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HEARTS AND CREEDS

CHAPTER ONE

THE electric lamps, glaring out across the terrace,
offered a garish contrast to the moonlight that

rested on the river, two hundred feet below. Over the
shining stream brooded the hush of a June night, a hush
broken only by an occasional harsh call from the watchman
on the ocean steamer anchored in the channel, or by the
quiet plashing of the little ferry-boat which wove its
leisurely course to and fro between Quebec and the Levis
shore. For the hour, the whole life and light of the town
seemed focused upon the long sweep of the terrace which
hung midway between the dark mass of the citadel above
and the shining stripe of the stream beneath.
"I do dislike that man !

" Patience Tyler said.
As she spoke, she tossed the slightest possible nod

to one of the passers-by. Then she turned to meet her
brother's deliberate question.

"St. Just? But why?"
Laughing a little, she shrugged her shoulders, as if her

dishke were momentary and a thing of no import.
" Feminine intuition. No matter now ; he 's gone. Ann

so Arline is really here ?
"

"They expected her to land, this noon."
" At last

!

" The accent was of complete satisfaction.
Stanwood Tyler shook his head.

"Best not to count too much upon her, Patsy."
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'Whyi Then her i yielded to the lilt of the

band in the kiosk near by. " Listen ! " she said, forgetting

his reply. " How can you take it so quietly ? It gets in

my blood, and I can't keep still.'"

" What does ? " he queried, with the literalness bom of
the need of distributing to three different men thi-ce bows
of differing degrees of cordiality.

"This. Everything. The crowd, and the lights, and
the band, and the mixture of two races that never can
combine."

His sudden amusement lighted a face which ordinarily

was grave and a bit severe. Patience Tyler's name was
not the only thing which showed that the family had sprung
from Puritan stock.

"Pat," he cautioned her; "your phrase smacks of a
chemical laboratory, and chemistry has no place in a scene

like this."

But Patience shook her head.
" When I was in college," she suggested demurely ; " I

heard about oxygen and hydrogen, and the need of an
electric spark to bring them together. Perhaps— "

Her brother's lips were still laughing ; but he eyed her

keenly for a moment. Then he said abruptly,—
"There go Brooke Lord and his wife."

Patience faced about sharply.

"Oh, where?"

"Up the terrace."

" Let 's follow. I adore Mrs. Brooke. Besides, she can

tell me about Arline."

And Stanwood Tyler, congratulating himself upon the

success of his ruse, suffered himself to be led away by his

impetuous young sister. Six years older than Patience, he

had been in Quebec two years longer than she. He knew
that the possible amalgamation of races was no fit subject

for band night on the terrace.
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All the world, apparently, was on the terrace, that night
It was the hrst evening concert of the season, and the Und
from the citadel added zest to the more quiet charms of
the moonlight and the sweet June air. Old and young,
French and English, the classes and the masses passed and
repassed along the vast stretch of level boardsTloitering,
sauntenng, pausing to exchange greetings with loiter-mg friends, or pacing steadily to and fro, reganlless of the
crowd about them and absorbed only in their own low-
voiced conversation. On one side of them, lights glared
vmdly down upon them from the open windows of the huge
Oiat^u

;
on the other, lights winked softly back at them

from the distant heights of Levis, or cast rippling trails of
gleaming yellow across the water's face. Ever and anon
the hum of voices rose even above the crash of the band •

then the voices sank again, and the rhythmic beat of
brazen instruments filled in the pause once more. But
th. band spoke one tongue and was understood of all
Ihe human voices spoke two distinct languages, and one
ot those, in turn, was broken into many dialects. The
English was comparatively uniform. In the French, one

r'i \ T^I" °^ ^"^ """^ "' <^'>«»°3'. the speech of
the educat^ ecclesiastic and of the country habitant who
had strayed up from his schooner in the basin bo'ow
drawn thither, moth-wise, by the brilliant lights ich
glared and blazed athwart the summer night.
At the extreme soi-.them end of the terrace, just be-

neath the bulging face of the King's Bastion, the Tylers
overtook their friends. Mrs. Brooke Lord looked up with
a smile, as the girl's voice fell on her eara.

" Then you did come, Patience? I was sure you could n't
resist such a night as this. Good evening, Mr. TylerHow full the terrace is! We are waiting here for the
others. Won t you wait with us ?

"

But already the two men were exchanging greetings,
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and Mrs, Brooke Lord was left free to answer the question
or Patience.

" Yes, Ariine has come. She stopped to do a bit o/
unpacking, and Jimmjr was to bring her up here at
nine."

"She had a comfnrUble passage?" Patiencp asked
courteously, yet with tlie indifference of one who has never
known th .• pangs of seasickness.

Mrs. Brooke Lord laughed. She was a dark little Eng-
hsh Canadian, not pretty, but wholly pleasing and *ith a
manifest air of good breeding which had been sw ft to
arouse the critical admiration of Patience Tyler. It was
as well, perhaps, that it was so, for it had been under the
dmnty manoeuvring of Mrs. Brooke Lord that Patience
had made her bow to Quebec society, six months before.
Mr. Brooke Lord was president of the company for which
btanwood Tyler had been chosen as resident consulting
engineer, and the rest of the connection had been logical
and qbvious.

With the laugh still on her lips, Mrs. Brooke Lord made
room for Patience beside the high iron rail.

.<«^'^'.^ comfortable as may be," she replied then.
Poor Arline is a bad sailor, and for her a ci-ossinir is

always more or less of a martyrdom."
"I wonder that she feels able to come up here, to-

night. Patience observed, with her gaze fixed upon the
^h^t of molten silver flowing silently past the base of the

Far back in Mrs. Brooke Lord's eyes, there came the
suggestion of a smile. It had vanished, however, before
the girl looked up again, and her tone was fittingly grave,
as she answered, 6 j 8"» «=>

r "JT' ''",' ^^^ attraction is a strong one. Arline has "

lived here always and knows so many people. She has
been in England for just a year now. No wonder that she

\
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is eager for « sight of the tenace once more, after a weekof woe on that steamer down in the channel "

hefglaH^
"^^'^ ™"'*'* '""' *""'' '"'* *"""' *° '""'"'

" Vour sister is here, then ?"
"In the city. She will be here directly. She came inon the Victorian, this noon."

thl'*
"*" '*.8~^ *° '^ »«» °n« more." he said; butthere was no ring of heartiness to the brief words

Patience, however, supplied the omission.
You can fancy how eager I am to see her," she said •

"or, rather you can't. You have r.ade me o at hTmewith you dl, that I teel almost as if I were kin to you

delightful for me, her being here."
^'

deliberate and weighty, as befitted the accent of a ma^^ustomed to speak at meetings of boarfs and coiro™"

ittle afi^'d of him, ajid she wondered stealthily, now andthen, how his dainty, feminine little wife had ever dared to

'^Tl r i" i*""*''*'''
«^en to the superficial glance of anouUider like Patience Tyler, it was p£n that^the B^LkeLords were an abnormally happy and united pair, and the

g^rl could only sum up the situation with a^rug and a

Now^u
"^^-^"^ t° a difference of taste in husbands.

^ZciuyT-
" '^"* '" ^"°°^' ^"^^

"" ^' "^^

"Yes, you and Arline will be good friends. Ariine isdever and has had what advantages she could get, in th

e^™:;//
'""^ '"'''' Eh, St. Just? Oh, fes'; good

finll!"* 'iV' t,f?^ '^™'"S- Is it that Madame Loid
finds herself well ? " The bow and the smile and the idiom
were IVench, the ac«nt that of excellent English. T^en

I
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the young fellow', .mile grew more animated, a. he turned
to Patience. "Ah. Mi.8 Tyler, »> you too are here to
hsten to the mu.ic ? Or i. it to watch the pawing .how ?
You Amencaiis are m very obwrvant, and this i. an
mterestmg right; i. it not?"
" Ye^ and a beautiful one." But the light had gone

out of Patience's eyes, the animation from her tone She
spoke with a chilly brevity which she knew how to assume
at timra. Then, half facing back to the river, she de-
liberately left the others to continue their talk witliout
her aid.

"I wish I knew why it is that I dislike that man," die
.aid thoughtfully, when once more St. Just had joined the
moving throng. "It's not his eyes, nor his long upper
lip. I don t know what it is ; but he gives me goose-flesh
between my shoulder blades, whenever I think about him."

Mrs. Brooke Lord laughed. She never failed to gain
a certain amusement from Patience Tyler's outspoken,
American analysis of the passing rituation.
"He was very well introduced here," ahe demun'ed.
" Very likely. So was I," Patience answered whimri-

cally. « Still, that does n't account for everything."
"For more than you might think," Mrs. Brooke Lord

replied, with a swift recoUection of certain clauses of
Quebec's social law.

Brooke Lord broke ofl'in the midst of a sentence.
"St. Just is clever and of excellent family," he observed

with the same judicial accent he had but just bestowed
upon the subject of his rister. "He is a Parisian, of
course, and quite unlike the type of men we are used to
meeting here."

" But I 'm not used to meeting anything," Patience pro-
test^, with sudden perversity. " I 've seen very little of
the French, anyway, so I can appi-oach the subject with a
perfectly unbiased mind."

/ X
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Biwke Lord bowed in ament ; but he milled,—

a

||.-And yet, I lUiould regret being accu«ed of having

But Pftticnc • lughed in girli.h mockery which even
Brooke lord found it hard tt withttand.
" Bias r she echoed. " You an.- comcrwiw with it. nil

you Canadians here, and your bioii in about so wide " She
measured with her two forefingers. Then she kughwl
again, low, but with mirth.

Brooke Lord stiffened slightly.
" I was not aware— " he began.
Patience interrupted him.
"Oh, yes i y„a were. Moreover, you like to be biased.

In fact, I think I should like it, myself, if I were in your
P.

,.
."*f """'y *" American, I stand back and laueh

at It all
;
but," the laugh left her eyes, an,' she faced him

steadily; "but the truth is, Mr. Lorf, I Ve erough of the
English tradition, myself, to see your side of the question
and, maybe, to agree with you better than I like to admit

"

' Bui," Stanwood Tyler spoke thoughtfully ; « after all,
what IS the question?"

Patience turned about and tucked her hand throuch
the curve of his elbow.

"The electric spark," she responded demurely. "Re-
member, though, that it is band night on the tenBce."
As a rule, it was characteristic of Patience Tyler never

to allow herself to be suppressed. This time, however,
she yielded to the imperative little gesture by which her
brother gave warning that her banter had passed be.ond
the hmit of Brooke I.ord's ken. Then Stanwood Tyler
said gravely,— , '

ai."n
*'''"^,^ T ^'^ ^"^ "°"' """'"S "P the terrace.

Shall we walk down to meet her?"
He spoke to Mrs. Brooke Lonl; but it was Patience

who answered alertly,
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" Yei, come. I really am impatient, you know."
However, wmeone claimed Brooke Lortfi attention, and

they were still waiting by the nil at the end of the terrace
when Arline Lord and her brother joined them. Patience
faced about in frank curiosity, as the brother and sister
came near them. Jimmy Lord, tall and lean with the mus-
cular sparenesa which she had learned to refprtl as charac-
teristic of t .e Anglo-Canad was no unfamiliar figure
upon her horizon. Months u^ the two had become ex-
cellent comrades, and, from the start. Patience had looked
upon their camaraderie with ti impersonal eyes with
which she had viewed countless friendships of her college
days. One and all, they were based on propinquity,
atretics and a kindred taste in the matter of books. In
Arline, she looked for something different, something
more stirring and infinitely more subjective. Devotet. as
she was to Mrs. Brooke Lord, Patience could never quite
forget the matron in the friend. Brooke I ^ ,nd the
babies formed an immuteble background to the pic-
tures. One never could discuss vital and persoi. concerns
with a companion who was liable to be interrup, d at any
instant by a demand as to the whe. abouU of smrtstuds
or the new bottle of Baby Food. Mre. Brooke Lord was
a point in perspective ; Arline might well be a point in
space.

The first impression oi \riinc was wholly pleasing.
Tall, so tah that Patience, even, was unable to meet her
eyes on a level, Arline Lord bore herself with the cai'e-
less ease of an acknowledged queen. Her features were
regular, her head poised nobly, her walk and bearing and
her simple gown were distinctVe, elegant. As she came
slowly up the terrace a' her brother's side. Patience saw,
one after one, heads turn to look after her and hats doffed
in greeting. It was later on, when she was alone, that
night, that Patience bethought herself that, for the most

P

xX
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pM% the greetinga were admiring nther than cordial. It
wa» Uter utill that .he wddenly took note of the foH
that, although Arline". lips were ftiU and mobile, her
violet eyeii were cold.

Neverthelem, Arline met her cortlially. She could not
well fail to do so, however, under the influer. jf Jimmy'i
boundlen enthusiaam. Jimmy Lord was a self-avowed
optimist; but he owned a saving sense of humour which
was aimed n- )ftcn at himself as at his neighbour. For
the rest, aRir six or seven years of Eton and Oxfoid, he
had settled down in Quebec to enjoy himself and to spend
the money left him by his father's will. People who knew
the Lord family roost iutimately were prone to smile a
little, as they confessed that much of Jimmy's enjoyment
and a good share of Jimmy's spending concerned them-
selves with the home of Jimmy's brother who had come in
for a far smaller share of the paternal fortune. Never-
theless, Jimmy's foothold in society was by no means de-
pendent on his bank account Jimmy was Jimmy ; and,
without his jovial presence, function languished and were
regarded as unsuccessful.

" I know we are shockingly late,'" ue was saying now,
in answer to the questions of his sister-in-law. " Arline
wonted to get a note off by to-rr jrrow's steomer, and we
woited for that A jolly sort of night; isn't it Miss
I'ylcr?"

"Glorious. I wish it would never end," she answered,
with an alert enthusiasm which caused Arline to lift her
yellow brows in mute question.

But Jimmy swept in.

" But you 'd be so beastly sleepy at to-morrow break-
fast jou know,' he remonstrated.
" I never think of to-morrow," she answered audaciously.
"No; you can sleep it off, while the rest of us bemoan

your absence," Jimmy said, as he boved to St. Just who
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was once more rounding the end of the terrace. " This
is your first night of seeing the ^^rrace in full swinir

;

isn't it?"

She nodded.
" And you find it— "

" Adorable." Patience capped his phrase.
Again Arline's brows went upward.
" You are enthusiastic, Miss Tyler."

There was an almost imperceptible accent of superiority
in the words, and Patience met it defiantly.

" Well, why not ? " she demanded.
Arline smiled. Even under the hai-sh glare of the elec-

tric lights, her face showed itself as one of unusual beauty.
« No reason. I always love to hear strangers say a

good word for the dear old city ; it is so quaint and
quiet."

Patience glanced about her.

" Not so quiet now," she objected.

" No ; not in one sense. But, after all, band night on
the terrace is a good deal like Saturday morning on the
market. Everybody is here; but it is only now and then
that one sees a familiar face. After London, one realizes
It more than ever; and yet I never used to come here
without feeling that I should like to meet somebody new,
somebody of whom I had never even— Yes, Brooke!
What is it?"

As she spoke, she turned about to face her older brother
who, leaving the others to linger by the rail, had wandered
away into the heart of the ever-thickening throng. Now
however, he had returned to halt at his sister's elbow, and
at his side had -halted another man, young and slight
and short and swarthy, with luminous dark eyes and thin,
dose-shut hps around whose corners played always the
faint suggestion of a smile.

Brooke Lord's answer was delayed by the thud of the
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Z^^t^:^.
.The«,u„d boomed down ftx,m the baation

ihnll r !L'
''"^' '"^ """ brief instant sent a rockW

thnll along the terrace and then went crashinR aaZ«ga,nst the Uvis heights, whe«> echo replied to^h"^echo to echo again, growing faint and fainter un«I the

Wh."; « Tt T^ '"*" *' """""t. distant sUenceWhen BnK,ke I^rf spoke again, his voice was someXat

Sr "^ *'' "^"' ^"^^ "^ ''«' "« Pondero-

" ^"""^'' •>« «^d
;
« I*leu has asked to meet you."

!j I
1^ i



CHAPTER TWO

IN a sense, it was more easy to analyze Amedee Leleu
than it was to account for the results of the analysis.

To the inipressior ible, mobile temperament of a boy, he
linked the unthwartable purpose of a man. The two ele-

ments were at constant strife. The man dominated the
boy, only to be foiled again in turn. As yet, neither one
of them had held the supremacy for long at a time. For
the future, not one of Leleu's friends was willing to risk

a forecast. That his power matched his purpose was evi-

dent, evident, too, that both power and purpose might
weaken in the face of the inherent gentleness of his nature.

By birth, Leleu was a countryman. He came from
farther down the river where, long decades ago, his ances-
tors had received their seigniorial rights from the hand of
the King of France. The rights had vanished ; but the
tradition had remained. The Leleus were subjects of
Protestant Britain ; but they were French Catholic to the
core of their soul, French Canadian Catholic, rather, for
in these later years, the French on this side the Atlantic
have developed racial traits which are all their own.
As a rule, each generation of Leleus had had two or

three sons, and it had become a matter of family pride
that, in each generation, one son should remain on the
family estate and one should be educated for the priest-

hood. The other sons, if there were others, were expected
to follow a profession, and many a Doctor Leleu or Law-
yer Leleu had helped to make at least the neighbourhood
history of some part of the pl\)vince. Of the sons of the
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past generation, but two Leleus were left, one a priest
attached to the Grand Seminary in Quebec, the other the
father of Amtyee Leleu. And the father ofAmedee Leleu,
the stern young autocrat of the entire county, had taken
in marriage the fragile daughter of one of his neighbouring
autocrats. Seven years later, her life had ended with the
first breath of her thiid-born son, and Amedee had come
into life, deprived of all memory of his mother, but, alone
of all three sons, the inheritor of her gentle, high-strung
temperament.

The oldest of the sons had chosen the church and
already was received into the number of Hedemptorist
Fathers who watch over the shrine of Sainte Anne. The
second son, then, succeeded to the family estate, quite to
the satisfaction of young Amedee who, from his boyhood,
had steadfastly adhered to his choice of law as his ideal
profession. Of certain corollaries to that profession as yet
he made no mention. So long as he remains in the home,
the youngest child never quite outgrows his babyhood

;

and the paternal Leleu, moi-eover, would not have been
altogether satisfactory, as a confidant in regard to boyish
ambitions.

By the advice of his uncle, Amedee had been sent early
to Quebec. For three enlr-ely happy years, he had wan-
dered about the gray old streets, clad in the long, straight
coat and bright green sash of the Seminary boy ; for six
or seven years, he had been a student of Laval, winning
honourably his bachelor's degree and then, with even
greater honour, his right to the blue-bound hood of the
legal faculty. These Laval years were also happy, but
less unreservedly so. As Seminary boy, he had regarded
all things as well within his gi-asp. As student in the
university, his ambitions grew and, with their rapid
powth, grew also doubts of their fidfilment. Neverthe-
less, when he sailed for Europe where he was to complete

kNil
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his study by a year or two in the Paris schools, young
Amedee Leleu, his thin lips shut tight together, stood far

towards the steamer's bow, facing forward down the river.

He loved the past days and the old scenes ; but their work
was done. It was the new which was to make him fit to

play the part he had chosen for his life.

At the end of three months, he found himself looking
back with a certain regret upon the boy who had left

Canada, It seemed to him that one phase of his life had
ended with the hour when he had sailed away from un.'->r

the shadow of the gray old citadel. The past three

months had broadened his nature and its outlook.

Nevertheless, he hiid seasons of wondering whether the
broadening had been quite worth the while. He had left

Quebec, his head full of dreams of « paternal, but glorified

France, of a country loyal at heart to the best of the
traditions she had grafted upon her young colony, two
hundred years before. He was quite awai-e of the outward
change in her political life ; but he had imagined that the
same warm human pulse was beating in the frequenter of

the Parisian boulevard as beat in his own monarchical.
Catholic heart. He was swift to realize his own mistake.
Already the Combes ministry was seeking a spot for the
point of that entering wedge which was to tear asunder
the masses of Parisian politics and of the Vatican ; but
Leleu had no need to keep his eyes upon the ministry to
learn that the structure of French Cathohcism was i-otten

to the core. The talk of his mates on their way to their

lectures was enough. Of the dozen men with whom Leleu
was thrown in daily contact, three were but feebly Catholic

and seven more conversed in the terms of latter-day agnos-
ticism. And the mouthpiece of the seven had been
Achille St. Just. For n few weeks, Leleu tried in vain to
content himself with the friendship of the remaining two,
one of whom was emsemic and the other dull. For a few
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weeks more, he cast in his lot with the seven, and sought
to dis.-egard their avowed free-thinking for the sake of the
clever terms in which it phrased itself. Then the spirit of
his ancestors swept back upon him. He shook himself
free of all things save his work, and went his way, alone.
Some men would have yielded to the influence of the

place and hour, would have adopted the prevailing irre-
ligion. Not so Leleu. His devout, unquestioning belief
was jarred, only to return to a more stable equilibrium.
His high-strung, susceptible temperament, inherited from
his mother, caused him to be sorely wounded by the
general attitude of scoffing disregard of all he deemed
most sacred. The sterner stuff in his paternal blood led
him to shut up the wounds from the sight of all and
nurse them until they had healed to a scar which should
be tougher than the original fibre of his being. Amedee
Leleu, thanks to his ancestry, succeeded in achieving the
wellnigh impossible. Out of the turmoil of student Paris,
out of the prevaihng atheism which surrounded him on
every side, he came back to his native province, a clean-
minded Catholic gentleman, broader of intellect for his
foreign training, firmer of purpose, but at heart as simple
as a boy. Loyalty, frith and the love of woman; these
still for him were words fraught with solemn meaning.
With him, a good deal to Leleu's regret, had come

Achille St. Just. As clever as Leleu and as full of pur-
pose, St. Just was vastly more unscrupulous as to his
methods of attaining that purpose. In his boyhood, St.
Just had made up his mind to win out in some race or
other

;
it mattered little to him where was the race-course

or what was the prize. In those first early weeks, he had
seen much of Leleu. He had liked the young Canadian,
for Leleu was attractive in person and in mind. After-

^S St. Jr t had never entirely yielded to Leleu's
to withdraw from the friendship. He went in for

mm
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the same lectui'es, dropped in often at Leleu's room and
treated him with a coi'dial fellowship which, however
selfish in its motive, yet was not wholly unwelcome to the
homesick, i-eserved young fellow, so plainly alone in this

roistering environment. St. Just had infinite tact. From
the first, he held the conversation away from possible

points of controversy, and devoted his time with Leleu to
solving the question as to whether French Canada would
be the best race-track open for his speeding. He solved
it in the affirmative. With the facility which marked his

whole career, he possessed himself of certain useful lettei-s

of introduction, and sailed for Quebec on the same steamer
which was taking Leleu home to begin the career that
long since he had marked out on the chart of his life.

On the same steamer, there had also crossed Brooke Lord.
Quebec passengers were few, as were also good sailors, and
the crossing was stormy. Driven to seek one another's

society, the three men had smoked and talked together
for hours at a time. When they went their way from the
custom house, Brooke Lord had mentally registered his

full approval of Leleu, of whom he had never since lost

sight. St. Just, meanwhile, had made up his mind that
Brooke Lord was a man for him to know. A week later,

by skilful manoeu ring, he was making his bow before the
tea table presided over by Mi-s. Brooke Lord. To the
mind of St. Just, no man could achieve professional success

without the aid of some measure of social recognition.

His theory even extended itself to the belief that political

advancement was decreed in the drawing-room no less

often than in the caucus in the City Hall. At all events,

he resolved to cast an anchor in either direction.

All that was a year before. Since that time, the two
men, Leleu and St. Just, had gone their separate ways,
meeting occasionally as was almost inevitable in so small
a city, but sharing few interests in common. Leleu had
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rome home to accept a position as secretary to a Liberal
French minister. St. Just, after a swift survey of the
held, had determined to devote his facile wit and fluent
pen to the cause of journalism. I.ocal politics had no
especial meaning to him. He merely assured himself that
Jiis best chance for winning recognition for his talent lay

1 ""*
7J<^

°f '?«t ^mpetition, and that, for the present,
that field stretched away on the Conservative side of thepo

1
lea fence It would be time enough to develop

political affiliations of his own, when his name had begun
to ^rry weight. Nameless, he could be a free lance, and,
professing allegiance to a party, he could still concentrate
his work entirely upon himself. In the meantime, he made
the most of his temporary Conservatism by winning a
position of some prominence in the heart of the s(Kial
circle of Enghsh Protestantism.
On the day after their introduction on the terrace, Leleu

met Arline just outside the toll-gate on the Grande Alice.
His own duties at the Parliament Buildings were but just
ended

;
but the girl was evidently coming in from a long

walk. In her pale cloth gown and wide hat, flushed and
animated with her exei-cise, she seemed to Leleu even more
striking than on the previous night. After the short, dark

Tv °\ "1",°^ T' ^'^"^ ^""^ P'l"»n<^ though they were,Arhnes ta^l blond beauty was no less a revelation to him
than was her masterful bearing, the quiet power of her
whole poise. He was conscious of a quick thrill of pleas-
ure, as he watched her approach, and he halted before her,
hat in hand and his curiously winning smile showing about
the corners of his lips. And Aihne glanced at him in-
quiringly, with interest, and then with a gracious smile of
recognition. Pausing, she held out her hand.
"Oh, Mr. Leleu. How dull of me, not to know you!

ilut the dazzle on the terrace does change one so."
"And in all the familiar faces who gi-eet you, there

^;h
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must be small chance for a stranger to win a share of your
attention,'^ Leleu suggested.

He spoke with the slightest possible accent ; but the

formal phrasing of his words showed that he might easily

be baffled by an unaccustomed idiom. In London and
Paris, Arline spoke fluent French. Here at home, how-
ever, it was for the Frenchman to come all the way. She
made no effort to bridge the chasm between the races.

" Yes," she answei-ed carelessly ; " I suppose old friends

are bound to have the first right. You are a stranger

here, Mr. Leleu ?
"

" I was educated here from my boyhood," he told her
quietly. " Only for two yeai-s I was in Paris."

" And have just come back ? " she questioned, with a
perfunctory showing of interest.

" A year ago. I returned on the same steamer with
Mr. Brooke Lord."

" Yes, I remember now. He told me, last night."

Once more, Leleu winced at the total disregard of her
tone. And yet, after all, there was no especial reason that

this queenly girl, in all the excitement of her first night
at home, should have allowed Brooke Lord's account of
him to find lodgment in her memory. Neverthelesr, Leleu
would have preferred to have it otherwise. Far back in

his dark eyes there lurked an expression which should have
told one less observant than Arline that already he found
her more attractive than he would have liked to confess.

" He had just then left you with your aunt in London,
I suppose ? " Leleu said, after a little pause.

" Yes, if it was when he came over, last year." Arline's

hands were busy with the fastenings of * light summer
coat. Already the sun was dropping towaixls the west,

and a breeze had sprung up from the river. The girl drew
her shoulders together, then moved slowly forward.

"That was the time." Leleu raised his brows inter-
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rogatively, ns he fell into iitep at her side ; but Arlinc's
face was impenetrable, so he walked on, albeit with some
hesitation. Among his French friends, however, Lcleu
had never known the need for hesiution. Nevertheless,
it was not pique alone which led him to maintain his place
at Arline's side. " You also were in Paris ?" he asked at
length.

" Yes, for three months."
" And you enjoyed it ?

"

" Of course. Who could help it ? " Her accent showed
a slight disposition to disdain any one who could withstand
the charms of the French capital.

Leleu was conscious of a. sudden swift desire to acquaint
her with the fact that he was of the small minority whom
she could so disdain. Then he smothered the desire. His
instinct assured him that it would be fatal to a further
acquaintance, were he to disagree with Arline now. The
poise of her head, the curve of her short upper lip, led him
to suppose that she would be less wayward than captious
in her tastes, less stable in adhering to her own tastes
than tolerant of the distastes of others ; in shoi-t, that
she was a woman to argue, rather than to be argued
with. And, after all, what use would there be in an argu-
ment for which they had no common ground ? The Paris
of the gay girl tourist was by no means the Paris of his
own student days. He changed the subject swiftly.

" You have been for a long walk ?
"

" To Sillery. I tried to coax Jimmy to go with me

;

but he had some engagement or other. It is an odd feel-
ing, this coming home to find your family deep in engage-
ments that you know nothing about. One feels quite in
the way."

" Oh, not at all," Leleu protested dutifully.

This time, Arline's smile was wholly sincere.
" You said that with most becoming promptness, Mr,

M 'I
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l«lcu. An Englishman would have stopped a bit to think
the matter over, before he committed himnelf. That is

the besetting «in of us English : we are always afraid of
seeming to talli at random."

Leieu's smile widened.

"But 1 was not speaking at random in the least," he
protested again.

" I hope not. But what were we talking about ? Oh,
that I felt in the way. Still, I dare say that will be over
in time. But to-day my sister had to go to tea with aome
people that I never heard of, and Jimmy had an engage
ment of some sort out at the Falls. He offered me his
dog as companion ; but the creature barks and worries my
skirts, so I declined." She laughed a little, as she spoke.
" You know my brother Jimmy, I think ?"

" A little. Not so well as I know Mr. Brooke Lord."
"And yet, Jimmy is generally called the easier one to

know," Arline commented thoughtfully. " Still, I suppose
he is more likely to stay with his own set than Brooke is."

"Yes," Leleu answered briefly. "And tliat set is

wholly English."

The silence dropped, and lengthened. Then, as she
turned to the left and came under the ti-ees of the Belvi-
dere, Arline broke it, moved by a sudden impulse for
which aftei-wards she was quite at a loss to account.
"My sister, Mrs. Brooke Lord, receives on Monday

afternoons, Mr. Leleu. I have no doubt— "

He interrupted her a bit eagerly.

" I thank you ; it would give me pleasure." Then he
glanced up at the cool shade above him and shrugged his
shoulders ever so slightly. "But forgive me. Miss Lord.
I have intruded too long upon your walk. Permit me."
And, or

.
-lore lifting his hat, he stepped aside and left

her to pass on alone.

4
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CHAPTER THREE

THE difference between the French and English
point of view. My dear Miss Tyler ! ' Jimmy

Lord remonstrated.

Patience prorided an elderly dowager with a minute cup
of tea and five lumps of sugar. Then she dropped her
hands into her lap and turned to face Jimmy who, under
the shallow pretext of offering her occasional help, was
leaning against the mantel at her side.

"But there is a difference," she urged.
" VoildladifirnKer Jimmy hummed softly. "That

18 an excerpt from a naughty, slangy song, Miss Tyler

;

but It seems appropriate, though you say you don't voild
the difference in the least."

"Yes, I do. I see it, only I can't seem to grasp its
nature." Patience spoke with a sudden vehemence. " You
have lived here always. You must know what it is."
Jimmy shrugged his shoulders.

" Perhaps," he admitted nonchalantly.
Patience poured another cup of tea and, under the

direction of its future possessor, dropped four lumps of
sugar into the cup.

" Fancy drinking such treacle
!

" she said, with a grimace
of disgust, as the recipient of the cup vanished in the little
throng of callers.

" How do you take yours ?"

« With a bit of lemon."

"Characteristic of the I'aces," Jimmy commented, as he
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munched a biscuit "Lemon goen with your national
nervei. We prefer the phyaical auitemuice of awectened
cream."

Patience laughed.
•• Let "a return to our aheepfold," ahe auggeated. " You

have aummed up one difference. Now try the other."
"It 'a not the aame thing," Jimmy parried. "France

drinka coffee. In England and America there 'a iiinahip,
and history repeata itaelf in the tea. I don't mean Hoaton
harbour, either. I alwaya did grudge that waate. If I'd
been in the place of your chaps, I 'd have gone out, next
night, and dredged for it."

"And incidentally drowned your principles?"
" No," Jimmy answered blandly ; " first I 'd have chucked

the tea, and then I 'd have chucked the principles. But,
about your latter-day tea, your lemon ia like your politics,
a reaction from our aweetened crviam. Jn eitliti- case, the
tea is the main thing, after all ; it does n't matter ao much
how you doctor it up to suit your individual taste. Oh,
how do you do, Mrs. Laurie ?"

" Good afternoon, Jimmy. So glad to see you working
for once. Are you really helping Miaa Tyler ?

"

" No
; merely providing her with a few good epigrams

for use at dinner, to-night I hope, for her sake, you will
put us at opposite ends of the table."

" Certainly. I have you engaged as mv right-hand man,
and Mr. Laurie always wants Patience near him."

" What a ripping sort of arrangement ! I'hcn, unless
there should come a general pause or you should compare
notes afterwards, I won't have to think up anything more
to say. It 's not too bad an idea, this making one set of
talk do double duty. We are going to discuss racial
traits, Mrs. Laurie. Apropos, what do you take in your
tea?"

Mra. Laurie raised her brows. She was not quite sure
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how to take Jitnmy'a banter. She found refuge in excveding
literolneM.

"Only two lunipa, anil junt a do«h of cream, pleoiie.''

Jimmy handed her the cup with an exoKKemtMl bow.
" Mn. Laurie, I am convinced that you had an American

grandmother."

Mrn. Laurie's face Ixstrayed her aurprise.

" Yes ; but how did you Itnow ?
"

" Intuition, coupled with acientific inveatigation. Don't
apologize. It ia really quite reiiiectable to be an Anicrirnn,
nowadaya. The Rhodea acholarahipa settled all that. But
are you going to leave ua ?"

" I want to aee your aiater. Where ia she ?
"

" I 'm not quite aure. Molly can tell you, though.
She planned the fighting line, to-day." And Jimmy
pointed to his aister-in-law at the distant end of the
room. Then, a-- Mrs. Laurie's silken linings announced
her departure, he turned bock to Patience once more.

" Too bad to tease her," she rebuked him. " Mrs. Laurie
really is an old dear"

Jimmy lifted his hand in counter rebuke.
" Delete the adjective. Miss Tyler ; else you will he a

subject for a court taster, to-night. Mrs. Laurie has
turned just thirty. That by no means signifies that she
has just turned thirty. In fact, I think she rounded the
angle, when I was still in knickerbockers; but history

ceased at that hour."

"And the French.'" Patience reminded him.
" Miss Tyler, the worst trait of you Americana is your

talent for persistent iterations."

"And of you English, your avoiding a difficult i> A-er,"

she retorted.

Jimmy laughed. Then he glanced over his shoulder.

Then he made trenchant reply,—
" Miss Tyler, the difference between the French and the

mm
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English Canadian is just this: the Englishman hopes he'sm for eternal salvation and a firm grip on the country, and
the Irenchman knows it."

Suddenly the girl caught his late mood of banter
"Knows the Englishman is?" she questioned.
And once more Jimmy shrugged his shoulders
"Never!" he responded briefly. Then he looked up

with a smile, as Amedee Leleu drew near the table
" Molly," Arline had said, that morning ; " I have asked

the man to call.

"What man?" Mrs. Brooke Lord asked, with absent
inattention.

Ariine never moved her eyes from the stiwt, where they
rested on the short, slight figure of Amedee Leleu, hun-y-
ing towards the Pariiament Buildings across the way Itwas not until the figure had reached the opening in thelow gray wall and turned in through the little park that
she spoke again. Then,—

" Mr. Leleu," she answered.
Mrs. Brooke Lord looked up from her letters.
" Oh, my dear

!
" she remonstrated.

"Well, why not?" Ariine's tone betmyed a certain
hostility. Her s.ster-in-law was older than she and, as the
daughter of a prominent senator, took social precedence of
the child of a wood-pulp millionaire. Both facts hadalways led Arime to be swift to resent any social advice
offered her by Mrs. Brooke Lord.
Now Mrs. Brwke Lord's tone betrayed her own mental

reservations.

" Nothing ; only "

" But Brooke inti-oduced him."

pJL
""""'' ''"* * ""^ '"'^ ®"~''^ "**'" "^^ ^^ °f

Arline faced about sharply. The colo r had come
into her cheeks, and her hand, resting on a fold of

i
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'trVi, suddeuy crumpled the fold into deep
the ci I

wrinkle.

"Whac have yoa against Mr. Leleu, Molly?" she de-
manded, and her voice rose by a tone or two on the words.

"Nothing, my dear." Mrs. Brooke Lord laughed
hghtly. "The only question is, what have you for
him .'

"

'

"Merely that I like him."
"At a first glance?" Mrs. Brooke Lord questioned.

" He must have made a strong impression
; you have seen

him once."

"Twice," Arline corrected her coldly. " I really can't
see why the fact should afford you such amusement,
Molly. Mr. Leleu is obviously a gentleman ; his manner^
-nd his tailor are equal to Brooke's, if not to Jimmy's."

^rs. Brooke Lord flushed at the subtle thrust. She
was fond of Jimmy

; she adored her husband. Not all
the adoration in the world, however, could Mind her to
a certain ingrained difference between the two men
Nevertheless, the experience of years had taught her to
turn a deaf ear to at least half the utterances of Arline
when a mood of perversity was upon the girl. Ariine'.s
suggestion of a year in Europe had found an unex-
pected champion in Mrs. Brooke Lord.
"Mr. Leleu is a gentleman, Arline," she said. "No-

body has ever said a word against him, and Bitjoke
thinks he is very clever."

"What does he do ?" Arline asked, as she let go the
curtain and allowed her hand to drop to her side.

" He is secretary to somebody or other. Brooke says,
though, that people are beginning to have their eyes upon

" Then why has n't he been here to call before now ?
"

Mrs. Brooke Lord rose, crossed the room and picked up
her engagement book.

I
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" Because I never asked him," she said quietly, as she
turned the leaves.

However, ArUne pressed her question.

"Why not?"
"Because there never seemed any real reason that I

should do so. Our set is rather full ; one can't extend it

indefinitely. Mr. Lcleu has friends of his own."
Arline's tone sharpened again.

"And they, I suppose, are socially impossible, judged
by the standards of Mrs. Brooke Lord."

Mrs. Brooke Lord hated sarcasm. Now she bit her lip.

For her husband's sake, she would never cross swords with
Arline. Moreover, there were hours when she loved the
girl absolutely. For the sake of those hours, she had
schooled herself to limitless patience.

" Not at all," she answei-ed._ " He is in the best of the
French set. He is a nephew of Father Lcleu, and a
friend of half the Laval faculty and a third of the Liberal
senators. Brooke says it is a rare thing for so young a
man to be accepted in such high places."

" Then why don't you accept him ?
"

With deliberate care, Mrs. Brooke Lord made an entry
or two in the book in her hand. Then she gave careless
answer,—

" Really, I never bestowed on the matter any especial

thought. Chiefly because he is Fi-ench, I suppose."

"But you accept Monsieur St. Just," Arline said shortly.
" Yes ; but he is from Paris."

" What difference does that make ? " Arline asked even
more shortly.

Mrs. Brooke Lord smiled, as if to herself.

"He hasn't any corollaries," she replied. "Besides,
he 's Protestant."

"No; he's not," Arline contradicted. "Jimmy told
me he's an out and out atheist."
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"How tiresome! But, at least, he isn't Catholic,"
Mrs. Brooke Lord said tranquilly.

With a sudden sweep of her arm, Arline thrust apart
the curtains and crossed the room to Mrs. Brooke Lord's
side. Her cheeks were blazing again, her head held high,
and she moved with the lithe, jet commanding tread of a
panther.

" How narrow you are, Molly !
" she burst out angrily.

" I can't understand it ; I hate it. You call yourself a
Christian ; you call yourself a friend of all mankind. And
just because this n-an goes to the Basilica instead of the
Cathedral, you grudge him a cup of tea and a biscuit.

It 's narrow, and it 's petty and a disgrace to any woman."
She swept her hands backward, then clasped them before
her again with a swift, impetuous gesture. " No ; don't
try to explain it. It explains itself. You talk of the
snobbery of London, and even of Montreal ; but you outdo
them ' o '".. There's not a man in Quebec, according to
your - lowing, better born, better bred, better to
look ai '..„ii Mr. Leleu, and yet he isn't fit to come into
your house, because— " her accent stayed itself and
became slow and cutting ; " because he happens to have
had the misfortune to be bom a Catholic and French."
Some instinct of wishing to protect the girl from the

judgment of her own kin led Mrs. Brooke Lord to raise

her hand in warning, as Jimmy passed through the room.
Arline was swift to interpret the gesture.

" No ; I am not ashamed of my ground; I see no need
to suppress it. I am not so narrow as that, so tied up in

the leading-strings of my set." Then she faced about
suddenly. " And what do you wish me to do, Molly ?

Shall I send the man a note, revoking my invitation to
call, or — "

And Jimmy, as he passed on out of hearing, observed
to himself,—

I
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" When women fight, it 's a man's place to hold up his

hands and scuttle off to cover. It strikes me, though, that

Arline has settled down to work in good season. Poor old

Molly ! But she is a darling, anyhow."

Two hours later, J mmy showed still further his knowl-

edge of womankind. He met Mrs. Bi-ooke Lord and
Arline, as they were amicably shopping together in

Fabrique Street, and he bowed to them without a hint of

amusement or surprise. However, he admitted to himself

that he was distinctly curious in regard to the nature of

the welcome which would be accorded to Leleu, that after-

noon. At heart, Jimmy shared the beliefs of Mrs. Bi-ooke

Lord. Leleu was all right and doubtless well worth the

knowing. Still, there was no especial use in hybridizing

one's social set. To Jimmy's mind, one's teacups and
dinner plates should always be marked with a Union Jack.

At official functions, of course, it was different. There,

one was bound to meet all sorts. But then, one was not

responsible for the choice of one's fellow guest ; that lay on

the knees of one's host.

Nevertheless, although this was Leleu's first invasion of

the Conservative Enghsh set, there was neither hesitancy

nor deprecation in his manner, as he crossed the room,

halted to speak to his hostess and Arline and then, moved
by some subtle sense that the social atmosphere was

overcharged, passed on directly towards the table where

Patience Tyler was pouiing tea. He had met Patience a
round dozen times belbte that day. He had not admired

her especially ; but he had enjoyed her unreservedly.

Again and again, her outspoken directness had taken his

breath away ; but, when once more he had caught nis

breath, he found himself the better for the whiff of ozone.

And, upon her side, Patience looked with full, albeit quite

unsentimental approval upon this slender, aark-faced boy

with the luminous eyes and mobile lips. He roused in her
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no sense of spiritual I'ecoil such as she never failed to ex-

perience in the society of Achille St. Just. Like many
another self-reliant American girl, Patience Tyhr owned a

full system of moral weights and measures which she ap-

plied to the personality of the men she was accustomed to

meet. More than that, she had formed the habit of talk-

ing over the resulting measurements with her older brother.

Her dashing intuitions, coupled with his more sober judg-

ment, offered no despicable standard of attainment ; but

Leieu, long since, had attained it to the full.

" T had no thought of finding you here, Miss Tyler," he

said, as he paused before her tray.

" Oh, yes, I am always here. You know Mr. Lord, I

think," Patience responded, with an easy disregai'd of the

Canadian law of introductions. " You are the unexpected

vision."

Leleu bowed in brief assent.

" It was Miss Lord who asked me."
" You knew her abroad, perhaps .?"

"No; only here. No tea, thank you." And Leleu,

bending down to help himself to a biscuit, lost Jimmy's

expressive gesture and rapid comment,

—

" Another proof of my thcoiy of racial traits."

" So you don't think salvation lurks in tannin ?
"

PatiencT queried, iu a swift aside. Then she faced

Leleu. "Mr. Leleu," she asked audaciously; "if you

saw a Frenchman drinking a cup of tea, what would you

think of him ?

"

And Amedee Leleu, all unwittingly, plunged into the

heart, of their previous discussion with his answering

words,—
" That he was putting himself in training for the Con-

servative ministry."

Patience laughed. Then she lifted a warning hand.

"Take care, Mr. Leleu," she cautioned him. "They
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won't let me talk politics here, at least nothing later than
the epoch of Sir John. I can't quite understand the situ-

ation. You all do politics, every day and all day long

;

you all know politics from A to Izzard ; but not a soul of
you is allowed to mention the vorA politics in polite society

on pain of death. If it is so bad as to be unmentionable,
what makes you do it ?

"

Jimmy broke in, and his reply was trenchant.
" We don't. We leave it to the French."

Leleu smiled.

" Not always."

" Yes," Jimmy responded tranquilly. « We leave you
fellows to do all the politics. We English only vote."

" What is the discussion ? " Arlinc queried, as she came
slowly towards the group.

" Politics," Patience said, as she picked up a fresh cup.
" Your brother will tell you it is my staiiding grievance
that I am not allowed to talk politics in this country."

" But it is ^o tiresome. Why should you care to talk
about it.'" Arline inquired, as she smiled up at Leleu who
had brought forward a chair and handed her a cup of tea.

"Because it is so interesting. Stanwood and I have
the best possible times, arguing it over at breakfast. He
is a Conservative, of course ; and I am a Liberal of scarlet

dye, and we fight it all out together."

Jimmy possessed himself of another biscuit.

" And he calls you ' my dear,' " he commented ; " and
then you clatter the spoons at him. That 's the worst of
you women as adversaries. Just as a fellow thinks he has
had the best of you and talked you down, you begin a
most infernal row with yout tea things and drown him out
completely. I tell Brooke that, if Molly ever gets un-
manageable, he 'd best tackle her when she 's tying up her
shoes."

"But she could always throw a slipper at hiui,"
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Patience suggested. " And, when I go to talk Staiiwood
do.n, he rattles the paper at me, and that is as bad as the

spoons."

" Worse, for it wrecks the paper, besides losing his place

for him. But what ever turned you a Liberal, Miss Tyler ?

"

" Stanwood's Conservatism. There 's no fun unless you
get both sides of a thing. Just think how monotonous
it would be, if we all thought alike I

"

Arline sipped her tea with thoughtful relish.

" But don't you like to agree with people. Miss Tyler ?
"

she asked, less from interest in the answer than from
a feeling that Patience had been usurping too great a
shara of attention.

And Patience, as she glanced at the queenly composure
of the figure in the dull blue gown, felt a wayward desire

to jostle Arline from her placid mental groove.
" No ; not until I have been argued into it," she replied,

with a gay little nod up at Leleu who, on more thtin one
occa.sion, had attempted that argument

Arline caught the smile and the returning flash in

Leleu's dark eyes. She set down her cup with a sharp
click. Then she raised her golden-brown brows.

" Really ? I don't care for argument, myself; it seems
to me rather tiresome. Mr. Leleu, I want to show you
some of my brother's old prints. Do you mind coming to
the library ?

"

Followed by Leleu, she moved away through the empty-
ing rooms. Left alone beside the table, Jimmy and Pa-
tience looked at each other, started to speak and then fell

silent. At last, however. Patience laughed. At the sound,
Jimmy's face cleared and he drew a sigh of frank relief.

"Hang it!" he said. "One can't well apologize for

one's own people, Miss Tyler. Still, it does n't so much
matter, after all. You '11 get to know Arline in time."

1 !,i
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CHAPTER FOUR

THE Tylers boarded on the Cape, within a stone's

throw of the Governor's Gut]en. The house,

among its ancient neighbours, seemed distressingly modem
with its tiled vestibule and its small reception hall. Stan-
wood had chosen it, as soon as it had been decided that
Patience was to come to him. He had been in the ancient
city long enough to have hud its picturesqueness lose

somewhat of its pristine glamour. He had realized that
Patience, coming, not as a tourist, but as a resident, would
in time learn to share his belief that modem oxygen was
preferable to the mustiness of ages. Accordingly, he had
made unhesitating selection of the three front rooms on
the second floor of a house which boasted modern ventila-

tion and an occasional open fireplace, and he listened with
unabated tranquillity, on the night of his sister's arrival,

to her charge of undue Philistinism. When she had fin-

ished, he took his pipe from between his teeth.

" Hold your peace, Patsy, and go on with your unpack-
ing. When you have eaten breakfast an^ seen the view
from these windows, then you may continue talking."

Then he rose and shut one arm around her waist. " Oh,
Patsy girl," he added ; " but it 's good to have you here !

"

And Patience, as she returned to her half-empty trunk,
was supremely content. Next day, her contentment showed
no diminution, while she leaned out of the window to wave
a farewell to her brother as he rounded the corner by the
Chateau, and then fell to work, settling their possessions

in the airy, sunshiny library which separated her room
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from that of Stnnwcxxl. Jimmy Lord, dropping in with
a incssiige from his brother, that same evening, had found
the room in order and Stenwood busy with oysters and a
ehaf'..g di. h, while Patience, in a long, light frocit, lounged
by thi^ fire, issuing directions in regai-d to the best quan-
tity of salt. Jimmy, on his way to the Garrison Club,
had rebelled at the idea of serving as his brother's mes-
senger. Two hours later, he was pronouncing the even-
ing a complete success, although the friends still awaiting
him at the club were of another mind. The next day
Mrs. Brooke Lord had called ; and, from that time on-
ward, Stanwood Tyler had dismissed from his mind all
anxiety in regard to his sister's happiness.
The Tylers came from Bi-ookline. Tliey owned a

colonial governor and a Huguenot fighter among the
ranks of their ancestry. Stanwood had gone from Cornell
to Schenectady and thence to Quebec. Patience had fol-
lowed him by the way of Smith. These two were the
only children of the family ; they had been peculiarly
intimate from the days when Stanwood had given Shake-
speare r itals before a select audience ofan excited Patience
and six passively attentive dolls. It had seemed quite a
matter of course to all the Tyler kindred, then, that
Patience, tiring of her parents' ceaseless wandering through
Europe in search of a health which was already theirs,
should go to join her brother in the northern city to which
his profession had led him. Patience was self-reliant, and
Stanwood was steadiness itself. For the rest, Mrs. Brooke
Lord had offered her social services, and Patience's great-
aunt Adams had received from her old school-fellow. Lady
Hussell, a satisfactory assurance concerning Mra. Brooke
Loi-d's social standing. Accordingly, Patience Tyler,
sound of body and of nerve, with a head fiiU of ideas and
a trunk full of New York gowns, had found hei'self being
dnven up Palace Hill, one crisp Oclu'oer evenin". Had

3
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she but known it, that evening was destined to mark the

line rutting her life sharply in two.

Nine months had passed since then, and tiie July sun

was gilding the old gray city and turning the L«vis

heights to the hue of the darkest amethyst. All over the

Cape and far out the Grande AUOe, the houses showed

themselves inhospitably closed and barred. The babble

of the tourist was in the land, and the inhabitants had

taken themselves out of reach of the camera, and the in-

quisitive eye, and the too eager brain which prides itself

on being able to "do" the city between breakfast and

luncheon, and have the afternoon left over for Sainte

Anne and the Falls. The Lords had lingered late, that

year, for the summer had been slothful ir its coming. At

length, however, they too had wearied of the pavements,

and had betaken themselves to their su-nmer cottage which

was perched upon the blufF at the northern end of the

Island.

Patience had expressed a decorous sorrow at their de-

parture ; yet, fond as she was of Mrs. Brooke Lord, the

going did not leave her altogether desolate, and she felt

no especial regret that business kept her brother in town

through the entire summer. As a matter ol course, she

i-emained with him. She had come to Quebec for the sake

of his company. Accustomed to the larger towns and

the fiercer heats to the southward, she saw nothing espe-

cially formidable about a July in town, when July weather

was merely temperate and when town meant a quiet comer

looking out upon the ancient garden and upon the river

beyond.

Now and then she went over to the Island for a day with

the Lords. She enjoyed it ; but she was invariably glad

to see Stanwood come swinging up the path from the

landing, ready to dine and carry her back to their own

cosy quarters ii 'own. She and Stanwood had known each
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otlier for twenty-three years. Ad yet, they hod never been
forced to bridge an awkward imuw between themselves.
And with Arh'ne, pauses were many. It had not taken
Tatieiice many weeks to construct a long list of subjects
at which she was bound to shy, as a country-bred horse
shies at a motor car. Shying, she was able to avoid a
collision, and a collision with Arline, she felt, would be
fatal to her later poise. Arline was undeniably charming

;

but, like a bit of dainty fur, her charm vanished speedily,
so scon as she was rubbed the wrong way.

Mra. Brooke Lord, however. Patience did miss acutely.
She found a partial solace in the fact that almost daily
some old friend of the Tylers registered at the Chateau

;

she found an even greater solace in the frequent visits of
Jimmy Lord who led a peripatetic sort of existence, that
summer, and made a point of dropping in at the Tylers,'
each time he came up to town. There he lounged 'he
open windows of their cosy library, alternately tailing
politics with Stanwood and chaffing Patience ; or he joined
them in their evening saunter along the terrace ; or, of a
Sunday afternoon, carried off the brother and sister for a
long drive to Lorettc and home through the distant purple
hills. And so the summer wore oii and, as the long days
loitered by, Patience Tyler> clear eyes looked into Jimmy's
with the same frank liking they were wont to show to
Stanwood or to Molly Loi-d. To Patience, just then, life

was too full of interest to give her space for sentimental
musings. Her liking for Jimmy was as objective as was
her curiosity regarding the brown-cowled, bare-footed
Franciscan friar who rubbed elbows with her on one of her
daily walks out the Grande AUee.
She met Leleu often, in the course of these walks. With

the first breath of summer, he had gone into camp with
some friends in the mountains back of Lorette. His
duties called him to the Parliament Buildings, however,
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two or three times n week, and, in the late afternoons, hin

path wiu nicely to crow the path of Patience, llnuolly he

lingered a little to talk to her ; once or twice he had turned

to walk along by her aide. Whpii they had parted.

Patience had been conscious of the smile which curved her

own lips ; but her amusement had been wholly free from

bitterness. She liked Leleu absolutely ; nevertheless, she

was quite willing he should focus his talk absolutely upon

Arline, Her one regret lay in Arline's own attitude, in the

careless fashion in which the girl spoke of the attentions

that, only an hour before, she had been receiving with

every mark of gracious pleasure.

" Arline is my present problem," Patience said to her

brother, one night.

" Unsolved ? " he queried, as he leaned out o' the

window to flirt the ash from the bowl of his pipe.

Patience wrinkled her brows. Then she folded her

arms on the sill and spoke with her eyes fixed upon the

moonlit spaces between the trees in the garden below.

"She always will be. She is charming— sometimes.

She is beautiful — always. She ii Jimmy's sister, and

sister-in-law to Mrs. F-rooke Lord. I ought to like her,

ond I don't."

Her brother smiled at the flat, unmodified conclusion of

her phrase.

" For any especial cause p " he inquired.

" Women always have a cause," she retorted.

" No ; merely a reason, as a rule," he corrected her.

" And your cause ?
"

Patience's answer was as unexpected as it was prompt.
" Because, before I had known her a week, she pointed

to a man on ^he terrace and told me that he had asked her

to marry hin..

'

With a rigid forefinger, Stanwood was prodding leisurely

at the fresh tobacco in the bow) of his pipe.
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•• Very likdy he h«d," he replied composwlly.
Patience rumpled her hair, in token of her antagonism.
" But ithe had no buainew to tell of it, if he liiul," nhu

objected.

" I 'm not sure Hhe had any buaineM to tell of it, if he
had n't In a caw like that, I'atiiy, it *« worse to romance
than it in to tell the truth."

"And bad enough to do either. We're nupposed to
have evolved n little since the day when our ancestors
decorated themselves with a pcplum of scBlpis" she an-
swered, with spirit. "I've had no practice, Stiui ; but my
theory is that n girl should take such things in all humility
and make as little fuss about them as possible. Arline, to
judge from her talk, has marched through life over n rood
paved with hearU in place of cobblestones and, what s

more, she has kept an accurate account of the size and
colour and softness of every single cobble on which she has
ever set foot. I don't like it, Stanwood. It 's not my way,
and it "s not the way of Mrs. Brooke."

" But Arline is different," he argued.
" How different ?

"

" Imperious. Alluring." He sought about vainly for
the right word. " Oh, confound it, Pat, I can't define it

;

but you ought to know what I mean."
She faced him steadily, and there was a world of dignity

in her dark eyes.

" No, Stanwood ; I don't know at all."

The flaring match in his hand threw a sudden light
across his face, and, as she saw his expression, Patience felt
slightly reassured. He puffed twice or thrice, deliberately,
luxuriously. Then he answei-ed,—

" VVhy, Ariine is the sort of woman who has the trick
of ordering a fellow to love her, and making him feel it's

not quite prudent to refuse. I 've known her longer than
you have, Pat. She's a queen in her charm ; but— "

, Vil

n
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" Well ? But ? " she echoed questioningly.

Stanwood attacked his pipe with a pencil end, before he
made leisurely answer,—

" But she 's the very devil in her temper. After all, a
woman is a good deal like a sword. She 's bound to cut
you before you "re through with her; but, all the time, it's

the temper that counts."

And Patience went to bed, that night, content. Stan-
wood's possible liking for another woman had held no
place within her girlish dreams.

Two days later, she fulfilled a week-old promise to spend
the day on the Island. On her way to the boat, she had
met Leleu in the narrow wooden tunnel leading to the top
of the elevator, and she had gone on her way, burdened
with a message to Arline. The message, a mere formal
assurance of Leleu's intention to call, had slipped from her
memory in the flurry of greetings, and only recurred to
her once more as they sat loitering through a leisurely

luncheon. To Patience's mind, there was nothing indis-

creet in repeating the message in the presence of Arline's
family, and it was with some surprise that she saw the wave
of angry scarlet rise up across the girl's face.

It was Jimmy, however, who spoke.
" Oh, Arline, spare us the Johnny ! " he remonstrated.
" But I asked him to call," she said briefly, though the

poise of her head added emphasis to the colour in her
cheeks.

"Down here?"

"Certainly."

Jimmy folded his hands above the rim of his plate.
" Sufficient unto the winter is the Frenchman thereof.

In summer, give us this day immunity therefrom," he
observed piously.

Patience struck in before Arline had time to reply.
" I like Mr. Leleu," she said defensively.
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Jimmy took another help of green peas.
" Everybody needs a few friends," he remarked, with

dispassionate calm.

"And Mr. Leieu deserves many," Patience reminded
him.

"Doubtless he has them."
Patience laughed.

" Evidently you don't count yourself among the number,"
she said.

"No; I can't say I do."
" Why not?" she persisted, for she felt sure that Arline

was about to ask the same question, and the glint in
Arline's eyes made her regard it as safer for her to hold
the talk well in her own hands.

Rapidly Jimmy sorted out the contents of his plate and
made audible enumeration.

"Twenty-nine pretty little peas, ready to roll one way
as well as another. One ugly great baked potato that
refuses to budge." Then he looked up, smiling blandly.
"Miss Tyler, once on a time, I spent a night in a coun-
try farmhouse. For breakfast, they gave us peas and
potatoes cooked together, and the mixture was most
unsavoury."

Arline pushed her plate aside, and beckoned to the
servant.

"Take the plates, Ashley."

Even Mrs. Brooke Lord rebelled at this assumption of
authority.

" But Jimmy is not ready, Arline," she remonstrated.
Ariine glanced at her brother; then carelessly she

turned her eyes away.

" Oh, I beg your pardon," she said. " I supposed he
had finished eating and was only talking to pass the time."
Then she turned to Patience. " Next time you see Jlr.
Leleu," she said, with cjuiet distinctness ; " please say to

ir.%•; !l
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him that the same welcome awaits him here as met him on
the Grande Alice."

But Jimmy persisted in having the last word.
"And that," he added, with portentous gravity; "and

that is most varied and cordial."

An hour later, however, Arline returned to the subject.
Owing to the persistent efforts of Patience, it had been
dropped from further discussion at the table. Helped by
Jimmy, she had guided the talk into other lines and, by
the time luncheon was over, Arline's cheelis had cooled to
their more normal colour, her lips softened to their gentler
curves. Then Mrs. Broolte Lord had gone away for her
afternoon nap, and Jimmy had followed Patience back to
the wide veranda looking out upon the river and the
citadel-crested bluff beyond. Patience would have sat
there, idly content, through the entire "fternoon ; but
Ariine, pacing restlessly to and fro, had ended by demand-
ing a walk, and Patience had been forced to yield to the
expressed wishes of her hostess. Her yielding was none
too gracious, however, and Jimmy, as he sauntered away
in the opposite direction, gave devout thanksgiving for
her obvious ungraciousness.

" I can't think what makes Jimmy dislike Mr. Leleu so
much!" Arline burst out, when thev had passed the stile
and were crossing the field in front of the little church on
the hill.

Patience sought to modify the phrase.
" He does n't dislike him ; that 's only put on

to tease you. It's only that they haven't much in
common."

" As much as any one. And it is so tiresome of Jimmy
to tease. He 's not a child."

" Neither are you," Patience longed to retort. Prudently
she forbore, and changed the subject « Are the races
coming off, next week ? " she asked, as she sat down on the
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step of the church and turned to look back at the cityl^mg m a ro.y haze above the glistening breast ofl^e

tieS'ei."*'""*
'^'"'^^' ""'• ^'^ '""«•' g™t«d <"> P-

"I suppose so. There's no reason they should not.

effoT rt *'"
rr' T:""""'^

''"'"8»' ^ "PP-^-'e your

^e hit T^ '^u
*^.^ """^ ^"'» -Jo-'gerous channels

see to It that their steering gear does n't give too audiblewarning when It goes into action. But Zui Mr. I^ etJ^mmy do^nt like hn„, I suppose, because he is Fi-ench

wh'I^'
P™'»''ly.lil'«' best to have his friends among men

ness of which she was quite well aware!
Arlme's lip curled disdainfully

Why not?" Patience asked abrupUy, for Arhne'stone was bitter with contempt
But Arline swept on, heedles,, of the interruption.
Jimmy IS narrow, distressingly narrow. It grows uponhim. I suppose it comes from living with iMoL Md^yhas nt an idea that hasn't been sanctioned by the utter^

mjself, I should hate to be so bound down, so wmpped in

LkuShei'^'"'^'"'^"'''^-'^- "^''" «^^ ^^•

Ame?^°'^''"
^""'"'^ '^"*«'- "»"* then, I'm an

imStly'""""" '" ""' '"''''^'' ^^«- ''--<1««

Patience bent down and pulled a handful of grass from
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the turf at her feet The action hid the little BmUe that
hovered about her lips.

"Merely that I have left my ancestml net at home in

^'u'i'' TP'J"?
demurely. « I was afraid the meshes

would n't fit the fish up here."

Arline frowned. She suspected mockery; yet she was
unable to detect ,ts presence. She returned to her fii^t

i rL *^°"?^ .*' "P"''^ ^°^^y' Patien™'" keen ear
detected the cold nng of truth beneath the passing heat of
her words.

"I like Mr. Leleu. I liked him at fiM. His being
French makes no especial difference; he's not likely to
t.y to convert me from the English chureh. Sometime, I
thmk, absurf as ,t seems, that that's what Jimmy is
afraid of. Shockmg bad form, you know," her voice
dropped to Jimmy's lazy drawl ; " perfectly shocking form
to turn Catholic. Mr. Leleu is attractive; you know it

^r^ ' ^fT'^.
^""^ y**' "ft*'- »"'" »h« laughed

slightly, and the laugh was steely hard; "after ^ I
should never have given the man a second thought, if
Molly and Jimmy hadn't made such a fuss when I asked
him to call. That's the woman of me, I suspect. We
only want our toys, when somebody tries to pull them
away from us. Now what have I said to shock you, vou
young Puritan.?" ^ '^

Lifting her eyes. Patience made swift contrast between
Leeus eager face and voice as he sent his message to
Arline, and the cold beauty of Arline's laughingfece as
she had spoken of her toys. Some sudden pity for the
nian dreaming rosy dreams in the rosy citv across the
channel gave her resolution to turn upon Arline with an
accent of grave rebuke.

« Arline," she said quietly ; « Mr. Leleu is not a toy "

Arline lifted her brows, and her violet eyes, albeit un-
softened, were lighted with merriment
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™ f^ f
y"": P^'^'P'' "•'^ •^ort-'d; "but he i. forme -that is, she rose and stood smiling down at themtent face of her companion ; " for the prJent."

And, still smiling, she turned about and led the waydown the path towards the stUe.
^

ii



CHAPTER FIVE

A'SjiJuX."
"""''' '" "'""'''^ ^""^^ '"88"ted

liked B.xH.ketolTre." °"' ""''" ^''^ '"^o

" And he really must go ?
"

mind"
"""'•' ^"^^ *'«'" change Bloke's

Patience laughed.

"Stanwood accomplished it, thoueh Your Kwi,

"That's rather decent of TvW t;™™

"Seven,
" Arline corrected him unexpectedlyJ.mmy whirled about on his heel.

^'

How do you make that out ? " he asked

•"£rBlris".^?i?g/-«-- -'^ ''" »-« -p«ed.

" I know." Arline's tone was still indifferent
; but the
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colour wa, rising i„ her cheeks. -And «, I asked MrLeleu to go m his place." ^ *''^-

"The deuce you did 1" Ji™„y ^^ explosively.

^a3kJ^heUt5;^.2:."S;htT^^^^^^^

Jimmy started to speak, checked himself, whistled in»t^; then said, with apparent mildness,-
'"'

^^Drd ,t ever occur to you. Arline, that this was my

JiS.'"""""-
"^"'^ " '*"'"'-l"^ J-">y; it is so

.";?"i
*^"* '* *"» ''one for Sir Morris ?

"

„ ^";^!"'y- What has that to do with it ?
'

Nothing; except that Leleu is a foreign element

"

^ .s S.r Morris," Patient breke in li^ltly.
Yes; but th.s IS to make him feel at home ReallvArhne^ I w,sh you would consult me before

-" ^'

consuTy^ou'!' "S'l-here ?• ^*" ^^ "° "^ *°

been^ at fiSe^be^^ rwld^t"!
''•'" '"^

are cross at me because I HaldolTy b^ .f^
= "°" ^^

stitute to go in Bi-ooke's nW n ii

"
"
*"''

unreasonab^ MoreZ- it'^lT^^f'""?'
^°" ""* ^^-^^

to discuss thisml^r^k^LheSire *'
VJji"™'"'

aswift dexterityin placing b~tWu;:SetnrTh.s t.mej,mn,y fairly lost control of himself

),» W ^.J ?*' ^''''"*' *••** " "'"trarv thing you are !

"

he blurted out. " You knew it was my crowd thT T^ I,

-Jed .t and all that, and that I d„7trkltSVliS
Arline snapped the heads from half a dozen of th»

rtr^J" •'^ '-"^^ «'- ^- voice was'w^, 1 t

l> .
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his short morning coat Paftt'^ .
^' '"^^ P"""""* "'

that it was ii^^^L^"1,:T> '^'"ii^^
peace ; but it was a «!TlT^', ,-

" ™'*' 'he held her

pifSip^
": ,=„t'" •;r'"-^ ^"i'?'

''™«^-

reflected, to W«Tt out V'" ° '''"' " ™">. »•>«

Nevertheless. st'^LriTher 'effort t"h"^ r^""hack to his wonted moanfl. ? ° ''""8 •''""">

::What is heSnXtt^eS"^''^' '-'»«'•

n.en3'pX% "^ -P-t-W," Patience co.„-

«oJ?eiloVrrh'and":ir ^" "':::"'. •^''^- »* =*•»•, a
on. Hedidn'tkfowTvtrxfi^"^"^ '" **«' •»«*« '"ter

licked n,e once for S^himrrTj.*'"'"^''' ""'^ ^e

1^. said a fag „e«lT/utt su" ^e^ 1 "."V"' ""J-.«.^mper vanished, as L chuckledl^, tifeloiS^
Patience echoed his laugh

JAnd now you're taking hin, to £rer^„r she

ofLS^
""*•' '''' •"^-'^ -"Kh, even fora ba„„et

^l^oubtless he would p^fer C^arle,^, j^. ,He sug-

Jimmy shrugged his shoulders.
Don t know the lady "

"That shows your igno«„ce, for she has an inter-
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she had been done into modem Greek."
Jimmy's face cleared.

"Then she'd be no good to Sir Morn,. He wa« always
«!"'"« '"'» d""«nu» on hi» Homer. That', h'" IZpened to be out of the sixth form ahead of him. In fo^t"^^J..nmy chuck ed again ; « for all I know, he may be in thesuth form stiin and just oyer he,^ „„ a LIZ'/^

*'"'

«ut Arhne broke in impatiently.

at eltr^ w'^r"
"" """'"« ^ ^ '»^'' «" «nK««ement

piZ' r^ ?
.vo" """ing out now, Patience ?

"
Patience shook her head.
" i am going to run through Mother Goose and t«t» .

the?f"*•" '"^ -.\'-«^-K- " AZ^^ng'toyou:

itg'srsrfKei"^''^ - '"' *-' »^' °^

will ii *di trLta^tTforv''^'"' ""'' '*

lead."
'^ "^ •"' """versational

Arline smiled tolerantly. She liked Patience, i„ spiteof her Amencan sense ofhumour ^

showing of temper than was Arline for all the p™vltro„*ehad heaped upon him; and, in his peniten™,TCready to meet her oyertures fully two-thirds of he wa^across. Moreoyer, it was neyer too easy for him to wHhstand Arhne. when she clothed herself i^ the glntle ch^of womanhood At such times, her beautyVZtZ
memory of the sharper accent of the hour before AndArhne, upon her own side, was wholly sincere, l^long j
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Street, ahe half paused and held out her hand
'' I 'm ^ny I «a, r-o,a, Jin.my.-.he wid. with a certaingrave dignity which sat well upon her. '•

I was timl and
irritated and a bit unrea«inable. No. Let 's not speakof It again, she w. \ on. interrupting him as ho w j, about

^e thing for us to do now is to make Sir Moms have the
best possible time, to-morrow night." She turned away •

then she added casually and over her shoulder, «I supixwe
bir Moms is the genuine thing."

^^^
And Jimmy stayed his own steps long enough to

" Why, really, Arline, I never stopped to ask."
Then he betook himself up Louis Street to the club,

while Arhne crossed the Ring on the way to Fabrioue
street and the shops.

^

The next night, the Tylers were the last ones to appearm the box at the Auditorium. As ,, his way in sod^
Stanwoodwa-simmaculat..., grave, ir. .netrable. Patience
on the other hand, was daintily al -^i:, curious in regard to
Sir Moms whom she had not yet seen, and nervous in re-
gard to the attitude which it might please Arline to
assume. Mingled with her nervousness was a distinct sense
of pity for Leleu, innocent and ignorant cause of aU the
dissension. The young Frenchman, in these autumn days,
was looki.,g upon the situation quite simply. Secure in
the knowledge of his own family and social position, it
ever once had occurred to him that the Brooke Lords

were receiving him with a mental reservation. To Arline
he had given frank, manly evidence of his regai-d for her
She had met him cordially, had accepted his calls and his
occasional boxes of flowers, and, from the first, she had
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m^e no effort to check hi. growing devotion. LeW.
code w« «mple to the veige of Mcient chivjry. W.lch-
ing Arline, he had felt no doubt, of the final outcome of
their fnendnhip.

Rather to her .urpriw. Patience tound Leieu wated inthe corner of the tx,,. behind M™. Brooke LoH', chair"
ajid Arline devot.ng herself to Sir Morn, with an ex*cludveneM of attention which vouch«ifed no fraction of
.t, entirety to the cre.tfaUe„ young F^nchman. Patience",
quick eye took in the «»ne at a glance: the dro^p of

Mm. Brooke Lord wa. babbling into hi. li,Ue» L.. Itwa. pUm that wmething had hurt him to the qnick ; and
Patience, a. .he greeted Arline, felt no doubt at alia, tothe nature of that «,mething. Arline wa. dazzling, that
night. Her gown of wme clinging black rtuff«rv^ a. a
foil for her queenly figure and for the radiant colour of herhair and eye,. Only a sapphire..tudded chain broke the
simple hne. and brought an added tint into the dark blue
eye. above. Arline's fac« that night, wa. vividly content,and her contentment wa. baaed upon the manifest admira-

slTftTv T^
°'^'- ^T f^'"** ^""•""^ """-^J herself

^^^' • r ""f,
"° ^""^ "^ "^"«*^ in Arline'. ab-

sorption in the tall young Englishman. Her foreetfiil
disregard of Amedee Uleu wa. a. .incere a. iTwa.
obvious For the hour, the ftenchman wa. completely
out of the running. "^ '

iJr^'^f
hor brother over to the care of Mr.. BrookeLord. Patience took advantage of th« little stir which had^tcd their coming, to possess herself of the chair nextthe »,e where Leleu had been sitting. Her intuition

with a heedless indifference which betrayed the fact that,
Arline elsewhere, it mattered little to him who occupied

it
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element toin ^'r;^;"^
"»»"

"»~f"«"8
thi, .lien

never ^„, dete^rSCtrtJ-JiT"
~"''

freed her from the necessity for fiirther t5k Th»^»

Wliii
I A /" "ft'rthoughl. at Sir Morn,.

'

eh..,afc Se I^,"JTJitltiRthe earij, twenties, he was a, simple and Tr^ as a SidHe was happy, and he showed it. He wC t^r -n^'enthusiastic, and he showed that, too WhTh!T^ .

SheSfflilfl^^T"^ ""•' -*»Me" but Cipoint of absolute self^niWlation. Of his sense of
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humour, ahe felt ratne doubt. Pn, .1, TT
Mor™m.teJatco7LlXJhi.t' ^ "" ^^'

«rti.t of rortii. And th-n Tl.'

'"•""''''<" her »« an

Mom. d.ft>, folded ArlW. fuM^' w^p'^i^^'l^jj

"Jolly little theatreyou've irot hen."!,. „k. o ..
•' but. by Jove. I don'tL wLf;o!^"JuX dnWaT"'Jimmy shrugged hi. .houldenj ^ ^ '"« "•

commelt'"V^Vt^^ S^'e foT""V^ ^-^
iMn from al, .id. ^d thL'IS^Ht^t'^T'S^

"Mo"^
Tyler drew a long b,«.th of „ti.fection.

theK;n^;ih^a^trt^'""-''• ^* '' ^

-

.taS* ^t"
'"" ""^,'^' '~'""« ""' '^««' the empty

to himself, hi. wor^Ite^^l^h
"^^ "^ ""''^' "»''"°-^V he »id; "it i. a leaf fe.m the world-book of

And Patience, as .he followed Mrs Brootp T>,»l ^ x

Chateau
;
but J,mmy had held firm to his :4,^1„':' 3e

li

1

1
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toOueL^'fr' "''',: ''l^"'""''^^'' Morris had cometo Quebec
;
he knew what Sir Morris would like. Accord.ngly he had telephoned down for the two endtebte tot

r"«»/<"-t'>r-' «»»*"& and he had taken pahs tha^st

o^tT *°:^ *"T^ ""'' "* ^^ t° theV locking

their . .4 r^ ^'^f "^"'y «"'« Frenchgirls and

The place had been foil, when thev entered A,H„.m> bewitching, yet icperi^us, had wl^"Sn thttroon, w,th a manifest disregard of the admiringX^wh.ch met her from aU sides. Patience h™fo&nodding to an acquaintance here and there, retumi^S^uta .ons w.th a gay good^umour which mK
at^'l Ir L"

*' "^'^^-^ o hasty implosion tha^

r^rj^lV
^'^^'^ Kiri *<« the right sort, even if she

t,me fag. She was not much on looks, he reflected but^e knew how to dr«s and she seemed a jolly liWe'southat a fellow would like to talk to, when the steamer cTem without any home letten,. Then, as heZ Aribe

?aTiS T* *^'
""^rf ^'' '^°-^' ^^ stumbled otrPatience tram, mumbled an apology as he edged pasther and then once more foigot her p^„ce entiX

^
paus2'in"TJ '

'^" ^T '''~"* *••« other tablespaused in their supper and their talk, and Razed withfrank admiration at Arline, frank curios ty at«S
Lord and Jimmy. Last of all in line came Lcleu, his lips

^^IhT'""^'
^'' 'y'^ ""^^y "'*h shadow; and. rtpassed, his coming was greeted with swift raising of thebn,ws, with low-voiced wonder and question and comment

It was no commo.. thing for a man so distinctively Cnchm all his affiliations as was Leleu to be eatingX^r JVahquets with a party which otherwise was wholly Vf the
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5f nfl •; ^ °"^ '^^ *° *« "*•«" of the French«t of the city, I^leu was known and liked. Accordingly
his acbon, were sure to be subject to comment, vfli
of them m the room, had had an inkling that Amedee

^™ trV7 ^T *° "'"Sle in the fther life h"knew the Tylers, of course; but they were Americans, andev«7 one m town knew them. He had been seen on thetor^ and out on the Grande AUee, walking with Arline;but that might have been by chance. There was no pos-«ble element of chance, however, in his eating suppeHt

'C'ri'^"
t»We presided over by Jimmy V^^^Anl

feast had no heanng on the subject whatsoever.
At length. Sir Morris pushed aside his plate, medita-fvely pulled at the string of his eyeglass until itlmelntov^ew above his immaculate linen, and fitted the glass intoh« eye with that total lack of facial distortion wlich is atonce the jest and the admiration of all un-English peoples.He took » prolonged and thoughtful survey of the^m

;then, lifting one eyebrow, he permitted the glass to fall
into his lap, as he turned to Arline.
"Ripping girls you have here," he .»mraented briefly.Who are they all?

'

Arline's lips curled slightly and she raised her own brow,
asjiejnade answer, low, but loud enough for Leleu tJ

J'^k'.*^*?
""^ aU French Catholic girls, pretty, as you

them out anywhere, you know."

Pi^f!l^iri^ «* '^ ^''"'^"' *"•* "'S^^ S'' Moms
H^|te«corded his first note regarding the dominant race



CHAPTER SIX

ACHILLE S-n JUST puUed down the top of his

th. I ''f'' rPP«J *« key in the lock and tmnsfejrf

.nJf^f « • I
*"" K° '^''

" ""^^ to nake myself anWebte for Mr,. B^oke Lorf's dinner," he said^oaA

?^ ^d^otenfti
*^ ""- ^"^ -- - -'

"Monsieur!- he «dled. " Monsieur St Just !

"

But St Just wav«l his hand towards the office.

• ogmll,, tUmd mnUt of ft,r, «,~rall„»m« ..

•1». h. «m, oppote U,, g,„, ™,i^ j„, 1^1 ~"^
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the nave and the high altar beyond. The firet was a
gentleman, elderly and pompous; the second was a man
from ae markets, capped and clothed in shabby fustian

'AH alike!" St. Just muttered to himself. "AU
these people are superatitious ; they have no brain nor
reason. They follow their priesthood as sheep follow the
bellwether. He shrugged his shoulders. "For me, when
I bow outside of any door, it will be the one on the
(irande AUee, or else across the way." And he glanced
over at the gray bulk of the City HaU which marked the
western boundary of the ancient mai-ket square. " It is
the artistic ending of the place," he added, stiU to him-
self. « Once the Jesuit Barracks looked over the market
place; now it is the Hotel de ViUe. What would you
have.? In the end. Church must always yield to State.
In Prance we are learning the lesson ; but here, bah

'

These Canadians pin their beliefs to the hem of the priestly
soutane and march onward, always a step in the rear of
their leader." Then he tossed his burnt-out cigarette into
the midst of the congress of sparrows, lighted another and,
turning up Du Fort Street, came out upon the end of the
terrace.

Just behind the Champlain statue, he met Leleu who
tired mth his long day in the Parliament Buildings, had
also sought the terrace for a breath of fresh air and a
glimpse of his kind. It had been one of the warm, mel-
low days that come now and then, even in the Canadian
October. The trees in the Ring were shorn of their leaves ;

but the setting sun lay yellow on the teiTace and turned the
Beauport flats to a sheet of sapphire, the Levis heights to
a purplish flame. Already the lower town was in shadow,
save for the dome of the custom house and the square^
ugly bulk of the elevator near by. These, catching a glint
of sunshine on their lofty tops, formed the high lights of
a soft gray picture. In a sense, it «as a bit of aUegory •

I iBntl
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uncertainty of iRJSX:^^^'^^^, *''^of its ripened day. Bevond Z »L u* '^^ '"""«''*

CWles,„d, beyond a««rttT u*^'"
»"'' *''« ^^

which 'tn^^hesCiTnUKil^'lt'",!'^'"^
of the Beauport flats on and on t^i I

'*K">ning

To^jnente afthe end o^t^prpKuZ^ '""' "^^ ^''

on the terrC • but tfl
""? "^^11 "^^ *° *= crowd

satisfaction In hL^ffir 7°"''' *'""8 ''i" «»nty
thought of ArSetntiSlv OrTh '1' '"''' ''« ""^
"ad too late, he would H^' j- *•"* '^'™<=^ he real-

»ve when ^Jme Stut i„"°the
."^"°" " *'' *''"'"«'

into his larynx, with^^M *^f;.
«*"?«"* «nt his heart

In fact, altZgh Ka^Ll^T ^" "'«''' "* ^^i"--
to himself, it h!d bin th. u"'"«

*" «''"'' >*' even
which had bought Wm out;X?°'^ "' """"^ A^l'"«

back of the Champlabst^tu^ ^ ??V ^"'*^' "* the

In his ordinary rao^l^r* Tf*
^*iUe St. Just,

the society of" S^ '^^^^^f^''^ felt no desi„ for

Pngnant to him. There wrno^l u^^

""" ''°""> "^
I*leu had grasped the faTort^ ?!'

^''""'"'- »«'''»*

St. Just had JSed himlnii r*''r
""""^ P-^nce,

in that of LeC^ '"'" ""^ ^'""''"'y linked his am

andSu'i ihrtet^'Sh^i^V- Si^r^,
'^'--'^

" ^^^ '''' ^°" "«« ? " Leleu asked briefly.



St. Just laughed,

to you, and I C su«
„/*"'•"'«""'* » have spoken

«£.ou..H,orrL"^^:-^Hr;ou^hrj

..^mLwSt'j'r' T^-^""-! himself and.

into an^s t.-^^/ r^::' iLTiuTdr '•""

savoury to them both.
^ ^ """^

"And you ? - he queried. « Are you prospering ? "
St Just shrugged his shouldera.

'^ ^^
ha* ineTo pl^s" tdT:^ -^i-^ic^Hy. "The C«^i^

duggish of blood, chilled by yCtnoi LdZt:!! Tyour priestly traditions." ^ ""* '^**^"^ ''3'

Ldeu, in turn shrugged his shoulde.,..

^^^S:°4ix.^:t1^^^^ ^-. er

his hei"*
^"^ "• '^P'^'™ glance at the citadel above

ob:S"se„r„t;^;:j*"^«- •-' •'«^- p--." he

Th^^oTwe^'ir^^O^''"? "^'^^ ^^" "-*"*«'•

meaning.
P'*" ^' ^""^ «"« fra"ght with

thr?^''*^u"'
''^''"'"

'>'' '^*'"^ "harply. "Look ..the city, the province. The rod is Pnl^i; i, u . • •

wielded by French hand» «„/ u
^°K''sh; but it is

gn,w stroiier."
''' ^""^ ^^ y*"' *««« hands
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St. Just nodded a familiar greeting to an English sen-
ator. Then he said lightly,—

" Dreams, my dear Leleu. You think of a return, per-
haps, to the old regime ; but it is impossible. Even in
Paris, we have ceased to hope it."

"And we in Canada have never wished it," Leleu
answered curtly. "The shadow never moves backwatd
on the dial. It is of no return to the old regime that we
dream

; but of a regime which shall be wholly new."
Again St. Just nodded familiarly, this time to a lawyer

of provincial fame. Leleu supplemented the nod with a
deferential bow.

"And that? " St. Just queried, while he let go Leieu's
arm in order to light his third cigarette.

"And that," Leieu's voice dropped over the woids ;" that shall be wholly Catholic and wholly French."
St. Just tossed aside his match and snapped his fingers
"A fig for your Catholic and a fig for your French, my

dear feUow ! Your new regime is upon you, and perma-
nent. It IS wholly English and wholly Protestant. What
IS more, it is bound to endure."

Leieu's thin lips straightened.

« We outnumber them," he said, with crisp brevity.
« And what good are your numbers ? A little local

legislation, perhaps; but that is all. What have you
back of it.' Nothing. What have they ? An empire."

Leleu pointed to the scarlet spot above the King's
Bastion. °

"And so had we an empire, when our army lowered its
colours from that very staff. Empires change ; but the
spirit of empire outlasts its form."

St. Just threw the end of his cigarette over the rail
then felt in his pockefa for box and matches.
"You are epic, my dear Leleu. Why waste your

breath on a smoked-out pipe?"
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Ifileu's dark face flushed in hurt anger. He had
spoken earnestly, and his earnest convictions, he felt, were
no fit subject for ridicule. The lazy scorn in his com-
panion's tone cut him to the quick.
" The papal church is no exhausted power," he answered

a little sullenly.

St Just laughed.

« Perhaps. It is hard to my. At least, it is exhausted
in France, howevei-."

" But not in Canada."
" Who knows ? But, even if we grant its power, and I

do not, you are walking in a circle and, before you
know it, you will be treading on my heels. Unless you
throw away all logic, you Canadians, you will have to
admit that your contest for a new r^me leaves out
France entirely, and merely becomes a test of strength
between Rome and England, between Church and State.
Each will pull its hardest, and I— " he laughed lightly

;

" and, in the end, I shall add my little strength to the
pull of the stronger."

" And that," Leleu said shortly ;
•' will be the Church."

" I doubt it. The chances are not even. England, the
State, has its own church ; Rome, the Church, must build
its state."

" And that," Leleu said shortly again ; " here in Canada
will be the French."

St. Just shrugged his shoulders and threw back his head.
"As you will," he answered gayly. "French or Eng-

lish, it matters little to me. I have put to sea in an open
boat, and, though rowing sharply, I have lashed my
rudder in order to follow the current."

A bit perversely, Leleu allowed his words to fell on a
silence, and the silence lasted from the statue to the
middle of one of the five kiosks. Then St. Just spoke
again.
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a* T 11
"

'T" "* •'emanded.
St Just laughed shortly
« Merely that they w« Brooke r^M k u-

forestry legislation." ' ^"^^ '"» "ye on the

Then Leleu's eyes blazed.

d-nt P^niritr;tr: h^^r ^'r**^
^°

slanders as youra."
"®*" '°'" »"ch beastly

StTst'r^":|;r"f°"''^ •*'"'°"^«» ""ocent.-
me. Leleu, it ^/te LCT;:?^ ""^T-'y- "Believe
are pressing in your ea~r fi„

^'^'""™'*"e Lorf you
hand^hat is witWn X ^f" ' ••"' '' " ^er b«,ther-s

to-night?" *' '^" "^ »« you dining there,

" I am not."

m-t^yTt«.VC" m'.*°
•" *''«' »'' I hoped to

Then OK revoir, and pleasant^l^ ^ "* ""^ *"™ •'

And St. Just t'urn^l'^^ Ltrrhel^"" "'T
'^«*'»-'

"

mounted the step and c,3 th! T*' "''"* ^™
emor's Garfen, on his waTTht '"*'' *" «°^-
HiU. " ^^^ '° his room on Haldiroand

From the windows of the Tvl««,'i;k
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.K
" '^1 " "Uberant praise. Do you mean Mr. Leleu ?

"
Ae a.ked, as her eyes followed Jimmy', gl«„ce.

« Y"; ^"^ "'"P- "* '«'''» '^°*n <»> hi» luck."
And, like a true Briton, you pity the under doa?"

Jimmy held up a warning hand.
"Now don't »y .1 told you so,'" he begged. «Fact

"But if he is sincere?" Patience objected.

«2rdS;\ ^> ^^r^
°f England," he argued.And I m Unitanan," she retorted. « You two oui^htto join hands and leave me out. Neverthele^" I'd 2r

.i^P"f°'" '"^ ' '"^^ ^*-t-°t, a^d-"And ? Jimmy queried lazily

.hri1u^:^tur'°^'' " thebottomhalf of Wssoul,-

fin^l?^*^"' "* °^ *'••' "»»' S- Morris caught her

AA^''\^°^^'. °^ y°" Americanisms," he said toArline a htUe plaintively. "At home we say tappedbut^out here you talk about getting your bLW-'

"But" vonlT""*"".^'''
^°"''" *' "'""ded him.

little anient ^ I,"!

^"'?"'' ^^ ^^^ ''"' *"•> <"> oddlittle aiTOnt of kindly explanation.
" In Canada." she corrected him. " Here we leave the

.limm.v timuHl about and feced them

You 11 ha>^ hnn cawing next. It's only the nigge«

(!l
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plucked the ta.l feather, out of . bdd eagle «rf mountedthem m the.r haU. Uft bare at boUT ext^mitie., nowonder the poor thing shriek, a bit now and then."
But Patience interrupted him.

«h7£^;J„t^.
""'^'' •"«" '- >°" '-•'• '"e -Imon-

"Do you know- Sir Morn, addrewed the room at

tiThere."
'*'" *" **' ^"^^ "^ ^°" P°""'»' "*""-

we^ttt'hlrSr" """' *''' """"• ""• '''"™"

hi:.'^he rtSilf*"
'""• '" '"•™''" '"^ "^"""^

« Vou think not ? ITien I 'm not »uch a dufftr, afterdljperhaps he answered a little eagerly. " Did you find
It bad, too, when you first came ?

"

Jl'^r"!^^"'''
*' '"''' «"'*'y- "I" fi^. I •" onlybe^nmng to grasp it now. Will you have another cup ? "

But Sir Mom., too aWbed in his subject to replymerely waved a dissenting hand.
^^'

"And what do you make of it now ?" he demanded.

1 A^\ ^'*™'' *^'' *»»»«• «"d the Con«rvatives

Impjit
"'""''^ " '•'"' '^' ""^ '" hand for hU

" Oh MiM Tyler, what a beastly thing to ay ' " Jimmy
remonstrated. " We.Conservativ^ are not «> Li.y Wejust shut our teeth and do things " ' J-- "e

-BufT'/-"-.^'!:
^°"^' 'P"""* *'* '"dden interestBut what IS It that you do?"

and"!!,W-T'i*"'T,^
suppose: commerce and labourand pubhc lands Ask Mis, Tyler. I'm no politician'only a Conservative voter, you know."

Patience laughed.
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"I can oum it up in a word, Sir Morris" Au- aaid
gayiv. «It IS Conservative to be English."

"i>nd what about the Ubemk?- he asked, in some
perplexity.

" Oh, they are the other thing."
"And moreover," Jimmy added; "they spend all their

days downing the very thing that we want most."
But Sir Morris harked back to Patience's txplanation.
" And so," he asked ;

" aU the fellow. I 'm meeting here
are Con8er>ative8?"

"Yes," Jimmy assented carelessly; "or it amounU to
that."

Sir Morris shook his blond head.
"But, do you know, I'd rather like to meet some of

the other wrt," he observed.

" Mr. Leleu is a Liberal," Arline suggested quietly
"Leleu? The fellow with us, last night? But he

doesn't look — oh, the other sort of thing, you know,"
Sir Morris answered, in some surprise.

"He 'snot." Arline spoke with sudden decision. She
liked Sir Morris; nevertheless, his accent irritated her.
She could see no reason that he should develop a share of
the general antipathy to Leleu. To her surprise, Jimmy
ranged himself upon her side.

" Leleu 's not a bad fellow," he said. « He is no end
well bom and that, and they say he is a man who will bear
watching."

" Spoons ? " Patience interpolated, with perfect outward
gravity.

" No; his career," Jimmy explained, with the literalness
which assailed him at times. "The onU things against
him am his religion— he 's Catholic— "

Sir Morris interrupted him incredulously.
" I'hat fellow ! Believes in the Virgin, and uses a rosarv,

and all those things I

"

'I
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Agun Arhne .poke, and her voice »u d„rper.Why not ?
•• .he dem.nd«l. « At hasUhTh .incre,"Jimmy Ignored the accent on the pronoun.

No rearan
; only it i. a bit out of our line."

Arhne .hut her hand, together impatientJy.

.. rVJ"" r """^ ''"°" *° "» '°' °>" narrowne-."

in J '
"°L l'*'™*"""

«~="y." Jimmv a»ued, hi. hand.

A. a rule, it doe. n't get into our wt"

.he m'IhT "'' "T^ *•"* '°°'" t° *^ "i-do" "hew
..ri :.

PP."* •"" ""«»" »8»i'»' "•« pane.

" ^' •'
'''T^*"'"8

''"t enough a. it i.. And. when voucome nght down to the feet of it, Arline, you knlw you°d

Hi. wordj^ carele»ly .poken. «„t the «arlet blood intohi. ...W. cheeky She turned to f«» him, and h^JTr^blue eyes were blazing angrily.

makes Lodiff ."T "*" "'''"8' «/concern«l, it

Sir Morri. opened wide hi. fmnk blue eye*. A, a rulethe women he had known in «x=iety wejpronrto hav^'their nerve, under better control tlin thi,f Hemadeaponderou. effort at a joke.
xie made a

"Or a Liberal ?" he asked.

come'aThe'lr^*
"'' '"^ •""' "^^ »>« ^''^^ »>» "lour

r;; but it^l'LZ^ '"^- ^""'^'"^ -"«"' *" "*«'-

i„tl°w ^"^^"'IC
^'}'"'' """""^ *•*•"• 'J^en there came

"hieTdTff
^'

""I
"' •^"=''''"' '~™' " »••«' "-t on!

i. ttis the
^!^"*" ^'"*'" ^ P"^'^ •''"'• Sir Morris,this, the Conservatives work for the glorification of
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EnglLh »aety, Md the Liber.1. toil for th. rad «lvmtiuj,

Molly I would »e .bout the flowen." And, with . curtnod of farewell, »hc ,. a gone.

Uioughtftil, uid hi>^ thought, were on Arline. At length,
he aummcd them up ,doud and briefly

J'J^u^ V " '°.^' "^ '" ">« ''^ o""' • thing like
that! he ol«...vcd. And thu,, quite iirelevautly, he
wondered wl,„ w ,uW sic i.ct* o latience at dinner, that

And mewwhilc 1*1 „. i„ 1,., ,„„„ „„ Haldimand HiU.
waa sitting wift hi. .i; ..«, .,„ I.i, i,,^ hi. chin in hi.
nandiL For the hour, his thoughts were not of Arline,
nor yet of Patience. He wa> reg>etting, to the core c!
hi. honest, loyal muI, the exceeding fmnknen with wi.id.
hi. momentary depreuion had led him to .peak to 'i hiiij-
StJiut. Some men are bom to receive confidence itrers
only de.ire it Of thoM othen, St. J u.t was a tj x



CHAPTER SEVEN

ABOVE the fountain in the Ring, the snow lay heaped
in an irregular con«^ The Grande AUee was c^m^paratively clear; but down in St. Sauveur, the pacM

I^Zsirr " '"="' "*'• *'"' ^econd-story wiXtand the sidewalks mere narrow tunnels which rose at the—^,.ke a species of stile whose steps we„ chwSn the solid ice Across the te.race, the long tobogganshde stretched down from high on the glaciL ; and^night Its close lines of electric lamps showed a joviala belt motley throng of humanity, so bundled in ciaTofbanket and coon and curly black lamb that their castedistinrtmns were wellnigh oWitemted. The river wr a

Z el "h "/ "^* " ''^ '^''^ '"''- and tli hlrbjthe ebb and flow of J.e tide, now uniting in a level sheet

that crouched their way to and fro across its grinding sur-
face. The skies were cold and gmy, or barr^ by streaks

tlV" T'^rT^ '^^ '^"*""* Lau^ntides had turnedfrom blue to silver beneath their high-piled heaps of snow.Chnstmas had come and gone, and January and midwinter were upon the land.

New°E^"^anT '^T'T«» *° *»>« chilly dampness of the

tW o K^ ** *'"*" '^""^ ^^^ '-•'•'"''ing glory ofthe Quebec year. Capped with a fur-bound toque, ^theCO lar of her ^al jacket tunied up about her ea^and her
fists plunged deep inside her muff, she revelled in coid and

either made themselves into unsightly bundles of wraps
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and overstockings and thing, they caUed creeper, or elseremajuedat home in the stuffy aimosphere b^ind th^double windows. No matter what was^he day, Pat.Wwas sure to be abi^d. She walked and d:«ve fsheSthe morgue-hke air of the rink until she becam; an exr^rtcurler; she learned to manage her own toboggan ^^'^.lb^ shde at Bureau's, and her soft white blanks suit wh
.ts dashes of scarlet and black was generally to be sin

iwTnfoutr" °^t''«P™-ion.^when L snowsTo^

the Pkin,^ 7 Tn"''"'^,
*''« *«dy Cove Fields and

W f l.'"l^y?'^- ^"'"' dainty, happy and wellnigh
ndefafgable she was the constant centre of a shiftWthrong and ,„ the heart of the throng, there were twfunsh,ft,ng factors, Jimmy l^rA and Sir Morris PlanteAnd Patience accepted their society quite as a matter ofcourse, let them t^ on her snowsho4\„d hand her herbroom and carry her toboggan up the steps, aU wfth1o^hand good-fellowship which bespoke her Jrfect J^in^ness to perform a s.miUr service for them. Then she went

trst ' '^"
^u*""'

''«'«"«-d"h, she talked it 1 ovewith Stanwood whose professional work, that winter, left

htsT^hr '°" "^ ""' "'^ ""'- ^^-^'^^' '^"ti- of

Of Arline, she saw surprisingly little. The death of anancent aunt had debar.4d mS. B,-ooke Lorf S^ enlr

h^r^;;t'r:de'£-b;7ra'" rr"«
directly to M.. Bi«.ke t^. '^Z^o^^lt^.l':^
there until it was time to hurry awav with nnl. „ K^
word to Arline in the hall below.' IKJd „ cSI^kIfor the winter sports of the place ; so, for the mo Zfthe t„o girls met only at some social function, or wTen

rb^rv^"^ "
"n"''^''""^ ^^^^ i" "t the Tylei^:hbrary for a cup of tea and a welcoming woij. A^beside the teatray, in these Utter days, wL Jways hS

I
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I

brother Jimmy or else Sir Morris Plante, and, drawn up
before the blazing fire, as an invariable adjunct of the
scene, were the knitting work and cap and shoulder shawl
of Madame Hawkins-Smith whom Patience had seen 6t to
annex of late as a sort of supernumerary chaperon.

" I can't turn the boys into the cold streets, such weather
as this," she had observed to Stanwood, one night
" Madame Hawkins-Smith is right here in the house ; she
hates Jimmy, and she is a shocking gossip. All in all, I

think she is as formidable a bodyguard as I could have,
and, poor soul, she hw Bat Chop tastes on a green-tea

income. It 's a quid pro quo on both sides, and it 's

worth the quo to see Jimmy's face, when he hands her
her cup."

Arline, that winter, was a mystery, even to herself ; and
the mystery concerned itself wholly with her attitude

towards Amed(Se Leleu. As a matter of sentiment, the
young Frenchman suited her entirely. He was courteous,

kindly, distinctly lovable. His tact and devotion never
failed him ; for long months, he had been quietly sub-
ordinating his every wish to the pleasure of Arline, and it

was impossible for any girl, however wayward and cold, to
disregard his steady loyalty. And Arline, however way-
ward, was not cold. Weigh and reason as she would, the
value of her preliminary calculations was usually lost by a
swift wave of emotion which swept her far out to sea from
the prudent headland where she had taken her stand, so
far that she could regain her former position with neither

dignity nor safety. One such wave had seized her, the day
she had assured Jimmy, in the hearing of Sir Morris, that
Leleu's Catholicism counted for naught in her eyes. After-
wards, she had been too proud to retract her statement.

Rather than that, she had chosen to modify Iter attitude

to Leleu into agreement with it. And then another wave
had come, and yet another. And always, as she emerged
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from them, she saw Leleu before her, smiling a little, as he

held out a beckoning hand. Of all her friends, that fall

and winter, Leku alone luul never once aroused the op-

position of her imperious nature, it was not that he was

•Bmic, however; it was merely the result of his un-

swerving, generous devotion, of his tact which gave him
the instinct to avoid all points of possible antagonism.

Now and then, however, usually when she htid been at

some function from which the French element was con-

spicuously lacking, Arliue's intellect asserted itself and
warned her of possible points of danger upon which she

was inevitably drifting. It assured her that Leleu, as a

man, was above criticism ; but that Leleu, as a Catholic

Frenchman, was encumbered with a fringe of corollaries.

As time went on, these corollaries became more insistent

;

their very insistence bore witness to the increasing hold

which Leleu was gaining upon her life. She realized this

to the full, and she usually set herself to work to give her

intellect full sway. The end of the mood was unvarying

and wellnigh inevitable. A chance word to Jimmy or to

Mrs. Brooke I»rd brought up the subject of Leleu, and

their half-veiled antagonism to the thought of his con-

nection with Arline roused Arline's own antagonism to the

very dictates of her intellect. From her tiny childhood,

Arline had never yielded to opposition. It merely

strengthened her will to accomplish her end at any price,

at any sacrifice. Had Jimmy Lord but known it, he was

the most potent factor, just then, in determining the

equation of his .sister's life ; and next to Jimmy in potency

were the occasional workings of Arline's own intellect.

Nevertheless, Arline's sense of attraction towards Leleu

was emotional, not passionate. Leicii was the niOHt en-

joyable man upon her present horizon, not the most enjoy-

able man she ever had met, or ever could meet. Had he

been an inconspicuous member of her own serial set, albeit

i'i

'ill

Bt' .' i;/}

y

«*' '-?A* '. li-i^?*, »J
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scarcely admitted even to hen^lf !he hid
,'"'""'"«''

Jo.ne „™ote convolution ofyAtti^'tTot^l^

SS5SSpS5
r^veUtion. I„ the twenty-fi^t hourir^l^^ij
to h.m a revelation, and the second revelation wasTn^means pleasing. From that time onwai^ he delisted

- to the ^tblt o/A ,r„rconwT
'^"^*°'"^ - '^'^

swift revulsion of feelinlwhichSirt ""T"*^
""^

Sir Morris, meanwhile, was enjovinif life to the f„ll tk twinter. Peonle likm) him it •
*

.
'""' *"**

P "Hert him. It was i.i-possible to do other-



wise, when one looked into his clean blue eve, and I,,t.n«l

It , the custom of the country I'm after; and byjive

L ntrin
'" """' 1"^ "P"^''* -- "o™ he wentfloundering away upon the fleet heel, of Patience TvWwho had the superhuman tact to avoid both mXy^dpity in the welcome she acco.ded him

^
And Jimmy, by her other side, also forbore to utt^rdensive comment, although the sL^tacle of ^/m

S'v'tiVf:™'" °'^p*-""'^ "^-''-* ^ «'•

And so the careless, merry, bracing days were soeedin^b^ and midwinter was upon the land
'^ "»

snol Wr:it7Lv"'^', '""**^ ''''^™°°"' -'•- thenow locked city lay a-dazzle m a sunlight that wraooeH

£3^fatr;£^S;ii£:^3
ctchi:rwi.i?~heX:tr'1 r^'^W«Kl and on to Sillery K.Vol^firnliT
Arline was alone. No oixlinary pi^ui. could induce

It
I

•

' (

n

ru^sum.
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Mrs. Brooke Lord to fortgo her midday nap. Jimmy and
Sir Moms in a vast sleigh, plume-decked and heu>ed
with rugs, had driven off in the direction of the Cape, and
Brooke Lord admitted to a constitutional prejudice
against physical exercise in any form, so Arline set out
alone.

Leieu overtook her outside the toll gate. It occurred
to hira, m thinking it over afterwards, that he met her
upon the selfsame spot where, seven months before, he had
first faUen into step at her side. For the time being,
however, he was far too much in earnest to think of such
slight details. His mind was fixed upon one question,
and that question concerned itself solely with the future
of Arline and of himself.

The girl glanced over her shoulder, as Leleu's voice
sounded in her ears. She started slightly and smiled a
welcome

; and it seemed a matter of couree to them both
that Lel«u Hioold fall into step beside her. The ease
with which he did so betokened his frequent habit. But,
as was by no means habitual between them, their eyes
dropped apart, and then silence fell

Arline broke the silence resolutely. Leleu's eyes were
glowing; his lip., pressed close together, showed no trace
of his usual smile ; his hands, buried from sight in the
pockets of his fur-lined coat, were clinched into fists, and
the thumbs were shut inside the fists. Arline's breath
came short She was too much a woman not to know
y^ COM was before her and, face to face with the crisis,
she WW surprised to find its corollaries assuming undue
prominence. They even gave her a swift dislike of the
brown Franciscan friar who went plodding past them, his
girdle of knotted cords beating softly against his side with
every step of his bare red feet. For the moment, it
seemed to her not only that Leleu himself stood for that
and for infinitely more besides, but that he was mutely
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••king for her to stand for it, too. She shivered slightly
and quickened her pace, as she broke into voluble de-
Mnphon of the matinee to which she tiad gone with
Patience, only the day before.

(^ietly and without interruption, Leleu heard her
to tiie end. The end was slow in coming. It lasted to
the cemetery gate, and back almost to the Belvedere-
but I*leu made no attempt to hasten it. Instead, he
aUowed It to drop into a silence so pnrfound that Arline
found herself paralyzed and unable to break its thiobbine
hush. Then, at length, Leleu spoke, simply, as ««» his
wont.

" MiM Lord," he s«d, while, deep in hi. pockets, the
knots of his fiats grew tighter ; " it is well that I have met
you here. I have much to say, much to ask. I — per-
haps I cm do it better in the open air and «r^ you aloK.
Is It that you are willing to listen and hear me > "

Arline hesitated, caught her breath, looked at him
implonngly. The crisis had come. She had known it
«.s coming, had braced herself to meet it, only to find
that she was no more ready to meet it than she had been
months before. It involved much, she knew. Va»melJ
she telt that it would involve still more, that upon the
known coroUanes hung yet other corollaries of which as
yet she did not dream. She held herself steady, unvield-mg

;
but she allowed herself to meet the eyes of'Leleu, and

instantly there flashed into her own eves a tendemes.s such
as they rarely knew. Again she steadied he.,ielf ; but,
without her willing it, already the crisis was post In her
ears was the echo of her own voice, saying quietly —

" Yes, I am willing."

And with her permission Leleu spoke, quietly no
longer, but, now that constraint was ended, with a" fiery
passion which betrayed his strain of Gascon blood. And
Arline, listening, strove in vain to stem the tide of his
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turned again to f.LhT^ °^ «'lf-«»ertion, and

~pidil:"°"Y5:rrr?-i."^r^'y''" '•''^•"»'« -^
rJ- J .:v_ T •snghsh and Protestant; I am Catho]^ and FVench. We are of two mce», two cre^T The

m«tte« c««l or blood to tho«> who love e^hTher ?^And once more Arline caught her h^ath h„f u;« the ,ne,tio„ to fall."«unante^ri±' £
vent tW ?^Lr*" '^"^ ""^ P^'"« t''^ ^™"''*-''n con-

von \*J!
""*

^°-'°I
^f-^Jiction," he «id briefly. " Willyou, too, come inside the chapel?"

The intervalt^rtlXrS^^^h:; rT"collect anew her forces Tt wlil^lj iJ. u j . ,
"* *°

-J, .1... .,..«,, sk. MoZVhi^ i' ;".ts
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Jh„. » \-^^ " °"1 "P"' '""" ''«~"'. "he longed tothrurt a .tick among the jarring wheel, of her con«^us!ne«.nd force them out of their *Ientle» .\aAJ^ ^ofa,udden,,heopened h^r eye, and wt e«tt. ThfwhhSwa, «.ded; the spiritual di,.«ine,, had gone. She 3v«t thua., quiet wa.fng. still as one apart flt.m herself, o

»til knelt, motionlm wve for the quivering of the slimdark hands that hid hi, face fi-om Ariinc', iht.
'

Up in the gallery above her head, the organ wa, sobbing «,ftly. Through the low doo; at theTft of Thechancel, the white-robed nun, came gliding n two by

Wrth''*«°;
*"

^r^'
»""* '^'^ their hand, cl^pSbeneath their filmy veik For one ,hoit instant, tCpaused to kneel and ki» the floor before the alta wher^

they flitted away to their seat, in the dim chancel andmore came after them, and yet more
'

frir^lTi""' r*''?^' ^^ ''"'"«' ''y th" «"ne burlyfaar she had met outside, fell upon unheeding ear,. M?chanically Arline was taking account of all the artistic
detail of the nlac.e

: of the tall white pillar, lightem' heland there witk slender cx,lumns of p„.k and fi.ei , of thideep red hangings, of the tiny dot, of light tippn« thecandle, c u,tered at the .hri/es, of the yellowffis of

c^HH*; r^p' f V^^
'''"'^' S^«^^ ''^ "<• Saint Anthony

frocked fnar whose face and ™bes stood out in ruH«.daji,tenty f™m a^ong the dainty little nun, who flllK
chancel. And all these were the cor,.llanes.

Abruptly she returned to conscious thought, llie «r-

tTret'Zl '^'''

V""- ""^ '"•^ t*-" A"-' ""IVto return, his coarse brown fi-ock exchanged for Hlisten-jng white rob^ stiff" with thread, of ^d «
„ " Hv™Reverently he drew near the altar, bowfj.g i.. pi^/erf^j

£3
'
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Oh, S(Uutaru Hoatia,
Quae coeU pandit oitium.

co2'!£"" ^"'^'^ '«»'"• ""» Arline felt her b,«.th

»e™^ to have been ordained ator^irr,e for the mere «,k^



m
CHAPTER EIGHT

OH. the devil!" Jimmy observed to hi, mor, „«tmormng. " It '. aU «t up. «,.ly to go to p„^;M «K.„ a. they cu get a di,pen«tio„ from the Pope
D..pensat.on Arime

! A. if the fellow did her . favour
to marry her, and h,,d to get permiwio.. for it ! Man pro-p^csand then the Pope dispense.; and she'll be niar-nedm the back k.tchen of the Basilic, by a pn est in .black smock frock without any whife lace ovenik.rt Ohdamn

!
And he cast a^ide his ra/or and sought cold

water and a towel.

It had bee
. late, the night before, when Arline had lefther room and come down to the library where the Brooke

Lords and Jimmy sat talking before the fire. Brief aswas her announcement that she had promised to marry
Amedee Leieu, nevertheless it had aroused a storm of
opposition. Contrary to her custom, however, Arline
pasMd Uirough Uie storm without sharing in its fury.
Cold and pale and very quiet, she waited for its ceasineThen she merely reiterated her determination, rose andwent away again up the stairs and into her own room.
Ihe fire of her emotion seemed to have burnt itself out to
Mhes, and the ashes had whitened past the possibility of
being stirred once more to a glow. The stniggle had
come earlier out on the Grande Allee, in the Franciscan
chapel on the twQight walk towards home when Leleu's
fervent words had branded themselves on her mind and
seemed to seal her once and forever as his own. She had
yielded herself wholly to the fire of his love ; like a tired

M
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\\\

child, she was glad to turn away from the struggle and
Its corollaries and rest in the strength of his devotion,
secure m his loyalty and happy in his happiness. And
then, just as they were parting at the door, he had spoken
other words, strange words to Arline, and fraught with
sinister suggestion. DUpemation had been one of them,
aiid It had sent Arline away to her room, to begin her
struggle all anew. *

The outcome of it was ineviuble, however. The oastwas over; it had left her weary and apathetic. The
present was intoxicating, and, under its spell, the futuregrew dun before her eyes. The dispensation was a mere
detail of form. It was enough that Leleu was Leieu, and
loved her and that the whole gentler side of her nature
triumphed m the possession of his love. She bathed her
eyes, rearranged her disorded hair and went down to the
library to brave the inevitable storm.

"It's not U\eu himself that I mind," Jimmy said to
Patience, the next afternoon. " He 's a good fellow and a
gentleman. I m not too sure he 's not fully good enoueh
for Arhne. Molly makes a row because he's French
It s not quite that with me, either. Of course, I like the
English better; but I strongly suspect that Leleu's family
ti'ee IS black oak, when mine is nothing but scrub."

Patience nodded.
"I've always liked Mr. Le'eu," she said.
Jimmy laughed shortly.

"A long way better than you have Arline," he suir.
gested. =

"N—no." Patience fibbed bravely, for she saw the
trouble m Jimmy's eyes, and she knew that it was by no
means the first time the trouble had come there by reason
of Ar me. « I do like your sister ; it is only that I am
not like her."

Again Jimmy laughed shortly.
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" Thank heaven for that
!

" he interrepted and, for the
first time in their acquaintance, Patience heard a rinjr of
real bitterness in his honest voice.

" But, after all," Patience queried, after a muse ; " what
18 your objection to Mr. Leleu ?

"

"His religion," Jimmy made answer, with morose
brevity.

"But why?" Patience asked him. "Of course, he is
a Catholic

;
but he is so honest and sincere about it aU.

What difference does it really make ?
"

But Jimmy answered with a question.
"Miss Tyler, have you ever lived much in a Catholic

country ?
"

She shook her head.

"No; only here. But I can see that it makes all the
difterence in the world; you have so many here."

j.-^^" Jimmy echoed gravely; "it does make all the
difference in the world. We, who are bom facing it,
know the difference, too, for what it's worth."

Patience drew her warm finger-tip across the frosted
window pane, then watched the frosty crystals creep up
and cover the gash.

"^

" It amounts to— that !

" she said then.
But Jimmy tore his time card straight across

*u "i^"'" }^ ^^^
'- " " *"'°"''*^ *° *••"' "hen it comes into

the life of a Protestant woman. She remains a Protestant •

but she is wedded by the Catholic chureh and welded into
It. She IS torn across and across, and taken away from the
roots of her old life and grafted upon a new. Sometimes
she takes root there and grows and blossoms. Sometimes
she just withers and dries away, and then it is an end of
everything. Are you ready? Come." And he rose to
his feet.

The vivid sunshine of the day before had been followed
by gray, cold clouds. The city walls, in the dun-colouied

n
It
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light, were dark and sinister and dreary. Out in the
country, the snow-clad fields and the ice-locked river
stretched away like pohshed sheets of steel, and, to the
northward, the mountains rose in a dark blue line that
heralded a coming storm. Harely did the clutching
hand of winter hold the place in a ruder grasp. For
the hour, the physical cold was as nothing in comparison
with the chill depression wrought by the forbidding,
sunless sky.

Jimmy's mood, that day, matched the sky. Neverthe-
less, he had fulfilled his engagement to take Patience out
to the Falls for an afternoon of sliding. There would be
a certain relief in the physical exercise ; there would be an
even greater relief in the society of Patience, in talking
thmgs over with her and in viewing them with her sane
and steady gaze.

The morning had been an endless one to Jimmy. For
the first time in his life, he had found Molly in a fractious
mood, when he had met her at the breakfast table.
Arhne had been heavy-eyed and listless, and Brooke had
bolted his food and fled away to his office, eager to escape
the surcharged atmosphere. Once and for all and ex-
plidtly he had said his say, the night before. Brooke
Lord might be prosy and ponderous ; but at least he
lacked the vice of useless iteration.

While Jimmy and Arline yet lingered at the table, Mis.
Bi-ooke Lord had excused herself on the plea of giving
needful orders to her cook. Left to themselves, the
brother and sister had faced an awkward pause. Then
Jimmy had suddenly bent forward and laid his hand upon
Arline's, as he said, with the tenderness only a laiw man
can ever show,—

" Arline, old girl, you know I care no end about you and
all that, that I 'd give my ears for the sake of helping you
on. I 'm deuced sorry for you, sorry about it all; but—
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IlikeLeleu,you know; he's a good little fellow -but,
after all, do you think it 's quite worth while ? "

He felt the answering clutch of Arline's cold fingers,^e^she drew away from him and buried her fa<* in her

" Oh, if I only knew I" she answered brokenly "
It is

all so tangled together, and I -Jimmy, it's no use. I
love him, and I Ve given my word."
And with the pitiful wailing note still sounding in his

ears Jimmy pushed back his chair, rose and laid one handon her hair.

" Arline," he said slowly ; « this is no light matter. Youknow all that it implies. I want you to do the right thing
afld to be happy, want .t for your sake and for the sake ofthe dear old pater But, back of it aU, the matter rests

»^ u"*^ " "^^ ?""• ^^ y°" ^°^* him the way you
should, the way he deserves to be loved, the rest won'tmake any difference. If you don't, and ar« going into
this thing with your eyes wide open, then heaven help you '

Once for all, make up your mind just where you stand'

Se "ou"''^''
'* ''' "" '""^ "" ^°"'" '""•^'' ^'" '*""<*

The bust- was broken only by Ariine's long, sobbing
breaths.

, even that sound ceased and all was quietJimmy waited a little longer, his hand still resting on her
OMr. At length he turned away and shut the door behind

Those of Jimmy's friends who met him abroad, that
morning, wondered at his absorption in himself, at the
absence of his usual jovial smile. At nightfall, when hispo,^ had been somewhat restored by his long afternoon
with Patienre m the open air, he smiled grimly to himself
as he recalled the many miles of pavement he had coveredm his restless, aii.nless wandering. Towards noon, crossing
from Fabnque Street to Buade, he yielded to some sudden

R
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impulse and, entering the Basilica, he sat down in one of

the middle pews and gave himself over to wondering how
it would feel to be an integral part of the congregation

who gathered there to share its pompous ritual. In the

dull winter midday, the arches draped themselves in sombre
shadow, and the chancel, lighted only by the undying lamp
of the inner sanctuary, was wrapped in a gloom as heavy as

that which wrapped h' .lood. Dimly through the gloom,

he could make out the ii„.ire of a priest moving to and fro

before the high altar. Once the clatter of a falling book
echoed across the silence. Then the silence dropped
heavily over the heavy gloom, and Jimmy rose and hastily

sought the door. The silence and the gloom and the sweet,

faint odour of incense stifled him and made him aihiid.

And his father, dying, had called Jimmy to the side of

his bed and bidden him be brave and take good care of
little Arline. His steps rang sharply upon the icy pave-

ment, as he rounded the comer by the post office and came
out upon the terrace.

From the window of his room where he sat reading his

home letters. Sir Morris spied Jimmy, leaning on the rail,

his shoulders shrugged together and his chin on his flsts.

Bending forward. Sir Morris watched him intently for a

moment. Every line of Jimmy's figure told of trouble and
dejection. Sir Morris laid down his letters, cast a regret-

ful glance about his warm, luxurious room, gave a quick

little shiver as he looked out at the dun gray sky and then

rose and picked up his fur-lined coat. A moment later,

his cheery voice broke in on Jimmy's reverie.

" What 's the row, old man ? " he demanded.

Jimmy never raised his eyes from the river.

" Oh, it 's you," he said ungraciously.

Notwithstanding his pity, a twinkle came into the

depths of Sir Morris's blue eyes. Not so, as a rule, were

people wont to receive his friendly sympathy.
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St,ll .J,„„„y, heavy eyes re.te,l upon the swift, darknv^r upon the sh.fting, grinding cakct of ice.
How enough," he blurted out de.s,«rately. " Arlinehas announced her engagement to Lelcu."-

tachS'lent'enl^""" «"• ^^-^s ~poke in th«. de-

.K
"
!^1'u'{ f-"

"^''""">''' ""*"'«'• *«•* '•"rt
; but hix tone

;;

But the fellow is a Catholic !

" Sir Morris explode-i.

ehiwt"'; "I^m"^'
"''^'" ^/"'^ "^'^ ^°'- Catholic

jfn t

S.r Morris announced, in a second explosion.Jimmy turned up his sable collar about his ears.

wa/u;"th:;^^i^;°^^'"''^-"^-
"^'°- «••«»-

ITie wind, sweeping down the river, cut their faces
^l.arply

; but both men .ere too absorbed i„ thetTuWto heed Its impact. Sir Morris was the next to speak^What has come over the girl ? " he asked
Jimmy's laugh grated, even on his own ear^
Leleu has." Then he relented. "No; that's notfair,'- headed. "I like Leleu. He's an all-ro^^ld g^'felW He can't help his Catholicism ; it 's congeniteS

hereditary and all the i^st of it. For all pmrt cal our
IK^es, ,t doesn't matter in the least. But TLen t comtto having your sister marry him— "

had pr^^SlttinT ''' ''''- '"'° ""'^ '^"""y

him." he Lm Iw^J""^'"
*^ --^ ""^-'"'y ''- a'^-t

" That 's the worst of Ariine," Jimmy answered " Y„„can never tell. She is a bundle of ne/ves and a" snarl ofemotions, and she never stops to straighten out the snarh
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She may love Leleu to distraction ; she may be going into
It just because— " He pulled himself together sharply.
'I beg your pardon, old man. I've no business to be
talking over my sister with you. I suspect this thing has
gone on my nerves more than you 'd think it might."

Sir Morris nodded in kindly comprehension. He waited
until Jimmy had swallowed once or twice. ITien he took
out a leather case.

" Smoke ? " he asked laconically.

"Thanks," Jimmy replied quite as laconically.
And they tramped on again without speaking.
When Jimmy broke the silence, his tone was quieter,

his accent had lost somewhat of its nervous haste.
"Leleu will make her a good husband," he said then.

"I ve not the least doubt of tb»^ He is a genUeman
and, what counts for more than tl in managing Arline
he 's steady and patient. From whi. . I 've been hearing

—

I've been hearing things at the club, you see— in character
the fellow is a veritable Galahad. If a French fellow gets
that reputation at an English club, you can depend upon -t
ttat there 's something back of the reputation. As a race,
here in Quebec, we are n't prone to endow our Gallic friends
with any imaginary virtues. It 's much more likely to be
the other thing we give them."
"And, after all," Sir Morris suggested, with a palpable

attempt at consolation ; « the feUow's Catholicism may not
count."

But Jimmy demurred.
"It 's meat and drink and the breath of life to him, old

man. What's more, I can't help a sneaking sort of ad-
miration for the way he take. it. He never obtrudes it,
never takes it out and shoves it under our eves ; but he
never fails, somehow or other, to make us fe 1 that it 's
there. He 's Catholic French to the core of h.s soul, and
It 's a mighty good soul, too. I wish mine were as good.
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queneS!
'"^'^ ''"' """^ '"^ '''« •=>»??" Sir Morn,

gets under fire a3 ?- t-
" position when t

take him up, not past the outer layers • shp II L T u

mother of a &™i1 V ^^ ^"^"^ "' *""«' *« '" ^ the

CkfL Indian a' TT^*? "*° J"'"'*'- ^'^"'h at

evitable; butit's bound l":^. sot' ^t/iWe^ien";comphcations now and then " '"convenient

NrMorris tossed away the end of his cigar.

« ZiZ ^y «'""S to be married ?'^ he asked'Nobody seems to know. There ')! havJ f„tL
sort of a dispensation, you see

" ** '"'""

^^a^Morris's blue eyes widened to show their encircling

"Dispensation!" he echoed.

without The iW ^ A T * "*"> * Protestant,

every dioJr ITflr ™'
f"^.""**^

°^«' "^ '^t'^'' *»

Ihat s the worst of the whole. At this point of

w
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proceedings, it geems safe enough to promise that they
shall be brought up Catholic. When they appear and
begin to know things, it's another story. Fancy me, yoi-
linow, going out to one of the convenu'to hear my future
nevvy be quizzed in his catechism ! I don't mean to be a
bigot, old man ; but, hang it ! Catholicism isn't the only
thing that 's congenital, not by a long ways.""

That night, Jimmy dined at the Garrison Club. The
domestic atmosphere was still overcast, and he had angled
in vain for a bidding to dine with Patience and her
brother. Failing that, he telephoned to Sir Morris to
meet him at the club and, later, to go with him to the
theatre. Underneath the remainder of his motives lay
one, strong, but yet only half formulated. Just otuy'. more,
he had a longing to be in the old place and on tnc old
terms. As soon ns the news of Arline's engagement
should spread abroad, Jimmy was well aware he would
be doomed to walk, a marked man and the cynosure of
curious eyes that watched him askance in order to see
how he took it.

As he left the low stone building and came out into
Louis Street, the snow was falling softly. Jimmy fastened
his coot, shivered a little and glanced regretfully back at
the scarlet warmth of the curtains which opened here and
there, to give tempting vistas of the brilliant room within.
Then suddenly he strai^j'-itened his shoulders, and his head
lifted itself proudly.

"Good e.ening, Lord!" St. Just was saying, as he
halted in Jimn./s pathway. "I hope I may not be too
early in sending my good wishes to your sister; but I
have just been talking with Leleu. Permit me," his voice
took on an edge as of keenest steel ; " permit me to con-
gratulate you upon your future brother-in-law who, as you
know, is a most good Catholic."

And Jimmy braced himself until, by sheer force of
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indomitable will, his voice rang out in its wonted hearty
tone,

—

" Hang the Catholicism, St Just ! It 's Leieu himself
that we count."

Then, with his hand shut tight on the sleevj of Sir
Morris, he turned and croiued to the Esp'anade.

iPI
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CHAPTER NINE

CHANGE the name and not the letter," Patience
obwrved nententiously.

Stanwood helped himnelf to more bacon. The Tvleni
gave them«ilves the luxury of having their Undlady irve

iZj r.- * "i
*^"". °*" "P^rtment From her child-

hood. Patience had alway. .toutly maintained that the
beginning of the day .bould be l<ept free from invasion.
ITie early houra were the hours of family life.
SUnwood glanced up from his bacon.

'Two negatives make one affirmative."
''Generally

; not always But this is a podtive state-ment and doubles its foree."

Stanwood laughed.

7z Til h""^
*"'''"•'"'''' ""'••^*' " "A plain

JJ.. wiU do for any eme^jency, even-" he glanced upgain, his grave eyes lighting with whimsir,! fun; «even
in case of a second marriage."

" Stanwood !

"

« Well, why not? " he queried placidly. « You knowwe neither one of u, regard this as'^a «.tisfactoiyLutZ
l^^%^"'ut!lJ"

'"''°°'' "•'™ '^y P-'Wems wouldn'tcome, I rubbed them out and started fresh
"

shaU advise Leleu to try the same method."
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"You're not .Mr to Xrline," Patience wid in dul fbl»buk.
;
but her voice. .. .he .poke. l«ked «ir™nvtio:With grave eye^ Stanwood .tared 'own at tl.c bit of^^n wh.ch he wa, aUent-mindedl, .Ubbing with hU

her" ^l?t ' blll't
^^^"'^ '"' "''' •''"'^- " ' don-t like

wk rVu .
,^" ' ' P*"^ < 'he fain,e». They'reboth of them takmg trsmendou, ri.k, in goin^ intolhi!th.ng. The chance, break about even onTr'blS un

Sf, hVt""
' ""'

''
'•

'- ^- '^' -«-K

swtec^k'i^h"r
"^

''
'"'••

"
*' •'«'"'

"If. too late for tha^ Pat fhey've broken theirb~d, and now they mu.t eat it iV. boTnd to be

Jotli^lT
.""^ **"' " """"• *-'-'«" whether ^

"meoff " " ^''°'"^ '^'-* '^™' '•- ^ -Wing

" At nine o'clock."

Stanwood roM from hia Mat

'I

Heathenish hour !

" he observed. « What's the use ? -

can't^e-^'pr ^f«""- '» 'he mas., which Thy

.n^ * r f '"'^ "°""y- '^«" impetuously .hesprang to her feet. "Oh. Stanwood, it's horrible!^ All

«Sav« no end of hss, though," Stanwood commented

ftTS^- "''°' "^^ ""*' "''^ '•"^•J '«'- thrjjht of

"She did n't know."

1

*i

*'ll
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"Even the sin of ignorance gets punished, Patsy,"
Stanwood replied laconically.

" But how could she know it ? " Patience urged.
" Living here, how could she help it ?

"

" I suppose it never occurred to her to ask."
" How did she find out? "

" Mr. Leleu told her."

Stanwood whistled.

"Poor Leleu! "he said.

.«7^ '* °""* ^"^ •**" '^^'" Patience assented.We women don't like to give up what you call the fuss •

the wedding march and the lights and the palms. It
must have been hard for Mr. Leleu to have to tell her
that she must lose it all."

Stanwood took up his hat.

"I wonder if he also told her what he was losing," he
said. " Knowing Leleu, I doubt it."

" What is he losing ? " Patience demanded hoUy. « The
man never cares about those things."

Stanwood was already in the doorway. He paused,
with his hand upon the knob.

"No," he answered; "not for those things; but for
others. To a man like Leleu, it's no light thing to feel
himself under the ban of his church, to know that his
marriage is a direct violation of its law. For my part,
even if I am no Catholic, I should hate it to have my
wife classed as a Prohibitory Impediment."

« But if he loves her ? " Patience aigued weakly.
"Leleu also loves his church, Pat. For Arline's sake,

he IS giving up a good deal more than the Lohengrin
march and a whole dress parade of palms ; and, instead
of bewailing her loss, it would be a bit decent for her to
remember his."

Arline, however, had given no thought to that phase
of the situation.
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J/v™^^ B
'g"°"'»'»> "n, then Arline had sinned

fwJftT^^ .K
" "^"^ '^""'*^ '" " "'> «»'«'* eleven

twelfths of the population were Catholic and where mixedfflamag^ were frequent, it had never onc« occurred tothe girl to mform herself regarfing the conditions of sucha marriage She had a vague idea that certain especial
arrangements were necessary; she had no idea at «J1 in

"^^u^^ ^ ,"**"•* "'' '"* arrangements. Even aftershe had dnfted little by little into fspecies of intim^y

couJ have but the one inevitable end, she had yet takenno steps towards her own enlightenment It had re-mained for Leleu, then, to enlighten her
Gently and with infinite tact, he had approached thematter, upon the eve of the signing ofThe marriage

settlement Ariine had given but a careless atteS
to h« words. Then she had brushed them aside enti,;;

\ es, yes
; but don't look so worried, Amed*. Brooke

~fd?"Youl*^*-
^"* '"" •''' >°" ««* this hor^d

T^l ^°""*;'°»'«asacro»'. I wish you could learn

^kts"^^- ^-'"^f^^-PtednotJma.ysuch™

his'r~ '" *°"^' " """" "''^ ^''^ --ty from

yo:/;it^re''d2^°''''^^^-''''^-*>'^-^-f Having

But Arline flushed. Then she frowned

ml°^^'"''^ P:*yy™'" ^he said; "but I blame you

Ih »^"! ' .**" ^""" "^Pti"". to-morrow night,«nd just th,nk what a spectacle you'll be, with your n^

2 that : f^''™'
*' "^^^^ ^^'^ *••- gentlernote that came mto her voice at times, « You pTr oldboy, you ought to be in bed. Come and sit by theLbrary firo and talk to me. What if you did have1 m
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engagement ? You are mine, you know ; and I forbid

your going out into this storm."

And Leleu, as he listened to the cadence of her voice,

wholly caressing and womanly and winning, cast to one

side the doubts which had assailed him, whenever he had

thought of the settlements to be signed upon the morrow.

The doubts came back to him, however, while he watched

the growing frown on Arline's face, as she listened to the

voice of the lawyer reading out the formal clauses ot the

marriage settlement. The most of it she heard in scowl-

ing silence : the rights oi her dower, the solemn pledge

that in no way should she oppose Leleu in the ftill exer-

cise of all the forms of his religion. Her eyes blazed

with a sombre fire and she shut her teeth, while her mind
rushed swiftly to and fro over the Catholic ritual in so far

as she knew its laws ; but, in the end, she gave a frigid

assent. Then the fire leaped up again at the second

clause.

" The children, Amedee ? All the children ? " she de-

manded, and her flaming cheeks were not alone ttom

the modesty of maidenhood.
" It is the law," he told her.

" But only the sons. Not all ?
"

"Yes."

She turned upon him fiercely.

" I '11 not consent. It' is not right, nor just, nor honour-

able. You never told me, never warned me."

Leleu's face went white.

« I tried to tell you."

"When?"
" Again and again. Last night."

Regardless of the cold, curious eyes of the lawyer, of the

obvious annoyance of Brooke Lord, she made a hasty step

forwaitl and laid an imperious hand over the papers

spread out upon the table.
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" I will never consent in the world," she burst out. " It

is unfair and fraudulent. I should have been told.''

" But I did tell you, Ariine," Leleu urged gently.

" You did not At least, I did not understand."

" I tried my best."

"You should have insisted. You have no right to

force me, unprepared, to assent to things like this." Then

her tone softened. "Think of it, Amedee ! You ask me
to give it all, to give it for your sake. You are resign-

ing nothing. I am called to sign away ray children into

religious slavery. There should be some division, some

opportunity for choice."

But again Leleu said, steadily, albeit with shaking

lips,—
" It is the law of the church, Arline."

" Whose church ? " she demanded fiercely.

Even in the light of her angry eyes, Leleu dropped his

head devoutly, and he spoke with the simplicity of a child.

"Of mine," he answered. " Of the Catholic Church of

Christ."

A hush followed his brief words. Then Arline walked

across to the window and stood looking out into the

street.

"Well, if I must," she said, with harsh impatience.

"Very well. I agree to the condition."

But Leleu, as he went away to his room, looked wan, as

a man stricken with mortal disease.

The mood passed off, however, and, on her side, Arhne

sought to make amends by her increased gentleness for

the wounds she had been reckless in inflicting. The scars

were there ; it was impossible for her not to see their

mark. Seeing, she spoke no word of regret; but she

poured out upon them the balm of tender, pitying care.

Twice more, however, there had been a similar stormy

scene. The second had been the natural result of the

i;l



94 Hearts and Creeds

from acon.picu^^;l^'t'';^,7" -<=^idi"g '°^''''*^

Lent and oL thehVi3 4o%?^"tt^
'"

"ig as excuse for their kvoidana-nftlT^ f^ "'°"™-

of which she had alJi;, diT^irh"'''""'''
""^^'"^

Jimmy had come to the su^Zf„f r ?
^'' ??'^ ""''"'«''

wtrhr;rj;r„Ter„d'trr™ °^ ^""'«™
not even be held in fh» B r u

'^^n'ony could

bannle.s,pray2L;mtlL J.^h'^l^"* 'f
'^'^g-^

sacristv in the ,C '''"" '""PJ'<=ity of the

thSifSi;i^":;ltf f'^r™ »"'' *"«^ -* *»

found him stil on h °feef hL^i."'K Z'"''^.
«™^ '^'^"

^"ght to plan s^mlfel- ^i^'"^:'"''q"'«'.«Wlehe

together thrfragrnJjTi/^t*.K-"" P'<^
gentle and rathrpat tlk her bt ."/

.'"-" /'''"^'
calm, before she went to tt

™
,

'^•'^^t '" leisurely

later, Leleu w^on thl .f
^^\^\P^''"''- Ten minuti

eyes alight
"'P^ '"' "P^ «°»t«ady, but his

stot,'tre w^rha^-PP'""' r' ^''""' »-*--" -» and
land.

'"^ """" ""'' g°"«' and June was in the

had'^'irsetitt'::" t '"^'l**'^"'
^'^''"^' -^ «•>«

when the evenins'^un h„/^ "^ .^""' ^'"'^ '''^ "'gh*

Leieu's introduction to her^.r''
"^ '^'''"" '^'' -'-

wife. In the ear v mnL: Z^"" "*"" '° '^"'"^ hi'

came up th^ ^5 rd™4l tV^tlrf
'''^^'^"

Arline was fully dressed l^A i. , . ^ "' '* *as.

Accustomed tho'ugtTia.t£,3 IV" '""^ ''«"•

as ho looked uponVy^;^'^;tt,^L^
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enng pnde R^rdless of Molly's strictures conceminif
the proper dress for so quiet a ceremony, Arline's imperi-
ous w.U had earned the day. It was enough to lose the
wedding march and the throng of guests ; she would not
be deprived of the wedding gown as well. And Leleu, as
his dazzled eyes rested upon his bride-elect, felt that shehad chosen wisely and with consummate skiU. Dressed
trom neck to heel in shimmering lines of white, her head
i-ose proudly and her eyes, from between her parted veil,
glowed hke two v,olets wet with the fi^h morning dewOne hand caught back the floating folds of lace ; the other
clutched at a huge sheaf of greenish-white bride roses
whose wide-open heads drooped heavily from their long
green stalks. *

Leleu drew one d-ep, full breath. Then,—
'' Arline ? " he said, and he held out his arms
And, as she came softly forward to meet him, a single

petal feU and lay on the floor at his feet.
Later, a little group gathered in the plain, oak-ceiled

sa^sty: Brooke Lord and his wife, Jimmy, the Tylera
and Sir Moms Plante; and on the other side of the
room, apart, yet of the company, stood the friends and
kinsmen of Amedee Leleu. Then, while the hush was
breathless, there came the venerable Pere Leleu, his hands
clasped reverently, his white head rising nobly flx)m above
his plain black soutane; and after him there came
Amedee Leleu and Ariine Lord. And, as they came
slowly forward to tht centre of the waiting group, a«cond petal detached itself and feU to the floor at their

The sacristy was very still, and, across the stillness, the
sonorous voice of the priest echoed with ten-fold solemn
import, as he read the service, brief and bereft of all but
the simplest, most needful worfs. And, aft«r him, Leleu,
grave and earnest, repeated his vow,—

r J

"I

^i
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»I, Am&l^ take thee, Arline, for my lawful wife

"

Then came the turn of Arlino TV. T .

,

until a few more -tT'lo^T '°, ''" '"""^' *'»''

one after one, uln^S i^ SuhT r.K""^ '^P'^'

«r n^
*'"' authority committed to me," he was savin.,-

uZTT ^°" """*^ '" *he bonds of matrimonT^
'^

'

now l^tfj;:^!;
^"-^^^ "°.'''«* *° ^I-^S thatnow were sifting down m a steady showpr wiT* i. j

Lghted with the look for which I^euW leaS^d tlon!^^



CHAPTER TEN

" Dr. Chacot is next door."
Arline raised her brows.
"Whoishe.' I never heard of him"
« He >s one of the oldest friends of my father."
She smiled a little insolently

^Jl
Perhaps. S.ll. that does not signify that I know

" Ah, but you will," Leleu said eagerly. « He is a ««Hman and nitelligent, and his wife alsf"
""'"• «°»d

"..ilJ'rt'nC"'-^"
Arline queried, for a perven.

Uleu reddened. He was sensitive about his Englishwhich was pure, but not colloquial. It was onl„ T„'

^i^M mto inaccuracies. Now he spoke with sudden

MlnleSjorJ"*"' *" -understand me, Arline.

Now'l"^'^ "^J 'l"^
^" *"PP'"g "P°n th« 'Window paneNow she turned about abruptly to f.lce him.

^
Sh» t" r "'^"* ^'°'"' Madame Chacot, AmedeeShe may be an angel of light, for all I car*- but th^^'no r^ison I should be callll upon to knTlier ^ fo"burying „u^,,es down thei^rrU not con^ntt^
"But the house "

7
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She interrupted him.
" If the house were a palace, I would n't live there. We

should be buried there, buried, I tell you."
" You would make friends," he urged.
" I have all the friends now that I want," she answered

tartly.

** One can never have too many."
She never raised her eyes from the street beneath her

window ; but her voice, cold and low-toned, came dis-

tinctly across the quiet room.
" It depends something upon the sort."

A white ring leaped into view about Leleu's lips.

" My God, Arline ! Do you realize what you are say-
ing?" he said sharply. Then he controlled himself and,
crossing the room, rested his hand upon her shoulder with
a gentle, caressing gesture wl.ich was infinitely pathetic.
" Arline, we shall say things to regret, I feur," he said.
" It is late, and we both are tired. Shall we leave the
matter until the morning ?"

As if in spite of herself, Arline yielded to the pressure
of his hand and turned to face him. Meeting his eyes,

her own eyes lost their angry gleam, and, far back in their
blue depths, there came a little, wavering light of love.

Then she said, with quiet decision,—
" No, Amedee. I think we'd best talk this thing out,

before we try to sleep."

" But you are so tii'ed, Arline : the journey, and the
coming home to your brother's house, and all the rest.

The house can wait. There is no hurry."
"Yes," she assented. "The house can wait. Our

understinding about it can not."

With a little weary gesture, he let his hand fall back to
his side. Then he drew forward a chair to the blazing
hearth.

" As you will ; only sit down by the fire," he said slowly.
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\ou wiU gam nothing to weary youraelf, and the talk
may be long. Now," h added, a» Arline dropped into
the chair and stretched out her slippered feet to the blaze •

« what is it, Arline, that you so dislike ?"
Bather imperiously she waved him to a seat at the

opposite end of the rug. She was strategist enough to
know that a woman, seated, is at a disadvantage in an
argument with a man on his legs; she was woman enough
to be certain that she was at a disadvantage with her will,
whenever she came within reach of LeUu's quieting, caress-
ing touch. When he too was seated,
"I dislike the house and the location," sho said, with

steady, steely decision.

"But why?"
" It is too far from all my fiiends."
He smiled, and the smile was warn with loving pride.
" But you so easily make new ones."

This time, she chose her words with care.
" Perhaps. Perhaps not so easMy as you think, AmiA^e.

But, 111 any case, the old friends are the best."

^
"Surely. And these are my old friends," he urged.
It is my dream to have you know them, Ariine."
" I have more friends now than I can keep up with "

she demurred.
'

" And to have them know you," he added.
The woi-ds were quite devoid of flaUer)- ; they were only

the simple statement of his attitude towards her. Again
into the depths of her eyes there flashed the gender light

;

but she only answered carelessly,

"But I dare say they would not get on with me at all.
I think, all things considered, it is best for me to keep to
the old set that I have known ever since I was born. It
is home to me, you know. This other would be like a
foreign city."

" But home to me," he reminded her.
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" Yes ; but, after all, it's not quite the same for a man.
He hax his profession, his dub. His social life is n't every-
thing to him. He shart» it with his wife, and meets her
friends there. Hi» other friends, the frienus she does n't
know, he can sie in his office, can meet at his club.
He— "

" But I want you to know my friends, Arline," Leleu
interposed.

"Yes, in a way," she assent :d absently; "but still,

there ^s not much use. They are absorbed in things
I don't know anything about, about which I care even
less."

Again he i .>ddened.

" And yet :;hey are the very things that go to make up
my life," he answered.

Her tone was still careless.

" Yours, yes ; but not mine."
He faced her in surprise.

" Parely they are one."

She laughed lightly.

" Amedee, you sentimental boy ! But, now that our
honeymoon is over, we must face the fact that we each of
us have our individual interests."

"That we share with each other," he added.
She laughed again.

« Time will tell. Some of them, of course, we shall put
together into a common fund. Some will have to remain
apart I don't expect you to help choose my frocks, any
more than you expect me to take a hand in your politics."

Leleu's face fell. In his young, loving optimism., he had
expected exactly that.

"Then," he said slowly ; "do I understand, Arline, that
you do not care to know my friends ?

"

Not even her ears could be deaf to the lingering note of
patient regret in his voice.
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-Know them, ye.; but I .hall not be intimate with
tnem, I .uppou.
-But they would he « ^^ to have you," he ponistcl.

.. 2r*
™n "«"« Wl. But I am .ure of my own friend.."

llien, If you are sure of them, why noi come to live
among mme ? Yours will ajme there after you."

But Arline .hook her head.
" You have your social alphabet yet to learn, Amodi*,"

she admonished him a little patronizingly. " If I were to
hve among your friends, my friends would drop me utteriy
They would suppose, quite naturally, that I had chosen
to bury myself in the Fit.ich set"

" But why not be in both ?
"

"Impossible," she answered, with a yawn. " One never
could manage that. Instead, we wiU keep to t! oldway— " "^

" Mine, or yours ? " he asked quietly.
"Mine, oure, the way we have known for the last year

Molly I. omnipotent. She will see to it that our friends
take you up. That is much better than for me to drop
into your wt, and it is bound to he one thing or the other "
He winced at her words; but her eyes once more were

on the fire, and she went on quite placidly,—
"Of course, you have some friends, political ones, that

you can t afford to lose. If their wives call on me, I ,hall
do all I ran to keep up my side of the acquaintance. That
will involve some entertaining and all that. A part of it,
though, you can do at your club. Still, I shall try to be
nice to the women, when we meet." She vawnd" again.
Then she rose and stood beside him. "ITiere, An^'dt-e,
you see we have talked it all over and come to a perfect
understanding. It 's much better than as if we 'd goiie to
bed, with our tempera all criscross. And about the house,
dear let s let the matter drop, for the present. If we
decide in a hurry, we shall be sur» ' ,'- a mistake "

Mil
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"And you would remain here?" he aaked doubtfully.
She laughed acroM at hi.i anxious eye*.

"Goodnem, no I Molly would die of it. Wo never
could get on together, even before I was married. .Vow it

would be even worse. Besides, Jimmy is coming home,
next week."

"But what of that?"
Not even Arlinc, ^relcss as she wi f his feelings, could

bring herself to hint that she shrai.K from watching the
daily contrast between Jimmy's big-bodied, ji>vinl habits
and his own more delicate reserve. Iha nd, she answered
evasively,

—

"Oh, Jimmy fills all space. We should be perpetually
colliding with him."

" ITien where would you go ?" Leleu queried, while he
stirred the ashes to a glowing heap, then stood staring at
them with thoughtful eyes and lips that lacked their little
smile. Ill his secret heart, he wa' telling himself th ' '

;

was weak and foolish to have been so hurt by A s

words ; but the past half-hour had left him smartinj in
every fibre of his mind and nerve.

Arline crossed the room and, halting befo a the dressing
table, unclasped the jewelled chain that hung about her
throat. The jewels matched her eyes. Her long, plain
gown, sweeping the carpet at her * et, reflected the creamy
tones of her skin and braught into ivid contrast the piles

of her pale brown hair. Under the fierce hltae of the
electric globes alyive her head, her beauty defied all criti-

cism ; yet, for the moment, she was too intent upon gain-

ing her point to heed even the masterful power of her own
beauty.

With elaborate care, she fittt>1 the clmin into its leather

case and shut the case with a snap. Then she turned to

Leleu with a smile and laid her 'and softly on his arm.
" We roust make a compromise," she said. " I '11 tell
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you what well do. We will Uke an apartment at tlic

Clarendon for the winter. Then we ihall be on neutnil
KTOund, not in either »et exactly, but within reach of them
both."

L«leu •mtled : but hix accent wan wiahful.
" And not have a home of our own ? " he nuked.
" ye«, in all but the name of it," iihe oiwuml him.

" We ihall have our own rooms «nd can he a» <|uict, or on
ho«piUble, as we chc . The only difference will Ijc in
the table, and there \ ou will gain, for you know I have
always told you I wa« wretchedly ignorant about a liouse.

Realty, it will be rather an ideal arningcnient. IXin't
you think »o ?

"

He (breed hinuelf to meet her smile, gay, caresaing,
winning.

" Yes," he assented ; « only I had hoped— "

But she interrupted him in the midst of a phni.%-.
" We will do it, next year, if you like, Annyce. But

now— "

In turn, he interrupted her, and his int-miption was
pitiflil in its brief sincerity.

" But it was now that I wished a home, Arlis. I would
have you all for myself."

Her eyes drooped before the intense yearning of his
eyes, of his whole face. For an instant, she bit her lip.

Then she lifted her eyes once more.
" 'ITiank you, Am&lee," she said gently. " It is good to

hear you say that. I wish I deserved it better. I — Td
like to be a good wife to you, if I only knew just how."

Reverently he laid his hand upon her cheek.
" We shall learn the lesson in time, Arline," he an-

swered. « We both shall make mistakes ; we both shall
need to be patient. However, if we both are patient, the
time will come when the mistakes will cease. That is the
only possible ending to a love like ours." Then, still

ii
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more reverently, he gathered her into his arms and, draw-
ing her head against his shoulder, pressed his lips upon her
brows once and yet again.

I*ss than a week later and just on the eve of Jimmy
Lord's return, the Leleus took up their abode at the
Clarendon. Not even Leleu was able to cavil at their
drawing-room, bright with its two wide windows and cosy
with their own belongings. Upon one point of sentiment,
Arline had been as adamant. None of the hotel furnish-
ings should have place in the rooms where she was to spend
her bridehood. Everything about them should be asso-
ciated with the choice of herself and Leleu, or of the
countless friends who had heaped their gifts upon them.
The room was rich with quaint pottery, the floor soft with
ancient rugs, and the walls filled with prints and tiny gems
of colour. And, amid it all and more beautiful than all,
Arline dominated the place and filled it with eager, throb-
bing life.

And Leleu, that first morning, as, his hands in his
pockets, he paced to and fro between the windows, the
one looking down through the leafless trees into the gray
Cathedral close, the other facing northward towards the
distant Laurentides, felt himself supremely content.
After all and in spite of all his misgivings, this room was
a fair semblance of home. His eyes had their old lumi-
nous sparkle, his lips their old happy curve, their old
foreshadowing of a smile. Tlien the door opened and
Arline came in, fresh and dainty and crisp as the frosty
October morn outside the windows. Leleu heard her step,
turned to face her and, in that instant, found out for true
what he had only suspected before : that his contentment
of a moment earlier had been but partial ; that, hencefor-
ward, fulness of content for him could lie only in the
presence of his wife, Arline.

It was less than a week later that St Just came to call.
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^in. •ll^V-"'^'''
*" P"""™*"* Buildings, andA 1 ne received h,m alone. His dress was even more eare-

fol than of yore, h,s step more alert, his manner more gayand debonnajr. And Arline met him cordially. It hadteen a dull day, and she had spent it for the most partalone Under such conditions, any guest whatsoever w^ld

Zfi.?^" " fr". •^''""'°"- "*' *«''^°™«. though
cordial, was wholly impersonal ; but St Just failed to
recognize lU impersonality.

.ft"^r'"i!"'i'""'^
'' ^^ »* ^'^ °'d P"**?" he asked,

after they had gone over the usual preliminaries of greetingand inquiry. ° °
"Yes, and very busy," Arline assented

su^ted."''^"^'''"^
''"'"°°''

^ ""PP"*'" St- Just

,C\ \T^': ^ ™"'* '^ "''»* he has to do with it.

sSustTu"TJ
'^"™"'' " ""'^ " P™^'"""' minister."

Arline frowned. She felt no especial liking for her guestand she was totally at a loss to s^why he fhould pSher name with the adjective.
^

"I don't know what," she answered rather curtly

h.fJT '""f'^
>'«'"• After the political knowledgehe had found stowed away in the heads of certain pret^

It le trench women of the city, he found Arline's statuesque
indifference to her own ignorance vastly amusing.

I- u. IT}^^ °"^ "^"'^ ^"ty it is to shift the lime-
light, which follow the he™ about the stage," he told h^rIn your elections which are ixjfeired b«ck to your com-mon people, it is far less a question of what sort is yourprime minister than of what sort of woixls your iLer
politicians speak of him. Monsieur Aucune is a busy man
just now. He speaks the addresses here and there in the
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province, and it is the open secret that Leleu writes the
addresses which he speaks."

Over the last words, he dropped his voice in a fashion
which added ten-fold to their force. If he had expected
Arhne to manifest any pique at the tidings, however, he
was doomed to disappointment. She lifted her eyes from
the rug and spoke with complete indifference.
"How tiresome! Really, it sounds a bit unfair; but

then, I know nothing at all about it."

St. Just leaned forward in his chair.
"Not now, perhaps; but Madame will learn."

. "J.«»>^ly think so." Arline's tone was even yet more
indifferent.

St. Just laid two lingers of his right hand into the hollow
of his left.

" You cannot be too sure," he said impi-essively. " Your
position is a rare one."

Arline laughed idly.

"In what way. Monsieur St. Just?"
He edged still farther forward in his chair.
"For a salon. You have here all the ideal elements for

It
:
a charming place of meeting, a yet more charming—

but now, I shall not say it, unless you grant me the per-
mission- and, attracted by both, you could have as your
guests the coming men of both parties." He watched her
nan-owly, as he spoke. "Were you to wish it, within a
short time these walls would be hearing the best of the
political talk of the city."

Arline laughed again. Nevertheless, her eyes had
brightened, and they rested no longer on the floor at her
feet. They looked at St. Just; but thev saw far into
the future, and that future was rosy ^ith ambitious
dreams.

" But politicians do not talk in the presence of a woman.
Monsieur St. Just," she reminded him.
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weapons." ' "'"' ''"''"' **'"'•

^"You eho<«e to make a bloody picture," Arline «iid

diSj."'""
^'^ ^"'*'' *°"''^'" ~'^' '•'^ t'"'« «v«^ »

™,I^^r'"''"'
^".^ '""" '•'"P ""'^ '"'^' thrusts, no weapons

caiTy home so well as worfs, nor yet for secre thrust^ Zthe dark Best of all, words leave no outwarf tral Wemay speak with cutting scorn of the policy of a friend, yetleave the surface of the friendship all unscarred."
^

Arline dropped her eyes to the floor

Sf T ? 1. L'°.'t
*° *•'" °''' '""g^'d, indifferent key.

St. Just bowed with precise formality
"Those to whom it pleased you to gi^e an invitation."

politick
'" '""•

^
"'""" "" '^^ "'"' '^'"•'^ f"^

quietly. Urge h.m to bring his friend.s. ( mnt me thesame privilege. For your share, invite the elderly menwho strut about the rooms of Mi.. Brooke Lord and btythe young Liberals as the fal old hound bays the foxwithout seeking to rise for the chase. Then"," St. Justknew the value of the suspensive pause. He suffered it toengthen and then rose to his feet, before he added; "thenttee will be a salon such as the new world has never

if
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CHAPTER ELEVEN

AKLINE'S face clouded, as she met Stanwood Tyler
at the foot of the steps. At heart, she had no like-

ing lor the big, silent American who had so obviously held
himself aloof from the charm of her personality. Never-
theless, he was her brother's own right arm, and she forced
herself to smile, as he took his pipe from his teeth and
stood aside to let her pass before him.

" Unless you were looking for Pat," he suggested. «

I

met her, just now, on her way to the terrace."
'"Hiankyou. I was looking for her. Wa^ she alone ?

"
"She was. There's no telling, though, how long it

will last, unless you can prove an alibi for your brother "

" Or Sir Morris," she added lightly. "T had thought,
this fall, that poor old Jimmy was out of the running."

Stanwood chuckled. He liked Jimmy Lorf absolutely.
" If he is, he 's only stopping to pull on his seven-league

boots. But you will find Patience out there now."
"Then I will go after her. Perhaps she will come for a

walk. It is a perfect day, and I- I need the exercise "

Stanwood glanced keenly into her flushed face and heavy
eyes. ^

" I 'd take it," he said kindly. " You 're looking tired
to-day, Mrs. Leleu, tired and a bit worried. Go and plav
with Patience."

^

And Ariine followed his bidding, hastily, because she
was unwilling that he should see the water rushing to her
eyes, at his curt, kindly words.
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She overtook Patience at the southern end of the terrac-e
and to her .nhnite relief, the girl was quite alone. For
the hour, Arhne felt an imperative need of the self-reliant
poise of Patience, of her brisk optimism.

« Yra," ?atienc-e said, as they turned about and faced
dowi, the terrace once more; "it is an ideal day, and I
shaJ be glad to walk. Every one else is busy, and I really
have nothing to do."

'

"How I envy you your freedom!" Arline said, and
there was a dropping cadence to the words.

Patience laughed, and the laugh was not wholly sym-
pathetic. At times, she liked Arline. Always she liked
to walk. Nevertheless, on this brisk October day, when
the whole world was glittering with yellow sunfight, itwas a bit depressing to be forcibly annexed by a coramde
in the dumps.

•' There 's not much to choose between us," she reminded
Arline a httle curtly. "We both of us are boarding, andwc support the same sewing woman for the same number
of hours a week.

Arline bit her lip.

"I''j".?^*"'T'^- " B"t- there 'sAmedee."

.. V . f"^-"'
*''° St«n«'«>d,'' Patience added quietly.

difFere^,;.''
' ""'"'"^ '^""- "'^"' there's the

"I fail to see where," Patience replied rather hotly.Of course one is a husband, and the other a brother;
Dut, atter all, the conditions are very like."
"Except that your brother leaves you free as air."
Patience faced her, her brown eyes flashing.
" No more than your husband."
Arline's laugh was not good to hear.
« Free

!
" she echoed. « I am fettered at every turn

"

Pausing by the rail, Patience looked at her companion
from head to heel. Then she spoke with curbing lips

% ij

'Vm>s\
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fettered bj, prejudices older than the^ l^itter^lbyj]_the narro. ty„„„, of a ™ce ofTrantl S
But Patience interrupted.

led'rt^; Lille ;„dtfrh^"'"^"°"^'^-
"^^ *^

"orknien Wealth? " *''"™^' P^* *« ff™"P °f

and cZr/r^. r**^""" '" '™"' ofthep^t office

serted stn. .». T j .^
^^'^' ^ ^^^y ^"^^^ the de-

wean Arline pleaJtn ™e wh^.Te 2ter."^
" '""^

«?h ; wilt
"""^lArii-e made curt response.

a litUe tl K T T" """''"S fo'?" Patience demandeda little too sharply for complete courtesy.
I needed a little sympathy "

p.;;™ 'zzj iT";:? litr i-
,™«-

Swjftly Arline dropped her momentary hauteur.

path?r"Brh'""'"f''""'°"*- "Coldandunsym-

Y„,.1 \ ? .'*° ^ '^J^' y°" t° be anything eke ?^^dont know what it is to have thrown 'away' ;Sr
"No; I do not Neither do I know," the hot bloodrolled up acros, the girl's face. Then bravely she finkWher phrase; "know what it is to have won the love oflloyal, high-minded man." ^ °' "
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i^rtainly, Patience assented fearlessly "IT..* •

what vou Dromi'ovl f,. .1 l
™>'essiy. ihaf ,j

,ij,

;"'"'"«'
^ -as for.ed in»o the servic against my

I5:iltit:tg" -I?^'"
^"«-- --^^'^ Her.

"jtlT'iTo!; Sir"
*"''"*'' "''"^^^•"^^

begiven to dTseuIlT^^i
"' %*» "'"^h " gentleman to

Arline reddened at the obvious rebuke,

made We eXVS^""' ''"^''''- "^''^ """-V i»

true, I can't see whv if V ijT '°"S «« that is

eve;.,.injpt-^;l\t:a^^ ^

«Et;tt?^^^-'''^'°^'«'''.^'«ner"''''"^^

at hS: ''"^'"'' " '"^ «^*'"-' «* *He imperious fig„«

;;

I doubt it. But, for example, what ? "

"Anftr-LeS''"''- ^^ -"'^ P-^-,^"

" So7trf*"r';: *l:™ •
" ^'^ '^''«' demurely.Don t be foo ,sh, Patienc,;. Of course not.'^

as much a. you have^sSti^^" ''^ ^"'^" "P ^""^

give up everXg. It ^i^g^or,! SC
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the «me old thing, neither of u, advancing a step from

I^dTT :^T "" "*'^- '' » " "onotonou, I^ tha^and just about a« progressive."
'

toruttfjr'*'^!,"
'"'"P"': her arm, she pointed upwarf

ette of ^^'^ Z''^?''
"'"'*' ""> "tr^trwhere a quar-

fo handbi^lT T"""'^ P-^ ^''^ ""' forth,

on y wS^e «.'«»«=1««. measured mareh which ended

p"aL Tu™1 '°T'"«u°'.''
"'" 'l"»rtette to take their

wall, 1 atience stared up at them in sudden wonder. Theba^fon above Daml»urges Hill was familiar ground toher. Agau, and again she had loitered there, g^zins out

a^Z it^rur" "tV"- 1"?
'"'» ""^ huddCTrTf

Slle'v nL' tl 7" ^[""^ ^"^ '^^ "°"'^ that latticedgallery, nor jet those white-robed, bearded figures who«.ceaseless, measured tmmp, barren lubstitute fHrilerere,se seemed to her to have lasted f^m remote a^sonly to last mto remoter ages yet to come. And LZ
pair leu back. Play and counter play. In that nn»

Suddenly she turned about and faced Arline.

cu^' 17^"^^""^ °J
*' ''"^«°" *'«'' Arline off her

^^l^f 'he answered no less directly.

.. wu ^T"^ "Option, to-morraw night."" What of itf ^
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" ' don't know the people "

Jatience sudden], lo,t the «vi„g^ ,h«. „an,e she

paused. Then, a., she rested her elbow ^nth! .

lor jou to choose in a matter like this Vn„ L i

And p«(ien(« „ent home, contentaJ with her vi..™Ari»„ .» b^ .k. ^„ ,.^,^ ., Jl';;,;;f£

I

lllll
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lacked muon. Once brought to aee rcaMin, however, «he
was remly to carry it out. Only— llic girl sighed
wearily. Even her young strength wa« tiiwl with the
effort of showing Arline the reason. It was as well for
Patience Tyler, perhaps, that she could not foresee all the
consequences of Arline's consent to go to the Aucune
reception.

Even Arline, however, was ready to confess, the next
night, that the evening had been an entire success. The
friends of Leleu whom she had met, had received his bride
with a cordiality which had lacked little of being deferen-
tial. It had been a gracious, friendly gathering. Arline,
meeting there men and women whose lineage stretched far
back into the old regime, whose social training had been
in the best of continental schools, whose Engluii out-
classed her own in delicate precision, nevertheless had
been accepted among them as a potential leader. Tlie
cause for a part of this lay in her queenly beauty and in

her shimmering gown, the work of no provincial hand ; a
part of it lay in the innate graciousness of the French
character. But by far the largest part, and the part
which Arline saw fit to ignore entirely, lay in the position
held among them by Leleu himself.

With the long lines of her gown wrapping in graceful
curves about her feet, with one rt,'mded arm thrown up
across the back of her tall chair, Arline sat thinking the
evening over. For the moment, the imperious look had
left her face, to be replaced by the softer curves of con-
tented ambition. Her lids di-ooped over her blue eves,

and her lips curved into a smile as peaceful as the smile of
a happy child. Leleu, meanwhile, had remained outside
to speak to the driver. Then an acquaintance had
accosted him as he had passed through the office, and it

was not until several minutes had gone by that he could
free himself and follow Arline up-stairs. He opened the
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iri!l'^' .
'^'""V">'«''t well be timi; »(.« .nightjJrcadjr I« «,lcc,,. „„d it would be thought^ to ,li,t?rb

own thoughU neither heari nor heeded hi, coning!

tie „t^ •',!:;""*5:.'"^''^ "" *•"' «"«''«'ld to Stan.. «

for^happme,, can ,t„b, «, well a, „,i«r>, and i2 wa^S

hisVa^tj^lirrtr'^' " '" """^"^ '•"•'"'"' -"'' '»'•'

the'^th^tnUT'"''"''''' «-'-' "'^ -"«' f

dr^lmiir*" "
'"^"""^ '''"'"*• '^'"'^•'' ''" »"'

Instantly the light spmng into his eve,.

eagerT;" ""Ssl^h ''T
'^"^ *''""

"
" ''^ '"»««''"«'''a^ny. I am so happy to hear it, Arline."

b^\:.7oft rr''*^ ""' '^'"•"«' •"'" *° ""=

"Sit down here. Ves. it was charming. Your friendswere very gond to me, Amcy«."
'^ "'"*

"Of course. How could they help it?" he askedwith quaint directness.
1- »

r
ne asked.

She laughed.

tril'iT"^" .^ "^ * '*™"S='" *" tbem all
; but they con-

Zt 7''' "' ^°'S^' "• Tell me who they all wT.^Amedce I want to know about them."
'

Her lids, still drooping heavily, shut out the sparkle ofa«on now kindling in her\yes, and Llerslw ^oneed to question the motive at the back of her .ordlIt .s good to know that you cared for them, Arline "
he repeated happily. -They are my old-tire fnend;my political mates, many of them mv\insme SI ,'

the cty, Monsieur Aucune has been like a father to
„"

i|

1
*'3

M
ium
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Madame like the mother I have never known. They are

loyal to me, thcae people, and now they are glad to wel-

come you among themselves, for your own sake a* well

as for mine."

Still with her head framed loosely in her encircling arm,

xhe turned slightly and looked up at him. Some hitherto

torpid nerve within her wakened into life and throbbed
with pride, as she watched him sitting there, his thin,

high-bred face alight with his content Lowering her

arm, she rested it upon his shoulder and gazed, the while,

straight into his level, loving eyes. Then she droppetl

her arm by her side, and her own eyes vanished behind
their shielding lids, as she urged,—

" But tell me about thein, Amcdee. I want to know
who they all were : the stout, dark man with the order in

his buttonhole, the little bald one who appeared to know
everybody, the one who talked so long in the comer with

you and the other men. He seemed so much excited

about something. What did he really want?"
Leleu reddened slightly ; but he shrugged his shoulders

with affected carelessness.

" Mere politics, Arline. The elect'on- "ome, ne^t week,
you know."

'* Oo they i I had forgotten it was so soon. But what
was he saying, Ami'deep He talked so fast I couldn't
understand him at all."

"But I thought you had no trouble with Madame
Aucune," he suggested.

She disdained the obvious digression.

" I have been in Paris, you know. But the man ?

What was he saying?"

Meu laughed. In spite of himself, he was pleased at

Arline's persistency. To his mind, it indicated a break
in her previous apathy upon all points regarding his pro-

fessional career. As yet, he had no notion how great a



Heartt and Creed* 117

j»it. •mbition played in .Uping the counc of Arlinc'.

..-^"fcu"
1"'^ "'*->»''«• election talk," he nn.wcred.

rhe fellow i. ta enthu»ia»t, and he will haranirue, when-
ever he can get the floor.-

•* Doe» it ever do any good ? " Axe asked idly.
I^eu« reply wan epigrammatic.
" It is better to drill than to pound."
She nodded in swift comprehension.

H„r/° '\ T"" ""
,T- ?"* ""*" '" "° ""'«^'' pounding

done, and it generally ends by breaking the point of the

.tutKif" '" ''^ '''"' **"="
"
""> ''"-«-

He shook his head.
" None at alL"

^JI^And then?" she questioned still more idly than

"Then we shall simply continue the policy of the last
few years.

Her lids drooped still lower.
" And the Conservatives ? " she asked
Mockingly he shrugged his shoulders, and answered

with the careless phrase so dear to the habitant tonirac,-" Sou pan.'" * '

"Oh, but I am a Conservative," she rebuked him, with
a smile; -and Brooke says this election means pennies
or dollars to him, according to the way it goes."
"I am sorry." Leleu spoke with sudden gravity. "Itn so with many of them, I fear. I should be sorry tohave your brother suffer in his business ; but it is not

possible that the business interests of one class should
stand against the real good of the country."
Again she lifted her eyes to his.

"h it true, then, what that man wa, saying," she
asked slowly; "that, if the Liberals win in the ieneml

?il: 1

1

^Ml'll
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election, they will have a dissolution here and a provincial
election ?

"

He laughed.

"Did I not teU you the fellow is an enthusiasC he
pamed. Nevertheless, he reddened once more, and Arline
saw that her question had been no random shot

•
''^"*"°"W it be for?" she queried. "I see no good

in that. I asked Monsieur St. Just about it, and he said
It would be merely to strengthen the Liberal hand."

Leleu caught at the side issue.
" St Just ? Was he there ?

"

A mocking smile lighted Arline's face.

K •.^^r"^.'^^'
^^ ' *•"'' ^^^ «'«y you watch your

» ilL
**°"*1*"" ^*- •'"'* *«* "°' °nly there; but I

talked with him for a long, long time"
"When was that?"
She glanced up into his frowning face. Then she drew

d^k fin ^
^" ""* ^^' *° P'"^'''S "'*•' "^ '""''

"When you were dcmagoguing with the man in the
corner, and leaving me to shift for myself," she replied,
with a merry audacity which, at another time. Lieuwould have found indescribably winning. "He was very

K^i't
*^""'

?f, ^^P'r*^ "^''" ™ """y things that Ihad h^rd you talking about, things I had n't been able to
understand." Then, letting his hand slip from her lap,Z
rose, yawning slightly. « You know, Amcyee," she added •

you have never hked Monsieur St. Just; I really think

g'.lld nTghtT
""" ''"""' '"' *" '''"• ^"'

'- ^'-P^

Uleu closed the door behind her; then, facing about,

nk.X T\ ? ,*r
'"'^ *"'"' "p ''"'' ''•'"" f^e i^o,„:

.w\\ i • ^7? ""'^ ''"""S the past nine months
that he had gained his first real inkling of the measure
of likmg which nghtly should be dealt out to this man
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Wood rolled up acres., Leleu's swarthy che^k F l„

here for a n,o™e„t, his eyes wandering ^y over Jhi femf

the .embers, 'nen, just as he had been about toTurnaway, „,s own attention had been caught by the tiniest ofthe messenger, a mere scrap of humanity L Tuxl^o cLtand shining hnen, who pushed under his elbow i°tTn

Op^sit^iot ^ThtcX, ;t2Vwith1isr/ '''

oack again. 1 he debate droned on ; but, for some reasonLdeus eyes were fixed upon the frewning face wh™„t'above the Cartier, and the last phmses ff the detee fel

thrChiS7"LT ''^ ^1
'••'•^"^ '""^ -S ani

!ill

Mmt\
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For weeks afterward, the city had buzzed with the re-ports of the speech which followed. It exhumed all theW-buned race antagonisms, it warned the members to

part of the Liberals, and it took its text in a trenchant^e, «»ught fro,n the paper in the Chief, ha"?iDream of the New mgime.

hut""^ i""^^
^''"' '*""^'"8 t*"*™ *" listen to theblame which was cast upon his race and party, to thep.«l.ct.o„s of its faithlessness and its ultimate and con!^quent disruption had gone white to the lips and tu^dhis eyes away as he had met the mirthful eyes andT

steadily at h.m from a comer of the pres.s gallery. Th^night, Leleu had telephoned to Arline^hat !I, uLp^Wengagement prevented his seeing her. Instead hrhld

zSg^ -' ^^' *'-"«•• ^"^--"^ -^ ^« '-
He had known that St. Just was noxious. Up to thathour, however, I^teu had never regarded him as dangerousNow he had begun to doubt.

"a-'feerous.

And now Arline had gone away, leaving him to ponderupon her last words, barbed as they werelith the chargeof unfaime^ For an instant, he turned to the dool-rn^ing to follow her and teU her the reason for his d^!

ditnl, f"""\^'''"
'•" *"'Sg«J Ws shoulde.^ and

thS ' n ^
"^u'' 1 ""'" ""^ ^°^ '^" h-^ abandoned^at Idea. I was h^ plac« to guarf his wife. It wouldbe a direct acknowledgment of his own inability, could heonly accomplish that end by blac.kening her mind and hisown tongue with outspoken charges, however ground^agams another man. Nevertheless, in that instant o

hesitation and subsequent decision, there was summed up

Had the tradition of his race unbent to the point of allow-
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d.Z".^jr.: td ,s
'''°' "'*"•'"" ii"

g^vSyrat".
™^'^ '^''^' ''""^ '-^''' «^—

J
-i-j

~T.K°''*"'
her programme into a neat squa,., thenconcerted the square ,„to a paper boat and balanced the

'II
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boat in the palm of her hand ; but it wns plain that her
thoughts were not upon the fragile dory, nor yet upon the
spotless glove beneath its keel.

"Then you think it exists?" she asked.
"I do."

" What will be the end of it ?"

Stanwood's grave face lighted with a whimsical smile, as
he had recourse to the careless phrase which Leleu.an hour
later, was to use.

" WoM pas.'"

"But it is awful," Patience persisted; "that is, if it
really does exist. For my part, 1 think it is only election
talk, and will disappear as soon as the election is over.
It 's no more sincere than Arline's fuss because she has to
make all the concessions with Mr. Leleu."
But her brother's gravity had dropped bac': upon him.
" No more sincere," he echoed ; « but— no le.4" And,

with the words, there came the soft clash of the prompter's
bell, and the curtain rose upon the final act.

The inevitable explanation and reconciliation followed,
and a smiling Viola bowed her thanks for the patter of
applause. The curtain slid down again, and the orchestra,
coming to prompt attention, swung into their conventional
finale of God Save the King. Then of a sudden Patience
started and her fingers shut on the little boat with a
nervous vigour which crushed it to a shapeless bit of
crumpled paper.

From a burly, red-faced Frenchman at her right, there
had come a low, but unmistakable hiss.



CHAPTER TWELVE

Sh^"f™ ".
*"^ *° ^ "•'"''='' -"W Wow theCobubble of excitement. And then wifh tl,„ « .

"''"^So

raindn,pon election mornil'the bSb e\ rb^^-'fthe cfzens went quietly plodding away under thdr urn

bnng forth. And, to an outsider watching the arena t' ewhole anUgon^sm could have been »u„,med „p in two brief

uians. But the Canadians were— what ?

hJ*' "^T
j"'^ ^,"'^ -" '^''^*'°" ''«*'' "nd"ly busy He

aw :httt,::[/:f d
"'"'^ '"•'^™"- •" ""/of"^ieri":

inT -n/v.^ ' °'^'*™PP"'g 'n «t certain offices, of shar

o^tiT K ;!r''"^T"'"
'"''"'"*^ """•*• of discussions!to the p,.obable insult of the day's elections. St. Just la

I "1

'J lit'*
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open to conviction. He was quite as ready to hear to an
end the views of a Liberal senator as of a Conservative.
Moreover, he was convinced that, on the Liberal side, the
provincial plan of action was by no means ended with that
election day. He was as yet unable to fathom the limit
of that plan, although from occasional hints he had gath-
ered, he was sure that he knew its trend. However,
though he admired the vigour of the contemplated action,
he forced himself to remember that, for the present, at
least, he was a Conservative. Accordingly, he had set his
wits to work to plan a mate to oppose the check of the
Liberal party. Nothing as yet had occurred to him. He
had hoped to pick it up, bit by bit, out of the pavements,
that day.

St. Just hated rain. The gray skies and the chilly wind
went to his marrow, and he gave a little shiver of discom-
foi-t and disgust, as he ran up the steps leading to his
office, for a word with his chief before setting off for his
day's wandering. Instead of the chief, however, an office

boy awaited him, and the boy was the bearer of fateful
tidings. The chief had been taken ill, suddenly and seri-

ously. Even at so critical a time an that, he must not
leave his bed. St. Just must take his place, that day,
remain in the office and see that the paper maintained its

clean-cut line of policy.

St. Just's face fell. Then he gritted his teeth, glanced
out at the cold, wet pavements, at the procession of um-
brellas moving towards St. John Street, and swore softly
to himself. That done, he took off his coat, kicked his
goloshes into a comer and seated himself at his desk. In
his disappointment, he took no heed of the fact that, as
a rule, the best plan of action shopes itself, not in the
crowded street, but in the familiar quiet of one's own daily
working place. St. Just, clear-eyed and resolute, was hu m-
ming to himself a song of the boulevards, when he locked
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h.8 desk, late that afternoon. Inside the desk and in a
secret drawer wei-e the rough drafts of two editorials, ready
one or other of then,, to be put into type on the instant
that the Liberals should declare their policy. St Just's
activity, that day, had not been limited wholly to re-
ceiving and inaking comment upon the election rumours
which were flying about the streets.

Towai-ds noon. Sir Morris, coated from chin to heel,
jovial and dripping, appeai'ed in the Tylers' library

No news yet," he averred. "No; don't touch the
coat^ Miss Tyler

; it 's beastly wet. Can't I put it out on
the landing somewhere .'"

Patience nodded her assent, as she poked the fire into a

while, heaped his dnpping coat and umbrella on the floor
outside, and came striding back into the room

•

''

.

'' " "PP'"S "*." he commented. " One appre-
cates It, after spending the morning in the stilts,
tiTing to chase up a little excitement. This is no sort
of an election day. At home, a country poorhouse
could get up a better show of enthusiasm. Have vou
been out.? ^

Patience smiled.

"I had aji errand at Paquet's," she said demurely.
Sir Moms laughed.

"I thought as much. In fact, I looked in under every

dTd'yl^^tLTofit;'"'''"'^"''"'^'"^^''"*''--^^^^
« That they let off their powder too scon," she responded

promptly. " It 's all fizz and no crack."
^

thlKT' wt'^'"
S'''""'^'^ voice observed from the

vTn f\. T°":
^"*™'"* '''^' >°" P™"d, though

I ve not the least notion what it means. How's the
weather. Sir Mon-is?"

" Wet. I left a sample outside the door."

m

• 1-1
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Stanwood came forward to rest one foot on the 'o f
render beside hia sinter's chair.

" I found it, all right. I 'm not sure that your umbrella
will open again, though. Have you heard any news ? "

'Nothing yet I met Leleu, just now, and he said it
would be impossible to tell until to-night"
"So close as that?" Stanwood lifted his brows. "1

supposed It was a foregone conclusion."
"I fan^ it is, only they don't wish to rejoice prema-

turely. The winning crew always talks off, on the eve of
a race.

"What time will the returns be in?" Patience asked
restlessly.

"Not too early, though the western ones won't count
for much, and they '11 be the last. The East is the danger
point. But that reminds me, Pat, Brooke Lord has put
III a private wire, and he wants us to come up there, to-
night. He said he had telephoned to you, Sir Morris."
"Yes, he has. But what makes him so keen about it ?

"

hir Moms queried, as he crossed his long legs and stuck
one foot towards the blaze. " H j 's no politician

"

« No
;
but he has a good deal at stake. He is anxious

lor a new scheme of supervision of the forestiy lands He
thinks the wood is going into American hands and the
money into the wrong pocket," Stanwood answered, while
he drew up a chair and settled himself in a position akin
to that of Sir Morris.

"Oh, I see," Sir Morris observed. " Ther. this election
really has been an expensive time to him."
Stanwood Tyler's foot dropped with a crash to the floor,

and he sat forward in his chair.

"Who has been talking that rot in your ears?" he
demanded sharply.

Sir Morris searched the deep places of his mind.
« Why, really, I don't know, Tyler. Perhaps it was—
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fuiri
"'"*'"•*'' """'' ^'- •'"" *" the one who spoke of

"Who else?"

speak of t at supper, one night; but I fancy thev hodbeen^ 'alk.n^ to St. Just. In fact, I know one ofVem

^,V M *'"^.!!!!l
^ "

f*""*"*^
demanded for a third ti.ne.Sir Morns reddened. Then he glanc^ed appealingly atPatience. Then he answered honestly,- *^

"ITiat Brooke Lord might have to retrench a little, un-less the ce,.t,o„ ^ent his way; that he was going into ton no shdhng basis
; tl.«t- " Sir Morris reddened a^in

.nf^> ES"'
"""^ ^"^ ''"-^'"«' ^'^'^ ''« '<^' ••» ^»'-

"What!" Patience burst out indignantly. "Ht on-

Ln^fr'"" ""• •"' '"'«''* ""'* """ What wou d h'^gain by the marriage ?"

tin'n ""IT^ M^
*-°"'''"'' "^""""^ "^^ *•>' '""'try legisla-

tion. Sir Moms lominded her.
} »

"^

andwlr" ''Tr'
'"' '''''^"' '"'"''' "^t"^" '»' kneesand looked up at his sister resignedly.

"Patsy,- he said; " would you just as soon go into theother i-oom while I swear ? " Then he started to his feetand pushed aside his chair impatiently. "The wholething IS a blasted lie," he said then, with a quiet vehtmence which added infinitely to th; weight ^ofhilt

7^:i
"''. '"'' '""^^ * " " "^- though it strt^lfrom him aiKl was spi-ead by him. I know Br«„ke Lord.

audited his accounts. Not one cent of money and not oiieS r
"j;'""'^"' '"^"""^ •"" g""" '"to tWs election.

Brooke Lord may not be great; but he is honest to the
core of his soul, and his hands are clean. I am willing to
stake on his honour my own citizenship in America."

ri

l:i' -'1
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Sir Morris looked up at him with shininif eyes
"You '.•c a good fellow, Tyler, ai.d I believe you," was

his terse comment.
But Patience, after the fashion of woman, broke in upon

tlie strain. '^

"Meanwhile," she said gayly ;
" here ate we, three inde-

pendent and impartial aliens in a city racked by party
stnfe. We all are horribly out of the running, and we need
each other's moral support. Stanwood, while you convinre
Sir Moms that he must stay to lunch with us, HI go
down to arrange for his place at table."
A little pause followed her going. Then Sir Morris

asked,—
" Tyler, what about St. Just, anyhow ?

"

Stanwood Tyler turned curtly on' his heel.
" AchiUe St. Just is the prince of devils," he answered,

V .h terse brevity. " There 's no more clev. r workman in
the city of Quebec, to-day. AU he needs now is the right
kind of a tool, and then no one knows the mischief he
can do."

Sir Morris pondered.
" Do you — has it ever seemed to you "

But Stanwood cut in, diiwlly as was his wont
"That he is in the way to find his tool ? Yes. It has."
Sir Morris sighed.

" Poor Leleu ! " he said.

Jimmy was the last one to appear at dinner, that night
Even Mrs. Brooke Lord's loyal patience for him was wear-
ing thin, when he came striding into the room, hilarious
and wholly unrepentant.

"You fellows would best take to the woods, Leleu," he
said to his brother-in-law over his shoulder, as he paused
to shake hands with Patience. "Your hour has struck.
I m just in from the club, and they say there that the
Conservatives are winning all along the line."



Hearts and Creedn

i*leu Inughwl farele.,,1^

;;

Arline
!

\Vhat doe, she k„o>v about ,»liti„r

clJiom.- " '' *»'""8 «««t interest i., the

'' ITie deuce she i,
! Which side is she on * "

»<".eS «';^
'nfuTw' i'!"n, r*'"

''"""""• "'t-P"-'
day. »he is tornTC j

1*?""°""" ^ '*"''• '^'"-

devotion.' ' "'**'''>' "^mpathy and wifely

Jimmy looked at her keenly for an instaat.

answer with laughing assuranc",- *" ^^""'^ ""^''

" Yes, all."

scious of Lcleu's evp« «v„-l l ^ ' "*' °«;ame con-

--.aewtSS.^---:^;.^^^.

se.4';L'!r]roVth"""'T
"""^ «""*^ '•"•PP^' -. ^on.

Brooke Lord's father had ^ ,
^-'^'*>'• ""^ *'"•

Sir John MatDonl'^ .?" "^ "'" *'™"g ""' "^

husUndw^'f^it^Kj^Tvlefh^^!;*^^' "'^'* ••-

themsdve^ oSe,. that .7''" "."-^ ^"^ *'°™» ^^1'

av-nwedLibTmlofLm V'^ '.
-""^ ^''"' ""^ ""'>

them. jtm7ll;'^^_:'i;-P^'">3;,i"ateaseamoni;

founded, and/a. theLn^J JiCS t£tS I"

' ffl
! irtS
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Coiiservativcii lengthened witli it llien, when the eaatem
provinces sent in their returns of the Libeml gain, I^lcti,

jubilant, excited, felt that no longer could he hold hinisclf

down into outward harmony with the prevailing gloom.
Mc tunird to Arlinc for sympathy ; but Arline, quite iit

the other end of the room, was wholly alv-orbcd in a
prominent sviiatur, occasionally speaking' a few words, but
for the most part listening with an eager little smile to the

sentciK'cs which flowed from his lips.

I<eleu waited until he hail cauglit her eye. Then, lifting

his brows and nodding towards the door, he sent her a
swift glance of question. She looked back at him calmly,

smiled a little and then resumed her interrupted sentence.

There was no haste in her manner, no pretext that she had
failed to undci^tand. She hiul merely yielded to him the

attention :.nc would hf.ve given to a fre-tful child, and
l*leu cf/uld only turn away, just as the child would have
iloiie. His eyes alone showed how keen had been his pa- ,

Fro.n the other side of the room, Jinnny was watching.

In fact, in these latter days, it often happened that Jimmy
was vatching. He had come to care much for Leicu

;

caring, he could not be wholly unconscious of Arline's too

frefinent disregard of her husband. As yet, however, he
had said no word. He had an instinctive feeling that the

time would come when he would speak, freely and with

force. In the meantime, he would hold his peace, and
merely seek to lighten Leleu's occasional black hours as

best he could.

Now, when he saw Arline's quiet disdain of her husband's

manifest wish, Jimmy felt a sudden longing to smite her,

as he had now and then smitten her in the days of their

remote childhood. She was so calm, so beautiful, so in-

solently regardless of all but what concerned her own
pleasure. Under the admiring eyes of her senile com-
panion, she cou.i sit and listen to his inane talk, heedless
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of the fact Hint her hu»lmii<l una tnritlv U'l^jfiiin liir t(i

coiiiu nwuv with him into Miiiif pluTO v^ivn he coiilil n--
joii-e over the overiKi»eriii« victory of his i>wii frien(I.H.

Ia-'Icu
1 eyes hnd been alight, h iTulinnt, ... ... ..,„.

waitcil to meet tlie eye of his ivifc. Only .li„,„,y \jun\ had
iK.'en the light go out, tlie railiaiiee iliiii, as he had turned
away. And Jiiiiiny I,oid was not one to hesitate. He
cast one glance into the corner where Sir Morris anil
I'atience wer.^ talking gayly. Then ho went striding across
the nxiiii to Ix^len's side.

" Oh, I say," he observed jovially :
" this place is noth-

ing but a vale of teai-s. If this keejis on. they'll call a
chaplain and set him to reading prayers for the dead
CoiLscrvative party. I •in a Conservative ; but even I get
tired of too inu.h woe. Ix'fs go over to the Drill
Hall and stn." them riot properly.'' And, with a wonl
to .Mi-s. Brooke Loni. he went away and took U'leii with
hiin.

"How did you happen to go there in the first place,'"
he asked, an hour later, as they went tramping out the
Grande Alli^- under the ink-black midnight sky.
They hail found the Drill Hall crowdwl wi'th a noisy,

hilarious, alcoholic throng. The smoke-laden air was torj
with cheers, as, one after one. the returns had been flashed
upon the screen. Up in the gallery, a fringe of small boys
tootled and blared upon tin horns at each new Libciil
victory, or gave forth lusty groans, when .some Ontario
district .sent in its tale of a Conservative majority. One
or two tunis of the floor had sufficed both for .Jim'niy ami
for Leleu. They had halted at a telephone long enough
for the Frenchman to send his congratulations to his
chief; then, coming out again into the clean, chill night
air, as if by mutual consent, they turned and walked west-
ward out the Grande Alk«.

It had been snowing fast, when they entered the Drill

il

l«i.'i
\y^.
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;;Becau^ Arlinc wished it," he answei^l simply then

house wodd beIhoZ o^r''
''"°"''; ^'*"' *'«'* **"%'»

this."
"^^ °' Conservatism, on a night like

c^rtly'"^
°° ""°"«''* of -"tiding.- Leleu replied a little

m«t have had otherSfts"^ " ^"^ ""•""• ^°"

but you weresure tot „n ^., ,^°"
"'"" "^' "' ""'^ i

likejhis, Spirit oV^rthtsVinT'^- ^ "•«'^*

brirfJ":!*""

with his eyes fixed on the elouk bank, answered

"A fellow is always best off with his wife."
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J.mmy did not stop to ai^e the position.
Take her with you," he said, with equal bi-evity.

Ihere came a httle silence, llien Leleu's words droppedheavily across the silence
"'oppea

"I tried."

ITie silence came again. Jimmy broke it.
Leleu, he said, as he rested his hand on the French-mans shoulder.- « you are a good fellow. I hopeTarnone too. Anyhow, I don't want to interfere '^Still,"

t thrr
''"T^ '^'l

''•"' ^ "^ "^'>- ^" count onIt that I m ready to stand by you."
ITie next night, a species of bedlam reigned in theCImteau courtyard. The windows were full l{ fads the

w th «UTiag«, drawn up in a hollow square abourfhe

hght shone calmly down, reducing all the rest to theUwdry g itter of display. Now and then a wave of chir!
"^g swept the crowd, or the band bu:.t into the rhythmLbeat of a martial air. ITien the clamour died away alt
until the buzz of talk could be plainly heari, o2 to tedrowned out once more, as some fi«.h movement Cundthe doorway aroused the throng to new enthusiasm. Allelection day and «U the next day, the victorious ca"kidatehad remained invisible in his rooms at the Chateau, itat

^f^^i:?l'^"
''"^ '°'- ^'' ''^P^rt"-. ""d Quebec had

' At'tt tr
'"

Z""'
°";'' '''P"*"'^ -^ royal o^^tiol

Z.) r ,. ,

"'°"''' P''^'"K ''"'•"'ard to the very stem,«rted shghtly and fell backwari, as a tall, slim fZ. cat"

stant at the top of the short flight of steos That n„
.nstant wa. enough. The bi^wn^Chatea^tails Sked „tt.e applause which downed even the cmsh of t^tendThen, slowly and with infinite, but kindly dignitv the

ji
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tall figure came down the steps, through the ranks of

elbow.
*° ^'^" "''° stood at his

"And veiTr'"' "^u
*° '^'""^ ^^ •»«"." he -said idlyAnd yet -they say that every man has his price WWdo you -PP-e Leleu, your iJder's price wouldl?^^'

to catch the fin^pW * ^ ^"^ J"'* '""g '"ough



CHAPTER THIRTEEN

OH, come now !
" Jimmy Lo,^ expostulated, half in

surpnse, half in admiration.

Mrs. Brooke Lord looked up from her lettera
" What is it, Jimmy ?

"

As if sterUed at the question, Jimmy lowered his paperand stared at his sister-in-law.

" Beg pardon, Molly. You were saying ?
"

lil?f^I!^" ^ ""i
waiting to hear you say it. What

called forth your exclamation, Jimmy ?
"

Jimmy laughed a bit shamefacedly

aoi ^e LT °
"/

'""'^
\.

^""y- ^"' ™y astonishment
got the better of me. Have you looked at the paper
this morning?" ^ '^ '

She shook her head.

"No. I was late, and only had time to give Brooke
his coffee. What is it.'"

give orooke

Jimmy stirred his own coffee reflectively
"It's a trick," he «.id; "a flagrant trick ; but it's amighty clever one. Of course, all the Conservatives are

fiinous over this provincial dissolution, following as it
does on the heels of the election. It does look funny no
warning, no split, nothing to give reason for it

"

"I suppose they say it is to strengthen iheir hand,
while they can,' Mrs. Brooke Lord observed

"Precisely. Still, it's a bit like a man who tries toshow five ac-es when four have been honestly dealt him.Well la.t night's Cartier called on the Conservatives to
manifest their disapproval by refusing to put up any
candidate at all for the elections." '' *' "H ^y

,]»
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Mrs. Brooke Lord shook her head again.
" I really can't see what good that will do."
Jimmy laughed.

"Where's your famous scent for politics, Molly'
Nominally, it will register their belief that the dissolution
IS illegal. Really— "

"Well? "she jogged him.
Jimmy laughed once more.
" In reality, it will reduce the party to the state of the

cats of Kilkenny. Being politicians, thev must fight
they are bound to do so. Lacking an ouufde enemy, they
will fall on each other and, inside of a mouth, the political
fur wiU begin to fly. Hullo! What 's this ?

"

Mrs. Brooke Lord's eyes rested on his thin, close-shut
lips, and she waited. She had lived long enough in the
house with Jimmy I^rd to know that he would speak
when he was ready, and not till then. At length Jimmy
looked up. ^

" Funny thing, that," he said carelessly. " This quotes
the Cartter as saying that a certain well-known Liberal has
given out that there may be a marked change soon in the
leadership of their own party. The CaHier has been
guessing. But a cloud was in his eyes, as he rose and
letl the table.

Just outside the door, he met Patience. FuiTed to her
chin and her cheeks bright with the morning wind, the
girl was tramping westward at a great pace. Under her
teet, bits of snow still clung to the pavement, whei-e they
crackled sharply beneath her tread. The distant Mils
were whit«, and the sky above them shone with the light
of a deep-toned sapphire.

"Whither?" Jimmy demanded, as he lifted his hat,
then dropped into her long, swinging step.
"Anywhere, so long as there is air and sunshine," she

replied alertly. "These last gray days have been so
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dreary that I rushed out, this momiug, to make the most
of the clear weather. How is Molly ?

"

"Beating her brows over the latest vagaries of vour
party, Miss Liberal."

^

"What about the latest game of yours, Mr. Conserva-
tive .'"she retorted.

" You Ve read the papers, then .'

"

" Of coui-se. Stanwood was so excited that he forgot
h.s serond cup of coffee. What do you think will be the
i*6sulc r

Jimmy summed up the situation tersely.
"No end of a row; no end of men downed; some

scandal, and a few men left to clamber up into the chief

" A few good men," she suggested.
" A few good fighters," he corrected her.
Dauntlessly she shook her head.
" In time the best man wins."
"In eternity, you mean," Jimmy observed, with some

p»s.m,sm "In any case, it 's a jolly row, and no great
credit to the provmce. The only good I can see in it

V-^ J^*" ""^ ^^ •"'' "''""'* "t »'«'«• Aucune has
advised him to stand for Tete Joli."

" Kpally ? He is bound to get it," Patience said alertly.He IS clever enough, and 1 suppose he has any amount
of influence. By the way, leaving politics, were you at
your sister's, last night ?

"

r
-^ j

at

Jimmy shook his head.

Jv "^'l''f
'"'^ gloomily; "but it wasn't leaving

politics in the least."
^

" What do you mean ?
"

"That the place was a veritable caucus. I was the
only noncombatant there. She'd pulled together all ofI«leus cronies and all of Molly's venembles, and packedthem solid into a twelve by fifteen room. The punch was

'I

.„J
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good and they hked it. By the time they had had a
second glass, every man of them all had mounted his hobby,and they gd oped round and round in a circle, with Arline
in the^middle for nng master and St. Just beside her as
clown. Jimmy ended in a swift climax of disgust

" Monsieur St. Just
!
" Patience said quickly. « I wish

Arhne did n't like that man."
"Arline doesn't care for him," Jimmy answered care-

lessly. " He IS an old friend of Leleu ; that 's all
"

"Friend! He's a perfect- Trojan horse," Patience
»a.d, with unexpected viciousness. "He is a hollow
mockery and a whitewashed sepulchre, and Ariine ought
to turn him out of her house."
" How can she ?" Jimmy queried.

«The]t'. 71 A^
^t^'-

^"""""^ "P''«^ vehe-nently.
There

! I had no business to tell of it. But I wish you
could make Arhne snub him a bit. He is a, dangerous asa small-pox epidemic, and as deadly."
Jimmy eyed her askance.
" You don't hke St. Just.?" he inquire! placidly.
'No; I don't But tell me about Arline. Wa. she

lovely? And who else was there? And is it a fact that
she IS going to receive, every Monday night ? Stanwoodand I wanted to go ; but we had promised Sir Morris thatwe d dme with him at the Falls, and we were late about
getting home."

" Oh." Jimmy's cadence was a falling one. « So thatwas where you all were?"
" Yes. It was the last chance to sit out on the gallery

this year; it is growing cold so fa.st. Sir Morris taid he
should have a.sked you, only he knew you would have to
be at the Leleus'."

" He might have given me the chance to refiise," Jimmy
said bluntly. Then he added, with equal bluntness, " Oh.
1 say, I went to church with Leleu, Sunday."
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"How queer !

" Patience coi imented, with rather ex-
cessive frankness.

Jimmy frowned thoughtfully.

"Yes, it was queer, mighty queer. I can smell the
incense yet. I'd not been to the Basili«i since I was a
youngster; I've no idea what it was all about, but it was
no end impressive, and it was good to see Leleu's face,
while he went in for it all."

Patience nodded, in swift comprehension. 'I'hen she
added,

—

" But how did you happen to go .'

"

" Gave myself to Moloch, or Juggernaut, or some of
those fellows. I dropped in there early, and I happened
to find Arline on her nerves."

" What is the matter now ? " Patience demanded sharply.
Jimmy eyed her bright face with a brotherly Ijenignity.
"Now," he echoed. " Well, I fancy you 've just about

hit it, Miss Tyler. It generally is noa>. l)f course, Arline
is my sister, and I must n't tell tales ; but you are there
so often that it's not necessary. Leleu is a Catholic.
Arline says that he's a bigot; but the poor chap isn't
always in a bed of roses. This time, it "s the Vice Royalty
racket. Leleu is asked to the Laval function, you see.
His uncle looks out for that. Arline was none too sure
that she approved of that, in the firat place ; she was a
good deal less sure, when she heard that Molly had been
asked to Spencer Wood to meet them. By the time she
had discovered that Sir Morris has been able to get us a
snug comer for Tliursday night, she was absolutely certain
that she disapproved the whole affair entirely.

'

I tried
to convince her that Bi-ooke was out of it, too. Leleu
tried to make her understand that, as a rule, wives were n't
asked to Laval. Then we came off together, and Leleu
looked so down on his luck that I asked him to take me
to church with him."
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"And he did?"
" Yes, even me," Jimmy answered whimsically. "Still

do you know," he added, with sudden gravity ; "I've a
notion he did n't mind having one of the famil^ with him.
So far as I l<now, Arline has never once been there with
him, and — and it must be a bit gaUing to his pride."
Jimmy had spoken truthfully aiid with unerring insight

Ihe attitude of Arline had been galling to Leleu's pride
very galling. Never for one instant had he hoped, or
even wished, to convert his wife to the teneU of his own
church. Nevertheless, it had hurt him sorely that she,
knowing how dear to him was his church had never failed
to Ignore the claims of that church, or t. treat them with
open disdain.

Week after week, Ariine watched him set out to the
Basilica alone, watched him return without a word of
interest or question. His days of fasting she treated with
unspoken scorn

; his books of devotion and his chaplet
were relegated to an inconspicuous comer behind a closet
door. Petty as it all was, it yet amounted to a species
of domestic torture. Leleu, too proud, too hurt in his
pnde, to stoop to notice it, could only shut up within the
hiding-places of his life both the hurt and the undying
love of his chureh, and hold his peace and make no sign
And Arline, beautiful, unrelenting, watched it all with
her hai-d, imperious smile and, reading her husband like
an open book, told herself that the time would come
when, by sheer force of will, she would divorce him from
the Church of Rome and bend him to the more plastic
sway of her own episcopacy. Her aim in this, however,
was not Leleu's spiritual redemption, but merely adherenqe
to the convention of her own race and class." Leleu, on
his side, was not slow to read her motive. To his mind
It only increased the difficulty of his position. Beneath
his dark skin the tides of his being ran hot and swift It



Heartx and Creed* 141

was not always easy to keep his devotions quiet and free

from petulance, under conditions such as the^<c.

By degrees, as the time went on, he formed the habit
of dropping in for early miiss at the Seminary chapel,
Arline was always late on Sunday morning; she never
stopped to inquire where he spent his time between rising

and breakfast For that hour, his devotions could be
quite unquestioned. And so, morning after morning, he
entered the familiar gateway, opened the heavy doors at

the left and came into the rich-coloured shadow of the
little chapel where he had so ofl«n knelt as a boy. Kneel-
ing there again in the shade of one of the dark- veined
pillars, he buried his face in his hands and prayed with a
fervour to whieli his boyhood had been a stranger, prayed
that the day might come when his wedded life, freed from
the pricking opposition, might at last be all and more
than that of which he yet dreamed. For Lelcu, in spite

of all and perhaps because of all, loved his wife with a
loyalty that lacked but little of adoration. If only he
could be all in all to her, as she was all in all to him

!

Even now, she had moments, hours, when she showed her-
self gentle and loving. With him and with him alone it

rested to make those hours unbroken. But how? He
bowed his head yet lower. Then he i-ose, and went for-

ward to the altar rail.

The question came back upon him, a week later, as he
sat in the Hall of Promotions, listening to the farewell

compliments exchanged between the university and Vice
Royalty. High above all the heads and from opposite
ends of the wall, the compliments repeated themselves.

The Vice Royal arms, surmounted by the flags of England,
France and America, faced down the hall towards the
arms of Laval mounted on the tricolour and topped with
the English flag. Education was extending to statecraft

a welcoming hand; but education in Laval was firmly

J;
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bn»«I u,K.„ the thn« broad .tripe, .,f blue m,d white and
red. Ihe audience a**,nbled beneath the flam showed
«o„,ewhat of the ««no distinction. G«the,«l m. the dal,wa, the knot of officals, French and English, dremJ in
their most formal array. Here an order, them a uniform
I rol*c the dark monot.-iy of frock co,it^ and the half-
dozen women of the group adde<l their touch of dainty
colour to the scene. Facing then, from the floor sat lonifranks of dergy. son,, with simple .soutane and b.rett^some clad „, robes of richest silk, ermine-faced and hooded
with gi^ecn and blue and purple and si-arlet. Everywhere
were the tonsured heads and the lean, ascetic faces of the
I'rench priesthood, standing out in sharp relief against

allxr''"
''""''^"" '"""'^ °^ ''"' 8™"P "^ ^t"'^"'™

From his seat in the gallery. Leleu's keen eve sweptover ,t all, resting here and there upon a well-known fa^contrasting it all with the day, se^n yean befo,., wl^i
Ic, frotk-coated and green-sashed, had stoo<l by the outer
door, watching those same ranks of cleivy file in to dohonour to the highest dignitary who. nTme coiild sendthem. Then, eager, resolute, he ha. ounted upon theday when all things should be in his asp. Now, Mento the inner circk of things, his gi. .p ^wing tj, 'rupon all that he had then dreamed of wishing, he y"^

Vic^"R!.v",f
°"'

'f™r *" *''* """•' eompliments ,.hichVice Royaltv wa.s lavishing upon his university, his darkbraws gathered into a i™w„. No wonder Arline h^N-n annoyed. Aa,.u.,tomed to the ways of English a^
^ .encan univemties. she found it hard to i^lize thepurely masculine nature of the functions of Lav^ And!quite naturally, ,t was galling to her pride to have Moltby reason of her ancestry, and Patience, by rea.son of S^
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Morn», bidden to a higher ««t at the civil function, that
mght, than ho had conininnded for her. J'erhaiM he cciuld
have coniniande.1 it, had lie been more strcnuou, in regard to
thenintter; but it had never once occurred to him that
Arhne would care so much. He had been absent at IVtc
Joli, when the preliminary plans had been announir.!.
ITie hrst days of his return hml been days of mad haste, of
emlk^s interviews with his chief, of olan and counter-plan
liow tx9.t to carry his county against the old Conservative
so long in power. Now he reproached himself for his
sclf-ahsorption. Women cared for pomp and ceremony
and Vic* Hoyal farewells. Arlinc was very much awoman; she was not, however, the woman to submit to
being left m an inconspicuous comer. Rather than that,
she would remain at home.

In fact, had it not been for Jimmy, she would have
adhered to her resolution to remain at home, that nightBy some mistake, Leleu's cards had been late in coming,
and Arhne had iterated her determination not to ^near the city hall in any case. In vain Leleu had coaxed
and plead«l

;
in vain he had sought to use a gentle foit*.

Arlme had resisted, resisted by turns with cold dignity
and childish petulance, and Leleu at length had given up
the hght and prepared to go alone. Then, that morning.
Jimmy bad dropped in upon them while they were stili at
breakfast. He had been as jovial and apparently as care-
less as ever

; but there had been a steely glint in his eyes.
Leleu had excused himself and gone away to his office,
leaving the brother and sister alone together, apparently
engrossed in random gossip. An hour later, he had been
called to the telephone. A husky voice, which he had
been slow to recognize as that of his wife, had briefly
infoiined h.m that she had decided to go to the reception,
that night

"^

At lunch, Arline's eyes were heavy, her smile forced;

r
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but her whole manner to him wu marked with a gentle
deference to which of late it had been a stranger. Later,
a. he was dns>ing for the afternoon, i>he knocked at hi*
door.

" I wanted to make Hure that your things were right,"
she uid, as she crosse-' the room and halted at his side
before the mirror. " lou must look your best, to-day."
He smiled, not at her, but at her face in the mirror.

For a l.yi.; <notnent their eyes met by way of the glass,
met and liuug together. Then, turning suddenly, he took
her in his arms,

" Arline," he asked ; "do you really care ?

"

He felt the pressure of her round cheek against his
shoulder. Then she lifted her head.

" Amcdce," she said abruptly ; " I wish it could be,
always and always, like this."

He made no efTort to evade her meaning. Instead, he
asked quietly,—

"Is there any reason that it can not ?"

She broke away from him and faced him.
" Yes, there is."

The colour left his face.

" What then ? " he asked slowly, the woids catching in
his throat

"Myself. Wait!" She lifted her hand imperiously.
" Don't deny it We both of us know it, so why deny ?

Now and then, I am like two different people. One of
them loves you, Amcdee, loves you really. The other— "

"Well?" he urged her.

She shook her head.

« I don't know," she answered sadly. " It is all so cold.
It loves nothing very much, except bare living, and even
that must be lived in a given way. Don't blame me,
Amvdee. We women none of us are always just alike.
Always we all wont love ; but sometimes it satisfies us.

li
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ometimea it aecms to Imve UK empty, and we turn awa*
to other thingH."

'

He stood silent for long minutcH, his d I « fixed
upon the carpet at his feet Then slowly nc raided hii
eye» ani! faced her.

" Arline," he said ;
" I would give upaU things ouUide,

for the sake of holding your love."

She lifted her eyes to his ; but she spoke no word.
"I mean it. dear." he urged. "Gladly, more gladly

than I can say, I would turn away from it all. my career,
my election. I would give it all up, if, by the giving, I
could draw you closer to me."

Suddenly her lip curled, and she spoke sharply.
"Amediw, no man living could win a woman's love in

.-my such a way as that Renunciation is no part for a
man to play. It warms our pity ; but it chills our love."

His face clouded again, and he took a swift turn up and
down the room. Then he came back to the window and
rtood for long looking down into the gray Cathedral close.
When he spoke at last, his accent was indescribably sad
and pleading.

"What is it then, Arline?" he asked. "Something is
drawing us apart Is it that I demand too much of you f

"

She faced him.

"No," she said, with a sort of breathless vehemence.
"No; not half enough." Tlien, turning abruptly, she
left him standing there alone.

m

515.!.•i

10

I*



CHAPTER FOURTEEN
1HAVE come on a mission," Jimmy obsei-ved, as he

took off his coat and flung it over a chair.
Without stirring otherwise, Stanwood Tyler took his

pipe from between his teeth.

"Good Lord! You!"
"Change the accent, and it will sound more compli-

mentary," Jimmy admonished him. " Your tone is melo-
dious, Tyler."

" Yes, I 've a sort of a cold," Stanwood admitted grudg-
ingly, though his voice suggested the first frog of the
springtime.

" So your sister said. Therein lies the mission, and you
are the heathen I've come to visit. Suppose this seat
will bear? " And Jimmy lowered his long figure into a
fragile chair of gilded wood and straw, then, alarmed at
its creaking, he rose hastily and pushed it to one side.
" Infernal things, those !

" he said blandly. « Why will a
woman always have one round in the way ? No fellow can
talk coherently, when he expects the next mini te to land
him 5prav,ling on the rug."

His host laughed unfeelingly.

"Missionaries are expected to put up with a bad time
of it. Did you say Patience sent you ?

"

Abolishing the flimsy seat to a comer, Jimmy rolled
up a substantial oaken chair and settled himself before
the fire.

" Not exactly sent me, you know," he responded, when he
was arranged to his hking. "She merely impHed that you
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would te glad to see me. Said »l,e was going sliding withS.r Morr,»,out at the FaUs, and that ^ou were 2ut upw.th a cold and needed entertainment. I sugge.stei tha^

Stenwood Tyler lifted his hand protestinglv.
'Save my feelings, Jimmy," he begged.
J.mmy laughed. Then he fell to pnnlding the fire.Hang your feelings, Tyler, and save your sister'" heretorted. "Ian, willing to bet that that fellow «.„'tsteSa toboggan niuch less a sled. He'll probably upset her

lTt?X""
™ '"" '' "''" "'^- ^'^°"''''^'

"What about?"

" VVhat was that ? " Stanwood queried, as he refilled hispipe fi-om the curved palm of his left hand

Du Fort Street. Some Johnny threw a lighted squib

tned tochmb a telephone pole and, while7hey%^^ climl^
ing, another squib reminded the horses of some of theguard that it was etiquette for them to assist. Result

:

ch^™ *"' "^"^ commandment, and general

Stanwood looked up ftnm above his matchsafe.

^

mitical manoeuvre?" he inqui«id tersely
Not this time

; only mere alcoholic merrymakine Itcame near being something woi^, though. What dS you
think.'' Anew Guy Fawkes?" '

His companion shook his head.
"No; only the old St. Just."

4

0i
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"Oh, I sayr Jimmy remonstrated. "That's slander
1 merely proposed to gossip."

Between his «tertorious puffings, Stanwood spoke with
obvious effort for epigram.

« Slander presupposes some increment of villainy."
Good words, only they don't mean anything,'^ Jimmy

commented. '• Who increments, you or St. JusT? "

He couldn't," Stanwood responded briefly.
"Don't be too sure. He 's young yet. But what do yousuppose was his game in helping on leleu's election?Even Aueune says Leleu never could have made it, with-

out the help of the Cartierr
Stanwood wrinkled his brows.
"The motive was bound to be there. The only trouble

" hl»t T^ ^"^ ' St- J"'' "^ver acts on impulse."
Still, Jimmy suggested ; "you know he was a friend

of Leleu in Paris."

"Nor on sentiment," Stanwood growled, without troub-
ling himself to open his teeth.

"Then you think ?
" Jimmy said interrogatively.

For a moment, Stanwood chewed savagely at 'the stem

lu'" ^Tu- 7''? '"^ *^^ *•" ^^^ °f his pipe in the
hollow of his hand and used the stem to point hifwords.

louse the phraseology of ournational game of caids,"
he remarked thoughtfully

; "St. Just is fiUing his hand to

nn I^ tL ^n T^ «*' *"^ °^ " ''"d; he may endup w^h a bobtail flush. In any case, he is going to blufl'
till the last mmute and avoid a showdown if he can. He 's
playing a shrewd game and a careful one; but it may allgo up in smoke."

Jimmy pondered.

"Perhaps. He is getting some strong cards, though.
It s not the weakest of them, his having control of the
paper just now."

"It's not the weakest of them, these charges against
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the government," Stanwood Tyler retorted. " Those two«nator, have played straight into St. Just', hand WiXout some sort of a crisis, the paper would have teen of nJuse to h;m. Its Ime of policrhL never swerveT uLer
tamper with it. As it is, no past policy can hold coed inthis present crisis He is bound to t/ke someK'^new ground in this matter, and he stands or falls, accord-n.g to the side on which he chooses his gi.und."

•'Unless he straddles," he suggested tersely.And meanwhile, the subject of their talk was seatedbeside the tea table of Mi^. Brooke Lord

in/ITr
"'^'^ *^'"« °"* ? " he had questioned, as she cameinto the room to greet him.

. «» »ne came

"Not until later," she reassured him.
With swift dexterity, he drew forward a chair for herdivining as by instinct which was her favourite s^rwhichthe warmest comer of the hearth. MrB^keSsm-Ied a little, however, as she noted the JZ.l^t

Ti:L S: tlUof ttv^'
""^

"" "^ "' -^''"'^ ^

whliSjw^rT^rs;^-!;:-'^^^^.
co^e, this afternoon. My time is ZlU^"'^.::
Jimmy, had he been there, would have been swift tochaJenge the stat*.ment. Never, to his miTd hid St

cht/.. rL'^".'"°""''^°'"'-'>'""s own Zn sin^ htchief had been orde.«l south. And not only his t m^wt
ev rTcli„"e^ t "

^'^' "^ '^^"- ^^- B™°^- ^-^Tlowever, inclined to a more sympathetic view of things.

I)',

*i,

^il
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" I know," she assented. " You must be verj- busy, es-

pecially at a time like this, when everything is in such tur-

moil. This new year is beginning a most exciting chapter,"

St. Just looked up alertly.

« Ah ! Then you follow it, too ?
"

" Why not ? I am a Conservative, you know, and now-
adays we Conservatives have nothing to do but to follow

it up."

" But I too am a Conservative," he reminded her ; '\ and
I have much to do."

" For your paper ? Yes. But what do you think will

be the outcome of it all
.'

"

St. Just shrugged his shoulders. He had no intention

of wasting his powder on a random shot.

" I think with your husband and with the other men of

our party."

The powder was not wasted.

"That there must be a change of leader, if the Liberals

are to stay in power ? " Mrs. Brooke Lord asked.

St. Just lowered his eyes, lest they betray his satisfac-

tion. For a month, now, he had been too busy in watching

the manoeuvring of the Liberal party to pay any great

heed to the comments of the other faction. There were

those, indeed, even among the Liberals, who declared that

St. Just's part in the manoeuvres was not entirely limited

to that of mere spectator. In the meantime, however, he
had rather lost touch with his avowed constituency.

Arline's weekly gatherings still continued ; but he was

shrewd enough to see that the Liberal faction was steadily

gaining ground among her guests and that it was only a
question of weeks before the few Conservatives vanished

altogether. That done, it would be an open question

how long Arline's ambition would serve to maintain her

interest in her attempted salon. In the meantime, Arline

had been of untold assistance to liini.
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Urged on by her apparent interest in his widening
political career, Leleu had seen to it that their rooms,
each Monday night, were filled with the best of the
younger men of his own party. Under the influence of
their gracious, smiling hostess and of the refreshment
which she gave them, each man not only told his creed,
but he told it well. Arline's ambition was greedy ; but
she was no dunce. She was quick to learn that these men,
men whose words were quoted in office corridors and on
the corners of streets, were giving her of their intellectual

best. She also was quick to learn that their intellectual

best, albeit set forth in Gallic phrase, was in no way second
to the talk she had been wont to hear over the teacups of
Mrs. Brooke Lord. And Mrs. Brooke Lord's gift was a
mere inheritance ; her own she hei-self had won. Of course,

L«leu had helped her at the start; but he would have
been powerless to go on alone. And St. Just himself had
helped her ; but Arline prefeiTed not to think of that.

Neither did she care to think of some of St. Just's recent
editorials, forecasting the future of the provincial parties.

Thinking of them, it would have been impassible for her
to have disregarded the souix-es of his inspiration. Rather
than that, she chose to dwell upon the obvious social

success of her brilliant little receptions.

And now, while St. Just, with infinite tact, was leadii

Mrs. Brooke Lord into a discussion in which her talk coun,
not fail to reflect the colour of talk about her tea table,

Patience and Sir Morris were spending a golden January
afternoon on the big slide at Bureau's.

For a week. Sir Moriis had been in training for the
event. All the previous winter, he had confined himself
solely to the toboggan ; this year, he had developed aspira-

tions towards one of the wide, clumsy sleds, infinitely less

picturesque, infinitely more dangerous in the hands of the
novice. On one memorable day, he had suftered himself

*i2

^•13
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to be taken down the slide on the sled of a burly habitant
hireling. Till the end of time, he would hold the recollec-

tion of the dizzy moment when he balanced, rocking slightly,

at the top of that almost perpendicular wall of ice, of the
sinking at the pit of his stomach, as he went over the edge,

of the breathless sweep downwards, of the smug satisfaction

of spinning along, quite uninjured, over the level ice at
the foot of the slide. On a toboggan. Sir Morris had felt

safe enough. The six inches he was raised above the level

of the ice had seemed to multiply to infinity the chances
of disaster. Terrified to the core of his big, boyish soul,

Sir,Morris yet did not funk. The sensation was new. He
would proceed to assimilate it.

Morning after morning, he journeyed out to Bureau's.

Morning after morning, he was promoted until, from being
a mere bit of immovable freight, he had become past mas-
ter in the art of steering. The terror departed ; but the
charm remained. Then, when the habitant hireling could
teach him nothing more, Sir Morris went in search of
Patience.

The train to the Falls was full, that afternoon ; but Sir

Morris and Patience were quite unaware of the attention

of which they were the object. Sir Morris wtis wholly
absorbed in his companion ; Patience was like a happy
child off for a holiday. For three days, she had been
standing guard over a wholly restless semi-invalid. She
liked Sir Morris ; and, besides, the afternoon was all golden
and azure and white, and dazzling withal. She was con-

scious of a perfect contentment, as she stood with Sir

Morris in the rear of the elevator, looking down over the
dark mill roofs, out upon the shining, ice-bound river where
the long train of sledges, like great black ants in the dis-

tance, crawled slowly across the ice-bridge to the Island.

From the seat above and behind them, kindly eyes

stared down upon the unconsciousupon pair.
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may love a lover ; but the love is never 80 obvious em when
the lover is joung and comely and hall-marked with
prosperity. Sir Morris, that day, was especially good to
look upon. Big and blond and luddy, he wore the white
blanket suit of the snowshoe club, the black-striped scarlet
tuque and trunks and mittens, and his brand-new yellow
moccasins were mai-vels of gaudy embroidery. Beside his
vivid colour. Patience, in her sealskin coat and hat, looked
modest as a soft brown sparrow, save for her glowing face
and for the bright scarlet kerchief that showed at the
open neck of her coat. And no sparrow, however deceit-
fully modest of mien, was ever more alert and perky of
mood than was Patience Tyler on that January day.
At the suggestion of Sir Morris, they had brought

their snowshoes with them. Halting at the top of the
elevator just long enough to lash the thongs about their
ankles, they had rounded the low white cottage with its

flanking guns, crossed the spruce-covei-ed tunnel of the
road, crossed the bridge, crossed a field or two, and then
turned sharply to the north. On the left was the forest-
bordered river ; before them and on their right, the open
fields stretched away and up into the heart of the shining
mountains ; beneath their feet, the glistening surface of
the snow was scarred by no track. The spirit of the
Canadian winter, silent, impressive and beautiful, was all

about them and, awed by its impressive beauty, they too,
aliens both, fell silent in their turn.

For a lon-j while, they kept on steadily, feeling their
footing as by instinct, loath as they were to lower their
eyes from the picture that encircled them. Tlien Sir
Morris, still without a word, turned westward towards
the river, came under the shadow of a grove of sugar
maples and, halting there, held up a warning hand. As
by magic, the stillness had vanished, and they were sur-
rounded with the busy murmur of the winter forest

:

'I'

'4

.
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the sighing of the trees, the ci'ackling of the branches in

the still, cold air, the faint, distant note of an occasional

bird. Then, with a rustle and a rush, a fox shot past
them and, with Patience's exclamation, the spell was
broken. Laughing and chattering like a pair of merry
children, they made the round of the maple grove, pried
and peered in at the sugar house, sat down to rest on a
snow-heaped log, raced up a steep incline and then, turn-
ing, struck into their former trail and went plodding back
again to the head of the falls.

They talked much on the way : of the summer, of Sir
Morris's cousin in the Police, of Stanwood and Arline
and even of Jimmy. Now and then, the replies of Sir
Morris came a bit at random ; but his clean blue eyes
never wavered from Patience's eager face. For the hour,
he was weighing the girl as never before, weighing her
in the generations-old scales of his race and kin, of his
training and tradition, weighing her and in no one
essential Hnding her wanting. And Patience, wholly
unconscious of it all, chattered on in blithe content.
Her content was for the present hour and for her
present companion. With the future it concerned itself

not at all.

At the back door of Bureau's, they untied their snow-
shoes and shook off the snow which, dust-dry, powdered
their clothing to their shoulders. Sir Morris provided
himself with a sled and, side by side, they climbed to the
top of the nearer slide. Patience was still chattering
gayly ; but Sir Morris had grown suddenly still. Around
them, the chatter ami shouts of the other sliders cut
through and through the frosty air ; but in utter silence

Sir Moi-ris awaited his turn, swung his ! vy sled into
position at the top of the slide and si d JMlienco
firmly on the front of the sled. Then he I. k his place
behind her, half reclining, his right aim grasping the sled
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far forward at her side, and his head stuck through the
curt-e of her encircling left arm.

" Ready ?" he asked tersely.

She nodded.

The next instant, they were holding their breath, as the
sled dropped over the face of the slide, went tearing down
the dazzling ice-wall and then glided smoothly away
towards the foot of the distant opposite slide.

Sir Morris never spoke, until the sled was slowing down
to an almost imperceptible pace. Then he gave a sigh of
absolute relief.

" Oh, I say," he blurted out abruptly ; "don't you wish
we could always go on like this, through life, I mean ?

"

And Patience, although she reilized all the repressed
fervour of his words, nevertheless could not refrain from
glancing down at her own huddled figure, at her short
skirt blown aside from her shabby yellow moccasins, and
at the head of Sir Morris with its scarlet cheeks and wind-
ruffled hair, sticking out from the encircling curve of her
throtthng arm. She looked, and then, quite involuntarily
and to her own everlasting remorse, she burst into a peal
of laughter.

J



CHAPTER FIFTEEN

_£\, Leleu glanced up at his wife with the little ainile

which »o rarely failed to answer to her voice.

' You wish ? " he queried.

Above her aablc collar, her face was bright and
winning, an indewribable cajolery was in her tone.

" Is it granted ? " she asked banteringly.

Leleu's smile broke into a laugh.
" As soon as asked,'' he responded.
" Truly ? " she urged, as her golden-brown brows went

upward and the eyes beneath them showed a little gleam
in their dark blue depths.

Regardless of the little crowd on the terrace, lieleu

turned and swept her fram head to heel with his loving,

eager gaze.

" Do I ever refuse you, when you speak in that \ oice ?
"

he asked her then.

" Not often. Not as often as you should." ITie caress-

ing cadence was still there. " It is good to be spoiled,

Amtyee. And now— "

" Now I spoil you .'" he inquired, in affectionate mock-
ery. " Well, why not, since we both enjoy it ?

"

She laughed again, as she drew a bit closer to his side.

After all, there was a certain pleasure in a Sunday noon
stroll on the sunshiny terrace, even though her husband's

coat still carried in its folds a faint, sweet smell of incense,

left there during the Sunday morning mass in the gray old

Basilica whither she never once had followed him. Arline,
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herwlf, us if to pnive thnt licr Cntliolic rmirrinf{c l,jul

changMi no wliit of Iht own attitude to tliinjpi s|iiritiml, wax
"crupulously i-nnlul nnd rtgujui- in lier sent on tliu luirlillc
aisle of the Cutliedml. Leleu was aluuys Hwaitinj; her
outside the rloor, when her service was ended. In the early
days of their married life, Arline liad met hini with a eir-
tain constraint Later, a slight flavour of patronajfe had
mmgled itself with the constraint ; but dining the past
few weeks, both patronage and constraint hail vanishc-d.
In their place had sprung up a little sense of gratified
ambition, as she watche<l the growing conliality of the
salutes vouchsafed to her husband, l^cleu's Section at
Tetc Joli had won out by a narrow majority, and it was
open talk that only by the support of a stroiijj Conserva-
tive influence such as that of the Cartier, could he have
won out at all. Nevertheless, in the light of the hitherto
unchanging Conservatism of the Tete Joli clectoiN even
his small majority and his Cartier support had been ac-
cepted as proof of the general theory that Amedi* Leleu
was a man worth watching. Whatever the cause, how-
ever, the fact remained that Leleu was to take his seat on
the Liberal side of the house, in early I'ebiuary, and that
meanwhile, Arline was finding an added pleasure in her
Sunday noon walk on the ten-ace at his side, even though
his Sunday coat did bear evidences of having been worn
inside the doors of the Basilica.

"If you wish to know the theological tiiiets of any
woman here, just sniff at her furs," Patience had said, at
the end of li-r first winter, and Patience's metho.1 would
not have led her too far amiss.

Arline, however, went one point beyond. As a rult-
she saw to it that Leleu should leave his fur-lined coat
liehind him, when he went to church on Sunilay morning.
He had put it on again, that noon, however, wliii he

had started for the terrace, and Arline, .•!< she hat! met
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l.u,bBnd w«» the „,a,t att.active „,a„ „f the irroups linedup «t e>tl,er eml of the »tc.,K 'IV long. -t^'LtC ofh>, coat «dd«I apparent ...chc. to hi, height; the .iKerv»hce„ of the unplueke,! otter lining, rolling Lek over a

gave a deeper lustre to hi, e^e,. Handsome he .va, notbut what c-ount, far mo„> than beauty in a nianXwa,"

"e^tir v"' ^f^'f-.
"'" ''»» "''"' <=»-'/-"

were thin. His ears had distinct loljes

uJ^LH''"!'
''"' "'"^' ^'^'""''' '"^•^ ""'hed with pleas-ure, as she drew a step nearer to his side.

'MVhy not spoil me?" she echoed. "And vet. I amno sure how goo.1 it is for me. Some d,.,. yoiVyZpent It l-hen. without pausing in her walk, she fac«l

T^i'i'- "An-^y^^'«-y""Ki«arsheU4
He needed no explanation of her words
" Very."

"Always?" she persisted.

ne2''wav':i,"'""' "" """ ""'' "'«''"' ««' "" 'y^

"Yes, so long as I know you are happy."
tor a moment, her eyes rested on him thoughtfully1 lien they dropped to the Levis shore.

"«n"uily.

" AmtycV she said slowly ; " I think I am as happy as
I ever «,uld be. The best of me is happy now ; the'^SL"of me <^n never know what happiness is. I told yl Toonce before, told you I seemed to myself like two differentwomen at war with each other and one of them aT warwith all the world. And yet— "

.'.'

l.°\*^
""^ S'"^ " ^^ questioned eagerly.

we bottU""'^,*""^''*''""^' "^^- Ofcoui^e,we bo h are consciou., of certain barrier between us."But they wiU fall m time," he urged.
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However, «he faced him »tci«lilv.
" Neverr ahe wid, with unwonted irmvilv .. Ii,n,„

the^ wll ri„ .till higher «, th- vea.fj„ ij,
"

**"""•

Atixiou»Iy hia eves «c«r<hcd , j ti-

She glanced up for a„ instant at tl,e s<arlet snot flutter.ng over he ™u„d gra, l^,tio„ above their her. The."

"No. Amty.!t, I a,„ .,r«i,! ,|..\. ,.,^ ,,„ „ot^ Th

beneath their feet; but the termce and the leXTdens and the old gray citadel above wer. warrwTth''tl .golden light of the winter noondav
Throughout the length of the"te,-mce. Arline made noeffort to resume her talk with her husband. At thL lowerend however they halted for a moment to look out over

"Shall we take one more turn, Arline?"

vou' Tf
""'""*'"«. «"°"gh. Besides, I want to talk toyou.^^My ,,„.t,o„ „ „„t asked yet , your promise is,rt
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" But promised,'" he reminded her.

" Perhaps. Still, it 's not the same thing. A promised
promise leaves two margins for doubt."

The smile left his lips, and he looked at her with some
uneasiness. It was plain that she was only parrying, in
order to gain time ; and his experience of Arline had
taught him that, with her, such a course was not of goodly
omen. Upon her own side, Arline had learned some
lessons during the past seven months. One of the lessons
was that I^leu's strongholds could rarely be taken by
direct assault. Her husband's temperament, together
with the nature of her own desires, was fast turning Arline
L«leu into a strategist of no mean skill.

"But what is the question?" he inquired, after a
pause.

Arline's right hand, muff and all, dropped to her side.
Her left hand, stealing through the curve of his arm,
buried itself in the thick, soft fur of his deep cuff.

" You know this dinner of Molly's ? " she asked, stifling
a little yawn, as if the very mention of her sister-in-law's

hospitality rendered her drowsy.

Inasmuch as they w due there inside of an hour,
Leleu did know it. He merely nodded. Then,

« What ofit?" he asked.

Arline laughed.

"Poor dear old Molly! She has such a courageous
way of doing up these family functions. No matter how
the last one drags, she is always bound to try it again.
I wonder why it is that Sunday noon should be sacred to
the god of domestic boiiedom."

" But the others will be there, to-day."
Arline made a little grimace.

"Yes; but Stanwood is so heavy. I believe that
Americans, when they are dull, are the most ponderous
nation in the world. They lack the touch, the verve of
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the French." She laughed again. "Tell me, Amikli^,
did you ever expect to hear me speak a good word for
your nation?" ^

Gently he brushed aside her trivial jest.
"Yes, when you came to know us better," he answered,

with a gravity for which he himself was quite at a loss to
account.

For an instant, a group of vertical wrinkles gathered
between her brows. Then she laughed once mL; but
into the laugh there came the edge he dreaded.
"How seriously you take my little compliment, Amcklce

'

jKcaiiy, you are almost as bod as Stanwood Tvler SirMorns is to be there, too, and Monsieur St. Just It is
quite a family reunion."

rxr^'y"".,'"
""' "''** '"'"'y " !*>«" objected swiftly.

Not really. Still, you were old friends in Paris
"

'•Acquaintances, and long years ago," he replied, with
ensp brevity.

'•AiKl acquaintances now. After all, it is rather nice
ot Molly to include him for you."
" Mrs. Brooke I^i-d need not have troubled herself"
"But I suppose Molly felt that it would be pleasant

for you to have another man of your own race," Arline
reminded him.

" He is not of my iTice."

" You both are French."
"He is of Paris, I of Canada. The wide ocean .oil.

between, Leleu made terse answer.
Arline smiled.

" But you both have crossed the ocean," she said, with
the more phistic speech she had learned during even her
one winter of -«sociation with the race whose diction out-
ranks the whole rest of the world.

" Only for our own passing gain."
Arline recurred to her former ground.

Of

'II'

I



162 Hearts and Creech

:

" But Monsieur St. Just often tells me of your being
together in PariB."

"Yes."
" And you see him often here."
" Yes."

" And yet you dislike him."
Gravely he shook his head.
" I fear him more."

For an instant, her tone rang hard and cold as the
iiT beneath her heel.

" Fear ? You, Amcdee .'

"

" Yes," he made deliberate answer ; " as I fear the snake
that strikes in the dark."

Arline drew in her breath and opened her lips to reply.
Then she had the consummate tact to leave the question
unargued. Instead, she nestled her gloved fingers still

deeper into the long, silver-tipped fur of his cuff.

" What is it that you French say ? " she asked gayly.
'"Let us go back to our muttons'? How appropriate
that is, for one always has roast lamb at a family dinner
on Sunday noon ! But about the dinner, Amedee, those
men are bound to talk politics."

"Wliatthen.'"
" Nothing ; only you are the only Liberal."
" What then ? " he repeated.

"They will be sure to ask which side you mean to
take."

Purposely he misunderstood her meaning.
" But they know that I am of the Liberals."
" Yes, of course. But in this party split"
" Split > I do not understand."
" This division," she urged.
" But there is no division."

" But there is. Everyone says so."

"Who then .'"he asked.
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"Monsieur St. Just, for one."
-St. Just would make a division where none exist,."

insisted* *'"' '"'*" ^^ '"
^ "^ ***'" *"'" "''«

And leleu made quiet answer
" And I, I know the men."

,J^^^aM ^ J"''
''"'^' ''* "'"'J^ '»«' ''"'d' together inthe middle of her n,uff; but her lips were still smiling

Hutl'r «.
'*" '^- / ""'* •* convinced, I suppose.

st^ndf-
""* " '^ '' *''"* *""''* y°" take ^r

He looked at her gravely, m if considering his words.Lpon the side of the Government," he said then.
Ihis tune, her petulance refused to be repressed.
Oh, Amed^, how foolish ! No. You 'd never cling

s:r:'orsra~
'^'°"

' " '^ ''" "P™ ^' ^- -y
'MVIiat matter, so long as it is only slmider?" heasked her.

'

" But how do you know it is ?
"

t^Znn Tf'"'' '^"^ ™PP°rt °f t*-^ govern-ment at Ottawa counts for much ; and— "

" And .'" she echoed impatiently.
" And ray county counts for more."
"I don't see what you mean," she said, with increased

impatience.
>.«"^<

Leleu bit his lip. Then, of a sudden, his mobile face

hZ,
"'* ""'' '^^ themselves about hi!

..t'P'j r'"!'"''
""'y- '^''^'"^•" '«' answered steadily.

hi n. fr^'"^
•'""• '" ""P"^"' ' - the name ofthe Liberal Government. 'ITiat Government then was amatter of no question. My election was then, not now.Whatever the question now, my duty is to keep the faith

:':l
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in which I was elected. So long as I am not recalled lo
receive other instructions, no other course is open to me."

" Oh, Amty..* !

" llien she con trolled herself. " 'ITien
jou cling to a worn-out issue, a doubtful leader?"

"I do."

" You admit that it is woni-out ? " she demanded hotly,
for the quiet steadiness of his tone was breaking down her
resolve to hold herself calm.

" I admit nothing. It is a question for proof."
" I should think it was," she sneered.

But Leleu checked her with a glance.

"One rarely stops to accuse a petty man," he said
quietly.

"But greatness doesn't always imply virtue," she re-
torted. " Still, whatever the outcome, you will find that
the best men of your party will reorganize on a new basis."

" Perhaps."

"And you should be among them," she urged more
gently, for her .cooling anger showed her that his will
was as adamant. Shatter it she could not ; she could only
hope to undermine. "Think of it, Amtyce ! You are
just at the beginning of your whole political career;
things are stormy, the waves are getting higher." Pur-
pasely she was throwing herself into the metaphoi-s in
which he took such keen delight. " If you choose your
wave with care, a.s you launch, it can wash yoti high and
higher into lasting safety. Many say that your ship is

unfit for the sea ; even you admit the doubt. ITien why
cling to it, when you run the risk of being dragged down
in its wake."

His answer was .short.

" Because I have given my allegiance to the captain."
"But even the rats leave a sinking ship," she urged

again.

Far back at the corners of Xjeleu's lips, there came the
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beginnings of h.s I.ttle smile; but the smile showed no
hint of mirth, and his dark eyes, fixed upon the Levi,
heights, were intent as the ejes of a seer, as he nmde

"*u''\"i'' r- ^"* '""^ "'**^ "^^^ by his captain
on the bndge." Then, turning abruptly, he pointed Z
the gray shaft, nsing among the leafless trees in the Gov-
eniors Garden "Not all the honour is contained in the
victorjs he added. "But come, Arline, it is time „ewere at your sister's."

St'Vuir "^n-Tu
^*-

•'"l'^'
'''""'''' ""d "g-^i" -"'d again

ht. Just rallied her upon her absent mood. The fact »ns
that her encounter with her husband had left her thouLrlit-

; , .f^*
*"' ?«=''''°" ^ "he would and did, she yet could

not fail to see that it arose from an innate loyalty to thetenekof the party which had put him into his seat. Hehad been elected, not to attack the existing Government,
but to support It. His consc-ience was wholly logical
mther admirable. Nevertheless, she objected enth-ely to
Its logical outcome Under the specious arguments of St.

h, '^u "^ "^^^^ *'•" "^''^^ *>'»* the present crack
in the Liberal ranks, a creek which soon would doubtless
widen mto an impassable breach, would in time le«l toa union of the dissenting Liberals with the morp "roercs-

"ILT"*-'
"'' *''^ °^^ Conservative party. All thaTwas

needed to assure this end was a tireless, fearless leader, ami
ht. Just himself had suggested to Arline the fitness of Leleu
to usurp that leadership. St. Just had studied with care
his own moves in the present game. Arline was his own
friend; Arline s influence upon Leleu would lx= solely upon
the side of a policy which in time would unit, her husbaiid
with the men of her own social set. As for St. Just, a crisis
wou^d be all for him. For the hour, the Cartkr was i„
his hands and launched on a trackless sea. It was for him
to choose the port in which he should at last cast anchor

I

J
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Meanwhile, what harm if he should hoi»t a pirate flag?
The flag could be lowered again, as soon as a fixed power
should once more come in sight. What that power would
be, St. Just as yet confessed himself unaMe to judge. All
he could do, was to hold himself ready for any alliance
and, m the meantime, to prove to the world at large that
his pirate craft carried guns of unerring aim. Guns,
though, counted only in a time of war. His first and ob-
vious duty was to increase the disruption at any cost.
As the dinner neared its end, Arline roused herself and

tumtd to St. Just
"I have just been having a long discussion with my

husband," she said, with a careless smile.

" Did you convince him .' " St. Just asked negligently,
for the eye of Stanwood Tyler, resting upon them both,
rendered him a bit uneasy.

" Oh, no." She laughed a little. " We only reached
a— what is it you call it ? A deadlock ?

"

An hour later, St. Just put her into her coat.
" You wiU be at home, this afternoon ?" he asked, too

low for the rest to hear his words.
The next night, half the city was discussing the latest

utterance of the Cartier. Trenchant, witty, fuU of innu-
endo and of reference to a year-old speech by the Chief
of the Opposition, and of half-veiled prophecy of excite-
ments yet to come, it hung itself upon a pithy title phrase •

From the Lipt of a Loyal LiberiO.



CHAPTER SIXTEEN

JIMMY, croMing the EspUnade with Sir Morris, cast .
reflective glance after St. Just

"Curious thing,- he observed; "that a fellow with ape^tual grievance can look so content with things '

"

Sir Moms laughed.

ui^*^^
'^^ *''''^ ""' "'°*™' "^^ Wmself?" he

tal^^J^l^')- 'yy^"""y "-"ted, in obvious satis-
faction with the distinction made by his fi-iend. " Mo«.-

that his content ,s wholly per^al, «k1 his griev.^., i, Imere bit of professional pose."
Sir Moms turned up the collar of hi, coat, a. thev ra«out unAr the Kent Gate and f««l the chiUv bl«t JI^

»g down aero, the open spaces around the Ptei^m^
suilaingB,

« J!^'^
'' *^ K"'""'*' »"y«ay ? " he queried.

What isnt?" Jimmy rejoined promptly. "It\
everything. Sometimes it is that Spencer Vvirf enter^

^fZI ^"^'fr" *^"/--^= «"""«"- it is thatthe French translation of the report of an Engli.sh com-mittee geU delayed ,n the printer.' hands. Yesterday, itwas a Liberal senator who stands out against the Govern-ment; to^ay, ,t is that same senator who goes into thecabinet Sometimes it is a colonial matter, tmetinies™
imperial. Do you know, I should pity his wife, if he ever

b^kfast, and then curse the cook because the muffin*were too brown.

ill
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' Sir Morris predicted oracularly.
" He 11 never marry,'

"Why not?"
"He'd never think any woman was worth the compli-

ment he'd pay her by asking her."

"You never can reckon on 8t Just," Jimmy retohed.
Then he gasped, as the g»W hw^ down upon them.
" ^^' i ^y* *" " *'^''

'
*** * 8^* ^^^ *<» the Grande

Alice." And, tnkii^ advant^te of the first opening in the
i « gray curb which surrounds the Parliament Buildings,
ht; struck into a path wWcH led them directly past the
main entrance steps.

Just as they reached the side of the building, Sir Morris
looked up at a group of men who had pulled open the
door and come out on the steps. Leleu was among them ;

but he gave no sign of itjcognition of his passing friends!
Instead of that, eager-eyed and with a scarlet spot in
eitiier cheek, he was wholly engrossed in the talk which
ran from man to man of the group, talk excited, insistent
and wholly lacking in the alternating phrase of conversa-
tion. Jimmy, meanwhile, had descried a boy, laden with
afternoon papers, standing at the foot of the ring in
front of the main entrance. Heedless of the group on
the steps, he held up a warning finger to the boy and
whistled. The next instant, the youngster was by his
side, his ink-damp papers spiiead invitingly over his
arm.

"Which will you have. Sir Morris?" Jimmy inquired,
as he felt in his pockets for a coin.

"The one with the tallest headlines," Sir Morris an-
swered promptly.

Jimmy laughed.

"Take your pick, then. The Catikr se.-ms to fill your
ideal. Oh, by Jove !

"

"What now.'" Sir Morris queried, for Jimmy's gloved
hands had shut on the flimsy sheet with a vigour which
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J.mmy read the headline,, ran hi, eye down the fimtcolumn and up to the top of the next, 'xhen helooSup H„ eve, alone betrayed hi, excitement; hi, voi^was as jovial a, ever.

^^;
According to the C^riier, there'll be the devil to

"When?-
" Within two davs

"

"VVlmt?~
"ThiXH.' ministers are ready to resiim.''
Sir Morris ga,ped.
" But there ha, been no division."
" No."

'And the session doesn't open for « few day, yet."

" Then what doe, it mean '

"

cru"'s'hTthI''tndl'' r'^-'"'" " ^"»"' *•""•««. th«"

« vnt. f
'^ re bhthering cowa,tl,, and don't d«re starta vote of non-confidence," he Mid sharplv.

ci. "'^ ''" "'" "«> *°P °^ their two fur

"Then you think ? " he asked again

enough to shake the ,tronge,t power "

u

mi
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For A moment. Sir Morris grappled with the jolce.

Then he gave it up and paned on to the main question.
" What malies you thinic it is true ? " he asked.
Jimmy's mind swept backward over the past week.
*' Because I know it," he replied curtly. Then he

forced himself to put away his anxious frown. "Btia
pardon, old man. I did n't mean to take your ears off;
but— Oh, I say, are you good for a long walk > "

" We were going to call on Mrs. Laurie," Sir Morris
reminded him dubiously.

" Hang Mrs. Laurie ! I Ve got to walk this thing out,
talk it out, too, for the matter of that, though it's not
a pretty subject." And Sir Monis heard the paper in
Jimmy's pocket crackle beneath his clutching hand as,

heedless now of the biting wind, they swung into the
Grande AUee and faced westward.

In perfect silence, but with an energy that was more
eloquent than words, Jimmy tramped onward until they
were between the ancient battle lines. Suddenly he spoke

« Damn St. Just
!

" he said.

Sir Morris laughed.

"Have you frozen my nose in your confounded gale,
just for the sake of remarking that under the eaves of the
Franciscan nuns?" he inquired amicably. "If so, next
time you'd best telephone."

But Jimmy disregarded the protest, albeit his hands
were busy rubbing his own whitening ears. His next
words, however, were disjointed.

"I've known Arline for several years. She's no fool;
neither is she all knave. What the deuce do you suppose
her game is ?

"

I'his time, Sir Morris faced about and stared at his
friend in open astonishment. Jimmy laughed, as he met
the wide blue eyes ; but his laugh was not too good to
hear.
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No i I m not goii,:^ off my head, olrl miin. Ncithi-ram I Ignorant that one .Joes n't usually turn om's family
skeleton* into j.imping.j«ck» for the- fdificution of one-s
friends. Just now, it . talk to you, „r I<,s.. my head «n,I
»ay thing, to St Just that will makeniatten. ten thousand
tunes worne."

Sir Morris laughed shortly.

"Best talk to me, then. IVe a cufou.i.Ied bail
memory.

"Thanks," Jimmy replied laconicallv. "II may Iw
just as well. 'Ilie best safety v«l,c shouldn't l.av.. a„y
escapement, as Tyler .v„„ld put it" Then h.. faced for-
ward and walked on, with his eyes fixed upon the distiuit
perspective of the roadway il.cad of him. " The fiu-t is

-

Ins woids now were coming with obvious difficulty • " the
fact .s, my own family are mixed up in this thing mor.
thnn I hke to 4dmit."

"

In thfbolt.?"

So; I wish they vere, and had bolted, too," .Fimmy
.said, m a swift wave .f impatience. " Mixisl up, I meanm bt. Just's getting hold of it."

'

"Get hold !

" Sir Morris echoed. "That fellow could

li^thin "
"^ " ^'^^ ^'^' '"^""•"'^ '^P"' ''""'

"Perhaps not," Jimmy replied moo<lily. "n,!., time
though, the pig cuddled down and went to sleep in his 1„„'
Have you been at any of .Vrline's receptions f

"

"One."
^

"And that was probably enough," Jinuny commcnte.1
shrewdly. "It would have been for me, only I bcLmn to
get curious to see what was in the wind. At first, it
seemed natural enough for her to ask I^leu's friends and
her own and even Molly's. She naturally wanted to have
some sort of social life, and I thought she w,i., rather
deient to take in the French set, after she'd made such a

II' ij
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row about meeting it in the first place. I must say, she

did it nicely, too. The Lord nindc her a beauty ; when
she wants to, she can make herself charming. Moi'eover,

her punchbowl was unusual, even for Quebec, and we
are n't exactly what you 'd call a prohibition city."

But Sir Morris's mind was floundering along far in the

rear of Jimmy's none too obvious logic.

"But what does all that have to do with to-day?" he

asked.

Patiently Jimmy waited for him to catch up.
" That was at first," he explained then. " Now for last

time. The change has been gradual, but steady. Fii-st

Molly's friends dropped out. Then the ones Arline

counted as her own. That cleared out all the Conserv-

ative set but St. Just. Of course, Brooke and I went, now
and then ; but we 're no politicians, and did n't count. As
for the other fellows, as far as the talk went, one did n't

miss them. They 'd been out of the game since Novem-
ber, and only served the turn of Greek chorus, just a lot

of froj-;s croaking over the approaching rain of the Liberal

party."

" But why ruin ? " Sir Morris objected suddenly. " The
game has been all in their hands."

Jimmy laughed.

"Remember your jEsop, how one frog swelled and
swelled till he split himself ? And I suppose all the other

little frogs sat in a ring on the edge of the puddle and
said ' I told you so.' But about Arline. For a month,
now, she has had nobody but a mob of Liberals, all talk-

ing their own views, and one Consenative who has been

all ears and inkpot, and no tongue."
" St. Just .' " Sir Morris asked, as light began to dawn.
" St. Just. Of course, with all this buzz about the sen-

atorial accusations, the talk grew more and more exciting.

St. Just held his tongue, filled his ears and then emptied
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his inkpot. All last week, things were in the air. Sun-
day afteiiioon, I dropped in nhile I^len was at Ik-nedii-
tions. I 've Ijcen doing it, lately. St. Just was there, and
I came in on him explaining to Arline— what do vou
suppose ?

"

" More politics, of course," Sir Morris answered promptly.
" That 's where you are dead wrong. He was telling

her how Madame the Comtesse of Something or Other
used to brew her punch, and offering to mix it for Arline's
I'eception, next night."

Sir Morris nodded.
" I see the trick, by Jove ! And then he did n't take

any, himself."

" That 's where you are wrong again. He drank with
the rest of them ; but he is immune. It was a curious
concoction. Nobody was absolutely drunk ; but everylrady
was garrulous and cocksure of his own scheme to save the
province."

" Cordial .?

" Sir Morris queried.
" Nothing so deadly."

" Where was Leleu .'

"

The animation left Jimmy's face, and his sigh had a
tired sound.

" Everywhere at once. He knew his friends were mak-
ing fools of themselves. It just wa.s n't bad enough to give
him an excuse for clearing the house. Arline was in her
glory. She had no idea what was going on in the other
room ; she merely thought the evening was a grand success."

" And St. Just ?
"

"Everywhere that Leleu wasn't. He raked up the
embers as fast as Leleu scattered them."

Sir Morris squared his shoulders and lifted his honest
face against the wind.

" Why does n't Leleu kick him out .> " he demanded, in

hot wrath.

•i f

".-
I

i fl

!i

"It
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"'ITic fellow that kicks at a cur gets his heel nipped,"

Jimmy liiadc trenchant answer.

" Let him nip. It 's uncomfortable, but not dangerous."

Jimmy's answering words came with a little groan.
" That 's where Brooke comes in."

" Mr. Brooke Lord ? " Sir Morris demanded incredu-

lously.

"Yes. The story is longer than you think," Jimmy
made dreary answer. "Of course, you know it is open
talk that the Cartkr is growing less Conservative, every

day of its life, publishing Liberal letters and all that.

Well, have you noticed in the papers any references to its

claim of an agreement made long ago between a prominent
Liberal and a rich Conservative ?

"

Sir Morris shook his head.

"I'm such a duffer at politics, you know," he said

rather apologetically.

" No duffer. It 's only that it has missed your eye.

I 'm thankful if there 's one person in the city who has n't

.seen and wondered about the Cartier'a hints. Every
page bristles with them, and they are growing more
ominous. Now the gist of the matter is

— " Jimmy
paused.

" Is what .'

"

" That, three years ago, Leleu and St. Just and Brooke
crossed on the same steamer. TTiey were together a good
deal and, naturally, talked poHtics by the hour. St. Just

claimed to be ignorant, and asked any number of ques-

tions. Brooke and Leleu answered them. Brooke told

how his business was tailing off under the Liberal policy,

how much it would be worth to him, if they could only

see his side of the case a little more clearly. Leleu

listened, admitted the justice of his claims, and then

they both slid off into a wholly impersonal discussion of

poUticed bribery."
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" Oh," Sir Morris said slowly. " Hercules built nut of

a shoemaker's last."

And Jimnu' made moody reply,—
" Yes, and neither shoemaker can deny his share in

making the last. Then, of course, fate took a hand, mar-
ried Arline to Leieu, and the rest is a natural se(|ucnce,

up to the .secret of the bolt floating out in the bowl of

punch. St. Just is playing a shrewd game ; but he is only

just beginning to show his hand. If Leleu interferes in

the least with the game, St. Just will demand a showdown
and, what cards he lacks from the pack, he will produce
in duplicate from up his sleeve."

Sir Morris shut his teeth together. When at last he
opened them,

—

" And what is the conclusion of the whole matter ? " he
asked.

Jimmy's reply was terse.

"Damnation." Then he added abruptly, "I^t's go
back to the Tylers' and see if Stanwood has heaiil the
news."

Nevertheless, both men, as they turned their backs to

the wind, were fully aware that it was mote than an hour
before Stanwood was due at his home.

Patience mrt them cordially. Sho read the trouble in

their faces, r ' she was tactful enough to make neither

comment no. ,aestion. Instead, she poked the fire to a
blaze, lighted the alcohol lamps beneath her tea kettle

and her chafing dish, and announced her intention of a
substantial feast, even at that unorthodox hour of the
day. It was obvious that her guests were tired, cold and
worried. As hostess, it was her part to see that they
were warmed and fed.

An hour later, Stanwood found them in animated dis-

cussion of the prospects for early golf. Patience was wise

in her generation. Had either of her guests appeared to

'J.
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her alone, she would have lent a .sympathetie car to the
tale of his woes. Confidences however, she felt, should
never take the form of a duet, nor yet of a fujjue. And
so It chanced that it was Stanwood who brought to her
the first news of the ruraouix<l crisis. After one glance
at Jiniin/s face, she took it quite as a matter of no impor-
tance, laughed at Stanwood for his credulity, laughed about
St. Just for his hot-headed readiness to magnify trifles.
Nevertheless, while her "

, laughed, her eves were grave.
She too had lately formeu the habit of dropping in upon
Arhne at the hour for Benedictions. Like Jimmv, she
had been there, only the Sunday before.
Alone of them all, Stanwood Tyler had an imijersonal

appreciation of the gravity of the imijending crisis. The
rumour he was ready to accept as a fact. The months-
long discontent with the existing order of things, in-
creased by the passive revolt of the Conservative party
and aided by their active influence, was ending, as they
had hoped, in the temporary disruption of the Liberal
power. Ever since the provincial elections in late Novem-
ber, it had been check and counter check and check again,
until the independent Liberals were ready to deliver their
final mate. Ethically dubious, the move had yet been
cleverly planned. No government could fail to be crip-
pled by the resignation of half its cabinet, on the very
eve of the coming together of the house. Only a miracle
could prevent its downfaU and the consequent rising of a
new power close beside the foundations of the old. And
the aspirants for that new power chose to discount the pos-
sibility of a miracle, and, at the same time, they showed
themselves wholly regardless of the commercial paralysis
which the threatened crisis could not fail to bring upon
the province.

Pipe in hand, Stanwood argued the question from every
viewpoint and entirely to his own satisfaction. Sir Morris

^
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lent him profound attention, and Jimmy scowled and
prodded the fire. At length, he turned to Patience,
seated at hit elbow.

"I'm going now,- he said abruptly. "May I come
back, to-morrow morning, to tallt to ^.ou?"
"About the thunderbolt?" she asked, with forced

lightness.

His voice sank even lower, and the wo^]» came reluct-
antly.

" No ; about— Arline.'"

Patience threw off her mask of lightness, and faced him
with a smile that was gentle, womanly, pitiful.

" I know what you mean," she answered. '• We both
of us think things; we both of us would like to talk
about them. Still -do you think it would be .,uite
wise? ^fter all, Arline is your sister; and, by and bv,
»^ both might be sorry we had spoken." Then, isJimmy flushed a little and rose to his feet, she also rose
and stood looking at him with anxious, kindly eyes.
Dont think I misunderstand," she added; "and please

don t misunderstand me. It 's not that I don't care, you
know

;
It s only that I am a little bit— afraid."

And Jimmy bowed, and went away. As he went, how-
ever, he felt relieved of at least a share of the weight
which had fallen upon him when he had crossed the
park before the Parliament Buildings. He had looked
into Patience's steady eyes and read there the truth, that
she shared his anxiety and, sharing, let herself come even
closer to the secret places of his life.



'

CHAPTER SEVENTEEN

A WEEK or two afterwardit, the province and the city

were stretched on the rack of n political crisis,

Leleu of a domestic one, Sir Morris I'lantc of a crisis

of the heart. Nevertheless, to the outward eye, social life

was going on its usual gay routine, a bit more gay, that
year, than was ordinary, partly because of the unwonted
length of a season which lasted into March, partly be-
cause the general atmosphere of feverish excitement ex-
tended even to the purely feminine and social. Whatever
the next day might bring forth, even to the decapitation
of the political head, society was bound to dine and to
daiice. True, the emergency develop* " an entirely new
form of social activity upon the par. jf the successful

hostess who, filing and nonchalant as ever, yet kept a
watchful eye upon the aides whom she had detailed to
break up the diminutive caucuses which were sure to form
themselves, wherever two or thi-ee men of the same faction
found themselves unnoticed in a corner.

The mareh of political events had gone at the double
quick, that winter. Viewed in the light of the past
month, the weeks preceding the general elections seemed
tame and empty of excitement. Hard on the heels of
the general elections had come the provinci.il dissolution
and the consequent withdrawal of the Conservatives from
the political arena. The Liberals had been returned
again, victorious ; but, by very lack of a common foe,
their party had fallen a prey to ii^temal strife. Accusa-
tion had followed accusation, investigations had been
demanded, delayed, countermanded. ITiere had been
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appeals made to the Honiinion government ; there ha<l
been unsought advi™ reeeived from it. Every political
ea< er appeared to be nt ««r with every othJr politicd

Jeader, and, n. the multitude of ,«tty war,, „ -tivt-
vanished frani sight. Then, just a, the session was toopen upon a patehed-up peaee, the ru.nou.-ed .X'signation
of half the eab.net h.«l gone from ru,..our to historic
fac-

,
a,.,l, wo.^t of all. the outgoing faction of the cabinet

had stoh.ll.v refused to make public the rea,o.>s for the
res.gnat.o., And the Goven.ment, shaken a..d pitifully
alone, was facing the crisis with brave and steady eyes
As a matter of necessity, Spe.icer Wood had co.ne to

i^^nTl ^'7^' ^^^^y "npo^^ible for the cabinet to
be hlled at a days notice. Accordingly, the opening of
the.sess.on was del«ye<l until early Ma.rh. MVa..while,
the two faet.ons, that of the Government and that of the
so-called bolten,, faced each other like angry dogs whose-
teeth are bared, whose hackles have risen. "Eye to eye
they measured their sti-ength. while they waited, each f„.'
the other to make the first move.
The resignation had scarcely become a fact when, one

day. Monsieur Aucu.,e .se..t a messenger in search of
Leleu The conference whi.h followed, lasted throughout
the afternoon. When the two men parted. Monsieur
Aucune was serenely content. Leleu, on the other hand,was flushed and eager, unsteady of hand and eye and
vo.ce. It was not until he had tramped far out the Sah.teloy Road that he da.-ed return to the Cla.-endon and
face Arhne. He had bee., bidden, for the present at least,
to hold h.s peace. Nevei-theless, he was uneasy for his
secret. It seemed to hi.., that A.line, seated opposite him
at tne table, must be able to behold his reflected futL..e,
sh.n...g back at her fro.n out his dazzled eyes. It was a
rel.ef to h.m whe., the meal was ended and they could joinJnn.„y and the Tyle.s, «aiti..g for then, i., the hall bcL

Hj

I
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Tara Hall was full, that night, «. full that the rnanaffen
of the symphony »ociety felt «.n,e rejfret that they hod
decided aganwt Riving their midwinter concert in the
Auditorium, 'll.e b.irrcn little hall wa« a meagre substi-
tute tor the still, grecr beauty of the larger place; but
vhe audience made good the lack, for Quebec ia never half
so dainty as in its evening clothes.

It had been Jimmy's doing that the I^eleus had been
iMldt.d to their usual quartette. It would be better for
latience to have another woman along, and Sir Morri*
would fiee to it that Leieu was not left out in the cold.
In fact, Jimmy was coming to the slow realizatioi. that SirMoms generally could be relied upon to do the social
duties shirked by other m n.

Sir Morris, in .hcse last days, had been watchinif
latience with doubtful eyes. His manner to her wa.s ^
friendly as ever; but it was slightly tinged with se.f-
distrust. Sir Morris had nevei been able to understand
the mirth with which Patience had met his eager words,
that day on the slide at Bureau s. The incongruity of the
situation had made no appeal to his sense of humour.
His absolute loyalty to Patience forba.' . his being angered
at her; he could only sum up the whole affair as beine
one 01 the incomprehensible American jokes in which the
girls soul delighted. Nevertheless, he was conscious of a
distinct desire that the joke should have passed completely
out ot her mind, before he made another effort to have
her society quite to himself Accordingly, then, his calls
were as fi-equent as before that winter afternoon, his plans
for her amuseme-t as elaborate; but he took care that a
third person should be always present, to serve as a species
of psychological buffer between Patience Tyler's American
sense of humour and his own serious British self.

True to his recent tactics, he forcibly annexed Leleu to
his other side, as he came out from the Clarendon with
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blocked wSearriat. "'::;' T^"/''.
""^^ ''""^- "''-i^

offend an ,„,pe™S CltM:';;"* h'""'

"^'"^"-
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,

^^^unately f„,. hi.n, thJ

as he sat IhprT ^m .

*"" '"' ™"*ention«l rii-hU

o«.h:t.T„ r;„'£L?aiti^'"^''' "«= '^-"^'«'

»tood oui in bold Xf7 ^" •'^'' "' ""•'«'' <•«•"";
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'"'"'' """ "'""^
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.

' "it*t trr«:"
^"^""^

which completely overshadowrWK^ "*' " '''"'^^
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And the violin Iwt itiiclf in the general carnival or Miutii),

and the theme grew madder and more mnd, until it wenied
to Sir Morris that the whole tense ntmosphcre of those

laxt <lu)'s of political strife had swept into the little hall,

ha<l fallen upon the players and had turneil their blood to

spirit, and set the spirit all ablaze.

" Oh, good evening, Madame I^Ieu ! How well you are

looking ! Good evening, Sir Morns."
Sir Morris turned his head. Quite unobserved, St. Just

had come into the vacant seat behind them.
" So sorry to have been so late ; but I was busy at the

office," the Frenchman went on easily. "'ITieae arc hard
days for us of the press. One never knows when the next

sensation will arise. It is the time for eternal vigilance.

Good evening, Leleu. Is there any news, my politician ?
"

"Nothing later than to-night's Cartier," Leleu sr.id,

with quiet, stinging emphasis. "That is always sure to

be a few hours ahead of the fact."

St. Just shrugged his shoulders.

" You are bitter, my friend. Of what use is a journal,

if it only follows on the heels of the event ? No one will

read of the past, when he can instead have a glimpse of

the future. Then you say you have no -lew' "

Arline turned about suddenly.

"Only this," she said, with a smile, as she g.ive St. Just

her folded programme. " Vou should devote a column
to this, to-morrow."

He looked up and laughed, while his fingers shut on

the programme.

"And is the Dance of Death a hint for the Govern-
ment?" he &sked gayly. " If so, it would have been well

to have followed it with a funeral march."

"Tiat should come after the intermission," she an-

swered. "No; keep the programme. Sir Morris will

allow me to share his, and you may need that to refresh
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jour memory. t„..„or >w. I «1.„1| expect .... illu.,.i„atin„cnfcm bu,ll out of the A,,,.,., vou know.- A. w"?

" Vou saw it, too?" he demandcl
" I'cihapi_ "

th<:S:US'£i?^''^
T;...too«Hou,aea«^r

Then Patience gave nsp- •
t.

" Ves, I saw it."

" What do you think it wa» ?
"

" I could ..'t tell. Some sort of a letter."

h.8 roUed-up programme. Then he ioo' .1 up. Hi, eve"were grave, but not unkindly. Hi, v 3, t.5o low toteheard by tho« ,,tti„g in front, yet wa. .sc„.ng with dignitv

to s^ki.^ "" '°"'^' "^'"'' *'" «- »- ™-

hp.^!^'"'* I^u \'''*P '"*"'*'• Then, uncon«:i„u. V
her^lf as „ child, she passed her hand across her fo.-eh.
ai If brushmg away a phvsical weight

." l^i- '*": '*''' """ ' " " '^ B"t to whom ?
"

"To him.

"iTIm!":'*'''"-"
^he shook her head. "Never Itwould kill him."

"
Jimmy shut his teeth.

whothe"
.^°""* '"' *" '""^- ^^^' '^ '^'y^^^- B"t

'"fhe other," she answered, mindful of listening ea«
In his turn, Jimmy shook his head
'Tm half afraid -not of him, ofcoui^e; but of my-

5 her fi^t" °^ ^ " ' " *°''"-
^

"''"''• '"^'^''' ' "
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Patience made doubtful assent.

"It may be better so. Still— "she flushed scarlet, as

she turned to him appealingly; "be gentle, Mr. ]l«rd.

Even with Arline, it is possible to make it infinitely

worse. Blame her as we will, the mischief is done and
we mustn't be too merciless now."

And Jimmy lowered his eyes.

" Trust me," he said briefly. " I '11 do my best"
Early the next morning, Arline received a note from

Mrs. Brooke Lord, urging her to lunch, that day, on
the Grande AUee. The servant, however, who admitted
Arline, told her that Mrs. Brooke Lord had just tele-

phoned up to the house that she had been delayed in

her shopping and might be a little late in her return.

Would Mre. Leleu please go directly to the library ?

Somewhat to Arline's surprise, she found Jimmy, book
in hand, settled before the hbrary fire. As a general
rule, Jimmy Lord's morning hours were not given over
to domestic idling. He looked up, as his sister came
into the room.

"You at last, Arline? Glad to see you. You are
getting to be quite a stranger," he said, as he rose and
brought forward a chair.

" You saw me, last night," she reminded him.
Jimmy forced back the cloud in his eyes.

" Yes ; but it 's not the same. And you come here so
rarely, nowadays."

" I know," she assented a little sadly. « But— Do
you really and truly miss mei""
He laughed while, still standing beside her chair, lie

took her face in his strong, lean hands i

ward till he could her

and tilted it up-

eyes.

" You were my legacy from the pater, you know. He
told me to take care of you."

" Yes," she assented again.
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"And you went off and married Leleu "

"Yes."

you.t;' 11" "'''~" '*' ""^ "y ^'^ *° ^^ -« "f

"Why not?" she asked abruptly.
"Because it is Leleu's right now," he answered.

onit Sret^".°''
"'''* '""' '•'" ™''"' *••''='' '^''"^ •'"d ^^

youJ::^*;: do°^"'
•'o^t, Jin,™y; „ot,at least, the way

"u''li"^'l''^''''^
^"^'^y- "^'«" "dores you. Hewould br^the for you, if you would let him."

But that's not what I want, not what I need," she
answered .mpatiently. "Jim„y, „e women know our!^ves better than you men think we do. Amedt^e adoresme

; but he lets me go my way."

lhJn!!!"^i'''.^"l'' ^^ her" shoulde.,, Jimmy crossed
the rug and stood leaning against the mantel.

Whose fault is it, Ariine .? " he asked her then.
^'Not mine,^ she flashed hotly.
"I think it is." Jimmy's tone was very gentle. "When

first you were married, you refused to go^leu's way
; youopp^ h.m at every point ; when you did yield heix. InA

there t was only from necessity, and you took pains to

ered his way inferior to your own."
"And so it was," she broke in "impetuouslv.
"Not at all. It was different; but it was quite asgood In fact, it was even a little better. I^leu is mak-ing himself a record I should be proud to claim. If he

died, to-morrow, he would leave a name that you might
be proud to bear. And, now," suddenly and by steps of

M
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which he had taken no heed, he came around to the point

at which he had been vaguely aiming, ever since his words

to Patience, the night before ; " and now, Arline, for the

sake of us all, see to it that you bear the name worthily

and in all honour."

His voice throbbed with his own earnestness and, at his

final words, he lowered his eyes from his sister's reddening

face. The next instant, he started, as if at a blow, when
her insolent laugh fell upon his ears.

"Melodrama isn't your strong point, Jimmy," she

said lazily, although, beneath its mockery, her voice

clashed like steel. " You need the help of a dim light

and slow music. No sag et sag et zag for you ; you
sound like a leaf fi-om a novel for the Young Person.

What have I done, to bring down upon myself this

lecture ?

"

For a moment, Jimmy looked her full in the face. All

the gentleness had gone out of her ; leaning back in her

deep chair, she faced him with the angry eyes of an in-

sulted queen. Queenly she was in her beauty ; queenly,

too, in the very power of her sconi. Jimmy looked stead-

ily at her for an instant. Then once more he lowered his

eyes. It was not in Jimmy Lord's nature to watch any
woman, least of all his sister, as she flinched beneath the

blow which he was about to deal.

" What have you done ? " he echoed. " Ask Achille

St. Just."

But Arline had no thought of flinching. She sprang to

her feet, faced him ; then, scarlet with anger, she took one
step forward. The next instant, she flung her hands back-

ward and locked them behind her.

"Please explain yourself, Jimmy," she said, with icy

politeness. " I fear I do not quite understand what you
mean."

Her deliberate, controlled courtesy was full of bitter
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•com. It struck like a lash in the face, and it drove him
to even plainer speech.

"Merely this," he said, with a quiet which matched herown; as Leleus friend, as your brother, I can stand by

St. Juf"
""*'*' ^°" '"*'''''« " *"™'' ''^'""»" "''=

She raised her brows.

• t^"** u*"^
""'• ''y°" P'*^*" And who gave you the

right to choose my friends P

"

" j

Still Jimmy tried to hold himself steady.
"The dear old pater. He left you to me, Arline. He

told me to look out for you. I've tried my best. Even
now^that you are the wife of another man, I am trying

said" ^°"-
^
"" '"" " *" ''^y ''"' °f y""'" 'he

He bit his lip.

"Arline, be reasonable. I know I am saying it all
wrong; but do be patient, dear. I thought I had it all
planned out .n my head, and your taking it wrong has put
It all out of order.

"

= r

"Oh, I begin to see." Arline's tone was colder and
more nard. " It was aU a pretty little plot ; was it ' Iwas to be asked here, not to lunch with Molly, but to be
lectured by you. It was very clever, only_ " And, turn-
ing, she moved towaids the door.

«w^?"^'
""'''" Jimmy's voice was imperious now.

VVe have gone too far to stop; we must finish the
subject once for all."

Turning slightly, she looked at him from over her
shoulder.

"What subject?"

"St Just."

Deliberately she faced about, crossed the floor again
and took her place at the other end of the rug.

i
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"What about Monsieur St. Just, Jimmy?" she asked,

with the weary acquiescence that one bestows upon an

insistent child.

"There is no use in mincing matters, Arline. You
know you are altogether too friendly to St. Just."

"He is Amtyee's friend, too, Amedee's friend years

before I ever met him," she answered.

" Amedee's enemy, rather," Jimmy corrected her.

" Arline, it is the talk of the city that St. Just and his

paper have worked systematically to spy out the Liberal

camp ; that he has supported Leleu's election for that end

;

that he has haunted Leleu's house, .has made the most of

his forir.er friendship, in order to betray him in that end."

" Oh," Arline smiled. " Is that all
.?

"

This time, Jimmy looked her full in the face, to measure

the effect of his blow.

" And moreover," he added slowly ; " it is also said that

Leleu's wife, knowingly or unknowingly, is a party to the

betrayal. I have denied it as long as I could and since

it has been impossible to ignore the story. Now, though,

it is impossible any longer either to ignoi'! or to deny."

"Why?" Coldly, deliberately, Arline allowed the

single syllable to fall upon the stillness.

Jimmy spun about on his heel, walked away to the

window, walke ' back again to the fire.

" Because you were seen, last night, to give a note to

St. Just under cover of your programme."
" Who saw it ?

"

"I."

" Are you sure ?
"

" Miss Tyler saw it, too."

Her lip curled.

"And so you have been discussing me with another

woman ! Does that also come into your scheme for taking

care of me ?
"
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"Arline!" But again he coiiti-olled hiinHclf. "Are
you ready to deny the fact ? " he demanded steadily.

For one long instant, Arline's eyes met the eyes of her
brother without flinching. Then, when the scarlet tide
had covered her cheeks and mounted even to the edge of
her hair, her violet eyes drooped. Silently she turned
away and opened the door leading into the hall.

« Arline."

She paused, irresolute. Then once more she faced about.
"Well?"
" You have not answered my question."

She took a swift, short breath. Then she lifted her
arm and spoke rapidly.

"Answered your question! No. Why should I?
The very asking it is an insult. The very speaking to
Patience is another in lit, to her as much as to me. No
man but one has the right to ask me such questions, and
he, my husband, is too generous, too loyal. As for you,
you are only a spy. You drove me into my marriage b-
your spying ; now you seek to ruin the marriage you have
made. As for Achille St. Just, I care nothing for him.
Not that!" A tatter of lace from her gown fell to the
floor. " He is Amcdee's friend ; he has worked haixl to
bring Amedee into prominence, worked harder still to
bring him into allegiance with what is bound to be the
ruling power. And I, I am proud to 'lelp him, to be
helped by him. As tor you, Jimmy, your hints and your
innuendoes and suspicions only go to show the colour of
your mind, and that is black, all black. No ; you need n't
say any more. You have said too much, as it is. The
rest you can talk over with Patience Tyler. It is nothing
I care to hear. Tell Molly that I am sorry she was late,
that it was impossible for me to wait any longer."

" But, dear— "

Heedless of his woitls, of his detaining hand, of his

I

M
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anxious, loving eyes, she brushed past him to the table

where she had left her hat and coat The next histant,

the door had closed behind her.

Then and then only Jimmy'-^ shoulders drooped to-

gether. Turning, he re-entered che library which, all at
once, seemed to bin. to be strangely still.

" Oh, by Jove
!

" he said forlornly, as he rested one arm
across the oaken mantel and stared down at the smoulder-
ing fire. "Oh, by Jove!" he repeated, after a pause.

"What's the use of good intentions, when they only serve

io stir up hell ?
"

Slowly, reluctantly, he put on his fur -lined coat, took
up his hat and left the house. At the foot of the steps,

he halted, irresolute. Then he crossed the street, crossed

the park, entered the side door of the Parliament Build-

ings and turned towards Leleu's privcte office.

St. Just had been called to Montreal, that day. Re-
turning in the early evening, he dropped in at his office

for a moment, before going on to his room and his dinner.

Conspicuously laid on the top of his desk, quite apart
from the little heap of his mail, was a letter, sealed, yet
without a stamp. St. Just glanced swiftly at the writing
on the envelope ; then tore the envelope open.

Once, twice, he read the few lines written within. Then
he laughed a short, sharp laugh and stood for an instant,

frowning, his narrowing eyes fixed upon the opposite wall.

Then he laughed again and, tossing his hat on a chair, he
sat down at his desk, drew towards him a sheaf of paper
and, dipping his pen, fell to work. Now and again his

pen halted ; but a glance at the letter, lying open by his

side, set the pen in motion once more.

The letter was from Amtklee Leleu. Crisply and with-
out question or comment, it bade St. Just to discontinue
his calls at the Clarendon,
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governmental ^ndal. Names were ,uppre«ed ; b^ towere given, and, at counties, dinner table,, that nighrandom guises spoken over the soup, «>tu^ into Jmparafve certainty with the coming of the Joint
It had never been the policy of the Ca^!„ to mincematters least of all since the Ulness of the chief had p"!^

?uZ „f r^ *'"-"tr,"'
""^•'' "-en he gave one or twoturns of the wnst before he drew the weapon from thewound From the fi„t, he had taken up'The l,e ofthe bolting m,n.ste™; had lavished untold scon. !,„the tactum paper which was pledged to the sup^rtof the Government; had even, in .eminding them ofhe,r duty to the best of the Liberal party, threatl^them with a possible new paper which.Tea^l^g ^^"tthe road to professional loyalty, should yet sweep the ^m-

tenth^J* ',!5
*'"'* \"'" P"P«' ^'^ iraminent.'^e

enth, reading between the lines, read the tn,th : thatthe new Liberal paper would only arise, Pha^nix-like

while St. Just, scattering powder with one hand, with the

S^THfl* ^""f
'^'^ ««ng"i''hen,. so that allthings might be m readiness for any event. His columns

ii

if
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were 611ed with communications from indignant Liberak,

received, as was elaborately set forth in intrxxluctory

noteii, because the} were reiUaed admisuion to their party

organ. The editorial!! were scrupulously impartial, hurl-

ing blame on all sides, pointing out to all alike the means

of political regeneration. And, in the meantime, the

province was losing its own self-respect, losing the respect

of the entire dominion. Stiil, n" one dared to demand

an investigation. After a general washing-day, the gar-

ments must be hung out on the line.

For a day or two, there had been an interval of quiet.

The quiet, hoM'ever, only threw into stronger relief the

succeeding shojk. The charges of the Cartitr were brief

and simple. It denounced one of the younger Liberal

members as having been bought up by Conseivative

interests. It claimed that he had won his seat '.'rom a

Conservative ronstituency by money supplied by a Con-

serva'.! -e well known in the business and financial circles

of the city, that his avowed loyalty to the Govenmient

fic. ty, his avowed disapproval of the more honourable and

progressive element repi-esented by the bolters had been

by the orders of his Conservative patrons, and finally that

the Government, yielding in its present crisis to the

needed support of Conservative millions, had sent for the

member and held out tentative offers con(«ming a seat in

the cabinet. For the rest, the Cartm- was reticent. It

promised, however, within the week to publish the names,

together with affidavits concerning conversations which

had taken place in the presence of the editor. These

conversations concerned bribery and the rating of each

man according to his price. They had been spoken be-

tween the member and the well-known Conservative, and

they covered a term extending from two years past up to

the night after the last g>'neral election. The agreement,

neither new nor hasty, wai> so much the more unpardonable.
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The old government waa obvio-sly rotten to the rote.
Something must be done to kci,, the rot from sprewlnig.
In conclusion, the Criier reminded ib. rcadew that, long
Sim*, it had wnrticd them of ju»t thin danger, a» bound to
develop IVom the ranks of the dreamers of a new n^gime.
By hance, Lcleu van one of the last people in the city

to hear of the new sensation. All that afternoon, he
had been shut up in the office of Monsieur Aucune, weigh-
ing bit by bit his own fitness for the new responsibilities
which were opening before him. The dazzle had left his
eyes, and once more he could see clearly. The road be-
fore him w.ig straight and narrow as Uttle Champluin
Street; like Little Champlain Street, it ended against a
rocky w,ill which could be scaled only by a flight of
Breakneck Stairs. Like Little Champkin Street, too, iU
entrance was flanked by the two alternatives, Cul de Sac
or the alevalor, an aimli ss passage on the lower level, or
an easy, irresponsible slipping to the upper plane. The
road was narrow ; tlie stairs would be hanl. Nevertheles.s,
he chose them. Better to win up by his own effort than
to be hoisted up, or to remain below. The crisis was
upon them. It called for men of steady, self-sacrificing
energy. Chosen, he would do his best.

He came late to dinner, his cheeks blazing not alone
from the fierce outer cold, but from the fiercer fires within
his brain. He found Arline dressed and awaiting him.
Her cheeks, too, burned hotly ; her eyes were aflame.
As Leleu greeted her, he took swift note of her nervous-
ness; and, meanwhile, he attributed it to her excitement
over his own concerns. The crushed and tattered copy of
that night's Cartier lay, a little heap of white, light ashes,
beneath the glowing grate.

They were still loitering over their dinner. wl,on r «l«..

was called to the telephone. Stanwood '

for a bu italk
asking

13
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"Come here, if you don't mind," he added, " Patience

will be out, and we can be more free from interruption

over here."

Stunwood Tyler himaelf opened the door to Leleu and
led the way up-ntairs. His greeting, cordial, wan full

of kindly gravity. Lren in hia owr icitement, Leleu

felt a swift reliance upon the strength of the big, silent

American before him.

Stan'vood drew a chair to the fire, and rought out the

impedimenta of smoliing. Then, without more ado, he
spolie.

" Leleu," lie said shortly ; " I sent for you to tell you I

am ready to stand by you in this thing. What can I do
first?"

Seated, his cigarette between his fingers, Leleu stared

up at his host as if, of a sudden, he had gone daft.

« What thing ? " he inquired blankly.

It was the turn of Stanwood Tyler now to stare.

" You "ve not seen to-night's Cartier f
"

Leleu shook his head.

"The dev— Oh, damnation, Leleu! I had no idea

I'd have to tell you," Stanwood blurted out, in swift

contrition.

Leleu poled, and his htuids shu' an the arms of his

chair.

" What now ? " ho asked briefly.

Stanwood thrust his fists into his pockets and stamped
the length of the room, chewing fiercely, the while, upon
the amber mouth-piece of his pipe. When he came back

to Leleu's side, the Cartier was ii his hand.
" You 'd best read it," he said. " Then you can see for

yourself. I 'm sorry. I supposed vou must have seen it."

Then he turned his back and fell to clattering the tongs

against the coals in the grate.

The sound of a moving chair made him face about
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'z:r^,'^:: '""°" '" '"'- •'«'"""« ^-»^ •>'•

" Vou arc going ?
"

"ToSt. .lu„t.••

•'He'«Ilot in hi.H office now."
"I know ttliere to find him."
" I» it wine, think ?

"

" It U the only thing to do."

ove"rr"
'*'°"-' ^'"' ^'"' ''"^ "'»"' '» «""'' the thing

,"PIT '"'^ *'•''' "^ "" thinking."
.>o, Stanwood awentvd nlowlv «p„,k.^

right m, don-t. Shall I cle'withW -" ^"" **"

Leleu shook his head.
"No. Tn. be,t alone. But I thank you."
Stanwood followed him to the door.
" » ou '11 come back here ?

"

"Perhaps. It i, inipowible to tell" Tl.«n i,„
<|uietly down the .tain,.

^'" '"' **"t

TeU°I',"'°™'"*' f*""*-^ ''"K^^a to look aflc. himLeleu, face w«, «1,ite «„d dmwn. hi» lip. twitching h^hanJa unsteady. It wiw nnU «•„- _ .
'"•"'"«' '"•'

woo.r« h..L kj u. ^ , ^
'"'^ moment that Sten-

part hi, honour. Neverthele^, Stanw,^ tS^ ^a^l ^madenoeffort to hold him back from theSi^ng ^
Tml ^' u' '" *'"'', ''""'• *'^'' "° Pl-^tic boy. He wL
L^nrilJ!;."'*

•" """"' " •"""'' "hole nght toavenit htl

tKu ?", "f."--K^y' buthis^angerwasTthi

dt su™ tha^.""
"^" '^*

f°T''"«
'"'"^' y^' Stanwood

I
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Contrary to Stanwood Tyler's prediction, Leleu found

St. Just in his office. He liked it better so. The very

impersonality of the place gave him strength and steadi-

ness fur the talk. St. Just glanced up with seeming indif-

ference, an Leleu caine in upon him.

" Good evening, Leleu," he said. " Sit down, and I '11

be with you in a moment."

He spoke with perfect quiet. Nevertheless Leleu, whose

senses were strained to five-fold their normal power, saw

the pencil point in his hand cost a quivering shadow upon

the paper above which it had stayed itself.

" As you will," Leleu answered briefly. But he re-

n.ained standing.

With infinite deliberation, St. Just finished his notes

and filed the notes away in a drawer. Then he whirled

about sharply and faced Leleu.

" Well," he said ; " name your figure."

His very suddenness took Leleu off his guard.

" My figure," he echoed.

" Yes." St. Just's tone was nonchalant. " Of course,

you want this thing hushed up. In fact, I was expecting

you, and waited here in the office, to-night, sure that you

would come. There is no use wasting words. What are

you ready to pay .'

"

There came a pause, almost imperceptible, yet long

enough to allow St. Just to congratulate himself that he

had won the game. Then he quailed before the fury in

Leleu's face.

"By heaven, St. Just ! If you repeat that once again,

you shall he dead on your office floor."

Over the polished floor, St. Just's chair rolled backward

for an inch or two, and he shut his hand on the edge of

his desk, as if to gain support for his shaking fingers.

When he spoke, he accompanied his words with a little

laugh ; but the laugh came from whitening lips.



m

•St. JU..I gl«„,,ed „p with s«,mi„;. i„.iiffcre,„...,„s Leieu .,„,. i

upon him. " /'ay« iss.
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" It is no use to bluster, my dear Lelcu. Tlic game is

all for me. If I play my cards to the end, you suffer."

With a mighty effort, Leleu had regained his grasp
upon himself.

" You have no cards that are genuine, or that can be
played with honour."

St. Just laughed again. Then, letting go his desk, he
picked up his pencil and fell to examining its point.
"Honour?" He raised his brows. "Then you still

talk of honour, my dear Leleu ?
"

" There is no man living who dares talk to me of dis-
hono^i," Leleu retorted curtly.

" I suppose," St. Just made nonchalant reply. " Such
things, as a rule, are not to be put into words. Still,

there comes a time when one no longer can be silent.
Such a time appears to be upon us."

Leleu faced him, angrily, but with steady eyes.
" You mean ?" he questioned.

"That you are bought, body and soul, by Brooke Lord.
That you ai'e pledged to support his interests before a
rotten government. Tliat, in return, he has paid for your
election to your seat. I myself have heard him talk with
you in regard to the price he must pay."
"When?"
" On the steamer, when I had the plpa.sure of crossing in

the company of you both. On the nii,ht which preceded
the last provincial dissolution. For the rest of it

"

Leleu took the words off from his very lips.

"It is a black lie."

St. Just smiled at the point of the pencil in his hand.
" I have my proofs."

" Produce them," Leleu demanded fearlessly.

St. Just barely glanced up at the intrepid face and
figure, at the flaming eyes before him. Then, ever so
slightly, he shrugged his shoulders.

m
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"Impossible, my dear fellow ; at least, for the present."

"But why?"
. . , J • »u

« Merely because there is some one else involved in the

case."

"Who then?"
" My informant."

Leleu gritted his teeth at the delay, at the lazy, inso-

lent voice.

" Who then ? " he reiterated abruptly.

Again St. Just smiled inscrutably at the pencil point.
^

"Who then?" he repeated. "Oh, merely your wife

The next instant, there was a crash and a soft thud

Then Leleu went out and shut the door, leaving St. Just

on the floor beside his overturned and broken chair.

To Arline Leleu, the evening was dragging heavily by.

A mood of utter depression had followed the nervous ten-

sion of the hour when she had sat ^fting for Leleu to

come home to dinner. Then she had been braced to face

the coming storm. There had been no storm, however,

and now the inevitable reaction had followed upon the

tensity of her previous mood. She was too apathetic even

to reason about the failure of the storm to break. It was

inconceivable that Leleu should not have seen the Cart,.r,

Leleu who always read the papers dally and with care.

It must be that, in his present absorption in his own

interests, he had failed to behold the truth which was so

open to all the world besides, or, beholding, to giv^ it any

heed. Of his summons from Stanwood Tyler, Arhne took

no thought. Stanwood was wholly out of the politica

fellowship. He doubtless wished to consult Leleu about

investments or some trivial question "^ l-^Sf^^f""
. ,^'

best, the American engineer was « bit of a bore. A.l.ne

yawned slightly, tossed aside her book «"/' '^^"g ^-
arms against the chair-back above her head, fell to thnik-
arms s^i

^ ,,_.._ ^u„v he would return. It was
mg Df Leleu, to wishing that
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dull the sitting there alone. Of late and since Leleu
had been so busy, Arline had found now and then that
she missed him more acutely than she would have liked
to confess.

Then, as she thought of the future, coming now so near
at hand, she smiled regretfully and a little more gently
than It was her wont to do. The future would change so
many things

;
and, all in all, the present was good enough.

True, bit by bit, she was renouncing her cherishc.1 dream
of moulding her husband into the outer likenes.s of her
own race and creed and party. To the last phase, she
had given all the strength of her imperious w;il, all the
wile of her wifely cunning. It had all been quite in vain.
Leleu s liberalism could be neither bent nor broken By
race and creed and tamperament, he was wholly alien
to the Ideals of a Protestant Imperialism by whose teach-
ing thr. plastic young colonial life should be tightly laml
in the stays of English thought and ambition. It was
usele^^ to stnve, or even to argue. She could only leave
his politics, as she had done his racial allegiance, an open
question between them, and gain what pleasure she could
from his swift advancement. She had tried and failed.
St. Just had agreed to help her; but now he had given
up the game. Too bad of him to invent this last sensa-
tion, mere froth of party journalism though it was '

It
was bound to annoy her husband, and, just now, he was
plainly bearing too much care already. Poor old J> .ncdee

'

He had looked so tii-ed, of late.

She had expended a share of her nervous energy, that
night, in making an elaborate toilette for dinner. Now
as she lay back in the deep chair, her hands clasped above
her head, the full, soft lace fell back from her rounded
arms, her pale gown swept the floor at her feet. Some
whim, or was it some set purpose, had led her to cast
a-side the jewels which Leleu had bought her. She wore

it
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only the sapphire-studded chain which matched the deep

blue eyes above. Against the dark velvet of the chair,

her hair, shining in the electric lamps, formed p. gleaming

halo about her face, and her scarlet lips were curved up-

waids in the beginnings of a smile. It was so that Leleu

found her, when he came striding into the room.

Arline gave one look up into his livid face. Then she

started to her feet, lifting her hand, the while, as though

to ward off some approaching peril.

"What is it, Amedee?" she asked, and, as she spoke,

she felt the words catching in her threat.

Halting upon the threshold, he looked at her for a

moment in silence. Arline broke the silence, and her

accent was sharp with fear.

" Amcdw;, what is it ? Something has happened.

His answer surprised even himself by its quiet. Not

even in his anger could his generations-old tradition be

sui rised into brutality towards any woman, least of all

his wife. „
" Yes," he assented. " Something has happened.

Then he crossed the room, unfastened his coat and,

slipping it from his shoulders, laid it across a chair.

That done, he faced her.
, ,. , .

" Arline," he said ; " it seems that I have been Wind too

long We Leleus, as a race, have not had cause to dis-

trust our wives. I have followed the family tradition

and— " Steady himself as he would, his voice began to

break a little; but he caught himself up sharply and

turned its pathos into scorn ; "and it seems I have made

a mistake."
. , , , _j u-

His scorn stung her sharply. She had never heard him

use that tone to her until then ; she could not know that

he was adopting it as a means of self-defence. Instead,

she met his scorn with scorn.

" You speak in riddles, Amedee."
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*"™ '""'* *"""* '^'" ^*" •'"'''•'' '^ "™""^ •'«•

She raised lier head haughtily.
"And what of that?"
"I left him unconscious on the floor." There was no

heat in the tone. He was merely stating the fact.
Her f,«e gi^w white. She moved forward impulMvely.
•'Amcdie! Are you hurt .>

"

But her involuntary alarm for him could not soothe hismental pam. His wound was too deep for that

into'h"'
1^*1"^^' '' •""*•" •" «"d.<« he g,«ed straight

into her dark blue eyes. "For me-" His voic^ brokeo|K^ more. «My God, Arline, I think you have kill«l

Smiling a little, she sought to take his hand; but he
disregai-ded the gesture. For an instant, she evcl him
askance, while the look in her face slowly tumped from
wondering pity to a bitter, pa.ssionate dislike. Then
stepping backward, she moved quite beyond his reach.

'

What have I done ? " she asked proudly. » You haveno nght to talk to me like this, ^f yo\i must aaul^

JiaVSoneT "'' '^'"'' " *'" '^'^'^'"' *•'"« '"^^ '

His eyes never wavered from her face.
« You have betrayed me to Achille St. Just."
"Amedee!" White with anger, she faced him, herhead erect, her eyes meeting his eyes squarely. "Be

silent! No living man shall use that won! of me'"
Wearily, as if the straggle already were telling on his

strength, wearily he raised his hand.
"Wait!" he bade her. " You do not understand. Idid not mean the word as you would use it. I „,„ „„ti-nghsh In times hie this, your words come slowly tome. 1 do not distrust your woman's honour, Arline. Butyou have played me false in many ways. I have feared it

,

II
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but the very fear seemed to me an insult to my wife. I

know it now. Looking back, I see it all. You and St.

Just have made me, made my friends, iniule iny profession^

even, the tool for the shaping of his own scllish ambitions."

Her lip curled, and she smiled.

" If I were in your place, Anuy«>," she said, with slow

scom ;
" I should hate to confess that I could be made the

tool of a man like Monsieur St. Just"

" You ! " he laughed bitterly. " Arline, you have been

his tool from the very beginning."

"Amcdce, you are absurd," she said, in hot anger.

"How have I been his tool?"

" In your receptions, in the way you have lured on these

men to talk that he might listen. In the way that— "

Suddenly he drew a folded paper from his pocket.^ "Tell

me, if you can, how this came to be on St. Just's desk,"

he demanded.

Even her angry colour faded, as her eyes rested upon

the note by which Monsieur Aucune had summoned her

husband to the first of their many conferences.

" How should I know ? " Her tone rang hanl with con-

tempt. " It is not my place to care for the letters you

leave lying about." Then, defenceless herself, she took

swift refuge in counter attack. " Your suspicions, your

accusations are of a piece with all the rest of it. You

have spoiled my life, taken it for yours and^ broken it to

bits, and now you make toys of the pieces."

He drew his hand slowly once and yet again across his

brow.

"Both our lives are spoiled then, Arline. But tell me,

how have I spoiled your own ?

"

For a moment, she paced the rug with the long, swing-

ing step of an angi-y creature. Then she faced him again.

« You spoiled it when you forced your way in*- 't, in

the first place," she said vehemently. " I was h^-^.-y, con-
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tented with m.v old frici.d», in „,y „ld life. Voii ca.nc •

jou cajoled me into a pitiful npologv for a wcldinu, into
».«nnig away the religious fret,l„„, „f ,„v ohii.ln.n, into
giynig up niy home, my own social life, giving up every-
thing, m fact, to you. An.l what have you given ui." >

Nothu,g \Vhat have you ,lone for me? Taken n,e into
A life where I am an alien, alone and never unde.-st,«Kl
Oh, yes, you tinnk IxTau.se I laugh, and wear pretty frocks
and dance with the rest, that I don't care. \oxx 'think Iam .mtished l>««use you ai-e getting into a sort of political
notoriety. What do you care that you an.l your politics
and your religion all run counter to what \ hold most

the best of things, «„,1 to help you along and make you
popular aniP-ig your political jK^ople, you turn o c and
accu.se me of betraying, of be-tray-ing you to the frien.I
whose help I have been driven to seek. And then, after

wi!\ •^'l
!'"' ^"" '"" ""-• ' '"'^'^ »P»""' vour life.What if I have.' What have you done to mine.'"

"Tried, as I believe in God— "

"No
;
never mind that now," she intemipted him « It

IS all over. You have ruined my life ; you have fo«ed me
to give up everything; you have thrown aside the help I
would have given you. Amcyi^ Leleu," she faced him
Sharply; "how far would you have won your pi-esent hold.
It 1 had not made my evenings pleasant for your friends =

Poor dunces! They came here and t.dked, talked and
babb ed. And I endured it, tire.] an.l Ixncl as I was, en-
dm-ed It all for your sake. You liked it. so long as you
needed Its help. You could have stopped it, if you would.
>.ow that you think you are firmly on your feet, you
brush away your supporting platform, brush it away with-
out a word of thanks to me for making it." She checked
herse f abruptly. Then she cros.«;d the room nn.l threw
herself down upon the couch at the farther end of the
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floor. "No nintler." »lic a<l<led wearily. " U i» all over

now, 80 why discus it. I should have been glad of your

thanks i in fact, I counted on then.. Still, it >» "o m'tte'

;

and it is just as well to have the thn.g end. I shan t be

able to go out much more till ofter June. After that,

«he laughed a little ; " after that, who can t*l ? I used to

think it would be rather nice to have a child ;
but now it

»eems to me that, considering all things, religion and all,

it will only he one barrier the more."

" Arline
!

"

, , t. _
I>;leu stepped forward, with a little cry. For a mo-

n.ent,shelay quiet, looking up athim with a ^'^of defr

ant scorn in her dark blue eyes. Then she dropped her

eves and turned her face to the wall.

•

Silenc-e sank over the room. In the hush, Leleu could

hear the swish of the blood throbbing in his temples. He

wmte.1 long, not daring to speak, himself, pmymg that

Arline might b.«.k the stillness. The clock ticked softly,

and a single coal, crackling in the heat, seemed to jar the

,^m with its sudden tiny explosion. Arline neither

moved nor spoke. Over Leleu's face, gray shadows were

settling down, his lips drooped and his hu-ids, dangling at

his side, opened and shut incessantly. Then H length he

turned, picked up his coat and hat and moved towards the

,loor. With his hand on the knob, he halted and lookeU

back, framed his woixls as if to speak, then chec^ked the

impulse and noiselessly left the room, closing the door

behind him.



CHAPTER NINETEEN

THE next morning at his usual Iiour, St. Just entered

his olticc. StrifM uf plaster, interlaced to f'lirin a

triHn(;le, bcdeeked his right temple, n |>urj)le spot nmrke'l

his left cheek just in front of the ear. Ni;verthele»s, he

answeix'd eurtl)' to the 8yni(>ntlietic surprise of his sub-

ordinate!!, and, with a wholly ini|H.'netral)ie face, ci'osse<l

the floor to hang up his coat, then seated h niself at his

desk and drew towarf^ him the little heap of nis morning

mail.

One afttr another, St. Just ran his knife along the edges

of the envelopes, pulled out their contents, glnnce<l at

them and sorted them into orderly piles, ready for a sec-

ond reading. Twice, in the midst of his hasty exami-

nation, he started Jightly, once in annoyance, once in

obvious pleasure. However, he went on with his method-

ical work, finished his piles and then went over the sepa-

rate piles with careful attention. Now and then a letter

fluttered down into the great basket at his feet. Now and

then he paused, frowning, and vouchsafed a second reading

to some c-ommunication from an indignant Lil)eral who

demanded that his woes should receive their baptism of

printer's ink. At last, he gathered up the piles into a

thick sheaf and passed them over to his clerk, together

with a few crisp words of instruction. That done, he

whirled alwut in his chair again and took up the two let-

ters he had slipped into a pigeon-hole by themselves, to

await his further consideration.

One, the shorter one of the two, was from a local lawyer

who stated in behalf of his cHent, Mr. Bixwke Lord, that
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unlcM St. Jiwt made imtent and public retraction of hia

ret-ciit iiiiiuoiido, he nhould at once proceed to a «uit for

dnino({e», without waiting for more siKtitic utatunieiit*, or

for the threutciieil publication of nanicn. St. Just read

the letter twite, three tinicw, Upping the while with hi«

pencil ujwn the desk before him. Still tapping, he sat

staring at the orderly pigeon-holes with unseeing eyes

which namiwed to a line, then of a sudden widened to

show their whites. St. Just nodded slightly, laughed

shortly, and tossed the letter aside. ITien he picked up

the otlier letter.

This was more bulky, and the flv "^ *« envelope bore

the scarlet crest of the Canadian senate. St. Just lingered

over it, examined the device, the address and then drew

out the sheets within, much as a contented child draws

out the plum from his cake. Then, shrugging his shoulders,

he settled himself at ease and began to read. The letter

was from a well-known Liberal senator. It recapitulatetl

the slow change in the Cartier's policy. It pointed out

wherein would lie the Cartier's best policy for the future,

and it closed with a brief question in regara to i:.. present

holdings of a controlling interest in the Cartier'i stock

and the stock's probable price. Even as he read, St

Just's fingers moved mechanically towards the drawer of

his desk where lay duplicates of many of the company's

records.

Suddenly his hand stayed itself, and he glanced up.

Sir Morris Plante was just oi)ening the office door.

Outwardly, St. Just was upon friendly terms with Sir

Morris Plante. At heart, he liked the great, boyish

Englishman not one whit; he feared him more than a

little. Thorough-going honesty coupled with British

brawn made a man a bad antagonist in a game such as

St Just was playing then. Furthermore, it was wise to

be scrupulously polite to a man having the entree to
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Spencer Wood and cfrUin of*ier hoiM» «lnio«t w i»fc-nt
in the purely local world. Moreover, from the ve/y fiut
of hi, beinK an alien, iw.m.l to no party, nor creed, nor
race. Sir Morns w.w the more likely to insist upon sccinir
fair play. And, granted he won ou't in the end, fair play
was by no means a principal clause in St. Jusf, ganiiiiK
creed, bt. Jusfs conscience was immune from pricks ; hut
hissorehcad gave a reminiscent twinge, a. he looked up
to greet the Englishman with a smile.

Sir Morris advanced unsmilingly, ignorc<l the out-
stretched hand and helped himself to a scat. Then with
the utmost deliberation, he pulled out his eye-glass
sCTewed It into his eye and took a good, long look nt thf
beplastered brow before him. The eyeglass fell with a
click.

« Oh, by Jove
!
" Sir Morris wid then. « So Leleu has

tjeen here ahead of me."
In spite of his nonchalant self-control, St. Just turned

scarlet with anger at the lazy satisfaction in Sir Morris's
tone. Then he put a strong curb upon his temper.

" All the world, sooner or later, come, tn the Cartier
office. Sir Morris."

Sir Morris settled himself tranquilly in his chair.
"Of course. I'm only sorry I couldn't have bUn the

early bird, myself."

St Just's eyes betrayed his puzzlement. Expert linguist
that he was, proverU couched in the vernacular were
beyond his ken.

"I do not understand," he said apologetically.
Sir Morris crossed his legs.

"To catch the worm," he explained tersely. Then he
added, with boyish gravity, "Of course I've'caught him
as you might say ; but I 'd have liked first lick

"

Involuntarily St. Just's hand sought his purple cheek.
Ihcn he laughed carelessly.

ill
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"I am very dull, Sir Morris. I fear I do not

understand."

" Oh, yes ; you do," Sir Morris reassured him. " You

understand me to perfection, only you don't care to let on.

Do you know anything about our public schools ?

"

St. Just smiled alertly.

" Ah, I begin to understand. I forgot that you were

here, a student. You were sent to me from the office of

education ?
"

Again the lazy amusement crept into the eyes of Sir

Morris Plante. In spite of his efforts to conceal the fact,

St. Just obviously was lacking in his wonted dexterity of

mind, that moniing. His evasions were slow, clumsy,

wholly obvious.

" No ; I 'm not hunting any Quebec education, this morn-

ing," he said placidly.

St. Just interrupted him.

" It is well. There is little you would find."

" Possibly. In certain ways, the city is very like France,"

Sir Morris replied imperturbably. " But I was asking you

if you knew anything about our English public schools."

" A very little, too little for my content," St. Just

answered, with carefiil politeness.

" So I judged. Do you know what is one of the first

lessons they teach us .? " Sir Morris pursued calmly.

" I have not heai-d."

Sir Monis uncrossed his legs and crossed them the other

way.
" Well, it 's this : when we meet a sneak, to lick him

into some sense of decency and honour."

St. Just glanced hastily at Sir Morris. Then he slid

his chair slightly so that a comer of the desk should be

between them.

"I see. It is different with us. We fight an even

battle."
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Sir Morris spoke with level emphiisis.

St. Just delivered t;; iter sli-jk .

Pn'll^Vs
"'?''" '°'" "'"'"- '-" "°t •*«" wholly in

t-ngland?" he qiieneU.
'

Sir xMorris eye<l him as a St. Bernard dog might have
eyed a soft, elastic puppy, before knocking him over with
a turn of his burly paw. Then he spoke.

"Mostly. You see we had a French fellow at Eton,
and I used to keep my hand in, licking him at od.l times.He generally needed a licking, you know."

St. Just's lips went white.

FrTn^""''""
"' •'"""'""'"'• t°-«ay." he observed dryly in

Sir Morris answered him in his own tongue.
" On the contrary, I am quite in earnest." Tlien he

lapsed into Fnglish again. " .Now see here, St. Just." he
said quietly

;
" a rule, I don't mix up in the next man's

affairs. It s bad manners ; it's not my way. Still, when
I see a round half-dozen of my friends -having their lives
tormented out of them by an arrant, lying scoundrel - "

'Monsieur !

" St. Just started up from his chair,
oir Morris waved him back.
" Sit it out, man," he admonished him. " You may as

well save your sti-ength. You may need it. Where was
1

.

iJti, yes By an arrant, lying scoundrel, I propose to
take a hand in suppressing that scoundrel and — No
sit down

!
You are not to open that door."

St. Just bit his lip angrily. Then, with a deft gesture,
he reached out under Sir .Morris's arm and struck the
button of an electric bell.

Very quietly Sir Monis Plante faced him.
"I don't care to boast," he said ;

" but I have done sometwxmg in my day, and I outweigh you by ninety pounds.

?ff

h
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May I advise you to let me speak to the boy, when he

comes?'" .• J 1

With an inarticulate oath, St. Just bent over his desk.

Sir Morris turned a placid face to the boy who appeared

upon the threshold. ,. . u
"Monsieur St. Just merely wishes no one to disturb

him
" He tossed a coin to the youngster. " You under-

stand ' He will be busy for about fifteen minutes more.

He turned back to find the Frenchman facing him in

"""
TheC will see to this," he said bitterly. « Even the

English law is not afraid of Sir Morris Plante.'

Sir Morris laughed.

"No- but Monsieur St. Just is afraid of the Enghsh

law
" he observed. Then he straightened up m his chair.

"Now look here, St. Just, there is no use in wasting words.

You know you are a blasted scoundrel. You have slan-

dered Brooke Lord; you have made it impossible for

Ix;lcu to enter this provisional cabinet; you have made his

wife the talk of half the town. You have betrayed your

paper, your friends. The worst of it is you have gone

so far that no retraction can make good the harm you

''*™/h"ave no intention to retract," St. Just said

'"
"^Not now, perhaps ; but I fancy the intention will come

to you later. However, that's as may be. There are

still some things that retraction can't undo. Down in the

States, Tyler tells me, they would paint a man "> tar and

then roll him in feathei-s for a thing of this sort The

Canadians have a few things yet to learn of the States 1

fancy even you might find out the value of discretion while

you were busy picking yourself. Still, thisjsnt the

States, so I must adopt the English method.

" And that ? " St. Just queried, with a sneer.
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Slowly Sir Morris rose to his feet and squared his wide,

clean-cut shoulders.

"And that," he responded calmly; "is to lick you.
First of all, though, St. Just, I want you to know why I

do it. It 's for no pereonal grudge. As far as I am con-
cerned, you can babble all day ; your words don't count the
value of the ink that goes into them. They 're black, of
course; but they don't weigh anything. No. Hear me
out. You can take your turn, if you feel like it, when
your paper goes to press. But now hear me out. Leleu
has evidently been down here to lick you for the harm
you 've done his wife. If I liok you, it will be for the
general menace you 've been to society, for— "

A deprecating hand rapped on the door, far down on
the middle panels. Sir Morris stayed his speech.
" Come in," he said.

I'he door swung open, and upon the threshold there ap-
peared the tiniest of the office boys, his weazen little face
wrinkled in terro i .hat might'befall the one who had
the temerity to c the temporary chief. Sir Jloms
looke<l down at h ., smiled and, with a forward stride,
laid his hand on the spiky hair.

" What is it, youngster.'" he asked cheerily.

The boy caught his breath, in sharp revulsion from his
former tenor.

" A telegram for Monsieur St. Just," he answei-ed then.
" It is marked ' rush, ' and I was afraid to wait."

" Afraid to come in, too, I fancy," Sir Morris said
kindly, as he took the telegram and tossed it to St. Just's
desk. "Run away now. Monsieur St. Just will ring,
when the answer is ready."

^

The crackle of paper was followed by an instant's hush.
Then St. Just laughed hai-shly, threw aside the telegram,
crossed to the window, came back to the desk, lighted a
cigarette, then laughed again and still more hnrshlv.

i 1

1
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'If

"Messiairs, k jm est fait," he quoted, and even Sir

Morris shrank at the rasping bitterness which he had con-

trived to give to the familiar phrase.

"You have bad news?" he asked, with the traditional

courtesy which had trained him to show gentleness to all

who were in trouble.

For his only answer, St. Just jerked the telegram

towards Sir Morris. Stooping, Sir Morris read the crisp

words.
"

I reach Quebec to-night. Publish no more politics."

And the message, dated fi-om a town in northern New

York, bore the signature of St. Just's too long absent

chief.

Sir Morris took up his hat. Then he faced ba^k to

St. Just and stood for a moment, gazing at him with

thoughtful, frank, blue eyes.

" Old man, I believe I 'm rather sorry for you, after all,

he said slowly. " You are in the devil of a mess, though,

to be sure, the mess is wholly of your own mixing. Still,

I have a notion that you're in a way to get all the licking

that's good for you, without much help from me. You

don't deserve any sympathy or advice. However, if I

were you— and thank the Lord, I 'm not !
— I 'd pack my

boxes as fast as I could and sail on the Tunisian, at four,

to-morrow afternoon."

Then Sir Morris, turning on his heel, went out of the

office and closed the door behind him.

And, meanwhile, Pere Leleu was pacing slowly to and

fro on the topmost gallery which overhangs the httle

Seminary garden. Sheltered from the wind sweeping

down from the north and east, open to the southern sun-

shine, the long gallery seemed, that February morning,

to have a climate all its own. Aio"'.d it, the rigours of

the Canadian winter were still unabated, llie ice-cakes

still ground against eacji other in the wide river beneath
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the chff, th« Levis shore was glistening under its heaps ofsnow and even the garden just below the gallery was
buried in drifts that covered every hint of the paths and
the low arbours which offered mch an attractive pleasure
ground in the summer. Nevertheless, up on the gray old
gallery the sun lay warm and caressing, and the Laval
spires at the left rose up athwart a sky blue as of an
Italian noon.

From end to end of the longgaUery IVre Leleu paced
back and forth with steady, thoughtful steps. Worn
under his black beretta, his soft white hair stood out in
fl gloaming fnnge. One thin, muscular hand was shut on
a fo,d of his sou'ane, and his ascetic, high-bred face was
turned towards the shining heights of l^vis where the sun
resting upon a convent roof, lighted its cross to flaming
gold Nevertheless, Pere Uleu's clear dark eyes were
heedless of the cross just then, and of its flaming import.
Ascetic he might be, and wholly consecrated to the reli.r-
lous life; yet he could not turn a deaf ear to the flyiiu:
rumours that all was not well with his nephew, AmcdtS
Leleu. Hearing, he could not easily forget that, of his
three nephews, Amtklee was his favourite. By rights, IVreLeWs mind should have been filled with the fact that
he was to preach in the Basilica, on the next Sunday
morning. Instead, he vaguely wondered how soon it
would be wise for him to send for his nephew to come to
talk with him. Then he lifted his eyes to see a messenger
standing before him on tne gallery.

" Your nephew is below. He would speak to you."
" Bnng him here," Pere Leleu made swift reply.
A moment later, Leleu, white, wan and heavy-eyed

canie out on the gallery with the step of one who walks'
in his sleep. Before Pcre Leleu, he halted and spoke, his
eyes resting on the sun-striped floor.

" V.y uncle, I have sinned," he said, and his accent was

n
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piteous a-s the «^nt of a ti.-ed child " I do not know

how much; I do not know exactly how. Still, before I

go to confession, even, I need to a»k your judgment, your

irwas onlv for an instant that Ptre I^leu glanced at

him in 8ilenie. That instant, however, sufliccd to »how

him the disordered dress, the unshaven fuc*, the heavy

sunken eves of his nephew. Then, with a smile and with

a touch,"firm, but of an ineffable gentleness, he stepped

forward and drew I^leu's hot, dry hand through his arm.

"I am glad vou are come," he said; "for I have been

thinking of you! Ptre Du Sort is your confessor, AmcdcH|.

Forcet that I am anything but your old uncle, and speak

to me as you will. I too, even here, have known my sor-

rows. Perhaps I can help you in your own."

Leleu hesitated. Then he gazed up into the face above

him, calm, a.scetic and full of love and of human under-

standing, and, in one passionate, turbulent tide, he poured

out the whole story of the past winter weeks, of the past

days, and of that last, tragic night.
, , > , a

Now and then, during the hours since he had left

Arline, it had seemed to Uleu that the night would

never end. He had walked the streets for cold and weary

miles, seeking by phvsical exhaustion to deaden his agony

of mind. Down by" the bank of the St. Charles, out on

the Grande Allc*, in the dull monotony ot Uichelicu

Street and at the bend of Palace Hill, the policemen on

their beats had wondered at the solitary figure moving

steadily along the midnight streets. He took no heed of

passing hours, nor of the waning night; but the morning

was still gray, when, almost without his o.vn volition, his

step turned to the familiar gate of the Basilica and, enter-

ing, he cast himself down at the altar rail just within its

doors. „„ , ,

But even there no help awaited him. The chancel was



Hearts and Creeds 215

hung with black
; clase at his side, tlie huL'c, blatk-

covered bier Hfted its terrace.! bulk in readiness for some
early-morning funeral mass, and the nave ethocd with the
slow steps of a solitary black-robed priest wl.o moved to
and fro, arranging the triple mnks of tall white candles
Leleu buned his face in his hands, seeking oblivion ; then
he lifted his head abruptly. What was the justice of all
those trappings of woe set forth for death alone, ,vheii he
facing a future which was worse than death, would Ix;
denied the luxury of a single moan? So long as Ailine
ived. It mattered nothing, as to outwanl form, that Ar-
hne s love was dead. He rose, left the Basilica and, cross-
ing the nanow court, ojiened the wide oak doors of the
Seniinary Chapel, passed the bronze Saint Peter just
within, and, going up the central aisle, knelt at the rail
at the foot of the high altar.

Around him, the place was very still. Far in some dis-
taut corner, he could hear a faint echo of steps; but at
last the steps were heard no more, and the chapel lav in
an absolute hush of peace. Little by little and by .ilow
degrees the hush of peace came over U-leu's tired senses
He had exhauste<l, for the time being, his power foi- active
suffering. In the torpor which followed, his mind went
back again over the old happy, carefree days when that
chapel an.l the Seminary beyond had been a home to him
Life had been bright to him then, full of promise, fuller
still of dreams. And now, over a present which might
have been brighter than any boyish dreams, the shadows
had dropped and dimmed the lustre. And the fa jlt '

He bowed his head still lower. As yet, it was impos-
sible for him to see on whose side the fault lay. The battle
was too near, the wound too fresh. Only time couhl give
him the proper perspective; but tini" would allow the
wound to heal into an ugly scar above the distoite.l flesh.
Better than that would be the firm touch of another hand

I
:

!
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upon the hurt. No matter how agoniising now, it might

bThelpful in the end. Rising, he moved to the altar at

the right, and bowed again before the shnne of the aU-

pitiful Sainte Anne.

Then, when the morning was far spent, white and wan,

but steadfast in his purpose, he once more rose from his

knees and left the dim-an:hed chapel. He was conscious

of but one purpose only ; and that purpose was the find-

ing of his uncle, the venerable Pcre Leleu.
^ , ^,

And Pcre Leleu heard him to the end, the end of the

story, and self-blame, and final question. Then he tume<

and faced his nephew with dark, lambent eyes which burnt

their way into the soul of Amiklee Leleu.

" And still you love your wife ? " he asked slowly.

Leleu bowed his head.

" As I love my hope of paradise," he said, and his voice

was fiill of reverence.
, , ,, • i,„

Fere Leleu's face cleared. His eyes lost their sombre

flame. ,

"It is well. That was your marragc vow, and no

Leleu ever was false to the vows of his marriage. And

now you ask my advice. There is one course open to you,

Am^ee, one course and only one. Go home to your wife.

Tell her your love. Show it to her freely and every day.

Give her no chance to forget it ; sun-ound her life with it

until it leaves place for nothing else. Of the pa.st and of

whose the fault, what matter ? The future is still in your

hands, the future of your wife, of your child, of your love.

Go home, then, Amedee, go home swiftly and see that

you hold it yours, now and for the life to come." And,

lifting one hand as if in benediction, with the other,

slowly, reverently, he made the sign of the cross.

The noonday bell was ringing, as Leleu crossed the

ancient market place and turned his steps once more

towards the Clarendon. Swiftly he passed the oftice,
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swiftly ran up the familiar stairs. Outside his own door,
he halted, drew his hand across his brow, his eves, and
swallowed hard for an instant. Then softly he turned the
knob and entered the room where Arline lay on the couch
just as she had lain, only the night before. Tiie darlt
shadows benea:h l^cr dosed eyes intensified the whiteness
of her cheeks

; In r short, sharp breathing alone Iwtrnved
the fact that she was alert to every sound which betokened
his coming.

Lelcu never hesitated. For him, the hour for hesita-
tion had ended when he had left the Seminary chapel.
Now he crossed the intervening bit of floor, knelt Ijosidc

the couch and gathered his wife in his arms, while he laid
his brown cheek against her own.

"Arline," he said brokenly; "I too was wrong, and I
am sorry. But the past is gone. Shall we forget it, dear,
like some ugly dream, and wait for the future, side by side
and with good courage?"
There was no need for him to hold his breath, awaiting

the spoken reply. Arlint's whole body had yielded to the
first touch of his clasping arms, her head had nestled
against him and he felt her tears dropping fast upon his
fingers and even Uj m his swarthy cheek.

\ l



CHAPTER TWENTY

i;i

OVER tlie grassy stretch of the Esplanade, the June

sun lay warm. The gray wall was bathed in sun-

shine and the tower of the Kent Gate cast a Mharp shadow

across the turf On the benches at the northern end, a

trio of gray-gowned, black-bonneted nui-scs alternately

gossified and made little relief expeditions after their tod-

dling charges who seemed bent upon committing suicide

under the cai-s rounding the comer out of Anne Street.

Farther ^ ''he south of the lit tie park, a squad of infantry

from the . iiadcl close by, went through an elaborate 'rill,

with a listless indifference bom of the summer day and of

their consciousness of the admiring eyes of the dozen

American tourists who had climbed the stairs of the Louis

Gate and were squatting like doves on the top of the city

wall.

"Do you know," Jimmy Lord observed ; " it 's a curious

and significant fact that the country which sends us the

most tourists should also have invented the choice, but

expressive word stunts. It never would have wtciirred to

nic to !;et on top of that wall ; but neither would I have

had the initiative to write my name and address on the

rail of the Wolfe-Montcalm monument, or even to take

a midwinter drive in a calcche."

Leieu smiled.

" They are a strange race, those Americans."

But Jimmy disagreed.

"Not all," he answered, with a crisp brevity which

caused Leleu's eyes to widen with surprise. " Miss Tyler

is an American, you know."
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Leieu took refuge in epigram.
"There is no nationality among the angels,' |,t. «.i,l.And Jimmy laughed, partly in un.lerstanding, ,wrtlv in

agreement, partly in pleasure at the ol.l „,«,„1 „f content
whieh,day by ,ay,w-«o„eemo,-t. taking hol.l .,,x,n U.leu.ro them all, httle by little, the past winter »L turnin-
to a vague memory, a. of M,me .lisordere,! dream. Many
thing, had contribute.1 to this blotting o.it of a griii,
page M, all their liyes, an.l th.we things had foll„w«l one
another m swiftest ..uceession. I^ku an.l Ailine had not
yet finished t-dl.ing of their plans for their roconstructc.l
life, when news ha<l <ome to them that St. .Jus' hastily
"Uinmoned l«ek to Paris, had left for Halifax ou'the verV
afternoon of the day which had brought the summons,
llieii, for three swift, hurrying weeks, U.|eu l,a<l dlvide<l
his nne between the Parliament Buil.Iing,, Arline. an.l
the house he had bought on the Esplanade. To Arline
he explained that his increasing .luties woul.l make it
needful that he .should liyc nearer his offii-e. To himsilf
he admitted frankly that he could not bring himself to

nu one uiincessary hour in the familiar rooms at the
Clarendon. Not even the sight of Arline, gentler than of
yore, more considerate and infinitely more lovii,,,, ,.„ul,i
quite blot out the memory of the long agonies he had
suffered, withm those bright and chc-ry walls. It was
with a look of ineffable content that, one morning in l„te
March, Ixleu had led his wife up the steps and into the
spacious home which he had chosen and deckol out for her
coming.

Four days later, the Government had fallen. The
game of the provincial crisis had playe.1 itself out to an
uiglonous en<l, ha.] filed itself away to wait f..r the judij-
ment of history. For two long weeks, Leleu had sat in a
temporary cabinet, giving what help he could to the leader
who was quietly arranging all things i„ readiness for his

' H
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own end. The position had not been a glorious one ; it

wait open to some ridicule, much blame. NcvcrthcleMi,

Leluu, in hin neat on the day after the resignation of the

premier, listening to the tribute paid by the leader of the

Opiwsitiun to those few members who had been loyal to

the leaders to whose support they were plwlged, listening

to this, Ltlcu had felt that he had gained a rich reword.

The prizes of the winning side were not for him ; but at

least he could return to his county, clcan-hnndcd, level-

eyed. The rest would be but a matter of time.

For Leieu, then, hard on the heels of his domestic

reconstruction had come his political one. In both of

these, the Cartier had taken no inean share. From the

Carolina pine belt and at the ha»ii-d of his life, the chief

had come dashing northward us Ust as trains could bear

him. Quebec still tallied of the two-column editorial in

the extra which had announced his arrival. Sir Morris,

meanwhile, had never mentioned the long hour he had

loitered in the station, awaiting the departure of the train

for Halifax, nor of the contented smile which had illu-

mined his face when the train, with Achille St. Just on

board, had finally steamed away.

All that had been in March, and now late June had

come, and summer was upon the land. From end to end

of the house on the Esplanade, the windows stood wide

open to the breeze, and the sun lay warm over the road-

way and over the stretches of grass beyond.

Jimmy and Lcleu were sitting in the open windows

looking out upon the street. At each mon's elbow was

a heaped-up ash tray, and the heaps held a number of

matches wholly disproportionate to the ashes beside them.

They talked disjointedly, with forced interest and stilted

phiases ; and, every now and then, Leleu interrupted the

talk while he crossed the I'oor, softly opened the door into

the hall and, holding up V.is hand for silence, bowed his
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Mme elaborate enro. he ,hook In, l,o«.l „„,1 r.i»r,^,^ u.h» seat and to 1,„ convocation. An.l. *ill, the .IrnKKini;hour., the convepafon .Iraggtd ever more hemilv, while

Bn .Imp. then behind the roof, and then behind th.- .itv
wall, heavy a,„| gray a, the twilight shadows which cret.-t
across the grcenswaH of the Esplanade.

'

And then, all at once an.l without wannng. it s™n.«l
to the two men that the atmosphere of the house grew

holding them both sdent. listening. There .am,, tlu stiof hurrymg footsteps, the low murnu.r of voi<x.s. 'l-herecame another silence, longer than the (irst h«,l \^.„.
Then, faint w,th distance, but lustv with new-l^.m life
there came floating down (o them the sound of a hi«h-
pitched baby cry. **

The pompons' old English doctor, marehii^; solemnlydown the stall, to ac,,uai„t the waiting father with the

hr'l^""'^7""*f''
"''^''''"'' "'"• indignation to Hndhimself brushed «.,„le as U.leu, lithe as a cat an.l U.aming

he met the eye of Junmy, waiting in the hall below, his
!.«( pomposity lost itself in an indulgent chuckle

- they're all alike, English or French, over their firstbaby, he remarked, as he followe,] Jimmy through therooms on his way to the sideboard.
8 «=

Jimmy drew a long breath. Then he laughed.

id« f *L %t^, '
''I

"'™'"
'"'•e^''- ^'^" has had nodea of being difficult; but he's been like a caged tiger

Is everything all right .'

"

^ *
The doctor nodded into his glass.
« Admirable, Mr. Lord, admirable."
"And Arline.'"

" Admirable. Your sister's constituti.m, you know."
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" I know. I was only afraid she might have overdone,

last winter."

The doctor shook his shining poll.

" I assure you, Mr. Lord, I have never seen a case where

all the conditions were more entirely satisfactory."

Half an hour later, .limmy, seated alone by the open

window, looked up alertly, as Patience Tyler came into

the room. The girl was pale, and her weariness would

have been obvious to eyes far less searching than were

those of Jimmy Lord ; but her voice broke gayly in upon

Jimmy's twilight musings.

" My congratulations to you. Uncle Jimmy ! " she said

blithely.

He sprang to his feet, whisked the ash trays out of

sight and rolled forwaitl the easiest chair which the room

afforded. Patience nodded her thanks, then sat down on

the chair arm, with her clasped hands falling into the lap

of her soft, thin gown.
" Do you feel the stimulus of your new dignity ? " she

demanded then.

" Not so much as I shall, when I Ve seen it."

" It
! " Patience echoed, in swift rebuke. " I thought

better of you than that."

Jimmy gave a shamefaced laugh.

" Do you know," he confessed ; " I was so glad to get

Leleu safely off my hands, without his breaking anything,

or setting fire to anything, that I really quite forgot to ask

the doctor whether the little chap was a boy or a girl."

" The little chap is a girl," Patience assured him gravely.

" Furthermore, she has a puggy nose, and eyes just like

Arline's." Her tone was carefree. However, she rose to

her feet and began to move restlessly to and fro about the

room, changing the place of an ornament here, straighten-

ing a book there.

Jimmy watched her uneasily. He took note of her
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nwvous gesture, of the shadows that ky beneath her eye,.
Inen he said bluntly,

" ^: ^ ^y^ >°" '^ quite tired out with this thing."
Ihing ? She smiled faintly, a« she lifted her brows in

rebuke. Nevertheless, .something in his tone had brought
the quicit tears to her eyes.

Jimmy rose and sto^ beside her, his tall, lean figuretowenng above her in brotherly protcrtion
"No matter what you call it Angel, if you choose.

That do«nt affect the main point: that you've been

WhTai? '""" "^ -^^ '""« ^- -' ^- «

."^'
*l'?.r^

""^ ""'" *•>« «^^l protected weakly.

fK
?'*"'''"''«"', SO on needing. There 's the nurse and

the doctor and Weu, to say nothing of Molly at the otherend of a telephone wire. Molly is a darling ; I Ve always
said so. Still, she need n't shirk."

'

"But Arline did n't want her," Patience said defensivelyJimmy laughed. '

"Arline didn't want you; but you insisted. Stop

oufm^m-" '"• '"' ^' ^°" •""*• ''™ '^
Patience echoed his laugh.

oC^rZ^
it »«« been a strenuous day for you." she

"I should rather say it had. I like Leleu; he's agood feUow. Still, on an occasion like this, I prefer to

inflammable. It has been a whole Dominion Day cele-
bration for me, with somewhat of your Fourth of Julythrown in for good measure. Do you happen to reniembe,. Miss Tyler, that I invited 'you 31 for";

ii^ t'"''"'^ Y """"'y '*"™ "ben Patience andJ'mmy, leaving the crowded terrace, turned into the
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shadowy silence of the Governor's Garden. As they

neared the steps of her home, Patience drew a tired

little sigh.

" I have kept you out too long,'' Jimmy rebuked him-

self instantly.

"No; it was better for me. Truly, I wasn't tired in

that way," Patience demurred ; [^but not all of Jimmy's

urging could prevail upon her to speak of the scenes

through which she had passed, during those last days

with Arline.

Jimmy had some faint inkling of them, however, and to

them his next words had reference.

" No matter now," he said hopefiilly. " I believe all

our bad times are ended."

But Patience shook her head. Then she spoke with a

dreary depression for which her weariness alone was not

sufficient to account.

" I hope so," she echoed sadly. " Still, for Mr. Leleu,

I am a little bit afi:aid."

Her words came back to Jimmy, the next noon, when, in

answer to an imperative summons on the telephone, he was

walking rapidly along the Esplanade. Why should Arline,

weak as she was, and never too demonstratively attached

to the members of her own family, why should she have

sent for him in such hot haste ?

To Jimmy, alert and full of vigour and fresh from the

sunny streets, Arline, lying there in the midst of her white

draperies in the dim, cool room, looked alarmingly pale

and wan, as she held out an eager hand to greet his

coming. The great, tender-hetui;ed fellow was conscious of

a sudden drawing at his throat, though he smiled bravely

down into her wide violet eyes, while he settled himself on

the edge of the bed and took her hot hand in his. After

all, she was his sister, and weak withal. Moreover, in

passing through one of the mysterious crises of her life,
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Instead, she gave an excited little laugh.
I hope so. It remains to be seen."

Jmnny looked at her in swift alarm.
But you 're better, Arline ?

"

forme'"'"- '
""" '*"''•• "^'^ - "-er an, fear

" And the bab, is strong ?
"

«ii^""*£"2^„SITT "•»" ««

new niece, Jimmy .? " ^ ^' """^ ^°" ^" ^"W
"Not yet. I came to see you; she'll kcfn" I-r^ponded tranquilly. But he^ roi „d erZl ]T7window. "She's— «.),«'.. k. ^ T.

<=«>ss«l to the

the nurse h^ o^ned a c^-ktt: """, 1' '"'^^'>' '^'-

and permitted htm to^r ;„ at ^jJ."^"!
°^ """"«'

visaup nf t»,«
,^^ *' *''^ '*<J and wrinkledvisage of the new member of the family. "I- l f,nshe looks like you both."

^ '""'^

Arline laughed weakly.

thi™Nt:;;.k?h7 aw""""
'"" ""^ "" *"« "-"*

brotfer 2ne.** Yes V"'he"^^«l
""* *" ^" "^

won't h,..* J f^: ^ *""*<* imperiously. "1*

hTm'alit"
™' ""' ' "^'^ ™-thing Tmust'say to

dubloti;'""''"'
''* *^ ""-• "^^ he ey«, Arline

"Won't it keep, Arline ? I can come again "

«ufhr:Kr :/i."^
-' ^'-•""«' ^^« ^^^ ---

f '^11

M
! I ;i
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" No ; it must be now, Jimmy. I must talk. It won t

hurt me. Has the nurse gone? Then sit down here,

close, closer, so I can talk without the others hearing.

You are sure there is no one in the room ?

"

Jimmy glanced over his shoulder, in a futile hope that

the nurse was still within hearing. Arline's flush and the

glitter in her eyes made him uneasy. The door had closed

upon the nurse, however, and the brother and sister were

Quite alone. „ ,. ..

"Steady, Arline," he cautioned her. " Don t excite

yourself, girl. You are not too strong yet, you know.

Her other hand shut on his arm, drawing him yet closer

° «rm strong enough, Jimmy. 1 could n't rest till I had

seen vou. I tried to talk to Patience, yesterday ;
but she

was no use. She is so cold and hard and conventional

that I might have known she would n't help me out. But

you— you're all that is left to me, Jimmy."

Jimmy looked startled.
_

« What about Leleu ? " he demanded anxiously.

She amended her phrase.

" AU of my own kind and kin, I mean. At a time like

this, one needs her own people. Jimmy, you have always

been so good to me."

"I hope so, dear," he assented soothingly, for Ariine,

lifted on her elbow, was growing more excited with each

passing moment.
« You have, better than I knew, even. I know it now^

I appreciate it. I wonder if you remember, Jimmy,

she lay back again, nestling her cheek against their

clasped hands; "remember the day after I was en-

aaged. You told me then that, if I would make up

mT mind where I stood and honestly stick to my mind,

you would stand with me, wherever it was. Do you

remember?"
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The meinoiy lent a
He did remember only too well,

touch of tragedy to his brief assent.
" Yes, Arline, I do remember."
Her clutch on his hand grew tighter.
" And will you say it again ?

"

" What is it you want, Arline ?
"

She burst into tears, as a child might have done.
"You won't! You are so hard, Jimmy! And 1

trusted you !

"

" What is it, dear ? " he asked again.
" Will you promise ? " she urged swiftly.

"Promise what?"
" That you will be loyal to me, loyal for the sake of our

father?"

Jimmy bowed his head.
" Yes, Arline."

She shut both hands on his upper arm and drew him
towards her with a nervous force which he was powerless
to withstand.

" Come close, then. I must whisper. Some one might
hear," she said feverishly. " Put your ear down where I
can whisper into it."

He obeyed. Her hot breath swept his cheek, her burn-
ing words filled his ear. For an instant, listening, he held
himself in rigid wonder. Then he drew back ; but his
physical recoil was as nothing in comparison with his
moral one.

" Arline, for shame !

" he said aloud, heedless of her
weakened condition.

"But why?"
" Your promise to Leleu."

"When?"
Jimmy rose and stood facing her, white and still and

determined. It was plain that Arline had struck a blow
at his whole sense of manly honour.

in
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" When you signed your man-' ige contracts."

" I was forced into them," she whimpered weakly.

" No one forced you, Arline. In any case, you signed

them ; you are bound by them." Low and steady, Jimmy's

words fell across the silent room.

Twisting her arms above her face, she burst into an

agony of weeping.

« What if I did ? I was only a girl ; I had no notion

what they meant. I had no notion what it would mean

to have my child, my baby daughter, baptized into the

Catholic church. Jimmy, I won't! It's cruel! ^You

promised to help me, promised in our father's name."

Jimmy went white.

" Arline, it would be an insult to the dear old pater's

memory, if I helped you turn traitor in this thing. You

gave your word, two years ago, that the child should be

brought up Catholic. You chose your course ; you must

walk in the course you have chosen. I promised Leleu,

only last night, that I would be godfather to his child.

He asked me, Protestant as I am, as the greatest honour

he could pay his wife. And now," Jimmy bit his lip;

" now you are asking me, without your husband's knowl-

edge, to smuggle the Dean into this house, to-day, to

baptize your baby." He swung about on his heel. Then

he checked himself. " Arline," he added slowly ; « I am

a Protestant, Protestant in birth and training and of ray

choice. Still, I confess that, now and then, the Catholic

seems to me to have the nobler sense of loyalty."

She checked her sobs and looked up at him in swift

antagonism. Then the old, hard edge came into her

voice.

" I fail to see the loyalty," she said, with slow, tense

bitterness. " The game is all for him. I am here, weak,

helpless. No one will come to my rescue. He, strong

and well, can make his plans and carry them out to suit
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himself. And you talk of loyalty ! And I must lie here
and aee my little child, my Uby, snatched away from
my arms and thrown into the maelotrom of Catholicism
Jimmy !

"

But the door had opened upon the nurse, and Jimmy,
with an appealing look at the woman, had escaped from
the room and from the house.

Less than a week later, they gathered at the rail of the
high altar, Amedee Leleu and his babv girl, and the
sponsors, Jimmy Lord and Madame Aucune. Clusteredm the nearer pews sat and knelt the othere: the friends
and kinsmen of Leleu ; and the Brooke Loi-ds and Patience
and her brother and Sir Moi-ris Plante. And baby
Agatha, dressed in the christening robe which had served
for seven generations of Leieus, stared out upon it all with
vague and wondering eyes. It was a soft, gray day of
summer ram, and the upper arches of the Basilica lost
themselves m dim shadows, while the candles on the high
altar tipped themselves with wavering points of yellow
light, as the breeze crept in upon them from some far-off
open door. It was all so huge and still and solemn, under
the dusky arches bending above the tiny being now to be
taken into the protecting cere of the mother church. And
the child, heedless of the solenm rite, lay and babbled
softly to herself about the land whence she had so Utelv
come. •'

And the service went its course : the salt, the laying on
ot the stole, the exorcism and the anointing. And at
last Fere Leleu, white-haired and venerable and carryingm his face the love of little children, bent over the baby
for an instant, before offering the burning light of faith to
the waiting sponsors. The wrinkled old face was infinitely
gentle, yet sad withal, for there had nished back upon
film, as he stood there, the memory of his talk with Leleu
upon the gallery, that bright midwinter morning. And

f 1 ;'
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Amcdve wm his favourite nephew, and this was Amcdee's

own child. Pere LeWs white head bent even lower in a

swift prayer that all might be well with the life of the

baby girl.

Tlien of a sudden he lifted his head, and his face broke

into a smile. Wriggling uneasily in the motherly arms of

Madame Aucune, the baby had fi-ccd one little arm fi-om

the enfoldinfr blanket and, an instant later, Pert Leleu had

felt his hand, the hand which bore the burning candle of

faith, held in the soft, unconscious grasp of the tiny baby

fingers. Then once more he bowed his head, and his thin

old voice broke a little over the final solemn words,—
" Vade in pace, et Dominus nt tecum.'"

And meanwhile, in the upper room of the house oi the

Esplanade, the nurse was bending above Arline who, since

early morning, had been muttering to herself and tossing

to and fro in wild delirium.



CHAPTER TV^ENTY-ONE

YES," Patience assented ; " she really is better."
" And out of all danger ?

"

" At last," she assented again.

"I am glad," Sir Morris answered. "It's been an
awfiil time for Ldeu, and I suppose, for a few days, there
was some risk."

" For her mind, you mean ?
"

Sir Morris noddeid.

"Yes. At least, Jimmy said so," he replied a little
apologetically.

" Oh, if they speak of it. I did n't know, and some
people are so reticent about illness. Yes, for a few days,
the chances were less than even ; but yesterday the doctor
said the danger was past and gone."

"It's a good hearing," Sir Morris said cheerfully.
" Poor Leleu has had a bad time of it, the past few
months. Let 's hope it is all over now. And he says,
Jimmy, I mean, that you 've been devoted to Arline, these
last days."

Patience shook her head.

"There was so little I could do," she demurred.
Sir Morris's clean blue eyes swept her tired face.
" I'hat 's not what Jimmy said," he answered.
Patience smiled ; then she waited for him to come up

the steps.

" But are n't you going in .' " she asked, as he halted
beside her at the top.

!'
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"What's the use? You have just brought out the

latest bulletin.''

"I know; but they'd be glad to know you had

^led."
Sir Morris faced about and led the way down the steps.

" If that 's all, I can telephone l^eleu," he responded.

" 1 'd rather do that than stand talking with the servanU

in the hall. Which way are yo>i ({oing ?
"

" Home," Patience responded briefly.

Sir Morris glanced up at the sun, over his shoulder at

the khaki-coloured line of soldiers drawn up against the

gray city wall. Then he made deliberate answer,—
" Oh, I would n't ; at least, not directly."

Patience laughed.

" Do you refer to time or space ? " she queried, with a

touch of her old-time humour. " So far as I have seen,

there '» not a direct road inside the city wall."

Sir Morris stuck his hands, stick and all, into his

pockets and swung into step at her side.

" That's the Canadian of it," he observed. "They are

a race of infinite leisure. Miss Tyler."

She raised her brows inquiringly.

"And you.'"

"Oh, I don't count; but my people are jusy. My
brothers are always in a great row about something or

other. They are younger than I, you know."

" How many are there of you ? " Patience asked, as they

turned down Saint Louis Street.

Curiously enough, X had never occurred to her, until

that moment, to give a thought to the absent family of Sir

Morris PI , te. That he was well-born and made of a

metal which rang true, she had discerned at the outset

of their acquaintance. At that time, inquiries would

have smacked of gossipful impertinence. Later, as she

had come to know Sir Morris better, his personality had
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eemed to her enough in it«lf. There wa. no particular
need of asking him to account for it
"There are four of u.," Sir Morris answered. "Two

are m the university~ Oifonl— and one is at Eton
I ve a young sister, too. She 'U come out, next year, b^
praented and all that The mater- she is second wife,
and not the mother of any of j» -is almost as vounir
as my sister. I don't mean in years ; but they go in for the
same sort of thing."

"^

"And your father ? " Patience queried.
Sir Morris's ey.a, fixed on the tall end door of the Pean

house across the way, clouded heavily.
" TTie poor old pater

! He had a hunting accident, and- and he does n t know us any longer. It 's awful to see
him, just like a baby. He has an old servant, John, the
groom who was with him when he fell ; and John breathes
for him, fe«J, him, dresses him, carries him around in his
arms. And, once on a time, the pater was no end of aman, keen on hunting and politics and doing transla-
bons of Horace And, quite without sense of shame. SirMoms rubbed his hand across his eyes.
"I am Sony, Sir Morris," Patience told him slowly

"somest of all that I have made vou talk about it."
Oh; but it's better," he reassured her. "Nobody

else here knows it, and it's a bit lonely, now and then,
thinking about it when I'm all by myself. It's rather
g«xl to speak of it; it makes them seem not quite so far
oft, you see.

Patience smiled a little.

" Then you do get homesick, after all. Sir Morris ?"

„Tn, ,

''°"'«""=''' ""'y anxious," he corrected her.
Ihere s no especial comfort in being at home. My

father and I w«re friends— one's father isn't alwavl
you know -and, now that he doesn't know me, I'm
best off where I don't see him. He gets excited, when
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III

people are in the room." Sir Morrin bit his lip. " Vou

ee, it WM a five-barred gate, and the hone took it too

won and fell on him. It broke some bones ; but the real

trouble wan all from the shock to the brain."

'ITjey had almost reached the comer of Haldimand

Hill, and Sir Morris's step hesiUte-' irresolutely. Pa-

tience, however, glanced up at his fa;-, and she hesitated

not at all. It was plain to her that the great, jovial,

boyish Englishman hf.(! t-oublest of his own, and that

her chance word had brought those troubles uppermost

in his mind. Under such conditions, it seemed to her

a bit unfair that she should leave him to go on alone,

and fhink those troubles back into their usual lurking-

places of his consciousness. She faced about and turned

into Du Parloir Strwrt.

" Come," she said ;
" it really is too good a morning to

spend in the house. Shall we go for a walk ?
"

His face cleared a little, and he kept on at her side,

past the Ursuline Convent, past the side of the Cathe-

dral close ; then, turning to the left, they came out to

the Grand Battery. At their feet, the old city lay warm

in the bright June sun ; from countless chimneys in the

town beneath, tall lines of smoke rose straight across

the windless sky, and beyond it all the Beauport flats

stretched away and away, a level sheet of shining green.

And, beside them, the close rank of aged guns poked their

black, impotent noses over the crest of the ancient wall.

It was long before Sir Morris broke the silence. When

at last he spoke, it was with his eyes fixed upon the ocean

steamer that lay in mid-channel, far below.

" I think perhaps I ought to go home soon," he said.

Turning, Patience stared at him with startled eyes. It

had not occurred to her that their pleasant quartette could

be broken.
" To stay ? " she asked.
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"I— am not nurc." The gap in Kin worda wnii invnxtiml
to the length of one steady look into her level eyes. " I 'd
like to see the pater once more for niynelf. Of counc, thi

mater writes; but— it's different, you know. And, ii

care things happened, it taken so long to get there."
Patience dropped ht: ives. Mis.s htr good comrade as

she would, she yet felt that Sir Morris was right.
" Yes," she assented. " I think that you ought to go."
He drew in his breath, slowly and to its fullest depth.

Then he let it go again with a rush.
* About my coming back," he added ; " that's another

matter. I 'm not needed there now, and I like it here.
Of course, later, I shall have to go. In the meantime— "

" Well .= " Patience reminded him, after a pause.
He glanced at the group of students coming up the hill.

" Do you mind, if we come in here ? " he asked abruptly.
Patience hesitated. Then she yielded to a new Sir

Morris whom she had never known till then, a Sir Moms
kindly as of old, but infinitely more virile, infinitely more
dominant His clear blue eyes were steely hard, his lips
shaped to a resolute line, his whole bearing grave and full
of dignity.

Side by side, they turned in at the gate in the old gray
wall, followed the board walk past the long front of Uval,
wound in and out among the buildings and then, with a
sharp turn to the left, came out into a wide, open court-
yard. The ground beneath their feet was bare and brown
and hard trodden as an asphalt floor. Around them, the
court was walled in with the high, white buildings of the
Seminary, gabled above, and pierced with a triple rank of
narrow casements below. On one side, a low archwav
gave exit to the outer world ; on the other, a broad, square
flight of steps led to a panelled door. And on the wall,
high above the doorway, an ancient dial marked the pa.ss.
mg hours

; and on the dial, the letters .standing out sharplv

!•

i
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from the old white wall, were the words Nostra Dies quasi

Umbra.
" I love it here," Sir Morris said simply. " It is so

quiet, you know."

Patience stood for a moment, glancing about her, at the
deserted court, at the high white walls, at the dial with its

moving point of shade.

" No wonder you love it," she answered then. " I was
never here before."

His face lighted.

" I am glad. I supposed you knew it It is one of my
favourite haunts. I come here often, when it's warm,
and sit on the bench there under the tree. Shall we do
it now?" And Patience was at a loss to understand
the note of eagerness in his voice, as he pointed to the
seat beneath the single ancient tree growing in the exact
centre of the court "Shall we sit down here?" he said

again.

Seated, their faces turned to the dial graven on the wall,

an unaccountable sil:nce fell upon them both. Sir Morris
apparently was lost in thought, his face intent, his lips

pressed hard together. As for Patience, she was giving
herself over to th» perfect quiet of the place and hour.

Even upon her young strength, the past few days had told

acutely. Arline, nervous and captious, refusing to see

Mrs." Brooke Ix>rd, had clung to Patience with an insistent

eagerness which took no thought of any exhaustion on the
part of the pirl. And Patience had givon recklessly of her
time and strength. Arline, just then, was passing through
the crisis of her life. Small wonder that she longed for the
presence of another woman of her own age and class !

Nevertheless, Patience found it good to turn her back
upon the fretting and bickering, upon the frenzied hatred
of the baptismal rite and on the consequent madness
of fever, to forget it all and sit there in silent, passive
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enjoyment of the shadow moving along the old white wall,of the summer breeze whispering in the tree above their

Miss Tyler.

She rou«rf hei-self and faced Sir Morris. The youneEnghshman was bending forward, hi. elbows on his knees!
his true blue eyes fixed steadily upon her own. Of a sud-
den, an unaccountable fear took hold of the girl, a terrorof the coming words and of the look they would be bound
to bring into the honest, earnest face before her

' What IS it .?

" she asked faintly.
His eyes held hers for a moment. Then he said,-
I think you know, already. I 'm „ot much good at

words. Miss Tyler; I can't seem to say things as I 'd like

!^t "^~rl^;
'*'' J"'* '''" "''*• ^ '°^« y"-" Ashe

spoke, he lifted .,s small gmy cap from its place on hisyeUow hair. "Love you a. I never thought it wrin aman to love a woman. I dun t know when it began, norwhy; I dont even know that you could ever get to ca,^

Z"^l .7 l."'t ^r°"
™"''^- ' '" ""^ '""'=h, I know ;

out leir
%*'""' ' ""'''' """'y"" '"PP^ 'f >-'<»

At his first words. Patience had cast upon him one
glance of piteous appeal. Then she dropped her eyes tothe hai-d-packed grourid at her feet, while she shut her

th f f^r J7u " ^°^^ °^ *'" "''''* And, in the hushthat followed, the point of shadow crept slowly along the
anr;ent dial, and a heavy wall of shadow rolled slowly for-ward along the old white wall.

'

"Will you let me try ? " Sir Morris repeated then.
Patience bit her lip. It seemed to her that she could

never send the shadow into those honest, earnest eyeswhich now were seeking in vain to meet her own. Neither
could she give him that for which he was asking. Months
ago, Sir Morris's words, spoken on the slide, had cut
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sharply across their pleasant friendship. They had been

unannounced and, at least to Patience, wholly unexpected.

For a time, both had been fully conscious of the scar they

had made. Then the memory had vanished, and the old

happy relation between them had resumed its fonner

course. Patience had supposed that, henceforth, it would

remain unbroken. And now, in the stillness and the

peace of the old courtyard, gently and with obvious self-

doubtings, Sir Morris had once more made the rupture.

And she liked Sir Morris absolutely ; her life would be

incomplete without his jovial friendship. The two heavy

tears that dropped to the hard brown earth were not alone

for Sir Morris Plante. Sorry as she was for him, Patience

yet pitied herself acutely.

" Of course, I 'm not clever like you," he was urging.

"I've not so much to offer you, I know. And yet, I

believe, if you 'd let me try it, I could make you happy.

We would n't need to live in England, you know. If you

chose to stay out here to be near your brother, I could

arrange it in some way. Of course, we'd go over to

England now and then. You 'd like the mater, and you

would want to be presented and to go about among my
people."

The gravity of his face had given place to a little smile.

He was, for the moment, like a child who tells itself a

fairy tale where every man is king and every woman queen.

Strange to say, his happiness brought to the heart of Pa-

tience a keener stab than that wrought by his pleading of

a moment before. If the dream could give him such con-

tent, what would the reality yield ? Two more tears fell

on the brawn earth. Then, turning, she laid on his a hand

which of a sudden had grown icy cold.

" I am soiTy," she said slowly. " I wish— but it is

quite impossible."

He went white to the lips ; but his eyes never wavered.
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"Do you mean you could never get to love me'" he
asked slowly.

" Never," she echoed still more slowly.
"I— I am sorry. I had hoped for it. It meant so

much to me. And you think it 's no use ?
"

She shook her head.
" None."

Slowly, slowly the shadow crept along the dial, crept
along the old white wall beneath. At last Sir Morris
raised his head.

" It would have been so good," he said slowly. " But
at least, I 'm glad I 'vc known you. It 's something for a
man, nowadays, to have known one loval, true-hearted
woman. It makes him look on all women with kinder
eyes. Then he rose to his feet and, turning, looked
down at her bowed head. « Don't mind, Miss Tyler," he
said .nanfuUy, but with an accent of infinite sadness "

It
has n t been your fault. I think I '11 go to England for a
little while When I come back, perhaps, we can foi^t
all this and be good friends once more, just as we always
nave been. '

And Patience raised her head and answered steadily
although with quivering lips,—
«I wish it might have been. Sir Morris; but— it

could nt But, at least, never tried to make you care
like this."

'

"No," he assented honestly. "No; you never did."
There came a little pause. Then he held out his

h^me?""
'" ^^ "^^ ^"*'^" "^"^ ** ^ K™"e

As Patience rose to her feet, she lifted her eyes to the
opposite waU. A heavy cloud had drifted acrass the sun,
and Its shadow, resting upon the ancient dial, had blotted
out the finger point of time.

Sir MoiTis went with Patience as far as her own

m
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door. Then, turning away, he rounded the corner and

tramped steadily off for weary miles out on the Cap

Rouge road.

Jimmy and Stanwood were smoking 'n the library, when

Patience came into the room. At the sound of her hur-

ried, nervous steps on the stairs outside, both men had

ceased from talking, and Jimmy, lounging in the open

window behind the full, soft curUins, was quite invisible.

She opened the door, halted, irresolute, for a moment,

then crossed the room to Stanwood's side.

" What is it, Pat ? " he asked her.

" Oh, Stanwood !

"

The girl had held herself steady during the short walk

towards home. She had gone through the parting bravely.

Now, however, the reaction had come. Safe at home and

with her brother's strong arm around her, she could cry

to her heart's content.

« What is it, dear ? Is Arline worse ?
"

She shook her head, trying, the while, to choke back

her sobs.

" No," she said at last. " It 's not Ailine. It's— Sir

Morris."
« Is he ill i Hurt ? " His arms still around her, Stan-

wood Tyler half rose to his feet.

" No ; I 've only hurt him so. It was in the Seminary

court, and he sails, next week."

With his disengaged hand, Stanwood Tyler made an

imperious gesture for silence towards the open window.

He understood his sister's viewpoint well enough to be

sure she would never forgive herself, if she knew of her

involuntary betrayal of Sir Morris. Jimmy, hidden in the

window, must hold his peace. Later, he could be sworn

to silence. For the present. Patience was the first care.

Worn out in body and nerve by her long attendance upon

Arline, the girl's blithe poise appeared to have given way
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completely. In all his life, Stenwood Tyler had never
seen his sister cry as she was crying now.

Gently he passed his arm about her shoulders
" You are so tired, Patsy, utterly tired out. This fuss-

ing over Arhne has been too much for you, without any
other worries— "

But she interrupted him.
"Sir Morris did n't worry me, Stan ; he was superb, so

kind and gentle, so generous to see my side. It was only
that— I could n't."

The last words came with a sob, and her head feU over
against his shoulder.

Above the top of her head, Stanwood sent a warning
glance at the curtains which were moving uneasily, as if in
sympathy with the discomfort suffered by the man hidden
within their folds. For the moment, both men were
cursing the fate which had sent Jimmy into the deep em-
brasure of the window, just as Patience had come up the
staire^ Then Stanwood's arm tightened about his sister.

Don t mind, dear. We all have to take our bad half-
hours. I 'm sorry about Sir Morris. He is a good fellow •

he might have made you happy, if you had cared for him.
htiU, 1 m not ready to give you up, PaUy. Don't cry
dear. Come into your room and lie down. You 're quite
used up." ^

But she lifted her hsad and drew back, shuddering as if
the thought of solitude were terrifying to her.
"No; I can't. I don't want to rest. Truly, Stan

I m not so tired. It is only that I never expected it— aU this, and it has upset me just a little." Then
she steadied herself. "We shall miss Sir Morris," she
added wishfully.

^^

He is going to England .' " Stanwood asked her.

,
''^^-

, '
^'"^ *°t ''''" away." Again there came the

railing cadence to her words.

1:
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Heedless now of the silent listener, Stanwood faced

about.
" Patsy," he said a little sternly ; "it's not too late to

change your mind. If you have made a mistake now, for

God's sake, don't allow any false notions of modesty to

keep you from taking it back."

She straightened at his words and faced him bravely,

albeit with no hint of deiiance.

"There's no mistake, Stanwood. A year ago, even,

there might have been ; but not now. Sir Morris is

like a dear old cousin. I care for him, and I shall miss

him ; but it's not the way you mean. Sir Morris Plante

is one of the noblest men I 've ever known ; but he 's not

the only one, nor yet the noblest of them all."

For an instant, Stanwood Tyler's fece showed his

relief.

"Then there is some one else, Pat?" he asked, almost

involuntarily.

For another instant, she looked at him in silence. Then

she bowed her head.

« I am not sure." Then she looked up at him again,

and her eyes were pleading. " Stanwood," she said ;
" for-

get all this. I had no right to tell you ; it was not fair

to Sir Morris. I had supposed my nerve was better ; but

— I rather think I was a little tired. Forget it, dear,

and never speak of it again." She smiled a little wanly.

" You know we women never like to be reminded of the

day when we have lost our poise." And, turning, she

went away into her own room.

With a swift step, her brother crossed the floor, drew

aside the curtain and pointed to the door. Jimmy, white

to the lips, came out from his comer and, stem and

unsmiling, shook his head.

"No," he said softly. "It is too late for that now,

Tyler. I must stop and face it out."
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B^t1°ai
""" " '"' "^-

"
^'^ " ""^ ""* "« ••« ^r-e-

.III-
™"'^""*'" -^'"""y made brief reply. « I should feel-Ukjnd, of a sneak. But at least," he lUed up at St^wood a bit appealingly ; »if things go wrong. you-U^Uher I never meant to listen."

6. J^"" " leu

£rg"£Ti'^ ""^ *""-«• ''"''^ -•' '^ft •'•-y

Without deUy, he rushed upon his fate.

« V ,
^'^ ^ ''^'^''' •'« »«id abruptly.

•' V„nT ; •^f "^"^ ""^ ""^ »P -^^ her cheeks.You hstening
\ That was not like you, Mr. Lorf."

I hope not," he assented humbly. "It was all anaccident. I was behind the curtain, the« by the windowwhen you came into the room. Before I iould ~t oul'you had gone so far that I dared not show myself"
She bit her lip.

'

"But you show yourself now," she reminded himJimmy reddened. Then he made quiet answer,_
Ihat 5 not a fair thrust. Miss Tyler. Perhaps I was

and I hated to have you see me walk out, when you wereso upset Of course, whatever comes, you can Cn o^my keeping still. Even if I had noZLr of m^ own,like Sir Morns too well to tell of his bad times."
Ihe girl lifted her eyes to his.

" Thank you," she said, with perfect quiet. « I believe
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I wasPlease forgive my bad temper.

thing of no

you, Mr. Lord,

wholly wrong."

He brushed her apology aside as a

import
"Wait," he said. "I'm not done yet; there's more

to tell, more to ask. When you had gone, your brother

urgea me to go away. I couldn't. It was better you

should know at once that I had heard than that you

should iind it out, later on. It was better that I should

wait and tell you, myself. And then— "

At the pause, she raised her eyes once more. The

annoyance had left her face, and the grief. In their place

had come a mood of quiet waiting. Jimmy looked down

at her, took a swift step forward, then checked himself.

"I heard much, heard more than I ought," he said

steadily. "It left me wondering more. I'm not the

noblest man that ever lived. Sir Morris is a better, truer

fellow than I can ever hope to be ; but you told your

brother that— there— was some one— else."

The last words came hesitatingly and with long pauses

between. For a moment, his eyes held hers. Then she

turned away.
" I said I was not sure," she corrected him, for she felt

her hour was come and, like a true and fearless woman,

she was finding it hard to surrender.

" It amounts to the same thing," he said impatiently.

" Don't fence with me, Patience. It has gone too far for

that"

She glanced up sharply at his use of her name, albeit

the sound was sweet upon her ears. He caught her glance,

held it, and went on insistently,—
"Tdl me truly. Patience, for it is life or death to i

It's not disloyal to Sir Morris, dear. Is it true thai

there is some one else ?
"

She shut her teeth on her lip, while she drew one long,
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•low breath. IVn, a. .he looked steadily into hi. thin.

" Ye^ Jimmy, there i.. And there wiU never be but



CHAPTER TWENTY-TWO

OUITE in accordance with the tradition at which, in

former days, fihe had been wont to scofT, Arline

Leleu, one Sunday noon, wa» giving a family dinner-

party. It wai late October, and Jimmy and Patience had

jiut returned from an eighteen months of honeymooning

to and fro over the surface of the globe. Their happiness

had been too sacred for the sight of curious friends, too

buoyant to allow itself to be curbed by any social routine.

Rather than that, they had lived the life of vagrants,

roaming fix>m place to place as chance might lead them,

accountable to no man, and wholly content in the long,

idle days of perfect intimacy. At length, however, even

Stanwood had felt himself moved to complain. Because

Patience's marriage had left him in the lurch, there was

no especial reason that she should take herself wholly out

of his sight. His campaign was the plan of a strategist.

At the extreme southern end of Des Carri^res Street,

one of the houses had long stood vacant. The house

itself was roomy and comfortable ; the outlook upon the

river was superb. For days, Stanwood Tyler, pipe in

mouth, paced to and fro before its staring, empty windows.

A week later, he sought the agent and demanded a key.

The next day, he moved his belongings into the two front

rooms of the topmost floor. Then, when his books and

his pipes were in order, he cabled to Patience that he had

bought the house and was waiting for her and Jimmy to

come home to live in it.



Hearts and Creeds 247

"It's no Mrt o.' use, PaUy," he confided to her, the
night the Lords reached Quebec. " I can't get on without
you. You belong to Jimmy, body and soul ; I promise
not to f^t in his way. I '11 keep to my rooms most of the
time; out I want to feel that you 're here in the house.
I m older than I was, and you have been too lonir
away. "

And it waa Jimmy who gave the most cordial assent
to the new plan. Patience was all his own ; SUnwood's
trong, quiet presence would only give him one pleasure
the mom And so, with scarcely a question, the new
household of three sUrted upon its happy course. To
each one of the three, Arline's invitation had been an un-
welcome break in the pleasant sense of settling down once
more at home.

Nevertheless, the dinner was proving a gay little func-
tion. It could hardly do otherwise in Jimmy's jovial
presence, while Patience, at the other end of the table
vied with her husband in hilarity. At her side, LeleJ
was swift to answer to her mood. Both Patience and
Jimmy were conscious of the change in Leleu. Alone
together, they had commented upon it, and confessed
themselves unable to account for it. It was not entirely
his growing political power, nor yet his increasing intimacy
with his own wife. The influences of both were subtly
blended

;
yet their combined effect was not enough to

have wrought so great a transformation. Had they but
known the truth, however, they would have known" that
the chaige had come in that one night when Leleu had
gone from Stanwood Tyler to St. Just, from St. Just to
Arhne, from Arline to the empty streets. In that one
night, Leleu's character, long dormant, leaped out in full-
grown strength. In the years to come, it might develop
It would never change.

Leleu alone was conscious of the alteration made in
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himadf by the twenty-four houn which had followed hii

•ummoiu from Stuiwood Tyler. Fused in the white-hot

furnace of emotion, he had emerged another creature.

His old self, eager, idealiatic, was conaum«d to aahcfi. In

it» place had come forth a man of iron will, of steady pur-

pose, a man of an almost infinite power of love, of an

infinite sense of justice. And his justice was not wholly

spent in weighing the frailties of Arline.

Strange to say, Arline iooV no heed of the change the

night had wrought Leleu was as loving as of old, a*

gentle in the showing of his love. The life-long habits of

his earlier nature clung around him like a husk. One by

one, they were soon to drop away ; but the dropping was

too gradual to make much mark upon her mind. The

pressure of the velvet glove was so full of kind support

that she &iled to feel the iron hand within. Feeling, she

would have nerved herself to a resentful pushing aside of

the clasp. Instead, she yielded to its pressure. L«leu

was gentler than of yore, more full of demonstrative affec-

tion. Up to a certain point, he now made no effort to

guide the course of Arline's daily life. Beyond that

point, as yet, Arline had never cared to go.

Over the soup, Leleu turned to face Patience.

" Tell me," he asked ; " did you see much of Sir

Morris ?
"

"Oh, yes. We were in London for six weeks, last

spring, and he did everything for us."

Mrs. Brooke Lord glanced up from her plate.

"How did you like him among his own people,

Patience?"
" Just as I always did, no more, no less. His people

really are rather impressive ; his mother is a most august

little personage, and his sister filled me with wonder, each

time I looked at her."

"With wonder?"
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" Ym, ahe { an utoiinding mixture of dowdincm unci
elegance. Her now u equine. I think her ftiend. callcl
her pre-Raphaelite. But, among all their . ndeur, Sir
Mom» WOK the aame dear boy we all km » He and
Jimmy and I uaed to have 8ne times togethc:, talkine of
the dear old day»."

^
" Do you know," Brooke Lord sjiiil thoughtfully ; "

I
never understood Sir Morrit'i goinj; lionie."

There carae a little pause. Pati.iice broke it.

"Family affection," ihe «ugu. <ted dryly.
However, Brooke Lord persi tcl
"Yes; but no suddenly. I thirk ho had ) lotion of

It, two days before he aaile.!.

Jimmy's eyes were fixed upon h.s «:'e, aii-l liw risine
colour took from him the power of spe. ,(,. It was Ariine
who answered.

" The question is, is he ever coming back r

"

" He says so," Patience replied, with perfect calm. " Of
couree, his father is only just alive, and, t-fivr Sir Morris
mhente, he wiU be more or less tied up at liome. How-
ever, the old man may live to an endless age ; and Sir
Morris assured me over and over again that he »ould
never be content until he had spent one more year
among us."

Brooke Lord leaned back in his chair.

"After all, do you know," he observed; "it was a
funny thing about Sir Morris. I thought, myself, he liked
us. He was here for almost two years; I rather fancied
he would end his days in Quebec. I am sure we all tried
to be decent to him. And then, after all thai, it was a bit
queer to have him pack his boxes and take French leave."
Again there came the little pause. Again Patience

broke it, lightlv althoneh with a secret desire to thump
Brooke Lord on the bald spot which was beginning to
show upon his crown.

I

'i*^
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"Speaking of French leave," she remarked; "did we

ever write you about our meeting Monsieur St. Just in

Paris?"

Arline was scarlet now ; but Leleu turned to Patience

with a gleam of mirth in his dark eyes.

" Was the plaster off his face ? " he asked.

« Yes ; but the scar was n't," Jimmy retorted, from his

place at Arline's side. " For once in your life, Leleu, you

made a lasting mark."

Leleu laughed. The history was now so old that he

could turn back to it without a pang. In fact, there had

always been a bit of satisfaction in his mind, whenever he

had thought of St. Just, sprawling upon the floor with his

legs entangled in the 1^ of his chair.

" Was he glad to see you ? " he queried.

Jimmy made counter query.

"Did you ever see a hound, after you'd licked it?"

he asked.

"Do you mean the fellow really ,;iped to talk?"

Brooke Lord demanded incredulously.

Jimmy's reply was brief.

" Ask Patience. She won't lie."

Patience laughed.

" It was in front of the Madeleine, one day. I saw him

coming, and I poked Jimmy's arm, so he should see him,

too. We both supposed that, as soon as he discovered us,

he would have an errand somewhere else. Instead of that,

he smiled as perkily as ever and came directly to where we

were waiting for a cab."

" Had the nerve to poke out his hand under my very

nose, and expect me to shake it," Jimmy supplemented, in

reminiscent wrath.

" And did you ?
"

" Not on your life, Molly. Now and then I turn short-

sighted, and that was the nowiest kind of a now. He
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did n't appear to notice it, though. The next I saw of
him, he was bowing and smirking at Patience, and I'm
blest if she wasn't shaiting hands with him."

"Patience! " Mrs. Brooke Lord remonstrated.
Patience smiled demurely.

"It's a trick I learned at college. Really, it is very
painful. I assure you that Monsieur St. Just turned quite
white, by the time that I let go."

"The question is," Stanwood Tyler remarked gravely;
" was the game worth the candle, Pat ? Myself, I dislike
the touching toads."

"Did you go from Paris straight down to Rome?"
Arline asked, with a slight showing of annoyance.
"No; we stopped on the Riviera," Patience answered.
Carried along by the general mirth at the table, the

girl had forgotten how distasteful to Arline the present
talk must be. Arline's face recalled her from her careless-
ness, and she sought to turn the talk into other lines.

Jimmy, however, at his sister's side, failed to see the
changing colouv in her cheeks, the frown between her
brows, the steely glint within her violet eyes. He reverted
to his former theme.

" St. Just was as jerky-perky as ever ; but I thought he
did n't look quite as prosperous. In fact, I 've a notion or
two in regard to the ancestry of his necktie. He asked
for you all^ "

" For me ?" Leleu inquired.

" Yes, for you in particular." Jimmy threw back his
head and laughed hilariously at the recollection of their
talk. " Almost with tears in his eyes, he assui-ed me you
were a man whose great future had been brought to
naught by your Wind adherence to a worn-out policy."
"How do you like that, Mr. Minister of -Agriculture.'"

Mrs. Bixioke Lord interpolated, with a smile.

Long before this, she and Leleu had become great
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friends. Mrs. Brooke Lord was very much a woman, and,

woman-like, she knew certain things by instinct. It had
not been Amedee Leleu's fastrfpwwir.g fame which had won
her tardy liking, then her love. The hours she had spent

in his house during the slow convalescence of Arline had
taught Mrs. Brooke Lord many a lesson. Caring as she

did for Leleu the man, however, she gloried yet the more

earnestly in Leleu the politician.

He met her teasing question with a laugh.

" And yet," he added thoughtfully ; " St. Just taught

me a good many lessons."

"So he implied," Jimmy said gravely.

Patience corrected him.
" No ; he told you in so many words. It 's only women

who imply." Then, with a little air of finality, she

dismissed the subject by means of a wholly irrelevant

question. " Is n't Agatiia to be on exhibition, to-day,

Arline ?
"

" Of course," Leleu put in hastily, before his wife could

make quiet answer, —
" Yes, later. I told the nurse to bring her down, as

soon as we had left the table."

" Not till then ? I suppose it would be subversive of

discipline, if I were to ask to see her now."
" Better not, Patience," Mrs. Brooke Lord advised her,

in a swift aside. " Arline does n't like to have her down
at meals."

" Oh, why not ?
" Patience remonstrated. '

" She cries for things she must n't have."

"But what if she does?" Patience replied serenely.

" She could soon be taught what no, no ! means,"

Leleu turned to her with some eagerness.

" You think so, too ? " be asked.

" Of course. Does n't Arline ?
"

Arline glanced up carelessly.
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" I 'm not such a tyrant as Ain^t* would have me be
"

she said.

Leleu flushed ; but Patience spoke.
" It 's not tyranny ; it is for the baby's own good "

Arline laughed, »«i in her laugh was the little edce
which Patience had known of yore.
"The optimism of the childless woman," she observed,

with quiet sarcasm. " You and Amedee would doubtless
agree to perfection. Until one is responsible for the child,
one never cares how much it cries."

"But it would n-t cry more than once," Patience per-
sisted, and again Leleu gave her that eager look which, for
the moment, she was quite at a loss to interpret.
The interpretation came later on, however. Over the

dessert. Patience avowed that she could wait no longer
Excusing herself from the table, she ran away up the
stairs A moment afterward, she returned, with baby
Agatha held high on her strong young shoulder. The
child s face was still flushed, her blue eyes heavy with
sleep, as she came riding into the room on'her lofty perch
Above the soft white embroideries of her clothing, her
htUe head rose nobly; her baby lips, smiling slightly,
opened to show her milk-white dots of teeth, and her yellow
hair rolled out in a shining aureole about her dainty face
In colour and in form, she was all the child of Arline. The
smile, however, just stealing into sight about the comers of
her hps, was like Leleu ; like him, too, was the expression
in the violet eyes.

With a laugh and a kiss. Patience swung the child down
from her shoulder and, moving about the tabic, offered
the httle face to each in turn. Then, coming back to her
own place, she pushed her chair slightly away from the
table, and sat down with the child upoii herknee In-
stantly one baby hand clutched the table cloth, the other
swept towards Patience's plate.
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Patience snuggled the child out of reach.

" No, baby. Not for you," she said gayly.

The child turned her head, cocked one little eye up at

her aunt, and then, burying her head against Patience's

shoulder, smiled up at her ingratiatingly.

Jimmy watched the manoeuvre with amused and adoring

eyes.

" Bless the baby ! She knows how to wheedle, all right.

That 's you all over, Arline. The smile is Leleu's, though.

You French Canadians are hall-marked by your smile."

And Arline's brows met in a sudden frown. She would

have Hked it far better, hod little Agatha showed nc strain

of her father's blood.
'• No," Patience was reiterating merrily, as she caught

the determined little hands. " That is n't for Agatha ; it

belongs to Aunt Patience."

The child's lip rolled over, and Arline interposed.

" Give her a little. Anything is better than having her

begin to cry."

But Ifileu, smiling and very gentle, yet shook his head.

" No, Patience, please. I 'd rather that she did n't.

No, baby."

At his voice, the child looked at him and, though the

tears were bi-imming in the dark Wue eyes, no sound came
from the baby lips. She was waiting, as so often she had
waited before, to find out who would be the victor in this

contest of discipline.

Arline's voice broke the little hush.

" Give her a bit. Patience. Just see how good she is."

The child turned alertly, snatched at the plate, then,

staying her hand, she burst into a storm of shrieks, as

Leleu said gravely,

—

"No, Arline. No, Agatha. Mustn't touch the plate."

For an instant, two baby heels battered the front of

Patience's lap, and the room echoed with the cries pour-
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ing forth from the baby throat. Then Arline, scarlet with
annoyance and anger and shame, pushed back her chair
and, parsing around the table, took the child from thearms of her astonished aunt.
"Poor baby!" she said, as she returned to seat henelf

at her own place "Do they starve my baby daughter?
U)me, dear, shall have some sweeties

"

But even while the sweeties were poised in the air,htUe Agatha s hp rolled over yet once again, a.,d two
baby arms were stretched out across the table.

" Papa," she sobbed. " Papa !
"

"See dearie. Don't you want a taste
? " Arline urged.

The tears still on her cheeks, the child accepted the

l^ h^ " ""'*''" ***'^' ""^ ^'^^ °"^ """*• ^'•""«

" Good
; is n't it, baby ? " she asked. " Come, then."

i.eleu mterposed, and his tone was very quiet.
"I -d rather you did n't give her any more, Ariine."

ubu *
'""''' ^'''"^ ^"'''"* ^" ''''"" **"•>' ^""" *'>''

" H°\<»" y°" g^dge her the bit of pleasure, Amedee ?
1 could n t be so cruel."

Leleu's lips tightened. Tlien he said, —
"It seems to me more cruel to the child, Arhne, to eive

her what you know will make her ill."

« How tii-esome you are, Amedee ! Who has the care
of her, I d like to know?" she demanded. Then, with
sudden fierceness, she snatched the child close against
her breast^Poor little darling ! Does your fetheTsp^il
aU your good times?" she asked, between her nervous

Startled at the abrupt gesture, the child once more
cned out. Arline lifted her head.
"There, Amcy.*, you see for yourself just how it is,"

she said, and her voice had a ring of bitter triumph.

Ml
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"Come, dearie." As she spoke, she rose. "Come with

mamma, dearest, and weH see what we can find, ap-stasrs."

Holding the child in her arms, she turned away ; but,

as she went out the door, two baby hands were extended

in piteous appeal, and a wishful baby voice b^ged onoe

and yet again,

—

"Papa! Papa!"



CHAPTER TWENTY-THREE

FIUR Octobers had passed away since Arline's dinner
party, that far-off Sunday noon, and a fifth October

was on the land, mellow and ripe and golden, the climax
of the year. The ancient city on the cliff was all gray
and gold, gray walls and golden sunshine ; gray and gold,
too, were the long open stretches of country bordering the
Sainte Foy Road, stretches where the yellowing needles of
the tamarack caught and held the sunshine away from the
pale stems of the bare white birches. Here and there, a
twig of maple still bore its crown of gmidy foliage, and
the wayside paths were heaped thick with the bright
brown, crispy leaves. Nowhere, however, in all the city
were the gray and gold so dainty as in the wootfiaads sur-
rounding the white convent walls of Bellevue.
There in the sunny woodlands, little Agatha Leleu

played for long hours at a time, now romping gayly
with her convent mates, then ever and anon breaking
away from the little group around her, to go leaping
towards the sweet-faced nun who lingered near, to throw
her slim little arms around the skirts of the nun and
snuggle her rosy face in the folds of the black gown.
And the nun, gentle and sweet and dainty, never failed
to stoop to caress the eager little face upraised to her
own. Then, with a joyous laugh, the child went bound-
ing away again into the midst of the group which rarely
failed to cluster about her. A child in her heedless mirth,
little Agatha was hke a woman in the passion with which
she craved affection.
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Agatha was seven now, and in all the dignity of her
second term of convent life. Ali'eady she wu pitHM to
cast a patronizing eye upon the children who had entered
with the opening September term. Alrcac^- she was
dreaming vaguely of the day when she c<mM Wave her bed
in the great dormitory where the cots stood in their long
white Uneti, ^nd, like the big girls, be promoted to her own
littk ceU. i'o the child, atandin^ at the entrance of the
corridor which kd between the rows of cells, it seemed
that hfe ijuld hold nothing more perfect than the owner-
rf»ip of one of those tiny rooms, dainty and sweet and
spotless as the guardian win who slept in one of them.
The plain bare walls, the little bed, the crimped white
curtains were lovelier far, to Agatha's wishful eyes, than
all tht luxury of her father's house. Day after day, the
tiny black-gowned figure lingered and peered and looked
forward to the hour when she should be grown up and
settled in a cell. For the present, the happy convent life

bounded the child's entire perspective.

Better than the cells, though, Agatha loved the nuns.
Up to the hour of her entering the convent, her little life

had been swayed by awe and even fear. With her blond
beauty, her inheritance from her mother seemed to have
stopped short. By temperament, Agatha Leleu was her
father's child. Like his own youth, her childhood was
gentle, sensitive and wholly reticent Loving all men, she
yearned for love in return. When it was refused to her,

she grieved ; but it was a silent sort of grieving which ate
into her life, but made no outward sign. In the same
way, she accepted her mother's irregulai- discipline, the
hours of exuberant affection, the moments of bitter, cause-

less rebuke. In some vague, childish fashion, Agatha
linked it all with her mother's dazzling beauty. Arline,
to the mind of her little daughter, was like a fairy queen,
and fairy queens had privileges which were denied to other
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people. The child's
fir.f 1

^'" ''''''''''' ""' ""'« '"«»". self-touKht like allfirst lewon, co„c.erned them«lve8 with avoidifg the dtte r'" ""V'"'
"''•"'""'•"8 ''" moth "fp^„:m the too frequent hours of storm She learned ^nZthe.,gn,: the ri,ing tide of oolour in theS, th^the^ the flashing eve, th. hauler note in iC.^^

'"""^

and hen h '^8**''V'°"'"^«' ^ '^^V- the storms. Now
Z w„ V T' ''"' *" •'^'P'*^ '*«^'* them. Tiny J
e mtt'': '^^ri^

""'
'» -^/- "^-« -'y«nZ"

f he; fat; 'Z'trVT'' "^^ "-V in^"h

woJ^^antLlLtiot'^"*^^ -"' ""^

^pL;trfu7hi^iTjrofatt-n^«-^
mother played wondrous plays with her told her" mV!!

more than o„ee been used to dry the som.wtl bt t,^"^
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the mellow French tongue which he used when they were

quite alone. And then, when the tean had Men and

been wiped away, what talk, they had! What game*

they played

!

Once only had Agatha seen a contest of will between

her parents. Child though she was, it had branded itself

ineffaceably upon her memory. It had taken place after

breakfast, one morning of the previous winter, and it had

had to do with her entering the convent For the once,

Leleu had been too hurt and shocked and angry to think

of his child's presence. When he returned to a startled

consciousness that she was in the room, he had found her,

white and shaking with terriBed sobs, her fingers in hw

ears and her face buried in the cushion of her father's

chair. A week later, tenderly and with loving words, he

left her sitting on the knee of the Mother Superior, in the

great reception room at Bellevue Convent.

Agatha held her breath and twisted her little feet

together in agony, as she saw him go. The habit of the

years prevailed, however. Her Ups quivered; but she

made no sound, as she turned to cast a terrified glance up

into the strange face above her. The face was set in stiff

white folds of linen ; but the eyes and lips were mother-

sweet, the arms that drew the child closer were mother-

kind. A moment later, Agatha was sobbing quietly on

the breast of the Mother Superior, and the voice of the

Mother Superior was in her ears, bidding her be brave and

happy for her father's sake.

From that hour onward, Agatha, in so far as was possible

for the leaFt of the minims, became the adoring satellite

of the Mother Superior ; and, next to the Mother Superior,

she adored that other sweet-faced nun whom she was

trained to call Mother Saint Faith. French gentlewomen

both of them, their loving, steadfast discipline was every-

thing for the child, so long tossed to and fix> on the seas
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of Arhnes wayward temper. A, vet, but little harm had
been done. A thorough child and hence imperfect, AmthaWM loving and wholly biddiiMe. Thi. firm, strict dis-
cipline was new to her; but she was swift to discover that
love, love to the nuns, love to her childish mates, was the
foundation upon which it had been reared. With scarcely
a struggle, she yielded henielf to iU sway.

Whatever might be his other engagements, Lelcu pre-
sented himself at the convent, as often as the day for
visiting came around. At first, his manner to Agatha
had been marked with a certain anxiety. Then, as the
weeks went by and the child ,howed henelf l.appy and
well the anxiety vanished and Lei li gave himself over
wholly to the contentment of their meetings. To Agatha,
these days were the high days of her life. Once the door
shut upon her father, she fell to counting Dx- time Iwfore
he would come again. During the hour or two which t liey
could spend together, she was like a mad creature, drag,
ging him here and there to show him where her days were
spent, bringing forth sundry rows of shaky, uneven stitches
or still more shaky, uneven letters for his admiring scrutiny
or perching herself astride his knee while, between gleeful
shouts of laughter, she recited over to him her latest
answer from the catechism, smacking her lips at each long
word and then, when all was done, nuzzling her fluffy
golden head into his waistcoat while she awaited his
word of commendation.
The commendation never failed to come, coupled with

loving words of admonition. She must I)c a good girl
and mind the nuns, and say her prayer at bedtime, no
matter how tired she was. And what about the picture
she was going to send to Uncle Jimmy, the picture drawn
with blue and I'ed and yeUow pencils? But, before she
went to get it, she would better give her father one
more kiss. For the happiness of those afternoons was not
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entirely upon Agatha's side. Fond as he was of his child,

Leleu's pride in her fully kept pace with his love. Her

baby accomplishments seemed to him wondrous beyond

words. Her little body, fast stretching from its baby

chubbiness into the lanker lines of little girlhood, was to

him more perfect of form than any statue. Of the rare

beauty of her face, no one could make denial. In feature

and in colouring, it was the face of Arline, done over into

childish Hues ; but the winning, sensitive look was like the

pictures of the mother whom Leleu had never known.

And, day by day, the even discipline, the simple food, the

early hours were telling on the child. She grew as strong

and hardy as a flower in the sun. Like the flower in the

sun, she lost no whit of her sweet daintiness.

Miss her as he would and did, Leleu felt no doubt of its

being better for them all that Agatha should go into the

convent at the earliest possible age. Arline's influence

was not good for the child ; neither was the child's pres-

ence good for the greater intimacy which he was .seeking

to establish with his wife. As Pere Leleu had bidden him,

seven years and more before, he was endeavouring so to

suiTound his wife with his love that there should be room

for nothing else. Once and once only had he spoken

sternly to Ariine. As soon as she had quite ended her

slow convalescence, he had called her to the hbrary, one

summer evening, and there gently, but with perfect plain-

ness of speech, he had reminded her of her marriage vow.

Hei own religious freedom always and ever should remain

intact. For his own and for that of the child, he de-

manded the same right. Without reservation and with-

out bitterness, he sought to impress upon her, once for all,

that no longer would he submit to the domestic tyranny

which she had been wont to exereise of yore, no longer

would he allow the slighting comment regarding others of

his race and creed. In fact, as well as in name, his Cath-
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olic church should be held holy. And, above allli^

itiZTr "17^ *",'"""P"'" •»'" '° •'' P'-^^ for thereanng of their baby girl.

And Arline, rebellious though she was at heart vet
^ fj^^t "'" """^ e«ve the promises which h^ d

'

manded of her. In truth, she dared not disobey, for it»asanewLeleu who stood before her, and his kind, un-fa termg declaration of his rights carried conviction to her
atent sen,,e cf justice The telk, threatening at fi..t tolead to opo„ war, had ended in her perfect submission

;and for ong months afterwards, it bore its fruit. Truth
to tell ,t pleased Arline far better to yield to a masterful
l^leu than to rule an mert husband. Even the bowing

nov^lt"'
™"^'' ''*' '""' P°»«»sed the charm of

thtl
"^

i/'"'? TP* \' ''°*"'"'"' *••« ''harm departed withthe novelty. I^leu's wil still prevailed ; but Arline chafed

rebelled openly and aloud and in the presence of the childat his strict, steady discipline, now opposing him withangry words, now shedding angry teaTover what shent ""'"^; ^"'' *''^"' °"« •'"ght Sunday mom-

A,™th r P™"'^'y,'"'"°"ne^ his intention of takingAgatha to mass. An hour later, he hurried the child

heirif 'i""
""'^-^"* °^'^' ^""^' t^«' ^he might not

the I^tn"' i'''
worcb; but, as he pa^ „p the aisle ofthe Basilica, the pnde had all gone out of him, and in its

by, Md It was time for little Agatha to enter the convent

In all his after life, Leieu never allowed himself to thinkback to he weeks which had preceded the final step. They
were weeks when storm only gave place to thunderous calm,
to break again in storm. It had seemed to him a matter
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of course that Agatha should be trained by the nuns of

the Congregation, as past generations of Leleus had been

trained in their time. Quite as a matter of course, he had

spoken to Arline, one morning, and he had been aghast at

her fieiy opposition. Later in the day, Arline had ap-

pealed to Jimmy and even to Mre. Brooke Lord. To her

surprise, she found herself standing quite alone. The very

sense of her aloneness increased her opposition. In the

end, however her opposition had proved futile, and Leleu

had had his way. From the drawn curtains of her win-

dow, Arline had watched the cab drive from the door,

bearing with it the small bone of contention to whom

she h^ refused a parting kiss. Arline Leleu was not an

imaginative sort of woman ; nevertheless, she did stop

to wonder, now and then, what would be her perma-

nent frame of mind in ease the horses ran away. The re-

curring wonder led her, upon Leleu's return, to greet him

with a gentleness to which of late her manner had been a

stranger.

Agatha gone, the point of difference decided for better

or for worse, the Leleus dropped back again into an out-

ward semblance of the peaceful life which had followed

upon their moving into the house on the Esplanade. As

if to atone for her former fits of petula.ice, Arline was

more lovabk now than ever before since >i had known

her. She was happier, too, for it was imiiossible for her

to blind herself to the fact that her husband was treading

steadily forward along the paths of fame ; and ambition

was by no means lacking in Arline Leleu. Her pride

increased her gentleness, until Leleu, ever ready to for-

get another's fault, gave himself over to the hope that

their stormy days were forever ended.

Week after week, when Leleu started for the convent,

Arline sent tender messages to the child ; but never once

did she ask to go with him. And Leleu felt that it was
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better so. He dreaded to sound again the note of antae-
onism, dreaded to take Arlinex influence within thoL
quiet walls. When summer came, he suggested a trip
abroad, and Arline, in her glad asf^nt, took no heed of
the real cause which underlay his words. To her mind
It was quite natural that he should seize the opportunity
to go when the temporary victory of the Conservative
party left him more f.'ee than usual from political duties.And the child would be quite safe and happy to spend the
vacation in the care of the nuns.
Agatha came home on a visit, however, during the week

before her parents were to sail. Leleu had gone to fetch
her, and Ariine was waiting in the door, as the cab came
'"

?"u i' xu ??.* ^'^- ^'•' * <*^i" fieit^ness, she
snatched the child from Leleu's arms and covered her rosy
htt e face with eager kisses, chattering to her, meanwhile,m the argot which comes by nature to the mother lips.
Ihen, letting go the child, she uttered a cry of protest at
sight of the plain little black frock, picked up the child
again and ran away up the stairs to her own room At
noon, when Leleu returned to lunch, he was met in the
hall by a little bundle of white lace frills and pale pink
nbbons, and, during the meal, little Agatha sat in a chair
at Arlmes sideand ate of dainties whose very existence
nad faded from her memory.
Too swiftly for them all, the week sped by. Arline in

the intervals of her packing and of her preparations for
closing the house, lavished upon Agatha much the same
sort of care that a Paris doll receives, on the morning ofter
Christmas day. And Leleu, watching with hungry eyes
to see the happiness of the two people he loved best,
forced himself to disregard the petty relaxings of disci-
pline. To Arline, just then, life was the colour of roseHe would let her enjoy the child to the full, and trust to
the nuns and the summer to undo the little harm which

ni
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could develop in a week. Now and then he wondered that

Arline never seemed to talk with the child about her con-

vent life. Honourable himself, he trusted to the honour

of others. It never would have occurred to him to sus-

pect the daily lessons which Arline was instilling into the

receptive little brain.

"Not now, dear," was her invariable ending of the

leswn. " Some day, we '11 surprise your father with it all

;

but we 're not ready yet."

The week ended and the day for the sailing at hand, the

cab once again drove up to the door, and Leleu came down

the steps, holding Agatha by the hand. On the steps,

Arline, smiling and beautiful, waved them a laughing fare-

well, and Agatha, laughing and dimpled, threw a kiss back

to the pretty mother whose good-by words were weUnigh

drowned by the noise of the wheels.

" Good-by, darling. Be a good girl and keep well. I '11

bring you a doll, when I come home, and such a frock

!

And be sure you dan't forget about the lessons."

The cab turned out under the Kent Gate, and Lfileu,

settling back in his seat, took Ihe little hand in his.

" What are the lessons, dearie .' " he asked.

For an instant, Agatha drew down her face into a look

of portentous gravity. Then, far back at the comers of

her lips, there came the beginnings of a smile. The smile

widened and grew to a laugh until, with a gurgle of fun,

Agatha buried her face in her father's sleeve.

"You mustn't ask," she protested gleefully. "It's a

secret, a very 'portant secret between mamma and me."



CHAPTER TWENTY-FOUR

WHERE now?" Jimmy demanded joviaKy, as lie

came striding across the Esplanade.

Leleu glanced up at the hail.

« Out the Sainte Foy Road."

Jimmy laughed.

"To see the babe?"
" Yes."

Jimmy swung into step at his side.

"Good. I'm walking, myself. I think I '11 go, too."

Leleu's face, where of late the shadows had lain heavy,
brightened, as it never failed to do in Jimmy's presence.

Totally alien to each other in race and training, the years
had bound the two men into a ripe intimacy.

« I 've news," Jimmy proclaimed, as they crossed the
roadway under the gate and turned down the hill beside
the empty market place.

Leleu raised his brows,

" Political ?
"

" No ; nothing there to interest you. We're at a dead
low tide of prosperous stagnation, since our fellows ousted
you from the chief seats. No ; my news is wholly per-
sonal. I 've had a letter from Sir Morris."

" What then ?

"

" He was to sail, the twenty-third," Jimmy answered.
"To-day is the thirty-first. He ought to be here, to-
morrow. He's to be at our house, vou know."
"What sends him over?"
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Jimmy laughed again.

" He could n't withstand our urging. For a year, Pat»y

and I have been begging him to come ; but he did n't dare

to leave his father. The old man has taken a turn for

the better now, and Sir Morris is on his way. Hell be

iiere for a good share of the winter. Really^ Jimmy
adittd, with boyish eagerness ; " I begin to get a bit im-

patient to see the dear old chap once more."
" I lik.'d him, too," Leleu added thoughtfully.

"Well you might. He stood your friend, when you

had no notion of the fact," Jimmy assured him. " Did

you see much of him, last summer?"
" Almost not at all."

"But why?"
Again the cloud came back to Leleu's eyes.

" Arline did n't care for him," he made brief answer.

" I remember now. He and Arline never used to hit it

off any too well. By the way, Arline was telling me, only

yesterday, that you met St. Just in Paris."

Even more heavily the cloud sank over Leleu's face.

" Yes, we did," he assented.

" And that the— the creature said he was coming back

here soon."

Leleu varied his phrase by a single word.

" Yes, he did," he assented again.

Jimmy smote the curbstone with his stick.

" I wish T presided over the immigration office," he said

vengefidly. " What does hr want ?
"

"He says," there was the faintest possible stress upon

the verb ; "he says he is coming back to take a position of

irnportance on the Echo.'"

" And, in reality, he is coming here to raise the devil,"

Jimmy made savage comment "Did Arline see much of

him?"
" More than I wished," Leleu confessed reluctantly.
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"VTjy did n't you stop it?"

Ji^SS^t^^
""'''' '^^ "™' ^-"-^ p'-«cu hi,

"I '11 be hanged if I know," he s^u, after a paase.

on?h Jrr ^"8*•'<=ned. and only the click of their heel,- .the boanl, broke the hu»h. At h.t Jin,™, ^X
i, m!ll? ^ T,

'°""^/'"" ^°"'" •"> ""id ''h°rtlv. " Arline

hZ ';^ ^^°''^" *''™"8'' '"••' thrauih. I knowthm^ are n't going right at your hou«>. I„ your plalHshould go mad For us menf it is easier to b/dLpulTed

JSeS' r;ev?r-*"°
"^ '"^ -'^"- ^-™2

Leleu drew a long breath.

Slin^'fC""!
?8^/'°«''y

;
" there 's always the however.Mill, I think I am glad that you know."

..V 'i'',
*°"* *••«» ^^^r?" Jimmy queried kindlv"You needn't mind about speaking out^o m" old man^1.ynd I see things, even if we'don't say mlh aZi

Leleu bowed his head,

Sn™^^'''*'r T^ f""* """i "'' » "'orse than everaometimes, I almost despair."

te«e?*' " "'' '""'^' "' ""^Ki'-g'" Jimmy inquired

But Leleu walked on in silence

"If they don't end by also burying you," Jimmy saidm blunt sympathy. « ft 's hard LI man ; but kee^ a
ff^p on your courage. Arline is crunky ; but she s tundto come to her senses in the end."

However, the end was not yet.
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At the entrance to the wide avenue of Bellevue, Ixlc

halted in i-nccrtointj . Not »o Jimmy, who strode >.i

through the gntc.

"Oh, I say," he remonstrated; "please remember that

I 'm Agntha"a goddaddy, and have a claim on her, too.

What did you tliink, that I was going to stand in the

road ond contemplate the casket, while you went in and

made merry with your jewel ? Not on ^ our life, mon

!

I 'm conMng, too."

And little Agatha, that night, confided to Mother Saint

Faith that never again, if she lived for ninety years,

did she expect to have so good a time as she had had,

that day.

A week later, measles broke out among the smaller

children, and in hot haste the Mother Superior telephoned

to Leleu to take his child home, away from all danger of

infection. In hot haste Leleu obeyed the summons, and,

by nightfall, little Agatha, hearty ana happy, was settled

in her father's home for a wholly indefinite period.

For three day., a summer calm broou...I over the house.

Then, of a sudden, the storm broke, broke with a relent-

less fury whi'.h swept the home to ruin.

Leleu cnmi? in from I'is office earlier than usual, one

November aflonioon. The golden haze of Indian summer

lay warm on tlie city, and he had turned his back upon

his work, for the sake of .aking little Agatha out for a

walk on the terrace. For a long hour, the two boon com-

rades had paced to and fro, watching the sunset colours

die out to a level gray above the heights of Levi To

Agatha, the walk had been fraught with great inceiest,

by I'eason of a Newfoundland puppy ("ho, forsaking his

master, had attached himself to her side, now and then

mouthing a comer of her coa i token of his amicable

disposition. Leleu, alert and eager, had entered into

the frolic, now allowing the dog to worry his stick, now
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moving on a Agathu", »ide with ,tcp, which he vainlyendea our«d to adapt to the ^ach of her .hort C^
frol tlTV

''""
f^^t ^'^'"K '"'"«'" had driven Then,

street, agatha went skipping at Lek-u', »ide. laughing a",dchattenng m a perfect abandonment of glee. Then ^urn.ng north into D-Auteuil St^et, they l.e to thTir !w

.

door and to the end of the happy afternoon.

palliinTh^
^-hion-Weu let hi„.«lf into the hou« and

unnnn^.":^ •*""'" " '*"*• '"'» K'""™ ««t«l vaguely

P^r .n .'"""r"*^'
"^t*^ ""d »lowly j-.thered to a ZZFor an .n*xnt hi» eye, bIa«Kl. and he bit hi. lower hp-njen, w,th perfect quiet, he turned to the ehild.

^

Hun away up-xUin now. ^tha, and ask Ho,tenseto take off your coat, while you tell her what we've C!
He bent above the child for o..e long, clinging ki.

t?e 2oi:„m'i'"''°''
'" «»*' '«'"°- tuming^tla,,i;

Z.) ^^ u''
''"'*"'«"»"' "hence a »wi,h of*kirt« had

proclaimed the presence of Arline. His face had m„«nvery wh,te, and his gestures we.^ singularly ttilf an

lambent beam. Dunng the time it took to draw „n,.

.ri^ T
breath he stood there, motionless. Then he

dm^es. ° *'" ^'^^"^ ""* «'^«* »-^ *•>= heavy

"Arline?" Le said interrogatively.

Di^'Utf'
''''

^h""^ "P/™"" *•>« '^"'^ '" her hand.Urrased w,th unwonted care, her face flushed to a deewrpink than usual and her dark blue eyes alight, she3to^Uleu a lovely picture, as she locked u^p to greet hU

Hi
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" I suppose," lie answered briefly.

Iler head lifted itself proudly, for it wag plain that he

•polte with meaning and that the meaning wan hostile.

"
I do not understand," «he said.

Deliberately he raiseil his eyes and bent upon her a

piercing glance, as if to read the vt:y depths of her soul.

" I thinl< you do," he said then. " It is useless to deny.

You may liave forgotten that this card was left on the

tray in the hall."

She bit her lip, while she reproached herself for I

carelessness. However, she felt herself antagonized by his

tone of censure, and she determined to play the game to

the end with what aggressiveness she could. Hail I*leu

phrased his words differently, she would have told him

that St. Just's call, that afternoon, had taken her com-

pletely by surprise, that her elaborate toilette, even, had

been made for the calls she had intended to pay. Now,

lingered by I^leu's unjust blame, she was willing to allow

him to put whatever interpretation he might hoose upon

the afternoon's events.

" What if it was left on the tray ?" she inquired dis-

dainfully. •..» 1 L-

The question was unanswerable. L«leu shifted his

ground. , , ,

"You know, I think," he said steadily; "that I asked

you not to allow Monsieur St. Just to call."

"Why not?"
" Because he is not a fit person for you to know."

She raised her brows.

" But it was you who introduced him to me.

" Yes. I know him better now."

« Perhaps," she said lightly. " Still, Amed&, it was

you who did the mischief."

Again he regarded her fixedly.

" And also I who can undo it."
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.efl!hJ"^. ^" ^^ '" • '•''''' ""'• "•""••» "lightly iii.er cha r. r«te.l one roun.led arm acn«. it, back.
^

But how f - »hc <]ucri«l oaliiily.
" I can forbid him the houM!

"

kn,""
""""'""* '""«*' """ '"• ""' " '^^^ »"•" lil"' «

take evervthing with ,uch desperate -eriousnt^ UWharm can that ,Mor little man dVjo.. ?
-

"None. However, he can harm my wife."
one shrugged her shouldem.
" Your wife can take care of herself."
For an instant, the old flame of love flashe.1 un in KJ

eye,, and he laid his hand on her arm ^ *"'

"Not while I live, Arline. That is my privilege

"

Nevertl Pi t
""^

u'
^'' *""''' ^"^ ^^^ F«*«cntlerNevertheW, she sought to ai^e her point.

'^

But a man like that can never harm me "

wit^"the"' '.'Thr''/^"
';'"'"• ^'*"'» t°"« harfened

WmLif t^ .f ^,'- "'"'* **"'** "'•^on^iou-ly to

"
'; !' ""ha™ to you." he demanded ;

" that vou receive

"Burf ^:-T-
"'"' •"" '""^ »•" '-'* to '"in n'^-But he tried m va.n, and it wa, so long ago," sheurg«l carelessly " Really. Amedc=e, it seems^a Wt chi d!.sh to take up the matter at this late day. Is n't it rathera confession that he su»ec<led in doing you a harm ? "

aid do me harm, much haim."
She smiled.

ft,"'Vi\"'*
'*"*,*'"'« I ever heard you admit it

ttrvtlHt.""'"''"^'" *^ ''"'«' herJlfwith a con.'

n™7r ^allv ^r- " -^'°^' P""'''" '-^ -id that younever really came to your own, Amedee, till after that

ill
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All in all, it merely served as a bit of free
Cartier affair.

advertising." , , .

Without her intending it in the least, the word stung

him. He turned on his heel, went to the window, and

stood looking out across the dark Esplanade.

"
I was not aware that I needed to be advertised, he

said a little haughtily. Then he added, without turning

his head, " However, that is not the mam point. For once

and all time, Arline, I must beg of you that you do not

receive Monsieur St Just in this house.

The colour flamed up in her cheeks. She laughed again.

" Do you prefer that I give him tea in one of the kiosks

on the terrace ? ^ she asked. » ReaUy, Amedee, it would

be rather cold there, at this season."

His steady gaze out at the shadowy street gave no hint

that he had heard her flippant words. He let the silence

fall over them. Then he added,—
" Nor do I wish that you should extend to him any

courtesy whatsoever."

Deliberately she rose to her feet and stood facing him,

tall and queenly in her indignation.

"Then," she said slowly ; " do I understand that you

presume," the words came with even greater slowness;

E presume to dictate to me whom I shall choose for my

friends?"
, , .

Turning about, he bowed his head in assent.

" Yes," he replied, with a deliberation equal to her own.

« Yes. In a case like this, I do."
^n f

For a long moment, their eyes met in a drawn batUe ot

will. Then Arline turned away and left the room, and,

as the heavy draperies swung back behind her, the look

in her face was not good to see.
. i

According to her custom, Agatha came running into

the dining-room, that night, on the heels "^ Jhe "Wr^

Above her crisp white embroideries, her little face was
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gIow,ng hke a flower, her tongue, unloosed by the joys of

exchanged for the benefit of the servants, the dinner haddragged by m perfect silence. Agatha's coming was likean electric lamp bursting in upon a darkened place. BothLeieu and Arhne were dazed by her strong vitality, as sheromped about the «,om and filled its silence with her

to feL'Se.
^''^'""'''y^ ""'•''"t wan.ing,she turned

"Mamma," she begged; "dearest mamma, may I tellour secret now?" »»
.y • wii

"What secret, dear?" Arline made listless answer.
Agatha frowned in childish rebuke

Our lesson. May I, please may n't I tell it now ?

"

Arline started, and her cheeks grew white; but, for an
mstant, she spoke no word of reply.

a beautiful time, this afternoon, and we played with the
httle big puppy and now I know he'd love to hear it
Please, cant I say the lesson now?" the child argued
inconsequently. °

Arline hesitated. Her eyes, fixed upon Leleu, narrowed
almost to a h.ie, and her lip, grew ashy white. Then shemade steady, steely answer,—

" Yes, dear. You may say it now."
"Oh, good !

" Agatha's caper of joy and her clapping
hands made a strange contrast to the ah«>lute quiet ofthe mother. Then she clicked her heels together, smoothed
down her little skirts, clasped her hands behind her and
stood very straight. "I beHeve," she began, looking upmto her fatWs face where, in spite of his gloom, an ex-
pectant smile had gathered ; "I believe that it is wrone
to pray to the Blessed Virgin Mary. I don't believe
in Purgatory. I don't believe in the mass, and, as soon
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as I'm old enough, I won't mind one thing the nura

have told me to do. And- What was the rest of it,

mamma?" _ „ ... .t u
But Arline made no reply. Deadly white, the cold

drops standing out upon his brow, and his lips distorted

into an unearthly smile, Leleu had risen to his feet

« You," he said, in a voice so low and harsh that bmely

could she understand the words ; "you, Arline, have done

this accursed thing ! May the judgment of God be "P°"

vour head ! " Then he turned to the child and held out

his hand. "Come, Agatha, come up to the nursery, m
Nearly an hour later, he came down the staira again.

His step was slow and uncertain like the step of an old,

old man. His shoulders were bowed together, and heavy

lines had cut themselves in his thin, dark face. His hat

was in one hand ; in the other was a small b^. Behind

him, her eyes scarlet fixim many tears, the maid, Hortens^

was carrying Agatha in her arms. The child was capped

and coated, and her litUe arms gripped fast her faithful

"^
Luring his bag in the hall, I^leu P"*ed. "^'-^^t^^

draperies at the door and paused before his wife. With

cold deliberation, she raised her eyes. Then, as she saw

his hat and coat, she started to her feet in alarm.

"Amed^! What is it that you are going to do ?

«I am going away." Distrustful of his English in

such a crisis, he chose his words with cautious precision,

although his voice was wellnigh inaudible.
,

'' Th= »\°"^»

past when it is wise to argue it. For myself, I could bear

U to the end; for my child, not one other hour. No.

Be silent
! " And, as he raised his hand, over the silence

boomed the first wailing note of the evening 1*11. tdled

for the dead throughout the season of All Souls. "There

is no need for words. My mind is made up^ My chUd

must be kept safe and inviolate. You have been faithless
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to your mamage vow, faithless to me, faithless to your
duties of motherhood. Until I learn of your repentance,
learn that your penitence wiU bear its fruit in your life,
no longer can I leave my child in your power. My dutynow IS Jl to her, since you have defied the care with
which I have sought to guard your life. Good-by, Arline
And may you know a swift repentance for the harm you
have tned to do I

"

'

For an instant longer he stood there, his head bowed,
his hps moving silenUy, while over the quiet room there
teu the deep, plaintive notes of the toUing bell. Then
reverenUy he made the sacred sign, turned away and left
the room. '

For an instant, Arline stood, as if stupefied. The
stupefaction ended swiftly, and she sprang forward with a
wild cry,—
" Amedee ! Come back !

"

But already he was in the cold, dark street, and the
last dull notes of the evening beU, toUing, tolling for the
dead, furnished the only answer to her cry.

11



CHAPTER TWENTY-FIVE

THE next morning was warm and sunny, and Stan-

wood Tyler, pipe in mouth and his hands locked

behind him, was pacing up and down the southern end of

the terrace, enjoying to the full the brief half-hour between

breakfast and office. He glanced up, as the shadow of Sir

Morris Plante fell on the boards at his side. The step of

Sir Morris was full of nervous hurry, his face of a dull

foreboding.

« Oh, I say, I 'm glad to get you, when you are quitr by

yourself," he said, as he dropped into the rhythm of Stan-

wood's step, then unconsciously sought to hasten its steady

beat. " I had something to tell you, to ask, rather. Is

anything wrong at the Lfileus' ?
"

Without taking his pipe from between his teeth, Stan-

wood made brief answer.

" There has been something wrong at the Lfileus', ever

since the day that they were engaged."

Sir Morris laughed apologetically.

" Oh, I don't know about its being so bad as that," he

protested. Then once more his tone grew grave. " But,

I mean, something new, something especial."

Stanwood shook his head.

" I have heard of nothing. Why do you ask ?

"

" Because I met Leleu and the child going into the

Chateau, soon after eight, last night. He had a bag, and

the child was carrying a doll. It reminded me of the flight

into Egypt. Leleu looked as if he had come to the end of
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He looked
his strength. Of course I did n't speak to him.
at me

; but I Ve no idea he saw me."

«.H'*"""^TP*i,^ ''V'
P*P^' '^*°«'' ™fi"«l >"« pipeand punched the filling home. '^ ^

" At what time ? " he asked then
"Not long after eight. I met Jimmy at the club, athalf after, and this was earlier."
" Did you say anything to Jimmy ?

"

"I couldn't," Sir Morris answered simply. "It's his

s°;:k^^:'ur
''"°"'-

' *''°"«''* '^^ ^* -* -^^

"Do you think he knew it?"
Sir Morris shook his head.
" He 'd have showed the worry of it."
Stanwood smoked in silence for a few minutes.
What do you make of it f " he asked abruptly.

" Domestic smash." '

"So bad as that?"
" What else could it be ? As a rule, a man does n't take

h.8 seven-year-old daughter to a hotel in his own town,
unless there s senous cause."

" Poor Leleu !

"

" Yes," Sir Monis agreed. « Poor Leleu '

"

And to neither man did it occur that there might be adoubt regarding the source of the blame

M ^^^*''l^""
*'^ had i-eturaed to the house, Jimmy had^ready been summoned to the house on the Esplanade

and H°r ''':^"''S'
^' '^** "'"^' •''' fo-^ waslnxiou

too thoroughly temfied at the results of her action to seek

^„H t.''"^;°i"L'*^'''-
"'"""y'^ questions, albeit kind,had been strict and searching. When he left the househe was in ftill possession of all the facb, in foil belief thatLeleu, ^aded to madness by this crushing climax to Ions

yeai-s of petty opposition, was entirely justified in the
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course he had marked out for himself. Social decency,

coupled with the law of the Catholic church, forbade

divorce; but Jimmy Lord felt that Leleu had every right

to take his child and himself, and live ni)art from Arline

until such time as her penitence should show a deeper

proof than words. The marriage vows were shattered;

but it was Arline who had shattered them. Once and yet

again Leleu had done his best to forge together the broken

links ; but it had been all in vain. Now he must wait for

Arline.

Jimmy was a social conservative ; the affair could not

&il to be known, and, known, to make a distinct sensation

among their frienda. Moreover, he was Arline's brother.

Nevertheless, Jimmy Lord went from Arline straight to

Am^ee Leleu.

It was not until a full month later that be had the

courage to tell Sir Morris of the events of that morning.

Then, late one night when they were smoking alone in the

library, Jimmy found relief in words, relief, too, in the

sympathetic attention of Sir Morris. Sir Morris heard

him to the end of the whole tragic, pitiful story, though

it was long past midnight when Jimmy ceased to speak.

Then, at the end. Sir Morris uttered terse judgment.

" I don't see how the poor chap could well help himself,"

he said thoughtfully. " She has attacked him on his vital

spot. Leleu's religion is no empty form to him. She 's

your sister, I know, Jimmy ; but I'll be hanged if, in his

place, I wouldn't have done exactly the same thing."

And Jimmy nodded in slow agreement.

"I, too. But, meanwhile, what is going to happen

next?"

Sir Morris struck a match.

"The child is in the Ursuline Convent?"
•' Yes. Leleu thought she 'd be safer there."

Sir Morris understood.
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"Then your sister has tried to see her?"
Jimmy laughed shortly.

Yes. It's best not to question her motives, though
For my part, I suspect they are Protestant in every sense
of the word, not maternal."

'• Oh, I 'd not say that," Sir Morris demurred. « Any
way, I suppose the child could n't be in better hands than
she IS now."

"No
;
perhaps not Poor little «>ul, it nearly broke

her heart to find she could n't go back to BeUevue. She is
an affectionate litUe thing," Jimmy observed thoughtfully.

" Does she mourn for her mother ?
"

"Not so much as you 'd expect. You see, Arline never
used to go out to the convent to see her ; and, at seven, a
child soon forgets. Now and then she asks when she can
go to see her mother ; but it is Leleu that she adores."
"Where is Leleu, nowadays?" Sir Morris asked. "I

almost ne/er see him."
"He is living in his old room on Haldimand HiU, and

working hke a dog, meanwhile. He's not going out
much. We coax him here now and then, when he knows
you and Stanwood are be away, and Patsy mtkes a
point of seeing the child .wry few days. You know she
always liked Leleu."

"Jimmy," Sir Morris demanded abruptly ; "did it ever
occur to you to thank God for your wife ?"

It was long before either man spoke again. At last,
Jimmy reverted to the subject of the Leleus.

"It has been an awful smash," he said thoughtfully.
"It remains to be seen whether they ever will be able to
pick up the pieces. Ariine will have it all to do ; at least,
in the first of it And," Jimmy smoked for a moment in
silence. Then he blurted out ; » and just now she seems
bent on trampling the pieces underneath her feet"

Sir Morris sat up, stiff and straight
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" What do you mean ?
"

" That I walked in on St. Just calling there, two days

ago," Jimmy answered gruffly.

" What !

" The word came like an explosion.

** It 's a fact." Jimmy heaved a weary sigh.

" But— is she cra/y ? " Sir Morris demanded. " I beg

your pardon, old m in. I know she is your sister ; but,

after all, is n't there a little risk in the situation ?
"

"There couldn't well be more. She is hastening the

end, and not the right end, either. The fact is, Arline is

flirting with St. Just, and he is taking her in earnest.

It 's not worth while to talk of his motives. Hen I can't

read. Now and then I wonder whether she is doing it to

pique Leleu into coming back to her. If so, she does n't

know her man."
" Have you said anything to her ?"

Jimmy smiled mirthlessly, as he made expressive an-

swer,—
" She sent down word to me, yesterday, that she was not

at home."

"Hm— m— m! And then?"
" I am blest if I know."

Sir Morris broke the pause.

" Which is your sister's day at home ? " he asked.

Arline, meanwhile, alone in the house on the Esplanade,

was counting the dreary days which dragged past her,

keeping a brave face before others and plotting, plotting

ceaselessly how she could bring her husband back to her.

Of her going to him, as yet her mind made no question.

To the outward eye, Leleu's absence changed her life

but little. The household routine remained the same.

Arline went and came and received her friends as usual.

Her pride forbade either retirement or retreat. She even

schooled herself to speak of Leleu now and then, and

always in a tone which lacked all bitterness. Her poise,
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however, was only the muk which she wore when the eye
of the world was upon her. Alone in her home, the soli-
tude and the stillness maddened her. They even drove
her out for long walks far into the country where, wander-
ing at will among the open roads, she saw no need to hold
her face in the lines of its set composure. Now and then,
her old friends drove past her ; but, after one glance at her
face, they merely nodded and hastened on their way, for
It was plain enough that, at such times, Arline Lclcu was
in no mood to bandy social chat.

She rime home from these walks, weary of body, tired
of nerve. A hunted look was in her dark blue eyes ; but
her colour was as dazzling as ever. Only at breakfast
after her sleepless nighU when, over and over in ceaseless
round, she went over the past, present and futute, only in
the early morning hours did her unwonted pallor show
how the strain was telling upon even her vigorous -oung
strength. The situation was plainly intolerable to her
JNever had Leleu's love seemed more precious to her than
now, when she appeared to have lost it forever. That the
loss had come of her own free will, however, as yet she
took no heed.

Arline's summing up of the case was simple. She had
married a French Catholic; and, in that one fact of the
marnagc, she had made the one great concession. Since
that time, while keeping to the letter of her mairiaee
vows, she had yet done all in her power to lead her hus-
band to a point of view more fitting for the man who hadmamed Arline Lord. He had ignored her efforts, then
resented them, then reper. ed of the bitterness of his re-
sentment After that had come the child. Sli« had done
what she could to ensure to the child some measure of
re igious freedom, and Leleu had re.sented it even more
bitter y than he had i-esented her attempted influence upon
himself. In time, doubtless, even as he had done before
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he would come back to her, penitent and loving. Only—
But, at thi« point, Arline'ii brave analysis invariably broke

down. Only, thia time, bis penitence was so long in coming.

Weeks hod passed by, and Leleu had made no sign.

There had been no effort to keep the situation secret

In fact, such effort would have beon entirely futile, for

both Leleu and the Lords were kn«<> n from end to end of

the garrulous little city. Moreo\ er, society rarely had a

chance to discuss a-i affair which had smitten both races

at one blow, and society made the most of its chance by

discussing the affair at length and with avidity. In both

sets, the judgment was terse. The French friends of Leleu

pitied him unreservedly. The English acquaintances of

Ailiiie declared that it had served her right for marrying

a French Catholic. Meanwhile, as by common consent,

thev focused their eyes upon Arline. Leleu's steady,

patient acquiescence, while it won their full respect, never.

thelc:9s furnished no element of interest to their sensation-

loving gaze.

As a matter of course, the watching of Arline involved

a certain amount of social connection. Quebec was just

launching itself upon the gayest season it had ever known,

and Arline was destined to have her due share of the

gayety. Curiosity forbade cutting her; and, moreover,

the Canadian conscience is not that of New England. In

any community, the casting the first stone is fraught with

danger; one never knows what direction the second stone

may take nor what the angle of its rebound may be.

People called upon Arline and invited her as before. Her

own jealous sensitiveness assured her that the calls were

shorter, the invitations to the larger and more formal

functions. Nevertheless, queenly and commanding as

ever, she kept up her own share of the social interchange,

and thanked the fates that her courage was equal to

the task.
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Sooner or later, that winUr, all the #orld with two ex-
leption* dropped in at the houM on the Esplonade, in-
•pected the hostess and went away to exchange in.pre«,ions.
The two were Patience and MoUy Lord. At the end of
Arline's second week alone, Rnt Patience and then Molly
had been denied admittance. Later, the same fate had
awMted Jimmy, and from the same cause. Once for all,
Arline had determined to receive no advice from her fanily
in the matter. To the surprise of them all, however,
Brooke Lord continued to be a welcome guest. On the
morning after the tragedy, he had said his say to Arline,
forrefully and with plainness. From beginning to end,
he had reviewed the whole history of Arline's married life.
Then he had closed the matter, never to reopen it.

As the weel"! passed by, there were two gujjts who
never failed to appear on each of Arline's reception day,.
Achille St. Just was one; Sir Morris Plante was the other.
St. Just, in those winter weeks, was a frequent guest in
the house on the Esplanade. His calls were decorously
short

;
but his mannei to Arline was the manner of the

old, familiar friend of the family, a friend full of chivalry
and of anxious care for her content. He had a trick of
pLicing her chair, of taking a teacup froui her hand, which
implied to the looker-on that Arline's chair and Arline's
teacup summed up the world for him. His whole bearing
to. her held the impress of a grave, yet eager devotion.
And Arline received his devotion with the half-fasdnated
fear which stirs us in thp presence of a snake. Beyond
that, too, her womanhood was of the sort which longs
acutely for the companionship and care of man. With
Leleu absent and Jimmy tabu, she allowed St. Just to step
in and fill the gap. Her choice of him was bv no means
random. His fi-equent presence in the house niight be the
one thing needful to entice Leleu back to his overthrown
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Vsr^ the hour for hia coming m he would, chafe m he

would at the other inan't prenence, 8t. Junt never failed to

find Sir Morria I'lnntc before him in the drawing-mom of

Arlinc Lclcu. 'llie Englishman, huge and a bit hilarioua,

came early and ataycd late. He totally diaregarded the

lawn concerning the proper sequence of gueata. He lat out

people by the d<i7«n, umiling blandly and waiting upon
Arltne wllh the defl deference of a prince of butlera.

Now and then, and alwaya when St. Just wnn present, he

entered upon a vigoroua flirtation with hia hostcaa,

wholly one-sided flirtation to which she accorded but a

languid interest, although it goaded St. Just to the verge

of frenzy. Arline waa quite at a loss as to the cause of

this sudden devotion on the part of Sir Morris. Since the

first night of their meeting, months before her marriage,

he hod never man<^"^ted any overweening desire for her

society. Hia presence was something of an inconvenience

;

but Sir Morria, albeit a foreigner, was too omnipotent in

social life ike it wise for her to refuse to receive him
on her da) .'or one short hour, she held the suspicion

that he was ere as Jimmy's spy. Then she recalled her

brother's chai "ter as she had always known it, and dis-

missed the suspicion as being unworthy of them all.

At last, St. Just made open revolt.

*' Confound that Englishman \
" he said, one afternoon

in late February. " He is always in the way. Come out

on the terrace, Madame Leleu, before your bulldog gets

on your scent."

Arline laughed. Then, without pausing to ask how Sir

Morris Plante or any other man could be in St. Just's

way, she turned back at St. Just's side and crossed the

Ring to the terrace.

It wa.s a still, windless afternoon, clear and bright, but
so cold that few people were abroad. Once and again St.

Just led the way up the tciTace, talking the while in his
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in«t winning vein. Brilliant Kt»p. of go«ip ,nd of epi.gram fl.w from hi. lip., mingled, every no* and then, w thjome b.t of «„timent which, too elunive to bring doJn Zbuke. yet «Uled .deeper flu.h to Arline'. chJk,. A^dArhne. e,h>lar.t«l by the .wift, cold walk, excited by hi.word.. glowH like a vivid coal. For the p.«ing hour,^e took no t. jght of anything. „ve that ItTa.^ to

^r.far.ttrZ::,rer'"' """^ ""' '''^ "^

.iAS^.rSe^r *""""' " "" ^'-"""""

" It is time that I went home."

•;
You Jtre lold?- he asked, with In.Unt anxiety.
No ; but It must be late."

" Not ao very. May I not have this one last turn ? " he
J:;gcd.

She assented, for his mood was stirring the blood in heivein, till ,t went to her head like wine. Side bvTide and
in perfecUy adjusted step, they paced up the terrace

th. hi i • K^ T'*'
^'''"'' save a sudden start, andthe bl M rushed from her cheeks, leaving them pearly

^n L. """'*
r*:

"•"'' "' "'^ Chateau wall, scL>Iy

ti:S1.0:
'"^" ""' ""'" ^«»"- -- -"'"«

By »me strange chance, possible even in so small a city,

t^^ K T^^l^ M°
«''>P^ °' ^''"' ""«= the Novemb;;

night when the Basilica bell had toUed the knell of theirdying love. Now. for an instant, she saw all thin^through a wavering mist ; but, even through the mist,Zwas dully aware that Uleu looked thin and old, that hi!

l^e.T 7^^rt ^*"• '^l-^"' »"""'™'i "11 hpnde, she foreed back the tear, which were hurrying to her

wlSh"? ."^.''r''"'
^*'' *•>« "'1 haughty'Uture

which Leleu had known of yore. And Leleu, hrdark
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eyes all alight with the love he had supposed forever

dead, saw the gesture and turned his gaze aside. Then,
for the first time, he saw who was Arline's companion.
His face went even whiter, and the light died out from
his eyes.

"Oh, mamma!'' Agatha sprang forward, with a glad
cry of welcome. " Where have you been ?

"

For one long moment, Arline held the little face tightly
against her skills. For another moment, she lifted the
child to her shoulder and hid in her fluffy hair the scald-

ing tears which would not he choked back. Then, slowly,

gently, she set down the child once more.
" Go now, darling," she said quite steadily. " And—

good-by."

And, with a brief word to St. Just, she passed on down
the terrace and out of sight.



•• For one lonR nio.mnt Arline held the little faee tightly aguhist
her skirts." Pitge s»8.





CHAPTER TWENTY-SIX

PATIENCE LORD, crossing the Ring on her way
home from the library, had seen from afar the meet-

ing between Arline and Amedee Leleu. Turning aside to
avoid Arline and her companion, she had hurried through
the Chateau court and overtaken Leleu as he was passing
the bandstand. Impetuously she called his name. Then
she stood back, affrighted, as he turned, at the wild pain
in his dark eyes.

"Good afternoon," she said, as blithely as she could.
"Isn't it cold? I've been for a long walk and am half
frozen. I must see Agatha, though. Do you mind com-
ing into our house for a few minutes? Agatha looks as
cold as I feel." But, while she spoke, her eyes were not
upon Aj^tha's rosy, smiling face ; but upon Leleu, shiver-
ing as ! Kjugh in a chill.

Inside the house, with a word of apology, she swept
the child off to her own room and left Leleu alone with
Jimmy. To the mind of Patience, Jimmy's presence was
a balm for every woe. Moreover, there were houre and
circumstances when man was bound to turn to man Ac-
cordingly, it was a long half-hour before she brought
Agatha back to help make tea and pass the cups- and
when she came, she saw to it that Sir Morris came, too, as
an effectual barrier to difficult subjects of conversation.

It was late, that evening, before she was left alone with
her husband. Then briefly she described the little scene •

briefly he told her of his talk with Leleu. Then together'



290 Hearts and Creeds

as they had so often done before, they went over the whole

tragedy and tried in vain to forecast the end.

To Patience Lord, when she went to bed, that night, it

seemed that the Leleus had clouded her whole horizon.

Within a week, however, another cloud had risen, so black

and full of portent that, beside it, all other clouds were

like floating bits of summer haze.

The cloud had risen from a slum in St. Sauveur. There

had been a mild case of varioloid; then a severer case;

then a baby had died, and then another. And the parents,

optimistically regarding the baby's salvation as an assured

fact, saw no need of using vaccine to prolong a life which

might end in Sii and consequent hell. Children were

plenty, they argue J ; it was something to know that they

were irrevocably saved. And, meanwhile, in the upper town,

society was dancing its way towards the gayest carnival

season which the old gray city had ever known.

Then, all at once, society had pf.used and held its breath

to listen to a whisper growing ever more insistent and more

loud. A child was ill on Richelieu Street. A servant, broken

out with the disease, had been taken away from a house on

the Grande Allee. Society shivered. Then it stopped its

ears and fell to dancing more merrily than ever, all but the

doctors. They, resolute, but all too futile, swept their in-

vitation cards aside, unanswered, and ranged themselves,

shoulder to shoulder, to fight the foe which had stolen on

them, unawares. But what were a score or two of doctors

in the face of an epidemic already stai-ted among the thou-

sands of the population who refused all vaccination ?. Fate

denied them victory ; their professional honour denied ca-

pitulation. They could only stand to their guns and fight

a losing fight, although winning thereby the hearty re-

spect of every thoughtful man. And the epidemic, gain-

ing strength from hour to hour, like a mountain torrent

in the spring, swept over one barrier after another until
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society stopped >ts dancing, and the whole city lay in silent
fear. And between the city and the rising tide of the

T^lt' p
"?''•''' '" ''"'"'•^"- '" gri-" ""^y. there still

Slig'St"-^ "^ '-""-' ^"''^ '^^^- - «3
From the firet, the disease had swept fastest of all amongthecbldren. It had taken them as they came, French anfEnghsh poor and rich, singly and in groups. At the firstalarm, Bellevue had scattered its little^lo^ among tEhomes. The U„ulines were made of different stuff, andback of them was the twdition of the days of old ^henne,<her Indian raid nor British siege had Ln potent tobreak open the wall of their routine. In the e^d how-

ever, disease accomplished what raid and siege h^ Wnpowerless to effect. In some way, no one, leS^ of^l i^"
doctoi. could tell how, the epidermic hadc^lfthe
cloistered walls. Not a child, this time, but an aged nmwas stncken with the pest, and, on the instant, thSrenwere sent hurrying away into a place of safety,"s^whose parents chose it, could retun, to their own homeTThe others must pass through quarantine, and then besent to a convent farther down the river
Jimmy was in LeWs room, when the message cameIn th^ days of deadly, sickening fear, a fear^W^h eachman, beheving h mself immune, lavished upon his neSbour one and all of the Lo,^s W been upon theZk

fit her for the Kingdom of Heaven ; and immorL life, like
all things else, might well move along the path ofWresistance. Leleu took the message TT,.„ ^ •

into a chair, he hid his fac^ in h^hanr '
^"''''"^

' Is It the child ?
" Jimmy demanded swiftly, for, in those

o^\h:r.r^ ^^ <'"-"-^-- '^^-^^^^it
"Yes."
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' Jimmy said reverently. " How

The children

" May God be pitiful

!

bad is it?"

Leleu roused himself.

" It is one of the nuns in the convent

must be scattered."

Jimmy strode to the telephone.

"Oh/if that's all," he said, with recumng buoyancy.

« I thought, from the way you took it, that the youngster

must be nearly gone. I 'U telephone to Patsy.

"What for?"
, , . ...»

«To see what she thinks of Agatha's commg straight

to us. You can't well have her here, going out to your

meals and all. Our house is the proper place for the child.

But Leleu protested.

"You can't. Think of the danger
!

"

« Danger be hanged ! We 've both of us been freshly

vaccinated. Patey's arm was fit for a giant, and mine re-

fused to take. We're all right. Besides, the youngster

very likely has never been near the nun. Moreover, Mid

Jimmy took down the receiver ; " Agatha is my godchild,

and I propose, if Patsy's wiUing. to have a finger in her

training while I can."

" But if she should take it ?

"

Still holding the receiver, Jimmy faced about, re^rdlras

of the voice of Central, who was vainly clamounng for the

number desired.
^ . .•»

" She has been vaccinated ; has n't she ?

"Yes."

"And it took?"
" Superbly."

Jimmy faced about again to the wall.

"Very well. Then the risk is reduced to its lowest

terms. What is left of it, we '11 leave in the arms of Patsy

and on the knees of the gods. ^Yes, Central. Ready?

Well, give me Nine-eight-seven."



Hearts and Creeds 203

His telephoning completed, Jimmy came foi-ward and
dropped into a chair by the fire.

"It's a great source of comfort to have a Patsy," he

A^T^'u
"°"'' """ "'""y' ™""t ™ •>«=•' you know."

t^' /Pf^ !^^' "^^ "P°" **>« blazing coals, took
no heed of the fact that Leleu winced at the words as ata blow.

In all tnith, in such a crisis as this present one, it was
no joyous thing for a man whose wife was yet living in the
city, to be forced to make over his child to the care of
another. LeWs passionate demotion would have chosen
to keep Agatha all for his own. Such a couree, however
was entirely out of the question. He could not absenv
him^lf from his office for whole days at a time. Neither
could the child for whole hours at a time, be left to shift
for herself Jimmy's offer, unexpected, generous and
fraught with danger to himself and Patience, was the ideal
solution of the problem. Leleu, as the days passed by and
he saw the loving discipline under which Patience kept his
httle girl, was ready to admit as much to himself

Sir MoiTis Plante, meanwhile, was an avowed mystery to
them all. On the morning after the disease had appeared
upon the Grande AUee, Jimmy and Patience had come
down CO breakfast with their minds reluctantly braced to
»y farewell to their welcome guest. To their surprise.
Sir Moms ignored his own plans completely, although his
jovial face grew grave, as he spoke of the peril hangins
over the city. Jimmy at last broached the question.

..' «^''Pr ^°" '" ^S'" *" P^''' *°-^y' Sir Morris."

^

What for ? Are you going to turn me out ?
"

"No. Of course, we 'd hate your going. Still, I con-

w- u J
^ '*''*''

^^'"S you can find to do."
With dehcate precision, Sir Morris chipped the end of

his egg.

"I don't want to force myself upon a reluctant hostess,"
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he remarked then. "However, I've no inten«on of

Boing away, until you order me out, Mrs. Lord. Fact w,

it is anything but the safest thing for me to do. I ve

b«en vaccinated up to the limit; I'm probably immune.

Moreover, if I'm to be exposed at all, the deed is very

likely done by this time. It strikes me that it is a long

way more sensible for me to stay here and take it as it

comes, where they have learned the trick of nursing it,

than it would be to go bolting off to spread it somewhere .

else No ; I think I '11 stop here." And he attacked his

ear' with appetite. When the last of it was swallowed, he

^ked upVin. «i* •"> "^^^ uncertai^n little smile play-

ing about his lips. "Besides," he ^ded boyishly; "Id

feel easier to stay and see you through it. A chap does n t

get too many friends like you, you know."

The carnival season had been only just at hand when

the epidemic had crept up into the upper town. Mid-Lent

had sounded, when the Ursuline Convent had scattered its

pupils, and a late Easter found the disease still gaining

Lound. By early May, a health map of the city would

hkve resembled the face of one stricken with the disease in

iU most virulent type. And stiU the doctors fough^

bravely, ceaselessly and all in vain. The tide of disease

rose higher and higher yet.

Over the whole city lay an atmosphere of tense waiting.

As the spring days dragged slowly by, no one realized the

full horror of the present, no one sought to forecast the

future. Society had ceased to be. Each man went about

his business, with a dazed and dogged deter™imtion to

keep his house in order for whatever might befall, tor

many in those May days, this detailed attention to routine

WP- -11 that saved from madness. As yet it was too soon

: .ount the gaps in the ranks. For the time being,

horror ousted grief. ^
Nature, that spring, seemed in a curiously callous mood.
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Never had the sunshine rioted more gayly among the tall
gray walls, gilding the crosses which seeme<l powerless to
Mve, playing bo-peep among the streets where Ifeith
.talked to and fro. In the King, the fountain plashed
memly, and, above the fountain, the leaves whispered to-
gether their sweet spring secrete, while along the Sainte
toy Hoad, the squirrels frisked over the fences in a very
abandonment of joy. Alone of all of Nature's children,

• the human race seemed smitten. Everywhere else was the
glad spnng life. And yet, da, after day, along the Sainte
toy and dp Rouge Roads, the very squirrels were
frightened and scurried away to hide themselves, as again
and again there crept past them the little knot of mourners,
going forth to bury their dead.
And then all at once, no one could say how or why, the

tide iKgan to rec-ede. The doctoi-s, bon^ shoulder to bony
shoulder, began to lessen the pressure upon their lips.
As the days crept by, even they breathed more freely,
while, upon rare occasions, one heard the old-time beat
of heels upon the terrace, or an old-time careless laugh,
by the end of another week, men whispered to one another
that the tide was surely ebbing.
And then, one morning when May was waning with the

tide, Jimmy Lord lay with his lazy eyes fixed on Patience,
as she passed and repassed before the open doorway of her
dressing-room. When her dressing was done, down to
the very last pin, he hailed her in his wonted iovial
voice. •"

"Keep your distance, Patsy, and bundle Sir Morris and
Agatha out of the house as soon as ever you can. I 'm
cold and hot, and hot and cold, and my back is achin..
Its predestined ache. Clear out as fast as you can, and"!
when you re safe, telephone somewhere for' a nurse It
won't be bad

; but it 's just as catching." And, rising on
his elbow, he tossed her a farewell kiss.
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By noon, Sir Morri. and little ApitU were «"1«1
J"

«

farmhou* in the mountain, beyond U.rette, Ag«th. m

wild hilarity over the pro.pect of a hol.day aJonew.U.

Unde Morri.. Sir Morri. decidedly sheepi.h m he face of

hi. young ward. In a room in the extreme top of the

hou4 a nu.«, in cap and v«.t. clo« V^fore.^s n

charge of Jimmy who already wa. to«.mg to ""d f" m

felT And down-rtains within reach and heanng, altho^h

beyond a barrier of door, and .heeU reek.ng <>( ^^^>
mience Lord and SUnwood Tyler were bravely fiunng

the chance, of the next three week..

Four day. 'ater, it wa. officially announced that J.mmy

Lord wa, .offering from the milde.t po«.ble caw of

diKrete .mall-pox.



CHAPTER TWENTY-SEVEN

LIKE many another l.juseholder in the stricken city,
Ariiiie had left town long before Easter. Even

under the most conventional conditions, her presence
there could do no real good to any one. Broolte had
awurcd her that Agatht, in Jimn.y's home, was well and
guarded from every chance of danger. Leleu, vibrating
like a pendulum between his office and his room, was in
no especial peril, and the Brooke Lords had already gone
to their cottage on the Island. In any case, Arline could
have seen no reason against her following the general
exodus. In the present state of family disruption, reasons
ceased to exist Accordingly, she closed her house in
haste and, keeping her servants with her, went to settle
in a little house far down on the southern side of the
Island, where the telephone formed her sole connection
with the city.

Thither, one afternoon in early May, St. Just had fol-
lowed her. She had taken pains to leave no address in
town. Not even were her letters to be sent after her
No telling what infection might lurk in the postman's baa
Only the Bi-ooke Lords knew of her present quartera. Ac-
cordingly, it was with unfeigned surprise that she met
St. Just who, braving the dubious delights of the short
sail and the long drive, smiling and debonnair as always,
presented himself at her door, one afternoon in May.

If the truth had been told, more than half of the secrecy
and haste of Arline's departure had been aimed at Achille
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8t Jurt. Hi. fervid .ttention. long .ince had begun to

bore her. Now thev were getting upon her "'"^^ "«

wTa^t^av. eager and respectful. He demanded nothing

but wtlt^heTight chooTto give him Ho-er. g,v.

him much or little, he never itemed fully «iti»fied and,

Shrmore, hi. manner, in »me undefinable fasuon w«

beirinning to a«.ume that all things might be h.. for theS When .he wa. in hi. pre«nce Arl.ne enjoy^

W. .Kiety to the full. He was clever and never cloying.

AparTf^m him, however, and mon= e.p«- ally of late.^e

h«l begun to feel a, if. thread by thread, he were enwrap-

Tm her in a .ilken net which in time would cover her

SpS Of her ability to b«>ak that net .he felt .«,

3k it wa. only that the effort which would be in-

ifi'wouTd^^ distasteful to her. distasteful, too, the

siKht of the heap of Uttered meshes.

Arline had walked the house, until dawn had broken

over he night which had foUowcl her meeting Uleu

url the terrace. No dawn was in her mood, however,

^v the blackness of midnight and "^ fP«- f^,\f,
be. „ inexpressibly shocked at the .ight of Uleu. at his

^k of utter wretchedness, shocked by his evident emo-

Zn. Her own heait had lea,Kd wildly a, her ey^ h«l

iZ on his. l-hen she had steeled herself and pulled her

i™, away. It was Leleu, who had left her, "ot;]'' ^^1*";

li"rL^leu who must come back. How could she well

™me back, she asked herself bitterly, when she was already

2Z ? F^r weeks and months, the house, the servanU^

evrlhe herself had wait«l there in vain. Leleu had

ml no sign. And as for St. .Inst, »•« --
t';\^™i°J

her husband's student days, mat wonder that heshould

come to seek her in her trouble? She h-"! ^oped that

iX might hear of his frequent calls. If her husband

relS did distrust St. Just, then what more swift way

could she take to bring him back to guard her? If he
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did not diitrust St Jmt, then what harm in hw receiving
the Frenchman's calU? Arline wiu satisfied with her
logic. Neverthelew, the would have choncn thnt U'leu
diould have received rumours of the calls, rather than that
he should have met them pacing to and fro t.igtthcr
on the terrace. And Leleu had looked so old, so wan
•o ill.

Then, as the gray morning light broke over the room.
Its first gleam rested upon the long niii-ror before which
she had chanced to pause. For an instant, Arline had
stared virith dull unrccognition at he picture so faintly
reflected there, at the elaborate dinner gown, at the hiig-
gard face with its glowing eves and tight-drawn Iip».
TTien, swiftly moving aside unf 'he picture had vaiiislicd,
she sank down into a chair and bowed her head upon her
clasped bare arms. In that night just ending, pride and
womanhood had met and grappled to the death. Every
fibre and nerve of her womanly nature were crying out,
bidding her to recall Leleu to his overthrown nllegianco,'
bidding her to go to hiin, even, and pray for a pirdon
which too many men would refuse to give. Her pride
bade her to wait in silence. It was U'lcu who had gone
away. It was for Leleu, then, to return. And yet > And
yet

? For her womanhood went rushing biukward and
forward over the memory of his gentlehood and love and
care, then came sweeping back upon her with the sure
knowledge that the fault, in its beginning, hud been all
her own.

And in its end ? Her pride rose up, revolting.
Quietly she lifted her head, l^en she crossed the room

to change her gown for the simpler dress of the morning.
As yet, the battle had but just begun.

However, after breakfast that morning, she wrote a
hasty note to St. Just, telling him that, for the next
month, she should 'weep no day at home. For some reason
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which she would have heen loath to analyze, she was

aiming to subject him to the "not at home" which was

to bar the door to her other guests.
. „. t . h„^

With the first outbreak of the epidemic, St. Ji had

had important business which had summoned him t .M'-n-

treal. The business, dragging itself along from la
,

to

day, had yielded only to repeated telegrams caUinbU...

^Lto his desk, and Arlinehad ali^ady left the city before

^returned. Accordingly, she had felt the more acute

surprise, when she had seen him standing on her steps.

A week later, he came again, and a week Ifte;-^"

again. In the midst of his third visit, Arline had been

!f^moned to the telephone. St. Just had grown tired

of sitting alone on the veranda, by the t-e she ret^^rf

to her chair. When she did return, he was frightened at

her pallor. , , ,

« You have had bad news ? " he quened, as he rose.

She bowed her head.

"Jimmy is ill."

He felt no need for question. Neverthei' ,—
" The universal enemy ? " he asked. ....
« Yes He was taken, three or four days ago ;

but they

have not been sure, until to-day. It was slow in commg

out. Just at the very first, though, they sent Agatha

awav to the mountains with Sir Moms Plante.

"Why not here to you?" St. Just made incisive

''"The''question, cutting across her sorrowful anxiety, left

poison in its scar. The old edge rang hard in Arline s

voice, as she answered,—
. , a ™™."

" Because Sir Morris will exert no harmful influence.

"And you would?" St. Just supplemented, with a

^'^ITiiblfid swept up across her cheeks, drowning their

pallor in its crimson tide.
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So they say," she replied haughtily. " It seems I
have no nghts, even wh»re my own child is concerned."

St. Just dropped his eyes, then his voice.
"He has been hard with you, Madame Leleu, hard

and— "

«I beg your pardon." Arline's voice was icy now, her
head held high. « I think you forget, Monsieur St. Just,
of whom you are speaking."

If he quailed at her tone, at least he did not show it.
His answer was fearles.s, albeit humble.
"No," he said gravely; "I can never forget. Neither

can I forget how completely he has forgotten you."
And Arline grew white "once more, as her eyes clouded

and fell from his face. When she spoke again, it was to
recur to the subject of Jimmy.

"Patience telephoned to Brooke; he sent the message
on to me. They say that Jimmy's case is very light, that
he IS scarcely ill at all."

.' s ->

« Where is he .' " St. Just asked as, disregarding Arline's
grature towards a chair, he still stood leaning against the

" At home, in their house on Des Carrieres Stitet. He
is on the top floor, with a nurse and a telephone. It is
the room Mr. Tyler usually has, you know, and the tele-
phone was already there in the room."
"That must be most convenient, and reassuring, too,

for Mrs. Lord," St. Just observed courteously. " Where
has she gone ?

"

" Nowhere."
" She has not remained in the house ? " St. Just's tone

was incredulous.

Yes. She and her brother are on the lowest floor
Brooke says there are aU manner of disinfectants, and that
Patience insisted she must stay, to be in reach in case of
need."
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» Mrs. Lord is very loyal," St. Just remarked.

"Very hysterical, you would better say, Arline cor-

rected him. " I believe in loyalty. This seems to me to

STsterical and rather sentimental. She can do no good

;

she only exposes herself for nothing, and to what ?

Even sfjusfs voice dropped, as he made grave

answer,—
" To death."

Arline shivered. , j. „ t u«v
« And death is n't the worst of it Even before I left

town, I saw such hideous faces on the street. Do you

Tno*; if I were taken, I think I'd pray to d.e, rather than

„n he risk of living and being so s^n^. Pa jenoa

has no right to run the risk of such a thmg. If she is

SX o'f hei^lf, she should have a littie mercy upon her

friends."

St. Just bowed gallantly.

"Mrs. Lord has less to guard from nsk than has

Madame Leleu," he said in French.

Arline smiled. . tj^^^u
« That is for you to say," she answered, a.

:

trencn.

Then swiftly she changed to English, whu g,
sne

began to pace the veranda with lithe and nc.^i^s steps.

"After aluTis no subject for pretty speeches. Monsieur

St. Just. Patience is in danger. She has no right for a

sentimental whim, to put herself within the po/s.b.li^^f

such disfigurement. Jimmy is best off *'th a nu«^

Patience should never think of seeing him ^g~f
would she do? And a man doesn't care to be coddled

Really, it's absurd. Some one ought to bring her to

reason."
, • u i.

St. Just stooped to pick up his hat.

" But why not you ? " he asked.
, t j ,

"I?" She laughed bitterly. « Patience and I under-

stand' each other far too well to inHuence each other.
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She knows what I think of her hysterical way of treating
Jimmy like a petty god, so what is the use of my remind-
ing her of the fact now ?

"

"None, I fear. But I must say farewell. I am sonv
to leave you in such tjarm."

Arline frowned.

" I am not alarmed. Monsieur St Just I am vexed,
annoyed at Patience ; that is all."

" But the trouble is the same, call it what you will," he
told her, as he bowed above her hand. " In any case
comi.iand me. No one would be more glad to help
than I."

'^

Without speaking, she drew her hand away. St Just
pressed his last words yet once again.
"You believe me.?" he urged insistently.
She raised her eyes to his, and forced herself to smile.
"Oh, yes, certainly," she assented, with a studied care-

lessness. "Thank you, yes. And good-by."
It was three full weeks before St Just came again, and

the cause of his delay lurked in her carelessness. He had
determined that it would be good for them both to have
Arlme miss him for a time and, more than that to realize
that she did miss him. For three long weeks, he left her
quite alone. Then, one June evening, when she sat on the
veranda looking out across the moonlit lawn and the
shining river, he came upon her, unannounced. His lips
were sraihng, and his eyes as well; but back of the smilem his eyes there lurked an expression which boded httle
good for the peace of Arline Leleu.
And Arline met him with unstudied eagerness. The

days of her exile were dragging heavily ; she longed for
news from the city, most of all from Amedue Leleu. Of
his welfare, however, she was too proud to ask Brooke
Lord, .uid Brooke Lord had told her, months ago, that
never again should he mention to her her husband's name.
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In the endless days of idleness when she saw no one from
morning to night, no one, at least, save the servants of her
household, Arline had space to think of Leleu, to ponder
at length upon his character, and upon the risks he must
have run, going to and fro to his office, day by day, in

that plague-stricken city. And if— She stitched away
at h»r bit of embroidery more diligently than ever. Even
St. Just would have been a welcome guest. At least, he
broke the monotony, and, too, he came from the city and
was a bearer of tidings. It grew too dark to set more
stitches in her embroidery ; it was too warm to go inside

the lighted house. She sat on the veranda and watched
the shifting moonlight, and chafed, chafed ceaselessly at
her remoteness from all which aforetime hnd gone to make
up her life.

"Madame is quite alone and enjoying the moonlight?"
St. Just's voice asked suddenly in French.

Arline gave a slight start. Over the thick, soft turf,

his step had been inaudible, and already he stood close at
her side, with the light of the full moon striking across
his eager, nervous face.

" Monsieur St. Just ! You have come upon me like a
ghost," she said, with a little laugh, as she gave him her
hand.

St. Just bowed over their clasped fingers.

"Rather call it something less unwelcome," he de-
murred.

She laughed again.

" Surely not an angel unawares," she answered lightly.
" I did n't know you posed for that. Monsieur St. Just."

Deliberately he seated himself in the chair at her side.

" Unawares ; but not, I hope, unwelcome," he observed.
" It is long since I was here."

"The remedy was in your hands," Arline reminded
him.
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I

Without speaking, he turned to g<u!e at her, steadily
and long. Then, still without speaking, he turned his
eyes away and ftxed them on the white sail of a little boat,
beating up through the southern channel at the foot of
the wide lawn.

"Not altogether," he said briefly then.
"But why ? Surely I never urged you not to eome,"

she answered, still in the same careless tone she had us^
from the first.

^^
Again came the little pause.
"Not in words."

"How then?"

i\^,T T'^l^'fu"''"' •"> "y*" "P°" '>*'' ^^ ond' even in
the moonlight, the eyes looked greedy.
"There are ways more elusive than words, yet far more

potent. It was those ways by which you assured mc thatmy presence was not needful to you."
In the still, white moonlight, he saw her wince, saw the

faint colour rise across her cheeks; but her voice was
under perfect control, as she replied,—

™
'

"^"iiT'i J'/
"'^^'"^ *"'y' y"" *°"«'»t to make itmore needful .'

"I did," he answered boldly.
In his turn, he winced at her laugh, and at her words,-
Pardon me, Monsieur St. Just; but isn't your social

method a bit too cbvious to be successful .'"

He lowered his voice.

"In desperate cases one takes refuge in the obvious."
otiU smiling, she i-ose to her feet.

1

"
^^M

'^°
Tt^

"*" **•'' " -J^Pe^te case ?" she inquired
^nguicUy. "If so-forgive me-the desperation must
be wholly upon your side. I find it rather amusing "
Of necessity, he too had risen. Now, as she turned

away, he put out a detaining hand.
" Where are you goine ?" he demanded

i

so
i shortly.
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" To the haU for a wrap. It is growing chiUy.''

"WaiU" he «ud commandingly. "I have something

''"sh^Siy glance at him ; but the glance assured her

thfhUeyL'were glowing, his lips uns^y. She «t

his mood seeking to dominate her ow.., yet

and laid his hand on hm.
..Vps-itis"

"Yes Arline," he said quite low. /^es- " ?• ,

wTth a passionless disdain, ^VrT'^^'and pLe
"Speak quickly, then," she bade h™; "-"^^

be gLi enough to remember that I am Madame

""Noiwithstanding the rebuif, his eyes -ver wavered, and

his words came clear and distinct across the silence.

"In name, yes ; but not in fact.
• ^ „ if

TM^r-lL,L turned upon him and stood poised, as .f

for aTpring. Her speech was ensp, sharp.

"Exnlain yourself, Monsieur St. Just.

F^an inLnt, he quailed. Then his voice lowers!

^; and became inajn^^ir vi^n^d has

.h:nrn^;:^-Sr;f:.anding near you, ^^^^

her hand imperiously. "You! You dare say you love

'"^The^'ri^ging s«>m in her tone, the defiance of her

queenly form, stung him to insolent retort.

" 1 ? Yes. Who else ?

"

. r i »„

Anger, tbe outraged anger bom of generations of clean
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»,„w^°"
•' /''.'' '*"' "»"'"• *"'• "» one syllable could «Prhold njore f,-nou, .eon.. "But I ao, thewiK^X

"What sort of a wife ? " he sneered.

" The true and loyal wife."
His answer was full of quiet sarcasm.

obvious."'"*'
'*'^"' ""''"' y°" °"" °"^hods are not

During a long moment, she looked down at him a, fi«ma mea^reless height. Then she made answer,-

"But, after these long weeks— " he ureed.Her hp curled.

''Weeks of what ?" she demanded.
Weeks of an intimacy which has been to me like-"Again he quailed at her eesture WJ.«n i. .

however, her voice was level anTlld"
° *' '^^''

LTconZit"""^ "^
P""^™*" -'^ ">« - tl^^ timTf^J
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..And that?" /> hi. total misunderrtanding of her

Leleu, to tell hi»^l ''-^X'S^tt^n «»
forgive me, rf he can^ A^

«°f
>

;^ j„„ ^^e bottom

sj::.S3'*— -r..« r-. -»- »-

Amodue Leleu." „ ^ . m; forced his lip» into

Pale, his face
-"'''"B- f\£yAruX^ords to drop

Madame Leleu. Your dream « >r;^°J? '

''"'•

herself together sharply. ^

"I refuse to believe you.

St. Just laughed.
^

StTerTaStrily brush^ off the gathering

tears.

. "Where is he?'"

" In the pest house."

She shivered.

"Where is that?"
tr^^it.l Tlie morgue is

« Rue Des Prairies, the Cmc Hospital, lue morg

also there," St. Just added brutally.
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She ignored his final words.
" Des Prairies ? Where is that ?

"

"Near the Canadian Pacific station. Perhaps you in-
tend to go to him." ^ '

"I do."

" But the infection ?"

"What of it?"
*' And the danger to Madame's beauty ?

"

" I am not afraid."

He raised his brows.

"Is it not— what was your word ?— hysterical ?

"

Rwn head to heel she swept him with her glance. SL
Just, base though he was, could not fail to admire her, as
she spoke, haughty, calm, indomitable
"Monsieur St. Just, as you know, I have wronged my

husband. For the sake of his foi^iveness, I would brave
aU thmgs, this side the grave. Kindly oblige me by leav-
ing me, for I must make my arrangements to go up to the
city at once."

'^

He turned. Then, of a sudden, his love for her, the
only love of which his worthless soul had ever shown it-
self capable, leaped up in his eyes and in his voice. Half
involuntanly and with the gesture of a terrified child, he
caught at a fold of her dress.

"Arline," he begged; "for your own sake, I implore
you not to go into such certain death."

Calmly she put away his hand.
" Be silent," she said, with quiet, queenly dignity " Iam going to see my husband."
Then all at once £,. Just laughed, loudly and harshly.

Unless he is already dead," he retorted.
ITien he went away, leaving his words to ring through

and^^through Arline's brain for ail the dreary, endl^



!i

'

CHAPTER TWENTY-EIGHT

.„^ j-arest. One ha* dropped,

LOOK at y°"-- "piXvesaredn-ppingdown
,
dropped, dropped^ The^ hell, ckuh them,

through the floor of heaven .

^^ ^^^^^ ^^j,-

T^^^r" " i'"i^ U altt; fallS, falli.* A"d

i„g flame.
f«V.. ^fe,. What makes me drop r lam

it tires me to fall «> tan
.^^^ ^^^ a^ep,

going down, down, do«". ««>"
jj^y „«, dearest.

Lk places where 1 shall ^ ''^•^^ f„„,er and ever

You ^n hold me,
'V^^tKwSs Tight and where the

and ever in heaven >'here .* « alway g
^^^^ ^^ are always m «'«'»"'

«';™/^ith dew ! You are

them the.,, dearest «»>•'«
,""?^^^;7,hite gown, and your

Uke a rose, yourselt; m your h^^^ ^ 8^ ^ j^,,„ed

veil is like the sparkling dew. An^^l^
^^^ y^^^ ^^j^

petal, falling ""^ jX"^,., "to be dropping, dropping,

me with caie. It " ^^'
^j^^ f^^^ of heaven. And

always dropping down through the «
^ ^^^^

iUs'sofar. I »>'«l"°^rt> Surest! Deai-t'-

to go from »»«a^*" "^"^
!,

" «trh me back, before

bunch of roses in your hands.
^^^^^^ ^j,
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window Htoal wiile open in the hope of letting out the
air, tainted with diitense and Indon with the reelt of diiiin-

fcctants. Hattier than thiit, however, it merely served to
furnish admission to other reeking otlours which rolled up
from the wasting i-ubbish in the )nrds .'.roiuid, from the
brewery and from the cattle market close at hand. In the
early afternoon, a heavy summer shower had swept across
the city. The western streets of the lower town, shielded
from the sun by the overhanging cliff, lay sodden and
soaknl in the watery moonlight, and the sour, rank smell
of the unclean roadways mingled with the rest to form an
atmosphere which, it seemed, no man could breathe and
live.

The nurse sighed wearily, as s.ie hung the electric light
in f. comer and pinned a shade across its glare. Then,
bending over, she renewed the vaseline upon the patient's
face and replaced the linen cloth above. She was a young
nurse, and pretty, with a dainty girlish beauty which not
even her ugly caj) and overall could entirely hide. She
was strong, too, in spite of her daintiness.' Again and
again, in the last

'

'ht days, she had lifted in her vig-
orous young arms ^iie man who was now tossing and
mumbling there in the bed. But then, he was very light.

Frenchmen were always small, and this man, even in the
first of the disease, had Iwen thin to the very verge of
emaciation. The girl sighetl again, and yet more wearily.

It was a bit cruel of fate to hold back her hardest case
until the last, until she was worn out, soul and mind and
body, by the endless weeks of nursing.

Rising, she went to the window and looked out. She
was a girl from the Townships, bom among the hills where
fresh air and green fields were the heritage of every human
being. From her own old room on the southeast comer of
the house at home, she had been able to look away through
mUes of pleasant, open country. This room, too, was on
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• mutheMt comer. Over the high board fence acroM the

rood, she could peer down into a junli-filled yard. Above,

the city retted upon iU iteep rocic wallt. And behind

her, on the narrow bed in the comer farthest from the

window, toned her patient who, ever and anon during the

eight long days '.w had been there, broke into babblings

of roses and of petals, crushed or falling. It was a case

of confluent small-pox, and of the worst.

Only that noon, she had stood beside the Health Officer,

as he had bent above the bed, and her courage had left

her, not alone at the sound of his words, but at the sight

of his kindly face, of the lips beneath his gray mustache

and of the misty spectacles which veiled the keen eyes.

"The fever is too high, and the delirium too constant,"

he said slowly. "I wonder what he means about the

roses. There's nothing in this hole to suggest them."

Then he shook his head. "The case is slow, slow and

severe and obstinate. I have tried all the known remedies,

and nothing seems to act." He shook his head again.

Then he turned to the girl and laid one wrinkled hand

upon her round young wrist. " I can do no more ;
it is

for you to fight it out. In cases such as this, it is the

nurse who counts. Pull yourself together," unconsciously

his tone grew alert; "and do your best. In all the

city, there's not a life bettrr w. U a fight than this, the

life of AmAlee Leleu."

He turned to leave her. At the door, however, he

halted and looked back.

" Courage," he bade her bravely. " Who knows but we

shall even now win out in the end ?
"

And the girl, tired to the verge of collapse, yet yielded

to his mood, gritted her teeth and resolved to do the best

that lay within her. .

It was now twelve days since, late one afternoon, Amedfe

Leleuhad come crawling wearily up Haldimand Hill, wearily
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up the aUin and locked himwlf into bin room. ShiveriiiR in
a violent chill, hi> cUeeks were yet acarlet with the fever
of a half-hour before. Hi. head wa« throbbing painfully,
the pain in hi/t back and limbs was intolerable. As he
threw himself down on hi> bed, he felt the fever coniiiiK
back upon him and, fearful of iU cause, he row once more
to auure himself that his door was made fast against in-
vasion. An hour Inter, he was muttering to himself with
low and incoherent words.

AU the next day, his fever raged. Now and then he
had an hour of delirium ; but, for the most part, he was
consaous, conscious of the racking pain in his head, con-
Mious of his fixed determination to hold the door Ijoncd
agamst all comers. Even his confused brain was wholly
resolved upon one thing. Until the rash should come
and give a sickening confirmation of his fears, he would
keep his secret to himself. Then, if the worat became
the fact, he would shut his teeth and be taken to the
Civic Hospital.

Early, ominously early on the thirf day, the woret
became the fact. Leleu's eyes rested on his hands;
then, weakened by the fever though he was, he rose
and crawled across to the mirror. Sick at heart, once
more he crept into bed, where he lay listening for steps
to pass his door.

'

With the coming of the rash, the fever had gone
and with it the delirium. His mind was clear, and it
worked unceasingly. He had supposed the epidemic was
past, that the danger was over. During the past weeks,
he had borne himself with a iwklessness which had taken
no thought of possible infection. Asked then, he would
have «,d unhesitatingly that he cared not whether he
lived or died. Now, in the face of the disease, he was
conscious of a wild longing to live at any price. Of a
sudden, he felt convinced that life still held in its keeping
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much for him. He clung fast to the idea, though of its

nature he took no account So far as human will could

go, however, he made a grim resolve that he would not,

must not die.

Nevertheless, lying there and staring at his reddened

hands, he was keenly alive to the greatness of his danger.

Everything warned him of it : the intense pain and fever

he had suJfered, the early rash, and the great patches of

its blistered skin. He had not lived in the city through-

out the epidemic, to be left in ignorance regarding its

distinctive symptoms. His would be no case like that

of Jimmy Lord, who had passed from exuberant health

through slight disease to speedy convalescence, while

Patience, safe and well, had maintained her watch below.

Then he bit his hp, as he thought of Arline. But, at least,

she was safe. Perhaps, after all, it was best as it was.

And meanwhile, moment by moment, he was listening

for tteps outside Mis door. They had come so often,

during the past two days, and with them had come a

voice offering food, demanding admission. And Leleu

had nerved himself to make brave answer. He was quite

well, only a little tired. He had wine there, and biscuits.

He needed nothing else. And then the steps had gone

away again, treading softly, reluctantly down the stairs.

Now, as he lay and waited for their coming, he imagined

their wild retreat, the murmur of hasty council below, the

tumult which would fill the house. Then the door would

open and other steps would mount the stairs, heavy, de-

liberate steps marking the man in authsrity. And then ?

He drew the sheet across his face. Best not to imagine

the rest. He knew the outside of the Civic Hospital well.

There were two, no, three doore on the street and eight

windows sandwiched in between, and the metal mansard

was pierced with more windows still, a wholt long line of

them. The hideous old ambulance whose better days, for-
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ever dead, had i-educed it to a creaking wreck, was acatcely
fit to transport beasts for market, much less a man in need
of careful nursing. The past months must have told upon
Its aged frame. He had not seen it lately ; but doubtless
It was still in use. And the steps in the hall were very
slow in coming. '

Then they had come, and he had called out his fearful
tidings, and the steps had fled in fear. From that time
on, everything had come to pass just as he had foreseen :

the tumult in the house, the summons to the doctor, the
coming of the Health Officer, brisk and kindly and effi-
cient, then the ambulance and the hideous, jolting prog-
ress down by Palace Hill. It had been a heavy morning,
and he could still smell the rank odour of the brewery
which swept down upon him as the ambulance jogged
by Its long brick front. He had wondered vaguely if
the wraith of Intendant Bigot ever revisited its former
haunts, and if it felt no pity when it looked on such as
he. Nevertheless, it had been wholly of his choice that
he had been taken to the Civic Hospital. Homeless,
alone, he could not in honour bring to aliens the dan-
ger of infection, and the Health Officer had promised
him the best nurse to be found in the entire city. The
place, of course, was horrible ; but to Leleu there had
seemed no choice.

And now eight days had passed, eight days of racking
pain and of fever that had mounted high and ever higher
For four whole days, Leleu had kept strict account of time!
Then, of a sudden, he 'ad been swept into a fiery dark-
ness where time had ceased to be. Only now and then
the dai-kness had cracked a little, and, by the light which
came sifting in through the cracks, he could see Arline
advancing towards him, her ririgless hands clasped close
around the great white roses whose petals dropped un-
ceasingly. Sometimes he watched the falling petals with
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anxious, piteous eyes; sometimes he was a petal, li">»^.

and feU down, down into a lurid darkness which raded

by shutting out ArUne from his imploring gaze. And all

day long upon the seventh day, and aU day long upon

the eighth, he had fallen, fallen, and, feUing, had babbled

on about the roses.
. , , - ^, j .

"Unless this ends before to-morrow night, the doctor

said, on the eighth morning after Leleu's removal to the

Civic Hospital; "unless this ends by then, our fightmg

chance has gone."
> j l i

And the nurse, as she pinned the red paper shade about

the light, echoed his belief.

Slowly the night wore on, and the babbhng never

ceased. Now and then the nurse bathed the patients

face and renewed the cloths; now and then she crossed

the room to the window, where she stood looking up

at the bUck mass of the Hotel Dieu above, wondering

what the coming day'would bring. And then, just as the

dawn began to streak the East, just as the faint sound of

the first matin beU tinkled out upon the silent city, the

babbling ended, and the room grew strangely silent.

And, meanwhile, Arline was out upon the mighty nver

which stretched, pale gray, between its dun-gray banks.

St Just had scarcely left the steps when, turning, she

entered the house, called a servant and ordered him to

find a carriage to take her up to the end of the Island.

The servant had demurred. It was already late. INo

man would take the long drive at such an hour i« that.

At length, though grumbling, he had Pf^^J^y^l,"?^
perious will of his mistress, and Ariine had hastened to

her room, to gather up a few essentials for her journey.

Then, heedless of her dinner gown and wrapped m a warm

cloak, she had paced to and fro, to and fro again, up and

down the hall, until a cab had driven to the door.

The night was far spent when Arline, stiff and cramped.
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itepped out of the cab upon the little steamboat landing.
The horse had been slow, his master indulgent. Arline,
sitting rigidly erect in a comer of the cab, had tried in
vain to urge some haste. Then she had given up, and
sat in silence, while the one phrase had gone pounding
through and through her brain,

—

" Unless he is alrouly dead."*

At the landing, she spoke once more.
"Find me a man to row me to the city," she bade the

driver.

He looked at her in amazement. Then he looked out
at the ink-black river which was hissing softly past the
piles beneath the pier.

"It is impossible," he said. "Madame must wait for
daylight and the steamer."

She turned upon him fiercely.

"Who told you to say it was impossible? Find me
a man at once. I tell you, I will go. Besides, I will
pay you well."

Far away above the distant hills, the sky had turned from
gray to rose, as the little boat crept towards the rock-
bound city. The moon had set by now, and, against
the darker western sky, the old gray bastions and the
clustered spires stood out in clear relief. Low in the
southwest, as if above the Esplanade, one yellow star still,

glittered. About them, the river was as yet untouched
by the dawn. The tide was flowing up sharply, and the
night breeze, sweeping down the valley, cut the dark face
of the water into waves that hissed about the tiny boat,
ever and anon lifting their heads to peep in, then tum-
bling back again to go leaping towards the distant sea.
Then the eastern sky turned from rose to flame, and sent
long bannera of pale red light across the sky, until the
citadel above their heads was touched with vivid rose.

And, as with one final change, the east turned its flame



818 Hearts and Creeds

to dazzling gold and the sun shot up over the edge of the

dawn, the boatman shipped his oars beside the long Saint

James Street pier.

No cabs were abroad at such an early hour. Arline

barely paused to pay the man. Then, wrapping her

cloak about her, and grasping her little bag, she hurried

to Saint Peter Street and on into Saint Paul. The laval

spire above her head was tipped with rosy light; but

the hush of breaking dawn and something of its gloom

still rested upon the lower town, and its streets looked

unfamiliar to her eyes. Once she went astray, once she

halted in indecision; but at length she stood, p^e

and wan and determined, at the low middle door of the

hospital and raised her hand to ring.

Then, for one moment, her hand fell back and dropped

to her side. What would she find within those low brick

walk? She drew one long, slow breath. Then, lifting her

hand once moi€, she rang.

The nurse, half dropping to a doze, started, as the peal

echoed through the silent house. Then, while she rose

and crossed to the window, the rasping noise of the open-

ing door came clearly to her ears, followed by the sound

of swift, low talk, of question and reply.

"He is here?"

"Yes."

"Alive?"
. ,.„ ^

« I suppose." The answering voice was quite mdifterent.

" I must see him."

"It is forbidden."

" No matter. I must come in."

" You will see the Health Officer ?
"

"I tell you there is no time to lose. Show me his

room."
" Without a permit, no one— "

" Let me in. I will pay. In any case, I will come."
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" I tell you it is impossible."

"Why?"
"The infection. Madame would carry it away."
"But I shall not go away. I shall stay while he

does. Stand away, and let me pass. But here, take
your money."

" It is not money. It is the law."

Then, of a sudden, the voice outside rose to a higher
note,

"I tell you, you must let me in. I refuse to be
shut out. I am his wife, the wife of Monsieur Amedee
Leleu."

And the words, floating in through the open window,
pierced the sick man's dreams. For an hour, he had been
sleeping quietly ; now he half opened his dark eyes, as he
murmured drowsily,-^

"Arline."

Only a moment later, a swift step came up the stairs
and a tap, soft, but imperious, sounded on the door.
Before the nurse could cross the room, the door swung
open and on the threshold stood Arline Leleu. Her ra-
diant hair, damp with the river mist, clung close about
her face, her cheeks were blazing now, her violet eyes
glowing and wet with tears. Her arms, ouUtretched
towards the narrow bed, had pushed aside her long, dark
cloak, showing the pale dinner gown beneath. And face
and eyes and poise bore witness to a new-bom love which
had leaped into being, never more to die.

For one instant, she stood there motionless, undaunted
by disea.se, by the reek of disinfectants, by the barren
room, terrified only at the wild beating of her own tri-
umphant heart. For Leleu, roused again by the little
stir of her coming, had opened his dark eyes once more
and now lay staring at the vision which stood upon his
threshold.
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" Arline," he murmured weakly ; " have you oome back
tome?"
The inatant's pause waa ended. With a low, glad

aound which was neither laugh nor cry, Arline swept
forward to the bed, dropped down beside it and gathered

the thin shoulden into her strong young arms,
" Amedee," she whispered, while her tears fell fiist

upon bis face; "I have come, come back to you to be
forgiven."

And Leleu, lying in her arms, gazed up into her
eyes with eyes full of an unclouded happiness which the

coming yean would never dim.






