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PUBLISHERS' NOTE

[N putting before the:public the last work by Mr. Grant®
Allen, the publishers’ desire to express their deep \regret,
at the author’s unexpected and lamented death—a regret in
" - which they are sure to be joined by the many thousand
readers whom he did so much to entertain. A man of curi-
ously varied and comprehensive knowledge, .and with the -
most charming personality ; a’ writer who, treating of a wide
variety of subjects touched nothing which he did not make
distinctive, he filled a place which no man hvmg can exactly
occupy. The last chapter of this volume had been rougth,.
sketched by Mr., Allen before his final illness, and his
anxiety, when debarred. from work, to see it finished, was
relieved by the consxderate kindness of his friend and néigh-
_ bour, Dr. ‘Conan Doyle, who, hearmg of his trouble, talked
it over with him, gathered his ideas, and finally wrote it
~out for him in 'the form in which it now appears—a beau- '
* tiful and pathetic act of friendship which it is a pleasure‘
to record. ‘
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HILDA WADE

CHAPTER I

THE EPISODE OF THE PATIENT WHO DISAPPOINTED HER
: DOCTOR ’

©

‘ ILDA WADE’S gifﬁ was so unique, so extraordinary,

H' that I must illustrate it, I think, before I attempt to
. describe it. But first let me say a word of explanation
about the Master.

. I have never met anyoné who impressed me so much with
a sense of greatness as Professor Sebastian. And this was
not due to his scientific eminence alone : the man’s strength
and keenness struck me quite as forcibly as his vast attain-
mepts. ~When he first came to St. Nathaniel’s Hospital, an
eager, fiery-eyed physiologist, well past the prime of life, and
~ began to preach with all the electric force of ‘his vivid per-
sonality that the one thing on earth worth a young man’s
doing was to work in his laboratory, attend his lectures,
study disease, and be a scientific dbctor,‘ dozens of us were
infected by his contagious enthusiasm. He proclaimed the
gospel of germs; and the germ of his own zeal flew abroad

L .
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" in the hospital: it ran through the wards as if it were typhoid

fever. ‘Within a few months, half the students were con- ‘
verted from lukewarm observers of medical routine into flam-
ing apostles of the new methods. - - _
The greatest authorlty in Europe on comparatlve anatomy,
now that Huxley was taken from us, he had devoted his later

“days to the pursuit of medicine proper, to which he brought a

mind stored with luminous analogies from the lower animals.
His very appearance lield one. Tall, thin, erect, with an
ascetic profile not unlike-Cardinal Manning’s, he represented
that abstract form of asceticism which consists in absolute
self-sacrifice to a mental ideal, not that which consists in re-

- ligious abnegation. Three years of travel in Africa had

tammed his skin for life. - His long white hair,-straight and
sxlvery as it fell, Just curled in one wave-like inward sweep
where it turned and rested on the stooping shoulders. . His
pale face was clean shaven, save for a thin and wiry grizzled
moustache, which cast into stroncrer relief lhe deep-set, hawk-
like eyes and the acute, intense, intellectual fedtures. 'In
some respects, his coui;tenance reminded me often of Dr.
Martineau’s : in others it recalled the knife-jike edge, un-
turnable,. of his great predecessor, Professor Owen. Wher-
ever he went, men turned to stare at him. In Paris, they
took him for the head of 'the English Socialists ; in Russia,
they declared he was a Nihilist emissary. AndAthey were
not far wrong — in essence ; for Sebastian’s stern, sﬁarp face
was above all things the face of a man‘absorbed‘and engrossed

"by one overpowering pursuit in life— the sacred thirst of

knowledge, which had swallowed up his entire nature.
He was what he Iooked—the most smcle mmded person I
have ever come across. - And when I say single-minded, I




" The Patient who Disappointed = 3

mean just that, and no more. ' He had an End to attain —
the advancement of science, and he went straight towards the
Enfl, looking neither to the . . ' :
right nor to the left for
anyone. - An American
millionaire once remarked
to him of some ingeniotis
appliance he was describ-

ing: “ Why, if you were o'
perfect that apparatus, Pro-%
fessor, and take out é_“gﬂat-
ent for it, I reckon you’d
‘make as much money as I
‘have made.”” Sebastian
withered him with a glance.
~““T have no time to.waste,””
he replied,’ ‘““on. making’
“ money !’ '
So,w’hexl Hilda Wade told &=
‘me, on the first day I met
her, that she wished to becom_e'»a nurse at Nathaniel’s, t-ov
be near Sebastian,””-T was not at all astonished. Itook herat

PROFESSOR SEBASTIAN,

her word. Everybody who meant business in any branch
of the medical art, however humble, desired to be close to
‘our rare téacher—to drink in his large thought,» to profit by .
hiS'cIear'insight, his wide experience. The man of. Na-
" “thaniel’s was revolutionising practice; and those who wished
to feel themselves abreast of the modern movement were
naturally anxious to cast in their lot with him. ~ T did not
wonder, therefore, that Hilda Wade, who herself possessed
in so large a measure the deepest feminine gifE—'intuit_ion——



e

7
%
£
o
F

T e e e e

i

4 ' Hllda Wade

should seek a place under the famous professor who repre-
sented the other side of the same endowment in its masculine
embodiment — instinct of diagnosis.

Hilda Wade herself I will not formally introduce to you :
you will learn to know her as I proceed with my story.

I was Sebastian’s assistant, and my recommendation soon
procured Hilda Wade the ‘post she so strangely coveted.
Before she had been long at Nathaniel’s, however, it began

to dawn upon me that her reasons for desiring to attend

upon our revered Master were not wholly and solely scien-
tific. Sebastianv, it is true, recogﬁised her value as a nurse
from the first ; he not only allowed that she. was a good as-
sistant, but he also admitted that her subtle knowledge of

" temperament sometimes enabled her closely to approach his

own reasoned scientific analysis of 4 case and its probable de-
velopment, ‘‘Most-women,’’ he said to me once, ‘‘ are quick
at reading #e passing emotion. . They can judge with astound-
ing correctness from a shadow on one’s face, a catch in one’s
breath, a movement of one’s hands, how their words or deeds
are affecting us. We cannot conceal our feelings from them.
But underlying character they do not judge so well as fleet-

ing expression. Not what Mrs. Jones 75 in herself, but what
Mrs. Jones is now thinking and feeling—there lies their great

success as psychologists. - Most men, on the contrary, guide

their life by definite facfs —by. signs, by symptoms, by ob-"

served data. - Medicine itself is built upon a collection of
such reasoned facts. But this woman, Nurse Wade, to a
certain extent, stands intermediate mentally between the
two sgxeé. She recognises #emperament— the fixed form of

character, and what it is likely to do—in a degree which T

have never seen .equarlled elsewhere. To that extent, and
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within proper limits of supervision, I écknowledgé her
faculty as a valuable adjunct to a scxentlﬁc practltloner 7

Still, though Sebastian
started with a predisposi-
tion in favour of Hilda
Wade—a pretty girl ap-
peals to most of us—I
could see from the be-
ginning that Hilda Wade
was by ho means enthusi-

astic for Sebastian, like .

‘the rest of the hospltah
“He is extraordinarily
able,”” she “would say,
-Wheu I gushed to her
‘about our Master ;” but
that was the most I
could ever extort from
her in the way of praise.
- Though she admitted in-
tellectually ~Sebastian’s’
_ gigantic mind, she would
never commit herself to
’ anything that sounded
-like personal admiration.
To call him “‘ the prince
of physiologists ” did not
: satisfy} me on that head.
I wanted her to exclaim,

I 'adpre him! I worship him !

ful 17

HILDA WADE. -

He is glorious, wonder-

.
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seems well enough off to live without working.

6 " Hilda Wade

I was also aware from an early date that, in an unobtrusive

- way, Hilda Wade was watching Sebastian, watching him

quietly, with those wistful, earnest eyes, as a cat watches a
mouse-hole ; Watcilillg him with mute inquiry, as if she ex-
pected each moment to see him do something different from
what the rest of us expected of him. Slowly I gathered that
Hilda Wade, in the most literal sense, had come to Nathan-
iel’s, as she herself expressed it, ‘‘ to be near Sebastian.”

‘Gentle and lovable as she was in every other aspect, to-
wards Sebastian she seemed like a lynx-eyed detective. = She
had some object in view, I thought, almost as abstract as his
own — some object to which. as I judged, she was devoting
her life quite as siug]e-vxxniudedly as Sebastian himself had
devoted his to the advancement of scietice. ( ]

“ Why did she become a nurse at all 2’ I asked once of

her friend, Mrs. Mallet. ‘“ She has plenty of money, and

i

““Oh, dear, yes,”” Mrs. Mallet answered. ‘‘She is inde-
pendent, quite; has a tidy little income of her own—six or
seven hundred a year—and she could choose hér own society.
But she went in for this mission fad early; she did n’t intend
to marry, -she said ; so she would like to have some work to

" do in life. Girls suffer like that; nowadays. In her case,

the malady took the form of nursing.”’
‘“ As a rule,”’” I ventured to interpose, ‘‘ when a pretty girl
says she does n’t intend to marry, her remark is premature.

»

It only means— 7
‘“ Oh, yes, I know., Every girl says it; 't is a stock prop- -

" erty in the popular masque of Maiden Modesty. But Wiih

Hilda it is different. And the difference is— that Hilda

1

means it !
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“Vou are right,” T answered. ‘I believe she means
jit. Yet I know one man at least——"" for I admired her
immeunsely. ’

Mrs. Mallet shook her head and srmled ‘““ It is no use,
Dr. Cumberledge,’” she answered. Hllda will never marry.

Never, that is to say, till she has attained some mysterious

- object she seems to have in view, about which she never
speaks to anyone—not even to me. But I have somehow
‘guessed it !’ ' '

“Anditis??” ) ‘ .

““ Oh, I have not guessed what it 75 - I am no (Edipus. I
have merely guessed that it ¢xists. . But whatever it may be,
Hilda's life is bounded by it. She became a nurse to carry
it out, I feel confident. From the very beginning, I gather,
a part of her scheme was to go to St. Nathaniel's. She was
always bothering us to give her introductions to Dr. Sebas-
tian ; and when she met you at my brother Hugo's, it was a
preconcerted -arrangement ; she asked to sit next you, and
meant to induce you to use your influence on her behalf with
the Professor. She was dying to get there.”

‘“It is very odd,” I mused. ‘‘ But there | — women are
mexplxcable 1

‘“ And Hilda is in that matter the very quintessence of

woman. Even I, who have known her for years, don’t pre-
tend to understand her.”’

‘A few months later, Sebastian began his great researches
on his néw anzestletic. - It was a wonderful set of researches.
It promised so well. All Nat’s (as we familiarly and affec-
tionately styled St. Nathaniel’s) wasin a fever of excitement -
over the drug for a twelvemonth

The Professor obtained his first hint of the new bodv by a
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mere accident. His friend, the Deputy Prosector of the
Zoologxcal Society, had mixed a draught for'a sick raccoon at
the Gardens, ind, by some mistake in a bottle, had mixed it
wrongly. (I purposely refrain from mentioning the ingre-
dients, as they are drugs which ‘can be ‘easily obtained in
isolation at any chemist’s, though wﬁ;n compounded they
form one of the miost dangerous and difficult to detect of
orga'nicv poisous. 1 do not desire to play into the hands of

. would-be criminals.) The compound on which the Deputy

Prosector had thus accidentally lighted sent the raccoon to
sleep in the most extraordinary manner. Indeed, the raccoon
slépt for thirty-six hours on end, all attempts to awake him
by pulling his tail or tweaking his hair being quite unavail- |

ing. This was a novelty in narcotics; so Sebastian was
" asked to come and look at the slumbering brute. He sug-

gested the attempt to perform an operation on the sommnolent

* raccoon by removing, »under the influence of the drug, anin-
_ternal growth, which was considered the probable cause of

his illness. A surgeon was called in, the growth was found
and removed, and the raccoon, to everybody’s surprise, con-
tinued to slumber peacefully on his straw for five hours after-

wards. At the end of that time he awoke, and stretched
" himself as if nothing had happenéd ; and though he was, of

course, very weak from loss of blood, he immediately dis-

‘played a most royal huunger.' -He ate up all the maize that

was offered him for breakfast, and procéeded to manifest a
desire for more by most unequ1voca1 ‘symptoms. ‘
- Sebastian was overjoyed: - He now felt sure he had dis-

'covexjed a drug which would supersede chloroform—a drug
. mdre,lastingin its immediate effects, and yet far less harmful
_ in its ultimate results on the balance of the system.. A name




The Patient whoDisappbointedv | 9

being wanted for it, he christened it *‘ lethodyne.” It was

the best pain-luller yet invented. oo
For the next few weeks, ‘at Nat’s, we heard of nothing #-

but lethodyne. Patients recovered and patients died ; but

their deaths. or recoveries were as dross to lethodyne, an

“IT WAS NO GOOD ; FHE RABBITS ALL DIED.”

anzesthetic that might revolutionise surgery, and even medi-
* cine! A royal road through disease, with no trouble to the -
- doctor and no pain to the patient I Lethodyne held the
field. We wete all of us, for the moment, intoxicated with
lethodyne. o o

Sebastian’s observations on the new agent occupied several

RLIT
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months. He had begun with the raccoon : he went on, of:

" course, with those poor scapegoats of physiclogy, domestic

rabbits. . *Not that in this particular case any painful experi-
ments were in contemplation. ~The Professor tried the drug

_on a dozen or more quite healthy young Namimélvs——with_the
" 'strange result that they dozed off quietly, and never woke up

again. This nonplussed Sebastian. He experimented once
more on another raccoon, with a smaller dose ; the raccoon fell
asleep, and slept like a top for fifteen hours, at the.end-of
which time he woke up as if nothing out of the common had
happencd Sebastian fell back upon rabblts again, with
smaller and smaller doses. It was no good ; the rabbits a]l_ '
died with great unamm]ty, udtil_ the dose was so diminished '

. that it did not send them off to sleep at all. There was no
middle course, apparently, to-the rabbit kind, lethodyne
was either fatal or else inoperative. So it proved‘ to sheep.
The new drug killed, or did not/hing. ‘ »

I will not trouble you with all the details of Sebastian’s
further researches ; the curious will find them discussed at
length in Volume 237 of the Philosophical Transactions. (See

. also Comptes Rendus de I’ Académie de Médecine : tome 49,
pp. 72 and sequel.) I will restrict myself here to that part

of the inquiry which lmmedlately refers to Hilda" Wade’s

_ hlstory :

“If T were you ' she said to the Professor one morning, -
when he was most astonished at his contradlctory results,
‘I would test it on a hawk. If I dare venture on a sugges-
tion, I believe you will find that hawks recover.”

“‘I'hie deuce they do !” Sebastian cried. However, he
had such confidence in Nurse Wade’s judgment that he
bought a couple of hawks and tried the treatment on them.
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Both birds‘tbok‘conside.rable doses, and, after a pé’riod of
insensibility extending to several hours, woke up in the end
quite bright and lively. ' _ . ' .
¢ I see your principle,”” the Professor broke out. ‘‘ It de-
pends upon diet. Carnivores and birds of prey can take
lethodyne with impunity; herbivores and fruit-eaters canuot
recover, ahd die of it. Man, therefore, being partly car-
11ivoroué, will doubtless be able more or less to stand it.""
Hilda Wade smiled her sphinx-like smile. ‘‘ Not quite
that, I fancy,”’ she answered. -*‘ It will kill cats, I feel sure;
" at least, most domesticated ones. But it will 2207 kill weasels.
Vet both are carnivores.” ] ) - ‘
_ ““That young woman knows too much !’’ Sebastian mut-
tered to me, looking after her as she glided noiselessly with
her gentle tread down the long white corridor.. *‘ We shall
have to suppress her, Cumberledge. . ButI’ll vs;ager
my life shé ’s right, for all that. I wonder, now, how the
dickens she guessed it !’ o .
“ Intuition,”” I answered. .
He pouted his under lip above the ﬁpper one, with a dubi-

ous acquiescence. ‘‘ Inference, I callit,”’ he retorted. ‘‘All -
woman’s so-called intuition is, in fact, just-rapid and half-

unconscious inference.”” : -

He was so full of the subject, however, and so utterly car-
ried away by'his scientific ardouar, that I regret to say he
gave a strong dose of lethodyne at once to each of the ma:
tron’s petted and pampered Persian cats, which lounged

about her room and were the delight of the convalescents. -
’ They were two peculiatly lazy sultanas of cats—mere jewels -
of the harem—Oriental beauties that loved to bask in the sun '

or curl theinselves up on the rug before the fire and dawdle
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away their lives in congenial idleness. = Strange ‘tdl say,
Hilda’s prophecy came true. Zuleika settled herself down
comfoftab]y in the Professor’s easy chair ‘and fell into a
sound sleep from which there was no awaking; while Roxana
. met fate on the tiger-skin she loved, coiled upin a circle, and
passed from this life of dreams, without knowing it, into one
‘where dreaming is not. Sebastian noted the facts with a

quiet gleam of satisfaction in his watchful eye, and 'explainedr
afterwards, with curt glibness to the angry matron, that her -

X3

favourites had been
‘ painless martyrs to the advancement of physiology.”
The weasels, on the other hand, with an equal dose, woke

canonised in the roll of science, as

- up after six hours as lively as crickets. It was clear that
carnivorous tastes were not the whole solutlon for Roxana
- was famed as a notable mouser. ‘
““ Your principle ? >’ Sebastian asked our sibyl, in his brief,
" quick way.. o '

Hilda’s cheek wore a glow of pardonable triumph. ‘The’

- great teacher had deigned to ask her assistance. ‘‘I judged
by the analogy of Indian hemp,” she answered. *‘This is
. clearly a similar, but much stronger, narcotlc Now, when-

ever I have given Indian hemp by your dlrectlon to people ‘

of slugglshv or even of merely bustling teniperament, I have
noticed that 'small doses produce serious effects, and that the
after-results are most undesirable.. But when you have pre-

scribed the hemp for nervous, overstrung, imaginative people, -
I have observed that they can stand large amounts of the -
tmcture without evil results, and that the after-effects pass

- off rapldly I who am mercunal in temperament, for ex-
ample, can take any amount of Indian hemp Wlthout being

 made ill by it ; while ten drops will send some slow and

‘g’l
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torpid rustics mad drunk with exmtement—dnve them mto
homicidal mania.’ ; :

Sebastian nodded his head He needed no more explana-
tion. ‘“ You have hit if,”’ he said. <1 see it at a glance. ‘
The old antithesis! All men and all animals fall, roughly

- speaking, into two great divisions of type the impassioned

~and the unimpassioned; the wvivid and the phlegmatic. I
catch your drift now. Lethodyne is poisén to. phlegmatic
patients, who have not active power enough to wake up from
it unhurt ; it is relatively harmless to the vivid and impass-
ioned, who can be put asleep by it, indeed, for a few hours
more or less, but are alive enough to live.on through the -

" .coma and~reassert their vitality after it.”’ '

-1 recognised as he spoke thaf this explanatlon was correct.
The dull rabbits, the sleepy Persian cats, and the silly sheep.
had died outright of lethodyne ; the cunning, inquisitive
raccoon, the quick hawk, and the active, intense dnatured
weasels, all most eager, wary, and alert animals, full of keen-
ness and passion, had recovered quickly. *

o Dare we try it ona human sub_] ect ?”’ I asked, tentatively.

Hilda. Wade answered at once, with that unerring rapidity

~of hers: * Yes, certainly ; on a few—the right persons. 7/

- for one, am not afraid to try it.”

“You?” I crled fee]mg suddenly aware how much I
thought of her. ““ Oh, not you, please, Nurse Wade. . Some
other life, less valuable 1 :

Sebastian stared at mecoldly. ‘‘ Nurse Wade volunteers ”
he said. ‘It is in the cause of science. Who dares dis-
suade her ? That tooth of yours? Ah, yes. Quite suffi-
cient ‘excuse. - - You wanted it out, Nuarse Wade Wells-
Dmton shall operate ” ' .



14 : Hllda Wade

Wlthout a moment’s hesitation, Hllda Wade sat down in
an easy chair and took a measured dose of the new anzs-
thetic, proportioned to the average difference in weight be-
tween - raccoons and humaniiy. My “face displayed my
anxiety, I suppose, for she turned to me, smilingf with quiet
confidence. ‘“I know my own constitution,’” she said, with
a reassuring glance that went straight to my heart. “Ido .
not in the least fear.” . ,

As for Sebastian, he administered the drug to her as un-
concernedly as if she were a rabbit. Sebastian’s scientific
coolness and calmness have long been the admiration of _
‘younger practitioners. : .

Wells-Dinton gave one wrench. The tooth came out as
though the patlent were a block of marble. - There was not-
a cry or a movement, such as one notes when nitrous oxide
is administered: Hilda Wade was to all appearance a mass
of lifeless flesh. We stood round and watched. - I was
trembling with terror. Even on Sebastian’s pale face,

" 'usually so unmoved, save by the' watchful eagerness of scien-
tific curiosity, I saw sigus of anx1ety _ .

After four hours of profound slumber — breath hovering, .
as it seemed, between life and death — she began to come to
again. In half an hour more she was wide awake; she
opened her eyes and asked for a gldss of hock with beef -
essence or oysters. .

That evening, by six o clock she was’ qmte well and able
to go about her duties as usual. .

“ Sebastlan isa wonderful man,”’ I said to her, as I enter;ed :
~ her ward on my rounds at night. ‘‘ His coolness astorx"shes

" me. Do you know, he watched you all the time you were
lying ésleep there as if nothing were the matter.”

~
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- apostle of philanthropy !
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" ““ Cooluess ?”’ she inquired, in a quiet voice. *‘ Or

cruelty ? .
“ Cruelty 7’ I echoed, aghast. Sebastian‘cruel 1 Oh,

Nurse Wade, what an idea! Why, he has spent his ‘whole

life in striving against all odds to alleviate pain. He is the
' LR }

~ ‘“ Of philanthropy, or of science ? To alleviate pain, or to
learn the whole truth about the human body ?

‘“ Come, come, now,” I cried. ‘‘ You analyse too far. I
will not let even yox put me out of couceit with Sebastian.’’
(Her face flushed at that ‘‘ even yox’’; 1 almost fancied she

began to like me.) ¢ He is the enthusmsm of my life ; _]ust

‘consider how much he has done for humanity ! ”’
She locked me through searchingly. ‘T will not destroy _

your illusion,” she answered, after a pause. ‘‘ It is a noble

and generous one. But is it not largely based on an ascetic -

face, long white hair, and a moustache that hides the cruel
corners of the mouth? - For the corners are cruel. Some
day, I will show you them. Cut off the long hair, shave the
grizzléd moustache — and what then will remain?’’ She
drew a profile héstily “Just that,” and she showed it me.
T was a face:] %zke Robespierre’s; grown harder and older

and lined with observation. I recognised that it was-in fact

the essence of Sebastian.
Next day, as it-turned out, the Professor hlmself insisted
upon testing lethodyne in his own person. All Nat’s

- strove to dissuade. him. ‘‘ Your life is so prec10us sir—
- the advancement of sc19nce"" But the Professor was .

adamantine.
‘“ Science can only- be advanced if men' of science will take

_ thelr 11ves in thexr hands,’’ he answered, sternly ¢ Bes:des
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Nurse Wade has tried. Am I to lag behind a woman in niy
devotion to the cause of physiological knowledge ?*’

~““Let him try,”’” Hilda Wade murinured to me. He is
quite right. It will not hurt him. I have told him already
he has just the proper temperament to stand the drug. - Such
people are rare : /e is one of them.”’

We administered the dose, trembling. ~Sebastian took it
like a man, and dropped off instantly, for lethodyne isat Ieast
as instantaneous in its operation as nitrous oxide.

He lay long asleep. Hilda and I watched-him.

After he had lain for some minutes senseless, like a log, on
the couch where we had placed him, Hilda stooped over him
quietly and lifted up the ends of the grizzled moustache.
Then she pointed one accusing finger at his lips. “1 told
you so,”’ she murmured, with a note of demonstratlon

‘“ There is certainly somethmg rather stern, or even ruth-
less, about the set of the face and the firm ending of the lips,” -
I admitted, reluctantly. .

‘‘ That is why God gave men moustaches,’”’ she mused, in
a low voice ; ‘“to hide the cruel corners of their mouths.”

s

. ‘“ Not always cruel,” I crled ,

‘“ Sometimes cruel, sometimes cunnmg, sometimes sensu-

ous; but nine times out of ten best masked by moustaches.”’
““ You have a bad opinion of our sex !’ I exclaimed. -

“ Providence. knew best,”’ she answered. ‘]z‘ gave you
moustaches. That was in order. that we women might be
spared from always seeing you as you are. Besides, I said
‘ Nine times out of ten.’ There aré'exceptions—-szzc/z ex-
ceptions ! . ‘

On second thought I"did not feel sure that I could quarrel

- with her estimate. '
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The experiment was that time once more successful. Se-
bastian woke up from the comatose state after eight hours,
not quite as fresh as Hilda Wade, perhaps, but still tolerably -
alive; lessalert, however, and complaining of dull headache.
He was not hungry. Hilda Wade shook her hedd at that.
‘It will be of use only in a very few cases,” she said to me,
regretfully ; ““and those few will need to be carefu]ly plcked
by anacute observer I see resistance to the. coma '
is, even more than I thought, a matter of tem-

‘“HE LAY LONG ASLEEP.”

perament. Why, so impassioned a man as the Professor

himself cannot entirely recover. With more sluggish tem-

peraments, we shall have deeper difficulty.”

“Would you call him" 1mpa551oned P T asked ‘“ Most
people thmk him so cold and stern.’

She shook ‘her head. ‘‘ He is a snow-capped vo]cano 1
she answered. ‘' The fires of his life burn bnght below.
The exterior alone is cold and plac1d ” -

However startmg from -that " tlme Sebastlan began a
course of expenments on patients, giving mﬁmtesxmal doses

.
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at first, and venturing slowly on somewhat larger quantities.
But only in his own case and Hilda’s could the result be
called quite satisfactory. One dull and llea{ry, drink-sodden
ﬁavvy, to_whom he administered no more than one-tenth of
‘a grain, was ‘drowsy for a week, and listless long after; while
a fat washerwoman from West Ham, who took only two-
tenths, fell so fast a’s]eep,'and snored so stertorously, that
we feared she was going to doze off into eternity, after the’
fashion of the rabbits. Mothers of large families, we noted,
stood the drug very ill; on pale young girls of the consump-
tive tendency its effect was not marked ; but only a patient
here and there, of exceptlonally 1mag1nat1ve and vivid tem-
_perament, seemed able to endure it. Sebastian was discour-
aged. He saw the anzesthetic was not destined to fulfil his
first enthusiastic humanitarian expectations. One day,
while the investigatiouy was just at this stage, a case was
admitted into the observation-cots in which Hilda Wade took
a particular interest. The patient was a young girl named
Isabel Huntley — tall, dark, and sleud’er, a fnarkedly quick
and imaginative type, with large black eyes which clearly
bespoke a passionate nature. Though distinctly hysterical,
she was pretty and pleasing. Her rich dark hair was as
.copious as it was beautiful. She held herse’lf\i erect and had:
a finely poised head. From the first mome@t she arrived,
I could see Nurse Wade was strongly drawn towards her.
Their souls sympathised. Number Fourteen — that is our
impersonal way of describing cases —was constantly on
Hilda’s lips. ‘I like the girl,” she said once. ‘‘She is a
lady in fibre.”’ : «

‘““And a tobacco tmnmer by trade,”’ Sebastlan added, sar- .
_ castically.
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As usual Hilda’'s was the truer description. It went
deeper. ’

Number Fourteen's allment was a rare and peculiar one,
into which I need not enter here with professional precision.
(I have described the case fully for my brother practitioners
in hly paper.iu the fourth volume of Sebastian’s Medzcal Mis-

- cellanies.) . It will be eixough for my present purpose to say,

in brief, that the lesion consisted of an internal growth
which is always dangetous and most often fatal, but which

_ nevertheless is of such a character that, if it be once happily

eradicated by supremely good surgery, it néver tends to
recur, and leaves the patient as strong and well as ever.
Sebastian was, of course, delighted with the splendid oppor-
tunity thus afforded him. “‘It is a beautiful case!’’ he
cried, with profeésional enthusiasm. ‘' Beautiful ! Beauti-
ful I. I never saw one so deadly or so ‘malignant before.
We are indeed in luck’s way. .Only a miracle can save
her life. Cumberledge, we must proceed to perform the
miracle.”  °s : '

Sebastian loved such cases. They formed his ideal. He
did not greatly admire the artificial prolongatiou of diseased

‘and unwholesome lives, which could never be of much use to

their owners or anyone else; but when a chance occurred for
restoring te perfect health a valuable existence which might

otherwise. be extinguished- before its time, he positively

revelled in his beneficent calling. ‘‘ What nobler object can
a man propose to hlmse]f'” he used to say, *‘ than to raise -

‘good men and true from the dead, ‘as it were, and return

them _whole and sound to the family that depends upon
them ? Why, I had fifty times rather cure an honest .coal-
heaver of a wound in his leg than give ten years more lease

-
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of life to a'gouty lord, diseased from top to toe, who expects

_ to find a month of Carlsbad or Homburg once every year

make up” for eleven months of over-eating, over-drinking,
vulgar debauchery, and under-thinking.”” He had no sym-

‘pathy with men who lived the lives of swine : his heartvwgs

with the workers.

Of course, Hilda Wade soon suggested that as an opera-
tion was absolutely necessary, Number Fourteen would be a
splendid subject on whom to test once more the effects of

 lethodyne. Sebastian, Vwith his head on one side, surveying
‘the patient, promptly coincided. ‘‘ Nervous diathesis,” he
_observed. ‘‘ Very vivid fancy.  Twitches her hands the -

right way. Quick pulse, rapid perceptions, no meaningless

‘unrest, but deep vitality. I don’t doubt she ’ll stand it.”’ -

We explained to Number Fourteen the gravity of the case,
and also the tentative character of the opération under letho-
dyne. At ﬁ;st, she shrank from taking it; ‘“No, no !’ she
said ; ““let me die Quietly.” But Hilda, like the Angel of
Mercy that she was, whispered in the girl’s ear : ** /£ it suc-
ceeds, you will get quite well, and—you can marry Arthur.”
. The patient’s dark face flushed crimson.. ' S

““Ah ! Arthur,” she cried. ‘Dear Arthur! I can bear
anything you choose to do to me — for Arthur !

‘“ How soon you find these things out !’ I cried to Hilda, -
a few minutes later. A -mere man would never have
thought of that. And who is Arthur?”’

‘“ A sailor—on a ship that trades with the South Seas.

_ hope he is worthy of her. Frettmg over Arthur’s absence

has aggravated the case. He is homeward bound now.
She is worrying herself to death for fear she should not hve
to say good bye to him.’
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‘“ She will live to marry him,”’ 1 answered, with confidence-
like her own, ‘‘ if you say she can stand it.”’ - ,
~““The lethodyné——-oh, yes; that’s all right. But the opera-
tion itself.is so extremely dangerous ; though Dr Sebastian
says he has called in the best surgeon in London for all such
cases. They are rare, he tells me —and Nielsen has per--
formed on six, three of them successfully.” .
~ We gave the girl the drug. She took it, tremblmg, and
‘went off at once, holding Hilda’s hand, with a pale smile on
her face, which persisted there somewhat weirdly all through
the ;)peration. The work of removing the growth was long
and ‘ghastly, even for us who were well seasoned to such
sights; but at the end Nielsen expressed hinisqlf-ﬁs- perfectly
satisfied. ‘“ A very meat piece of work !’’ Sebastian ex-
claimed, looking on. ‘“I congratulate you, Nielsen. I
never saw anything done cleaner or. bétter.”

" Asuccessful operation, certainly ! ! the great surgeon
admitted, with just pride in the Master’s commendation.

““ And the patient ? * Hilda asked, waveritlg.

““ Oh, the patient ? The patient will die,” Nielsen replied,
in an unconcerned voice, wiping his spotless instruments.

“‘ That is not 7y idea of the medical art,” L cried, shocked
at his callousness. ‘‘ An operation is only successful if——"

He regarded me with lofty scorn. ‘“ A certain percentage
of losses,”” he interrupted, calmly, ‘* is inevitable, of course,
in all surgical operations. We are obliged to average it.
How could I preserve my precision and accuracy of hand if
I were always bothered by sentimental considerations of the
patient’s safety ? »’ 1

Hilda Wade looked up at me with a sympathetic glance.
‘“ We will pull her through yet,”” she murmured, in her soft

v
#
)
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voice, ““if care and skill can do it,—my care and your skill.
This is now our patient, Dr. Cumberledge.”’ _

It needed care and skill. We watched her for hours, and

she showed no sign or o'leam of recovery. Her sleep was .

deeper than either Sebastian’s or Hilda’s had been. She
had taken a big dose, so as to secure nnmobﬂxtyQ The ques-
“tion now:was, would she recover at all from it ? Hour after
hour we waited‘ and watched; and not a sigh of movement ! !
Ouly the same deep, slow, hampered breathing, the ‘same
feeble, JerLy pulse, the same deathly pallor on the dark
cheeks, the same corpse-like rigidity of limb and muscle.
At_last our patient stxrred faintly, as in a dream ; her

breath faltered. We bent over her. Was it death or was -

she becrmmnv to recover ?
Very slowly, a faint trace of colour came bacL to her
cheeks. Her heavy eyes half opened. They stared first

wilhv a white stare. Her arms dropped by her side. Her
mouth relaxed its ghastly smile. -. . . We held our -

breath. . . . She was coming to again !

But her coming to-was slow—very, very slow. Her. pulse.
was still weak. Her heart pumped feebly. We feared she -

1crht sink from inanition at any moment. Hilda "Wade
- kuelt on the floor by the Cnrl s side and held a spo nful of
beef. essence coaxingly to her hps Number - Fourteen
gasped drew a long, slow breath, tlien gulped and Swal-
esz,’fowed it. After that she lay back with her mouth o en,
*looking like a corpse Hilda pressed another spoonful \of

the soft jelly upon her ; but the girl waved. it away with ope ’

trcmblmcr hand. ‘‘ Let me'd%-l’ she cried. ‘ Let me die !
I feel dead already.”’ = .

Hilda held her face close. Isebei,” she Whi'spere(d—anél_" :
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I recognised in her tone the vast moral difference between-
“Isabel”” and ‘“ Number Fourteen,—* Is-a-bel, you must
take it. For Arthur'ssake, I say, you must take it.”’ ~

The girl’s hand quivered as it lay on the white coverlet.
“ For Arthur's sake !” she murmured, lifting her eyelids
dreamily. ‘“ For Arthur’s sake ! Yes, nurse, dear !’
“ Call me Hilda, please ! - Hilda'l”’

o SHE bHO\VPD NO SIGN OF RECOVX- RY

The girl's face lighted up again. « Yes Hilda, dear,”
she answered, in an unearthly voice, like one raised from:
the dead. ‘I will call you what you will.-. Angel of light,
you have been so good to. me.”’ .

¥ She opened her lips with an effort and slowly swallowed
another spoonful. Then she fell back, exhausted.’ Buts her
pulse Jmproved within twenty minutes. I mentloned themat-. .
ter, with enthusxasm to Sebastlau Iater T Ttis very nicein
its way,” he answered “but . . . itisnot uuréing.f’ '
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I thought to myself that that was’ just what it was ; but I
did not say so. Sebastian was a man lWho thought meanly
of women. ‘A doctor, like a priest,’”’ he used to deélare,
““should keep himself unmarried. His bride is medicine.”
And he disliked to see what he called philandering going on in
his hospital. It may have been on thataccount thatI avdided
speaking much of Hilda Wade thenceforth before him.

Hevléok‘ed in casually next day to see the patient. ¢ She

will die,”’ he said, with perfect assurance, as we passed down
the ward together. ‘‘ Operation has taken too much out of
her.”” : - _
' ‘“Still, she has great recuperative powers,”’ Hilda an-
swered. ‘“They all have in her family, Professor. .= You
may, perhaps, remember Joseph Huntley, who occupied
Number Sixty-seven in the Accident Ward, some nine
months since — compouﬁd fracture of the arm — a dark, ner-
vous engineer’s assistant—very hard to restrain — well,
/é was her brother; he caught typhoid fever in_the hospital,
and you commented at the time on his sfrange vitality. Then
there was her cousin, again, Ellen Stubbs. We had /e for
stubborn chronic laryngitis — a very bad case — anyoue else
would have died — yielded at once to your treatment; and
made, I recollect, a S_plendid cosvalescence.”

“ What a memory you have ! »’ Sebastian cried, admiring
against his will. . ““ It is simply marvellous! I never saw
" anyone like you inmy life . . . except once. He was
‘a man, a doctor, a colleague of mine—dead long ago.
‘Why—— " he mused, and gazed hard at her. Hilda shrank-
before his gaze. ‘‘‘This is curious,”” he went on slowly, at
last; *‘ very curious: You—why, you resemble him !*’ -

' “DoT?” Hilda replied, with forced calm, raising her eyes
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to his. Their glances met. That momeit; I saw each had
recognised something; and from that day forth I was in-
stinctively aware that a duel was being waged between Se-

bastian and Hilda,— a duel between the'two ablest and most
singular personalities I had ever met; a duel of life and
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““ THEIR GLANCES MET.”

death — though T did not fully understand its purport till
much, much later. o S .‘ .

Every day after that, the poor, wasted girl in Number.
Fourteen grew: fe.:ebl-er' and fainter. Her temperature rose ;0
her heart throbbed weakly. She seemed to be fading an.y. :
Sebastian shook his head. ‘¢ Lethodyne is a failure,’* he

-
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" said, with a mournful regret. ‘‘ One cannot trust it. Thé
case might have recovered from the operation, or recov-
ered from the drug; but she could not recover from both

 together. Vet the operation would have been impossible
without the drug; and the drug is ‘useless except for the

operation.’ ‘

It was a great disappoi'n'tme‘x‘it to him. He hid himself in

his- room, as was his wont when disappointed, and went on -

with his old work at his beloved microbes. .

“I ‘have one hope still,”’ Hllda murmured to, me by the
bedsxde,wheu our- patient was at her worst. “* If one con-
tingency occurs, I believe we may save her.” '

“ What is that?’ I asked. . .

She shook her head waywardly ““ You must wait and
see,” she answered.  If it comes off, I will tell you. If
not, let it swell the limbo of lost i:i;spirations.” o

" Next morning early, however, she came up to me with a

radiant face, holding a newspaper in her hand.. ‘ Well, it

~ has happeﬁed 17 she cried, rejoicing. ‘‘ We shall sav'e’fpoor

Isabel — Number Fourteeu I mean ; our wa\y is clear, Dr.

' CumberledUe

I followed her blmdly to the beds:de little guessmcr What
she could mean. She knelt down at the head of the cot.

The girlA’s eves were closed. I touched her cheek ; she was
ina hiéh fever. ‘' Temperature?” I asked.

‘“ A hundred and three.”
I shook my head. Every symptom of.fatal re]apse I

could not imagine what card Hllda held in reserve. But I

“stood there, waiting. ‘ ,

She whispered in the girl’s ear : “ Arthur’s ship is sighted

off the Lizard.”” - C -
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The patlent opened her eyes slowly, and rolled them for a
moment as.if she did not understand. ,
“Too late ! I cried. * Too late! She is deli:_'ious—in-
.sensible e »
Hilda repeated the - words slowly, but very dlstmct]y
- *“Do you hear, dear ? '~ Arthur’s ship . . . itis sighted.
- Arthur’s alnp . . . .atthe Lizard;f’

'The girl's lips moved. “ Arthur! Arthur ! .
Arthur’s ship !’ A'deep sigh, She clenched her ‘hands.
“ He is coming ?”’ Hilda nodded- and sm]led holding her
breath with suspense. : A

“Up the Channel now. He will be.at Southémptogg to-
night. Arthur .. . at Southampton. Itishere, in thepapers
I have televraphed to him to hurry on at once to see you.”’

She struggled up for a secopd. A sm]le Alitted across the
worn face. Then she fell back wearily. .

I thought all was over.. Her eyes stared ‘white. But ten.
minutes later she opened her lids again. Arthuf is com-
_ing,” she murmured. “* Arthur - . . coming.”

“ Yes, dear. - Now sleep. He is coming.”’ : .

All through that day and the next night she was restless
~ and agitated; but still her pulse improved a little, Next-
morning she was agam a trifle hetter. Temperature fallmg
—4 hundred and one, point three. . At ten o’clock Hildé
canie in to her, radiant. »

*“ Well, Isabel, dear,”’ she cried, bending down and touch—
ing her cheek (kissing is. forbidden by the rules of the house),
““Arthur has come. He is here .. . . down below

I have seen him.” C » } @_

" Seen him |’ the girl gasped. K T

“Yes, seen him. Talked with him. Such a nice; inanly \
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fellow ; and such an honest, good face ! He is longing for

~ you to get well. He says lie has come home this time to

marry. you.’’ B : o
The wan lips quivered. = He will zever marry me 1’
““Yes, yes, he wil/l— if you ‘will take this jelly. Look

“here —he wrote these words to you before my very eyes:

‘ Dear love tomy Isa!” . . .. If you are good, and_ will
sleep, he may see you — to-morrow.’ ‘
“The girl opened her llps and ate the jelly greedily. She

‘,ate as much as she was desired. In three minutes more her _
‘head had fallen like a child’s upon her pillow and she was,

sleepmcr peacefully.

I went -up to Sebastian’s. room, qifite excited with the

“news. He was busy amo‘ng his -bacilli. They wetf-e his

hobi)y, his pets. ‘“ Well, what do you think, Professor ?*’

: T cried. “ That patient of Nurse Wade’s—"’ ‘ -

. He gazed up at me abstractedly, his brow contracting.
“ Y?és yes; I know,” he interrupted. ‘‘The girl in Four- .
teen % I have discounted her case long ago.- She has ceased

"tointerestme. . . . Dead, of course!" Nothing else was

»

possible.”” ... - L . |
I laughed a quick little laugh of triumph. ¢ No, sir ; nof

' dead. Recovering !~ She has fallen just now into a normal

sleep ; her breathing is natural.” A
He wheeled his revolviug chair away from the germs and
fixed me with his keen eyes. * Recoverlncr ?’’ he echoed.

.“Impossible! Rallying, you mean. A mere flicker. I

know my trade. She must die this evening.”
" ‘““ Forgive my persistence,’” I replied ; * but —her tem- '
perature has gone down to ninety-nine and a trifle.”” '

.!‘g JE
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He ~pu§héd away the bacilli in the nearest watch-glass
quite :angrily. ‘‘ To ninety-nine !’ he exclaimed, knitting

" .his brows. “'Cumberledge,,this is disgraceful ! A “most
disappointing case ! A most provoking patient !’

‘“ SHE OUGHT TO HAVE DIED.” -~

“ But surely, ‘sir—— "’ I cried. '

“ Don’t talk to e, boy ! Don’t attempt to apologise for
her. Such conduct is unpardonablé.- She ought to h_gve
died. It was her clear duty. 7 said she would die, and she

should have known better than to fly in the face of the

R .
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faculty. Her recovery is an insult to medical science.
What is the staff about? Nurse Wade should have pre-
- vented it.”” . 5
“ Stx]] sir,” T e*;c]axmed trymg to touch him on a tender
spot, *the anaesthetlc, you know! Such a mumph for
lethodyne ! This case shows clearly that on certain con-

stitutions it may be used with advantage under certaln

N

conditions.”’ ‘ _
‘He snapped his fingers. “ Lethodyne'! pooh ! I have
lost interest in it Impracticable ! It is not fitted for the

human species.’ : ,
“““ Why so? Number Fourteen proves——
He interrupted me with an impatient wave of his hand ;

then he rose and paced up and down the room testily. After

a pause, he spoke-again. ‘‘The weak point of lethodyne is

this : nobody can ‘be trusted to say when it may be used —

except Nurse Wade,—which is nof science.” :
For the first time in my life, I had a glimmering idea that

I distrusted Sebastian. Hilda Wade was . right — the man_

was cruel. But Fhad never observed his cruelty before— -

because his devotion to science had blinded me to it.

)y
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CHAPTER II

'

- THE EPISObE OF THE GENTL’EMAN WHO HAD FAILED FOR

EVERYTHING

NE day, about those. tlmes I went round to ‘call on
my aunt, Lady Teppmv And lest you accuse me -
“of the vulgar desire to flaunt my fine. relatlons in

‘your face T hasten to add that my poor dear old auynt is a_
" very ordmary specimen of the common Army widow. Her

husband, S}Jr Malcolm, a crusty old gentleman of the ancient
school, was knighted in Burma, or thereabouts, for a suc-
cessful raid upon naked natives; on something that is called
the Shan frontier. When he had grown grey in the serv-
icé of his Queen and country, besides éarning himself in
cidentally a very decent peusion, he acquired gout and went
to his long rest in Kensal Green Cemetery. He left hrs wife
with one daughter and the only pretence to a title in our
otherwise blameless family. , g .

My cousin Daphne is a very pretty girl, with those quiet,
sedate manners which often develop later in life into genuine
self-respect and real-depth of chara'ct'er.: -Fools do not ad-

‘mire her ; they accu‘sé‘her of being*“ heavy.”’” But she can
- do without fools ; she has a fiue, strongly built figure, an up-

right carriage, a large and broad forehead, a firm chin, and
. o B 31 . . .



32 - Hilda Wade

features which, though well-marked and "well-m'oulded, are’
“yet delicate in outline and sensitive in expression. Very

young men seldom take to Daphmne : she lacks the desired

inanity. But she has mind, repose, and womanly tender-

ness. Indeed, if she had not been my cousin, I almost think

- -1 might once have been tempted to fall in love with her.

” When I reached Gloucester Terrace, on this particular
afternoon, I found Hilda Wade there before me. She had
lunched at my aunt’s, in fgcf. It was her ‘‘ day out’! at St.
Nathaniel’s, and she had come round to spend it with Daphne
Tepping. I had introduced her to the house some time be-
fore, and she and my cousin had struck up a close acquaint-
ance immediately. ‘Their temperaments. were sympéthetic ;
Daphne admired Hilda's depth and reserve, while Hilda
admired Daphne’s-grave grace and self-control, her perfect
freedom from current affectations. She neither giggled nor
aped Ibsenism.

A third person-stood back in the room when I entered—a
tall and somewhat jerry-built young man, with-a rather long
and solemn face, like an early stage in the evolution of a Don
Quixbte. - I'took a good look at him. There was something
about his air that impressed me as both lugubrious and
humorous ; and in this I was right, for I learned later that

_he was one of those rare people- who can sing-a comic song
with immense success‘wiiilé preserving a sour countenance,
like a Puritan preacher’s.  His eyes were a little sunken,

his fingerslong and-nervous ; -but I fancied he looked a good-

fellow at heart, for all that, though foolishly impulsive. He

was a punctilious gentleman, I felt sure; his face and manner

grew upon one rapidly. )
" Daphne rose as I entered, and waved the stranger forward

R R e SRR R
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with an imperious little Wa/;ze. I imagined, indeed, that I de-
tected in the gesture a/f:iint touch of half-unconscious pro-
prietorship. Good-morning, Hubert,”’- she said, taking
my hand, but turnifig towards the tall )'vﬁung man. ‘I
don’t think you know Mr. Cecil Holsworthy.”

. ‘“I have heard you speak of him,” I answered:“a’rinking

o

‘“SHE AND MY COUSIN HAD STRUCK UP A CLOSE ACQUAINTANCE.”

him in with my glance. I ddded internally, ‘‘ Not half good
~enough for you.” o ,
Hilda’s eyes met mine and read my thought. They
flashed back word, in the lénguage of eyes, ‘I do not agree
with you.”” . ' .

" Daphne, meanwhile, was watching me closely. I could '

see she was anxious to discover what impression her friend
3 :



4 Hilda Wade

Mr. Holsworthy was making on me. Till ’then, I had no -

idea she was fond of. anyone iu particular ; but the way her
glance wandered from him to me and from me to Hilda
showed clearly that she thought much of this gawky visitor.

‘We sat and talked together, we four, for some time. I
" found the young man with the lugubrious countenance im-
proved idimex;sely on closer acquaintance. His talk was
clever. j He turned out to be the son of a politician high in

“office m ‘the Canadian Government, and he had been edu- P

cated at Oxford. The father, I gathnred was rich, but he
himself was making an income of nothing a year Just‘then;
as a briefless barrister, and he was hesitating whether to
accept a post of secretary that had been offered him in the
colony, or to continue his negative .cateer at the Inner
Temple, for the honour and glory of Tt"if' k .

‘“ Now, which would yox advise me Miss TeppmcJr ?” he
~ inquired, after we had discussed the matter some minutes.

Daphne’s face flushed up. ‘‘Itis so hard to decide,” she B

answered. -‘‘To decide to your best advantage, I mean, of
course.. For naturally all your English friends would ‘wish
to keep you as long as p0551b1e in Encrland ” '

‘“ No, do you think so?’’ the gawky youncr man jerked

out with evident pleasure. ‘“Now, that’s awfully kind of ]
you. Do you know, if you tell me I ought to stay in Eng-
land, I’ve half a mind . . . I’ll cable over this very
day and refuse the appointment.”. ‘

. Daphne flushed once more. ‘‘Oh, please don’t !’’ she ex-
claimed, looking frightened.. “‘ I shall be quite distressed if

a stray word of mine should debar you 'from‘accepti‘ug a good -

offer of a secretaryship.”’
“ Why, your least wish - ——"" the young man began——

e
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then checked himself hastily —*' must be always import-
ant,”’ he went on, in a different voice, ‘‘ to everyone of
your acquaintance.”” R ' )

Daphne rose hurriedly. ‘‘ Look here, Hi}da,” she said, a
little tremulously, biting her lip,-*“ I have to go out into
Westbourne Grove to get those glo{’es for to-night, and a
spray for my hair ; will you excuse me for half an hour ?”’

Holsworthy rose too. “ May n’t I go with you?’ he
asked, eagerly. . -

““Oh, if you like. How very kind of you'!” Déphne an-
swered, her cheek a blush rose. ‘* Hubert, will you come
too? and you, Hilda ?*’ »

It was one of those invitations which are given to be re-
fused. I did not need Hilda’s warning glance to tell me
that my company would be quite superfluotis. I felt those
two were best left together.

‘“It ’s no use, though, Dr. Cumberledfre !’ Hilda put in,
as soon as they were gone. *‘ He wo2n’¢ propose, though he
has had every enéouragement. "I don’t know what ’s the
matter ; .but I ’ve been watching them both for weeks, and
somehow things seem never to get.any forwarder.”

“ You think‘he ’s in love with her ?’ T asked.

“In love with her ! Well, you have eyes in your head, I
know’; whereygould they have been looking ?- He ’s madly
in love—a ve(’y good kind of love, too. He 'génuiIiely ad-
mires and respects and appreciates all Daphne’s sweet and

' charming qualities.”’

““ Then what do you suppose is the matter ? ”’
“1I have an inkling of the truth: I 1mag1ne Mr. Cecil .

‘must have let himself in for a ptior attachment.”’

‘“ If so, why does he hang about Daphne ? ”’

-
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¢ Because—he can’t help hunself He’ s a good fellow
andﬁehwah’ous fellow. He admires your ‘cousin ; but he-
~ musEhave got himself into some foohsh entanglement else-
- where which he-is-too honourable to break off ; while at the
* same time he’s far too much impressed by thhne s fine:
qualities to be able to keep away from her It ’s the ordin-
ary case of love versus duty.”” .

““Is he well off ?  Could he afford to marry baphne [

‘“Oh, hisfather s very rich—he-has plenty of money; a
Canadian millionaire, they say. That makes‘it all the like-
lier that some undesxra@young woman somewhere may
have managed to get hold of him.. Just the sort of romantic,
impressionable hobbledehoy such women angle for.”’

I drummed my fingers on _the- table. Presently Hilda:
‘spoke again. “ Why don’t you try to get to know hlm and
find out precisely what ’s the matter?”* - '

‘1 krow what’s the matter—now you ’ve told me,” I'an-
swered ““It’s as clear as day. Daphne is very much

~ smitten with him, too. I ’m sorry for Daphne ! Well; I Il
take your advice ; I Il try to have some talk with him.”"

‘“ Do, please ; I feel sure I have hlt upon it. «~He’has got
himself engaged in-a ‘hurry to some °1rl he does n’t really

. care about, and he is far too much of a.gentleman to break
e it off, though he ’.s in love quite another way with Daphne.”’

Just at that moment the door opened and my aunt entered.

“ Why, where s Daphne ? ”’ she cried, looking -about her .
and arrangmg her black lace shawl.

‘“ She has just run out into Westbourne Grove to get some
gloves and a flower for the fZfe this evening,”” Hilda an-

- swered. ‘Then she added, significantly, ‘‘ Mr Holsworthy
has gone w1th her ”
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38 . Hilda Wade

“What? That boy ’s been here again ? "’

' Yes, Lady Tepping. He called to see Daphne.”

My aunt turned to me with an aggneved tone. It is a
) pecullanty of my aunt’s—1I have met it elsewhere —that 1f '
she is angry with Jones, and Jones is not present she as—_
sumes a tone of injured asperity on his account towards
* Brown or Smith, or any other innocent person whom she
happens to be addressing. * wa, this is really too bad,

- Hubert,”” she burst out, as if / wete the culprit. ‘‘ Dis-
graceful ! Abominable ! I ’m sure I can’t make out what
the young fellow means by it.  Here he comes dangling after
Daphne every day and all day long—and ~never once says
whether he means anything by it or not. In my young

- days, such conduct as that would not have been considered
respectable.”’ ’ '

I nodded and beamed- benignly.
“ Well, why don’t you answer me?’’ my aunt went on, ~
warming up. “Dp you mean to tell me you think his

" behaviour._respectful to a nice girl in Daphne’s position ? ”’

‘“ My dear aunt,” I \aﬁswered, ‘“ you confound the per-
sons. I am not Mr. Holsworthy. T decline responsibility .-
for him." I meet him here, in your house, for the ﬁrst time
this morning.’ ‘

““ Then that shows how often you come to see your rela-
tions, Hubert!*’ my aunt burst out, obliquely. ‘“I'he man 's
been here,. to my'-certain‘---kﬁowledge, every day this six
weeks.”’ o :

‘“ Really, Aunt Fanny,” I sald ‘“ you must recollect that

“a professmnal man ——’ o ‘

" ““Oh, yes. That’s the way! Lay it all down to your

_‘profefsion, do, Hubert ! . Though I know .you were at the
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" Thorntons’ on Saturday—-saw it in the papers——the /l[ommg
" Post—‘ among the vuests were Sir Edward and Lady Burnes,

Professor Scbastian, Dr Hubert Cumberledge,’ and soforth
and so forth. Yoz think you can conceal these things ; but

you can’t.. . I get to know them ! ”

““ Conceal them! My dearest aunt! * Why, I danced twice
with Daphne.” . o
_““ Daphne ! - Yes, Daphne. They all run after Daphne,”’
my aunt exclaimed, altering the venue once more. ‘‘ But
thé:e ’s no respect for age left. /7 expect to be neglected.
However, that ’s neither here nor there. . The point is this :
you 're the one man now living in the family. You ottdht
to behave like a brother to Daphne. Why don’t you board
this Holsworthy person and ask him his intentions ?
¢ Goodnesz gracious!’’ I cried; ‘‘ most excellent of aunts,
that cpqgi;hasi@one past. The late lamented Queen Anne
is now dead. It’s no use asking the young man of to-day

ntions. - He will refer you to the works
of the Scaudinavian.dramatists.”’ '

y aunt was speechless. She could only gurgle out the

words : “‘ Well, I can safely say that of all the monstrous

behaviour —"’ then lanouacre failed her and she relapsed
into silence. .
However, when Daphne and young Holsworthy returned,

. I bad as much talk with him as I could, and when he left
the house I left also.

“ Which way are you Wa]kmo ? 7 T asked, as we turned
out into the street. o

‘“ Towards my-rooms in the Temple. » :

‘“Oh! I'm vomv back to St. Nathaniel’s,”” T comtmued
“If you ’11 allow me, 1’1l walk part way with you.”

i
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““ How very kind of y_ou 1 ‘

We strode side by side a little distance in silence. - Then
a ‘th%ught seemed to strike the lugubrious young man.
- What a charming girl your cousm is!”’ he exclaimed,
abruptly. :

““ You seem to think so,”’ I answercd smiling.

He flushed a little; the lantern jaw grew longer. ‘I
admire her, of course,”’ he answered. ‘‘Who does n’t?
She is so extraordinarily handsome.”’

‘“ Well, not exactly 'hand'some,” I replied, with "more

critical and kinsman-like deliberation. ‘¢ Pretty, if you will;
and decidedly pleasing and attractive in manner.”’
. He looked me up and down, as if he found me a person ‘
singularly deficient in taste and appreciation.” ‘ Ah, but
then, you are her cousin,”’ he said at last, with a compaission'—
- ate tone. ‘‘ That makes a difference.” ' _

‘I quite see all Daphne’s strong points,’’ I answered, still ~;
smiling, for I could perceive he was very far gone. = ‘‘ She is
good-looking, and she is clever.” _

‘“ Clever !’ he ‘echoed. Pfofound ! She has a most
unusual intellect. She stands alone.’ '

““ Like her mother ssilk dresses,” I murmured, half under

- my breath. .

He took no notice of my flippant remark but went on Wlth
“his rhapsody. - ‘‘ Such depth; such penetration! And then,

how sympathetic! Why, even to a mere casual acquaintance
like myself, she is so kind, so discerning !’ , Co

““ Are you such a casual acquaintance ? ”’ I inquired, with
a smile. (It might Have shocked Aunt Fanny to hear me ;
but #hat is the way we ask a young man his intentions nowa-
days. ) ’ :
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He stopped short and hesitated. ‘“Oh, quite casual,”’ he
replied, almost stammering. ‘‘ Most casual, I assure you.

" I have never ventured to do-myself the honour of

supposing that .
care for me.’ .

‘“ There is such a thing as being /o0’ modest and unassum-
ing,” I answered. ‘‘ It sometimes leads to unintentional

that Miss Tepping could possibly

cruelty : :
““ No, do you thmk so?”’ he cried, his ‘ace fal]mor all at
once. ‘I should blame myself bitterly if that were so. Dr.

Cumberledge, you are her cousin. Do you gather that I

‘have acted in such a way as to—to lead Miss Tepping to

suppose I felt any affection for her?”’

I laughed in his face. ‘¢ My dear boy,”’ I answered, lay-
ing one hand on his éhoulder,' may I say the plain truth?
A blind bat'could see you are madly in love with her.”

.His mouth tWitched “ That s very serious!’’ he an-
swered, gravely ; ‘‘ very serious.’

“Itis,”’ I responded, with my best paternal manner, gaz-

' mcr blank]y in front of me,

—

‘He stopped short again. ‘‘ Look here,”’ he said, facin'g

me. “ Are you busy? No? Then’ come back with me to

my rooms; and —I ’Il make a clean breast of it.”’

‘“ By all means,”” I assented. . ‘“ When one is );oﬁﬁg_;and
foolish — I héveveften noticed, as a medical man, that a
drachm of clean breast is a magnificent prescription.”

He walked back by my side, talking. all the way of
Daphne’s many adorable qualities. He ‘exhausted the

dictionary for laudatory adjectives. By the ti;ne I reached

his door it was not 4Zs fault if I had not learned that the
_angelic hierarchy were not 1n the- runnlng with my pretty

IS
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- cousin for graees and wrtues I felt that Faith, Hope, and

Charity ought to re51gn at once in favour of MlSS Daphne
Tepping, promoted. . :
He took me into his comfortably furnished rooms—the
luxurious rooms of a rich young bachelor, with taste as well
as money —and offered me a partaga. Now, I have lonc
observed, in the course of my practice, that a choxce c1gar -
assists a man in taking a philosophic outlook on the question
under discussion ; so I accepted the partaga. He sat down

' opposite me and pointed to a photograph in the centre of his

mantlepiece. ‘‘ I am engaged to that lady,”’ he put in,
shortly. < :
‘“ So I anticipated,” I answered, lighting up.
He started and looked surprised.” ‘‘ Why, what made you
guess it 7’ he inquired. ' R
I smiled the calm smile of superior age—.I.Wasvsome eightf
years or so his senior. ‘“My dear fellow,” I murmu'red’

¢ what else could prevent you from proposmcr to Daphne —

wheun you are so undeniably in love with her?”

‘* A great deal,”’ he answered. ‘‘ For example, the ‘sense
of my own utter unworthiness.”’ B

“ One’s own unworthiness,” I replied, *‘ though doubtless
real — p’f, p’f—is a barrier that most of us can readily get
over when our admiration for a particular lady waxes strong
enough. So #i4s is the prior attachment !>’ I took the por-
trait. down and scanned it. .

‘“ Unfortunately, yes. What do you think of her? ” .

I scrutinised the features. ‘‘ Seems a nice enough little .

o thing,”” I answered. It was an innocent face, I admit; very

frank and girlish.
' He leaned forward eagerly ‘“That ’s just it. A nice




: ‘The Gent’léman‘-who had Failed ;1-5 -

enough little thing! Nothing in the world to be said against
her. While Daphne — Miss Tepping, I nlean;-f—’_’ His
silence was ecstatic. S

I examined the photograph still more closely. It dis-
played a lady of twenty or"thereabduts, with a weak face,
small, vacant features, a feeble chin, a good-humoured,
simp]é mouth, and a wealth of golden hair that seemed to
strike a keynote,

‘“In the theatrical profession?*’ Tinquired at last look-

ing up. .
He hesitated.. ‘“ Well, not exactly,’”’ he answered.
I pursed my lips and blew a ring. * Music-hall stag¢ 2

I went on, dubiously. .

He nodded. “Buta girl is not necessarily any the less a
lady becéuse she sings at a music-hall,”’ he added, with
warmth, displaying an evident desire to be-just to his be- -
trothed, however much he admired Dap}ine.

“ Certainly not,”” I admitted. ‘“ A lady is a lady; no
occupation can in itself unladify her. . ‘ . But on the
music-hall stage, the odds, one must admit, are on the whole
against her.” ; o
~ “ Now, there you show preJudlce 1 ‘

‘“ One may be quite unprejudiced,”” I answered, *‘ and yet
allow that connection with the-music-halls does not, as such,
afford clear proof that a g1r1 is a compound of all the
virtues.’ -

_““I think she’s a good girl,”” he retorted slowly

‘“’Then why do you want to throw her over?” I mqulred
‘I don’t. That’s just it. On the contrary, I mean to
keep my word and marry her.”’ o
- ““ In order to keep your word ? ”’ I suggested.
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He nodded. *‘ Precisely. It is a point of honour.”’

‘“That’s a poor ground of marriage,”” 1 wenton. ‘‘ Mind,
I dqh’t want for a moment to influence you, as Daphne’s
cousin. I want to get at the truth of the situation. I don’t

‘even know what Daphue thinks of you. But you promised
me a clean breast. Be a man and bare it.”

He bared it i“x;'stantly. ‘I thought I was in love with'th'is
girl,Ayou see,”’ he went on, ‘“ till T saw Miss Tepping.”’

‘“ That makes a difference,’”’ I admitted.

““ And I could n’t bear to break her heart ”

‘“ Heaven forbid!”’ I cried. “Tti jis the one unpardonable
sin. Better"' anything than that.” Then I grew practical.
¢“ Father’ é consent ? ”’ o C .

b M_y father s? /s it likely? He expects me to marry
mto some distinguished English. family.”

"I hummed a moment. ‘ Well, out with it! >* I exclaimed,
pointing my cigar at him. B

He leaned back in his chair and told me the whole story.

A pretty girl ; golden hair ; introduced to her by a friend ;
nice, simple little thing ; mind and heart above theirregular
stage on to which she had been driven by poverty alone ;.
father dead ; mother in reduced circumstances. ‘‘ T'o keep
‘the home together, poor.Sissie decided —’

‘“ Precisely so,”” I murmured, knocking off my ash. *‘ The
usual self-sacrifice! Case quite normal v EVerything en
regle !’ ' ‘

- ““You don’t mean to say you doubt it ? ”* he cried, ﬂush-
ing tp, and evidently regarc\hng‘me as a hopelesscynic. ‘I ‘
do assure you, Dr. Cumberlédcre, the poor child — though
mlles, of course, below Miss Teppmg s level——ls as innocent,
and as good

. 0 ’



" The Gentleman who had Failed 47

“ As a flower in May. Oh, yes; I don’t doubt it. How
did you come to propose to her, though ?

He reddened a little.. ‘ Well, it was almost accidental,”’
he said, sheepishly. ‘I called there one evening, and her
mother had a headache and went up to bed.  And when we
 two. were left alone, Sissie talked a great deal about her
future and how hard her life was. And after a while she
broke down and began to cry. And then——"’

- I cut him short with a wave of my hand. *‘ You need say
no more,” I put in, with a sympathetlc face. ‘“ We have all
been there.” '

' We paused a moment, while I puffed smoke at the photo- "
graph again.  ‘‘ Well,”’ I said at last, ‘‘ her face looks to me
really simple and nice. Jtis a good face. Do you see her '
then IS ' - ~

“Oh, no ; she ’s on tour.”
‘“ In the provinces? "’
“Myes; just at present, at Scarborouvh »
““ But she writes to you ? ”’
‘“ Every day.”’ _
“ Would you think it an unpardonable impertinence if I
" made bold to ask whether it would be possible for you to -
show me a specimen of her letters ? :
He unlocked a drawer and took out three or four. Then
he read one through,_ﬁcarefully. ¢ ,I' don’t think,” he said,
in a deliberative voice, *“ it would be a serious breach of con- -
fidence in me to_let you look through this one. There ’s
really nothing in it, you know — just the ordinary average
" every-day love-lettexfi” :
I glanced through the little note. He was right. The
conventional hearts ) and -darts epistle. - It sounded nice
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enough : ““ Loonging to see you again ; so lonely in this place ;
your dear sweet letter ; looking forward to the time ; your
ever-devoted Sissie ” -

‘“ That seems stralght 7T answered ‘“ However, I am
not quite sure. . Will you allow me to take it away, with the .
, photograi)h? I know I am asking much. - I want to show

it to a lady in whose tact and discrimination I have the
greatest confidence.” -

*“ What, Daphne [ .

I smiled. ‘‘ No, not Daphne > T answered. “‘ Our friend,
Miss Wade. She hasextraordinary insight.” ‘

“I could trust anything to Miss Wade. .She is true as
steel.” o .

““ You are right,”” I answered. ‘‘‘That shows that you,
too, are a _]udge of character.” ’

He hesitated. ‘I feel a brute,”” he cried, ‘‘ to go on Wnt—
ing everj day to Sissie Montague—and yet calling every day

to see Miss Tepping. But stil—1I doit.” “ _

I grasped his hand. ‘‘ My dear fellow,”’ I said, ‘¢ nearly
‘ninety per cent. of men, after all —are human !’

I took both letter and photograph back with me to Nathan-
iel’s. When I had gone my rounds that night, I carrled
" them into Hilda Wade’s room and told her the story Her
- face grew grave. ‘‘ We must be just,”” she said at last.
‘“ Daphne is deeply in love with him ; but even for Daphne’s
sake, we must not take anything. for granted against the
other lady.” - V

I produced the photégraph. ‘“ What do you make of
_that?”’ I asked. ““ 7 think it an honest face, myself, I may
tell you.’ T

She scrutlmsed 1t long and closely w1th a magmﬁer

\
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Then she put her head on one side and mused very deliber— ’
ately. ‘‘ Madeline Shaw gave me her photograph the other

day, and said to me, as she gave it, ‘I do so like these

modern portraits ; they show one what might have been.’ ”’
“ You mean they are so much touched up ! ”’

' “Exactly. That, as it stands, is a sweet, innocent face—

an honest girl’s face —almost babyish in its trauspa{'ency .

but . . . the innocénce has all been put into it by the
photographer.””
““ You think 502 | , _
“T know it. Look here at those lines just visiblé on the

" cheek. They disappear, nowhere, at. impossible angles. )

And the corners of that mouth. They could n’t go so, with
‘that nose and those ptlckefs. The thing is not real. It has
been afrocious]y"edited. Part is nature’s; part, the photo-
graplher’s ; part, even possibly paint.and powder.””

‘“ But the .underlying face 2 . ’

‘““Is a minx’s.” | - ‘ -

I handed her the letter. - ThlS next? » I asked ﬁxm?

my eyes on her as she looked. - ‘
She read it thsough. For a minute or two she examined

it. “‘The letter is right enough,” she answered, after a

_second reading, ‘¢ thoucrh its crulleless simplicity is, perhaps

under the circumstances, Just a leetle overdone; but the
. haudwnt-mg:——the handwriting is duplieity itself: a cun-
ning; serpentine hand, no openness or honesty in it. De-
pend upon it, that girl is’playing a double.game.”’

““ You believe, then, there is character in handwriting ? ’

¢ Undoubtedly ‘when we know the character, we can see
it in the ertmv The difficulty is, to see it and read it
ZJgfore we know it; and I have pracused a little at that.

-

Sae®

.,




The Gentleman who had Failed A 151

" There is character in all we do, of course — our walk, our

_cough, the very wave of our hands; the only secret is, not
all of us have always skill to see it. . Here, however, I feel
prett‘yv sure. ‘The cirls of the g’s and the tails of the y's— »
how full they are of wile, of low, underhand tricketry !’

I Jooked at them as she pointed. “‘That is true | I e}:-n
claimed. ‘I see it when you show it. Lines meant for
effect. No straightness or directness in them 1
_ Hilda reflected a mdmeht. ‘“ Poor Daphne !”’ she mur-
mured. ‘‘I would do anything to help her. . . . I’ll
tell what might be a good plan.” - Her face brightened.
‘“* My holiday comes next week.. I’ll run down ‘to Scar-
borough—it ’s as nice a place for a holiday as any—and 1’11
observe this'you_ng lady. It cando no harm—and good may
come of it.” . ' ,

" “How kind of you ! ”’ I cried. ** But you.are always all
kindness.” - B ’ :

Hilda went to Scarborough, and came back égain for a
week before going on to Bruges, where she proposed to spend
the greater part of her holidays. She stopped a night or two .
in town to report progress, and, ﬁnding another nurse ill,
promised to fill her place till a substitute was forthcoming.
“ Well, Dr. Cumbeérledge,”’ she 'said, when she saw me.
alone, ‘‘ I was right |- T have found out a fact or two about
Daphune’s rival ! **. .

‘“ You have seen her ?”’ I asked.

" ““Seen her? I have stopped for a week in the same

=

house. ‘A very- nice lodging-house on the Spa fro/ﬁt; too.
The girl ’s well enough off. The poverty plea fails. She
- goes-about in good rooms and carries a mother with her.”
‘““T'hat ’s well,”” I answered. *‘‘ That looks all right.”
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‘“ Oh, yes, _she ’s quite presentable : has the manners of a

lady — whenever she chooses. But the chief poirt is this:
she laid her letters every day on the table in the passage out-
side Her door for post — laid them all if1 a row, so that When
one claimed one’s own one could n’t help seeing them.”

‘“ Well, that was open and aboveboard,” I continued, be- ,

ginning to fear we had hastily misjudged Miss Sissie Mon-
tague. .

¢ Very open: —too much so, in fact ; for I was oblived to
note the fact that she wrote two letters regularly every day
of her life—* to my two mashes,” she explained one afternoon

to a young man who was with hef as she laid them on the "
table. " One of them was always addressed to Cecil Hols-

worthy, Esq.”’

‘“ And the other?”

“Wasn'’t.,” . -
. ““ Did you note Kle name?”’ I asked interested.

“Yes; hereitis.”” She hauded me a slip of paper.

T read it : ‘‘ Reginald Nettlecraft, Esq., 427, Staples Inn,
London.” ' ' -

¢ What, Reggie Nettlecraft !’ I cried, amused. ‘° Why,
he was a very little boy at Charterhouse when I was a big
-one ; he afterwards went to Oxford,’ and. got sent down from
Christ Church for the part he took in burning a Greek bust

in Tom Quad—an antique Greek bust—after a bump :

supperr
‘“ Just' the sort of man I should have expected ”’ Hilda
_ answered with a suppressed smile. ‘‘TI have a sort of ink-

’ llng that ‘Miss Montague likes /i best ; he is nearer her
‘type ; but she thinks Cecil Holsworthy the better match
Has Mr. N ettlecraft money ? "’ ‘

et
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‘““Not a penny, I should say. An allowance from his
father, perhaps, who is a Lincolnshire parson ; but other-
wise, nothing.”’ :

““T'hen, in my opinion, the young lady is playing for Mr.

. ¢ ¢T0 MY TWO MASHES,” SHE EXPLAINED.”

Holsworthy’s money ; failing which, she will decline upon

Mr. Nettlecraft’s heart.” LT o
We talked it all over. Inthe end I said abruptly: ““ Nurse

Wade, you have seen Miss Mohtague, or whatever she calls

"herself. I have not. I won’t condemn her unheard. I

have half a mind to run-down one day next week to Scar-
borough and have a look at her.”’
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‘“Do. 'That will suffice. You can judge then for your-
self whether or not I am mistaken.’

I went ;" and what is more, I heard Miss Slssxe sing at her
hall —a pretty domestic song, most childish and charming.

" /She impressed me not unfavourably, in spite of what Hilda
said. Her peach-blossom cheek might have been art, but
looked like nature. She had an open face, a baby smile ;
and there was a frank girlishness about her dress and man-
ner that took my fancy. ¢ After all,”” I thought to myself,
““ even Hilda Wade is fallible.” .

So that evening, when_ her ‘ turn > was.over, I made up
my mind to go round and call upon her. I had told Cecil '
Holsworthy my intentions beforehand, and it rather shocked .

- him. He was tap much of a oren‘léleman to wish to spy upon
the g1r1 he had promised to marry. However, in my case,
there need be no such scruples. I found the house and
asked for Miss Moutague. As I mounted the stairs to the
drawing-room floor, T heard a sound of voices — the murmur
of laughter ; 1d10L1c guffaws, suppressed giggles, the mascu-
line and feniinine varieties of tomfoolery. -

““ You’d make a splendid woman of business,'j'o_u ‘would!”’

" a young man was saying. I gathered from his drawl that

. he be’lon&ed to that sub-species of the human race which is
‘known as the Chappie. _ i ,

“Would 't T just?” a girl’s voice answered, txttermg

I recognised it as Sissie’s. ‘‘ You ought to see me at it !

Why, my brother set up a place once for mending bicycles ;

gllid I used to stand about at the door, as if I had just re-

loose or something, I ’d begin talking with them while
~ Bertie tightened it. Then, when #hey were n't l'ooking,l 'd

turned from a ride ; and when fellows came in, with a nut - .
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dab the business end of a darning-needle, so, just plump into
thelr tires ; and of course, as soon as they went off, they
_were back again in a minute to get a puncture mended ! I

call #tat business.”’ et

A roar of laugh-
ter greeted the re-
cital of this brilliant
incident in a com-
mercial career. As
it subsided, I en-
tered. There were
two men in the
room, besides Miss
Montague and her
mother, and a‘
second young lady.
.. “Excuse this
late call,”’ "I said,
quietly, bowinﬁg.

‘But I have only

one night in Scar-
borough, Miss ’ .
Montague, and I _ v 7 Z 7
~-wanted to see you. '
I 'm a friend of
Mr. Holsworthy’s.
Ttold-hinr¥*d look you up, and this is my sole opportunity.”’
-1 felt rather than saw that -Miss Montague darted a qu1ck
~ glance of hidden meaning at her friends the chappies ; their

**MOST CHILDISH AND CHARMING.”

faces, in response, ceased to snigger and grew instahtly
sober. "
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She took my card ; the’h, in her alternative manner as the
perfect lady, she presented me to her mother. *‘ Dr. Cumber-
ledge, mamma,’’ she said, in a faintly warning voice. ‘A
friend of Mr. Holsworthy’s.”’ o

The old lady half rose. *‘ Let me see,” she said, staring
at me. ‘‘Whick is Mr. Holsworthy, Siss?—is it Cecil or

“Reggie?”’ ' , o

One of the chappiés burst into a fatu_.ous laugh once more

at this remark. ‘‘ Now, your ’'re giving away the whole
“show, Mrs. Montague !’ he exclaimed, with a chuckle. A
‘look from Miss Sissie immediately checked him.

I am bound to admit, however, that after these untoward
incidents. of the first minute, Miss Montague and her friends
behaved throughout with aistitlgﬁishéd' propriety. Her
manners. were perfect—I may even say (t‘iemure. .She asked
about “‘ Cecil ”’ with charming naivet?. ‘ She was frank and
girlish. Lots of innocent fun in her, no doubt—she sang us
a comic' song in excellent taste, which 1§ a severe test — but
not ‘a suspicion of double-dealing. If I had not overheard
those few words as I came up the stairs, I think I should
have goné away believing the poor girl an injured child of
nature. L
- As it was, I went back to London the very next day, de-
termined to renew my slight acquaintance WittheggieA‘.
Nettlecraft. ‘ . v )

Fortunately, I had a good excuse for going to visit him.
I had been asked to collect among old Carthusians for one

~ of those endless ‘‘ testimonials > which pursue one through

. life; and are, perhaps, the worst Nemesis which follows the
crime of :having wasted one’s youth at a public school : a
testimonial for a fetiring master, or professional cricketer, -

Y
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or washerwoman, or something ; ‘and in the course of my
duties as collector it was quite natural that I should call
upon all my fellow-victims. So I went to his rooms in
- Staples Inn and reintroduced myself. .
Reggie Nettlecraft had grown up mlo an unwholesome,
spotty, indeterminate young man, with a speckled necktie,
and cuffs of which he was inordinately proud, and which he
insisted on ‘‘ flashing *’ every second minute. He was also
evidently self-satisfied ; which was odd, for I have seldom
‘seen anyone who afforded less cause for rational satisfaétipn:.
‘“ Hullo,”” he said, when I told him my name. * SQ it ’s .
you, is it, Cumberledge ? > He glanced at my card. ‘“St.
Nathaniel’s Hospital | - What rot ! ‘Why, blow me tight if
you have n’t turned sawbones !’ : ' '
‘“ Thatis ndy profession,’”’ I answered, unashamed. ‘‘And
you ?”’ _ : o
‘“Oh, I don’t have any: luck you know, old man. They
turned me out of Oxford because I had too much sense of
humour for the authorities there—Dbeastly set of old fogeys !
Objected to my ‘ chucking ™ oyster shells at the tutors’ win-
dbws—good old Eunglish custom, fast becoming obsolete.
Then I crammed for the Army. But, bless your heart, a
gentleman has no chance for the Army nowadays; a pack of '
blooming cads, with what they call ‘ intellect,” read up for
the exams., and don t give s a look-in; I call it sheer piffle.
" Then the Guv’nor set me on electrical engineering—electrical
envineérihcr ’s played out. I putno stock in it ; besides, it’s
such beastly fag ; and then, you get your haunds dirty. So--
“now I’m readmcr for the Bar ﬁnd if only my coach can put
‘me up to t1ps enough to dodge the examiners, I expect to’
be called some tlme next summer :
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“And whcn you have falled for everythmg ?”’ I inquired,
just to test his sense of humour. ' ‘
He swallowed it like a roach. ‘‘ Oh, when I ’ve failed
for everything, I shall stick up to the Guv’nor. Hang it
all, a gentleman can’t be expected to earn his own livelihood.
England ’s going to the dogs, that ’s where it is; no snug
little sinecures left for chapslike you and me ; all this beastly
competition. And no respect for the feelings of gentlemen,
either | Why, would you believe it, Cumberground — we
used to call you Cumberéround at Cha‘rterﬁduse, I remem-
ber, or was it Fig Tree ? — I happened to get a bit lively in
- the Haymarket last week, after a rattling good supper, and
‘the chap at the police court —old cove with a squint — posi-
tively proposed to send me to prison, without the option of a
JSine/—1 1l trouble you for that —send e to prison just —
for knocking down a common brute of a bobby. There’s no
mistake about it; Enaland s not a country now for a gentle-
man to live in.’ _ .
« Then why not mark your sense of the fact by ]eavmcr
it ?” I inquired, with a smile.
- He shook his head. ‘“What? Emigrate ? No, thank
you!" I’m not ‘taki‘ng any. None of your colonies for e,
#f you please. I shall stick to the old ship. I’m too much
attached-to the Empire.”’ . _ _
‘“And yet ifnpéria]ists,” I said, ‘‘ generally gush over the
colonies — the Empire on which the sun never sets.”’
‘“ The Empire in Leicester Square!’’ he responded, gazing

"at me with unspoken contempt. ¢ Havea whisky-and-soda,

. old chap? 'What,, no? . ‘ Never ~:<iri11k between meals?’
Well, you do surprise me ! I suppose that comes of being
a éawbones, don’tit?” '
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‘“ Possibly,”” I answered. We respect our livers.”
Then I went on to the ostensible reason of my visit— the
Charterhouse testimonial. He slapped. his thighs meta-
_phorically, by way of suggesting the depleted condition of
his pockets. ‘“ Stony broke, Cumberledge,’’ he murmured ;
‘ stony’ broke ! Honour bright ! Unless Bluebird: pulls off
the Prince of Wales’s Stakes, I really don’t know how I’m
to pay the Benchers.”’ . :
““It’s quite unlmportant I answered’ “ 1 was asked to
ask you, and I kave asked you.” h
‘“So I twig, my dear fellow. Sorry to have to say no.
- But I'Il'tell you what I can do for you ; I can put you upon
a straight thing——""'

I glanced at the mantelplece ‘T see you. have a photo-
graph of Miss Sissie Montague,”’ I broke in casually, taking-
it down and examining it. *‘W7t4 an autograph, too.

‘ Reggie, from Sissie.” = You are a friend of hers 2’

““ A friend of hers? 1’ll trouble you. She 7sa clinker,
Sissie is | You should see that girl smoke. I give you my.
word of honour, Cumberledge, she can consume cigarettes
against any fellow I know in London. Hang it.all, a girl
" like that, you know — well, one can’t help admlrmg her !

Ever seen her?”’ :

““Oh, yes; I know her. I called on her 1n fact, night
before last, at Scarborough.”’ '

He whistled a moment, then broke into an 1mbecxle laugh.
‘“ My gum,” he cried ; ‘‘ this s a start, this is! You don’t
mean to tell- me yox are the other ]ohnme o

“ What other Johnme 2" I asked, feehng we were gettmg
'near it. ,

"He leaned ‘back-and laughed again. Well,'you 'anW '
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that girl Sissie, she ’s a clever one, she is,”’ he weﬁt on after
a minute, staring at me. ‘‘She’sa regular clinker | Got
two strixi.gsv to her bow ; that ’s where the trouble comes in.
Me and another fellow. She likes Me for love and the

-otber fellow for money. Now’ don’t you come and tell me "~
‘that you are the other fellow.’ o
“I have certainly never aspired to the younrJ lady s
hand,”’ I answered, cautiously. ‘‘ But don’t you know yqur
rival’s name, then ? ”’ ‘ o
“‘ That ’s Sissie’s blooming cleverness. She’s a caulker,
Sissie is; you don’t take a rise_ouf of Sissie in a hurry.
" She knows that if I knew who the other bloke was, I °d
blow upon her little game to him and put him off her. And -
I would, s’ ep me taters; for I ’m nuts on that girl. I tell
you Cumberledge, she s a clinker !'”’
“You seem to me admirably adapted for one another
I answered, truthfully. I had not the sllvhtest compunction
in handing Regg:ie.Nettlecxaft over to Sissie, nor in handing
Sissie over to Reggie-Nettlecraft. B
) ‘“ Adapted for one another ? . That ’s just it. There, you
~_hit the right nail plump on the cocoanut, Cumberground !
But Sissie ’s an artful one, she is. ' She ’s playing’ for the
other ]Q}innie. He’s got the dibs,‘you l;ndw; é;nd Sissie
waunts the dibs even more than she waats yours truly.”
- Got what?”” I inquired', not quite cdtching ° the-
. phrase. ,
¢ The dibs, old man; the chink; the oof the ready rhino.
Herolls in it, she says. - I can’t find out the chap’s name,
but I know his Guv’nor ’s something or other in the million-
aire trade somewhere across in America.’
““ She writes to you,. I.think ?’
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~ ““That ’s so ; every blooming day ; but how the dummy -

did you come to know it ?

‘“ She lays letters addressed to you on the hall table at her
lodgings in Scarborough.””

““ The dickens she “does | Careless little beggar ! Y_es,
she writes to me—pages.. She’s awfully gone on me, really.
She ’d marry me if it was n’t for the Johunie. with the dibs.
She does n’t care for /im - she wauts his money. "He dresses
badly, don’t you see ; and, after all, the clothes make the
'man ! 7’'dlike to get at him. 7'd spoil his pretty face for

‘him.”  And he assumed a playfully pugilistic attitude.

‘““You really want to get rid of this other fellow?’’ I »

asked, seeing my chance.

- ““ Get rid"of him ? . Why, of course ! Chuck him into the

river some nice dark night if I could once get a look at him !’
““As a preliminary step, would you mind letting me sée
one of Miss Montague’s letters? > 1 mqulred
He drew a long breath. ‘‘They’rea bit affectlonate you
know,”” he murmured, stroking hyé\l?ardless chin in hesita-
tion. ‘“ She ’s a hot ’un, Sissie is.” She pitches it pretty
warm on the affe’cti'ou-stop, I can tell you. Butif you really
think you can give the other Johnnie a cut on the head with
her letters — well, in the interests of true love, which never
does run smooth; I don’t mind letting ybu have a squint, as
my friend, at one of her charming billy-doos.”’ ‘
» He took a bundle from a drawer, ran’ his eye over one or
two with a maudlin air, and then selected a specimen not
wholly unsuitable for publication. ‘‘7%ere s one in the eye
for C.,”” he said, chuckling. ‘* What would C. say to that,
I wonder ? . She always calls him C., you know; it’sso jolly

- mon-committing. ~She says, ‘I only wish that beastly old

-

—
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bore C. were at Halifax——whic‘h is where he comes from ;
and then I would fly at once to my own dear Reggie ! But,

- , Hang it'all, Reggie boy, what ’s the good of true love if you

have n’t got the dibs? I must have my comforts. Love in
a cottage is all very well in its way ; but who’s to pay for the

fizz,” Reggie ?’ . That ’s her- refinement, don’t you. see?
Sissie ’s awfully refined. She was brought up with the tastes.
" .and habits of a lady.”

‘“ Clearly so,”” I answered. ‘‘ Both her literary style and
her liking for champagne abundantly demonstrate it!>’ -His
acute sense of humour did not enable him to detect the irony

of my observation. I doubt if it extended much beyond .

" oyster shells. -

He handed me the letter. T read it through with.equal
amusement and gratification. If Miss Sissie had written it
on ‘purpose in order to open Cecil Holsworthy’s eyes, she
could n’t have managed the matter better or more eﬁ"ectually.‘
It breathed ardent love, tempered by a determination to sell
her charms in the best and highest matrimonial market.

““ Now, I know this ‘man, C.,” I said when I had finished.
““ And-I want to ask whether you will let me show him Miss
Montague’s letter. It would set him against the girl, who,
-as a matter of fact, is Wholly unwor—J mean totally unfitted
‘for him.’ '

“ et you show. it to him > Like a bird ! \/Vhy, Sissie

promised  me herself that if she could n’t bring ‘ that solemn

ass, C.;’ up to the scratch by Christmas, she ’d chuck hiin
and marry me. It’s here, in writing.”” And he handed me
another gem of epistolary literature. ‘

“You have no compunctions ? ”’ I asked agaln after read- o

1ng lt.
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““ Not a blessed compunction to my name.”

‘“Then neither have I,”’- I answered.

I felt they both deserved it. Sissie wasa mmx as Hllda
‘rightly judged ; while as for Vettlecraft—mell if a public

‘I DON'T MIND LETTING YOU.HAVE A SQUINT AT

ONE OF HER BILLY-DOOS.”
c

school and an English university leave a man a éad, a cad
he will be, and there is nothing morg«;o be said about it..
I went straight off with the lette¥s to Cecil Holsworthy. . ©
He read them through, half 1ncre&t1]ously at first ; he was
too honest- natured ‘himgelf to believe in the p0551b111ty of
such doiible- dealmcr——that one could have innocent eyes and .
golden hair and yet be a trickster. He read them twice;
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- then he compared them word for word wi_t-h the simple affec-

tion and childlike tone of his own last letter received from
the same lady. Her versatility of style would have done
honour to a practlsed 11terary craftsman. At last he handed
them back to.rhe. . *“ Do you think,”” he said, ‘“ on the evid-
ence of these, I should be domg wrong in breakmg with
her? ”’ - . o

‘“ Wrong in breaking with her !’ I exclaimed. ‘ You
would be doing' wrong if you did n’t,—wrong to yourself ;
wrong to your family; wroung, if I may venture to say so, to
Daphne; Wrohg even in the long run-to the girl herself; for
she is not fitted for you, and she 7s fitted for Reggie Nettle-
craft. ‘Now, do as I bid you _Sit down at once and write

~her a letter from my dlctatxon

He sat down and wrote, much reheved that 1 took the

“responsibility off his shoulders

“DEAR Miss MONTAGUE,” I began, ¢ the inclosed letters have
come into my hands without my seeking it. After reading them, I
feel that I have absolutely no right to stand between you and.the man
of your real choice. -It would not be kind or wise of me to doso. I
release you at once, and consider myself released: You may there- .
fore regard our engagement as irrevocably cancelled: -

. ‘‘ Faithfully yours, .
“CECIL HOLSWORTHY »

‘“ Nothing more than that?”’ he asked lookmcr up and-

biting his pen. ‘‘ Not a word of regret or apology [
“Not a word,”” I answered. ‘You are really too .
lenient.” : -

I made him take it out and post it before he could invent
conscientious’ scruples. Then he turned to me irresolutely.
“ What shall I do. next ?” he asked, with a comlcal air of ‘
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I smiled. My dear fellow, that is a matter for your own
consideration.’ .
*“ But—do you think she will laugh'at me? "’
-~ Miss Montague [
- “No! Daphne.” _ :
‘“Iam notin Daphne’sconfidence,”’ I answered. ‘‘Idon’t

“

_ know how shesfeels. But, on the face of it, I think I can
venture to assure vou that at least she won’t laugh at you.”
He grasped my hand hard. ‘ You don’t.mean to say
so!”” he cried. ‘“ Well, that ’s really very kind of her ! A .
girl of Daphne’s high type.! And I, who feel myself_éo
utterly unworthy of her !’

‘“We.are all unworthy of a good woman’s love 7 I an-
swered. “.But, thank Heaven, the good women don’t seem
to realise it.”” *'; ) ) )

That evening, about ten, my new friend came back in a
“hurry to my rooms at St. Nathaniel’s. Nurse Wade was
standing there, giving her report for the night when he
entered. His face looked someinches shorter and broader
than usual. His eyes beamed. His mouth was- radiant.

_““Well, you won’t believe it, Dr. Cumberledge,’’ he be-
gan; “but—" | B

‘“ Yes, I do believe it,”’ I answered. ‘‘Iknowit. I have
read it already

“ Read it !’ he cried. * Where?”

I waved my hand towards his face. ‘‘In a special edition
of the evening papers,’”’ I answered, smiling. *‘ Daphne has
accepted you !’ :

 He sank into an easy chair, beside hlmself w1th rapture.
- Yes, yes ; that angel ! Thanks to yox, she has accepted -
‘me !”’ ‘ '
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‘‘ Thanks to Miss Wade,’” I sald correcting hlm “Itis
really all %er doing. If she had not seen throuorh the photo-
graph to the face, and through the face to the woman and
. the base little heart of her we mwht never have found her
out.”

He turned to Hilda with eyes a]l gratltude ‘“ You have -
. given me the dearest and best vglrl on earth,”’ he cried, seiz-"

ing both her hands. '

‘“ And I have given Dapline a husband who will love aud
appreciate her,”” Hilda answered, flushing.

““ You see,” I said, maliciously ; ‘“ I told you they never
find us out, Holsworthy !’

As for Reggie Nettlecraft and his w1fe I should like to add
that they are getting on quite as well as could be expected.

. Reggie has joined his Sissie on the music-hall stage ; and all
those who have witnessed his immensely popular performance
of the Drunken Gentleman beforée the Bow Street Pollce Court
acknowledge without reserve that, after ‘‘ failing for every-
thing;” he has dropped at last into his true vocation. His.
1mpersonat10n of the part is said to be nature itself.” I
see no reason to doubt it. ’




" CHAPTER III
THE EPISODE OF THE WIFE WHO DID HER DUTY

0 make you understand nfy next yarn, I must go back
T to the date of my introduction to Hilda. )
““ It is- witchicraft !’ I said the first time I saw her, .
at Le Geyt’s luncheon-party. V
- She smiled a smile which was bew1tch1ng, mdeed but by

1o means witch-like,—a frank, open sn"_ : ;"}Vlth just a touch -
" of natural feminine triumph in it. N”b: not witcheraft,”’
she .answered, helping herself ‘with her Hainty fingers to a -
burnt almond from the Venetian glass dish;—‘* not witch-
craft,—memory; aidea, perhaps, by some native quickness of
perception. Though I say it myself, I never met anyone, I
think, ,_,whosé memory gaes quite as far as mine does.”” -

““ You don’t mean quite as far back,’’ 1 cried, jesting ; fot
she looked about tWenty-four, and had cheeks like a ripe
nectarine, j‘ust as pink and just as softly downy.

She smiled again, showing a row of semi-transparent teeth,
with a gleam in the depths of them. She was certainly most
attractive. She ‘had that lndeﬁnable, incommunicable, un-
~ analysable personal quallty which we know as c/zarm ‘“ No,

not as far lack,”’ she ‘repeated. ‘‘ Though, indeed, T often
“seem to remember things that happened before I was born

e ’

- . -
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(like Queen Elizabeth’s visit to Kenilworth) : I recollect so
vividly all that T have heard or read about them. But as far
in extent, 1 mean. I never let anything drop out of my
memory. As this case shows you, I can recall even quite
unimportant and ‘cals'ual bits of knowledge when any chance
clue happens to bring them back to me.”’ :

She had certainly astoxgishedmg Theé occasio;l for- my
astonishment was the fact that when I handed her my card,

_““ Dr. Hubert Ford Cumberledge, St. Natlnmpl s Hospital,”’

she had glanced -at it for a second and exclamled without
sensible pause or break, ¢‘ Oh, then, of course, you ’re half
Welsh, as I.am.”’ - i

~ The instantaneous and apparent inconsecutiveness of her
inference took me aback. *‘ Well, m’yes: I am half We]sh,”
I replied. ‘“ My mother came from Carnarvonshire. But,
why then, and of course? 1 fail to perceive your train of
reasoning.”’ ) ) '

She laughed a sunny httle laugh, like one well accustomed
to receive such inquiries. « Fancy asking a woman to give
you ‘ the train of reasoning’ for her intuitions !>’ she cried,, .
merrily. ¢ That shows, Dr. Cumpberledge, that you are a
mere man—a man of sc1ence perhaps, but 7ot a pSVChO]OO'JSt
It also suggests that you are a confirmed bachelor. A mar-
ried man accepts intuitions, without expecting them to be
based on reasoning. . , . Well just this once, I will

“stretch a point to enlighten you. If I recollect right; your
" mother died about three years ago?”’

‘“ You are quite correct. - Then you knew my mother [

““Oh, dear me, no ! I never even mether. Why #ken 2°’

Her look was mischievous. ‘ But, unless I mistake, I
think she came from Hendre Coed, near Bangor.”
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“ Wales is a village |’ I exclaimed, catching my breath. -
‘“ Every Welsh person seems to know all about every other.””
" My new acquaintance smiled égain. ‘When s'he smiled
she was irresistible: a lau_ghirjg face protruding from a cloud
of diaphanous dtapery. - *“ Now, shall T tell you how I came
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R s
R = S
x| ) /
5 nT"—rq Jasise " -~
= =

‘*OH, THEN, OF COURSE, YOU 'RE HALF WELSH, AS I AM.”

to know that?’’ .she asked, poising a g/até cherry on her
dessert fork in front of her. *‘ Shall I explain my trick, like
.the conjurers ? ‘ '

‘¢ Conjurers never explaiﬁ anything,” I \‘answe'red. ““They -
say: ‘ So, you see, #:af’s how it’s done !’— with a swift
" whisk of the hand — and leave you as much in the dark as -
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ever. Don’ texplam like the conJurers, but tell me how you
) guessed it.”’ . ’ ‘
She shut her eyes and seemed to turn her glance inward.

bRl

e About three years ago,’”’ she began slowly, like one who
reconstructs with an effort a half—forgotten scene, ‘‘Isawa
notice in the 77mes — Births, Deaths, and ‘Marriages — On
the 27th of October '— was it the 27th ?”’ The keen brown
eyes opened again for a second and flashed i mqmry into mine.
“ Quite right,”” I answered, noddmGr

N “I thought so.. ‘On the 27th of October, at Brynmor,
~Bournemouth, Emily Olwen Josephine, widow of the late
Thomas Cumberledge, sometime coloiiel}dﬁ.the 7th B,engal
Regiment of Foot; and daughter of Iolbwayn'Ford, Esq.,
J.P., of Hendre Coed, near Bangor.” Am I correct?’ She
lifted her dark eyelashes once more and flooded me.

‘““ You are quite correct,” I answered, surprised. “ And
that is really all that you knew of my mother ?

‘“ Absolutely all. . The moment I saw your card, I thought
to myself,.in a breath: ‘ Ford, Cumberledge; what do I know
of those two names? I have some link between them. Ah,
yes; found! Mrs. Cumberlédge, wife of Colonel Thomas
'Cumberledge, of the 7th Bengals, was a Miss Ford, daughter
ofa Mr. Ford, of Bangor.” That came to mie like a lightning-
gleam. Then I said to myself agam ‘ Dr. Hubert Ford
Cumberledge ‘must be their son.” So there you have ‘ the
train of reasoning.’ Women caz reason—sometimes. T had -
to think twice, though, before I could recall the exact words
of the 7imes notice.”’

‘“ And can you do the same with everyone ?’’

“Everyone! Oh, come, now: that is expecting too much!-
I have not read, marked, learned, and inwardly. digested
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everyone’s family announcements. 1 don’t preténd to be
the Peerage, the Clergy List, and the London Directory
. rolled into one. I remembered your family all the more
vividly, no doubt, because .of the pretty and unusual old
 Welsh names, ‘ Olwen’ and ¢ Iolo-Gwyn Ford,” which fixed
fhe;mselves on my memory by their mere beé.u'ty. Every- =
- thing about Wales always attracts me ; my Welsh side is
uppermost. But I have hundreds—oh, thousands—of such
facts stored and pigeon-holed in my memory. If anybody
_else cares to try me,”’ she glanced round the table, *“ per-
haps we may be able to test my power that way.”

" Two or three of the company accepted her challenge, giv-
ing the full names of their sisters or brothers ; and, in three
cases out of five, my witch was able to supply either the
notice of their marriage or some other like published circum-
"'stance In the instance of Charlie Vere, it is true, she
went wrong, just at first, though- -only in a single small par-
ticular ; it was not Charlie himself who was gazetted to a
sub-lieutenancy in the Warwickshire Regiment, but his
brother Walter. However, the moment she was told of this
slip, she corrected herself at once, and added, like lightning,
“ Ah, yes: how stupid of me! T have mixed up the names.
. _Charles Cassilis Vere got an appointment on the same day
" in the Rhodesian Mounted Police, did n’t he? ”  Which
“was in point of fact quite accurate.

~ Butlam forgetting that all this time I have not even now
introduced my witch to you.

Hilda Wade, when I first saw her, was one of the prettiest;
cheeriest, and most graceful girls I have ever met—a dusky
blonde, brown;ey'ed, brown-haired, with a creamy, waxen

" whiteness of skin' that was yet war_m:and peach-downy.

. PP
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And I wish to insist from the outset upon the plain fact that
there was nothing uncanny about her. = In spite of hersin-
gular faculty of insight, which sometimes seemed to illogical
people almost weird or eerie, she was in the main a bright,
well-educated, sensible, winsome, lawn-terlnis-playiﬁg Eng-
lish girl. Her vivacious spir>its rose superior to her sur-
roundings, which were often’ sad énough.‘ But she was aboy%
-all things wholesome, unaffected, and sparkling —a gleam
of sunshine. -She laid no claim to shpematural powers ;
she he_id no.dealings with familiar spirits ; she was simply
a girl of strong personal charm, endowed with an astound-
ing memory and a rare measure of feminine intuition. Her
memory, she told me, she shared with her father and all her
father’s family; they were famous for their prodigious faculty
in that respect. Her impulsive tempera‘rﬁe"u,t' and quick in-
stincts, on the other hand, descended to he.r, she thought,
from her mother and her Welsh ancestry. ’
Externally, she seemed thus at first sight little more than
the ordinary pref:ty, light-hearted English. girl, with a taste
for field sports (especially riding), and a native love of the
_country. ‘But at times one caught in the brighten‘ed colour
of her lustrous brown eyes ceftain curious undercurrents of
depth, ’o_f reserve, and of a questioning wistfulness which
. made you suspect the presence of profounder elements in her
nature. From the earliest moment of our acquaintance, in-
déed, I can.say with truth that Hilda Wade interested me
immensely. T felt drawn. - Her face hag, that strange Quality
of compelling attention for which we have as yet no English
‘name, but which everybody fecognises. . You could not
ignore her. She stood out. She was the sort of girl one
was constrained to notice. T ,
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It was Le Geyt's first lunchéon-party' since his second
marriage.: Big-bearded, genial, he beamed round on us
jubilant. He was proud of his wife and proud of his recent

- Q.C-.ship. The new Mrs. Le Geyt sat at the head of the -
‘table, handsome, capable, self-possessed ; a vivid, vivorous,

woman and a model hostess. Though still quite xouncr she
was large and commanding. Everybody was impressed by
her.  ‘“ Such a good mother to those poor motherless child-
ren ! all the ladies declared in a chorus of applause. And,
indeed, she had the face of a splendid manager. '

—
I said as much in an undertone over the ices to Miss
Wade, who sat beside me — though T ought not to have dis-

" cussed them at their own table. Hugo Le Geyt seems to
have made an éxcellent choice,”’ I murmured. * Maisie

" and Ettie will be lucky, indeed, to be taken care of by such
a competent stepmother.” Don’t you think so?”’

My witch glanced up at her hostess with a piercing dart
of the keen brown eyes, held her wine-glass half raised, and
then electrified me by uttering, in the same low voice,
audible to me alone, but quite clearlyflmd unhesitatingly,
these astounding words :

‘I think, before twelve mouths are out, Mr. Le Gejyz‘ d/Z/Z
have mura’ered her!

For a minute I could not answer, so startlmcr was the -

effect of this conﬁ‘&entfppedlctlon. Oune does not expect to

be told such things at lunch, over the port and peaches,

about one’s dearest friends, beside their own mahogany. And

the assured air of unfaltering conviction with which Hilda

Wade said it to a complete stranger took my breath away.

Why did she think so at all? And. if she thought so why
‘ choose me as the rec1p1ent of her singular conﬁdences ?

4
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I gasped and wondered. : .
‘“ What makes you fancy anything so unlikely?” "I
asked aside at last, behind the babel of voices. ‘ You quite

- alarm me.’

She rolled a mouthful of apricot ice reﬂectlvely on her

tongue and then murmured, in a similar aside, ‘“ Don’t ask :
me now. Some other time will. do. But I mean what I

say.' Believe me ; I do not speak at random.’’

She was quite right, of course. To continue would have
been equa]ly rude and foolish. I had perforce to bottle up
my cur1051ty for the moment and waxt till my sibyl was in
the mood for interpreting. - ‘ :

After lunch we adjourned to the drawing-room. Almost

at once, Hilda Wade flitted up with her brisk step to the

corner where I was sitting. ‘“ Oh, Dr. Cumberledge,’’ she
began, as if nothing odd had occurred before, *“ I was so glad
to meet you and have a chance of ‘galking to you, because I

- do so want to get a nurse’s place at St. Nathaniel’s.”

““ A nurse’s place !’ I exclaimed, a little surprised, sur-

- veying her dress of palest and softest Indian muslin: for she

looked to me far too much of a butterﬂy for such serious
work. ‘“ Do you reallv mean it; or are you one of the'ten

. thousand modern young ladies who are in quest of a Mlasmn

without understanding that Missions areunpleasant ? Nurs-

ing, I can tell you, is not all crimped cap and becoming '

uniform.”’

*“ I know that,”’ she anSWered growing grave “Iought -

toknowit. Iam a nurse already at St. George’s Hospital.”’

“You are a nurse! And at St. George’s! Yet you want
to chahge to Nathaniel’s?> Why? . St. George’s is in a
much nicer part of London, and the patients there come
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oon an average from a much better class than ours in Smith-
field.” _ S o

“I know that too; but . “~Sebastian is at St.
‘Nathaniel’s— and I want to be near Sebastian.”’

*“ Professor Sebastian ! ”” I cried, my face lighting up with V
a gleam of enthusiasm at our great teacher’s name. ‘‘ Ah,

.&‘A 73 g

I AM A NURSE_ALREADY.”

if it is to be under Sebastian that yéi’\u; desire, I can see you
mean business. - I know now you are in earnest.” R -
““In earnest?” she echoed, that strange deeper shade
- coming over her face as she spoke, while her tone altered.
“ Yes, I think I am in earnest! It i$. my obj?ét in life to be
near Sebastian—to watch him and-observe him. I mean to
succeed. . . . But I have given you my confidence,
" perhaps too hastily, and I must itﬁplore you not to mention’
my wish to him.” . ' . ‘
“ You may trusf._ me implicitly,”’ T answered.
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8 Hilda Wade

- ““Oh, ires- I saw that,”’ she pﬁt in, VWith a quick gesture.
¢ Of c /ua'se I saw by your face you were a man of honour—
a man one could trust — or I would not have spoken to you.
But —you promlse me?”’ )

‘“ I promise you,’’ I replied, naturally ﬂattered She was

" delicately pretty, and her quaint, oracular air, so incongruous

with the dainty face and the fluffy brown hair, piqued me
not a little. That special mysterious commodity of czarm
seemed to pervade all she did and said. So I added: ‘““And

- I will mention to Sebastian that you-wish for a nurse’s place

at Nathaniel’s. As you have had experience, and can be

recommended, I suppose, by Le Geyt’s sister,”’ with whom

(%3

she had come, ‘‘ no doubt you can secure an early vacancy.”’
© ““Thanks so much,” she answered, with that delicious

smile. Tt had an infantile simplicity about it which con-

trasted most piquantly with her prophetic manner. -

‘“ Only,” I went on, assuming a confidential tone, ‘‘ you
really must tell me why you said that just now about Hugo
Le Geyt.. Recollect, your Delphian utterances have gravely
astonished and disquieted me. Hugo.is one of my oldest

*and dearest friends; and I want to know why you have

formed this sudden bad opinion of him.’
“ Not of 4im, but of /er,”’ she answered, to my surprise,

* playing with it to distract attention.

‘“ Come, come, now,” I eried, drawipg back. ‘““You are
trying to mystify me. ~This is deliberate seer-mongery.

of man to be caught by horoscopes. . I decline to believe it.”’
She turned on me with a meaning glance. Those truth-
ful eyes fixed me. “‘Iam going from here straight to my

L]

_ taking a small Norwegian dagger from the what-not and '

"You are presuming on your powers. But I am not the sort
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hospital,”” she murmured, with a: quiet air of kndw]edge—.
talking, I mean to say, like one who really knows. * This.
room is not the placeto discuss this matter, isit? If you

“will walk back to St. George’s with me, I think I can make

you see and feel that I am - speakmg, not at haphazard but
from observation and experience.’ .
Her confidence roused my most vivid curxos1ty When

she left I left with her. The Le Geyts lived in one of those

new streets of large houses on Campden Hill, so that our
way eastward lay naturally through Kensington Gardens
It-was a sunny June day, when light pierced even through
the. smoke of London, and the shrubberies breathed the
breath of white lilacs. * Now, what did you mean by that’
enigmatical saying ?”’ I asked my.néw Cassandra, as we -

- strolled down the scent-laden path. ‘‘ Woman’s intuition is -

all very well in its way; but a mere man'may be excused if

- he asks for evidence.”

She stopped short as I spoke, and gazed full into my ejIES.
Her hand fingered her parasol handle. ““I meant what I
said,” she answered, with emphesis. ““ Within one year,
Mr. Le Geyt will have murdered his wife. You may take
my word. for it.”’ . ) ' R

““Le Geyt!” I cried. ‘‘ Never! I know the man so

-well I _A big, good-natured, kindly schoolboy ! He is the

gentlest and best of mortals. . Le Geyt a murderer ! Im—

possible ! ”’ _ . ' .
Her eyes were far away. “‘ Hasit never occurred t'o\you, ”

she asked, slowly, with her pythones's air, ¢ that there are

- murders and murders >—murders which depend in the main

upon the murderer . .. . andalso murders which depend
* in the main upon the victim ?

cr
(




8  Hilda Wade

. ““The victim? ‘What do you mean ? *’

"~ . ““Well, there are brutal men who commit murder out of

sheer brutality—the ruffians of the slums; and there are sor-
did men who commit murder for sordid money—the insurers

- who want to forestall their policies, the poisoners who want

to inherit property; but have you ever realised that there are
also murderers: who become so by accident, through their
victims’ idiosyncrasy ? I thought all the time while I was’
Watc'hinor‘ Mrs. Le Geyt, ¢ That woman is of the sor} pre-
destined.to be murdered.’ .+ And when you asked me,
I told you so. I may have been lmprudent stxll, I saw it,

“and I said it.”’

‘“ But this is second sight!” I cried, drawing away. ‘‘ Do
you pretend to prevision ? *’

““ No, not second sight; nothing uncanny, nothing super-
natural. But prevision, yes ; prevision based, not on omens
or auguries, but on solid fact—on what I have seen and
noticed.”’ ‘ '

‘“ Explain yourself, oh, prophetess !’

She let the point of her parasol make a curved trail on the
gravel, and followed its serpentine wzivingswit}h her eyes.
“ You know our house surgeon ? ”’ she asked at last, looking
up of a sudden. ”

““ What, Travers? Oh, 1nt1mate1y

““Then come to my ward and see. After you have seen,
you will perhaps believe me.’ _

Nothing that I could say would get any further explanatlon
out of her just then. ~ ““ You would laugh at me if I told you,”
she persisted; *‘ you won’t laugh when you have seen it.”

We walked on in silence as far as Hyde Park Corner.
There my Sphmxﬁtnpped lightly up the steps of St. George’s
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Hosp1ta1 s -Geter.’Travers s leavev,” she said, with a nod,
and a bright smile, ““ to visit :Nurse Wade’s ward. Then
~come up to me there in five minutes.’

- I explained to my friend the house surgeon that I wished
to see certain cases in the accident ward of which I had heard;
he smiled a restrained smile — Nurse Wade, no doubt ! ”’
but, of course, gave me ﬁermis_sion to go up and look at them.
“ Stop a minute,” he added, ‘““and I’ll come with you.”
When we got there, my witch had already changéd her dress,

- and ‘was. waiting for us demurely in the neat dove-coloured

' gown and smooth white apron of the hospital nurses. She

looked even prettier and more meamngful so than in her -

ethereal outside summer-cloud muslin.

‘“ Come over to this bed,’’ she said at once to Travers and
myself, without the least air of mystery. ‘I will show you
what I mean by it.”’

“ Nurse Wade has remarkable insight,” Travers whispered .3

to me as we went.

““ T can believe it,”’ I answered. .

*““ Look at this woman,’’ she went on, aside, in a low voice
—*‘“ no, nof the first bed ; the one beyond it; Number 6o. I
don’t want the patient to know you are watching her. Do
_you observe anything odd about her appearance [

“She is somewhat the same type " I began,
Mrs.—— o

Before I could get out the words ‘“ Le Geyt,”’ her warning
eye and puckering forehead had stopped me. ‘‘ Asthe lady

as

we were discussing,’’-she interposed, with a quiet wave of

one hand. ‘‘ Yes, in some points véry much so. You notice
in particular her scanty “hair—so thin and poor—though she
is youncr and good—lookmg P
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‘It is certainly rather a feeble crop for a woman of her
age,”’ I admitted. ‘‘ And pale at that, and washy.”’

““ Precisely. 1It’s done lip behind about as big as a nut-
meg. . . . Now, observe the contour of her back as she
sits up there ;. it is curiously curved, is n’t it ?

“ Very,” I repkied. ‘‘ Not exactly a stoop, nor yet quite
a hunch, but certainly an odd Spiual configuration.”

“ I ike our friend’s, once more ?”’

“ Like our friend’s, exactly !”’

Hxlda Wade looked away, lest she should attract the pa-
tient’s attention. * Well, that woman was brought in here,
half- dcad _assaulted by her husband » she went on, with a
note of unobtrusive demonstration.

‘“ We get a great many such cases,”’ Travers put in, with
true medical unconcern, ‘‘ very interesting cases; ‘and Nurse

- Wade has pointed out to me the singular fact that in almost

all instances the patients resemble one another physically.”

‘“ Incredible !’ T cried. ‘‘I can understand that there
might well be a type of men who assault their wives, but not,
surely, a type of women who get assaulted.” ‘

“ That is because you know less about it than Nurse
' Wade,” Travers answered, with an annoylng smlle of

superior knowledtre
Our instructress moved on to another bed laying one

gentle hand as she passed on a patient’s forehead. The

patient glanced gratitude. ‘“That one again,” she said

“once more, half indicating a cot at a little distance : ‘“ Num-

ber 74. She has much the same thin hair — sparse,-weak,
and colourless. She has much the same curved back, and
much the same aggressive, self-assertive features. Looks

capable, does n’t she ?- A born housewife! . . . Well,
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she, too, was knocked down and kicked half-dead the other

" night by her husband.”

‘“ It is certainly odd,’’ I answered, ‘‘ how very much they
both recall —”’ -

‘“ Our fiiend at lunch ! Yes, extraordinary. See here’’;

‘“ SHE DREW THE QUICK OUTLINE OF A FACE IN HER NOTE-BOOK."”

she pulled out a pencil and drew the quick outline of a face

*in her note-book. ‘‘ 7katis what is central and essential to

the type. They have #%is sort of profile. Women with faces
like that a/ways get assaulted.”

Travers glanced over her shoulder. ‘‘ Quite true,’”’ he
assented, with his bourgeois nod. * Nurse Wade in her time
has shown me dozens of them. - Round dozens: bakers’

N
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dozens ! They all belong to that species. In fact, when a
woman of this type is brought in to us wounded now, I ask
‘at once, ¢ Husband ?’ and the invariable answer comes pat :
‘ Well, yes, sir ; we had some words together.” The effect
of words, my dear fellow, is something truly surprising.”’
‘“ They can pierce like a daggér,”' I mused.
““ And leave an open wound behind that requires dressing,’’
Travers added, unsuspecting. Practicallman? Travers!
‘““ But why do they get assaulted —the women of this
type? ’ I asked, still bewildered. .
‘“ Number 87. has her mother just come to see her,” my
sorceressinterposed. ‘‘.Ske’san assault case ;‘brought in last

"night ; badly kicked and bruised about the head and shoul-

ders. Speak to the mother. She ’ll explain it all to you:”

T'ravers and I moved over to the cot her hand scarcely in-
dicated. ‘‘ Well, your déughter looks pretty comfortable
this afternoon, in spite of the little fuss,”” Travers began,
tentatively. ‘

“‘ Yus, she ’s a bit tidy, thanky,’’ the mother answered,
smoothing her soiled black gown, grown green with long
service. She ’11 git on naow, please’ Gord But Joe most

~ did for ’er.’ ,

““ How did it all happen ??’ Travers asked, in a jaunty
tone, to draw her out. . “

‘“ Well, it was like this, sir, yer see. My daughter, she ’s
a lidy as keeps~erself # ’erself, as the sayin’ is, an’ ’olds ’er
‘ead up. She keeps up a proper pride, an’ minds ’er *ouse
an’ ’er little uns. She ain’t no gadabaht. But she ’azea

_ tongue, she ’ave’”; the mother lowered her voice ‘cautiously,

lest the ¢ lidy > should hear. ‘I don’t deny it that she’aze
a tongue at tlmes, through myself avin’ suffered from it.
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And when she do go an, Lord bless you, why, there ain’t no
stoppm of ’er.” ’ /, ~
“ Oh, she has a tongue, has she 7 Travers replied, sur-
veying the ‘‘ case cntlcally ‘“ Well, you know, she looks
like it.” . - ' '
“So she do, sir; so she do. An’ joe, ’e’s a man as
would n’t ’urt a biby —not when ’e ’s sober, Joe would n't.
But ’e’d bin aht; that’s where it is; an’’e cum ’ome lite, a .

. bit fresh, through ’avin’ bin at the friendly lead ; an’ my

daughter, yer see, she up an’ give it to ’im. "My word, she
did give it to’im ! An’ Joe, ’e 'sa peaceable man when ’e
ain’t a bit fresh ; ‘e ’s more like a friend to ’er than an ’us-
band Joe is; but e lost ’is ‘temper that time, as yer may say,
by reason o’ bein’ fresh, an’ ’e knocked ’er abaht a little, an’
knocked ’er teeth aht. So we brought ’er to the orspital.”’
‘The injured woman raised herself up in bed with a'vin-
dictive éeowl, displaying as she did so the same whale-like

" curved back s in the other *‘ cases.”” ..‘‘ But we ’ve sent ’im

to the lockup,” she continued, the scowl giving wéy fast
to a radiant jo& of victory as she contemplated her triumph ;
““an’ wot ’s more, I ’ad the last word of ’im. ‘An’e’ll git
six month for this, the neighbours says ; an’ when he comes
aht again, my Gord, won’te ketch it ! ”’ A

“ You look capable of pumshmcr him for it,” I answered

-and as I spoke, I shuddered ; for I saw: her expression was

precisely the expression Mrs. Le Geyt’s face had worn for a

passing' second when her husband accidentally trod on her

dress as we left the dining-room. . ’
My witch moved- away. We followed ‘“ Well, what do

_you say to it now ? ** she asked, gliding’ among the beds Wlth

noiseless feet and mlmstermg fingers.

’
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“Say to it?” I answered. ¢ That it is wonderful,
wonderful. You have quite convinced me.”’ 4

‘“ You would think so,” Travers put in, * if you had been
in this ward as often as I have, and observed their faces.
It’sa dead cértainty. Sooner or later, that type of woman
is cock-sure to be assaulted.”’ » '

“In a certain rank of life, perhaps,”” I answered, still loth
to believe it ; ** but not surely in ours. Gentlemen do not
knock down their wives and kick their:teeth out.”” ~

My Sibyl smiled. “No; there class tells,”’ she admitted.
“ Thé}‘;take longer about it, and suffer more provocation.

. They curb their tempers. But in the end, one day, they are’
goaded beyond endurance; and then—a convenient knife—a -

‘rusty old sword —a pair of scissofs—-—anything that comes
handy, like that dagger this morning. One wild blow—
half unpremeditated —and
Twelve good men aud true will find it wilful murder.”’

I felt really perturbéd. ‘“But can we do nothing,”’ I cried,
‘“ to warn poor Hugo ? >’ ‘ ' -

“ Noth‘ing, I fear,” she answered. ‘“After all, character
must work itself out in its interactions with character. He
has married that woman, and he must take 'the consequences.

. Does not each of us in life suffer perforce the Nemesis of his

own temperament ? ”’ , .
‘“ Then is there not also a type of men who assault their

wives? I . S :

" ““That is the odd part of it—mno. All kinds, good and

bad, quick and slow, can be driven to'it at last. ‘The quick- -

tempered stab or kick ; the slow devise some deliberate

. means of ridding themselves of their burden.” .

- But surely-we might caution Le Geyt of his danger !

]

the thing is done!
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““ It is useless. He would not believe us. We cannot be
at his elbow to hold back. his hand when the bad moment
I comes.” Nobody will be there, as a matter of fact ;- for ‘wo-

! men of this temperament — born naggers, in short, since -
, that ’s what it comes tg——-when they are a]so ladies, grz;ceful

and gracxous as she is; never nag -at all before outsidérs.

Tt the world,, they are bland; everybody says, ‘What : /
charming jaTLers !’ They are ‘angels abroad, devils at / -
s_hoxrie,;i as the proverb puts it. Some night she will provoke e

him when they-are alone, till she has reached his utmost - |
'limi't of endurance —and theh "? she drew one hand across . |
her dove-like throat, ‘it will be all finished.”
 “Youthinkso?” i

" I am sure of it. We human bemds go stralght lxke o
= _ sheep to our natural destiny.” =
PGl But——that is fatalism.”’ - ‘ g
L« No, not fatahsm insight 1nto temperament Fatalists
_ ' believe that your life is arranged for you beforehand from

: Wxthout ; willy-nilly, you must act so. I only believe that

Smraw o

T o o

_/ifi this jostling world your life is mostly determined by your-
" “own character, in its interaction with the characters of those
/ who surround you.” Temperament works itself 'QLit.‘, It is
‘/ your own acts and deeds that make up Fate for you.”
: - For some montls after this‘meeting neither Hilda Wade
. /- norIsaw anything more of the Le Geyts. They left town ~E
©° for Scotland at the end of the season ; and when éll'--the’ ’
. _~grouse had been duly slaughtered and all the salmon duly
hooked, they went on:to Leicestershire for the opening of
_ - A . fox-hunting ; so it was not till after Christmas that they re-
'~ turned to Campden Hill. Meanwhile, I had spoken to Dr.

A e o o, e s e et i e
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Sebastian about Miss Wade, and on my recommendatlon he
had found her a vacancy at our hospltal A most intelli-
gent ‘girl, Cumberledge,”’ he remarked to me with a rare
burst_of approval — for thé ﬁfbfessor was always critical —
after she had been at work for some weeks at St. Nathaniel's.

“Iam gl’td you introduced her here. A nurse withi brains
is such a valuable accessory— unless, of course, she takes to
| thinking. But Nurse Wade never #inks, she is a useful
: 1nstrument——d0es what she ’s told, and carries out one’s ‘
orders implicitly.”” ‘ ' b
‘‘ She knows enough to know when she does n’t know,” I
- .answered, ‘* which is really the rarest kind of knowiedﬂ‘e ” ;
‘‘ Unrecorded among young docto;ts‘ '’ the Professor re- ’
torted, with his sardonic smile. ﬁ‘hey think they under- ‘ }
_9-s_g_and'the human body from top to toe, when, in reality —
well, they might do the measles !’

Early in January, I was invited again to lunch with the
‘Le Geyts. Hilda Wade was invited, too. The moment"
‘we entered the house, we were both of us aware that some

grim change had come over it. . Le Geyt met us in the
hall, in his old. genial style, it is true ; but still with a cer-

tain reserve, a curious veiled' timidity which we had not

known in him. Big and good-humoured as he was, with '

ls;indly‘~ _éyes beneath the shaggy eyebrows, he seemed

- strangely"“'subdued now ; the boyish bu0y3ncy, had gone out o
' of him. He’spoke rather lower than was his natural key, - 3
‘and welcomed us warmly, though less effusively than of old. _ SR

An irreproachable housemaid, in a spotless cap, ushered us -

into the transfigured drawing-room, Mrs. Le Geyt, in a

pretty cloth dress, neatly tailor-made, rose to meet us, beam- ;

ing the vapid smile of the perfect hostess— that impartial ‘ i
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sinile which falls, ‘l‘ike the rain “from Heaven, on goéd and

~bad indifferently. *‘ So charmed to see you again, Dr.

Cumberledge !’ she bubbled out, with a cheerful air —she
was always cheerful, mechamcally cheerful from a sense of

- duty. ““Ttissuch a pleasure to mieet dear Higo’s old friends!

And Mlss Wade, too; how dehohtfu}' You look so well,

. Miss Wade ! Oh, you ’re both at St. Nathamel’s now, aren’t

you? So youcancome together. What'a privilege for you,'
Dr. Cumberledge; to have Suéh;a clever assistant—or, rather,
fellow-worker. It must be a great ‘life, yours, Miss Wade ;

such a sphere of usefulness! If we can only feel we are

‘doing good —that is the main matter. For my own part, I
like to be mixed up with every good work that’s going onin

. my neighbourhood.- I’m the soup-kitchen, 'yo_uAknoW, and

I’m visitor at the workhouse ; and I 'm the Dorcas Society,
and the Mutual Improvement Class ; and the Prevention of
Cruelty to Animals and. to Children, and I’m sure I don’t’
know how much else ; s0 that, what with all that, and what
with deélr Hugo and the darlin—or children ”’— she glanced
aﬂ"ectlonately at Maisie and Ettie, who sat bolt upright, very
mute and still, in thelr best and stiffest frocks, on two stools -
in the corner—‘‘ I can hardly find time for my social duties.”

s Oh dear Mrs. Le Geyt >’ one of her visitors said with

'eﬂ"usmn from beneath a nodding bonnet — she was the wife.

of a rural dean from Staffordshire —* everybody is agreed that

yqé;?- social duties are performed to a marvel. They are the
envy of Kensington We all of us wonder, indeed, how one

woman can find time for all of it !
“Our hostess looked pleased. ‘‘Well, yes,” she answered,
gazing dowu at her fawn coloured dress with a half- suppressed

. smile of self- saUsfacuon, T flatter myself I can get through
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about as much work in a day as anybody 12 Her eye wan-
dered round her rooms with a modest air of placid. self-

approval which was almost comic: Evefything in them was

as well-kept and as well-polished as good servants, thoroughly
drilled; could make it. Not a stain or a speck anywhere. A
miracle of “neat- ‘ ’
ness. Indeed,
when I careless-
ly drew the Nor=-
wegian dagger
from its scab-

ba rd/a s we
Kted forhmch

and found that
it stuck in the
sheath, I almost
stérted to dis-

cover that rust
could-intrude
into that orderly
household

I recollected <

‘“ THE NORWEGIAN DAGGER.”

then how Hilda Wade had pointed out to mé'during those

six months at St. Nathaniel’s that the women whose hus-

bands assaulted them weré almost always-‘‘ notable house-

wives,”’ as they say in America—gdod souls who prided
themselves not a little on their skill in management. They
- were capable, practical mothers of families, with a boundless
belief in themselves, a sincere desire to do their duty, as far
as they unders&ood it, and a hablt of impressing their virtues

upon others which was quite beyond all human endurance:
. [N
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Placidity was their note ; prbvoking placidity. I felt sure

" it'must have been of a woman of this type that the famous

phrase was coined — ‘ Elle a loutes les wvertus—et elle est
msuﬁportable v '\ ~

‘' Clara, dear,”” the husband said, *‘shall we go in to
lunch ? . )

““ You dear, stupid boy'! Are we not all waiting for you
to give your arm to Lady Maitland ?

The lunch was perfect, and it was perfectly served The
silver glowed ; the linen was markeéd with H. C. Le G. in a
most artistic monegram. - I noticed that the table decorations
were extremely pretty. Somebody complimented our hostess

“upon them. Mrs. Le Geyt nodded and smiled—* 7arranged
.them. Dear Hugo, in his blundering way—the big darling

— forgot to get me.the orchids I had ordered. So I had to

"make shift with what few things our own wee conservatory

afforded. Still, with a liftle taste and a little ingenuity —’
She sufveyed her handiwork with just pride, and left the
rest to our imaginations.

‘“ Only you ought to explain, Clara ——"’ Le Geyt began,
in a deprecatory tone '

‘“Now, you darling old bear, We/vvon t harp on that twice-"

. told tale -again,”” Clara interrupted, with a knowing smile.

““ Point de réchawfés ! - Let us leave one another’s misdeeds
. and one another’s explanatxons for their proper sphere—-the
“family circle. ‘The orchids did zof turn up, that is thepoint;
and I managed to make shift with the plumbago and the
oreramums MalsJe my sweet, zof that pudding, zf you -

‘please ; too 1j1ch for you, darling. I know your digestive = -

capacities better than you do. I have told you fifty times it

_does n’t agree with you. A small slice of the other one !’

P
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“ VYes, mamma Maisie answered, w1th a cowed and cow-
“ering air. I felt sure she would have ‘murmured, “‘ Ves, '

¢¢¢¢¢¢¢

mamma,”’ in the selfsame tone if the second Mrs. Le Geyt
had ordered her to hang herself. '

bR}

‘“I saw you out in the park, y'eéterday, on your bicycle, .
Ettie,” Le Geyt’s sister, Mrs. Mallet, put in. ‘‘ But do you -

know, dear, I did n t think your Jacket was half warm
enough.”’ .

‘ Mamma does n't like me to wear a warmer one,”’ the
child answered, with a visible shudder of Tecollection,

- ‘“ though I should love to, Aunt Lina.”

‘“ My prec:ous Ettie, what nonsense—for a violent exerc1se"
like bicycling ! !~ Where one gets'so hot ! So unbecommgly
hot! You’d be simply stifled, darling.” I caught a darted
glance. which accompanied the words-and which ‘made Ettle
recoil into the recesses of her pudding. :

‘. But yesterday was so cold, Clara,’”’ Mrs. Mallet went on,
actually venturing to oppose-the infallible authority. ‘A
nipping morning. And such a ﬂihlsy coat! .Might not the
dear child be allowed to Judce for herself in g matter. purely
of her own feelings?” '

Mrs! Le Geyt, with just the shadow of a shrug, was all
sweet reasonableness. She smiled. more suavely than ever.

“ Surely, Lina,”’ she remonstrated, in her frankest and most

convincing tone, “ 7 must know best what is good for dear
Ettie, when I have been watching her daily for more than six
months past, and taking the greatest pains to understand

" both her.constitution and her disposition. She needs harden-
ing, Ettie does. Hardening. Don’t you agree with me,

Hugo?”

Le Geyt shuffled uneasﬂy in his chalr Big ‘man as he

P
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i

~ was, with his great black beard and manly bearir;g, I could
see he was afraid to differ from her overtly. Well —m—

perhaps, Clara,”’ he began, peering from under the shaggy
eyebrows, " ‘it “would be best for a dehcate Ch]]d like
Ettie ——"’

Mrs. Le Geyt smiled ‘a"vcompassionate' smile. Ah,’ I for-
got,”’ she cooed, sweefly. ‘“ Dear Hugo. never can under-
stand the upbringing of children. It is a sense denied him.
We women know ’— with a sage nod. ‘‘ They were wild
httle -savages when I took them in hand first—were n’t you,
Maisie? Do you remember, dear, how you broke the look-

ing-g glass in the boud01r like an untamed young monkey ?
‘TaILmv of monkeys,_Mr Cotswould, Zave you seen those:

delightful, clever, amusing French pictures at that place in
Suffolk Street ? There’s a man there—a Parisian—I forget

~ his honoured name—Ieblanc, or Lenoir, or Lebrun, or some-

thing —but he ’s a most humorous artist, and -he paints

‘monkeys and storks and all sorts of ‘queer beasties almost as

quaintly,and‘expressively as you do. Mind, I say almost ;

" for I never will allow that any Frenchman could do any-

thmg guite so good, quite so funmly mock-human, as your
marabouts and professors.””
‘“ What a charming hostess Mrs Le Geyt makes,’”’ the

" painter observed to me, after lunch. - ““ Such tact! Such dis-

crimination! . . . And, what a devoted stepmother !’
““She is one of the local secretaries of the Society fo; th@\
Prevention of Cruelty to Children,”’ I said, drily. ‘4 LR
““ And charity begins at home » Hllda Wade added ina

significant aside.

We walked home together as far as Stanhope Gate. Our
sense of doom oppressed us. ‘‘ And yet,”’ I said, turning to
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: her as we left the doorstep, 1 don’t doubt Mrs Le Geyt

really believes she Zs a model stepmother !’

““ Of course she believes it,”’ my witch answered. ‘‘She

has no more doubt about that than about anything else.
Doubts are not in her line. She does everything exactly as
it ought to be done— who should know, if not she ? —and

‘therefore she is never -afraid of criticism. Hardening, in-

deed ! that poor slender, tender, shrinking little Ettie ! A

frail exotic. She would harden her into a skeleton if she

had her way. Nothing ’s much harder than a skeleton, I
suppose, except Mrs. Le Geyt’s manner of training one.”’
““I should be sorry to think,” I broke in, ‘‘ that that

sweet little floating thistle-down of a child I once knew was

to be done to death by her.”

. ““Oh, ass for that, she will 70¢ be done to death ”’ Hilda -

answered, in her confident way. ‘“ Mrs. Le Geyt won 't live

long enough.”’
I started. *‘ You think not ? ”’

“T don’t think, I am sure of it. We are at the fifth act

now. I watched Mr. Le Geyt closely all through lunch, and
I ’m more confident than ever that the end is coming. He
is temporarily crushed ; but he is like steam in a boiler,
seething, seething, seething. One day she will sit on the

safety-valve, and the explosion will come. When it comes”’

— she raised aloft one quick hand in thialr as if striking a
dagger home —*‘ good-bye to her !

For the next few months T saw mu much ch of Le Geyt ; and the

more I saw of him, the more T saw that my witch’s prognosis -

was essentially correct. They never quarrelled ; but Mrs.
Le Geyt, in her unobtrusive way, held a quiet hand over her
husband which became increasinglyapparent. In the midst

e
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\\of;her fancy-work (those busy ﬁngersv_v(fere never idle) she -

kept her eyes well fixed on him. Now and again I saw him
glance at his motherless girls with what looked like a tender,

. protecting regret; especially when ‘‘ Clara”’ had been most
openly drilling them ; but he dared not interfere. She WJS,

crushing their spirit, as she was crushing their father’s—and -
 all, bear ‘in mmd, for the best of motives ! She had their

interest at héart ; she wanted to do what was right for them..
Her manner to him and to them was always honey-sweet—
in all extérndls ; yet one could somehow feel it was the vel-
vet glove that masked the iron hand ; not cruel, not harsh
even, but severely, irresistibly, unflinchingly crushing.
. Ettie; my dear, get your brown hat at once. What ’s

' that? Going to. rain? I did not ask you, my child, for

your opinion on the weathér. My own suffices. A head-
ache? Oh, nonsense ! ‘Headaches are caused by want of
exercise. Nothing so good for a touch of headache as a nice

brisk walk in Kensington Gardens.' Maisie, don’t hold
your ‘sister’s hand like that it is imitation sympathy !
" You are aldmcr and abettmo' her in setting my wishes at

naught. Now, no long faces ! What / require is cheerful
obedience.” - ,

A bland, autocratlc martinet: smilifig, inexorable ! * Poor,
pale Ettle grew thinner and wanner under her law daily,

while Maisie’s temper naturally docile, was belng spoiled

before one’s eyes by persistent, needless thwarting.
As spring came on, however, I began to hope that things

‘were really mending. Le Geyt looked brighter; some of his

own careless, happy-go-lucky self came back again at inter-

" vals. He told me once, with a wistful sigh, that he thought
of sending the children to school in the country — it would
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be better for them, he said, and would take a little work off

dear Clara’s shoulders ; for never even to me was he disloyal

) to Clara. I encouraged him in the idea. He went on to say

e ' that the great difficulty in the way was . . . Clara.

E SRR She was so conscientious; she thought it her duty to look

1 ' after the children herself, and could n’t bear to délegate any'j
part of that duty to others. Besides, she had such an

J " excellent opinion of the Kensington High School ! .

. When I told Hilda Wade of this, she set her teeth to-

gether and answered at once : ‘‘ That settles it ! . The end

is very near. e will insist uponi their going,: to save them
from that woman’s ruthless kindness ; and ske will refuse to
i give up any part of what she calls her duty. - /e will reason
with her; he will plead for his children: ske will be adamant,

S S, .
N .

Not angry — it is never the way of that temperament to get
angry—just calmly, sedately, and insupportably provokmg
When she goes too far, he will flare up at last ; some taunt
will rouse him ; the explosion will come ; and . . . - the’
children will go to their Aunt Lina, whom they dote upon.
‘When all is said and done, it is the poor man I plty 1

““ You said within twelve months.” i :

|

. ‘“That was a bow drawn at a venture. It may be a little
- soomer ; it may be a little later. But —next week or néxt
T month — it is coming : it is coming !’ '

- June smiled upon us once more ; and on the afternoon of

the 13th, the anniversary of our first lunch together at the
- Le Geyts, I was up at my work in the -'accidvent ward at St.
:g_> ’ Nathaniel’s. - ‘¢ Well, the ides of ]une have. come, Slster
- " Wade!” I said, when I met her, parodying Czesar.

o e

‘“ But not yet gone,’’ she answered ; and a profound sense .
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100 . Hilda Wade

of foreboding spread over her speaking face as she uttered
the words: : :

Her oracle disquieted me. ‘“ Why, I dined there last
night,” I cried ; ““ and all seemed exceptionally well.”’

‘* The calin before the storm, perhaps,’”” she murmured.

Just at that moment I heard a boy crying in the street:
“ Pall Mall Gazette ; ’ere y’ are ; speshul edishun ! Shock-

" ing tragedy at the West-end ! Orful murder ! 'Ere y’ are !

Spechul Globe ! Pall Mall, extry speshul !’ ,

A weird tremor broke over me. I walked down into
the street and bought a paper. There it stared me in
the face on the middle page: ‘‘Tragedy at Campden
Hill: Well-known Barrlster Murders his Wife. ‘Sensational
Details.”’ _

I looked closer and read It was as I feared. The Le
Geyts ! After'I left their house, the night before husband
and wife must have quarrelled, no doubt over the-question
of the children's schooling ; and at some provoking word, as
it seemed, Hugo must have snatched. up a knife —“a llttle
ornamental Norweoxan dagger,” the report said, ‘' which
happened to lie close by ‘on the cabinet in the dramnof-
room,”’ and plunoed it into his wife’s hear}:, ““ The un-
happy lady died instantaneously, by all appea‘rances and
the dastardly crime was not discovered by the servants till
eight o’clock this morning. Mr. Le Geyt is missing.”

I rushed up with the news to Nurse Wade, who was at
work in the accident ward. She turned pale but bent over
her patlent and said nothing. v
Tt is fearful to think !””.I groaned out at last ; ‘“ for us
who kn_o'w)all-—that poor Le Geyt will be hanged for it ! ,'
Hanged for attempting to protect his children e
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“*“He will nof be h:émged,”‘ my witch answered, with the
same unquest'ioning,éonﬁdex‘ice as ever. ' f .

« Why not ?”’ If-'ésked, astonished once more at this bold ’
prediction. o - S ‘

She went on bandaging the arm of the patient whom she
was attending.4:.‘ Because . . . he will commit suicide,”’
she replied, without moving a muscle.

‘“ How,do you know that?”’ - .

She stuck a steel safety-pin with deft ‘ﬁingers- into the roll
of lint. ‘“ When I have finished my day’s, work,”‘ she an-

* swered slowly, still continuing the bandage, ‘‘ I may perhaps

find time to tell you.” : -




CHAPTER IV

THE EPISODE OF THE MAN WHO WOULD NOT COMMIT
. SUICIDE ‘

A FTER my poor friend Le Ge‘yt had murdered hi_s'wifc,
A in a sudden access of uncontrollable anger, under the
deepest provocation, the police naturally began to
inquire for him. It is a way they have ; thé police are no

respecters of persons ; neither do they pry into the question

of motives. - They are Jbut poor casuists. A murder is for
them a murder, and a mﬁrdei‘er a.murderer ; it is not their
habit to divide and distinguish between case and case with
Hilda Wade’s analytical accuracy.

- As soon as my duties at St. Nathaniel’s permitted me, on
the evening of the discovery, 1 rushed round to Mrs. Mallet’s,
Le Geyt’s‘ ‘sister. I had been detained at the hospital for

some hours, however, watching a critical case; and by the

time I reached Great Stanhop_e Street I found Hilda Wade,

in her nurse’s dress, there before me. Sebastian, it seemed,

had given her leave out for the evening. She was a super-

‘numerary nurse, attached to his own- observation-cots as .

special attendant for scientific purposes, and she could gen-
erally get an hour or so whenever she required it.
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Mrs. Mallet had been in the breakfast-room with Hilda
before I arrived ; but as I reached the house she rushed up-
stairs to wash her red eyes andcompose herself a little before
t_he strain of meeting me ; so I had the opportunity for a few

" words alone first with my prophetic companion.

* “You said just now at Nathaniel’s,” I burst out, ‘“that

'__.Le Geyt would not be hanged : he would commit suicide.

: What did you mean by that ? What reason had you for |

; thinking so ? ”’ »
' Hilda sank into a chair by the open window, pulled a

flower abstractedly from the vase at her side, and began .

picking it to pieces, floret after floret, with twitching fingers.
She was deeply moved. ‘ Well, consider his farﬁily ‘his-
tory,” she burst out at last, looking up at me with her large
brown eyes as she reached the last petal. ¢ Heredity counts.
And aftér such a disaster !’ »

She said ‘‘ disaster,” not *‘ crime’’; I noted mentally the
reservation lmphed in the word.

‘“ Heredity courts,” I answered. ‘‘Oh, yes. It counts
much. But what about Le Geyt’s family history?’* I
could not recall any instance of suicide among his forbears.

‘“ Well —his mother’s father was General 'Faskally,‘ you.

bR

know,”’ she replied, after a pause, in her strange, oblique

manner. -“ Mr. Le Geyt is General Faskally’s eldest grand-
_son.””
 “ Exactly,” I broke in, with a man’s desire for solid fact
in place of vague intuition. ‘“ButT fall_to see qulte what
that has to do with it.” :

“ The General was killed in India during the Mutiny.”’

“1 remembe&,@f‘—coursar,lggled, bravely fighting.”

“Yes; but it was on a forlorn hope, for which he volun-
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teered, and in the course of which he is said to have walked
straight into an almost obvious ambuscade of the enemy’s.”
‘“ Now, r:ny dear Miss Wade ’—I always dropped the title

‘“ KILLED, BRAVELY TFIGHTING.”

i _ of “ Nurse,” by request, when once we were well clear of
4 Nathaniel’s,—*‘ I have every confidence, you are aware, in
_ your memory and your insight; but I do confess I fail to see
J ' what .bearing. this incident can have on poor Hugo's chances
v of being hanged or committing suicide.”’ T
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She picked a second flower, and once more pulled out petal
after petal. - As she reached the last again, she answered,
slole: ““You must have forgotten the circumstances. It
‘was no mere accident. General Féskally had made a.seri-
ous strategical blunder at Jhansi. He had sacrificed the

lives of his subordinates needlessly. He_could not bear to .

face the survivors. In the course of the retreat, he voluu-
teered to go on this forlorn hope, which might equally well
have been led by an -officer of lower rank ; and he was per-
mitted to do so by Sir Colin in command, as a means of re-
trie’vihg his lost military character. He carried his point,
but he carried it reck‘lessly, t‘aking care lo be shot through
the heart himself in the ﬁrSt,bnslaught; That was virtual
suicide — honourable suicide to avoid disgrace, at a moment
- of supreme remorse and horror.”
“Youare right,” I admitfed,after a minute’s consideration.
““I see it now — though I should never have thought of it.””
““That is the use of being a woman,’’ she answered. v
I waited a second once more, and mused ‘¢ Still, that is
only one doubtful case,”” I objected. '
““ There was another, you must remember: his uncle
Alfred.” ' -
‘“ Alfred Le Geyt [
““No ; /e died in hlS bed, quletly Alfred Faskally.”
““What a memory you ‘have ! I cried, astonished.

“ Why, that was before our time-—in the days of the
» ('V’Chartlst riots !

She smiled a certain curious sibylline smile of hers. Her

_earnest face looked prettier than ever. ‘I told you I could
remember many things that happened before I was born,”’

she answered. - ¢‘ 7%is is one of them.”’
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““.You remember it directly 2"’
 How impossible ! Have I not often explamed to you
that I am no di-

viner ? I read no
book of fate; I
call mo spirits
: from the vasty
deep. I simply
remember with

exceptional clear-
-* ness what I read
and hear. And I
have many times
heard the story
about Alfred Fas-
kally.”
““So have I—
but I forget it.”’
“Unfortu-
nately, T can’t for-

get. Thatisasort .

of disease with
me. . . . He

was a special con-
stable in the
} Chartist riots; and
beilng a very

i e

st‘ronv and power-
‘ful man, like his
nephew Hugo, he used his truncheon-hls special constable s
baton, or Whate\_rer you call it — with excessive force upon a

‘“FLUNG HIMSELF OVER. ”
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“starveling London tailor in the mob near Charing Cross.
The man was hit on the forehead—badly hit, so that he died

almost immediately of concussion of the brain. A woman

rushed out of the crowd at once, seized the dying man, laid
his head on her lap, and shrieked out in a wildly despairing
voice that he was her husband, and the father of thirteen
children. Alfred- Faskally, who never meant to‘kill the
man, or even to hurt him, but who was laying abéut him

roundly, without realising the terrific force of his blows, was.
go horrified at what he had done when he heard the woman 'S
' cry, that he rushed off straight to Waterloo Bridge in an

agony of remorse and—Aflung himself over. He was drowned

*instantly.”’
I recall the story mow,” I answered; ‘but, do you .
know, .as it was told me, I think they said the mob #rew - -

Faskally over in their desire for vengeance.”

"« That is the official account, as told by the Le Geyts aud
the Faskallys ; they like to have it belieéved their kinsman

was murdered, not that he committed suicide. But my
grandfather ’’ —1I started ; during the twelve months that I
had been brought into daily relations with Hilda Wade, that

" was the first time I had heard her mention any member of.
‘her own family, except once her mother—‘ my grandfather,

who knew him well, and who was present in the crowd at

the time, assured me many times trhat Alfred Faskally really

juniped over of his own accord, zof pursued by the meb, and
that -his last horrified words as he leaped were, 1 never
meant it ! I never meant it!”  However, the family have
always had}luck in their suicides. - The jury beheved the
throwing-over story, and found a verdlct of ¢ wilful murder
against some person or persons unknown.”’
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. “ Luck in their suicides ! *What a curious phrase ! And
you say, always. Were there other cases, then ? ”’ '

‘“ Constructively, yes; one of the Le Geyts, yOd‘must
recollect, went down with his ship (just like his uncle, the

General, in India) when he might have quitted her. It is’
believed he had given a mistaken order. You remember, of

course ; he was navigating lieutenant. Another, Marcus,

was said to have shot himself by accident while cleaning his -

gun—after a quarrel with his wife. But you have heard all

about it. ‘The wrong was on my side,” he moaned, you .

know, when they picked him up, dying, in the gun-room.
And oue of the Fask’ally girls, his cousin, of whom his wife
was jealous—that beautiful Linda—became a Catholic, and
went into a convent at once on Marcus’s.death; which, after

all, in such cases, is merely a religious and moral way of .

committing suicide—I mean, for a woman who takes the veil
just to cut herself off from the world, and who has no voca-
~tion, as I hear she had not.” '

. s -
. -She ﬁl]ed me with amazement. ‘‘That is true,” I ex-
claimed, ‘ when. one comes to think of it. It shows the:
same temperament in fibre. . . . But I should never

_have thought of it.””
“No? Well, I beheve it is true, for all that In every
case, one sees they choose much the same way of- meetlng a

‘reverse a blunder, an’ uupremedltated crime. ~The brave

way is to go through with it, and face the music, lettmg
what will come 4 the cowardly way is to-hide one’s head in-
continently in a river, a noose, or a convent cell.”’..
“Te Gey”éi_s not a coward,’’ I interposed, with warmth.
‘“No, not. a 'coward—'a manly spirited, great-hearted
gentlemap;but still, not .quité of the bravest type. He

DN
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lacks one element. The Le Geyts have physical courage —
enough and to spare — but their moral courage fails them at
a pinch. They rush into suicide or its equlvalent at crmcal
moments, out of pure boyish impulsiveness.”’

A few minutes later, Mrs. Mallet came in. She was not
broken down—on the contrary, she was calm — stoically,

tragically, pitiably calm ; with that ghastly calmqess'which :

is more terrible by far than the most demonstrative grief.
Her face, though deadly white, did not move a-muscle. - Not

a tear was in her eyes. - Even her bloodless hands hardly -

twitched at the folds of her hastily assumed black gown.

She clenched them after a mihute when she ‘had araasped ’

mine silently ; ‘I could see that the nails dug deep into the

palms in her pamful resolve to keép herself from collapsmcr ‘

Hilda Wade, with infinite sisterly tenderness, led her over

to a chair by the window in the summer twilight, aud took

one quivering hand in hers. ‘I have been telling Dr.
Cumbe,rledge, Lina, about what I most fear for your dear

' brother, darling; and . . . Ithink . . . heagrees
with me.’ ’ -

s Mrs. Mallet turned to me, with hol]ow eyes still preserv-

1u°f\ her tragic calm. "I am afraid of it, too,”’ she said, her
drawn hps tremulous:—“Dr. Cumber]edve we must get him
back.! We must induce him to face it!”

‘“ And yet,” I answered, slowly, turning it over in my

“own mind ; ““ he has run away at first. - Why should he do ‘
that if he means—to commit suicide ? ’ I hated to utter the - ’

words before that broken soul; Abut ihére' was 1no way out of
w = s

Hllda mterrupted ‘me w1th a qulet suggestlon ““ How. ’
do you know he has run away ? ??" she asked. “ Are you

-
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not taking it for granted that, if he meant suicide, he would
blow his brains out in his own house? But surely that

- would not be the Le Geyt way. They are gentle-natured-

folk ; they would never blow their brains out or cut their
throats. For all- we know, he may have made straight for

Waterloo Bridge,””—she framed her lips to the unspoken
words, unseen by Mrs. Mallet,—‘ like his uncle Alfred.”
‘“’That is true,”’ I -answered, lip-reading. ‘I never

thought of that either. ”

- ¢ 8till, I do not attach-importance to thlS idea,”’ she went
on. ‘“‘I have some reason for thinking he has run away

elsewhere; and if so, our first task must be to entice
him ‘back again.” :

““ What are your reasons ?’’ I asked, humbly. Whatever
they might be, I knew enough of Hilda Wade by this time
to know that she had probably. good grounds for ‘accepting
them. . :

‘““Oh, they may wait for »the present,’”’ she answered.

““ Other things are more pressing. First, let Lina tell us

what she thinks of most moment.”

Mrs. Mallet braced herself up visibly to a distressing
effort.  “ You have seen the body, Dr. Cumberledge ? > she
faltered. '

‘ No, dear Mrs. Mallet I have not. I carﬁestraight from

Nathaniel’s. I have had no time to see it:”’ -

“Dr. Sebastian has viewed it by my wish—he has been so -

kind — and he will be present as representing the family at
the post-mortem. = He notes that the wound was inflicted

- with a dagger —a small ornamental Norwegian dagger,

which always lay, as I know, ou the little what-not by the

' blue sofa.”’
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I nodded assent. ‘‘ Exactly ; I have seen it there.”
‘“ It was blunt and rusty—a mere toy knife—not at all the
sort of weapon a'man would make use of who designed to
- commit a deliberate murder. The crime, if there was a
crime (which we do not admit), must therefore have been .
wholly unpremeditated.”’ ’

I bowed my head. ‘“For us. who knew Hugo that goes
without saying.”’ ' o ‘ :

She leaned forward ea&erly ‘ Dr. Sebastian has pointed

- out to me a hne of defence Wthh would probably succeed—

- if we could only induce poor Hugo to adopt it. He has ex-
“amined the blade and scabbard, and finds that the dagger
fits its sheath Vefy tight, so that it can only be withdrawn
with considerable violence. ‘The blade sticks.” (I nodded
again.) “ Itneedsahard pull towrenchitout. . . . He
has also inspeéted the wound, and assures me its character

is such that it ng/zl have been self-mﬂlcted »» She-paused -
now and again, and brought out her Words with difficulty. . ;
¢ Self- mﬂlcted he suggests ; therefore that #iis may have
happened. It is admitted — @:/ be admitted — the servants
overheard it — we can make no reservation there——a differ-.
ence of opinion, an altercation, evén,  took place between
Hugo and Clara that evening ’’—she started. suddenly — .
‘“ why, it was only last night—it seems like ages—an alter-
cation about the children’s schooling. - Clara held strong
views on the subject of the children’’—her eyes blinked
" hard —*‘ which Hugo did not share. We throw out the hint,
- then, that Clara, during the course of the dispute—we must
call it a dispute—accidentally took up this dagger and toyed
T with it. You know her habit of toying, when she had no
i knitting or needlework. In'the course of playing with it
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(we suggest) she tried to pull the knife out of its sheath ;
failed ; held it up, so, point 'upward ; pulled again ; pulled.
harder—with a jerk, at last the sheath came off ; the dagger

) spfang up ; it wounded Clara fatally. Hugo, knowing that
- they had disagreed, knowing that the servants had heard,

and seeing her fall suddenly dead before him, was seized
witﬁ horror — the Le Geyt impulsiveness | —lost his head ;
rushed out; fancied the accident would be mistaken for
murclér.- But why? A Q.C., don’t you know.! Recently
married ! Most attached to his'Wife. It is plausible, is n’t.

St I ’ .

““ So plausible,” I answered, Iookmor it straight in the face
¢ that .-. . it has but one weak point. We might make
a coroner’s jury or even a common jury accept it, on Sebas-
tian’s expert evidence. Sebastian can work Wonder:; but

”

we could never make——
Hilda Wade finished the sentence for me as I paused _

. ““ Hugo Le Geyt consent to advance it.”

I [Swered my head. ‘‘ You have said it,”’ I answered.
. ““Not for the children’s sake ?’’ Mrs. Mallet cried, wi-gh
clasped hands. I
““ Not for the children’s sake, even,” I answered. *‘Con-
sider for a moment, Mrs. Mallet : 7 1t true? Do you your-
self believe it?’ ' . ”
She threw herself back in her chalr with a dejected face.
‘ Oh, as for that,”’ she cried, wearily, crossmcr her- hands
‘‘ before you and Hllda who know all, what need to prevarl-

-cate? How can I beheve it? We understand how it came -

about.  That woman! That woman !”’

“The real wonder is,’ Hilda murmured, soothmg her

white hand, ‘‘ that he contained himself so long !**
s i e s :

s
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““ Well, we all know Hugo,”’ I went on, as quietly as I
was able ; “‘ and, knowing Hugo, we know that he might be
urged to commit this wild act in a fierce moment of indigna-
tion—rigliteous indignation on behalf of his motherless girls,

~under tremendous provocatiom. But we also know that,

having once committed it, he would never stoop to disown it
by a subterfuoe

The heart-broken sister let her head drop famt]y “So
Hilda told mé ’» she murmured ; ‘‘ and what Hilda says in
these matters is almost always ﬁnal ” ~

We. debated the question for some minttes more. Then
Mrs. Mallet cried at last: “ At any rate, he has fled for the
moment, and his flight alone brings the worst suspicion upon
him. 'That is our chief point. We must find out where ‘he
is ; and if he has gone rlorht away, we must brmcr Tim back
to London.”

*““ Where do you think he has taken refuge ?”’

e T\k“e police, Dr. Sebastian has ascertamed, are Watéhing
the railway stations, and the ports for the Continent.”

“Very Tike the ‘police !’ Hilda exclaimed, with more
than a touch of contempt in her voice. "¢ ASif a clevér

‘maxyof-_th&world like Hugo Le Geyt would run away -

by rail, or start off to the Continent! Every English-
man is noticeable on the Continent. It would be sheer
madness ! ”’

““You think he has not gone there, then ? I crled deeply
interested, i

“ Of course not. That is the point I hinted at just now.

He has defended ‘many persons accused of murder, and he "
‘often spoke fo me of their incredible folly, when trying to

escape, in going by rail, or in setting out from England for
£ > ) > X
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- that hour, the ser-

* the housemaid says

- unduly flurried. After that, he put o
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Paris. An Englishman, he used to say, is least observed in
his own country. In this case, I think I 4zow where he has
ggne, and how he went there.”
‘“Where, then?” = . ’ .
" ““IVhere comes last ; how first: It is a question of
inference.”’ ;o '
‘“ Explain. We
know your powers.”’
“ Well, I take it
for granted that he
killed her —we must -
not mince matters

o'clock ; for after

vants told Lina,
there was quiet in
the drawing-room.
Next, I conject‘ure,

NN
SORAR

he went upstairs to
change his clothes :
he could not go forth

SN
SR

on the world in an
evening suit; and

his black coat and ' ‘./

trousers were lying yg wourp CERTAINLY GET RID OF THAT.”

as. usual on a chair

in his dressing-room — which shows at least that he ‘was not
nSanother suit, no

. doubt — what suit" I hope the police will not discover too

{3
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soon ; for I suppose you must just accept the situatiou that
we are conspiring to defeat the ends of justice.”

‘“No, no!”” Mrs. Mallet cried. ‘ To bring hnn backg

vbluntarily, that he may face his trial like a man !’

‘“Yes, dear. That is quite right. préver, the next
thing, of course, would be that ‘he would shave in whole or -

in part. His big black beard- wa_s.'éo very: conspicuous ; he
would certainly get rid of that before attempting to éscape
The servants being in bed, he was not pressed for time ; he
had the-whole night before him. So, of course, he shaved
On the gther hand, the police, you may be sure, will circu-

late his photograph — we must not shi‘fi&&fhese points’’— for

Mrs. Mallet winced again —** will circtilate his photograph,
beard and all ; and that will realiy be one of our great safe-
. guards; for the bushy beard so masks the face that, without
- it, Hugo would be scaréély recognisable. T conclude, there-
fore, that he must have shorn himself éefore leaving home ;
though naturally I did not make the police a present of the
hint by getting Lina to ask any questions in that direction
of the houSeméid.’\’ . : ,
““You are probably' right,”” 1 answered. ¢ But would he
have a razor ?”’

‘I was coming to that. No; certainly he would mnot. .

He had not shaved for years. And they kept no men-
servants ; which makes it difficult for him to borrow one

from a sleeping man. ' So what he would do would doubtless-
" be to cut off his beard, or part of it, quite close, with a pair ‘
- of scissors, and then get himself properly shaved next morn- :

ing in the first country town he came to.’ .
““ The first country town ? 2 | . :
¢ Certainly. That leads up to the next pomt ‘We m