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OVER THE QUICKSANDS

CHAPTER ONE

"p\ONALD RHODES looked up incredulously.
--^ " Then you forbid my going ? " he asked.
Stuart Rhodes hesitated. His son was quite too old

to be forbidden. Besides, forbidding only courts
curiosity. The hesitation lengthened into a marked
pause, before he spoke. Then,
"Not at all." he said a little hastily. *'I merely

advise." '

"But why?"
"You would n't care for the place."
"People do."

"Some p.^le, the three-day tourist kind. They
are n't your sort."

"It is n't the place I expect to care about; it 's the
crowd that's going up," Don argued lazily. "Mrs.
Van Schaik always gets together a lot of pretty girls.
She has asked about a dozen of us in all, and — "

"How long do you expect to stay?"
"Expect

!
When you 're dead set against my goimr

up at all! That 's you all over, Dad. You kick a^in2
the pricks with one foot, and trample them down with
the other."

His father laughed indulgenUy. In fact, Stuart
Rhodes usually did end most similar arguments by
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laughing at and with this easy-going youngster, son of

his old age.

" That 's a nice, athletic metaphor to be applying to

your old dad," he objected.

"True, though." Don sauntered to the window, as

he spoke, and stood there looking out at the rain-lashed

leaves of the calladiums which edged the terrace be-

neath. Suddenly he faced about. "Dad, what is the

reason you don't want me to take this trip?" he

demanded.

For one instant, the air of the room seemed charged

9nth electricity, as if a storm might break at any mo-

ment. Don stood looking at his father; his father sat

looking at his own finger nails. Then he looked up to

meet the steadfast eyes of his son.

" I only thought you would n't care about it, Don,"

I- md, with palpable mendacity.
" Care ? But I do. I like the crowd ; I 've never

seen the place. Naturally I care. Still," his dark blue

eyes searched his father's face; "you don't like the

notion. Dad ; any fellow can see that. - Moreover, it

is n't like you to object to things without a reason.

Then what is the reason? Do you need me in the

office, the next week or two?"

The older man's eyes fell back and rested once more
on his finger nails. It was not easy to meet this intrepid

frankness of his son, this keen appreciation of his own
mental habits, with any hint of reservation. And yet,

Stuart Rhodes felt that there was urgent need for reser-

vation in their present talk.

"N — no," he admitted, after a moment's pause.

An instant later, he regretted the admission, wrung

from him as it was by the law that truth mast needs
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bring forth truth in return. Don had caught the an-
swer. Facing back to the window to watch the round
little drops chase one another down the swinging
leaves, he was arguing 01 the rest of the situation from
what data he had in hand.

"You can't be objecting to the crowd, you know,"
he remarked at the storm outside. " Yc were the one
thi t introduced me to Mrs. Van, in the first place; and
all the people that are going up are on mother's invita-
tion list. You say you don'c wanl me, here m the
office. Really, Dad," he spun about again and laughed
down into his father's face; " I can't say that I wonder,
for I 'm not exactly a Napoleon of finance, even after
a year of training. However, tin e may mend that
matter. But, granted the people and the vacation are
all right, you must be ha'Jng the place itsel'."

"I— don't hate it, Don."
"You've been there?"
"— Yes."

"What 's it like?" Don sauntered across the room
and flung himself into a chair. "They say it is con-
foundedly quaint and all the ^est of it."

"So it is," his father assented shortly.

Don laughed

"So that's the trouble. Dad?" he queried, while
he flicked a bit of lint from his sleeve. " Yo" always
were a modem of the modems, and I suppos jre 's

rather too much of the dead past buried there tO suit
your notions of propriety."

The keen brown eyes beneath the bushy white brows
seemed leaping from the face of Stuart Rhodes, and
the lips below them stiffened. Otherwise, the man sat
motionless, expressionless, regardless of the intended

imswiii" ¥»B-
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flippancy of his son's remark. When at length he spoke,

his voice was quiet, wholly unconcerned.

"When are you starting, Don?"
Don laughed, in a perfect good fellowship quite un-

disturbed by his father's whims.

"When you withdraw your obiections. Dad."
" I don't object at all. I was only a little surprised

at your caring to go up there, at this season."
" Go ? I '11 go anywhere, so long as the girls are

pretty, and the rails will carry a private car." Don
laughed again, this time at his own confession of va-

grancy. "Sure you don't need me, Dad?"
The older man bent forward for a match, took a

cigar from his pocket and then scratched the match.
The head flew off. A second match broke under his

fingers; but a third one kindled the cigar. Then,
while the smoke floated around him, veiling somewhat
the keenness of his eyes, he spoke again.

" I can get on without you, Don. Of course, I always
miss the having you about the office; but I can't say
that business will stop, with your going out of town.
Go on, and have your fun. Mrs. Van is a good hostess

and a clever woman; and the olr* city really is worth
the seeing, in spite of the babble of the cheap tourists."

*'\ou 've known it, then?"

"Yes, after a fashion."

"Long?"
" —Yes."
Don fe't in his pockets for cigarette case and match-

box. With him, one match was quite enough.

"Queer!" he commented then, with careless uncon-
cern. "I never heard you say anything about it."

His father, smoking silently, silently regarded him.
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vSeon thus, face to face, there was a curious likeness
between the two men. Don was handsome, in an un-
expected, ontradictory sort of way. Beneath vheir
thin, arched brows, his eyes were blue, deep set and
singularly direct; his mouth was a Cupid's bow set on
an iron jaw; his hair was brown and very fine, and
only judicious cropping kept down its tendency to wave.
His father was handsome, too; at least, he had been,
until time — or life — had muddled his features. His
eyes were as keen as ever. His bushy white ' ead rested
proudly on his shoulders; but the modellii.g of the chin
was weak, his nose was bulbous, and his lower lip hung
slightly open. They were curiously alike, were the
father and son

; and yet one felt instinctively, looking
at them, that the likeness was that of youth, not age.
Stuart Rhodes in his early manhood might easily have
resembled his son. Donald Rhodes, with the passing
of the years, would never be exactly like his father.
There were other strains in his inheritance, latent as
yet, which were by far too potent to admit of
that.

Like as they were, albeit so unlike, the affection be-
tween them was indubitable. It showed now in the
long silence which lay between them, as they sat, and
smoked, and gazed into each other's eyes. The father's
eyes, by right of his seniority, held somewhat of reserva-
tion; but Don's small, deep-set blue eyej met them
unreservedly, and with a frank devotion which was
unspoken only because h was toe deep for boyish words.
For, despite his four and twenty years, Donald Rnodes
was still very much a boy, looking on life quite simply,
as something designed for his own particular amuse-
ment and behest.
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When the older man spoke, it was with a complete

flinging away of his former manner of veiled disapproval.

"When is Mrs. Van starting?"

"The fourth."

" Next Tuesday ? It 's a good season for the trip.

The foliage will be at its best, I should think, and you 'II

have the full moon."

Don tossed away the end of his cigarette and lighted

another.

"That never counts for much in town," he remarked.
"It depends somewhat on the town. Up there, it

does. How long does she expect to stay .'

"

"Four days. Up there, that is. It takes a day, each
way, to go and come."

"Only four days? That 's not so very long." But
the voice of Stuart Rhodes showed that the time limit

was not displeasing to him.
" Long enough to see the sights, and to get heartily

sick of each other, in case we happen on a rainy season."

Don's laugh was more optimistic than were his words.
" I 've seen the time when two days were quite

enough."

His father nodded whimsically.
" Storms do strike in now and then ; I 've experienced

the like, myself. Moreover, an atmospheric shower
sometimes turns into a psychological tornado that tears

things pretty well to bits. Still, Mrs. Van can generally

be counted on to stser for any fair weather that is brew-
ing, so I don't worry. A woman with her complexion
never goes in for emotional dust storms ; she 's too

much afraid of the resultant wrinkles."

Don's lips curved into the smile which he customarily

accorded to his father's philosophy.
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"You speak as one with authority, Dad," he ob-

served, between puffs at his fast-vanishing cigarette.
The older man filled his lungs with smoke, blew it

out again and watched it with smiling eyes.
" Why not ? I 've known women in my time, known

them well, Don." His voice was full of supreme con-
tent; but his face, for the instant, had lost all likeness
to his son who, busy with his ash, was quite uncon-
scious of the curious alteration in his father's look and
manner.

When the older man spoke once more, the smile had
left his eyes, and his voice was quite matter-of-fact and
full of business.

" You '11 be away till about the eleventh, ther\? Your
mother will be in Lenox, by that time, I suppose. She
does n't want to go back to town till late, this year. You
might stop off there, coming down."
"And leave the others?" Don's voice showed that

the suggestion was not pleasant to him.
" Just as you like. I only offered a way of escape, in

case you cared to try it. Still, it 's better manners to
hang together till you 're back in town. By the way
who are the ones to go?"
"The inevitable set. There never seems to be much

latitude of choice: the Van Ostade girls, Eva Pope.
Louise Filliter, Bertie Harrison, a Ross or two -one
IS always sure of some of them -and that new Eng-
lishman, Locke. In fact, I think the party is made up
in his honour."

*^

"Likely. Mrs. Van has an appetite for exotic
flavours, and Locke is like nothing else that Manhattan
has seen in years. And you and Mrs. Van complete
the number, I suppose."
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I;

Don cast away his cigarette and rose to his feet,

token that, for him, the matter was settled

"Yes, with Billy Welch and Hilda."

"Hilda !" The older man sat up straight and spoke

with sudden sharpness.

Don, crossing the floor, halted in surprise at the new
accent in his father'.s tone.

"Yes, Hilda, of course," he answered. "Mrs.
Van always counts her into anything that 's doing.

They 're thick as thieves. Moreover," his voice broke

into its wonted laugh ;
" where Hilda is, Billy is sure to

be. If zeal and a pug-dog's devotion can accomplish

it, he 's bound to be my cousin before the season ends."

And, still laughing at his own prediction, Don saun-

tered along, and out of the room.

Left to himself, Stuart Rhodes sat motionless, erect.

Lis eyes staring at the wall before him, his cheeks

changing slowly from their customary red suffusion to a
mottled, dusky gray. Then his lower lip trembled a little.

" Hilda !" he said to himself, quite low.

T^ sound of his own voice seemed to arouse him
from his trance. The red surged back across his cheeks,

darkened and dyed the roots of his bushy white hair,

while his brown eyes blazed with sudden determination.

"Hilda!" he repeated, still aloud. "My God, no!

Not while I am here to prevent it!" And the table

jarred under the weight of his falling palm.

Don, meanwhile, had gone in search of Hilda. In-

deed, it was the unvarying custom of Donald Rhodes,

whenever he was bored, or worried, or perplexed, to go
in search of Hilda, the cousin who, since his little child-

hood, had shared his home and his experiences of life.

Sisterless, he yet had never felt the lack of a sister. He

I
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could never think back to a time when there had not
been a Hilda within reach, gay. fearless, indomitable
and a bit tempestuous, ready to share his triut^phs and
his worries and his woes, bringing to bear upon them
the wisdom gained by her two-years longer knowledge
of life and its inherent problems. From the first, it had
seemed to Don the most natural thing in the world to
talk matters over with Hilda, far more natural than
to discuss them with his mother who. chronically de-
pressed and totally adoring, took all life's problems,
her own and his. so exceedingly to heart. Mrs. Rhodes
a ways argued all things out into a problem. Hilda
glanced them over, bundled them up and cast them
"Side with H little laugh. And Don was still at the
epoch of his life where he regar \cd a laugh as the best
possible sauce for all things, himself included ; although
now and then it took all of Hilda's wit to make him see
the humour of himself. In the end. however, they
usually accomplished it between them, and this common
fund of merriment, together with the mutual under-
standing it created, added not a little to the strength-
ening of the bond between them. Without Hilda.Don s existence would have missed the shaipening that
gave It pomt.

r "« »••

Just now. Don's need for Hilda seemed to him most
urgent. His interview with Lis father, unlike any hehad ever known before, had filled his mind with ques-
tions, unasked, unaskable. Why had his father been

ZT^'^'u ':" ?'' '^^'^ '"P ^ ^^ *^« '*»«»* opposition.Don could feel no manner of doubt, veiled though ithad been and sturdily denied. And his father, up to
that hour had never opposed him in anything what-
soever. What was the barrier now? Why was his
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father anxious to cover the fact of ila existence m.f^.j

concteion .„ another. He w nW HMr^bXr
"Ijrdlesa of the weather, had gone of, Z\ J^l

'

-"Xp"p-V/thT„r^,Tr„;t t-j "L^from her own ™om. luncheon ™ on the ubT']^

-r.iU:=ror-^^ ""--"-"

.he" talrEa'S'''
'": '"' "^ "< H'"' »»' •in. on

din'n'e'r^ndtrVrlriCt? """r*
'"'
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"
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-I
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CHAPTER TWO

the matter with Tremaine, any-

some im-

'HAT 'S

how?" Gerrana inquired, with

patience.

Allison Carhart glanced up from the embroidery with

which she invariably fortified herself between the arrival

of the first guest and the coming of the tea. Most of

all, she flaunted it in the eyes of Gervase Gerrans

who, months on months before, had dubbed it her

bore-protector.

" It 's those yellow eyes of his," she explained con-

cisely. " They £.re bound to make him take a jaundic ed

view of life."

Gerrans nodded.

"Then, according to that theory, you ought to be a

victim of acute melancholia," he observed, as he stared

straight into Allison's dark blue eyes.

She met his stare without the slightest trace of self-

consciousness. Then she laughed, and her laugh was

death to any sentiment.

" That 's a back-handed thing to say, Gerry. More-

over, if I allowed subjective talk in this room, I should

remind you that I 'm an exception to every rule."

"You're a living reminder of that fact," Gerr : j.

assented promptly. "I've done my best to rule c<u,

ever since you wore pigtails and a pinafore, and yoc s'e
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always taken exception to everything I have tried to

make you do. But Tremaine — "

Allison took five stitches, frowned in thoughtful

contemplation of her work, and took out three of the

stitches which she had but just set.

"Well?" she said then.

"I was merely waiting until you came back to so-

cial consciousness," Gerrans informed her tranquilly.

"Some day, I trust, that beastly piece of cloth will be
so full of stitch-marks that you can't put in another
one. Then perhaps you will pay some sort of attention

to my talk."

" If I did, you would straightway become too ponder-
ous. A man always begins to prose, directly he gets

the whole floor. That 's why I unsew this work almost
as fast as I sew it up."

"What is?"

This time, Allison's face betrayed that her failure to

follow her guest's thought was not wholly a matter of

her own volition.

"Is what?"
"Is why?" Gerrans laughed. "Is that too runic

for you, Allie? I mean — "

"No matter," she interrupted hastily. "You mean
well, Gerry. No one ever denies that; and, after all,

that is the main essential. Every new person who comes
into Quebec starts off on his social career by alluding
to you as 'that well-meaning young Mr. Gerrans."'

Gerrans made a grimace of disgust.

" Heaven defend me from the charge ! But we were
talking about Tremaine."

"You were," Allison observed pointedly, as she set

another stitch.
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"When you interrupted," Gerrans made deliberate

explanation. "I was about to remark just then that

Tremaine is rather a man of mystery."

"With two capital M's?" Allison queried. "It
sounds nice, Gerry, sounds very sensational; but
don't let your newspaper imagination run away with
you too far. We 've known Bernon almost ever since

he was a little baby."
" I have. You 're too young. But what of that ?

The mystery existed even then. As a rule, a child has
some sort of — "

Allison lifted her head with a jerk.

"Hush!" she said suddenly. Then, rising, she
moved a step or two towards the door, smiling and
holding out her hands in cordial welcome. " Bernon !

Are you really here at last? I couldn't believe my
ears, when you telephoned me you were back in town

;

and I could hardly wait to see you. I summoned Gerry
to the revel, and I have told Marie that I 'm not at
home to anybody else. How glad we are to see you !"

Few men could stand aloof from such a welcome as
that, a welcome told out by voice and face and hand-
clasp, as well as by the spoken words. For a minute,
the new-comer gave himself up completely to the
pleasure of it; then, reluctantly dropping Allison's

strong little hand, he turned to Gerrans and shut his

brown fingers about the other's fist with a cordial,

hearty strength which caused Gerrans to wince.
" Confound you, Tremaine !

" he objected. " You 've

the muscle of a blacksmith. You '11 lay us all out, if

you go on as you 've begun. Still, as Allie says, I 'm
glad to see you, glad enough, almost, to atone for the
attendant anguish of your greeting."
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He looked it, indeed, did Gerrans, as he stood there,

nursing his aching hand caressingly and laughing down
into the face of his old friend. Instinctively, one felt

that Gervase Gerrans was created to laugh. Involun-

tarily, one laughed with him; his mirth was too in-

fectious to be neglected. For the rest, he was tall and
slim aud well-groomed. He rarely was out of temper,

never v.as in a hurry, never was jarred from his tran-

quil enjoyment of things in general. He had more than

a dash of Irish blood in his veins, and certain of the

resultant racial traits had led Allison Carhart to name
him the universal lover.

Not that his lover-like propensities had ever caused

any havoc in the heart of Allison, however. She had
known him too long for that, too long and far too well.

The Carharts and the Gerranses had lived side by side

for three generations now; for three generations, they

had been unvaryingly good friends. Allison's first

tentative walks abroad had been less often with her

luirse than with her six-year-old protector, next door.

To him she owed her first small sliding lessons, lessons

which had been accomplished by way of the heaps of

snow in Hamel Street behind the H6tel-Dieu wall.

Hand in hand with him, she had made her first perilous

circuit of the skating rink; with his red-tuqued head

tucked 'mder her elbow and his arm shut about the

bundle of wool that marked the spot where, later on,

her waist would he. she had known the thrill of her first

dropping swoop iver the edge of the Falls slides.

In turn, she had read him infant lectures, while she

had alternately plastered up the bruises and sewed up
the tatters which, they both feared, would lead to

domestic rebuke and consequent imprisoniu'^nt for her
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doughty knight and comrade. The surgery was as
crude as were the stitches; but Mrs. Gerrans only
laughed softly, as she saw them both. Their manifest
good will, the seriousness of their intention atoned, in
her eyes, for all their eccentricities; and neither Ger-
vase nor Allison ever realized the tact with which she
renewed plasters of more than dubious extraction, and
ripped out darns which, to say the very least, were of
the impressionistic school of art.

And so the days and the years wore on, through all
the stages of kindergarten and dame school and high
school, until, when Gerrans was eighteen, Allison Car-
hart waked up, one morning, to find that her world
had come to an end; that, Gervase gone away to col-
lege, there was nothing left for her to do. She had
vaguely been aware that the day was coming for his
departure, had vaguely realized that she would be
lonely without him. Still, at fourteen, future sorrows
make rather a slight impression; even the sight of
the open trunk and the heaps of primly piled clothing
waiting to go inside it, -

. n the pink nose and heavy eyes
of Mrs. (Gerrans had been quite forgotten, when Ger-
vase had proposed a farewell treat of sawlogs. The
brown and sticky delicacy had absorbed Allison's mind
completely; and the girl had had absolutely no com-
prehension of the cause of her companion's unwonted
lack of appetite.

Gervase had taken the midnight train. Allison's fare-
wells to him, lit early bedtime, had been clogged by a
lump of sticky sweetness in her mouth which, for the
time being, had made her quite oblivious of that other
lump within her throat. She went to bed and to sleep,
wrapped in the unconcern of healthy fourteen. She
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waked, next morning, to a sudden realization that the

full half of each of her good times had been lopped

away. Who would walk to school with her and cany

her books ? Who would — everything ? At the compre-

hensive and unanswerable question, her unconcern fled

from her. She buried her head in the blfukets and

burst into a lusty roar of woe which brought her mother

flying to the scene, but not, however, to the rescue. No

rescue, in fact, was possible. Gervase had gone away,

gone absolutely, gone permanently; for, in the mind

of fourteen, four years, albeit dotted with occasional

vacations, can constitute permanence.

As a matter of fact, it was six years before Gerrans

finally returned to settle down again in the city of his

birth. His four years at McGill had been followed by

two more years in Europe, years mainly spent in Eng-

land, absorbing the best of its traditions, learning, by

study of the past, how best to estimate the present.

From his little childhood, the boy had always shown a

keen interest in current happenings; his college course

had brought to light a facile use of ink. By the begin-

ning of his junior year, it had become an accepted fact

that Gerry Gerrans was going in for journalism. Out

of regard for the feelings of an adoring mother, he went

in for it at home. Moreover, he went in for it with

enthusiasm and skill, albeit with a total failure to

take himself and his talents in proper earnest. When

he felt like working, he worked brilliantly. When he

ceased to feel like it, he also ceased to work. However,

it should be distinctly stated and understood that he

spent his playtime according to the best traditions of his

blood. He flirted more or less with every presentable

girl in tb«» province; he was oflBcially connected with



OVER THE QUICKSANDS 17

every kind of club, social, military., or sporting. He did
it all, though, after the fashion of an honest gentleman;
and then he went home and told Allison all about it, in
detail and prolixly.

And Allison Carhart was that rare type of woman who
preferred the honest chumship of such a man aj Gerrans
to any quantity of sentimental adulation.

Allison, meanwhile, had spent the time of Gerrans's
absence in growing towards a singularly all-round type
of maturity. Like him, an adored only child, she had
had leisure and ample opportunity to cultivate herself
in all the graces, save the too dubious one of self-analysis.

She read a few things besides novels, including even a
daily paper; by a process of unconscious absorption,
she learned from her mother certain of the old-fashioned
womanly accomplishments of hand and needle and of
mixing-bowl, and she balanced these sturdier talents by
a positive genius for the out-door sports in which her
city takes such infinite delight. Canoeing and hockey,
dancing and skiing; she did them all by turns. She
could make more than an occasional bull's eye at her
rifle practice she could steer her own toboggan, even
when the icy crust gleamed thick and white upon the
Cove Fields. Her muscles were as hard as those of any
growing boy ; her heart was as soft as that of any woman.
She revelled in the things of life, all day, and she slept
the sleep of the just, all night. Her complexion was as
perfect as was her lack of all self-consciousness.

Of course, a girl likr that was bound to have admirers,
many of them. Gei ins had discovered that fact, on
his return to Quebec, four years earlier. He also had
discovered a good round dozen of the admirers them-
selves lined up before .illison, each waiting for his turn
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to do with her the one thing in which he most excelled.

For a week, Gerrans sat back and looked on, according

to the line of admirers the benign attention which an

elderly Saint Bernard might bestow upon a basket of

squirmlag puppies. Then gently but firmly he pushed

them to one side and took up his old relation with Allison

Carhart. Allison was nothing loath. The admirers

were amusing, but callow. Moreover, their friendship

lacked all perspective. With Gerrans, she could be-

come reminiscent, without being accused of seeking

sentimental answer to her reminiscences. And still

moreover, Allison had found it hard, among so many of

the admirers, to remember just which one did what;

and, in consequence, there had been various mischances,

annoying to the admirers, but vastly amusing to Allison

herself. Gerrans, on the other hand, did all things in

turn; and, furthermore, he did them well. It was very

restful to drop back into the old, unsentimental friend-

ship, to feel the old reliance on his judgment, the old

protecting care that lapped her round.

In time, of course, the admirers came back again,

bringing in their train a number of brand-new recruits.

There was nothing to be wondered at in this. Even

apart from questions of social prestige, Allison was an

attractive girl; while, as the months ran on, Gerrans

apparently was absorbing himself in other directions.

Unhappily, however, the admirers had no notion how

all the other directions led back again to Allison ;
how

Allison herself, though not in the le-st in love with her

old comrade, was yet developing a progressive tendency

to measure all other men by the stature of Gervase

Gerrans.

The sole exception to that rule lay in the man who
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now was just seating himself on top of her abandoned
sewing. Allison Carhart never had sought to measure
Bernon Tremaine by Gervase Gerrans, partly because
he too went far enough into her past to make such meas-
ures needless, partly because it was manifest, even to
the superficial glance of an entire stranger, that the two
men possessed not one single attribute in common,
owned not one single trait of character which could
serve as unit for a common measure. They both were
able-bodied men, both were her well-tried friends.
There all likeness ended, broken oflF short, like the
fallen bridge up on the river bank, at the first steps to
its approach.

Lack of measure, however, by no means signifies lack
of welcome. Allison's tone was hearty, as she plied her
guest with questions which sought to cover past experi-
ence and future plans within the space of half a minute.
"You are really through, on the south shore?"
"Yes."

"And you found it man-work, in spite of the way you
dreaded it?"

Tremaine laughed, and the laugh changed his face
to a startling degree. At rest, it was a stern face, ex-
pressionless, almost a little sullen. Lighting, it was
singularly human, likable.

" I brought in a couple of books of photographs," he
told her.

"Bring them with you, to-morrow," she ordered
briefly. " I '11 be in, all the morning, and we '11 go over
them together. I want to see what you 've been doing.
How long can you be in town, anyway?"

"Indefinitely." The stretching out of his legs and
then the throwing his right leg acrass his other knee
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seemed to add emphasis to the contentment in his

voice.

Allison nodded assent to the nidid who was halt-

ing, the tray in her hands, upon the threshold.

Then, —
"How long is that?" she queried. "It 's no use to

get up any expectations, though. Just as Gerry and I

think we can count on you for something, you go frisk-

ing off to some fresh wilderness, and become a mere

embodied postage stamp, for all the social good we get

out oi you."

"You '11 get it, this time," Tremaine replied, as he

took his cup. " By Jove, Allison, it 's a treat to taste

your tea once more."
" How long do you really expect to stay, Tremaine ?"

Gerrans asked, while :\e looked critically at the toast,

and finally made up his mind to begin with buns, after

the fashion of his vanished youth.

" I'idefinitely, I tell you. I 'm going into oflBce work,

for a change."

"Here?"
"Yes. At least, on Mountain Hill. There isn't

room here for a draughting table." Tremaine glanced

whimsically around the well-ordered room. Then he

drew another, deeper breath of sheer content. " It 's

good to get back to town again, after the wilderness,"

he said simply.

Allison answered just as simply, —
"And it 's good to have you back here, Bernon. We

always miss you, nowadays. You used to be as inevi-

table a circumstance as tea and toast, and it never seems

quite right, the knowing you are out in camp and at

work, while we go frivoling along here in just the same
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old way. Do you truly, honestly mean that you are to

stay in town, all winter long?"
" It looks so now." Tremaine took more toast, and
^n more tea. " They needed a man to hold the office

,
c-n ; it 's long hours, and a fairly long salary, and no

one else seemed anxious to take it up. Of course, these
chaps who come out from England ana have n't any
local ties would rather be out at the front. The work
is no harder; they live well, and it sounds a good deal
more glorious. Still, knowing all sides of the thing, I

am willing to give up the glory, and have a few months
of civilization. It won't be bad to try, unless — " He
paused suddenly, waved aside the buns and put down
his cup with a little clatter of the spoon.

Allison, just ready to pass the buns to Gerrans,
changed her mind for no apparent reason, and set them
down, instead. Then she raised her blue eyes to Tre-
maine's face, in silent question. Long since, she had
grown accustomed to the unexpected alternations in

Tremaine's moods, to the abrupt eclipsing of the friendly

light in his eyes, small eyes and amber-brown and a bit

short-sighted. Their short-sightedness went far towards
creating the impression that, now and then, Bernon
Tremaine retreated to an invisible world shut up inside
himself.

Now Allison waited for him to speak again. Experi-
ence had taught her that it was best to leave Tremaine
to work his own way out again. Not so Gerrans, how-
ever. Experience never taught him anything he did not
choose to learn. In consequence, of all Tremaine's old
friends, he was the only one to whom Tremaine's moods
apparently counted nothing. He collided with them
often, sometimes he came ut smarting from the con-
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tact; but he never quite reached the point of deciding

to shun them in the future. As consequence, Tremaine

adored Gerrans absolutely. It made him feel more nor-

mal to be met with this cheery disregard of posiiil^le

emotional consequences; and normalness, a colourless

conventionality, was the one thing that Bernon Tre-

maine most coveted. In that, at least, he was wholly

normal. The gifts of the gods are never one half so

valuable as are their withholdings.

Deliberately, then, Gerrans picked out a third and

buttery bun. Deliberately he turned to Tremaine.

"Unless, man?" he inquired encouragingly.

The last vestige of expression vanished from Tre-

maine's face. Rising, he sauntered to the front window

of the drawing-room and stood there, looking down

across the garden of the Hotel-Dieu where a trio of nuns

knelt on the dry brown soil, their fingers busy with a

few belated tufts of greenerj-. Whtn a last he spoke,

his words came with a curious detachment which took

from them every trace of personality.

" I have n't so many points of contact, you know,

Gerry," he said slowly, still with his eyes upon the kneel-

ing, black-veiled nuns. " There would be nothing to be

wondered at, if I came back to find them rather blunted,

after the months I 've been away. It 'i not as if," he

smiled a little mirthlessly; "I had an adoring mother

such as yours, to keep my place warm for me, while I 'm

out of it. However — "

His eyes still on the kneeling figures of the women

who, of their own free will, had severed every point of

human contact, he fell silent, his fists in his pockets, his

brow a little lowering. The silence lasted while Gei ms,

who never had wholly outgrown his boyish appetite, at-

|-:.i^
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tacked and finished yet another bun. Then, as abruptly
as It had fallen upon him, Tremaine cast his mood
aside.

"Never mind the contact question," he said care-
lessly, as once more he threw himself down in the chair
he had abandoned. "What I netxl now is social infor-
mation. Allison, will you and Gerry kindly proceed to
mstruct me in ail the latest combinations and fads and
happenings? Remember that it is precisely fourteen
months smce I 've laid eyes upon my evening clothes."
And, under his determined leadership, the talk drifted
away into a discussion of the season's social promise.



CHAPTER THREE

GFRRY'" It was Allison's voice that came

sofllv in over the telephone, that same evemng

"Mother is Iving down; she has headache. I m one
Mother s i>

^ ^^^,^ ^^.^ ^nythmg
some, and, as ""« /''.'^.j .^j^i, you would come
especial haopen.ng, to-mghl, 1 do wisn j

the receiver. u s"

"Weir^ Are you there? Discuss what

^ f M^ . \VVateK' 5^ worth discussion?
"Bernon, of cour-.v >\naiti.

And GerWBs obediently sought his hat.

" But, rea^^id n't you think-

AlHson's unfiSshed .uest.on marUedJhe
extreme

limit of their progres , afte an liour

^^^^^

Heen pleased
^«;--^-;::::i ^^i^^^^^^ was really

""' 'rr^nhr'parn amused attention on the

...i,. d.^ -ji.t -r ".-r ;r,.
"Think ..othin^ AlUe ! T told you the truth, when I



L

*

OVER THE QUICKSANDS 25

said Tremaine was more or less a mystery. As far as
we know him. he 's a good sort. What 's the use of
furiiirig an X-ray machine on the parts of him we don't
understand? Ut the fellow have his reservations and
his secrets. If he wants to hug them nd lug them
around in his arms, it \s a long way more trouble to him
than it is to us. When he wants to tell us about them,
let him. Till then, hands off."

" Yes," Allison protested. " Only it seems as if we
might — "

" Well .-" Gerrans observed, in polite encouragement.
'* Help the matter on, somehow.*'
His politeness cast aside, (ierrans settled back in

his (hair and laughed till Mrs. Carhart. above stairs,
muffled her aching head beneath the blankets.

" Oh, go to thunder with your help, Allie ! The fellow
does n't want assistance from any of us now. When he
does, he 'II proceed to yelp. We men all do. Mean-
while what is it about Tremaine that draws forth all
ycur sentimental yearnings.' You don't on like this
about my need for help and comprehension in my
secrets."

Long years of association with Gerrans had taught
Allison Carhart how to accept ridicule. She accepted
it now with her usual good temper.

" You 've not a secret to your name. Gerry. You 're
as leaky as a sieve, and you have just about as much
temperamental oversoul as a gopher. It was a great
waste of time to expect you to understand Bernon's
finer nature. Let 's pass on to his social environment.
After a year and a half in camp, how do you suppose
he ever is going to fit in?"

" That 's easy," Gerrans predicted confidently. " I '11
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oversee his choice of haberdashery, and, once his clothes

are pressed, you '11 find he '11 be all right."

"I 'm not too sure. People always did rather like

him, and, of course, he does all the proper things. The

only trouble with him is that he thinks too hard, while

he is doing them, and, worse, he babbles forth all the

results of his thinkings. We girls don't want a man to

discuss theology over his shoulder to the next girl in

line at a skating carnival; and we really hate to be fed

on a medley of roadbed grades and sociological ones,

while we 're climbing to the top of the big slide. Gerry,

I love Bernon, love him fondly; but, between you and

me, I feel as if he were going to be a b»t of a whale upon

our hands."

The whale, meanwhile, was settling his possessions

in his long-abandoned room, and preparing to take his

place once more in the town life awaiting him. Glad

as he was to get back to town once more, to be thrown

in close contact with these t-vo best friends of his, to

take up and knot together the fraying ends of many

broken interests, he yet shrank a little from the winter

opening out before him. After the open-air life in the

bush, a life whose hours had been dictated solely by

the advantages of his work, the life in town loomed

before him, unduly organized, a bit relentless. In it,

one must be wholly of it; there was no appeal from

its incessant demands upon him. Tremaine liked the

things it did; but not the way it did them. Events

followed each other in too feverish succession. Society

demanded of him that he should take it all, or have

nothing; it was not for him to pick and choose, not

even though his choice would have been dictated, not

by the things themselves, but by the crjing need of his
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nature to have a little time .o go apart by itself, to

vonsider its own progress, its own aspiration, its own
necKTiii'cs.

Fnni his little childhood, this need had lain heavily,

jn..i,terdy upon Bernon Tremaine. His good days and
his uuJ half-hours had been alike in one respect : to gain
their full significance, they must be argued over with
himself, grasped in their entirety. For that, leisure was
needed and solitude. No matter how long he ignored
the demands of his nature, in time he must yield to
them, and to the full. His months in cai ip, then, had
been to him an almost priceless boon, allowing, as they
did. the leisure to catch up on the balancing of his

spiritual accounts. Now, of set purpose, he had come
back again into the world to claim his place among his
social kind. Engineering, punctuated with long hours
of self-communion, was far more stimulating than many
cups of sugary tta; but Tremaine suspected that, for
him, it was far less healthful. Accordingly, he Lad
made application for the vacant oflBce opening in town.
Of course, being young and human and as healthy as

an ox, he liked the teas and the attendant fuss bound to
be made over any presentable addition to the younger
set. He enjoyed the prospr tive change from the official

association with his inferiors to daily contact with other
men of hereditary brains and breeding. Most of all he
liked girls, the more and the prettier, the better. He
liked girl talk, too, although, in answer, he poured out
upon them the resultant mass of opinion brewed by
his lonely meditations beside his campfire in the bush.
The girls gasped, smiled vacantly, and changed the sub-
ject with all possible speed ; yet something in Tremaine's
enigmatic personality made them count it privilege to
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accept his invitations, next time they came their way.

Not a girl in all the younger set failed to measure her

own social significance by the number of times she had

aroused a spark of interested comprehension in Ber-

non Tremaine's amber eyes.

That Bernon Tremaine was an enigma, no one in

Quebec sought to deny. His history deserved the word

quite as much as did his personality. Just a quarter of

a century before, Bernon Tremaine had made his ad-

vent in Quebec, accompanied by a nurse, a bank ac-

count and two trunks filled with superlatively good

clothes. The nurse was French; she spoke no English

whatsoever. The child talked a curious jargon of the

two languages; but, from the start, the nurse saw to it

that his new affiliations should be wholly English. They

boarded in an English family; he went to an English

kind' rgarten and, when he was old enough, he wor-

shipped his Creator by way of the English Cathedral.

To those persons who could understand her, the nurse

told the child's history, frankly and with much detail.

The father was a ranch owner from far beyond Winni-

peg. The mother was child of a well-known Toronto

home; she had been totally disinherited for marrying

a man whose social rank was far beneath her own, what-

ever might have been his wealth and his innate good

qualities. She had gone with him to the far Northwest,

where her health had failed by reason of the climate.

The inevitable wandering in search of cure had followed,

had ended with the mother's death, unavoidable, yet

hastened by the shock of seeing her husband crushed

beneath a moving train. Two years later, it had been

arranged by their lawyers that the child should be

brought to Quebec, and left there for his education, an
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isolated little human fact, ignored by his kin and only

linked to the invisible past by the person of his faithful

nurse.

/* id then, all at once, that link had snapped. Four
years after his coming to Quebec, the child had waked,
one morning, to discover his nurse vanished, her bed
unruffled, her trunks and boxes left behind, orderly,

their contents quite intact.

For a week, the disappearance assumed all the promi-
nence of a newspaper mystery. Theories were put forth

and disproved, in the largest possible types. Then a
new sensation burst upon the community. The missing
nurse was relegated from the first page to the fifth ; and,
since it was a season of unusually heavy snows, the
community settled down to a belief that the woman
had gone out for an evening walk after her charge was
in bed, that, in some way, she had strayed from the
beaten road and had become buried in the drifts, only
to come to light with the tha<\ing in the spring. By
spring, as far as the general public was concerned, the
case of the nurse was totally forgotten.

The English family, meanwhile, was of a practical
turn of mind. They launched detectives on the track
of the missing nurse; but, when the detectives came
back again, confessing themselves foiled, they set about
reconstructing the situation on the best basis left to
them. First of all, they made inquiries at the bank, and
ascertained that an annuity had ber- established, sub-
ject to drawings by the legal guardians of the child.

No other guardians appearing, they promptly assumed
the responsibility, a responsibility which they fulfilled

honourably and with judiciousness. That done, they
prudently brought home to the deserted child a succes-
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sion of coveted toys, a new one for every day until, by

sheer bewilderment of riches, the boy forgot to mourn

for his most coveted toy of all, his nurse.

The vanished nurse had been a great constructive

artist in her way. During the l.ur years of her living

in Quebec, she had contrived to establish the boy's

life upon a foundation suitable, desirable, lasting. She

had seen to it that his home surroundings in the English

family should, in so far as possible, make good the lack

in his own kin ; that the life around him should be re-

fined, intelligent, as well as friendly to the little orphan.

With the same degree of care, she had chosen his first

baby school, his companions. Indeed, in looking back-

ward, people marvelled that a woman in exactly her

position could have possessed sufficient acumen to start

the life entrusted to her core along so safe a trail. All

her arrangements for the child betokened not alone her

comprehension of his peculiar needs, but also her un-

derstanding of the two-raced city; betokened as well,

not only her interest for his present, but her thoughtful,

prescient care for what was bound to be a lonely future.

Had she foreseen the unknown tragedy which caused

her end, she could have taken no greater precautions

against harm.

All in all, there was no especial reason that Tre-

maine's life should not have been lonely. His foster

family were devoted to him; he won some friends,

chief among them Gervase Gerrans and, later, Allison

Carhart; he might have won as many more. Never-

theless, the fact remained that all these people were

accidental happenings in his life; that, in all the world,

there was no one who really belonged to him but him-

self. He was twelve vears old, when that fact first

11 «
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dawned upon him. From that time, there dated his
curious trick of regarding himself as made up of two
entities, one of whom was the best possible chum of
the other, mutually reliant, mutually in need of each
other's understanding and support. From that time,
too, dated the boy's need to take himself away from'
others, every now and then, to leave the babel of his
acquaintances and give his two selves stillness and
leisure to renew their comprehension of each other.
Moreover, certain chapters of his experience, certain
mental crises which he faced, as time went on, were
known to those two selves alone, the one self going out
to contact with his kind, the other living cloistered and
apart, the two meeting in a communion perfect and full
of satisfaction.

All this, however, Bernon Tremaine kept to himself.
One quickly learns to keep one's secrets well in hand,
when there is never any one person more than any other
to whom one may impart them. To the outward eye,
Bernon Tremaine was a matter-of-fact young engineer,
rather too clever, but sufficiently well-groomed to neu-
tralize that disconcerting fact. Save for his eyes, he
was rather ugly to look upon; but he danced exceed-
ingly well, was a good, ail-round athlete, and knew the
exact psychological moment to divest himself of his
overcoat, when he came inside a house. His social
evolution had gone hand in hand with his mental.
He plainly had inherited the main essentials. The
others, and those the more local ones, he absorbed with
apparent unconsciousness of any effort. For the rest,
his kindergarten tricks had been performed in a species
of duet with Gervase Gerrans who, after their first and
inevitable resort to fisticuflfs, had waved an olive branch

T^^jssr^
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of peace in the form of an invitation to go to build block

houses for Allison Carhart. And Allison Carhart's blue

eyes had smiled up at the stranger boy, that day, with

just the same welcome which had lasted for fully

twenty years.

As a matter of course, Tremaine's town office had a

chief. To be sure, he was a good deal a figure-head,

conspicuous mainly by his absence; but now and then

he descended upon the office, to keep in touch with the

outward presentment of his source of salary, and to

assure himself by personal observation that his sub-

ordinate was performing all his proper functions. One

such descent had taken place, the morning after Tre-

maine had assumed possession of a revolving chair, a

desk and a draughting table in an upper office looking

out on Mountain Hill; and now, ten mornings later,

a second one was imminent. This time, moreover, he

was not alone. Instead of that, there followed him

into the office another man, young, slim and v/iry,

obviously an American, equally obviously of gentle

birth. His head was set on well-knit, athletic shoulders

;

'but his cheeks were slightly gaunt, and showed white

beneath the summer's tan.

"Tremaine," his chief spoke genially; "I want you

to know Mr. Donald Rhodes of New York, and

then I want you to go to work to make him like

Quebec. I fancy he has n't the most favourable no-

tions of the place, as he 's just been lying up at the

Jeffrey Hale."
"

Ili ? Sorry to hear that," Tremaine observed con-

ventionally, as he took the stranger's outstretched hand,

registering, the while, bis instant liking of the deep-

set blue eyes, under their thin and arching brows.
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The liking increased, as the stranger dismissed his

sympathy with a careless nod.

"Not ill," he said, much as he luight have said "not
guilty." "I merely fell a victim to ray own appena.x."
"That's rather bad, sometimes," Tremaine sug-

gested.

"Ves; at least, it 's decent to consider it so. How-
ever, for my part, I think it's a relief to get the blasted

thing out of the way," Don made philosophical re-

sponse. "The worst thing about it was the ignominy
of being lugged off to the hospital, with a mob of girl's

beseeching the orderlies not to kill me, and then pur-
suing me with flowers enough to set up a small fune-
ral. Bah! I smell those beastly lily-things now!" he
added, in a wave of healthy and reminiscent disgust.

His elderly companion judged it time to offer ex-
planation. Even his short experience of Donald
Rhodes had taught him the young American's trick

of leaping over all manner of details, leaving his ac-
quaintances to flounder after him through a perfect
morass of noncomprehension.

"Mr. Rhodes came up here, three weeks ago, with
my old friend, Mrs. Van Schaik of New York," he
hastened to interpose, as soon as Don came to a full

pause. "They were here for four days, came up in

their own car, you know, and meant to see the city

from end to end." Tremaine's quick ear caught the
note of British amusement at the peculiar Americanism
of the expedition. "Unfortunately, Mr. Rhodes was
taken ill, the first night, and the rest of the party had
to go back without him. I might add," he went on a
little pompously; "that, before she went away, Mrs.
Van .Schaik entrusted him to my care."
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"He couldn't have been placed in beter hands,"

Tremaine asserted dutifully.

Quite as dutifully, the recipient of the compliment

bowed his thanks, while Don looked with dancing eyes

from one grave face to the other. Did they never see

the inherent skittishness of life, these Britishers, he

wondered flippantly. It must be hard to keep it up.

from dawn to dusk, on any such exalted plane as that.

He resolved to cut in again, and seek to drag the situa-

tion down to his own level.

"After all." he said; "it's well out and over, and 1

v,on't let it happen again. The doctor assures me I

can safely promise as much as that. And then, it s

such a decent, conventional sort of thing to do, now-

adays I only hope Mrs. Van won't forget to telephone

about it to the society editor of The Sun. However,

as I say, both the episode and the appendix are no

more. I'm back at the Chateau again, and off my

diet Which reminds me, Tremaine, why wont

you come around there and have luncheon with

"^Tremaine looked up, smiled, hesitated, then shook

his head. The negation cost him a good deal more

than he would have cared to admit, for Bernon Tre-

maine's creed held little favour for instant likings such

as he felt for this gay, irresponsible youngster who

dismissed all sympathy quite as lightly as he had

dismissed his unmourned vermiform appendix.
^^

"I am sorry. I really wish I could do il, Rhodes,

he answered. "The truth of the matter is, at two I

have an engagement that I can't well break; and it's

five to one, now." » x u *

"Make it dinner, then?" Don suggested. 1 hate
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to eat alone. AH right ? At seven ? And, if you don't

get bored, we'll gossip later."

" You can't," Tremaine assured him, while he nodded
acquiescence to the invitation. " You have n't been

here long enough to accumulate the necessary data."

"Data be hanged!" Don told him cheerily. "I
know all the life history of my doctor and my nurse.

She was forty, and had one eye put in bias, and she had
been engaged at eighteen to a man who fought in some
war or other, Ashantee, or Afghanistan, or else the

Indian Mutiny. Anyhow, he was scalped. "11 tell

you the rest, over the coflFee, this evening."

Tremaine laughed. Heretofore, he had counted
Gerrans amusing; but the humour of Gerrans, beside

thiit of this happy-go-lucky youngster, seemed stale

and banal in its conventionality. He resolved to make
the most of this new acquaintance, if only for the sake
of seeing upon what unexpected tangent Don's mind
would next take flight. On his side, it never would
have occurred to him to take such flights; yet some
vagrant streak in his own mental make-up led him to

revel in them, once they were taken. And Don was
singularly likable to look upon, with his jolly dark blue

eyes and the incongruous contrast between his flexi-

ble lips and the unyielding lines of his rugged chin.

There was character behind the mirth, Tremaine de-

cided; life would not be wholly frivolous, even to this

jovial boy. Given a crisis, he would meet it pluckily,

unflinching.

"Are you staying on here long.'" he queried rather

absently, while he made his mental notes of the other's

personality.

Don flushed at the perfunctory courtesy of the ac-
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cent. Ignorant of its cause, he interpreted it as the

result of a desire to restore him to the graver levels

whence he had wantonly departed.

"A week or so. It depends entirely on circum-

stances," he answered briefly. "At seven, then.^*"

And he departed, a little regretful over the invitation

he had given to this stolid 'Jriton. more tlian a little

dubious over the way the stolid Briton and he would

amalgamate, during the leisurely courses of the Chateau

dining-room. Granted Tremaine as comrade, a rail-

way lunch-counter would have been far more in accord

with Don's present ideas of enjoyment.

But Tremaine, as he stood looking after the young

American, was filled with pleasant expectations of the

unexpected. However, not even Bernon Tremaine

had any notion of what unexpected phases of their

future acquaintance were already written on the cards,

as yet undealt.

mM^,.'ti- .'^-



CHAPTER FOUR

FOR the first time in many days. Sister St. Saba

was summoned to [)arl')ur. She obeyed the sum-

mons with a leisurei/ dignity, as befitted her weigh

in pounds, as well as her standing in the communify.

The pad of her soft shoes came deHI)erately nearer

ah)ng the bare floor of the inner corridor, and turned

into the room behind the corridor. This room was

shut (juite away from the world without, connected

with it only by the small, square wicket which offered

a meagre substitute for contact with the friends led by

their loyalty to visit the kin who had turned their backs

upon thoir worldly selves and their concerns for ever.

Deliberately Sister St Saba unpinned her white serge

skirt which she had looped up high above her practical

gray stuff petticoat ; deliberately she settled her bands

and hei- veil with her two plump hands; deliberately

she seated herself upon the uncomfortable chair drawn
up before the wicket. Then she opened the wicket

itself. •

"Bernon!" sho said then, and not even her holy

vows cou'd lessen her start of surprise.

The man, seated outside the wicket, smiled at her

tone, although the smile made scant impression upon
the settled gravity of his face. It curved his lips; but

it died away before ever it reached his eyes.
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" Yes, I am hack in town once more," he told her.

Her answering? smile lij^hted her whole face. She

was a plump, trim woman of the early fifties, with more

than a hint of beauty, as measured hy the standards

of the world outside. Her face was peaceful; hut not

at Jill impersonal, as are the faces of t(M) ninny nuns.

Her life within the cloister had in no way dulled her

interest in the human race outside; and she carried

her vears alertlv, easily, and with a half-conscious

.sense of their added charm which many a worldling

mifjht have envied. Once, when her frontlet slipped

a little, Tremaine cauj,'ht a glimpse of a single lock of

hrown hair, dark as the hrows ahove the hrilliant pale-

hrown eyes; and her cheeks, inside their framing hands

of linen, were delicately pink and chuhhy as any Paris

doll. And yet, ahovje all else, Sister St. Saha's charm

lay in her ready smile.

" It is good to see you again," she said cordially, and

in an English so perfect as to seem (juite out of place

in that distinctly French community; "I did not know

you were within a thousand miles of here. But then,

inside this place, we hear nothing, nothing, except as

now and then our friends pay us a visit. And you?

You are well .^" Her eyes searched his face.

*'(^uite Will. 1 always am; and the life in the hush

suits me. you know."

With a swift gesture, she dismissed his reference to

the outer world, as to something quite heyond her ken.

Instead, —
"Have you l)een here long?" she asked.

"Ten days. I should have heen to see you before,

only that my office keeps me on duty at this hour," he

said, with a slight aeceiit of apology.
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Th<» gesture of dismissal came again.

"What matter? At least, as long as you are here
now? Our rules forbid us to receive visits t.M> often;
and I never worry for those of my friends who have
given me their word to he brought here in case of
illness."

This time, his eyes showed his amusement.
"that is a grewsome suggestion. Sister St. Saba.

It gives one the idea that you would be glad to get me
down inside your walls."

"I should," she answered briefly, but with obvious
meaning.

He chose t. gard the meaning.
"And you wouid take care of me. yourself .»" he

asked her lightly. " But then, where else would I go ?"
"The Jeffrey Hale," she answered jealou.sly. "That

would be a sad day for me. Your place is here among
us." Again there came the note of meaning. Then
.she dismissed it, and spoke more downrightly, "In
any case, there is no need for worry. We all are in the
hands of the good God, you in your forest, I in my
eloister and my sick-ward. But tell me, Bemon. are
you to be in town for many days.=

"

"All winter, I hope. I have had enough of the bush
for the present, and there was a vacancy here in town."
"The same work.'"

"Yes, with a difference," he explained, too intent
upon his own plans to heed the fact that, as a rule a
cloistered nun knows little of the professions of the
outer world, cares even less. "It is office work, theory
instead of fact; but it amounts to the same thing in the
long run. Anyway, it will be good to get in touch with
peopic agai.., after fourteen months of the other thing."
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"And vou find the same old friends always ready

to welcome you back?" The nun spoke quietly, her

voice more full of assertion than of question.

"Yos, the same ones, and a few more. Gerry and

Allison Carhart, of course, are the most important

of them. And, by the way, I met a new boy, this noon,

a fellow from New York, and I liked him immensely."

Man-fashion, he leaped headlong into his new interest,

quite forgetful that, by her holy vows, interests of that

kind were forbidden to Sister St. Saba.

After the fashion of women of all time, she tried to

meet him on his own ground.

"Who is that.'" she asked.

"A man who is staying at the Chateau," he replied,

with a smile that was less for her than for his recollec-

tion of the subject of their talk. " His name," he added

carelessly, as one giving a fact of no importance at all;

"is Donald Rhodes. I beg your parion. Did you say

something .>"

But Sister St. Saba merely had caught her skirt

under one of the legs of her chair. The cross upon

her breast was swinging sharply to and fro in her

efforts to free herself; but, when she looked up, it was

with her usual unruffled little smile.

" Donald Rhodes. It is a good name." She glanced

at her swaying cross, then laid her hand upon it, steady-

ing it into position. " And you like him ?"

"Extremely." Again Tremaine showed he was all

a man bv the tranquil fashion in which he accepted

the fact of her interest in his concerns, however incon-

gruous they might be. "He is a bit unusual, unlike

the men I have known, that is."

"In manner, or in look?" In her feigned interest

II 1^
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in his interests, the nun seemed to forget that her hand
was still shut on the silver cross which hung about her
neck. After all, she was apparently very much a
woman, playing the hostess with a graciousness which
qurte annulled the wicket parting her from her guest.
.\llison Carhart herself could have manifested no more
courteous absorption in following up the subject of
Iremames talk.

"Both. He is as frank as a boy in knickerbockers,
and about as unceremonious, takes it for granted that
he s chums with all the world. He is chums, too
One can't help feeling it. But his looks help him on.'
He s not exactly handsome; in fact, vou can't make
up your mind whether he's a pretty baby, or a man
;,f T /"*. ^""^ '" ^^"^ P'^^^ ^"^W you there.
It s chiefly the question of those litUe. dark blue eyes
of his, I fancy." Contrary to his custom. Tremaine
was fast becoming garrulous, as he exploited the charms
ot this, his latest interest.

The nun's hand slid from her cross into her lap
where it clasped the other hand and rested there, shut

"Blue eyes?"

"Yes, dark blue, dark, dark; and the complexion
and the mouth of a girl. That 's what makes the in-
congniity of the chap. His chin looks as if you might
as well trv to budge Mount Ararat." Tremaine was
taJking to his other self now, more than to the nunwhose holy impersonality should have made her no
proper receptacle for human analyses such as this was
fast becoming. Moreover, ever since his meeting Don.
hat noon I remaine had been waiting for a chance to
reckon out the details of the impression made upon him
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™r'„u:,T«:vet- .«« ™Ui„g, stm stained he,

courteous Interest in h« 'heme.
_

"And has he been here long? she queneu,

,he unclasped her hands and smoothed down her

shinine white linen rochet.
v,«^. "Vip

' See weeks. In fact," Tremaine laughed, he

^^SSh'!!!h-h'" The intonation on the monosyl-

r:ln',tre'V*t IllL "Then he ,ight have had

you to take care of him.

The woman vanished in the nun.

"Who knows?" Sister St. Saba answered, w.th a

Je dU«gari of the trivial jest. "I should have done

Slst fo? him." Then, R'-^^-gJ^^-^ dlltt
^" ThtrnTlu nottelTt" ''-
"^Be:^ e iT"I "mmonplace which longest esc^^

ob°'^:«on. AUis., Carhart, '^l^;! -P^emre
Palace Hill, started in surprise, as she saw ir

I never expected to see you ex.tmg from that portal.

Is ii a case of ghostly consolaUon.
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Tremaine nodded an off-hand greeting, as he lifted

his cap, then fell into step beside her.

"Don't I look it?" he inquired imperturbably.

"Not you. In fact," Allison scanned his face in-

tently; "you don't look as if you 'd been having much
consolation of any sort. What 's the trouble, Bernon ?

Have they been abusing you in there?"

He shook his head.

"Quite the contrary. They don't, I fancy; at least,

abuse is n't written down in their official schedule."

"Of course! I know!" Allison remarked, apropos
of her own meditations. "You have some sort of a
man in there. You e gineers are always sending frag-

ments of humanity up to town for repairs. I can't
imagine how you ever contrive to spoil so many
people."

Tremaine allowed her to have her way with her own
theory. After all, why not? It was as good as any
other, and as usable; and she had formed it without
any help or suggestion from himself.

" It 's a strenuous sort of a profession," he reminded
her accordingly.

Sh« laughed into his intent face, which was scarcely
above her own.

"But it isn't the professional ones you spoil," she
gave counter reminder promptly.

"Give us time," he bade her.

"Hush!" she commanded, with a little shiver.
"Don't you know it is tempting Providence to talk
like that ? But where are you bound now ?

"

"Back to the office."

She glanced at her watch.

"What 's the use ? The afternoon is half over now;

'^5'P^l^d^'^W'



44 OVER THE QUICKSANDS

you may as well make it a whole half-holiday. and

come with me, instead."

"Where?"
, ,

"To the Falls. Where else does anybody ever go,

down Palace Hill ? Unless, that is, we are engiiieers

looking up our professional invalids." Her wide ha

shaded the upper part of her face; but Tremame could

see that her lips were curling into a mockmg smile

The smile, or perhaps its mockery recalled him from

his hesitation. He snapped the case of his watch which

he had taken out in answer to the unspoken cha.lcnge

that seems to come with any statement of the time of

dav, and thrust the watch back into his pocket

"No use, Allison. I said I would be in at half-past

three. It 's five past now. I '11 go on down, and put

you on the train; then I must be dashing back again to

the post of duty." .
,

"Sorry. However, you needn't do any cspecia

dashing now," she remonstrated hastily. "I ve lost

one good train by stopping to talk to you, and there is

any amount of time before the next one is ready. Why

can't vou cut the oflSce, this afternoon, and come for a

walK with me ? We shall have time for a long one, and

then Gerr>' is coming down for tea, and we 11 all come

up together." ,

Her voice was tempUng; tempting, too. was her

programme. However. Tremaine had «^fd\"P^7

mind, five minutes before, and it was not his habit to

change. His excuse of the office, that afternoon, was

but the flimsiest pretense. There was absolutely noth-

mg for him to do; there was little chance that any one

would mount the stairs leading to his door. His ap-

pointr-nt there had been made upon the spur of the

«« 'isxrra
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moment and with himself; yet, made, Tremaine felt

himself bound to keep it to the letter. He was in no
mood to face Allison's gay, mocking questions and
coil lectures regarding his visit to the Hotel-Dieu;
least of all, to face them when Gerrans was there to

look on, an amused, but silent witness of the scene.

Even to those two. his most well-tried friends, Bernon
Tremaine had never cared to speak of his visits to the
great, gray-stone house of healing. They would ap-
prove the fact the less, in that they could never grasp
its cause. To their easy-going minds, schooled to the

tenets of the Thirty-Nine Articles, Tremaine's seeming
indifference to the outward forms of religious worship
made him appear a bit of an agnostic. It would be
inconceivable to them both that he could be on terms
of friendly, informal intercourse with one of the Hos-
pitaliere nuns, the most rigid, as they were the most
aristocratic, of all the orders in the ancient city.

Allison Carhart, glancing at Tremaine's face, had the
supreme good sense to make no effort at shaking the
determination written there. The past few days had
taught her some new lessons concerning this old, old
friend. During the fourteen months before that,

months when they had kept in touch only by means of
occasional letters and Tremaine's still more occasional
trips to town, it seemed to her that his character had
been hardening, crj'stallizing; and as yet she was not
sure just where the lines of crystallization lay. Until
she knew the strength and the weakness of this silent,

self-contained man walking beside her now; until she
knew the elem ' s which had gone to the making of his

outward character, the secret hopes and fears and cares
and even the worries which had brought a certain li^ht



46 OVER THE QCICK'^ANDS

of determination into his yellow eyes, had moved him

to do this and that thing, freakish and self-contra-

dictory to all seeming: until then, Allison Carhartwas

resolved to take him exactly as she found him, and at

his surface value. Later? She did not know. She

might be helpful to him; she might even come to rely

on his support. Meanwhile, it should be his fault and

his alone, if ever they ceased to be good chums.

A part of this attitude she had thought out for her-

self; a part of it ^ras the result of her one-sided discus-

sions with Gervase Gerrans who had a trick of allowmg

her to talk herself into sharing his own beliefs and

finally into deciding that she herself had originated

them. As result, Allison was keeping open house for

Tremaine, during those eariy days in town when he

had not yet launched himself upon the social tide.

She was always at home, when he came, always hos-

pitable; but she never insisted on his outstaying his

own good time, nor on his doing anything at all, in

fact, unless he chose. Free to come and go at will, to

talk or to be silent, Tremaine had promptly fallen

back into his old way of considering the Carhart house

his second home, open to him at all his leisure hours.

Allison he treated more than ever as a trusted crony,

something midway between the sister who belongs to

one, the friend whom one takes of deliberate choice,

and the other self to whom one never feels the need

of explaining anything whatever.

Now and then, when he stopped to analyze the situa-

tion. Tremaine felt gratitude to Allison for making her-

self so much a matter of course, for showing herself so

much less insistent than the other girls with whom his

social lot was cast. Mrs. Carhart. who knew all that

*»«?sw^^.-- ~--.>nji *ii9m «»:
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the world could know about his history and judged it

with the kindly eyes of motherhood, felt a pitiful affec-

tion for the spare, silent man with the inexpressive face

and the veiled eyes; but Allison, younger and more
prone to see the humour of a situation, now and then

lifted her brows and smiled across at Gerrans above
the head of her unconscious guest. If one only ever

knew what produced those fits of taciturnity, she said

to Gerrans, late one night when Tremaine had been

more than ordinarily impenetrable, if one only could

foresee their coming, it would be possible to escape

and leave him to have it out alone. At present

rate of progress, her embroidery would not outlast

another week, instead of doing for all winter, as she

had hoped.

But Gerrans shook his head.

"He '11 get over it in time," he predicted. "Let him
alone, though, while it 's working off. It 's safer for

you, and a long way more agreeable for the survivors

to let him settle them alone."

"Them.'" she questioned,

"Yes, his spiritual dregs. Once they 're gone, his

whole system will clear up. We all of us go through

the stage now and then; the only difference is that

some of us don't consider it a drawing-room accom-
plishment. The fact of it is, AUie, you are spoiling

Tremaine abominably."

"Whal harm?" she made intrepid answer "Any-
way, I mean to do it ; there is n't anybody else, Gerry.

Imagine it, yourself, the feeling that there 's not a soul

in the world belonging to you, not a soul whose duty
it is to put up with your bad tempers ! It 's enough to

make him— 'dreggy,' to use your own choice word.

srsw '\^ma:yxiiCM"-S€' tv T , j^p-sa-- TTSSKVi: ' +
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No wonder he likes to come here, and sit about and

sulk, and pretend he feels at home."

But Gerrans shook his head again.

"Tremaine isn't sulky, Allie. There's more to it

than that."

"What then?"

The voice of Gerrans droppe a little.

"Allie, I am no student of huL in nature, only a mere

newspaper man. Ask me the . xe question, ten years

from now, and possibly I may tell you then. I can t

before. Twenty years ago, 1 knew Bernon Tremaiue

just exactly as well as I do now."

And Allison made sorrowful assent.

The next afternoon, however, she hailed him in quite

another mood.
.

"The unexpected has happened," she proclaimed,

as soon as Gerrans and the tray had joined her on the

gallery at Kent House.

"Wherefore, and who?" Gerrans looked about him

for a place to bestow his hat and stick. "You are so

desperately sudden, Allie."

"I meant to be. I have news."

"Ah?" Gerrans took to mself the toast plate and

served his hostess, then himself, with absolute im-

partiality.

"Bernon has discovered an affinity."

"You don't sav! Apropos, I know it's not good

manners to talk with one's mouth full; but I decline

to bolt, and your countenance betrays the fact that you

desire an immediate response. Who is she?"

"She 's a he," Allison corrected calmly, as she stirred

her tea.

"Is it? Well, how do you know?"

^:j^.Wjr
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"I met him on the way down here."

•'Which him?" Gerrans queried, while he waited

for his tea to cool down to the point of safety.

"Bernon. of course. He told me all about it, and

reallv he sounds rather nice, for an American," Allison

continued, with the placid arrogance of her race. "I

told him to bring him to tea, Monday," she added.

" If he 's an American, you 'd better give him coffee

and saltines," Gerrans advised her. "Where did

Tremaine discover him?"

Allison explained at length. Then, as the merest

afterthought, —
"By the way, Gerry," she asked; "where do you

suppose I discovered Bemon ?
"

"The Salvation Army barracks, or else give it up,"

Gerrans answered indolently. "Hang it all, Allison,

you 're as inquisitive as the sphinx. How in thunder

should I know?"
" General omniscience. However, you hit the wrong

side of the street, that time, wrong side in every sense,

literal and ecclesiastical. He was just coming out of

the Hotel-Dieu."

"The deuce!" Gerrans set down his cup with a

clatter. " What was he doing there ? You don't sup-

pose the chap is going over, Allie ?

"

She laughed at the consternation in his tone.

" Not Bernon ! No ; it was a visit of charity, hunting

up some of his men that had been in accidents down on

the line." And she held out her hand for Gerrans's

cup, totally unconscious of the falsehood of her own

statement.

iar.fr^,i*4*'..:.'Si^'t^niiW>^pg£^Ki?'
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CHAPTER FIVE

THREE lumps, really, Mr. Rhodes?"

"Do you begrudge it so much as all that,

Allie?" Gerrans challenged her.

"Yes. The spoiled tea. that is. You are welcome

to have the extra lumps to carry away with you; hut

I do hate to see them misapplied. Well, as you were

saying— "

"Thank you. I 'm sorry to misapply your sugar;

hut, as it happens, I like my hemlock sweetened."

Then Don corrected himself hastily, as 1
.
took the cup

from Allison's outstretched hand. "At least, I don't

exactly hate the tea," he added, with refreshing candour.

"
It 's only that one makes such a terrific row about it,

nowadays. It 's a sort of gastronomic thesis, to prove

one is worthy to be graduated into better things."

"Eats, or drinks?" Gerrans queried.

Don was ready for him.

"As a rule, the oysters come next," he explained,

with conscientious accuracy. "That is, unless you 're

Semitic, and can't touch 'em, for fear of getting your-

self contaminated. In that case, it 's a passover. But,

as I was saying, Miss Carhart, the two chief products

of Quebec appear to be hospitals and monuments. I

suppose you got into the habit of them, from being in

so many sieges; but, really, it does strke a stranger

t.

"^L.-aac
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that you make an undue amount of preparation for his

being stricken down upon your very threshold. No
wonder I yielded to the infliences of the place and was
bowled over promptly."

"You did n't get a monument, though," Tremaine
reminded him unkindly.

"That was the doctor's doing; not mine. I provided
all the necessary items ; but he neglected to work them
up into a proper total. You 'II have to charge the
failure to him. However, since I 've seen that bicepha-
lous arrangement in front of the Drill Hall, I am quite

resigned. Speaking of monuments, though, is it a fact

that you have five hospitals here?"

Allison shook her head.

"No; only two," she corrected.

"So much the better. Five sounds a bit too premor-
tuarv," Don responded, ' But I was sure that Tre-
maine told me there were five. I was especially taken
with the naming of the Civic one; it sounds so glori-

ously official."

"Have you seen it?" Gerrans asked him, with an
amused glance across at Allison, still busy with the tea.

"Seen it ! No. I 'm no board of inspectors, hunting
grisly microbv >. Jn fact, though, I 've not seen much
of anything, except the corners of the city where you
people play. That 's the joy of Tremaine here ; he is a
guide of sorts, and does n't waste my time sending me
about to look at the historic bores op** can study up on
any post-card counter Instead of that, he imparts
learning to me, while we 're sitting about and smoking,
after dinner. It's solid learning, too. Tremaine
seems to know a wonderful amount of facts," Don con-
cluded suddenlv.

K^tr-M'
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know, ? At home, we ;ive to work. We sit In offices

mil u'rind, nil day lonp nd i'\ ry day. Up here, your

ftllow - just ioaf about uiid s atih the weather and the

t >miri£: of til mails ; and then they put on their other

( ats and Rf )Ut to (!i nk a."

Oh '"' «d ! For heu cu'ssake!" It was Gerrans

vli fni the aside.

t \vi. ' that 's the way it K. »ks to me," Don assured

III!

rh me< wntomyot to-morrow morning,"

ise' im.

ave i. tfice. then ? Don .isked him guile-

1< I 'm sii vou don't look it. However, th^re

i. offi( s and ottires. Trei laine's, for instance. He
uses his as a place to stow awa his mornini: paper. It 's

rather a nite itlea, too; it savr-

floor at home. What I wn

it really 's the custorii of

I '11 go about getting m\
out at once."

Treniaine smiled, as hv del,

"If it is the custopi of the

make a ripping sut)ject. You could move in at once,

without needini: my training wliatsoever
"

Allison laughed at the exchange of chaff. Then she

rose to the ;^pfence of Tremaine.

"But, u^ here, we call Mr. Tremaii > rather unduly
energetic. Mr. Rhodes." she said.

Tremaine sent her a nod of gratitude, not because he

was in need of defctce. but because it was good to get

it, unasked, unneeded.

"Really? What does he do? Of course. I 've seen

the dr.aughting hnard ."ind the de^k The same bit of

ii'ftering up the library

lU) v. though, is whether

'intr)'. If it is, I think

zation papers made

a counter thrust.

uiitry, Rhodes, you 'd
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rubber has Iain on the same spot on the tracing paper,

ever since I came," Don argued gently.

"Exactly." To her own surprise, Allison was con-

scious of a little wave of antagonism at this continued

assault upon her friend. With Gerrans she would not

have minded ; but Bemon Tremaine took things more

to heart. " But has it ever occurred to you, Mr. Rhodes,

that you entered that office, hand in hand with the '^hief,

and so— "

"And so all operations stopped, as long as I was on

the horizon? Really, Tremaine, you owe me a good

deal, now we think it over. I had been supposing it was

the other way about," Don made response, with un-

abated serenity. "We '11 call the account square, then,

and start again. To-morrow, I 'U make a tour down

town to watch you fellows at your work."

"Mr. Tremaine is just in from the bush. He has

been out on the line, now, for more than a year," Allison

observed, as she poured herself another cup of tea.

"The line?"

"The Tran.scontinental."

Don forgot his hostess, and spun about to face

Tremaine.

"You don't say so? The new line that one sees

the pictures of? Why didn't you tell me? Why,

man alive, that's work!"

"Tremaine never tells of his achievements," Gerrans

struck in languidly. "He expects us to know them by

intuition."

"Intuition be hanged!" Don said conclusively. "If

I did that kind of thing. I 'd prate about it, day and

night. It 's what I would have done, too, if only I 'd

had a little more brains and a little less pull. Those two
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details, balanced as they are, would have taken the edge
out of all the glory, so I preferred to let it alone." He
pulled himself up short. "We'll talk that out, to-
night," he added, with a nod across at Tremaine who
had sat, an impassive listener to the conversation.
Tremaine nodded back at him shortly. All his life,

he had accepted the fact of his isolation quite as a mat-
ter of course. It was a new experience to him, the way
this young American was counting him into all his plans,
not as an outsider to be entertained, but as a natural
adjunct to his daily routine. Moreover, Tremaine liked
the experience. It would be short-lived ; it was wholly
causeless. None the less, while it lasted, it gave him
the curious feeling of belonging somewhere in particu-
lar, not of drifting aimlessly along, a detached chip upon
the iiuman tide.

"By the way. Miss Carhart," Don said, as he rose to
go, a little later; "what 's the building just across the
street, the huge gray one inside the wall?"
"That 's one of the hospitals you counted up among

your five. Has n't Mr. Tremaine told you ?"

"I think probably I did n't give hun any chance; or
else I went to sleep. Which one is this ?"

" It 's the Hotel-Dieu, the largest one of all."

"Hotel-Dieu, the Mansion of the Lord." There
came an odd little note of reverence in Don's gay voice.
"I always rather liked the literal meaning of the phrase!
Miss Carhart; and just now— But this one, is it like
the Jeffrey Hale?"
"Not at all. It 's in the hands of nuns."
"Of nuns? That barracks ! I did n't know you had

so many here."

"Certainly," Allison assured him. "We couldn't
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get on without them, either. Really, they are exceed-

inclv useful to the citv. Thev educate our children;

they nurse us when we are ill ; they make our soap, and

they even mend our clothes."

But Don waved aside the last of her enumeration.

"Oh, I would n't care for them as nurses," he ob-

served discursively. "They would be so very floppsy."

"Perhaps. They say they do it very well, though.

They 're not supposed to be admitted to the wards until

they have proved their fitness for the work. Come over

to the window, Mr. Rhodes, and see the place at sunset."

Rising from her chair beside the tray, she crossed to

the nearest window. Don followed at her side, noting

with critical approval the strong, agile step, the alert

poise of her whole body. She was not at all pretty, he

told himself; at least, not when judged according to the

standards of the fluffy, frilly girls he had known at

home. She seemed stronger than they in every sense,

stronger in body and will and nerves; yet she was

singularly feminine withal, and full of charm. Her

dress was like her person, dainty, but very simple and

sedate. He tried to imagine her in Hilda's clothes and

set off by Hilda's coiffure which was a bewildering mass

of coils and Puffs and little rings of loosened locks which

always threatened to fall down, and never did. Alli-

son's thick brown hair was drawn loosely away from

her face and twisted into a great soft knot that lost all

its edges in the natural outline of her head. Her frock

was good in colour and material ; but it was totally de-

void of decoration. And yet, all the details of her person

seemed absolutely in keeping with the best traditions

of the hour of tea, restful, attractive, but not unduly

stimulating.

ii i-
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The fine oM drawing-room carried out the same im-
pression. Filling all one side of the second story of the

house, it had a trio of great windows at each end, west
and east, windows whose deep casements showed the

thickness of the outer walls. Between the two ends was
the grate, filled now with purring coals above which
danced purple and pink tongues of fiame; and drawn
up on either side, at angles as convenient Jis they were
unconventional, were the piano and an old mahogany
sofa heaped with cushions. Everything in the room v/as

good; everything was comfortable: nn«riing was inar-

tistic, and yet no place could have been miagined more
alien to the work of a modern decorator. Like its pre-

siding spirit, the Carhart drawing-room was product of
an environment where home comfort and hospitality

were the main essentials, rather than incidentals of the
day's formal routine.

"Look! You are just in time," Allison said, as she
drew aside the curtains of one of the rear windows. "

I

always love it best at sun.set."

In deference of Don's later pltns, that day, tea had
been servwi earlier than usual, and now the sun was
only just dropping behind the taller buildings at the
west. Directly beneath the windows lay a heap of gray
stone ruins, .shabby relic of some recent fire; but, a
little obliquely to the right, the great bulk of the Ilotel-

Dieu lay basking in the last pink glow of sun.set, a
ni'ghty giant of healing and of peace. Its solid stone
front, in its aggressive modernness, offered strange con-
trast to the courts and wings behind, courts shut to all

the outer world, wings white with time and suns and
snows, pierced with close ranks of narrow windows and
topped with high, slanting roofs studded with dormers

•mj-ssseiStiK. -.^xtm
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whose every pane of glass threw back the beams °fs«n-

set trying to force an entrance and disclose the secrete

of he cloisters hidden within. From anc.ent gallery and

dormer up to latter-day facade, in that one rambhng

Sing seemed summed up and typified the entire his-

tory of the aged city, the entire social system so out-

wa% hospifable. yet so totally impenetrable to the

^^Tplrt of this Don realized by instinct^ A part of it

he was detined to learn much later. None the less,

looking out, he gave a little shudder.

" L(K>ks a regular fortress," he made comment. 1 m

not^ I 'd ca^e to get in there ; one might have trouble

"getting out agahK I think I prefer my dreamed^of

Civic Hospital, in spite of iU name; it sounds less for^

midable." And he drew back from the wmdow, with

^
ollrmeanwhile, had sauntered to the wUidow

facing out upon the .street. Now he looked backward

over his shoulder. . i ^

"The Civic Hospital chances to be the P-t house

Rhodes," he remarked across the room. But come

here a minute, if you want to see the gentler virtues of

vour fortress." ,

.

^
And Don. nothing loath, went in answer to his sum-

mons. What he saw there justified the PJ^ras^ «f

^f^
rans. Under the pinkish sunset sky. a trio of working

nuns in their coarser garb were just

^^^-^^^^'l^^l^^^
selves up from above the almost dismantled garden beds

which filled the space within the g^^y ,«t*'"\^^l\,
^J

Uieir feet lay baskets and trowels, implements of their

unset toil; and, in the nearer distance, a cow^a^ed

ou a bit of lawn. For a little, the women loitered and
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looked about them, up at the sky, across at the white,

copper-roofed buildings of their life-long home. Then,

as a distant bell cut across the quiet air, they stooped,

gathered up their tools and baskets, and walked slowly

towards an inner wall.

"Look!" And, as Gerrans spoke, Don could feel

Tremaine, standing at his other side, stiffen into still

attention.

In the inner wall, a gate had opened to admit the

nuns, and in the open f^ateway there came into view a

dainty vision of a plump and rosy face above a soft

white bundle of serge and linen, a face set in stiff white

folds beneath a long black veil and, in the sunset glow,

clearly discernable in its every feature. Then the vision

stood aside, the nuns walked through the gateway and

the portal closed behind them, just as the last pink flush

vanished from the sky, leaving behind it only the chilly

gray of late October.

A week later, Don came again. This time, he found

Mrs. Carhart beside the tray: and he promptly de-

posited his allegiance at the feet of this strange woman
whose personal charm was enough to triumph over an

uncompromisingly tight bodice buttoned straight up

the middle ot the front, and a coiflfure .suggestive of the

little silver knob that headed his umbrella. To his acute

mortification, it was the odour of the dinner coming

towards the table which warned him it was time to go,

and Mrs. Carhart's bidding to stay on and dine with

them he accepted with the barest pretext at hesitation.

Only three days later, he presented himself once more,

and, this time, his .ountenrnce was rueful.

" I 'm quite aware that this is rushing your hospitality,

Miss Carhart," he blurted out, as soon as Allison ap-

.-f-
:.'*-;- W M
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peared upon the threshold of the drawing-room. " Still,

this time it's wholly justifiable. I've come to say

good bye."
^,

"Going away, Mr. Rhodes? I am so sorry. Alli-

son's tone was as sincere as was the clasp of her strong,

warm hand on his.

"Yes, I 'm off for Montreal, to-night," he answered

dejectedly.
" Sit down." She pointed to a chair beside the hearth.

Then, "Isn't it rather a sudden plan?" she asked

him.
"
It is to me. I had felt as if I were taking root here

;

you 've been so good to me, and all that," he told her,

with a simple heartiness which she liked. " I 'd had

an idea of staying on, for two or three weeks longer."

"Then why go?" was Allison's not unnatural

question.
,

"My father cabled. He 's in Europe; or did n t 1

tell you ? He is over there with my cousin Hilda; and,

for a wonder, he thinks the office needs me. It 's too

bad, too," Don added thoughtfully. "The cable

could n't much more than have left when he 'd have

had my letter, telling him how much fun I was havmg

here. I always do tell him things, you know; and,

this time, I wrote him about everything: the place, and

vou, and Tremaine, and all."

She nodded her thanks for his inclusion of her in his

missive. Now and then, there was an extreme boyish-

ness in Don's manner which left his British hearers at

a loss what answer they should make him.

"You 've told Bernon?" she inquired, after a little

pause.
» He rame to luncheon with me, this noon. It was a
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funeral feast, as far as I was concerned. I hate saying

good bye to people. Miss Carhart, and I like Tremaine.

He 's a good fel'ow. And yet — " T>on floundered,

then came to a full halt.

"And yet?" There was the fai. . possible edge

in Allison's tone. Knowing Tremaine well, she yet

allowed no one to criticise him but herself.

Two pairs of dark blue eyes met each other steadily.

Then Don spoke.

" I did n't mean to say it out. Miss Curhart ; but I 've

made the blunder, and I '11 see it through. Tremaine is

your friend, not mine. I wish he were mine. I like him,

in spite of myself, better than I like most men I m in

the habit of meeting. But you 've known him practi-

cally always. Even you must admit it, though, that

Tremaine is n't one half so good a fellow as he might

be."

Allison fell back upon a banality.

"Are any of us?" she asked.

Don's reply was unexpected in its frankness.

"Yes. 1 am. You are. Gerrans is. Tremaine

is n't. There *s a queer, wild streak in him, as if he

had been partly tamed, and that only in spite of him-

self. It 's as if he counted every man his enemy ; and

kept himself, his real, downright Ego shut up inside

sheet armour. Now and then, he lifts his /izor to look

out, and then we get a glimpse of the man inside."

"Well ?" Allison broke the little pause.

"Then we know what he really is, inside his shell,"

Don answered, with sudden energy. "Miss Carhart,

ytm may laugh at me, if you want to, but I confess,

if I were going to have a brother — I 've always wanted

one, you know— I 'd take the man behind those yellow

:^ "'kmgL''V.'fv--mpii'-'~r§^^-'mr^i^i' .-irf^'^^ ^'<•^7.&^"asr.:T*2'iv^



62 OVER THE QUICKSANDS

eyes, the real Bernon Tremaine, sooner than any other

man I ever have known. But — "

Allison did not laugh. Instead, she nodded slowly to

herself, in full approval of his words. Then, —
"But?" she questioned.

Don's earnestness gave place to a little chuckle.

» But, as soon as I had taken him, I 'd put in a charge

of dynamite and blow his confounded shell to bits," he

told her. "Until that is done, he'll never be of any

practical use, either to himself or to his people. By the

way, who are his people, anyway? Come to think of

it, I have n't met any of them."

Allison reflected swiftly, remembered that Don was

just departing, probably, despite his protestations, never

to return.

"He has very few relatives, I think, she answered

guardedly.
" He was left an orphan, when he was a

little, little boy, and there were no brothers and sisters."

Unconsciously, her voice grew pitiful over the v^ords

" Poor soul ! That may account for a good deal,

Don commented. "One needs a few relations in the

background to add perspective to one's friends, and also

to serve as safety-valve, when things gc wrong. Well,

anyway, I'm glad to know him; and I fancy," he

sm'iled acros.- at her in boyish approval; "you '11 be the

one to tame him, if anybody ever can. My prayers be

with you during the process ! Still, I think he 's worth

it, all and more." Then he rose r > his feet. " I suppose

it must be good bye and thank yo ., Miss Carhart," he

said regretfully. "You have done a lot for me, more

than you quite know; but I appveriate it all. Really,

it does n't sound a conventional thing to mention inside

a foreign drawing-room; but I rather think I 'm grate-

Y^'^
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ful to my departed appendix, considering what it 's

brought me, by way of compensation." And, with an

odd, abbreviated little laugh, he nodded, shut his hand

on hers, and then was gone.

And Allison Carhart, used all her life to the come and

go of strangers, was conscious of an unaccustomed wave

of acute regret, as she stood there alone, listening to his

departing footfall on the stairs.

.msK.'!^ismFTjmn^'\:..»{^sF-- '\ .:^»!3Mjiff'<s
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CHAPTER SIX

" T~^EAR Trcmaine." Don wrote him nonchalantly.

LJ three months later; "The more I thii.k of it.

1 like your city, like it a whole lot. 1 've a cousin who

thinks' she would like it, too, so I'm bringing her up,

next week. Save n little weather for us; and, while

you're about it, you tnij^ht be rather extra energetic,

in the meantime, and get some of your strenuous work

done up ahead."

Tremaine smiled a.s he read the note, smiled as he

answered it, smiled yet again as he showed it to Allison

and together they speculated in regard to its practical

details. It was so like Don in its inconsequent fashion

of ignoring what should have been the salient points

of his tidings.

Nevertheless, by this time Tremaine had gained a

fair knowledge of the epistolary style of Donald Rhodes.

The three months since Don's departure had been

dotted with frequent letters, some of them mere notes,

some of them, written in office hours, astonishingly

garrulous, but none of them bearing upon their faces

any especial reason for their existence. However, Tre-

maine was always glad when the morning mail brought

him the sight of Don's dashing hand on the outside

of one of the causeless, whimsical effusions. Viewed

r,olely as a manifcslution of good will, they were well
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worth the having; and, more than tuat, they held

within thorn all the germs of future, more enduring

friendship.

"What will the cousin be like, though?" Allison

inquired.

"From all accounts, like him. only more so," Tre-

maine told her. "Rhodes used to talk about her con-

stantly. Her name, by the way. is Hilda Lynde."

"On his mother's side, then." Alli.son made careless

comment, while she folded up her embroidery and tossed

it to one side, according to her fashion, nowadays,

whenever Trcmuine wa.s present.

"No; on his father's. I happened to .speak of it,

one day, and he told me. I fancy she's rather remote,

measured by blood; but Rhodes evidently considers

her a sister. She was left an orphan, I believe, or else

there was n't any money to bring her up, or something

of that sort, and she was taken into his family and

kept there. She is a little older than Rhodes, so he

does n't rem( mber anything about her coming."

Allison smiled, as she watched Tremaine grow

genial under the interest of his own story, or else of

the mei lory of Don himself.

"He appears to have confided to you all his domestic

I i>tork'." she remarked.

The genialness eclipsed itself, and Tremaine's an-

swer came a little curtly.

"Rhodes isn't the confidin sort. He merely men-

tioned it, in explanation of something else aat came

up, one day," he said, as stiffly as if it had been himself

whom Allison had accused of undue expansion.

There was a short pause. It was Allison who broke

it. and with an efiFort at careless unconcern.

5
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"Anyway, we shall rejoice and be plad to have them

here, this winter; and we'll do our West to pve them

a ko(k1 lime. When you write, tell Mr. Rhodes that

we're all of us rounting on his making us a long visit."

"I've written already," Tremaine answered, still a

little curtly.

And Allison oonfe.ssed to herself that sh«- was glad,

a moment latt r, when Clervase (Jerrans came striding

into the room.

Christmas l)y now was so far sunk into the past that

the public conscience had freed itself from the burd' n

of unacknowledged gifts, and the little northern city

was ready to settle down to that most characteristic

season of the year, when, heedless of the outside world,

it proceeds to make merry with itself. The merriment

is very merry, in the Quebec midwinter: its disregard

of all things outside it.self is far less selfish than it

seems, dictated as it is by an experience which teachi

that, for one day out of every sevc i, all connection

with the outside worid is likely to be severed. Trains

may be blockaded, cancelled, even derailed and aban-

doned in a drifting blizzard; telegraph win-; may be

down, or coated with ice to the point of uselessness,

and the outer worid, looking on, pities the dwellers

in the storm-blockaded little city. Their pity is quite

thrown away, for the blockaded little city has plenty

of resources of her own; and, heedless of wind and

snow, she sallies forth to make the most of them.

Of course, in any city, the interests are bound to be

complex: but there are some few people whom one

meets everywhere, doing everything, and, as a rule,

belying the old proverb by doing it extremely well.

Among those few were Gervase Gerrans and Allison
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Carhart, and into their small im cr circle they did their

best to draw Bernon Trcmain< Their efforts up to

now, however, had not been crowned with a complete

success The source of failure lay in no lack of cor-

diality towards Tremaine. but in certain inherent

reservations in the man himself. As Allison had pre-

dicted to (ierrans, months before, they were finding

him rather :i whale upon their hands. Small of stature

and at times totally inexpressive, Tremaine was yet

showmg himself a bit unwieldy in their little coterie.

Moreover, he was elusive. One never felt altogether

certain of being able to land him. Just when the deed

seemed accomplished safely, he had a trick of dodging

away, of vanishirig from social sight, only to reappear,

a little later, swimming strongly along at quite the

other end of the pool.

To Miy that this trait took from his popularity, how-

evf . ouii' be to deny certain of the laws of universal

hu" in all Quebec, that winter, no man was

mo!' !
•

i by invitations to corn and render him-

self ': ;••>'' ie than was Bem^p tremaine. Thanks

to the supreme tact and p -tii ra'f- r* Allison Carhart,

he usually did come. His re.i k'-ug himself agreeable,

though, was quite another matter.

Not that Tremaine evrr deliberately set himself to

work to h lilsagreeablf. Lik< tne apostle of old, he

would ao g Kid, but evil was present with him. Worst

of all, nine times out of every ten, he had no notion of

any disagreeabl*"iess until, by the expressions on the

faces of the pecpl" around him, he suddenly realized

that it was a fact a* omplished. Then, in sheer, blun-

dering penitence, he proceeded to be ten times worse

than he had been before, until even Allison, his social

^gzr ^aiT,M«
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sponsor and his most forgiving champion, had moments

when she longed acutely for the re-establishment of

the old-time pillory and whipping-post.

The cause for this was never wholly obvious, even to

Tremaine's other self, argue it out as he would with

that invisible personality of insistent logic and per-

sistent disapproval. For. after it was all over and

social forgiveness had been accorded to him, Tremaine

went down into valleys of humiliation undreamed of

by such characters as Gervase Gerrans. And yet, he

never could fully analyze the cause, nor comprehend

it nor forestall it The mood came upon him, that was

ail came so suddenly and so savagely that it never

failed to find him off his guard. Its ultimate key-note

was not taken from the scale of jealousy, as many

thought it. Rather than that, it seemed to come out

of a sense of his own isolation, of his total, congenital

aloofness from the whole fabric of the society which

lay about him. It came over him in waves; and, for

the time being, the waves swept him completely off

his feet and left him battling with the relentless under-

tow that lies be eath the froth and foam which form

the beauty of the rising tide. ...
He didfight against it, too, fight manfully and with

a sort of nervous fury, as one fights agaist a stronger

force which, in the end, is sure to win. Again and

again he battled against this remorseless power, ever

dragging him backward, away from the firm beach

where his friends stood watching him. only to cast

him up upon the surface of the ocean, afar from any

shore. But his struggles were hidden in the splashing

foam; only now and then did some watching friend,

farther-sighted than the rest, catch a glimpse of a set

*
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face, of straining eves turned longingly towards the

fimi foreshore which was slipping out of view.

No one else, not even Allison Carhart, saw any rea-

son for the struggle, dreamed of the undertow which

caused it. Knowing the main facts of Tremaine's life,

Allison looked upon them with the clear-eyed, imper

sonal common sense of the outsider whose problem

lacks the complicating factor of the personal equation.

She was perfectly well aware that, of all their circle,

Bcrnon Tremaine was the only one whose place was

not a matter of three or four generations. Of the rest,

the parents and the grandparents had been accustomed

to cjill each other by their given names; their family

secrets had been common property, albeit veiled in

mvsterv to the other circles that ringed theirs round.

An inherited intimacy like this is the closest corpora-

tion known to the human race; yet Allison saw no

reason that, because of its closeness, it also should be

complete. In age and interests and habits, in all his

adoptetl loyalties, Bernon Tremaine's place was among

them. If tliey were willing, eager to receive him, as

they were and showed themselves to be, it was not for

him to draw back and Ml for ever, an outsider, just on

the edge of things. Instead, let him come in and make

himself count among them for what he really, truly

was.

At the first, Allison tacitly a.ssumed thai this would

be Tremaine's obvious course. She invited him, her-

self; she saw to it that the others should invite him.

until no one but a .social agnostic could have doubted

tlu- fjermanency of his place among them all. Then,

that done, she .sat back, smiling at her own conspicuous

success, and waited for Tremaine to amalgamate him-

1 i*^E .4. yfWMB ^SIE^iSf
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self into the fabric of the social whole. She waited

long, while, little by little, her smile faded. After a

lapse of many weeks, weeks which should have seen

the amalgamation process finished, she dropped her

policy of quiet waiting, took Tremaine in hand, set

forth the situation in plain Saxon and then proceeded

to lecture him soundly. Then it was. for the first time

in his life, that Bernon Tremaine showed out a little

of the self-rebuking self-distrust that honeycombed his

character. The worst of it all was that, afterward, he

could never bring himself to regret the showing. Under

circumstances such as that, Allison Carhart was never

just like other girls; she saw things less from her own

.standpoint.

Nevertheless, much as her heart misgave her when

she met his vellow eyes, dumb, but appealing in their

look of hurt] Allison read out her lecture to the very

end. Foolish of him to feel himself an outsider, when

they all were so glad to have him back in town to dance

with, and slide with, and go skating with !
Not even

(ierrans, spoiled .social darling that he was, could have

his pick of girls while he, Tremaine, was making

up his mind among them. Foolish to feel it made

the slightest difference whether he had ten thousand

cousins, or not a single one ! People counted for them-

selves, not for their relatives. She had a round dozen

of cousins scattered through the city; but she never

met them anywhere, save at the inevitable family

Christmas dinner, always such a bore. It was friends

whom people (hose, not their relations, anyway. No-

body who knew (Ierrans ever thought of him as a

twig on Ihe branch of his family tree which had pro-

duced a Minister of Mines and Fisheries. And was u't

. f
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it a little egotistic, after all, for Tremaine to believe

that these details, negligible in case of others, counted

in the case of himself? What difference did it mak^

to any of them who know him well, and her blue eyes

met his eyes squarely, defiantly, as she baldly put the

question; what difference did it really make that he

stood there among them, an orphan, cut off and dis-

avowed by some unknown family ? The loss lay with

the family; he had made good for all time and in ail

their eyes. His place was ready, waiting. Then lef

him take it, not as his privilege, but as his well-earned

right.

Then she rang for tea, which came promptly, to-

gether with a plate of buns, buttery and sizzling hot

beneath their cover; and she talked about the sliding,

and asked about his latest record at the ski jumpinjj

ground. Allison Carhart never wasted herself on

iterations. Neither did she go back and remind her

hearer of what she had said to him before; not, at

least, when the saying was in earnest. Her lecture over,

she never again alluded to it. Her farewells to Tre-

maine, that afternoon, were as gay and careless as it

was their custom to be, neither more nor less. Allison

Carhart looked on life with the eyes of a woman; but

now and then she touched it with the firm grip of a

man.

As a matter of course, a lecture such as that was

bound to do some good. However, to Allison, looking

on, the good seemed to be singularly small, far smaller

than she had hoped. Its main effei't, as is the case with

most lectures, had been U|)on the mind of the lecturer.

Out of it, she had come to know that Tremaine him-

self was quite well aware of his own failings ; that they
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worried no one else one half so much as they unnerved

himself. Exaggerated egotism i- :i most unpleasant

fault; hut its worst eflfects are strongly retroii live. No

one but its own victim can ever know the dizzy heights,

the maddening depths to which it leads, the question-

ings of others' attitudes ami the bitter, bitter self-

distrust.

By an almost inevitable rule. Tremaine's worst half-

hours followed hard upon the heels of his best ones.

It was so easy for a man in his ]>osition to show out the

affection he had for his companions, so easy and so

unwarranted. As a rule, one kept one's open manifesta-

tions of liking for one's kin, not scattered them about

broadcast among one's social matey. From a mere

acquaintance, affectionate overtures took on the nature

of an insult; they were like compliments, and argued

a lack of mental balance upon one side or the other.

Things like that should be set aside for use among

one's doting relatives; the world at large should be

treated with a chaffing indifference. At least, that

was the working theory of Bernon Tremaine. And

Bemon Tremaine was not only obviously devoid of

relatives, doting or otherwise; but, under his cold

exterior, he was endowed, was either blessed or cursed,

with a singular capacity for self-devotion, for demon-

strative affection for those among his friends who

touched at any point the hidden standards of his spir-

itual life. Alone and with his other self, he went over

and over the details of their characters with a love the

more exuberant because it was, perforce, hidden from

all eyes but his own. Out among his fellow men, his

exi.stence was a peri>etual war between his likings and

his need to put a check upon their appearing. Too

C^iSStf
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often the check went astray, and fell upon the object

of the liking. Then the object went his way. aston-

ished at the sudden chill, and resolving to treat Tre-

maine less familiarly in future; but Tremaine went

his way into temporarj' purgatory whence he emerged,

a little later, with the marks of its fires upon him.

Afterwards, as a rule, he went in search of Allison,

hoping for a salve. She gave it in her tacit comprehen-

sion; for she had seen th.it, in Bernon Tremaine, she

was face to face with a man of an infinite capacity for

loving, a man to whom Fate had as yet denied all con-

ventional outlet for his love.

Gerrans, meanwhile, appeared to be all outlet; and,

busy as any bcc, was having a glorious time, storing

up honey even in the winter sunshine. The latest of

the debutantes, that season, had likewise chanced to

be the prettiest; and Cierrans had been paying court

to her with an assiduity in no wise checked by the fact

that he had paid similar court in turn to each of the

three older sisters of the debutante. The debutante

herself, however, like too many pretty girls, possessed

a literal mind, and Gerrans was fast falling an unwill-

ing victim to his own fascinations, when a young and

witty aunt appeared upon the scene quite unexpectedly,

and routed the niece on her own ground. Allison Car-

hart breathed more freely, the first night that the de-

butante bedewed her pillow with hot tears of anguish.

"It would have served you right, (Jerry, perfectly

right, if the child had skewered you with her rattle-

box and dragged you to the altar at her side. I should n't

have felt one bit of sympathy for you. You've flirted

with her abominably," she told him.

"I never flirt; it is n't nice," (lerrans objected.
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"No; you don't flirt. You just smile at her as if

she were the one object on the entire horizon
;

an.i you

say the nice, agreeable little thing that no one else

thinks it worth while to say; and you pull her toboggan

up all the steep places, even when you're out sliding

with another girl."

"That is n't flirting," C.errans corrected.

But Allison shook her head at him severely.

"No; it's something a good deal deadlier. What

is more, it is n't fair to try it on u girl, before she's had

time to cut her social teeth."

"I don't think that's at all a decent metaphor,

AUie," he rebuked her. "However, now you're about

it, pile in, and have it over. Once you get a mania for

this kind of moral massage, the only thing to do is to

let you work it off as soon as possible."

Allison laughed.
" But she did think you were in love with her, Gerry,"

she admonished him.

"So I was," he assured her gravely.

"But you don't .stay in love."

" No. Neither did you stay broken out with measles

— mercifully for us, as it was distinctly unbc<-oming to

the colour of your hair. But, to resume the allegory,

it was measles, all the same, even if it was an evanescent

joy. In the same way, you can't expect mc to stay in

love with one girl all the time, .\llie."

"If I were the girl, I should," she told him.

For an instant, his eyes grew grave, while he changed

the wording of her phrase.

"If you were the girl, 1 should," he answered her,

with a note which came hut rarely into his voice.

Allison was the first to regain her poise.

Uflti
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"What about the Aunt?" she queried. ,

"She's a (lancer of sorts. I found that out, when

she came down on my toe, this evening. Beyond that.

I don't know: and I'm not even saying what sort,

but," he added pensively; "I always did have an

affinity for ferric-oxide hair. There! Doesn't that

sound like one of Tremaine's utterances?"

" Uernon is no chemist," Allison corrected him.

"No. He takes it along other lines. When he pro-

poses, he'll ask the girl if she will place her cantilever

hand in his firm anchor arm, and walk away with him

up the thirty-per-cetit grade of life."

"When he does propose!" Allison echoed.

"He will propose; man always does. And then

may I be there to see! When he falls in love, there

won't be any extra splashing, though; he'll go to the

bottom of it like a chunk of lead."

"I wish I saw any signs of it." Allison sighed a little

wearily.

"You won't .see them," Gerrans predicted. "There

never are any signs, where Tremaine is concerned.

First thing you know, he's gone ahead and done it,

whatever it is. In fact, he's a very sudden sort of

chap," he added reflectively.

Allison laughed.

"You ought to be a good judge, Gerry. You have

as many signs a.s the zodiac, and they never any of

Ihem by any chance signify anything. If we had ob-

served the signs you 're chronically putting forth, we 'd

have had you firmly wedded to ever\' girl in the city,

years ago."

( ierrans shook his head at the wall of the Hotel-Dieu

which they were passing. The Aunt having been
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bespoken, he was solacing himself by taking Allison

home, that night.

"You 'd l)etter let me take you, you know," he had

urged dispassionately, as he saw her glance turn to-

wards Tremaine, standing just inside the door "It

saves no end of energy, as long as you live next house."

And Allison had laughed, and given her consent.

Nevertheless, she had halted on her way to the door

for a last bit of talk with Bernon Tremaine. Under

all her chaff with Gerrans, the recollection of that talk

was still uppermost in her mind now ; and it made her

deaf to that same unfamiliar note in her companion's

voice, as he said, less to her than to the old gray wall

beside them. —
"After all, you know, it's the girl one never flirts

with that one really wants to marry."

JiS
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CHAPTER SEVEN

""yXZHERE away now. Demon?"
' ' (lerrans, poing in at his own door, that Sun-

day noon, sent the hail diagonally aiross the street.

Tremaine. walking rapidly, his fists stuck into his

pockets and his fur cap bowed to meet the wind, looked

up at the hail.

"The Falls. I 'm walking up the ice bridge. Want

to come ?

"

"Not I. What do you take me for, man ? I 'm no

polar bear, to go clambering over ice floes, such a day

as this. There must lie fifty degrees of frost, at the very

least. Let your ice bridge go, and come in here and

have luncheon, like a civilize<l being."

But Tremaine only laughed and shook his head,

and went his way. He had danced till midnight, danced

with a succession of pretty girls who had found him

more than customarily taciturn. Now he felt an im-

|)erative longing for the wide, white stretches of the

river, for nature and for winter at their bleakest.

The mid-day train to the Falls was neither wintry

nor bleak. The steaming car was crowded with pleas-

ure seekers. French for the most part and Catholics who,

mass over, were taking the rest of the day for holiday.

Capped and tuqucd and blanket-coated, their snow-

shoes under their arms, thev crammed the aisles, and
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filled the air with fxitois. rrcmnine surveyed them

with incuriou-< evrs, stowed him.M if away in the seat

nearest tin lo r,' folded his arms and gave himself over

to his meditations. To judge from the expression on

that trip "f his face which was visible between his cap

and his collar, ins meditations were not wholly |)leasant.

Once free frcn the car, its crowding and its clamour,

however, his face cleared a little. Such human chaos

as that was prone to leave him breathless, not only in

his lungs, but in all his i>ersonality. It was a relief to

take in great gulps of the biting air. to fill his ears with

the hum of the wind, with the crackling of the shore

ice. with the throbbing of the electric wires beside the

track, before he turned away fro»» the road beside the

rails and struck out along the trodden trail that led out

across the frozen river.

An hour later found him striding up the middle of

the northern channel of the mighty river, ice-locked

now, and so converted from a path for bateaux to a

road for sleighs, a narrow road and marked at either

edge by a line of little evergreens set there to guide the

wavfarer overtaken by blinding storm. He had left

the shore far behind by now. Its blue-gray wall of

snow stood up sharply, as if holding on its crest one side

of the dun-gray sky which arched the river to the other

blue-gray wall made by the Island shore. Down the

river, far behind him. the blue-gray walls narrowed

throu^^h a long perspective, until they seemed to come

together in the softly-rounded knob of Cap Tourmente

which rose, a ball of vivid blue, blocking the farther

distance. Far. far before him on its jutting point, the

city lay outspread, a c;roia ^ay monster, clinging tightly

to its gray rock wall, nnd topped with floating bands of
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smoke which curled up and lay above it, in every shade

of Rfiy from darkest dun to palest pearl.

These were the distant boundaries of his view, more

distant, even, in appearing than in fact. The ice blotted

out ttll the smaller landmarks and stretched away

before him and behind, measureless in its grim monot-

ony. Only by counting the bits of trees beside the road-

way, only by marking the changing angle of one's

watch-hands and of the buildings dotted on the shore,

was it possible to mark one's progress. Infinity would

have seemed scarcely more empty of detail than did

that huge, white, level stretch of ice.

Heedless of the wind which .swept do non him

from the northern shore, Tremaine mere: aed his

fur collar up about his ears. settle<l his pointed krimmer

cap more firmly on his head, plunged his fists a little

deeper in his pockets, and plodded on along the drifted

roadway. His face, meanwhile, was singularly con-

tent, his eyes alight. For the time being, self-commun-

ings were forbidden to him. It wa.s taking all there

was of him, body and brain, to face and conquer the

boisterous wind. He gave himself completely to the

struggle, and he felt his whole self tingling with the ex-

hilaration of the .strife. Twice he stepped aside to

allow sleighs to pass him on the narrow trail. As he

stood there, waiting, he felt a swift compassion for

their occupants, smothered in fur and blankets to their

ear-tops. Mere human owls they looked, blinking at

him from their warm, cosy nest, and wondering what

he was doing, to be abroad and on his own feet upon

that lonely ice-road. Later on, as he came into the shel-

ter of the biuil at Beauport Eglise, the wind .seemed

dying down a littJe, and Tremaine walked more slowly,
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watching the scene about him: the footmarks where

the horses of two meeting sleighs had floundered,

belly-deep, in snow; the snapped-ofT ends of an occa-

sional tree beside the roadway; the fenced-in squares

of thirne" ice, left by the cutters of the week before;

the monslrous pile of hummocks which rose against

the northern skv like the battered wall of some huge

palace of the ice-king. Then, walking still more

slowly, he bent his head to watch the devious trail of

little bird-tracks, a broken row of dainty, pointed stars

imprinted in the freshly fallen snow of the preceding

day. In all the hugeness of the vacant landscape, m
alfthe frozen, lonely majesty of the northern winter, the

foot-prints, tiny against the immensity that lay around

them, seemed, to Tremaine's mind, a curious touch of

warm and sensate life left on the face of nature, cold,

lonely and inanimate.

And yet —
, , • ,

He shrugged his shoulders and buttoned his fur-

lined coat more closely. After all, the face of nature

was not one whit more lonely than his own life, scarcely

one whit more cold. What then? But there was no

vitalizing touch upon his life. At least, none that was

not altogether superficial. The question was, would

it ever come? Not likely. He, Bemon Tremame,

had never been intended by his Maker to get into the

very heart and core of human things. No matter
!
He

sh^gged his shoulders again. It was something to be

young, alert of brain, and sufficiently able-bodied to

enjoy the being up and doing on the ice in such a day as

that.' Let him take what comfort from it he was able,

instead of wasting all his energy in wailing for the un-

attainable which, very likely, if it were attained, would
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turn to dust and ashes in his fingers. He shrugged

himself more closely into the lining of his coat, quick-

ened his stride and once more bowed his head to meet

the rising gale.

How long he plodded on, that time, he did not know.

By sheer force of will, he had put his thoughts behind

him, put them quite away. With the zest of an eager

boy, he once more was throwing himself completely

into his battle with the coming storm which glowered

down at him from the thick, dun sky above, which

roared at him in the blustering wind. Now and then,

he lifted his head a little to watch the soft, powdery

snow come skittering towards him above the icy crust

which lay beneath, or lo measure his progress by the

changing angles between the Gothic spires of Beauport

church. Then he bowed his head again and plodded

on, every fibre of his body tense to face the wintry

blast, every nerve within him tingling and throbbing

with the fierce joy of its impact.

His head bowed low, he could not see the road for

twenty feet before him; but now, above the noisy wind,

he could make out the approaching song of bells. Some-

thing in their cadence caught his ear. They lacked

the monotonous jangle of a smoothly jogging sleigh;

on the contrary, they came to him in a series of irregu-

lar clashes, like orchestral plunges into a sea of silence.

He looked up. Not far across the ice, something else

was plunging, too. He could see the leaping of a fretted,

half-broken, half-driven horse along the road, rough,

and crossed wiUi many cahots. He could see the sleigh

behind, bumping and skidding and tilting drunkenly

about from side to side beneath tl, slight weight of its

sole occupant, a woman, to judge by the colour of her

6
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hat, and, unless Tremaine's eyes mistook him, not on

the driver's seat at all, but smothered in the rugs behind.

However, before he had time even to question the

veracity of his sight, the inevitable had already hap-

pened. The low sleigh tilted yet more drunkenly than

ever, righted, tilted again; then rolled completely over

on its side, landing its occupant, fur rugs and all, in an

ignominious heap, half buried in the snow. An instant

later, Tremaine leaped to one side, just in season to let

the maddened horse go dashing past him, dragging the

fragments of the sleigh behind.

"Now please don't go and say 'I told you so,'" a

voice remonstrated, as Tremaine, a moment afterward,

began his excavations in the mingled heap of snow

and rugs.

From sheer astonishment at the unexpected greeting,

Tremaine allowed the corner of the topmost rug to fall

back again from his hand.

"I— I beg your pardon."

"I hope you do," a muflBed voice said petulantly.

"You seem altogether bent on smothering me, and it's

not nice manners at all." A hand pushed the rug aside,

and then the owner of the hand, struggling into a sitting

posture, faced Tremaine with merry, pale brown eyes

which would have been curiously like his own, had it

not been for the difference in expression.

Hastily Tremaine held out his hand to help her to

her feet.

"I fear I am very stupid," he said penitently.

The answer caused him a second wave of aston-

ishment.

"I fear you are," the girl assured him serenely, while

she totallv ignored his outstretched hand. "Still, I

jsf^-iM'^T^fw^m^n^ '^^^•^>
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admit I may have been a little unexpected. And yet,

after all, I might have expected it, too. Retribution

always falls on the naughty little girls who run away

and go out sleighing, on Sunday afternoons."

In the face of this astounding vision of a young girl

who, fresh from a dangerous accident, sat there tran-

quilly in a snow bank and talked nonsense at him, Tre-

maine sought to get hold of the nearest concrete fact.

"Where is your carter?" he asked, and, by reason

of his own amazement, his voice and manner were more

stern than he was quite aware.

The girl straightened up her toque with two slim,

gloved hands, while Tremaine's quick eye noted that

the gloves were no fit protection for the northern winter.

"Carf^r!" she echoed. "Does the man think I am
a load of coal ?

"

"Your driver, then," Tremaine corrected shortly.

"Here! Take these." And he tossed into her lap the

extra mittens he always carried in an inner pocket to

have ready for possible emergency.

With the intent face of a mischievous child, she

drew the mittens over her slender hands, then held up

the shapeless resultant paws and waggled them slowly

before his eyes.

" Are n't they pretty ? But what will you do ? Oh,

you have some others. Then thank you. I am glad of

them, even if they do pinch a little. Still, I suppose it

won't do sny especial harm, as long as the blood can

circulate." Apparently she lost herself, for a moment,

in rapt contemplation of the waggling mittens. Then

she dropped her hands into her lap, and looked up at

him alertly. " Oh, the driver ? I beg your pardon. I

forgot. I spilled him off, a mile or two or three up the
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road He was n't o( much use, though; he was too

I, i„.Lfeated for that." And, lowering her merry,

":::Ui:""med her aeUghted contemplafon

"'D^ritr-space of a prolonged ^-'ence. Tremaine

contemplated bl. She had been landed at h,s feet so

TeSedly; she was so astoundmgly composed

!STt1al- she was so marvellously incunous about

Us pLlnalHy »d about the manner of his appeanng

to h^-^scue To all seeming, the being dumped out

sfwrecued ^^^^^[^i^jt:::^:^
day s rouune.

thinking powers were

';ar::ySTt^eaSran^ unru«el Llm of this

""^V- C^'Zlbled over the brief question

;

"whTdo you think you M better do ?" he asked, w,^

a f«ble impotence that, hours later, caused h.m to

^nlThis tS and search the comers of ks memory

for potent expletives.

The eirl looked up demurely.

" SU here in the snow, till you either pull me up, o

else 1 q-t« away. Getting myself out alone is n t

tTng to be graceful- Oh, thank you very much.

^
As she stood beside him in the road, shaking her

patents into position and once more straight, nmg her

fooTe Tremaire looked at her with a cuno. y which

iTnatu'al and wholly human. An Amencan from

C speech and bearing, she was obviously cultivated,

obviousWa child of riches. Her accent betokened the

onetc no less surely than her long coat of the fines^

sed and the hues of her snug little red toque betrayed
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the other. She was not pretty in the very least; but,

from a certain unconscious consciousness of marier,

it was plain that she was quite accustomed to being

considered altogether charming. And Tremaine, stand-

ing there and watching her, confessed to himself that he

shared the general belief.

"Now what ?" she asked composedly, as soon as she

had finished preening her ruffled plumage.

Tremaine glanced backward over his shoulder, in

the direction of the vanished horse.

"I'm afraid you'll have to walk home," he said,

with evident regret.

Her glance followed his around the empty, ice-locked

landscape.

"Really, I don't see much else to do. However,"

her eyes laughed into his, as he fell into step beside her;

"don't let me take you out of your way."

"You can't. There is n't but one; that is, until we

reach the shore."

"How far is it ?" Her accent was a little dubious.

"A good four miles," he told her grimly. "You see,

you had your spill at about the farthest possible point

from anywhe^-e."

"It always happens just like that with me," she as-

sured him, with a cheery sort of pessimism, " I 'm

quite used to it by now. It is n't just that my doll in-

sists on leaking sawdust ; but the sawdust always falls

into my plate of plum pudding and spoils the taste of

that. Where do you suppose the horse is now ?"

"Down below Rimouski, to judge by the rate he was

going, when he whizzed past me. What frightened

him, in the first place?"

"I did," she confessed impenitently, as the dimples
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came into view besUe her lips. "I 'd lost off the driver

- teamster, as you call him - and he kept go ng

nearer and nearer the edge of the road, so at last I

threw my muff at him, to see if I could n t scare him

back ^nto the road. Of course. I mean the horse, not

the «mster," she added nonchalantly, while she

p' .ed on at Tremaine's side.

He nodded, marvelling the while, how she could

find breath to keep up her stream of chatter m the

teeth of such a wind.

"Did it?" he a.«ked.
,^ . x *

"It scared hin lot into the road, though, but out

of his wits. I think he took it for a species of hairy

pterodactyl, from the way he made off. It was a per-

fectly go<i muff, too; I really grudged the having used

it to such slight advantage.'
, , . *

"We may find it again. It can't have been too far

from here."
, , , r j „ „i,^

"No; but far enough." She shook ^ " he-^d, as she

attacked his idiom. "Most things a. Jgh, up

here 1 never saw anything so rich u. .
spaces as

your landscapes are. I noticed it, all lae way up.

^^"vfu^are a stranger here?" Tremaine smiled at

himself for putting such a banal question
^

"Yes I 've been all over the worid, and now 1 ve

come out of it." she answered, with a callous disregard

for Tremaine's local pride.

Instead of feeling proper sense of injury, however.

Tremaine merely laughed. If Fate had only given him

a sister, he could have fancied her like this giri v.nose

very irresponsibility matched the tingle that came into

his own veins at times.
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"Before you leave us, you may like to annex this, as

a new province of your world," lie suggested.

"Heaven forbid! Still, at least, it 's charmingly un-

hackneyed in the way it goes about its social introduc-

tions," she observed, with a thoughtful glance at her

mittens. "Does it always happen this way; or does it

depend a little on the handy ministrations of your—
teamster?"

But Tremaine was deaf to the mocking stress she

laid upon her mismatched local epithet. Instead, his

voice and manner roughened with the brand-new fear sug-

gested to him indirectly by the cavernous gray mittens.

"What have you got on your feet?" he demanded

sharply.

For one instant, the girl blushed and stiffened slightly.

Then, as she looked into his face and saw that no

liberty had been intended, a fresh fit of waywardness

descended on her.

"Toes," she told him literally. "Why? Am I not

keeping up with you ?"

The sharpness increased a little.

"I mean your shoes," he told her curtly. "Really,

it 's not in the least a joke."

"N-no." Her answer was as quiet as if she had

been speaking of a summer dandelion blooming in their

path. "I 'm quite aware of that, aware of them, too;

the toes, I mean. They 're very cold."

"Let me see your shoes," he ordered her.

The laugh came back into her eyes, as she obediently

halted to balance herself on one foot, while she stuck

the other out to view.

"Now shall I reverse ?" she asked him meekly, when

her manojuvre had been executed.
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One is quite enough," he told her. still quite

1 wish I had a dozen," she con-

"No.

curtly.

•'No; it's not.

tradicted him.

"You are very cold?"

"of course. I might have known it. You American,

never come up here, dressed for our chmate^ Now.

^h question is'what is going to keep you f-.n freezmg

till 1 can get you ashore ? " Tremame plunged h.s fists

!1 hTpockets, and whistled at the ice-sheet, whde he

pondered on the problem which was f-;»"g ^"^ .

Something else was facing him besides the problem.

an^Se something else refused to take the matter w.th

^^"'^Uttrsrof my temper," she answer^ him

flippantly. "However, until it gets to workmg, dc you

Sif I walk on ahead, and leave you to meditate at

your ease ? It is a little bit windy to be standmg still

'•Of course. Goon. Trot, if you can. Look! Do

this
" He set the pace at a short, jogging trot which,

imitative as a monkey, she copied to P^rf^^^^^
,^.

suppose- vou- could n't- wear- my- shoes ? he

coTnued, Ihe trot fairly jouncing the words out of him

"ItTtrotting. she cocked her eyes up at him. with

more than a gleam of mischief in their yellow depths.

"Why ' Do yours pinch, too ?" she parried. I m

sorrv; but I know you could n't get mine on in place

ofXm. Besides, just think of the time we 'd waste m

ehlngrng them about!" And Tremaine forebore to

offer further sacrifices.
.

For full fifteen minutes after that, the girl was silent.
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Indeed, it took all of Tremaine's breath and strength

to face the cutting, ice-oolu wind" and he had been

accustomed all bis lifetime to the rigour of the northern

winters. He could only conjecture what of necessity

must he the suffering of the girl beside him, transplanted

all at onc^ from the warmer climate of the south. What

of his mind he could spare from worrying about her, he

gave over to admiration of her magnificent pluck, as she

trotted on beside him, uncomplaining, indomitable, her

trim red toque sadly awry, but the scarlet lips beneath it

bravely smiling. Once more he caught himself telling

to his other self tha* if only he had had a sister—
"Oh, I do wish Don could see me now!" the girl

burst out unexpectedly at length, with a little laugh of

sheer fun.

" Don !

" The word came with all the suddenness of

a small explosion.

"Yes. Donald Rhodes, my cousin. I wonder what

he would say. He thinks I am safe at the Chateau,

where he left me."

"Where is he?"

If the girl wondered at the abruptnf'ss of t^ questio..,

she was too well trained to show it.

" He went off, directly after luncheon, to hunt up one

of his chief cronies here, a Mr. Bernon Tremaine."

"Oh." Then Tremaine rallied swiftly. "I am Ber-

non Tremaine," he said, as he took off his cap. "And
you are— "

For one little moment, the girl hesitated, looking

straight into Tremaine's eyes. What she read there

seemed to reassure her, for she held out her hand, mitten

and all, to his, saving simply, —
"And I am Hilda Lynde."
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CHAPTER EKIHT

-THAT night, while Tremaine and Donald Rhodes

1 sat talking in the ChrUeau draw.ng-room H.Ida

came tnlilin, softly in .o join then. Her Ion, chngu.g

«>wn made no sound on the thick green .arpet. Htr

Tht footfall was ^uite inaudible. Accordmgly she

paused beside a sheltering palm, and gave herself over

o a de»'^-^^*^t« «^"^y ''^ '^"^ °^"" ^'^"' that afternoon,

L undoubtedly b/en her -uer ^t, perhapsJ^o-

death, but from an experience whu-h vvhile it lasted,

^;M,f have been far more uncomfortable,

"t .1 hoTi.re,po„sib.e exterior Hilda .-He w«

more Ihan ordlnorily qui.k-s.ghtcd. bhc took that

torn her father', family, a, she took l>er ea-sy .rrespon-

U,Uilv. Her heritafie from her mother had lam along

nuie other lines. Quick-sighted, ^he needed no out-

Td r to rehears, to her the detail, of her ,„debtedn«,

to lie non Tremaine. From the moment of h,s loss.ng

the ZTe gray mitten, into her lap, a, ,he ,al there m

he now, up to .he time when he had lifted her. much

more dead han alive, into a ,leigh at the fir,t cabstand

ZL the citv limits: through all this t,me. h,s an^ety

for her. his practical care over her had never flagged^

Morcov'cr, she set it down a, distinctly to h.s cred.t that

I Uda Lvnde had had no more of this care than d.d the

uI.own young American who had mocked at h.m
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from her heap of rups and snow. Without him ? Shc«

shruppcd \\vr shouldt-rs at her mirror. a.s .she clasped

the chain ahonl her throat. There were some condi-

tions, contrary to fact, that it was never wise to follow

out to theii- logical end. Tossed out into a heap of

snow, four miles from anywhere, abandoned to her own

resources, thinly shod and p' and in the face of

that bitter, biting wind, \i . uld she have done,

alone, to save herself? She ould have foaght val-

iantly, but with aimless, futile blows. And, all that

long way back into the city, they never once had been

within hailing distance of a — What did the man call it.

am way ? T?amster ? The ready laugh came back into

her eyes at the unconscious drollery of the misused

word.

From start to finish, he had thought for her, cared for

her, had balked her sufferings at every possible point.

To be sure, now and then he had shown him.self unduly

masterful ; ''W and then he had been absolutely man-

nerless, son mes from curtness, sometimes from bits

of tetty temj.cf. The laugh came back again into her

eye.<? W ell, why not ? She had teased him mercilessly,

had .
• h mocking attack upon his mo.st salient point

of all, ais watchful care over her. But then, he was a

grown man, and not a spunky child. There was no

especial reason that he should allow the narrow stripe

of face, visible to her mocking eyes, to lose all its human

interest and turn to a blank, inexpressive wall of nose

and lips, just at her friendly chaff.

And yet, all in all, she had liked him, probably from

very contrariety of spirit. All her life, all men had

bowed to the will of Hilda Lynde. This man was the

one exception to the rule. To be sure, the circum-
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stances had been as exeeptional as wa,, the man him-

slr Hilda admitted to Vrscit that, dunng the past

Ttonoon. her will had not beene—^e ^ "g

„r any worship. AU it had aecomphshed h^ been the

„.itlm. her into rather a bad scrape. That done, ii

lad retired impotently to re'st, while some one else

pfcke^ up the fragments of the -'-«<•"
-''-''°«t

Iherlo their proper places. It had mere y added zest

t«.e affair Thaf quite manifestly, albe.t w.rtnn the

ira:\±^taaSrTr^{^^^^^^sweei ail 1

T .miine's yellow eyes, that after-

occasional gleam m T maine s>euo y
„hehad

noon, which held no hint of adulation. \es, stie naa

liked the man, liked him well.

Ila Ung no; in the shadow of the frowsy palm, she

took a ^. long look at him, as he sat there, talkmg

SySbon Dear old Don! What a gentleman

he was and what an altogether darling! Her mmd

5:.v on this r-'^^^:'^^
L%"ronhr-e,I^'fin.hewJrmer.^^^^
he had been furred up to h,s chm, do"" to h » ^ej^y

eyelids. Now. divested of h,s furs, Poo^^^ ", h care

.nd clothed in the raiment conventional tor his class

: thfIner hour, he looked quite a different man

smaller, shghter, infinitely less c-ommandmg^ Each

vellow hair lay decorously in its place; h.s tie was as

mpTccableaswas the polish of his boots; h,s acce.

matched hi, valeting and hi^^"'T"*"''',
MowI a"d

could be more alien to the vision who, wind-blown and

iCed, had met her eyes above the lifted corner of
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the black fur rug; nothing less like the man who, before

her careless chaff, had poked his fists into his pockets

and whistled his perturbation out at the empty land-

scape.

And yet, he looked every inch a man as he sat there,

virile, resourceful, and determined. His rather inex-

pressive face was aglow with interest, his short-sighted

eyes alight with pleasure at Don's unexpected advent.

Watching, the girl smiled to herself in sympathetic

pleasure. She found him far more likable than ever in

this new mood, likable and curiously magnetic as well.

The smile still clung about her lips, as she crossed the

intervening bit of floor and offered him her hand.

"Don't you think we ought to go back to get those

rugs.^" she asked him gayly, without preface.

He sprang up, at the sound of her voice in his ears.

"Rested.'" he asked her, as he took her hand.

She shook her head.

"I wasn't so very tired, only inconceivably mussy.

Besides, a rub-down always does wonders for me.

And you.'"

" I 'm all right. Remember I 'm used to the climate,"

he reassured her carelessly.

" But not to rescuing shipwrecked damsels in distress,"

she reminded him. " Still, I feel I spoiled all the artistic

end of the story by my vigour. It would have been so

much more seemly to have swooned and lain still like a

pallid lily, than to have trudged home against the wind,

with my hat askew and my nose the colour of a ripe

tomato. It 's very ignominious to be an Amazon."
Tremaine laughed.

"What odds, so long as you don't look it?" he re-

turned, with a glance of manifest approval at her slim,
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trim figure in its trailing frock. "But really you musl

he tired Do sit down.

•""
rT'^pToTth'^^ Do:Vevourelhis dinner

new retort. Opposite tnem,
^^^ ^^

t^f^ and .he enuaUy'good fa,,, '^^'^^^^

,eK alone. Adoring Hddaa„dlk,„gr^ ^^
tremelv well, he asked nothing better ol goo

rL Ihey .wo *ould show o t .0 e-h o^he ««

best ot wha. he knew lay h,d wi hm .hem^

" out U.ey
<'--J';^;,«:t"«t;^^a the poly-

in he dre""ng.gown, and while Tremame was walkmg

Tomewarf .h^ugh the sot.ly-talling

^^'^J^^^^^
'^^r^".r?Zltrh:r:rIhty'S been

^IThl i U a:e.ci.en.en. whose sources were

m-my^mi
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by no means all in the adventure of that afternoon.

Totally unromantic, totally, modernly scientific in all

their psychological points of view, and one of them at

least totally alien to any tendency to analysis of herself

or others, each one of them yet held locked inside his

mind a vague belief that all their meeting, that after-

noon and evening, had been foreordained from the be-

ginning. And yet, their parting held this difference.

Tremaine had gone his way out into a night, filled, not

with storm, hut with a delirious sense of satisfaction, a

consciousness that, for the passing hour, he had dis-

covered his point of perfect tangency to the orbit of the

human world. He sat up half the night to ponder on

the marvel and exult in it, to look forward to its repe-

tition on the succeeding day. Hilda, on the contrarj',

promptly fell sound asleep, the moment her fluffy head

touched the pillow, and, sleeping, her lips were still

curved with the smile she had accorded to her last

waking memory: Tremaine, his fists stuck in his

pockets and his eyes veiled with foreboding, whistling

his perturbation out at the empty landscape.

"You appear to be getting your fill of weather, if

nothing else," Don told her, as he sauntered up the

stairs, next morning, and halted at her side.

Hilda lifted her eyes from the desk where she sat writ-

ing letters, and fixed them on the spaces outside the

window, just beyond. The spaces were vaguely gray,

and spotted with great, soft snowflakes, completely

shutting out tfie river and the hills beyond.

"Poor Uncle Stuart!" she said, with apparent

discursiveness.

Don laughed, as he threw himself down into the

nearest chair.
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««You like this better than the Mediterranean he

quesuone^
.

^^^ j^^^jj^g j .^ „ot sent here for ray di-

gestion and my nerves," she reminded hi™. J I
hon-

estly think, Don, Uncle Stuart would find this place

ever so much better for him than all his cruising in

warm waters."
^^

"He does n't appear to think so.'

"He does n't know the place."

Don indolently traced the pattern of the cabbage

roses in the chair arm.
, »„ a t^

" Oh, yes ; he does," he said at length. He used to

come up here, years ago."
, . , , . , ,„

"How strange!" Hilda absently inked in a bandy-

legged pie beneath the crowned initial on the hotel

paper Then she added a similar crown to the head-

piece of the pig. "How strange I" she repeated, after

she had touched up the porcine tail and given it an

aristocraiic curl. "AH last fall, while you were up

here, I never could get him to say one word about it.

Don vawned.
. tv,«

"He did n't like it much. I gathered that fact the

only time he ever said anything about it. Come to think

of it, though, I gathered that mostly from the things he

did n't say. Speaking of not saying things, what did

you think of Tremaine, Hilda?"

" VYhv Mr Tremaine?" she asked him.

"Because he is such a taciturn sort of beggar when

he chooses. He keeps up no end of a thinking, behind

those vellow eves of his; but I '11 be hanged if he ever

gives you much benefit of his meditations I fancy

Vhat 's the reason I like the fellow so well
:
he hes low,

and leaves me to do all the talking." And Don dis-
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misp' u his effort at analysis with a boyish laugh. Then

he yawn id again. "How are you getting on with those

letters?" he asked suggestively.

"I 'm not >.ctting on. 1 only write letters, anyway,

when there 's nothing else to do, and now I 've you to

talk to," she answered, with one of the smiles which,

long before, had bound Do to her chariot wheel, a

willing slave.

Now he laughed, not at t^e smile, however, but at the

words.

"I'll remember that, next time I hear from you.

Who gets the letter now?"

"TJncle Stuart. I wonder when he Ml get me letter,

though."

"It depends somewhat on when you finish it, and

also somewhat upon he addrtss you use."

"Naples?"

"Too late to catch him there. They'll be moving

farther east, ^f they do take that long Nile trip, it

will be a good six weeks before we can catch him

anywhere."

"HoNv can he ever endure it, when his life has been

all in Wall Street, ever since we were almost little

babies?" Hilda frowned thoughtfully at her pig,

which she v.as now converting to a spotted species.

"He 's older than he was, and ''kewise of more un-

certain digestion," Don remind» er. "Thcie two

facts, I should gather from the coiu .d, have a tendency

to the passive ignoring of most other matters. Dear old

Dad : It 's going to be hard on him, when he has to

give up the reins and sit back and let himself be driven.

I 'm glad these early symptoms of thi? coming woe don't

seem to put him on his nerves." Don's eyes grew curi-

7

JlBEiEi]*!^:
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ously soft and dreamy, as if n response to his own slow

words Then there came a little silence.
^

It was Don himself who broke it, looking up aicrt.y.

"Finish up your letter, Hilda, and get it off to Naples

on the chance." r u :*

"There 's no hurr^•, ' she objects J. "I can finish it,

this afternoon. How surprised he '11 be to hear from us,

up here!" ,

Don ignored the second half of her speech

"Finish it now, like a good child," he bade her

laughingly, as he rose and prepared to move away and

leave her" to her writing. "This afternoon, we shaU be

out, doing things."
.1 t"

" Don ' " she expostulated. " In all this weather

!

"Up here, nobody ever stops doing things for any sort

of weather," he told her. "Besides, Miss Carhart has

iust telephoned that she is expecting us for tea.

This time, Hilda forgot her pig and. laymg down her

pen, turned around to remonstrate with him m good

Gfirncst,

"Don ! But she has n't called on me."

But Don already was making his escape.

"No matter. What difference does that make, any-

way?" he demanded backward over his shoulder.

Then prudently he vanished down the stairs

To her extreme surprise, Hilda discovered that it did

make singularly little difference when, yielding her usual

obedience to Don's wishes, she came inside the firelit

glow of the Carhart drawing-room, that afternoon.

Allison's personality settled that at once, as weU as the

quality of Allison's welcome; and, before Hilda quite

took in the fact that she was a foreigner and in un-

familiar surroundings, she was being taken out of her
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snowy coat and toque, brought forward into the semi-

circle of red light before the hearth, introduced to the

litt'e group awaiting her and given the tac't freedom of

the house. By the time she had ceased to feel surprise

at the cordiality of the greeting accorded to her, she also

had ceased to wonder why she felt so much at home.

To be sure, Treraainc was there before her; and he

gave a touch of familiarity to the group which likewise

consisted of Gerrans and the inevitable Aunt who, out

of the radius of her niece's charms, was proving herself

a young and moderately pretty wi .nan. With one quick

glance, Hilda measured her as a potential rival, admitted

that she had inherent traits of danger, and detailed Don
to keep her amused and out of mischief. Then, with a

smile of good fellowship to Tremaine who stood a bit

aloof, his eyes bent upon her in grave scrutiny, she sat

down, with Allison on one side, (ierrans on the other.

"Yes," she answered to the conventional, tentative

remark about the weather; "as Don said, this noon, I

am having my fill of it."

"You like it. Miss Lynde?" Gerrans aski i her,

while he bent forward to wrestle with the forestick.

"It depends a little upon the kind," she told him.

"Apparently, though, your climate is bent on showing

me all kinds, so that I can make my choice intelligently.

You 've heard of my adventure, yesterday f " Again

her smile sought the face of Tremaine which now, as

impenetrable as any sphinx, was bent upon the fire

before him.

"No. What was that ?" The tongs .^ ill in his hand,

Gerrans sat up, with every manifestation of eager

interest.

But Hil' i shook her head.
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.«How disappointing to my egotism thatM- Tremaine

ha-s n'lreartold you- she said -th a htOe^shrug^

"Bernon'" AlUson Carhart glanced at the fagurc

who'^roTsHghtly in
^^^^fl^'^f^^^^^

the corner cf the mantel shelf. So >ou ^ere

too? Do give an account of yo^,rse •

"I couldn't do It justice. 1 must leP

Lvnde," he an.swered unsmilinglv. „

•-Me" 1? Butlwastheherome; Icantteuu^

She tossed the answer back at him mernly. How-

ever now I think of it, I remember that you were the

hero, so it bars you out. too.

"Rut the story?" Gerrans urged her.

..Musi Ue fo/ever buried, for lack of »" -mpe-n"'.

narrator. Unless-" again she glaneed at Tremame.

"our teamster would do to act in that capacty.

She m^h a, well have glanced at a blank stone wall.

Piauld he turned all her attention upon Germns "ho.

ffi loath, completely abandoned the Aunt to Don s

''""u'ear about our other adventures, coming

"^^;"p™:p..y crossed the trail of herow..

" Do vou always have adventures, M.ss Lynde

.

..Alwavs. I like them. When they don't happen. 1

go out and manufacture them to order.

^
Mliso., moved her chair a fraction nearer, ano offered

a place in the circle to T-n.»me.
,

"How do you accomplish it, Miss i^jnue.

"^rml"rely go to work to perform the unexpected.

Usually the Fa'tes are kind enough to follow up my smt

and take the trick."
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"I thought the Fates were wholly domestic, and

used shears," Allison corrected.

"That was before they took to bridge, like every

other woman," (Jcrrans assured her, in a swift aside.

"And the stakes are— ?" Hilda held her query in

suspension.

"Ask Tremaine," Gerrans suggested. "He ought

to know about bridges and stakes; he's an engineer."

Tremaine, however, was sitting, silent and apparently

inattentive, beside the unprotected elbow of the Aunt.

Gerrans in his turn, accordingly, gave up the effort to

attract him to their corner of the group.

"We are thirsting for the tale of the adventures, Miss

Lynde," he urged.

She laughed as lightly as if his figure filled the whole

stretch of her mental landscape. Then she turned

more directly to include Allison in their talk.

"The new Canadian Odyssey?" she said carelessly.

"Really, Mr. Gerrans, you must get a great deal of

amusement at the serious way we others take your

winter. However, we all come out to hunt it, like any

other big game. And it is ver}', very big. One of your

days would stock a whole winterful of weather in New
York. But, about last Saturday, we were nine hours

late, stuck in a monstrous drift, without a thing in sight

to eat, except one lonesome farmhouse."

"Did it taste good ?" Gerrans demanded hungrily.

Hilda considered, her eye on the approaching tray.

"N-no. At least, not in comparison with some

other things," she said suggestively at last. " Of course,

the amount of appetite made some difference. I was

the only woman in the sleeper, so I had the only pair

of snowshoes. The conductor hired them from a

-!WWJu:^'^':
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champion something in the other c^r. He wm a very

snippv champion, too, all badge and blue cloth-s, and

he would n't show me how to use them."

"Who did?"
, „ .

"The light of faith, plus the conductor, she an-

swered, as she took her cup of tea. " Anyway, I walked

all the way to the farmhouse on them, without a smgle

'

"R-re-markable, Miss Lynde." Gerrans stirred

his tea tranquilly, notwithstanding the fervour of h.s

tone " Have a bun," he added. "They 're any amount

better than the toast. Miss Carhart is a genuine woman

:

she always tries to hold back the best of things untd

the last of things." „

"As Miss Lvnde is doing with her story, Allison

interpolated. "What happened at the farmhouse ?

Hilda laughed.

"The absolute anticlimax of every happy ending.

I found things to eat there and likewi.se 1 ate them.'

"Was that all? What utter anticlimax!" Gerrans

protested
" But did n't it occur to the conductor chap

that it was a part of his job to bring you the things to

eat ?" And he suited the action to the word by passing

the toast plate to the Aunt.

Hilda set down her cup.

"Mr Gerrans, when I am busy, having an adven-

ture I prefer to be allowed to work it out, without any

sort' of masculine interference," she said distinctly,

albeit without a glance towards Tremaine.

However, not a flicker of a yellow eyelash betrayed

that he heard or, hearing, heeded. Allison, though

both heard and heeded, and she judged that it would

be well to change the balance of the little group.
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"Bernon," she said decisively; "would you mind

hunting up Marie and asking her to bring some more

hot water? I want to talk to Mi ..s (iarthwaite about

our sl-ding party for to-morrow night." And, as he

rose to do her bidding, she took possession of his aban-

doned chair.

By the time the talk had centred in the general dis-

cussion of the next night's plans and settled back into

duets once more, Hilda allowed herself to become

aware that Premaine was beside her. Even then,

however, she accepted the fact with a temperate de-

gree of joy, and discoursed to him sedately about the

latest regulations of the subway, and the new Belgian

violinist. Only when she rose to go, did her eyes seek

his, with any of lieir old frankness. Then, as once

before, she caused hiui to gasp with his astonishment.

" Arc n't you sorry yet that you snubbed me .' " she

asked him gayly, in a swift aside. "If you are, you

may come and smoke with Don, to-night; and per-

haps I may be in the drawing-room, a little later, if I

get my letters done in time." And, with the gesture

of a petulant spoiled child, she held out her hand to

him, before she turned to Gerrans who stood waiting

with her coat.

And Tremaine came. Later, upon thinking the

matter over, he wondered why he had done it.

•Z^^-^^l^fl'^-TT-'^T^'
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WH\T is the prison, over across the street?"

Hilda asked, as carelessly as Don had done

before her. . • •„

(lerrans looked up from the knot he was tying in

the string of her mocasins. „ , . i

j

"That's no prison; that's the H6tel-Dieu." he told

her.

"What is that?"

"A hospital. It's run by cloistered nuns.

Hilda shrugged her shoulders.
, . , „

" Same thing," she .^aid a little bit disdainfully.

(ierrans sat back on his own smutty moccasins and

laughed up into her disapproving face

"You don't feel a vocation, then ?" he asked her.

"Vocation, no. Vacation, rather," she corrected.

Tremaine's low voice cut w upon their talk.

"Not much vacation, Miss Lynde," he told her

gravely. "Those H6tel-1^; 'U nuns are as busy r-s they

are efficient" .

She dismissed the intenuption with a careless

^""How do you know what they are doing, shut up

inside those walls?"

And Tremaine, perforce, was aiiswerless.

"Oh, you cAu see them, when you go inside. Miss

.SKS!FVWFEi%.tf f;.^
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Lyndc," ricrran.s told hor, as he attacked the lacings

of the second moccasin. "It's vastly picturesque, too,

like rows of white-robed angels covering above the

beds, the things we used to sing about on Sundoy

afternoons, when we were young. To Ite sure, those

ongels u.sually carried harps, not spoons and glasses

and basins of gruel. There! Docs that feel right?"

Hilda eyed her feci with e.Ktreme disfavour.

"They feci all right," she a.ssured him, with a st""*"*?

accent on the verb; "but they look like a pair oi

iiense yellow [)umpkins. In fact, I seem all

feet."

"You'll get used to them in time," he ct<nsoleu her.

"Oh, I hope not. I should hate to have my taste

so modified as not to mind them," she responded hur-

riedly. "It would be like feeling affection for a wen,

or for a chromo, or for any other horror. I.*t's hope

the tint of them will subside a little from this in.sane

orange. Else, they will end by producing self-hyp-

nosis." For 2 moment, she sat motionless, contem-

plating her i^rand-new moccasins with an unalloyed

horror which was by no means all assumed. Then,

"But, if they're cloistered, it really is a prison," she

said irrelevantly at length.

"A voluntary one," Tremaine said, still with the

same gravity which, a few moments before, had seemed

to her so unsuited to the mood of the group about

them.

"But a prison, just the same," she persisted. "Can
you fancy any one you know, any woman, si- -..lis her-

self up for life in such a way as that, Mr. ^
'..'i • iin«

He fenced with her question; but evei. 'us r^ncii-g

was grave.

^@»«iK«-OTW.ia''\"'nr ."i'5A;^«ik:^jr^3^ rrxt/y^^ /:z*iEi ^^SBCsmatE^'^^'^^.^''
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"Men never are supposed to understand you women.

''she'^Ltht somewhat of his gravity into her own

""^ou do thoush. now and then; better somettaes

than
;" understand ourselves," she told h.m slowly.

"•No' That'is whv we notice it. when it does happen

I suppose." she said reflectively so jn.en upon 1.

S Tremaine miRht onee more have been stand ng

^r-^rd^-^-Ie'ctnged the form o, his

phrase ••Does n't it depend a little on what .t ,s you

"X flastd 'upon him a swift glance, half of scrutiny,

•'^"
Vr'L^ttholic, Mr. Tremaine-r Forgive-

Hurriedly he forestalled the finish of her words.

"Hm farther from CathoHcism than any onej^

you can measure. Mis, l.ynde, so far that 1 am ather

L the chaos, outside of all behef. I «.s_h I werent,

but I can't seem to get back ins.de again.

"Then whv did vou go out, m the hrst placed

she^Sd a-httle shortly, for, to her welljoomed

theologv, one's orthodoxy was merely a matter

""o;,;lu :;^:"rowed ^s p.in, as he answered, with

a directness curiously uneharacterishc of h>ra^ -

"I couldn't help myself. It's m my blood, 1 sup

I.-.
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pose; I've got to see all sides of things, before I can

choose where I will stand."

"And in this?" Her question came more gently,

for Hilda Lynde was too much a woman not to be aware

that the mood of the confessional came only rarely to

the man beside her.

"This time, I stepped a little bit too far. I went
over the edge, and I have been slipping there, ever

since."

She caught his little allegory quickly.

"And is n't there any one on top to fling you a life-

line ? " she asked him.

For a moment, he looked at her intently.

"A good many have tried," he answered then;

"but the lines were all too slender." Then he dis-

missed the allegory. "About the nuns, Miss Lynde:
I am not sure that I wonder at your not understanding

them. As for me, I 've lived here always in this Catholic

city; all my life, I've seen it going on around me, and
it seems more or less a matter of course."

"Perhaps." Hilda appeared to be pondering the

question. "Have you ever talked to a nun?" she

asked at length.

"Yes, often."

"But humanly, I mean, as a personal equation, the

way you would talk to me ?" she insisted.

"Yes." Tremaine smiled at the naivete of the

question.

"And did she seem—

"

"Well?"

"Quite human?" the girl asked conclusively

This time, Tremaine's smile held no trace of

thoughtfulness.
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"Decidedly so," he told her.^

"What did vou talk about?" .

The laugh left his eye,, and a faint colour crept mto

"'tntrts of things." Then he ,f'anced -ggc.

llvcly at the group across the room. "I wonder ,t the

"'bS Tliida ignored the thinly veiled hint. As guest

of honour for the evening, she felt that the ,Aers m,gM

wait upon her own good time. Besule.. *<^^ " l^^*

Things to sav, to ask. As always, Bernon Iremame

v^° interesting her intensely; she w *ed to carry on

The ;«srnt conversation, less for its subject than for

the sake of setting his point of view.

"You reallv think, then," she pursued a b,t remorse-

lesslv "that" vou can understand these women m the r

stu'ti'ng them-selves away from everything that counts

'""But they claim that they are shutting themselves

away from everything except what really does count m

life," he argued.

She faced him sharply.

"They say. But do you believe it?

He hesitated. Then, —
" In some cases - yes," he assented

^
" But think what they are giving up !

she urged.

.They say they gain more than enough to make up

^MM^pondered. Then she attacked a fresh phase

^'"U':t;:Sng but unmitigated selfishness," she burst

out a little hotly.
i„„ f„ll nn hers-

• !^«t Tr»^r"iino s eves laV lUll on ners,
For an mslant, irem.tnit s .^. -
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and in their depths was the look of a faithful dog who
comes to press his nose against one, in a wordless de-

mand for sympathy and comprehension. Then his

eyes dropped to his hands which were busy with the

fringe of the gaudy sash that lay across his knee.

"Selfishness?" he echoed; and it was only a good
deal later that Hilda bethought herself of the utter lack

of opposition in his tone.

Now, however, she was too much in earnest to heed
inflections.

"Yes, selfishness. When things go wrong, it must
be the easiest thing in the world to pull one's self up
by the roots and be transplanted into a sort of spiritual

hothouse, with a gardener standing by to pull up all

the weeds that get in the way of one's growth. And
everybody else does seem a good deal of a weed now and
then," she added, in a wayward outburst of frankness.

Again his eyes met hers, this time in perfect under-
standing.

"You. tro?"

"Of cour-j. Everybody does, sooner or later," she
answered, heedless of her muddled rhetoric. "The only
difference is, we don't all take our sprouts for cuttings

from the root of ho'>ness, and go and be a nun. Mr.
Tremaine, do you suppose there is a single one of those
nuns who is n't shut up in there because she lacked the
sense of humour to get on with her own bad tempers ?"

"I do," he told her, with a slow earnestness which
se. med to force the answer from him a little bit against
his will.

"I don't, then. I believe that, if every single one of

them had had the grit to hang on to the best end of hei

situation, she would be a free and useful woman now."

W~. if*» ^""W!^--.,
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"They are useful," he defended them.

Her Up curled.

"Yes in a caged-up, artificial sort of way. Mr.

Tremaine," bending forward, her elbows on her knees

and her chin resting on her fists, she contemplated her

yellow moccasins with unseeing eyes; "do you mean

that you think— think iiunnimj is ever justifiable

.

"Yes. Now and then. Not often."

"I don't." Then she lifted her eyes and fixed them

on his face so steadily that she could not fail to see

him flinch at her next qu. Hon. "IVIr. Tremaine, has

it never occurred to vou to think about the families,

the brothers and sisters and mothers, perhaps even the

little, little children that those women have left behmd ?

"Oh Hilda!" Don's gav voice cut in, before Tre-

maine could answer. "Has it never occurred to you

that we were invited to go sliding, and that we d like

to start in season to get back in time for breakfast ?

And Hilda recalled herself swiftly from her impersonal

interest in the nuns to the more personal matter in hand.

Rising, she joined the general group across the room;

and, as she did so, she looked back to speak again to

Tremaine. To her surprise, Tremaine had vanished

out of sight and out of speaking distance.

The partv, that night, had been Allison's plan.

Experience of many years had taught her that there

was no way easier of breaking down the barriers of

formality than by an evening at the Falls, no way

easier of proving, for future social use, which of the

new-comers would be usable for sports and which for

looking artistic and for drinking tea. Now and ^hen,

she discovered a recruit who excelled in both lines;

but that was rare. Meanwhile, however, she employed

mi
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the Falls slides as a species of touchstone. To-

night, the party was a small one, one on whose local

members she could place absolute reliance not to in-

troduce inharmonious comparisons of racial prefer-

ence. She had included, besides the two Americans, a

little English lawyer who, at a first glance, seemed

chiefly to consist of large round spectacles, a pretty,

red-haired girl whom Allison could safely trust to

amuse Don while she broke him into the somewhat

complicated trick of steering, Gerrans and the at-

tendant Aunt whose niece by now had fallen into com-

plete oblivion, Bernon Tremaine and herself. She

had counted that, next to the Americans, Tremaine

would be her chiefest care. He had manifested no

reluctance over accepting her invitation. Neverthe-

less, he had already privately recorded his adverse

opinion of the red-haired Ethel Cameron ; he had dis-

regarded the Aunt as a thing of no account, and Alli-

son's own observations of the day before had caused

her some dubiousness as to the future path of his ac-

quaintanceship with Hilda Lynde. She had breathed

t: sigh of absolute relief, that night, during the interval

while Hilda and Tremaine had sat and amicably

talked apart; and she had done her hostess's best to

prolong that interval to its fullest limit.

As a matter of course, the little party had assembled

at the Carharts'. Not only was Allison the hostess;

but the two Americans already had learned their way
to the p'xce which, moreover, was on the direct road

to the 1 _ontmorency station. There had been a halt

for thf, needful introductions, for what had seemed to

Allison a wholly superfluous cup of tea. and for the re-

habilitation of her feet which, Gerrans had protested,

•' iVt^. r i,--! .i.</^.-
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were in no fit state of protection to endure the evening's

sport. Accordingly, he and Allison had taken Hilda in

hand, while the lawyer, Fordyce, who, it appeared,

roomed somewhere in the neighbourhood, vanished in

company with Don. When they reappeared, a little

later, Don wore the self-conscious smirk of the would-be

actor, the first time he beholds himself in costume. As

he also wore a scarlet knitted tuque, tasselled like a

nightcap, and scarlet stockings drawn up far above his

knees, the cause of his self-consciousness was obvious

to the eye of his critical cousin who, meanwhile, was

making futile attempts to conceal beneath the short

skirt of her walking costume the pumpkin-hued

budgets which answered for her feet.

"There's only one thing to console us, Don," she

murmured in his ear, as they left the house. "We're

neither one of us in a position to tell tales of the

other."

Gerrans placed himself beside her, as they reached

the street, placed himself there with an air of master-

ful permanency which caused the Aunt to elevate her

chin and fall back upon the society of Fordyce. This

was the Aunt's first winter in the city. By another

year, she too would have learned to watch with cynical

kmusement the ceaseless ebb and flow of the tide of

(^.errans's somewhat peripatetic affections. Viewed

with a proper amount of perspective, Gervase Gerrans

was the dolight of all his friends. Now and then, how-

ever, the perspective was lacking; and, under those

conditions, the delight speedily turned to woe. With the

Aunt, perspective lacking, woe dated from that night.

Accordingly, she fell back on Fordyce, who received

her with a philosophic calm. She was a bit exuberant;

AtAi-i* Ji.. .-^JUl.
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but also she weighed a good eleven stone, he calculated

swiftly. With her for ballast, even a little man like

himself might hold his own in sliding races. Hilda,

at ninety-seven pounds, would be a far less desirable

companion. And, after all, it was sliding which was

before them, that night. Later, if they went inside to

dance, he would pass the Aunt on to young Rhodes

who, despite his slimness, looked exceedingly muscular.

Thus did Fordyce employ his analytic legal mind in

seasons of ptire frivolity. Needless to say. he emerged

from every function, content by reason of the good

time he had had, and consequently amiable. Hence

came his popularity, a popularity which had nothing

at all to do with his good breeding and his equally good

record in his difficult profession.

As for the rec haired Ethel Cameron, she had been

privately instructed by her hostess that on no account

was she to allow Donald Rhodes to go down the slides

alone, until she judged it safe. For reasons connected

with the city's reputation, Allison objected to broken

bones on the part of guests. For residents, it was an

entirely different matter.

Six times, then, Don and Ethel made the round trip

of the slides. Half way through the seventh circuit,

however, Don felt himself called upon to remonstrate.

"I say," he protested; "have n't I had about enough

of this thing. Miss Cameron ?"

Purposely she misunderstood him.

"Are you so cold as all that? Perhaps we 'd better

go inside the house, then."

"Hang it! You know what I mean," Don assured

her, with a wrathful lack of manners. "How long are

you going to keep on sliding me down these things ?

aafiv.] 'j<iy!^f9L< • f'9fS'rT»"e™5!npns.\,^'»ii*s^-9*UBSB*i'r5w» --'^bii
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"As long as you enjoy it," she replied demurely, aa

she halted at the foot of the higher slide.

"But I don't," Do blustered. "I'm an able-

bodied man; I don't want to be trundled about by a

girl, all the evening long. I beg your pardon," he added

hurriedly. "Of course, that's not a pretty-mannered

way to put it. But then — "

Under the electric lights beside them. Ethel Came-
ron's face smiled calmly back at him from beneath her

aureole of flaming hair.

"Then.*" she said encouragingly.

Don turned to wheedling.

"Then why won't you sit on in front, this time, and

let me do the steering?"

" Because I value my own neck," she answered, with

uncompromising frankness.

"I won't spill you off," he urged her.

His urging was in vain.

"No. I don't intend you shall. I have an aged

mother at home, dependent on my society. She

would n't like it, if you— "

"But I won't."

"Did vou ever steer a sled on ice?"

"No; "but—"
"Well?"

"I can."

"In time, perhaps."

"Now. Will you come?"
She shook her head.

"Then — " He lifted up his voice. "Hilda!"
"Yes," came the voice from up above him, where

Hilda was awaiting her turn, with Gerrans standing by

her side.

H I I

i J
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"Wait till I get up there. I 'm going to take you
down, this time."

"Take Tremaine," Gerrans advised him tranquilly,

from over his shoulder. "Miss Lynde is too valuable
to be the victim of a spill."

"Don vi^on't spill me. I know him better than all

that," Hilda retorted, with e(,ual tranquillity. "Be-
sides, there 's a special providence that watches over
sinners. Ready, Don? All right."

But Tremaine had drawn back his own sled, already
poised at the very verge of the steep slope.

" Don't !

" he said, with brief decision. " Really, it 's

better not, Miss I.ynde. You 're not enough accus-
tomed to it yet, yourself. If anything should happen,
you might get panicky, and that would make things a
good deal worse."

Seated now on Don's sled, she looked up at Tremaine
with a wilful little laugh of opposition.

"Do you think it 's my habit to get panicky?" she
demanded.

Without an instant's pause, he answered her.

"No; I don't. All the more reason I don't want you
to break your record now. The time may come when
you '11 be glad to have it to fall back upon to give you
courage."

She had been prepared to be insistent, obstinate. To
her own extreme surprise, she found her opposition
yielding to his quiet will. Before she had a chance to
test the sincerity of her yielding, Tremaine spoke again,
still with decision.

"Gerrans, if you '11 look out for Miss Cameron, I '11

leave Allison here with Miss Lynde, and let Rhodes
take me down a time or two, until he gets the trick of
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steering." And. with an assurance that gave no chance

for opposition, he held out his hand to assist Hilda to

her feet.
" You don't mind ?" he added questioningly.

Her answer came with the f^ankne^s which, he was

beginning to learn, was her most winning cliaracteristic.

"No; I don't. But really 1 don't see why I don't,"

she told him.

He smiled back at her, as he packed himself into a

ball on the front of Don's sled and sat there, waiting

for Clerrans to get out of their way.

" Because you are saving yourself, unbroken, for my

turn to slide with you, and — for a few other things that

may come after, ' he answered her whimsically, just as

they slipped away.

Of course, there was the first successful slide, the

equally successful return. Beginners' luck sees to that,

whatever the sport. Don came back, vaingloriously

radiant and boasting, lo tLe top of the larger slide, and

offered to take down any or all of the girls at once.

(Jerrans scoffed audibly, and advised him to confine

his attentions to Tremaine, so once more the two men

sped away together, diving down the steep incline, and

flying out along the ice at the foot of the slide. This

time, however, there came the equally inevitable spill,

a slithering, skidding sj W that left two figures lying

stunned upon the ice, and sent Gerrans and Fordyce

rushing to the rescue.

On the heels of the rescue, Ethel Cameron came in

strongly.

"Might I be permitted to inquire," Don queried, as

he stanched the life-blood on his left cheek bone; "if

you generally carry a surgical kit al it with you. Miss

Cameron?".
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She looked up composedly from the strip of plaster

she was fitting to the hole in Tremaine's forehead.

"Not alwayo., Mr. Rhodes. I had it. this time, be-

cause I knew you would n't be contented until you had
broken cither your own neck, or somebody else's."

Then, heedless of Tremaine's waiting countenance, up-

lifted meekly to receive the plaster, she smiled down
upon the other half of her dispensary. " I know all

about it," she added; "because, you see, I've been
through the same thing, my.self."

And Don's adoration of Ethel Cameron dated from
that hour.

Hilda, meanwhile, a little white about the mouth, sat

apart in a snowbank and watched operations.

In the general excitement, no one had thought to

look after her, no one had remembered that, to her

unaccustomed eyes, a mere commonplace spill would
seem a genuine catastrophe, (ierrans v is the first one
to bethink himself of her possible alarm, and, detaching
himself from the middle of the group, he went to look
her up.

" Party 's over," he announced, as casually as if

plastered cuts were a matter of every-day occurrence.
Then, as he drew nearer, he looked down at her
a little narrowly. "I say," he observed, after an
instant's silence; "I thought you claimed not to get

panicky."

*'I don't." Her tone was petulant. "That is, at

least, not about myself."

Gerrans laughed in his usual unniflBed fashion.
" I must say, you don't look it," he assured her.

Impatiently she brushed his words aside, as if they,
or their aubject, were not worth the heeding. Instead, —
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I wish yon would stop laughing, and tell me if he 's

very badly hurt," she demanded, still impatiently.

It was not until an hour later, though, thai she re-

membered to assure herself that, in spite of the fact that

Tremaine had been hidden from her by the others of

the group and Don had been directly in her line of

vision, her question bad, must have had, sole reference

to Don.

«
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NOTWITHSTANDING his belief, both secret

and avowed, in the skill of his surgeon of the

night before, Don came to breakfast, the morning after

the sliding party, with every appearance of being some-
what the worse for wear. Not that there was anything

to be wondered at, however, in the general dilapidation

of his mood. Even apart from his spill and his conse-

quent bumped anatomy, it was no small strain for any
Southerner, hov/ever hardy and athletic, to slide for tw^o

hours of a winter evening when the mercury stands at

Kinus fourteen, and then, for another hour, to dance
over Kent House floor in moccasins. Small wonder that

Don looked and felt, as he phrased it, soggy. Hilda, on
the other hand, was blazing with vitality. She was
so constituted that bodily considerations yielded to her

nerves. On several different counts, the previous even-

ing had been a stimulating one.

To be sure, wherever she went, Hilda I.ynde had been
accustomed to concentrate upon herself a fair share of

the general attention. In a demure and wholly wellbred

fashion, she had begun to flirt before she was well out

of bibs and sashes. That was different, however. The
partners of the flirtation had been men of her own
countrj-, men who played the game as carelessly as she,

but far less well. Up here, it was by no mcaus the same
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thing at all. Judged by the standard set by Gerrans,

those other men were bunglers in the art of making peri-

patetic love. They gloried in the very carelessness of

their skill; and by flaunting it abroad, by advertising

it to the on-looker as a merit, they despoiled the game

of half its value. (Jerrans, on the other hand, made

even his carelessness into a fine art. He covered it up

beneath a thick layer of intent devotion, as one covers

a jewel up with woolly cotton; he laid stress on its

existence by the very completeness of his disregard.

Every long, intent glance, every low, eager word seemed

seeking to proclaim to the outsider that now at length

life had taken on new meaning to (lervase Gerrans;

that his long-awaited hour had come at last. The very

cleverness of his method betrayed the many years of

practice which had gone before. And Hilda, equally

proficient, threw herself headlong into the game, de-

lighted that at last she had found an antagonist who

would be worthy of her skill. The evening at an end,

she went home to lie long awake, plotting new moves;

she fell asleep at last, to dream of their successful oper-

ation, she waked again, next day, ready to whet her

foils anew.

Two members of the little party, however, had gone

home in a mood of anxiety over the combination. The

Aunt was manifestly cast down and low in her mind.

She had found the talk of Fordyce altogether too full of

nonsense. She had also found out that a straight-

haired woman is distinctly at a disadvantage in a knitted

tuque. Hilda's superiority in the eyes of (Jerrans the

Aunt attributed entirely to the becoming fluff of yellow

hair that lay across her forehead, to that and the cocky,

roundabout hang of her short skirt. The Aunt's skirt
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was a good two inches longer in the rear, and her tuque

caused her to resemble a fat little buff pussy in a night-

cap. But, alone with her pillow, the Aunt consoled

herself with the reflection that the scraps of talk she had

overheard from Hilda wore trivialities, such as she never

would have thought of uttering; that a man like (iervase

Gerrans must have been much displeased at the cavalier

fashion in which Hilda domineered over him and ordered

him about. He was far too much the gentleman to show

it, especially to a woman and : guest : but he must have

been annoyed by it. all the same. The Aunt laid her

cheek upon her feathery confidante, feeling somewhat

cheered by her reflections.

Allison, meanwhile, had only one source of uneasiness.

Would Hilda take (ierry too much in earnest? Not,

however, that she would have minded it in the least

if h«> had been in earnest. At first sight, even, Hilda

was more attractive than the Aunt. In fact, it was a

peculiarity of (Iervase Gerrans that each new star to

which he hitched the wagon bearing his affections was

brighter than the one before it. It was a peculiarity

which might end disastrously for the universal lover,

Allison reflected, since it must inevitably lead him up

and up along a serried rank of maidens to land him at

the feet of some fair, white-robed angel. And not even

the most vivid of imaginations could picture (iervase

(ierrans and a full-fledged angel drinking ambrosial tea

together in serene accord.

Nevertheless, although Hilda had gone to sleep,

planning new moves in the game of hearts with Gerrans,

before that she had sat long in her room, her wadded

dressing-gown wrapped around her, and her feet tucked

underneath her in the great easy chair, while she thought
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of Fordyce and Tremaine. She had danced three times

with Fordyce, that evening,; each time she had danced

with him, she had liked him better than the time be-

fore. To be sure, he was distinctly ugly to look upon;

he had the physical charms of a (Jerman kobold. At

first sight, Hilda had dismissed him from consideration,

ranking him as a mere bit of social padding. Later, he

had caught her attention by an odd trick of shutting his

tist, thumb out, and delivering all his arguments directly

at the thumb, as at an unruly child. It was then that,

watching him, she discovered that, behind his owlish

spectacles, his eyes were shrewd and full of kindly

humour, that the wrinkles in his lean face came from

excessive nerve vitality, not from less likable cause.

Still later, she discovered that, despite his littleness, he

danced well; and that, despite his reputed cleverness,

he talked adorable nonsense. Then and then only did

she take an interest in her first discovery of all, that he

was plainly attracted by herself.

Sliding for the most part with Gervase Gerrans, danc-

ing with Fordyce as often as he was able to arrange it,

Hilda had had only the most cursor}' glimpses of Ber-

non Tremaine. At the entrance to the lift, however, just

as they were starting for home, she hung back for an

instant to brush the snow from her skirt. When she

started on again, Tremaine was at her side. At her

side, too, he remained, after they were settled in the

car for home. Around them, the others were chatter-

ing gayly; but Hilda was unaccountably silent. She

was a little tired from the excitement of the evening, a

little conscious of the physical relaxation of the warmer
air inside the car. Under these conditions, she found

the society of Tremaine singularly restful. Beside the
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others in the party, he seemed to her an old, old friend,

one with whom she could talk or be silent as she chose,

relying implicitly upon the understanding he had

vouchsafed her more than once already in their brief

acquaintanceship.

Sitting in her room, her feet curled under her and her

hands clasped at the back of her fluffy yellow head, it

was of Bernon Tremaine that Hilda thought the longest.

She liked him extremely, had liked him from the first,

liked him unaccountably, despite the occasional curt-

ness of liis manner to her. She shrugged her shoulders

scornfully, however, at the notion that she might like

him better for his very curtness. That was the attitude

of the ingenuous schoolgirl who secretly bedews with

tears the pages of such romances as Jane Eyre. She

was of different mould and training; people attracted

her by reason of their Christian graces, not by lack of

them. No. She deplored Tremaine's occasional lapses

into bad manners, his occasional cubbishness; but her

liking downed even her deploring. But why? She
pondered the matter long and carefully; then she gave

the riddle up, unanswered. It was the old, old case of

Doctor Fell, only taken in a reverse sense. And, all her

life long, she had prided herself upon her immunity
from sudden likings. Her circle of acquaintances was
large and constantly increasing; her friends all dated

back to the early days of dancing-school. Chief of

them all was Don. the cousin who shared most of her

recollections; for Hilda could remember no past at all

prior to her life inside the Rhodes' home. Poor old

Don ! What a bump he had had, that evening!

The thought brought her back to Bernon Tremaine,

and to her unanswered question. Well, why did she like

vMlrfMli
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him so well ? Unclasping her hands, she rested one

elbow on her huddled knees, then rested her chin upon
the narrow margin of palm left by her curled-in fingers.

The answer to the niestion was the answer of the little

child: Be-c-c-causc . He had never done anything

especially likable; that is, nothing beside his care of her

upon the ice, and that care had been quite impersonal,

the sort of thing one gives to any lost little animal who
needs attention. Besides that, he had snubbed her now
and then, had argued with her now and then, and once

or twice only he had talked fluently, pleasantly to her-

self and Don. He had taken her down the slide, three

times that night, had danced with her once, and, com-

ing home in the car, he had sat beside her in an almost

unbroken silence. Surely— Hilda smiled to herself.

Surely, measured by normal standards, it was not a

remarkable total, nor yet an especially winning one.

On the other hand, though, in all his taciturnity, in

all his snubbings and his argument, she gained an odd
sense of his complete appreciation of her point of view.

Once or twice, he had surprised her by uttering words

which already were trembling on her own tongue.

Once or twice, even, he had punctuated a long pause

by glancing at her in a way which seemed demanding

the comprehension which he neither asked nor expected

from any one else. Unlike they were, would always

be, unlike in nationality, tradition, training ; but Hilda

Lynde was woman enough to know by intuition that, in

the days to come, Bernon Tremaine and she, however

they might clash, however they must inevitably drift

apart again, yet always and always could count upon a

clear understanding, each one of the other. She drew
a long breath and leaned back in her deep chair. After
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all, it would be rather restful in a sense. With Bernon
Tremaine, there would never be any especial need to

pose. He would know her through any mask and
domino she wore, would recognize her for herself, her

restless, wayward, affection-craving self, Hilda Lynde.

She wondered vaguely whether his subservience to con-

vention, his indifference were another mask; whether

the wearing it chafed him, as hers did now and then

chafe her. She even wondered whether the time would
come when he would toss the mask aside and show him-

self to her as he was, shorn of all disguise, the real, true

Bernon Tremaine. After all, though, such showing

might be death to friendship.

Rising, she began to take the pins out of her hair,

while she repeated to herself thoughtfully the trite old

lines, —
" ' One day, out of darkness, they shall meet

And read life's meaning in each other's eyes.'
"

But already in her own eyes there had come a gleam
of mockery at her sentimental mood. She flung a

hairpin at the mirrored face before her, and capped her

lines profanely, —
But, next night, in the dark again they meet
And bump their heads together in surprise.

Then forcibly she detached her mind from Bernon
Tremaine, and fell to thinking about Gervase Gerrans.

Moreover, so healthy was she and so strong of will

that at l?st she fell asleep, still thinking of him. When
a problem was forced upon Hilda Lynde, she went to

work to solve it. Otherwise, she let it quite alone.

Don was no faddist; neither was he continental in

his habits. Despite his obviously battered condition,
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he made a mighty breakfast ; and the breakfast cheereci

him wonderfully. He had almost ceased to be sorry

for himself, by the time he laid aside his napkin.

"What's doing, Ihis morning, Hilda?" he queried,

as their waiter drew back her chair.

"I'm not sure. What about you?"

"If you won't be too lonely for a little while, I think

I'll go hunt up the other victim of tlie spill, and ask

him how he finds himself. You ought to rest up a

little, too. You must be infernally tired." But he

laughed at the palpable disingenuousness of his own
words.

"I'm not. Still, we didn't come up here to stick

together like Eng and Chang," she told him. "Go and

amuse yourself."

"Sure you won't be lonely?"

"I have untold resources within myself; it's only

the mentally incapable who get lonely. And, Don, be

sure you tell the other victim that I trust he's on the

upward road to health." Then, leaning on the rail

above the stairway, she watched her cousin go running

down the stairs, watched him and thanked her stars

for giving her this jovial, loving Don for cousin and

adopted brother. No real, blood-brother could be any

dearer, no one more loyal to herself.

According to his spoken word and innate belief, Don
had gone forth with every intention of hunting up the

other victim. Half-way across the Chateau court,

however, he changed his mind. Instead, he hunted up

his last night's surgeon, and spent the morning in her

company. Hilda, meanwhile, wrote up her notes, an-

swered a telephone call or two ; then, finding the time

hang heavy on her hands and tempted by the blue-

if
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white dazzle of the morninj?, towards eleven o'clock

she put on her hat and sallied out alone.

It was her first glimpse of the city in the sunshine;

and it dazzled her completely. Never was such blue

skv above ; never such snow, piled high and white and

soft below. The very air seemed crackling with the

light that came streaming down upon the gray old cit/;

and the intense, but l)reezelcss, cold stung her into a

glow of {•om[)lete exhilaration and timed her step rat' ;T

to the state of her own nerves than to the insecure foot-

hold of the trodden ice upon the pavements. New
sights met her upon every hand : the great blue gray

berlines heaped with snow, the mammoth horse-drawn

razor with which men scraped the sidewalks, the very

passers-by upon the sidewalks, the women bundles

of expensive furs, the men striding along in coonskin

coats and pointed caps of krimmer, a levelling sort of

costume which makes it wellnigh impossible to dif-

ferentiate between the ranks of prince and carter.

Then a nun came by, gray, black, or white, and then

a brown Franciscan friar, his bare feet temporarily

eclipsed in boots, and then an officer from the Citadel,

transformed by his unbecoming khaki to the likeness

of a parboiled baby of malign appearance and dubious

extraction, it was all so exotic, all so intensely full of

life, all so busy doing nothing in particular but pass

the time till spring should come again and restore con-

nection with the outside world; just as busy, she told

herself, and as self-centred in its own futility as any

ant-hill in the forest.

Nevertheless, it charmed her absolutely; and she

walked briskly on, turning this way and that at random,

up T-ouis ^street, into quiet Parloir, back to Buade and
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then around the rear of the Uasilica until, all unex-

pectedly, she came out on the Grand Battery and

halted, astonished, almost awed, at the glory of the

view which was spreading out before her. Far down

on the horizon, the blue crests of the Laurentides lay

like a sapphire chain; nearer, the Canardiere flats

stretched out, white and flashing in the sun. The

great river at her feet flashed, too, not white, but bluely,

as the sunshine caught the sheet of sliding, gliding

water whose tint was deepened by contrast with the

scattered ice floes that went slipping down the stream.

And, directly before her, there extended that other arm

of the stream, that great ice road up which she had

toiled, with Tremaine at her side.

As if her thought of him had evoked his physical

presence, his voice fell en her ears.

"Miss Lynde! \Vh«>t luck to find you here!"

Turning, she smiled and nodded at him, as if his

sudden coming had been the most natural thing in the

world.

"Dittr T might say. Really, you are the unexpected

vision. I thought these were office hours."

"So they are. I had a bit of headache, though, so I

left the office to look out for itself."

"The result of last night's spill?" she asked sym-

pathetically, as he fell into step beside her.

"Nothing half so romantic. A habitant sub-con-

tractor came in and smoked at me for an hour, this

morning. But then, you don't know the local nicotine,

so my excuse won't count for much."

She laughed.

"I'll take your word for it. Meanwhile, how is the

broken head ?

"
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"Better."

"Let me see," she ordered, with a little air of owner-

ship which Tremaine felt no desire to cast aside.

Instead, he took off his cap obediently, and turned

his laughin" face for her inspection.

"It looks very messy," she observed, with candid

disfavour. "What have you done with Miss Cameron's

fine plaster?"
"

I soaked it off." His tone was quite impenitent, 03

once more he put on his cap.

"What for?"

"1 hate fussing. Besides, plasters are always a bid

for pitv," he assured her. "If you're taking care of

yourself, people always feel privileged to ask questions

and prescribe things."

"And you don't like it?" She spoke rebukingly, as

to the overgrown schoolboy that Tremaine for the

moment seemed.

"No; I hate it," he returned healthily. "I loathe

a chap that lets himself get knocked out; next to that,

I loathe the chap that admits the knock-out, when it

comes."

"Hm!" Hilda pondered, while they rounded the

angle of the wall and came out upon the Ramparts.

"I think I rather like your grit, in theory," she told him

then. "Still, for aesthetic purposes, I think I'd stick

to plaster."

A gleam of fun came into his eyes.

"The plaster stuck to me, instead. I had the deuce

of a time, getting it off. By the way, how is your

cousin?"

"Haven't you seen him?" Hilda's voice showed

that her astonishment was mingled with some anxiety.

9
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"He started out to find you, a good two hours

ago."

"He must have missed his way, then, for he called

me up from Miss Cameron's, just as I was starting

out."

"From Miss Cameron's?"

"Yes. He probaoly was more biddable than I, and

went back to get another plaster. And, by the way

agjjin, what became of your vaunted courage, last

night?" Tremaine stuck his hands into his pockets

and turned to face her. "Really, Miss I^ynde, I must

say I found it distinctly disappointing, to see you sitting

and wailing in the snow bank. You did better than

that, last Sunday afternoon."

"Of course I did; that was entirely different. I

was the chief victim then; the whole artistic situation

depended upon me. Last night, you held the centre

of the stage, and you really were a very sanguinary

spectacle. Besides," from under the drooping feathers

that half covered her wide hat, she shot him a glance

of merry question; "is it so verj' much worse to wail

than it is to stick one's hands inside one's pockets and

whistle?"

"Ciuilty," he replied promptly, but with absolute

impenitence. "But then, you see, you were so very

sudden."

"So were you, last night. All in all, I think ice is

made for skating."

"Do you skate?" he asked her quickly.

"Of course. Why not?"

His answer was a bit apologetic.

" I 've never been inside the States, you know."

"And your question was first cousin to the old
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conundrum about the devil?" she responded, with

the flash of daring that came to her now and then.

"Yes, I skate. Likewise, I belonged to a girls' hockey

team, once on a time."

" Not really .* " Then his lone grew even more alert.

"And have you ever danced on skates?"

"After a fashion. That is, 1 waltz, and do things

backwards. Why?"
He faced her, w^ith a cool air of proprietorship

which seenied to her especially becoming tr ais wliole

personality.

"Merely that you are not to make any other en-

gagement for the tifteenth. Our skating club is giving

a fancy-dress dance, that night, for some charity or

other, and you — "

"I'm not a member of the club," she reminded

him.

"You are, if I choose to make you one. Anyway,

you are going to do it. The girl I've been practising

with is down with .some sort of an it is, and you will go

in her place. You'd hate to see me left out of it, you

know," he added, with a tardy effort at persuasion;

"and, besides, you never break a promise."

"Not—"
But he cut her off at the very beginning of her

phrase.

"Not in all the time I've known you," he insisted.

"And that." .she reminded him: "is just four

days."

An odd little smile came into his eyes and curved his

lips. For the moment, he looked a happy, dreamy

boy. as he made answer, —
"On the contrarv. I have known vou for manv een-

s*5§ffr *ii^ 1 --..^t
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orations. Miss Lynde. I'm a bit of a fatalist, you

know.

"

, , .

And. all the rest of the day, Hilda spent her leisure

moments in wondering what he meant and why he

meant it. wondering still more that she felt neither

resentment nor even o[)position to his worda.

tmm



CHAPTER ELFATN

ALLISON CAUHART was lunching with Hilda

at the Chateau. By psperial invitation, she had

come early and had brou;,lit with her her embroidery,

n ho l)oro-protector. this time, hut a brand new

p. ill eyelets and stems and little seeded flowers.

Don and IJernon Tremaine, the while, had driven out

to Cap Rouge. It was a glorious morning, cold and

clear, a morning especially made for sleighing; yet

it liad been a business trip, after all. Tremaine had

been ordered to verify some vaguely-phrased report or

other about the viaduct. As a matter of course, he had

asked Don to go with him.

Don and Hilda had been in the city more than two

weeks by now; and the matter-of-courseness of their

invitations was increasing fast from day to day. Not

only were they free to play at all hours of the day or

evening; but they played well, whatever the game of

the passing hour. Their enthusiasm was unflagging;

their energy kept pace with their enthusiasm. They

did all the things they ever had known how to do;

they promptly set to work to learn the things they

did n't. Just why they failed to break their necks in

the process was a secret known only to their Creator,

who doubtless had reasons of His own for wishing to

j^P tViPir Pre^^erver as well. To the joy of their a«so-



11

'I i

\m

.V

.i

J

.- w

i I

134 OVER THE QUICKSANDS

dates, and to the manifest astonishment of all their

elders, they came out from every risk, sound in life i d

limb and wind. To be sure, Hilda's face resembled

a primaeval Indian in colour, and she shed occasional

chips of skin from her anatomy, by reason of her fre-

quent collisions with the omnipresent ice. To be sure,

Don walked abroad, in those latter days, with a purple

bruise beside his nose and a conscious care for his left

ankle which had twisted a little, the first time he had

attempted the ski jump. However, these were mere

details, and in no way affected the sum total of their

enjoyment.

It was enjoyment, too, enjoyment that crammed

their days to overflowing, enjoyment far more whole-

some in its simple informality than the routine of mid-

winter dissipation to which both Don and Hilda had

become only too well accustomed. At home, the main

considerations had been what one should wear and to

whom one should talk. Up here, one talked hap-

hazard to any one of the dozen people who formed the

unchanging nucleus of whatever might be happening;

one wore many layers of warm things on top of what-

ever soft thing would be hurt the least, and one ceased

to care about being pressed and curled and fluffed.

In fact, how could one care about it, when one was in

and out in all sorts of weather ; when the evening dance

was generally prefaced by a slide, or by a skating party,

or a snowshoe tramp ? Now and then Hilda tried to

imagine one of her friends at home, waltzing in a thin

white blouse and short wet skirt and yellow moccasins

;

but she usually gave up the attempt and at once. For

herself, however, it seemed most natural, as natural

as it did to come padding home down the Grande
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Allee and in across the Chateau court in those same

moccasins and with her snowshoes tucked under her

arm, toes upward, while another section of her world

was driving about in its best clothes, leaving cards and

drinking tea.

It was a busy life into which she and Don had been

launched. After their late, lazy breakfast before the

crackling fire of the Chateau dining-room, they plunged

into an activity which lasted until bed-time. Luncheon

was a movable feast, as regarded time; dinner was also

movable, but as regarded space. Everybody they met,

asked them to dinner; when that dinner was ended,

they were asked to come again. In the first place, this

rare hospitality had been justified by the fact that

Tremaine's chief, requested to look out for Don, had

handed Don over to Tremaine who had introduced

him at the Carharts' who — The chain extended to

infinity. Later, when Hilda came, and when the sea-

son of play had closed in upon the little city, every one

held out a welcoming hand to these new playmates,

gay, enthusiastic and singularly adaptable as they were.

By the end of the second week, Don and Hilda were,

to all intents and purposes, corporate members of the

younger set.

The set was not large. Small as it was, it had its

pith and core. This gave rise to all manner of varying

degrees of intimacy. In the last analysis, however,

Don's chief allegiance remained, unshaken, at the feet

of Bernon Tremaine; while Hilda Lynde found that

her own best times centred in Allison Carhart.

No two girls, however, were ever more unlike. In

her secret heart, Hilda Lynde rebelled from the strict

convention which was the very law of Allison's being.
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So far from being limited, Allison Carhart did every-

thing, and did it well; but she did it in a methodical

fashion which would have driven Hilda to the verge

of frenzy. Allison took even her pleasures a little bit

seriously, and laid out her time among them just as

her mother organized her charities and her household

duties. Hilda, on the other hand, felt that the very

joy of pleasures consisted in their unexpectedness. So

far as social law allowed, she was chaotic, casual;

and, what was more, she gloried in her casualness and

fought against the social laws that bound her down to

anything approaching system. To Hilda's mind, the

unannounced extras were always the best part of any

dancing party. Allison, on the other hand, was mildly

worried, unless her programme was filled out in good

season. In character, the same dissimilarity existed.

Allison was like the west wind, strong, steady and full

of healthful stimulus. Hilda was like a summer tempest

which came from nowhere, blew all ways at once and

departed at full speed towards the unknown, leaving

a gasping world behind. However, upon occasion, the

world dearly loves to gasp. Alhson was strong and

sane and helpful; but Hilda, helpful as a fluffy mar-

moset, was more interesting far to watch and even,

now and then, to play with.

As usually happens, however, friendship was founded

upon unlikeness. Of all the girls whom she had ever

met, Hilda found Allison the most restful, the most re-

liable ; to no one else would she have gone more quickly

in case of any trouble, no other girl's advice would she

have deigned to think of taking. Allison's advice she

would have taken unhesitatingly, granted that she had

been driven into asking it. However, as a rule, Hilda
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Lynde was not prone to ask advice. Beneath her fluflfy

yellow hair was a shrewd, logical brain. She thought

out her own problems to her own solutions. At least,

she always had thought them out. Still, one never could

foretell the future, and it was good to have a friend at

hand to be relied upon in case of need. To be sure,

there was always Don ; but then, though, she had he^rd

it said that men did not count for much in times of

crisis. As for her aunt, Don's mother, she was too

flaccidly invertebrate, too lacking in all humour to be

one's confidante. What could be expected of a woman

who sent a maid out to her little son, playing marbles

in the street, to ask if he were not tired, or needing a

slice of cake ? She would be sure to interrupt a halting,

blushing confidence by queries as to nerves and nux

voviica. But Allison was diflferent. One could always

tell her things, sure that she would wait, interested, but

offering no comment, until the story was completely

finished. And Hilda only forebore to put her theory to

the test by reason of her lack of anything especial to

confide. None the less, it was a comfort to know that

Allison was there.

And Allison ? She loved the wayward, merry young

American without a trace of logic, loved her, not so

much for her qualities as for her charming, irrespon-

sible little self. And yet, by reason of her love, she be-

lieved that she saw deeper down into Hilda's nature

than did the other girls around them ; saw there, beneath

the waywardness, the irresponsibility, certain fine cords

of inherent strength which would one day tighten to

meet and to withstand the strain that life might put

upon them. Meanwhile, after her own quiet, steady

fashion, she revelled in Hilda's effervescent chatter,

wx ima
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revelled in the glimpses of an unknown world revealed

by Hilda's every word and act. In comparison with the

modern-novel setting of Hilda's life, Allison's existence

seemed to herself as calm and simple as a German
fairy tale by Grimm. She had no especial desire to

pose as the heroine of the novel ; but it was rather

charming to talk to some one else who could so pose.

And talk the two girls did, incessantly and with in-

terest, whenever they could be alone together. One
fact was always notable, however. Often as Allison

might start the conversation towards Hilda's New York
life, the course of their talk always deflected gently, but

steadily, until it came back to Quebec once more, with

Hilda listening and putting questions, and Allison doing

nearly all the talking.

On this particular morning, Allison, as guest, felt

privileged to make objection.

" I don't see why you find it all .so interesting," she

protested. " I 'm sure, if you lived in it, all the time,

you would find it tame enough."

Hilda looked up from her knitting.

" If you did n't sound so spunky, I should tell you it

was because I loved you enough to be interested in each

little detail that concerns your life," she observed. " As
it is, I '11 merely say it 's just because I find you wild and

different. No. You need n't take that as a personal

affront, Allison. It 's a phrase one of your compatriots

used about America, once on a time. I stored it up for

later use."

" And you find it apropos ?" Allison paused to thread

her needle.

"No; merely rather tellinj^. That counts for a good

deal more, though It is better to be pungent than
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relevant. Some day, I 'm going to use the phrase on
Mr. Tremaine."

"Why Bernon in particular?"

"Because I like to see him turn himself into an
oyster," Hilda answered tranquilly.

"Poor Bernon!"
" Not poor Bernon in the least. I always get the worst

of it, when it happens. However, it is interesting. I

never had a chance before to watch an oyster in his

pearl-producing mood."

"Then you think there will be a pearl, some day?"
In her sudden interest, Allison dropped her work,

needle and all, on the floor.

With unabated tranquillity, Hilda stooped and picked

it up.

" I 'd advise a sewing-apron, Allison, one of those

stout affairs with a turn-up pouch across the bottom.

The pearl ? Yes, of course I expect it. Else, what 's

the use of an oyster's getting his innate self into such a
state of repressed turmoil? The worst of it is," she

wagged her head at the strip of knitting which dropped
from between her slim hands; "oysters never cackle,

so no one can ever tell when the constructive tantrum
is at an end and the pearl is ready for inspection."

And Allison gave up the metaphor at once, sure that,

if she pursued it farther, it would lead around to hens
and thence, by devious ways known only to Hilda
Lynde, to the dubbing Tremaine an omelette. In-

stead, —
"What are you knitting, Hilda?" she queried.
' Neckties." Hilda stretched out the long green stripe

across her knee. " Charity ones, of course," she added
hastily. "I know they 're entirely out of fashion; but

«
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I like to do it, and home missionaries never are very

critical of Iheir haberdashery. I had the stuff left over

from the davs when Don kept me busy with the things,

so I am working it off in this way. It won't hurt the

missionaries, unless it inculcates a love of finery; and

it makes me feel ver>' sanctified. Do you know,

Allison," there came an odd catch in her voice; "just

once in a while, I feel as if I needed a little sanctity."

" Yes, even I," Hilda made impetuous answer. " Not

for my soul's salvation ; I hope that was all settled, long

ago. Really, it saves any amount of worry, Allison, lo

own a good, pudgy theory of predestination. But to

steady me down.
' Now and then I get tired of the

thistledown end of things, and have a vague hankering,"

she laughed al her own uncouth word; "for a bit of

ballast. Not often, of course. Generally I like the

thistledown. It 's a relief not to have too much ex-

pected of one; but it is n't always a compliment to the

possibilities of one's higher nature."

Allison reflected, passing in swift review hei own

responsible existence.

"No," she assented then. "Still, it must be very

restful."

Hilda dropped her knitting and clasped her hands

across her knee.

"Allison," she asked slowly; "has it ever occurred

to you to wonder how it would feel to be nothing but

an incident?"

Allison looked puzzled.

"
I am a little afraid — " she was beginning.

Hilda interrupted, laughing; but the laugh failed to

light her eyes.

^>S%
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"That you don't understand? No wonder, so you

need n't apologize. I did n't expect you to understand

;

you can't, until you have been through it. What I

mean is this : I am perfectly happy and contented. I

have a glorious time with myself and everybody else.

And yet, there 's the inevitable fly in my pot of oint-

ment. In the strictest sense of the word, I don't belong

to anybody, and occasionally it gets to be a little —
lonesome."

"Your cousin?" Allison suggested quickly, alarmed

at a tremor in Hilda's face, a tremor which she took

for a harbinger of tears. " I 'm sure he is like a

brother."

But Hilda haa no idea of shedding tears; she was
too well-trained for that. It would have been bad man-
ners; besides, emotions leave unbecoming tracks be-

hind them. She answered with absolute steadiness.

"Yes; but the ver}' fact that one stops to point out

the likeness emphasizes the fact Ihat he is n't the real

thing. Practically, Don is everj'thing I want, every-

thing. As a matter of pure theory, though, I would
like to have a brother of my very own."

" You probably would n't care one tenth so much for

him as you do for Mr. Rhodes," Allison made prompt
suggestion, for a second time.

" Probably not. I could n't care more than I do for

dear old Don ; but, at least, he would be all mine. It

does make a difference, too ; we know it, after we have
tried the other thing. If I could have a real, true

brother of my own — "

"Well?" Allison recalled her from her unseeing
study of the Levis heights.

"I would put up with anything, auylLiug he might

Pi!!! -,.f«-t~*- T^rr J" m Cm - wm
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do, just for the sake of feeling we belonged. I might

be happier to be with Don, very likely I always should

be with him; but. back of it all, there would be a point

of actual relationship."

Allison's mind demanded the support of a concrete

fact.

"But Don, as y 'i call him, is your actual cousin."

"Yes, and Un" • Stuart is my actual uncle. I love

him almost as much as I can imagine that other girls

love their fathers. And Aunt Sallie is my actual aunt,

as much as such a cool shadow of humanity as she is,

can be an actual anything. If they were just my aunt

and uncle and cousin, Allison, it would be all right; it 's

only that chance has crowded them into the nearer

place where they don't belong, and has spoiled both

their real relation to me and the place which they

are popularly supposed to fill."

"And yet," Allison spoke thoughtfully; "you are

happy with them."
" Completely happy, nine days out of ten. The tenth

day is bound to come, though; and when it comes, I

wonder—" Again her eyes sought the glistening

heights above the ice-flecked river.

This time, Allison made no effort to recall her. In-

stead, she waited, her sewing fallen on her knee. When

at last Hilda spoke, her voice was dreamy.

"What the real ones were like," she added, more to

herself, however, than to Allison.

"You mean that you don't know ?" As if in spite of

itself, the question slipped over x\llison's discreet lips.

Drearily Hilda shook her head. Despite her training,

tears were not far off, this time, and it was a minute or

two before she dared trust her.self to speak.

nn mm
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"No," she answered then; "I never knew, never

have known. When I was a little bit of a girl. Uncle

Stuart took me into the library all alone with him, one

day, and talked to me about it. He cried a little, too."

The simplicity of her far-off childhood came back into

her phrases, as she told the story. "He told me that

now he was the only papa I could ever have, that he

would do his best to fill my papa's place, and would I

try to think of him like that, and not worry, nor ask

questions about things I could never understand."

Her voice died away to a slow murmur. For the in-

stant, it held the persuasive cadence of one arguing with

a little child. Then she sat silent, her eyes once more

upon the river, slowly filling with the ice broken by the

rising tide. At last she raised her head a little proudly

.

"And I never did," she went on. "Once telling me
not to ask questions was quite enough. It could n't stop

my thinking them, though. And they are n't nice ques-

tions, either. That 's the reason I have always done

my best not to give myself time for much thinking."

Again there came the silence. Allison scarcely knew
what answer she should make to this strange confidence,

so unsought, so unexpected. Fearing lest she might say

the wrong thing, she held her peace and waited. After

another interval, a longer one, this time, Hilda resumed

her monologue.
" Just once Don and I have talked about it ; since we

were grown-up, that is. When we were tiny things, we
used to play relations by the hour. Our largest dolls

were always my parents; we used to go to visit them,

and they used to give us frosted cakes." She laughed

a little at the childish memory. "That died a natural

death, though, in the course of time, wore out with our

m
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dolls. But just once, sin^e Don was out of college, we
talked the matter over

"Does he know?" Allison asked, for, this time, the

pause was obviously for a question.

" No more than I do ; and that is absolutely nothing.

The only thinj; I learned from all our talk was that

Aunt Sallie had sat on the edge of his bed, one night,

and cried a good deal, and forbidden him ever to say

a word of any sort as if I were n't his sister. I must

say, it was nice of Aunt Sallie. too, barring the tears,"

Hilda added reminiscently. " Poor dear old Don had

kept still about it, ever since."

This time, Allison vjelded to her curiositv.

"How did he happen to speak out then?" she

queried.

"We blundered on it, one night, when we were all

alone. Uncle Stuart and \ ant Sallie had gone to a bai!

somewhere. Don had too much cold to go; and, at

the last minute, I decided I would stay at home with

him. We had been talking over all sorts of child things,

our dolls included ; and, all at once, we found we had

blundered so far inside the subject th^t il was better to

go on than to back ingloriously out."

Allison nodded.

"And?" she said interrogatively.

Hilda's answer came with a rush of feeling that sur-

prised them both.

"And I never knew how much I loved dear old Don,

till that very night, never knew how much reason I had

for loving him."

She picked up her knitting once more, and ftU to

clicking her needles indTistriously. It was plain to Alli-

son that the details of that talk were far too sacred to
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Hilda Lyiide for her to think of sharing them with an

outsider. Accordingly, she took up her own work

again, with a.' assumption of brisk interest; and, for

a time, the silence of the room was unbroken.

"Do you know what I think about it all?" Hilda

asked quietly at length.

" No. What ?" And Hilda took grateful note of the

absence of the dear which another, lesser woman would

have been sure to use.

Hilda went on quite unflinchingly.

" Of course, in all these years, I have had time enough

to think it all out. Of course, Allison, we both of us

know that there 's never any such mystery, unless

there 's some disgrace hidden underneath it. People

don't take so much trouble to cover up their honours.

Uncle Stuart told me just this: that my father was un-

fortunate, that my mother went away and left him all

alone, went back to her own people. If she did that,

she a decent woman, and left her husband and her

baby daughter to get on alone — " A needle snapped

in two. Hilda flushed a little ; then she controlled her-

self and picked up her dropped stitches, before she

•^^poke again. "Of course, unfoHunaie is a vague term;

it may mean all sorts of things. But, knowing the way

Uncle Stuart and his father before him have been prom-

inent in Wall Street, it seems reasonably safe to infer

that my father was in it, too. Moreover, as long as I 've

not a cent to my nan^ , except as Uncle Stuart gives it

to me, and as there is some mystery that has to be

covered up, I 've come to the conclusion that— my
father— was— dishonest."

"In what way, Hilda?"

"How should I know in what way, Allison ?" Hilda's

10
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" X3 EALLY ugh, I find it in my heart to wish

V you wen ." Hilda remarked pensively,

-emaine lau<r' <'d.

vthletirs are ><M-iall\ decent. Miss Lynde."

)f course. You don't need to prea- h that gospel to

us Americans. ' 'm not worrying about your manners;

more concerned about your muscles."

HI !jrh," he reassured her. "We wiry

til-.- beefy unes. every time."

I 'm a goou dea

"I am strontr

<"haps can o

"How lit.

fine iintithesi.-

languape, I 'm

or else have all

.said I t ever cou

1 are ! It 's to<> bad of you to spoil my
Still, if you must have it in crude

y afraid you '11 break your bones,

teeth knocked out, I 've always

iring myself to the point of sitting

out a game of any sort, if I had a friend on either of the

teams."

"There is one way of escape," Tremaine told her,

albeit with a falling face.

"That you don't play,'" she a'^sented swiftly.

" I have given my word. No ; that you stop at home."
She threw him a mocking glance.

"N-ver! It would be too selfish. JSo; if anything
should happen to you, I never could forgive myself.

I were n't there to fall into hysterics in your beha
Else, what's the good of friends?"
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He appeared to be considering the matter quite

intently.
..t i. j

"I had n't thought of it, that way," he said. 1 had

supposed it was their place to pat you on the back,

when you came in ahead, and to look the other way,

when you did n't. I 'm not sure, though, but it would

be rather comforting to have them spilling their tears

over a chap's well-meaning failu- It 's not the way

we generally work it, though."

"
I don't see how you should know," she said thought-

fully, while her eyes roved up and down over the spare,

sinewy figure and the determined face waiting before

her chair.

"Why not?"
" One does n't associate failure with you," she told

him, with engaging frankness.

He shook his head.

"So much the better. It shows I'm not too trans-

parent," he answered gravely. "Some things we like

best to keep quite to ourselves. Our failures are

among them."

"Have you any?" she questioned lazily, lightly, as

she still sat leaning back in her comfortable chair,

watching him with intent and friendly curiosity.

"I've failed in the main thing of all," he told her

curtly, his eyes upon the strip of carpet between

them.

"What then?"
" Finding a place where I belong." The next mmute,

he could have bitten out his tongue for having spoken

this besetting truth. "Well," he went on briskly;

" what about the match ? Will you come ?"

She roused herself into attention to the concrete fact
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"Yes, if you won't get killed. How does it happen

that vou are playing, though? You don't do it, as a

rule?"
" No. I 'm just an amateur ; I only do it for the fun

of the thing. I am quick, though, and strong enough

to play a fair game, in spite of my lack of weight. The
regular man was knocked out, last time; the substi-

tute is ill, and they are bound to play the match, or

else be ruled out of trying for the championship," he

told her, with a prolix explanation designed to divert

her mind from what had gone before.

In vain.

"Then, it strikes me, you've found one place where

you very much belong," she answered coolly. " Space-

filling may not be a particularly glorious occupation;

but it's a very needed one, and a distinct art in itself.

But are you honestly going to play with all sorts of

sluggy professionals?"

"lam."
"And slug, too?" She shuddered. Then she

laughed. " I fancy that is n't in your line, Mr. Tre-

maine. But, do you know, I rather hate the whole

idea. Can't you get an understudy?"

He shrugged his shoulders.

"Cruel of you to ask the question. Miss Lynde!
I am the last man in line for the position; I've not yet

reached the glory of having an understudy. Still, I'll

do my best not to be slaughtered."

"And to make a record," she insisted unexpectedly.

"I shall be there, to serve as mascotte. I wish your
colour were n't blue, though; it is hideously unbecom-
ing. But really, apart from my anxious qualms, I

know I shall enjoy myself. I have played the game
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enough to know which is the puck and which the goal,

and to take an intelligent interest in what is goinc on

around me."

"You still play?"

She shook her head.
" I grew tired of spending all my time, sitting on the

side lines. I was in a chronic state of being penalized

for upsetting people that skated in between me and

the puck. It did n't seem quite fair, either; for, ju.st

as soon as the puck was out of the way, I used to stop

to pick them up and dust them off. Umpires are so

illogical and tactless," she added unexpectedly.

"So I find them. Well, I'll save the seats, then, for

you and Don." And, with a nod. he was gone.

Hilda sat still and gazed after him thoughtfully.

What a boy he had looked, that morning, as he had

come dashing in, just after breakfast, to tell her about

the match, and about his playing in it, and to ask if

she and Don would care to go! Allison had already

said something to her of this same hockey match ; she

herself had been eager to see the Canadian game
played on its own ice. Now, though, she drew back

a little from the thought. The queen of sports for

beauty, for grace and for fierce excitement, it was

leader, too, for danger. So many things might happen

in the mad race for victory. Overtrained nerves were

by no means always the most level, tempers often gave

way before the desire to win at any prici- And then

things happened, swiftly, almost wi''> ;i conscious

volition. On that account, it was one ^ ^ to watch

a senior hockey match played out by those impersonal

pawns known as professionals; it would be quite an-

other matter to sit and smile in polite unconcern, and
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see one's friend rush headlong into the thicke it of the

fray. Other things being equal, Hilda preferred that

no one should be slaughtered; with Bernon Tremaine

substituting on the team, preference would become an

agony of nervous fear. Even Gerrans she could aave

watched with a far greater sense of composure, sure

that his sense of humour would keep him from playing

too strenuous a game. Once Tremaine shut his teeth

and went into it, however, she knew that he would be

in the very thickest of the fray from start to finish.

Her first impulse had been to plead another engage-

ment, and to stay at home alone. Then she had yielded

to a second thought. Tremaine's eagerness had been

altogether boyish; boyish, too, his disappointment at

her suggested absence. Besides she might as well be

there upon the spot, watching with her own eyes, as

sitting at home, dreading the thing that probably would

not happen. And yet, she confessed to herself that

likely it would happen. Tremaine had in him all the

elements that go to make up the reckless player ; more-

over, he was far too light of build to stand up against

the impact of a burly professional, skating at full speed.

She also confessed to herself a strong aversion to having

Tremaine knocked out. Apart from all considerations

of his own comfort, she preferred to have him hale and
lusty, able to drop in on them at all hours of the day

and evening. Nevertheless, she resolved to go. Tre-

maine obviously wished to have her there; Don would
count on having her beside him. She would go, and
sit it out with what smiling, stoic grace she could.

In the end, Allison and Gerrans went with them,

and Fordyce and Ethel Cameron had seats adjoining.

It was unconscionably late, however, when they en-
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tered the rink, that night. Donald and Hilda, with
Gerrans, had dined with Allison, to be ready for an
early start; but, just as they were hurrying over their

coffee, Tremaine had rung up on the telephone. There
had been some sort of an accident to an in-coming
train ; it would be delayed at least an hour. The teams
were already in; but the referee was on board the

WTeck, and the match must await his coming. No need
for them to go to sit inside the clammy rink, when it

was perfectly easy for him to keep them informed of

the progress of events. Thanks, no. He knew the

quality of the Carhart coffee, the charm of the Carhart
fire; but he was up with the home team, and with the

home team he must remain. He would call them up
again.

He did call them up again, and many times over

again, each time with a different bulletin, a later hour
for the beginning of the play. The stimulus of the

coffee had worn itself out a little; the talk was waxing
thin and intermittent, and even Gerrans was con-

fessing to some drowsiness when, hard on to eleven

o'clock, the telephone rang sharply.

"You, Gerrans.^ It's I, Tremaine. The train has
passed Ixirette; it will be in now, in a few minutes;

and they'll have the match played as soon as Russell

can get up here. And listen. I 'm at the rink now.
At this hour of the night, it's chilly as the grave. Re-
member that Miss Lynde is n't used to it, and be sure

she is well wrapped up. Your .seats are in the new
balcony, you know, front row and in the very middle."

It was cold as the grave inside the rink, cold and
filled with a faint blue smoke from the cigarettes with

which the most of the crowd, patiently waiting there for
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four long hours, had been unlawfully seeking to warm
themselves. Even Ethel Cameron's red hair drooped

limply on her forehead, and Fordyce was manifcitly

depressed, as they arose to let the quartette pass in

beyond them, a merry, warn, quartette, fresh from

a cosy fireside and from the strong and scalding coffee

which Mrs. Carhart herself had brewed, at the coming

of Tremaine's last summons.

Hilda, seating herself between Allison and Grerrans,

nodding to her acquaintances here and there in the

crowd around her, felt she was upon unfamiliar ground.

During the past few days, she had skated often in the

rink, for Tremaine had carried out his intention of

adopting her as partner for the carnival, and together

they had practised as often as they both could spare

the time. The rink, with its galleries empty and its

ice dotted with gay skaters, however, was quite a

different thing from the rink as it was now, at mid-

night, its ice cleared for a decisive match of a hard-

contested season, its galleries packed with a noisy,

eager crowd, tired with the long waiting and, on that

account, the more ready to break out into any demon-

stration, hostile or otherwise, which the whim of the

moment might suggest.

Just at present, the moment's whim suggested a

derisive sort of impatience; and the roof was echoing

to the whistles and catcalls of the gallery gods who,

descended from their usual high 01ympu3 of the

theatres, were forced to stand on the strip of floor that

edged the ice. The gallery above echoed the clamour,

but rather timidly, as befitted their more exalted rank,

while Ihe high aristocracy of all, in the glass-walled

box, smiled out upon it with an approving condescen-
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sion which shared the mood, but deplored the method

of its outlet.

Then the clamour rose to a babel, as a slim, curly-

headed stripling in his normal costume came skati: f

nonchalantly forth across the empty ice-sheet. It was

the missing referee. Only a moment later, the two

lev is. blue and red, came out of their respective

dressing-rooms, edged their way through the crowd

deposed from high Olympus and went gliding off across

the ice. testing its texture, its resistance to their strokes.

Among the other men, professionals all and of a

different human stock, Tremaine looked singularly

small and slight. His pale hair and yellow eyes, the

lack of ruddy colour in his cheeks added to the first

impression. He seemed far too delicate a type of man
to be of use in such a match as the one before him.

As she looked down at him, Hilda felt a swift revulsion

from her causeless fear. A player such as he looked

to be, a mere sub-substitute, as he indubitably was,

would never be in the slightest bit of danger, for the

simple reason that he never would get into the thickest

of the play. He was like a baby amongst full-grown

men. Besides, after all, why had she cared so much
about his safety? Now that she had dismissed her

fears, she was inclined to laugh at them as quite pre-

posterous. They had been causeless fears, in every

sense. Why should she be so anxious about Tremaine,

a mere acquaintance of a three-weeks standing? She

answered Gerrans's comments with complete uncon-

cern; then, turning to the ice once more, she threw a

merry nod down upon Tremaine, just skating to his

place directly facing her and only half the ice away.

As Tremaine nodded back at her, something in the
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glint of his eyes caught her attention and set her to

wondering whether, after ail, he were quite the child

he seemed; whether and nerve and determina-

tion might not count '-nething, even against beefy

brawn. Then the whistk blew, and Hilda lost all con-

scious wonder, as she sat huddled forward, fingers shut

hard on the rail before her, eyes on the blue and maroon

figures which rushed and darted and spun and glided,

which opened out until the whole ice was dotted thick

with them, which bunched together into a tangle of

flashing skates and clashing sticks and of panting,

writhing human bodies, then opened out again to go

on swooping, darting as before, until the curly-headed

stripling brought them to a standstill with his whistle.

Here and there a man went down, sprawling awk-

wardly across the ice, or falling in a thudding lump.

No one heeded. Now and then there came a crash of

boarding, as a man cannoned against the fence that

walled the ice. No one paid the least attenuon. A
fallen man was useless. It was for him to pick himself

up and make himself of use as speedily as possible.

Bumps and bruises and battered shins counted for

nothing, until the match was over; the puck was the

one thing that mattered, that and the adversary's goal.

Back into the fight again the fallen man must go, to

beat his way up to the flying, slithering puck, to wrench

it from his adversary's keeping, to nurse it, coax it,

dodge with it, slipping and sliding across the fast-

roughening ice, to pass it to a fellow teamsman, to

catch it back again and then, seizing an instant of clear

ice before him, to send it hurtling up the ice, straight

l)etween the goal-keeper and his brandished, guarding

And then.' To skate off nonchalantly across

I
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the ice, pretending to be deaf to the cheers that cut the

soggy, clammy air.

And Tremaine ?

One such instant had just fallen to his lot; and
Hilda, deaf to the voice of Gerrans in her ears, was
uttering inarticulate little cries of fierce excitement

and gesticulating with her muff in a fashion which,

later, filled her soul with the intensest shame. For

the moment, however, she had ceased to care for the

laws of decorum. Caught in the tide of general ex-

citement which had been mounting steadily through

all the first half, and through three-quarters of the

second, of a hard-fought match, filled with pride in

the prowess of Tremaine whose yellow eyes, gleaming

like topazes, had long since ceased to turn up to the

spot where his friends were seated, the girl was far

past heeding her life-long theories as to wellbred,

stoical indifference. From the start, she had realized

that Tremaine, slight and ineffectual as he looked, was

there to play, to play at the very heart of things. Of
his proficiency in skating, she had long since ceased

to feel any question. Whether he raced or dodgi.'d, he

was always sure to be the first man after the puck,

liithe as an eel, he wriggled his way through any

tangle of flying arms and smashing sticks. He had a

trick of avoiding collision at the half -past-eleventh

hour, avoiding it -vith a swift turn, an unruffled calm-

ness deadly to the ^rve of his astonished adversary

who had sought in vain to block him . then of swooping

swiftly forward on a wholly new course that brought

him once more master of the flying puck, nursing it,

passing it, snatching it out of an opposing pass; then

skating trauquilly away with il cuddled against his

tM!'m»V!M."J-jmiMLn g-
! ...ig,l,^ 5.^f.



OVER THE QUICKSANDS 157

stick, until the instant came for the final and decisive

blow. Never once did his ner\e fail him, never once

his courage. He made his calculations as unerringly

and with as much apparent calm as he might have

given to the plotting of a roadbed. He went skating

against possible collisions from which only a miracle

could bring him out alive, a miracle which never failed

to operate by reason of his steady, fearless reckoning-u|>

of all the chances. He neither hesitated, nor hurried;

he was merely there, and ready. That was really all.

Long since, the crowded galleries and floor had lost

all recollection of their time of preliminary waiting, all

consciousness of drowsiness and chill, all of the late-

ness of the hour. Bit by bit, the score had tied it.self,

had separated, one team in the lead and then the other,

then had tied again, a long, long tie which Tremaine

had made and which no one else had seemed able to

break. Excitement mounted ; but the time was ebbing

fast.

Cheer after cheer broke out from the waiting, watch-

ing crowd; groans came, too, only to be swallowed

quickly. In a time like this, none knew what a bit of

encouragement might do to spur on the weary men.

Conscientiously the watchers suppressed their groans,

ignorant as they were of the fact that, for all their

cheering counted, the players might have been shut in

a soundless vacuum. Twice the home team had almost

made a goal, twice they had missed it, ee they had

had the grief of watching the puck go down, down,

down the ice, only to miss their goal by the merest

chance of a heedless, nervous blow. Then something

happened.

That something was Tremaine. From far across

'U'.f .L'Jr<..Mjf FPinmnpiiBiR'^MBiep!
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the ice where he had paused to adjust his shin-pads,

to assure himself that he was in perfect trim, he came

swooping down the ice, rounded the barrier of the goal,

cut his way straight to the heart of the scrimmage

where a half-dozen burly, husky men were fighting

around the puck, and cut his way out again, his speed

unchecked. To all the on-lookera but one, it looked

a causeless, futile manoeuvre, a mere bit of senseless

bravado. That one, however, seated just above the

goal, felt her pulses (jnicken to the point of suffocation,

for she had been the one of all to see, what the others

all had missed, that out of the heart of the scrimmage

.something else had gone besides Tremaine. That

something was the round black puck which now was

slithering up the ice, half hidden by the propelling

stick. That on-looker was Hilda Lynde.

Strange to say, she felt no wish to cheer, to cry out

in exultation. Instead, she felt herself grow stiflf and

taut, as »f her body answered to the tension of her

nerves, almost, indeed, as if the play were something

she herself had made. Silent, a little pale, she watched

the play through to its finish. She saw the others wlicn

at last they discovered where the puck had gone, heard

the plaudits of the frenzied audience, saw the hot pur-

suit, the blocking, saw Tremaine dodge to and fro,

seeking a safe outlet for his hard-won prize, saw the

swift pass, the swifter return and then, the crowning

moment of the whole, saw the puck go flying straight

across the goal, straight across the broken tie. And it

was the second time Tremaine had made a goal, that

night.

Breathless and a little bit hysterical, she leaned back

in her seat for a moment, while she lent a vacantly
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smiliiij; attention to Gerrans's ecstatic babble in her

cars. Then she rallied and bent forward hastily.

Tremaine came skating slowly down the ice. his face

giowinj^ and his eyes raised to whore she sat above him.

Smiling, plowing in return, she nodded and waved her

Tnuir. He nodded back again, and lifted his stick in

brief salute, so intent upon the girl above that he neither

saw nor heeded the red-sweatered giant who came

.skating slowly backwards towards his goal.

It seemed to Hilda that the thud of the falling body

ra(kt'd the rafters overhead. It seemed to her many
hours that Tremaine lay there, still, before he was sur-

rounded, lifted, carried, a limply .sagging body, away

across the ice. All around her there was a babel of re-

gret and consternation, for Tremaine had many friends

scattered through the balcony, and even strangers

had grown to care for him in watching his plucky play.

Hilda alone sat silent, her straining eyes fixed on the

huddled group, now pushing their way through the

crowd that fringed the ice, to vanish in the dressing-

room beyond. Then, when the door shut behind them,

she sank back, .still silent, still strangely apathetic.

Clerrans and Fordyce already had gone leaping down
the stairs to fight their way across the crowd in search

of news. (Jerrans was back almost at once; he knew
the length of minutes in a case like this.

"It 's not as bad knock-out as it looked, Allie," he

said reassuringly, as he bent above ihem. "Of course,

he can't play out the match. Still, he 's won it for them,

all the .same. I don't imagine it will amount to much,

in the long run. It took him suddenly and when he

was standing still, not looking for it, so he went down
like a log. It stunned uim for the minute; but it's
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not at all the fall it would have been, if they had been

skating at top .s()eed." As he Mpoke, he slid into his

former seat. "Here comes the substitute," he added.

as the whistle sounded.

Where is Mr. Fordyce?" Hilda asked, only half

rea.ssured by the words of (ierrans.

*'IIe said he'd stay down there, and look out for

Tremaine a bit. It 's not as if he were quite one of the

team, you know; he needs a little more dainty handling

than they are used to."

"And you truly think he isn't badly iurt?" she

urged him.

He turned his honest, friendly eyes full on her.

"I truly do. Miss Lynde. Else, do you think I *d be

sitting here with you ?" And, this time, his tone carried

full conviction.

Nevertheless, Hilda gained no im| '\ssion from the

final moments of the play, pa'd not tla- slightest heed

to the outcome of the score, li stead, she was only

conscious of a blind rage at the inexorable way the

match went on. hetMlless of (he fallen, a futile fury at

the spectators who, oblivious of their hero of a quarter-

hour l)efore, were now shrieking just as lustily over the

next man to show his mettle. It was not that she was
so much alarmed about Tremaine; rather than that,

she was jealous at the swift passing of his hold upon
the crowd.

After .vards, the match over, there was the short

walk homeward through the otherwise deserted streets,

beneath the vivid canopy of a purplish-pink auroru that

arched the heavens from rim to rim, and met m a

huge, puckered centrepiece just at the zenith. Late

as it was, a good two hours past midtiighl, v^illiuul

1
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discussion they all ent home with Allison to whom,

it 1j«1 l)een ha-slily .ipreed, Fordyce should bring the

latest news, once Tremaine was comfortably settled.

It was a lonp ln)ur before Fordyce came, an hour

while the first careless chatter slowly gave way before

the many 'inxious pauses. When he did come, his

news was not too good.

"He 's over the worst of things now." Fordyce made

his report. "He came out of his faint and then, to

everyb.Klv's surprise, he went back into it again. The

doctor says that 's nothing especially alarming, thou^'h,

just a result of the pain. The other moose landed on

top of him and Iwisted back his hand. It strained

the cords a good deal, and i racked the wrist bone—
nothing serious nor lasting, but blastedly uncomfortable

while it does last. 1 waited till they got the ambulance

and packed him off to the hospital, and then I came

on here to tell you, .«»o you could go to bed in peace."

The chorus of lamcii 'ng pity lasted long. It was in-

terrupted at length by u rrans.

"Poor old r^a; i' 'e said slowly. "I am sorry."

And his voice -r oat the statement of his words.

•*So he 's down at the Jeffrey Hale?"

Fordyce .>l'Ook his head.

"No," he answ',red briefly. "He insisted on being

taken to the Hotel-Dieu; the ambulance has just gone

down Palace Hill."

•^here came a little silence. Then Gerrans whistled

lo\>

.

"1 f deuce !" he said. "Now what do you suppose

that's for?"

11



CHAPTER THIRTEEN

THE next afternoon, directly after luncheon, Don
and Hilda, straying aimlessly along the Ram-

parts, came not altogether by chance around the corner

of the massive gray front of the Hotel-Dieu.

Don started up the steps.

" Now we 're here," he said ;
" we may as well go in

and ask for Tremainp."

Hilda demurred.

"What 's the use, Don? You telephoned over, just

this mornins."

"No matter if I did. It won't do any hurt to ask,

and it does n't look quite decent to pass by on the other

side. Jove! " Don whistled, as he looked up at the

heavy walls above him. "I 'd hate it to be shut up in-

side this fortress. It 's any amount stronger than the

Citadel."

And Don spoke truly, Ibeit the strength was meas-
ured by such different units.

"Well, coming?" he asked, pausing half way up the

steps.

' 't looks so foolish," Hilda demurred again.

"It looks a lot more foolish, though, for you to sit

about outside, while I go in. Besides, I 'm only going
to the door," he argued.

Hilda laughed. Then she yielded to his utterly il-

logical argument and went up the steps behind him, a
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dainty figure of modernity in her rich fur and feathers,

ajrainst the grim and massy setting of the portal.

Inside the door was a tiled vestibule, furnished with

a directory of doctors, a bell button, a sliding panel,

and not much else. Don eyed the impressive directory

askance.
" Poor old Tremaine ! Do you suppose he has to be

cured by all that retinue of duffers?" he queried, with

a flippant sort of pity. " It 's enough to make a fellow

give up the ghost, just the feeling he 's invalided in

such competent hands. The Jeffrey Hale was bad

enough; but that was casual, beside this thing. From

the look of this, you 'd have to be guaranteed dangerous,

before they 'd let you in here. I say, shall we ring the

bell, or pound on that trap-door thing?"

"Both, one with each hand," Hilda advised him,

"Do hurry up, Don. This place smells of sudden

death."

Don pointed to the panel.

"They provide their way of escape, though," he

assured her. "Well, here goes!" And he smote the

button of the bell with all the vigour of a well-gloved

thumb.

"I hate hospitals," Hilda made soliloquy; "and I

think, just as a matter of principle, that I hate nuns.

They give me gooseflesh in my shoulder blades. I do

hope poor Mr. Tremaine won't be here long; it makes

me creepy-crawly to think that any one I know is

shut— "

But the panel slid aside, and a woman's face, white-

capped and smiling, appeared within the opening.

"You wish?" she said interrogatively, wasting no

time in preliminary French.

, -r 1 -.vi I-
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Don's hat came off with a sweeping flourish.

"To ask for Mr. Tremaine, madame."
Without answer, the woman stepped aside and out

of view. An instant later, the main door swung open,
to disclose a little nun, white-robed from head to heel,
save for the long black veil covering her head and
flowing softly down across her shoulders. Again Don's
hat flew off, this time to stay, and his eyes and lips

lighted with a sunny smile of liking.

The nun smiled back in answer. How could she
help herself, indeed, with Donald Rhodes before her ?

"You wish to see Monsieur Tremaine?" she asked
him, in the purest French.

"Not to see him." Don felt singularly at ease be-
fore the tiny little woman, dainty as a Paris doll. "We
were passing, my cousin and I, and we called to find
out how he was."

"But it is the hour for visits," the nun said tenta-
tively.

"I know, but— Really, you see, he only came in,

last night; this morning, rather. He would n't be able
to see us," Don assured her.

"It is pos.sible," the nun made guarded answer,
rather as if Don, and not she herself, were urgent for
the inter\iew. "I will send for Sister St. Saba. She
is in charge of the case. Please come this way." And,
before Don could stop her. she was trotting down the
shining, spotless corridor, leaving them to sit side by-

side u|)on the slippery haircloth sofa of the general
waiting-room, while she departed to send a messenger
in search of Tremaine's attendant nun.
The messenger found the attendant nun l)usy with

Tremaine's wrist. In fact, it was strange how* much
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of the time Sister St. Saba had thought it necessary to

devote to the injured wrist, since she had been wakened

from sound sleep, the night before, and put in charge

of the case. It would not be a long case, the doctor

told her in the hall outside; but. while it lasted, it

would need the most faithful, skilful care, else there

might be consequences later on. Tlu- doctor knew

Tremaine slightly; like everybody else, though, who

had lived long in the city, he knew liini well by repu-

tation, and he liked all that he knew. For that rea-

son, he had made an especial point of having Sister

St. Saba on the case, knowing full well the quality of

the care that she would give him.

Sister St. Saba had listened, her arms crossed inside

her wide white sleeves and her veiled head nodding

gravely to the points of his in.st ruction. H»t eyes

glittered a little feverishly, it .seemed to him ;
bii» that

was only to be expected in a woman, just draggH out

of heavy sleep and told to dress and go on duty as ^oon

as possible. Else, she was quite unruffled, quite un-

disturbed in spirit by the breaking of her rest. Her

vows had settled that, long years before. Nervousness

was not for her, nor petulance, nor yet plea of fatigue.

Her place was not in l)ed and resting; it was beside the

sick, to give them what care she could. And it was

wonderful care that she did give. Tremainc's own

mother could not have touched the injured wrist with

gentler, more pitiful fingers ; his own mother could not

have settled him down for the scanty remainder of the

night with a more friendly, careful unconcern which,

taking thought at every point for his comfort, yet at no

point collided with his masculine hatred of seeming to

like the being coddled. Strong and steady as a man.

m
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gentle as a woman, sexless, vet nirioiisly personal in all

h^r interest in what conct: vd his comfort and his

accident. Sister St. Saba's care .seemed filling all the

room, as imperceptible as the oxygen about them, but

as vigorously ' trengthening.

Next morning, over breakfast, she lingered to talk a
little.

"It was a bad fall you had, Bernon; but a good
escape," she told him. "A little more, and your hockey
\V()\ild have been ended for all time."

" Really .=' But it was n't so bad as that," he objected.

"The other chap just sat down on top of me; that was
all there was aboul it."

"Except his .size and yours, and the angle of his

fall," Sister St. Saba corrected, with a smile. "Bernon,
why will you play the ugly game.'"

His mind went swiftly backward over the details of

the previous night; the packed and shrieking galleries,

the glistening sheet of ice, the flying puck, the straining,

struggling players, and finally Hilda's face, flushed

with excitement and suffused with happy pride. Then
he glanced down at his bandaged wrist. It ached,

ached with a vehemence which no amount of mentality

could ignore or down. And yet, it had been well worth
the while.

" It 's not the game," he defended it promptly. "The
same thing might have hap[)ened on any street corner

in town."

The nun smiled quietly. She saw no need to

.strengthen her argument by telling him of his manv,
many predecessors who had been brought inside this

Imiiding. Instead, —
"You find your breakfast right?" she asked, the
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while she bent forward and. with a motherly, com-

fortable sort of touch, pushed the tray a bit nearer to

his hand.

He smiled back at her boyishly.

"Have n't you always told me that, if the time should

ever come, you would take care of me 't
" he reminded

her. " You 're having your innings now. and you a[>-

pear to be making the most of them. Il 's the merest

chance that I am here, though. They nearly had me

lugged off to the Jetirey Hale, before I came to my
senses enough to stop them."

"And what then?" There was a little catch in

Sister St. Saba's breath.

Tremaine eyed her jocosely from above his half-

empty cup of coffee.

"Merely that I did come to my sen.ses, and that I

did stop them," he told her coolly. "It was an old,

old promise, you know. I made it too long ago to

break it now. Moreover." he paused, until the cup was

quite empty; "I su.spect that 1 should have broken out

of bed down there, and walked away over here, with all

the staff rushing after me; that is, if I had n't come to

my senses in time to keep them from packing me off

down there. N( ; not any more, thank you. It 's very

good, though." He settled bjwk against his pillows,

looking up at her with eyes that, although merry, were

yet a little thoughtful. "Do you suppose," he asked

abruptly then ;
" that, after all this time, I 'd have let

anybody else fuss over me but you ?"

Under the nun's skin, delicately white between the

white linen bands that framed it round, the blood rose,

warm and pink.

"Thank you, Bernon," she said very gently. "You



168

If

r

;§^

OVER THE QUICKSANDS

mfjii-

*:

are loyal to me; you always have been." Then she
rose, bustling a little, to dismiss the slight hush that
lay around them. " Now the tray ? You have finished ?

Very well. And now the aching wrist. Let me see
what I can do."

Later, the doctor came. Later, there was the room
to set in order from his visit. Later still, there was
the helping Tremaine to get himself inside his proper
raiment without damage to the invalided wrist. It was
nearly noon, before Sister St. Saba could sit down
beside him and have another bit of chat.

"Tell me," she said then, as she took a chair, and
then clasped her small, capable hands l)eneath her
sleeves; "is it a happy winter vou are having, Ber-
non?"

"Very." The fervour of his accent surprised them
both.

"Even with this ?" She pointed to the wrist.

Again his mind went rushing backward, to rest upon
the picture of a flushed and eager face, with lambent,
pale brown eyes and smiling lips, a face which seemed
gleaming down u{)on him from beneath its frame of
soft, dark feathers. Then he smiled.

" Even with this." he told her.

As sometimes happens, her next words touched,
albeit indirectly, upon the focus of his thoughts.

"Tell me." she asked again, smiling apologetically
at her own discursiveness; "have you ever heard again
from the young American, your last-fall friend.*"

"Surely, yes." Tremaine's nod gave accent to his
words "He is here now; he has been, for the last

three weeks."

The nun's full .sleeves shook a little. Then, freeing
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one hand, she i)rushed away a possible bit of dust.

That done, she clasped her hands once more.

"Here in Quebec again? What is he doing here

again so soon .' " she queried carelessly.

Tremaine laughed.

"Enjoying himself immensely. Sister St. Saba.

This time, he has his cousin with him."

But, with all a nun's equivalent for haste, Sister St.

Saba had started to her feet.

"What will you think of me as nurse!" she said

hurriedly. "It is past the time for me to do your

wrist."

Tremaine balked a little.

"Sit still and amuse me," he objected. "It feels

better now, better than it has done at all, and the doc-

tor said that once in two hours now would be enough."

"After this noon." The correction came from Sister

St. Saba's lips with a slow inflection which allowed no

argument. "It is not yet noon." And, drawing up

her chair, she fell to work upon the bandaged wrist,

while Tremaine gritted his teeth and bore the resultant

misery with what pluck he was able. "There," she said

at length, as, with fingers which never once had faltered,

.she laid back the injured wrist upon its cushion; "I

think that will be better still. And now we may resume

our talk a little, unless it tires you. No .' You feel no

need to rest before your dinner ? You young men are

strange, strange patients. You need a great amount of

killing, before you will admit that you are feeling ill."

It seemed to Tremaine that her laugh was a little

tremulous.

He sought to reassure her.

"I 'm hard as nails. Sister St. Saba, strong as an ox.

I I
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A man can't be very ill, just from a little strain to his

wrist."

"Little! We nurses know what is the pain of in-

juries, and where."

Tremainc laughed outright. His masculine mirth

sounded strangely out of keeping with his whole en-

vironment; above all. with the religious garb and

bearing of his nurse.

" I rather thought I was the one to know that. Sister

St. Saba. At least, it does n't leave me much room for

doubt. But, I say," he added, as a new thought struck

him; "have n't you some other patients to look after?

Really, there is no especial sense in my monopolizing

you like this."

She flushed a little.

' No one needs me just at present. I>ater, it may be."

Then she returned to the subject of their interrupted

talk. ".\nd your friend, Mr. Rhodes: do you see him
often?" she inquired.

"Every day or so,"

"And — and his cousin, 'oo?'*

Tremaine nodded.

"They are in things a good deal, up here," he added
in explanation of his nod.

"And you like her; like her, that is, as well as you

do him?" she queried carelessly, while once more she

buried her hands from sight within her s''~eves.

Then she unclasped them hastily. ' "red from her

outward calm by her astonishment at ',ue new. eager

light which had flashed into Tremaine's rather inex-

pressive face.

" Like lier ! Yes !" he said, with an abandonment of

enthusiasm which came more than a little out of his

I ft
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reaction from the nen'e strain of the night before.

" One does n't see so many girls like her."

The nun's eyes flickered. Tremaine. watching, won-

dered if she too shared in the potential jealousies said

to be the unfailing heritage of the eternal woman. Then

he dismissed the idea as absurd.

"Is she so pretty?" Sister St. Saba wa.s asking him.

"After a fashion, yes. " Tremaine showed his pos-

session of the unfailing heritage of the eternal man by

the way he was obviously floundering about in his own

mind, seeking terms in which to describe the object of

his admiration. Prudently he abandoned the attempt.

"You see. she's so all-round jolly," he con.l.ded

lamely. Then he added, by way of postscript t«. hJ''

lame conclusion. " Al lea.st, she is n't always jolly, y^u

know. In fact, it 's when she stops and turns serious

that you like her h^st of all."

Sister St. Saba rose. During her years of nursing,

she had had enough experience of mankind to feel

assured that nothing more definite was to be expected

from Bernon Tremaine upon the subject of their dis-

cussion. Accordingly, she explained to Tremaine that

her other duties called her. She went away to perform

those duties; but she was back again at dinner time,

bringing his tray.

She lingered beside him while he ate and drunk,

lingered to talk a little afterwards ; this time, not about

the visiting Americans, but about the match, the night

before, about his fall. Then, going yet farther i>ack,

she asked about his work in the town oflBce and, earlier,

in the field. That she had been a woman of education

and of kn(»wledge of the world, before she took her

vows of cloisterhood, was shown by every acceut, eveiy

!
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direct, poignan ']uestion. And Tremaine answered
her quite as directly, forj^tting his aching wrist in the

man's delight at talking shop, at lingering on the con-

i^nial details of a well-loved profession.

At last, however. Sister St. Saba rose to remove the

tray, glanced at her watch and then once more seated

herself beside the invalid and fell to work upon the

cracked bone and the strained ligaments. Just as the

new bandage was in place, a knock sounded on the o[K'n

door.

"Sister St. Saba?" said a gentle voice.

Sister St. Saba went outside the doorway. There
was a half-whisf)ered colloquy; then she came back
and stood upoii le threshhold.

"There are some friends of yours in the waiting-

room," she .said. "They called to ask for you. The
porter thought you might perhaps care to see

them."

"Did they send their names.'" he queried.
" No names at all. They appeared not to expect to

see you." The accent was still tentative.

"Men, of course; or were they—" His rather

shamefaced laugh completed his unspoken phrase.

"One of each," the nun answered composedly.

He cast a hasty glance around the spotless room,
cast another glance down across his person.

"Am I fit for visitors?" he queried. "All right,

then, send them up. please. It 's probably Gerrans
and Allison Carhart," he added, more to himself than
to ihe retreating petticoats of Sister St. Saha.

Sister St. Saba heard, however. All through her long
acquHuiljiuce with Bernon Tremaine, she had heard his

talk u'oiied tliickly with these two familiar names; and
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now, chiefly for that reason, she went herself to summon
them. On the threshold of the waiting-room, she

paused an instant to look at the bearers of the names,

curious, as one always is curious, to compare one's

mental picture with the vital fact. So soft had been the

padding of her felt shoes on the floor that neither Hilda

nor Don had heard her coming; and she could stand

there at her leisure and watch them, unawares.

No Canadians the.se. she told herself, even at her first

glance. These were AiiK-ricans, unmistakably Ameri-

cans. She knew it, although as yet she could s«'e only

their backs, as they stood si< ' side before the win-

dow, talking quietly together while they looked

down into the snowy street below. She recognized

their nationality by instinct, the same instinct which,

only a moment later, brought to her mind the realiza-

tion ttiat she was in the room with Donald Rhoties and

his cousm Hilda Lynde. the two friends of whom
Tremaine had been speaking, only an hour or so ago.

So this girl who stood before her, a fluffy silhouette

against the vivid light outside, so this was the girl

who —
Sister St. Saba shut her lips together hard and tight,

while .she lifted one hand, to rest it heavily against the

casing of the door. For a moment, she stood there,

silent, passive, her eyes upon the ground, her other

hand shut upon the silver cross which always hung

about her neck from the same black cord of ribbon.

Then, breathing a little heavily, as if from her recent

haste to meet them, she dropped her hands and stepped

across the threshold.

"You wished to see Mr. Tremaine?" she asked

quietly.

I

i
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At the sound of the low contralto voice, Hilda turned

about abruptly, and, for a moment, they stood there in

silent contemplation, each of the other. Women both,

they were; otherwise, the contrast was too great for

words. The one was young, ardent, dressed in the

richest fabrics made in the latest fashion, her soft

hair framing her laughing face, hei clothing rustling

softly as she moved, exhaling that mysterious flavour

which is far too faint and evanescent to be called per-

fume. The other was older, more quiet by reason of

her years and by reason of her sacred vows, her face

unlined and peaceful, save for the unwonted fluctuating

colour in the cheeks, the hair concealed beneath the coif

and veil, and the figure covered with the soft, full white

folds, unchanging and unchanged for hard upon three

centuries. Face to face they halted, each gazing into

the other's pale brown eyes, contrasted, almost as if in

opposition, the one the embodiment of turbulent young

question, the other of the peaceful answer, halted and

gazed at each other for the space of an instan*, imper-

ceptible to Don, seemingly endless to each other. Then

their eyes dropped apart again. Their wordless mes-

sage had been given, and received.

Hilda drew a short, quick breath. She felt as if she

had been face to face with an experience whose meaning

she had failed totally to grasp. Then she set the feel-

ing down to nerves, in part relic of the night before, in

part result of the unfamiliar contact with womanhood

within a holy garb. Smiling, she stepped forward with

a blithe little nod of her head which set the full black

plumes to dancing softly.

" You are the nurse ? " she asked. " We stopped just

to ask for Mr. Tremaine, my cousin and I; that was
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all." Under the steady scrutiny of those pale brown

eyes before her, the girl was fast losing her wonted ease.

Instead, she grew incoherent, apologetic. "Truly, we

had n't any idea of asking to see him. We would not

have thought of intruding. How is he, to-day?"

"Much better. He sent me down to say he would

like to see you."
" And we '11 not tire him ? Is he really able, do you

think?" In her eagerness, Hilda forgot the nun, and

once more spoke naturally. "What do you think,

Don? Would we better go?"

Sister St. Saba smiled. The smile softened the

curious intentness of her gaze.

"Not when he expects you?" she questioned. "It

would be better to spend a few moments with him. In

fact, he needs some help to pass the time."

Hilda fell into step beside the nun, leaving Don to

follow as he would. Curiously enough, her long-held

notion of her inherent antipathy to nuns had vanished

utterly. HoT«r could one feel antipathy, in fact, to any-

thing so sweet and womanly as was this charming

bundle of white serge, with the winning smile and the

pure contralto voice ? As they rounded the angle of

the corridor, Hilda pressed a trifle closer to the white

serge folds. This woman might be celibate, might

have passed all her life within the cloister; but woman

she was, and mother, to the very core of her being.

Hilda longed to touch her, to caress her, not with a kiss

of righteousness and peace, but with an honest, human

hug. She curbed the longing sharply. Nuns were not

in the world to be treated so summarily as that.

"How long will Mr. Tremaine be laid up? she

asked as casually as she was able.
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Again the nun's smile lighted both their faces, her

own with kindliness, Hilda's Mnth reflected pleasure.

" Only for a few days, a week at most. He will need

to be careful though, for a long, long time. A crack

like that is worse than many breaks. Here is his room."

And, with a little gesture of dismissal. Sister St. Suba
stood aside and allowed them to pass in before her.

Out in the corridor, she lingered for a moment, lin-

gered just long enough to hear Tremaine's voice ring

out in enthusiastic greetin;^ Then, her fingers once

more shut upon the cross, she turned away and went

softly down the empty corridor, turned again and
came into the dim, incense-laden choir.

There she knelt long before the great high altar, her

pale brown eyes fixed unseeingly upon the sculptured

figure of the Man of Sorrows.



ler

ba

in-

jce

;nt

nd

ler

ed

CHAPTER FOURTEEN

HOWEVER, notwithstanding Sister St. Saba's

dictum, Tremaine absolutely refused to be care-

ful for a long, long time.
^

"What's the use?" he objected to one of Hildas

strictures on the subject.

" Prudence. In other words, selfishness."

His eyes showed h=s amusement.

"Sister St. Saba would say I was more selfish to

ignore consequences for the sake of the present good

times."

Hilda shrugged her shoulders.

" No ; she would n't. That 's only what she has done,

herself; and the consequences in her case are much

more selfish ones. A stiff wrist would be your own

concern; the ties that she snapped, when she went

inside that prison - Remember, I think she is charm-

ing- I only repine that all that charm should be wasted

-all those ties probably left ends tra.ling out over all

sorts of other people. She is the living embodiment of

peace; but what about the others?"

"Likely they are, too," Tremaine assured her, with

crisp brevity. „
" Not likely in the least," she contradicted him. 1 tie

balance always swings on a middle point of average.

When one end is down at rest, the other kicks up in the

12
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air. Don't laugh. I love my metaphor. Besides, it '8

based on fact. Your Sister St. Saba — "

" She 's not mine, Miss Lynde," he interrupted.
" Yours l)v right of discovery; at least, so far as I am

concerned, she insisted. " As I was about to say, your
Sister St. Saba is one of the most winning, most humanly
sympathetic women I have ever seen. I had always
hated the idea of nuns ; I saw her for about ten minutes,
and I became her abject slave. I 'd like to be ill, almost,
for V. i sake of having her to cuddle me. She would do
it, too. But, just because she is a woman of that very
sort, she must have left behind her all the greater gap
in her family. The question is, had she a right to
doit?"

"Perhaps she had n't any family." Tremaine'.« eyes
were fixed upon his wrist where an edge of bandage still

showed beneath his cuff.

" Most people do," Hilda argued flippantly.

Then the yellow eyes, lifted slowly from the wrist to
rest upon her face, brought home to the girl the untruth
of her own words.

" Except myself," she corrected herself in haste.
" And myself, even more so," he added gravelv.
"You?" Her voice showed her surprise.

"Did n't you know it?"

"How should I?"
"I thought some one would have told you; Miss

Carhart, or — "

Her chin rose a little proudly.
" Mr. Tremaine, it 's not my habit to listen to gossip

about my friends."

" I beg your pardon." He spoke rather curtly. Then
he fell silent, his eyes upon the carpet.
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At first, Hilda decided to allow him to keep up his

silence as long as ever he chose. There was no especial

sense in his sudden lapses into taciturnity. If this one

were intended to rebuke her for her answer, she would

show him that rebukes fell flat on undeserving inio-

cence. She maintained the silence for a full five min-

utes, maintained it while a group of midwinter tourists

made deliberate appraisal of the furnishings of the

-oom, feeling the palms to see if they were cellulose

or calico, kneeling up on the chairs to peer at the

pictures that hung above, playing a few bars of The

Holy City upon the grand piano and bestowing, the

while, frequent and furtive glances at the man and

maid, sitting together in the great curved wind«)w seat.

Then, when the five minutes were at an end and the

tourists had vanished in the distance, Hilda yielded to

her curiosity, cloaking it, though, beneath a veil of

gentle consideration for her comrade.

"I sometimes gossip with my friends, though," she

assured him quietly.

His face did not light. Rather, it grew more

grave.
" I ought not to have spoken. Miss Lynde," he said

slowly. "I am afraid I must confess that I have been

gossiping with Miss Carhart. She told me something

about your own history. Really, though," he looked

up gravely into her smiling eyes ;
" it was not just out

of careless gossip that she told me. It was because,

after a fashion, your story is so much like mine."

"Yours? Truly, I did n't know. Tell me; that is,

if you 're willing," she bade him instantly.

He started to speak. Then impatiently he rose and

stood looking down at her.



180 OVER THE QUICKSANDS

ml

I

"Do you mind coming for a walk outside?" he
asked abruptly. "This place always smothers me a
little, when I get in earnest about things. It 's only fit

for evening clothes and after-dinner nonsense, not for

honest talk. Do you mind a little walk ? The after-

noon is perfect and — and I can tell you better, once
I 'm on my ' and moving."

She hesit only for an instant. Then, as she saw
the look in his eyes, intent and somewhat appealing,

she excused herself and went to get her hat and coat.

On the way to her room, she swiftly put together the

main items of the message sb" would telephone to Don
and Ethel Cameron, the oti messages she would send
to Fordyce and to Gervase Gerrans.

Once out in Louis Street, however, and in the throng
of pleasure-seekers bound, like themselves, to make the

most of the crispy afternoon, the talk was necessarily

scrappy and of minor interests : of the present stave of

Tremaine's wrist, of the way he was spending his time,

now that his five-day imprisonment was at an en
'

official draughtsmanship and correspondence as y>

possible, of the approaching skating carnival in wi \

he still insisted upon taking part, with Hilda as Lit

partner.

"You promised, you know," he had reminded her,

that first day in the hospital. " You say you always keep
your promises."

" Not when they involve the ruin of my friends," she

had protested.

"No ruin about it. I don't skate with my wrists,

Miss Lynde. I generally prefer to use my ankles," he
assured her.

" But if you should fall again — "
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" I am sorry you have so bad an opinion of my skat-

ing," he interrupted her.

"You might, though; and, if you did, no one knows

what would happen. Do be a sensible man, and give

up the crazy idea," she besought him.

" I am sensible." he corrected. " That 's why I cling

to the idea. Miss Lynde: to the idea of your skating

with me, that is. They want me to lead some of the

figures. I promised I would. There 's no real reason

against it, and it is too late for anybody else to learn

the order of the thing. I am going to .skate, anyway ;
it

will do no harm, unless I have some crazy-headed girl

as partner who forgets to look out a little for my dam-

aged wrist."

" But — "

With quiet masterfulness, he had prevented her

uttering the objection.

' And you are sure to remember it. Miss I^ynde," he

had added. Then he had turned back to Don.

To-day, the argument had renewed itself, for the

carnival was only three days off, and Tremaine insisted

that it was time for them to take to the ice once more,

to give their agility and their memories a final polishing,

in preparation for the intricate figures which they were

to lead. Hilda objected, objected all the way out Louis

Street. Then she yielded, not so much to Tremaine's

insistence as to the breathless perils of their slippery

tramp down the long hills that lead into Saint

Roch's.

"Oh, anything you say, anything," she consented;

"only do be careful not to sprain your wrist on this

awful sidewalk. Do please be a little careful, and not

tear along in this insane fashion."

l:
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Instantly he shortened step.

"I hefr your pardon," he apologized. "Then we 'II

con.sider it as settled, once for all."

" Yes, if you insist on doing it, yourself. I suppose I

shall be as careful as anybody, not to cling to your hand
at critical moments. I don't approve, though; not in

the least. Still,
—

" She paused to straighten up her

toque, dislodged a little by the .speed of their descent,

and Tremaine noted, with a m.Tn's b« lated attention to

detail, that it was the same red toque she had been
wearing, that far-off day upon the ice. How remote it

seemed to liim now, as remote in mood as in mere pass-

ing time " Still," Hilda was saying in his ears ;
" I am

not so sure the rink is any more deadly than tho.se last

steps. It passes ray comprehension how you natives

can go .scudding dowi. them at full speed, with
your whole attention fixed on the surrounding land-

scape."

He laughed; but he made no answer, while he
turned eastward, turned again and led the way out Rue
du Pont. They were on the long, open stretch of bridge,

before he spoke again. When he did speak, however,
from his words it was quite evident that Hilda's phrase
was still ringing in his ears.

"I'm not a native. Miss Lynde," he told her then.
" But I thought —

"

Again he interrupted, while he shook his head.

"No. But that is part of the story, the main part

of it."

"Not all, though." Hilda spoke slowly, a little at

a loss as to the answer she best would make.
He threw back his shoulders and took a deep, full

breath. Then he turned to her a bit more directly.

rji-ji:
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" No. I wish it were. The rest is n't so simple. I

don't mean to be eji^oti-stic, Miss Lyi^ c; but I can't

quite see how you've kept from hearing it before. I

may be just a little morbid; but it seems to me that

every stranger I meet here has been told about it, just

as he's been told about the Battle of the Plains. How-
ever, as you really don't appear to know, and as you

say you are interested
—" And he plunged into his

story.

He told it simply and in the barest outlines, told it

in an impersonally level voice, and with a total elision

of dramatic details. As he gave it to her, it was a mo.st

meagre record of an orphan baby boy, ignored by his

unknown people, abandoned by his nurse, left to grow

up as chance and his foster family might dictate. Then,

in the same impersonally level voice, he went on to

tell her of the growing-up, of school and university,

and of his early work in his profession. He spoke at

length of the kindness he had met on every hand; of

the training and care his foster family had given him

;

of his life-long intimacy with Gervase Gerrans and

Allison Carhart. Of the other side of it all: of the

loneliness, the mortification of feeling himself ut o^

and ignored as unworthy, of the agonies of complete

spiritual isolation he spoke no word. As far as Hilda's

understanding was concerned, however, there was no

need for words. It stood out in all the pauses, all the

reservations; it' spoke in all the things he did not say;

most of all, it came out in the face of the man beside

her, the stiffening lines about the lips and chin, the in-

tent and clouded eyes, dropj>ed for the most part to

the road before them, the occasional quick, furtive

glances at her face, to see if he could make out there

'mm- •^^ ' .>.-"i-« •*.-'U'. .?
'
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any hint of the compansion for which he would not

deign to ask.

And Hilda heard him out in silence, her teeth shut,

her hands clasped hard together within the shelter of

her muff. Early in his story, .she had found out she

could not trust her voice to speak. Later on, she dared

not meet his eyes, for fear he might discover the wet

glitter of her own. Instead, she held herself still,

silent, seemingly unconscious of the real tragedy to

which she listened. Some subtle sense had warned
the girl that Tremaine spoke out like this hut rarely;

that, although he was finding relief in his bald, hard-

spoken storj'. he would have shrunk back within him-
self at any sign of her emotion, would have dodged
away into hiding, man-fashion, at the least approach
to any spoken sentiment, however full of honest

sympathy.

The fact of his telling her the story she accepted as

the greatest com[)liment she ever had received. That
she might take it worthily was her one thought, her one
unuttered prayer. It was no small thing to have a
man such as she had found out Bernon Tremaine to

be, to have a man like that, at her coming, break down
the barriers of the years-long silence. It was no small

thing to feel that she was the one chosen to share the

confidence of such a man as that. For she was quite

aware that Tremaine realized that his gi-eater confi-

dences were made by his long, wordless pauses, not by
his spoken phrase. And Tremaine was a man, she

told herself a bit reluctantly, the while she listened, a
man not only to be admired and liked, but to be held

in all honour and, perhaps, some day — She checked
her thoughts abruptly, and, blushing scarlet, fixed them
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again upon the slow words falling on her ear. Because

Bernon Tremaine happened to be in a mood for turn-

ing his FaJ(> inside out before her eyes, there was no

especial reason she should become hysterical at the sight.

Other men had done it before now. Moreover, he was

not turning it inside out at all. Rather, he was cau-

tiously loosening the drawing strings ar ' iting her

to peep within, while he kept fast ho! ,1 the in-

teresting corners. Anyway, .sense or sense, she

would hold herself .steady, politely interested, but not

too sympathetic.

She did hold herself steady, too; though, as the

dreary little tale ran 01, it took all of her courage not

to break in with some ill-judged word of maudlin sym-

pathy. Much of the story she could understand out

of her own experience. Most of the rest of it she could

imagine, even though the comradeship of Don, the

careful oversight of her uncle, Stuart Rhodes, had

robbed her own life r' like horrors. Understanding

some, imagining the r she felt it all keenly, keenly

:

this utter, absolote iso .on of a human soul, for ever

longing for llic contacts denied to it by Fate. She

heard him to " n end, without making interruption;

and t. 'nd camo at last, and still it found her silent.

After a moment, though, the reward of her hard-won

silence followed. Tremaine spoke once more.

"Thank you for letting me tell it all out, and for not

trying to say things back again. Miss Lynde," he said.

" bo you know, this is the first time I ever have trusted

myself to put the story into words?"

She nodded silently. Then she cleared her throat

a little.

" No. I mean that I did n't know. But then, I did n't
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even know there was a story. Still, I think I can under-

stand your not — not caring to talk about it."

His eyes met her eyes directly. Meeting them, he

was surprised to see the hanging tears.

" I hope it has n't been too bad for you," he said, in

hasty contrition. "I suppose I was a selfish beast to

put you through it; but I had an idea you'd under-

stand about it all, and —

"

" And not so very many people do," she interrupted.

" No ; they don't. I 'm well aware of that."

"We both are. That was the reason, I suppose, I

told you. Of course, I had no notion that you could

know anything about it all, anything personal, that is,

until Allison told me about your talk, that day," he

said thoughtfully. "That is AUi .n all over. Miss

Lynde. Never once in all the time I 've known her

have we either of us said a word to the other, directly

bearing on this thing. And yet, in the nicest way you

can imagine, she told me all about your talk together.

Then she changed the subject and went off on some-

thing else. She woulc' have died a dozen deaths, rather

than point out to me that I might gain consolation from

finding my friends sailing along in the same boat ; but

she meant it, all the .same. And I do gain it, too," he

added a bit inconsequently.

However, Hilda understood him, despite his ellipsis.

"I am glad of so much," she said a little wistfully.

" It 's the first time I've felt that the bad side of things

could be of any use." Suddenly, and heedless of a

passing sleigh, she turned to face him. "I wonder,"

she said impulsively ;
" if this can be the reason, ever

since that first day on the ice-road, I have felt as if I

need n't annotate all my remarks to you. You 've

-r!T—TTrrarrfflBfr rrss
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seemed to have a trick of comprehending even the

things I did n't say."

Tremaine looked at her quickly, then with increasing

intentness. He started to speak, but checked himself.

He could not check, however, the sudden fire that

smouldered in his eves.

" I wonder," he assented simply, after a little pause.

"Perhaps it may be. Anyway — ?" And he held out

to her a hand which was not entirely steady.

Three nights later, society betook itself to the skat-

ing rink. This was less out of regard for the skating

club itself, than for the pet charity of the passing hour.

Skating carnivals were no new thing in the winter-

loving little city. Even this one, the most select as well

as the most elaborate one to be given in years, would

have commanded the slightest possible attention,

judged by itself alone. None the less, society was there,

and in its best array. Just as upon that other night,

not quite two weeks before, the gallery was full, full

the new balcony ; but the stripe of floor that edged the

ice was now given over, not to the gods deposed from

high Olympus, but to knots of gayly-clothed men and

women who sauntered to and fro, or stopped to talk

with others of their kind, waiting, the while, until the

skaters took the ice.

They came at last, a scant two score of them in all,

each one in vivid, dainty, or fantastic costume. Like

bevy of gay butterflies, they came swarming outa

across the ice, gliding aimlessly to and fro for a rest-

less, careless moment. Then, at the clashing of the

band hidden in a comer of the gallery above, they fell

into line and moved slowly onward : princes and cour-

tiers and ladies-in-waiting, harlequins and mortar-
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boarded students, Chinese and Scots, bats and fluffy

owls and flower girls, all in an evenly-spaced, slow-

moving line of brilliant co'ours. At the head of the

slow line, marked off from all the others by their ex-

treme simplicity, skated two figures dressed in crisp

and spotless white, Hilda Lynde and Bernon Tremaine.

Their costumes, pure white and glistening, would

have been enough to mark them out in any throng of

masqueraders ; but their perfect skating, their rhythmic

accord, each with the other's stroke, added tenfold to

the impression. The rest of the line might have come

together by chance and for the passing hour. These

two seemed partners foreordained from the beginning*

and a slight murmur of applause followed them, while

they circled slowly round and round the rink, their

hands clasped, their eyes meeting, their bodies sw; v-

ing to the long, strong stroke, swaying to the languorous

lilt of the unseen band in the gallery above. At the head

of the ice, they paused, bowed, and then parted, to go

their separate ways, each followed by his destined line

of skaters. They met, and passed, and met again,

their pulses throbbing with excitement, while their

eyes flashed greeting, as they met and passed. They

met again, and parted, to go weaving in and out through

all the complex figures of the march, until at last their

fingers once more came together and rested, clasped,

for yet another circuit of the ice. And, by now, the

lights, and the lazy lilt of the unseen band, and the

long, rhythmic stroke had increased the thrill which

told itself through meeting eyes and clasping fingertips,

until their very pulses seemed to mingle in one strong

current of excitement, until each in the other's eyes

had power to blot out all the rest of the pretty scene
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around them. And, meanwhile, those of the on-lookers

who knew Bernon Tremaine the best, were filled

with wonder at the fire that had leaped up into

his yellow eyes, at the grave happiness written on his

face.

The final waltz before the intermission came to its

tardy end at last, and the tide set strongly towards the

tearoom. Hilda hung back a little, though, away

from the moving throng.

"Not for a minute, please!" she begged. "I want

time to come down to earth again. It all has been so

pretty, with the costumes and the lights and the dear

Oh, Canada! that I can't bear to descend to tea and

sugary cakes just yet. Do you mind ?"

The question was needless. Tremaine's face alone

might have assured her that he was in a mood not to

mind anything she was likely to suggest. His answer,

though, came promptly.

"Tea would be entirely out of harmony with things.

Miss Lynde. Let's skate about the ice a bit, before we

go up-stairs."

Laughing, she held out her hand to his.

"Come, then. Unless," her sudden flush betrayed

contrition at her selfish lack of thought for his comfort

;

"unless your wrist needs rest. I quite forgot that you

were still a semi-invalid."

But, fired by the rhythmic, swaying dances, fired

by the tingling pulses of their meeting, clasping fingers,

heedless of his injured wrist, heedless, too, of his life-

long rule of strict repression, he seized her hand in his,

seized it masterfully, even a little roughly. His face

had paled, and his breath came short, as if he had been

running, while he made curt answer,—

ll
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"Tired! Not of this, Miss Lynde. I'd be content

with Fate, if only it would keep it up for ever."

And Hilda, skating beside him, felt his hand grow

icelike in the clasp of her own strong, warm fingers.

Strange to say, however, she was conscious of no

especial wonder at the sudden change.

SWWI



CHAPTER FIFTEEN

I
LIKE to eat," Hilda said sententiously ; "not be

fed with a spoon and u. poki „ n^refing-r In

other words— Yes, Don; thank you very much—
in plain Saxon, then, I like to talk with interesting

people, not sit in a row and be talked at,"

"In plain Saxon, then, you're not going to the lec-

ture, to-night?" Don interpreted her words.

Hilda shook her head.

"Not unless I am afflicted with a sudilen wave of

insomnia," she said perversely.

Fordyce clasped his hands upcn the fur rug that

covered their knees, and scowled malignly at his un-

offending thumbs.
" I think I rather agree with Miss Lynde," he said.

"You usually do," Allison reminded him unkindly.

"That is, wh' n I want your backing in an argument."

But Fordyce pursued his own line of thought, heed-

less of interruptions.

"Lectures are the ultimate resource of t! poverty-

stricken in mind," he remarked, with profe. aal rel-

ish of his own high-sounding phrase.

Don applauded.

"Beautiful ! I could n't have said it better, Fordyce.

The only trouble is that you have left it a bit vague.

Which of the contracting parties is the one you mean ?"

I
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"Both," Fordyce made unexpectc ' answer. "The

lecturer generally is the chap whose seething brain can

get no other outlet. The audience is made up of the

chaps who can't take in any but predigested foods."

"As I was saying," Hilda went on, as soon as there

was pause; "I'm much obligv.J for your " >vitation,

Allison; but no power on earth would reduce me to

the ignominy of accepting it. If you want to ask your

history man to dinner, and put me next to him, that's

quite another matter. Otherwise, I absolutely refuse

to listen to him."

"The question is," Fordyce interpolated; "is Miss

Carhart going to listen to him, either ?
"

Allison defended herself.

"I thought, in case Miss Lynde cared to go
—

" she

was beginning.

"Going and listening are by no means synonymous

terms," Fordyce reminded her.

But Hilda interrupted.

" I don't," she said flatly. " I decline to be improved.

At least, I'm past improvement, and it would be too

bad for you to waste your efforts. Take Don."

"Delighted!" Don made quick assent. "Only,

you tcnow, I'm quite beyond the need of being im-

proved. I learned all about the Battle of the Plains,

when I was still in knickerbockers. 'Sissy pants,' we

used to call them, I remember," he added reminiscently.

"They were wide in the knees, in those days. Be-

sides, you Canadians do harp— What's the row,

Fordyce?"

"Merely that you Americans are all so beastly

bookish," the little lawyer told him candidly.

But Don made quick correction.

9ei
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"No," he said; "as a matter of Uct we are n't.

onl' Hke to have people think we are."

Fordyce opce more addressed his thumb.

"I get a great deal of interest, watching you,

offered observation.

It was not entirely plain to whom his remark was

addressed. Don accordingly received it in silence.

Fordyce raised his spectacled eyes, and drove the mat-

ter home.

"You, I mean, Rhodes," he said.

"Do you?" Don queried calmly. "T'
,,

pardon,

then. I thought you were expounding at your major

digit."

For an instant, Fordyce looked puzzled. Then he

laughed out jovially.

"Do you know, come to think of it, I don't know

but I do have a habit of talking at my thumb," he

meditated. "It comes in handy in my legal work; I

can rehearse all my best things to it, and make sure of

its wincing guiltily at all the proper places. That's

more thi>n you can do in the courts, too."

" Do you mean," Allison asked him, with all the privi-

leged freedom of an old acquaintance ;
" that you never

knew you did it, until now?"

"Never had an idea of it, till Rhodes just pointed

out the fact. That's the way it is with all of our best

trails; we develop them quite subconsciously." Then

Fordyce harked back to his former theme. "I wonder

if that's the way you Americans do, in getting up your

racial habits."

"Certainly," Hilda assured him promptly. "Our

traits are all best ones. But which of theoa is worrying

your British brain, o-day?"
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"Most of them," Fordyce retorted. "That is, they

interest me, not worry. It's only that, when you do

come a national cropper, I want to be on the spot, to

watch the direction of the fall."

" But just suppose we don't ? " Don asked him.

"You will. You're sure to. No nation can prance

along for ever, without stubbing its toe. Every political

bog has its half-buried stumps," he argued.

Hilda leaned back tranquilly, and drew tlie rug

about her.

" Thanks," she said. " What about your own

quagmires, Mr. Fordyce?"

But he was ready for her.

"We wade through them, with solemn deliberation.

It does n't make us as graceful to watch ; but it mini-

mizes the .splashing, and we come out cleaner a* the

other end. What's more, we are doing our best to

drain our bogs. \''ou people are not only letting yours

go; but you are inviting the rest of the nations of the

earth to come and splash in them with you."

"Well," Hilda still spoke tranquilly; "what matter?

They like to come, and they don't get in our way. In

time, when they get through caring about the splashing,

they'll probably go to work and fill up the bog for us."

"Meanwhile," Allison put in unexpectedly; "as a

matter of fact, don't they get in your way ?"

And Hilda answered her, with full conviction, —
"No. They never do."

Allison pursued her investigations.

"But, in the States, where you think you all are

equal —

"

"We don't," Don interrupted flatly, laughing at her

astonished face. "Thai is the conventional theory
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about us; but it has n't any especial basis in the real

fart. We adore our friend. Our friend's friend is

often a wholly different proposition. In other words,

we shade by imperceptible degrees from masters of

the bog down to the baby bullfrogs."

" Bravo, Rhodes
!

" Fordyce applauded.

Don turned to beam on him benignly.

"Glad you like it. I thought it was rather good,

myself. I do a thing like that sometimes. I think it's

grown on me, since I 've been so much up here."

"Bv the way," Fordyce asked him suddenly, his

eyes upon Hilda who sat opposite; "are you planning

to come up, next summer?"
" If the thing comes off. Ask Hilda."

Hilda nodded. How could she be expected to dis-

sent, after that swift, fierce instant of self-revelation

which had flashed into her life, the night before, when

Tremaine's fingers had grown cold against her wann

ones ? Now the recollection sent the blood tingling up

across her cheeks.

" Of course," she answered gayly. " Do you suppose

we'd stay away? After this, you'll always find us on

hand, when anything is happening here in Quebec."

"But do you think it will be happening?" Don

queried.

Fordyce curled up his fist, lifted it, glanced at his

thumb, then raised a pair of furtive eyes to Don's.

" Confound it, man ! You 've made me self-conscious,

and ruined one of my prettiest tricks," he protested.

"The celebration? Yes. It's bound to come off," it

can't well help it, with such men behind."

"Who's backing it?" Don asked him idly.

"Lots. One Governor General, one banker, one
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historian, and myself," Fordyce responded modestly.

"To be sure, my backing is largely of the spi it. I'm

for it, heart and soul; and, in the ultimate judgment

of things, a good heart and soul are far more valuable

than an historian's paragraphs or a banker's millions."

"What's the good of it?" Don queried. "Aside

from the fun of it, that is?"

Fordyce leaned back and crossed his arras.

"To mulct you Americans," he answered tersely.

"That's the way we are getting the best of you in this,

your third invasion."

With their snowshoes tucked away beneath their

carter's feet, and the rugs heaped high about them,

the quartette were driving up the south shore of the

river, bound on a visit to the fallen, snow-buried bridge.

The trip had been of Don's planning. lie declared it

would be of great educational value, to say nothing of

the attendant good time. Moreover, it would give him

a chance to use his snowshoes in real earnest. Break-

ing a trail to the ruins through the trackless forest

wouid be a wholly different matter from walking out

to Sillery beside the main road, or even scrambling

down the cliff edge into Saint Sauveur. Moreover still,

ii would give him something to talk about, when the

engineering fellows were holding forth in his university

club at home. To be sure, his explanations might not

be technical ; but he would guarantee their picturesque-

ness. And the snow would cover most of the essential

facts. Besides, it was such good sleighing now; and

Tremaine himself had been responsible for the state-

ment that the roads would be sure to soften before long.

Quite to his own satisfaction, Don had argued it all

out, up in the tearoom of the rink, the uighl before.
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Moreover, accordinfj to his invariable custom, in the

end he succeeded in getting his own way. Allison

would go. and Ethel Cameron, and. after jome per-

suasion. Fordyc- agreed to make the fourth. After

his habit in those latter days, Fordyce put in a question

in regard to Hilda. Would she not care to go ? Those

largest carrioles easily held five. Or he could sit in

front, beside the carter.

Hilda, however, when she came up the stairs with

Tremaine, a little later, scoffed at the whole idea.

Drive eighteen miles, for the sake of snowshoeing one

!

Risk breaking all their necks, for the sake of seeing with

their mortal eyes the show picture of every corner

photographer ! Not she. She would rather sit at home

and darn stockings for the far-off heathen, she pro

tested. She did not add that, rather than spend the

next day in chattering mirth and under the ozone-

laden atmosphere of the wintry northland, she would

much rather stay quiet in her room, hugging the memory

of what that night had brought her, that night and the

train of days that lay behind. Of all this she .said

nothing, though. It was too intangible for words, too

elusive, and far, far too sacred. Instead, she made

her protest concerning her choice for comfort and for

safety; and the others gave in to her manifest desire

that she be left alone at home. In fact, they would

have given in to anything she might have desired just

then, so charming was she in her dainty costume, her

cheeks flushed scarlet and her eyes like stars. Always

the embodiment of glowing, vivid life, to-night the

whole group yielded to her unconscious domination,

dazzled by her unwonted radiance.

Something of her mood had fallen over upon Tre-
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maine, too. They all of them realized it ; but none more

keenly than did Allison Carhart who, all that winter

long, had worried secretly over the new and rigid lines

which lime and lonely meditation had been tracing in

the face of her good friend. There had been many

and many an hour, earlier in the season, when she had

resolved to speak out, and once for all to end the cause-

less reticence which lay between them, causeless since

each one knew the other was aware, not only of the ex-

istence, but of the full detail of the secret concerning

which neither one of them had ever cared to speak.

Allison had resolved bravely; then, yet more bravely,

she had cast her resolution frop- her. What surety

had she that Tremaine would wish to have her speak?

What surety that, needing sympathy, he yet would

wish to take it, even from her, his oldest woman friend ?

And, after all, the best, most helpful sympathy was

never given in words. And, more than that, what right

had she to rush in, iminvited, upon Tremaine's most

holy ground, the ground where he had buried the

secrets of his lonely, silent life? Unlike most women,

stronger by far than most, she cast aside her resolu-

tion, and continued to hold her peace. More than she

reckoned it, the words of Gerrajis, spoken many
months before, had been a check upon her womanish

emotion.

"I^t him alone," he had advised \vx. "When he

wants help, he'll yelp for it. We men all do. Till then,

best let him alone."

Accordingly, Allison had let him alone, in so far

as sympathetic protestations of her potential under-

standing lay. Tremaine, realizing her reticence and

what it obviously was costing her, felt grateful. Man
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like, ho showed his gratitude by the fact of his accept-

ing her attitude and herself as n* cessities of his day's

routine, as refuges from invading acquair'^nces and

assailing thoughts. More ami more often, all that

winter, he had made his escape to Allison Carhart

where, over the cup of tea and the crackling fire, he

dared talk or be silent, according to the mood which

lay upon him.

Such frie.idship, such complete reliance, is wholly

death to sentiment. Whatever the frame of mind

which had dictated Allison's greeting to him, when

he came back to town in early autumn, by midwinter

she had come to count on Tremaine as a daily fact in

her experience, a fact unmanageable, yet to be man-

aged, a fact for which she cared, which, absent, she

would miss, but which filled her with a deep responsi-

bility that, in time, was doomed to oust any but the

most protecting of affections. Allison was conscious

of an increasing affection for this friend of hers, an

increasing wish to protect him from his two sole enemies

:

Fate, and himself. Sb said little to him in these graver

hours of his; she merely sat and sewed and watched

him from above her work, now and then becoming

acutely conscious that her throat ached a little, or that

her eyes were stinging. There was nothing in par-

ticular that she could say, in hours like those. Tre-

maine himself sat silent, walled about by the heaviness

of }'is own mood, sat and peered down at the fire with

veiled, short-sighted eyes that saw nothing of the merry

blaze before him, sat there, a still, chill, lonely presence

in spirit miles and miles away from the cheery wor ..,

who sat beside him, sewing, and longing acutely '<.

bear him company.
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Of late, however, it had seemed to Allison that these

hours were more infrequent. Tremaine's own moods

might be in part the cause of this; in part the reason

lay in the constant whirl of gayety by which the season,

rushing onward towards Lent, sought to forget its own
approaching doom. In those last winter weeks, there

was scant time for self-searching meditation, especially

for a man who. like Tremaine, was in the very heart

of all the social happenings. Now and then the old

mood had crept out upon him, sometimes taking him

unawares, sometimes finding him too much engrossed

in outside things to receive more than a hasty nod

of recognition; a wave of brief dismissal. To-night,

however, from all apearances, it might have departed

from him, never to return, as he stood there at Hilda's

side, alight, alert, alternately chaffing his friends and

warding off the sympathetic questions of the mere ac-

quaintances who sought to make their anxiety concern-

ing his recent accident the footpath to more intimate

relation.

Then the band swung off into a march once more,

and the tearoom swiftly was deserted, the skaters re-

turning to the ice, the on-lookers to their balcony.

Among those last were Don and Fordyce, the latter

still arguing at Hilda, as she vanished down the

stairs.

As regarded the proposed trip, however, Hilda was

obdurate; although, instead of arguing back again,

she made her escape with Tremaine who, absorbed in

watching Hilda and in talking with the others, had

paid the scantest heed to Don's plan. Hilda, obdurate,

had vanished at his side, leaving the others to arrange

the matter as they chose. Next day, however, she
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gave in and joined the expedition. Fate had been

more obdurate than she ; it had laid low Ethel Cameron
with one of the colds consequent upon evenings spent

standing about inside the rink. Ethel would have been

the life and soul of the little party. Hilda read Don's

disappointment in his blue eyes and, rather than see

it increased by the chance of the expedition's falling

through entirely, she cast truth to the winds, and in-

sisted that, all the time, she had been really, truly keen

on going. One stipulation she did make, however:

that the drive be postponed until the afternoon. Just

for that one morning, she felt she had a right to be alone,

to nurse her new-born happiness, to weigh it, watch it,

fondle it, to accept it as a part of her very self, inherent

in herself, though hidden until now, and never in future

to be parted from her. Just that one morning should

be hers, hers and Tremaine's alone. Next instant,

though, she blushed at her unpremeditated linking of

their names. Not one word had been spoken, not one

look exchanged between them that all the world was
not free to hear and see. None — not yet.

Don had fallen victim to her kindly falsehood, and
had gone away, content, to do his telephoning: sym-

pathy to Ethel Cameron, explanations to Fordyce, and
more prolix explanations to Allison Carhart. And
now, the morning ended, woven into the fabric of her

life, Hilda, with Allison and Don and Fordyce, smoth-

ered in furs and with the wind sharp against their faces,

was driving westward to the fallen bridge.

Allison, meanwhile, was persisting in her social

investigations.

"But what do you Americans do with the unac-

countable people who stray into your lives?" she de-
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manded. " In a country like yours, you must be always

running up against them."

Hilda dismissed the implied contrast as a thing of no

account. She had become quite accustomed to such

implications, during the past few weeks. As a rule,

they Ciime from her feminine acquaintances, and they

came less from a critical spirit than from a total lack

of knowledge. Now she sought to enlighten Allison's

British darkness.

"Of course, we meet them and get interested in

them," she assented. "Still, with us, the mere fuct

that we take their problems to our bosoms does n't at

all signify that we mean to ask them in for tea."

" But, if they expect it
—

"

" They don't, not with us. That is the glory of our

republican aristocracy; we don't have to red-ink our

social lines, to make sure that they are observed."

Fordyce blinked across at her, looking the while,

a furry sort of owl, all fluff, and wide and shiny

spectacles.

"If mere man might hazard an opinion," he sug-

.S'ested; "I'd say your social line, down in the States, is

a gcxtxl deal like a rubber band. You can stretch it as

much as you like, to take in somebody from the lower

side; b\i\ it's bound to come snapping back again,

either to bowl him over out of your way or, if he's too

strenuous a sort for that, to decapitate him utterly."

" That is about the honest truth of the matter, I sus-

pect, Mr. Foidjce." Hilda laughed a little. Then she

grew grave again. "And yet, even in our democracy

where you say there are no social lines at all, we almost

never come into any real contact with the undesirables.

We know that they are all around us; but we never
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feel them in our own lives. That is
—" She hesitated,

reddened.

Allison was watching her intently. Now she tossed

aside the robes.

"It depends a little upon what you call the unde-

sirables," she said lightly. " However, we may as well

drop off from our philosophy and take to our feet. Stop

the man. please, Mr. Rhodes. This is the best place for

starting across country to the bridge."

Five minutes later, they all were floundering in

the deep snow beside the road, their furs and their

philosophy cast aside, their bare hands tugging at the

thonss that tied their snowshoes. Then, with much
chatter and laughing and discussion, they left the road

behind them, crossed the gleaming fields and came into

the shadow of the bare white birches which edge the

cape above the ruined bridge. There they halted for

discussion. Below, far, far below them lay the pros-

trate bridge, a string of black steel wreckage, half-

buried in the river ice and pointing out across the open

current. Above thr; ; slightly to the westward, the

river was blocked from shore to shore with its inevitable,

huge ice-pack at whose lower edge a little steamer was

butting incessantly. Here and there a diminutive ice-

floe, sole result of an infinite amount of fuss and of

escaping steam, dislodged itself and went bobbing and

twisting down along the dark blue current towards the

city far below. Beyond it all, ice-floe and fussy steamer

and majestic current, arose the other shore, a sheet of

frosted silver in the westering sun. And, close at their

feet, the cliff fell, sheer and straight, down to the water's

level, far beneath.

Don scanned the prospect with disappointed eyes.
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"Hang!" he said concisely. "I came to see the

bridge. What's more, I intend to see it. There must

be a path somewhere. Who's for going down ?"

Allison and Fordyce frankly funked the effort, quite

as frankly expected Hilda to agree with them. Hilda,

however, refused to agree. To her venturesome mind,

the exploit looked neither especially dangerous, nor

yet too tamely easy. Moreover, Don would not insist

on going down alone and keeping them all waiting for

him up above. Moreover, too, the swift depression from

her own heedless words, crossing the exhilaration of

her morning's mood, made her fet^ ;inxious to dispel

all moods whatsoever by a short interval of exercise so

violent as to prevent recollection of the unwelcome

thought that her own life might even find its source in

undesirables. Accordingly, as was her habit every now
and then, she took command of the whole expedition.

"Don, I think I'll go down with you; that is, if the

others can amuse themselves up here," she added.

"No; truly there can't be any danger. People must

have come this way before. We'll meet you in the road,

where we left the carter. Come, Don. But there's

no use in keeping together. You go that way; I'll

keep on here. If either one of us finds a trail, we'll

whistle." And, with a nod, she was gone.

She found it just as she had supposed, a trail, pos-

sible, but so difficult as to annul all thought. Instead,

she plodded on by a species of instinct which held her

always towards a lower level, always intent upon the

goal beneath. Once she came upon the trail of snow-

shoes, followed it and brought up against a wall of rock

which defied her efforts to mount its slippery surface.

Lonff since, she had become expert in the use of her
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snowshoes; falls counted little, anyway, in such feather-

beds of drifts as those that lay among the sheltering

trees. Yielding to the exhilaration of the quest, she

plodded on and on, always a little lower down the cliff,

always a little nearer her objective point until, with a

breathless gasp of rapture, she found herself upon a

well-defined roadway through the bush, a roadway

marked with the oval, long-tailed tracks left by a single

pair of snowshoes.

She halted for a moment to regain her breath ; then,

loud and long, she sent an exultant hail to Don. There

came the answering hail, faint and far distant, and she

called again. Then, eager to be first upon the ground,

she turned about and went speeding swiftly down the

track-marked trail.

The suddenness of her arrival astounded her. With-

out warning of her nearness, she came out from the

silent shadow of the forest to find herself close upon

the ruin of the bridge, a great dead monster, lonely and

very pitiful as it lay, half-buried in the snow, majestic

even in its sadness. And, out upon its farthest point,

hands in pockets, coat blown backward by the river's

icy breath, face set upon the current flowing, flowing

from the desolate ice-sheet to the happy city's portal,

there stood the lonely figure of a man she knew, a slight

figure, but one potent, for her eyes, to blot out all other

images.

She gave a little cr\' of surprise, and the wind carried

the cry straight t"- his ears. Turning, he faced her, his

features glowing with a light which was not all from

the golden sun, fast droppin.r; through the primrose

sky. Then swiftly and heedless of all danger, he came

back to shore, striding along the slipperj' steelwork as
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if it had been a mossy carpet. Above her head, he

paused and stood there looking down upon her, the

glow still in his face and in his lambent yellow eyes

within whose depths there lurked no reservations,

" You ? " he said slowly. " I was just dreaming about

you, Hilda."

When Don, breathless with haste and snowy from

neck to heel by reason of his many falls, came out from

beneath the shadow of the woods, the bridge was quite

deserted; but, far down below the bridge, two snow-

shoed figures loitered together along the ice that fringed

the open river.

Later, Tremaine drove back with them. He was in

his blithest mood; but Hilda, between Allison and Don,
was unaccountably silent. How could she talk, indeed ?

Her mind was too intent upon the future, as they went
speeding homeward through the twilight air, cut by
the mellow Angelus which was pealing out from the

little hillside churches, .sending its blessing down upon
her girlish plans and dreams and hopes, upon the fig-

ure sitting opposite, lonely no longer, but still potent

by his mere shadow to blot out all the remainder of her

world.

f I



CHAPTER SIXTEEN

FOR the average denizen of Quebec, Ivcvis has no

more concrete existence than has Levkonikon;

and one may Uve a Ufetime in the former city without

ever suspecting that there is such a place as the Hotel

Victoria. Nevertheless, it is there, only just across the

river and close to the ferry house, a cleanly, self-re-

specting little hostelry where, for a consideration, one

may obtain fair coffee and edible beefsteak. For a

further consideration, c e may even have a private

room; and it was in such a private room that now two

men were confronting each other.

One of the men was tall and of massive build, hand-

some in a certain sense. His huge head, crowned with

a thatch of soft white hair, rose proudly from his shoul-

ders which were wide and, for a man of his apparent

age, singularly straight and firm. His hair hung low

above his broad forehead and his keen brown eyes

;

a crisp white mustache shaded a hanging lower lip,

and his nose, grown slightly bulbous with the passing

vears, was thickly crossed with a net of little scarlet

veins that ran out across his cheeks to touch the edges

of his large and pendulous ears. He gave the instan-

taneous impression of a man of birth and brains and

breeding, all run a little bit to seed, of a man whose in-

born keenness had been slightly, very slightly blunted

hv the chosen manner of his life.

^^^T3r r.Lii
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And opposite him, as he sat there at his ease in a

gaudy arm chair, there stood faring him another man,
young, slim and alert, his eyes ...ightly veiled, his face
at once ascetic and a little discontented, a man at every
point his absolute antithesis. This younger man was
Bcrnon Tremaine.

'You sent for me. I think?" he was saying tenta-
tively, after the bell-boy, knocking to admit him, had
closed the door and gone awav.
The older man nodded slowly, almost imperceptibly,

keeping his eyes, the while, fast fixed on the impene-
trable face of his guest. Then, rising just as slowly,
he flung away his half-bumed-out cigar and extended
his hand, plump and well-manicured.

"Tremaine.'" he said interrogatively.

"Yes." For the life of him, Tremaine could not
keep from liis voice a slight note of hostility for which
he was quite unable to account.

" You were good to come over at this unholy hour
of ihe morning," the older man said genially. "Sit
down."

Still moved by the same causeless dislike, Tremaine
ignored the padded chair his host had pointed out, and
put himself into another, a harder one and quite across
the room.

"I had nothing especially pressing, this morning;
and I understfKxl from your letter, Mr. Rhodes —

"

The pause was also tentative.

Stuart Rhodes laughed shortly.

"That the business was important. Well, it was. As
a rule, unless the need is rather urgent, a man of
my age doesn't dodge his doctors and come rush-
ing home across the Atlantic and back again, when he

mimmmimmitmm
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is supposed to be loafing about somewhere up the

Nile."

"You are going back again?" Tremaine asked, in

some surprise.

"I sail from Halifax, to-morrow afternoon. I am

leaving here, to-night. That 's why I was so anxious

that you should come, this morning I am sorry to

have troubled you to come across here," he added

courteously; "but I had reasons of my own for not

caring to go over to Quebec." The words were spoken

carelessly, negligently. Then, without warning, there

came a change of tone. " Mr. Tremaine, I think that

you know my son."

"Yes."
" And that you are seeing him often."

"Yes."
" Nearly every day."

Tremaine bowed his assent to the words which, in-

stead of being questioning, were strongly assertive.

"And that," for one instant, the loose lower lip came

hard against its mate; "that you have regarded my

request to say nothing to him about my being here."

" Until I had seen you — yes," Tremaine said

quietly.

The bushy white brows met in a sudden frown.

"Why that modifying clause, Mr. Tremaine?"

"I beg your pardon?"

"Why do you limit it, and say until ?"

Tremaine's short-sighted amber eyes met the intent

brown ones before them without a hint of wavering.

"Because," he answered, with a sort of cool obsti-

nacy; "I must know clearly the reason for this re-

markable request, before T grant it."

U
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The words were spoken in all dignify; none the less.

Stuart Rhodes smiled a little as he listened, smiled
with a touch of satisfied approval.

"It might tend to compUcate things a little, if you
did tell Don," he said.

The smile irritated Tremaine. He felt he was work-
ing in the dark, and plainly at the nurcy of this pros-
perous, easy-going, yet authoritative man who had
something in his mind of v/hich he would tell as much
or as little as he chose. The smile increased his own
sense of disadvantage.

"What things.'" he asked sternly.

The man smiled ajrain.

" Relations," he answered concisely. Then, scratch-
ing a match, he lighted a fresh cigar.

For a minute or (wo. he smoked in utter silence. He
eyed Tremaine keenly, the while, through the thin veil
of smoke. He took heedful note of the pale brown hair
and eyes, of the thin, firm lips, of the whole mask-like
face, still and impassive. Then he nodded to himself
in slow approval. This was the man he wanted, the
man whom he could trust, the man whom he had
journeyed across the wintry seas to meet, and know.
And influence .9 Rhodes shook his head. Of that point
he was far less sure. He needed to gain some sort of
mfiuence over this stripling who sai erect before him
and watched him out of those confounded yellow eyes
which saw so much and betrayed nothing, unless per-
haps a lurking dislike and lack of confidence.

It was essential to his plans that Tremaine should
feel his power, should yield to it, yield implicitly. But
how make him ? That was the question. Forecast
the situation often, as he inevitablv had done aurin"

mmam
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the days-long crossing of the stomiy vinter seas, Stuart

Rhodes had never once foreseen the possibility of meet-

ing this innate hostility, this grave, judicial questioning

of his own right to dominate the coming interview. All

his life, Stuart Rhodes had dominated people and things,

easily, gayly perhaps, but still inexorably. His person-

ality had helped him to this end; that, and his money,
and his position in the .social and business worlds. He
had not only had what he considered to be the best of

everything; but he had seen to it that the best should
be served out to him according to the caprices of his

appetites. Because his orders had been given with a
smile, they had been orders just the same. No one
had ever dared to question them, nor yet to question

his right to give them. Throughout his world, his will

had reigned supreme.

It never once had occurred to him that Demon Tre-
maine would fail to recognize his supremacy. For so

long a time, Rhodes had regarded this supremacy as
inherent in himself, unassisted by any worldly consid-

erations, that he had taken it quite for granted that

Tremaine would so regard it, too. He had been at

great pains to find out things about Tremaine. For
some time, now, the gaining of this information had
been part of a well-ordered plan which had found its

climax in this hasty trip across the ocean. How he had
1 mnd them out was a secret which concerned no one
but himself who paid the bills. Suffice it that he had
found them, and that, in the main, he had judged them
satisfactory.

He had learned, among all else, that Tremaine was
not yet thirty, not a man of hobbies nor of too social

tastes; that he was steady, unassuming, going his
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rather isolated way in a quiet fashion which j»ave iio

especial hint of character beneath. In short, from aD

accounts, he was the typical younf» engineer of middle-

class extraction, sedate by reason of the absence of al-

lurements rather than by convi<tion. steady because as

yet life had offered him no jjreat incentive to deviate

from his rather narrow path. Stuart Rhodes had
.summed up the details in a mood of supnme content.

Upon a man such as Tremaine was reported to be,

the inducements, the alluremtnts he would have to

offer would be the more potent because of their

being so unprecedented in the young engineer's res-

tricted life.

To his extreme surprise, Rhodes had come face to

face with a new fact, as yet unknown to science. The
details might be all right; their resultant total, albeit

correctly added up, might be all wrong. This was no
plastic, unsophisticated boy who faced him now, a
world of distrust in lii-s yellow eyes; rather, it was ji

man, logical, judicial. inflexii)le as flint. Swiftly, while

he smoked, Stuart Rhodes was recasting all his pre-

conceived opinions, modifying much of his premedi-

tated plan. He must work cautiously, undermining
suspicion, not seek to capture likmg, as one seeks to

snatch an apple dangling on the nearest tree.

Pacing the steamer's deck from end to end and
smoking an unreckoned number of black cigars, bit

by bit Stuart, Rhodes had planned out two distinct

lines of conversation, one or the other of which, as he
sf.w til, shou'd be followed out, that morning in the

Victoria Hotel. He had reached Levis, late the night

before. Late as it was. he had sent a messenger with a

note to 7?maine'3 rc-om; then he had sat up later
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still, studying the talk before him, studying, too, an

hour afterwards, every curving, dashing line of the

handwriting in the ansTver the messenger had brought

him. Above tlie handwriting, his brows had lowered

a little. The long crossing of the «. s, the nervous tails

to the dropped letters bespoke determination. Then
his brow cleared. What was a boy's determination,

matched against the things he had to offer? His eyes

were smiling and his lip was hanging loosely, as if with

a supreme content, by the time he flung himself between

the coarse white sheets, preparatory to the sleep which,

however, did not come.

Now, face to face at last with Tremaine, the doubts

renewed themselves a little. Like the nervous tails to

the dropped letters, Tremaine's face showed deter-

mination. During the moments that he smoked in

silence, Rhodes was swiftly reviewing his outlined con-

versations, weighing them swiftly in the light of a first-

hnnd knowledge of the man before him. Then, his

eyes still upon Tremaine's face, he nodded swiftly.

His nr'.id vas made up. True to his first plan, he would

follow out the line of least resistance, would under-

mine distrust, rather than fight against it. Tremaine
might be determined, might even prove to be a bit

mulish. However, what was the mulishness of a boy

like that, untrained in any but the meagre life of the

paltry little city over yonder .' A matter of pure theory,

rather than experience, it would yield to the first touch

of outside pressure. The gentler, in fact, the pressure,

and the more alluring, the more potent it would be.

Behind the smoke veil, the face of Stuart Rhodes
cleared suddenly. He lowered his cigar, and flung

aside his sternness.
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"Mr. Tremaine," he said, with recurrent cordiality;

" I used the word relations advisedly. It 's a broad
word, and it includes a good many things, racial ones

as well as business. I may speak to you in conudence ?
"

" Of course," Tremaine assured him dryly.

"Very well. Then I can count on you? You know
Don. You may also know something about my busi-

ness? No? I thought Don might have told you. I

am— well, what they call a Wall Street magnate."
The genial mockery of his laugh robbed the phrase of

any egotism. Then he resumed his downright, decisive

manner, a manner which was intended to allow Tre-

maine to form some notion of his latent power. " Know-
ing Don, you can form a general theory of the use he
is to me in my business. I need him, too. My interests

are large, increasing; lately I have taken on some new
things, things in the Philippines. It had been my
dream to give these over into Don's hands ; but he 's

not the man to put them through. Neither, to tell the

truth, is he the man to go so far from home, even for

the sake of the tremendous interests at stake. For a
year and a half, I have had him in my office, under my
own eye. For six months, I have been hunting in

vain for a man to send out in his place, a man
who could be put in full local control, a man on whom
I could rely to develop my interests as if they were his

own."

There came a little pause. Then, —
"Well?" Tremaine said, and the brief syllable was

pregnant with interrogation.

" From all that my son has written — and his letters

have been full of you — I think you are the man I

want. I think so more," the brown eyes swept over
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him slowly, steadily ;
" now that I see you with my own

'es.

Ti'.s time, the pause lengthened to a silence, before

'Irf'oaine spoke.

"Then why keep the matter such a secret?" he

inquired.

Stuart Rhodes smiled, and his voice dropped down
an octave.

"Mr. Tremaine, Don is all I have in the world. I

can't hurt him l)y lettinji; him know thn' I must choose

another man to fill what, by right-, should be his

place."

" But he is sure to know."

"How.»"
" If I am sent out there to manage your interests."

Stuart Rhodes lifted one plump hand, white be-

neath its plain seal ring.

"But he hi.s no way of knowing that they are my
interests," he said, with a slow insistence that seemed

thrusting the words, one by one, down into the very

depths of Tremaine's memory and understanding.

"Remember that a man, placed as I have been, is more
or less bound to have ties in all sorts of unknown and
unexplored directions. So long as I am able to be at

the helm of things, I see no need of thrusting details

on other people, except in so far as they, or I, may
need. When the proper time comes, my papers will

show everything, everything. In the meantime — "

"In the meantime," Tremaine cut in a little too

sternly, considering the difference in their ages; "i ;

the meantime, you propose to keep from your son a

secret that, in the end, he must know; that, in the end,

you know will hurt him?"
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Under the eyes of his youthful censor, Stuart Rhodes

smiled easily, although his ruddy cheeks flushed to a
deeper red.

" Oh, for the matter of that, once I am dead and gone,
you can settle up the score in any way you choose,"
he answered, with a lightness which soinehow failed to
ring quite true. Then, bending forward, he broke off
his point of ash with slow, deliberate care.

Tremaine waited until Rhodes was once more erect
and facing him, waited again until the next inevitable
funnel of smoke had come from between his lips.

Then he asked low and quite steadily, —
" Mr. Rhodes, what is the real reason you are offer-

ing me this thing.'"

"Because I need your help," Rhodes answered
carelessly; but the fingers which held the smouldering
cigar shook a little.

"Why mine.-"

" Because you are the man best fitted for it."

Tremaine pushed his questions one or two points
further.

" But there are other men in plenty, men of your own
country, better men than I. Why have you come up
here to choose me, a foreigner.'"

"Because I liked what Don has written of you,"
Rhodes made answer a bit doggedly. " Don may not
be a financier; but he is judge of stuff in men."
Tremaine disregarded the im})lied compliment; dis-

regarded, too, the explanation. Instead, —
"And does it occur to you, Mr. Rhodes, that even

now you have neglected to tell me, a professional civil

engineer and nothing else, just what your mysterious
interests are?"
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This time, Stuart Rhodes winced. The intent eyes

fixed upon him lost nothing of the flinching. Tremaine
rose; but Rhodes sought to anticipate a further move
< ' his part by his next carefully careless words.

"What sort of interests could one have inside the

Philippines, Tremaine ? One does n't go in for model
tenements, or for subways there, yet awhile. I sup-

posed there would be no need to specify. Of course,

it 's railroads, plus a mine or two; things just exactly

in your line. Sit down, unless you are in too great a
hurry. I 'd like to talk it over with you a little."

But Tremaine did not sit down.

"Of course," he spoke formally, coldly; "I am
bound to appreciate the honour you do me in making
me this offer. However, in my line or not, I must re-

fuse it absolutely."

Rhodes sat upright in his chair, dropping his cigar,

as he did so.

" Refuse ? Are you crazv ?
"

"Not at all."

"Then, why.s"
" Merely because I choose to stay here."

"You refuse to go? Refuse a chance which can't

fail to bring you in a reputation, a colossal fortune?"

Tremaine bowed his head in deliberate assent.

"I do, unless—"
The cigar, fallen on the sheet of a morning paper,

was smudging fast; but both n. a now were far too

much in earnest to heed the wisp of smoke which came
coiling, snake like, up between them ; too much in earnest

even to heed the swift elisions by which, disregard-

ing interlying explanation, they had reached the final

question.

..
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"Unless?" Stv.art Rhodes lingered on the latter

syllable, throwing upon it all of his powerful personality,

enlarging it, until it held within it question, passion,

even intimidation.

"Unless," Tremaine spok- quietly, his level young
voice forming curious contrast with the threatening

vehemence of the other; "unless you will tell me
frankly just why it is that you have crossed the Atlantic

on purpose to make me this astounding offer."

The seared edge of the paper caught fire at last, and
flashed up in a sudden tongue of flame. With an im-
patient, yet deliberate, crash of his falling foot, Rhodes
stamped it out, just as he would have liked to stamp
out any attempted opposition on the part of Bernon
Tremaine. That done, he faced Tremaine again, and
spoke, low, and looking out at him from between nar-
rowed lids.

"Very well," he said slowly. " I will tell you. But
remember it was you who insisted. Sit down, though,
for the story is a long one. It will take a little time."
A half hour later, Tremaine rose to his feet once

more; but now his motions had lost the vigour that

had characterized them earlier. He moved slowly,

inertly; his eyes were dull and his face, like an im-
penetrable mask, lacked every vestige of expression.

Only his hands betrayed his nervous strain. These
showed it, not by any gesture, but by their rigid still-

ness as they hung, half open, by his sides. Deliberately
he crossed to the window and stood there, looking out
upon the heavy air, doited with falling snowflakes and
surcharged with the steam escaping from an engine
waiting on the tracks below. Only when snow and
steam had vanished behind a wall of thick black

!fP rsmrn^. w^^ •f^TTr.
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smoke did he turn about. When next he spoke, his

voice was very still.

"And Miss Lynde?" he queried. "Is— is she in

this, too.*"

As he spoke, he dropped his eyes, as if loath to

fix them on the man who sat before him, pale now,

and breathing rather heavily. His glance dropped

too soon for him to see Rhodes wince, look across at

him stealthily, as if seeking to probe his hidden thought,

then rally to the unspoken challenge that lay behind

the question, a challenge which, however, he only

vaguely understood.

"Hilda? No. She is quite outside of all this

thing."

"But, if she is Don's cousin?"

"She isn't." Once more Rhodes spoke lightly, as

if seeking to put an end to disagreeable questions by

his very unconcern.

Tremaine had faced back to the window. Now he

spun about on his heel.

"What is she, '.'len ?" he demanded curtly.

Stuart Rhodes -ose to his feet and stood there facing

him, his hands thjust into the side pockets of his short

gray coat.

" 1 am not altogether sure," he remarked a little in-

solently; " that I am bound to answer you. Still, you

know so much about it, you may as well know it all.

Then perhaps you may be satisfied to let the matter

rest. Hilda happens to be a child whom I adopted,

child of a friend of mine who died and left her without

a mother and without a cent to her name."

The breath seemed rushing back into Tremaine's

lungs, as to a man on the very verge of suffocation. A

fe
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faint light, too, came into his heavy eyes; but his voice
lost nothing of its sternness,

"And that is really all?" he asked.
And the other man assented, —
"Yes, that is really all."

For a moment, Tremaine's left hand shut hard upon
the projectmg edge of the window casing; and there
was an almost imperceptible quivering of his thin, firm
lips. Then he rallied and raised his head.
"I have your word for it, your word as a gentle-

nian ?" he asked, his very lack of accent lending untold
stress to the short question.

"Do you doubt me, Tremaine?"
For his sole answer, Tremaine let his eyes fall directly

on the brown ones before him; and the brown ones
dropped, full of ineffable shame, full, too, of an un-
spoken agony of remorse that such an hour as this
should ever have come upon him. Then the silence
dropped upon the room.
At last, when the endurance of the two men was

worn to the breaking-point, Rhodes took a slow step
forward, spoke still more slowly.

"These are the ties as they are made," he said
gravely. " It would be a confession of weakness onmy part to break them now; to try to break Ihem
that IS. Now that at last I have been forced into tell-
ing you the truth, can I count on you to keep my
secret safe in your hands?"
Tremaine bowed his head.
"You can," he answered, after an instant.
Then, regardless of the hand which Rhodes was

holdmg out to him, he turned away without another
word and left the room.

m.tlL
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CHAPTER SEVENTEEN

" "DUT you were n't afraid," he told her.

-D "Only when it groaned, and creaked, and

opened out in little cracks all around us. Then I

thought that my last hour had come. I wanted to cry,

and to hold your hand ; but I did n't know as it would

be quite genteel." Her eyes added the quote-marks

for the unlovely word.

Man like, he sought to allay even her retrospective

fears.

" It was only the beginning of the rising tide," he

reassured her.

"So I found out, later on," she answered, with a

stealthy amusement at her own nonchalant repartee.

Then she dismissed her allegory, after a hasty glance

at the intent face of her companion. " Don had told

me you were a peach," she added; "but really," her

dimples came distractingly ;
" I must say you did n't

look it, when you picked me up."

Perforce, Tremaine burst out laughing at the frank-

ness of her criticism.

"How did I look?" he queried.

"As if Fate had cast a white elephant into your

pathway," she told him quickly ;
" and then had failed

to provide you with the necessary zoo."

As so often happened, they were talking of their

first afternoon together. In the four weeks which had

i
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222 OVER THE QUICKSANDS
passed away since that wintry afternc >n, they had gone
over its details again and again, always hilariously,
and yet on Tremaine's side, with an odd little feeling
of predestination. Now that, after an almost infinite

number of delays and postponements, Don and Hilda
had definitely fixed their departure for the first of the
following week, the hilarity had ebbed a little. It had
ebbed still more since Tremaine's trip to Levis, on the
previous morning. It rose again, though, in answer to
Hilda's chaff.

Hilda had chosen her words with some degree of
care. She had felt the need to lighten the depression
which lay upon them both, that afternoon, a causeless
depression, she told herself, especially so for Bernon
Tremaine. For herself? Her place was to hold her-
self quiescent, waiting, ready to receive whatever came.
Her whole maidenly modesty retreated from the thought
of meeting Tremaine half way; of letting him know,
even, that she too shared his depression at their ap-
proaching separation. As for him, the cure for the
depression rested in his own hands.
That Bernon Tremaine loved her, Hilda had not

the slightest dcuut. That, when the right time came,
he would ask her to marry him, she doubted just as
little. And yet, not one single word had ever passed
between them which could drive that belief home and
clinch it. Neither Tremaine nor she were committed
to anything whatsoever. None the less, loath as she
would have been to admit it, even to herself, during the
last lew days Hilda Lynde had been resting contented
in the surety of Tremaine's love, a love which trans-
cended words, but spoke out in every look and touch,
every accent and every gesture. The knowledge of
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this thing had been coming to her slowly, she knew

now : but it had seemed to burst upon her all at once,

that night in the skating rink, when Tremaine's hand

had grown cold on hers. Looking backward now, she

could see it coming from the first, coming in the strange

sense of mutual understanding which had marked all

their intercourse. As she had told him, only a mo-

ment before, that first afternoon upon the ice-road had

been the beginning of the rising tide, a tide which now

was sweeping up upon them both, a tide which, so her

woman's intuitions all assured her, would t id by sweep-

ing them away upon its bosom, into the unknown, un-

charted sea.

However, that time still lay far before them. As yet,

Tremaine had made no definite confession of his love

;

as yet, her only part to play had been the one of quiet

acquiescence. Even that night in the rink, even that

sunset hour upon the beach, next day, Tremaine had

made no definite mention of the love which, they both

knew, was throbbing in his veins, calling forth the

answering throb in hers. Their talk had been personal,

subjective; but there are divers subjective things

apart from love itself which can fill up a conversation,

under circumstances such as those, things which can

be completely in the shadow of a love whose substance

is yet wholly disregarded. Tremaine and Hilda had

talked about the figures of the carnival, had expressed

their pleasure at their unexpected meeting at the

bridge, had delivered prolix explanation of the way

the meeting could have come about, had talked about

Tremaine's lame wrist, about Don's latest bulletin

concerning their departure. That was really all.

Nevertheless, driving home through the winter twi-
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light, with the Angelus clashing in their ears, neither
Tremaine nor Hilda were aware of any doubts regard-
ing their common future, nor yet of any doubts that
their common future had been predestined since
eternity was first created. Its actual fulfilment was
within their grasp; it was now the merest matter of
time. Measured by the ipirit. their knowledge of each
other had been endless. Measured by the calendar?
Hilda counted swiftly backwards, ^feasured by the
calendar, it had extended over four weeks and four
days. She smiled, and shook her head. Absurd to —
She stumbled at the word. Then, glancing at Tre-
maine beside her, she went on unflinchingly to the end
of her thought. To get engaged, on such a short ac-
quaintance as that ! The world, her world at home,
would say, and rightly, that she was insane, had lost
her head completely. The world's verdict was worth
the heeding, too, if only for the sake of what came
after. And Don, too, would scoff, much as he liked
Tremaine. But waiting counted little, judged by the
measure of their mutual, their perfect comprehension
of their unspoken love.

Hilda was deliriously happy, that aftenioon. Don
was off on some all-day expedition or other with Ger-
yase Gerrans. All that morning, Hilda had sat alone
in her room, pretending to read, but really letting her
book lie, unheeded, in her lap, while she .sat and dreamed
of the change the past few days had been making in
the colour of her life. Always admired by the many,
always liked and even loved by the few, Hilda Lynde
had never known a great, overmastering affection in
her life; none, that is, besides her love for Don. And
that had been a little different, a liUle too matter of

iVi
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course, a little too much demanded by the outward

aspects of the case, to be entirely satisfactory. Of

course, whatever else might come, she would always

rely on Don, always love him and need his love back

a<,'ain. But. from her little childhood, there always

had been Don, planted in the direct pathway of all

her outgoing affection. She could not conceive the

not loving Don intensely; she could think of nothing

that ever would break, or interrupt, their love. In its

place, it satisfied her completely. Nevertheless dhe

could dream of yet another place, as yet unfilU J, a

place not a mere adjunct of her present daily life, but

remoter, incidental.

From the first, she had recognized Tremaine's in-

herent strength. Now, looking backward, she prided

herself a little on the recognition. Most girls, she told

herself, would have been chilled by his unresponsive

personality, would even have been a little alienated by

his ugly, inexpressive face, would have been antagonized

by his odd mannerisms which, at the start, had ruflSed

even her composure. Even she had clashed with him

at first. Then, realizing his spiritual aloofness from

his mates, she had treated him with a gay frankness

which had sought to set him at his ease, even while it

had been designed to cloak her real indifference. Bit

by bit, as she had known him better, she had discovered

that his cubbishness was little more than skin deep;

that it was the cover he assumed to hide his sense of

his own isolation, his craving for toleration, interest,

affection. She had passed through all these three

stages, herself; had come to the final one of them all.

And, best of all, her intuitions, acute and trained to

judge according to the noblest standards, assured her

15



m

h

mk

226 OVER THE QUICKSANDS
that Tremaine was worthy of the love she gave him.
He might be cubby, brusque, even uncompromisingly
rude at times; but of the cleanness of his standards
there was no room for doubt. As soon would she have
doubted Don himself.

Yes, he was all a man, cleanly of life, clear of brain
and steady of nerve. Of the mere worldly fact that he
wa a young engineer whose future was all before him.
and that she was the adopted child of one of New
York's rich men, she took no heed. Even if she had
thought about it, she would have dismissed the idea as
a thing of no account. Love in a cottage might have
its ugly corollaries; but the corollaries could be buried
from sight and hearing beneath the love. And Tre-
maine loved her, loved her. loved her. And, what was
more, she loved him back again. And, what was still

more yet, she knew within her secret heart that each
was conscious of the other's love.

She tossed her neglected book into a chair and,
clasping her hands behind her head, she sat there
motionless, her eyes upon the river beneath the window,
the deep, mysterious river which came out of some
hidden, far-off source, to grow and grow until, swollen
to a majestic stream, it went rushing on its way to seek
the soundless, boundless sea. Her cheeks were flushed
scarlet and her eyes glowed softly, when at last she
stirred, unclasped her hands and slowly, reluctantly
dismissed her dreams.

Later, luncheon over, she dressed for the street and
went out across the court. She felt the need of action,
exercise, something to still the tumult in her. lest other-
wise her exultation break out in some absurd demon-
stration of her happiness. She stopped to mail a letter
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at the post office, paused in the lee of the doorway to

adjust a hatpin, and then, as she started down the

steps, she met Tremaine just going in.

"Where now?' he asked her, with the boyish, un-

ceremonious directness she had grown to Hke so well.

" For a walk. I am not sure where."

He glanced at his watch.
" Then wait till I mail these letters, and come around

the Ramparts. It's always good, down there, and you

may as well escort me on my way."

"Your way?"
"Ye:4. ^'m bound for the H6tel-Dieu."

"Wh. '" Her off-hand directne.s3 matched his

own.

He hesitated for just an instant. The hesitation was

in perfect accord with the veiling of his eyes, the ab-

straction of his whole demeanour which Hilda had

noticed in her first glance at him, as he came towards

her up the steps. Noticing, it disturbed her a little,

too. She had supposed that, between them, such

moods were for ever at an end. However, she was

far too wise by now to show him that she was aware

of any reservation. Instead, she pursued him jayly

with another question.

"A professional visitation, or a social call?" she de-

manded, breaking in upon his hesitation.

His hesitation vanished before his laugh.

" Both," he assured her. " I am going to see my nun

nurse."

"Sister St. Saba? Is n't she a dear? Be sure you

give her my — What do you send to nuns, in place

of love?" she pondered aloud. "Well, give it to her,

anyway. But what do you waut of her ? You are n't
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ill again, I trust." Then the laughter left her voice.
"You haven't done anything to your wrist?" Her
tone sharpened suddenly on the words.
Tremaine shook his head.

"Nothing. Really, it is almost as good as ever, Miss
Lynde. I wish I could prove it to you, short of a boxing
bout. But— but the nun was very good to me, you
know, and I thought— "

Hilda ended his sentence for him
"You thought you 'd go in and thank her.? Really,

that 's rather nice of you, Mr. Tremaine. Most men
don't stop to do those little things, and I know Sister
St. Saba will appreciate it. Besides, even from the
little I saw of her, I know you were rather her pet
patient. You have n't seen her since, of course ? Then
you are sure to get a welcome. And be sure you tell
her you met me on the way, and that I sent her my best
greetings." Then, nodding carelessly, she dismissed
Sister St. Saba into the limbo of things that are done
and disposed of once for all, and fell upon the discus-
sion of more worldly matters.

Among them, in due time, came the discussion of her
own departure. This only followed, though, the rest
of their talk, came as a sort of corollary to the other
thmgs, came quite against Hilda's will. Throughout
their leisurely circuit of the Ramparts, she had done
her best to hold herself aloof from the gravity which
dominated the mood of her companion, had done her
best, too, to lure him out of it, or, failing that, to dis-
cover its cause. She had been worsted in both of these
endeavours; and, at the verj- end, she was worsted in
her own determination to keep her merry, care-free talk
unbroken till they went their separate ways.
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She could not make out Tremaine's mood in the

least. As a rule, she had found out, his worst half-

hours came from inside himself. Now, on the contrary,

he seemed depressed and oppressed by some outside

worry which he was manifestly bent on keeping hidden

from her eyes. He laughed at her jokes ; but the laugh

was plainly manufactured. He answered all her talk;

but the answers were brief, a little absent, albeit in

their proper places. And, when she last had seen him,

only two nights before, he had been wellnigh as care-

free and irresponsible, as bubbling with good spirits

as Gerrans himself. Question as she would the chances

of the intervening time, she could think of nothing

which should have arisen to account for such a change.

In spite of herself, bit by bit she had yielded to his

mood. The talk had lagged perceptibly from the brisk

pace at which she had done her best to keep it. Their

physical pace had lagged as well. They had walked

more and more slowly, until at last they had come to a

halt, and stood side by side, gazing out across the city

wall, now just below the level of the snow-filled road-

way, out across the glistening Beauport Flats, down to

the blue rampart of the mountains which ringed in the

northern view. Close at their feet, the smoke from

many pointed, dormer-studded roofs rose up in thin,

straight funnels across the windless air. On one of the

roofs, a man with a long-handled mallet was pounding

away at the packed and heaped-up snow. Beside him,

in a wee, square dormer, a woman clung to the end of

the life-line looped about his waist. Her garnet shawl,

his scarlet tippet made the sole bits of colour against

the whites and grays of snow and sky, against the

sombre brown tones of the huddled roofs, just as they
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and their slender life-line furnished the only human
note in all the great, bleak picture opening out before
them. And, Hilda noted with absent and incurious
eyes, it was the woman's place to hold the life-line.

Afterwards, long months after, she remembered it again.
"I really don't know why it is," she was saying slowly

to Tremaine; "that I hate to leave this place as I do.
It 's not alone that I have had, that you have given me,
a glorious time, though I have appreciated it all, every
bit. But I 've come to have an odd, superstitious feel-

ing that the city is a part of me, in my blood; that al-

ways it has been on the cards that I should come here,
and learn to love it, and come and come again." Her
voice trailed off into silence. Then she roused herself
abruptly, and as by an effort of her will. "Don really
is making his plans to come back again, this summer,"
she said briskly.

Tremaine turned his eyes upon her quickly.

"And you?" he made brief question.

"I, of course." She laughed as lightly as she could,
for her heart was once more bumping wildly, just as
it had done, days before, in the rink and at the bridge.
"You need n't think that I would ever let Don come up
here without me. Besides, I heard him tell Miss Car-
hart, last night, that he has engaged our roomj for all

of July. That sounds rather final, and it 's not so far
away that I ought to be quite disconsolate at the pros-
pect of our going home now."
"No; but we may be," Tremaine said slowly. "It

is n't quite the first of March; and so much can hap-
pen, between now and then."

"Can; but isn't likely to," she answered, as she
turned away from the gleaming, blue-walled landscape.

'P
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"Or do you expect to go back into the field again?

Brrrr ! Those blue hills look as if they meant a storm.

How cold they are! It makes me shiver to look at

them."

Tremaine smiled, as if at a child's sudden whim.

"Then look the other way," he advised her.

In mock and exaggerated obedience, she turned

completely round towards the low gray wall beside her.

An instant later, she was facing straight ahead, an odd,

scared look in her pale brown eyes, strained lines around

her unsmiling lips.

"Come," she said abruptly. "I am keeping you

from your engag nent."

But Tremaine halted.

"Miss Lynde," he said, with sudden gravity; "some-

thing startled you. What was it?"

She dismissed his question with a forced little

laugh.

"Imagination. That is really all, Mr. Tremaine.

I may as well confess the ignominious fact that I am a

little nervous, to-day. Too many cups of tea, perhaps."

He urged the question home.

"But what did you imagine?"

She smiled into his waiting eyes, ashamed already of

her own foolish fear.

"It was that littl° bit of a window in the wall. It

always has been a horror to me, with its curly grated

spikes, always has seemed to me to stand for every-

thing that is shut away inside, all the buried secrets and
the— the other things that one associates with nuns.

I 've been past it often with Don ; I always dread it,

too. I know I am foolish ; but— well, I just am."
Hilda's laugh would have disarmed any criticism.
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"And to-day?" Tremaine asked, with unwavering

persistence.

"How unkind to lay bare my folly!" she objected.
"Well, if you must have it, I imagined I could see a
nun's face peering out at me, watching me, while I
talked to you." She laughed again. "Is n't it a sign
of the artistic temperament to have such an imagina-
tion?" she demanded, with reawakened gayety.
But Tremaine's answering laugh was mirthless. He

was quite well aware that there had been no need for
any exercise of the imagination.

Sister St. Saba was dull, that day. Her eyes were
heavy, when she greeted Tremaine, her voice husky,
as with a sudden cold. For a time, she talked at
random: asked for his wrist, his general health, his
interests both personal and professional. And Tre-
maine's replies, his answering conversation, these were
just as much at random. It was plain that, for a time,
they both were talking merely to conceal their thoughts.
In the end, however. Sister St. Saba came directly to
the point, came so suddenly as to find Tremaine com-
pletely off his guard.

"I expected you earlier," she said. "Was your walk
c pleasant one ?

"

He rallied instantly from his surprise.

"Ve-y," he answered just a little coldly. "I saw
you watching us."

"And Miss Lynde? She enjoyed it?" Sister St.
Saba spoke quite calmly, although her cheeks flushed
pink beneath the blow of his rebuke.
"She seemed to, until the very last." Tremaine's

voice was colder than Sister St. Saba had ever heard it

before. " She also saw you watching us."
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"And why not, Bernon ? " The woman, not the nun,
spoke in her accent.

"No reason at all," he answered briefly. "It was
only a little unexpected; that was all."

The silence fell between them, broken only by the
seconds that seemed dropping, one, and one, and one,

and one, from the clock hanging on the wall outside.

Then Sister St. Saba raised her head and looked straight

into Tremaine's yellow eyes.

"Bernon, do you love that girl ?" she asked him.

He straightened his shoulders, and all the manliness
within him flashed to his eyes, as if to meet a challenge.

"As I love, not my life, but my very hopes of heaven,"
he made solemn answer.

The nun's eyes fell before his grave reply. There
was an interval before she spoke again. Then, —
"And she ? " she questioned. " Does she love you ?

"

Again the answer startled her, less by its vehemence
than by its reverent gravity.

"I believe, and pray, that she does."

The nun's lips stiffened for a moment and, with her
well-known gesture, her fingers shut upon the swaying
cross.

"Bernon, have you told her that you love her?" she
asked him breathlessly.

"Not yet."

"But you will?"

"When the time comes," he told her, still with the
same solemnity which she felt as a would-be barrier,

striving to lift itself between them. " For many reasons,
it is best for me to wait a little while."

Low, but resonant, his voice seemed filling the room
around her. Its sound, its echoes crowded on her ears.
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dizzying her brain wici* iU impact and smothering
every other sound, save that made by the falling of the
passing seconds, one, and one, and one, and one.

Scores of them passed by, and hundreds, and still

Sister St. Saba sat motionless, her face drawn and
grayish white inside its frame of linen bands, her lips

unsteady, and her hand shut hard, hard upon the
silver cross. Tremaine watched in silent pity, sure
that he knew the secret of her hidden agony; sure,

also, that, while the secret would be always safe with
him, the {.gony itself would yield to time. He even
smiled a little to himself. Nun or worldling, they all

were women, all alike, all a little jealous of some unique
place they sought to hold as theirs alone. Indeed, he
would not have had it otherwise. So sure was he of
the truth of his belief that he allowed his smile to vriden,

to linger, while Sister St. Saba raised her head. Then
it vanished, driven away by sheer pity for the anguish
written on her face.

"Yes," she was echoing slowly, drearily; "yes. It

is best for you to wait a little while, best for many, many
reasons."

m



CHAPTER EIGHTEEN

HILDA LYNDE, once on a time, had called

Sister St. Saba the living embodimenl of peace.

No peace was in Sister St. Saba's manner now, how-

ever, nor yet within her heart, as, Tremaine gone, she

hurriedly left the parlour and, after her usual custom

when she was disturbed in spirit, flung herself upon the

duties laid down in her . vily routine. As a rule, these

humdrum duties, duties for the most part within the

wards where a cheery exterior was a matter of humane
necessity, as a rule, these duties were enough to drive

away any frets and worries which could creep into her

cloistered life. The very need of showing a calm,

bright face to the suffering around her, to the novices

beneath her own especial care, usually recalled her

sharply to her wonted busy, happy self-control. Like

every other woman, cloistered or in the world. Sister

St. Saba had long ago found out that work was the

great steadier of disordered nerves.

To-day, however, the trouble went deeper far than

that. It was no mere attack of nerves, no bit of femi-

nine jealousy, left over from her younger days when
the world and its caprices surrounded her on every

hand, no pique to find herself relegated to a place apart

from Tremaine's full confidence, which had curved her

fingers about her silver cross in that clutch of passion-
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ate emotion. Tremaine had so interpreted it; but,
though knowing Sister St. Saba well, his interpretation
had gone quite wide of the mark. Neither nerves nor
pique had caused that sudden keen emotion; but
something infinitely deeper, something whose sources
were as yet mercifully hidden from his sight.

Not from hers, thougV-. Shut her eyes as she would,
the vision still pursued -er, frightful in itself, frightful

in its remotest conseqi aces. Never had Sister St.

Saba foreseen these co.i^iequences among the possi-
bilities conceived by the malignest Fate. Never, that
is, until within the past few months. Even then, she
had not feared them; she had only known a dull, ugly
dread, subconscious and quite removed from any fear.

And now, all at once, passing the middle stage entirely,

the dread had suddenly become the fact. She sought
to disregard il, to turn away and treat it as a thing of
no account. Instead, it leaped out at her, a present
horror which led to many sorts of future complications.
It faced her, whichever way she turned, fell upon her,
paralyzed her brain and nerve and heart.

In vain, she hurled herself into the detail of her work.
For the hour, her w'-'-k slid over her mind, as water
slides along a window pane. The needs of a patient
in the fever ward; the unexpected call to oversee the
nurses who were detailed to hand the instruments
through the wicket that led into the glazed and barren
whiteness of the operating-room; the sudden loss of
the almost microscopic electric bulb which, hidden in
the long, shining tube, was destined to illuminate the
darksome caverns of a waiting stomach ; the dropping
down on her white serge knees to hunt about the slip-

pery floor, while the head surgeon, from a^rrass the

mmm



OVER THE QUICKSANDS 237

wicket, issued bulletins of his increasingly urgent

needs : none of this seemed able to penetrate her brain,

to rouse her interest. Like the tiny lamp for which she

searched, the dazzling light of fear had probed her

mind and, by comparison, its glare seemed to have

extinguished every lesser light. She searched long, but

clumsily and with a total lack of reason that made her

powerless to distinguish between possible hiding placej

and impossible, while the surgeon watched her nar-

rowly and wondered what could be the matter with his

star nurse, the collected, tranquil nun. Sister St. Saba.

And, when at last she found it in the shadow of the

folds that covered her left knee, her fingers shook, until

she dropped it once and still again, before she placed

it safely in the surgeon's outstretched hand.

Again he eyed her narrowly, forgetting, for the in-

stant, his waiting patient. Patients came and went.

Sister St. Saba was always there, always reliable. If

she went on her nerves— He shook his gray head.

Then, tiny lamp in hand, he returned to his patient.

Sister St. Saba went away out of the room. She went

into one of the wards, answered vaguely a question or

two from the nurse in charge, spoke a vague word or

two to one of the patients who accosted her. Then she

went on again. The human life around her fretted her,

although she seemed to perceive it dimly, as through a

mental veil. None the less, she felt an increasingly

imperative need to break away from it, to escape to

some place where she could be alone and undisturbed

by outward claims on her attention. Inevitably the

hour was coming nearer when she must be left to her-

self to face her secret horror with what bravery she could.

She knew the hour before her would be fraught with

Twr
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agony, perchance with danger to her reason. She
longed to have it over, ended; v?t, in the next instant,

she shrank from its beginning. » hat if it jhould be too
strong for her to master ? What ir, in the final end, it

should destroy her reason? She wondered how it

would feel to be going mad. How it would feel to be
mad, like the young girl she had helped to nurse, last

year. She had suppo.sed all questions such as that had
ended for her, for ever, when she had spoken her last

holy vows. The nun's life was the the life of incessant

peace, they all had told her. And she was a nun. She
had been a nun for fully a score of years. Peace.'

Peace! How could one ever really hope to gain it?

How, gaining it, could one be sure it would be lasting ?

Every hour, departing, leaves its ghost behind it.

What prayers could ever lay those ghosts, could exor-
cise their spells?

With a hurried tread, quite "If a to her usual soft

padding, Sister St. Saba left the ward and turned in the
direction of the choir. There, in the holy silence, in

the shadow of the great high altar, she knelt behind the
grating, burying her face within her hands. Down
through the western windows, the vivid o'lter light

came filtering in, softened, as if purified, came to illuLni-

nate the painted Stations of the Cross, to rest in goldefi

glory upon the gleaming circle of the monstrance.
Sister St. Saba raised her head a moment to gaze upon
the holy emblems of her faith. Then her head dropped
back upon her hands again. Faith, for the hour, must
yield to pitiless, insistent logic. She must think it all

out, herself included, from the shadowy beginning to

the flaming horror of the end. All ! All ! Everything

!

Her head fell lower yet. until th Llack veil, dropp'ig
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forward, seemed seeking to cover her from sight be-

neath its dusky, sombre folds.

A moment later, sL? lifted her head, crossed herself,

rose from her knees and made swift genuflection. Then

she went away. Another nun had come to kneel be-

side her, a younger nun, peaceful, devout and smiling,

who fell to whispering her prayers with a half-audible

sibilance that stung Sister St. Saba to a sort of fury.

Madness or no, whatever the consequences, she must

be alone, all, all alone. She must think, must face this

horror which loomed ever nearer, larger, must judge it,

not as nun, but as the world would judge. Judged, she

must decide, not what she ought to do, for that she

knew already, but what she would have strength to do.

ICven to nuns, she told herself with a dreary little smile,

strength comes but by degrees. If present strength

matches the present need, all will be well. But if not ?

Meanwhile, she must judge both strength and need,

must strike some sort of balance between them. And,

for that, utter solitude

!

Never had the huge convent-hospital seemed to her

such a human hive as then, while she was wandering

to and fro. outwardly calm, but with distraction in her

heart, to and fro in search of solitude. At last she found

it, a human solitude in truth, but one thick with a

ghostly company. Down in the vault of the old church,

long since destroyed, close to the crowded little cemetery

in the court outside, among th^ rows of grinning skulls,

each with its cross bones neatly laid below, each with

its name-card fastened overhead, there, amid the nuns

of the past three centuries. Sister St. Saba found her

solitude. Above and around her hummed the busy

hive of the great convent. Without, the bygone nuns
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were sleeping quietly beneath their thick whif. rover
lids of fleecy snow. Beside hvr. hU that remu aed of
all those other nuns stare<l at her with their neless
s.x!kefs. measuring her ^ouy Uy what they too had
suffertd. pitying si'^-ntly her wo4>. Furtively, >ftly
Sister St. Saba clo.m-d the heu> .iiu).- behi., ! -v , fur-
tively she peered about her in [U lim ligl to m ke
sure she was alont Thta slowK her .nze sw )t . er
tl unresponsive

< role of her sister .od tha* !; •

around her. hemmiii her it on . verv hand, ludj; i^ h<
by those sightless eyes which had stored oul on raa^ v
gen< ration of just such as she. Just such i, sh. *

iut
w. re there many such? And what was she afu ^

ai -

. lined gains f or h iner ?

With the ^r ad of an animal Seeing from un> n
foe. she fell to pacing the flo .r of the vi^nlt, to an 1 i o
to and fro. n ne steps this v, .y, nine stej '>ack -. ain!
(>n.^. yielding to her \ears-long instinct, „e \x ^^ to
setlK- her disordered veil, to put hack ;, Lvk hair
esrap d fron he prim bands of linen which framed i

her face. That done, she resumrH her i.er\ous treac
mne steps this way, nine steps b ^ aga, i, to and fr.
t< and fro. And, with tt .ad ,h'

terru,4e.i question What as she
against, or sinner? Was ^ •. dh
living lie ? A blot on ihe pog

Angrily ^he dismisses le que

'^nmet. ,er iij

ittr all? ned
ail a ! 'ecus

the terja,ud ?

'II ai .. ily -i p

If^h
dashed a ,iy the crreat ^ear that hui.
What right had ,uch hot t ^rs as thos. . come up
the lashes .,fa nun? Num ears should be cool, anu
pure, an holy T' ^ one had bu led her fingers
bPiihmp heir ^de Bu sue was r. . blot upon the

^ °~ ^' '•"' -'«= --. r; yi i^^ : spitaliere nuns.
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She wtus no livin;. lie. She stood there on her merits,

loved by them al resp< ted by them all, prominent

;mong them nil, even .oftly mentioned now and then

as the (1 -stined successor to the present Mother Superior.

She hi 1 won tf. pla <• fairly. She had sought to make

•n of her h. . She had answered questions

s . truthfully, and in all frankness. If there had

ny hidden lie beh.id her record, any concealed

'T eating at its fa ^s, she could never have ai-

I

' hei resent cmin -* in the community

hn mswered evt rv question frankly and with

ect tr It was not for her to dictate the quesl .ons,

in order I make sure they covered everj thing, every

si'igle thin^;: word atd act and thought and — yes,

emotion, of her wl.ole j
ist life. Besides, once and for

all she had made her <l<'tftiled confession. Not here,

,d loag before she had ever

ows. She had made contrite

and hard to gain her later

>ack again into the old, old

her church, by every strict

it chapter of her life was at

an end, honourably, absolutely. Its sin and its worked-

out pen a I ce were for ever a buried secret between her-

self and her old confessor. And the confessor had been

a mrsn of another race, old, old. Doubtless he was long

since dead, dead as those ranks of sisters who eyed her

blankly from the nearer wall. S.,ter Si. Saba was sorry

he was dead. It would have been a comfort to confess

to him once more, to lay down the whole ugly cf mplica-

tion once again before his kindly, shrewd old eyes, eyes

which, it seemed to her, had been fixed on hea\cn only

across a long perspective of this world's detail.

16

not lately; but lon*^

thought of taking

confession, had work

absolution, had never

sin. By every literal la

interpretation of its cree
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It was a good quarter of a century since she had

told to him her story. She had been a young girl then;
she had thought herself most miserably unhappy'
Measured by the agony of to-day, however, that un-
happmess had been the merest twinge of discomfort.
A quarter of a century ! And the time since then had
changed the picture vastly. Some of the lines had be-
come quite obliterated beneath the dust of years that
lay upon them; some other lines stared u. dt her, as
sharp as ever, as sharp and infinitely blacker. Was
that the way it always was. with passing years, she
wondered. Did those nuns over there, if conscious-
ness remamed to them and conscience, find out that
every decade was recasting their notions as to what their
lives had been ? She glanced across at them, in a mute
appeal for answer to her question ; but they only stared
back at her mutely, blank and unsympathetic.
She could barely make them out by now; twilight

was falling fast inside the vault. Soon they would be
only palely gleaming bits of white amid the surround-
mg darkness. Then they too would vanish into the
dark, and she would be left quite alone. Sister St.
Saba wished the twilight would not hurry. She gained
a sense of comradeship even from their staring, blank
unsympathy. They were all that now remained of
wtiat had gone to make the early history of her chosen
order, the history in which she had so much delighted
Her ancestors they were, as the soul measures things,
spiritual flesh of her spiritual flesh. And, besides,
before they had been Ho.«pitaliere nuns, they had been
women, vital flesh and blood, and subject to tempta-
tion. Perchance, even, some one among them might
have told over to her long-dead confessor a story such
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as her own had been. Or, perchance, it might have

been one of the three nuns missing from the grim array,

nuns who, in the horrible confusion following on siege

and fire, had been laid to rest eternal among their

sisters of the Ursulines. In any case, whoever it was,

and when, in all that long, long line of cloistered women,
there must have been some one among them who had
suffered as she was suffering now.

And, after all, what was the story she had told the

priest ?

Bit by bit, she went over its details. She took them
slowly and one by one, seeking to delude herself with

the pretence that it needed a little time for her to recall

them. Like a child playing a game that begins always
" Now let's pretend," she smiled a little at her attempted

self-deception. Then she cast it from her in a fur}' of

self-scorn. Time to recall the details of the story ! But
never once in all those years had she dismissed them.

True, she had buried them as deeply as she could be-

neath the mingled grain and chaff reaped out of many,
many passing seasons ; but, all that time, she had known
only too well that they were lying underneath, ready to

come forth at any instant. She might as well have pre-

tended to forget the fact of her existence as to have
forgotten these, its vital elements. The scars branded
upon one's skin are not obliterated by the dust of

powder that hides them from full view.

To and fro. To and fro. Nine steps this way, and
nine steps back again. The white gleam of the dead
nuns had vanished in the blackness, and, from over-

head, the faint tinkle of a distant bell sounded the call

to evening prayer. Sister St. Saba never heeded. As
happens once or twice in every lifetime, she was too
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busy now to stop to pray. She was busy, pushing
aside the years-old covering, in bringing out, untorn,
the fabric of the old, old story told the priest so long
ago. She brought it out; then bent above it, lost in

study of its familiar old details.

Like every other old story, it began Once on a time;
and to her present eyes the time seemed curiously re-

mote, in space as well as in years. There had been
a giri, pretty, young, a bit wilful, a bit spoiled, a giri

without any family in particular and with a taste for

nursing. Study in those days was far more diflScult

than now; giri students of that day did without a
good many things, proper chaperonage among them.
They started out to learn everything; and they gen-
erally ended by learning a little more. The student
epoch ended, the giri went to take a short case, then
another longer one, and in a family of great riches and
position. The wife thought herself delicate, threatened
with all manner of dire complications which, in the
end, always failed to develop. And then? Sister St.

Saba walked more slowly. There was no use in keep-
ing up this fleeing, nervous pace, now that the unseen
foe was holding her tight, within its crushing grip.

Then there developed complications of another sort,

of quite another sort A little later on, there came the
end, tragic, sudden, explosive in its force.

It had been at once an end and a beginning. After-
wards, a woman, a nurse, but a giri no longer, had
quietly reentered the city of her birth, the city wheiir
she had departed, years on years before, full of bis i'-

childish plans for seeing the worid and learning wu
it really was. Her lesson learned, she had come back
again, a stranger. In her care, there had come a child.

A
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a tiny boy. The boy was grave beyond all harmony

with his years, and he had a trick of looking out at

life with an odd expression of ba£9ed wonder in his

eyes, eyes the colour of dark amber, long-lashed,

dreamy and a little bit short-sighted. Except for his

eyes, he was rather an ugly little boy, as far as his face

went ; but his figure was well-knit and slim and strong,

the poise of his yellow head betokened breeding. He
was a silent child, sensitive but self-contained, and,

from his babyhood, he did his be;,t to cover up his

feverish desire for love, for humai; contact. Even with

herself, his constant comrade, he would have died,

rather than speak out and babble to her all his child

devotion. In truth, even from his babyhood, he had
been singularly mature, both in the strength of his

affection, and in his constant and insistent effort to

conceal it from every human eye. He was a child to

rejoice greatly, or to suffer deeply. For such as he,

there could be no middle ground.

The girl had been Catholic. By strict agreement,

the child, left in her care, was to be kept away from all

connection with her faith, was to be reared a Protes-

tant. That had been decided, together with the amount
of his annuity, as well as of the salary drawn by the

woman, girl no longer, who was chosen to have the

care of him.

Heavy at jSrst, by slow dqn^es the care grew lighter.

Certain questions had been settled once for all; cer-

tain responsibilities little by little were taken from her,

to be divided among those to whom his education,

spiritual and academic, was to be entrusted. Accord-

ingly, bit by bit as there grew more leisure, bit by bit

his mature companion was able to increase her out^de.
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interests, among them that chief interest of all, her
church, her soul's salvation.

Midway in her restless pacing, Sister St. Saba halted
and pressed her hands against her aching eyes, her
throbbing temples. Then, clasped, she brought them
down before her in a wild sweep of agonized despair.

What was her soul, anyway ? Where was it ? Was it

worth salvation, granted even that salvation lay along
the pathway she had come to choose ? Who could tell

her? Already she had overpassed the limits of the
story she had told her priest confessor in those days of
old. She had not yet come to the beginning of the record
she had entrusted to the confessor of the sisterhood.

What lay between? A forfeited trust? A broken
vow? But she had taken other vows since then, had
been quite true to them in thought and deed. In her
life, as in every other, there were vows and vows. How
could she discriminate between them, once they crossed
purposes ?

It had been three years later on when, after a season
of struggles and of prayers, she had yielded to the call

of her vocation. Since that time ? She drew a slow,
deep breath. Since that time, she had done the very
best that lay within her to be true to all her vows, her
vows to man as well as her vows to God. At the time,
it had seemed difficult to reconcile them; bit by bit

the way had opened clear before her. Sure first of all

of her vocation, a nurse by training, she naturally had
sought an order of nursing nuns. Of these, the Hos-
pitali^res and of the H6tel-Dieu had seemed to her the
most desirable. Her ancestors had made their record
in the history of the past ; her income was enough and
more to ensure her right to be admitted to the crder.

M
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Her character was a mere matter of a little local in-

quiry. A small detail like leaving her young charge

in friendly, prudent hands could easily be overlooked,

beside the great fact of her approaching cloisterhood.

However, for the child's own sake, it seemed expedient

to take the step as quietly as possil v'. Accordingly,

she had put him to bed. one night, exactly in the usual

way. Then, kissing him on cheek and brow, she had

shut her teeth together and walked away, out of the

little room made gay with pretty trifles such as children

love, into the white barrenness of her novitiate. For

long months after, too, it seemed to her that her life

had changed just to match the barren whiteness of her

changed surroundings.

Of her changed surroundings

!

For a moment, her mind halted upon the details of

the day which had marked her ds. 'th to the world, her

birth into the life of holy cloisterhood and toil awaiting

her. The change had come to her at the very start,

when, immediately after her Superior, she had taken

the communion. Then, standing alone in the middle of

the choir, she had bowed low towards each of the four

walls, token of her lifelong farewell to the four comers

of the world outside. A moment later, she had cast

herself, face down, upon the pavement, while the four

young sisters, treading softly, slowly, came to stretch

over her the pall. From this living death, she had
arisen into her new life, to find the sisters gathered

round her in the choir, and to lead them, singing the

Te Deum.
"Pleni au.a coeli" she had sung. And, later on,

** Judex crederis esse ventures"

Shalt come to be our Judge. Our Judge I She dragged
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her mind away from the impressive ceremony, and
fixed it once more upon the boy who, even at a distance,

even above her vows, had been her lifelong care.

Even from her cloister, she had kept a distant watch
over the boy. This seemingly impossible task she had
been able to accomplish by way of her confessor, a
wise old man who, in his journeyings to and fro about
the city, hnd contrived to work his way into many and
many a lie, brightening it and blessing. She knew,
through his reports, how the child was growing and
waxing strong and wise. She knew when he left the
kindergarten and went into school, knew when he had
measles and when he began to cut his second teeth.

She also knew, none better than herself, in fact, how
through all his growing boyhood he kept to his old
strength of possible affection, his old, old trick of rigid

self-control. Without once seeing him after the night
when her last kiss had fallen on his chubby cheek, she
was quite well aware of all his lonely self-repression,

all the suffering her act had brought him, all it was yet
to bring. She justified it to herself, as she had justified

the gaps in her confession, by the good they both were
gaining from her life of prayers and holy toil.

When the boy was just ready to start out into college

and into consequent manhood. Sister St. Saba had
sent for him, one day. Watching him steadily, albeit
from a distance, she had decided that the time had
come to trust him with her secret. She owed as much
as that to him, and to the claims of her own conscience.
They had been long together, when Bemon Tremaine
came out across the corridor, a boy no longer, but a
full-grown man. his face still and white, the light for
ever a little dimmed in his clear, amber eves. His

wnv
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friends, seeing the difference at a glance, attributed

it to the dread of his departure, next day. By the time

he had come home for his firs* vacation, the change

had become a fact too settl admit of comment.
Some men were made that ^ „ *hey said to one an-

other; and Bernon Tremaine was of them. That was
all. That any specific incident or hour had worked
the change, they had no possible idea.

From that time onward. Sister St. Saba saw Tre-

maine, a few times every year. They talked together

without reservation; yet it had been the distinct, em-
phatic request of the nun that Tremaine should speak

to no one else of the relationship which lay between

them. This was not for her sake, nor for his; but

merely in loyalty to certain promises which she had
made, long years before. Her own secret she had
placed in his hands, without any reservations. The
secrets of others, however closely allied with hers,

she kept implicitly. This also was according to her

promises.

These promises had been made so long ago that, at

the time, the fact itself had seemed the one considera-

tion. Consequences, potential at most, were far too

remote to be taken into account. Up to the very letter,

though not, perhaps, the very spirit, she had kept her

promises. And now? They were crushed to dust, and
the dust cast out upon the whirlwind of the conse-

quences, remote no longer, but staring her in the face.

She had reassembled all the facts. It now remained

for her to enumerate all the consequences. She set

about it bravely; but, at the first, worst one of all, she

faltered. That alone and at whatever cost must be

forestalled, prevented. What matter that hei vows
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forbade? It was a time when the highest law of all

imaginable laws must dictate the deliberate breaking

of any vow. It mattered nothing that, breaking it,

she might also break in two the life of Bemon Tre-
maine. She faced that possibility with inflexible

courage, although the very thought of it seemed to

stab her to her heart. And did it matter nothing, also,

that, breaking it, she might break down the foundations

of her place in the community? As that question

flashed across her brain. Sister St. Saba stopped short,

while her fingers left the silver cross, to tear at the

linen guimpe about her throat, which suddenly seemed
smothering her, choking her. Her place in the com-
munity ! Her place ! There must be some way out

of that. Else, what good in a life like hers, useful,

obedient to every holy vow ?

To and fro, to and fro. Nine steps this way. Nine
steps back again. Sister St. Saba's head was bowed
upon her chest; Sister St. Saba's hands, one on the

other, were clasped about her silver cross. Around
her upon every side, through the enveloping darkness,

the sightless eyes of bygone nuns seemed bent upon
her, mutely beseeching her to leave their age-long

record still unsmirched. The only question was, what
would smirch it most. That was the one question.

That - and her place among them.

To and fro. Nine steps this way, and — At the

fourth step. Sister St. Saba paused and raised her head.

Out of the darkness, a wa; had dawned upon her.

But Sister St. Saba, long within the burial vault,

omitted her evening prayers, that night. Instead, leav-

ing her penances until the morrow, she flung herself

upon her bed and slept the deep sleep of exhaustion.



CHAPTER NINETEEN

TOWARDS noon, next day, Donald Rhodes came

strolling into Tremaine's office, his fists in his

pockets, his cap cocked on the back of his head. Hilar-

ity was on his tongue; but a wistful gravity was in his

dark blue eyes.

"Positively my last appearance," he remarked from

the threshold. Then, catching sight of Fordyce sitting

within, he added, "I say, am I intruding? This looks

like some sort of a secret session."

Tremaine glanced up alertly.

"Rhodes! Come in, man. We never have any

secrets going on here," he assured his guest.

Don came over the threshold, took a seat.

" Nor anything else to speak of, from the looks of it,"

he observed, as he crossed his legs, then tossed aside

his cap. "As I say, this is my last appearance here.

To-morrow will be full of things, and I suppose we go

down, Monday."

"Unless you change your mind again," Fordyce

made unkind suggestion.

Don laughed.

"We can't. Leastwise, if we do, we'll have pend

the night in the baggage car among the t^nks. We've

booked and unbooked so often, this last week, that,

last time I stopped at the office, the clerk was very

drastic. Anyhow, w^e're going, Monday."

rmn . U.!-Jl-1».-. i
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"To our sorrow." Fordyce told him.
"Thanks. Ours, too. I male a conundrum about

it, last night, that may come in handy for some use,"
Don assured him. " Want to hear it ? You might like
to use it, too, Tremaine."

"Why I, in particular?" Tremaine inquired, as he
slid down in his chair, crossed his heels on his desk and
lighted a cigarette.

" Because it fits you to a T." Don smiled across at
him in good-tempered mockery.

"What's the conundrum.'" As he spoke, Fordyce
copied the position of Tremaine.
"Why is the winter like our hearts?" Don queried.

" Give it up ? Because they both are breaking. Good

:

is n't it?"

"Ripping," Fordy^-e made languid assent. "Have
you tried it yet on Ethel ?"

To his extreme surprise, a glint of anger flashed into
the blue eyes of Don, and his response came a little

haughtily.

"If you don't mind, Fordyce, I'd rather not be jok-
ing about Miss Cameron."
The heels of Fordyce went crashing to the floor.

"Good Lord, man!" he blurted out. "You don't'
mean it's come to that, already?"
"Come to what?" Don panied.
"Come to— Why, come to— to where the girl

is n't a fit subject for joking."

"She never has been, as far as I have been con-
cerned," Don answered, still a little stiffly.

"Good— Lord!" Fordyce reiterated slowly. "Is
that the state of the case? No wonder they say you
Americans are rapid people, Rhodes."

Wfe^
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" Not so rapid. There has been plenty of time —

"

" Time ! Four or five weeks ! To my sure knowl-

edge, you did n't meet her at all, till this winter. And
it takes us Canadians as many years as you have had
weeks. Tremaine, will you listen to this man !

"

Fordyce adjured him.

But Tremaine was the last man to be called upon to

condemn Don. He smiled to himself, as he listened to

Fordyce's appeal for support. Had not he, too, known
what it was to have his world, his universe, entirely

reconstructed in the same space of time ? But Don was
once more speaking, and, this time, his young voice

was very earnest.

"Now see here, you fellows," he was saying; "of

course, I had no business to be telling you this. It 's

only my position, anyway. So far as I know. Miss

Cameron has no idea how I— how I feel about things.

So far as I know, she likes Tremaine, and Gerrans, and
all the rest of you just as well as she likes me."

"Hm ! Well, very likely," Fordyce told him. "When
is it your intention to find out?"

" When she has had time to know just what I am good
for," Don answered steadily.

There came a short pause. Then Fordyce spoke,

and gru^ely.

"Then, Rhodes, you may as well go in for it at once,"

he said. " I have known Ethel Cameron since she was
a youngster. Her father was my mother's cousin, in

fact; and I always counted her as kin, counted myself

as her big brother. If you 're really, honestly in earnest

— and I never once imagined that you were— then go

ahead and have it out with her as soon as possible."

"Not before I go away; that is, go away this time?"

E> P'
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"Yes. It's the fairest thing to do," Fordyce said,

with a seriousness that transfigured his lean, lined, ugly
fate into a new dignity. "If the girl really happens to

care for you, it 's hard on her to go away to leave her
wondering whether there 's anything in it all, or not.

Such wundenngs are bound to couie, once a girl is left

alone; and they are bound to take the edge off the deli-

cacy of things a little. Best have it out and done with,

and not have the uncertainty dangling along above you
both. Don't you think that 's true, Tremaine?"

Appealed to in this summary f&shion, Ti raaine de-
tached himself from his reverie with a difficulty ..hich

was manifest to them both. Nevertheless, hi> answer,
when it came, was in no sense equivocal.

"I never believe much in danglings," he said tersely.
" What *s more, if things are going to happen at all,

they 're just as likely to happen in four wet 's, or even
in four days, as in four years."

"Perhaps. Still, I have a legal mind, and I take
things rather more deliberately than tuat," Fordyce
responded. "I always know what giris I like; but
I *m never sure just how much I likt- hem. As a result,

while I am making up my mind, some other chap gets

quite sure, and walks off with the girl from beneath my
very nose. Second result: a lean and disgruntled

bachelor."

"I did n't know you cared for girls," Tremaine ob-
served, as he .scratched another match.

"Mutual, my dear young friend," Fordyce r« torted.

"There's this difference, though: they all do care for

you. I suppose they would care for me, too, if I kept
them in their proper places, as you do; but I never have
the heart to suub them. Fact is. I care for them lots

:

r.4^,Ai' ''*•-.
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not for lota of them, th- ugh, the way Gerry Cerrans

does. He is another o.ie they all adore," Fordyce

added meditatively.

"Because he keeps them in their proper places?"

Tremaiiie inquired, with caustic emphasis.
** It depends on what you call the proper place, Tre-

maine. At least, he does n't follow very closely on your

methods. Speaking of girls, though," deliberately For-

dyce lighted a fresh cigarette, then took careful aim at

the waste basket with his burnt-out match ;
'*

it 's a

blue moon, Rhodes, since I 've seen a girl I admire as I

do your cousin."

Don liked his tone, as far removed from sentiment

as it was from all frivolity. His answer came, upon
the instant.

" Fordyce, she 's one of millions. I only wish — "

But his wish was never spoken. Instead, he jumped
''> ''atch the ink. shaken from its place by the accidental

;
:

ag of Tremaine's foof

• ext time you feel Ukr ku'king over the inkstand,

did aaan, please send 0:1 * v. timing signals in advance,"

he admonished Tr«i r.hv t heerily, as he sank down
again into his chair, xuen he turned back to Fordyce.

"Speaking of Hiu'a, Fordyce, I wish I knew what had
CO-" » over her."

.' Jow do you mean ?
'*

"She isn't a bit like herself, these days. She's
fidgety, seems all the time as if she were waiting for

somethin
; to happen, something that never quite comes

off. One iiur"ite, she talks you to death; next minute,

she 's away c tf , a thousand miles from you, and does n't

hear a word you are saying."

Tremaine's eyes, fixed on the glowing spark before
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him, lighted into comprehension. He knew what had
come over Hilda, for was not the selfsame thing fast

coming over himself? In fact, it had already come.
He held his peace, however. There was no need for
him to answer a remark addressed to Fordyce. Be-
sides, Don was once more speaking; this time, though,
a good deal more lightly.

"Still, what 's the use of trying to analyze a girl?"
he added sagely. "To us mere men, they 're bound to
be a good deal of a puzzle, anyhow; and I suspect
we 'd find out that, if they were n't, they 'd have lost

half their charm. As for Hilda, you don't begin to
know her. All ray life, she 's been sister and chum and
sweetheart, rolled into one."

"Rather an impossible sort of combination, I should
say," Tremaine observed grimly, as he uncoiled his legs
from their comfortable knot, and went to answer an
insistent call from the telephone across the room.
However, before he could take down the receiver,

Don's reply had come.

"Not at all. Try it. yourself, some day, and you '11

find it not only possible, but a mighty good thing."
But already Fordyce was pondering the possibili-

ties of the combination. According to his ineradicable
habit, he delivered his verdict strai.'^ht at the inner edge
of his left thumb nail.

"Depends somewhat upon the girl," he said tersely.

Then he fell silent, not to interfere with the voice coming
in over the t' lephone, a woman's voice and pitched on
a key that betokened nerves, he told himself, with a
lawyer's instinctive grasp of relevant details. Then he
took himself to task for seeming to spy upon the inter-
ests of his friend.
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"Again so soon ? Really, that 's very good of you,"

Tremaine was saying; and Fordyce, listening perforce,

was struck by the charm of the courteous intonation of

each clean-cut, simple syllable. "You know I always

enjoy it. I wish I could come, this afternoon; but I

have an engagement. Yes, it is an important one; it

is with a friend who is going out of town almost at once.

Yes. Yes. No. You say it is necessary? Oh; then

I will see. Yes. No. No. Hold the wire for a moment,
please." His hand over the transmitter, he turned to

Don. "Rhodes," he asked, and, asking, his face was
a little troubled; "do you suppose your sister would

let me off from that drive, this afternoon? I know it

sounds a beastly rude thing to ask ; but I 'm needed

here in town on a matter of business."

Don nodded in careless acquiescence.

"That 's the best thing about Hilda," he said briefly.

"She always understands about a thing like that, and
takes it like a sensible being. She won't care about it in

the least."

But Tremaine, facing back to the telephone once

more, was conscious of a happy certainty that Hilda

would care, would care exceedingly.

The interrupted conversation, all three men felt, had
been upon too intimate a theme to be renewed after so

definite a break. Accordingly, a pau.se came over the

group, when Tremaine, his face .somewhat disturbed,

was once more settled with his heels upon his desk.

Don broke the pause, with a recurrence to his original

mood of chaff.

"To go back to my reason for appearing here, Tre-
maine," he said, with a painstaking effort after light-

ness; "as I told you, it *s my last chance to come down
17



it!
268 OVER THE QUICKSANDS
here. If you don't mind. I 'd rather like to look around
the place a bit, to see what traces I can find that your
work has advanced one single iota, since I came. I 'm
not your chief; it can't do you any harm, and the Ume
may come when I shall like to quote your example to
certain of the powers at home. To crib one of Fordyce's
trenchant observations, we Americans are such a stren-
uous race, you know. When we do get busy, we kick
up such a dust that all the rest of the world has to stand
around and rub its eyes." And, his hands in his pockets,
he rose, strolled aimlessly about the room and then,'
still aimlessly, he nodded his farewells, strolled out of
the room and down the stairs.

Silence followed his going. The two men left behind
smoked on in the wordless communion that men know.
When Fordyce did speak, it was without lifting his eyes
to the face of his companion.
"Tremaine, old chap, something is going wrong."
"Yes. Perhaps."

"Sorry. Can I help?"
"No. And I 'm not sure it 's going, either, nor

really what it is."

"When I can help, I 'm here."

"Thanks."

The silence came again, and lasted.

"Tremaine," Fordyce said, when at length he rose
to go; "it 's a great thing to have had one's knicker-
bocker days in common; it ensures a point for taking
hold again, when the time comes. I don't want to butt
in; it 's only my confounded legal taint that makes me
notice thing.s. But, if the time ever does come for me
to take hold, I 'm here, and ready." And. without an-
other word, he went his way.
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It is instinct, after all, not reason, that warns of com-

ing danger. Tremaine's heart was throbbing heavily,

that afternoon, as he mounted the long flight of granite

steps leading to the door of the Hotel-Dieu. His mind
assured him that he had no reason for dreading his

coming talk with Sister St. Saba. None the less, his

whole being was weighed down by a dull foreboding

which he could neither analyze nor hold in check.

Sister St. Saba's voice, that morning, had been in part

responsible for this leaden fear; another cause had
lain, latent and disregarded, in his mind, ever since his

interview with her, two days before. Voluntarily he

had thrust it from his consideration: but it had been

waiting, lurking in the depths of his memorj-, ready to

spring up again, once the time should come. And now
the time had come.

Sister St. Saba had named the hour for his call. The
clock was striking, as he came inside the vestibule, and
the porter, capped and smiling, was evidently waiting,

ready tu admit him. He nodded to the porter, nodded
again to the head surgeon, just on his way towards the

operating-room, sent his name to Sister St. Saba, and

then made his own way into the convent parlour, with

an uncomfortable consciousness that he too was facing

an operation on his own account.

It caused him no especial surprise that Sister St. Saba
was there before him. already .seated on her own side

of the little wicket; no surprise when, at the sound
of his step in the room, the wicket Hew open to disclose

her face. Her face, however, did cause him a distinct

shock, .so haggard was it, .so drawn, so grayish white

within its framing bands of linen. .\s she greeted him,

her smile was steady; but her pale brown eyes were
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wide and staring, the eyes of one who has recently
looked horror in the face, has met its glare and faltered,

not the conqueror, but the conquered.

Before the change, Tremaine forgot his vague fore-

bodings in a new, sharp terror. He started forward,
his hand outstretched to hers.

"Mother!" he exclaimed. "What is it? Are you
ill? In trouble?"

She waved him back to the chair, placed ready for
him just outside the wicket.

As if dazed by the new fear which had fallen on him,
he obeyed her gesture and sat down.
"But what is it?" he urged. "Tell me about it. It

is my right to know. Arc you ill ? Vuu must be. or
you would n't— " His voice trailed off into silence,

as he met the fear within her eves.

"No," she answered liim, and her voice was hoarse,
lifeless, dull. "I am not ill, Bernon ; only~ worried."

"Tell me," he bade her as gently as he could, for he
was quick to feel that she was not far from the tears
which, man like, he dreaded. " Let me share the worry,
mother. That is the reason I am here, the reason I

have always stayed so near you, so that, when the time
came, I might be of some u.se."

She gazed back at him in dull surprise and
question.

"When the time came ? Did you expect it, Bernon ?

"

"All my life, I have been braced to meet it," he said
briefly.

"But why did you— Why should vou expect
it?"

"How could I help it ? It was bound to come. One
puts off some things, but never really prevents them,"
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What; IShe told her steadily. "And it has come now.

the worn', mother; what about?"

Again she sat silent, staring at him dully.

" About— you," she said at length.

"About me?"
"Yes, you." Then Sister St. Saba's head fell for-

ward on her hands. " Oh, my poor, poor boy
!

" she

wailed. An instant later, she had bowed herself t«>

gether limply, shaken from head to foot with harsh,

dry sobs.

It is not easy to regain control, once the curb, tight

held for years, snaps and is flung aside. It was long

before Sister St. Saba spoke again, long that Tremaine
sat watcliing her in silent, futile sympathy, while the

old vagtae foreboding came back upon him and in-

creased a thousand fold. At last, Sister St. Saba made
a violent effort, crushed back her sobs, lifted her agon-

ized face to his and spoke. And, while she spoke, the

agony spread to the face of Tremaine, listening; cov-

ered it and rested, frozen, there.

With a quiet precision which betrayed long hours of

careful thought. Sister St. Saba told her story. With
broad, incisive strokes, she showed him all the crude,

harsh details; then she showed him all the cruel con-

sequences down to the remotest end. Her voice broke

now and then over her own bald words; her eyes

drooped over the hideous facts, the yet more hideous

consequences; but her courage held out to the very

end. And, when it came, the end died into a silence

which left them sitting motionless, face to face, white

and still. The moments lengthened, multiplied. Sister

St. Saba fell back in her chair, drawing a long, slow

breath. With an instinctive gesture, her hand rose to

.
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her silver cross, curved as if to shut about it: then it

fell again and rested on her white serge lap, half open,
while a new light of horror leaped up into her eyes.

Tremaine, however, never stirred. His head sunk
forward on his chest, his face devoid of all expression,
save for the mask of agony which had fallen on it at her
words, his eyes veiled and hidden from her view behind
his lowering brows, he sat there, as if frozen in his
place. His shoulders had shrunken together, and his
hands lay loosely on his knee. As yet, there was no
tensity in face or pose. That would come later; and.
coming, it would endure. It takes a little time for a
man to stiffen, even beneath a mortal blow; and this

blow, Sister St. Saba had realized, even while she dealt
it, had been mortal.

At last he aroused from his daze, lifted his eyes and
shivered, as with a physical chill. Then swiftly he re-

called his shattered manhood, rallied it to meet the
sudden need. His teeth shut hard : his fingers clinched
each other until the skin gave way beneath the pointed
nails. A moment afterward, he spoke, and his voice
surprised himself by its firmness.

•'I wish you had told me sooner, mother," he said
slowly.

"You never knew?"
•'How could I?"
"I don't know. Sometimes one suspects things."
"There seemed no reason for suspicion," he an-

swered sadly. "I trusted you, just as I trusted life

itself."

Again, as if the words had stabbed her, her fingers
sought the cross upon her breast. Again they faltered,
fell away.

II 1:
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'But I have to!d she said.1 now,

"Yes, now. But it is too late." Then he strength-

ened the pressure he had been placing on himself.

"Forgive me, mother," he added gently. "I have no
right to speak to you like that. And it has been hardest

of all for you."

"Yes," she echoed dully, for, now that the crisis was
passing, she began to distrust her own strength. "It

has been hardest of all for me."

Tremaine rose to his feet. The mask of agony still

lay upon his features, a stiff mask, but not distorted.

From underneath it, his eyes peered out uncertainly as

if their sight had become a thing to question. His
head, however, was erect, his carriage firm and full of

the dignity which comes from accepted sorrow. Fallen

inertly backward in her chair. Sister St. Saba gazed at

him with anguished, terror-stricken eyes.

"Bemon, are you going?"

"Yes."
" Shall you ever come back ?

"

"I hope so," he answered, with an effort for his old,

kindly intonation upon which she had learned to count,

as one of the few remaining rights of the motherhood
whose outward forms she had so lightly flung away.

She sprang forward to the passless wicket, stung to

new life by a sudden, agonizing fear.

" Bernon ! Bemon ! My boy, where are you going .'
"

In answer to the wail of hopeless, helpless woe, his

own voice broke a little.

"Out into the dark, mother, to be alone a little

while, all ulone, until I have learned to get used to

it."

The echo of his retreating footsteps died away in the
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corridor. Within the room behind the -»pen wicket,

there came a muffled thud.

An hour later, they came upon Sister St. Saba, un-
conscious and breathing heavily, huddled together on
the floor beside her empty chair.

^P

li I

,5a(fe3

vm



CHAPTER TWENTY

STRAIGirr between the eyes had the blow fallen.

Tremaine could feel its crushing impact still, al-

though many hours had passed away since he had left

the H6tel-Dieu. Following the instinct of every animal
wounded to the death, he had gone to hide himself in

his own room. No alien, uncomprehending eyes should
look upon his suffering. Once in his room, the key
turned upon all intruders, he had flung himself down,
still in his fur-lined coat, on the nearest chair and had
sat there, inert, motionless. It would have been un-
told relief, if only he could have raved a little, could
have cursed, and raged about the room. Such raving,
however, was alien to his nature; and, besides, the
hurt was too deep to yield to physical heroics. He
merely sat there, his body passive and relaxed, but his
brain maddeningly active, flashing this way and that
between the past and future, between the blow itself

and the festering consequences which were bound to
follow.

Motionless, inert he sat there, while the hour for
dinner came and went, and then the hour for sleep,
It seemed to him that never again would he care for
sleep or food, never again for much of anything.
Even his pride had left him. the pride which, hereto-
fore, had bade him take his lonely life and make of it
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all he ciiuld until, in the far-off end, it should not be
isolated, but significat ' to all men. Now he felt no
espwial desire to have the rest of his life amount to

!in\ hing in particular. He vaguely realized that there

would l)e a rest of it. As a rule, one did not die, just

because one's plans and hopes had all gone bad. He
reali/t-d that, next day, he would be in the office just

as u^ual, would meet his business engagements, per-

haps his social ones. Melodramatic disappearances
were out of fashion nowadays; and. as a matter of
course, he would yield to fashion. In the morning, he
would go back into his life again, would be just the
same Tremaine he always had been, only perhaps a
little stiller. To-night, however, it was his right, his

need, to sit apart and tliink.

And he did sit apart and think until the unlighted
room turned grayish with the coming dawn; turned
pearly white and then, as the sun shot up above the
Levis hills, turned to pure gold. Thought-time had
ended with the night; the next day had come, and
with it would inevitably come the old routine. He
sighed a little, shut his teeth, then rose, tossed ofiT his

wrinkled clothes and, after an interval of splashing,

emerged into the dazzling daylight, tubbed and groomed
with care, the usual Tremaine, only curiously older,

curiously still and wan.

Even now, food was distasteful to him, and, turn-
ing disgustedly away from thought of breakfast, he
crossed the Ring and came out upon the terrace. It

was a biting morning, cold and sharp and still, one of
the moniii'^'s when winter, as If loath to yield to spring,
tightens her grip upon the world. In that tardy little

city, few peopj.. were as yet abroad, and the terrace was
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deserted- Tremaine stood there long, his arms crossed

on the rail, his eyes upon the flowing, silvery stream

beneath, a stream half veiled from sight by the clouds

of swirling vapour which rose above it, rose from the

sunless water-level to vanish in the upper air above,

the barber of the wintry, ice-cold river which seemed

boiling beneath the rising, pale gray steam. It rose,

and rose, and vanished; and it left no trace behind.

That was what his hopes had done, his hopes and all,

all of his plans. His heavy eyes were aching with the

strain of following the rising steam, in the vague hope

of finding somewhere one thin banner which had sur-

vived the golden light of day. ""' -re was none any-

where, not one.

Above him loomed the Chateau, its upper roofs

gleaming against the dark blue sky, its windows flash-

ing back a greeting to the new, bright day. One of

the windows, he knew — His short-sighted, tired

eyes drooped more heavily; the lines around his lips

hardened. Perhaps, some day when he was old and

all his faculties and perceptions were a little numbed
he could accept a compromise. Now, the very idea ^f

any compromise was loathly to him. It must be all,

or nothing. All, or nothing. It could not be all. Then
— nothing. He turned from the rail above the rising,

evanescent mist, turned and walked away towards his

office, rapidly, but stiflSy as if all of one unjointed piece

His hour for relaxation had gone by. Realizing it, he

wondered grimly if it would ever come again. If not,

so much the better. He went into his office, hung up
his hat and coat, and fell to work on the neglected

map which, only the day before, had aroused Don's

derision.
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"I say," Don observed to his cousin above the grape

fruit, next morning; "funny thing; but I saw Tre-
laaine on the terrace just now. As a rule, he's not
such an early bird. I hammered on the window at
him; but I could n't make him hear."

Hilda sugared her own fruit, then passed the sugar
across to Don.

"What do you suppose he was doing there, at such
an hour?" she queried.

Don paused, the spoon uplifted, while he shot a
glance across at his cousin.

"Serenading, most likely, and got belated," he said
nonchalantly then. " Was it a pretty tune ?

"

Hilda delivered counter thrust.

"How should I know? I slept too hard to hear a
whole brass band, after the way I had to sit up, wait-
ing for you to come back from Ethel's. Did you have
such a good time, Don?"

Forgetful of his fruit, Don banged his elbows on the
table and clasped his hands around the ciystal bowl of
sugar.

"Hang it all, I wish I knew!" he said, with what,
for jovial Don, amounted to the extreme of discon-
solateness.

"So do I," Hilda echoed. Then, at sight of Don's
face, she grew grave. " I don't want to ask the wrong
question, Don

; but was n't Ethel — nice to you » "

J
Nice yes, as far as that goes!" Don growled.

Bu all you girls think it's nice and maidenly to be
so blasted inconclusive. Hilda," heedless of the ap-
proaching waiter, he faced her steadily; "if ever aman tries - well - tries to tell you things, in all
mercy hear him out, and then give him a square an-
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swer. Ten to one, he's in earnest; and, when we
really do get in earnest, we don't take kindly to shilly-

shally."

There was a little pause, so full of meaning that

even the waiter felt its import, withdrew discreetly

to the corner of the fireplace and fell to making wholly
needless toast. Then Hilda raised her pale brown
eyes to Don's blue ones.

"If the time ever does c-.me, Don dear," she an-
swered gently ;

" I will remember what you say." And
then she added, with an inconsequent little sigh, " Oh,
Don, I wish I felt more ready to go h me."

" It will be my last day, you know," Hilda had said

to Gerrans, the week before. "Sunday never really

counts, you know, and we are going, Monday after-

noon. Saturday will be our final fling, then. Can't
we plan it out so that we shall fling fast and far? I

want to remember the day always and always."
Gerrans had given a jovial assent, and straightway

had gone to work with her to make plans. Later on,
he had taken council with Allison Carhart and Bernon
Tremaine. Hilda's will was law for them all, just then

;

and Hilda wished her last fling to be a wholly joyous
one.

In a sense, it would be a last fling for them all. Winter
was breaking fast over the little city. The cold was in-

termittent, nowadays. Occasionally, a long day's rain
came to bite into the high-pi!ed snow; on other days,
the sun at noon blazed warmly, and the wisp of smoke
from the kiosk at the cabstand by the Ring wen' boat-
ing upward towards a sky whose colour held within it

the promise of the coming spring. None the less, save
for the midday hour of warmth, within the streetcars
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the brake still wore its woollen mitten on its thumb-
like, upturned handle; the snow still creaked beneath
the runners of the sleighs; the horses still were whisk-
ered bushily with white hoarfrost ; and, every now and
then, the heavens blazed with the aurora's red and
white and rose and vivid violet banners flung up across
the evening sky.

And yet, the winter was breaking fast. Already
there were days when the streets at noon were wet
above their ice coats ; when the snow clung soft around
one's snowshoes; when only by the most anxious care
could the slides be kept from wearing into holes through
which peeped the yellow boarding. The time was at

hand when the gray little city must come out of her
happy retirement, her intimate merrymaking, and take
her place once more among her sisters.

For them all, then, that Saturday revel was to be
somewhat of the nature of a farewell, not only to Hilda
and Don, but to the spirit of the passing winter. By
tacit consent, their plan was to limit itself strictly to
their old octette: the two Americans, Fordyce, Tre-
maine and Gerrans, Allison and Ethel and the Aunt
who still held her place among them by reason of
Allison's decision.

"She's good, Gerry; and, if she did n't take herself

so much in earnest, she'd be clever," Allison had argued.
"Besides, it's not quite decent to pick her up, and then
drop her, because you happen to have found another
toy you like a little better."

Gerrans had smiled with unruflBed good humour.
" It's not the toys that count, Allie," he had answered.

" We play with them a while, and then we drop them.
There comes a time, you know, when we outgrow our

-"i^^:.. wrw,^^f-
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toys, and take to — However, keep your toy, if you
want her," he had added inconsequently.

And so the Aunt had stayed on within the little

circle.

Gerrans and Tremaine, with Allison, had planned

the day. Late in the morning, they would drive, two
sleis;h-loads of them, down to the Falls. Thence, after

luncheon, they would take the train down the river

and, that afternoon, climb on their snowshoes up the

rounded dome of Cap Tourmente. Then back by
train again to Kent House to dine and rest a little, and
spend the evening on the slides. It would all be possible

and perfect, granted the weather held. And now the

day had come, a day *hat was biting cold and still and
clear, as if it had been made on purpose.

Nevertheless, at the very start, the plan seemed fated

to be ruined. Even the optimism of Gerrans quailed

before the prospect; and Allison, unable to keep to

herself her dire forebodings, confided the worst ones
of them to the Aunt. For the first time in their ex-

perience of him, Donald Rhodes was manifestly out

of sorts, and Ethel, when she appeared, was quietly

determined to go in the same sleigh with Hilda, thus

leaving Don to the tender mercies of Fordyce and the

Aunt, with Allison a disconcerted fourtii. Just as the

rearrangement had been made, just as Hilda's infec-

tious gayety had triumphed over the general gloom,
there came tidings of another disappointment. Tre-
maine had just telephoned to Gervase Gerrans that
a sudden, urgent need would hold him in the oflSce, all

that morning. Later, at noon, he would do his best to
join them on the train.

"And it isn't fact at all, you know; nothing but
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grouch and hanky-panky," Gerrans, once his report

was made, was confiding into Allison's ear. "His
story was sper'ous enough; but his voice gave it all

away. Confound the chap! What's gone into him
to spoil Miss Lynde's last day?"

Allison looked anxious.

" Poor old Demon ! Something must have gone very

wrong to upset him for this. And I thought he was
getting o er his bad times. Did you urge him, Geny ?"

"Urge! In such a state of mind as he was in! I

thought you valued my life, Allie."

"So I do," she told him, with a smile; "and never

more than now. What's got into everybody, Gerry;

ever} iody but just you ? But Hilda's day must n't

be spoiled like this. You must help me make it go."

And go it did, down to the last gay word of chaflF

flung back and forth between the sleighs, during the

long drive to the Falls, down to the climax of the last

story Gerrans told above the luncheon. By that time,

both Allison and Gerrans felt that their worst fears

were allayed. There had been neither breaks nor
pauses, Ethel was relaxing somewhat of her earlier aus-

terity, and Tremaine would be down on the train, due
now in ten minutes. They gathered up their snow-
shoes with an air of manifest relief.

Even to the optimistic eye of Gervase Gerrans, it

was evident, when the train came in, that Tremaine
was "ictim of no ordinary grouch. His face was wan
and haggard ; his eyes wore the aflfrighted look of one
who has gazed on death; but his manner, so far from
being marked with the still, chill reserve they all had
learned to regard as characteristic of his blacker moods,
was gentle and curiously demonstrative. A child, just
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come in, frightened, from the dark outside, could have

shown no greater wish for contact with his kind.

Fordyce, watching keenly, sure that he held a par-

tial clue to the change in Tromaine, yet held his peare.

Allison, however, waited for her chance to speak. She

found it, once they had left the train, and were busy

tying on their snowshoes.

"Bernon, what is it?" she asked, too low for any

one else to hear.

He strove to put her off.

"What is what.'" he asked carelessly; but his eyes

drooped before the directness of her gaze.

"No use denying," she said briefly. "You are in

some trouble, Bernon. I have n't watched you, all

these years, for nothing. Is it bad?"
" Yes, Allie," he confessed steadily. " It 's bad."

Her face lighted at this, his first use of her childish

name. Then it grew grave again.

" Can't I be of any use ?" she asked him pitifully.

He shook his head.
" Only by not noticing it, or me," he told her. " Not

now, that is. Some day. perhaps, I can tell you all about

it. To-day — To-day, I want to hold myself quite

steady. It is the last day that we all shall be together

in just the same old way."

Suspiciously she turned her glance towards Hilda,

laughing down at Gerrans who had knelt to tie on her

shoes. Tremaine intercepted the glance, interpreted

it and shook his head.

"No, Allison," he said a little sternly; "we must
not spoil the day for her. She has been counting on it,

and, for all our sakes, best make the day the brightest

that we can." And, quite in his accustomed fashion,

18
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he went forward and placed himself at Hilda's
side.

Half way up the long, steep climb, Hilda paused to

rest. As she did so, she looked Tremaine squarely in

the eyes.

" Mr. Tremair " she said abruptly, even as Allison

had done befor ; "something is the matter."

This time, h aenied the charge.

"Nothing, Miss Lynde, save the infirmity of being
slightly out of breath," he assured her lightly. " What
should make you think so?"

"Everything. I don't think. ugh ; I know. Some-
thing is very wrong with you to-uay. What is it?"

Again he sought to put her off.

"Am I such bad company?" he asked her.

She shook her head.
" It is n't like you to fish for compliments," she told

him gravely. "It is just another sign that you are
keeping something from me. I wish you'd tell n>--

Mr. Tremaine, and let me help it out." Both vu
and eyes were very sweet, just then.

His face only stiffened at her words. His yoi^e,

though, was not under quite such good control, as he
made reply, —
"Nothing serious at all, Miss Lynde. I only am

feeling a little out of condition to-day. I did n't sleep,

last night, and it makes me dull. I am sorry and
ashamed, though, that you should have noticed it."

For a minute or two, her eyes remained upon his
face, half accepting his excuse, half doubting. Then
she shook her head once more.

"I am sorry," she said slowly; "more sorry than I
can say. I wanted the day to stand out for us all, a

k:
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perfect memory. And you —you ought ne er to have
tried to come."

She dropped the subject there and then, nor did she,

woman fashion, go back to it, later on. But, all that
day and all that evening, Tremaine was conscious of
her care of him, her thought for him, her ceaseless
efifort to save him from fatigue and annoyance, her
subtle championship in all the interchange of chaflf.

As gay as ever with the others and as irresponsible,

with him she showed a new gentleness, a new con-
sideration which seemed to him the sweetest by far of
all her varying moods. She made no wayward pretext
of withdrawing herself from his society. They sat to-

gether in the train, sat together, later, at the Kent House
dinner. Fordyce, from behind his owlish spectacles,

took silent note of the fact, however, that, contrary to
their usual custom, it was Tremaine who did the
talking. He was witty, gay; he seemed to have taken
on himself all of Hilda's irresponsibility. The little

lawyer, watching, took oflF his spectacles.

"Morituri, sctlutamus" he whispered to himself, the
while he wiped them. "Whatever is the trouble, he '11

go under, colours flying."

"I beg your pardon ?" said the Aunt, who sat beside
him.

By the tacit consent of all around them, Hilda and
Tremaine had been left to pair ofif thus together. Ger-
rans and Allison had loitered a little apart, discussing
low the change which, without warning, had come upon
their friend. Don and Ethel had also strayed apart,
for Ethel was doing her level best to make Don forget
all about her shilly-shally of the night before. As for
Fordyce, adoring Hilda absolutely, dreading her ap-
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preaching departure far more than any of the others but

Tremaine, he yet was willing to step aside out of the

running, and leave these last hours for the man who, it

was plain to all, was smitten down beneath a load of

grievous trouble. Later? Fordyce's loyalty forbade

an answer to the question. Instead, he passed the

olives to the Aunt. And the Aunt took one, and thanked

him, and then regaled him on a carefully-elaborated

epigram. Poor soul ! It was not her fault that no one
had ever told her that wit is never any match for girlish

charm.

And so t' e day and evening wore along, to Don and
Ethel beatific, triumphant to the Aunt from whose side

Fordyce never once had sought to budge. It had been

a season of nerve-racking strain, however, o all the

others except Hilda. To her it had been unstrained,

and far too short. Conscious of her care over Tremaine,
conscious of his reliance on her care, his tacit appre-

ciation of its support at every point, the girl was thrilling

with exultation that now at last, for just a little while,

their relations had been changed. Heretofore, Tremaine
had been self-reliant, even a little masterful. Hereto-

fore, his strength had been so perfect as to leave no
loophole for her ministrations. Even his injured wrist

had been a trivial matter; he had dismissed it, as a
thing of no account, had been manifestly irritated at

the efforts of his friends to coddle Lim. Now, however,

he was different. His very gayety showed superficial,

and carried its own mute appeal for support and for an
equally mute consolation. And Hilda, her wayward
irresponsibility all cast aside, gave him of both in

fullest measure. Her woman's instinct told her with

perfect tn'^hfulness that never in all his strength had
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Tremaine and she come together as the^ were doing

now, in this, his hour of prostrate weakness. It told

her, too, infalHbly, as instinct does sometimes, that

rarely again in all the future would such an hour as

that come to them. H^ppy in the hour, then, and with

no foreboding of the future, Hilda Lynde quaffed deep,

that evening, of the living spring of life.

An allied mood of happiness had lain upon her, the

afternoon before. Just at the very hour, it chanced,

when Tremaine, dazed, stupefied, was stumbling down
the great gray steps of the Hotel-D'eu, next door, Hilda

had risen from her seat before the Carhart fire, and

drawn her furs around her. Then, obedient to some
impulse for which she never was able to account, she

had turned back again to Allison.

"Allison," she said abruptly; "I don't know why it

is we all of us tell you things. We do, though. Be-

sides, I am going away so soon. I may come back ; but

one never really knows. Do you remember what I

said, one day, about our human oyster ?
"

And Allison, standing before her, fair and comelv in

her girlish strength, smiled back at her in recollectiun.

"Yes, of course. What then?"

"Nothing, only," a rush of unwonted scarlet stained

Hilda's cheeks and brow; "only, Allison, I think per-

haps, just now and then, I 've seen — the pearl."

Vjfll^
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A FTERWARDS, Tremaine came to pride himself
**• upon the way, all that afternoon and evening, he
had kept faith, not only with himself, but with another
also. In the time of it, however, he was only yielding
a blind obedience to the instinct which had told him
what was the only decent thing to do. He had believed
that he was dismissing Hilda Lynde into the limbo
which shallows up all tourists, whatever their protes-

tations of intent to return. He had made her going as
happy as lay within him, regardless of the cost to him-
self; but it had been with feelings of absolute relief

that, from his oflSce windows, he had watched the smoke
of her departing train. He had gone through Allison'?

farewell dinner party, the night before, with a stolid

courage which had surprised himself. He had left

Hilda and Don at the entrance to the Chateau court,

promising to see them oflF, next day. When the next
day came, however, he had telephoned up his f.>irewells

and his regrets. Business was taking him out to Port
Neuf. He was so sorry. But next July was only five

months distant.

Nevertheless, as he hung up the receiver and turned
away from the telephone, he told himself that next July
was the flimsiest possible point of support. Under
some conditions, he would have followed Hilda to the
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Slates, next month, next week; would have had it out
with that florid, prosperous, assertive man who called
himself her uncle, and then, a little later, would have
had it out with Hilda. With what result, he had not
had the slighu st doubt. This had been his nlan, his
dream. Like all other dreams, it had coir him
with a rush, just before the instant of .• . -. And
now he had waked up. And the dream m^ gone for
ever.

In the days which followed the going away of Don
and Hilda, a slight lethargy seemed to have descended
on the group of friends -vhom they had left behind.
The wet, soggy weather was in port responsible for
this; partly it came as a natural reaction from the
flurry of gayety which had been crammed into those
last days of theirs together. On the way back from
the station, that Monday noon, Ethel Cameron was
manifestly low in her mine' Gerrans admitted that his
work was in shameful arr. and must have a little bit
of his attention, v hile A 3on frankly confessed to
being tired. Hew f>u her tiredness had its source in
her anxiet' about "' om/iine she saw no reason to con-
fess, evet

. Gervac^r Gerrans. Fordyce, meanwhile,
the most distressed one of them all. held his peace and
said not a single word. It was not for him to make
public explanation that Hilda Lynde was the one
woman in the world for him, nor yet that he alone of
them all possessed a clue to the swift <:isaster which
had overtaken Bernon Tremaine. Besides, it was no
especial clue, only a woman's voice, insistent and some-
what strident in its obvious trouble, calling Tremaine to
come to her. And Tremaine had gone. Afterwards
had been the change.
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Little by little, in the weeks that followed, Tremaine
fall back into his old habit of going to brood beside the

Carhart fire. He never failed to find a welcome waiting

for him, cordial, uncritical. Allison, her eiTihroidery

in hand, sat with him, soijictimes talking, sometimes

speechless from one quarter of an hoiu* into the next.

Her personality, the very quality of her hospitality,

even, made no more demands upon him than as if she

had been one of his own household. She was simply

there, and ready, whenever he felt a need for her com-
panionship. Moreover, the girl was acute enough to

know that, just then, it was the bare companionship

which Tremaine craved; that he was too weary, too

sick at heart, to care for entertainmoT-t, or even for her

sympathy. And Allison, young as she was, and en-

dowed with a superb health of mind and body which

would for ever have prevented her falling into such a

mood, yet had the supreme tact to give him what he

craved, and nothing more. If she watched Tremaine
narrowly, in those days, he never knew it. Neither did

he know the long hours ivhen she lay awake, wondering

less about the cause than about what would be the end of

it all, the end for Tremaine, and the end, also, for Hilda

Lynde. For Allison Carhart's clear eyes had read

Hilda's growing secret almost before it dawned upon
the girl herself.

Tremaine generally dropped in upon her at tea-time;

never on Mondays, though, when the room was likely

to be full of other guests. In fact, Tremaine was sin-

gularly little in social evidence, those weeks in March
and April. He offered business as an excuse, and
turned a deaf ear to all the coaxing invitations that

rained in upon him. He could do this the more easily,

'-fWCWteS^r \ ,s4^x rvNiHiLetar^BvgniDnwais' iSC- f^.i-'
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just now, and with the less comment, because the fall

of Lent had put an end to the more formal functions,
and the lesser ones which had to do with outdoor
sports had yielded to the evil weather that comes with
the breaking up of winter. Later, canoes would take
the place of toboggans; but, for the present, both were
in abeyance. As for the usual run of teas and petty
dances, a man of Tremaine's habits was to be forgiven
if he absented himself from them for a season now and
then. It only ensured him just so much the warmer
welcome, once he reappeared on the horizon.
Meanwhile, regardless of this attitude of universal

toleration for his eccentricities, Tremaine was turning
a deaf ear to social coaxings, and dividing his daylight
hours between his office and the Carhart fire. Just
for the present, his imperative needs were for silence
and for rest. Even more than the hour in the parlour
of the Hotel-Dieu, even more than the night of agony
which had come after, those last two days with Hilda
had drained his strength. It had been well worth the
while. She had gone away, happy, unsuspecting. Now
he could sit back with folded hands, and rest, regain
his shattered nervous strength, then, bit by bit, rebuild
his shattered future.

For the most part, he accepted the situation with a
stoic courage. Now and then, however, his anger rose
and mounted wellnigh to madness; not a specific anger
directed against any individual, but a great, cosmic
rage which included all things. The present situation
with all Its reservations, all its agonies, was wholly
artificial, wholly needless. If only he could have gone
straight to Hilda, could have told her the whole tnith
enUre, frank, pitiless, it would have been infinitely
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better for them both. Anything, indeed, would have

been better than the present reservation and conceal-

ment. But his tongue was tied; his spiritual hands

were bound, bound by the promises extorted from him

by Sister St. Saba, bound by the course of events which

had been shaping themselves for generations and for

centuries. The events would have been enough in

themselves; but Sister St. Saba had cast herself to

their assistance. She had known just when and how

to put on the thumb-screw, just how to appeal to his

pity, his loyalty, his inherent chivalry, just how to bind

him down, held fast by his inevitable response to her

appeal. Later on, he could mutiny; but his mutiny

would be feeble, futile, muffled and repressed by the

bonds which held him, bonds woven by her plum >

white hands.

Twice, since then, he had gone back to see her. The
first time was to plead his own cause, to beg her to annul

the promises of silence which had been wrung from

him while they both had been white-hot with passion.

The second call had been one of sheer pity, sheer

loyalty to the old tie which had bound them, cxh to

each. It had been a white and weazen Sister St. Saba

who had come to meet him at the parlour wicket, a

Sister St. Saba who tottered slightly, as she came creep-

ing forward, bent as beneath the weight of four score

years, a Sister St. Saba whose hollow eyes, darkened

by the shadows that lay around them, burned fever-

ishly above her sunken cheeks. At the sight, Tre-

maine's plea had faltered on his tongue. How could a

man ask favours of such a wreck as this? Whatever

the secret was doing to his own virile strength, it was

fast crushing the life out of Sister St. Saba. He talked

'<iS3!pr":-^



OVER THE QUICKSANDS 283

to her a little while as lightly as he could, half caress-

ingly, half in play, as to a little sick child; then he took
his leave and went out into the strong sunlight of the

outer world, his plea unspoken on his tongue, his mind
half stifled by the atmosphere of ruin he had left be-

hind. However, a month later, he went back again.

Later, too, he went again. And always, an on-looker
at the interview would have wondered at it that these

two, the stern-faced man, the nun so plainly marked
for death, could find so little serious subject for their

conversation.

At the very first, Allison had read him some of

Hilda's letters, gay, happy little letters, full of girl

gossip and girl doings, full, too, of messages to the

friends she had left behind. Fordyce came in for some
of these messages, and Gervase Gerrans, and now and
then himself. Tremaine listened to the letters and
made no comment, none even in answer to the mes-
sages. Now and then the extreme stillness of his atti-

tude betrayed to Allison how intently he was listening;

but that was all. Try as she would, she could never
extort a return message; try as she would, she could
never lure Tremaine into a discussion of the letters'

contents. None the less, she was quite certain that,

asked, he could have repeated the letters back to her
from one end to the other.

Only once in all the letters was the stillness of his at-

tention broken. While he idled with liis second cup of

tea, one day, she had picked up Hilda's latest missive
and read parts of it to him. It had been long and even
more than usually discursive; it had ranged from
spring hats and a <jelated opera to comments on one
and another of the good times they all had had to-

^^TMSt^^^^r^r^^Ti
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gether, during those winter weeks. Longest of all it
had dwelt upon the hockey match, and it suddenly had
ended with a message.

"Do tell Mr. Tremaine," it ran on; "that I want
him to be sure to give my love, my best love, to his sweet
nun nurse. Some day, I hope I shall see her again.
All in all, I never met another woman who had mother
written so large all over her. and I love to remember
just the way her hands shut over mine."
"A sweet Httle message," Allison made comment, as

she folded up the heavy sheets of paper. "Any woman,
nun or not, would— "

But Tremaine's spoon had fallen, clattering, to the
floor. As he stooped to pick it up, Allison caught one
glimpse of his face. Seeing, she prudently resolved to
•ead Tremaine no more of Hilda's letters.

Tremaine, then, came in at tea-time. This left the
evenings free for Gerrans, who likewise was becoming
an almost constant guest at the Carharts' home. Un-
like Tremaine, however, he was never silent, never de-
pressed. After the strain of her long hours with Bernon
Tremaine, Allison was coming fast to look on Gerrans
as just so much embodied sunshine, steady and full of
cheer. No matter how far he found her sharing in Tre-
maine's black mood, he always left her brighter, better
more full of good courage for the final righting of all
which now seemed so awry. He accomplished this by
no means all by laughing at her despondent fears, by
no means all by chaff and good cheer. Instead of that,
just as a big brother might have done, he talked over
her worries with her, heard her discuss them to the end,
and then, with a sort of gentle gayety, he set '.o work to
rid her of them. Sometimes he went over the past with
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her, bit by bit; sometimes he tried to forecast a bright-

ening future. Always, however, he left her stronger

for his understanding, his sii port.

And Gerrans, sitting and talking about Tremaine
for long hours at a time, vouchsafed to Allison no ex-

planation of his sudden devotion to the Carhs drawing-
room. He vouchsafed none, even, to himseii. Allison

needed him ; that was all there was about it. Now and
then she questioned him a little about hi" .i-eedom fruic

other engagements. He laughed; but he met her ques-
tions frankly. He was working now, really working.
Had she seen his story, his first-page, two-column story

in that night's paper? And, after hunting copy all the
morning, and reducing it to ink, that same afternoon,

a chap was tired enough to ho glad to curl up ir. a warm
corner and gossip with a chum. Yes, if she mus^ know,
he had come to a hiatus in the succession of his love
affairs. Hilda Lj nde never had appreci. ted him ; and,
besides, she had gone away. There was n't anybody
else in sight just now. And. after all, one grew a little

tired of making himself agreeable. That was where
old friends came in; cue never had to go through
ingratiating antics ust for them.

Then, according to his masculine notions of extreme
comfort, he piled up all the sofa cushions into an untidy
bunch, tiirust Allison down among them, prodde 'le

smouldering fire to a blaze and, that done, demt od
tidings of the way she had spent her time since his last

call, the night before.

And so the winter wore away, and the spring came on,
a tardy spring, but exquisite in its belated budding.
And, with the spring, new life came upon the quiet city,

athrob now with excitement for her summer festival.
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Meanwhile, in the torrid souther June, both Don

and Hilda were making countless plans for their own
share in that same festival. Together, the two cousins
spent long hours in t ilking over all the gay details open-
ing out before them. They did this with no intention
of secrecy; yet it was not until .he day of ti . ir starting
northward was almost at hand that any echo of their
discussions came to the ears of Stuart Rhodes.
"By the way, Don," Hilda askeJ him, as carelessly

as she was able, one morning when they sat at
breakfast; "have you ever heard anything from Mr,
Tremaine ?

"

"Not a word." Don shook his head. "He never
was garrulous, you know."
"No. Still, he might have written now and then,"

Hilda said slowly. "Did you ever write to him?"
Don struggled with *t crusty bit of toast, downed it,

then answered, —
"Just a note, after we 'd been at home for a week or

so. He never answered it. It did n't really call for any
answer; but I rather thought he would. All fall, he
wrote me, every now and then."

From his place at the end of the table where the
morr ig sun struck full across his massive head and
snow-white, bushy hair, Stuart Rhodes looked up out
of the abstraction which, to all seeming, had been
holding him deaf to the talk.

"Who is that?" he queried genially, though with a
swift glance from Hilda to his son.

"Bernon Tremaine, Dad," Don told him.
At the other end of the table, Mrs. Rhodes, years

younger than her husband and worids less likable,
glanced up, with something astonishingly like fear



OVER THE QUICKSAN')S 287

written on her thin face and in her washed-out, dark

blue eyes. Her husband caught the glance.

"Just in time, Sally; you generally are," he assured

Ler, in the same genial tone that he had used in speaking

to his son. Then he beckoned to a servant to take his

empty cup. "Not quite as much sugar for the second

cup, you know," he charged his wife. Then he turned

back to Don. "Tremaine?" he said indolently. "Let

me see. That is the fellow you usM to write so much
about ? The engineer ?

"

"Yes. The one I met, last fall," Don assented

carelessly, his mind now on Ethel Cameron.

Stuart Rhodes took his second cup of coffee from

the servant and fell to stirring it.

"And you have n't heard from him, since you came

home. Is that it, Hilda?" His smile was consciously

winning.

Hilda pouted, with an equal consciousness. Now and

then Stuart Rhodes had thv, power of wakening in her

the instinct of coquetry, her uncle though he was.

Strange to say, it was always her aunt's habit to check

this coquetry. She checked it now.

"Was there any especial reason he should write to

you, Hilda?" she inquired.

Hilda flushed. Then she forced out a little laugh.

"To Don, I mean; not me," she corrected, vexed

at her aunt, and still more vexed at her own rising

colour.

But Don took the matter far more philosophically.

"What's the use of his writing, when he is going to

see us so soon ? " he queried.

Stuart Rhodes frownc \. Then, with instant care,

he dismissed the frown.

Eli^MVIimilRiK



1?^ I,
I t

i

n

m
II

:'i :¥

288 OVER THE QUICKSANDS
"Us?"
"Yes. You know we are going up for July," Don

made careless answer. "What is it, mother? Some-
thing wrong?"

"Nothing, Don," she said briefly.

Don laughed, and settled back in his chair again.
"All right. Then don't startle a fellow by look- .gM if you were going to faint away and tumble out on

the floor. Are n't you well, this morning, mother?"
It was an interesting commentary on the characters

of his two parents that, whereas Stuart Rhodes was
always Dad to Don, his wife was mother. Something
of the reason showed itself now in her answer.
"As well as I ever am," she said a little plaintively,

and Don, after a consolatory pat upon the back of her
meagre hand, turned onee more to his father.
"I thought you knew we were planning to go up

Dad," he repeated. " They're going to have high jinks
up there, this summer; and Hilda and I promised we'd
go up and jink with them."

" I knew that you were going, Don. But Hilda — "

Don cut in promptly.

"Where Hilda goes, I go, and vice versa. Besides,
there d be some tall howling up there, if Hilda did n't
show up. Eh, Hilda?"

Blushing and laughing at the unexpected question,
the girl, for the moment, was startlingly pretty. No
wonder that, for the same moment, the eves of Stuart
Rhodes rested upon her with manifest 'pride. The
next moment, pride had vanished before something
far less likable, something that made him quite forget
the frown which was drawing together his bushy, snow-
white brows. As swiftly as it had come, however, the
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up.

sternness vanished; and, when Hilda looked up at his

next question, she met the smile she knew so well as

characteristic of her uncle, met it with a ready pleasure

which rendered her quite deaf to the stertorous sighs

with which Mrs. Rhodes was seeing fit to punctuate the

conversation.

"Do you really want to go up there again so soon,

Hilda?" Stuart Rhodes was asking.

Her very fear lest she should repeat her traitorous

blush stained her cheeks a little deeper ; but her answer

came with disarming frankness.

" Of course I do. ^iVhy not ?

"

There was a little instant of hesitation. Then Stuart

Rhodes made his mistake.

"No reason, child, if you really care to go. It was

only i!iat I had engaged rooms on the Cecilie, for the

third of August."
" Really .' How lovely ! Is it for Norway, this time ?

"

she asked alertly.

He nodded, wondering, the while, what would befall

him, in case his morning telephoning disclosed, as was

too likely, Ihat the Cecilie's list was full.

"You like it?" he asked, and his voice was genial,

indulgent.

"Adore it!"

"Better than Quebec?" he persisted rashly.

Hilda's laugh filled the room.

"It's not a case of better. Uncle Stuart," she said

gayly, for she was quick to see that she had bettered

him in some pet plan he had for circumventing her.

"We sail, the third? Then I can do both things, for

Don and I were planning, in any case, to start for home,

the first." Then she turned back to her cousin. " Come,

19
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Don." she said; "let's see who gets the post-bag. thiamornmg

!
And. with a nod to Mrs. Rhode., the two

cousins went rushing from the room.
Left alone. Stuart Rhodes nodded a dismissal to the

servants, then turned to speak to his wife. For a long
half-hour. the murmur of their voices rose and fell
his sometimes explanatory, sometimes urgent, hers*always querulous. At length, however, he pu.shed back
his chair and ro.se.

" I am sorry. Sally," he said, with the curious gentle-
ness of a goaded animal just before it turns to bay "

Iwish It need never have been. It was, though. In thetime of It. you agreed. Now all we either of u. can do
IS to stick to the very letter of the agreement." Thenhe turned away and left the room, left her. too. sitting
motionless, her thm face, now a little mottled, restingwithm her meagre hands.

*

Stuart Rhodes stepped out upon the terrace of his sum-mer home, halted and looked about him. Then hewa-_
1 on again and vanished in a great thicket ofblazmg rhododendrons. At the far side of the thicket, hecame on Hilda buried in a letter. He sat down beside

ueried

''' ™^'' "^^^ ^"^ *° y°"^" ^^

"Yes. See what a long, long letter!" She held itup before him. and, in the black and dashing charactershe could make out the name of Bernon Tr^maine. aTdrepeated more than once. « It 's from Allison Carhart "
she added then.

»ruttri,

shouE
^^'^^' ''"* ^*' ^™ ^'"""^ *^^ seat-back to her
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"You like the^ Canadian friends of yours?" he

asked her.

Her answer came at once, and frankly.

"Dearly, and so many of them. They were so good

to us, did so much to make our stay a pleasant one."

She smiled at the recollection. Then her smile wid-

ened. " Were n't you astonished. Uncle Stuart, when
you found we'd gone?"

His answer came with perfect truthfulness.

"I should say I was."

Hilda chattered on.

" I thought you would be. It all came up in the very

edge of a minute, you know, just one of Don's whims.

Aunt Sally was completely hor'-'fied; but we were off,

before she had time to get her horror into words. Be-

sides, with Don, I did n't need a chaperon, not in that

funny little town; and, anyway, Mrs. Carhart was
lovely to me, lovely, and Mrs. Gerrans, too." She
paused for breath. Then she added, with a laugh,

"After all, as it came out. Uncle Stuart, it was Don
who needed the chaperon, not me."
"So it seems." The voice of Stuart Rhodes was

singularly absent, in view of the fact that it was his own
son whose heart affairs were the subject of discussion.

Then he spoke more alertly. "After all, child, where
you are, there is usually a train of men. What about

Quebec? Was it so there?"

She shook her head.
" Oh, no; there's not a train of anybody. The place

is too small for that. Of course, I met all sorts of people

;

but I only saw much of the three: Mr. Fordyce, and
Mr. Gerrans, and Mr. Tremaine."

"And they?" her uncle urged her past her pause.

wm mm^m
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Hilda looked up with a frankness which was a little

forced and unnatural.

" Mr. Fordycc is a deal little owl of a lawyer, as ijood
as gold and as ugly as sin. Mr. Gerrans made love tome

;
but. as long as he makes love to every single woman

he meets, we neither of us took it very hard. In fact
"

her la,igh now was refreshingly unregenerate and nat-
ura

; "f rather think I may have made love to him
back again."

Then Stuart Rhodes nerved himself to the question
he had been dreading to ask. for four or five long months
"And Tremaine?" he inquired, with elaborate un-

concern. " What about him ?"

Hilda wa,s ready for him. readv. too. to meet the
question. With an unconcern as elaborate as his had
been, she packed together the thick sheets of Allison's
letter, while she made answer, with a hastily-smothered
yawn. —
"Mr. Tremaine? I call him the human enigma,

Uncle btuart; and you know I always do fight very shv
of an enigma."

e> J J

And upon that assurance Stuart Rhodes was content
to rest. Even though a word to Hi>da might have
safeguarded all her future, he would have been the last
to speak It. since such a word would have endangered
his own peace of mind.

•"^^«:r ".;••



CHAPTER TWENTY-TWO

HILDA ai.d Donald, that summer, came back to a

changed Quebec. They had left it empty and

frozen; they returned to find it torrid and crammed.

Hungry and hurrjing tourists jostled sleek and leisurely

notables at every turn. There were grandstands and

arches and dangling mottoes; the sound of many
bands tore the air until, from sheer excess of brazen

melody, one longed for the good dignity of silence. How-
ever, mercifully for the nerves and tempers of the two

Americans, the worst of this state of things developed

bit by bit and after their arrival. They made their

appearing midway betwe<»n the June stagnation and

the turbulence that only ached its climax in the late

days of the festival.

None the less, to both of them Quebec seemed unduly

crowded, unduly like any other tourist city. At the

Chateau, the good old restful atmosphere was gone;

the waiters bustled more; the inmates were a shade

more showy, more self-conscious, more vehemently

asserti\ e of their rights to prcmpt attention. And yet,

both Don and Hilda admitted that it did seem very

good to follow the head waiter up the dining-room to

their old, wrnted table, mysteriously reserved for them
in all the bedlam, very good to make out here and there

in the throng around them a familiar, albeit nameless,

face, very good to have the welcome from their own fat
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little German waiter who knew by long experience all
the things they did not like the best.
And, if the Chateau seemed good to them, better

still was the quiet summer evening when, in answer to
an insistent message on the telephone, they left the noisy
chaos that, in summer, centres in the Ring, and wentdown across the deserted Battery to seek admittance at
the Carhart door. The windows of the upper drawing-
room stood wide open now; the grate was cold, and the
sofa and piano had been moved back to their more
orthodox positions in the corners of the room. Other-
wise the place was quite unchanged. Allison was
unchanged, too. Bright, strong and serene, she metthem with a quiet welcome which carried far more
weight than effusive words. Her hand shut hard on
their fingers she smiled at Don, kissed Hilda; and
hen, with the air of presenting something rather price-

less, she handed them on to her waiting mother. There
had been no chatter, no exuberant caress; yet both her
guests were conscious that, to Allison Carliart. their
return was a cause for honest happiness.
For Don, Quebec held one standard only for beauty

Hilda, however, was impressed with a subtle changem Allison. It was not only that, in her thin white frock
she was perhaps more comely than in her winter cos^
tumes More than that, she seemed to Hilda to havegamed new gentleness, new charm. Always she had
been a glonous creature, always the embodiment of
s rength and of refinement. Now, however, she was
all woman. The boylike frankness which had marked
her manner in the earlier days of their acquaintance had
yielded to the woman's gentler intuitions. And Hilda
knowing out of her study of her own heart something

inr-'^
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of the reason for this change, yet wondered who could

be the cause. Later, much later, and when they were

quite alone, she believed that Allison would gratify her

curiosity. Meanwhile, it was very good to be back
again in the huge old room which she had learned to

know so well, good to be face to face once more with

Allison Carhart.

Don quite promptly had dropped down on the sofa

with Mrs. Carhart; but Hilda was too restless in her

enjoyment to settle down at once. Instead, with Allison

at her side, she strolled across the room and stood there,

looking out into the street and into the H6tel-Dieu

garden just across its gray stone wall. They had dined

a little early, that night, and now the long, long summer
day was but just drawing to a close. The sky above
the city was changing from blue to opalescent gray,

and the atmosphere seemed charged with infinitesimal

and glittering particles which caught the level rays of

the falling sun, until the air was threaded thick with

beaded lines of gold. Beneath the dazzling coverlet

of the gold-shot air and the opalescent, arching canopy
of sky, the great convent, hospital and cloister, pointed

chapel roof and green expanse of garden, seemed
quietly awaiting the coming of the night, the time for

rest and peaceful dreams. Here and there beyond a
wide-open window of the wards, a moving figure flitted

to and fro. Otherwise, there was no sign of life, no stir

of any sort, save in a distant comer of the convent

garden where two nuns, their skirts looped high about
them to escape the heavy dew, were walking slowly to

and fro between the beds, giving the young green plants

their good-night drink. Once, as they came forward
from their shadowy comer to the patch of light nearer

~TB .
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the open window outside the wall, the sun-rays struck
upon their clumsy water pots and on the sprinkling
streams, touching with golden glory even their humble
task. Then, a moment later, a door swung open in the
low white wall parting the garden from the cloister

court, ,^nd a nun came slowly mto sight. All in white,
save for the great black veil about her head and shoul-
ders, she moved slowly, weakly, leaning on the stick she
carried in her hand. And, just as she came to the edge
of the patch of belated sunlight, the sun dropped down
behind the chapel, and the world turned gray.

Hilda shivered a little, as she faced about from the
open window.

"How quickly one does feel the sunset!" she said,

while Allison drew out her own old favourite chair,

and another for herself. "And how quickly one does
get used to the other way of thinking, Allison ! Before
I went away, I grew rather to like the nuns. Now I
Ijnd that they depress me, just as they did at first."

Allison laughed.

"You'd get accustomed to it, child, if you lived here,"
she told Hilda. "We think nothing at all about them;
they aie a matter of no more concern than any other
women v/e don't meet out at dinner. But never mind
the nuns; they aren't half as important as you are.

Do sit down, liiida, and tell me all about things. Your
letters are mainly remarkable for the information that
they leave out."

Hilda obe}t>d the first half of Allison's request, and
nestled her fluffy head against the friendly, well-remem-
bered hollows of the chair back.

"What do you want to know?" she demanded
lazily.

^v
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Allison's reply was comprehensive.

"Everything."

"What kind? Besides, I'd rather talk about you,"

Hilda said a little bit perversely.

"Me? There's never anything to tell. Besides, you
can find it out from observation. We are jogging on in

just the same old track. In proof of which, I may as

well add that Ethel and Gerry will be in, a little later."

"How good!" Hilda's laziness departed. "And Mr.
Tremaine?" she queried, after an instant's pause.
" Is he coming, too ?

"

Allison's face lost somewhat of its serenity.

" I have n't seen him for several days," she said

evasively. "I told Gerry to be sure to tell him when
you were coming, though. I think he may be in, before

tl e evening is over. What has Don heard from him ?"

Hilda spread out her hands, palms up, across her

lap. Then she shook her head. To Allison's keen
eyes, there was more bravado than mirth in the little

gesture, more, too, in th<' '' ne of Hilda's answer, —
"Not one single word of any sort. He appears to

have excommunicated us from out his circle." Then
she dropped her mockery and spoke more gravely.

"And, Allison, I thought better of him than that,"

she said, with a quiet dignity which showed no trace

of rancour.

Nevertheless, Allison rose to his defence.

"Bernon isn't fickle, Hilda. If he hasn't written

to Don, there has been some sort of a good reason. I

know him well enough to be sure of that."

Hilda looked up in swift suspicion.

"Has he said—"
"Not a word," Allison interrupted her. "Bernon

1
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does n't talk, you know. Besides, one reason may be
that he's not been well, this spring."

"How do you mean?" This time, Hilda looked up
abruptly, careless, for the moment, how much both
voice and eyes might betray to Allison.

Allison's own anxiety rang in her answc/.
"Hilda, I don't know. All the spring, he hasn't

seemed at all well, not like himself. If I ask him, he
laughs and says he is all right; but he is n't. Gerry
and I have talked about it by the hour. We neither of
us know any reason for it. We have wor-lered, some-
times, if you knew anything about it, Hilda. You
always were such good friends with him." And Alli-
son turned on Hilda her steadfast and inquiring eyes,
as if to see whether this young American were seeking
to conceal a guilty knowledge of the cause of all the
change in Bernon Tremaine.
However, the transparent honesty of Hilda's reply

dismissed her latent suspicions.

"I did n't even know he was n't well, Allison," she
answered slowly. "I am sorry, very sorry, too, to hear
about it. He always seemed strong as a bit of copper
wire; only— Don't you remember that last day at
the Falls? He was dull then, and said he wasn't
well." And Hilda fell into silent study of the rue at
her feet.

**

^^

"It's so unlike him," Allison broke the silence;
"not to be going into things, this summer, with all the
rest of us."

Hilda looked up again.

"Is n't he?"
"No; not a thing. He says he hasn't time; but

Gerry and I believe that is only an excuse. We both
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of us have laboured with him, separately and then

together; but it has n't done the slightest bit of good.

We tried to get Mr. Fordyce to help us out. He and

Bornon are seeing a good deal of each other now, and

we thought his word would count a little."

"Did it?"

Allison shrugged her shoulders in frank disgust.

"He washed his hands of the whole affair, refused

to say a single word," she replied a little tartly. Then

she went back to Tremaine once more. "He was ex-

pecting to go out on the south shore again," she told

Hilda; "his plans were all made to start, last week.

He seemed happier about it than we'd seen him in a

long time. Then, just at the very last minute, some-

t-iing went wrong about the office here. It has been

growing more important lately, it seems; and the

man who was to have taken it over, is ill in London.

They have promised to save the place for him, and

nobody knows when he will be well enough to come

out. Of course, they don't want to break in a new

man for just a few weeks, so poor Bernon is tied up

here in town, looking out for things, when his one am-

bition is to get back into the bush." And Allison

abruptly dropped the subject, as she arose to greet her

entering guests, Gerrans and Ethel Cameron.

The flurry of salutation ended, Don, exuding hap-

piness at ever)' pore, annexed himself to Ethel. Ger-

rans, meanwhile, dropped down next Hilda and fell

to paying court to her ir ilmost his old fashion. Not

quite, however. Heretofore, he had sought to convey

the impression that she was the one woman in all his

world. Now, it was plain that she was the next thing

to it; with that one missing, Gerrans would tiim to
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her for support and sympathy. His unconscious trick

of referring all things back to Allison Carhart, of in-
cluding Allison Carhart in all his statements, was as
eloquent to Hilda as had been Allison's own naive
references to "Gerry and I." And yet, oddly enough,
each one of them appeared to be totally blind to what
all this portended. Their very blindness added to the
charm. Never were two potential lovers drifting
more surely, more steadily upon the rock of mutual
explanation; never were two more blissfully uncon-
scious that such a rock loomed in their common course.
And, meanwhile, across the room, Don and Ethel had
arrived at such a stage of mutual understanding that
explanations had become for ever needless. Hilda
Lynde was not especially self-assertive in her demands
of life. Nevertheless, for the moment, she felt alone
and out of things.

She was struggling hard against this feeling, when
suddenly, cutting athwart the jovial talk of Gerrans,
she heard the little stir of a fresh arrival. She looked
up carelessly. Then she dropped her dazzled eyes,
fearful lest they betray to all the world some hint of
the joy which set her heart to bumping. Bernon Tre-
maine was entering the room.

Later, that night, long after Don had fallen asleep,
she sat alone and tried to analyze the evening. For
her sudden exhilaration she was able to account easily
enough; -./hat she could not account for was the de-
pression which followed swiftly, which even now was
still hanging over her. It was causeless, she told her-
self, causeless and totally ridiculous, result of the
exaggerated egotism which grows out of the extreme
fatigue produced by a night spent in a sleeper and by



OVER THE QUICKSANDS 301

subsequent unpacking. She condemned it absolutely;

nevertheless, it would not down. Worst of all, so far

as concerned her girlish self-respect, it centred in Bernon
Tremaine.

Tremaine had met her cordially. There was no
gainsaying that. Totally disregarding Allison's mani-
fest surprise at his appearing, and only halting before

Don for a brief handgrip, he had gone straight to her

side, had shut his fingers over hers in a greeting which
spoke his pleasure more than many effusive words
could ever have done. He had explained to her a little

eagerly that he had called her up, only just now, at

the Chateau; that, missing her there, he had followed

on to Allison's on the chance of overtaking her. What
he did not explain, however, wt^ the grim determina-
tion with which, realizing that their meeting was in-

evitable, he had steeled himself to face that meeting as

promptly, as unconcernedly as he might. Instead of

that, he told her of his pleasure at the news of her re-

turn, speaking with a cheery frankness which would
have been death to all sentiment upon her part, had
it not been for his veiled eyes and for the little catch
that, every now and then, came in his breath, a catch
which instantly he changed into a cough before once
more he resumed his story. He had not looked for

them back so soon, he said. Gerrans had called him
up, that afternoon, to tell him that they had arrived.

Accordingly— and now his face lighted with at least

a trace of his old, boyish smile, — accordingly, he had
broken an engagement, and ^ad come to Allison's in

search of them.

Taken quite simply, it was a pleasant, cordial state-

ment of a most matter-of-fact welcome, just such a
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welcome as Hilda might have received from any one
out of a score of her friends in Quebec. From Tre-
maine, she had looked for something else, something
more vital. The single word of greeting he had given
her on the bridge, in that winter sunset of five months
ago, Lad held ten times the meaning of all this present
prolix explanation. Then his voice, his whole being
had throbbed in answer to her approach. Now the
throb was completely lacking. Worst of all, Hilda
questioned whether it ever would come again. What
had she done to kill it ?

Her hands locked nervously together in her lap,

she sat and pondered. Pondering, however, brought
her no nearer to an answer to her question. Instead,
it sent whizzing into h«r mind the memory that, once
upon a time, she had sat in that very chair in that very
room, and clasped her hands behind her head and
thought about Tremaine. How different it all had
seemed then! And the throb was dead? Perhaps.
Still, it was not she who had killed it. Of so much she
was certain. Perhaps it was not dead, only dying.
Then there was still a chance, a Kttle, little chance that
she could woo it back again to life. For, in that instant,
Hilda Lynde faced the naked fact of her exceeding love
of Bemon Tremaine, faced it and was not ashamed.
At the first, he had been the one to realize the love that
lay between them, to accept it as a lasting bond. And
she, trusting his integrity completely, had come to
realize it in her turn. Now, for some reason which she
could not analyze, he had cast the realization from
him. It was she now who held fast to it; she who, still

trusting implicitly in his integrity, would do her best,
her modest woman's best, to make him take it up once
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more. That he had relinquished it unwillingly, she

only needed to look into his worn face to feel assured.

T e long summer days that followed, Hilda saw

ast ngly little of Tremainc. Society, that portion

of society, that is, with which Hilda's lot was cast, was

all agog over the approaching festival. Wh"n there

was not a rehearsal for the pageants, there was a tea

or a dinner on hand somewhere, with the pageants and

their costumes and their attendant jollities for the main

theme of conversation. The usual summer life of the

city was at a standstill ; the usual summer exodus had

been postponed. Instead, the younger set had given

itself over to a sort of anticipatory merrymaking which

filled the summer hours to overflowing.

In all of this, by prearranged agreement, places had

been held for Don and Hilda; and into it they now
flung themselves, heart and soul. One set in one

especial minuet, in particular, had been kept empty

till their coming. Now it lacked one couple of com-

pletion. Contrary to all their hopes, Tremaine had

remained obstinately aloof; and Fordyce, dancing

with Hilda, was forced to seek another opposite.

"I'm sorry, Tremaine, infernally sorry," Fordyce

had blurted out, one night, when he had sat late, smok-

ing with Tremaine. "What's more, I'm afraid the

time will come when you'll be sorry, too."

"Not likely, Fordyce," Tremaine made answer

briefly.

"But— Not if you danced with Miss Lynde?"

Fordyce inquired, with a brave generosity he would

have shown to no man living but Tremaine, and to

him only in his present trouble. "If you'll come into

the thing, I'll even step out, nd take up with the
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knock-kneed Garthwaite. Really, Tremaine, I wish

you would."

"Really, Fordyce, I wish I could," Tremaine para-

phrased his words. "It isn't best, though, mucii ac

I'd like it. If I did, it would only make matters so

much worse."

Then it was that Fordyce broke down his customary

wall of discretion.

"Hang it, man! What the devil is the matter, any-

way ?
' he burst out. Then, swiftly as he had yielded,

swiftly he controlled himself. Rising, he crossed the

room and shut a heavy hand on Tremaine's shoulder.

"Forgive me," he said quickly. "I didn't mean to

be a brute, Tremaine. It 's only that now and then

it gets on my nerves to see my best friend in trouble,

and not to be doing one single thing to help."

For a little time, Tremaine smoked on without

speaking. Then he raised his head and looked up into

the face of Fordyce with eyes unveiled, but infinitely

sad.

"Thanks," he said slowly. "There's nothing doing

now, nothing to worry about, Fordyce, so go on and
have your fling, and forget all about me."

"But, if one can't?" Fordyce muttered, half to

himself.

Tremaine turned in his chair and faced him.

"You can't, Fordyce; that's the thing about you,

the thing that makes me hang on to you so. You don't

forget, and yet you don't try to viv'^ect me, every time

you come in range. It makes you a relief in troublous

times; but there's no reason I should be a skeleton at

the feast, for all that. Take my good advice, laen.

Leave Miss Garthwaite to prance and do her epigrams
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in some obscure corner, and you hunt up some one

who can really dance, to fill the set."

His hands in his pockets a.id his head a little on one

side, Fordyce stood facing him, a lean little owlish

figure, yet a picture of loyal, honest good will.

"But we wanted you," he said regretfully at length.

"Impossible." Tremaine was once more smoking

steadily.

Fordyce took his hands out of his pockets, clinched

them, thumbs out, then eyed his left thumb critically.

"Have you thought at all about Miss Lynde in this

thing?" he inquired, not of Tremaine, apparently,

but of the thumb.

Tremaine bowed his head without speaking. Then,

after an interval, he added, —
^ am thinking of no one else."

And Fordyce bowed, too, but in acceptance. He
realized that this was final.

More than a half hour passed by, before either of

the men spoke again. Fordyce sat passive, waiting

until such time as Tremaine should once more come

to the surface of his own thoughts; and Tremaine,

brooding heavily, was oblivious of all things around

him. This lasted long; but at length it broke, and

slowly, almost wonderingly, Tremaine came back

again into the present hour and place. He sighed a

little wearily, as if his thoughts had tired him, and he

drew his hand once and twice across his brow, as if, by

smoothing out the lines of worriment, he could brush

away the burden of his cares. Then, turning, he

looked over his shoulder at Fordyce, still smoking in

the other corner; and, yielding to some impulse, he

spoke out.

to
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"Fordyce, it's I am the brute; not you. However,
there are some things that are bound to brutalize a
man. But, for (iod's sake, have patience, and hold
on a little longer. I can't get on without you, even
now; and I've a notion that the time is coming .soon
when I may need you even more than I do now. When
that day comts, though, I shall speak out Hiid make
a clean breast of everything. Else, it would n't be quite
fair to you."

And Fordyce merely nodded, and held out his
clinched-up hand.

V ?
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CHAPTER TWENTY-THREE

THE next day, Hilda took her turn

"I don't see why not ?" she urged.

"Not time enough," Tremaine told her.

"Nonsense!" she chid him, much as she might

have chidden an ailing and perverse child. "You
know that is nothing at all but an excuse. There is n't

an office in the city that does n't close in time for these

rehearsals."

"Mine i."* different," he explained, with the apparent

frankness which was marking all his intercourse with

her nowadays. "^Lne isn't exactly a town office,

you know. I have all sorts of contractors coming in

from the lint and at all sorts of hours. When a man
has to file an official report, or get fresh instructions

from headquarters, while his men are kicking their

heels and waiting for him to come back to camp, he

is n't going to—

"

"Mr. Tremaine," she interrupted him, half way
through his patient explanation; "the crude fact is,

you don't want to do it."

"No. At least, I don't believe it would be best," he

answered.

"Why.' Aren't you well?" Her voice caught a

little, as she asked the question up to which, for two

weeks now, she had been screwing her courage.
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His laugh, instead of being reassuring, grated a little

on her ears.

"Perfectly, Miss Lynde."

Deliberately she allowed her eyes to search his face.

Up to now, she had studied him often and by stealth,

but when his face had been a little turned aside. Now,
justified by the directness of her friendly question, her

gaze searched his eyes, his lips, his whole appearance.

Even accustomed as already she had grown to the

subtle change in him, she was shocked at what her

closer study of him was betraying. His face, always

lean, was gaunt, and there were hollows around the

eyes, matching the deep-cut lines that fell in vertical

diagonals beside his close-shut lips. He had grown
thin. His temples showed it, and the up-standing

sinews of his neck above his collar. The whole man,
it was plain, was out of condition, worn threadbare by

some nervous strain that was eating the best of his life

away. Nevertheless, his eyes met her gaze unflinch-

ingly, and with a curious appeal within their amber
depths; and his smile, equally appealing, would have

been quite enough to disarm her criticism, if only by

the way it admitted her right to criticize. There was
something infinitely pitiful in the whole look of the

man, nursing some hidden, ugly secret that was slowly

blasting his life, brave, uncomplaining, and yet always,

in her presence, wearing this manner of faint depreca-

tion, of tacit entreaty for her forgiveness of the change

in him.

Hilda met his eyes as bravely as she could, read their

unspoken message, and then, smiling bravely in reply,

she fibbed just as bravely.

"No," she said, with a mendacity palpable to them
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bu'b; "vou aren't ill. That's plain enough. When

we came u; , I thought you were a little thin; but you

iook belt r now, or else I'm getting used to you.

K ri" ver, if you are n't ill, you must be shamming.

Oh, by the way, that reminds me. How is pretty

Sister St. Saba?"

The change vyhich came over Tremaine's face was

almost imperceptible. Hilda, though, her eyes and

nerves sharpened to the last degree of acuteness, caught

the change.
" So that is it !

" she commented swiftly to herself.

"At least, what can it be?" Then once more she ad-

dressed Tremaine. " I hope you gave her all my mes-

sages," she added.

Was it imagination ; or did she see him wince ? But,

an instant later, he answered her in just his usual tone.

When she heard it, Hilda knew a little why it was that

Tremaine had grown so thin. Absolute self-control,

absolute repression of one's secret emotions, she too

was finding out, was bound to leave its mark upon the

outward and physical strength. Not even careful mas-

sage could always rub out the lines which her own

mirror sometimes showed ' er, after one of her rare

talks with Bernon Tremaine. And he ? A great, pro-

tecting pity surged up within her, as she glanced fur-

tively up into his set face. For the time being, the pity

almost cast out her love, such love as maid is used to

give to man. She longed to fling her arm around his

shoulders, and beg him to tell her all about his worries,

and let her plan with him how to make them better,

just as so often she had done with Don, when the sun-

beams that crowded his jovial life had tangled them-

selves into inconvenient knots. But she dismissed the

wm
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pity rudely and in haste. Pity might h-i akin to love;

but not the sort of love she would choose to bestow upon
Tremaine. It had been his very virility, his self-reliance,

even in his aloofness, which at the first had drawn her

to him. And he was just as virile now. It was only her

own sentimental maunderings which tried to make him
over into an object of maudlin sympathy. Men did not

want sympathy, anyway; at least, not from women.
They either wanted to be loved, or else to be let alone.

Hilda, true to her theories, rudely dismissed her pity.

None the less, it had left its mark.

But the echo of Tremaine's words was still sounding
in her ears, —

" Really, I 've hardly seen Sister St. Saba, since you
went away. She is very weak and ill, this spring. No
one seems to know just what the trouble is."

And Hilda recalled herself from her reflections, in

time to answer, —
" Poor, dear little lady ! And she was such a spotless

little lady, too ! It seemed as if no smirch of pain could

ever touch her." Then she dismissed the nun, and
came back to her charge. " Mr. Tremaine, I don't un-

derstand you at all, this summer," she said, with gay
asperity.

"But why?"
" It is n't like you to stay out of this thing. You were

pointed out to me, when I first came, as the one man
who did everything."

"You must have mixed me up with Gerrans," he
evaded her.

" Everything," she repeated. Then she looked up at

him and laughed, counting, the while, upon her fingers.

"You ski-jump," she said; "likewise you engineer:
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likewise you play hockey, and paddle a canoe, and draw
things on menu cards, and even have the patience to

doddt over bridge. Likewise," she looked up once

more, and now it was her face that was appealing;

"likewise, you dance on skates."

Into his eyes there leaped an answering flash of fire,

showing that he too held the common memory sacred.

" And so do you," he told her, and his voice had fallen

down an octave.

Purposely she allowed the pause to lengthen. She

was not unmaidenly in this thing, not lacking in any

modesty. It was only that she was very modem, very

sensible. She was quite aware that, not so very long

ago, Tremaine and she had loved each other, as much
aware of it as if, each to each, their troth had been

plighted. Something, some evil wind, had blown be-

tween them. It was her woman's right and privilege,

she felt assured, to show Tremaine that she had neither

caused nor foreseen the change in their relations ; that,

for herself, she was quite unchanged. Once she was

sure he fully understood this, well and good. Then the

matter must rest within his hands. Till then, she too

had her rights. It was still for her to do her best to

save them both from some vague misunderstanding

which might ripe and ripe, until it caused their com-
mon and undying misery. Accordingly, she allowed the

pause to lengthen, to grow into a silti-ce which lasted

from Claire Fontaine quite to the Protestant Home.
"Yes," she assented then; "but, you see, I don't do

anything else."

"Only get run away with, and dropped out on the

middle of the ice-bridge," he made slow reminder.

This time, Hilda felt her cheeks tingle hotly. At

«
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least, he did remember the old days, the good days

when his attitude to her had left a little to the imagina-

tion. Since then, it seemed to Hilda, the wine of his

presence had turned into skimmt J milk, and they both

were growing thin upon the change. At least, though,

it was good to find that he too occasionally thought

backward to the wine, and with evident regret.

Yieldini^ to some sudden, unforeseen emotion, she

turned to him in direct appeal.

"You do remember it, too?" she asked, and voice

and eyes were eager. "What good times we used to

have ! And do you realize that our old set would just

fill up one group of the pavane ? For the sake of that,

won't you come into it? For the sake of all the jolly

days we had, last winter?"

Without speaking, without lifting his eyes from the

green field beyond her, he shook his head. Hilda,

watching, had an instinctive knowledge that his refusal

was beyond all gainsaying. Nevertheless, —
" Besides, think of Miss Garthwaite ! It 's too bad to

leave her out, when she does so love to dance," she

added, and, in spite of her perturbation, her face broke

into a smile.

"Hang Miss Garthwaite!" Tremaine replied suc-

cinctly.

And then he changed the subject.

She had come upon him quite by chance, that after-

noon, and for the third time only since Don and she had

met him at the Carharts', the night of their return.

How lone; it had seemed to her since then, she had not

dared to trust herself to count. Neither had she dared

allow herself to think how all her anticipations and
plans, from the hour of her leaving Quebec in February
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up to the time of her return, had centred in Tremaine,

in the things they would do together, in the things they

would say to each other, while they were doing them.

In the winter, she had seen him, almost everj' day.

Now she had seen him three or four times: at Allison's,

the night of their arrival ; at the Chateau, one day when
Don had dragged him almost forcibly into lunching with

them, and once again at Allison's when, consoling her-

self for some broken plan or other, she had dropped in

unexpectedly at tea-time, to find Tremaine ahead of

her and brooding silently above his empty cup. At her

coming, he had roused himself and had flung himself

into the talk. However, it was plain that his mind was
otherwhere, and he had excused himself and gone off

after it, at the earliest possible minute.

To-day, crossing to the post oflSce to mail some
letters, she had met him again. This time, he had
turned of his own accord, gone back inside the office

with her, come out again and, at her side, had crossed

the Ring and walked out Louis Street, much in his old

accustomed fashion. And the very usualness of his

mood, coupled with the fact that she was on her way
out to a rehearsal, had lured her on to urging him to

change his mind and join them in the pageants. His
refusal had convinced her of its absolute finality. Never-
theless, it left her pondering.

She was still pondering when, after rehearsal, Fordyce
walked home beside her ; and her reverie made her con-
versation absent and fragmentary. However, long be-

fore they reached the Chateau court, she had realized

her rudeness and, by way of apology, she had insisted

that Fordyce should come to dine with them. And
Fordyce, nothing loath, conscnlcd.

"W
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Later, he and Don took themselves out to the terrace,

while they smoked. Still later, when Don went away
in search of Ethel, Fordyce returned to the round win-

dow of the drawing-room where Hilda had agreed to

wait for him. However, when he crossed the room to

where she sat, a slim white figure silhouetted against

the purple afterglow outside the window, she might

have been a score of miles away, as far as any con-

sciousness of his coming went in measurement.

"A penny for your thoughts," he offered tritely.

At his voice, she started. As she looked up, he thought

he saw the unaccustomed tears hang heavy in her eyes.

"They v/ere n't worth it," she said a little faintly;

but she tried to smile.

"Sorry," he said. "Still, sometimes they gather

value with the telling. You might risk it."

For a moment, she sat silent, studying the kind, ugly

face of the man before her, deciding how far she could,

how far she ought to, trust it.

"I was thinking about Mr. Tremaine," she said

simply then.

From his place on the rug where he stood before her,

his hands, thumbs out, tluiist into his distended pockets,

Fordyce surveyed her with a quizzical benignity. Hilda

sat watching him, wondering apathetically whether in

all the world there was any other man able to triumph

over so uncouth a pose. Then she dismissed her apa-

thetic wonder, as Fordyce spoke.

"Miss Lynde," he advised her kindly, and with all

his humour replaced by sudden gravity ;
" I would n't

worry about Tremaine more than I could help. We all

know he is in some bad trouble that he 's keeping to

himself; we none of u.s know what it is. Sorry as we
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all are, the best thing we can do is to keep still and

stand by. ready to help him when he ^'^ets to where he

wants us. But, in the meantime, the more we worry,

the more we every one of us are bound to lose our grip."

And, his say said once for all, Fordyce took his hands

out of his pockets, sat down beside her, crossing his

legs with manifest intent to stay a while, and fell into

discussion of the next day's plans.

During the most part of the summer days, the plans

were elaborate and called for much discussion. It was

no easy thing to fit their long hours afield, driving,

canoeing, walking, into the increasingly rigid frame-

work of the demands upon their time made by the ap-

proaching festival. Only one summer month could Don
and Hilda give them; into that one month must be

crowded at least a taste of everything that went to make
the summer joyful. It was the old experience of the

winter in new guise, yet with a difference. Only five

months before, there had been eight of them in all the

pians. Now there were only four; for even Don and

Ethel, as the time ran on, showed an increasing dispo-

sition to get lost, and to come straying homeward by

themselves, so blissful that it seemed mere rude imper-

tinence when the others demanded explanation.

Cierrans and Allison, however, did their best, and

Fordyce otiered himself, a willing victim, for any sacri-

fice demanded of him as aid for Hilda's entertainment.

And so the July days wore away, each one a little

shorter, a little bit more full than the last had been.

But, at the same slow rate, the nights grew longer. To
Hilda, her head propped on her folded arms, her wide-

open eyes fixed on the stars outside her window, these

nights seemed wellnigh endless. By day, she could
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down her thoughts by sheer force of wilful attention to

the busiling sequence of her entertainment. By light,

they came sweeping back upon her: thoughts, worries,

love, even her great, protecting pity for the man whom,
nowadays, she saw so rarely, whose worn, still face,

however, never once left the retina of her mind. For,

as the time went on, Hilda's love for Bernon Tremaine

was slowly turning from the self-assertive, self-centred

love of the maiden to the self-denying love of the full-

grown woman ready to sacrifice herself and even her

love, if need be, for the betterment of him who has

called forth the love. In the earlier days of her return,

Hilda had thought of Tremaine merely as her lover;

now she knew that he was the man she loved, purely,

protectingly, and without passion. In the earlier days,

her plans and hopes had concerned them both; now
they concentrated themselves solely upon him. Over
and over again she put the question to herself : not, now,

what should she do to preserve Tremaiuc'3 love intact

for herself; but what could she do to bring him back

into something vaguely like content. She only dis-

missed the question, still unanswered, when she recalled

the charge which Fordyce hr i laid upon her ; when also

she recalled the face of Fordyce, lean, ugly, spectacled,

but glowing with his own good will, until his whole per-

sonality seemed to her throbbing, vital, like a charged

electric wire. And it was resting in the strength and
judgment of Fordyce that Hilda, I'ke a tired child,

usually fell asleep.

Time, however, never halts for busy days and sleep-

less nights. July waxed; then it began to wane, and
its waning brought unwonted, even unlooked-for,

changes into the quiet streets of the lazy, gray old city.

'^<*h">
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Decorations blazed up upon every hand; every day
brought its fresh quota of tourists and of notables and,
above all, of troops, of sunburnt, strong-faced men in

scarlet coats, in khaki, even in Highland plaid and tas-

selled sporran; while the wide river underneath the
Chateau windows filled itself with rvery known species
of crafl, trom white steam yacht to dun-gray armoured
cruiser. Then came the great Field Marshal, dun-
gray, too, tiny and commanding; then came the initial

pageants, and then came the Prince of Wales. By that
time, the little city appeared to have gone off its head
completely. Never was such a bedlam of blaring bands
and glittering uniforms and galloping horses. When
there was not a review of some sort somewhere, or a
gymkhana, then somewhere else somebody was making
speeches. In all the intervals, they went to dinners, or
had regattas, or planted trees; and, in the thickest of
all the social fray, there was always Hilda Lynde, eager,
alert, smiling at everything and everybody. Only her
most intimate friends could ever realize that both her
alertness and her smiles concealed some reservation.
And so the days of the festival week went by, and
Fridu, came, and brought the night for the royal
ball.

^

Gerrans was taking Hilda to the ball, that night.
Allison had looked out for that, annexing Fordyce,
meanwhile, to her own family party. And Fordyce,
seeing through her kind manoeuvre, had yielded without
protest. Tacitly, by now, the three friends had united
in an alliance to prevent Hilda from missing Tre-
maine's old-time fashion of assuming as his right the
place beside her. Fordyce would have preferred tak-
ing Hilda, himself, that night. Nevertheless, if Allison
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thought best that she be handed over to another of their

loyal little group, he was prepared to yield to Allison's

superior judgment.

He caught no glimpse of Hilda, then, until, on the

arm of Gerrans, she came slowly up the scarlet carpet

to the entrance of the ballroom and paused there for a

moment, to watch the dancing which already had be-

gun. Flushed with excitement, her prle brown eyes

sparkling, and h^r whole face smiling in answer to the

talk of Gerrans, she looked to Fordyce the embodi-

ment of girlish grace and dignity and happiness. Her

frock was girlish, too, albeit sumptuous. She was all

in white chiffon, soft and fluffy and embroidered here

and there with little silver love-knots; and another,

larger knot of great milky pearls lay against one round

aite shoulder. Otherwise, there was not an ornament

in sight, not a frill to mar the simple softness of her

whole attire, spotless and graceful as the habit of a nun,

as spotless and as graceful, too, as the huge white flag,

sewn thick with golden fleur-de-lys, that hung above the

royal dais. In after years, when life had taught him to

know her in her every mood and guise, it was in that

soft, white frock that Fordyce loved best to think of

Hilda Lynde.

The evening was still young, when the ball was at its

height. The Prince had come, had made his courteous

tour of the brilliant rooms, had taken his place beneath

the pure white standard of the old regime; and the

dancing, which had paused to watch his entrance, had

started up once more. Hilda had been swallowed up

in the throng; and Fordyce, regardless of their relative

inches, was dutifully waltzing with the Aunt, when he

felt a sudden touch upon his shoulder.
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"Tremaine is outside, Fordyce," some one said.

"He wants to speak to you."

A sudden contr«.ction of Fordyce's eyes was the only

sign he gave of being aware of some approaching crisis.

Still talking cheerily, he steered the Aunt into a corner

where his rjuick glance had made out an elderly and

protecting friend ; then he excused himself and went in

search of Tremaine.

He found him at the head of the grand stairway; and,

at a glance, Fordyce realized that the crisis, whatever

was its nature, was a grave one. No trivial cause could

bring such a man as Bernon Tremaii.e into that assem-

bly, still in his morning clothes, and with a look of such

mortal dread written large upon his face. The outer

halls were full, full the grand stairca.se; but Fordyce

lost no time in threading his way through the crowd,

and shutting a strong hand on Tremaine's arm.

"Steady, man," he said, quite low. "What is the

matter?"

Tremaine spun around to face him.

"Where is Hilda?" he asked breathlessly; and, so

great was the excitement of the moment, that neither

man realized that Tremaine had spoken of her by her

given name.
" With Gerrans, somewhere or other."

"And Don?"
"Who knows? With Ethel, probably. Most likely

they are mooning around together in some inconspicu-

ous corner," Fordyce told him.

Tremaine gave a short, hard sigh of relief.

" So much the better ! It is Hilda I want. It 's

better that Don should n't know ; at least, not till she

tells him. Fordyce, 1 have been looking for you every-



I

Kti,^ '

320 OVER THE QUICKSAXDS

where. I need you. Sister St. Saba—" His words fell

sharply, incisively. "You remember the nun who

nursed me? She is dying, and she wants to talk to

Hilda."
" And you want me to hunt her up ? " Fordyce queried

cheerily, hoping by his own unconcern to break in upon

the tension of the other's mood. "All right. I '11 be

as quick as I can. Where shall I find you ?"

Fie was already starting; but Tremaine laid a de-

taining hand upon his arm.
" Wait," he said, still with the same incisive crispness.

" Before you go to find her, it is only fair to you to tell

you why I need you in this thing. If there 's a quiet

corner in this place, come quick, for God's sake, while

you hear me out."

Then Fordyce shut his teeth, and led the way

down the stairs and around many comers of the corri-

dor until they came into a place of comparative isolation.

When they came out once more into the glowing lights,

Fordyce's teeth were still shut, and his face was ashy

gray. Above the joyous blare of the band, above the

hum of happy, careless talk, he still could hear Tre-

maine's voice in its swift appeal, —
"And so I came to you, Fordyce. I had promised

that I never would tell Don. I am useless; that is,

until she knows it all. But you — You love her enough

to be sorry for her, and to be gentle with her, after it 's

all over."

Then their hands had met in a clasp of silent under-

str"'^ing, and they went their ways: Fordyce back into

th', gorgeous hall to search its every nook and comer;

Tremaine back into the night from which he had lately

come.
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CHAPTER TWENTY FOUR

A T the door of the bright ly-Iiphted room whence
"^ ^ came the murmur of wliispcred prayers, together

with the faint, sweet smt'll of incense and of the holy oil

of the anointing, Fordyic stepped quickly to one side,

anr' T^ilda, wondering and a little troubled, went on

alone. Her wonder grew r ^»;r when, at her coming,

the white-robed, black-veiltv ns, kneeling al>out the

bed, arose and, silent as ghosts, vanished down the

corridor outside. Only the Superior remained, still

kneeling at the foot of the bed, her veiled head bowed
above the beads that dangled from her tight-clasped

fingers; and, at the farther side of the narrow bed, two

men stood looking down upon their folded arms. One
was the grand old doctor, hand in hand with whom
Sister St. Saba had waged many a fight against the

powers of death. The other man was Bernon Tremaine.

Propped high upon the pillows they had packed
about her, Sister St. Saba was the first to be aware of

Hilda's coming. Slowly, as if the slight action were a
drain upon her failing strength, she slid her hand along

the coverlet in the direction of the open door.
" My daughter

!

" she said faintly.

For one moment only, Hilda paused upon the thresh-

old, waiting until her mind could clearly grasp the mean-
ing of the unaccustomed scene. Fordyce had told her

il

^



Ill i\

: I

in ^i

322 OVER THE QUICKSANDS

the barest facts: that Sister St. Saba, for the second

time, had been taken with cerebral haemorrhage; that

now, hours after, she had struggled back into full con-

sciousness; and that, once more conscious, she had
made demand, imperative, insistent, for the coming
of herself, Hilda Lynde. And Hilda, kindly, readily,

and without asking longer explanation, had left the

ball with Fordyce and gone straight to the Hotel-Dieu.

Fordyce, waiting at her elbow, had winced a little, as

he overheard her blithe assurance to Gerrans that she

would return as soon as possible. Fordyce was quite

well aware that there would be, could be, no return.

Pausing upon the threshold for the instant, Hilda

realized that Sister St. Saba's time of consciousness was
short, realized that soon the nun, now propped high

on her pillows and watching her with deep-set, lam-

bent eyes, would fall into the sleep that knows no
waking. In conditions such as this, a pause may seem
unending, measured by the few passing moments which
part time from eternity. The hands of the Superior

shut tighter; the old doctor raised his head and beck-

oned to the white and silver vision standing upon the

threshold.

" My daughter
!

" Sister St. Saba said again. " Come
here, Hilda. Here where I can touch you."

Swift as a homing dove, Hilda crossed the narrow bit

of floor between them, and dropped down upon her
knees beside the bed. Even then, she yielded to some
instinct that she could not analyze; even then, she

took no note of the strange use of her given name. The
whole scene seemed curiously unreal to her; they all,

all, even Sister St. Saba, even she herself, were like

actors going through some oft-repeated scene upon a
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stage. The real life she knew, the life of blaring bands,

and dancing feet, and deep-draped window scats where
one '^ould sit and rest a while, the life where she of right

bel J iged and which she had but just now left behind

her: this was still coursing in her veins. She would
return to it, after a little while, quietly, perhaps, in

deference to the scene which just now lay before her.

Still, she would return.

And, meanwhile, this scene awaited her, an unfamiliar

scene, set in the bare room of the hospital whither, out

of her own cell in the cloisters, they had gently borne

Sister St. Saba, when the Superior had nodded acquies-

cence to the strange request for the summoning of Hilda

Lynde. It was a small room, and simply furnished;

all white, save for the great black squares of the win-

dows, wide-open to the midnight sky. Faintly the

night breeze came in through the windows, stirring the

folds of the Superior's veil, setting the little flames that

tipped the lighted tapers to dancing merrily beneath

the steady, overpowering glow of the incandescent

lights above. And the incandescent lights glared

mercilessly down upon the wan white features of the

dying nun, upon the two white-garbed women who
knelt beside her, the one in folds of simple serge, dress

of her heavenly vocation, the other a mere fluff of dainty

tissue, soft and light and silver-spotted, a vision, not of

heaven, but of the next thing to it, of the innocent, gay
young world. And Hilda, kneeling by the bed, was
conscious of all the grim contrast between herself and
her surroundings, between her surroundings now and
those she had so lately left. She knew no reason for

this sudden summons. Try as she would, she could

conceive none. She could only knit her fingers hard

.1
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together and pray, as never she had prayed before,

that she might not fail to answer to this mysterious

call upon her womanhood.

And, just across the bed, the man whom she loved

more than all the world outside, was standing motion-

less, waiting for something, what she did not know.

"Hilda! My little Hilda!" With a tremendous

effort of her failing strength, the nun's fingers rested

for an instant upon the bowed and fluffy head, then

fell away, to lie upon the round bare shoulder close

beside her.

"Yes, dear." Hilda spoke as gently as to a tired

child. " I came, as soon as I knew you wanted me."
" I have always wanted you, Hilda," Sister St. Saba

answered, with the directness which comes when time

measures itself by moments, not by hours. "It was

impossible for me to have you. I could only have the

one. Bemon was old enough to realize, to wonder. I

kept him."

"Bernon?" The little accent of question was *n-

tended to recall the nun who, Hilda thought, was

drifting to delirium.

Instead, Sister St. Saba's hand rested a shade more

heavily upon the bare white shoulder, and she spoke

again, insistently.

" Bernon Tremaine. Your brother, Bemon."

The truth had come at last. Strange to say, albeit

wholly unforeseen, it carried instant conviction into

Hilda's mind. She cast one glance, dazed, agonized,

up at Tremaine across the narrow bed. His eyes an-

swered her, and her head sank down, down, to rest upon

Sister St. Saba's chilling fingers.

"My — brother!" she said brokenly at length.
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" Yes, Hilda. You are both my children, my darling

children."

Silence descended on the little room. The candles

leaped and flickered. At the foot of the bed, the tears

were trickling fast through the Superior's fingers, a

rosary of glittering drops, wrung out of woman's sym-

pathy. Tremaine stood motionless, his head sunk on

his chest, but his eyes fixed intently on the still white

figure kneeling opposite, a figure almost buried in her

sea of silver-flecked tissues, buried in the heavy serge

which covered Sister St. Saba's outstretched arm.

And, while his very being seemed to wait for Hilda's

rallying, the doctor was quite as intent upon the rallying

of the nun who, her secret spoken uut at last, had fallen

back upon her pillows, breathing quickly. Once the

doctor, watching, shut his hand upon the hypodermic

needle and made a quick step forward. Then he

settled back into his place once more. Conscience was

a far more powerful quickener than any strychnine.

The rallying had come. Sister St. Saba spoke, and

tersely. Her story war> not yet all told; not, at least,

to any one but to her confessor and to the Superior of

her order. Perchance she had been a living lie. Ai

least, though, she would not be a dying one.

" Hilda, my litth girl," she said, and then she changed

the phrase and began again; "children, I have not

very long now to stay here with you. I have very much
to tell, so I must do my best to make it short and clear.

All my life; all your lives, that is, I have been bound,

tied down by a cruel, cruel promise. I have kept it

faithfully, so faithfully that even," her eyes moved to

the Superior, still kneeling at the bed's foot; "I vio-

lated the perfect truth of my heavenly vows for the
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sake of these earthly ones. I came into this house, this

community, with a stain upon my soul; I lived on,

stained blackly, for years and years, keeping the stain

out of sight of all, instead of trying to have it washed

away. But that is all past now, past and over. I have

brought it out into sight; and it has been taken all

away, all away. To-night, almost for the first time, I

dare go forth to meet — my Maker— and — my
Master."

This time, the doctor did step forward, the needle

in his hand. The delay was long; the rallying was

slow. Half way up the road to strength. Sister St. Saba

seemed to pause. Then she went slowly on again.

And Hilda, meanwhile, was motionless, not daring

to move, to speak, even to pray. All of a sudden, the

light of truth had flashed upon her, clear, piercing,

merciless. She needed just a little time . j grow ac-

customed to its glare. And now, as yet, she knew only

the fact. It was not alone that she had been told it;

she knew it. Her whole nature had leaped up in an-

swer, and had proclaimed its truth. It had explained

so many things. It would explain so many more.

Sister St. Saba had not told her any of the details as

yet; and Sister St. Saba's strength was ebbing fast.

But, if she stayed very, very still and waited, it all

might come in time. Once again and soul to soul,

they two had met, they two were waiting: question

incarnate, incarnate reply. Only — was there still

time?

When Sister St. Saba once more spoke, her voice was

fainter, and it seemed to come out of the distance ; but

it held all its old precision, all its wonted accuracy and

force of phrase.
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"I shall begin at the beginning," she said slowly.

"There are others," she glanced once more at her

Superior whose tears, trickling now more slowly,

gemmed her thin white hands, as if with glistening

diamonds; "others who can tell you the later parts,

if I have not the time. I was a headstrong girl, orphan
daughter of a judge whose name you all should know.
He and the doctor were old friends together, when they

were little boys. His happiness was crushed by my
mother's death, and he shot himself, when I was ten

years old, only ten." Her voice grew wishful on the

repeated words. "I was too young to know much
about right and wrong. Later, no one ever stopped

to teach me. Why should they ? I did not belong to

any one. They were not at all to blame ; each one left

it for some one else.

" I went away from Quebec when he died, went away
into a convent school. And then, when I was old

enough, I took up nursing. It was the best thing,

everybody said, for a girl to do. They said I was a
good nurse, too. Even the doctor said so, not six

months ago." Without turning her head, she smiled;

and the old doctor, watching her intently, felt his throat

ache at this last message of good will to him.
" My first important case was in New York," Sister

St. Saba went on. " It was a fever case, and I made a
f,'ood record in it. My patient had a friend, a feeble,

ailing, fretful little woman, who used to come to see

her often in the convalescence. I saw her, too. She
was good, and sweet; but she never had the least

magnetic charm. One liked her because one knew
she was n't bad ; not becau - one had to. You know,"
again there came the little smile, playing across Sister
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St. Saba's wan face and dying away figirn li-to the still-

ness of her features; "know there are some people

whom one has to like, in spite of all reason, not because

of it. Her husband was one of these people. I knew

him later, knew him well, because she asked me to

go to her for a few months. I did n't want to go. I

did n't like her, and I was sure she did n't need a nurse,

sure she was not really ill. only imagined it. I refused

to go, even when she cried about it. Then her hus-

band came and asked me, and I went. I liked him;

one could n't help it; ar 1 I liked bira better, as the

time went on. He was years older than his wife, much,

much older.

"I was with them for one whole year; and then I

went away. Not all of me ; I left my pride behind. It

was the old, old sin, black and horrible, a sin without

excuse; but a sin that always brings its own punish-

ment, that always drags the penalty out of you, bit by

bit, drop by drop. Oh, my God! My God! And

they speak of us who sin as light, when we are weighed

down, dragged down by the crushing power and pen-

alty of our undoing ! Oh, my God !"

It was long, this time, before the rallying began.

When it did at last begin, it went on only for a little

way. With her first returning strength, Sister St. Saba

spoke swiftly, for she knew that now for her the hours

had ceased to be, that the moments, even, were fast

running into seconds.

"After Demon was born, his father made a home

for us in a little flat, not ten blocks from his house, and

I saw him often there, often until after my little girl

was born, my baby Hilda." For the moment. Sister

St. Saba was totally unconscious of the iientity of the

mm, wm ttZT^r^
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kneeling, bare-necked figure at her bedside. Her
thoughts were far off in the past. " She was my baby
girl and I was forced to leave her. He came to me, one
day when she was about eighteen months old. I had
not seen him then for many, many weeks. And he
told me bad, bad things, cruel things. He told me that
his wife, before long, would have a little baby. That
she was nervous and suspicious, and that she finally

had accused him of — me. And that he had confessed,
and tcld her everything. There had been a fearful

scene; but, in the end, she had forgiven him for the
sake of the child, his child and hers. But it was all

arranged. I was to go away, and take the boy, and
tell people that I was his French nurse, was to go back
to Quebec, the city I had left as a ten-yea- child. But
my little girl ! Oh, God, my little, little gui ! I must
give her up to him, to be accepted as his little niece,

brought up in his home as his adopted daughter. That
was the compromise to which she had agreed. I could
not help myself. And I took the money and the boy,
and went. What else was there for me to do ?'*

Longer still, this time, was the rallying, fainter still

the voice.

"And their boy was bom, Donald Rhodes. Yes,
Donald Rhodes," she said more clearly, as if aroused
by Hilda's sudden convulsive start. "And my boy
was Bernon Tremaine, named for my grandmother's
family; and my little Hilda was called Lynde." It

was plain to them all now that the sombre eyes, eyes in

which the fire was wellnigh quenched for ever, no longer
saw the figures grouped about the bed. None the less,

the voice went on, pitched now a very little higher.

"The rest of this, you all know. You only have to

«n«
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ask each other, to ask the Mother Superior. She knows

it all, all — now. Only now. I kept nay secret long.

I guarded my earthly vows at the risk of breaking my
heavenly ones. I protected Stuart Rhodes. I was true

to him; but I was false to my own soul, false to the

God who made it."

With a silent gesture, the doctor, still intent upon

the dying nun, ordered Tremaine to yiel to him the

nearer place, the one close beside the pill w. Silently

Tremaine obeyed him. Otherwise, there s no move-

ment in the little room, save for the tiny flames above

the candles, dancing gayly upward as if to join the

greater, steadier light above. The Superior was mo-

tionless. Hilda was motionless. Since that one ago-

nized look across at Tremaine, she had not stirred.

Only, now and then, a long, shuddering tremor ran

down her silent figure, fluttering her fleecy gown; or

a sudden contraction of her round, bare shoulders told

to the man, standing and watching from across the bed,

that her nervous strength was nearly spent. And

Sister St. Saba, her waxy fingers shut upon her cross,

not with the old, appealing gesture, but with a firm,

caressing touch, her dim eyes lifted to the steady glare

above, as if they saw beyond it to e approaching

Light Supernal, went feebly, faintly on to the end of

her long-aelayed confession.

"I always had been Catholic; my people had been

Catholic before me. It was natural, when everything

but my boy had been snatched from me, when even the

name of motherhood was forbidden me, that I should

feel the call of my vocation. My sin, I thought, was

dead, wiped out by confession, by many penances. I

had left it all behind me; and I, a nurse, turned to the
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order of the Hospitalieres. I had money enough; I

had an ancient lineage; I had lived here long enough
for my parish priest to be quite willing to certify my
character ; but, may God have mercy ! I had not the

one thing of all most needful a soul unspotted and pure.

It was then I lied, then that I buried my older sin be-

neath another even greater, because, this time, I sinned

deliberately and of set purpose. I took my vows; I

put on the spotless robes above my sin-spotted self, and
I entered my novitiate, my secret unconfessed, entered

upon my holy life, a living and incarnate He."

Sister St. Saba's voice had fallen to a wail, the whim-
pering of an animal in mortal pain. After an instant's

pause, however, it steadied and grew stronger.

"For years, I kept to that old lie. For years, I lived

the double life, chaste in the eyes of my confessor, of

my Mother Superior, defiled for ever in the eyes of God,
defiled, not only by the old-time sin, but by the decep-

tion I had heaped upon it, day by day, hoping in time

to bury it from sight. But no mountain of good deeds

can ever bury an unrepented sin. And, in the end, the

dear, good God, distrusting me, laid his hand on the

mountain and overturned it all. First, Donald Rhodes
came to Quebec, and was introduced to Bernon Tre-
maine. Then, a few months later," it was evident that

now Sister St. Saba was speaking to a crowd of wit-

nesses seen by her dying eyes alone; "then Donald
Rhodes came back again and brought his cousin, Hilda
Lynde. And I saw her, spoke to her, longed to take her
in my arms, for she was my own Hilda, my own baby
daughter, grown up to be a gracious woman. But I

held myself away from her; and she never knew. But
I knew. And then, because no lesser thing could move
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me in my sin, two yuung lives were offered as a sacrifice,

for Bemon Tremaine fell in love with Hilda, fell in

love with his own sister."

The doctor started forward; then he checkeu im-

self. No hypodermic needle could make any difference

now. And the low wail went on and on to its destined,

pitiful end.

"And then I had to tell him, to warn him. But I

did nol tell him all. Down in the vaults, one night, I

planned how much I could tell him, and yet keep my
worst secret safe, keep safe the lie that stained my vows.

And I did tell him — only part ; and after that I re-

member nothing, only that I was ill, so ill and so un-

happy. He was unhappy, too; he must have bsen.

But he came back to see me," the voice was rising now,

was once more growing high and thin; "to see his

mother. And, at last, the secret weighed me down,

poisoned my life, until I had to tell it. I could n't keep

still any longer, Stuart. I loved you; I woulJ lave

shielded you a little longer; but my soul had some

rights of its own, the soul you tried to smother under

your tight-bound promises. And so, just this noon, I

have confessed it all. I told the priest, and the Mother

Superior, told them all about it. I did n't need to tell the

dear Lord. He — knew — it all — without my telling."

There was a little flutter of the eyelids. Then,

stepping forward, the aged doctor, his own face drawn

and white, made a sign to some one waiting on the

threshold. An instant later, noiselessly as they had

gone away, the nuns came filing in once more and

knelt about the bed, while the voice of a priest rose over

them and filled the little room with the sonorous phrases

of the Subvenite, —
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Come to her assistance, ye Saints of God, comeforth to

meet her, ye Angels ofthe Lord: Receiving her Soul: Of
fering it in the sight of the Most High,

And, amid the echoes of the ritual she ! ved so well,

the shriven soul of Sister St. Saba went back again unto

its Maker.

I
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CHAPTER TWENTY FIVE
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1 F< ce spei.ii.

Treniaine baa told me all about it, Mi i Lviide,"

he said, a.« he ut h-'" into a corner <
'' the waiting cab.

"He asked mi' to hxik out for you, and do anything

that I could." A. id, without ni<*re ddo, he took his

place beside her

He spoke again, just as the ib was starting up Palace

Hill.

" Would n* you raiher g< Allison's?' he asked

her very gently. Mrs. Cariiart would be .so glad to

haveyoii sleep there, t -night, you know."

Then he had to ben 1 forwr 1 a little, to catch Hilda's

almost inarticulat reply, —
"No; home, please. I want Don."

The little law} r'"- -ves grew hazy. H

meant the Chateau iuw Later.' She c

back again at once to the otd life, the artif
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all the ovornirrunir. all the wrcckap'' of her life-long

ties. '>on ft nr stood out. an uncha ;,'ed, unchanging
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had I en shivering a little, he had not

laet irf had been loft, forgotten on

tli And Hilda, drawing the linen i.

'r- r 1 -t to nixi and thank him in h-

but. stead, the tears came fast, au

iown cross the linen and spotting t

Ui dernf^ith.

Thank you." she said ' rokenly. "You always

think of everything."

The silence once mor** descended on the carriage, as

it trundled slowly undei iie triumphal arches in Saint

.T ^ Street, tnmdled slowly up Fabrique Street Id!

A.irds the blazing electric outlines of Basilica and

.- rainary. trundled along the boards of dim little Tresor

Lane and came into the joyous bedlam of the Ring, a

bedlam of gay tourists, and staring habitants, and
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roistering sailors from the fleet, a bedlam of noise and

colour and confusion, beneath the white-hot glare of

thousands of incandescent lights, just such lights, Hilda

remembered vaguely, as had glared down on the little

room upon whose unfamiliar threshold she had paused,

hesitating, wondering what it was that lay before her.

And now she knew.

She looked up once more, when the cab went trun-

dling through the arch, and crossed the Chateau court,

still dazzling bright, still thronged with men and women,

all in their best array. The carriages were beginning

to come back from the ball ; they were forced to halt

and wait their turn, before they could approach the

steps. Then it was that Hilda spoke again, this time

a bit more firmly.

"Are you willing to find Don and ask him to come?"

she said, with a brave effort at self-control. " Tell him

I shall be waiting in my room."
" Of course. I can find him either up at the Parlia-

ment Buildings, or else at the Camerons*. But first — "

And Fordyce finished out his phrase by flinging one

strong, yet strangely impersonal, arm about her waist,

and steadying her from her comer of the cab to the top

of the steps. "Now then," he added briskly; "let's

try the lift, unless it's too crowded. No? And where

are your rooms ? This way?" And, when he left her,

she was holding to the knob of the entrance to the only

home she owned, that night, in all her overturned, dis-

mantled world.

Fordyce went away in quest of Don: and Hilda,

opening the door, closed it again behind her very swiftly,

as if to shut out the mortal agony which had dogged

her homeward steps. Then, crossing the room to the
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open window, she flung herself down in the chair whose

every curve and angle she had learned to know so well,

and gave herself up to the agony of question which had

refused to be shut out. And the questions one and all

began with Why? And, as she sought to answer them,

she grasped just one insistent fact. The old Hilda

Lynde was for ever dead, slain by that midnight scene

within the bare white room. What the new Hilda

Lynde would be, she could not decide as yet. It takes

a little time, after any crash, to determine what frag-

ments of the old shallenter into the making of the new.

But there was also Tremaine to be thought of, Bemon

Tremaine, her brother. Brother? Brother! She

starei about the familiar room with dazed, uncompre-

henoi-ig eyes. Then, twisting her bare arms together

on the chair-arm. she bowed her head upon them and

began to cry. And, above the low sound of her sobbing,

her sobbing for her broken life her broken love, there

arose the foot-beats of the merrymaking throng, still

pacing, pacing on the terrace underneath her windows,

as if loath to recognize it that another day was dead.

Close behind Fordyce and Hilda, yet unnoticed by

them, Tremaine had come down the H6tel-Dieu steps.

Then, fearful lest he overtake the slow-moving cab, he

had turned into Charlevoix Street, and gone striding on,

careless of where he was, careless almost of the future,

so brain-weary, so nerve-racked had he been by the

past half-hour. A voice in his ears aroused him to the

consciousness that a carriage was halting at the curb

beside him, and that Allison Carhart was stepping out,

before her own front door.

" Bemon, where in the world did you come from, at

this hour?" she had hailed him gayly. The next

22
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instant, her accent changed from gayety to consterna-

tion. " You look as if you had seen a ghost," she told

him, too shocked at his appearance to think to soften

the baldness of her phrase.

" I have," he said briefly. " Good-night."

But she stopped him, with a quiet air of authority

which, in his present apathy, he was powerless to oppose.

"Something very bad must have been happening to

you, Bernon," she said. "I am sorry, sorry. But no
matter about that now. Let 's not talk about it. Mother
is waiting up for n:e. She came home quite early, and
she said she should have some hot beef tea ready when
I came home. You are coming in to have some with me.
You need n't stay on after, unless you like." And her

strong fingers, closing on his arm, turned him towards

the open door.

Inside the drawing-room, Allison flung aside her

scarf; and then, her pink gown trailing after her in

softly clinging folds, she went away in search of Mrs.
Carhart and the tea. When she came back, however,

she brought the tray alone.

" Mother is so sorry, Bernon," she said as composedly
as if she herself had not constructed certain of the causes

of that sorrow ;
" but she has on a wadded-silk dressing-

gown with a hole in the elbow, and she says it is n't

decorous to present herself. Moreover, she refuses to

array herself, at this hour of the night." And, still

chattering, she passed a cup to Tremaine, and took one,

herself.

She still kept up her chattering, while she drank her

tea, and while Tremaine stirred his. Heedless of her

gown, she had thrown herself into an easy chair, and,

while she chattered, she sat looking up at him with an

f^ir Jk'LAU.'. I
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increasing sense that only lately he had been face to

face with tragedy, and at its worst. She asked him no

questions, however; she merely talked along at random,

seeking to fill up the time while he rallied a little of his

vanished nerve. She talked about the great review,

that morning, about the marching of the Highland

regiments, and of the sailors from the American cmiser.

She wondered aloud whether the Prince had con-

tracted gout in his right elbow from his incessant mak-

ing of salutes. Then she wondered what he had

thought of the ball, that night, and of Canadian women,

And then, without an idea of any possible connection

with the look in Tremaine's face, she wondered about

Hilda.
" Really," she laughed a little, as she spoke ;

" it was

a most astonishing evasion. She was sitting behind the

flags in a window, with Gerry, when Mr. Fordyce —
my escort, if you please ! — swept down on her with

the vaguest possible sort of an excuse, and then swept

her off v/ith him. The last thing she did was to assure

Gerry that she would be back before long, and, for all

I know, the poor, dear man is still sitting glued into his

window-seat, awaiting her return. The worst of it is,

she made off with my escort, and I had to come home

alone. I wonder where in the world she is."

And then she gasped, for, suddenly, baldly and quite

without premeditation, Tremaine was telling her.

" Hilda and I are in great trouble, Allison," he made

brief preface.

Then he told her all the truth.

All his life, Tremaine had trusted Allison, had relied

upon her steady, comprehending friendship. Now,

however, he flung the burden of his trouble down before
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her, not for his own sake only ; but for the sake of Hilda,

his old-time love for whom had lost nothing by reason

of its gain in protecting tenderness. Unclaimed, she

yet was his now, his to guard, to shield from all the

world outside. Allison could help him do this. She

knew Hilda, loved her dearly ; by that love she, another

woman, could understand her even in her agony, could

come far closer to her than any man, whatever his

protecting tenderness, would dare to try to do.

And Allison, true to the womanly instinct which had

helped to win for her his present confidence, listened in

silence to *he very end. The end, briefly as he told his

story, was long in coming, long and hard ; but, heedless

of the effort it was costing her, she met it, dry-eyed,

steady, even a little smiling.

"I am sorry," she said then. "But you knew all

about that, long before now, Bernon. What can I do

to help?"

He stared back at her in a helpless bewilderment

which seemed the natural outcome of the apathy that

had been settling down upon him during his recital.

" Allison, I don't know," he told her slowly. " I wish

I did. Don't you?"

But, even in his appeal, his voice broke. With his

last remaining bit of steadiness, he set down his untasted

cup. Then, crossing the room, he flung his arm along

the comer of the mantel, and buried his face even from

her loyal eyes.

Again Allison waited silently, until at last she realized

that the sight of his grief was fast shaking her own self-

control. Fearful of what might happen then, she rose

and, crossing the room, rested her hand upon his sleeve.

"Bernon," she told him quietly; "if I am to be of
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any real use, there are a few things still that I would

better know. Please come and sit down, and tell me

about them."

Yielding to her level voice, her compelling touch, he

lifted his head and looked at her for a moment, staring

with dull, lack-lustre eyes at her strong, quiet self, at

her trailing, clinging folds of pale pink crape. Then

he followed her back across the room and sat down on

the sofa at her side, a spectre of his former self, haggard

and aged and wan. It is thus, in its unaccustomed com-

ing to them, that grief uses men, roughly, and leaving

deep-cut finger marks which later joys are powerless to

obliterate.

"What is it that you need to know?" he asked her.

She shut her hands tightly in her silken lap.

"Firft of all, how long have you known this thing;

you. yourself?" she questioned steadily.

"Always," he answered harshly. Then he con-

trolled himself. "Forgive me, Allison," he said, in

swift contrition. " We men are always brutes; in times

like this, the brutishness crops out. How long have I

known it ? It is hard to tell. You see, it came to me

by bits."

" You have known some of it for a long, long time,"

she said, and now there was no trace of question in her

tone.

"Yes," he assented. "As far back as I can remem-

ber, I knew there was something strange about me.

Ev?n in our kindergarten songs, the others all had

people who stood for the names of things we sang about.

I did n't have anybody. By pnd by, when I went to

their houses, I found out that they all had whole rows

of families, from fathers and mothers out to tenth
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cousins once removed ; and I had n't anybody. It was
about that time, I think, that I began to notice that all

the mothers, yours, and Mrs. Gerrans, and the rest,

all treated me a little better than they did the rest of

you, all acted as if they were trying to make up to me
for something I had lost. I used to wonder about it.

At last, one day, I decided what it all meant. I had n't

any family of my own, and they were trying to make
up for it to me."

Beneath the spell of these long-gone memories,

dragged out from under all that had since been piled

upon them, his face was regaining something of its

stillness, his eyes a little of their life.

"And then?" Allison prompted him gently.

"That was all, up to the time when I went away to

collie. The morning before I started off — I was
going with Gerrans, the next noon — I had a telephone

from the H6tel-Dieu. I was to go there without fail,

that afternoon at two, and go into the parlour and wait,

after I had sent the porter for Sister St. Saba. I hated

going; I had some other plan on foot, that afternoon.

Still, the mystery of it all attracted me, and I went. I

had been told I must keep my going a secret, you know;
and boys do love a secret," he added, in apology.
" Well, I went. To my dying day, I never shall forget

the look of the place, nor the smell, the smell of bare-

ness and scrubbed floors and, away off and faint, of

disinfectants." It was plain to Allison that a little of

the nervous strain was relaxing with these slow-told

details. "And then I sat and waited in the parlour,

till the wicket opened, and I saw the nun behind it.

I had just time to think that she was very pretty, and
that her c^^cs were yellow ones, like mine; and then, a
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minute later, I knew the truth, knew that she was my

mother."

"She told you then? As suddenly as that? You

poor little boy!"

He smiled sadly, less at her tone than at the tht

her wc ^s called up.

"Not a little boy any longer, Allison. My boyhcod

and I parted company there and then. It happens so,

sometimes. She told me; but she did n't tell me nearly

all, only that she was my mother, that she had been the

woman who had pretended to be my nurse, the woman

who had disappeared, and that, even if she was a nun,

she loved me dearly. And I think she did."

"And your father?" Allison asked him, after a

short pause.

He disregarded her question. Instead, —
"Allison, it was after that day in the parlour that I

began to know how good you were to me. You always

have been. I knew I must be a trial to you, when I

came here, glum and dumb, and sat beside the fire.

It was the only bit of home I knew. I had n't the

courage to stay av^ay, when the black days came. I

fought against them, though. I tried to tell myself it

did n't make any difference. But I could n't get used

to the idea that such a stain — " in his reliance on her

steady friendship, he saw no need to modify his words;

" such a stain could rest on me, when I had done noth-

ing to deserve it. I fought against it, all I could. But

I was n't always able to come out on top. I dared not

give in ; once I acknowledged I was down, I knew that

I would be done for. I could only shut my teeth and

keep very, very still. Those were the times I used to

come to you. God knows what would have became
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of me without you, Allison ! And I could n't even tell

you why I needed you. She had tied me down with

promises too tight for that."

He sat there tor a little, brooding in his old, old way.

Then he raised his head.

"It's queer to be telling you all this, Allison, you a

girl. But you are n't like any other girl I ever knew;

you *re large enough to realize that, to-night, if I had n't

talked, I should have gone mad. My father.' I never

knew anything about him, until he told me."

"Told you? Where? When?" For the in!»tant,

Allison had cast discretion to the winds. " He told you ?"

she repeated, her surprise too great to be repressed.

" Told me here in Quebec, five months ago."

"Five months?" she counted swiftly. "Hilda and

Don must have been here then."

"They were."

" What did they think was the reason of his coming

up here?"

"They never knew. He crossed from the Mediter-

ranean, where he was supposed to be cruising for his

health, came over here to spend twenty hours in Levis.

Then he went back again. He sent me word to meet

him, and we had a stormy time. Before he told me the

truth, he dared," Tremaine's tone hardened; "dared

try to buy me to go awav from here, away to the Philip-

pines. I gave him his answer; and then I made him

tell his reasons. Afterwards — I was too indignant at

the time to do much thinking — I wondt'o^i why he

was in such a state of mind because I was ge ;ng to be

goovi friends with Don. I know now it was on account

of ftilda."

"You did n't know it then?"

|i
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Tremaine shook his head at Lis clasped hands,

loosely dangling between his knees.

" He told me that he was my unacknowledged father.

For Don's sake, I agreed to his condition that I should

keep the secret. And then — Allison, you know how

I loved her, even then ! — I asked him about Hilda.

He looked me in the eye and declared to me that she

was no real relation to him, only a child he had adopted."

And Tremaine thrust his hands into his pockets, rose

and began to pace the floor.

It was a moment before he dared to trust his voice.

Then, without another halt, he went on to the end.

"I loved Hilda, as vou know. I do love her more

than ever, even if it 's not in the way I dreamed —

"

he swallowed hard; "dreamed of doing. At last, I

must have showed to my mother that I loved her. You
know she had seen Hilda once, when I was in the

hospital. Think of her self-control, that day! And
then, one day when we were on the Ramparts, outside

that little, low, grated window in the wall, I saw her

looking out at us. Next day, she told me, warned me;

but she insisted that I was bound by the promises which

she had given my father, insisted that Hilda never must

be told. She was quite steady then; but, after I had

gone they found her lying unconscious on the floor.

Since then, she never has been herself. Yesterday

noon, she called the Mother Superior into her cell and

told her all the truth : how she had entered the com-

munity under false pretences ; how her vows had all

been based upon a lie. You know the demands they

make of novices ? She had — had not answered to

them truly. But, at last, tired of her sin and her de-

ceptions, she told the truth fully and exactly as it all
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had happen i. And, the truth confessed and the

absolution give... she fell on the floor again, unconscious.

It was her old trouble; and, this time, it was the end.

The Mother Superior sent for me ; and, as soon as she

was conscious, I went for Hilda."

"And where is Hilda now?" Allison asked, after

a little while.

"At the Chateau, I suppose. Fordyce took her.

Allison, that man — But I can't ever tell you what

he has been to me, all these months. He was the only

man into whose care I would have dared put Hilda,

on such a night as this. The only man —" He checked

himself abruptly.

"Bernon," Allison's voice was full of quiet strength;

" what is it now that I can tic be&t for you and Hilda ?"

Pausing in his restless pacing, he faced about and

stood looking down at her, a world of sadness in his

heavy eyes.

"Find out when Hilda needs me, Allison, and let

me know," he told her briefly. "Some day, that time

will come; but it's too soon yet. She needs a while

to get used to — to the new idea. When the time

does come, I want her; until then, though, I'd best

keep quite away." He hesitated. Then, with a sud-

den gesture, he threw out his hands as if to cast aside

their shackles ; and a new note of jubilance rang above

the .sadness in his voice. " And then at last I can go to

claim my sister!" he added.

But, only a moment later, the strained nerves snapped,

and he sank down into the nearest chair, shaken from

head to heel with long, dry, almost soundless sobs.

And Hilda, meanwhile, was crying softly in Don's

strong and protecting arms.
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He had come to her sitting-room, his step alert, his

eyes lighted with the certainty of Ethel's newly con-

fessed love. Fordyce had told him no particulars;

merely that Hilda was not quite well, and was waiting

up to see him, when he came. Don, absorbed in Ethel,

had had no attention to spare for the way in which

Fordyce had bundled him into the waiting cab. His

mind still upon Ethel and himself, he had called back

a cheery good night to Fordyce, as the cab drove off;

then, scorning the lift, he had gone running up the stairs

to knock on Hilda's door, then throw it open and stand,

a picture of hearty, happy, luxurious youth, upon the

threshold. Hilda in tears, her hair disarranged and

her elaborate gown crushed about her in the chair!

Don had never previsioned such a sight as that. His

voice showed his concern.

."Hilda, old girl! What's the rumpus?" he de-

manded; but the careless words were given meaning

by his ^uick stride across the room, by his outstretched,

loving arms.

And in those arms which seemed, to-night, to Hilda

the one place she dared call her very own, she told him,

bit by bit, the dreary, sodden story, new, but already

seeming to her older than the river underneath her

windows, told hi a while, bit by bit, the clasping arms

about her grew nderer, more loving.

Don listened to her in silence. The while he listened

and held her closer, closer, incredulity and disgust, con-

viction and bitter disappointment, one after t e other,

were written on his face, a face which, all at once,

had turned from happy boyhood into rugged man-

hood.

"My poor little sister Hilda!" be said at last, and
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he buried his face in her hair, and sat there silent,

thinking.

When at last he raised his head, his chin had stif*

fened, hardened with determination; but his blue

eyes wre gentle, compassionate.

"Poor old Dad!" he muttered slowly. "Just think

of the thousand hells he must have suffered!"

«4 ^-

•\

m^
^A.i

«p« *M iLL .,u^i-»iiu» '" me. ' .'J



CHAPTER TWENTY-SIX

SOMEWHERE, in immeasurable space. Sister St.

Saba's shriver 80ul was exulting in its final freedom

from all taint of sin. Her body, worn and tired with

the months-long strife, was resting quietly at last in

the dim chamber of death where two women knelt

beside her. At her head two candles flickered ; at her

feet rested the basin of holy water, and the room was

very silent, save for the faintly murmured psalter of

the dead.

•>d b*^n a hard one, and a long; but

^ won its freedom. The foes had

;• ^ The cloister can ^^^ve its

I*' own hopes of prefenrT.t, no
Liie world outside. T^ bad beene^

The strugglf '<

at length the bo

been insiaious,

own secret ambi

less surely than ci

no slight victory : the throwing aside of vi <• t i ihitions

just as their fruits were almost in her grasp ; the yield-

ing her high place among them all ?'ieir respect and
even their 'ore; the n-vr.jjing to the^.. one r»i? all the

hideous deception of h' Talsely taken vows. The con-

ditions of her acceptance among them included a spot-

less record. And she had allowed them to believe that

she had been spotless, unstai, ed by the world. Almost
to the very last, she had grippeJ h^r secret passionately.

H< r partial confession to her son Lad been walled around
with promises that he would not betray any of the facts

. WW r^nm



f

ys

i '

350 OVER THE QUICKSANDS

she told him, not for the sake of Hilda, as she had pre-

tended, but lest in some way they should reach the

ears of her Superior. Thus had she compromised it

with her conscience. But her conscience, stronger than

her will, had refused to be satisfied with half-measures

such as those. Bit by bit, in the weeks that had come

after, weeks of increasing weakness and weariness,

she had been brought to see that peace for her could

lie only in a full confession. The holy lives of the

sisters who had gone before her, the self-denial and

the purity of those sisters now about her, her belief,

not in the glorious hereafter, but in the need of a stain-

less present: all these things, bit by bit, had forced

her slowly, gently, but irrevocably towards the hour

for her confession. It was the final struggle between

her own selfish wish for personal place among thera,

and her greater, far more selfless desire to leave un-

stained the record of their ancient sisterhood. The

selflessness had trin niched. Early in the morning of

the day before, tranquil, serene and full of hope for a

long, useful life still before her, she had sought out her

confessor. An hour later, she had gone to the Superior,

had fallen on her knees beside her, and never had

arisen.

And now the strife was over, and the battle won.

Beneath her veil and framed about with spotless Ktien,

Sister St. Saba's face was full of happy peace. Above

her fresh, uncreased white rochet, her hands, whiter

far than their sleeves of creamy serge, were clasped

upon the holy emblem of hei faith. There she would

lie, re.sting, until, borne by her sisters, preceded by the

long procession of white-robed nuns with lowered veils

and with candles burning in their hands, she would

Kr'/^<\ iKl B?^^H^^^ '^tf^V
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pass along the well-known cloisters to be laid to sleep

among those other nuns in loyalty to whose honour she

had yielded up her fatal secret. Sinned against, but

more greatly a sinner, her soul was purified by her

own self-sought penance.

It was past noon, that day, when Tremaine at last

went up the familiar gray-stone steps and halted in the

well-known vestibule. There had been nothing he

could do for Sister St. Saba. No worldly hands could

touch her now. And he had many, many things to do

for himself. First of all, he must set his house in order.

Strange to say, in all those weeks that he had known

the truth concerning Hilda, it had never once occurred

to him to try to forecast the future. Himself forbidden

to speak out the truth, he had supposed that the present

state of things would go on for ever. Now that the

change had come, with a clairvoyant swiftness, he saw

its consequences to all sorts of remotest ends. That

his later love for Hilda was stronger, tenderer by far

than it had been before he knew the truth, he recog-

nized past all gainsaying. That Hilda had loved him

dearly he also knew. What he did not know, what

no roan could ever know concerning any woman, was

what would be the eflFect upon her of this sudden, as-

tounding revelation of the ties between them. Would

she be able to remould her love to this new form?

Would her old love, perforce destroyed, yield to dis-

like, aversion? Would she, in short, love him as the

brother that he was, tolerate him as a companion

forced upon her, or hate him as a sharer in the great

deceit which had come near to wrecking her girlish

life? Indeed, had it not already wrecked it? What

would her life in future be, the unacknowledged daugh-
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ter in her father's home, surrounded by every gift but

one, and that one truth? Bright, brave, careless girl

that she was, how could she go through the strain that

was awaiting her, the strain of adapting her frank self

to her own share in keeping up the secret? That she

would keep it up, Tremaine felt singularly little ques-

tion. As far as the world at large was concerned, it

was still quite safe. Fordyce and Ethel Cameron,

Allison and Gerrans, the only ones who knew, would

guard it well. As for the doctor, he was a lay confessor;

many a secret was for ever buried in his wise old brain.

Hilda would go back to New York, would take up

her life there, as if nothing at all had happened to mar
the frolic of her summer holiday. It would go against

her grain to do it ; but there was nothing else she could

do, nothing else open to any girl, brought up to luxury,

without profession and with not a relative in the world

outside thai home. Unless — He checked the thought

abruptly.

And there was always Don, always more a brother

than a cousin. And later, a good deal later, he hoped

there might be Fordyce. This hope was not a new one.

It had been growing up in him, side by side with the

tender new affection which had replaced his older,

headstrong love. In measure as he had stepped down
from his old place, he had sought to put Fordyce there

in his stead. Fordyce was a man, gentle, very tender,

but very strong. And he loved Hilda.

If Hilda ever did come to love Fordyce, Quebec

would doubtless be their common home. It was on

that account that Tremaine felt he must set his house

in order, swiftly and with exceeding thoroughness.

The next few days would tell him once for all whether

^*^j*-ft>'
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he was to be the object of Hilda's aversion, or of her

love. If it were to be aversion, then he would go away

out of Quebec for ever. If he went now, there need

be no question of his motives. Later, when, as he felt

might come to pass, Hilda returned to make her home
in the city, gossip would surely spring up upon the

heels of his departure.

That he owed to Hilda the sacrifice involved in his

going away, Tremaine felt no doubt at all. Owed, it

was a debt he was glad to pay. How else could he

make good to her for his shar« in the general deception ?

Bitter as had been his own experience in having the

truth revealed to him by bits, in growing up face to

face with the fact that Fate had marked him off from

all men by the circumstances of his birth; hers, he

felt, was far more bitter in that, without an instant's

preparation, her house of cards had been thrown down
upon her head. Poor little Hilda ! Ixjnely and dazed,

her old ties shattered, her new ones still to make, she

was grieving somewhere now. He lor»ged to go to her,

to gather her up in his arms and comfort her and carry

her away to safety from worry and sorrow. Neverthe-

less, he remained true to the belief he had expressed to

Allison, the night before, or, rather, that same morn-

ing. It was from Hilda now that the first sign must

come. Meanwhile, it was bis duty to set his house in

order so that, if the sign were ever so little hostile, he

might move out at once.

He spent the morning, then, finishing up arrears of

work, writing a note or two, and sorting over papers.

Towards noon, he paused for a moment and leaned

back in his rhair. his eyes upon the wall above his desk.

Between him and tiie paper in his hand had come a
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sudden picture : an ice-locked river bordered with hills

of dusky blue, a flying horse, an empty sleigh and a

tangled heap of rugs, one corner of which he had lifted

to disclose a scarlet toque, a gay girl face with dimpling

cheeks and mocking pale brown eyes, eyes that, save

in expression, were the exact counterpart of the grave

eyes staring down upon her. Hilda as he iiad seen her

first : plucky and irresponsible ! The past few months

had cured her of her irresponsibility; the last of it

might well have died, the night before. The pluck,

though, had remained. Once on a time, he had ad-

vised her to hold intact its record, that she might have

it to support her courage in her time of need. And she

had taken his advice; how well no one else kn^vf as

did he whose eyes had never left her during that half-

hour vigil of the night before. It was long before his

gaze fell backward, to rest upon the paper in his hands.

Soon after one o'clock, he left his office, and went up

Mountain Hill. So absorbed had he been in his own

reflections that he had been stone deaf to the joyous

clamour which had risen to his open windows; and

now he realized with a start that this Saturday was the

high tide of the festival. He watched it with a curious

feeling of remoteness, as if the gorgeous throng were

out of an alien race; he passed among them like a

ghost, unnoticed by any but a few. Those few paused

a moment to look after him, and wonder what he did

to hold himself so markedly aloof from the prevailing

spirit of good cheer. Then the prevailing spirit once

more fell upon them, and they straightway forgot the

solitary passer-by, with the lowered eyes and the air

of complete detachment from all that made the day for

them.
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And Tremaine passed on up Mountain Hill, under

the great triumphal arches and the floating, flaunting

banners, turned into the comparative loneliness of the

Grand Battery, passed on around the Ramparts until,

bethinking himself of the low, grated window in the

wall and of all that it had opened out upon his life, he

retraced his steps and followed Charlevoix Street until

he came to the Hdtel-Dieu.

The porter at the door was noncommittal. She ad-

mitted gravely that Sister St. Saba had died, the night

before; but that was the sum total of her admissions.

She scarcely thought it likely that any one could go

to .say a prayer beside her. It was not the rule of the

order to allow it. The nuns would say the prayers,

woutd even say a prayer for him, if so he chose to wish.

About his going in : she could send to ask the Mother

Superior. But she was sure it was of no use, no use

at all. The rules were very strict. When was the burial

to be ? She searched her mind for an instant ; then she

shook her head. Really, she could not say.

Only a moment later, Tremaine had turned away

and closed the heavy door behind him, closed it, too,

upon that chapter of his life. He was going out from

the HAtel-Dieu, never to return.

In the vestibule, he barely escaped collision with

another man, entering on the same errand as he him-

self had done, a man whose bowed white head was

covered with a bushy thatch of hair, whose face, afore-

time ruddy, was mottled now and lined. Their eyes

met, on the one side furtively, on the other with steady,

level scrutiny. Then they passed on their separate

ways, and without a sign of recognition.

Slowly and by unfrequented turnings, Tremaine
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went back to his office, by narrow Ferland, and Couil-

lard, and shabby Hcbert. He felt he had no place

within the gala throng, that day, he who had just been

deemed unworthy to kneel and say a final prayer at

his dead mother's side. Nun though she had been,

cloistered and remote from all that made his life, she

yet had been his mother. She had loved him. watched

over him. even from afar; had paved the path before

him ere she left him, had guarded jealously his secret,

seeking to keep from him any smirch of shame. And,

now that she was dead, the rules of the order forbade

his paying her the last outward signs of the love he had

borne her. Inside his pockets, his fists shut until the

nails bit into the palms. Never before had he felt so

desolate, .so bereft of any human tie.

As he passed the Carharts' home, he glancefl up at

the open windows, and his step lagged. Then it quick-

ened. After their vigil of the night before, Allison

would need all the rest she could get, before dressing

for the gala pageants which, he suddenly remembered,

were to come off at five, that afternoon. And Hilda

had been counting on them, climax of all the pleasures

which had gone before. Poor little Hilda

!

His jaws set and his fists still clinched inside his

pockets, he came around the Battery to Mountain Hill.

The throng had increased fast during his short absence,

and the tide was setting sharply up the hill. He set

himself against it just as sharply, and ploughed his

way through it all: tourists and soldiers, pageanters

and sailors from the fleet, all bound on the one errand

from which he alone had turned his face. What part

had pagf'ants i his life, a life decreed by Fate to be

more fantastic by far than any pageant .' His jaws shut
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harder, and he pushed his way down through the crowd

more swiftly, longing to escape into some place of quiet,

realizing all the time that this present struggle was, in

a sense, epitome of his life. What was it Hilda used to

quote?

" Defying death,

And all unconsciously shape every act

And bend each wandering step to this one end— **

Poor little Hilda ! Would she feel now that she had

done it ? His fists shut more tightly still, as he turned

in at the familiar doorway at the foot of Mountain

Hill, and climbed the stairs that led up to his oflBce.

He had left his office in charge of the janitor, with

instructions to say that he would be back at four. It

was now but half-past two. Nevertheless, he found

the janitor gone, and Don in full possession, awaiting

his return.

At the sound of his feet upon the stairs, Don lowered

his heels from the desk, lowered, too, the morning

paper with which he had been seeking to pass the

time.

"I was getting frightened about you. Tremaine,"

he said, as casually as if nothing at all unusual had oc-

curred. " I need n't, though ; you always did have a

trick of walking out. in office hours. Where have you

been, all morning?"

"Here." Tremaine hung up his hat

"The deuce you have !" Don's tone was still entirely

nonchalant, belying the shadows that lay beneath his

eyes. " Then why the mischief did n't you answer the

telephone?"
"

I __ I _ Honestly, Don, I did n't hear it ring,**
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Tremaine coDfessed. " Did you call me up ? I 'm

sorry."

"i did n't call." Don still held stoutly to his air of

cheery unconcern. " 'T was Hilda."

"Hilda!" Tremaine grew a shade more colourless,

as he spoke her name.
" Yes. She called you up, a couple of times. Once

was at half-past ten, just as we came out from break-

fast. Once was at twelve."

" I am sorry," Tremaine repeated automatically, his

brain busy with all the pos<>!ble interpretations of Don's

news. " I did n't hear her at all. She wants — ?" He
left the question in suspension.

"You, of course," Don told him bluntly. "Most

girls do want their brothers, once they find they have

any. Come out of your trance, man, and turn to flesh

and blood," he went on kindly. " Tremaine, there 's

no sense in our trying to dodge the issue, no use in

beating about the bush. You and I are brothers. Hilda

is our sister. What 's more, in a time like this, wc must

do our level best to hang together. Else, we '11 go under

utterly."

It was a new Donald Rhodes who spoke, a Don
bom of the night before, steady and trae and very,

very strong. Now, without rising from liis chair, he

held out his hand to Tremaine, and their fingers shut

in a long, hard clasp.

"How is Hilda?" Tremaine asked, after a short

hush had come between them.

Don's face changed.
" Poor old girl ! She 's all afloat, to-day ; all broken

up and wretched."

'Not ill.=
"

Hfeij^-^
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Don shook his head.

"Worse. She is perfectly steady, perfectly cool and

quiet. She thinks of everything, plans everything,

goes on, just as she always has done. Since I first

came in, last night, and found her in her room, she

has n't cried a tear. It 's bound to come, though; and

it 's bound to be just so much the worse, for every hour

she puts it off. Meanwhile, she 's plucky, plucky.

She takes it all in, too, all the hash it has made of her

entire life. She went to work at once to pick up the

pieces and see how they best could be patched together.

That," Don's voice broke a very little; " that is Hilda."

"Yes," Tremaine assented thickly. "That is

Hilda."

Once more the hush came in between them. Once

more Tremaine broke it with a question.

"Shall I go up with you now, Don?"

Don frowned in thoughtful silence.

"Tremaine, I don't know what to tell yon" he said

at last, in a sudden wave of desperation, "Hilda

wants you ; she ought to have you, just as soon as you

c;tn get there. No. Wait." Again there came the

new decision in his tone. "There are all sorts of prac-

tical things that stand in the way, things that we two

men are bound to face. We are n't sure yet, I take it,

just how and when this story will be announced. That

we shall announce it, of course, goes without saying.

Till we do, though, we don't want to set tongues to

wagging. That Chateau is a howling bedlam, crammed

with people, and every mother's son of them agog for

a sensation. There are people we know there, too,

people from home. Till we decide to tell our story,

Hilda can't well see vou in her room. She must n't see

1
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you under the eyes of that moh Even if she did n't go

to pieces, as she 's morally bound to du. tb<' 'Strain on

her would be more than she ought to have just now.

And yet, quite natural'y. -he wants to see you. Hang
it all ! What can we do about it, anyhow ?" And Don
started to his f(>'>t an<l began tramping up and down
the office floor.

Tremainc sat still and watched him, too anxiously

intent upon an answer to his question to seek to fore-

cast the outcome of the talk with Hilda. That would

come later, come with a second wave of intent anxiety

which would turn him sick and faint. Now, however,

his mind was on the other, lesser matter, and it was of

this only that, at last, he spoke.

" I think, perhaps, at the Carharts' — "

Don interrupted, and in eager haste.

" You think they would n't mind ? I 'II ask Allison

about it, then. If it 's all right. I '11 take Hilda over

there, directly after dinner. And you '11 be early;

won't you ? It 's best not to keep her waiting. I '11 go

across there now; it *s not the kind of thing one really

cares to telephone."

He started for the door. Then he hesitated, halted

and turned bark a^ain. Some sudden instinct made
him snatch off his e-ap with one band, while he held

the other out to Tremaine.

"Tremaine. No, hang it, Bemon!" he blurted out.

" It 's going to be all right between the two of us, I

hope. You know I cared about you, from the very

first, last fall. I 've always wished I had a brother,

too, you know. AI>out the rest of it," he shut his teeth

for a moment, then went on more quickly; "of course,

in a sort of way, a fellow is bou^'l ti be loyal to his

^^ir
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father, whatever comes ; but I Ml be hanged if any

amount of loyalty shall ever make me stand for this
!'*

And his hand « rumpled Tremaine's fingers in a

nervous cliisp while, for an instant, the blue eyes and

the amber ones met in a look of complete understand-

ing. Then Don droppec' Tremaine's hand, and

turned away.

-^las
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CHAPTER TWENTY-SEVEN

" T~^ON," Fordyce said to him, a half-hour later;

-L/ "Ethel and I have been talking about this, all

the morning. We thought about it, pretty much all

night. I know you love Ethel. You know I love your
— sister. And Ethel and I, both of us, want you to be

sure that none of this present mess is making any

diflference."

And, with this assurance ringing in his ears, Donald

Rhodes had gone on his way up Louis Street to meet

his father.

Don had come back from his brief call on Allison

Carhart, to find at the Chateau oflBce a messenger from

the Saint Louis, farther up the street. He was just in

time to hear the messenger ask for him, to see in his

hand a note in his father's writing. Without pausing

to wonder how his father chanced to be in the city, he

took the note and tore it open. Then, just stopping

long enough lo telephone to Hilda in her room that he

had seen Allison and that everything was all right, and

that he had been called out upon a sudden errand, he

left the Chateau and went striding up the street.

The past few hours had made him ready to accept

anything, now, quite as a matter of course, even the

appearing of his father. Nevertheless, his father's

note showed he knew all that had been happening at

If ,

It-
':"
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the H6tel-Dieu, knew that his secret was no longer in

his own hands. The coming interview, whatever

might prove to be its nature, was bound to be a hard

one for them both, for Don especially. The past six-

teen hours had totally reversed all his old blind adora-

tion for his father. He had trusted him implicitly, had

endowed him with all the virtues which should, by

rights, have underlain the genial charm of manner.

And now, all at once, he had found that manner to be

but the merest hollow shell, or else a tawdry cover to

the evil things beneath. It takes much more than

twenty hours to annul the gathered-up affection of a

lifetime. Twenty seconds had suflBced to destroy con-

fidence, especially when those twenty seconds had re-

vealed a sin which, of itself, was loathly in the eyes of

Donald Rhodes. He would always, till the end of time,

love his father — but with a difference. And the old

comradeship between them was for ever dead.

His own irresponsible boyishness was also dead for

ever. He realized that, himself, realized it with bitter-

ness. It would no longer be possible for him to drift

on in the old way, spoiled child in the home, favoured

figurehead in an oflBce made for him, an oflBce to which

he could come and go whenever the mood was on him,

sure that, coming or going, his absurdly large salary

would still be paid over to him promptly on the first of

every month. Up to now, he had played along through

life, amusing himself with whatever came, even with

his nominal business interests. To his father, he had

been everything; tc the world at laige, he Lad counted

for no more than he had done, the day he left his kinder-

garten to take his place in school. However, that was

over now and past. He squared his shoulders at the
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thought. The time had come for him to take a man's

place in the world, self-reliant, self-respecting, even

self-supporting. His step became steadier and more

rhythmic, and he raised his head. As he did so, his

eyes fell upon Fordyce, coming to meet him with an

outstretched hand.

He went on, after leaving Fordyce, with still better

courage. Even if one's own world went a bit rotten at

the core, there were always other worlds to be consid-

ered and, in time, to be annexed. Meanwhile, another

dozen steps, and he had turned in at the ugly yellow

cube of the Saint Louis.

Mr. Stuart Rhodes was in his room Was this Mr.

Donald Rhodes ? He was to be shown the way up there

at once. And, without more ado, Don found himself

following a bell-boy to the lift.

His father's voice, answering the knock, lacked reso-

nance. Don dismissed the boy before he touched the

knob of the closed door. Then, gathering together all

his courage, he turned the knob, opened the door,

walked in. In some vague and instinctive fashion, he

had looked to see his father changed. In all the wreck-

age of his own mental world, it seemed to Don incredible

that there should not be some outward mark upon the

man who had brought to pass the ruin, as well as upon
the rest of them, the victims. To his extreme surprise,

his father greeted him with easy nonchalance, with the

old genial affection which still sought to maintain its

charm. Don halted in a sudden agony of self-rebuke.

Had it all been a false and empty story, a bit of sensa-

tional delusion hatched up in the deranged nerve-

centres of a dying nun ? Had all his distrust of the man
before him been misplaced? Could he replace his

If"-
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father on his former pedestal ? The dizzying joy of the

mere possibility told Don once and for all how keen

had been his mourning for his fallen idol.

But his father's words dismissed the possibility al-

most upon the instant of its appearing.

" My poor old Don !" he said, with a tenderness but

rarely used from man to man. " I 'm sorry. I wish

that you, at least, might have been spared, even if the

others knew."

At the words, Don stiffened. Why, he could not have

told; and yet, something in the unspoken caress an-

tagonized him.

"Why spare me.'" he asked steadily.

" Because you, anyway, are not to blame."
" Neither are Bemon and Hilda," Don flashed back

upon him hotly.

A world of bitterness rang in the reply of Stuart

Rhodes.

"By inheritance, yes."

"Father!" Don said still more hotly, and, at the

unaccustomed word, both the men knew that the old,

loving name had passed away for ever from the lips of

Donald Rhodes. Then he controlled himself. "How
came you here?" he asked more quietly.

"Tremaine wired me, yesterday."

"Tremaine?"
" Yes, at noon, as soon as the doctor said there was n't

any chance for her to rally." To cover his own em-

barrassment at his palpable dodging of the name,

Stuart Rhodes felt in his pocket for his cigars. " Don,"

he said, when the cigar was lighted ;
" I 'm confound-

edly sorry for you in this thing. In a way, it comes

hardest of all on you. Your mother has known it, ever
I
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since Hilda was a little baby. I can see it must have
been a shock to you, though. Still, as far as the practi-

cal end of it goes, it won't make any difiFerence, even
now the truth is out. I had my lawyers look out for
that, years and years ag(

"

Don raised his head impatiently, his blue eyes blazing
with wrath, but his lips twitching with the hurt to his

pride. Did his father think that was the reason he
cared, think that he stopped, in such a time as this, to

wonder what would be the effect upon his inheritance ?

Nothing that had gone before was half so bad as to be
considered such a cad as that.

But Stuart Rhodes was still speaking, his eyes upon
the smoke that curled about his face.

"I was over at the Hotel-Dieu just now. It was the
decent thing for me to do ; but, of course, they would n't

let me see her. To-night, I shall try to have a talk with
Tremaine. Once for all, I want to settle up things
with him. Now, the question is — Of course, you
can see that Hilda won't care to stay on here. Do you
think she can be ready to get oflF with me, on Monday ?"

The absolute unconcern of the question drove Don
almost to frenzy. After the night and morning he and
Hilda had spent together, discussing all the phases of
this new-old tragedy, seeking to forecast the change it

could not fail to make in both their lives, it was in-

credible to him that his father could sit there, calmly
smoking, while he asked if Hilda would be ready to
get off with him ou Monday.
"Get off!" he repeated blankly.

"Yes. She'd best go down with me, I think."
Stuart Rhodes bent forward to break the ash from his
cigar, then flicked a crumb of ash from his gray-tweed

'hi. t
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knee. " Poor little girl ! I shall have to look out for

her a little bit, until she 's over the shock of it. It '3 a

good thing we 're ready to sail, next week. The change

will take up her mind, take it off herself a little. How
is the girl ? Feeling rather forlorn ?"

Don tightened the curb he had placed upon himself.

Bit by bit he was realizing that, it would do no especial

good to say out to his father the things that were surg-

ing, seething ia his mind. Morally, the two men spoke

in different tongues. Without the aid of an interpreter,

they never, never could come to any sort of understand-

ing, even if they went on talking till the world's re-

motest end.

Stuart Rhodes interpreted the little silence as reluct-

ance to sting him with an unwelcome bit of detail.

"Poor little Hilda!" he iterated. "Then she really

is broken up about this thing?"

"Naturally." In spite of his efforts to the contrary,

Don's tone was very dry.

His father half rose from his comfortable chair be-

side the open window.
" I suppose I 'd best go over to see her ?" he suggested.

Don looked across <tt him steadily, spoke steadily.

" I doubt if Hilda would feel like seeiiig you — yet."

Stuart Rhodes sank back in his chair.

"A little later, then. It will be better all round ; it *s

infernally hot now. I m:ght stop in to see her, on my
'/ay down to look up Tremaine."

How argue with this cheer}' nonchalance, Don de-

manded of himself. The first moment of their greet-

ing had been bound to be embarrassing. Once it was

over, though, his father spoke with all his old, genial

ease of manner, all his happy faculty of putting worries
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and cares behind him. It was plain that he hhd been
both sorry and annoyed by the exposure of his long-
kept secret, plain, too, that never orce had the idea
crossed his mind that the exposure must be a more or
less public one. He took it quite for granted that the
whole affair would be hushed up ; that Tremaine would
be grateful to receive some so t of a pension ; that Hilda
would come back again to on in the same old way.
He took all this for gran with such smooth uncon-
cern that Don almost questioned whether it would be
right to undeceive him. And Don, hearing the news
the night before, had spoken pityingly of the thousand
hells his father must have suffered. He w too young
to realize that, in the deepest hell of all, s»-^.;ring is re-

placed by apathy, an apathy which would remain un-
broken within the portals of high heaven.

Even aside from the futility of argument, there we**
other things to hold Don silent. In spite of everything,
this man was his father, and so entitled to an outward
showing of respect. He was older, too, a man of riper
years, of wider experience in life, as the world sees fit

to call it. And he, Don, was a mere boy, with a boy's
downright, uncompromising point of view, intolerant,

perhaps a little bit lacking in charity. And, after all,

the matter lay between Hilda and his father. Had he
any right to interfere? He took a dozen turns up and
down the room, pondering the question. When he
halted and looked up, his father, meeting the blue
eyes, was astounded at the change which had come to
them.

"Father," Don spoke slowly, weighing each word
with care; "we may as well face this thing out to the
end, even if the end is bound to be bitter to us both.

m m
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Hilda and I have had our world knocked into scraps.

I am not sure, either, which one of us has had the worst

of it. The shame rests upon her birth, of course; but

it 's a shame of which she 's innocent. She did no sin;

as far as I can keep them from her, she shall never have

to take the consequences. For me," his voice failed him

;

then it steadied; "it's a hard thing to stand by and

watch your hero proved to have been — Well, no mat-

ter. But you know, you must have known, just what

you always stood for in my life. I know you are my

father, and I have no right to judge you; but—

I

never could have been quite such chums with you, if

I 'd known about this thing. Perhaps it 's just as well

I did n't know. At least, I 've had so much out of

life."

Once more he fell to pacing the floor, his eyes upon

the gaudy, rather threaxlbare, pattern of the carpet.

Once more, a little later, he halted and looked

up.

"Now about the future," he said, with a bravery

which gave no hint of what each slow, deliberate word

was costing him. "It doesn't take long to decide

things, some things. Of course, Hilda and I had no

idea that you would hear of this at present. In fact,

we did n't feel that mattered, one way or the other,

very much. But we talked our plans over, this morn-

ing. For the present, we neither one of us feel we can

go back to New York. No," he checked his father's

attempt to speak; " nor go to Europe, either. First of

all, she must have time to get used to this thing, to

steady down to it a little. We both think that it will be

best for her to stay on here, either in the city, or near

it, where she can be quiet. She has some good friends

24
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here. If need be, they will take her in till autumn. By
that time, she will be able to decide what she wishes to
do next."

After his own selfish fashion, Stuart Rhodes loved
Hilda, and Don's words hurt. He tried to smile; but
the attempt ended in a dismal failure. He sought to
dismiss the failure beneath an unwonted harshness.

" By that time, she probably will be glad enough to
come home and behave like a sane being," he said,

with a curtness which scarcely veiled his real hurt at
the unexpected turn the talk was taking.

Don understood and pitied. None the less, he felt

that Hilda now was the one to be considered, not his
father; and he knew that Hilda was in no condition to
meet her father's calm assumption that the past was
dead and buried, ready to be forgotten.

" I doubt her ever going back to live with you again,"
he said.

"Nonsense!" Stuart Rhodes blustered. But he
read no signs of nonsense in the steady blue eyes that
faced him, and he fell silent, seeking to digest their
tacit message as well as he was able. " What are your
own plans, Don?" he asked at length, with a gentle-
ness which brought the first tremor to Don's lips.

"I shall stay near Hilda for the present. She seems
to want me. While she does, I shall stay on."
There was finality in words and voice. Stuart Rhodes

felt that protests would be futile.

" You think, then, I 'd best not urge her to go home
with me?" he questioned.

"I think it would be best that she should never know
you 've been here," Don answered.

"Perhaps. It may make it easier to pick up things,
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later on," the older man said slowly ; and Don, listen-

ing, lacked the courage to assure hira that, for Hilda,

there would never be a later on.

Instead, he turned and started for the door. Half

way across the floor, however, he paused, then turned

back again, his hand extended.

" Father," he said ;
" I *m sorr* this has come be-

tween us. You 've always stood on the very top of

things for me. I shall always care a lot about you;

but, as far as the rest of it goes, I shall have to get used

to things a little, as well as Hilda."

Before his direct eyes, those of his father drooped

and dimmed. Then he cleared his throat.

" I *m sorry, Don," he said. " Of course, I made a

big mistake; but it was all so long ago, I hoped you

would n't take it too hard. I don't blame you for being

upset; but remember how my world is bound up in

you, and don't let it separate us any more than you

can help."

Their hands fell apart. Don turned to go away.

His father's voice, steadier now, went after him.
" And, of course, you and Hilda will get your allow-

ance sent on here, as usual."

Don faltered. This was the moment he most of all

had dreaded. Now he shrank from the final blow he

felt he must deal.

"Please don't," he said, as briefly as he could.

" Really, I 'd rather you did not. It is time I began to

look out for myself, to stand on my own feet; and it

is my right to look out for my half-sister."

"You?" The question bit a little; but it was the

involuntary, blameless snarl of an animal wounded to

the death. "What can you do?"
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"Anvthing that's honest." Don made sturdy an-
swer; "anythinj?, that is, that will support us." Then
he went out and closed the door behind him.

And Stuart Rhodes, left to hiniself, lighted a fresh

cigar. Then he felt in his breast pocket for a green-

bordered railway folder.

Allison, meanwhile, with a heavy heart, had been
arraying herself for her part in the gala pageants. By
tacit consent between herself and Fordyce, it had been
arranged that their whole little group should absent

itself from the pavane. No one of them felt any cour-

age for facing that gay scene, when two of their number,
and one more who should have been counted among
them : when those three good friends of theirs were in

such heavy trouble. Early that morning, there had
been a flurry of telephoning, and the matter had been
settled. Don, however, had unsettled it, that afternoon,

when he had gone to see Allison and had found her, not

in cap and crinoline, but in her simple linen walking
gown. A question had brought out the truth, a truth to

which Don had made swift objection.

"Please go on, just the same," he urged Allison,

when she had finished offering explanation. "It
would n't do us any good to have you stay away ; in

fact, it might do a whole lot of harm, stirring up talk

and setting people to asking questions. Besides that,"

his blue eyes grew wistful; "for the sake of the old
days and all the good times we 've had together, I

wish you 'd go and represent the crowd. For our
sakes, Allison."

And Allison had yielded, and, the matter of the even-
ing once arranged, she had gone away to dress.

Later, though, when Grerrans came to fetch her, she
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confessed lo him how much the thought of dressing

hnrt her.

" But Don made such a point of it," she said at last;

" insisted on doing the telephoning, even. Gerry, he 's

very brave. This must mean a good deal to him, as

well as Bernon."
" With this great difference," Gerrans told her gravely;

"Dci. only loses. Tremaine is going to gain."

Slowly Allison shook her head.

" It all depends on Hilda. Did you know they are to

come herp, to-night, to have it out together? Poor

dear old Bernon ! It will be a hard time for him."

But Gerrans would not be convinced.

" Not for him. He loses nothing ; iiothing new, that

is. He has heard it all before."

"Yes, as a set of isolated facts, not as a connected

record. That does make a diJerence, Gerry. Besides,

he 's not a man to take such things loo easily. If you

had been with him, last night — " Her voice trailed

away into silence.

Gerrans broke it.

"Allison?" His voice alwaya Tvas persuasive. Now
there was a separate caress m every syllable. "Is

Tremaine going to "

She interrupted him, speaking now quite steadily.

" Gerry," she said; " it 's no use for me to pretend to

misunderstand, no use for me to tell you half a truth.

I love Bernon Tremaine; but it 's not the kind of love

you want, not the kind I would ever care to give you.

I used to think it was ; but now — "

And then Gerrans took her in his arms.
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CHAPTER TWENTY-EIGHT

DON gone, Tremaine dropped down once more be-

fore his desk, not to work, this time, but to sit

there, his head in his hands, brooding over the chances
of the coming talk with Hilda. What its results would
be, iry as he would, he could not forecast. It was like

Hilda, he knew, to take the initiative, and to take it

soon. Delays were not of her nature. Besides that, he
also knew, conscience and common sense would assure

her that, for them both, rest would be out of the jues-

tion until, face to face, they had acknowledged the situ-

ation and agreed to make the best of it. But what would
she deem the best to be ? There lay the question.

If, all at once and without preface, the facts had been
revealed to them, that winter day when they first had
come together on the ice, Tremaint felt no manner of

doubt that there would have been a minute of extreme
embarrassment, a minute of (|uestion, and then a joy-

ful acceptance of the fact, as making good certain lacks

of which each of them had long been conscious as ex-

isting in his life. At the very start, they had liked each
other; they had come to be good friends in an incredibly

short space of time. Later, each had confessed to the

other his sense of occasional loneliness, his longing for

a completer family circle. If only the truth had been
told them then, no harm would have been done. It was
those later weeks together which had made the trouble.
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At the start, their growing affection for each other had

been wholly plastic ; it was the mutual liking that springs

up between young persons of similar tastes and habits

and natures, but of opposing temperament. They met

perpetually upon common ground; but they met, not

walked along it side by side. Meeting, they brought

fresh viewpoints, each to the other; they left the com-

mon ground together, each one the richer for the other's

having crossed it. However, bit by bit, the angle be-

tween their paths was lessening.

After all, it was largely a question of the might-have-

been. Accepted early, the knowledge of their common

parentage would have been a delight to both. Early,

their liking for each other, their enjoyment of each

other could have been moulded by circumstances into

a love of almost any type. That time had long gone

by, however. Their affection, ignorant of modifying

circumstances, had grown up along the conventional

old path which stretches out before the love of man

and maid. Before either of them fully realized what it

was which had come upon them, they stood revealed to

each other as lovers just ready for the last avowal. But

the avowal had not come.

Instead of that, with one keen, cunning blow of Fate,

Tremaine's love had been lopped away, and Hilda's

had been left to seek its counterpart and not to find it.

Tied down by promises wrung from him by appeals to

his filial chivalry, promises contrary to all his sense of

right and wrong, of honour, Tremaine had done his

best to meet his crisis fairly. Bit by bit, he had done

his very best to convey to Hilda Lynde that his affec-

tion was in no sense diminished, only that it had com-

pletely changed its nature; that he would always care
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for her as he cared for no other woman, but that his

very caring held no place for anything beyond. Mean-
while, sternly, harshly, he taught himself to think of
her only as his sister, to forget that ever, in his igno-

rance, he had dreamed of making her his wife.

The struggle had wellnigh undermined his strength;

it had shaken his whole moral nature to its bottom-
most foundations. In the end, however, he had won
out. It had been no mean victory for which he had
been fighting, a victory of spirit over flesh. His love
for Hilda, his hopes of what Hilda was destined to be
to him: these things had clinched themselves into

the very fabric of his life, had branded themselves upon
the very tissues of his soul as they never could have
done with a man less lonely, more expansive. All the
dammed-in currents of his being had broken from their

locks and swept him off upon the tide of Hilda's com-
prehension, of her whole sympathetic personality. And
then, all at once, he had wakened to the knowledge that
he must bestir himself, rebuild his locks, remove the
rivets from the fabric of his life, the brand-marks from
his soul. It all had been a hideous mistake.

Now, looking backward wearily, he realized all that
the struggle had taken out of him. It had needed
months to bring him to his present frame of mind,
months; and he was a man, and of an iron will. And
the months had taken from him something which the
coming years never, never could make good. Here-
after, he would face life pluckily; but the old enthu-
siasm was for ever gone away. Months ! And Hilda
was a girl, infinitely less strong, infinitely less steady.

And she had loved him with a fervour which had
matched his own love for her, which had gone on grow-
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ing, it seemed to him, for months since his was cut

away. Now she had had just sixteen, no, seventeen

hours to face the changed condition; and he had had
more than as many weeks.

Before them was their destined interview. Tremaine
shrank from the prospect. At its best, it would be pain-

ful ; at its worst, intolerable. Without a thought of dis-

loyalty to Hilda, Tremaine instinctively was bracing
himself to face the worst: tears, protestations, even
blame for lending himself to the deception. Indeed,

he could not wonder much that Hilda should blame
him. No one who had not been present at his talk

with Stuart Rhodes, at his later talk with his cloistered

mother, no one else ever could imagine all the pressure

which had been brought to bear upon him, to force

him to hold the ugly secret still inviolate. Perhaps he
had been wrong to yield ; but he was convinced it was
a wrong against which no man could have held out.

Anyway, he had yielded. So much was done, and
irrevocable.

After the interview ? His aching head clasped in his

hands, he tried to face the matter with a clear grasp of

what lay before him. There were two possible things

which might happen. Rather, there was a possibility,

and there was a probability. It was barely possible

that a girl like Hilda, fearless, frank and honest to the
core of her soul, would throw prudence to the ^'ands,

would brave all the tornado of gossip which would be
bound to follow, and announce to the world at large

that she and Tremaine were children of the dead H6tel-
Dieu nun. In that case, he could see her often, could
have the right to love and guard her, even from the dis-

tance their unlike fortunes would always maintain be-

I
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tween them. Sister or no, she was adopted child of a

New York millionaire, he a mere civil engineer, hence-

forward relying solely on his earnings. Still, they could

meet and, meeting, bit by bit he could teach her the

lesson he himself had learned : that, granted the need,

love can be transmuted from passion into brotherly

affection.

The time had been, and not so very long ago, tha* the

knowledge that his future intercourse with Hilda must

lie only within those lines, would have caused him the

most poignant anguish. Now, however, so strong on

him ha^ been the clutch of circumstance, it seemed to

him th^co narrow lines held within them room for the

fulfilment of the future's dearest hope. Nevertheless,

all th's was the merest possibility, a possibility which

went against all worldly prudence. Besides, there was

always Stu' rt Rhodes to be reckoned with. In a sense,

the game \»as still within his hands. Would he allow

Hilda to come forth and tell the truth, and then to go

back and live upon the bounty of the man whose repu-

tation she had helped to blast ? That Hilda would of

her own will resign her place in the Rhodes home,

Tremaine dismissed as an impossibility. To be sure,

Don had said that they would announce the truth; but

Don was young, unpractical. He had no notion what

the announcing might involve; no notion, either, of

what the practical outcome of it all might be. Heroics

appeal to headstrong, chivalrous youth. Their work-

ing consequences, in bread and haberdashery and

theatre tickets, are quite another matter. It might be

possible, as Don had said, that Hilda would give out

the truth; but, in spite of Don, Tremaine judged the

possibility to be a slight one.
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The more probable outcome of the whole situation

lay in a stormy interview of wail' "g and rebuke, a tacit

acceptance of Tremaine as an unac'inowledgep.ble sort

of brother, and then —
Poor Hilda ! Under all her gay surface jf irresponsi-

bility, she was emotional. And the upheaval must have

been awful. Later on, she was bound to worry over it,

to grieve. However, there was always Don. Later,

Tremaine doubted not, there also would be Fordyce.

Besides that, in the course of the coming years, af^e

might teach her the practical, stodgy old lesion coii-

cerning half a loaf. For the present, though, he could

not blame her if her love turned to a swift dislike, bom
of his assistance in maintaining the deception, bom,
too, of her broken self-esteem at finding him no pos-

sible object for—
A step came up the stairs, quick, firm. Tremaine

lifted his head wearily. A caller of some sorct, and on
urgent business, to judge from the pace. However, his

office hours were almost at an end; and. until now,

his day had been mercifully free from interruptions.

He would greet this late comer with thf most cordial

grace he could. He drew a sheaf of papers towards

him, and picked up the neaiest pen.

The step came on up the sta s, sw''*er, nearer, very

light. Then it paused, and there was a tap upon the

open door.

"Come in." And Tremaine, the freshly-inked pen
in his hand, swung about to face the door.

There on the threshold stood, not the contractor

whom he dreaded and expected, but a slim, lithe figure

with a face almost as white as the crisp linen of her

frock, a face shadowed and shaded by a wide black

L
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hat whose drooping plumes quivered a little, as if in

sympathy with the unsteady lips below. It was Hilda.

"Bernon !" she said, with a little, stifled cry.

The pen fell to the floor. Tremaine crunched it

beneath his foot as he started from his chair.

"Hilda!" And the slow, low word held within it

all his doubts and questions, all the measureless love he

offered her, his sister, all his uncertainty of the manner

of her accepting it.

Nevertheless, he took no step to meet her. He only

stood waiting, ready, beside his chair.

"Bernon!" she said again. Then, swiftly crossing

to his side, she flung her arms about his neck. "My
dear old brother! The brother I have Lnged for,

always and always ! How could I have been so dull

as not to understand !" And then, in a burst of pas-

sionate, unconquerable love, she turned on him with

the sharp question, " Bernon, how could you ever dream

I tould be able to wait until to-night?"

A good two hours later, Don, missing Hilda and

searching for her quite in vain, at last gave up the search

and went to hunt up Tremaine, in order to acquaint

him with the successful outcome of his errand at the

Carharts'. Tremaine had not been to his room since

the morning, b' • landlady announced; neither had he

been ^een, thai day, inside his boarding-house. With

sinking heart, Don headed for the oflBce, too wearied

by his discussion with his father to feel himself fitted to

offer to Tremaine the comfort which he, brooding up

there alone, would infallibly need. Don's world, just

then, seemed to him exceedingly awry in every comer.

None the less, he braced himself to take it as he found it,

and do what he could to set it right. Hilda missing.
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Tremaine should be his care. Quietly he v/ent in Jde
the building, quietly went up the stairs, steadying him-
self, as he mounte.1 upward, for the task of renewed
consolation that inevitably lay before him.

Half way up the last flight of stairs, however, a slight
sound from above brought him to a sudden halt. There
was talking above, a continuous low murmur. Two
voices ? Tremaine's, for one, and — Hilda'n

!

"But I have it all planned out, dear boy," Hilda was
saying. "Of course, I can't go back to live with —
li'r™.;.

,y°"'" ^^""^ *"* *^^^ ™^' y**" can't well help it.We 1 hve ever so simply. Really, I can get on with
veiy little, Bernon; very, very little. And I know how
to do things, too, some things. Besides. I have a little
money of my own, saved out of my allowance. You'd
rather that I didn't take it? Bernon," her breath
caught sharply

; « is your new sister going to be a burden
on you, more of a burden than you ought to carry?"
Don waiting silently upon the stairs, could only

hear the accent of the answer, not the words. Then
Hilda spoke again.

"Bernon, you are wonderfully good to me," she told
him, with a sweet humility. " It is a great deal for you
to take me into your care, like this. And I can only
thank you by my perfect happiness."
This time, Don heard Tremaine's answer plainly
Are you happy, Hilda?"

Without a pause, she replied to him unflinchingly.
Yes, Bernon, quite. I suppose you never 'will

understand it all; but, after these last weeks when you
seemed to be slipping away out of my life, it almost
dazes me to know that you are really mine, really my
own brother, a part of my own life. Last winter " her

L'l
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voice lowered a little, grew more slow; "if this had

come to me then, I might not have been so happy. Then

I was full of — other dreams. Now, Bemon, it is all

diflferent. I thought I loved you then. I know I love

you now. The old love, though, was half made up of

plans about myself. The new one grew up out of it,

when I came back here to find you looking ill and

worried, when I came back to face the dread that,

sooner or later, you were bound to go away entirely out

of my life. And then — "

"And then, Hilda?" Tremaine urged her, after a

little pause.

The answer came slowly, and so low that Don could

but just overhear it.

"Then," and the words held a shudder; "then I was

so wretched, Bemon, that I did not care very much

what did happen. Something had come to change you,

something I could not understand, something that

made me love you more than ever, only in a different

way, more unselfishly, perhaps, and very hopelessly.

It was as if we both were fighting something invisible,

fighting it and struggling to join hands across the dark-

ness. And then, last night, I understood it all, every-

thing!" Her voice throbbed, grew eager, happy. "And

then I knew that you were mine, my brother, the brother

I have always wished for, and that nothing could ever

separate us any more."

A long pause followed. Hilda broke it.

"Bernon," she said slowly; 'even now 1 can't be-

lieve that you are really my own, really my big brother.

I have wanted a big brother, all my life. It's been a

lonely life, too, Bernon, with all its froth and fun. Again

and again, if it had n't been for dear old Don, I think 1
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should have — Bernon," she broke off abruptly ;
" have

you ever known what it was to feel you must have some
one of your own real family belonging to you, or else

just die?"

There came a little silence. Then Don heard Tre-
maine make deliberate, happy answer, —
"I used to, Hilda. I never shall again; never any

more."

And then Don realized that it was time he went away
in search of Ethel.

THE END




