carrie showed that she did not under-
stand Mossy Leon. He never made himself safe ; he never
was safe, as the end proved. He borrowed the money he
lent, for one thing, and, to make over-reaching profits,
he took big risks. And he saw too far—into the day after
to-morrow, in fact—whereas to-morrow always came first,
with his own expenses that had to be met. This is perhaps
foreign to the immediate subject in hand, which was
Derry’s fiiteen hundred pounds. But Mossy Leon was full
of inconsistencies, and Carrie Carthew never had the insight,
or the sympathy that was necessary to penetrate them.

It was ever difficult, for instance, for Mossy to take
a purely business interest in a man who broke bread
with him. Derry dined two or three times in Grosvenor
Imx
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Square, and Ethel garnished her conversation with * Lord
Ranmore” and his cousin “‘The Duchess of Towcester.”
The nearest Ethel ever got to a personal acquaintance
with a Duchess was hearing Margaret talked of by Derry,
but she made the most of that. Derry had a way with
him, not quite the same gay way as Terence, but on the
same lines. He soon made himself at home with people ;
he had too great a simplicity of mind, and too little self-
consciousness to be ill at ease. Always excepting with
Rosaleen, of course, where his very simplicity and ignor-
ance of a woman'’s heart stood in his way.

Ethel and her husband were at loggerheads on nearly
every subject, the irritation of her  superior ” airs being
never ending, but they were agreed about Lord Ranmore.
He was a pleasant fellow, a good listener to Mossy’s stories,
and either he, or his title, was an ornament to their dinner-
table.

Mossy was not going to rob Derry. He would borrow
£1500 for him, and he could sign a bill for £3000. But
Mossy himself paid £2000. As a financier he had extra-
ordinary talent, but it was of the bubble-blowing type ;
beautiful, alluring colour was the essence of it, but it was
not solid.

What Mossy found unusual—but then, everything about
Derry was unusual—was that he said he did not think he
wanted fifteen hundred pounds, he thought a thousand
would be all he would need, if Mossy would be able to
get him another thousand next year. For now Derry had
made up his mind to go to Siam, and he had seen the
representative here of the Government Department. He
had been told that he could live there well enough on his
salary. The engagement was for two years, and he had
definitely accepted it.

“T’ll not be keeping a secret from you,” he explained to
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Mossy in the end. *“ It’s not for myself I'm wanting it ”
—then he flushed a little, for the word was new and
unaccustomed on his lips—* it’s for me wife.”

“ What ? ” said Mossy. ‘“What?”

Well, now that the ceremony had actually taken place,
it need no longer be kept a secret. The sooner everyone
knew, those at the Castle, and everybody, the better.
Yet Derry had to force himself to speak of it, and Mossy
saw that his colour was heightened.

“1 am wanting it for Lady Ranmore, and . . . .” He
was not quite sure that he ought to tell Mossy half of
it was for Lady Carrie Carthew. Derry was under the
impression—an impression conveyed to him by Carrie,
probably with a purpose—that Mossy Leon knew Terence
had helped her with money. But Carrie had also conveyed
the impression that what she had confided to Derry about
her husband’s death, and the suppressed evidence at the
inquest, was not to be talked of with the lawyer, who had
arranged it.

Derry had been prompted very cleverly, and now his
affairs seemed to straighten themselves out. He found
Mossy much easier to do business with than Mr.
Carruthers. If Mossy could let him have a thousand
pounds this year, and a thousand pounds next, and take
off his shoulders all the trouble of those accounts and
papers about which Carruthers was for ever bothering
him, he would divide the money between Carrie and
Rosaleen, and go out to Siam with an easy mind, as he
had been on the point of doing when Terence’s death landed
him in this coil.

Mossy could not get over the fact that Derry had a
wife. He wanted to talk about nothing else, and to hear
who she was, and all about her.

“ Ethel will be surprised,” he said.
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Derry admitted, not without a sense of guilt, that per-
haps he ought to have mentioned it before. But having
mentioned it, he was filled with confusion, and the diffi-
culty of explaining why he had hitherto kept it a secret.
In the end, because Mossy was curious and persistent, and
used to worming people’s secrets from them, he admitted
it had been a runaway match. Mossy soon got to know
of Derry’s difficulties about the English marriage laws,
and the question of domicile, and the three weeks’ delay.
Mossy had no difficulty, after that, in realising that he had
been right in his surmise. She, whoever she was, had been
in Albany Street all the time. Quite easily, too, he realized
that this marriage was the point of the difficulty between
Derry and his family.

Lady Ranmore, who was still at the Castle, and the
Duchess, would have nothing to do with Derry and his
wife. Margaret had never said she would have no more
to do with him, by the way. It was Derry who put that
interpretation on her silence since he had refused her
invitations to Dunstans.

Carrie made no difficulty about accepting five hundred
pounds from Derry. That she would have the same next
year, and, after that, according to Derry’s means, was quite
pleasant hearing. If those means were large, it would not
be any fault of hers if her share were not proportionate.

But it was very different with Rosaleen, when Derry
mooted his plan to her. He was not very clear in his mind
as to what Rosaleen would do with herself in his absence.
The possibility of asking kindness for her, from either of
the two women with whom he was just now thrown into
such constant contact had, of course, crossed his mind.
But they were neither of them women in the real sense of
the word. How he knew, it is difficult to arrive at, for he
found Carrie companionable, and Mrs. Ireon kind; but
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he did know, instinctively, and could picture neither of
them in juxtaposition with Rosaleen. Strangely enough,
too, although it would not seem strange to those who knew
Mossy, it was Mossy that Derry thought might be a friend
to Rosaleen in his absence. There was so much humanity
about the Jew. He talked freely about women, too
freely for Derry’s liking, but he never spoke unkindly of
them. Derry was in several minds about asking Mossy
to keep an eye to Rosaleen in his absence. What he
failed to reckon for was Rosaleen’s attitude in the
maftter.

“ Rosaleen, I want to talk to you. Can you spare me a
moment ? ’ he said desperately, one morning, when his
application had been made, and accepted, for that berth
in Siam, and nothing remained but to take his passage
and fix his date.

“Will it suit you now, or, if you are busy . . .?"”
He dreaded intruding upon her, or seeming to intrude :
she had withdrawn herself more definitely from him since
their pretence of a marriage, it was as if she shrank from

meeting his eyes, or speaking to him at all, since he could
call himself her husband.

For answer she sat down again. It was after breakfast,
and she had no where to go. They had only the one sitting-
room, and generally she left him there with his cigar and
his newspapers. It was a travesty of domesticity through
which they were passing.

“Is it talkin’ to me . . .?”

“ And it’s talking to you Id often have been if I
thought you wanted to hear me.’

She raised her eyes to his, those mournful, long-lashed,
great grey eyes of hers, and her lips trembled.

“You’ll be sayin’ ? ”” was all she could get out.

“Won’t you sit here in the easy chair? ” He drew it
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forward for her. “ You’re sitting up there so stiff and un-
comfortable.”

He had got used by now to ladies who lounged.

Rosaleen did not move. He thought she looked at him
with fear, or . . . dislike, as if she did not want to be
friends with him. But it was not so; it was that her
heart was beating so tumultuously that it choked the
outlet of her words.

“I’'m thinking what you would like to do with yourself
when I am gone. I want to talk it over with you. It is
but dull you are here . . .”

Dull! Was dullness the word for the desolation of her
days, the grey street of mean houses, the pavement, and
the hours and hours by herself ? But he had slept under
the same roof with her, she had the consciousness of that,
and of his generosity in carrying out his scheme for saving
her. And he had not left her quite alone in the world.
What was it he was saying . . .?

“I am going abroad soon. Next week, or the week
after. I want to see where I shall leave you, and about it
all.”

Only the two words remained, beating on her head and
in her ears.

“Going abroad! You are leaving me here! ”

Desolation then was before her; she would be alone in
this great London, no step for which to listen, no voice to
hear. Her lips trembled, those sweet, thin lips. In a
moment the old tenderness wrung his heart, and he
went on hurriedly, so that she should not see his lips were
tremulous too.

“There’s much to be settled about the estates, and I'm
in the way while it’s being got through, it seems. And I
can’t hang about here, doing nothing ; and s's miserable
you are with me,” broke from him,
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“ And it’s less miserable you think I'd be when you’'ve
gone,” came through the sob in her throat. He went over
to her, not knowing what moved him so. But she looked
8o forlorn. . . .

“ Rosaleen, shall I stay ? ™

She pushed her chair back, moved from near him.

“ I’ve been feeling this week past you’d be glad if I was
not here. You rush away as soon as you finish your
rieals. I'm not blaming you, not a minute "’ ; his voice
rose. “You'll not think that? I know you can’t help
thinking who it is should be in my place. But since it’s
like that with you, and small wonder, I thought you’d
rather I went away? It will be better perhaps, when I
come back. I'd like to have told you about it, Rosaleen,
we were friends once, about the country I'm goin’ to, and
the strangeness of it, but you haven’t wanted to talk to
me.”’

“I thought—I thought—"" but her voice was locked,
and he could not hear what she said. Again he went
nearer to her, and this time she did not move away.

“I thought you were shamed with me,” she said. Her
head was averted, and her eyes were lowered, but he could
see the colour as it rose rare and exquisite in her white
skin, and painfully to the roots of her hair. As for her
voice, it was but a whisper.

“ Shamed with you!” His voice was almost as low as
hers, and his flush was little less deep. “If you only

knew!” A flood of reminiscences swept over him. . . .
“The friends that we were, although I think you were
always shy with me. Do you mind the gorse, and the day
we caught the hare?” She minded it right enough. “ And
the face of you when it leapt ? ”

‘¢ Micky said it must have been the charm . . . to catch
a hare in your arms.”’
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“ And then I let it go, when you begged me . . .”

Suddenly the aptness of it struck him. A hare she was
too; hunted, without a shelter. “It ran this way and
that, not knowing where to bide.”

“ Like me!”” there was a sob in her voice.

“Oh, Rosaleen! But you’re crying . . . it’s not because
’'m leaving you, because I’'m going away ! Rosaleen . . .”
For an answer she made a rush for the door, he must
not see her falling tears. But he stopped her, putting out
his arms, barring her way. A great idea shook in his
voice.

“You wouldn’t go with me ?

His arm stayed her going, and the excitement in his
voice communicated itself to her.

“You wouldn’t be taking me ? ”’

“Wouldn’t I? But the distance of it, and you’d be
frightened to go with me! It’s exiles we'd be.”

“It’s an exile I am,” she said, that moving sob in her
throat.

The consciousness that he wanted desperately that she
should go with him had flashed into his mind like lightning.
How was it that he had not known it all along? Why
should he leave her behind ? She would grow less shy
with him soon, and in a strange country it would go hard
with him but he’d get that sadness out of her eyes. It
was to him she had to look, and him only. What was it
possessed him to think he would leave her behind ?

“I’'m afraid you will have to rough it.” He felt bound to
put the worst of it before her as the anxiety he had for her
company grew. “‘There’s a bungalow for me in Bangkok,
but most of my work will be in the back of beyond, up
country. There’ll be only black servants, and the great
heat, and mosquitoes.” He was going on breathlessly ;
she must hear the worst of it. “I’'m not sure about the
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food. Sit down and I'll tell you . .. I'd love you to
come with me; the difference it would make!” '

She sat down to hear about the hardships. If there
were no servants, she would serve him. This was really
the dawn of Hope; to go with him to a new country, It
was leaving her trouble behind her. No, it was not that,
but she would not think beyond going away from here, and
with him, And that perhaps she could wait on him, serve
him.

“ It’s two berths I’ll be taking then,” he went on, triumph-
antly, tentatively, watching her face. While he had been
telling her of all the hardships she must expect, he noted
that she never blenched ; but that her lips were nearer
to a smile than he had seen them these many weeks.

“It’s not hardships I'm fearing, if you want me to go
with you.”

“ Rosaleen ! ”—he was emboldened now. “We must be
friends again.” He took her hand. *“We’ll go out
together to the new country, and I'll take care of you all 1
know. You've been shy with me these days, now we’ll
be friends.”

She sat mute, her hand in his, her eyes downcast.

“It’s friends only I mean. You'll not be afraid with
me ? I'll not forget.” He drew in his breeth, he must
say it. And then out he blurted it, he was so happy, he
did not know why, but he wanted her to share his feelings,
not to be afraid of kim, ““ I'll not forget . . . it’'s . . . it’s
Terence’s widow you’ll be to me. But we’ll talk together,
and be friends, I should have been horribly lonely out
there, and thinking of you all the time. . . . You will be
friends with me, won’t you ? ”

The eyes that were raised to him now were not mournful.
The dark grey depths of them were alight.

““Ah! and I'll be that,” she answered, fervently.
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CHAPTER X

HE new era their talk inaugurated had a thousand
charms. Rosaleen forgot to be unhappy when Derry
was talking eagerly of plans and outfit. It was strange to
her at first, and difficult, to be taking money from him
for so many clothes that he said she must have. It
seemed a dreadful amount of money he was spending,
quite soon she was anxious about his improvidence and
trying to keep him from buying this and that. Mossy
Leon and Lady Carrie Carthew saw little of Derry during
the last days of his stay in London. These were spent in
shopping. And now, at breakfast and lunch and dinner,
there was much to talk about, and she no longer left him
the room to himself, but sat on listening whilst Derry talked
of their new life, and sometimes even he caught glimpses
of the old Rosaleen, with a glint in her eyes and the dimple
about the corners of her mouth—sometimes, not often.
Derry had obtained a list of what was wanted for the
East. He bought clothes and flannels. Nothing would
serve him but that Rosaleen should have muslins, and
cotton dresses, and thin underwear. Sometimes there
were embarrassing moments, but he was extraordinarily
tender and considerate of her feelings, and sensitive to her
moods. He was full of his intention that there should
be friendship between them. He was very happy.
Was he not fulfilling all his promises? Carrie had her
money, poor little woman ; and now he knew he would
never let Rosaleen out of his care. He could not talk to
Rosaleen about Lady Carrie. The mere hint that there
120
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had been love-making between her and Terence made it
impossible. But he could tell her about Mossy, and how
the lawyers would straighten out affairs between themselves
when he was in JSiam.

‘“ Aren’t you going to introduce me to your wife before
you go ? ”’ Mossy asked him. ‘“Why don’t you bring her
to have a bit of dinner with us? We never see anything
of you now.”

Carrie, of course, adopted a different attitude. She took
it for granted that Derry’s wife was not presentable.
She did not ask him to bring Rosaleen to see her,
although the announcement of the wedding had been in the
Times and Morning Post, and she had no valid reason
for her course of action. But it was characteristic of Carrie ;
she hated to be bored, and she thought the sort of wife
Derry would have chosen and married in this way would
be certain to bore her ; she had his money, and her hold on
his sympathy.

Derry was doubtful about taking Rosaleen to dine
with Mossy. He was not, however, nearly as doubtful or
reluctant as Rosaleen was when the idea was mooted to her.
But for Mossy’s persistence, and the lack of reasonable
excuse for refusal, it would never have come about, although
Mrs. Leon called in her fine carriage, and left a note of
invitation.

Mrs. Jobson was Ethel’s criterion of fashion. Mrs.
Jobson, who lisped, and whose friendship with an Irish
baronet was her claim to be considered in society, had said
that “ it was hardly pwoper Mrs. Leon should continue to
receive Lord Wanmore wivout his wife.”” Mrs. Jobson had
a curiosity to see the new Lady Ranmore ; she had seen the
dowager. She implied to Ethel that it had been at
Dublin Castle; but, in truth, it was when she had been
in service as cook-housekeeper, during one of the intervals
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when Jobson, who was an ex-solicitor’s clerk, had seen no
way of making a living, and been content that his wife
should do it for him. In Dublin, Mrs. Jobson, then not
without a fair and comfortable prettiness, had met the
baronet, and returned triumphantly to London, setting up
an establishment in which he figured as a paying
guest. Since then Mrs. Jobson and Sir Patrick Setwell had
become quite features in Kensington. Ethel was more
intimate with this woman than with her mother, or any
of her own sisters, she really was under her influence.
Mrs. Jobson, who was even more pretentious than Fthel,
thought it was essential Lord Ranmore should bring his
wife to Grosvenor Square. She quoted Sir Patrick on the
subject, she thought that to quote a baronet’s opinion gave
weight to her own!

It was absolutely essential, according tc Mrs. Jobson,
that Lord and Lady Ranmore should dine with the Leons,
and the fact be duly chronicled in the Morning Post.

Mrs. Jobson advised Ethel to write that they would be
alone, or practically alone. * Sans cérémonie” was what
Ethel wrote. Mrs. Jobson’s knowledge of French was a
minus quantity. Derry translated the words to Rosaleen;
and explained them.

“It means you are not to bother about dressing, or
anything. They are nice people, and hospitable. I'd
like you to come there with me.”

“ But they are grand folk, and I shan’t know what to
say to them. ILeave me behind you, Derry ; you go, it’s
you they want.”

“You’ll have to get used to going out with me. It’s
Lord and Lady Ranmore we are.” Derry saw that it was
as Lord and Lady Ranmore they were going away together.
It had grown quite clear with him now that they must
appear before the world as husband and wife. He had a
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great contentment over this; everything was easier, too,
now he and Rosaleen could talk. He built light con-
versational bridges to bear him over the gaps that came
between them.

“They’re not grand folk at all ; at least, Mossy isn’t.”
He was not quite so sure about Ethel, her pretentiousness
had somewhat impressed him. ‘ He is just a kind-hearted,
genial fellow, and they’ll be proud to welcome you.”

There were discussions about what Rosaleen would wear.
Derry said it didn’t matter at all ; for the sans cérémonie
had been accepted by him as genuine.

“Sure and it doesn’t matter what you’ll wear; you’ll
look the beauty you are in whatever it is,” he said. It
was not often he allowed himself to pay her compliments.
She blushed at this one.

“It’s yourself that will be the only one to think it,”
she answered.

She put on one of the muslin dresses Derry had bought
for her, and plaited her hair neatly. She wanted to be
creditable to him.

Her heart beat very unevenly on the way to Grosvenor
Square. It oppressed her to be called Rady Ranmore, and
she thought a great deal about that. But she owed every-
thing to Derry, and she hoped his friends would not look
down upon her. This was Rosaleen’s first definite realisa-
tion that she must try to be equal to the position she had
been given. Derry’s simplicity saw no difference between
them. He had been a poor relation, she a poor dependent,
of the great house. But Kosaleen knew that Derry was
‘“one of the family,” and she the daughter of their farm
bailiff. Her humility was alive with pride. She was full of
fear, but would not show she was afraid. Had this, her
first entry into Society, been of a more auspicious nature,
had her sensitiveness not been cruelly attacked and
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wounded on this first brave essay, she would have shown
her quality more quickly. But it is not an Ethel Leon
who can play hostess to a new-comer in a strange world,
and make her at home in it.

The muslin frock that was donned for that dinner was
short in the skirt, and high in the neck. Rosaleen had
made it herself, and she thought it a grand affair.
Round her waist there was a black ribbon. Rosaleen was
taller than most women, although she came little higher
than Derry’s collar. She was pale, the intense black-
ness of her hair giving a fine transparency to her pallor.
Her grey eyes, set rather deeply, were shaded by lashes
incredibly long; the delicate pencilling of her brows
had a trick of restlessness, moving when she spoke or
laughed. Her face was very thin, and her lips softly pink,
with tremulous curves. To-night she had divided the great
thickness of her hair into plaits, and round and round her
small head she had wound them. It was not until they
arrived at the big house in the Square that she had any
misgiving as to her appearance. What she should say,
and do, had been her fear, not how she would look. She
had little or no personal vanity.

There was an awning before Mossy Leon’s door, and three
powdered footmen were in the hall. Rosaleen was already
startled and would have clung to Derry’s arm. She did
not understand she was to follow the maid to take off her
cloak. “Tll leave it with ye,” she said. But Derry
coaxed her to go.

She had been in grand rooms at Castle Ranmore, but
she had seen nothing like Mrs. Leon’s bedroom. At
Ranmore the dark wainscoted rooms were lit by candles.
Here there was a blaze of electric light, and Rose du
Barri hangings, gold bottles and gold-backed brushes
on the dressing-table, and, above all,—worse than all

124




“LET THE ROOF FALL IN”

—a dozen fine cloaks on the bed, all chiffon, and fur, and
grandeur. And it was alone Derry had said they would be
dining with the Leons! There was enough of the woman
in Rosaleen to see the difference between the black cape
she had on and those fine cloaks. She would not look at
herself in the glass. All her courage was needed to get her
to where Derry waited for her in the hall.

“ It’s a big dinner-party they are giving,” she whispered
to him.

“I know ; but it will be all right, you’ll enjoy yourself.”

“T’ll do everything wrong.” There was despair in her
voice.

“Not you!”

The big doors of the drawing-room were thrown open,
and they heard their names called out.

“ Lord and Lady Ranmore.”

Ethel stood near the door to receive her guests. Ethel
mistook emaciation for elegance, and prided herself on
her eighteen-inch waist. She had a new dress to-night,
an elaborate confection of velvet and old lace. She wore
all her jewels—the diamond coronet, the two rows
of matched pearls, and many diamond brooches. Her dress
was cut so low that, even in her trepidation and alarm,
Rosaleen could be confused for her, and ashamed to look
at such nakedness. It really is difficult to tell who was
the more shocked, Ethel at Rosaleen’s appearance, or she
at Ethel’s.

What a figure to present to her guests! was Ethel’s
comment. “Shure, an’ it’s naked she is entirely,” was
Rosaleen’s, as she looked away.

Ethel was dreadfully mortified at having to present such
a figure to her guests. She did not know what Mrs. Jobson
would say.

Even Derry saw that something was wrong. There was
12§
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no mistaking the curiosity and surprise on the faces of
the other guests, or Ethel’s strangulated reception of the
introduction. In her white high frock, short in the skirt,
and her braided hair, Rosaleen was different from all the
other guests in their low dresses and diamonds. The
vexation on his face lest she should feel the difference,
Resaleen thought was dissatisfaction with her. And now
there was a cold piece in her heart ; it was shame she
would bring upon him,

When Mossy offered her his arm to take her in to dinner,
she did not know what it was he was meaning, sticking
his elbow out like that. She did not know what to do with
it. They were watching her, she felt they were all watch-
ing her.

Had Mossy’s acquaintances,or Ethel’s friends, been drawn
from the class that the Duchess, for instance, would have
gathered about her board, neither the ill-bred surprise,
nor the ill-bred curiosity would have been manifested.
But these were not well-bred people, and the Irish country
girl, so strange to her position, felb the rudeness of their
staring without knowing how to resent it.

There were sixteen people settling into their places
round that over-decorated dinner-table. When Rosaleen
entered the room, not having taken Mossy’s arm, but by
his side, and preceding the others, it seemed to her that
the business of taking their seats was subordinate to their
business of concentrating curious eyes upon her. They
were cold eyes, and curious. Mossy noticed nothing
unusual about Rosaleen, except perhaps the quality of her
beauty. He was an emotional person, and it struck him
almost from the first. “My God ! I never saw such eyes in
my life, and what a skin ! ”’ represented Mossy’s impression
of Derry’s wife. He neither noticed her clothes; nor the
reception the women gave her, or he might have found a
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way to make her feel at home. He was really the soul of
hospitality, and good-nature personified. But he was
knocked over by her great, mournful eyes, white skin and
pink, pathetic lips, he did not even want to talk to her
just yet.

On his other side was Mrs. Jobson, and Mrs. Jobson
being his pet aversion, he thought it necessary to be extra
civil to her. The woman, whatever she had been in her
youth, when she had netted her poor boor of a Baronet,
was now, in her aggressive and scandal-loving middle age,
unwieldy in bulk, and essentially common-looking. That
she wore a blue feather in her hair, and affected coquettish-
ness, only brought this out more clearly. Mossy always said
one could see the landlady in her. When she meant to be
ingratiating, he found her only obsequious. It was extra-
ordinary that she had impressed Ethel as a desirable
acquaintance.

“The idea,” Mrs. Jobson said to Mossy, as soon as they
were seated, ““ of his bwinging a cweature like vat here
wiv him ! Where could he have met her ? Not at ve Castle,
I'm sure.” And she laughed. Her .augh was common, too,
and affected. Mossy did not realize for the moment about
whom she was talking. Mrs. Jobson always talked ill-
naturedly, it was what she understood by conversation.
She went on to suggest there must be some scandal about
the new Dady Ranmore, and to guess its nature. But to
Mossy already Rosaleen was a rare creature. And pre-
sently, when he had seen that everything was all right,
and the dinner beginning to go, he would concentrate on
her. But he looked around his table with inward dis-
satisfaction. He hated the type of people in whose society
Kthel found pleasure. His instincts were so much finer
than hers.

On the other side of Rosaleen was Sir Patrick Setwell.
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Mossy could not stand Sir Patrick either. The Irish
baronet had an ill-balanced head, narrow forehead and
coarse jaw, he had high Calmuckian cheekbones, with an
unhealthy flush upon them, the hands of a navvy, and the
manners of a boor. His stupidity was so dense, that, in
contrast with it, Mrs. Jobson’s lisped ill-nature appeared
bright. The long-standing acquaintance between them
had influenced what little of character he had. She had
estranged him from his mother, and his barren acres, and
now that he was her creature, he cut but a poor figure in
the surroundings she had chosen for him. A half-witted
chuckle of laughter when she spoke to him across the table,
was almost his only contribution to the hilarity of the occa-
sion. Sir Patrick had taken Lady Pentacle in to dinner.
Mrs. Jobson was very strict about etiquette, and kept Ethel
up to the mark. Lady Pentacle’s first husband had been
a City grocer. The distinguished K.C.B. whose name she
bore, had married her in his dotage. Lady Pentacle was
old too, now, although she wore a youthful black wig.
Her two rows of false teeth moved constantly in her
narrow mouth, like those of an animated rabbit, chewing
an imaginary cabbage. She was another of Mrs. Jobson’s
‘“ paying guests,” the centre of a little, grasping, bridge-
playing circle she gathered together in the Kensington
drawing-room, and out of whom she made her living.

Mr. Jobson was of the dinner-party. He looked like a
seedy waiter, in a very low collar ; he had a neck like that
of a withered chicken, a furtive manner, and a deprecatory
way of clearing his throat. Mrs. Jobson made a point of
being attentive to him in public, and would say what
old “ fwiends " he and Sir Patrick were.

Mrs. Macklesfield was another of what Mossy calied the
“Jobson brigade” ; an under-bred, over-dressed, black-
eyed, Colonial woman, in a Parisian dress thick with gaudy
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embroidery, a turban head-dress, decorated with diamonds,
but inharmonious in colour, and more jewellery, more
diamond chains, ropes of pearls, and ill-assorted Maltese
and Runic crosses in rubies and emeralds, than one would
have thoughs it possible could be concentrated on one
human being. She, too, was coquettish ; she and the
old Indian civilian, without whom she went nowhere,
were known as the “ turtle-doves.” Mrs. Macklesfield was
very rich, ambitious of social advancement, and ignorant
of how it was to be achieved. The Indian civilian dined
with her, and drove with her, and was seen with her
everywhere. He had only a pension.

Mrs. Streeter was a more decorative, tall and beautiful
woman with white hair, in a pink brocaded dress. She
raised her tortoiseshell lorgnette and surveyed Iady
Ranmore with quiet insolence.

“Who did you say she was ? " she asked Ethel, quite
aloud, and without any consideration for anybody’s
feelings. ““ Bady Ranmore? Oh!”

Derry sat opposite Mrs. Strecter, and, turning her lorg-
nette now upon him, she asked sweetly :

“Is your wife a foreigner, Lord Ranmore ? ”

‘““ A foreigner! The saints forbid ! ”

“ She is so unlike an ordinary Englishwoman.”

“My wife is Irish,” he answered, shortly. He was be-
ginning to see the difference between Rosaleen at the other
end of the table, and all those other women, in their d/colleté
dresses and jewellery. No man can guess all that a woman
feels at such a disadvantage ; but Derry saw, or suspected,
something of the malice in Mrs. Streeter’s inquiry.

‘“She has not been out at all,” he went on; “she
is straight from her convent school.” He turned to
Ethel. “ You said ‘ without ceremony '—that you’d be
alone.” And then his pride would not let him make
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excuses for her. “It’s she that will be shocked with your
clothes here.”

If it had been only the clothes, there would have been
little harm done. But the etiquette of the dinner-table,
and the society laws that obtained, were each fresh
stumbling-blocks to poor Rosaleen, at the end of the table,
the cynosure of these curious eyes,

Mossy took everything about her for granted. With
all the disadvantages of her dress and braided hair, he
realized the quality of her rare good looks, and they took
him captive immediately.

“You don’t like caviare? Of course, you're right, it’s
only decayed entrails, but it’s the fashion to like it.”

Rosaleen had never seen caviare before. The Bortsch was
equally strange to her, and she refused the cream.

“Isay, you’ve got no appetite at all! . . . How do you
like London ? ” he asked her.

He thought those mournful eyes she turned on him
were astoundingly beautiful, they almost took his breath
away. If he noticed at all that anyone was staring at her,
he would have put it down to that. He wanted to stare at
her himself,

“’Tis a rare sad place, I'm thinking,” Rosaleen answered
in a low voice.

“Sad! Cheery, I call it. What have you seen? I
suppose Derry has taken you to a play or two, or to the
Palace ? They’ve got a clever girl at the Palace now ;
sings a good song in a new way.”

“Is it to the King’s Palace you’re meaning Derry
should have taken me ? * she almost whispered, gazing on
Mossy with something like awe. She was trying to hold
on to her courage, but the low-necked dresses, and the
servants that kept offering her things she did not want,
and the looks she saw directed to her, the jeers she
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suspected, made it a desperate venture. Mossy seemed
kind, kinder than anybody who was there. But what was
it he was asking her about the Palace? Was he only
making fun of her ? It took Mossy a minute to realise her
meaning. Then he shouted with laughter and repeated
what she had said to his neighbour.

“She thought Flossie Delaporte’s engagement was at
Buckingham Palace ! ”

The mistake did not seem anything very out of the way
to Mossy, who knew Rosaleen had been brought up in a
convent, and was fresh from Ireland. In repeating it he
merely wanted to give the talk a roll, to help on the bon-
homie and geniality that seemed to be lacking from the
dinner-party. Ethel’s dinner-partics generally did lack
hilarity ; when he wanted to enjoy himself, he chose his own
guests. He was anncyed when Mrs. Jobson answered :

“The idea! Where on earf did Lord Wanmore pick her
up ? »

He turned away from her quite abruptly, he never
spoke to her again that evening. He hoped Rosaleen had
not heard; he was sure, in his optimism, that Rosaleen
had not heard. But of course she had, and now she was
yet more confused and ill at ease. And Mossy’s manner to
her failed to help. Mossy was one of those convivial spirits
who get drunk without drinking. One glass of champagne,
the exhilaration of having discovered a new beauty, the
desire to protect her from Mrs. Jobson’s ill-nature, com-
bined to make him extraordinarily talkative. He asked the
bewildered girl if she had ever thought of going upon the
stage. He promised her his influence, and told her what he
had done for other good-looking girls. And then he was busy
with his hospitality, sending this bottle round to one man,
recommending something else to another. Mossy wanted
all his guests to be happy, and to enjoy themselves, to ea
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and drink of the best. Even if they were not the guests
he would have chosen, it was equally on his mind that he
was their host. He really did not notice how little Rosaleen
answered him, how monosyllabic were her answers. Mrs,
Jobson asked her whether she played * bwidge,” and got
a hurried, ingenuous admission that she did not know
what it was. Maliciously, then, one and another asked her
questions. She became more and more uncomfortable,
her brogue increased, and her ignorance and unfitness for
her position seemed to her to be completely exposed.

“Is it plays you’re talkin’ of ? An’I've never seen a play
at all,” she told Mossy desperately. “It’s meself that
never was out of the convent till I went to the Castle,
to wait upon her ladyship.”

The words seemed, even in her own ears, to be loud
across the dinner-table. Mrs. Streeter’s lorgnettes were
turned full upon her. Mrs. Jobson grew quite pink,
and said “Ve idea!” remembering that she had been in
service herself, but hoping that no one else would. Sir
Patrick emitted one of his ill-bred chuckles; it had
nothing to do with Rosaleen, but of course she thought it
had. It was only Mossy who thought nothing at all of
what she had said. He was ever more of a talker than a
listener, and he wanted to tell her about the first play he
ever saw. What did it matter whether she had been in
service, or what she had been, with eyes like these, and
such a delicate rarity of flush? Yet it was Mossy who
deepened her confusion to breaking-point.

“ Of course you knew Terence then,” he said. ** Bright
fellow, wasn’t he ? Everybody loved him. I suppose you
didn’t get off scot-free. . . .”

She gazed at him with fear-distended eyes, and her
mouth went dry. It was unfortunate that was the moment
the finger-glasses were placed. If your mouth goes dry
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and it’s water that’s put before you, what can you do bub
drink it ?

In Kensington and Hampstead, Belsize and Regent’s
Park, all the localities from which Ethel’s friends were
drawn, it was told for many a day how Lady Ranmore
drank from her finger-glass. Ethel’s sudden rise and
movement before the fruit had been served was a move of
exasperation. This was the last straw of aggravation. Her
vaunted guest had admitted she had been in service, now
she drank from the finger-glass. Ethel heard the titters
quite as loudly as Rosaleen. They hurt her almost as
much. She could have borne it better if Ellaline had not
been present. Ellaline was the Ayscough sister who had
married a stockbroker, and lived at Dorking. Ellaline had
had much to bear. It was mere human nature for her to
whisper :

“It is so good of you, dear, to give me a chance of
meeting ‘ really nice people.” One has so little opportunity,
living in the suburbs, of seeing how ‘really nice people’
behave.”

Ethel coloured with annoyance. She always invited
Ellaline with some such preamble as the one quoted. She
loved to make Ellaline think she lived in the centre of
fashionable society. She had no sense of humour, an |
could not bear the tables being turned upon her like this.
She had no repartee ready, and could not conceal her
mortification. It was at its height by the time Rosaleen
reached the drawing-room. She could have borne every-
thing better if Ellaline had not been there to see it.

Rosaleen did not even reach the drawing-room first,
as she ought to have done. She missed the signal Ethel
gave, or did not know what it meant. She had kept her
seat until Mossy said :

“That’s right, Lady Ranmore. You stay and talk tous!”
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Then, with a fresh flush of confusion, she had under-
stood, and got up.

They were all in the drawing-room when she gob
there, the curious, ill-bred women, and Mrs. Streeter,
whose lorgnettes seemed concentrated on her face like
burning-glasses. How she wished for the quiet of her
small bedroom at Albany Street! What had her host said
about Terence? Had Derry heard? And what did he
mean ab all ? How unfit she was to be here among Derry’s
fine friends! The things she had done at dinner! And
now those burning-glasses on her face.

“ You waited on Lady Ranmore,” Mrs. Streeter began,in
those sweet tones of hers that carried as much malice as
Mrs. Jobson’s lisp. Mrs. Streeter could not bear that there
should be other good-looking women in the world. She was
quite virtuous herself, and thought her condition, con-
sidering her beauty, quite exceptional. She had never
had a lover; her little, respectable, consumptive hus-
band sufficed Ler coldness. But she suspected all other
beautiful women, drew her skirts away from the con-
tamination of them, and hated them for the happiness
that had been denied to her. “ Do tell us why you left
Was she pleased when you married her son ? ”

“It wasn’t Mr. Derry that was her son. It’s Lord
Re«nmore that was her son.” Rosaleen had no weapon
with which to meet this insolence. She went red
and white, and looked to this side and another like a
trapped animal, as she answered in the simplicity of her
confusion.

But Mrs. Streeter had made a faux pas, and of cou.e
Mrs. Jobson drew immediate attention to it.

“ Fancy you not knowing Liord Ranmore has only just
come into ve title! I should have thought you'd have
known vat, Mrs. Streeter.”” Mrs. Jobson laughed. * Though
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of course, it’s not as if you had ever mixed in ve Castle
seb . . .”

In parrying Mrs. Jobson’s attack Mrs. Streeter let go her
hold on Rosaleen. The glasses were directed elsewhere
for a moment, and Rosaleen’s face could begin to cool.

Her hostess took no notice of her at all. Those among the

guests who were not actively malicious had not the manners
to approach her. For a few minutes she stood quite isolated
and strange amongst them. Then there was a movement
made to the dressing-room. There was powder to be re-
placed, and fringes to be adjusted before the men rejoined
them. Bridge was to be the order of the evening. Already
two or three green cloth-topped tables, each with its ordered
burden of cards and markers, were incongruous in the
elaborately upholstered room. Rosaleen was neglected, or
forgotten for a moment. And she seized upon her oppor-
tunity like a famished dog upon a bone. She wanted to
move out of the focus of these curious eyes. She wanted
to be alone again, to cool the burning of her cheeks, and
still the tumultuous beating of her heart. She went out
of the drawing-room when they did, but it was not upstairs
to the bedroom she’d be going with them. They did not
want her, she was not of their kind. She was flying
downstairs whilst they were chattering about each other’s
jewellery and clothes. She was down the stairs, and
through the street-door, before anyone noticed she was
gone. She had not waited to find her cloak ; she would
not face again the blaze of light in the pink room.

Down the stairs, and through the hall she darted, as if
the lorgnettes and that sweet, insolent voice would pursue
her. A wondering footman, startled into politeness, opened
the door for her.

Now she was in the street, panting. She did not stop
to look this way or that, she was afraid they would be
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after her. She took to her heels like a child pursued by
fear, round the Square, and down Grosvenor Street, never
pausing until Bond Street vwas passed, and two or three
corners doubled, and she could feel herself safe.

But Rosaleen’s costume of white muslin, without coat
or hat, was even more conspicuous in Regent Street than
it bad been in Grosvenor Square. She paused to take her
bearings when she reached the Circus, and in that pause
a man came up and spoke to her. Of course it was an
outrageous thing for him to have done, seeing that he was
a married man, on his way home to Portland Place, after
a degorous game of billiards at his club. But he had never
seen her on the street before, and her looks were unusual
and striking. Perhaps, however, it is unnecessary to try
to excuse him.

Rosaleen was a little dazed by now. The man seemed
kind when he spoke to her ; but it was out of the way of
everybody Rosaleen would be flying. There was no sense
or reason in her action, already she knew she ought not
to have run away, to have left Derry behind, to have
behaved so childishly. And now she had lost her bearings.

‘“ Are you looking for anybody ? Is there anything I
can do for you ? ”” Willie Henhouse asked her. She stopped,
regirding him doubtfully ; and emboldened, he went on :

“I think we must have met somewhere. You don’t
remember me, perhaps 2 ”

“TI've never set eyes on you, I'm thinking.”” Even that
short speech was enough to betray her country.

“Surely wo met in Ireland. Won’t you try and re-
member 2 ”

“Is it from Ireland you are? Then perhaps I can ask
you. It’s Albany Street I'm looking for; it’'s my way
P've lost. Am I near there belike ? "

Albany Street was hardly an address to assure a man
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about town that he had made a mistake in addressing the

young woman.

“ We are within a quarter of an hour of Albany Street.
You will let me walk there with you; or perhaps you'd
rather drive ? ”

“Tll be thankful to you, I'd rather walk,” she said,
simply.

It was the strangest experience for Willie Henhouse.
He walked by her side, steering her carefully down by-
streets, and out to Portland Road Station. They might
have passed his own house, but of course he avoided that.
He talked all the time, about Ireland, and why she had
left it, the length of her stay in London, and so on. She
never answered him at all, or if a word fell from her, even
he could see that her thoughts were elsewhere. When

they came to the corner of her street, her face lit up in
recognition :

“I’ll not be troublin’ you any further,” she said. * For
it’s here ; and thank you kindly for bringing me.”

*“ Oh, nonsense !’ Willie answered. ** Of course you are
going to ask me to come in with you? ” Now he caught
hold of her arm. She wrenched it from him indignantly :

At that moment Derry’s hansom drew up, he was out of
it before it had time to pull up, out of it, and on to Willie.

“ What do you mean by it? What do you mean ? ”

He had hold of him.

“Run home, Rosaleen, run home.” He shook Willie,
who was a little man, wel! known in the rubber-market, but
insiguificant outside of it. Willie Henhouse thought he had
got himself into a tight place, of course this was her
bully, this big fellow who had a grasp like iron on his arm.
Willie had quick visions of blackmail, and esclandre, and
no end of horrors. He looked desperately up and down
for a policeman, but there was no policeman in sight.
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“It’s your life I'll be shaking out of you! How dare
you speak to that lady ? ”

Rosaleen had not obeyed his injunction to run home.
She stood by, wondering at Derry’s strength, and the
great size of him. But now she thought she should
speak :

“It’'s me that asked him the way in Regent Street.”
Derry dropped Willie’s arm, and turned round to urge she
should go away home. “I'd lost my bearings...”

You cannot be a dealer in the rubber market, and
lack smartness. The very moment Derry dropped his
arm, Willie had his foot on the step of the waiting
hansom.

“ A sovereign when you get me to Portland Place,” he
shouted to the man,

The London cabman looked at Derry, and at the girl in
her white dress. Then he gave his new customer a solemn
wink.

“Hell for leather,” said Willie, and the man whipped
up his horse. Whichever of the two swells was in the
right, was not for Cabbie to enquire. He had brought the
other from Grosvenor Square, and he, too, had urged
speed. But a quid is a quid, and he whipped up his
horse.

This night’s experience was not one that Willie Henhouse
ever related ; he was in a sweat of apprehension until he was
safe inside his own door. He was a married man, and lived
habitually in impeccable domestic virtue. What had
induced him to embark upon such an adventure he could
not imagine. His mind led him to blackmail, and a
thousand dangers he had escaped. It was a most wholesome
lesson to Willie, and one by which he profited.

As for those left behind on the pavement, it was Derry
who spoke first.
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“How came you to do it, Rosaleen ? ” he asked. He
opened the door with his latch-key, and drew her into the
shelter of the narrow passage. Still holding her arm, he led
her up to the sitting-room, then turned on the gas.

“ How came you to do it ?”” He was quite breathless,

white round the nostrils ; and the look in his eyes was
different from any she had ever seen in them,
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CHAPTER XI

- OW dared that man lay hold of you?”

He had her arm himself, and he did not leave go,
although now they were in the sitting-room. She made
no effort to free herself from him.

Derry had been full of anxiety when he heard that  Bady
Ranmore had gone home;’” although the exact manner of her
going had not been told him. Mrs. Leon had said she
feared she was unwell, but Derry had not been very
attentive to Ethel’s artificial surmises. He had made his
excuses as quickly as he could and dashed after her. He
was filled with misgivings. Having made her accept the
invitation, he knew the experiment had not been a
success. In the cab as he dashed after her, he was tender
and pitiful in his thoughts of her. And, for some reason or
another, unrecognised even by himself, the tenderness and
pitifulness were less quixotic, and more primitive, than
any he had as yet allowed himself. To Derry it seemed
that Rosaleen, although she was different, had more than
held her own amongst those second-class ladies at Ethel’s
party. Derry had no fault to find with the high frock ; the
crown of black hair was more becoming than jewels ;
the white skia, with the geranium flush that came and
went, was more beautiful than painted cheeks. Yet
because of his own sensitiveness, he had guessed something
of how she must have been feeling amongst them. When
he heard she had gone home, he knew he must follow her.
Then, when he came up to her, and saw her on the pave-
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ment, talking w~ith a man, a man who laid a sacrilegious
hand upon her sleeve, he had lost his self-control.

“ How dared he lay hold of you ? ”’ he asked.

Rosaleen was facing a Derry that was new to her, one
with anger in his face, and excitement. He hurt her with
the tightness of his grasp, but she had no fear of him.

‘“ Are you angered with me ? ” she said, wonderingly.

“ What did he say to you? ”

“ He said he’d be glad to see me a step on me way.”

“ Be damned to him! be damned to him!”

‘“ And ’twas when he said that I might ask him to come
e

“ And you . . .” his grasp tightened.

“It’s bruising me you are.” She tried to get free.

“Oh yes, ’tis he that might hold you; you that can’t
bear I should touch you.”

She looked at him, and then she met his eyes, saw a
light, an intentness in them, and lowered her own.

“ Anybody but me may touch you,” he said sullenly.

“"Tis cruel you are, cruel ! ” Her hands went up to hide

her face. But he took them down, and held them, and
forced her eyes.

“You like me less and less.”

“It’s not the truth you’re speaking.” This was quite
low. And then, because of her own heart that was clamour-
ing, or because of what she saw in his eyes, having once
before seen the same look in a man’s eyes, she was suddenly
one burning blush, and her head drooped like a wilted
flower on a stalk.

“ You’re hurting me ; let go my hands.”

“You know I would not hurt you.”

“You’ve been good to me.” There was a sob in her throas.

“Not as good as I'd like to be ; ’ he was a little beside
himself ; *“ you only half trust me.”
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“You're angry with me for running away, for leaving
the Louse like that,” she said, in confusion, conscious still
of that light in his eyes, which might be anger.

“It’s not angry with you at all I am.” Now his voice was
as soft as a caress. Then he tried to remember all he had
forgotten, but she looked so beautiful, standing before
him in confusion, in fear almost, now pale and now flushed,
and so like a girl, the very girl who had caught his love
in the Ranmore woods, that he heard his own heart beating,
and his breath was caught in his throat, as it might be
with a man in face of physical danger. Perhaps it was
fear, too, that she heard knocking. If her eyes drooped,
his had a sudden hunger in them ; and yet he was ashamed.

“If you'd never met Terence at all?” he found him-
self saying ; it was only by accident the words slipped out,
it was as if he were thinking aloud, and then was ashamed
of the words as he heard them, and stopped abruptly.
The fitful colour in her face faded to whiteness ; an anguish
of memory and shame seized her :

“ Ay, if I'd never met kim, sf I'd never set eyes on him !”
she echoed.

He mistook the strain in her voice, the hopeless misery

f it. How could he know that every hour since she had
been through that empty ceremony of marriage with him,the
memory of Terence, and what Terence had made of her,
had become more and more unbearable ? She looked back
in shame, and forward she could not look at all. She had
been through so many emotions this evening ; but when
Derry said to her, “if you’d never met Terence at all /™ it
was agony that shot through her at the thought of what
might have been! . . . She dropped on the floor at his
feet, her head went down on her arms; she was only a
peasant, she broke out into weeping, and her slight form
was shaken with sobs. Derry dared not trust himself to
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stoop and gather her in his arms ; he walked up and down
in agitation instead, and said :

“Oh! don’t, now, don’t!” And “ Give over, do!
Give over!”

He only felt that he had frightened, shocked, outraged
her, brute that he was, unfit for his charge. She had loved
his cousin, and was mourning for him all the time ; these
wild sobs were for him. He hated himself for what he had
said. He forgot exactly what he had said, but he knew
what he had meant or felt. Only for a moment, it had
only been for a moment, he had lost his eelf-composure.
She must not sob like this. He stopped before her abruptly.

“ Give over crying like that,” he said. “ It’s Terence’s
widow you are, sure enough, I wasn’t meaning anything
but taking care of you. It wasn’t angry with you at all I
was, only resentful, when I saw that man touch you. And
80 he would have been himself, it’s his widow you are to
me.”’

She was ashamed of her wild sobs, they ceased quite
abruptly. His words were like a douche of cold water
on them ; ¢ was only Terence’s widow she was to him.
She got up slowly, keeping her face averted from him,
But indeed he was not looking at her.

‘“It’s been a long day, and trying . . .”

“ Good night to you,” she said dully. “I'm sorry...”

“There’s no need.”

She was sorry she had failed him so miserably at the
grand party, sorry her self-control had broken down for
that wild moment on the floor. If she was sorry for some-
thing beyond that, some stilling, stunning words that rever-
berated in her ears, she was not conscious of it. Dully she
said :

“Good night,” and “ I'm sorry.”

“There’s no need,” he answered. He had hurt her by
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his worcis about Terence, and in her hurt she had cried out.
That was all.

He opened the door for her. She passed through, then
she came back, hesitating.

“It’s getting late,” he said quickly. ‘Good night.”
He held the door.

“Would you rather I'd not be going out to Siam with
you? You'd be freer alone, I'll be a drag and a hind-
rance to you.” Now she, too, was speaking very quickly.
“It’s not Lady Ranmore I'm fit to be, anyhow, and
after to-night . . .”

*“ You were the greatest lady of them all to-night.”

“You’d best be leaving me behind.”

“You're not trusting me, because . . . because I lost
me temper with you.”

“I'm trusting you to the death. But ... but it’s
disgracing you I'll be!” Her voice was low, and the sob
was not far from it.

“You’ll not be doing that.” '

“It’s the wrong thing I'll be for ever doing. It’'s a
grand lady you ought to have had for your wife, and not
me at all, at all. I ought not to have let you do it; it’s
selfish I've been to you. But you’ll be free if yvou go to
this new country alone.”

“Come in a minute.”

She came back into the room, and he shut the door
behind her.

“ Will you sit down ? ” He pushed a chair toward her.
“ Do you mind if I smoke ? We won’t go to bed this night
without talking, and it’s not so late.” He knew he must
reassure her, and perhaps himself. She obeyed him,
coming back, and sinking into the chair he gave her; she
was just tired. But all she was thinking was that she was
nothing but a tie to him,and that he should leave her behind.
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“I#’s a poor Irish country girl I am, it’s nothing but
the cooking and the needlework I know. Your aunt said
I was light-footed after her, and quick to learn, but
what’s that to yourself ? ”

Derry did not want to speak too quickly. He filled his
pipe very deliberately. At first his fingers trembled, but
at the end they were steady.

“ We've got to go out there together. Don’t be thinking
too much about the future, let us go on as we were going.
To-night was strange to you. I ought to have helped you
more, and I'm sorry I lost my temper at the end, here in
this room. . . .”

He had finished filling his pipe, now he lit it.

“It was that man . . . of course I understand now.
What I want you to get clear is that we have undertaken
this thing together, and we’ve got to carry it through.
It’s Lady Ranmore you are, and nothing is going to alter
it. All we’ve done would go for nothing, if you let me go
away alone. What would they think up at the Castle ? ”

He knew he did not want to part with her; that was
all he would allow himself to know just now. Nothing
had happened to make them change their plans. He did not
know she was as little anxious to part from him as he from
her. They had no glossary as yet to each other’s language.

And yet she felt she was not as unhappy as she had been
a few moments ago. He did not want to leave her behind.
She listened to his arguments, and he went on arguing,
perhaps with himself.

“T’ll go with you, if you want me to, and gladly,” she
said, in the end. “ And I'll bear myself as Lady Ranmore
as best I may. You'll not be hard on me, if it comes slow ?
I'll try to make myself worthy.”

She had risen from her chair, and now he, too, got up
again. He had quite subdued himself, and there was
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nothing left of that primitive feeling which had seized him
on seeing another man’s hold on her arm. In the reaction
he felt quite cold to her. She looked very tired, and very
young ; it was a long way they were going together.

“ It’s getting late,” was all he said, “ and we’ve a good
bit to be seeing to to-morrow.”

She felt the reaction so much more quickly than she had
felt the approach.

“ Good night.”

“ Good night.”

But he did not go to bed himself for quite a long time
after that. He sat and smoked and looked into the fire.
He could not see happy pictures there, of wife and chil-
dren, as other men might have done ; nor of Castle Ran-
more with himself at the head of it. What he saw at first,
as he sat, was not the future, but the past. Terence wel-
coming the raw, shy schoolboy that he was when he first
went to Ranmore. Terence, before he went back to his
school in Belfast, pouring out the contents of his own
ill-provided pockets, dividing everything into two halves.
One half must always be for Derry. And the letter or
two that would come from him, not very well written,
not very well spelt, for Terence was never a scholar
. + . The letters held so much of himself that Derry used
to think it wasn’t Terence writing, but Terence speak-
ing: “I miss you horridly here, old man. I've got no
one to bully nor order about, and I’m spoiling for a turn-
up with you, and hugging afterwards. Margaret says I'm
to tell you there’ll be the trout this time, and you’re not
to have grown any more, or the shadow of you will frighten
the fish . . .”

“I promised I'd look after her for him,” Derry said
drearily to himself, as he finished looking back, and got
up from the chair, * and look after her I will, but . . .”
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The *“ but ™ was so loud and tumultuous that it ticked
from the clock, it was like a voice in the close little room.
He stretched himself, and meant to go off to bed. As he
had said, there was much to do to-morrow, one of the few
to-morrows that were left to them in England. But what
was the use of going to bed and lying awake, thinking ?
There was so much thinking to be done, and he had done
none of it, he had only acted : that was his way, his young,
impulsive way. Now, quite suddenly, and for the first
time, misgiving seized him, a cold, uncanny thing to seize
a man at one o’clock in the morning. Cohorts of doubts
suddenly assailed and buffeted him. For all the * buts,”
the only answer was the irritating tick of a cheap
American clock. They stopped him in the middle of
that healthy stretch of himself, he had felt the youth
and strength and muscle in it, dbut . . . had he over-
burdened his strength? He was going out to a new
country, to work he hardly knew, he was taking a girl
with him, taking a wife with him . . . taking Terence’s
widow with him. Even now that he was alone he flushed
at the thought of it. She was Terence’s widow. But what
were his own feelings toward her ? Misgiving was a cold
and haunting thing, and the little room was hot, stuffy,
unbearable. Yet to go to bed and lie awake, and look
back, or forward, was impossible.

Rosaleen, listening upstairs, as every night she listened
for the sound of Derry’s going up to bed, heard instead the
slam of the street door. He had gone out, he could not
bear the small rooms, or his own thoughts. Derry walked
over half London that night, getting his blood cool. He
saw a grey London, half-blind, with shuttered windows,
inexpressibly dreary and unfriendly. What lay before him
in that strange, distant country would surely be better
than this. The grey deepened, and now the houses were
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silhouetted against a fitful black sky, gusty clouds showed 1
no stars nor promise. His courage was at its lowest ebb

just then. How alone he would be in the new country !

He would take her with him, but he would not see too :
much of her. It was not himself she was wan iing, only to |
nurse her grief. And wasn’t it enough if he could stand by,
and be of help to her sometimes—she was but a girl ?

Then the clouds began to spread, and over the whole of the

sky there came a lightening. After all, he was young and ¢
strong, and he had only done for Terence what Terence {
would have done for him. Didn’t he leave his squirrel in
the cage one never-to-be-forgotten holiday, when he was
little more than ten years old, leaving it without food,
and forgetting he had meant to let it out ? He had cried
himself blind in she $rain, thinking it would starve to
death. Terence was going away himself the next day,
and the squirrel would have neither food nor water.
Derry ate no supper, he cried himself tired in the dormitory
that first night at school. He wasn’t homesick, as the
other boys taunted him, but all the time he was seeing
the squirrel, walking round and round, in the cage he and
Terence had made for him, looking vainly for nuts, for
1 water . . . Derry had all the pangs of hunger in his hed
' that night, and the bars, too, he saw around him. They
‘ had always meant to let him out when the holidays came
1! to an end, but it had been such fun feeding him with
the nuts. . . .

In the merning came Terence’s pencilled scrawl: “I
let the squirrel out when I got back from the station,
you should have seen him scamper. We'll catch him
again at Easter.”

Derry, on the Thames Embankment, between three and
four o’clock on that dreary morning, staring into the water,
found himself wondering if he had persuaded, or . . . But
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he would not let himself wonder, nor stare down into
the water, seeing their two faces reflected there ; he turned
away, feeling a little sick. The dawn had lightened, and
now the closed eyes of the houses began to open sleepily,
slowly, but still to open.

He was a man, and if it were a burden he had to bear, he
must strengthen his shoulders, that was all. Involuntarily
he squared them as he turned his face homewards. There
would be work to do, and a place to fill, and in a new
land there were new possibilities. Already the horizon was
brightening. What had he to do with misgiving? It
wasn’t himself he had to be thinking of at all, but Rosaleen,
who was brave enough to go with him, trusting herself to
him. He would make a life for her out there. It was not
of his feelings toward her he must be thinking. And now
he had no feeling toward her at all, other than a swelling
pity, and chivalry. It was going to be quite a bright morn-
ing. Somewhere, although he could not see it for the houses,
the red sun must be climbing the horizon, as so often he
and Terence had watched it rising through the mists
behind the trees in the green woods of Ranmore. He need
not doubt himself ; he would not fail in loyalty to Terence,
nor to the girl who had only himself upon whom to depend.
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CHAPTER XII

HERE was no God-speed from Ranmore, nor from
Dunstans, to start them on their journey. The
announcement of the marriage had been too long in coming.
It seemed that Derry had behaved badly, callously, to say
the least of it, and without regard for anyone but himself.
That was what Lady Ranmore thought, and it was that
supposition on which she based her subsequent actions.
The Duchess was slower to think ill of the boy she had
watched grow up, neither callous nor unkind, but just im-
pulsive and simple, a dog at Terence’s heels. Terence
had been fond of him, and thought the world of him.
Margaret sent no word, but many a time she regretted
the omission. Her conscience reproached her that she
had not been kind to the girl, nor to Derry either.
Rosaleen put resolutely away from her, as Derry told
her that she must, the feeling of the unreality of her
position. He talked about it often during their last two
days in Rondon. It was husband and wife they must be
before the world. She had a genuine humility of mind,
and the knowledge of how she had come by her position
was ever present with her. But she set herself bravely to
the task of taking her place by his side. It would have
been easier if she had known the place she had in his heart,
but there was a wall between them. It was not so much
the deficiencies in her education, for, although it would
not have qualified her for an entrance to Girton, or enabled
her to pass even the Junior College of Preceptors’ examina-
tion, yet $he instruction that had been given her, with the
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qualities it brought out, proved of more practical utility
than would the undigested cachets of information ad-
ministered by the English High Schools.

It was not in education primarily that Rosaleen failed,
it was in knowledge of the world. Her first glimpse into the
second-rate ““ smart”’ world, through Ethel Leon’s dinner-
party was only of value in so far as it directed her atten-
tion to things which had hitherto found no place with her—
spiritual unessentials, yet making for grace, external grace.
Derry’s wife ought to have every advantage, the poor girl
thought. She realised his qualities while undervaluing her
own. But she would learn to bear herself as one more
worthy of him ; she made up her mind to that.

Derry’s passage was paid by the Siamese Government,
by whom his services had been accepted when he was
Derry Malone. They had no official intimation that it was
as Lord Ranmore he was coming out to them.

There is a small colony of Englishmen employed in
different capacities by the Siamese Government, and
their head-quarters are at Bangkok. Derry had been
appointed on his qualifications. To celebrate his success
he had that never-to-be-forgotten week with Terence in
London. As events turned out, it was fortunate that the
Eastern habit of moving slowly left the post still free when
he made his hurried decision to take it up. It carried a
gsalary of something like £400 a year, a bungalow, and all
expenses. Derry had signed for two years. He felt quite
rich with his secured £500 a year from Mossy in addition
to this. He had taken a nice cabin for Rosaleen on the
sS. Moira. He knew they were going to make a success
of their project from the moment they entered Marseilles,
and stood on the quay in a blaze of sunshine.

“It’s a good omen for us,” he said ; *‘ all the sunshine,
and the beautiful boat she is.”
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Rosaleen’s spirits, too, seemed to rise as England and
Ireland receded, and the new, strange home loomed on the
distant horizon,

There was the usual crowd of travellers, whese destina-
tion was Port Said. The big financier, who was helping
us to tighten our hold on Egypt, was there, with his
secretary and valet. This big financier, by the way, was
a small and rather irritable person, apparently more
interested in his liver than in any affair of state. Calling
himself an Englishman, he yet spoke its language with a
Teutonic accent, and the title that had been conferred
upon him for services rendered sat strangely on his lack of
dignity and childish petulance of temper.

There were married couples with their provincial or
suburban narrowness of outlook, incongruous against the
blue breadth of the Mediterranean, fussy about their deck-
chairs and cushions, full of talk about their meals and
their neighbours, interested chiefly in the weather and the
boat’s daily record of knots. There were several un-
attached officers, a clergyman or two, and three entire
parties of Americans, more or less typical, with women-
folk whose attractions were insistent. Also there were
Lord and Lady Ranmore. Under the influence of deck
games, concerts, charades, and various other amusements,
there grew up a strange semi-intimacy, or camaraderse,
among these incongruous people.

The boat sped through the blue waters, the wind and
sea-spray held the sun in solution. The weather grew
hotter and ever hotter. The passengers seemed, in the
limitiess horizon of the sea-girt days, to have nothing but
mutual interests, mutual pleasures ; they were like a huge
family party, with trivial pursuits that yet sufficed them,
But the under-current of the pleasant days was an ever-
threatening boredom, the evasion of which was the one
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genuine objective. Derry had, perhaps, more than the
fear of boredom to evade, and it was he who became the
head of the Sports Committee, animating it always to
fresh effort, trying to keep the ball rolling. Bigger in
every way than any of the men on board, his cheeriness
dominated them. Perhaps at first he was playing a part,
but it soon ceased to be that. 'There was nothing morbid
about Derry, and he meant to fill his days. He was for ever
varying the ‘“how many knots a day sweepstake,” and
devising new forms of competition and prizes. He would
not let Sir Alfred Schloss’s moroseness affect him, and he
assisted in initiating the Rev. Dionysius Parker into the
mysteries of Chinese poker, and Kentucky loo. He had
first to learn them both himself, but he was never back-
ward in learning games.

Rosaleen thought everything he did was wonderful.
She tried at first to follow in his footsteps, but she never
attained even a measure of success. She could not learn
the cards, the deck games, of course, were out of the
question, she would be only a spectator at charade or
concerb. The art of trivial talk was at present beyond
her, silence being the only polished weapon in her armoury.
Around her instinctive reticence was the chain-armour of
the secret she had to guard. She could not talk of her
travel exp-riences, for from Ranmore to London was all
she knew. Of the past she could not speak, nor could she
answer kindly, intrusive questions. The present was all
strange, and the future unknown. The Americans said she
was “‘stuck up,” but Dord Ranmore was ‘‘ just a daisy ”’;
in the ignorance of their self-sufficiency they attributed
to pride what was due to humility. In the end the
majority of the passengers avoided her. She had
meant to learn much from their ease of manner, their
gift of light talk, but she soon realised she could only
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learn in watching. Comedy or farce was their drama,
tragedy hers.

Perhaps it was not strange that in Sir Alfred Schloss
she found, after Derry, her most congenial company. The
multi-millionaire, the successful financier and friend of
kings, was as much alien as she from the frivolity and
emptiness of that daily life. If he had great affairs on
hand, as the talk would have it that buzzed about him on
board, or if, as he said himself, he was voyaging for his
health, it was no matter. Withdrawing into himself as
she into herself, they found companionship when their
chairs were side by side. One whole afternoon he talked
to her about the vagaries of his digestion, twice he took
the trouble to send his man for a larger umbrella for her,
one that supported itself behind her chair, lined with green,
and luxurious with fringe. Sir Alfred was going on for
sixty years of age, a widower, and immune from women'’s
wiles, as many knew. But Rosaleen had no wiles, she had
only her beauty and her quietude, and either or both of
them soothed his nerves.

Rosaleen never found herself embarrassed by his ques-
tions. The curiosity he felt about anything but pounds,
shillings, and pence was infinitesimal. But he did ask
her about Derry’s appointment.

“I am surprised he should have taken it,” he said.
“The Siamese Government is notorious in its treat-
ment of English employées. He will never get any
further with them.” And then a gleam of interest, or
avarice, came into his<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>