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V\ ith such a mother, faith in womankind

r™V" Ws blood
; and trust in all things high

SoTaniVh- ^r^- 7'"- '\°"«'^ '^^ ^^'P «"d fall.iie snail not bind his feet with clay."

Tennyson.

ti



UNGONQUERED
A Romance

BY MAUD DIVER
AUTHOR or "C*P.„K ..«HONP. v.C." ''r... ,UU,„KNr or TU, «H„

DESMONDS DAOOHTER," He.

•r

TORONTO
WILLIAM BRIGGS

1917



^J^l!<!^'''

'k,; k\

I',

-><.

AUTHOR'S NOTE
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TO

MARY
in remembrance

:

October ioth, 1901

A turn, and we stand in the heart of things
. .

."

Brownino.
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CHAPTER I

! t I
^"'^- i'°'^ *''°^'= the darkening hiSs the snnset splendour flamed along the horizon and ufitiwaters beneath were aligh? with the transrentirr

ifffllralk^C7hi~rJ^^^^^^^
did not seem to reach his brain "p 1 f, V •

devoted Irish terrior, crept out frZunde^rte table

intX^t h&an,:''itintdtX »unopened case in his hand.
°^ *^^

;'.I vote for coffee on the terrace Mother" h^said, turning his eyes from the glorrwithout fn f

K

have the boats out. There's goina to be p^n nff!glow and a half presently " ^ ^ ^" ''^*^^-

derr^"*Lfdv'F * ^^^""^ *^' "^^^^ *^« ^^nutes agodear, Lady lorsytn answered, smiling; but hS-
3
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* UNCONQUERED
eyes dwelt a little anxiously on the silhouetted viewof her son's profile, as fie set a match to his cigarettJ
1 he straight, outstanding nose and square Thin
vividly recalled his dead father. But theTma'fnat^vebrow was of her bestowing, and a splash of light onhis hair showed the reddish chestnut tint of hfi ownpeople : the tint she loved.

t^lf^T^ ^^""""f'
^^^^^^^n*" she added, including inthat category four out of her five guests-two 4 c

kIu^ ^^"""^^
^r'^'''

^"^ ^^*^«* f"^nd of Mark's.Keith Macnair, professor of philosophy-his ruffcedface lined with thought, his dark hair lightly Wed
her l!7?^''~^""'

'^' ""'y genuine Irown-up ofher small house-party. A connection of her own
t!^tru'f *^

^°J^
"^"*^^^ ^»d ««"> he was so evenlyplaced between them in the matter of age that hecould play elder brother to Mark or younler brotherto Lady Forsyth as occasion required. And when-ever professional claims permitted, occasion usuallydm require his presence, in some capacity, cither at

F^fK 1,

''*'''!'^ ^"^ "^"^^^ philosophical book; inEdinburgh
; and never, if he could help it, did he

wL?fu '^'''\ ^^ ^'' '"'"'""^ holiday at Inveraig.

M.X ? li^ ^^"^I
'^'^ ^'^^^ *h^ *^ble he joinedMark in the window

: and as the two airls stoodback to let Lady Forsyth pass out, she flipped anarn. .ound each. Her love of youth and youngthings seemed to deepen with her own advancinf
years. But she had her preferences ; and it wafthe arm round Sheila Melrose that tightened as they

Tr' *^r^^
*^' ^""^ drawing-room to the terrace^where coffee was set upon a low stone table in fulview of the illumined lake and sky.

" It's splendid to have you safe back again, child "
she said, releasing Monica Videlle and drawing Sheiladown to the seat beside her. " India's monopolised
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you quite long enough. There's some mysterious
magnetism about that country. People seem to
catch It hke a disease. And I was getting alarmed
lest you might succumb to the infection "

^^
Miss Melrose smiled thoughtfully at the sunset.
1 m not sure I haven't succumbed already ' " she

said m her low, clear-cut voice. " I have vague
tempting dreams of going back with Ralph when
his furlough IS up ; or with Mona, to help doctor
her Indian women. But probably they'll never
materialise "

"More than probably, if / have any say in the
matter l

Lady Forsyth spoke lightly, but under the lightness
lurked a note of decision. She had her own private
dreams concerning this girl with the softly shinina
eyes under level brows, and the softly resolute lipl
that never seemed quite to leave off smiling even m
repose. **

At mention of India Miss Videlle's thoughtful facecame suddenly to life. " It would be lovely for me "
she said. " Too good to be true !

"
" Never mind. Miss Videlle," Maurice consoled her

almost tenderly. " This ripping evening's not too
good to be true. And / can put you up to some tips
for squaring Lady Forsyth-in strict confidence of
course !

"

He bent towards her with a slightly theatrical offer
oi his arm and they moved off to a seat near the
ivy-covered wall, looking towards the distant rapids
Lady Forsyth glanced after them with a pafsing

twinge of concern. ^

The girl—a fairly recent acquisition of Sheila's—
was shy and clever, with a streak of dark blood in
her veins. She had done brilliantly at Oxford, and
was now qualified to take up the medical work in
India on which she had set her heart. Sheila had
acquired her while going tlirough a course of massage
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and magnetic healing, for which she showed so

distinct a gift that she had serious thoughts of taking

it up in earnest. A vague idea of going out with

Monica Videlle had been simmering in her brain for

the past week ; but she had not spoken of it till

to-night.
" Wonder what's come to old Mark," mused Ralph

pensively, stirring his coffee. " Thought this picnic

arrangement was all for his benefit
'*

" Rather so !
" Mark's voice answered him, as he

and Macnair strolled round the corner of the house.
" Hurry up with the coffee, Mums. I love dabbling

my oars in the sunset. Lenox, old chap, you two
might go on ahead and give the word."
They went on readily enofugh ; and the rest soon

followed them through the wilder spaces of the garden,

down rocky steps to the bay, where sand and rough
grass shelved gently to the water's edge. Here they
found two boats already afloat, with Maurice and
Monica—she was commonly called Mona—established

in one of them.
Lady Forsyth, nothing if not prompt, privately

consigned Ralph to that boat, Mark and Keith to

her own. It was a heavenly evenaig, and she thanked
goodness they were going to have it to themselves

:

quite a rare event since Maurice Lenox had dis-

covered that superfluous Miss Alison.
" Coming to row stroke for us ? " she asked as

Mark handed her in.

He shook his head, smiling down at her.

"That's to be Keith's privilege! I'm for the
other boat." But neither his smile nor the light

pressure of her arm could atone for the refusal.
" Pointed and purposeless," she denounced it

mentally ; but within a very few moments his purpose
was revealed.

" Down to Connel first, Keith," he called out, as
he pushed off his own boat and sprang lightly in.
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*' I want to run up to the village. Miss Alison and
her friend might like to join us."
So they rowed down to Coniul at his command

:

and for Lady Forsyth the pleasure of the outing was
gone ; the peace and beauty of the evening spoilt by
fierce resentment against these intrusive strangers
who had no authorised position in the scheme of
things. And her natural vexation was intensified
by concern for Sheila : though whether the girl took
Mark's sudden and strange defection seriously it

was impossible to tell. She wore that smiling, friendly
graciousness of hers Uke a bright veil, that seemed
to baffle attempts at intimacy, while it enhanced
her charm. Even with Lady Forsyth, who loved
her as a daughter, she had her reserves, notably on
matters nearest her heart.

'* After all, she knows the real MaxK almost as
well as I do," Mark's mother reflected by way of
consolation. " And she's wiser than I am, in many
ways, though she is nearly thirty years younger. I'm
probably racing on miles too fast. He's barely known
the girl a fortnight. He couldn't be so crazy All
the same, he's no business to—it's distracting !

"

she concluded, her irritation flaming up again at
sight of the two figures that were now approaching
the shore, escorted b> Mark.

Miss Alison, the taller one, had unquestionably
height and grace to recommend her. Mark, who
stood six feet in his socks, could barely give her a
couple of inches ; and the languid deliberation of her
movements had, on Lady Forsyth, the same madden-
ing effect as a drawl in speech. Her own brain and
body were too quick, in the original sense of the word,
not to make her a trifle intolerant towards the " half-

alive "
; and, rightly or wrongly. Miss Alison was

apt to produce that impression even on her admirers,
though no doubt they expressed it differently.

Personal prejudice apart, Lady Forsyth preferred

I
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the girl's companion. Miss O'Neill, in spite of her
wrong-headed zeal for the Suffrage and Home Rule.
Had Bel Alison been out in search of a foil, she could
have discovered none better than this big-hearted,
fanatical woman of five-and-thirty, shortish and
squarely built, with an upward nose, an ugly, humor-
ous naouth, and a quantity of rough brown hair in a
chronic state of untidiness. Lady Forsyth gathered
that she was an active philanthropist, and that the
incongruous pair shared a flat somewhere in Earl's
Court. To outward seeming they had certainly
nothing beyond the same address in common.

If Bel's movements were over-deliberate. Miss
O'Neill's were apt to be sudden ; and she strode into
the boat with the decision of one given to putting
her foot down to some purpose.

" Steady on ! You evidently don't do things by
halves I

" Sir Mark remonstrated, laughing, and con-
signing her to a cushion in the bows. Bel had already
usurped Maurice's seat astern, and Mark rowed
stroke—this time without need of invitation. Then
they turned about and moved slowly up the loch,
dabbling their oars in the sunset fires and shivering
tlie purple shadows of the hills.

And if for Helen Forsyth the pleasure of the
evening was over, for Mark it had but just begun.
And she knew it. Therein lay the sting. Though
" the boy " was now very much a man, she coidd
honestly have said, two weeks ago, that nothing
beyond minor differences and mutual flashes of
temper had marred the deep essential unity of their
relation—a unity the more inestimably precious
since he was now all she had left of her nearest and
dearest on earth. Husband, daughter and younger
son had all passed on before her into the Silence, and
of her own people one brother alone remained. At
the moment he was High Commissioner of New
Zealand, and seemed disposed to stay on there in-



I

BEL 9

definitely when his term of office expired. The
l^mpire, he wrote, was a saner, sweeter, more snacious
place of abode than twentieth-century EJigland,
which seemed temporarily given over to the cheap-
jack, the specialist, and the party politician. Andshe—while loving every foot of her husband's country
and her own—understood too well the frequent dis-
appointment of those who came, on rare, hardly
earned leave, from the ends of the earth ; and failed to
find, in picture-palaces and music-halls, in the jargon
of futurists and demagogues, the England of their
dreams.
For this cause, her sole remaining brother had

become little more than a memory and a monthly
letter. Yet could she never account herself a lonelv
woman, while she had Keith for friend and mentor:
Mark for son, and Sheila for-more than possible-
daughter. What business had this unknown girl
to step into their charmed circle and unsettle the verv
foundation of things ? Never, till to-night, had it
seemed possible to Mark's mother that she could
arrive at dreading the fulfilment of his heart's d- sire
Yet that was what it amounted to. Dread lurked
behind her surface irritation. The touch of second
sight m her composition made her vaguely conscious
of danger m the air. Small wonder if she anathe-
matised Maurice Lenox for his knack of picking up
promiscuous strangers, and, in this case, aggravating
his offence by failing to appropriate his own dis-
covery.

fl
1
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CHAPTER II

Fob a while the two boats kept in toueh, so that
talk passed easily between them. Miss Alison spoke
little. Silence rather became the fair pensive quality
of her charm—and probably she knew it. The un-
charitable supposition was Lady Forsyth's : and she
was fain to confess that pensiveness and silence
harmonised well with the fine, straight nose, the
mass of dull gold hair, and eyes of that transparent
blue which lacks warmth and depth, yet has a limpid
beauty of its own, especially vhere the pupils are
large and the lashes noticeably long.
Mark, too, had fallen silent : the worst possible

sign. But Miss O'Neill atoned for all deficiencies by
discoursing vigorously to Maurice's swaying shoulders,
upon the latest developments of the suffrage cam-
^^^°",. .""?^.' ^^"^^ *^ ^"y emergency, had no
ditticuity in airmg his own views on the subject-
as It were, through the back of his head-to one who
had hammered shop windows with her own hand,
though she graciously drew the line at firing churches
and wrecking trains. Yet she was a woman of
generous and, at times, noble impulses. The greater
part of her small annuity was lavished on a very
pci^onal form of rescue work—and on Bel.

"It's rank injustice, say what you please," she
declared m her strong, vibrant tones, ''to imprison

10
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^

and torture poor misguided girls who have the
courage of the faith thi t's in them. The real blame
lies on the heads of those who've driven us to ex-
tremes."

" That sounds very fine. Miss O'Neill, but I'm afraid
It won t hold water," Macnair put in quietly from
the other boat - It has been the standing excuse
of fanatics and—dare I add ?-criminals all down
the ages. Your latest forms of argument will simply
harden and justify opposition to a cause that is not
without certain elements of justice and right"
His pleasant voice had the clear, leisured enuncia-

tion of the scholar, a quaUty peculiarly exasperating
to the red-hot enthusiast whose thoughts are, in themam, emotions intellectually expressed. "Justiceand right indeed!" Miss O'Neill fairly hurled thewords at him. ''That's all we're ask^g.Tsn't H?And precisely what we'll never be getting under amaui-made Government and man-made laws."
Macnair smiled and shrugged his shoulders. Hehad no nund to let argument and recrimination

desecrate the peac« - id glo^^mg beauty of a Highlandsummer evening
;

^ with practised ease he slidnto the calmer w.
' of generahsation, as much

ironht,! fK^^ i?J
'^^'"''^ ^^^^ ^^'^y^^ from

his o^
thoughts as for the pleasure of expressing

fj,r k*'1*''^*?'J'a".^^
^^'^^ ''^^ting on his oars, whilethe boats drifted into a luminous bay, " eveiV ^e

microbe of this one is ' Down with everythin'r
'

;

Cant; won't; shan't; don't; Pass it ^on« the
line, that s about the tune of it, in all ranks. Kiplincrmay or may not be a classic poet, but his ' Commis-
sariat Camels put the present-day spirit into a nut-

f.fL I '^T^l ^ ^T"^"^^^ y^^^^ the world has beenfed on a steady diet of revolt ; and now we have the
ciiiiiax, distaste for duties and clamour for rights.
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The fine, brave old wisdom of acceptance is alto
gether out of court " "pwMce is alto-

Mark withdrawing his gaze from Miss Alison's
profile treated him to a smile of amused approv^Why this sudden access of eloquence, old mra ? " he
asked;andKeithdeliberately«?nkedoverhhshoulder

Miss O'Neill's to blame ; and the modem woriddoes seem rather egregiously modern when one's

'rj'r^^lp
'"""''^ '" "^ "-"-*« -tH PiS

4^?:'fofw:r
•"*" °' ^"'"^ distinctioU:^'

"I've been making time for a few of them." heanswered pleased with the success of this diversionby neglectmg my Bergson book."
^^^ersion,

^^
Have you got them here ?

"

tio'n."^^*
^^^^''"^ '"^ *yP^' awaiting your considera-

" Good You'll publish them, of course."He shook his head. " Not even to please you ! I've

f^fl ^r ?Jr"^ "^y'^^^' ^^P^«"^g a little deepir

iTfe in tl.
'%'* ^^ ^^^^^ ^"^'^^ '^^^ ^J^o could bokhfe m the face without feehng convinced that hepersonally could have made a better job of it Onesuspects even our poets, these days,^f beL pro!pagandists m disguise. Pindar is as subhme fnd asuseless as a snow-peak

; and one can no mo^e conveythe essence of him m English than one could conveythe scent of a rose in Parliamentary language ! Yetone IS fool enough to try."
"-"guage i let

Sheila, who had been listening with her auiet

l^a^^^^^^^^^^^
^^^*^^' "^^^ don't we'Tll

"Because the humanities are out of court in an
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fo5?t?a-
""'*' "'*" P'"'^"^- " I thought you'd

about"
^^"y^'^^ fo' th^s massage you're so keen

Formh's*1tte'„tion^r'^P"^?'"^ *<»»«• <»nd Lady
boat Itha&eda?^^tll?^r '"^""^ *he other
of seats was in nrr,^ I f"'*'' °"' ^""i « change

the bows, obscured from visinn iV It §-"'™^ «
pair, was in mueh thesZe moTasL self t'"''''/^passionate, and emr.tiV.n.1

,
'""" "'"erself. Lonely,

had found in BelSn«n v ^^"^""^^ womanhood
lavish at once tL p o?eetVe fe^V" ""^'H

'"^ «°"W
and the devoted lfr^lTJ!7

*^^^"^e^ of a mother
last included a coSn.,°lt,'"^"-

Unhappily, this

a better natural rLht^^Zj?rl't^ *^'' .''''° ^^
gently and skilfuUy, thereW 'JTuT^- °'"-
seeds of prejudice a^inTft '

^ad scattered

-which, by the wav^.!! ""^"'* ^alf of creation
units, while'^denoS ftln'Th"""''

"PPreciated in

a more positive deterrent V!^ i^T' ^^ ^"^ °f
taxed to the utmost thrt'n'if ''u?\'

""*"' ^^^'e
and flowers and curtain, tn.vu*''', ''"^^ cushions
No one, leas? of S^^sTIL. ''"" ^«^«dious taste,

of her secret sUftfand saorifi ' TT^'^'^ ^'e extent
she had her reward C'.^.°'^''"*"'"'"^"%.
could blind her to the let "JLfL" "? ^^'^-deception

was as dust in the balance aeafnsttL"^'*
'•*^<'«°"

t.ons of a baronet, lord ItfZlZT':^:'^.
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looking fellow to boot. To-night the conviction
rankled with peculiar keenness by reason of her sup-
pressed irritation with Macnair.

" Shirking the issue. Just like a man 1 " she
soliloquised wrathfully. '* And dragging in his own
trumpery translations by the heels. The conceit of
the creatures! And the folly of them. Wasting
good abilities over the vapourings of a musty old
Greek poet. Blind as a bat, or simply not caring a
snap that the world's crammed with evils crying
out to be reformed. Let them cry, so long as he can
scribble in peace "

At this point her somewhat chaotic thoughts were
interrupted by rmsic from the other end of the boat.
Mark was singing Wallace's lullaby, " Son of Mine "

;
half crooning it, at first, for the benefit of Miss Ahson,
who did not know it. But as the strong swing of
the melody took hold of him, he let out his voice to
the full—a true, clear baritone ; music in its every
cadence

; and something more than music, for those
who had ears to hear.
Harry, raging inwardly, heard, and understood

very well that the days of her own dominion were
numbered. Lady Forsyth understood equaUy well •

but she had passed beyond the raging mood. The
song was an old favourite ; every note of it laden with
associations; and in spite of herself tears started
to her eyes.

As for Mark, others might understand or not as
they pleased. He was singing to an audience of
one; to the girl who sat beside him, her uncovered
head lifted and half turned away toward the dark
sweeping curves of the hills.

When the murmur of applause died down she
turned to him with the slow lift of her lashes that,
conscious or no, thrilled him afresh at each repetition!
1 didn t know you could smg hke that," she said
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ImJ A
^^^^y?'! ^^ answered, flushing under hertaiphed praise. " Sometimes-it just takes hold ofme Don t you smg yourself ? I'm sure you'vegot music in you." j « vc

She suppressed a small sigh. " Oh yes. It's oneof my poor little half-fledged talents; useless forwant of proper development. My elder sister's the
clever one, and she got all the chances. She foundme convenient sometimes for duets."

trv wk' I ^""""u I
^''^^ P^^'^^y- Let's have atry. What was her line ? "

"Classical. Mostly German."
Mark was silent a moment, raking his memory.

i^^'^A *u J"?^ f"
^^spiration. " Mendelssohn's 'I

th^ng ? " **"' ^""^^ '"' ^^^^'* *^^t the sort of

" Yes. Very much so."

^_J'
Right

!
We'll give them a treat. You take the

fas^t""' /'Zl''"^''?^-
•

"

^""'"^ 8""8 """"fa too

^j.n\rZ^^ '" '""«' '"'^-''^^ ^t''- for.

" You won't slip out of it that way I
" he told

" 'V ^li?^?^u ^T h^ ^^^^^^d "nder his breath :I wou^d that the love I oear thee, My lips in oneword could say ; That soft word ^"' *'''"* °"«

r«fW^ r^' }^ ^^"f
^ber now," she cut him short

che^k.
^^^^P^^y

'

,b^* a faint colour showed in hrcheeks and this time she did not lift her !a.h' i

tJ^ZPf"/' »^^* drenched with sentiment. That'sthe worst of German songs."
"Well, you can't beat the music of 'em," hepersisted, rebuffed a little by her tone, and hoping

It was assumed for the benefit of Miss Videlle whowas most vexatiously in the way. " I'm set ol i?anyhow. Are you ready ? "
a m set on it

h3^'''f-^^''
^"^'^ ^°'' ^^'^^^nt he moved on. aand.beating tmie m the air; then, without preliminary,
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their united voices took up the sonff R^l'c fk u

For this time she was simply aS^?^_.^^* ""'fhad never vet hem min, u '"'H'y angry as she

to say, she IttribtSHT- *" •"" \ ^^'"^^' "endless

to Mfss M^on ^ "' '«'"«'<""' behaviour entirely

herf^Ied'he^' " S^ ''
r^"^'.!" -- *e cry of

through the^r^ t7?? ''^r «"S^'-«P» "Shtly

shado^4 smile of h«stn1'?« ,?" ""^^* "'*'' that

enjoying the sona a^ ? f appearances simply

heiself Lping hafit waTf ^^''^ ^"''y'^ ^"^^
thankful when the "evS.-"- -,^" ^"^ <=»*«> ^^^ ^^s
cheerful voTce was h?i^„ n"

^°^"'' *"'' «»""<=«'»

Miss Videlle" c3t v" „• "« °"*
'

" '^°"' t"™-
piece by w:y ofTvSo^T^."'' '' ™"^--'"^' "^^ter:

came nobly to the rescue
"''^ ^"''^^^



BEL
17

bve-song.^'"^
^^' ^"^ ^^^ * ^'^'^''^y °^ ^^' ^^" «^^«^^

"*I kissed her-r twice and I asked her-r once if

^ustrhnt"'\^'-",^V/'
^"'^^ ^^""^^ ^ith insolent

gusto, bumng his r's like a policeman's rattle ; andMark simply wanted to kick him into the lochLady Forsyth, on the other hand, was privately
blessing the boy's foolery, that seemed to cleir tie

«win? /^1* *^^ ^^^*' skimming homeward to theswing of chorus on chorus ; only her son's voicebeing conspicuous by its absence. Keith's boat wasleading now
;
and without turning round deliberately

^e^^could see nothing of the two who haunted her

This was perhaps fortunate ; for Mark's arm lavalong the back of the seat, his shoulder was vdtWnthree inches of Bel's ; and under cover of the"they had picked up the dropped thread of theirtalk

rhXtrr:mr^™^^^^^^

the gift, anyway. Why not make more of it-study, practise?"
^

She smiled and lifted her shoulders. " I've triedbut I couldn't keep it up. Laziness, perhaps idon't know. Vanity, perhaps, a litile^ I eitherwant to do things splendidly or else-I can't bebothered. I need some one to spur me, to encourage

;' Well, I should have thought Miss O'Neill »

ov^r hl7l ?^ ^^'' f^^^ ^'^ ^^^'^ ^^d l^t «ie walk

th^ rf »
^ 'T^t^. *^- ^"* ^*^^'« swamped in

tatnt« ',? ^^^ philanthropic work. As for mytalents, when I wanted the helping hand it wasn't

n'nn' .r^ ^^TT^*'^ *°^ ^^*^ l'^« dabbjfirst
wh^f r.?r^ *??.*^"" ''' ^^^**^^^' a^d frittered awaywhat little ambition I ever had."

^
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ll

The emotionless quiet of her tone suggested anoble resignation to the general obstruc^^^esT ofWe; a resignation that, to the man's sti^nuous.pint^ seemed alike pathetie and premature

h. r^^^*A^u''
'^

""P^y
^'^ *^^ threshold of things "

he rebuked her gently. ' ' What arp fh*. +oi^«+ "»?'

dabbled in ? Do tell me."
^"*' ^^^ "^^

"Oh, I've written a little and acted a littlp t

chiefly » ^ ^*" ""^ °° *'«' *"«°8- Verses,

.'.' ?*r *''«y appeared, any of them ? "

OTdeT'^^dZ'ZT'*'' ""^^y "^ *^« pretty-pretty

derSm^" ^ ^^^"^ * clergyman
:

that kind of

" I see."
j^

^M^^^f^'"' i?
^**^ * '"««t"™ of'flne sensibilitiesstriving for seK-expression, thwarted, diseouS'

SafurT&'LdZ r^/"'""'^
^"^ '^"^'^^

more
'^ ''''""^ "«"* o"* to her the

and h^^ voic td a'^:^^;;.«i?^
«?"*'• -/^df7

time he had seen her rSrpertuld'*
^'' ""= «'''

hers^in-a-monlllt^----^

went the^n^X'ZnTT'"^ ''^^
^,

''"* ''^

They were iust^h:^oiV'of4: iaee^a
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passing phase I hated them myself-afterwards.One does go through phases, doesn't one ? At least

hnff^;«.i ' ^^l^Z *P*^^estin«- Saves one from the

r..nrrr*/^ ^°'^^"™' *^« «>^Jy ^^ng we're
really afraid of nowadays." She made th? state-ment in all seriousness. " But—looking back-one

Sly mr?"^'"'^'''
^""'^ ^"'^ **^^* ^'^^^ ^^^ ^^'

t.5^
^'"^

f^.* *?^'^^'' ^* ^'^^^
'
partly because he was

trying not to be aware that while she spoke therehad blown through him a chill breeze of doubt : an

a."v!l'''^?l'T!.'''*t'
'^^* ^^*"' ^" ^^ ^^"^ ^^thing

fhJ fu^"" ^1^^'
li^'

antecedents, or-if it came tothat-of herselr. He only knew that ahnost from

him thLT"'^''^
""^

^T*^^* '^^ ^^^ P"*^ a spell upon

ocv ?° ^^5^T *"" ^^ t^"'^'^^ ""er nonsense ? " sheasked suddenly m a changed voice ; and doubt fledlike a wraith at sunrise.

rel'l von^^'p^*' I
"^^^ T^y hoping-that this is the

the rest '?
" ''""^^^ ^ phase-am I ?-like all

h.^V*!lf*
"''^ ^"?.^^ ^'^ ^^"^ ^'*th the lazy uplift ofher lashes, and the astonishing blue of her evesflashed on him Hke a hght.

^
*' Isn't it—rather too soon to tell ? "

to J!^Vll^ ^^ eliallenged her boldly, and exulted

he could'nnl^ i-"'
'"^ *;?' '^''^'' ^^^^ ^^^^ that

hadTuif 2H\f'^'''^'•.
K""'

^"^*h^^ I^^^der chorus

" I nnl »f »T ^""t^^fy
^^'^ ^^^""g the shore,

off nn ff ?^'u'l
''^ '^^^' ^^^ ^^d rapidly. " I am

fifhZ r
'^ to-morrow in my Title steam yacht-

iishing. Come along too—will you?"

knowfc'Ln^t!"^""^'''^"^"*^''^^- "^*^^'^'*- Y^^

and rn Jf T
*'""^/^"'- police dog along if you must

;

and 1 11 get Lenox to make a square. Will that do ? '»
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be'lo^"^'"
'''^ "^"^- ^^ '' '' ^'^' to-day-it'Il

"Better than to-day, I hope,'* he mutteredwondering very much if he could wait till Sen Indcursing the wire entanglements of convention
'

h. L'^A^T'iF
^"^ ^^^ y°" ^°'"^'" Jie announced ashe handed her out of the boat, and repeated ht^mtention when all the party wks aLrT " Good

s7ou d^""^'l
'^ ^''^^' ^^^^"^ ^ ^-d^^ -other'sShoulder. Lenox is coming along with me. Leavethings open for us, will you ? "

" Very well, dear ; don't be too late » she sniHlooking up at him
; but between the gather ng dusk

oTlie're^:^.
P—P-*-n he missed tfe m^t^appTa'

n'S"n"f *i^^
'^°^ "^^^^ ^^^k to the village MissO Neill took complete command of affairs ^Havini.

h nfthr^XBer^^ *"^^"^^A^'^
slipped a reSnlnf

M^k Sthe^llitiS w^d
''''''' ' ^^^^^^ ^^'

She graciously fell in with the morrow's nlan

what'^;^d'r:xp';e"eS"Thr '^n'.'^
"^''™'=<»

Marf. betrayed his^pTe:L°L'S^abS't;t;S^irather more rapidly and abruptly than^usTal!^
*

,t»J f mT^ ^^'^ ^^"^ altogether-you under-

n av I^ "* "°* 8°'"8 °« °" a blooming picn"eToplay consequences. No nonsense, mind And no

&'rrSirdo^TA ^" r ''""
scarce Fact is«.rc%%Lcrc:tro^^;tt'
^ ir ^^^ Alison to come alone "

hisW - ^^^ ' ?,^
hesitated and took a pull atHiS ppe do you really mean business ? " ^

. snapped Mark, whose temper was quick rt
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;1S "Z ?hat r?- " ^'>""'' ''^ P^y the fool with a

n^W°'^'
°''' "''"P' ^'^"'* 'ntend to rile vou

dptete bI^,^'
°"*'"'"' '* '''"" J"»t " trifle Tr":

I '^' nl J
^«*«*«s-<'ne naturally thought ••

^

I
Oh, dry up. Nobody asked you to think ••

There was pain as well as anier in Marie's t«n.He knew very well what Maurice ?houTht iT.;

Fo'rmh'did nlit
''^ '°-:^ ' -« -Kgl lX'

acS 'alirt ^^Ta/^ed'r":l^^T T '/"^i!"''

s%^.^rs.^^---n-^^^
had caught himself wondering-— But hfwonder could crystallise into beliff R.l i.a .^^^°F«
her moonlight beautTand all tH^^
had sufferi eclipse "^C^me to thYnk oTit^'he'^''^younff Lenox a dpht 1,0 u '*' "® owedL ritTthe waytTadeTirir '

"<* ^
his flash of temper

"'*' atonement for

tl^'h^teni^g to1;resttrsou^]\T''r «>"«
wondering also • »nH !f. i j •

°^ •"' ^"otsteps

;

he had aL:^;'sp:ken:^d'tn'Sse^° '°'' *''*

its way ani frilZo'a'iro^bledniX*""'' '"'^ '^^'^



CHAPTER III

" You know not the linut of this Idngdom, stiU you are it. queen "
Sib KABDiTDBANATH TaOOBB.

'

Miss O'Neill as might be supposed, proved no easvsubject for diplomatic manipulatio/ Long beforethey had made an end of their pienic-lunch, in a

X

of rocks and birches and purple cushions of heathershe had effectually given Mr. Lenox to understandthat she was neither to be deceived nor coerced bv

twV'Yel'*r^*\*^ '^^^^ ^^^ fromTetth'e^
nWo^i • *i°^Py'^'''^ ^^^ Shouldering throughobstacles, m the Suffrage campaign, had so fa-- bluntfdher finer sensibilities that she could smilingfy hdher ground even among those who obviously wishecher elsewhere

:
and she held it to-day, tillK lost

1 say Miss O'Neill, you might take pitv on

^len'' h?l-^r'"'.^"^
^''^ your%ompanyTp the

fed a flint'n^l''^ ^r'^*^
his engaging tone therelurked a faint note of command. " He's no fisher

SteTon'e^Sn ^"^ '^"^^^^ *^ himselfl'lTn

* Yes, Sir Mark, I can see thai without spectacles »

by a view that's worth some chmbing to s^ Ofcourse, .fMiss AUson would prefer to go4hyou—?•
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thM5fi?"*Kf^" *°5 ^"fortabie where she is,

err J ... i
{"'exposed with her deliberate drawl

it^^ "A""*
^^"^" °» » '<™' '"Ok and wTdre^v

X?dtat^fr. t'd-a^i: seir^ ,l\"

or
"

l'e„rb''ee?nn'*
'^'•"»t«"*n«- " « the nee^ssRy

sL -M^*^ 1, ^' "* S""** *' S^W- Harry dear -"
bhe shifted her gaze to Miss O'Neill's rtsolntA ,.be hous faee. " And I think Sir M,2k eaS^be trustednot to let me fall into the river I

• • * "*" "^ """'^<'

disteustTt^J'* e^H^y''^^ '•"?"«> 'Wholesaledistrust of the species ; but finding herself corneredshe surrendered at discretion. " Well, Mr Sox "

^'"i' J^'^ "'" » <^ °t obeying OTder^' we mu»tmake the best of each other. This way I Appose ?'•She strode on before him up the narrow, s?onypa«. •

KTaLt "'*'" *" """"'^-^^ *' Mark!"fZwed

»hwr?/?*
*'" "^J^ °^ '^"'' ^o toiled on indomit-

splendour of the high moors came suddenly into view

t^l^^^erCr^ T^flZ'-^'Z'T^^-^

sio^Sg-^eicr orliotf'^°r t' 'y
with the blood of Eldred Ld oSta lIox r^s

«£^iflSlX^^ yo^^expSe^re

wo'^ThaSfL^eTrrr" 'a*"'^ ''"^ '-•''*>

day, to the snhl?:^! i^
°°8 of human faces, any

brJath^ess^nd n aTefmenrr™' ?^"\ "'^'^
,

tinu m a lerment of anxiety, she sank
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gratefully on to the nearest rock and looked ud at
her companion

; but the light on his face checked
her ever-ready tongue. She liked the boy Hewas more than - a mere he-thing." and that streak
ot the woman m him appealed strongly to the
masculine strain in herself. But protracted silence

s ecch
'

^^'^ ^^^ anxiety goaded her into

" M*; pnox, liow long have you known Sir Mark
l-orsyth Y Are you acquaintances or friends ?

"

'

Maurice considered that point without removing
his eyes from the heather. "Rather more than
acquaintances, I should say, and on the way to be-coming friends. I've known him two years on and
off. But 1 ve never yet been to Wynchcombe Friars,
his Hampshire place. He's crazy about it. Thevsay you never know the real Forsyth till you'veseen him there. Pm going this autumn, to beconverted from Futurism and Experimenta Art ingeneral I At least that's his notion?^ He's a splend dchap Chock-full of ideas. A bit reactionary, someof them. He's dead against wh-^f we should callmdustrial progress, and what he calls sacrificing theman to the machine. They've got a great schemeon. he and his mother and Macnair, for Toining up

a'n/g^iir—''' '"^"P*^ '' '^"^"^ ^-^--^t^

n'XT^nV ^'f^^^^
*^^^^ ^^^f*s and guilds!" Miss

Result of riches and idleness. / want to know is hethe kind of man to take up a girl violently-Tou seehow It's been-just to pass thi time ? " ^ ^ ^

JNo! Maurice rapped out the negative withunusual vehemence. " As a matter of fact I believe

tnTf^/ '^ ^"'' ^'' ^'' ^'^'^ ^^d all h s wor dlygoods before we get back to them "
>^oriuiy

Miss O'Neill started visibly " Whaf ^r. „ ^ *
night's acquaintance ? " ^" ^^^*-°" ^ ^^rt-

i
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in h.T position*' a wlf'^ath "•' ^'"'' '"' " '»'"'

better of j,<,„. Mr. Lenox. But you%e all »nr*"

woman, for all )if>r «r.ff ,«« n * '^^ "oil-

h^eV±if-^^^^^^nes read her from cover to cover- anH h«'ii k

lhecompIij„e„tTflS?lte"u'«:ii;r«''^^
Good-natured Maurice began to feel^han,- .uhad been a trine inconsiderfr" saddliL ifii "'fj:*''

i.e rltlers&^r;.-.t^f-toref^^^^^^^^^^
natural thing." ^ ^ ' ""'* *'^'«'' ^'' 't s the

th^'^e^::'^.' '^"•jf/i^" ^ z'\''Ti •'^^°-

a man like Sir Mark-snollt h^ i •

°*'".''''' *'>''>8 ^f
see with half an eye-to^,mti^«fK'"°*''f'. """= '«"
And where does a „,rl'Vf j * ^ beautiful woman.
dazzles her brlfn*^ with .°™ '=°'"" '" "''«" « ">an
Besides-he's rfeh ''^J,'i./''t™^'»«?°t lover's talk ?

to bribery.' V^at t!e'4'orthi'| '"?T
^"""'^

for her sake, to 0iv*> h^^ u ^' ^ ^^"^^ away
better, j«st in ^af^Tl^^B^UfTtt^/ '"'"T'

•"»
say I shall go straight down ^ai^l^",!'

'''>'" ><«>

bu^L:s-;^•^ih^°l;; ''dTtedr '-i
^^»->-

across the narrow pfth.
'^^*^'"''^^^' «- -d astride

" Excuse me, Miss O'Neill nr.f ;f t
he said. " Forsvth'« \, • '. J

^ ^ ^^"^ prevent it."i^orsyths going to have his chance fair
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• *

..

and square. Of course if you're game for a free fight

well, come on !

"

For a second she looked him up and down, a sudden

flicker of humour in her eyes. " I tackled a police-

man once. A bigger fellow than you. And he was

very glad to get rid of me."
'* I can well believe it," Maurice answered with

becoming gravity. "But look here, just consider,

what earthly good would you do by deferring the

inevitable—say, twenty-four hours—and probably

annoying Miss Alison into the bargain ?
"

The last shot told. Harry let out her breath in a

great sigh. "Life's a bewildering business," she

mused aloud. But common sense told her he spoke

truth ; and she liked him none the less for backing

up his friend. " Very well, Mr. Lenox, I give it up.

You evidently have instructions from head-quarters,

and I'll stay here till you give the word. But scenery

bores me stiff ; so please make yourself as interesting

as you know how."
" Right you are," said Maurice ; and indicating

her deserted rock he flung himself on the heather at

her feet in such a position that her prosaic figure in

its knitted coat and rough skirt should not intrude

upon his vision of the landscape. Then he proceeded,

in his fluent fashion, to enlarge on the subject upper-

most in his mind—Sir Mark's queer conviction that

a widespread revival of handicrafts and guilds

would go fnr to solve the strike problem by restoring

the creative sense in labour and renewing the broken

link between art and life

For Sir Mark himself, at that moment, fife held

only one purpose, one achievement worthy of serious

consideration—the linking of his own destiny with

that of the girl who aeemed capable of maintaining

indefinitely her graceful pose o*' contemplation. It

was a pose that revealed to admirabi' advantage the

long lines of her figure and the beauty of her small
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head with Its close-litting coUs of hair. Her discarded
hat lay on the heather at her feet. Close to herchosen rock sprang a young birch, its supple gracea replica of her own; its drooping plumes, stirredby the breeze, dappling her blue dress with tiny
restle&r shadows. ^

V'as u sow- day-dream that so held her, Markwo] dercd, or v ure consideration for the trout thatne
. 3.i preeui .ably come out to catch ? Either wavher silence and abstraction had the effect of so in-tensilymg his own emotion that speech seemed

desecration. Besides-he had spoken already. Couldthere really be any need to tell her again how swiftly

so thTff^ fM*"^^ l^^P* ^°^ ^^^"^ ^'^ moorings^so that hfe held nothing, momentarily, but hisglorified vision of herself?
Last night the sound of her voice, echoing his own

stTove'r; ^tf'""''^
*^^ "^"^P^^^ ^' P-d-e thatstrove to curb his impetuous spirit, counselling delayIf only that confounded Miss O'Neill had given him achance whi e the glamour was on them both tie wholeUiing might have seemed less egregiously precipitateNow that he had schemed for halfL hoL's p fv^^^^^^^now that she sat there, only a few yards away seem-

'"^i^r^^™^ 1^ ^'' existence, a shiver of unceSy
chilled him. A fortnight ago to-day, while he anJMaurice were rambling in search of subjects, he hadbeheld her for the first time. For him that fortnight

rfo^rnX— ^^' "^' '-
'' -^'''^

But this sort of havering would never do. He wasa strong man, not unschooled in suffering, but littteused to be thwarted in his desire. And he did no?seriously expect to be thwarted now. DeUberate°vhe la,d as.de his fishing tackle, and leaning on oteelbow looked up at the girl, whose rock was setahttle higher along the sloping bank of the streamFor a few seconds he took his fill of her.from the
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coronet of her hair to the seductive curves of her
mouth and chin that made such tender atonement for

the cool directness of her eyes.

Still she did not move ; but her lips parted in a
small sigh, and the spell was broken. Mark rose and
planted himself before her.

" Miss Alison," he began—and could get no further.

"Well?" she asked with that distracting lift

of her lashes. " Is the precious tackle out of
gear ?

"

Her coolness almost angered him and gave him
sudden command of his tongue. " Tackle ? D'you
really suppose I came out here to catch trout ?

"

" You said so last night. And you seemed to be
making elaborate arrangements "

" So I ""'as—to get half an hour alone with you,"
he announced bluntly, and saw the ghost of a blush
creep up under her skin. He wanted simply to take
her in his arms without more ado. Instead, he sat
down close to the rock, plunged his hands in the
heather, and leaned towards her.

" I was trying to tell you last night. Didn't you
understand ?

"

"N-no. I thought the music and—the senti-
ment had rather carried you away."

" It was you who carried me away. The music
was a kind of safety-valve, that's all." He leaned
still nearer. " Bel—is there a ghost of a chance
for me ? Is it sheer conceit and impertinence on my
part to ask—so soon ?

"

" No—oh no." And suddenly she covered her
face as if the intensity of his gaze affected her like
strong sunlight.

He was silent a moment, watching her and crushing
the heather in his fingers. Then, very gently, he laid
a hand on her knee.

" What is it ? Tell me. I must know."
At that she dropped her hands. By chance or
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jp
^

'Ml

design one of them fell on his own and rested there.
Ihe hght contact sent electric thrills up his arm.
"That's just it," she said with her slow smile.
You must know. But we neither of us do—yet

It s been a wonderful fortnight. And if I haven't
travelled quite so fast or so far as you, that doesn't
mean "

" Of course it doesn't. I'm not such a conceited
ass as to suppose you could fall in love with me at
sight. But now I've spoken—isn't there any re-
sponse ?

"

"^

*u"i^^^^"'* ^°^ ^^^* ^^y ^ " ^^^ ^s'^ed lightly, and
the hand that rested on his moved in a just perceptible
caress.

'^

r
^o^,i^od's sake don't play with me !

" he broke
out, half angry again. " I'm in deadly earnest."

1 know That's just why one of us must try to
keep a cool head."

^

" Rot
!

You're simply fencing. Ard you haven't
answered my question."

" I'm trying to. But I'm half afraid ... to let
myself go. No-don't !

" She warded him off with
a gesture, but dehberately replaced her hand over
his. It s too sudden altogether. Wouldn't it be
wiser-for both of us-to .ait a httle ? You don't

•

really know me one bit."
He bowed his head and kissed the fingers that

sTmnlv w" r""-
'• ^ ^"°^ ^ ^^^^ y«"'" he said

simply, his deep voice low and controlled. " Andyou can say the same, that's enough for me. The
rest will be an enchanted voyage of discoverv."

Voyages of discovery are rather risky things,"
she reminded him. " And sometimes-they end insmoke. You see, you're not just any one. I'm out-^de your world; and—your mother doesn't hke

" Rot," he said again, with less conviction than
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" It isn't. I'm sure she wants you to marry Miss

Melrose. And I thought at first—you seem very
intimate."

"Naturally. Our intimacy began when she was
eight and I was twelve." He spoke looking out
across the stream. Something in him winced at her
allusion to Sheila in that connection. But it was
only fair on her to explain things; and he forced
himself to proceed. "Her people are our nearest
neighbours in Hampshire. Her mother's the sort
of person who subsists chiefly on fads and philan-
thropy—the kind of philanthropy that makes you
abominate charity and all its works. When we lost
. . . Ailsa, my little sister, Mother sort of annexed
Sheila, unofficially. But that doesn't imply—that
she expects me to do likewise. We're devoted to her
—both of us. She's a splendid little person "

; he
turned now and spoke with greater naturalness and
warmth. " Not very easy to know. But real, right
through. You're bound to love her. There—are
you satisfied ? " Without warning he slipped an arm
round her. ** Will you give me my answer now ? "
He felt her yield under pressure of his hand : then,

with a sudden enchanting simplicity, she lifted her
face to his

Presently she sighed
; pushed him from her a

little and looked steadily into his eyes—blue, like her
own, but a deeper, tenderer shade, shot through with
fine radiations of orange. Hers seemed still to hold
a question. His were purely exultant.

" Darling, we've done it now," he said under his
breath.

" Yes. I suppose—we have," she answered in the
same key.

" Suppose ? You're not going back on things, after
mat. Next question is—when will you marrv me '
Next week ?

"

^ '

Her flush, that had died down, mounted again,
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clear carmine, beautiful to see. " Oh, Mark ! Giveme a few minutes to realise it all. You're so im-
patient.^^ Such a boy. You make me feel . . . ages

' "Look here, I can't have you talking that sort of
rot he protested

; incorrigibly blunt, even in love.
It s morbid sentimentalism. You see, I'm the son

of a mother who doesn't know how to feel old at
titty. Boy,' indeed! You're a mere child yourself—the dearest in creation."

" No—no. I'm not a child," Her emphatic pro-
test rang true. " Perhaps your mother has kept the
bloom on life. Mine has never had any bloom on it,
worth mentioning. I was reared in a groove ; a very
virtuous groove ; and ... I didn't fit. I wanted to
feel and know and live ; to be something more than
a vegetable m a Wiltshire village. I knew I had
talents of sorts ; and I felt, if I could only get away
and have a fair chance, I might achieve something
worth doing, or, at least . . . meet a man worth
marrying. She spoke looking away from him across
the sun-splashed water. " The only brother I cared

i

about went off to the ends of the earth before he was
'

"IaK ¥1^ ^^^" °^^ ^"°"gh to go with him, I
wouldn't be here now !

"

"Poor darling!" He tightened his hold of her.
Dreadful calamity-isn't it-to be here now?

But^didnt your mother understand you—help
" Poor little mother. She did her best. My un-

conventional streak comes from her side. But she's
a very tame edition; watered down by an early
marriage with father, who's as conventional as ahigh road, but unfortunately not as broad ! Privately
I think she was half proud of me and half terrified ofwhat I might do next, like the hen in Hans Andersen.
It was father's pharisaical attitude towards my mild
vaganes that made me worse, till at last I kicked
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^

clean over the traces, demanded a reasonable allow-
ance (to my amazement, I got it), and went off to
London, to take the world by storm "

"Jo Miss O'Neill ?" Mark queried, a faint anxietym his tone. ^

"Oh no. Harry's a fairly recent phase. I boarded
with a friendly family in the second-rate theatrical
hne. That was my chosen road to achievement.
i3ut it didn't come off—worse luck."

" Nor the man worth marrying ?
"

Her eyes lingered in his. "Not to any great
extent

!
ihey were rather a mixed lot. And every-

thing seemed in league against me. I made no head-
way anywhere. Still—it was experience. It was

1 u I'^^ ^^^t
^""^ ^"^y' ^^*h^^ ^oy^ing or despairing,

to be dull. Each new phase seemed to be the dis-
covery of a new kingdom, till you found- you hadn't
the key There was the writing phase, the acting
phase, the American phase "

" America ? Why on earth ? "
" Oh, I don't know. The chance came. And the

notion attracted me. A bigger, fresher world : ex-
perience "

"You seem very keen on experience," Mark
struck m. " D'you mean knowledge—or simply new
sensations ?

" ^ ^

She hesitated. " After all-new sensations are aform of knowledge. The most interesting on earthId go almost anywhere to discover the feel of
things "

She stopped short, and Mark frowned into vacancy
1 or the first time he caught himself wondering how
old was she. s "»*

" / should say better be an ignoramus than a mere
connoisseur in sensati. ns," he remarked quietly.
iiut perhaps I missed your meaning ? "
" Perhaps there wasn't any meaning to miss ! I wastalking-rather at random." Then verv lightlv she
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lorUkS^ ^^^^"^* ""''• " ^-k-dearest, don't

deds^on"' ^.^^'""f"'*
t^Ik Jike that," he said with

?'i^\.
H°w ^ong were you in America ?

»

ButTf^^l^Z
'^'"''^^^ ?°* ^^^ P^^^^^^t always.

forVtim f n 7/'''* °^ ^°°^- I ^^^^ ^e«t homefor a time, full of fine resolves. But the poor thingssoon shnvelled up in father's atmosphere Then^
It was Harry to the rescue."
"And now it's Mark !

" With sudden fervour hecaught her to him. ''No more ' phases ' after this!

^Li iZ ?^^" ^^""^ y°"^ ^^^«d«"i and you;

yeaT- MXrtVC7;o;^^»-^' '- ''^^^'

Bell shook her head. " She doesn't like me."
Darhng, she doesn't know you. Mother mavhave her cranks and prejudices. But if there's^newoman on earth she can be trusted to love-?t's my'

"\t ^°" *° h^^ to-night."
^

No—no. To-night—there's Harry. It'll be a

sici-wS^r 7v'" ^^"* '^^' *- ^-' I -a' «o

She's T^ILr&T^Lf™^ ^'^ --^ --^-
"Poor soul," Mark said tenderly. "But I'mjeaous too. I can', share you with Miss O'NeiS^If It comes to a tug, youll have to choose between

and leamng agamst him, she closed her eves So

Tk^ptitf^I^^tf ^^T ^^"^^^^ -^ -f "--t-
V^thout f w^" ».^' f"^

^"^^'"^ ^^^^^d sacrilege,

foind tn V "'"^ ^^ ^'''^^ ^^^ ^^w^red lids andlound, to his surprise, that her lashes were wet



CHAPTER IV

" I am of a . age with each. What matter if my hair turns grey T
"

Sib Rabixdranath Tagohb.

That radiant day of summer, all too short for Mark
taxed to the utmost his mother's impatient spirit
that could bear any ill better than the ache of sus-
pense, sharpened by premonition of the worst.Marks off-hand manner of announcing the day's
programme to the breakfast-table in general confirmed
her own secret fear. And if he were really crazy
enough to speak the result was a foregone conclusion.
She would be asked to love, as a daughter, this alien
girl of whom she knew nothing except that she was
not the real mate of the real Mark.
At the thought, a horrid sense of helplessness oye--whelmed her. Open opposition would be worse than

tutile
:

yet smihng acquiescence was beyond her.Truth of intercourse-finest of all fine arts—was, forboth mother and son, a necessity of their natures.To It they owed that deeper intimacy not often
attained between one generation and another : butm the present dilemma, it would make things somuch harder for them both that dread almost out-weighed her longing for his return.
Breakfast ended, Ralph announced his intention

of carrying both girls off for a long walk. Keith
retired to the study with the Scotsman and aformidable pile of correspondence, leaving Helen toher own devices. Nothing she liked better, in normal
circumstances; for her devices were many and

34
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n!S?. J* * ^^"^ ^'}^ * «^°^*^y presence, impal-

Pmnlnnr X^f^y threatening. Archill sense^ofimpending disaster swept through her. She feltsuddenly tired
; oppressed by the dead weight of theyears that she carried with such vaHant elfsticity ofbody and spirit and heart.

^

sil^erid V"^^? °^
u^'.

^^^ ^^"^^ but scarcely
silvered her red-brown hair ; had pencilled fine linesbetween :ei Lrows and at the corners of her toosensitive n auth. But youth still triumphed in theeyes m the slender alertness of her figure, in theswift impulsion of thought and speech Yet sh^

te^tr'/f t-*'^
'^°^^ worlSrllfJtoo ttensely not to suffer moments of sharp reaction ; and

this was one. *

Hitherto, she had seen Mark's marriage as thechance of regaining a daughter. Now she saw it,

cried out that this was more than she could bear,m the pait twelve years, she had suffered loss on
loss, with a sort of fierce stoicism, the nearest ap"proach to resignation that one of her nature could
achieve. Now being a mere mother, she must stand
aside and V Itch him drifting on to the rocks

„n l!vTJ?
'^ T^ ^^^' ^^""^^S «^' ^^d' gatheringup her letters, she went in search of work? the un-

failing anodyne for every ill.

At that time under Keith's critical supervision,
she was translating Emile Faguet. She was also
studying Russian, with other transfations in viewand she had correspondents in all parts of Europe'many of whom she had never seen. But these
activities were fringes, merely, on the main work of
her hic-the revival of art;s and crafts and home
industries among Mark's people, and the linking up
of all similar efforts throughout the United Kingdom

Jret, tor all her activities and far-reaching aims,
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her true life had always been centred in her home
And she was content that it should be so ; content
to let outsiders dub her ' Victorian ' for refusing to
be swept into the maelstrom of modem restlessness

;

to let the ' progressives ' swirl past her—social re-
formers, seekers after new religions, new panaceas
for every ill

; content to find time for cultivating the
art of friendship, not merely in her own class, but
among Mark's tenants on both estates.

Leisure to possess her own soul and the hearts of
others was, for her, a simple necessity of life ; and
that very necessity, by limiting her sphere of action,
was half the secret of her influence and charm. Ideals
are uncomfortable things socially, but they have
the merit of keeping their owners fresh; and the
world's more strenuous workers found, in her home
atmosphere, a refreshment and inspiration worth
some sacrifice of activity to preserve in an age of
wholesale f xoeriment in life and art and religion.
Ihey might rate her for living in a backwater ; but
as intimacy grew, they realised that she was more
vitally in touch than themselves with the world's
greater issues

; that her uneventful days were rich
in experience, informed by a central purpose and an
unshaken faith in certain abiding truths—periodically
obscured and neglected, yet as certain to return, with
power, as sunshine after rain.

" When religion decays and irreligion prevails, then
I manifest Myself. For the protection of good for
the desti-uction of evil, and for the firm establishment
of national righteousness, I am born again and again "

Krishna's ancient prophecy, printed in gold on
an illuminated scroll, confronted her as she entered
her sanctuary. The scroll had been a birthday
surpnre

'
from Mark ; an achievement of school-

boy days when he was altogether her own ; and the
thought upset her equanimity afresh.
Look where she would, the room was full of him •
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a friendly intimate room, set in the bastioned tower
that dated from feudal times. But arrow-slits had
ong given place to unlimited light and air ; and,
like all rooms that are loved and genuinely lived in
It was quick with the personality of one who imparted
something of herself to the very chair she used and
the books and pictures on her walls. These last
were few and individual ; but of the books there
was no end. A catholic assembly, they climbed the
only bit of wall-space not occupied by the grate.
Ihey stood about invitingly in revolving cases ; and
a privileged company was piled upon the floor near
her chair. Keith often accused her of having an
untidy mind ; and the state of her room betrayed
her. The one tidy spot was the writing-table, which
she never used.
Over the mantelpiece hung an early portrait of

her husband, that might almost have been a portrait
of Mark. But Sir Richard's face was heavier than
his son's

; the brow more massive, the lower lip more
prominent. It was a shrewd, virile Anglo-Saxon
face, unillumined by the Gaelic strain that Mark had
from his mother.

Yet, throughout, Sir Richard had respected his
wife's ideals and enthusiasms, had smiled indulgently
over her panacea for the democratic peril, and had
allowed her a fairly free hand in the education of his
sons. So long as the heir of 'Wynchcombe Friars
remained a staunch Imperialist, he might be as con-
structive as he pleased ; and if there was the remotest
truth in Helen's convictions, let Mark stand for Win-
chester and air his views in Parliament. That had
been Sir Richard's practical contribution to the
subject.

But the Baronet had now been dead ten years;
and, so far, Mark had made no bid for Parliamentary
fame. Helen Forsyth had spent the first years of
her widowhood travelling in Europe with Keith and



UNCONQUERED
Mark, who gave promise of developing into a sculptor
of or.gmal,ty and power For his benefit, as an
artist, they had lived mainly in Florence. Rome, and
Greece, with a bias in favour of the first. For in the
great Florentine, young Mark had found the acknow-
{edged master of his own thoughtful yet fiery spirit.
iSut, for his education as a man. Lady Forsyth had
insisted on more than a nodding acquaintance with
the rest of Europe ; and finally Mark had spent two
years reading voraciously at Oxford, largely with
the art and labour problem in view.

Since his coming of age, he had devoted himself
heart and soul to sculpture and the management of
his estates. But the notion of Parliament still
remained m abeyance. The rise of the lawyer-
pohtician and the commercial magnate had intensified
his native distrust of democracy, while the increasing
narrowness ano bitterness of party spirit had effectu-
ally quenched his natural ambition to stand for thecounty of his birth. One Forsyth uncle already
represented the family. In Mark's opinion that

'^^rrVA^^'t'^^^f'-^^'^^ "°^ ^'' "^^ther had
quarrelled with his decision.

It was as artist and responsible landowner that she
longed to see him pre-eminent ; and every yearhe had given clearer promise of fulfilling her hopeAt seven-and-twenty there remained only the lastand most critical achievement—his marriage On
this score alone he had caused her more than one
nutter oi anxiety ; and now !

She clenched her teeth to keep back the futile
curse

;
and for the next hour or so, kept her atten-

tion chaired to the intricate task of transposing
Idiomatic phrases and fine shades of meaning from
one language into another.

It was nearly twelve when the door opened and
bheila appeared, bringing the Times and the mid-day post

:
Sheila, with a bright spot of colour in each
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check and a sniile that radiat- ^ sweetnesa and liaht
IIow on earth couJd M rk ? But that bitter!
useless question was taboo.
Her own smile was more natural than it had been

at breakfast
; but Sheila did not fail to detect the

lurkmg shadow in her eyes, nor the significant fact
that she did not eagerly tear open the paper and
plunge mto the latest letter from Belfast.

'' Mums, haven't you spent enough of this glorious
morning grinding at Emile Faguet ? " she said,
kneeling down and laying a hand over the open page.You look tired—worried."
"I am worried," Lady Forsyth admitted with a

direct look, and Sheila's colour ebbed a little.
'* Unhappy, are you—about Mark ? " she asked

very low.
'' Yes. Haven't I reason to be ? "
"But, Mums—she seems a very sweet person.

And li' he cares "
'' My dear, you're as bad as the rest of them."

4.U ^t, ^°^^y*^* w»s so rarely impatient with her
that Sheila set her lips a moment before venturina
further. ®

Well, you know, she is extraordinarily attrac-

I don't see it."

!! i^"'.*
*^^*' perhaps, because—you won't see it ?

"
Sheila !

"

" Dearest—I'm sorry. But surely he must know
her better than we do, because—he cares. And you
don t give her a chance if you shut your heart against
her. It's so unlike you. And it will be very hard
on Mark ... if she "

" Oh, child, be quiet !
" Championship from this

quarter was intolerable ; and setting her hands on
the girl's shoulders she gave them a gentle shake.
Ihere s no call to waste any of your sweet pity on

Mark. If he speaks to-dav—an

tive.

" Is she ?
4(

-and I have a horrid

h

H

^^
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feeling he will-she^s not likely to refuse him. And
that s all he cares about at the moment. I'm not
being unjust to him, dear. I'm facing the truth

;

which IS sometimes quite as difficult as facing cannon.
But-well, I can t talk about it. You talk, instead.You haven t told me half enough yet about India,

ri htT''
^*~^''°'^*^"^ happened out there. Am I

The girl nodded, looking seaward. " I've been
wanting to tell you and yet rather shirking it. Thisone—hurt me a good deal."

" Another ' poor thing ' ?
"

4.u'y^^'
^^^^ ^^^^^ -would call a worm. The

third in two and a half years! I begin to beashamed of myself. And-a little afmid too."She paused. 'Mums because I'm not a wobbler
myself, will it always be the wobbhng men who insiston clinging to me ? Shall I perhaps be driven by this
troublesome law of opposites to choose between
marrying some pitifully lovable ' poor thing ' or-never
marrying at afi ? Not lively alternatives-are thev ^ "
Lady Forsyth's hand slipped from the girl's

":tL'?^ "^^*- "^-"^^'
' ^^p^ i*--'t

i~^ J ,

hesitated and coloured a Httle, "I would
feel desolate

. . . without children. Am I verv
premature ? " * ^ very

. . .

ch^elf^
^ orsyth drew her close and kissed her warm

"You're very woman," she said. "And Fatemay have better things in store for you than themost importunate wobbler of them all. I hope vou

pXe'sfo?.''*^^'
^''' ^'^^ "^"'^ "^'"''^'^'^y th^^ his

Sheila shook her head. " I simply couldn't. Theydo tug badly at my heart-strings. No denying it
"

I suppose that means he's still hanging on?
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And hurting you every time he gives a fresh tug ? A
fine exhibition of mascuhne selfishness !

"
" Mums, he doesn't reaUse it hurts. And—he has

so much against him : if you only knew "
'* Well, I want to know." Pushing aside her manu-

script she drew a low stool close to her chair, and
Sheila settled down on it, with a small sigh of content
" Now tell me. What has he against him ? "
" Loneliness and poor health ; and an ugly httle

desert station at the end of nowhere ; and hating
the country—and—and drink !

"
" DarUng I You've outdone yourself this time !

"
Sheila turned quickly. ''Please stop bothering

about me, and be sorry for him. You would be, if
you'd seen him. So worn and saUow ; though he's
barely thirty. Clever—very. Too many brains and
too few convictions, I used to tell him. And then,
there had been a girl—when he was home on his first
leave. She made violent friends with him: drew
him on till he lost his heart to her ; only to find that
she had dehberately used him as a stalking-horse
for another man, who afterwards turned out to be
married already. He heard that she went off with
him in spite of it, but that he can't believe. A dismal
tale, isn't it? The trouble was he couldn't stop
loving her, even though he knew she was worthless—"

"Until he found inmy beautiful Sheila the privileged
bit of sticking-plaster to mend his heart ! " Lady
iorsyth interrupted her with a to\ich of heat. " I
wonder he had the face to tell you "

"He didn't tell me till I'd refused him—twice.
Ihen we had a long talk and he poured out all his
bottled-up miseries. And I wasn't only a bit of
sticking-plaster. He'd already stopped loving her.
Uo be fair to him. Dearest. You're in a wicked
mood to-day !

"

"I've never been in a worse. And the tale of
your latest ' poor thing ' isn't^exactly a specific for

I

J It
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by confidences ?
»"*"'*"*' ^^" "fusals followed

soo^Wn^'faresf '''I^^^.^'^h'™^*
"-*<' '" " »'ow.

Ralph didn't But " ov^tn T"'* "PP™^^'
Seldon—begged nie\nl,.T^'*'* '™»- He—Mr.
altogether fSt I slid he^^hf '?/'^'" '^ o^"
But the thing thatl-ive^f*

^"'^ °°«« » "'<»'*''.

diary than a letter ^IL^ °/* ','''* *" intimate
isn't drinking-!^ ke kflZ ^'i^^ «"»»• And he
compact It began in I baH^f i"^*'

P"* °^ *e
one to notice; noZe to care H.f" rj"''"^ "^
man never reahses till il i. 1 *** '"^^ t^e average
that what hete^^Vole^of wf^"'

""""'•^ "^o"*'

more often the voic nf ^ll
conscience is much

bis 'other pt;ie'rHe*^"P^P''>:».' Sonow-I'm
writes quite honestly about it k' ""'t

"^^ ^^
slips back again he sav« h^Mi 1.

" ^''" ^ 'eaUy
everything.-There rThat.i^,^*°P ^^^^ »»<> "huck
happier now it's out Youm^/iu' ""'V^^*'

I'""

have done just the s^ZyoTlm^ "'
' ""* y°"''»

For answer. Lady Forsvth m,t k ^i.
and kissed her feVventlv "n '"™' '"""d her
please to your poor thinir ^ ? t? ®°8«''« »« you

'""^ciitCr""^^^^ "'• " '"
X coman t, Sheila answered snfti,r " t. j—go without."

"avverea soltly. I'd sooner

if thefts:: It:^ htvete^Sr^'!" ^^'* "'
vejy soon Sheila spoke agai^^' thoughts. But

and cr^t?L'tTstT^- f'^ '"'""^ "^ "ts
machinery's gaimW IrZZ 7 '"terested. He says
cheapening and^nfedL^^ ^"'"''^ '^^^ «» India

;

thecraftsmaXovTn wfwT''y"^8 ^^ ki'W
here. I had a LTter ^strda;'" »"' "'^"T °^^
Indian designs for carvfn» r^'

?\cnc'osed somes » lor carvmg. I must show you."

I
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shon'Tn"!!*?
^'*'^ *^"™' ^"d thenceforward

The^V^r^st^^^^^^^^^^
^'°™ *h« field,

on^ hl^f 1 • .
It When the gong sounded for lunchand half the interminable day was gone

Lunch would be rather an effort. Helen's eacerinterest m the panorama of life made it a matte^ofcourse that she should lead the talk at table and shewas m no mood for it to-day

KeTth^'who^hfn'^'
^''""^ ^"""^^ ^P^'^d the trouble.

n/Jr ^^"^ ^" uncanny knack of divining her

Sv tf.^'7 ^'"^'^ ^^*h ^ b°°k that had^rived

tork %T^ P^'*/^^^
I?f

^^ h^^^« °f his morSng'swork. His feigned mabihty to part with it was

ttTeS: " '"'"" *^ "^^ ^* *^« main topicTf
" Calls itself an Essay on the Confusion of the Arts »

he said, placing a spare knife between the leaves.I ordered it for Mark on Stoddart's recommendationBut I'm mclined to think it really be^^s to vou*

LitX;nh:k"r^^ °' ^^"' pet conv^S
i^isteu nere. The kmfe was removed. " ' Of coursethe present movement may continue indefinitely wemay have ideas of education still more undisdphWa still more pathological outpouring of fiction

^'

ll f:Vt ^^^rr^-g ofhfe anVhterai^" maygo on for ever. But we should not count upon itReactions have been known to occur, and they haveoccasionally been sudden. The w^ld ma7 evlnnow be threatened with a subliminal up4h of

r^T^?^ '^'%^^^^y^^ disconcerting the Cospectmay be to Mr. Bernard Shaw and his foUowe?s ButS Ynd'
^"°' ^-^'^thing depends on ieader^Ship, and one can never tell whether the riaht-

persons will take the trouble to be born '

»

^
f},af

''''1^, ,!''''''^' *hey are notoriously lazv in

ihn.i.r'Pf* ^ ^""^y ^«^«yth struck i^ wfth achuckle of appreciation. "I hke your new friendAny more gems of that quahty ? " ^
4
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"Several. Ah, here we ar<> n««'*

to recognise your own voi^e »*Anv ^u""
'*«™

» stand for vital and I°,mo„ * °"^ ^""^ "akes
down as a mire Cl^T? ^P'^'^nfation is set

may find himsdf^t^r I
^^^^""'^- whereas he

forforn hop^not 'tu TJo^
""'•'"

¥'.'' '^"^^
P^

"

and pseudo-s"°en"r '""'^^Vrf'"""'. """^^t^"'"*

illusiL above Tnforming~ Z'^r "'f
^"'

symmetrv, is to s^f +Ko / • • '
^."ggestion above

the t^uTI; s'^e'nty't/eTe'Jfow fn^n"'
''"^^''"' ""J^

And there still rpm»;„ . •
'" ^''^ opposite camp,

other e^p who aTn™!'^'",
""regenerates in the

Man."
^ " Praymg for the rediscovery of

Folyth * " TO^nJr- ''°" \' """"ured Lady
thing milder w 11 saTnfr *^^"''' ^'^ ^™'d "o^
At that Ra^h looked UP S^*''hP^"'=°"* P"""

a wilderness of VhSr. ^"'^ T ""^ mayonnaise. In
could understand "'"'"''' ^''' "^^ ^°"^tW"g he

salviti^^'don'^yL^S^^**" " ''"^'y ^°™ o^

i
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The meal over, they adjourned to the shade of three
ancient pines on the terrace ; but very soon Ralph,
who was frankly bored, persuaded Mona to come
out on the loch, and Keith's contentment was com-
plete.

The new book lasted them till tea-time. Then,
as none of the wanderers re-appeared, he was per-
suaded to fetch his translations and lead them to
the audience of two for whom they had probably
been written, if the truth were known. It was
sometimes said of Macnair that men delighted in his
lectures almost as much for the quality of his voice
as for the lucidity of his thought : and to-day, when
instrument and music were in perfect ^ord, the
effect on Helen's troubled, sensitive sp . was all

that he could have desired. She possessed in full
measure the artist's gift of surrender to a mood.
Sheer beauty of thought and language, serene and
splendid harmonies, drawn from the discords of life,

stirred her like organ music; and for Keith her
abstracted silence was the quintessence of praise.

Sud'^'^nly, round a bend of the loch, a white sail
dipped into view :—and the spell was broken. Keith,
who had seen it also, still read on ; but he no longer
had the ear of her spirit. She was simply listening
for the sound of Mark's i tstep—and another.
To her relief the scrunch of gravel, when it came,

plainly bespoke masculine boots. Then the two men
appeared round the corner of the house, and Mark
waved his stick. Bobs, who had been left at home,
flung himself headlong on his recovered master with
Httle sobbing squeals of joy ; and, for one wild moment,
hope revived in Helen's heart.

" Well, you three look jolly comfortable there,"
Mark greeted them, as he came up ; and it was
Keith who answered him. His mother seemed to
be looking for her scissors. One glance at his face
had sufiRced.
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CHAPTER V
" ^' ^°^* •* "^y be said, the more unearthly th« ,. • •"utjuriniy, the more invisible."

minutes' breathinrsnace 1;^f^*' ""^^ ^^ ^ few
Keith called '' thTbmve old w'

^""'"^
"i^^

*^^* ^^^^
was still far from her Ih^Tt"^ °^ acceptance »

the truth till sh^ saw^t ifM^^i^,"^
""* ^^^^ ^^ced

her pulses still throbbed ^event k-^^'" •

^""^ "^^^^
at the door.

unevenly his voice sounded
" Mother, can I come in ? " k« i j

next moment stood before her « „i
'^^"^

'
^^d the

of victory.
"""^^ ^^^""^ glowmg embodiment

nff^.K^"^'"^*'"^**^"^^' Mums,"he said -T', u ,

He broke off as if Mh T'*' ^^^'"S '««k ''

with her th:u;hV'F;^1eXirar"*"''•' «°"'^'-
endured the chiilenginrscS^ YS ' """'^ ^he
"Mother, what's upT'^''?,;"^ '"*.g«'=«'- Then:
voice. "Aren't you BoinAo ^^' '°, " "^^^>ou going to congratulate me ? "

46
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She drew in a steadying breath. He had given her
a cue that made plain speaking a shade less difficult.

" My darling boy," she said quietly, " I've never
played at pretences with you and I can't do it now.
You admit this has been sharp work. And, honestly,
I wish you had waited. I should have thought better
of your judgment and the quality of—your love."
He frowned sharply. '* I didn't come here for a

preachment. The last thing one would expect from
you. I suppose it means you've taken one of your
prejudices against her."

"Dear, I don't know her yet. No more do you."
"Well, anyway, I love her. Strikes me that's the

straightest road to knowledge. And as she loves
me- »>

" Did she tell you so, Mark—quite unmistakably ?
"

" Well, of course," he retorted with rising temper ;

and was suddenly confronted by the realisation that
Bel had done nothing of the kind. The discovery
made him angrier than ever ; but there was no un-
truthfulness in him. " I don't know about un-
mistakably. You don't expect a girl to make pas-
sionate declarations. Isn't the fact of her accepting
me proof enough for any one ?

"

" /5 it ? " Lady Forsyth had herself in hand now,
and she could not forgo her one chance of candour
even while she perceived the futility of reasoning with
a man in his exalted state. " Don't you realise that,
in your case, there are . . . other factors. Your
position, your title

"

"My—? Great Scott!" he stood speechless.
The thing had simply not occurred to him. Title
and position were, for iiim, as much a matter of course
as the hair on his head. Then, as surprise subsided,
anger flared up again. " Upon my soul. Mother, I
don't know what's come to you. One would hardly
think it was from you I'd learnt to credit people with
the best motives. Are you trying to insinuate that

4
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flash oVimp^tieScf"''^';'; 'f-TPt"". -ith a
to you if youwt Jet m^IT ^ "*''" ""y^^'f «'«'
that you(sudd:S inL'tualt'lVer caTit'

'r

"

really in love S Vk^
"ove with you when she is

attracted-—" ^ ^^^ '^''°'<= ">'"«
! flattered-

was 'Tl'' « » r'* '
^ """ ^*°* h^ar you." Therewas

j
ain as well as anger in the orv " v j ,

understand her. You won't trvf^' .
^°" '*°" *

You're simply je«Sour.pre^^5iced""And*'f
''"•

counting on you-oh, conLidTail—.'J ^ ^"^

srtSSHS-n^^^^^
onl5i^e:^£iSS??----wn
lips compressf

; "Kc"; stL^eTa^ht'^ '
••-

to^5th'r:et^,^ !iJSin"?rh,nr?-= "-

shaken, unshXb'e t^rvfi'^
P*^.'' ^*"'' '"'««' " "•>-

or do. Henetits inflmf5"""?
^'^*- ^'^^" ™ght say

to be said. It has been Hiffi u ,
'^ "° ™ore

ail at such a moment—

"

™°"Sh to speak at

fla:hKn1tp*:„''h°er^°^.'t''^'1.^°" '-«-'" he
in shaking my faith-in i,„ v ?*''^" * succeeded
shine out of the Lnli^H ^°? ''^ °°'y **k«" the
any consolation to y^„T^

^^^ "^ "^ «^«-i' that's
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Without giving her time to answer he swung out

of the room ; and the trivial fact that he refrained

from slamming the door seemed cruelly to emphasise

that his words had not been spoken in temper, but
wrung from him by the bitterness of disappointment

and hurt pride.

For a time she remained as he had left her, sitting

very still and upright, looking into vacancy. Then
she covered her face and bowed her head upon the

carved end of the sofa. But no tears came. She
would not suffer them. She was still too angry with

Fate, with Mark, and, above all, with the girl who
had so transformed him. And tears, after forty,

hurt too poignantly to bring relief. She was suffering,

merely, and realising the power of those words,

spoken by them both in the heat of the spirit, to

injure the finer fabric of their lives. Between two
natures equally frank and fiery, lightning flashes of

temper were inevitable ; but never before had they

revealed such threatening depths of division. Worst
of all, that division could not be hidden from others.

The fact and the reason would be obvious to them all

:

a thought intolerable to her sensitive pride that

shrank from scrutiny even of sympathetic eyes.

And to-morrow—and to-morrow ?

The ghost of a shiver ran through her. Life with

an estranged Mark and an unloved daughter-in-law

was the last impossibility. She was a fool to have
spoken while the ardour and thrill of possession were
so fresh upon him. Yet, had she kept silence, he

would eventually have forced the truth from her.

It was the price of her proudest achievement ; but

it cannot be said that she paid it willingly

At this point her thoughts were checked by the

sound of his footstep. She might have known he

would come. Instantly she was on her feet : her

heart too full of relief for any thought of what she

should say.

i\
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and caine in. ^ *^ ^' ''^ ^"^'led the handle

pJn'' He"'^cL'e1tfr;ht°11 '"l
'"^ ""' -* tKe

hands on h.r shouldm "^th ''"„''"'* »«' both
s»id simplv. "I Zl\ .

"°ther I'jn sorry," he
expect unfkirness from you " * °"* ''°«*"'t

Darling, it was clumsv of m. t j jto be unfair," she ans3J -^ '^''" "««"
" But it's SLWaysl^^Z'. ^ffP.!"« ^' ''"'^
couldn't insult you M^ t^J"'^^-

''"*"'<^«° "». I

^
"And it didn^ L^eVort

y '"""""'*'^^-"

Aer ?
" * y^" that you were insulting

visibly.
°' "» ^""^ Lady Forsyth winced

"Mums, don't be a fool » h. . ,1 •

tenderness, gently Dres.in^ 1.' J^^
^^''^^ ^^^^ gruif

" If you're |oin7trs4Kh ^^ ?" *° *^^ ^^^a.
;;it's not^-eafou^ytXX'^ ^'-^ J-lous—'^

On. fl'^^l*
*^^ ^^"Ce is it ?

"

neithJr^oK S^^Llc'f '^'^ ^^'- b"t

businesV'^ f?:^;^^^r o^'^^^^ 7/ f
^^ ^^^^ this

dishke and distrust her "h. r^ r""^^ ^oing to
The trouble is, she susn'r^pJc

Position's impossible.
But of course i told hefft

' f^T^^^ ^^ ^^e sort,
simply mt/./ be good to her %l

'''*' ^°*^^^' you
pretty rank time of [t wfth hi '''""' *^ ^^^^ ^^^ a

;;
In what way ? " ^ ^^"^ °^" people."

;;
DVou really care to hear ? »

eerns your "f^tlt'''
''""^ ^°" ^^^^^^ ^er past con-

Mark grimaced induWntlv «« r„ uand take a little decent iWr^cf • ^f^ */«" drop me
" I'll try—if von'll^-

^'^t^'^^st ^n her ?
"

y ^* you II give me a chance! What abouc
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I've often

He told her, in clipped phrases, pacing to and fro,
as his habit was when moved or trying to express his
thoughts. He seldom sat down except to eat or
read; and always seemed most completely himself
when squarely planted on his feet.

His version of Bel's very mixed experiences

—

glorified inevitably—failed to dispel his mother's
instinctive sense of something lacking in the girl,
precisely what, it was too soon to tell.

" Poor child 1
" she said, when he had finished.

" I wonder—how old is she ?
"

Mark frowned. "I haven't the remotest. We
didn't exchange birth certificates. About five-and-
twenty "

" More than that."
" Well, if she was forty it would make no earthly

difference," he retorted. " The point is—will you be
decent to her, if it's only for my sake ? She doesn't
seem ever to have had a home worth mentioning.
I want her to feel she has a real one here."
She sighed and rose to her feet. " Darling, I'll

do my best." A deep metallic sound vibrated
through the house—" Good gracious I There's dinner
and I haven't changed."

" Who cares ? You look awfully sweet in that blue
thing. Come along."
He slipped a hand through her arm and led her

out on to the landing. But at the head of the stairs
he paused. A vision of Sheila skimming down the
lower flight reminded him sharply that there were
others to be told. There were also congratulations
to be endured.

" I say, Mums, you might go ahead and break the
ice," he said, giving her a gentle forward push. " I
feel most beastly shy of tht^m all."

Shyness was the least part of her own acute dis-

I
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m

comfort
; but the obedience* «f ««,;<• •

to that of a wdJ-trained mnf h ^^ *' ^' '^°*^'"«

to do his biddiL ^H u^"""'
^°

l*^^
^'*^"t before

not have had ^oth'Sie.^'fnlTa't:' b'^^'quest, followinff uoon hi/ .oc i

^""^.'^^ '•<^-

seemed to briiiff her nearer i k- ?u * comphment,
for days. ^ "^^'^^^ *" ^^"^ ^*^«n she liad feit

din^el, "flat'oured ' J;^;; T' ^^^^^' ''^^^ ^-^d
singularly unZpetisTnLJr^^^ congratulations, a
attftude L^^Tht"^r Han^K^^^^Amongst the others also hT f„if •

«°nffss.

lack of genuine sympathy^; the :'rZd7ufT'~''word 'congratulation' woe ' ?"^ *he obvious

absence, l^re ace dlf ,
^^"^P^^uous by its

Of a sudden he et'^vUV"^^^^ ''
f''^'

than a little aggrieved tha^ )^^u^'
'*' ^"^ '""^^

should have added fhl ^^ r .
happiness-which

roc.i. ^ ph "iS.1^"t:'"l''?P'='' <'•'«% out of the

proposedBridgeMfi'' ^'^'V". '^ ^'ndow-seat,

and Maurice proeeeded,„"' '"fhout ceremony

their^lack of svmn»IL .1
**" ""'^ ''^ suspected

nature swer^eVtas^Bd*^ C^! ^'^ <"''''^'-»

and decided to go to th^ rL *!iT^ " "P »' '»«»

wouldbe weleofe ^Tnfc^Srt^lTnat'X"
'^"^^ "'

to the^ft?x|an:e:ft:"r-*'°*''^^-;' he «nou„eed
unlocked if iClate" ^*- -^~^« ^"""ething

f -I
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He wnnder<Hl--would Keith offer to accompany

him r But Keith made no move.
In the hall his happy imp- -Vas checked by the

recollection of Harry-prooa.
. antagonistic and

quite certain to speak her mmd without reserve.

iml^ff^^'^i? ,

Wearance might only make things
uifhcult for Bel. He felt checked at every turn.Oh damn it all

!
" he muttered aloud, and in

dowSrs '^* ''^"^*'* ^'^^^ °^ ^^^'^^ "^"""""'S "'^'^^y

The light, falling on her from above, burnished theoutward sweeping waves of her dark hair, made

^^r.«7H ^k""^''"''"' ,°f
^'' ^y^'' ^"d luminously

caressed the curves of her face, that, hke her voice,was at once clear-cut and soft. Her high-waisted,
silver-grey gown added a cubit to her stature ; andMark, watching her unperceived, was smitten afreshby her natural wild-flower grace, the very antithesis
of Bel s more exotic charm. Seen thus. Sheila lookedno less than beautiful ; but Mark's mind, just then

Sheilas championship, the girl would have twice
the chance with his mother.
Straightway he resolved on a direct appeal, andgoing quickly forward, planted himself on the mat

one hand grasping the balustrade.
She started and came to a standstill two steps

- WK f '•

'°
V'''*

*^'^^^ ^y^^ ^^^e al'nost level.

o«^ i^ i'^ Vl ^""V^
waiting me ? " she asked,and he thought she looked paler than usual, but

perhaps it was only the light.
"No. / am though," he said, with his usual

directness Are you frightfully busy? Or fright-
fully bored with me and my engagement ? "

eyes "Why V^
^'"'^^ '^' * ^"^^^^ flickering in her

n»'i'f^^"'
the rest seem to be. And Mother wasqmte upset. I had no end of a scene with her."

M\
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Ja m °^ ''^'^f^ '
" ^^^"^ murmured distressfullv

Which ? Her or me ? "
Her pallor vanished. " Mums, of cour^jp <5fni

" I'd love to."

Ik ^°^1\^ "*''" """"gh in this ?" he said

shone out wit&YusS: as STT'?'*'"/"^^^

TnTf K» °. ''* *"* t° come round in timeTo doubt .t were a poor compUment to Bel. "he
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reminded him ; and he wondered how he had over-
looked that obvious truth.

Only once she spoke of herself. "You know,
I'm afraid," she said, "however well things turn
out, Mums will never quite be able to put her in my
place. And I'm also afraid . . ."she hesitated and
looked up at him, " that I wouldn't have it other-

>*wise

*'No more would I," he agreed, with sudden
fervour. "You belong—to us both. And you
always will."

When, at length, darkness and falling dew drove
them in, she had charmed him completely from his
mood of vague doubt and irritation. But for the
new name on his hps, and the stir of excitement in
his veins, it whs almost as if they were the Mark
a ^ Sheila of a month ago : almost—but not quite.
in the hall he held out his hand. "I'd rather

not go in there again. Tell them I haven't gone
out, will you ? '* he paused. " I'm a rotten hand
at saying things. Sheila. But, somehow, you've
made everything look different. And you'll square
Mother all right. I can trust you."
He grasped her hand harder than he realised ; but

she bore it without wincing.
" Yes, Mark," she said, " you can trust me. I'll

do my very best."

And none knew better than he the measure of her
very best. He ran upstairs with a lighter heart
One could rely on Sheila, though the heavens fell

;

and his doubts—as she had said—were an injustice
to Bel, who would probably twist them all—including
his mother—round her little finger, once she set
herself to the task. His last thought was of their
meeting on the morrow. But it was Sheila's face,
softly radiant in the lamplight, that perversely
haunted his dreams.

^1



* CHAPTER VI

Both gr«,e and SClt.ir/,^^«f" -=•>««,
• • •

Thou n^kest ,.„,.. ^.'Jl^ -<^Z^^T

'

a terra-cotta study of cltl,' ""^ng's work-
his vision of Bel undeV the w'7 ''"°"' '"'P"^ by
very mixed memories whf„r*'^f °° ^^^^ day of
tlian two weekt^o ''^"""^ '"'''''*«'>' •»<>«
The small statue clntcin .„ ..

plicity of treatment wa 1 „?rfe
' T'^K ""^ «»-

as unlike the bulk 7f wSlff **""§ °^ "^ '^i-'d ;

studies as Bel's whole aH^^d^ toTf"'
'""^"^^""^

h.s own. Every li„e of I't rested ,hi
"** ""'^'^

the girl's cool deliberate native rest^l'^y^'
'^'" *'

lessly questing brain *"* """ "ease-

note of his art. Alreadt h.
*^' .*^^* ^^« *he key-

rebellions rather as a serie3Tft^^^^^
her spasmodic

implied no deep quesLwn? if^^'^i
^'^^'^^'^^ that

ledge. She waL^ot fSe^r^^^^^^ ^^ ^"°^-
Almost he suspected her of hJ '

^'^^ ^'^^ ^'Neill.
life. But doubts and d?l -'"^ ^'^ ™pressionist in
charm still he^ and w'uM n^^^^^^^
hold-irrespective of anvthfn Ku^^^l^ <^«ntinue to
do. Incidentally! sL wIsT^^^^^^^ '^' '"^^h* he or

y. sne was provmg herself an ad-
u8
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mirable model. This was the third morning he had^ctimised her and she was still enduring^ it wi?hthe patienee of a Griselda ; still sittmg, s! she had

ZV^f,?:
^"""^

^.''"'V?^ ^ ^^'^S ^°^ «tooI at the farend of the room m a blue wrapper with falhng sleevesthat revealed her arms. I^lbows on kneis. chincrad ed m her hand-was she thinking, dream ng ormildly bored? He would have asked her IJ^dfheybeen alone. But Lenox was ensconced in the deeowmdow-seat behind him, working at a post-impres^
s omst pastel-a challenge to Mark's insistence onthe classic note.

" Xired-are you ? » he asked instead ; and shegave him a sidelong glance with the slow hft of herlashes that still stirred him, though he knew it now
for a conscious trick of manner. - Could you hang

collapse ? ''
*''" °'^"'^*'' ^^*^°"* ^ «^"«"^

ifr
^ *^°^!^-3^st

;
if I may have a cigarette when

1 ?T- Y^'^'-^'
^"" '^^ ^'^^^^ held ridiculously

old-fashioned opimons on that subject, and a cigarette
just before lunch was the depth of demoralisation.

1 call that taking a mean advantage," he re-

ea'rned it."'

'^*^°"* ''^'"*^-
" ^^* ^ ""^^ ^^^'^^

.f
" 1^^'^/."^*^''''''^ admission

! And the prospect
ot getting It is more sustaining still I

"

T i?^'' r^'V
P^°^°^ative smile made him confoundLenox for being present, which was precisely whatshe intended. Then, with a sigh of resignation sheso to speak absented herself, and her gfze reverted

to a large and vigorous bas-relief that occupied thecentre of a deep wall-shelf right before her
It was a recent achievement: a thing of signalbeauty and power as magnificently impetuous asthe figure on the table was gracious and controlled.

nn ?K f^f fu- ^e?**^
^^ ^ ^'^^^^ self-immolated

on the deck of his blazing barque in a storm off the •

I.

Hi
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rest was a whirl of w^rTh^ff rV ^^l^'cated. The
scrolls of smot a^ ttL^^^^^^^^^^ f^^

waters.

wreathed and devoured iTdfornetsZ^'' *'"*
a Valkyrie with winged helmetTmi Uf?A

^^'* P'"'"'^'

high on the crest offwave doI^H ^f 'P^*''» '°^«
flight to Valhalla when h?; IT ' M'* ''^''^' ^°^the
should have fini^hld^^ists^TghT 'I^JT'

^^^^
finished yet. Raisrvl nr, „„. ii!* , .

"'' '* ^^^ not
ward, his long lOTkrb?«rH .?''"'• ^' '"^"'^ fl>">8 «P-
abro^bytTewi^d H?. °1 fyebrows were blown
stroke o/deat? than rJ.-

"* '•'" *° ''* ^^^^^g '-h"

between the god's of fire a„T?«
'" the m^j,,ti/j^^,

by his mighty s^oundfnat tw'^ ?'""'«'' ^'^"^'d
flesh and b™ia„~w£in . J*^lf«

^'•^™«°t "^
splendid figure" of defl:ne:ra"'s™bJ%T?"*

^^
oeived and wrousht of til

SJ""™', finely con-
conquered spiraof man Th»w "''^"";"8 ^^^ "°-
the inner sig'^fie^crofhisT?^^

for M„k, ,^ ^een
his sheer joy in tte ^wiH ^f T*'.*'''"'^

^""J •'^yond

quenchlesisUk of hCi til?' ^T^"^ ^^^^ °°«
point of stiuLss in ttSsr" '"' "'"'^^ ^» '^e

befnyrfel^orslt"?''^ f '* ''« ^ad scarcely

spurt of fnspton hidS him
""*'' ","<• ^' ^^

ft^t-time oi'e day" tTfoS^XTo^^7ei^mo'''^The thmg was unquestionably his^LTLv °™"«-
yet. He had nut moi.» „f u-

'"*,™«st achievement
any work of C Cds • an?f '"*°

i*
'^ ^'o

-- craves thatZ ^^orrsat^^t^S
hert'Sudr'Asller^T*^ ^'•^" "^'^ ^e showed
realised she was J2, f ' '"""P* *•>«* ^^e had not
hoped he was notStheT"^ * «T"'' "«<> she

=> uoi one ot the too uncomfortable kind.

.J;;?—-
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He had promptly reassured her by waiving all claim
to genius and promising not to be * uncomfortable *

if he could possibly avoid it. A faint, very faint,
twinge at his heart had been loyally ignored ; and
before long she had charmed him—almost—into
forgetfulness that it had ever been there.

Still, it could not be said that they made swift
progress in intimacy. One day she would seem
exquisitely near him, and the next would slip dis-
tractingly out of reach. At first this had puzzled
him. Then he suspected it of being deliberate ; and
suspicion was tinged with resentment. He neither
understood nor appreciated the feline element in-
herent in certain women. Nor did he relish the sus-
picion that at times Bel could, and did, play upon him,
as a skilled musician plays upon an instrument ; that
she could even exasperate him to the point of fury
without losing an iota of her charm. That charm
she was at small pains to exercise on the other
members of the household, except in the case of
Maurice and Ralph. With them it was instinctive,
simply ; with the rest it would have been something
of an effort, which apparently was not worth making.
As regards Lady Forsyth—though Sheila had been

better than her word—things did not, so far, look
promising. Just at first, for Mark's sake, t' e two
had made a genuine effort at friendhness ; ut on
both sides the effort was so much more in evid nee
than the friendliness that they very soon found the^ a-
selves tacitly avoiding any attempt at intimate tah^.
For this unhappy state of things Mark, not unnatur-
ally, blamed his mother rather than Bel. She, after
all, was the older woman. A convincing lead from
her might have worked wonders; but the very
sincerity he had always so loved in her had now
become a stone of stumbling. That he could under-
stand, being cast in the same mould. What he
secretly resented was her bUndness—wilful or other-

5
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wise—to Bel's charm • tn fk
ness m her that^uW oit Z%*""?r>'' »<««»-
freely in an atmosphere ofS^n^tK f""'"*'

'''°'«>™
h.s mother's most notableX »-• *''P'"^''"*'°"'
counted on this, he now ^L S"" 1?"^'^ ^'^
fear of hurting her and m!£^ *° ""''^ but for
bridled his tongue' with tt"* "".****" ''""e. he
found himself a^idinTocci^^LnTf" *'"'* ''*' '°°'
H.S people, it seemed, coSld n„f

''*"°"^ t""'-
assimilate Bel : while R.p,,^.."*' °' ^uld not
taiplied that she wt in^„':''°!« ""'tude polite!^
But they three-his mS ^K^i.

"°* .*''" ?«•?'«
were so closely Unked ^hl'- -^ ""^ Sheila—
that it was hU to ,e? how mT" '"''"''*' » ««
thanselves when it cme to th^ '•'! '^°"'<' '«n8e
And he intended toT^^^'lPT "^ "»"'«««.
was an unsatisfactory state of „^- *" ^"Sagement

suddenly, eonsXn^w" S'" !?
"P'" ^e said

again for another fritiil7^,„"'<*..?«PPi»g back
you a second longer Sh,. ^t^l ^ "o^'t keep
touches to-morrow

'' ^ ''"'" *«^e ber flmshing

-me'Ci.7^7f-t-^W herself graceftdly at
clasped behind her head

^'^^ *' bim, hinds

sketch of her pose. ^^^"^ ^""^ ^^S^'' » lightning

You'reamodeIofamodpll'»
itr iher warmly. Then his gTze mLJ^^ comniended

bas-rehef, as if contrastfnff th^T^^ !l°™
^^'^ *« the

almost equally with two dfffer^^^^^^^^^ ^oved
Have you made friends w1?h 1 x?-^

^'^ "»ture.
asked, and she pursed her CasTfC^^^^

' '' ^^
^ Frankly—IVe tried f« . u x^ " considenng.

of him blows Iven one^J fh"*
\"^°'*- ^hewind

'Magnificent, of co^se. But too ^f*'
**'°"*- ^e'siJut too stormy and uncom-
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foptable for my taste ; so uncomfortable that I was
rather wondering how you could have enjoyed doinc
him?" "^ *

Mark raised his eyebrows. "That doesn't lend
itself to explanation," he said lightly. " Some sort
of natural affinity, perhaps. I'm a bit stormy and
uncomfortable myself, in certain moods. '

' He opened
his cigarette-case and held it out to her. " I apologise
Cor blowing your thoughts about. We'll change
your view to-morrow."

Now you're angry !
" she said sweetly, taking a

cigarette and tapping it on the back of her hand. As
she did so a half hoop of diamonds flashed into view.
" Honesty's not the best policy, let the copy-books
never so virtuously rage 1

"

" I prefer it anyway," he said. " Have a light."
He struck a match and held it for her. *' I hope my
Lady of Dreams is more to your taste. She's war-
ranted not to stir the ghost of a breeze in any one's
thoughts I

"

^

Bel came forward now and contemplated herself
with undisguised satisfaction. **Mark, you have
improved her. She's lovely I

"

"Naturally. She can't help herself, bless her,"
he said under his breath, for the pure pleasure of
calhng up a blush. " Now then, Lenox," he added
aloud, " have you the cheek to produce your carica-
ture of my future wife ?

"
" Rather

!
" Maurice promptly held up for in-

spection a curious blur of blues and greens, of pale
gold hair and flesh tints of doubtful fleshhness.
After some looking, the suggestion of a woman
emerged

; and later still, a ghostly suggestion of Bel.
It was unquestionably clevei^-and nothing more.
Mark laughed aloud.

" Call that a portrait ! By the yellow blob on the
top one would just know which way to hang it I

'*

" Mark, you're very rude." Bel waved him aside

r

h

t< i
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^th her cie&retft* *» t*.»«

/ rather lik*e it."
" "J"^' "d perverse ; but

•'frJSsrii*is%tl!!i!H'' --ted a iow bow.

openlJt'aS^tlS'^Ji^^ed h^self. for the door
"Your mother waSttn^h at onJ"T ^•.^» '>«d.
dnvmg her into Ardm^ ItL \ ''.* "^d. " I'm
you care to come f » '^ <"' business. Would

theS^a*'-""- "'^'^ » P"vate picuic on, across

newf^H.
8'<«eed at the open sheet. "Any ^.^^

aff™t/'l'"°^1yf^Sj„'^"' that «»'• '''-tmg
precious politidws^ TL''"™^?'- ^hile ow
other, things oveTttere ar. "^^.^P'"'**' «* each
bloodshed In a Wg «Se " "^""^ •^*'"8 ^'^"ds

He laughi^' ^'Ce tH *''°"* ^^^'^^ng ?
"

put t^o4h my pt n'^h^ O^'^'^-x
^^^ "-

Jl can flaff-wao' OT.^ t* '-'•-i.C. I can rirlA .

much to^t^%;,i„"^''^y^*™"ksn.an, which^s ve^
Wents yet by'^-J'^ea^:" ^^ "°' "'—d aU m^

Keul who^Sdlth^t'^^ «» '^- were on

re not really go,„g, „« you, Mr. Macnair » "



f * "yf.

S'

BEL
she asked in a tone of faint dismay. " The Govern-ment would surely never let it get as far as CivilWar.
Keith, more charmed than he cared to own. re-

assured her with his kindliest smile. " I sincerely
hope not, Miss Ahson, for all our sakes. This Austrian
ultimatumtoSerbiamay very well set Europe ablaze •

and at such a moment we should be worse than
fools to start cutting each other's throats at home."

Bel looked distinctly relieved. In spite of herAmerican phase, she remained essentially an islander
* or her, Europe was a vast vague region across the
Channel, c^efly represented by Paris and the Riviera.
iJut with Mark it was otherwise.
"I say, Keith," he asked sharply, « is that Serbian

business really going to make things buzz? IVedone no more than squint at headlines lately. Andwe ye had such a surfeit of * Wolf, Wolf I ' one gets
a bit sceptical."

^
Keith smiled. " When you can find time to
squint at two letters IVe had from Vienna andRome, you'll be sceptical no longer. If Austria

wrings the last humihation from Httle Serbia, Russia
will be m it; which means France will be in it
too '

" In what, Mr. Macnair ? " Bel's relief was swiftlv
evaporating.

" The conflagration of Europe," Keith said gravely

;

and the plain statement sent an odd, uncomfortable
thrill through them all.

"But we're not Europe. It wouldn't mean us ? "
Keith gave her a direct look. " In my opinion.

Miss Ahson, we are Europe and it would mean us.
Unless we recognise that obvious fact in time, we
shall simply be marched over. Whether our reigning
pohticians will take your view or mine, remains to
be proved.—But there goes the gong. And we must
teed, though dynasties fall I

"



'*
UNCOXQUERED

impetuous talh^tZi^^ f^'^'^'J"
^» »"»*•

«""»• " Poor dariinarDi/? f "?? "i* S''' » Ws
.

"No. You made l?e v^^ 2*'','f^.^," ««" ^

»
"

in her most seductive voice • »^f ^?* answered,
k'ssed her passionately '

'"' ^"^ *" "Po^ogy he

still In tr cLdLltln"""'* " ' " '"« O"«tio„ed.

if we at'S oil ari'7'1''"
''^ ^^- " Anyway

peace and sSl th^ aftt
"' '''\'»^' ""^^i of

But at Imich there w»,
"""5?"- ^°'^« "long."

Ireland. Mark swH^tlT**''"*''"* <»"' about
'napped, though Beffadlrn^."^" '^ *'"' '^"''on
sign of grace Balnll -Ti

^? *"' caresses for a
Sheila tLat„edt'b:^"b^^t '° T^P^-^ »>'•"
and go too. As to LaHv P i**'' * ""*<>"»
as bad as anyone A J^f^/V^^^ ^^^ seemed
heightened th'e Wue o7h?r '«, "t.."!",

'""^ "heek
tragic tangle of riffhl an^ ,!^ ' .^''* ^«'t the whole
fhefeltevfrythi,^Xma„rZt?°'^' ^'""^'y- «»m the antipodes; and I?^!"^?./'',"'.'*"^'"!'"''*natures, she could si^ ti. '^'^ •maginative
when la,«er issues h^tl;/el7°°*' P°'°' °' ^''^

tot^ra,;:^- ,^^^"« »^e n^«ht have
time, shepriyateirrStldh?/'" •^°"*- ^ean-
Fo«yth was an odd, m.™ mfortIh?P''"°°

*'"'* ^'^'^

'"a^j"^\^ftpZKy-
Of person,

treated to h^tn^^^^^^fortable person re-
before sUrting, Md ^h°^V '°"P'« of notes
an event so r^' th^fe dtytthJ[f^ /°"°'^«J her-
dc»r opened and he came fa*"^*

'^^ ^*"ted when the

mosttyiX'at^tf' B^u^r'
" '""^ o*"- -«-

Did you f » * "•""• ""* I meant what I said.

^^*^
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She looked up quickly, and her eyes caressed his
fine, strong face. '' Of course I did."
"Thought so. You are a real sportswoman,

She sighed and smiled almost in one breath. '* A
fair imitation I That's nearer the truth. I shall
pray more fervently than ever for a peaceful solution
Besivies—" a tentative pause—** how about Bel ? '*

''She'd be all right. Why shouldn't she?"
But the touch of sharpness in his tone betrayed

him—and Bel also. " You might credit her with a
few good qualities. She's got as many as most people
if you i honestly look for them. But you won't.'!

" Dear, that's not true. You might try aiid be
fair to me. I've done my best."
"So has she, no doubt, though you probably

haven't noticed it. But it seems precious little use
either way. So the less said the better." He
swung round and took a step towards the door.

" Oh, Mark ! '» she murmured, and checked her-
self. He was right. Words only widened the breach.
But the low sound brought him back to her side.
" Mums," he said, a hand on her shoulder, " is this
rotten state of things always going on between us ? "

u !%?^' ^ ^°P® '^^*'" ^^^ **^^ ^^^ fingers over his.My faith is large in time.' We two impatient
folk must manage to have patience with '^ach other.
The trouble is—forgive me, dear—I can find so
httle in her to take hold of. It's rather like trying
to grasp a cloud. Later on I mav arrive at the
substance that must be there."

*' Yes, it's there right enough." Mark's tone was
curiously quiet, considering how she had dared.
" Are you yet convinced, Mother, that she cares, or
do you still believe she's marrying my title and
possessions ?

"

Lady Forsyth started. "Have vou any doubt
yourself?"

-^ y

1

iiiHii
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thiiiV fel'f. •" J""" f"""- What d>u «ally

•he become, your wife You'v, -' "lu"*""*
'° ''«fo"

by the primitfve proeSs of»aS,C bJ;
"°")''""y'

to win her actually. So HnnV. iT •
*' . "* y°" ''« yet

at martage. You're sw" c^^'„"
" ^"">"° «°«t<=h

Give^yourselves a year a! Lt ?"""'"'' *'«"««"•

ChHsCs.
"it'Me^t^'if'ir^CLrof*'"'^'* °'

™*Sl
"'"'"""'"

'''' "^^ -"^' »d

.^»V^", 'CrLg busi'e"s? Z'^/^P"""^'a hand at the sentimental touch AT, "°* """='' "^Md attentions and ,il th^f ;^' «« complimenU
You haven't reared m. tt t ""' '^'''t again I

not that I do^r^r^!!!!!'.'"
^"^y- Mind yo^ i?,'

Of course not '* w
underetanding. "it's onL^'T'"''",* "«' f"" of
of a Scot thM I thouahtT

"""* y""" '''M more
" Not a bit of it r? I

y°" '^ere- Poor Bel I
'•

touch of »y™p:thy' ,ei"4,'tm"':.
but that fl„t

improving. But-^t^ ^^T" i^ ^^^^ I'm
pect so much—eh ? '•

™*™'«e* "he wouldn't ex-

dor'td'°'l£:-'rhl^>'^»«htnot. Women mostly
of Scot-they suffeT A%Xnd „?°""'°^*""« "y^
woman and childles»lwas so?l ,

fVn«-an Irish-
ten years of life w^^^ oompHely withered by
husband thatte'^^^^fy

ha"d totatT-^ '«°«''h
th|s day he doesn't unVrstod "^^^f '"'°- ^^ *"

Kelt?' Toie:'';4tVfro?fh': I- *<> ^°u r'

«slTut*°db-3"?io''^^^^^^^^
hand in. Promise »*^ ^^''^^^ **™^ *° get your
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He smiled at her characteristic urgency. She
looked ridiculously, engagingly young, he thought,m her blue motor bonnet with its long veil floating
over her shoulders, and the eyes that answered his
smile were suspiciously bright Obeying a rare
impulse, he stooped and kissed them.

" Well—just to please you," he said, " I'll try and
hang on till Easter."
"Bless youf sh^ whispered. Then she waved

to him from t^<; M pe«Ho' . and was gone.
For severa' r .inures 1 . t «d there looking round

the familiar k.oi, - nal sti'J eemcd alive with her
presence- in .. i^tr>' n, xe<^ me of mind. It was
puzzling, ma h ^^l^'l^- s vn. J right somehow ; but
the fact r myin i + i.t ever now, this vivid, virile
little mother o' • >s .va; easily the biggest thing in
his life. To pirav-- her - V.ad promised to wait till

Easter. Rathei ) anflnttering discrepancy, when
you came to think of it, between nine months*
engagement and his original proposal to marry in a
week. And, with a sudden twinge of compunction,
he hurried out in search of Bel.

! t
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CHAPTER VII

And when a woman woof""v,*" ^« »"*i'^d

;

WiU sourly leTveC^UBhr^* "'^'^"'^ «onJ «.ve ner vill she have prevaiWd ? "

Shakespbabe.

a dtLTeterul'tL'Tror''"7 f *>•« '«h marked
Bel, in a disUnetlv'^^^

'' °^ ^^^" intimacy,

herself '^i^^^^'^^r:^^:,^''^-^'^'^^. P^^""
possession tlian Mark hL ?nnTi^ .^""^ disturbing

fhe must discover a hotwM^'r/h'*''^""- ^^''»*
" arm-chair "

; then she m„^t
of bracken for his

thetca-basketandpr^SdtXl '^^^P^^^^^on of
with aU the airy innoce^e of nil7 *' ""^K married"
never could have woS ^f '""^'f

"' ^"^ "'neteen
a man's heartstrlZ oS^t Lf P'fJ"* ^''"^""y o"
was over, the ma^„ qu ' ti!^ f

the.r dyiu^ ^^al
than half regretting thafl """'' '"™''elf more
It Was almost as if Bel ?»hP°'"''!. '° '>« "other,
and set out to punishtim''

^"'"""^ "* ^' "efeetion

"Mfd^pLar.icr.'iii™'--
extracVot'^rt:;:

h^^d^'"
^''^ -'''• -loftiy

its Ln^rH^T,.^"^ ' ^'"'* "'"'"t virtue being
She wrinkled her nose verv DrettHv "r^ ,I ve ever found it so n.^ Z V' '^"n't say

burdened with virtue So r *''""-f" "ot over-
ward 1

•• ""* ^° I ™ entitled to the re-

M
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" Not in that form. You're my wife this after-
noon 1

'*

*' So you can be as hectoring as you please ? At
that rate I vote we remain engaged to the end of
the chapter."
*'Bel—if you talk like that, I'll marry you to-

morrow," he threatened her, tempted beyond en-
durance; but she was gravely considering her two
cigarettes. Then, lifting her lashes, she regarded
him with lazy tenderness. '*

I'll be very good," she
said, *' and give up one of them in exchange—for a
kiss."

Thus challenged, he seized her and kissed her
vehemently—lips, eyes and hair.

" Oh—oh 1
" she breathed, half in ecstasy, half in

remonstrance; and he desisted, without releasing
her.

"You brought it on yourself," he said huskily.
*' Bel—you're a witch. You do know how to make
a man crazy for you."
Her sigh expressed contentment unabashed. But

she seemed chiefly concerned with the cigarette in
her left hand. It was cnmipled into a Ump wreck.
"There now, you've killed the poor thing," she

said, holding it up for his inspection. " And I might
just as well have enjoyed it. Do look at Bobs over
there, disapproving visibly of your behaviour."
Mark looked ; and the Irish terrier's stump of a

tail moved to and fro in small jerks. The rest of him
remained motionless, watchful, nose between paws,
obviously prepared for active intervention, if need
arose.

" Good old Bobs I " murmured Mark ; and two
velvet ears, several shades darker than the chestnut
head, twitched in response, as who should say :

" I
appreciate the attention, but we can't enjoy our-
selves properly till we're rid of her."

Bel snapped her fingers in friendly invitation.
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But he paid no heed " w »

human, that dog. and he haLr*^ uncomfortably

I don't thinlr T 1

^oice; and she, restte. I ''!"*«' in a chamred
answered nothinir P l *^ "" ''^ad against hf™

"amage
; but he mS^ Tl- ^^'^'t^iy of their

"""fe gently now, an"to itr^r*^""*'' '° h'-W WFor several minuses thevr^^ ''•" 5"™^ hair. '

thejr own curiously divtgeTr''',*'"^^' t^^-kfag
degrees she drew herself !^ thoughts. Then bv
««arette on his knZZdJ!^' A"" *he enu^pled

:;^ateh for her. she loo.^^^^^^
him 4, ,*;,^^;«an

Tf^-entfy; but she checked
"garette unmolested. Tyf J ''''"* *» ^njoy mv
Hampshire home. IVe Iie»!^

^ "°« about Se
,t yet." ^« heard next to nothing about
one settled herself t„ i- x .

round her knees h1/eyesta.' '""/^ '^fh^'y ^h^edthe water. Liki d^ ZZlTl '^'««™% out orSand mstinctively, she hTt^ ^^° P°^ habituaJlv

And she had touched t^. • 7 *'*" e^er apDear
oved any place in tht ltld"fI """J^- ^^^TkIt was Wynchcombe IWs w"*; *^" ^"^craiV.

£-:^Sr-l-t&-^-eir(-,^^
<^-'-a HetoldLX^-rblin;^^!
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Deams of the great flagged terrace, flanked bv moss-covered urns, overlooking a forest of Scotch firs thattrooped down into thevXy and climbed the oZos^ridge m massed battalions.
"« opposite

said^"*tW
™^ ^^"^'"^^"^ and studio windows," he

lh.u 11
^ s a very sea of pine tops, sinking intothe hollow and rising again till they ire splashed like

of 'emTnH^^r f' ^^^^ Magnificent tLs Most

^ that, on the other side of our ridge, behind the housewe drop down into typical English country ; meadowsand park land and the Wynch flowing l^i y tSouJh

pkaTth m. r
^"^^" ^"^ °^^^' -^*h alfspacT^tospread themselves m, and the grand old ruins ofWynchcombe Abbey. You'll simply love it I'mlongmg to take you all over it."

sal/'^fhTv^ *''^. ^* ''*""^' ^^^y beautiful," she

sc^e Butter ^f'
*^'" r^'^^' ^^ ^^ Pi^*""^g thescene. But her feminine brain was r^voMn" ^"ttrr^more practical than pine forests and ruined abbe""

^^
Horses to ride ? " she asked casually.

'

R„f mVu ^""^ *^ ^":'^' ^^^'^^ '^ot motor-folk reallyBut^Mother succumbed to one at last for longS
"I'm glad. I love motoring. Are you withinreasonable distance of town ? "
" Seven miles from a branch line station and badconnections We usually motor to the ma^ fine

Spn th^ spot^^^
"^ *^^ -"^^ *^^*'^ ^-n^y interest:

" Rather narrowing, isn't it ? "
" I haven't found it so."
Again she was silent, contemplating the blurredbeauty of mverted hills in the loch
" And Wynchcombe Friars," she asked, " wouldbe our mam residence ?

"

^11

•i

f fi ;
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"BuZ *°,''^ ^ " .^°^^" establishment!'
^

But surely "—she turned to him now halfeaoerhalf anxious-' surely you have a hous^n towT? '^

it ?m n'otT • °°"'' '"^* "' »<! couldn'tXd
Keeni^ n^V °* !' " P**™* "'e<««ne millionaire

W^rL.? *r ^'*«t«^though Inveraig is noilarge takes a fair amount of mon<.v A^^ i>,. x

'
'Heffa"^^^

^"^ ^-^^^ and'X'eenlre'
'

" ^"*

sollnl 1 /fi,
'*" noticeably that he slipped a con-sohng hand through her arm. " Poor little MIs It a house in town she's after ? " ^ ''*

tK., k!"'
^atV':^% I "-she coloured a little-" I

S-Io'Zn".' ""Ir^"'
^'^^y^ went the r^arround—London, Scotland and .the country."

aren't%h?<. 'i

^^^ '°"^* ^^*- Mother and Iaren t the social sort. I didn't suppose you were

A flo\^^''^?i* l"^^
^^^^ ^ ^h^n<^e. But I'd hke to be

This time it was his face that fell "Oh TnrH f

ver^s?TiLttr* "
^°"<^"'" ^0°' b'' Th

" A J / "e country too."

of town '^ "^^^^ Tn "'I''*
*" *•"« yea"- found out

entirHonvieUr*"'^' '"^ ''"* '^^''y ""» -t^^

afferiS"."^ hi f"h '""''.u'' ""f*^' « ''^"ous state of

fS' • W„ '

r*''
".j'ghto^ss he was far from

pToS... ^' ""'* ^^ '^ *« ««"•'* effect a eom-

fJ'^'l?''' ^ '•emembered his mother's words a
'wf'.rf^T'

'"''. ™P"'^'^^'y he spoke h s thoughtOf course ,( yoo leei -you've been lefrin • accenteda baronet under lalse pretences " '
^'^P*^'^
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" Oh be quiet !
'* she entreated, pain and passion

in her low tone. " It's you I've accepted."
And you'll take me as you find me ? That's all

right" His fingers pressed her arm. "You do
care—actively, Bel ? It's not simply a case of * I'un
qui baise ' ?

"

It was a question to rouse the incurable coquette
in her ; and she flashed him a fugitive smile.

'* In the course of my variegated Hfe," she said,
" I've mostly found it more blessed to receive than
to give. But, in your case—isn't my rather precipi-
tate acceptance prool enough for you ? And the fact
that you can reduce me

—

me, to asking for kisses ? "

[[
Oh—kisses !

" he dismissed them with a shrug.
" Well—if it's more practical proof you're wanting "

—she hesitated, then turned full upon him, her
languor discarded like a garment. " I simply can't
bear this crazy talk about going to Ulster. It's no
earthly concern of yours. Mark—darling, don't go,
even if they are fools enough to fight."
She leaned urgently towards him. Her whole

sweet face looked younger, tenderer, more appealing
than he had seen it since that momentous afternoon
in the glen. So swift, so surprising was her change
of front, that he looked openly dismayed.
"You don't seem very keen on practical proofs

after all,''^ she said, bringing her face a shade nearer
to his. "I did think your mother would have the
sense to discourage you."
He shook his head. "Mother understands."
"That really means she gives in to your every

whim. It's the way mothers are made. Specially
when they own a son with a chin like yours ! But the
modern wife isn't quite so accommodating. And I
suppose my feeling about it counts for something ? "

" Of course it does—tremendously."
" Then say you won't go ; and there'll be no more

bother."
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»>?f
thrust out his formidable chin and looked acrossthe loch with troubled eyes.

"
"Darling," she persisted, **where'8 th^ rim**,^ ^e

"^8 yourself up ^th a pirel/SSh q^e?7 " °'

Molhe/'sTstiltf '"'flu
P'°"P«°« of the blood,

north Tr^L^-^.. °^ *''*'* P*^^ ^th a strain of

U°rter I^li".*":,! """^ *••*"'» » ""k between

those wh^h-t
^"th-west of Scotland that only

old H»I ?w "* *''*" ''"'** understand. In veryold days the two coasts were so dose, at point^ thitmen could row to and fro in ordinary sea boatsAnd It's not a purely Irish quarrel, Bel It's otthifirst unportance that the United Kingdom shouldremam umted-especially just now. S"„ touldsmt GermMy better than Home Rule and ' IrS-a-nat.on> before she throws off her mask Xrsonally, I admit I'm keen for a share in tt se«TIf It comes to scrapping. I've the blocST&SL|nmy yems. But of course-if you're dead ^ains?

edi^nHw s^U
"'"

a'"/' "^'^ softlyimplacable,cu^iug Closer stiu. And you're too strons to h*obstmate. Mark-you're not going to r^se thefirg thmg I seriously ask you to Z for me ? "

no, im not, he said, with sudden vehempni.»drawing her to him. " I won't go to IrdanT Be!"No need to worry any more " ^reiana, ueL

his^houM^'Sffit^^V'''^ P"* '«='• f^ee arm romidhis shoulder, hfted her head and kissed him onXhps. It was the first time she had done™o soon

L^WtTn '""'
fV*"^

"°'"^"*' " eased cons de^;his bitter sense of disappointment. He said nothin»however
;
and for the rest of the evenfng BelSi

t: mixr/erP'"^"^ - -» ^ ^'•adow^of^lo^uX'

I

i
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" I think my concession deserves a special reward,"
he remarked later on, aS he grounded the boat under
Inveraig and handed her ashore. *' You might chuck
your Harry for once and come on up to dinner.'*
But she demurred at that. Honestly, she couldn't

chuck Harry to-night. Considering Harry's views
and her devotion and her resentment, she was taking
it all beautifully—in the intervals.

" She's done more for me in three years," Bel con-
cluded, " than my own people have in the rest of my
life. So you oughtn't to grudge her the crumbs that
fall from your table! You've monopolised me all

day; and she hates being alone in the evening.'!
" Bring her along then. / don't mind."
" Perhaps not, Mr. Egoist. But she would. She

wants me to herself, just as you do. Don't you see ?
"

Mark grimaced. " No. I don't see. A couple of
women. Morbid rot I Mother says the suffrage
business is increasing that sort of thing. I'll be glad
to get you out of the atmosphere and away from all

that rescue work of hers."
" But, Mark, it's splendid work-
t« Of course it is, for her. Quite unsuitable, though,

for you. If you really won't come up, I'll see you
home.'*

No, she really wouldn't. She was resolute on that
point.

"Your people up there have had enough of me
to-day," sihe added, smihng into his dissatisfied face.
" They're like Bobs. They haven't quite accepted
me yet. And—honestly, I don't seem to catch on,
somehow, except with Mr. Lenox "

" Not with Sheila ? " he asked, a little anxiously.
" I'm very keen you two should be good friends."

" She evidently knows that, and she's doing her
best. She's sweetness itself to me. But still

"

" Well ? What's wrong with her ? " He was oa
the defensive again.

6

II
' .

if Ilia
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-».r»^^ l^u;
*?^'^'* nothing wrong. If there wasshe d probably be twice as charming^ She's the Wnd

agJrrtra^?t ?° "°."^^ '""'^ up^elStif^Sy

tivnf f?-
^ t

background. But. in the ordinarj^

^^She'^T;.'^'
seems almost too good to be ti^e!^

which dfdnn^-^
""^ '^^ ^^'^^'- ^' '^*°rted hotly,wiuch did not improve matters. But. for the life

sL^Tn t^o^h"?.""*
''''^ -"• "«'"«•» '^^^^

"Well, if she's such a living wonder, whv on earth

witKi, • r",'^'
''""'^

'
" She pushed him liohtlvwith her shoulder. " Don't let's spoil our beautifS

^te us "m^' '•°"" ^^S^""" i" tJ>e end. Only

Her sweet reasonableness disarmed him—for th^

Mat night. Things did not easily worry him: but

Th^V^^ '•'"'* *''^'^* *'°"" ^e^eral ev^ts rf more

KrSTl'',7°T"' '""•/""^Pi^ed to that eni
«h. f^.^ ? franl'ness made it clear that at Inveraie

home He"^''*r?P''T "^ ^^'"""e weleome o™f
huTtt w?.

'* g>ve them time, as she had said;but It was an unpropitious start. Second he l.»d

wouwte S.T^ """^^'^ ^* two prolses Jhl^would be far from easy to keep. Third, there wasthe unwelcome prospect of that possible flat in to^
hLsef rTrr^ r* ^''.^'^'^ °° "' he did not^himself refusing her ; though goodness knew where

™^V°"7 ^"^eo^ns from o?how he w^s go^g tosumve large doses of London society, sfn rf a

.S:^:?.V"^^*?1 1''^ "^ «"> "rt' he lacked the herd^

ind Ws
°f*he social type. But for all her indulgence,and his own imperious ways, he was not racUcallv
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selfish ; and beneath his blunt, Scottish exterior there

dwelt a deep, natural tenderness for woman, as woman,

common to the essentially masculine man.

Marriage, he supposed, meant compromise; and

he began to see that, with Bel for wife, he would

have to do his full share of it. Looking back over

their ** beautiful afternoon," he was uncomfortably

aware of certain fundamental discords; still more

aware that his mother had been right in severah

respects. It was an annoying trick of hers. She

had been right about Ulster; about Bel's eye to

worldly advantage ; even about the minor matter

of her age. For Mark had discovered, incidentally,

that she was twenty-nine in June, two years older

than himself. Not that a year or so mattered this

way or that. But it was an additional score for his

mother; and gave greater weight to her curious

antipathy to the girl of his choice.

His disappointment about Ulster was keener even

than he cared to admit ; and here again—as his

acutely wide-awake brain recalled words and looks

and tones—^a sudden vexatious doubt assailed him.

Had her tenderly urgent request been as spontaneous

as it seemed : a genuine response to his question

about active caring ? Or had she been skilfully leading

him towards it all along ? Her pretty coquetting with

the tea-things, her pretence at being married, and her

casual mention of a son—^had it all been cleverly

designed to stir him to the depths and so make

victory secure ?

He hated himself for the suspicion. It persisted

none the less. Yet he knew quite well that it would

evaporate at the sight of her face and the touch

of her lips. Only when the spell of her presence

was removed was he capable of doubting her for

an instant ; and even so, he saw those doubts as a

reflection on himself rather than on her. He was

tired, simply; and—yes, more than a little dis-

i^'

.1

It
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t^TU^^ "" ""
'
•°<^ ">«— he got to

thosfm'ysSus'^nS'er^ttrnh^rt "^^
waters and the shore : U..2 thaTh^ T1 ''^"'"S
of the fabric of his inner Ufe

^ "^""^ P""

the serpentttkln'STung&iirtttS' 'T'^
Be.':;:,'^ri;

^''j° .^ S!;AnS 5^?



CHAPTER VIII

'* EngUnd olaaps in her embracei
Many. What is England's state T

Warn her, Bard, that Power is pressing

Hotly for his dues this hour :

Tcdl DOT that no drunkaa blessing

Stops the onweurd march of Power.

Has she ears to take forewamings.
She wiU cleanse her of her stains

;

Feed and speed, for braver mornings,
Valoroiisly, the growth of brains."

Gkoboe Mbbeoith.
•

Two days later the head-lines of every newspaper
in the kingdom announced in heavy-leaded type
" Austria declares War," " Partial Russian Mobilisa-

tion."

At hundreds of breakfast-tables incredulous people

read out those few and fateful words. Even at this

late hour, the majority could scarcely bring them-

selves to believe that the Titanic struggle—long

prophesied to deaf ears—^had begun at last ; that

Austria was the megaphone, merely, through which

Germany cried aloud her challenge to the world.

Keith Macnair, it need hardly be said, was numbered
among the minority who had seen, with anger and
dismay, warning after warning scoffed at or ignored

by a pacific Government and a comfort-loving people ;

yet he neither exclaimed, nor cursed the blind guides

who had been sedulously whittling down the fighting

strength of the British Isles.

" Hullo ! The fat*s in the fire," he remarked coolly^

7»

»*'

I



m, .iicMtK.
•»• V. "a*.'*Ty:'»'#' ip



MICROCOPY RESOLUTION TEST CHART

(ANSI and ISO TEST CHART No. 2)

1.0

I.I

1.25

I 4.5

ISO

13.2

4.0

1.4

25

2.2

2.0

i.8

1.6

A APPLIED IfVMGE Inc

5^- '653 Eosl Main Street

r^ Rochester. New York 14609 USA
•SSZ (716) 482 - 0300 - Phone

=: (716) 288 - 5989 - Fax



®^ UNCONQUERED

It was Lady Forsyth, standing behind hnTwhoexclaimed and read out snatches from the Summ^rv
brear"*'

"'"• ''"^'"^"^'^ »'-' andquTS
Though Keith had all the natural man's obiection

inflSS: ^hSVrrtr-«k ^.^ f^^^"behind his mother. tookri'aist'Ltt'en' h :ran"dfand propelled her towards the sputtering kettle

manKandin^TuIVr^rhr'-^K

" And you ought to be grateful to them reallv I
»

about the German invasion you were praying for ? "

irrS?w" ""^SSed " her, young and old She was^wn ' and unquenchable.
''ne was

and we LYdn't'thT.r" ^^^' '°™<''"« Germans,

while Mark thr,l?» ^ P^f'^o^'s
'
" she retorted

hand " n ', irVn*'^''''y'P°°" 'nto her inattentivenana. «ut it still rema ns to be seen whether r.,,1

f^ "fwcum, will permit us to hurtTsingle hair Sa single kindred Teuton ' head !
" ^ ^

and fL* fl"

'^"^ .'"«<'« ^y now, thanks chiefly to Mark •

attenHonTfn""""*'' f" """^S^** *" concentrate he;attention on cups and saucers. But throuehout th^

Z^1*''7.K~"'''
•*''"' °f «"lc dse than tt vcied

Mark himself
"""""^ "^^ '*' P™''"'''^ developn^^nt^

p|ap^T:tLStThtir*- *••- --' "-

he^wSph^LrSerd^^^^^^^ t^t^TZ'^the two-who were as brothers te all but Si!s"t
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together in a smoky, companionable silence, each

absorbed in his own printed sheet. The Irish news

was by no means reassuring. But Mark, to Keith's

surprise, had tacitly dropped the subject ; and it

was the older man who spoke first.

" I'd give something for a glimpse, this minute,

into Germany's barracks and her sacred Kiel Canal.

If I know anything of the Kaiser and his gang, she's

on the move already ; counting on our neutrality of

course. God send she may find herself mistaken ;

but Grey will leave no stone unturned to avoid war.

As a philosopher and a man of letters, I'm with him

there. But the rest of me is convinced that nothing

short of Treitschke's ' terrible medicine ' will shake

us out of our democratic fiddle-faddling and partisan

squabbling. It would link up the men and women,

not to mention the Empire ; and as for the Irish—at

the first hint of real business, they'd be falling on

each other's necks. In that case, Mark, you and I

would be for offering our services elsewhere."
" Yes—of course. Rather so !

" Mark agreed with

fervour ; then checked himself and fell silent.

Keith said nothing ; but his thoughts were effectu-

ally diverted from the threat of war to a more personal

threat that touched him very nearly, because Mark
was Helen's son. Being a man, he understood, as

she could aever do, the nature of Mark's infatuation

for this alluring girl
—'the ideal mistress' he

classified her mentally; the siren-type, who sits

combing her hair in the sunset and smilhigly wrecks

the souls of men. The straighter and cleaner a man's

record, the more easily she flings her gold dust in

his eyes ; and should she chance to fall in love

Macnair had not yet made up his mind on that

score. He was concerned at the moment with one

painful, practical question : could she, in the event of

war, conceivably induce Helen's son to play the

coward's part ? He knew Mark for a man of strong

L;;

1

'I!
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the less. HaT he So^ *7 ^h "?
'"'' ""^""^ "°°«

serenei; graceful? in ^neVyXrjllf .!^ ""^^^a distractingly becoming hat With such T*-^"''before h s eves no man ir, i.!„ .
"™ " vision

concerned aS S^'?Cn? T'^/«^«"ousIy
stiii, at the eleventh'w 'S^'l'\*^f "^Kh'
shower of rain.

»"» "i5>soive in a harmless

"^^^t"'7r^:Z,ifyS^Z'^ they would,
sagacity, " there's the eIrthTv ,L ff

engaging air of
with an invincible nI^"7„Xlo {,"/ ""

"i^l'''

'"S^kl^S'T r? the"chVn°e,'/..''^^'«'
"^^

enseal?fn^^^fA'r'l'"/^'^.,f' '^-- She was
lightly swingingte'foSt."^'""'^"'" "' '"^ ^t""-.

pareJ!" tsliTZ^^X^' •"!'
°i
"-8 P«-

nape of her neck "If L ^^ *^"'^'"''^ '" the
squabble ifU^tL biggSK^ tT^""^!H«

"''^

seen; and before ma^fdays are o^''
""'''^ ^Tthanking Prince Louis Z. ™ i „ ' "^ "ay be

the Fleet in Cg_" ° °"' ''''«=* f°' '"'^gW
hai.d'' tha^ Trifsid" hlr' ^yX^"'' ^^5^'"^ *<>«

Macnair." She leancrt h.'if 5 I^ I*
as bad as Mr.

a divine momtng A b^5nT.h^f'^"''"^- " I'"'

to the Purposefiian aXur ho'r^d k^°h'\^"'°'<'

extinguished.
^'^''' *"<* ^as promptly

ni;R"X::ll^^"er^?„^:*/*/ ^'•'-^ «» *°-

clothes. What else didY^ut lltT^^^ ^' "^'^

SI
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The word * clothes ' reminded him of an expected
parcel. '* You wait there a minute," he said mys-
teriously

; and very soon reappeared with two of
them. From the smaller, he extracted a rope of
amber beads ; from the larger, a snow leopard skin,
lined with satin, to form a natural cloak.

Bel's face, during these proceedings, was certainly
better worth looking at than The Times. The beads
were the very colour of her coat ; the pale tones
and dusky markings of the skin harmonised perfectly
with her hair; and her delight in both was too
genuine to be marred by minor affectations. By
lunch -time Mark had almost forgotten the Inter-
national Crisis, and the threat of war.

^

But throughout that unforgettable week—when the
world's destiny hung in the balance—events in
Europe moved swiftly toward the Great Upheaval

;

while in England the tension of anxiety increased
daily. Between those who feared that an enlightened
Liberal Government would be criminal enough to
fight, and those who feared the worse criminality of
its failure to stand by France, there could be little
peace of mind anywhere, except among the wilfully
or constitutionally blind—a large majority in every
country.

At Liveraig they could talk of little else, except
in snatches. And Mark—reared by his mother to
live in touch with the world-wide sweep of life—^was as
bad as the rest : though Bel, in her leopard-skin
cloak and amber beads, was a vision enchanting enough
to distract any man's thoughts from graver matters :

and indeed she did her utmost to that end, with fitful
success. In her heart she hated this looming shadow,
chiefly because it dwarfed her proudest achievement—^the conquest of Mark : and as the week drew on,
she became bored ; even faintly irritable. She began
to find or invent excuses for avoiding meals at

i [
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Inveraig. and when Mark remonstrated, she candidly
owned to being tired of the subject. She wasn't
accustomed to that sort of talk, and a little of itwent a long way. She would give him a holiday on
Friday, she concluded graciously. They had friends
coniing to jom them at The Rowans-Mr. and Miss
Maitland from his part of the world.
Mark raised his eyebrows. " Maitland ? "

c . T^?^'^
classical master at High Rough

Sc.iool. D'you know him ? "

*"u^~^?^^*^^-
I've not much use for him. Sort

ot chap whose veins run ink instead of blood "
She flushed a little and lifted her head. " He's a

great friend of mine ; so you needn't make rude
remarics

.

" A great friend ?
"

Mark bent a searching glp.nce upon her.

^
Yes

; in his lukewarm way."
;' Oh, if he's lukewarm, he'll do. Didn't I say his

veins ran mk ? I'll let you be polite to him on Friday,
and I must have Saturday afternoon and evening
entire as a reward I

''

But even while they talked, Europe hummed with
gathermg armies

; and by Saturday the head-lines
announced Russian Mobilisation Complete." Ger-
many, who had secretly forestalled and manipulated
the event so that Russia might seem the aggressor-
launched her final thunderbolt ; and there fell an
impenetrable veil between her and the world.

Keith handed the paper to Mark, who had come
in late for breakfast. " There you are, old boy. I
said the end of the month, didn't I ? Russia brings in
France automatically. It only remains for Italy and
±Jigland to show their hands. I back Italy to keep
ners clean and stay out of it."

'' And I back England to fight."
" Yes—if we've still enough of the old leaven to
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save us from the curse of legal verbiage and in-

action."

For the rest of the meal Keith confined himself

to intermittent * rumblings ' (thfi word was Lady
Forsyth's) against peace-cranks, Internationals, and

so forth ; but it was not till he had talked on the

telephone to a friend in Edinburgh that he really let

himself go—an event as rare as the proverbial ' blue

moon.' '

For it transpired that his friend—a professor of

distinction—^had just promised his signature to a

neutrality letter strongly protesting against England's

intervention in a Continental quarrel.

" Continental quarrel, forsooth ! And the damned

foo^s, not content with their egregious letter, are

moving heaven and earth—that's to say International

and Labour lights—to get up a Neutrality Committee,

by way of further assisting a divided Government

that stands shivering on the brink. Here we are,

sunk deep in the ruts of peace in its most repellent

form—peace, that has almost landed us in Civil

War; yet sober-minded men and women cryout against

our taking the only course that can conceivably

save half Europe, including ourselves, from the

domination of the German machine."

His quiet grey eyes had a glint of steel in them, as

he stood there beside the telephone in the study,

swept, by intensity of conviction, so completely out

of his philosophic calm, that Helen and Mark, the

natural talkers, never dreamed of interposing a word.

On the rare occasions when the spirit of speech moved

him, they were willing to listen ad infinitum.

He had descended to a lower plane now, and was

confounding the tyranny of the week-end habit, the

curse of the country, that would send responsible

people scutthng out of town on a Friday, though

the last trump were sounding in their ears. He also

confounded, for the first time in his life, that sacro-

'i f i '•il
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Sanct institution the Scotti«!h <!«».^
cut them off from itff^^r i^

Sunday, which would
hours.

^^"^'' ^'^^ P^P<^rs ^or twenty-four

telepw!'' Mark con.TA-^^'^f ^°* *^^ blessed

his shouWer ' A^we ^^^^^^^^
,f
^^^^^^ ^ ^^'^d on

poUticai world he h^ ^"''''* *•>« ^^"^ o( the
Dorset, andTwi^teStfew word^rh';;''"*^ iT^It was while thpsp tJ.in„= • '*° •"* nephew.
arrived, eager for a sffcT',,'" ^'"^^'^ *hat Bel
relegated tfthe"rtSrfom wfth'sh' 'r'^J^f!^for eompany. Sheila fpoIoSsId in w" f^^ 5^?°"
fashion

; but that w.^ „. •* ^u . , ° "^' friendliest

appearakee of t£:\eTtrrbrou:M ?„'?%P°'^ ^''^

but not till tea was hJlf ov« dM th'^'^f^^T'''release Mark. Thm«tutl i .
'"® telephone

and the lovers waTdered n«T''''?T^°^«^^P«;
on to the sm^l Mtrh f

'"'°"8'' t*"^ P'^e eopse
loch.

P"*'''' "'^ "P*" moor overlooking the

tend4i;!''^Bu? twfis'hist""*'"!'",.''^
"P^'o^-^d

mendoussealersoyoum'tZ''' '^''^' "" "'" I'm trvine tn > si, j ^^ aUowances."
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reddened and drew in his lip. " Sorry. But if you
don't want fireworks you'd better keep that chap's
inspired remarks to yourself. Besides, you're practic-
ally one of us now ; and I can't have you talking
pacifist twaddle."

*

" Well, don't let's talk of it at all. I'm sick of the
whole thing."

Mark said nothing, and tl y walked on in silence
through the heather. Then she turned to him and
slipped a hand through his arm. " Darling, let's go
off somewhere to-morrow for the whole day and forget
aU about everything, except each other.'*

" Bel
!
" He stood regarding her with an enig-

matical smile. For an instant she thought he would
consent. " I'd love to, of course," he said honestly.
" But I simply couldn't do it. Though we can't get
papers, there's the telephone ; and my mind would
be on the stretch the whole time."

^^
She shrugged, with a faint reflection of his smile.

** Very well. I'll join the others. They're going for
an outing in any case. Your Scottish Sunday is so
desolating."o

" Then I'll call in for you after supper, if you're
not too tired. Keith and I are going to Glasgow on
Monday for the night. See how they're taking things
there."

She sighed. " This wretched war is simply spoiling
everything." Her shoulder touched his as she spoke,
and at once he put his arm round her. " It seems
to shut me out."

'' Only because you refuse to come in."
" But, Mark—it's such a horror." Her shiver was

not pure affectation. " And I've no taste for horrors.
I can feel it hovering there, across the Channel, like
a tiger waiting to spring. And when I try to forget it,

you don't help me. As you won't come to-morrow,
I shall console myself by asking Mr. Lenox. I like
him the best of your lot."

Ml*'' i

;l \i

5
'•
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Jl ^k" r^^* '/'^ ^^- ^^ ^^'^ k«^P an eye on you.See that you don't flirt with Maitland."
But I do-always. It's an understood thinffbetween us. And if I can't have you, I must getwhat fun I can out of him !

" *^

Maurice though feeling the strain in his own way,accepted Bel's invitation, plus her proviso that noone was to say * War ' or ' Politics ' from start To
finish. Privately she felt Mark's defection morekeenly than she cared to admit, but she intendcTtoenjoy herself in spite of it ; and she succeeded, by the

LT ir P"T«.%«f PJaying the two men off againsteach other. Maitland-a loose-hmbed narrowly buitperson of nondescript colouring-had for years been
discreetly m love with her. He was of those forwhom discretion is the better part of everything

to Sir Mark "^
^'*^ ^ "'^^^ P^^^ °^ ^'' engagement

Like many schoolmasters of second-rate qiialitvMaitland was less a man of intellect than of speciahsed

Zt/-;
,y^^^^o^,5•^ose touch with the humanitieshad failed to make him human. He was humanitaria^'merely

: a very different pair of sleeves.
*

Maurice, watching him with Miss Alison, saw the

Sniu ^^-Z '^u^'
^^^ wondered a httle what Forsythwould think about it. But on his return he simSvremarked that Maitland seemed the sort of sXol^

Xh.'nn\'^^^
disseminated ignorance; that Miss

ripping day
''^ ^''^* ^'''"'' ^""^ *^'^ ^^^ ^^^ ^

Early on Monday afternoon the two men set outfor Glasgow
; and to Lady Forsyth the house, bereftof their presence, seemed a dead thing. A man'swoman, m the finest sense of the phrase, her menwere the first best gifts of God to her^ She was the'

r

born comrade. She had the rare gift of seeing life
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with their eyes ; and through her nature ran a streak
of inconsistency, pecuUarly endearing to the more
consistent half of creation.
Even in the midst of her real anxiety lest a Govern-

ment wedded to peace should withhv.' . England from
the path of honour and safety, her ensitive spirit
revolted against the oncoming holocaust of death and
suffering, with a fierce intensity of which Bel's nature
was entirely incapable. She felt it as a vast thunder-
cloud, stealthily, inexorably blotting out the light
of heaven. These days of waiting—days of tense
and awful quiet for all who were far from the throbbing
heart of things—were as the pause of utter stillness
that precedes the crash of the storm. And in that
stillness she could see and feel, too vividly, things
that filled her with a shuddering dread. The whole
world's sorrow seemed to beat upon her heart, and at
intervals through the vast diapason of universal
anguish came the piercing note of personal pain.
She knew—triumphantly, yet shiveringly she knew

—what it would mean for her if England went into
the war, not merely as a protective Power, but as a
united Empire to challenge conclusions with her most
insidious and most formidable enemy. Mark would
go out to France ; and he would lose no time in going.
That was his way. He had said no word of it, so far,
either to her or Bel. But she knew his intention,
if the girl did rot ; and even while she shrank from
the surrender of her last best treasure, she never
dreamed of withholding him. If it were really to be
war on a big scale, everything, every one must go

Si

II'
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CHAPTER IX
"
v'Y *'*"™P®t lies in the dust

r Af ? ? ^® '° "^"^ ™y armour l'
'

*

l2 mrh^rbiVLtir^j^^^^^^ into my Ufa.

My hands Shall be uUe^em^p^^fr-^ t^^^^^^^^^

,,

®^ Rabindranath Taoore.
War declared

—

at last ' " Tr^jf », „ » .

quiet impressive voU • o.^
f^eith announced, in his

almostrhSSthThr'tha^-t '""' °^

physical she knew very weH TnT^V'T"'""'
glanced at Mark, who7eV/ were iSvt„ h''face

:

and there passed betwee? theri a swift „"spoken message that eased the hearts of bo^hBreakfast, usually a ehp^rf,.! ™ i

'

silent affair; and the min„t?^ ^'' 7^^ "'her a
slipped away rhe? tSroor'sI?.^'''*^ 1°?^'^
Ralph pack, that he mShrh^„.„ 5^''" "**' '>'''P'"8

report himsk at tht "ndia Oft?/ r", T^P °"^
off to the study with Keith • «^S V 5*"? ""^^ 8°"e
been sitting in Lrchair bv th»^ 7"*^? *^°""'y"> ^ad
an hour bfforethe hIrH h'^

7"^°''^°'' "^arly half

She turned°,";ft^htl'^r::^h:nit tufrthroat felt constricted, and no sound cZe
on'eln^TbTs^Lrr';^^,™- ^Peal >?'>Ped on

90
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His voice was steady, and there was a light in his
eyes that she had never seen there yet. For all her
courage, her own smile was i\ rather misty affair

'* You'remy uttermostfarthing,'?wasallshecould say.
les. It's bitter hard luck on you. But—vou

don't grudge my going ?
"

She shook her head. "The greater my treasure,
the greater my gift. This widow's mite is a very
large mite 1

" she added, smiling bravely now, and
passing her hands over his broad shoulders down
to his elbows, where they rested.
For answer he looked steadily into her eyes. The

famt, yet perceptible barrier raised by his engagement
was levelled utterly ; the old blessed sense of comrade-
ship restored. Friction between them was purely a
surface affair. The moment they touched funda-
mentals, they were one. And Mark, for his part,
was aware of a restfulness in this deeper under-
standing

; a restfulness that he had missed of late
without knowing it.

He knew now, very well; and she saw that he
knew

: but he only said, " I was sure I could count
on you. Keith approves, of course. I rather thought
of going down at once with Ralph. You know—it's
enlisting I'm after. The quickest way "
"Oh Mark—no/ that!" Her hands went up in

protest; and there was sharp pain in her voice.
' Now be a good Mums and listen without inter-

rupting," he commanded, imprisoning her hands.
Were simply going to have tue biggest rush to

the colours that the world's ever seen. I'm sure of itAnd It's up to us ' aristocratic noodles ' to give the
sacred working-men, of our sacred democracy, a
thumping good lead. That's what I meant about myown fellows. Thought you understood "

But, my dear—" she checked herself, half laugh-
'^?: V ^^ ^""^ ^°^^ ' ^^^y I interrupt now ?

"

1 ou have interrupted I Always do. Go ahead I
"

7

its

'li
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" Well, this is how / feel abnnf if c

scores of our blessed noodles wiH enlist forT'
^"^

reason you've mvAn tu xi^
eniist, tor the very

and if tL^'IUro^V'nUheTe 7t^^ b'e^r"?/officers. Then the xvrr.r.T: !^ r' ^ ^^ among the
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""^^^ ^^^

t7oi" td^r^^ w#a%r vict^-you. And let s hope it may be a good omen I
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Taking her head between his hands he kissed her

fervently, and she clung to him without a word.
At last he sighed and stood up, very erect, looking

out across the sunlit water to the shadowy hills Her
eyes took the same direction ; but the familiar scene
was no more than a bright quivering blur of colour,
lor a moment they both felt oddly shy of each other.

^^
I'resently it passed, and Helen looked up at her -on
I can't say what I'm feeling, Mark. But I don'tthmk you 11 regret my victory. Besides, there's Bel."

« cu u* J ^'^^'" ^^ ^^^^ ^" ^ changed voice.
5>tie hates the whole business. And she'll hate it

worse thrai ever now. But if she plays up as you
' K r*

^^•" -^^ glanced at his watch. " She'll
be here m a minute. I must go and meet her. Don't
slay and brood alone, Mums. Go down and talk
to Keith. He wants to rush into Ardmuir this
morning and fix up a recruiting show for Friday,
isir Mark Forsyth in the chair ! On Saturday I votewe go south. There'll be a thundering lot to do.
Ihis food panic's disgraceful. Famine, indeed ! As
if we hadn't a ship afloat."
She put her hands to her temples. " It makes one's

head spin. I'll go soon, dear, but I want a few
mmutes alone—to take it all in."
So he left her, and went slowly downstairs with a

preoccupied look in his eyes. It was scarcely the
look of a lover eager to meet the beloved after two
days absence

; and in truth his natural eagerness was
dimmed by a lurking doubt as to how Bel would receive
his announcement. The contrast between the utter
confadence he had felt in his mother's acquiescence
and his curious lack of confidence in the girl he meant
to make his wife hurt him horribly. He blamed him-
self for It, as a matter of course ; but deep down, he
knew that doubt did not come readily to his nature

;that never yet had he doubted where he loved.
From the front door he caught sight of her at the
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far end of the drive, moving in her graceful, leisurely
fashion, head bent, eyes on the ground. She was
wearing the yellow silk golf coat and the amber
beads, and the distractingly becoming hat ; and, of a
sudden, Mark realised with a pang, how, in the last
few days, the great issues at stake had dwarfed every-
thmg—even Bel.

But now that the tension was over, the die cast,
her spell reasserted itself; and a great wave of
tenderness flowed through him. It would be hateful
having to leave her : but he was so made that the
question of choice simply did not enter his head.
Now he hurried forward, convinced that this great

occasion must lift her above herself. It was always
the same : at sight of her, doubt grew shamefaced—
and fled.

Before he reached her, she looked up and waved
her parasol; and Bobs, suddenly recognising her,
bounded forward with eloquent tongue and tail.
While she was patting him, Mark came up and quietly
slipped a hand through her arm.

«
" That's good," he said, with a sigh of satisfaction.
Come to our summer-house on the heather and have

a talk."

As he led her towards the copse she gave him one
of her soft side-long glances, whether of scrutiny or
affection it were hard to say.
"Bobs is more demonstrative than his master."
The answering flash of his eye and tongue were

direct as his whole nature. " You won't induce me to
kiss you in the open drive by your base insinuations !

"

And it was not till they reached the depth of the
little wood that he came to a standstill ; a strange
light of exaltation on his face. Then he drew her
to him and kissed her with a still intensity of passion,
as if he would make her understand the measure of
his love before telling her that which, perversely
taken, might seem to throw a doubt on it.
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When he released her, she stood back a little and
smiled on him, rosy from his kiss, hands laid lightly

on his breast.
" Are you as glad—^as all that, to get her back ?

"

she asked.
" More than all that—heaps more. I agree with

Robert Louis. Separation has its good points 1 But
we'll soon be suffering from too sharp a taste of it

—

scores of us. I suppose you deigned to glance at the

head-lines this morning ?
"

" Yes, of course." She frowned. " It's horrible

—beyond belief. Rex says it simply means that,

in spite of all our science and progress, the world's

not civilised yet."
" More fool he, to imagine it was. Patches of it

are half-civilised, that's about all. And enough too.

Over-civilisation, goodness knows why, has a queer

tendency to rot men's souls. Makes the body too

comfortable, perhaps."
" Rubbish I That's one of your fads, just because

you're against progress."
" Not I, in the right direction. I'm only against the

modern craze for rushing wildly round a fixed point

and getting nowhere. This war may set the clock back,

but I bet it'll get us somewhere beforeit's donewith us.'-

He was back at the unavoidable subject again ; and

this time he resolved to have done with shilly-shallying.

They had reached the summer-house fronting moor
and loch ; and as he stood aside to let her pass in, she

said, smiling :
" I like the way you barbarians justify

your own point of view I Anyway, I suppose you're all

satisfied now, and things will be a little more normal ?
"

" Normal ? " His shock of surprise soimded in

his tone. " How can they be normal when we've

got to fight for our lives against a Power like Germany?
Who'd wish them to be ? I'm afraid you haven't

read much more than the head-lines, Bel. There's

no end to think of : no end to do. As soon as I've

ii«<i
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and"rol7'e7up"rre''T ^'^^ «° '-»'' •><>-

but Mother's persuad^ meL?nV^'° '""'' "y^^'^'

She's splendid ab^ut^t M. T?^'
'^°'"

" commission.

tojbe the same ' "' ^'"' * " ~"»tmg °« you

sank^^u'^r'a wo'cdrf". "'"^'H »>'' O'^"- She
looked ^ at h.m ?i '''" ^'"' *'"' window and
chm 'XA:zz'^^',t^%-f-yguite gone off your head •> » ^ ""^^ ^o"

fee5*B'„therswP:d'r'' M!"™" "=-'-<"• "^
" I wfs never sa^enrmyL^'^'' ^*"''"'* -l"'^*"-^'

her brow:?'""'
*'"' '""^'"^'* ^'t" » f-nt lift of

goiiijto fi"X ,'„*tf
"""'" ""<* '^" me-m._you're

girl, can'Jyr ^; „" |tStll^ ''' ^'^^'"^
^f compariso.. » ™^ yourself that there's no shadow
choice '^Som "thins ScoJh' * "^'''' °^ P-^'^o^ol

and I did.'' ^ *°"'"' S'^« "P for your sake-

thist^:!'' it's^'not'SHf'"' y°" °"S''* 'o give up
ing is the soulrs'Z:?n":*°'i^rT^\ ^"'S''*^

" ThS^ ^th^tV""" -^^? "g^- miiiLf-f^h'; "

P-enty of^:i^!:r^itSarart'Lt"''- ^^^"'-' «^'-

^Atr,!oTkrortor^'?™p^«^""''--"-<'.
They're thCandTbetr'stTSr'r."'* ''"''^'
Bel, i.'s not a question of Srikls^r nf""^^^'It s a plain matter of duty

„^^"'*'''^'^'s-or of carmg.

quite^o!;d':sri:rofX^i'^s>^°" '"^'^ '"

I
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(( And round up better chaps than myself to go

out and fight for me ? No, thank you ! There'll be
too many ready to take shelter behind that plausible
excuse. If they feel they can do so honestly, let
them. Anything I could do at home could be equally
well done by Mother and Keith. Did you happen
to notice the ' Call to Arms ' ? Do words like that
leave you unmoved ?

"

N-no. But it means common men, not men with
big responsibilities like you."

" Bel, that's pure quibbling. It says ' All,' and
it means ' All.' Could any man, I ask you, with a
shred of conscience or love for his country, read that
and remain at home rotting round with recruits and
committees ? I couldn't, that's flat. This war is
either a crusade or a meaningless horror. And for
me—^it's a crusade. I'm not talking hot air. There's
too much of that in the papers already. I'm only
trying to make you see that I've no choice. I can't
stand outside—even for you."

" That simply means you won't," she said very
low. He sighed and stood silent, baffled, yet un-
shaken, looking out over the sun-splashed heather.
Then it occurred to him that, being a woman, per-
suasion might move her though argument failed.

^^
He sank on one knee and put his arm round her.

"Darling," he urged, " I can't bear hurting youlike this.
War is cruelly hard on the women ; but you only make
things worse for us both if you let it come between us."
He felt her stiffen under his hand. " It has come

between us utterly," she said. " All this week it's
been getting worse. If you talk till all's blue, I shall
never see this—with your eyes . So it j ust amounts to
this. You must either give up your quixotic notion
of patriotism, or . . . you must give up . . . me."

She spoke with more than her usual deliberation.
The words seemed to drop out clear and hard as
pebbles.

?<
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the'SJ°" IttouT^ '^^*
'k" 'J^
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^"='~
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Take It," she whispered, "

it's yours— »

I
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hurr3dng out, she knelt down and began feeling, with
fingers that shook a little, for her vanished treasure.
Mark, watching her from the threshold of the

summer-house, did not so much as notice that faint
tremor. The red mist of anger clouded his brain.

" So much for a woman's sense of proportion !
*'

he said bitterly. " It's not a sin for you to smash
me up because I refuse to play the shirker. But it's
a sin to chuck away fifty pounds' worth of diamonds.
Money's sacred—if nothing else is. Keep it if you
find it, or it'll go straight into the loch."
As she rose to answer him, her eye lighted on the

gleaming thing, and with a sigh of relief she picked
it up. " Sooner than that, I will keep it, though I
can't wear it," she said. " Besides—you may think
better of this."

" Not until the Germans do," he answered : and she
knew he meant it. " Don't return any other trifles,

or they'll go the same way as the ring."
" Then I suppose—it's good-bye."
He heard the faint tremor in her voice. But at that

moment her very tears would scarce have moved him.
" Oh, good-bye," he said casually, his face hard as

a rock. " Whatever happens, let's preserve the
decencies."

She caught her breath as if he had struck her ; then
turning she walked away through the heather, grace-
fully, deliberately, with the familiar swing of her
parasol at each step, even as he had seen her walking
towards him half an hour ago.
He had blamed himself for doubting her, and she

had justified his doubts up to the hilt. In spite of
the dull pain and anger within him, his eyes followed
her, clung to her, till the last gleam of her yellow coat
disappeared among the trees.

Then, with the look of a man stunned, he sat down
near the window ledge and bowed his head upon his
arms.

m

if
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her heart. " I was anxious-a httle. But I hoped
better things of her."

^

"So did I. We were a pair of fools, it seems. And
there s an end of that.- With a gesture he dismissed
the subject and added, almost in his normal voice,what about the meeting ? Any luck ? "

» 'ii^^^'
People are quite keen. But-^you'll hardly

leel like speaking." "^

" Oh, I'll speak all right. The King's affairs come
a long way first. I've had enough of false perspec-
tives this mornmg. I'll probably speak all the better
for having—flung in everything." He sighed. " Giveme to-morrow. Mums, to pull myself together, and
1 11 do any mortal thing that's required of me. But
1 can t show up yet—you understand ? And it's vou
that must do the telling—as before !

"
A spasm of pain crossed his face and she passed ahand over his hair.

He drew back sharply. " Oh—not that," he
murmured

; then checked himself and tried to smile.
isorry. Im feeling—all raw, Mother; I can't be

civil even to you." He could not tell her why the
teel of a woman's hand on his hair was unendurable,
and would be, for some time to come.

« cJn'i'^^'"'*?''^'
'^^^^'" ^^^ s^^^' a^d turned to go.

^hall 1 send anything to the studio ? "
He shook his head. " Later on, perhaps. Dinner-

time. You might come up yourself."
" Of course I will."
And so she left him.
Lunch was nearly over when she got back. They

had kept some hot for her ; but she hardly touched it.
^riefly, without comment, she told them her news,and escaped with Keith into the study. To him she

could speak more freely. He loved Mark like a brother •

a good deal more, indeed, than the average man loves
the average brother

; and she knew-though neitherhad spoken of it—that he shared her distrust of Bel.
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^^ A i \ Zl *^
""f^ ^ ^^""^^ anj'^'herc, trust you tonnd It I What a blessing you are to us, Keith 1

» As
his hand shpped from her shoulder she caught and
held It a minutf. Then lier thoughts went back to
ner son. I wonder—will he ever have eyes for
Sheila again, after this ? "

" More likely after this than before. Sheila's a born
mother-woman, a Little Sister of Compassion. Andwe men are such fools that we're very apt to overlook
the beauty of that type till we've suffered a few hard
knocks from the other sort. The revulsion—when
It comes—is curiously complete. But it takes time.
As for our Sheila, whether she would have him, after
this, IS another matter."
Helen sighed. "I can't forgive Maurice yet,"

she said. I wonder if he'll enlist ? " And their talk
Slid back to the one all-absorbing subject—the War.

As for Mark, he spent that interminable afternoon
tramping endlessly, aimlessly over the hills ; hoping
by the mechanical motion, to deaden thought and
ease the pain within. Where all memory was in-
tolerable, it hurt him most to recall how cruelly she
had tenipted him by tone and touch; as it were
bribing him to be false to his own convictions. The
whole thing bewildered almost as much as it hurt
him. There were moments when he came near to
hating her

; proof, though he did not realise it, that
the love she evoked was strongly tinctured with
baser metal.
And all the while Bobs, the incurably faithful,

trotted to heel or gambolled coquettishly under his
m^ter s eyes without eliciting a word or a caress.
Hunger and lengthening shadows drew him back

at last to the home he loved yet now acutely desired to
avoid. She had poisoned even that. Yet how his
heart ached for her ! How the unregenerate bloodm his veins craved the touch of her lips and hands !

11

''i'
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He reached his study without encounterinff any-

thing more Imman than a stray housemaid
; and there

the first thing he hghted on was his own tender and
beautiful httle study of Contemplation. Standing
just inside the door, he feasted his eyes on the soft!
still face, the small head with its close-fitting cap of
hair and the long-limbed grace of her figure Then
rage flamed in him. He felt like smashing the thing
with a hammer and flinging away the pieces as hehad flung away her ring. A mere pulse-beat of
hesitation saved him and the artist prevailed over
the man He could not murder the work of hishands Later on he would give it to Maurice to

K^i" u^'^J'^'^
^^'"^ "^" ^^ Impressionism. Mean-

while, he lifted It as tenderly as he would have touched
the original put it away in a corner cupboard and
turned the key.

^

He had scarcely done so when he heard his mother
outs.ae.

full
'^^^" *^^ ''°°^' ^'''''''" '^^ ^^'^- " ^y ^^^'^^ ^^e

He opened it and relieved her of a tray set out with
appetising food and wine.
"Stunning ' >f you, Mums," he said. " I'm hungry."
£o her deligiit he ate everything and drank three

glasses of wme, while they discussed ways and means ;the money they could realise, the men they could
raise for England in this most critical hour of herdestmy. Except for the absence of laughter and
badinage m their talk, it was as if nothing abnormal
had happened. But Lady Forsyth did not fail to note
the disappearance of his treasure ; and she was sinful
enough to hope it had been destroyed.
She stayed more than half an hour and left him

with a fervent, " God bless you I
» But this time she

attempted no caress. She understood.

Next morning after breakfast, she lingered in her
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turret room, wondering whtit he would do with
himself, hoping he would come and let her know.
He did come ; und her heart ached at the tired Icokin
his eyes.

*' I'm going to take the Watersprite up the loch,

Mums," he told her. ' And I'll be away all day.
Grant has stocked her well, so I shan't starve. Don't
be an idiot if I'm late and go imagining I've drowned
myself. At a time like this a man's life is not his

own to chuck away. Besides, I'm not the sort.

And—there happens to be you," he added with a
smile. " On the whole I'd sooner have the honour of
being shot by the Germans "

" Mark—don't !
" She drew in a sharp breath.

*' Sorry, Mums. But it's true. By the way, as

I'm wasting some valuable time hadn't we better
stay over Sunday ?

"

" That would make things easier," she admitted.
" But I thought—you'd rather get away soon."

" My dear Mother, don't fash yourself with fancies.

If it'll ease things, we'll blooming well stay. /
don't care a damn."
The spark of irritation was purely refresh!. »

and he never apologised to her for ' language
accidental or otherwise. So complete was the com-
rade spirit between them that he prided himself on
his habit of speaking to her straightly as man to man.
More than once, in University days, he had filled some
prospective visitor with envy by the casual remark

:

" Don't be alarmed if you hear me scrapping with my
Mother. She's the right sort. I can talk to her just
exactly as I talk to you."
Now, in answer to his outburst, she said quietly :

" Very well—Monday. I'll tell the others."
" That's all right. And don't you be a fool about

me I

"

So he left her—and she did her best to obey him ;

but the faint consolation that his trouble brought him

ij

ii
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nearer to herself was obliterated by her acute con-
sciousness of his hidden pain and resentment against
the cause of it.

That grey, weary Thursday seemed as if it would
never pass. Clouds had rolled up out of the west,
bcuddmg showers lashed the loch; and through
them she could picture Mark steering the little
steam-yacht he loved. Long after sunset he came
back wet to the skin ; but looking, on the whole,
more like himself. He had fought and conquered
something out there in the rain and wind. But he
spent what remained of the evening in his studio as
before.

On Friday evening, when they were gathered in
the square hall waiting to start, he strode casually
downstairs and

;
nodded his greetings as if he had

merely been away for a couple of nights. He had
prepared a speech, he said, that ought to make the
men of Ardmuir sit up to some purpose : and Keith,
watching the little incident from the study threshold,
murmured : " Well done, old boy I

»

A second car had been ordered to accommodate the
party

;
and while they made ready, Mark was left

mmnentarily alone with Sheila in the hall.
Then she took courage and looked up at him.
Mark—I'm so sorry," she whispered. " I mav

say that much, mayn't I ?
"

For a second he held her gaze. Then- "Youmay say anything you please," he answered, "when
you look like that I Truth is—" he paused, " she's
never been taught to see things the right way. It
was just-K)ne couldn't make her understand."

ct W^?^ ^^' ^^^ "^"^* ^® very unhappy."
Bel—unhappy I " His astonishment was mani-

lest. But then—Sheila had not seen the look in her

^^ffV ^ ^ 1'*;!*'^*'" ^^ addedwith a touch of bitterness

.

idont, the soft voice persisted. " She's bound
to be—if she cares."



" But if she cared, how could she-
The note of pain in his voice gave her still more

courage.

"You said—she didn't understand, and that—
poisons everything."
Touched to the heart he said impulsively. " Sheila,

what a wise little Mouse you are 1
"

1- >It was his old nickname for her and she drew in a
quick breath. " Not so very 1 But I do know—about
caring."

." The first best knowledge surely," he said : then
Keith appeared and bade them hurry up.
But her eyes, shining on him through tears, and

her words that gave him a new point of view lingered
in his memory. Odd how readily he could speak of
Bel to Sheila, how hardly to his mother, with whom
he could talk of everything in earth or heaven. And
surely no one but Sheila could have been inspired to
couple sympathy for himself with so tender and
delicate a plea for Bel. If she were right, if Bel were
really suffering, the door of hope might still be ajar.
Meantime there was his speech ; for which he had
made comprehensive notes ; there were convictions
and appeals that he must drive home to the hearts
of his hearers

; and while he sat smoking in silence
beside Keith—who drove the car—words full of
vigour and fu-e came crowding into his brain. .

When at length he stood on the platform waiting
for his clamorous welcome to subside, the flame of
his own conviction burnt away all nervousness, all
dread of failure ; and for half an hour he spoke as
none had imagined he could speak, himself least
of all.

" First rats," Keith said quietly as he sat down amid
a storm of cheers.

" Heaven knows how I did it !
" he answered under

cover of the noise. " Wish I could bolt now."
But the Provost had risen and was praising him to
8

.
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figures, was not sensational but H*'"? '^^""^ i"
ously impressed. It br„^'j ,

^rdmuir was obvi-
Mark's "^great r^cStfct'et''^*" f"^"'"'"

^^
St Mark, privately o?erwh^^„

/^ * '*"^**
'J «nd

consent, with the air rfoi^^' 8»^/ 8™<=iou8
speeches as easily as he ate h^ V° ^^'^^ ''"'«Mt
"Really, old boy, yot o,Lhl% ^^t'''^*'*-

•»ent," Keith said as thev ^dL t^"^ ^°' P"'""
speeeh of yours is well distfibutJ tt"""' " " *^^
be tumbling in. One has tn „" I

J^''* "«° ^'1 soon
TheRadieafspiritisTostro^g;^^^^^ 'T "^ ^'''^

'And the beauty of it i.^w .^"^^'^'"'"nt'y-"
rf they only knew it' are H^* *^' ^^ "^ '«".
they're so conservative f^' M ^"'^' J"''* *«««*«

nr?h°?''
"other^ rumour''"^ButTl^ "^*'' "

no thanks, not yet awhile " I'arhament—

estate. That evening ^l ° '"'' mother's small
*«-%. a tS.Sn to°Zn i- "°' -''ho«
village and discover whether thfp'''"™ '°*° '^e

irKe';t!^--- -^^wh^°rporc-:

sufd'^ron^Whrd^r^r T'""V' =-
Tat rpi:Kt^-„rieS --"^ - -:
a reasonable interval rose ^d IHi?'""'* »<»• a^^;
easy to guess what h»^ if

^* *''« "om. It was
herself fo*r the Thfl^in^f^te"^J ^'^'^ ='te raT^
sleep till she knewTtut as Mark^,i

^''^ '^°"''> "<"

^'•f.~P.-rlya„iinUl„'^f^t^,tSlrT"'Good mght, dear," she said
'^"^^ ** •"« door.

^
?Cor:ti^t mZ^'^'o^^ ''--transfigured.

i>e closed the d^oor beh^V"'3 K^"''
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He thrust a faintly scented sheet of note paper

into her hand ; and she obeyed.
Bel's communication was brief, moving, and verymuch to the point.

® ^

**Are you generous enough to forgive me—andcome to me," she wrote without preamble. "Ifyou can keep it up-/ can% i saw and heard you
at Ardmuir. You are brave. As for me, I'm bitterlysory and ashamed. I hate it all still. But if you
wish It, I am yours—unconditionally, Bel. I shall
be alone here after 10.80. I can't face Inveraig."

Lady Forsyth had to read that note more than
once before she could feel sure of her voice. To her
It seemed studied, consciously written for effect ; and
the writing itself was .^ually studied, with the same
touch of hardness in it that showed in the level line
ot eyelids and brows.

'' Well ? " Mark was growing impatient.
You can forgive her ? " she asked looking steadily

up at him. ° ^

" Of course I can. And you must, too. She's
sorry.^^ She—cares. Isn't that enough for any

'' But she's not convinced !
"

" /'« convince her, in time. I hope she'll come
south with us to-morrow."
Lady Forsyth drew in her lips and at once his

Hands came down on her shoulders.
'' Look here, Mums, I won't have" you antagonising

and doubting her any more—after this. It spoils
everything. You might make an effort, if only formy sake. It's beyond belief getting her back ; and
your attitude's the only flaw in my happiness. Has
been all along."
She was silent a minute, then she put her two hands

on his breast. " Dear, I will make an effort for your
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^^'^i^'^^^^oVti'^i^^^ It's

wS:::d°:rm^^S'"'.'>- ^or ^ Arst time since
"Goodnight" ^ ^'^'' yo"!" he said.

of his grief, ;he had been uZlH h""?^
"^ *''« P""

Tiction that his loss w^^ain.^ ^ ^^^ '«<='«' <=on-
know it. Now the^d^^"LThI

"°'"' ^"^ ^^ '^°"'<J
nagging at her afresh CI ™ J^

uncertainty was
the sincerity of the whol^

^er heart she distrusted
given her word to M^k an^R?\ ^"' '^^ '"'^
benefit of all the doub"to crt,,^!

"'°"''' ""^^^ 'he

Sa^nV?te!^^ rd^^^'-fthro^..^^ thit^

cW ?he''door''she dW n'T''^ sitting-room and
simpler woman' ttld Va^l X„:° "f ^i- - a
standing near the mantelS on tL fju '*^»ined
the square table, smilin, ifi! ? °* ^"rther side of" M.^i, I ..

"'? smii ng her cool, provonAhVo o„;i.
-s,u„etable.s.j;^™^^^^^^^

would youT;ally IL'eT'
"°"'^""«

Mark I " she said softlv " t»* l
'~

bet/eei't^rantM^nas'trdirn ^ '-«»
could never let her go

noldmg her as if he

h'" MtCt.'*"' ''"'^° y"" "-rt-if i hadn't."

pollXl'^lift'rftViX; admitted ^* t''^ slowest

throughS How'co^M v'oufn if'T
"""" y°" P-^' "

like bits of glass?" ^ ^°°^ "* "« ^th yoii eyes

"YouforgeV..shesaid."Ica„act.
It wa .e-
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cause—I cared so much, because I couldn't bear the
idea of your taking part in that horror out there
and because you were so obstinate, that in the end
I put on the strongest screw I could think of—and it
wasn't so strong as I supposed. That's the inner
history of the last three days."
He regarded her searchingly, taking it all in.

"Women are queer things," he said. "Did you
really suppose I'd capitulate—under the screw ?

"
" I half hoped so— till I heard your speech. Then

I began to see that I'd never known the real Mark

:

only Bel's lover."
" And—did you approve of the real Mark ? "
She laughed and kissed him.
"I nestly, I found him rather alarming. Too

big altogether for a mere Bel. But I wanted him
more than ever. And now I know he's still mine, I
can't let him go."
For Mark there was only one flaw in those first

raptures of reunion, and for that flaw his mother
was unwittingly responsible. Nothing would induce
Bel to come up to Inveraig or to travel south with
the Forsyths on Monday.

^^
"I can't face them yet awhile," she persisted,
specially your Mother. She won't easily forgive

me for hurting you so. No real mother could.
Besides, she was probably thanking her stars for your
escape

; and now I've turned up again, like a bad
penny !

"

" Bel—! "

But she laid her hand upon his lips.
" Hush and listen to me. It wouldn't be fair on

Harry either, stranding her with those two. In ten
days, we can both come south and a regenerate Bel
can dare to pay you a visit. Their minds will be
full of such big terrible things by then that they'll
take me for granted. As for you—the real Mark
will be so swamped with his responsibilities that

i
I 1
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tt- would be no fW for love-making even if I

4t ^'Ih^^e' XsTf fi:hl,*°H """V'
that she wa,

without a stead/ing e«fct^ v"""'^
'""' ""t been

and so the matter 4s setUeS
""P""""' 'P'"*-"Ham and wind had ceasert tk

afternoon and evening t?^' ''^^ *?««' all the
on Monday the St.i"^'*^*'' °° «"> water, and
Wyneheombe Fria^^ P"*^ t^^e""* do^ to

wit1,oura'irrdn';t^hl2TK'' '^"^ !»--«
on that loth of Augu"t ^hhfhl ^''° '^"P^' thaS
of Belgium's gallan^tl^d beatinl"'^ """u

""8"'^''
?nd the poignant questi^ at fc u-^

°" ''e'" '''ain,
>n what circ^stances Zjd tS

^'^^-"hen. and
™8«ed house and «,. lu ^^^ ^""^^ that grev
agtii ? "* ""* *''e Joo'^ and hills of Scotland

i-
!'
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CHAPTER I

'• God gave us England from ot old.
But we held light the gift He gave ;

Our royal birthright we have sold.
And now the land we lost for gold

Only our blood can save."
Lieut. Qeottskt Howabd.

Wynchcombe Friars was a singularly perfect relic
of the Tudor period. It rambled, it blossomed into
irrelevant gables, it took you to its heart. The lordly
spaciousness of an eighteenth-century mansion seemed
dull and featureless, by contrast with its individ jality,
its friendly charm. And of all its beautiful old rooms
was none more individual than Mark's studio with
its oak-panelled walls, deep window-seats and leaded
casements that opened upon the sea of pinetopa
he had described to Bel. For him and his mother^
it was the soul of the house ; and in nothing was
their intimacy more evident than in the fact that
this, his holy of holies, was hers also. A certain
square bay window that caught the last of the sun.
upon the pines held her arm-chair of dull blue brocade,,
her book-case and elbow table. Blue prevailed also
in the window-seats, the casement curtains and the
Turkish rugs on the polished floor.

Che studio itself contained Httle beyond Mark's
paraphernalia, his writing-table and a few pieces of
priceless old furniture. The spirit of Michael Angelo
pervaded the place :—models of his statues and
groups, sepia studies by Mark from the great friezes,
and a portrait of the Florentine's rugged head occupied
the plac 3 of honour above the mantelpiece. The blue-
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a faJIcn Lucifer, still "uHenlf^ «""« *'""''• "efeat,
h.» battered sword; X^ t'^T''

u'^''''^ "P°»The Vikmg, who accomoflS m i"™'"'^ strength,
was set in a dark oak Zh^^K .

**'""'' °n his motes

*^ni 'h™
'"t"' t^ngre.ie?'''

'""^'' '•°' ^'<"»«"nd
room, 'theritkld'te''?'''^ »'"' friendliness of the
note that had b^en mo5e mrked?„t"''^^'^ ''^<=««
at Inveraig. ^ marked m the simpler studio

sm^nl irraZ.l^Cd^»«' '^"^ '-««•
Mark eould bring himsdf tlTea::"?'Jr^'^ ^ow
or no. He, personally, had fonn^ •. ' Patriotism
a wrench to shut ud hi.TT ! ^'^ '' 1"'te enough of
till when ? God or ?he de^^'f "^""^ '" Chelfea-
He had gone straight i^"^'''

*'one could tell.

Surrey. wonderi4 *h,t ™2,-hr''"« *° ""^ '»°"e in
for such as he in tWs te^°M ' ,"'' "'«'•« oonW be
small knowledge of fire«™''i"„f'^f-he, who h^
takmglifethathecouId^""verfi ^ ^''""'y '"^'^^ted
Mark had suggested eXHnrin?if'T"*'"fi»Wng.a suggestion 4ce coXS bv\-^ ^J'*"' «*««:
With a blunt admonition ti V ^" ^"red Lenox
Nevil Sinclair'"; Br^^iX^l^r """"* '*"^
them. He would send thrhf„^^^'' «°nmianded
commission the moment ht ^ * "»"« "P for a
>t:

''ndonthewh"rMfurfcefrndT°"1?"? «* ^»
the question of choice taken ^r/V^'^t''^'^ *° have
had stipulated for a few dav.Tf I

*"' ^^'"^'- He
to Wynehcombe Friars before f t' ^"""'''^ ^^sit
and those few davs-wi/hM *''?'"S the plunge-
guest-had laid t^he fXdatioTof

'°' *^ '"'^ °tfe;
ship with Forsyth who^^ fi

^ * genuine friend-
notably in this hou; of crisis ' '"^""^^ ^'>™-= out
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Wnercas at Inveraig he had at times seemed selfish

tlffj^ i
dictatorial, here, as responsible landowner,

his mastery and forec of character showed in a new
light. And as for sclfishness-his whole mind seemed
set upon the welfare of his people and his place Inthe coming time of stress. Now, at the very momentwhen he was most needed, and most longed to be onthe spot, he was cheerfully and actively engaged in
transferring the reins of government into other hands.

iSnf!*"^'^* ™^" °^ '^"^""^ «»«ods and many
ITr^L

^^^^-«"^h st-ength and singleness ofpurpose seerned enviable as it was admirable ; andthe fact that Forsyth had remained unshaken even

.l^'^\tTu ^^^^^tion had made a deep impres-
sion on the lighter nature of his friend. Since thenhe had learnt a good deal more, not only of Sir Mark
i''cc^ *l J"^'V^^'*^*;°'''

^"* ^f England's greatest
asset, the hereditary lords of the land.
To-day his brief respite was over.
At the moment, he and Mark hkd effected their

escape from the infliction of war-talk, as perpetratedby Mrs. Melrc ^ and the Vicar's wife, at the tea-tableon the terract Sir Mark's sudden engagement, by
tfte way, had been a severe shock to Mrs. Melrosewho suspected that Sheila must have played her cards
remarkably ill. But that, after all" was how onemight expect her to play cards of any worldly value.She was her Melrose grandmother all over. Not adrop of Burlton blood in her veins. But the warHad dwarfed that personal disappointment, and thegood lady was brimming with benevolent schemes
lor herself and the whole neighbourhood.
Meantime the Vicar's wi.e held the field. Havin<Tcome m quest of a subscription, she had stayed tSmurmur decorous and very premature lamentations

over the undesirable features of billeting and of the
lerntorial camps : the sort of thing that reduced Lady
rorsyth to speechless e.v .speration. Mark, divided
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M«- Melrose created «<li •
'""rtive voice of

murj, were drov,Zii„Y^^';;;} """ '^"''ious mur-
fccai housing of BeVanri/ lf"P°'itions for the
Westover Court into a luxuriou^h ''"•. '?r^"''°" °f

fo«. Lady Forsyth wthft-T'"' *'' "'n^""-
ought to specialise on eon™ii^„"';'

heavenly place,
-Mrs. Melrose dearlyTovS'TS' °' "''''« ««««» "
plans-" If „e all take »*.,"!,'?"« °"'" People's
nomuddle or overlapping "Tf':/ """' "'^'«'"- «*

^n^^--^« «e htX-hTSl!!!
contTnptto'^r^fnt"ZV. '" -•«'>'--
Wyncheombe Friars wouW ^\!"' ""^? '"^^ for
"wasatthispointthAf M. 1.1 .°*" mistress.

for the Sinclairs.'^Not eveS "^ "^ *'^"" "P ^"'""ffwho had come over with!?, ^^P'^^'^oe of Sheila-
on to discuss Cr Plan

" ™° her and was staying
Mrs. Melrose held the fieM IH'k'''

''^'«'" W". one!
Forsyth he left word that •<^"t''"?«'y deserting Lady
up, would be very Ve?confe i^I'''

"^' '''»"« turn
Now, while Maurice ]ZJ5 *^ ''"""o.

littered writing-table a Zf^ f' ^*^« ^e sat at his
deep furrows i^ his foreffi

''^*?'^» his teeth, two
table the room held no ouf.; .?^°"^ *''«' '"tered
and modelling pedestaT.tnl^ '^' "^ '">'^- Easel
ness prevailed! andMarS ^™P'y- A woeful tid'
thought. Small wonder «1?"'^',?°^«J older, Maurice
at a .troke whcnt"'nr^ra'^e:^^"'^' he must for^o^

i»o, throughout Great RriS- • ^? *^® Gazette.
unemotional foshio^^eno/^^^^^^

m the same casual
the supreme sacrific^^rf^.r^'"^, ff^^^

were making

f that made hfe worth 1^5^^/ ^ ""^^ ^^^^^^ them
hardJy-earned distiwLn i^^P°''^««^ons, talents

^r^eherishedhomr^Sf^t^^^^^^ '°P? ^-^^^l
Maurice, privately rebelled ? buUhevTo^

"' '^^^' ^^^^
,
uuctney, too, were carried

!|
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forward by the infection of brave example, if by no

that infection strongly: but on this his last eveningof freedom the artist in him raged afresh against Jhfhideousness and waste and cruelty of modefn warFor ten mmutes Mark had been smoking steadilyand silently He had a difficult letter on his mind
Maurice, who had the horrors of Tirlemont on his

Zr{ 't h^'k'.T^^
^"P^"^^ *° ^-^^ ^«n2 speech

judged
"" indulged in, lest he be mis

-

vZ ^ M "^^
K ^T"^ '^^?* y^"^ P"vate feelings are,

,^h'^h '^ K*""
PJ"?g^d boldly

; and Mark started a^

T lit , .u^ r^^^ ^"^"^ ^ ^'^^'^' " But the more
I look at this busmess of enlisting and goini? out toslaughter Germans-not to mention the chlncfof the'r
returning the compliment-the more heartily I hate
the whole thing. It's nothing so simple as mere funk.And It s not that I'm shirking-you understand."

hi. , :i7^^\u
understand," Mark rejoined, setting

his teeth on the stem of his pipe.
But he did not seem disposed to enlarge on his

understanding of his private feelings ; and Maurice,whose mixed emotions were clamouring for expression,

thin/?
''

. ^m'^
^"".^ '''""^^ ^* ^'^'^ Siye one some-

thing to tackle and overcome. It's this cursed
inferno going on inside one's head that plays the very
deuce. And the beastly thing seems quite indepen-
dent of one's thoughts or attention. Just keeps on
automatically at the back of my brain. Even when
I m reading or talking I can hear those infernal gunsand shells. I can see the mangled fragments thatonce were men-the wounds-the blood-the slopes
of the Li^ge forts " ^

suddenly, a spark of anger In his eyes. " D'vou
suppose you're the only one that's plagued with an
liiiagmation ?

m
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Maurice sighed.

contrrfe^'-.ftl.f^^P;' he said, disappointed, but-you understood—!!'. *" *''" '^'"^- And I thought

tone waT ge«L^°„;,^* '""V'f',*
'"r

7^"-" M'"'k'''
yoV " get that most effmivclv h

"^^""^ ^""''^ after,
«je.ng things with your artua^.f""« ?* y°""elf
with your actual hands thatM? ^^^ ' ^"'''S things
cmematographs in your head ^v"^

y°" "° «>»« fS

»^a::trd^,^tSrT^-^^^^^^

poignantly intimate aTlTdTFo' ?m ^ ^"^i^^* ^oher one remaining son mt J-/?f^*^ '^ ^"xiety for
fny. He took a&uJW V^-

^^^^ '^^^ to expeet
to generalities.

^^^^^ ^* ^^« P^Pe. then revested
Bon't write me down an »«<• i- .he sa,d with his frienStysmik^^S^hrute Maurice-

game on earth, and we'v. „ !" . ^^"^ the roughest
ou^elves if w^'re to ^lll^t' ."^

^e a bit rought?hhombiy well aware that the ' f I P"''P<«'e- I'm
™ag,nation ' is the verv nl '°"°wful great gift ofA shade less of it in us whoT "" ""^^^ oee^ions
and a sh,de more of it^ ourwZ" '" '''' ""« "^"mi—who have to do th. f "festmuister OlymDian.

rf
"W be a proaTanter &"! ^"'^ toTesS^!!

duration of the war" 4?V'^™ '"Wed 'for thea Picked Cou„cil."w^,dp:,',fener paramount. Vith

^"us tZX\T "' "-i-^nr;o"urr
It*;^
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'^ZseUr"""'^''''
^''" ^^"- ^^ y^" ^^°"ght it on

Maurice rose, flung away his cigarette end andstrolled down the length of the room and back
Its done me a power of lor-d being here" hesaid coming to a standstill by the it.. lU^lpieS andcontemplating Mark's 'Trianph.' -

t'ou're ^ manas well as an artist, Forsyth and the bulk of us are

LwlM-rr^"^' ^"^ ""^^^^ ^^^" too much ofUncle Michael in my composition."
Mark laughed.
" Confound your Uncle Michael I You run alone

to, and your composition will take care of -tself Awee bit stiffenmg's all you want ; and a wee b^taste of red-hot reality will put some backbone intoyour studio-bred art, that ennobles nothing andnobody and doesn't even want to make itself ^ndetstood. Its just on the cards that this war-whenwe're through with it-may give us an^tt^i^
naturally from a more robust conception of life •

an art that will genuinely reflect the spirit of the a^e*as Michael Angelo reflects the Renaissance Ou;present age of machinery and moncy-gSg hasprecious little spirit to reflect. No collective con-victions. Practically no faith, except 'n success

nuTK'^'^l^
^''^' ^""^ "^ ^''^^ "«^ f«- ^rt

;
and we'reousted by he cinematograph. A few, like mysel7and

TheteJt Ik thT^ ^k T 'n^ ^"^ the'^^Wsine rest, like the bulk of your advanced friends sav

make a little hell of their own in the Graft.n Galleries tJust at present, Maurice, the mere artist is the mostsuperfluous creature on God's earth "

on^x'^K^KK^^
J"""^^"^^ """^ ^*^^«k^d himself. « Offon my hobby-horse again I Why the deuce don^you chuck a book at me, old chap ? Too mul sp^ut
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.III

ing at these recruiting shows will make m^ .r.
•

fliction to mv friends Ah fj, ,, "^® ^" ^^
Joy for Mother I LLJr~:lZ^ ^^^' ^''' ^^Irose.

buL, wKnL^o'r^ertt h^^^^
Mrs, Clutter-

maligning better folk than h"' S. "^'^ ^^
We'll get the tail-end of tea and ff,. ^i'''

^''^^
need cheering up " ^^"^ P°°^ ^^^^^ will

con^dTrilrHet TJs 'dT l^l ^^ '^^ ^P-*«~

found himself ab^e w?th stila° who.tel' ''''f

her face. " But I'm nit ?
^^^ *" ''°g«' <>«

massage plan special^vTf it
"'^ ^ ^^P™^^ °^ *»>«

I'd leave^anX^'anyone" ^"ZT"' S^^^ '^'
that." The eirll vmV.. *!, lu J

"'''• Ste knows

» faint coIolrn^Ttatr'^h^eer' "p'"« '"''

doubtful, though, whether ^hl ™ .T^'
^ "" ''^'y

here long-without^^ou " """''^ °" ^°"'^ ^t"?

Mark started and frowned.

end 'o'f%TeM workfo^h"'^ '"V ^"^ *»«'» -
same-" hf̂ auTet looh'ng dTeptto^^ hti't""^.the wood, at pine-stems rfsyw?th shaft, nfT^fI believe you know bp.it si,. <.

°^ ''S'"*-

break her heart W», ^ ''°"
' ^'"P- She'd

women."
"^^' '^"'""^ "»^1 hard on the
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Sheila said nothing : but the set of her lips showed
a faint line of strain tha^ he had not noticed before.
" Come for a quarter-deck prowl with me, Mouse,"
he said.

They paced the wide-flagged terrace, veined with
moss, till near dinner-time ; and only at the last did
Mark speak the thought uppermost in his mind.
They had reached the far end when he came to a
standstill and faced her squarely.

" Sheila—it goes against the grain asking favours
for Bel, even of you and Mother. But you were such
a brick before ; and now—it's a bit of an ordeal for
her facing you all after—what happened up there.
Otherwise she'd have been here sooner. Of course
I'll make her speak to Mums straight away, wnich
may clear the air between them. But I want you
all to be ever so kind and not let her feel a shadow
of awkwardness. Just pick up the threads again as
if nothing had happened. Will you—for my sake ?

"

Sheila was leaning now against the balustrade,
her hands pressed palm downwards on the stone-
work.

Yes, Mark," she said in an odd, contained voice,
" I'll do anything I can for your sake. But in my
heart—" she suddenly looked up at him with her
clear, honest eyes, " I can't forgive her

—

ever !
"

" You ? " His surprise brought the blood to her
cheeks. " But when it happened you were so

—

understanding. It was you who took the edge off
my bitterness."

" Because then—I didn't understand," Sheila ex-
plained with difficulty. " I thought she had really
lost you through her own blindness ; and—I was
sorry for her. But afterwards, one couldn't help
suspecting it was all . . . that perhaps she was
simply . . . putting on the screw."

" She admitted as much,'* he said, looking Bway
across the rose garden.

9
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" Mark

! How could she ? » Her low tone vibrated
like a smitten harp-string.

viuiatea

" That's the mystery to a masculine brain. It hurt-considerably. But it seems women do these things."
Sheila checked a natural impulse to repudiate thesweepmg assertion. She saw him deliberately erect!

she had already been candid enough, and she ;ouldnot permit herself to insinuate disparagement.
Wer enigmatical silence urged Mark to add • " Bel's

enf.v fL '.'k''^
unhappiness, anyhow. She didn'tenjoy those three days much more than I did, andshes lost more than a week down here. So just

and^ TM^ {.?
''

^"""i
deceptive little bit of adamant-

«. rri
^^^^ y°" ^^^^ ^y heart."

.frn- l^f' ^r.^^^'-yJ" Sheila said laughing, andstraightenmg her shoi.lders. " I don't take payment

dinnTr^^"'''^^'''-
^"' ^''^ ''"^^ *" ^^ ^"^ ^re"

c.i^'
t^ey sti-olled back to the house she caught her-self reflectmg quite philosophically on the impunitv

Tlanl* .r^P^'"^'^"^"^ '''^^'' d^^e "<^t cast aglance over the hedge.
But in spite of her excuse about dressing fordinner, she seemed in no such hurry after all. A

Lt flTniT^^^'V''"''.^'^""
^'' *° '^^ the studio, tos^t alone for a few mmutes in that shrine of blessedmemories

: and, having seen Mark safely vanish intohis bedroom, she made bold to venture in.
Sinking into Lady Forsyth's arm-chair, she let thecrowding memories sweep through her brain, whileuer eyes ranged from picture to picture, from statue

^n fufi r.^r rr^,^^^^^i"g them by heart, because

io Innf1? ^iJ^^V''^ ^?)'>; 'he so prized would belong

LZ Kf
'• ^J u^''*

^^^^ ^"^ his art were one and

ihe Iffect'^f^r"^' ^5
^"

""f"^^
^"'t^"^t' 'he dreadedthe effect of Bel's demoralising influence on both.
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Dearly she lovec^ the virile figure of Triumph

;

more dearly still, tiie Viking. Him, she saw and
felt as Mark had hoped that Bel might see and feel

him. She had been at Wynchcombe Friars during

those wonderful days when he came to Hfe under
Mark's hands ; and in her private heart he stood for

the symbol of his creator's unquenchable spirit.

In all these children of his hand and brain, she found

the quintessence of the man, and it was her instinct

to seek the essence of things.

Mark himself, without and within, was all that she

would have man be—she, who seemed fated to attract

only the ' poor things ' of earth. Since Ailsa's

death and his return from Europe, she had worshipped

him, with the still intensity of her northern nature.

So feUcitous had been their relation, and she so young,

so happy in a home atmosphere the very antithesis

of her own, that no afterthought had troubled her

unclouded content.

For this reason, she had been able to accept,

loyally, uncritically, his sudden and bewildering in-

fatuation for a girl obviously unworthy of him : an

infatuation that could survive even his knowledge
of the motive which had prompted Bel to such un-

sparing use of her power. Entirely one with him in

spirit, she could not choose but will w'-.at he willed

;

and conviction that Bel honestly loved him had
mitigated the pain of her own hidden disappoint-

ment in him.

But now even that faint consolation was gone, and
here, where associations were more intimate than at

Inveraig, the shock to her belief in him seemed in-

finitely harder to bear. Here the question forced

itself upon her—how could he, being what he was ?

And his fresh appeal on behalf of Bel had badly

shaken her innate capacity for acceptance.

Because of that appeal—which would also be made
to the others—this girl, who had so cruelly tormented

ir
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^^ge'^f"^^ tcU-'r "« <^owed to suffer

For the first tim^ IT^ '''* '° ™"y deserved
point of r'belt:' F^'thTL^sr^"* 1"°'' *° «»
at odds with his • ft„^ if 1. 1 * *™* ''«' '^'U was
to admit. Froi^'aThlld shr^T' '^ '^^ "^^^
private eode oTcoura^l th».

'°''^?*"' ''"' "^
.

-y " X can. .-ITZ sr^uKZ t

caus';\:rsi'idit.^'s:.'L^S'sr^ '''°*-*' "-
would matter nothing to Be^th^K''?' '=?"^i''«ed.

down on her from the atHtnHT/u"""''^ ^°°^^
years, with a miW eocd h, !^ 1 ^" twenty-nine
it would matte"greftly toZrt TJ^^'P^' ^ut
She rose at last and wW T"*'"'.*** ^"^<=^-

room. Before the Vitin^ i!''^^/°1°^ *">« ''^'o^ed

trying to draw the y^uZ soul n^^ "• '""^ '^''"«'

his'';™ :Kiir„'rc''f"'. "^r-
"^^^ °p»ed

Is that the ^^'^ttjt'^^Jf- "H'uilo!

^j „ n resist going m-just to greet them

th^pVr^^S^Sd^'..-^-—
'

Are

i.no4C^^S^:J^-,';;:^''esaidvery,ow. "iVe
were born."

nav.Lt I ?-~ever since they

sev^rS' setnTMrk^'^foodT '^' ^'/^^ = -<> ^-
sudden softening^ his whJ ?'°^ ^^^' ^^'- The
seen it. would hfvfbt lX%^h% rJr't.

^''^ '^^^^

1
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CHAPTER II

" The heavena such grace did lend her
That she might admired be."

Shaxespeabe.

Next morning early, Mark drove Maurice to the main
line station, despatched him with a final volley of
chaff, and proceeded patiently to tramp the lane
outside till the down train should bring him the desire
of his eyes. From the station-master he learnt that
" She " might be anything from twenty minutes to
two hours late. Yesterday five specials had run
through, packed with horses and men, and there
would be more to-night.

" Jolly for they Germans, sir !
" he added with a

jovial wink. "They do say now that the British
Army will be keepin^ Christmas in Berlin !

"
" And on the other side they say the Kaiser will

keep it in London," Mark answered him. "Best
leave fairy tales to the Germans. It's their line."
And he retired to commune with his own heart in

the lane.

The train gave him ample time to lose patience
and recapture it; and the longer he waited, the
brighter grew the halo round Bel's golden head.
Idealist as he was, in art and life, he could not choose
but ideahse the woman he loved : if indeed, he were
not rather in love with a phantom of his own brain,
who wore the appearance and spoke with the voice
of Bel. Durmg the last ten days, while his conscious
mind had been absorbed in things practical, the sub-
conscious, unoccupied artist in him had been sedu-
lously gilding her halo. As for that bewildering
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jar in Scotland, he had so completely credited h^rwith his own sensitiveness on the subiwvTif,.* u"
rrr^r',*" """'* ^" 4etihlfever bee

"
He had shrunk even from asking her to speak oni
ett'er TtheT ihtn'

'"^ ""^' *"' '«l""t&ii
by wVoKr„g.'''"''« "" -P'--tness on her

And now-all he craved was herself. Her letters

aTdX^trn^/j^vttd jiiri;T^thino tkof f„-i,' '^. *'=^'"S" just to miss some-thing that, for him, was the essence of her charm T„them the shghtly studied effect of her whole aWtudeto life seemed more definitely artificial IdSreading them, a troubled uncertainiy was Ift'

c^uT^^rs':^hrvts.^^;^-'> *-^ °'^™f^
Ah—the whistle at last I

He reached the platform as the train drew ud andthere emerged from a distant carriage the taH »n

Sg hat'\T ^? ' ^^'^"^r* -d'sm^nf̂ ^^^^^^^ntung hat. About midway down thp r»lnffr^^«, *u

trpe-rtis^o^r- ^^« -"outdffc t^
%4::ndTh;^tetsf:j-^^^^^^ t'O'^ed of

two t waked the undersense that, although thev had

^"e ^st^c-oi^tre "It^rr rf^^
Snt^§::j^B9' '" ^-"=
the girl.

other—the man more so than

tlire'be'side'' ht''^'^S"*T*''*'
""^''y> to •'^ "'"ing

between stret-h-
'

' '

'^'^ '"""^"' 'P'^**'"*

swelos of h!!th
,."P'= r™'""'' '

between purplfsweeps ot heather, when they climbed a ridop • o„.^on through roUing open country where "hfearhWtrees showed a yeUow leaf or two! and the oaks were
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still sunset-tinted with their second blossoming.
England, relying serenely upon her grey ghosts of
the North Sea, lay dozing in the high noon of the year,
while little Belgium, like another Kate Barlass, thrust
her arm through the staple that the murderers might
be stayed were it only for a moment. A Territorial
Camp, an occasional motor decked with flags, a group
of khaki figures resting in the shade—these were the
sole reminders of that invisible horror across the
Channel, that for Bel was no more than the shadow
of a shadow, though the cloud of it overhung her own
life and sat visibly upon her lover's brow.
Every now and then she took stock of him under

her eyelids, from his rough motor-cap and his sensitive
mouth, safeguarded by that uncompromising chin,
to the lean, strong fingers controlling the machine. A
woman would safely entrust her destiny to that
mouth and those hands, though she might wish,
incidentally, that he would take a less exaggerated
view of this singularly inopportune war. It was just
her luck that it should have been timed to spoil the
most promising phase of her life. If only Mark's
admirable virihty were tempered by a touch of Rex
Maitland's intelligent common sense, matters would
be so much easier and pleasant " all round. And the
coming interview with Lady Forsyth was a nuisance,
to put it mildly : but still

" Have I given you time to get through the worst of
your troublesome affairs ? " she asked after an
interchange of commonplaces that led nowhere.
" I'm hoping for a clear field as the reward of my lost

week."
He gave her a contrite glance.
" I wish it were clearer. Russell, my land-agent,

has played up like a Trojan. But the wood seems
to thicken as one goes on. And to-day I'm booked
for a recruiting show at Bramleigh. No getting out
of it. Sir Nevil Sinclair—the artist, you know—said

f
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::
Won't Sheino"• '""^ *" ^'^^ *'^^"

.
As a substitute for uou ? M«,t

.smcrediblel Is she with^^ou st""^!
^°" """^^^^y

And Mr. Macnair ? "
res."

two r-^
*''"y P"t °f your pennanent family, those

you teed'?ow-^Q^t ^o7*w'''''T
'° "-"• Are

^oJ^X'U r^ltlT - •^e "eaveniy
His hand closed on hers

sor^-:te^°:iunif.r -"i^ t ^•^s
"^•-

"rZTV^^ *" her s'raigh Jl""•"^'' ""^^

a moto^o'nlh^'^^e^'io'rf d"',"""
'?^' -»-«<" -

feel more at home
°

' °"''"8' 8^^^ me time to
His eyes sought hers " i'™

at the gate and go up throul^ttf^*'J^-
'^*'" ^op

the ear afterward. Csu^or^UXt^^

relieved.
^ ^ momentary jar, was the more

wecked on the road snH o 2? ^" ^^ Picturing us
pick up thepW iVome

»""^"« ^°°' "'<' ^^^^ to
At that, she knelt upright, and, with a charmingly



THE UTTER PRICE isi

tender air of proprietorship, passed her hands over
his head bringing them to rest on his shoulders.

I m glad I ve found you again," she said. " That
strange man at th- station rather alarmed me."

'* You knew how to conjure him away, you witch !
'*

he answered, stopping her lips with a kiss.
She accepted the kiss, but not his tacit dismissal

of the subject. For her, a new sensation not analysed
was a sensation wasted.

" I suppose it was that things hadn't time to
crystalhse properly after the break," she went on,
twisting a button between her finger and thumb. "

I
hope the War Office will be merciful and allow us a
good spell this time. Separations are rather uncanny
things. You never quite know "

" Well, if you don't know me when I get back this
evening," he said with perfect gravity, " the marriage
that has been arranged, etc., had better not take
place !

"

'' Mark I " her voice had a sharp, startled note.
That'll learn you !

" he retorted smiling. " We'l
make out our ' para ' to-morrow."
And he heard no more of the subject.
They found Lady Forsyth alone in the drawing-

room reading her midday post.

uxir^f^
dears 1" She sprang up to greet them.

We ve been wondering what had come to you.'*
Mark explained, asked a few questions, backed

casually towards the door—and vanished, leaving
the women alone.

Bel had r< solved that there should be neither
awkwardness nor hesitation. Already she had re-
hearsed the little sce.ie half a dozen times ; and, as
the door closed, she turned to the small, upright
figure near the piano, both hands flung out.

" Dear Lady Forsyth, you are going to forgive me,
aren't you ? I know I don't deserve it. But Mark
has been so beautifully generous "

n :m
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ForsyJh Veiofn d w^th ho "S"
'"' *"' '"'•"'"•" ^-^Y

but her smi e made n«rt; t

'*!'«°"«""''8 frankness

;

the protoed hands 'K°jTJ"f"* ""<* 'he took
Mark's generositv Iff.i* **"* '™ belittling

even in axZc^tinl ^" ' ^ "!' """ *° ^e generoui

possesses thTrlre qUitvT' aTV /"" *'""
partieularly wants us^alUo m^^ ifi^^f/f^' u^,"matter

;
and-to please him RJ *

i
''*

'i'"''*

'"tSlZ'llr ' P-^?to undLrn.^^
'^''''

cueTel hldTCrc^TKr-^r C'Tr'.^ '^
adaptability of fL ho,.« „

"^^^^"' ^"^ «iie had the

that^I^dy P?,Jyth 3 ?'T,' ^\^ '^' recognised

compliment of sneaking J ^^
-^f **^^ embarrassing

" lT^ftf^« rafK^ *"^ ^^'' "'^"d as to a daughter

are best left unadorn^ I take^?1^" ^ ^ .'^""'y-
must have been very mueh up e to h-'"« >>

^°"
man so unnecessanlv Woi ^ ? ""^* ^ "^^ave

I cpuM havr&u„a:- -f-l "^^ «"«'•

don't Juid" much ittr.i*:"''
''' "^''P' " ^"^

think," she made bold o 1.7d"*'"'?haf t"''^
"o"''

be quite pleased if he heard you " *
^'^ ^°"'''

Fors^l ZwereTS^I^^ "'^/''^ °«" ^-^y
" AnH ,f ti; / '"^ **^^ ^^'J"d out of her sails

eaft^i&wrafl*h°a:j;tid'^Ta^^^^^
same if he were present ivw'lr „ ^ t

^ ^"^ '""* *e
aeeord. howeverTueh we souabMe H T^^P'^*^
bark is worse than my Wte^ and ^n^f °"'t

"^

J^ei^t t^t ^°ttlf'^ nL^h^i
by making MaX;:;:^o^^ '^,::^
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large apple, big enough for two ! Now, after tha., let
me * behave

' and show you to jour room. Later
on, you must sec over the dear old house."

" Yes. It's a dream .of a place." Bel swerved
thankfully to a more congenial subject and the still
mrre congenial reflection that all this stately, soft-
toned beauty would some day be her own.
Once this wretched war was over, everything would

go swimmingly. He would settle down and shed
sonrie of his troublesome ideals. That flat in town—
which she had already chosen and furnished mentally—would be the best possible antidote for what she
vaguely styled ' that sort of thing.' She washed
her hands and tidied her smooth hair in a frame of
mind too serene even to be clouded by the prospect
of a whole afternoon without Mark.
And downstairs, alone in the drawing-room. Lady

Forsyth was playing Grieg's Temple Dance with a
fire and fury that brought Keith in from the terrace,
startled concern in his eyes.

" Bless my soul, Helen, who are you wanting to
murder now ? The Crown Prince or one of our own
super-Solomons ?

"

"Neither," she answered, crashing out the last
double chord. Then, swinging round on the stool,
she faced him with heightened colour, head in air.
" It's Mark's future wife. And I'm in terror that
he'll want to marry before he goes out. Keith—it's
not only wicked prejudice. I distrust her more than
ever. She came to me with a pretty, ready-made
apology which I am afraid I dislocated by my in-
curable candour. Then, having let fly for my own
satisfaction, I proceeded to smooth things over for love
ofMark. Told her my bark was worse than my bite

—

"

'' That I can swear to," Keith struck in smiling.
" Still—by every oath I mustn't use, if I was a

natural savage instead of a Chri-tian woman, who
adores her son, I'd bite her with all my teeth.—There !

^ii:
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Between that and Gri^a i r i « i-..xi ^
you .agacious CZoVy^n h^^t^^'.- .

B-'oh.
pensations. At times if« » Lo*J ^ ' ^'""« <»™-

'"•TiftiTa^^P^^ y^^'^n'Zl^ '°- '-y

- thedoo^^tUTSrC'L''se^ -^'««'-

to the other ' '"' «'*"'=«' "l^iekly from one
"
-n?!" I?",™ 7°" *^o been pIottine-*h ? "

his mother and iafd hl'hand ^h'e""^* ^''"S"' '»

Keith, you ouXn't L "'""''"""B all throufh.
needing all her^^lerv.

° Tf"T ^^'- She'll be
through this W?uW th /'™8*'''J^

'^^'^ to pull
you dU, MotS^g 'orruM it^r'^^''

"^'°
aj^in^ hearing me speak ? " " "''"™ y°" "P

voice irhe tvlli'"^' **:."
l''^

""^^"ed in a low
had soothed hTatrd;"a, *\\-*°"<'^ "^ ""^ '"^^
done. It was LI? h/*

^ """".'"e else could have
had divinedThe cause ofT' *'''?""''<' P'°<'«^''> he
when the two ^rlTcame in h.''"°i'°°'''

1''^^
' """i

removing his Cd^ P^ '*'!' casually, without
me to B?am]eigh You'vfl.T^"8 ?'"'"'' °« ^ith
th^ou«„« wiut h^": ;:w'efofgZd'^^^'

^'' »<»

th^'^u^rrThfb^ri^rf .=V ««-worlds. But later in tL ' '^'* °^ »" P°s«ihle
turn came, when she wannJ""?'. '',''"" ''^^ °w°
the terraced gardens do^^t^ "!"* **"'' t'>«>"S''

apparently saSdif nl ° ^^^ "y'"'' ''^ ^"""d her
her toterXrofthe mo"n nTr""'"'''"^!' "^ ^««»'d»
supreme sovereiCTtv^nS' f S" u'™".^''

"^ '''^•' o^
gain nothing by'^^nlTl"'^ ''" *>>*' ^l>e woulds "J' giving tile woman away.'
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CHAPTER III

Life^
"*"'

^rllrT^'" u'^ ^^^' " *"^ I «*«^d astride the path of

That same evening, a good deal later on, LadvForsyth sat at her dressing-table, brushing ^ut herhair, recalling, with pride, Mark's -vivid speech thecheers, the record ' bag ' of recruits, and Sr^^g
If he would forget to come for his usual good-nightILs room opened out of hers ; and the door betweenstood chronically ajar; a companionable hab^begun m her first days of loneliness after his father's

trw\ ^" 'rK "^'"''^ *^^ «"^^ ceremony o?

foo^ofThl h r ^' '"''"^^ ^'^^^^''^ ^^™^^1^ ^t the

» racr ? h^ li
^''^- ^'^^ °^ ^^^d ^^«"d, or simplyrag her as the spirit moved him. Then he wouldwander in and out, in the later stages of dressinghindermg and delighting her in about%ual meS:Or they would carry on a violent argument throughthe open door

;
a pair of disembodied voices tillsome chmax would bring one or other gesticulating

to the threshold. These morning and evening hour?were the times of their most formidable encounters!
their wildest nonsense, their utmost joy in eachother's society exhibited in a manner peculiar tothemselves. At night, the * hair-brush interview '

had become a regular institution. It might be over inten minutes or last till midnight, according toTheJmood. This was the time for graver matters, forthe give and take of advice ; and although there
136
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might be little outward show of sentiment fl,^chours of comradeship were amon« fjf

^''^^'^*' ^^ose

treasures of the motK hearT^ " "^^'^ '^'''"^

for hiTffotstep .^'TnS'tV"'
^^^ arm aehed, listening

you given me up in despair ? " "^^"^

Absolutely."

* Ordered her to bed."

moUve.""'^ ^ ""' ^°' ™y '^"'«* ^ I ^<=»t «n "Iterior

mfSHWrf-nWh?""'"* ^'^ "^T " Your instinct's

" Wlio says otherwise ? "

dust temv"Tl°*'™^ '
^°* * ™''« °f •«« throwing

will b^ T if'^f •,.
^""^^ y°"''« converted-^ you

there CLT^ "Th "^

"^'V"
*''^ ^'"''°^ ^^^ ^tood

onolTtit * .
*"® question is, in a war like this

llftl "f
*° ""'y- « possible, before going out?

tongue tied S^^'tP '^'' -ening.UV^U

youT^rn^Xr^Slfe^aSr- ^'"'''
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nfV^"'if' ^t i^^^ded, as he did, the possibility

'LStorvth tl'-
P""^^"^ ^"*° the'^ands of^.verard Forsyth and his son, whose views were nottheir views, except in matters poHtical. Had ?hejvife m question been Sheila, her answer woSd havebeen tinhesitating. As it was, she parried his aXward question with another.

"What do you think yourself, Mark ? »
He laughed.

A A^^\^-^^ ^^^"^^^ woman I I have my answerAnd in this case, I believe you're right. PersonX;I m game to marry her at once. But . . . there areother considerations. Seems her precious Harry^been rubbmg mto her that these war marriage7wt
fair on women

; that it's a bigger shadow^on their

ort ofT/.%^^f^'^^ *^^^ ^ ^°^^^- It's a tragicsort of start, I admit : and once we're married thewrench of separation would surely be harder for tth!

&?f n^ .h ''''f ?^ '"^"'^' ^°^ ^^'^« doubted!both of us, the spirit of modern England—the selfish

nowTar '^'1i ""'J^'
red-necltie brand. Andnow that I see the old country shaming our doubts

hear7iLT*-
*° ^^f^^myseU into this, business-heart and brain and body. And, frankly. I've a^ehng I eould give it^yself to things witJl' aWmmd as a bachelor. That's the truth—for

srXhTtT J^^^K^-d ^-«y' if we married

if vou^f^lh.. f
''^ with you, and I'm doubtfu

It you d either of you relish that arrangement lacking "

me to do buffer state. See ? "
"s^™^"^' lacKmg

hZ ^ ^1 ^^^' ^^""y clearly," she answered regarding

Thought you would. There's only one thinff

rW.T- ^ ""y TJ^-^-'^
*•>« ''^'^t happened, he"d

no mnn ""'i'
P'""'"'^'' ^°''- Seems she has HteraHyno money, and a very fair gift for spending it.'!

^
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Helen's quick brain—lightened by her relief—

IvS?'"
'"^*'>".t decision. " You co\Ud settle that

oKeA'ih'f'"' *°
r^!.^'"- ^°'« investmentof Father s that are not tied up with the place wouldgive her quite a comfortable income."

Capital I " he cried, slapping his lea. " Fool Iwas not to think of it. Simply for^tall my n-structions about her marriage settlement. W^^l fe

mor?„w T" l'"^ ^u"
*/"^ '^^^ °^-' with he to^

TK J- ^* '"?"' ^''^ ^^'s "•»"' it herself."
_

Ihey discussed details for another half-hour : thenmhisperemptory fashion, he ordered her to 'bed '

on h^har "°Th-
^''!,»''''^P««d <^ he shed a kiss

mott; M Englani^^
'''*"°°°°

' ™^ '''^ P""""''-'

of ih^ ^ri Tw^?"^"" ^^"^"^^ ^'^e <=»»ght the gift

Tnto a ^iv
.^'t'' '"•«<=«'=« I might even degenerateinto a politician. Just as well I'm in for a few yearsof the silent service. Go to sleep quick andS

«ut though wisdom endorsed his command shedisobeyed it flatly. There was no sleep in he "toain^and instead of going to bed, she sat down T Se

out upon the still serenity of gcrden terrace anH
pnewood, softly illumined\y a^n uncioS mrn
^htlTJ'^" ^""^ ^""'y "^ ^o^^ ""^"'"t Au^snights had an uncanny power of intensifvine the

kenf nTrS '"^^ 1«y«g''t and ceaselesTSp^t onkept partially m check. She could not now look

^oddi?^n '''f'^S^ of battle that the same impartia

&^f i'T'""'' Tl *""'<=• °" *« shell-battered
fields of Belgium and France.

Mifc%"^'"K".*''u
'^%''^' 'P'"' ^"^ been uplifted by

^v hfr .!
^^'*"*'^?' '="" " ^S'^^ in Earnest,^

not »f» 'k'T' ^""" *e Gita, "Think of th snot as a war, but as a sacriflce of arms demanded of
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vividly, she pictured the flaming town th. rn u %
panic-stricken people; women and .^i^ 'u

""^

bayonetted, ruthlessly r7ddTn down A^T'i '^?'
there were whispers of thinJJ infi^?/ i

^^""^^^^

killing; things "^unnamlbrar?^^^^^ 1^^?
imagination blenched.

thought of which

From that great, confused mass of mk^r^r ,uemerged the pathetic figure of one fnainf^ ^^^""^

do™";;™ft^'L^m"* «"'^"'' ^hen she lookeduown mto It, that a shadow movino af fh« ^„^ *
the terraee set her heart flutteri^rte her Siro^t

^lifki ^ brought Its crop of tales, credible and iicredible :-horses poisoned wholesale at ^dershotmysterious gun-emplacements, hidden armf ^fn

a^rrr z.'^z.!^'-'
-pected''p,a:r e^:'

Zeppehns threatening to bombard"^ London.
"' "^

in the over-civihsed and over-leffislated wnri^that came by a violent end in !uW^i9uftZ '

10
un-

I

•j;

i
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fi

certainty of life had been littl*^ mnr» *k„
phrase, spasmodically |us"ifled byevents NoT it

vivm Drain. Jiven Mark admtted that she wa.keeping her head creditably on the whole • but fn

TdZi^clV^ ''""^ rt«""« of de'm^diilg

grounds ''or'sutectgTs^S&e'ol t^ ^
alo ^(^Lfi f

«™'-««'»»n gardener dismissed years

Xittis'e:- :«Tdo^r-»
mys^enous wanderer in the garden-at such an

She was on her feet, brushing aside the tears that
P^^?";;^'' her vision. But the fhadow had Wished
For a second she stood hesitating. If she cauS
SitingTZ "%H

''"'': ** "-^^ - seoH he^r":?

iZ Sil , t^
""^ creature was probably harm-

explore FoH I,

""'P downstairs"^ quietly Tdexplore. For all her nerves and fanciful fear« «K«was no coward in the srain H»«hi„ / • f^'
*

her hair, she slipped on fZg o^a coat^'anH"^
"?

noiselessly down into the drawiXroom ^J'Tfound that the French windo4 kTdW ol to itterrace had been left unlocked. ^ " *° *''*

„fi. fl"!.""^'^* °^ ^'ark
I
" she murmured • andwrth fluttcrmg pulses stepped out into tht mZl

Tnere he was again 1

Summoning all her courage she went forwArrl

.

uncertain, even now, what sh? meant to sL ""^ '

The shadowy figure had turned. It was coming
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"opXeS'"-""" " ^*-' °^ -cognition.

laugh'^TaloudthrS "'"^ '^^ '°""' ^"^

as.e|l;";S^\ti,n;Cv.^oing out here V he

.
^"** are jrott doing ? » she retortprl « i? • u.enmg me out of mv hft t

'^etorted. Fright-

un—thank goodness it's nnf I n,.t j .1.

ever give me awav " n 1 . , , °°" ' yo"
involuntary shivrr^'

'"' '*"«'' ^^«1 *" «
;;
Cold ?" he asked quickly.

content "^^en ^efjf'. """^.r '
^^^ -J^^Ply

you're going to 'let tS ' ^ '^"* suddenly, "if
this, you'll^ done fo?^

set on your nerves like

up some sort of war-woA Z ^H .\""l''
*° ^^^

-mat work ? Z^ whereV"H ^'
"'f.'""-of desperation in h" tone " S.? kk^^^'^u*

"°'*
floors ? Or plavins aho„J^ tl. i>

?c™''l>"ng hospital

while Sheila s^t inn? "* ^^'S'"''' »"'' invalids,

our ear td mII in^"^=
y?" ^"^'"8 J^'«"<=« in

wants ^e to ^av l" ,„ T u''"'^
°^ *' «" ? He

simply can't What Sse t^n?\
*"'' ^«'*' ^

woman of fifty do ? " S*"' ''^" " "««'ess

hersdf 'To'go"'^' whh-f!:^"t^^''' ^^T "^"^«
her. " The sunnnJ^ ^^ P^"'«"' regarding

suggestiof'Sri^oudVu"' meditating a bol!
come out with meTmy ^rLi; ? 7f" 1T " •,.•

confine mv activit.Vc f« ti, o ^ ^" *" ^ could
find theTeal thiJi ^ ®*'^- ^ '^'I'eve you'd
mares l^^^^^^;^!^^^

im

u

t",-

'r:\

i
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you stand it, physically ? And .

ventions permit ? "

^.?^^JTu^^"^,^
answered him straightaway. " Mv

souT a^ve
'

t'^^
°'

r^'T''''' ' I^^-^d lave Z
endnrt T I ''fi' /^*

infinitely better than I canendure. I should feel nearer to Mark. And as forthe conventions, I hanged them all years ago What

" Will von .A "^ '"*
^Ifl",^^

^'^^ ^°°^^d "P at him.
.

Will you take your Bible oath that I shouldn'tsimply be in the way ? »
s,iiouian t

produce ''^^L'*^
""^ ^'

T'^y- i^'^^''
^' y°" «ke to

« Rnf T' .u-
,^"«^ered with becoming gravity.

woman.
. . . How about Sheila ? "

"Sheila I Lovely."

;;
Would she give up her precious massage ? "
If I wanted her, she'd give up anything. But

horr^r%' ^""^^"i'*
*^""^ ^'' up agai^t th^e wors

h^r ? ;i.
°"'* r^^ '^^"^^- And she's full young •

barely three and twenty."
^uung

.

tion
^?1' '?^ ^°u^^' ^^ ^'"^ ^'^y S^^d at observa-tion, I should say the .tature of he? spirit is far in

ofr:? f ^^' y^^^- S^^ ^i-s me trfmprSsion

aX the'^^ic"^.'^^*""^'^'
^' *^ ^^^*^ ^* - ^<^^"g

;;
One for me I " Lady Forsyth murmured meekly.

cl. 'i^i!
^""^ y""^ ^ A^d I ™ake bold to prophesy

:merrncy I ^
""'' '" ^' ^^^ ^^ ^ '^^ ' ^'^^'

He made that unflattering statement in a tone of

nomX::;f^'^ *^"^--- ^^^^ ^^e beamed a: at

"Let the righteous smite me friendly—when I

^ 5? ,'
-^^ °"^y remains to secure her servicesand Mark's consent " services
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the^CoJ""TJ:? '"T ?"'"=" ^"''<'«"y from

atoCl"
I " ashamed of you. Come to bed

voS^ftso^'""'''^' «'-''"' •'•^s' to the

Nightmares had been effectually dispelled.

Bel's hope that the War Office would be mernir,,!

would not stand still at any one's biddine TheGreat Jfan who worked day and night. cre«L new
offl™Ae'^ouXeV'T P'""'™^ -"•^^^^^^^^

Bel was given little more than a week in which tobe heavenly good J ' and it must be admitted thatshe made the most of it. She took kindlv on thewho^e to Mark's solution of the marrkge proMem

t^ouitf,M
'' "".I" ?<=«»<=« ^«^ doe to hi! exceed "g

thoughtfulness m the matter of money it might bi

Sa rrO'Nei!!"*""",-
'"'^'^ 'emained'^the facTthS

S7j^.-,7 ;;""'~*"^"*'"8 a possible war-weddine—had skilful y put forward her own pronouneS J^fwson the subject
;

while, incidentallyfspoUing her Molmore epegiously than ever. And the gM hcAetf

rn^L'^r'^" ."7" «"^Picious beginning of her

tr sub/^r. ^^;i'' ^'"^l^ t' °<*"*'y superstitious o^tne subject; and, with her gift for evadinff un-

c'^rSTha/?.'
'''^ risen rJdily to the opt"S.isHc

or the nL V *' T' ™"''' ^ "^^^ ^y Christmas

hlr ^. f .J*"-. Apparently it did not occur to

couH i^
°*"^ °^^^' persuasion, that a short war

seemed ^t^M™'^" ™i°'y ^°' (^'^^'^r.y. But there

W^l * use in dispeUing an illusion that kepther happy, and-m her case-could do no harm.

» I

f

*

i«

1.
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ant"t Zf ^uetrCseUir/r^ "^'f
^'

to consider other matterr * ' ""^ "^^ ^'««

sqXe with Mark, pr^te 01^7' l*""
•''"' ""*

safely wrapped in ooftZ V ?" ''«eping her
acti^ties aTwynehS Fri^ s'so'Tt"'"^^ T";scarce realised how infi.,;* f"^"^*'

Son-like, he had
till her eaglrness to ± '

7h
^

nu'
^^^ *»^ *<> him,

him .to coSer th^ T\v^ ''"""^' '"«' <'"ven

AndtheSonofShSfh^ '" "" '"^ "^"'"K^-
to light his hidden tSn^forKrr ''""«•"
no way diminished hU v '"'.her that seemed in

the deifce Sn't »!,»

^

'?'"°" ^"^ ^el. Why
in aiKwherl ther'"'",5^,f''''°"'''''« <"«» »tay

them ? But so plainly were U^IXT ^^ '""'""'Smg
their idea that to the Id h! k J^^ enamoured of
damp them. ''^ ''^^ °<" the heart to

though her attitude towari the *:
"""'^*" *'>^""

hostile than it had been ^^ * ^'"'. *f "»" '^ss

was impregnated witrw»,T^
"^'^ ""^ '^e breathed

realities' !tZ ^nt:i^;'::iZlt^'T^ ""
activities were goinc to bemm^?!? ? u-

^^^^^ "^"^

was of those who unm,»!f • ^^ ^"'''on
; and she

lead it where it mav^Hl^'°""«'y ^""°«' a fashion,

work ofhospitalsTfor^ndZ"tL*?*t 'V^' """«'
she had elected to hein •„ '"8 '^e sick and wounded,
engineeredX m^!~^''^: ^ctsf'T^"''' 7°*

the full nXire of thf— ^k? 'L'="*
^™"> Reeling

more imagtoat"e mini t'""'"".''""'''' ^hich. to
and audibk duriL thff' ^-^Tl *°° """t^'y visible

19U. '"* *''"* ""««' last week of August
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slipped \y aU toTfalfsWmed'^^^ftre'*Jf"•

c^ an army a chance toZn'Za smiter^TheTSsoJdier can smite even in retreat.
It was from Le Cateau tljat an ofificer friend sent «pencil scrawl to Mark. ™' "

w/in n ? ^^ °"'" ""y <="« would say we'rebeaten. But Tommy doesn't understand the wordYou can only beat him by knocking the 1 fe out ofhim And even when you think he's dead, the chancesare he 1 get up and kick you. People at home staXhaven't begun to know what herois theseTham „r

J

Makes me sick even to think of certain sutSSliouJfolk, I seem to remember, who thought thl worstof any man in uniform on principle.
*
Great S^ott'

MajK handed that letter to Bel.

land^hetrrk^d ^ctu^ " Cor^t^'rvrrb^J^""

And Bel obeyed with exemplary meeknes<i Sh.had rather objected to the tone of Sandys lashetter, and, m her own fashion, she was^?y mulimpressed. Heroism, a long Wav off and LI?, 1

unconnected with one's s^f.^wriufdm^Uabn;:^'^

PortsT.r"'1f
*''" '"'' °f

^"i^'^'
^'>«° the Channelports were being evacuated and the fall of Parkseemed merely a matter of days-that Mark at last

aTsti^" ^rt SVV «''^^«e coupled wfth tha ffa distmguish d Highland regiment: and in record

( I

i !

r < li

.ii

'h: i
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p'^ent'^rair'^-""^^^™* ^^"^P^^^' Parting

Like most of his race and kind, he would have

bvel'^asfh" ^"'k^'""^
departure:' casual 'g^o^!

week or so fif. » iTT «^"^? °^^ ^" business for aweek or so. But he had won the hearts of his Deonleby justice, understanding, and the personal Zfrhthat was a tradition at Wynchcom^ Friars he haS
nfTr- ^T' ^y P^^^^P* *«d exhorta ion.' to i^te

thVr^T^^*.!'."^"^^^"^'^' «"d he could Aotd^nvthem the legitimate thrill of speeding his denarfnZwith congratulations and cheew.
^ departure

hv ri?f
•

" ^u"^^^' ^'^ ^^^* d^y' he evaded one ordealby hmitmg his attendance at church to early servLe

Tnd M ' r}^ ^'^ ^^^ ^i*"^ t^^te for early IZITand Mark did not press the point.
^ ^ '

~-w!vl«
^^*1''"««" hf delighted his humbler friends--^ives of the gamekeeper, the coachman and the

couW al«,ays be trusted to keep admLtion ^ithta

witT'^;^*
<=«»"?' "ote .vigorously maintLed ft

Sarttv^^ttf
' tC krf^^^^^rt £:

Ws moTher a^d Be. T^^^'Ti'^b'-.
he would permit

industry for a week
'"*™''^ "P^" '''^ ^'°'«°t
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Keith drove them all to the station ; and behold,
outside the grey stone gateway, an impromptu guard
of honour hned the road to Westover : villagers and
farm hands, weavers and metal-workers, women,
children and ineligible m >. At sight of the motor,
they broke into shouts and ragged cheers that would
have moved a heart many degrees less responsive
than the heart of Mark Forsyth.
"Drive slower, man," he said to Keith: and

standing up in the car, he waved his glengarry—
giymg them shout for shout—till he could no more.

rhat vision of him so standing, with the morning
light m his eyes, the sun upon his chestnut-red hair,
and his kilt blown backward by the wind, remained
stamped indehbly upon his mother's brain.

m

i!+i
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CHAPTER IV

"S^* ,*i*' "® *^ °°® *"«h lie"*,
Withholding nought from doom or bale
JBunungly offered up—to bleed,
To bear, to break, but not to fail."

Laitbenoe Binyon.

The dream of that coveted week at Mark's war
station came to pass about the middle of September.More

; it was a success ; a blessed memory imspoiled

nL^.V^™? "''u^'
^?^ '^ ^^°"g^* the two women

nearer to each other than they had been yet. Beleven confided to Mark that his mother, in the right

^^'r7^ ""^"'l^^
«^^ company'; and the

right mood prevailed increasingly as Lady Forsyth
divined, under the girl's nil Idmiran attitudTa
deeper, .;^ore genuine feeling for her son.
T^ey found Mark in charge of a double company,

cluefly armed with broom sticks, handling his ffighl
landers to some purpose and giving his spare hours

^.w w- ' f^T^'f* "^i*^^
P^""^P German targets in

J^Z'^.^t^.^^^Ti "^^^ ^°«* '^^ ti™« in making
friends with Lady Forsyth, spoke of him in glowingterms, and gave his women folk every facility for

Z7iJ^" '^^*
^tV''''

prepared 'against^ the

wZ^^^ l'"''^'^''-
^'y wandered, shivering in-

IIt!?i^*
tii^ough a maze of genuine trenches, heavily

to teS^'. \^^V,
'"' '^' ^^^"* °^ « I-ndiig, we e

ll.
held at all costs.' They inspected cunning

entenglements of barbed wire on the beach and

on thf^^"^ ffi'
that looked more hke heat bumpson the face of the earth than strong defensive posi-

148
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tions ; and they heard amazing stories of spies,
though an omniscient Government had nominally
demolished the system. They had tea with half
a dozen kilted oflRcers, on a bare deal table, in an
upper room of a house that had been shorn of its

furniture to accommodate Mark, with two fellow
subalterns and three hundred men.

Everything conspired to make those few September
days an untarnished memory. The tide of retreat
had turned. The miracle had happened ; and the
Germans, flung back from the gates of Paris, had
been brilliantly defeated on the Marne. India's re-
sponse to the call of her King-Emperor had sent a
thrill through the whole Kingdom ; and some im-
peccable authority—^name unknown—^reported hun-
dreds of Russians at Ostend. Hopeful souls dreamed
again of a swift and decisive ' sue. But the Great
Brain piling up armies in Whitehall still pinned his
faith on England's last million men.

In fact, there was only one flaw in the week of
their content ; it passed too soon. Then the price
must be paid in the renewed wrench of parting

;

and for the first time Lady Forsyth saw tears in Bel's
eyes. They were not allowed to fall : but they were
unmistakably there.

Of course they must come again, Mark assiured

them at the last. " The CO. has fallen in love with
Mums I He'd be heart-broken if I didn't give him
another chance. And he's a useful chap to please.
So that settles it."

But towards the end of September, before there
was time even to think of another chance, Mark had
his orders. A decimated battalion was clamouring
for reinforcements ; and a message flashed to Wyribh-
combe Friars that he would be home next day on
forty-eight hours' leave, picking up Bel in town.
Hiat blunt announcement drove the blood froai

r
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Lady Forsyth's face. Sheila was back with her
again

;
and Keith had just returned from a week's

absence on business connected with the Forsvth-
Macnair car. ^

" He's got his wish," was all she said, and went
quickly out of the room.
Next morning they arrived—the two of them:Mark rather defiantly cheerful, Bel more than a little

subdued Lady Forsyth had never liked the girl betterthan in those two days.
To the women it seemed hard that so many of his

precious hours at home must be squandered on
business. But Mark had to face the fact that hemight never return; and to make his dispositions
accordingly. It had always been his wish to emulate
his father and be practically his own land agent.

FnLl'^^'v^^r'lf ?^l?^^^^y
^"^ *^^ ^«"g absence inEurope had obliged him to employ a trustworthyman of experience, and he was thankful for it now.

i^eorge Russell, happily well over forty, had proved
as capable as he was devoted-which is saying agood deal for his capacity. He possessed, moreover,a shrewder busmess head than either mother or son •

and, on occasion, to Mark's huge delight, he wouldassume a tenderly protective attitude, as of one whose
mission in life was to save them from themselves.

tJ^.I\T^^Z
of Belgian refugees, he regretted to

report that Lady Forsyth was not sufficiently dis-
crimmating. They were proving, as was natural,a very mixed lot,' and Russell had a positive flai^
for the wrong sort. It was not fair on Sir Mark tocrowd up his cottages with ' foreign riff-raff ' : thedeser^ng would make a quite sufficient drain on his
limited resources. The good fellow learnt with un-

ZnTl «'^'f^
*^^* ^^^ ^°^^yth ^«"Id soon begoing to Boulogne with Miss Melrose, and that he

^ A A^i^
practically in charge of everything.They decided to lend the house to a couple of Forsyth
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Aunts, chiefly with a view to keeping it open and
offering hospitahty to officers, wounded or otherwise.
The httle colony of arts and crafts had dwindled
considerably, but the workshops were not to be
altogether closed down. Lady Forsyth was anxious
to encourage refugee lace-makers, Belgian and French.
Mark himself was thankful for business details

that reheved the underlying strain. But he refused
on this occasion to bid any official " Good-byes."
He had taken leave of his people when he joined the
army. This final wrench was his own most private and
personal affair, as they would doubtless understand.
Tea on the terrace was a creditably cheerful meal

;

and it was not till near dinner-time that Mark managed
to slip away by himself for an hour of quiet com-
muning with the land he loved—^the woods, the river
and the lordly ruins that, for him, were written all

over with the inner history of his own brief twenty-
seven years. Bel had asked him more than once
how he could bear to leave it all : and to-night, as
he saw the red sun tangled among his pine-tops, that
question so shook Lis fortitude that he challenged
it with another. Could he bear to think of German
troops defiling the fair and stately face of it, terrorising
with torture and outrage the men and women whose
welfare was his main concern in life ? Confronted
with that challenge, the coward question fled ashamed.

After dinner he had half an hour's talk with Sheila,
into whose hands he solemnly commended his more
mercurial mother. " She's a jewel of price," he
added frankly, " but in certain moods, she takes
some managing. And, on the whole, you're better
at it than old Keith. Don't let her crock up from
the strain of it all. And write to me. Promise."
She promised—^and his mind felt more at rest.

Later on, he took Bel out on to the terrace, where
they paced up and down in the starlight, talking
fitfully. Time was too short for all they had to say :

i' mi
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M

o?ff w 1
T^ ^T^^""

*^^y ^^^^^ '^ot say one hfilfof It. Interludes of silence increased. At last cameone so prolonged that, by a mutual impulse, ThTvcame to a standstill, near a low stone Lch con^

^?nu^J^^^ "^^^^^ ^^^ th^ inexorable fact.

h.. ?-
^ark--to-morrow !

» Bel breathed unsteadily,her dim face close to his. " It seems impossible."

„ofl ^i'r^'*
^^ *°'*^ ^°^^ of ^er

J and, sitting downgathered her on to his knees. Then amkzed, he heirdher whisper at his ear : " Darling-I'm horribly
afraid. I keep feeling-I shall never get you back »

fhll r' t^^^Tu^*^^'*' *^^ f^^^ of perpetual parting

thaf ^n
'^""^ ""' ^'^ '^''' ^'^'''' ^"t the man knewthat spectre must be ignored. "I'll come backwith any luck, my Bel," he said, kissing her. "

toclaim you for good, and worry your life out I votewe marry the fijst leave I get."
^ - «• -^

vote

He passed his hand slowly down her bare arm.

and a half S'' 'r^'"
^' '^^' " ^^^^'« « ^e^

Wed™T^- ^^— -*once. Are we down-

The Ight of the hall showed her on the verge oftears But she pulled herself together and he dis-

In the drawing-room he found Keith alone, witha solitary electric light switched on, smoking by the

tTrX ?7' ^ P'^"^""^" ^'^^'^ permitted him forthe sake of his company.

surpri "e"""
'
Gone-both of »em ? » Mar^ asked in

ftnH
^^•'"

A
^ o^^^y^d,them off. They looked strainedand tired. Couldn't read. Couldn't talk. Yourmother has some letters to write, I think. She leftword—would you look in ? "

*' Bless her, she takes things beastly hard."
bhe does Keith assented briefly ; ami Mark

proceeded to fill his pipe. .
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During the process Keith watched him, appraising
his straight, clean manhood and cursing the devilish
nature of modern war.

Presently, when Mark had finished with his pipe,
he spoke.

Keith, old chap, on the strength of peculiar
circumstances and the general uncertainty of things,
I'm going to make an infernally impertinent remark.
To begin with, Mother's most distractingly on my
mind. I've fixed up most things, with a view to
possible contingencies. But I don't seem able to
fix up Mums. If I'm knocked out, she's simply done
for. Not even this precious work of hers for consola-
tion. It all goes to Uncle Everard who'll make an
end of our colony straight away. She'll lose every-
thing at a stroke, except Inveraig. And she—alone
there 1

"

He set his teeth ; and Keith passed a long thin hand
across his eyes. " That's the tragedy of it," he said ;

adding, with forced lightness, "Where does the
impertinence come in ?

"

"It's jolly well coming in now. Don't bite my
head off. Truth is, I'm not stone blind ; and just
lately—I've been wondering . . . why the deuce don't
you make a match of it—^you and Mums ?

"

Macnair started, and his face looked rather a queer
colour in the dim light.

" Great heavens, Mark ! Talk of explosives I
"

For the moment he could get no further; and
Mark was puzzled. " You mean—it's never occurred
to you ?

"

" I mean nothing of the sort."
*' Then I bet you do want to bite my head off."
" I'm not ... so sure," he said slowly. His voice

was more natural now. " I always like your sledge-
hammer directness. At the same time " He
rose and paced the length of the room revolving that
amazing proposition.

V:
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" If I thought there was a ghost of a chance,"

Mark persisted, as Keith turned in his stride, "it
would take a ton weight off my mind."

•' Not to mention mine," Keith answered smiling

;

and when he reached the window he put a hand on
Mark's shoulder. "As it seems a case of plain
speaking to-night, I may as well admit the truth.
She s been the star of my life for fifteen years—and
I d give all I possess to marry her."
Mark's eyebrows went up.
"And she ten years a widow I Why not have a

shot at it, old chap, and make this Boulogne trip a
sort of war honeymoon."

" My dear boy I The pace you young fellows travel I

And you ignore . . . there's Helen herself to be
reckoned with "

For the first time in his life Mark saw the blood
mount into Keith's face and heard him hesitate
oyer his mother's name—phenomena that checked
his fluency a little, but rather increased his zeal.

"Well, if you don't have a try," he said, " hanged
ifthe CO. won't forestall you. He's dead smitten.
Two lovers at fifty—she ought to be ashamed of
herself I

"

But Keith seemed no way perturbed by the possi-
bility of a rival.

" If she ever marries again," he said quietly, "
it

will be myself. But, Mark, is it possible you've
never realised that, for her, your father is still as
much alive as when he walked this earth. There's
a modest percentage of human beings so made, and
a good few of them are Scots. For them there is
actually neither death, nor separation. I believe
your father still bars my way, as much as he did when—I first loved her. Of course ... I may ex-
aggerate."

"Hope you do." Mark was deeply moved. "She
doesn't often speak of him to jne."
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But—when she does, it's quite
"Nor to me.

clear."

hJ^I^' ^''"^^ ^"^^- ^" the same, if the worsthappens, give me your word you'll have a trvfor her sake and mine as well as your own No 'onewould dream there's eight years between you/'
"'

onSrd^'^^^A'^^r^^^^ ^"".^ "^^ ^^-^k's dosed

Mark found his mother writinir letters in berl H«

tf baT^Lh'^rr. *'>^" """' o/ writing"^';™?:

saTd h;.t^^ k"'''m '^'V""^ *'«' t''«J. «s Keith

|t4^;L'":;d^!rthietS:X^^^^^^^^^^^

Incurable woman I " he said lightlv " Who'«your victim this time ? "
"^"i^y- wiio s

her ^lttl^ m"" I
^"^ "^5!"" '^' ^^"^^ «"t snatches oflier letter, Mark—watching her with new eves—W him'belf^'^
*'^ least^nkling ? Would aT^rdirom him be of any service to Keith ?

tPiw^'^T '"'P^"\^ ^'"^ *^ *«^k of the Boulogne

tn^;
*

i!"^^'^\°"
^^' confidence in Keith, and e^nto touch on the unconventional character of Ihewhole plan. Neither in look nor tone could hedetect a glimmer of afterthought or shadow of self!

cTeTrTsTavlL^^'l
^^"^^^ °6^^ satisfaction'^eie

afhimset ^ 1 li-J^'T'^^
*^ ^^ '"^ the same country

o^«;i '
Z?'"'^''^

pleasure in Keith's and Sheila'scompany and her innate love of getting off the beaten

" It's just one of the many beautiful things that agenume, understanding friendship makes XsiWe »
she concluded, stamping and sealing her letC andMark began to feel rather sorry fof Keith But he

lTwo':,1H
''"'"^1^ ^"'^ "^y ^^«* «f his own Lwledge'It would simply spoil her pleasure in going.

^

f.
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Instead, he commandeered her writing board, an

act of tyranny that would normally have involved
a fight. Her unnatural meekness hurt him more
sharply than any words of love, could she have
brought herself to speak them. When he came
back to the bed, she indicated a little pile of Active
Service Compendiums and a pocket Red-letter
Testament on the table beside her. She had ah-eady
given him his wrist watch and a silver flask.

^^

" That from me," she said touching the Book,
and those for me. I shall be hungry for news,

remember, and out of touch with Bel who will get
It ail.

"Not quite all—faithless and unbelieving!" he
answered echoing her lightness, then he added with
decision

:
" You're not coming up to town, Mums

;

not even to the station—understand ? It'll be bad
enough having fiel. But she's cooler all through.
No matter how brave you are, I can always feel you
quivering inside. And I couldn't stand it. Nor
could you."
She shook her head. " It was only—a temptation.

Not to miss "

A spasm crossed her face and he went down on his
knees beside her.

" Darling, if we are going to make fools of our-
selves," he said huskily, "I'd better be off. It's
near midnight. Time you were asleep." No answer ;and he spoke still lower. " Give me your blessing,
Mums—like when I went to school."

Still without speakmg she laid her hands on his
bowed head ; and from his heart he echoed her
passionate silent plea for his safe return.
Then he stood up and kissed her ^ood-night.

For sheer misery and discomfort nothing could
exceed the actual hour or two before departure. Bel
could be with him in his room while he completed
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his mobUisation. The rest could only hang aboutaimlessly, maldng futile talk or inventi^| fSoccupations to keep thought at bay. In th^ background several maids and a grey-hc^r^ b,^^.r"hovered fitfully; and Bobs, aKe '^f atectmxsery, lay awaiting his master at the foot of the

ordSfnTfK ^^> ^"".^ ^^°^^"* ^""y* shouting anorder to Keith and springing clean over the prost^rate

coiftroM^^trt^ ^T''^^'
^""'^'^ ^ ^i«J^> but

ward ifn^'w 1 r^^ Jfovermg servants came for-

sludy
'^'^P"^ "^""''^^y ^"*^ h^r husband's

by?S:VBobs''"'
"^"^ *° her-foUowed closely

Somehow she contrived to smile. Then his armswere round her, crushing her to him.
^'

Uxl bless you," he whispered. "Don't fret

^•« Sr'^h^''"
"*''*• ^-^-^ '* -'* • •

-^H
Then he kissed her again and let her go.

l»f 1 "lu^
threshold he waved to her, smiling reso-

bact^^^Wr^^ '^'' .^*°"^ [" ^"^ ^y-- She ily^

As she stood motionless, fighting back her wiefshe was startled by that sharp, familiar pang iftheregion of her heart, and a momentary d^LZsZIf a raven's wing had brushed across her ey^ Sh^

deslkte Bot ^It'.'"*"^ '°^ '^ --^-t ^he

,,^n i-
^°b'v ^,h»Je her tears fell, unchecked nowupon his rough brown head.

*
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CHAPTER V

utll^*rf./*
**"""« °^**'"® *' \*^

Uttermost. We are here to do our

Wynchcombe Friars without Mark was not a place
to tarry in

; but thire seemed no end to the delays
*.ven these Keith turned to account by teaching Sheila
to handle a motor ; and it was near the middle of
October when at last they found themselves speeding
towards Folkestone in the Forsyth-Macnair car.

Keith, who had laid aside philosophy 'for the
duration of the war,' delighted in his own small ark
ot salvation as a Captain delights in his ship. From
stem to stern she was perfect as skill and monev
could make her

; fitted up with four stretchers and
bedding

; crammed to the limit of her capacity with
first-aid appliances and a minimum of luggage
Here and there autumn had laid a fiery finger on

the woods. Birches and elms were tipped with gold.
Otherwise the October sun riding in a cloudless
heaven suggested high summer. Mark had been
gone nearly two weeks. Two brief cheerful letters
assured his mother he was alive and well. Till she
could see him again, those simple facts were all that
vitally concerned herself, though pessimists pro-
phesied invasion by Zeppelin and transport; andaway over there—unseen, yet acutely felt—Belgium
continued her heroic stand against the all-devouring,
all-dehhng German Army.
The fall of Antwerp, pronounced impregnable,

iss
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mounded through Europe like the knell of doom

^xic icreeis oj rolkestone overflowpH wifK *k„*. -^r •

flotsam of wrecked cities. &mc wept" som, !,P. ?"

,ii.i J ."!.*• -^^^ ™*« were now added the im.related tno from Wynclicombe Friars. But theb

|»aTu^^s.--^r^^^^^^

?orth"esX: llfa^ ""^ '"'^ bee^dlS'A'i^
him.touth traS';ar^nf/ -j^x^was aware, suddenly, of a very mihcrol shrinWn^

sTthrrr'^ ^^'^ *•>« "-'"> actuSties of w*
th^wort inTa^d"."

'" "" ""^ ^^^''t^'^ ''« -' ";

News that a train-load of casualties was expected

unloving already be^"'Afthettrte^^rf

tionTn^V ^ crowded round admiring it and ques-tioning Macnair, while tragic burdens were b^in«carried past them in the half light
^
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Helen, too overwrought to make allowances,

wondered how Keith had the patience to answer
them. But Keith had patience with all men—and
most women. It was, perhaps, the chief part of
his power.

*^

Presently, her attention was caught by a number
of black shadows that suggested wheelbarrows
abnormally large and high.
"What are those?" she asked a porter; and

discovered, to her horror, that they were wheeled
stretchers laden with severely wounded men, either too
brave or too exhausted to utter a sound of complaint.

" ^ i » u^^ ''^i"!^
^^^^^^^^ herself no longer.

Keith, she exclaimed, flagrantly interrupting a
Medical Authority with a passion for cars. " Why
are those unfortunate men kept hanging about in
this noisy place ? Can't we have three of them in
here and get them away ? "

^

But Medical Authority checked her impatiencem a tone of mild reproof.

1?
" ^u ^,f f"°^^ *^^ ^" ^'S^'^ where they are, Lady

Forsyth," he said. "They're not fit to'^be moved
off their stretchers. So we're waiting for the trams,^ey run more smoothly ; and we can get the menthrough the windows, stretchers and all. If youhke to back into the station, you may pick up some
milder cases who'll be glad of a lift.
They backed in accordingly, and picked up twomaimed men and a remarkably cheerful subaltern

with a gouty-looking foot and a bandage across one

7iA AT "^^""^ ^^"^ ^^^^ ^'^ "^"^e as Lieutenant
£-ldred Laurence, and knew him for Mona's adored
stepbrother, an infant of twenty, who had been allthrough the Retreat and the miracle of the Marne.

What a find 1 she cried, delighted. " Keithwe must stick to him and take him with us to Bou-
logne.

The men were more gravely hurt ; and one of
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Td though feh ?' r' ^r^""*^y »" '^''^^^ P«in»

Sn„K^ f^**"
^^P*^ ""^ ^'^^ *'•«'" lines to avoidjolt ng he could not repress an occasional groan

brfk. fo"r^h
-^^^ * ^°°«^^ ^"^"«« than usZl' he

Bh^k l7*^/"*^««^«r• His deep unmusical voiceshook at intervals, but he plodded resolutelv onthrough that ballad of haunting beautyJ^' The b^^bonny Banks of Loch Lomond " ^*

H.i^n'!
^^""'^

'if
.""^^^^^ **^« ^"d tears su, u in

s^ouTdL''^"lw''^'^^;« ^^^^"^^ ^'^^^ *-"^^- •''

Are you feehng better now ? "

««,•«/!! "°!l!^*.' ?^ ^^^"^y- ^"t yon's a i, ok - i^i j.

aTasm^^ pr.'
^^—

" ^^ ^^^ ^ ^'^^^^ "-' "^V

n,.?'°""^uwu''^?*'.^.'
^^° ^^t ^side Sheila, an^i h-xdnot caught the drift of their talk, called out ;

'

Ekhim to give us another, Lady Forsyth."

An^ o K^ ' ! i.*^

^ ''^ muttered. " A braw lad

him'lVe'sLTou."^"
''^'^'^ ^^P'^^^^' " ^'^ tell

no"knfskni'v P*""'^.-,^V r ^"" ^^ th^y J^i'^^ans '11

sTt'?oo!Z'&X^^V^^'' *^« -h- again, and

end tnT, J^* ."^"n
'"^ '^^^ ^^"^^^ h^ repressed put anend to further talk

; and they were nearing the field

e^^r^uZ'
^ -"T,-\ofLr^^^^^ fittfdup'with

«n-S T ^ *^^"
,

^'^^ th^y lianded over their charges •

and Lady Forsyth left her address with a nurse fhatshe might hear how her Highlander fared.

fai^d fn
'"^a"^*^"^' entangled in red tape, hadfailed to secure young Laurence as a passenger Ifthe boy was booked for Boulogne, said Authorityhe would arrive with his batch^n due coui;e? So

11
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^eyjeft him, reluctantly, laden with messages for

Dlacidlv fiT"*"?"^ "?" ^ °"«'" Keith answered

5?n'f^'a^"e%'l'' T- ".°'5"'" organisations

we Shall get all the work we want. There's he^
tr::'Z ',?aUr

•
A big battle dev^^^in'^r

To Boiilogne tliey returned accordinelv • and h„A

Suour^B^er/'"*
to feel either snub&0"^

Cmmandantwasverymihtothe^fnt ^"^'

Gar^;,]^"^^rerr:lXe». - the

.pttrrtit's^rso si^ici?there were rooms to be had ^]Z a^^ .^ '^

E i^'^thTrt" '^"^'i^" Sm!,X' ::::

£?^ r^^ 3rtr<5^iH:'zof that miraculous autumn still shone unclouded • and

S^deca^eTVettrr
'^^^ '"''^^ *° *'"« wettest wiX^m aecades, better arrangements had been made.

ri!

.i'.



uj:.J3

THE UTTER PRICE us
All that afternoon they worked, without ceasinff.

f^^u^^t 'J"*"
*^^ "'«^*- ^^^^ ^"d forth, back and

forth, between station and hospiti.!
; joltine in-

evitably over railway lines, and a strip of merciless
cobble pavement that, for men with shattered limbs
hurriedly dressed, involved several minutes of ex-
cruciatmg agony.
" Keith, couldn't they possibly take up that cruel

bit of pavi^ '' Helen pleaded after their seventh
journey with four men at death's door. " Even araw road would be better than those stones."

1 11 move heaven and earth to get it improved "
he assured her little guessing that he had pledged
himself to a labour of Hercules.
By the time they could take breath and think

about finding beds, they were all dead weary, sus-
tained only by the knowledge that they had given
their mite of service to the utmost of their power. InMark s letter—which Helen had scarcely found time
to read—there was a sei^tence on this head that had

"^u w^^ ^^^" throughout those strenuous hours.
Oh, Mums

! if only the good casual folk at home
could be made to see even half of what we see in theway of wanton destruction, and calculated brutality
wherever the gentle German has left his trail, they
might possibly get some notion of the powers of evil
we're up against in this war and things in general
would march to a different tune. If we're ever going
to win through hell to human conditions again it
won t be merely by signing cheques and making
speeches, but by the individual personal service of
every man and woman in whatever capacity. And
I m proud to feel you three arc giving it like Trojans.
God bless you all."

She stood gleaning a few more scraps under an
electric light, when Keith came up to say he had
secured a room for her and Sheila ; and a friendly
Irish doctor had offered him a bed in his hospital train.
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.AA A ^^v^f'®^* ^"^^ ^ith my two orderlies," he

tffv. T ?,? /^'''T .** ^^^ ^^^^' *i^ed face. " As
lor bheila, that girl betters my expectation—which
IS saying a good deal. Her self-possession to-day
astonished me. She'd have the nerve for ambulancework m the firing-line, I do believe. But Vm gladwe've got her safe here."

^

He glanced towards her where she sat at a writing-
table scnbbhng a hurried letter to Mark in praifeof their mutually beloved Mums. Then he went upand touched her shoulder.

^
"Good night. Sheila," he said. "Get to bed

^ ^ m*u °^ ^T'
^'" ^^^ f°^ y«" to-morrow."We 11 be ready early," she answered looking upat hun; and he discovered that her eyes wereswimming in tears.

^

There was a certain monotony about the days ofunreniittmg work that followed ; a monotony tingedwith Its own peculiar high lights and shadows ; withbeauty and terror, fortitude and anguish, the in-coming and outgoing pulse-beat of life at the Base
Scarcely a day passed without some minor incident"some flash of human revelation that neither Keithnor his two orderiies would forget while they livedlor Helen—with every nerve responsive to thesuffenng around them—the unceasing strain of it allproved no light matter; yet, in retrospect, shecounted those terrible days as among the richest
experiences of her life.

^

«,Jl^!3iiV'''''i'^''*^^''.^^"^
*^^* wounded men should

suffer additional miseries from the fact that even intwo and a half months of war it had been impossible
to cope with all the complex needs of the situation
Hospitals were few and quite inadequate. Themagnificent ambulance trains of later days were stillm the workshops at home, while untiring men onthe spot did the best they could with the high, com-
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fortless passenger coaches of France. Even the more
luxurious sleeping carriages were too cramped for the
mgress and egress of badly wounded men ; and when,
at last, these were landed, like so many bales of goods,
on the unsheltered platform, the shortage of ambu-
lance cars and trained stretcher-bearers added the
finishing touch to their nightmare journey. But
soon after Keith's arrival the zeal and organisation of
the British Red Cross began to make themselves
felt, m this respect as in others. Every ambulance
that could be raised in London was rushed across to
Boulogne

; till in a few days there were eighty of one
kind or another plying between train and hospital
and Hhip.

^

For all that, there was still need of superhuman
exertion to cope, even inadequately, with the terrible
stream of wounded, the back wash—as it were—from
the Homeric struggle round Ypres. In that region
the Belgians were making their last desperate stand

;

and war-worn British Divisions—haggard, sleepless,
cruelly depleted—were still miraculously holding
their own against army corps on army corps of
fresh German troops heartened by an overwhelming
superiority in guns and shells. There—during that
unequal struggle—whole battalions of the finest
troops on earth practically ceased to exist; and
thence came the main influx of comfortless and over-
crowded trains.

Steadily the tale of wounded swelled, till it reached
an average of two thousand a day. And what were
eighty cars among so many ? Little better than the
five loaves and two small fishes in Galilee : and here
was no hope of miraculous intervention. The out-
standing miracle of those weeks—when England
neither knew her peril nor the full cost of her salvation
—was the superhuman fortitude of those that were
broken on the wheel and the untiring energy of those
who served them in the teeth of baffling conditions
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Day after day that open platform was thromredwrth men on stretchers in all stages of mentel^dbod.ly collapse: British, IndianT French Bd<n^„Gem^a^-brothers all, for the momeS? in sufcIf in nothing else. Some stared wildly and tS

chST ' v'""' rr" fP"*'''*"' ^ome "nc^WyCheerful Very often their wounds had not beendressed for days
; and the sun beat doW^upon th^all, and the flies buzzed without ceasinr

^
diffleT^t^tmlh^^'if^toh^-bearers was a serioustumcuJty till the St. John's Ambulance Society came

thev cn,^r /?"«>?•. ^"'Jng but unskilful, dfdw^tthey could. Keith hunself, and others like himhe ped to carry scores of men. From early morSS
but in Wf"'"'f*

*''' ""' °f '«»"« ^^ to\nd™of
delays M.n hT?.'""^ *•**'* ^^'^ unavoidableoeiays. Men died there on the streteliHrs «, ;..

wSU:id'er%^^'' "^^ "^S^nfkl^ttLm
rtriD^r,J ^?^P'}^^ and ships. And that cruel

pressed '^tt """"^T"^
unsmoothed, though Keith had

A^Th.1™ P°!?* "'* unauthorised persistence,

-eve^ tLTtf"'" ^^'^'-^^ ladyhood^ermitte^

larSrSy'X^rh"* '* """ """^"'^ '" «"«

mlJf.
'*'^^

"f^ "^ "^"'^ '«" ^""a" 'eisure for night-

Sit waTtr'°
^°' ^"^^'y- but the strain and painof It was taxing her nerves to breaking point. Alwavs

there ~"th'"' ^^ IT'"'''
"^-^^d P'^«o™

ppim'^vrrt"4rrx- p;:s^^ i,^:

founllS^L^':- "^^ ^~"' "--^ -- -t

acft'elv 'thi^"*;.!'"' 'rt'"^' 'P'"t ^^'t the test moreacutely than either of the elders, who kept watchfuleyes on her, were allowed to suspect. OnK- bv dWmg desperately to her childhcii's code of course

01 collapse. Besides, it was sustaining to fee! that
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Mark s occasional letters-full of a brotherly tender-

pos ibe to'r'l""*^^'^
^^^ speech-madJit seem

^Tsiblv Th ? ^i'T^^ f^^^^^g ^i**^°"t flinching

Tf dITh i^H^ ^\**'^!i
'^" "°"^^ ^^^« this inferno

sens^eof h,ff
^^*^ ^nd mental anguish without a

IhZ «/ ^I"^''^^^^^^ rebellion was more of an assetthan she knew It was. in truth, the keystone of

she coulT rrlH*^//'''^*
"' ^'' ^P^"*"-^ P^--' that

tions fnrr ^^^r^^eept hfe in all its manifesta-

haTstilUo dlcTef " *^ '"'^^^^"'- «^* *^^* ^^^

DeJ.nnpI^K'^ ^'u]^ ^JJ^^'
^"^ °^ them, for absl.act orpersonal thought. The war, and its pressing demands

a sm^r;
.^T'tut'^ '^''' ^^'' Keith had secureda small private sittmg-room, where they could enjoyan occasional evening of quiet and rest. But as wirk

I'dee'd Tt'r *^» ^-^-»-en, such oases were rare

eternal* ri.V T their heads felt stunned with thepternal rattling to and fro, their hearts numbed by

would ?nt\ ^u
'^*^°^\they loved their work, andwould not have been otherwhere for a kingdom.They grew skilled in the art of talking the men's

^Mouse '7/ ^Tu '^''' ^"^"""^^ '• ^^d Sheila-

fnr fK ,
^"""^.^ '^^ was-showed so notable a giftfor this form of spiritual healing, that Lady Forsyth-half envious^ half admiring-christened her Queen

?Llt r/ ^^"'^'- ^^"^^ mother-quality in her

Men who lefTh'
T.'^ *" ^° ^*^^^^^t to their hearti

teeth In I
*^",,'tation groaning and clenching their

soon h^ n
^'^ *j'' T''' *^^^'^' "^«"^d surprisingly

rbetter s?mTl- "*%'''-°""*'"^ their adventures,

1? lu u '
^.^^^'""^ ""^ ^»^es and children at homeKeith himself confessed that he had never proDeTv

TnH r^ .?^^^" '^'* ^^' ^^^^^t a dozen times over

;

and more than once (when they chanced upon men

..

i

^
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Mi

shattered past human recognition) she came very near
losmg her head.

^

Only once, however, did she disgrace herself byfamtmg oiitnght. On that occasion Keith carried
her straight back to their hotel, laid her on the sofa
and stayed by her till she was sufficiently recovered
to feel very much ashamed of herself.

''Promise I won't do it again I
" she assured him

as he stood leaning over her.

«
"No, that you certainly won't," he said sternly.
If ever you do, I shall pack you off home. To-

night, for a punishment, you wiU go early to bed

!

Sheila will be quite safe with me."
Argument and rebellion were useless. Moreover

she was honestly exhausted and overawed, a little!
by the unusual note of mastery in Keith's voice.

iJefore ten o'clock she was asleep; but even
weariness could not break the habit of short rest

;

and by one m the morning she was amazingly wide
awaKe.
Some distant sound I ad roused her and now it drew

nearer :—footsteps anc voices of men cheering and
singing of 'La Gloire' and 'La Mort.' Nearer stiU
they came, tramping along the pavement, till they
were almost imder her o an window.
Then she grew aware of a discordant note in that

gallant chorus. One voice, raised in terror and re-
monstrance, was trying to dominate those other
voices that were obviously shouting it down.

" J'ai peur I Mon Dieu, camarades, j'ai peur 1

"

The words reached her distinctly now. But the
rest, unheeding, sang louder than ever of " la mort

"

and " la gloire."

Possibly they were sorry for him. The coward
IS the unhappiest of men. Yet he too being ' enfant
de la patne

' must go, even as others went : and
Helen Forsyth hearing him go, found the tears stream-
mg down her face—not for the coercion of one re-

m
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luctant citizen but for the unending horror and miserv

rriil^fK ^ fear and the anguish and the calculated
cruelty that were infinitely worse than death.

.^K * ^ ^^P'?^ *^^ profound sleep of healthily
exhausted youth, stirred not an eyelash even when

^fifHr^i T5 ** '*' ^^'^^^- ^"*' f°' Helen, that

l^^ \^t«rf«de put an end to rest ; opened the door
afresh to nightmare memories and her own most
private fears.

Since the letter that greeted her, there had comeone barren field post-card from Mark ; and even
that was ten days old. Her heart was starving fornews of him. And away there, in the trenchesT the
struggle seemed to wax fiercer every hour. . . .

Ihe blank paraUelogram of her window gleamed
pale grey before, in spite of herself, she feU asleep.

( ::



CHAPTER VI
'• They stand to be her sacrifice.
The sons this Mother flings like dice,
To face the odds and brave the Fates^ "

Oeoroe Meredith.

The strain of Mark's sudden silence told increasingly
upon the three of them. It was tacitly assunied
that postal a|Tangements were disorganised. Each
hoped that the others beheved in that consoling
iic^on

;
but privately they were sceptics all.

Though no word came from him, Helen posted his
paper and her own thick envelope every other daym the steadfast hope that he was still to be found
somewhere in the terrible maze of trenches that drew
H-ngiand s best and bravest as a magnet draws steel.
Meantime they were thankful for unremitting

work
;

for the constant movement and interest of
lite at the Base. Young officers, eager for action,
might be bored to extinction by a few weeks in camp
or m one of the crowded hotels ; but an observer;
blessed with humour and a large love of human
nature, could not fail to find at every turn food for
thought, for laughter and for tears.
War is neither all horror, nor all heroism, or it

could not be waged by flesh and blood. Soldiers who
can die like gods or fight as the beasts that perish,
are, m the intervals, men of like passions with their
kind. And genuine soldiers were scarce among thosewho now poured into Boulogne, to fill the gaps in
that dangerously thin line round Ypres :—Territorials
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and schoolmasters, clergymen and clerks, lords ofcommerce and lords of the land ; dissimilar in almost
every essential, yet welded, indissolubly, by onecommon resolve, one common faith.
And the manifold needs of a host undreamed ofby the wildest, wickedest militarists, demanded the

existence of that other Army chiefly congregated at
the Base ;—doctors, nurses, chaplains, ambulance
tolk, owners of private cars and those sorrowful
birds of passage, relations of dying or dangerously
wounded men On the quays, in streets and hotels,
they thronged; oddly contrasted fragments of the
world s greatest drama ; and Lady Forsyth never

/flu ^f*^^*"g them or listening to their snatches
01 talk. JVeither weariness nor nightmare visions, nor
anxiety even, could blunt the edge of her keen interestm the human panorama.

" Oh, Sheila, my lamb," she exclaimed one evening
after a day of very varied emotions ;

" aren't people-
all sorts and kinds of them—passionately interesting ^
Even when I'm laid on the uttermost shelf, I shall
still be always peeping over the edge !

"
The giri laughed softly, nestling closer.
And you'll always find me peeping up at you.

Dearest. It's simply wonderful, being with you—
through all this."

^

A temporary lull in the stream of wounded was
lollowed too soon, by a renewed rush of hospital
trains filled to overflowing ; the harvest of a fresh
l^erman onslaught. But by this time there weremore cars and more stretcher-bearers; ambulance
trains splendidly equipped, were being hurried outirom England

; and the customs sheds at the stationhad been converted into a great shelter for the
wounded, rougWy partitioned into dressing-stations
tor those who had need of immediate care. From
this seed of voluntary effort there sprang, in due
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course, a big Stationary Hospital ; but by then the
Macnair car was needed elsewhere.

Meantime, in every effort to minimise the sufferings
of the men he served, Keith was actively to the fore.
He even talked of running a second car. Helen
herself was amazed at his energy and versatility—he
whom she had hitherto regarded as a man wedded
entirely to books and thought. But among all the
surprises of a war rich in surprises, good and evi',
were none more remarkable than such unlooked-fo.
revelations of human capacity and character.

Still no sign of Mark, though there were many
strange discoveries, sad and glad, on that ever-
crowded platform; and one morning—on a day
they did not soon forget—Sheila made a find on her
own account that concerned them all more nearly
than they knew.

It was a brilliant morning; scarcely a cloud in
the sky or a ripple on the sea ; and they reached the
station early to find that a train had arrived before
daylight. Stretcher cases had been left undisturbed

;

but those who could walk were strolling or limping
up and down in the sun. Others, more seriously
damaged, lay about in groups on the ground or
propped against bales of goods; great gaunt
Highlanders, gunners and guardsmen, Indians and
Canadians—their coats, boots and puttees caked with
the mud of Flanders ; heads and limbs swathed in
bandages bright with blood; rough jokes on their
lips

; and a ready gleam of laughter in their tired
eyes. And the sun beat down up n them all and the
last of the flies gave them no pcac 3.

It was a sight to contract the heart in pity and
to lift it in pride of common human manhood that
could so smilingly suffer and endure.

There must have been seven hundred of them, all
told. To dress their wounds and remove them
would be an arduous day's work ; and only by very
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special efforts could they be fed. Red Cross and V.A D
ladies hurried to and fro with food and hot drinks and
words of welcome hardly less acceptable.
Keith went off at once to help with the stretchers

;and for a while the three were separated. Helen
promptly attached herself to a Highlander, whose
face was obliterated in bandages, save for his mouth
and one eye

; and very soon Sheila came hurrying
up to them, two spots of colour in her pale cheeks
"Mums, who d'you think I've found ?—No, not

Mark," she added quickly. " It's my very poor
thing, Mr. Seldon, of all people on earth. I knew
he'd taken up motor cycling keenly; but I didn't
dream he'd volunteer for despatch riding. Just
shows you can never label people off-hand. It seems
he had furlough due and wanted to be useful ; so he's
been running to and fro, in this awful lighting, and
had his right leg smashed for a reward. When your
Kiltie's had his breakfast, do come and be intro-
duced."
The Kiltie's one eye beamed at the familiar allusion

from so engaging a morsel of girlhood; and he
nearly choked himself in a gallant effort to empty
his steaming cup of coffee at a gulp. But Sheila
noticed nothing. She was engrossed in her regener-
ate poor thing—rather more so than Lady Forsyth
quite approved.

She, herself, found him not unattractive : dark as
a gypsy, with thoughtful eyes that followed Sheila
wherever she moved.
"That you should have found me I The most

amazing luck 1 " he kept repeating, at intervals,
apparently taking it for granted that Lady Forsyth
understood the situation.

And, indeed, Helen caught herself wondering—was
it out of pure consideration for him that the girl
chiefly confined her ministrations to men in his
neighbourhood? She even came back to ask for

.1
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174 UXCONQUERED
details of the culminating adventure that had possibly
cost him a leg. ^ ^

a1 '^^'''f'f
^"^* ^

^^""^^ °^ h^Pe they may save it," headded philosophically. " And I'm hanging on to

get my^ettrr" ' "'' '""^"^ ""'''' ^^^^'* >'°^

"No. It'll probably follow me here. Now—

I

mustn t stay talking Shall I ask 3Ir. Macnair toget you for our car ?
"

" Do ; angel of mercy !
"

Snatches, in this vein, Helen overheard as shecame and went upon her own errands, and her swiftbram sprang half-way to meet possible develop-ments not entirely to her liking. Still-she wassorry for the man and glad when they secured him asa passenger.

They left him finally at the hospital where Monawas beginning to earn distinction and Eldred Laurencewas progressing fairly well. Sheila promised to lookm again later. Then back they rattled to that
eternally familiar Gare.

This time they lighted on Maurice Lenox—notwounded, but shivering with fever, his nerves all ajarfrom sleeplessness and shell fire. The hope that hemight give them news of Mark was soon extinguished.
Maurice had run across him earlier in the day, andhad smce heard great things of his capacity and

n^f ' A".*
^^'" *^" ''^^'''' ^^« ^t presenthe had not the ghost of an idea.

^

Maurice himself was a rather damaged edition ofthe hvely, clever boy they had known at Inveraig.He declared that the horrors of war 'made hiGermany exceeded the wildest cinematographs inhis bram. He had only been forward th?ee timestor training purposes ; but every time the luck hadbeen against him. He thanked his stars he had got

go b"" k
' ^^^ ''''* *^^ remotest desire to
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After her talk with him, Helen wilted visibly ; and
by the end of their strenuous morning she looked so
white and strained that Keith prescribed an after-
noon of complete rest. The station work was too
urgent for Sheila andhimself to cry off altogether ; but
they would come back early and cheer her loneliness.
Helen accepted her fate the more readily because

from the moment of waking her spirit had been
shadowed by a too familiar sensation. Some large
event was hovering near. For this reason she felt
reluctant to leave the hotel ; and when the waiter
brought in her tea-tray with two envelopes on it, she
did not even need to look at the writing. Her in-
stincts—as Mark had once said—were infollible.
The second letter was from his Colonel ; but that

could wait.

Page on close-written page she scanned, while
absently sipping her tea ; till her heart brimmed over
afresh with love and pride ; and gratitude that, in
spite of all, she had him still. She could not help
contrasting the tone of his letter with the talk of
Maurice that morning. No insistence, here, on horrors
or on hell fire ; no easy optimism, either, as regards
the gigantic task in hand.

''Every day makes it clearer," he wrote, "that
\ye've a thundering hard job before us and that our
line round here is dangerously thin. Officers and
men are about equally exhausted by the long strain
and insufficient reliefs; and enemy movements all
suggest that they're cheerfully reckoning to extinguish
us in time for Christmas in Town. Bless their inno-
cent hearts ! They've yet to reckon with Tommy's
talent for hanging on with his back teeth, even when
a good few of them have been extracted !

" Mums, he's simply a human miracle ; and we're
all head over ears in pride of him, though we don't
let on to any great extent. We've had a welcome
breather in billets the last three days. But there
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are big doings on ; and I expect we'll sonn «« fagain. Look out for a field PC T J k ^ ^° forward
till you get one Avj7.^?1*'^^^^°°^ heart
That's t).rLi ^"° ^*^s »f i^ngland lives?'

" ju.f », 5 ^.u^^^
'''^y t° ^ook at it

•

Sheilaand Bel iTdori"^ ^'"T '^^"^ >^- ^^^
midst of airthi; tn.l u'JJ^"?'

^^^'* Soocl, in the
You .oLi a hid? InxTJ: ^^^'r"%^'^"^^^ ^^ h°«^--

of strength, litttMLTrdVu^^^^^^^^^^^ ^^going stronff. The C n '/, ^?7 "'gWand laddie's

Talks of maWme AHi.f r^u'^'y
"'"' °*' ^"'^"r.

his sta« job auTnr f
''J"'^°' ^hen Collins takes up

talking ofloVe I've in ^"y' ''" '"'''''
•' And-i

ear. If old Keith ,h" il^'l?' 7°"' ^^^ Private
an offer of m^^^e^S s^v ' N^^- f""'^ y°" "^
't. Mind, I'm not sure if he wi^ R /t"

'*" """'P
to suppose he mav VvLi- K "* ^^^ ''^^son

difference in year?-;ou^'l1;* "fI*'"''
""<=• «"- the

like a ehild of"n !
'• ' ""^' <="" '*'" ''^h^ve

ve?tL:?^Ce JfTi^d *''r'= T^^'"S "--^^ i" «
Mark's imaJSfon wi^ ° °"^' °^ marriage-

1

More thanTcfof^lJf • TT ^^^^ with him.
eared for ShX But herself'-

T''"'!,'' ^"*''
deniablv it warm.^ k

"^'^^^«— •' Impossible. Un-
she was

: ylSh wi'''"*l.^""o'°^^''
°f '"ve that

times, fee/ttt oL :« nfarK^''^-
'"""-^ ^«"' "'

make the idea of a second h? K ''^J'
'" 'P'"*' «= ^

of sacrilege
'' husband seem little short

faded, leavi^g^:?':^^"!^^^ '"^ """^ "" ^"•'-"^

ColoLlHettt td13 i'>f* 1!"^ °P'=°«''l «>«
sincere and soMierivnraTsenfi; "P''"f^ '"^^t, his

very soon to secuTf^ C-A^^Xn^^^^t
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moment it was possible, he added, Mark should havea few days' leave. x\o man in the battalion hidearned a better right to it. Moreover, in the recentfighting, he had shown sueh conspicuous gallantlythat his name was to be sent up for a decofat onSuch news made royal atonement for anxSy
a^the'dor

'''' "^'"'^ "^^" *'-- --^ ^ "n-k

J Entrez » she said casually, supposing the manhad come for her tea-things. Then she found ^athe was holdmg a salver towards her; and on thesalver lay a telegram.
^®

d.^i ''i^* ""Vu-
^" *^^ ''^^^^^ °f her being stoppeddead Everythmg seemed slipping away fron^TrMechameally, she took the envelope and'^roseTo he;

rrJK I^'^%\ ^^'^ ^*"*^" ^ messenger of sorrowvanished swiftly; and Helen Forsyth stood aS
th:fTh^'wt' O^^

'*"^*^°"' '^' batfannouncementthat the War Office regretted to report her son

»n?fi.'T°V"'y ™' *•>« ""=*^"« Of her anguish-and the shock was the greater coming at a momentwhen h>s voice had almost sounded in her ear"

wis" weekl*''
'"* '""^' ''^^^'^ ^' *« -J^'- It

Life without Mark !

She pressed a hand across her tearless eyes : andwhile she stood so, the door opened again Shestarted violently. A crazy hope of reprieve flashedthrough her brain. But it was only Keith
ihe paper she held and the look in her eves en-ightcned him

; and before he could master hfs voiceshe had recovered hers.

telS.'~";?odTe.p"„s1"
"''' """""^ °"' '^O'

{
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1
" ^«'p-""y dear," was all he could say, as sheleaned hmply against him, shaken with sharp^'teariess

hJi^^^'x!" t^^f'" *' *"= *<^" impotence of speechhe laid h.s hand on her head : a moment-no moreThen very genly he led her to the sofa ; and sh^kvthere, her rebel spirit broken by this last and bftterest

He picked up the telegram ; re-read it, and putrt on the man el-piece. Its work was not yet done^e news would h.t Sheila hard. And Miss Alisonhad Helen hought of that ?
'

She was thinking of it now

less ftiir''T?^''i
""''^'"'/ "?"«''*' ""^f «ye^ tear-less stili— I ye just remembered—poor Bel ' Shallwe wire or write ? "

'' A letter would be more merciful, he said.

I'll tTv " %f • V°f^ ^'""' '""" to «'"t« 't- But

am sure of it/' she said slowly i„ a voierofLptssiyIquietness and eonyiction. " While I was Ivin^th^eSomething-Some one told me. If he were not he,7"'d Ij^ye oome to me, as Derek came. w"th dl

doercoleTshallY ^ """»«• ^o. "S haoes come, I shall cling to my conviction."
Ves:—chng to it," he said. "You've alwavsseen true. Meantime, I'll take the ear to the 1^70^

*7p^j°c:hr;r '"-' ^* "-•'

'^Thrnw\i/^*~*"'^
patience," he said gently.

'Yi,^
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"But Sheila will hate leaving it. Her whole
heart is given to the wounded."

" A very large part of it is given to vou. Andnow—you are one of them ; one of the wounded in
spirit, whose names appear in no casualty lists."
At last, to his relief, he saw tears in her eyes. She

brushed them away and rose to her feet.
"I must try and write to Bel. And oh !—there were

letters from him and the Colonel. You must read
them "

Suddenly she remembered- and went hot all over
at thought of how he had held her, while she was
lost in grief. Dexterously abstracting Mark's last
sheet, she hai.ded him the rest and went back to
the escritoire.

For a while Keith sat watching her, love and pain
and pity contending in his heart. Then he opened
the letters. It was the first time she had given him
one of Mark's to read.

Hers to Bel scarcely filled a sheet. But the ' .riting
of It took a long time ; and, before it was finished.
Sheila came in, visibly refreshed by an hour's talk
With Mona and Seldon, who was not to lose his leg.
Hearing her step, Lady Forsyth put down her

pen and covered her face.

Keith, feeling like an executioner, took utj the
telegram that was propped against a vase ; and in-
voluntarily Sheila put up a hand as if he had struck her.

*' So soon ? " she breathed, looking beyond him
at Helen's bowed head.

" Not the worst yet," Keith answered, handing
her the paper.

She took in the contents at a glance and, for a
long minute, stood gazing at it, lifeless as a statue,
whiteto the lips, their first tremorresolutely stilled

Presently she came back, as it were, from a long
way off. " We can still hope—and pray," she said
just above her breath.
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Then, turning from him, she hurried over to Helen ;

and Keith went out, leaving them together.

Next morning there were hasty preparations to
catch the midday boat. Keith's idea had been to
cross with them and see them safe on EngUsh ground ;

but, in the end, there was no resisting Helen's urgent
plea that he would not waste so many precious
hours on them.
She promised him a telegram from Dover, and

another from Wynchcombe Friars. Then, Helen-
hke, when it came to the actual pang of parting, she
impulsively clutched his arm.
''Oh—take care of yourself," she said with

smothered intensity. " Both of you gone : and we
alone—waiting '

'

"For the fulfilment of your conviction," he re-
minded her. " Be sure / shall not rest till I have
found him."

" Do you think I doubt that ? " she asked, a new
tenderness in her eyes.

But even to him she could not speak her inmost
fear—What if Mark were wounded and in German
hands ?

i'.
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CHAPTER VII

" Yotir hearts are lifted up
;
your hearts

That have foreknown the utter price.

Your hearts bui-n ui)\vard as a flame
Of splendour and of sacrifice."

To Women.
LaTJKENCE BlNYON.

Wynchcombe Friars again—with the spirit of Mark
haunting them in every room and at every turn of the
grounds. Most intolerable were the Httle intimate

things that conjured up his presence and the very
tone of his voice : and—to crown all, there was Bobs.
His ecstatic greeting, the sobbing squeals of joy that

Mark so loved to hear ; his rush beyond them, obvi-

ously in search of his master—shook the foundations
of their fortitude. Not until now did Helen discover

how much virtue had gone out of her ; and the

reaction, while it lasted, was a nightmare of which
she afterwards felt heartily ashamed.

Sheila, thankful to be alone with her at such a time,

quietly took the reins of government into her small,

capable hands. On the day after their arrival she

put Lady Forsyth to bed, and practically kept her

there for a week ; soothing and stimulating, with
massage, the nerves of her head and her spirit.

She had the peculiar love of the born healer for all

things hurt or unhappy ; and the reserve force in her,

detected by Keith, had kept the poise of her spirit

unshaken through all. But the hovering shadow of

a smile no longer haunted her lips. She had learnt,

by aspiration rather than petition, to draw freely

upon the one unlimited Source of Strength ; and,

young as she was, the older woman grew to rely upon
181
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he" wrL'S ''"" ""'' ^^"^ «•« "8"t -thin

piausib';: ^^"irx htr;"!,'"
•''^^<'-'

they seldom sparkle or aW tT^ 7%"' ^'•''

Alf r to merge the personal in the larger view

suft ingVslTf '" r^K^^^^P^' slspen:ror

law of life It wiT' ^^-^ ^'"^^^^ ^ paramount

paid H w til their hi ^ ^r'f ^^ patriotism. Men
women w th ItJ ^ ""^ ^"/ *^^^" mutilated bodies

;

sufSg tL^^^^^^
^'^d '""tilated lives. One inuiiermg, tiiey had the more need, all of them to h^

g r^ss: .fi"- -.saSi?
sorrow was tinged with hope. ^ ^ "* ""^

of th"rtrnl%rs!''°f
"*''" *^ ''^'* ^'^'-^ *» ^P^ak

of that tLlk t hi\"'^'
r^" '° *"=" l^O' in detail

So far no word from Bel ; and Lady Forsyth felt



THE I'TTER PRICE i88

anxious a little. Deep ami real felLm-feelinir hadwakened her first genuine impulse of affection to-
wards the girl. She had written almost as to a
daughter And on this very morning of her talk
with Sheila, Bel s answc came : heart-broken, purged
of affectation, yet em. hasising, in every line her
complete divergence o. feeling and point* of view

You will wonder, dear, why I haven't written
sooner but I m an arrant coward inside, and I simply
coiildn t face putting the cold truth on paper. Your
sweet letter, written while the shock was fresh upon
you, was a heroic thing. One sees where Mark got
his courage. If he'd only had a little les.9 of it-he
might be with us still. You will disapprove of that
II. iJut 1 m too utterly crushed to invent correct

sentiments. I can only put my own down anyhow,
even if they re all WTong. Sweet of you to tell me of
your private conviction. I hope to' Heaven it may
be true: but I have no sustaining faith to keep me
^^'u?' JP-^^^' ^ ^""'^ ^ *^^^"d fueling' that last
night, that It was—the end. It's dear of you to say
I can come whenever I like. But, just now, having
to work keeps one from collapse, and I am sure youtwo are happier together. Later on—perhaps. Harry
IS an angel to me. But I'm not pleasant company
these days. Nothing interests me now, and I hate
this abominable war worse than ever. If you hearany news, please wire. I got a letter from him—
after yours. And it smashed me up. That's partlywhy I didn't write. Love to you and Sheila from
your desperately unhappy

" Bel."

Lady Forsyth handed the letter to Sheila. It was
blotted at the end where tears had dropped.
"Poor child! she cares more than I gave her

credit for. I wonder "-she added, half to herself-
what he would think of that letter ^ "

v<f
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Sheila bit her lip and was silent, and they fell to

discussing Lady Forsyth's latest scheme—Count •

/

Cottage Homes for children orphaned by the war. '

That morning proved a turning-point in their new,
shadowed life. On all sides there was work crying
out to be done. They had no right any longer to
shut themselves up with their sorrow.

** If we believe he will come back, we must live up
to our faith," Lady Forsyth said simply : and they
did so, to the best of their power. Keith wrote every
few days, simply to keep in touch with them and
report his movements. There was nothing else to
report—as yet.

Among countbss notes of sympathy and hope,
and of admiration for Mark, was none more uplifting
to the mother's heart than the sincere and simple
tribute of Colonel Munro.
"To the Regiment and to me personally," he

wrote, " the loss is so great that—although the worst
is reported—we cannot give up hope. Neither will
you, I feel sure, for many weeks to come. Forsyth's
presence among us was an inspiration. It is not
often in these dead-level days that one meets with
a man who seems a natural-born king. Without
exaggeration, that was how we felt about him.
Unfortunately, those of his company who were with
him last are also missing; but I feel convinced we
shall hear of them all yet. I have named and des-
cribed the men to Mr. Macnair, who writes that he is
instituting a search on his own account. Good luck
to him: and to }ou—the very best that heart can
wish. Yours ever, R. Munro."

Sheila shared that letter, and all the others, even
as she shared the difficult task of answering them
In this respect at least she was grateful to Bel, who
had tacit y relinquished the sad, high privilege that
was hers by right
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The cottage scheme involved much correspondence
and occasional journeys to London ; and it was then
that they began to realise more acutelv the contrast
between the 'War drama,' as visilaiised by en
island people, and the stem yet stimulating actuality,
just across the Channel.

There, even at the Base, the atmosphere was
electrical with the spirit of the Front, with the en-
thusiasm and passion of a great imaginative race,
for whom invasion was no bogy but a bloody and
devastating fact. Here, the vast, unseen thing was
frankly a sensation—fitfully discerned through the
fog of censored despatches ; analysed, with bewilder-
ing brilliance, by literary strategists; distorted by
visionaries who waxed eloquent over ' the var against
war,' and feverishly planned a new heaven on earth.
Happily for them, the real issues hung upon the

Navy's unsleeping vigil and an invincible handful of
soldiers, who were only concerned to beat the Ger-
mans, and to make good, with their lives, the State's
miscalculations and delays.
But the very advantages of the islander are a pari-

of his many disabilities. Not only did realisation come
slowly to England, but it came too often in the wrong
guise. In London, the newspaper craze became a
form of dram-drinking. Everything that could be
said about the great obsession was repeated over
and over, in every conceivable tone of voice, till a
bewildered public began to wonder whether politicians
really believed ir their high-sounding generalities
or journalists in their inspired leaders.
Though social life had practically ceased, the pave-

ments of the City were still thronged with men of
military age, quite convinced, by the tone of certain
journals, that their services were not urgently needed
elsewhere

; that the War would probably be over by
Christmas, certainly by Easter. And, after all,
were they not doing good work, necessary work, on
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''
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the spot ? This last, as Mark had foreseen, proveda serviceable shield to the inglorious armv of ' In-
dispensables

' ; and the idea of punctuating that
titanic struggle with a Church festival was so
comforting and convenient that it took an uncon-
scionable time a-dying.
Lady Forsyth herself had reason to feel grateful,

often for the steadying effect of contact with the
real thmg-even the fringe of it ; and her native
sensibility to atmosphere made her feel, more keenlythan most, the clash of contrast between the often
unwholesome ferment of London and the immovable
phlegm of the countryside. Coming home, tired inbody and spirit after a long day's work in Town, shewould be beset by distracting doubts as to how this
great and casual country of hers would emerge fromthe searching test of war.

It was then that Sheila, quick to read her mood,^ould slip behind her, unloose her hair, and, with
Skilful finger-tips, magically pluck out weariness anddoubts alike till i.ady Forsyth would catch at herhands and kiss them.
"Sheila, that's not mere massage. You seem toreach one's very soul."
And the girl stood smiling down upon her like ayoun^ goddess, radiant with conscious power

.h. •? ^
.. r^i^"'^ V""

^^""^"^ y^" ^^^d all the time,"

.n.\?H ^ f*:«
a heavenly gift. I used to feel-

such a dumb thing. Now I can give it all out through
^

my fingers I feel free. And-dearest," she added
gravely, you mustn't get disheartened because
i^ondon, on the surface, seems unspeakable. The
unspeakables are always on the surface. Under-
neath, there are hundreds of real workers and silent
sufferers, doing and bearing things without trumpets
or banners. And aren't our sailors and soldiers

thaTmn..
^'/}'',^^^ ^^^ ? Surely such leaven asthat must end m leavening the whole lump."
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You're a miracle to praise God for," Lady Forsyth
began

;
but her lip trembled and she was silent

Then Sheila, in her protecting mother-fashion, drew
the older woman's head close to her breast. " Nearly
three weeks now," she whispered. " We must hear
something soon."
Lady Forsyth shivered

; but Sheila went resolutely
on :

" London wears you out. Mums, body and souJ
Let s give it up for a little. There's plenty of work
on the spot. It wiU hearten up Mark's people to
see more of you. They must be anxious too, in their
own way."
They were

:
and it was the very reflection of herown anxiety, the hovering question on every face,

that at first made this paramount duty a very real
ordeal. But it was Mark's work; and his mother
tound it by no means devoid of compensation It
drew them all closer together ; it threw fresh light
on Mark's individual fashion of upholding the aristo-
cratic ideal among a free people; and it steadily
strengthened her own conviction that there, where
human nature is still untainted by industrialism
hes the true hope of England's future. She was
sustained also by a private resolve that when Mark
returned he should find, within the boundaries of his
own kingdom, a right spirit towards the War.
Very soon she discovered an ally of equal en-

thusiasm and wider experience—Dr. Warburton,
Headmaster of High Rough School. He had lost
no time m getting to the Front, as a Chaplain of the
I-orces, leaving High Rough in charge of Rex Mait-
land, to that gentleman's undisguised satisfaction.
Already the fatal word indispensable had become
a mark of distinction more coveted in some quarters
than a decoration.

Warburton, at home for the moment, on business
connected with the school, spent most of his spare
time trying to instil the spirit of the trenches into
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cottages and country shops, where impassioned
leaders were dismissed as 'hot air' and despatches
lull ot foreign names were only half understood
As an old friend of the family, he had been among

the first admitted to see Helen, on her return from
abroad

; and the day after her talk with Sheila he
turned up at tea-time in the private hope that hemight glean news of Mark.
His leonine head with its shock of grizzled hair,hawks eyes under shaggy brows and a Homeric

laugh, gave a general impression of bigness, belied by
his mere inches

; but the man's inner stature corre-
sponded unmistakably with the laugh and the Hon's
head.

**
J^'ithin a week, now, he would be back in France.
And high time, too," he added, thoughtfully sipping

his tea. " I'll miss coming here. Otherwise"— he
sliot out his great moustache—" it's healthier at the
Front in spite of the shells. The real spirit of England
is in the trenches and on the sea."
As he spoke the door opened and a parlourmaid

brought in the afternoon post.
''Ah—Keith I " Lady Forsyth murmured, seizin^

a thm, unstamped envelope and letting the rest fafl
into her lap.

Warburton rose, as if to put down his cup, and
strolled across to the window. Presently a small
sound of relief reached him and he turned quickly
about. Found him, have they ? "

'' n ^'°A
^^*'" -^^^^^ answered with a brave smile.

Jiut the sergeant, who was wounded trying to help
him, has made his way back to the regiment after
hair-breadth adventures. They're sending him home
at once, Keith says. He has my address. He will
write. Then I can go and see him." She spoke in
short, swift sentences, holding emotion in leash,
fehcila had risen and was standing near the fire
ostensibly warming her hands. "He and another
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soldier managed to drag Mark to a farm. He was
hit in the head. Unconscious. They could do no
more. The Germans began shelHng the place : and
there they had to leave him with kind Irench people.
They weren't even sure—if he was alive. That's ail-
so far." She tried to smile. " It doesn t lift the
fog much, does it ? But still . . . just to see this man
who was with him "

"Yes—yes." VVarburton's regard held more of
admiration than of pity. " Let me go with you—if
the call comes in time," he added and rather abruptly
took his leave.

That night Lady Forsyth wrote to Bel. " Come
to me for the week-end, dear," she added, " if you
feel you can now, and would care to hear, in detail,
what little I may have to tell. With any luck, I
ought to see Sergeant Macgregor before Saturday."
And in a very few days the summons came. It was

from Aldershot ; and Sheila decided to go with them.
While they interviewed Macgregor, she would love
to make a round of the wards. For, in secret, she
missed her poor things and the work at Boulogne.

It was hard not to hope for impossibilities ; but
the sergeant's rather disjointed tale served neither
to justify Helen's obstinate conviction nor to dispel
her secret fears. He was a red-headed man, square
and sturdy, just able to hobble. His nerves were
obviously shaken by all he had been through ; and
his emotion in speaking of that particular day made
it the harder to restrain her own. Of the nature of
Mark's wound he could tell her nothing except that
there was blood all over his head, and that they had
bandaged it roughly—he and a British Tommy, who
contributed his own mud-stained puttee, worn for
weeks.

The mother winced at that. " Did he know you ?
'*

she asked quickly, hoping he had not seen.
" Ah canna rightly tell, ma leddy," was the un-
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satisfactory reply. " Ah kneeled in the mud and ah
said :

' Ye ken verra weel who I am, sir ? ' An' he
smiled crooked-Hke, an' pit up his hand to stroke
me cheek like a bairn. An' there came a sound in
his thrapple. But niver a worrd. The Lord shield
him from the hands o' they Jairman blayguards."
But Helen knew now that the tide of war had

rolled over the village where they had left her son,
and for the moment hope and courage were dead
within her

Warburton left for France next day, having pro-
mised to look up Keith ; and Bel arrived with Harry
to stay over Sunday. Lady Forsyth had smiled, not
without understanding, at her request that Harry
mig>^t come too. Even in her sorrow Bel was
stil' i. yifctim to the fear of being bored, and Harry's
masculine attitude of worship and service was more
of an asset than she knew.
Lady Forsyth discovered many fresh points in

common with Harry ; but the change in Bel, obvious
to both, troubled her beyond measure. Not merely
was her smiling serenity subdued by grief, it seemed
overlaid with a fine film of hardness from which
things painful or emotional glanced off like arrows
from a surface of steel. She would neither look at
the papers nor talk of the War. That fact alone
made conversation difficult; but for Helen this
stumbling-block was as nothing to its inner signific-
ance. The strain and pain of war, that was steadily
softening and enlarging Sheila, appeared to be having
the opposite effect on Bel. Dehberately she turned
her eyes away from beholding the world's anguish
and heroism; deliberately she hardened her heart
against its effect upon herself, so that she seemedm danger of losing even the surface softness that
had been no small part of her charm.

Plainly, her love for Mark, however sincere, had
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no alchemic power to transmute the dross in her
to gold. Would his return, such as he was now,
dissolve that film of hardness ? Or was the girl laying
up further tragedy for herself and others ?
Alone with Lady Forsyth, Bel was gentle and

affectionate, yet completely aloof. She listened to
Macgregor's story with set lips and a fine hne between
her brows. Though the mother's voice shook and
tears threatened, Bel's eyes were dry.

" And after that—you can still manage to hope ? "

was all she said.

" Dear, it is not so much hope with me, as—belief,"
Lady Forsyth answered gently ; and Bel's sigh had
a faint note of exasperation.
"You are amazing," she said. " And—so like

him." Then with a swift dramatic gesture, she rose
and seemed to fling away her mantle of composure.
' Oh, this brutal, senseless war !

" she cried, her eyes
still hard, her low voice tense with feehng. " A man
like that—splendid, strong, gifted—smashed up like
a bit of matchboard. And what earthly use has it
been to any one—his sacrifice or our pain ?

"

The older woman listened to that strange out-
burst with something very Hke relief. It proved
that Bel was not hard all through, and it cried aloud
the very thoughts that visited her own heart in the
small hours when all the wheels run low.

" Bel—Bel !
" she remonstrated gently, " that's

the question one dare not ask. It's hard not to.
No one knows that better than I do. But the answer
is—if Mark, and others of his quality, had taken that
point of view, where would England be now ?

"

" Oh, England !
" She dismissed her country with

a faint shrug. " Mark would be here with us, safe
and whole. That's all I know—or care."
Her voice still had its low bitterness, but it shook

a little now ; and going over to the window she sat
a while looking out upon the wood and the terrace
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where she had walked with him in that other life
gone beyond reeall.

Vaguely she heard the door open. Then a low
sound from Lady Forsyth made her look round
sharply. Helen had risen—her lips were set and
pale.

Bel glanced at the open letter she held out to her.
It was a formal intimation, garnished with formal
refe-ret, that Lieutenant Sir Mark Forsyth, reported
missmg in November, was now officially reported
killed. The scanty information received in the past
three weeks gave no grounds for supposing other-
wise.

" Of course . . . this was bound to come," Helen
said mechanically.
But Bel pushed aside the paper and covered her

face.

Helen stood silent a moment; then she found
courage to repeat her own conviction.

" Dear, they may report what they please. Mark
w alive, I know it."

Bel simpr shook her head.
" You don't beheve me ?

"

''No."
"But—you won't go into mourning. Bel, vou

mustn't."
^ ^

" No—no. I detest mourning."
The muffled voice broke suddenly. Lady Forsyth

put an arm round the girl's shoulders and for a few
mqments Bel leaned against her sobbing like a child.
Then, with a shivering sigh, she released herself and
hurried out of the room.
Lady Forsyth picked up that hateful slip of paper

and dropped it into the fire. Mark was ahve

:

nothing could shake her belief in that. But he was
wounded—and in German hands. Her inmost fear
had come true.
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CHAPTER I

" Love ia swift of foot
Love's a man of war.

And can hit and can shoot
From far "

Geoboe Hesbebt.

It was on the first of December that Sir Mark Forsyth
was officially reported killed ; and it was upon an
evening of early November, on a battle-scarred road
of Northern France, that a certain waggon-load of
dead and wounded men jolted leisurely towards a
certam village lately recaptured by the Prussians.
The open body of the cart was spacious and full of
straw that had once been tolerably clean, but was
now defiled with mud and blood. It held six men ;

two French, three British and one German. Two
of them were obviously dead : three were as obvi-
ously alive and in cruel pain. The sixth, who wore
a khaki kilt and a blood-stained puttee wound about
his head, lay on his back, motionless, wide-eyed,
watching a bank of grey cloud dissolve into shredded
wisps of gold. Presently the sun broke through and
smiled upon the aftermath of battle, as upon the
sheaves of some peaceful harvest garnered with
thanks and praise.

In this unceremonious fashion was Mark removed
from the farm where Macgregor had been forced to
leave him—dead, to all appearance, or at the point
of death.

Of how he came to be there, in such woful com-
pany, he knew nothing. His brain seemed blurred
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and curiously inert He felt no pain ; only a horrid
fauitncss, utter exhaustion from loss of blood Hewould have given the world for a sip of brandyWhere was his flask-he wondered vaguely, but f(^t
too weak to stir a finger.

Above him, beside the driver, sat a little French
doetor, talking and gestieulating vehemently. Hemight be of some use, Mark reflected with feeble
impatience, if one could only attract his attention.

,»,f.T"irr^ ""1'
^^f t^''""^

strength, he tried to
shout M. le docteur.' The sole result was a horrid
choking sensation and an abortive noise in his throatHe grew suddenly alarmed. What did it mean ^
And where were they going ? Had he, possiblv, bee ntaken prisoner in spite of himself ?
There was none to enlighten him, even could hehave spoken

; and the torment of uncertainty re-
mained. The fact that he suffered no physical painwas a minor item to be thankful for. Not altogether
a minor item, perhaps, judging from sounds emittedby the German at the far end of the cart. Between
groans and oroken curses he was calling impartially
on God and his mother. ^ f jf

ueJ\vu\^^^/l'^'^^'^
^^"^'^ '^^^^^ i'^to momentary

iile. VVhat of his own mother—and Bel ? Would
they believe him killed ? How long was it since his
clock of time had stopped dead ? Would it ever be
set going again ? And—wliat of the fight '

More questions-nothing but questions-un-
answered and unanswerable. They buzzed abouthim like hornets

; and to be rid of them he fell backon memory. He recalled a world that rained shellsand shrapnel
:

a violent, friendly and increasinglymuddy world, m which Allies and enemies wire
wildly intermingled, till it was cleft from end to endby long and opposing hnes of trenches, with a NoMan s Land, of varying width, between. In the NoMan s Land, things had happened : things that left
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a scar on the memory ; things a man could not talk
about and, most unhappily, could not forget. In
those early days reliefs were few and infrequent;
and Mark looked back on trench life as an endless
age of strain: nerve and body and imaginative
bram racked to the limit of endurance ; and, under
all, a dogged resolve that there should be no limit of
endurance, but the arbitrary limit of Death.
Too vividly he remembered those last davs, when

grey-green battalions had been hurled against them,
wave on wave

; till his Highlanders, who stood like
rocks in a storm, had been forced to retire by an
urgent order from those who alone knew when wisdom
demanded sacrifice of ground rather than of men.
Stubbornly, foot by foot, they had fallen back from
their hard-won position. Then—consternation and
confusion. The battalion on their right seemed to
have melted away. But the enemy allowed them
no breathing space for dismay. They were in dire
peril

;
and Mark lost not a moment in rallying his

men for a final, desperate stand. Suddenlv, when
the struggle was fiercest, the earth had seemed to
collapse under him. He recalled a horrid sensation
of falling backwards, headlong—into nothingness
At that point his memory broke off short. The rest

was a meaningless jumble of sights and sensations
like a troubled dream.
He was lying in a turnip field. Something had

happened to his head. Blood was flowing freely,
but he felt no pain. In vain he tried to move.
Weakness flowed over him. Living and conscious,
he lay there among the dead, listening to the roar
of battle that rolled steadily farther away ; fearful
exceedingly lest they should bury or burn him ; or,
finding him alive, should take him prisoner while
this ignominious helplessness hung like lead upon his
limbs.

At times he could hear voices and men passing.

; !
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But very soon darkness fell again ; and out of the
darkness came a vision of Maegrcgor's face. He
remembered trying to speak, and the roughness of
the man's rough check when he patted it in sign of
recognition. To his intense relief, he had felt them
trying to move him. What had come of it ? Where
were they now ?

The questions were at him afresh and the haunting
thought of his mother. Once more he summoned all

his strength in an effort to reach her mentally. He
had succeeded in doing so on more than one occasion.
But now, the attempt was lunacy. It simply ex-
hausted his last remnant of strength ; and once more
he slipped back into the outer dark

By some miracle, his resolute spirit hung on to
the thread of life that remained ; and when next it

struggled up from the bottomless pit, the cart and
the jolting and the smell of blood had vanished like
all the other dreams. He was lying on a bed. He
could feel the blanket against his chin. The air he
breathed was faintly impregnated with antiseptics
and the scent of clean straw.
As his brain cleared, he heard women's voices mur-

muring rhythmically in a foreign tongue. Too weak
and weary to stir, he lay awhile steeped in content-
ment

; till that rhythmical murmur resolved itself
into Latin prayers. French nuns, good souls, must
be praying by his bed.
Next moment, the chill trickle of water on his face

made him start and open his eyes. One of the nuns
was bending over him.

" Our Lady be praised," she said softly. " The
spirit has returned. Monsieur will drink this and
strength will also return."
She held a cup to his lips : a cup of warm milk-

pure nectar. It seemed to set life stirring in his
veins, even as the woman's face set some vacrue

il^
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memory stirring in his mind. The breadth of brow
and cheek bones, the mouth with its res lute s<jrincss

and the deep dent above the chin strucic a note of
dim famiharity ; but he felt far too lazy and com-
fortable to search for a clue.

The barn-like room in which he found himself was
no hospital, but a rough makeshift. There were but
half a dozen beds like his own. The remaining
sufferers lay on straw pallets ; and the little French
doctor, whose profde he recognised, appeared to be
in charge. That fact, and the presence of nuns, made
him hopeful of being in the right hands. If only he
could ask ! But the curse of dumbness was on him
still, and a fear that it might be permanent chilled

the flow of returning life.

The other nuns had risen and moved away. She,
whom they called Soeur Colette, stood smiling down
on him.

''
l^'a va bien," she said. " Monsieur comprend ?

"

He made a sign of assent, t'-»en with his left hand
and eyebrow, tried to convey t nestion he could not
ask. Her face lit up.

" Le bon Dieu soit b^nit. Aiunsicur desires a little

conversation. As much as one can, I will relate."

Serene and smiling, she sat beside him on a low stool.

It was purely refreshing to hear a woman's voice again.
" M. le docteur," she told him, " a saint of God

with a rough tongue, gathered up many dead and
wounded from that terrible battle more than a week
ago, and brought them here to the Red Cross Hospital,

then in the hands of my people. Now—Mary Mother,
pity us !—it is once more taken by the Prussians.

The hospital is seized for themselves, and M. le

docteur is graciously permitted to use this ruined
farm. Those, alas, who recover become prisoners

of war. Monsieur himself, on arriving, was as one
dead ; and, next evening, we of the ^."sterhood must
pray for the souls of the departed. But I, who came
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to kneel near Monsieur, said :
' This, surely, is not

death.
'

While others summoned M. le doeteur, myself
I found, by the mercy of God, one pulse, so small, so
feeble, there in the neck ofMonsieur. Figurez-vous ? '

'

Mark smiled his crooked smile and lifted his eye-
brows. He found it hard to believe in her fairy tale.
But, if it were true, this woman, with the beautiful
familiar face, had evidently been his good angel.
She was explaining to him now the nature of his

wound and how splinters of bone pressing on the
brain made him powerless to speak or move. These
the little doctor had partially lifted. But the com-
plete operation was a delicate one, and he would
prefer to wait a while in hopes that the tide of battle
should roll eastward again.

" It might be well for Monsieur, then, to seem
as one dead," Soeur Colette explained with a flicker
of humour in her great dark eyes. " They would
not think him worth the trouble to remove ; and in
Pans all is possible."
Mark had need of the utmost consolation he could

extract from that thought. For, as strength re-
turned, impatience returned also ; and his imprisoned
spirit girded at the hampering hulk of a body over
which it had lost command—for how long ?

Questions again ! He grew to hate them heartily.
Wherever he turned for relief, there one or more would
spring up to confound him ; and at moments of
supreme exasperation, his brain seemed alive with
notes of interrogation, seeking answers and finding
none. More than once he vowed mentally that, if
ever he regained the power of speech, he would never
again ask a question while he Uved.

And he suffered more than exasperation during
those interminable November days. The very in-
activity of his body seemed to induce a restless
activity of mind. Fleeting inspirations mocked him :
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was now no more. He thanked God the boy was
dead; but the memory of that twenty-four hours
had haunted him for weeks : and now, with pitiless

persistence, it haunted his dreams.
The fact that he could neither speak nor shake off

mental obsessions by a rousing walk, aggravated
their tyranny over him ; and there were times when
it crazed him, almost, to lie there, like a felled tree,

powerless even to ask how he could let his dear ones
know he was alive.

One morning, in such a mood, he tried to convey,
by gesture, this question that so troubled him ; and, to
his delight, Soeur Colette understood almost at once.

No, Monsieur could neither send nor receive letters

until the good day when ' les poilus ' or ' les Tommies

'

came to their rescue. And Monsieur had lost his

talisman.

Mark's left hand went quickly to his throat. It

was true. The precious silver disc and silver chain
were gone. He glanced at his wrist. No leather-

coated watch—his mother's gift. Filled with sudden,
acute dismay, he went through the dumb show of
feeling in coat-pockets.

Again Soeur Colette understood and shook her
head. There was nothing in Monsieur's coat

:

nothing at all. Monsieur le docteur could discover
neither his name nor his regiment. In proof of her
statement, she brought him his coat. It wao rifled

very completely. His flask, his gold pencil—Sheila's

present—his letter-case—all gone. The very buttons
and badges had been neatly removed—a finishing

touch that suggested the conscientious German.
And Mark lay there realising that, unless and until

he recovered his speech, he was lost, absolutely ; even,
his identity gone. He was now not merely a log,

but a nameless log. He chafed at the ignominy of
it, as a man in sore straits will chafe at a trifle yet
endure the worst with fortitude.
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Suddenly, with vast relief, he remembered his
brogues. If only he could tell Soeur Colette to look
mside them !

But the attempt produced such wild and ludicrous
misunderstandings that the little nun grew embar-
rassed, and Mark gave it up in despair. Perhaps his
brogues had also been stolen by the Germans. After
all, his precious name was no earthly use to him at
present: and the future was a blank

In this monotonous fashion the first weeks of
November ebbed away. On the whole they were
leit m peace, except for periodical incursions of a
rough-mannered German officer with aggressive
moustaches, a high narrow forehead and unmis-
takable Prussian eyes.

it was his joke, when in a humorous mood, to bid
the fierce little doctor hurry up with his contributions
for the nearest prison camp in the Fatherland. More
than once he infuriated Mark by alluding to him as
;
that English swine.' But it was the thinly-veiled

msolence of the man's manner to Sr^ur Colette that
made him long most vehemently for command of
his hands and tongue. Happily, for himself and for
those who loved him, he could do no more than glare
and clench a hidden fast.

On one occasion it chanced that Captain Adler
encountered the flame of impotent wrath in his
eyes, and the sight appeared to tickle his Teutonic
sense of humour. With deliberate relish and a
sneering smile he looked Mark over from head to foot,
then turned to the doctor who stood near, inwardly
nervous, outwardly fiercer than ever.

" Doubtless the hoch wohlgeborn a without-fear-
or-reproach knight is," he remarked with a con-
temptuousjerk of histhumb. "But never again wiU he,
for the fair-and-distressed lady of his admiration one
blow of revenge strike."
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Mark could only set his teeth. Soeur Colette, who
knew a little German, bent very low over the young
Frenchman she was feeding ; and the Prussian, chuck-
ling audibly at his own joke, swung out of the barn.

That afternoon there came a lull in the unceasing
rain and wind. The sky cleared, and the sun shone
out with a divine effulgence upon all the ruin and
tragedy wrought by man.

Since Mark's arrival there had only been one such
golden interval. It had lasted several days, and he
had succeeded in conveying his great wish to be out
in the open. So to-day the little doctor and his orderly

carried him, bed and all, into the homely garden.

There, storm-draggled chrysanthemums made
patches; of colour. Stray leaves of Virginia creeper

flamed on the walls ; and the farm-house itself gaped
roofless to the indifferent heavens. A dovecot,

battered and empty of doves, leaned drunkenly
against the barn that was their hospital. The
poplars behind it, etched delicately upon the blue,

had been stripped, in this terrible autumn, of branches
as well as leaves ; and the fields beyond were pock-
marked by shell fire. Yet peasant women still

patiently tended the wounded earth and its products.

Some way off, on rising ground, stood the feudal

Chateau—what remained of it : headless turrets

;

gables shattered and distorted ; windows, like empty
eye-sockets, mere gaping holes. A.nd the garden
beneath it, sloping downward to the river, was a
chaos of trampled shrubberies and twisted iron.

Mark, in his utter loneliness, cut off from letters

and activity and the companionable gift of speech,

could, at least, thank God for the silver streak and
the grey battleships that preserved his own most
sacred treasures from a like fate. But thought of

those treasures so tormented ' n and roused such a
buzzing swarm of questionb that he refrained—as

far as possible—from futile excursions into the future
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or the past
: and he began to grow impatient for the

advent of Soeur Colette with his chocolate.
He accepted, without afterthought, the fact that

it was always she who attended him and entertained
him, nor was he disposed to quarrel with the arrange-
ment. He had discovered by this time why she
created about him an atmosphere of home and of
assurance that all was well. Dreaming one night of
Sheila, he had waked in the morning to find Soeur
Colette standing by his bed ; and the haunting sense
of familiarity was a puzzle no longer.

For a moment Mark had fancied he must still be
dreaming. Then the nun spoke and the illusion
vanished. But the charm remained ; a charm that
carried him back to early days before Bel's dis-
turbing witchery had changed the complexion of
life. In his isolation and bitter unceitainty, he
surrendered himself instinctively to this blessed
illusion of home. It was his only real solace through-
out those grey, interminable weeks.
What their one-sided talks and increasing friendh-

ness might mean to Soeur Colette he neither knew
nor sought to know. As a nun, he deemed her sacred,
a being set apart. He was apt to forget—as the
insolent Adler never forgot—that a nun is neverthe-
less a woman. But to-day, as the minutes lagged
past and she did not appear, there stirred in him an
emotion other than mere impatience : an emotion be-
longing to that virile world where a man could walk
and talk and fight and hold a woman in his arms
He checked himself sharply. That would never

do. It was almost as if, through this unknown
Frenchwoman, the spirit of Sheila were drawing him
back to his old allegiance that, in those July days
before the deluge, had been on the verge—he knew it
now—of blossoming into a strong and deep love.
And she ? Had she, possibly, begun to care ?

But that, also, would never do. He had chosen:

Pi
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206 UNCONQUERED
or, to be more accurate, Bel had chosen and he had
succumbed.
He surveyed his great prostrate figure almost with

disgust. Would Bel, as revealed in her recent letters,
have any use for a lover who could neither pay her
compliments nor take her in his arms ? Strange how,m these few weeks, she seemed to have slipped away
from him. Even her face eluded his memory. It
was the face and form of his virile little mother that
was most constantly with him these days.
Now, deliberately, he called up a vision of an

earlier Bel—unknown, irresistible, ardently desired-
sitting on a rock beside the burn awaiting his avowal,
while he fondly believed her dreaming her own dreams.
This time memory played him no tricks; and the
very vividness of the scene intensified his dawning
perception of a change—gradual, indefinable—that
had crept into their relation since war wrenched them
apart. Her first letters, he remembered, had bothered
him; and he had found the same lack, the same
touch of artificiality in those that had followed him to
France. His very hunger for them had only in-
creased the vague disappointment they so often pro-
duced. He recalled a remark of hers :

' Separations
are rather uncanny things.' Curiously true in her
own case. While she was with him, it seemed, she
approximated, instinctively, to the woman he would
have her be. Without him, she became simply the
product of her unfortunate antecedents.

Well, he had lost her letters, with the rest of his
kit

; and on the whole he was not sorry
Just as impatience revived afresh, Soeur Colette

and the chocolate appeared at last.

Sight of her recalled the morning's incident ; and
she saw the recollection in his eyes.
"Monsieur must not so concern himself on my

account," she said, after apologies for the delay. " If
Monsieur could know what one has seen, what one
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has passed through unharmed, since they drove us
from our convent I Myself, I have no fear. I am
shielded by Our Lady."
For a few seconds Mark looked hard at her. Then

to her amazement, he blurted out two words, the
first he had uttered fo.- a month. "Tell me," he
said. His voice sounded strange ; but he had pro-
duced the right words, and he saw his own exulta-
tion repeated in her eyes.

" Ah, Monsieur !
" she cried. " It will come at

last—the miracle. We have prayed without ceasing.
And now—one must obey Monsieur's first command !

But it IS a story too terrible for altogether telling.
Monsieur understands ?

"

Monsieur understood very well ; but he had a great
wish to know more of this sainted woman, who smiled
With Sheila's smile and spoke with her voice. So in
the quiet of that golden afternoon, she told him—
sitting on the doctor's camp stool—of the town in
Northern France, that was her home, and of the bom-
bardment that was the beginning of sorrows ; when
people lived in their cellars under the shadow of a
greater fear than the fear of death. For after the
shells came the Uhlans, demanding money and wine
and women ; above all wine and more wine, drowning
their manhood so that no form of brutality came amiss.
With the same unimpassioned detachment, she

told him of her own Sisterhood that, in pity, had
stayed to help the wounded, and of 'la petite
Pauline.' A novice, beautiful and spirited, she had
resented the coarse gallantry of certain German
soldiers. Her contempt had roused the devil in
them. Embraces not willingly given must be taken
by force. . . .

" And she—poor innocent—she died in my arms,
crazed with terror and torment. And they laughed
. . . those devils." She was silent a moment,
looking out over the disfigured landscape. '

' Monsieur,

'1
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I

there are things that the good God Himself can
surely never forgive."

Rising abruptly, she left him—haunted, enraged, half
wishing he had not asked for her tale. Yet these were
the very abominations that, if ever he reached home
again, must be remembered, verified, and mercilessly
avenged. She was right, that small, fearless woman :

there were things that God Himself could not forgive.
From that day there came a slight change in

Mark's happy relation with Soeur Colette Her
likeness to Sheila worried him now, almost as much
as it had charmed him before. The sense of having
unconsciously slipped away from Bel, set him ideaHsing
her afresh

; regilding her halo, till she became again
almost the Bel of that July afternoon in the glen,
before the shock of her repudiation had temporarily
shaken his faith and love.

Soeur Colette, dimly aware of some jar in their
communion, suffered her own private shock of
awakening. While all went smoothly, she had sus-
pected nothing: now she knew—and shame over-
whelmed her. While her lips had prayed daily for
the victorious return of French or British soldiers,
her heart, dedicated to the Mother of God, had been
secretly dreading the end of this, the one idyll of her
saintly life. And because she shrank from confession
of that most human lapse she devised for herself
certain penances that failed signally to still the strange
new disturbance within.
At last, on a day, the dull thunder she had prayed

for reverberated along the horizon. By slow degrees
it rolled nearer, steadily nearer, till Mark could dis-
tmguish the familiar note of bursting shells. Then
it was that he began to ask himself—would the
Germans think him worth taking along with them as
a prisoner of war ?

He prayed that they might only be given time to
save their own skins.
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CHAPTER II

*' So hard it seema that one must bleed
Because another needs will bite

!

All round we find cold nature slight
The feelings of the totter-knee'd."

MEREDITn.

Lady Forsyth sat in her bedroom window-seat,
looking out over the terrace to the restless pine-
woods tossed and tumbled by the wind. Masses of
grey clouds sagged low above the trees. Here and
there patches of fragile blue showed fitfully. Then
the sun took courage and flashed a pale smile from
between two scurrying clouds. Gradually the sky
cleared. The wet flags of the terrace gleamed like
polished steel. Drenched and dismal trees stood
suddenly transfigured. Every leaf and twig flaunted
a diamond.
"How Mark would love it !

" was the mother's
instinctive thought ; and, closing her eyes a moment,
she hfted her face to the sun's caress. The clear
light revealed lines that had not been there in August.
She had passed through deep waters, this bereaved
woman, who refused to own herself bereaved ; and
in some ways the past week had seemed the longest,
the hardest of aU. While Bel mourned her lover as
dead, she, who refused to mourn her son, had been
subjected to requests for photographs and details for
obituary notices. She had been threatened with
a fresh epidemic of condolences ; and, finally, in self-
defence, had sent a brief notice to the Tiines and

*»09
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WhI K
on-tremulous, unquenchable.When she looked down again, two figures had nnpeared on the terraee

: Sheila and Mr.sE n".vZ

LLTv tJ T^ ;""'''^' • '""• ^y a 'ni'-aele ofsurgery, the leg had been saved. He seemed a homeless ereature
: parents dead ; married sistoln Ind"!and Sheila had begged that he might spend part oflus convalescence at VVyncheombe Inars

^

mcnr ^WhMh"
^^^'^.'-t^^^t-^d in his new develop-ment. Whether that mterest went deener La,lv

f°fy"»
found it hard to tell ; the more so that shefelt doubtful how far Sheila had ever kt her efiom respect of Mark. That she loved him was certain

thatCwasT"^''' '"* '''' ^^'^»' anrnature ofthat love was her own most hidden secret.
l.ady Forsyth herself had hoped honestlv for

^^ib^to rrk^fr-h-i iz -tKi
|t«^,Stfe.Ve-hi£r
by heT^^'r'Ln;*

""-^''"-''y t-peramtt^^ndoy ner own shy confession—was made for marriaae

tnat point Helen was unwavering, though, in soite

cet"^^::trl^^^ "^1 *'^ "^" She'Lnd hm
SheiS' illl^ i'^l T^ annoyingly self-conscious,
^heila, It seemed, had complete faith in his remark^ab e transmutation. Helen privately doubted vvhTtherIt would outlast the stimulus of the war She ev^n

Sifth
^^" ^'/^^^"^ "P '^ «- giro's new^vew of

to wnrt . i,"^*'
'*™^ ^"^"^h ^^^ Wise enoughto work out her own salvation ; but there were
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moments when Helen was half temptcl to «ish that

whisky "" ''"'' ''""'' '" '"" •'=»"' »""'"" ""d Ws
liy now the fugitive gleam had brouuht t«,> mor,.fiRures into the garden : K.dph Mclro e, 1 °,i'

still limped and wore a bandage over one eve Th<.boy was a notable contrast to Seldon-b ^ and broad

Ind tli't ?'"f ''IT ?* ^«'" '"' '"» «''"tnu hairand the hvely twmkle in his solitaty blue eye. The

agam Both he and Ralph, she perceived li«lbrought back from their great ordeil an en™, i „modesty and cheerfulness, a truer per peetfve of

menf 'Tlf'"''"'-
^"'' ""^' '''^^'^ ""' rirc ^heno-mena Ihey were average specimens of their kind •

standing proofs of the hard para.lox that '
t e sense:

less, devilish bestial thing
'

'called War had cvenTna few months, done more to lift and enlkrgc tl echaracters of those who waged it, in a right sniritthan a decade of material prosperity and^peaeT
*

Ihese three convalescents, and one other, renre-sented Helen's household of the moment. That other

eZte''%^'=^- •

^'°1«'' """<">• Wynchmerc's new
h!, It ""P"'?^ °^ kindlincfs-since regretted-Helen had succumbed to the importunity of Mrs.Clutterbuck on his behalf. With a battalion temporanlybileted on the little town, there were simp"yTo

R°v Wilton'^'f^f-; "T- "* '^''^*' '^^* ^""^d^EeKev. Wilton s fastidious taste. The one hotel was

STtl,** "'* °'"'=^'"- "^''^ subalterns Tdinvaded the vicarage, and Mrs. Clutterbuck was ina quiver of anxiety over the possible effect upon hertwo plain daughters of khaki and frivolous Conver-sation for breakfast, lunch and dinner. If ' dearLady iorsyth would only take pity on Mr. Wilton
It would oe an ' act of Cliristian kindness,' andX

Ji'

I
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knew but s)ie might find herself entertaininff an anccl
unawares

!

° ®

She had entertained the angel for a week, now,
and was only aware of having stumbled on a speeimcn
of sanetified snobbery, wiio annoyed her to exaspera-
tion. Though she numbered among her friends
more than one Scottish minister, the average English
curate had a knack of setting all her bristles on end :

and Mr. Wilton was the average eurate—witli
aggravations.

"He is what Americans would call a bromide"
—she had written to Keith shortly after his arrival."He discovers the obvious with enthusiasm. He
asks me for the toast or the salt as apologetically as if
he were asking for a five pound note ; and he says
;^g-zaetly' to every word I utter—almost before
It s out

! When I'm in a really wicked mood, I con-
tradict myself wildly just to test his mental and
moral agihty ! I'm convinced I shall catch him out one
day, backing up compulsion, or the right of church-
men to defend their country. And he's deaH against
both. From this you may judge how badly I'm
needing the two of you to keep me in order "
By this time it was four o'clock. The strollers

had gone in for tea ; and, as Helen rose to join them,
the ' angel unawares ' came flapping down the path
through the rose-garden, a neatly folded mackintosh
and an unrolled umbrella hanging over his left arm.

There had been a partial movement of troops.
He had been out to try his luck ; and in that one
respect at least she was his fervent well-wisher.
She found them all in the drawing-room and Sheila

making tea.

.;
^,^^1"^^"'* ^^^^* ^^^ y°"' ^lums," she apologised.
The kettle was having a fit !

"

The two subalterns rose at her entrance. But it
was Wilton who secured her favourite chair and pushed
It a couple of inches nearer the table.
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vain? she said; and he turned an eloquent eye
"P?"

jl^.'
.^' *1^ '??^ ^^^^^^^ a"^«ng his cushions.

.hn„l h « ""i
^''^^ '^ ^ *'*^' ^ '^^"""t pretend IShould have suffered serious disappointment " Hisge^e wandered appreciatively round the fireli't room.

\f « 9 c ?"^^ * pleasure-such a privilege . . .Mulhns ? Sandwiches ?
' fe

• •
•

He proffered them with eager empresscment
; and

ollZ i *VTl'^'V ? '"^""test detail, the happy
chance by wh.ch he believed he had at last secured

!nnnl^ /r^'""^'.*^^ '?"^^ ^'^P^^^ ^"^ ^^'^ Unlimited
supply of hot water indispensable to his wcll-beiiu'.Lady 1-orsyth^ it must be admitted, listened ^rthonly one ear. The other was attentively following a
discussion between Ralph and Laurence as to the
best means of making a sheltered, complacent people

sit up and begin to take notice of the scrap across
the water. ^

r.l'^TTu''''lI'''
compulsion

; Ralph for a vigorous
revival of His Majesty's Opposition ; and Helen wasa keen advocate ol ooth. Skiilully and politely, she
slipped away from the vexed question of curtains and
pictures to the more congenial occupation of recon-
structing the Government, and rounding up the
slackers who were obviously ' waiting to be fetched.'

Pn^n^Ji 7 u^""'*
°^ ?;^^*'" '^^ concluded in her

emphatic fashion - will disturb their casual con-

LnH°?-M i^^f^f'^'^u^^^
^^^* Germany with onehand tied behind her back."

It was a subject on which she was apt to wax hot,

rj"" t J^'i \ ''^"'V^ '
^"* "^^^^' «ince Wilton's

? u :iJ'^1
^^^ ^P"''^" '^^**^ S"ch vehemence a^- .he

felt suddenly moved to do by sheer irritation u. Hiswomanish fiddle-fadciling. For a while he listenedm mute amazement, with the bird-like tilt of his head

tatZZ r^^^^ T ^^' ^^'"- ^*^^"' ^« «he paused
to empty her cup, he leaned a little towards her.

!

J
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silkifsftoneT -t^ ^"""'^'K ^' ^'^'^ i« his slowest,silkiest tones, how, precisely, would you define thatsomewhat loose term of disparagement-a slaeker 9^'A self-regarding, spiritual sluggard," she answeredhim with a straight Innt " To +u *.

''"cdubwerea

TK« oi 1
^"''''s"^ ^ooK. Is that precise enough *»*

The slacker-so far as I understand the breed-would rather not see England share the fate ofBebLmbut would very m^^cA rather not risk his life or limbsto avert the calamity. At best, he is afilieted w tha disease called humanitarianism, that would Zvemen save their skins at the cost of evervtMnl thifmakes their skins worth saving. At ^Srslmpfvshirks Ins obvious duty for the sakf^ nf Lie ^;
^^^^^y

and comfort."
^ ^ ""^ ^""^ ^^" P^^^e

from^W^l'to^nT [' f^^^ *^" *^^^^ convalescents, andtrom Wilton a faint gasp of dismay.
,

Ag-zactly, " he murmured automatically, finaerinrrhs remnant of cake. " But that sounds T^ ?little sweeping, not to say severe " ^

VVith a sigh of impatience. Lady Forsvth rose andwent over to the fire. Her cheeks were flushed bu^her hands and feet were cold.
m^snea, but

" Certain sorts of people require a dash of severitv '»

tmth in^o ' T"^" !,"^' ' ''''''' '""^t burn the

Sgh and'ow." • ^ ^''' ^^"^ '^ *h-^ -J-nds^

Wilton nervously cleared his throat " akBrowmng," he struck in, evading the tue "I"
tefte!:::!"-

'"'''''' *°° -"«" -"0^--

im3?entlv"°Tnt''' ^T'-" ^""^ '^'^'"'^^^d '"» ^^te

fK^ 4. 4.U .
"^^ "^^y- -I fie point is terror burningthe truth into people, who have a positive gcpkfsfofshutting their eyes to it—if it's likelv to m! i tl

mSt^a ""^ -""-. '^' -rthee''^masked Germans convince our intellectuals that evil
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cured with sugar-coated luZ, "l^^^^t'"" to be
and civilisation weWxnkdedfI ^f'^'^™ ^<''™<=<=

the devil. Ann"; -le'renron i^*^" f"^ '^''"oformed
even eomm. sin v'^ ^r^'"''

^''^"^d, we can't

environment nM„her i I ? T""^^ *''"' ^'<^"™» of
the polysyIla,>U. S.-oller for"flatt

"""""'"^ '"^«

ward facts. Take thV^if J
flattening out awk-

does his argument amount ?„ • ?' '''"^'^<='- ^hat
don't see the forceof~ *°

'°,frr
'=''5"* ? ' I

But deck it out in polvsv khi?/ ^ ""^ countiy.'

it into quite a lof^/sttTmSr^'^^;^ tC Mr" ^t"'in yournext sermon " * °" try, Mr. VVilton,

Raiph'^s'tieefrornXw-^H'""'' '^"'<=' ^P'^er"-
of her moTologrand T^t^'^hf .'TI',^

*'"' *"'-"
curate from further dlscZmule ^''^'tr:'?^""'of us.

' »fc"»c. A wire lor one
Lady Forsyth started " K^ith i ••

thought. " RalDl, dJ;V , J ""^ ^" instant
" Better's out ' '

'"' ™" ^"<^ ««' it-" she said.

An odd silence fell till he re-appeared " T.'„.he sa.d, and the imp's waiting."
* °' y""'

and';SdV''sir>l::^ iwvtr*'™,--
^'•^ '"- 't op-

but safe. I have letter Z* f-
"''^'^ ">''^ ^^"""-l^d

night."
^"^ '^^'"" ^'™n«e. Posting to-

the inerediSe fact M«A " ''"^T
"°"""8 ''^5'™d

Channel. SheM^d gft'o'hi;^!!'"'^^—o- *"«
Any answer?" Halp,. asked.

in her low voice '
*" """'""""^We note of triumph

She saw Sheila rise; heard disjointed sounds from

ni

i
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the four men : then a rush of tears blinded her, and
she hurried out of the room.

It was some time before Sheila joined her. She,

who had shared all, knew that the mother's first

ecstasy of reprieve was a matter between her own
soul and God. And Sheila herself found it hard to

speak calmly of this great news. The blaze of it made
one realisewhat a shadowy thing hope had been at best.

She found Lady Forsyth sitting over her fire

drowned fathoms deep in the wonder of it all. Un-
dried tears gleamed on her cheeks, and the precious

telegram lay unheeded on the floor.

Sheila knelt down by her and they clung together

in silence. Then, casually, Sheila picked up the
telegram. "I want—to see it written," she mur-
mured with a sudden stab of recollection. " But

—

why Jevons ?
"

" That's the mystery. Why should he get a letter

about my boy ? And what's wrong with Mark that

he didn't write himself ? Oii, my dear, what marvels
of perversity we are ! Here have I kept myself going
for weeks by the firm belief that we must get him
back, and now it's come I'm a shivering sceptic. I

have almost to pinch myself to make sure it's not a

dream."
But Sheila standing by her was reading the tele-

gram over and over. "It's no dream," she said.
" It's—a miracle. I suppose we can't wire to Mr.

Macnair or Colonel Munro till you get that letter.

But—there's Bel."
" Yes—there's Bel." A pause. " I hope the shock

of joy will unfreeze her. She'd better come here, if

she can. Get me a form, darling, and see if the men
are happy. I'd like to sit here peacefully till dinner

—and think about my boy."

Sheila dropped a kiss on her hair and vanished

—

not for long.
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" Quite happy, are they ? All of them ? " Lady
Forsyth asked when the wire had been despatched.
" I'm pi eked with faint compunction over the curate
man. He roused the devil in me with his hot bath
and his art curtains. But I didn't mean to hit quite
so hard "

Sheila's eyes twinkled. " I'm afraid we all loved
it

!
And you needn't be pricked with compunction,

dearest. I found him on the drawing-room sofa,
qmte audibly asleep, with his mouth open !

"

" There are some souls. . . I
" Helen confided to

the blazing logs

That evening was the liveliest that the convalescents
had experienced at Wynchcombe Friars. After
dinner. Lady Forsyth played to them for the first
time. Music was the one adequate outlet for her
pent-up emotions. She chose only triumphal themes
and she played them triumphantly. Let her audience
understand if they chose

Seldon, ensconced in an arm-chair by the fire,
listened with wrapt attention, his neat profile cut like
a cameo on the oak panelling beyond. Sheila sat near
him on the wide fender-stool, absorbed in her own
thoughts.

Suddenly when the music was loudest he leaned
towards her over the arm of his chair.

" Miss Melrose," he said in a low voice. " Do tell
me, who is—Bel ? Is she a connection ? What's her
other name ?

"

Sheila started and looked round
" Alison," she said, " Bel Alison. She's engaged

—to Sir Mark. Why ? D'you know her ?
"

" I seem to remember the name," he answered
evasively. " A tall, striking-looking girl ?

"

Yes." His manner pricked Sheila's curiosity

;

but she did not repeat her question.
*' Coming to-morrow, is she ?

"

M
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" Yes," Sheila said again ; and this time a wild

possibility darted through her brain.

Seldon, frowning and biting his lip, still scrutinised
the fire. " Sounds like a girl—I met one summer,"
he remarked casually. " Odd if it is the same. And
she's to be mistress of all this ? She's in luck. Sir
Mark, I take it, is a very fine fellow ?

"

" A very fine fellow," the girl answered ; and for
a few minutes Seldon seemed to ponder her statement.
Then, with an odd jerk of his head, he abruptly
changed the subject.

"A treat to hear playing like that. What with
gramophones and things, people won't be bothered
nowadays. And she's got such a ripping touch.'"

" She's inspired to-night," Sheila said, glancing
towards the slender upright figure in the dull blue
teagown, iShot through with gold, woven for her by
Mark's people and designed by Mark himself.

Seldon, it was evident, would say no more about
Bel. That in itself lent colour to the wild possibihty
that Sheila hoped, for Mark's sake, was too wild to
be true. The bare chance of it so troubled her that
long after she had soothed Lady Forsyth into a deep
sleep, she lay wide-eyed, in her own little room,
wondering and dreading and piecing things together,
wishing fervently that Seldon had held his tongue.

Well, to-morrow she would see them together;
and Bel, ignorant of Mr. Seldon's anonymous con-
fidences, would almost certainly give herself away.
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CHAPTER III

•' She gave no vine of Love to rear
Love's wine drank not ; yet bent her ear
10 tnemes of Love no leas."

Meredith.

?«^r^ T""'"^' '"l '^'l^
^^ ^^' ^^^^^' Sheila appeared

earlier than usual m Lady Forsyth's room, to share
tea and letters—especially letters. And there failed
not the envelope with the Winchester postmark,

r u. ,1
*^«otniaker—respectfully amazed and de-

lighted—begged to enclose a letter in French whose
contents he had learnt from a Belgian refugee. Itwas written in Soeur Colette's fine clear hand ; and
beneath the Nun's modest signature a circle of sealing-wax bore the Forsyth crest stamped on it by Mark's
signet-ring. "^

At sight of it the mother's tears started. " Ohim an idiot. Read it to me. darling," she said
handing the letter to Sheila. And Sheila read, in alow steady voice, the plain tale, simple yet astonish-
mg, of Mark's three-fold reprieve from death : of the
mystery that surrounded him till Soeur Colette-who
attributed every detail to the goodness of God and
the Holy Virgin—discovered his name and regiment
written mside his brogues ; of the victorious FrenchArmy that returned at last, scattering and annihil-
ating les Boches ' so that there was scant time for
collecting sick prisoners, or indeed for anything but
a hi^ried retreat upon stronger positions.

But already," continued the writer, " M. le

15 219
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docteur had of his wisdom made them to suppose that
Monsieur was without hope of recovery. May the
good God forgive him that deception so well-intended.
Possessing no other address, I venture to report these
matters to M. le cordonnier, trusting that they may
yet arrive to the relations of Monsieur Sir Forsyth
who is of a courage and patience unsurpassed. Having
power to move his left hand he has pressed with his
own ring the wax one has spilt upon this page for a
message to Madame his mother. If one should come
soon and take him to Paris, M. le docteur has great
hope that in time he will walk and speak as before."
Thus Soeur Colette, in her saintly simplicity ; and

neither of the women, who read and re-read the letter
she had written with tears and prayers, caught a
glimpse of the idyll that had saddened and glorified
her life. They had far too much, on their own account,
to think of, to give thanks for and to do.

" Oh, if I could only pack up and start this in-
stant !

" was the cry of Helen's impatient spirit.
" And he, lying paralysed, all these weeks—mv poor
darling !

" ^ ^

The first obvious move was a telegram to Keith,
care of Colonel Munro, whom he kept informed of his
movements : more telegrams to relations and friends ;and—a letter to Mark. Life was suddenly real again ;

purposeful, genuinely worth living.

Soon after breakfast came a wire from Bel. *' Thanks
for splendid news. Arriving Westover 4.15."

" I'll take the car out and meet her," Sheila an-
nounced with decision.

Something in her tone made Lady Forsyth look up
from the letter she was writing. " Very sweet of
you, my lamb," she said: but Sheila knew that
sweetness had nothing whatever to do with it.
'' Crown your virtue by giving his Reverence a lift

mto Wynchmere as you go through. We shall
scarcely escape tears at parting ! The fleshpots and
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the title and the joy of casually airing it can be
trusted to eclipse all my egregious remarks."

It seemed she was not far wrong. After lunch
Wilton hovered about Hke a tame rook, murmuring
plaintive platitudes, lamenting his inabilitv to put
mto adequate words ... and so on and *so forth.
But at the last, spurred by inexorable sounds without,
he found, in one breath, the adequate word and the
courage to speak it.

" Dear Lady Forsyth," he murmured bowing over
hei hand. " It has been such a privilege. Quite a
liberal education. So hard to tear oneself away. At
lunch I was wishing—forgive the audacity—that I had
the luck to be your son. Then I need never go away. '

'

" My son ? " She started and changed colour : at
that moment it was the last audacity she felt disposed
to forgive. " If you were my son, Mr. Wilton, you'd
have to go a good deal farther than Wynehmere. I
should send yoM straight out to France—where you
ought to be now."
The startled curate drew back as if from a blow.

" But my cloth—my sacred calling "

She gave him a direct look. "It may surprise
you," she said. " But I have read carefully through
the ordering of priests ar/^ the thirty-nine articles,
and I can find there no admonition whatever that
churchmen shall abstain from bearing arms in defence
of their country. And look at the French priests.
Hundreds of them in the ranks ; lifting the Church,
by their manliness and courage, to a position it has
not occupied since the Revolution. I know several
clergymen, Scottish and English, with the colcurs.
And I am quite sure their sacred calling has suffered
no stain because they have bayonetted a few Germans
and quitted themselves like men. They will preach
sermons worth hearing, those brave fellows ... if
they win through. It's men, real men, tliat we need if
the Church is Jo regain her lost hold on us all."

N

I
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delight^*''*^^'"
^^ ^^^^^^ inadvertently to her huge

II

Well then—why not go out and qualify ? "
Impossible, dear lady, impossible." He reddened

distressrully, lifting one long hand as if to ward off

th^Tnn!; T T/ T"".
'' "^ti^^ately responsible to

permit—
'^'^ "* '"^ conscience would never

" That settles it," she interposed briskly, withouta touch of flippancy. - We can't start a full-dressdebate on the door-step. Miss Melrose has a train

tLT; •
^ ^Ti *^' ^""^ ''^^^' ^"d t^e cooking and

It, she added with her kindest smile, and handed himover to Sheila, who had found some difficulty in d^^pensmg with the services of Ralph
Wilton was abnormally silent all the way to Wynch-mere

;
and Sheila was absorbed in her driving and herown thoughts. At intervals the pensivf curateglanced at her under his eyelids, appraised hercharming profile-a shade too resolute for his tast^

tht^l
""^^^^^^ handling of the machine. Yet his

TTnt: .' """"^
^r*^"^^

'^'^'' **^^« sentimental.Thanks to a natural genius for gleaning personal itemshe aJready knew that Sheila Melrosf possessed kd'

prohle. In the common phrase of parish cossins

Court "^M ^^'^i'V
"' "^""'^y going 'TtVstoveCourt Mrs Melrose, he learnt, was a Burltondaughter of a great steel magnate in the northmarried, by some queer freak of fate, to GeorgeMelrose, the distinguished antiquarian. Melrose,Wself-^shy and clever, drowned fathoms deep n Wsresearches-appeared to spend most of his time inEgypt, where Sheila had stayed w.th h^ on he^^ayfrom India. Not even the War nor a very real affec-;^^ f ^- '•€*!, iiui a very real aiiec-tion for his youngest daughter, had power to lure
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him back to the uncongenial atmosphere of the oldhome he had once so loved that, in order to save it.
he had married money. Then, too late, a luckv
speculation had considerably increased his owh
private means

; and, as Westover Court had become
I a stronghold of the entire Burlton family, he had

e?s"e'!fhere^''^
""* *° ^^^"""^ * ^"^^ ^^** °^ ^'^ *^°'®

Wynchmere had duly given the new curate its
garbled hisf .iry o: the Melrose manage; but, for Wilton,
the chief poh.t of interest lay in the assurance that all
three daughters would be well dowered, and this
one was an open favourite at Wynchcombe Friars.
IJecidedly, if it came to business, the youngest Miss
Melrose would do very well.

I
'^^\ ^^"^ ""^ *^^^ ^^^^^* decision made his Hmp

handshake at parting a degree less limp than usual

;

but Sheila wore thick driving gloves and was visiblym a hurry to be gone.
At Westover station she annexed Bel—radiant,

tnendly, and eager for further news.
"Sheila—is it stark true?" she asked as they

spun along between bare hedges. " Have you got
the mysterious letter ? Who wrote it ? Please tell
everything."

And Sheila told—keeping her eyes on the wheel.At the word paralysis, Bel started.

T .A?^ ^'Tu
^%^'^^^

'
^° disfiguring.-I supposeLady Forsyth will go out to him. And she believed

It M . *"lfT ^^K^.
^^^ ^ ^^^^^^ ? ^ <^an't, even

now. Not till I see him and feel him "
There flashed a vivid memory of her first drive

along this familiar road, when Mark had sat beside
her m the August sunlight: and she fell silent,
thinking her own thoughts.

Sheila had just braced herself to a casual mention
ot heldon, when Bel spoke again.

" Any woundeds at Wynchcombe Friars just now ? "
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" Yes, three of them. Ralph—almost well. Mona's

brother, Mr. Laurence—such a delightful boy—and
Mr. Scldon, an Indian civilian. Came over as a
despatch-rider "

" Seldon ? From India ? " It wi-s enough. Sheila
knew now that the wild possibility was true. " A thin
dark man, is he ? Clever and rather good-looking ?

"
" Yes. Have you been in India, too ?

"

Sheila looked round now, curious to see if Bel were
the least put out by the reappearance of a lover she
had cruelly hurt and deceived. On the contrary she
seemed interested and rather amused. *

" No. I met him on leave in Cornwall, some years
ago. Odd he should turn up again here !

"

" Not so very,'* Sheila said with her small smile.
" You see, he's a friend of mine. I met him in India
and we've corresponded ever since. Then he came
over to France ; and I found him one day among the
wounded at Boulogne."

" Oh, you know hi3>i too !
" Bel's amusement in-

creased visibly. "D'>ou like him? I thought him
rather a poor specimen."
"The War has brought out all the best in him,"

Sheila remarked. Every moment she grew angrier
with Bel ; angrier, and more resolute to get at the
truth—in good time. For months she had been
sitting down severely on her own deep-seated jealousy
and pain ; and this final proof of Bel's unworthi-
ness, coming at such a moment, seemed to shake
the foundations of things.

Some wom?n, it appeared, were privileged to go
about the woild sowing pain and reaping adulation

;

and Sheila, whose creed was acceptance, was still

young enough to be badly tripped up, on occasion,
by the bewildering injustices of life. It was her
private opinion that Bel deserved to be hurt, and
probably never would be. Not that she consciously
sat in judgment. There was nothing of the prig in
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her composition. But, because her heart was the
biggest thing about her, she held pecuHarly sacred
the hearts of men, that, for Bel and her kind, arc so
many counters on the gaming tables of life. Small,
contained creature though she was, sins of passion or
emovion were the sins she could most readily under-
stand and condone. It was Bel's smiling, unassailable
selfishness that alienated and enraged her. And
Mark, with his fiery sensitive spirit, at the mercy of
such an one for life

—

The thought was almost more than she could bear.
For Bel herself. Sheila was simply a rather sweet

person who did not count in the least. Nothing
counted much, at the moment, except Mark and his
unbelievable resurrection. Yet she had no intention
of going out with Lady Forsyth. That was not her
way. Certain of his coming, she could wait. Mean-
time her resurgent spirit, hungry for enjoyment, saw
possibilities in the Seldon coincidence that might
serve to pass the time.
She turned smilingly to the suppressed volcano at

her side.

" I say. Sheila, does Mr. Seldon know I'm coming ?
Does he know . . . I'm engaged to Mark ?

"

II

Yes. We spoke of it last night."
'' Did he say anything about meeting me before ?

"

"He seemed to remember the name," Sheila
answered casually. It was the truth, if not the
whole truth, and she could not resist the chance of
administering a flick to Bel's omnivorous vanity.
The fiick told. It also goaded Bel into further
revelations than she had intended.

" I fancy he'll remember more than my name when
we me<;t," she remarked, looking out over the sodden
Decemoer landscape. " Not so very long ago I was
accused of having spoilt his life and broken his heart

:

a tougher organism than sentimental people care to
admit !

"

«

*f
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Sheila be yed no surprise. She would not con-

descend to feign ignorance. " You could hardly
expect him to parade a broken heart in the circum-
stances," was all she said.

Bel laughed. " Well hit 1 What a practical person
you are. I merely thought he might have told you,
as you correspond and are evidently great friends I

"

Sheila did not answer. She was skilfully manipu*
lating a sharp turn into the town. Bel watched her
in frank admiration.
" How awfully well you drive. Who taught you ?

'*

*' Mr. Macnair."
"Oh! / always feel that man being horribly

critical underneath. But you're evidently privileged 1

Is he—another great friend ?
"

" Yes."
" Mark, too ! You've quite a talent in that line."
Sheila felt the light scratch under the velvet tone,

and turned her clear eyes full on Bel.

"You mean—they don't fall in love with me?
Well—sometimes friendship is the higher compli-
ment."

" Sour grapes !
" reflected Bel. Aloud she said

sweetly :
" It's a compliment no man has ever

paid me yet. And I can do very well with ... the
other thing. Even if it results in only seeming to
remember my name 1

"

That was all for the moment. But it set Sheila
thoroughly on edge ; nor were matters improved by
Bel's behaviour throughout the evening.
Seldon she greeted without a shadow of embarrass-

ment; asked after mutual acquaintances in Corn-
wall ; smilingly held his gaze a moment ; then, as it

were, consigned him to Sheila, who missed no item
of the by-play between them.
Later on, though ostensibly devoting herself to

Lady Forsyth and young Laurence, Bel never for
a moment allowed Seldon to be unaware of her. It
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was a situation that appealed to all the actress in
her ; and the whole performance was «» piece of
finished coquetry, perfect of its kirn

As for Seldon, he clung to Sheila with nervous
tenacity, as a man might cling to a talisman against
witchcraft ; but his eyes and cars and the back of
his mind were intent on Bel. He talked in spasms,
and his self-consciousness was more pronounced
than ever. Painfully he recalled the Seldon of
Indian days ; and, before the evening was over, Sheila
had arrived at wondering could he with open eyes,
revert to the girl who had used him so ill ? Were his
love and friendship for herself such mere card-
houses that they could tumble to earth at a flicker

of Bel's long eyelashes, a careless word from her
lips ?

The bare supposition was unflattering, to say the
least. More—it was a shock to her young, ardent
faith in human nature. She had seen this man rise

—

in a measure through love of her—above his lesser

self. She had been proud of him and for him.
Though he could marry neither of them, he was hers
in a very special sense ; and Bel had no right to him
whatever. But the heart, like the tongue, can no
man tame ; and Seldon's whole manner to Sheila
that evening conveyed the mute attestation, " I am
yours. Yet, if she beckons, I follow in spite of
myself."

It was not a heroic confession. It angered Sheila,
even while it moved her to pity. She hated the whole
distracting affair, and felt thankful that, just then,
Lady Forsyth was incapable of perceiving anything
but the one supreme fact : thankful, even, that she
would soon be gone.

Next day came a telegram from Keith bidding her
get a passport to Boulogne whither he would bring
Mark—Authority permitting—in the Forsj^th-Mac-

i



228 UXCONQUERED
nair ambulance car. And for the time being, all lesser

matters were in abeyance.
Bel decided not to go ; and Lady Forsyth was too

relieved to press the point. Sheila did most of the
packing and dropped a few srcret, rebellious tears
into Mark's valise. It hurt her bitterly that she
could not go too and complete the old happy quartet
that had seemed linked indissolubly till Bel stepped
into the picture and upset everything. She had a
knack of unsettling things whenever she appeared,
and that without seeming to lift a finger. In a minor
way she was doing it again, doing it admirably,
while Sheila anointed Mark's familiar ties and shirts

with her tears.

Quite incidentally it occurred to Lady Forsyth that
five young people could not, without scandalising the
proprieties, be left entirely to themselves.

" It's ridiculous nonsense," she declared with a
touch of impatience. " And every one's far too busy
to be bothered. Bel, how about your Harry ? Not
married, of course, but still

"

Bel smiled. " The more the safer, I suppose ? It's

quite a pretty problem in arithmetic : how many
women unmarried equal one woman married ?

Harry could come to-morrow, I think, for a few days."
" Good. And Mrs. Laurence might manage the

week-end. Wire at once, dear, will you ? Say I leave
this afternoon. I can't put off going for any pro-
priety-bogy in creation."

So that afternoon she set out on her glad errand,
armed with letters, and messages of welcome to him
who, for five weeks, had been counted dead by all

except two brave women in England and the two
men who sought him in France.
Harry wired that she would come next day, and

throughout that evening. Propriety—even in the
person of Mrs. Clutterbuck—could have found
nothing to cavil at in the behaviour of the five young
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people left temporarily unshepherded at Wynch-
combe Friars.

Only Sheila became increasingly aware of the effect
wrought upon Seldon by Bel's discreetly veiled
coquetry. Beneath his restlessness and his half-
defiant flippancy, she discerned the man's inner
flutterings that affected her Hke the sight of a live
butterfly impaled by a pin. She herself was quieter
than usual ; but under the still surface her anger
was rising steadily ; and, before dinner was over, she
knew that she could not sleep till she had spoken
her mind to Bel.

^'
II

J!'
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CHAPTER IV

«^ii-** '*® ^°Ji^
*^' °"™®^ *° f®®^ life so cheap, and make it soexpensive for other people."—Maby A. Hamiltox.

PiiNCTUALLY at ten she made a move ; and, as she
bid beldon good-night, his eyes clung to her face with
a pathetic mixture of apology and appeal. It needed
only that look to stiffen her resolve; though the
last thing she wanted at the moment was a quarrel
with Bel. She hoped it might not amount to that ;but she felt half afraid of her own inner tumult as
she knocked lightly at Bel's door.
She found the girl already half undressed, sitting

betore her glass in a cream-coloured wrapper, her pale
hair falling to her waist. Her face, so framed, looked
engagingly young. She was smiling frankly at herown image

;
and an aftermath of the same smile

served as greeting to her unexpected visitor.
Come for a talk ? How nice of you !

"
She indicated a chair near the fire; and Sheila,

glad of the warmth, set one silver-shod foot on the
tender. But she remained standing—a slim grey
hgure with a knot of turquoise blue at her waist and
a blue hllet threaded through the dark cloud of her
hair.

So, for the first time they seriously confronted one
another, these two

—

"I'm not so sure," said Sheila slowly, "if you'll
think It nice of me when you hear what I have to
say.'!

230
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Bel's eyes expressed polite inquiry.
"Nothing very formidable 1 hope I And, for

Heaven s sake, don't be tragic. I've had enough
tragedy, all these weeks, to last me a lifetime "

» A i^.^*""®,
• • • ^"^^^ ^^ "S'" Sheila put in quietly.And there s no question of tragedy, for any one. . .

It you 11 only leave poor Mr. Seldon alone."

in'fa^t'?'^**^
a"' is it? Hands off your property,

" Nothing of the sort ! " Sheila's temper flared up,
do what she would. " Hands off a man who has
suffered wore than enough on your account already.
1 thmk if you realised how much "

" Suffered—has he ? And poured it all into your
sympathetic ears ? I rather suspected he was gone
on you." ®

" Well, then—MJ% can't you let him be ? Isn't
one splendid lover enough for you ? "

•
".'^?^possess—certainly," Bel answered with her

mvmcible good-huraour. "That man Seldon's a
mere invertebrate. But he's clever, in his own way

;

and he amuses me. If you don't want him for your-
selt, why m the world d'you bother about him ? "

Simply because he's a human being and he's made
^ ?:«r,y ^^^^ against things, and—he's my friend."

^^
Why not mine too ?

"

"Friendship's not one of your gifts, Bel. The
only kindness you can do him is—what I said : lethim alone. He mayn't be worth very much. But
he IS worth something . . . now. Even you'd admit
that if you'd seen him, as I did, last autumn : a
wretched, cynical man with no heart in his work.
Drinking, too, from sheer loneliness and ill-health.
And so obviously needing a woman in his life that it
was hard to refuse him. In the end—that I mightn't
think too badly of him—he told me about that
summer m Cornwall. And . . to think it should
have been you !

'*

11

I
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Something in her tone drew Bel's eyes to her face.
" Well—what harm ? I didn't commit murder.

I refused him—as you did. That's all."

"It's not all," Sheila flashed out. " Bel—don't
prevaricate. He ... he told me everything."

Bel started and a faintly hostile gleam showed in
her eyes. Then, very deliberately, she combed back
a lock that had fallen half over her face.

" May I ask—what ' everything ' amounted to ?
"

Sheila moistened her lips. " Well ... the way
you simply made use of him to secure that other man
... the married one. Mr. Seldon heard afterwards
that you—went away with him. That he didn't
believe, except when he felt bitter enough to believe
anything. Bel—is it true? Any of it ? I must
know."
She spoke with unguarded urgency ; and Bel

turned clear hard eyes upon her. The hostile gleam
was no longer faint.

" Why must you know what is entirely my own
affair ? In order to tell Lady Forsyth, or Mark, and
make trouble between us, after all I've just been
through ? Model of virtue though you are, I believe
you'd give your violet eyes to put Mark out
of love with me. But you never will. Men don't
easily leave off loving me. Mr. Seldon's a case in
point. I understand one side of them. And I
understand it thoroughly. Mark's a bit strait-
laced about some things. But he's tremendously a
man. And he'll love me—worthless me—to the end of
the chapter, whatever I may have done, or do !

"

Sheila—amazed, disgusted and angrier than ever

—

had listened so far without interruption, simply
because she could not trust herself to speak. At
that moment she hated Bel, as she had never hated
any fellow-being ; and her white northern anger
would rather have vented itself in blows than words.
But, by this time, she had herself in hand.
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" / tell Mark ? " she said, on a note of concentrated

scorn, Ignoring the implication of her motive. "
It's

for you to tell him—whatever there is to tell
"

Bel let out a breath of relief. " Then he'll remain
in blessed ignorance. Men don't bore us with a
recital of their prenuptial peccadilloes. They've toomuch sense. So why the dickens should we inflict
ours on them ? I'm a modern woman, Sheila. You're
not

;
for all you're the younger. And Mark himself

isnt quite modern enough for my taste. It's mv
only quarrel with him."
She had quite recovered her complacence now.

liitmg her head, she swept the brush through her
long fine hair; and Sheila stood watching a
moment, faLcinated unwillingly.
Then with a small sigh she sat down.
" I rather think," she said slowly, " that, if this

war goes on long enough, it is you up-to-date people
who will end in being ' out-of-date.' But, Bel -'»
she hesitated. Fuller knowledge would serve no
purpose save to increase her own secret misery Yet
perversely, she still '-\nted to know. "Are you
admitting that what Mr. Seldon heard was true ? "

" Just true enough to be a spiteful lie," Bel an-
swered enigmatically, discarding her brush and
resting her bare arms on the table. " Wha are you
getting at, you determined little person ? "

" The truth—if I can. I don't want to be unjust
to you." ''

" Very scrupulous !

"

Bel paused a moment, smiling at her own imaire
. . considering
She was not given to verbal indiscretions, but she

had her reckless impulses : and with Sheila she in-
stinctively knew herself safe; knew also that the^
truth demanded of her by this gentle, inexorable
girl would hurt the more because—for very love of
Mark and his mother—Sheila could be t^"-ted to

f

m
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keep silence. Hidden knowledge of that kind rankles
and pricks, as Bel knew from experience ; and her
own galling sense of Sheila's finer loyalty and courage
made the impulse to hurt and startle her irresistible.

" Well," she said at length, turning from *;he glass,

just as Sheila had given up hope of hearing more,
"as you evidently won't play the sneak, I don't
mind admitting that I had every intention of going
off With that other man to Australia. I was at a
loose end ; in the mood for any escape from hum-
drum England, and sufficiently in love to be tempted.
It was Harry, with her awkward genius for rescue-
work, upset the apple-cart. So my ' going off ' with
him amounted to no more '.han a week-end together
at the Lizard "

" Bel 1

"

" Don't look so scarified, my dear innocent ! Heaps
of the smartest girls do that sort of thing ;—or rather
did, in happier days than these. And properly
modern-minded men condoned it. If you're for giving
women freedom you can't tie them by the leg to the
conventional moralities ; and I wasn't going to take
such a big risk without due consideration. So . . .

he found rooms in a wee cottage at the Lizard ; and
we went there—as temporary brother and sister !

—

to do the considering. He behaved beautifully-; and,
in the end, we decided to take the plunge. Harry
happened to be in Cornwall just then, tackling a
troublesome case. So I arranged to go there and
join him in London when he wired. But somehow,
she suspicioned what was up ; and as she believes
in the emancipation of woman I thought she'd take
it reasonably. However—she didn't ; and there was
the devil to pay. She's no joke when she's roused.
I stood out against her, but she managed to get at
him, and worked him up over his precious children.
So the great adventure fizzled out. And Harry,
having rescued me, has stuck to me ever since. I
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suppose some of the fools at Bude heard we'd been
to the Lizard and invented the rest. There 1 That's
the extent of my villainy. The whole thing's dead
and gone, and you must admit I'd be a prize fool to
tell Mark. He'd worry needlessly ; and distrust
me, also needlessly. If any man can hold a
woman, it's Mark. Of course you think I'm not fit
to black his boots. I'm not. I've told him so. But
it's me he wants, my dear—good or bad. Look here,
though—not a word of all this to your ' Mums,' mind.'
She^d never forgive me."

" No. Never." Sheila's cheeks were flushed and
her lips set. "I'm not sure if . . . Mark would
either. I simply can't understand "

" Didn't suppose you would." Bel smiled sweetly.
You're too hmited. That's the trouble with you

good people "

''Mark is not limited," Sheila broke out with
sudden passion. " No more is Mums. Oh—and to
think I told her, without knowing it, the very day
you two were out in the yacht "

" That day ? Really, this approaches the dramatic !

But never you give her the key to your story. Pro-
mise."

Sheila sighed. " I'm not likely to—for her sake
;

though it isn't easy keeping anything from Mums!
We're so close to each other all through."

" Well, you must manage it somehow," Bel said
with decision. "And I expect you have your
reserves even from her. Have you ever, I wonder,
let her realise that you're dead in love—with Mark ? ''

How dare you !
" Sheila broke in low and fiercely,

" when I've tried to do you justice—to be friends ''

She checked herself, rose, and turned her back on
Bel, grasping the mantelpiece with her small, fine
hands.

The girl surveyed her in genuine surprise.
I'm

16

sorry," she said good-naturedly. " One

I =

" 1
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would think I'd accused you of stealing ! It's no
sin>

^^
Sheila swung round in an access of sheer impatience.
This time It s you who don't understand. If that

sort of thing's not sacred to you, it is to me "
Bel faintly raised her brows. " No," she said, "

Idon t understand people who mix up falling in love
with religion. To me, it's simply the most thrilling
amusement on earth. Still, I'm sorry "

" ^n^°?M^•lf
°* '

"
u^^'"^ '"*^^*^^' unappeased.And I d like you better if you said so, honestly.

/ w sorry I ever came m he 2 at all. Good night "
She nioved to the door ; but, softly and swiftly

shouldTr
^^*^'' ^^"^ ^"""^ ^"""^ ^^'' ^y *^^

" Sheila, my dear, don't be a high-flown little fool,"
she said m her seductive voice that was seldom wastedon a woman.
•'Oh let me alone, I'm tired "-Sheila shook offthe detaming hand, only to find it slipped through

" Come and make it up. Then I'll let you go."
It was detestable

; but Sheila was genuinely tiredand too disgusted for further argument. Unresisting
but unresponsive, she allowed herself to be drawn back
to the fire and gently pulled down into the chair

You re such a lovesome morsel of dignity and
reserve," Bel went on, kneeling beside her. " Andnow I ye drawn you out a little, I can't let you shut

after^this » ^
^^^'^^^' ^^ "''''* ^^ ^"^'^^^

Sheila, who was hardly attending, did not grasp the
import of that last remark.

^
'' I'm not altogether depraved, you know."
I never said you were."

"You thought so."
Sheila merely shook her head. She had no further

desire to discuss Bel, on her very mixed attributes

;
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but, for Bel, there was no more congenial subject on
earth.

*' You did think so," she insisted, with untroubled
conviction. '' But I do try to be decent, up to my
lights. Can't help it -can I—if mine are candles and
yours are stars ? And I admit this beastly war has
demoralised me badly. Your Mums talks of it as a
refiner's fire

; but ... I don't know. That sort
ot thing doesn t agree with every one. It may exalt
the good

; but ... I rather think it makes the bad
worse."

Sheila nodded. " It finds us all out. It's burning
away the husks of life and forcing us to be our real
selves—My real sell; at this moment," she added
lightly, "is a mere log of weariness. I must go
now. »>

" Very well—go. Good night, dear."
Bel put up her face for a kiss, but Sheila was on her

feet again. " Will you leave Mr. Seldon alone ? "
she said returning to her original attack.

"I'll try—just to please you ! But you can't blame
me if the man's a mere weathercock."
"I do blame you—all along the line," Sheila

answered with quiet obstinacy, and at last ejected
her escape.

But for all her weariness sleep was long in coming.
Her brain was wide awake and haunted distractingly
by visions of Bel ; her smiling self-complacence, her
graceful, studied poses, her serene assurance—cruelly
emphasised—that no revelation of her intrinsic
worthlessness would affect her dominion over Mark.
Was that true, Sheila wondered, feeling of a sudden

very ignorant and limited—as Bel had said. Would
it make no difference to Mark, even if he knew all ?
Was a man's love so utterly a mixture of infatuation
and passion that the soul of a woman counted for
next to nothing ?

Personally, Sheila did not believe it ; but she was

^t&i
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t,oo young, too untravelled in the heart's byways to
feel secure in that belief. She only saw Mark, her
god among men, lured and held by this rlf-maiden of
a girl, fair without, hollow within. Seldon too—in
spite of all he had suffered, in spite of genuine love
for herself—seemed powerless to hold his own against
Bel And . . . was it not only Bel ? Was it only
Mark and Seldon ? Or was their private tangle simply
part of the cruel, primitive essence of things ?
Lying there in the dark. Sheila pictured hundreds

of Bels dragging down hundreds of Marks and
Seldons, and her protective mother-tenderness for
the masculine half of creation raged impotently
agamst it all. One heard so much in these outspoken
days about men ruining women. Was there not
fully as much to be said, about women ruining men ?
Between sleep and waking her mind dwelt long

on this side of a question that touched her so nearly
The mixed emotions of the last few days, and the
need to keep them hidden, had put a severe strain on
her. And closer contact with Bel seemed to have
rubbed the bloom off life, to have shaken her faithm the nature of things.

Her heart, in its loneliness, yearned for the dear
comrade-woman—mother, sister and friend in one—
who could light up even the dark places of life witli
the fire of her brave enthusiasm. Soon they would
all be together, they three: while she, who was
intrinsically one with them, remained out in the cold,
and must .so remain—as Bel had smilingly assured
her—to the end of the chapter.



CHAPTER V

•*Tho gorse upon the twilit down.
The English loam, so sunset brown.
The orchard and the chaffinch song,
Only to the Brave belong.
And he shall lose their joy for aye.
If their price he cannot pay,
Who shall iind them dearer far
Enriched by blood after long war."

SOLDIEB-POET, 1916.

It was accomplished. The faith and courage of
Helen Forsyth had reaped their reward; and they
three were together at last. But not yet under
one roof. The instant Mark emerged from supposed
extinction, Authority claimed him; and Helen
rebelled a little, inevitably, against cast-iron regula-
tions that withheld her from taking immediate
possession of her own.
Meanwhile she was thankful, on reaching the hos-

pital, to find him in a small room with two other
empty beds. Ignoring the chair that had been set
for her, she knelt beside him, her face radiating a
silent benediction.

Prostrate, paralysed, his reddish hair almost hidden
by the cap-like bandage, he lay there smiling his
queer, crooked smile and his lashes were wet with
tears. When one or two of them escaped and ran
down his cheek, she wiped them away with her
handkerchief and leaning over him kissed" his eyelids.
He frowned as if vexed at his own weakness, but

she shook her head.

239
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" We needn't think shame of them," she said, for

her own were falling. *' It's natural. Just the
blessed reaction. D'you remember your favourite
bit of Blake ? ' Damn ' braces, ' bless ' relaxes."
He smiled and pressed the hand he was clinging

to, in a fashion that recalled nursery days when
some nightmare had so shaken him that he must
hold her to make sure she was really there. And
to-day, in this first, incredible hour of reunion, both
felt unashamedly the childish need of that same
reassurance.

As his hand clung to hers, so her eyes clung to his
face; and she saw now that he was making a des-
perate effort to speak.

" No, no. Bad for you, beloved," she said. " 1
understand."
But he would not be baulked of achievement ; so

strong was the current of new life in his veins. And
the words came at last ; though, til! they were out,
he could not be sure whether sense or nonsense would
emerge.

" M-Mother—Mums—Home !

"

He brought them out, one by one; the last with
triumphant emphasis and a stronger grip on her
hand.

" Yes—home the first possible minute," she assured
him. "A Nursing Home first, I'm afraid We've
been wondering if we could put off the operation till

we get across, as it's been delayed so long already.
The doctor here will see your head to-night and
decide. Of course half our best men are on the spot.
But it might keep us here weeks ; and it's England
you want, isn't it, darling—and Bel ?

"

He nodded ; then, suddenly releasing her hand, he
put his left arm round her, drawing her down to
him
He was still holding her thus when the inexorable

kuock sounded on the door.
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That night it was decided that no harm wouKI
arise from a few days' delay, and Authority r^'^de

arrangements accordingly, thrusting its ru

arm once again between Helen and her son.

For Mark the mere exigencies of travelling em-
phasised his own 'cxatious helplessness, so that he

understood, for the first time, something of the

monkish attitude towards the body as a despised and
liampering burden, rather than the beautiful dis-

ciplined servant of the spirit ; but he was cheered

beyond measure by the sight and smell of the sea

and the faint salt of it on his lips. For the sea

spelt England, and England—Bel, haloed and
idealised, by this time, beyond the height of mortal

woman. While he lay on deck, delighting in wind-

driven clouds and wind-tossed waters, memories
crowded thick upon him
He hated losing sight of Keith and his mother

even for a few hours ; but his spirits rose steadily

as the steamer, mysteriously safeguarded, nosed her

way toward the cliffs of Home. It was still something

of a wonder simply to be back again in the world of

men. To see papers as a matter of course, and to

know more or less what was happening in that com-
plex maze of trenches that now cleft France from

the Vosges to the sea and changed the whole char-

acter of the War. Wounded officers, who had heard

his story, came up to congratulate him and stayed to

tell their own experiences. It was good to hear

them, though conversation was a distractingly one-

sided affair : good to see, at last, the white cliffs of

Kent, lit by a frail ray of winter sunshine ; to glide

up alongside the familiar quay with its cheering

crowd, and to hear the rough speech of his own people.

It was better still to watch Keith pushi j his way
through them all, with a new uprightness and a

squarer set of his shoulders, though the weeks of

anxious search had left their mark on his rugged

Ijl.
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face. And there, at his elbow, was Mums, looking out
eagerly for her boy.
His glimpse of them was brief but reassuring.

Then it was " See you again in London "
; and, for all

he longed to speed straight to Wynchcombe Friars,
the spell of the great grey city throned upon its grey
river, under a shifting pall of fog, penetrated, as never
before, to the deep places of his imagination and his
heart.

The squalor of her back alleys was shrouded in
darkness. Her great thoroughfares were dimmed
and emptier than of old. As they drove away from
the station, ragged flakes of snow and sleet were
falling, and sharp against a blurred background
loomed the stately pile of the Abbey, the House and
Big Ben. For him that shadowy mass of architecture
possessed something of the sublimity, the aloofness
of a great mountain range ; and to-night, above all,

it was a vision to lift the heart of one mere EngUsh-
man in thankfulness and praise
His destination was a Nursing Home for Officers

in Park Lane—a paradise of ordered comfort and
spotlessness and peace, where the hum of London's
unresting voice sounded scarcely louder than the
breaking of waves upon a stony shore. Here his
mother reappeared to bid him welcome and good-
night. She had found rooms, she told him, in a
hotel close by : and—yes, Bel was downstairs waiting
for permission to come up.
A quarter of an hour—no longer, the nurse decreed.

And presently she came—a vision supremely satis-

fying to the eye. Her simple, costly-looking coat
and skirt were only a few shades darker than her
hair. On the brim of her beaver hat rested one
yellow velvet flower, and she wore her amber beads
over a yellow blouse. Every detail had been care-
fully thought out ; and the result, as she swiftly
perceived, was very much to his taste.
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But this new Mark, who in a few short months had
plumbed the heights and depths of human experience,
craved more from the woman he had been sedulouslv
glonfymg than perfect finish of colour and forni.
And he could neither ratter that craving nor appraise
her with the sugar-plum compliments slie loved. He
could only hold out his left hand and smile his crooked
smile.

An attempt to speak her name produced such a
strange, unnatural sound that she winced, ever so
slightly, and the blood mounted to his face.

Pricked with genuine pity and remorse she swept
to him and caught his hand in both her own.

" Darling— darling, don't try," she said in her
cooing voice of tenderness. "All in good time.
You're a wonder and a miracle to be here at all."
Then—conquerii his sudden painful shyness-

he pulled her nearer ; and, as she stooped to kiss him,
captured her with his arm. For the moment he
asked nothing on earth but the sense of her living
presence, the soft surrender of her lips. Ecstasy
flowed through him—short-lived, but fiery sweet.

Loosening his hold, he pulled at her hat. She sat
back on the low chair facing him, removed the hat,
and considered it with critical approval.
"Bought for the occasion!" she explained.
Rather a gem, isn't it ?

"

He nodded, smiling, and fingering her beads ; and
she, suddenly slipping on to her knees, hid her face
against him.

Comforted exceedingly, he caressed her hair, and
found courage for a fresh effort to speak. This time
he succeeded.

*' Beautiful—my Bel," he said slowly.
She lifted her face and smiled at him, flushed

but dry-eyed. " Yes—your Bel. And -'^/j-e Just
going to shake off this horror as soon as vo- ibie ; so
that we can stick to our original date in spite of the

ir
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War and its abominations. There—I must go. I

hear Nurse coming."

She picked up the precious hat and stood before

the over-mantel pinning it on. Then she sighed.

" Oh, won't I be thankful when to-morrow's well

over. Sleep sound, darling, and I'll hope to see you

. in the morning."
She kissed him again and vanished with a parting

wave of the hand. And he lay a long while brooding

on the day's events, his body too tired and his brain

too full of impressions for coherent thought

Next morning, before the operation, he had a brief

glimpse of her. Then his mother came, with Sheila

—graver, paler, and, in some indefinable fashion,

lovelier than he seemed to remember her. But of

late her image had beep, kept well in the background

of his brain ; and it smote him now the more poig-

nantly, as if in revenge.

His hand closed firmly on hers and kept it im-

prisoned, while she stood there smiling at him through

tears. Yesterday's failure made him shy of attempt-

ing her name. His gaze travelled from her face to

his mother's and back again : and at last he spoke.

"All my thanks—for Mums," he said. Then with

an abrupt movement he pressed her fingers to his lips,

and her pale face glowed.
" Mark, don't thank me," she murmured. " It

was simply ... we were everything to each other,

and it helped us to pull through. Some day when
she's not there, I'll tell you just how splendid she was.

And I want to hear about the Nun who wrote that

letter. She must be a jewel. When all this is well

over, we'll have a real long talk."

And Mark, more than ever enamoured of her

musical voice, felt ridiculously elated at the prospect.

Even this unsatisfactory lop-sided talk was over

too soon ; the eminent surgeon had arrived, and

they must surrender him to the saving mercy of
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chloroform and the knife. Is the whole enlightened
race of man ever anything but ungrateful to these
grim agents of salvation—at least until the beloved
is safe out of the toils ?

Lady Forsyth's heart failed her badly as she
stooped to kiss her son. But seeing the set of his
lips, she spoke more bravely than she felt.

" We've no reason at all to feel nervous, dariing,"
she said low in his ear. " I have Dr. Norton's word
for it. He says your condition's excellent and it

ought to be quite plain sailing. Keith is downstairs ;

and we won't leave till everything is well over. God
keep you safe—till I see you again."

Mi
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CHAPTER VI

"... No longer can I castA glory round about this head of gold
Glory she swears, but springing from the mould

;

iMot like the consecration of the past."

Meredith,

D^ Norton proved no false prophet.
Ten days later a very much revived Mark lay

propped up in bed, while his mother sat by him
reading aloud, wHh emphatic vdish, an outspoken
article from the National Review.
The loyal, universal confidence accorded, in August

to a Government mainly responsible for the failure

i!^^^, P^^^i^"^' was already on the wane. The
political leopard, it appeared, could not change his
spots even to preserve the British Empire from
disaster. Increasingly the note of criticism replaced
tne note of confidence, and to none did the change
seem more ominous than to Helen Forsyth and her
son. But for Mark, at the moment, no larger anxieties
could cloud the mere joy of regaining his grip on the
old mterests and ideas ; the joy of watching his
mother s expressive face as she snapped the thread
ot a sentence to acclaim here or denounce there ; till
he longed for conmiand of speech to lure her into one
ot their arguments that, for her, were at on-e an exas-
peration and a delight.
Words came more readily now ; but still, at times,

they played him ludicrous and disconcerting tricks
that were not always matter for mirth. Bel—whose
sense of humour was an uncertain quantitv—too
otten winced at them ; and then they covered him
with confusion, or pricked him to momentary irrita-

246
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tion with her. They would pass, he assured her, as thebrain reasserted ts full control. The faet that it hadproved to be slightly torn would retard things ahttle

;
but already he began to move his right hfnd?and m time recovery would be complete. Thevmust have patience : that was all

^
She proclaimed herself a miracle of patience ; butthere were days when he suspected her of beingtamtly bored, when her cheerfully persistent in-junction to ' hurry up and get well ' had, to his

sensitive ear, an almost metallic ring. Work andthe War and the strain of real sufferin| had wrought
inner changes of which he became gradually awari.The fine film of hardness, that dismayed Lady Forsyth,had not been altogether dissolved even by those first

n-'f fu^'
^^-'^^^^^

'
^"^ "«^' ^h 'n she spokeof painful things, it was fatally apparent to Mark.

w^.u^!'u''' ?''*' beginning to perceive the woman

in sn^Lf^" ^^"?°"''' yf the glamour remained,m spite of disillusion. Only when he looked into the
future, or was tired and alone, the old distracting

she w«f'^ '^.
u^^' Jf°' P"^°^^« ^f love-making

she was inimitable. To that end she was born.
i^or the larger purposes of wifehood, motherhood,
companionship :--well, he had chosen her and hemust take his chance.
And all the while, he tried not to be aware thathe was watching for one face, waiting for the reallong talk she had promised him. Others camewith increasing frequency

; but she never reappeared.What was wrong ? The uncertainty grew distracting
;but he felt reluctant to speak of her these days ; andwhen, at last, he achieved a casual question to hismother nervousness made it one of his failures.

driim ilf'f
is-become-Colette ? " was the conun-drum that emerged.

nl.'lf 7?u^ *"" ber dear," Lady Forsyth answered,
pleased at hisremembering. "Butlhaven't heard yet."
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He frowned impatiently. " D-damn it I I mean

—Sheila ?
"

Then he learnt that her mother had claimed her
for work at Westover Court, where a nimiber of half-

convalescent nervous cases were in need of massage
and Mrs. Melrose was short of skilled hands.

" Sheila's quite wonderful at it," Lady Forsyth
added. " A genuine gift. More magnetism than
massage, I do believe."

Mark smiled at her enthusiasm but said no more.
Anxiety was set at rest ; and his belated discovery
must not be suffered to get out of hand
So far, he had been a very saint for patience. But

as vigour increased, irritability increased also. In
certain moods, the monotony, the dependence, the
rubber-tyred routine of the hospital existence irked
him to exasperation ; and if he were alone with
Keith he would let off steam, in an outburst of whole-
some profanity.

He did his best not to upset the women ; but when
a rare fine day flung panels of sunshine across the
carpet and a frolic wind set the blind-tassels tap-
tapping 'on the windows he felt like a caged thing.
No garden here, as in France, where at least he could
commune with trees and sky ; and it was no garden
he wanted now. It was the road or the heather
underfoot ; the wilds of Hampshire, the rolling hills

of his native Argyll ; the sea-salt heather-fragrant
air that, for him, was like no other air on earth. He
wanted simply to walk and walk, world without end ;

only Bobs for company—Bobs, who most certainly
was not forgetting his master, though he was accept-
ing, with true canine philosophy, the homage paid
him by the house of Russell.

One night Mark dreamed of a kingly tramp among
the hills and glens beyond Inveraig. Keith walked
beside him and Bobs put the fear of God into rabbits,
visible and invisible.
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So vivid was the dream that he awoke with the
dog s bark and Keith's voice sounding in his ears,
woke to find he could scarcely shift himself in bed
without help. The contrast jarred so painfully that
he cursed his kingly dream and decided to ask a few
straight questions when the doctor came, if his
unruly member would permit.
They had subjected him to a thorough overhauling

the day before
; but of information—not a crumb

could he extort from them beyond vague encourage-
ment and counsels of patience. And this morning
he fared very little better at Dr. Norton's hands.
Norton was a lean tall man, with a humorous grey-

green eye and, on occasion, a slightly caustic tongue.He had taken a great liking to this virile, sensitive
patient of his, who could thoroughly enjoy a joke at
his own expense. But, for all that, a direct demand
tor enlightenment failed to entice him from the
cautious resei-ve of his kind.
"My dear Sir Mark "~he said, a gleam ofsympathy

in his grave eye—" it's hardly fair to fling leading •

questions at men whose reputation might not be
worth an hour's purchase if they took to scattering
mnaccurate prophecies among their patients. The
damage to your brain was slight considering what it
might have been. With that well-seasoned puttee
for a first-aid bandage, it's a miracle you didn't die
of septic meningitis within a week. The main thing
to guard against now is nerve trouble, if you let
yourself get worried or uncontrolled. With luck we
shall have you out of bed in a week. But it may
be more like a month before we can let you out of
this."

"^

i'^ ^^T^,^'"'^ ^
" ^^^ 'goo^ oW word of sin'

seldom failed him at command,

c* tI.^u**^
?'" ^°^*on remarked in his even voice.

It s beastly having to he up when you don't feel ill.
At the same time "

n
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" Yes, of course—all those other chaps," Mark broke

in, feeling suddenly very much ashamed of himself.
Lucky enough getting away—intact. I won't worry.

I'll—what's it they say out there—carry on !
"

But for some reason—whether because of his dream
or because of Dr. Norton's guarded statement, that
morning marked a point from which his hopefulness
flagged ; and the atmosphere about him seemed to
suffer some indefinable change that gave Norton's
injunction not to worry a slightly satirical tang.
He became too keenly conscious of sympathy in

the air, and the more tactfully it was implied the
worse it jarred. His kind, attentive nurse seemed
suddenly kinder, more attentive. His mother's
lively humour sounded, at times, a trifle strained.
More than once he caught her gazing at him with a
yearning wistfulness that he had either not noticed
pr not encountered before. She managed to laugh
it off ; but it haunted him afterwards.
Worse than all, he detected a fine shade of difference

in Bel : at times, a hint of constraint in her manner
that he tried to dismiss as pure fantasy ; at times,
a passion of affection, very rare with her. There was
less ofmere lovers' talk between them now ; and, in the
interludes, a scarcity of common interests stood
revealed. Very often she would read to him ; and
her visits were growing less regular. Some days she
did not come at all, but sent a hurried affectionate
note of excuses, lean diet for a man who needed
companionship as never before.

And Sheila, except for an occasional letter, appeared
to have deserted him utterly.

He put up with this state of things for a week,
during which time his arm and speech made good pro-
gress towards recovery. Then, suddenly, his patience
gave out and he decided to tackle Keith, the only one
whose bearing had suffered no perceptible change.
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Keith had been away for a few days at Montrose

:

but he was due in town on that morning, and hecame straight from the station to Park LaneHe looked noticeably tired and worn ; but Mark
just then, was fiercely intent on his own determina-
tion to be rid of half truths.

" You—you damned lucky devil !
" he broke out

searching Keith's eyes hungrily for knowledge with-
held. Scotland—mountains—the sea ! How much
- ?r~ *,^ '^''''^ ^^"""^^^ ^'"^ ^"^^ gesture failed.— Uh, you know

. . . yard measure—longer ? Thevwont tell me. I'm—no coward. Let's have thedamage straight. My legs . . . rotten, useless.
Don't impr( ve.

'

Keith shook his head, pain unconcealed in his eyes.Then he sat down by the bed and faced the ordeal
thrust upon him.
"The chances are . . . they won't-improve," he

said slowly.^ "That's the damage, Mark. Your
spine. ...
Mark set his teeth hard and was silent. The

breath of tragedy had clean blown out the rush-light
of impatience. Keith hoped that Helen would never
see him look as he looked then.
"I gather they didn't improve matters . in

the process of dragging you to that farm," Keithwent on m his low, contained voice. "Not their
fault, poor fellows. Very bad ground, Macgregor
said; and they were wounded and under fire. But
the result is—a lesion "

''Lesion " Mark repeated, frowning with the effort
of thought. Medical stuff. Plain English is
1 m done for . . . physically. That it ? "
Keith was silent a moment " That's . . . about

It, so far as they can tell at present. But there's
just a po|5ibihty of gradual improvement. A verv
slow business at best. And even so. Dr. Norton
fears recovery would only ... be partial "

17
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" Thanks very much."
The quiet courtesy of his tone pierced Keith to

the heart. He would infinitely sooner have heard
Mark swear. The swearing was bound to come,
soon or late, and it would be a relief for both.
At present, he merely closed his eyes and lay silent

a long, long while, facing naked and unlovely facts
with his vivid, forward-looking artist's brain. . . .

Try as he would, he could not believe in it—yet.
And the others—how long had they known it ?

It must have been hell for them ; and it ex-
plained everything. Most startlingly and clearly
it explained—Bel. If she had seemed on occasion
to weary of an invalid lover, what manner of use
would she have for a husband chained to a wheeled
chair ? Had he any shadow of right to hold her—now ?

The buzz of tormenting questions recalled those
early days in France and his formless fears, better
grounded than he knew.
Unable to endure them, he opened his eyes. Keith

still sat there his elbow on the bed ; his hand across
his forehead shutting out the vision of Mark's face.

" Keith, old man," he said, and Keith looked up
with a start. " Don't you worry. I can—stick it.

Others worse off—eh ? Half a life—half a loaf »»

He struggled to complete the connection and, failing,
tried to smile. " Mother ? " he asked sharply and
Keith drew in his lips.

" No thought of hersek*. Only you."
Then came the woid he hardly dared speak. " Bel ?

She knows too ?
"

"Yes. She knows."
Another long pause : but he forced himself to go on.
" Keith—can I ? Ought I ? Must I lose every-

thing ?

"

^

The words came out in a sudden rush.
" That depends " Keith answered with slow

emphasis. " On her. Naturally she is free, if she
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so chooses. But she has every right to refuse freedom ;to wait

. . on the chance. Picture your mother in
sv m a case.

'

Mark pictured her ; and knew very well that no
lover of hers, so placed, would have need to fear the
double loss. But Bel ? How imperfectly he knew
- wru^ ^"^^^^ ""^^''^ ^® ^^* o^ her, even now.

.
Why did they keep it from me?" he asked

irrevelantly.

"They were afraid for your head, till the three
weeks were up."

'' What are weeks ? " Mark murmured. " Look
here—they must leave me alone a bit. An hour or
two. I'll ring."

^^fu^.T,"-
^'^^ ^°"^^ ®^*^^' th»s afternoon."

Keith held out his hand and their mutual grasp
sufticed for the deeper things that cannot be uttered.
Ihey left him alone the greater part of that morn-

ing—alone with the news that had come down on
him like a. guillotine snapping his life in two. It
struck him, m his first access of bitterness, that the
guUlotine would have been the more merciful fate
But the one practical problem of the moment was

Bel. It amazed and hurt him to realise how little he
could foretell her line of action in this cruel dilemma.
Almost he could see her rising, dramatically,

superbly, to the heroic plane. The difficulty was to
see her keeping it up. Throughout all her past
phases he detected that same incapacity running
like a fatal thread. Though it pleased her to pose
as a rebel, her instinctive skill lay, rather, in graceful
evasion of circumstances that threatened to prove
too strong for her. Would she regard a crippled
husband as a circumstance that called for graceful
evasion? That question she alone could answer
And how—and when was he to ask it ?
He could not yet write ; and, like all strong natures,

he mchned to the spoken word, if anything unpleasant

l!'
» '>\
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R.ust be done. Yet, at present, he felt quite unfit forthe strain of a scene that might end disastrously. He
ZTlt ?l % T*«'"*y

b« *"PPed "P by egregious verbal
lapses that, at such a moment, would be intolerable If
She came, however, he must sec her and take his chance.But she did not come ; and the uncertainty,

^^'^r"^ u^ *^^ ^^"^^ °^ knowledge, was none toogood for his nerves. Dr. Norton advised a sleeping
draught that afternoon and another at night
These gave him brief and merciful respite from

the torment of thought ; but morning brought fresh

He scarcely dared open it. Did she know that heknew ? Andwas she to<^ great a coward toface his pain ?
iler short note answered neither question.

f),of M ^"^ ^5";" '^^ '^^°*^- " This is to tell you
that Harry and I must run down to Folkestone for
three or four days on account of her work. A bicmeeting for one thing ; and she wants me to speak
I m rather keen about it. Hope you don't mind.
I m not so sure I haven't found my vocation at last I

1 looked in yesterday evening to say good-bye, butNurse said you were asleep and not on any Account
to be disturbed. So the kisses must be stored up fora few days. Forgive this hurried scrawl. I'll Jn-iteagmn from Folkestone. Always your so loving Bel "
He read that ' hurried scrawl ' several times over^thout arriving at any clear conclusion, except theobvious one that matters must stand over till herreturn; unless he could bring himself to writethrough his mother, an expedient that did not com-mend Itself, except as a last resort.



CHAPTER V:.

"Ood'a ovm ;.• 't.^Have a devil for the .v .aYea the very force irat llt.^
tiaaa the vessel's ;>-.,>i ea!..

•'^•^TH.

Bels maiden speech at Fo.kc.fo..' n^, ,ed ai unqua ificd success. Her sweet. AcU-K.aa'i voicehardly suitable for platform pun. ., carr, d wriienough in Mrs. Langton's L2bi. a " L roomwhere some sixty ardent feminists and paciffst' ofboth sexes, were gathered together mainly for the

f rutnt'Lt 7""T~?«r.inX?o/ ma •

rromTternfL K^"^^'*"'' ^"^ ^' ^^^ normal
h^?^iA •?. If^""^

between nations, whose eyes wereblinded with blood and wrath
^

Characteristically, she had concealed fi ,m Mark

own speech 'tv f^T'^''^^
^-^ the subject of her

from Harr;. f^'" T'^' ^^^ ^' supposed, emanated

Bel ?h. n.
^^ declaimed and decorated by

Z!' uJu ^y^^^!^"" ^^^°n «f universal peace hadcaught hold of her imagination. The fact that theworld's harmony spelt comfort and material Drosperity made a direct appeal to her practical brC"and now the shadow of her own privaTe t^^^^^^^

th^ wITo'd
*'"" ^r *" J"^*^^^ her^Ieanl^g^tSthose who denomiced as criminal the ruthless in-defimte prolongation of war

"imess in-

to"a^rrtnr-^?^
War":-the antithesis lent itself

«.I^,«^ ^f"^^^
''P^^*''°^ ^ '*"^>' ^« contrasts. AndBel made the most of it. War destroys life ; woman
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creates and beautifies it. War is brutality and

coarseness in excelsis ; woman is all tenderness and

grace. War stands for hate ; woman for love. War
degrades ; woman lifts and inspires. The scope for

contrast was infinite if not always exact. It would

quite spoil the effect to admit that there were scores

of women who had neither the will nor the power

to lift and inspire ; scores, like herself, for whom love

was war, as fierce and unsparing as any conflict

on earth. Her concern was not with awkward
realities, but with the success of her speech ; and

from these lofty opening flourishes, she swung down-

ward to more practical considerations. She reminded

them that the patriotic spirit in which the women
of England had worked and endured, through these

first bewildering and terrible months of war, must

assuredly win for them the all-round equality,

economic and political, out of which they had been

cheated for so long

There spoke the soul of Harry through the voice

of Bel, vitiating fine service rendered by a perpetual

eye on the coveted vote. But, for the moment,

even the obsession of years paled before her con-

suming admiration of Bel in a new r61e. The ad-

dress had been reserved as the finishing touch to a

great occasion, the inauguration of a movement that

promised far-reaching results. For three quarters of

an houi Bel held her audience—their eyes no less

than their brains ; and the culminating burst of

applause was fully as much a tribute to the speaker as

to the speed —of which fact Bel was radiantly aware.

A select company of the audience remained for tea

and talk. Fads and theories flourished. Compli-

ments rained. And Bel was never happier than in

the limelight of uncritical praise. Between Harry's

open adoration and the joy of achievement, she was

swept, for the time being, right away from the per-

plexities and tragic issues of her lover's return.



wm.^,^4m 9t™f 'f

VIA CRUCIS 257

It needed only the unexpected appearance of Rex
Maitland, and his discreeL adulation, to complete her
enjoyment. But polite inquiries about Mark elicited

brief and evasive answers. She had not yet found
courage to tell any one the truth, only excepting
Harry, whose honest sympathy for the man in no way
affected her inevitable opinion as regards Bel.

Maitland was among the still further selected few
whom Mrs. Langton entertained at dinner ; and Bel
—in an apricot-yellow gown and her leopard-skin
cloak—was admittedly the heroine of tlic evening.
The whole affair was an experience after her own
heart, marred only by that hovering shadow of
tragedy that waited to engulf her when solitude and
darkness left her at its mercy.

Alone at last in her bedroom, it engulfed her very
thoroughly; blotted out her tinsel triumphs; thrust
her in upon herself; demanded decisions.

For nearly two weeks she had deliberately evaded
the issue. Now the time for evasion was over.

Mark must already know his fate : and for the last

few days she had been half hoping, half fearing that
he would write, through his mother, offering to release

her from their engagement. Not a word had come

;

and to-morrow
Mechanically discarding her robe of triumph, she

slipped on a padded dressing-gown and sank into a
comfortable chair by the fire to confront the situation.

No comfort there : look whichever way she would,
it was all cruel and horrible ; fresh proof that the
Fates were in league ageinst her, as always. In her
case, pity for the broken or imperfect creatures
of earth was not akin to love but to repulsion.

It was one of the chief horrors of this horrible war
that it would fill the world with hundreds of
maimed and disfigured men, perpetual reminders of
an event which all sane people must surely crave to
forget.

1 I

i
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And now—Mark would be one of them : Mark, her
strong, splendid lover

!

To marry him would be to live with a perpetual
reminder of the thing she abhorred, to spend her
days either uncompanioned or tied to his chair. No
seasons in Town, no social triumphs. She could
not see Mark submitting to an invalid existence in
London. He would cling more obstinately than ever
to Wynchcombe Friars. So would the very position
and affluence she craved be robbed of its chief attrac-
tion. She had enough imagination to foresee it all

far too clearly ; and the more she looked at the
prospect the less she liked it. The hope of gradual
improvement held out by Dr. Norton, was too distant,
too uncertain, to mitigate the tragic actuality that
lay like a stone upon her heart. For the great man
had told her plainly that if in six months there was
no change of condition the case would be hopeless.
He considered improvement possible, but was too
cautious to say more, or to prophesy how far it

might ultimately go. And vague possibilities were
not enough for Bel. Suppose she did wait six
months and then. . . ?

With a shiver of misery she leaned forward, cover-
ing her face ; and tears, that came so rarely, fell from
between her fingers. Too well she knew that the com-
pound of passion and sentiment which she called love
would never stand the strain ; and genuinely though
she sorrowed for Mark, she was many degrees more
sorry for herself. The root of her own tragedy lay in
the fact that now—for the first time in her varied
dealings with men—her heart was seriously involved,
and its promptings did not agree with the promptings
of her brain.

Hitherto it had been an underling, obedient to
the dictates of self interest, more becomingly de-
signate common sense. It had played no leading
part in her swift, dramatic conquest of Mark ; in
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the keen pleasure, known only to her kind, of luring
him from a girl lovelier and worthier than herself, and
with hardly a grain of coquetry in her composition.
Lady Forsyth's obvious disapproval had been but
one stimulus the more ; and, her head having guided
her into a delectable harbour, she had felt, at last,
sufficiently secure to let her heart have its way—with
disastrous result.

For, in her own fashion, she loved Mark now, more
deeply and genuinely than she would have believed
possible that day at Inveraig, when she had rejoiced
mainly in the capture of a strong man, against his
mother's wish and probably against his own cooler
judgment. Her triumph had been complete. She
had done more than capture him, she had held him ;

and now—no denying it—he very certainly held her.
In his case, absence and the letters that revealed

unsuspected heights and depths in him, had served
to strengthen that hold ; while her own letters were
having the opposite eftect on him. Nor had Mark
been mistaken in thinking that she might rise,

momentarily, to the heroic plane. For a few exalted
days she had been herself in the grand role, and
had almost believed in her power to caiTy it through.
But nemesis pursued her, the nemesis of her own
nature. Invariably her high impulses had been
short-lived—rootless things, like seeds dropped on
stony ground ; and this one had proved no exception
to the rule.

Hovering to-night at the cross-roads, vowed to a
decision before she slept, Bel discovered to her cost
that this, the one great choice of her life, was decided
already by the hundreds of minor, careless decisions
that had gone before. Since she had never yet, in
small matters, chosen the path of hardness or un-
selfishness, so she could not choose it now. The
Greeks, as usual, were in the right of it : character
is fate.

- !i
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For years, unconsciously, and with keen enjoyment,
Bel Alison had been building up her own tragedy.

Now it turned and overwhelmed her.

But she did not long indulge in the futility of tears.

Very soon her practical mind was at work again
devising pleas that would throw a becoming light on
her quite justifiable, if unheroic, refusal to face

marriage with a husband who must either hamper
her at every turn or be a cypher in her life. The
main points in her eyes were to do the thing grace-

fully, to preserve at least a semblance of being in the
right, and, if possible, to avoid witnessing the pain she
could not choose but inflict. For that reason, his

silence troubled her. It implied either that he meant
to do the thing personally or—not to do it at all. In
which case, she would be driven to take the initiative.

That unpleasant possibility swung her back to her
original lament. It was all cruel and horrible : no
escape anywhere, from pain for herself or him. She
felt helpless, like a squirrel in a revolving cage.

At least she must see him to-morrow and chance
the result.

i:

" Better write and be done with it, Mavourneen,"
was Harry's counsel next day, when Bel suggested a
train that would allow time to ' look up Mark.'
" It's a bitter business for the poor fellow losing

everything at a stroke ; and I can't believe he's the
man to try and hold you in spite of all. But if he
gets making love to you—well ! there's no knowing
what might happen. And there's only one end to the
business that's fair on yo»i. Short and sharp's the
kindest way out of it. Bel. It'll only be worse for

the both of you if you kt things drag on. Cruel hard
enough, as it is/'

Bel admitted the hardship—and the risk ; but she
insisted on the earlier train, and wired to Mark her
probable time of arrival at th^ Home. Marriage or
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no marriage, she wanted simply to feel his arms round
her, his lips on hers again.
At first sight of him, her heart contracted so

sharply that she had need of Harry's warning and
Vehement conviction to fortify her own resolve.
They had dressed him and moved him into an arm-
chair by the fire. A fur rug covered his legs. The
bandage had given place to a football cap that
hid the shaven patch on his head. Altogether, he
looked more normal than she had seen him yet. But
the change that smote her was in his eyes—as if some
inner light had gone out.

Those first few days of awful realisation as regards
himself and bewildering uncertainty as regards Bel
had told upon him visibly. The strong outline of
his chin and jaw seemed sharper. When he was
not talking or smiling, the strained expression of his
lips was pitiful to see. And his greeting, for the
moment, unnerved her utterly.

" Bel—at last !
" he cried, a queer ring in his voice,

and held out his hand.
She came to him swiftly and half flung herself on

him, kneeling beside his chair. Very seldom in her
life had she felt tongue-tied ; but just then speech
seemed the last impossibility. And when she closed
her eyes, the feel of his rough Norfolk coat against
her ciieek carried her sharply back to days of cool,

assured conquest at Inveraig. If only she liad
known !

Very sorely she began to wish that she had followed
Harry's advice. For, though head governed heart,
she was, like most egoists, a sentimentalist at the
core. Evenly balanced on the knife-edge between
pain and pleasure, she leaned against her lover
expecting, yet half dreading, the word that he, poor
man. was doing his utmost to speak.
So far he had said nothing to any one of the facts

wrung from Keith a few days ago. With his mother

|j
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there had been no need. Neither could have borne
it, and their understanding was complete. The
mute sympathy of his Nurse no longer jarred, and
his few recent visitors had continued to maintain a
tactful silence. Detailed talk on the subject would
hurt like salt on an open wound. It would also
involve the inevitable scene, so distressful to his
shaken nerves ; and still, at critical moments, there
lurked the dread of making ludicrous mistakes.
But tJie main stumbling-block was Bel herself. Her

flight to Folkestone—he did not believe in the
importance of that meeting—had convinced liim that
retreat was simply a prelude to graceful acceptance
of her freedom. Yet here she was, incalculable as
ever, making passionate love to him, her hps mutely
attesting—" I am yours, in spite of all."

Every minute of silence, every fresh kiss, made
things harder for Mark. The mere glamour of her
most strar ely outlasted his own clearer vision.
After four o the worst days he had ever lived through,
it was undeniably refreshing, if only because it made
no demands on the higher centres of his brain and
soul. But it ngendered neither true emotion nor
response. It was a pure anodyne, and as such he
frankly recognised it.

Conversely, Bel's emotion had so genuine a ring
that it set him wondering had he, after all, misjudged
her ? Were there hidden deeps in her that this sharp
test might reach and bring to light ? In that case it

were hard to put her aside in the hour of his own
greatest need for the best that woman can give;
harder still to resist her in an appeahng vein.
He was mentally unstrung—and he knew it. Not

otherwise could her mere genius for love-making
override his deep and real conviction that in freedom
from her spell lay his sole chance of salvation. That
very conviction made resistance seem unchivairous

;

and he felt utterly imfit for the strain of a dramatic
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scene, such as she would instinctively make out of a
noble resolve to devote herself to a crippled husband.
By one of life's ironic twists their positions appeared
to be reversed.

It was not in him to conceive that she was merely
indulging herself to the full because this must be the
end; because, with the innate perversity of her
kind, she had never loved him better than now, when
her will was set to give him up.
Mark himself, with the deeper, ingrained perversity

of human nature, felt a sudden distaste for this
exuberance of sentiment, which thwarted his fixed
intent and seemed tacitly to rebuke the secret
defection of his heart. He began to think the thing
would have to be written after all. In any case he
needed time to readjust his mind in view of her
possible refusal to be set free.

To-morrow—perhaps. Any idea of speaking to-
day was ' off '

She released him at last, and sat back in his mother's
low chair

; her ringed hand resting close to his arm.

^
" Well, fire away,'* he said in his natural manner.
I want to know—all that " a gesture filled the

gap. " Is the latest thing in . . . vocations going
to be a thundering success ?

"

She smiled at the recollection.
" It started well anyway. Compliments were

flying."

"What subject?"
Harry's pet subject, of course. Chiefly glorifica-

tion of ourselves. But we women do get the kicks
in war time and precious few of the ha'pence !

"

Though she spoke lightly, a shade of bitterness crept
into her tone. " What harm if we make little tinsel
crowns for ourselves just to keep up our spirits ?"

Then, sheering away, as from the edge of a pre-
cipice, she entertained him with thumb-nail sketches
of Mrs. Langton andlier friends and with a judicious

^li

i:
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selection of their compliments to herself. The longer
she stayed, the harder it became to get up and leave
him—for the last time. She felt convinced, now,
that he would not speak ; and she did not mean to
see him again
At last, somehow, she was on her feet, saying she

must go. And when she stooped to kiss him, he
looked searchingly into her eyes.

" Badly bored—are you—by your invalid lover ?
"

he asked, probing her, on impulse ; but she managed
to laugh it off.

" Boring people is not one of his talents !
" she

said lightly, and leaned her head against him.
" To-morrow ? " he asked in her ear. And she,

humanly inconsistei^t, could not bear that her last

word to him should be a lie. So, for answer, she
kissed him lingeringly, and made haste to be gone.
On the threshold she turned, for a last look. But
sudden tears blinded her ; and, with a flutter of her
hand, she left him.

Arrived at the flat, she found supper ready and
Harry impatient, more from anxiety than anything
else. Even now she did not feel quite secure about
Bel. No one ever did. It was perhaps half the
secret of her power.
"Well?" she asked abruptly, Bel shook her

head.
" He never said a word."
Crouching on the hearth-rug she drew off her gloves

and held her chilled hands to the blaze.

Harry's eyes scrutinised her fire-lit face. " Per-
haps he doesn't mean to.'-'

" Oh—I don't know. But—I canH go on "

" Of course you can't. It's horribly unfair on
you. You must write yourself, Mavourneen. Do
it to-night, and get it over."

Bel sliivercd. " I suppose—I must. But it seems
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so ungracious coming from me. And . . . it's not
only him. It's the whole thing "

Her voice broke suddenly and she sank sobbinff on
to the floor, her face hidden in the ^nipt}- arm-
cnair.

Quick as thought Harry was beside her, removing
her hat, clinging to her, murmuring endearmcntsi
to all of which Bel submitted without response.

You're tired, my precious, and the strain of it all
lias upset your nerves. It won't feel half so bad
once you've got it over. You shall have this room
to yourself after supper and I'll post it the minute it's
written Cheer up and eat something before it all
gets cold. Your poor old Harry will be ever so
good to you."

Bel raised her head suddenly and shook off the
clinging hands. " Oh, let me alone ! You're not a
6j/ sorry really. You only want me for yourself,
liut 1 m bound to marry—I must marry. You know
that.^ Yet you always try to prevent me. If you
hadn t made such an unholy fuss about Geoffrey, we
might have been quite happy together now in
Australia. He was a good fellow anyway ; and I
would have been spared—a// this. Now I've tasted
the best and I'll have to swallow the second best
with my eyes open and my heart locked up. It's
e^dently not safe, even to fall in love with one's
affianced husband. God knows I've had enough of
tragedy " *

With a sur^erbly dramatic gesture she swept to
her feet and left the discomfited Harrv kneeling
ignominiously by an empty chair.

I ^Y* *^ Harry's devotion was deep, her temper was
short. And sometimes I think I've had enough
ot you, beJ," she flung out, scrambling ungainlv from
her knees. " I, that have loved you and slaved foryou—goodness know^ why. For all your sweetness,
you re selfisli heartless, ungrateful—-"!

' i
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She broke off, for Bel had. vanished into her room
and deliberately locked the door.

In her own time, she reappeared—dignified, un-

approachable and polite. But before their half-

cold meal was over, dignity had thawed, Harry's

temper had evaporated, and Bel had talked herscll"

into the belief that her latest evasion was mainly

prompted by consideration for Mark.
*'

' ice she

could not rise to his level, it were kindci to leave

him than to drag him down. It was a singularly

sust€tining beHef, and it made her ungracious letter

much easier to write.

Harry, as good as her word, took a bundle of

pamphlets to read by the kitchen fire leaving her

alone.

After a little preliminary pacing and framing of

sentences, Bel sat down to her task, steeled outwardly

and composed. Harry was right. Once the thing

was done, the worst wrench would be over.
" My darHng Mark," she began in her firm, clear

hand. " I can write that truthfully, in spite of

what I am going to say. It's not lack of love that

forces me to do this hateful thing. It's lack of

something much bigger, which you possess and I

most certainly don't. I knew, the minute I saw
your face, that they had told you. It's the cruellest,

bitterest blow that could have fallen on a man like

you. To say I'm sorry would be a travesty of what
I feel about it. And you'll understand now what
sort of a purgatory 1 iti been going through this last

two weeks. Let that oe my excuse—if you admit

any.
" Mark—I didn't properly love you at Inveraig,

but I do now. And yet—I can't marry you. No
use pretending. 1 couldn't go through the pain and
strain of it even for the finest man I've ever known.

"I told you, when first this Inferno began, that

you were too big foi a mere Bel : that in spite of it
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I couldn't let you go. Now, because of it. I must

way OT a soul. But it seems to have made vou stiuulout bigger than before. I believe that even WUsfiendish stroke of Fate will only crush you for a

mTher Ifh*'^'"'''"'
"-^°'' ""^ your a^ni hL|

TW ' ?"">??» e'^en W'ng some good out of ^That would simply drive me to the other extren^e

tt7 ItT^'l r'
'^ %«=P'r<' 8'<>"fy horrorsTke

^liJL. f ?i"«- •
^""P'y encourages kings and

Swn e"r ""^ '" '''"•'''^^ ""«•" fo' their

" But this is heresy to you ; so no more. If vou

wrtin;'u'"«l\'!^' 'k^'
"''"^^ ''^''-'= I'- ha^t^d

n^n ^ r\ ?
*'"«''* y°" ™'8'" speak this after-noon. But I expect it was too hard for you l,^rboy. And ifs reaUy kinder on my part to do t^s

Sr" uT"" '* ""^ '" P"' -^^ '" an unlraeiousposition. If I saw you again, I might give wav inspiteofmyself Butit„«mW„Utoi. Aw^o^etr^^Jy
for you. At least I'm sparing you that. And^Pmnot returmng your ring. I feel sure you would likeme to keep it with your letters, as a^ renTembranceof the one real phase in my rather artificial life WUlyou miss me tremendously, I wonder? But it's no

both oVtr *'"'* "°™- "'' ""<=' ^"-^ "^""i"' for

it i^simXTh ^"^ "^ ""^ marrying, you'll know
wn S.^ ^ ""^f arrangement-and no doubtyou 11 be very sorry for the man. Enough of thisGood-bye. Your unworthy but not unloving Bel "

Ihere-it was done, even to the straight thick lineunder her ^gnature with a loop at one end She

ment, and decided that it could not well be improved

L...,z, ^.nc ^viviiaii tempted lo show It to Plarry; but
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refrained. Harry was allowed to run out with it,

however, though her cough was troublesome and a
fine cold rain was falling.

Alone again, Bel sat down by the fire and tried

not to be aware of a chill emptiness at her heart
It was a sharp pang, this parting—the sharpest

she had yet known. But she could and would live

it down. Her invincible common sense assured her
that, after all, there were other men in the world,
moneyed and titled ; that a woman between thirty

and thirty-five was at the zenith of her charm. But
something else told her that men of Mark's quality
do not grow on bramble bushes. Though he could
not lift her to his level, he had raised her standard, if

only for a time. The sort of husband who might
have done very well six months ago would, now, not
do at all. More and more she saw herself as the chief

_ sufferer in this double calamity. Mark had his own
fineness to uphold him. He had a beautiful home,
devoted friends, a mother who worshipped him,
Mr. Macnair, Sheila

Though Bel put Sheila last, the thought of her had
come first ; and in the most private corner of her
heart she was glad that her loss could not be Sheila's

gain. Though Mark might hesitate to set her free,

she could not see him proposing marriage to another
woman. It was her one crumb of consolation.

At the sound of the latch-key in the lock she rose
and went hurriedly to her own room. Harry's
jealous devotion seemed to her suddenly a thing
intolerable

—
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CHAPTER VIII

In the beauty ,„d the n,.„„er, of ,h.^'lw."
L. Abekcbombie
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""'" Justification,
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pendent movement; and the ri,, t t,. / i^ u-
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like a prelude to rejection
^"^""'tances, looked
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affected by his^assfng 'pastV«° ''ThS'

""j
to the depths; and there it l,.>Ti . i . '^'°"S'='*

jewel in a mine Once ho hn I ''''", h'dden like a

enlightened, enlarged— ^ "^an-battered,
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I ''^:Ji-

'

rf^'-'"^

• .'I

His sole ray of comfort, since the blow fell, had been
one of Sheila's rare letters, written directly she heard
that he knew the truth. Short and simple as it was,
Mark found in every line of it the inexpressible
fragrance of her spirit, the sure delicate touch of the
healer on his hidden wound. It had given him a
passing uplift, a glimpse of what life might be when
the fog had cleared. At present, it seemed to be
choking the life out of him ; converting all his strength
to weakness, his blood to gall.

Sheila wrote that she was still very much tied with
work at Westover Court. Mr. Macnair had been
angelic about coming down and giving her first-hand
news; but the moment it was possible, she would
fly up to London for a glimpse of thenj both.
And on the morning after Bel's return—just as he

was beginning to wonder at her non-appearance—the
door opened to admit Lady Forsyth and Sheila, in
squirrel furs, with a bunch of violets in her coat.

" Sheila !
" he cried, startled, yet frankly over-

joyed. " Lord—it's like—seeing you suddenly—like
a breath of Hampshire in this confounded London."

" I've been trying to come for nearly a week.
True," she explained, beaming on him and unfastening
her violets while she talked. " But it seemed hope-
less. Then suddenly, to-day, I saw a free space
ahead. There was no time to cry ' Look out !

' So
I flew off and nipped into a kind train ! And these—

"

she held out her violets to Mark—" are for you. 1
wanted to bring a sheaf of Father's special chry-
santhemums. But I'd have lost the train."

'' I prefer these," he said and, under pretence of
snifling them, touched them with his lips. " Fasten
them lor me—will you ? I'm no better than an
overgrown infant."

She shook her head at the faint note of bitterness.
" A very capable infant ! And your precious right
hand's ever so much better. There. Theylook lovely."
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For answer he merely glanced from the flowersto her face. And Lady Forsyth, standing near the

rchraT'heTS ''' ''''' -''- -^^^^ ' y^-^

^^JTTu ^""'r'^
^"^ P^"^^ ^I^^k's shoulder.

I ou shall have her to yourself " sho smV? " fo- «

" That's good."

hP^rPw\*T '^^' ^'^"^^^^ ^°^*^^*- Reaching out,

self '^Sit'' r ^^^t^^/^^^r^r to the fire and to Inm:
sell. Sit-Mouse," he said. Then, as his mothermoved away

:
" Mums, it's possible^Bel—''

Inrlv F Ik""'*
^h^"^"g^ I^el. She's privileged,"

Sheila set her hps. Bel was the last person she

her slsftiv^'^i"' ^T' *^"* "^'^^^ of^revelation
iier sensitive pride could scarcely bear the idea ofspeaking to Mark in Bel's presence.

"Look!,,f ^''m
'°^*'" ^^^'^ commanded her.i^ook as if—you'd come to stay "

dnfJj.^ K^T"^'
'^^''^ ^^^^^y ^^^'^ *^^ kn^w

;
and sitting

"C^n^r ^^^^„\^haki sock out of her bag^You must excuse," she said smiling. " We're asbad as the French Revolution, these days! I'm

Mark nodded. " It's been cruel hard on her-thisbusiness But she's come through it all . m-what s the confounded word ?—a heroine Has shesaid much to you ? " ^^^""le. nas she

"Not much. She knows I understand. We camevery close together . . . before."
Mark leaned forward.

thl't^^AJ^r""^"""
promised you'd tell me . . . allinac. And then—you never turned up."
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her fock''
^ '^"^^'^'*'" «h« «^i^l very low to the heel of

He watched her awhile in silence ; approving the

brue\?t'^*Ki""'""^
«*' J^er profile thTsofMonedWue of her blouse and the old lace collar he had

^'^j^X
^^ ^^"^ ^^^^ ^^^ving to -^ee her

vveJl, as you have turned ud at Incf " j,^ . • i

abruptly breaking the silence "Tel *'
aS'aboutIt I'm dead siek of myself."

"*

And she told
For nearly an hour they were left in peace Not

rrnrat^ely"^^^St^' at"fXfit

return, ifoth of them, unsuspected by each otherdung rather desperately to 'Mums • as the one

tZ °s"h™^*
they could safely draw near togetherThen Sheila wanted to hear about Sceur ColetteThis was not so easy a matter for Mark- but heachieved it, after a fashion. He was de7c ibing hisown abortive attempt to thank the devoted fiftleNun at parting, when there came a knock at the doorIt was the maid with two letters for Mark Wtha^tart-half relief, half vexation-he recog^fs-ed Bel's

"May I?" he asked.

thi^t"? ^^!l'^ "*'"S casually, went over to the windowthat looked across the Park. This quiet hoir t7
1^! L^f^^"" ??

""«' ^-xJ P^rf«<=t a gift ftZ theblue that she could hardly endure to watch him reada love- etter from Bel. That the girl eould™re^

:ntt7Lteai"
''' "^'P'^^'"^^'' "'

-^ - -"-
" Mark"""*!""

^'^^'"'herandshe turned .harply.

t^JT ,.** ''"^^' "" irrepressible rin/ oftenderness in her tone. But he scarcely heard hSr.
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vanished "'thI
^^'

'''T'''
'^^^'^^^~^or Mark-had

l^ta'trT
^^^^^'^^ ''-'''^' before" l!i^.Xt^:

by a^fe^in^thiVV
" 't "'^^^' ^°^*^^ *« ^^e spot

oLhf f ^ u
'^^ """^^^ "«t t« be tliere. No oneought to see him suffering so. But Mark dashedfrom his haven of content by a gr^.t wave of^"--

p^"lner^*'
^^" '''' troubVabLraVhuS

sai'd^«!
^p\'''' ^"'*^'''' "'^ ^^^ "^^- That's all," be

yest;rdav I wa?r f^'^'^T
^"*" ^^--^-- "Andyesreraay, l was fool enough .... Quite amasterly composition !

" a
. . .

flo u ^~ . .^ ^ coward—a coward!" The words

fot:lw\t^rhl~^^ ^'^^ ^^ --^ -^^-'y

voice^''''' *S"^'^'.*''^f'"!f'^ ^^ ^"^^' ^" ^ changedvoice. You
. . . don't understand, eh ? But

eUeTtl7to"T'; ""' ^"^ V '"^ ^"-« "- be

To tf.«f f
• • ^^ Tl "'^ ^^^ "^e

. . now."lo that tragic remark Sheila could find no answerBesides she was fighting back her tears and wondering

Was il f^r^ t^t^^ ^'"^^^^ '"^^"^^t consolation ?Was It fair to kick even Bel when she was down •

Bel-who had taken her all ? Fair or no the thinJ

tTlfsh tha? M^t "^^Ti: '^^ -«^ b^a"gf

" Thank God—for Mums," she said softly after along pause : and he bowed his head.
^

1 he stramed hardness had gone from his face. But
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and thin-here a one w^^h" '*T'"' *'"'°"S'' «>'*
length

,. yeTLeCably,'' et'e™;.a 1717'"^ ""u"''lost to him thrnnni, k-
eternally, out of reach:

mortal n?an end3 t^ /"" ^""-JJo'Iy- " ever
Mark Forsyth in thlh °"T?^ °? TB^Mm it was
pain. ^ " **' ''°" °f bewildered anger and .

thf^-ndow'Si"™ '«=^'*-l"°'^en. remained near

forties fiTdinfnZ ?Z""1r*^f^ ^""^ "^ «°'"-

moment, siCe wTs best P h* k? \" *•>«*• ^o'""'*

aware of her wMe shf.f
^^^^bly he was not evTn

repression had nit.j^ A
'**''"ed.out of her stoic self-

nantly aware'of hTm ''" "" '"*™''*^'y- "" ?»%-

eySr h?^ I»anirXlerso^'lH\f^t^e' Tt^
tSdtreoX^'r*^- su"d£^"^"-.-"-
this blow had fall^'a^-^tts^^^^^^^^

closeft;'himtw"'.?u'f' TT S^'^- ""-l -™e
it has com" at such » .

P'? ''^"''^"'•* "«• And
mustn't l^tti? * ""el moment. But vour~ be ai;„e"^'

"^''* ^°" "^ •»"«"• «^°"'<I you

he^^wrYsJ.""^"''
^' """8 °"* h'-^ hand and grasped

and^STas^ hej*
1?^"-7P'«''^e." he said abruptly

and I've bS, stoplyll".^"'
'"'""

" • • «" *•-- way

4o:nn^a'rft:t"tra"t^^^^^

or-rBufd?!tay:^r.-"^- ^-he^-ei;

as b:f!:*e^b;tUfspt^f^V'^^''* "^"^ •'^ ^im
was broken Bel Lrt^^L ^"^ '\"PPy intercourse

usual. hadVl^' eve^Zg."'"'"
''"' "^"<'' -'i' -
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resti iS'" Wo'uld'vou rr ™«'" *° ""^ '"'«'' ""d

" Do. I'd love it " ^ " '''"" I '^'^ ?
"

did!"
''"'^"°'"=- T^he Mtchel Angc. It's splen-

quiet of^a mountain fake ^"^ *'"' "'^" ^^P«' '"«'

tent '^''' And T'l':' ''^ ^"'-l '" « voice of lazy con-

teller to-Uight Go^^aheldr"
'" P^^-^^' -<» I'"

m^TatMe^'Uf^iat'?''^"" ^''<' deteeteTt':

"earning to'^Z:^ iX.T.trJZJt: ""

note of criTf.''-

"""^ "P'" ^heremarked and theunder-

find mL oS,'"^^ unmistakable. " She seems to
" Jus?^w«n v°* ^"y /b^o'bing now-a-days "

in a tone t^-t V» Xt'^l-'""'.
'"' ''^'•" M«'k answered

mo^rvt^'^t'e.r^i.r^r^^^^^^ *'>^ ^"•'i-'- - ^^^

After his prescribed rest they returned and had

.(

'11
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their afternoon in Dcacc. Though Mark's natural

cheerfulness was slill shadowed by his calamity,

Sheila—seeing what she had seen—marvelled at the

controlled ease of his manner. And few could esti-

mate better the manifold difficulties of self-control.

The moment of parting put an almost equal strain

on both.
" Come soon again, Mouse," he said, with a brave

show of lightness that wrung her heart. " It's done
me good—a breath of country air."

She promised to come, when stress of work allowed,

and she frankly returned the pressure of his hand.

Then—she was gone : and for Mark it was as if

the sun had fallen out of the sky. Alone—with the

haunting sense of her presence, the empty chair,

and that letter in his pocket, a chill conviction crept

through him that life—real life—was over and done
with ; that he had reached the dead end of every-

thing.

His mother, when she re-appeared, found him
lying listiw^s and unoccupied, staring into space. As
she came to the fire and drew off her gloves he glanced

up at her without a word of greeting—a glance that

would normally have hurt her. But, in those days,

thought and feeling were altogether concentrated on
him.

" Darling," she said, in a voice that tried not to

sound over-anxious, " you look horribly done up. It

was lovely, wasn't it ? But I'm afraid it's all been a
httle too much for you."
His answer, spoken m a vehement undertone, jarred

all through her. " You're right. The whole cursed

situation is just a little too much for me." Then,

seeing the startled pain in her eyes, he handed her

Bel's envelope, adding more gently :
" I'm not

going off my head. That came this morning."

She read it slowly, with very mixed feelings, and
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Mark's eyes never left her face. Tlic brctze of her
thoughts rippled over it like wind over a pool. Hut
she did not rage as he had anticipated. She was
at once too thankful and too profoundly angered by
the girl's invincible coolness and sclfibhness to find
relief in mere explosives.

" Well ? " he asked, seeing that she lip-. reached
the end.

''Well!'* she echoed with eloquent brevity.
Then—after a pause— '' No wonder that took the
virtue out of Sheila's visit. It's Bel through and
through. I can make no severer comment. And,
after all, one detects a touch of poetic justice. She
did it before—to hurt you deliberately for her own
ends. Now she's compelled to do it— being what
she is. Of course "

" Mother, be quiet !
" Mark's eyebn.ws twitched

and he raised a commanding hand. '' She's in the
right of it. But yesterday . . . she never gave me a
chance . . . Not likely I should dream of holding
her . .

"

He clenched his hand and closed his eyes, as if to
shut out the intolerable truth. But the enemy was
within.

And his mother stood there watching him. Every
nerve in her quivered with his pain as well as her own,
and two great tears rolled unheeded down her cheeks.
Suddenly Mark opened his eyes ; and, at sight of

her mute, controlled misery, his heart smote him.
" Mother . . . I'm a graceless beast," he said

slowly. " Thank God—there's you "

" Yes, there's me—always. With a sharp sob she
fell on her knees beside him and pressed her lips upon
his hand.

!i
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CHAPTER IX

darllllJlr' RlTi?"Jt° i" 1?*^ tendemew to sit near him in the

M^fJf^""/"^.^^"^^ "^^"^^ 'P^^^ °^ i* «" "^ore calmly.Mark had slept little and had done some unpleasantly
lucid thinking in the small hours.

^

K^r^^^fT"'*
"""'* ^^ busmess to-day," he said, when

his mother appeared after breakfast, to read or towrite for him, according to his mood. '' And firstwe must answer this."
'

He brought his hand down sharply on Bel's letter.

^^
JNeed you ? " she asked.

M.r ^f^Z^ T^^' y^^ • • • ^"^ <^^ t^^o things to say.

will ''^ scrawl's not legible yet ; so-you mustwrite them for me. She won't like /Aa/."

vinivTv
*^^^fi^«* ti"^e Helen Forsyth had heard avindictive note in her son's voice.

J^ "^t''^*?5
^^'^ ?'''''^^y

* ^^^' opening his dcspatch-

hrmttai:"* '^' "^^'^"^'^^ "^^^ ^^ -* --^-^
When she was ready he dictated, in a low, im-

thought out m the small hours.

T L^""*'
^ ^tu^

^"""^ '^"^''- ^^ ^°^s^ yo« are free.I had no other intention. I meant to tell you on
^I'm ^y' '?,"* • • • I was a weak fool "

Mark!" his mother remonstrated; and hefrowned sharply. ?;

' '^^

278
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;' I was a weak fool," he repeated witli empliasis.
vVritten it ?

"

!!
Yes."

" As it's hard on you losing everything, I am in-
structing my solicitors to pay you the five thousand
pounds I told you about. Money is always useful."
At that, his mother laid down her pen.

.,'! ^y ^^^ ^^y* i*'s out of the question. Walker
will thmk you've gone mad."

'• Walker may think what he pleases. He will get

|^J^^^^»f
'^"ctions before he knows the engagement

The set of Mark's face warned her that she was
knocking her head against a wall ; but she could not
give m without further protest.

" Darling, do be reasonable," she pleaded. "
It's

not fair "

^^ 'I

Not fair—on whom ? " he blazed round at her.
1 m not despoiling VVyncheombe Friars. And it

isn t as if
. . . there was any chance—Marria<rc is

out of the question. And . . . it's a bit rough on
Bel After all, she's lost her husband througJi the
War. I m simply treating her as if she were my
widow. And It mat/ save some other luckless chap
Irom

. the 'business arrangement' she proposes
to ratify at the altar. Anyway, Mother, the money's
mine

;
and I don't feel fit to argue the point. If youwon t write what I want, I must do it throuf/h Keith—that's all."

°

She bit her lip to keep back the futile retort. He
was plainly not himself this morning. Dr. Norton
had warned her of possible nerve complicatious.
Opposition was useless, probably harnifuJ. And
what did a little money matter after all ?

''Of course I'll write what you want,' Mark," she
said quietly. " Eut—wouldn't three thousand be
enough ?

"

" Oh all right, three thousand," he agreed listlessly.

1

,
ij
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ii

to her complete surprise. All the fire seemed to have
gone out of him. " Let's get it over. Have you
written everything? Thanks. Give it here."
He read it through while his mother watehed him

with troubled eyes ; then slowly, laboriously, he
scrawled with his left hand. "Good-bye. Mark
Stuart Forsyth."

" There—that's done," he said pushing the paper
across the table. "Write instructions to Walkerm my name, will you ? I feel fagged out. This cursed
iymg-up saps all one's energy."
Though her heart yearned ove^ him, she answered

nothing. He needed no cheap word of sympathy
from her - They were one in suffering, and he knew
It. All she could do for him was to be untiring in his
service. '

^

While she went on with her writing, he lay silent
and inert, not even troubling to fill his pipe—an
achievement that had delighted him a few days
ago. ^

Mechanically Helen's pen travelled over the paper •

but she scarcely knew what she wrote, so harassed
was her brain with perplexity and foreboding. She
had hoped much from Sheila's visit ; but Bel had
stepped m and quite spoilt the effect. Just when
the first realisation of his fate was blackening every-
thing, she must needs rub salt into his wound by
dwelling on the pain and strain which she could not
endure. And Mark responded by heaping coals of
hre on her head. It was maddening of him ; but at
the moment every minor consideration was dwarfed
by the discouraging state of his nerves. His alterna-
tions between listlessness and irritability alarmed
her. Mercifully Dr. Norton was coming to-morrow,
and she hoped Keith would arrive soon.
At the first, far-off sound of his footstep she laid

down her pen. " I'll be back in a minute, darling,"
she said, and hurried awav.

Ii
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In the midst of her anxiety and sorrow, it was a
very real blessing to have Keith back again ; and
as regards Mark, her reliance on him was absolute.'
To her, their relation seemed a singularly perfect
thmg. She had almost forgotten—in her concentra-
tion on Mark—that he was supposed to be in love
with her.

"What's wrong now ? " he asked—she was so
obviously thankful to see him.

'' Oh everything. Come in here a minute."
She led him into the empty ante-room where

visitors waited
; and there told him, in a few trenchant

phrases, the tale of Bel's defection, of Sheila's visit
and of Mark's change for the worse.

" I suspect he didn't sleep much last night, and
1 m afraid I . . . rather ... get on his nerves," she
concluded with a pitiful quiver of her lip. " Some-
thing fresh is hurting him terribly ; something bigger
I think, than the loss of Bel. Keith ... I'm afi-aid
... for his precious brain."

" Don't get thinking that, Helen," Keith's eyes
were gentler than his tone. " How about another
drive ? The first was a success. We'll ask Nurse."

" Yes, do." Her face cleared. " But I think—
unless he asks for me—I won't come. He can feelmy anxiety, just as I feel his pain. And it worries
him."

" Well—perhaps you're right. You mothers are
the standing miracles of creation."
She shook her head; but his quietly spoken

tribute cheered and comforted her as he had meant
that it should.

Nurse approved the suggestion of a drive; and
Mark assented without enthusiasm. He also ac-
cepted, without comment, the fact that his mother
was not coming

; and she, from the window, watched
them go in a mood of bewildered misery that came
very near despair. Could she have broken down the

n

jl
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wall of Mark's reserve and probed the depths of his
hidden pain, even her fine courage might altogether
have given way. But mercifully man " goes upon
his long business like a blind child "

if

To-day's drive was quite conspicuously not a
success. The first one had come at a happy moment.
But Mark was slipping down into the dark places of
the soul where happy moments are not, where
he would have to fight with beasts—quite as real
and terrible as the beasts at Ephesus—before he
could win again to daylight and sanity and accept-
ance. ^

Though the sun shone fitfully and the sky showed
frail patches of blue, his soul was unresponsive
utterly to the still small voice of hope. The mere
sight of whole men and women, walking, ridin^
free to come and go, to feel the good earth under
their feet, stirred him suddenly to such a fury of
rebellion that he felt as if his brain would burst.
Bombs

! That was what he wanted. Bombs to
hurl right and left [into that complacent crowd. .

By some queer freak, the taxi had become a trench
and the complacent Londoners were Germans-—
swarms of them. One couldn't imagine Germans
otherwise than in swarms. And there was only one
way to prevent these swarms from overrunning the

w^?^
:—shells and guns, unlimited shells and guns.Why were there no bombs? It was scandalous

mismanagement. When the deuce would Home
Authorities even begin to wake up . . . ?
At this point the Germans vanished ; the trench

was a taxi agai . ; and Mark glanced furtively at
Keith as if to see whether he had noticed the trans-
formation. But Keith had merely seen the outer
Mark sunk m an unnatural apathy that seemed to
confirm his own worst forebodings; and now, in
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be handling your own car

"

"^ ^
M^Kne"'" ^ ^'"^^^ "^ ^*--* --de'' in

" Quite possible, I should say. When that davcomes we'll go round recruiting Igaiu-you^l I
"^

Then, having caught Mark's attention, he dilateda httle upon that vexed question and ventured apious hope that some day, something-SansZeppehn bombs in Downing Street-would coSa Government, presumably anxious for victory that

;"eS"s*h^Xer "^'^'^ ™-^ ^"""e'y

th^f it-^:m?d tH?- ctioS^nsf

s

was domg his best. They all were: but none ofthem had a glimmering idea of the SheUa comphca-tion or of what the whole thing meant-f" WmJust as well, perhaps.
™-

He felt half ashamed, now, of the sudden rage that

,t„l?T,f'"'
^

'
'!"'* *'"'* l-ri^f ""d delus^n halstartled him not a little. He must ' hang on tothings firmly or it might recur.

He hung on accordingly, till the drive ended andthey carried him up to his room, haunted nowlbvSheila's presence. His mother was out : and Keithas luck would have it, began to talk of Sheila and tosing her praises till Mark could endure it no moreHis brows twitched and he hung on to things ^thdesperate tenacity. But it was useless. Kdth in

Sivl^g'Stili^!!'- -' i^'^^ -ails into'U':

For a time Mark bore it in semi-silence : then to

19
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For close on half-an-hour he cursed everything and

every one, more especially' the devoted Macgregor,
whose superfluous zeal had saved him from extinction.
He raged against his dependence on others, against
the broken life ahead of him, with a terrible fluency
and command of language that Keith had not heard
trom him since full power of speech returned.
To interrupt or reason with him were worse than

useless
:
moreover Macnair knew that, for a man of

Mark s passionate nature, some such explosion was
inevitable, and he devoutly hoped it might bring
relief. Much of it, both in manner and matter, was
so foreign to the true Mark, that Keith found it all
unendurably painful. Yet he endured; and at
intervals said what he could, which was little enough :

hrst, because he wns a tongue-tied Scot; second,
because Mark wa. ii no condition just then for
comfort of any kind.

Slowly the storm died down to disconnected mutter -

mgs of apology and self-disgust ; and the sound of
his mother's footstep without silenced him altogether.

Lord, here's Mums!" he murmured, and Keith
did not fail to notice the worried look in his eyes.
Don't go, old man. And for God's sake—don't

give me away."
" Is it likely ? " Keith asked with a reproachful

look. She has more than enough to bear."
Words and tone had their intended effect. When

his 'Tiother appeared Mark achieved a smile.
She came to him and kissed his forehead.
'* Had a nice drive ?

"

" Oh, a damned delectable drive !
" he answered

witii a short laugh. "Beastly unfair on Keith,
v^osing him with an hour of my society."" You shut up," Keith commanded sternly ; and
Helen, seeing that something had gone wrong, made
haste to change the subject.
Keith took her out to lunch and had a good deal
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to say about the political situation Then th. ^being Saturday, he insisted on a Symphonv cin. ?It was imperative he toH h^,. ^vT^. !fi ,^ «-oncert.

icft absolu'icly qulerfor the Ares^nt '"h f""""
"^

liked him better than i« Vu
P^^^^"\- Helen never

moods. Too : teS niwaSfytT"°"'''
r~~*'«

«„e no. ort-^-r-* ^,-XZ
So she went with him to the Oupen'« n ii

Beethoven's music flowed lilce a rivprn?k ? '

""^
the bruised places of her heart

^'"''"^ °^"

to his nephew
;
an! tltrbril" amount''t'th^"^^deepened the shadow of anxiotv in i^ *J?'''^

undetected bv F ^en a Ionic n!' ^ u^ ^^''''- ^hen,
men

; and Sir John h^^ ^ "^^- ^"*'^""^ ^^^ ^^'o

positively n.ust come" ba^rwrt/^^.f- ^^-
Laura had not seen her for an age ' '^'"^""•

He's up on some reLitinrbLfness Ai"'""""^''wither him. Wonderful fellow !» ^^ '^^'"''''^

;;
But-Mark,- Helen murmured dubiouslv111 look after him" IT^ifK *.

","".^v^-

[:r1r•^-•>ewa-ti,,!S;fiio^d-^LVho-^

the^'ttteffor t'™ hoJ^'" f"""'^ T"' ^"""•^ h™
subdued. ThlS^l^rs^ToWrseSdtr^'^
p-^Ta^r ;rpe*';:ithrtit^'^ «^ *«
Keith, wat<?4 hS'Z*obrerd^"'?,^„r'' '

""'>

than ever. Toward<! fh^ IJ^^ r? ^°^^ anxious

he suddenly ifred fom^d '

""" " '°"« "'^"^O'

" I've got it
!
' he said with decision.

i i

1(11

i
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"Got what, old chap?" Keith asked, feeling

seriously alarmed.
" A priceless sentence of Robert Louis'—rather apt

for the occasion," Mark answered ; and Keith broke
into a low laugh of relief. " It's been wandering in
my head ; odd bits of it. Now it's come straight.
' When we have fallen through storey after storey of
our vanity and aspiration, and sit rueful among the
ruins, it is then that we begin to measure the stature
of our friends.' You got the benefit to-day.
Understand ?

"

" I do understand." Keith was too deeply moved
to say more.

" Not quite so crazy, am I, as I sounded this after-
noon ? " Mark went on with a pathetic pride in his
own achievement.
" Not a bit of it. If you can quote R. L. S. verbatim,

you'll do all right, in time."
Mark let out his breaih and leaned back against

his cushions. " Meanwhile I—' sit rueful among the
ruins.' And you must make allowances . . . you
people."

At that, Keith rose abruptlj , it was time to be gone.
"My dear fellow," he said, and laid a hand on

Mark's shoulder, " we're ready to make all the allow-
ances on earth. Only ..." a pause—" as far as you
can ... be merciful to your mother. '

Mark sighed. "Mums? Yes—that's the difficulty.
Women are the deuce."
"A few of them," Keith remarked with quiet

emphasis, " are about all the visible guarantee we
have that—there's a God in heaven !

"

Then he took his leave, feeling a shade less anxious,
but determined to be on the spot next morning and
to see Dr. Norton when he came.

"Sleep sound, old chap," was his parting injunction

:

but the brief snatches of fJeep that came to Mark
in the^early hours of the night were robbed of all
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soothing influence by dreams-hideous dreams/such ashe had not suffered from since his earlier dayLlnthe

^rJT" ^T' ^'^l^^y
^' '^^ ^g-in tha^t mounS

nL K \-,?
*he moonlight, and the leg that would

into tL nn
'
^"^.^g^i"' in imagination^e crept o,Smto the open, canng nothing for risks if onlv he couldquiet that leg or release its owner.

Up to this point, the dream was always the same

Iros? fromt^V^", 1^ culmination. To'^night thTearose from behmd the mound a colossal German •

hllelf oaiir^"°"[^,'^"^ S'--^ -* him he found

tZferTforhtlp^'^
^^^^ ^^^"^ "^^^^ *h^ --d

nJH^f
^'''**'''-'^-^.''" ^g""i^^d effort, he shook off thatnightmare rigidity He was locked in a suffocating

his face
;
and, with a start, he awoke shivering, beadsof sweat upon his forehead.

Jifl a""^
^
" }^ breathed, between horror and

relief and promptly switched on the light. It was

were Z^ ""

f""'^ i'^""' '^''P' ^^^ *he dfsire of sleepwere gone from him. ^

rJ^-
"^"'^^ ^'' "'''''^ ^""^ ^^^^n«« it of fear he tried

Sr. lv?«V7 ^Tl ^^ ^''^'^ ^^^^- I*^ was useless.His eyes followed the words but, although he under-

his brakT""'
^^^^ ''° connected impression on

nn? 1*^ ^u '^^ ^^ ^^""^ i* "P ' switched off the lightand lay there open-eyed, hour after hour, watchingtwo panels of moonlight shift slowly across the carpet,chmb the wa^l, lessen and vanish as the moon swung
westward. Outside, the companionable hum of

M^ .S"^"^ ^^''^^f'
^^^'^^ altogether, and lefthim at the mercy of his increasingly bitter thoughts,loo clearly he foresaw the peculiar trials of hishampered, restricted life : devoid of freedom, devoidof movement, save such as he could accomplish in a

^v heeled chair, or a motor—perhaps. To a man of

I'l

Mi

I"
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288 UNCONQUERED
independent spirit and immense physical vigour, the
prospect was intolerable ; and the glimmer of hope
on the horizon was too dim to pierce the fog that
shrouded his spirit. Better shattered limbs, that
could have been replaced, than this hulk of useless
bone, and smew. Even now he could not grasp the
fact that, in all probability, he would never stand
squarely on his feet again.
And that was only a part of the tragedy : the rest

was entirely of his own making, which did not mend
matters—rather the reverse.
In the silence, one reiterate sentence kept hammer-

mg at his brain. " All along, I have been a fool-
worse than a fool. All along. Mums has been
right."

Forcing himself to travel backward through tlie
years, he saw how obviously it had been Sheila from
the very beginning ; so obviously that he had taken
thmgs almost too much for granted. She and Mums
were his life. He had asked nothing better ; and,
having them constantly with him, he had scarcely
given a thought to marriage. On the whole, he had
preferred his freedom. Marriage could wait.

It was her sudden departure from his horizon and
her charming letters she was fairly communicative
on paper—that had set him thinking more seriously
of her, dreaming of her return, longing to see her
again. That year of her absence had seemed a rather
blank year.

Then—she had come back
He remembered very well that moment of meeting :

the stir in his veins, the new touch of shyness between
them, and the light in his mother's eyes. He under-
stood it all now. She had been watching her dearest
dream coi.ie true.

Soon after that he had found himself wondering

—

did Sheila, by any chance, care ? Or was it chiefly
Mums ? And was he no more to her than Ralph ?
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whtcV he* now '7l7^'^
^ suddenness, a swiftness ofwmch he now felt more than half ashamed— R^lhappened to him. There is no other word f^rt-fhlcame smiled, conquered

; and for a time he wastranslated, no longer master of his destiny and veryhardly master of himself. ^ ^ ^^'^

Living again through those days, he began tnsuspect that from the first her elfect ok Wm h?d been

Hf I '
^^*.with what engaging charm she could

^1":T^''''/'
'^' ""''''' *^ '^'^'^ her hold on himSince his return, since he had been able to see hTras she was, he had perceived that she representedm subtle gracious guise, an appeal wh^h,Tfts1 e

thil^Tortr'i
^'

^n.^"^^^^^^"">'
withstood Torthis, for the glamour, the unsatisfying charm of themere courtesan---so he labelled her in his Wtt^rness-he had flung aside a real woman : one of the few asKeith had said, who are a visible guarantee of GodHe had dropped the substance to cftch at a shadowand now, too late, the horrors and splenLrs oftlr'the shining faith and saintliness of one small French

hTe^f tT4T»•'' '''"' -"»'» """ -^ opened

bes.de that other loss for which he alonetvas to b iT^Strange how vivid was the feel of her in absenJe iHow near she had drawn to him in France? And Bel

t^T\'^'"^'^ "r """'y- P'oof-he knew H now
wKi cf*, "^f;

''"* *•>* ^"^ semblance of reaiUvwhile Sheila, hke the King's daughter was "all
glorious within." Six months ago, she mieht havi

by him, stood by him to the end.

Towards morning, he slept heavily for an hour •

and woke with a dead wpi^hf r.r. ki.^ _ ? /^°^'

'

with a dead weight on heart and bram
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a weight, beyond his power fo shift, that seemedsteadiy pressing him down, down into ihedepthT—
«nn!l fifl'

^ ^'^- ^^' ^'''**'" ^^"'^d hi'"
;

and. after

we Z'f^ J'^'^' ^ "^^ ^°"»^ *° *he conclusionwe can t keep you here your full time. The sooner weget you out of Town the better "
;;Home ?'

'
Mark asked, a glimmer of hope in his voice.Im afraid—not yet. But a move in that

direction.
' Mavins ' in Surrey, a beautiful placePerhaps you know it ?

" ^

Mark nodded.
" Sir Howard Meredith has given it over to con-

valescents Hke yourself, who nfed mentalas well asphysical healing. Til ring them up. Move vou

m^oT'a2urc^-^^
^°"'" ^^ ^"^^^ cLfortabVbT

aJi?'"''^'' A 11^ ";""
""i

indifference had fallenagain Anythmg's preferable—to this."
Lhecr up, then, and give yourself a chance "

Norton commanded briskly; but he walked 3own

Hefn^r*^ ^" ^^^r^ "^^ ^^*^^^^ his brows,

rn^ J ^.T'' ^""^ Lady Forsyth in the sitting-room^ and wasted no words in vain preliminaries. ^
My patient s all to pieces," he announced bluntlyNerves m a rotten state. What have you beendoing to him these two days ? "

^

latest move:''"^
"^'""'^ *^^ ^^^^^^^^'^ ^^^ ^^^'^

anger.
*^^ '^''''*''' ^''*^''^^' ^^"^'^^^^^ ^^^^ P^^^^^ *«

" Good Lord
! As if he hadn't enough against him !

frl'fh^tt^ f^'ZT? '^^y ""^ ^- ^'^'^y-"trom the start. Met too many of her kind in
hospitals, smoking cigarettes with wounded officersunder the impression that they are doing their '

bit

'

for their country. But a man couldn't be expectedto foresee this sort of thing. He was taking it all
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a mtical moment for any fresh upset "
He proceeded to unfold his p an

:'

and to fh.m

noted speciabsts, professors of psychoWv Tn I

We II move him to-day if we can v^-f^.
eluded, addressing Lady Forsyth - Hi. hrJl

'''''''

fatal 'on™!!!^"''
*" '™"" " »•>' I ''"-. I'm the

her^nTge'n^wTonc'%V H
"''•" '^'"'"" '^"""d«l

tnatiieith should go down with Mark and stiv a

^uarK, Himself, took no vis be interest in if oil rr

Alter lunch his mother came in for a few minutesto say good-bye
; and there on his table lay Tn onCi

hnr
'" '^^I ^handwriting. For a moment it s"aSher

;
then she remembered his quixotic gift.

effective
'^^'"™' "''^ ''ricf and. as usual,

H'l

I I

Coals of fire on my head. How exactly like you
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And-what eon one say, except that my utter un-worthiness is the measure of my gratitude.
" Bel."

" Posing to the last I " was Lady Forsyth's enraged
refleetion. - That's the best plaee for it," she slidaloud

; and tearing it across she flung it in the fire,

it burn

'

''^ '^*"^^* ^'"^ cushions, watched

Helen was watching his face. It showed no glimmer
of feeling. Then, anxiety and curiosity so prickedher that she ventured a question.

P"CKca

' ? j^^*"?'" ®^^ ***^' * ^^^"^ on his shoulder. " I'm
puzzled. Is this fresh trouble-altogether Bel?"

sponsible—"*
*^^ ""^^ ^'''' '"'*"• Still-she's re-

His brows twitched. He seemed to force thewords out, frowning at the fire

xvil^M^Kf"^''?^'^*^'^^^'
^^ ^^^'^^^^ "P ^t ^^^* a strange,

jvild light m his eyes. " Mums, it's-oh God »

It's everything !
" » » on oou ....

«r,J^
t^at heart-piercing cry there could be onlv oneanswer. Stooping over him, she kissed him, ho'ldinghim close ,• nnd he, with sudden fervour, returned her

kiss, clutching her as if he could not bear to let go.bo they parted, with never a word. And her

solved"''
'*^"'^'"^'* unanswered, the puzzle still un-

Keith went with him, as arranged. Sheila waspresumably chained to Westover; and Helen, with
heart and hope near breaking-point, was left utterly
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CHAPTER I

his 8pint."-0im liov or So^m unjolded the cpacitio. of

Mg^''hMt^.T^''°"'^ ^""^ ^"^ ^^ upon a

mo':' Surret"mS M„"l"
'''^ ^""^^',»'' ^S-°

-eeping line of thT^CmMyXX^ th^

uffiintir"'""
'" •*''^ "" •

^"d those who were

But there was, now, no host at Mavins thonahthere were many guests. For Sir Howard Im^

exeeptnig prisoners-were perhaps the saddest after-math of war, a. conceived and waged by modernGermany
:
men broken in nerve and snirif. cf

295

I j
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power of self-control. One there was, a boy of two-and-twenty crazed permanently, the doctor fearldbecause he had seen a lad of his own platoon crucified

no fortr^hatw^'T.''"
^"'"^'^'^

=
and-he et^dnot torget. That was the secret torment of so raanvwho came out of the trenches seemingly unscaJhed^-they could not forget. Mark knew It had bten

I>ance ' °"" *™""^' '" *'>''' backwatcrin

Yet now, for a time, under the deadening influence

fLrr"- ^«Pr^^i°n. he lived and mo^?ed among

were no7' The'rr/''^'"^ f'""^' ^' th.-.gh thef
LT }'

.
?^'^''^* '«" ««^*s of isolation from allhe loved, drifted by like a timeless, colourless dr^am

kTter, H "'"1"'' " P'P^^ "' t™»bled to read h™sletters He wrote none, and hardly a trace remainedof hjs keen mterest in the War. He learnrwitS^
indifference, that the Russian ' steam-^ller ' w^rolling to some purpose through Galicia, that the firstZeppelms had arrived in England and dropped bombson the east coast Even the more personal neTof
fealfh hi^

""* "^"^'^ '" "«"°» ^<'-'=^'y ^-^""d to

n.fl'^'f i"*^
"'^^^ ^°y """J his story that gave himthefirst sharp twinge of pain- herald of retuSng lif^

sisSr sTe
'* fr°™ Honor Lenox, Maurice™ Ide^sister. She was at Mavms that winter, doing V A D

^nce'th''."'".t'
'\'¥ ^'"""'"^ herself unre^ttitgTysince the outbreak of war. As hospital orderly fhe

upon ustend. She had ministered to stunned andstarving refugees, had earned conspicuous dltinctlon

d"ecol?ed" rt'T r"" 'f '-'^
'

't ''y b-noecorated. A brief collapse, following on thosestrenuous months in Flanders, obliged her for th!moment to be content with lighter work It home

h^r ctj;.""'
'*"'^^'' ''"^ beenVetically gtenTnto
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i^-rtXl': ^UZflS^l' »'"'5"g;y plain, with
eyes. The two wL aleSlTn ^"^ "?" """h""
in his presentm^ foundShr'f'' ?"'^ ""'''
ness and dry humour anrf

^^^^ment in her blunt-
The normal Mark did nrtsuL^t .""''^''"tif"! face,

but at the moment it w«"£r ^ t'" T"™ ^'a^ly

;

she was neither ^^11?°"°' "^^^^ «'*^t tha
woman. Ue revul7ion-as1felih h^r^'T"^'^ ^
was complete " "*'' prophesied—

toward"z i^:: "fc '"r^- r'^'^'y
"«''"'»'>

devilish and senseless nor h», ,f
" ''fn^need it as

She had seen So&eToWsS'''^"" '.°"°"-
as he knew—that fmn H,„ I. ,

^he knew—
splendours of saerifc and devoT

°' M' 'P"°S the
peace, which passes underst«nT"

'' *''*' **>« ^"e
prerogative of the sWrk^r !t^ l^^'

" "°' *he special
the trenches and evenin th^ K^^ f^"*^' • ^^^^ '"

battlefield, ' Death r^^^s but h''"'^
' "^ * '"°''^™

There vou have Derh»tf?^
he does not reign.'

the soldiers ;i;oTavrrestr^'t'*iT*T '"'*"^^"

meffectives-willing and imwT "°?''' ""<* the
casualty lists a3it;t. """'"'"g-obsessed by
spirit >iark'eli^i^°:^:^iat:d'4uW. ^H ^"^^

the''lX,the'rouled™ "'*'' '1'''^^ *"'-• «"
terms, many of Lr wo"st inr''''°'''y

^°'' '" P'ain
with stiletto pricks If nlin T™'^'^' \ P'"°'''"g him
if so be that she might stab h ^'^". l''^"

'''^ °w„,
It was his unnatSi inHi«

'P'"' '"'o^'' awake,
that had promZd hei to }i»T' .'« Ralph's death
story of that ciLzed subalttm .'h'n"

'^^ P"'f>J

-ientifieally dlr;rd'^^,^^-^Xr'^^^^^^

i!
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f

h!!!i"fr''^i* ^^""^i
^^'" *^°'"*^^y

* ^«d the hearing of ithurt Mark as nothing had hurt him, since that n?ohwhen the sword of realisation pierced his soS ^ *

Manhke, pam vented itself in ani?er Whv th^dickens did she talk about such beSess rh'L de

"^Z'Jtult^^
"

^"' ^'^ ''^^^ ^'^ '^^ *°-^^^ ^
''I don't-as a rule," she said without apology

mvse^ and ""t "^"^l "^^^^^S goads me to ?eiSmyself and others that this isn't an ordinary warIts a crusade against organised powers of e/iLlimakes vengeance almost a sacred duty. And we've

Shrink fr^'rh*^^"^-^
'^^ that-howe'^er much ^esunnk from them—m order to crush out as far a^we can, the spirit that makes them possible."

Ihere was no fervour, no touch of the didactic inher quiet, rather flat voice. It spoke, with deepconviction, the very thoughts that^had Tumed inhis own brain after hearing the story of 'Ma petilePauline," and, for the first time, the real Mark lookedwith real interest at Maurice's sister.
That's so," he agreed gruffly. " Not much use

inrm^re"*^'
^""^ "^^^^^'^P ^^^^^ -^^ -^t help

fasWon^''°A''^ ^f' k
^*

^i^ ^" ^'' ^^^^ masculinelash on. A smile hovered in her eyes. " There arecrocks and crocks!" she said. "And there are

Yon'll n\ ^''''^'' ^S^'^S- Think them overYou 11 find it as good as a tonic."

toni;
"^4*^^^

*?T ^''^^^ '• ^^^ i* ^^s as good as atonic. He reverted more than once to the subiect

1 r'^^ Carmichael. Was there no hope 9 Ashadow of hope, Honor told him. His moS£.-whtcaine at mtervals-was heart-broken.
That last bit of information took effect, as intended

Markbegantotalkofhisownmother. Hralsob ^
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letter about Ralnh tW £f• •
^" "™« Sheila's

of light and Sti'on
"* '"* '" 'l"'*^ " P«i"f"' Hood

myl^h h^^h'j^e'hTno^l'r-' '

^^^ r*«' " '"at

they say he came by it InlendMll T
" ^^^'^' ""^

long ago that, if thfs happened ?' wnn^"""f'' ^'^
nor wear mourninff Bnt „h m i

7^?"''' ""* 8"«ve
waking up agZfmu^k t "^? <'^ J"*" "« "ally
but jLS, C'*bCk tervthln';*f",*''^"''"y«»«whenp le seems no prop at^,2l ^h

?°'"^ ''^^'^

emptine.«-the longing-i- '*^''* '* ""^V ">e

to'b^:^^^ fJ- 1 iTtid':' "ri '^^'^
just a very ordinarv .„ho?f ^^ '^"''^^ ^^ was

a""ltte«/£i e^^ll^-X^^^^^^^^^

to let our private rrL'rtere'::i"tl'"h -"^'"T
lors:rheT4''irt%^T^s "-- C^^^^
proved that the^^asttw weeks""'!?" 't' ,

^"""'^

g.ve if my letter makes ousld n"'"'
^^"''' ^°'-

two I can say a little of wLt t ? .
* ^ .""'y *» yo"

In between, I can eo o.H»?i
^^'~,"" *^ '"'^ 'i'>ys-

my gift, such as k k «- ^ °" ?'' ^^ S'-^tef"! for
be hL; agafn to cheer the T^ *a?'

^°" """y ^°<>»

lonehness. 'l go ^oteTwhte^ri faT^t'm
«"'''

'

IS ambulance-drivinff in Fmn. /^^- ^^acnair
would come hnJk ^J T ''^^^'\ ^ ^^ ^^^h he

^^
o.ek. And oh-u iresh trouble. My

- I
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dear Mona is - ry ill with typhoid at Boulogne. I
long to go to her. But I'm badJy wanted here.
Isn't your right arm well enough yet to manage a
letter? Mums tells me she hasn't heard. Half a
dozen lines, the merest scrawl even, would cheer her
ever so. Do try. Yours always,

" Sheila."

That letter gave him a sudden blessed sense of
enlargement, as if a window had been opened in
his brain. It also pricked his awakening conscience :

and he did try, with very fair success. Surely and
steadily his hand regained its cunning : and even the
tentative return of power feelingly persuaded him
that this skilled serva it of his brain was worth
the rest of his bddy put together. After all, he had
willed to risk everything, to give everything. He
had recognised that the price of patriotism might be
a very long price, though he had never dreamed of
paying it in this form.
He tried to express some of these thoughts in a

long out-pouring to that brave lonely mother he had
treated so ill. He also attempted a letter to Sheila

;

but the only thing he really wanted to tell her was
the one thing that must never be told.

Having written the words, " My dear Sheila," he
sat there, pen in hand, cursing the fate that forbade
him to add, " I love you—I love you—I love you."
Simply that. The sheer relief of it

!

Suppose he did—what would her answer be ?
Oh—coward and fool ! Apart from every other

disability, how could he account for Bel ?

In the end he wrote to her at some length of Ralph
and Mona and his mother. It frightened him after-
wards to realise how near he hadcome to the cliff's edge.
What remained to him of his broken manhood must
be preserved at all costs.

Sheila's mention of Mona set him thinking of
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My poor Maurice " sh^ cn,M <<

great days or terrS eventfV?' '^'^ ™«de for

bad time; It has broken Mm V
^"^ """^ » '»'"«'•

who is always rather 1? t"?
P"^'*"' ^nd Father,

There a efhe Desmond? :" '""' *^'^^' " ""''y ''"d-
his own eldest son—" '""""« decorations-and

J How about his eldest daughter?" Mark asked

sal''?hi;:g;''D'ie'S'doir':"T
' ","'""' !'"'« '^-

Corps whfeh is m'ueVmol rtt^o „t'
1
'^"^ '"'^'"^

coneer^'-fo/olher^s'tt^T^^'''''
?f '"^ '°"«'«i"8

speak free^ of anwM°"«''
"

"^J*
^ard with her to

it seemed, h^drefcdto^T ^^ ^T'^ «''"™«'
n^ht in the .os^^^^J^^^J^^;^ a .rt-

•' Yel%:!t^^"V' ^'
I" Mark asked.

with'Fathl%':r'', -J'-at
J?f

<=
," fr«h jar

Laurence ind he likes Mnn„ p .u^°l"'^
'"'^ "•«•

of Dr. Videlle's dauLt "•* ^"^ '"'*'''' *'»« idea

he wouldn't have Wr^^'?' """''y'VS ^'' ^on, though
world. I? wts a m^'^f ''"T'" ^°'' ^''^t <or the

objeeted and Maur"e nslSd'^^'T'" •

l'"*''^^

the poor boy's crumb of S'e ""th;.- T'l T'"'awful spell in the tr^u^hl S- , ^" ^^ "^ad an
she Pau'^edrsteldyt •lip?'' 'TZ*l '?—

"

thankful when he eot hit R^.t f i.^'f^-he was
badly damaged—i" " * '"' "S''* ''and-

" Oh, Lord ! Will he lose it ? "
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li^'^

14

^ I?!? "^"i*.
''"^- ^'''y still hope to save it—S His n:!'/"'

"* ^°"'°«"- The sre L-

" And Mona ? "

QuSr?L7' *"^"* * ™°"™t
:

then she said in a
he«S XdayT" """* " " " '» «•-<»• ^

->'

wanJ^rl
'^'^

'
" ""''" ^°'''« ''as hushed also. He

Z^^,tTf"'T.^''' ^^°°^ ''"S evidentupset But before he found the adequate word sh^was speakmg again in the same level tone

beliefs Tafcn/ •""=""'.'"
't"" <*">•'' *<> 8° o"

CMeT^H» ™ I, . f 8°°''' Maurice knew-sheX It ft T"" *° !"" " f^'' <*«>•» before she fellul- It gave him such a Hft. And now—he's h»lf

fng ma^elT" "^ """• ^"^^"°^ ^-^gto" i^V*"

his^rilt^hanrf"-
''''",-°

"'"S"''
^*h the remains of

s^ted 0^?v th^ m,''"|-
^^^ '""' °f 't had been

WCTe ffo^ .^i i ^ ''"«*' *°<' half the forefinger

w:.id"d?:; ::d*pai„rsf^:"\p'-«-- '-"'

word of comfort coSlTreaXSs hrif-di^traS^bLin"AJl day long he talked wildly and rapidW of Monaand war, and at night he could not sleep for dreW^
PrSr omvcL"°'? °^fli-t« "-^ theSlyx^oiessor ot I'sychology told Honor ; but it was im

or h"frtl.^"""' *° '^* '-- -^ --" o^ hirL":;

fn,^^'""^''"'' *n*
8''' •*^^™t^<' h^fself to Sir Mark and

ward's rrnTrir"'"" '"J"' S'^<'-1 progress towaras a saner, happier mood of mind.

see hhLlfff
""^'^ *'^'? '''"" France-came to

MarkTh, m '
"""^i "^^u

*'"=y *''"^^d of Sheila. ToMark the mere sound of her name was like the musicof running water in a barren land. It struck h'm
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X of nT^fni; * »Y ^'^y- '" *••« Mediterranean, by
^ve-ulIllVl ""* 'P'^'"''d ^nd terrible Gallipoli

the forts alon*^ T^'^'P' '^^'^ '°''W"g shellsZ
predi°t?d ttettf?''"^:.^'' «''^"ft'' P™Phets
And =Hn

of Constantinople within a month

X^^ld:rd^«e?oTVd^t^r-'"''^^^^Government did itscS b"st tttfea'tUfrS;
sTdeS-^r'^^'^*''

the "^imum of pdite^^
fitX ' ° '^'''* «"<*• Ministers temporised

tte r° novaW w]^',' "'''''"f
"* t'"'^^ that involvfd

and Son h'l^'r'%/'''' *''^ ^°''='= °f "iticismouu aivision—hushed m the inaueural davi nf iqia-was once more heard in the land
^ ^"*

of fvl '
'^^^'^ ''"^ «''=<=''• War-that is no respecter

yLnriTfT*'""'''*'^^''^^ "^ inexorable tol ofthe
iso^aZ •""""P^^ably brave, and the fearful

oner^-stfrvTt J^""^^ """^ **^ «^ «f «>« Pri''"

O Lord, twlong'^^.'^'-
''' "°'>-'^^"-" How Lg.



I 804 UNCONQUERED

h„nJ ii "Jl
*'^''"«^* '^"^« «ew shock Of grief tohundreds of hearts; brought also its goldefgrain

A^'^ilr"^.*''
^^°^« ^^^*dy stricken.

^ ^

At Mavms, as the days grew longer and milder
heading came gradually both to MaurL and M^rk '

T.MwToLTT''^ J^"*"^^
^^^ responded m;re

doofnl u I A
*^"^°«Phere and treatment than the

slept more tIT'I
*^ ^''^'' ^' '^^^'^ ^^«^ ^^d

ms eyes
;
and there came a day when Langton—who

tt^tJ'TKf^^^^"^"'^
>^-« Lenox-declared tha?It rested with her to complete his cure.

,

i^vents justified him : and Mark found a new

hpfw. \f^^ "^"^'^^ quahties that made for discordbetween Maurice and his father, seemed to link Sebrother and sister in a bond closer than commonIt set him thinking of Ailsa and wondering-^^Id

reUrn tfJ "l""' "' "^^^^'^"^ Sheila^nT^
increasing y he longed to see her. But she did notcome and he would not ask.

\nV^n ^^^^j'''' February drew to an end and Dr.

hifnU '^^^°7"
t« i'^spect his former patient. In

with M l"^'"^"^
^^^^""' ^^ expressed satisfactionwith Mark's general condition. Improvement slight

f^ it"Sttf^'
.'I'

^^^^^*^y ^^^-
^
t'ouglK

ZuuTf^ ^^timately go, not a doctor among them

Events ir f/^P^^^^ry^t- Mark's nervef, at all

goSL homT '" '"^^ ^'"^' ""^ *^^^^ ^- *^k °f

That, unquestionably, was a move in the riffht^rection
:

and yet-he felt half afraid. Cow^d

r^edfh^f ^K^^'^^^'^^" *^ ^^^^- Manhood

w?s hilw-^ \^^ ^^""^
l°"«

"^°"g^ ^^ the shelf. Itwas high time to rouse himself and give his countrv
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such service as he could ; to conquer a certain morbid
dread of facing his own world-in a wheeled chair.
He did some hard and wholesome thinking on the

subject, while Maurice, in the transition stage, claimed
the chief part of Honor's attention; and he
lound that here was the secret of his faint reluctance
to go home, though well he knew that his mother
was counting the days to his return.

*

x.^.^!™^^^
*^^^* unheroic discovery on the last day

of February, a day of fugitive, appealing beauty.
With the help of the despised wheeled chair—that

gave him a small measure of freedom—he had
established himself in his special corner of the grounds
at the far end of the low wall looking southward—
across Surrey and Sussex to the sea. The February
sun was warm as April. Close to him loomed a wide-
spreading yew, centuries old. In the shadow of its
blackness snowdrops gleamed; and on its upper-
most branch rat a thrush, pouring out a torrent of
song. Almos in response to that brave music,
Mark could fe ;1 the earth stirring in her sleep, even
as his own benumbed spirit was stirring within him
after the darkest winter he had ever known. A light
breeze blew from the south. Stately masses of cloud
drifted across the heavens; the Downs—grey-blue
against a toneless horizon—seemed astonishinclv
near. ® ^

Mark, brooding on them, recalled Meredith's phrase
the Downs have swiftness.' They set a man

longmg for a wmged horse or for the Seven-League
Boots. At first he had hardly been able to bear the
sight of them. He was learning to bear it now

;

even as he was learning to accept cheerfully, almost
gratefully, quite a number of things that in the
beginning had seemed unendurable. He was dis-
covering, at first Land, ^'le amazing adaptability of
the human organism anu the native resihence of his
own spirit There were black moods %M\\\ when the

111
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i

his manlier resXes
"^"""^ '"''^'^ '" ^"n«'

appended Mark m^H.fK ^ *^^. ^^^^-dry record

coolness and courage" On! ,
^^'*^^ conspicuous

It seemed, held nn f««o„; i . "^® ^^^» "^ "ad,

avfrt^i^ ^Lt7r' iThf e'^™
^^ T^ "''""y.

It wa. cMe^amS orpS.'i^''Sfuir T^
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ownK?f ° Pn''f' ^ ^""^""^ memento of hisown brief, strenuous flash of effort.
And what did it amount to after all ?
b or sixty days-whethcr in billets or trenches or in

stotl'''7v^'i""^
%hting-he had lived arthefu

and exul^ ^xS^"«»; «^ ^^^ ^^-'^d and sufferedana exulted. He had seen with his eves that innature and in human nature beauty slUnes oufundimmed, though all the devils of heU a c "eLSied for

foT 'hTt
""• ''^ '^' P^«^^^' - his'own3;'am

Xrds tol?.T "•^" v-alues 'the power whieh itanords to life of rising above hfe.*
And now—this !

Wdl ifcl T^"^^^ ** *^" ^"^ ^"» o^^"* »»« knees.VVeii, It was just a question whether those sixty davswere not worth hfetime of limitation But-?heloss of Sheila ! There was the rub

back' trf
f,^^'.^^^^*«J^'-ench he shifted his thoughts

Wfhc f* if.''
startmg.point-those three proud

«nrf f*?i5'' ""T'- ^^ '""^t ™t<^ to the Colonel

* ?.
^"^ * ^"'ns.' No doubt she had been seerctlv

TnoTold'' 'f '^^"^^'^^
' ^^ -- there woulj

abeadv Sh!
^''-

1/ ^^5^"' '^^ ^^^ '^ot wiredaJready. She would need repressing badly, or

of hir' HeTJ h'* '^T^' ^' ^^°^ she^ould';;iake
ot lum. He had been a beast to her all thesfe weeksHe would atone for it when he got home Ten davsseemed suddenly an intolerable timHo wait iT
I atienee stirred in him, the best possible sign. Heshook himself mentally-he had been moonfng lon^enough-and picked up his book again.

^ ^
fK- ?^ ""P*?" ** '^^^ '^^^sh in Febiuary.' No-

man?s .n-
'^''^^^ ^f ^"^'^S "P t^^ «t"ng« of a

^tSflfr'*'
-^""^ ^^' particular poem vibrates

loyalty to Earth—Mother and slayer in one.
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He read on, now, from the point at which his

personal affairs had intruded on the poet's thought.
*' She, judged of shrinking nerves, appears,
A Mother whom no cry can melt

;

A slayer, yea, as when she pressed
Her savage to the slaughter-heaps.
To sacrifice she prompts her best

;

She reaps them as the sower reaps.
But read her thought, to speed the race—
And stars rush forth of blackest night "

Again Mark paused, pondering Ihose vigorous Hncs
that mi:]:ht well have been written in this year of
turmoil

,
of evil, self-exposed and rampant, that it

may be the more squarely smitten. ' To speed the
race, at no matter what cost of individual life, in-
dividual pain : there you have the hard paradox of
Nature, underlying every form of human activity,
but focussed, intensified and poignantly realised when
God holds His assizes and hurls the nations on one

another.'

If a cog in the machinery breaks, there are scores
of others available. It has given its mite of service
toward the progress of the whole. But this particular
cog was not altogether useless even now; for the
which compensation God be praised.
To that mountain-top of philosophy Mark had

clambered painfully enough : and to-day he caught
an echo of it, clear and heartening, in the sona of the
poet and the song of the thrush.
At this point he became aware of approaching

footsteps and voices. The thrush became aware o*f
them also and took flight
They drew nearer; and their owners came into

view: his mother, Keith, Sheila—all three of them-
with Maurice and Honor. Now he knew why there
had been no telegram. Just like her I He might
have guessed.

Closing his book, he waved a welcome, and Helen
hurried forward.
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^vlw ^"""P"'^ ^j«i* Of congratulation, darling " sheexplained superfluously. " Well done I
" ^'

'ih^f^J'^^
enough ado to repress himself when

fnd Kefr ^'"'^"''i 'i™'
^" ^°"' "O"' hand in his"

The happy event, the sunshine and the smfll nfspring ,„ the air went to their heads hke wine It

Sed'n^
'"""^ '™^'°" "'""" '•"d snapped They

^nH M
nonsense onee again with zeal and fluenev^and Mark hmself was as foolish as any of tl cm Itwas a vast relief, after those endless grey weeks whe-

a^pndXk''tnd?tTeJ^?o:r -^ ^'-'

It eonsffted nF„ "n '"l"*
''"""8 "» incubation.It consisted of a small motor car, speeiallv desiffnedhghtand easy to handle, in which Mark-wHIIifShclp-eould drive about his beloved country and sorcgam a measure of the independent movement so

the thouJht'^T ^'"""^'^ ^^""^ "- 'esSfe f"the thought the car was to be a combined aift from

lH ht::tWf
""*^™''' -" ^'^'"'^ ^'S" of their ioy

o„w*;i':7.i7.
^""'hel'.ned for mere thanks-could

and hlr ?^ V',?''"V°'''^'''nt''e ' httle beauty"

drift^ n^f n*^
perfections. From ear talk they

exch^
nat^a'Iy

.
to ambulance drivinif and ane-xchan^c of experiences between Honor and Keith

I
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Fn.?f5^''''''^^ T'""^^ considerably under LadvForsyth's sympathetic handhng.
"^^

And through it all, Mark's inner self was ohi^ft^

SSrf w *™«'it co'our intensified by the srey-

ifr^ •'y.f
^.do-We'loss of b "ther and riend'

th^^r"**!"", ' !" himself so urgenth that he wishedthe others at Jeticho. Now and aga'in he contrivedan exchange of glanees. Then he wSuld hold herTzea mmute-and reluctantly let her go. He had nobusiness whatever to do this : and he knew it Rn?to-day he felt like a schoolboy out of boldL Herefused to look beyond the su/shine i^to^ waiting

. ^^f"'
^I-^ox, he found, had planned a semisecluded tea-party in 9 comer of the ^fverandXthe re^ Indian article, added by Sir Howard who

fs without' Tv''' "rr 'r -ttoutlhr/^..:^;
as without a verandah. And Mark cnioved it allconsumedly, though not five minutes' taKd he ge

h^ lhf5 ^l^Z-- l"'*«'^°'y
""d surprisingly ifehad nghted itself m defiance of tragic Umitations

c 'mf^^T^lr f"i' "r,'
""* thefacttS hadS M»^l

yas of hopeful augury. And while it

asked hi/«f i-
^^ **

h°'^^ ^•'^n ^ 'o^e ? " he
" -FrSH f"*i°«

' .*"<* *•>« ^hook her head.Fraid not I go back on Friday, when Mums
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ZVsttyfUl'^ ^"' ^'™ *° ««t '-ve for a visit

standin., a direct conU^Tott^nt^l^t^i'""^"-

tho?«ht\^%r^^^-f ''^ ^-" ~y as

Th^ulh'ShVnt'^t'^rs^^:-^^^^^^^^

need of somTother^iirto'aH'5^^' '""^ "^'

sie"veX"'as hJsll'b '7 .""f '«*« - *at
events ofTL;\l::^:^J^fl deflS^feSlr^ *!)*
the recovery of his «?nir,f„«i u i

"*^""^^® ^^ep towards

tempered, tLnkfSff^f.fc ^^

him of joy in life.
^**" lemamed to

Lately Maurice had taken fr^ i^^i •

time for a talk • and h. !f
lookmg m at this

inevitable diL;tL1^ f^^ appeared, with the

duJ^depth**"? fit'Lit* *°
thaT^

"'^ °7
Maurice let out a great sigh.

° "* """ ^''°'''-

.eHoit^-^rit .s::£^{^
cursed, inhuman war '' * ^'''^'" "^ *^>^ *^is

That tone towards the world's &rpflt^«f rv ^^a,ust tyranny and machine-nade b uta tv-^XJ
JNot a bit of use cursing the War, old chap," he

I

i

II
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I i

I' ^

said kindly. " Nearer the mark to curse the apostles
of cheapness for cheapness* sake, who thwarted Joe
Chamberlain, killed our economic independence, and
delivered the Empire into the tentacles of the German
octopus. But it's all done now ; and we've just got
to put our backs into it and pull things through.
You've done your level best, Maurice, and no one
thinks you a hopeless rotter. / don't. Your sister
doesn't. Your mother ?

"

Maurice frowned. "Hanged if I know what
Mother thinks. She's awfully fond of me. But
she's not the soft kind. And she hugely admires the
genuine man of action; which accounts for my
splendid but rather formidable father. He thinks
me the out-and-outest rotter that ever stepped. If
it wasn't for Honor, God knows where I'd be at this
moment. And as for going home—I believe a week
of it would simply smash me up again "

" 'M. I know what you mean. Why not come
along to my place when you're quit of this ? We've
both got to make a fresh start somehow ; and I've
still to complete your conversion to Beauty and the
Classics !

"

" D'you mean that ? " Maurice asked in genuine
delight.

Rathex'. It would give me a spurt. And your
sister could come for week-ends. She's a rare good
sort."

^

" Wish I had half her pluck. She ought to have
been the soldier. I believe she'd give her eyes to
take my place

; and here am I—wondering if they've
lopped and chopped my precious hand enough to
keep me out of those unholy trenches for good."
Mark, scanning his friend's rueful profile, decided

that mere sympathywas notthetonic for his complaint.
" You can't shoot without your trigger finger,"

he remarked in practical tones. "But that's no
matter, now they've given you a commission."
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Maurice grimaced.

ml^IT^u^i ^°- Honestly, d'you suppose anySn ? ' " ^'^'" °^ ''"^"'"'*y '"his eom^

Mark was silent a moment, considering.
I dont know. Hard to say. In eithpr r„.„they wouldn't slxout it from the housetops Person!ally, I was keen to get back. Sheer perVersitv nerhaps
:

but it's true. God knows, killfng and Jet«^killed, the way it's done now. is a pretty BrSeso3busmess. But exterminating Germrns is fse^™cto the whole civilised world, not to mention be1"s aman's first duty to his country. And to me there's

td oh'T7rd "r'
"«""<=«', «v» on a battllfiedAnd oh Lord, ,fs big. It's rraJ-overpoweringly

real. He paused and set his teeth. " I simply A?i!^being out of ,t all-shelved. 'Wish to God I wastnyour case. And you can't have the face to pretendyou d sooner be—as I am " l"<-iena

Maurice was lighting a fresh cigarette. '

therftdf^'^''*'" ^t
'^'^' " I ™^ thinking out

M t «
*ft«™oon. what a lucky devil you were '

»
Mark flashed round on him. " Lucky-^/r

.'

„ •.!..! • ^ *°'"8* S° th^se days. You're throu'j'iwith the worst of it. You've done jolly wdl. Yourpeople think no end of you, and you'll probably do

krtS^" *'"«' "'"'' y°" g«t Started aga^n.'^ As

of"steJinesr~ Y^??"'''^
''""'"'y '""« ^ad a touch

hln^'tT^ ."^ * graceless ingrate. Yourhand s been saved. You've everything before vouand your spurs still to win. StrikI me^he sooner Iget on with your conversion, aU round, the better !
''

ins^ w„'rdf''T''l''
*f»""?^had gone, those astonish-mg words lucky devil ' returned and walked to

Hi
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and fro in his brain and flashed light into dark corners,
where for weeks no light had been. His own tragedy
had seemed to him a thing so absolute that he had
forgotten in his misery, the relative nature of all

sensation : and he frankly admitted, now, that * as
these times go ' a worse fate might have befallen
him. On the wings of imagination, he had explored
the long, unchanging road ahead of him—and had
found it too hard to travel. And again he had for-

gotten that the actual journey must be taken day
by day, mile by mile ; that, imperceptibly, the face
of that road would change in response to his own
unconquered spirit and the healing influence of time.

Life, that is more inexorable than death, cannot
away with that crowning mercy. The veiled hours
come to us single file. Were it not so, which of us
would find courage to go forward at all ? In war, and
in the anguish of blows that shatter faith and courage,
it is perhaps this crowning mercy that withholds
tortured humanity from running headlong down a
steep place into the sea.

Mark sat late that night over the red embers of his

fire, smoking . . . pondering

iP:



" Even the wise maa's feet
PiNDAB,

CHAPTER II

are turned astray by tumult of soul."—

On a certain afternoon of March, Lady Forsyth satn a third-class carriage of a certain casual train that
loafed along the line, these disorganised days, between
VVaterloo and Westover. She religiously travelled
tHird now, and as religiously put the difference intoher war-purse for prisoners. Mark was not told, lesthe prove unmanageable, and Keith's objections hadbeen overruled with a high hand.
This particular train was the slowest in the dayHelen never patronised it except from force of cir-

cumstances
; and she irreverently christened it * the

liritish Government '—not altogether without pro-
vocation. For, as the War dragged inconclusively on.and Germans continued to flourish in forbidden areasm the tity and even in harbours of the first import-
ance, she found herself growing more critical, more
intolerant towards that sacrosanct institution Ifshe could be said to dislike, wholeheartedly, anytninsm the nature of a human being, it was certain suppleT
seif-regardmg phrase-mongers who had been over-
long predominant in the Mother of Parliaments.
Hers was not the only heart, in those anxious times,

that cried out for a Triumvirate : a sailor, a soldierand a genuine Statesman to organise all the resources
agreat and wiUing Empire for the salvation of the

world. But the cry went up in vain. And stiU
politicians talked and soldiers prayed for the Great
Offensive, and still the war of trenches and sectors
went lumbering on. Constantinople had not fallen

21 315
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within the given month. A feeling hovered in theair that something had gone wrong with this verygreat adventure: that arrangenTents had beensketchy action premature. And there were Sicomfortable rumours about the King of Grree^

Then, suddenly the West had leaped to hfe

Hncs 'Lh r' •
'"^^ '^'' P°^*^^« ^"J the head-

Ze vtd w,th J^T^^'l*^' ^i^en a freer hand thistime, vied with each other in chronicling Homericfeats, enormous enemy .osses.'
xiomeric

That was a week ago. And now it appeared there

victory. One indisputable fact stood out-thecasual y lists. It began to look as if, after all thelwere hkcly to prove the biggest thing about It. Hden
Jorsyth had heard talk in London that she trkd todismiss as mere pessimism, but her instinct told herIt was probably true.

1Jnton ^'u^'^'T'^r^ j^^*"^ *^ ^ ^*^"^«till :-LittIe

u ^Vu * '''^' ^^'' *^^ courteous to overlook even the

got m. But the engine seemed disinclined to move onAnother hour and ten minutes to VVestover Ladv^I'orsyth leaned back and closed her eyes She hadhad a s renuous two days in town. She was verytired and longing to get home-to Mark. It was stiH

mean Mark He was her private reason for courtingthe present infliction. She had failed to catch afearher express and refused to wait for a later oneIt was sufiieiently distracting being called awayTor
L i \'l

'^°
u

^^^'' ^'' return. How they wou?d

was to be laughed at again : even if, in between

IbmtvTh^tt" rr^^ "' ^^°""^y ^^^^"^^ <>^ of iS?:abUity that kept her nerves at stretch.
Ihe first few days of their frank joy in each otherhad been flawless. And for her, theV was the secret
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severehnnf oP.i '* V^^ ^^ck list' combat nij asevere bout of rheumatism
; and Sir Npv.I l,i.« at i

ftelp Lady lorsyth had persuaded him to summonan informal afternoon gathering of the cTa^-

ob/;"tTeU'cI ""r" ^^ *^^^' ^--^^--^^^^

A J u ' , !
better-Class tenan and their wiV^=

effect it oor^Lt\^!t:^^^^^^^

the pS^^'^'
'^^^^^^ -* ^ ^^«^^ f- ha4ng";t::^

Ma^k'did vJor"^"'; T^"""^
'^^^*^>^ *^^t the soonerMark d d violence to his natural shrinking, the soonerhe would conquer it

: and conquer it he must But
^ PoiroT'.^"'"n "^"'^^^ ^-- She hfd made
f«;?h

"
1

'^""^ ^'- ^^^^'°^ while in town Herfaith m him was implicit, and his encouraging view ofthings had comforted her considerablyr
^

Give him plenty of fresh air. A httle gentle

ill
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massage. And avoid needless friction over trifles."
That had been the great man's final injunction,
heartily endorsed by Helen.

Privately, she had feared that the massage part
of it might produce friction straight away ; and at
lunch, in Mrs. Laurence's war-work flat (Colonel
Laurence was serving in France), that fear had been
confirmed. Honor Lenox and Sheila, who had struck
up a friendship, were lunching there too ; and Honor
bore witness that, when massage was prescribed at
^^lavins, Mark had proved intractable.

" I beheve if I could have done it myself," she
added, " I might have persuaded him. But nothing
would induce him to let ' a strange woman maul his
head '

1 And they thought it unadvisable to press the
pomt. But now—why not Sheila ? The very person "

Naturally that had been Helen's first thought, and
Sheila's also. But the older woman—because of her
secret hope—had felt a scrupu!r>ts hesitancy about
volunteering the suggestion, and the girl had her
own private qualms to overcome. Both were pro-
portionately grateful for Honor's blunt directness and
common-sense, professional point of view. She saw
only a man in need of heahng and the one acceptable
healer happily on the spot ; and, on the whole. Lady
lorsyth felt justified in taking the same view. It
had finally been decided that she should sound Mark
on the subject and let Sheila know the result.
After all, his complete recovery was a matter of the

first importance. She had no sure knowledge of
Sheila's heart ; and, as regards her own son, she was
altogether in the dark. Since that day at the Nursing
Home, he had never mentioned Bel ; and she devoutly
hoped he never gave a thought to that devastating
young woman. Only to-day, L^he had heard from
Lyndsay Laurence that, in January, Bel had deserted
Harry O'Neill and gone upon a protracted visit to
fnends m the west of England where Zeppehns were

^^
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explain'o'd. "^^l -^^ "„' ^"' ""'
i[',''~

""<»

merely objeet«l tc UWne n a /In"' r
'"" "y''' »'"'

there were other ar livailablf '^d.''"'',^'""'peared that some easual word lct%,.l T\/' " .^P"
given Mr. Maitland an nS ^f m , / """y '""'

Certainly he had snent ?>7, if , ,

'"''"' «<=""<«ity.

England; had duIvTropo eVto a 1?7 V^" "''' "^

less-and been rejected h!i
"" '""S*''- P'nni-

to hear it. SheTonde,ed"f M,T "'r,'^"'S'y glad

the humour of it, buttred no^ r sk IdM^'
7""^'"'''

tha"n^rr;rd'"arnr£~^^^^^^^^
baek to him was secret v tinlT^i^'h

°""
"J*

*<> 8«'

thing should upset jK7sn„rt,V::r '"''^"^^^

Lately she had persuaded him 1
"'" '^^'"ng-

sometimes, -ithSt her™w„" mufi.^'T '

''"J^exorcise the f.ends that tor "entcd him f'h'r'f

still-wen: w"w not /TKrn"« J^'"«?
"="' f-'^'^'

e\^t^d i*^prsh;rf/:ror-utiid^r
shii:rs:[ iui'x^z^^^'^^^
-was not altogether h^n^t wi h her V"7:iT''able lapse in the circumstances ' '*"''"'"

Could Mark once be made to rcahsn tl.ot
Ioy«l him enough to marry^'L I'^ab ^as^:~

cr^Jarafy:.^ Vould" i^^kt '^aZ'^' ^^lwould improve. He must improve Ami T^u ^
r^^^teTZrtm^^^^"-^^^^^^^^^^

1
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ably Mark would snub the massage idea. More than
probably he would, now, refuse to marry Sheila, ever
If he loved her to distraction. So she swung round
agam to those jarring uncertainties that threatened,
alrnost, to spoil the joy of getting him back.
At this point her attention was distracted from

personal worries by women's voices opposite. One

« \ /^^^ recognised
: Mrs. Beck, proprietor of the

fi? iiP
^"^ ^^^^* ^*^"P »* Wynchmere. It was

the War of course. People of all grades and classes
could still talk of little else, and Helen, keeping her
eyes shut, dismissed her own anxieties and listened.

It was a compensation for the occasional discom-

f\l
of travelling third that one caught glimpses

ot the War through the eyes of working men and
women who neither painted it all red nor garnished
It with false sentimentahties, but accepted it—
cheerfully, sullenly or doggedly~as one more item
among the many bewildering puzzles of life.

Said the voice that was not Mrs. Beck's ; " Your
son 'as 'e gone back yet to them trenches ? "

'No. 'E's not near fit : never was,'' came Mrs.^cks emphatic tones. "But 'e'll be goin' sure
'noui_ jefore long."

" Frtttin' to get back, is he ? My word, it's no
pantoniime. I got a brother been out since Christmas.
Up to his blessed middle in water. Matches an' fags
too damp for strikin'. You do 'ear some tell they
want to go back. An' it makes yer wonder "

" Want to go back ? O' course they don't : not my
boy, nor any of 'em." Mrs. Beck's voice was angry
now as well as emphatic. " 'Co could ? Them that
talks that way says it to hearten their women folks.
But tis on'y fools as believes 'em. And most on 'em
says nothing. They knows it's djooiy. So they shuts
their teeth an' goes : wonderin' if they'll ever see 'ome
again. But they says nothing—not they. It's 'ow
they re made. There was jest one o' mine did—once.
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•omc again. l''^:;3 ^^^ J^"',
Th^^^/o was leavinj

lor sure Ynii'v« « «u . v„' ^""^ " ^^"1*-' back
head.

• The^r turn ra'tTml'^M' ""' '*-• ^'•"'* "'»

jokinMike. -E knew V,l hT; ^'"'= ,"?'"•' '« ^^^
I- II J

"new ca be took—an V wirr"
.
followed a sympathetic silence frnm 7sister : and Helen «,«„ .

»'it.ncc irom the mere
oireumstances-tho^Z I"""ir'' ^"'

""'' "" 1'"=

Mark's moods to blu?Vhf"""' °'
'T'^"' ^"' """"ing

him safe-permanentlv.»f "'''?'"" '^'^^ "'"' '^''<= had
explosive bEs3| tf^-.f™'" J^Kged bayonets,

sti| haurited tZ^^l!^^^ .t,"!"'''-
"""

• took^'Ti llZolT"'"' *""™"' "•-"' ""' "-"
The leisurely train was nearini? home nmv qi

"mS^ S!ll\-r~ ^elSninr
hand on her kneeIZ ?h ^" "*"" "^^ ''^^Ping »
mcreilessly"?"Se" wt horn" 'Tt'S'.rH"'

""
quieter, with the broodiVrk in Ws ets tL^H?'
n"ti-rr;-mi~ ilr.Pleaving them together ° ""= '''"''"•>'

thf:th:r'stj'f!!!wtr?Ihe ,""1"' """""''"^^ ^^^^ °"

t^:fe^t:f?H-f^^^

trSght-riS^v^^^^
effects of war AnA „«^ i

~ ,,
PS} ciiuiogical

01 war. And underlying all these obvious
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difficult days when Sark Z'^t"^'^
'" *^^« "'^t-

painfully, the art of ada^tinTh JsTto tfl^ t^conditions of life. K^ith iholi „ """''^'f ,™ '"s limited

to him about Helen nor haS'rr"^?"°u"'^^^°'<'
tune moment for speakfit'l,'^^ Srsel/'

V'"'"
hyper-fastidious in resoeet of tifff ™.- ^^ "'"*

Life had, so far, giv:S no lofcirefS ZTu''frank confidence and comrade, ,in .' ^, ,
'*" ''"

no hurry to risk n..tt,„„ tu P
'

"'"* ''« "as n
the sak^ of th1tC«fr^ifT Z' °'jT\r'" ^"
encouraged him to hon!. M ^'"f''

"^'''^ had
and that love"a Scof h„ rT'':,'^''^° " '"^e^-
years, it is Z„st ca"2 ;^'o „ot''kee,^'"''' ^ «"<'"'

to speak : and Keifh lul ^-
1-eeping silence than

who know how to ,"t''" "'' ^^^e-^tiaUy of those

aft^JVmtfe'detlto' '"tlfk
^Ti^'-'oom fC, silent

nothing but Shei
°^ m\< ""'"? "'""''^ *''''''' of

shado4l by oSous Yitns 0/?^^ '°"' ""^
Chapelle. NamerTofficm iif ht

"'
"l ^T''had been painfully promiS in the Roirr
«""''"'"

men he had hved will, f™, 1 * -A ''°" "f Honour

:

was girding at Ws Twn in^h^'i* T**^
""'' '°'^«'J- »«

one of toem oietuHnr*^^'^ *°,8° °"* «"d «P'ace
give him M^S *^e'thrr„7' .

'^% ^""''^

was not in the list thZl r a
«?'°°'''- "" "ame

battaUon had been iuot^',, <*"'^f '"^jntly the

well-earned rest-onh, t^ k^ ^
rtrengtli and given a

no vietorrto show fo/it-„'th'"T'.''^
"^""'^ ^-xJ

you're not too tS l7 ' ^^ '*"' "' '«^t' " if
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Sh!!l^ Tl *?'' ^''?^ ^"^ ^^^ wanted to talk aboutShe la, but siie did not say so. If he was ' hmo^mg,; music might be a wise prelude to speech

ThL 1
• 1^' ?^^^ music—preludes and Lariros

n^lontr"' "' *° *'" '^^ '^^^^'^"-^ ^« ^-^'^^^^^

His quietness was deceptive. His frown mi..htmerely mean headache. Helen could not know fatthe devil withm was makins Deculiirlv moi- I
remarks to him just then, aLTer ve v' aS'^ochoose the right moment made her alinosrcerta nto stumble on the wrong one

stod.^
still remained standing, one foot on the fender

" H.^r\^i?"Y°'' *^-^^>^'" ^^'^ remarked casuallyHe wanted to hear about you-and the headache^'He swears by two simple remedies, plenty of feshan^and massage :-the nerves of the head and neck

Mirlw' ""'

*^^f
^^*' ^«"«^ ^"S^^^ted Sheila-''Mark s frown deepened unpromisingly.

don'K^' '^"' ^''^ ^" "^^^*- ^°^ G°^'« ^^e,

it
"
A^J'still^iT* ^"f^^; ^^- ^^"^«" prescribed

It. And Sheila did wonders for me-after Boulogne "
I can believe it. liut I won't have her botheredon my account. She's overworked as it is.''

~^
fatallv ^7t f' ^'^'^^'l' \?

^*'" «^^^" Persistedlatally. And for you, of all people "

uM-ff. ~J7 "^^ ""^ ''^ P^"P^^ ^
" Mark flung out

TlK ^,^"^^f^,
uncontrollable bitterness that ellcctu-ally silenced her. Startled by his vehemence she€ould onb^ stand gazing at him, pain anT bTwilde !

TersVifd^r;:r , ''."'
^!f

^^^ p^^^ wmdcd hii'Toiiers and he sharply turned away his head.

"Yo„ ;: r^ """^ ''*,™"' ^^^^ *^^a*^'" he muttered.

chins k^Hed °.
"'"'^^

f. *^""^^- A" th°«« Poo^'ctiaps killed and wounded out there and you're
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His mother co^fe^^j tl l^^'^^iyo-i^^y."
make me happy Mark " chl J^ • ,

-Nothing will

you mo. „S ^'o^W'-sdrtir^-
" «" ^ -

be eX^lrCo'd a.°11
^.^'^ «^--'f I «- to

crudtrTfeltIsTheT^r "^ '-«-" their

pulsivVly he put ouThfs tr!^"^
^'^^'^ ''-• «»" ™-

te^sifnd thi ~„e°'" '""" ^"'^">' ^ ''"'« "er

biSe:ra*„Vt°:hametn*''r ^'°- -'" bis
for Sheila, that harf ;-*' »^ ^" '''='P"''te 'onging

ioo|.xt^e!':,tTt:?r ^"'' ^^"^ ^-« - H«

asked bluntr ""o'^X't^r^ '" ^^^ ^^'^'' ? " be
Beneath the renroof M^r?'''* "«' *''<=<* out ?"

scious, possessfvenote oftl^ ^'*^?"^ ^^^ ""<=<»»

straightway, ineuraWe W^ S^^^' ^^^
"''P^^."' *» "

annoyance at being taken t„f u
"'' "'^ ^a'"*

any one had huTs^eiir as h^t7- P?t*^- "
mother he would hare want/rt t ^ ^"'* '"^ bis

" Where is she
"

Wh^?"« cK
*° «°""n't murder,

patently eontrite Vet vo^l «
'^°"^^ ^ be asked,

" In the libTarv ShIZ„f*?*, "" explanation.

.''Did she sa7any?h^f;'^^
^"^^ -"'"S 'otters."

^^.W course not. What did you say? That's the

pe"t ^r:fonl7l'"^"°"''' i"<^"- -<= to-
founded head Si;?„n?rLT'y'''8 °^«"»y «»»-
keen for ShcHa to comfand trvlfT °/ '°*- She's

" Well_«„i,„t. * ®°" t'y ber hand on me "
" -n. , "' ^ ^°"8 '^"b Sheila ?

»
Iheres nothing wrong with Sheila," Mark
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^ h me An7l L-

'"°"'^"*' everything was wrong

KeUh's ^vf;
^^^e a coward, I let fly at 3Iums."

^
Jveiths eyes lightened straneelv " Woll «

unde;stand ? " "°* ''°''" °" y°"- But-y<,„

" Yes. I understand."
A pause. Mark felt suddenly temoted hv K-„;n,>,change of tone to break through hr^res^e^el

SerMsTnb"'"i *''*^""''™ aO^^* sS »„']
oiscover His unbiased view of thines But RpIthough no longer loved, still left her^trail over ht
worfdT^v """"^^J

"8° ''he was presumablv all the

for ShX ' m"''
''°^-*° make parade of hfs love

fnLft air VT» ''"' ^ P°» compliment In
thtfL 7^ '**'''' *° make another understand

gW ttm^r°"l?nt^'r
""'"= '" «o™mon as the

«: flneT^::? ?",f''"™*-
^''<=y ««;;« iL devfsedno nner test for his power of self-mnQf^r.r t / u

come then and chance the resuit
^^ ^'' ^"

Keith, who shrewdly suspected the truth, adjusteda blazing log with his foot and said nothing.

'

suddenl/'. ZTkI:^ wT' ' ^T' ""'''" ««' ^"^d

back to^heTbrary ' °' '^P™™'' "^"^

J^^^rJ^i^^^^° ^^r impatient before she re-

tted h; . u "'1'".''?^ '"<' <=°™^' he was tonwe-tied. He could only hold out his arms
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CHAPTER III

" Thro' Buch souls, alone,
Orod, stooping, shows sufficient of His lightFor us to rise by. . .

." **

BhownhvO,

^"^1
w'^^^u'"''"'^

^^""'"^ *° Wynchcombe Friars-the
real A^yncheombe Friars, no longer an empty shr ne
lit by twin lamps of memory and hope. How eladlvhow thankfully, she answered that Summon! no on^guessed. Mark least of aU ; and that faet alone made
Ihi^T K i"" '°"'";t

^'^^'' ^'^ «he herself guessthat Keith knew. Her secret was as safe with himas in a tomb
; and he it was who, three days laterdrove out to fetch her in Mark's two-seater^ar, in

nmnL^ Tf i^""'*
beginning to reconnoitre hisproperty and look up his tenants, as of old

If there was a third seat for the inevitable attend-

crsuall''''
"^ ^'^"^ myself," he remarked

"We'll contrive a third seat—for these little
emergencies," Keith promised him. " Till then the
privilege must be mine 1

" '

Mark and his mother were in the studio whensounds of arrival whisked Helen to her feet. Her^tural instinct was to run downstairs and greetthem but she was learning to restrain many such
mipulses that Mark might not too acutely feel Iiisminor disabihties.

^

cl.^^-^'^''^*^^ *^ ^?'^'' ""P^^^^ *^^ Sheila appeared,
glowing from her drive, violet-gowned as on the day

326
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he had seen her last, a bunch of violets in hersquirrel eap and distinctly dewy violetst he eyesThe long low room with its restful blue tones and darkoak panelling was flooded with March sunliXtfragrant with the scent of hyacinths that stood aboutm bowls

;
and to Mark, the small gallant figure ofhis first and last allegiance seemed in tune w"th itall visibly and vitally, as Bel had never been.

i^heila, for her part, would have summed ud herown mixed emotions in the one word 'home'Lthehome of her spirit and her heart.
After a swift survr^ of the room, her eyes restedsmiling, on Mark in his wheeled chair by the w ndow!

roof
!

she said, a thrill in her low voice. Then theunderlying tragedy caught at her heart and she tookrefuge m her Viking. " He must be glad to have yonback again. Hasn't he told you so ? » ^
"^""^ ^^^

her nn'r^f1^ ^r!"^''"
^^'^ answered, looking ather, not at the Vikmg, whom it pleased them toregard as a member of the family. "But the gladdes?of^ll was Bobs, here. No blooming reticence about

J' iP^I J^'^l'''?
^

'' ^""^^ crouching down. Sheilastroked the darling's chestnut head.
The devoted creature lay close pressed against his

rXr ' ^T' "%"^ ^"^^'^ ^^^* ^^' ^ chin^restl-an
endearing form of caress. But Mark could not feel
rt any more He sometimes wondered-did theothers realise ? He hoped they did not.

fh. \ .§ \}^t P"^"" ^^"^^ ^^^P ^ould go crazy,the first day " he said. " Kept flinging himself

as^kinJ^^'^'''',
'^' '"°"'' '^^^^'^^ *^^ ^"g« to blazedasking me plain as speech to get up and play thefool with him. Now-he understands and he'J jus?gued to my chair. Won't even go for a walV^HhKeith. Yes, old man, I'm telling tales of yoa.'?

4

tij
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^i^L^loS^, ^^^° ^^--^ "P--^ Without

haffnt'J^Ji
''"'^ '° ^"'">^ ^y t^"s tinie that shehad to make the most of Bobs, who wanted to an to

ThL 1 K^i "" "'^''^ ^«S' ^irst and last.They lunched at the far end of the long room Itwas a convenient arrangement for nfrk ^d if

TwTnSom^^^^ X^^^-^
P-"^ that^oildVL'ved

cottagers and hi
"

*° ^'^P ^^^^^'« P^^^estcortagers and his ever-inereasin.rr colony of refuoeesthrough that first hard winter of war a ZehZ
was still a certam amount of loose, comforting talkof the worst being over by the autumn. A good deal

con cTprn 1/"" *^°" "^'° "^^^ resolvelto averconscription at any price—to othprs " t^oU >

K. *'"'' "^''^'^ '* "'-"^
.
anl'rcsenrrt w^

tm^^^ ™? ""^ principal talker. He had gleaned

vCheX; 'of°r^"°"'
''"^ '^ "°™ded oleer at

RnH h! ' j"l*
dispositions at Neuve Chapelle •

benefit Sthe'^t '^^^r'^^^^ *^'"' '» M-^^';oenent, with the toast rack, the muffineers the rak^.

Af?.> 1 u u^
geography of the table-

went down"'t„ r"'"''
*° **>" '"^"•^y- «»<' Helen

foriom a^d n*.t^"i*"""^ ^ '^f"ge« dressmaker-^

vejTpedi fnte'S^
""^^'"^ " -•>- »'- took a

went."
""^ ''"* '°°"' "^ '^'^^'" ^'^<= ^''id »' she

bu?'sh!ir,?PH'''"'P*"'''=
™°'"e"t of embarrassment

;

out iheila swiftly conquered her shyness.

glancinrround
1"^*'"^ ""'" '""•<= y^^'" ^^e remarked,giancmg round his sanctuary. " And you know I'mexpecting-great things !

" ^ "^ ' *"
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Mark shook his head. " I've not touohpH n i * *•

clay or plasticine since I got back iw ll^'f

acquaintance " >
j"u a care to make his

great tilings. No artist l>vf^ " expectation of

And there can Ifno^hTc/ *: t "5 itfquX
^atntn^os'etf:'S ^.'^/'^-W'i
certain ruthlessness both tl if" "'' "^parted a

but exultingly she knew th^t^
manner and matter

;

unfailinalv bdon^ T. Tt,
" belonged, and would

th-7» • r
''^'°"8' to the great company for whomthere is always a window that looks to the sky

our wayf!l-'. * ' r""'''
^terwards a shell came

" LT, u ^ expressive gesture filled the hiatusAi^ somehow he stuck in my brain '•

him ''Wlf°1'''''"/''^ ''»'''' =till dwelling upon

1^5nip.y"^Ut^tr :C?^l
^*^*- of "^ ^ He

thri«;d'th%:^hT;o" '^^^ f''- -<J her low tone

111
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didly alive—when you've struck root again in this
dear, deserted place."
He sighed. " Hope you're right. I'll need it more

than ever I did, once I'm . . . renewed mentally. It
isn't an altogether painless process. And I'm no
stoic "

" I expect Mums would tell a different tale."
" Mums would glorify me—from sheer habit ! Yet

it's she who gets the full benefit of my lapses from
stoicism—bless her .... It v 11 be a real service
to her if you succeed in exorcising the devil !

"

The light in her eyes was enough to banish all the
devils in creation.
" 1 don't beheve in him," she said stoutly. " I'm

going to concentrate on waking up the other
thing."

At this point Lady Forsyth reappeared with her
knitting and her National Review. She knitted for
war orphans now that spring had smiled upon the
sodden trenches.

" Very fine, isn't he ? " she said indicating the
Highlander, and Sheila nodded.

" He's going to be my first own statue—a bronze."
Then they proceeded to arrange Mark's invalid

table and set a cushion on it.

" There," said his mother shaking it up. " Bow
your head upon your folded arms and try not to feel
heart-broken !

"

" Try not to feel a fool would be mere like it," he
grumbled ungratefully. As a matter of fact he
found no difficulty in obeying her last injunction. But
Bobs, who had been taking stock of these mysterious
doings, had his own private opinion on the subject.

Springing up, paws on the table, he anxiously in-
vestigated Mark's bowed head and thrust a moist
loving nose under his forehead.

" Down, old boy, lie down," Mark muttered ; and
for the minute he obeyed. But no self-respecting
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>»

dog could submit to see his master so humiliatedThe call for championship was obvious. WUh litU^

rand^-^'Tt' ?1 r,?P"* ^* Sheila's aX andhands
;

hal playful, half vicious, wholly determinedto rescue his helpless owner, till' Mark flung^hl^head and aughed " Officious little begga?! Turnhim out, please. Mums." He glanced at Sheila "^
7^aI^'TJ^'''

?'""^^- He tried to eat MatregoJand Keith first time he saw them handle me ' '
^ *^

,^

^acgregor—your sergeant ? "

after all* ^T^""^ """V^^J ^?'i' ^^^P ' ^^'^ J"^ ^oo**alter all But he s a sturdy fellow, so I secured himfor my bodyguard and he was no ^nd pleased.''
It was a very chastened, reproachful Bobs whoat last suffered himself to be forcibly removed t7omthe scene. Mark patted his head by way of explartion but the rank injustice of the whole proceedhTcmust have galled his faithful soul.

Proceeding

closed7n"hi?H /'^J^
the ungrateful, as the doorclosed on his defender. "Go ahead. It's not half

In his heart he found her unerring discovery and

S\cM^** '°^ °^ ^^^S could not be said.Since his mother's concern was entirely for himselfhis own concern must be entirely for Sheila. Hi^
will, too long m abeyance, must stand between himand the temptation to discover, by imperceotiblemeans, whether his defection had kilfedSht «^^^
shy response he was just begimiing to discern when

rontrfvrtn t'^'' '^.t 'T'' ,
^y ^^^« "^'^^^ he mus?contrive to keep the lover's note out of their inter-

Thr^iu ?^ T^^J^^^
^* J^ast. that a deeper expression

France 1?
tenderness had crept into his letters from

!< ranee. It would make things a trifle easier now.

no r ir"^T\''^
mtimacy would, he perceived, be

^tr«ni f""'"^"^^'.
'°. ""^""'^^y interwoven were thestrands of joy and pain. But it was the price of her

22

!i
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will
sweet companionship ; and he would pay it

infc'Jy. just so long as it involved no risk for her.
To-day, while her fingers made magical passes

across his forehead, or fluttered over his head like soft
strong wings, he had need to reaffirm his resolve

i

and his best chance of keeping it, though he guessed
It not,^ lay less in the strength of his own will than in
Sheila's simplieity and singleness of heart.
For nearly an hour he surrendered himself to the

healing influence of her spirit and her touch, till

definite thought was stilled and peace flowed through
him, as in the days when Soeur Colette had kneeled
and prayed beside his bed
Then it was over ; and he was bidden to lie quiet

till tea-time, while his mother and Sheila strolled on
the terrace in the sun. Helen tilted back his atjust-
able chair, rearranged his cushion and lightly kissed
his forehead.

" Didn't I do well to insist ? » she asked smiling
;

and he smiled back at her without a word.
Keith came in for tea ; and later on, Dr. Warburton

appeared. The illusion of old times was strong upon
them all. Except for war-talk and Mark's wheeled
chair, It was almost as if their summer and winter of
tragic memory had never been. Only the fact that
Sheila must leave them broke the spell

" Till Wednesday," Mark said at parting. " And
one of these days I'll kick over the traces and come
for you myself."
To that announcement she had no ready-made

answer at command.
" It's lovely to be home again—and spoilt again,"

she remarked irrelevantly to whom it might concern.
And remember

; I expect to find something begun
if it's only a plasticine trifle."

On Wednesday she returned to find the plasticine
trifle awaiting her on his modelling table that had
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stood empty since the outbreak of w»r i.rugged and very vital studv of B^h-* ' " "^ «
mood

: hindquartersn Ihl .• T°'*f .'" ° gamesome
laid sideways'b^rreru'tflu'i^ paw tdlr"' "^^
*
Bene. hT'"'

^™'" '"^ ""'XS eye
*" """'"''

the"rd's^^^^rVotrri,tt'''r •'-'"«'?'''

to play the fool I

'» ^^' '^'^ mvitation

well that he^did and herTeart sang"for w'"^"'
^^'^

firstf?°;j: i;v:;.t;;:,^.-p'«-' «-^iy. -The

it t;:^fe^ii-?LIS" '-"^ -'- "^'^

frui.IVtinirair;efe7;;fe"^? ''""'" "^ ^'^'f"
I'm not so sure," he said slowly " if «,«« «, *i

naturally and efsually of Ws" i^r'd s^abUftv •T^Sheila winced in spite of herself ''t"'"'">' •,
'''"

remembered his bovish deli.hf i!
^°° '*^" ^^e

his father to lenX the ?Sdio"t" t^:tTt'''rooms into one. and how he had declared tCtrf *7from the extra space for prowlinrtl^^re wn.fw
''•^'^

a masterpiece. And he had alwL worked if T"«In absencesh_e instinctively pictuTe7hl'tts"tt

aglin. utrov:!Sl-eWry?hr..':h'"^ T^' ""-
of subdued eonvic«on "^rrtt trnronh*

^°^'''

smooth things. I'm confessing "!\\tf^te
Mark was silent. He dared not soesk n. a ^hardly look at her, lest she read tKrship in'lUyes'

'H

i K
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Lady Forsyth, being in no wise hampered, impul-

sively held out her hand.
*' Darling, you and I are of one faith,'* she said

;

and Sheila swept to her and kneeled beside her, glad

to hide her face a moment against the shoulder of

Mark's mother.

After that, she came again and again, and the

effect on Mark's temper and spirits was obvious to

all. She was not a healing influence, merely, but a
source of inspiration ; an incentive to renewed effort,

to a more purposeful grip on the far from futile

activities that still remained to him.

Inevitably he found himself contrasting the high

felicity of this girl's companionship with that other

who had led him hopelessly astray from the path of

true happiness. On the one hand a spell, a desire, a

troubled unsatisfying charm : on the other, a real

woman's heart—gracious, consoling, understanding

—

that rang true to every testing touch, and would, he
felt convinced, could he test her to the uttermost. If,

at times, Sheila seemed narrow where Bel was diffused,

she had the higher merit of being deep where Bel was
shallow. While there was scarcely a surface in life or

art that Bel had not skimmed, she had penetrated

nowhere. Sheila—ignorant of much that the modem
girl deems essential to her equipment for life—was
profoundly versed in the etemsJ lore of the heart.

Bel could never let a man forget he was primarily a
man, and she primarily a woman ; whereas some
finer quality in Sheila enabled Mark to rest content

—

almost—with the enchantment of her voice, her eyes

and the fellowship of her spirit. For all that, there

were moments when he wondered how much longer

he could keep it up.

And again, Sheila—though he did not guess it—was
his best safeguard. She had come, simply and gladly,

without afterthought, convinced that she could heal
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his hurt spirit, though his body was beyond her help.
For the moment, it sufficed that she was privileged,
through her own gift of heaHng, to revive his greater
gift of creation ; and to that end she martiulled all

tlie forces of her still, strong nature. Self-dedicated
to his service, the unspok ^n prayer of her spirit was
the prayer cf TheodoUna, the mystic :

" Give me
wings of great desire, lest I look within and fail."

And gradually, unconsciously, she imparted something
of her exalted mood to Mark. A growing conviction
that this blessed state of things involved no danger to
her, gave him fresh courage to control his own emotion,
lest he lose the best he had any right to ask of her now.

So, for awhile, things went well at Wynchcombe
Friars : and for Lady Forsyth those last two weeks
of ^larch were the happiest, the most hopeful, she
had known since Mark's return from France.
He had reverted to his old keen interest in the

management of his property. He began to enjoy
driving with Russell through his woods and farm-
lands, and supervising his handicrafts colony, chiefly
given over to French and Flemish refugees. Since
no son of his would ever reign at Wynchcombe Friars,
he was the more zealous to do his utmost—while time
and opportunity were given him—for the heritage he
loved.

In this way he grew to be aware that his people
now regarded him with a new and peculiar devotion,
often touchingly exhibited, inexpressive creatures
though they were by nature and habit.

Later on he was even persuaded to attend a big
recruiting demonstration at Winchester, where he
called upon Jevons, the boot-maker, to the old man's
huge delight. He read voraciously and played chess
with his mother, though in their case the game ' ^s
apt to degenerate into a prolonged argument well
spiced with flat contradiction! He also started a
bust of Keith, who quarrelled with his uudisccrning

M
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,

Mark did not fail to note his mother's eager interestm this new venture, or the pains she was%t not to

.Li. ^u
""'P^^*«^- It set him wondering what onearth the dear good fellow was up to-he^that wasfree to go m and wm the woman of his heart

March departed lamblike ; and April came in withprimroses and violets and dappled skies, wHh cTrd

anI'thT. Lm""f' "^"^'J^
'' '^' '^^ of the terr^c^and the gleam of young leaves on black boughs.

wa"^ nlJl"^
Mark's own month, and for him therewas none hke it in all the year. He too felt the leap

to tT f ' ^.?-^ ^T ^^**^^" ^^ '
^"d Sheila beganto talk of getting leave for her promised visit.

^

If '.u-
""""^ her dream came true, that stir of new

ntlTIh^ r? ^*^°^*' precipitated a crisis a mos^nevitable between unavowed lovers, using theanguage of friendship and thinking th; thoughts of'love. It came precisely when and precisely because

Terguafd.'"'''"''
^"^ *'^""^ '""'^ ^ ^i«" o"

Upon the afternoon of Sheila's seventh visit thev

Forw f ^'"''r'^ "^^"^- ^^i*h had driven*LadT

Hnl?- h ?7'r''
Bramleigh Beeches to meet a dis^tmguished Indian poetess, who had expressed adiSr-^lon of Helen's small volume of French and BelZiWar poems. These she had translated during thewinter to keep her mind from brooding on M^k andto raise extra money for their refugees. Hd^n waseager to meet the httle lady who had written d^a^m!mgly about her work

; and they left early that KelSimight be back in time to d^Ve Sheila homeMark s elation should have warned him that therewas pecuhar need for caution and control. But thewine of spring sparkled in his veins. The air was fullof love-songs and Te Deums. Daffodil buds 'v^re
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breaking and the first butterflies were out. All the
morning he had been scouring the country with
Keith in the little car that was now the joy of his
Hfe, and an afternoon alone with Sheila fittingly
crowned his content.
When massage was over he voted for tea at the

south-west corner of the terrace where they would
secure the last of the sun.
" A Japanese tea-party," said Sheila, " to worship

the almond blossom !
"

Mark privately added another object of worship no
less symboUc of spring. For Sheila, happy in her
devotion and in her power of healing, was emerging
from the shadow of her double loss; and shyly
watching, at last, the dawn of her secret hope. Her
eyes and skin were clearer, her cheeks less pale. Her
beauty and her spirit seem< ^ visibly to blossom with
the blossoming year. Her delight in the day and
the occasion was no less than Mark's, but it was of a
stiller quality.

They carried him down to the terrace, chair and
all ; and there, established in the sunny corner,
watched over by the almond tree, she made tea for
him and told stories of her other patients, whom she
was neglecting a little these days.
More by instinct than design, they kept their talk

in a lighter vein than usual ; and Bobs, as gay as
either of them, proved very serviceable in this respect.
Suddenly there flashed on Mark a memory of that

other picnic on the shore of Loch Etive : the love-
making, the conscious coquetry, the first mtimation
of underlying rocks that would have wrecked their
ship of marriage. Summarily he dismissed the in-
trusive reminder, that made him angry with himself,
angrier still with Bel and her shallow witchery. Yet
the indehble shadow of what had been, lay right
across his path. Painfully he was learning that ' t.c
whole life is mixed ; the mocking Past will stay.'
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h

Hest« h»H"'™°°" ^' "»"''' '"'^« none of it

When he lookJf ..^ f
"""^.from Colonel Mud'o.

in though,tellZ.'^r^CSyLtt!" f'J"'''away across the vaUey, whereZan fnTh^*"''
'"""""S

lo^;" '^S^^Z^ her «« h d„^ ^^^^^ ^^

"^taj.eyo„bro^^%„t,%^p1yT17 «l-«y.

..
And^she answered him, as quietism one word:

ring a Chrisuna, prTs^ffUX^Xs^Te Tt^erA day hlce this is double-edeed i^n'Vftfif "'

°ea?si4,e"".L^'''i;^°f -^P^ He^JJ^sX^
And

yA^„ wastrat hl'Sjrfu^'^'r

At the last, her voice shook so fhof 4.u
n^oment of silence before'°s2e Idded* '^iVeU.yl
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o!;^^^^^*."^^^*..^^ them would say-

889

they haven't the best of it" " "
"

musta™ra'r.'^'"<""^*'^»'^--tg-e. " You

Not so often—now "

character, nationn,! and inividual vvMnh . T ^'^

Were had been a genuine upUft, would it U«t? AV
t?e struggle dragged endlessly, sullenly on »

hJ t?! K "^'""^ reluetantly that thf pendulum

of the rnan but he was fiercely jealous none tVe fe^

sp^^S ^^e'tsln^y Z^.°''''
^- ^^""'•^

m
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" Why was he in your mind ? »

Je^ousy flashed out in spite of him-and she
'' Isn't he allowed to be ' "

himsei?! "'xrelaffiXn'
''''''

}l-t
^"''^^ *° ^^^-^^

" As a patient—-^ ^ ""^^ dehberately assumed.

qu'iekly: ^'' But I'mUtf'".' T^ "^"^^'" '^^ P"* ^n

she "iwefrd^evaS "jJT / ''^"-^ "e will,"

He can. ^of;:&^,''^-Z^1?'>''' '^ ^'^
„ Still writes to you, does he ? '

tell Wm Ivi^ytfrr-d'oub?;
paused longing to

shred of feeling reSafn'eVrrM'
'*'" "'•^"'^' ^^^

as.edi^Wag---~^^^^ Mar.

" O; wJTat ?-The"drink%'"|'r"« °' '*•"

have him ? • J^ecause you wouldn't

preS^tobe'a^'"'",!^-''; »"* it was useless

be jealous^ even h^' io^ sentXr"! -f ^' '""^^
a run. " Some one ZlH „ *' *P'"*« "P ""th
thank gooSs An/'unS.rE''''^ '"' *'"'*•

her again. I'mnotfttaliiT ^i!
^^ ^°™® across

think he is either.^'
^^^^ ^^^"* ^^

'
^^^ ^ don't

extendTheta:^ :,,^:^^ - <?!^*e -"^ T" '»

that." He spoke slowhf, .{know-all about
had decided, on the spi^r Tly.""''^

'^P^^^^^' ^e
through his ^^eadfng^^^^^^^^^^^ *« ^--^
frankly the process Anri V^^ ,

^^' *° explain
J' ie process and the completeness of his dis-

^k..-.-
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Mtot-l*; ^l^C^'"- «'>^'«'d the right
after their n^es hTdt» cou^uT^''"'r ""'^^rted.

friends. Though nowe^^„ P, '' ^^ '•^'atives and
denied hin,. he'felt?™;: attly t^:, 2^"^. "'"'

So, after a nausp h» «,«„* ^ "lat she must know.
emphasis

: " You seHTrl °"' "'*'' *''<^ '^<^ ^'<>^

Alison was that sort
•^^"''^P' J""" <'« =ee-Miss

troublesome stafe of^clm^tifn ^^^^^^^^^^
'" «

h^ierve^/^reAi^r^^^^^
readjust all the values Ah ^ "nreahties and
things elear-!!ho^W clea^''-^:.' ??/''"<= °°^ ^-
he paused. " And aH hose ^:Lwh;: *°°

i
"

•"

dead
; when I seemp,! t^ k ' "*" • • • I was

anything, any on^utlhlt de^^UrittTe^N!;"'' t'""samthness, her simplicity \^^,,' !u- ''
,
^"

than ever. I saw—_.'• Z. ' ' ' ? .
"""g^ clearer

the heart of thl^od f?^"?''i '?*"« "<>*» into
to defy Fate anS ir^n decreeTCd tefr' ^T"*^"*
!.een in those strange dat7wl,^"i,''^-

''*'' "" ^^ ^ad
and his eves wwi H.,tr ' 7 " '^'^ ''P' *"e closed

The one thing he did^otl^^^.T""'* *° t''^ t^th-
nately perhaps was ShdlVff ***.' """^nt, fortmx-

and Xays' had been it'
"" "'""'.^ ^«'''«°° '^a*

Didn't wknt to Sh. i, J^
"^''" ^^^^^ ""e depths.

Her effcTon me was^'ltTfi 'T^J^ T ^°' ^hem.
Mind, I'm not"xcu"ng^mt^f;itt nn'"' fl

'"°"«-

that she could and did Sc-suclTh^'i^n



842 UNCONQUERED
came very near marrying her before I went out.
Makes me shiver to think of it, for her sake as much
as my own. Dangerous things, these war marriages.
I've heard of some tragic results. And then, when I
came back, there she was—irresistible as ever. But
the something in me that couldn't resist her had been
burnt away—out there. Then they told me I was
a permanent crock. ... No choice—after that.
Marrying days were over." A pause. "Perhaps,
after all, it's worth being smashed up like this, to
save one's soul alive. There—now you know. I've
been wanting to tell you . . . all that this long while."
" And I've been badly . . . wanting to know," she

admitted, and his quick ear caught a new vibration
in her voice. ; Startled out of his passing relief, he
turned swiftly and was confronted by a transfigured
Sheila

: gifts in her eyes, the colour rising in her
cheeks. For her there was no iron decree. Heart
and soul she was ready. And Mark, for one measure-
less moment, sat there tongue-tied, realising what he
had done, realising still more acutely what he dared
not do. Then, with a supreme effort he forced him-
self to look away from her.
" I was right when I said . . . just now ... the

dead have the best of it," he muttered in a tone of
concentrated bitterness.

Sheila sat silent, motionless. It was as if with one
hand he had Ufted her to heaven and with the other
had flung her back into the dust

—

Her eyes were blinded so that she could not see the
pain in his, and suddenly her ears caught the purr of
the motor coming down the drive.

" Ah—^there they are." It was Mark who spoke.
She heard the note of relief in his voice and it cut

her to the heart.

Without a word, she rose and went to meet them. . . .

i



CHAPTER IV

*' A Med of fire is in the human soul
That tears can quench not "

F. W. B.

Helen had seen at a glance that something was
wrong, very wrong indeed ; and, when the other two
were gone, she returned to Mark with a flutter of
trepidation at her heart

Sheila cared. By this time she was convinced of
it And Mark— ?

Once already, in his blindness, he had flung aside
this jewel of a girl. Did he mean to do it a second
time, open-eyed, because his body had suffered ship-
wreck m the service of his country ? If so, she fore-knew the futility ofargument Yet-given the chance
and the facts—she was prepared to fight it out with
iiim, tor Sheila's sake no less than his own.
But it was for him to speak first ; and she feared

nis silence.

During her absence he had wheeled himself alone
the terrace and back again to that fatal comer, where
a ghostly Sheila still sat in the empty chair, her arms
resting on the table, a light of unearthly beauty in
her eyes. His face wore the hard, closed-up look
that his mother had not seen for weeks. Casual talk

?^itr
^^*°^^^^«h Beeches was sheerly impossible.My darling, what has gone wrong ? " she made

bold to ask.

He frowned and set his teeth. *' Everything Too
perfect to last. I might have known it." He looked

343



844 UNCONQUERED

gettdolT"'"'- "^"""'t talk out here. Lef.

possible to talk Mm^L fit »"^'"«T°°'" "" '* "»'
self. Lady Forevth^,t •

i,
'"Sf«"« »» steady him-

stress of emotion '
'''"*^' '''*°' <'°'<J ""^er

•' fe^m.'^ivi/v"
'P'^'' *° ''" ^ " ^he asked quietly

1 came within an ace of it-God forgive me I
•

shJ'crii\"; ::SLryen''v°""*^ «"*
in ierk'«! T^^r 5^ ^**- "^^^ ^eart was beatini?

creisX" rtL'o&f« ^T°"^ g'^t'y in-

of the War ''^^ ^^ *>>« baseless strain

thorough good I^icking. \^sh Pd a fatLr f"^
•

*
It me. Perhaps Keith will I'm A tl- ° ^'""^

Mums. This massage b^nes,r««^
^'^'''^ ^°"*

of ffood R,,*^ ,« ^ business has done me no end
ver^deVil "i"frZ°*'r."fr*- '

• '''« be™ tSe

Goi;ever mat'Vn^TSVfr^ir''^* Ch' '''^

cut
. . . and surr^dlr "

°'"' '"^**"*" » <='«'«

^°;<J,be be"" «"'' happier for a 1^.
^ ^eheve-it

a.1hetUt:f^'^ """' *- '^^ Ued ou, even

yoiir^honesfbXf " Mir"- t*"*'^ «»« '''tent of

/ou lor It. But you can't



VIA LUCIS
expect me, always, to see it the same way.
considering Slieila, and no one but Sheila

845

I'm

My dear boy, /'m considering her too ! " hismother ened out, unable to endure that last reproach.

hLl. A u°!"^ '^ * ^°°^ ^^^^ ^o'^ger than you

trJ. ^^' ^^^'7u^
^* °' '^°*' '"y understanding^ of

a woman-^"^ ^" ^°""- ^'"^ ^ ^°"^an. She's

''Jher, you are ''-Mark fairly took the word outof her rnouth. - It's because she's so divinely awoman that I refuse to let her in for ... a travesty

ililTll'^^^'^ ^-^'^ "^^ *^^* ^*« ^^e^ted for better

ItZnlH h'' "''''f
attendance on a broken man.U would be a sm. ^ ou know that as well as I do."

fh. fr„Tr ""^-^ "T^''* recognising that he spokethe truth-one side of it. But even while she loved

that sr^r'^w^T
^°'

^.' ""^"'^^' ^^^nviction remained

obsLcles
^^ ^ *'^'^'^' "^^"^^ recognise no

ml?''* .?T' ^"^^ ^"' ^^^^'^S^ aren't quite pastmending," she urged in a quieter tone. " SuVely
Sheila has at least the right to know you love her,and to make her own choice."
Mark shook his head. '*' She wouldn't think

things out. And she'd be too tender-hearted to

minf• ^^ S' "^^ *^^'^ probably will be improve-ment-of sorts But I gather the chances are I'llnever be a whole m^an again. And I don't see myselfmarrying her on the off-chance."

darlin^r^WK '^ ^T^^'^ ' ^"^ '^'''' ^^e^P^ess, poor

A^Zu^ ^i}^
"""'* "^^ wretched women always bedumb on this matter that concerns us above every-thing else ? She ought to be allowed to take the

imtiative m a case like this."

arilr^^T^ n T^^u""^ ?^ *^^* '^^ ^^"'t'" ^^rk mutteredgrim^. But she detected in his voice the mere& <;?
7^'*^°"' and a wild hope leaped in herheart. Sheila might move hini, or Keith-^
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At that point Mark leaned forward suddenly an

flung away his cigarette.
" Don't let's talk of this again, Mums," he sai

more gently than he had spoken yet. " It hurts n

both too much. Also it's futile. Nothing on eart

would induce me to offer Sheila—damaged goods
damaged in every sense. I'm the sinner first an
last. When 1 ought to have been at her feet, I wa
wasting my substance on . . . Miss Alison. Oh, yc

. . . you knew. You're welcome to your privat

triumph."
" My son—it's no triumph," she broke out bitterlj

*' It's torment. I would sooner have been entirel

wrong and that Bel should have turned out worth
of y^ur chivalrous love "

" Well, / wouldn't," he contradicted her inevitablj

I wouldn't sooner anything that might have robbe
me of discovering Sheila as I've been discovering he

these few weeks, even though it's made things i:

general ten times harder to bear. She's a perpetus

inspiration. A light of earth. If she were only tha
! But she's more. And so . . . she's not for m<

Possibly I was mistaken this afternoon. It migh
haVe been . . . just her heavenly sympathy. I hop
to God it was. We'll run no more risks, anyway. ]

she gets this leave of hers, I'd better go off on som
sort of torn" with Keith—doctor's orders ! If he'

too busy, the Sinclairs might put up with me for

bit, or Uncle John down at We5nmouth. The farthe

the better. We must furbish up some sort of pre

sentable excuse. It's pretty detestable, just whe:

the situation seemed to be taking a real hft ever

way.'

And his mother sat listening to it all, mute am
miserable, envisaging the spring and summer—tha

had seemed to promise resurrection—darkened b;

this fresh tragedy. She knew, now, just how hig!

hope had risen of late.
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aske^'^thrJ^l!*^;"?; • • *° ^" permanent ? " sheasked with a sigh of utter weariness.

flieker*rhumo:Jr''^T?'^ ^'' ^'^^ ^^ f'^intest

Slums I «Z.f '" ^''
P^"^^ ^y««- **% dearluums, 1 sometimes wonder if vmi -^oiif l

walked this earth for fifty '".rs [s'any'thm^ fv"rpermanent—excent ehanaf» v t c,..
"^"""k ^v^'

shall both shake SU^Tme aLirprthVhor;M^
sees ot me the better. She ought—to marrv Andshe probably will. Oh, God~- |

" ^' ^"^

and hlJhanr.l'^' !IT "'',""'" ^^-^^ ^ fi^'^ee whisper,and his hand closed sharply on the arm of his chairHis mother neither moved nor spoke. She leaned

wrttrfuuhe'i\'." '^' ^^^^^'"-^^ ^^^y^^^^mm, thankful the lights were not switched on

he would haveKZs k "eef :LdThr'r!:was he sat there dumb, chained to the accursedchair raging at his helplessness, raging stuTmore

desire'
""^ "'''"'"^ "='^'""' *° fufftl^her Lm"

Soon she rose hurriedly, murmured somethini?about coming back soon, and left him
'°™""'"8

They were alone that evening. Keith was dininc

fng ^Stb"' ^"^^''^"f
-"iwards atTe&mg Man s Club on ambulance driving in FranceThey missed him badly, both of them It is oftenthe way with sucJ, quiet, unobtrusive natures. KetS

2nf^ho^^'*
"'"''*

'"J'""* "^P<=<='' »"" «" though
rn^tK J

were Vividly present to the minds ofmother aBd son But their talk in the main was ofBramleigh Beeches, Indian genius and the ^oe^y of

After dinner Mark asked for " Sadhana " andmusic. He wanted to escape from talk tSat co"d
28
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not. just then, be anytliing but a mere makeshift

discourse on " Realisation in Love " ^
fmm?h"h '"f"''^"''^ f"';"

he read, " has been separatedfrom the Supreme Soul not from alienation but fromfullness of love. It is for this reason that untrutr

soul can defy them, can overcome them ; nav can

beaTy-l"™"''"™ """ '"'° "^ pow^r'^ an"

Mark pondered that sentence a lone while It

Wm hleth^'*
«-''«/ "P- the dark'pa^h tfo chim

;
like the voice of God in his own soul, sayincThis do, and' thou shall live." His faith in t^feUnseen was like that of most Britons, an fnart/eulateand very hidden thing. But his brief, stVcnuousspell of service, followed by weeks of intimate Zspoken communion with the passionate soul of oTesmall French nun, had intensified his inner vision

and deepened the measure of faith that was in 1r
him^"^f •"r°f"'^u''""''^<"^«Pt«dthetaskassign^him

;
recognised also that, just in so far as he fulfilledIt. he would be still able to sei-ve his cou^tr^ and Wsown people in defiance of his handicap. ThTst?ugclebetween spirit and matter, that had hitherto bfen

of h^Tff "' '"r •""^* "°" '•-<•"«= the keynote

St^l'nsonkne^'!"'"""'"^' ^^* ""-'<l--d-"

th^^U*"**'/'''"''^*"'
"hellious heart cried out

without Lrthf r^ fehievement were possible

:

Wh-Tf"""^ "* *^" b^ "**'! to be taken up to bed

that Helen fled for refuge to her own room and her
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own fire. Anxious and disheartened by this freshrouble she elung to the thought of KeitJi as a upwreeked man to a spar. Her own pleading wasvitiated~no denying it-~by the mere' fart of hermotherhood. Keith eould speak more impartial ymore frankly, as one n.an to"^ another. She "v n edto see him and unburden her heart to him beforeshe slept Hut he expeeted to be late and had b gledher not to sit up. liesides. he would be tir ffitwould not be fair on him. She must ha-(
till the morning. Her rebel spirit was b,-
mto patience these days.
The door into Mark's room was r-h.;^

often had to be, now. Hut she hear ! p(,
footsteps. The men had evidently lei l-ui
she go m and say good-night? Her hw r^
over him, and it was hateful to feel unsu
weleomc. Did he guess how acutely she mi .^^
casual wanderings in and out-the arguments, theragging' am the dear delights of their ancient
comradeship, tliat seemed almost to belong to another

Latterly, under Sheila's reviving influence, the oldhappy relation had been renewed with a difference
It was she who now went in to him for early tea, whenhe did not peremptorily order her back lest she catch
cold

;
and the ' hair-brush interview ' often took

place beside his bed. Being dependent on the men,
he could not sit up till all hours. Now, to-day-just
as hope was sending green shoots into the sunshine-
she felt jerked back into the miseries and uncertain-
ties of a winter that she would fain wipe clean out ofher memory.

Finally, she decided to go in to him and chance
the result.

The comfort of finding she was welcome would beworth the risk.

His room was in darkness : curtains drawn back,
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windows flung open, revealing a strip of starry sky
and black pme branches blotting out a constellation
or two. Ihe light from her own room guided her to
nis bed.

He said not a word. But his arms came out to
greet her

; and he drew her down, clinging to her.
as he had never done in the days before War had
cnppled his strong, shapely body and shaken his
nerves.

;;
I thought—you had forgotten," he said at lastAnd / thought perhaps—you would rather not."He tightened his hold. " I forbid you to think that,

ever. No matter what the devil inside me may say or

»» V "'^'^ f^J"^ '''^^'' ^ ^°^ *o yo"» little Mums."
You re the dearest blessing of my life," she an-

swered, her ch6ek against his.
It was some time before he let her go, but neither

cJ?^"? S" u^^
*^^ ^""""^ uppermost in their minds.

She left him at last, with his fervent " God bless

l?\ ^^'^f^ fa^s and hope renewed in her heart
Sheila—if she loved him sufficiently—must win in the
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stand
^^ "^"^ ^^^ housemaid at her washing-

J"di"awi;^T;ck 'j^uSJ''
*""" r- never any need

in the morning SranH ?"""«
'T'^'"'' *° '«'

both offices hf«elTbete"'goi;TtTSi'';''?ST"*

the stars wfre hTfriends* If r"*^"? ''?'"ty
'^ '^<»

£canSie^s%hrXTtt^hifJE^--:;

"Has Sir Marie had his tea ? •• she ast^H „., n,maid went out.
asked as the

" T°n S^ '""^y- '•'^'^ **'" asleep."
iell Macgregor not to disturb him."

practiealltlti;*^ flL" hlr^rry ^"fe l^te t^^e Wdes, though perhaps not^4Tw'Uu^^
She Ut her spirit lamp and took up her letters.
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One of them was from Mrs. Melrose—an unusual event.
In spite of the link between their children, and the
natural inference that some day Sheila would marry
Mark, these two were not friends. They were merely
life-long acquaintances. But Mrs. Melrose, like many
of her kind, could slip on the cloak of friendship when
it happened to serve her purpose. And it served her
purpose now.

" My dear Lady Forsyth," she wrote, "I've been
feeling rather concerned lately about our Sheila and
her future prospects. I say ' our ' because, by her
own choice, she seems to belong almost as much to you
as to her father and me. But—after all—she is mine.
I am responsible for her welfare. And as we are such
very old friends, I am going to write to you quite
frankly on the subject of her possible marriage. Of
course I know how you discourage gossip in every
shape and form ; but you are probably aware that
for a long time Sheila's name was coupled with Mark's
all over the neighbourhood. Quite natural—you
must admit. And if Mark had not suddenly gone off
at a tangent in another direction, I wouldn't have
given the matter a thought. I am far too busy to
worry over trifles."

("Too busy to win your daughter's confidence or
her heart

!
" was Helen's mental interjection.)

" But, even in these casual days, it does not improve
a girl's chances if her name is bandied about, coupled
with this man and that. Last autumn there was
that Mr. Seldon. Now I hear he is running after Miss
AHson. She seems a dangerous young woman.

" But what chiefly worries me is this. I discovered
the other day that people round here are again specu--
lating about Sheila and Mark. And I am sure, dear
Lady Forsyth, you will agree with me that this won't
do at all. Mind, I am not saying a word against
Mark. But I do think that, for Sheila's sake, he
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would not wish it eirer™ ^ ^ ^"^ '"'" ^<'"

/
At this point Helen flushed furiously Thn«

tw I' 1 .
"*''* ^«" sentences so startled herthat she almost forgot to be angry.

^,1'/^"° «"^' '" '*"<=* confidence, I am convincedthat Mr. Macnair is seriously ipHs with our littt

?ol„n'a^"e;^S> -™e"t:fe"r^-^'"/"^^^

^T^'^l '" r^^ay"Ttho^gVofte

'drffi.,'Jl"^
"^*'''"S y''* *<> Sheila herseir She isdifficult- about such things. So shut in-hernorth-country grandmother all over! And M Mac

certaln amo^u^t'VS^'
'"" "' "^ who neeSl acertain amount ot discreet encouragement Butdarling Sheila is rather a little fool in thaWay IVetold her more than once her pride will be hS ruin INow she talks about spending her leave at VVvnch«*

"matter?";""'.''
'"'""' ^ g°<>d 'hZ"et

th^ T k
""^"^'s and put an end to all this gossin

I ask you to give them both a litUe push in the riehtdirection-quite unobtrusively, as only an olderwoman can. It's all they needfdear foZh creaturesand I may add you would earn my eternal oratitude'I orgivc me If I have written too frankly. But bein„

I i"*?!"" T"'*"'' ^ «>" *"'•« you will understandSo glad to hear from Sheila that Mark is really Ser"m every way. Yours most sincerely,
^

"Adela Mei.rose." it
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H^^/n^*"^*™!!
^^^^"^ ^°""y*^ '^^^hed the end ofthat amazing burst of confidence, she had a dizzying

sensation of seeing the world, her famihar home?world, the wrong side up. Keith and Gheila-whomshe had always regarded as belonging respectivelyto herself and Mark ! And she-with her traScknow edge of her son's belated awakenin"sT
give those two the ' little push ' that would sendthem into each other's arms—
^.?^%'''' twice at Boulogne, she remembered, thisvery idea had dimly occurred to her. But now-
I'ntSbir SH

'• ^'\'^ °^ ^" people-she found itmtolerable. She resented it vehemently :—not onMark s account alone. Yet the disconcerting fact r^mained that Keith himself might hold other view^on the subject. She had always been sceptical ovlMark s nonsense about herself. At least-until thisbewildering moment-she had honestly beUeved inher own scepticism. She had put the idea away fromher and thanked God for the treasure of S^
for thl /"r.^'^^P\.^"' '^'' "^^^"^"g «he perceived!

f^r ht f n
*'"'^,' *^^*, '^^ ^^« "^t *t all preparedfor his falling m love elsewhere

wJf^'^"/^^
fundamentally given to self-deception,

without knowing ,t~she who set such store bysincenty of soul ? Only last night Mark had turnedanother of her honest beliefs inside out. Whatwould he say to this ?

And SheiU herself ? Incredible !

Distracted by conflicting emotions and utterlvperplexed, she leaned back among her pillows. Therecould be no peace, on her own account or Mark's till

flashed through her dismay how was it to be done ?nire to Sheila- Are you in love with Keith ? " AskKeith over his eulfee and newspaper-" Are vou inbve wiUi Sheila^? " Confront each^ith the ot'her onWednesday, and say point blank :
" Look here, if

if
IP I
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TrnZ'^Tl^'^^' """ ""• I '"'^« "o objections

that Mrs. MeW h^' atse H.T'/" ''^"^j?*

memory— **"'' ''""* "°'^«"''8 back to he;

It was mainly to Sheila that Helen lookrrl f„.reprieve especially after last night V^ti' f^

her if he can."
"<='™, let the whole man win

riglr
^"^ ""'"''' ""^ *••**

= ""d l'« would be

Of a sudden she felt heartily ashamed of herselfWhat was It she had said to Sheila at Inveraic ' - Boas kind as you please to your Door thini tf i'

you stop short of marrying them " Tf T^ "tcame to her own son, she'waf ready to ea?hVcor,Ld

^dTs^:^^'r.•• ^"* then-Mark wL Mark

ot"l^^L!ht %^i,f'"i!'^^'"' T'° "* ber argument

wai^ti^^^Jl^^sh'e-dL totthVar^^^^r^ 'Aft^eaS sh: ^I'd ^t^^^alone and tell him everything If feces ary'!Kwould even show him thit detestableTetter—
At breakfast in the study, they talked war news andGovernment delays and the Great OffensiVe ^n^appeared to have been slain either by badslff work

they't^ked" HX"f"° "'"' ^.'''"^- '^"^mey talked, Helen was surreptitiously watching
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And all the time she^w,?*'^^,-" ^'"^ "'«• "«" ««"
perhaps this vTry Keit? h^i * ^"''", ^*«™'y "^at

was £ love w.th Shdla' °''" P'""""' P™P«=rty,

foZS hlJl "r c^'l^r" '" the library she
grasped the door-handTe ih"*?""- ""= h""! J"st
of the stairs. '

'^''™ *« '""''hed the last

spare me a few minutes ?'• ' ^"^ y°"
"The whole morning if you u^e

"

stated rnrbU^s fe^" '" ""'^ *°"«- »« --P'r

lovll^fay'^Vef th"e*^ '^"r/"'' ""^k '» 'his

notio^ of^Enrnd we^^St'to^'ltl^lS*" '" **''*

couragement !

"

^ ^^^® "^™ ^^ery en-

some^htag 'and kJen!;"
^'"^ '"' *""= ^^e of saying

a deep refpe"? for ?he rJ^Tft "* ""y- S'«=^»d
now, too late, she shrankZl ?

^"^ """"'^"^^
• a°d

curtain that hd the real S^f'"^ *.""«"' "" *'"«

the terrace she fell silent WT fK
^^ *"='• «"* o"

corner, where Mark anHSh i V /'' ^^^^^ the far
the daV before

^"''' ''*'' P"*^ ''O abruptly

Well—what about your letter ? ' !,«. » i jamused note in his vdL ,'™ ' ,"« asked, an
beg for an urgent few mtn,.t ', ""^ ''''^ ««'«" »»
April sunshine It JI«H,/"^ *'"=" *^* about

he^atoneet^g^l^tL tdTotSJJ? *"''* -'"^

Jt?fr&^--sKrdi-
Shesays

. . . you and Sheila ' o,.;* f • • • she
could get no farther. "1 think " ^hi^^'^'T ^he
h.m that innoeuous-lo^l™f •

bomb:helf' •.?''"!
better read it for yourself."

""'"^sneii, you'd
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obeyed ^^Id^^^^^ T^'^""
^"^ "^^^^y ^""O"^' heooeyea and she, feeling uncomfortably shakv half

anger or emotion ? It was hard to tell Th/ V~was not lifted—yet ^^ ''"''^*'*

on Wm'
'"^^'^^^' ^' ^"°^^^ "P ^"d <^-"ght her eyes

askedV^^/^'T'' **^'" ^"^^^ °f her senses ? " he

Thaf'Th,1f "YtJ thought," Helen murmured

h^heJt"'''
"""" ' '"•°''"^<='' ^ ''""<' -•"<"'« at

"' f""
''

.T*"^'
'"'^^ y°" •«=en thinkin/f ?

"
A good deal . . . since I read that letter " AnH

toXn •*
Kefth" f'tf'r

''^ ^'^' S-ehereourtge

Us / w»nt t.
' '" ""^ • • • ^hat Mrs. Melroiesays, 1 want to say . . . on my own account th-f

Tm^i^ "'s:
"" "1'''^*'°° '» *'' "attrb^fu:

He feels 1.; \' ^^ °"'^ fP"''" "^ " yesterday.

hoDed-Bu; I »^
"«''*• I """fo^^ I had

tw^H" ' "^^ ^^'^ "^'^ ^ immensely for you

otheSleads «.' ^'-T'^ ^:'"'"e '« "'"8 us at each

wom»n " K-H, K^^ instigation of this impertinentwoman, Keith broke out ansrilv " Ilnnr> „„ „ j
Helen, I stand confounded— l" '^

° "^ ''°"''

She also
was more th

stood confounded.

bargained fSr, and she was

Anger from Keith

11
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forther^ mconvenienced by an ignominious imp.

on'"^'xfwt,!'?hf"r^r"*^^' -""«-
"I gave jwu credit forTh,?'""°"l'"''' ^«''«"«n
boti!: Slfeira a"ri kt JL tl'n

""''<='-,^""«'ing of
minr)-: very thorn„„M,r i J^" y°"' ''"°»'' <>"> o'

/..never coupled Sheila's nam^etfee " ^""^

it isn^t •faifoXrl^H-'-e
of Wmsclf. rie feels . .

her ht?r^rump'l/dra^.r ""T""'
«"'» ^-'"i.

thing happened^'lri^ ^^^Z'luTA .fTall to pieces. Obviouslv fJ™ ti, ^ "* '"'°''^ ^'

behaviW neither of v™. \^
*'"' '^">' y"" «"•« bot

ofwhat that girl feelsC m"","
« K^^^i-g notio

through long repress on hi^?- k" ' "^ ''^"^'' ""^
of almost siSl'd^S t^tr'!^'''''^'**sort of thinff a m«n «„ « \ ^'^^ *^^* ^ not th

scruple-even anZT m°'^ *° ^'"^ ^^^^e for
"w I

J

honourable scruple"

secreVir^vei°vVtLt"'h'
same,"'^she ventured-

^MostTjV-, ^^ ""«" had spent itself

clearer viel of thin«. «"?'"« .°"*''''«' I g^t a

holding back "tVshe" hat wuf's ' r

'* ^^"'^'^ '"
wou dn't mind tplli„„ i

•
•

*"'''"' ™ost, and I
But it wouTbe iSerbettei"f'T P'"'" ^"S"*"
if Sheila could be induoL f '

'^''
l'^""
°^ "dances,

" Keith I By whom '" 'P'"'' ^""^ '"'"^'f-"

" By me."
'' Would you do it really ' "

tale—
!?"''• "' °"'y *° "fute that woman's fairy

" But—when ? "
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VIA LUCIS 359
"To-day, if possible."

aback by his qSfftne '

nf .f
'''1 '""' ''«" ^^-^

Before she had r«o" red frlm ?"* "" '''"''°"-

spealcing again "^o mnl ?
h/r surprise he was

good '"ck'to"them"'A7ttuS"''t """"Tgazing at her steadfastlv-f"^" ul
~^.'' Paused,

has the trutH nevlroneeXne'd "on ''oT'' "°™^1ithese years 9 » «»*"cu on you . . . m all

corner of the cSn Lh h t''
"'""S''* *" «" «

the whole of it tt^ Jh'e mfo-M ' '"'' If '''"«'"« back
of her misundmtondl?* r**^/"'"'"''' ti"* depth
real hidden Kdth^shr?' ^^1'°"^^ "'"^ ''J' «'«
to say a 4ord in reply

""'* " amazingly difficult

la^"y""i*Ltst iZf?"* ?r'' '"^ •"'"itt'd
w« ij

'"'^/^st letter from the trenches '»He could smile now at the tragic memo^'
. Thataccounts for the missiof shStT^'
•' And you didn't believe him ? "

"^^prepotrousr."^'- " • P^Po^terous—>.

^His^laconic bluntness told her how deeply he was

I ti^l!% ^1" *«''' y^a"'^ older than you AndI felt as if ,t ought to be Sheila. And "4 Viilonger pause. Her heart was beating 1r]7rks "¥wasn t altogether sure . . . of mvsVlf tI u
^

you came back, you gave no °lgT~''
^'''"' "''"

I've n'^e' ^4 -^ ^""^^^^ *^ ^^«**^^' ^«°^«n. And^ "-^e. ^atci uunea a siired of hope '»
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She tried to speak. It was useless : but the Quiof her hps emboldened him. ^
'' Helen— tea* I wrong ? "
*' Partly wrong."

marry'^e P' '"'"^
' " " ^^'^"^^ >'—"^^ y

low .^

tTin.lr"'^''\ ' ' T'^^ ^'^"'" '^^^ «-id ve

had \h., 1

''''^' ""'^'^ ^^^"t^y diseouraginffhad the tender assuranee of her eyes - I n ,,

S

"^vVu wi^h a/r^''^^
?'^^* ^

^-
"« ^--thou^

qu^te I can'f h^ iieart--is not the same thing
.

^ At;. ^ ^^" * be—you understand ?
»»

**

^

Ul course I understand "

his morning I wanted to murder Mrs MclrosIf that's confession enough ? "
mclros

exDre{^^Jlii'
^"^'^^-^'^'^ she had never heard h,

.i!Lgle word
'°'"^™^'= ^° •""='' ^««°g into

him''^;„''fh"T
'" 'P'^f'''''8 "n"* no'" she stood beforh m, in the clear sunlight that made her eves loo^

Xow„"h^:f;' Tut'Sn^'^^"^
°'^''- '""«

or for the h^:'. pl"c^?l;Tb^^"o'rrrr„^rt*'H^

^it heT" Ff'?^
*°

*!l^>'--«»
oTetetaYyou"?

le^ZnL hT^L ""''. " " """'°'' delightfullj

hn.
J i\&t^rrun''i:^!!ratirs'

"'^"- ^-'^

A touch would have brought tliem to earth.
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said quietly. " I'm certain of it
" '''«^''''." I'c

Please forgive. Sheila

"

'•'"""' Wednesday.

4}^r^:^;'ut'",i^Cdfj'r\rj'-'-"'-'o."-

I am eon,i„g this morning Ur|e,,° M
"^'"^ ."'•''">•

lie off with that double qS " ,,""''":'••

•»>'• Then, OS the red ,vh„„? '
,"' '"'"' *" "'e

to Helen. " Just a chlnl > ™""''"' '"" t»™«l
me and pave the way Fv. h,

"""^
^J:'

"'^•^^' '"•'"•«

mere that ean't waif"
'"'^"' "'''' '" "'>'"<=1'-

Hettu XoTa^s'lffi 'J^de.'f'r
""""- ">"'

have been a dream H . f I
'^''"^<^^^"^ moment must

"• ^e^iifS^i-xrh-r-
"^- "-

- aL ^?' * tell Mark-yet," he said.^o. It would be oni.I t ^
till you come back He said iT^Jt'^'" .^" "^^

morning and wanted to be alone TfS 7"'^ '''''

of my returning to the attack^ Oh KHth 't
;'"'P''*'

succeed." ' ^" ^eith, I hope you
" I mean to. I hope she will tko*'

point." ^ ^"^- -I hat's more to the

^^?ml^^.Zl\nl h'T '? «- --
ate about it. .1 was o,,1t,. .

' hopelessly obstin-

"Poor od clTan,^"''i?"8''y
'""'him last night."

tenderly '• Sornet'^L. i
' 7"^ ^^'^^*- "l^n i,.r

childrelyou loTe be^t - "
""""" "'''* "^ >'°" t-o

lovl^Cp-';™fiTf^rf'^'^d -''i'^h of them »o„
missible reLr'^Go Zt' tT' '° "•"* ""P"'
^oon. Mrs. Melrose will never fo^ive me"™'

*"""
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362 UNCONQUERED
•' We'll survive that. And she'll have me to rec

with now "

Before leaving he came to her in the drawing-ro
where she was filling a bowl with daffodils. Siler
he held out his hands and she gave him both her o
"Rather wet I " she said to cover a troubles<

feeling of confusion.
He smiled and drew her nearer. Then, very quie

as if it were an act of consecration, he stooped
kissed her
Afterwards she came out and waved to him fi

the doorstep as he drove away : the same Keith
whom she had played elder sister for years ; and ye
strange a Keith that it was as if she had barely knc
him till to-day.

Putting on her garden hat, she wandered out i

the pinewood, dappled with sun and shadow, jewel
with patches of moss. Letters were waiting to
written. Let them wait. She had a consum
need to be alone with her amazing knowledge and
so strangely reawakened heart.

Fifteen years ! What was she, to deserve such 1<

from two such men as Richard and Keith ? Dehb
ately she hnked their names in her mind. Delih
ately she stood still with uphfted face and closed e^'

" Richard—cto you understand ? " she whispe]
just above her breath.
Only the pine branches rustled overhead.
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CHAPTER VI
" You yourself know not how beautiful is your gift »

Sib Rabixdranath Taoore.
It was Mrs. Melrose who opened Keiths f .1and her elation may be conceived Sht?L

*"^^^^^"^»
at the moment, on a n^^aZL} u.^^^^
was free, her mother becLned?.; n.. ^-''"^^^^ '^^
the passage and handedte^tt iTveZf

"^"^^^ ^^^^

she e^SaVZlZli:', ''"^ ^^^'^"^—'"

stood frowninJat ""f^f
^^..^^g^rness, while Sheila

-an
.

,. aTyUVtrXg. "^^^^^^ '''' ^^'^^^

the second time latX "hat Mrs^AfT"'^^-. '* ^^«

a ^t^i:^::^.^^^^' ^^^^^ ^ -- *« be

dei&i^taW thlt^Ke^V*
*^""' '"^-^^ the

to a propos^a^? ofXwe "^oLT'"^'
""^°"'^*^^

free, ril arrange it w.Tsiste^NTS'^^" ""^* '^

all n^hlS'^^"
'^"'* *^-b^^' ^ can arrange things

And she did.
Some twenty minutes later, Mark's ^^Um.-^e.^y> before the spac.ous, 'ii.l^^o^JT:^,^



864 UNCONQUERED
house

;
and Keith sprang out of it. To-dav all hmovements had a new alertness. He looYed arfelt five years younger.

Three shallow steps led up to the front door . anjust as he reached these, Sheila came out in hat ancoat, plamly prepared to join him. She looked pakthanusual, but entirely mistress of herself ^

*'

You got my wire ? " he asked superfluously.
Yes. Very mysterious ! So I thought . . . bette

MuS.IT' "' -"^-^gencies. ^^othing wrong witJ

IfCw ' ^"""^ ' '' P^^tic^Jarly well this morningIt s not on her account I'm here."

chJek^
^^Phasised word brought a faint glow to hei

'' Yes-Mark/'
^'^'^' ^'"''''* ''''^'' ^'' ^'"^*h'

'' You mean—he sent you ? "
"No. The impulse was altogether my own Iam here because I believe in you^ Sheila. ^Come fora stroll down the garden before we start back."
t>he came—bewildered, palpitating

; prepared foralmost anything but the actual event
^^^^^""^"^ ^""^

From the house of many windows, park-likegrounds sloped gently down to the Wyn;h,^broaderand lazier here than at VVynchcombe Fri;rs The

fnd'ortL h^^*
with crocuses and early daffodils,and on the bare boughs overhead half-opened leaf-buds gleamed like jewels in the sun.

at «n nAn^"
^^'

^T""^^'
"^^".^^^ "^^^* ^f ^^^s- Melroseat an upper window, watching them go

casua^r T^^u\^^' \"" T «" "«'" l^e remarked

ZTr' I
^ ^^^'^""^ '^^ ^^^^^ I've come tearingover to make you an offer of marriage !

" ^

u Y^'^^i 1 ^^^'^^ confronted him in blank surpriseDon t be alarmed," Keith reassured her, with hiswhimsical smile. " I've already been gui ty of tonce this morning." ** ^
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At thPt her eyes opened wider than ever and h^saw light dawn in their depths. ^ ^^
' Mums ?

" ^

He nodded.

thanteoiy^""'"'^ ^'™"'- ^''"-t--on I am
A pause.

« '^'J ^f"* • . .
to congratulate you," she said snftlv

I am here. We haven't told him We eaa't teH^'m
. . . yet. And we ean't help him, cither of uiOnly you can do that ? " °' "'•

She flushed hotly and looked down at the crocuses

done a"
.''"'1 ^-„—«-«te my powers. IVe

" nr^°' r"il* ""' ?°"^ ""•" h'^ corrected her sentiv

you "^i"?* ''«,/*?"'''"« •»<=-• I t^l^c ^thai
eared!''

'
"'' ""^

'

t""^' y°" have always

.hf^ t'T '" ''7. "'P' ""<• answered nothinc Then
?rti^ f.."P.^^ '""' '"'' ^'"'-t ""Veiled, sfranielvIt d.d not hurt her that he should know.

""'"'«'='>'•

1 thought so," he remarked to her silence " A „ i

'^ III tWolftfuU ^Sf-u^'^°-
-"

in';L^as«°.-^ ^'^"^^^ «-^^^
He moved on in speaking, and slie moved on besidehim-wondenng, fearing, yet longing to know allPlamly and straightforwardly hi told ofher mother's

bur.T' ?"'?• "^ ^''^ ^ *^^^^"^ hand her Sntaburst of indignatiop. Personally, he assured her hefelt quite grateful to Mrs. Melros
, who, intS to
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»i|:

^ortTr °"k^T^ *"T-
'"'^ inadvertently done h,

s^up^^^Tro7ht"our^^ '-^ ""'^

'

her for /C ^"^'''i'?
*" y™ "nd M"™'^. I form-

net'fS'-S'e'i
^'' *''^*- ?^ --t it. She ha

granite T'h^r dspostir 'ti^'tf "'"''""

inelnded thee remJr^'sXttfrot'ed'^n:'

Hfnowperee!w"hZl ''k'™
""'^ »t-n««t ear*

by s.^e .w: In^h ZtT *o I'?, "Jf
'"PP^'* "1

altar of his own supreme need.
*^'

HpJ' oJ^^-X-t-LS o? h^^'JXtT.
o;he?h> '"^*"^ ^"" - °-a«onrtv:men?

her^'"itr'r'i^ S^^^'^'.f" -<» -nfronted
feeling in hi ^oke-Ifs^trf'*^'/ 1"'^ "°*^ "^

love of Mark Md vou t tfg«
tangle. And, for

any length lliilZ -it 'BufS^ ^l*" ""»-*
can do that Am^ «««, u ^ ® ^^^^ o'^e who
it is I eame tol^y.""''

^'^"^^ ^^^ «" 8"^^ '"-at

She still remained silent «!tiir?v,«« „ x i. •
crocuses, realising acutelv an fhffK-^^ ^ P**"^^ °*

'' Do you mean
. . . that I must offer ... my-
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least
. . ? rm'sure h71^"!^"

''"' " >'"'"''"y- At
he slipped away ' " '" ""^ •'>'^'- And

. . .

want^to cZluTL \.
^"^ "^f'^l-'f ^^ reallv

convention^ tal yor„S',P"',''l'''« "" ">e

• . =1.0 v iiim your heart Malf, ''^'f^^""^' ''"d

only hesitates, remember fromlh i""
,'"'"'"' "«

everytfer.rtrforofe)i'''' ""^ '"^ P""

Then she said slowly as if speaking to herself, "I
The works wouM never eomf'"oh"I

"''"'"^ »"'"-
understand ? " *• °'' "'^Z' • • • won't he

>ou really can't bring yourself to m^L Tmove welf
. . .

I must go back alone and confess J was 1^^^!^?^,^°",^se I can speak to him myself But ^t f« f°,'I should fail fatally. It is strange '

T flu I !^'^f
certain of vou Sh^iln To%w ^®'

I
^^^^ absolutely

answer ? Cl to go7'' ^* ^^"' ^"^*' considered

By a wise intuition he refrainnri f,.^rv, i ^^

further argument, and his ston quietes^lT^^
°'

as no reproach would have done
^"'^""^'^ "'""S ^er

She"saw ttSSesr""i"^^'""
^' ^^' »>-«.

words that haunSdLTbr'aL'" a'°?'" "'°f.''^™'''«

H.itheyond''SsL^el!ilfrr::;ird„":?grLl
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nafSse up i^rivr 'xr ''' "^ "^^^P-' '-

-&si^-^~ ^^^
Ve

•^h—that's more Ut^ if f '» tu
in Keith's tone '' Youvl L l^'^ "^^^ ^^«* "^^^'^^

omniscience Now oZJ T^"^ ""^ reputation for

self."
°'^' "^^""^ ^"^ s^ve Mark from him-

bps/anTiL;'h\"rrb::^ uttV r^ ^^ ^-
the house.

""^riea Dack up the slope towards

sJX reV^td^'r^f:? ^Cf,

'''^'-
<>."' ""=

congratulations K^ffh ft
^^elrose radiating

denly nonplussed. *^' '^' resourceful, felt sud?

"Sheila look there ! We're done for "

happe„to„otieetrj5:eTer

enJ„r
»'

'

"-"^'^ ^ "^^^-^ '' -11 away from the

tu^'in7thfTarTvttrs '.T- ^'''^ -- i-^t

%rMV- '''^•'' badirwlfteS' overTJ ^""^

^yel'teertteSSt^Vr^^
into the house, wonderingTriS u

*"'' '^*"' ^^^
happened to Mr m3» '''^ "*^* "" ^"^ ^ad
That Lady Forsyth could have happened to him
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never so much as entered her head. There had beena good deal of ^alk at one time, but it hadfizzJeSout for want of fuel. Her ehief concern at the moment
wfth M^/r"u^"'V^°"^ ^^^^'"^^S entangleTa'dnwith Mark. When he would have been a rmlIv

"n^Burn^''
^'^ ^' ""^^'^^ things!" /usMi"^

do at
^jjl^^^-P^^^tion or no position-it wouldn't

And Sheila, with never a Avord of her intent wasspeedmg through the April sunshine, bent upoiT apermanent entanglement with Mark one thTnomother m creation could undo
As the liftle car lightly tossed the miles aside hercourage and purpose rose steadily

'

svfeT\l^l
""" ^''

n '?
^^g^rness, drove at a low

throth tL ' ^^^"'^^^'^ experience, how rushing

Thli IK.
^'"^ '''^"'^'' ^"^ paralyses thought

rightly that Sheila needed a quiet breathing spaceto mobilise her spiritual forces for the brave^adven'ture m hand So they drove leisurely between woodsand fields and uplands, quick with new life and youn.desires And throughout that most companionawfdrive they scarcely exchanged a word
P^'''^"^^^^

Only when Keith handed Sheila out of the car heretained her hand a moment in his own
Luck follows Pluck," he said smiling, -/haveno fear.

^
But first we must find Helen.''

nni if 'S''J'\^^\
basking on the terrace with anopen book m her lap. As a matter of fact, she hadnot read two pages. She had done hterali; nothingbut await their arrival. ^ iiocnmg

" Well here she is," Keith said as Helen sprana untogreetthen. "My private trophy. How'sMark?^

would'nTeVcom:"""'
'^"- ' '^^^" *^ ^^^^ ^-

"Ungrateful!!.' he reproached her gravely.
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' We've done it all in retinn] fim« \^r ,

kisse"""" l' rf^""'"
^'•""'' ""mured between l,eKisses. I do congratuiate vou with „li )j .He's a treasure. This morning

'^"", "" mj' soul

hear all that
. . . af erward?"^Th '

' ^' ^'"^ ^'"''

a little, blushine and sS^' " m™ ''"= *'"'"' ''^'•'<

An;Ibein«ver«uXSbt.
. ."aS'/et^^-

an ay^ruTlt^'ta^rey/^T --» ^^
I;reneh window into the hour "3^,""= """'
culd," she added gravely, k s"nghera»l " Y T

•"'
Ije ng angeheally a woman. But darW "

Quite 9Uite"iiirp 9" IT
""I. uarnng.

, .areyou
" IVeZd prieks' of e^t7*' ^'""P^'}''^ t^e question

you realised""'"'. 1:S""^
""'""« '•^^^ ^ave

stea^f;; a*C walTcf^or
''«°'" ^h-'a answered

-p/doesn. <r;^ -.--

whl^ptid^n^^,?^^^^^^^^^ ,?- ^ -«n't forget

it's MU'"L^rm7srr:TfTi>e"r «r—
fi^^h'in^'t; -rih^?-^^^^^^^^^^^ ^^^ than

Tear?st7odrH:K'ryr''"1f """n^"'' '*"« •'

"

I «^™tened you .S.::rcJ'the Po:rThing:':;'.°*'^'"«

was r^j;a^°; %>- '

" ^^or a r^^St Sheila

most glorioufthin^ thnf ^ P°" *'''"« »«'» the
me fly unSs ° V.^ "f,

^''^' made.-Now, let

w„;i 1 , .
'^"'our will come and eo '"

from 'thrro'Z^"
"'"' " '^^^"'' '" '' -'" '^e hurried
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an incl. or two '
""'' ''"= "P'"^"! "'<^ door

con?"?'"
''''"""'='' ^""'y- "It's Sheila. Can I

soun&'hisv''o™r";j';^th:' """t''^"''
p--"

"Come in, of course "h,.! ","'. '''" '" " »'«••

cover botl. ' *"• '"''''^'' '"»««'>'. a. il to

delieate /astel'^t'udy 'of" rS "'ff
?^'' """1 "

wavered a moment, it revive it tl, ,f Z'^^'i
""'

ex-piatt^fother pre^te^PP'-^ P^' «'« ""'->-„,

sweredbTuV''''Surone''^''
travesty!" he an-

te Iceen eoinJ ' H i""^' ''° something
. .

searchiLfy Ihe ^d n^oT^f
""'' ^'=''""^'' '"^^ '««

'

Her eyes were radiant -= ""fPt.to avoid his gaze.

had bL nZ Itnt thVLtir"""'^ "'• ''^-""'

bra'nce':? hrmXr's"Crir r.^I^'"'™
-"-"-

Wejf to resist^^ 'yZtstfu^'^^r ^"""^''

he aSl'S"tSrtrtT"°"-; ••"'^^"-^••

fashion. ^ * * *" ""= PO'°t m his usual

have brought rnvsolf fl .
" / ' ^ couldn't

Mums."
iuothers extraordinary letter to

thi^^^^liKhe^^f- ^''>"-« *o 'lo -ith
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Jy: ^nT U wa!'"?,^'^^ S« <^^^^<^ answer tn

I found he knew Jl f ^''" afterwards-,

splendid. He mLe me see 7h '"""«• "« ^

one way. He said-™cw
i ' knd''' '"''I

°"^^ *

aged me- " ''^'^^ ... he enco

hir-'^'iftrrar&^h" '
" *'" - >-'"-

forgotten the mysterious'leUer '^ fe' «*= "
room m him for nnr. u

^^'^^er. ihere was or

tone.'''" 1
1''

""aJC I""'."' "<=^P-'- '-"-
I know, now you wm nfver°";i*°.'"''"y

™^' ''^''='"

know, now, thL you *!";'; 1° iiZ!^^'^-
A"J

that vt^\WsoVl w?lf'Lt"toke'L^°"; ^"''' ^'

heavenly impulse' of devotl thoulTh ro«.\°'
''"'

honour you for it «rr,u^ !i '
^"^ugh God knows

to your heart You h H""^' ^PP^^^ '^ ^trong]^

that."
^"^^ ^^^^ to make allowance fo

"I have to make allowance for nothing "

tions ?
^ yesterday s ordeal, with aggrava-

" vo^3^rrrai; ^:::^ ^:^^-^^
accept r^eranTl '''

rZP''\
"^-' "-«

i-ess at your exoense K-:;!, T *° '"^tch happi-
me better by ^Z " Y™^ T^S* '° '"'^« '"'°^n
crippie

. . a sort 'nf ;i -fi ' ."l*^' P^°P'«> tied to a
shr^ from sacrmc°

-^"''''- ^'P**^ ""^e
' « I

AJison, w it like^ I w'l,,:, T"^""' """""^ '** *««
But si,.-i T^'y ^ would sacniice von— ? •>

"Oh Ml. ''^'' '"<'"""' enough.
" ^

mined not to s'ee ? "The e'rZT '
,
^'^ y^" "^^t"-she cried, lier low voice tremu-



'er truth-

'ame over
Jds—and
He was
onJy this

5 encour-

siness of
He had
as only
iia . . .

mderest
because

And I

nd, for

>f your
nows I
;rongly

ice for

i^eiled.

?rava-

say.

iheila

or to
appi-

lOWJl

to a
If I
Miss

iter-

mu-

VIA LUCIS 3„

I-I can't find the word ih^? f T"'"""'
'•<"• ">«•••

that I don't understand t\ i""?
^"""«''- "'" "ot

But you have to uaTerZTd .l^'V",''^
^^'"'^t'""™-

"" ? Must I tell vou thnf f
'"o- -^'"•k. must I say

feel was sixtoUthere^beer„'''' ""^-^
•''8'""'"e^

And there will never be v ""<^ • • • but yo5.
earth. You say voi, h

"" "^ "" ' ^''''nt on
"ember, there'^ i^e;/ hopeW*^/"' ""' '-
And even if there was

""P"^- "'• Norton suys so.
times as helpIesTas vA,;

' "° '""''' 'f-™" "ere' three
^""r hospital nurse than r''' m''™'''

'*'" "-""'er be
At that with »n „i f"*'

""""' """'I's . . . wife '•

and hid bis^eTntXr^"-' '^ ""-'' -ay
^"» 'eave mo i

'lesperately. "How ;.„„ t"'"
"";•" '«= murmured

'vhen you stand there .'r."''"' ""»'' '^'ear.

His voiee broke s.i'
" ' *P??P''"e me— "

Sheila eontinued tf fl^'V^i'"""'' '"^"^d-

eold. her limbTshalint H hrieffr-
'^""' ^^-"^

strong will would reassert itJr a, '""' ""'»'• bis
gOpthrough this agafn-

' "''"^^ ^"'' ^bc eould not

go notrZ"!'*?
'

Bu^Vhe'slT/'l"?' 'f"^'"' >°" <=«»
a"'" fell . . . once andTh ''

' f^°"'''<='-»
beave

argument, no more'pSe "' ~"''' ''^ "" ""re

a band'rold Chefd'a^d *". "^ '-^ ^im, slipped
In that fashion she gave Wm h'

"«'''"^' ^'' '''^ast.

made no sinn tip * \ "m her answer. Yet hs

Jnd him fS her Th ^1''" "^^" ^"^ ^^^^ t^'t
ooked up into hers as an "f,7^^ ^^'^ ^^^^ and
iook into heaven

earth-bound souJ may
"Beloved," he whispered " If'<. ^«c . •You've no right . vZ 'r.

.• A desperate risk.
arms were round her'- and h. ^!^K V ''' ^"^ ^^^
affainst her ^elt fhi' 7 ? ^'^ ^^^^' ^^^t still leaned^ ^cit the glad leap of her heart
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and ^:oS\tSfio\l^*°°^^'''
^"^ "'-'^P-''^

UtUe ^way toSre'hL",T. I^ "V'^*« *"^ -' ^^ »

actuallyXme tTpass ''^
"'^^ *'''= ''"P"^^"''^ '^''d

exXtra*fet/'-l'^^-oop„e,y
saidTn\ 'wvotV^nt""'^ 1?';.^'^ *'°^'" •«
person that's Ivir cut rLht'^^^- ^°" "''^ "•« «"*
me over I ™nr» /^ ^",?^ "^ ^"' an^ bowled

noC"woildTruol°„!n3^'"^ '^^' -S"' tl^-t

And you were conquered by a Utt'e thin^ i
'

4;oui:;tm;:rsfirnifr"-^''^"i-"^
'• Liftins nie P> H^ ''"^ you—and that."

hell. Isn't Zt e„o^„h 1 T °"* °^ ">" nethermost

" Yes-if I couTdTlve^T^ "' ^^^'^'^"-
?
"

flo^n^'teV'^'j^oT^'s:":?™/;'" n?*^^" '° '='«''-

myself and eveiv Mfh^fo^ T ''""^ * "^"'^^ '«

wfy Sheila pT^feZ mir?'^ Thr^'
"?"*'' *^

hidden thing" '

But if ^ 'P'^ "^ • ' • t^e

means to mfthS lou ,h^ nSf™ *° """"^ ^''^* "
refusing t"Vt con °ntSn

'"''" •='""^' '*« ^l^^'

stand in the wavoTo^?.!." f"^
°'^'' "stations

the whole pSectirfffl'""'"^-
"'« "adjusted

aang. o^S^^^Slo^J^l^ «-'

" ^f com?eVoJ'd'H'''VT™''=* '^^^ «>'- filling.

endless of tlWs Th.ril^K
^'""'^'^ ""^^^ '"^ ^^^""ngs- There 11 be some talk, no doubt.
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among the kind of people who must talk—or nerish

ml TlZ^^T't-,'!
y°" '""' ' choose not to?e^rdthis irksome disabihty, no one else has any caU tomaKe a howl about it After all it's nothLg-lessthan nothmg-m to-day's vast sum of tragedy And

saved '^'f"'
*'' ^^^"^ outstanding faetThat' it has

is a long si^ht morfttaTi aTs^'J:^
"^ '""' '^''^''

^^:
f^'yp' K'ti^nTVrthet^one

KrTt^,l„t-.^^f-^=-ie;u.rt!
«, ?"u ^5^^ "^^^y cruel yesterday." A auivercrossed her faee and he held her eloser^still. ^

that f Tt \ "^i
^""^ '^"^^ ^ ^^^^^ y«u eared-like

on?v th«nV r'J'li"'" *^ P^"^^^- A"d now-I canonly thank God all my days for Keith's indcrhf o^!J
your eourage. But wLt ^I'm tr^^fto tef^^^^^^
this. The deepest and best in me' that was yo^urs inthe begmning, has been yours all along Buriedunder rubbish, but alive and untarnished by anvcontact with her. That's what I meant when IS
ttkrw^lTaT^^^^^^^P*^^- ^^ousraTe'-u^Tad'

in her eyli
'"* '^""' ^^'^^ "* ^^"^' "^"^^ homage

last
^*''

A°T"'^- I^^"'* '^y ^*'" «he niurmured at

two P.l^h
'^^^-there's poor Mr. Seldon torn in

devil !T?I ^* ^'' y^" ^^^^ *^^ki"g of ? Poor

t^ u . « ^T^" ^"^^ '^ he's asked her. Thev seem

?or M^"^^'^L„.^.^^;^P'f • • • I've done the same
ms to make complications. Sothere

And are—God be praised," Mark brok(
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in, a note of triumph in his deep voice " A«^going to achieve something between „. / ^'now you've made « l.Vo !v,^

oetween us, you and

first An^ ^.^ I
^°''''''^ °^ inspiration from t!

could „rmore K 1* ""^""^"^ 1ucidly-a„

earessed'herL?ratayVertar:a„Thddt Th™ ^^thout a .„.d ti/she^^aT^le'dlXs'

thSTt=t " 1:1';^^ifr^^''
'o-ght. don-t y.

shL'r ''oTU"?ii^^>t:,^'^"^'^ with a small

pieces!"
"^PP""^"^ Mother would bite me to

any scrap of luggage youWaTt^;."" ''"''" ''""^

Listen to the autocrat ! " She sat i,nr,„i.fbeammg on him. " AnH T',,^ „ ^ . VP"8°t "ow-

explanation. Xid «o« dnn^t fV*°
'""* * ""t^ "^

means !
" ^ "°" * "^^^^^ y^t what that

'' Yes'' 'inw'"''
*'" ™r'"y ? That letter ?

"

timer-l^ySTtr>.''"P'' "^ •!"'« "-^"'—
il'
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^Well-let's hear. What's she been up to now ? "

to prevent. She omitted theZ^^ZegoLr^l^'and skimmed lightly over the talk iCntZ'tT^him
;

but, before she had finished herreciterMlrk'^quick bram perceived whither it led
' "'' '

br.? iT^^^^X^^

Ief7i '°T ?T8]" "P *»'> t«» "«• Cre I've been

mast'eVo'^^thtLt^"^' ^""^ ''^ ^"^PoUa^lT.

"MrXn^waTi; b;^''rus1^^itl''t f^.^''^^'And Miims eouldn't bearKt\fn^?/f̂ L^^o

n^»*f' *^^' '""^"^"^ «t that- "Just like herHow the woman spoils me - And I'm afraid you'U be

M;i™rr ::uS'^ii i-i.^^jit'^
^-^^ «--

Could he ? I'll ask him. And he carried vn„ ^ff

sb:pnd?drm7-^5;:'''T„rh:^h:^^^^^^^^^
to encourage me

! But with Mother flinSnamr^fhis head, you can't blame the poor man ?heLT in «hurry to account for me by fo'lstin^me on tr/ou-^
;^"^/ P^/o^ng to tell Mother the whole truth -ch^

"Z^ViZfr''' ^ ^"^^ ^* though^oftttea^i'
so T nJ ^^ ^^"^ "^^""^^^ "^^ and wouldn't ask •so I came over and proposed to you . and I'm n«fashamed of the fflr»t f nh i^^i li. \ ' ^ ^ ^ n°*t™ too ^tti wiS'e':^\rt^oto^rTb:!;:
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For a few minutes Mark sat watching them witha very full heart Keith was talking in his graveqmet fashion, and Helen walked close beside himhstemng—absorbed. *

«nffh.^^'if /t^'''^ K interrupt them," Mark said
softly. But I want her. She's had worry enough

for?t^a?P'''"''*'
^^^'' ^^"^

'

^^ *^^' '' ^°'"« ^ **°"®

Then, afthe top t)f his voice, he called out : " Hullo
Mother I-Mums I Come along and report yourself
at head-quarters."
She stopped, turned and stood a moment smilingup at him. His voice, his face told her all she needed

to know.
,

oil' ^^'"V''^-*!"'''^" ^^ repeated
: and she came, as

always, obeoient to his summons.

Four Oaks, May 1916.

Pour 0am, November 1916,

THE END

^"""^ ^ »»«*. ^*tso» er Viney. U., Lond<m Mn4 AyUsbury, England.
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