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EVERYMAN'S LAND

CHAPTER i

PADRE, V hen you died, you left a message for me.
You asked me to go on writing, if I were in trouble,

just as I used to write when you were on earth. I

used to "confess, " and you used to advise. Also you used

to scold. How you used to scold ! I am going to do now
what you asked, in that message.

I shall never forget how you packed me off to school at

Brighton, and Brian to Westward Ho! the year father

died and left us to you—tlie most troublesome legacy a
poor bachelor pavson ever had ! I'd made up my mind to

hate England. Brian couldn't hate anything or anybody;
dreamers don't know how to hate: and I wanted to ha«:e

you for sending us there. I wanted to be hated and mis-

understood. I disguised myself as a Leprechaun and
sulked; but it didn't work where you were concerned.

You understood me as no one else ever could—or wil' I

believe. You taught me something about life, and to oce

that people are much the same all over the world, if you
"take them by I'ne heart.

"

You took ine by the heart, and % ou held mr» by it, from
the time I v as twelve till tlie time when you gave your life

for your countrj^ Ten years! Wbeu I tell them over
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now, as a nun tells the beads of her rosary, I realize what

good years they were, and how their goodness -with such

goodness as I had in me to face them—came through

you.

Even after you died, you seemed to be near, with en-

couragement and advice. Remembering how pleased you

were, when I decided to train as a nurse, added later to the

sense of your nearness, because I felt you would rejoice

when I was able to be of real use. It was only after you

went that my work began to count, but I was sure you
knew. I could hear your voice say, "Good girl' Hurrah

for you!" when I got the gold medal for nursing the conta-

gious cases; your dear old Irish voice, as it used to say the

same words when I brought you my school prizes.

Perhaps I urns " a good girl. " Anyhow, I was a good

nurse. Not that I deserved much credit! Brian was

fighting, and in danger day and night. You were gone;

and I was glad to be a soldier in my way, with never a

minute to think of myself. Besides, somehow I wasn't one

bit afraid. I loved the work. But, Padre mio, I am not a

good girl now. I'm a wicked girl, wickeder than you or

I ev'er dreamed it was in me to be, at my worst. Yet if

your spirit should appear as I write, to warn me that I'm

sinning an unpardonable sin, I should go on sinning it.

For one thing, it's for Brian, twin brother of my body,

twin brother of my heart. For another thing, it's too

late to turn back. There's a door that has slammed shut

behind me.

No' I'll begin and tell you everj'thing exactly as it

happened. Many a "confession-letter" I've begun in
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just these words, but never one like this. I don't deserve

that it should brinjj rae the heartease which used to come.

But the thought of you is my star in darkness, Brian is

the last person to whom I can speak, btv,ause above all

things I want him to bfj happy. On earth there is no one

else. Beyond the earth there is

—

tjou.

When Brian was wounded, they expected him to die, nd

he was asking for rae. The telegram came one day when
we had all been rather overworked in the hospital, and
I was feeling ready to drop. I cnust only' have imagined

ray tiredness though, for when I heard about Brian I

grew suddenly strong as steel. I was given leave, and
disinfected, and purified as thoroughly as Esther when
she was being raade worthy of Ahasuerus. Then I

dashed off to catch the first train going north.

St. Raphael waa our railway station, but I hadn't seen

the place since I took up work in the Ho-jital des Epide-

mics. That was many months before; and meanwhile a

training-school for American aviators, had been started at

St. Raphael. News of its progre.:. lad drifted to our

ears, but of course the men weren't allowed to come within

a mile of us: we were too contagious. They had sent

presents, though—presents of money, and one grand

gift had burst upon us from a young millionaire whose
father's name is known everywhere. He sent a cheque

for a sum so big that we nurses were nearly knocked down
by the size of it. With it was enclosed a request that

the money should be used to put wire-nettings in all

windows and doors, and to build a roofed loggia for con-

valescents. If there were anything left over, we misht

buy deck-chairs and air-pillows. Of course it was easy
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6 EVERYMAN'S LAND

for any one to kno v that we needed all these things. Our
lack was notorious. We sent a much disinfected, carbolic-

smelling round robin of thanks to "James W. Beckett,

Junior," son of the western railway king.

As I drove to the garc of St. Raphael, I thought of the

kind boys who had helped our poor poilus, and especially

of James Beckett. Whether he were still at the aviation

camp, or luid finished his training and gone to the front, I

didn't know: but I wafted a blessing to our benefactor. I

little dreamed then of the u. forgivable injury I was fated

to do him! You see. Padre, I use the word "fated."

That's because I've turned coward. I try to pretend that

fate has been too strong for me. But down deep I know
you were right when you said, "Our characters carve our

fate."

It was a long journey from the south to the north, where

Brian was, for in war-days trains do what they like

and what nobody else likes. I travelled for three days

and nights, and when I came to my journey's end, instead

of Brian being dead as I'd seen him in a hundred hide-

ous dreams, the doctors held out hope that he might

live. They told me this to give me courage, b.forc

they broke the news that he would be blind. I sup-

pose they thought I'd be so thankful to keep my
brother at any price, that I should hardly feel the shock.

But I wasn't thankful. I wasn't ! The price seemed too

big. I judged Brian by myself—Brian, who so worshipped

beauty that I used to call him "Phidias!" I was sure

he would rather have gone out of this world whose face

he'd loved, than stay in it without eyes for its radiant

smile. But there I made a great mistake. Brian was
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magnificent. Perhaps you would have known what to

expect of him bettor than I knew.

Where you are, you will understand why he did not
despair. I couldn't understand then, and I scarcely can
now, though living with my bUnd Brian is teaching me
lessons I feel unworthy to learn. It was he who com-
forted me, not I him. He said that all the beauty of

earth was his already, and nothing could take it away.
He wouldn't let it be taken away! He said that sight

was first given to all created creatures in the form of a
desire to see, desire so intense that with the developing
faculty of sight, animals developed eyes for its concen-

tration. He reminded me how in dreams, and even in

thoughts—if they're vivid enough—we see as distinctly

with our brains as with our eyes. He said he meant to

make a wonderful world for himself with this vision of

the brain and soul. He intended to develop the p ' -, so
that h^ would gain more than he had lost, and I must «lp

him.

Of course I promised to help all I could; but there was
death in my heart. I remembered our gorgeous holiday
together before the war, tramping through France, Brian
painting those lovely "impressions" of his, which made
him money and something like fame. And oh, I remem-
bered not only that such happy holidays were over, but
that soon there would be no more money for our bare
living

!

We were always so poor, that church mice were pluto-
crats compared to us. At least they need pay no rent, and
have to buy no clothes ! I'm sure, if the truth were known,
the money Father left for our education and bringing up



I22E22^EL

8 EVER^'MAN'S LAND

was gone before we began to support ourselves, though you

never let us guess we were living on you. As I sat and

listened to Brian talk of our future, my veiy bf)ncs seemed

to melt. The only thing I've lieen trained to do well is to

nurse. I wasn't a bad nurse when the war began. I'm an

excellent nurse now. IJut it's Brian's nurse I must be.

I saw that, in the first hour after the news was broken, and

our two lives broken with it. I saw that, with me unable

to earn a penny, and Brian's occupation gone with his

sight, we wre about as helpless as a pair of sparrows with

their wings Hipped.

If Brian in liis secret soul had any such thoughts, per-

haps he had faith to l)elieve that not a sparrow can fall,

unless its fall is appointed by God. Anyhow, he said n'^vcr

a word about ways and means, except to mention cheer-

fully that he had "heaps of pay saved up," nearly thirty

pounds. Of course I answered that I was rich, too. But

I didn't go into details. I was afraid even Brian's optim-

ism might be dashed if I did. Padre, my worldly wealt li

consisted of five French bank notes of a hundred francs

each, and a few horrible little extra scraps of war-pajier

and copper.

The hospital where Brian lay was near the front, in the

remains of a town the British had won back from the

Germans. I called the place Crucifix Corner: but God

knows we are all at Crucifix Corner now! I lodged in a

hotel that had been half knocked down by a bomb, and

patched up for oojupation. As soon as Brian was al>le to

be moved, the doctor wanted him to go to Paris to an

American brain specialist who had lately come over and

made astonishing cures. Brian's blindness was due to
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paralysis of tlic optic nerve; but this American—Cuyler—
had performed spine and brain operations which had
restored sight in two similar cases. There might be a
hundredtli chance for my brother.

Of course I said it would be possible to take Brian
to Paris. I'd have made it possil)h« if I'd had f > sell my
hair to do it; and you know my curly black mop of hair
was always my pet vanity. Brian being a soldier, he
could have the ojieration free, if Doctor Cuyler considered
it wise to operate; but—as our man warned nu—there
were ninety-nine chances to one against success: and at all

events there would b<? a lot of expenses in the immediate
future.

I sent in m^ resignation to the dear Hopital des Epi-
demies, explaining my reasons: and presently Brian and
I set out for Paris by easy stages. The cap was put on
the climax for me by remembering how he and I had
walked over that very ground three years before, in the
sunshine of life and summer. Brian too thought of the
past, but not in bitterness. I hid my anguish from him,
but it gnawed the heart of me with the teeth of a rat. I
couldn't see what Brian had ever done to deserve such a
fate as his, and I began to feel wicked, i,.ccJ- seemed
that destiny had built up a high prison wal .nt of my
brother and me, and I had a wild impulse to kick and claw
at it, though I knew I couldn't pull it down.
When we arrived in Paris, Doctor Cuyler saw us at

once; but his opinion added another pile of flinty black
blocks to the prison wall. He thought that there would
be no hope from an operation. If there were any hope at
all (he couldn't say there was) it lay in waiting, resting.
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and Innlding up Brian's shattered health. After month,
of perfect peace, it was just on the cards that sifiht nuRhtcome back of itself, suddenly and unexpectedly, in amoment^ He were advi.s^-d to live in the country, andDoctor Cyler suggested that it would be well for my
brother to have surroundings with agreeable occupation^r the muul. If he were a musician he must have apmr 3. There ought to he a garden for him to walk inanu even work in Moto, „. with the slight vibration
of a good car. would Ix^ particularly beneficial a little later
en. I suppose we must have looked lo Doctor Cuyler
.ke mdhonaires, for he <lidn't appear to dream that
there could Ik,- the slightest difficulty in carrying out his
programme. **

I sat listening with the calm mien of one to whom money
comes as a.r comes to the lungs; but behind my face the
wildest thoughts were raging. You've sometimes seen arow of tall motionless pines, the calmest, stateliest things
on earth, screening with their branches the mad white
rush of a cataract. My brain felt like such a screened
cataract.

Except for his blindness, by this time Brian was too
well for a hospital. We were at the small, cheap hotel on
la me gauche where we'd stayed and been happy three

years ago, before smarting on our holiday trip Whenwe came back after the interview with Doctor Cuyler
Brian Mas looking done up. and I persuaded him to lie'down and rest. Xo one else could have slept, after soheavy a blow of disappointment, without a drug, butBrian is a law unto himself. He said if I would sit byhim and read, he'

'

^.^e. and would drop off into a
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doze. It was three o'cUkIc in the afternoon, and I hachi't

glaiued yet at the newspaper we had Iniught in the

morning. I took it up, to pU'ase Brian with the rusthng

of til" pages, not expecting to concentrate up»ni a line

but instantly my eyes were caug'.i* hy a name I knew.

"Tragic Romance of Milhonaire's Family," I read.

"James W. IJeckett brings liis wife to Fiance and 'leads

Newspaper Notice of Only Son's Death."

This was the double-line, big-lettered heading tC a half

column on the front page; and it brought to my mind u

pi( I ire. I saw a group of nurses gazing over each other'

shoulders at a blue cheque. It was a cheque for six

thousand francs, signed in a clear, strong hand, "James

W.Beckett, J' mior."

So he was dead, that generous boy, '
> whom our hearts

had gone out in gratitude! It could not be very long since

he had finished his training at St. Raphael and l)egun

work at the front. What a waste of splendid material it

seemed, that he should have been swept away so soon

!

I read on, and from my own misery I had an extra pang

to spare for James Beckett, Senior, and his wife.

Someone had contrived to tear a fragmentary interview

from the "bereaved railway magnate," as he was called ia

the potted phrase of the jotirnalist. Apparently the poor,

trapped man had been too soft-hearted or too dazed with

grief to put up a forceful resistance, and the reporter had

been quick to seize his advantage.

He had learned that Mr. and Mrs. James W. Beckett,

Senior, had nearly died of homesickness for their son.

They had thought of "running across to surprise Jimmy."

And then a letter had come from him saying that in a fort-
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night his training would be over. He was to be granted

eight days' leave, which he didn't particularly want,

since he couldn't spend it with them; and immediately

after he would go to the front.

"We made up our minds that Jimmy shmdd spend that

leave of his with us," the old man had said. "We got

our papers in a hurry and engaged cabins on the first

boat that was sailing. Unluckily there wasn't one for

nearly a week, but we did the best we could. When every-

thing was fixed up, I wiredJimmy to meet us at the Ritz, in

Paris. We had a little breeze with a U-boat, and we ran

into some bad weather which made my wife pretty sick,

but nothing mattered to us except the delay, we were so

crazy to see the boy. At Bordeaux a letter from him was

waiting. It told how he was just as crazy to see us, but

we'd only have twenty-four hours together, as his leave

and orders for the front had both been advanced. The
delay at sea had cost a day, and that seemed like hard

lines, as we should reach Paris with no more than time to

wish the lad God-speed. But in the train, when we came

to look at the date, we saw that we'd miscalculated.

Unless Jimmy'd been able to get extra leave we'd miss

him altogether. His mother said that would be too bad

to be true. We hoped and prayed to find him at the Ritz.

Instead, we found news that he had fallen in his first

battle."

TIk iterviewer went on, upon his own account, to

praise "Jimmy" Beckett. He described him as a young

man of twenty-seven, "of singularly engaging manner

and handsome appearance; a graduate with high honours

from Harvard, an uU-round sportsman and popular with a
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large circle of friends, but fortunately leaving neither a wife

nor a fiancee behind him in America." The newly qualified

aviator had, indeed, fallen in his first battle: but according

to the writer it had been a battle of astonishing glory for a

beginner. Single-handed he had engaged four enemy

machines, manoeuvring his own little Nieuport in a way

to excite the highest admiration and even surprise in all

spectators. Two out of the four German 'planes he had

brought down over the French lines; and was in chase of

the third, flying low above the German trenches, when two

new Fokkers appeared on the scene and attacked him.

His plane crashed to earth in flames, and a short time after,

prisoners had brought news of his death.

"Mr. and Mrs. James W. Beckett will have the sym-

pathy of all Europe as well as their native land, in these

tragic circumstances," the journalist ended his story with a

final flourish. "If such grief could be assuaged, pride in

the gallant death of their gallant son might be a panacea."

"As if you could make pride into a balm for broken

hearts!" I said to myself in scorn of this flowery

eloquence. For a few minutes I forgot my own plight

to pity these people whom I had never seen. The Paris

Daily Messenger slid off my lap on to the floor, and dropped

with the back page up. When I had glanced toward the

bed, and seen that Brian still slej)!, my eyes fell on the

paper again. The top part of the last page is always

devoted to military snapshots, and a face smiled up at

me from it—a face I had seen once and never forgotten.

My heart gave a jump, Padre, because the one tiny,

abbreviated dream-romance of my life came from the

original of that photograoh. Although the man I knew
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14 E\^RYMAN'S LAND
(if people can know each other in a day's acquaintance)
had be( a en civile, and this one was in aviator's uniform,
I was sure they were the same. And even before I'd
snatched up the paper to read what was printed under the
picture, something—the wonderful inner Something
that's never wrong—told me I was looking at a portrait of
Jimmy Beckett.



CHAPTER n

I
NEVER mentioned my one-day romance to anybody.

Only very silly, sentimental girls would put such an

episode into words, and flatter themselves by calling

it a romance. But now that you and Jimmy Beckett

have both given your lives for the great cause, ar '• re in

the same mysterious Beyond while I'm still down iierc at

Crucifix Corner, I can tell you the story. If you and he

meet, it may make it easier for him to forgive me the thing

I have done.

When Brian and I were having that great summer holi-

day of ours, the year before the war—one day we were in a

delicious village near a cathedral town on the Belgian

border. A piece of luck had fallen in our way, like a

ripe apple tumbling off a tree. A rich Parisian and his

wife came motoring along, and stopped out of sheer curi-

osity to look at a picture Brian was painting, under a

white umbrella near the roadside. I was not with him. I

think I must have been in the garden of our quaint old

hotel by the canal side, writing letters—probably one

to you; but the couple took sucli a fancy to Brian's "ini-

• .ssion," that they offered to buy it. The bargain was

struck, there and then. Two days later arrived a tele-

gram from Paris asking for another picture to "match" the

first at the same price. I advised Brian to choose ont

two or three sketches for llic pc»!ple to select from, aiui

15
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carry them to Paris himself, rather than trust the post.
He went; and it was on the one day of his absence that
my romance happened.

Ours was a friendly little hotel, with a darling landlady,
who was almost as much interested in Brian and me as if

she'd been our foster-mother. The morning after Brian
left, she came waddling out to the adorabl.- earwiggy, rose-
covered summer-house that I'd annexed a private sitting
room. "Mademoiselle," she breathlessly announced,
"there is a young millionaire of a monsieur Anglais or
Americain just arrived. What a pity he should be wasted
because Monsieur your brother has gone ! I am sure if he
could but see one of the exquisite pictures he would wish
to buy all!"

"How do you know that the monsieur is a millionaire,
and what makes you think he would care about pictures.'"
I enquired.

"I know he is a millionaire because he has come in one
of those grand automobiles whicli only millionaires ever
have. And I think he cares for pictures because the
first thing he did when he came into the hall was to stare
at the old prints on the wall. He praised the two best
which the real artists always praise, and complimented
me on owning them" the dear creature explained. "Be-
sides, he is in this neighbourhood expressly to see the
cathedral; and monsieur your brother has made a most
beautiful sketch of the cathedral. It is now in his port-
folio. Is there nothing we can do? I have already
induced the monsieur to drink a glass of milk while I have
come to consult Mademoiselle."

I thougl.t h;inl for :i H-inute, because it woulu be grand
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if I could say when Brian came back, " I have sold your

cathedral for you." But I might have saved myself

brain fag. Madame Mounet had settled everything

in her head, and was merely playing me, like a foolish

fish.

"What I have thought of is this," she said. "I told

the monsieur that he could see something better than my
prints if he would give himself the pain of waiting till I

could fetch the key of a room where an artist-client of ours

has a marvellous exhibition. There is no such room yet,

but there can be, and the exhibition can be, too, if Ma-

demoiselle will make haste to pin her brother's pictures

to the walls of the yellow salon. With a hammer and

a few tacks

—

voild the thing is done. What does Ma-

demoiselle say ?
"

Mademoiselle said "Yes—yes!" to her part of the pro-

gramme. But what of the millionaire monsieur? Would

he not balk.'* Would he not refuse to be bothered?

Madame was absolutely confident that he would not do

these disappointing things. She was so confident that I

vaguely suspected she had something up her sleeve: but

time pressed, and instead of Sherlock Ilolmesing I darted

to my worl^ \fterward she confessed, with pride rather

than rep ?e. She des Tibed graphically how the

face of tht; .x.onsiour had i^llen when she asked him to

look at an exhibition of pictures; how he had begun to

make an excuse that he must be off at once to the cathe-

dral; and how she had ventured to crt him short by re-

marking, "Mademoiselle the sister of the artist, she who

will show the work, ah, it is a jeune fille of the most ro-

manfic beautv!" On hearing this, the monsieur had said
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no more about the cathedral, but had ordered the glass
of milk.

In fifteen minutes the exhibition (consisting of sk
sketches!) was ready in the showroom of the hotel, the
j-ello r ?;alon which had been '^c-upied as a bedchamber one
night by the Empress Eugenie, and was always kept locked
except on gala occasions. I, not knowing how I had lieen
over-praised to the audience, was also ready, quivering
with the haste I had made in pinning up the pictures and
opening tlie musty, close room to the air. Then came in
a young man.

As I write, Padre, I am back again in that .salon jaune,
and he is walking in at the door, pausing a second on the
threshold at sight of me. 1 will give you the little play in
one act.

^

We smile. The hero of the comedy-dran; i has a
rather big mouth, and such white teeth that his smile, in
his brown face, is a lightning-flash at dusk. It is a thin
face with two dimples that make lines when he laughs.
His eyes are gray and long, with the eagle-look that knows
far spaces; deep-set eyes under straight black brows,
drawn low. His lashes are black, too, but his short
crinkly liair is brown. He has a good square forehead, and
a high nose like an Inc'-an's. He is tall, and has one of
those lean, lanky loose-jointed figures that crack tennis-
players and polo men have. I like him at once, and I think
he likes me, for his eyes light up; and just for an instant
there's a feeling as if we looked through clear windows
into each other's souls. It is almost frightening, that
effect

!

I be.trin to talk, to shake off an odd embarrassment.
" ^ladame Mounet tells nie you want to see my brother's
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pictures," I say. "Here are a few sketches. He has

taken all the rest worth looking at to Paris."

"It's good of you to let me come in," the hero of the

play answers. Instantly I know he's not English. He
has one of those nice American voices, with a sliglit

drawl, that somehow sound extraordinarily frank. I

don't speculate about his name. I don't .stf)p to wonder

who he is. I think only of tvhat he is. I forget that

Madame has exploited him as a millionaire. I don't care

whether or not he buys a picture. I want nothing, ex-

cept the pleasure of talking with him, and seeing how lie

looks at nic.

I mumble some polite nonsense in return for his. He

gazes at Brian's water-colours and admires them. Then

he turns from the pictures to me. We discuss the sketches

and the scenes they represent. "Oh, have you hccn

there .?
" " Why, I was at that place a week ago

!

" "How
odd!" "We must have missed each other by a day."

And we drift into gossip about ourselves. Still we don't

come to the subject of names. Names seem to be of

no importance. They belong to the world of con.en-

tions.

We talk and talk—mostly of France, and our travels,

and pictures and books we love; but our eyes speak of

other things. I feel that his are saying, "You are beau-

tiful!" Mine answer, "I'm glad you think that. Why
do you seem so different to me from other people? " Then

suddenly, there's n. look too long between us. "I wish my
brother were hei explain his pictures!" I cry; though

I don't wish it at all. It is only that I uust break the

silence.
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This brings us back to the business in hand. He says,

"May I really buy one of these sketches ?
"

"Are you sure you want to?" I laugh.

"Sure!" he answers. And I never heard that word
sound so nice, even in my own dear Ireland.

He chooses the cathedral—which he hasn't visited yet.

Do I know the price my brother has decided on? With
that question I discover that he has Madame Mounet's
version of our name. Brian and I have laughed dozens of

laughs at her way of pronouncing O'Malley. " Ommalee"
we are for her, and "Mees Ommalee" she has made me for

her millionaire. For fun, I don't correct him. Let him
find out for himself who we really are! I say that my
brother hasn't fixed a price; but would six hundred francs
seem very high? The man considers it ridiculously low.
He refuses to pay less than twice that sum. Even so, he
argues he will be cheating us, and getting me into hot
water when my brother comes. We almost quarrel, and
at last the hero has his way. He strikes me as one who
is used to that!

When the matter is settled, an odd look passes over his

face. I wonder if he has changed his mind, and doesn't
know how to tell me his trouble. Something is worrying
him; that is clear. Just as I'm ready to make things
easy, with a question, he laughs.

"I'm going to take you into my confidence," he says,

"and tell you a story—about myself. In Paris, before I

started on this tour, a friend of mine gave a man's dinner
for me. He and the other chaps were chaflSng because

—

oh, because of a silly argument we got into about—life in
general, and mine in particular. On the strength of it
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my chum bet me a thing he knew I wanted, that I couldn't

go through my trip under an assumed name. I bet I

could, and would. I bet a thing I want to keep. That's

the silly situation. I hate not telling you my real

name, and signing a cheque for your brother. But I've

stuck it out for four weeks, and the bet has only two more

to run. I'm calling myself Jim Wyndham. It's only my
surname I've droppeJ for the bet. The rest is mine.

May I pay for the picture in cash—and may I come back

here, or wherever you are on the fifteenth day from now,

and introduce my>elf properly? Or—^you've only to

speak the word, and I'll throw over the whole footling

business this minute, and
'"

I cut in, to say that I wont speak the word, and he

mustn't throw the business over. It is quite amusing I

tell him, and I hope he'll win his bet. As for the picture

—^he may pay as he chooses. But about the proper

introduction—Heaven knows where I shall be in a

fortnight. My brother loves to make up his mind the

night beforehand, ichere to go next. We are a pair of

tramps.

" You don't do your tramping on foot?
"

"Indeed we do! We haven't seen a railway station

since our *irst day out from Paris. We stop one day in a

place we don't care for: three in a place we like: a week or

more in a place we love."

"Then at that rate you won't have got far in fifteen

days. I know the direction you've come from by what

you've told me, and your brother's sketches, xoa

wouldn't be here on the bord^ of Belgium if you didn't

mean to ci'oss the frontier."
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"Oh, we shall cross it, of course. But where we shall go
when wc get across is another question."

"I'll find the answer, and I'll find you," he flings at me
with a smile of defiance.

"Why should you give yourself trouble?"

"To—see some more of your brother's pictures," he
says gravely, I know that he wishes to see me, not the
pictur-s, and he knows that I know; but I let it go at that.
When the sketch has been wrapped up between card-

boards, and the twelve hundred francs placed carelessly

on a table, there seems no reason why Mr. Jim Wyndham
shouldn't start for the cathedral. But he suddenly de-
cides that the way of wisdom is to eat first, and begs me
to lunch with him. "Do, please," he begs, "just to show
you're not offended with my false pretences."

I yearn to say yes, and don't see why I shouldn't; so I

do. We have dejeuner together in the summer-house
where Brian and I always eat. We chat about a million

things. W'e linger over our coflee, and I smoke two or
three of his gold-tipjjed Egyptians. When we suppo.se
an hour has gone by, at most, behold, it is half-past four!

I tell him he must start : he will be too late for the cathedral
at its best. He says, "Hang the cathedral

!

" and refuses to
stir unless I promise to dine with him when he comes back.
"You mean in a fortnight.'" I ask. "Probably we

shan't be here."

"I mean this evening."

"But—you're not coming back! You're going another
way. You told me "

"Ah, that wa's before we were fricnus. Of course I'm
coming back. I'd like to stay to-morrow, and "
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"You certainly must not! I won't dine with you to-

night if you do."

"Willyouifldoii't?"

"Perhaps."

"Then I'll order the dinner before I .start for the cathe-

dral. I want it to be a perfect one."

" But—I've said only perhap.s."

"Don't you want to pour a little honest gold into poor

old Madame Mounet^.s pocket ?
"

"Ye-es."

" If so, you mu.stn't chase away her customers."
" For her sake, the dinner is a bargain

!

"

" Not the least bit for my sake?
"

"Oh, but yes! I've enjoyed our talk. And you've

been so nice about my brother's pictures."

So it is settled. I put on my prettiest dress, white mus-
lin with me fresh red roses Madame Mounet brings

me; and the dinner-table in the summer-house is a picture,

with pink Chinese lanterns, pink-shadod candles, and
pink geraniums. Madame vron't decorate with roses

because she explains, roses anywhere ercept on my
toilette,' .,poil the unique effect of Mademoiselle."

The little inn on the canal-siue buzzes with excitement.

Not wit'. in tlie • >"mory of man or woman has there been
so important .t client as Mr. Jim Wyndham. Most
motoring millionaires dash by in a cloud of dust to the

cathedral town, where a smart modern hotel has been
run up to cater for tourists. This magnificent Monsieur
Americain engages the "suite of the Empress Eugenie,"
as it grandly advertisi'>! itself, for his own use and that of

his chauffeur, merely to bathe in, and rest in, though they
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are not to stay the night. And the dinner ordered will

enable Madame to show what she can do, a chance she
nirely gets from cheeseparing customers, like Brian and
me, and others of our ilk.

I am determined not to betray my childish eagerness by
being first at the rendezvous. I keep to my hot room,
until I spy a tall young figure of a man in evening dress

striding toward t'le arbour. To see this sight, I have to

be at my window; but I hide behind a white curtain and a
screen of wistaria and roses. I count sixty before I go
down. I walk slowly. I stop and examine flowers in the

garden. I could catch a wonderful gold butterfly, but p<«r-

haps it is as happy as I am. I wouldn't take its life for

anything on ea.-th! As I watch it flutter away, ray host
comes out of the urbour to meet me.

We pass two exquisite hours in each other's company.
I recall each subject on which ve touch and even the words
we sjKiak, as if all were WTitten in a journal. The air is so

clear and still that we can hear the famous chimes of the
cathedral clock, far away, in the town that is a bank of

blue haze on the horizon. At half-past nine I begin to
toll my host that he must go, but he does not obey till

after ten. Then at last he takes my hand for good-bye—no,
(III revoir: he will not say good-bye! "In two weeks,"
he repeats, "we shall meet again. I shall have won my
bet, and I shall bring you the thing I win."

"Iwon'tlakeit!"Ilaugh.
" Wait till you see it, f)efore you make sure."

"I'm not even sure yet of seeing you," I remind
him.

"You may be sure if I'm alive. I shall scour the coun-
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tr}' for miles arouiul to find you. I shall succeed—unless

I'm dead."

All this time ho had hcon holding my hand, while I Jiave

pretended to \m' utuonscious of the fact. Suddenly I

seem to remember, and reluctantly he lets my fingers slip

through his.

We bid each other adieu in the arbour. I do not go to

"see him off," and I keep the picture of .lim Wyndham
under the roof of roses, in the m»>o'^- and cauilie-light.

Just so I have kept it for more than three years; for we
never met again. .\nd now that I've seen the pliotograph

of Jimmy Beckett, I know that we never shall meet.

Why he did not find us when the fortnight of his bet was
over I can't imagine It seems that, if he tried, he must
have come ui)on our tracks, for we travelled scarcely more
than twenty miles in the two weeks. Perhaps he changed
his mind, and did not try-. Perhaps he feared that my
"romantic beauty" might lose its romance, when seen for

the second time. Something like this must be the ex-

planation; and I confess to you, Padre, that the failure of

tiie prince to keep <)ur try-st was the biggest disappointment
and the sharpest humiliat'on of my life. It took most of

the conceit out of me, and since then I've never been vain

of my alleged "looks" or "charm" for more than two
minutes on end. I've inva iably said to myself, " Remem-
ber Jim Wyndham, and hiw he didn't think you worth
the bother of coming back to see."

Now you know why I can't describe the effect upon my
mind of learnmg that Jim Wyndham, the hero of my one-

day romance, and Jimmy Beckett, the dead American
aviator, were one.
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CHAPTER III

THERE could be no chance of mistake,

tograph was a very good Hkeness.

For a while I sat quite still with the newspaper
in my hands, living over the day in the shabby old garden.
I felt like a mourner, bereaved of a loved one, for in a way—
a schoolgirl way, perhaps—I had loved my prince of the
arbour. And always since our day together, I'd compared
other men with him, to their disadvantage. No one else

ever captured my imagination as he captured it in those
few hours.

For a moment that little bit of Long Ago pushed itself

between me and Now. I was grieving for my dead ro-

mance, instead of for Brian's broken life: but quickly I

woke up. Things were as bad as ever again, and even
worse, because of their contrast with the past I'd con-
jured up. Grief for the death of Jimmy Beckett mingled
with grief for Brian, and anxieties about money, in the
dull, sickly way that unconnected troubles tangle them-
selves together in nightmare dreams.

I'm not telling you how I suflFered, as an excuse for what
I did, dear Padre. I'm only explaining how one thing
led to another.

It was in thinking of Jim Wyndham, and what might
have happened between us if he'd come back to me as he
promised, that the awful idea developed in my head.

26
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The thought wasn't born full-grown and armoured, like

Minerva when she sprang from the brain of Jupiter. It

begap like this:

"If I'd been engaged to him, I might have gone to his

parents now. I should have comforted them by talking

about their son, and tlu^y could have comforted me. Per-

haps they would have adopted us as their children. We
need never have been lonely and poor. Jim would have

wished us to live with his father and mother, for all our

sakes."

WTien the thought had gone as far as this, it suddenly

leaped to an enormous height, as if a devil in me had

been doing the mango trick.

I heard myself thinking, "Wliy don't you go to see Mr.

and Mrs. Beckett, and tell them you were engaged to

marry their only son? The paper said he left no fiancee or

wife in America. You can easily make them believe your

storj'. Nobody can prove that it isn't true, and out of

evil good will come for everyone."

Flames seemed to rush through my head with a loud

noise, like the Tongues of Fire in the Upper Room. My
whole body was in a blaze. Each nerve was a separate

red-hot wire.

I rose to my feet, but I made no sound. Instinct

reminded me that I mustn't wake Brian, but I could

breathe better, think better standing, I felt.

"They are millionaires, the Becketts—millionaires!" a

voice was repeating in my brain. They wouldn't let

Brian or you want for anything. They'd be glad if you

went to them. You could make them happy. You
could tell them things they'<^ love to hear—and some
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would be trae things. You were in the hospital close to
St. Raphael for months, while Jimmy Beckett was in the
training camp. Who's to say you didn't meet? If you'd
been engaged to him since that day years ago, you cer-
tainly would have met. No rules could have kept you
apart. Go to them—go to them—or if you're afraid,
write a note, and ask if they'll receive you. If they refuse,'
no harm will have been done."

Maybe, even then, if I'd stopped to tell myself what a
wicked, cruel plan it was, I should have given it up. But
it seemed a burning inspiration, and I knew that'I nuist
act upon it at once or never.

I subsided into my chair again, and softly, very softly,
hitched it closer to the table which pretended to be a
writing-desk. Inside a blotting-paii were a few sheets of
hotel stationery and envelopes. My stylographic pen
glided noiselessly over the paper. Now and then I
glanced over my shoulder at Brian, and he was still fast
asleep, looking more like an angel than a man. You know
my nickname for him was always "Saint" because of his
beautiful pure face, and the far-away look in his eyes.
Being a soldier has merely bronzed him a little. It hasn't
carved any hard lines. Being blind has made the far-
away things he used to see come near, so that he walks in
the midst of them.

I wrote quickly and with a dreadful kind of ease, not
hesitating or crossing out a single word.

"Dear Mr. and Mrs. Beckett," I began (because I meant to
address my letter to both). "I've just heard that you have
come over from America, only in time to learn of your great loss.
Is it an intrusion to tell you that your loss is mine too? I dearly
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loved your son. I met him nearly four years apn, when my
brother and I were travelling in France and Belgium. Our

meeting was the romance of my life. I hardly dare to think

he told you about it. But a few months ago I took up nursing

at the Hopital des Epidemics, near St. Raphael. As you know,

he was there training. He sent us a cheque for our sufferers; and

what was fated to happen did happen. We met again. We
loveti each otlier. We were engaged. He may have written

to you, or he may have waited till he could tell you by word of

mouth.

"I am in Paris, as yo i ee by this address. My soldier

brother has lost his sigh 1 brought him here in the lioi>e

of >i cure by your great American specialist Dr. Cuyler, but

he tells me an operation would be useless. They say that one

sorrow blunts another. I do not find it so. My heart is almost

breaking. May I call upon you? To see his father and mothcT

would be a comfort to me. But if it would be otherwise for you,

please say 'no.' I will try to understand.

" Yours in deepest sympathy,

"M.uiyO'M.\lley."

As I finished, Brian waked from his nap, so I wa* able to

leave him and run downstairs to send off the letter by

lumd.

When it had gone, I felt somewhat as I've felt whf near

a man to whom an ana-sthetio is being given. The fames

of ether liave an odd effect on me. They turn me i to a

"don't care" sort of person \».lhout conscience and itli-

out fear. No wonder some nations give soldiers a dash

of ether in their drink, when they have to go "over the

top!" I could go. and feel no sense of danger, even

though my reason knew that it existed.

So it was while I waited for the messenger from our mc;'. n
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little hotel to come back from the magnificent Ritz.

Would lie suddenly dash my sinful hopes by saying, "Pas
de npotn^e. Mademoiselle'"; or would he bring me a letter

from Fr.xur and Mother Beckett? If he brought
such a letter, would it invite me to call and be inspected,

or would it suggest that I kindly go to the devil?

I was tremendously keyed up; and yet—curiously I

didn't care v. 'lich of these things happened. It was rather

as if I were in a theatre, watching an act of a play that
might end in one of several ways, neither one of which
would really matter.

I read aloud to Brian. My voice sounded sweet and
well modulated, I thought; but quite like that of a stranger.

I was reading some moving details of a vast battle, which
—ordinarily—would have stirred me to the heart. But
they made no impression on my brain. I forgot the words
as they left my lips. Dimly I wondered if there were a
curse falling upon me already: if I were doomed to lose all

sense of grief or joy, as the man in the old story lost his

shadow when he sold it to Satan.

A 'jng time passed. I stopped reading. Brian seemed
inclined for the first time since his misfortune to talk over
ways and means, and how we were to arrange our future.

I shirked the discussion. Things would adjust them dves,

I said evasively. I had some vague plans. Perhaps they
would soon materialize. Even by to-morrow

When I had got as far as that, tap, tap, came the long

expected knock at the door. I sprang up. Suddenly the

other-like carelessness was gone. My life—my very soul

—

was at stake. I could hardly utter the little word
'' F.idrcz .'" iuy throat was so tiglit, su liry.
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The very young youth who opened the door was not the

one I had sent to the Ritz. Put I !iad no time to wonder

why not, when he announced: " i'n monsieur et une dame,

en has, dcmandent a roir Mademoiselle.'"

My head whirled. Could it be?—but, surely no ! They

would not have come to see me. Yet whom did 1 know in

Paris? Who had learned that we were at this hotel?

Had the monsieur and the dame given their name? No,

they had not. a hey had said that Madtmoiselle would

understand. They were in the salon.

I heard myself reply that I would descend tout de suite.

I heard myself tell Brian that I should not be long away.

I saw n.j face in the glass, deathly pale in its frame of

dark hair, the eyes immense, with the pupils dilating over

the blue, as an inky pool might drown a border of violets

and blot out their colour. Even my lips were white. I

was glad I had on a black dress—^glad in a bad, deceitful

way; though for a moment after learninj^ who Jimmy
Beckett was, I had felt a true thrill of loyal satisfaction

because I was in mourning for my lost romance.

I went slowly down the four flights of stairs. I could

not have gone fast without falling. I opened the door of

the stuffy .mlon, and saw—the dearest couple the wide

world could hold.



CHAPTER IV

THEY sat together, an old-fashioned pair, on an
old-fashioned sofa, facing the door. The thing I'd

thought impossible had happened. The father

and mother of Jim Beckett had come to me.

For some reason, they seemed as much surprised at

sight of me as I at sight of them. We gazed at each other

for an instant, all three without moving. Then the old

man (he was old, not middle-aged, as most fathers are

nowadays) got to his feet. He took a step toward me,
holding out his hard. His eyes searched mine; and,

dimmed by years and sorrow as they were, there was in

them still a reminder of the unforgotten, eagle-gaze.

From him the son had inherited his high nose and square

forehead. Had he lived, some day Jim's face might have
been chopped by Time's hatchet into just such a rugged
brown mask of old-manliness. Some day, Jim's thick and
smooth brown hair might have turned into such a snow-
covered thatch, like the roof of a cottage on a Christmas
card.

The old lady was thin and flat of line, like a bas-rehef

that had come alive and lost its background. She had in

her forgot-nie-not blue eyes the look of a child who has

never been allowed to grow up; and I knew at once that

she was one of those women kept by their menfolk on a
high shelf, like a fragile flower in a silver vase. She, too,

32
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rose as I entered, but sank down again on the sofa with

a little gesture at the same time welcoming and helpless.

"My daughter, no wonder he loved you!" said the old

man. "Now we see you, we understand, don't we,

Jenny?" Holding my hand, he turned and led me to-

ward his wife, looking at me first, then at her. "We
had to come. We're going to love you, for yourself—and

for him."

Speaking, his face had a faintly perceptible quiver of

strained nerves or old age, like a sigh of wind ruffling

the calm surface of water. I felt how he fought to hide

his emotion, and the answering thrill of it shot up through

my arm, as our hands touched. My heart beat wildly,

and the queer thought came that, if we were in the dark,

it would send out pulsing lights from my body like the

internal lamp of a firefly.

He called me his "daughter!" As I heard that word of

love, which I had stolen, I realized the full shame and
abomination of the thing I had done. My impulse was

to cry out the truth. But it was only an impulse, such

an impulse as lures one to jump from a height. I caught

myself hack from yielding, as I would have caught my-
self back from the precipice, lest in another moment I

should lie crushed in a dark gulf. I waved before my eyes

the flag of Biian's need, and my bad courage came back.

I let Mr. Beckett lead me to the sofa. I let his hand on

my shoulder gently press me to sit down by his wife, who
had not spoken yet. Her blue eyes, fixed T;/ith piteous

earnestness on mine, were like those of a timid animal,

when it is making up its mind whether to trust and "take

to" a human stranger who ofi'ers advances. I seemed to
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see her tliinking—thinking not so much with her brain as

with her heart, as you used to say Brian thought. I saw

her ideas move as if they'd been the works of a watch tick-

ing under glass. I knew that slie wasn't clever enough to

read my mind, but I felt that she was more dangerous,

perhaps, than a person of critif ' intelligence. Being one

of those always-was, always-will-be women—wife-women,

mother-women she might by instinct see the badness of

mj' heart as I was reading the simple goodness of hers.

Her longing to know the soul of me pierced to it like a

fii'.o crystal spear; and the pathos of this bereaved mother

and father, who had -o generously answered my call,

brought tears to my i;, s. I had not winced away from

her blue searchlights, but tears gathered and suddenly

poured over my cheeks. Perhaps it was the tragedy of

my own situation more than hers which touched me, for

I was pityiing as much as hating myself. Still the tears

were true tears; and I suppose nothing I could have said

or done would have appealed to Jim Beckett's mother

as they appealed.

"Oh! you loiid him I" she quavered, as if that were the

one question for which she had sought the answer. And
the next thing I know we were crying in each other's arms,

the little frail woman and the cruel girl who was deceiving

her. But, Padre, the cruel girl was suffering almost as she

deserved to suffer. She had loved Jim Wyudliam, and

never will she love another man.

"There, there!" Mr. Beckett was soothing us, patting

our shoulders and our heads. "That's right, cry together,

but don't grudge Jim to the cause, either of you. I don't!

I'm ;
- >ud he went the way he did. It was a grand way

—
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and a grand cause. We've got to remember how many
other hearts in the world are aching as ours ache. We're

not alone. 1 guess that helps a little. And .Jenny, this

poor child has a double sorrow to bear. Think of what she

wrote about her brother, who's lost his sight."

The little old lady sat up, and with a clean, lavender-

scented Iiandkcrchief wiped first my eyes and then her own.

"I know—I know," she said. "But the child will let

us try to comfort her—unless she has a father and mother

of her own?"

"My father and mother died when I was a little girl,"

I answered. " I've onl; ly brother in the world."

"You have us," they both exclaimed in the same breath

:

and though they bore as much physical likeness to one

another as a deHcate mountain-ash tree bears to the rocky

mountain on which it grows, suddenly the two faces were

so IR with the same beautiful inward light, that there was a

striking resemblance between them. It was the kind of

resemblance to be seen only on the faces of a pair who
have loved each other, and thought the same thoughts

long year after long year. The light was so warm, so pure

and bright, that I felt as if a fire had been lit for me in the

cold dark room. I didn't deserve to warm my hands ii.

its glow; but I forgot my falseness for a moment, and let

whatever was good in me flow out in gratitude.

I couldn't speak. I could only look, and kiss the old

lady's tiny hand—ungloved to hoid mine, and hung with

loose rings of rich, ancient fashion such as children love

to be shown in mother '.< jewel-box. In return, she kissed

me on both, chroks, «nd tlie old man smoothed my hair,

heavily.
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" Why yes, that's settled then, you belong to us," he said.

"It's just as if Jimmy 'd left you to us in his will. In his

last letter the boy told his mother and me that when we

met we'd get a pleasant surprise. We—silly old folks!

—never thought of r love story. We supposed Jim was

booked for prom'^Mo or a new job with some sort of

honour attached to it. And yet we might have guessed, if

we'd had our wits about us, for we did know that Jimmy'd

fallen in love at first sight with a girl in France, before the

•^'ar broke out."

"He told you that!" I almost gasped. Then he had

fclhn in love, and hadn't gone away forgetting, as I'd

thought! Or was it some other girl who had won him at

first sight? This was what I said to myself: and some-

thing that was not myself added, "Now, if you don't

lose your head, you will find out in a mmute all you've been

puzzling over for nearly four years."

"He told his mother," Mr. Beckett said. "Afterwards

she told me. Jim wouldn't have minded. He knew well

enough she always tells me everything, and he didn't ask

her to keep any secret."

"It was when I was sort of cross one night, because he

didn't pay enough attention to a nice girl I'd invited,

hopiiig to please him," Mrs. Beckett confessed. "He'd

just come back from Europe, and I enquired if the French

girls were so handsome, they'd spoiled him for our home

beauties. I let him see that his father and I wanted him to

marry young, and give us a daughter we could love. Then

he answered—I remember as if 'twas yesterday!
—

'Mother,

you wouldn't want her unless I could love her too, would

you?' 'Why no,' I answered. 'But you wovldloveherV
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He didn't speak for a minute. He was holding my hand,

counting my rings—these ones you see—like he always

loved to do from a child. Wlien he'd counted them all, he

looked up and said, *Tt wasn't a French girl spoiled me for

the others. I'm not sure, but I think she was Irish. I

lost her, like a fool, trying to win a silly bet.' Those were

his very words. I know, because they struck me so

I teased him to explain. After a while he did."

" Oh, do tell me wh.it he said
!

" I begged.

At that minute Jim was alive for us all three. We were

living with him in the past. I think none of us saw the

little stuffy room where we sat. Only our bodies were

there, like the empty, amber shells of locusts when the

locusts have freed themselves and vanished. I was in a

rose arbour, on a day of late June, in a garden by a canal

that led to Belgium. The Becketts were in their house

across the sea.

"Why," his mother hesitated, "it was quite a story.

But when he found you again he must have tc!d you it

all."

"Ah, but do tell me what he told you!"

"Well, it began with a landlady in a hotel wanting him

to see a [)ictiiro. The artist was away, but his sister was

there. That was you, my dear."

"Yes, it was I. My poor Brian painted such beautiful

things before
"

"We know they were beautiful, because we've seen the

picture," Father Beckett broke in. "But go on, Mother.

We'll tell about t!ie picture by and by. She'll like to hc.ir.

But the rest first!"

The little old lady obeyed, and went on. "Jimmy said
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ho was tiikon to a room, jind tlioro stood llio most won-

derful girl he'd ever seen in his life—his 'dream come aHve.'

That's how he deseribed her. And there v is more.

Father, I never told you this part. But maybe Miss

—

Miss
'•

"Will you call mt ''Mary'?" I asked.

"Maybe 'Mary' would like to hear. Of course I never

forgot one word. No mother c«)uld forget! And now I

see he described you just right. When you hear, you'll

know it was love made his talk about you poetr\ -like.

Jimmy never talked that way to me of any one, before or

since."

Padre, I am going to write down the things he said of me,

because it is exquisite to know that he tliought ihem. He
said, I had eyes "like sapphires fallen ainong dark grasses."

And my hair was so heavy and thick that, if I pulled out

the pins, it would fall around me "in a black avalanche."

•Vh, the joy and the pain of hearing these words like an

echo of music I had nearly missed! There's no language

for what I felt. But you will understand.

He had told his mother about our daj' together. He
said, he kept falling deeper in love every minute, and it

was all he could do not to exclaim, "Girl, I simply must

marry you!" He dared not say that lest I should refu.se,

and there would be an end of everything. So he tried as

hard as he could to make me like him, and remember him

til! he should come back, in two weeks. He thought that

was the best w^ay; and he would have let his bet slide if he

hadn't imagined that a little mystery might make him

more interesting in my eyes. Believing that we had

met again, Mrs. Beckett supposed that he had explained
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this to mo, IJiit of courso il was all new, and wlien she

came to the reason nl. 'irn Wyridliam had never come
hack, I thoufiht for a moment I should faint. lie was

taken ill in Paris, thrw days after we parted, with lyi)lioid

fever; and lhoiif,'h it was never a desperate case—ctwiu^ to

his strong constitution—he was «leIirious for weeks.

Two months passed before he was well enough to look for

me, and by that time all trace of us was lost. Brian and I

had gone to England long Ix-fore. .Jim's friend—the one

with whom he had the bet—wired to the BecV ' 'hat he

was ill, but not dangerously, and they w<Ten't ouie over

to France. It was only when he reached home that they

knew how serious the trouble had been.

While I was listening, learning that Jim had really loved

UK', and searched for mc, it seemed that I had a right to

hira after all: that I was an honest girl, hearing news of

her own man, from his own peoj)le. It was only when Mr.
Beckett began to draw me out, with a quite pathetic

shyness, on the subject of our worldly resources that I

was brought up short again, against the dark wall of

my deceit. It should have been exquisite, it urns heart-

breaking, to see how he feared to hurt my feelings with

some offer of help from his abundrnce. "Hurt my
feelings!" And it was with the sole intention of

"working" them for money that I'd written to the Bec-

ketts.

That looks horrible in black and white, doesn't it.

Padre.'* But I won't try to hide my motives behind a

dainty screen, from your eyes or mine, I had wanted and
meant to get as much as I couid for Brian and myself out

of Jim Beckett's father and mother. And now, when I
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was on the way to obtain my object, more easily than I

had expected—now, when I saw the kind of people thry

were—now, when I knew that to Jim Wyndham I had

been an ideal, " his dream come true." I saw my own face

as in a mirror. It was Uke the sly, mean face of a serpent

disguised as a woman.

I remember once saying to you, Padre, when you had

read aloud "The Idylls of the King" to Brian and me as

children, that Vivien was the worst cad I ever heard of

since the beginning of the world! I haven't changed my

mind about her since, except that I give her second place.

I am in the first.

I suppose, when I first pictured the Becketts (if I stopped

to picture them at all) I imagined they would be an ordin-

ary American millionaire and millionairess, bow-fronted,

self-important creatures; the old man with a diamond stud

like a headlight, the old lady afraid to take cold if she

left off an extra row of pearls. In our desperate state,

anything seemed fair in love or war with such hard, worth-

their-weight-in-gold people. But I ought to have known

that a man Uke Jim Beckett couldn't have such parents!

I ought to have known they wouldn't be in the common

class of millionaires of any country; and that whatever

their type they would be unique.

Well, I hadn't known. Their kindness, their dear human-

ness, their simplicity, overwhelmed me as the gitts of

shields and bracelets from the Roman warriors over-

whelmed treacherous Tarpeia. And when they began

delicately begging me to be their adopted daughter—the

very thing I'd prayed for to the devil!—I felt a hundred

times wickeder tluiu if Jim hadn't set mc on a high pedes-
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tal, where they wished to keep me with their money,

their love, as oflferings.

Whether I should have broken down and confessed

everything, or brazened it out in spite of all if I'd been

left alone to decide, I shall never know. For just then

the door opened, and Brian came into the room.

J
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WHY Brian's coming should make all the differ-

ence may puzzle you. Padre, but I'll explain.

Ours is an amateurish hotel, especially since

the war. Any one who happens to have the time or in-

clination runs it: or if no one has time it runs itself. Con-

sequently mistakes are made. But what can you expect

for eight francs a day, with pemion?

I said that a very young youth brought up the news of

the T^ecketts' arrival. He'd merely announced that un

monsieur et une dame" had called. Apparently they had

given no names, no cards. But in truth there were cards,

which had been mislaid, or in other words left upon the

desk in the bureau, with the numbers of both our rooms

scrawled on them in pencil. Nobody was there at the Ume

but when the concierge came back (he is a sort of unofficial

understudy for the mobilized manager) he saw the cards

and sent them upstairs. They were taken to Brian and

the names read aloud to him. He supposed, from vague

information supplied by the ganon (it was a gargon t us

time) that I cashed him to come and join me m the salon

with my guests. He hated the thought of meeting

strangers (the name "Beckett" meant nothing to him)

but if he were wanted by his sister, he never yet left her

in the lurch, •

He and I both knew the house with our eyes shut, before

42



.mimLM^i^..^:^^MWkii^^^i^^M^^mm>:

EVERYI^L\N'S LAND 43

the war; and now that Brian is Wind, he practises in the

most reckless way going about by himself. He refused to

be led to the salon: he came unaided and unerrir »: and

I thought when he appeared at the door, I'd never seen

him look so beautiful. He is beautiful you know! Now
that his physical eyesight is gone, and he's developing that

mysterious "inner sight" of which he talks, there's no

other adjective which truly expresser him. He stood

there for a minute with his hand on the door-knob, with

all the light in the room (there wasn't much) shining

straight into his face. It couldn't hel^ doing that, as the

one window is nearly opposite the door; but really it does

se** sometimes that light seeks Briai 's face, as the "spot

' Ji \ .n theatres follows the hero or heroine of a play.

"
: ~re was an asking smile on his lips, and—by accident,

c- course—^liis dear blind eyes looked straight at Mrs.

Beckett. We are enough alike, we twins, for any one to

know at a glance that we're brother and sister, so the

Becketts would have known, of course, even if I hadn't

cried out in surprise, " Brian
!

"

They took it for granted that Brian would have heard

all about their son Jim; so, touched by the pathos of his

blindness—t*^ ^ lonely pathos (for a blind man is as lonely

as a daylight moon!) Mrs. Beckett almost ran to him and

took his hand.

"We're the Becketts, with your sister," she jaid'

"Jimmy's father and mother. I expect you didn't meet

him when they were getting engaged to each other at

St. Raphael. But he loved your picture that he bought

just before the war. He used to say, if only you'd signed

it, his whole life might have been different. That was
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when he'd lost Mary, you see—and he'd got hold of her

name quite wrong. He thought it was Ommalee, and we

never knew a word about the engagement, or her real

nairc' or anything, till the letter came to us at our hotel

to-day. Then we hurried around here, as quick as we

could ; and she pron? 'sed to be our adopted daughter. That

means you will have to be our adopted son
!

"

I think Mrs. Beckett is too shy to like talking much at

ordinary tim-^s. She would rather let her big husband

talk, and listen af'miringly to him. But this wasnt

an ordinary time. To see Brian stand at the door, wistful

and alone, gave her a ]jain in her heart, so she rushed to

him, and poured out all these kind words, which left him

dazed.

"You are very good to me," he answered, too thought-

ful of others' feelings, as always, to blurt out—as most

people would
—

"I don't understand. Who are you,

please? " Instead, his sightless but beautiful eyes seemed

to search the room, and he said, "Molly, you're here,

aren tyou."*

Now perhaps you begin to understand why his coming,

and Mrs. Beckett's greeting of him, stopped me from

telling the truth—if I would have told it. I'm not sure

if I would, in any case. Padre; but as it was I could not.

The question seemed settled. To have told the Becketts

that I was an adventuress—» repentant adventuress

—

and let them go out of my life without Brian ever knowing

they'd come into it was one thing. To explain, to accuse

myself before Brian, to make him despise the only person

he had to depend on, and so to spoil the world for him, was

another thing.
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I accepted the fate I'd summoned like the genie of a
lamp. "Ws, Brian, I'm here," I answered. And I went
to him, and took possession of the hand Mrs. Beckett had
left free. " I never told you about my romance. It was so
short. And—and one doesn't put the most sacred things

in letters. I loved a man, and he loved me. We met in

France before the war, and lost each other.

"Afterward he came back to fight. A few days ago he
fell—^just at the time when his par-'nts had hurried over
from America to see him. I—I couldn't resist writing
them a letter, though they were strangers to me. I

"

"That's not a word I like to hear on your lips—
' strangers'," Mr. Beckett broke in, "even though you're
speaking of the past. We're all one family now. You
don't mind my saying that, Brian, or taking it for granted
you'll consent—or calling you Brian, do you?"
"Mind!" echoed Brian, with his sweet, young smile.

"How could I mind? It's like something in a story. It's a
sad story—because the hero's gone out of it—no, he hasnH
gone, really! It only seems so, before you stop to think.

I've learned enough about death to learn that. And I

can tell by both your voices you'll be friends worth hav-
mg.

"Oh, you are a dear boy!" exclaimed Mrs. Beckett.
"God is good to give you and your sister to us in our dark
hour. I feel as if Jimmy were here with u^. I do believe
he is! I know he'd like me to tell you what he did with
your picture, and what we've done with it since, his father
and I."

Brian must have felt that it would be good for us all to
talk of the pictures, just then, not of this "Jimmy" who
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was still a mystery to him. He caught up the subject and
said that he didn't understand. What picture was it of

which they spoke? He generally signed his initials, but

they'd mentioned that this was unsigned

"Don't you remember," I explained, "the sketch I sold

for you to Mr. Wyndham when we were tramping through

France? You told me when you came back from Paris

that it wasn't quite finished. You'd meant to put on a

few more touches—and your signature. Well, 'Wynd-
ham ' was only the middle name. I never told you much
about that day. I was half ashamed, because it was the

day when my romance began and—broke. I hoped it

might begin again sometime, but—but—you shall hear

the whole story soon. Only—not now."

Even as I promised him, I promised myself to tell him
nothing. I might have to lie in deeds to Brian. I wouldn't

lie in words. JVIrs. Beckett might give him her version of

her son's romance—some day. Just at the moment she

was relating, almost happily, the story of the picture: and
it was for me, too.

Jim had had a beautiful frame made for Brian's cathe-

dral sketch, and it had been hung in the best place—over

his desk—in the special sanctum where the things he loved

most were put. In starting for Europe his father and
mother had planned to stop only a short time in a Paris

hotel. They had meant to take a house, where Jim could

join them whenever he got a few days' leave: and as a
surprise for him they had brought over his favourite

treasures from the "den." Among these was the unsigned

picture painted by the brother of The Girl. They had
even chosen the house, a small but charming old chdteau to
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which Jim had taken a fancy. It was rather close to the

war zone in these days, but that had not struck Ihcin as an
obstacle. They were not afraid. They liad wired, before

saihng, to a Paris agent, telhng him to engage the chateau

if it was still to let furnif' ed. On arriving the answer

awaited them: the place wm, theirs.

"We thought it would be such a joy to Jim," Mrs.

Beckett said. "He fell in love with that chateau before

he came down with typhoid. I'll show you a snapshot he

took of it. He used to say he'd give anything to live there.

And crossing on the ship we talked every day of how we'd

make a *den' for him, full of his own things, and never

breathe a word till he opened the door of the room. We're

in honour bound to take the house now, whether or not we
use it—without Jim. I don't know what we shall do, I'm

sure! All I know is, I feel as if it would kill me to turn

round and go home with our broken hearts."

"We've got new obhgations right here, Jenny. You
mustn't forget that," said Mr. Beckett. "Remember
we've just adopted a daughter—and a son, too. We must
consult them about our movements."

"Oh, I hadn't forgotten!" the old lady cried. "They
—they'll help us to decide, of course. But just now I can't

make myself feel as if one thing was any better than

another. If only we could think of something Jim would

have liked us to do! Something—patriotic—for France."

"Mary has seen Jim since we saw him, dear. Perhaps

from talk they had she'll have a suggestion to make."

"Oh no!" I cried. "I've no suggestion."

"And you, Brian?' the old man persisted.

Quickly I answered for my brother. "They never met!
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Brian couldn't know what

—

Jim would have lilted you to

do."

"It's true, I can't know, ' said Brian. "But a thought
has come into my head. Shall I tell it to you ?

"

"Yes!" the Becketts answered in a breath. They
gazed at him as if they fancied him inspired by their son's

spirit. No wonder, perhaps! Brian has an inspired look.

"Are you very rich?" he asked bluntly, as a child puts

questions which grown-ups veil.

"We're rich in money," answered the old man. "But
I guess I never quite realized till now, when we lost Jimmy,
how poor you can be, when you're only rich in what the

world can give."

"I suppose you'll want to put up the finest monument
for your son that money can buy," Brian went on, as

though he had wandered from his subject. But I—know-
ing him, and his slow, dreamy way of getting to his goal

—

knew that he was not astray. He was following some star

which we hadn't yet seen.

"We've had no time to think of a monument," said Mr.
Beckett, with a diokein his voice. "Of course we would
wish it, if it could be done. But Jim lies on German soil.

We can't mark the place
"

"It doesn't much matter—to him—where his body
lies," Brian went on. "lie is not in German soil, or in No
Man's Land. Wouldn't he like to have a monument in

Everyman's Land .**"

"What do you mean?" breathed the little old lady.

She realized now that blind Brian wasn't speaking idly.

"Well, you see, France and Belgium together will be

Everyman's Land after the war, won't they?" Brian said.
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"Every man who wants the world's true peace has fought

in France and Belgium, if he could fight. Every man who
has fought, and every man who wished to fight but

couldn't, will want to see those lands that have been

martyred and burned, when they have risen like the

Phoenix out of their own ashes. That's why I call France

and Belgium Everyman's Land. You say your Jim

spent some of his happiest days there, and now he's given

his life for the land he loved. Wouldn't you feel as if he

went with you, if you made a pilgrimage from town to town

he knew in their days of beauty—if you travelled and

studied some scheme for helping to make each one beauti-

ful again after the war? If you did this in his name and

his honour, could he have a better memorial?"

"I guess God has let Jim speak through your lips, and

tell us his wish," said Mr. Beckett. "What do you think,

Jenny?"

i]'':J'I think what you think," she echoed. "It's right the

word should come to us from the brother of Jim's love."
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THAT is the storj', Padre, as far as it has gone.

No sign from j'ou, no look in your eyes, could

show me myself in a meaner light than shines

from the mirror of my conscience. If Jim hadn't lov <

me, it would be less shameful to trade on the trust

these kind people. I see that clearly! And I see 1 w
hateful it is to make Brian an innocent partner in the

fraud.

I'm taking advantage of one man who is dead, and

another who is blind. And it is as though I were "betting

on a certainty," because there's nobody alive v\" j can come
forward to tell the B ""ketts or Brian what I am. I'm safe,

brutally safe

!

You'll see from what I have •written how Brian turned

the scales. The plan he proposed developed in the Beck-

etts' minds with a quickness that could happen only with

Americans—and millionaires. Father Beckett sees and

does things on the grand scale. Perhaps that's the secret

of his success. He was a niincr once, he has told Brian and

me. Mrs. Beckett was a district school teacher in the Far

West, where his fortune began. They married while he wiis

still a poor man. But that's by the way! I want to tell

you now of his present, not of his past: and the working

out of our future from Brian's suggestion. Ten minutes

after the planting of the seed a tree had grown up, and was

00
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putting forth leaves and blossoms. Soon there will be
fruit. And it will come into existence ripe I I suppose
Americans are like that. They manage their affairs with
mental intensive culture.

The Becketts are prepared to love me for Jim's sake;

but Brian they worship as a supernatural Iwing. Mr.
Beckett says he s saved them from themselves, and given

them an incentive to live. It was only yesterday that they
answered my S. O. S. call. Now, the immediate future is

settled, for the four of us; settled for us together.

Father Beckett is asking leave to travel en automobile

through the liberated lands. In each town and village

Jim's parents will decide on some work of charity or re-

construction in his memorj', above all in places he knew
and loved. They can identify these by the letters he
wrote home from France before the war. His mother has
kept every one. Through a presentiment of his d«>ath, or

because she couldn't part from them, she has brouglit

along a budget of Jim's letters from America. She carries

them about in a little morocco hand-bag, as other women
carry their jewels.

The thought of Brian's plan i- for the two old people like

an infusion of blood in emptied veins. They say that they
would never have thought of it themselves, and if they had,
they would not have ventured to attempt it alone, ignorant

of French as they are. But this is their generous way of

making us feel indispen-^uble! They tell us we are needed
to "see them through"; that without our help and ad-

vice they would be lost. Every word of kindness is a
new stab for me. Sh.ill T gmw callous as t ime g-:>es on, and
accept everything as though I really were what they call
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me—their "daughier " (V™ I hr^n to think of another

alternative. I'll turn lo it if I gton desperate.

Thr bright spot in my darkness n the joyful change in

the Becketts. They teel that they've regaiu«'d their son,

that Jim will be witli them on fheir journey, and that

they've a rendezvous with him at "his chft^^au," when

they reach the jounuy's end. They owe this '
, ppmess

not to me, but to Bri; n. As for him, he has tlie air of

calm content that used t^ en/old him when he packed his

easel and knapsack for a tr amp. Blindness isn't blindness

for Brian. It's only another kind of si^ht.

"I shan't see the wreck and misery vou others will have

to see," he says. "Horrors don't exi>t any more for my
eyes. I shall see the country in all its heauty as it was

before the war. And who knows but T ^hall find my dog?
"

(Brian lost the must wonderful dog in the world when he

was wounded.) lie is always hoping to find it again!

He doesn't feci that he accepts charity fron; the Beck-

etts. He believes, with a kind of modest pride, that we're

really indispensable. .Vftcrwiird—when the t<.ur is over

—

he thinks that "some other scheme will open. I think so

too. The Becketts will propose it, to keep v= mth hem.

They will urge and argue, little dreaming how - 4 ew th m,

with a grappling-hook 1 Ive to become a imrna^lc on

th^irship!

To-morrow we move io the Ritz. Tli B*--: ketts insist.

They want us near theia for 'consultations'"

morning the formal request va- made 1 the r-nt

authorities, and sent to headc'iarters. C the ' "•

day the answer will come, and tliere's little ^oubt it ;

be "yes."
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Can I bear lo g' on dixjeiviog an B. ett's ther and
mother, or- shall I take I le other alternative I must
decide t night.

Since I wrote ihat las-- sentence I have been out. alone

—ti* decide. Padn-, it was in my mind never ti) come
back.

I walktHi long, long way, t( • the C?iamps-Elys«' s. I was

very tii»d, and T sat down—ulniosl iropped dov\ u—( a

seat under the hij.f^ ciiriopy of chestnut trees. 1 could >t

think, but I had a sense of exi "ctatiot s if I vere waitiii?

ffv 3oineb«jdy who w ould tell wK' o do. Paris in tt

lutuinn twiiiglit wu a dreaiu of lycauty. S* Idenl

dreaiij seeiu<'«i to optx and u raw me in. Souaoi=»;

Away, v,h'>m i had k?!f«'n anri kived, wa.^ i e
'

Wh I.NUould cidf :ibot-( . le future, dej>end(H mger

on myself, !>• to. e diiuiuier. I didri lou ii-. he

wa.- ; but I kn< <-
\ id learn by and by i

vould come waU: al»>tjg tr» road of his «

ikv the vacant piact by me ou iim-- seat.

Being in the u ^•am, I ditl belong to tl I,

-time Paris . hieh was rus! ig and roarii me.

diitary motor.-, am huge can ion^ , n' ambi. were

tearing up and dow ., over tlu- gray- ui surlace of as-

phalt which used to he sacred to private uutos and gay lit-

tle taxis bound for theatres and operas and balls. For
every girl, or woman, or child, who pas> I, there were at

least ten soldiers : Fren( soldiers in Wex /;or .Serbians

in jn-ay, Britishers and .irinkling of Anieritans in kh.'iki.

There was an undertone f music—a tune in the making

—

in the tramp, tramp, of the soldiers' feet, the nimble and

5^"as

m ira.

h«>

d

ti
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whirr of the cars-of-war, the voices of women, the laughing

cries of children.

I thought how simple it would be, to spring up and throw

myself under one of the huge, rushing camions: how easily

the thing might be taken for an accident if I stage-man-

aged it well. The Beckotts would be angels to Brian

when I was gone! But the dreamer of the dream would

not let me stir hand or foot. He put a spell of stillness upon

me; he shut me up in a transparent crystal box, while out-

side all the world moved about its own affairs.

The mauve light of Paris nights filtered up from the

gleaming asphalt, as if through a roof of clouded glass over

a subterranean ballroom lit with blue and purple lanterns.

Street lamps, darkly shaded for air-raids, trailed their white

lights downward, long and straight, like first-conMnunion

veils. Distant trees and shrubs and statues began to

retreat into the dusk, as if withdrawing from the sight of

fevered human-folk to rest. Violet shadows rose in a tide,

and poured through the gold-green tunnel of chestnut trees,

as sea-waler pours into a cave. And the shadow-sea had a

voice like the whisper of waves. It said, "The dream is

Jim Wyndham's dream." I felt him near me—still in the

dream. The one I had waited for had come.

I was free to move. The transparent box was broken.

^^^lat the meaning of my impression was I don't know.

But it must have a meaning, it was so strong and real. It

has made me change my mind about—the other alterna-

tive. I want to live, and find my way back Into that

dream.

wms^vmr'
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PADRE, you were right. My greatest comfort, as

of old, is in turning to you,

I think you had a glimpse of the future when
you left me that last message: "Write to me, in the old

way, just as if I were alive and had gone on ". long journey."

When I lock my door, and get out this journal, it seems

as if a second door—a door in the wall—opened, to show

you smiling the good smile which made your face different

from any other. I don't deserve the smile. Did I ever

deserve it.'* Yet you gave it even when I was at my worst.

Now it seems to say, " In spite of all, I won't turn my back

on you. I ha\^en't given you up."

When I first began to write in this book (t'le purple-

covered journal which was your last present to me), I

meant just to relieve my heart by putting on paper, as if

for you, the story of my wickedness. Now the story is

told, I can't stop. I can't shut the door in the wall! I

shall go on, and on. I shall tell you all that happens, all

I feel, and see, and think. That must have been what you

meant me to do.

\Vhen Brian and I were away from home a million years

ago, before the v/ar, we wrote you every day, if only a few

paragraphs, and posted our letters at the end of a week.

You said those letters were your "magic carpet," on which

you travelled with us. Poor Padre, you'd no time nor

U
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money for other travelling! You never saw France, till

the war called you. And after a few bleak months, that

other great call came. I shall write to you about France,

and about myself, as I should have writ ten if you were back

at home.

First—about myself ! A few pages ago I said that there

was no one alive who could prove me a liar, to the Becketts

or Brian: that I was " safe—brutally safe." Well, I was

mistaken. I am not safe. But I will go back to our start.

Everyone warned the Becketts that they would get no

automobile, no essence, and no chauffeur. Yet they got

all three, as magically as Cinderella got her coach and four.

The French authorities played fairy godmother, and waved

a wand . Why not, when in return so much was to be done

for France?

The wand gave a permit for the whole front (counting in

the American front!) from Lorraine to Flanders. It pro-

duced a big gray car, and a French soldier to drive it. The

soldier has only one leg: but he can «' > more with that one

than most men with two. Thus we set forth on the jour-

ney Brian planned, the Becketts so grateful—poor darlings

—for our company, that it was hard to realize that I didn't

belong.

It was a queer thought that we should be taking the road

to Germany—we, of all people : yet every road that leads

east from Paris leads to Germany. And it was a wonder-

ful thought, that we should be going to the Marne.

Surely generations must pass before that name can be

heard, even by children, without a thrill! We said it over

and over in the car: "The Marne—the Marne! We

shall see the Marne, this autumn of 1917."

1 'I!
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Meanwhile the road was a dream-road. It had the im-

natural quietness of dreams. In days of peace it would

have been choked with country carts bringing food to fill

the wide-open mouth of Paris. Now, the way to the

capital was silent and empty, save for gray military motors

and lumbering army camions. The cheap bowUng alleys

and jerry-built restaurants of the suburbs seemed under a

spell of sleep. There were no men anywhere, except the

very old, and boys of the "class" of next year. Women
swept out the gloomy shops: women drove omnibuses:

women hawked the morning papers. Outside Paris we

were stopped by soldiers, appearing from sentry-boxes : our

papers were scanned; almost reluctantly we were allowed

to pass on, to the Secret Region of Crucifix Corner, which

spying eyes must not see—the region of aeroplane hangars,

endless hangars, lost among trees, and melting dimly into

a dim horizon, their low, rounded roofs "camouflaged"

in a confusion of splodged colours.

There was so much to see—so much which was abnormal,

and belonged to war—that we might have passed without

glancing at a line of blue water, parallel with our road at a

little distance, had not Brian said, "Have we come in sight

of the Ourcq? We ought to be near it now. Don't you

know, the men of ihe Marne say the men of the Ourcq did

more than they to save Paris?"

The Becketts had hardly heard of the Ourcq. As for

me, I'd forgotten that part in the drama of September,

1914. I knew that there was an Ourcq—a canal, or a

river, or both, with a bit of Paris sticking to its banks:

knew it vaguely, as one knows and forgets that one's

friends' faces have profiles. But Brian's words brought
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back the whole story to my mind in a flash. I remem-

bered how Von Kluck was liapped like a rat, in the coidoir

of the Ourcq, by the genius of Gallieni, and the glorious

cooperation of General Manoury and the dear British

"contemptibles" under General French.

It was a desperate adventure that—to try and take the

Germans in the flank; and Gallieni's advisers told hira

there were not soldiers enough in his command lo do it.

"Then we'll do it with sailors!" he said. "But," urged

an admiral, "my sailors are not trained to march."

"They will march without being trained," said the

defender of the capital. "I've been in China and Mada-

gascar, I know what sailors can do on land."

"Even so, there will not be enough men," answered the

pessimists.

"We'll fill the gaps with the police," said the general,

inspired perhaps by Sainte-Genevieve.

So the deed was dared; and in a panic at sight of the

mysteriously arriving troops, V^on Kluck retreated from

the Ourcq tc the Aisne. It was when he heard how the

trick had been played and won by sheer bravado, that he

cried out in rage, "How could I count on such a coup?

Not another military governor in a hundred would have

risked throwing his whole force sixty kilometres from its

base. How should I guess what a dare-devil fool Gallieni

would turn out? But if Trochu, in '70, had been the same

kind of a fool, we should never have got Paris!"

Half the ghosts in history seemed to haunt this Route de

Strasbourg, and to meet us as we passed. You know how

you see the characters in a moving-picture play, and be-

hind them the "fade ins" that show their life history,

^^
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visions that change on the screen Hke patterns in a kaleido-

scope? So on this meadow-bordered road, peaceful in the

autimin sunlight, we saw with our minds' eyes the soldiers

of 1914: behind them the soldiers of 1870: farther in the

background Napoleon the Great with his men : and fading

into the distance, processions of kings who had marched

along the Mame, since the day Sainte-Genevieve ordered

the gates of Paris to be shut in the face of Attila.

Such a gay, gold-sequined blue-green ribbon of a river it

looked! Almost impudent in gaiety, as if it wished to

forget and be happy. But souls and rivers never really

forget. When they know what the Marne knows, they are

gay only on the surface!

It was at Meaux where we had our first close meeting

with the Martie: Meaux, the city nearest Paris "on the

Mame front,'" wl^re the Germans came: and even after

three years you can still see on the left bank of the river

traces of trench —shallow, pathetic holes dug in wild

haste. We might have missed them, we creatures with

mere eyes, if Brian hadn't asked, "Can't you see the

trenches?" Then we saw them, of course, half lost under

rank grass, like dents in a green velvet cushion made by

a sleeper who has long ago waked and walked away.

From a distance the glistening gray roofs of Meaux were

like a vast crowd of dark-winged doves; but as we ran

into the town it opened out into dignified importance, able

to live up to its thousand years of history. There was no

work for the Becketts there, we thought, for the Germans

had time to do little material harm to Meaux in 1914: and

at first sight there seemed to be no need of alms. But

Jim had loved Meaux. His mother took from her blue
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morocco bag his letter describing the place, mentionii^

how he had met the bishop through a French friend.

"Do you think," she asked me timidly, "we might call

on the bishop? Who knows but he remembers our

Jimmy?"
" He's a famous bishop," said Brian. " I've heard poUus

from Meaux tell stories of how the Germans were forced to

respect him, he was so brave and fine. He took the chil-

dren of the town imder his protection, and no harm came to

one of them. There were postcard photographs going

round early in the war, of the bishop surrounded by boys

and girls—like a benevolent Pied Piper. It's kindness he's

famous for, as well as courage, so I'm sure we may call."

Near the beautiful old cathedral we passed a priest, and

asked him where to find the bishop's house. "You need

not go so far; here he comes," was the answer. We looked

over our shoulders, almost guiltily, and there indeed he

was. He had been in the cathedral with two French oflS-

cers, and in another instant the trio would have turned a

comer. Our look and the priest's gesture told the bishop

that we were speaking of him. He paused, and Mr. Beck-

ett jumped out of the stopped car, agile as a boy in his ex-

citement.

"Oh, I forgot, I can't talk French! Marj', you must

see me through!" he pleaded.

I hurried to the rescue, and together we walked up to the

bishop. Off came Mr. Beckett's hat; and both officers

saluted us. One was a general, the other a colonel.

If I'd had time to rehearse, I might have done myself

some credit. As it was, I stammered out some sort of

explanation and introduced Jim's father.
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"I remember young Monsieur Beckett," the bishop

said. "He was not one to be forgotten! Besides, he was

generous to Meaux. He left a noble present for our poor.

And now, you say, he has given his life for France? What

is there I can do to prove or gratitude? You have come

to Meaux because of his let. rs? Wait a few minutes, till

these brave messieurs have gone, and I myself will show

you the cathedral. Oh, you need not fear! It will be a

pleasure."

He was as good as his word, and better. Not only did

he show the splendid Gothic cathedral, pride of the "fair

ile-de-France," but the bishop's house as well. Bossuet

had lived there, the most famous bishop Meaux had in the

'past. It was dramatic to enter his study, guided by the

most famous bishop of the present; to see in such company

the room where Bossuet penned his denunciation of the

Protestants, and then the long avenue of yews where he

used to walk in search of inspiration. We saw his tomb,

too—in the cathedral (yes, I believe Brian saw it more

clearly than we!), one of those grand tombs they gave

prelates in the days of Louis XIV: and when the Beck-

etts had followed Jim's example in generosity, we bade

adieu to the—oh, ever so much kindlier heir of the great

controversialist. I'm afraid, to tell the truth, the little

old lady cared more to know that her Jim's favourite

cheese—Brie—was made in Meaux, than anything else in

the town's history. Nevertheless, she listened with a

charmed air to Brian's story of Meaux's great romance

—

as she listens to all Brian's stories. It was you, Padre,

who told it to Brian, and to me, one winter night when

we'd been reading about Gaston, de Foix, "Gaston le

t~'
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Bel." Our talk of his exploits brought us to Meaux, at the

time of the Jacquerie, in the twelfth century. The com-

mon people had revolted against the nobles who oppressed

them, and all the Ile-de-France—adorable name!—seethed

with civil war. In Meaux was the Duchess of Orleans,

with three hundred great ladies, most of them beautiful

and young. The peasants besieged the Duchess there,

and she and her lovely companions were put to sore straits,

when suddenly arrived brave Gaston to save them. I

don't quite know why he took the trouble to come so far,

from his hill-castle near the Spanish frontier, but most

likely he loved one of the shut-up ladies. Or perhaps it

was simply for love of all womanhood, since Gaston was so

chivalrous that Froissart said, **I never saw one like him

of personage, nor of so fair form, nor so well made."

From Meaux our road (we were going to make Nancy

our centre and stopping place) followed the windir of

the green ribbon IVTnrne to Ch&teau-Thierry, on the river's

right bank. There's a rather thrilling ruin, that gave the

towTi its name, and dominates it still—the ruin of a castle

which Charles Martel built for a young King Thierry. The

legend says that this boy differed from the wicked kings

Thierry, sons and grandsons of the Frankish Clovis; that he

wanted to be good, but "Fate" would not let him. Per-

haps it's a judgment on those terrible Thierry kings, who

left to their enemier, only the earth round their habitations

—"because it couldn't be carried away"—that the

Germans have left ruins in Chdteau-Thierry more cruel

than those of the crumbling castle. In seven September

days they added more monuments historiques than a

thousand years had given the ancient Mame city.
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Jim Beckett had written his mother all about the town,

and sent postcard pictures of its pride, the fortress-like,

fifteenth-century church with a vast tower set upon a

height. He liked Chateau-Thierry because Jean de la

Fontaine was bom there, and called it "a peaceful-looking

place, just right for the dear fable-maker, who was so

child-like and sweet-natured, that he deser\'ed always to

be happy, instead of for ever in somebody's debt." A
soldier having seen the wasted country at the front, might

still describe Chateau-Thierry as a "peaceful-looking

place." But it was the first glimpse the Becketts had had

of war's abominable destruction. I took up nursing in

the south of France before the Zeppelins made mud .visi-

ble impression on London; and as I volunteered for a

"contagious" hospital, I've lived an isolated life far from

all horrors save those in my own w:ad, and the few I saw

when I went to nurse Brian. Perhaps it was well for us

to begin with Chateau-Thierry, whose gaping wounds are

not mortal, and to miss tragic Varreddes. Had Sermaize-

les-Bains, which burst upon us later, been our first experi-

ence, the shock might have been too great for AL-s. Beck-

ett. Asitwas, we worked slowly to the climax. Yet even

so, we travelled on with a hideous mirage of broken homes,

of intimacies brutally laid bare, floating between the land-

scape and our eyes. We could not get rid of this mirage,

couhJ not brush it away, though the country was friendly

and fair of face as a child playing in a waterside meadow.

The crudely new bridges that crossed the Marne were the

only open confessions of what the river had suffered. But

tile Marne spirit had known wars eiough to learn "how

sweet it is to live, forgetting." With her bits of villages
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scattered like strewn flowers on her green flood, she floats

in a dream of her adventurous past and the glorious future

which she has helped to win for France.

It was hard to realize that the tiny island villages and

hamlets on the level shores had seen the Germans come

and go; that under the gray roofs—furry-soft as the backs

of Maltese cats—hearts had beaten in agony of fear; that

along the white road, with its double row of straight trees

like an endless army on parade, weeping fugitives had

fled.

We were not aiming to reach Nancy that night, so we

paused at Epernay. The enemy behaved better there

than in most Marne towns, perhaps because Wagner once

lived in it. or, more likely, under the soothing influence of

Epernay'a champagne, which has warmed the cockles of

men's hearts since a bishop of the ninth century made it

famous by his praise. Nevertheless, there are ruins to

see, for the town was bombarded by the Germans after

they werr turned out. All the quarter of the rich was laid

wasU ; and the vast " Fabrique de Champagne " of Mercier,

with its ornamental frieze of city names, is silent to this

day, ts proud facade if windows broken. Not a big

building of the town, not a neighbouring chfiteau of a

"Champagne baron" has a whole window-pane visible,

though three years have rolled on since the cannonading

did its work! Nowadays glass is as dear as diamonds in

Prance, and harder to get.

Outside Champagnopolis, in the wide wooden village of

hospital huts, a doctor told us a war ghost story. One
night the Germans made a great haul of champagne, of a

good year, in a castle near by. They had knocked off
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the heads of many bottles, naming each for a French

general of yesterday or tt lay, when some oflScer who knew

more history than the rest remembered that Henri IV had

taken Epemay in 1592. He named his bottle for Henri

de Navarre, and harangued his comrades on the superiority

of Wilhelm von Hohenzollem. As the speechmaker

cracked the neck with his sword, the bottle burst in a

thousand pieces, drenching everyone with wine. A bit

of glass struck the electric lamp over die table, and out

went the light. For an instant tlie room was black.

Then a white ray flickered on the wall, as if thrown through

the window by a searchlight. Out of its glimmer stepped

a man, with a long, laughing face and a pointed beard.

Round his neck was a high ruff. He wore a doublet of

velvet, and shining silk hose. In his hand was a silver

goblet, frothing over the top with champagne. "He
drinks best who drinks last!" cried he in French, and

flung the goblet at the face of him who named the bottle.

At the same second there was a great explosion, and only

one soldier escaped; he who told the story.

Think, Padre, it was near Chdlons that Attila was

defeated, and forced to fly from France for ever! I ought

to say, Attila the first, since the self-named Attila II

hasn't yet been beaten back beyond the Rhine.

We—you, and Brian and I—used to have excited argu-

ments about reincarnation. You know now which of us

was right! But I cling to the theory of the spiral, in

evolution of the soul—the soul of a man or the soul of the

world. It satisfies my sense of justice and my reason both,

to b-clieve that wc must progress, being vn'-'Ae for jjrngres-

sion; but that we evolve upward slowly, with a spiral
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motion which brings us at certain periods, as we rise,

directly above the last earth-phase in our evolution. If

it's true, here, after nearly th'"tecn centuries, are the

Huns overrunning Europe oner more. Leanied Huns,

scientific Hvins, but always Huns, repealing history on a

higher scale, barbarously hcnt on pulling down the

liberty of the world by the })ovor of brute force. Again

they're destined to be conquered as before, at a far bigger

prif-e. What will the next turn of their spiral bring, I

wonder? A vast battle of intellect, perhaps, when wars of

blood have been forgotten. And I wondc, too, v/here has

Attila been, since he was beaten in this Champajnie coun-

try of the Marue, and died two years later at his wedding-

feast in Hungary

!

Did he appear in our world again, in the form of some
great, cruel general or king, or did his soul rest until it

was reincarnated in the form that claims his name to-day?

I could iicarcely concentrate upon Chfilons, though it's a

noble town, crowded with grand old buildings. My mind
was busily travelling back, back into history, as Peter

Ibbctson travelled in his prison-dreams. It didn't stop

on its way to see the city capitulate to the AlHes in 1814,

just one hundred years before the grea'. new meaning came
into that word "allies." I ran past the brave fifteenth-

r 'utury days, when the English used to attack Chtllons-

sur-Marne, hoping to keep their hold on France. I

didn't even pause for Saint-Bernard, preaching the Crusade

in the gorgeous presence of Louis VII and his knights.

It was Attila who lured me down, down into his century,

buried deep under the sands of Time. I heard the ring of

George Meredith's words: "Attila, my A tila!" But
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I saw the wild warrior Attilu, fighting in Charapapne, not

the dead man adjured by Ildico, his bride. I saw hira

"short, srwa-thy, broad-chested," in his crude armour, his

large head
,

' early gray." lifted like a wolf's at bay. I saw
his fierce, igh- face with its snub nose and httle, deep-set

eyes, flushed u he furj' of defeat as he ordered the famous
screen of < 'lariots lo be piled up between him and the
Romano-Gau I saw hira and his men profiting by the
strange Carrier, and the enemy's exhaustion, to escape
beyond t le Rhine, witli eyes yearning toward the coun-
try they wer** to see no more.

Historj- calls that battle "one of tlie decisive battles of

the world," yet it lasted only a day, and engaged from a
hundred and seventy-four thousand to three hundred
thousand men. Oh, the spiral of battles has cHmbed
high since then!

I think I shou! : have had a presenliment of the war if

I'd lived at Chiilons, proud city of twenty-two bridges and
the Canal Rhine-Mame. The water on stormy days must
have whispered, "They a .^ coming. Take care

!

"

At Vitry-le-Frangois there is also that same sinister canal
which leads from the Mario to the Rhine, the Rhine to

the Marne. The name has a wicked sound in these days—
Rhine-Mame; and at Vitry-le-Fran(,ois of all places. The
men from over the Rhine destroyed as much as they had
time to destroy of the charming old town planned by
Praneis I, and named for him. All the villages round
about the new Huns broke to pieces, like the toy towns of

children: Revigny, sprayed from hand pumps with petrol,

and burnt lo the ground: Sermaizc-h's-Bains, loved by
Romans and Saracens, obliterated, women drowned in
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the river by laughing German soldiers, deep down under

yellow water-lilies, which mark their resting place to-day:

everywhere, through the fields and forests, low wooden

crosses in the midst of little votive gardens, telling their

silent tale.

Ah, but it is good that Mother Beckett saw Chateau-

Thierry first, or she might have covered her eyes and

begged to go back to Paris ! Here all speaks of death and

desolation, save the busy little hut-villages of the

Quakers. The "Friends" quietly began their labour of

love before the Battle of the Marne was ended, and

they're "carrying on" still. The French translate them

aflfectionately into " les Amis."

It was at Bar-le-Duc that I met disaster face to face in so

Btrange a way that it needs a whole letter to tell you what

happened.



CHAPTER Vin

THERE were so many things to see by the way, and
so many thoughts to think about them, tkat

Father Beckett and Brian decided on an all night

stop at Bar-le-Duc. The town hadn't had an air raid for

weeks, and it 'ooked a port of peace. As well imagine

enemy aeroplanes over the barley-sugar house of the witch

in the enchanted forest, as over this comfortable home cf

jam-makers

!

"Jim always asked for currant jam of Bar-le-Duc on

his birthdays, ever since he was a little, little boy," Mrs.

Beckett remembered aloud. "And even when he was
grown up! But then, he wouldn't wait for birthdays.

He wanted it every day for breakfast; and for tea at those

grand New York hotels, where I wouldn't go without him,

any sooner than in a lion's den. Oh, it will be nice to stay

at Bar-le-Duc! If there's been a jam factory blown up,

we'll help build it again, to please Jim."

Father Beckett was shrewdly of opinion that the jam
factories could take care of themselves, which rather dis-

appointed his wife. She was vaguely disappointed too, in

Bar-le-Duc. I think she expected to smell a ravishing

fragrance of Jim's favourite confiture as we entered the

towTi. It had been a tiring day for her, with all our stops

and sightseeing, and she had less appetite for history than

for jam. We had passed through lo\'ely country since

69
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CMlons, decorated with beautiful tall trees, high box

hedges, and distant, rolling downs golden with grain and

sunlight. Also, whenever our road drew near the rail-

way, we'd caught exciting glimpses of long trains "camou-

flaged" in blurry greens and blues, to hide themselves from

aeroplanes. Nevertheless, Mother Beckett had begun to

droop. Her blue eyes hardly brightened to interest when

Brian said we were in the famous region of the Meuse,

part of the Austrian Empire in Charlemagne's day: that

somewhere hereabout Wittekind, the enslaved Saxon,

used to work "on the land," not dreaming of the kingly

house of Capet he was to found for France, and that

Bar-le-Duc itself would be our starting-point for Verdun,

after Nancy and the " Lorraine Front."

For her Bar-le-Duc had always represented jam, endless

jam, loved by Jim, and talk of the dukes of Bar brought

no Lbrill to Jim's mother. She cared more to see the two

largest elms in France of which Jim had written, than any

1dins of ducal dwellings or tombs of Lorraine princes, or

even the house where Charles-Edouard the Pretender

lived for years.

Fortunately there was a decent hotel, vaguely open in

the upper town on the hill, with a view over the small

tributary river Ornain, on which the capital city of the

Meuse is built. Oi>e taw the Rhine-Marne Canal, too, and

the picturesque roofs of old fifteenth-century houses,

huddled together in lower Bar-le-Duc, shut in among the

vine-draped valleys of Champagne.

As we left tlie car and went into the hotel (T lingering

behind to help Brian) I noticed another car lichind us.

It was more like a taxi-cab than a bra^'c, free-born auto-
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mobile, but it had evidently come a long way, as it was
covered with dust, and from its rather ramshackle roof

waved a Red Cross flag.

In the good days before the war I should have thought

it the most natural thing on earth if a procession of twenty

motors had trailed us. But war has put an end to joy-

rides. Besides, since the outskirts of Paris, we had been

in the zone de guerre, constantly stopped and stared at by
sentinels. The only cars we passed, going east or west,

were occupied by officers, or crowded with poilm, there-

fore the shabby little taxi became of almost startling in-

terest. I looked back, and saw that it was slowing down
close behind our imposing auto, from which a few small

pieces of luggage for the night were being removed.

The Red Cross travellers were evidently impatient.

They did not wait for our chauffeur to drive away. The
conductor of the car jumped down and opened the door

of his nondescript vehicle. I made out, under a thick

coat of dust, that he wore khaki of some sort, and a cap
of military shape which might be anything from British

to Belgian. He gave a hand to a woman in the car—

a

woman in nurse's dress. A thick veil covered her face,

but her figure was girlish. I noticed that she was ex-

tremely small and slim in her long, dust-dimmed blue

cloak : a mere doll of a creature.

The man's back was turned toward me as he aided the

nurse; but suddenly he flung a glance over his shoulder,

and stared straight at me, as if he had expected to find me
there.

He was rather short, and too squarely built for his age,

which might be twenty-eight or thirty at most; but his
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great dark eyes were splendid so gorgeously bright and

significant that they held mine i " a second or two. This

vexed me, and I turned away with as haughty an air as

could be put on at an instant's notice.

The hotel had no private sitting rooms, but the land-

lord ofifered Mr. Beckett for our use a small saUe de lecture,

adjourning the salon public. There were folding doors

between, for a wonder with a lock that worked. By the

time we'd bathed, and dressed again, it was the hour for

dinner, and IVIr. Beckett suggested dining in our own

"parlour,* ' as he called it.

The landlord himself brought a menu, which Mother

Beckett accepted indifferently up to the entremets "ome-

lette au rhum." This she wished changed for something

—

anything—made with Jim's favourite jam. "He would

want us to eat it at Bar-le-Duc," she said, with her air of

taking Jim's nearness and interest in our smallest acts

for granted.

So "omelette a la confiture de groseilles" was ordered;

and just as we had come to the end of it and our meal,

some one began to play the piano in the pubUc drawing

room next door. At the first touch, I recognized a

master hand. The air was from Puccini's "La Tosca"

—

third act, and a moment later a man's voice caught it uj)

—

a voice of velvet, a voice of the heart—an Italia* voice.

We all stopped eating as if we'd been struck by a spell.

We hardly breathed. The music had in it the honey of a

million flowers distilled into a crystal cup. It was so

sweet that it hurt—hurt horribly and deliciously, as only

Italian music can hurt. Other men sing with their

iimwis, with their souls, but Italians sing with their blood.
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their veins, the core of their hearts. They are their songs,

as larks are.

The voice brought Jim to me, and snatched him away
again. It set him far off at a hopeless distance, across

steep purple chasms of dreamland. It dragged my heart

out, and then poured it full, full of an unknown elixir of

life and love, which was mine, yet out of reach forever.

It showed me my past hopes and future sorrows floating

on the current of my own blood like ships of a secret

argosy sailing through the night to some unknown goal.

So now, when I have told you what it did to me, you will

know that voice was like no voire I ever heard, except

Caruso's. It was like his—astonishingly like; and hardly

had the last note of "Mario's" song of love and death drop-

ped into silence when the singer began anew with one of

Caruso's own Neapolitan folk-songs, "Mama Mia."

I had forgotten Mother and Father Beckett—even Brian

—everyone except my lost Jim Wyndham and myself.

But suddenly a touch on my hand made me start. The
little old lady's, small, cool fingers were on mine, "My
daughter, what do the words raean.^" she asked. "What
is that boy saying to his mama?" Her eyes were blue

lakes of unshed tears, for the thought of her son knocked

at her heart.

"It isn't a boy who sings, dear," I said. "It's sup-

posed to be a young man who tries to tell his mother
all about his love, but it is too big for any words he can

find. He says she must remember how she felt herself

when she was in love, and then she will understand what's

in his heart."

^'Oh, it's wonderful!" she whispered. "How young i^

I
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sounds! Can it be a wtan singing? It seems too beautiful

for anything but a gramophone !

"

We broke out laughing, and the little lady blushed in

shame. "I mean, it's like one of the great singers they
make records of," she explained. "There, he's stopped.

Oh, James, don't let him go! We must hear him again.

Couldn't you go next door and thank him? Couldn't you
beg him to sing some more? "

An Englishman would sooner have died a painful death
then obey; but, unabashed, the American husband flung

wide open the folding doors.

At the piano sat the short, square-built young man of

the Red Cross taxi. Leaning with both elbows on the

instrument stood the doll-like figure of his companion, the

girl in nurse's dress. His back and her profile were turned

our way, but at the sound of the opening door he wheeled

on the stool, and both stared at Mr. Beckett. Also they
stared past him at me. Why at me, and not the others,

I could never have guessed then.

Our little room was lit by red-shaded candles on the

table, while the salon adjoining blazed with electricity.

As the doors opened, it was like the effect of a flashlight

for a photograph. I saw that the man and the girl resem-

bled each other in featm'e; nevertheless, there was a
striking difference between the two. It wasn't only that

he was squarely built, with a short throat, and a head
shaped like Caruso's, whereas she was slight, with a small,

high-held head on a slender neck. The chief difference

lay in expression. The man—who now looked younger
than I had thought—had a dark, laughing face, gay and
defiant as a Neapolitan street boy. It might be evil, it
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might be good. The girl, who could be no more than

twenty, was sullen in her beauty as a thundercloud.

The singer jumped up, and took a few steps forward,

v/hile the girl stood still and gloomed.

"I hope I didn't disturb you?" The question was
asked of Mr. Beckett, and thrown lightly as a shuttle-

cock over the old man's head to us in the next room. It

was asked in English, with a curiously winning accent,

neither Italian nor Irish, but suggesting both.

"Disturbed!" Father Beckett explained that his

errand was to beg for more music. "It's like being at

the opera
!

" was the best compliment he had to give.

The young man smiled as if a light had been turned on
behind his eyes and his brilliant white teeth. "De-
lighted!" he said. "I can't sing properly nowadays—shell

shock. I suppose I never shall again. But I do my best."

He sat down once more at the piano, and without asking

his audience to choose, began in a low voice an old, sweet,

entirely banal and utterly heart-breaking ballad of

Tosti's, with words by Christina Rossetti:

'When I am dead, my dearest,

Sing no sad songs for me.

Plant thou no roses at my head.

Nor shady cypress tree.

Be the green grass above mo
With showers and dewdrops wet.

And if thou wilt, remember.

And if thou wilt, forget.

;!5|

I shall not see the shadows,

I shall not feel the rain

;
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I shall not hear the nightingale

Sing on as if in pain.

And dreaming through the twilight

That does not rise nor set.

Haply I may remember.

And haply may forget."

The words were of no great depth or worth, and '^he

music w<as too intentionally heart-wringing to be sincerely

fine, yet sung by that man's voice, the piuno softly touched

by his hands, the poor old song took my self-control

and shivered it like thin glass. Tears burst froi i Mrs.

Beckett's eyes, and she hid her ffice on my shoulder, sub-

bing beneath her breath: "Oh, Jim—Jim!"

When the singer had finished he looked at her, not in

surprise, but thoughtfully. "Perhaps I oughtn't to have

sung that stuff, Mr. Beckett," he said. "But your son

liked it at St. Raphael. We knew each other there, ^ ery

well."

As he spoke liis eyes turned to me, deliberately, wilU

meaning. There was a gentle, charming smile on his

southern face, but I knew, as if he had told me in so many
words, that my secret was his.

Involuntarily I glanced at the girl. She had not moved.

She stood as before, her elbows on the piano, her small face

propped between her hands. But she, too, was looking at

me. She had no expression whatever. Her eyes told as

little as two shut windows wth blinds drawn down. The
fan^y flashed through me that a judge might look thus

waiting to hear the verdict of the jury in a murder case.

"These two have followed us o^.-. purpose to denounce

me," I thought. Yet it seemed a stupidly melodramatic

mm
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conclusion, like the climax of a chapter in an old-fashioned,

sentimental story. Besides, the man—evidently the

leader—had not at all the face of Nemesis. He looked a

merry, happy-go-lucky Italian, only a little subdued at the

moment by the pathos of his own nightingale voice and

the memory of Jim Beckett. I was bewildered. My
reason did not know what to make of him. But my in-

stinct warned me n danger.

Mother Beckel dried her eyes with one of her dainty

handkerchiefs which always smell like lavender and grass

pinks—^her leitmotif in perfume, "You knew our Jim?"

she exclaimed, choking back tears. "Why, then, perhaps

you and Mary—Misj O'Malley
"

What would have happened if she had finished her

sentence I shall never know, for just then came a crash as

if the house were falling. Window-glass shivered The

hotel shook as though in an earthquake. Out went the

electric light, leaving only our candles aglow under lei

shades.

Boi -le-Duc was in for an air raid.

lOiGIc ««¥'
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FOR a moment we thought the house had been

struck by a bomb, and were astonished that it

stood. In the uproar of explosions and crashings

and jinghngs, the small silence of our room—with its gay

chrysanthemums and shaded candles—was like that of a

sheltered oasis in a desert storm.

Not one of us uttered a sound. Father Beckett took his

wife in his arms, and held her tight, her face hidden in his

coat. Brian had not even got up from his chair by the

lable. He'd lighted < cigarette, and continued to smoke

calmly, a half-smile on his face, as if the bombardment

carried him back to life in the trenches. But the be.iutiful

sightless eyes searched for what they could not see; and I

knew that I was in his thoughts. I would have gone to

him, after the first petrifying instant of surprise, but the

singing-man stopped me. "Are you afraid.'" I hr . d

his voice close to my ear. Perhaps he shouted. But in 1 he

din it was as if he whispered.

"Xol" T flung back. "Had you not better go and take

care of jour sister?"

He laughed. 'TJy sister! Look at her! Does she

need taking care of?"

The girl had come fron) the suddenly darkened salon

into our room. As he spoke, she walked to the table,

helped herself to a cigarette from Brian's silver case which

78
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lay open, and asked its owner for a light. It struck me

that she did not realize his blindness.

Certainly the young woman did not "need taking care

of." Nor did I ! Deliberately I turned my back upon the

man; but he snatched at the end of a scarf I wore. "No

one's looking," he said. " Take this—for your own sake."

And he thrust into a little outside pocket of my dress a

folded bit of paper. Then he let me go, stepping back to

prevent my returning the note.

For a second I hesitated, not knowing which of two evils

to choose; but the woman who hesitates is iuevilably lost.

Before I could make up my mind, the door opened and M.e

landlord appeared, apologizing' for the raid as if it had been

an accident of his kitchen. We must have no fear. All

danger was over. The avion—only one!—had been

chased out of our neighbourhood. The noise we heard

now was merely slirapnel fired by anti-aircraft gims. We
would not be disturbed again, that he'd guarantee from

his experience!

Mrs. Beckett emerged from her husband's coat. IVIr.

Beckett liiughed, and patting his wife's shoulder, com-

plimented her courage. " I'm not sure we haven't behaved

pretty well for our first air raid," he said. "The rest of

you were fine ! But I suppose even you ladies have seen

some of these shows 'oefore? As for y(ni, Brian, luy boy,

you're a soldier. What we've been through must seem a

summer shower lo you. And you, sir"—he turned to the

.singing-man
—

" 1 think you mentioned you'd had shell

shock
"

"Yes," the other answered quickly. "It cost me my
voice.
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"Cost yoTi your voice?" Father Beckett echoed. "If
it was better than it is now, why, it must have been a
marvel ! We're ignorant in the music Hne, my wife and I,

so if we ought to know wlio you arc
"

The young man laughed. " Oh, don't be afraid of hurt-

ing my feelings! If you were an Italian, or a Britisher—
but an American! I sang in New York only part of

last winter, and then I—came over here, like every-
one else. My name is Julian O'Farrell, but my
mother was an Italian of Naples, once a prima donna.
She wished me to make my professional debut as Giulio

di Napoli."

The name appeared to mean nothing for the Becketts,

but instantly I knew who the man was, if little about
hira. I remembered reading of the sensation he created

in London the summer that Brian and I tramped through
France and Belgium. The next I heard was that he had
"gone back" to Italy. I had of course supposed him
lo be an Italian. But now he boasted—or confessed

—

that he was an Irishman. Why, then, had he left England
for Italy when the war broke out? Why had he been
singing in New York after Italy joined the Allies? Above
all, what had happened since, to put him on my track, with
a Red Cross flag and a taxi-cab?

These questions asked themselves in my head, while I

could have counted "One—two—three." Meantime,
Brian had spoken to the girl, and she had answered shortly,

in words I could not hear, but with a sullen, doubtful look,

like a small trapped creature that snaps at a friendly hand.
The landlord was helping a white-faced waiter to clear a
place on the table for a tray of coffee and liqueurs; and
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outside the noise of shrapnel had died in the distance.

The air-raid incident was closed. What next?

"You'll both have coffee with us, won't you, Signor di

NapoU—or Mr. O'Farrcll? Or should I say Lieutenant or

Captain?" Father Beckett was urging. "You were a

friend of our son's, and my wife and I
"

"Plain Mister O'Farrcll it -," the otlier broke in.

"Thanks, it would be a pleasure to stay, but it's best to

refuse, I'm sure, for my sister's sake. You see by her dress

what her work has been, and she's on leave because she's

tired out. She faints easily—and what with the air raid

—

maybe you'll let us pay our respects before you leave to-

morrow? Then we'll tell you all you want to know.

Anyhow, we may be going on for some time in your

direction. I saw by a Paris paper a few days ago you

were making a tour of the Fronts, beginning at tlie Lor-

raine end."

His eyes were on me as he spoke, bright with imp-like

malice. He looked so like a mischievous schoolboy that

it was hard to take him seriously. Yet everything warned

me to do so, and his allusion to the Paris newspapers ex-

plained much. For the second time a reporter had caught

Father Beckett, and got out of him the :^tatement hat

"My dead son's fiancee, Miss INIary O'Mallcy, who's been

nursing in a 'contagious' hospital near St. Raphael, will

be with us: and her brother."

So that was how the man had heard about me, and for

some reason found it worth while to follow, waving the

sword of Damocles ! His note burned my pocket. And 7

burned to know what it said. No doubt it would explain

why he did not cut off my head at once, and have it over

!
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"I tliink." he was going on, "that the sooner I can get

this poor httle girl" (a tap on his sister's shoulder) "to
her room and to bed the better it will be."
Any one apparently less likely to faint, or less in need of

rest, than the "poor little girl" indicated, it would be
difficult to find, I thought: but the kindly Becketts were
the last creatures to be critical. They symj.athized, and
changed their invitation from after-dinner coffee to break-
fast at nine. This was accepted by (J Farrell for himself
and his sister, and taking the girl's arm, the ex-singer
swept her off in a dramatic exit.

When they had gone, it was Brian who asked me if I had
known tlum in the south; and because no incentive could
make me lie to Brian, I promptly answered "No." As I
spoke, it occurred to me that now, if ever, was the moment
when I might still succeed in spoking the wheel of Mr. and
Miss O'Farroll before that wheel had time to crush me. I
could throw doubt upon their good faith. I could hint
that, if they had really been doing Red Cross or other work
at St. Raphael, I should certainly have heard of them. But
I held my peace—partly through qualms of conscience,
partly through fear. Unless the man had proofs to bring
of his bona fides where Jim Beckett was concerned, h» would
scarcely have followed us to claim acquaintance with the
parents and confound the alleged fiancee. That he had
followed us on purpose I was sure. Not for a second did I
beheye that the arrival of the taxi-cab in our wake was a
coincidence!

We drank our coffee, talking of the raid and of the
O'Farrells and—as always—of Jim. Then Father Beck-
ett noticed that his wife was pale. "She looks as if she
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needed bed a good sight more than that Httle girl did," he

said in the simple, homely way I've learned to love.

Presently we had all hidden each other good-night, even

Brian and I. Then--in my own room—I was free to take

that folded bit of paper from my pocket.



CHAPTER X

TO ]\[Y surprise, there were only three lines, scrib-

bled in pencil.

"Come to the salon for a talk when the rest of
your party have gone to bed. I'll be waiting, and won't
keep you long."

"Impudent brute!" I said out aloud. But a moment
later I had decided to ke^p the appointment and learn the
worst. Needs must, ivhen the devil drives!—if you're in

the power of the devil. I was. /id, alas! through my
fault, so was Brian. After going so far, i could not af-

ford to be thrown back without a struggle; and I went
downstairs prepared to fight.

It was not yet late; only a few minutes after ten o'clock;
and though the Becketts and Brian were on the road to
sleep, the hotel was awake, and even livel;y in its wakeful-
ness. The door of the public salon stood open, and the
electric light had come on again. At the table, in the centre
of the room, sat Mr. Julian O'Farrell, alias Giulio di Na-
poli, conspir lously interested in an illustrated paper. He
jumped up at sight of me, and smiled a brilliant smile of
welcome, but did not speak. A sudden, obstinate deter-
mination seized me to thwart him, if he meant to force the
first move upon me. I bowed coolly, as one acknowledges
the existence of an hotel acquaintance, and passing to the
other end of the long table, picked up a Je Sais Tout of a
date two years before the war.

84
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I did not sil down, hut. assuincd the air of hovering far a

monicnl on my way elsewhcro. Tiiis nianaiivre kcpL the

enemy on liis feel; and as llie eheap hiil stately (•h>ek on

the mantel tieked out seeond after seeond, I felt nervously

inchned lo laugh, despite the seriousness of my situation.

I bit my lip hard to frighten away a smile that would have

spoilt everything. "If it goes on like this for an hour,''

f said to myself, "I won't open my mouth!"

Into the midst of this vow broke an expl vsion of la 'gh-

ter that made me start as if it announced a new bou.-

bardmcnt. I looked up involuntarily, and met the dark

Italian eyes sparkling with fun. "I beg your pardon!"

the man gurgled. "I was wondering which is older, your

Je Sais Tout or my Illustratioji .^ Mine's the Christmaij

number f)f 1909."

"Yours has the advantage in age," 1 rej)licd, without a

smile. "Mine goes back only to 1912."

"Ah! I'm glad to score that one point," he said, still

laughing. "Dear Miss O'Malley, woui you ple.T-e sit

down? I'm a lazy fellow, and I'm so tired of sta.nding!

Now, don't begin by being cross with me because I call you

'dear.' If you realized what I've done for you, and what

I'm ready to do, you'd say I'd earned that ri^ht, to 'legin

with!"

"I don't understand you at all, or why you should

claim any right," I hedged. But I sat down, and he sank

so heavily into an ancient, plush-covered chair that a

spray of dust flew up from the cushions.

"I'm afraid I'm rather too fat!" he apologized. "But

I always lose flesh motoring, so you'll see a change for the

better, I hope—in a week or two. 1 expect our lines will be
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oast in the same places for seme finie to come— if you're as
vise as-as you are j.relty. If not, I'm afraid vou and
Mr. () .Malley won't J)e lon^ with o„r ,,artv. I say, yo.i
are gorgeous when you're in a raf,'e! IJul uhy fly hilo a
fury? \on told me you didn't understand things. I'm
domgmy h(<st toexphiin."

"Then your Ix-st i> v-ry had," I said.

"Sorry! I ilhegin another way. Listen! I'mgoin-Mo
be i)erfectly frank. Why not? We're hir.ls of a feather
And the i)ot can't call the :;ettle black. .AIayl,e my similes
are a bit nnxed, but you'll excuse that, as we're both Irish
Why, my being Irish-and Italian-is an exi,Ianation of
me m itself, if you'd take the trouble to study it. But look
here! I don't irarit you to take any troubh-. I don't want
to <jirc you any trouble. Now do you begin to see light.^

"

"Xo!" I threw at him.

"I don't believe you, dear girl. V„u uialign your own
wits. \ou i)ay yourself worse compliments than I'd let
any one else do! But I promised not to keep v.ni long.
And If I break my promise it will be your fault-becaui
you re not reasonable. You're the pot and I'm the kettle
because we're both tarred with, the .same brush. Bv the
way, arc pots and kettles blacked with tar.^ They look it
But that's a detail. My sister and I are just as dJad broke
and down and out as you and your brother are. I mean
ns you u-ere, and as you may be again, if you make mis-
takes.

"I'd rather not bring my brother into this discussicm,"
I said "He's too far above it-and us. You can do as
you choose about your sister."

" I can make ficr do as / choose," he amended. "That's

r.i
T
1
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uhcro my schj-mc came in, and whore it still holds good.

>\ hen I read tiie news of Pa and Ma Beckett arriving in

Paris, it juni[)e(l into tuy head like a— like a
"

"Toad," I siii)])lied the simile.

"I was leaving it to you," said he. "I thought you
ought to know, for hy a wonderful coincidence which should

draw us together, the same great idea must have occurred

to you— in the same way. and on the sani'- day. I het you
the first huadred frmcs I get out of old Beckett that it was

"Mr. , you're a Beast !" I cried.

"An ! Beauty. So there we are, cast for oppo-

site pa. .lie .^- :iie play. Queer how it works out!

Looks like the hauu. of Providence. Don't say wliat you
want to say, or I shall he afraid you've been badly brought

up. North of Ireland, I understand. We're South.

Dierdre's a Sinn Feiner. You needn't expect mercy from

her, unless I keep her down with a strong hand—the Hid-

den Hand. She luites you Northerners about ten times

worse than she hates the Huns. Now you look a:, if you
thought her name wa.vi"t Dierdre! It is, because she took

it. She takes a lot of things, when I've showed her how.

For instance, photographs. She has several snapshots of

Jim Beckett antl me together. I have some of him and
her. They're pretty strong cards (I don't mean a pun!)

if we decide to use them. Don't you agree?
"

"I neither agree nor disagree," I said, 'for I understand

you no better now than when you began."

"You're like Mr. Justice What's-his-name, who's so

innocent he never he .d of the race course. Well, I must
adapt myself to your child-like intelligence ! I'll go buck
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a hit lo an earlior cluiptoi' in my rarcrr, the way novels and

cinemas do, after they've \i'\\vn the puhhe a k'ood, hrij^ht

ojx'niii^. It was true, wh.it I said alH)Ut my voire. I've

lost everything but my middle register. 1 iiad a fortune in

my throat. At present I've j,'ot nothinj^ but a warble fit for

a small drawin<? room—and that, only by careful manat,'e-

uient. I knew months ai^o I eould never sinj^ ayain in

operu. I was caniii^ money in \ew York, and would be

now— if they hadn'l dug me out as a slacker—an nnbiisque

—whatever you like to call it. I was a conscientious

objector: that is, my (onviclioii was it would be sinful to

risk a bullet in a chesl full of uuisic, likejiiine—a treasure-

chest. But the fools didn't .see it in t.hat liglit. They made
America too hot to hold either Giulio di Xapoli or Julian

O'Farrcll. I'm no coward—I swear to you I'm not. my
dear girl! You've only to look me .s(|uare in the face to

see I'm not. I'm full of fire. But ever since I was a boy

I've live<.l for my voice, and you can't d.ie for your voice,

like you can for your country. It goes—pop J—with you.

I managed to convince the doctors that my heart was too

jumpy for the trenches. I see digitalis in your eye. Miss

Trained Nurse! It wasn't. It was strophantis. But
they u-oidd set me to driving a motor ambulance—cold-

hearted brutes! I got too near the front line one day—or

rather the front line got too near mt, and a shell hit my am-
bulance. The next thing I knew I was in hospital, and the

first thing I thought of was my voice. A frog would have

disowned it. I hoped for a while it might come right; but

they sent me to St. Raphael for a sun cuiv^, and—it didn't

work. That was last spring. I'm as well as I ever was,

except in ray throat, and there the specialists say I need
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never export to he betff-r. IM cliange with your hrotlicr.

Miss O'Mallcy. My {.ml, J \v,)iii,l. |f I rou\d h)sc my
eyes and have my Vdicc a;_'aiu - my voice!"

His flippancy broke down on ihoso words, wifli one sin-

cere and tragic note that touched i.ic throii;ih my eon-

tempt. Watchin-,'. he saw this.and catcliin-,' at self-control,

he caujiht also at the straw f»f synipniliy w ilhiii his reach.
"1 wanted to die for a while," he wenl on. " JJut youth

i? strong, even when you're down on y<iiir luck—down at

the deepest. My sisior came to St. Raphael to he with me.
It may seem (jueer to you, hut I'm her idol. She's lost

everything else—or raflier she thinks .she has. which i.s

much the .same—everything that made her life worth liv-

ing. She wanted to he a singer. Her voice wasn't strong

enough. Shewajited to he an actress. She knew how to

act, but—she cottldnt. Heaven knows why. She's got
temperament enougli, but she couldn't let I'crself out.

You .see what she's like! She failed in An.erica, where
she'd followed me against c • mother's will. Motlier died

while we were there. Another blow ' Anrl a man Dierdre's

been half engaged to was killed iu Belgium. She didn't

love him, but he was made of money. It would have l)een

a big match
! She took to nursing only after I was cal'ed

up. You know in France a girl doe.sn't need nmch experi-

ence to get into a hospital. But poor little Dare wasn't
more of a success at nursing than on the stage. Not
enough self-confidence—too sensitive. People think she's

always in the sulks—and so she is, these days. I'd been
trying for six months' sick leave, and just got it when I

read that stuff in the paper about Beckett being killed, and
Lis parents hearing the news the day they arrived. It
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struck mo like (Irarnn: ihiu^rs «l.. I was horn dramatic

—

took it from my motlicr. The tlioiij,'lit came to uw, liow

dead cas_ "'wduld Ik- for sctme ^'irl to pretend she'd Iteen

ciifiaped to IJeekett, and win her wily way to the hearts

and pockets of the ohl l)irds. Next I thought: Why not

Dierdre? And tliere wasn't an;/ reason why not! I t< hi

licr it woidd he j,'ood practice in acting'. (She hasn't f,uitp

given u|) h(.pe of the stage yet.) We started for Paris

on tlie joh: and tlien I read in a hiter co[)y of the same
paper about the smart young hidy who'd sf pped in ahead
of us. If ohl IJeckett hachi't hcen bursting with pride

in the heroic girl who'd got a medal for nursing infectious

cases in a hos|)ital near St. llapliael, I'd have given tip the

game for a bad job. I'd have taken it for granted that

Jim and (lo fiancee had met before we met him at St.

Raphael. But when the paper ^aid they'd made acquain-
tance there, and gave your iiunv and all. I knew you were
on the same trail with us. You'd walked in ahead, that

was tlie only dilfercnce. And we had the snapshots. We
could ca'l witnesses to swear that no nurse from your ho.s-

I)ital had come near St. Raphael, and to swear that none
of the chaps in the aviation school had ever come near
them. Dierdre hadn't been keen at first, but once she was
in, she didn't want to fail again; especially for a North of

Ireland girl like you. She was ready to go on. But the

newspaper gushed a good deal over your looks, you re-

member. My curiosity was roused. I was—sort of

obsessed by the thought of you. I decided to see what
your head was like to look at before chopping it off. And
anyhow, you'd already started on your jaunt. Through a
rich chap T knew in New York, who's over here helping the
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Red Cross, f ^'r.i lca\c to v.ir
,

>ii|,- ics to the <\;u'ii;il.'(|

towns, provided I roiiM find my n c.iv. W.I!. I I'oiin.l

it -Slid' .i, il i>. AH I :i>k of il is ii,.i to l.r«'al< douii till

llic IJcckcll- i.avr learned (o |,i\(> i
;> ;. , |||,.ir ,|,.;ir, ^^^..^^^

sonV |,e,| IVieiid. As for Dare wi,.,! >iie was to ||,e dear
dead son d<-|>"n(!> on .\<ni."

Dv-rxtids on me!'" I repealed.

'"Depends on y.Mi. Dare's unl a j.;<.od Sunday-seliodl

fiiri. hill >Iie'> ;.'oiid lo iier lirulhcr—as -j^nitd -.s you an- to

.vour
, in her way. Slie'll do what I warn. Hul lli.

(lii"<lio!i i> Will i/oi, r'"

Fo;- a n;nment f did not -peak. Tlir;. lacked, "VMiat
do y,)n uanl ?

"'

"Only a very TMle lln'n;;." he -,;,!. ^^ \\y,. .,,„| |,,i

\\\\\ III.:!"-; all. Dcii i vr.n Ivy to ..iicer my pit< Ii, and \

WoiTl dUe:':' y<;:irs."

*'\\ii; 1 i>yoiir i)i!r!i.^" I a>ke(l.

lie iai;j:!ied. '•^'ou'r;' wry riTi-c oninulhd. a:'< n'l you?
Hill I like yeiir p!u.k. ^-iu've never imrv a.ii.::il<-d I)y

word or look l!,at yi>u're eau:^l!t. AM l!u- an,\ you know
you are. ^'o.i can't 'u\ivl :w, and I can iiurl yoii. ^'cur

word woukin"' -a/iiiil a-nin^t my j)ro(:i\. if you ; ! U;> a
ii.-lil. '^ Oil "d uo down - ana your ij^othcM- v. itJ! you. Oh,
I don't iliink he's in it! The minule i saw l,i ; fai'c I v,as

.'lire he wasn't: and I i^ijessed fi mi yours iIkI v.liai you'd
done was mostly or all for him. Nov. . dear ?di-, 0":Mallev

you kmjw whore .vou are with nie. Isn't that enough for

you.' Can't you just he wise and promise to let Jue alone
on my " pitch,' whatever it is?"

"I won't have Mr. and Mr:i. BcckcU made fools J In

any ww v .
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He burst out Laughing. " That's good—from j/ou / I

give you leave to watch over their interests, if you let me

take care of mine. Is it a bargain ?
"

I did not answer. I was thinking—thinking furiously,

when the landlord came to the door to put out the lights.

O'Farrell sprang to his feet. "We're ready to go. We

can leave tlie room free, can't we, Miss CMalley.!^" he

said in French.

Somehow, I found myself getting up, and fading out of

the room as if I'd been hypnotized. I walked straight to

the foot of the stairs, then turned at bay to deliver some

ultimatum—I scarcely knew what. But O'Farrell had

cleverly accomplished a vanishing act, and there was

nothing left for me to do save go to my own room.
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THINKING things over in the night, I decided to

wait until after breakfast before making up my
mind to anything irrevocable. Breakfast being

the appointed rendezvous, O'Farrell would then lay his

cardson the table. If he slipped some up his sleeve, I must
make it my business to spot the trick and its meaning for

the Becketts.

As I offered this sop to my conscience, I could almost
hear O'Farrell saying, with one of his young laughs,

"That's right. Set a thief to catch a thief!"

At ten o'clock we were to start for Nancy via Coramercy,
so there would be little time to reflect, and to act on top of
reflection; but my strait being desperate, I resolved to
trust to luck; and to be first on the field of battle, I knocked
at Brian's door at half-past eight.

He was already dressed, and to look at his neat cravat
and smoothly brushed hair no one would have guessed that
his toilet had been made by a blind man. We had not yet
exchanged opinions of the O'Farrell family, and I had come
early to get his impressions. They were always as accu-
rate and quickly built up as his sketches; but since he has
been Wind, he seems almost clairvoyant.

"WTiat do you think of those two?" I asked. "Or
rather, what do you think of the man.' I know you have
to judge by voices; and as the girl hardly opened her
mouth you can't

"
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"Queer tiling—and I don't quite tinderstand it myself,"

said IJriun; "but I sec Miss O'Farrell more clearly than

Jicr l)rotlier."

He generally spc^iks of "seeing people," quite a a

matter of course. Il used to j,ivo me a sharp i;ain at u\y

lieart; but 1 Ijcjjn to take Lis way for granl'^d now.

"Tl'.ere's sonic!! \uv: about OTarrell that eludes me—slips

av.ay like quicksi!\er. One is ckiirmcd with his voice and

liis good iouks
"'

"Brian! V/iiotoKlyou lie was -, iud-looking?" I broke in.

Brian laughed. "I li'ld niy-cifl His manner—so sure

of his power Lo ])leaso— belongs [o good looks. Besides^

I've never known a tenor with any such (juality of voice

who luuui't magnificenl. eyes. Why they slsould go to-

gej'ier is a mvslerv—l)ut thev do. Am I ri iit about t!iis

cIkh,?"

"Yes. you're rigiit," T adn;i!:!ed. "J>;it go on, I'm

more iut<'rcsted in i;i;!i llian in liis siller."

"Are you? I've inue.ined lier tlie more intere>ling

—

Ihe more repaying—of the tvro. I see O'Farrell, not a bad

fellow, but— not .s-iirc. I don't believe he's even sure of

liin)self, whetlier lie wants to be straight or crooked. How
he turns out will depend— on circumstances, or perliaps on

.some woman. If he tnivels witli \is, lie'll bo a j ''\:--ant

companion, th(>re's no doubt. But
"

"But—what:'
"Well, we nuist always keep in mind that he's an actor.

We mu^til't tike too seriously anything he says or does.

And you, Molly—you nnist be more careful than the rest."

"I! But I told you I'd never met him at St. Raphael.

I never set eyes on him till last night."
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"
I know. Yet I felt, when he ' set eyes' on you—oh, I

don't know how to express what I felt! Only—if it had

happened on the stage, there'd have been music for it in

the orchestra."

"Brian, how strange you are!" I almost gasped.

"Ought we to let the man and his sister go on with us, if

that's their aim? Their Red Cross flag may be camou-

flage, you know! Very likely they're adventurers, after

the Beckett's money. We could advise Father and Mother

Beck
"

"Let's follow a famous example, and 'wait and see'—

if only for the girl's sake."

"Oh, you think so well of her!"

"Not well, exactly," Brian hesitated. "I don't know

what to think of her yet. But—I think about her. I feel

her, as I feel electricity before a thunderstorm bursts."

"A thunderstorm expresses her!" I laughed. "I

thought of that myself. She's sullen—brooding, dark as a

cloud. Yet the tiniest thing! One could almost break

her in two."

"I held out my hand for good-niglit," Brian said. "She

had to give hers, though I'm sure for some reason she

didn't want to. It was small and—crushable, like a

child's; and hot, as if she had fever."

"She didn't want to take yours, because we're Nortli of

Ireland and slio's a fierce Slim FeimT," I explained.

Luckily Brian did not ask liow I'd picked up this piece of

information! lie was dclighled \\ith it, and chuckled.

"So she's a Sinn Feiner! She's very pretty, isn't she?''

"In a cross-patch way. She looks ready to bite at a

touch."
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" Poor child ! Lite must have gone hard with her. She's

probably got a grouch, as the American boys over here say.

We must try and do something to soften her down, and

make her see things through rosier spectacles, if she and her

brother join on to our party for a while."

"Ye-es."

"You don't like her, Molly?"

"Oh, I've hardly thought of her, dear. But you seem

to have made up for that."

"Tliundcrstorms 7nake you think about them. They

electrify the atmosphere. I see this girl so distinctly some-

how: little, white thing; big, gloomy eyes like storms in

deep woods, and thin eyelids—you know, that transpar-

ent, flower-petal kind, where you fancy you see the iris

looking through, like spirit eyes, always awake while the

body's eyes sleep; and—and lots of dark hair without much

colour—hair like smoke. I see her a suppressed volcano

—

but not extinct."

"The day may come when we'll wish she were extinct.

But really you've described her better than I could,

though I stared quite a lot last night. Come along, dear.

It's six miniites to .ine. Let's trot down to breakfast."

We trotted; but early as I'd meant to be, and early as

we were, the O'Farrells and the Becketts were before us.

How long they had been together 1 don't know, but they

must have finished their first instalment of talk about Jim,

for already they had got on to the subject of plans.

"Well, it will be noble of you to help us with supplies.

The promise we've got from our American ^^ed Cross man

in Paris is limited," O'Farrell was saying m his voice to

charm a statue off its pedestal, as we came in. He
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sprang to shut the door for us. -nd gave me the looi )f a

cherubic fox, as much as to say, "You see where we've got

to! But it's all for the good cause. There's more than one

person not as black as he's painted
!"

"Molly's watch mu I be slow," said Brian. "She

thought it was only six minutes to nine."

" She's right. But it seems the big clock in the hall out-

side our door is fast," explained Father Beckett. "We

heard it strike nine, s' we hurried down. The same thing

happened with Mr. and M'ss O'Farrell."

Another glance at me from the brilliant eyes! "Smart

trick, eh?" they telegraphed. I had to turn away, or I

should have laughed. Surely never before, on stage or in

story—to ?ay nothing of real .ife
—^was the villain and

blackmailer a mischievous, sjhoolboy imp, who made his

victims giggle at the very antics which caught them in his

toils! But, come to think of it, / am a villain, and next

door to a blackmailer! Yet I always see myself (unless I

stop to reflect on my sins) as a girl like other girls, even

better-natured and more agreeable and intelligent than

most. Perhaps, after all, villains don't run in types

!

I soon learned that Fatiier and Mother Beckett were

rejoicing in the acquisition of Jim's two friends as traveU'.ng

companions. The celebrated snapshots were among the

cards O'Farrell had kept ui) his sleeve. No doubt he'd

waited to make sure of my attitude (though he appeared

to take it for granted) before deciding v.hpt use to make of

his b A trumps. Seeing that I let slip my one and only

chance of a denvmciation -scene, he flung away his also, with

an air of dashing chiv; ry which his sister and I alone were

in a position to appreciate. For me it had been a case of
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"speak now, or forever after hold your peace." T him,

a decision was not irrcvocaI)le, as lie could denounce me
later, and plead that I had been spared at first, through

kindness of heart. But I did not stop to consider that

detail. I saw the nian and myself as accomplices, on an

equal footing, each having given quarter to the other. As
for the girl, I still thought of her hardly at all, in spite of

Brian'^ words. She was an unknown quantity, which I

would waste no time in studying, while the situation that

opened bade me sharpen my wits.

In the five or ten minutes before we joined them the

Becketts had consented—or offered—to help finance the

Red Cross crusade. To achieve this was worthy of the

Irish-Italian's talents. But the little dining room was

littered with samples of the travellers' goods: clothing for

repatriated refugees, hospital supplies; papier-mache

splints, and even legs; shoes, stockings, medicines; soup-

tablets, and chocolates. The OTarrells might be doing

evil, but good would apparently come from it for many.

I could hardly advise the Becketts against giving money,

even though I suspected that most of it would stick to

OTarrell's fingers—even though I knew that the hope of it

consoled Signor Giulio di Xapoli for leaving me in my safe

niclie. Yes, that was his consolation, I realized. And

—

there might be sometliing more wliicli I did not yet foresee.

Slill, being no better than he was, I was coward enough to

hold my peace.

This wa'< ic situation wlicn we set out for Xancy, our

big car rui ,g slowly, in order not to outpace the rickety

Red Cross cab. We were not allowed by the military

au.Luuritics io enter Toul, so our w \y took us t'lrnugii
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delightful old Commorcy, birthi)lace of Madeleines. Of

course the town hud things to make it famous, long before

the day of the shell-siuiped cakelets which all true sons

and daughters of France adore. Somebody foimded it in

the ninth century, whea the bishops of ^Nletz were the great

overlords of its lortls. It was a serious little city then, and

Benedictine monks had a convent there in the Middle Ages.

The fun began only with the building of the chateau, and

the coming of the Polish Stanislas, tii;> best loved and last

Duke of Lorraine. He usrd to divide his years between

Nancy, Luneville, and Conimcrcy; and once upon a time,

in the third of these chateaux, the chcj had a chirc aiiiie

named Madeleine. There was to be a fete, and the lover

of Madeleine was racking his tired brain m invent some

new dainty for it. "/ have thought of something which

can make you famous," announced the young woman, who

was a budding genius as a cook. "But, mci cher, it is

my secret. Even to you I will not give it for nothing. I

will sell it at a price."

The c/jf/ feigned indifTerence; but each moment counted.

The Duke always paid in praise and gold for a successful

new dish, especially a cake, for he was fond of sweets.

When Madeleine boasted that her "inspiration" took the

form of a cake, the man could resist no longer. Tlie price

asked was marriage—no less, and paid in advance! But it

turned out not excessive. The foa'her-liglil, shell-shaped

cakes were the success of the feast; and when Duke

Stanislas heard tiieir liistory, he insisted tiuit they should

be named iNLuleleines
—

"after their mother."

Even in war days, "}>Iadeleines de Commercy" is llic

first cry which greets the traveller entering tov\n. J Ira, it

wmm
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seems, had a charming 1 abit of sending to his mother at

home a specimen of the cake, or confiture, or bonbon, for

which each place he visited abroad was famed. These
things used to reach her in jars or boxes adorned with the

coat-of-arms and photographs of tlie city concerned—

a

procession of urprises: and I think as she bought Made-
leines of Commercy she moistened them with a few tears.

I expected to find Nancy beautiful, since for so long it

was the capital of proud Lorraine, but I hadn't guessed

how beautiful or individual. Now I shall always in future

see the details of each splendid square and park by shutting

my eyes and calling the vision to come—as Brian does.

We drove straight to the door of a fascinating, old-

fashioned hotel in the most celebrated square of all, the

Place Stanislas; but we didn't go in. We couldn't stolidly

turn our backs upon the magic picture, lit by a sudden

radiance of .sunshine, for in another moment the fairy-like

effect might fade. Yes, "fairy-like" is the word; and as

our two cars drew up—like Dignity and Impudence—I had
the feeling that we'd arrived in the capital of fairyland to

visit the king and queen.

It was I who described the scene to Brian: the eighteenth-

century perfection of the buildings, each one harmoniously

proportioned to suit the others; the town hall, with its

wonderful clock; the palace; the theatre, and the rest of

the happy architectural family reared by Duke Stanislas;

each with its roof-decoration of carved stone vases, and
graceful statues miraculously missed so far by German
bombs: the lace-like filigree of wrnught iron and gold on
flag-hung balconies or gates; the gilded Arch of Triumph

m
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leading into the garden of the Place Carrierc—a gorgeous

glitter of decoration which won for Nancy her alias, "City

of Golden Doors," and now has to be "camouflaged" for

enemy aeroplanes. It was I who made tlie list of stage

properties, but it was Brian who filled the stage with

actors and actresses, in their proper parts.

He called upon the bronze statue of Stanislas to come

down from its high pedestal, and appear before us in flesh,

happy to be Duke of Lorraine, after all the dethronings

and abdications in Poland; a most respectable-looking

monarch despite his adventures and disguises of the past.

We saw him in a powdered perruque, on his way to the du-

cal palace, after some religious ceremony that had at-

tracted crowds of loyal Catholic Lorrainers: Ixiside him,

his good wife of bourgeoise soul but romantic name, Catk-

erine Opalinska, a comfortable woman, too large for ' •

fashionable robe a paniem; with the pair, their daughter

Marie, proud of the fate foretold by a fortune-teller, that

she should be queen of France; the Royal family, and the

aristocrats of their northern court; the smart Polish

officers in uniform; the pretty, coquettish women, and

dark-faced musicians of Hungary; the Swedish philoso-

phers, the long-haired Italian artists; and above all, the

beautiful Marquise de BoufBers—rival of the Queen—with

her little dogs and black pages; all these "belonged" to

the sunlit picture, where our modern figures seemed out of

place and time. The noble square, with its vast stretch of

gray stone pavement—worn satin-smooth—its carved

gray facades of palaces, picked out with gold, and its vista

of copper beeches rose-red against a sky of pearl, had been

designed as a sober background for the colour and fantastic
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fashion of the oijjhtccnth century, whereas we and others

like us but achlcd an extra sober note.

I noMccd, as Hrian sketched us his Httlc picture of the

past, that Dierdre O'Farrell gazed at him, as if at some

legendary knight in wJiose rcahty she did not believe. It

was the first time I had seen any change in the sullen face,

but it was a change to interest rather than sympathy. She

had the air of saying in her mind: "You look more like a

St. George, stepped down from a stained-glass window,

than an ordinary man of to-day. You seem to think about

everyone else before yourself, and to see a lot more with

your blind eyes than we see. You pretend to be happy, too,

as if you wanted to set everybody a good example. But
it's all a pose—a pose ! I shall study you till I find you out

,

a trickster like the rest of us."

I felt a sudden stab of dislike for the girl, for daring to

put Brian on a level with herself—and me. I wanted to

punish her somehow, wanted to make the little wretch pay
for her impertinent susi)icions, I pushed past her brus-

quely to stand between her and Brian. "Let's go into the

hotel," I said. "It's more important just now to see what
our rooms are like tlian to play with the ghosts of dukes."

As if the slighted ghosts protested, there came a loud,

reproachful wail out of space. Everyone started, and
stared in all directions. Then the soberly clad, modern
inhabitants of Nancy glanced skyward as they crossed the

square of Stixnislas. Nobody hurried, yet nobody stopped.

Men, women, and children pursued their way at the same
leisurely pace as before, except that their chins were raised.

I realizH then tliat the ghostly ^vail Vwis tl;e wiirning cry

of a siren: "Take cover! Enemy aeroplanes sighted!" But
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there w iis I iie monotony (»f horodoin in I ho voice, anfl In the

air witii which pusscrs-hy received the news.

"(Ml, Irnl. here I jio iigaiii!"' the weary siren siyhed.

"Third time lo-diiy, iiion Dim .'" f^TiiiiiMcd a very old

man to a \vry Ma^e porter, wlio diitiltilly shot out ol' I lie

hotel to resciie our hi'4Uii^e, if not us, from i)ossiI)le though

improhahle daiim r. We let him haul in our I)a^''. hut re-

maiiu'd glui'd Ik liic |)av''iiieiit, utf-rly ahsoroed and fas-

cin.ited. wailiii>? i"i)r the >ho\v to heu.ii.

We had not loni; lf> wail I For an instant the jxail paie

zenith shone serenely void. Then, heralded l>y a droning

nois'> as of ;;iaid hees, atul a vicious s;)i"Jiii',' t-'i s!iraj):iel,

hi^th overiK-ad saileii wide-whi^od lilaek hird, <-lia-. il "oy

four otliei- liirds l)ii;:,er, bei-ai! (> nearer earlli. T)i y
soared, cii'Iinu' closer, c.'o.-er—tv.o niountin;^ hisih, two

flyin.t,' low, and so i)a>sed westward, while the sky was

spattered wilii shrajjnel—long, white streaks fallim; >]o\v

and straight, like tail-feathers of a shot eagle.

There was scant time to speak, or even draw an exi iled

hrealh after the birds had disappeared, because they were

back apiin, hovering so high that they were changcfl to

insects.

We ought to have scuttled into the hotel, but . ow
we didn't move, although peo])le in the scjuare seemed

suddenly to realize the wisdom of jjrudence. Some van-

ished into doorways, others walked faster—though not

one of those haughty Lc rrainers would condescend to

run. Forgetful of ourselves, I was admiring tiicir pride,

when an angry voice made me jump.

"You pretend that everv thing you do, good or l)ad, is

for your brother's sake, yet you let him risk his life—

a

m
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blimi innn!—out here in tlie street with bombs and shrap-

nel dropping every instant
!

"

It was Dierdre O'F^rrell who spoke, and we glared into

each <»ther's eyes hke two Kilkenny eats—or a surjjrised

Kilkrnny cat and a spitfire Kilkenny kitten.

A moment Inifore, I had iK'en longing to strike at her.

Now it w.i.N she who struck at me; and it was too much,

that it should be in defence of my own brother! The
primitive fishwife within me rose to the i^tirface. "Mind
your own business!" I rudely flung at her: and slipping

my arm under Briati's, in a voice of curdled cream begged

him to come with me indoors.

The others followed, and about three seconds later a

bomb fell in front of the hotel. It was a "dud," and did

not explode, but it made a hole in the pavement and sent a

jet of splintered stone into the air.

Perhaps the girl had saved us from death, or at least

from disfiguring wounds, but I was in no mood to thank

her for that. I was glad I had been a fishwife, and I

thought Brian lacked his usual discernment in attributing

hidden qualities to such a person as Dierdre O'Farrell.

"Somelliing's bound to break, if we don't part soon!"

I told myself.
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NANCY is one of "Jim's towns." as Mother nnd
Fatlier Beckett say. Wl,cn, with Brian's help,
they began mappingout their route, they dtrided

to "giv. something worth while" to the place, and to p\\

the ruined region round about, when they liad learned
what form would be best for their donation to lake.
Some friend in Paris gave them a letter to the Prefet. and
,e had not been in Nancy an hour when ».e and his wife

called.

I'd never met a real, live prefet. The word sounded
stiff and oificial. When Mother Beckett tremulously
asked me to act as interpreter, I dimly expected to meet
two polite automata, as little human as creitures of
flesh and blood can be. Instead, I saw a perfectly de-
lightful pair of Parisians, with the warm, kind
manner one thinks of as southern. They were frankly
pleased that a millionaire's purse promised to open for
Nancy. Monsieur le Prefet offered himself to the Beeketts
as guide on a sightseeing expedition next day, and
Madame, the Prefet's wife, proposed to exhibit her two
thousand children, old and young, refugees housed in what
oiice had been barracks. "The Germans pretend to be-
lieve they are barracks still, full of soldiers, as an excuse
for bombs," she said. "But you shall see! And if you
wish—if you have time—we will take you to see also what

105
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the Bodies have done to some of our other to\\nis—ah,

but beautiful towns, of an importance! Luneville,

and (ierbevillers, and more—many more. You should

know wliat tliey are Hke before you go on to the Grande

Couronne, where Nancy was saved in 191-1."

Of course the Beckclts "wislied." Of course they had

time. "Molly, tell Mr. and Mrs. Prefet we've got more

time than anything else!" said the old man eagerly.

"Oh, and I guess we've got a little money, too, enough to

spread around among those other places, as well as here.

This is going to be something like what Jim would want at

last!"

When the Prefet and his wife rose to go, they invited not

only the Bcckrtls but Brian and nie lo dine at their house

that night. ^Mother Beckett, on t!ic point of accepting for

us ail, hesitated. The hesitation had lo be explained: and

the ex})lauati!)n was— llie O'Karrclls. I had lini)cd we

niighl bo S]);ireil tlieni, but it was not to bo. O.ir h.ost

and liostc--:, hearing of the travellers of the Red Cross,

insistod that they must come, too. Mrs. Beckett was

sure llicy would both bo charniod, l)ut as it turned out, she

v.as ojilv half riglit. ^Ir. O'Farrell was inarmed. Ilis

sifter IkiI a hcadaclie, and intcudeu to .spend the evening

in her room.

Pailic, if I wrote stories. I should like to write one

^^ilh that '.'et and his v.hulo family for the heroes and

heroines of it

!

There is a small son. There are {i\'o dauglitei's, each

prettier than the others, the youngest a liny fiHcllc, tlie

eldest twenty at most; and the mother in looks an elder

sister. When the war broke out tiicy were living in
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Paris, the father in some high poHtical post: but he was

by ancestry a man of Lorraine, and his first thought was

to help defend the home of his forbears. The Meurthe-et-

Moselle, with Nancy as its centre and capital, was a

terrible danger zone, with the sword of the enemy pointed

at its heart, but the lover of Lorraine asked to become

prefet in place of a man about to leave, and his family

rallied round him. There at Nancy, they have been ever

since those days, through all the bombardments by Big

Berthas and Taubes. When houses and hotels were

being blown to bits by naval guns, thirty-five kilometres

away, the daily life of the family went on us if in peace.

As a man, the Prefet longed to send his wife and children

far away. As a servant of France he thought best to let

them stop, to "set an example of calmness." And if they

had been bidden to go, they would still have stayed.

The Prefet's house is one of the eiglitccnth-ccntury

I)alaces of the Place Stanislas; and in tlie story I'd like to

write, I should put a descri^jtion of their drawing room,

and the scene after dinner that night.

Imagine a background of decorative walls, adorned with

magnificent jjortraits (one of the best is Stanislas, and
better still is Louis XVL a proud baby in the arms of a

handsome mother); imagine beautiful Louis XV chairs,

tables, and sofas scattered about, with the light of prism-

hung chandeliers glinting on old brocades and tapestries:

flowers everywhere, in Chinese bowls and tall vases;

against this background a group of lovely girls multiplied

by many mirrors into a large company ; be-medalled officers

in pale blue uniforms, handing coffee to the ladies, or taking

from silver dishes carried by children the delicious maca-
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roons which are to Nanty what Madeleines are to Com-
mercy. Imagine long windows opening into a garden:

rosy lamplight streaming out, silver moonlight streaming

in; music; the wonderful voice of a man (Julian O'Farrell)

singing the "Marseillaise," the "Star-Spangled Banner,"

and "Tipperary." Then into the midst of this breaking

the tiresome whine of the siren.

"What? A fourth time to-day?" cries somebody*

"These creatures will wear out their welcome if they're

not careful!"

A laugh follows, to drown the bark of shrapnel, and a

general shrugging of the shoulders. But suddenly comes a

cry that la petite—the baby daughter of the house, sitting

up in our honour—has run into the garden.

The elder girls are not afraid for themselves, the great

bombardments have given them a quiet contempt of

mere Taubes. But for the little sister!—that is different.

Instantly it seems that all the bombs Germany has ever

made may be falling like iron rain on that curly head out

there among the autumn lilies. Everybody rushes to

the rescue: and there is the child, sweet as a cherub and
cool as a cucumber, in the din. She stands on the lawn,

chin in air, baby thumb on baby nose for the Taube caught

in a silver web of searchlights.

"Sale oineau .'" her defiant cry shrills up. "Just like

you, to come on my grown-up evening! But you shan't

spoil it. No, sister, I don't want to go in. I came out to

say pood-night to the chickens and rabbits, and tell them
not to be afraid."

Beliind the lilies and late roses and laurels is quite a
menagerie of domestic animals, housed among growing
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potatoes, beanc and tomatoes. C'est la guerre! But rab-

bits and chickens are robbed of their consolation; the babj
is bundled into the house; and, once she is safe— safe as
any one can be safe in bombarded Nancy!—nobody thinks

about the air raid. Que voiilcz-vous ? If one thought about
these .'lings, smiles a blonde girl in white, they might really

get upon one's nerves, and that would never do!

"It is this moonlight," she explains. "They will be
back again once or twice to-night, perhaps. But the

streets will be as full as ever of poilus en permmiVf^, walking
with their sweethearts, in spite of the hateful things

!

"

*

One makes one's adieux early in war times; but the

moonlight was so wonderful on that Taube-ridden night
that Brian said he felt it like a cool silver shower on his

eyelids. "I believe I'm developing night-eyes!" he
laughed to me, as we walked ahead of the Becketts and
Julian O'Farrell, on our way across the gleaming square
to our hotel. "Surely there won't be another raid for an
hour or two.' Let's take a walk. Let's go into the old

towTi, and try to sec some ghosts."

"Yes, let's!" I echoed.

I said good-night sweetly to the Becketts and stiffly

to O'Farrell. Brian was equally cordial to all three, and I

feared that O'Farrell might be encouraged to offer his com-
pany. But his self-assurance stopped short of that. He
went mee' y into the darkened hotel with the old couple,

and I tu' lied away triumphant, with my arm in Brian's.

The clock of the Town Hall struck ten, chimed, waited
for the church clock to approve and confirm, then repeated
all that it had said and sung a minulc before.
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We were going to look for ghosts of kings and dukes and
queens; and like ghosts ourselves, we stepped from moon-
lit shores into pools of shadow, and back to moonlit shores

again; past the golden Arch of Triumph, which Stanislas

built in honour of his daughter's marriage with Louis XV;
through the Carriere, where the tops of tall copper-beeches

caught the light with dull red gleams, like tli' -low of a

carbuncle; past the sleeping palace of Stanisl;. , into the

old "nursery garden" of the Pcpiniere, to the sombre
"Porte de la Craffc whose two huge, pointed +owers and
great wall guard the old town of Duke Rene IL

There we stopped, because of all places this dark corner

was the place for Nancy's noblest ghost to walk, Rene the

Romantic, friend of Amcrico Vespucius when Americo
needed f-iends; Rene the painter, whose pictures still

adorn old churches of Provence, where he was once a

captive: Rene, whose memory never dies in Nancy, though
his body died 500 years ago.

What if he should rise from his tomb in the church of the

Cordeliers, or come down off his little bronze horse in the

Place St. Epvre as ghosts may by moonlight, to walk with
his fair wife Isabella through the huddled streets of the old

town, gazing at the wreckage made by the greatest war of

history? What would he think of civilizali(,p, he who
held his dukedom against the star warrior of the century,

Charles the fiold? War was lawless enough in his day.

When avenging a chancellor's murder, the Nanciaiis

hanged 100 Burgundian officers on a church tower for ih;-

besiegers outside the city wall to see. But the "noble
Gauls "whom Julius Ca'sar called "kni-hts of chivalry,"

would have drawn the line tlica al showering bombs from
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the sky on women and children. We fancied, Brian and I,

that after a walk round Nancy Rene and Isabella would

jt cire, sadder and wiser ghosts, content to have finished

their lives in gentler times than ours. Back into the

shadows might they fade, to sleep again, and take up

their old dream whore the noise of twentieth-century

shrapnel had snapped its thread. Their best dream must

be, we thought, of their battle of Xancy: Charles the

Bold on his black war-horse, surrounded by Burgundian

barons in armour, shouting, and waving their banners

with standards of ivory and gold; Charles of the dark

locks, and brilliant eyes which all men feared and some

women loved; Charles laughing with joy in the chance of

open battle at last, utterly confident of its end, because

the young duke—once his prisoner—had reinforced a

small army with mercenaries, Swiss and Alsatians.

At most Rene had 15,000 soldiers, and Charles believed

his equal band of Burgundians worth ten times the paid

northerners, as man to man.

From the church tower where Charles's men had hung

—

where St. Epvre stands now—Rene could see the enemy

troops assembling, headed by the Duke of Burgundy, in

his glitterin; hehr orned with its device c'^ an open-

jawed lion. He c( ven seen tV- gorgeous tent whose

tapestried magnificence spit s had reported (a nia';^nificence

owned by Nancy's museum in our day !), and tliere seemed

to his eyes no end to the defile of spears, of strange engines

for scaling walls, and glittering battle-axes. One last

prayer, a blessing by the pale priest, and young Rene's

own turn to lead had come—a slight adversary for great

Charles, but \vii!i a heart as bold! Tlie trumpet blast of
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La Riviere, sounding the charge of Lorraine, went to

his head Hke wine. He laughed when Herter's mountain
men began to sing "Le taureau d'Uri" and "La vache
d'Unterwald, " to remind the proud Burgundian of his

defeats at Granson and Morat. Then came the crash of

armour against armour, blade against blade, and the day
ended for Nancy according to Rene's prayers. The south-

erners fled and died; and two days later, Rene was gazing

down at the drowned body of Charles the Bold, dragged
out of a pond. Yes, a good dream for ghosts of the

chivalrous age to retire into, and shut the door! But for

us, in our throbbing flesh and blood, this present was worth
suffering in for the glory of the future.

There were other ghosts to meet in Nancy's old town if

narrow streets where moonlight trickled in a narrow ril

Old, old ghosts, far older than the town as we saw it:

Odebric of the eleventh century, who owTied the strongest

castle in France and the most beautiful wife, and fought

the bishops of Metz and Treves together, because they
did not approve of the lady; Henri VI of England riding

through the walled city with his b^ide. Marguerite, by
his side: ghostly funeral processions of dead dukes, whose
strange, Oriental obsequies were famed throughout the
world; younger and more splendid ghosts: Louis XHI and
Richelieu entering in triumph when France had fought and
won Lorraine, only to give it back by bargaining later;

ghosts of stout German generals who in 1871, had "bled
the town white"; but greater than all ghosts, the noble

reality of Foch and Castlenau, who saved Nancy in 1914,

on the heights of La Grande Couronne.

As we Vr-alked back to the new town, dazed a little by our
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deep plunge into the centuries, I heard my name called

from across the street. "Miss O'Malley—wait, please!

It's Julian O'Farrell, Have you seen my sister?
"

Brian and I stopped short, and O'Farrell joined us,

panting and out of breath. "She's not with you?" he

exclaimed. "I hoped she^would be. I've been searching

everywhere—she wasn't in the hotel when I got home, and

it's close to midnight.
"

k
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CHAPTER Xra

I
FELT unsympathetic, and wouldn't have cared if

Miss Dierdre O'Farre!! had flown off on a broomstick,

or been kidnapped by a German aviator. My heart,

however, was sure that nothing had happened and I sus-

pected that her brother had trumped up an excuse to join

us. It vexed me that Brian should show concern. If only

he knew how the girl had looked at him a few hours ago!

"Couldn't they tell you in the hotel at what time she

went out? " he enquired.

But no! According to O'Farrell, his sister had not been

seen. lie had found her door unlocked, the room empty,

and her hat and coat missing. " She told me she was going

to bed," he added. " But the bed hasn't been disturbed."

"Nor need you be, I think," said I. "Perhaps your

sister wants to frighten you. Children love that sort of

thing. It draws attention to themselves. And some-

times they don't outgrow the fancy."

"Especially ?affragettcs and Sinn Feiners," O'Farrell

played up to me, unoffended. "Still, as a brother of one,

I'm bound to search, if it takes all night. A sister's a

sister. And mine is quite a valuable asset." He tossed

me this hint wilh a Puck-like .lir of a private under-

standing established between us. Yes, "Puck-Hke"

describes him: a Puck at the same time merry and
malicious, never to be counted upon

!
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"I feel that Miss O'Farrell went out to take a walk
because she was restless, and perhaps not very happy,"
Brian reproached us both. "Something may have hap-
pened—remember we're in the war zone."

"No one in Nancy's likely to forget that!" said I, dully
resenting his defence of the enemy. " Brushing bombs out
of their back hair every ten minutes or so! And listen—
don't you hear big guns beaming now, along the front?
The German lines are only sixteen kilometres from here."

Brian didn't answer. His brain was pursuing Dierdre
O'Farrell, rn-oping after h-r through the night. "If she
went out before that air raid, while we were at the Prefet's,"
he suggested, "she may have had to take refuge somewhere—she may have been hurt "

"By Jove!" Puck broke in. "It scares me when you
say that. You're a—a sort—of prophet, you know! I
must find out what hospitals there are

"

^^

"We'll go with you to the hotel," Brian promised.
"They'll know there about the hospitals. And if the
Prefet's still up, he'll phone for us officially, I'm sure."

"It's you who are the practical one, after all!" cried
O'Farrell. And I guessed from a sudden uprush of Irish
accent that his anxiety had grown sincere.

We hurried he ac; Brian seeming almost to guide us, for
without his instinct for the right way we would twice have
taken a wrong turning. As we came into the Place Stanis-
las, still a pale ousis of moonlight, I saw standing in front
of the hotel two figures, black as if cut out of velvet. One,
that of a man, was singularly tall and thin, as a Mephis-
topheles of the stage. The other was thai of u woman in a
long cloak, small and slight as a child of fourteen. Dierdre
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OTarrell, of course! It could be no one else. But who

was the man? A dim impression that the figure was

vaguely familiar, or had been familiar long ago, teased my
brain. But surely I could never have seen it before.

"Hurrah! There she is!" cned OTarrell, "alive and

on her pins!"

At the sound of his voice, the velvet silhouettes stirred.

They had turned to look at us, and a glint of moonlight

made the two faces white and blank as masks. O'Farrell

waved his hand, and I was obliged to quicken my steps to

keep pace with Brian: "I suppose she got lost—serve her

right!—and the beanpole has escorted her home," grum-

bled Puck; but as he spoke, the beanpole in question hur-

riedly made a gesture of salute, and stalked away with

enormous strides. In an instant he was engulfed by a

shadow-wave and his companion was left to meet us alone.

I thought it would be like her to whisk into the hotel and

vanish before we could arrive, but she did not. She stood

still, with a fierce little air of defiance; and as we came near

I saw that under the thrown-back cloak her left arm was in

a white sling.

Her brother saw it also. "Hullo, what have you been

up to?" he wanted to know. "You've given us the scare

of our lives!"

"Thank you," the girl said. "Please speak for your-

self!"

"He may speak for us, too," Brian assured her. "We
thought of the air raid. And even now, I don't feel as if

we'd been wrong. Your voice sounds as if you were in

pain . You've been hurt
!

"

"It's nothing at all," she answered shortly, but her tone
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softened slightly for Brian. Even .she had her human side,

it seemed. "A window si)Hntered near where I was, and I

got a few bits of glass in my arm. They're out now—every

one. A doctor came, and lo<)ke<l after me. You see,

Jule!" and she nodded her head at the sling. "Now I'm

going in to bed. Good-night!"

"\Yait, and let my sister help you," Brian proposed.

"She's a splendid nurse. I know she'll be delighted."

"Sweet of her!" sneered the girl. "But Vm a trained

nurse, too, and I can take care of myself. It's only my left

arm that's hurt, and a scratch at that. I don't need any
help from any one."

"Was that man we saw the doctor who put you in your

sling.'" asked "Jule," in the blunt way brothers have of

catching up their sisters.

"Yes, he \is," she grudged.

"Why did he run away? Didn't he want to be
thanked?"

"He did not. Besides
"

"Besides—what?"

"He particularly didn't wish to meet—one of our party.

Now, I shan't say a word more about him. So you needn't

ask quest' )ns. I'n tired. I want to go to bed."

With this ulli..latum, she bolted into the hotel, leaving

the three of us speechless for a few seconds. I suppose

each was wondering, "Am / the one the doctor didn't want
to meet?" Then I remembered my impression of having

known that tall, thin figure long ago, and I was seized with

certainty that the mysterious person had fled from me.
At all events, I was sure Miss O'Farrell wished me to think

so by way of being as'aggravating as she possibly could.
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"Well, I'm blessed /" Puck exploded.

"Are you?" I doubted. And I couldn't resist adding,

"I thought your sister always did what you wanted?"

"In the end she does," he upheld his point. "But-

just lately—she's bewitched! Some saint is needed to

remove the ban."

I thought the saint was only too near her hand! Whether

that hand would scrnlch or strike I couldn't guess; but one

gesture was as dangerous as the other.

What with thinking of my own horridncss and other

people's, wondering about the shadow-man, and being

roused liy the usual early morning air raid, bed didn't

mother me with ii > wonted calming influence. Excite-

ment was a tonic for t he next day, however; and a bath and

coffee braced me for an expedition with the J'refet's wife

and dauglitcrs, and the Becketts They took us over the

two huge ca.srr«e.f, turned into homes of refuge for two thou-

sand people from the invaded towns and villages of Lor-

raine: old couples, young women (of course the young men

are fighting), and children. We saw the skilled embroid-

erers embroidering, and the unskilled making sandbags for

the trenches; we saw the schools; and the big girls at work

upon trousseaux for their future, or happily cooking in the

kitchens. We saw the gardens where the refugees tended

their own growing fruit and vegetables. We saw the

church—once a gymnasium—and an immense cinema

theatre, decorated by the ladies of Nancy, with the Prefet's

wife and daughters at their head. On the way home we

droppe<l into the biggest of Nancy's beautiful shops, to

behold the work of last night's bombs. The whole sky-

light-roof had been smashed at dawn; but the glass had
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b<H.>n swept uway, and pretty girls were selling pretty hats

and fr<K'ks as if nothing had hapfiened—except that the

wind of heaven was blowing their hair across their smiling

eyes.

After luncheon at which Dicrdre O'Farrell didn't

appear, the I'refct took us to the streets which had suffered

most from the big gun bombardnjcnt^line old houses

de.st»-oyed with a roinplrtcncss of whifli the wickedest

aeroplane bombs are incapable. "Any minute they may
begin again," the I'refet said. "But sudicicnt for the

day! We suffered so much in a few hours thn>c years ago,

that nothing which has happened to us since has counted.

Nancy was saved for us, lo liave and hold. Wounded she

niight be, and we also. But she was saved. We could

bear the rest."

We made him tell us about those "few hours" of suffer-

ing: and this was the story. It was on the 7th of Septem-

ber, 1914, when the fate of Nancy hung in the balance. An
inunense horde of (Germans came pouring along the Seille,

crossing the river by four bridges: ('hamblcy, ^loncel,

Brin, and Bioncourt. Everyone knew that the order was
to take Nancy at any price, arid open the town for the

Kaiser to march in, triiMni)hani, as did Louis XIII of

France centuries j'go. William was said to be waiting

with lO.OOO men of the Pru. sian Guard, in the \\ood of

Morel, ready for his moment. Furiously the Germans
worked to place their huge cannon on the hills of Don-
court, Bourthecouit, and Rozcbois. Villages burned like

card houses. Church bells tolled as their towers rocked

and fell. Forests blazed, and a rain of bombs poured over

the country from clouds of flame and smoke. Amance
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was lost, and with it hope also; for beyond, the road lay

open for a rush on Nancy, seemingly past the power of

man to defend. Still, man did defend! If the French

could hold out against ten times their number for a few

hours, there was one chance in a thousand that reinforce-

ments might arrive. After Velaine fell next day, and the

defile between the two mountain-hills of Amance swarmed

with yelling Uhlans, the French still held. They did not

hope, but they fought. How they fought! And at the

breaking point, as if by miracle, appeared the reinforcing

tirailleurs.

"This," said the Prefet, "was only one episode in the

greatest battle ev«r fought for Nancy, but it was the

episode in which the town was saved.

"You know," he went on, "that Lorrainers have been

ardent Catholics for centuries. In the Church of Bon-Se-

cours there's a virgin which the people credit with miracu-

lous power. Many soldiers in the worst of the fighting

were sure of victory, because the virgin had promised that

never should Nancy be taken again by any enemy what-

ever."

It was late when we came back to the hotel, and while 1

was translating the Becketts' gratitude into French for

the Prefet, the O'Farrells arrived from another direction.

The brother looked pleased to see us; the sister looked

distressed. I fancied that she had been forced or persuaded

to point out the scene of last night's adventure, and was

returning chastened from the visit. To introduce her to

the Prefet was like introducing a dog as it strains at the

leash, but Puck performed the rite, and explained her

sling.
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"Hurt in the air raid?" the Prefet echoed. "I hope,

Mademoiselle, that you went to a good doctor. That
he

"

"The doctor came to her on the 'pot," replied Puck, in

his perfect French. " It seems you have doctors at Nancy
who walk the streets, when there's a raid, wandering about
to pick up jobs, and refusing payment."

The Prefet laughed. "Can it l^e," he exclaimed, "that
Mademoiselle has been treated by the Wandering Jew.'

Oh, not the original character, but an extraordinary fellow

who has earned that name in our neighbourhood since the

war.

"Was that what he called himself.='" O'Farrell turned

to Dierdre. I guessed that Puck's public revelations were
vengeance upon her for unanswered cpiestions.

"He called himself nothing at all," the girl replied.

"Ah," said the Prefet, "then he woa' the Wandering
Jew! Let me see—I think jou are planning to go to

Gerbeviller and Luneville and Vitrimont to-morrow.

Most likely you'll meet him at one of those places. And
when you hear his story, you'll understand why he haunts
the neighbourhood like a beneficent spirit."

"But must we wait to hear the story? Please tell us

now," I pleaded. "I'm so curious!"

This was true. I burned with curiosity. Also, fatty

degeneration of the heart prompted me to annoy Dierdre

O'Farrell. To spite me, she had refused to talk of the

doctor. I w^as determined to hear all about him to spite

her. You see to what a low level I have fallen, dear

Padre!

The Prefet said that if we would go home with him and

:*>]
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have tea in the garden (Gennan aeroplanes permitting) he

would tell us the tale of the Wandering Jew. We all

accepted, save Dierdre, who began to stammer an excuse;

but a look from her brother nipped it in the bud. He
certainly has an influence over the girl, against which she

struggles only at her strongest. To-day she looked pale

and weak, and he could do what he liked with her.

lie liked to make her take tea at the Prefet's, doubtless

because he'd have felt boimd to escort the invalid to her

room, had she insisted on going there!

The story of the Wandering Jew would be a strange one,

anywhere and anyhow. But it's more than strange to me,

because it is linked with my past life. Still, I won't

tell it from my point of view. I'll begin with the Prefet's

version.

The "\^andermg Jew" really is a Jew. of the best and
most intellectual type. His name is Paul Herter. His

father was a man of Metz, who had brought to German
Lorraine a wife from Luneville. Paul is thirty-five now, so

you see he wasn't born when the Metz pprt of Lorraine

became German. His parents—French at heart—taught

him secretly to love France, and hate German domination.

As he grew up, Paul's ambition was to be a great surgeon.

He wished to study, not in Germany, but in Paris and
London. These hopes, however, were of the "stuff that

dreams arc made of," for when the father died, the boy had
to work at anything he could get for a bare livelihood. It

wasn't till he was over twenty-five that he'd scraped

together money for the first step toward his career. He
went to Paris: studied and starved; then to London. It

was there I met him, but that bit of the story fits in later.

k
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fle was thought well of at "Bart's," and everybody who
knew him was surprised when suddenly he married one of

the younger nurses, an English girl, and vanished with her

from London, Presently the pair appeared in Mctz, at

the mother's house. Herter seemed sad and discouraged,

uncertain of his future, and just at this time, through

German Lorraine ran rumours of war "to begin when the

harvests should be over." Paul and his mother took coun-

sel. Both were Frenc! heart. They determined to

leave all they had in th^ i at Metz, rather than Paul

should be called up to ser vc Prussia. The three contrived

to cr jss the frontier. Paul offered himself to the Foreign

Leg.on; his wife volunteered to nurse in a military hospi-

tal at Nancy; and Madame Herter, mere took refuge in

her girlhood's home at Luneville, where her old father

still lived.

Then came the rush of the Huns across the frontier.

Paul's wife was killed by a Zeppelin bomb which wrecked

her hospital. At Luneville the mother and grandfather

perished in their own house, burned to the ground by order

of the Bavarian colonel, Von Fosbender.

Paul Herter had not been in love with his wife, "^""lere

was a mystery about the marriage, but her fate filled lim

with rage and horror. His mother he had adored, and

the news of her martyrdom c'ne near to 'Iriving hin in-

sane. In the madness of grief he vowed vengeance against

all Bavarians who might fall into his hands.

He was fighting then in the Legion; but shortly after

he was gravely wounded. His left foot had to be ampu-

tated; and from serving J'rance as a soldier, he began to

ierve as a surgeon. He developed astonishing skill ia
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throat and chest operations, succeeding in some which

older and more experienced men refused to attempt.

Months passpf?, and into his busy hfc had never come the

wished-for c^-" .ce of vengeance; hut all who knew him

knew that llerter's hatred of Bavarians was an obsession.

He was not one who would forget; and when a lot of

seriously wounded Bavarians came into the field-hospital

where he was at -, ork, the two young doctors under him

looked one another in the eyes. Even the stretcher-

bea ers had heard of Herter's vow, but there was nothing

to do save to bring in the stream of wounded, and trust the

calm instinct of the surgeon to control the hot blood of

the man. Still, the air was electric with suspense, and

heavy with dread of some vague tragedy: disgrace for the

hospital, ruin for Herter.

But the Jewish surgeon (he wasn't called "the Wander-

ing Jew" in those days) caught the telepathic message of

fear, and laughed grimly at whp<^ men were thinking of him.

"You need not be afraid," he said to his assistants.

"These canaille are sacred for me. They do not count as

Bavarian-:,.
'

Nevertheless, the young doctors would have tended the

wounded prisoners themselves, leaving Herter to care for

his countrymen alone. But one of the Bavarians was b ;-

yond their skill: a young lieutenant. His wound was pre-

cisely "Herter's specialty"—a bullet lodged in the heart,

if he was to be saved, Herter alone could save him. Would
Herter operate.' He had only to say the case was hope-

less, and refuse to waste upon it time needed for others.

Perhaps he knew what suspicion would dog him through

life if he gave this verdict. At all events, he chose to
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operate. "Bring me the brute," he growled* and re-

hictantly the brute was brought—a very youthful brute,

with a face of such angelic churm that even Horter was

struck by it. He had steeled himself to get through a hate-

ful job; but for him—like most men of his race—beauty

held a strong appeal. Suddenly he wished to save the boy

with the fair curly hair and arched dark brows. Here

was a German—a Bavarian—who could have no vileness

in him yet!

The surgeon got ready his instruments for the operation,

which must be done quickly, if at all. The boy was un-

conscious, but every moment or two he broke out in con-

valsive delirium, giving answers to questions like a man
talking in sleep. "Hilda! Hilda!" he cried again and

again. "My Hilda,do not ask me that. Thou wouldst not

love me if I told thee! Thou wouldst hate me forever!"

"What have you done that Hilda should hate you?"

Paul enquired, as he waited for the ana?sthetic. Ether

was running short. The wounded had to take their turn

that day.

"Luneville! Luneville!" shrieked the Bavarian.

Everyone heard the cry. The t\yO young doctors, know-

ing Herter's history, turned sick. This was worse than

their worst fears! But they could do nothing. To speak,

to try to act, would be !o insult the surgeon. They saw

that he was ghastly puk-. "What happened at Lime-

ville?" he went on.

"Here is the ether," a voice spoke in haste. But Paul

heard only the Bavarian.

"Oh, God, the old woman! Her face at the window. I

can't forget. Hilda—she wouldn't come out. It wasn't
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my fault. The Colonel's orders. An old man, too. We
saw them in the fire. We had to pass on. Hilda, forgive I

"

"Was it a corner house of the Rue Princcsse Marie?"

asked Herter.

"Yos—yes, a corner house," groaned the boy of the

beautiful face.

Herter gave a sign to the man who had brought the ether.

A moment more, and the ravings of the Bavarian were

silenced. The operation began.

The others had their hands full of their own work, yet

with a kind of agonized clairvoyance they were conscious

of all that Herter did. The same thought was in the minds

of both young doctors. They exchanged impressions after-

ward. " He'll cut the boy's heart out and tread it under-

foot!"

But never had the Jewish surgeon from Metz performed

a major operation with more coolness or more perfect skill.

'Had he chosen to let his wrist tremble at the critical second,

revenge would easily have been his. But awaiting the

instant between one beat of the heart and another, he

seized the shred of shrapnel lodged there, and closed up tlie

t'lrobbing breast. The boy would live. He had not only

spared, but saved, the life of one who was perhaps his

mother's murderer.

During the whole day he worked on untiringly and—it

seemed—unmoved. Then, at the end of the last operation,

he dropped as if he had been shot through the brain.

This was the beginning of a long, peculiar illness which

no doctor who attended him could satisfactot-ily diagnose.

He was constantly delirious, repeating the words of the

Bavarian: "Hilda—Hilda!—the corner house—Rue Prin-
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cesse Marie—Luncvillel" and it was feared that, if he

recovered, he would be insane. After many weeks, how-

ever, he came slowly back to himself—a changed self, but a

sane self. Always odd in his a{)pearance—very tall and

dark and thin—he had wasted to a walking skeleton, and
his black hair had turned snow-white. He had lost his

self-confidence, and dreaded to take up work again lest he

should fail in some delicate operation. Long leave was
granted, and he was advised by doctors who were his

friends to go south, to sunshine and i)eace. But Herter

insisted that the one hope for ultimate <-ure was to stay in

Lorraine. He took up his quarters in what was left of a
house near the ruin of his mother's old home, in Luneville,

but he was never there for long at a time. He was pro-

vided with a pass to go and come as lie liked, being greatly

respected and pitied at headquarters; and wherever there

was an air raid, there speedily and mysteriously appeared

Paul Herter among the victims.

His artificial foot did not prevent his riding a motor-

bicycle, and on this he arrived, no matter at what hour of

night or day, at any town wnthin fifty miles of T,unevillo,

when enemy airmen had been at work. He gave his

services unpaid to poor and rich alike; and owing to the

dearth of doct >rs not mobilized, the towns concerned

welcomed him thankfully. All the surgeon's serene con-

fidence in himself returned in these emergencies, and he

was doing invaluable work. People were grateful, but the

man's ways and looks were so strange, his restlessness so

tragic, that they dubbed him "le Juif Errant."

Now, Padre, I have come to the right place to bring in

my part of this story.
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While I was training at "Bart's," I met a doctor named
Paul Ilerter. Some of the girls used to call him the "Ger-

man Jew" but we all knew that his Germanness was

only an accident of fate, through a war before he was born,

and that he was passionately French at heart. He was

clever—a genius—but moody and <, eer, and striking to

look at. He would have been ugly but for a pair of beauti-

ful brown eyes, wistful sometimes as a dog's. One of our

nurses was in love with him, but he used to keep out of her

way when he could. He was said not to care for women,
and I was a little flattered that a man so well thought of

"at the top" should take r ' u-a of me. Wlien I look back

on myself, I seem to have bcLii very young then!

Dr. Herter used to meet me, as if by accident, when I

was off duty, and we went for long walks, talking French

together; I enjoyed thai! Besides, there was nothing

the man didn't know. He was a kind of encyclopaedia

of all the great musicians and artists of the world since

the Middle Ages; and was so much older than I, that I

didn't think about liis falling in love. I knew I was
pretty, and that beauty of all sorts was a cult with him.

I supposed that he liked looking at me—and that his

fancy would end there. But it didn't. There came a

dreadful day when he accused me of encouraging him
purposely, of leading him on to believe that I cared.

This was a real shock. I was sorry—sorry! But he

said such horrid things that I was hurt and angry, too. I

said horrid things in my turn. This scene happened in

the street. I asked him to leave me, and he did at once,

without looking back. I can see him now. striding otf in

the twiliglit : No wonder the tall black silhouette in the
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Place Stanislas looked familiar. But the man is thinner

now, and walks with a slight limp.

The next thing I heard of him after our break was ihat

he'd married Nurse Norman (the one who was in love

with him) and that they'd left England. Whether he'd

married the girl in a rage against me, or because he was

sorry for her (she'd just then fallen into deep disgrace,

through giving a patient the wrong medicine), I didn't

know. I can't say I didn't care, for I often thought of

the man and wondered what had become of him, though

I don't remember ever wTiting about him to you. He
was but indirectly concerned with my life, and maybe it

was in the back of my mind tliat I might get a scolding

from you if I told you the tale.

The moment the name of "Paul ITerter" was men-

tioned in that pleasant garden at Nancy, the whole episode

of those old days at "Bart's" came back, and I guessed

why the tall figure had darted away from Dierdre O'Farrell

as we came in sight. T^e must have offered to see the girl

safely home, after dressing her wound (probably at

some chemist's), and she had told him about her fellow-

travellers. Naturally my name sent him flying like a

shot from a seventy-five! But I can't help hoping we

may meet by accident. There's a halo round the man's

head for me since I've heard that tragic story. Before,

he was only a queer genius. Now, he's a hero. Will he

turn away, I wonder, if I walk up to him and hold out my
hand.'

I am longing, for a doubl? reason, to see Vitrimont and

Gcrbcvillcr and I/ancville, since I've learned that at one

of those places Paul Herter may appear.
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WE WERE three automobiles strong when we
went out of Nancy, along what they call the

"Luneville road." That was yesteriiay, 'as I

write, and already it seems long ago! The third and big-

gest car belonged to the Prefet; gray and military looking,

driven by a soldier in uniform; and this time Dierdre

O'Farrell was with us. I was wondering if she went
"under orders," or if she wished to sec the sights we were

to see—among them, perhaps, her elusive doctor!

We turned south, leaving town, and presently passed

—

at Dombasle—astonishingly huge salt-works, with rubble-

heaps tall as minor pyramids. On each apex stood a thing

like the form of a giant black woman in a waggling gas-

mask^and a helmet. I could have found out what these

weird engines were, no doubt, but I preferred to remember
them as mysterious monsters.

At a great, strange church of St. Nicolas, in the old

town of St. Nicolas-du-Port, we stopped, because the

Prefet's daughters had told us of a magic stone in the

pavement which gives good fortune to those who set foot

on it. Only when several of us were huddled together,

with a foot each on the sacred spot, were we told that it

meant marriage before the new year. If the spell works,

Dierdre O'Furreil, Brian, and I will all be married in less

than four months. But St. Nicolas is a false prophet

130
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where we are concerned. Brian and I will never marry.

Even if poor Brian shoukl fall head over ears in love, he

wouldn't ask a Ki!*l to share his broken life: he has told me
this. As for nie, I tan never love any man iifter Jim

Be<,-kett. The least i)eiiance I owe is to be faithful for-

ever to his memory and my own faIs«>ho(Ml

!

St. Nicolas is the patron saint of tlir neij,'bl)Ourhood, so

it's right that from his little tcnvn and his big < hurch all the

country round should open out to the eye, as if to do him

homage.

From the hill of lA-omont we could see to the south the

far-off, famous Forest of Parroy; away to the north, the

blue heights of La Grande Couronne, where the fate of

Nancy was decided in 1914; to the west, a purple haze like

a mourning wreath of violets hung over the valley of the

Meurthe, and the tragic little tributary river INIortagr.e;

beyond, we could picture with our mind's eyes the Moselle

and the Mease.

But Leomont was not a place where one could stand

coldly thinking of horizons. It drew all thoughts to itself,

and to the drama played out upon its miniature mountain.

There was fought one of the fiercest and most heroic single

battles of the war.

We had to desert the cars, and walk up a rough track to

tlie ruined farmhouse which crowned the hill; a noble,

fortified farmhouse that must have had tlie dignity of a

chateau before the great fight whicii shattered its ancient

walls. Now it has the dignity of a mausoleum. Long
ago, in Roman days when Diana, Goddess of the Moon, was
patron of Luneville and the country round, a temple of

stone and marble in hei honour and a soaring fountain
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cnnvned the high summit of I^'omnnt, for all the world

to see. Her influence is said to reign over the whole

of Ix)rraine, from that day to this, St. Nicholas l>cing her

sole rival: and a jirojjhecy has come dovn Hirou.h the

centuries that no evil may hcfall Diana's <-itadels, save in

the "dark o' the moon," when the protectress is absent.

Luneville was overrun in the "dark o' the moon"; and
it was then also that the battle of I^'omont was fought,

ending in the vast cellars, wlierc no man was left alive.

In those days of ours, it's a wonderful and romantic

mountain, sacred as a monument forever, to the glory ..f

the French soldiers who did not die in \ain. The scarred

face of the ruined house—its stones pitted by shrapnel as if

by smallpox—gazes over Lorraine as the Sphinx gazes

over the desert: calm, majestic, sad, yet triumphant. And
under the shattered walls, among fallen i)ut tresses and
blackened stumj^s of oaks, ari> the graves of Lcomont's
heroes; graves everywhere, over the hi!! -de; graves in

the op<'n; graves in sheltered corners where wild flowers

have begun to grow; their tricolour rockades and wooden
crosses mirrored in the blue of water-filled shell-holes;

graves in tlie historic cellars, covered with a pall of dark-

ness; graves along the slope of the hill, where old trenches

have left ruts in the rank grass.

An unseen choir of bird-voices was singing the sweetest

requiem ever sung for the dead; yet Leomont iti in ma-
jestic loneliness saddened us, even the irrepressible Puck.

We were sad and rather silent all the way to \'itrimont;

and Vitrimont, at first glance, was a sight to make us sad-

der than any \vc had seen. There had been a Vitrimont,

a happy little place, built of gray and rose-red stones;
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now, of those stones hardly one lies iipnn another, exeept

in ruhltle heaps. And y* I . "iriinonl isn't sad as others

of the mined towns are sad. It even cheered ns, after

l/'omont, iK'canse a star of hope shines over the field of

desolation—a star tliat has eonie out of the west. Some
wonderfnl women of San Franeiseo decided to "adopt"

Nilrinnrnt, as one of the little places of France which had

.suffered most in the war. Two of them, Miss I'olk and Afiss

Crocker—girls rather than women—gave thems* lve.s a.s

well as their money to the work. In what remains
*
' ''n-

mont—what they are making of Vitrimont —thej i- iike

tw(» fresh rose.s that have taken root in a pile of ashes.

With a few hooks, a few howls of flowers, pictures, and hits

of bright chintz they have given <-harm to their poor rooms

in the half-rnined house of a peasant. This has been their

home for many months, fronx the time when they were the

only creatures who shared Vitrimont with its ghosts: but

nov/ other homes are growing under their eyes and through

their charity; thanks to them, the people of the destroyed

village are trooping back, hajjjjy and hopeful. The church

has been repaired (that was done first, "because it is God's

house") vith warm-coloured pink walls and neat decora-

tion; and plans for the restoring of the whole village are

being carried out. while the waiting inhabitants camp in a

village of toy-like bungalows given I)y the French Govern-

ment. I never saw such looks of worshipping love cast

upon human beings as those of the people of Vitrimont for

these two American girls. I'm sure they believe that Miss

Crocker and jVIiss Polk are saints incarnated for their sakes

by "/a Sainte Vierge." One old man said as much!

He wa:: so old that it seemed as if he could never have
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been young, yet he was whistling a toothless but patriotic

whistle, over some bit of amateur-carpenter work, in front

of a one-room bungalow. Inside, visible through the open

door, was the paralyzed wife he had lately wheeled"home"
to Vitriraont, in some kind of a cart. "Oh, yes, we are

happy!" he stopped whistling to say. "We are fortunate,

too. We think we have found the place where our street

used to be, and these Angels—we do not call them Demoi-

selles, but Angels—from America are going to build us a

new home in it. We have seen the plan. It is more beau-

tiful than the old!"

Wherever we passed a house on the road to Luneville,

and in town itself, as we came in, we saw notices—printed

and written—to remind us that we were in the war-zone, if

we forgot for an instant. " Logcment militclre" or

*'Cave voutee, 200 places—400 places." Those hospitable

cellars advertising their existence in air raids and bombard-

ments must be a comforting sight for passers-by, now and

then; but no siren wailed us a warning. We drove on in

peace; and I—disappointed at Vitrimont—quietly kept

watch for a tall, thin figure of a man with a slight limp.

At any moment, I thought, I might see him, for at Lune-

ville he lives—if he lives anywhere!

I was so eager and excited that I could hardly turn my
mind to other things; but Brian, not knowing why I should

be absent-minded, constantly asked questions about

what we passed. Julian O'Farrell had exchanged his sister

for Mr. and Mrs. Beckett, whom he had persuaded to take

the short trip in his ramshackle taxi. His excuse was that

Mother Beckett would deal out more wisely than Dierdre

his Red Cross supplies to the returned refugees; so we had
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the girl with us; and I caught reproachful glances if I was

slow in answering my blind brother. She herself suspects

him as a poseur, yet she judges me careless of his needs

—which I should find funny, if it didn't make me furious

!

Just to see what Dierdre would do, and perhaps to provoke

her, sometimes I didn't answer at all, but left her to explain

our surroundings to Brian. I hardly thought she would

respond to the silent challenge, but almost ostentatiously

she did.

She cried, "There's a castle!" when we came to the fine

and rather staid chateau which Duke Stanislas loved, and

where he died. She even tried to describe it for Brian, with

faltering self-consciousness, and the old streets which once

had been "brilliant as Versailles, full of Queen Marie's

beautiful ladies." Now, they are gray and sad, even those

streets which show no scars from the three weeks' martyr-

dom of German rule. Soldiers pass, on foot and in motors,

yet it's hard to realize that before the war Luneville was

one of the gayest, grandest garrison towns of France, rich

and industrious, under Diana's special protection. Just

because she was away in her moon-chariot, one dark and

dreadful night, all has changed since then. But she'll

come back, and bless her ancient place of Lunoe Villa, in

good time!

It was here, Brian reminded me, that they drew up

the treaty which gave the Rhine frontier to France, after

Napoleon won the Battle of Marengo. I wonder if the

Germans remembered this in 1914 when they came?

We lunched at an hotel, in a restaurant crowded with

French officers; and not a civilian there except ourselves,

I was hoping that I'aul llertcr might come in, for the
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tragic Rue Princesse Marie is not far away—and even

a Wandering Jew must eat! He did not come; but I

almost forgot my new disappointment in liearing the

French oflBcers talk about Lorraine.

They were in the midst of a discussion when we came

in, and when they had all bo ,ved politely to us, they took

up its thread where it had b^-okcn oflF. A colonel—

a

Lorrainer—was saying that out of the wealth of Lorraine

(stolen wealth, he called it!) Germany had built up her

fortune as a united nation, in a few years far exceeding

the indemnity received in 1871. Germany had known

that there were vast stores of iron; but the amazing riches

in phosphorus ores had come to her as a surprise. If she

had guessed, never would she have agreed to leave more

than half the deposit on the French side of the froniier!

Well enouyh for Prussian boasters to say that Germany's

success was due to her own industry and supervirtue, or

that her tariff schemes had ^\orked wonders. But take

away the provinces she tore from France, and she will be a

Samson shorn! Take away Lorraine and the world will

be rid once and for all of the German menace!

When we left Luneville there was still hope from Ger-

beviller. Herter is often there, it seems. Besides, Gerbe-

viller was the principal end and aim of our day's excursion.

Once no more than a pleasant town of quiet beauty on a

pretty river, now it is a monument hiatorique, the Pompeii

of Lorraine.

As we arrived the sun clouded over suddenly, and the

effect was almost theatrical. From gold the light had

dimmed to silver. In the midst of the afternoon, we saw

Gerbeviller as if by moonlight in the still silence of night.
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On the outskirts we forsook our three cars, and walked

slowly through the dead town, awestruck and deeply

thoughtful as if in a church where the body of some preat

man lay in state.

There was not a sound except, as at Leomont, the

unseen choir of bird-voices; but their song emphasized

the silence. In the pale light the shells of wrecked houses

glimmered white, like things seen deep down under clear

water. They were mysterious as daytime ghosts; and

already a heartbreaking picturesqueness had taken posses-

sion of the streets, as an artist-decoratr * comes into an

ugly room and mellows all its crudeness with his loving

touch

' rf, Uer's tragic little river Mortagne gleamed silver-

bri ,;; "neath a torn lace of delicate white flowers that

was .i±».t; a veil flung oflt by a fugitive bride. It ran spark-

ling under the motionless wheel of a burned mill, and

twinkled on—the one living thing the Germans left

—

to flow through the park of a ruined chateau.

When it was alive, that small chateau must have been

gay and delightful as a castle in a fairy tale, pink and

friendly among its pleasant trees; but even in its prime,

rich with tapc'^'-ies and splendid old paintings, which

were its treasures, never could the place have been so

beautiful as in death!

At a first glance—seen straight in front—the face >f

the house seems to live still, rosy with colour, gazing with

immense blue eyes through a light green veil. But a

second glance brings a shock to the heart. The face is a

mask held up to hide a skull; the blue of the eyes is the

open sky framed by glassless windows; the rosy colour
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is stained with dark streaks of smoke and flame; the

chateau among its trees, and the chapel with its stopped

clock and broken saints are skeletons.

Not even O'Farrell could talk. We were a silent pro-

cession 'U the midst of silence until we came at last to

the one quarter of the town whose few houses had been

spared to the courage of Gerbeviller's heroine, Soeur Julie.

Her street (but for her it would not exist) has perhaps

a dozen houses intact, looking strangely bourgeois, almost

out of place, so smugly whole vhere all else has perished.

Yet it was a comfort to see them, and wonderful to see

Sceur Julie.

We knocked at the door of the hospice, the cottage

hospital which is famous because of her, its head and

heart; and she herself let us in, for at tlidt instant she had

been in the act of starting out. I recognized her at

once from the photographs which were in every illus-

trated paper at the time when, for her magnificent bravery

and presence of mind, she was named Chevaliere of the

Legion of Honour.

But with her first smile I saw that the pictures had

done her crude injustice. They made of Soeur Julie an

elderly woman ''n the dress of a nun; somewhat stout,

rather large of feature. But the figure which met us in

the narrow corridor had dignity and a noble strength.

The smile of greeting lit deep ej -"s whose colour was

that of brown topaz, and showed the kindly, humorous

curves of a generous mouth. The flaring white headdress

of the Order of Saint-Charles of Nancy framed a face

so strong that I ceased to wonder how this woman had

cowed a German horde; and it thrilled me to think that
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in this very dooi"way she had stood at bay, offering her

black-robed body as a shield for the wounded soldiers

and poor people she meant to save.

Even if we had not come from the Prefet, and with

some of his family who were her admiring friends, I'm

sure Soeur Julie would have welcomed the strangers. As

it was she beamed with pleasure at the visit, and called

a young nun to help place chairs for us all in the clean,

bare reception room. By this time sh? must know that

she is the heroine of Lorraine— 'ler own Lorraine!—and

that those who came to Gerbeviller come to see her; but

she talked to us with the unself-consciousness of a child.

It was only when she was begged to tell the tale of August

23, 1914, that she showed a faint sign of embarrassment.

The blood flushed her brown face, and she hesitated how to

begin, as if she would rather not begin at all, but once

launched on the tide, she forgot everything except her

story: she lived that time over again, ai,d we lived it with

her.

"What a day it was!" she sighed. "We knew what
must happen, T-nless God willed to spare Gerbeviller by
some miracle. Our town was in the German's way. Yet
we prayed—we hoped. We hoped even after our army's

defeat at Morhange. Then Luneville was taken. Our
turn was near. We heard how terrible were the Bavarians

under their general, Clauss. Our soldiers—poor, brave

boys!—fought every step of the way to hold them back.

They fought like lions. But they were so few! The
Germans came in a gray wave of men. Our wounded
were brought here to the hospice, as many t we could

take—and more! Often there were three hundred. But
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when there was no hope to save the town, quick, with

haste at night, they got the wounded away—ambulance
after ambulance, cart after cart: all but a few; nineteen

grands blessh, who could not be moved. They were here

in this room where we sit. But ah, if you had seen us

—we sisters— helping the commandant as best we could

!

We made ourselves carpenters. We took wooden shutters

pnd doors from their hinges for stretchers. We split tlie

wood with axes. We did not remember to be tired. We
tore up our linen, and linen which others brought us.

We tied the wounded boys on to the shutters. They
never groaned. Sometimes they smiled. Ah, it was we
who wept, to see them jolting off in rough country wagons,
going we knew not where, or to what fate! All night we
worked, and at dawn there were none left—except those

nineteen I told you of. And that was the morning of the
23rd of August, hot and heavy—a weight upon our hearts

and heads.

"Not only the wounded, but our defenders had gone.

The army was in retreat. We had fifty-seven chasseurs

left, ordered to keep the enemy back for five hours. They
did it for eleven ! From dawn till twilight they held the
bridge outside the town, and fought behind barriers they
had flung up in haste. Boys they were, but of a courage!

They knew they were to die to save their comrades.
They asked no better than to die hard. And they fought
so well, the Germans believed there were thousands. Not
till our boys had nearly all. fallen did the enemy break
through and swarm into the town. That was down at
tlie other end from us, below the hill, but soon we heard
fearful sounds—screams and shoutings, shots and loud
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explosions. They were burning the place street by street

with that method of theirs! They fired the houses with

pastilles their chemists have invented, and with petrol.

The air was thick with smoke. We shut our windows to

save the wounded from coughing. Soon we might, all

die together, but we would ket, our boys from new sufifer-

ings while we could!

"Then at last the hour struck for us. One of our sis-

ters, who kad run to look at the red sky to see how near

the fire came, cried out that Germans were pouring up the

hill—four oflScers on horseback heading a troop of soldiers.

I knew what that meant. I went quickly to the door

to meet them. My knees felt as if they had broken under

my weight. My heart was a great, cold, dead thing within

me. My mouth was dry as if I had lost myself for days

in the desert. I am not a small woman, yet it seemed
that I was no bigger than a mouse under i he stare of those

big men who leaped off their horses, and made as

if to pass me at the door. But I did not let them
pass. I knew I could stop them long enough at least

to kill me and then the sisters, one by one, before

they reached our wounded' We backed slowly before

them into the hall, the sisters and I, to stand guard before

this room.

"'You are hiding Frenchmen here—French soldiers!'

a giant of a captain bawled at me. Beside him was a

lieutenant even more tall. They had swords in their

hands, and they both pointed their weapons at me.

"'We have nineteen soldiers desperately wour Jid,' I

said. 'There are no other men here.'

'"You are lying!' shouted the captain. He thought

•'•»'

m

m
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he could frighten me with his roar like a lion: but he did
not seem to me so noble a beast.

"'You may come in and see for yourselves that I
speak the truth,' I said. x\nd think what it was for me,
a woman of Lorraine, to bid a Gennun enter her house!
I did not let those two pass by me into this room. I
came in first. WTiile the lieutenant stood threatening
our boys in their beds that he would shoot if they moved!
the captain went round, tearing off the sheets, looking
for firearms. In his hand was a strange knife, like a
dagger which he had worn in his belt. One of our
soldiers, too weak to open his lips, looked at the German,
with a pair of great dark eyes that spoke scorn; and that
look maddened the man with a sudden fury.

"'Coward, of a country of cowards! You and cattle
like you have cut oflf the ears and torn out the eyes of our
glorious Bavarians. I'U slit your throat to pay for that!'
"Ah, but this was too much—more than I could bear!

I said 'No!' and I put my two hands-so-between the
throat of that boy and the German knife."

When Sceur Julie came to this part of the tale, she
made a beautiful, unconscious gesture, re-enacting the
part she had olayed. I knew then how she had looked
when she faced the Bavarian officer, and why he had not
hacked those two work-worn but nobly shaped hands of
hers, to get at the French chasseur's throat. She seemed
the incarnate spirit o' the mother-woman, whose selfless
courage no brute who had biown a mother could resist
And her "No!" rang out deep and clear as a warning
torsm. I felt that the wounded boy must have been as
safe behmd those hands and that "No!" as if a thick
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though transparent -all of glass had magically risen to

protect him.

"All this time," Soeur Julie went on, gathering herself

together after a moment. "All this time Germans led

by non-commissioned officers were searching the hospice.

But they found no hiding soldiers, because there were

none such to find. And somehow that captain and his

lieutenant did not touch our wounded ones. Tlicy had

a look of shame and sulienness on their faces, as if they

were angry with themselves for yieldinj? their wicked

will to an old woman. Yet they did yield, thank God!

And then I got the captain's promise to spare the hospice

—

got it by saying we would care for his wounded as faith-

fully as we tended our own. I said, 'If you leave this

house standing to take in your men, you must leave the

whole street. If the buildings round us burn, we shall

burn, too—and with us your German wounded. Will

you give me your word that this whole quarter shall be

safe?'

"The man did not answer. But he looked down at

his boots. And I have always noticed that, when men of

any nation look at their boots, it is that they are undecided.

It was so with him. A few more arguments from me, and

he said: 'It shall be as you ask.'

"Soon he must have been glad of his promise, for there

were many German wounded, and we took them all in.

Ah, this room, which you see so clean and white now, ran

blood. We had to sweep blood into the hall, and so out

at the front door, where at least it washed away the

German footprints from our floor! For days we worked

and did our best, even when we knew of the murders
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committed: innocent women with their little children.

And the fifteen old men they shot for hostages. Oh, we
did our best, though it was like acid eating our hearts.

But our reward came the day the Germans had to gather
up their wounded in wild haste, as the F^mch comman-
dant had gathered ours before the retreat, fhey fled, and
our Frenchmen marched back—tf)o late to save the town,
but not too late to redeem its honour. And that is all

my story."

As she finished with a smile half sad, half sweet, Sceur
Julie looked over our heads at some one who had just come
m—some one who had stood listening in silence, unheard
and unseen by us. I turned mechanically, and my eyes
met the eyes of Paul Herter, the " Wandering Jew.

"
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CHAPTER XV

DIERDRE O'FARRELL and I were sitting side

by side, our backs to the door, so it was only

as we turned that Herter could have recognized

us. He had no scruple in showing that I was the last

person he wished to meet. One look was enough for

him! His pale face—changed and aged since London

—

flushed a dark and violent red. Backing out into the

hall he banged the door.

My ears tingled as if they had been boxed. I suppose

I've been rather spoiled by men. Anyhow, not one ever

before ran away at sight of mc, as if I were Medusa. J'd

been hoping that Doctor Paul and I might meet and make

friends, so this was a blow: and it hurt a little that Dierdre

O'Farrell should see mc thus snubbed. I glanced at her;

and her faint smile told thrt she understood.

S(Tur Julie was bewildered for a .second, but recovered

herself to explain that Doctor Herter was eccentric and

shy of strangers. He came often from Luneville to

Gerbeviller to tend the poor, refusing payment, and was so

good at heart that we must forgive his odd ways.

"Sjnirhs vcrmubt!" I heard Puck chuckling to him-

self; so he, too, was in the secret|]of the situation. I half

expected him to pretend ingenuousness, and spring the

tale of Dlerdre's adventure vvilh Herter on tlie ccinpany.

But he preserved a discreet reticence, more for his own
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sake than mine nr his sisftr's. of .m.so. He's .« lazy
us he is imj.ish. excopt when there's some sj)e<iul object
to gain, and pr<.l)a!)Iy lie 'vish«'d to avoi<l the lK)ther of
exphmations. As f,)r Brian, iiis extreme sen.siliveness is

better than studied tact. I'm sure h.- felt magnetically
thai Dierdre O'Farrell shrank from a reference to ht- pirt
in tlie night air raid. IJm his silence puzzled her, and I
saw her studying him—iiiou curiously than gratefully,
I thought.

We had heard the end of S. ci.r Julie's ,str>rv, and had no
further excuse to keep her tied to tlic duties of hostess.
Wlien the Becketts had left sonutliing for e |K>or of the
liospice, ^e bade the heroine of Gerlx-villtr farewell, and
started out to regain our -.utomobiles. Julian O'l'arrell
suddenly appearing at uiy side.

"Don't make an excuse that you mn-^t walk with your
brother," he said. "He-s all right with Dierdre; perhaps
just as happy as with you ! One does want a chang.- from
the best of sisters now and then."

"Mrs. Beckett " T be-an.

"Mrs. Beckett is discussing with Mr. Becke,
they can do for Gerbe iller, and they-11 ask your
when they want it. No use >rrying. They'\e
enough for all tlieir charities, ..ad for the; shorn
oo.

"Do you call yourself a shorn ' mb?" I sniffed.

"Certainly. Don't I look it.=* Good heavens, . .,

needn't basilisk me so, to see if I do! Vou glar- is ^f i

were some kind of abnormal beast eailng with i^ eyes,
or winking wilh its niuulh."

"You do wink with your mouth," I said.

what

i \'ice

>oodJe

an lbs.

i. yo



EVE'lYMAN'S I. ND 14-

Vou mean J Her All romantii nali, i-inl ider

truth. I have a ron ntic ii, ture. Tl's powing >tv

romantic ev -y uiinuU since 1 met y ;. I started his

adventure f r ivluit I <> Id fid out of it. I'ni f,'oini,' on to

the t*nd. hitl« r or sw^^*t, u»r / v heaiix yeur of Mary O'Mal-
lev. 1 ( n't grud;-'e you the \\v< kotts' ble> ^ing, but I don't

know \n1i\ it >houldn't bi- hestowed en us lioth, wil'

Dierdre and B an in the background throwing tlo crs.

\ou didn't love Jim Be kcU, fo; the ry g<K)d reason

that you nc*. er met hir; >< , if yt)u .me ni; more dehls than

Hose yoa owe his memory, yo t'r- 'uckier lu
"

It - not [ who cut hiv woni sort ougli I was oo
the )OHit i»f breaking' m Perhaps 1 siniutd have mg u

Xviin the ..ruth uh«>ut Jii. P'e<-kett if something hu net

hajjiened tu snal h my thtmghts n^jm O'Farr '1 .r }

imptidei ^. We h. I ju-i pas- . ue quarter of th( i

oU( fn.m the gapi

i aul Berter.

OOfW'

'k

the

slived by Sopur ,\

of a ruiiied house .-,; ^p

II - came straight tti if, ignomi^ my compa \^^

-,v- waiting for oh," he saui Wi|] you v

i.ttlf way with me: Tiiere art ings I shou!

m )Out.
'

/^
. tbe hurt angei I h 1 felt wa goise

"'

I flitting cloud. "Oii, yes!" 1 cxclun.

ery, very glad."

Whether O'Farrell had tlie grace to dn

hether I pushed ahead I 'lon't know, but

•Krtor Herter and I wen racing along, side . side.

Keeping well ahead of the of rs, in spite of his limo.

"I thought I never wantfd to .see you again, Mary
O'Malley," he said; "but that glimpse I had, in the

1 shall

behind, or

xt moment
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hospice, showed me my mistake. I couldn't stand it

to be so near and let you go out of my life without a word

—not after seeing your face."

"It makes me happy to hear that," I answered. "I

was disappointed when you avoided me the other uight,

and—hurt to-day when you slammed the door."

"How did you know I av( ded you? The girl promised

to hold her tongue."

"She kept her promise. She was pleased to keep it,

because she dislikes me. But I heard your name next

day and understood. I—I heard other things, too. If

you wouldn't be angry, I should like to tell you how
I

"

"Don't tell me."

"I won't then. But I feel very strongly. And you

will let me tell you how grieved I should have been, if—if

that slammed door had been the end between us."

"The end between us was long ago."

"Not in my thoughts, for I never meant to hurt you.

I never stopped being your friend, in spite of all the

unkind, unjust things you said to me. I'm proud now
that I had your friendship once, even if I haven't it now."

"You had everything laere was in me

—

except friend-

ship. Now, of that everytliing, only ashes are left. The
fires have burnt out. You've heard what I suppose they

call my story, so you know why. If those fires weren't

dead, I shouldn't have dared trust myself to risk this

talk with you. As it is—I let your eyes call mc back.

Not that they called consciously. It was the past that

called
"

"They would have called consciously if you'd given
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them time!" I ventured to smile at him, with a look

that asked for kindness. He did not smile back, but he

did not frown. His deep-set eyes, in their hollow sockets,

gazed at me as if they 'vere memorizing each feature.

"You're lovelier thaii ever, Mary," he said. "There's

something different about your fjve. You've suffered."

"My brother is blind."

"Ah! There's more than that."

"Yes."

"You loved the son of these rich people the girl told

me about? She says you didn't love him, but she's

wrong—isn't she?
"

"She's wrong. She knows about things I've done,

but nothing about what I think or feel. I did love Jim

Beckett, Doctor Paul. You don't mind being called by

the old name? I've learned how it hurts to love."

"That will do you no harm, Mary. I can speak with

you about such things now, for the spirit of a dead woman

stands between us. I didn't love her when she w^as alive.

But if I hadn't married her and brought her to Frr..ice she'd

be living now. She'died through me—and for me. I think

of her with immense tenderness and—a kind of loyalty;

a fierce loyalty. I don't know if you understand."

"Indeed I do! I almost envy her that brave death."

"We won't talk of her any more now," Ilerter said

with a sigh. " I've a feeling she wouldn't like us to discuss

her, together. She used to be—jealous of you, poor girl!

There are other things I wanted to say. The first—but

you've guessed it already!—is this: the minute I looked

into your face, there in the hospice, I forgave you the

pain you made me suffer. In the first shock of meeting

i
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your eyes, I didn't realize that I'd forgiven. It wasn't
till I'd slammed the door that I knew."

I didn't repeat that I had not purposely done anything
which needed forgiveness. I only looked at him with
all the kindness and pity in my heart, and waited until

he should go on.

"The second thing I wanted to say is, that just the one
look told me you weren't happy and gay as you used to

be. When I'd shut the door, I could still see you clearly,

as if I had the power to look through the wood. I said

to myself, that girl's eyes have got the sadness of the whole
world in them. They seem as if they were begging for

help, and didn't know where o><. earth it was coming
from. Was that a true impression? I waited to ask
you this, e^en more than to see you again."

"It is true," I confessed. "There's only this difference

between my feelings and your impression of them. I

know there's no help on earth for me. Such help as there

is, I get from another place. Do you remember how I

used to talk about the dear Padre who as our guardian
—my brother's and mine—and how I told him nearly

everything good and bad that I thought or did? Well, he
went to the front as a chaplain and he has been killed. But
I go on writing him letters, exactly as if he could give me
advice and comfort, or scold me in the old way."
"What about your brother? The girl—Miss O'Farrell

she called herself, I think—said he was with you on this

journey. And to-day I recognized him at Soeur Julie's,

from his likeness to you. I shouldn't have guessed he
was blind. He has a beautiful face. Do you get no com-
fort from him?"



EVERYMAN'S LAND 151

"Muchcomfort from his presenceand love," I said. "But

I try to keep him happy. I don't bother him with my trou-

bles. I won't even let him talk of them. They're taboo."

"I wish / could help you!" Herter exclaimed.

"Your wish is a help."

"Ah, but I'd like to give more than that! I'm going

away—that's the third thing I v/anted to tell you. A little

while ago I '^•as glad to be going (so far as it's in me, nowa-

days, to be glad of anything) because I—I've been given a

sort of—mission. Since we've had this talk, I'd put off

going if I could. But I can't. Is your brother's case past

cure.-*

"It's not absolutely hopeless. Doctor Paul, this is a

confidence! It's to try and cure him that I'm with the

Becketts. He doesn't know—and I can't explain more to

you. But a specialist in Paris ordered Brian a life in the

open air, and as much pleasure and interest as possible.

You see, it's the optic nerve that was paralyzed in a strange

way by shell shock. Some day Brian's sight may—just

possibly may—come back all of a sudden."

"Ah, that's interesting. I'm not an oculist, but I know

one or two of the best men, who have made great reputa-

tions since this war. Who was your specialist in Paris?
"

I told him.

"A good man," he pronounced, "but T have a friend

who is better. I'll write you a letter to him. You can

send it if you choose. That's one service I can do for you,

Mary. It may prove a big one. But I wish there were

something else—something for you, yourself. Maybe there

will be one day. Who can tell? If that day comes, I

shan't be found wanting or forgetful."
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"It's worth a lot to hpve met you and had this talk,''

I said. "It's been like a warm fire to cold hands. I do

hope, dear Doctor Paul, that you're not going on a dan-

gerous mission?"

He laughed—the quaint laugh I remembered, like a

crackling of dry brushwood. "No more danger for me
in it than there is for a bit of toasted cheese in a rat-

trap."

"What a queer comparison!" I said. "It sounds as if

you were going to be a bait to deceive a rat."

" Multiply the singular into the plural, and your quick

wit has deciphered my parable."

"I'm afraid my wit doesn't deserve the compliment. I

can't imagine what your mission really is. Unless " *

"Unless—^what? No! Don't let us go any further.

Because I mustn't tell you more, even if you should happen

to guess. I've told you almost too much already. But

confidence for confidence. You gave me oue. Consider

that I've confided something to you in return. There's

just a millionth chance that my mission—whatever it is

—

may make me of use to you. Give me an address that will

find you always, and then—I must be going. I have to

return to the hospice and see some patients. No need to

write the directions. Better not, in fact. I shall have no

difficulty in remembering anything that concerns you, even

the most complicated address."

"It's not complicated," I laughed; and gave him the

name of the Paris bankers in whose care the Becketls

allow Brian and me to have letters sent—Morgan Harjes.

He repeated the address after me, and then stopped,

holding out his hand. "That's all," he said abruptly. "I
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shall be glad, whatever happens, that I waited, and had

this talk with you. Good-bye."

"Good-bye—and good luck in the mission," I echoed.

He pressed my hand so hard that it hurt, and with one

last look turned away. He did not go far, however, but

stopped on his way back to ask Dierdre OTarrell about her

arm. She and Brian (Puck had joined the Becketts) were

only a few paces behind me, and pausing involuntarily I

heard what was said. It was easy to see that Dierdre

wished me to hear her part.

"My arm is going on very well," she informed her

benefactor. "I thank you again for your kindness in

attending to it. But I don't think it was kind to order me
to keep a secret, and then give it away yoi rself . You
made me seem an—ungracious pig and a fool. I shouldn't

mind that, if it dad you good, in return for the good you've

done me. But since it was for nothing
"

"I apologize," Herter broke in. "I meant what I said

then. But a power outside myself was too strong for me.

Maybe it will be the same for you some day. Meanwhile,

don't make the mistake I made : don't do other people an

injustice."

Leaving Dierdre at bay between anger and amazement,

he stared with professional eagerness into Brian's sightless

eyes, and stalked off toward the hospice.
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CHAPTER XVT

SINCE I wrote j'ou last. Padre, I have been in the

trenches—real, live trenches, not the faded, half-

filled-up ghosts of trenches where men fought long

ago. I had to give my word not to tell or write any one

just where these trenches are, so I won't put details in

black and white, even in pages which are only for you and

me. I keep this book that you gave me in my hand-bag,

and no eyes but mine see it—unless, dear Padre, you come

and look over my shoulder while I scribble, as I often feel

you do! Still—something might happen: an automobile

accident; or the bag miglit be lost or stolen, though it's

not a gorgeously attractive one, like that in which Mother

Beckett carries Jim's letters.

It was the day after Luneville and Gerbeviller. We
started out once again from Nancy, no matter in which

direction, but along a wonderful road. Not that the

scenery was beautiful. We didn't so much as think of

scenery. The thrill was in the passing show, and later

in the "camouflage." We were going to be given a

glimpse of the Front which the communiques (when they

mention it at all nowadays) speak of as calm. Its alleged

"calmness" gave us non-combatants our chance to pay it

a visit; but many wires had been pulled to get us there, and

we had dwindled to a trio, consisting of Father Beckett,

Brian, and me. Mother Beckett is not made for trenches,

15t
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even the calmest, and there was no permission for the

occupants of the Red Cross taxi, who are not officially of

our party. They have their own police pass for the

war-zone, but all special plums are for the Becketts, shared

by the O'Malleys; and this visit to the trenches was an
extra-special superplum.

All along the way, coming a.d going, tearing to meet us,

or leaving us behind, splashed with gray mud after a night

of rain, motor-lorries sped. They carried munitions or

food to the front, or brought back tired soldiers bound for

a place of rest, and their roofs were marvellously "camou-
flaged" in a blend of blue and green paint splotched with

red. For aeroplanes they must have looked, in their pro-

cessions, like drifting mist over meadowland. Shooting

in and out among them, like slim gray swordfish in a school

of porpoise, were military cars crowded with smart officers

who saluted the lieutenant escorting us, and stared in

surprise at sight of a woman. A sprinkling of these officers

were Americans, and they would have astonished us more
than we astonished them had we not known that we shoidd

see Americans. They were to be, indeed, the "feature"

of the great show; and though Mr. Beckett was calm in

manner to match the Front, I knew from his face that he

was deeply moved by the thought of seeing "boys from
home " fighting for France as his dead son had fought.

At each small village we saw soldiers who had been sent

to the "back of the Front" for a few days' change from the

trenches. They lounged on long wooden benches before

humble houses where they had logement; they sat

at tables borrowed from kitchens, earnestly engaged

at dominoes or maniVe, or they played houles in

' 1*
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narrow grass alleys beside the muddy road. For them
we had packed all vacant space in the auto with a cargo of

cigarettes; and white teeth flashed and blue arms waved
in gratitude as we went by. I think Father Beckett was
happier than he had been since we left Paris.

At last we came to a part of the road that was "camou-
3aged" with a screen of branches fixed into wire. There
was no great need of it in these days, our lieutenant ex-

plained, but Heaven knew when it might be urgently

wanted again: perhaps to-morrow! And this was where

we said "au revoir" to our car. She was wheeled out of

the way on to a strip of damp grass, under a convenient

group of trees where no prowling enemy plane might

"spot" her; and we set out to walk for a short distance

to what had once been a farmhouse. Now, what was left

of it had another use. A board walk (well abc ve the mud),
which led to the new, unpainted door, was guarded by
sentinels, and explanations were given and papers shown
before a rather elderly French captain appeared to greet

us. Arrangements had ;.»een made for our reception, but

we had to be identified; and when all was done we were
given a good welcome. Also we were given helmets, and
I was vain enough to fancy I had never worn a more
becoming hat.

Besides our own escort—the lieutenant who had brought

us from Nancy—we had a captain and a lieutenant to

guide us into the "calmness" of the trenches (the captain

and a lieutenant for INIr. Beckett and Brian, [the other

lieutenant for me) and one would have thought that they

had never before seen a woman in or out of a helmet!

Down in a deep cellar-like hole, which they called "Vanti-

\iS
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chambre,"aM three officers coached Father Beckett and me
in trench manners. As for Brian, it was clear to them

that he was no stranger to trench life, and their treatment

of him was perfect. They made no fuss, as tactless folk

do over blind men; but, while feigning to regard him as

one of themselves, they slily watched and protected his

movements as a proud mother might the first steps of a

child.

On we went from the antichambre into a long mouldy

passage dug deep into the earth. It was the link be-

tween trenches: and now and then a sentinel popped

out from behind a queer barrier built up as a protection

against " les eclala d'obvs. " " This is the way the wounded

come back,'* said one of the lieutenants, "when there are

any wounded. Just now (or you would not be here,

Mademoiselle) there is"—he finished in English
—

"noth-

ing doing.

"

I laughed. "'Who taught you that?
*'

"You will see," he replied, making a nice little mystery.
"You will see who taught it to me—and then some !

"

That was a beautiful ending for the sentence, and his

American accent was perfect, even if the meaning of the

poor man's quotation was a little uncertain

!

We turned several times, and I had begun to think of the

Minotaur's labyrinth, when the pas-age knotted itself into

a low-roofed room, open at both ends, save for bomb
screens, n ith a trench leading dismally off from an opposite

doorway. "When is a door not a door?" was a conun-

drum of my childhood, and I think the answer was: "When
it's ajar." But nowadays there is a better rtplique: A
door is not a door when it's a dug-out. It is then a hole.
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ktrpt from falling in upon itself by a log of wood or any-
thing handy. This time, the "anything handy" seemed
to be part of an old wheelbarrow, and on top were some
sandbags. In the room, which was four times as long as
itwas broad, and twelve times longer than high, a few vague
soldier-forms crouched over a meal on the floor, their

tablecloth being a Paris newspaper. They scrambled to
their feet, but could not stand upright, and to see their
Stooping salute to stooping officers in the smoky twiUght,
was like a vision in a dark, convex mirror.

As we wound our way past the screen at the far end of
the cellar dining-room, my lieutenant explained the method
in placing each pare-Sclat, as he called the screen. "You
see. Mademoiselle, if a bomb happened to break through
and kill us, the screen would save the men beyond," he
said; then, remembering with a start that he was talking
to a woman, he hurried to add: "Oh, but we shall not be
killed. Have no fear. There's nothing of that sort on
our programme to-day—at least, not where we shall

take you.
"

"Do I lu.)k as if I were afraid?" I asked.

"No, you look very brave. Mademoiselle," he flattered

me. "I'm sure it is more ti an the helmet which gives
you tLat look. I believe, if you were allowed you would
go on past the safety zone.

"

* Where does the safety zone end?" I curiously ques-
tioned.

" It is different on different days. If you had come yes-
terday, you could have had a good long promenade.
Indeed that was what we hoped, when we arranged to
entertain your party. But unfortunately the gentlemen
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in the opposing trenches discovered that Lea SaminieK had
arrived on our secteur. Tb-^y wanted to give them a recep-

tion, and so—^your walk J is to be shortened. Mademoi-
selle."

Suddenly I felt sick. I had the sensation Soeur Julie

described herself as feeling when olie met the giant German
oflScers. But it was not fear. "Do you mean—while

we're here, safe—like tourists on a pleasure jaunt," I

stammered, "that American soldiers are being killed—in

the trenches close by? It's horrible ! I can't
"

" // nefaut pas se faire de la bile, as our poilus say, when
they mean 'Don't worry,' Mademoiselle, " the lieutenant

soothed me. "If there were any killing along this secteur

you would hear the guns boom, nest-ce-pas? You
had not stopped to think of that. There was a little affair

at dawn, I don't conceal it from you. A surprise—

a

coup de main against the Americans the Boches intended.

They thought, as all has been quiet on our Front for so

long, we should expect nothing. But the surprise didn't

work. They got as good as they sent, and no one on our

side was killed. That I swear to you, Mademoiselle!

There were a few wounded, yes, but no fatalities. The
trouble is that now things have begun to move, they may
not sit still for long, and we cannot take risks with our

visitors. The mountain must come to Mahomet. That
is, les Sammies must call upon you, instead of you upon
them. The reception room is chez nous Franqais. It is

ready, and you will see it in a moment.

"

Almost as he spoke we came to a dug-out of far more
imposing architecture than the hole between trenches

which we had seen. We had to stoop to go in, but once in

i
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wo couid stand upright, even Brian, who towered everal

inches ultove the othi r raen. The phice was l)<>iitcd with

many guttering candles, and tears sprang to ray eyes at

tlie patljos t)f the decorations. Nt'^-'iless to explain that

th»- Fn-rif li and American flags whi. h draped the dark

wall?* were tiiere in our honour! Also there were a Colonel,

a laUle, henches, chairs, some ;rlasses, and one precious

Iwfttl*' of champagne, enough for a hirge company to sip, if

not to drink, each other's health. Hardly had we been

intr<Kiu»*ed to the decorations, including the Colonel, when

the Americans J»egan to arrive, three young officers

and two who had hardened into warlike middle age. It

wa,s heart-warming to see them meet Mr. Beckett, and

their chivalric nieeness to Brian and me was somehow

different from any other niceness I remember—except

Jim's.

Xot tliiit one of the men looked like Jinj. or had «* voice

like his: yet, when they spoke, and smiled, and shook

hands, I seemed to see Jim standing l>ehind them, smiling

as he had smiled at me on our one day togettier. I seemed

to hear his voice in an undertone, as if it mingled with

theirs, and I wondered if Jim's father had the same almost

supernatural impression that his son had come into the

dug-out room uitli that little band of his coi ntrymen.

It is strange how a woman can be homesick for a man
she Is known only one day; but she can—she can—for a

Jim Beckett! He was S(^ vital, so central in life, known

even for a day, that after his going the world is a back-

ground from which his flgxire has been cut out, leaving a

blank place. These jolly, brave American soldier-men

made me want so desperately to see Jim that I wished a

Hi
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bomb would 'Imp in—just a .wiall bomb, touching only

me, and whisking me away to the place where he is. In

Ixxiy he es uld not forgive me, of cou«nM*, for what I've

dfme; l>'it in sp rit he might forgive my spirit if it Iravt^lled

a long way tc' see his!

1 am almost '^ -o that the Americans did bring Jim back

to Father Be ktti a.« to me, for though he was cheerful,

and even inai jokes to show that he mustn't be treated

as a mourner, tj. re was one piteous sign of emotion which

no self-control could hide. I saw his throat work—the

throat of an old man—his "Adam's apple" going con-

vulsively up and down like a tossed ball in a fountain jet.

Then, lest I should sob while his eyes were dry, I looked

away.

W? all had champagne out of the marve"ous bottle

which had tieen hoar<led during long months in case of

"a great occasion," and we economized sips but not

healths. We drun. to each one of the Allies in turn, and
to a victorious pcuce. Then the officers—French and
American—began telling us trench tales—no grim stones,

only those at which we could laugh. One was what an

American captain called a "peach"; but it was a French-

man who told it: the Aniericua contingent have had no
such advcntun\s yet.

The thing happened some time ago, before the "'I'-eli-

ness" died down along this secteur. One spring day, in a
rainy fog like a gray curtain, a strange pair of legs appeared,

prowl'ag alongside a French trench. They were not

French legs; but instantly two pairs of French arms darted

out under the stage-drop of fog to jerk them in. Down
came a feldwebel on top of them, squealing desolately

<i
''
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"Kamerad!" He squealed many more guttiiral utter-

ances, but not one of the soldiers in blae helmets, who soon

swarmed round him, could understand a word he said.

"Why the crowd? "wondered the Captain of the company,
appearing from a near-by dug-out. The queer quarry

was dragged to the officer's feet, and fortunately the Cap-

tain, an Alsatian, had enough German for a catechism.

"What were you doing close to our lines?" he de-

manded.

"Oh, Herr Captain, I did not know they were your lines.

I thought they were ours. In our trench we are hungry,

very hungry. I thought in the mist I could safely go a

little way and seek for som*» potatoes. WTiere we are they

say there was once a fine potato field. Not long ago, one

of our men carae back with half a dozen beauties. Ah,

they were good! I was empty enough to risk anything,

Herr Captain. But I had no luck. And, worse still, the

fog led me astray. Spare my life, sir
!
'"

"We will spare you what is worth more than a little

thing like your life," said the Captain. "We'll spare you

some of our good food, to show you that we French do not

have to gnaw our finger-nails, like you miserable Boches.

Men, take this animal away and feed it!**

The men obeyed, enjoying the joke. The dazed Kam-
erad was stuffed with sardines, meat, bread, and butter

(of which he had forgotten the existence), delicious cheese,

and chocolates. At last the magic meal was topped off

with snjoking hot black coffee, a thimbleful of brandy

.

and—a cigar I Tobacco and cognac may have been cheap,

but they made \he feldwebel feel as if he had died and gom-

to heaven.
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When he had eaten till his belt was tight for the first time
in many moons, hack he was hustled to the Captain.

"Well—you have had somethmg better than potatoes?

Bon ! Now, out of this, quicker than you came ! Your
mocher may admire your face, but we others, we have seen

enough of it."

"But,Herr Captain."pleaded the poor wretch,loth to be
banished from Paradise, "I am your prisoner."

"Not at all," coolly replied the officer. "We can't be
bothered with a single prisoner. What is one flea on a
blanket? Another time, if we come across you again with
enough of your comrades to make the game worth while,

why then, perhaps we may give ourselves the pain of keep-
ing you. You've seen that we have enough food to feed
your whole trench, and never miss it."

Away flew the German over the top, head over heels, not
unassisted: and after they had laughed awhile, his hosts
and foes forgot him. But not so could he forget them.
That night, after dark, he came trctting back with fifteen

friends, all crying "Kamerad!" eager to deliver themselves
up to captivity for the flesh-pots of Egypt.

"But—we're not to go without a glimpse of the Sammies,
are we?" I asked, when stories and champagne were
finished.

The "Sammies'" officers laughed. "The boys don't
love that name, you know ! But it sticks like a burr. It's

harder to get rid of than the Boches. As for seeing them—
(the boys, not the Boches!) well " And a consulU-
tion followed.

The trenches beyond our dug-out drawing room could
not be guaranteed "safe as the Bank of England "for non-
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combatants that day, and no one wanted to be responsible

for our venturing farther. Still, if we couldn't go to the

boys, a "bunch" of the boys could come to us. A lieu-

tenant dashed away, and presently returned with six of

the tallest, brownest, best-looking young men I ever saw.

Their khaki and tneir beautiful new lielmets were so like

British khaki and helmets that I shouldn't have been
expert enough to recognize them as American. But some-
how the merest amateur would never have mistaken those

boys for their British brothers. I can't tell where the

diflference lay. All I can say is that it was there. Were
their jaws squarer? No. it couldn't have been that, for

British jaws are firm enough, and have need to be, Heaven
knows! Were their chins more prominent? But millions

of British chins are prominent. My brain collapsed in the

strain after comparisons, abandoned the effort and drank
in a draught of rich, ripe American slang as a glorious pick-

me-up. No wonder the French officers in liaison have
caught the new "code." The coming of those brown
boys vith their bright and glittering teeth and witty words
made up to us for miles of trenches we hadn't seen. Gee,
but they were bully ! Oh, boy I Get hep to that!

^'--v
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CHAPTER XVII

FATHER BECKETT must have suffered dark
hours of reaction after seeing those soldier-sons
of American fathers, if there had been time to

think. But we flashed back to Nancy in haste, for a
late dinner and adieux to our friends. Brian and I
snatched the story of our day's adventure from his mouth
for Mother Beckett; and luckily he was too tired to give
her a new version. I heard in the morning that he had
slept through an air raid!

I, too, was tired, and for the same reason: but I could
not sleep. Waking dreams marched through my mind-
dreams of Jim as he must have looked in khaki, dreams
which made an air raid more or less seem unimportant.
As the clocks of Nancy told the hours, I was in a mood
for the first time since Gerbeviller to puzzle out the mean-
ing of Paul Herter's parable.

What had he meant by saying that his mission would
be no more dangerous than a rat-trap for a bit of toasted
cheese?

I had exclaimed, "That sounds as if you where to bait
the trap!" but he had not encouraged me to guess. And
there had been so much else to think of, just then! His
offer of introductions to specialists for Brian had appealed
to me more than a vague suggestion of service to myself
"some day."

165
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But now, through the darkness of night, a ray like a

searchlight struck clear upon his -yptic hint.
Somehow, Herter hoped to get across the frontier into

Germany! His question, whether I had loved Jim Beckett
was not an idle one. He had not asked it through mere
curiosity, or because he was jealous of the dead. His
idea was that, if I had deeply cared for Jun, I should be
glad to know how he had died, and where his body lay
Germany was the one place where the mystery could be
solved. I realized suddenly that Doctor Paul expected
some day" to be in a position to solve it.

^

"He's going into Germany as a spy," I said to myself.
He s a man of German Lorraine. German is his native

language. Legally he's a German subject. He'll only
have to pretend that he was caught by accident in France
when the war broke out-and that at last he has escaped.
All that may be easy if there are no spies to give him away
—to teU what he's been doing in France since 1914. The
trouble will be when he wants to come back."

I wished that I could have seen the man again, to have
bidden him a better farewell, to have told him I'd pray
for his success. But now it was too late. Abeadyhemust
have set off on his "mission." and we were to start in the
morning for Verdun.

The thought of Verdun alone was enough to keep me
awake for the rest of the night, to say nothing of a.r raids
and speculations about Doctor Paul. It seemed almost
too strange to be true that we were to see Verdun—Verdun,
where month after month beat the heart of the world.
The O'Farrells had not got permission for Verdun, nor

for Rheims, where we of the great gray car were going
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next. Still more than our glimpse of the trenches were
these two places "extra special." The brother and sister

were to start with us from Nancy, but we (the Becketts,

Brian, and I) were to part from them at Bar-le-Duc, where
we would be met by an officer from Verdun. Two days
later, we were to meet again at Paris, and continue—as

Puck impudently put it

—

''our role of ministering angels,"

along the Noyon front and beyond.

This programme was settled when—through influence

at Nancy—Father Beckett's passes for four had been
extended to Verdun and Rheims. I breathed a sigh of

relief at the prospect of two more days without the O'Far-
rells; and all that's Irish in me trusted to luck that "some-
thing might happen " to part us forever. Why not.?* The
Red Cross taxi might break down (it looked ready to shake
to pieces any minute!). Dierdre might be taken ill (no

marble statue could be paler!). Or the pair might be
arrested by the military police as dangerous spies. (Really

I wouldn't "put it past" them!). But my secret hopes

were rudely jangled with my first sight of Brian on the

Verdun morning.

"Molly, I hope you won't mind," he said, "but I've

promised O'Farrell to go with them and meet you in Paris

to-morrow night. I've already spoken to Mr. Beckett

and he approves."

"This comes of my being ten minutes late!" I almost

—not quite—cried aloud. I'd hardly closed my eyes

all night, but had fallen into a doze at dawn and overslept

myself. Meanwhile the O'Farrell faction had got in its

deadly work

!

I was angry and disgusted, yet—as usual where that

n
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devil of a Puck was concerned—I had the impulse to

laugh. It was as if he'd put his finger to his nose and
chuckled in impish glee: "You hope to get rid of us, do
you, you minx? Well, I'll nhoic you!" But I should

be playing his game if I lost my temper.

"Why do the O'Farrells want you to go with them?"
I "camouflaged" my rage.

"It's Julian who wants me," explained the dear boy.
(Oh, it had come to Christian names!) "It seems Miss
O'Farrell has taken it into her head that none of us likes

her, and that we've arranged this way to get rid of them
both—letting them down easily and making some excuse

not to start again together from Paris. O'Farrell thought

if I'd offer to go with them and sit in the back of the car

while he drove I could persuade her "

"Weil, I don't envy any one the task of persuading

that girl to believe a thing she doesn't wish to believe,"

I exploded. "My private opinion is, though, that her

brother's sister needs no persuading. The two of them
want to show me that they have power "

Brian broke in with a laugh. "My child, you see things

through a magnifying glass! Is your blind brother a
prize worth squabbling over? I can be of use to the

Becketts, it's true, wlien we travel without a military

escort, or with one young officer who knows more about
seventy-fives than about the romance of history. I can
tell them what I've read and what I've seen. But at Ver-

dun you'll be in the society of generals; and at Rheims of as

many dignitaries as haven't been bombarded out of town.

The Becketts don't need me. Perhaps Miss O'Farrell

does."

If
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"Perhaps!" I repeated.

Brian can see twice as much as those who have eyes,

but he would not see my sarcasm. Just then, however,

Mrs. Beckett joined us in the hall of the hotel, where we
stood ready to start—all having breakfasted in our own
rooms. She guessed from my face that I was not pleased

with Brian's plan.

"My dear, I'd go myself with poor little Dierdre O'Far-

rell instead of Brian!" she said. "Verdun isn't one of

Jim's towns. Rheims is—but I'd have sacrificed it. There
can't be much left there to see. Only

—

two whole days!

Father and I haven't been parted so long in our lives since

we were married. I thought yesterday, when you were
away in those trenches, what a coward I'd been not to

insist on going, and what if I never saw Father again ! I

hope you don't think I'm too selfish
!

"

Poor darling, selfish to travel in her own car with her

own husband! I just gave her a look to show what I

felt; but after that I <ould no longer object to parting

with Brian. Puck had got his way, and I could see by
the light in his annoyingly beautiful eyes how exquisitely

he enjoyed the situation. Brian and Brian's kitbag were

transferred to the Red Cross taxi, there and then, to save

delay for ns and the officer who would meet us, in case

the wretched car should get a -panne, en route to Bar-Ie-

Duj. Asa matter of fact, that is what happened; or at

all events when our big, reliable motor purred with us

into Bar-le-Duc, the O'Farrells were nowhere to be seen.

Our oflBcer—another lieutenant—had arrived in a little

Ford; and as w^e were invited to lunch in the citadel of

Vordun we could not wait. I felt sure the demon Puck
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kad managed to be late on purpose, so that my Verdun
day might be spoiled by anxiety for Brian. Thus he woulti
kill two birds with one stone: show how little I gamed
by the enemy's absence, and punish me for not letting

him make love

!

The road to Verdun was a wonderful prelude. After
three years' Titanic battling, how could there be a road
at all? I had had vague visions of an earthly turmoil, a
wilderness of shell-holes where once had gleamed rich

meadows and vineyards, with little villages stt jewel-like

among them, and the visions were true. But through
the war-worn d^ser^ always the road unrolled—the bravr
white road. Heaven alone could tell the deeds of valour
which had achieved the impossible, making and remaking
that road

!
It should have some great poem all to itself,

I thought; a poem called "The Road to Verdun." And
the poem should be set to music. I could ahnost hear
the lilt of the verses as our car slipped through the tangle
of motor camions and gun-carriages on the way thither.

As for the music, I could really hear that without flight

of fancy: u deep, rolling undertone of heavy wheels, of

jolting guns, of pulsing engines, like a million beating
hearts; and out of its muffled bass rising the lighter music
of men's voices: soldiers singing; soldiers going to the
front, who shouted gaily to soldiers going to repose;
soldiers laughing; soldier- music that no hiirdship or
suffering could subdue.

We had seen such processions before, but none so endless
as this, going both ways, as far as the eye could reach.
We had seen no such tremendous parks of artillery and
aviation by the roadside, no such store of shells for big guns
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and little guns, no such pyramids of grenades for trenches
and aeroplanes. We were engulfed in war, swallowed
up in war. It was thrilling beyond words.

But all the road flashed bright with thrills. There was
a thrill at "le Bois de Regrets," forest of dark regret for

the Prussians of 1792, where the French turned them back
—the forest which Goethe saw: a thrill more keen for

the pointing sign, "Metz, 47 kilometres," which reminded
us that less than tl.i ty miles separated us from the great
German stronghold, yet—"on ne passera pas /" And the
deepest thrill of all at the words of our guide: "

Voild, la

porte de Verdun ! Nous y sommes."

Turning off the roa«', we stopped our car and the little

Ford to look up and worship. There it rose before us,

ancient pile of gray stones, altar of history and triumph,
Verodunum of Rome, city of warlike, almost royal bishops
and rich burghers: town of treaties, sacked by Barbarians;
owned and given up by Germans; seized by Prussians
when the French had spiked their guns in 1870; and now
forever a monument to the immortal manhood of France!

Ferhai)s it was the mist in my eyes, but at first sight

Verdun did not look ruined, as I saw it towering up to

ils citadel in massive strength and stern dignity. The old
houses on the slope stood shoulder to shoulder and back
to back like massed men lighting their last stand. It

was only when we had started ou again, and passing
through the gate had slipped into tho sorrovN-ful mtimacy
of the streets, that Verdun let us see her glorious rags and
scars.

ifo.: would think tha? one devastated town would be
m-c ' like another to look at save for size. But no ! 1 ava

"^JfliiJ
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learning that each has some arresting claim of its own to

sacred remembrance. Nancy has hud big buildings

knocked down like card houses by occasional bombard-
ment of great guns. Sermaize, Gerbeviller, Vitrimont

and twenty other places we have seen were thoroughly

looted by the Germans and then burned, street by street.

But Verdun has been bombarded every day for weeks and
months and years. The town is a royal skeleton, erect

and on its feet, its jewelled sceptre damaged, but still

grasped in a fleshless hand. The Germans Lave never
got near enough to steal

!

"You see." said the smart young captain who had
come out to meet us at the gate and take us to the citadel,

"you see, notluug has been tr jched in these houses since

the owners had to go. When Ihey return from their

places of refuge far away, they will find everything as

they left it—that is, as the Boche guns have left it."

Only too easy was it to see! In some of the streets

whole rows of houses had had their fronts torn off. The
rooms within were like stage-settings for some tragic play.

Sheets and blankets trailed from beds wh' re sleepers had
waked in fright. Doors of wardrobes gaped to show
dresses dangling forlornly, like Bluebeard's murdered
brides. Dinner-tables were set out for meals never to be
finished, save by rats. Family portraits of comfortable
old fates smiling under broken glass hung awry on pink
or blue papered walls. Half-made shirts and petticoats

were still caught by the needle in broken sewing-machines.
Dropped bouks and baskets of knitting lay on bright

.•arpets snowed under by fallen plaster. Vases of dead
flowers stood on mantelpieces, ghostly stems and shrivelled

it
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brown leaves reflected in gilt-framed mirrors. I could

hardly bear to look! It was like being shown by a Lard-

hearted surgeon the heating of a bruin through the sawed

hole in a man's skull. If one could have crawled through

the crust of la\H at Pompeii, a year after the eruption,

one might have felt somewhat as at Verdun now!

On a broken terrace, once a beloved evening promenade,

our two cars paused. We got out and gazed down, down
over the River Meuse, from a high vantage-point where

a few months ago, we should have been blown to bits,

in five minutes. Our two officers pointed out in the

misty autumn landscape spots where some of the fiercest

and most famous fights had been. How the names they

rattled off brought back anxious nights and mornings

when our first and only thoughts had been the com.

muniques I "Desperate battle on the Meuse." "Splen-

did stand at Douaumont." "New attack on Mort-

homme." But nothing we saw helped out our imaginings.

There was just a vast stretch of desolation where vine-

lands once had poured their nerfume to the sun. The
forts protecting Verdun were as invisible as fairyland, I

sfid. "As ii:%'isible as hell!" one of our guides amended
And then to me, in a low voice unheard by pale and trem-

bling Mother Beckett, he added, "If Nature did not work

to make ugly things invisible, we could not let you come
here, Mademoiselle. See how high the grass has grown in

the plain down there! In summer it is full of poppies, red

as the blood that feeds their roots. And it is only the

grasses and the poppies that hide the bones of men we've

never yet put underground. Nature has been one of our

chief sextous, here at Verdun. I wish you could have
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seen the poppies a few nionlhs ago, mixed wi'ili blue

marguerites and eornflowers— tliat we call 'hluels.' ^Yc

used to say that our dead were lying in state under the

tri< olour flag of Franee. But I have made you sad. Made-
moiselle. Jc rajrcttt ! We must take you quickly to the

citadel. Our general will not let vou he sad there.

"

We turned from the view over the ]Meuse and walki'd

away in silence. I tluuight 1 had never heard so loud,

so thunderously echoing, a silence in my life.

f)h, IK), it was not sad in the citadel I It was, on the

contrary, very gay, of a gaiety so gallant and so pathetic

that it brought a hiinj) to the throat when there should

have been a laugh on the lips. But the lunip had to be

swallowed, or our hosts' feelings would be hurt. They
didn't want watery-eyed, full-throated guests at u luncheon

worthy of bright smiles and keen appetites

!

The first thing that happened to Mother Beckett and

me in the famous fortress was to be shown into a room

decorated as a ladies' boudoir. All had been done, we
were tolJ almost timidly, in our honour, even the frescoes

on the walls, painted in record time by a young lieuten-

ant, who was an artist; and the officers hoi>ed that they had

forgotten nothing we might need. We could both have

cried, if we hadn't feared to spoil our eyes and redden

our noses! But even if we'd not been strong enough to

stifle our tears, there v.as everything at hand to repair

their ravages. And all this in a place where the Revolution

had sent fourteen lovely ladies to the guillotine for servilely

begging the King of Prussia to spare Verdun.

The lieutenant who met us at Bar-le-Duc had rushed
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tlu-re in advance of us, in order to sliKp willi franUi- lia>f<>.

A lonir list must have heen <'on\pile(l afler "nialure

delii)eralion"—as they say in eourls-iiiarlial—otherwise

any normal young man wouUl have mi»e(l out somethini,'.

In the tiny, subterranean rotini (not luucli larger than a

eell) a stick of incense hnrned. The cot-lxnl of some

hospiUiblc captain or maj.)r disguised ilseif as a couch,

under a hrand-new silk table-cover witli the price-mark

still attac]ied,and several small sofa cushions. also lickctcil.

A deal table had b<'en painted green and si)reaii with a

lace-edged tea-cloth, on which were pn.u(!l\ displayed a

galaxy of fittings from a dressing-bag, the i>est. nodo'ibi,

that poor boml)arded liar-le-l)uc could produce in war

time. There were ivory-backed iiair and clolhes brushes;

a comb; bottles filled with white face-wash and perfume;

a manicure-set, with pink salve and nail-powder; a tray

decked out with every size of hairpin; a cushion bristling

with i)ins of many-coloured heads; boxes of rouge, a hare s-

foot to put it on with; face-powder in several tints; swan's-

down puffs; black jjcncils for the eyebrows and l;lue for

the eyelids; sweet-smelling soiij) -a dazzling and heavily

fragrant collection.

"Oil, my dear, what did they tlimk of us? ' gasped

Mother Beckett. "What a shame the poor lambs should

have wasted all their money and trouble!"

"It mustnt be wasted!" .said I. "Tliink how dis-

appointed they'd be if they came in here afterward and

found we hadn't touched a thing!"

"But " she pruk-sted.

"You wouldn't hurt the feelings of the saviours of

France? I'm going to make us both up! And there's
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no t iiiio to waste. They've given us fifteen minutes' grate
before luncli. For the honour of wonianliood we mustn't
be late!"

I sat her down in the only chair. I dusted her pure
little face with pearl-powder and the faintest mnpqon
of rouge. 1 rubbed on her sweet lips just the suspicicii

of pink, liked by an elderly (irande dame franqaise, who
has not yet "abdicated." I thtn made myself up more
seriously: a blue shadow on the lids, a raven touch on
the lashes; a flick of the hare's-foot under my eyes and on
my ear-tips: an extra coat of pink and a brilliant (most
injurious!) varnish on the nails. Then, with a dash of

RofiC A inhrce for my comjjanion's blouse and Nuits dVrient
for mine, we sallied forth scented like a harem, to do
honour to our hosts.

Luncheon was in a vast cavern of a vaulted banqueting-
hall, in the deepest heart of that citadel, where for eleven

years Napoleon kept his wearj' English prisoners. Electric

lights showed us a table adorned with fresh flowers (where
they'd come from was a miracle, but soon we were to see

other miracles still more miraculous), French, British,

and American flags, and pyramids of fruit. The Rose
Amhree and Nuits dVrient filled the whole vast salle,

and pleased the officers, I was sure. They bowed and
smiled and paid us compliments, their many medals
glittered in the light, and their uniforms were resplendent
against the cold background of the walls. I wished that,

instead of one girl, I had been a dozen! But I did my
best and so did Mother Beckett, who brightened into a
charming second youth, the youth of a happy mother
surrounded by a band of sons.



EVERYMAN'S LAND 177

The lumps that had been in our throats had to l)e choked

sternly down, for not to do justice to that meal would he

worse than leaving the rouge and powder boxes unopened I

The menu need not have put a palace to shame. In the

citadel of Verdun it seemed as if it must have been evolved

by rubbing Aladdin's lamp, and I said so as I read it over:

Hultres d'Ostcnde

Bisque d'Ecrevisses

San^licr roti

Puree tie Pommes de Terre

Soufflee (le Chocolat

Fruits

Bonbons

"Oh, we've never been hungry at Verdun, even when

things were at their liveliest," said the officer sitting next

to me. "Providence provided for us in a strange way.

I will tell you how. Before the civil populati< i went

away, or expected to go, there was talk of a long siege.

The shopkeepers thought they would be intelligent and

sent to Paris for all sorts of food. Oh, not only the

grocers and butchers! Everyone. You would have

laughed to see the jewellers showing hams in their windows

instead of diamonds and pearls and gold purses, and the

piles of preserved meat and fruit tins at the perfumers!

The confectioners ordered stores of sugar and the wine

merchants restocked their cellars. Then things begp.n

to happen. Houses were bombed, and people hustled out

in a hurry. Y'ou have seen some of those liouses! The

place was getting too hot; and the order came for ev'.?ua-

tion. Not much could be taken away. Transport was
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difficult in those days! All the -^ood food had to be left

{jchiiid, and we ihoiijiht it wouid he a j)ity to waste it.

Our chief hoii^ut the lot at a reasonable {)riee—nierelianls

were ll;ankful to sell. So you sec we did not need Alad-
din's lanijj."

"I don't quite seel" I confessed. "Because, that's a
lon;l time ago, and these oysters of Ostende

"

"Xever saw Ostende:"' lie laughed. "They are a
big bluff! We always have theni when"—he bowed—
"we entertain distinguished guests. The Germans used

to print in tlicir i)apers that we at Wnlun could not

hold out long, l)ecausc we were eating rats. So we took

to rutting a dash with our menus. We do not go into par-

ticulars and say that our oysters have kept themselves

fresh in tins!"

"But the wild boar.^" I [)crsisted. "Does one tin

wild boar.*"

"One does not! One goes out and shoots it. ila

foi, it's a good adventure when the (Jerman gun.s are not

asleep! The fruit.* Ah, that is easy! It comes as the

air we breathe. And for our bonbons, the famous sugared

almonds of Verdun were not all destroyed when the fac-

tory blew up."

With this he handed me a dish of the delicious things.

"The story is," he said, "that a certain Abbess brought

the secret of making these almonds to Verdun. We have
to thank Henry of Navarre for her. He had a pleasant

way, when he wished to be rid of an old love with a com-
pliment, of turning her into an Abbess. That lime he
made a lucky stroke for us."

At the end of luncheon we all drank healths, and ucarly
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tv'i'ryone made a syK'och oxrcpt !Mrs. BcMkolt. She only

nodded .md Msiiled, looking so icical a little mother that

she must have made even the iii.uhest otheers hon.esick

for llieir mdnians.

Then we were led through a mysterious network of

narrow passatjes and vauUetl rooms, all lit with deetrir

lamps, and slrikitit; <(»i 1 and cellary. We saw the hig

hospital, not very I)Usy just then, and the clean, empty

operalinj,' theatre, and f,'n(>inf<-i^'f''ii"^ where i iimticms

were stored in a^l, black pyramids. When there was

nothing left to s(>e in the citadel, our ho.-,ts a>ked if we

would like to pay a visit to the trenches- -old trendies

which had once defended Thianmont.

"I don't think m> wife had belter " Mr. Beckett

be<,'an; but the little old lady cut him short. *' Yes, Eath(>r.

I just had better! To-day, bein^' among all these splendid

t)rave soldiers has shown me that I'm weak—a spoiled

child. I felt yesterday I'd been a coward. Now I know it

!

.\nd I'm goinq to see th('-e trenches.
'

I believe it was partly the powder and lip salve that

made her so desjjoratsl

Her husband yielded, meek as a lamb. Big men like

Mr. Beckett always do to little v^omen like l\Irs. Beckett.

But she bore it well. And vhen at last we bade good-bye

to our glorious hosts, she said to me, "^Nlolly, you tell

them in French, that now I've met them I understand

why the Germans could never pass!"
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CHAPTER XVIII

^LMOST any p'ace on earth would ho an anti-climax

U\ t.ie day after Verdun—but not Rheinis!
-^ Just at this moment (it mayn't he nmch more)

Rheims is resting, like n brave victim on the rack who has
tired his torturers by an obstinate silence. Only a few-

people are allowed to enter the town, save those who have
lived there all along, and learned to think no more of
German bombs than German sausages; and those favoured
few must slip in and out almost between breaths. Any
instant the torturing may begin again, when the Bodies
have bombs to spare for what they call "target practice";
for think, how near is Laon!—and we'd l)een warned
that, even at the portals of the town, we might be turned
back.

We had still another new French officer to take us to
Rheims. (I am getting their faces a little mixed, like a
composite picture, but I keep sacredly all their dear
visiting-cards!) He was a captain, with a .scarred but
handsome face, and he complimented Mother Beckett
and me on our "courage." This made Father Beckett
visibly regret that he had brought us, though he had been
assured that it was a "safe time." However, his was not
the kind of regret which tempts a man to turn back: it only
makes his upper lip look long,

I never saw Rheims in palmy days of peace. Now I

ISO
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wish 1 had seen it! But there was that lithograph of the

cathedral hy (iiistave Simonau, tlie great Ik-lgian artist,

hanging ;!l)ove your desk, in the den. ra(h-o. I used to

study it when I should have I)een studying my lessons,

fascinated hy the splendid faf;ade, the twin towers, the

three "portals of the Trinity," the rose-window, the

gallery of kings, the angels, the saints, the gargoyles and

all the carved stone lace-work which the picture so won-

derfully shov/s.

opposite side of the room was Simonau's Cathe-

(? jrtres, in a dark frame to match, and I remember

3 •' ..g thit Chartres was considered hy some critics

even liner ' .m Uheims. The Cathedral of Chartres

seemed a romantic monument of history to me, because

it was built as a shrine for the "tunic of the Virgin"; but

the Gothic Notre-Dame of Rlicims appealed to niy—per-

haps prophetic—soul. Maybe I had a latent presenti-

ment of how I should see the real cathedral, as la grande

blessee of the greatest war of the world.

Anyhow, I always took a deep interest in Rheims from

the day I first gaped, an open-mouthed child, at that

beautiful drawing, and I was glad I'd forgotten none of

its details, as we motored toward the martyr town.

Usually there's Brian, who can tell the dear Becketts all

they don't know and want to know, but this time they'd

only me to depend upon. And when I think what a cruel

fraud I am at heart, there's some consolation in serving

them, even in small ways.

There's a w'ie plain that knows desolately what Ger-

man bombardment means: there are gentle hills rising

out of it, south and west (will grapes ever be sweet on those
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sad hillsides a<::\in?) iind thorr's the liulc river Veslc that

runs into Uii' Aism-. T'lprc's (ho (anal of Ihe Aisnc and
the Marne, loo—oh, many wide water . and lil'.ie str anis,

to breathe out mist, for Rheims is on the pleasant lie-de-

Franee. There was so much mist this autumn day that

il hid from our eyes for a long time the tail form of the

Cathedral wlich should dominate the plain for many
miles; a thi. k. white mist like the sheet with whieh a

seulptor veils his masterpiece until it's ready to face the

world. As we drove on, and still saw no looming bulk,

frozen fear pinched my heart, like horrid, iee-cold fingers.

What if there*d been some new bombardment we hadn't

had time to hear of, and the Cathedral were gone ?

But I didn't speak my fear. I tried to cover it up by
chattering about Kheims. Goodness knows there's a lot to

chatter about! All that wonderful history, since Clovis

was baptized by Saint Remi; and Charlemagne crowned,

and ( harles the V'll, with Jeanne d'Arc looking on in

bright armour, and various Capets, and enough other

kings to name Xotre-D.ime of Rheims the "Cathedral of

Coronations." I remembered something about the Gate
of ^lars, too—the oldest thing of all—which the Ren.i

people put up in praise of Augustus Ca-sar when Agrippa

brought his great new roads clos» to their capital. I think

it had been called Durocoroturum up to that time—or

some equally awful name, which you remember only

because you expect to forget! I hardly dared tell the

Becketts about the celebrated archiepiscopal palace

where the kings used to be entertained by the archbishops

(successors of Saint Remi) while the coronation ceremo-
nies were going or iid the ,Su(7<' dii Tau with its wonder-
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till li;iiiL;iii^s, its \ t-lvotK-iisliionod stone scats and '"arvi'd.

iiprij^ht funiituro, wIktc tlii' royal ^lu-sls—in rol)o.s stiif

with jewelled embroidery—had their hanciuets from plates

of s<»lid silver and Koltl. It seemed eriiel to speak of

splendours vanished forever, vanished lik<' the holy oil of

the saered phial hronjiht from heav«'n hy a dove for the

haptism of Clovis, and kept for the anointing of all those

dead kings!

But it v.as ju.,t the time and pla- c to talk about Atlilu

—

Atlila the First, I mean, of whom, as I told you, I firmly

believe the ,)resent "ineumhent" to be the reinearnalion.

AsAttila I. thought fit toputllheiius to the sword..\t ilia II.

is naturally impelled by the "spiral" to do his best from u

<listanee. by destroying the Cathedral whieh wasn't begun

in his predecessor's day. But what does he think, I wo -

der. about the prophecy? That in Rhcims—scene of

the first German defeat on the soil of Gaul—Germany's

last defeat will be c«'-hrated, with great rejoicing in the

Cathedral she has triad io ruin?

Those words, "tried to ri' i," I uttered rather feebly,

holding forth to the Becketts, because we had passed a

li>ng dark line of trees before which—we'd been told—we
ought to see the Cathedral rise triumphant against an

empty background of sky. And still there was nothing

!

Of course, I told myself, it must be the mist. But
could mist be thick enough entirely to hide a great moun-
tain of a cothedral from eyes drav.-ing nearer every min-

ute? Then, suddenly, my question was answered by the

mist itself. I must have hypnotized it! A light wind,

which we had thought was made by the motor, cut li'ke

ihe bheurs of LacLesis through the woolly white web. S.
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Rash of hliu' ap|H'ar«-(l und in llir midst, floatiiij; as if it

had d' d and goni' to liouvcii, llic ( 'allifdral.

Yt's. dio«l and Koiif to hi-.ivcti!" That is just what has

hupperu'd to Xotre-Daiiu' of Rhciiii^. Tlit- hody has Iktu

niarfyml. hut the soid is left ahve—l)eautiful, brave soul

of the old stones of France I

"Oh!" went up from ihiee voices in the lufttor-car. I

think even our one-le^ir,.,l sohlier-chaufVeur emitted u
grunt of joy; and Mother Heckelt clasped her h.. :ds on
her little thin hreast, as if she were praymj,', such a wontjcr-

ful sight it was, wit'; the golden coronation of the noon-

day sun on the towers. Our oiricer-guide, in his cir

ahead, looked hack as if to say, *'
[ fold you so! Tluy

can't kill France, and Rheinis is the very spirit and youth
of France."

Not one of us spoke anot' "^r word until we drove into

the town, and hegan .xciulming with horror and rage ;!t

what Atlila II has done to the streets.

The mist had fallen again, not white in the town, but a

pale, sad gray, like a mantle of half mourning. It hung
over the spacious avenues and the once fine, now desolate,

streets, which had been the pride of Rheims; it slipi)ed

serpent-like through what remained of old arcades: it

draped the ancient Gale of Mars in the Place de la Repub-

lifiue as if to hide the cruel scars of the bombardment; it

lay like soiled snow on the mountain of tumbled stone

which had been the Rue St. Jacques; it curtained the

"show street" of Rheims, the Rue de la Grue, almost as

old as the Cathedral itself, which a Sieur de Coucy began
in 1212; trickling gray as g'acier waters over the fallen walls

which artists h oved. It marbled with pale strtuks the
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burned, black corpse oi' the mco faiiunis Maison «lcs

Laincs; it cioiulcj the marvdlmis old clmrcli of St. }l> mi,

and when wo came to tlie Cat! ."dral—kei)t for tlie c.inax

—it floated past the woiiiicU'd st itues oti the ^'n at western

fa(.ade like an army of spirits—spirits of all those wal<liiiig

saints whom the statues honouretl.

The crown- of the broken towers we ronld not see, but
at that height the mist was gild.>d by the sun which sifted

through so that each lower seemed to ». e its owr 'm
golden halo.

"This effect comes often on these foggy nntiunn days,

when the sun is high, about noontime," sai.' "ur guide.

"I'w's rather wonderful, isn't it? \, ' uve a i»r-st-soldier

invalided here ii , who used to be of the service in the

("alhcdral. before he volunteered to fight. He has written

some verses, which it seems came to him in a dream one
night. Whether the world v.ould think them fine 1 do not

know, but at Rheims we like them. The idea is that

Jeanne d'Arc has mobilized the souls of the saints who
protect Rheims, to bless and console the ('athedral, which
they were not permitted to save from outwar^' ruin. It is

she who gilds ihe mist on the towers with a prophecy of

ho[)e. As for the mist itself, according to the poet, it is

no common fog. It is but the cloak worn by this

army of saints to visit their cathedral, and bathe its

wounds with their cool white hands, so that at last,

when peace dawns, there shall be a spiritual beauty
found in the old marred stones—a beajity they never had
in their prime."

"I should like to see that soldier-priest!" said Father
Beckett, when I had translated for him the officer's de-
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scription of the poem. "Couldn't we meet him? WTiat's

his name?"

I passed on tlie questions to our captain of tlie scarred

face. "Theman'snameisSt. l*ol,"he toldus. "You can

see from that he comes of an old family. If it had been

this day last week you could have met him. lie would

have been pleased. But—since then—alas! Mademoi-

selle, it is impossible that he should be seen. It would be

too sad for you and your friends.
"

"He has been wounded in some bombardment?" I ex-

claimed.

"Not wounded—no. We don't think much of wounds.

What has happened is sadder than wounds. Some day

the man may recover. We hope so. But at present he

—

is out of everj'thing, dead in life.

"

"What happened? " I gasped.

"Oh, it is quite a history!" said the Captain. "But It

begins a long time ago, when the Germans came to Rheims

in 1914. Perhaps it would fatigue you? Besides, you

have to translate, which takes double the time. I might

write out the story and send it, Mademoiselle, if you like.

You and your friends are not as safe here as in your own
houses, I do not disguise that from you! The Germans

have let us rest these last few days. Yet who can tell

when they may choose to wake us up with a bomb or two?
"

"I don't think we're afraid," 1 said, and consulted the

Becketts. The little old lady answered for both. She

was stoutly sure they v.ere not afraid! "We shouldn't

deserve to be Jim's parents if we were—of a thing like

that ! You tell the Captain, Molly, we're getting used to

bombs, and we want the story right here, on the spot
!

"
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"C'est trh chic, ga /" remarked the Captain, eyeing the

mite of a woman. He stood for a minute, his scarred face

pale in the mist, his eyes fixed thoughtfully on a headless

stone king. Then he began his story of the soldier-priest.

Monsieur le Cure de St. Pol was very young when the

war began—ahnost as young as a cure can be. He did not

think, at first, to become a soldier, for he hated war. But,

indeed, in those early days he had no time to think at all.

He only worked—worked, to help care for the wounded
who were pouring into Rheims, toward the last of August,

1914. Many were brought into the Cathedral, where they

lay on the floor, on beds of straw. The Cure's duty was
among these. He had relations in Rheims—a family of

cousins of the same name as his. They lived in a beautiful

old house, one of the best in Rheims, with an ancient chapel

in the garden. There was an invalid father, whose wife

devoted her life to him, and a daughter—a very beautiful

young girl just home from a convent-school the spring

before tlie war broke out. There was a son, too—but
naturally, he was away fighting.

This j'oung girl, Liane de St. Pol, was one of many in

Rheims who volunteered to help nurse the woimded. All

girls brought up in convents have some skill in nursing,

you know!

WTiile she and the Cure were at work in the Cathedral,

among the wounded men who came in were her own
brother, a lieutenant, and his best friend, a captain of his

regiment. Both were badly hurt—the St. Pol boy worse

than his friend. Yet even for him there was hope—if he

could have had the best of cart—if he could have been

taken home and lovingly nursed there. That was not

.
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possible. The surgeons had no time for house-to-house

visits. He was operated on in the Cathedral, and as he lay

between life and death, news came that the Germans were

close to Rheims.

In haste the wounded were sent to Epernay—to save

them from being made prisoners. But some could not

go : Louis de St. Pol and his friend Captain Jean de \ isgnes.

De Visgnes might have been hidden in the St. Pol house

but he would not leave the boy, who could not be moved so

far. The Cure vowed to hide both, and he did hide them

in a chapel of the Cathedral itself. On September 3, at

evening, the first Germans rode into the town and took up

their quarters in the Municipal Palace, where they forced

the Mayor, a very old man, to live with them. It was

a changed Rheims since the day before. The troops of

the garrison had gone in the direction of Epernay, since

there was no hope of defence. Many rich people 1 id

fled, taking what they could carry in automobiles oreads.

The poor feared a siege—or worse: they knew not what.

The St. Pol family received into their house a number of

women whose husbands were at the Front, and their

babies. No one ventured out who could stay indoors.

The city filled up with German soldiers, with the Kaiser's

son. Prince August Wilhelm, at their head. They, too, had

wounded. The Cathedral was put to use for them, and

the Cure cared for the Boches as he had cared for the

French. This gave him a chance, at night, to nurse his

two friends. So dragged on seven days, which seemed

seven years; and then rumours drifted in of a great

German retreat, a mysterious failure in the midst of seem-

ing victory. The Battle of the Marne was making
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itself felt. In rage and bewilderment the Germans
poured out of Rheims, leaving only tlieir wounded behind.

The townspeople praised God, and thought their trial was

over. Butit was only just begun! On the 16th the bom-
bardment opened. The Germans knew that their woun-

ded still lay in the Cathedral, but they did not seem to

care for men out of the fighting line. A rain of bombs fell

in the town—one of the first wrecked the Red Cross ambu-
lance—and many struck the Cathedral. Then came the

night when the straw bedding blazed, and fire poured

through thv"> long naves, rising to the roof.

The Cure told afterward how wonderful the sight was
with the jewelled windows lighting up for the last time,

before the old glass burst with the shrill tinkle of a million

crystal bells. He and Jean de Visgnes carried Louis de

St. Pol out into the street, but the boy died before they

reached his father's house, and De Visgnes had a dangerous

relapse. It was on this night that the Cure made up his

mind to volunteer, and soon he was at the Front. Nearly

three years passed before he and De Visgnes met again, both

en permission, travelling back to Rheims to pass their

"perm. " Jean was now engaged to Liane de St. Pol who,

with her parents, had remained in the bombarded town,

refusing to desert their poor protegees. The two planned

to marry, after the war; but Liane had been struck by a

flying fragment of shell, and wounded in the head. De
Visgnes could bear the separation no longer. lie made
the girl promise to marry him at once—in the chapel of

the old house, as she was still suffering, and forbidden to

go out. His leave had been granted for the wedding,

and the moment Liane was strong enough she and the
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. ould leave Rheims. Jean was to take them
himself to his own home in Provence. The Cure was to
marry his cousin to the man whose life he had sa-^ed.
Many cliildren of the poor whom Liane had helped

decorated the cliapel with flowers, and though the wedding-
day was one of fierce bombardment, no one dreamed of
putting off the ceremony. No fine shops for women's
dress were open in Rheims, but the bride wore her mother's
wedd ing-gown and veil of old lace. None save the family
were asked to the marriage, because it was diiigerous to
go from house to house; yet all Rheims loved Liane, and
meant to wish happiness for bride and bridegroom as the
chapel-bells chimed for their union. But the bells began
and never finished. At the instant when Liane de St. Pol
and Jean de ^'isgnes became man and wife a bomb fell
on the chai,el roof. The tiles collapsed like cards, and
all the bridal party was killed as by a lightning stroke.
Only the soldier-priest was spared. Strangely, he was not
even touched. But horror had driven him mad. Since
then he spoke only to rave of Liane and Jean; how beauti-
ful they had looked, lying dead before the wrecked altar.
"The doctors say it is like a case of shell-shock," the

Captain finished. "They think he'll recover. But at
present, as I said-it is a sad affair. Sad for him-not for
those who died together, suffering no pain. One of the
Cure's favourite sayings used to be, they tell me, 'Death
IS not an end, but a beginning.'"

"You know him well.^ " I asked.

"Yes. I was stationed in Rheims before the war. I
used to dance with Liane when she -ame home from
school."



QiMi-i^: mMM^

EVERYMAN'S L.VND 191

"Ah, if only her family .dn*L stayed here 1 1 too late!"

I cried.

The captain with the scarred face shrugged his shoul-

ders. "Destiny!" he said. "Besides, the best people

do not run away tasily from the homes they love. Per-

haps they have the feeling that, in a home which has al-

ways meant peace, nothing terrible can happen. Yet

there's more in it than that—something more subtle

which keeps them in the place where they have always

lived: something, I think, that binds the spirits of us

Frenchmen and womeu to the spirit of their ov/n hearths

—

their own soil. Haven't you found that already, in other

places you have visited in this journey of yours?
"

"Yes," I answered, thinking of the old people I had seen

at Viti'imont living in thj granaries of their ruined houses,

and strangely, unbelievably happy because they were 'at

home." "Yes, we have seen that in little villages of

Lorraine."

"Then how much more at Rheims, under the shadow of

Notre-Dame!" The scarred captain still gazed at the

headless king, and faintly .«miled.
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CHAPTER XIX

OF COURSE nothing did happen in Paris to break
I
up the party. I might have known that nothing
would. Nothing happened at all, except that I

received a letter from Doctor Herter with the promised
mtroduction to an oculist just now at the Front, and that
I realized, after three days' absence, how Brian is improv-
mg. He has less the air of a beautiful soul, whose incar-
nation in a body is a mere accident, and more the look of
a happy, handsom> young man, with a certain spiritual
radiance which makes him remarkable and somehow
"disturbing," as the French say. If anything couH
stop the rats gnawing my conscience, it would be this
blessed change. Brian is getting back health and strength.
When I think what a short time ago it is that his life

tung in the balance, this seems a miracle. I'm afraid
I am glad—glad that I did the thing which has given him
his chance. Besides, I love the Becketts. So does Brian.
And they love us. It's difficult to remember that I've
stolen their love. Surely, they're happier with us than
they could have been without us? Brian's scheme for
their visits to the liberated towns is doing good to them
and to hundreds—even thousands—of people whom they
intend to 'lelp.

All
) is sophistry, no doubt, but oh, it's beguiling

sophistry
!

It's so perfectly disguised that I seldom recog-

VJi
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nize it except at night when I lie awake, and it sits on my
bed, without its becoming mask.

Being the Becketts' adviser-in-chief, and having his

lungs full of ozone every day should be or.ough to account

for Brian's improvement. Yet—well, I can't help think-

ing that he takes a lot more trouble than he need for

Dierdre O'Farrell. Oh, not that he's in love ! Su i an

idea is ridiculous, but he's 'nterested and sorry for the

girl, because she goes about \vith a chip on her shoulder,

defying the world to knock it off. lie won't admit that

it's the fault of her outlook on the world, and that the

poor old world isn't to blame at all.

What if he knew the trul h about that brother and sister?

Naturally I can't tell him, of all people on earth, and
they take advantage of my handicap. They've used

their time well, in my absence, when they had Brian to

themselves. He had his doubts of Julia'., but the creature

has sung himself into my blind bi other's heart. From
what I hear, the three have spent m.st of their time at the

piano in the private salon which ;, .. Becketts invited the

O'Farrells to engage.

Now, as I write, we are making our headquarters in

Compiegne, sleeping there, and sightseeing by day on
what they call the "Noyon Front."

AfterRheims and before Noyon we stopped thi je days in

Paris instead of one, as we'd planned, for Mother Beckett

was tired. She wouldn't confess it, but " Father " thought

she looked pale. Strange if she had not, after such ex-

periences and emotions ! Sometimes, when I study the

delicate old face, with blue hollows under kind, sweet

eyes, I ask myself: "Will she be able to get through the
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task she's set hersel'?" But she is so quietly brave, not
only in fatigue, but in danger, that I answer my own
question: "Yes, she will do it somehow, on the reserve
force that kept her up when Jim died."

The road from Paris, past SenlLs, to Compiegne, was
even moi - thrilling than the road to Nancy and beyond,
for this was the way the Germans ttwk in September, 1914,
when they thought the capital was theirs to have and
bold: "la route de VAllemagne" it used to be called, but
never will French lips give it that name agab.

Just at first, running out of the city in early mornmg,
things looked much the same as when starting for Nancy:
the unnatural quiet of streets once crammed with busy
traffic for feeding gay Paris; military motors of all sorts

and sizes, instead of milk wagons and cartloads of colour-
ful fruits; women working instead of men; children on their

way to school, sedately talking of "papa au Front" instead
of playing games. But outside the suburbs the real thrills

began.

There were the toy-like fortifications of which Paris was
proud in the 'fifties; there was the black tangle of ba bed
wire, and the trace of trenches (a mere depression on the
earth's surface, as if a serpent had laid its heavy length on
agreat,green velvet cushion) with which Paris had hoped
to delay the German wave. Only a little way on, we shot

through the sleepy-looking village of Bourget where Napo-
leon stopped a few hours after Waterloo, rather than
enter Paris by daylight; and Brian had a story of the place.

A French soldier, a friend of his (nearly everyone he meets
is Bri.tjn's friend!) who was born there, told him that on
each anniversary the ghost of the "Little Corporal" ap-
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pears, travel-stained and worn, on the road leading to

Bourget. For many years his custom was to show himself

for a second to some seeing eye, then vanish like a mirage

of the desert. But since 1914 his way is different. lie

does not confine his visit to the hamlet of sad memories.

He walks the country side, his hands behind him, his

head bent as of old; or he rides a horse that is sliglitly

lame, inspecting with thoughtful gaze the frenzied indus-

tries of war, war such as he—the war-genius—never saw

in his visions of the future: the immense aerodromes,

the bomb sheds, the wireless stations and observation

towers, the giant " saucinscs" resting under green canvas,

ready to rise at dawn; and all the other astounding features

of the landscape so peaceful in his day.

Even now parts of it are peaceful, often the very spots

markc'" by history, where it seems as if each tre " mid

be decorated by a Croix de Guerre. For instance, x ^re

was the place—a junction of roads—where the Uhlans

with a glitter of helmets came proudly galloping toward

Paris, and to their blank amazement and rage had to

turn back. As we halted to take in the scene, it was mj-s-

terious as dreamland in the morning mist. Nothing

moved save two teams of cream-coloured oxen, their

moon-white sides dazzling behind a silver veil. The pale

road stretched before us so straight and far that it seemed

to descend from the sky like a waterfall. Only the trees

had a martial look, like tall, dark soldiers drawn up in

line for parade.

It was not till we plunged into forest depths that I said to

myself: "We must be coming near Senlist" For the very

name "Senlis" fills the mind with forest pictures. No
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wonder, since it lies walled away from the outer world—like

the Sleeping Beauty—by woods, and woods, and woods:

the forests of Ilallctte, Chantilly, and Enncnonville, each

as full of history as it is now of aromatic scents, and used to

be of wild boars for kings to kill

!

I think the best of the forest pictures has Henri de
Navarre for its principal figure. Brian and I turned over

the pages of our memor>' for the Becketts, who listened

like children to fairj' tales—or as we listened when you used

to embroider history for us in those evening caiiseries

in the dear old "den, " Padre.

I dug up the story about Henri at twenty-one, married

more than a year to beautiful, lively Marguerite de Valois,

and enduring lazily the despotism of his mother-in-law.

There in the old palace of the Louvre, he loitered the time

away, practically a prisoner until the only friend he had
with courage to speak out (Agrippa d'Aubigny) gave him
a lecture. Agrippa lashed his master with the words
"coward" and "sluggard," letting his faithful servants

work for his interests while he remained the slave of a

"wicked old witch." The Beamais had been biding his

time
—

"crouching to spring": but that slap in the face set

him on fire. Hecould no longer wait for the right moment.
He decided to make i\ie first moment the right one. His
quick brain mapped out a plan of escape in which the sole

flaw was that he must leave behind his brilliant bride-

With eight or ten of his greatest, most loyal gentlemen, he

arranged to hunt in the forest of Senlis; and he had shown
himself so biddable, so boyish, that at first even Catherine

de Medicis did not suspect him. It was only when the

party had set forth that the plot burst like a bomb, in

\4
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Catherine's own boudoir, where she sat with her favourite

son, vile Henri III of France.

Fcrvacques, one of the plotters, had stopped in Paris,

feigning illness. The plan had hccn concocted in his

rooms, and he but waited for Navarre's back to bo turned

to betray him. Marguerite laughed when she heard (per-

haps she was in the secret), but Catherine said evil words,

of which she knew a great many—especially in Italian.

Orders were given for the gates of Paris to be shut (gates

that in those days barred the road along which we now
motored), but they were too late. Navarre and his Imn-

ters had passed through. Agrippa d'Aubigny was not

among them. . "s part had been to watch the happenings

of the Court, and join Navarre later in his own kingdom,

but that hope was broken. Disguised as a mignon of

Henri III, he slipped out of Paris on a fast horse, tore after

the Beamais and his equerries, and caught the cavalcade

in the forest. "Thou art betrayed
!

" he cried.

" But not captured
!

" laughed Navarre.

In haste they substituted a new plot for the old. The

young king was to pretend ignorance of the betrayal.

lie installed himself accordingly in the uo'

'

'ngs of

Senlis, talking loudly about hunting prosp . .rranged

to see a performance by travelling actors, and sent such a

message back to Catherine and Henri that they believed

Fervacques had fooled them.

By the time they'd waked to the truth, Navarre had

ridden safely out of Senlis with his friends, bound for the

kingdom on the Spanish border. Even then he was a

man of big ambitions; so maybe he said to himself, looking

back at Senlis: "I shall travel this road again, as king
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of Frar.ce, to enter Paris in triumph." Anyhow, he was
grateful to Sonlis for savinj,' him, and stayed tliere often,

as Henri Quatr» , flirting with jjretty ladies, and inviting

them to l)e('ome al)l>e.s.ses when he tired of them.

Lots of things have happened in 8enlis,^ lieeause it's on

the 'oad to Paris, and for eenturies has been getting into

someone's way. Why, if it hadn't lieen for Senhs,

William the Conqueror might never have eoncjuertHl!

You see, before William's day, Count Bernard of Senlis

(who hoastetl himself a forty-second grandson or some-
thing of Charlemagne) quarrelled with King I^)uis IV of

pVanee. To spite him, Bernard adopted the baby son of

William Longsword, Duke of Normandy, killed in battle

;

for Normandy was a "thorn in the eye" of France.

Thanks to Bernard's help Normandy gained in riches

and importance. By the time WilPam, son of Robert the

Devil and Arlctte of Falaise, appeared on the scene, the

dukedom was a power in the world, and William was able

to dare his great enterprise.

But that was only one incident. Senlis was already an

old, old town, and as much entitled to call itself a capital

of France as was Paris. Not for nothing had the Gallo-

Romans given it v ails twenty feet high and thirteen feet

thick! They could not have builded better had they

meant to attract posterity's attention, and win for their

strong city the admiration of kings. Clovis was the first

king who fancied it, and settled there. But not a king who
followed, till after the day of Henri Quatre, failed to live

in the castle which Clovis began. Henry V ot England
married Bonny Kate in the chateau; Charles \ HI of

France and Maximilian of Austria signed a treaty with-
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in its walls; Francis I fiuislicd Xotre-Dame of Senlis.

The Duke of Bedford fouj,'lit Joan of Arc there, and she

was ! elpe<i by the MartVlKil Uais. no other than Blue-

beard; so "Sister .Vnne" must liuve gazed out from some
neighbouring tower for the "cloud of dust in t'>e distance."

Somewhere in the vast encircling forests the Babes in the

Wood were buried by the birds, while the wicked uncle

reigned in their father's place at Senlis, In 1H14 Pius-

sian, Russian, and British soldiers marched through tl :

tow n on their tramp to Paris. Cossacks and Ili^jhlmders

were the "strangest sight" Senlis had ever seen, though it

liad seen many; but a hundred years later it was to see

a stranger one yet.

If ever a place looked made for peace, that place is

^^enlis, on its brigh: little river Nonette—child of the Oise

—and in its '-^vtly valley. That was what I said as we
slowed down on the outskirts; but ah, how the thought of

peace broke as we drove along the "kings' highway"—the

broad Rue de la Republique! In an instant the drama of

September 2nd—eve of the Marne battle—sprang to our
eyes and knocked at our hearts. We could smell the

smoke, and see the flames, and hear the shots, the cries

of grief and rage, the far-ofT thunder of bridges blown up
by the retreating French army. Suddenly we knew how
the people of Senlis had suffered that day, and—strangely,
horribly—how the Germans had felt.

Senlis hadn't realized—wouldn't let itself realize—even
during bombardment, wliat its fate might be. It had
been spared, as an open town, in 1870; and since then,

through long, prosperous years of peace a comfortable

conviction had grown that only pleasant things could
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happen. Wliy, it was the place of pleasure, reaping a

harvest of fame and money from its adventurous past!

Tourists came from all the world over to put up at the

Hotel du Grand Cerf, once the hunting lodge of kings.

They came to loiter in narrow old streets whose very-

names v/ere echoes of history; to study the ruins of the

Roman arena and the ancient walls; to hunt in the forest,

as royal men and ladies had hunted when stags and wild

boar had been plentiful as foxes and rabbits; or to motor

from one neighbouring chateau to another. Surely even

Germans could not doom such a town to destruction. To

be sure, some people did fly when a rabble of refugees from

Compiegne poured past, hurrying south; and others fled

from the bombardment when big guns, fired from Lucien

Bonaparte', old village of Chamant, strucli the cathedral.

But many stayed for duty's sake, or because they be-

lieved obstinately that to their bit of the Ile-de-France no

tragedy could come.

They didn't know yet that Von Kluck and his men were

drunk with victory, and that flaming towns were for the

German army bonfires of triumph . They didn't know that

the Kaiser's dinner was ordered in Paris for a certain date,

and that at all costs Paris must be cowed to a speedy

peace, lest the dinner be delayed. "Fright fulness" was

the word of command, and famous old Senlis was to serve

as a lo'^ an to Paris.

Bnx. somehow the German master of Senlis's heart

weakened when the crucial moment came. He was at

the Hotel du Grand Cerf, where a dinner was being pre-

pared by scared servants for thirty German officers. The

order was about to be signed when suddenly a cure, small
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and pale, but lion-brave, entered the room. How he got

in no one knew! Surprise held the general tongue-tied

for three seconds; and a French cure is capable of much
eloquence in three seconds.

He gambled—if a cure may gamble!—on the chance of

his man being Catholic—and he won. That is why (so

they told us in the same room three years later) Senlis was

struck with many sore wounds, but not exterminated;

that is why only the Maire and a few citizens were mur-

dered instead of all; that is why in some quarters of Senlis

the people who have come back can still dream that noth-

ing hapjjened to their dear haunt of peace on Septem-

ber 2, 1914.

Even if Senlis had fallen utterly, before the Germans

turned in their tracks, Paris would not have been "cowed."

As it was, Paris and all France were roused to a redoubled

fury of resistance by the fate of the Senlis "hostages."

So these men did not die in vain.

The scars of Senlis are still unhealed. Whole streets

are blackened heaps of ruin, and there are things that

"make you see red," as Father Beckett growled. But

the thing which left the clearest picture in my brain was a

sie'it sweet as well as sad: a charming little chateau, ruined

by fire, yet pathetically lovely in martyrdom; the green

trellis still ornamenting its stained fagade, a few autumn
roses peeping with childlike curiosity into gaping win-

dow-eyes; a silent old gardener raking the one patch of

lawn buried under blackened tiles and tumbled bricks

The man's figure was bent, yet I felt that there was hope

as well as loyalty in his work. "They will come back

home some day," was the expression of that faithful back.
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In the exquisite beauty of th;- forest beyond Senlis there

was still—for me—this note of hope. "^Vlle^e beauty is,

sadness cannot dwell for ever!" As we rushed along in

the big car, the delicate gray trunks of clustering trees

seemed to whirl round and round before our eyes, as in a

votive dance of young priestesses. We saw bands of

German prisoners toiling gnome-like in dim glades, but

they didn't make us sad again. Au contraire ! We found

poetical justice i:i the thought that they, the cruel de-

stroyers of trees, must chop wood and pile faggots from

dawn to dusk.

So we came to Compiegne, where the French army has

its headquarters in one of the most famous chateaux in

the world.



CHAPTER XX

IT
TOOK a mere glance (even if we hadn't known

beforehand) to see that noble Compiegne craved no

Beckett charity, no American adoption.

True, German officers lived for twelve riotous d.iys in the

palace, in 1914, selecting for home use many of its treas-

ures, and German "non-coms." filled vans with i-are

antiques from the richest mansions; still, they had no

time, or else no inclination, to disfigure the town. The

most sensational souvenir of those days before the Marne

battle is a couple of broken bridges across the Oise and

Aisne, blown up by the French in the hour of their re-

treat. But that strange sight didn't break on our eyes

as we entered Compiegne. We seemed to have been trans-

ported by white magic from mystic forest depths to be

plumped down suddenly in a city square, in front of a

large, classical palace. It's only the genie of motoring

who can arrange these startling contrasts

!

If we took Brian's advice, and "played" that our autos

were old-fashioned coaches; if we looked through, instead

of at, the doztn military cars lined up at the palace gates;

if w changed a few details of the soldiers' uniforms,

tfc gray chfileau need not have been Army Headquarters

in our fancy. For us, the Germans might cease from

troubling and the war-weary be at rest, while we skipped

back to any century we fancied.

203
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Of course, Louis XV, son-in-law of our old friend

Stanislas of Lorraine, built the chdteau; and Napoleon
the Great added a wing in honour of his second bride,

Marie Louise. But why be hampered by details like

that? Charles V built a castle at this old Roman Com-
pendium, on the very ?pot where all those centuries later

Louis XV erected his Grecian facades and Henri of

Navarre often came there, in his day. ne of Henri's

best romances he owed to Compiegne; and while we wer«
having what was meant to be a hurried luncheon, Mother
Beckett made Brian tell the story. You know Brian came
to Compiegne before the war and painted in the palace

park, where Napoleon I and Napoleon HI used to give

theirfetes-champctrcs: and he says that the picture is clear

as ever "behind bis eyes."

Once upon a time, Henri was staying in the chateau,
very bored because weather had spoiled the hunting.

Suddenly appeared the "handsomest young man of

France," the Due de Bcllegarde, Henri's equerry, who
had been away on an adventure of love. Somehow, he'd

contrived to meet Gabrielle d'Estrees, almost a child, but
of dazzling beauty. She hid him for three days, and then,

alas, a treacherous maid threateueJ to tell Gabrielle 's

father. Bellegarde had to be smuggled out of the family
castle—a rope and a high window. The tale amused
Henri; and the girl's portrait fired him. He couldn't

forget; and later, having finished some business at Senlis

(part of which concerned a lady) he laid a plan to cut
Bellegarde out. When tl e Equerry begged leave from
Compiegne to visit Gabrielle again, Henri consented, on
condition that he migb.t be tljp duke's companion.
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Bellegarde had to agree; and Henri fell in love at sight

with the golden hair, blue eyes, and rose-and-white skiu

of "Gaby." She preferred Bellegarde to the long-nosed

king; but the Bearnais was never one to take "no" for an

answer. He went from Compiegne again and again

to the forbidden castle, in peril oi his life from Guise and

the League. After a wild adventure, in disguise as a

peasant with a bundle of straw on his head, his daring

captured the girl's fancy. She was his; and he was hers,

writing sonnets to "Charmante Gabrielle," making

Marguerite furious by giving to the new love his wife's

own Abbey of St. Corneille, at Compiegne. (One can

still see its ruins!)

I said we meant to eat quickly and go for an afternoon

of sightseeing—for early to-morrow (I'm writing late at

night) we're due at Noyon. But Brian remembered so

many bits about Compiegne, that by tacit consent we

lingered and listened. When he was here last, he did a

sketch of Henri and Gabrielle hunting in the forest;

"Gaby" pearl-fair in green satin, embroidered with silver;

on her head the famous hat of velvet-like red taffetas,

which cost Henri two hundred crowns. Perhaps she

carried in h ^d one of the handkerchiefs for which she

paid what r women '^iv for dresses; bu* Brian's

sketches are loo "impressionist" to show handkerchiefs!

Anyhow, her hand was in the king's, for that was her way

of riding with her gray-clad lover; tliough when she went

alone she rode boldly astride. Poor Henri couldn't say

nay to the becoming green satin and red hat, though he

was hard up in those days. After paying a bill of Gaby's,

he asked his valet how many shirts and liandkerchiefs
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"Hand-
he had. "A dozen shirts, torn," was the answer,
kerchiefs, five."

On the walls of the room where we ate hung beautiful
old engravings of Napoleon I in his daily life at the
Chateau of Compiegne, Nupoleon receiving honoured
guests in the vast Galerie des Fetes, with its polished floor
and long line of immense windows; Napolecn and his
bride in the Salon des Dames d'Honneur, among the
ladies of Marie Louise; Napoleon listening wistfully-
thinking maybe of lost Josephine—to a damsel at the
harp, in the Salon de Musique; Marie Louise smirking
against a background of teinture chinoise; Napoleon
observn'ng a tapestry battle of stags in the Salle des Cerfs;
Napoleon on the magnificent terrasse giving a -arden
party; Napoleon walking with his generals alon„ the
Avenue des Beaux Monts, in the park. But these pic-
tures rather teased than pleased us, because in war days
only the army enters palace or park.

Brian was luckier than the rest of us! He had been
through the chateau and forgotten nothing. Best of all
he had liked the bedchamber of Marie Antoinette, said to
be haunted by her ghost, in hunting dress with a large
hat and drooping plume. The Empress Eugenie, it

seemed, had loved this room, and often entered it alone
to dream of the past. Little could she have guessed then
how near she would come to some such end as that fatal
queen, second in beauty only to he self.

Even if Julian O'Farrell's significant glance hadn't
called my attention to his sister, I should have noticed
how Dierdre lost her sulky look in listening to Brian.
"He has something to say tu me about those two wiien
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he gets a chance, and he wants me to know it now," I

thought. But I pretended to be absorbed in stories of

the Second Empire. For wo sat on and on at the table,

putting off our visit to the ancient timbered houses and

the monument of Jeanne d'Arc, and all the other things

which called us away from those hotel windows. It

seemed as if the heart of Compiegne, past and present,

were hidden just behind that gray fagade of the palace

across the square

!

Of course, Jeanne was the "star" heroine of Compiegne,

where she fought so bravely and was taken prisoner, and

sold to the English by John of Luxembourg at a very

cheap price. But, you know, she is the heroine of such

lots of other places we have seen or will see, that we let

her image fade for us behind the brilliant visions of Com-

piegne's pleasures.

As a rule, old history has the lure of romance in it, and

makes modern history seem dull in contrast. But such

a gorgeous novel could be written about Second Empire

days of Compiegne (if only there were a Dumas to write

it) that I do think this town is an exception.

Even "The Queen's Necklace" couldn't be more ex-

citing than a story of Eugenie, with that "divinest

beauty of all ages," the Castiglione, as her rival! I

don't know how Dumas would begin it, but I would have

the first scene at a house party of Louis Napoleon's, in

the palace at Compiegne, after he had revised the old

custom of the Ro^ 1 Hunt: Napoleon, already falling in

love, but hesitat' anxious to see how the Spanish girl

would bear herself among the aristocratic charmers of

the Court, whethev she could hold her own as a huntress,
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as m a ballroom. I'd show her making a sensation by
her horsemanship and beauty. Then I'd take her through
the years, till the dazzling Florentine came to trouble her
peace, the adored, yet disappointed divinity who cried,

"If my mother had brought me to France instead of
marrying me to Castiglione, an Italian, not a Spaniard,
would have shared the throne with Napoleon, and there
would have been no Franco-Prussian War!"
What a brilliant background Compiegne ot those days

would make for that pair, the beautiful young Empress
and the more beautiful Countess!—Compiegne when the
palace was crowded with the flower of Europe, when great
princes and brave soldiers romped through children's
games with lovely ladies, if rain spoiled the hunting; when
Highland nobles brought their pipers, and everyone danced
the wildest reels, if there were time to spare from private
theatricals and tableaux virants ! I think I would make my
story end, though, not there, but far away; the Castiglione
lymg dead, with youth and beauty gone, dressed by her
last request in a certain gown she had worn on a certain
niglit at Compiegne, never to be forgotten.

When at last we did go out to walk and see the wonder-
ful timbered houses and the blown-up bridges, what I
had expected to happen did happen: Julian O'Farrell con-
trived to separate me from the others.

"Haven't I been clever.'" he asked, with his smile of a
naughty child.

"So far as I know of you," I answered, "you are always
clever.

"

"That's the first compliment you've ever paid me!
Thanks all the same, though I'd be the opposite of clever
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if I thought you wanted me to be flattered. You're clever,

too, so of course you know what I mean as well as I

know myself. Perhaps you thouf,'ht I was being clever on

tlie sly. But I'm above that. Haven't I always showed

you my cards, trumps and joker and all?
"

"You've shown me how the knave can take a trick!"

He laughed. "History repeating itself! The Queea

of Hearts, you remc"')cr—and the Knave of—Spades,

wasn't it? I wish it were diamonds instead: but maybe

his spade will dig up a few sparkk-rs in the end. I've got

a splendid plan brrwin-,'. But that isn't wliat I want to

talk about just now. In fact, I dont want to talk about

it—yet! You're not going to admit that you see the

results of my cleverness, or that you'd understand them if

you did see. So I'll just wave them under your darling

nose."

It would have been absurd to say: "How dare you call

my nose a darling? "' so I said nothing at all.

"You saw it was a plot, getting Brian to go to Paris

with us," he went on. "I saw that you saw it. But T

wasn't sure and I'm not sure now, if you realized its

design, as the villain of the piece would remark."

" Von ouglit to know what he'd remark."

"I do dear villainess! I was going to say, 'Sister

Villainess,' but I wouldn't have you for a sister at any

price. I've cast you for a different part. You may have

imagined that Dare and 1 were just grabbing your brother

to spite you, and show what we could do with him."

"I did imagine that!"

"Wrong! Guess again. Or no—you needn't. We
may be interrupted any minute. To save time I'll
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explain my bag of tricks. Dure wasn't in on that hand
of mine."

"Indeed.'"

"You don't believe me? That shows you're no judge
of character. Dare adores her Jule, and what he wants
her to do she does; but I told you she was no actress.
She can't act much better off the stage than on. I
wouldn't trust her to create the part of the White Cat. let
alone that of Wily Vivien. She gets along all right if

she can just keep still and sulk and act the Stormy Petrel.
I should have pulled her through on those lines if she'd been
obliged to play Jim Beckett's broken-hearted fiancee.
But to do the siren with your brother—no, she wouldn't
be equal to that, even to please me: couldn't get it across
the footlights. I had to win her to Brian as well as win
Brian to mc. I hope you don't mind my calling him by
his Christian name? He says I may."

"Wliy did you want to win Miss O'Farrell to mv
brother?"

^

"You don't know? You'll have to go down a place
lower m this class! She couldn't make Brian really like
her, unless she liked him. At first-though I knew better
-she stuck it out that Brian was only a kind of decoy
duck for you with the Becketts "

"Oh!"
" Please don't look at me as if you were biting a lemon.

/ didn't think so. And Dare doesn't now."
"How sweet of her'"

"She's turning sweet. That's partly what I was af^er.
I wormed myself into your brother's affections, to entice
him to Paris. I wanted Dare to learn that her iiistinct
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about him was right; her instinct was always defending
him against what she thought was her reason and eonunon
sense. Now, she sees tliat lie's genuine, and she's secretly

letting herself go—admiring him and wondering at him to
nuike up for her injustice."

"Are you telling all this to disarm me?"
" Not exactly. I'm telling you because I was sure you'd

find out soon what's going on, and because I thought an
open i)o!icy l)cs^. As it is, you can't say I haven't played
fair from the word go."

"I wish," I cried out, "that the word ira.v 'go'!"

"You're not very kind, my dear."

"\\1iy should I be kind?"

"Because I'm the stick of your rocket. You can't

soar without me. .\nd because I love you such a lot
"

"You!"

"Yes, I, me, Julian O'Farrcll: Giulio di Napoli.
Haven't I sacrificed my prospects and my sister's pros-

pects rather than throw you to the lions.^ Didn't I waste
those perfectly good snapshots.- Didn't I sit light, pro-
tecting -ou silently, letting you have all I'd expected to
have for myself and Dare.^"

I gasped. To speak was beyond my powers just then.

"I know wha ^ou'd like to say," .Julian explained me
to myself. "You'd love to say: The d—d cheek of the
man! It's richT Well, it is rich. .Vnd / mean to be
rich to match. That's in my plan. And so are yon in

it. Practically you are the plan. To c;:rry it out calmly,
without ructions and ."-athcrs flying, I put your brother
and my sister in tl^c way of falling in lovc. ^Dare didn't
want to join the Beckett party and didn't want to stay
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with it. Now, slie docs want to stay. Brian di^trustctl

me and was intrigued hy Daro. Now, he gives rae the

benefit of the doiil)t. And he lias no doubts of her

That's a beautiful limbered house, isn't it, Mr. IJeckett?

Yes, I was just telling Miss O'Malley that tliis phiee

seenis to me the best one we've visited yet. I shall never

forget it, or the vircunistanees of seeing it. shall you.

Miss O'Malley? J)()n't you think, sir, she niiglit ?» t m«
call lier 'Mary,' ;iow we all know each other so well.> I'm
'Julian' to her brollier and he's 'Brian' to me."

"I certainly do think she T'li^dit," sai«l Father Beckett,

with that slow, pleasant smile which Jim inherited from
him.



CHAPTER XXI

IT'S
late at night ajiuin—no, early to-morrow mominj?,

just about the hour when to-morrow's war-bread is

being baked i)y to-nighi's war-Sakers. Hut it's good
to hum the midnight electricity, because my body and
brain are feeling electric.

We have had the most astonishing day!
()f course, I expected that, because we were going to

Xoyon, and I evacuaU-d all unneeded thoughts and im-
pressions (for instance, those concerning the O'Farrells)
to make room for a crowd of new ones, as wc did at the
Ilopital des Epidemics with convalescents, for an incoming
batch of patients. Hut I didn't count on private, personal
emotions—unless we blundered into an air raid somewhere!
You remember those authors we met once, who write

together—the Sandersons—and how they saiii if they
ever dared put a real incident in a book, people picked out
that one as impossible? Well, tliis evening just past
reminded me of the Sandersons. We spent it at the War
Corresiwndents' Chateau, lot far out of Compiegne: that
is, we spent it there if it was , cal, and not a .iream.

I am the only one in Mother Beckett's confidence—

I

mean, about her health. Even her husband doesn^t know
how th^s trip strains her endurance, pin sicai and mental.
Indeed, he's the very one who mudn't know. It's agreed

213
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between us tluit, if she feels hopelessly unfit for any excur-

sion, / shall i)ut on invalid airs and she will stop at home

to keep me company. Thus will be avoided all danger of

Father Beckett susjjecting the weakness she hides. But

you can imagine, Padre, knowing me as you do, how

frightened I was to-day—our morning for Noyon—lest

she should give the signal. I felt I simply couldn't bear

to miss Noyon. No use telling myself I shall feel exactly

the same about Soissons to-morrow, and Roye and Ham

and Chauny and various others the day after. My
reason couldn't detach itself at that instant from Noyon.

Our daily programme as now arranged is: Me to knock

at Mother Beckett's door half an hour before starting-

time. If she's fearing a collapse, she is to exclaim : "My

child, how pale you are!" or some other criticism of my

complexion. Then I'm to play up, replying: "I do feel

under the weather." Whereupon it's easy for her to

say : " You must stop in the hotel and rest. I'll stay with

you."

To my joy, the greeting this morning was: "My dear,

you look fresh as a rose!"

I didn't feel it; for you know I wrote late to you. And

at last in bed, I disobeyed your advice about never worry-

ing: I "orried quite a lot over Brian and Dierdre O'Far-

rell; my having led him into a trap, when above all things

I wanted his happiness and health. I could well have

passed as pale: but I was so pleased with the secret signal

that I braced up and bloomed again.

We had to start early, because there was a good deal to

do in the day; and we were supposed to return earlj
,
too,

for a rest, as Llieit's the great iidvmture of Soissons bcfoi e
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us to-morrow. The Correspondents' Chateau wasn't on

our hst: tliat was an accident, though now it seems as if

tlie whole trip would have been worth while if only to

lead up to that "accident!"

There were several w ays we could have taken to Noyon,

but we took the way by Dives and Lassigny. We shall

have chances for other roads, because, to see various

places we mean to visit, we shall go through Noyou

again.

Once upon a time, before the Germans came. Dives

had a lovely chateau, part of it very old, with a roimd tur-

ret under a tall pointed hat; the other part comparatively

young—as young as the Renaissance—and all built of

that pale, rose-pink colour which most chateaux of this

forestland, and this Ile-de-France used to wear in happy

days before they put on smoke-stained mourning.

Now, instead of its proud chslteau, Dives has a ruin

even more lovely, though infinitely sad.

As for Lassigny, it was battered to death: yet I think

it was glad to die, because the Germans had turned it into

a fortress, and they had to be shelled out by the French.

Poor little Lassigny! It must have had what the French

call "line beaute coquette,^' and the Germans, it seemed,

were loth to leave. When they found that they must go,

and in haste, they boiled with rage. Not only did they

blow up all that was left in the village, but thej' blew up

the trees of the surrounding orchards. They had not the

excuse for this that they needed the trees • ) bar the way

of the pursuing French army. Such trees as they felled

across the road were the big trees of the forest. Their

deslructiou of the young fruit trees was Just a slauglUer of

h
H
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innocents; and I've never hated war. Padre, as I hated

it to-day—above all, German methods of making war.

Even the countless graves on tlie battle-fields do not look

so sad as those acres of murdered trees: blown-up trees,

chopped-down trees, trees gashed to death with axes,

trees that strove with all the strength of Nature to live,

putting forth leaves and blossoms as their life blood

emptied from their veins.

The graves of dead soldiers do not, somehow, look

utterly sad. Their little flags stir triumphantly in the

breeze, as if waved by unseen hands. The caps that mark

the mounds seem to be on the heads of men invisible,

under the earth, standing at the salute, saying to those

who pass: "There is no death! Ke.p up your hearts,

and follow the example we have set." The souls of those

who left their bodies on these battlefields march on, bearing

torches that have lit the courage of the world, with a light

that can never fail. But the poor trees, so dear to France,

giving life as a mother gives milk to her child!-they died

to serve no end save cruelty.

The sight of them made me furious, and I glared like a

basilisk at any German prisoners we saw working along the

good, newly made white road. On their green trousers

,vere large letters, "P. G." for "Prisonnier de Guerre";

and I snapped out as we passed a group, "It needs only

an I between the P and the G to make it pcr/cr/ /"

One man must have heard, and understood English,

for he glanced up with a start. I was sorry then, for it

was like hitting a fallen enemy. As he had what would

have seemed a good face if he'd been British or French,

perhaps he was one of those who wrote home that the
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killing of trees in France "will be a shame to Germany
till the end of time."

Only a few days ago Brian learned by heart a poem I

read aloud, a poem called "Les Arl)res Coupes," by
Edmond Rostand. Teaching Brian, I found I had
learned it myself.

Cliaciin de nos soldats eut son cri de soiiffrance

Devant ces arbrc s qui jonchaioiit les terrains:

" Les pechers
!

" cri- jx de rile-dc-Frunce;

"Et les mirabelliers ! crierent les Lorrain.s.

SoldaLs hleus demeures paysans sous vos ca.sques,

Quels poings noueux et noirs vers le nord vous tendiez!

"Les cerisiers!" criaient avec fureur les Basques;

Et ceux du Rousillon criaient: "Les auiandiers!"

Devant les arbres morts de FAisne ou de la Somme,
Chacun se retrouva Breton ou Limousin.

"Les pommiers! " criaient ceux du pays de la pomme;
"Les vignes! " criaient ceux du pays raisin.

Ainsi vous disiez tons le climat dont vous etes,

Devant ces arbres morts que vous consideriez,

—Et moi, voyant tomber tant de jeunes poetes,

Helas, combien de fois j'ai crie: "Les lauriers!"

I love it. Yet I don't quite agree with the bea itiful

turning at the end, because the laurels of the soldier- poets

aren't really dead, nor can they ever die. Even some of

the trees which the Bodies meant to kill would not be

conquered by Germans or death. Many of them, cut

•ilmnst level with the ground, contmued to live, spouting
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leaves close to earth as a fountain spouts water when its

jet has been turned low. All the victims that could be

saved have b' 'n saved by the French, carefully, scientifi-

cally ba. -aged like wounded soldiers: and the Becketts

talked eagerly of giving money—much money—to Ameri-

can societies that, with the British, are aiding France to

make her fair land bloom again. Mother Beckett became

quite inventive and excited, planning to start "instruc-

tion farms," with a fund in honour of Jim. Seeds and

slips and tools and teachers should all be imported from

California. Oh, it v.ould be wonderful !
And how thank-

ful she and Father'were that they had Brian and Molly

to help make the plan come true! I shouldn't have liked

to catch Julian O'Farrell's eye just then.

All the way was haunted by the tragedy of trees, not

only the tragedy of orchards, and of the roadside giants

that once had shaded the straight avenues, but the martyr-

dom of trees in the great dark forests-oaks and elms and

beeches. At first glance these woods, France's shield

agains* her enemies—rose still and beautiful, like mystic

abodes of peace, against the pale horizon. But a searching

gaze showed how they had suffered. For every trio of

living trees there seemed to be one corpse, shattered by

bombs, or blasted by evil gas. The sight of them truck

at the heart: yet they .vere heroes, as well as martyrs. I

said to myself. They had truly died for France, to save

France. And as I thought this, I knew that if I were a

poet, beautiful words would come at my call, to clothe

my fancy about the forests.

I wanted the right words so much that it was pain when

they wouldn't answer my wish, for I seemed to hear only a
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faint, far-off echo of some fine strain of music, whose real

notes I failed to catch.

Always forests have fascinated me; sweet, fairy-peopled

groves of my native island, and emeralil-lit beech woods of

England. But I never felt the grand meaning of forests us

I felt them to-day, in this ravaged and tortured land.

I could have cried out to them: "Oh, you forests of

France, what a part you've played in the history of wars

!

How wise and 1 ave of you to stand in 'mhroken line, a

rampart protecting your country's frontiers, through

the ages. Forests, you are bands of soldiers, in aanour of

wood, and you, too, like your human brothers, have hearts

that beat and veins that bleed for France! You ore

soldiers, and you are fortresses—Nature's fortresses

stronger than all modern inventions. You are fortresses

to fight in; you are shelters from air-pirates, you hide

cannon; you give shelter to your fighting countrymen

from rain and he"t. You delay the enemy; you mislead

him, you drive hit!i back. When you die, deserted

by the birds and all jour hidden furred and feathered

children, you give yourselves—give, give to the last!

Y'our wood strengthens the trenches, or burns to warm the

freezing poilus. Brave forests, pathetic forests! I hear

you defy the enemy in your hour of death: "Strike us,

kill us. Still you shall r ever pass
!

"

We had felt that we knew something of the war-zone

after Lorraine; but there the great battles had all been

fought in 1914, when the world was young. Here, it

seemed as if the earth must still be hot from the feet of

retreating Germans.

The whole landscape was pitted with shell-holes, and
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spider-webbed with barbed wire. The three lines of

French trenches we passed might, from thoir look, have

been manned yesterday. Piled along tl c neat new road

were bombs for aviators to drop; queer, iish-shaped things,

and still queerer cages they had l)een in. There were long,

low sheds for fodder. At each turn was the warning

word, "Convois." The poor houses of such villages as

continued to exist were numbered, for the first time in their

humble lives, because they were needed for military

lodgings. Notices in the German language were hardly

effaced from walls of half-ruined buildings. They had been

partly rubbed out, one could see, but the ugly German

words survived, strong and black as a stain on one's past.

Huge rounds of barbed wire which had been brought, and

never used, were stacked by the roadside, and there were

long lines of trench-furniture the enemy had had to aban-

don in flight, or leave in dug-outs: rough tables, chairs,

rusty cooking-stoves, pots, pans, petrol tins, and broken

dishes: even lamps, torn books, and a few particularly

ugly blue vases for flowers. Tkey must have been made

in Germany, I knew

!

Wattled screens against enemy fire still protected the

road, and here and there was a "camouflage" canopy for a

big gun. The roofs of beautiful old farmhouses were

crushed in, as if tons of rock had fallen on them : and the

moss which once had decked their ancient tiles with vel-

vet had withered, turning a curious rust colour, like dried

blood. Young trees with their throats cut were bandaged

up with torn linen and bagging on which German printed

words were dimly legible. It would have been a scene of

immitigated grimness, save for last summer's enterprismg
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grass and flowers, wliich autumn, kinder than war, had

not killed.

Late roses and early chrysanthemums grew in the

gardens of broken, deserted cottages, as if the flowers

yearned to comfort the wounded walls with soft caresses,

innocent as the touch of children. On the burned fagades

of houses, trellised fruit-trees clung, some dead—mere

black pencillings sketched on brick or plaster—but now

and then one was living still, like a beautiful young Maz-

eppa, bound to a dead steed.

So we arrived at Noyon, less than two hours by car

from Compiegne. The nearness of it to the heart of

France struck me suddenly. I could hear the echo of

sad voices curbing the optimists: "The Germans are still

at Noyon!"

Well—they are not at Noyon now. They've been gone

for many moons. Yet there's a look on the faces of the

people in the town—a look when they come to the windows

or doers of their houses, or when they hear a sudden noise

in the street—which niakes those moons seem never to

have waned.

Washington has adopted Noyon, so the Becketts could

not offer any great public charity, but they could sprinkle

about a few private good deeds, in remembrance of Jim,

who loved the place, as he loved all the lle-de-France.

One of Mother Beckett's most valued letters from "Jim-

on-his-travels " (as she always says) is fron' Noyon, and

she was so bent on reading it aloud to us, as we drove

slowly—almost reverently—into tl>e town, that she

wouldn't look (I believe she even erudged our looking!)

at the facade of the far-famed Hotel de Ville, until she'd
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come to the end of tlie last page. Slie seemed to think

tliat to look up prematurely would he like wanting to see

the stage before the curtain rose on the play

!

I loved her for it—we all loved her—and obeyed as far

as possible. But one couldn't shut one's eyes to the

Stars and Stripes that flapped uu the marvellously ornate

front of the old building—flapped like the wings of the

American Eagle that has flowTi across the Atlantic to

help save France.

Jim—a son of the Eagle—who gave his life for this land

and for liberty, would have felt proud of that flag, I

think, if he could h. seen it to-day: for because she

is the adopted child of Washington, Noyon "stars" the

emblem of her American mother. She hangs out no
other flag—not even that of France—on the Hotel de
Ville. Maybe she'll give her own colours a place there

later, but at this moment the Star Spangled Banner floats

alone in its glory.

Xo nice, normal-minded person could remember, or

morbidly want to remember, the name unkindly given

by Julius Caesar to Xoyon, when he had besieged it. I

can imagine even Charlemagne waving that cumbrous
label impatiently aside, though Xoyon mixed with Laon
was his first capital. "Noviodunum Bclgarum it may
have been" (I dare say he said). "But Fm going to call

it Xoyon:"

He was cro'WTied king of Austria in X^oyon cathedral

—

an even older one than the cathedral of to-day, which the

Germans have generously omitted to destroy, merely
ste.alin? all its treasures! But I feel sure he doesn't feel

Austrian in these days, if he is looking down over the
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"Blessed Damosel's" shoulder, to see what's going on

here below. lie belonged really to the whole world

Why, didn't that fairy-story king, Ilaroun al Raschid,

send him from Bat^dad the "keys of the tomb of Christ,"

as Chief of the Christian World? They say his ghost

haunts Noyon, and was always there whenever a king was

crowned, or elected—as Hugh Capet was. Perhaps it

may have been Charlemagne in the spirit who persuaded

the Germans to their great retreat from the Noyon front

tills last spring of 1917!"

Coming into the Place, and stopping in front of the

Hotel de Ville gave nu ilie oddest sense of unreality,

beeause, when we were in Paris the other day, I saw the

scene in a moving picture: the first joyful entry of the

French soldiers into the town, when the Germans had

cleared out. I coidd hardly believe that I wasn't just a

figure flickering across a screen, and that the film wouldn't

hurry me along somewhere else, whether I wanted to go or

not.

There were the venerable houses with the steep slate

roofs, and singularly intelligent-looking windows, whose

bright panes seemed to twinkle with knowledge of what

they had seen during these dreadful eighteen months of

German occupation. There were the odd, unfinished

towers of the cruciform cathedral—quaint towers, topped

with wood and pointed spirelets—soaring into the sky

above the gray colony of clustered roofs. There was the

cobbled pavement, glittering like masses of broken glass,

after a shower of rain just past; and even more interesting

than any of these was the fantastically carved fa(;ade of

the Hotel de Ville, which has lured thousands of tourists
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to Noyon in days of peace. Who knows but they have

r;een coming ever since 15IJ'2, when it was finished?

At first sight, we should never have guessed what Noyon
had suffered from the CJermans. It was only after wander-

ing through the s adid old cathedral of Notre-Dame,

stripped of everytiung worth stealing, and going from

street to street (we paused a long time in the one where

Calvin was born, a disagreeable, but I fippose useful,

man !) that we Ijegan to realize the slow torture inflicted by

the Germans. Of course, "lessons" had to be taught.

Rebellious persons had to be "punished." Nothing but

justice had been done upon the unjust by their just

conquerors. And oh, how thorough and painstaking they

were in its execution

!

As they'd destroyed all surrounding cities and villages,

they had to put the "evacuated" inhabitants somewhere

(those they couldn't use as slaves to work in Germany), so

they herded the people by the thousand into Noyon.

That place had to be spared for the Germans themselves

to live in, being bigger and more comfortable than others

in the neighbourhood; so it was well to have as many of

the conquered as possible interned under their own sharp

ey^s. Noyon was "home" to six tli.msand souls before

the war. After the Germans marched in, it had to hold

ten thousand. But a little more room in the houses was

thriftily obtained by annexing all the furniture, even beds.

Tables and chairs they took, too, and stoves, and cooking

utensils, which left the houses conveniently empty, to be

shared by families from Roye, and Nesle, and Ham, and

Chauny—oh, so many other towns and hamlets, that one

loses count in trying to remember!

m
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How the people lived, they hardly know now, in looking

back, some of them told us, as we walked about with a

French officer who was our guide. Eighteen months of

it! Summer wasn't quite so bad. One can always bear

hardships when weather, at least, is kind. But the win-

ters! It is those winters that scarcely bear thinking of,

even now. *

No lights were allowed after dark. All doors must be

left open, for the German military polite to walk in at

any hour of the night, to .see what mischief was brewing

in the happy families caged together. There was no heat-

ing, and often no fire for cooking, consequently such food

as there was had to be eaten cold. No nose must be

shown out of doors unless with a special permit, so to

speak, displayed on the end of it. Not that there was

much incentive to go out, as all business was stopped, aad

all shops closed. Without "le Comite Americain,
*

thousands would have starved, so it was lucky for Noyon

that the United States was neutral then

!

We spent hours seeing things, and talking to people—
old people, and children, and soldiers—each one with a

new side of the great story to tell, as if each had btea

weaving a few inches of some wonderful, historic piece of

tapestry, small in itself, bu* essential to the pattern.

Then we started for home—I mean Compiegnc—by a

different way; the way of Carlepont, named after Charle-

magne, because it is supposed that he was born there.

The forest was even more lovable than before, a younger

forest: fairylike in beauty as a rainbow, in its splashed

gold and red, and green and violet and orange of autumn.

The violet was "atmosphere," but it was as much a part

if

jl
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of the forest as tlio leaves, or the delicate trunks dun as

ghosts in shadow, bright as organ-piiMvs where suii touched

them. Out from the depths (an«e sweet mysterious

breaths, and whispers like prophecies of peace. But to

this region of romance there were sluirp contrasts. Not
even dreams have sharuer tuiesl German trenches,

chopi)ed into blackened wastes that once were farmlands,

and barbed wire wriggling like snake-skeletons across

dreary fields.

We got oiit of our cars, and went into the Irenches,

thinking thoughts unspeakable. Long ago as the Germans
had vanislied, and every corner had been searched, our

officer warned us not to pick up "souvenirs." Some in-

fernal machine might have been mis>ed in I lie search and
nothing was to be trusted—no, not even a bit of innocent-

looking lead pencil.

They were trenches made to live ii, these! They had
been walled with stones from ruinerl farmhouses. The
"dug-outs" were super-dug-outs. We saw concealed

<:upolas for machine-guns, and "les officiers baches" had
had a neat system of douches.

There was no need to worry that Brian might stumble

or fall in the slippery labyrinths we ravelled, for he had
Dicrdre O'Farrell as guide. I'm afraid I knew what it

was to be jealous: and this new gnawing pa!a is perhaps

meant to be one of my punishments. Of course it's no
more than I deserve. But tluit Brian sliould be chosen as

the instrument, all unknowingly, and happily—that hurts!

It was just as we were close to Compiegne, not twenty

miuules (in motor talk) outside the town, that the "acci-

dent" happened.



ciiAin i:r XXII

^T FIRST it stvmed an ordinary, commonplace

Zjk awidciit. A loud report like a pistol shot: a fat

Jl. Jk tire down on our ear :
' liat was all.

We stopped, and the little taxi-cab, tajrsi; '
< ' Vliind

like a small <log after a big one, halted ip sympathy.

Julian OTarrell jum|)ed out to help Morel, our one-

legged chaufTeur, as he always dws if anything happens,

just to remind the Becketts how kind and indispensable

he is. We knew that we should be hung up for a good

twenty minutes, so the whole i)arty, with the exception of

IMother Beckett and me, deserted the cars. Brian was

with Dierdre. lie had no need of his sister; so I was friee

to stop with the little old lady, who whispered in my ear

that she was tired.

Father Beckett and Julian watched Morel, giving him a

word or a hand now and then. Dierdre and Brian saun-

tered away, deep in argument over Irish politics (it's

come to that between them: and Dierdreactually //.v/erjs to

Brian!). Mother Beckett drifted into talk of Jim, as she

loves to do with me, and I wandered, hand in hand with

her, back iiiio his childhood. Blue dusk was falling

like a rain of dead violets—just that peculiar, faded blue;

and as I was absorbed in the tale of a nursery fire (Jim,

at six, playing the hero) I had no eyes for scenery. I

was but vaguely aw\ire that not far off loomed a gateway.
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adorned with a figure of the Virgin. A curving avenue

led to shadowy, neglected lawns, dimly suggesting some

faded romance of history.

Presently, from between the open gates came a man in

khaki, accompanied by a tall, slim, and graceful dog. It

was he, not the man, that caught my eye and for an in-

stant snatched my thought from Little Boy Jim rescuing a

rocking-horse at the risk of his life. He was a police dog

with the dignity of a prince and the lightness of a plume.

"Lovely creature!" I said to myself, as he and the

khaki man swung toward us down the road. And I

wished that Brian could see him, for the dog Brian loved

and lost at the Front was a Belgian police dog.

Perhaps, Padre, Brian wrote you about his wonderful

pet, that he thought worthy to name after the dog-star

Sirius. I've forgotten to ask if he did write; but I seldom

had a letter from him from the trenches that didn't mention

Sirius. Everyone seemed to adore the dog, which developed

into a regimental mascot. What his early history was can

never be known: but Brian rescued him from a burning

chateau in Belgium, just as Jim rescued the rocking-horse

of Mother Beckett's nursery story, though with rather

more risk ! It was a chateau where some hidden tragedy

must have been enacted, because the Germans took pos-

session of it with the family still there—such of the

family as wasn't fighting: two young married women,

sisters, wives of brothers. But when the Germans ran

before the British, and fired the chateau as they went,

not a creature living or dead was left in the house—except

the dog—and nothing has ever been heard of the sisters.

The fire was raging so fiercely when Brian's regiment
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arrived that no one would have ventured into the house

if a dog hadn't been heard to howl. You know how Brian

loves dogs. When he found that the sound came from a

certain room on the ground floor, he determined to get in

somehow. Masses of ivy cloaked that side of the chateau.

It was beginning to crackle with fire tliat flamed out from

other windows, but Brian climbed the thick, rope-like

stems, hundreds of years old, and smashed his way through

the window. The room was filling with smoke. The

dog's voice was choked. Brian's eyes streamed, but he

wouldn't give up. Only by crawling along the floor under

the smoke curtain could he get at the dog. Somebody

had meant to murder the animal, for he had been chained

to the leg of a table.

Brian wrote that the dog realized his danger, and was

grateful as a human being to his rescuer. His worship of

Brian was pathetic. He seemed to care for no one else,

though he was too fine a gentleman not to be polite to all

—

all, that is, except Germans. They never dared let hira

loose when prisoners were about. The sight of a gray-

green uniform was to that dog what a red rag is to a bull.

For him some horrorwasassociated with it—a horror which

must remain a mystery for us.

The day Brian lost his eyesight he lost Sirius. When

he came back to consciousness, only to learn that he was

blind, his first thought was of his friend. No one knew

what had happened to the dog. The chances seemed to

be that the shell which had buried Brian had buried

Sirius, too; but Brian wouldn't believe this. Somehow the

dog would have contrived to escape. I had to promise

that, whenever I happened to sec a dark gray, almost black
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Belgian police dog of beautiful shape, I would call "Sirius"

to see if he answered.

More than once since this trip began I've called "Sir-

ius!" to police dogs, not knowing whether they were Bel-

gian, German, or Dutch, and they have answered only

with glances of superb . orn. This time I hesitated.

The mental picture I saw of myself—a vague young wo-
man, seated in an automobile stranded by the roadside,

trying to lure away the dog of a strange man—was dis-

concerting. While I debated whether to break my
promise or behave like a wild school girl, the animal

paused in his listless trot. He stopped, as if he'd been

struck by an unseen bullet, quivered all over, and shot

past us like a torpedo. A minute later I heard a tumultu-

ous barking—a barking as if the gates of a dog's heaven
had suddenly opened.

I sprang up in the car, and turning round, knelt on the

seat to see what was going on behind us. Far away were
Brian and Dierdre. And oh, Padre, I can never dislike

that girl again! I ai)ologize for everything I ever said

against her. She saw that great police dog making for

blind Brian. And you know, a police dog can lock for-

midable as a panther. She took no time to think, though
the idea might have sprung to her mind that the creature

was mad. She simply threw herself in front of Brian. It

was an offer of her life for his.

I could do nothing, of course. I was too far off. I'm
not a screaming girl, but I'm afraid I did give a shriek, for

Mother Beckett started up, and cried out: "What's the

matter?"

I didn't answer her. I hardly heard. I forgot everyone
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except Brian and that girl. It was only when the thing

was over, and we were all talking at once, that I realized

how the others had shared ir>y fright.

Perhaps Brian recognized the dog's bark at a distance,

for he says a dog's voice is individual as a man's. Or his

instinct—made magically keen by his blindness—told him

in a flash of inspiration what his eyes couldn't see. Any-

how, he knew that Dierdre was in danger, and almost flung

her behind him. He was just in time to save her from

being thrown down by the dog, who hurled himself like a

young avalanche at Brian. To those who had no clue

to the truth, it must have seemed that' the animal was

mar*. Julian, and Father Beckett, and the khaki man

u to the rescue, only to see the dog and Brian in

other's arms, the creature licking Brian's face,

\ ^ ig and crying at the same time—which you know.

Padre, a dog frantic with joy at sight of a long-lost master

can do perfectly well! It seems too melodramatic to

be true, but it is true: the dog was Sirius.

You'll think now that this is the "astonishin;^ thing"

which would—I said—have made this whole trip worth

while. But no: the thing I meant has little or nothing to

do with the L.iding of Sirius.

Even Motli«.- Beckett could sit still no longer. She

had to be helped oi of the car by me to join the group

round Brian and the dog. She took my arm, ond I

matched my steps to her tiny trot, though I pined to

sprint! We met Father Beckett coming back with apolo-

gies for his one minute of forgetfulness. The first time in

years, I should think, that he had forgotten his wife for

sixty whole seconds

!

:<t^
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"It's like something in a story or a play," he panted,

out of breath. "This is Brian's lost dog. You've heard

him talk of Sirius, my dear. There can be no doubt

it's flic same animal! The man who thought he was its

maKor admits that. And guess who he is—the man, not

the dog."

Mother Beckett reminded her husband that never had

she succeeded in a guess. But she was saved trying

by the arrival of the man in khaki who, having abandoned

his dog—or beinp abandcued by it—had followed Mr.

Beckett.

"Why, Jack CuHis /" gasped the little old lady. "It

can't be you!"

"I guess it's nobody else," laughed a soldierly fellow,

with the blackest eyes and whitest teeth imaginable.

"I'm doing the war for the New York Record—staying

here at the chateau of Royalieu with the British cor-

respondents for the French front."

I longed to get to Brian and be introduced to Sirius, but

Mother Beckett caught my arm. "Mary, dear," she

cooed, " I'd like you and Mr. Curtis to meet. Jack, this

is Miss O'Malley, who would have been our Jim's wife if

he'd lived. And Mary, this is one of Jim's classmates at

college; a very good friend."

The khaki young man (American khaki) held out his

hand and I put mine into it. 7Ie stared at me—a j leas-

ant, sympathetic, and not unadmiring stare—peering

nearsightedly through the twilight.

" So Jim found you again, after all ? " he asked, in a quiet,

low voice, not utterly unlike -Jim's own. Men of the

same university do speak alike all over the world.
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"I—don't quite understand," I stammered. When
any sudden question about Jim is flung at me before his

parents, I'm always a little scared

!

"Jim and I had a bet," Mr. Curtis explained, "that he

couldn't travel incog., through Europe for a given length

of time, in a big auto, doing himself well everywhere,

without his real name coming out. He won the bet, but

he told me—after he got over a bad dose cf typhoid—that

he'd lost the only girl he'd ever lo^ed or could love—lost

her through that da— that stupid bet. He described the

girl. I guess there aren't two of her on earth
!

"

"That's a mighty fine compliment, Molly!" said

Father Beckett.

Just then Brian called, and I wasn't sorry, for I couldn't

find the right answer for the man who had separated Jim
Beckett from mc. It was all I could do to get my breath.

"Why, of course, that's your brother! I might have

known by the likeness. Gee, but it's great about the dog!

No wonder it despised the name of 'Sherlock.' Rather a
come-down from a star! There's a big story in this.

Your party will have to dine with us correspondents, and
talk things over. The crowd will be delighted. Say
yes, Mrs. Beckett!

"

t heard no more, for I was on my way to Brian. But
by the time I'd thanked Dierdre, been slightly snubbed

by her, and successfully presented to Siri^.s, it was settled

that we should spend our evening at Royalieu with the

correspondents. The Beckett auto was ready, but the

dog's joy was too big for the biggest car, so Brian and I

walked to the chateau, and Jack Curtis with us, to ex-

change stories of le grand chien policier, late "Sherlock."
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Matching the new history on to the early mystery was

like fitting in the lost bits of a jigsaw puzzle—bits which,

when missing, left the picture void. Between Brian and

the war correspondent the pattern came to life: but

there's one piece in the middle which can never be re-

stored. Only one person could supply that: a German
ofBcer, and he is no longer in this world.

Jack Curtis found the police dog, badly wounded, at

a place near Paschendaele, where the Germans had tem-

porary headquarters and had been driven out after a

fierce struggle. One of the dog's legs was broken, and

blood had dried on his glossy coat, but he "registered

delight" (as moving picture people say) when he limped

out of a half-ruined house to welcome the rush of British

kliaki. The few inhabitants who had lived in the village

through the German occupation, knew the dog as "Sieg-

fried," to which name he had obstinately refused to

answer. His German master, a captain, whom he obeyed

sullenly, always dragged him about in leash, as he never

willingly kept at heel. Everyone wondered why the

officer, who was far from lenient with his men, showed

patience with the dog. But his orderly explained that

Captain von Busche had picked up the starving animal

weeks before, wandering about No Man's Land. The

creature was V'aluable, and his dislike of the gray-green

uniform had puzzled Von Busche. Ilis failure to win the

dog's affection piqued him, and in his blundering way
he persevered. The people of the village were more

successful. They made friends with "Siegfried," to

Von Busche's annoyance; and a day or two before the

hurried German retreat under bombardment, the dog
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was beaten for deserting his master to follow a little

boy. The boy, too, was punished for his "unpudence"

in calling the dog. People were indignant, and there

were secret murniurings about revenge.

That night, however. Fate took the matter in hand.

Precisely what happened '\ the bit that must remain

missing in the puzzle. The dog slept in the room with

his master, in a house wijere several young officers livctl

close to headquarters. All of them had been out playing

cards at a tavern. Von Busche returned earlier than the

rest. He was seen in the street the worse for drink. lie

went into the house, and must have gone to his room,

where the police dog had been shut up for hours in dis-

grace. A moment later there was a yell, then a gurgling

shriek. The neighbours listened—and shrugged their

shoulders. The parents of the child who had been beaten

by Von Busche lived next door. They heard sounds of a

scuffle; furniture falling; faint groans and deep growls.

Lips dared not speak, but eyes met and said: "The dog's

done what we couldn't do."

Silence had fallen long before Von Busche's fellow

officers came home; such silence as that town knew, where

bombardment ceased not by day or night. Before dawn,

a bomb fell on the roof of the house, which till then had

never been touched, and the officers all scuttled out to

save themselves; all but Von Busche. Whether in tlie

confusion he was forgotten, or whether it was thouglit

he had not come home, no one could tell. He was not

seen again till after the Germans had packed ur in haste

and decamped, which they did a few hours l-ite^ , leaving

the townsfolk to shelter in cellars. It was on'y when the

I
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British arrived, and Siegfried limped out from the bat-

tered house, that the dog's existence was recalled—and

the sounds in the night. Then the house was searched,

and Von Busche's body found, half buried under fallen

tiles and plaster. There were wounds in his throat,

however, not to be accounted for by tlie accident. The

dog's broken leg was also a mystery. "I had the poor

boy mended up by a jolly good surgeon," Jack Curtis

finished his story. "He's as sound as ever now. He

attached himself to me from the first, as if he knew he

had to thank me for his cure, but he wasn't enthusiastic.

I couldn't flatter myself that I was loved! I had the

idea I wasn't what he wanted—that he'd like to tell me

what he did want, and politely bid me good-bye for-

ever."

"You don't know where Von Busche got hold of the

dog, do you? " Brian asked.

"Only what his orderly told people, that it was in

Flanders, close to some ruined, burnt-up chateau that he

could hardly be forced to leave, though he was starving."

"I thought he'd get back there!" Brian said. "As

for Von Busche—I wonder—but no! If it had been he

the first time, would the dog have waited all those weeks

for his revenge?"
" I don't understand," said the war correspondent.

"I don't myself," answered Brian. "But maybe the

dog will manage to make me, some day. I was think-

ing—how I found him, tied to a table in a burning room.

If Von Busche But anyhow, Sirius, you're no assiis-

sin! At worst, you're an avenger."

The dog leaped upon Brian at sound of the remembered
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name. Odd that three of his names, chosen by different

men, should begin with " S "

!

He's going to be an exciting passenger for the Beckctts'

car I foresee. But Brian can make him do anything,

even to keeping quiet. And the trip can't go on a step

without him now

!

I felt that Jack Curtis had been lioping for a chance to

.speak with me alone—about Jim. But there was no such

chance then. We wore met by two of the British corre-

spondents, and a French officer with a very high and ancient

title, who was playing host (for France) to the newspaper

men in this old chateau, once a convent. You see, the

two cars had shot past as we walked; and by the time we

reached the door preparations were being made for an

impromptu party.

Never was a dinner so good, it seemed, and never w^as

talk so absorbing. Some of it concerned an arch of

honour or a statue to be placed over the spot where the

first men of the American army fell in France: at Bethel-

mont; some concerned a road whose constructon is being

planned—a sacred road through Belgium and France,

from the North Sea to Alsace; a road to lead pilgrims past

villages and towns destroyed by Germany. This, ac-

cording to the correspondents who were full of the idea,

doesn't mean that the devastation isn't ultimately to

be repaired. The proposal is. to leave in each martyred

place a memorial for the eyes of coming generations: a

ruined church; a burned chateau; the skeleton of an

hotel de ville, or a wrecked factory; a mute appeal to all

the world: "This was war, as the Germans made il.

In the midst of peace, Remember!"
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Beneath mj' interest in the t.ilk ran an undercurrent

of my own private thought, which was not of the future,

hut of the past. I'd begun to wonder why I had been

afraid of Jack Curtis. Instead of dreading words with

him alone, I wished for them now.

After dinner I had but a few min es to wait. VVhen

I'd refused coffee, he, too, refused, and made an excuse to

show me a room of which the correspondents were fond—

•

a room full of old trophies of the forest hunt.

"Did you notice at dinner how I kept trying to get

good look at your left hand? " Curtis asked.

"No," I answered, " I didn't notice that."

"I'm glad. I was scared you'd think me cheeky.

Yet I couldn't resist. I wanted to see whether Jim had

given you the ring."

"The ring? " I echoed.

"The ring of our bet, the year before the \\.tr: the bft

you knew about, th kept you two apart till Jim came
over to France this second time."

"Yes—I knew about the bet," I said, "but not the

ring. I—I haven't an engagement ring."

"Queer!" Jack Curtis puzzled out aloud. "It was a

race between Jim and me which should get that ring at an

antique shop, when we both heard of its history. He
could afford to bid higher, so he secured it. Not that he

was selfish! But he said he wanted the ring in case he

met his ideal and got engaged to her. If he'd lost the

bet the ring would have been mine. If he didn't give it

to you, I wonder what's become of the thing? Perhaps

his mother knows. Did she ever speak to you about

Jim bringing home a quaint old ring from France, that
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time after his fever—a ring supiwsod to have iM-longoti

to the most beautiful woman of her day, the ItaHun Coun-

tess CastigHone, whom Louis Napoleon loved?
"

"No," I said. "He can't have given the ring to his

mother, or she would have told me about it, I'm sure.

She's always talking of liim."

"Perhaps it was stolen or lost," Curtis reflected. "Yet

} don't feel as if that had happened, someliow! I trust

my feelings a good deal—especially since this war, tliat's

made us all a bit psychic—don't you?
"

"I have too many feelings to trust half of them I" I

tried to laugh.

"Have you ever had one, I wonder, hke mine, about

Jim ? Dare I sp>eak to you of this ? '

'

"Why not?"

"Well—I wouldn't dare to his mother. Or even to

the old man."

"You must speak now, please, Mr. Curtis, to me!"

"It's this; have you ever had the feeling that Jim may
be alive?"

We were standing. I caught at the back of a chair.

Things whirled for an instant Then I gathered my
wits together. "I haven't let myself feel it," I said.

"And yet, in a way, I always feel it. I mean, I seem to

feel—his thoughts round us. But that's because we speak

and think of him almost every moment of the day, his

father and mother and I. There can be no doubt

—

can there?"

"Others have come back from the dead since this war.

Why not Jim Beckett?"

"They said they had—found his body."
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"Oh, they said: vie nans i ^ lot of things. But

for the lord's sake. Mis-, O'Malicy, lon'i let's upset those

poor old people with any such hope. I ve only my feel-

ing—and other people's stories of escajK"— to go upon.

1 sfX)ke to you, because I guess yoii've got a stron-» soul,

and can stand shocks. Besides, you told rn" I must

speak. I had to obey
.

'

"Thank you for obiving," I ;jaid. And just then

someone came into the r: ou. .

Now, Padre, I have told you the f/reat thinq. What
does it matter what hapiKJUs tu me, if '>nly Jack Curiis's

"feeling" comes true?



CflX'TER XXIII

rIS two «lays smc( I wrote. Padre; and I have come

back t Compiefj; from u world of unnaturni sii» aoc

and de.-oi;ition. Day l>ef >re yr terday it v s Rove

and Nf^le; the Chuterui cf Ham. Iiissy, Chauny .d

Prince Eitcl Fried icls s pavilion. T< morrow we h(>f>

start for ^« )i»sons.

iesterday we retcMi. btt-a ' icr Beckett I
~-

shocking he uiiifiie. (Oh, it v is pathetic and 'nn\

what s?^'e sac when w slipp«*« ')a(:k into ( >n >ie ai

nigPt! " Isnt t a '"mfor* ".loily. to se« a

where there ' / hou>i's ") After Snis'.ion c shall

return to (;,.;

of the war on

Women aren'i ^

iintiah front, bi

r ad tiseu go to Am
oi ient who have 'h

tv= 'd, as a nili'. to see an;

it s just n.-*i«ib^ that F;

^!ith -ral

Mi

hir le

tt

-stir

1 get perrni" or: for his ^\ to venture

ancc. Of c »ursr. she ran -or thinks ss

witnout me!

We t<M)k still another road to Noyt)n (one must pass

through \oy<m goinj: toward the front, if one keeps

CompicMTne for one's headquarters) ann the slaughter of

trees was the wickedes we'd seen: a Iok^ n^ me of kind

giants murdered, and < hards on both d. of it. The
Germans, it seems, ha., circular saws, worked by motors,

on jsurpose to destroy the large trees in a hurry. They
241
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didn't protect their retreat by barring the road v'ith the

felled trunks. They left most of the martyrs standing,

their trunks so nearly sawed through that a wind would

have blown them down. The pursuing armies had to

finish the destruction to protect themsel/es. Farms

were exterminated all along the way; and little hamlets

—

nameless for us—wen. heaps of blackened brick and stone,

mercifully strewn with flowers like old altars to an un-

forgotten god.

Roye was the first big place on our road. It used to be

rich, and its 4,000 inhabitants traded in grain and sugar.

How the very name brought back our last spring joy in

reading news of the recapture! "Important Victory.

Roye Retaken." It was grandly impressive in ruin,

especially the old church of St. Pierre, whose immense,

graceful windows used to be jewelled with ancient glass

that people came from far away to see.

Jim had written his mother about that glass, conse-

quently she would get out of the car to climb (with my help

and her husband's) over a pile of fallen stones like a pet-

rified cataract, which leads painfully up to the desecrated

and pillaged high altar. I nearly sprained my ankle in

getting to one of *he windows, under v^hich my eyes had

caught the glint of a small, sparkling thing: but I had my
reward, for the sparkling thing was a lovely bit of sapphire-

blue glass from the robe of some saint, and the little lady

was grateful for the gift as if it had been a real jewel

—

indeed, more grateful. "I'll keep it with my souvenirs

of Jim," she said, "for his eyes have looked on it: and it's

just the colour of yours which he loved. He'd be pleased

that you found it for me." (Ah, if she knew! I can't

:^aBi
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help praying that she never may know, though such

prayers from me are almost sacrilege.)

A little farther on—as the motor, not the crow, flies—

we came to Nesle, or what once was Nesle. The ghost

of the twelfth -century church looms in skeleton form

above one more Pompeii among the many forced by the

Germans upon France: bu save for that towering relic

of the past there's little left of this brave town of the

Somme, which was historic before the thirteenth cen-

tury. It gave its name to a famous fighting family of

feudal days: and through the last heiress of the line—

a

beauty and a "catch"—a certain Seigneur de Nesle

became Regent of France, in the second Crusade of

Louis XII—"Saint Louis." Later ladies of the line

became dear friends of another Louis, fifteenth of the name,

who was never called saint. Not far from Nesle, Henry

V of England crossed the Somme and won the Battle of

Agincourt. But now, the greatest dramatic interest is

concentrated in the cemetery!

We had heard of it at Compiegne and the wild things

that had happened there: so after a loo«c at the ruined

church, and the once charming Place, we went straight

to the town burial-place, and our unoflacial guide was the

oldest man I ever saw. He had lurked rather than

lived, through months of German barbarity at Nesle,

guarding a bag of money he'd hidden underground. An

officer from Noyon was with us; but he had knowledge

of the ancient man—a great character—and bade him

tell us the tale of the graveyard. lie obeyed with

unction and with gestures like lightning as it flashes

across a night sky. The looks his old eyes darted
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forth as he talked might have struck a live German

dead.

"The animals! What do yon think they did when they

were masters here?" he snarled. "Ah, you do not know

the Boches as we learned to know them, so you would

never guess. They opened our tombs, the vaults of

distinguished families of France. They broke the coflBns

and stole the rings from skeleton fingers. They left the

bones of our ancestors, and of our friends whose living

faces we could remember, scattered over the ground, as

if to feed the dogs. In our empty coflBns they placed

their own dead. On the stone or marble of monuments

they cut away the names of those whose sacred sleep

they had disturbed. Instead, they inscribed the dis-

gusting names of their Boche generals and colonels.

Where they could not change the inscriptions they de-

stroyed the tombstones and set up others. You will

see them now. But wait—you have not heard all yet.

Far from that! When the Tommies came to Nesle

—

your English Tommies—they did n' t like what the Boches

had' done to our cemetery. They said things—strong

things! And while they were hot with anger they knocked

the hideous new monuments about. They could not

bear to see them mark the stolen graves. The little crosses

that showed where simple soldiers lay, those they did not

touch. It was only the officers' tombs they spoiled. I

will show you what they did."

W^e let him hobble ahead of us into the graveyard. He
led us past the long rows of low wooden crosses with

German names on them, the crosses with British

names— (good, sturdy British names: "Hardy,"
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"Kemp," "Logan," "Wilding," planted among flowers

of France)—and paused in the aristocratic corner of the

city of the dead. Once, this had been the last earthly

resting-place of old French families, or of the rich whose

relatives could afford expensive monuments. But the

war had changed all that. German names had replaced

the ancient French ones on the vaults, as German corpses

had replaced French bodies in the coffins. Stone and

marble monuments had been recarved, or new ones

raised. There were roughly cut figures of German colonels

and majors and captains. This rearrangement was what

the "Tommies" had "not liked." They liked it so little

that they chopped off stone noses and faces; they threw

red ink, brighter than blood, over carved German uni-

forms, and neatly chipped away the counterfeit present-

ment of iron crosses. In some cases, also, they purified

the vaults of German bones and gave back in exchange

such French ones as they found scattered. They wrote in

large letters on tombstones, " Boch no hon" and other

illiterate comments unflattering to the dead usurpers;

all of which, our old man esplainedv mightily endeared the

Atkinses to the returning inhabitants of Xesle.

"Those brave Tommies are gone now," he sighed, "but

they left their dead in our care. You see those flowers on

their graves? It is we who put them tli^re, and the

children lend tliem every day. If you come back next

year, it will be the same. We shall not forget."

"A great statesman paid us a visit not long after Nesle

was liberated," our officer guide took up the story. "He

had heard what the Tommies did, and he was not quite

sure if they were justified. 'After all, German or



246 E\1ERY^L\N'S LAND

m

not German, a tomb is a tomb, and the dead are dead,'

he argued. But when he saw the cemetery of another

place not far away, wherr the bodies of Frenchmen

—

yes, and women and Httle babies!—still lay where Ger-

mans had thrown them in stealing their graves, the grand

old man's blood rushed to his head. He was no longer

imcertain if the Tommies were right. He was certain

they had done well; and in his red rage he, with his own

hands, tore down thirty of the lying tombstones."

Oh, the silence of these dead towns that the Germans

have killed with bombs and burning! You know what it

is like. Padre, because you have passed behind the veil

and have knowledge beyond our dreaming: but to me

it is a triste rSvSlation. I never realized before what the

words "dead silence" could mean. It is a silence you

hear. It cries out as the loudest voice could not cry.

It makes you listen—listen for the pleasant, homely

sounds you've always associated with human habitations:

the laughter of girls, the shouts of schoolboys, the friendly

barking of dogs. But you listen in vain. You wonder

if you are deaf—if other people are hearing what you

cannot hear: and then you see on each face the same blank,

listening look that must be on your own. I think a

night at Chauny, or Jussy, might drive a weak woman

mad. But—I haven't come to Chauny or Jussy yet!

After Nesle we arrived at Ham, with its canal and its

green, surrounding marshes.

Ham has ceased to be silent. There are some houses

left, and to those houses people have come back. Shops

have reopened, as at Nuyon, where the French Govern-

ment has advanced money to the business men. We
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drove into the town of Ham (what is left of it!) just as

we were hating ourselves for being hungry. It is sordid

and dreadful to be hungry in the midst of one's rage and

grief and pitj'—to want to eat in a place like Ilam, where

one should wish to absorb nothing but history; yet our

oflBcer guide, who has helped make a good deal of history

since 1914, seemed to think lunching <iuite as important

as sightseeing. In a somewhat battered square, busy

with reopening shops (some of them most quaint shops,

with false hair as a favourite display!) was a hotel. The

Germans had lived in it for months. They had bullied

the very old, very vital landlady who welcomed us. Their

boots had worn holes in the stair carpet, going up and

down in a goose-step. Their elbow , had polished the

long table in the dining room, and—oh, horror!—their

mouths had drunk beer from glasses in which the good

wine of France was offered to us!

"Ah, but I have scrubbed the goblets since with a

fortune's worth of soda," the woman volubly explained.

"They are purified. If I could wash away as easily the

memories behind my eyes and in my ears! Of them

I cannot get rid. \Vhenever I see an automobile, yes,

even the most innocent automobile, I live again through

a certain scene! We had here at Ham an invalid woman,

whose husband the Boches took out and shot. When

she heard the news, she threw herself under one of their

military cars and was killed If a young girl passes my
windows (alas, it is seldom! the Germans know why)

I see once more a procession of girls lined up to send into

slavery. God knows where they arc now, lliosc children!

All we know is, that in this country there is not a gi'l

I

I

i I
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left of an age between twelve and twenty, unless she was

hidden or disguised when the Boches took their toll. If

I hear a sound of bells, I see our people being i>.orded into

church—our old, old church, with its proud monuments!

—so their houses might be burned before the Germans

had to run. They stayed in the church for days and

nights, waiting for the chateau to be blown up. What a

suspense! No one knew if the great shock, when it came,

might not kill everyone
!

"

As she exploded reminiscences, the old lady fed us

with ham and omelette salted with tears. We had to

eat, or hurt her feelings, but it was as if we swallowed

the poor creature's emotion with our food, and the eflfect

within was dynamic. I never had such a volcanic meal!

Our French officer was the only calm one among us, but

—he had been stationed in this liberated region for months.

It's an old story for him.

After luncheon we staggered away to see the great

sight of Ham, the fortress-chdteau which has given it

history and fame for centuries. The Germans blew up

the citadel out of sheer spite, as the vast pink pile long

ago ceased to be of military value. They wished to show

their power by ruining the future of the town, which

lived on its monument historique: but (as often happens

with their "frightfulness") that object was just the one

they failed in. I can't believe that the castle of Ham
was as striking in its untouched magnificence as now in

the rose-red splendour of its ruin

!

To be sure, the guardians can never again show pre-

cisely where Joan of Arc was imprisoned, or the rooms

where Louis Napoleon lived through his six years of
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captivity, or the little garden he used to cultivate, or the

way he passed to escape over the drawbridge, dressed as

a mason, with a plank on his shoulder. But the glorious

old tower or donjon still stands, one hundred feet high

and one hundred feet wide. German gunpowder was too

weak to bring it down, and so perhaps the prophecy of

the Comte de St. Pol, builder of the fortress, may be

fulfilled—that w v- France stands, the tower of Ham's

citadel will stand. Thousands more pilgrims will come

in a year, after the war, to see what the Germans did

and what they failed to do, than ever came in the mild,

prosperous days before 1914, when Ham's best history

was old. They will come and gaze at the massive bulk

—

red always as if reflecting sunset light—looming against

the blue; they will peer down into dusky dungeons imder-

ground: and the new guardian (a mutilated soldier he'll

be, perhaps, decorated with the croix de guerre) will

tell them about the girl of Ham who lured a German

oflBcer to a death-trap in a secret oubliette, "where 'tis

said his body lies to day." Then they will stand under

the celebrated old tree in the courtyard, unhurt by the

explosion, and take photographs of the chateau the Ger-

mans have unwittingly made more beautiful than be-

fore.

"Mon mieux'" was the motto St. Pol carved over the

gateway; "Our worst" is the taunt the Germans have flung.

But the combination of that best and worst is glorious to

the eye.

From Ham we spun on to Jussy, along the new white

road which is so amazing when one thinks that every

vard of it had to be created out of chaos a few months
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ago. (They say that some sort of surface was given for

the army to pass over in three days' work!) At Jussy we

came close to the real front—closer than we've been yet,

except when we went to the American trenches. The

first line was only three miles away, and the place is under

bombardment, but this was what our guide called a

"quiet day," so there was only an occasional mumble and

boom. The town was destroyed, wiped almost out

of existence, save for heaps of rubble which might have

been houses or hills. But there were things to be seen

which would have made Jussy worth a long journey. It

had been a prosperous place, with one of the biggest sugar

refineries in France, and the wrecked usine was as terrible

and thriUing as the moon seen through the biggest tele-

scope in the world.

Not that it looked like the moon, ic looked more Hke

a futurist sketch, in red and brown, of the heart of a

cyclone; or of the inside of a submarine that has rammed

a skeleton ship on the stocks. But the sight gave lu. the

same kind of icy suock I had when I first saw the moon's

ravaged face through a huge telescope. You took me.

Padre, so you'll remember.

If you came to Jussy, and didn't know about the war,

you'd think you had stumbled into hell—or else that you

were having a nightmare and couldn't wake up. I shall

never forget a brobdingnagian boiler as big as a battle

tank, that had rearrd itself on its hind-legs to peer through

a cheval do frise of writhing girders—tortured girders like

a vast wilderness of immense thorn bushes in a hopeless

tangle, or a pit of bloodstained snakes. The walls of the

usine have simply melted, and it's hard to realize that it



EVERYMAN'S LAND 251

as a building, put up by human Iiands for human uses, ever

existed. There is a new Jussy, though, created since the

German r? treat; and seeing it, you couldn't help know-

ing that there was a war! The whole landscape is fidl

of cannon, big and little and middle-sized. Queer mush-

room buildings have sprung up, for officers' and soldiers'

barracks and canteens. Narrow plank walks built high

above mud-level
—"duck boards," I think they're called

—

lead to the corrugated iron, tin, and wooden huts. There

are aerodromes and aerodromes like a vast circus encamp-

ment, where there are not cannon; and the greenish can-

vas roofs give the only bit of colour, as far as the eye can

see—unless one counts the soldiers' uniforms. All the

rest is gray as the desert before a dust-storm. Even

the sky, which had been blue and bright, wa^ gray over

Jussy, and the grayest of gray things were the immense

''saiirisses"—three or four of them—hanging low under

the clouds like advertisements of titanic potatoes, haugh-

tiest of war-time vegetables.

Dierdre O'Farrell inadvertently called the big bulks

" saucissons," which amused our oflBcer guide so much

that he laughed to tears. The rest of us were able to

raise only a faint smile, and we felt his disappointment at

our lack of humour.

"Ah, but it is most funny I" he said. "I will tell

everyone. In future they ^llall for us be 'saucissons* for-

ever. I suppose it is not so funny for you, because the

sight of these dead towns has made you sad. I am almost

afraid to take you on to Chaimy. You will be much
sadder there. Chauny is the sight most pitiful of all.

Would you perhaps wish to avoid it?

"
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"What about you, Mother? " Father Beckett wanted

to know.

But Mother had no wish to avoid Chauny. She was not

able to beUeve that anything could be sadder than Roye,

or Xesle, or Ham, or more grim than Jussy.

"He doesn't want to take us to Chauny," Brian whis-

pered to me. We were all grouped together near the

cars, with Sirius, a quiet, happy dog. "He's trying to

think up a new excuse to get out of it."

I glanced at our guide. It was like Brian to have

guessed what we hadn't seen! Now I was on the alert,

the clear-cut French face did look nonplussed; and a

nervous brown hand was tugging at a smart black mous-

tache.

" Is there any reason why you think it would be better

for us not to go there? " I decided to ask frankly.

"It's getting rather late," he suggested, in his precise

English. "You have also the Pavilion of Prince Eitel

Fritz before you. If it grows too dark, you cannot see

St. Quentin well, in the distance, and the glasses will be of

B' ' use for Soissons."

"But we're going to Soissons day after to-morrow!"

sa d Father Beckett.

And there'll be a moon presently," added Dierdre.

She had heard of the ruined convent at Chauny and was

determined not to miss it.

"Yes, there'll be a moon," reluctantly admitted Mon-

sieur le Lieutenant.
'* " Is there still another reason? " I tried to help him.

"Well, yes, there is one. Mademoiselle,'* he blurted

out. "I had meant not to mention it. But perhaps it
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is best to tell, and then yoii may all choose whether you

go to Chauny or not. There is a certain risk at this time

of day, or a little . iter. You know we arc close to the

front here, and em my aeroplanes fly nearly every after-

noon over Chauny toward dusk. They hoi)e to catch some

important personage, and they come expressly to 'spot'

automobiles. The road through the ruined town is

white and new, and the gray military cars in which we

bring visitors to the front stand out clearly, especially

as twilight falls. I'm afraid we have lingered toe long in

some of these places. If we were a party of men, I

should say nothing, but with three ladies—
—

"

"I can answer for all three, IVIonsicur," said Mother

Beckett, with a pathetically defiant till of her small chin.

"My son, you know, was a soldier. We have come to

this part of the world to see what we can do for the people

in honour of his memory. So we mustn't leave Chauny

out."

"Madame, there are no people there, for there are no

houses. There are but a few soldiers with an anti-air-

craft gun."

"We must see what can be done about building up

some of the houses so the people can come back," persisted

the old lady, with that gentle obst inacy of hers.

The French officer made no more objections; and know-

ing his wife, I suppose Father Beckett felt it useless to offer

any. We started at once for Chauny: in fact, we flew

along the road almost as fast—it seemed—as enemy

aeroplanes could fly along the sky if they pursued. But

we had a long respite still before twilight.



CHAPTER XXIV

OUR guide was ri^^lit. Chauny was sadder than the

I
rest, because tlierr had l)een more of beauty to

ruin. And it was ruined cruelly, com[)letely

!

Even Gerb6viller, in Lorraine, had been less sjid than

this—less sad bocause of Soeur Julie, and I lie quarter

on the hill which her devotion saved r less sad, because of

the American Red Cross reconstruction centre, for the

fruit trees. Here there had been no Soeur J-ilie, no re-

con^^truction centre yet. The Cermans, when they knew

they had to go, gave three weeks to their wrecking work.

They sent off, neatly packed, all fhat was worth sending

to Gorraany. They measured the cellars to see what

quantity of explosives would be needed to blow up the

houses. Tlien they blew them up, making their quarters

meanwhile at a safe distance, in the convent. As for that

convent—you will see what happened there when the

Boches had no further use for it

!

In happy days before the war, whose joys we took com-

fortably for granted, Chaunyhad se /eralchdteaux of beauty

and charm. It had pretty houses and lots of fine shops and

a park. It was proud of its mairie and church and great

usine (now a sight of horror), and the newer parts of the

town did honour to their architects. But—Chauny was

on the direct road between Cologne and Paris. Nobody

thought much about this fact then, except that it helped

254
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travel and so waa good for tl.e country. It is only now that

one knows what a price Chauny paid for the advantage.

Instead of a b«*autiful town there reuuiins a heap of cinders,

wilh here and there a wrecked facade of pit'iul gnwe or

broken dignity to tell where stood the proudest buildings.

T' " sky was empty of enemy 'planes; but oar guide

hurried through the town, where the new road shone

whitt in cimtrast with our cars; and having hidden the

autos u ^er a group of trees outside, led us on foot toward

the convent. The approach was exquisite: a long, long

avenue of architectural elms, arbour-like in shade, once

the fnvourite evening promenade of (?hauny. That

tunnel of emerald and gold would have been an interlude

of peace 1 etween two tragedies—tragedy of the town,

tragedy of the convent—if the ground hadn't been strew i

with torn paj)ers, like leaves scattered oy the wind: official

records flung out of strong boxes by ruthless German

hands, pooi remnants no longer of value, and saved from

destructit)ii only by the kindly trees, friends of happy

memories. "The Boches didn't take time to spoil this

avenue," said our filter. "They liked it while they lived

in the convent; and they left in a hurry."

Just beyond the ;;venue lies the convent garden; and

though it is autumn, when we stepped into that garden

we stepped into an oasis of oU-fushioned, fragrant flowers,

guarded by delicate trees, gentle as the vanished Sisters

and their flock of young girl pupils; sweet, small trees,

bending low as if to shield the garden's breast from harm.

I wish when Chauny is rebuilt this convent might be

left as a monument historique, for, ringed by its perfumed

pleasanee, it is a glimpse of "fairylands forlorn."
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One half believes there must have been some fairy charm

at work which kept the fire-breathing German dragon

from laying this ga-den waste when he was forced out

of his stolen lair in the convent! Little remains of the

house, and in the rubbish heap of fallen walls and beams

and plaster, narrow iroii bedsteads, where nuns slept or

young girls dreamed, perch timidly among stones and

blackened bricks. But in the garden all is flowery peace:

and the chapel, though ruined, is a strange vision of beauty

framed in horror.

Not that the Germans were merciful there. They

burned and blew up all that would burn or blow up. The

roof fell, and heaped the floor with wreckage; but out of

that wreckage, as out of a troubled sea, rise two figures:

St. Joseph, and an almost life-size, painted statue of the

Virgin. There the two stand firmly on their pedestals,

their faces raised to God's roof of blue, which never fails.

Because their eyes are lifted, they do not see the flotsam

and jetsam of shattered stained glass, burnt woodwork,

smashed benches, broken picture-frames and torn, rain-

blurred portraits of lesser saints. They seem to think

only of heaven.

Though I'm not a Catholic, the chapel gave me such a

sense of sacredness and benediction that I felt T must be

there alone, if only for a moment. So when our ofiicer led

the others out I stayed behind. A clear ray of late

sunshine slanted through a broken window set high in a

side wall, to stream full upon the face of the Virtpn. Some-

one had crowned her with a wreath of fresh flowers, and

had thrust a few white roses under the folded hands which

seem-'d io clasp them lovingly, with a prayer for the peace
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of the world. The dazzling radiance brought face

and figure to life; and it was as if a living woman had

taken the statue's place on the pedestal. The effect was so

startling that, if I were a Catholic. I might have believed

in a miracle. Protestant as I am, I hacl the impulse to

pray: but—(I don't know, Padre, if I have ever told you

this)—I've not dared to pray properly since I first stole the

Becketts' love for Brian and me. I've not dared, though

never in my life have I so needed and longed for prayer.

This time I couldn't resist, unworthy as I am. The

smile of peace and pardon on the statue's illumined face

seemed to make all sin forgivable in this haunt of holy

dreams. "God forgive me, and show ine how to atone,"

I sent my plea skyward. Suddenly the conviction came

that I should be shown a way of atonement, though it

might be hard. I felt lighter of heart, and went on to

pray that Jack Curtis's hope might be justified: that, no

matter what happened to me, or even to Brian, Jim

Beckett might be alive, in this world, and come back

safely to his parents.

While I prayed, a sound disturbed the deep silence. It

was a far-away sound, but quickly it grew louder and drew

nearer: at first a buzzing as of all the bees in France

mobilized in a bee-barrage. Then the buzzing became a

I knew directly what it was : enemy aeroplanes.roar.

I could not see them yet, but they must be close. If

they were flying very low, to search Chauny for visitors, I

might be seen if I moved. Those in the garden were bet-

ter off than I, for they were screened by the trees, but

trying to join them I might attract attention to myself.

As I thought this, I wondered why I didn't decide upon
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the thing most likely to solve all my problems at once.

U 1 were killed, Brian would grieve: but he had the

Becketts to love and care for him, and—^he had Dierdre:

no use disguising that fact from my intelligence, after

the episode of the dog! What a chance for me to dis-

appear, '..aving done for Brian all I could do! Oh, why
didn't I add another prayer to my last, and beg God
to let me die that minute?

I'll tell you why I did not pray this, Padre, and why,
instead of trying to expose my life, I wished—almost

unconsciously—to save it. I hardly realized why then,

but I do realize now. It is different in these days from
that night in Paris, when I wished I might be nm over

by a motor-car. At that time I should have been glad

to die. Now I cling to life—not just because I'm young
and strong, and people call me beautiful, but because I

feel I must stay in the world to see what happens next.

I kept as still as a frightened mouse. I didn't move. I

scarcely breathed. Presently an aeroplane sailed into

sight directly overhead, and flying so low that I could

make out its iron cross, exactly like photographs I'd seen.

Whether the men in it could see me or not I can't tell; but
if they could, perhaps they mistook me for one of the

statues they knew existed in the ruined chapel, and thought

I wasn't worth bombing.

In that case it was St. Joseph and the Virgin who pro-

tected me

!

In a second the big bird of prey had swept on. I was
sick with fear for a moment lest it should drop an "egg" on
to the garden, and kill Brian or the Becketts, or the

lieut'.'nant who had wished to spare us this danger. Even
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the O'Farrells I didn't want hurt; and I was pleased to

find out that about myself, because they are a far more

constant danger for me than all the aeroplanes along

the German front; and when I came face to face with

realities in my own soul, I might have discovered a wicked

desire for them to be out of the way at any price. But

since Dierdre proved herself ready to die for Brian, I do

admire if I don't like her. As for Julian—would it be

possible, Padre, to miss a person you almost hate? Any-

how, when I tried to imagine how I should feel if I went

back to the garden and saw him dead, I grew quite giddy

and ill. How queer we are, we human things!

But no one was hurt. The whole party hid under the

trees; and as the cars were also hidden at a distance, the

German fliers turned tail, disappointed; besides, the anti-

aircraft gun which we'd been told about, and had seen

on our way to the convent, was potting away like mad, so it

wasn't healthful for aeroplanes to linger merely *'on spec."

Mother Beckett was pale and trembling a little, but she

said that she had been too anxious about me, in my ab-

sence, to think of herself, which was perhaps a good thing.

I noticed, when I Joined them in the garden, after the roar

had changed again to a buzz, that Dierdre stood close to

Brian, and that his hand was on her shoulder, her hand on

Sirius's beautiful head. Yet I felt too strangely happy

to be jealous. I suppose it must have been through my
prayer— or the answer to it.

'. 11

When all was clear and the danger over (our guide said

that the "birds" never made more than one tour of in-
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spection in an afternoon) we started oflF again. Father

Beckett suggested that his wife had better go honj^ and

rest, but she wouldn't h r of it. And when we reached

a turning of the road which would lead us to Coucy-le

Ch&teau, it was she who begged our lieutenant to let us

run along that way, "just far enough for a glimpse, a

tiny glimpse."

"My son wrote me it was the most wonderful old

chateau in France," she pleaded. "I've got in my pocket

now a snapshot he sent me."
The Frenchman couldn't resist. You know bow charm-

ing the French are to old ladies. "It isn't as safe as—as the

Bank of England!" he laughed. "Sometimes they keep

this road rather hot. But to-day, I have told you, things

are quiet all along. We will take what Madame calls a

tiny glimpse."

Orders were given to our chauffeur. Brian was with

the O'Farrells, coming on behind, and of course the Red
Cross taxi followed at our heels like a faithful dachshund.

Our big car flew swiftly, and the little one did its jolting

best to keep up the pace, for lime wouldn't wait for us

—

and these autumn days are cutting themselves short.

Presently we saw a thing which proved that the road

was indeed "hot" sometimes: a neat, round shell-hole,

which looked ominously new! We swung past it with a

bump, and flashed into siglit of a ruin which dwarfed all

others we had seen—yes, dwarfed even cathedrals! A
long line of ramparts rising from a high headland of gray-

white chalk-ramparts crowned with broken, round

towers, which the sun was painting witli heraldic gold: the

stump of a tremendous keep that reared its bulk like a
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giant in his death struggle, for a last look over his shield of

shattered walls. This was what German mailce had

made of Coucy, pride of France, architectixral master-

piece of feudal times

!

"This is as far as I dare go!" our lieutenant said, with a

brusque gesture which bade the chauffeur stof). But

before the car turned, he gave us a moment to take in

the picture of grandeur and unforgivable cruelty. Yes,

unforgivable! for you know. Padre, there was no military

motive in the destruction. The only object was to de-

prive France forever of the noblest of her castles, which

has helped in the making of her history since a bishop of

Rheims began to build it in 9-20.

m

"Roinesuis

Ne prince, ne due, ne comte aussy.

Je suys le Sire de Coucy."

:'^:f!^.^

The beautiful old boast in beautiful old French sang in

my head as I gazed through tears at the new ruin of

ancient grandeur.

Some of those haughty Sires de Coucy may have

deserved to have their stronghold destroyed, for they

seem—most of them—to have been as bad as they were

vain. I remember there was one, in the days of Louis

Xn, who punished three little boys for killing a few

rabbits in his j)ark, by ordering the children to be hanged

on the si)ot; and St. Louis was so angry on hearing of the

crime that he wished to hang the Sire de Coucy on the

same tree. There were others I've read of, just as v/icked

and high-handed: but their castle was not to blame for

i

>•»
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its master's crimes! Besides, the last of the proud

Enguerrands and Thomases and Raouls, Seigneurs of the

line, was son-in-law to Edward III of England; so all their

sins were expiated long ago.

"The Boches were jealous of oiu* Coucy," said the

Frenchman, with a sigh. "They have nothing to com-

pare with it on their side of the Rhine. If they could have

packed up the chfiteau and carted it across the frontier

they would—if it had taken three years. As they couldn't

do that, they did what Cardinal Mazarin wasn't able to

do with hLs picked engineers; they blew it up with high

explosives. But all they could steal they stole: carvings

and historic furniture. You know there was a room the

guardian used to show before the war—the room where

Cesar de Bourbon was born, the son of Henri Quatre of

Navarre and Gabrielle d'Estrees? That room the Boches

emptied when they first came in August, 1914. Not a

piece of rich tapestry, not a suit of armour, not even a

chair, or a table, or lamp did they leave. Everything

was sent to Germany. But we believe we shall get it

all again some day. And now we must go, for the Boches

shell this road whenever they think of it, or have nothing

better to do!"

The signal was given. We turned and tore along the

road by which we'd come, our backs feeling rather sen-

sitive and exposed to chance German bombs, until we'd

got round the corner to a "safe section." Our way led

through a pitiful country of crippled trees to a curious

round hill. A little castle or miniature fortress must
have crowTied it once, for the height was entirely circled

by an ancient moat. On top of this green mound Prince
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Eitel Fritz built for himself the imitation shooting-lodge

which was our goal and viewpoint. And, Padre, there

can't be another such German-looking spot in martyred

France as he has made of the insulted hillock

!

I don't know how many fair young birch trees he

sacrificed to build a sununcr-house for himself and his

staff to drink beer in, and gaze over the country, at

St. Quentin, at Soissons and a hundred oonouered towDS

and villages! Now he's obliged to look f'-ora St. Quentin

at the summer-house—and liovy we pray that it may not

be for long!

Over one door of the building a pair of crossed swords

carved heavily in wood form a stolid German decoration;

and still more maddeningly German are the seats outside

the house, made of cement and shaped like toadstools. la

the sitting room are rough chairs, and a big table so

stained with wine and beer that I could almost see the fat

figures of the prince and his friends grouped round it, with

cheers for " Wein, Weib, und Gesang."

Close down below us, in sloping green meadows, a lot of

war-worn horses en permission were grazing peacefully.

Our guide said that some were "Americans," and I

fancied them dreaming of Kentucky grasslands, or the

desert herbs of the Far West, which they will never taste

again. Also I yearned sorrowfully over the weary crea-

tures that had done their "bit" without any incentive,

without much praise or glory, and that would presently go

back to do it all over again, intil they died or we e finally

disabled. I remembered a cavalry-man I nursed in our

Hopital dcs Epidemics telling me how brave horses are.

"The only trouble with them in battle," he said, "is when

/ i *
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their riders are killed, to make them fall out of line.

They ivill keep their places
!

"

Both Father Beckett and the French officer had field-

glasses, but we hardly needed them for St. Quentin. Far

away across a plain slowly turning from bright blue-green

to dim green-blue in the twilight, we saw a dream town

built of violet shadows—Marie Stuart's dowry town.

Its purple roofs and the dominating towers of its great

collegiate church were ethereal as a mirage, yet delijately

clear, and so beautiful, rising from the river-bank, that I

shuddered to think of the French guns, forced to break

the heart of Faidherbe's brave city.

It was a time of day to call back the past, I'or in the

falling dusk modern things and old things blended lov-

ingly together. For all one could see of detail, nothing

had changed much since the plain of Picardy was the

great Merovingian centre of France, the gateway through

which the English marched, and went away never lo return

until they came as friends. Still less had the scene changed

since the brave days when Marguerite de Valoi^ ode

througli Picardy with her band of lovely ladies and gallant

gentlemen. It was summer when she travelled; but on

just such an evening of blue twilight and silv< .• moonshine

might she have had her pretended carriage accident at

Catelct, as an excuse to disap[)oint the Bishop of Cambrai.

and meet the man best loved of all her lovers. Due Henri de

Guise. It was just tlien he had got the wound which gave

him his scar and his nickname »>f " Lf Balafrc"; and she

would have been all the more anxious not to miss her hero.

I thought of that adventure, because of t lie picture Brian

painted of the Queen on her journey, the only one of his
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which has been hung in the Academy, you know. Padre;

and / sat for Marguerite. Vot that I'm her type at all,

judging from portraits! However, I fancied myself in-

tensely in the finished picture, and used to hope I should

be recognized when I strolled into the Academy. But
I never was.

Looking down over the plain of Picardy, I pretended to

myself that I could see the Queen's procession: Marguerite

(looking 9'- much as possible like me!) in her gold and crys-

tal coach, ined with rose-coloured Spanish velvet, jewel-

broidered vhe gentlemen outriders trying to stare through

the thick panes obscured with designs and mottoes

concerning the sun and its influence upon human fate; the

high-born gj»-ls chattering to each other from their em-
brc'dered Spanish saddles, as they rode on white pal-

freys, trailing after the glittering coach; and the dust

rising like smoke from wheels of jolting chariots which
held the elder women of the Court.

Oh, those were great days, the days of Henry of Navarre
and his naughty wife! But, after all, there wasn't as

much chivalry and real romance in Picardy then, or in

the time of St. Quentin himself, as war has broujrht back
to it now. No deeds we can find in history equal the

deed > of to-day

!

r

We got lost going home, somehow taking the wrong road,

straying into a wood, plunging and bumping down and
down over fearful roads, and landing—by what might
have been a bad accident—in a deep ravine almost too

strange to be true.
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Even our French officer couldn't make out what had

happened to us, or whither we'd wandered, until we'd

stopped, and our blaze of acetylene had lighted up a series

of fantastic caverns in the rock (caverns improved up to

date by German cement) and in front of that honeycombed

gray wall a flat, grassy lawn that was a graveyard.

*'Mon Dieu, cest le Ravin de Bitry /" he c":ed. "Let us

get out of it! I would never have brought you here of

my own free will."

"But why—vvhy?" I insisted. "It isn't the only

graveyard we have seen, alas! and there are only French

names on the little crosses."

" I know," he said. "After w • cli.ased the Germans out

of this hole, we lived here ourselves, in their < aves—and

died here, as you see. Mademoiselle. But the place is

haunted, and not by spirits of the dead—worse! Put on

your hats again. Messieurs! The dead will forgive you.

And, ladies, wrap veils over your faces. If it were not so

late, you would already know why. But the noise of our

autos, and the lights may stir up those ghosts
!

"

Then, in an instant, before the cars could turn, we did

know why. Flies! . . . .such flics as I had never

seen . . . nightmare flies. They rose from every-

where, in a thick bUick cloud, like the plague •' F ypt.

They were in thousands. They were big as bee^. They

dropped on us like a black jelly falHng out of a mould.

They sat all over us. It was only when our cars had

swayed and stumbled up again, over that awful road,

out of the haunted hole in the deep woods, and risen into

frc^ih, moving air, that the horde deserted ns. Julian

O'Farrell had his hands bitten, and dear Mother Beckett

••St'
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was badly stunj? on the throat. Horrible! ... I

don't think I could have slept fit ni^ht for thinking of the

Ravin de Bitry, if we hadn't hud such a refreshing run

home that the impression of tlie lost, dark plat« was puri-

fied Jiway.

Forest fragrance sprayed into our faces like perfume

from a vaporizer. We seemed to puss through endless

halls supported by white marble pillars, which were really

spaces between trees, magically transformed by our

blazing headlight. Always in front of us iiovered an

archway of frosted silver, moving as we moved, like a

pale, elusive rainbow; and when we put on extra sj)eed

for a long, straight stretch, poplars carelessly siiared by

the Boches spouted up on either side of us likr geysers.

Then, suddenly, across a stretch of blackness palely shone

Compiegne, as Venice shines across the dark lagoon.
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CHAPTER XX\^

IITTLE did I think, Padro, to write you from Soissons!

Whon last I si)oko to you about it, we were

~J f,'azing tlirough field-glasses at the single tower of

I he cathedral, pointing out of purple shadows toward the

evening star of hope. Then we lost ourselves in the

Ravin de Bitry, and arrived thankfully at Compitgne

two hours later than we had planned. We expected to

have part of a day at Soissons, hut—I told you of the

dreadful flies in that ravine of death, and how Mother

Beckett was stung ou the throat. The next day she had

a headache, but took asi)irin, and pronounced her.self

well enough for ihe trii) to Soissons. Father Beckett let

her go, because he's in the habit of letting her do whatever

she wants to do, fancying (and she fancies it, too) that he

is master. You .see, we thought it wa,s only a fatigue-

headache. Foolishiy, we didn't connect it with the

sting, for Julian O'Farrell was bitten, too, and didn't

complain at all.

Well, we set out for Soissons yesterday morning (I write

again at night) leaving all our luggage at the hotel in

Compiegne. It was quite a safe and uneventful nm, for

the Germans stopped shelling Soissons temporarily some

time ago, when they were obliged to devote their whole

attention to other places. The road was good, and the

day a dream of Indian summer, when war seemed more
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than .wer out of place in s.kU a Nvorld. If Mother lieek't I

looked ill, >ve didn". notice, be.au.e she wore her du>l-

veil The .an.e ..(lieer was with us who'd been our guide

last time, and we felt like friends, as he explained, with

those vivid gestures Frenehinen have, just how the

Germans in September, 101 ! luarehed from La<.n up..a

Soissons-niarehed fast, singing, yelling, wild to lake a

citv so important that the world would b«> impressc>d.

Why, it would be-they thought-as if the whole lle-de-

France were in their grasi.! The next step wor.ld be to

Paris, goal of all Germanic invasit)ns since Attila.

It's an engaging habit of ^lolher Beckelfs to punctuate

excitin- stories like this with little soft sighs of sympathy:

but the graphic war descriptions given by our lieutenant

left her cold. Even when we came into the town, and

beran to go round it in the car, she wa-- heavily silent, not

an'exclamation! And we ought to have reah/.ed that

this was strange, because Soissons nowadaNs is a sight to

strike the heart a hammer-blow.

Of course the place isn't old<T Mian Rheinis. It s of the

same time and the same signiticance. But its face looks

older in ruin-such features as haven't been battened out

of shape. There's the wonderful St. Jean-des-\ ,,nes,

which should have interested the little lady, b.-cause the

great namesake of her family St. Thomas a Beckett, lived

there, when it was one of Soissons' four famous abbeys

There's the church of St. Leger, and the grand old gates o

St Medard, to say nothing of the cathedral itself. And

then there's the history, which goes back to the Suessiones

who owned twelve towns, and had a king whose power

carried across the sea, all the way to Britain. If Mother
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Bcckctt doesn't know much about lii>tory, she loves

heini^in the midst of it, and hca^-ing talk of it. IJut wlien

our Frenchman toki us a story of her latest fuvoi;rit<s King

C'k)vis, .-he had the air of being asleej) behind her thick

blue veil. If was quite a good story, too, about a gold

vase and a bishop. The gold vase had been stolen in the

sack of tlie cliurches, after tlie battle of Soissons, when

Ilonian rule was cndetl in trance. St. Renii begged

( lo\is to give the va^e back. But the booty was being

divided, and the soldier who had the vase refused to sur-

render it to a mere mon;ireh. "^'ou'll get what your

lu( k brings you. like the rest of us!" said he, striking the

vase so hard willi his ])attle-axo that it was dented, and

its beauty spoiled. Clovis swallowed the insult, that

l)eing tlie day of soldiers, not of king-: but he didn't for-

get; and he kept watch upon the man. A year later, to

the day, the excuse he'tl wailed for came. The soldier's

armour v,as dirty, on review; Clovis had the right as a

general to reproach and punish liim, so snatching the man's

battle-axe, the king crushed in the soldier's head. "I

do to you with the same weapon what you did to the gold

vase at Soissons
!

" he said.

It wasn't until we had seen c\erylhing, and had spent

over an hour looking at the martyred cathedral, from

every point of view, inside and out, that Mother Beckett

confessed her snlfering. "Oh, Molly!" she gasped,

leaning on my :irm, ""I'm so glad there's only (Uic tower,

and not two! That is, I'm glad, as it was always like that,

"Why," I exclaimed, "how odd of you, dearest! I

know it's considered one of the best cathedrals in France,

though it isn't a museum of sculpture, like Rheixns. But
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the single tower worries me, it looks so unfinished. I'm

not clad there's only one
!

"

"You would Ix- if you felt like I do," she n.oaned.

"If then- was another tower, we'd have to spend double

time looking at it, and in five minutes more I should have

to fain)
• Oh no, I've stood everything so far, not lo dis-

ai,iK>inlanyone,but
Ico»W/<'<seeanotherUnver!"

With that, she did faint, or nearly, then eame to herself,

and apologized for l>othering us! Father IJeekett hard y

spoke, but his face wa. gray-white with fear, and he held

the fragile creature in his arms as if she were his last Imk

with the life of this world.

We got her kick into the car; and the man who had

shown us the cathedral said that there was an hotel witlnu

five minutes' motoring distance. It was not first rate, he

explaine.1, but oflieers messed there and occasionally

wive, and mothers of oiiieers stayed there. He thought

wc mi-ht be taken in and made fairly comfortable; and

to be sure w( didn't miss the house, he rode on the step of

the car, to show us the way.

It was a sad wav, for we had to pas. hill.)eks of plaster

and stone which had once been streets, but we had eyes

onlv for M.^ther Beckett's face, Father Ikvkett and I:

and even Brian seemed to look at her. Sinus, too, for

he would not go inio the Red Cross taxi with the others-

Brian, whom in most things the dog obeys w.lh a pathetic

ca-erness. couldn't gel him to do IIk.I: and when I said

"Oh, his eves are tragic. He thinks you're -.mg to send

him awav,^ never to see you againl" lirian didn't m ist.

So the dog sal sfiueezed in among us. knowing jjerfeetly

well that we were anxious about the little lady who patted
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him so often, and iinpalriolically saved liiin lump<5 of sugar.

lie licked lier small finf-ers, clasped by her husband, and

altractinir Mother Beckett's attention perhaps kept her

from faint int: again.

Well, we got to the hotel, which was really more of a

prnsion than an hotel, and Madame Bornier, tiie elderly

woman in deep mourning who was la patromic, was kind

and helpful. Her l)est room had been made ready for

the wife of an officer just coming out of hosjiital, but

there would be time to jirepare another. Our dear invalid

was carried upstairs in her husband's arms, and I put her

to bed while a doctor was sent for. Of course, we had no

permission to spend a night at Soissons, but I began to-

foresec that we should have to stay unless we were turned

out by the military authorities.

When the doctor came—a medecin major fetched from

a hospitiil by our officer-guide—he said that Madame was

suffering from malarial symptoms; slie nmst have been

poisoned. So then of course we remembered the sting on

her throat. He examined it, looked rather grave, and

warned Father Beckett that Madame sn fcmmc would not

be able to travel that day. She had a high temperature,

and at best must ha\e a day or two of repose, Avith no food

save a Httlc boiltxi milk.

Soissons seemed tl:e last place in France to hope for

milk of any descrii)tion, but the doctor promised it from

the hospital if it couldn't J)e got elsewhere, and added witii

pride that Soissons was not without resources. "When
the Germans came three years ago," he said, "most of

the inhabitants had fled, taking what they could carry.

Only seven hundred souls were left, out of fifteen thousand.
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but many liavc come hack: we have more than l«o

thoasaml now, and some of them beliaved Hke heroes ai.d

licroinos. Oh yes, we may ahnost say that Hfc goes on

normahy! You shall have all the milk you need for

Madame."

^Mien she had taken some medleine, and siTiilcd at hun

Father Beckett left his wife in my care, and rushed off to

arrange about i)ermission to stop. Tlu' medecin major

and our officer-guide were useful. After telephoning fr:)m

the military hospital to headquarters, everything was

arranged; and we were authorized to remain in Soissons,

at our own risk and peril. Madame Pornier prepared

rooms for us all; but there weren't enough to go round,

so Brian and Julian OTarrcll were put together, and

Dierdre and I ! (She, by the way, is in bed at this moment,

whether asleep or not I don't know; but if not she is pre-

tending. Her lashes are very long, and she looks prettier

than I ever saw her look before. But that may k>e because

I like her better. I told you, that after what she did for

Brian I could never dislike that girl again: but there has

been another incident since then, about which I will tell

you to-morrow. You know, I'm not easily tired, but this

is our second nigl.t at Soissons. 1 sat up all la 4 night

with Mother Beckett, and oh, how glad I was, Pach-e, that

Fate had forced u e to train as a nurse! I've been glad-

thankful—ever since the war: but this is the first lime my

gladness has been so personal. Brian's illness was m

hopiUd. I could do nothing for him. But you can

hardly thu k what it Las meant to me, to know that I've

been of real use to this dear woman, that I've been able to

spare her suffering. Before, I had no right to her love.
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I'd stolen it. Now, maybe I am be<,Mnnin}? to earn a little

of the .1 ITeefion wliieli she and Father Beekett j^ive me.

I was all "keyed up" wlien I he^an to write to you

to-nis^ht Padre; hut I was supposed to spend my three

hours "ofl"' in sleep. One hour is <,'one. Even if I

can't sleej), I shall pass the other two trying to rest, ill

uiy narrow bed, which is close to Dierdre's.
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TUTS is tlie tu>\t (lay. Mot Ik- BeckoU Is lictU-r,

and ^^•o liccn praisod by Hie inrdcrhi major for

'•• Mursing. We've got our luggage from

id may be here for days. We sliall miss the

ravelling to Amiens with tlie war corre-

who mst go without us, and we women will

get no glimpse ot the British fnmt!

Ni,\y I'm going to tell you about the incident which has

made me almost love Dienlre O'Farrell-a mira<-le, it

would have seemed two weeks ago, wh.en my be4 mental

pet name for her was ''little cat!

Wlu-n I wrote last nii^it, I mentioned that the room

Mother Heckett has in this little hotel had l)een intended

for the wife of a French oilicer coming out of hospital.

Another roo.n was pn>par<-d for that lady, and it hu,.pened

to be the one next door to Mother Beckett's. Through the

thin partition wall I hcanl voices, a man's and a M-omairs,

talking in French. I couldn't niake out the words -in

fact. I tried not to! -but the woman's tones were soft

and sweet as the coo of a dove. I pictured her beautiful

and young, and I was sure from her way of speaking thn^

she adored her husband. The two come into my story

presently, but 1 mink it should bcgii with a walk that

Brian and Dicrdre (and Sirius, of course) took together.

With me shut up in ^lother I'.eckett's room, my blind

275



27G EVERYMAN'S LAND

brother and Julian O'Fa. ell's sister v-cn^ thrown more

closely together even than before. J'ni sure Julian saw ?i>

that, eliminating himself as he couldn't do when travelling

all three in the Ued Cross taxi! Perhaps Dierdre and

Brian had never been alone in caeh i>llier*s eomjiany so

long; and IJrian lound the chance he'd wished for, to get

at the rt'a/ girl, I chind her sulky "camouflage."

He has rejx'aled the whole conversation to me, Ijccause

he wanted me to know Dierdre as he has learned to know

her; and I shall write everything down as I remember it,

tliough the words mayn't be precisely right. Never was

there any one like Brian for drawing out confidences from

shut-up souls (except i/uu, Padre!) if he chooses to open

his own soul, for that end; and apparently he thought it

worth while in the case of Dierdre. He began by telling

her thimrs about hiinselt—his old hopes and ambitions

and the change in them since his blindness. lie confessed

to the girl (as he confessed to me long ago) how at first he

wished desperately to die, becatisc lift; without eyesight

wasn't life. He has so loved colour, and beauty, ana

success in his work had been so close, tliat he felt he

couldn't endure blindness.

"I came near l)cing a coward," "le said. "A man who
puts an end to his life because he's afraid to face it is a

coward. So I tried to see if I could readjust the balance.

1 fell back on my imagination—and it saved me. Im-

agination was always my best friend! It 'ook me l)y the

hand and led me into a garden—a secret sort of garden

that belongs to the !)lind, and to no one else. It's the

place where the .spir' of colour and the spirits of flowers

live »!•' spirit of music, too—and all sorts of beautiful
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striinjro tliin<:;s wliirli prnpU- wlio'v.- lu-vcr hwn l)lii\<l <aii't

^.,. _<,r even lu'ur. They're n(»l. '//zZ/if/.s-,' cxiul !y. They're

more like the reality i)eliiti.l Ihe thiiij^'s: (lod's thou-hts

of thinj^'s as they should bcbefore lie created them; artists'

thouflhls of their pictures; musicians' ihou'^'lils of 'heir

eompositions—all better than the thin-; resnltin- from the

thoujjhts. Nothing in the outside world is as wonderful as

what f^rows in 'lu-t garden! I eouMa't ,t,'o on heinj,' un-

happy there, ."'jhody could—onee he'-l found the way in."

"It must he hard findinj: the way in!" Dierdre said.

"It is at first—alone, without help. That's why, if I

ean, I want to help my fellow blind men to {.'et there."

"Only men? Not women, too?

"

"I've never met a blind woman. Probably I never

shall."

"You're talking to one this minute! Wlien I'm with

you, I always feel as if 1 vere blind, anti you could sec."

"You're unjust to yourself."

"Xo, but I'm unjust to you- I mean, I have been. I

must tell you before we go on, because you're too kind,

t«x) generous. I'm blind about lots of thin.<^s, but I .io

.see that, now. I see how good you are. I used to think

you were too good to be true- that you must be a poseur.

I was always wailing for the time when you'd give your-

self away—when you'd show yourself on the same level

with my brother and me."

' But I am on tlic same level."

" Don't say it ! T don't feel that horrid, bitter wish now.

I'm glad you're higher than we are. It makes me l>etter

to look up to the place where you are. But I wish T

could get nearer."



.>^M^ m

27H KVKRVMAX'S LAM)

"Voii — very near. Wt-Vc friends, aren't we? Voii
don't really niiml because I'm fmui the North and you
from the S(»uth, and becuusc we don't quite agree about
i;oii(ics?"

"I'd forj,'otten al)ouf poHtw-s between you and nie!

But there are otiier disfances. Do take me into y(.ur

garden. Vou say it belonijs .miy Jo bhnd {M'oi)h«; but if I

am bhnd— with a differeiil kind of bliiubii s, and worse—
can't I get th<'re villi you? I need such a garden, dread-
fully, I'm so disa|)j)ointed in life."

"Tell me how you're uidiappy, and iiow you've been
disai)i)ointe<l." sai.l Brian. "Then perhaps we can find

the right fl. •.ver> locurcyou. in the garden."
So she told him what Julian !iad told me: about trying

to get on the stage, and not -nc, . cding, and realizing that
she couhhrt act; feeliiig that there was no vocation, m>
place for her anyu here. To comfort the girl, Brian opened
the gate )f his garden of t lie blind, and gave her its secrets,

as he has given them to me. He exjjlained to her his trick
of "seeing acn.ss far spa.cs," with the eyes of his mind,
and heart: >aying aloud, to himself, names of glorious
places—"Athens—Rome—\enice," and going there in
the airship of imagination; calling up visions of rose-sunset
light «)n the yellowing marble of tiie Acropolis, or moonlight
in the Pincian gardens, with great uml)rella-i)iiies like bh)ts
of ink on slcrl. or the opal colours shimmering (kx-p down,
under the surface of the Grand Canal. He made Dierdre
understand his way of "listening to a landscape," knowing
by the voice of the ind what trees it touched; the buzz
of olive leaves b|. .ed like lii\es of siher bees against the
blue; the .sea-murmur of piiios; the skeleton swish of

tW-
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paliH"^; I lie i;:>y, daruitiu; rustle of [)«)plar.s. Aiul lie slmwi-'!

luT liow ho pitticrcd lu-auly anel i oluurfroni words, wh.. ii

rnadi' i)icl tiros in his hraiii.

"I iiovor thought of all (lioso [hiii<,'s when I could >oo

IMcturcs with i»y (//rv—and paint tiicni with i!iy han<l.-.,"

ho said. And [xTliaps ho gavo a sigh for the |)ast. wiiioh

ton( Iioil Diordro's hoart as tho wind, in his fancy, touched

the trees. "Conhhrt yo.i use your old k.. whtlge, ;

learn to paint without seeing!''" she .i^keii. "V .u niij^

liave a line for the horizoii, and with soinootu iv •-As your
colours under your <liroelions—sonie'.'ic \' lio'c , 1| \oii

niioro to find the reds, where the !,'ree) ind .so oi., some-

one to warn you u ^.oii went wrong. Vou might make
wonderful effects."

"I'vo thought of that," .sai() Brian. "I've hoped—it

might 1)0. Sometime, when this trip is over, I may as.;

my sister's help
"

"'Oh.your sisler*>I" Dierdre broke in. "Hut she may
marry. Or she may go hack to nursing again. I wish I

eoidd help you. It would make me ha|)j)y. It would he

hel!)i"g myself, more than you! .\nd we could Iiegin soon.

I could l)iiy you paints from u list you'd give me. If

we succoe<le(l, you could sur|)rise your sister and the

Beekolls. It would he splendid."

Brian agreed that it would l)e splendid, hut he said that

his sister must he "in" it, too, lie wouldn't luive secrets

from her. even for the jileasure of a surprise.

"She won't let me help you," Diertlrc said. "She'll

want to do everything for you herself."

Brian assured the g-H that she was mistaken about his

sister. "She's mistaken about you. too," he advicd.
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"
You'll see! Molly '11 be grateful to you for inventing such

a plan for me. She'll want you to be the one to carry it

^''no argument of his could convince the girl, however.

They came back to the hotel at last, after a walk by

the river, closer friends than before, but Dierdre depressed,

if no longer sulky. She seemed in a strange, tense mood,

as though there were more she wished to say—if she

Dusk was falling (this was evening of the day we arrived,

you must realize, Padre) and Brian admitted that he was

tired. He'd taken no such walk since he came out of

hospital, weeks and weeks ago.

"Let's go and sit in the salon, to rest a few minutes and

finish our talk," he proposed. "We're almost sure to

have the room to ourselves."

But for once Brian's intuition was at fault. There were

two persons in the little salon, a lady writing letters at a

desk by the window, and a French officer who had drawn

the one easy chair in the room in front of a small wood fire.

This fire had evidently not existed long, as the room was

cold, with the grim, damp chill of a place seldom occu-

pied or opened to the air.

As Dierdre led Brian in, the lady at the desk glanced up

at the newcomers, and the officer in the big chair turned

his head. The woman was young and very remarkable

looking, with the pearl-pale skin of a true Parisian, large

dark eyes under clearly sketched black brows, and masses

of prematurely white hair.

For a second, Dierdre thought this beautiful hair must

be blonde, as the woman could not be more than twenty-
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eight; but the light from the window fell full upon the

silver ripples, blanching thcra to dazzling whiteness.

"What a lovely creature," the girl thought. "Wliat

can have happened to turn her hair white?
"

As for the man, Dierdre took an instant dislike to hira,

for his selfishness. His face was burned a deep, ruddy

brown, and his eyes, lit by the red glow of the fire, were

bright with a black, bead-like brightness. They stared so

directly, so unblinkingly at Brian, tha^ Dierdre was vexed.

She was his chosen friend, his confidante, his champion

now ! Not even Sirius could be more fiercely devoted than

she, who had to atone for her past injustice. She was angry

that blind Brian should be thus coldly stared at, and that

a man in better health than he should calmly sprawl in the

best chair, screening the fire.

By this time, Padre, you will have learned enough about

Dierdre O'Farrell to know what her temper is !
She forgot

that a stranger might not realize Brian's blindness at first

sight in a room where the dusk was creeping in, and she

spoke sharply, in her almost perfect French.

" There's quite a nice fire," she said, " and I should have

thought there was room for everybody to enjoy it, but it

seems there's only enough for one ! We'd better try the

salle a manger, instead, I suppose."

Brian, puzzled, paused at the door, his hand on Sirius's

head, Dierdre standing in front of them both like a ruffled

sparrow.

The French officer straightened up in his chair with an

astonished look, but did not rise. It was the woman by

the window (Dierdre had not connected her with the man

by the fire) who sprang to her feet. " MademoiseUe," she
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said quietly, in a voice of exquisite sweetness, "my hus-

band would be the first one in the world to move, and give

his place to others, if he had known that he was monopoliz-

ing the fire. But he did not know. It was I who placed

him there. Those eyes of his which look so briglil are

made of crystal. He lost his sight at the Cheniin des

Dames."

As she spoke, choking on the last words, the woman with

white hair crossed the room swiftly, and caught the hand

of her husband, which was stretched out as if groping for

hers. He stumbled to his feet, and she stood defending

him like a gentle creature of the woods at bay.

Perhaps at no other moment of her life would Dierdre

O'Farrell have been struck with such poignant rei^entance.

That she, who had just been shown the setret, inner heart

of one blind man, should deliberately wound anothei

seemed more than she could bear, and live.

Brian remained silent, partly because he was still con-

fused, and partly to give Dierdre the chance to speak,

which he felt instinctively she would wish to seize.

She took a stei) forward, then stopped, with a sob,

shamed tears stinging her eyes. "Will you forgive me?"

she begged. " I would rather have died than hurt a blind

man, or—or any one who loves a blind man. Lately I've

been finding out how sacred blindness is. I ought to have

guessed, Madame, that you were with him—that you

were his wife. I ought to have known that only a great

grief could have turned your wonderful hair white—you,

so young "

" Her hair white
!

" cried the blind officer. " No, I'll not

believe it. Suzanne, tell this lady she's mistaken. I
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remember, in some lights, it was the palest gold, almost

silver—your beautiful hair that I fell in love with
"

His voice broke. No one answered. There fell a dead

silence, and Dierdre had time to realize what she had done.

She had been cruel as the grave! She had accused a help-

less blind man of selfishness; and not content with that,

on top of all she had given away the secret that a brave

woman's love had hidden.

" Suzanne—you don't speak
!

"

"Oh!" the trembling woman tried to laugh. "Of

course, Mademoiselle is mistaken. That goes without

saying."

"Yes—I—of course," Dierdre echoed, "It was the

light—deceived me."

"And now," said the blind man slowly, "you are trying

to deceive mc—^>'ou are both trying! Suzanne, why did

you keep it from me that your hair had turned white with

grief? Didn't you know I'd love you more, for such a

proof of love for me?
"

"Indeed, I—oh, you mustn't tliink " she began to

stammer. " I loved your dear eyes as you loved my hair.

But I love it twice as much now. I
"

He cut her short. "I don't think. I know. Cherie,

you need have had no fear. I shall worship you after

this."

"She could never have been so lovely before. Her hair

is like spun glass," Dierdre tried to atone. " People would

turn to look at her in the street. Monsieur le Capitaine,

you should be proud of such a beautiful wife."

"I am," the man answered, "proud of her beauty, more

proud of her heart."
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"But it is I who am proud!" the woman caught him up.

"He has lost his dear eyes that all women admired, yet

he has won honours such as few men have. What does

it matter about my poo- hair? You can see by the ribbons

on his breast, Mademoiselle, vhat he is—what he has done

for his country. You also, Monsieur, you see "

"I d<;n't sec, Madame, because I, too, am blind," said

Brian. "But I feel—I feel that your husband has won

something which means more than his eyes, more ihan all

his honours and decorations: a great love."

"You are blind!"" exclaimed the Frenchwoman. "I

should never have guessed. Ah, :Madame, it is I who must

now ask your pardon! I called you 'Mademoiselle.'

Already I had forgiven you what you said in error. But

I did not understand, or the forgiveness would have

been easier. Your first Hiought was for your husband—

your blind husband—just as my though^ always is and

will be for mine! You wanted him to have a place by the

fire. Your temper was in arms, not for yourself, but

for him—his comfort. How well I understand now!

Madame, you and I have the same cross laid upon us.

Bui it's a cross ot honour. It is le croix de guerre /
"

"I wish I had a right to it!" Dierdre broke out.
^

"I haven't, because he is not my husband. He doesn't

care for me—except maybe, as a friend. But to atone to

him for injustice, to punish myself for hurting you, I'll con-

fess something. I'd marry him to-morrow, blind as he is—

perhaps because he is blind!—and be happy and proud all

my life—if he would have me. Only,- knoio he wonC
"My child ! I care too much for you," Brian answered,

after an instant of astonished silence, "far too much to
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take you at your word. Some men mij^lit—1)UL iiot I!

Monsieur le Ciipitaine here, and Madame, were liushand

and wife before their troubk^ camo. Th;il is ilifForent
"

"No!" eried the woman wliose name ^va.s Suzanne.

"It is not different. My husband's llie (me man on enrtli

for me. If 've were not .narricd— if he liad h)st his U^^s

and arms as well as liis eyes, I'd still want to be his wife

—

want it more than a kingdom."

"You hear. Monsieur," her husband said, laugliln^' a

little, and liolding her eloso, with lliat perfeet independence

of onlookers which the l-'reneh have when th''y're

thorouglily in love.

"I h^ar, Madame," said Brum. "But you. Monsieur le

Capitaint—you would ncc have accepted the sacri-

fice
"

"I'm not sure I could have resisted," the Frenchman

smiled.

"You love her!—that is wliy," Dierdre sail. "^ly

frieml—doesn't love me. lie never could. I'm not

worthy. No one good could low me. If he knew the worst

of me, he'd not even ')c mv frieud. And I supiiose, after

this, he w a't be. If, by and by, I'm not ashanuni of niy^elf

for what I've said, he'll be ashamed for me, ])ecaiise—— "'

"Don't!" Brian stopped her. "You know I mustn

let myself love you, Dierdre. And you don't really love

me. It's only pity and some kind of repentance—for

nobbing at a''i—that you feel. But we'll lie greater

friends than ever. I understand just wh\ yon spoke, and

it's going to help • le a lot—like a strong tonic. You

must have knowi. it would. And if Monsieur and

Madame have forciven us
"
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"Us? What have you done? If they've forgiven

U'

me
"They have, indeed, forgiven," said the Wind French-

man. "They ev( n thank you. If possible you've drawn

them closer together than l)efore."

Brian searched for Dierdre's hand, and found it. "Let

us gJ now, and leave them," he whispered.

So they went away, and Brian softly shut the door of the

little salon.

"I did mean every word I said!" the girl blurted out,

turning upon him in the hall. "But—I shouldn't have

dared say it if I hadn't been sure you didn't care. And

even if you did care —or could—your sister wouldn't let

you. She knows me exactly as I am."

"She shall know you as you are—my true and brave

little friend
!

" Brian said.

He can find his way about wonderfully, even in a house

with which he is merely making acquaintance: besides,

Sirius was with him. But he felt an immense tenderness

for Dierdre after that desperate confession. He didn't

wish the girl to fancy that he could get on without her

just then, or that he thought slie had any reason for run-

ning away from him. He asked if she would take him to

his room, so that he might rest there, alone, remembering

an exquisite moment of his life.

" It's wonderful to feel that for a lieautiful girl like you

—

blind as ' im, I am a man .'" he said. "Thank you with

all my 1 ^rt—for everything."

"YVTao told you I was beautiful?" Dierdre flung the

question at him.

"My sister Mary told me," Brian answered. "Be-
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sTdes^^I felt it. A man does feel such things—perhaps all

the more if he is blind." 4t

"^"Yoursister Mary?" the girl echoed. "She doesn't

think I'm beautiful. Or if she does, it's against her

will."

" It won't be, after this."

"WTiynot? You won't tell htr
"

" I'll tell her to love you, and— o help me not to
!

"

It was just then they came to iJrian's door, and Dierdre

fled, Sirius staring after her in dignified surprise.

But Dierdre herself came to me at once, and told me

everything, with a kind of proud defiance.

"I do lo\ e your brother," she boasted " I would marry

him if he'd have me. I don't care what you think of me,

or what you say!"

"Why, I love you for loving him," I thriw back at her.

" That's what I think of you—and that's v, hat I say."

I was sincere, Padre. Yet I don't st » how they can ever

marry, even if Brian should learn t». . ^ve the girl enough.

Neither one has a penny—and

—

Brian is blind. Who can

tell if he will ever get his sight again? I wish Dierdre

hadn't come into our lives in just the way she did come!

I wish she weren't Julian O'Farrell's sister! I hope she

won't be pricked by that queer conscience of hera to tell

Brian any secrets which concern me as well as Julian and

herself. And I hope—whatever happens!—that I shan't

be mean enough to be jealous. But—with such a new,

exciting "friendship" for Brian's prop, it seems as if, for

me—Othello's occupation would be gone

!
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CHAPTER XXMI

WE'RE at Amicus, where we rame by way of

MonUliciier und ]\' )reuil; and nearly two weeks

have dragged or slipped away since I wrote last.

Meanwhile a thousand things have hapijened. But I'll

begin at the beginning and write on till I am called by

Mother Beckett.

We stopped at Soissons three more days after I told you

about Dierdre and Brian, and Captain Devot and his wife.

Not only did they forgive Dierdre—those two—but they

took her to their hearts, perhaps more for Brian's sake

than her own. I was introduced to them, and they were

kind to me, too. Of the blind man I have a beautiful

souvenir. I must tell you about it. Padre

!

The evening before we left Soissons (when the dv jtor

had pronounced Mother Beckett well enough for a short

journey) I had an hour in the stuffy little salon with

Dierdre and Brian and the Devots. We sat round the

fire—plenty of room for us all, in a close circle—and Cap-

tain Devot began to talk about his last battle on the

Chemin des Dames. Suddenly he realized that the story

was more than his wife could bear—for it was in that

battle he lost his eyes! How he realized what she was

enduring, I don't know, for she didn't speak, or even sigh,

and Brian sat between them; so he couldn't have knowTi

she was trembling. It must have been some electric

288
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current of sympalliy bclwecn llic liu.sband and wife. I

suppos^^—a magnetic flash to which a Mind man would

be more sensitive than others. Anyhow, he sudch^nly

sto})ped speaking of the fight, jiud lold us instead ahoul a

dream he had the niglit before (he b;illle—a dream where

he saw the ladies for whom "The Ladies' Way" was made,

go riding by, along the "Cheniin des Damos."

"In silks and satins llio ladies wont

Where tile hrtvzes siijlieil and llie poplars bent.

Taking the air of a Sunday morn

Midst the re<l of popi)i<'s ami ^ol.l of corn

—

Flowery ladies in gold brocades.

With negro pages and siTving maids.

In scarlet coach or in gill sedan.

With brooch and bnckle and flounce and fan,

^atch and powder and trailing scent.

Under the trees the ladies went.

Lovely la<iies that gleamed and gIowe<l,

As they took the air of the Ladles" Road."

That verse came from Punch, not from Captain Devot.

I happen to remember it because it struck my fancy when

I read it, and added to the romance of the road made for

Louis XV's daughters—dauglilers of France, where

now so many sons of France have died for France! But

the ladies of Captain Devol's dream were like that, travel-

ling with a gorgeous cavalcade, and as they rode, they were

listening to a song about the old Abbey of Vauclair on the

plateau of the Craonne. When they came to a place

where the poppies clustered thickest, the three princesses

insisted on stopping—Princess Adelaide, Princess Sophia,
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Princess Victoire. They wished to gather the flowers to

take with them to the Chfiteau de Bove, where they wen
going to visit their dame d'honneur, Madame de Nar-

bonne, but their guards argued that already it was growing

late: they had better hurry on. At this the girls laughed

silvery laughter. What did time matter to them? This

was their road, made and paved for their pleasure! They

would not be hurried along it. No indeed; to show that

time as wel! cs the road was theirs, to do with as they liked,

they would get tlown and make a chain of poppies long

enough to stretch across the whole plateau before it dipped

to the valley of the Aillette

!

So, in Captain Devot's dream, the princesses descended,

and they and all their pretty ladies began weaving a chain

of poppies. As they wove, the flower-chain fell from their

little white fingers and trailed along the ground in a crim-

son line. The sun dropped toward tlie west, and thunder

began to roll : still they worked on ! Their gentlemen-in-

charge begged them to start again, and at last they rose

up petulantly to go; but they had stayed too late. The

storm burst. Lightning flashed; thunder roared; rain

fell in torrents; and—strange to see—the poppy petals

melted, so that the long chain of flowers turned to a liquid

stream, red as a river of blood. The princesses were

frightened and began to cry. Their tears fell into the

crimson flood. Captain Devot, who seemed in his dream

to be one of the ladies' attendants, jumped from his horse

to pick up the princesses' toars, which turned into little,

rattling stones as they fell. With that, iie waked. The

princesses were gone
—

"all but Victoire," he said, smiling,

"she shall stay with us! The thunder wa.s the thunder
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of German guns. The poppies were there—and the blood

was there. So also were the stonrs that had been the

princesses* tears. They lie all along the Chemin des

Dames to this day. I gathered some for my wife, and if

you like she will give a few to you, ladies—souvenirs of

the Ladies' Way!"
Of course we did like; so Dierdre and I each have a

small, glistening gray stone, \\ith a faint splash of red

upon it. I would not sell mine for a pearl

!

Father Beckett proposed to take his wife back to Paris;

but while she rested after the fever, industriously she built

up another plan. You remember. Padre, my telling you

that the Becketts nere negotiating for a chateau, before

they arrived in France to visit their son? When they

heard that Jim had fallen, they no longer cared to live

in this chateau (which was to let, furnished), nevertheless,

they felt bound in honour to stick to their bargain. Well,

at Soissons, Mother Beckett had it "borne in upon her"

that Jim would wish his father and mother to stay at the

old house he had loved and coveted for himself.

" I can't go back across the sea and settie
'

- home

while this war goes on!" she said. "Home. .ouldn't

be home. It's too far away from Jim. I don't mean from

his body," she went on. "His body isn't Jim, I know!

I've thought that out, and made myself realize the truth

of it. But it's Jim's spirit I'm talking about. Father. I

guess his soul—Jim himself—won't care to be flitting

back and forth, crossing the ocean to visit us, while his

friends are fighting in France nml BclKinm, to save tlie

world. I know my boy well enough to be sure he's too
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slronR to i'hanj;<* much just because he is what some folks

call 'dead'; and I "\i like lis to Ik* near. Paris won't

do for nic. No city would. I'«l l>e too restless there^

Do, do Icl's '^n and live !ill llie end of the war in Jim's

cliateau! That's what he's wanting. I feel it every

niinii'
."

r was in the room when c made this api)eal lo her

htishaiul, and I lonucd lo |)ul into their hearts the tlimmht

Jack Curtis haul piil inlo mine, liiil, of course, I dared

not. It would have lieon cruel. Jack Curtis had iiolliin;;

to j^o uf)on exccj)! lii> imi)rcssion—the same impression I

myself have al times, of Jim's vital presence in the midst

of life. I have it often, though never quite so strongly

as that night in Paris, when he would not let me kill

myself.

It wasn't difficult to make Father Beckett consent to

the new plan. lie told me afterward that his own great

wish was lo find Jiin^ grave, when the end of the war

would make search ptissihle. Beckett interests were

being safeguarded in America. They would not sufi"(T

much from his absence. Besides, business no longer

seemed vitally important to iiim as of old. Money mat-

tered little now that Jim was gone.

lie would have abandoned his visit lo the British front,

since Mother Beckett could not have the glimpse half

promised by the authorities. But she would not let him

give it up. " Molly " wouhl take good care of her. When
she could move, we would all go lo Amiens. There she

and I could be safely left for a few days, while Brian and

Father Beckett were at the froiil. As for Julian

O'Farreli and Dierdre, at first it appeared as if the little
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lady Had loft thorn out of her lalciilation.s. But I niij,'ht

liave known— knowing her—that she wouldn't do that

for lonj?.

She bclievod implicitly in tlioir Red Cross mission,

whieh. ever since the little car joined the inn ••"*'• ''•'>* hven

constantly i'ided with Beckett money and Bockctt in-

fluence. Julian would, she supposed, wish to "tarry m
his good work," when our trip came to an end. Hut a"

he iiud no permission for the British front (he hadn't caieu

to make himself con.sjjicuous to tlie British authorities

by a.sking for it!) he and Diordre mijilit like to keep as

two women company at Amiens. By the time we wanted

to leave. Mother Beckett confident.^ expected "Jim's

chateau" to be rcidy for occupation, and Dierdre must

visit "us" tb«re indefinitely, while her brother dutifully

continued distributing supplies to hospitals and refugees.

("Us," according to Mother Beckett, meant Brian and me.

Father Beckett and herself, for we now constituted the

"family"!) Telegrams had given the Paris house-letting

agency carte blanche for hasty preparations at the Chateau

d'Andelle, where several old servants had been kept on as

caretakers: and being a spoiled American millionairess,

the little lady was confident that a week would see the

house aired, warmed, staffed, and altogether habitable.

"You wouldn't object to having that poor little girl

stay with us, would you, dear?" Mother Beckett asked

me, patting my hand when she had revealed her ideas

concerning the O'Farrells.

"Oh, no," I answered, looking straight into her inquiring

eyes, and trying not to change colour. "But you
shouldn". speak as if I hid any right

"
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"Aren't
"You have every right!" she cut me short

you our daughter?
"

"I love you and Father Beckett enough to be your

daughter," I said. "But that gives me no right "
^

"
It does. Your love for us, and ours for you. I don t

believe we could have lived through our sorrow if it hadn't

been for you and Brian. He saved our reason by showing

us what Jim would want us to do for the good of others.

And he taught us what we couldn't seem to realize fully,

through religion, that death doesn't count. Now, since

I've been ill, I guess you've saved my life. And much as

I want to see Jim, I want even more to live for Father,

He needs me—and we both need you and Brian. You

two belong to us, just as if you'd been given *o us by Jim.

We want to do what's best for you both. I thought, for

Brian, it would be good perhaps to have Dierdre
"

" Perhaps," I murmured, when she paused.

"You're not sure? I wasn't at first. I mean, I wasn't

sure she was good enough. But since the night when she

threw herself in front of him to keep off the dog, I saw she

cared. Maybe she didn't know it herself till then. But

she's known ever since. You've only to see the way she

looks at him. And she's growing more and more of a

woman—Brian's influence, and the influence of her love-

such a at influence, dear! It might be for his happi-

ness, if
"

. .

"I don't think Brian would marry Dierdre or any girl,

unless his sight came back," I said. "He's often told me

he wouldn't marry."

"Was that before he went to Paris with the O'Farrells.-'

Things have been rather uiffcrcnt since then—and a good
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deal diflfcrent since the night we met Jack Curtis with

Sinus.
"
I know," I admitted. " But if Brian wanted to change

his mind about marrying, he couldn't. Neither he nor

Dierdre O'FarrcU have a penny
"

"Brian's got as much as we have," the dear woman

assured me.

"Do you think he'd take your money to marry on?

No, dearest! Brian's very unworldly. So far, he hasn't

worried about finances for the present. The future is

different. If he doesn't get back his sight
"

"But he will—he must!" she urged. "That great

specialist you saw in Paris gave him hope. And then

there's the other one that your doctor friend recom-

mended ."

"He's somewhere at the front. We can't get at him

now."

"We'll get at him later," Mother Beckett persisted.

"In the meantime—let's give those two hearts the chance

to draw together, if it's best for them."

I could not go on objecting. One can't, for long, when

that little angel of a woman wants a thing—she who never

wants anything for herself, only for others ! But I thought

Fate might step between Brian and Dierdre—Fate, in

the shape of Puck. I wasn't at all sure that Julian O'Far-

rell could be contented to leave his sister and continue

his own wanderings. The Red Cross taxi had in truth

been only a means to an end. I didn't fancy that his

devotion to duty would carry him far from the Chateau

d'Andelle while Dierdre was comfortably installed in it.

Unless he were invited to embusquer himself there, in our
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.ocie.y, I expected a erash. Wl.ieU ...ows how little I

'Ti:f;leit was offieiall, ...,e.,ed to „i,n he agreed

„, if .ith enthusiasm. U was only when he d eo.sen ed

to DierJrc-s vi»it at .he .luUeau on the other s,de of vie

llmme, and promised to drop in now and then nmsel

on his ,vay somewhere else, that he allowed hnnselt a

°
cond thought. To aUraet attention to ,

he started.

:„ his hand through 1,1s hair, an.l st. pped m the nnddle

„, a sentenc. "I am heaven's own fooll he e.,.la,m^.

Of eour.se Father Ileekett wanted to know why. (Hns

..„, two days before we s.arted lor .Vn.ens.) Juhan

-re-istered reluetanee." Father Beckett persusted, and

drew forth the infonnalion that Julian ,„!.jhl have to cut

short his career as a ministering Red Cross angel

hadn't been tor you," he said, "my funds and my

upplies xvoul.1 have run short before tins, ^ouve

he ped me carry on. Hut Fm getting pretty close to

,
• „. T'm -ifriid \ bit (loser and I shall

the bone apain now, 1 m airaia. a or

have to settle down and give mus.e lessons. That s all

r„. fit for in future! And Dierdre wouldu t want me

to set up housekeeping alone. While I'm on this Red

Cross job il"s all right, but
"

Of course Father Beckett broke in to say tha there was

„o question of not carrying on. M«t,ey should be forth-

coming tor supplies as long as Julian felt inehned to drn-e

U,e R^d Cross taxi from one scene of desolation and dis-

tress to another. Holidays nmst be frequent, and all

spent at the Chateau d'.Vndellc. Let the future dee.de

itself

so'n.atters were settled-o.i the surface. Julian was
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ready to r.v'se before an admiring audience as the self-

sacrificiiig hero, giving all his time and energy to a noble

cause. Only his sisler and I knew that he was the villain

of the piece, and for different reasons neither of us could

explain the mistake about his role. He was sure of us

both; impudently, aggravatingly, yet (I can't help it.

Padre I) amusingly sure of me. He tried to "isolate"

me, as if I'd been a microbe while we were still at Soissons,

and again just after Father Beckett and Brian went away

from Amiens in the big gray car. There ./as something,

something very special that he wished to say to nii . I

could tell by his eyes. But I contrived to thwart him.

I never left Mother Beckett for a moment

!

The first day at Amiens it was easy to keep out of his

way altogether, for I was nurse as well as friend, and my
dear little invalid was worn out after the journey from

Soissons. She asked nothing better than to stop in her

room. The next day, however, exciting news acted

upon her like a tonic. The Amiens address had beea

wired to Paris, and in addition to a mass of letters (mostly

for Father Beckett) there was a telegram from the Chateau

d'Andelle, despatciied by an agency messenger, who had

been sent to Normandy. All was going well. The house

would be ready on the date named. Two large boxes

from the Ritz had safely arrived by grande titcsse.

"Darling Jimmy's own things!" Mother Beckett

exj)' .ned to me. "Do you remember my telling you

we'd brought over to France the treasures out of his den

at home.'*"

I did remember. (Do I ever forget anything she says

about Jim?)
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"They were to be a surprise for him when he came to

see us," his mother went on, tears misting the Wueness oi

her eyes. "Not furniture, you know, but just the httle

things he Uned best in his rooms: some he had when he

was a child, and others when he was growing "P-^^d th«

picture your brother painted. When we heard- he

news-and knew we shouldn't see our bo: gam in thus

world, I couldn't bear to open the boxes-though I was

longing to cry over his dear treasures. They ve been

stofed at the Ritz ever since. But the first thmg I asked

Father to do when we decided the other day to hve in

Jim's chateau, after all-was to wire for the boxes to be

sent there. I didn't suppose they'd arrive so .soon-in

war time. Dear me, I can hardly wait to start, now!

I feel as strong as a girl."
, , j

To prove this-or because she was restless-she begged

to be taken out in a cab to see the town, esi>ec.ally the

cathedral, which Brian had told her was the largest in

Europe except St. Peter's in Ron.e, St. ^ophia m Con-

stantinople, and something in Cologne which she didn

n^ant to remember! Julian O'Farrcll and his sister niust

go with us, of course. It wouldn't I kind to leave them

to do their sightseeing alone. Besides, Juhan was so

good-natured, and said such funny things it would be

pleasant to have his society.

This arrangement made it difficult for me to glue myseU

to Mother Beckett's side. Now and then ^1>-
»f

^^^d

upon getting out of the cab to try her strength, aad

Dierdre would obediently have tAen her in tow, in order

to hand me over to "Jule," if I hadn't b.^n muhshly

obstinate. I quite enjoyed manoeuvring to use my dear
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little invalid as a sort of standing barrage against enemy

attacks, and even though Brian and I were parted for the

first time since his blindness, I felt almost absurdly cheerful.

It was so good to know that Mother Beckett was out of

danger, and that it was I who had helped to drag her out!

Besides, after all the stricken towns that have saddened

our eyes, it was enlivening to be in one (as Mother Beckett

said at Compiegne) with "whole houses." In contrast,

good St. Firmin's ancient city looks almost as gay as Paris.

Our hotel with its pleasant garden and the fine shops

—

(where it seems you can still buy every fascinating tiling

from newest jewellery and oldest curiosities, to Amiens'

special "roc" chocolates)—the long, arboured boulevards,

the cobbled streets, the quaint blue and pink houses of the

suburbs, and the poplar-lined walk by the Somme, all, all

have the friendliest air! Despite the crowds of soldiers

in khaki and horizca blue who fill the streets and cafes,

the place seems outside war. Even the stacked sandbags

walling the west front and the side portals of the grandest

cathedral in France suggest comfortable security rather

than fear. The jackdaws and pigeons that used to

be at home in Mie carvings, camp contentedly among

the ba^s, or c in the ner^lected grass where sleep

the dead of i> ^ ago. I diu^ . want to remember just

then, or let any one elso remember, that twenty miles away

were the trenches and thousands of the dead of to-day

!

Never can Amiens have been such a kaleidoscope of

colourful animation since Henri II of France and Edward

VI of England signed the treaty of peace here, with trains

of diplomatists and soldiers of church and state and digni-

fied rejoicings

!
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It wasn't until we were inside the cathedral that I forgot

my manoeuvrings. The soft, rich light gave such a bizarre

effect to the sandbags protecting the famous choir carv-

ings, that I was all eyes for a moment: and during that

moment Julian must have signed to his sister to decoy

Mother Beckett away from me. When I haulec' my soul

down from the soaring arches as one strikes a flag, there

was Puck at my side and there were Mother Beckett and

Dicrdre disappearing beliind sandbag-hillocks, in the

direction of the celebrated Cherub.

"I suppose you want me jolly well to understand,"

said Puck, smiling, "that even if your brother Brian and

my sister Dare are fools over each other, you wo) 't be

fooled into forgiving a poor, broken-voiced Pierrot?
"

"I've nothing to forgive you for, personally," I said.

"Only
"

" Only, you don't want to be friends?
"

"No, I don't want to be friends," I echoed. "Why

can't you be content with being treated decently before

people, instead of following me about, trying always to

bring upon yourself

"A lamp might ask that question of a moth."

I laughed. "You're less like a moth than any creature

lever met!"
" You don't believe I'm sincere."

"Do moths specialize in sinceuty in the insect world?"

"Yes," Puck said, more gravely than usual. "Come

to think of it, that'3 just what they do. They risk their

lives for the light they love. I 'follow you about,' as you

put it, because I love you and want to persuade you that

we're birds of a feather, made for each other by nature
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and fate and our mutual behaviour. We belong together

in life."

"Do you really believe you can blackmail me into a

partnership.''" I turned at bay. "You must have seen

that I wanted to keep out of your way
"

"Oh, I saw all right. You thought that I thought

Amiens would be my great chance, and you made up

your mind it shouldn't be if you could help it. Well, you

won t be able to help it much longer, because I've got some-

thing you want, and you can't get it except through me."

"I doubt very much that I could want anything you

have," I said.

" Give your imagination wings."

" You are always teasing me to guess things I don't care

to guess
!

"

"Here comes Dierdre back with Mrs. Beckett so I

won't worry you to guess. I've got a message from the

Wandering Jew. Do you want it, or don't you?
"
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CHAPTER XXMII

IF
JULIAN had suddenly popped down an apple on

the top of my head, a la Gessler and the son of Wil-

liam Tell, and thereupon proceeded to shoot it off, I

could have been no more amazed. For once he outflanked

me, caught me completely off my guard! I saw by the

impish gleam in his eye how delighted he was with hunself

.

"Yes or no, please; quick!" he fired the next volley as I

stood speechless.
., . , t

"Yes!" I gasped. "I do want the message—if it s for

me. But why should he send word through you?
"

"He didn't. I caught it as I might catch a homing

carrier-pigeon. You know, my motto is 'All's fair in love

and war.' In my case, both exist-your fault! Besides,

what I did was for your good."

•' What did you do—what did you rfarc to do?
"

"Dare!" Puck mimicked my foolish fury. " 'Dare' is

such a melodramatic word from you to me. I can't tell

you now what I did, or the message—no time. But I'm

in as much of a hurry as you are. WTien can I see you

alone?" . .

I hesitated, because it would be liko him to cheat me with

some trick, and chuckle at my rage. I couldn t see how a

message from Paul Herter for me had reached Julian

OTarrell, unless he'd intercepted a letter. It seemed far

more likely that Puck was romancing, yet I felt m my

302
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bones and heart and solar plexus that he wasn't! I

simply had to know—and in a flurry, before Mother

Beckett and Dierdre were upon us, I said, "This after-

noon, at three, when Mrs. Beckett is having her nap.

I'll meet you in the garden of the hotel."

Though I dash along with this story of mine, Padre, as if

I went straight on describing the scene between Julian and

me from beginning to enii, without a break, it isn't really

so. I've been interrupted more than once, and may be

again; but I shall tell you everything that's happened since

we came to Amiens, is if I wrote consecutively. You
can understand better in that way, and help me with your

strength and love, through your understanding, as I feel

you do help, whenever I make you my confessions. Since

I've begun to write you, as in old days when you were in

the flesh, I've felt your advice come to me in electric

flashes. I'm sure I don't just imagine this. It's real, dear

Padre, and makes all the difference to me that a rope flung

out over dark waters would make to a drowning man.

At three o'clock I was in the garden. It was cold, but

I didn't care. Besides, I was too excited to feel the chill.

I wanted to be out of doors because there would be people

about, and no chunce for Julian to try and kiss my hand

—

no vulgar temptation for me to box his ears

!

He was already waiting, strolling up and down, smoking

a cigarette which he threw away at sight of me. Evidently

he'd decided on this occasion not to be frivolous

!

I selected a seat safely commanded by many windows.

"Now!" I said, sitting down close to one end of the bench.

Julian took the other end, but sat gazing straight at me
without a word. There was an odd expression on his
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face. I didn't know how to read it. or to guess what was

to come. But there was nothing Puckish about the enemy

at that moment. He looked nervous-almost as if he were

afraid. I thought of something you told me when I was

quite small. Padre: how the Romans of old used to send

packets of good news bound with laurel, or of bad news,

tied wilu the plumes of ravens. I stared into Julian O'Far-

rell's stare, and wished that he'd stuck a green leaf or a

black feather in his buttonhole to prepare my mind.

"Yes—now!" he echoed at last, as if he'd suddenly

waked up to my challenge. "Well, a man blew into this

hotel last night—a lame Frenchman with a face like a

boiled ghost. I was writing an important telegram (I'll

tell you about that later), when I heard this i)erson ask the

concierge if a Miss Mary O'Malley was staying in the

house. That made me open my eyes—because he was of

the lower bourgeois class, and hadn't the air of being—so

to speak—in your set. It seemed as if 'twas up to me to

tackle him; so I did. I introduced myself as a friend of

Miss O'Malley 's, travelling with her party. I explamed

that Miss O'Malley was taking care of an old lady who'd

been ill and was tired after a long journey. I asked if he'd

hke to give a message. He said he would. But first

he began to explain who he was: an Alsatian by birth,

named Muller, corporal in an infantry regiment; been a

prisoner in Germany. I forget how long-taken wounded;

leg amputated; and fitted with artificial limb in a Boche

hospital; just exchanged for a grarul blesse Boche, and re-

patriated; been in Paris on important business, apparently

with the War OlTicu—sounded more exciting than he

looked! After I'd prodded the chap tactfully, he came
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back to the subject r' the message: asked me if I knew

Doctor Paul Herter. J said I (lid know him. Herter

mended up my sister after an air raid. I inquired politely

where Herter was, but MuUer evaded that question. He
led me to suppose he'd seen Herter in Paris; but putting

two and two together, I got a different idea

—

aUogether

different."

Julian paused on those words, and tried piercingly to

read my thoughts. But I made my face expressionless as

the front of a shut-up house, with "to let unfurnished"

over the door.

"I expect you've guessed what my idea was, and I bet

you know for a fact whether I was on the right track," he

ventured.

"The only thing so far which I know for a fact," I

said, "is thf' vou had no right to talk to the man at all.

You should ha\ e sent for me at once."

" You couldn't have come if I had. Dierdre had told me
about five minutes before that you were putting Mrs.

Beckett to l)ed, and giving her a massage treatment with a

rub-down, 'alcohol."

" Why didn't you ask the man to wait?
"

"I did ask him if he could wait, and he said he couldn't.

He'd stopped at A .lens on purpose to deliver his message,

and he had to catch a train on to AUonville, to where it

seems his people have migrated."

"You asked him that because you hoixjd he couldn't

wait—and if he could, you'd have found .^ome reason for

not letting me meet him. You thought you saw a way of

getting a new hold over me !

"

"Some such dramatic idea may have flitted through my
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head. I've often wurnod you, I am dramatic! I enjoy

dramatizing life for myself and ot!.ers! But honestly, he

couldn't wait for you to finish with Mrs. Beckett. I know

too well how devoted you are to think you'd have left the

old lady heforo you'd soothed he. off to sleep."

"Where is the message?" I snatched Julian back to the

point.

'• In my brain at present."

"You destroyed the letter?"

"There wasn't a letter. Oh, make grappling hooks of

your lovely eyes if you like ! You can't drag anything oui

of me that doesn't exist. Horler's message to you was

verbdl for safety That was one thing set me thinking the

men hadn't met in Paris. MuUer admitted going to a

bank to get your address. The people there didn't want

to give it, but when he explained that it was important,

and mentioned where he was going, they saw that he

might have time to meet you at Amiens on his way home.

So they told him where you were. Now, there's no good

your being cross with me. \Miat's done is done, and

can't be undone. I acted for the best—rn?/ best; and in

my opinion for your best. Listen! Here's the message,

word for word. You'll see that a few hours' delay for me to

think it over could make no difference to any one con

cemed. Pai-.l Hertcr, from somewhere—but maybe not

'somewhere in France'-—sends you a verbal greeting, be-

cause it was more sure of reaching you—not coming to

grief en route. He reminds you that he asked for an address

in case he had something of interest to communicate. He

hoped to find the grave of a man you loved. Instead, Ije

thinks he has found that there is no grave—that the man
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is above ground and well. lie isn't sure yet whether he

may l)e deceived by a likeness of names. But he's sure

enough to say : *£Iope,' If he's right about the man, you

may get further news almost any minute by way of Switzer-

land or somewhere neutral. That's all. ^'et it's enough

to show you what danger you're in. If Ilerter hadn't

l)een practically certain, he wouldn't have sent any

mcssugc. Ilc'd liuve waited. Evnlently you made

him believe that you loved Jim Bcckctl, no he wanted to

prepare your mind by degrees. 1 sup|K)se he imagined a

shock of joy might be dangerous. Well, you ought to

thank Herter just the same for sparing you a worse

sort of shock. And I thank him, too, for it gives me

a great chance—the chance to save you. Mary, the

time's come for you and me to fade off the Beckett scene

—

together."

I listened without interrupting him once: at first, be-

cause I was stunned, and a thousand thoughts beat dully

against my brain without finding their way in, as gulls

beat their wings against the lamp of a lighthouse; at last,

because I wished to hear Julian O'Farrell to the very end

before I answered. I fancied that in answering I could

better marshal my own thoughts.

He misunderstood my silence—I expected him to do

that, but I cared not at all— so, when he had paused and

still I said nothing, he went on: "Of course I—for the

best of reasons—know you didn't love Jim Beckett, and

couldn't love him."

Hearing those words of his, suddenly I knew just what I

wantc-d to say. I'd been like an amateur actress v.ild

with stage fright, who'd forgotten her part till the right
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cue came. "There you're mistaken," I contradicted him.

"I did love Jim Beckett."

JuHan gave an excited, brutal laugh. "Tell that to

the Marines, ray child, not to yours truly! You never set

eyes on Jim Beckett. He never went near your hospital.

You never came near the training-camp. You seem to

have forgotten that I was on the spot."

"I met him before the war," I said.

"WTiat'sthat?" Julian didn't know whether to believe

me or not, but his forehead flushed to the black line of his

low-growing hair.

"I never told you, because there was no need to tell,"

I went on. "But it's true. I fell in love with Jim Beckett

then, and

—

ke caredfor me"
For the first lime I realized that Julian O'Farrell's

"love" wasn't all pretence. His flush died, and left him

pale with that sick, greenish-olive pallor which men of

Latin blood have when they're near fainting. He opened

his lips, but did not speak, because, I think, he could not.

If I'd wanted revenge for what he made me suffer when ho

first thrust himself into my life, I had it then; but to my

own surprise I felt no pleasure in striking him. Instead

I felt vaguely sorry, though very distant from his plans

and interests.

"You—you weren't engaged to Beckett, anyhow. I'm

sure you weren't, or you'd have had nothing to worry

about when Dierdre and I turned up," he faced me

dow^n.

"No, we weren't engaged," I admitted. "I—was just

as -nuch of a fraud as you meant Dierdre to be with Father

and Mother Beckett. I've no excuse—except that it was
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for Brian's sake. But that's no excuse really, and Brian

would despise me if he knew,"

"There you are!" Julian burst out, with a relieved sigh,

a more natural colour creeping back to his face. " If Jim

Beckett let you go before the war without asking you to

marry him, I'm afraid his love couldn't have been very

deep—not deep enough to make him forgive you after all

this time for deceiving his old father and mother the way

you have. My God, no! In spite of your beauty, he'd

have no mercy on you!

"

"That's what I think," I said. "My having met him,

and his loving me a little, makes what I've done more

shameful than if I'd never met him at all."

"Then you see why you must get away as quick as you

can!" urged Julian, his eyes lighting as he drew nearer to

me on the garden bench. "Oh, wait, don't speak yet!

Let me explain my plan. There's time still. You're

thinking of Brian before yourself, maybe. But he's safe.

The Becketts adore him. They say he 'saved their

reason.' He makes the mysticism they're always groping

for seem real as their daily bread. He puts local colour

into the fourth dimension for them! They can never do

without Brian again. All that's needed is for him to pro-

pose to Dierdre. I know—you think he won't, no matter

how he feels. But he'll have missed her while he's away.

She's a missable little thing to any one who likes her, and

she can tempt him to speak out in spite of himself when he

gets back. I'll see to it that she does. The Becketts

will be enchanted. The old lady's a bom match-maker.

We can announce our engagement at the same time. While

they think Jim's dead, they won't grudge yoiu- being happy
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with another man, especially with me. They're fond of

me! And you're young. Your life's before you. They're

too generous to stand in your way. They look on you as

a daughter, and Brian as a son. They'll give each of

you a handsome wedding present, and I don't doubt

they'll ask Brian to live with them, or near them, if he's to

be blind all his life. He'll have ev ything you wanted

to win for him. Even when they get into communi-

cation with Jim, and find out the truth about you, why I

bet anything they'll hide it from Brian to keep him

happ- ! Meanwhile you and I will be in Paris, safely

married. An offer came to me yesterday from Jean De

Letzski—forwarded on. He's getting old. He wants

me to take on some of his pupils, under his direction.

I telegraphed back my acceptance. That's the wire 1 was

sending when Herter's man turned up last night. There

was a question last summer of my getting this chance with

De Letzski, but I hardly dared hope. It's a great stroke of

luck! In the end I shall stand in De Letzski's shoes, and

be a rich man—almost as rich as if I'd kept my place as

star tenor in opera. Even at the beginning you and I

won't be poor. I count on a wedding gift from the

Becketts to you of ten thousand dollars at least. The one

way to save our reputations is to marry or die brilliantly.

We choose the former. We can take a fine apartment.

W'e'U entertain the most interesting set in Paris. With

your looks and charm, and what's left of my voice, we
"

"Oh, stop.'" I plunged into the torrent of his talk.

"You are making me

—

sick. Do you really believe I'd

accept money from Jim Beckett's parents, and—marry

you?"
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He stared, round-eyed and hurt, like a misunderstood

child. "But," he blundered on, "don't you see it's the

only thing you can do—anyhow, to marry me? If you

won't accept money, why it's a pity and a waste, but I

want you enough to snap you up without a franc. You

must marry me, dear. Think what I gave up for you
!

"

I burst out laughing. " What you gave up for me !

"

"Yes. Have you fo. i already? If I hadn't fallen

in love with you at fir. t, and sacrificed myself and

Dierdre for your good, wouldn't my sister have been in

you- place now, and you and your brother Lord knows

where—in prison as impostors, perhaps?"

"According to you, my place isn't a very enviable one at

present," I said. "But I'd rather be in prison for life

than married to you. "\\Tiat a vision—^what a couple
!

"

"Oh, I know having you for my wife would be a good

deal like going to heaven in a strong mustard plaster; but

I'd stand the smart for the sake of the bliss. If you won't

marry me and if you won't take money from the B( oketts,

what will beco-ne of you? That's what I want to inow!

You can't stay on with them. You daren't risk gc
"
ig to

their Chateau d'Andelle, as things are turning out. Her-

ter's certainly in Germany—ideal man for a spy! If he

runs across Jim Beckett, as ^ -'s trj-ing ta do, he'll iiove

heaven and earth to help him escape. He must havt^ in-

fluence, and secret ways of working things. He may

have got at Jim before this for all we can tell. Muller

let it leak out that he left Herter—somewhere—a week

ago. A lot can happen in a week—to a Wandering Jew.

The groimd's trembling under your feet. You'll have to

skip without Brian, v ithout money, without
"
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"I shall not stir," I said. "I can't leave Mrs. Beckett,

I won't leave jier' The only way I can atone even a

little bit, is +- i^op and take care of her while she needs

me, no matter what happens. When she finds out, she

won't want me any longer. Then I'll go. But not

before."

We glared at eacu other like two fencers through the

veil of falling dusk. Suddenly I sprang up from the bench,

remembering that, at least, I could escape from Julian, if

not from the sword of Damocles. But he caught my dress,

and held me fast.

" ^Miat if I tell the old birds the whole story up to date?"

he blustered. " I can, you know."

"You can. Please give me fair warning if you're going

to—that's all I ask. I'll try to prepare Mrs. Beckett's

mind to bear the shock. She's not very strong, but
"

"If I don't tell, it won't be locause of her. It will be

for you—always, everything, for you! But I haven't

decided yet. I don't know what I shall do yet. I must

think. You'll have to make the best of that compromise

unless you change your mind."

"I shall not change my mind," I said.
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IATER, Padre, when I'd broken away from Julian,

I wonderec' if he had made up the whole story.

-^ The cruel trick would be impishly characteristic!

But I went straight to the concierge to ask about Mailer.

He said that a man of that name had called the night before,

inquiring for me, and had talked with " the Monsieur who

looked like an Italian." This practically convinced me

that Julian hadn't lied.

If only I could get direct advice from you! Do try to

send me an inspiration of what to do for the best.

My first impulse Vvas to give jNIothcr Beckett a faint

hint of hope. But I dared not run the risk. If Paul

Herter proved to be mistaken, it would be for her like

losing her son a second time, and the dear one's strength

might not be equal to the strain. After thinking and un-

thinking all night, I decided to keep silent until our two

men returned from the British front. Then, perhaps, I

might tell Brian of the me 'saj^e from Doctor Paul, and ask

his opinion about speaking to Father Beckett. As for

myself, I resolved not to make any confession, imless it

were certain that Jim lived. And I'm not sure, Padre,

whether that decision was based on sheer, selfish coward-

ice, or whether I founded it partly on the arguments I

presented to myself. I said in my mind: "If it's true

that everything you did in the beginning was for Bria'i'a

SIS
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good, why undo it all at the most critical hour of his life,

when perhaps there may never be any reason to speak?
''

Also I said: "Why make it impossible for yourself to give

Mother Beckett the care she needs, and can hardly do

without yet? Every day counts with her now. Why not

wait unless you hear again more definitely?"

The annoying part of a specious argument is that there's

always some truth in it, and it seems like kind advice from

wise friends!

Anyhow, I did wait. Julian made no further appeal to

me, and I felt sure that he said nothing to Dierdre. If he

had taken her into his confidence, I should have haown by

her manner; because, from the shut-up, night-flower of a

girl that she was, she has rather pathetically opened out

for me into a daylight flower. All this since she came of

her own free will and told me of the scene in the chill

boarding house salon at Soissons. I used to think her as

secret as the grav^e—and deeper. She used to make me

"creep" as if a mouse ran over viine, by the way her

eyes watched me: still as a cat's looking into the fire. If

we had to shake hands, she used to present me with a

limp little bunch of cold fingers, which made me long to

ask what the deuce she wanted me to do with them ? Now,

because I'm Brian's sister, and because I'm human enough

to love her love of him, the flower-part of her nature sheds

perfume and distils honey for me: the cat-part purrs; the

girl-part warms. The creature actually deigns to like me

!

It could not now conceal its anxiety for Bria^ and Brian's

kith and kin, if it knew what Julian knows.

I waited until our last day at Amiens, and Father Beck-

ett, Brian, and Sirius are back from the British front.
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Perhaps I forgot to tell you that Sirius went. lie wasn't

on the programme, but he knew somehow that his master

was planning a separation, and refused to fall in with the

scheme. He was discovered in the motor-car when it

was ready to start, looking his best, his dear face parted

in the middle with an irresistible, ingratiating smile.

When Brian tried to put him out he flattened himself, and

clung like a limpet. By Father Beckett's intercession, he

was eventually taken, trusting to luck for toleration by the

British Army. Of course he continued to smile upon all

possible arbiters of his fate; and the drama of his history,

combined with the pathos of his blind master who fought

on these battlefields of Flanders, which now he cannot see,

made Brian's Sirius and Sirius's Brian per.sonw grater every-

where.

"I should have been nobody and nothing without

them!" modestly insisted the millionaire philanthropist

for whom all the privileges of the trip had been granted.

To me, with the one thought, the one word "Jim—Jim

—

Jimr repeating in my head it was strange, even irrelevant

to hear Jim's unsuspecting father and my bimd brother

discoursing of their adventures.

We all assembled in Mother Beckett's sitting room to

listen to the recital, she on a sofa, a rug over her feet, and

on her transparent face an utterly absorbed, tense ex-

pression rather like a French spaniel trying to learn an

English trick.

Father Beckett appointed Brian as spokesman, and then

in his excitement broke in every instant with: "Don't

forget this! Be sure to remember that! But so-and-so

was the best!" Or he jumped up from his chair by the

J
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sofa, and dropped his wife's hand to point out something

on the map, spread Uke a cloth over the whole top of a

bridge-table.

It was his finger that sketched for our eyes the sharp

triangle which the road-journey haii lormed: Amiens to

Albert: Albert to Peronne : Peronne to Bapaume :
Bapaume

to Arras: Arras to Bethune, and so on to Ypres: his

finger that reminded Brian of the first forest on the road

—a forest full of working German prisoners.

At Pont-Xoyelles, between Amiens and Albert, they

were met by an oflScer wh( is to be their guide for that

part of the British frout which they were to visit. He

was sent from headquarters, but hadn't been able to afford

tim.' for Amiens. However, Pont-Xoyelles was the most

interesting place between there and Albert. A tremendous

battle was fought on that spot in '70, between the French

under famous General Faidherbe and the Germans under

Manteuffel—a perfect name for a German general of these

days, if not of thoM-: There were two monuments to

commemorate the battle—one high on a hill above the

village; and the officer guide (with the face of a boy and

the grim experience of an Old Contemptible) was well up

in their history. He turned out to be a friend of friends of

Brian and knew the history of Sirius as well as that of all

the war-wasted land. He and Brian, though they'd never

met, had fought near each other it seemed, and he could

describe for the l)lind eyes all the changes that had come

upon the Somnie country since Brian's "day." The

roads whi'^h had been remade by the British over the shell-

scarred and honeycombed surface of the land; the aero-

dromes; the training-camps; the tanks; the wonderful
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new railways for troops and ammunition: the bands of

German prisoners docilely at work.

When the great gray car stopped, throbbing, at special

view-points here and there, it was Brian who could listen

for a lark's message of hope among th;- billowing downs, or

diaw in the tea-rose scent of earth from some brown field

tilled by a woman. It was Father Beckett who saw the

horrors of desolation—desolation more hideous even tluui

on the French front; because, since the beginning, here

had burned the hottest furnace of war: here had fallen a

black, never-ceasing rain of bombardment, night and day,

day and night, year after year.

It was the cherubic Old Contemptiljle who could tell

each detail of war-history, when the car reached Albert.

It was Brian who knew the ancient legend of the place, and

the modern story of the spy, which, together, double the

dramatic interest of tlifi Bending Virgin. In the eleventh

century a shepherd ' vy discovered, in a miraculous way,

a statue of the Virgin. There was a far-off sound of music

at night, when he was out in search of strayed sheep, and

being young he forgot his errand in curiosity to learn

whence came the mysterious chanting, accompanied by

the silver notes of a flute. The boy wandered in the direc

tion of tlie delicate sounds, and to his amazement found

all the lost flock grazing round a statue which appeared to

have risen from the earth. On that spot was built the

basilica of Notre-Dame de Brebieres, which became a

place or pilgrimage. The Virgin of the Shepherds was

supposed to send her blessings far, far over the country-

side, and her gilded image, with the baby Christ in her

arms, was a flaming beacon at sunrise and sunset. Thus
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on hp» 'ligh tower the golden Lady stood when the war

l)egan. Albert was pitilessly bombarded, and with a

startling aocurary which none could iinderstand: yet the

church itself, with its U ^tingly high tower, rcnuiined

intact. ThroUKli 0<loho. , i914, the shining figure blazed

against the sky, while houses fell in all quarters of the town

:

but on November 1st, three bombs struck the church.

They were the first heavy drops of rain in a thunderstorm.

The roof crashed in: and presently the pedestal of the

Virgin received a shattering blow. This was on the very

day wnen Albert discovered why for so long the church

had been immune. A spy had been safely signalling from

the tower, telling German gunners how and where to strike

with the most damage to the town. When all the fac-

tories which gave wealth to Albert, and the best houses,

had been methodically destroyed, the spy silently stole

away: and the Virgin of the Shepherds then bent over,

face down, to search for this black sheep of the fold. Ever

since she with the sacred Child in her arms has hung thus

suspended in pity and blessing over mountainous piles of

wreckage which once composed the market-place. She

will not crash to earth, Albert believes, till the war is over.

But so loved is she in her posture of protection that the

citizens propose to keep her in it for ever to commemorate

the war-history of Albert, when Albert is rebuilt for future

generations.

From there the gray car ran on almost due east to

Peronne, out of the country of Surrey-like, Chiltern-like

downs, into a strange marshy waste, where the river

Somme expands into vast mcrcs, swarmirig with many

fish. It looked. Father Beckett said, "Like a bit of
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the world when CJod hud just begun to create hfe out of

chaos."

Poor IVronnc! In its glorious <lays of feudal ^'outh its

fortress-castle was invincible. Tli<^ walls were so thick

that in days before gunpowder no assaults could hope to

break through them. Down in its underground depths

was a dungeon, where trapped enemy princes lay rotting

and starving through weary years, never released .save by

death, unless tortured into signing shameful treaties.

The very sound of the name, "Peronne," is an echo of

history, as Brian says. Hardly a year-date in the Middle

Ages could be pricked by a pin without touching soni'*

sensational event going on at that tnne at Peronne.

I remember this from my schooldays; and more clearly still

from "Quentin Durward," which I have promised lo

read aloud to Mother Beckett. I remember the Scottish

monks who were established at Peronne in the reign of

Clovis. I remember how Charles the Bold of Burgundy

(who died outside Nancy's gates) imprisoned wicked

Louis XI in a strong tower of the chateau, one of the four

towers with conical roofs, like extinguishers of giant

candles and kingly reputations! I remember best of all

the heroine of Peronne, Catherine de Poix, "la belle

Peronnaise," who broke with her t>wn hand the standard

of Charles's royal flag, in the siege of 1536, threw the bearer

into the fosse, and saved the city.

When Wellington took the fortress in 1814, he did not

desecrate or despoil the place: it was left for the Ger-

mans to do that, just a century later in the progress of

civilization! ^ly blood grew hot as T heard from our two

men the story of what the new Vandals had done. Just
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for a moment I almost forgot the secret burning in my
heart. Tlie proud piK- of hislorie stcme hnught to .artb

at last, like a soldier-king, felled by an axe in his old age:

the statue of Catherine thrown from its pedestal, and re-

placed in mockery by a foolish manikin—this as a mean

revenge for what she did to the standird-bearer, most of

Charles's men in the siege being Germans, under Henry of

Nassau.

"Tonjours Francs-P^ronnais

Auront \nm jour,

Toujours ct eu tout temps

Francs-P^ronnais auroi. t hon temps,**

the girls used to sing in old days as they wove the wonderful

linens and tissues of Peronne, or embroidered banners of

gorgeous colours to commemorate the saving of the Picard

city by Catherine: as Brian repeated to Father Beckett

wandering through the ruins redeemed last spring for

France by the British. And though Brian's eyes could not

see the rubbish-heap where once had soared the citadel he

saw through the mystic veil of his blindness many things

which otiiers did not see.

It seems that above these marshy flats of the Somme,

where the river has wandered away from the hills and dis-

guised itself in shining lakes, gauzy mists always hover.

Brian had seen them with bodily eyes, while he was a

soldier. Xow, with the eyes of his spirit he saw them

again, gleaming with the delicate, indescribable colours

wj'.icl! op.ly bli'i'.! eyes can call up to lighten darkness. He
saw the fleecy clouds streaming over Peronne like a

vast, transparent ghost-banner. He saw on their filmy
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folds, as if traced in blue ; .
' gold and royal pun)!**, the

ever famous scene on the walls when Catherine and her

following boat back Nassau's men from the one l)reach

where they might have < aptun-d the town. And this

mystic banner of the spirit Germans can never capture

or desecrate. It will wave over Peronne—what wa.s

Peronne, and what will again be Peronnt>—while the world

goes on making history for free men.

After Peronne, liapaume: llie battered co -- of

Bapaume, murdered in flame that reddened all tl .v .; of

Picardy before the British came t<> chase the (lermans out I

In old times, when a jjlace was destroyed the saying was,

"Not one stone is left upon another." But in this war,

destruction means an avalanche of stones upon each other.

Bapaume as Father Beckett saw it, is a Ilerculaneurn

unexcavated. Beneath lie buried countless precious

things, and still more precious memories; the feudal

grandeur of the old chateau where Philippe-.Vuguste

married proud Isabelle de Hainaut, with sj)lcndid cere-

mony as long ago as 1180: the broken glory of ancient

ramparts, where modern lovers walked till the bugles of

August 2, 19U, parted them for ever; the arcaded

Town Hall, old as the domination of tlie Spaniards in

Picardy; the sixteenth-century church of St. Nicolas with

its quaint Byzantine Virgin of iMirades: the statue of

Faidherbe who beat back the German wave from Bapaume

in 1871: all, all burned and battered, and mingled in-

extricably with debris of pitiful little homes, nobles'

houses, rich shops and tiny hovtiqnea, .so that, when

Bapaume rises from the dead, she will riac as oiic—even

as France has risen.
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Of the halting places on this pilgrimage along the British

front, I should best have liked to be with Brian and

Father Beckett at Arras. Brian and I were there together

you know, Padre, on that happy-go-lucky tramping tour of

ours—not long before I met Jim. We both loved Arras,

Brian and I, and spent a week there in the most fascinating

of ancient hotels. It had been a palace; and I had a huge

room, big enough for the bedchamber of a princess (prin-

cesses should always have bedchambers, never mere bed-

rooms!) with long windows draped like the walls and stiff

old furniture, in yellow satin. I was frightened when an

aged servant with the air of a pontiff ushered me in;

for Brian and I were travelling "on the cheap." But

Arras, thougn delicious in its quaint charm, never attrac-

ted hordes of ordinary tourists. Consequently one jould

have yellow satin hangings without being beggared.

Oh, how happy we were in that hotel, and in the adorable

old town! While Brian painted in the Grande Place and

the Petite Place, and sketched the Abbey of St.Waast (who

brought Christianity to that part of the world) I wandered

alone. I used to stand every evening till my neck ached,

staring up at the beautiful belfry, to watch the swallows

chase each other back and forth among the bells, whose

peal was music of fairyland. And I never tired of wander-

ing through the arcades under the tall old Flemish houses

with their overhanging upper storeys, or peeping into the

arcades' cool shadows, from the middle of the sunlit

squares.

There were some delightful shops in those arcades, where

they sold antique Flemish furniture, queer old pictures

showing Arras in her proud, treaty-making days (you know

^
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what a great place she was for treaty-making!) and lovely

faded tapestries said to be "genuinely" of the time when

no one mentioned a piece of tapestry save as an "arras."

But the shop I haunted was a cake-shop. It was called

^'Au Ccenr d"Arras" because the famous speciality of Arras

was a heart-shaped cake; but I wasn't lured there so much

by the charm of les coeurs as by that of the person who

sold them.

I dare say I described her to you in letters, or when I got

back to England after that trip. The most wonderful old

lady who ever lived! She didn't welcome her customers

at all. She just sat and knitted. She had an architectural

sort of face, framed with a crust of snow—I mean, a

frilled cap! And if one furtively stared, she looked at

one down her nose, and made one feel cheap and small

as if one had snored, or hiccupped out aloud in a cathedral!

But it seems I won her esteem by enquiring if " Us cceurs

d'Arras" had a history. Nobody else had ever shown

enough intelligence to care! So she gave me the history

of the cakes, and of everything else in Arras; also, before

we went away, she escorted Brian and me into a marvellous

cellar beneath her shop. It went down three storeys and

had fireplaces and a well! The earth under La Grande

Place was honeycombed with such sauterrains, she said.

They'd once beea quarries, in days so old as to be for-

gotten—quarries of "tender stone" (what a nice ex-

pression!), and the people of Arras had cemented and

made them habitable in case of bombardment. They

must have been useful in 1914

!

As for the cakes, they were invented by an abbess who
was sent to Spain. Before reluctantly departing, she
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gave the recipe to her successor, saying she "left her heart

in Arras." According to the legend (the old shop-lady

assured me) a girl who had never loved was certain to fall

in love within a month after first eating a Heart of Arras.

Well, Padre, I ate ahnost a hund'^ hearts, and less than

a month after I met Jim

!

You may believe that I asked Brian and Father Beckett

a dozen questions at once about dear Arras. But alao,

alas! all the answers were sad.

The beautiful belfry? Only a phantom remaining.

The Hotel de Ville? Smashed. La Grande Place-

La Petite Place? Stone quarries above groimd as well

as below, the old Flemish facades crumbled like sheets of

barley sugar. The arcades? Ruined. The charming

old shops? Vanished. The seller of Hearts? Dead.

But the Hearts—they still existed ! The children of Arras

who have come back "since the worst was over" (that

is their way of putting it!) would not feel that life was

life without the Arras Hearts. Besides, Arras without the

Hearts would be like the Altar of the Vestal Virgins with-

out the ever-burning lamp. So they are still baked, and

still eaten, those brave little Hearts of Arras—and Brian

asked Father Beckett to bring me a box.

They bought it of a cousin of my old woman, an ancient

man who had lurked in a cellar during the whole of the

bombardment. He said that all Arras knew, in Septem-

ber, 1914, how the Kaiser had vowed to march into the

town in triumph, and how, when he found the place as hard

to take "as quicksilver is to grasp," he revenged himself

by destroying its best-beloved treasures. He must have

rejoiced that July day of 1915, when Wolff's Agency was
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able to announce at last, that the Abbey of St. Waast

and its museum were in flames!

As the gray car bumped on to Bethune, Vimy Ridge

floated blue in the far distance, to the right of the road,

and Father Beckett and Brian took otf their hats to it.

Still farther away, and out of sight lay Lens, in German

possession, but practically encircled by the British. The

Old Contemptible had been there, and described the

town as having scarcely a roof left, but being an "ant

heap" of Boches, who swarm in underground shelters

bristling with machine guns. Between Lens and the road

stood the .'lebrated Colonne de Conde, showing where the

prince . ; s great victory over Spain; and farther on,

withii sound distance though out of sight, lay Loos,

on the ',
. . il de I'Haute Deule. Who thinks nowadays

of its powerful Cistercian Abbey, that dominated the

country round.? Who thinks twice, when travelling this

Appian Way which Germany has given France, of any

history which began or ended before the year 1914?

Bethune they found still existing as a town. It has

been bombarded often but not utterly destroyed, and from

there they ran ou< four miles to Festubert, because the

little that the Germa^^s have left of the thirteenth-century

church and village, burns ith an eternal flame of interest.

Bethune itself was a famous fortress once, full of history

and legend: but isn't the whole country in its waste and

ruin, like a torn historic banner, crusted with jewels

—

magic jewels, which cannot be stolen l)y enemy hands?

On the way to Ypres—crown and climax of the tour—the

car passed Lillers and Hazebrouck, places never to be

forgotten by hearts that heat in the battles of Flanders.
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Then came the frontier at Steenwoorde; and they were

actually in Belgium, passing Poperinghe to Ypres, the

most famous British battleground of the war.

When E-'an was fighting, and when you were on earth.

Padre, everyone talked about the "Ypres Salient." Now,

though for soldiers Ypres will always be the "salient"

since the battle of Wytschaete Ridge, the material salient

has vanished. Yet the same trenches exist, in the same

gray waste which Brian used to paint in those haunting,

impressionist war sketches of his that all London talked

about, after the Regent Street exhibition that he didn't

even try for leave to see! The critics spoke of the mys-

terious, spiritual quality of his work, which gave "without

sentimentality" picturesquene;>s to the ihell-holes and

mud, the shattered trees and wooden crosses, under eter-

nally dreaming skies.

Well, Brian tells me that going back as a blind man to

the old scenes, he had a strange, thrilling sense of seeing

them—seeing more clearly than before those effects of

mysterious beauty, hovering with prophecy above the

squalor of mud and blood, hovering and mingling as the

faint light of dawp ;ningles, at a certain hour, with the

shadows of night. People used to call his talent a "blend

of vision with reality." Now, all that is left him is

"vision"—vision of the spirit. But ^ith help—I used to

think it would be my help: now I realize it will be Dierdre's

—who knows what extraordinary things my blind Brian

may accomplish? His hope is so beautiful, and so strong,

that it has lit an answering flame of hope in me.

He and I were in Ypres for a few days, just about the

time 1 was wondering why "Jim Wyndham" didn't keep
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his promise to fin,J me again. It was in Ypres, I remem-
ber, that I came across the box of "Ccpurs d'Arra-t"' I'd

brought with me. Opening it, I recalled the legend about
a girl who has never loved, falling in love within a month
after first eating an Arras Heart. It was then I said to

myself, " Why, it has come true ! I have fallen in love with
Jim Wyndham—and he hasforgotten me /"

Oh, Padre, how that pain comes back to me now, in the
midst of the new pain, like the "core of the brilliance

within the brilliance!" Which hurt is worse, to love a
man, and believe oneself forgotten, or to love and know
one has been loved, and then become unworthy? I can't

be sure. I can't even be sure that, if I could, I would go
back to being the old self before I committed the one big

sin of my life, which gave me Jim's father and mother, and
the assurance that he had cared. For a while, after Mother
Beckett told me about Jim's love for "The Girl," in spite

of my wickedness I glowed with a kind of happiness. I

felt that, through all the years of my life—even when I

grew old—^Jim would be mine, young, handsome, gay,
just as I had seen him on the Wonderful Day: that
I could always run away from outside things and shut
the gate of the garden on myself and Jim—that rose-

garden on the border of Belgium. Now, when I know

—

or almost know—that he will come back in the flesh

to despise me, and that the gate of the garden will be
forever shut—^why, I shall be punished as perhaps no
woman has ever been punished before. Still—«<i7Z I

can' t be sure that I would escape, if I could, by going
back to my old self!

It is writing of Belgium, and my days there with Brian
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while I still hoped to see Jim, that brings all these thoughts

crowding so thickly to my mind, they seem to drip off my

pen!

But what a different Ypres Father Beckett has now

seen, and Brian felt, from that dear, pleasant Ypres into

which we two drove in a cart, along a cobbled causeway as

straigl t as a tight-drawn string! Tourists who loved the

blue, and yellow, and red bath-houses on the golden beach

of Ostend, didn't worry to motor over the bumpy road,

through the Flemish plain to Ypres. The war was needed

to bring its sad fame to "Wipers!" But Brian and I in-

terrupted our walking tour with that cart, because wc

knew that the interminable causeway would take us deep

into the inner quaintness of Flanders. We adored it all:

and at every stopping-place on the twenty-mile road, 1

had the secret joy of whispering; "Perhaps it is Iiere that

He will suddenly appear, and meet us!"

There was one farmhouse on the way, where I longed to

have him come. I wanted him so much that I almost

created him! I was listening every moment, and through

every sound, for his car. It never came. But because I

so wished the place to be a background for our meeting I

can see the two large living-rooms of the old house, with

the black-beamed ceilings, the Flemish stoves, the tall,

carved sideboards and chests with armorial bearings, the

deep window-seats tl'at were flower-stands and work-

tables combined, and the shelves of ancient pottery and

gleaming, antique brass. Tliere was a comfortable fra;,'-

rance of new-baked bread, mingling with the spicy scent

of grass-pinks, in that house: and the hostess who

gave us luncheon—a young married woman—had a mild,
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sweet face, stronj^ly resembling that of St. Genevieve

of Brabant, as pictured in a coloured lithograph on the

wall.

St. Genevieve's story is surely the most romantic, the

most pathetic of any saint who ev'>r deigned to tread ou

earth!—and her life and death mig. . serve as an allegory

of Belgium's martyrdom, poor Belgium, the little country

whose patron she is. Since that day at the farmhouse on

the road to Ypres, I've thought often of the gentle face

with its forget-me-not eyes and golden hair; and of Golo

the dark persecutor who—they say now—was a real jKjrsoa

and an ancestor of the HohenzoUerns tlirough the first

Due de Baviere.

At Ypres, Brian painted for me a funny "imagination

picture" imitating earliest Flemish work. It showed

Ypres when there was no town save a few tiny houses and

a triangular stronghold, with a turret at each corner, built

on a little island in the river Yperlee. He named the

picture "The Castle of the Three Strong Towers," and

dated it in the year 900. A thousand years have passed since

then. Slowly, after much fighting (the British fought

as hard to take Ypres once, as they fight to save it now),

the town grew great and powerful, and became the capital

of Flanders. The days of the rough earthen stockades and

sharp thorn-bush defences of "Our Lady of the En-

closures" passed on to the days of casemates and moats;

and still on, to the days when the old fortifications could be

turned into ornamental walks—days of quaintly beauti-

ful architecture, such as Brian and I saw before the . r,

when we spent hours in the Grand' Place, admir" ^ the

wonderful Cloth Hall and the Spanish-looking Nieuworck.
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The people of Ypres told us proudly that nothing in Bruges

itself, or anywhere in Flanders, could compare with those

nolile buildings massed together at the west end of the

Grand' Place, each stone of which represented so much

wealth of the richest merchant kings of Europe.

And now, the work of those thousand busy years has

crumbled in a few monstrous months, like the sand-houses

of children when the tide comes in ! What Father Beckett

saw of Ypres after three years' bombardment, was not

much more than that shown in Brian's picture, dated 900!

A blackened wall or two and a heap of rubble where stood

the Halle des Drapiers—pride of Ypres since the thirteenth

century—its belfry, its statues, its carvings, its paintings,

all vanished like the contoui's and colours of a sunset cloud.

The cathedral is a skeleton. Hardly a pointed gable is

left to tell where the quaint and prosperous houses once

grouped cosily together. Ypres the town is a mourner

draped in black with the stains of fire which killed its

beauty and joy. But there is a glory that can never be

killed, a glory above mere beauty, as a living soul is

above the dead body whence it has risen. That glory is

Ypres. She is a ghost, but she is an inspiration, a name

of names, a jewel worth dying foi^-" worth giving a man's

eyes for," Brian says!

"Has your brother told you about the man we met at

the Visitors' Chfiteau?" asked Father Beckett, when

between the two men—and my reminiscences—the

story of the tour was finished with those last words of

Brian's.

" No, I haven't told her yet," Brian answered for me.

My nerves jumped. I scarcely knew what I expected to
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hear. "Not Doctor Pav Herter?" I exclaimed—and

was surprised to hear on my own lips the name so con-

stantly in my mind.

"Well, that's queer she should speak of him, isn't it.

Brian? How did you come to think of Herter? " Father

Beckett wanted to know.

"JFas it he? "I insisted.

" No. But—you'd better tell her, Brian. I guess you'll

have to."

" There isn't much to tell, really," Brian said. " It was

only that oculist chap Herter told you about—Dr. Henri

Chrevreuil. He's been working at the front, as you know

:

lately it's been the British front; and they'd taken him in

at the chateau for a few days' rest. We met him there

and talked of his friend—your friend, Molly—Doctor

Paiil."

"What did he say about your eyes?" Dierdre almost

gasped. (I should not have ventured to put the ques-

tion suddenly, and before people. I should have been too

afraid of the answer. But her nickname is "DareT')

"He must have said something, or Mr. Beckett wouldn't

have spoken so. He did look at your eyes—didn't he?

He would, for Herter's sake."

"Yes, he did look at them," Brian admitted. "He

didn't say much."

"Bniyfh&t—^hai?"

"He said :
* Wait, and—see.''

"And see /" Dierdre echoed.

The same thought was in all our minds. As I gazed

mutely at Brian, he gave me the most beautiful smile of his

life. He must have felt that I was looking at him, or he
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would not so have smiled. Let Jim hate and—punish me

when he comes back, and drive me out of Paradise !
Wher-

ever I may go, there will be the reflection of that smile and

the thought behind it. How can I be unhappy, if Brian

need only wait, to see?
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CTIAPTER XXX

P.'

DRE, my mind is like a thermometer exposed

every minute to a different temperature, but al-

ways high or low—never normal.

To tell, or not to tell, Father Beckett what the man I

didn't see said about Jim—or rather, what Julian O'Far-

rell said that he said! This has been the constant ques-

tion; but the thermometer invariably flies up or down,

far from the answer-point.

When our men came back to Amiens, I almost hoi>ed

that Puck would do his worst—carry out his threat and

"give me away" to Father Beckett. In that case I should

at least have been relieved frotii responsibility. But

Puck didn't. In my heart I l;ad known all along tliat he

would not.

If I could have felt for a whole minute at a time that it

would be fair to wake hopes which mightn't be fulfilled,

out would have burst the secret. But whenever I'd

screwed up my courage to speak, Something would re-

mind me: "Herter sent word that there might be a mes-

sage from Switzerland. Better wait till it comes, for he

v.-dsn't sure of his facts. He may have been misled."

Or, when I'd decided not to speak, another Something

would say: "Jim is alive. You know he is alive! Her-

ter i'^ lielpinj; him \r, c'^-'^-npe. Dnis't let these dear old

people suffer a minute loi'^'er than they need."

IB
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But—well—so fur I liave waileii. A wcci. has passed

since I wrote at Amiens. \\c have arriveil -it Jim's

chateau—the little, r|uaint. okl Chateau d'Andelle, with

thick stone walls, black-lx-anied ceilings, and amusing

towers, set in the midst oi' an enchanted forest of Ni^-

mandy. Xo wonder he fell in love with the place hefort

the war. and wanted to live thcr*. ' It must have seemed

«n impossihle dream at tht- time, for tli ' owner-, (the

chAteau has been in the same fan.ilv for generations) had

money in those days, and wouldn't have let their home to

strangers. The war has made all the differen'«>. They
couldn't afford to keep up the place, and were eager to let.

Beckett money is a boon to them, so everyone is siitisfied.

The agents in Paris secured two or three extra servants

to help the old pair left in the house as caretakers; and

there is a je^i'el of a maid for Mother Beckett—a Belgian

refugette. I shall give her some training as a nurse, and

by and by I shall Ije able to fade away in peace. Alrea- iy

I'm beginning to prepare my dear lady'.s mind for a part-

ing. I talk of my hospital work, and drop hints i: it

I'm only on leave—that Brian's hopes and Father B( -k-

ett's splendid new-born plan for f 'm, will permit me to

take up duty again soon.

The plan developed on the trip : but I'ra sure the fsrst

inspiration came from Mother IJcc^ ctt. While sHc ^as

ill, she did nothing but lie and think of t, ings to (J'> for

other people. And she was determined to make it po- ble

for Brian to have a love story of his own, pro\'idc' 'ie

wanted one. It only needed Father Beckett's pra< l al

brain and unllnilltu purse to i .in her ague suggest i)n

into a full-grown plan. A whole block of 'iuildings on
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the outskirts of Pari . let is apartment . ouses s to !

bought by Mr. HwkeM, f. r the us • of bSinded M)ldiors

Already his agoi ^ have jjot the refusal v.i the profwrty

for him; and wiMi a few h mges such as knocking down

jnner w.tlls and putting a door- wliere doors tlou't exist,

the houses will l)econi<' I'ue h[<r inansion, to a< tonunodate

five or six hundred inen Eat ' ill have his own Ijcdrooiu

or cubicle. There i. l>e a gv'nnasiuni, with a Swedish in

structor, and e\ery trad< or prjfessioa in v riich a blinti

man ould possibly engr • ill be taught by expi'rts.

Ther- will In- a big dininir hall with musici <' gaHt'ry,

and a tlieaire. Ihe Ubrary wUl be -, )li« ' .th quanti-

ties o*" obi f >r the hiuid. here'll be a gurdt-n when he

mcs! He taught t grow tio era ant: vegetables. Th. /

will ha% ' a n'siden' dmt »r, and two suT^enntondent.'' ' '

of these tw will him ^ b. i bliua man taught by i

own exjjerience how e:. others Of course dn,

m know tliat this \ntnu j* tier i- ^dready cht- en. "h1

lat tl. vhole scheme '-'• ~ round nim!

Brian reali/ i at, if it .ere not for h .In a

vvoiiid

i^ h

et have bee" . bought of In a way.

y. He doe n't ft>rture hiii self, as I pn

. ius place, by tnink sg: "All t^iese tmnense

ley iR'ing spent as an excuse to provide for n\e in

)ught I to let it be don. '' Ought I to accept?
"

lan's way is not that. He says: "Now I understand

^ lost my eyesight, and it'- worth it a thous- id times.

'1 wonderful chance is to be ven rae to help 'tli . as

I never could have helped if 1 in't been blind. If sight

comes back, I siiull kuovv what .i is to be blind, and I can

give counsel and courage to others. I am glad, glad to
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be blind. Il's a privilege and a mission. Even if I never

see again, except with my spirit's eyes, I shall still be glad!

He doesn't worry at all because carrying out the plan

will cost Father Beckett one or more of his millions. What

is money for, except to be spent? What pleasure is like

spending to do good? He finc^ it quite natural that

Father Beckett wants to do this thing; and though hes

immensely grateful, he takes it blithely for granted that

the benefactor should be happy and proud.

TraveUing back from Ypres to Amiens they seem to

have settled all the details between them, though they

told us their adventures before even mentioning the Tlan.

Brian is to be guide, philosopher, and friend to the

inmates and students of the James Wyndham Beckett

College for the Blind. Also he is to give lectures on

art and various other subjects. If he can learn to

paint his Wind impressions (as he believes he can. with

Dierdre's promised help) he will be able to teach

other blind artists to follow his example. And he

is to have a salary for his services-not the big one Father

Beckett wished: Brian wouldn't hear of that-but enough

to live on. And Dierdre .-d Julian are offered official

positions and salaries too. It's suggested that they

should take a flat near by the College, within easy talk-

ing distance. Dierdre is to entertain the blind men with

recitations, and teach the art of reciting to those who wish

to learn. Julian is to sing and play for the men in the

house-theatre, once or twice a week, as he can spare time

from his work with De Letzski. Also he will give one

lesson a week in singing and voice production.

Both the O'Farrells are to be well paid (no trouble m
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persuading Julian to accept generous proposals for him-

Sf and his sister; for him the labourer is indeed

worthy of his hire) : and with American dash and money the

scheme is expected to be in working order by next June.

It's now well into Novemb r. But after seemg how other

schemes have worked, and how this Chateau d AndeUe

business has been rushed through. I lave the most sub-

lime faith in Beckett miracles.

They are astonishing, these Becketts! Father, the sim-

plest, kindest man. with the air of liking his fireside

Ltter than any adventure: Mother, a slip of a creature-

"a flower in a vase to be kept by her menfolk on a high

shelf
"

as I told myself when I first saw her. Yet what

adventures they have had. and what they have accom-

plished since the day Brian proposed this pilgrimage, two

months ago! Not a town on our route that, after the war

won't have cause to bless them and the son in whose name

their good works have been done-^ause to bless Beckett

kindness, Beckett money for generations in the future

Yet now they have added this most ambitious plan of all

to the list, and I know it will be carried out to perfection.

You see now. Padre, from what I've told you, how easy

it is being made for me to shp out of this circle. Brian,

beaming with happiness, and on the point of openmgh.s

heart to Dierdre's almost worshipping love: Mother

Beckett slowly getting back a measure of frail, flowerjike

health, in this lovely place which she calls Jim s: Father

Beckett more at ease about her, and intensely interested

in his scheme: the small, neat Belgian refugette likely to

prove at least a ministering mouse if not a minis cring

angel: above all. hope if not certainty that Jim will one
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day return—not only in spirit but in body—to his chateau

and his family. If I am needed anywhere on earth, it

isn't here, but down in the south at my poor Hopital des

Epidcmies. Would it be cowardly in me to fly, as soon

as I've persuaded the Becketts tc spare me. and throw the

responsibility I haven't dared decide to take, upon my

brave, Wind Brian?

Ah, I don't mean telling him about myself and my sins.

I shouldn't have the courage for that, I fear! I mean,

shall I tell him about Doctor Paul's message-or supposed

message? It has just occurred to me that I might do

this, and let Brian decide whether Fatfc ^r Beckett ought to

know, even if .10 further news comes through Switzerland.

You see, if I wtre gone, and Jim came, I could trust the

new Dierdre to do her best for me with Brian. He

could never respect me, never love me in the old way—but

he might forgive, because of Dierdre herself—and because

of the great Plan. Hasn't my wickedness given them both

to him?

Writing all this to you has done me good. Padre. I see

more clearly ahead. I shall decide before morning what

to do. I feel I shall this time! And I think it a good idea

to speak to Brian. He will agree, though he doesn't know

my secret need to escape, that it's right for me to take up

hospital work again. But, Padre, I can't go-I wont

go—until I've helped Mother Beckett arrange Jim's treas-

ures in the room to be called his "den." She has been

living for that, striving to grow strong enough for that.

And I—oh, Padre!—I want to be the one to unpack his

things and to touch each one with my hands. I want to

leave something of myself in that mom vrhcre. if he's dea4
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his spirit will surely come: where, if he lives his bodj

wiU come. If I leave behind me thoughts of love won t

they linger between those walls like the scent of roses

in a vase? Mayn't those thoughts influence J.m Beckett

not to detest me as I deserve?
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CHAPTER XXXI

F^rVE days later.
. , , ^^

I did talk to Brian, Padre, and he said, better

wait and give the letter from Switzerland a fair

chance to arrive, before telUng Father Beckett about Doc-

tor Paul's messenger at Amiens.

Now I have had a letter, but not from Switzerland. 1

shall fold it up between the pages of this book of my con-

fessions. I believe you will read it, Padre.

It came to-day. It explains itself. The envelope,

postmarked Paris, was addressed to me in typewriting.

If Mother Beckett had not had a slight relapse from work-

ing too hard in the den, I might perhaps have been gone

before the letter came. Then it would have had to be

forwarded. It's better that I stayed. You will see why.

But—oh. Padre, Padre!

THE LETTER

"MlS8 0'M\LLEY,

"Once I met a lady whose name, as I understood it. was not

unlike yours now, given me by Doctor Paul Herter. I cannot

think that you and she are one. That lady, I d swear, would be

incapable Jf-lct me say, placing herself in a false position.

"Though you will not recognize my handwritmg, I ve said

enough for you to guess that James Wyndham Beckett is your

^^rrospondent. I have had the address typed because, for my

parents' sake and to spare them distress, it seems that you aiui 1

340
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must reach some understanding before I venture to let Uiem

know that I'm alive.

"If you are worthy to be called 'friend' by such a man as Paul

Herter. you will wish to atone for certain conduct, by carrying

out the request I make now. I must trust you to do so. But

first let me relieve my mind of any tea- for yourself. I have not

contradicted the story you told Herter about our engagement.

What I shall say to my parents when I meet them, as I hope soon

to do, depends upon circumstances. Till you and I have had a

private conversation, you will oblige me by letting thmgs re-

main as thev are. I have strong reasons for this wish. One of

them-the only one I need explain now, is that it will seem

natural to them I should write to my fiancee-a young, strong

girl able to bear the shock of a great surprise-asking her to break

the news gently and tactfully to my father and moth -r. I do

ask vou to do this. How to do it I must leave to you. But

when vou've tcJd my parents that I'm alive, that I've escaped,

that I'm in Paris with Herter. that as soon as my official business

of reporting mys.-lf is finished, I'll get leave, you may put mt<.

their hands the following pages of this letter. They will not

think it strange that the girl I am engaged to should keep the

first part for her own eyes. Thus, without your being com-

promised, they will learn my adventures without having to

wait until I come. But there's just room enough left on this

first sheet to reiterate tliat, when Herter found me, and gave

me the somewhat <Hsconcerting news of my engagement to

his friend, a Miss O'Malley travelling with my parents, I -simply

listened. Rather than excite his suspicions I did not even

yield to curiosity, and try to draw out a description. I could

not be sure then that I should ever sec you, or my people, for

eseai>e was difficult and there wore more chances against than

for my getting out of (^.ermany alive. Now, in all human cer-

taintv I shall arrive at the ChSteau d'Andelle (I got the ad.lress
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at the bank), and you owe it to me to remain on the spot till we

can thrash out our affair together. I will begin on a nar sheet

the story of the last few months since my capture. You must

forgive me if it bores you. In reality it is for my parents, when

you have prepared their minds, and I don't Uiink it will bore

them. ...
, , , v.-

"We came a bad cropper. I was thrown clear of the machme,

but knew nothing until I waked up, feeling like a bag of broken

bones. It was night, and I saw a huge fountain of red flame and

a lot of dark Bgures like silhouettes moving between it and me.

That brought me out of my stupor. I knew my plane must have

taken fire as it crashed down, and I was pretty sure the silhou-

ettes were Germans. I looked around for my observer, and

called to him in a low voice, hoping the Bosch wouldn't hear,

over the noise of the fire. Nobody answered. Later I found out

that the poor chap had been caught under the car. I pray he

(lied before the flames reached him!

" As I got my wits back. I planned to try and hide myself under

some bushes I could see not far off. tUI the coast was clear; but I

couldn't move. I seemed to be thoroughly smashed up, and

began to think it was the end of thbgs ici-bas for me. After

a while I must have fainted. By and by I had a dream of joltmg

along through a blazing desert, on the back of a lame camel. It

was rather fierce, that jolth.g! It shook me out of my famt, and

when I opened my eyes it was to find myself on a stretcher

c-arried by fellows in German gray. They took me to a field

hospital, and I guesse<l by the look of things that it was close to

the first lines. It made me sick to think how near I must be to

our own front—yet so far

!

"Well, I won't be long-winde<l about what happened next.

I can go' into details when we meet. It turned out that I had

a leg, an arm, and some ribs smashed. The Bosch surgeon

wasn't half bad, as Bosches go. but he was a bit brusque. I
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heard him say right out to the ana-sthetist. it seemed a pity

to waste good ether on me. as there wasn't one chance m five

to save mv life. StiU. I'd be an experiment! Before I went

off under the stuff I told them who I was. for I'd heard they were

sometimes fairly decent to enemy aviators, and I hoped to get a

message through to my people. I was feeling as stupul as an

owl but I did think I saw a change come over the men s faces

when they heard my name. i....cr. putting two and two to-

gether, I concluded that Germany was just the kind of busmess

nation to know all about the dear old (iovemor. I might have

realized that, out of sheer spite against the United States for

bursting into the war. they'd enjoy letting a man of JamesBecl^tt

Senior's importance go on believing his son was dead I bet

they put mv name over the grave of my poor, burned pal. Hank

Lee! It would be the thoroughgomg sort of thing they do, when

they make up their minds to create an impression.

"I didn't die, though! Spite for spite, I got well. But it

took some time. One of my lungs had been damaged a bit

by a broken rib, and the doctors prescribed an open-air cure,

after I'd begun to crawl again. I was put with a lot of T. B. s,

if vou know what that means, in a camp hospital. Not far

off was a huge 'camouflaged' aerodrome and a village of hangars.

I heard that flving men were being trained there. I used to think

I'dgive my head to get to the place, but I never hoped to do .1-

till Herter came. ^ t \ a
"Now I will tell you how he came—which I can freely do.

as we are both safe in Paris, havmg come from somewliere

near Compiegne. One of the first things Herter said about you

was that you must have guessed where he was gomg. and more

«r less for what purpose. F..r that purpose he was the ideal

man: a Lorrainer of Germanized Lorraine; German his natn^e

tongue-(though he hates it)-and clever as Machiavelli. He

"escaped" from France into Germany, told a tale about killmg
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a French sentry and creeping across No IVWs Land at ni^hUn

order to get to the German lines. It was a b.g r.sk. but Herte

is as brave and resourceful a mm as I ever met. He got the

Bosches to believe that he was badly ill in Paris when the war

btke out and couldn't slip away. otherwise he'd -esprungto

do his Icval <luty to the Fatherland. He persuacknl them that

h^ Lt bdn. cast in France for the time, he'd resolved to serve

Germany by spying. untU he could somehow bo t acros^the

frontier. He spun a specious tale about pretendmg to Uie French

lo have French sympathies, and winning the con6de"ce of

high-up men. by serving as a surgeon on several fron s lo

prove his German patriotism he had notes to show reahst.cany

Lade on thin silk paper, and hidden inside the hnmg of h,s

"'•'Herter's mission in Boschland isn't my business or yours;

but I'm allowed to say tlxat it was concerne<l with ac oplanes

There was something he had to find out. and he ha. found .t

out or he wouldn't be back on this side of the lines Because he

hoped to be among German flying-men. he hmted to yonj^^

he might be able to do you son. service. It occurred to h™

that he might learn where my grave was and let you know^

Nothing further was in his thoughts then-or until he happened

to draw out a piece of unexpected information m a roundabout

"""^^is trick of getting across to the flying-men was smart, like

all his tricks. The valuable (?) notes he'd brought >nto Germany

„.oslly concerned new French and A-rican inventions m that

line. That was his 'speciality.' And when he had handecl the

notes over with explanations, he continued his programme by

a Lgforaiobassurge^ninafieldhospital. ^^u.^'^^^^'

to get back to France before the wortlUessness of !"« -^- --

discovered.^ Wion he'd proved his qualifications, he got h.s

job like a shot. They were only too glad of his services. Pre-
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tendini? to have been in American training-camps, it was easy

to bring up ray name in v casual way. Laughing that rather

sinister laugh of his, which you will remember, Herter told a

couple of flying chaps he had promised a girl to find Jim Beckett's

grave. One of the fellows laughed too. and made a remark

which set Herter thinking. Later, he was able to refer to

the subject again, and learned enough to suspect that there was

something fishy about the Bosch announcement of my death and

burial. He tells me that, at this point, he was al)le to send you a

verbal message by a consumptive prisoner about to be repatri-

ated. Whether you got that message or not who knows?

"His idea was to send another (in a way he won't explain

even to me) when he'd pickeiJ up further news. But as things

turned out, there was no time. Besides, it wasn't necessary.

It looked hopeful that we might be our own carrier pigeons, or

else—cease to exist.

"What happene 1 was that Herter heard I was alive and in a

hospital not far behind the lines Just at this time he had got

hold of the very secret he'd come to seek. The sooner he could

make a dash for home the better: but if possible, he wishetl to

take me with him. He had the impression that to do so would

please his friend Miss O'Malley! How it was to be worked iie

didn't see until an odd sort of American bombing machine fell,

between an aerodrome it had attempted to destroy, and Herter's

hospital. They knew it was American, only because of its two

occupants, both killed. The machine was considerably smashed

up, but experts found traces of something a/'iazingly novel, which

they couldn't uii'.erstand. Herter was called to the scene, be-

cause ht hii.I protended to be up in the latest American flying

'stunts.' The minute he saw the wreckage an inspiration

jumped into bis head.

"He confessed himself puzzled by the mysterious details,

thought them import^mt, and said: 'It se. ms to me this
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resembles the engine and wings of the James Beckett invention

I heard so much about. But I didn't know it was far enough

ahead yet to be in use. A pity tlie inventor was killed. He

might have come in handy.
, , .1,

"Well they put those words in their pipes and smoked them—

knowing*, of course, that I was very much alise and almost

within a stone's tlirow.

"1 had always pretended not to understand German: thought

ignorance of the language might serve my plans some day or

other. The chap they sent to fetch me dropped a few words to a

doctor in my hearing. And so. though I wasn't told where I was

being taken or why I was to go. I'd about caught on to the fact

that I was supposed to have invented the plans for a now bombing

biplane. That made me wonder if a friend was at work under

the rose: and I was ready for anvthing when I got to the scene

of the smash. ,

-Fortmiately, none of the Bosches on the spot could speak

English fluently, and I appeared! more of a fool at French than

German. Hcrter-^ntirely trusted by his German pals-was

told off to talk English with me; and a flash of his eye sa.d. }me

was the friend! It was only a flash, and I couldn't be sure, but

it put me on the qui vire. I noticed that in askmg me .he

question he was told to ask. he emphasized certain words which

neede.1 no <^mph.4s, and spoke theu. slowly with a look tliat

made me deurmine to fix each one in my mmd. This I did, and

putting them together when I got the chance. I made out. I

want toM you home Say you invented this model, ami could

put the thmg in working trim.'

"That was a big order! If I said it and could k.-ep my word,

would it be a patriotic job to present the enemy with a per-

fectly good machine, of a new make, m the place of a wreck they

didn't understand? This was my first thought. But the

second remmded me of a sentence I'd constructed with sumc 01
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the f-mphasizwl words; 7 want io get you home.' How did ho

expect to get rae \wuu— if not by air'

"With that I caught a glimps of the plan, as one some-

times catches .sight of the earth through u break in mnssctl

clouds when Bying. If the man mount to liolp mo. I would help

him. If he turned out a fraud, the (iermans shouldn't profit

by his treachery I'd slop that game at the last moment, if T diet!

for it!

"You will know nothing about the n.w and curious Immbmg

biplane of sujier-speed invcntcil by Uroy Harman of Ga'braith,

Texas. But Father knows as much as any one not an expert in

aeronautics can know. Wien the Government wouldn't believe

in Harman. Fatlior financeil him by my advice. I loft home for

France before the trial machine that was to convince ofiicialdom

had come into l)eing; and I didn't even know whether it had

made good. But the minute I saw what lay on the ground,

surrounded by a ring of Germans, I said to myself; 'Good old

Leroy
!'

"I'd seen so much of his plans that they remaino<I printed on

my bram, and I could-if I would-set that biplane on its wings

again almost as easily as if I Acuf invented it.

"Odd that the Bosches and I both trusted Ilerter. seeing he

must be false to one side or other! But he's that sort of man.

And I always take a tip from my own instinct before listening to

my reason. Maybe that's why I didn't do badly in my l)rief

career as a flier. Anyhow. I played up to Herter; and I got tJie

job of superintending the reconstruction of poor Harman's

damaged machine. It was a lovely job for a prisone-. though

they watched me as a German cat would wotch an Allied mouse.

Herter was nearly always on the spot, however, for he'd made

himself responsible for me. Also, he'd offered to pump me about

what was best in the air world on my side of the water: hov,-

many aeroplanes of different sorts America could turn out in
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gb months, etc. We contriv-*! a cv-phor on diograniH I made.

It WHS a clev«r one, l>ut the crwlit was Ilcrter's.

"The Bosihcs were waiting iiupaticntly for my work to be

done, m .*r«ler to try out the machine, and if sarisfactor>'. spawn

a hrowl of their own on tin same mwiel. 1 was equally impa-

tient. I hope<l to flj off with the bipUuie before they had time

to eopy it

!

,

•*A w<H>nde<l \ce of tlicirs. Anton Hupfer, vas for ever hang-

ing round, lie was to take up the 'plane when it was re^dy.

But Herler industriously chumme<l with him. and not for no-

thing. To Htrter was due the 'discovery' of the inventor;

and as he hoasttMl exjien^uce in flying, he asked the privilege

of iK'ing Hupfer s t ompanion on the trial trip.

"The suceess of this trip woukl depend even more on the

nmcliine's w..rtli as a boml>er than on her speed and climbing

qualities. It. was. therefurr. to be uuderta!:en at night, with a

full '..uiplemeiit of real Lombs to drcp upon headquarters at

Compiepiie. Herter h«l suggested this. Daylight wouldn't

have su Hwl for a start

.

"An hour before the appointed time he dashed in upon Hupfer

to confide that a su.i.ien suspicion concerning me was troubling

him. He had noticed a queer expression on my face as I gave

the engine a last look over! If I had done some obscure damage

to tliis so new tj-pe of machb' , the mechanics might not detect

its nature. Horter didn't wish to harm me, if Lis suspicion

was unfounded, he explained, but he proposed a drastic proof

of my good faith. I was to be hauled out of be<l. and hurrietl

without warning to look at the biplane in her hangar. The

mechanics were to be sent outside, there to wait for a signal to

open the tloors: this to avoid gossip if I was honest after all.

Hupfer was to sprmg it on me that he'd decided to take me up

instead of Herter. My face wa-s to be watcheil as this news was

flung at me. If I showed the slightest trace of uneasiness, it
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would be a sij?n that I hmt playwl a trick and f.-ait-l to fall it.i

victim. In tl»at <;'si> tlit- third dcgret-' was to be applit-d ut<lil I

ownetl up. and could l.^ hale<l away for punishment.

"There was just t uie to carry out this prof^ramme. mid

Hupfer fell for it. H.rter hai! put me wise beforehand, and

I knew what to exp. His real plan was to stan.l behind

Hupfer. the Bosch \ce. an.? l.a>h him on the luud willi a

spanner, while his '^ ipfer'sj whole attention was fix.tl on

me. We would hen ..ndress the felh.w. I wouhl take his

clothe-i, and we'd lut him into mine. Il.ipfer's IkxIv (stuiined,

m)t dead, we hopcslj wc would lay »)ehin.l a pile of petrol tins. I

acting as pilot, would trust to my .lisguise and the darbiess of

night not to Inr spotted when the two mechanics threw open tlie

hangar «l(x)rs.

"Everything happened as we'd arranged, without a hitch

—again, all credit to lierter! When we'd hidden the h.up Ace,

trusswl up m my prison rig. Ucrter yelled to the waiting men. in a

good imitation of Hupfer' voice. We ran smootWy out of the

hangar, and were given a tuie send of!. How soon the Bosches

found out how they'd betui Kpoofe<i, 1 tlon't know. It couldn't

have been long though, as my prison guard was hi attendance.

The gnyit thing was, we went up in grand style. Otherw'ise—but

we needn't now Hunk of the 'otherwise'

!

"Our next danger lay in taking t!.. wrong di.v( tion, getting

farther back in Boschland instead of n. ,r t!u- frontier. I kept

my wits, fortunately, so tliat turned out all right. Still, there

remaimnl the chance of l>cing .shot down by the French, ano

blown with our own bombs into kingdom come. But, by good

luck it w".s a clear night. No excuse for getting lost! Ai.'l

when I was sure we were well over the French lines, I plane:!

down to alight in a field.

"The alert was out for us, of course, and a fierce barrage put

up, but I flew high till I was ready for a dive. We'<l hardly land-
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ed, when the pmliu swarmed like bees, but that was what we

wanted. You must imagine the scene that followed, till I

can tell you by word of mouth!

"I shall have made my report, and ha,ve been given leave

to start for a visit to my family by to-morrow I hope.

"Yours till the end,

"Jiu."

•¥ S

"Yours till the end!" Rather a smart, cynical way of

winding up those "exhibition pages" was it not, Padre?

The secret translation of that signature is: "Yours, you

brute, till I can get rid of you with least damage to my
parents' susceptibilities

!

"

I shall obey, and w^ait for the interview. It's like wait-

ing to be shot at dawn

!



CHAPTER XXXII

I
PERSUADED Brian to tell Father Beckett. I wasn't

worthy. But the dear old man came straight to me,

transfigured, to make me go with him to his wife,

even before he had finished reading the letter.

"You must come." he said-and when Father Beckett

says "must," in a ce'tain tone, one does. It's then that

the resemblance, more in exi)ression than feature, between

him and his son shines out like a light. "It will save

mother the trouble of asking for you," he went on, dragging

me joyously with him, his arm round my waist. "She'd

do that, first thing, sure! my, do you suppose we forget

Jim's as much to you as to us? Haven't you shown us

that, every day since we met?
"

V/hat answer could I give? I gave none.

Mother Beckett had been lying down for the afternoon

nip which by my orders she takes every day. She'd just

svaked, and was sitting up on the lounge, when her bus-

l)and softly opened the door to peep in. The only light

was firelight, leaping in an open grate.

"Come in, come in!" she greeted us in her silver tinkle

of a voice. "Oh, you didn't disturb me. I was awake. I

thought I'd ring for tea. But I didn't after alL I'd had

such a beautiful dream, I hated to come out of it."

"I bet it was a dream about Jim!" said Father Beckett.

He drew me into the room, and the little lady pulled me

351
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down beside her on the wide, cushiony lounge. Her hus-

band's special arm-chair was close by, but he didn't sub-

side into it as usual at this cosy hour of the afternoon.

Instead, he knelt stiflf^y down on one knee, and took the

tiny, ringed hand held out to him. "You wouldn't think

a dream beautiful, unless Jim was in it
!

"

"Yes I would, if you were in it, dear," she reproached

him. "Or Molly. But Jim was in this dream. I saw

him as plainly as I see you both. He walked in at the door,

the way he used to do at home, saying: 'Hello, Mother, I've

been looking for you everywhere!' You know. Father

how you and Jimmy used to feel injured if you called me

and I couldn't be found in a minute. In this dream though,

we didn't seem to be back home. I wasn't sure where we

were: only—I was sure " She stopped, with a catch in

her voice. But Father Beckett took up the sentence where

she let it drop. "Sure of Jim?"
" Ye:?. He was so real

!

"

"Weii ihen. Mother darling, I guess the dream ought not

to have been back home, but here, in this very house. For

here's where Jim will come."

"Oh, I do feel that!" she agreed, trying to "camouflage"

a tear with a smile. "Jim's with me all the time."

"Not yet," said Father Beckett, with a stolid gentleness.

" Not yet. Not the real Jim. But hell come."

"You mean, when Molly and I've finished putting out

all his treasures in the den, just as he'd like to see them?
"

"Tie might come before you get the den ready. He

might come—any day nc.v—even to-morrow." The

gnarled lirown hand smoothed the sr all, shrivelled white

one with ne' vous strokes and passes.
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"Father! " she sat up suddenly, straight and rigid among

her cushions. "You've heard—you're trying to break

something to me. Tell me right out. Jim's alive
!

"

She snatched her hand free, and bending forward, flung

both arms round the old man's neck before he could

answer. I sprang up to give them room. I thought

they had forgotten me. But no. Out came Father Beck-

ett's big hand to snatch my dress.

"This child got the news—a letter," he explained.

•'The boy was afraid of the shock for us. He thought

sne „
"A shock of joy—why, that gives life—not death!

sobbed and laughed Mother Beckett. "But it was right

to let Molly know first. She's more to him than we are

now. Oh, Father—Father—our Jim's a\We—alive ! I

think in my soul I knew it all the time. I never felt he

was gone. He must have sent me thouglits. Dear ones,

I want to pray. I want to thank God—now, this instant,

before I hear mor^-before I read the letter. We three

together—on our knees
!

"

Padre, when I was on my knees, with the thin little arm

of Jim's mother thrilling my shoulder, my face hidden in

the cushions. I could only say: "God, forgive!" and echo

the thanksgiving of those two loving hearts. I didn't

pray not to be punished. I almost want to be punished—

since Brian is safe, and ray punishment can't spoil his

future.

The patriotic Becketts have given up the big gray car,

now they've settled down at the Chateau d'Andelle: and

our one-legged soldier-chauffeur has departed, to conduct
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a military motor. For the momci. there's only the

O'Farrell Red Cross taxi, not yet gone about its legiti-

mate business; so it was Julian who took Father Beckett

to the far-off railway station, to meet Jim Beckett the next

day but one—^Julian—of all people on earth

!

Father Beckett begged me to be of the party, and

Mother Beckett—too frail still for so long and cold a

drive—piled up her persuasions. But I was firm. I

didn't like going to meet trains, I said. It was prosaic.

I was allowed to stop at home, therefore, with my dear

little lady: the last time, I told myself, that she would

ever love and "mother" me. Once Jim and I had settled

our affairs in that "interview" I was ordered to wait for,

I should be the black sheep, turned out of the fold.

There was just one reason why I'd have liked to be in the

car to bring Jim back from the station. Knowing Julian-

Puck, I was convinced that despite Father Beckett's pre-

sence he'd contrive a chance to thrust some entering wedge

of mischief into Jim Beckett's head. Not that it was

needed! If he'd read the first pages of Jim's letter—the

secret pages—he would have known that. But the night

the great news came to the chdteau, he whispered into

my ear: "You seem to be taking things easy. Sure you

won't change your mind and bolt with nie?—or do you

count on your invincible charm, ^'ubcr alle.s'" ?

I didn't even answer. I merely looked. Perhaps he

took it for a defiant look, though Heaven knows it wasn't.

I was past defiance. In any case, sncli as the look was, it

shut him up. And after that the brooding storm behind

his eyes made me wonder (when I'd time to think of it)

what coup he was meditating. There would never be a
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chance like the chance at the station before Jim had met

me. JuHan was sharp cnouf,'h, dramatic enough to see

that. I pictured him somehow corralHng Jim for an

instant, while Father Beckett carried on a conversation

of signs with a worried porteune. Julian would be able

to do in an instant as much damage to a character as most

men could do in an hour!

A little added disgust for me on Jim's part, however,

what could it matter? I tried to argue. When a thing is

already black, can it be painted blacker?

Still, I was foolish enough to wish that our good old one-

legged soldier might have stayed to bring Jim home.

Mother Beckett would have compelled m" to be with

her at the open door to meet "our darling boy," but that

I could not bear. It would be as trying for him as for me,

and I had to spare him the ordeal at any price.

"Don't make me do that." I begged, with real tears in

my voice. "I—I've set my heart on seeing Jim for the

first time alone. He wants it too—I know he does."

She gazed at me for some long seconds, with the clear

blue eyes which seemed—though only Keemed!—to read

my soul. In reality she saw quite another soul than mine.

The darling crystallizes to radiant beauty all souls of

those she loves, as objects are crystallized by frost, or by

sparkling salt in a salt mine.

"Well, you must have a good and loving reason, I'm

sure. And probably your love has taught you to know

l)etter than I can,what Jim would want you to do,"^shc said.

"It shall be just as you wish, dear. Only you must grant

one little favour in return to please me. You are to wait
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for Jim in the den. When his Father and I have hugged

and kissed him a few times, and made certain he's not one

of my dreams, we'll lead him up to that door, and leave

him outside. It shall be my hand that shuts the door when

he's gone in. And I shan't tell him one word about the den.

It shall be a surprise. But he won't notice a thing until

—

until you and he have been together for a while, I guess

—

not even the hobby-horse! He'll see nothing except you,

Molly

—

you I
"

I implored—I argued—in vain. The making of the den

had been her inspiration. It was monstrous that I should

have to greet her son there. The pleasure of the den-

surprise would be for ever spoilt for Jim. But I couldn't

explain that to his mother. I had to yield at last, tongue-

tied and miserable beyond words.

" I haven't described the den to you. Padre. I will do it

now, in the pause, the hush, before the storm.

It's a quaint room, with a little round tower in each of

the two front corners. One of these Mother Beckett has

turned into a refuge for broken-down toys, all Jim's early

favourites, which he'd never let her throw away: the

famous spotted hobby-horse starred in the centre of the

stage: oh, but a noble, red-nostrilled beast, whose eternal

prance has something of the endless dignity of the Laocoon

!

The second tower is a miniature library, whose shelves

are crowded with the pet books of Jim's boyhood—queer

books, some of them, for a child to choose: "Bj-ron."

"Letters of Pliny," Plutarch's "Lives," Gibbon's

"Rome," "Morte d'Arthur," Maeterlinck's "Life of the

Bee," Kingsland's "Scientific Idealism." with several quite

learned volumes of astronomy and geologj-, side by side
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with Gulliver and all kinds of travel and story-books

which we have most of us adored. It was I who had

the task of sorting and arranging this motley collection,

and I can hardly tell you. Padre, how I loved doing it!

The room isn't large, so the ten or twelve pictures on the

walls are not lost in a desert of bare spaces. These pic-

tures, the toys, the books, tennis-rackets, golf-clubs and

two lovely old Persian prayer-rugs are all of Jim's treasures

brought to France. He must have been a boy of individ-

ual, independent nature, for it seems he disliked the

idea of killing things for pleasure, ond was never a hunter

or even a fisherman. Consequently, there are no monster

fish under glass, or rare birds or butterflies, or stuffed

animals. He must have loved wild creatures though, for

five of the beloved pictures are masterly oil-paintings by

well-known artists, of lions and tigers and stags, chez enx,

happy and at home, not being hunted, or standing agonized

at bay. Oh, getting this den in order has taught me more

about the real Jim than a girl can learn about a man in

ordinary acquaintance in a year! But then I had a won-

derful foundation to begin building upon: that day in the

rose-arbour—the red-rose day of my lif j.

Well, when the car was exi)ected back from the station,

bringing Jim home to his mother, I went by her command

to t^e den. Even that was better than liaving to meet

him in the presence of those two dear souls who trusled

and loved me only second to him. And yet everything in

the den which had meant something in Jim's life, seemed to

cry out at me, as I shut the door and stood alone with them

—?nd my pounding heart—to wait.

I didn't know how to make the time pass. I was too



'm;!ijm^msm9£^M.?iL^:'.

858 EVERYMAN'S LAND

ill

restless to sit dowii. I wouldn't let myself look out of the

window to see the car come along the drive. I dared not

walk up and down like the caged thing I was, lest the floor

should creak, for the tower-room—the den—is over the

entrance-hall. I felt like a hunted animal—I, the one

creature to whom Jim Beckett del berately meant to be

cruel! I. in this room which was a tribute to his kindness

of heart, his faithfulness, his loyalty! But why should it

not be so? I had no right to call upon these qualities of

his.

The horn of the little Red Cross taxi! It must be

turning in at the gate. How well I knew it" gay, con-

ceited tootle! An eighth of a mile, and the car would

reach the house. Even the poor worn-out taxi couldn't

be five minutes doing that! . . .

If I ran to the window between the towers I could see

!

No, I wouldn't; I couldn't. I should scream—or faint

—

or do something else idiotic, if I saw Jim Beckett getting

out of the car, and his mother flying to meet him. I had

never felt like this in my whole life—not in any suspense,

not in any danger.

Instinctively I "valked as far from the window as I could.

I sought sanctuary under Brian's cathedral picture—the

picture that had introduced me to Jim. Yes, sanctuary I

sought, for in that room my brother's work was my one

excuse to intrude

!

By this time the car must have arrived. The front door

must have flown of)en in welcome. Now Mother Beckett

nnist be crying tears of joy in the arms of her son. Father

Beckett gazing at the blessed sight, speechless with

cc.st;!- v!
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What should I be doing at this moment, if I had yielded

to their wish and stopped downstairs with them? Just

how far would Jim have gone in keeping up the tragic

farce? Would he have kissed me? Would he ?

The vision was so blazing bright that I covered ray eyes

to shut it out. Not that I hated it. Oh no, I loved it too

well!

So, for a while, I si ,^od, my hands pressed over ray eyes,

my ears strained to ctch distant sounds—yet wishing not

to hear. Suddenly, close by, there came the click of a

latch. My hands dropped like broken clock weights. I

opened my eyes. Jim Beckett was in the room, and the

door was shut.



CHAPTER XXXIII

i
I

STARED, fascinated. Here was Jira-of-the-rose-

arbour, and a new Jim-of-the-war—a browner.

thinner, sterner Jim, a Jim that looked at me with

a look I could not read. It may have been cruel, but it

was not cold, and it pierced like a hot sword-biaJu through

my flesh into my soul.

« j'o^,_after nil!" he said. TKj rcmember-d voice I

had so often heard in dreams, struck on my nerves like a

hand on the strings of a harp, I felt the vibration thrill

through me.

"Yes—it's I." The answer came in a whisper from

dry lips. " I'm sorry I

"

" What are you sorry for? Because you are j'ou ?
"

"It wouldn't ho—quite so horrible if—I'd been a stran-

ger.

"You think not?"

"I—it secais as if I took advantage of—oh, that's just

what I did ! I'm not asking you to forgive me "

"It isn't so much a question of forgiving, as putting

things straight. Wc must put them struiglit
"

"I'll do whatever you wish," I promised. 'Only—let

me go soon."

"Arc you afraid of me?" There was sharpness in his

tune.

" Not afraid. I am—utterly humiliated."

.SCO

1 i
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"Why did you do this—thing? Let's have that out

first."

"The thought came into my head when I was at my wits'

end—for my brother. Not that that'a an excuse
!

"

"I'm not worrying about excuses. It's explanations I

need, I liad my own theories— tliinking it all over— and

wondering—whether it would be you or a stranger I

should find. The name was the one thing I had to go on:

'O'Malley' and its likeness to Ommalec. That was the

way I heard your name pronounced, you know, when wo

met. I was coming back to see you and make sure. But

I was laid up in Paris with an attack of typhoid. Per-

haps Mother told you?"

"Yes. But please, let us not talk of that! There isn't

much time. You'll have to go back to Path— to Mr. and

Mrs. Beckett. Tell me quickly what you want me to

do."

"I was forgetting for a minute. You look very paU

.

Miss O'Malley. Hadn't you bettor sit down?
"

" No, thank you. I like standing—where I ara."

"Ah!" he gave a sudden exclamation. At last he had

seen Brian's sketch. He had not noticed it, or any of the

"den treasures," before. He had looked only at nie.

•«Why—it's the picture ! And -Gee ! "—his eyes travel-

led round the room-"all my dear old things! What a

mother I've got!" He gazed about during a full minute

of silence, then turned abruptly back to me. "You love

her—don't you?"

"Who could help loving her?"

"And the dear old Governor—you're fond of him?
"

"I should be even worse than I am, if I didn't adore





MICROCOPY RESOLUTION TEST CHART

ANSI and ISO TEST CHART No 7-

1.0

I.I

1.25

12.8 2.5

i:,; m
III

2.2
i~

|t3 6
^

t_ '

t !

po 2.0

1.8

1.4
_ 1.6

A /APPLIED IfvHGE Inc

^^ 'i653 East yta:r. Street

r^S Roctiester. New "fo^^ I46Q9 L-':iA'-^ (716) 482 - 0300 - D.ione

^= (716) 288 - 5989 - Fa.



368 EVERYMAN S LAND
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thorn bolh. They have been—angels to me and my

brother."

"I'm tohl that you and he liave been something of the

same sort to tliem."

"Oh, they vvould speak kindly of us, of course !—

They're so noble, themselves, they judge
"

"It was another person who told me the particular thing

I'm thinking of now."

"Another person ? Doctor Paul, I suppose."

"You must guess again. Miss O'Malley."

"
I can't think of any (me else who would

"

"What about your friend, Mr. O'Farrell?"

"He's not my friend!" I cried. "Oh, I knew he"<!

somehow contrive a chance to talk to you alone, about

me!

"He certainly did. And what he said impressed me a

good deal."

" Most likely it's untrue."

" Ton likely! I'm very anxious to find out from head-

(luarters if it's true or not."

"
If you ask me, I'll answer honestly. I can't and won't

lie to you."

"I'll take you at your word and ask you—in a minute.

You may be angry when I do. But—it will save time.

It'll clear up all my diPiculties at one fell swoop."

"Why wait a minute, then?" I ventured, with faint

bitterness, because hl.s "ditticulties" sremed so small com-

pared with mine. He was in the right in everything.

This was his home. The dear Becketts were his people.

.\11 the worlfl was his.

"I wait a minute, because something has to be told you
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before I ean ask you t., answer an> nion> <,uestions. WIhm,

I didn't know who or what my-er-ofhcial haneee would

turn out to be, this was the phtn 1 n. le, to save n,y

parents' feelin,s-and yours. I thought tl,at, when we d

had the interview I asked you to give me we eou d

manage to quarrel, or discover that we d.dn t hke ea.h

other as well as before. We could break off our engage-

ment, and Father and Mother need never know-how it

"'"T'very generous idea of yours!" I cried, the blood so

hot in my cheeks that it forced tears to my eyes it had

occurred to me, too, that for then sakes we m,ght manage

that way. Thank you, Mr. Beckett, for sparing me he

pain-I deserve. I couldn't have dared hope for such a

happy solution
"

"Cculdn'tyou?"
.ij^-Q I_ ^"

"Well, I'm hoping for an even happier one-a lot hap-

pier. But of course it depends on what you say to Mr.

O'Far . ell's—accusation
."

"He—made an accusation?"

"Listen, and tell me vhat you'd call it. «« said you

told him at Amiens, when ue asked you to marry lum, that

—you lored me."

"Oh!"

"Is it true?"

" Yes, I did tell him that
"

"
I mean, is it true that you've loved me?

'

" Mr. Beckett, after all, you are cruel ! \ ou re punish-

ing me very hard." Whvim
"
I don't wish to 'punish you hard -or at all. W hy am
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I 'cruel; simplv askinji if it's true that you've loved me?

Of rourse, when Mother t..l.l you of my fever, and uhat

I'd said of this catliedral picture, she tol(i you that I was

,lead in love with 'the (lirl/ as I called you, and just about

ivary bc^cau-- I'd lost her. Why shouldn't you have lo%ed

,ne a little bit-sav, the hundredth part as mueh a> I loved

vo-r-' I'm not a monster, am I? And we both had exaetly

tne same length of time to fall in love-whole hours oa

,.„d. Cruel or not cruel, I've g. ' to know. Was it the

truth you told the O'Farrell man?"

I cnuld not speak. I didn't try to speak. Hooked up

at him. It must have been some such look as the Trincess

.vave St. George ^vhen he appeared at the last minute, to

rescue her from the dragon. The tears I'd been holdmg

back splashed over my eheeks. Jim gave a low cry of pily

^or love (it sounded like love) as he saw them; and the

next thing, he was kissing them awuy. I was in !.is arms

so closely held that my breath was crushed out of my

lungs. I wanted to sob. But how can you sob without

breath? I eould only let him ...ss me on cheeks, and eyes.

and mouth, and kiss him back again, with eager hasle. lest

I should wake up o find he had loved me f..r a fleetmg m-

sliint, in a divine dream.

When he let me breathe for a second, I gasped that, ot

course, it couldnt be true, this wonderful thing that was

happening?
"
I've dreamed of you-a hundred times, I stammered.

"Waking dreams-sleeping clreams. They've seemed as

real—almost as real—as this."

"Did I kiss you like this, in the dreams?"

"Sometimes. But m.t i:. the realest ones. It never
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seemed real that you could <are. m .pile of all-thai you'd

forgive mo. if you sl.t>ul(l come back

"Did you waul nw to couic.-''

"Oh, Vaiif isn't the word to express it
!"

"Even though y..udrea.led-l.eingfoundout!*'

"That didn't count, against having you alive, and know-

ing you were in the world-if only for jour parents sake

I wanted them to be happy, more than 1 wanted anyllung

for myself exeept Brian's good. I i-ad you for n.y own

in my dreams, while you were dead, and I expected to

lose you if you vvere alive. But

"You really expected that?"

"Oh, indeed, yes!"

"Although you knew from Mother how I d loved you,

and searched for you?"

-You thouglit I was (/wk/—then."

"I think so now." ,

"But vou ean't! You know what a wuked, wxked

wretch I^-as! Why, when you came into tins room and

looked at me, I sa^c how yovi felt! And your letter—

"Don't vou understand, I was testmg yon. 11
>ou

hadn't car;.! for n.e, what you did -night have been -

(only -might', mind you, for what n^an can judge a g.rl .

heart?) what you did to my people uu,M have b> en cruel

and calculating. I ha.l to find out the truth o thmgs be-

fore letting myself go. The l-t.or was wntten to h a

stranger se-if you turned out to bea ^tran.or-^^^-t^to

exDect But O'F rrell made me sure m a nunute, that tne
expect. iJuiw

Vfter that I'd onlv to see

girl here must be mi( Cir Alter tiiai, lu

you-to ask if he told the trulh-to watch your fac-e-

your precious, beautiful fac- 1 thov. ' ' of ,t and nu-
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turod it. But I never tlunight of those tears! Forgive

me, my dtirling. fo'- mukiiiK them eome. If you'll let me

lo-e you all yt)ur life, they shall he the last I'll ever eai se."

i laui^lKHl, and cried a little more, at the same time.

"What a word from you to me -'Forgive'!"'

"Well, it's more suitable than from you to me. because

there's nothing you could do that I wouldn't forgive before

you <lid it, «)r even be sure it was just the one right thing to

do. My (iirl—my lost, found love—do you suppose it

was of yourown accord you came to my people and said you

belonged to me? No. It was the Great Power that's in

us all, whicii made you do what you did—the Power they

call Providence. You understand now what I meant,

when I said that one question from me and an answer from

you, would smooth away all my difficulties at once? Bless

that O'Farrell fellow!"

Fd never thought to bless Julian O'Farrell, but now I

willingly agreed, bometimes, dinily, I had divined latent

goodness in him, as one divines vague, lovely shapes float-

ing under dark depths of water. And he had said once

that love for me was bringing out (lualities he hadn't

credited himself with possessing. I had taken that as one

of Puck's pleasantries! But I knew the true inwardness

of him now, as I had learned tf) know the true inward-

ness of Dierdre. .luliaii had had his chance to hurt me

with his rival. He had usetl it in.stead to do me good. He

had laughed the other day, "Well, Fll always be .something

to you anyhow, if only a brother-in-law." But now, \.^

would be more than that, even if he went out of my life,

and I never saw him again.

•*
r.lrss (VFarrell. Bless Providence. Bless you. Bless
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me. Bless everybody and everything!" Jim was goni-

on, joyfully oxplodinj,', still clasping me in his arms; f.)r

we clung as if to Irt each other go might he to lose one

another forever! "How happy ^NL-ther dear-an.l the

good old Governor are going to l)e! They absolutely

adore you!"

"Did they say so?"

•'They did. And aim., t hustled me into this room to

meet you. I'm glad the best thing in my life has come

to me^ore, among all the odds and ends of my childluH.d

and vouth, that I v.M my treasures! Of course Mother

plannt'l it specially that you should welcome me here."

"Yes. the darling! But it seemed to me a terrible

plan. I thought you'd hate me so, Fd spoil the surprise

«)f the room for you."

Those words were uttered with the last breath he let rae

draw for some time. But oh. Padre, if it luul been n.y last

on earth, how well wo .h while it would hav» been to live

jusL till that minute, and no longer! I ai-i .so happy! I

don't know how I am going to deserve this forgiveness,

this deliverance, this joy

!

"Ever if I'u found a strange girl looking after my

pai.nts and saving their lives and winning the- love, it

would have been pretty difficult to chu( k h;-r," Jim Wcis

laughing. "You, on this side of tlie doi.r, waiting to face

the ogre Me, couldn't have felt much worse than I felt on

my side, not knowing .vhat ! should see—or do. Darling,

one more kiss for my pt^ople's sake, one more for myself,

and then I must take you to them. It's not fair to keep

them waiting any longer. But no-first I must put a ring

on the Girl's finger—as I hoped to do long ago. You re-
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member-thc rin, of my bet, that almost made mo osc

you' I told you about it, didn't I, on our day together,

when I thought I shoul.l come back in two weeks.

"You told me you hoped not to l.vse u tlun« you want-

ed You didn't say it was a rin,'. liut at Royaheu-

the newspaper eorrespond.-nts' ehateau near C omp.e.'ne--

.0 eame aeross a friend of yours, the one you made tie

bet with
"

"Jack Curtis!"

"Yes. He told me about the ring. And he w

vou were alive."

"GoodoldJack! Well, now I'm going to shp that magic

ring on your darling Hn-er-the 'engaged' finger.

"But where is it?"
i i

•
i

"The finger? Just now on the back of my neck, whu!

it's making ihrob—like a star! Oh, the rim.

That'll in the hobby-horse which I see over there, as lar.e

as life. At least, it's in him unless, unhke a leopard, ho s

changed his spots."
. , , .

Jim wouldn't lot me go. but drew me w,t1, lum our .r „»

interlaced, to ll.c lower end of theroon, w ,ere the hobby-

horse he had once rescurf from fire cud essly J.ranccd^

•This u.ed to he ,ny hunk, when I was a bttlc Cap. I,c

.aid. "Like a u.agpic. 1 always hid the tlnnss I valued

most in a hole I made under the third smudge to he c.l

on Spot Cash-s breast. 'Spot Cash' ,s he ol bov s

name vou know! When I won the be, an,! took he ru R

home I h.ad a taney to keep it iu this h.d.e hole, for luek.

tiU I could find the Girl. Mother knew, .he was w,.h

me at the time. But I was half ashan.cd of myself for my

childishness, and asked her not to tell-not even the



EVERYMAN'S LAND .'56!>

Governor. I shouldn't wonder if lliat was why it occurr.Ml

to her to pack up my treasures for France. Maybe she

had a prophetic soul, and thought, if I found the Girl. I

should want to lay my hand on the ring. Here it is, safe

and sound."

As he spoke, he ha<l somehow contrived to extract a par-

ticularly h'uk sinudj,'e from llie re}.'ior „f llie hobby-

horse's heart. It came out with a bloc, of wo(.d under-

neath, and left a gap which gave Spot C'.isli the effect of

having sulTcred an operation. At tlie back of the cavity

a second hole, leading downward, had been burrowed in

the softish wood; and in this rcjiosed a screweu-up wad

of tissue paper. Jim hooked the tiny packet out with a

finger, opened the paper as casually as though it ench)sed a

pebble, and brought to the light (which found and flashed

to the depths of a large blue diamond) a quaintly fashioned

ring of greenish goUl.

"This belonged to the most beautiful woman of a day

that's past," Jim sai.i. "Now, it's for the most beautiful

woman of a better day and a still grander to-morrow.

May I wish it on your finger—with the greatest wish in

the world?"

I gave him my hand—for the ring, and for all time.

One more moment in his arms, and he oi)ened the door,

to take "his Girl " to Father and Mother Beckett.

Somewhere in the distance Julian O'Farrell was singing,

as he had sung on the first ni ht we met, Mario's heart-

breaking song in "La Tosca"—the song on the roof, at

dawn. Always in remembering Julian I must remember

Mario's love and sacrifice! I knew that he meant it

should be so with me.
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.r„c V. .. .as U,. v„i.. of .,m. U«-lt. su..h 1... - ™i-

* r .. lim's tor me wliif ' «''" '"•^'•'' '^" ' " '"'^
.

:a ;:a :. "i-,„,e o. ..,„,,... .„n,..u.,

It , e d.,oVi.> IWon, l.u„a in Ik,,,,.. IW „,„.,< .l-nng..

u „„ bog,,,, i,. s„.« H oihing -7"-';'-',^'^,';^
:

f,l-a s„n" he !,„» cMniM-soJ, and <lo,l,.„to,l U, Hr,."'

';l,.:;; no .on,.r. f..r ..,. i, a song ,.f_ courage „„a

triumph. He calls it: 'Everiinan s Land.
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