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Pigs in Clover

Some Press O /’V.r"/.'/'o ns

. v v o
W. L, Courtney in The Daily Telegraph
“A v vivid and interesting story, ‘Pigs in Clover’ is clever,

picturesque, entertaining, and, above all, smart. It is a piquant and
clever narrative, and one which is well worth reading.”

The Standard

“The is clever. It has pa and it displays amazing
audacity. he characters are vigorously drawn ; they are nearly all
portraits of well-known people, and so placed that it is impossible not
to recognise the models,”

The Outlook
“The ‘Pigs in Clover’ are the millionaires of Park Lane. The

()‘ln'x are dr

wn with vast cleverness and some insight,
has contrive

Frank Danby
| to make them all interesting, and her talent is commend-
ably dramatic.”

The Daily News

““The author exhibits an unusual insight into human nature, and
displays a rare skill in following along strange paths the complex
wanderings of the human soul. The book deserves a wide popularity.
It cont

uns at least two finely conceived characters, who never fail to
hold the attention of the reader.”

The Westminster Gazette
¢ TFrank Danby is in no sense half-

earted ; he knows thoroughly
well what he aims at, and he achieves it. The book is daring, since
it deals to some extent with actual personages undisguised ; it is un-
deniably clever. It is a biling satire on certain characteristics of the
age; it tells an interesting story; it is witty, picturesque, vivid, full

of life. Tt will be largely read; it will be much discussed ; it will
make many smile,”
The Times

“Tt is the tale of a skilled writer, and has a good deal of human

interest.”
The Morning Post

““ A novel of considerable interest and power. It gives the reader
a great deal of information, and not a little to think about, the whole
being conveyed in a vivacious and attractive form,”



Pigs in Clover

Some Press Opinions

The Daily Chronicle

““Has a powerful central idea for backbone, and is peculiarly and
even startlingly topical. The story deals primarily with the current
situation in South Africa, and the author has very clearly read and
thought a great deal about the diverse and antagonistic forces which
are at present threatening the future of that country. The conception
of the book is strong and sensitive. The characterisation also is full
of force ; the reserved but hide-bound English politician ; the passionate
and moody wife of the Dutch settler ; the nervous, invertebrate British
daughter of convention—all these figures are cleverly and brightly
pictured, while an element of genuine power is added to the book by

the contrast derived from two types of the prevailing Judaism—the.

pigs in clover of the title,”

Punch

““ A powerfully written novel. The study of character is most
skilful,”

The Sketch
“We have here a remarkable book, and one that is informed with
a certain loftiness of purpose for which the novel reader may well be
grateful.”
The Academy

‘¢ Its strength and intensity are beyond dispute.”

The Saturday Review

‘It is worth reading for its period of vivid and ingenuous realism —
the conquest of a sensitive intellectual woman by a worthless, handsome,
‘magnetic’ man. It forms a study, just, subtle, pitiless, delicately
feminine, and convincingly true.”

The Glasgow Herald

“A powerfully written book. The author has run through the gamut
of human passions and has left few of the notes untouched.”
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PIGS IN CLOVER

CHAPTER 1

ConsTanTiA met him herself at the station with the ill
news, Stephen Hayward was a father, but no longer a
husband. Angela’s travail had ended; and the dull grey
life, for Angela’s life had in truth been both dull and grey,
had gone out in the agony of her motherhood. She was
not formed for joy. Stephen, poor fellow, shocked into
silence with the news, news that he read in his sister’s face,
in the grasp of her hand, in her filled eyes, followed her into
the brougham without a question. But she told him, never-
theless, in a few sentences all that had happened. She

' spared him the medical details. Everything that it was

possible to do had been done, the doctor said.
quick mind took in the situation.

“She was thirty-nine, you know,” added Constantia
through her tears.

“ Have you telegraphed to the Marquis?”

“To everybody.”

“She seemed quite well when she left town,” he said dully.

“I think she has been very happy, dear,” she replied
soothingly.

Stephen looked at her under his tired eyes.
tears in Constantia’s, and a break in her voice.

“Happy!” he said, “ happy. So you think she has been

Stephen’s

There were

very happy ?”

“Yes,” Constantia answered hurriedly, laying her hand in

® his. “I do think she has been happy. She loved you, Steve—

¥ she did really, always.”

3



2 PIGS IN CLOVER

«] know,” he said, and then relapsed into silence. Heknew.

The brougham rolled on through the flat, bare country,
and the brother and sister had no more to say to each other
of their dead cousin, of Stephen’s wife. The shadow of her
lay chill between them as they drove. That she had been
“happy ” with him was absurd. Constantia knew instine-
tively that she had touched the wrong note. But it was
sad, it was horribly sad, that Angela was dead; she had
been in no one’s way.

« How did you get on?” she asked presently.

“They listened to me.”

Constantia knew he was satisfied.

¢« And the division ?”

« A Government majority of eight.” -
te]

« That means dissolution,” she said quickly.

« Something like it.”

Stephen was never voluble ; that was all that Constantia
could glean from him at the moment. Brother and sister
were very silent in the brougham, and both of them thought
of Angela, although the political value of Bulgaria to the
Fourth Party was so much more vital to them both. They
drove silently home along the bare road which had once been
a thick avenue of trees, the road that led up to Hadalstone
Hall. Stephen hated all the part of his life that lay in
and around Hadalstone. Here he had realised to what his
father had sunk both name and estate. Here, as a little
child, he had heard the word “ Disgrace ” thundered in his
ears, and had seen his mother wither under the lash of it.
Here, as a lad, he had returned to that dim, miserable
dream, and found it wealed across her wounded heart.
This was his patrimony—disgrace, bare mortgaged acres,
and a dismantled house. And yet he could not part with
it, and yet, when Angela was to bear him a child, it was
here it must be born. His pride was rooted in the place.

He turned to Constantia when the Hall was in sight.

«The luck of the place follows it,” he said. “I suppose
she hated being here?”

«She liked being here. Again and again she said she
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PIGS IN CLOVER 8

was glad she was at Hadalstone. You know, Steve,” she
added beneath her breath, almost in a whisper, “it was here
you first met.”

She laid her hand upon his arm. He took her hand.

“You are a good soul, Con. You and Angela were always
too good for me.”

“I am very proud of you, my dear. I have always been
proud of you,” she answered with simple truth.

He knew his unworthiness of these two good women’s love
and trust, but intellectual pride and consciousness of strength
were perhaps better than the virtues with which they credited
him.

“Is the boy all right ?”* he asked Constantia.

“Boy! What boy? I beg your pardon; my thoughts were
wandering. I meant to tell you, it is a girl.”

“Good heavens! How like Angela to have a girl.”

Then he was silent, perhaps ashamed to have remembered
at this moment her characteristic awkwardness. The ten
years between the days when as a boy he had made love to
her, and the hour when he riveted his claims on the family
by leading her to the altar, had developed his knowledge of
her. A dull woman, plain, with the respectable ideals of the
bourgeoisie.

The old butler stood in the hall with gloomy face ; all the
blinds were drawn down. Last night’s scene in the House
was clear to Stephen against the background of this gloomy
old home of his. There had been his triumph; here was
his misfortune, misfortune others had made for him, In the
Hall, in that first moment of arrival, he had a bitter feeling
towards even Angela, towards his dead wife. His place
at Westminster he had won for himself. She dragged him
back here, now, in the moment of his triumph, to drive it
into him that this was his heritage.

A little later he went alone into the death-chamber. It
was just as it had been in his mother’s time ; on that carved
mahogany four-poster he had seen her pale dead face, The
scent of death in the room, he remembered that too; and
the old servant who had said :

o .



+ PIGS IN CLOVER

“Don’t grieve, Master, don’t you fret. Poor lady, it’s well
she’s gone; for she couldn’t forget what your father had
done, and where he’d spent two years; and ‘Keep my boy
abroad ; don’t let him know; don’t let him hear,” was what
she said to your uncle, time after time. Although she longed
for you, she would never let you come.”

It was in this room the veil had been lifted, and he knew
that, though the blood of all the Haywards was in his veins,
he was, nevertheless, a felon’s son.

How the cold of the room went through him now, he
shivered as he stood. There was no old servant in the room
now, he was alone. But the words were there, they hung
about the shabby draperies, he felt them as he approached
the bed where the sheeted figure lay, stiffly defined. He
could not raise the sheet for a moment ; he stood still and
remembered.

Poor Angela! Even death had not beautified her,—and
Stephen was ultra-sensitive. High cheek bones, and dead
sunken eyes, blue stone, thin sunken mouth, blue too,
pinched nose ; the grave clothes lay flat on her flat chest,

“ A badly-made woman, and too old to have had a child,”
was the thought that rose in that logical mind of his. Then
he stooped and replaced the sheet, not without reverence.
Dutifulness, when he was at Hadalstone, lay on Stephen
as a garment, a garment worn in defiance of, and in revolt
agair:t, Jack Hayward’s lawlessness. Having reverently re-
placed the sheet, he lingered in the room a few moments,
and tried to give his thoughts to the dead woman.

Death gave Angela no dignity, as it had given her no
beauty. Stephen remembered he had thought it strange
that she had failed to see the humour of his making love
to her. It was not because there were ten years between
them, for there were ten years between him and Con, and
Constantia was a woman whom any man might have wooed

and wed.

He stood in the chamber where Angela lay dead, and tried
to think tenderly of her.

The family interest— she had secured him that. The few

1
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PIGS IN CLOVER 5
years of their married life had been years of uninterrupted
political growth. And he was grateful, he knew he was
grateful. Never from him had she had an ungentle word.
Her blood circulated slowly, she was awkwardly philan-
thropic, socially shy. But he reproached her for nothing,
contradicted her never, she had lived at his side and he had
disregarded her with complete amiability. No differences of
opinion had vexed their short married life ; for Angela had
no opinions, and Stephen had not been interested as to
whether she shared his. There was no common ground
between them whereon they could stand to quarrel; they
had had no quarrels. When he had realised she had no
sense of humour, he even discontinued laughing at her.

When he left the room, remembering these things, he
thought he had been good to her, that he had done his
duty by her.

But her death was badly timed. Angela had always had a
tendency to do the wrong thing at the wrong time. There
were, there ought to be, crises at St. Stephen’s. His place
was there now ; every hour he was away might count against
him. There were so many men, so few places.

He grudged the time she lay dead above ground. Out-
wardly he did everything that was correct. Inwardly he
chafed, walked up and down the library like a caged animal ;
waited feverishly for telegrams, despatches, fresh editions of
the newspapers,

Con understood him and left him alone. But she was a
dutiful woman, it was instinct with her, not revolt, and, be-
fore he left Hadalstone, she brought the baby, the little, ill-
timed, unwanted girl for him to see. He was in the hall,
the trap was at the door. He looked at the baby, of course,
fastidiously, distastefully, fidgeting with his necktie, adjust-
ing the collar of his coat, obviously nervous and bored with
the duty before him,

“Seems a trifle unnecessary,” he said, with a perfunc-
tory glance, preparing to retreat if more were expected of
him,

“Yes,” answered Constantia, somewhat doubtfully; the
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bundle in her arms moved her, it was so small and light.
“It is very weakly ; it ought to be christened, I think.”

He looked at it. Out of a puckered red face two blue
eyes wandered pathetically on to a motherless world.

“Singularly ugly, isn’t it ?” he asked again.

“1 think it is like Angela,”” she said, bending over it
tenderly. Angela was not so plain to her; she was just
Angela, Stephen’s first rung. Con did not realise that she
had damned effectually in its father’s eyes the little thing
she held in her arms.

“Ah! have it christened by all means. Do the right
thing, Con ; you know I'm up to my neck in work.”

He got away from Hadalstone, from Angela’s baby, as
quickly as he could. He pictured her afterwards, for many
years, Angela’s daughter, flat-footed, full of platitudinous
commonplaces, a figureless girl with lank hair, Picture and
reality, however, were very different.

Stephen had no time for domestic life after his wife’s death ;
as a matter of fact, he had little inclination for it then or be-
fore. Politics and salmon-fishing occupied him ostensibly,
but there was a trace of his father in him nevertheless.
He was no saint, but, realising the value of the world’s
good opinion, he maintained his own self-respect, and ac-
quired theirs, by his apparent acceptance of popular standards.
The greater part of his life was lived in public, a small part
in supremest darkness, the rest with Constantia, who did
more for him than wife or secretary, and looked upon him
always as a sacred charge. She read an excessive sensitive-
ness into his complexities, affairs of State into his rare
absences, and gave him every latitude.

There was no room in his life for Aline Victoria
Ernestine Hayward, as they had christened Angela’s baby.
Practically he handed her over to Constantia, who had
arranged his marriage, dreamed over his career, and lived her
life believing in his power to rehabilitate their branch of the
Hayward family. The Hayward family was her religion,
Stephen her god. Constantia took up the little burden
that Stephen had laid upon her as she had always gladly
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taken up Stephen’s burdens, and did her duty by it con-
scientiously,

Poor little baby! it lived at Hadalstone. Stephen saw
it at rare intervals; and it happened that on three out of
four of these occasions, when Stephen’s parental promptings
brought him to Hadalstone, it would develop the usual
infantile ailments. Therefore he never corrected his first
impression, never dissociated her from her mother—until
too late.

In fourteen years Stephen visited Hadalstone about half a-
dozen times. He always spoke amiably of the child, and to
her on the rare occasions when they met in the darkened sick-
room ; and, when she was convalescent, he would send her, or
Constantia would send in his name, toys, cakes, money. The
name of father became synonymous in her youngest days
with pleasant things. Later, it became synonymous with
great ones. Stephen’s footsteps scarcely wavered during
Aline’s childhood. The Fourth Party collapsed and the
brilliant leader with it, but Stephen Hayward found safety
and possibilities under a Liberal Government.

It was but for a short time, however. A great political
landmark was swept away ; an old man in his dotage had put
his hands on a mighty lever—the love of the sons of the
Empire for the mother that bore them. The machinery
moved, groaned, turned, and Liberalism was shattered and
scattered in the first rotation of the wheel. Other men were
flung here and there in the revolution, moved by strange
cranks. Stephen was flung back into the arms of the Party
with which he had originally been associated,—the Party of
which Lord Sarum was the head. He drew his cousin with
him, and thus the Marquis of Jevington, and his sons and
nephews and cousins and all his relations, found themselves
standing shoulder to shoulder in their strong, united effort to
stop the mischief that the dotard had done.

Of all those relatives and lieutenants of the great house
that stood shoulder to shoulder supporting the leadership
of Lord Sarum, there were few more active, or more
valuable, than Stephen Hayward, with his thin, nervous
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face, and clever, cynical tongue, the son of that old black-
guard, by courtesy, Lord John Hayward, who had been the
family disgrace and the family scandal in days gone by.

After the final defeat of the Home Rule Bill, Stephen
Hayward’s position was assured. The Marquis was again
in the Cabinet, and his brilliant cousin was Under-Secretary
of State. If he had to wait for place, he had never again
to wait for appreciation. Much that he had wanted, it
seemed to him, he had achieved, although he was a poor
man, and his poverty still galled him. By this time the
whole family, that family with its many ramifications and its
great name, were satisfied that Stephen Hayward was one
with it.

They had their own way of showing their appreciation and
their respect, as, in early days, when the old Marquis had
supported him and encouraged him, they had had their own
way of showing him the cold shoulder, of letting him know
that his father rankled with them, and that he was his
father’s son. Now, not only the Dowager, but the Countess
of Whittendone and Lady Sarah Comnerlies, and all the
aunts and cousins buzzed around him, and exhibited their
satisfaction with him. And they began to be interested in
Aline, and to cross-examine Constantia about her, and to
interfere in the selection of her governesses, and her dresses,
her education, and her mode of life. The Duchess even,
who, although she was but a distant branch of the family,
was the real head of it since the death of the old Ifarquis,
undertook to present Stephen Hayward’s daughter when the
time should come. In the meantime, she remembered Aline
was her god-daughter, and worried Constantia by letter to
be careful of the girl’s deportment.

No more than her brother, had Constantia had much time
for Aline in the stirring years of Stephen’s political life
that followed the establishment of the Unionist party. For,
now in office, and now in opposition, Stephen’s talents,
Stephen’s brilliant militarism, never went unrecognised.
He was listened to, he was waited for, the aroma of the
“coming man” hung about him. Everything was expected
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of him, and some things were feared. He became at once
the strength and the weakness of his Party. They could not
reckon without him, nor quite with him. In those years
whilst the baby at Hadalstone was growing into girlhood,
Stephen Hayward became a personality, and although he
had as yet held no office higher than his under-secretaryship,
there was not one that seemed too high for his wayward
abilities.

Constantia’s income was vital to Stephen, his own was
ever precarious; the house in Grosvenor Street, which had
come to her with that income, was his London residence.
And there together they lived, and she watched him with
ever gathering pride, and never wavering faith. Youth,
beauty, and love, Constantia Hayward had relinquished that
she might help Stephen; all of these went past her in the
years in which Aline grew to girlhood. Now that she was
fifty and grey, and the claims of the child were pressed upon
her, it was still Stephen that held all her maiden heart.

As Constantia could give time and attention to Aline, so
could Stephen take some measure of rest in that short
summer session of 1893. Once more he was in the Opposi-
tion; once more a fickle and ill-informed electorate had
entrusted the Empire to weak Liberal hands. It was a time
of waiting ; there was little to be done at the moment but
watch. Stephen went fishing in Scotland, and Constantia
paid a round of country-house visits. To both of them it
tasted sweet in the mouth that, where they once were
tolerated and pitied, now they were esteemed and envied.
About them both now was that social assurance that told of
achievement. They were quietly triumphant, and acceptea
the position they had won, Stephen with reticence and
Constantia with dignity ; but there was no doubt it illuminated
both their lives. The early autumn of "93, although Stephen
was in Opposition and their finances were somewhat straitened,
was one of content for them both.

Whilst Stephen had had his short spell with the rod,
Constantia had found time for a flying visit to Hadalstone,
To-night in Grosvenor Street they met again, and Stephen
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thought this tall grey lady with the slender figure and calm
face graced his home completely. She filled the faded
drawing-room for him with that distinction which gratified
his taste. Their companionship was perfect, because all of
this brilliant, strange brother of hers that Constantia saw but
dimly she had the sense and courtesy to leave untouched;
there was no listening behind the doors of his character
to discover his sstheticism, his interest in the higher philo-
sophy, his few experiments in classic tradition. She was in
sympathy with his opinions and politics, with his ambition
and the recoil from his father’s history that had prompted it.
To-night with her grey hair and her face still maidenly, in her
grey velvet with its rose point kerchief, she seemed to him
the epitome of a cultured womanliness. The slight touch of
austerity that hung about her, that was as the aroma which
clings to the dead leaves of faded roses, became her well.
His appreciation of her included it.

When he gave her his arm into the dining-room he
almost told her so. They did not often bandy compliments,
this brother and sister, but Stephen, as he led her downstairs,
said :

“You are looking very well, Con; London seems to have
agreed with you.”

“] have not beenin London; I have been at Hadalstone,”
she answered quickly.

“ At Hadalstone!” he exclaimed with surprise. For in
their autumn plans this visit had not been projected. And
then he frowned, for all of his pride and none of his happiness
was at Hadalstone, and his daughter there was but a vague
responsibility to him, less real than the shadows, his father,
his poor mother, his dead wife. “You did not tell me you
were going to Hadalstone.”

“] had not intended to go, but Aunt Mary seems to have
paid Aline a flying visit "—Aunt Mary was the Duchess—
“and she wrote me such a long letter about Miss Clare and
Miss Clare’s flirtation with the curate, and Aline’s education,
and general childishness, that I thought I ought to go down
myself and see how things were.”
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“And you found—?” he asked, unfolding his dinner
napkin, contemplating his soup.

“ A certain amount of justice in her complaints—too much
justice, in fact.”

Constantia was a woman of the highest principle, and,
although the Duchess had found fault with her, she could
give the Duchess right.

“Poor Con,” said Stephen, with whimsical sympathy.
“ Aunt Mary on the war-path! Didn’t you tell her you
were my secretary, and had no time to spare from your
selfish brother?”

“No, dear,” she said, looking at him affectionately, I told
her nothing ; but I went down to see, and I do think we ought
to make some change. Miss Clare is a nice girl and a good
girl; her flirtation with the curate turned out to be a quite
legitimate engagement, quite suitable too, but Aline &

She paused a little,. She and her brother had a certain
sympathetic understanding. He had come home full of
plans for an electoral, or by-electoral, campaign.

He had been staying with the Marquis. Lord Sarum had
been there, and together they had made a survey of the
political horizon. All saw the death-cloud hovering over
the head of the poor old man who was trying to steer the
ship, the very machinery of which had been altered past his
senile understanding. They saw his successor, and knew
him for a negligible quantity. Openly, Stephen had dis-
cussed with them the Disestablishment of the Church in
Wales, but, in moments of rare intimacy, Lord Sarum had
admitted that he did not think the new Liberal Party had
any real hold on the country. No promise had been made
to Stephen, but he understood that the post he coveted
would be his for the asking when the country should awake
to its interests, and give its honour into the keeping of the
Conservative leader.,

He had come home full of his visit to the Marquis. He
and Constantia had not spoken of it yet; they had a hun-
dred things of which to speak. Aline was so very subsidiary ;
the child, she was only a child, held no conscious place in
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12 PIGS IN CLOVER

the minds of either. Constantia felt the want of tact in
commencing to speak of her, and of plans for her, until they
had discussed the position.

“Well,” he said, ““Aline! what of Aline? Surely she
hasn’t taken the measles again?”

“I think she ought to have finishing governesses, masters ;’
then she added hesitatingly, “ Do you think—what do you
think of moving her from Hadalstone, of bringing her up
here? She is quite strong now.”

There had been a fiction associated with Aline’s early
childhood that she was delicate, that London was impossible
for her, that the fine bracing air of Hadalstone was necessary
to her rearing,

“Here!” Stephen’s face expressed Stephen’s distaste.

“She ought to have governesses and masters. Aunt Mary
says she is musical ——"’

“No! you don’t mean it! Angela was musical, you re-
member.” His dismay was not all assumed, although perhaps
exaggerated to disarm Constantia’s reproof. Angela’s music
had been indeed a trial to brother and sister; the Continent
had taught them too much.

“ Will she practise her scales whilst I am dictating ?”

“Oh, perhaps,” Constantia hesitated. It would be a
thousand pities, she thought, if Stephen should be incon-
venienced, the charm of their mutual life interrupted.
“ Perhaps a different sort of governess, a finishing governess
down there.”

“Of course’—he pushed his plate away—¢ Of course, a
finishing governess, that’s the thing.”

He had enjoyed an excellent dinner. Constantia was a rest-
ful woman to sit opposite, the best of companions, cultured,
not too intellectual, devoted to him, assured that he was
the most brilliant of his sex, and that the only position suit-
able for him was head of the State. Also the electric light,
a new installation, was admirably shaded, the handsome
room looked at its best in the red reflection, its shabbiness
was concealed ; the white cloth threw into relief the Queen
Anne silver with the Hayward crest, the rare cut glass that
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he had collected himself. The Board of Trade that his
cousin had hinted at was not perhaps all he had expected,
but Brodribb wanted it, and Stephen would get it; and
Stephen, who had been named with that prominent Con-
servative, had Whig enough left in his Unionist clothing to
be glad that it would not be wrongly placed. Altogether the
son of Jack Hayward, looking round him at things in general,
was not dissatisfied. To bring a child into the house, a girl-
child practising scales, with Angela’s lank hair, big feet,
general awkwardness, would be to spoil his life; he really
felt it would spoil his life to have the child meeting him on
the stairs, filling the place with her incongruity.

“Perhaps I am selfish; you have made me so,” he said to
Con affectionately. “1I don’t want anything to interrupt our
life together.”

Neither in truth did she. She was so proud of her brother,
of her position with him; she missed nothing that other
women had of husband or children. Stephen was all-
sufficing.

And, after all, it would have been awkward to bring Aline
to town just now. For Stephen and Constantia were engaged
six weeks deep; and, notwithstanding Stephen’s occasional
official income, there were always debts and difficulties about
money in the Hayward family, and no room for unlimited
expenditure on a retinue of maid and governess and tutor,
and, as it were, a whole establishment for Aline.

So it was settled that, for the present, she should remain
in the country, and that Constantia, with the assistance of the
Duchess, who would then be satisfied, should secure for her
a superior governess to replace the somewhat frivolous and
inferior Miss Clare.

After this decision was happily reached, Stephen began
to enjoy his evening, to talk to Con and to listen to her, to
make plans for his coming office, and frame speeches with
which to meet his constituents after Christmas.
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CHAPTER II

Tuar was bow Fraiilein Eckelstein came to Hadalstone Hall
sixteen years after Angela’s death, to stand in the place
of mother, father, brothers, and sisters to Aline, to be her
companion, to fill the life of a girl, a girl who, though Stephen
had forgotten the fact or its significance, was Lord John Hay-
ward’s granddaughter, and might (this was only problematic,
yet it should have been taken into consideration)have inherited
from him as well as from Angela. Moreover, let it be under-
stood at once, anything less like his daughter than Stephen’s
mental picture of her at this moment it would be impossible
to find.

Fraiilein Eckelstein arrived one dull autumn evening, and
Aline, rather shy, in her short school-room dress and pina-
fore, her long fair hair down her back, and her blue eyes still
misty with the tears shed over Miss Clare’s departure, was in
the hall waiting for her with eager expectancy. It was a dull
life the child had iived at Hadalstone, and even the coming
of a new governess was an excitement. Miss Clare had been
there ever since Aline could remember; she was a kind and
gentle creature of the recognised nursery-governess type,
curiously ignorant, and very sentimental. She nurtured
romantic attachments, sometimes to the ritualistic rector, and
sometimes to the elderly doctor’s locum tenens, and always to
the Honourable Stephen Hayward, whom she had seen on
rare occasions. She and Aline talked of him frequently in the
key Constantia set, regarding him as a king amongst men, in
intellect as in character, a Bayard of the nineteenth century.
That she had finally given her heart and hand to the curate
was, as Constantia had said, completely suitable.

Aline expected Fraiilein Eckelstein at least to share the
1
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PIGS IN CLOVER 15

opinion of her little world; but the very first evening she
was disillusioned. Fraiilein said :

] haf not heard of your father ; I haf not seen him. Your
aunt it was I saw.”

“But you know how great my father 1s; you know ne
might have been in the Cabinet if he had remained with
Gladstone ? "’

“I would haf you know there is no great statesman in
England ; no man is like the Count von Bismarck. You haf
much to learn.”

Fraiilein Eckelstein was a treasure. Constantia had been
most careful in examining her credentials, and the Duchess
had agreed with her that they were really beyond reproach.

“ A treasure, my dear. The very woman for poor Angela’s
girl ; I congratulate you on having secured her,” said the old
lady, out of the wisdom of her eighty years. “I see by her
papers that she is certificated here as well as in Germany, and
that she was with the Von Orlondoff girls. Very charming
girls they were, I remember. One of them married Cecil’s
nephew, and the other is in Rome—Princess Plom. You could
not have done better.”

If Aline had inherited anything from her grandfather, she
had certainly inherited from her father his fastidiousness, his
esthetic sense, his refinement of sensation ; that one saw at
once in her delicate, high-bred air, in her childish daintinesses
and dislikes. But there was no one to note Aline’s dislikes ;
she was very childish for her sixteen years, and shy. She only
knew what Miss Clare had taught her.

She waited for her new governess in the old hall, Almost
the first words of Fraiilein Eckelstein were to complain that
it was draughty. It was of oak, black with age ; the support-
ing columns of the wide staircase had been carved by Grinling
Gibbons, but the panelling of the walls that held the ancestral
portraits had been there two centuries before his time.

“Draughty!” repeated Aline, with wide eyes, wondering,
She was a child of the open air, the pale rose of her young
cheeks was sun-kissed, wind-caressed, her fairness browned a
little through its transparency.
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16 PIGS IN CLOVER

“1It is very draughty ; we will not linger here long. I will
go to my room now, We will not begin work until to-
morrow. I do hope that the schoolroom has south aspect.
Now, you show me my rooms. We will be very good
friends, and you will work hard, eh! but to-night I must
rest ; I have my neuralgia, I will have supper in mein own
room,”

That was the first Aline heard of draught or of neuralgia.
Miss Clare had been a healthy English girl, notwithstanding
her leaning to romance and sentimentalism.

“I do not like the bedroom you haf given me,” she said
the next morning, “ there is dirty stuff on the walls ; the bed
is wooden, wooden, I cannot sleep.”

That she disparaged the tapestry hangings of the second-
best bedroom, and its bed of Spanish mahogany, hurt the
child somehow. She loved her home, there was nothing else
for her to love ; decayed, dilapidated, bare it was, yet she loved
it, knew its history, and the history of all its rooms.

“I'll tell the housekeeper,” she said quietly; “she will
change it for you. Perhaps you would like to choose one.
We have twenty-seven bedrooms.” She was proud of that;
that twenty of them were uninhabitable seemed of no con-
sequence. “I chose yours for you; I thought you would
like it. The tapestry there is Dutch, and so is the chest in
the corner. It was Captain Thomas Hayward’s room, the one
who fought at Leyden in the sixteenth century.”

“It is very dirty,” said Fraiilein Eckelstein.

She was a tall woman, had mittens on her bony hands,
and a shawl over her sloping shoulders. She was truly an
excellent creature, but she had ruined her system in her
youth by cramming a very small brain with dry cachets of
learning. She was conscientiously anxious to feed her new
pupil on the same pabulum. It had not been thought
necessary in her case to wash it down with the milk of
human kindness ; there was no milk in her.

Among the idiosyncrasies that Aline hated most was
Fraiilein’s habit of wearing a black silk apron,and of con-
stantly using her pocket-handkerchief. Every time her bony
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hand drew her handkerchief from her glacé silk pocket the
child’s teeth were set on edge. Then, Aline loved England,—
that was in the Hayward blood, their inalienable inheritance ;
and Fraiilein disparaged England in favour of the Fatherland,
from which, by the way, like so many of her compatriots,
she had voluntarily exiled herself from the meanest motives.
She found the climate insupportable, and she excluded as
much of it as possible. Aline’s lesson time was a continuous
struggle to keep awake in a room from which all draughts
and all air were shut out relentlessly.

Fraiilein’s digestion played as prominent a part in her
conversation as her neuralgia.

“It is your English cookery, your vile English cookery,
that I feel; the beef and the mutton, the mutton and the
beef, ach! and so hard. I haf pain in my chest—and your
puddings—I canno’. eat them.”

She grumbled continuously, the meals were made unap-
petising with gross comment. She took a daily constitutional
with her pupil conscientiously, and she found fault all the time.
The park was damp, the climate was—English. Goloshed
and generally mackintoshed, her nose red, cotton wool in her
ears, she persistently grumbled, and Aline found her walks
were spoiled for her as her meals had been. In lesson time
Fraiilein grumbled also, not without cause, at Aline’s ignor-
ance, inattention, stupidity. She said it was so English;
only in England could a girl of fifteen, nearly sixteen, know
nothing, absolutely nothing. Ach! it was terrible, horrible.

Fraiilein Eckelstein prided herself on speaking English
perfectly ; nevertheless, her accent grated on the child’s ear.
She grew to hate it so desperately, that any other accent,
local, cockney, Yorkshire, grew soft, attractive to her, by
contrast, and this was another of her misfortunes.

It is important to realise Fraiilein Eckelstein, for a certain
amount of sympathy is necessary in reading Aline’s history,
and to live with Fraiilein Eckelstein was a misfortune, nothing
less. These German governesses, excellent creatures, good
teachers, soul-deadening companions, press hardly on their
sensitive pupils, even when tempered with mother, father,
B
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brothers, sisters, home ; endured without these mitigations,
they are simply stupefying; and Aline, if she spelt better,
was still less intelligent, at the end than at the beginning
of Fraiilein’s ministrations,

Until Fraiilein Eckelstein came, she had been a happy
child, if a lonely one, There were butterflies, flowers, and
bees in her garden, squirrels in the woods, hares in the
heather. There was everything a child could want, except
fellow-children. She was ignorant, perhaps, but sweet and
wholesome, loving nature. She grew depressed before
Fraiilein had been a week in the house, almost before
she had turned the flowers and the birds out of the
schoolroom, remnants of woodland rambles, and had had
white linoleum nailed on to the schoolroom table, and
marked out a daily course of study on a ruled sheet of paper.
Soon everything about Fraiilein Eckelstein, her German
self-satisfaction, the interest she took in her own health,
her blatantly bad digestion, her constant colds, her ugliness,
everything about and pertaining to that certificated treasure,
became alike intolerable to the sensitive, growing girl. A
year found her reading and writing improved, she remem-
bered a few dates, she could do a simple, a very simple, sum
in arithmetic, and she knew a little, a very little, German
grammar, but it found her also grown out of childhood, not
yet into womanhood, and with her character all awry and
deformed ; the pressure had been in the wrong places and
the result was disastrous.

Aline became introspective, cried constantly, had spasms
of acute self-pity. She was motherless, her father did not
love her, at least, he did not come to see her; she read his
name in the newspapers, treasured the paragraphs about
him, the reports of his speeches, made a cult of him, and
dreamed constantly of emotional moments in which he would
figure. She was very much alone; her distaste for her
governess extended to the way she walked, the way she ate,
and sat, and spoke, and breathed.

After her sixteenth birthday Aline got over her weeping
and her fits of melancholy, nature reasserted itself in a
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measure. But she never got over her distaste for the
German woman, while the image of her father, which had
dominated her morbid period, had not died out of her
mind.

Fraiilein Eckelstein, for all her certificates and knowledge,
was provincial, plebeian, narrow-minded, ill-bred. Because
she was all this and more, Aline spent no time with her that
she was not compelled to spend; and the governess was
glad of many hours to herself. She wrote long letters on
thin foreign paper to friends, former pupils, relatives, long
letters with involved sentences, and verbs that played hide-
and-seek, long, verbose, unnecessary letters; it was her only
relaxation. She thought it literary and appropriate, and in
a measure dignified. She did not grumble in her letters;
she endeavoured to impress upon her correspondents the
grandeur of her position.

While Fraiilein Eckelstein wrote letters, Aline was either
alone or went for long rides with old Sam Shingles, who
had been stud-groom to Stephen’s father in the days when
there had been a stud, racehorses, and a training stable at
Hadalstone Hall, and all the paraphernalia that had spelt
Stephen’s ruined inheritance and blasted name. Sam taught
Aline to ride, he gave her respite from Fraiilein; he was
part of the tonic that cured her of morbid weeping. He
talked to her of the good old days when her grandfather
was alive, and the Hunt met nearly every week in the
Hadalstone woods, when the stables were full of young "uns,
and there was never a year when Hadalstone had not a string
of horses at Doncaster. He had the tact to omit the time that
came after. He let Jack Hayward’s difficulties, forgeries,
expiation, lie in the grave with him. The old stud-groom
remembered nothing of his old master but his generosity and
easy ways, and the handsome face and figure that had brought
the women after him.

This was much more interesting than French verbs. The
gallops through the woods, the whiff' of fresh air in her face
as she leaped gate or bar, the rise and motion of the animal
beneath her, were rest and refreshment and new life after

4
@
4
.
!
t



20 PIGS IN CLOVER

Fraiilein and the stuffy, overheated rooms. And she liked
hearing about her grandfather.

It was all right as long as Sam Shingles rode with her ;
she got nothing but good from her two hours’ canter, air,
and exercise. She was stupid and dull with Fraiilein ; for
her taste was violated, the air was vitiated, and the guttural
German voice outraged her delicate Saxon ears. She
learned as little as she possibly could, and, if Fraiilein
Eckelstein had not been a truly indefatigable teacher, even
that little would have been less.

So Aline talked to her maid, played sometimes with the
vicarage babies, and envied them their father, who kissed,
and dandled, and spoiled them ; she was consoled by the
cheery doctor for her enforced hours with Fraiilein, and,
until she was approaching her seventeenth year, she lived
practically without further companionship. In letters, and
during rare visits, Constantia excused Stephen for his
apparent neglect: ‘“his country claimed him,” she said.
But Aline felt he was the one thing in the world that
belonged to her, and she longed always that he should love
her, write to her, notice her, come to her. She was lonely
in her seventeenth year; there were gardens and woods,
and wide stretches of moorland, but she was a girl-child, and
these were not enough. Aunt Constantia was vague and
indefinite as to when she or her father would come; she
forgot to hold out prospects of Aline coming to them. The
family visitors were few and far between. The Duchess’s
appearance remained a unique visitation, and Aunt Constantia
promised Aline no immediate change. She was to be
“finished.” At eighteen, or perhaps a little later, the
Duchess would present her. In the meantime, she was told
to work hard at her studies with Fraiilein.

It was a critical moment for Jack Forrest to appear upon
the scene. Aline, in revolt at Racine with a German accent,
and Schiller in a voice like a nutmeg-grater, had begun to
read penny novelettes, threepenny gutter fiction, Family
Herald Supplem:nts, borrowed from the silly, sentimental
London servant who acted as maid to her. She grew as
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romantic as Miss Clare, and she longed for adventures, She
longed for adventures! And fate, or Stephen, or perhaps an
unfortunately wise decision of the Jockey Club, sent Jack
Forrest to Hadalstone.

There was nothing whatever attractive about Jack Forrest;
he was a hard-featured, dun-coloured, under-sized man of
about thirty, who chewed a straw, and wore high collars,
and looked like a prematurely decayed stable-boy. Even
Aline, keen for novelty and experience and perhaps emotion,
was disappointed in his appearance the first time she saw
him. Jane had talked about his coming in mysterious
undertones as she brushed that golden hair at night. Aline
had listened open-eared; there was a mystery, and Jack
Forrest was the hero of it. Her interest was quickly
aroused, her feelings no less quickly excited. Jane was a
comparatively newcomer at Hadalstone, but Mrs. Dean had
been there in the time of Stephen’s father and mother.
Aline resorted to Mrs. Dean for further information. The
housekeeper’s room had been the harbour of refuge for Aline
ever since her babyhood ; there jam was to be found, and
sweet cake, and gossip about the glory of the house in those
bad old, good old, days, when Mrs. Dean and Sam Shingles
were hardly middle-aged, and that fine, dashing, rakish grand-
father of Aline’s was alive.

Mrs. Dean was in her dotage, garrulous, indiscreet, in
the first stage of senile decay, but still she alluded and
maudled, instead of speaking out. Aline was a child with
her head full of impossible, unnatural, kitchen-maid romances,
and the romance of Jack Forrest seemed to touch her nearly.
She misunderstood it, of course. The sordid intrigue be-
tween Mrs. Dean’s daughter, who had been housemaid at
the Hall, and that wretched debauchee, Stephen’s father,
was something it would have been impossible for her to
understand. And Mrs. Dean, with all her garrulousness,
was careful not to mention her own relationship to the
newcomer. All that Aline took in was that Jack Forrest
was an unacknowledged son of the House; that he
had been neglected, sent away from Hadalstone, and his
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return in a menial capacity was a tardy act of reparation
of her father’s doing. She had seen little, known little
of her father; she hardly realised of what she suspected
him, She was under the spell of the penny novelette, An
“unacknowledged son of the House” was the romantic
euphemism with which she clothed the ci-devant stable-
boy. And the House, the family, her grandfather, were
all of extraordinary importance to her,

But she was very disappointed with Jack Forrest’s appear-
ance the first day he came to Hadalstone. He was not a
romantic figure in a Newmarket coat, unnaturally light, and
a billycock hat unnaturally curved.

Here is the history of his coming to Hadalstone.

About the time that Sam Shingles ceased to be the
nominal head of the defunct Hadalstone stables, Stephen,
busy and over-worked in London, received an ill-written,
indifferently spelt, communication that he showed to his
cousin. He took the letter to the Marquis and asked, “Is
it true? Do you think it is true?”” For Stephen, although
he knew so well that his father had been a blackguard, knew
little of details, and nothing of the housemaid and her child.
The present Marquis of Jevington had been a man, and
in his father’s confidence, when Stephen was a little boy at
school,

“What does it matter ?” answered the other carelessly,
having skimmed the letter. ¢ The fellow says he is your
father’s son; he asks for help on that ground. It is very
likely true,” he added drily. « Surely it is not a great shock
to you that it is very likely true.”

“No,” Stephen answered, not letting his cousin see he
was stung, hiding his sensitiveness, his wounds that never
healed; “it is not a great shock that my father had an
illegitimate son. But this fellow is a peculiarly notorious
blackguard,” he went on, after just a little pause to take
breath. For it hurt, it always hurt, that his father had been
—himself. “ He has just been warned off the turf”

“If he had written you before, you might have arranged
something with the Club ?”
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“It is a particularly bad case. He pulled the beast up
just under the judge’s nose. Not the first time either;
I heard all about it from John.”

John was eldest son of the Marquis, in age Stephen’s
contemporary ; he was absorbed in racing, and one of the
Stewards of the Jockey Club.

“ What does he want you to do?”

“He wants me to lend him some money. £1000 is the
sum he names; an insolent letter. There is no doubt his
mother was in service at Hadalstone; I remember her
faintly.”

“You can’t let him starve; you must find something for
him,”

“I thought perhaps you could employ him at Culpepper.
I asked John, but John says he won’t touch him; he’s a
thorough scoundrel.”

“No, I can’t do anything; I have too many claims on
me. Send him back to Hadalstone ; that’s where his mother
came from. Make him groom, gamekeeper, or steward ;
surely you can find some sort of sinecure that will enable
you to give him a small income without appearing to be
blackmailed. He certainly could not do any harm at Hadal-
stone.”

The sapient Marquis thought he could not do any
harm, and in the end Stephen offered him Sam Shingle’s
sinecure. It was a curious, unfortunate, almost dramatic,
coincidence that the only post at Hadalstone into which
Jack Forrest could fit with any approach to suitability should
have been vacant at this moment. Jack Forrest accepted
it, since nothing better offered. He would see his grand-
mother; he had a sneaking respect for her, a respect his
mother had forfeited many years ago, before she disappeared
in the vortex of Piccadilly Circus, His mother had told
him the true story of the trick she had played on her old
master at Hadalstone, and twitted him with his likeness to his
real father, a stable-boy, whose brief stay at the Hall had been
terminated by a kick from a restive racehorse. The truth
had been kept from the respectable Mrs. Dean; the shock
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Mrs. Dean and Jane had talked much of Jack Forrest before
he came. It was dull in the country, and they had few
things to talk about, but, after he came, and he had had tea
once or twice in the housekeeper’s room, they left off talking
of him, or even thinking of him. He was one of themselves,
and not a bright one. His habit of silence alienated them.
He lived over the stables where Sam had lived, and his spare
time seemed to be spent in the public-house. A boy brought
Miss Aline’s horse up to the house every day, and Jack came
up with it, mounted her, and they rode out together, just
as it used to be in Sam’s time, only Sam used to bring the
horses up himself without the assistance of the stable-boy.

Together they rode away from the verbs and the transla-
tions and Fraiilein Eckelstein. Jack Forrest was a man of
little education and low wit, but he knew how to hold his
tongue ; he had learned it in the training stables. Into this
thin-lipped, clean-shaven, silent man, then, with small eyes
close together, and impenetrable face, poor Aline read an epi-
tome of all her novelettes, He was the rightful owner of
the Hadalstone estates, her father was the usurper, she her-
self an interloper. If he was silent, he was thinking of his
wrongs ; if his words were strange, unpicked, his accent
unaccustomed, it was their fault, the Haywards’ fault, for
neglecting him in his youth. She was not a clever girl;
she did not, as will be seen, become a wise woman. In her
extreme youth and ignorance, in her loneliness and dislike
of the one companion with whom she had been provided,
she was amenable to any sort of temptation, exposed to
any danger that should threaten her. Rightful heirs, un-
acknowledged and despised, were common enough in penny
novelettes. Even in a book that Aunt Con had given her
was the story of a Scotch laird who posed as a groom to win
his sister’s love and confidence. Aline’s imagination, roaming
in narrow limits, called Jack Forrest Jack Hayward, and tried
to see in him a hero of romance.

It was not entirely Jack Forrest’s fault. He was not
responsible for the inuddle-headed child’s wrong information,
or wrongly understood information. He was not the sort of
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scoundrel that he appeared to be by what followed, but he
was “dead broke,” and suspended from riding, and he had
a scheme, every broken-down jockey has a scheme, and it
wanted money to work it. Stephen had written him a curt
letter, and given him the post at Hadalstone and two pounds
per week. The scheine or coup was connected with horses
and faking ; it could not be worked from Hadalstone. Forrest
tried his grandmother, but she had no savings. Wages were
not high at Hadalstone, they were not even paid very
regularly ; and what little she had, had gone from time to
time to that poor painted woman, Jack’s mother, who walked
the town, until, five years ago, she had walked into the great
Silence.

And Aline threw herself at his head, literally threw herself
at his head. He told Stephen so, in that one interview he
had with him, that too late interview, and Stephen’s bitter
incredulous contempt made it seem absurd. But it was true.
The child had beautiful thoughts, she meant to give him
back the inheritance of which he had been robbed. She
was always thinking of how this could be accomplished.
She puzzled over it, and thought of it, night and day. Wild
schemes of appealing to her father were quenched by her
limited knowledge of how he stood in the matter. It seemed
as if Stephen, having been his father’s heir, must be concerned
in the wrong that had been done to Forrest. She was
hazy about the story, and thought of the broken jockey as
“Cousin Jack.” Her heart beat high when the right thought
came to her some few weeks after he had arrived at Hadal-
stone. There was a wonderful flush in her peach-like skin,
a brightness in her blue eyes, when riding with him on the
day that the light had dawned. She turned in her saddle
quickly, as the great thought took shape, and asked him :

“ Are you married ; have you ever been married ? "

The man was low class, but sharp enough. On the answer
he gave her she slowly, with heightening flush and brightening
eye, told him her fine thoughts. Often, since he had dis-
covered her misinformation, they had discussed his *“ wrongs ™ ;
and he followed her meaning quickly now.
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“By God! she’s not a bad bit of flesh, and he’d have to
fork out then,” was his unspoken answer. And then he
played his easy part. He told her he was not married, and
he would like well enough to marry her. His part was easy
to play, because Aline gave him all the cues. He had not
quite understood the “tack” she was on at first, but she
talked more and more freely to him, and he followed where
she led. Very little was required of him. The horrible
sacrifice seemed the simplest matter to Aline. She promised
to marry him almost before he had made up his mind that
the “spec’ was a sure one.

“You'd better not mention anything up there,” he said.
Up there, accentuated with a jerk of the head, meant the Hall.

“Of course not,” she answered quickly ; “we won’t say a
word until afterwards.”

“ After we're spliced, you mean ?”

“When I can go to my father.”

“T'll have the banns called at the next village,” he said,
looking at her out of his little close-set eyes with something
of interest. She had, to use his own vernacular, “ snapt him
up at a word.” He did not realise the weeks of misguided
thought that had led up to that moment.

“In the books they always have a special licence.”

“ By Jove ! she’s goin’ it,” was the unspoken comment ; but
he said, “Yes, I know; but a special licence costs money,
and :

She interrupted him hastily.

“Oh! I've got plenty, ever so much, in the bank and at
home. My father always sends me money, and I never spend
any.

They rode on together in the spring, the hidden sun
making warm and sweet the perfumed air. Jack calculated
that Stephen could not give him less than £1000, and the
coup could be brought off with half. Aline was excited, not
at all frightened at what she had done, but proud of herself
rather. She talked her thoughts aloud.

“1 shall go to my father afterwards.” She had a strange
picture of her father in her mind, so had no fear of the quiet
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sarcasm that might have met her. I 'shall say to him: ‘ now
you may embrace me, father, now you may look with
pleasure on your child; she has righted the wrong you have
done.””

She broke off from her grandiloquent speech, and said,
with a touch of wistfulness in the blue eyes which she turned
toward Forrest :

“ He has never cared for me, or for Hadalstone. I think
it must have been because of you. I think he must have
felt remorse, and here it haunted him most.”

Jack nodded, and went on with his straw.

“You'll keep it quiet,” he said.

“1 must not say to you, ‘on the honour of a Hayward,’ but,
on my honour,” she answered, and rode home, big with her
secret, proud, excited. She was a child, playing at being the
heroine of one of the penny novelettes. She was very happy
in her play. Forrest hardly figured at all in his proner
person ; he was “ the rightful heir,” that was all.

Nobody noted the excitement, the delight, under which
she lived during those few days whilst the man was in London
getting the licence. She was playing at make-believe, as
happy children always play, but was not, unhappily, playing,
as they do, on equal terms; and the play turned to earnest
before fear dawned. She might have told Jane, might have
confided in her maid; they did that sometimes in books,
But Jane failed her at the critical moment. Jane was sulky
and silent because her young man (he was the butler, and at
least sixty) had toyed with the kitchenmaid. She brushed
Aline’s hair and put her to bed, but she did not talk, she was
too full of her own trouble, and Mrs. Dean had gone down
another step on the road to senility, so Aline had no confi-
dante.

Fraiilein sat in the schoolroom through the spring d..y, with
the exhilarating sun shining on the windows, trees budding,
birds singing, and she set the child abominable tasks of translat-
ing long, involved, verbless German sentences. She said Aline
was more inattentive than ever. They had been long days for
Aline, without even a ride to which she could look forward ; for
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Forrest was away, and Fraiilein said she must not ride. It was
“ pas gentil "—* pas gentil” with a German accent. Long,
restless, interminable days! Aline was so excited that she
could not listen or learn, or even pretend to; she was living
in a world of ruined castles and wicked earls and disguised
heirs, It was agony to her to sit still and be nagged about
German verbs. She cried over her lessons, angry tears, but
Fraiilein went on grinding, and said she was “ unverschaemt.”
She began to count the hours which must elapse before she
could get rid of Fraiilein, began to count the hours when,
through Jack Forvest, she should emancipate herself from
German verbs and zccents.

On the very last day of all, Fraiilein made her put “ Die
Glocke” into English verse. Not a word of it did she under-
stand in English or in German. Her brain would not work.
She rebelled, flung her book on the ground ; she would not,
could not, learn any more, she said. Her head was aching, she
cried in her unrest and excitement, and threw her book on
the floor, when nothing would come of—

“Ob das Sproede mit dem weichen
Sich vereint zum guten zeichen.”

But
“If the mass well blended be
Then will the bell sound properly.”

Fraiilein with guttural indignation ordered her to her room ;
and Aline rushed away in a frenzy of desire to tell her that
by to-morrow she would be away from her and free. Free!
that was what the girl thought when she rushed out of the
room,

Fraiilein Eckelstein took out her blotter and began to
write letters. The scene had agitated her, she thought it
might bring on her neuralgia, it was necessary not to be in
arrears with her correspondence,

Aline did not go to her room. She went instead into the
garden, whe’e the scents soothed her, and the wind kissed her
hot cheeks ; there were buds on the rose-trees, green leaves

i and green blossoming on the lil- ¢, the birds cooed to each

other as they paired. She was soothed and calmed.
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To-morrow was to be her wedding-day. It was Friday;
Forrest had been away since Sunday. They were to meet
by the coppice at the bottom of the garden after break-
fast, just before lessons,—Aline had arranged that. They
were to go to the next parish by train, John had arranged
that. She knew all the programme, she was not fright-
ened, she had no misgivings; the week had been long,
too long. The dramatic moment, the moment she was
waiting for, was when she should go to her father, hold-
ing her husband by the hand, and should say, “I have
Righted the Wrong,”—with capital letters. She dwelt
on that moment all the time. Her father, not Jack
Forrest, was prominent in her mind, and had been, though
she scarcely knew it, all the time. Stephen, the politician,
with his cynical face and proud position (to be an Under-
Secretary of State seemed a proud position to Aline), who
had been so little of a father to her; it was round him her
young thoughts naturally clustered.

She had been wonderfully happy in her newly discovered
play, in having found out why Stephen had neglected her
and Hadalstone, She did not, of course, realise her mental
attitude, but the image of her father, seen through Aunt
Constantia’s adoring eyes, was mirrored in the ether of
her dawning soul. All the rest was play-acting. She was
mentally dressed up and performing a part, the Married
Woman, the Saviour of the Family, the Heroine; of Jack
Forrest, of her playmate, in truth, she thought but little.
Her father was the chief of her romance. Patrician and
patriot, his name spelt to her the definition of the Ideal,
and she longed, with that curious intense longing unloved
children have for love, that her hero should love, notice,
approve her,

She was going to marry Jack Forrest to free her father
from remorse, to make him love her, and tell her she had
done well.

That night, the night before the wedding, she sat by the
window. A dark night it was, the moon only edging the
clouds, with no stars dawning through their darkness, nor
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in the grey depths behind them, all her thoughts were of
Stephen and what she would say to him. She thought of
what she would say, perhaps, more than of what he would
answer. But she imagined he would fold her in his arms,
and kiss her; she blushed in the darkness at the idea of
the kiss her father would give her.
thoughts on the eve of her wedding.
She went to bed with that blush on her young cheeks,
and a tremulous, happy smile on her lips. She had forgotten
all about Forrest, except that she would take his hand and
lead him to her father. She slept the sweet untroubled
sleep of childhood, although in the morning she was going

to marry Jack Forrest, and she had never so much as touched
his ungloved hand.

These were her

If ignorance, downright abysmal ignorance, of anything in
the world but how to do sums badly and German exercises
worse, constituted innocence, then was Aline Alexandra
Victoria the most innocent of children, and, if such innocence
was what Constantia thought desirable, then was she justified
in her avoidance of boarding-schools.

But in such case, when we pray, those of us who do pray
for our babies, that they should “keep innocency,” is it a
merciful God who leaves our prayers so oft unanswered ?




CHAPTER 111

ALINE ALEXANDRA Victoria Haywarp married Jack Forrest
at Little Hempstead, next parish to Hadalstone. She was a
month short of seventeen years old. Forrest had procured a
special licence. There was not the slightest difficulty about
getting the ceremony performed. The blear-eyed country
parson, hanging on to his stipend twenty years after his
capacity for earning it was exhausted, made them man and
wife without comment, thought or spoken. He hurried over
the beautiful words, mumbling them with unseemly haste.
His comfortable library chair called to him ; he was back in
it, and fast asleep before Aline had done more than realise
that, when Jack Forrest took the liberty of kissing her, he
smelt of tobacco and made her feel sick. This was when
she had been married an hour.

The story this book has to tell is not the story of the
married life of Aline and Jack Forrest. A week of it, told
truly, as it dare not, and must not, be told, might be trusted
to destroy the dangerous germ of romance in some girl-
reader's heart, and set her mending stockings, or even
sweeping floors, with trembling thankfulness for an employ-
ment, independent and solitary.

Impatience at Fraiilein Eckelstein, sentimental dreaming
over her father’s personality, and the excitement provided
by kitchen literature, were all Aline knew of emotion at the
end of May. Before the beginning of June, she had learnt
terror, pain, disgust, a horrible self-loathing, and shame in
its most degrading form. She cried nearly all the week,
not the light passionate tears of childhood, but the bitter
ones of a miserable dawning womanhood. She was sick

several times, she had fits of shuddering when the jockey
u

Pt

SREp et 2 HM;

et S

cl

of
to
ali
an

for
the
wit
its
fly-
fish
chif
and
be
mise
men
F
then
Tl
weelk
the s
as if
of w




prrest
was a
red a
about
untry
v his
\ and
| over
raste.
ck in
ealise
sr, he
when

f the
, told
usted
girl-
even

ploy-

ming
rided
t the
garnt
ne in
veek,
iitter
sick
ckey

ot A SR e b e

A, i < i
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came near her; she changed from a pretty child, with her
proud little head in the air, and her blue eyes bright and
sparkling, into a white-faced fevered girl, who looked as if
she had just come out of a hospital ward, and ought to be
back in it.

That was the condition in which Stephen found her after
she had enjoyed the title of married woman a little over
a week.

It was not entirely Jack’s fault. He had not been inten-
tionally unkind, or callous, or brutal. He was not wrong in
objecting to Aline going off to find her father immediately
after her marriage. He recognised what an absurdity any
claim to the Hadalstone estates, or the Hayward honours,
would be. He did not tell Aline this, which was considerate
of him, but he told her that Hadalstone was mortgaged up
to the hilt, and wasn’t worth “a two-penny damn”; he
also informed her that illegitimacy was a bar to succession,
and explained to her what illegitimacy meant. He was a
man of few wqrds, but now they were coarse ones.

He went to the public-house, or inn, at Little Hempstead
for the honeymoon, took a bedroom over the bar, and used
the bar parlour for sitting-room. They had it to themselves,
with its white cotton antimacassars, its smell of stale beer,
its engravings of the Queen and the Prince Consort behind
fly-blown glass in early Victorian wooden frames, its stuffed
fish in cases, its dirty cruet-stand on the mean mahogany
chiffonier, Here he smoked his pipes, and drank his gin,
and spelt out the sporting papers. He did not mean to
be unkind; he swore, under his breath only, that, for a
miserable, puling, white-livered wench as he ever saw, com-
mend him to the girl he had married, “ God damn her !”

From “God damn her” to himself, to “If you will cry,
then cry and be damned” to Aline, was an easy transition.

There is little doubt that, if his marriage had lasted another
week, he would have thrown things at her when she sat on
the sofa, with frightened eyes in white face, staring at him
as if she were magnetised, and alternating this with fits
of wild sobbing and hysteric shudders of repulsion. A
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“damned good hiding,” which was already simmering in
his mind, would have followed in due course; after which
she might have grown acclimatised and settled down,
bruised and battered morally and physically, until she was
soft enough to be moulded into the shape of the life that
lay before her. For she was barely seventeen, malleable,
the daughter of first cousins—a decadent by inheritance.

The Honourable Stephen intervened, however. Diminish-
ing majorities, difficulties in keeping the House together, signs
of weariness and inorganism in the front benches, warned the
political prophets that a General Election was at hand. The
Grand Old Empire-Breaker had entered a larger kingdom ;
and, as Lord Sarum and the Marquis had jointly predicted,
his successor wielded an uncertain sceptre. A popular Derby
win delayed matters a full twelvemonth, but that was not
foreseen in the early spring. Preparations were being made
on a large scale for a complete bouleversement of the position.
The Opposition Leader was in request when Ministers had
to be heckled, or wavering constituencies informed as to
what should be their future course; and Stephen Hayward
was one of his most valuable lieutenants. The Easter recess
had been full of stump oratory. It was on a hurried visit
to Grosvenor Street, between instructing Huddersfield and
educating Fife, that Stephen received Aline’s grandiloquent
letter, written the night before her wedding.

His sense of humour almost overcame his paternal irrita-
tion. She would “right the wrong and bring Jack Forrest
to him, and together they would throw themselves at his
feet,” she had written. It was a long letter, very grandilo-
quent, not quite coherent, indifferently spelt ; she had written
it in an excess of admiration at her own heroine-like conduet,
and she thought it quite magnificent in style and phrasing.
Unfortunately it was not very clear. Stephen did not really
understand the step she contemplated. He cursed Jack Forrest
and his father’s errant fancies, he meant to show the letter
to Constantia but forgot, he dictated a few lines of brilliant
badinage in reply. Aline would not have understood the
tone if she had received the letter, but of course she never
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did receive it, for she had already left the Hall. Stephen
forgot to show the girl’s letter to Constantia because he
was immersed in business.

It was an anxious, harassing time. He was absorbed in

business, making speeches, sending telegrams, canvassing for
his colleagues with all the energy of a man who, most valuable
as a free lance, yet dreams fitfully of the sweets of office.
And the thirst for power had grown on him. When the
Liberal Prime Minister should retire into his well-merited ob-
scurity, Stephen’s hour would come, he thought. To this end
he threw himself into one bye-electoral campaign after another.
To this end he worked feverishly, impetuously, in the manner
he had made his own. He had forgotten all about Aline and
her letter before he had finished dictating the reply. He
had barely an hour to get through his correspondence and
catch the express to Delamere. There was only a borough
election there, it is true, but Mildmay had been beaten last
time by over four hundred votes. To turn a Liberal majority
of four hundred votes into a Unionist victory just now was not
unworthy the effort even of a Stephen Hayward. Stephen
had promised to speak for Mildmay, to explain the policy that
actuated the Opposition. So he hurriedly dictated the answer
to the childish scrawl, and he meant to tell his secretary
to enclose it to Constantia, who was in Scotland. He duly
caught his train, and it was only a week later that he remem-
bered anything about Aline and what she had written. He
had even forgotten that he must discharge Forrest. The next
time the matter was brought before him he got it full in
his face, like a blow.

He had had a busy week with Lord Mildmay, the local
agent, and a house full of lady and gentlemen canvassers.
They had entertained the Primrose Leaguers, visited the
doctors and lawyers and clergy of the county, performed
all the slightly degrading social tricks that the neigh-
bourhood and the outlying parish expected, and to-morrow
they hoped to reap the reward. To-night they had re-
turned from a meeting in the Town Hall only just in time
to dress for dinner, Stephen’s letters, a pile of them,
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were on his dressing-table. He would have left them
until later, but, as it happened, Aline’s childish handwriting
caught his eye, reminding him of something he had for-
gotten ; it was unusual for her to write to him. He tore
open the letter; perhaps he had a presentiment. It was
written four days after the wedding, and had followed
Stephen round the country. There was no grandiloquence
in it, and it was very short.

“Dear Fatuer,—I have married Mr. Forrest, and he
won’t let me come to you. Do come to me; it was all a
horrid mistake, I wish I was dead. What shall I do?
Your broken-hearted ALINg.”

Stephen, standing up in stiff-fronted evening shirt, his tie
not yet on, and his valet waiting with his dress-coat, read the
letter twice, and stood with it in his hand.

His face changed, the nervous intellectual face grew
haggard and troubled, the keenness went out of it, the
eyes looked dully back into an old trouble, the lips trembled.
At that moment he did not remember Aline was his daughter
so vividly as he remembered she was Jack Hayward’s grand-
daughter; that the inheritance his father had left him, flung
its sinister bar across his path at the very moment the way
to the goal seemed clear. He crushed the letter in his
hand ; almost unconsciously a curse broke from him, stifled
into a groan. His secretary’s apology for not having heard
him distinctly, the man’s attitude, pen in hand, his vacant
cough, however, helped Stephen to pull himself together for
the moment.

“That will do,” he said abruptly to the valet, dismissing
him. “Get on, if you please, Mr. Jenkins, with the next.”
He opened the rest of the letters, dictating steadily, finishing
first his correspondence, then his toilet, His mind, that dis-
traught, far-seeing mind of his, was working all the time.

“Nothing to be done to-night, nothing to be done at all;
mustn’t spoil the meeting ; Mildmay’s chances are improving,
and it would be a useful seat for us to win. I can’t do any
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good here in the morning ; they’ll have made up their minds
by then, and to see me driving about with Mildmay will raake
no difference. I can get from here to Little Hempstead.
What the deuce can her governess have been up to? Con-
stantia ought to have saved me this sort of thing, but she
would go up to Scotland just at the wrong time. I've half a
mind not to go at all ; she has made her bed, let her lie on
it. But I must not have a scandal, just at this moment.
The man’s capable of anything. 1 had better see him.
What a fool the girl has made of herself. I suppose they
only want money from me; God knows where I'm to get
it from. They must undertake to emigrate; I can’'t have a
broken-down blackleg of a jockey calling me ¢ father-in-law.’
Perhaps it can be hushed up. The last thing one would
have expected from a daughter of Angela’s,” and so on.

Not a thought of pity for the girl, though it was a pitiful
letter enough. But Stephen was as yet so detachedly a
father that, on his journey to Little Hempstead next
morning, all his thoughts and fears and annoyances were for
himself and the family, and, perhaps, a little for the Party.

He thought he had lived down Lord John Hayward, but
the whole wretched story would be raked up again. It was
a tedious railway journey, with many stoppages and changes,
drizzling rain, and dilatory guards at obscure local stations.
With damnable persistency the thought haunted him that, if
the Press got hold of the story, his father’s name and Jack
Forrest’s career would be on every tongue. The wretched
girl ! why, if the man was anything, he was her uncle, “Good
God! the thing was not even legal ! ” he said to himself.

At length, the train steamed into the little station of
Little Hempstead, with the name stiffly written in white
stones set in a border of green plants,

The solitary porter directed him to the inn, “not five
minutes frem the station,” he said. Stephen asked about
the returning trains ; he did not think the task before him,
so unsavoury, so distasteful, would take long. It was still
raining, a gentle persistent summer rain, a trifle, perhaps,
but this added to his annoyance.
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There was a porch to the inn, through the window on the
right he could see the labourers conversing over their beer.
Their deep voices and the fumes reached him where he
stood. The proprietor stood behind the bar in shirt-sleeves.

“Is Mr. Forrest within?” Stephen asked, his disgust
quickening round the lines of his mouth, and showing in
his voice.

“Yes, sir; I think so, sir.” The lessee of the Little
Hempstead Arms had been a butler, and knew a gentleman
when he saw one. ¢ Allow me—through here; first door on
the left.”

“Through here” was a dark passage behind the bar.
Stephen’s hat nearly touched the ceiling. The proprietor
opened the door for him. He did not think he would have
done so for a visitor to Jack Forrest; he knew the jockey,
and his reputation, but the shrinking bride he had hardly seen.

Stephen saw his daughter in the muggy, evil-smelling
parlour, saw her instantly in the corner of the rickety horse-
hair sofa. It was one of the moments when Forrest had
been explaining matters to her, and she was staring at him
with her terrified eyes. All her misery was apparent in
those wide eyes, it showed too in her cheeks, white and
sunken, it quivered round her pale lips, and trembled in her
little childish hands, which she clasped and unclasped as she
stared at Jack, He was puffing away at his pipe.

“A damned good hiding, my gal, that’s what you want,
and !'ve half a mind T

ine never took her eyes off his face. She had been
crying day and night for hours at a time. His voice had
used her from a sobbing, half-stupefied slumber. He had had
t all his own way with her, and had let her ery, but now her
miserable face had begun to get on his nerves. He culled
a few choice epithets from his stable days, used a word she
had only before heard applied to Mary of England, and she
sat up and gazed at him with that look of fascinated terror
which, together with the length of her eyelashes, the colour-
ing of her hair and her slender figure, arrested Stephen’s
attention immediately.
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“Beautiful! My God, beautiful!” That was what she
was, and the very image of his mother, his mother as he
remembered her before he had been sent to France. His
heart gave a quick throb. His daughter! why had he never
realised it? For the space of a second after the door
opened the jockey kept his seat, replacing his pipe in his
mouth. Then Aline saw her father, half rose as if to go to
him, sank back on the sofa, covered her face with her hands,
and broke into hysterical sobs.

“She’s bin goin’ on like that for four bloomin’ hours,”
said Forrest, rising and pointing at her with the stem of his
pipe. “How would you like it? I want to know how you'd
like it.” This was his apology for the arrested words Stephen
had heard.

“I don’t like it,” said Stephen under his breath, and went
over to the girl.

“ Aline, look up, child; speak to me.” He rested his
hand a moment on her bent head. Like silk, like soft,
abundant silk, it felt under his hand. She was unhappy,
unhappy as his mother had been, and how was he better
than his father? The twinge of remorse, compunction,
pity, that went through him was the birth of a new emotion.
“Don’t ery, my child,” he said. And the “my child” was
as a sudden thrill. So slender she was and beautiful and
sad; she was suddenly dear to him,

“Take me away; take me away from him,” she said,
and clung to him with those small childish hands, speaking
wildly. “ Oh, take me away, father; take me away from him,
I want to go away ; I want to die. Oh, father!”

“Hush! hush!” his tone was strange to himself, his voice
soft. For in his heart was that strange thrill, the thrill of
his fatherhood, that overmastered for the moment the poli-
tician in him, overbore the higher philosophy, and revealed
a phase in common humanity that touched him poignantly.

“Oh, yes ! you can take her away if you like; I know I
should be damned glad to get rid of her,” said Forrest
sullenly, knocking the ashes out of his pipe against the
mantelpiece, and eyeing Stephen
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“Will you take me away, will you, will you, will you?"
She was clinging to her father hysterically, shaking all over,
wild with fear and hope.

“Yes, yes; hush, it's all right; be a good girl ; don’t cry.
I'll take you away ; don’t fear.”

This was not what he had expected or intended. He was
moved so suddenly, so completely, by her trembling, sweet

lips, by the taper fingers of her clinging hands, that he was
hardly master of himself.

“You damned scoundrel!”

He turned upon the man
with sudden fierceness.

Forrest was watching the pair out
of his little closed eyes, and thinking. “I’ll take you away,”
said Stephen to the girl, in a different tone, half ashamed of
his ebullition of feeling.

“Scoundrel, or no, you can only take her away if I choose ;
she’s my wife, you know,” Forrest said.
with your ¢scoundrels,’” he grumbled.

The girl shuddered against her father, and he put his arm

around her. Then he said again very gently, leaning down
so that she could hear :

“You'd better let me talk to him alone.
upstairs, anywhere ? ”

“You won’t go without me ?"’ she said agitatedly. “You
won't?”’

“You be careful

Can’t you go

“I won’t move from this room until you come down
again.”

She had to pass Forrest to reach the door; it was a
pitiable sight.

“Half an imbecile, that’s what she is, half an imbecile.
You'd think I'd walloped the life out of her, wouldn’t
you? I dare say you do think so. But, so help me God,
I've never laid a hand on her, much less a stick. Flung
herself at my very head, she did, and now e

“ Look here,” said Stephen abruptly, “it’s a question of
money with you, I've no doubt. Nobody knows of this
infernal marriage, if it ¢s a marriage. What will you take
to go your way and let her go hers, to hold your tongue, and
let me see what I can do to annul the whole business ? "
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“Oh ! the marriage was right enough, worse luck.”

Stephen kept a difficult control over himself,

“ What will you take, that’s the question? what will you
take ?”

“Take to let her go?”

“Yes, to let me take her back, and keep the matter quiet.”

“Take? Just what I'd have took at first—a thousand quid.
I didn’t want the girl; it was her idea all along; but I
thought that would make you fork out, and it seems 1 was
right. Miserable little devil! I'd give her to you for
nothing if I could afford it.”

The two men were in strong contrast; a foot and a half
in height between them, and several centuries of culture;
yet the little jockey in slippers, without a collar, saw, no
less than the other, the full strength of his position.

“ Not but what I could lick her into shape; I've had some
skittish fillies in my time, and broke "em in.”

“] haven’t got a thousand pounds with me,” said Stephen
sharply. “You know what you've done is illegal; you’ll
have to lower your terms.”

“Not a penny; what do you take me for? Legal!
you’ll like to stand up in court and say I'm your brother.”

“It’s a lie; if I'd seen you before, I should have known it
was a lie,. Whatever my father was, there is not a drop of
his blood in your miserable veins ; I could swear to it.”

“That’s as it may be; you'd have to prove it. What’s
the good of talking? You'll have to give me the money.”

“If I do, will you clear out, get out of England, never let
me hear of you, or see you again?"”’

“Well, I expect you’ll hear of me. Jack Forrest is pretty
well known, and I'm not going to give up riding, if that’s
what you mean. But give me the money, and you can do
what you like with the girl —there, isn’t that enough for you?”

“What guarantee can I have that you won’t blackmail
me ?” asked Stephen irritably, trying to think where he
could raise a thousand pounds. He habitually spent about
four times his income ; there were always a hundred calls on
his ready-money, and a chronic over-draft at his bank,

AT T N
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“That’s not my game,” said the jockey, resuming his seat,
his misshapen hands spread out on his knees, and his ferret
face contemptuous, “not my game at all. The girl threw
herself at my head. You can take her back, 'ush it all
up; there’s nobody need be the wiser. The clergyman ithat
married us was half asleep, and not a soul at the hall knew
what was up. I never was one for women. But I must Lave
the money. Why, man,” his nefarious scheme began working
in his head, and his face brightened, “with a thousand
pounds, I'll tell you what I can do. I can break e

“Do! what does it matter to me what you do with it?”
the other broke in impatiently, “ Will you keep out of my
way and the child’s way? That is all I ask of you now.
That you’ll do something disreputable goes without saying;
but I don't want to be connected with it, that’s all. Will
you disconnect yourself at once and for ever from me and
mine if I get this thousand pounds for you ?”

“And damned glad to do it. Do you think I've had a
pleasant time hangin’ round that hole of a Hadalstone, or
sittin’ up here bein’ cried on? It was none of my doin’
from first to last. I wrote you fair and square as man to
man, asking you for a thousand pounds, and you put me
off with a letter that I wouldn’t have flung at a stable-boy,
and two quid a week.” The jockey felt he had been injured.
“Fork out, and that ends it; it would have ended it before
it began if I hadn’t been down to my knuckle bones at the
time, and obliged to take what I could get. You’ll have to
come to my terms now, thanks to that slut, and my price is
a thousand pounds, and I won't take a bob less.”

The irresistible logic of the situation was not lost on
Stephen, If he had not seen Aline and remembered that
she was his and Angela’s and the family’s generally, he
might have told Forrest to go to the devil, and let him
and his wife fight it out. That is what he had meant to
do, what had been in his mind in the train; to promise them
an income and ship them to Australia, seemed vaguely the
aim of his journey. “Keep the matter out of the news-
papers,” was the definite refrain of his thoughts. But
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matters had shaped differently under the influence of the
girl'’s misery and beauty, and the strange thrill of memory
caused by her likeness to his mother.

He cut the interview as short as he could ; the atmosphere
he was in was intolerable. He promised all the man asked ;
it seemed to him he had no choice, if he wanted to take
Aline with him. He undertook to send a cheque within
three days. At first, Forrest meant to refuse to let the girl
go until he had the money, but he was tired to death of
her, he had begun to hate the very sight of her, she made
him feel mad, and he really did not want to try his drastic
remedies if he could “kick her out” instead. His ““scheme”
was much more important to him than the girl, and, of course,
he realised he had the whip-hand of the pair.

Stephen found Aline outside the parlour door; she had
been unable to get further, All her being trembled with one
question. “ Will he let me go?” Her lips could scarcely
form the words.

“It is all right, it will be all right; you need never see
him again.”

Stephen knew instinctively the answer she wanted to
hear, he devoutly hoped he was justified and accurate, but
he feared, doubted, thought he had made a fool of himself,
and had opened the door to endless annoyance and exactions
The position was forced on him, and he accepted it, that
was all.

He telegraphed to Constantia, and he took Aline to
London, to the house in Grosvenor Street; there was room
for her there, after all, they found, now that it was too late.
Not governesses nor masters they wanted for her, however,
but doctors and a hospital nurse and all the paraphernalia
of illness. Constantia, who travelled from Scotland at ex-
press speed in response to her brother’s telegram, found,
instead of the gentle, affectionate child she expected to see—
for Stephen’s message only told her that Aline was in town
and wanted her—a restless head, on a white pillow, with
fevered eyes and incoherent tongue, raving of unspeakable

things,
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Constantia went down to the library after her visit to the
sick-room. Stephen was walking up and down.

“Well?” he asked.

“Tell me about it, Steve ; I don’t understand.”

In a few short sentences he told her.

“What is the man like? What on earth is the man like ?

“ A wretched little blackguard.”

What could they say to each other, this brother and sister,
with their father’s history between them? Constantia had
mothered the young politician, been secretary to the poor
one, watched over him; for him she had borne her gathering
years in maidenliness, and grown concentrate on Stephen’s
career. They had fought on uphill together; that they
never spoke together of what made the fight difficult, of
what, even now, made the ultimate issue doubtful, left it
no less certain that both of them remembered constantly,
Now they feared the world would remember; they feared
that when the short Liberal day was done, and Lord Sarum
came into power, Lord Sarum would remember,
Stephen waiked about the room.

“A wretched little blackguard, looks like a stable-boy.
You would not have imagined it possible.”

“Couldn’t you have sent them to Australia, and hushed
it up? But, no,” she added quickly; “I see it would have
been impossible.”

In the hearts of both the thought lay heavily, that,
perhaps, they had not done their duty by the girl, and
both of them, notwithstanding what she had done, felt
tenderly towards her. Compunction left them now, unready
of speech to each other and without decision.

“Do you blame me, Steve?”’ said Con, unsteadily after a
pause.

Miserably,

“ Not more than I blame myself,” he answered impatiently ;
“ no, of course not.”

“ Fraiilein ?

“She teiis m
anything.”

“ If it is possible—"

e Fraiilein knew nothing; nobody knew
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% Possible, or not possible, we are bound to try
“To hush it up?” She looked at him anxiously.

“To keep it quiet, at least, until after the General
Election. What a brute I am! After all, even now I am
thinking more of the elections than of the child. That's
been the mischief—" Hurriedly he walked up and down,
and the short sentences fell from him in jets. “Myself
and the party; myself first, I suppose—the country, per-
haps, yes, certainly the country, but myself with it, always
myself. I suppose that was at the root of our father’s life
too—utter selfishness.”

“Stephen,” she laid her hand on his arm, “don’t—
don’t blame yourself. I cannot bear it; if there has been
neglect, it has been my neglect. You left it to me; I
thought I had done what was necessary.”

“ No,” he shook off her hand, and the comfort she wanted
to give him. “You would have brought her up here two
years ago. It was I who would not have it. I feared she
would practise her scales! Good God! if I'd only let her
practise her scales over my head.”

So Stephen talked, for his daughter, bearing the stamp of
his unhappy mother in her young unhappy face, had forced a
sudden way into his heart, and made it sore. “ She is such a
child, such a baby—we have let her fall into such a morass.”

“You are going to try and pull her out, you are going to
fight for her?” she said quickly.

“] am going to do my best. I am going to get her
release from that scoundrel if it costs me my last penny—
and my name.”

“No, no! Stephen,” she cried. “ I couldn’t bear that.
You will hush it up, pay him anything, you won’t imperil
your position.”

Wild thoughts of resigning, of throwing up his position,
of retiring into private life, had come to him in the gloom of
that evening. But Con’s distress, Con’s appeal, showed him
the folly of any precipitate action. If they could keep it
quiet, this desperate, disgraceful marriage, and still save the
child the consequences of her folly, they would do so. That
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was the possibility to which they clung after their hour’s

talk, They must face the certainty of a perpetual black-

mail, if, by submitting to it, they could guard the girl’s secret,
their own secret. This was their decision.

That night Constantia wrote to Hadalstone for Aline’s

clothes, announcing incidentally her arrival in town. Ina
dignified letter she dismissed Fraiilein Eckelstein, informing
her that, although Miss Hayward was welcome at her father’s
house, neither she (Constantia) nor the Honourable Stephen
Hayward, were satisfied with not baving been notified of
her arrival. Constantia took a certain risk in writing thus
peremptorily, but the risk was justified. Fraiilein Eckelstein
knew nothing. Jack Forrest and the young lady had dis-
appeared simultaneously, but nobody at Hadalstone thought
of connecting the two events. Fraiilein accepted unques-
tioningly the explanation that the girl had grown tired of
the solitude of the country and had joined her father and
aunt without leave, and, trembling for her recommendation,
if it should be known that a young lady under her charge

had “run away,” even to her father, in a copious answer, full

of split infinitives and hide-and-seek verbs, she begged the

secrecy that would have been begged of her. So far they

were safe. The illness, too, that would pass. The old family

doctor, incurious, was satisfied with a halting explanation,
and comfortably diagnosed “ shock to the system.”

Within two days of Aline’s arrival in Grosvenor Street,
the silence of Hadalstone, and the acceptance of Grosvenor
Square, were secured. There remained only—Jack Forrest.
It was all very well for Stephen and Constantia to face
vaguely the possibility of blackmail, but certain it was that
a thousand pounds must be found immediately. This was a
ridiculously small sum for Aline’s freedom, if they could per-
suade themselves that even for this sum they were securing
it. But, between them they had not a thousand pounds
lying idle at their bankers, nor had they securities on which
they could raise such an amount. Yet, whether it re-
presented the full purchase price of security, or merely an
instalment, its payment was imperative.
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Constantia, when the first two days had gone safely by,
and it seemed that no one was the wiser for the girl’s
escapade, began to breathe more freely, and to consider the
pecuniary question, to talk things over with Stephen, and
suggest expedients. Theirs was not by any means a wealthy
family ; even the Marquis had estates to keep up com-
mensurate, at least, with his income, and Stephen had
already received as much help as he cared to ask from both
his uncle and his cousin. He could not go to them for
this sum. He ran over in his mind a list of people whom he
might ask for the loan, and he rejected them one by one.
Then, being absolutely at his wits’ end, he commenced to
reassure Constantia. He told her not to worry, the money
would be all right. When she was reassured, he lay awake
all night, going over impossible channels wherein he might
possibly find one thousand pounds.

On the third day after he had brought his daughter home
he received a letter from Jack Forrest, asking him when he
might expect the money. it was perfectly civil, but Stephen
detested the necessity of replying to it; he hated the sub-
suggestion that he had been dilatory in keeping his word.

He wrote curtly back that a cheque would be forwarded
on the morrow, pressure of business accounted for the delay
—public business that would not wait.

Then he breakfasted, and again reassured Constantia, went
for his morning canter, and later to the club for lunch. Whom
he met at the club, and what happened there, must be told
in another chapter.

Suffice it now that Jack Forrest received, not a cheque, but
a thousand pounds in hundred pound notes, and his mean
little eyes sparkled when he opened the registered packet,
and straightway he began to make calculations with a stump
of pencil in an uneducated hand. All his calculations came
out exactly as he thought they would, which is not surpris-
ing, since he reckoned his gains as many people count their
chickens! When he had finished, and ceased poring over
his dirty little bit of paper, and had enjoyed again the rustle
of the crisp notes Stephen had sent him, he said to himself:
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“If it comes ~ff crooked, all the worse for Stephen
Hayward.” This really summed up the situation, but left
out one factor, which, as it happened, was the very one that
ultimately decided the matter. The factor omitted was
Providence. “If it comes off crooked,” said the jockey,
thinking of his scheme, his coup, which now, at last, he had
the money to work, “all the worse for Stephen Hayward !

It will be necessary to see where Stephen obtained that
thousand pounds, and on what terms, before one can de-
finitely pronounce Stephen “none the worse” for his ex-
perience ; but there need be no delay in summing up the
situation as far as it affected Jack Forrest, blackguard, ex-
jockey, and racing tout.

He took himself and his ten notes to Friston, where
the friend upon whom he relied for help in his scheme
superintended Lord Ralming’s racing stables. This other
scoundrel was quite prepared to discuss the business, and
over a hearty lunch they did discuss it. After the lunch
Jack tried Jemima over the hurdles, not that he had any
chance of being allowed to ride her in the race about which
they were plotting, for the exclusiveness of the Jockey Club
was complete, but he wanted to see what the filly could do
in experienced hands, with a view to her not doing it.

Then it was that that most wonderful accident happened,
a bit of luck the Haywards could never have expected, a
coincidence at which even a novelist might hesitate. He
took the filly into the field, rode her for all she was worth,
and stopped her by his new trick, a trick which, more slowly
performed, was to be the crux of the coup. But Jemima
crossed her legs, she came down heavily, and over her
head, as neatly as possible, came Jack Forrest, that capable
jockey, an inexplicable accident. He had ridden for ten
years, been over water and over fences, he had won or lost,
as it suited his book, but he had never before met with an
accident. He never met with one afterwards. His ample
luncheon may have unsteadied him, or it may have been the
effect on his nerves of his recent experiences, or the weight
of the notes he carried; or, perhaps, that unknown factor,
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Providence, was working for Aline, or saving Stephen Hay
ward for the Conservatives ; or it may have been, as the editor
of The London Sportsman said to his sub., that the god who
watches over newspapers knew they were short of half a
column. Whatever the cause, the effect was supreme. Jack
Forrest’s neck was broken ; he never spoke, and never moved
after that successful trick of his was successfully accom-
plished. Whether it was the concussion that killed him, or
the shock to the spinal cord, was the subject of discussion that
entertained twelve farmers and a medical coroner for a whole
afternoon.

The London Sportsman, out of gratitude, gave Forrest a
handsome obituary ; the writer never mentioned he had been
suspended, but enumerated the races he had won, recounted
his good seconds, and filled up the half column without
difficulty.

Stephen was not a reader of the racing papers, and it was
John, eldest son of the Marquis, who told him the news.
Not that John thought it was of any particular interest to
Stephen, though the latter had once questioned him about
Jack Forrest ; it was simply that John had nothing to talk
about at any time but racing or horses, and, meeting
Stephen, it was natural for him, with the vague memory of
that question, to say:

“Did you see that that fellow Forrest you once asked me
about was killed at Friston, jerked out of his saddle? TI'll
bet ten to one he was at some trick or other with Jemima ;
the filly broke her legs.”

Stephen could not believe it at first. He borrowed the
paper as unconcernedly as possible, and, while he was read-
ing that absorbing half column, he heard no more of the
things that John was telling him. He parted with his
cousin abruptly, anxious only to get home to Constantia with
the news,

“ Hullo, you've run off with my paper,” John called after
him, as Stephen jumped into his hansom with a hurried nod
of farewell. Then he went off grumbling because he had
forgotten to note the odds against Isinglass for the Spring
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Handicap. Stephen, reading and re-reading the half column,
could hardly believe his good fortune, could hardly credit his
freedom. On the way home he stopped the cab, and bought
all the sporting papers. FEach of them had something, if only
a line or two, about the inquest. There was no manner or
shadow of doubt that Jack Forrest was really dead.

When he arrived home, Stephen sent for Constantia to the
library, put the papers into her hand, pointing out the para-
graph, then gently pushed her toward the door. At a glance
she seemed to gather the startling import.

“There, go now,” he said, “ you can read them at leisure.
There is no doubt about it, no doubt at all. I am very busy.
I’ve done nothing these few days; I must get to work. Send
Jackson down to me, will you? He has been very worried
about my neglected letters. What! crying, Con? well, I
shouldn’t have expected it of you.”

“]It’s too good to be true !” She was not crying, but there
were tears of thanksgiving in her eyes, “I'll take these up
to the child, half her illness is fear. 1 suppose she deserves
her punishment, but it is pitiable to see her.”

“ Deserves, nonsense !’’ said Stephen, with quick irri-
tability. “ Don’t let me hear you say that again. ¢ De-
serves!’ it's we who deserved punishment; and now we
haven’t got it, and are not going to get it.
cident can be forgotten.
neglect.”

The whole in-
We'll make up to the child for our

Stephen was softer to the girl in his heart than Con-
stantia; but then, Constantia was a woman, and had been in
the wrong.

From that day Aline’s recovery to health was rapid. She
clung to her aunt during her convalescence, and won on her
through her weakness. The motherliness in Constantia,
which had been lavished on Stephen, was hard to awaken
at the call, at the need, of her niece. She had so nearly
wrecked Stephen'’s career, so perilously nearly. Very slowly
her affection for the girl revived, at the best it had been
a poor thing, with Duty at its root, and a certain jealousy
cramping its growth. Constantia was a cold woman naturally
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Aline clung to her, but could get only a limited hold ; she i ;

got chilled herself in the contact.

However, Constantia was bent now on doing her duty to
Aline. She made plans, an autumn in Florence, a winter in
Rome, no presentation until the next season. In everything
Aline acquiesced humbly. Her body grew well quickly, hex
mind was paralysed by what she had gone through; still
she clung chilly and forlornly to her Aunt Constantia. Pre-
parations were made for their journey abroad, Aline always
dumbly acquiescent. Jack Forrest was dead; that was all
that seemed to have reached her intelligence.

It was arranged that Stephen should follow them after
the recess.

As they were just about to start on their journey, Con-
stantia, neat and prim in her tailor-made clothes, standing
in the hall amid the piled-up luggage, waiting for Aline
and the maid, sprang upon Stephen at last the question he
had been waiting for during the last three weeks.

“ By the way, Stephen, I never asked you, I forgot to ask
you ; where did you get that thousand pounds afler all 2"

It was what she saw in his face that made her leave the
luggage, and follow him into the library. She had read,
in the report of the inquest, that in Jack Forrest’s pocket a
thousand pounds in Bank of England notes had been found.
She knew these must have come from Stephen, but, in the
midst of preparations for the foreign tour, and the social and
household arrangements, she had forgotten to ask her brother
from whom, or how, he had obtained the money. Stephen,
when he smiled in answer to her question, and evaded it,
had a curious whimsical lock of guilt. Where could he
have obtained it? She followed him into the library, and
repeated her question. He held the door open for her.

“Now, don’t faint ; don’t excite yourself unduly 3

“ Be serious, Steve i

“] will—I was—I am—,” but his expression seemed to
doubt how she would take the news. “ As I remarked—
don’t faint—I borrowed it from Karl Althaus.”



CHAPTER 1V

StepuEN Havwarp had excellent reasons for withholding
from his sister the name of the gentleman from whom he
had borrowed the money, excellent reasons for breaking it to
her gently when she asked him point-blank, and even for
fearing that she might faint when he told her what he knew
she would regard as a painful and unfortunate indiscretion—
that he had borrowed from Karl Althaus.

Constantia Hayward, whom her flippant young relatives
looked upon as a stiff old maid, was of course nothing of the
sort. But, being a Hayward, and estimating, perhaps over-
estimating, the family importance, she had certain narrow
codes by which the family should support it. The misfor-
tune of her father’s character was not to her what it was to
Stephen, her pedigree overrode it. Governing these codes
or creeds was a dislike to the social laxness which had allowed
what Lady Violet called the “pigs in clover” element to in-
trude into the circle, where, in Constantia’s estimation, blood
should have been the only credential. Constantia was strong
on “blood” and its privileges ; and she thought that among
the privileges held by the Haywards was the right of ex-
clusiveness. Incidentally, she wished them to set to society
generally the example of keeping their drawing-rooms and
their visiting-lists free from outsiders.

It was no question with her of whether these lived in
Piceadilly or in Park Lane, in Grosvenor Square or in Bel-
gravia, whether they were Americans, Germans, Dutch, or
Englishmen, whether they had changed their names or
retained their patronymics, whether they were millionaires
or multi-millionaires, whether they professed the religion of

the country they inhabited, or whether they acknowledged.
¥

»
=

T T T

T

_.":a; VWI—:‘ AR v‘,

-

g I >~



L oS e sl i S

2 ST R

PIGS IN CLOVER 53

if they did not conform to, the restrictions of a more ancient
faith. She did not care whether they were railway kings or
Chicago sausage-makers, Australian squatters or South African
mining magnates. She did not gamble, so their habits did
not attract her, she did not personally require money, so
their liberality did not appeal to her, she had more than she
desired of society, so their hospitality had no charm for her.

At first it had been a joke among her friends, later it had
been recognised that Constantia Hayward had absorbed all
the family pride, and left none for her relatives. But when
others of the family followed suit the matter became some-
what serious. It was a large, independent family, with
many ramifications, it had more than one member in the
Cabinet, more still in the House of Lords; there were
Haywards in the Diplomatic Service, at the Admiralty, in
the Services, everywhere. If they and their women set to
work to keep out social intruders, to form a holy of holies,
a cave, an inner circle, to which birth and breeding gave the
ouly entrée, they were capable of doing it; they could build
a barrier that should mark a fixed demarcation line between
the best people and the second best. It was serious, because
the best people—some of the very best people indeed—
wanted money, and the newcomers, who wanted position,
were prepared to give it. But these insisted on a place among
the exclusives; some of them put the accent on the first
syllable, and they would not pay for lower places. If the
Haywards would not meet them, would not entertain them,
would not be entertained by them, the difficulties of the
poor Marquises, and Earls, Honourables; and Baronets, who
were trying to assist them to realise their laudable aspira-
tions, were enormously increased.

Everybody had been trying to influence everybody else
all through the season before Aline’s marriage. Would the
Duchess of Alncaster receive Mr. and Mrs. Bernard P. Coots,
whose rose ball had cost them ten thousand pounds, or would
she not? Dared the Lady Dorothea Vespris allow the
Drovingtons, who were popularly supposed to own half Aus-
tralia, to open their doors in Grosvenor Square, and take
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poor Lord Swanerton’s Scotch estates off his hands, in vain ?
Would the De Vere Ponsonbys refuse to hunt the wily fox
on the Cottesdale hills now that that ennobled foreign banker,
Lord Redmayns, had taken Cottesdale ?

Would society, under the guidance of the Haywards, allow
Karl Althaus to erect his temple in Park Lane, and refuse
to worship at the shrine he put up for them?

Constantia had her partizans and her opponents, even in
the family, of which, by the way, so many members were im-
pecunious, but her heart was set on the crusade, and she fought
hard ; with her it came next to Stephen’s career, it became to
her a mission, the part of the debt her father had left undis-
charged. It was not the black sheep of society she wished
to keep out, it was the sheep that belonged to another flock
altogether. The exclusion of the nouwveaux riches became
an obsession with her. Having neither husband nor children,
she wished to take Society, with a capital S, under her pro-
tection, and keep it safe and shepherded from stray cattle.
It had been her absorbing interest in this campaign, perhaps,
that had led to her neglect of the call to be read between the
lines of Aline’s weekly letter from Hadalstone.

Karl Althaus, with the set that followed in Karl Althaus’s
wake, had been recently her principal béte noire, her dominant
fear. Accident had thrown him in her way, and his tall,
rather clumsy figure, his massive head, with its plentiful hair,
wiry, shaggy, grey, and his keen eyes, were not to be over-
looked. They had met at a crush, the ball at the Countess
of Kintaille’s. Positively and certainly on mischief intent,
Algy Cardargan had brought him up to be presented to her.

It was Karl himself who related the incident to Stephen.
Karl had not resented it; on the contrary, it had made him
roar with laughter.

“She drew herself up—a very fine woman, your sister ; she
didn’t bow, she just tilted her head a shade. My acquaint-

ance is already sufficiently large,’ she let out, as if she were
a refrigerator bunged up with ice. Her acquaintance was
already sufficiently large! I said, ¢ Well, madam, surely I'm
large enough even for your acquaintance.” She didn’t smile ;
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she just passed on. I don’t think, between oursclves, you
know, Mr. Hayward, that rour sister has got much sense of
humour!”’

Stephen had humour ; he enjoyed the anecdote. Firstly,
his sympathy with this particular crochet of Constantia’s
was very perfunctory, secondly, this newcomer, this Karl
Althaus, really interested him. He was picturesquely
different from the club men, politicians, and parasites, from
the men trained at one school, and cut out of one pattern,
with whom Stephen habitually consorted. And Stephen’s
history and early training had put him a little apart from
those who should have been his boyhood companions. He
had a world of experiences unknown to them. He was
more akin at heart to this outsider. Even had Stephen
backed up Constantia loyally in her social crusade, it would
have been difficult to avoid speaking to Karl Althaus in
Mildmay’'s smoking-room ; it was rather difficult, in fact, to
speak to any one else, for Karl’s grey, massive head and deep
voice dominated the room. He had a way of monopolising
the conversation, and, when Stephen Hayward was in the
room, he directed his talk as far as possible to him. A
very interesting man Karl Althaus; Stephen found him
increasingly attractive as a companion, he was so natural, so
genuine, so positive. He was paying a flying visit to London.
He spoke much of South Africa, and South Africa, a year
before the Jameson raid, was even then the topic of the day.
He knew his subject thoroughly, and everything he said was
said well, that is, with emphasis, and conviction, and a certain
rough eloquence. But Karl knew other things, beside South
Africa; he was a buyer of pictures, a collector of bric-d-brac;
he had no culture, but a fine, instinctive taste. Stephen
soon found it was worth his while to take Karl with him to
Christie’s, What Stephen had learned Karl knew without
learning. The two men, so acutely different, were strangely
sympathetic.

Stephen had not told Constantia of his growing friendship
with the big South African. Karl may have laid himself
out to attract Stephen, but that Stephen was attracted was
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due to no manceuvre of Karl’s, it came about naturally, They
met at the club, for Constantia and her set had not been
successful in keeping Karl out of the Carlton, they had met
at picture-galleries and private exhibitions of works of art,
they had grown, too, into the little intimacies of congenial
club acquaintance. Therefore, when Stephen had turned
over in his mind every one to whom he could apply for Jack
Forrest’s thousand pounds, and had rejected them all, had
searched every channel, and searched in vain, he permitted
himself to remember that that big, eager colonial acquaint-
ance of his had, time after time, suggested, even insisted,
that he was flinging away opportunity after opportunity,
wasting a fortune in not investing or speculating in mine
or land shares under his direction. Stephen had hitherto
brushed aside all such suggestions. He had neither capital
to invest nor credit with which to speculate. He was in-
corruptibly honest, because, both in his limitations and his
strength, in his instincts and in his ambitions, he was the
embryo of an English statesman.

But now he was a father also, and that pretty, heart-
broken girl belonged to him, and looked to him to bring
her freedom, an expensive purchase, for, that the thousand
pounds would be only an instalment Stephen had no doubt.
He could not know that that restive mare was going to com-
plete the deal. '

For two days he listened to the bulletins, heard the distant
sound of moans as he hurried to his rooms, met Constantia
red-eyed on the stairs, saw the trim hospital nurse busied
about her work, and felt that he alone was doing nothing,
that everything remained for him to do. He recognised it
as a fortunate coincidence that the first man he met when he
turned into the Carlton on the day he received Jack Forrest's
letter of reminder was Karl Althaus. Stephen would have
passed him with a nod, but somehow his mind was relieved.
There is no doubt these rich men, these men with the rumour
of many millions surrounding their personalities, have a certain
irresistible attraction for the impecunious. Stephen had dis-
cussed this curious magnetism, but he had never felt it. He
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had always been poor, but he had never wanted money as
keenly as he wanted other things. He wanted money
badly now, and Karl’s big body, strong face, and deep voice,
seemed like a promise. Still, he would have passed him
with a nod.

“Now, then, that won't do, Mr. Hayward; one would
think you were your sister, eh! passing me by like that.
Goin’ in to lunch, are you? So am I; we'll have a snack
together, The African mail is in; things are getting very

tight up there, your people won’t be able to keep their eyes
shut much longer.”

Stephen smiled.

“Tight, are they ? Eldorado played out?”

“Eh! You may laugh; that’s what you fellows do, you
never notice the sky is getting dark until a thunderbolt falls
on your head. Here, waiter, chops and potatoes for two.”

Stephen unfolded his napkin, surveyed the bill of fare.

“What’s the good of that? Eleven times altogether I've
seen you lunching here. You take five minutes looking down
that greasy bit of paper, and then you order a chop, and a
whisky and soda.”

Stephen laughed as he abandoned the menu, and leaned
back in his chair,

“You seem to know my habits.”

“Oh ! any one would notice a habit like that. Now, what
a pity it is, Hayward—you'll excuse me dropping the mister,
I can’t get my tongue round these ceremoniousnesses—what
a pity it is you're such a squeamish fellow over money matters,
Here, you, waiter, I'll have a pint of Bass,
was such a time as now for making money.”

Stephen surveyed his chop, and Karl watched him,

“What do you call squeamish ? " he said, looking up.

“Squeamish? Well, I call it squeamish, knowing me as
well as you do, that you never take advantage of it.”

“Take advantage of it ?”’

“I've told you, well, a dozen things, hinted at others.”

“Oh! I don’t speculate,” said Stephen weakly, playing with
his knife aud fork, seeing the opening, yet shrinking from it.

There never
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“ And why not?”

“No money,” he said briefly,

“That’s a reason for speculating, not for leaving it alone,
But I wasn’t talking of speculating, certainties I mean, man,
certainties.”

“Are there any ?”

“Dozens, when you've got Karl Althaus at the back of

»

you.

Stephen went on with his lunch, although all the time he
was thinking of that thousand pounds, wondering if he could
ask Karl Althaus to lend it to him, it would be a small
sum to such a man, or whether he should ask Althaus to
show him how to make it, or whether, after all, he had not
better do anything rather than become involved in pecuniary
transactions with what he and Con had always called “the
gang.” It was a strange coincidence that Karl Althaus
should have begun at once to talk about speculation. It was
not so strange as it seemed to Stephen, for neither Karl, nor
Karl’s set, habitually spoke of anything else. Stephen was
absorbed and perplexed, his chop was dry and tasteless, Le
grumbled at it. Karl, shrewdly observant, said :

“You've got the hump to-day, you’re out of sorts.
What's wrong?” Stephen looked up and met Karl's grey
eyes, one of them a little bloodshot. '

“Well,” he said whimsically, ¢ you’ve hit it. I have got
the hump, I am worried.” He pushed his plate away. “I
must get out of this. I've been overworked. A couple of
days with the rod will put me right.”

“Bosh! Overworked! Who minds overwork ? Why, man,
I've—" And here followed a wonderful relation of fifteen
consecutive days in which Karl, with an average of three
hours’ sleep in the twenty-four, had outwitted a big Com-
pany, and netted half a million of money.

Stephen listened with interest keener than, and different
from, any he had hitherto given to Karl Althaus’s financial
stories.

“What do you think of that for work? Overworked!”
Karl flung his grey mane back in contempt.
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Almost involuntarily Stephen said :

“1 think I'd do fifteen days’ work like that if I got as well
paid for it.”

Karl took the cue he had been waiting for, very quickly.

“Do you want money ?

And still Stephen fenced.

“1 suppose every one wants money, more or less,”

“Stick to the point. I've an idea you're in a fix, want
a lump, perhaps. Do you think there’s a better man in the
world to come to than Karl Althaus. Eh!”

“I suppose you are used to people consulting you about
money matters?”’

“Consulting me!” Karl laughed outright; the chair
creaked as he put his back against it and laughed. “You
bet! Consultation you call it! Why, they drag it off me,
put their hands in my pocket and pull it out, they dip into
me as if I was a lucky bag. Consult!”

“So you've a fine contempt for your fellow men ?”

Karl answered quickly :

“Countempt? Not I! They can’t want it worse than I've
done, and they can’t do worse to get it either. But come,
now, what do you want? How much do you want? I'll put
you on the right horse, never fear,”

Stephen took a sudden resolution, dropped his nonchalance,
leaned forward, and said hurriedly :

“] do want money, want it badly—a sum-—and at once.
Your ‘good thing’ is of no use to me. I shouldn’t know
how to take advantage of it, probably, and, anyway, I sup-
pose it would be an affair of weeks. The money I want
will be of no use to me if I don’t have it to-day, to-mor-
row at latest. Will you lend it me? That is the question.
You know something of my affairs—I-—I—am pretty sure to
have a large augmentation of income one of these days.”
The slow blood mounted to Stephen’s face when he alluded

to his possible promotion. ‘I will pay you back, and with

interest, as soon as | am in a position to do so, but I have
no security to offer, none.”

“A large sum?”
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“Large to me.”

“A hundred thousand ?”’

“Good God, no. I want a thousand pounds.”

Karl smiled, it was a charming smile, frank, engaging,
one might almost say sweet; his teeth were so sound and
even, the curves of his thick lips so generous. Otherwise
he was a plain man, although impressive. A man of about
forty-five, his grey, thick hair crowning a strong, clean-
shaven, mobile face. He did not look like a gentleman,
perhaps, but he had a personality. He stood out from the
ruck of men as something bigger, stronger, more important
than his fellows. His hands were brown, with square finger-
nails ; Stephen’s, white and tapered, looked like a woman'’s
beside them. He rose from his chair.

“Come on, come up to my rooms with me. I'll write you
a cheque. It’s absurd, absurd for a man like you to be short
of a thousand pounds. And I'll show you what to do with
it? you mustn’t throw it away in paying things; tradesmen
can wait, they’'re used to waiting.” Stephen, following him

out into the street, answered, shortly, almost sullenly, it
seemed to Karl:

“But it isn’t tradesmen.”

“Not tradesmen ?” Karl linked his arm in Stephen’s as
they walked down St. James’s Street together, talking con-
fidentially at the top of his voice. Stephen was ashamed of
himself for feeling ashamed of Karl.

“Well, well, now! Not tradesmen, eh? 1 remember
when I was selling winkles off a barrow in Hoxton—"" The
rest of the anecdote reached Stephen confusedly, for Algy
Cardargan bowled past them in a hansom, and Algy looked at
him and his companion with amusement, curiosity, surprise,
“Damn him, with his ‘I'll tell Con’ expression,” Stephen
said to himself irritably, and so he lost the Hoxton story.

Stephen knew something of Karl Althaus’s taste in bric-
d-brac. The sumptuous rooms in Piccadilly were but an
ante-chamber to the palace building in Park Lane, he had
heard.

“I'm staying in these diggings till they’ve run up my
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shanty in front,” was Karl’s apology, as he put his key in the
door. Bronzes and majolica were in the front hall ; a Velas-
quez, two Teniers, a Rubens, hung in the square, top-lighted,
inner one. The screen, behind which was the door that led
to the study, was hung with Raphael Morghen engravings
and Rembrandt etchings.

“And did you really sell winkles in Hoxton?” was
Stephen’s involuntary exclamation.

Karl, leading the way into the library, answered in-
differently, turning round as he spoke to look at his pet
Turner—he never came into the room without a glance at
that wonderful sea and sky: “I can’t remember whether
they were winkles ; they may have been mussels. I know
they were in a saucer, and there was a bottle of vinegar
attached to the show, and some pepper; and then that
fellow bilked me, as I was telling you coming along——"

“ And now you're building that great big palace in Park
Lane ?

“ And hobnobbing with a future Prime Minister! Never
you mind about that, there’s nothing in that. It is only
the first few thousands that take the blood out of you, the
rest’s easy enough, Money’s like rabbits, when you’ve got a
start, you simply let it breed. Mine’s breeding. I'm going
to make this cheque for a couple of thousand,” he said,
seating himself at the writing-table, “and then I'm going to
show you how to make it breed.”

Stephen was uncomfortable, he didn’t sit down. Sud-
denly the Turners arrested him ; he had a cultured eye.

“Those are the Abbotsford Turners,” Karl said, noticing,
as he wrote, the restless footsteps halt. “I've picked 'em
up one by one. Some cheap, some at the price of their
weight in diamonds, some off dealers who put on an honest
profit, some off collectors who knew they’d got a buyer, and
opened their mouths till you'd think the top of their heads
would come off. Here you are.” He had been writing
as he spoke ; now he rose and held out the pen and slip of
paper to Stephen. Stephen put out his hand—and hesitated.
It was acutely necessary for him to have the money
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Without it, to-morrow Jack Forrest might be sitting in the
library in Grosvenor Place, straw in mouth, obstinate and
cunning, insisting on his right of access to that miserable
little girl upstairs. But still Stephen hesitated, for it seemed
the price of his peace, of his independence.

“ Althaus,” he said desperately, “why are you so good
to me? Why are you lending me this? Have you got
anything in your head ? Are you trying to buy with it
something that I shall never be able to sell? Don’t think
me ungrateful. I'm desperately in need of money, but i

“Well, you can put it up. I don’t want a title,—at least,
not yet, and I don’t want you to help me to get into Society.
Society is much more anxious about me than I am about it,
so you can make your mind easy. Tut, man, don’t make an
ass of yourself. What’s two thousand pounds to me? It’s not
a button off my coat.”

“But you want something —you haven’t resented my
sister’s attitude ; I see you know all about that.”

“Yes, yes, and that she calls us ¢ pigs in clover.’

“No; that was the famous mot of Lady Violet, the
Duchess’s daughter.”

“Well, any way, I know all about it, and about the social
crusade, and I don’t care a damn ! ”’

“ And you single me out %

“Yes; I single you out. But it’s not because of your blue
blood or your social privileges.”

“Well, I'm in the Opposition

“] know. But that won’t last. Hayward—" Karl leaned
forward and put his hand on Stephen’s arm. “You can take
it from me, if I do want something off you, it’s something
you will want to give, and will be proud of having given.
They wanted you, you remember, on the Charter, on the
Board ; you wouldn’t come. Well,” he spoke seriously
—he was suddenly serious, “I want to give you a hint.
There’s trouble brewing over there—trouble they don’t
understand here, won’t listen to. True, you're in the
Opposition, but the time’s not far off when you won't be
We want a friend over here—a friend in power i

»
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“My dear fellow, I don’t know what you're trying to tell
me. I am not quite sure I want to know. But you haven't
quite the hang of English politics; you’ve come to the wrong
shop. If I've any idea of what you're hinting at, it’s to
the Colonial Office you ought to be addressing yourself—to
the Marquis of Ripon. Here,” he held out to Karl the
cheque he had given him, “if you're lending me that on the
strength of any power I have, or may have, in South African
affairs e

“Put it up, man. I know what I'm doing. I am lending
you the money because I like you: I've lent bigger sums for
worse reasons. [ know all about Ripon and the Colonial
Office ; we'll work that another way. But you're a Hayward,
and your boss is well in with Sarum. Sarum has been Prime
Minister before, and will be again, Jevington is a Privy
Councillor, and you lead him by the nose. You see I know
all about it. I don’t want to bind you to anything, but if the
time comes when life gets insupportable for us up there ”—
“up there ” meant in Johannesburg, Stephen knew—‘“and
we have to take matters in our own hands, we may want a
friend at court. Will you be that friend ?”

“I don’t know to what you are committing me,” said
Stephen slowly.

“To nothing,” answered the other sharply. “I'll put it in
a nut-shell. I don’t know what steps we are going to take;
I don’t know how much more we are going to stand, nor
what we are going to do. Six weeks before I started I had
no more notion of what was on hand than you have, but I met
a woman in Cape Town—well, I won’t bother you about that,
but it's the woman who wrote ‘ The Kaflir and his Keeper,’
and, if I hadn’t known beforehand, she’d have taught me
then, that you can’t afford to let things go on as they are.
My way isn’t clear. I've seen two or three of the leaders,
but their way isn’t clear ; we've all of us got divided interests.
But I have an idea in my head that Rhodes means business
this time. Now, when the time comes, if ever the time
should come, when that idea matures, and we take action,
we shall want some support at home, tacit, any way moral,
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support and countenance. I don’t care a curse who forms
the Government; I don’t suppose we’ll want the Govern-
ment exactly, though we may ; but what we're pretty certain
to want is Parliament, and I suppose I'm not going far
astray in thinking there are large sections in both Houses
led, directly or indirectly, by the Haywards, That’s what
we might want—representation, a friend at Court. If I send
you a message asking for it, will you send me a sign, a ‘yes’
or ‘no,’ that I can understand? If you're no longer in
Opposition, and, mind you, we may wait for that—why, all
the better.”

It seemed a little thing to promise, though Karl was in
such tremendous earnest about it, solemn even. It made
Stephen Hayward thoughtful; it must be borne in mind
that it was as an Imperialist he had originally won his
Spurs.

“What you want me to do is this: If you fellows out there
decide upon endeavouring in any way to force the Transvaal
Government to redress those grievances you talk about,
you'll send me word before you take action, and on my
reply you'll base your proceedings. Is that right?”

“Quite exact. Send us a word, a sign. Let us know
where we are with the people at home!”

“But I may have no power, no place.”

“Oh, rot! We're talking sense, we two. You'll do it?”

“I think so. Yes; I don’t think I am promising any-
thing I cannot perform. I think, if all you want is to
know our views at home on any action you may take, I may
promise you shall hear them from me,” answered Stephen
slowly, not without reflection, carefully, and after con-
sideration.

“Then,”—Karl subsided into his chair, he had been
watching Stephen with some anxiety, ¢ that’s all right. Now
I'll teach you how to make two thousand pounds breed a
hundred thousand. But, first,” he leaned forward, touching
him lightly, sympathetically, “ what’s the trouble ?”’

Stephen was not naturally communicative—he had never
been in a position to afford it; the question startled him.,

T Sy

hand
his o
not v
card,
the n

0« I
“thai



W e 2

¥
3

R TE Tt

-

PIGS

IN

CLOVER

65

He had hardly yet grasped the meaning of the first request,
nor known why he had acceded to it. Karl was so—so
crude, Stephen hesitated.

“Oh! of course you needn’t tell me unless you like. Of
course, if you would rather keep it to yourself, why—there
the matter ends. But I've dealt with more blackguards in my
time than you have, and I play most games of chance better
than most men ; that’s how I'm here. You're in trouble—you
want money—it isn’t tradespeople ; I know that well enough
—knew it when I asked you, your position would keep them
quiet, and besides there’s never any hurry about honest
debts. Ergo, you're in a mess—blackmail. You'd better
let me see you through.”

It was impossible to resent the words. Karl’s voice and
manner were full of kindness, of real interest. The big
man looked strong, helpful, and he had dealt with many
blackguards, no doubt. The impulse was strong in Stephen
to consult with him, to ask his advice, to be guided by him
in dealing with Jack Forrest

Who could guess that Providence would take the whole
matter out of his hands, that by this time to-morrow all fear
from Jack Forrest woulid have been at an end, and the secret
safe ?

“Well,” he began, hesitated again, stopped short.

“There is a man,” suggested Karl helpfully.

“Yes, a blackguard, a broken-down jockey, a—" and
then followed slowly, sometimes helped out sometimes em-
broidered by Karl’s quick apprehension and ready sympathy,
the whole pitiable, discreditable story.

Karl got up and walked about as Stephen had done. He
was startled. It was not the card he expected to find in his
hand. He had a standard of honour, a curious standard of
his own, very different from that of other men, and he did
not want to have to use a woman in his game. It was a
card, a good card, and it had taken a trick, but Karl walked
the room impatiently,

“] was sure it was blackmail " he said, almost to himself;
“that 1 was sure of.”
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“Why ?"” said Stephen thoughtlessly.

“Well,” answered the other slowly, still off his guard,
“ you're not always in your place, your health is a trifle more
precarious in the Press than your doctor admits. I guess
you're a man like the rest of us, you've got a non-political
side to your character, if you do keep it out of sight.”

The colour slowly mounted to the thin fair face.

“These non-political qualities of mine, to which you so
gracefully allude, exist only in your imagination,” said
Stephen, rising. “I must be going, I think—" Karl
pushed him back into his chair.

“Don’t be huffy, man; I meant no harm. We'll talk this
over. I'll find a way out for you, never fear. 1 know rather
more of this Jack Forrest than you do, I fancy. He was no
more your father’s son than I am, to begin with.”

Stephen allowed himself to be persuaded to stay, and the
two men discussed, from the different standpoints of their
different natures, the way to deal with the situations which,
as it happened, never arose. Karl recovered the confidence
his unfortunate allusion had so nearly forfeited.

After they had discussed Aline, they discussed finance, and
Stephen began to change his views about money-making, to
hope that it might not be necessary to be dishonest in order
to become rich. Also he began to understand Karl Althaus
a little, and the qualities that had placed him where he was,
and to be less satisfied with his own progress, and his own
talents in achieving, what, after all, seemed at the moment
S0 vague a success.

But he only thought this when Karl brought out a case of
miniatures by Oliver, and made him envious of many things
money could buy,




CHAPTER V

It was Karl Althaus’s money that gave Aline her divorce,
although it was only accident that made the decree absolute.
A period of anxiety followed, the waiting for eventualities
It was impossible to say at first whether the secret had been,
or could be, safely guarded, but, when three months had
gone by and nothing had occurred, no whisper penetrated,
no shadow from the past fallen athwart their path, Constantia
took heart, and Aline, clinging to her, moved slowly out of
sight of the precipice that had yawned before her.

She and Constantia went to Rome, to Florence, to Nice,
to the Riviera, and the Italian lakes. Constantia took the
girl wherever society congregated. She wished her to be
en evidence, to be seen as a child, with her dress short, her hair
hanging down in ringlets. Scandal could never touch a life
lived from the beginning openly, and in the sight of men
and women. All the family, who had promised themselves
to be kind to Angela’s child when she came out, blamed
Constantia seriously for letting her be seen at so early an
age, but Constantia had deliberately arranged her alibi, and
bore rebuke with unwonted meekness.

The pair were back in London early in the year, and then
Aline was put under the care of governesses and masters,
conventionally educated people who taught conventional
things, She was very grateful, deeply grateful, to aunt
and father, That her gratitude was silent made it no less
genuine. She would have done anything they asked of her,
but all they asked of her was to mould herself into the form
that society demands. All her impulses were dead, and her
spontaneity ; she was still dazed, and sometimes she hardly

realised her deliverance.
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It was arranged that there should be no presentation until
the following season, but there were many young friends
coming in and out, young cousins and relatives, and now
and then there was a night at the Opera, always a Sunday
parade in the Park. It seemed that Aline was never out
of sight. Her cousins found her cold, some of them used
another word and said stupid. Lady Violet, the most flippant
of the cousins, said she was like all old maids’ children! But,
that they saw her and talked of her was enough for Con-
stantia; she wished Aline apparently to pass before their
eyes from childhood to wonanhood, and she achieved her
object, Never could the girl’s relatives believe but that
they had watched her grow up innocently,

From childhood to womanhood she grew, apparently in
the open, grew into a young model of her aunt, an ac-
knowledged beauty, though somewhat too stately, a thought
cold, but with the Hayward carriage and the famous Jevington
instep. Nor Stephen nor Constantia could find fault with
her demeanour, and when, in her nineteenth year, she was
presented by her aunt, the Duchess of Alncaster, there was
neither whisper about her name nor shadow on her fame;
her correctness was as unquestioned as her beauty, She had
taken all the varnish those conventional instructors had given
her; she had become cased in it. She may have become
cramped, but the experience of the natural growth had
proved so nearly fatal that all her desire was for restraint.
Her immobility helped to spread the varnish thicker, it
slowly hardened in the atmosphere about her. Her indivi-
duality shrank and withered. She was all conduct and all
deportment, and though, perhaps, it were harsh to echo the
judgment that called her stupid, it did not appear that her
intelligence had developed very notably since her illness.
She was indisputably dull. She echoed Constantia’s senti-
ments, but without Constantia’s conviction, and she joined,
as far as her youth and subsidiary position permitted, in
Constantia’s crusade. She refused introductions to million-
aires, and even had been heard to repeat quite gravely Lady
Violet’s oft-quoted mot, that they were only “ pigs in clover.”
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“] cannot think what Constantia and Stephen mean by
it,” lamented the Duchess, successor to that old lady who
had interfered in Aline’s education. “The girl, with all her
beauty, is not in the least attractive ; Stephen has no means
of providing for her, and the only class of man who would
be likely to take a fancy to her she has been taught to con-
sider beneath her notice.”

“Oh! Constantia is mad on blue blood and noblesse oblige,
and all those exploded old notions,” answered the flippant
cousin, “and as for Aline, either she has no mind at all, or
she has not the pluck to exercise it. She is not allowed to
talk to anything under four-generation men, and she has
nothing to say even to those. She watches old Constantia
out of the corners of her eyes as if she were frightened of
her, and she moves with the mechanical precision of clock
work. She is not a girl at all, she is only an automaton,”

“ Her mother was not clever, but then, she was not hand-
some either, and she had thirty thousand pounds,” said the
Duchess reflec ively. If Stephen had not spent the thirty
thousand pounds, there would be more excuse for the way
they have brought the girl up ; and, as for Constantia’s money,
in the first place it is very tightly tied up, and in the second
[ did not think she had any of it left.”

The Duchess was not famous for her consistency in argu-
ment, or, in fact, for anything except the amount of bugles
she managed to concentrate on her unwieldy person, and the
open manner in which she had rejoiced at the disappearance
of her husband’s mother.

“Why did Constantia never marry, mother? You say she
had money, though you don’t seem to know what has become
of it ; she certainly must have been a very good-looking girl,
and she is not within a hundred miles of being as stupid as
Aline.”

“1It is really most disrespectful of you to speak of your
aunt as old. She is sixteen years younger than I am, very
little over fifty. As a matter of fact, your Aunt Constantia
remained unmarried because she wished to devote herself
and her income entirely to her brother Stephen; it is only
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dies.”

“ But there must have been a love story !”

“I never heard of one.” The Duchess was a gossip, and
the Lady Violet was peculiarly modern, therefore it was not
so unnatural, as it would have been in the eighteenth cen-
tury, for the mother to give the girl an outline of the conduct
and career of Stephen’s and Constantia’s father. Lord John
Hayward was almost historical.

“Con has never really left Stephen,” the Duchess rau..'~d
on. ‘I think poor Angela must have felt quite an outsider.”

“Well, any way, Aline is not devoted to anybody, so there
is no excuse for her being unlike other people. When she
goes into a ballroom everybody looks at her, but when she
goes out they all heave a sigh of relief. She won't have been
out two years before it will be absolutely impossible to get
a man to speak to her. Dick says he felt as if he were in
Earlswood when he took her down to dinner the other
night.”

“Your father does not think her stupid at all,” the Duchess
said, with that complacency with which she usuaily regarded
that hereditary legislator, the Duke of Alncaster, “he says
she is only shy.”

“Poor girl ! if father is going to be her advocate her last
chance is gone.” This was unfilial on Lady Violet’s part, but
not incorrect, for the Duke was a bore, and, if a bore talks
enthusiastically about a dull person, the two become segre-
gated within their zone of unrelieved tedium.

But Stephen and Constantia heard none of the current
comments on Aline. She had, apparently, done all that they
asked of her; she had seemingly forgotten the episode inter-
vening between her leaving Hadalstone and her coming
to them in Grosvenor Square. The Dowager had been
pleased with her appearance on rcturning from the Continent,

and had commended the girl to her son, and her son’s wife,
and the latter had duly and dutifully presented Aline. It was
enough for Stephen and Constantia that no shadow should
rest on her youth. That neither of them found her com-

an income, by the way, and goes back to the family after she
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panionable each thought was due to the intervention of the
other. In truth, both their lives were full without her,
Although the Ministry, which seemed to be tottering when
Aline returned to them, was still standing when she made
her timid bow to her Sovereign, Stephen was none the less
hopeful, none the less full of electoral and Party affairs.

He had also other interests now. Karl had not persuaded
him to join the Board of the Chartered Company, nor any
other directorate, for Stephen held the strongest possible
opinion as to the necessity of separating politics from finance,
But Karl had allotted certain shares to Stephen, and, when
Stephen remonstrated, Karl said he was sorry he had mis-
understood him, he thought he was interested in the water-
supply of Johannesburg. Stephen was annoyed, but admitted
that, when Karl had spoken of a system of irrigation and
waterworks for Johannesburg he had expressed himself
favourably. Still, he objected to his holding, and, on Karl's
advice, directed his bankers to sell his allotment. The
allotment had been at par; the market price was promptly
four, Stephen thus unexpectedly, and, through no fault
of his own, became possessed of capital, This capital he
invested on Karl’s recommendation, and both Constantia
and Aline benefited indirectly by the resultant dividends.

When Karl left England, an event that ante-dated Aline’s
presentation, he did not lose sight of Stephen’s interests, nor
his interest in Stephen, They corresponded, and Stephen,
profiting by this as far as he legitimately could, half as far as
Karl considered he might, became ever more convinced of his
correspondent’s shrewdness in money matters.

It is strange, but true, that the Duchess and her shrill
and attenuated daughter, the Lady Violet, were little more
interested in Aline, in her own and her father’s fortunes, than
was Karl Althaus up in Johannesbury, trying to reconcile
irreconcilable elements, and full of big . ffairs. He was one
of a crowd, seen in England as shadows, '.ardly real, in Cape
Town more vividly as struggling figures on a 4im horizon
black with war clouds. Karl had had no desire i:» meddle
with politics—politics were forced upon him, His life had
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been spent in money-making; to wrench himself away, to
divorce himself from his life’s scheme, was not the work of a
day. When the National Union, representing the intelligence
of Johannesburg, first invited him, as one of the capitalists,
to join them, his reply had been an unhesitating negative.
He had his hands full enough, he told them, without
Imperialism, or Anti-Krugerism, to complicate his dealings.
But, on his way to England, before that memorable visit

during which we have seen him endeavouring to persuade.

Stephen Hayward of the importance of South African affairs,
he had stayed a month in Cape Town, and there a little woman,
whom he had sought for far other reasons, had taught him,
in some subtle way that little women have, that there were
things in life more worth having than money or works of
art. Among the things she had taught him were worth the
having, and which, under her influence, he had begun to
dimly realise, was his place in the Empire, his stake as an
Englishman. When he had spoken to Stephen of what
would or might come, he spoke out of the wisdom that little
woman had taught him. It is an old story now, told often
and differently, but, in truth, the position of affairs in the
Transvaal while Karl Althaus was in England laying plans,
whilst Aline was making her unfortunate experiment in
matrimony, and Stephen Hayward his first in finance, was
well-nigh desperate.

The two races, Boer and British, were living, side by side,
under almost impossible conditions. Authority was with the
first ; industry, intelligence, capital, with the latter. The
struggle was inevitable; that Karl Althaus should be in-
volved in it was due to Joan de Groot.

Karl Althaus, before he had stopped at Cape Town on his
way to England, had been satisfied to fight the Boers with
their own weapons. He, too, had subsidised, undermined,
bribed, intrigued. Meanness and lying, craft and diplomacy,
had been the weapons with which the heads of the great
mining industry had met the Chadbands of the first Raad.
But, after Karl had met Joan de Groot, and, through her,
had met the men who were moving, impelled by a motive,
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perhaps patriotic, perhaps personal, towards a great end,
he seemed to see his way more clearly, and it was a dif-
ferent way. There was a luminosity in the soul of the big
South African millionaire that made him reflect a little light
very largely.

It is easy to understand the source of that light. Before
Karl went to England, the authoress of “The Kaffir and his
Keeper,” and the Prime Minister of Cape Colony had, jointly
and separately, persuaded the multi-millionaire that his
financial interests were threatened by Boer ambitions, Boer
aggressions. He went home fully persuaded that something
must be done. What that something was had not been fully
explained to him. But he had been advised to pour into the
ears of certain men the position of their fellow Britons in the
Transvaal ; and it had been pointed out to him that, through
their connection with Lord Sarum, the Haywards as a family,
and Stephen Hayward in particular, represented more than
their or his immediate position. Hence his seeking out of
Stephen, for Karl believed in men, not multitudes. And he
returned to South Africa in good spirits, for he considered
he had tapped the source of power, obtained the key to the
future Cabinet.

He told this to the Prime Minister of Cape Colony, who
met him on his return, eager for news, strong, and full of
indomitable purpose, quite ready for reinforcements. The
Prime Minister carried him off to Groot Schurr, and took two
days to extract from him all he wanted to know. His plans
were fairly clear. The game lay as on a chess-board before
him. This big, unwieldy knight, this Karl, whom he had
been moving, must be brought again into position.

“ A weak Government like this isn’t of use to any one,”
Karl told him. “I tell you the Liberal Party has gone to
pot over there, it's weak, it's vacillating, it's decayed, it's
effete. It’s the strong Opposition you've got to tackle, not
the falling Government.”

“You're right, Althaus, you've got the ropes at once.
Liberalism is dead as a door nail. It spells Individualism,
and, thank God, England can’t stand that as a political
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standard. The Government is doomed. The Haywards and
Job Chesham will divide the power when the time comes.
You couldn’t have done better than tackle Stephen Hay-
ward ; he has got all the brains of the family. ['m not
saying much, but one might say a bit more and not go off
the truth. Chesham is a friend of mine; Chesham knows
pretty straicht what is going on over here, though I can’t
bring him into line with our way of tackling it.’

“ And what is your way of tackling it? That's the point
you've left me a little hazy about. You must have some-
thing up your sleeve ; it’s not a fighting force up there.”

“You'll see soon enough. You'll join us, you say, what-
ever we decide ? "

“Well,” Karl answered bluntly; “I promised Mrs. de
Groot, and I'm not going to back out.”

“ What we are aiming at is the Transvaal for the Empire.
What they are aiming at is South Africa for the Transvaalers.
What we've got to do is to try and hold out until the
Unionists are ruling the roost over there. What we've got
to be prepared for is being unable to hold on until then.
Do you see ? "’

“Not as clearly as I should like to. But, as I told you,
I'll go it blind. What do you want me to do?”

“ Use your position to force the knowledge of theirs upon
your fellow-countrymen. Tell 'em you made a fortune, be-
cause, when you were not helped, you helped yourself. Do
you understand ?”’

“ Helped myself, did I1?”

“Of course, and I've helped myself. And we're where
we are. Well, England is not going to help the Johannes-
burghers unless they show they can help themselves. Go up
there and preach it, that’s your ticket; ram it down their
throats, make "em get ready.”

“Right you are; Isaid I'd go itblind,and you've got thedeal.”

“Teach 'em not to show their teeth, but to keep them
filed. D’ye understand? When I'm ready, and you other
fellows are ready with that lesson, we can go on.”

“ Bechuanaland ! " suggested Karl.

I
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“That’s my basiness,” answered the empire-maker.
Karl waited a day or two longer in Cape Town. He had to
meet Van Biene, for Karl Althaus was a man of large affairs,
and Van Biene was his lawyer. Also he wanted to see Joan
de Groot, wanted desperately to see that little woman again,
But, whilst Karl had been paying his flying visit to England,
the authoress of “The Kaffir and his Keeper” had gone up
country with her brother, and Karl, to his bitter disappoint-
ment, missed the encouragement and approval on which he
had counted securely.

By the time he returned to Johannesburg events had begun
to move. He found himself in the midst of a population in-
flamed, uneasy, ominous. At Cape Town the air had been full
of rumours, at Johannesburg the rumours faded before ugly
fact. The taxes wrung from the Uitlanders were being svent
on arms; a big fort was building at Pretoria; the men, who
were not allowed a voice in the government of the land they
had enriched, were ordered to fight under Boer leadership, to
wrest territory, the possessions of natives, for their tyrants.

The town was in an uproar over the question of the com-
mando. The men refused to obey the order to fight, and
were taunted as cowards. Karl heard the Boer opinion of
rheineks, of Englishmen ; it was forced down his throat, and
now he no longer cared to swallow it. He helped with his
purse the men who were standing out. From the authoress of
“The Kaffir and his Keeper” he had seen in a new light the
treatment the natives would receive from their conquerors.
From Stephen Hayward he had gathered incidentally, but no
less definitely, that neither Rhodes nor Joan de Groot over-
valued their birthright. No Englishman should fight to win
slaves for the Boers if he, Karl Althaus, could prevent it.

For that moment, however, revolution was averted. The
Commissioner came up, some display of firmness was made,
and the obnoxious order was withdrawn., But Karl began te
see his way ever more clearly, and, whole-heartedly now, he
threw in his lot, and the lot of his firm, with the National
Union. This was in the autumn of 1894, when the Derby
win had secured the Liberal party an unfortunate renewal of
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the lease of power, and no Imperialist could safely rely upon
the Government at home for support or countenance.

The word came to Johannesburg from Cape Town that the
National Union must lie low, must wait and watch, [t was
all new to Karl Althaus, who was a financier by instinet and
ability, and only a politician by accident. He had been told
he had done well to secure Stephen Hayward and his in-
terest, but, after all, they must wait until the party Hayward
represented came into power before they attempted to profit
by any aid from him. The visit of Loch to Johannesburg was
the culminating situation in the first scene of the revolt of
the Uitlanders.

Karl went back to finance, it was a miliex in which he
found himself more at home. For the time being the
National Union resolved itself into a talkee-talkee club of
journalists and lawyers, and vexed his soul with dialectics.
The offices of the Goldfields Company in Johannesburg
were the headquarters of the association. There, in the big
room with the oriel window that commanded Simmonds
Street, Karl discussed the situation, for the thousand and
first time, with Louis. Louis had come from Kimberley at
his summons, and come gladly. South Africa was the wrong
environment for Louis Althaus. He had often told Karl so,
and Karl had released him whenever it had been possible.
Karl had summoned Louis now to Johannesburg, but had
given him to understand it was en route for home.

The offices of the Goldfields Company had been erected
with some pretentiousness, some attempt at architecture.
The room in which the Althauses had their interview was
furnished as an office, but handsomely, with oak furniture
and green leather chairs, maps of various properties adorning
the walls, Beyond was the clerks’ room, the room where,
in the days to come, the Reform Committee were to sleep
and guard—nothing, not even the personal safety that was
their first consideration.

Karl, as usual, walked up and down while he talked, big,
vehement, overwhelming. Louis, contemplating his own
slender foot, caressing his imperial, wandering in fancy already
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to Poole’s, and giving a careless retrospective glance over his
wardrobe, felt a twinge of pity for his brother by adoption,
because, although he had come straight from London, the
tweeds that he wore were so evidently of Cape Town cut.
They had got through their greetings, warm ones, for
these two, save for each other, were alone in the world.
And now they would be together but a few hours. Karl had
received instructions from Cape Town to “slow down,” to
keep for the present to strictly constitutional lines in case of
any agitation, to forget the wild talk that had been prevalent
and encouraged before the Commissioner’s interference. But
Karl came into line with difficulty, he saw many points that
escaped the wire-pullers in Cape Town. An idea had been
put into his head, and there it stayed obstinately., He told
Louis all about it, that, in his opinion there was now only
one way to secure good government and justice, and that
way was armed revolution, The inspiration had been given
him, and he could not rid himself of it. That he should
select Louis as a confidant was characteristic of Karl. He
had, notwithstanding many shocks and incilents that should
have opened his eyes, a very tolerant view of all Louis Alt-
haus’s failings, a very high opinion of his abilities, a great
admiration for his charm of manner and indisputably hand-
some person. For Louis was the antithesis of Karl, there was
not the slightest suggestion of roughness about him, he was
so supremely polished that one could almost see him glisten ;
even his clothes had a gloss on them.

“You must get to London, Louis. I don’t think Rhodes,
or any other of them, has quite grasped the situation up
here ; any way, I was not prepared for it, There is no end to
the villainies they are perpetrating. The last move to pre-
vent us getting a judgment if we get a verdict kills any
possibility of justice. The Union are petitioning the Land-
rost again ; they might just as well petition Malacho.”

“Why on earth are you mixing yourself up in it? That's
what I can’t understand.”

“Oh! you'll soon understand that. It's life and death to
the gold industry.”
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‘ Twadidle.’

“] mean it.”

“Well, goon. What am [ to do?”

“Go home, and get public opinion on our side. It’s
Rhodes’ belief that, when there’s a change of government,
there will be a change of policy. I've broken the ice;

practically I've secured Stephen Hayward; but there must

be some one on the spot to use the right moment when it
comes.”’

“Why Stephen Hayward ? ” interrupted Louis, looking up
quickly from the consideration of his really elegant foot and
ankle. “Why not Stanley? He was the last Conservative
Colonial Secretary.”

“Oh, they will have to give the loaves and fishes to the
Unionists, I know what I am talking about. He's the best
man they’ve got, a nice fellow too, knows more about marks
on china than any Englishman I ever met.”

“ How on earth did you get hold of Stephen Hayward ?”’

“He was in a bit of a mess, and I helped him out; he
helped me once. I was making a fool of myself over a famille
verte vase, Ming period, the cleverest fake you ever saw.”

“In amess?” Louis questioned Karl with interest. “ What
had he done? how did you get to know ? "

“No, no, nothing at all; nothing to do with himself.
He’s got a daughter, some trouble with his daughter, it's
all right now.”

Louis curled the ends of his moustache and looked
self - conscious. It was a way he had when women were
mentioned. He had infallible theories, and unfathomable
interest in women. Whenever he heard of a woman who
was, or had been, in trouble, he had the air and, in truth,
the belief that, whatever the incident, it was only accident
prevented him from being the hero of it. Karl did not
satis{y his curiosity about Aline Hayward, he was vexed with
himself for having mentioned it, and tried to slur it over and
crase what he had said. But Louis made a mental note, and

only permitted the subject to be changed when he had no
choice.
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Louis’s interest in revolution was very perfunctory. Karl
had talked to him of little else since his arrival, and yet,
notwithstanding Karl’s enthusiasm, he had stirred none in
Louis. Of course, he would buy arms, Louis liked buying,
patronising, playing at power, and he would keep Stephen
Hayward informed of every step they contemplated, or, at
least, of every step they took. All this he promised Karl.

Louis was glad to get his orders for London. South Africa
was no field for him ; he knew that. He and Karl had been
continually separate since he had reached adult age. London,
Paris, Vienna, had been Louis’s sojourning places. He had
generally carried out Karl’s instructions straightforwardly,
recognising, instinctively perhaps, either how much he owed
the older man, or how impolitic it would “e to play him
false. The firm had grown into a large one with colossal
international interests. Louis, trusted implicitly by Karl,
had frequently been the latter’s agent. Forgetting how
simple his instructions were, how clear, and, remembering only
how everything had prospered with him, Karl had grown to
look upon Louis, notwithstanding some disappointments, some
shocks even, as having something of his own fibre, These
shocks, disappointments, divergencies, had obstructed him
in his desire to make Louis a partner in the firm, but
pecuniarily the younger man suffered little from the ex-
clusion.

Louis had no misgivings as to his power to carry out the
diplomatic work of which Karl now spoke, and with which
Karl now entrusted him. Louis had no doub* of himself. He
appreciated Karl’s success, though he was apt to attribute
much of it to luck. But all Karl's qualities he saw in him-
self transmitted into something finer, more delicate, more
tactful. There was nothing of which Louis Althaus did not
think himself capable. That he had achieved nothing in no
way interfered with this estimate. '

He had a way of talking of Karl, and of Karl’s goodness
to him, that somehow or other made all this obvious,

“ There's no one like my adopted brother Karl,” he would
say, “he has been father, mother, everything to me since
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we were both left orphans.” Then, with that deprecat
ing shrug of his mobile shoulders—one of the foreign habits
he had acquired, that went with the imperial and the dark
moustachios, he would add, “But much as I appreciate him,
I must say ”—and the things he felt himself compelled to
refer to were all true. Karl wore shocking boots, square-
toed, hideous, his clothes were very often atrocious, he was
loud in public places, he had more than once played poker
through an evening and night right into the following day,
he could drink a tumblerful of whisky neat, and he very
frequently did. These were unimportant details, and Karl's
friends smiled at them, but women noted with an approving
eye the difference between Louis Althaus, gentleman, and
Karl Althaus, millionaire. They were a little sorry for Louis
that his adopted brother should not be more worthy of his
refined taste, and they thought well of him because he cared
so much for his unfashionable guardian.

Karl rarely spoke of Louis except to his intimates, and
never discussed him, but all Johannesburg and all Pretoria
and all Cape Town, in fact, all English-speaking South Africa,
knew that Karl Althaus loved this elegant Louis.

Having discussed, in its various phases and aspects, the
revolution that was to be engineered, without Karl realising
how very vague was Louis’s interest in the imperial side of
the question, and how very doubtfully he regarded the value
to the firm of the economical side, the brothers found time,
before Louis left for Cape Town, to discuss business matters.

Karl’s habit of walking about when he talked fidgeted
Louis, but, when Louis was not personally contradicted or
crossed, or made to see his shortcomings, he was a man of
imperturbable good temper, the unreliable good temper of
the completely self-satisfied. He never complained that
Karl's restlessness was unpleasant to him. He sat on the
easiest chair in the room, and faced the light, and listened.

“ Do you remember the Geldenrief, Louis ? "’

“Do I remember a mine that cost us a quarter of a
million, that panned out before we’d got back the expenses
of the prospectus' Not that I think you were clever over
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that affair. You could have kept back the report until the
market had absorbed at least half the shares. We could
have got out with the loss of a hundred thousand.”

“And damned every other venture we ever put out!
No! no! There’s only one way of doing big business, if
you want to go on doing it, and that is to do it straight.
I found that out a bit late, but you can take it from me
there’s no doubt about it. But that's not the question
The reef was on the land right enough, I always knew it
was ; we got down a hundred feet, and—it pinched out.”

““ And you sent out the report, and on the strength of the
report the shares went down to half-a-crown, and the syndi-
cate lost its money.”

“ Exactly. Well, suppose I know what direction the reef
took, and that—" Karl suddenly came over to his brother
lowering his voice, “and that it is about the widest, richest,
finest reef on the whole of the Rand.”

Louis looked up, and there was greed in those soft eyes,
round those thin lips under the dark moustache, in the lines
that tightened about the mouth, and there was eagerness.

““ And the syndicate and the shareholders know nothing ?

“ No, nobody knows it but you and I.”

“What do you suppose it's worth ?”

“ Millions, Louis, millions.”

“ And you're worrying yourself about the franchise !”’

“Qh, rot! I don’t care a damn about the franchise; I've
told you so before. I care for our rights, I don’t care a damn
about how we get 'em. The Geldenrief is a case in point.
Under decent Government, it could have been worked at a
profit until the Company and everybody had got to know
what nobody knows now but me and, perhaps, one or two
other people. That Bewaarplatzen scandal was the first nail
in the coffin of the Geldenrief.,”

“ What are you going to do?” There was no doubt about
Louis’s eager interest now, it narrowed his eyes, hardened
the lines round his mouth; he was still handsome, but the
poetry went out of his beauty. The face disappointed when
one looked from the broad forehead down to the narrow
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chin. In his happiest moments it was the broad forehead
and splendid eyes that attracted attention. But, when one
talked of money, it was the lower part of the face that seemed
to come into prominence, a certrin Mephistophelian cunning
became manifest, the lips grew thinner, and seemed to con-
tract. “What are you going to do?”

“I'm going—" Karl resumed his restless walk, “I'm going
to show the syndicate that trusted Oldberger, Althaus &
Co., and the jobbers that hold the shares, and the public
that bought a few of them, I'm goin’ "~—he burst out with
it, he shouted, “I'm goin’, by God, I'm goin’ to make all
their fortunes.” His voice fell again as he emptied his
glass. “I don’t know how I'm goin’ to work it. For, though
[ went up three months ago with nothing else in my mind,
something occurred—"" he hesitated, “ many things occurred,
to put it out of my mind.”

He tossed off a tumbler of whisky and soda, from which
the soda had been omitted, and he pushed the bottle over
to Louis, but Louis shook his head ; he was abstemious.

“ What do you think of that?” Karl asked.

But Louis did not commit himself.

“] should like to hear more about it.”

“So you shall. You remember we leased the land from
Piet de Groot ; we wanted the whole estate, but the farm he
refused to sell, talked a lot of twaddle about his grandfather
having reclaimed it, and his father and himself being born
there, and all the rubbish they do talk when they’re going
to swindle you. Well, we got a lease of the land, and of a
certain amount of dumping ground. I got an inkling of this
reef business ”’ (the inkling had cost Karl three months’ hard
work, and about ten thousand pounds in hard cash), “and I
claimed the ground. Then this wretched Bewaarplatz busi-
ness was dragged in, brought before the Groundwet, and
there it sticks. Meanwhile o

“ Meanwhile ?

Karl, always restless, was exceptionally so just now.
“As I've told you, I got in with the crowd who mean to
make the Groundwet listen to reason. The Geldenrief has
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nothing to do with politics, but perhaps it showed me more
clearly than anything else could have done how we're all
being swindled. I couldn’t touch the Bewaarplatz without
De Groot’s leave., De Groot’s a member of the first Raad,
second cousin or something or other to the old thief——"

“Then what chance have we got? How are we to get
hold of it?”

“I'm coming to that.” But he didn’t come very quickly,
though Louis’s attention was fully riveted.

“Piet de Groot’s got softening of the brain, creeping
paralysis, they call it, and I—I've met Joan de Groot.”

Karl’s face softened, his voice grew husky; he took an-
other pull at the whisky before he went on.

“ Louis, did you ever meet Mrs, de Groot? She was up
here for a few months, an Englishwoman, sister of John
Finnes, the Cape Town Advocate-General. She married
Piet when she was seventeen. He treated her like the
brute that he is, and she left him; she was in Pretoria for
some time.”

“Do you mean the woman who has just published a book
called ‘ The Kaffir and his Keeper’?”

“Yes. Did you know her?”

“No. Not my line of country—a wretched, little, scrib-
bling half-caste.”

“Oh! don’t be a fool.”

Louis was absolutely surprised ; he got up from his seat.

“Oh! sit still, I beg your pardon, but I have met her.”

“Well! what has she got to do with us?”

“I'm coming to it; give a fellow time. Louis! she’s the
most fascinating, charming, delightful woman I ever met in
my life, and damn it, she’s as honest as the day.”

“ But what’s she got to do with the Geldenrief, that’s what
I'm waiting to get at, that’s what I want to know ?”

“The rcef goes under the farm, dips on the curve, and
widens out, and the widest, richest of it, we reckon, is just
under Piet’s farm. We've got the shaft, we've got the
machinery, we've got nearly two hundred thousand Vpounth
lying on the outcrop, and—Piet won’t deal ! ™
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Then Louis’s eyes questioned as well as his voice,
“ And she "

“Inherits the farm under her marriage settlement.”

“Phew!” Louis sighed with relief. «Well, if she’s got it,
we've got it, I suppose. You know her, have seen her, been
with her, got her promise ? " he asked eagerly,

“Never so much as asked her for it. Went there on
purpose, and hardly mentioned it, forget, in fact, whether
I did or I didn’t. She drove it out of my head, drove every-
thing out of my head. I meant to see her again when I
returned on my way up here, but she was at Wynberg: I
just missed her.”

“Drove a million out of your head! A little, scribbling
Dutchwoman !”

“What's a million more or less! Louis, I'll show you the
woman she is. Poor as church mice, the lot of them, mind
you. Began with nothing, and have got it still. Well, ever
since that book of hers came out, she has been overwhelmed
with offers from London newspapers to give her views on
this and that and the other question. Five thousand pounds
I offered her, five thousand golden sovereigns—and 1 don’t
believe the woman has got five hundred in the world—to
give my views on a certain subject instead of her own. The
Jackson affair, in fact. She laughed at me, Louis! So help
me, God ! she laughed at me. Did you ever meet a woman
like that?”

“I've met every sort of woman,” answered Louis, with a
caress of his moustache and a softening of the eyes.

“Oh! I know you've been a devil of a fellow for women,”
Karl had had reason to know it ever since Louis was four-
teen, “but have you ever met a good 'un? [ don’t mean
one like this, for there isn’t such another, but one you
couldn’t ask for the things you most wanted of them ? "

“Never,” smiled Louis. “Never,” he repeated, with a
satisfied laugh.

Poor old Karl! Fancy comparing himself with Louis
where women were concerned.

“ | suppose you want me to tackle her.”
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“I'm damned if I quite know what I want. We'll have
to make little Joan a rich woman, whether she cares for it
or not. She’s just as mad on a united South Africa under
the British flag as Rhodes is. Half the interest she took in
me i

“She did take an interest in you, then?”

“Was due to the fact that she was keen on the capitalists
joining the National Union.’

“I begin to see daylight; I begin to see the meaning ot
your new-born patriotism.”

“I knew she was right,” said Karl sharply; “I knew we
ought not to sit down and see our country shoved in the
background.”

“And the Geldenrief dumping ground claimed,” inter-
posed Louis with a laugh.

“ A man may have a dozen motives. I'm opening myself
out to you. If [ want the Geldenrief, I only want my own.
We've spent two hundred thousand pounds upon it, and
Piet doesn’'t make three hundred a year out of the land.
It doesn’t seem to me justice to let it lie waste like that.
[ tried to persuade Joan, but I couldn’t make her see it.
You must take it on now; you’re a better talker than I
am. We must make her a rich woman, whether she wants
it or not.”

“ And get a bit for ourselves.”

“I'd like the old syndicate to get their money back, and
a bit over; I don’t deny that. When we bring the Althaus
Bank out next year, I should like to have the Geldenrief
Deep as an asset; I don’t deny that either. But I couldn’t
ask the little woman to promise me the reversion of the farm
as the price of my throwing in my lot with the revolutionists.
I couldn’t do it. I am in with them now, all the way; she
can take it how she likes. I don’t want you to do anything
but persuade her that, when she gets possession of the land,
it’s too good to graze sheep on.”

“Never fear; I'll persuade her.”

“And don’t stay too long in Cape Town. For, now that
I've thrown in my lot with these fellows, I'm hot on it. |
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never put my hand to a failure yet; aud when I put my
hand to getting the Transvaal for Great Britain, Great
Britain is going to get it. Because Joan—because Joan de
Groot is Joan de Groot, I couldn’t take the matter of the
farm any further; because Stephen Hayward thinks himself
under some sort of obligation to me, I couldn’'t force him
into compromising his position by showing any active sym-
pathy with us over here; but we might make her one of
the richest women in South Africa, and we might make him
one of the most-talked-of men in England. Do you see my
point? Will you tackle them ? I must stick to my post here ;
but you're such a clever fellow, I think you can do anything
with them. I own I want to play Providence to them both,
with or without their consent. Do you think you can take
iton?”

“Think ! my dear fellow—think! Give me a task worth
doing ; tackling a woman or an English politician is child’s-
play. Tell me, does any one else know about the Gelden-
rief, and Mrs, de Groot’s marriage settlement ?”

“Not a soul,”

““It was rather a risky thing leaving her up there without
any sort of promise, if you gave her a hint.”

The whisky was beginning to have its effect on Karl.

“I wouldn’t have left her there if I could have helped
myself,” Karl said, almost to himself.

Louis whistled. This was a new development for Karl.

“Oh! that was it, was it? That’s her school ?”

Karl turned on him roughly. “No, that wasn’t it.
Little Joan de Groot is as virtuous as she is honest, and
that’s saying a great deal.” He thumped his big fist on the
table. “ And any one who tempts the one or the other has
got to reckon with Karl Althaus,” he shouted.

Louis soothed him easily enough, and went on talking.
Presently he learned enough to know that the ““ Geldenrief
Deep,” for so he began to think of Piet’s farm, was pro-
tected by its lease. Its owner would not sell, had vowed he
would never sell his grandfather’s and his father’s grave, the
oasis they had wrested from the wilderness. But Van Biene,
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who had drawn up Joan’s marriage settlement, had drawn

up also the lease of the outcrop, and, by a covenant in the

latter, if ever the farm was sold, the Geldenrief Company
was to have the first refusal.

Louis’s journey to England, Louis’s mission to Stephen
Hayward, seemed to him of little importance in comparison
with Piet de Groot’s homestead,
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I'nar Joan de Groot had impressed Karl Althaus was in
strange, but the effect Karl had had upon Joan, less ele- di
mental, was perhaps even more remarkable. He came into th
her life at a critical period. The publication of “The Kaffir sil
and his Keeper” marked the end of her girlhood, although wi
she was eight-and-twenty, and had been a married woman su
nearly eleven years. The transition time between that end- m
mg girlhood and commencing womanhood was Karl’s oppor- ‘ ow

tunity, an opportunity of which he remained ignorant always. of
Out of the dull, poor parsonage in Devonshire Joan and

s0!
her brother had emigrated, he to take up the post of second slo
master at the newly erected Cape Town College, she,
nominally to keep house for him, actually because there was sel
nowhere else for her to go, nothing else for her to do. But for
her inveterate childhood’s habit of thinking of something md
else rather than of what she was doing at the moment; a ing
habit that had left her educated only in strata, layers of I wh
ignorance alternating with golden veins of knowledge, wo
rendered her as incapable a housekeeper as she was a | abl
pupil. Some kindly-meaning, bungling friend of her ! fro
brother’s arranged the marriage with Piet de Groot, and I
supplemented her sixty pounds per annum with a simple tha
trousseau. Van Biene drew up the settlements, whereby The
the farm was left to her and her children. \ calc

The girl had an irregular, indefinite sort of imagination i of

that made her see pictures where there wef® only words, star
She was quite pleased to be married, and more than pleased 'l sjan
at the prospect of going to her husband’s farm with him; ‘ dye
she saw a wonderful pastoral scene, set in wild veldt stretches, inte

and a kindly, patriarchal Dutchman, full of simple talk of | asce
38
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sheep and of the land. She was tired of the life with her
brother. She thought she could dream uninterruptedly,
with only this bearded farmer to talk to her, now and again,
of his herds and his crops. Piet de Groot, however, was as
utterly unlike the picture she had formed of him as the dry
and arid ostrich-farm, with its milk plants, stony kopjes, and
scant vegetation, dying in the red sand, under the hot sun,
was unlike the green undulating English land she had seen
in her mind’s eye ; and she was as incapable of fulfilling her
duties towards either of them as she had been of conceiving
them. It was two years, however, before the untenable
situation came to a natural end, separating husband and
wife, but leaving to each of them a certain respect, a certain
surprised understanding of the other. After that time Piet
made himself comfortable with the aid of a woman of his
own people, and henceforth Joan had nothing to complain
of except neglect, and of that she never complained, for
solitude, freedom to dream amid infinite space, was all her
slow mental growth demanded.

She dreamed over the books and newspapers her brother
sent her, developed so slowly that it was five more years be-
fore she realised how clear her dreams had grown, how much
more vivid they were than any of the gross realities surround-
ing her, She had taken in her impressions, however, and
when, through her magnetic pen, she spread them before a
wondering world, their success was instantaneous, as remark-
able as “Evelina” had been, as “Jane Eyre” or “ Scenes
from Clerical Life.”

Her book succeeded by dint of its simplicity, and a realism
that had in it nothing of coarseness, nothing of exaggeration,
The instinctive art by which the scenes were selected, each
calculated to show special characteristics of the country or
of the people, was remarkable; the effect produced was
startling. Reading this book, one heard the swish of the
sjambok, and saw the red earth under the karoo bushes
dyed redder with the blood of the black man. To those
intense blue skies, arched over the Southern Continent,
ascended the cries of the enslaved; the heavens were rent
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with them, there were sudden storms, and the earth was con-
vulsed. The rough egotism of the Boers was vivid in the book,
their brutalities, their cunning also; one saw their strength,
but one turned sick at their hypocrisy. One realised
through Joan de Groot’s pages the superficial religion that
taught the Boers neither virtue nor charity ; their Biblical
learning that yet left them a prey to every superstition,
while the lessons of cleanliness in the Old Testament were
as little regarded as the lessons of mercy in the New. It
was a nation that passed before the reader’s eye, a winding
pageantry of ignorance, strong and menacing, a danger to
civilisation.

On the strength of the book’s success, and urged now by
her brother, who had discontinued teaching, and was secure
in his position both at the bar and as a Progressive member
of the Cape Parliament, Joan left her husband and the farm,
and went to live with her brother in Cape Town. Their
house was within a stone’s-throw of Government Gardens,
it was a villa, green verandahed and low, nestling at the
foot of Table Mountain. From the window of her bedroom
she could watch the grey mists softly settle on the mountain,
the distances grow dense and impenetrable. In the shadows
she could dream her dreams. But in the front of the house,
on the stoep, life moved vigorously, and everything that
was strenuous and active in Cape Town grew and developed
under the stimulus of her interest, in the orbit of her ready
sympathy. It was not a narrow politicalism, a Tweedledum
and Tweedledee of local affairs, that held either brother or
sister.  Imperialism versus Africanderism had been his
clarion call to office. And Joan too, self-exiled as she was,
with a Dutch name, was a passionate patriot, and her book
itself had been less to her than all that lay beneath the
stirring symbolism of the flag that hung unfurled above
her.

Party feeling ran high in Cape Town fully a year before
the policy was defined which made party feeling subordinate
to imperial feeling, and Joan de Groot was not the only
woman who was looking and listening and spending her
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quota of intelligence in trying to grasp or vary the situation.
“The Kaffir and his Keeper,” and her brother’s appreciation,
gave her a definite position. In the forcing-house of that
appreciation she grew slowly and sweetly to fill the place
she had made for herself. Their little home was the centre
of the Progressives, the stronghold of those who opposed the
formation of the Bond, and exposed continually, in Parlia-
ment and out, the tendency and the teaching of its leaders.
But Joan’s slight form, her small eager face, with its crown
of wavy brown hair, her light blue eyes and moving lips,
curved and soft and red, won more than intellectual tribute.
The house was ever full of men, men used to the light
ways of Cape Town women and girls, men of the Louis
Althaus type, officers from Simon’s Town and Wynberg, as
well as from the barracks. Yet she was safe from all these,
for, if she was not quite without coquetry, she learnt easily
to fence and parry, she enjoyed her tributes, and, if she had
a child’s heart, she had a man’s brain. The womanhood in
her had not yet reared its dangerous head above the level of
the white sheets on which she wrote her tales of love or war.

The story of “ The Kaffir and his Keeper” had caught the
public ear; its politics and its local colour had opened the
magazines to her, and made her realise the quickening
deligh’ of journalism, when the immediate note of her
sounding pen echoed back into her ears, swelled by acclaim-
ing, contradicting, chorusing voices. Delight, joyousness
came to her with the realisation of her capacity for expression,
the pleasure of putting her thoughts into rhythmic phrase
was sufficient to fill her days, the temptation to sacrifice the
thought to the rhythm was the greatest temptation she had
cver met ; that she yielded to it taught her nothing. There
was no room or need in those full days for amorous adven-
ture, until the coming of the Althauses into her life began
to teach her that even journalism and rhythmic phrase,
politics and imperialism, were not ail-sufficing.  Already,
perhaps, she was instinctively beginning to look around for
fresh material, throwing out feelers, weaving spells, when
she made the acquaintance of Karl Althaus,
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She knew of him, of course, even before he came to the
house ; he represented an important interest; and he knew
of her, for, as we have seen, she was Piet de Groot’s wife, and
the remainder of Piet de Groot’s farm was vested in her.

Karl Althaus was a new type to Joan, a new experience,
notwithstanding her two years in Cape Town. For, though
all kinds of men visited the house, and conversed upon the
stoep, few of the mining magnates at this period found it
worth their while to conciliate or fraternise with the Cape
Town parliamentarians. Karl’s absolute passion for money-
making, his completely unstudied, almost unconscious, un-
scrupulousness, and the massiveness of his grey head, in-
terested her. Somehow or other he enlarged her horizon.
That he fell in love with her at first sight, that she influenced
him and made him forget all for which he had originally
sought her, she failed to realise immediately. He was forty-
five years of age, and in the most personal sense no woman
had ever touched him. His life had been too full of money
to have room for sentiment ; and love without sentiment had
made but little variation of his daily pursuits.

In Joan’s presence he had forgotten Piet’'s farm, which
would one day be hers, also the possible value of her pen
to many causes he had at heart, and all the machinery for
the moving of which he had meant to use her. And he
interested her, there was no doubt about that. His large
personality, his overwhelming volubility, his visible strength
and brain power, the way he persistently sought her, made
his month in Cape Town memorable to her.

He told her much, for he was ever a man who loved the
sound of his own voice. He taught her, without intention,

things he would perhaps have left untaught, had he known
the use to which she meant to put them; how the Govern-
ment concessions were being obtained, for instance. She
always listened to him, drew him out, encouraged him to
come again and again. She liked listening to him, though
nothing he wanted seemed to her quite worth the having.
Money and power were both unknown wants to her, but
the strength with which he wanted them appealed to the
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strength in her. So she drew him out, made him talk,
which was in truth not difficult, and learnt to respect every-
thing that was respectable in him, and to enjoy his society
more than that of other people.

She was so young in her ways, so ingenuous in her inno-
cence and ignorance of the world, it was difficult to reconcile her
personality with the reputation her almost miraculous book had
given her. It was inspiration, genius, a unique, almost uncon-
scious efflorescence. This Karl Althaus could not see, or know.
He saw only a dainty little woman, with puzzled eyebrows
and animated, questioning face, lithe movements, quick and
graceful, instinct with vitality and the joy of life. It was
strange to find her so apt in argument. Karl’s intelligence
went under before hers; she saw not only quicker, but
further. With Karl's instinct for self-preservation she had
little sympathy; the devil would have gone unlighted to
bed had he depended on Joan de Groot for candle. The
jargon of ‘constitutional means,” the shadow grasped by
the mining interest whilst the substance was escaping
them, she rejected disdainfully, Unlike the majority of
her sex she lacked diplomacy, her simplicity of thought
suggested that if, as Karl told her, and, indeed, as she well
knew, the policy of the Transvaal was to make residence
there impossible for self-respecting Englishmen, then the
outraged and insulted Uitlanders should fight, fight not only
for their own rights, but for the honour of their country.

She it was who had urged Karl Althaus along the path
that led from sufferance to revolt. The talk of the men who
gathered on the stoep of that little house was subdued in the
presence of their host, the Advocate-General, was subdued
too when the Prime Minister, big and silent and attentive,
was with them, but it flamed now and again in short gusts of
indignation when Paul Kruger's name was thrust as a lighted
faggot amongst them to fire them with the knowledge of his
contemptuous tyrannies and ..justices. And, with little Joan
to fan the flame, Karl too had become ignited.

During those days in Cape Town, Karl Althaus drank
more whisky, and played poker for higher stakes, than he
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had ever done before. Joan excited him in some way that

“his forty odd years of experience failed immediately to ex-

plain to him. He lived that month in a whirl; it was the
month before he had gone home, It was not until later he
had fully realised that which he told Louis in Johannesburg.
In England too he had become cooler over it; he had had
the leisure to realise all Joan had taught him. At the time
he knew nothing, except that there was a little woman
whom he had meant to use, and that she laughed at him
and left him dry-mouthed, with a deep thirst on him which
even whisky did not quench. Joan knew before Karl did
what it was that ailed him, and that what he was learning
was not only what he owed his country; but, because she
was a novelist first, and only realised her womanhood after-
wards, this merely touched her lightly.

He talked to her of his mother, and the paralysed woman
lived for her in the illumination of her imagination. He told
her of Louis, not only of his birth and parentage, but of
his beauty and charm, for men who are in love like talking
about those they have loved only less, and Karl had loved
no one but Louis. He told her of mines and combinations of
financiers, and advised her of forthcoming swindles, and she
laughed at him that such things should move him. He
talked to her of his people, when she talked to him of
patriotism, and then she had a glimpse into his great heart.
There we.: many such conversations.

Joan was looking for a subject for a new story. Karl,
always egotistical, was autobiographical to Joan. She said
to him one day:

“Yours must have been a varied life, Mr. Althaus; you
must have had some strange experiences ?”

“Experiences ! I believe you. I've seen things that would
make your hair stand on end, eh! and stop there too;
swindles! my word!”

“Oh! I don’t mean financial things, I mean personal
things—things that have influenced you, made you. I want
to get the recipe, the ingredients of millionaire-making.
T think I must evolve a millionaire for my next book, and
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I want to know how he feels from the very start. Tell me,
are you alone in the world? Have you no father, motLer,
sister, brother?”

“Brother! oh, yes!” —Karl's face lit up—“Don’t you
know my Louis?”

“I haven’t been long back, you know. No; I did not
even know you had a Louis. Is he your brother?”

“Well, no blood relation, but all I have belonging to me,
all the same. Louis’s mother was a Christian.”

“ And you, is it true that you are a Jew? That interests
me ; that really accounts for you.”

“Yes; I belong to the ancient people,” he said abruptly
“1 am a Jew by birth, by instinct, by sympathy. Judaism
is to me what England is to you, part of myself, the best
part. Jews helped ime when I was a child, and, when I was
a grown lad, a starving one, Jews helped me again, and
that only because I was one of themselves. They kept my
mother, my poor old paralysed mother, kept her with me
and for me ; that makes me hand and heart with them.”

“So you are a Jew ! I heard it, but was not sure. I did
not feel sure it was true, It is a wonderful religion!” The
word set her mind roving eastward.

““No, no; there you are wrong again! It is not a religion
at all; it is a thing of forms and foods, a race habit. There’s
no religion in it. When you've said they would not accept
the Christ, you've summed up their faith.”

Karl had never heard of Jewish ideals, the ideals which
have preserved Judaism intact through the ages. He was
only now awakening to ideals of any kind.

Joan took his meaning quickly.

“ Not a religion, only a negation, a great negation ?"”

“Yes. I've stood by more than one deathbed where
there’s been a priest, Catholic or Protestant, Quaker or
Calvinist, and tney all had religion. We have only sym-
bols. I remember”—Karl began to walk up and down,
to become reminiscent consciously, “1 remember my own
mother’s deathbed, but there was no religion there, nor
faith, nothing to hold on to, nothing about the hereafter,
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no word 1 understood at all. And I was such a wretched
little fellow, so heart-broken over it. They mumbled over
her in Hebrew, and I didn’t understand one word. I saw
an Italian organ-grinder die once, when I was a boy, down
in a mews in Houndsditch. Just when he drew his last
breath and half-opened his dying eyes, a priest came in
hurriedly, flung himself on his knee by the bed—a filthy
truckle-bed—the whole place was filthy—and held up a
crucifix. You should have seen the look in the glazing eyes
of that dying man, I’ve never forgotten it, the hope, the life
that came into them, It's the dream of my life to see such
a look in the eyes of a dying Jew. Ah! you've got a re-
ligion, we've only got a tradition, an obstinacy, and even that
our priests tell us of in Hebrew.”
“Why in Hebrew ?"”
“That’s it! Why in Hebrew? They say all their prayers
in a dead tongue, dead as the religion they don’t preach.”
“It has kept you a race apart. I remember now, I have
read about it, ‘separate in your synagogue.” You ought not
to complain of the Hebrew, the idea is so picturesque.”
“That’s it again, a picturesque idea. Poetry if you like,
but not religion; it don’t help you when you're going out,
An empty thing of ceremonies, without the great Sacrifice,
or the lesson of Love, without the Cross, and without the
Crown, and no Christ to intervene for sinners. Ah! I've
heard it all since. Such a wonderful story; the ‘story
that has moved the world,’ Stead called it. 1 wish 1
could believe it. ‘ God gave His only begotlen Son to save
sinners.” There’s an idea for you! In the Jewish quarter
in Whitechapel, it isn’t told, it isn't known. There’s forty
thousand pounds spent a year in converting heathens, and
until I was nineteen I never heard anything about Christ
excepting that His mother must have been—but there, I
won’t insult you by repeating it. My poor mother loved me,
[ was her only son, and I should have known what the love
meant, and the sacrifice. I am a Jew, but there are times
when I'm just on fire to tell that story properly to all the
youngsters who've got nothing to hold on to but their Pass
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over cakes. Mind you, I'm not pretending that I believe it ;

I heard it too late for that. Faith comes in childhood, or
not at all; and when I was a child I believed in fried fish
and fasting once a year. It was all I'd been taught, I don’t
believe in Christ, but I'd give half a million if I did.”

Karl, who was a man of contradictions, now selling
winkles, now buying Fragoaards, professed, and boasted of,
his Judaism, but, in all his moments of restlessness and rare
depression, he longed for Christianity and its early lessons,
for himself and for his people. When Joan was trying to
teach him patriotism, and succeeding, it seemed to him that
he had many other claims upon him, and not the least of
these was the obligation of his lack of faith,

“I wish to God we were popular, sought after, thought
much of, I could do it then, go over to the other side I
mean. You understand me?”

“ Oh yes, we always understand each other. You lack the
courage of your want of opinion,” she said smilingly.

“You're sharp—I suppose you wouldn’t help me?”

“To retain South Africa for the Empire ? "

“ Are you a religious woman ?”’

She coloured at that: “ No—yes—I don’t know.”

“That book of yours, now—that’s full of it.”

“ You must allow for a little literary insincerity.”

“Well, you want to retain South Africa for England. Do
you care about winning a nation, a big nation, mind you,
over to her Church?”

“You want to convert the Jews!” she asked him.

“No! I want to keep them just as they are. Give me a
Jew rather than a Christian any day in the week ; he’s got
more guts in him, I tell you that. I'd like to keep every
custom and habit and ceremony he’s got, but 1'd like him
to know about Christ ; I'd like to give him a chance.”

“ Why, you are not a Jew at all. You have the missionary
spirit.”” Joan was interested, almost excited, by what she
read into him, his limitations and the causes of them.

“ And not the only one. Why, little woman, believe me,”
—Karl spoke impressively, and accentuated his words with
a
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restless hands: “ There are hundreds of Jews, the salt of the
Jewish race, the cultured ones, who heard it earlier than I
did, and who know it is all true. They feel it, and they accept
it, but they can’t admit it, can’t profess Christianity openly,
because there is a prejudice against Jews, a Judenhetz. As
long as that is about we must fight under our own flag, what-
ever our convictions. But, if ever the Jews are honoured
because they are Jews, the very best of them will come out
into the open, take their hats off, and shout out in their
synagogues: ‘I believe in Christ; thank the great God, I can
say it now ; I believe in Christ !’

“You're laughing at me . . . it's no laughing matter to
some of them. Judea is to them what England is to you ; and
they can’t give her away because the Boers or their neigh-
bours shout ¢ Jew ’ or ¢ Uitlander’ in their faces, and shake
their fists. Say now: why should I mix myself in your
quarrel if you've nothing to say in mine? But there, there,
little woman, you needn’t worry ; I've only given you what
is in a corner of my mind; I keep it in the background
generally, but I like you to know all about me. I'll take
part in what's coming on here, I'll do what you want me.
We're Englishmen as well as Jews, and you needn’t be afraid.”

That, briefly, was the spark that lit the flame in the woman,
who at this time, at least, was little more than pen and ink.
She wanted Karl on paper, and saw that it was not as a man
she must hold him up for men to see, but as a nation. The
atmosphere and background of her last book was Boer, the
atmosphere and background of her next must be Jew. Every-
thing in Joan’s life went by the board during the last part of
Karl’s stay in Cape Town ; she had to see him, learn him by
heart, read into him his people’s history. “ The Making of
a Millionaire ”’ should be the title, for sub-title she would
call it “The Book of the Jew.” She examined and cross-
examined him endlessly. And he exposed himself as un-
consciously to her as a chloroformed patient to the surgeon;
for her little hands and feet, her brown hair and smiling
eyes, bewitched him, and he unclothed his very soul at the
bidding of those mobile lips and varying dimples,
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Concretely, the sum of his biography is soon shown. But
concrete facts were not to Joan’s taste, neither did the story
reach her brain that way.

That Karl Althaus was the son of a Wardour Street bric-
a-brac dealer did not interest her. It was only with the
death of the bric-A-brac dealer, before he had time to make
provision for wife and child, that Joan’s sympathies began to
stir and visualise for her the sharp little Jewish boy and his
widowed mother. She saw vividly that great-hearted mother
of Karl’s, after the week of mourning was over, her eyes still
red with weeping, her heart still liquid with tears, setting
herself to earn a living for herself and her child. Karl was
then only ten, a big boy, clever beyond his years. Mrs.
Althans went a little further east, to live near her relatives
in the Whitechapel Road. There, since she knew nothing
of the fine arts, and her parents had kept a fried-fish shop,
she opened a Kosher provision store. Karl went to the
Jews’ Free School in the mornings, but in the afternoons he
would help to cut the smoked salmon into thin shees, to fry
the plaice that they sold all through the evening at twopence
a piece, to bottle the olives that came over to them in casks,
to take the large yellow cucumbers out of the big pickling
tubs. He was as happy as the day was long, and so, in
reality, was that fat and perspiring widow. For the business
flourished, and Karl, her Karl, was the quickest, the most
industrious, the best, the dearest of boys, the envy of all the
mothers in the neighbourhood. She told him so often ; she
was expansive, voluble, and she had only her Karl to whom
she could talk freely.

Joan understood it all, the happiness of the then, and the
pathos of what followed.

One day, it appeared, there came begging into that pros-
perous provision shop, a Polish Jew, a refugee, a ragged
figure with handsome eyes and an unpronounceable name,
a man who whined out his sorrows in Yiddish, who eried
and said he was hungry. Because she was a Jewess and he
a Jew, after the benevolent fashion of her race she fed
him, she gave him of her husband’s clothes, she put money
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in his pocket, and took him by the hand. He came back
again, and yet again, sometimes he begged, sometimes he
only admired her fine figure (of nearly fourteen stone), her
handsome son, perhaps her thriving business and untiring
industry. He came and came, and, at last, notwithstanding
the advice of her friends and relations, he came and he
stayed. She married him, and from that moment her fortune,
and the fortune of the little provision shop, failed. Ludwig’s
surname was unpronounceable ; in the shop they called him by
the name that was over the lintel, soon it seemed to become
his ; there was nothing he would not take, not even a name.
He ate, he begged, ~.ad wheedled and whined, but he did
not work. She worked for them both, for all three of them,
worked early and late. Karl watched her; he did all he
could, but he was at school half the day, and his stepfather
wheedled all the money out of the poor woman’s pocket,
presently out of the bank, wheedled and whined, ate and
drank and smoked, bought luxuries, bright waistcoats and
neckties that grew greasy. He had a perpetual cough,
maddening to listen to, he made a market of it, and the
good woman with the big heart nursed it, tempted his
appetite with delicacies, sat up with him in the night,
worked for him in the day. Yet she had time for her boy,
kept his clothes neat, let him see he was still the idol of
her heart. But Ludwig absorbed all the savings ; sometimes,
too, it grew difficult even to renew the stock. He would
have begged, for he liked begging, she worked instead, over-
tasked her strength. She knew she had made a mistake,
and it preyed on her mind. When Ludwig’s cough could
have let her sleep, the knowledge of it kept her awake,
The poor fat Jewess, with her black fringe, and coarse
features, for so Joan pictured her, and pictured her correctly,
lay awake through many nights thinking how she could
contrive to satisfy that insatiable schnorrer she had married,
while her Karl should not go short. Black fringe, per-
spiring face, coarse hands — yet Karl Althaus loved his
mother as dearly, as desperately, and as jealously, as Stephen
Hayward had loved that delicate, aristocratic lady whose
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heart his father had broken. Karl watched Ludwig, the
Polish beggar, out of his keen Jewish eyes, and saw him
spoil his mother’s rest, eat her earnings, wear the fruits of
her toil. And the mother knew he was watching, and they
would speak together of everything else, theirs was a com-
municative, voluble race—but of Ludwig Karl never spoke
to his mother.

The rest of this story Karl spoke of more lightly to Joan,
and some of it Joan guessed, and some of it, alas ! she never
guessed, and was never told.

For the great misfortune, the great tragedy, came, it was
inevitable it should come, but it came so soon. Karl was
barely twelve, and Ludwig had eaten his mother’s bread,
and begged her savings, and dressed himself out of her toil,
and coughed her out of her rest, for two whole years, when
one day she fell, fell down in the shop in the very act of
serving a customer, struck down by an unseen hand.
Henceforth she was debarred for ever from work, from
giving the help she loved to give. She became a dead
body living, a burden where she had been a blessing, locked
in hideous death-in-life, powerless, paralysed, dumb. A few
jerky, incomprehensible words, like the tick of an old clock
that had run down, and two live eyes, were all that were
left of her.

She lay and watched ruin creep round and about the home
she had made. Who shall ever write the anguish of the
paralysed? This strong, good woman, struck down in her
prime, iron-bound ever after and almost speechless, lying in
that front room over the shop, heavy with odours, dingy and
forlorn, watched for two long years, ere death tardily released
her, everything she valued lost, and everything she loved
neglected. Ludwig, her husband, cried over his bad luck,
begged with slobbering tears, and whined and stood about,
doing nothing, not selling, not buying, simply doing nothing.
Karl's anguish forced him into premature manhood. He was
only twelve years of age, but he tended that mute figure
of a mother, bore *with Ludwig, who tore and lacerated his
feelings, and poured vitriol into the open wouunds he made.
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Ludwig talked of the strong brave mother as a “burden”;
the boy, proud in his swelling heart, heard their poverty
spoken of, their straits exposed ; all he did was nothing, they
were beggars, for Ludwig said it hourly.

And Ludwig went from bad to worse. That martyred,
mute, unwieldy figure, neglected save for the boy with the
large tumultuous heart, who took his strange place so un-
complainingly, saw, from her heavy flesh prison, idleness turn
to viciousness, viciousness to crime. For, to her mind, that
chaste and virtuous mind that is the heritage of Jewish
women, it was a crime when Ludwig brought another
woman into the house that she had kept holy with clean-
liness and honest labour. Ludwig brought another woman
into the shop, and into the parlour behind the shop, and
finally into the bedroom over the shop. For, when vice and
poverty join hands, they dance lewdly over decency. The
paralysed Jewess had kept it all so clean, and Karl was
there. She could make no movement to oppose, could
bring no words of indignant protest over the heavy tongue
and paralysed throat. No word, when these two polluted
her home, no word, when they corrupted her poor overtasked
boy, and taught him to steal, whom she had proudly taught

to work, the boy who kissed her still, as he had always done,
night and morning, stroked the heavy motionless head, and
washed her face tenderly, the broad face that lay agonised
with staring eyes. DPerhaps be read, poor boy, who learnt to
read so quickly, the anguish in those fixed eyes. Witk the
precocious knowledge of the slums the position was clear
before him.

Nevertheless, he worked early and he worked late, he
put up with the treatment of a dog and the food of a dog,
although a place was offered him where he would have had
civil words and the money he earned. He went hungry,
rather, for he was not going to leave his mother. He knew
how she had worked for him since his father’s death. Some
children would not have known, but Karl knew.

The foreign woman that Ludwig had brought in (I follow
the language of the Jewish quarter, though, in truth, she was
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English enough, a gutter girl of loose life and free tongue)
learnt to know that she could depend upon Karl when she
could not depend upon Ludwig. She learnt to value him,
and not to nag him, to overwork him still, but to show him
surreptitious kindness, and, even once, not many days before
the end, to put her arms round him and kiss him, rather
wildly, and tell him he was a good little chap, and she wished
to God his father was like him.

A few days after that kiss Karl had to run in all haste for
the next-door neighbour, and there were yells and shrieks
in the house, and then strange quiet, and a shrill wailing ery.
Karl was in the room, there is nothing hidden among the
poor, and the wretched woman called to him. He stood
beside the bed ; her face was white and drawn, and the life
was ebbing away from her with every breath she drew.

“’Ere; you're a good sort, Karl. Look after the kid a bit.
‘E’s just as well without me p'raps, but Ludy’'d let him
starve. Will yer take care of ’im, Karl; will yer? I ain’t
bin bad to you, not as bad as I have to most. You've
looked after your mar, will you look after my pore little
kid ?”’

“I'll look after him,” answered Karl solemnly. He had
never hated her, she hadn’t called his mother a burden; he
had not so much resented her position, he had only resented
that she did not work. “ Me and mother’ll look atter him.”

For the paralysed woman was never wholly dead or silent
to Karl, he was always watching and waiting for the day
when she should speak again and be well. He often talked
to her, said words that penetrated perhaps, though no answer
came, only broken sounds.

“T'll look after him,” said Karl. And we shall sece how
Karl the man kept the word that Karl the boy gave by that
sordid death-bed.

Karl took the baby from her when she was dead, held it
in his arms a little, looked at it and wondered at it, stroked
its tiny hands, put his cheeks against the soft downy head,
let it creep into his heart, where it stayed for ever. After-
wards he laid it by his mother’s side, and tended them
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both. It seems incredible, but neighbours helped, good, kind,
greasy, gossiping Jewish girls and women, chaffed him, and
taught him, and helped him, and saw them through the next
few months. Not one of these did Karl forget in his later
prosperity.

The shop was let; only the one room retained. There
Karl, and the paralysed woman, and the baby lived, or
starved together. The Board of Guardians helped them at
last. But it was a case difficult to help; for Ludwig pleaded
illness, and would do nothing, and Karl fought that his
mother should not be taken away from him, and the baby,
that had no right there at all, lay beside the paralysed
woman, and set up its own false plea for tolerance.

The Jewish Board of Guardians is an organisation with its
roots deep planted in the throbbing heart of humanity. Good-
ness radiates from it, and the charity that ignores logic. Its
almoners understand and keep its unwritten rules, Karl
Althaus, wheeling a barrow, running errands, helping a
Punch and Judy man, bringing home his daily pence, fight-
ing for home as a man might fight, won from them the man’s
privilege to keep his mother with him. The fight was hard
because of Ludwig; nevertheless the Board of Guardians paid
the rent, and allowed them ten shillings a week.

But Ludwig wanted so much, and there was little for
mother and the baby, so Karl knew what it was to go
hungry. Once he went nearly forty-eight hours without
food ; that is how he learnt pity, learnt never to say “ No”
to a beggar who pleaded hunger. It is not easy to be
honest when there is abundance all around, when there are
warm-smelling bakers’ shops, tempting things on barrows,
or exposed on the pavement, and from the hooks that
butchers use. Karl, in the streets, learnt the morality of
the streets, they were his public school. Often after he had
tidied the room, done what he could for his mother, and fed
the baby, he would go back into the streets where he had
been the livelong day, they would grow grey, and cold, and
unreal, and his head would feel large and empty, his eyes a
little dim, because he had given all he had earned, and his
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growing boyhood starved. These were the times temptation
came to him. He could not beg. Everything he earned
Ludwig took from him, now on one plea, now on another, and
all that Karl could keep back from him went to buy the
milk and beef-tea that kept his paralysed mother alive.

Eighteen months he worked and starved, and stole per-
chance, but never begged, resolution and strength growing
in him the while and an indomitable greed, All around
he saw what he wanted ; wherever he wheeled his barrow, or
led the dog round to collect the coppers, or held horses, or
sold newspapers, all around he saw money, and the things
that money could buy.

Then she died, the mother died. The Jewish women who
came from the synagogue muttered their prayers in Hebrew,
but showed the poor body no respect when they took it from
the bed. They made an alien of him, though it was thirty
years before he voiced himself to little Joan de Groot in Cape
Town. The neighbours who in all kindlin=ss said to him:

“It’s a good thing she’s gone; now you'll be free,” made
an exile of him from the quarter. He had loved his burden,
hugged it to him, never forgot how she had worked for him.,
He knew it better every day; he remembered lying in bed in
his baby days, and seeing her stitching away by candle-light
to make him his velveteen suit for Saturdays. Ludwig had
pawned the suit; but, when Karl saw his mother at last
dead, indeed, cold, with closed eyes, he remembered it;
how she had worked at it after her long day’s toil was done,
how she would come ever and anon to his cot, rumpling his
curls with her large hand, while she kissed him, and told him
he must go to sleep now, and he should have a brave suit for
the Sabbath. To him she wasn’t a fat and greasy Jewess,
with a black fringe, she wasn’t a poor paralysed figure eaten
up by bed-sores, cruelly wasted and hideous; she was just
“mother,” the best thing the world ever showed him. They
said :

“It’s a good thing she’s gone, at last,”” and that broke him
down, sent him away from Whitechapel, away from the
people who didn’t understand.
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Karl Althaus, the multi-millionaire, who laughed at heat
Stephen Hayward for being short of a thousand pounds, and abso
at Joan for being scrupulous at accepting five thousand, did in i
not find people very ready to understand him, then or ever. whe
A big heart and a grasping fist seem incongruous. tell
He had a wondrously diversified career after the death of guns
his mother, and sounded every note in the gamut of privation. He |
He had Louis to keep as well as himself, Louis, the little neitl
by-blow of the Whitechapel provision shop. He had promised it all
Louis’s mother, and he kept his promise ; though oftentimes that
hungry Louis cried himself to sleep in the arms of hungry Karl. beer
M Karl was a pawnbroker’s assistant at the beginning of his K
i1 more prosperous period, and saved his wages to buy old mad
| pledges to resell; he was clerk in a foreign bank by the then
i’ | time he had put Louis to school, and paid for the funeral of and
4 his stepfather, who died of consumption in the Jewish ward ‘ ripe,
i, of the London Hospital, begging to the last. When Karl " Ki
| worked his passage out to South Africa, before the first weal
2 annexation, he had with him money of Messrs. Oldberger indif
and Sons, and they had not lent it to him. A year’s school | retul
fees for Louis had been paid in advance out of that money. possi
But he paid it back very soon, and wrote Messrs. Oldberger H
a manly letter, telling them of his acute necessities. The devil
firm forgave him, they were of a forgiving race; presently robb
they began to do business with him, and finally, which makes obtai
it more curious still, Karl became their partner. rien,
Karl Althaus was at the birth of the goldfields; he also Tk
had prospected successfully for diamonds. Is it possible to long:
make millions honestly ? Karl did not know the meaning does
of the word, never learned it. But he was untiringly in- allow
dustrious, orientally generous, and he had graduated in and |
f sharpness in the streets of Whitechapel. He swindled ' patri
! natives, bamboozled Dutchmen, turned over the money he went
i: had annexed again and again. In early days he played ] was
1 “heads I win, tails you lose” all the time. In later times heart
I he made the chances even more certain. | that |

Karl lived in South Africa from 1875 to 1881, Then he ' laid,
1 came home with a strange story to tell, and tried to get a ‘ Stepl
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hearing for it at the Colonial Office. He failed, failed
absolutely, hammering at the iron-bound door of officialdom
in vain. Karl guessed, even then, that the time would come
when they would have to listen, when that which he had to
tell them would otherwise be thundered into their ears by :
guns, and shrieked at them through the red blaze of battle. i
He knew it, many men in South Africa knew, or guessed, but 1
neither he nor they got a hearing; the Boer delegates had

it all their own way, and the miserable Convention was signed

that made our countrymen helots where they should have

been heroes.

Karl did not care very much. There was no money to be
made by political success, and things had not progressed far
then. The slim and wily Dutchman kept a show of justice,
and ever pronised decent government. The times were not
ripe, the grain. not garnered, the guns not bought. %

Karl, received in London Society with the courtesy his ‘
wealth demanded, and at the Colonial Office with the
indifference that the thing he had to t.ll failed to justify,
returned to South Africa to get more gold whilst it was |
possible. He had learned a great deal during his visit.

He went back and held a candle to the devil, and the o
devil rewarded him royally for his courtesy. He bribed and “
robbed and intrigued with the Boers, not against them : he %
obtained concessions. Every one connected with him grew {4
ricn, but always he grew richer. ;4

Then the dogs he fed took to snarling, and he could no ‘ .?’
longer listen to men who told him that the English nation 44

does not want to be well served, she wants simply to be
allowed to sleep, peacefully. For he met Joan de Groot,
and learnt that there were many better things than money;
patriotism being among them. And, as we have seen, Karl
went to England again, and tried to find out for himself who

Z was right. Because little Joan de Groot had touched his b
| heart, or his imagination, in some strange way, he concluded
| that it was she. Then he made plans, and of all the plans he

laid, none seemed so good to him as the one that touched
Stephen Hayward.
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But during the month Karl was in Cape Town, talking
his autobiography to Joan de Groot, he had as yet made
no plans.

Of course these two talked politics as well as biography.
They had different standpoints, different motives, but, never-
theless, they arrived practically at the same conclusions.

The two races, English and Dutch, must live side by side
under the English flag. The weapon of power had been put
prematurely into a hand unfit to wield it: it must be taken
back. This Joan persuaded him. England should be the
paramount power in South Africa, and England must assert
this now with loud insistent voice, before the newly-formed
Bond should have time to weld the party whose watchword
was South Africa for the Afrikanders. Karl recognised,
although perhaps he overrated, the power of Joan’s pen. He
wanted her to write home what they both knew. He told
her how to place and marshal her facts. He had his private
ends to serve, of course, and at first all of them meant only
money. Seeing this, she remained firm against his arguments,

She would only write what she felt or what she saw, and,
because she was conscientious and literary in the finest sense
of the word, she wrote but slowly, and little of what she
wrote seemed to her worthy of publication. Karl knew,
better than Joan, that, if she for ever hit the tin tacks of
fact with the light hammer of feminine argument, she would
never build a platform. She must screw in wild injustices,
exaggerated histories, she must make a dust and a whirl
about her work, he told her.

But she would only write as the mood seized her, and
the little provocative woman laughed at his arguments, and
flung his thinly-disguised offers of bribery back in his admir-
ing face, and clashed her wit against his with bewildering
lightness. Karl would have given her everything. Whether
by way of bribery, because he wanted her pen as his mouth-
piece, or whether it was simply that when a little woman
bewitches a big man he wants to lavish on her out of his
abundance, even out of his poverty if he be a big poor man,
Karl did not know at first, though Joan suspected. Yet
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she took nothing from him in kind, only experience and
sensation, and gradually a dawning, shaping thought.

Before that nebulous thought took shape, however, Karl
had left Cape Town.

All that he said to Louis about Piet de Groot’s farm had
been in his mind when he had come to Cape Town, but all
of it had been forgotten whilst Joan was teaching him. It
revived, momentarily, when he went to say good-bye to her,
and his “ good-bye " was characteristic.

“I'm off to England.”

“ Business ? "’

“Business and politics are synonymous just now. One
thing—or two,” he looked at her in the little pause between
that “or two,” and she reddened; “I want before I go. 1
want to get in touch with your husband a

She did not know why she had flushed, but still his eyes
were seeking hers,

“Piet is ill; he is in Pretoria just now. Dr. Wolff is
treating him.”

“You are not with him.”

““ He is not alone.”

Karl understood, having heard something of the story.

“] want him to lease me the farm, or sell it.”

“I hope you will be more successful in obtaining your
other desires than you will be in that,” she said quickly,
thoughtlessly.

“Do you?” he answered, and the undercurrent of feeling
between them made her hurriedly continue talking, so that
only the surface should be skimmed.

‘“Piet will never sell the farm while there’s breath in
him,”

Karl kept the conversation for the moment where she
had led it. :

“He’ll have to. The deep-level of the Geldenreif is
under it.”

“That won’t even interest him.”

Karl grew impatient.

“Now then, little woman, don’t talk twaddle, He's ill,
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and not very strong in his brain-pan when he’s well, but he’s
not ill enough to be allowed to browse his mangy ostriches
on a hundred millions of gold quartz.”

“As long as life is in him he won't sell the homestead.
Why, when he settled it on me on our marriage, he made
me promise I would never part with it. And then, you
know,” she added, twinkling her blue eyes at him, “he is

not in love with your methods, since you tried to do him out
of the Four Acre because he had let you use it as a dumping
ground for a few years.”

“Oh, I know how he feels towards us. I know how they
all feel towards the men who brought the money into their
bankrupt, starving country; but they are getting to the
end of their tether. T tell you,” he spoke bitterly, “they
are nearing the end, putting the nails in their own coffins.
Bewaarplatzen, indeed! Thieves!”

And she laughed at his bitterness, at his indignation.

“Oh, yes; it's a desperate thing, to want to keep what
belongs to one when Karl Althaus wants it for him-
self.”

The light laughter, or the womanliness of her, standing
there, so small and brown and wilful, moved him on a sudden
to her side.

“Joan! Don’t be frightened, child, little woman, why I
was not going to hurt you.”

He had caught hold of her, for Karl was primitive. He
had startled her. It was not the first episode she had passed
through, or provoked ; but Karl was so big and not young,
and she liked him so much.

“I'm not going to hurt you.” His face was tender, if his
touch had been rough. She left her hands in his then, though
her heart beat fast, and her breath came quickly.

“That’s right, take it quietly.
to listen.

I must speak ; you'll have
I'm going to ask you for something; but you
won't, I know beforehand you won’t give it me. Damn it !
you're such a good little woman!” She stood quite still

now, though his voice was thick, and his grasp on her
hands tight.
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“You were quite right in what you said just then. It's
pretty desperate to keep from Karl Althaus what he wants.”

He stopped for words a minute. As she saw his agitation
she grew suddenly calm, her hands resting in his; some
comprehension, some sympathy even were in her blue eyes
as she watched him. He recovered himself.

“I want you! God! if you only knew how I want you! You
are right not to struggle, dear ; I wouldn’t hurt you, you know
that, well enough. Now tell me, is there anything, anything
on earth I could give you, that would make you come to me?”

The slow colour mounted on her cheek, flushed up to her
eyes, and blinded them. She shook her head.

“Come; you want fame, money will buy fame. You're
such a little thing, and the world is such a big place; you
ought to have some one to take care of you. Joan, let me
take care of you, let me. I'm pretty rough, but 1 minded
my mother, and I've minded Louis. TI'll be so careful of
you, dear, not a breath shall blow on you. Can’t you do it,
dear, can’t you?” She only shook her head, but her eyes
were full of tears. Seeing them, he released her hands :

“ Never mind, then; don’t ery.” He walked away from
her, turned his back to her a minute. When he faced her
again her tears were falling.

“Don’t ery. I'm a blackguard ever to have thought of
it. Nothing you have said, nothing you have done, warrants
it, [ know that, don’t you think I don’t know that? Come”
—he went up to her again—“leave off crying; I can’t bear
it, I tell you; you're driving me mad with it; forgive me,
you’ll have to forgive me,” he said grufily.

“Oh, I'm proud, proud you want me,” she cried. He
knelt before her then, and took both her little hands in his
roughened ones, and kissed them.

“You are such a good little woman. I’ve nothing to tempt
you with. I'm only a coster-boy in your eyes, I see that ; all
my money doesn’t help me with you.”

Suddenly she put her face down, and kissed him lightly on
the cheek, and over the slow flush of his face that followed
80 quickly she put her released hand.

e
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“Karl, I'm proud, I can’t help it, I'm proud you like me.
It’s impossible ; you know it’s impossible. There’s Piet, and
I don’t, I don’t love you, Karl.” Her cheeks too were hot.

“If it hadn’t been for Piet?” He was standing again
now, out of breath as if he had been running, moved by that
sudden kiss, and shaken to the depths. “If it hadn’t been
for Piet, dear; if it were not for Piet?” Again he knelt, and
laid his hot lips on her little hands.

“I don’t know. I don’t love you.” She left him her
hands. “But you are strong and so different, and I think, I
do think you're good, except about money. And no one

else has seemed so interesting, and I am glad you want me,
and "

He did not give her time to finish her sentence. The big
man had risen and caught her in his arms.

“Joan, if ever there is no Piet, if ever you are a free
woman, may I come to you again? Do you know that kiss
you gave me of your own free will, my sweet, the only kiss
I've ever had, since my mother died, that I haven’t paid for,
that kiss has somehow made you sacred to me. Give me
another, little Joan, kiss me once on the lips. Tell me that
I may come to you again some day. Do that, and I'll let
you go, and I'll never come to you again, never, until you are
free, or unless you send for me. You don’t know how I love
you ; I love you enough to do without you.”

But, though his lips sought hers, they only brushed her
cheek. She struggled against him, and he released her as
soon as he realised it. He looked at her, but she averted her
eyes.

“You couldn’t do it. I'm a rough chap, whisky soddened.
Never mind ; give me your hand again.”

She gave them both without a word.

“I'm off now. But I want you to rememkzr, never to
forget, that you've got a pal in Karl Althaus. I'll come to
you again some day when you are free, not until then.
God forgive me for having soiled you with such a thought as
I had in my mind. You forgive me, too, I know that, dear;
know it by that kiss. Bless you for it! I'll come to you
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when you are free; but I don’t suppose it will be of any
use?” There was an interrogative note on the lingering
words.

“1 don’t know.” Her voice was stifled.

“Well—perhaps. I dare not stay— God bless you.”

And he was gone, with a slam of the front-door that might
have been heard at Government House.




CHAPTER VII

JoaN missed Karl, but she was a writer first, and a woman
afterwards, and, until the afterwards, all her experiences took
the form of phrases, and grouped themselves into sentences
and paragraphs, The nebulous thought with which Karl
had inspired her was that the race story, written so often,
must now be written differently. It was the Jew in Karl
that had moved her, she thought, for that she had been
moved momentarily there was no doubt, and it was to
sympathise with the strange lurid race that dominated the
business quarter of Cape Town. Karl had been fond of
talking of Jews; he had contrived to make their claims
insistent. Now, as she walked abroad, she saw, behind every
pair of sharp, black eyes, behind bald heads and prominent
noses, in stooping, shabby forms and coarse accents, she saw
that large intelligence, that big heart, that gentle kindliness
of Karl Althaus. She saw the restless hands eager to grab,
ready to give. She saw, for Joan’s light blue eyes were
wires to her brain, and telegraphed truly, that there pulsed
beneath these sordid, grasping, greedy Jews, who walked the
Cape Town streets and congregated in its market-places, a
wealth and warmth of goodness, of generosity, of which the
colder, slower, Northern men were scarcely capable. She
saw them often dishonest, never brutal, with the lowest
standard of honour, and the highest ideal of Brotherhood.
But she missed Karl for hardly more than a week. Almeost
before her hand had forgotten that painful pressure of his
big fist, almost before her cheek had lost the flush where
his rough face had touched her, Karl had become a figure-
head ; and the next book, the “ Story of the Jew,” began to

quicken in her, a Jewish novel—tke Jewish novel! That was
1
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what filled her nights and days; she was big with it, as a
happy woman with child. It had no shape or expression as
yet, but she felt the life in it. All the people, all her friends,
who were not Jews, spread their vapid personalities and
weak wiles, their dull talk, before her in vain. She walked
about among her fellow-men and women as one walks with
shadows; nothing was real but the book she was going to
write, the “ Book of the Jew.”

Thus it was that, when Karl sent Louis to her, she was
malleable, ready, eager. Karl had told Louis “there is a
little woman in Cape Town—" and he had shown his
heart to his brother. There was no room in it for doubt, or
fear, or suspicion of Louis. All the world he could suspect
and doubt, perhaps fear, before he grew too powerful for
fear, but Louis and he were alone together in the world.
Karl loved him loyally.

When Louis left Pretoria for Cape Town en route for
England, he had his instructions, He was to influence Joan
de Groot, an easy task, to tackle the English Government

through Stephen Hayward, an enterprise not unworthy of

his talents.

Van Biene was jackal, lawyer, creature, anything one liked
to call him, to the Unterwald gang. Louis sauntered into
Van Biene's office the morning he arrived in Cape Town.
After a few preliminary business details had been run
through, he asked :

“Can you put me in the way of meeting a Mrs. de Groot,
a writing woman ; she is married to a man whose farm
we've got to get. Karl gave me a letter to her, but that
is too formal a business.”

Van Biene, little old ferret that he was, looked sharply
over his spectacles at Karl Althaus’s representative.

¢ She’s not with her husband, and has no influence with
him. Your brother knows that.”

Louis, in the easy chair, surveying with some pride the
patent leather shoe that covered the “ best instep in South
Africa,” smiled, caressing his dark moustache.

“Karl couldn’t pull it off. But you would not call poor
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old Karl the best man in the world to tackle a woman, now,
would you ?”

He gave another upward turn to that dark moustache with
a hand, small, well shaped, sinewy.

“ Come, out with it—where is she to be found? I expect
I’ll know how to make her work in our interests.”

Louis’s self - satisfied smile and manner, his shiny, im-
maculate clothes, the whole, handsome, assured air of him,
irritated the old lawyer. Van Biene’s little mouth was all
awry, as if he had tasted something nauseous, when he
answered :

“ She’s not your sort at all. You really should not waste
yourself on a woman given up to literature and politics.
She is not an adventurous woman. Curl up your moustaches
from now till doomsday, they won’t appeal to Joan de
Groot.”

Happily Louis could catch a glimpse of himself in the
mirror over the mantel, and he smiled again at the reflec-
tion. He need not put himself out of the way to be civil
to old Van Biene, they had half a hundred holds over him.

“Had a look in in that quarter yourself, old man? She
seems very attractive to fogeys. Even old Karl was im-
pressed. But go on, hurry up, I've no time to waste. I'm off
to England in a fortnight. Whom does she visit ?”

“Give up the idea. She can’t help us. If she could, I
am not sure that she would. You've nothing to bribe her
with.” Van Biene shot another disgusted glance at Louis.
“She won’t notice your clothes, and if it had been a question
of money—I believe you'll allow Karl could bid as high as
you can.”

Still Louis smiled. The old lawyer’s irritation with him
was nothing new.

“Oh! you notice they fit,do you? Poole’s best cutter!”
He felt where the well-pressed trouser exhibited its regular
seam, patted his chest where the double-breasted waistcoat
showed there was a waist to consider. “But get along;
spit it out.” Louis’s refinement was one of the garments
he only wore for special occasions. ‘ You've got to do
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what I ask, so why make such a fuss about it? Where
does the woman hang out? 1 haven't got the letter with
me. If I can’t meet her about, I shall have to make a
formal call.”

Still Van Biene hesitated.

“She’s got ink in her veins, not blood. They’ve all been
at her; your brother Karl wasn’t the only one that had a
story to tell. But nobody moves her; you leave her alone
with her books. You'll do nothing with her, and then you’ll
grow spiteful. I know you.”

“I believe you're frightened to bring us together. By
Jove!” he got up and walked round the lawyer, surveying
him with some interest, “ 1 never looked upon you in that
light before. Somehow or other, you never struck me as a
Don Juan,”

“ Don’t make a fool of yourself.”

“ And what does Mrs. Van Biene say to it, eh?”

A lecherous, treacherous fellow, Van Biene thought
Louis Althaus, scarcely white; his contempt was mingled
with hatred. Yet, if he did not give him the asked-for
opportunity, some one else would ; there was no difficulty in
meeting Joan de Groot in Cape Town society.

“If you are really set on knowing her, you can dine with
my wife to-night. Mrs. de Groot and her brother are both
coming,” he said sullenly. Louis patted him on the shoulder.

“Why didn’t you say so before ? What a man you are, to
be sure. I'll be there—ta-ta. And, if I notice anything
I'll not say a word to Mrs. B”

“ Phew ! ”

Van Biene breathed again, the office was clear of Louis.
But he sat down to his desk with some presentiment of evil,
some uneasiness. Joan was eclectic in her innocent flirta-
tions, and the wizened old lawyer had a keen brain, and an
appreciative wit. His dry cynical humour, his knowledge of
men, had made him a congenial companion to her. There
was a sympathy between them that neared friendship.

“A lecherous, treacherous fellow,” he thought, * hut
she’ll see through him.”
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Still he worked uneasily. He knew more about Piet de
Groot and his farm than Louis did. But what he knew
Louis might soon learn, and, if what he had heard was true,
then Joan might indeed become essential to the interests of
the Unterwald Company, in which case, better Karl than
Louis to play the game for them. The lawyer was uneasy,
for he appreciated Joan, perhaps guessed where she might
be weak.

There was no doubt about Louis’s good looks. His dark
eyes were Spanish in their sleepy depths, his brushed up
moustache and slight imperial kept the foreign contour of his
face, but his fair skin was English, pale and clear. The
hair had retreated a little on his temples, he wore it brushed
back, without a parting, lying as straight and sleek as the
valet could make it, but at the nape of the neck you could
see the end of the wave it had, and his neck was firm and
white, his head splendidly set upon it.

Van Biene watched from the window Louis’s graceful
saunter down Adderley Street. His grace had in it some-
thing feline to Van Biene’s old eyes, but he knew he saw
him differently from the way others did. Louis was tall
and lean of flank, his back was straight with a fall towards
the waist, the slight slope in his shoulders, the easy move-
ment from the hips, were part of the fine make of him.

“ Damn him ! he looks like a gentleman,” said Van Biene,
when he left the window and went back to his papers.

That evening when, for the first time, Joan met those
dark melancholy eyes, she saw little else. They were brown
eyes, blue in the whites, brown in the centres, there was
depth in them and melancholy, they spoke, they seemed to
tell a history ; they brought “ Thaddeus of Warsaw” to her
mind, She was only a writing woman at the beginning
of that dinner, and she thought here was another chapter
for her book, the agony of Poland, vibrant, inarticulate.

“]1 wanted to know you,” was all Louis said, as he bowed
over her hand with that graceful half-foreign gesture of his.
“] came here to-night on purpose to meet you.”

“] am flattered.” Joan was used to compliments, but
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to-night, somehow, she was not at her ease with Karl
Althaus’s adopted brother

“I am glad I asked Mrs. Van Biene to send us in together.”
Joan was glad too. It was absurd, but she was glad. She
knew so little, with all that she had written of love, and
written well, that she took no warning when, as she laid her
fingers lightly on his coat sleeve, she felt a thrill run up her
arm, a thrill that ended in her heart, in a slight shudder, in
an accelerated breath and pulse-beat.

“] am glad to meet Karl Althaus's brother,” she
answered, and blushed, remembering. For an instant his eyes
met hers, and she wondered if indeed she was glad because
he was Karl Althaus’s adopted brother. But for a little space
she spoke of Karl breathlessly, and Louis looked at her; his
pointed tongue now and again moistened those thin lips of
his, his hand caressed his imperial, brushed up his moustache
until the ends were feathery and light against the transparent
skin, and his eyes were melancholy and impenetrable. Every-
thing about him had a subtle indefinable attraction and charm
for the girl-woman, who had been for a short time wife to
Piet de Groot, and for the rest had thought that literature
was life,

Afterwards Joan knew that it had been a strange dinner.
She had eaten nothing ; there had been an unusual nervous-
ness about her. She had torn her menu into little bits and
played with the pieces —she remembered that, but what
they had said to each other she could not recall. It seemed
to her she had scarcely looked at him, yet she knew that
those dark eves had starry centres, she knew his voice was
soft and low, she heard again the slight roll of his “r’s,” as
if they left his tongue reluctantly,

And the poor little clever fool, going home to lie awake
and dream, with a soft hand-pressure coming back again and
again always with its own thrill and message, thought it was
all because the quickening idea was embodied, and that the
Jew of dreams was incarnated to make her book live.

A writer, born, not made, has this apart from other men
and women, a power of detachment, an impersonal double
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sense that visualises the picturesque, the apposite, and sees
it apart from its surroundings, framed and made separate.
The writer born, not made, can sit by the deathbed of a be-
loved one and forget the dying, see the dear face on the
pillow, listen to the laboured difficult breathing, hideous with
the hoarse death-rattle, and be filled with naught but the
difficulty of translating the scene into phrase, of grouping the
sentences so as to make the room with its medicine bottles,
its white-capped nurse and drug-smells stand out, solemn
and cold and clear in the black and white sharp outline, the
shadowlessness of print.

Joan sat at that dinner-party, the deathbed of so much
that was strong and selfreliant and powerful in her, the
deathbed of her girlhood and her untroubled heart and her
innocent spirit, and, as she nervously shredded the menu
card, she mentally described the dinner-table, the flowers
and white napery, the silver dishes heaped with fruit, the
shaded candles and the glass, saw it always and merely as a
chapter in the “ Book of the Jew.” Only she never foresaw
in print the vague unrest that throbbed its warning to her;
she could neither search for nor find a phrase to meet her
quickening pulse,

There is a mystery known to all who know men and
women, to all who have insight into, sympathy with, or
understanding of, their fellow-travellers, but it is blank and
incomprehensible to the Pharisees, and to all who would read
and run at the same time. This is the mystery that fills the
divorce courts, mocks the incredulous, and sets at naught all
creeds and convictions. It is that a certain something,
subtle, sweet, and rare, not a perfume, not a touch, but an
echo of both, light, elusive, all-pervading, is the special
property of some loose-living men, a property that is beyond
the reach of analysis, but recognisable in the freemasonry of
the passions by all who have realised its existence. It is as
the candle to the moth, as the rose to the butterfly, as the
magnet to the steel. It is a surface lure of sex, it is an all-
compelling whisper, almost it seems that to hear it is to
obey. But some ears are deaf to it, some few dull ears.
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Van Biene, wizened and bitter and cid, knew of this mystery;
he knew it well, knew too that Louis Althaus held the key
to it in that sleek head, that straight back and those sloping
shoulders, those lean flanks and nervous hands, knew that the
co-respondent, no less than the poet, is born, not made. But
he thought Joan’s ears were deaf,—he hoped Joan’s ears were
deaf; so dull she had proved to other men who had tempted
her with other wiles.

On the evening of the dinner-party he watched those two,
watched the bright alertness fade a little out of the woman’s
face, and her lids veil her eyes. Out of the corners of them
she would look now and again at Louis, but it seemed that
she too was nervous, Van Biene missed her low laughter.
He noted the small fingers mechanically tearing up the name
card, then the menn. And all the time Louis talked in a
low voice, disjointed talk it seemcd to the old man watch-
ing, and Louis’s wonderful eyes were full of softness, and his
voice with the burred r's sounded musical, and the atmos-
phere in which these two apparently sat apart from all the
others seemed charged with electricity.

For those two there was nobody else at the dinner-party ;
Louis absorbed Joan, and was absorbed by her. Van Biene
ground his teeth at them, but knew he was powerless,

There had been cross motives running in Louis’s subtle
handsome head, when he had asked for the invitation, when
he had entered the dining-room. But Joan herself blotted
out her farm that evening with Louis no less than she had
done with Karl; there was not a doubt about that. Her
charm surprised him out of his scheming. He was not
too absorbed, however, to notice Van Biene’s expression,
and his vanity was all alert. That Joan was what she was,
excited it further. Karl, steady old Karl, rough old Karl,
had had a fancy for her too, he remembered, and he laughed
to himself at the thought that Karl should rival him here.
The woman was made for him, he felt that immediately ; he
tried to convey it too. He knew many tricks and subtleties
to awaken light thoughts in light women. Joan’s innocence,
ignorance, instinctive purity, missed them all. Quickly, very
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quickly, he saw, he realised that, if success was to follow
him, he must, as he worded it to himself, begin at the be-
ginning ; it was a new language he must teach her. He
had not hoped for all he saw.

He had expected to find the celebrated authoress a mere
writing-machine, an ink-stained, bony thing, not even young.
In reality, she was as delicate as a Cosway miniature, with an
eighteenth century piquancy in her grace. Joan wore green
that evening, a soft dress, with some white stuff, trans-
parent, draping the shoulders. But the shoulders themselves
were whiter than the stuff that draped them, a wonderful
creamy white. On the left side T.ouis saw there was a
dimple, they had not got as far as the entrées before he
knew it was there for him. Her arms were round, like a
baby’s arms, and again there were dimples in the elbows,
and slender wrists and small hands with tapering fingers,
and Louis’s heart, though it was as wizened as Van Biene’s
figure, beat fast.

“Is it true that you only care for pen and ink, that you
want to write, and not to live ?” Louis Althaus talked
ever in questions,

“It seems the same thing to me,” Joan answered simply.
But that was at the beginning of the dinner, for very soon
the mystery of Louis touched her senses. “I have never
cared for anything or anybody I know so much as I have
cared for the things and the people I have imagined.”

“I am sorry you have cared for the people you have
imagined.”

The delicate colour stole into her cheeks.

“Imagined I cared,” she interpolated and smiled, but
nervously. Was he familiar, impertinent? She hardly
knew ; at any rate, when she had time to analyse her feel-
ings, she thought she would find she had material for a new
chapter.

“But in real life,” he persisted, his voice low, “in real
life, have you ever cared ? "

The voice and the words penetrated, or perhaps it was
the dark eyes, soft yet searching, and all at once Joan knew
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she was lonely, and that love, love of which she read, of which
she wrote, had been nothing but a pulseless word, colder than
print. Her loneliness shuddered through her, and then was
gone, and the low voice with its burred “r’s” filled its place.

It was a short dinner, a shorter evening. Louis never left
Joan’s side. The drawing-room, heavy with flowers, the
women in their décolletage, in their diamonds, the loud-
voiced men, the music, swayed about her, and seemed un-
real, absurd, negligible. She hardly grasped the purport
of the things he said to her, of the things he compelled
her to answer. In some strange way he made her con-
scious of emotions which, until this evening, she had never
known were possible to her. And the bright elusive woman-
hood, which had bewitched Karl, Louis saw shy and wild,
and he wanted it, as men want always to bring down wild
things. Every trick began to tell, every move “to come
off,” but, as the evening wore on, he forgot to be tricky
and studied. What there was of man in him woke up and
wanted her. He was amazed at himself. What he had
meant—Dbut he did not stay to remember what he had meant ;
only, as he walked back to the hotel that night, he said to
himself that he was in love, and he knew it was for the
first time, and even to Louis Althaus it seemed that the
summer night was more beautiful than ever summer night
had seemed before.

And Joan !

It was Louis who had put the cloak about her shoulders, who
had whispered passionately in her ear:

“ We shall meet again ; we must meet again.”

She heard the words as one hears far off the strain of some
sweet distant musie, entrancing, strange, exciting, She
heard them until she fell asleep. She understood nothing
of what had happened to her, why her heart beat fast, why
her pulses throbbed, why her cheeks glowed in the darkness.
It must be because she had found the hero for the “ Book
of the Jew,” she said to herself, as at last she dropped into
happy dreams.

Three days passed before they met again, and, in the mean-
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time, Joan found a strange paralysis had overtaken her pen,
For hours she sat with it suspended over a blank sheet,
whilst no thought came to her, no phrases framed themselves ;
she was conscious only of a restlessness, of an excitement, for
which she had no name. She left off trying to write, and
took long solitary walks instead ; she became certain it was
exercise she needed. Her brother had often told her she
led too sedentary a life. Now she abandoned her pen
altogether. When the solitary walks only tired her, and the
charm of Nature vanished, when the Victoria Road with
its tropical foliage, flamboyant with blossoms, and the
sapphire sea that glittered in the sun, and the turquoise
sky that hung above it, actually began to pall upon her,
began to spell unrest, excitement without cause, the
atmosphere seeming too clear and searching, she turned
her footsteps towards the business portion of the town. She
threw herself feverishly into her household duties, made
daily pilgrimages to Cartwright's stores, selecting groceries
as if they had suddenly become of vital importance. Then,
too, she took a strange interest in her toilette ; all at once
her dresses seemed old, or shabby, or unbecoming. She
spent one whole morning at Stuttaford’s, trying on rich
stuffs, discarding pattern after pattern, dissatisfied, but not
knowing why.

She hardly thought of Louis, at least, she hardly knew
she thought of him, but the set of his handsome head and
his dark eyes, followed her about, and pursued her awake or
asleep, followed her into Stuttaford’s as into Cartwright’s,
became mingled with the clothes no less than with the
household stores.

Twice a week the military band played in Government
Gardens ; there too Joan walked, or sat, noting the faces
that she knew, evading the acquaintances who would have
monopolised her, a solitary figure, watching. To herself she
said she was pursuing the idea, trying to track down the
inspiration that only a week ago she had found in every
Jewish face and form, but, if indeed it was that she sought
it eluded her perfectly.
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When she saw Louis there was a rapid flow of blood to the
heart, and then a reaction. He was not as handsome as she
remembered him ; he looked better in evening than in walk-
ing dress. Hurriedly she said these things to herself. Her
bow to him was quite slight. She thought he would have
passed on; she made ro motion that there was room on the
seat beside her, yet he stopped before her and spoke.

“They are playing very well to-day,” she said, as if both
of them were thinking of the military band.

“Ver-ry,” he said, with the “r's” just as they had echoed
in her dreams. “I knew we should meet again,” he added.
“May I sit down?”

He did not wait for permission. When he sat down by
her side Joan thought that, after all, he was just as good-
looking by daylight. Only the hat covered the broad fore-
head, the lower part of the face was narrower. His eyes
spoke eloquently; his gaze at her was intent. “ At last!
he said.

“You had difficulty in finding a seat?”

He would not follow her lead, would not keep the con-
versation at her level.

“ Did you feel that we should meet again ?”

“] don’t know; I don’t know. Oh! why do you talk so
strangely to me?” A school-girl could not have answered
with more confusion. Why had he not let her talk common-
places, and get quiet in her heart, which now beat too
loudly ? She was not well, she was quite sure she could not
be well, her nerves were playing her such strange tricks.

“ Have you thought of me, missed me, wanted me ? " said
Louis. “All the world has been different with me since I
met you that evening. I can’t talk rubbish; I can’t pre-
tend ; I must know what you have been feeling. Tell me,
did it mean anything to you that at last we had met? Did
it seem to you like that, that at last we had met, found each
other? There has never been anything but you in my life,
I swear it.”

“I don’t know,” she answered timidly. And Louis’s heart
swelled, for, was she not the cleverest woman in South Africa,
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the authoress of ““The Kaffir and his Keeper”? Van Biene

had defied him to win her, and old Karl had failed. Yet,
here she was, flushing and paling, and, if his own heart was
beating fast, well he kn=w that hers was beating faster.

“Karl has spoken of you to me so often,” she said
weakly.

“Don’t talk to me of Karl; don’t talk to me of any one
but yourself. Come, let us go for a walk together.”

“Down Fleet Street, like Dr. Johnson?” she said, with a
nervous laugh, but rising, nevertheless.

“Not like anybody but ourselves,” he answered. “I sup-
pose I am very wrong to take it for granted you want to
be with me as I with you. Tell me, am I wrong? Have
you thought of me since that night ?”

“One always thinks of a pleasant evening.”

“Don’t put me off; I don’t want generalities.
never been out of my mind for a moment.
thought of me at all? I must know.”
sponse, aad he continued earnestly. “Don’t let us stand
here and talk in the midst of people. I want to be alone

with you. Do you feel that ? Do you feel we have thousands
of things to say to each other ?”

You have
Have you
There was no re-

“]t is very nice here,” she said, moving on nevertheless.

She liked walking by his side. Considering his appearance
alone, he was a man by whose side any woman might have
liked to walk. There were other people walking up and
down, and several bowed to Joan. Louis’s hat was off half-
a-dozen times in as many minutes. All Louis’s ways had
that half-foreign suggestion about them that appealed to
her; he took off his hat to the veriest stranger with a bow,
with a graceful movement. She liked him better with his
hat off, then she saw the sweep of the dark hair above the
low brow; even the slight shrug of the shoulders, as he
turned to her again and mutely complained of the inter-
ruption, she found fascinating. He moved in his clothes so
that one saw how the muscles ran beneath the skin, saw his
litheness and grace.

“] can’t talk surface talk to you,” he said; “ I don’t know
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why. You noticed that, even the first evening? We seemed
to have met before, to understand each other at once ?”

“Don’t talk in questions—1 don't know-—1 haven't
thought at all; I've been busy. What have you been
doing ? what do you do? Do you want all the same things
your brother does? I don’t mean for South Africa, I mean
for yourself. Do you collect pictures, and heap millions
upon millions like Pelion upon Ossa, and go on doing it
because it has become a habit?”

“ Do you think I am like Karl?”

She cast a side glance at him, caught a smile and re-
turned it, No; he was not like Karl, she felt a throb of
disloyalty, for, if Karl had been rough, he had been sincere.
He was coarsely moulded, badly built, big and heavy, but he
had been gentle with her, good to her. Louis beside him
was as “ Hyperion to a satyr.” But she ought not to have
smiled. She was sorry he had smiled back, and he caught
her regret and answered it before it was spoken.

“He is a good fellow, there is no one like old Karl. But
you must not make me jealous of him. You ought not to
have met him first.”

In the valley, through the afternoon, they walked and
talked. Louis was no pedestrian, but a little way up the
green precipitous side of the dominating mountain they
wandered together. Then the shadow of the quickly descend-
ing mist hid the turquoise sky, hid the wild truncated top
of the Devil's Peak, laid its chill warning on them, so that
their footsteps halted. Into the mist Joan walked presently,
but to-day, to-day at least, she turned back. They parted at
her brother’s door.

The love idyll between these two took no time in the
making. It sprang into life almost full-born. Perhaps the
hot African sun was responsible. Certainly the barriers that
convention has erected between man and woman seem lower
in those southern climes, less difficult to leap, more easily de-
molished. The situation came upon the woman so suddenly,
so unexpectedly, that the outposts were carried before she
knew a sentinel was needed. He had found the weak place
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in her defence ; he was in the heart of the citadel before she
realised the necessity of hanging out a flag. She found the
days empty and blank when they were without the sound
of his voice, the touch of his hand, the desire in his eyes,
even before she had realised that his eyes held a desire, and
that in her trembling lips and fearful heart was the response.

For a week they met and talked, met accidentally, and
had sausage and eggs together at Wronski’s in Adderley
Street, met by appointment, and in Louis’s light Cape cart
went the Kloof drive, or when they wanted a long day
together, they found themselves lingering in Father Peck’s
strange Caravanserie at Musenburg. In the curious sign-
board that swung from the lintel there they saw a mutual
message, and read it to each other. The sudden haii-storm—
a South African hail-storm—each drop a menace—that bound
them prisoners there, rejoiced their hearts; and when, on
leaving, an asp in their path uplifted a hooded head and
danger barred their way, they had less thought for what
it symbolised than the huge Kaffir who made an end of it.
With or without excuse they met, and talked, and met
again, finding daily in each other’s society the something
that each felt a necessity of existence. For three weeks
they met and talked, realising strange moments and the
thrills that silence holds in sudden twilight, and then—then
Louis voiced their feelings. i

It was at home, in her own little drawing-room, with its
books and flowers and the nick-nacks that women gather
around them, that Louis became explicit. Joan had been
trying to work, and was holding a piece of embroidery in un
steady hands; so little had Louis said until then. His elbow
rested on the mantelpiece, he was looking down upon her
bowed head, with its wavy crown of brown hair, looking
down on the small fingers; his words had been few, and
she could still pretend to work, but of his presence she was
keenly conscious, every fibre of her was conscious of his
figure, of the way he held himself. She had no need to
look upon him, so plainly she saw him, though her head
was bent over the silks.
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when you are free; but I don’t suppose it will be of any
use?” There was an interrogative note on Lhe lingering
words.

“] don’t know.” Her voice was stifled.

“Well—perhaps. I dare not stay— God bless you.”

And he was gone, with a slam of the front-door that might
have been heard at Government House.




CHAPTER VII

JoaN missed Karl, but she was a writer first, and a woman
afterwards, and, until the afterwards, all her experiences took
the form of phrases, and grouped themselves into sentences
and paragraphs, The nebulous thought with which Karl
had inspired her was that the race story, written so often,
must now be written differently. It was the Jew in Karl
that had moved her, she thought, for that she had been
moved momentarily there was no doubt, and it was to
sympathise with the strange lurid race that dominated the
business quarter of Cape Town. Karl had been fond of
talking of Jews; he had contrived to make their claims
insistent. Now, as she walked abroad, she saw, behind every
pair of sharp, black eyes, behind bald heads and prominent
noses, in stooping, shabby forms and coarse accents, she saw
that large intelligence, that big heart, that gentle kindliness
of Karl Althaus, She saw the restless hands eager to grab,
ready to give. She saw, for Joan’s light blue eyes were
wires to her brain, and telegraphed truly, that there pulsed
beneath these sordid, grasping, greedy Jews, who walked the
Cape Town streets and congregated in its market-places, a
wealth and warmth of goodness, of generosity, of which the
colder, slower, Northern men were scarcely capable. She
saw them often dishonest, never brutal, with the lowest
standard of honour, and the highest ideal of Brotherhood.
But she missed Karl for hardly more than a week. Almost
before her hand had forgotten that painful pressure of his
big fist, almost before her cheek had lost the flush where
his rough face had touched her, Karl had become a figure-
head ; and the next book, the “ Story of the Jew,” began to

quicken in her, a Jewish novel—the Jewish novel! That was
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what filled her nights and days; she was big with it, as a
happy woman with child. It had no shape or expression as
yet, but she felt the life in it. All the people, all her friends,
who were not Jews, spread their vapid personalities and
weak wiles, cheir dull talk, before her in vain. She walked
about among her fellow-men and women as one walks with
shadows; nothing was real but the book she was going to
write, the ¢ Book of the Jew.”

Thus it was that, when Karl sent Louis to her, she was
malleable, ready, eager. Karl had told Louis “there is a
little woman in Cape Town—" and he had shown his
heart to his brother. There was no room in it for doubt, or
fear, or suspicion of Louis. All the world he could suspect
and doubt, perhaps fear, before he grew too powerful for
fear, but Louis and he were alone together in the world.
Karl loved him loyally.

When Louis left Pretoria for Cape Town en route for
England, he had his instructions. He was to influence Joan
de Groot, an easy task, to tackle the English Government
through Stephen Hayward, an enterprise not unworthy of
his talents.

Van Biene was jackal, lawyer, creature, anything one liked
to call him, to the Unterwald gang. Louis sauntered into
Van Biene’s office the morning he arrived in Cape Town.
After a few preliminary business details had been run
through, he asked :

“Can you put me in the way of meeting a Mrs. de Groot,
a writing woman ; she is married to a man whose farm
we've got to get. Karl gave me a letter to her, but that
is too formal a business.”

Van Biene, little old ferret that he was, looked sharply
over his spectacles at Karl Althaus’s representative.

¢ She’s not with her husband, and has no influence with
him. Your brother knows that.”

Louis, in the easy chair, surveying with some pride the
patent leather shoe that covered the * best instep in South
Africa,” smiled, caressing his dark moustache.

“Karl couldn’t pull it off. But you would not call poor
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old Karl the best man in the world to tackle a woman, now,
would you ?”

He gave another upward turn to that dark moustache with
a hand, small, well shaped, sinewy.

“ Come, out with it—where is she to be found? I expect
I'll know how to make her work in our interests.”

Louis’s self - satisfied smile and manner, his shiny, im-
maculate clothes, the whole, handsome, assured air of him,
irritated the old lawyer. Van Biene’s little mouth was all
awry, as if he had tasted something nauseous, when he
answered :

“ She’s not your sort at all. You really should not waste
yourself on a woman given up to literature and politics.
She is not an adventurous woman. Curl up your moustaches
from now till doomsday, they won’t appeal to Joan de
Groot.”

Happily Louis could catch a glimpse of himself in the
mirror over the mantel, and he smiled again at the reflec-
tion. He need not put himself out of the way to be civil
to old Van Biene, they had half a hundred holds over him,

“Had a look in in that quarter yourself, old man? She
seems very attractive to fogeys. FEven old Karl was im-
pressed. But go on, hurry up, I've no time to waste. I'm off
to England in a fortnight. Whom does she visit ? ”

“ Give up the idea. She can’t help us. If she could, I
am not sure that she would. You’ve nothing to bribe her
with.” Van Biene shot another disgusted glance at Louis.
“She won’t notice your clothes, and if it had been a question
of money—I believe you'll allow Karl could bid as high as
you can.”

Still Louis smiled. The old lawyer’s irritation with him
was nothing new.

“Oh ! you notice they fit,do you? Poole’s best cutter !
He felt where the well-pressed trouser exhibited its regular
seam, patted his chest where the double-breasted waistcoat
showed there was a waist to consider. “ But get along;
spit it out.” Louis's refinement was one of the garments
he only wore for special occasions, “ You've got to do
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what I ask, so why make such a fuss about it? Where
does the woman hang out? I haven't got the letter with
me. If I can’t meet her about, I shall have to make a
formal call.”

Still Van Biene hesitated.

“She’s got ink in her veins, not blood. They’ve all been
at her; your brother Karl wasn’t the only one that had a
story to tell. But nobody moves her; you leave her alone
with her books. You’ll do nothing with her, and then you’ll
grow spiteful. I know you.”

“I believe you're frightened to bring us together. By
Jove!” he got up and walked round the lawyer, surveying
him with some interest, “ 1 never looked upon you in that
light before. Somehow or other, you never struck me as a
Don Juan,”

“ Don’t make a fool of yourself.”

“ And what does Mrs. Van Biene say to it, eh?”

A lecherous, treacherous fellow, Van Biene thought
Louis Althaus, scarcely white; his contempt was mingled
with hatred. Yet, if he did not give him the asked-for
opportunity, some one else would ; there was no difficulty in
meeting Joan de Groot in Cape Town society.

“If you are really set on knowing her, you can dine with
my wife to-night. Mrs. de Groot and her brother are both
coming,” he said sullenly. Louis patted him on the shoulder.

“Why didn’t you say so before ? What a man you are, to
be sure. I'll be there—ta-ta. And, if I notice anything
I'll not say a word to Mrs. B,”

“ Phew ! ”

Van Biene breathed again, the office was clear of Louis.
But he sat down to his desk with some presentiment of evil,
some uneasiness. Joan was eclectic in her innocent flirta-
tions, and the wizened old lawyer had a keen brain, and an
appreciative wit. His dry cynical humour, his knowledge of
men, had made him a congenial companion to her. There
was a sympathy between them that neared friendship.

“ A lecherous, treacherous fellow,” he thought, “ but
she’ll see through him.”
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Still he worked uneasily. He knew more about Piet d¢
Groot and his farm than Louis did. But what he knew
Louis might soon learn, and, if what he had heard was true,
then Joan might indeed become essential to the interests of
the Unterwald Company, in which case, better Karl than
Louis to play the game for them. The lawyer was uneasy,
for he appreciated Joan, perhaps guessed where she might
be weak.

There was no doubt about Louis’s good looks. His dark
eyes were Spanish in their sleepy depths, his brushed up
moustache and slight imperial kept the foreign contour of his
face, but his fair skin was English, pale and clear. The
hair had retreated a little on his temples, he wore it brushed
back, without a parting, lying as straight and sleek as the
valet could make it, but at the nape of the neck you could
see the end of the wave it had, and his neck was firm and
white, his head splendidly set upon it.

Van Biene watched from the window Louis’s graceful
saunter down Adderley Street. His grace had in it some-
thing feline to Van Biene’s old eyes, but he knew he saw
him differently from the way others did. Louis was tall
and lean of flank, his back was straight with a fall towards
the waist, the slight slope in his shoulders, the easy move-
ment from the hips, were part of the fine make of him,

“ Damn him! he looks like a gentleman,” said Van Biene,
when he left the window and went back to his papers,

That evening when, for the first time, Joan met those
dark melancholy eyes, she saw little else. They were brown
eyes, blue in the whites, brown in the centres, there was
depth in them and melancholy, they spoke, they seemed to
tell a history ; they brought ¢ Thaddeus of Warsaw” to her
mind, She was only a writing woman at the beginning
of that dinner, and she thought here was another chapter
for her book, the agony of Poland, vibrant, inarticulate.

“] wanted to know you,” was all Louis said, as he bowed
over her hand with that graceful half-foreign gesture of his.
“] came here to-night on purpose to meet you.”

“] am flattered.” Joan was used to compliments, but

ur
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to-night, somehow, she was not at her ease with Karl
Althaus’s adopted brother.

“1 am glad 1 asked Mrs. Van Biene to send us in together.”
Joan was glad too. It was absurd, but she was glad. She
knew so little, with all that she had written of love, and
written well, that she took no warning when, as she laid her
fingers lightly on his coat sleeve, she felt a thrill run up her
arm, a thrill that ended in her heart, in a slight shudder, in
an accelerated breath and pulse-beat.

“] am glad to meet Karl Althaus’s brother,” she
answered, and blushed, remembering. TFor an instant his eyes
met hers, and she wondered if indeed she was glad because
he was Karl Althaus’s adopted brother. But for a little space
she spoke of Karl breathlessly, and Louis looked at her; his
pointed tongue now and again moistened those thin lips of
his, his hand caressed his imperial, brushed up his moustache
until the ends were feathery and light against the transparent
skin, and his eyes were melancholy and impenetrable. Every-
thing about him had a subtle indefinable attraction and charm
for the girl-woman, who had been for a short time wife to
Piet de Groot, and for the rest had thought that literature
was life,

Afterwards Joan knew that it had been a strange dinner.
She had eaten nothing ; there had been an unusual nervous-
ness about her. She had torn her menu into little bits and
played with the pieces —she remembered that, but what
they had said to each other she could not recall. It seemed
to her she had scarcely looked at him, yet she knew that
those dark eyes had starry centres, she knew his voice was
soft and low, she heard again the slight roll of his “r’s,”” as
if they left his tongue reluctantly.

And the poor little clever fool, going home to lie awake
and dream, with a soft hand-pressure coming back again and
again always with its own thrill and message, thought it was
all because the quickening idea was embodied, and that the
Jew of dreams was incarnated to make her book live.

A writer, born, not made, has this apart from other men
and wowmen, a power of detachment, an impersonal double
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sense that visualises the picturesque, the apposite, and sees
it apart from its surroundings, framed and made separate.
The writer born, not made, can sit by the deathbed of a be-
loved one and forget the dying, see the dear face on the
pillow, listen to the laboured difficult breathing, hideous with
the hoarse death-rattle, and be filled with naught but the
difficulty of translating the scene into phrase, of grouping the
sentences so as to make the room with its medicine bottles,
its white-capped nurse and drug-smells stand out, solemn
and cold and clear in the black and white sharp outline, the
shadowlessness of print.

Joan sat at that dinner-party, the deathbed of so much
that was strong and self-reliant and powerful in her, the
deathbed of her girlhood and her untroubled heart and her
innocent spirit, and, as she nervously shredded the menu
card, she mentally described the dinner-table, the flowers
and white napery, the silver dishes heaped with fruit, the
shaded candles and the glass, saw it always and merely as a
chapter in the “ Book of the Jew.” Only she never foresaw
in print the vague unrest that throbbed its warning to her;
she could neither search for nor find a phrase to meet her
quickening pulse.

There is a mystery known to all who know men and
women, to all who have insight into, sympathy with, or
understanding of, their fellow-travellers, but it is blank and
incomprehensible to the Pharisees, and to all who would read
and run at the same time. This is the mystery that fills the
divorce courts, mocks the incredulous, and sets at naught all
creeds and convictions. It is that a certain something,
subtle, sweet, and rare, not a perfume, not a touch, but an
echo of both, light, elusive, all-pervading, is the special
property of some loose-living men, a property that is beyond
the reach of analysis, but recognisable in the freemasonry of
the passions by all who have realised its existence. It is as
the candle to the moth, as the rose to the butterfly, as the
magnet to the steel. It is a surface lure of sex, it is an all-
compelling whisper, almost it seems that to hear it is to
obey. But some ears are deaf to it, some few dull ears.
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Van Biene, wizened and bitter and old, knew of this mystery;
he knew it well, knew too that Louis Althaus held the key
to it in that sleek head, that straight back and those sloping
shoulders, those lean flanks and nervous hands, knew that the
co-respondent, no less than the poet, is born, not made. But
he thought Joan’s ears were deaf,—he hoped Joan’s ears were
deaf; so dull she had proved to other men who had tempted
her with other wiles.

On the evening of the dinner-party he watched those two,
watched the bright alertness fade a little out of the woman’s
face, and her lids veil her eyes, Out of the corners of them
she would look now and again at Louis, but it seemed that
she too was nervous, Van Biene missed her low laughter.
He noted the small fingers mechanically tearing up the name
card, then the menu. And all the time Louis talked in a
low voice, disjointed talk it seemed to the old man watch-
ing, and Louis’s wonderful eyes were full of softness, and his
voice with the burred r's sounded musical, and the atmos-
phere in which these two apparently sat apart from all the
others seemed charged with electricity.

For those two there was nobody else at the dinner-party ;
Louis absorbed Joan, and was absorbed by her. Van Biene
ground his teeth at them, but knew he was powerless.

There had been cross motives running in Louis’s subtle
handsome head, when he had asked for the invitation, when
he had entered the dining-room. But Joan herself blotted
out her farm that evening with Louis no less than she had
done with Karl; there was not a doubt about that. Her
charm surprised him out of his scheming. He was not
too absorbed, however, to notice Van Biene’s expression,
and his vanity was all alert. That Joan was what she was,
excited it further. Karl, steady old Karl, rough old Karl,
had had a fancy for her too, he remembered, and he laughed
to himself at the thought that Ka-' tould rival him here.
The woman was made for him, he fci. chat immediately; he
tried to convey it too. He knew many tricks and subtleties
to awaken light thoughts in light women. Joan’s innocence,
ignorance, instinctive purity, missed them all. Quickly, very
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quickly, he saw, he realised that, if success was to follow
him, he must, as he worded it to himself, begin at the be-
ginning ; it was a new language he must teach her. He
had not hoped for all he saw.

He had expected to find the celebrated authc -ess a mere
writing-machine, an ink-stained, bony thing, not even young.
In reality, she was as delicate as a Cosway miniature, with an
eighteenth century piquancy in her grace. Joan wore green
that evening, a soft dress, with some white stuff, trans-
parent, draping the shoulders. But the shoulders themselves
were whiter than the stuff that draped them, a wonderful
creamy white. On the left side Louis saw there was a
dimple, they had not got as far as the entrées before he
knew it was there for him. Her arms were round, like a
baby’s arms, and again there were dimples in the elbows,
and slender wrists and small hands with tapering fingers,
and Louis’s heart, though it was as wizened as Van Biene's
figure, beat fast.

“Is it true that you only care for pen and ink, that you
want to write, and not to live ?” Louis Althaus talked
ever in questions.

“ It seems the same thing to me,” Joan answered simply.
But that was at the beginning of the dinner, for very soon
the mystery of Louis touched her senses. “I have never
cared for anything or anybody I know so much as I have
cared for the things and the pcople I have imagined.”

“] am sorry you have cared for the people you have
imagined.”

The delicate colour stole into her cheeks.

“Imagined I cared,” she interpolated and smiled, but
nervously. Was he familiar, impertinent? She hardly
knew ; at any rate, when she had time to analyse her feel-
ings, she thought she would find she had material for a new
chapter.

“But in real life,” he persisted, his voice low, “in real
life, have you ever cared ? "’

The voice and the words penetrated, or perhaps it was
the dark eyes, soft yet searching, and all at once Joan knew
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she was lonely, and that love, love of which she read, of which
she wrote, had been nothing but a pulseless word, colder than
print. Her loneliness shuddered through her, and then was
gone, and the low voice with its burred “r’s” filled its place.

It was a short dinner, a shorter evening. Louis never left
Joan’s side. The drawing-room, heavy with flowers, the
women in their décolletage, in their diamonds, the loud.
voiced men, the music, swayed about her, and seemed un-
real, absurd, negligible. She hardly grasped the purport
of the things he said to her, of the things he compelled
her to answer. In some strange way he made her con-
scious of emotions which, until this evening, she had never
known were possible to her. And the bright elusive woman
hood, which had bewitched Karl, Louis saw shy and wild,
and he wanted it, as men want always to bring down wild
things. Every trick began to tell, every move “to come
ff,” but, as the evening wore on, he forgot to be tricky
and studied. What there was of man in him woke up and
wanted her. He was amazed at himself. What he had
meant—but he did not stay to remember what he had meant ;
only, as he walked back to the hotel that night, he said to
himself that he was in love, and he knew it was for the
first time, and even to Louis Althaus it seemed that the
summer night was more beautiful than ever summer night
had seemed before.

And Joan !

It was Louis who had put the cloak about her shoulders, who
had whispered passionately in her ear:

¢« We shall meet again ; we must meet again,”

She heard the words as one hears far off the strain of some
sweet distant music, entrancing, strange, exciting, She
heard them until she fell asleep. She understood nothing
of what had happened to her, why her heart beat fast, why
her pulses throbbed, why her cheeks glowed in the darkness.
It must be because she had found the hero for the “ Book
of the Jew,” she said to herself, as at last she dropped into
happy dreams.

Three days passed before they met again, and, in the mean-
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time, Joan found a strange paralysis had overtaken her pen,

For hours she sat with it suspended over a blank sheet, ::
whilst no thought came to her, no phrases framed themselves ; -
she was conscious only of a restlessness, of an excitement, for bo‘
which she had no name. She left off trying to write, and :
took long solitary walks instead ; she became certain it was E:;
exercise she needed. Her brother had often told her she ]
led too sedentary a life. Now she abandoned her pen of |
altogether. When the solitary walks only tired her, and the .
charm of Nature vanished, when the Victoria Road with o
its tropical foliage, flamboyant with blossoms, and the ::IM‘
sapphire sea that glittered in the sun, and the turquoise ‘[
f sky that hung above it, actually began to pall upon her, her
’ began to spell unrest, excitement without cause, the loo}
atmosphere seeming too clear and searching, she turned b
her footsteps towards the business portion of the town. She eall
threw herself feverishly into her household duties, made TPO
daily pilgrimages to Cartwright’s stores, selecting groceries )e“s
as if they had suddenly become of vital importance. Then, H
too, she took a strange interest in her toilette; all at once .
her dresses seemed old, or shabby, or unbecoming. She ve:s.
spent one whole morning at Stuttaford’s, trying on rich -
stufls, discarding pattern after pattern, dissatisfied, but not '
knowing why. strar
She hardly thought of Louis, at least, she hardly knew wllth
she thought of him, but the set of his handsome head and {)a::](]
his dark eyes, followed her about, and pursued her awake or l:) n
asleep, followed her into Stuttaford’s as into Cartwright’s, eu“i
became mingled with the clothes no less than with the .
? household stores. worg
Twice a week the military band played in Government e |
Gardens ; there too Joan walked, or sat, noting the faces t‘?nd,i
that she knew, evading the acquaintances who would have fhd "
monopolised her, a solitary figure, watching. To herself she g
said she was pursuing the idea, trying to track down the other
inspiration that only a week ago she had found in every ls‘:vea
Jewish face and form, but, if indeed it was that she sought -
it eluded her perfectly. swelle
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When she saw Louis there was a rapid flow of blood to the
heart, and then a reaction. He was not as handsome as she
remembered him ; he looked better in evening than in walk-
ing dress. Hurriedly she said these things to herself. Her
bow to him was quite slight. She thought he would have
passed on; she made no motion that there was room on the
seat beside her, yet he stopped before her and spoke.

“They are playing very well to-day,” she said, as if both
of them were thinking of the military band.

“Ver-ry,” he said, with the “r's” just as they had echoed
in her dreams. “I knew we should meet again,” he added
“May I sit down?”

He did not wait for permission. When he sat down by
her side Joan thought that, after all, he was just as good-
looking by daylight. Only the hat covered the broad fore-
head, the lower part of the face was narrower, His eyes
spoke eloquently; his gaze at her was intent. “At last!"”
he said.

“You had difficulty in finding a seat?”

He would not follow her lead, would not keep the con-
versation at her level.

“Did you feel that we should meet again ?”

“J don’t know; I don’t know. Oh! why do you talk so
strangely to me?” A school-girl could not have answered
with more confusion. Why had he not let her talk common-
places, and get quiet in her heart, which now beat too
loudly ? She was not well, she was quite sure she could not
be well, her nerves were playing her such strange tricks.

“ Have you thought of me, missed me, wanted me ? " said
Louis. “All the world has been different with me since I
met you that evening. I can’t talk rubbish; I can’t pre-
tend ; I must know what you have been feeling. Tell me,
did it mean anything to you that at last we had met? Did
it seem to you like that, that at last we had met, found each
other? There has never been anything but you in my life,
I swear it.”

“I don’t know,” she answered timidly. And Louis’s heart
swelled, for, was she not the cleverest woman in South Africa,
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the authoress of “The Kaffir and his Keeper”? Van Biene

had defied him to win her, and old Karl had failed. Yet,
here she was, flushing and paling, and, if his own heart was
beating fast, well he knew that hers was beating faster.

“Karl has spoken of you to me so often,” she said
weakly.

“Don’t talk to me of Karl; don’t talk to me of any one
but yourself. Come, let us go for a walk together.”

“Down Fleet Street, like Dr. Johnson? " she said, with a
nervous laugh, but rising, nevertheless.

“Not like anybody but ourselves,” he answered. “I sup-
pose 1 am very wrong to take it for granted you want to
be with me as I with you. Tell me, am I wrong? Have
you thought of me since that night?”

“One always thinks of a pleasant evening.”

“Don’t put me off; I don't want generalities. You have
never been out of my mind for a moment. Have you
thought of me at all? I must know.” There was no re-
sponse, and he continued earnestly. “Don’t let us stand
here and talk in the midst of people. I want to be alone
with you. Do you feel that ? Do you feel we have thousands
of things to say to each other?”

“]Jt is very nice here,” she said, moving on nevertheless.

She liked walking by his side. Considering his appearance
alone, he was a man by whose side any woman might have
liked to walk. There were other people walking up and
down, and several bowed to Joan. Louis’s hat was off half-
a-dozen times in as many minutes. All Louis’s ways had
that half-foreign suggestion about them that appealed to
her; he took off his hat to the veriest stranger with a bow,
with a graceful movement. She liked him better with his
hat off, then she saw the sweep of the dark hair above the
low brow; even the slight shrug of the shoulders, as he
turned to her again and mutely complained of the inter-
ruption, she found fascinating. He moved in his clothes so
that one saw how the muscles ran beneath the skin, saw his
litheness and grace.

“] can’t talk surface talk to you,” he said; “I don’t know
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why. You noticed that, even the first evening? We seemed
to have met before, to understand each other at once ?”’

“Don’t talk in questions—1I don’'t know—1I haven't
thought at all; I've been busy. What have you been
doing ? what do you do? Do you want all the same things
your brother does? 1 don’t mean for South Africa, I mean
for yourself. Do you collect pictures, and heap millions
upon millions like Pelion upon Ossa, and go on doing it
because it has become a habit?”

“Do you think 1 am like Karl?”

She cast a side glance at him, caught a smile and re-
turned it. No; he was not like Karl, she felt a throb of
disloyalty, for, if Karl had been rough, he had been sincere.
He was coarsely moulded, badly built, big and heavy, but he
had been gentle with her, good to her. Louis beside him
was as “ Hyperion to a satyr.” But she ought not to have
smiled. She was sorry he had smiled back, and he caught
her regret and answered it before it was spoken.

“He is a good fellow, there is no one like old Karl. But
you must not make me jealous of him. You ought not to
have nfet him first.”

In the valley, through the afternoon, they walked and
talked. Louis was no pedestrian, but a little way up the
green precipitous side of the dominating mountain they
wandered together. Then the shadow of the quickly descend-
ing mist hid the turquoise sky, hid the wild truncated top
of the Devil's Peak, laid its chill warning on them, so that
their footsteps halted. Into the mist Joan walked presently,
but to-day, to-day at least, she turned back. They parted at
her brother’s door.

The love idyll between these two took no time in the
making. It sprang into life almost full-born. Perhaps the
hot African sun was responsible. Certainly the barriers that
convention has erected between man and woman seem lower
in those southern climes, less difficult to leap, more easily de-
molished. The situation came upon the woman so suddenly,
so unexpectedly, that the outposts were carried before she
knew a sentinel was needed. He had found the weak place
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in her defence; he was in the heart of the citadel before she g
realised the necessity of hanging out a flag. She found the
days empty and blank when they were without the sound {;v(l):
of his voice, the touch of his hand, the desire in his eyes, <
even before she had realised that his eyes held a desire, and 4§
that in her trembling lips and fearful heart was the response. ;:Er'
For a week they met and talked, met accidentally, and § “
had sausage and eggs together at Wronski’s in Adderley
Street, met by appointment, and in Louis’s light Cape cart
went the Kloof drive, or when they wanted a long day
together, they found themselves lingering in Father Peck’s ‘ .
strange Caravanserie at Musenburg. In the curious sign- 'i mI,:
board that swung from the lintel there they saw a mutual 3
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With or without excuse they met, and talked, and met
again, finding daily in each other’s society the something
that each felt a necessity of existence. For three weeks
they met and talked, realising strange moments and the
thrills tha! silence holds in sudden twilight, and then—then
Louis voiced their feelings. ,

It was at home, in her own little drawing-room, with its ; g
books and flowers and the nick-nacks that women gather i ;i;y
around them, that Louis became explicit. Joan had been ! l“j
trying to work, and was holding a piece of embroidery in un- o
steady hands; so little had Louis said until then. His elbow ) |
rested on the mantelpiece, he was looking down upon her e
bowed head, with its wavy crown of brown hair, looking ;;ls :
down on the small fingers; his words had been few, and apasin
she could still pretend to work, but of his presence she was "{g i
keenly conscious, every fibre of her was conscious of his ol
figure, of the way he held himself. She had no need to % o J:
look upon him, so plainly she saw him, though her head o
was bent over the silks. But
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“It won't do, Joan,” he said at length. “ What is the
good of pretending? You are not working ; you can’t work
whilst I am here. Look up.”

She obeyed him ; her work lay upon her lap ; she looked
up and met his eyes, and, seeing what was in them, dropped
her own again with crimsoned cheek.

“Do you know where we're drifting?” he went on, I
am sure of myself; are you sure of yourself? I warn you
now “—he ought to have warned her before—* there can be
no going back for us two. There has never been a woman
in my life before.”

It was true ; whatever the man was, he spoke the truth to
her then. There never had been another Joan, and all he
had known or ever felt of love was concentrated on her,
while everything else for the moment he had forgotten. It
would come to him again, but this week he had remembered
nothing but that Joan de Groot was the one woman in all
the world for him, that this married woman with the purity
of a girl, this genius with the heart that had never been
found, this delicate, shy wife who had no husband, was the
goal to which all his flirtations had tended, the cul de sac
to his dreams of delight, the end of his strayings into the
gardens of love.

“I warn you now; every time I see you it becomes more
impossible for us to live without each other. I told you the
very first evening, although you did not believe it—I saw you
did not believe it—that love is pain.”

“Ah!” she hardly saw it now, though she watched him,
and listened to him. If he threatened her with love’s
penalties, did he not tempt her with love’s delights? When
bis arms were around her, and the soft surprise of his thin
lips taught her more than his threats, she remembered that
against Karl's arms she had struggled, but now there was
no resistance in her; so beautiful he was, and passionately
tender,

“Joan, in a week I am going to England. Am I to go
alone? AmI?”

But the anguish of her surrender was not yet, not nearly
’ 1
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yet. She could still struggle against him, deny him. She
could plead with him, and every plea he answered. All
the sophistry of the seducer was at that thin tongue-tip of
his that moistened his lips. He was gourmet, not gour-
mand ; delicately he would have his feasting, and the full
flavour of it he would realise. He had tact and self-restraint,
he met her reluctance with an assumption of his own, led her
after him, gently, retreating only when he was sure she would
follow. He weakened her moral fibre so slowly, so imper-
ceptibly, that she thought she was growing philosophic, when
in truth she was only growing weak. He blotted out thought,
and gave her sensation in its stead ; she vibrated at his touch
as violin strings at the hand of a musician; he swept the
strings, and wonderful chords from her passionate heart, from
her luminous brain, answered his delicate fingers, It had
been easy to win Joan’s love, easy to deepen and widen it,
until it engulfed and drowned everything but her woman’s
modesty ; but the rest was not easy, A hundred times under
the spell of his eyes and wandering lips, and encroaching
hands, she vowed herself to him, and promised him every-
thing. A hundred times in wild reactions she begged him
with passionate tears and timidities to give her back her pro-
mise. No other man could have won this woman from her
virtue. Always he met the moods half-way. If she did not
care for him “in every way,” if she was not as sure, as he was,
that life meant nothing for either of them apart, then she
was right. He would not take her in a mood; she must
come to him because she wanted him as he wanted her, He
was an artist in his role.

“If you don’t care for me to touch you, then you don’t
care for me. If, when you kiss me to-day, you repent it
to-morrow, then you don’t love me.”

Once she doubted herself. Once, when there had been a
wild scene between them, and a wilder reaction, and she was
all unstrung and trembling, she flung herself on her knees
beside him, where he sat on the sofa—his head on the
cushions, averted from the woman who had reproached him
—and asked him, with tears, with agony in her voice :
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“ Louis, you know me; Louis, is it true? I mant to give
myself to you; I want to do everything you would have
me do—but, I can’t—I can’t—Louis, don’t I love you? Is
that it?”

With all his good looks and all his culture, Louis Althaus

was the descendant of that wheedling, ringleted son of a
weak race that is no longer a nation.

eyes, and these she could not look at.

“1 dare not think. I am afraid—Ah! Louis, help me!”

“] will, I will ;" his arms were around her again, his dear
breath about her. “ You do love me—I know you love me.
It isn’t that, I have not given you time enough; we must
wait. Don’t think you fail in love for me,—but you are
a good woman, and so innocent, and it is hard; but oh!
Joan”"—and the rest was only breathed.

Always in her dreams and in her waking hours, until the
day she died, with it still murmuring to her dulling ear, she
heard the soft burr of the “r” as he whispered “in every
way.”

Then came the voyage. For the trick Fate played Joan
was to send her an invitation from the newspaper with which
she had been corresponding, to come to England for the
arrangement of her permanent appointment as South African
correspondent,—and this at the very time that Louis must
leave for England. Then, if Louis had even had an eleventh
hour repentance, if he had faltered in his purpose, or realised
the nature of the woman whose life he was taking into his
keeping, there came to him Karl's last instructions, and,
according to his own superstitious reading, took the matter
out of his hands.

“This ought to reach you the day before you start,” Karl
wrote. “Good-bye, old chap, and God bless you! I know
you'll do the best for us, but Heaven knows if you'll be in
time. I am losing touch with the fellows here ; there is the
lot that want to fight, whatever the cost, and these there is
no holding, They are importing arms, and talking wildly,
so that the old man can get to hear everything that is going
on. And Rhodes is sick, I am overwhelmed with anxiety

Easy tears came to his
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All our interests are involved, and all our interests seem
threatened. Have you seen Joan de Groot? Don't lose
sight of her. I haven’t managed to get hold of Piet. But
it's no consequence ; he’s on his last legs. We'll make her
fortune for her whether she likes it or not, if only these
beggars will make up their minds what they want to do, and
let me get to work. And we'll see what she says when she
finds herself a rich woman. England ought to know what
we have got to put up with just now. If it’s a question of
fighting, and it’s bound to come to that, we must be sup-
ported from headquarters. Get home as quick as you can,
there’s a good chap, and wake them up at the Colonial
Office. A blasted Boer policeman shot a man at Pretoria
yesterday for protecting one of his boys from being sjamboked
to death. We'll make a test case of it. But look out for
squalls.”

Karl’s instructions were definite, “ don’t lose sight of Joan
de Groot,” he had written, and Louis told himself that he
had never disregarded definite instructions from Karl. He
took his passage on the Arizona, and he wrote Joan a line.

“ I won’t see you again until you have made up your mind,
at least, as to whether you are going to England. I won't
say a word about how I feel. It is sixteen hours since I
have seen you, but I answered your question quite truly.
You do care for me. How much or how little, I sometimes
know, but I sometimes doubt. Words say very little to me,
and as yet you have only given me words. Will you ¢lay
your sweet hands in mine and trust me’? If I go alone, our
lives are parted for ever; it is not in my nature to go on car-
ing for a woman who can’t love me as I want her to. And at
the end of your life you'll know you have missed every-
thing that makes life worth living. If you let me take your
passage too, on the Arisona, I shall bind you to nothing,
everything shall be as you wish ; you know I only want you
to be happy, and I want to see you every day. But I shall
never ask more than you want to give me, or sooner than
you want to give it me, so only that I know your love meets
mine,
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“ Answer this by bearer. Am I to take your passage, yes
or no? If you say ‘yes,’ I am for ever, more than ever, and
in every way—Your Louis.”

There came no answer, and Louis, hurrying on his pre-
parations, in a fever of watching and anxiety, saw the hours
slip reluctantly past. He would not go to her. His vanity,
or his knowledge of women, told him not to; and he left her
to fight her fight alone, now that he thought he iiad made
her victory impossible. He was not sure, not absolutely sure,
Of every other woman he had been sure. To such a man
as Louis Althaus nothing had been easier than the wooing
and winning of light women.

But Joan was not light. He realised she would give her-
self to him, if, indeed, that giving became inevitable, because
her mind was conquered no less than her eyes, because she
saw that in a woman’s life there could be but one man, and
Louis Althaus was surely the one man that could be her
lord and lover. If she saw this, he knew she would not
stay for convention, for the atmosphere of Cape Town was
not conducive to conventional thinking.

Still the answer to his letter tarried, and Louis suffered
his suspense as small natures suffer great things. Sometimes
he saw her all fire and ice, full of sweet surprises, with the
most delicate appeal, with the most elusive charm of re-
luctance. Sometimes he saw her as a mere journalist, with
ink in her veins, a phrase-maker only, and he considered
how he could punish her because she had made him feel.
At these times he would remember Piet’s farm, and would
frame letters to Karl, ascribing to her the faults she had not
committed, suggesting there should be let loose against her
all the agents whose unscrupulousness would make their
success certain. Then again he remembered that he loved
her ; his vanity no less than his desire was all expectant
and sensitive. He was cold and shocked in his desire
and his vanity when he thought it possible he might set sail
without her.

And Joan? Joan knew, from the moment she got his
letter, that she must go—must, must, must, His hold on
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her was complete. For three weeks there had been nothing
but Louis in the world. She could not live in a grey world
of shadows, looking out at phantoms through dreary eyes,
holding a nerveless pen in a cold unguiding hand. The
world was Louis Althaus; this was the book she would
write and the life she would lead, for he epitomised for her
the people to whom he only half belonged, and it seemed
i to her now, looking back on the episode with Karl, that
3 i his people were her people. Her emotionalism, which had
; r' hitherto found expression only on paper, her imagination,
1 which had roamed loosely in vague phrases, her defective
education, which had given her the poets, and hidden from
her the philosophers, all helped to her undoing. She made
an honest effort in those two days whilst Louis waited,
she endeavoured to interest herself still in her brother, his
visitors, politics, the party, but these were all shadows.
] She tried to write, sat for hours with a pen that made no
' move over the paper, dipped it again and again in the ink
that dried on its point unused, whilst the brain held no

guidance for it. She could think of nothing but Louis, and

of him, in truth, it cannot be said that she even thought.

She felt him and his demands, him, and what he had taught

her, his words and looks, in every weakened fibre that he 1

had left unstrung. 3

‘; . And strangely, unfortunately, sentences she could not

I compose, could never have composed, haunted her, and
il influenced her.

‘1 will speak thy speech, love, think thy thought,
W Meet, if thou requirest it, all demands,
Laying strength and spirit in thy hands.”

1 To this little woman, so infinitely ignorant, so gifted, and
i so untraincd, came the poets, tempting her with voices that

i followed iicr singing into dreamland. Why should she
i | doubt ?

‘“ Where the apple reddens, never pry
Lest we lose our Edens, you and I1.”
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Why should she hold back ?

“ Take in season,
Thought with reason,
Think what gifts are ours for giving.”

Why should she alone not know the
‘ Beauty and music of an altered world " ?
Why should she remain ignorant of the bliss he promised ?

‘“ Ah! shouldst thou live but once, love’s sweets to prove,
Thou wilt not love to live unless thou live to love.”

Was it not true that

“ She that shuts love out, in turn shall be
Shut out from Love, and on her threshold lie
Howling in outer darkness” !

“In outer darkness.” Could there be a more apt descrip-
tion? What had there been in her life before she met the
Althauses? A few dreams, and a book she had already
half-forgotten, a brother, to whom at first she had been a
burden, a brother, whose life was full without her, a few
acquaintances, a possible fame, nothing, emptiness, shadows.
Her mind had no fight in it; reason as well as instinct was
on Louis’s side. She loved him, and he wanted her. Her
heart had no fight in it. It was in truth an empty heart,
with little memory of mother in it, or of loving sisters, no
nestling child’s head, nothing. There were only her woman'’s
instinct and her woman’s modesty to save her; and Louis
had had such wonderful self-restraint, he had shocked neither.
Now he stayed away,

No woman feels pity for another woman who has such a
decision to make, and makes it wrongly. But Christ had
pity for the Magdalen, and His “neither do I condemn thee ”
seemed but as another poet’s singing voice, mocking her
gently for holding back.

Once the decision was taken, however, once the voyage
had begun, she put doubt and unhappiness out of her mind,
and gave herself, as such women as this do give themselves,
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with no restraint, no conscious thought, save how to meet *is
every wish.

She had never answered Louis’s letter; she could not frame
the words with which to answer it. She came on board at
the last possible moment. Louis's doubts made his cer-
tainty tumultuous, Yet he must have credit for his virtues;
his tact, his self-possession, were perfect when he saw her.
His greeting was that of a friend only, his lips had surface
words, but his eyes spoke and thanked her, and his magnetic
hands, as they grasped hers, brought the easy flush into her
cheek ; but all he said was to inquire about her luggage.

John Fiennes came to see her off, and many friends; not
Van Biene, unfortunately. Van Biene might, even at the
eleventh hour, have uttered some word that would have
drowned the echoes to which she had been listening, but
Van Biene was in Kimberley, and there was no warning
word. John Fiennes was glad Joan would have company.
Quite lightly he commended her to Louis’s care, no less
than to the captain’s. Quite gravely Louis promised his
services.

It was a dream voyage, with nothing in it but love and the
immortals.  All the surface emotionalism of Louis, exqui-
sitely presented in wonderful poets’ voices, seemed to broaden
and grow deep. She read to him, and it seemed to her that
she read of him. She threw into this simulacrum of a man,
this hollow hero, all the passion that Browning voiced, and
all the sentiment that Tennyson sang. There was always the
personal undercurrent, the application of lines, there were
always eyes and hands meeting before wonderful sunsets,
or on moonlit evenings, amid stormy seas or in the sunny
calm of foam-flecked waves.

Joan passed into that empty vessel by her side all the
romance that had made her novel a success, all the senti-
ment that was as fresh as if she had been seventeen
instead of eight-and-twenty, all the emotions that had
hitherto had no outlet but her pen. And the empty ves-
sel, transparent as glass, beautiful of shape, and delicate
and rare of make, took all she threw into it and reflected
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exquisite colour, Louis had made love to many women,
and many women had made love to him, but never one of so
large a heart, so wide an intelligence, so strong a personality.
If he had known her superiority she might have bored,
oppressed him ; if she had known it, she might have given
him all this, but fed his vanity, his self-love, his sensuousness,
with something of contemptuousness, with something of
condescension. But she knew nothing except that he made
infinite things seem clear to her, brought her close to God
and to the poets, illuminated dark passages, and made them
full of glowing meaning. Such women deny nothing to the
man they love, Such men as Louis Althaus intently demand
everything.

The quick voyage came to an end, but between those two
that had occurred which made the voyage’s end seem but as
a step forward on the journey they would make together, a
journey that was to lead through Elysium right up to the
gates of heaven. That is what Joan felt, and, when Louis
was with her, taking prismatic colours from her brave spirit
and surrender, that is what Louis said he too was confident
about.




CHAPTER VIII

Tue dream voyage had come to an end ; and life had begun,
life that was to lead along flower-gemmed paths, bedecked
with shining dew, through green avenues of trees with sunlit
tops, and sweet winds swaying in the branches. The path
along which they should wander hand in hand right up to
the golden gates of heaven stretched itself brightly before
them.

And they walked on it a little way.

For a wonderful six weeks Joan and Louis roamed the
Continent, spending Christmas in Dresden and New Year in
Paris; in February they were at Nice, and they only reached
London, where they ought to have been in December, when
St. Valentine’s day had come and gone. To Karl and to
people who expected him Louis had written of illness;
intrigue had a charm for him, even if it were only for in-
trigue’s sake. But now the necessities of the case quickened
his invention, and the fever of which he had written became
quite realistic in his letters.

Louis took a cottage about half-an-hour’s journey from
London, near Bushey. A desolate little cottage it looked
in February, but in summer it would welcome creeper and
woodbine. It was squeezed into the corner of a village,
within sight of a common, within sound of the church bells,
And there again “love sang to them, played with them,
folded them close from the day and the night.” As he
had promised her, he proved the most exacting of lovers
—for more than a week. She must not write, she must
not even read save aloud to him., He quoted back to her
that she must think his thoughts, and in lightness she
mocked his “r’s” and “spoke his speech.” Enwrapped,
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enfolded, enveloped, she was ready to lie warm and quies-
cent in the very core of his heart, giving herself to him in
a surrender that made her glad of every little charm he
discovered.

But soon, very soon, he ceased to tell her of this little
charm or that, for the man was mean in the very soul of him,
and thought “I must not let her know how beautiful she is.”
And she missed the telling, for she was a novice in the game
he knew so well, and wistfully she would ask, “ Do I satisfy
you; am I all I ought to be? I am so ignorant. Help me,
Louis, darling ; teach me, make me what you want me to be.”
For answer he took all the sweets of her nature, keeping
her always a little hungry for his caresses, calculating with
her, as he found her generous arms heaped up with fruits for
his more easily assuaged appetite.

But even this could not help him. She was so lavish in
the giving, such an amateur in love, that the word satiety was
thundering in his ear before he had time to recognise its
whisper in the distance. Before three weeks had passed he
had grown restless in the cottage, in the village, critical of
the accommodation, of the commonplace parlour, of the daily
menu, of the very air. In truth, his time for poetry was
over; London lured him, and Poole’s called to him, Bond
Street was in his blood ; his patent-leather shod feet wanted
the pavement, his sleek handsome head was made for a high
hat. And he had a hundred glib excuses. There was
business ; Messrs. Oldberger and Althaus claimed him, and
he had his mission for Karl to fulfil. She knew something of
that mission—she had, in fact, inspired it—and she was eager
to help; but brain and pen were captive.

He held her by indissoluble bonds through the magic
of the flesh, the chain that eats into a woman’s heart and
holds a man’s conscience lightly in its weakest link., The
chain was gold as yet, brilliant and uncorroded, set with
rare jewels; it hung about her grandly, and the glamour of
it was in her eyes. She never questioned when he found
the cottage unhealthy, and the common, which held a
thousand charms for her, cheerless and damp. She was
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not unhappy in solitude ; she was as one intoxicated with i

mandragora. !)on

But the opium dream in its highest, its first supreme The

perfection, lasted so short a time, shat

Louis had indeed business in town, business apart from e

Poole’s and Scott’s and Tremlett’s, and the other sartorial ;.md

artists whom he regarded as of paramount importance, He "? I

! had Karl's instructions to fulfil, and he called on Stephen give

‘ Hayward ; but Stephen was still in Scotland, and there was the

1 E nothing to be done but to await, his return, nothing political, ro]se
that is to say. To Louis, at least, that matter did not seem alloy

urgent. What appeared really urgent, however, were the Pl

‘ affairs of the ““ Geldenrief,” for Joan no longer quite eclipsed mal?
i her farm in his view, and both now assumed clearly their ‘
\ relative degrees of importance, ?mm
! It is necessary, in order not to misunderstand Louis’s b
'| intelligent survey of the position, to give a rough outline of macl
the way in which the “ Geldenrief,” like many similar enter- geth

prises, was launched on its Stock Exchange career. iy

i Karl Althaus, during one of his earliest expeditions to —r
il i Johannesburg, had acquired the option of a piece of land and,
il belonging to Piet de Groot, and had had it thoroughly pros- cable
il pected. There seemed little doubt that it was gold-bear- Seoke
‘ ing, and Karl exercised his option, and became the owner share
i' f of what was substantially the ““ Geldenrief.” But money was befor
i required to develop it, and money is a thing that millionaires :nd !
ot make a rule of never finding themselves for experimental .tlps
b purposes. He sent title, particulars, details, to his firm in -
i {i London. The price of the mine was nominally fixed at five manil
ﬁf‘! hundred thousand pounds, and a syndicate was formed to F’ee"
b work it. This syndicate became the possessor of two Ren
aii hundred and fifty thousand pound shares which were pooled, it
i {1 and an undertaking was given that they should not be placed be i
i upon the market for a given period. The other two hundred syndis
il and fifty thousand pound shares were in the hands of Messrs, Bu
Oldberger and Althaus, who doled them out through the dropp
medium of brokers at prices varying from ten shillings upwards, at s,
Messrs. Oldberger and Althaus had launched the Ge Sult berge!
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mine in a similar manner; it had paid big dividends, returned
bonuses to the shareholders, and the shares stood at thirteen.
They had also exploited the Kopjefontein with ten-pound
shares which were now about twenty-five, Dozens of other
more or less successful enterprises testified to their acumen
and their judgment, There was consequently no difficulty
in placing the “ Geldenrief.” Options in large lines were
given to jobbers at various prices. Dealings commenced in
the shares at ten to fifteen shillings premium and rapidly
rose to two and a quarter. Then bears were trapped and
allowed to depress prices. Messrs. Oldberger and Althaus
put in their own clients as buyers, and, in the usual way, a
market was made and the shares freely dealt in.

Karl had left that part of the business to the London
branch, but, as soon as he was informed that affairs were
in train, he had started work at the mine. He ordered
machinery, he engaged a manager, he sank a shaft. Alto-
gether he spent something like one hundred and fifty thousand
pounds. But, as he told Louis, the mine proved a disappoint-
ment, the vein was thin, the gold not in payable quantities,
and, before the syndicate’s time-limit had been reached,
cable communications from the manager, who was an honest
Scotchman, made the shares practically unsaleable. The
shares from two and an eighth fell to par in one day, and
before two settlements had passed they were at a discount;
and then, no amount of paragraphs, contradicting reports, or
“tips” from jobbers whose books were uneven, succeeded
in galvanising them into life. There was some ill-feeling
manifested over the matter, The syndicate thought it had
been badly treated, the report prematurely published, their
interests not considered. There was no doubt that, one way
or another, the loss which the firm had sustained was not to
be compared with the loss that had been inflicted on the
syndicate,

But all this was many years ago. * Geldenriefs” had
dropped out of the official list ; they were quoted occasionally
at 2s. or at 4s., or some such nominal price. Messrs. Old-
berger and Althaus had found ways of compensating their
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friends and clients, and the syndicate, all five of them rich
men, had practically forgotten to bewail their loss.

On his way up to London from Bushey, Louis realised
that his instructions from Karl were not at all clear. The
¢ Geldenrief,” instead of a failure, was going to turn out a
big success. The machinery was there and the shaft sunk.
That the reef had been struck, that the Deep of it, the rich
quartz, lay under the De Groot farm, he understood ; but,
beyond explaining how matters stood, beyond telling him
not to lose sight of Joan de Groot, Karl had given him no
definite instructions. Louis loved money at least as much
as Karl did. He envied Karl his extra millions; his own
was a princely income, yet Karl's generous arrangements
for his benefit always seemed to him to fall short of his
deserts and his needs. Karl had so much, why should Karl
have the “ Geldenrief” ? After all, the farm was his, or, at
least, it was Joan’s, which came to the same thing. He had
not been a month in England, not three weeks at Bushey,
before Joan’s farm had eclipsed Joan in his thoughts, and
the “Geldenrief” I =~ )ecome more vital, more prominent
with him than she.

So it became necessary for him to go to London. And
happily, at first, she listened to the sparrows twittering their
high pathetic notes in the budding trees around the Bushey
cottage, and spent glad days in dreaming of her lover.

After his formal call on Stephen Hayward, Louis had gone
direct to Throgmorton Street. They hardly expected him ;
Louis was Karl’s nominee, they understood that at the office.
He had been three weeks in England, but this was the first
time they had seen him, He was not more popular in Throg-
morton Street than he had been with Van Biene. The clerks,
authorised and otherwise, looked up to him, copied his coats
and waistcoats, and noticed his boots and trousers ; but Israel
Oldberger and Israel’s brother Sam were unimpressed.

“] thought we should have seen you before,” said Sam,
after the usual greetings had passed.

“There's nothing to do in town before April,” was the
casual answer,
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Yet Louis showed an inquisitiveness and curiosity about
the business of the firm that irritated old Israel. Louis ques-
tioned, doubted, cross-examined, talked about everything
except the “ Geldenrief.” When he had wasted an hour and
a half of the busiest time in Throgmorton Street, he asked
Sam to go out to lunch with him. Israel signalled Sam to
go; he had had about as much of Louis as he could stomach,
and why shouldn’t Sam have a champagne lunch at Louis
Althaus’s expense? Israel was glad to get rid of them both,
for he was not a talker himself, and Louis’s voice had so
rasped his nerves that he couldn’t even endure his brother,
And Sam was safe enough. Louis had asked a great many
questions, but Israel Oldberger was pretty sure he had got
very little information.

Sam Oldberger, very bald, rather stout, full-visaged, hook-
nosed, and red, led his smart partner through the shivering
crowd of brokers and bare-headed jobbers, with books and
pencils, hurrying along the dull, narrow street. They talked
in pairs, in groups, young clerks rushed about; there was
no spring in the Throgmorton Strect air, it was dull and
close, it smelt of finance. Louis lcoked about him, and
smiled now and again at an acquaintance, caressed his mous-
tache, and was possibly a uttle surprised, in the “Thieves’
Kitchen,” to find himself of so little moment. But every
one was intent apparently on lunch, certainly on his own
personal affairs. Louis and Sam, at a table by themselves,
were able to converse about Cape To yn matters quite un-
interruptedly. They did so for a little time, until Sam
was well through his share of the wine Louis had ordered,
and the oysters had been succeeded by the steak. Then,
casually, Louis, who had been playing up for it for two
hours, asked :

“Do you remember the ‘Geldenrief’ mine that we
worked? We syndicated half the shares. Do you by any
chance remember who they were? I was talking it over
with Karl the other day; we had quite a little dispute
about it.”

“ Remember? Of course I do; good cause to. They made
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fuss enough about it, Heaven knows; as if one is bound to
win every time, Fancy your brother forgetting !

“] did not say Karl forgot; I said we disputed about
them,” interposed Louis hastily, “Just run through the
names, will you, and I'll check them.”

Louis took out his notebook, a very elegant thing of gun-
metal, with “Louis” inscribed in diamonds, and enveloped
in a diamond device like an india-rubber band twice twisted,

Sam told off the names, and Louis wrote them down.

“Phillips and Jorrocks, Althaus Abrahams, Aronson and
Ascher, Lisson Barker, Charlie Bloby.”

“Quite right.” The pocket-book closed with a spring,
the pencil with its diamond top replaced. “ Pretty pocket-
book, isn’t it? Mrs. Rex gave it me—Prossie Rex, as we
used to call her.” Louis laughed as he recalled the title he
had bestowed on the unfortunate woman who had had a
preference for him, whom one of her protectors had married
when he had attained fortune, and whom she had decorated
as his generosity had not deserved. ¢ She is quite in Society
now, isn't she? I saw her described in M.4.P. as ‘one of
our South African hostesses.” ”

Louis laughed, and Sam thought—well, Sam had drunk
nearly a bottle of champagne, for Louis was always abste-
mious—so he did not formulate his thoughts; but he was
vaguely sorry for Mrs, Rex, whose history, however, was not
unfamiliar to him.

“Were we landed with any of the shares ourselves? Did
we keep any ?”

“Well, I can’t say we were landed with them, but your
brother wrote over we were to do what we could to save the
situation. He did not look upon the report as quite con-
vincing—you see, it was before the true value of the Wit-
watersrand was understood ; that put everything else in the
background—and he said he was ready to take back a few
shares, 1 bought twenty thousand myself; they averaged
me seven-and-six.”

“Quoted at two-and-ten last time I saw them mentione!
in the list,” said Louis.
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“A jobber offered me a line the other day at three-and-
nine.”

“But you did not see it?"”

“No; once bitten twice shy.” And Sam smiled at his
own shrewdness.

“Who was the jobber?”

“Oh! big people in their way—Boyle and Marris,’

Louis said casually, “ Karl's rather sick about the whole
thing. There is not a red cent in the mine. He thinks it
will go against him in this new bank business,”

Messrs. Oldberger and Althaus had in contemplation to
open a bank in Johannesburg, the scheme was in the paper
stage—five millions capital ; it was only awaiting the signa!
from Karl.

“] don’t see why it should; it was straightforward busi
ness.”

“He talked of taking anything there was left off the
market. He’s a bit of a Don Quixote, you know.”

“Well,” said Sam, ‘“he’s welcome to mine if he’'ll give me
what I gave for them.”

“Very philanthropic of you. You’'ll sell him an article
worth one-and - ninepence perhaps, for seven-and -six
certain ? "’

Sam had been on the Exchange for many years. His sly
little eyes grew bright.

“If you mean business, if you're dealing, make me a
proposal.”

“No; I come to you.”

“I'll sell my lot at six-and-three.”

“Well, come, I'll admit to you that Karl funks the talk
there will be about the ¢ Geldenrief ' when the bank is started.
And” —reflectively—* I think he’s got an idea of standing for
Parliament. Anyway, he's given me a kind of roving com-
mission that if I can buy the mine back for him at something
like a hundred or a hundred and fifty thousand, he’ll put the
loss in his own pocket.”

Of course, the mischief of it was that it was just the kind
of thing one might expect of Karl Althaus. And Sam Old-
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berger had lunched, and six thousand pounds were worth

having ; so, in the end, the deal was done,

It would be tedious to follow Louis through the next few

days. They were spent in and out of offices, in manceuvring,
in freely using Karl’s name. The transaction between Sam

Oldberger and Louis Althaus was hardly complete before

the jobber who had offered a line of ten thousand at three-

and-ninepence was approached, and, after very clever handling,
was induced to part with his parcel at four-and-six, Louis
had to instruct « Etroker, and naturally the broker was not
to let it be known for whom he was dealing. Simultaneously
the syndicate was interviewed, and the syndicate very readily
cleared out the rubbish at prices averaging eight shillings a
share ; that is to say, four of the syndicate yielded to the
representation that Karl Althaus wished to reimburse them
their expense, to save them the complete loss; while the
fifth, Althaus Abrahams, winked at Louis, and told him he’d
take fifty thousand pounds for his shares, not a penny less.

He wasn’'t going to salve Karl Althaus’s conscience at a
shilling under that price. But then, before Louis had got

to Althaus Abrahams, the market, cautiously as it had been

worked, had realised that there was a spurt in “ Geldenriefs,”
and the shares, from being unsaleable at three-and-ninepence,
were fifteen shillings, strong buyers.

Louis was in able hands. Messrs. Oldberger and Althaus
turned sellers of “ Geldenriefs.” One whole afternoon a
jobber, who was their recognisea nominee, announced this to
all whom it might concern. He undertook the operation of
“banging "’ the market. But Louis and his supporters were
not the only long heads on the London Stock Exchange,
His tactics answered less well than they deserved. He
sold about five thousand shares at prices varying from ten
to fifteen shillings, but, buying back twenty thousand, on
balance, proved an expensive game. He settled with Althaus
Abrahams at his own price, but he failed to secure more
than one hundred and twelve thousand of the floating shares.
The last line was bought at over a pound. Altogether he
had to part with close on two hundred thousand pounds, a
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mere flea-bite to a Karl Althaus, but a serious sum to the
millionaire’s dependent, representing practically his liquid
capital. They were four eventful, exciting days that Louis had
passed, and he returned to Bushey exhausted with his labours.

“]t's a beastly journey down here,” he grumbled to Joan,
who was awaiting him with glowing eyes and tender expec-
tation. She knew he was engaged in business; she could
not know or guess the nature of it, “Arms and ammunition "’
filled the small spaces in her mind that passion left free.

“ But worth it when you get here, dearest ?”’ she answered,
helping him off with his coat, relieving him of his stick,
hanging about him with a thousand little womanly offices
and endearments. He said nothing to the contrary, but he
was unusually silent that evening, and distracted.

Louis was such an infinitely smaller man than Karl. It
seemed to him now that he had put all his eggs into one
basket, and he could not tear his thoughts from the prospects
of the “Geldenrief.” Three weeks on board ship, six of
continental travel, three in this ‘“cursed hole,” he and
Joan had been together. And now it was April. How the
time flew! Meanwhile, what of Piet de Groot? What
guarantee had he that Karl was right about the mine? And
the farm-—what if Piet de Groot got well? What if the deep
level of the “ Geldenrief” could not be bought ?

“You have had a busy time in the city, dear, an anxious
time?”

The little dining-room looked cosy to Joan. Outside, the
branches that tapped on the window were laden with buds.
Inside the table was spread, the white cloth held a bowl of
primroses, in addition to the primitive collection of plated
spoons and dull metal k... 7es. Joan saw the primroses only,
Louis the table equipments. No, Joan saw yet more; the
primroses were in a basin of hawthorn blue, a lucky imita-
tion, the pure white paste of which, with the rich blue,
satisfied some inward sense. And the sun set luxuriously
that day in April; a red glow from its sinking struck the
casement window, and lit all things in the exquisite, strange
twilight, the slow English twilight that she loved.
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“But you forget all cares and worries when you come

b
here.” She was standing at the window watching the sun- fi
set, and talking to him; she could not see his lowering face.
His temper was new to her, strange as the man himself; his |
true ego had been hidden from her by his beautiful shell. J
‘ “] always dreamt of a home like this, Louis,” she said. h
“Then I'm afraid you'll have to leave off dreaming,” he
said irritably. “The place is infernally inconvenient for “
it me. And what time do we dine? You said seven, and 1 o
1 | hurried to get home. It’s fifteen minutes past now, and not h
il a sign of anything to eat but a decayed cruet-stand.” tl
i “I'm sorry.” She turned quickly then. “I thought you Y
would hate to dine until the light had faded. Dinner came 2
up, but I sent it down. I told them not to come until ay
A all the red had gone out of the sky.” She could not keep
At her own eyes from the window. ‘Louis, come over here; tu
% : [ am sure this will rest you more than a vulgar steak.”
it “ Good heavens! you haven’t ordered steak again? That's te
g three times this week ; and Sam Oldberger could think of 80
f ﬂl nothing else for lunch yesterday.” b
ﬁ ! Still, he moved over to her side, though he could not th
4K share her humour. Unfortunately, he could no longer pre-
{ tend to. Yet she was important to him, vital, in fact, ec
She took his hand, mechanically he put his arm around
her waist, and they stood together, silent for a moment. It m
was Joan who broke the silence ; she shivered, her hand in co
his grew cold. v -
“A web is woven across the sky ; ‘ g¢
From out waste places comes a cry, se
And murmurs from the dying sun,”
“ Louis, all of a sudden this reminds me of ‘ In Memoriam,’ Fe
Come away ; ring for dinner. I don’t like it any more. As liv
you say, I am a ‘woman of moods’; I'm tired of the sun- wi
set.” to
The dinner was bad, hopelessly, inexplicably bad. And ne
the woman of moods, rapidly infected by her companion’s
silence, was cold. oft
“1 don’t know why,” she said, “but I feel as if I had
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been a light, and had been blown out; it's a most curious
feeling.”

“Well, that's the difference between us. I feel as if
I wanted a good ‘blow out,’ something to eat. Really,
Joan, can’t you manage to feed a man when he comes
home ? "’

She laughed ; her dull mood was after all a superficial one.
“I don't think housekeeping is my strong point. I never
can think of anything to tell her to get except what we
had yesterday, and, as she always suggests steaks or chops,
there is not much variety from what we had yesterday.
You don’t really care, do you?" she added coaxingly, then
got up from the table and went round to him, put her face
against his cheek, and took the fork from his hand.

“What's the matter with the pudding, anyhow?” She
turned it over on the plate.

“It’s only burnt where it isn’t raw, and it makes me sick
to look at it.”” He got up abruptly, displacing her with
some roughness, “This can’t go on, Joan. The place is
beastly inconvenient, the cooking is filthy, and I've a
thousand things to do.”

Fear at her heart gripped coldly. “Not go on?"” she
echoed questioningly, as she fell back from him.

“We took it for three months, didn't we? Another two
months here would finish me, I reckon. The woman can’t
cook, and you can’t housekeep. I'll tell you what we'll do
—don’t look so scared.” He drew her to him again, his
good-humour returning as he thought he saw a way to
secure his own comfort. “I'm not going to desert you.”

She sighed as she nestled in his arms and smiled at him.
Fear had shaken her momentarily as if it had been some
living thing ; it had shaken her and was gone, but she was
weak from the strange experience. She did not admit this
to herself; it was physical only, it had passed, and now she
nestled in her Louis’s arms and smiled.

“No; but seriously, dear, I am needed in London, at the
office, You know, when Karl is at the Cape there is no one
here but me—no hcad, you understand.” If Israel or Sam
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Oldberger could only have heard him! “We are full of new
business, large business too, and I ought to be on the spot.
Then, there is the row over there that you know I am working
for here ; which reminds me I must run down to Birmingham
and see about those guns. Hayward is away, but there is a
fellow at the Colonial Office that I think I can get at. Karl
is making an ass of himself with the Opposition. It is all
very well for Karl to say that, as far as imperial matters are
concerned, the Government is only a figure-head, and the
Haywards have all the power, but when your figure-head is
Colonial Secretary, you can't ignore the power he’s got.”
“You think you ought to be in London ?”
“I know I ought. Itisn't only the day-time I can use;
there is more work done in London in the evenings, over
a little dinner at the Carlton, or a grill at the Club after a

play, than in many a city office. It’s that I'm missing; it’s

all that that you've put out of my head.” He stooped and
kissed her lightly.

“1 must not be in the way, I must not stop your career,”

“No; I'm dependent on Karl, as you know.”

She knew, because he had told her. She knew instine-
tively how generous Karl would be. And she had wronged
that big-hearted protector of Louis’s. Always the idea was
dimly with her that she had wronged him in some subtle
way, in so nearly caring for him, in not immortalising him
and his people as she had meant to do, in taking Louis, in
absorbing his love. Always she had this vague remorse
about Karl, and would nestle closer in Louis’s arms to for-
get it.

“You must act in Karl’s interests, you must do as he
would have you do.”

“H'm! yes,” said Louis, with a mental reserve, I
ought to be on the spot. I'll tell you what I think of doing.
You know Karl's old rooms in Piccadilly are still furnished
and ready. As a matter of fact, he expects me to occupy
them until the house is finished. And he has an excellent

man there. I think I shall go up for a bit.”
“Oh, Louis!”
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“Well! what is the ¢ Oh, Louis’ about ?”

“[ could not—I could not—Ilive in Karl's rooms.”

Louis, who had never for a moment intended she should,
caressed his moustache and thought things over. Joan was
a fascinating little woman, sweet as a child, soft and small,
and, of course, she had the farm; he did not want to part
with her. In many ways she suited him better than any
woman he had ever met; but she was a wretched house-
keeper. “In Memoriam™ is all very well, but a man wants
his dinner. She could never make a home for him, not the
sort of home he had in his mind, sensuously luxurious and
well ordered. He drew her closer to him and pondered,

“] don’t know what there was between you and Karl,
between you and old Karl. [I've never quite fathomed that.
But, of course, if you feel you can’t come with me to
Piccadilly, and mind —1 don’t think you are wrong—I
understand your feelings.”

“] knew you would,” she murmured.

“Well, the fact remains, I've practically no choice. Karl
expects me to be in London this season, and he expects me
to occupy his old rooms. I've no excuse for not doing so.”

Another pause fell between them; she played with his
watch-chain.

“No, dear!”

“No, I've no choice. But I don’t see why you shouldn’t
stay on here for a bit, until the end of our tenancy for
instance; and, meanwhile, I can be looking about me,
finding the right crib for us both. Karl will be coming
over himself in the autumn, and by that time we must have
settled some plan. Yes! I think that’s best.”

He was caressing her now. How sweet, how intoxicatingly
sweet, were Louis’s caresses, so gentle, so full of expectancy.
Passionately she seized his hand and kissed it, kissed the
soft palm. And he laughed at her and patted her, and
realised every impulse of the innocent sensuousness that he
awakened in her,

“There is no reason you should not come up to me every
day. You could lunch with me, you know. It would be just
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the break from my work that I want.

Not at Karl’s rooms;
I'll arrange something.

Tell me ; you will not be unhappy,
if you stay here and come up and see me every day?”

“I don’t think I can ever be unhappy! You love me,”
she answered earnestly, with complete conviction. “The
last three months have made me feel there is no such word
in the dictionary of my life as ‘unhappy.’
love me, and you are you.
for either of us?”

She kissed him softly.

In the end it was decided so.

I love you, you
How can there be unhappiness

Louis should take up his

abode in those luxurious rooms in Piccadilly. Joan should

remain in Bushey, visiting him daily, or almost daily, as he
could, or might, arrange.

She was still completely content.
Her dream life and her real life were so intermingled that

she already saw those solitary hours filled with him, no less
than those meeting hours, ever full of dear delights,
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CHAPTER 1X

Soon after that conversation Louis ceased to live at Bushey,
ceased even to go there, save on a dull Sunday, the Easter
Bank Holiday, or for a rare flying visit. Instead, Joan went
to him in London. Louis was a man of small economies, and
all his outer refinements left intact that which lay in the
nature of him. It was a strange London that he showed to
Joan. She had to meet him, at obscure restaurants, at un-
frequented eating-houses, at small hotels, where, in private
rooms, stiff with obtrusive velvet furniture, horrible with
long pauses between the courses, with the leering waiter
knocking ostentatiously before he entered, the glamour of
love began to fall before her blue eyes, and the reality of it
to lurk hideously in the background of her drugged mind.
Yet always she loved him, though sometimes she writhed
under his exactions, and her bruised modesty and wounded
womanhood began to see that passion was ugly, even if Louis
were beautiful. But he was beautiful—like myrrh unto her.
From every meeting she went away full of his charms and
sweetness, full of his lips and himself, happy in her complete
abnegation to him, in her degradation. She learnt to cry in
those days, when she was telling herself how happy she was ;
she cried silently, long, often. But she was gay when she
was with Louis, because to be dull with him would mean that
she was not happy with him; not to be happy with him
would mean that she reproached him, and Louis could not
bear reproaches. In her eyes, at least, he must be perfect.
He gave her to understand this; and she followed wherever
he led, still sleep-walking, still with dream-closed eyes, her
love, like the strength of Anteeus, ever growing as it touched

the earth.
<)
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It was not only underground London, however, that Louis
showed her, not only in obscure eating-houses that they
would meet. Some happy days, before Louis’s world had
come to town, they sat on the painted wooden chairs in
St. James’s Park and gazed at the shining water, watched
the delicate tracery of the young green spring come to life
on the brown branches, felt within their hearts the budding
and bursting of the blossoms, and turned to each other
sympathetic eyes. If there had been depth enough in the
man’s nature to hold the woman, or generosity enough to
recognise his limitations and let her do the holding, their
history might have been written differently; for she
touched all his shallows, and he never loved another
woman better, or as well. Almost any man must have
loved her, in her surrenders, in her sweet submissions, for
all that she was, no less than for all that she gave.

After they had ceased to occupy the cottage at Bushey
together, Joan had suggested the resumption of her literary
work. She suggested it perhaps half-heartedly, for her brain
was not working well yet; she was feeling acutely, dreaming
irresponsibly, thinking not at all. But it seemed to her she
had many vacant hours ; she ought to present her letters of
introduction, she ought to visit her publisher. Louis would
let her do none of these things. It was a newspaper excuse
that had led her on board the Arisona ; but, before they had
touched at Madeira, she had written, under Louis’s dictation,
a letter declining the proffered post. Sometimes now she
would tell him wistfully that she would soon forget how to
write. Always he would reply, “ A good thing, too. You'll
get wrinkles round your eyes, ink on your fingers, and what
the deuce for? There are any amount of books, and who
wants to read ‘'em? Wretched little hacks in attics do the
newspaper work, and women that nobody wants write books.
What is there to be got out of it? I know a man who did a
sporting book. It took him two years, and they gave him a
hundred pounds. He told me so himself. We gave him

more than that in a fortnight for writing a prospectus for us.

Why on earth should you write?”” These are the things he
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said to her, perhaps not all at once, but a sentence or two
each time she approached the subject. And she did not
want to reason with him. What woman wants to reason
with a man who has taught her passion in the first months of
her learning? Not little Joan, the dreamer, with no pen in
her hand, and living for the first time.

About the letters of introduction Louis was equally auto-
cratic. It was necessary Louis should go into society ; it was
equally necessary apparently, perhaps even more vital, that
society should not hear of the existence of Joan. It is
possible he enjoyed their stealthy meetings, and relished
Joan’s reluctance, his power over her, and the debasing of
her to his level. But the dcbasement never touched her
spirit. The sequel showed that, the inevitable sequel.

While town was still half empty, when the business of the
“Geldenrief” was finally concluded, and all the transfers were
safely locked up at Louis’s bankers, Joan was, next to his
clothes, again his most absorbing pursuit. He found himsell
once more in love with her as soon as they no longer dwelt
under one roof. Now she represented the farm and rare
moments ; but he was not a man to love generously. He
invented little causes for quarrels and questionings, he per-
plexed her. To keep himself amused, interested, occupied,
these so-called lovers’ quarrels were necessary. He could
not doubt, or pretend to doubt, her love ; so he seized upon
her habits for pretexts. And the woman who can quote
“In Memoriam " to a hungry stockbroker is not one with
whom it is impossible to quarrel. Joan, for instance, was
habitually unpunctual : time was one of those things of the
importance of which she had never been convinced. She
thought it was sweet of Louis to care if she was late for this
or that appointment, but it did not seem serious to her,
and when he talked about it, she listened with only half her
ears, The other half heard only the musical low voice of
the man she loved ; what he said escaped her often.

As time went on, however, this very confidence, this sweet,
unquestioning trust, commenced to irritate him. But it was
not until he was in London, and one roof no longer covered
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them, that he determined to teach her, as he expressed it,
that she must not take liberties with him, that his dignity
must be preserved, and her lower place recognised. One
day press of traffic in Oxford Street—a fallen cab-horse,
perhaps, too, a delayed start—made Joan twelve minutes
late, and during those twelve minutes Louis, in all the glory
of immaculate morning costume, had walked up and down
the little passage that led from Regent Street to Mill Street.
There were strange lines on his face when, at last, the little
woman, hurrying breathlessly, came in sight, full of smiles
and expectation. But she had touched rock this time, and
he would not listen. His dignity demanded that she should
be punished.

“] am awfully sorry, Louis; the cab-horse fell down;
the——"

“] am very sorry, too,” he said viciously, those mean
lines round his mouth which she had never before noticed,
altering him, so that even she could see his beauty eclipsed.
“I am sure you could not help it. But I had an appoint-
ment, a most important appointment, that I gave up to meet
you, and I had only an hour to spare. It is scarcely worth
while to lunch together now. I'll go round to the Club.
[ suppose you can get home all right ? "

“Yes; I can get home all right,” she answered mechani-
cally, and turned to go.

Like most sensitive people, when Joan felt deeply she
became tongue-tied. The shock of his drawn mouth with
the lines in it, ignoble ones, spiteful, small, petty, was more
than his words or actions. She knew instinctively he had no
other appointment.

She was out of sight before he realised that he had
expected tears, protestations, humble apologies. He knew
women so well, but Joan had still surprises for him, and,
though he loved her in his own way, he hated her for having
taken him at his word, for not having stopped to argue with
him. For a week he kept completely away from her, for a
whole week he left her alone in that country cottage, with-
out a letter, without a visit, without a word,

“ -:-;g$ln )mm.,‘l‘,%:_-, .
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Eyes that weep much see clearly : something was washed
away from Joan’s eyes in that week. And, for the first time
since she had given herself to her lover, her mind moved a
little, though still it moved more in imagery than in reason.
All that week she saw pictures of Paolo and Francesca going
together into Hell, with their arms entwined, their eyes on
each other’s face, happily defying pain, thirst and heat and
agony forgotten. She, too, felt the thirst, the heat, and
the Hell flames leaping up and scorching her feet; but not
into Louis’s eyes did she gaze to find liquid food, not with
the glory of his love could she hope to vanquish pain. Right
into the gloomy pit itself she looked, and she looked into
it shuddering and solitary.

Joan had still a poor, bedraggled, painful pride left to
her ; Louis had the ineradicable obstinacy of a small nature.
It was she, of course, who yielded, for in her heart she did
not doubt that he loved her, although, after he had stayed
away from her for a week because she had kept him waiting
for twelve minutes, he was never again the perfect, divine
Louis of her dreams. When the week had dragged itself
out, she put her hurt pride where all her other virtues had
gone, and wrote him a little letter asking for forgiveness,
forgiveness, though she had not sinned; a letter with her
love in it tremulous.

“Dear Louis,—I was wrong. Don’t punish me any more.
I am sick with crying—" it began.

When he read her pitiful letter, he said to himself she had
had her lesson. His heart swelled ; how well he understood
the management of women! For the future she would be
more — more humble, she would know her place better;
he would have less trouble with her. He had missed her,
too, and vaguely, only vaguely, had been conscious of a
certain uneasiness. For he must not risk anything.

Louis was still buying “ Geldenriefs”—buying “Geldenriefs”
had become an obsession with him. And he had muddled
things, too. Louis, seeing others as he saw himself, trusted
nobody. Another and yet another broker executed his
commissions. He thought himself cheated, now of a turn,




e - m

158 PIGS IN CLOVER

now of a sixteenth, in the price. He thought his scheme
had got wind, and hurriedly sold to allay suspicion. He was
wretched when he had parted with the shares, and could not
rest until he had bought them back. There were over a
hundred thousand still in the market, and he hated the idea
that anybody else should make a profit out of them. He
was such a small man in business. He did not know that
often to give away money is the way to make it. Without
Karl he would have been selling matches at a street corner
for the ready cash that he understood. His last action had
been to buy the call on twenty-five thousand, and the shares
were now at two and five-sixteenths! The Stock Exchange
is vibrant as a galvanic battery fully charged. Through all its
sensitiveness it felt that “ Geldenriefs ” were ¢ going better,”
and that there was a “rig” on. Nobody knew why, nobody
stayed to question values. But the jobbers put the price up
and up, and recognised that there were always buyers.

The week, full of “Geldenriefs,” empty of Joan, had softened
his temper toward her; he had achieved his object, her letter
moved him, he allowed himself to be moved by it, he an-
swered it in person.

“You are sorry, I know you are sorry. But I was right,
you feel that I was right, to think you could not care to
see me if you could not even come to me at the time I
told your” was what he said to her.

She satisfied his petty pride. She ought not to have kept
him waiting, she admitted it. It was quite true he was
overwhelmed with important appointments, whilst she had
nothing to do but obey his wishes. She perceived that he
insisted on her seeing that, she was awaking to him slowly.

“ What does your man Browning say ?

* Meet if thou requirest it all demands,
Laying strength and spirit in thy hands’

and you couldn’t do a little thing like keeping an appoint-
ment punctually !”

She could not argue with him nor defend herself; she
could only be glad he was with her again. She could only
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try not to realise what his conduct had meant, try to keep
her eyes shut a little longer.

The next occasion on which Louis felt it necessary to assert
himself was even more trivial. To Louis, being a dressy man,
the right waistcoat, the latest thing in trousers, the curve
of his hat-brim, the colour of his neckties, and the fit of
his boots, were all vital matters. Joan, on the other hand,
was careless, almost untidy, about her dress, anyway com-
plctely indifferent. So, during the first days of their life
at Bushey, Louiz had given her a list of fashionable estab-
lishments she was to go to for this or that article of
attire, and told her which fitter she was to ask for, what
details she was to insist upon. And smiling, yet hardly
believing that he was serious, but happy that he cared, she
had scrupulously carried out his instructions. But, a few
days after their reconciliation, the days being cold and damp,
she wanted something loose, womanish, comfortable, and
bought a dressing-gown in the village shop. He surprised
her in it, coming down one day when the brokers and jobbers
had combined to upset him, and he wanted the companion-
ship of some one who thought him perfection. He wanted
soothing. She was curled up in the dressing-gown on the
sofa, looking small and pale and pathetic; but she sprang
up to meet him. A month ago she had said the word “ un-
happiness ”” had no meaning for her. If she was indeed still
ignorant her face belied her. Her lips were tremulous, there
were dark shadows beneath her eyes, the colour had vanished
from her cheeks.

“Good God! What do you call that thing?”

“What ?—oh !”” her voice shook. He bewildered her, in
very truth ; so joyfully had she sprung to meet him.

“What a fearful thing! Do you mean to tell me you got
it at Eugenie’s?”

“ My—oh, my tea-gown, Louis !”

“Oh, is it a tea-gown? I thought it was a bed-gown.
Good Heavens! how can women choose such things ? Fugenie
ought to be ashamed of herself ; it makes you look sallow—

and as for ficure, well—-'
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“I did not get it at Eugenie's, Louis; don’t be angry,
dear. I'll change it.”

She moved hurriedly, she was all tremulous, frightened of
him or of herself. She could not face another scene.

“Let me go and change it.”

But Louis was inexorable ; he persisted in arguing on the
heinousness of her crime in going anywhere but to Eugenie’s,
when it was to Fugenie’s he had told her to go; he liked
argument, he thought he shone in argument. He said the
same thing over and over again ; that was his idea of debate.
Hadn’t he told her not to shop anywhere but at Eugenie’s ?
[t meant that she no longer cared to please him. It meant
the beginning of the end, the “little rift within the lute.”

It was not only that the thing was ugly, common, horrible,
it was that she no longer cared to do what he wished! His
trick of easy tears, his surface emotionalism, turned the
absurd episode into tragedy ; and Joan, who had not been used
to weep easily, found her eyelids burning too.

He stayed away from her again after that, and she had
time enough for the burning tears, which fell when she
was alone, to wash away more illusions. She soon knew,
after he had begun to sulk with her and stay away from her,
and give her room in which to focus him, that three-fourths
of him were woman. But when she knew, she loved him
still because of her virile brain,

She burnt the dressing-gown; she began to know that
never would he hold out the generous olive branch, began
to suspect that all the generosity must be hers, but still, as
we have seen, she was a good giver, and she went on giving.

Many episodes such as the foregoing marked the passage
of the spring. These quarrels and reconciliations were the
savour of Louis’s days; they were piquant sauces to the
staling dish of his desire.

And as for her, had he not warned her that love was pain ?
But she suffered it gladly, for still she could say to herself,
“My lover is like myrrh unto me, all night he has lain
between my breasts—my lover is like myrrh unto me.”

The time came when Louis, receiving from Pretoria the
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cable he had arranged for, announcing that Piet de Groot
was indeed dead, awoke to the consciousness that as yet he
had not mentioned the estate to Joan, nor made any distinct
effort to obtain the reversion of it. The cable arrived during
one of those, now ever more frequent, occasions when he was
punishing her with his absence for some little lapse from the
strict code he had made of her duty towards himself. It
drove him in haste to Bushey.

If, on such occasions, she never met him with the peni-
tence he expected, she never met him with sullenness nor
resentment. Knowing, in truth, how well she loved him, and,
ever unwitting of her supposed love-crimes, she accepted
suffering from his hands as she had accepted joy. She had
given herself to him ; and as yet there was no repentance.

To-day, however, when he came to her with the knowledge
of Piet de Groot’s death, he found her in a strange mood. He
had something to tell her, but she too had something to con-
fide, with him she had to share an unhappy knowledge which
nevertheless filled her with a strange, a tremulous delight.

Of what was nearest to them both neither spoke at first.
Joan was dreading the usual explanations of his conduct in
which Louis revelled. They were reflection-glasses to the
pettiness of his soul, and ever she wished to turn her head
away, so that she might not see, and ever he forced her back
with insistent talk and justification.

To-day she was spared this.

“Don’t let us argue to-day, dear,” he had said to her.
“] am tired, out of spirits. I miss you when you are not
with me. What a pity .

It was so difficult for him, even to-day in this tender mood,
to avoid saying what a pity it was that she was not different.

But she said it for him. Their little sitting-room was gay
with daffodils, and he had come to her and said he had
missed her.

Outside the window was a nesting robin; Joan had been
watching it when Louis’s brougham drove up, and she showed
it to him. She had smiled when he asked her not to argue
with him to-day, but he had not seen her whimsical, sad
L
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smile ; still it lingered on her lips and in her eyes, and, when
he kissed her to-day, he kissed her again like a lover. She
turned to him so gladly, he put his arm about her and kissed
her hair. She was beginning to know him, but still the
very breath of him was sweet to her. She laid her head a
moment happily against his shoulder; she was anxious to
satisfy all his exactions, and would have been all a man could
want if only he had dealt with her honestly.
“ Have you missed me, little Joan ?”

“] always miss you when you stay away from me. What
else have 1?”’

“ Give me some tea, will you? then we can talk.”

“Are you going to stay?” she asked him, with an eager-
ness she could not disguise.

“] think I can squeeze in a day. I must; I want rest.”
“Do I rest you?" she asked, nestling against him,
“You are sweet to me—sometimes.”

“(Qh, Louis!”

“Well, we won’t talk about it just now,
wash,”

I'll go up and

“And I'll ask Mrs. Forbes to make you some hot, buttered
toast.”
“Growing into a good housekeeper at last ?”

“Into anything you would have me grow,” she answered
passionately, tears being not far off And he laughed, well
pleased with her mood.

They had tea together, tea and daffodils. She waited upon
him, and he had the grace not to tell her that the butter
was salt and the tea too little drawn.

“Do you remember our first tea at Muzenberg?” she
asked him.
“] remember everything.”

He drew her down on to his knee.

In that position
they could talk.

She hid her face against his coat. She
dared not say “Oh, Louis! why are you not always like
this?” In truth, the fear of him, of those reflecting glasses
with which speech endowed him, had lain upon her lately
like a nightmare. To hide his soul from herself was almost
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a prayer with her. For, sweet was his breath and soft were
his lips, his straying hands magnetic, and when, as now, he
held her in his arms, it seemed to her she had nothing, nor
words nor self, to tell him how she loved him.

But she could tell him something, now, to-day ; whilst he
was like this, she could tell him something,

“ Louis,” she began, and hesitated.

But he also, in his mood, thought he must ask her, tell
her, something, and being, in fact, more feminine than she,
was the first to speak out.

“Tell me, Joan,” he said, caressing her hair; “tell me, 1
want to know, we have never spoken of it, but I want to
know ; do you ever, have you ever, thought of your husband
since we have been together?”

Joan winced, put her head down quickly against his
shoulder, and the answer came muffled and low, “ Often—
lately.”

But for the space of a second, more acute than anything,
was the flash of remembrance of a blue sky and a sapphire
sea, and a voice low and tender, saying passionately, ¢ Never
call him ¢ husband’ again. Never say it, darling, I can’t
bear it. You have never had a husband ; he is blotted out.
I can’t hear the word from you; you ought not to have
said it.”

In wonderful moments since then, Louis had breathed
“wife”’ into her ear, but she had, as he had bidden her,
dissociated the word ‘“ husband ”’ from her memories of Piet
de Groot, and the pang of it coming now from Louis was like
a knife.

“ What have you thought? Have you heard anything?
What have you heard?” he asked eagerly, and then, remem-
bering, caressed her. “You must not mind telling me; I
suppose you write to him regularly ; I knew you would do
what was right. We mustn’t hurt him.”

“ Oh, Louis!” the words escaped her, and she caught his
hand, and looked up. “ You say we must not hurt him. I
used to say that too. But I—I have prayed this month past,
every night on my knees, every morning, there has been an
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unspoken prayer in my heart, every hour of the day, that
God would—take him. Oh, Louis! Can’t you guess? Have
you guessed ? Is that why you are speaking of him now ?”

There was a pause, she felt his hold on her loosen. He

caught her meaning in an instant, the recoil was involuntary,
Then he remembered himself, and gathered her closely in
his arms, and she hid her face in his breast.

“ Why did you not tell me before ?”

“] haven’t seen you for four days—and I was not certain,”

“ [ have had so much to do, 1 could not come.”

“ Are you glad? Are you sorry ?” she murmured.

“ How do you feel about it ?”

Her temper was so sweet, her knowledge of him as yet
so circumscribed by her love for him, that she forgot for
the moment all the drear, hopeless days, all the exhibitions
of tyranny and of temper, everything, but that which imagi-
nation rather than facts had taught her. She answered him
as she would have answered him three short months since.

“ Nearer Heaven. It is yours, part of you, something you
have given me that nothing can take from me; a gift from

God and you, ‘the divine gift of God upon love that de-
serves!” It makes the old Greek letters on the ring you
gave me stand out like a flame, against all the darkness there
has been—eis aei. And now you lie so close to me, so close
within me, that I can even bear your absences, because you
have left me something of yourself. Oh, Louis! how I've
wanted to tell you! Oh, my love, my love, what a oneness
it is, you and I and he !

“So you've made up your mind it is a ‘he,’” he smiled,
but his smile was forced. However, she was out of his ken
now, and, with her head against his breast, she could not
see his thin lips tighten.

“My little Louis,” she murmured; “oh yes, I sce his
eyes about me always, and his little hands stray up to touch
me. [ feel his sucking lips against my breast. What you
have given me ! what you have given me!” And a silence

fell between them, the while she held the cooing baby in her
heart, and Louis held them both.
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The man against whose breast she lay, whose lips caressed
her, gentle in every movement, and three-fourths of him
woman, followed her thoughts and was moved, because the
pathos of it rippled over the easily touched surface of him
like a wind. But, in his shallow depths, with those tell-
tale lines showing round his mouth, his inner self was mut-
tering, “ She wants De Groot to die ; she takes it for granted
I will marry her. What a cursed nuisance it is that she
should be in this condition. How on earth is it to be kept
quiet? I suppose she won’t try and get rid of it. I had
better not tell her just now that De Groot is dead. The
farm must wait; if it is hers, it is mine. There is nothing to
be gained by telling her just at this moment that D  Groot
is dead.”

And then he was sweet with her, questioned her as a
woman might have done, and seemed to justify her.

He could not leave her alone at Bushey for the next few
days. She thought it was sweet of him when he told her
this. She surely wronged him when she saw him other than
he was now. The revolt against her, for what she had told
him revolted him, so strangely sensitive are such men, made
him more tender to her, but she could not know it was the
revolt. She was a woman of moods, emotional; and he
seemed to make the spring about them rare, as if the sun-
shine sparkled in bud and breeze, as if the heavens were
open and the scented winds, enveloping the tall tree-tops,
were fanned about them by the branches.

The next day they were wandering together round the
pond on the Common, when the name of De Groot fell again
between them. There were ripples of sunlight on the water,
the mother ducks were waddling proudly round their little
quacking broods. Almost one heard the growth of things,
the rustling undergrowth of the spring, the sap rising in the
trees, all the new life of the year quickening in the pulses
and flushing in the cheeks.

Joan’s spirits, that day, were as light as the hearts of the
birds that sang joy about their fledglings. Light, too, shone
in her blue eyes, about her lips, her humours played about
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Louis had been the old Louis. Phrases even formed them-
selves again for her, and a whole story of home life in Eng-
land was as an atmosphere in which her spirit moved. She
was exultant in her coming motherhood ; shame during that
one short hour was as far from her as from wedded mothers.
She was in the heart of the growth of the year. As they
walked together her shoulder touched his arm, as they stood
together to watch the little broods her hand slipped into his.
“ Isn’t it wonderful to be alive ? Isn’t it wonderful to give
life? Watch the pride of that grey waddler; she carries her
head erect and quacks, literally quacks with the pride of the
seven downy little things. I wish the drake were with them.
I feel a weird desire to see Mother Duck and Father Drake
waddle up the aisle of a parish church with the seven
daughters following in their wake. This is the time of the
year one hears the appeal of the church bells across green
fields, and the smell of the ploughed land is everywhere. Are
you in a sentimental mood, Louis? I am. I want to go back
to the Arizona. I want to sit on deck and watch the waves
disappearing under the ship, and remember all my dreams.
I want baby to know of them. He will have found the Holy
Grail ; he will come straight to me from Heaven, with the
light that never was on sea or land in his shining eyes—eyes
like yours, but young, with starry centres—and in his dimpled
baby hands will be the torch of Peace. He will be as an angel
in the house. Nothing I do or say will vex you again, for all
the spirits of Harmony will play about his downy head, and
be wafted from his sprouting wings. He will teach us faith
too, Louis; he has taught it me already. What things he
will coo to us, lying smiling at us together. Oh! I see such
wonders, such glories through his shining eyes. It wasn’t
through flower-gemmed paths and under leafy trees we were
to walk hand in hand to the gates of Heaven; it is through
my baby’s eyes we shall find them, and beyond will be the
kind face of God, smiling on us because we loved each
other so.”
And it was Louis Althaus who listened to her confi-

Louis, she was the old Joan that day, as for twelve hours
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dences! It was the last time she spoke her soul to him.
As she spoke and walked by his side, he noted that the
trimness of her figure was gone. Momentarily his mind
projected itself into the future, a few months hence, and
the picture of her then walking by his side nauseated
khim. But uppermost in his mind this afternoon was the
thought that he must speak to her about her husband and
about the farm. He could not make up his mind, could not
bring himself, to tell her that De Groot was dead ; but he
must have her promise, her written promise, to transfer the
land to him. He must make himself master of the situation.
He had not faced the problem that must arise when Karl
should find him in possession; but,that he must be in posses-
sion, must be master of what Karl had called the kernel of
“ Geldenrief,” he felt in every grasping fibre of him.

And the woman would have a claim upon him, a double
claim. He glanced at her out of the corners of his eyes,
and he resented her having that claim upon him. Never
before had such an incident vexed Louis’s amorousness, He
felt bitterly that Joan ought not to have done it.

Then, as if she read his thoughts, she too grew silent,
but presently said to him abruptly, for she was a woman
of moods, and the spring day seemed closing coldly about
them, the heavens withdrawing their glory, and the early
dusk hiding the young greenness :

“ Louis, yesterday you asked me about Piet. I could
not answer then. Why did you ask? Have you heard
anything ? "

“ Heard anything ? what should I hear?”

“1 did not know ; you have many correspondents in Cape
Town ; he was very ill when—we left.”

“You would be more likely to hear than I should, if
anything had happened to him.”

“ Oh, no; before I left I wrote to him, and told him
what I was going to do. I said ‘good-bye’ to him for
ever.”

“What!” He turned on her; he could not believe he
had heard correctly. He was stunned, he could not get out




168

PIGS IN CLOVER

another word ; the mine, the farm, Piet’s will, were racing
about in one little whirlwind in his little mind.

“Yes! He had been giving me an allowance. Looking
back now, I know I was a bad wife to him, an unloving wife.
I told him so, told him that I was alone to blame, all through.

I told him I knew, now I knew, that I had wronged him
always.”

“ How—dared you!”

She looked at him, amazed, startled, not understanding ;
yet she could see that he was struggling with some emotion.

“I could not do anything else ; surely, I could not do
anything else ?”

“ And you concealed it from me ? ” It was anger, passion,
that emotion she could not understand. Oh! there must be
another scene between them ; her heart turned sick within
her.

“ Dear, I did not conceal it. It was nothing to speak of
between you and me. It was between me and Piet. I said
good-bye to him ; I told him everything was my fault. Then
[ came to you—free!”

“ Good God! how awful, how unpardonable, to give away
our secret, my secret, And you knew how wrong it was,
how wicked, that is why you never told me, never consulted

L

me.

His words came with difficulty, he was choked with anger
and dismay ; he could have struck her as she walked beside
him, something in her gait, a slowness, making evident the
misfortune that she had a claim upon him. He would have
liked to fell her to the ground; he hated her, he felt he
hated her.

“ How could I consult you? It was before—before I went
on board the Arizona. How could I tell you ?” she asked
bewildered. “You had said to me, ‘never mention his
name to me;’ those were early days with us, and I thought

you meant it.” This was the first touch, the first word, of
bitterness that had passed her lips.

He turned on her furiously :
“ Much you care what I meant, or what I wanted. Any
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excuse is good enough for a woman when she wants to lie
to you.”

“ Louis!” She shrank as if he had struck her, and hence-
forth was silent.

“Yes, lied ; it is nothing else. You've kept this fact, this
vital fact, concealed from me all this time. And you pre-
tend you thought I wished it. A lot you care for what I
wish. You can’t even keep an appointment with me ; and
look at that dressing-gown you bought. You don’t care for
me, nor for anything in the world but vour cursed writing.
[ can imagine the sort of tale you pitched about me in your
letter, Our life together has been a farce, a fraud, from
beginning to end, with that between us.”

He had no real words for what angered him. How could
he tell her it was the question of her husband’s will, her
husband’s easily altered will, the farm, that so moved him?
She was spared that a little while. Meanwhile the dressing-
gown, the broken appointments, anything and everything,
served as pegs upon which to hang his angry eloquence.
He raked up every difference of opinion, every paltry dis-
pute they had ever had, with which to assail her.

“ It was my secret as much as yours; you had no right to
tell him. I’ll never trust a woman again. You are all alike ;
there is not one of you to be trusted. If ever a man and a
woman have a secret the woman blabs it—I've seen it again
and again—or she gets into a mess, and out it has.to come.
What a fool I was to think you were different. You wrote
him behind my back. You did not care what became of me,
you didn’t care if it ruined me!”

“ Ruined you!” she echoed, startled.

“ What do you think Karl would say if he knew? He
had not grit enough to do it himself ; but do you think he’d
be pleased about it ?”

But it was not of what Karl would say that Louis was think-
ing ; it was of what Piet de Groot would do, had done, of how
it would affect himself, of what he should do. Should he tell
her? Should he ask her? What of her marriage settlement?
What of the farm ? The man was beside himself for fear he
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had spent his hundred and twenty or thirty thousand for
nothing, for fear his schemes would come to nought. His
self-control was gone ; he railed at her like the unspeakable
thing that he was. It was the first time his evil tcmper had
been completely articulate. She walked dully beside him,
the gathering clouds lowering upon her; she was cold and
sick.

“Let us go home,” she said, shivering, “let us go home,
Louis.”

“ Home! a nice home to ask a man to go to, and with a
woman he can’t trust. I wonder how many other people
you have written to; perhaps you've pitched Karl a yarn,
too. I suppose you told him I led you away P

Words could hardly pass the hysteric boundary of his
throat. Her slower gait and heavier tread angered him
greatly, for, indeed, her heart was stone, and her feet were
leaden - weighted, and she could scarcely walk, He had
really lost control: at heart a coward, in brain a fool, he
saw no way out of the quandary in which he was
plunged.

He left her abruptly at the door of the cottage—without
a touch of the hand, without a word to palliate what he had
said ; he went away, and left her to see, as tear-washed eyes
see, to what she had bound herself, to whose son she would
give Dbirth.

There is nothing in the world so cruel as the cruelty of a
man towards a woman for whom his passion is dead. There
is no power so absolute as the power for torture that a
woman puts into a man’s hands when she gives herself
wholly to him, wit . no tie between them but her love and
his honour. Joan had kept nothing back, had left nothing
between herself and desolation but Louis and Louis's
love.

After that hour by the water, and all she had told him,
he left her in total, absolute silence, left her to the terror
of loneliness and the torture of outraged pride, to sleepless
nights and days sick with disappointment, full of phantom
footsteps and postman’s knocks that brought her nothing.
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Her brain rejected him, even if her flesh ached for him.
The dawning knowledge of the degradation she suffered in
loving him was as a worm in her brain, boring its agonising
way.

If she could then have written as she then could feel, the
scarlet letter might have flamed afresh as a warning beacon
to weak women, Her self-respect was tortured ; in her own
eyes she was defiled.
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CHAPTER X

Iouis’s passions were short-lived, feeble things, his sullen
resentments were more lasting. He fed and nurtured his
grievances until they grew fat and bloated, vampire shapes
that filled the air and stank, then his conscience grew ill
through them and died. The time would come when the
strong wind of expediency would arise and blow them tem-
porarily away; but, in the meantime, Joan wasleft alone. The
woman in the cottage at Bushey sat by herself and watched the
sky, dreary now and grey, and watched the rain beating down
the buds, making little rivulets down the casement window,
soaking through the ill-fitting joints, puddling on the sill.
She sat alone, and thought, and thought, and her body
yearned for her lover, while her brain saw him clearly, not
quite clearly though, for, as yet, she knew little of what
he wanted of her, and nothing of the farm. But what she
saw of him in that painful brain made her flesh a-torture-
chamber to her, wherein she lived with screws on her temples
ar 1 racks on her limbs, and awaited his coming without hope
of delivery thereby.

For, of course, he would come again, this Louis, so beau-
tiful, with the sensuous appeal against which she had no
resistance, with the mean shrunken soul that, perhaps, was
moving against her heart within that babe through whose
eyes she was to have seen straight up to the gates of
Heaven !

A month passed, and she sat by the cottage window and
watched, and watched, but never came her lover,—a whole
empty month. She lived through it, but it killed her
strength, almost her courage.

Many things happened to Louis Althaus in that month.
172
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To her nothing happened. Nothing came to the woman
but pain, always more pain for Joan, the fallen, carrying her
unborn bastard, loving her lover, and knowing him abomin-
able, mean, yet longing for the sound of his voice, the touch
of his hand, his mere presence. Brain and body fought over
him, and the brain never won.

Louis, in those luxurious rooms in Piccadilly, decided, when
his temper had cooled, on cabling to his confidant in Johannes-
burg to get particulars of De Groot’s death and De Groot’s
will. It would be three weeks before details could come to
hand. Meanwhile,Joan must wait—no matter what she said or
wrote—Joan must await the coming of that news for hisforgive-
ness. His forgiveness, it seemed to him, would be a great thing
even then. He resented having been forced into plain speak-
ing, he resented being still without definite possession of the
farm, he resented Joan giving him any trouble; that is how
he worded it to himself, “giving him any trouble.” Then
he calculated his chances afresh. De Groot had been ill
when he got his wife’s letter. Had not Karl said his illness
was general paralysis, locomotor ataxy ? Could a man suffer-
ing from locomotor ataxy alter his will? Louis’s brilliant
perpetual health, Louis had a wonderful physique, was per-
mitted to suffer a temporary eclipse while he sent for a
doctor and cross-examined him as to the mental effects of
locomotor.

“ Nervous fellows they are, those South African million-
aires,” said the fashionable physician, talking to a colleague
that evening ; “the life they lead plays the very deuce with
them. I was with a fellow just now, as healthy a man as I
ever examined, a man of about thirty. He had got it into
his head that he was a general paralytic—what do you think
of that?—a geueral paralytic. There was not a symptom
of locomotor he did not think he had, or was going to
have. And he questioned me and cross-questioned me about
his mental capacity, whether I would certify him as fit to
make a will, how long after the disease made its appearance
he would be fit to make a will, and I don’t know what
besides. He was luxuriating in it. I assure you the fellow
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was as well as I—better, for he’s got fifteen years the puli
of me—and he’s looking forward to mental decay and physical

deterioration as if it was a question of to-morrow. Nerves!
why, they’re made of 'em.”

That is how medical history is made !

And now it was May. Parliament had reassembled,
Stephen Hayward had returned to town, and Karl's letters
were insistent that representations should be made at home
as to what they were going through, what the Uitlanders
were being made to bear in the Transvaal. The position
had altered in every way for the worse, Karl wrote, since
Louis had left South Africa.

“Make Stephen Hayward ask a question in the House
about the Van Voeren case; I send you the report. Mrs,
Simpson—you remember Mrs. Simpson, the wife of the man
whom we picked out as a test case in the commando
question—well, she found a Boer policeman in her house
with one of her Kaffir girls, and ordered him out. He
kicked her to death. Don’t make any mistake about it.
I've got it all down, black on white, from an eye-witness.
The man was convicted and sentenced to death; but the
new law Kruger made came in, and they respited him. Now
he’s let off with four months’ imprisonment! Rub that in,
will you? And it's only because Mrs. Simpson was an
Englishwoman, and her husband had rather gone to prison
than on commando.

“1 wish you could come across Joan de Groot; she might
work it up into something. It's just the stuff for the Non-
conformists, who won’t move in the matter of these swindling
concessions and the strangling of the gold industry. There

will be alot of good blood shed if nothing is done at home.
The National Union means business. I shall have to pay
Eloff, the old man’s nephew, something like a hundred
thousand pounds, on one excuse or another, before I can
even get the Bank properly started.”

In London, already in May, Parliament had re-assembled,
under the guidance of the tottering Liberal Government of
1895, and the doors of Society were flung open. Louis's
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“open sesame” was that big house now dominating Lon-
don, as it rose broad and solid before the Park, a house,
generous wide and high, of simple elevation, of fine taste,
a house marking an epoch in architecture, as well as an
epoch in finance. And it was the boom time in South
African mines; fortunes were made in a day, in an hour.
The South African Bubble, prismatic and beautiful and
alluring, rose before the gaping mouths and avid eyes of
the heirs and heiresses of impoverished English acres.
Of political affairs in South Africa, of the Uitlanders’
grievances, of the National Union, of the state of public
feeling, no one in London cared—and Louis cared less.
What did politics matter while the mines vomited the red
gold into his and Karl’s pockets? ¢ Live and let live” was
his motto, he said when he was asked, personally he had
nothing to grumble about.

Constantia Hayward and her Crusade were mocked and
jeered at and derided this particular season. She and her
niece could go nowhere without meeting men with unpro-
nounceable names, with impenetrable accents, masquerading
now as Germans, now as Dutchmen, yellow men with bitten
nails, and Mongol cheek-bones, men with whisky concessions,
rich and fat with the dregs and refuse from the black man’s
drunken orgies, men with bald heads, black eyes, vulture
noses, men, aye, and women too, whom no country owned,
and no race claimed, the slime, the scum of nations. They
blew the bubble of the South African mines with their
fetid breath until it hung, gold-hued and' glittering, high
over ruined homes and bankrupt castles.

Constantia, with Aline in her wake, passed scornfully
through the serried ranks of the gold-bringers and the
gold-seekers. .

In these ranks there were women who had been of the
Cape Town pavement, but were now dwelling on the inside
of the doors of Piccadilly, instead of loitering before them,
women, driving through Bond Street, in emblazoned car-
riages, with feathers in their fashionable bonnets, diamonds
and pearls round their dishonoured necks, wearing their
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borrowed plumage of changed names; but harpies and
harlots nevertheless, with hard eyes and painted smiles.

Among such men and women as these, Louis Althaus
was a king. He had every external grace, an air slightly
foreign, but distinguished, a fine figure, melancholy eyes.
The sleek hair had worn a little further from the forehead
than when he was here before, and there were a few lines
round the eyes. But all the Althaus stocks were higher,

Louis had a certain limited social tact or instinct; the
little burr or roll of the “r’s” went well with the imperial,
with the manner, a little too polite, perhaps, towards the
men, a thought familiar, confidential, but infinitely charm-
ing, they said, towards the women. Other South Africans
were courted for their wealth, for what they gave, or
presaged, for tips or entertainments, but Louis, handsome
Louis Althaus, gradually was invited to intimate dinners,
to theatre parties, to river excursions and race meetings,
because the women liked him.

And the man had a vanity. Joan in her suburban cottage,
who had given him everything she had, and now was bank-
rupt of allurements, had rivals among the most fashionable
and most beautiful hostesses in London. Louis’s charm,
Louis’s appeal, was to the senses, and it is in the senses
that all these society women live.

He relegated Joan to the background of his mind during
the three weeks that he waited for news from Pretoria. He
had recovered from the ungovernable passion into which
the news of her-confession to her husband had flung him,
though he had not forgiven her. He prided himself on
never forgiving. But, once his temper had grown calm and
his thoughts about her coherent, he waited with certainty
for the day when she would write and implore him to return
to her. Then he would perhaps play Sultan, then he would
perchance stretch out the sceptre. Everything now de-
pended on the news from South Africa, not the political
news, old Karl was making a ridiculous fuss about that, for
everything would go on as everything had always gone on,
and ‘he firm would always grow richer. He was acting on
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instructions, buying and forwarding guns and ammunition,
but he treated the matter lightly, notwithstanding. He did
not for a moment seriously believe in revolution.

The news that he was waiting for was news about De
Groot’s will, and the farm that held the deep of the “ Gelden-
rief.” Joan, without the farm, had ceased, for the moment, to
be desirable ; besides she was always there; there was no
need for hurry about her.

Louis was not without rich food for that social vanity of
his; and the existence of this made Joan’s position precarious,
For, wonder of wonders! one of his conquests was the Lady
Violet Alncaster, daughter of the fifteenth Duke, and cousin
to Aline Hayward, Stephen’s daughter. This conquest, this
strange victory, absorbed Louis Althaus for the first fort-
night of the time that Joan was waiting and watching by the
window. It was Stephen, himself, who had introduced them,
for Stephen had not forgotten his obligations to Karl. He
had called on Louis in Piccadilly, he had invited him to
dinner at the Club, he had even strolled in with him to the
Opera, and taken him up to his uncle’s box.

Lady Violet, getting on now for seven-and-twenty, and
vixenish, saw that he was 2 very handsome man, graceful
too, with eyes eloquent of admiration as they fell upon her
meagre charms. Louis’s eyes were always eloquent in their
unfathomable depths. “It is indeed a privilege,” he mur-
mured over her hand. And Lady Violet, sharpened through
the social mill, knew of the atmosphere of millions in which
he was supposed to move, knew too that her betting-book
could not pay her milliner’s bills, and that her brother was
the sponge who soaked up the family resources.

“]1 am delighted to mecet you,” she answered. “You are
the first millionaire I have come across. How does it feel
to be rich? The Alncasters have always been poor.”

“ Rich in many things,” he said, speaking low.

“Qh, yes, I suppose so,” she answered carelessly, thinking
he meant in honours, in history ; but soon he let her know that
it was the beauty of their daughters he had meant. This

type of man has only one method with women. Violet had
“
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never been a beauty. Fven the papers on her debiit had for-
gotten to call her “the lovely daughter of the Duke of
Alncaster.” Her angularities, her impossible shoulders, flat
chest, high cheek-bones, and thin nose, had made it obvious
that it must be as a wit, and not as a beauty, she must
attract attention. That evening at the Opera, however, when
Louis was introduced into the box and looked at her with
longing eyes, she felt complacently that, perhaps, after all
there was something beautiful in her aristocratic air. While
they listened to Melba singing, she felt Louis’s eyes full upon
her in the sentimental passages; when they left the house
Louis attended her to her carriage. Bareheaded he stood
by the window and gazed upon her until the coachman
whipped up the horses. For the first time in her aristocratic
life Violet felt she was the heroine of a romance.

Louis followed up his glances with orchids. He had a
philosophy about women. “They are all ‘on the take,’”
summed it up. “Start with compliments, get to flowers,
sweets, then they reluctantly accept bonnets, and you’re
there ; after that comes jewellery, but it always ends up with
money, and the cheaper you get off, the cleverer you prove
yourself.”

This man Lady Violet Alncaster permitted to take her to
tea at Lady Claridge’s garden-party. His admiration amused
her. She thanked him for the orchids. He said the only
pleasure he had had since that night at the Opera was
selecting them. The refreshment tent had seemed quite
attractive after that, and she remained with him, following
the tea with an ice. When they strolled off together to
listen to the music, he had already asked her who dressed
her, and complimented her on her charming figure,

The attitude he adopted was one of despairing admiration ;
he had found it almost invariably efficacious with these high-
born ladies. In their anxiety to persuade him that nothing
was hopeless, that, great and beautiful as they were, they
were still to be won by boldness, they soon reversed the
tables and made love to him. Having seen nothing he
desired to gain, his modesty remained fascinatingly pro-
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minent. But, socially at least, he had netted nothing so
big as Lady Violet, nothing nearly so important. The
stage in which Lady Violet began to make love to him, when
he was always retreating, and she was always advancing,
commenced within a week of their first acquaintanceship.
Louis’s hall-table in Piccadilly was littered with cards, for it
was soon understood that where Louis Althaus went Lady
Violet Alncaster liked to be also. Her friends were amused,
for this sort of folly was not what they had expected of her,
or to which she had accustomed them, and they watched the
entertainment she provided with open encouragement.

Louis was intensely proud of himself. His moustache and
his imperial received more caressing attention than ever
before. His mirror was more assiduously cultivated, and his
satisfaction with it more pronounced. Joan’s chances looked
poor, for Louis had begun to reason with himself as to what
he owed her, as to what he risked by leaving her. And, as
the days went by and she did not write and beg for forgive-
ness, he argued that she was committing a love-crime, that
she was obstinate, that she was behaving abominably to
him, that she deserved to be punished for what she had
done. The way she was behaving was not his idea of love ;
Louis was great on love’s duties, and there was nothing he
would not exact. He argued with himself about Joan, and
there was only one side to the argument. She ought to
write to him, to be abject, and own she was wrong to have
written to her husband behind his back. How dare she
sulk with him? How dare she be proud with him? She
was—but Louis’s thoughts are unwriteable. The girl, she
was nothing more than a girl when she had come to him,
had lain in his arms and given herself to him because
he would have no less; and the word that rose in his
mind when he convinced himself that she ought to be
humble with him, cannot be written.

Joan’s chances looked poor, as Violet showed ever more
and more plainly that he need not be over-modest in the
wooing of her., Only Louis’s taste was on Joan’s side, for
he had taste; and all of it had been with Joan. She was a
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woman to any man’s taste, with her delicate graces, the
poetry of her soul, the flashes of her intelligence, her supple
tendernesses. More and more she came back to his mind as
the days went on, mornings in the Row, luncheons in fine
houses, with softly moving servants, tables bedecked with
flowers and old silver, all the doors of Mayfair open to
the son of that Polish adventurer and the gutter-girl from
Whitechapel. His cultivated taste was with Joan. He saw
Lady Violet as she was, a shrewish thing, beginning to turn
sour ; he revolted from her. Her title, her position, moved
him, though his vanity almost lifted him above them ; that
they attracted him to her, even superficially, was because,
feline that she was, she purred over him, and he liked being
purred over.

Karl, over in Johannesburg, heard of Louis’s social success.
It was Karl’s way to hear of everything. He was proud of
the position the handsome fellow had achieved ; he took it
for granted that Louis was working for him, was carrying
out his instructions, was impressing society, that part of it
which was influential, with the knowledge of the crying
needs of South Africa. He took care that nothing was
wanted, pecuniarily, for Louis’s social campaign. He wrote
to him that he knew they could do nothing immediately,
but that there would be a General Election in the autumn,
though it might come before, any day, in fact; there would
then be a redistribution of seats and of power, the Unionists
would rake the country and Stephen Hayward would be in
the Cabinet. Stephen Hayward, he insisted, must be hand
and glove with them, with the National Union. Karl wrote
also of Sir Henry Loch’s visit, and of all they had hoped
it portended, and of the disappointment.

Louis had hardly time to read the letters, dull letters,
they were to him, having little in them about money. Karl
had tumbled accidentally, as it were, into Imperialism, had
grown into intimacy with the Great Imperialist, and found
at last a great aim for his great heart and understanding.
He was learning love for his country, now that out there
it seemed weak, despised, despicable. Karl thought he
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loved money, money only, but to his surprise now, at the
root of his heart, pulling at it, he found England. And
he wrote passionate letters home to Louis, who barely had
time to read them, who pursued Society, Lady Violet, and
the gratification of his vanity, who lived luxuriously, and was
learning to drive a four-in-hand.

Only one thing hurt Louis; it had merely amused Karl,
when Karl was in London, but it hurt Louis., That was
the Hayward attitude. Anywhere, everywhere almost, that
Lady Violet Alncaster went, Louis could go, but the open
sesame had no effect on the Hayward door, and this
annoyed, worried, and irritated him. He could not bear
that he should be barred anywhere. It fretted a little of
the varnish off him, and made him show a glimpse of the
material of which he was composed.

“I should like to be introduced to your sister,” he said
once to Stephen. “You don’t entertain at all, I'm told?

Can’t you persuade her to let me drive her down to Ranelagh
one day? [I've got a coach.”

Stephen, who was busy with the prospect of a General
Election, was slightly amused. But Karl and he between
them had accepted Constantia’s attitude as a joke, and he
willingly included Louis in the jest.

“Not a chance, my dear fellow; she is as firm as a rock
about it. The kingdom of Heaven—half-a-dozen dull houses
where nobody wants to go—are to be shut to the nowveaux
riches.”

“1 might persuade her.”

Stephen laughed. “Not you; I've tried myself. But,
after all, cui bono? Do you want to go to the Temple-
groves or to the Arlingfords? Because if you do, you must
have strange tastes. No, my dear fellow, leave it alone.
My sister has little to amuse herself with now but her exclu-
siveness, and her crusade against outsiders, and I like her to
be amused. Why, I beat up recruits for her, and strongly
persuade all the dullest hostesses in London to be guided by
Constantia, and to close their doors to the nowveauz riches.
They wouldn’t go there in any case, you know, so, when my
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hint is carried out, nobody is hurt, and my sister is pleased.
Tell me now, what news do you get from the Cape? What
is it you are all agitating for? Can’t you make millions fast
enough ?”

Stephen spoke with interest. Again he was entertaining
Louis at the Club. He did not quite like the fellow, and
this was only the second time he had been alone with him,
but Stephen was a politician, and South African affairs had
always interested him ; he too had had letters from Karl,

“I suppose you've heard from my brother. Kari is a bit of
a faddist, you know. Kruger has trodden on his toes in some
way or another, and, like a fool, Karl has joined the National
Union. I told him what a fool he was to do it. Now nothing
will satisfy him but that the English Government should back
him up.”

“ What is the National Union?”

“Oh! a few discontented journalists and lawyers.”

He sketched their aims; Louis was as ill-informed as he
was traitorous. Yet Stephen listened to him with interest,
and was led by him. Karl had written: “ My brother will
give you details.” All that Louis told him, however, made
light of the crisis, ignored the seriousness of the situation,
described the conduct of the Boer Police as on a par with
that of the Metropolitan Brigade, and left Stephen Hayward
under the impression that the members of the National Union
were the Hooligans against whom they made war.

In fairness to Louis Althaus, it must be admitted that this
was not wilful misrepresentation. Nothing that was not per-
sonal to himself interested him. He spoke as lie felt, as he
thought. Karl was a great man at finance, but why the
deuce need he meddle with politics? Stephen could not
know that Karl's adopted brother was so totally at variance
with Karl's own feelings and opinions. He concluded that
the letter he had received—very temperately had Karl
written to Stephen—was an exaggerated version of public
feeling, that Karl's object in writing it was merely to give
him, Stephen, and his party, a pretext for attacking the
Government. But they had other weapons.
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He hoped Louis would give him the pleasure of his com-
pany another evening at the Club. He apologised for having
to go to the House, he asked Louis if he would care to
accompany him; he was sure of a seat in the gallery for
distinguished strangers. Louis regretted his inability to go,
pleading another engagement. Louis was not fond of being
an onlooker, and, listening to a debate, however lively, and
on whatever topic, was not his way of amusing himself,
He preferred to go on to Castlemaine House, where there
was a reception, and where he would meet Lady Violet.
He must ask Violet about Constantia Hayward, and about
the Crusade.

Castlemaine House, where once Johnson had dined, where
often Sir Joshua Reynolds had been entertained, where
Topham Beauclerc had made love to the outraged wife of
Sir Richard Vane, and George IIl. had commented on the
extravagances of the table, was now the town abode of a
wealthy brewer. Doves circled above its flat roof, and made
strange noises that broke in upon the music. Portraits of
brewing worthies and their ancestors filled the frames made
for Stuart kings; modern imitations of Chippendale’s designs
took the place of Jacobean furniture. In the library, whither
Violet led Louis after the dance, there was hardly room for
historical associations; it was over-filled with curtains and
upholstery, and unused modern books in impossible modern
bindings.

“Are you going to the fancy-dress ball at Templegrove
House ?”’ Louis asked Violet.

“] don’t care about it. I suppose I shall have to
go.”

“I don’t like your going,” he said softly. I don’t like
your going anywhere where I cannot be with you.”

“Qh! if it comes to that,” she said, and hesitated.

“] know. The Duchess is one of Miss Hayward’s sup-
porters ; she will not invite any but aristocrats,” he answered
with a short laugh. ¢ She is your aunt, isn’t she ?”

“Yes. You would like to go?”

“1 like to go wherever you go.”
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The tip of her nose and the lobes of her ears grew pink ;
it was the famous Alneaster blush.
“I think—1I think I could get a card for you.”

¢ Only if you would like me to be there.”
“ What would you go as?”

“I should first ask you your costume.”
“Qh,” she said lightly, “ Xantippe has been suggested.”
“Not if I went. I should ask you to go as Beatrice.”
“To your Benedict?” The idea was not unpleasing.
“To my Benedict.”

“ For one night only?” She was coquettish.

“That would be as you might decide.”

It would be a great feather in Louis’s cap if he could get
an invitation to the famous fancy-dress ball at the Duchess of
Templegrove’s.

The Duchess of Templegrove was almost the only serious
ally Constantia had secured; and the

position of the
Duchess was exceptional.

After half a century of blue-
blooded poverty, twenty odd years of a more than suspected

marital infidelity, she had been released by Providence from
her obligation, and had taken salvation at the altar from the
hands of her ducal lover. Because the Duchess of Temple-
grove had so completely forgotten that impecunious shifty
countess, whose identity lay hidden amongst her strawberry -
leaves, she had decided to hold her court in that very holy
of holies where reigned the chaste Constantia ; or, perhaps,

it was because she had not forgotten. And Constantia,

whose social conscience permitted no evil thought of a lady

whom her sovereign had always received, brushed aside the

talk that buzzed about this strange reputation, and welcomed

her with outstretched hands.

But, whereas Constantia’s aim was set on the blood
boundary Society roped in, and secured for the nobly born
and excellently bred only, the Duchess’s extreme anxiety
was for the chaste, the untarnished, those who wore their
woman’s crown of virtuous life shining purely on their brows.

Therefore, when Lady Violet, who was her niece as well
as Constantia, asked her for a card for the famous fancy-dress
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ball that was to mark the re-opening of Templegrove House,
too long closed during the faithful bachelorhood of the Duke,
she did not stop to ask, as Constantia might have done, for
the pedigree of the gentleman in whose name it was to be
made out. Perhaps, had she done so, Louis would still have
had his card ; for, if the Duchess of Templegrove feared any-
thing, it was Lady Violet’s sharp tongue, and, if the Duchess
hoped for anything, more than her marriage had given her,
it was that Violet's ancestry should solidify the title, and
Violet’s influence should redeem the character, the misspent
youth, of the vicious son who bore her first husband’s name,

Lady Violet got the invitation for Louis Althaus without
any difficulty.

Nothing was impossible, nothing was even difficult, for
him, he thought exultantly when the coveted pasteboard
was in his hand. The same post—the very same post that
brought it—-brought his South African mail. And it told
him that, not only was Piet de Groot dead, but his will was
unaltered. The farm, then, was his, Louis’s, the farm that
Karl had wanted. Or, at least, if it was not his, it was
Joan’s, which came to the same thing. He was exultant

in his prospects, in his ability; everything, it seemed to
him, he could do—everything,
He must see Joan to-morrow, meanwhile——




CHAPTER XI

TempLecrove Housk was the centre of London on the night
of the ball; it took a whole posse of policemen and a couple
of men on horseback to keep back the crowd of sightseers.
Royalty was expected ; not only the Prince, but the Princess
had promised to appear in costume. Crushing up that
historical staircase, illumined in a rare blaze of light, came
the fantastic crowd. Exquisite faces of women under quaint
headgear, under jewelled crowns, hung with strange symbols
in gold and gems, smiled with the joy of the masque, laughed
in the triumph of their beautiful hour. Amongst them
Beatrice—viperous, vixenish, bored—Ilooked with sharp eyes,
with pale face, incongruous, for the tardy Benedict.

But, indeed, her Benedict had not tarried. An hour
earlier, almost among the first arrivals, Louis, brave in slashed
velvet, in pointed shoes, in doublet and hose, carrying his hat
gracefully, as he bore his figure, a Benedict without world-
weariness, had mounted those same flower-decked stairs, and
had found, facing him, in sudden surprise, an unexpected
Beatrice, passing fair, and more than passing tall.

Stephen, with a side thought of poor Constantia locked
up in Grosvenor Street with the grim demon of influenza,
gravely presented his daughter. Aline, always cold, never
particularly gracious, acknowledged the introduction as
Constantia would have had her do, with the slightest possible
inclination of the head, and an indifferent glance that did
not linger.

Aline was in a dress of white brocade, richly embroidered
in gold, with a crimson velvet overdress or tunic, lined and
trimmed with ermine ; the jewelled stomacher was met by

the rows of pearls that hung around her throat, her quaint
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Venetian cap with the white veil flowing from beneath
it like a mantilla, was also thickly sewn with pearls. She
was very fair that evening, and the young face, vacant,
expressionless, cold, with chiselled features, caught Louis’s
eye. Some wondering thought or remembrance, as Stephen
said, “ My daughter,” lay at the back of his mind. Her eyes
were almost on a level with his own, he questioned them,
and the indifferent glance transfixed his own definitely.

“Your costumes go well together,” said Stephen mis-
chievously,  “ Beatrice and Benedict, are they not?”
Stephen had a very school-boy humour at times, and, although
he did not like Louis Althaus, he thought it would do Aline
no harm to talk with him for a few minutes, and it would
be something to tease Con about when she got well. It
would serve to show her she must not relegate the duties of
chaperon to him.

“] am representing an Italian lady of the thirteenth
century, not Beatrice,” Aline answered indifferently, as if
she were saying a lesson.

“ Dante’s ‘ Beatrice,’ perhaps,” said Louis, in that soft
voice of his, and then, lower still, the Beatrice with the
“sweetest eyes were ever seen.” When those eyes turned
on him he held them until they wandered. @ No woman
should look upon him indifferently. “Sweetest eyes were
ever seen,” he repeated ; “ poor Beatrice—she had suffered
too,” he murmured, as the Marquis, in crusader costume,
claimed Stephen’s ear. For now he began to remember,

“ This gay scene, this laughing crowd is incongruous to
you, is it not? May I have a dance ?”

Aline, with her secret locked in her breast, shut in by her
reserve, and silent, looked up, suddenly startled, and then
away again. He meant nothing, he could mean nothing—
and yet. She looked hesitatingly at her father; the Under
Secretary of State was talking eagerly. Louis went on
murmuring in his low tones, and now, at least, he had the
satisfaction of knowing that he had secured her attention.

“ Looking around us at a Catherine, an Imogen, a Mary of
Scotland —all these beautiful modern women impersonating

———
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all those martyrs of sex—is it not odd to think that, perhaps,
locked in the breasts of many of them are stories, modern
romances, some, maybe, sadder, stranger, at least, than the
old ones ?”

“Who was Catherine? Why do you ask me?” The
questions rose involuntarily to her pale lips. He offered her
his arm,

“They are forming for the minuet—allow me ? ”

With a hesitating look at Stephen, who was too absorbed
to notice it, she went agitatedly with Louis.

The girl was of that unequalled type, completely English,
fair of complexion, with golden-brown hair, eyes that had
been blue in childhood, but were dark now, under long
lashes, and mouth that could hold a secret though it let out
one, with its short, upper lip, and full lower one, both softly
scarlet. Louis Althaus’s heart did not beat faster as she
laid her hand on his arm, but he racked his brain to

remember. Here, on his arm, by his side, was something
Karl had told him, something that might be necessary,

useful, vital to them. Some secret was enclosed in that cold,

high-bred figure, in that fair head with its quaint head-dress
of velvet and pearls, It was his luck, he felt exultantly
that it was his luck, to have been introduced to her, that
this was another of Karl's cards on the table for him to
play with. Whether he was to be in partnership with, or
antagonistic to, his brother, it was as well to have the trumps
in his own hand. He wished he could remember exactly
what Karl had told him about this girl. Never mind, she
should tell him herself. He looked at her as he led her
through the strange company. He must make her tell himn
herself ; he had no doubt of successs. When had he failed
with a woman ? And this was a charming vestal. She looked
like a Madonna, surely he remembered she had been a
naughty Madonna, yet the lamp that lit the holy of holies
was in her hand. She should guide him where he chose;
nobody should shut their doors against Louis Althaus,
there was no reason in it. He really thought there was
no reason why any one should shut doors against him,
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They watched the minuet together, her hand resting lightly
on his coat-sleeve.

“Why did you ask me about these women all having
stories?” she asked him abruptly. She had not been
watching, she had only been trying to think.

How easy women are! His thin lips smiled under his
moustache ; he drew his arm closer to his side, as if he
would have pressed her hand against it.

“Do you think they have?”

“I don’t know ; why should I know ?"”

“ How well you women keep your secrets !”

“What secrets? I haven’t got any secrets,” she stam-
mered ; then she drew herself up, cloaked herself in her
coldness, and copied Constantia’s voice. “ Will you take me
back to my father, please ?”

“Don’t ask me to take you back to your father. I want
to know something; I want you to tell me something. Are
you frightened of me? Do you want me to go away because
I know you have—have had a secret?”

The colour flushed painfully in her cheek, went down
again, and left it pale.

“I don’t know—I don’t know what you mean.” She was
trembling, and all the maturity had gone from her face and
expression, which were piteous now and childlike.

He drew her a little out of the crowd.

“I am very sorry, very sorry.”” The little burr on his “r’s’
softened all the sentence, and his voice was full of tender
solicitude. “1I have distressed, upset you. You are faint;
the heat, too—lean on my arm; the conservatory is just at
the side. We can sit down there and talk. You shall not be
sorry, I promise you shall not be sorry that I know.”

It was a child’s face she turned on him, not a woman’s—a
frightened child’s; he was exultant at the success of his move.,

“Good heavens! if I could only remember what it was
Karl told me,” was in his mind, as he piloted her through
the crowd to where a green forest of palms made dusk and
solitude about them ; that Karl had told him nothing made
the reminiscence difficult !
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“Who—who told you?” She clutched at his hand ; she
was nothing but a distressed child. He held her hand and
soothed her.

“ What does it matter who told me? What does it matter
how I know? Don’t look like that. Sit down here by me.
Shall T get you a glass of water?”

“No, no, stay with me, tell me.” She was almost in tears,
He patted her hand, caressed her, and soothed her with voice
and touch, and her hand clung to his,

“For two years, two whole years, nobody has spoken to me
about it. He is dead, you know ; you are not going to tell
me he isn’t dead! I can’t bear it—I won’t bear it—I won’t
go back to him—he has sent you?”

“Nobody has sent me.”

“ What does he want—what must I do?” She wrung her
hands. “Oh! I am frightened ; take me back to my father.
I want to go home, I want to be with Aunt Con.”

Louis was amazed. The cold and stately Beatrice was
like a baby ecrying before it was hurt. He understood
women, but children were strange to him,

“Who told you? Oh! who told you? Aunt Con told me
nobody knew, or would ever know.”

“Nobody has told me ; don’t be silly. Nobody is going to
hurt you. I know everything, but I'm not going to do you
any harm. Only you must do as I tell you.”

“I always do what people tell me,” she answered forlornly,

In another five minutes he had begun to understand—to
understand what no one in the world about her understood,
what even Constantia shut away from her knowledge, and
Stephen had no time more than to suspect. Locked up in
speechlessness, under that conventional mask in which they
had encased her, was only the outraged child whose mental
growth had stopped. Fair and stately as she looked, with that
young patrician air and proud demeanour, she was empty of
spontaneity, or conscious volition, ske always did what she was
told ; that was the pathetic keynote of her attenuated will.

Louis’s wonderful eyes got behind the mask. At first she
shivered and cried in the nakedness of her soul before him,
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the poor conventional garments slipped so easily from her
trembling fingers. But soon there was some fearful pleasure
in it; his words were so gentle. Then, in the green soli-
tude of the palms he was so kind to her, He had even kissed
her, they were not a kissing family, the Haywards, she
clung to him and kissed him in return, and promised thence-
forth she would do only what he told her. It did not seem
worth Louis’s while to investigate very closely the nature
of the secret she held. There is only one secret between a
girl and a man, Louis thought.

“You are happier now, dear?” he asked her gently,
“now that you have some one you can talk to about it.”
Indeed she felt warmer, happier, but she wanted him to
stay with her, to kiss her again. With tact he garmented
her soul for her again, and when he led her forth she was
clothed conventionally as usual, with her head erect and her
lips almost firm.

He led her back to her father, then he sought a moment’s
solitude in the crowd. His thoughts were wandering, his suc-
cess exhilarated him. He appeared to have unlimited know-
ledge, power, strength; his vanity fed voluptuously on his
powers. He did not arrange his thoughts sequently. But, it
seemed tohim, he had all that Karl had wanted—Joande Groot,
a lever with Stephen Hayward, the “ Geldenrief,” everything.
He had never doubted his own cleverness, now he was half
intoxicated by it. He thought kindly of Mrs. Rex, of Joan,
of all women. Only of Lady Violet Alncaster, to whom he
owed his presence in this throng of princes and nobles, he
never thought at all!

Lady Violet was not used to being forgotten, ignored.
She had sought him everywhere ; at last she had seen him
emerge from the conservatory with Aline.

“How now, my Lord Benedict, hast been with Hero ?”
she said, stopping before him and addressing him,

Louis bowed low before her.

“ Will your Grace command me any service to the world’s
end?” He had studied his part, learnt portions of it by
heart, to impress the forgotten sender of the ticket.
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“I have been looking for you everywhere,” he went on
glibly.

“In the conservatory with Aline Hayward ?"’ she retorted
shrewishly.

“Oh God! here is a dish I love not. 1 cannot endure my
Lady Tongue.” Lady Violet flushed furiously.

“I beg your pardon, the quotation came too trippingly.
Forgive me. Mr. Hayward left me with his daughter, and
she was faint, unwell ; I remained with her until now.”

“ A brilliant companion for you!”

“Js she? I was not interested.”

She believed him, but his defection had chilled her feeling
for him. In truth, it was flattered vanity rather than feeling.
Lord Dolly had ‘called Louis a veneered cad in a gilded
frame ; John, her cousin, had said he was no more like a
gentleman than an oleograph was like an oil-painting,
Everybody had been surprised at seeing him here, and many
had commented upon it. Violet felt that she must have
fought well for him to have got him an invitation. That he
was not humble at her feet had exasperated her. Many
things had combined to put her in a quarrelsome mood. She
had danced the minuet with Lord John, but John had asked
where was Aline; and Lord Legoux, of whose future con-
nection with herself, notwithstanding her flirtation with
Louis, she had little doubt, had stumbled into the house

early in the evening in a state that necessitated his seques-
tration for repairs. John had told her this, the self-satisfied
and remarkable Lord John, who, as the family had recently
decided, was to marry poor Angela’s daughter.

Now that she had found Louis, somehow or other, whether
it was because of what people had said, or of what she
herszlf had noted, or, whether it was owing to that un-
lucky quotation, she too found him oleographic, she dis-
covered, suddenly, that his charm had gone from him. As
a matter of fact, he was not quite himself, he was rather
excited and more natural, more the genuine Louis, than
usual. He was careless with her, as Louis was apt to be
careless with what he thought he had secured.
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Of course he bent his graceful head, and looked unutteiable
things, and paid her compliments, but his thoughts were not
with her. These two had not begun where they had left off,
Very soon they ceased even pretending ; Louis forgot his role,
wandered a little, talked of the people, the costumes, the
scene, generalities. Lady Violet was bored by him. Yet,
nobody came up to separate them, for Louis had few
acquaintances there, and Lady Violet few friends any-
where. So they were left to each other. This embittered
her, and none of her acquaintances, and few of her relations,
escaped the vitriol lap of her tongue. Scandal was a poor
feast, but it was better than going away empty ; and Louis
blundered, perhaps because it was inevitable he should
blunder sometimes, perhaps only because his thoughts were
elsewhere, and his tact failed him.

There are many things that all men know, and no gentle-
men say. Louis Althaus said them.

“ Lady Coromandel as a Carmelite nun ! ejaculated Violet,
as they stood to review the pageant. “It only wants Lord
Killrowen as monk to make the picture perfect.”

“JIs that so? I thought I saw them together the other day,
in a strange part of the world too.” He had been with Joan ;
poor little Joan, he found himself thinking of her constantly
to-night, notwithstanding how badly she had behaved to him
“Supping together in a private room in an obscure restaurant
I met them coming down the stairs. Pretty risky, wasn't it?”

Lady Violet rather curdled up at that. It is one thing to
talk scandal about your friends, quite another to have details
thrust under your nose. It made her quiet, and her fancy,
it was never anything more, for Louis Althaus, became
suddenly something of which she was now ashamed. Never-
theless she went on with her flippant talk.

“ Wonderful diamonds Kitty Stephens is wearing.”

“Yes, I heard some fellows talking about them at the Club
the other night. Bischopschwein is a millionaire.”

“Oh, there is nothing in that,” she said hastily.

“ Well, perhaps not, but personally, although I do believe
in platonic love, I don’t believe in platonic jewellery. The

N
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Duchess now,” as their hostess came within their view, ¢ had
the discretion to be poor, and even in debt, until her husband
died.”

Then Lady Violet thought Lord Algy had been right ; the
man was a cad, and she never wunted to see him again, It
was unfortunate that Louis saw no change in her sentiment
towards him, and put down to pique or jealousy her abrupt
dismissal. For he might, it is possible, though not probable,
that even then he might have repaired his blunders, or
smoothed or glossed over their effect. But he noticed
nothing except that she had been annoyed at his inatten-
tion ; which was unfortunate, for there came a time when her
distaste for him precipitated a crisis.

His mental attitude changed when he was again with
Aline. Even whilst he had been talking with Violet his
thoughts had been occupied with Aline, wondering how he
should contrive to set her at ease with him, establish some-
thing in the nature of confidental relations. The difficulties
in his way, difficulties he in no way underrated, made him
eager for success. The girl was half frightened of him ; he
saw that when he claimed her for supper from her surprised
cousin, the heavy sporting son of the Marquis.

“You're surely not goin’ to supper with that fellow ? " said
Lord John, and hurriedly she answered that she was.

“ Why, what will Constantia say ? ”

“I don't know,” the tone was dejected; Aline’s lips,
usually so tightly closed, were tremulous, her eyes had more
expression in them than usual, and it seemed to John that
she was unhappy over her supper engagement. He had no
time for more, because Louis, hat in hand and persistent, was
bowing before them. Aline withdrew her hand from Lord
John's arm and walked off with the charming Benedict.

“] can’t make out what has come over all you women,”
John said discontentedly to his cousin Violet a few minutes
later, when he had emptied his tumbler of champagne.
“You're all alike. Here's a fellow like this Althaus, not
one of us, in any sense of the word, with the manners of a
hairdresser, and the bow of a dancing-master, yet, just
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because he’s got a pair of handsome eyes, a confounded
way of making himself at home, and a disgusting habit of
quoting poetry, you all run after him like a flock of sheep.
First you, Violet, who've got brains, though you are such a
shrew, and now Aline, who really has been better trained,
and ought to know a bounder when she sees one, even if it’s
only by force of contrast.”

“By comparing him with her brilliant cousin John,” Violet
interpolated mockingly. “Don’t grumble about it. Show
your jealousy another way. Cut him out; propose to Con-
stantia for Aline’s hand, in correct form to-morrow morning,
and make a clause in the contract that she shall not be
allowed to speak to any one without the express permission of
her noble husband John, the Autocrat.”

John flushed a little under his thick skin, and alittle flicker
of resentment showed itself in his dull eyes. He had
already proposed for Aline, and Violet knew it. His father’s
wishes, Aline’s coldness, her difference from other flippant
maidens like the one by his side, had persuaded him that
she would grace his future position, and he had made his
formal proposal at the end of her first season. But the
thought of marriage was horrible to Aline, difficult even to
Constantia and Stephen. Her story would Aave to be told,
and neither John nor his father might accept it with
equanimity. The girl had begged to be allowed to refuse
the proffered honour; and she was still so young. On
the plea of her youth the elders procrastinated, delayed
their answer, asked John to refrain from pressing the
question, and John, the phlegmatic, refrained. He was
not ardent; he was in no hurry. He had thrown the
handkerchief, the result was in no doubt. How could they,
or anybody, do better, or as well? He was even satisfied,
secretly gratified at the correctness of demeanour of his
proposed bride, the reluctance of her maidenhood, it all
fitted in with his priggism, but it soiled her to put the tips
of her fingers on Louis Althaus’s coat. He grumbled to
Violet, whom, years ago, when she was straight from the school-
room, fresh and Dright, he had had some dim intention of
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training for the same position to which he now destined
Aline. It was in pursuance of that abandoned intention he
had assumed the post of mentor over her, lectured her on
the enormity of speaking flippantly to her mother, of talking
about things that she ought not to know, of smoking cigar-
ettes, of the hundred and one little freaks that so speedily
developed when she had emerged from the chrysalis stage.
They had desperate quarrels, and it was after one of these
that he decided she was not the wife for him; he made this
announcement to her and she laughed at him and called
him a prig, her lightness shocked him further, her conduct
irritated him. She was fast, she flirted—Lord John retired
definitely, and Violet, secretly piqued, deteriorated, and grew
sharp-tongued, as we have seen her. A sort of truce was
patched up between them, however, and, though they never
met without dispute, they sought rather than avoided the
opportunity of finding fault with each other.

“ Do you include me among the victims to Louis Althaus’s
fascinations ? "'

“Why do you call him Louis Althaus, why not Mr.
Althaus ?”’

“ Why not Mr. Althaus, or Herr von Althaus?” she
repeated mockingly ; “ simply, my dear coz, because he likes
to be called Louis Althaus, or Louis =

¢ Pish, you can’t make me believe you call the fellow by
his Christian name,”

“There's a brother Karl; they generally speak of them
as Karl Althaus, or Louis Althaus, to distinguish. That is
really why.”

She was grateful that he did not believe she called him
“ Louis,” and threw him the explanation in acknowledgment,

“You needn’t be frightened about Aline ; she’s not Con’s
pupil for nothing, she’ll be ashamed of herself to-morrow
for having been unable to avoid speaking to him, and Con will
rub it in. It looks like one of Uncle Stephen’s tricks,—just
to get a rise out of Constantia by telling her what happens
when she leaves him to do the work of chaperon, You
know he hates it.”
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“Why isn’t Aunt Con here?”

“A sudden attack of ‘flue.” In the ordinary way Aline
would have had to stop at home, but, with the Duchess, you
know,” she mocked Constantia’s prim speech, “ whose aims
are the same as my own, my dear niece will be safe not to
meet any discordant element under her roof.”

“ And how is it that she isn't safe—how came the feilow
here ?”

Violet looked at him. Inclined to be stout, not quite up
to the middle height, with heavy brow, and outdoor com-
plexion, he nevertheless represented the romance of her
youth. She always wanted the good opinion she always
forfeited.

“1 suppose that he or some of his people have backed
bills, or lent money, or whatever it is they do, for Lord
Legoux, and this is his mother’s way of showing gratitude,”
she answered after a moment’s hesitation, then glanced
down again at her plate, and went on dissecting her quail,
and relieving it of the unnecessary aspic.

“If you're going to marry Legoux, why don’t you do it,
and pay these things for him, and keep him straight?”
John was growling ; it was horribly distasteful to speak of
these disgraceful transactions, and to think of Aline knowing
them. John would have tried to keep all his womenkind
in Eastern seclusion, behind bars. And Violet, though she
gave him a look that some men might have understood, did
not tell him mhy she did not dower Lord Legoux with her
fortune, or why she had procrastinated with her fate until
his was decided.

Meanwhile, Louis had sought Aline again, had murmured in
her ear, had sufficiently engaged her attention, and now was
supping with her. He found, however, that he had not, after
all, produced quite the effect on Aline that he had intended.
He could read again reluctance, fear in her face, but he
could read also a desire to be with him, to hear what he had
to say, to kiow what he would do.
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CHAPTER XII

WueN Louis got home, rather excited, exultant, his half
formed plans and the assistance he would force from Stephen
Hayward’s daughter caught fast in the meshes of his vanity,
he found Joan’s delayed letter.

“ Louis, my Louis, I can bear it no longer. You haven’t
left me for ever; you could not be so cruel, could you, dear ?
I have been wrong to doubt, to torture myself, and hurt the
child perhaps. But,if I am wrong, if you did mean—Oh,
Louis, I am crying to you. Helpme! Once you loved me,—
you loved my weakness better than my strength; there is
nothing but weakness left. Help me through these few
months to come, I cannot bear them else. [ am frightened
—don’t despise me for being frightened. I am so alone—
no woman has ever been so alone and at such a time. [
fear, I fear, I fear. Oh, Louis, be kind to me just a little
while, whatever you mean. I am not afraid of the pain or of
death. I wish I were dead, if indeed I have lost you. I am
ill, ungainly, ugly, and you are you, my love, so beautiful.
How can I hope to keep you? But I am starving for the
sound of your voice, the touch of your hand. Pily me! If
you have left off loving me, don’t let me know it for these
few months at least. I am half mad with loneliness and terror.
If I were not mad I could not write, for you have left me
alone during these awful days and nights, and for nothing.
Oh, my lover, how could you do it? Is it because I have
nothing left to give or offer? My brain is dull, my body dis-
torted, like a beggar, then, I will ask alms of you, a little

care, forgiveness, if I need it, some strength of yours to lean
on now that I am all weakness. You would not refuse a
beggar alms, none of you v:vc;'“i do; throw me a word. How
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often I feel for you in the darkness and the emptiness—
always. Did you mean six months when you said ¢ For
Ever’? Was I the fool who did not know the game you
played, the language you spoke? But, if indeed this be
s0, for God’s sake, for the child’s sake, let it mean another
three. Forgive me, I am wronging you—you only meant
to punish me for not telling you everything I did. You
do not mean to leave me-—it is only your way, your strange
way of loving. Hope is coming back to me as [ write,
your beautiful eyes will read, will grow soft, my love—
forgive me, love me. I can’t argue with you; you are right
always, whatever you do, whatever you say.”

Success had made him soft. These dear women, poor
things! It was two in the morning; his eye wandered
doubtfully to the clock and the looking-glass behind it.
How Joan would love to see him in his Benedict clothes;
it was a pitiful letter. His brougham was still at the door.
James had waited to hear the orders for to-morrow. Should
he? He hesitated—poor Joan !

And he knew now the will was all right.

He had his key, he knew the door would be on the latch.
She felt for him, poor little woman ! and his place was empty
always; it was pathetic. She would love to see him in his
fancy dress; and he was too excited to sleep, the music was
still in his ears. He went into the bedroom, brushed up his
moustache, settled his hair, adjusted his knee-buckles.

Rolling through the silent streets in the brougham with
its rubber-tyred wheels, he thought kindly of himself. How
easily he was moved, how quickly, after all, he forgave,
although it was against his principles. The very moment
she wrote to him he went to her, though it was three in the
morning, and he was in fancy costume. He had not even
stopped to change his dress. She would appreciate that;
she would be grateful for that. When he put his latch-key
into the door, quietly as he did it, a blind was lifted, a face
looked out—a hundred times every night, a thousand times
every day, that face had looked out. He smiled up at her.

Her eyes were sunken, her face was lined and seamed,
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she trembled and shook in his arms. And but a few months
since she had been such a bright, sweet woman. Even Louis
was moved by her aspect. It was pitiful to see the efforts she
made to recover herself. She had been awake so many nights,
her nerve was broken, a month of solitary confinement would
shake the nerves of a strong man, and she was a weak woman
and ill. But soon she made the effort to pull herself together,
to meet any mood ian which he had come to her. How
clearly she had begun to see him; it was for praise he had
come, for admiration. She wanted to satisfy him, to keep
him from arguing ; she knew that whatever he had come for
she must give him. Above, below, around, in all the world
for her just now there was nothing but this man. Mentally
and physically she was weak, she groped in blindness, tottered ;
there was nothing but him to hold on to—a figure that
dodged her, drew away from her clinging hands, thrust her
into deep water wherein she drowned, whilst he looked on
for the safety of his raft, his substantial selfishness. But just
now, in the darkest moment, when the sea of sickness and
loneliness had broken over her and nearly overwhelmed
her, when the sky was black and the sun and moon hidden,
he had come. Of course, again she held out clinging hands,
answered his demands, yielded under torture.

“That’s right ; pull yourself together, After all it's not
such an immense time since I was here, and you know you
ought not to have written—"

“Don’t—don’t a

“I won’t, we won't discuss it, not now. What do you
think of my fancy dress? I knew you would like to have a
look at it. You feel better now, don’t you? I meant to have
my photograph taken to-morrow for you, but the reality is
better than the photograph, isn’tit?” He gave her another
light caress, went over to the looking-glass, pulled down his
doublet. “The tights fit well, don’t they ? I have a woollen
pair underneath; it's a tip I learnt from an actor. Well,
are you satisfied with me? Eh?”

“Nobody in the room could have looked like you.” She
was regaining her balance; her eyes began to focus him, How
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handsome he was in the short doublet, all slashed and richly
broidered ; his head rose from the ruff in splendid strength
and vigour, his face was a little pale from fatigue, but the dark
eyes were brilliant, he smiled on her, or on the reflection
he saw.

“1 dare say you wouldn’t have been the only one to say
that,” he said, srailing in pleasant remembrance. “ The most
beautiful girl in the room, the daughter of the Honourable
Stephen Hayward, was my Beatrice ; I went in to supper with
her. One of the photographer fellows who were there told
me I wore my clothes better than any of the men he had
taken.”

What did it matter to Joan what he said? The sound of
his voice was enough ; she was no longer alone. His voice
was in the room, his presence filled it. He talked for half-
an-hour of himself and of the ball, talked himself into good-
humour.

Lying by his side later, the dawn coming greyly through
the window, she tried with all the brain that was left, to
show him her anguish, to make him see what her pain had
been. It was not that she had any real hope or belief. in
him ; he had killed all that, But it pleased him to-night to
play the lover, and in her desperation she made her appeal.
His coming like this had satisfied nothing, shown her
nothing, if she had been nearly drowned in her loneliness,
she was still wet and shivering, almost in despair as she held
on to him. Yes! she must try and make him understand.

“Louis! You are very good to me to-night. You say
you still love me. Perhaps you have not meant to be so
cruel ; but you don’t know what it is to be ill, and not able
to think, and to be alone all the time.”

“ Well! you are not alone now. Go to sleep; haven't I
been good to you to-night? What's the matter with you
now, anyway !’ He was sleepily good-humoured.

“] can’t sleep. I have forgotten how to sleep. Louis,
listen, I am desperate. Don’t go away to-morrow and not
come back. I don’t know how to bear it, the watching for
you, not knowing if you are ever coming, not knowing what
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I'should do; all the day | watch, and all the nights, My
baby, too, Louis, all his movements are the heaving breaths
of a baby that has been crying too long, and I can’t soothe
it. I¢ hurts me so that I can’t take it in my arms and soothe
it. Ob, Louis ! don’t make us cry all the time; already all
the brightness has gone out of its eyes, its breaths are
convulsive. Louis! if it should die, erying ; it belongs to
us! Whenever I try to think, I think of that—that it will
die crying.”

“Go to sleep now—go to sleep now, there’s a dear; don’t
nag. You'll feel better in the morning. [ am very tired ; this
is the third night this week I have danced after midnight.
Let me go to sleep. I love to feel so tired and to go
to sleep.” That was all Louis could find to say, though he
kept his arms drowsily about her, and felt vaguely, sleepily,
that after all it was a dear little mistress he had here.

She let him sleep on; it was impossible to talk to him,
impossible to make him understand. But here he was—
and he had loved her, he was here beside her, her awful
solitude gone. She listened to his steady breathing, still he
was “like myrrh unto her.” Presently she felt calmer,
safer, left off trying to reason, or think. At last she too
slept.

They breakfasted together.

He came down fresh, debonair, smiling, he had let her
wait on him, and get out his things, he declared he had not
missed his valet. He talked all through the breakfast-time,
of himself chiefly, with something thrown in of her failings
now and again as a make-weight, but always with the air,
with the free admission, that for the moment she was for-
given.

The coffee was good, the bacon and eggs were not con-
spicuously bad, and he had that wonderful sense of self-
satisfaction that made him feel at peace with all the world.
He had made Joan happy, poor little woman, poor dear little
woman. It really was good of him, he thought, to have
come straight here last night; no one could say he was
not thoughtful and kind and forgiving, even generous. Last
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night he had indeed had a trinmph, a veritable triumph, and
on Saturday he would see Aline again, but, immediately Joan
had written him properly, he had come to her. He talked
about the ball to Joan, he told her about Lady Violet and
the Duchess, and, when he told her of the old love story,
and of the Duke’s fidelity, her eyes glistened and his own
met them sympathetically ; it was not difficult for Louis to
look sympathetic.

“And now they are happy? He knew she gave up
everything to him. He loves her better for not saving her
self-respect at his expense 7"

It was a wistful question that she put to him—she wanted
his spoken answer, it was a question she had so often asked
herself. She got it with a smile to illumine the words., “ Of
course, of course, you know that.’

“You've told me so.”

¢“ And isn’t that enough?”

She smiled, she sighed her answer. Looking at her
tenderly, he thought how she had gone off, how old she
looked, with wrinkles at the corners of her eyes; he thought
what a fool a man must be who marries his mistress, and
then he went round to where she sat, put his arm around
her, and kissed her cheek.

“What questions you ask ; how hard you are to satisfy,” he
said.
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