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I

‘Colonel Parsons sat by the window i the diing-room 1o catch the kst
glirmer of the fading day, looking through his Standard to ke sure that be
od ocrooked o partof i Fol i e s e fed i, and
taking i spectackes, put them

"Have you fished the paper?” asked his wike

"Yes, I think I'e read itall. Tere's nothing in.

He looked out of window at the welkept drive that ld to the house, and at
the trim lurel bushes which separated the ffont garden fiom the vilage green.
His eyes resed, with a happy smie, upon the trkarplal arch which decorated

for the home-coming of his son, expected the next day from South
Affca. Mrs. Parsors krited difgertly at a sock for her husband, working with
quick and clever fngers. He watched the rapid gt of the ncedles.

"Youltry your eyes ifyou go on much onger withtis i, my dear.”

O 1 dont requie o see. repiied i Wik, with a gente, affectionate s
But she stopped, rather tired, and laying the sock on the tabk, smoothed it out
with her hand.

1 shoukiit mind ifyou made i bt igher i he g than the st par”

“How high woukd you ke i€

Masque. B James

Thomson.



She went 1o the window so that the Colonel might show the exact length he
desired; and when he had made up s mind, sat down agin quitly on ber
chair by the fieside, with hunds crossed on ber kap, waiting plcidly for the
i 0 bring the anp.

Mrs. Parsons was a tall wonmn of fify-five, camying herself with a certain
i though suature, g “olorels; t
afer a fahion,
of disrespect. She knew it was her duty spiriually to look wp to her husband,
yet physically she was always forced o Jook down. And cager to prevert even

she had
in her behaviour a5 to kave no doubt that she recognied the obliaton of
respecttul obedience enjoned by the Bbk, and confimed by her own
conscience. Mrs. Parsons was the genilest of creatures, and the most kind-
bearted: she looked upon her husband wih great and wnalerable affection.
v ey bt s e s e H:waslﬁrwpcofﬂ\eupngin

b o i s o s, even  the sevee armargerent of e e,
parted i the e and drawn back, that ber character was frank, sinpie, and
straightforward. She was  womman to whorm evil bad never offered the sralst
atracton; she was merely aware of s exience theoretcally. To her the only
way of lf: had been that which ke to God; the others had been nor-existert.
Dusy had one hard only, and oriy one figer; and that finger had always poiied

however Kind-hearted, she was not inugen, neihr lriet 1o er own fils
por to those of others; perfectly wassuming, but vih a sense of duty a fecing
of the absohte righress of some deeds and of the absokte wrongness of
others, which woukd be, even to those she loved best in the workl, utrly
wsparing.

"Here's a tekegraph boy!” said Colonel Parsons suddenly. Janie canft bave
arived yet!”

"Oh, Richmond!"

M. ; and brightened her pab
Her her eyes.

1165 probably orly fom Wiliam to say the ship i signalled.” said the Colonel
10 quiten her;but is own voiee trembled with aniety.

"Nothing can have happened, Richmond, can 2" said M. Parsons, her
checks blarching agiin at the idca.

"No, not OF course not! How sily you aret” The telegram was brought in by
te servant, " cant see without a igh,"said the Colonel

"Oh, give it e T can see quie well”
Mrs. Parsons took i 10 the window, and with trerrbling and tore it open.
“Arriving to-night; 7,25 —Jamie."

Mrs. Parson looked for one moment at her husband, and then, wuble o

testzain herself, sark on a chai, and hiding ber fice with ber hands, burst o
tears.

"Cone, come, Frances,” sad the Colonel, ryig to smik, but hf choked
with his own emotion, "dorit cry! You ought o kugh when you know the boy's
coming home."

He patted her on the shouder, and she took his hand, hokling i for comort,
With the other, the Colonelloudly blew his nose. At st Mrs Parsons drid er
eyes.

"Oh, 1 thark God that s all over! He's coming home. 1 hope we sfal
have to endre agin that amiety: It makes m: trembe stll when 1 thirk how
we used to lorg for the paper to com:, and dread i, how we used to bok all
tbrough th lt o casuales, fearing (o s the boys rame.”

"Well well, s all over now," said the Colonel cheeri, blowing his nose
agin "How plased Mary wil be!"

thought
carber amral woukd cause to Mary Clisborn, the gl to whom or fie years,
his son had been engaged.

"Yes, " said Mrs. Parson, "but she'l be dreadfilly disappoind not to be here;
she's gone 1o the Polsons in Tunbridge Welks, and she worit be home il aier
supper.”

“That i a piy. Im affad its too late 1o go and et i i€s nearly seven
aleady.”

"Oh, yes; and its damp tis evering. 1 dorit think you oughtto g0 out."



“Then Mrs. Parsons roused herself to houschold matters.

"There's the supper to thirk of, Richmond,"” she said; "we've only the rest of
the cokd mutton, and there's ot e o cook one of to-normow's chickens."

“They hud invied three or four Fends to dimer on the Rllowing day to
celebrate the retur oftheir son. and Mrs. Parsons had ki in forthe occasiona
stoe of o things

"Well we migh ry and et some chops. | expet Howe is open stil.”
"Yes, 1l send Bety out. And we can have a blanc-munge for a sweet”

Mrs. Parsons wert {0 give the necessary orders, and the Colonel wakked wp
10 hi sori room to see, for the hundredih i, that cverything was in order.
They hud discussed for days the question whether the young sokiir should be:
given the best spare becroom or that which he had used from his boyhood. It
was worderiil the thought they expended in preparing everything as they
fncied he woud ke i o detal ipped their memory, and they amanged and

The
to satisfy in this mammer the cager longing of their hearts; it mude them both a
itle happier to knoww that they were actually doing something for ther son No
pain in Jove i 5o hard to bear as that whih comes ffom the impossbilty of
doing any scrvice for the welbeloved, and no scrvice i so repusie that ove
cannot make it defightul and asy. They had not seen him for five years, their
only chid; or he had gone fiom Sandhuest sraight 0 Indi, and therc, on the
outbreak of war, 1 the Cape. No o knew how much the lonely parerts had
el the hong separaton, hovw eagerly they awaited his ktters, how offen they
read them

But it was more than parensal affecion which caused the passionate terest
they took in Jami's career. They looked 1o him to resore the good rame
which his ither had lost. Four generations of Parsons had been in the ay,
and had bome themselves with honour o their iy and with credi 0
therselves. It was a fin record that Colonel Parsons inberked of brave men
and good soldies; and e, the rues, bravest, most honouabie of themall, had
dragaed the e through the dust; bad been forced from the servie wiler a
storm of bloquy, disgraced, dishonoured, mied.

Colonel Parsons had done the greaer portion of his senvice crediably
enough. He hud abways put his God before the War Offc, bt the resut had
pot ben objectionabie: he ooked upon his men with itherly afftction and the
regicrt, s commund, was almost a model of propriety and secminess.
His infloence was imvariably for good, and his subordinates knew that in him
they had abvays a tusty Fiend; e men had gaied rore love. He was a i,

tempered felow, and in o cicumstance of e oot 1o love b

himself,

caste mtive had an inmortal soul. and before God equal rigts with him.
Cobonel Parsors was a mun whose piey Was 50 WAgessive, 50 good-
humoured, so sinple, that none coukl resist i; rbakiry and blaspherny were
instincevely hushed in i presece, and even the most hardened ruffan was
softened by his contact,

But a couple of years before he wou naturaly have been put on halfpay.
wnder the age fii, itk expedifon was aranged against some ruly hil-
ribes, and Colonel Parsons was given the commmand. He took the enerny by
supes g hem t e ot of sl and cut of, by s of kg
bodies, thei etreat

of hllocks to the righ, and hekd the tbesie i the hollow of his hard. b
coukl have massacred thern al, but nothing was farther fom his thoughts. He
summoned them (o surender, and towards evering the headmen came in and
agreed 0 give p their rifles next day; the ight was cokl, and dark, and st

The g00d Colonel was delighted with the success both of i statagerm and of
hi Py He had not shed a single drop of blood.

“Treat them weil” e said, " they It you bt
He acted fike a gentleun and a Chrisan; but the enery were neier. He

pever 3
wing the delay he had wsuspectingy granted to send over the hils ugent
messages for help. Through the night amid men had been coming stealy,
stenty, fiom al sides; and in the carly moming, before davn, his flarking
i ver sk, Cobee o, e e st e, ol
thinking himsclf tllsuperior in nevbers o the rebelious ribesmen, a
ther muin body: They wanted rothing better Fallng back slowly, m' e
him it the tourtain defis il he found himsel entrapped. His lie forc

was stsrounded. Five hours were passed i amost bi coision: men were
shot down lie flis by an encny they coukd not see; and when, by desperate
fghting, they ranaged 10 cutthei way ou, ity were kiked and over a hundred
more were wounded.

Colonel Parsons escaped with only the remmants of the fine force he had

commanded, and they were nervekess, broken, almost paric-sricken. He was
obliged to retreat. The Colonel was a brave mar; he did what he could to




prevent the march fom becoming a disorderly rout. He gathered his men
together, put cowage into them, risked his I a dozen i but nothing coud
disguise the fuct that his fakre was disastrous. It was a small afir and was
hushed up, but the consequerices were not to.be forgoten. The hiktrbes,
emboklened by their success, became more ventwesome, more . A
disturbance which might have been setled witbout diffculy now required a
brge force (0 put it down, and ten s more ives were st

‘Colonel Parsons was require to send in s papers, and ket India a broken
men... He came back to Enghid, and setied in his fther's house at Litke
d

Prinpton.
despai, wavaiing regret. For months he coud bear to see 1o one, imghing
always that he was ported out as the man whose folly had cost so many s,
When he heard peopke kugh he thought it was in scom of hir when he saw
conpassion in their eyes be coukl scarcely restrain his tears. He was indeed
uterly broken. He waked in his girden, away fiom the eyes of his &llows, up
and down, contnually tuming over in is mind the exens of that errbke weck.
Ane be could ot console himselfby thiking that any other course woukl have
led to just as bad resuls, Hi eror was too plain: e coukl i is figer exactly
on the point of i faikre and say, "0 God! why did 1 do " And as he wakked
restssly, unmindfilof heat and cold,th tears ran down his thin checks, painil
and scalding He woud ot take his wik's comort.

"Youacted for the best, Richrmond." she said

"Yes, dear; | acted for the best. When I got those fellows hermed in T coud
have Killd them al. But T'm not a butcher; I coudrt have them shot down in
cokl blood. That's not war; that's murder. What shoukl 1 have said to my
Maker when He asked me to account for those muny souk? | spared then |
immgined theyd understand; but they though i was weakness. | coukdt know

for e bamefl.  shall rever

bold up my head agin”
"You acted rightly in the sight of God, Richmond.”
1 thik and tust T acted as a Chrsian, Frances."

"Oh, s ot that they called me a ool and a coward—1 coud have bome
tet. T i what I thought was right. | thought it my uty to save the ives of my.
e and 10 spare the enemy: and the result was it ten times more fves have
been lost than if 1 had struck boldly and merckssly. There are widows and
orphuns in Engand who must curse me because [ am the cause that ther

and that India. IF1 had
acted like a saage, ke a brute-beast, e butcher, allthose en woukl bave
been alive to-day. I was merciul, and I was met with treachery; [ was long-
suflring and they thought me weak; 1 was forgivig,and they bughed at e

Mrs. Parsons put her and on her husband's shouder

"ou must ry to forget &, Richond,” she said. "Its over, and i carit be
belped now: You acted ke a God-earing mun: your corscence is cear of evil
itent. What i the judgnent of ran beside the judgnent of God? If you have
received insult and huiiton at the hards of man, God will repay you an
hundredfokl, for you acted as is servars. And 1 believe in you, Richmond; and
I'mprowd of what you id."

" Hea Clrbst —

At night he would continually dream of those days of confision and mortal

amxicty. He woukl imagine he was again nuking that homible retrat, cheering

his men, doing all he could 10 retrive the disaster; but aware that run oriy

awaited him, conscious that the most ignorant sepoy i his command thought

him incapable and md. He saw the look inthe eyes of the officers unler him.

their bifter coréenpt, ther anger because he forced them o rete before the
d because, dory,

chief "oure only fi to be a danmed missiorary.” and the kst conterptuous
words, "l shan't want you any rore. You can send in your papers "

But hunan sorrow s Tke water in an earthen pot. Lite by like Colonel
Parsons forgot i misery; b had tumed i over in s mind so ofen that at st
be grew confused. It became then only a deep wound partly bealed, scarring
over, and he began to take an erest inthe affis of the s surounding him
He coukd read his paper wihout every word stabbing him by some chance
assocation; and there & nothing ke the daiy and thorough perwsal of a
newspaper for duling a mun' brain. He pottered about his garden gossiping
with the gandener; mude itk alleratons i the house—bricks and mortar are
ke an anodyne; he collected stamps: phiyed bezque with his wi; and fill,
i his mid, et way, found peace of mind.

But when Janes passed brllady ot of Sandurs, the thought scized him
that the good rame which he vaked so ighly might be retrieved. Colonel




account
thereof. His wile sat by, istening with pain in her eyes, for she knew what
forture it was to revive that bl forgotien story.

"1 thoug you had better hear it from e than fom a stranger,” the Colorel
said when e had firished. *T entered the ammy wilhthe reputation of my fber
belinc me;, my reputation can orly harm you. Men will mxdge one another and
say, "There's the son of ok Parsors, who bungled he affi agaist the Madda
Khels You must shorw them at youire of good stuff I acted for the best, and
my conscience i at case. | think I did my duty: but if you can ditingush
yourself—ifyou can muke them forget— think I shul di a itk happier”

The commanding offcer of Janie's regiment was an okl fiend of the
CokoneTs, and wrote to himafier a whil o say that he thought well of the boy.
He had akeady ditinguished hiself in a fiontier skimish, and presenly, for
gallnry i some other lk expediion, i mame was mentiored in despatches.
Cokonel Parsons regained endiely his okl cheerfubess; Jamie's cowage and
manifest knowkedge of i busiess made him feel that a st he coud again
lok the workd fankly in the face. Then came the Boer W fr the parents at
Lie Primpton and for Mary Clbbom days of Rarful anxity of grawing pain

“The Parsons sat again in ther dinng-room, counting the mines which rmust
pass before Jamic's arrval. The table was ki sirply; for alltheir habits were
sinpl; and the blanc-munge prepared for the momow’s Retivies stood,
wcompromising and st as a dissenting miniter,in the middle of the tabk. 1
wish someone woud write an imective upon that ost detestable of al the
rational dishes, pali, chily, ginous, upleasant to look upon, insipid i the
mouth. I s a preparation which seems to mark a transiion stage i culure; just
as the South Sea Isknders, with the advance of civisaton, forsook purid
whale for roast misionary, the great Englsh middie classes conphined that
tarts and phin-puddings were 100 substantial, more suied 1o the. robust
digestons of a past generation. In the blanc-marg, on the other hand, they
found alivost an appeararce of ditincton; s e, at least, suggested French
cookery;

1 shall e o tell Bety to muke a jely for dimer to-mormov” said Mrs
Parsors.

"Yes," replied the Colonet; and afier a pause: "Dort you tirk we ougl fo ket
y bod b

The sent over akeady.”

Tt was ndersood that James, having got his Company, woukl marry Mary
Clbbom almost at once. His her and moiber fed been defighed when he
amounced the engagement. They had ever tried fo shiekd him fom all

to Sandhurs

Torkis
coloured i of India than betrothal with a pure, sweet Engish g, They looked
wpon Mary Clibbom already as a daughter, and she, in Jamie's abserce, had
e e onysolc, They ned e ks fer oo, b i

piety, and
it lead a bappy and a goly .

Mary, during those five years, had wlmmsee!hemﬂeryday,barwwn
peopl, and she

tham with C i,

olde, ahvays eadig o o anoter s s They knghod togeter o
his jokes, midly, as befited persons for whom a sense of huour might
conceivably be a Satanic snare, and renbid together at his dangers. Mary's
ffcion s s fom i so dogudeg 1 pusion, and se & o
bashfiess i reading Jami's ove-ketters 1o i parents; she was t00 fark o
suspect tha there gt be i them anything or her eyes alone, and too candid
to el any delicacy.

But a lambering fly rolled in at the gate, and the good people, happy at last,
sprang 1o the door.

lanict”

Tremblg wih oy ey beougt i s st i down ey oew 10
smiing




"Well, here you are! We were suprised to get your telegram. When did you
fand?”

it was only

they might have spoken t0 a casual fiend who bad come: fom London for the
day. They were 50 used to controllin therselves, that when their emotion was
overpowering they were at a oss 10 express .

"Wouid you ke to g0 upstairs and wash your hands?"

“They both accomparied him.

"You sce ifs all just s it was. We thought youd fike your okl room If you
want anything you can ring the bell"

“They let him, and going downstais, sat opposie one ancther by he fe, The.
dining:room was finished with a saddle-bag s and Colonel Parsons sat n
the "gentlenarts chai,” which had arm, whik Mrs. Parsons sat in the "hdy's
chai,"which had pove; nor di eiher dream, unler any circumtances, of using
te other’ seat, They were a ltke overcome.

“How thinhe !

"We must feed himp, " answered the Colonel

i Mrs. Parsors.

And then, , they M.
bell for the chops as soon as he appeared. and they sat down: but James ate
alone. His people were too happy to do anyting but watch him

"1 have had tea e, said Mrs. Parsors, "but you can have some chre, i
youprefer it

Five years absence had not dulkd Jamie's memory ofhis fther's wine, and
be chose the tea

"1 think a strong cup of tea wil do you rost good,” said his mother, and she
boy,

His tastes hud never been much consued: things had been done, in the
Kindest munner possiie, oy for

"No sugu, please, mother,” e said, s she dived into the sugar-basin

"Nonserse, Janie," answered Mrs. Parsos, with hergood-humoured,
indugert smie. "Suga’s good for you." And she put i two big ks,

"You don't ask afler Mary." said Colonel Parsons.

"How s she?” said Jam:s, "Where i she?”
“IFyouwait a ik she'llbe here."
Then Mrs. Parsons broke in.

1 have do 2
kind 10 us, and such a comort. We're simply devoted to her, arerit we,
Richmond?"

She's the ricest gl The ever seen”
"And she's so god. She works among the poor ke a profesionsl e, We
toki you tht she fved with us for six morihs whik Colonel and Mrs. Clisbom
wert abroad. She was never put out at anything, but was ahvays smiing and
checrfl She has the sweetestcharacter
“The g0od peope thought they were delihting theirson by these eulogies. He.
looked at them gravely.

Tmghd youtke

he said

Supper was finshed, and Mrs. Parsons wet out of the room for a morer.
Jaes took out his case and offred a ciga to his fther.

1 dorit smoke, Jamie," repled the Colonel

James Tt up. The old man looked at him with a start, but said nothing be.
wildrew hi chiir a fitke and tried to look unoncemed. When Mrs. Parsons
retumed, the room was fullofsoke; she gave a ry of suprise.

ames! e
Tt doesn e just i once, said the Colorel, good-humouredly
But James threw his cigr o the fire, wiha bugh.

1 quie forgot; 'mso somy.”
"ou never told us youd started smoking” observed Mrs. Parsors, almost
with disapprobation, "Woukd you fke the windows open 10 kt the smell out,

“There was a ringat the door, and Mary's voice was heard.



"Has Captain Parsons arrived”"
"There she i, Jamie!” said the Colonel, "Rush ot o ber, my boy!"
Bu. his ft: a e, anda
singlar expression cam: over his grave fice
Mary entered.

1 round as soon s | ot your note," she said. "Well Jamie!

She stopped, smiling, and a biush brigtened her healiy cheeks. Her eyes
glistencd with happiness, and for a mome, strong as she was, Mary thought
she must burt o tears.

"Areit you going o kiss e, Jamic?” sai the fither. "You ncedrit be bashfil
before us."

- and taking er hands,

“The impression that Mary Clbbom give was of absobe bealthiness, moral
and physical. Her appearance was not disiguished. but she was well set wp,
wih strong hands and sold feet; you knew at once that . tenvmie walk
invigorated rather than tied her; ber anns were muscubr and energeti. She
was in o way strking: a typical, country-bred gil with a fie digeston and an
excelkrt conscience; if ot very prety, obviously good. Her fice showed a
happy minging of strength and cheerfuness; her bl eyes were gilkkss and
fank; her b even was rather pretty; amanged i the sirpest manme; her skin
was tanmed by wind and weather, The elements were rendly, and she erjoyed
along walk ina gak, wih the rain beating againt her checks. She was dressed
simpiy and without adomimers, as befted her charactr.

T aim sory [ wasnt at home when you amrived, Jarie," she said; "but the
Polsons asked me 10 g and play goif at Tunbridge Wells. | went round in
bogy. Colonel Parsors. ™

"Did you, my dear? That's very good."
The Coloneland bis wie looked at her with affctionate satisiction
Tmgpingto take offmy hat."

She gave James (o put inthe hall her saor hat and her rough tweed cloak.
She wore a bicycling skt and heavy, square-toed boots.

"Say youre gl o see u, Janie!” she cried, ughing

Her voice was rather lowd, clear and strong. perbaps wanting varkty of
iflecton. She sat by Jami's side, and broke o a cheerfl, rather humorous,
accou of the day’ excursion.

“How sient youare, Jamie" she cred a kst

"You haverit given m:  chance to geta word i yet" be sail, smilng gravely.

Tyl gy o bepesed sl ok, s
only formof humour

"Are youtired?" asked MalyA er cheerful eyes sofiening.

Atk

"Well, T worit worry you to-night; but to-mommow you mst be pit through
your paces.

"Mary will stand o nonsens,”sakd the Colonel, lughing gertly. "We all have
t0.do as she tel us. She'lfum you round her it firger.”

Wil she?” said Jams, gancing down at the soll boots, which the short
bieycke skit rather obirusively exposed o view.

Dot ighen e ot s oo i My s tr of
fct,
do. xldlllun\lhnk]mrmungcmuy\mg:wlﬁmyumxyuur
wound hurt yousil, Jamic?"

"No,"he said, T cat wse my amnmuch, though. 161 be all it soon”

"You must tell us about the great event to-morrow” sad Mary, refering (o
te deed which bad won him the decoration. "Yotive put us all out by coming
sooner than you were expected.”

"Have I? Imsony."
"Didrityou notice anything when you drove i thi evering?”
"No, it was quie dark.”
o b Wiy et st nd e v g o

"Tmvery ghd I missed " said James, lughing "1 should have hated i



"Oh, T dont know that you have missed it yet. We must see."

“Then Mary rose o g0

"Wel, at all everts, we're all coming to dive to-mommow at one."

“They went to the door o let her out, and the ekler couple smiked agiin with
pleasure when James and Mary exchanged a brotherly and sstery kiss.

At bt James found himself alone in his oo be gave a sigh of refief —a sigh
i

i but then, remembering where he was, put it down. He knew his ither’s
sensivencss of smel. Ifhe begnfo smoke there woud quikly be  knock at
te door and the inquiy: "There's such a smel of buming i the howse; there’s
pothing on fre inyour oom, i ther, Jai

He began to walk wp and down, and then inelaustion sark on a cha. He
opened the window and looked to the nigh. He coukl sce nothing. The sky.
was dark wih wimoving clouds, but the fiesh ar blew grtefully against his
fice, kden with the scent of the vemal counry; a Tight rain was filing
noiscessly; and the earth seened languid and weary, accepting the moisure

Tt shucdering gsps ofreliel.

Aferan. i e
nature of reaction. James had ooked forward o this meeting,partly with temor,
partly with cagerness; and now that i was over, i brain, confised and weary,
ok ot hep ot oder s i, He kehod s, s e
hiselfto think clarly: he knenw he must decide upon some couase at once, and
a terrble indecision paralysed i ideas. He loved his people so tenderly, he
was 50 anxious to make ther happy, and yet—and et! Ifbe oved one better
than the other i was perhaps his fithe, because of the pilfl weakness,
because ofthe fagiity which scered to call for a protectve gentkeness, The okl
man had alered litle in the five years. James coud not remember him other
th thin and bent and frail, with ong wisps of sibery fair brushed over the
crown to conceal s baldness, with he checks bollow and wrinkled, and
white moustache ineffectally concealing the weak, good-mtured mouh. Ever

and

there b aiways been tht gende look in the bie cyes, that mamer which was
alost painfil i it diffdence. Colonel Parsons was a mun who mude people
love him by a mudesty which seemed to claim nothing. He was ke a chid
conpeling sympathy on account of i uter helplssness, so wsuied 10 the

And James knew besides what a biter huilaion it was to his faber that he
had been forced to kave the service. He remenbered, fike a deadly, incurable
pain suffered by a fiend, the occasion on which the ok soldier bad tokd im the:
cause of is disgrace, a sweat of agony standing on his brow. The scene had
eaten ito Jamie's mind alongside of that other when be had first watched a rran
die, i with pain, bis eyes gewzed and sighess. He had grown callous o such.
everts since then.

‘Colonel Parsons had come to gief on accout of the very Kindness of heart,
on accout of the exquise humaniy which endeared him to the most casual
acquainiance. James swore that he woukl do anthing o save him from

less

be saw her gentleness and tender love. He knew that be was al i the world to
both of them, tat in his hands lay thei happiness and their misry: Their ove
made wiha

leters, moral
ansiety when he was in danger, an anguish of mind that seemed hardly
bk, They fud gone trogh so mch for 1 sk thy derid
ehves of koary, 50 tht, inthe cgimene, he shoud
melmu:mmmAﬂhhhﬁ.ﬂw)md)mmududhmwlhb\wm
And what their hearts were set upon now was that he shoud marry Mary.
Clisborm quickly.
James tumed from the window and pu his head between Fis hands, swaying
o

ORI carit” he groaned; 1 carit”

U

In the morming, affer breakfast, James went for a walk. He warted 1o think
out clearly what he had bettr do, feling that be rmust make up his mind at
once. Hesiation woukl be fital, and yet o speak rmeditely seermed so cruel
s0 brutally calors.

Wishing to be absohely alone, he wandered through the garden to a e



wood of beech-trees, which m his boyhood had been a favourite haunt. The
dy v s svet e ey i f Aped e sky s cr &
affcted one ke a very beautiil act

James stood fimoist sol
i volpuots scenis of o mother,the Fart, gavid with sent . For 2
moment he was inoxcated by the paradie of verdure, The becelrees rose
very tall, wth their delicate branches singubrly black anid the young eaves of
th spring. tender and vivid. The cye coukl not perce the nirate geencry: it
was more defcate than the summer rain, subtler than the mists of the sunset. 1
wasa Iis
exquistc fesh pury mude Jaes kel pure ako, and ke a fitk chid he
wandered over the unxlulting carth, broken by the tortoous courses of the
streamets of winter.

The eave the
ik g amorg b o the sy spegee of 8 el The g
branches of the briar entangled his feet; and here and there, in shekiered
comers, blossomed the prinrose and the vioket He litened to the chant of the
b, s0 oo . ¢ welmd inposie ey sarg 3 vord ofsomow

mekody, ph- ittt purleptey lnltcd\\wu.uml.k(xxudhl s
d fr away, ke an echo

Al Natwe was rejoking in the delight of the sushine; all Natwe was
rejicing. and his heart akone was heavy as lead. He stood by a fir-tree, which
rose fr above the others, inmensely tall. ke the mst o a soary ships t was
straight as a e without eproach, bt cheeress, cokl, and s, Hs i, to0,
was wilbout reproach, thought James —withous reproach il now.. He had
loved Mary Cibbom. But was i love, or was it merey afection, hab, steent?

v and they bad grown p ‘When he came
fiom school for his hoikdays, or kter from Sandhurs, on leave, Mary was his
constant fFend, wilhout whom he wwould e been miscrably dull She was
msculn: crough to erter o his boyish ganes, and even thei thoughts were
common. There were so few people i Litke Prinpton that those who lned
there saw one another contimaly: and though Tunbridge Wells was orly four
mikes away. the ditance efieeually preverted very chose iy wih is
ibabitants. It was ratuwal. then, that Jarmes shoukd orly ok forward to an
existence in which Mary took part; without that pleasant comparionship the
road seemed long and dreary. When he was appoited to a reginent i India,
and his heart softencd at the prospect of the fist long partng fomall b cared
for, it was the separation from Mary that seemed hardest o bear.

1 dorit know what I shalldo without you, Mary, " he sid.
"Youwil forget all bout s whe youise been in ndia a morth."

But her lips twitched, and he noticed that she found diffiuly in speaking quite
fimiy. She besiated a money, and spoke again

1t different for s, she said, "Those who g0 forget, but those who stay—
remember. We shall be abways doing the sam things to remind us of you. Oh,
you wori forget me, Jamic?”

“The lst words sipped out aginst the s intention
"Mary!" be cried.

d thente and Mary resed her
and began to cry. He kissed her, rying 10 stop her tears; e pressed her to b
beart He really thought he oved her then with al s strength.

"Mary." he whispered, "Mary, do you care for me? Will you marry me?"

becam: engaged
1 ong i e, Mary?”
e beginto smie through he tears.

T woukl wai for youto the end of my e."

During the fist two years in India the tie bad been to James cnticly
pleasurable; and i, amone the munifod experiences of i new lié, he bore
Mary's absence with greater cquaniniy than he had thougit possile, he was
ahvays ghd to reecive fer loters, wi the delcate arom of the Englsh

passion was very ardert, for his whole education hud led i 1o believe that
passion was hardly moral. The proper and decent basis of marmiage was
siniriy of station, and the good, soid quilites which might be supposed
endurable. From his youth,the wisdom of the workd had been insilkd it him
tbrough any proverbs, showing the advisabiiy of cauton,the transioringss of
beauty and desir; and, on the other hand, the lasting meri of honesty, viue,



domest

ty, and good temper.
Bu. Natre s for whom
the proprietes are simply nor-exivert; men and women in her eyes have but
one poit of iterest, and she walks abroad, wilh her fashioning fingers, seting
i order the oy work she cares for. All e rest s subsidiary, and she s callous
nCi the

code of Good Socity.

Janmes at st mude the acquaitance of a certain Mrs. Prichard-Wallce, the
Wit of @ mun in a native reginent, a litk, dark-hatred person, with an olive
skin and big brown eyes—rather common, but excessively prety. She was the
davghter ofa riding-master by a Portuguese worran fiom Goa, and it bad been
someting of a scandal when Prichard-Wallie, who was an excellt fllow,
had marmied ber againt the advice of al the regivental kadis. But if those
chariable persons had ot ceased o Jook upon her with dovbtfl eyes, her wit
and her good looks for otbers couterbaknced every disadvantage; and se il
ot il to have a itk cotrt of sbakers and th ke hanging perpetually abott
her skits. At fist Mrs. Wallce merely amused James. Her absokte fivolky,
ber cyrical tongue, ber figit-heartedhess, were a relef aflr the raber
purianical atmosphere in wiich he had passed his youh: he was astonished to
hear the gay contermpt wtch she powred upon all the things that he had hekd
most sacred-—things like the Tower of London and the Britsh Constiusion.
Prjucices and cherished beliefs were dissiated before her sharp-tongued
rilery; she was a woman with st a wity way of secing the work, wih a
pecularly feminne il for putting old things i a new: absurd fight. To Mrs,

Wallce, James seemed a miracke of ingerwousoess, and she laughed at him
contimaly; then she beganto fike him. and took him about with her, at which
be was ch fltered.

Janes Tad been brought wp in the belief thut women were fishioned of
e chy fom e ks s, ks carby o ot oy ot ey

k : of
ot
had never occured to him tat they were flesh and blood, and sense, and fre
and nerves—especilly nerves. Most topics, of course, coukd not be broached
i their presence; in fict, alost the only safe subject of comersation was the
weather.

But Mrs. Prichard-Walkie prided herself on farkness, which is lss
y and she fad

wih James maters that he had never heard discussed before. She was hugly
amused at the embarrassment which mude him hesitate and fke, tryng o find
polic ways of expressing the things which his whole raiing had taught him o
keep rigdly to himself Then sometimes, from pure deviiy, Mrs. Wallce told
stories on purpose (0 shock him; and revelled in s forced. polte smie, and in
his strong ook of disapproval

“What  ftmy boy you ar!”she skl "Bt you must ke care, you knov:
you have althe makings ofa et prig”

"Diyouthin sof

"You mst iy 0 be kss moral. The moral youg man e fmy for a
change, but be palk afir a ti.

“IF1 bore you you have only to say s, and I worlt bother you agin"

"And noral young men shoudit gt cros; s very bad mamers,” she
answered, smilig.

Before he knew what had huppened, James found hirseif madly n ove with
Mis. Walkace. But what a diffent passion was (s, resemblng not at al that
palid flame which alone he had experinced! How coud he recogrise the
gertle inging of fiendship and of common-serse which be calkd love in that

lestroying vioknce which troubled his day ke a fever? He dreamed of the
worran at night; he seemed only 10 ive when he was withher, The mention of
d tumed col. By
ber sde he found nothing to say; he was ke wax. in her hands, without will or
strenggh. The touch of ber fngers sert the blood rushing through his veins
insancly; and wderstanding i condiion, she took pleasure i touching him to
watch the ltke shivr of desie that convused fis frame. In a very self
restaied man love works ruimously; and & bunit James now, this bk,
wconscious fie, 1l he was consumed uterly—tll be was mad wih passion
And then suddenly, at some charce word, he knew what had happened; he
knew that he was in love with the wié of his good fiend, Prichard- Walkice;
and he thought of Mary Clbbom.

There was 10 hesiation now, ror doubt; James. bad only been in danger
because he was waware of . He never thought of weachery to his fiend or to

¢ he was horror-stricken, hating himself.He looked over the brink of the
precpee i e dexly s, and o, shlderng e biry reprosced
hielt, his had




his duty was obvious; he knew he must kill the sinful love, whatever pain i cost
hie he st crush it as e would some noxious vermin.

Jaames e up his mind never to see Mrs. Wallce agi; and he thought that
God was on hissile helping him, sice, with her husband, she was kaving ina
month for Enghixl. He applied for eave. He coukd get away for a few weeks,
and on hi retum Mrs. Walice woukbe gone. He managed to avoid her for
several days, but at st she came across him by charce, and he coud ot
escape.

"1 didit know you were so fond of - seck”she sl " think s
rather a supid gane.

1 dorit understand,"repied James, growing pa.
"Why have: you been dodging round comers to avoid me as il were a dun,
and inveneing the feeblestexcuses ot fo come 0 ne?"
James stood for a momert, not knowing wha o answer; his knces trembled,
and he sweated with the agony of s ove. It was an angry,firows passion, that

DKl you know that | amengaged to be muied?” he asked a length.
“Tye never known a sub who wastt. I¢s the most objectionable of alltheir
viious hubits. What ther?” She looked at him.smilng; s knerw very well the
power of her dark eyes, finged with long lshes. "Dorit be sl she added.
"Come and see me, and bring her photoggaph, and you shelltalk to me for two
bors about her. Wll you come?"
11¢s very kind of you. T dorit thirk T can.”

“Why n0t? Youre realy very rue.”

"Tm extremely busy."

"Nonserse! You must come. Dorit Jook as if I were asking you 1o do
something quite horrble T shall expect you o tea”

She bound him by his word, and Janes was forced to go. When he showed
the photograph, Mrs. Prichard- Wallce looked at t wih a curious expression.
It was the work of a country photographer, awkward and gl wih the
bead stifly poised, and the eyes hard and fived; the general impression was
wgracefil and devoid of chamm, Mrs. Walkce noticed the country fishion of
ber clthes.

11t extraordinary tht subaltems shoukd always get engaged to the sarme sort
of grl"

James hshed, "It not a very good one ofher.”
“They abways photograph badly,” mumnured Mrs. Walkic.

"She's the best el in the workd. You carit think how good, and kind, and
simpie she s she reminds m: ahways of an Englsh brecze. ™

1 donit ke east winds myself”sakd Mrs. Walkice, "But I can see she has all
sorts of adirabl quales.”

"Diyou know why I came o'
"Because | forced you," sad Mrs, Wallce, kughing

T cam: to say good-bye; e gota monih's leave.”

"Oh, but I shall be gone by thetine you come back."

Tknow. It for that reason.”

Mrs. Wallce looked at him quickly, hesiated, then ganced away.
Tsis0 bad as thut?”

e youto-day?”

"Oh dorit cried Janes,

"L st tel you T shall never sce you again, and i carit mattr. | ove you with

all my beart and soul. | didot know what ove was tl I met you. God hep e,

& was only fendshp | hnd for Mary! This & s diferent. O 1 e mysef |

car o o mers oo ot endsnds me o i pasio, |
n ard. Tknow d T've given

oo o Ny

“The look ofber eyes, the sound of her voie, sent alfhis fine ntersions flyig
before the wid. He lost conmund over himself—but only for a monent; the
ok habis were strong.

T beg your pardon! 1 ought 0 fene spoken. Dorit be angry wih me for

what T've sak. | coudrt help . You thought me a fool becase | ran away
T couklit help oving you

dontt you? T knovw that you will never wish fo see e again, and ifs better for

both ofus. Good-bye.




He stretched out his hand.

1 as that"she said,

"Didit you see me tremble when the hem of your dress touched m: by
accident? Didr you hear that I couklt speak; the words were drid up in my.
tbroat?" He sark into a chair weakly: but then immedistly gathering himself
togethcr, sprang up. "Good-bye," he said. "Lt me o quickly.”

he e him her hand, and then, party in kindness, pary in e, bert
frvard and Kisod 1 ps Janes g 3 3 o po e st command
sod her mouih, her
e s pasortoly at M. Walace wa iencd. e o

Foc el e oy e clser, oy g et .

“Take care,"she said. "What are you doing? Let e go!” And she pushed him

She was a cautious worman, who never allowed firtation o g0 beyond certain
decorous engihs, and she was used to a mider formof phiandering.

"Youse disamanged my i you sill boy!” She wert o the ghss to put i in
order, and when she tumed back found that James had gore. "What an odd
creatue!”

“To Mrs. Prchard-Walce the affr was but an ncidet, such as might have
s e v of P ot e i an age when the art of lvig
consists in ot taking things (00 serously; but for Hippoiius a tragedy of one
sort o another i ineviabe. Janes was not a ran of sy afictions; he made
the acquaintance of people with a feeing of hostity rather than with the more
usual sersaton of iendly curiosiy. He was shy, and even wilh his best finds
coukd ot lessen his reserve. Some persons e able to form close tiacies
with adimirable fciy, but Jams X abvays between hinmselfand s felows
sort of barrer. He coukd not ealise that deep and sudden sympathy was exen
possile, and was apt to look with mistrust wpon the appearance thereof. He
iged and perty

he was forced 10 g i way, hiding fiom all eyes the emotions he k. And
when at kst he 1l passirately in love, it meant to him ten times o than to
most e i was a sudden feedom fiom hiselt. He was like a prisoner who
s o o it e i s B e e and e g chouts, o f e
Fora itle whik

ry, an el s i coloed e whol terse wih e, s
colours. But then he leam hat the happicss was orly sin. and he retumed
voluntarily o his col prison... Till e tried to crush i, be did not know how
strong was this passion; he did o reae that i b mude of hina diftrent
e was him,

meaningles. He becam: ruhlss towards hinself, undergoing exery torture
which he fancied might cleanse him of the deadly sin

And when Mrs. Wallce, againt i will orced herself upon his imsginatior
he ried o remenber her vulgrity, b mamers, ber excessive use of
scent. She ud merely plyed wih him wilkous thinking or carng what the
resu to him migh be. She was bent on as much enjoyment as possbl wihout
exposing herself o awkward consequences; common scandal tokd him tat he

and p
expressive, though ipoli. James repeaed these: things a hundred tis: be
saxd that Mrs. Walkce was not f to wipe Mary's boots; he paraded before
hiself e a set of wread schookbooks, all Marys excellent quales. He
recalld her simple piety, ber good-nature, and Kindly heart; she had every
atrbute that a man could possibly want i hi wit. And yet—and yet, when he
Sept he dreamed he was taking o the other: ll day ber voice sang in i ears,
ber gay smike danced befbre his eyes. He remebered every word she had
ever said; he remembered the passionnte kises he had given her. How coud
be forget that ecstasy? He writhed, tying to expel the importunte image; but
nothing served.

“Time could ot weaken the ipression. Since then he had never seen Mrs
Wallce, but the though of her was stl enough to send the biood racing
tbrough his veins. He had done everything o kil the ud, hopeless passion: and
abways, ke a rank weed, it bad thrven wilh greatr strength. James knew it
was his duty to marry Mary Cibborn, and yet he fek he woud rather dic. As
the: morahs passed on, and he knew he must shortly see ber, he was ever fee
fiom a sense of terrble anxiety. Dobt cane o him, and he coukl not drive i
away. The recolkction of her was din cold, forness; his only hope was that
when e saw ber love might rise up again, and kill that other passion which
e him o utterly despise himself. But he had wekomed the war as a respite,
and the thought cam to him that is chances might easily sohe the dificuly.
Then followed the months of hardship and of fighting and during these the
image of Mrs. Wallae fad been ks persistr, 5o that Jans fincied be was
regaining the Feedom he longed for. And when be y wounded and il s

A botter Jove sprang up for ther and the bope becam sironger that reurion



Bt be b seen Mary; and he &k i hopeless; s Ieft i cold, almost hoste,
James heard Mrs.

“Subalierns always get engaged 1o the same type of gl They photograph so
badly."

And now he did not know what to do. The long recaling of the past hud ke
James more wncertain than ever. Some devil within him cried, "Wai, wai!
Something may happen!” It realy seemed beter 1o et things side a it
crup i el "

dear o him as when kit he had wandered wit her in that green wood, James
sighed, and looked about him... The birds stil sang merriy the squirel keaped
fiom tree 10 tree; even the blades of grass stood with a certain conscious
pleasure, as the gt breeze rusted through them In the mid-day sun all things
took pleastre i ther i; and all Nature appeared ful of joy, colowred and
various and insouciart. He alone was sad.

v

‘When Janes wert home he found that the Vicar of Lite Pripton and his
wife hnd already arived. They were both of them ltk, dried-up persons, wih
an camest. mamer and o sense of humow, quie excellent in a rather
wpasant way; they resembled one another e peas, but pone Knew whetber
e likeness had grown from the propinquiy of twerty years, o had been the
origial attraction. Deeply ipressed wih their sacred callng—for Mrs.
Jackson woud rever have acknowledged tat the Vicar's wié hekd a posiion
iferior o the Vicar's—tbey argued that the whole word was God's, and they
God's particuar mintrants, o that i was their phin duty (0 concem
therselves with the busicss of their felows—and it mst be confessed that
bey e ek fn s Gty Tey s veier wek hose, or
cxperncad, ror il i by ot of e doot,
epberdod e ok i e ol \xldyawlﬁuv\mﬂm’n][
consciously. a good example in the difful way 1o eteml . They were
cminently worthy people, who thought fht-heartedness somewhat indecer.
Ty did ks o e st dagcse e possbls a i e
fervour not only bore umecessary crosses themsehes, but saddied them on o
ot e s oy cnan paspor 0 Coln iy

‘The Reverend Archibald Jackson had been appointed o the living of Litte
Prinpton whi James was in Indi, and consequently had never seen him.

T was tellng your fther,” said Mrs. Jackson, on shaking bands, that 1 hoped
you were properly grateful for allthe mercis that have been bestowed upon
you"

James stared at er alitk, "Were you?"

He hated the fishion these people had of discussing maters which he hiself
thought most pri

"Mr. Jackson was askingif you'd ke a short prayer offerd up next Sunday.
James,"said his mother

1 shoudt at al"

"Why not?" asked the Viear, T thik ifs your duty o thark e Maker for
ymmfnmmmu think your parerts shoukl join nthe thunksgiv

Jess grateful” sad Jans, " want
o cxpres our g beor the rked congegtion”

Jamic's parerts looked at him wih reef, for the same thought fild their
minds; but submit themsehes o

the Vicar and his wit, they had pot thought it quie right to deciine the
proposal. Mis. Jackson ghanced at her husband with pained astonishners, but
frther argument was prevented by the amial of Colonel and Mrs. Clbbom,
and Mary,

Colonel Cibbom was a tall man, with olly black hair and fierce eyebrows,
both dyed; aguressively miliary and reminiscent He had been in a cavaky

—except cavalry-men: and he was abie (0 ook upon Janic's prowess—the
prowess of an infairymun—fom superior heights. He was a great auboriy
wpon war, and coukl tell anyone what were the mistakes in South Afica, and
boww they might have been avoiled: lewise he had known inthe service half
the: peers of the realm and talked of them by their Chritan names. He spert

season in London, and died ke, at seven o'clock, so be
bad every qualification for considering himselfa rman of shion.




1 dorit know what they d do i Lile Primpton wihout us.” he sid. "I iy
s who keep it live.”

But Mrs. Clisborn mised sockty.

“The orly peopie I can speak 1o are the Parsors.” mmumm’m
plintively. “They're very good people—but only nfintry. Reg

"Of course, theyre only ininry,” agreed Colorel Clbbom.

Mrs. Clibbom was a reginertal beauty—of fify, who hud grown stout; but
pot or that ceased 10 use the weapons which Nature had given her againt the
natural eneres of the sex. In her dealings with several generatios of adorers,

she had acquied such a habit of ngishing gances that now she wsed them
wconscioush.

Jackson, Mrs. C she
night bave been saying the most tender things. She bad been very populr in
the service, because she was the type of pilandering worman who required o
beating about the bush; her reighbour at the dimer-tabk, even if he bad ot
seen her before, need never

the handsoest creature he fad ever scen, and with the entrée that he adored
her.

Oncoming in, Mis. Clisbom for looked at
o i
"Oh, how wonderful” she said, at last T suppose | mustit call you Jamie:
pow." She spoke very skowly, and every word sounded like a caress. Then she
looked at Jz "Colonel Parsors, how
be And when | hink that soon e will be my son! How thin you look, James!™
“And bow well you ook, dear bdy!"

Tt was understood thut everyone must nuke compliments to Mrs. Clisbor;

She smid 10 shorw her really beauiflteeth
1 should ke o kiss you, James. May I, Mrs. Parsons?"
"Cerainy" replied Jarric's mother, who dilit approve of Mrs. Clisborn at
al

She tumed her check to James, and assumed a seraplic expression whil he
ity touched it with hés ps.

She sckdom made more than one remark at a tine, and at the end of cach

assumed an_ appropriie  attiule—coy, Medomu-like, resigned, as. the
Creamiancs e e M. Jckoon cams forward 1o sk s, and
she tumed her langnishing glance on him.

"Oh, Mr. Jackson, how beautifl your sermon was!"

Ty srdowntodener and st o oup I e o ek of e
piows; for
o dy & e f i ot dareros i, 4 5 rcecl wih
the simple-ninded inhabitants of the coustry and of the subuebs that i viee is
st prevalen.

James was siting ext to Mrs. Clisborn, and preserly she looked at him with
the mekancholy smie which hud alvays seemed to her so eective.

"We want you'to telus bow you won your Victoria Cross, Jamie.”

e ofem, cager t e e sy de ', fod been
100 tactil 1o ask; but they were willng (o take advartage of
Vi o ek ot quiiy.

"We've allbeen ooking orward to i said the Vicar
1 dorft thin there’s anthing (0t replid Jams.
His fitber and mother were looking at him with happy eyes, and the Colonel
Mary.
"Please, Jamie, tel us," she said. "We only saw the shortest account i the
papers, and you said nothing about it in your eters ™

"Diyou think s very good form of me 10 tell you about it asked Janes,
siiing gravely.

"We're al fends here,"said the Vicar.
And Colonel Clisbom added, making sheep's eyes at is it

"You caritreise a bidy!"

"Tm an okd woran," sighed Mrs. Clbbbom, with a dokefl ghce. T can't



expect himto do it for

“The only clever thing Mrs. Clibbom had done in er i was 1o acknowkedge
to oM age at thity, and then she did not mean i It had been one of her

in firation, covering all excesses wner a materal aspect. She st
e ok s of o offcen Tt S s ok crogh o be
moher, and she ahways said i looking phintively at the ciing. when they
squeezed her hand.

It wastit a very wonderfl thing T did," said James, at lst, "and i was
conpletely uselss."

"No fne deed s uselss," i the Vicar, seentiously
Jarnes looked at hima o, butproceeded with his tory.
Tt was oy that T tried 10 save the % of a sub who'd just joined—and
it

"Woukd you pass e the sak?” said Mrs. Clbbom.
"Mamm!” cried Mary, wih a look as near imiation as her gertle e
permited.
"Go on Janie, there’s a g0od boy,"sakl Mrs. Parsors.

And James, seeing his ther's charming, pathetc look of pride, tol the story
to him alone. The others did pot care how much they ut him so long as they.

P butinbis
twasacop caled Lo, boyof e, i i i ad by,
His peopl e, near

e

“Larcher, did you say?" asked Mrs. Clisbom, "'ve never heard the name. Its
ot a couty fuiy."

"Go on, Jamie," said Mary, with som impatience.

"Well ' four weeks; but [
Oddly enough, he'd taken a sort of fncy to . He was such a nie, bright
boy so enthusiastic and simple. 1 used 1o telhim that he ought o have been at
school rather than roughing i at the Cape.”

Mrs. Cibbbomn sat with an iioti s on ber fps, and a fixed expression of
girfsh imocence.

"Well we knew we shoud be fghting n a day or so; and the evering before
te btk young Larcher was taking to me. "How d'you feef? I said. He didit
answer quie 5o quickly as usual. 'Diyou know, he said, T so awfily affaid
tbat 1 shall frk " You needsit min that 1 sid, and | laughed. "The fst e
we most of us do fuk i. For fie minutes or 50 you just bave to cling on o
your eyelishes o prevent yourself fom ruing away, and then you el all
right, and you think is rather sport Tve got a sort of presentiment that I shall
be kilkd," e said. ‘Dot be an ass, | answered. "We've all ot a preseiment
tat we shal be Kiled th frttime we're ncer fe, allthe people were kiled
who hud presentimess, alfthe army wouki have gore to kingdom cone kong
o

"You shoukd have tokd him o by his st i the hands of Him who has power
to turn the bulket and (0 break the sword," said Mrs. Jackson.

“He wasrit that sort,"replied Jams, dri, T kughed at him, thiking it the
better way.... Well next day we did realy fight. We were serk (0 take an
woceupied hil Our muoxim was that a il is abvays uwoceupied niess the
enemy are actually firing from it OF course, the plce was chock il of Boers:
they waited tll we had come wihin casy range for a toy-pistol, and then fied
marderoush. We di all we coud. We tried o storm the place, but we hadta
chance. Men turbed down fike nine-pins. T'e never seen anything like . The
order was ghven (0 fr, and there was nothing o fie at bt the raked rocks.
found that poor
Larcher had been wounded. Well. 1 thought e coudn be lefl where he was,
50 I went back for him. I asked himifhe coud move. No. he sid, I think I'm
burt i the e 1 kel down and bandaged him up as well as T coud. He was
sinply bleeding like a pig: and meamwhie brother Boer potted at s for al be
was worth. How d'you eef? | asked. it dicky; but comortabk. I didt furk
il 17 No, ofcouse ot you juggs! 152l ‘Can you vk dyou ik
e it ard iy ot and e gt kg i
ien he became awuly whte and goaned, 'l do e so bad, Parsors,
then e finted. So T i 0 camy i and we wen a bt frter, and then e
then T was it nthe-arm T say; | canitcarry you now! 1 said; "or God's sake,
buck up. He opened s eyes, and I prevented him from ing I think I can
stand, he sk, and as he spoke a bulet got him in the neck, and i blood
splshed over my fice. He give a gisp and dicd."

Janmes fiished, and his mother and Mary wiped the tears Fom their eyes
Mis. Clisborn tumed 10 her husband,




"Reggic, I'msure the Larchers arc not a county fuil."

"There was a sapper of that rame whom we met at ik once, my dear”
replicd the Colorel

T thought Id beard it before,” said Mrs. Clbbom, with an ai of trumph, as
though shed found outa very difficuk puzze. “Had he a red noustache?”

"Have you heard fom the young maris people, Captain Parsons?” asked
Mrs. Jackson.

1 had a keter from Mrs. Larcher, the boy's mothe, asking m: o go over and
sec her."

"She must be very gatefl to you, Jarie."
"Why? She has 10 reason o be.”
"You i all you coukd to save him

It woukd have been better i Id ket him alone. Dorit you see that if be had
renmined where he was he might have been alive ow. He woukl have been
taken prisoner and sert to Pretoria, but that i better than roting on the veki
He was killd because | red to save "

worse death" said Colonel Parsons. "1 have offen
thougit that those: llows who surendered did the braver thing. It i easy o
stan and be shot down, but to hoistthe whie flag s0 as to save the fnes of the
e under one—that requires cowage."

Ttis asort , Jams, driy.
"And they had a faily pleasant i in Pretoria. Eventually I beleve, wars wil
be quie bloodless; rival armies wil peranbubate, and whenever one sile fas
ot o a good posison, the other willsurender wholesale. Campaigns will be:
conducted ke munaanres, and the specil correspondents wil decide which
ot bas won.”

I it escape. it woukd
to hoist the whie flag." said Mrs. Jackson.

1 daresay you know more about i than " repied James,
Butthe Vicar's by inssted:
Iy y al
your men,and on he other hand surrender, which woud you chose?”

"One can never el and i those maters i i wiser o to boast, Certan death
i an awflthing, but our fathers preferred i o surender.”

"War s borrble!” said Mary, shuddering.

"Oh, ot cried James, shaking himself out of his despondency. "War s the
most splendid thing i the workl T shall neer forgst those few miutes, now
and then, when we got on top of the Boers and fought with them, man to man,
i the okl vay. A e seemed worth ing then! One day, [ remerrber, tey'd
been givng i us awilly ot all the moming, and we'd lost gl At st we
rushed theirpositon, and, by Jove, we et ‘e have ! How we did hute therr
You shouikd have heard the Tommies cursig as they k! T shall never forget
ownagiin By

i, thejoy
G, it bt cock- fighting!”

Jamie's cheeks were fushed and his eyes shone: but he had forgotten where
be was, and hi fther’s voice cam: to him through.a it of blood and a roar of
sound

1 have fougt, too," sad Colonel Parsons, looking at s son with troubled
eyes—1 have fougt, (00, but never wih anger in my heart, nor kst of
vengeance. | bope 1 did my daty, but 1 never forgot that my enemy was
fellow-creatue. | never i joy at killng, but pain and gref, War & nevible,
but s horribk, horrble! I s only the righteous cause that can excuse i and
then ¢ st be tempered with mercy and forgiveness "

“Cause? Every cause i rigteous. 1 can think of o war n which ight s not
been iy equal on both sdes; inevery question there s about as much fo be
saii on eiher part, and in none more than in war. Each counry i necessarly
comvinced of the justice of s own cause.”

“They cart both be igh."
"Oh, yes, they can Is generally s o one and hafaa doven ofthe ofher.”

Do you mean to say that you, a mltary man, think the Boers were justifed?”
asked Colonel Clisborn, with some indignation.

Janes kughed.

"ou st remeber that if any ration but oursehves had been ennged, our
sympathies woukl have becn entirely with the sturdy peasarts fighing for theic



independence. The two great powers in the affairs of the world are sentiment
and seff interest. The Boers are the smuler, weaker nation, and they have been
beaten it s only natural that synpathy shoud be wib them. 1t was wih the
French for the same reason, affr the Franco-Prussian War. But we, who were:
fghting. coudo thik ofsentiment; to s € was rallya mater of i and death,
I was iterescd o sec how soon the Englsh pu aside ther idcas of i phy.
and equal terms when we bad bad a fw reverses. They forgot that one
Englishnan was equal (o ten fuleg!rs. and insisted on sending out as muny
T "

s st it B s bked  ti it e, v wih
consternaton; and he hstened to expk

"Of couse, I don't bl them They were que rghtto send as iy men as
possile. The object of war s mt to do glorious actiors, bit 0 win. Otber
things being equal. & obviously beter o be ten to one; it i ess beroic, but
more reasorable.”

"You ake fom war althe honour and allthe chivaly!” cried Mary:. "The orly
excuse for war  that i brings out the noblest qualiies of man—selfsacrice,
selishness, endurance. "

"But war doesrt want any excuse,” repled James, smiing gent "Many
peopl E
When they thik war can be abolihed, they show a phenomenal ignorance of
the condliions of all development. War in one way and another i at the very
root of . War s not conducted oriy by fire and sword: i i in all ature, it &
te condiion of exitence for all created things. Even the wild fowers in the
meadow wage war, and they wage i more nthessly mn,

them defeat mears extermination. The v of Natuse i that the ft should killthe
wnfi. The Lord i the Lord of Hosts. The lame, and the k. and the biind must
remin behind, whi th sirong rman goes his way rejoicing ™

"How hard you are!” said Mary. "Have you o pi, Janes?"
“Dioukoon e ot anides ot s o iy e wok Pepe
them, and

realty
snidy pabess of Stam deals. The scninentalss, the covards, and e
cra pi of markid.
smhbealsclmnmybekllkd Sometines 5 word il 0 ke .
When we becom: sokliers, we know that we cease 10 be husman beings, and
are merely the insruments for a certain work; we Know that sometines it may.
be part of a generals delierate plan that we shoukd be Kilkd. 1 have o
conience i1 kader i i ender-eared. Compasson weakens i brain.
and the res, 100 ofie, i diaste:

But as e spoke, James realsed with a start how his father woukd take what
he was saying. He could have tom out i tongae, he woukl have given anything
ﬂ-nmtwmdssl\m\ldmum\lspokm Hs e, ity nd i ey

tal i ik bad
brovgt about death and s | et e thougtess words as a
delierate condemration; he wound, barely closed, was torm open by hi very.
son, and be st eel againthe P ot nearlykiled him.

‘Colonel Parsons sat motioness, a though he were stumed, is eyes fed on
James with borrorand pai he ooked ke some hunted animal terror-stricken,
and yet surprised, wondering that mun shoukd be so el

"What can I do?” thought James. "How can | muke i good for hin?”

mwnwmmnwmmmdunbyﬂtclmmwbylkv“r all

ious thut a trgedy was James looked
a i i, He. wanted 10 Sow how bty he regeted the pan he
cased, but knew ot what 10 say: he warted to give  sign of his eager love,
and tortured himself, knowing the inpossbilty of showing in any way his
devotion.

Fortunately, the maid cane in to amounce that the school chikdren were
without, to welcome Captain Parsons; and they allrose fom the tabl.

v

‘Colonel Parsons and hés wifé hud wished no fiction to celebrate the ome-
coming of James; but gave in (o the persuasions of Mary and of M. Dryand,
the curate,

Y ton.
and Captain Parsons owed il o his flow-countrymen of Lt Prirpton to ket
themshov their appreciaion of s great deed.

“The Vicar went so far as 1o assert that a hearty greeting to the hero would be:



as salutory 1o the parishioners as a sermon of his own, whike it would awaken
James, a young mun and possily thoughtes, o a proper sense of his
responsbiliies. But the sudden amhal of James had dstabed the
armangements, and M. Dryknd, i som: perplexity. went (0 see Mary.

"What are we o do, Miss Cibbom? The school chidren wil be so
diappoited."

The orgial plan hud been to meet the hero as he drove towards Pripton
House from the sation, and the curate was unvillg 0 give €.

"Diyouthik Captain Parsons woukd g0 into Turbrdge Welk and drive inat
two o'lack, as ifhe were just amivig?”

“Tmafiid he wouldn',” replied Mary, doubtfl, "and I thirk he'd orly laugh
if 1 asked him He scened ghd when he thought be hud escaped the
celebration”

"Did he, indocd? How truc i i that real counge i abvays modest! Bt it

pecil now tht cvying s prepred. 1 st ot be said that T

Affertuming over many plars, they decided that the procession shoud com
0 o, when C:

i from the triaphal arch at the gte... When the servant amounced that the
finction was ready o begin, an amouncement enphasised by the discordant
potes of the brass band, Mary huriedly exphined to Janes what was expected
ofhim, and they all e for the front door.

i faced the s y
with burting at the side, against the highroad that kd to Groonbridee, the
church and the publ-owse stood together in frendly neighbourbood,
decorated with Union Jacks. The whole scere, with is great chestnut-trees,
and the strtch of greenery beyond, was pleasarely rural, ok-fishioned and
very Englis; and to conpete i, the sun shone down comforiably ke a good-
matured, mid old gentleman. The curate, wih a fine sense of order, had
amanged on the right the schookboys, rikely scrubbed and redok of
ponutun and on the lft the gk, supported by thei teachers. In the middie
stood the chof the brass bard, and Mr. Drylnd. The vilage yokes were
collctd rownd in ope-ouhed adiiraion. The litk paty from the bouse
took their places under the trimphul arch, the Clbbors assuring an
expression of genteel superciousness; and as they all wore their Sunday
clothes, they ade quie an irposing group.

Secing that they were ready, Mr. Drykind stepped forward, tumed i back

bead hés large, white clerical hand, sretching ou th index-fnger, and began 0
belowed aloud, and the cho, a bar or so ke, folowed sty

The band joied in wih a hearty braying of pets.
"See, the conguering Hero comes,
Sound the trumpets: beat the drums "

But growing excited at the music issuing fom his throat, the curate raised the
and

beu@bnbehl\d and then galloped on, a itk ks exeny, il one by one they
reached the highly-decorated Armen.

‘When the kst mote of the kst comet had died away on the startkd i, Mr:
Drykind mude a sign to the head boy of the school, who thereupon achanced
and waved his cap, shouting

"Three cheers for Capting Parsons, V.C.!"
“Then the curate, wiping his heated brov, tumed round and cleared i troat.

“Captain Parsons," he sad, in a ol voie, so that none shoud miss his

words, "Wwe, the inhabiares of Lite Prinpron, wekcome you 0 your

bone. 1 need not say that & i wih great pleasure that we have githered
together this day (0 offer you our congratuktions on you safe retu (0 those
tat Jove you. | need not remind you tha there s o place like home. ('Hear,
bear!” from the Vicar) We are prowd to think that our felow-parishiorer
shoukl have grined the coveted glory of the Victoria Cross. Lite Prinpton
need not be astamed now t0 hold p s head among the prowdest cites of the
Fpite. You have brought honous 10 yoursel but you have brought honou to
i abo. You have shown that Engsfanen know how to di; you have shown
the rivl mations of the Continent thut the puriy and the godiess of Ok
Engnd still bear fuit. But 1 will say o more; T wihed only o uter a fow.
words to welcome you on beluf of those who camot, perhaps, express
thermselves so wellas | can. 1 wilsay no more. Captain Parsons, we bope that
you will v long to erjoy your honour and glory. sde by side with ber who is

been lost upon us; we all feel better, noble, and more truly Christian. And we



Take her, we say; and be happy: confdent inthe respect, esteem ard affection
ofthe people of Lt Prinpton. James Brown, who has the horou to bear the
same Christan e as yourself, and is o the 1op boy ofthe Parish School
will now recite a short poem entitkd ‘Casabianca.’

Mr. Dryland had wished to compose an ode especially for the occasion. It
would evidently have been efective fo welcome the hero, to dorify his deed,
o pit e o . oo e o, el e e was
Fovard, Wich s s, smee th die of Lk Prirpion ad
ceble moral, kel of e most approved it and pricipes

enoughto buik a chu
Thcyxll\'eﬂdﬂ:nixiypxpﬂs.mw and Mrs. Jackson, i addiion, read the
Church Times. Mary even knexw by heart whole churks of S Lewls Morris,
and Ms. Drybnd recited Tenyson at penny readings. But when inspraton &
warting, a rhyming dictonary, for which the cuate sent to Londor, will ot belp
to any great exten; and firaly the wanirous decision was reached 10 give
some. welknown poem apposie o the circunsiance. It shows in what
chaming ity of spirk these simple, God-fearing people fved, and how fine
was their sense of lierary excellnce, that wihous hesiation they oted in
chorus for "Casabianca.”

“The head boy stepped forward—he had been careflly trined by M
Drykd—and with approprite gestures recited the immortal verses of Feiicia

Hermans:

"The boy stood on the burning deck.
Whence all but ‘e 'ad fled:
The flame that ls the batle’s wreck,
Shone round 'im oer the dead.”

‘When e frished, amid the discreet applause of the lite party bencath the
archway, Mr. Dryland again advanced.
"Polly Game, thetop g of the Parish School, willow present Miss Clisbor
with a bouquet, Sep forvard, Poll Gam "
was a suprise amanged by the curate, and be watched wih pleasure
Mary's look of delihted astonishiment.

G forward, and nde
which Mr. Drykand

"Plase, Miss Clbom, we, the g of Lick Prinpton, wih to present you
‘We wish youa long e and

‘appy marriage wih the choice of your eart.”

She then bended a very St bunch of flowers, surounded wih filed paper
e the knuckle ofaleg of mutton.

"We will now sing hynn mavber one hundred and hiry-seven.” said Mr.
Drykand.

“The verses were given vigorously, whik Mrs. Clisborn, with a tender sk,
mmured 0 Mrs. Parsons that it was beautifil 0 see such a ice spir among
the lower classes. ‘The strais of the brass band died away on the suner
breea:, and there was a momentary pause. Then the Viar, wih a dicreet
coughto clear i throat, cane forward,

"Captain Parsons,ladlies and gentlrren, parishioners of Litle Prinpton, T wish
to take the opporturiy to say a few words.”

“The Vicar mude an admiuble speech. The sentimerts were:
observations selfevident, and the moral obvious. His phrases bad the -
Known ring which distinguishes the true orator. Mr. Jackson was recognised
everywhere 1o be a fine platform speaker, but hi varied excellnce coud ot
be apprecited . and be had a ine verbosiy.

or more cheers,

James found the whole affi distastefl and riicubous; and indeed scarcely
noticed what was ging o, for his thoughts were entiely occupied with his
fther. At fist Colonel Parsons seemed t00 depressed to pay attenton to the
cerermony, and his eyes travelld every now and again 1o Janes, with that
startled, uhappy expression which was horrbly painfil t see. Bt i age and
weakness preverted him from feling very intersely for more thana short whik;
e had brought its own good medicine, and the okl maris mind was asily
tumed. Preserely be began to sk, and the ook of prde and happiness
retumed 10 his fice.

e Js v st s £ s s e s When
the Vicar fiished, and he understood that some reply was expected. i
occured lo)nnllﬁ\h:hndmoppamlm ofsihing e bier wound e d

cased.
thik i a just punisherent; none knew but hiself how painful € was to tk in




that stram to stupid, curious people.
T thank you very mch for the wekome you have all gven me,” be said.

His voice trembled in s nervousness, so that he coud harly commnd i,
and he reddened. It seemed to James a frightl huviliaton to huve 10 say the
things e hud in mind, it ade them all gl and ulgar; he was troubled also by
his iabity o express what he &l He noticed a reporter for the local
newspaper rapidly taking otes.

"1 ave been very much touched by your kindness. Of course, T am exremely
prow to have won the Vitoria Cross,but 1 el i & really more owing t0 my
fther
brave and gl sokle he was. I was owing to i fe example, and to his
teaching, and to s consant, loving car, that T was able o do the lite I di.

1

It s the thousht of his wblemished and exqubite career, of the beautii spirit
which brighly coloured all his actons, that has supported me in i of
dificuly.
fther and the name be has handed on to me. You have cheered me very
Kindly: now 1 shoukd ke 0 ask you for three cheers for my fither.”

‘Colonel Parsors looked at his son as he began to speak. When e reased

Jamie's meaning tears filed his eyes and streamed down his cheeks —tears of
ppiss and g, Al el of e ffont qukly v, e

g “Now I can dic happy!" oot oo vt s b e of
his iped his yes.

“The band struck wp "Ruke, Bramia” and "God Save the Queen's and in
orderly fshion, as M. Dryknd hud arranged, they all marched oft. The growp
wnder the trrphal arch broke up, and the Jacksons and Colonel and M.
Clisbom werk their ways.

Mary cam it the house. She took Jami's hands, her eyes wet wih tears.
"Oh, Jamie,”she sail, "you are good! It was chanming of you to speak as you
G of your fther. You dorit know how bappy youive rade him.”
T very st you ae pleased.” e said gravely, and beding forward, put his
round her waist and kissed her.
For a moment she Jean her head agiinst his shouder; but wilh her emoton
was a thing soon vanquished. She wihed, above al thing, t0 be munly as

"But 1 must be ruving of, or manwmm will be angy with . Good-bye o
te present.”

James went it the dining room where s fither, exhausted by the ared
.:g’amm of the day. was sceking conposire in the kading aricls of the

M. Parsons sat on her usal chai knitng. and she grected
i oo it e Janes S s e both plscd i 1 £
awkward words, which stll rang in his own ears as shoddy and sentimental
and he tasted, somewhat ekl the defih of muking the kind creatures
happy.

"Has Mary gone?” asked Mrs. Parsors
"Yes. She said her mother woud be angry ishe sayed.”

1 saw that Mrs. Clibbom was put out. T suppose because someone besides
herself atracted attenion. 1 do thirk she s the wickedest worman I'e ever
known."

"Frances, Frances!” expostubted the Colonel.

"She &, Rtmord. ' a thorohy bad woran The way e treas My
& siply scandalous

"Poor il said the Colonel

"Oh, Jamie, it makes my blood boil when I thisk of i Someimes the poor
thing wed to come here qui upset, and sivply cry as if her heart was
breaking "

"But what does Mrs. Clbbom do?" asked James, suprised.

O, 1 carit tell you' She's dreadilly unkind. She fates Mary because she's
grown up, and because she sometim: attracts atention. She's ahvays muking
itle cruel remurks. You only see her when she's on her good behaviou; bu

when she's alone with Mary. Mis. Clbbom is siply horrbk. She abuses her;
she tels b she's ugly. and that she dresses badly. How can she dress any
better when Mrs. Clibbom spends all the money on herself? I've heard ber
myselfsay to Mary: 'How stupid and chumsy you are! I ashamed to take you
anywhere." And Mary's the very soul of goodness. She teaches in the Sunday
School, and she trais the choir-boys, and she viss the poor; and yet Mrs.




Clbborn comphins that she's uscless. | wanted Richmond o talk to Colonel
Clisborm about i
"Mary partiulrly asked me pot t," sad Colonel Parsors, "She prefered to
bear anyting rather father and other”
"She's a perfeet angel of goodness!" cried Mrs. Parsors, enthusiasically
"Shes sivply a ety and al the time she's as kind and affetionate to ber

word agaist her.”

"Sometims,” mamred Cck\vvcl l‘uws he wsed 1o say that her only
happiness was in the thought of you

T thoug of me?” s James; and then hesatingy: D0 you ik she &
very fond of e, ot

"Fond of you?” Mrs Parsons kughed. "She worships the very ground you
treac on. You caritimegine all you e to her.”

"Youll muke the boy vain." said Colonel Parsors, lughing

"0t e oy vy e ol combt et vas by s et Yo voud
corme back som: day and take her away from e

"We shull have 10 be thiking of weddings soon, | suppose?” said Colorel
Parsons, ookingat James, with a banteing se.

James temed whie. "I rather arly o think ofthat st yet.”
"We spoke of e, suid s motber
"We st see.”

"Youive waited 50 lone" sakd Colonel Parsons: Tm sure you dorft war to
wai any longer."

“Shewill moke you  god wi, Jamie. You e keky o ave foued sch a
dear, sweet gl It  blessing 0 us to think that you will e s0 happy:

"As 1 was saying to Mary the other day;” added Colonel Parsons, kughing
gertly, "you must begin thiking of your trousseau, my dear, T said, IF know
anyhing of Jaie, he'l want to get muried i a week. These young llows are
avays ipae.

Mrs Parsons sied.

"Wl ifs a great secret, and Mary woud be dreadfilly amoyed if she

‘you knew; bus when we heard you were coming bom, she started to

order things. Her fither has given her a Fuxired poueds o begin wih."

Ty tud ey, gt ares. Ty were oy cucl e vk
Kindres, inthei affectionate terestfor his w

Vi

Jares o b vy fom Fngnd ey n e e
g, korg sy poccsdre Iod |mde iself operly
anifest,
ke, A e spet d b s, a0t Enntns of e
erved by
e e pokons of drk. e Suaion A and popr el A
mighty force of hysteria and sensationalism was created, seet
Pt 1 b . e caker st o he cout-ses e Do
of class and class are now 5o vague that quickly the whoe popuation was
affcted; the curent leratre of the day fourshed wpon i the people of
. newotic ffom the siress of the lat siy years, became wtable as
water. And wilhthe ety reverses of the begiming of the war, the kst barrers
of shame were broken down: their arrogance was dissipated, and suddenly the
became timorous as a conquered ration, deprecating, apologetc; fike
fighened women, they ran to and fro, wringing thir hands. Reserve, restain,
selfpossession, And pow e are
tottering n the wind, our boast i that we are not even reeds that thik; we cry.
out for idoks. Who i there that will et up a gokden ass that we rray fall down
and worship? We glory in our sha, in our swellng hearts, in our eyes heavy
with tears. We wark sympathy at all costs; we run about showing our bleeding
vials, asking ore another whether they are ot indeed a borrble sight
Englishnen now are proud of being wonnrish, and pothing s more anly than
to weep. To be a nan of feling i beter than to be a gentletran—it i certanly
much casier The hak of min, the mai, the blind of wi, bave com by their
own: and the poor i spir have inheried the carth.




James had lefl England when this emotional state was contenptble. Found
chiely in the dregs of the populace, i was ascrbed 1o igrorance and 1o the
abuse of stirulares. When he retumed, it had the public conscience behind i
He couk not undersand the changs. The persons he had known sobe, equak-
and restraied, pow seerned violenty hystrical. James stil shddered,
the curate's allsions to his engagernens; and he wondered that
Mary,fr fom thinking them ipertnen, had been vasty gratiied. She seemed
t0 take pleasure in publcly advertsing her comecton, in giving her private
affis 10 the inspection of all and sundry. The whole ceremony had been
revoling he
seermed g now that be had been forced to display them o the gaping
crowd,

Hm the fincton of the previous day had the efiect abo of sealing s
Everyone knew of i Jami's nane was indissohbly joed with
Vi, b couk e bk the s now bt cxposse e 1 e it
huniation. And bow coukl he ofe her such an afffont when she loved him
devotedly? It was ot vaniy that made him think so, his mother had tokl im
outrght;and be saw it inevery look of Mary's eyes, inthe least inflecton of her
voice. James asked himself desperately why Mary shoukd care for him. He was
pot. good-boking: be was siknt; he was not amsing he had o particur
atracton.

James was siting in i room, and presenty heard Mary's voke caling fom
te hall.

anie! Jamie!"
He gotup and cam: downstas.
“Why, Jami," sl s e, ot gt o e gone o Rich Mary, isiad
of waiting her for er t0 come 0 you™
"ou certanly ought, Jamie." said Mary, lughing and then, lookig at him,
with suden feing "Bt how seedy you book!"
James had hardly skpt, troubling over i perplexiy, and be looked haggard
and tred.

T allright," b said “Tm not very strong yet, and 1 was rather extiusted
yesterday."

“Mary nman ‘you woud ke to go with her this noming, whie she does her
ditrict vii

11t a beautif moming, Jamie; it willdo you good!” cried Mary.

1 shou ke it very mch."

“They started out. Mary wore her every-day costume—a serge gown, a salor
hat, and so, square-toed boots. She walked fist, with long steps and fim
cartinge. James set himself o tak, asking ber inignfcant questions about the
people she visted. Mary answered with feelng and at kength, but was

terupted by ariving at a cottage

"Yonid better not come inhere,"she sai, bhshing slighly: "skhough I wart to
take you nto some of the people  think ¢ wil be a kesson o them.”

"Alksson in what?"
O, e, I don  but you
can ghess whie youire waiting for me."

Mary's patint was about 10 be confined, and thiking he condition raber
indecens, qui righly, Mary had left Jams outside. Bt the good iy, sice it
was all inthe way of e, was not 50 ashamed of herselFas she shoukl have
been, and insisted on coning 0 the door to show Miss Clbbor ou.

" " cried Mary inalarm pu

Wel there's o in . Tma mamid woman.Youl v 0 o trough ¢
yourselfone day, mis."

Mary rejoined herbover, suffsed inblushes, hoping b bad seen nothing.

s ty clsses
seemto fave o sense of decency."

"Whats the matter?”

"oh, can tel you" repled Mary, modestly. Then, 1o tm the
comensator: She asked afer my young mun, and was very amsous (o see
you'

"Was she? How did she know you bad a yourg mar?” asked James, gy

"Oh exeryone knows that! You can't keep secrets in Primpton. And besides,
T'minot ashamed of it Are you?"

1 baverit got a young mon.”



Mary laughed.

‘They walked on. The moming was crisp and brigh, sending a heakhy colour
tbrough Mary’ checks. The blue sky and the bracing air made her feel more
selfrelan, better assured than ever of her upright pupose and her candid
heart. The road, fim underfot and delightfll o walk upon sireched before
them in a simaous . A pleasant odowr cam fom the adjoining fiekls, fom
the sy, as they passed them the krks soared singing with happy heart,

therselves, the buttereup and the speediwell. But whil the churm of Nature
e James amdous to fnge, 0 lean on a gate and ook for a whie at the
cows kzly grazing, Mary had 100 sound a constiution o find i it anything but
a stimuls 0 renewed activiy.

"We mustit dawde, you bzy creature!” she cried meriy. 1 shal never get

"Cart yousee themsome other time?”

‘The limpid air sofened his heart; be thought for a moment that if he coukd
wander aimiessly wih Mary, gossiping wihout purpose, they might end by
wunderstanding one another, The sun, the wid flowers, the inconstant breeze,
might help to create a new fecling.

But Mary tumed to himwith grave tendemess.

"You know Id do anyhing to plase you Jamie. But even for you I camot
pegect my duty."

Jarmes fioze.
"Of course, yorire quie gt he said. Tt really doest mtter.”
“They cam: to another cottage, and ths tine Mary took James in

"It a poor okl man" she said. "Tm so somy for hirg he's always so grateful
for what I do."

“They found him lvng in bed, writing with pain, s bead supported by a
pilow.

"Oh, how ucomfortable you look!” cried Mary. "You poor thing! Who on
carth aranged your pilows ke that?”

"My daughter, miss."

T st talk o her;she ougt to knorw better."

Mis Cibbom drew avay the pilows very gerdy, smoothed them ou, and
rephaced them.

1 carit bear ‘em ke that, miss. The other i the oy way I'm comforabie.”

"Nonserse, John!" cried Mary, bright. "You coukdat be confortable with
your head all o one side; you're much beter as you are.”

"Dorityou thik you'd beter put them back inthe okl way? He seemed much
casier.”
"Norserse, Jamie. You must know that the head ought o be higher than the

"Please, miss, | can't bear the pillow Ik this."

O, yes, you can You must show more forbearance and fortude.
Remerber that God sends you pain in order to try you. Thirk of Our Lond
sulfring skenly on the Cross."

"Youire puting him o quite unecessary torture, Mary," said James, He must
know best how he's contorabe.”

‘165 only because he's obstite. Those people are abvays complaining
Realy, vt

Jamic's face grew dark and grim, but he made o answer.
0 shallserd you some soup, John.”said Mary, a they wert out, "You know,
one can never e these peope o do anyhing i rtional way." she added o
Jas. uralting

as muking therselves comfortabe."

Janes was sient.

They waked a few yards firther, and passed a mun in a dog-cart Mary
very red, staring in font of her with the fxed awkwardness of one ot
adept nthe usefl art of cuting

"Oh,"she said, with vexation, "he's going to Jobn."



Who s i

1t Dr. Higgins—a horrid, vlgar man. He's been dreadflly e o me, and
I make a pont of cuting him"

Realy

"Oh, he behaved scandalously. 1 carit bear doctors, they're so dreadily
iterfering. And they seem to think no one can know anything about doctoring

but thenselves! He was atending one of my patkrts; € was a worman, and of
couse 1 knew what she wanted. She was il and weak, and needed

Well Dr.
bouse, and asked to see me. He's not a gentlenan, you know, and he was so
rude! e come to see you about Mrs. Gandy,'be said. 'l partiulrly ordered
ber not 10 take stimuans, and 1 i you'e st ber down port.” ' thougi she
warted i, 1 sai. *She ok me that you had said she wasti 10 touch anything.
but  thougt a itk port wouk do her good. Then he sid, T wish o goodness
you wouldt itrfere wich what you know nothing abova” T shoud ke you o
remember that youre speaking fo 2 gentkewoman | said. ' donf care
twoperwe, be answered, in the rudest way. 'Tm ot going 10 allow you 0

s vty i, ks pert 1 oo lersnd
et you'e ot o send any

“Then T confes 1 Jost my temper: ' suppose you took & away 1o drink
yoursel?” I said. Then what d'you tink he did? He burst out kughing, and s
'A'bortl of port that cost two bob at the kocal grocer's! The sains preserve
e

James repressed a i,

"You impertinent man’ 1 said. "You ought o be ashamed to talk to a womun

ke that. 1 shallat once send Mrs. Gandy another botte of port, and ifs no
I youdo, e sai,

by God, Il bave you up for manslaughier. | rang the bell ‘Leave the house,

said, ‘and never dare come here again!’ Now don't you think I was right,

Jamie?"

"My dear Mary, youahvays are!”
I

“When I t0kd papa,” added Mary, he ot in a most fearfl rage. He isited
on going out with a borsewhip, and said he meant 10 thrash Dr. Higgins. He
looked but coukli ind ine and

[ i}
James had noticed that the doctor was a burly, broad-shoudered v, and
he coukd not help thinking Colonel Cliboris resoluton distinctly whe. How
sad it tht nthis workl right & 50 offen subordinute o brute force!

Bt ' ot received anywhere. We ll cu i and | et evryone | ean ot
to employ him'
“Ab" mmured James

heekin
the road; bus ot alone, for M. Drykand cane out of the cottage. The curate
was a big. stout man, with reddih hai, and a conplexion Tke squashed
strawberries and creant his large, heavy fice, haikss except for scanty red
eyebrows, gave a disconcering impression of nakedness. His eyes were bioe
and s mouth stall, withthe expression which young s, gy years back,
sirove to acquire by repeating the words prure and prism He fad a i, full

one fited for a beredicton. Mr. Dryknd was possessd by the kudable
ambition o be all things to all mers and he rid, without conspicuous success,
always to suit his comersation 10 his hearers. With old ladies e was bland;

with yokels he was and with youg:
people agressively juvenik. But above all. he wished o be many, and
culivated a bossterous kugh and a jovial maner,

"1 donit know if you remenrber me," he cried, wih a ripple of ft bughter,
gwlgwtn]an:\ I bud the pleasure of addressing a fw words © you

Miss Cibborn told e, and
vt 1 wotkd itrodiee msclt My e & ey

T remenmber quit well*
T the Vicar's botte-washer, you know:" added the curate, wih a g
‘hange for you—going round o the sick and needy of the parkh—afier
fighting the good fight. T hear you were wounded.

T was, rather badly."

"I wih I could have gone bad a srack a the Boers.
bave iked better. But, of course, I'monly a parson, you know: It woukdn't kave




been thought the correct thing." Mr. Dryland, from his superior height, beamed
dowm on Jaes. " dorit know wheter you emember the v words whih |
was privieged to address 0 you yesterda

“Perfecty” put i James.
oot you ko b ey gresed reelmg That i one of the

o e | B b s - e bk s s down
your fither’ firrowed cheeks. Those few words of yours have won all our
hearts. 1 may say that ou fitke endeavours were nothing besile tat short,
ustuied speech. T bope there will be a fll report in the Tubridge Wells
papers.”

T bope ot cried James.

"orie 00 modest, Capiain Parsons. That s wht 1 said to Miss Cibbom
yesteday; e courage & ahvays mndest. But i & our ity to sce that i does
ot e s fight under a bushel 1 hope you worit thin it 2 Berty but [ myself
save the reporter a e notes.”

“Will Miss Cliborn be long?" asked James, looking at the cottage.

"Ah, what a good womun she &, Captain Parsons. My dear sk, | assure you
she's an angel of mercy."

11t very kind of youto say so."
"Not at alt Its a pleasure. The good she does & beyond prase. She's a

and 1 may say tht she is  moral foree of the fst mugriude.”
Timsue that's a very delightul hing to be.”

"Youknonw | carit e thinking” g M. Dryland iy, ot she ught 10
be the wik ofa clergyman, rather than ofa ilfary man

Mary cane out.

Tive been telng Mrs. Gray that 1 dorit approve of the things ber
wears i church," she said. T dorit think s nice for people of that chss o
wear such bright colours."

"1 don't know what we shoud do in the parsh witbout you” repled the
curate, unctuously. s so rare o fin someone who knows what s righ, and
it affaid of speaking out.”

Mary said that she and James were walking hom, and asked Mr. Drykand
whether e wouk not accormpany them

T shall be delighed, fTmnot de trop.”
He looked with bughing sigificance fomone o the other.
T wanted 0 tak to you abous my i, " sad Mary,

She bad a class of vilage makdens, 10 whom she taught sewing. respect for
their betters, and other wseful thngs.

T was just teling Captain Parsons that you were an angel of mercy, Miss
Clisbom "

“Tmafiaid ot tht repied Mary, gravely. "But 1 tryto do my duty.

AN ericd Mr. Drybind, raising his eyes so that be looked exacty e a

odfish, "how few of e can say that!”

T seriously distressed about my g, They live in sty itk cottages, and
ity things; hey p

and yet they're happy. 1 carit get them to see that they ough to be wterly

miserabk."

"Oh, Tknow,"sighed the curate; ' makes me sad to think of "

"Surel, if theyre happy, you can want nothing better” said James, rather
inpaticnly.

"But 1 do. They have o right 0 be happy under such cireumstances, T want to
make them fel thei wretchednsss.”

"What a brual thing 0 dot” cried James.
116 the orly way to improve them 1 wart them o see things a I sec them”
"And

"My dear Jarie!” ered Mary; and then as the humour of such a suggeston
davned wpon her, she burst nto a ke shou of bugter,

"What dyou thitk i the good of muking ther dissatisied?” asked James,
iy,




1 obler, worthier; I want
beautl and holy."

"I you saw a man happly wearing a tinsel crown, woukd you g0 o Fim and
say, My g0od flend, youire making a ool ofyouself. Your crown it ofreal
b itaway | ouinstead,
bt youre vikd fo ke prare 7 bt s g’ Thyie s
combriable, n 3
the mmm,mkmnm nnimmv]mumhuynnu!wy)nnr

-ranges. They

"Happiness is ot the chif thing in this workl, Janes,” sid Mary, gravely.
Tt T though it was."
"Captain Parsors & a cynic,” sad Mr. Drykand, wih a slightly supercious
snike,
"Because I say s ot to apply your standards to people who have nothing

in common with you? 1 hate all i iterkeing. For God's sake Jt us g our
way: and ifwe can get altk pleasure out of dross and tnsel, et s keep "

T want to give the poor high deals,” sakd Mary.
1 should have thougt bread and cheese would be more usefid”

"My dee i sid My godrenredy, ik e kg f g
you know pothing abor

"You mst remember tht Mis Clibbom has worked robly among the poor
for muny years.

"My own conscience tels me T'm righ,” pursued Mary, "and you see M.
Drykind agrees with me. | know you mean well, Jamic; but 1 dornt think you
a rsand the mater, and 1 fcy we had betier change the
comersation "

vi

Next day Mary went o Prirpton House. Colorel Parsons nodded o her as
she waked up the drive, and took off i spectacks. The ffont door was
neiter locked ror boked in that confiding reighbotrhood, and Mary walked
sraight in

"Wl my dear?" i he Colonel. smiling with pleasure, fr he was as fond of
ber as o his own son.

1 thought 1d come and see you alore. Jamic's stll out, it he? I saw him
pass our house. | was standing at the window; but e didn' ook up."

"1 daresay be was thinking He's grown very thoughtil now.”

Mrs. Parsons came in,and her quiet fce ft p, 100, as she greeted Mary. She
kised her tenderly.

“anie's s, you know.”

"Mary bas come 10 see us," sai the Colonel. "She doestt want us to feel
neglected now that she fas the

"We shall never dream that you can do anything wkind, dear Mary." replied
Mirs. Parsors, stroking th il haf. I¢ natural tat you shoud hik more of
himthan of us."

Mary hesitated a mormert.

"Dorit youtink Janie s changed?”

Mrs. Parsons looked at her quickly.

T ik he s grown more st But he's been through so mch, And then
he's a man nows e was onlya boy when we saw him kst

"Diyou think he cares for me any more?" asked Mary, with a rapid tremor in
ber voke.

My
"Ofcourse e does!He talks of ou cortinaly” said Colorel Parsons, "
avays asifbe were devoted. Doesri he, Frances?”

The ok s dep ove o Mary o provered | !Im from seeing in Jamic's
behaviour anything incongruous with that of a true oy

“What makes you ask tht question, Mary?” sad Mss. Parsors.



Her feminine tact had led her to notice a difference in Jamie's feeling lowards
s oot bu e fad bees vl o ik o ¢ o v o
codress. Such a change coukd be explaned in a hundred ratral ways, and
might, indeed, exist merely in her own inagination.

"Oh, be's not the same as he was!" cried Mary, T donit know what i i, but 1
fee it in his whole mamer. Yesterday evening he barely sail a word."

Jaames had died with the Clibbors insokern sat.
"1 daresay be's not very well yet. His wound troubles im stil”

Tty to put it down 1o that” sad Mary, "but he seems to force hiself o
ek o He' ot renl e gt an i e s s o care

She looked from Colonel Parsons to i wike, who stared at er in dismay.

"Dorit be angry with e, she said; T coudnt talk ke tisto anyone ele, but
I know you love . 1 ook upon you akeady as my fiher and rother, 1 dorit
wart t0'be ki to nanmma, but | couklit tak of i o her; she woud only
sncer at me. And I'maifaid ifs aking me rather ubappy.”

"Of course, we want you o frea s s your realpareris, Mary: We both love:
youas we love Jamie, We have abvays boked upon you as our daugher."

"Youie 50 good to "
"Has your moiher said anyting to amoy you?"
Mary fiered.

"Last right, when he went avay, she said she dilit thik he was devoted to

"Oh, T knew i was your mother whod put s in your head! She has alvays
been jealous of you. I suppose she thinks hes in love with ber.”

"Mrs. Parsons!” eried Mary, ina tone of entreaty.

T know you cartbear anythin sid gt your o, and its wcked of
e t0 vex yous but she has o right to suggest such things.

16 not ony that. Is wht I feel”

T sure Janie is most fond of you” said Colonel Parsons, kidly. "Youtve
ot secn one another for five years, and you find yorsehes akered. Even we
feel a ltk strange wih Jamic sometimes; dorit we, Frances? What chidren
they e, Frances!" Colonel Parsons kghed inthat iesisbly sweet fishion of
his. "Why, i was only the day before yesterday that Jamie came 10 us wih a
long fice and asked ifyou cared forim."

"Did be?” asked Mary, with pleased suprise, amious (© believe what the
Colonel suggested. "Oh, he must see that 1 love i Perbups be finds me
wresporsive... How coud | help caring for hin? I think if he ceased 10 love
e, 1 shoud di."

"My dearest Mary," cred Mrs. Parsors, the tears rising to her eyes, "dorit

talk ke that! Tm sure he cant help loving you, eiher; youre so good and

pve. Y boksof o il o ' et el e i Jrie 6y
it wed 0 s yet. He doesit

lmﬁvh@ hmlh!kmmnghmn"

"Of course he loves you!”said Colonel Parsors. "Who coukd help it? Why, if|
were a young fellow I shotid be ad to ey you"

"And what about v, Richirond?” asked Mrs. Parsors, sming.
"Well I think I shoud have to commit bigamy, and iy you both."

ey laged at e Cobres i e ok, fpy o ek teugh
cloud ofdobt which oppressed the

"oure a dear thing."said Mary, issing the old e, "and I'ma very sily gl
It wrong of me o give way to whims and fincies.”

"You must be very brave when youire the Wik of a V.C.," said the Colonel,
patting her hand.

"Oh, it was a beautfl action!” cried Mary. "And be's as modest about i as
though he had done nothing that any man might not do. 1 think there can be no.
sight more pleasing 1o God than that of a brave man riking his i o save a

A ot g 1o b an et you M e e wil e do

ukind or dishonouabe. Trust him, and forgive i Tk s of
manmer. 'm sure be loves you, and soon youllget mared and be conpletely
ha

PPy

Mary’s fice darkened once more.



"He's been here three days, and he's not said a word about getting married.
O, T carithelp i, so frighened! [ wish he'd say something —just one word
we're even

engaged.”

Colonel Parsons looked at his wi, begging her by s gance o say
something that woukl comfort Mary. Mrs. Parsons looked down, uncertain, il
at ease.

"You dorit despise me for taking I this, Mrs. Parsons?”

“Despise you, my dear! How can', when | love youso dearly? Sl | speak
0 Jami? I'm sure when he uersands that he's muking you urappy, el be:
diffrert. He fas the kixdest heart i the workl; I'e never known him do an
ki thing i s "

"No, dort say anything to him replied Mary: 1 daresay i all onserse. T
dontt want imto be driven o making love to me."

Meanwhie James wandered thoughtfll The courtry was unhbting
ite il ose after fte hil,affording spacious views of the ft Kentish fields,
encircled by oak trees and by chestuts. Owned by rch landlords, each
generaton had done s best, and the it land was terded tike a garden. But

perpetually.
i the trinness and in the carefl amangene, so that the ndscape, i is
formlky; reminded one of those set pieces chosen by the classic paiters. But
te fiekis were fresh with the tall young grass of the new year, the butercups
flunted themselves gl carckess of the piess igh, rejocing i the sushine,
as bere they had rejoiced in the enlivening rain. The pleasant rain-drops stll
ingered on the daisks. The feathery ball of the dandelion, carried by the
breezz, foated past the e of run—a random thing, resiste
o the merest breath, wih o mission but (0 spread s seed upon the erie
carth, 5o that things ke unto it shouklspring p i the succeeding summer, and
flower uncared for, and reprociuce themsehes, and d

Janmes decided fimlly that be must break that very evering his engigement
with Mary. He coukd ot put it off Exery day mude his difficuly grater, and it
was impossible any longer 10 avoid the discussion of their muriag, nor coukd
be contine t0 treat Mary with othing better than frendliness. He realised all
ber good qualies; she was frark, and honest, and sinpe; anious to do right;
chariable according o ber ight kindess iself. James ek sincerely gratefil fr
the affctionate tendermess which Mary showed to his fither and mother. He
was tharkfil or that and for mixch e, and was prepared t0 ook upon her as
a very good ffend, even as a sister buthe did not kove her. He coukd mot ook
pon o et of g ik ekon Nor il My b3 vely
love hin P

capabe.
for certan qualies of mind, because his station n ff: was decent, his mammers
passable his morals beyond reproach.

"She might as well mary the Ten Commandmenss!” he cried patienty.

Mary cared for him flombabit, foma sense of decorum and for the finess of
things: but tht was ot love. He shrugged s shouders scomiuly; looking for
some word 0 express the midly pleasant, unagating emotion. Janes, who had
been devoured by i, who bad siruegkd with ¢ as with a deadly sin who had
kil it ially whik, ke a serpen of evil i chg to his throat, drinking his t's
blood, James Knew what kove was—a fir in the vein, a divine affiction, a
passion, a fienzy, a mudress. The o he knew was the love of the body of
fesh and blood, the love that engenders, the ove that kils, At the bottom ofit s
sex, and sex i not ugy or immoral,for sex s the root of . The womun s fi
because ran shall love her body; her s are red and passionate hat he may.
kis ther e o beauill hat he may take i in his hands-—a rivr of ving.
.
James stopped, and the dead love rose agin and tore hi entais ke a beast
of prey. He gasped wilh agony; wih biter joy. Ah, that was the true love!
Wit i he care e worn bk a0 e v fer e
be loved her; e loved ber or her k. And i sptc ofhe poiggat
tharked ber fiom the bottom of is heat, for she fad taught him love. She. i
caused him endless pain, but she hud given him the strngh to bear &. She had
rined his i, perhaps, but had shown hithat & was worth iving. What were
the agon, the torture, the despai;, beside that radiant passion which made him
ke It orly e verwho s of s i cvery momen s e
and fervid. Jame
during which, at s, he had seen the workl in all s dazzling rovernent, in it
maniokd colour, singing with s youth and lughing o his joy.
‘And he did ot care that fideous names have been given (0 that dear passion.
t that rich desit. The vulgar all st and bhsh and hide thei fices; i their
fu]l) ot sue, e e e digace They do o o e

ey, weakiings afid (0 ok I i the fce,dotads and sentivenialiss, Mn



have made the body unclean. They have covered the nakedness of Aphrodite
with the rags of thei own impuriy. They have disembowelled the great overs

our immdesty to all th workl. Teach us that kove s ot a tawdry sentiment,
but a fre divine in order o the procreation of chiren: teach us ot o
dishonou our bodies, for they are beautifl and pure, and all thy works are
sweet, Teach us, agiin, i thy mercifil goodness, that man s nde for woran,
his body forher body, and that the fesh cannot sin.
Teach  and

up for prophets and the fke, ket us not forget occasioal to bugh at our very.
gt sehes

“Then, harking back, Jamie's thoughs retumed to the dimer of the previous
evering at the Clibborts. He was the only guest, and when he armived, found
the Colone by themmsehes in the drawing-room It was an okd Fabit
of Mrs. Clibborn's not to appear tl afier her vistors, thking that so she
created a greater efiet. The Colonel wore  very high coll, which mude his
bead ook like som: queer flower on a kong whi stk hai and eyebrows
were feshly dyed, and istened i the oled ocks ofa young Jewess. He was
the perfct dandy; even (0 his bejewelld fingers and hi scented handkerchiet.
by the side of
wich Mary's unfcted sinplcdy conasted oddy: She sced ks a bome
in an exening dress than i the walking costume she vastly preferted; her fice,
rather masculine movemments were gl in the sik fiock, badly made and
counriied, while lace and rbbons suted her most awkwardly. She was out of
pce, too, inthat room, decorated withal the abomiations of pseudo-fashion.
with draperis and tissue-paper, ucomiortable fite chais and rckety tables,
In every availabl phce stood photogzphs of Mrs. Clibbom-—Mrs. Clisbom
siting, standing, hing: Mrs. Clbbom ful fice, tree-quarter fice, side fice;
Mrs. Clbbom i this costume or in that costure —grave, gay, thoughefl, or
sl Vi, o o e e et e o e e
o the nines, and Mrs. C1

oy

Fiml, the beauty swept n with a reat uste o s, displayig to the full ber
very opulent chanms. Her haie was lightly powdered, and honestly she looked
remarkably handson,

"Dorit say Tve kept you waiing" she mumured. *I coud never forgive
myscl”

James mode sone polte reph, and they went down to-dimer. The
conversation was Kept at the high level which one. mturally

persons fashionabl enough to die e, They discussed Lierature, by which
they meant he last novel but one; Art, by which they meant the Royal
Acadenny; and Socity, by which they meant thei fends who kept cariages.
Mrs. Cibbom said that, of couse, she coukl ot expect James to pay any.
atention to her, since all his thoughts muxt be for Mary, and then proceeded
entirly o absorb him.

"You must find i very dull here," she rmoaned. "Tm afiaid you'l be bored to
death” And she looked at Mary with ber st smilingly cruel expression. 'O,
Mary, why did you put on that dreadfuly dowdy fock? T've asked you over
and over agin o give & away, bit you never pay attention to your poor
mother.”

105 all ight." said Mary, looking downat i ughing and bshinga it

M. Clibom tued again to Janes.

1 think its such a mistake for women i to dress well T'm an old wormun
pow, but I abways try o ook my best. Regzse as never seen me in a dowdy
gown Have you Regge?”

"Any dress would become you my love."

"Oh, Reggie, dorft say that before James. He kooks upon i fisure mother as
anold wonun "

Thenat the end of diver:
"Dorit it 100 long over your wine. | shall be so dull with nobody but Mary to
amuse e

Mrs. Clidbom bad been fond epough of Mary when she was a ftk girl who
coukd be petted on occasion and sent away when necessary; but as she grew

\ she
The gil developed a conscience, ﬂ!dr:?\nedmdlgnn)ymwlldnimleﬁhv

peore M. Clbborts wiive, whch that iy coneerd i, if ot
entirly wicked. It seemed nothing short of an impertinence that Mary shoukd
disapprove of theatres when there was nolhing to which the ckder womman was



more devoted. And Mrs. Clibbom fek that the girl saw through all her ik
" when her mother propos

Mary had
iberied o good looks, and the fded beauty, i her aniy, was convined

But Mrs. Clibom was also a ltke afiad of her davghter; such meekness and
such good temper were dificul to overcore; and when she smbbed her, i

‘When the ladies had refied, the Colonel handed James an excerable cigar

"Now, I'imgoing to give you some very special port I've g0t e said.

He poured out a ghss wih extreme care, and pased i over with evidert
e, s emenberd My sy offe dico, v e
il sympathised wih him. It was no wonder that imais did not
ek wonit

“Fine wine, st i7" said Colonel Clbbom. “Had it in my cellr for years."
shook it 5o as t0 ik the aron. "1 got it from my okl fend, the Duke of St
Olpherts. Regge, my boy; he sid-—Regge, do you want sone god port?”

port, Bill' I cried—1 abvays called him Bil. you know; his Chrstian
rame was Willam—1 shoudl think I do, Bill okd boy. ‘Well said the Dk,
e got some | can et you have. "

"He was a winc-erchant, was he?” asked Jares.

"Wine-merchant! My dear felow, he was the Duke of St. Olpherts. He'd
bought wp the cellar of an Austrian noblerman, and he had more port than be
wanted."

“And this s som: of " asked Janes, gravely, hokling the nurky fid o the

“Then the Colone strtched i legs and began o talk of the war. James,
et of e st gt 1o chnge o comenton ot Cobael
o tellone who

- conducted; so s gest, wih o mivure of astonstiret and

i, i ol 10 o 0 e st i st He anicd

thet a mun shoukd have spent bis 1 in the service, and yet

igorant of the very el of warkre; but having akeady keam to bokd e

tongue, be et the Colonel talk, and was presently rewarded by a break.
Something remided the gallnt cavalrynan of a hoary anecdote, and be give

Jaes that or hi

years “Then, raurally,
his own youthil conquests. The Colonel had evidendy been a devil with the
hdics, for he knew all abou the forgotten balkt-dancers of the seventies, and
rebted wih gso a nurber of scabrous tales.

"Ab, my boy, in my day we went the pace! I tell you n confidence, 1 was
deuce of a rake before 1 ot maried "

When hey retumed o the drawing-room, M. Clbbom was ready wilh ber
kngorous smik, and riade Janes si beside ber on the sofs. In a few mindes
the Coloncl, as was s habi, closed his cyes, dropped his chin, and 1l
comfortably askeep. Mrs. Clibbom slowly tumed to Mary.

“Will you try and fid me my glsses, daring." she mumred. "They'e either
i my work-bsket o o he o room b Ao fyou cat s tem
tere, perhaps Tvant o read J

Tl g0 and look, mother.”
Mary wen out, and Mrs. Clibborn put her hand on Jamie's amm
Do you difike me very much, Jamie?” she mumred sofy.
"Onthe contrary!”

"Tmafiaid your mother doesrit care for me."
“Tmsure she does.”

“Women feve ever lked me. 1 dor know wy. | art el i ifTm ot
exactly—plain, T'mas God made me.

James thought that the Abrighty in that case must bave an wexpected
ﬁmhrly\w.hv}zmgpommmcpm\ﬂﬂpm

Tdidall Mary?”

"You!"cried James, thunderstruck. T pever knew that !

T thougt T e better el you myself. You mustt be angy with me. Tt was
for your own god. If I had ad my way you woud never have become
engaged. | thought you were s0 much oo young."

“Five years ago, dyou mean—when & it happened?”




"You were only a boy—a very nice boy, Jane. I always liked you I don't
approve of long engagements, and 1 thought youid chenge your mind. Most
young men area ite wid:is ight that they shouid be.”

James fooked at her, wondering sulderly whether she knew or divined
anyhing It was impossibe, she was 100 sily.

“Youre very wise"

"Oh, dorit say tha!"cried Mrs. Clibbom, wilh a posithe groan. Tt souds so
middie-aged... 1 abways thought Mary was 100 old for you. A woman shoud
be ten years younger than er husband."

“Tell e all about . nsited Jas.

“They wouklit iten to me. They seid you had beter be engaged. They
tbougt it would benefityour moras. 1 was very much agait .1 think boys
are s0 much nicer when they haverit ot encumbrances —or ok

At that moment Mary can: in

T carit find your ghsses, mam.”

"Oh, it doest't matter” replied M. Cibborn, smiing sofll; “Te just
remembered that I sent theminto Tunbridge Well yesterday to be merded.”

v

James knenw he wou see Mary at he tea-party which Mrs. Jackson that
aflemoon was giving at the Vicarage. Society in Ltk Primpton was exchie,
with the resul that the sane people e each other day after day, and the orly

lee

Welk. Respectabity & a plnt which in that fishiorable watering-place has
been so assiduously cultivated that it flourishes now in the open air; ik the
yellow gorse, it i fowd n every comer, thrivig hardily under the most

st the more
ol docs 8 ok 35 . B o s ek ey e g s
confired to the immedite and when the Parsons arhed they

neighbours,

found, beside thei hosts, oy the Clbboms and the ineviable curate. There
Jongzd

and observations suggested by the weather; then they sat down ina cick, and

set therselyes to discussthe questions of the day.

"Oh, M. Dryland," ried Mary, thanks so rch for that book! | am enjoying
"

1 gty e el e cumt, g by 1 o youshre
my admiration for Miss Corel

"Mr. Drylnd has jst et e “The Master Chritan” Mary explaied, tuing
t0 Mrs Jackson

"Oh, 1 was thinking ofputing it on he st for my next book."

“They had formed a clb i Littk Primpton of tweke persors, each buying a
siv-shiling book at the begiming of the year, and passing & on in retum for
ot e a e el 50 Ut o of twohe ol rend
a doren musterpieces o fetion.

1 thought 1d ke 10 buy it at once,” said M. Drykand. " abways thik one
o o posss e Corells ook, s e ony el st o ve

have in England o

Mr. Drykand was a mun of taste and authoriy, 5o that his erary jclgrents

could ahways be

"OF course, 1 dorit pretend 10 know much about the mutter” said Mary;
modestly. "There are more iportant things i i than books; but 1 do think
she’s splendid. | cart help feeling ' wasting my time when | read st novels,
but | never eel that with Marie Coreli.”

"No one would think she was a worran," said the Vicar.
To which the curate answered: "Le genie na pas de seve."

“The others, being no scholars, did not quite understand the remurk, but they
looked intelfgert.

" ahvaystik s o disgrcefl the way the newspapers scer at her” id
Mirs. Jackson. "And, Tmsure, merely because she's a worman.

"And because she has geris, my dear,”put inthe Vicar "Some minds are s0
contenptibly small that they are sinply crushed by greatness. It requires an
eagke 10 book at the sun"



And
for they had the fearkess gaze ofthe king of birds i fe of that brillan orb

"The critcs are willng to do anything for money. Miss Coreli b said herself
that there s a vile conspimacy to blacken her, and for my part 1 am quic
her

.

Biesides, st of the criies are sl movelis”added Mr. Dryhnd.
"and they are s ennious as they canbe.

Tt makes " eried Mary, "o think
so uiterly base. Those who revil her are ot worthy to urloose the kiche of
her shocs.”

It does ore good to hear such whole-bearted adiration, repied the curate,
beaming "But you must remerber that genis has abways been persecuted.
Look at Keats and Shely. The criics abused them jus as they abuse Marie

oreli L
Willamy time wil vindicate as brightly our gentle Mari.”

1 wonder how rany of s here coud get through Hamet wihout yawning!”
ediatively said the Vicar.

"1 see your poin!” cried M. Dryknd, opering his eyes. "Whik we coud al
read the 'Sormows of Satar without a break. T've read i three times, and cach
perusal leaves me more astounded. Miss Corell s her revensge in her own
el st o e e G gty s of s wien € v of
mortalty & on her brow I donit hesiae to say i, 'm ot ashamed of my
opirion: I consider Miss Coreli exery bitas great a Willam Stakespeare. I've
and if] may say so, I'msp Taow
something abou. My delberate opinon & that in wi, and huour, and
bngage, she's every bit i equal"

“Her ngunge i beaiil” sad M. Jackson. "When | read er | el just as
i were isening o hyms.
"And where, 1 shoukd fike to know,” contined the curate, raising his voice,
an you find i phy of Shukespeare’s such a galkry of portrais as in the
‘Master Chritan?”

"And there is one thing you must never forget” said the Vicar, gravely, “She
has a decp, find in one
Euey o of et books s oy morl papose. Tt e Jscaton of
ftion. nzmmmn.g‘wm e could ony see i he can incukate

. chariy, ih 3
hcmhﬂ.mnr.‘)mﬂnndn)lhﬂud\mulﬂm when imeligon, and
inmmoraly, and scepticism are rampan, we must not despise the hurblest
istrments "

"How true that i!" sad Mrs. Jackson.

“Ifall noveits were ke Mark Corcl, 1 shoud willngly hokd them out my.
han. 1 hink every Christan ough to read 'Barabbas It gives an entiely new.
view of Christ. It puts the incidens of the Gospelina way that one hud never
dreaned. T was ever so impressed in my "

"But all her books are the san in that way!” cried Mary. "They all nke me
feelso much betier and nobler, and e truly Chrstan"

1 think she's vulgar and blaspherrous,” mumred Mis. Clisbon ety as
though she were muking the sirplest observation.

"Manmma!" cried Mary, deeply smcked. and among the others there was a
itle movennent of indiggation and di

Mss. Clisborn was contiually nmm'ymg her daughter by this kind of lerate
gucherie. But the most painil part of & was that the good hady alvays
renuined perfectly uwconscious of having said anything ncredibly sil, and
contimed withperfect selfassurance:

“Tive never been able to finsh a book of ers. 1 began one about clectricy,

which I couldoft understand, and then I tried another. 1 forget what i was, but

there was somhing n i bout a bed of roses, and I thought it very imprope. [

dont thik it was a nice book for Mary 10 read, but gis seem to read
o

There sh, such u

o horibe e pas. ; whik Mary,
ashmmed at her mother's want of taste, kept e eyes ghed 10 the carpet But
Mrs. Clbborns folly was 50 notorious that preserdly anger was suceeded by
contemptuous amusemen, and the cuate cae 1o the rescue wih a loul
o

"Of course, you know your Marie Coreli by beart, Captai Parsons?”
affaid T've never read one of them.”




"Not?"they all cried in suprise.

"Oh, Tl send them to you 1o Prirpton House,” said Ms. Dryknd. T bave
themall Why, no one's education i complete il he's read Marie Coreli."

“This was considered a very good lit at Mrs. Clisborn, and the dear people
smiled at one another significant. Even Mary coukd scarcely keep a straight
fce.

e fa e sppear, nd vas ke o or ks sy Wi e
exception of the
a sitdown el of &, and the care ofhoi:]mg a cup, wih a picce: s
inthe saucer,
conversatiral feats; they found one gymustc exercie quie suffcint at a
e B when the tea-cups were safly restored to th tabke, Mrs. Jackson
suggested a itk misic.

“Willyou open the proceedings, Mary?”"

“The curate wet w to Miss Clisbom wit a bow; gallanty offring i arm o
escort her 10 the pino. Mary fad thoughtilly brought her musi, and began to
phy a 'Song Wihout Words,” by Mendelssoln. She was considered a fine
pnit in Ltk Pritpon. She atocked e ks wih o eobeion,

her eyes
mme,dewmnﬁdm mM‘nhyrmuwan—kEn!nmpﬂbma\hcnl
cuty, and er |

\‘/ln]cpmuwnmmmkngxm@nl\mh ot 1 e o e

arysoped, e ot of et for s plsd, 5 e K] vrying
ele, with energy and thoroughvess.

116 the orly musi | rely b

"And those 'Songs Wihou Words' are beautfl” said Colonel Parsons, who
was standing on Mary'sotber sce

k & she repled. "He' g

"Ab, yes," mamured Mr. Drylnd. “His beart seers o throb through al his
music I strange that e shoukd bave beena Jew.”

"But then Our Lord was a Jew, wasit He?” said Mary.

"Yes, one s 50 apt 0 forget that”

Mary tumed the leaves, and finding another piece which was finillar (0 her,
set abou i It was a satisictory thing to iten to her performunce. In Mary's
deckled touch one i all the strength of her character, with i simple,
waffected candour and s eminent sense of propriey. In her execution one
perceived th high pupose which animated ber whole conduct; € was puse and

affi to be taken fight; but a srenuous endeavou: the workl was a battkefield
(hi one realised more particularly when Mary forsot fr a page or 50 10 take
ber o offthe pedal); each one ofus had a mision o perform a dury to do, a
frcton o flfl.

Meanwie, James was trying to muke comersation with Mrs. Cibbom.

"How well Mary plys!”

"Dryou think so? T cant bear amateurs. | wish they wouklt py.”

James fooked at Mrs. Clbbom quickly It rather suprised him that she, the
very sllst worman he had ever known, shoukd say the only sensible things be
had heard that day. Nor coukd he forget that she had done ber best to prevert
his engagement.

1 thik you'e a very wonderfil wornan” e said

"Oh, Jamie!”

s Cltbom s and s s frvard e e o ke
but James was t0o preoccupied to notice the noverne

"Tim begiming to thik you really fike me," mumared Mrs. Clbbom, cooing
ke an amorous dove.

“Then Janes was invted to sing, and refised.

“Plase do, Jamie!” cried Mary, smiling. "For my sake. You used 10 sing s0
nicely!"

He sl ried 10 excuse himself,but finding everyone isistens, wert at kst with
very bad grace, to the piano. He not only sang badly, but knew i, and vas
imiated that he shoukd be forced to make a fool of himself Mr. Drykind sang
badly, but perfectly satisfied with hinself, needed no pressing when his tum



came. He made a specility of old English songs, and thundered out in his most
ccclesiastical mamer  jovildiy ented, "Down Among the Dead Men."

“The afermoon was conchded by an adjoument 1o the diing-room o play
bagatelk, the most fane of gmes, to which the billad-phyer goes wih
corsemy, changed quickly to wath when he cannot put the bals o absurd
ite holes. Mary was an adep, and took pleasure in showing Jaes how the
thing should be done. He motkced that she and the curate mamged the whole
affir between them, aranging partners and advising fieely. Mrs. Clbbom

Attt the party broke up, and ina group bade theifirewel.

T wakk home with you, Mary, ifyou dortt mind." sad James, "and smoke
ppe.”

Mary suddenly became radian, and Colorel Parsons gave e a happy litke
snile and a iendly nod... At st James had Fis opportunity:. e lingered while
Mary gathered together her musc, and waied again to ight i pipe, 5o that
when they came out of the Vicarage gates the rest of the company were 10
lorier in sigh. The day had become overcast and sonbre; on the even surfice

cireumscribed; in the fding fight a dubes of colour came over free and
while James
looked for words. Allday he had been tryig f0 find some mummer 10 express
himself, but his mind, perplexed and weary, refised to hep him The walk to
Mary' house coukd not take more then five mimes, and he saw the distance
sipping away rapidy. Ifhe meant to say anything it st be said at once; and
hi mouth was dry he &l akost a physial inabilty o speak. He did not know
bow 1o prepare the way, how 1o approach the subject; and he was doubly
tormented by the absole necessity of breaking the sknce.

But it was Mary who spoke fist

"Diyou know, I've been worrying litk about you. Jare."
Why?"

“Tmafaid 1 hurt your fefings yesterday. Dorit you remenrber, when we were:
»m.g my patients— thik I spoke rather harshy. | didit mean to. I very

T o forgotenal about " e s, ooking a . T have o moton it
yousaid o offerd me."

“Tim ghd of that” e answered, sming, “but it does e good to apologse.
Wil you think me very il i say someting to you?"

"Of course mot!"

“Wel I vant 0 say i xer do anythingyou dori e, or don approve
of, I wish you would ell .

Afier that, how could he say immedistey that he no longer loved her, and
wished to be rleased from his engagement?

Tma a X

Her words had e s aoucenent impossbie: another day hud gore,
and weakly e had ket i pass.

“Whatshal | do?” he mumred under hisbreath,"What a coard am”
“They cam: 0 the door of the Clibboms house and Mary tumed to say good-
bye. S o 1

Inthe evening, James was siting by the fir in the ining-room, thinking of that
one subject which occupid allhis thoughts. Colonel Parsons and his wie were:
at the tabl,
benal bt spper s g, T e of i cae o B

flames as though to find i them a sokion to s ifficuy: but mockingly they.
spoke only f . Walkceand e aress ofer i eys.He taned avay
wih a gestre of irpatience, The game: was just insbed, and Mrs. Parsons,
g e s e, ok

"What are you thirking of, Jaie?"

17" he answered, ooking up quickly,as though affaid that hissecret had been
divined. "Nothing!"

Mrs. Parsons put the backgammon board away, muking wp ber mind to
speal, for she t0o suffered from a shyness which nde the subjects she had
pearest at heart precisely those that she coukd least bear o talk about,



"When do you think of getting marmied, Jamie?"
James started.

W youased et yeterda” He e o muke  joke of . Uponmy
word, youre very anious ofm.

T wonder fies occurred to youthat youire muking Mary a lik uwhappy?”
James stood up and keaned againt the mantelpcce, his ice upon his hand.

1 should be sorry o do that, mother.”

o been e o o, and e ot et s 0 o e

"Tmafiaid Fmpot very demonstatve."

“Thats what I said!" erid the Colonel, trkevphartly.

"Cart youtry to say a word or two 10 prove you care for ber, Jamic? She is
50 fond of you" continued his mother. T dont wan o iterfere with your
private concerns, b ik i only thoughdessness on your part, and 'm sre
you dorit wish o meke Mary miserable. Poor ting,she's so wlppy at home;
she years for a ftke affcton... Worlt you say something to her about your
maigs?"

Has she asked youto speak to me?" nquied James.
"No, dear. You know thut she woukl never do anying of the kind. She
would fate f think that | had said anything™
Jarmes paused a nomen.
T willspeak to her o-morrow, mother.”
“Thats righ!" said the Colonel, cheerfily. T know she's going o be i all the
moming. Colonel and Mrs, Cibbom are going into Tunbridge Welb."
“Ttwillbe a good opportunity”

X

In the moming Mrs. Parsors was in the al, amanging flowers, when James
passed throughto get his ot

"Ate you going o see Mary now?"
"Yes, mother"
“Thats a good boy."

She did not notice that her sorfs st gravity was interified, o that his very.
ips were palid, and s eyes carewom and kstreess.

Tt was raining. The young ffesh leaves, i the colourless day, had lost their
verdure, and the massive shapes of the elm trees were obscured i the s
The sky bad 50 melancholy  tone that & seemed a work of ran—a liess hue
of nfinie sorow, dreary and cheerkess.

James amived at the Clbboms’ house.

"Miss Mary s in th drawing-room” e was tokd by a senvant, who smikd on
him the mepmd Tover, with obirusive fendliness

He went seated at the
wore. the wml\crbawn straw bt wihou which she never wcn-nd
comfortabie

"Oh, Tim ghd you'e com,” she said. T akone in the bouse, and I was
aking the opporunity to ave a gwod vw"she fumed round on the
msc-stool,
P st s v ikl ol o fora wall?” she asked. " dort
mind the ra

T wou raher say here,ifyou dorit mind."

S st o g g vl i, Sl b i ot e

W to express himself He was tom asunder by rival emtors; he

ubmlnc\yhnmdm\)uk, and yet could not bear the thought of the agony he
st cause. He was very tender-beared; he hud never in his i comciously
given pain 10 any g creatu, and woukl i rather ave nfited urt pon
himset

"Tive been wanting 0 have a lorig tak with you alone ever sice | cane back "



"Have you? Why didnit you tell me?"
"Because what | want o say i very diffcu, Mary; and I'm afiid i must be
very-—ditressing 0 both of us.”
“What do youmear?”

Mary suddenly becam grave, Janes ghiced at ber, and besiated; but there
was i foom for hesiation now. Somehow he st gt 10 the end of what he
had to say, attenpting only o be as gentk as possile. He stood up and keant

knife, her

seat, and ook a cha by he table.
Do you know that we've been engaged or over five years now, Mary?”
"Yes."
She looked athimsteadiy, and be dropped his eyes.
T wan o thark you for all orive done for my sake, Mary. T know horw good
you have been to my peopie; i was very kind of you | camot think how they.
would have got along wihout you"

“Tlove themas Lowe my own fter and moter Janke | rd f act owards
themas though I was indeed their daugher.

He was siknt for a whik.
"We were both very young when we becam: engged.” he said at kst

He looked wp quickl, but she did not answer. She stared wih fightened
eyes, s if aleady she wderstood. It was harder even tran he thoughi_ James
ked

had said. The cup was too bier! But what was the aklemative? He coud not
20 on pretending on: thing when be ek another; he coukd not v a consant,
borrible e He e there was only one course open fo him. Like a mun with an
il that must be fital wkess nstanly treated, be was bowd 10 uderz
bowerer great the fotue.
"And ifs 2 very bad reum I'm making you for allyour kindness. You hve
lone everyting for e, Mary. Yotive waited for me patiently and loingh;
youive sacriiced youself i every way; and I'm affaid T must muke you very.
wlappy—Oh, don't think I'm not gratefil to yous 1 can never thark you
sufficintly."

He wished Mary woud say someting to help him. but she kept sk, She

T ave asked myselfday and night what I ought o do, and I can see no way.
ca ek . e ki 10 sy 0 you e, o P ke & You
dmpmml[lmm\uduwdmybmImﬂldlwhnrgdmym - fl oy

Ishoukd b

i allso uncertain™

Janes gave Mary a look of supplication, but she did not see i; ber glnce was
sl riveted to the grot

1 think ifs better (0 ell you the whole truth, Mary; I'm afiid I'm speaking
awlly priggihly. | foel ' acting ke a cad, and yet I donft know how ek to
act. God help me!

“Tive known aiost fom he begimingthat you o longer cared for e, sl
Mary quietly her fice showing o expression, ber voie hushed tl it was only
whisper.

"Forgie e, Mary; Tve tried to love you. Oh. bow humilting that must
sound! I ardly know what I'm saying. Try to understand e, Ifmy words are
harsh and ugy, s because I dorft know bow to express mself. But I must el
you the whole tsh. The chif thing i that  shovikl be honest wih you. Its the
orly retum | can meke or allyou'e done for me."

fitle lower,

"Oh, Mary, dorit cry!" said James, his voice breaking: and be stepped
forward, wilh oustretched ams, as though to comort er.

“Tmsomy,"she said; " didit mean o."
She took out her handkerchief and dried her eyes, tryig to sk, Her
courageous selfcormmund was like a stab i Jamie's heart
T aman absoke cad!" b said, hoarsey

Mary made o gesture; she sat perfctly i, rigid, ot seeking to hide her
emoton, but erely 0 master . One coukd see the efot she mude.

T awlil sorry, Mary! Plase forgive me—1 dorit ask you o rekease .
Alll wart 0 d el "



"Are you—are you in love with anyone
Not"

e smil of Mrs. Walace flashed scomfly across his mind, but he set b
tcth. He hated and despised her; he woukd not ke er.
"1 there anything in e that you dort ke which | might be able to cormect?”
Her huiity was more than e coud bear

No.m et canneer ke et Soumat ik e
sinply brutal.
and bow god you are. Imwuln\vmr)qmllyw\chaMd\mnnn
shoukl have, | respect you entiely; [ can nevr belp feling or you the most
itense gratiude and aflction.”

¢ awkvard,
He coukl say nothing which did not seem hideously superciious; and yet be
warted to abase himself! He knew that Mary’s baniiation rmust be very, very
biter.

"Tmaffuid that | am distressing you Fightflly, and I dort see how I can ke
"Oh, 1 knew you didrit ove me! 1 ek & Diyou think 1 coukd takk 1o you for

five miutes wilhout seeing the consiaint in your muer? They tokd me | was
foolish and fncifl but T knew bettr.”

T st have caused you very great unhappiness

Mary di ot answer, and James looked at her with piy and remorse. At st
be broke out passionatel:

1 carit commund my love! It not a thing | have at my beck and call If it
were, do you think I shoud give you this pain? Love i outsil allcaluiaton.
Youthink love can be tamed, and ked about ona chain ke a dog: You thik its
a gentle sentiment that one can subject 1o consderations of propricty and
decorun, and God knows what. Oh, you don't know! Love i a madess that

Jokes one ke a keaf i the wind. T loves Tcanlt
pretend to have .| carit comerand the nerves of my body."

"Do youtitk | dorit know what ove i, Janes? How litke you know me."

James sark on a chair and hid his fice,

" We're allafke, 1
dont even know myself. Dorit think ' prig when I say tht I'e tried with all
might fo love you. | woull ave given workds (o fel as I el five years ago.
But I carit. God help me!... Oh, you st hate and despise me, Mary!"
"1, my dear?”she shook her bead sadly. T shall never do hat. T wat you o
speak fiankly. It s nuch better that we should tryto wlerstand one another”
“That s what 1 &l 1 did not think it honest to mamy you wtha e in my beart
1 dorit know whether we can ever be happy: but our only chance i fo speak
the whole truh."
Mary looked helpkessly at him, cowed by her grief.
Tknerw it was coming Exery day I dreaded it
ber eyes was more than James coud bear; i was cruel to make
ber suffe so much. He could not do . He fek an inerse pity and the Kea
came : which woukl
He hesiated a momert, and then looking down, spoke ina low voice:

1 am anxious to do my duty, Mary. | bave promised to mary you. 1 do not
wishto break my word. Tdorft ask you o rekase me. Wil you take what | can
offr? I will be a good husband to you. 1 willdo all I can o ke you bappy. I
can give you affection and confidence—fiendship; but  carit e you ove. It
& much beter 1 shoud el ou thn that you shoukl i out el by
yourself—perhaps when i oo lte

I shall refise?”

Do youthink

James was s,

"You carnot thik that 1 wil accept a conpromise. Do you suppose that
because 1 am a worran 1 am not made of fksh and blood? You said you
wished to be fark."

"1 had ot thought ofthe other way tljust now.”

Do you imagine that it sofiens the blow? How could 1 five with you as your
wie, and yet ot your wik? What are afecton and esteemto me without ove?
You must think e a very poor creatre, Janes, when you want 0 meke me a
sortof egal housekeeper.”



o
dificuly. You woud, at ll events, be happie than youare here.

“Ttis you who despise me now!”

Mayt”

1 can bear pain I¢s not th first huniliaton | e suflered. It & very sinple,
and ther's o reason why we shoukl make a fis abous . You thought you
loved e, and you asked me to mary you. | dort know whether you ever
realyloved me; you certainly dort now, and you wish me o rekease you You
know that I canmot and wil ot refise.”

T see o way out of i, Mary." be said, hoarsely. T wish to God I did! Its
fihtilly cruel to you"

1 can bear .| dorft blam you. It ot your ik, God will give me srength."

thought of her mother's erue sympat hne to be
tokf that James fad cast her asile ke a plaything he was tied of. "God wil
give me strength”

“Tmso somy, Mary” rid James,kncelng by he side. oul e o suffer
dreadfuly; and I catt think bow 1o muke it any beter for you-

“There & 10 way. W mst tell them the whole truth, and ket thern say what
they wil"

"Woukd you ke e t0 go avay fiom Prinplon?”

Wiy

Tt might ek it easier for you"

"Nothing can ke # ease. 1 can fice i out. And 1 dorit want you to
away and hide youeselfas if you had done somehing (o be ashamed of And

want you. Oh. Jamie, you will be as gertk with them as you can.
worlt you? I'maffaid it wil—disappoint them very much."

"They had set ther hearts wpon our martage.”

“Tmaifaid ey el good deal. B i cnf be heped. Anyling i beter
than a loveless mriage.”

James was profoundly touched that at the time of her own biter g, Mary
coukltink of the pain ofofers.

1 wish  hud your courage, Mary. Tve never seen such strength."

Tt welthat T have sorme quales, T aver the porwer 0 ke you kove e,
and | deserve something 0 make .

"Oh, Mary, dorit speak like tht! T do love you! There's no one for whom [
have a purer, more sincere affection. Why worit you take me with what I can
offer? I promise that you will neer regret . You know exactly what | am now
—vek. bt ot 0 do . Why shouki e be e Preps s
fay change. Who can tell what time ray bring abou

116 impossible. You ask me to do more than I can And 1 know very wel
tet you only muke the offer out of cheriy. Even from you I camot aceept
chariy."

"My camest wish s to make you happy."

"And I know you would sacrfce yourself willngly for that; but 1 can sacrifce
el o, You ikt v ot v it ks ¢ ol
Youwould

1 should never do that
"How can you tell? We are the same age now, but each year [ shoud seem
okder. At forty I shoukd b an okd worman,and you would sl be  young man.
Only the decpest love can make that diffrence enduaabl; but the love would
be all on my side—if/ bad any then. I shoul probably ave grown biter and
il bumoured. Ah, o, Jamie, you know i & uterly impracticable. You know it
as well as 1 do. Let us pat akogether: 1 give you back your word. It s ot your
falt that you do not love . 1 dortt blame you. One gets over everyting in
you's ot e 1 sharit

die of "
She stretched out her hund, and he took i, his eyes all blred, ube to
speak.

A ek o b conned “or g come o e iy and ope

mad never fear that | sln]l el biter tovards you I can see it you )nve
suffered— perhaps more than you have made me sufer. Good-bye!

15 there nothing | can do, Mary?"



"Nothing," she said, trying to smile, "except not to worry.
"Good-bye," e sad. “"And dorit think too il of "

She coud ot tust herself o0 answer. She stood perfeetly quiet il he had

o ot of th rooms thn il & moun sk o e foor

A0
itolerable. She coud have screamed, as though suffering some physical pain
tat destroyed allslf-control.‘The heavy sobs rent her chest, and she did not
atenpt 10 t0p them She was heart-broken.

"Oh, how could he!"she groaned. "How could he!”

Her vison of happiness was uterly gore. In James she hud phaced the joy of
ber l; in him had found strength t0 bear every displeasure. Mary bad o
thought in which he did no take part her whole fiture was nextricably mingled
with his But now the years 10 conm, which had scemed so brigh and sy,
tumed suddenly grey as the melancholy sky without. She saw her e at Litke
Prinpton, contining as i the past years, monotonous and dull—a dreary.
round of it dutes, of itk vexations,of itk plasures.

"Oh, God help met” she eried

‘And Ffing herself painfilly to ber knees, she prayed for strngh 10 bear the
woeful burden, for courage 10 endur it steadfist; fr resigration (o believe
that it was God's will

X

James ke o refief. He had looked forward to a sensaton of freedom such as
and was
at berty again o breathe the buoyant air of heaven. He imagied that his
depression woukd vanish ke an evi spirt exorcied so soon as ever he gt
from Mary his release: but insead i sat more heavily upon him Uncomvinced
even yet that he had acted rigty, he went over the comersation word for
word. It scemed sinaikrly incflctual. Wishing to show Mary that he did ot
break with her fom caprice or fivolous reason, but with sormowil eketance,
and fll knowledg: of her suffring. he had succeeded only in being fse and
conmonplace
He waked skwly towards Privpton House. He had before him the
tohis mother and iher; and be trid to order i thouglts.

Mrs. Parsons, her housebokd work fished, was nting the inevitable socks:
i e Cobel st a e b, g e samps 0 s abun He

i o queston or to pmrl ot e e, o o, showed
interest by approprivt rejoinders
Thre Turbridge W i Thave:"

“General Newsmith showed me his the other day; but ies not nearly s0 good
as yours, Richmond.”

"Tm ghd of that, 1 suppose his Maurits are fine?” repled the Coloncl, with
some envy, for the general bad ved severalyears on the iland.

“They/re ;" said Mrs. Parsons,reassuringy; but not o good as one would
expect.”
"1t takes a clever man to get together a good collection of stanps, akough |
shoukit say L
1T)<y Tooked up when James entered.
Free States c,Jamie, They ook

very well "

“The Colonelkeant back o view them, with the satisied look with which he.
might have exained an okl ster,

Tt was very thoughtul of Jamie to bring them.” said M. Parsors.

"Ab, 1 knew e woudrt orget s od fither. Dorft youremerber, Frarces,
said 0 you, "1l be bound the boy wil bring some stamps wih him’ They/ll be
vakable in a year or two. That' what I avays say wih regard 10 postage
stanps; you cart waste you money. Now jewellry, for insarce, gets okk-
fastioned, and chim breaks; but you run o risk wilh starps. When 1 buy.
stamps, | eally e hat 'm s good as imesting my money in consok™

"Well, how's Mary th morming?”

Tive been having a long tak with er."



"Settld the day yet?" asked the Colonel, with a knowing itk lugh.
Not®

"Upon my word, Frances, I think we shall Fave to sette it for them. Things
werent fike his when we were young. Why, Janie, your mother and I got

"We were married in haste, Richmord,”said Mrs. Parsors, kughing
"Wel, we'e takena kong i to repent of, my dear. s over thiy years.”
T fincy its 100 kte pow.”

“The Coloneltook her band and patted i.

o et acha god il s e, o, | ot ik s v eson
to conphin. Will e, my dear?”

16 not for me 0 say, Richmond, repiied Mrs. Parsons, smifing contentedly.
Do you want me 0 get married very much, fther?"

"OF cowrse 1 do. T've set my beart wpon i. 1 want to see what the new
generations of Parsors are ke before I die."

"Listen, Richmond, Jamie has something (o ellus."

Mrs. Parsons had been looking at her son, and was struck at kst by the
agony of i expression.

"Whats it, Jaic?” she asked.

"Tmafiaid youll be dreadly disappointed. 'm so somry-—Mary and I are no
longer engaged to be marrid.”

The old C
fromwié (0 son.

"What does he mean, Frances?” be said at bt

Mss. Parsons did not answer, and be turned to Jaes,

"Youre ot in eamest, Jamie? Youre joking with s?"

Janes went over to his fither, s the weaker of the two, and put his am
round his shouders

"Tmawiill sorry to have to grieve you, fither. s quite true—worse loek! Tt
was impossible for me to many Mary."

i you waited
five years for you?" said M. Parsors.

" coukit do anyling ok, 1 found | orgsr oved fer. We shoud bt
have been wlappy ifwe.
The C himselfslowy, his son

“amie, Jame, what have you donc?”
"Oh, you can say nothing tht I'e ot aid to myself Diyou think its a step 1
shoukl have taken listy? I eel nothing towards Mary but fendship. 1 dorit
fove .
"But—" the Colonel stopped. and then a ight shone i s ice, and he began
to lugh "Oh, i only a Jovers’ quarrel, Frances. They've had a lie G and
iy

spek 0
sorty aready, and beforenight thy/ll be engnged s fist as ever.”

James, by a look, implored i mother to speak. She nderstood, and shook
ber head sadly.

"No, Richmond, I'mafraid s potthat s serios.”

Bt Mary loves him, Frances.”

1 know,”sakd James. “Thats the tragedy of . I coukd only persuade myself
ot she didit care forme, it woukd be alright "

Colonel Parsons sark ito his cha, suddenly colpsing. He seemed snalkr
than ever, wizened and frai the wisp of whie hai that concealed his bakiness
fll forward grotesquely. His fice assumed again that expression, which was
almost habial, of amvous fear.

"Oh, fther, dorit ook like that! I carft help it Dorit meke it harder for me
than possibk. You ak to him mother. Explan that s not my fuuk. There was
pothing e | coud do."

‘Colonel Parsons satsint, with is head bent down, but Mrs. Parsors asked:

"What did you say to Mary tis moming?”

T told her exactly what I f."



"You said you didt ove her?"

Thdto.”

“Poor ting!”

“They all remined for a whie wilhout speaking, each one thinking his painul
tboughs.

“Richond." said Mrs. Parsons a ks, "ve mustft blame the boy. I¢s no his
fuk. e carithep i ifbe doesrit love her."

"You woukdsit have me marry ber without kve, iher?”

“The question was answered by Mrs. Parsons.

"Nos i you dorit love her, you mustt marry ber. But whats to be done, |
dont know. Poor thing. poor thing. how unfappy she must be!”

the great circle of confision that he hud caused. Mrs. Parsons looked at him
and looked at her husband. Presenly she went up o Jarmes.

i, will you leave s for a ltke? Your father and 1 would ke o talk &
over alone.”

"Yes, mother."

Jarmes got up, and puting ber hands on is shouders, she kissed him

When James Tad gone, M. Parsons looked compassiomately at ber
husband; he ghnced up, and catching hr eye, ried to smk. But it was a poor
atempt, and i finished with a sigh

"What' o be dore, Richiond?”

‘Colonel Parsons shook his head wilhout answering

"1 ougt to have warned you that something might bappen. | saw there was a
difrence i Jamie's feelngs, but 1 fncied i would pass over:  believed it was
orly strangeness. Mary i so ford of him T thought be woukl so0n love her as
much as ever.”
st his

k . Frances,"
voice rembiling with motion. "Ifs pot honourable

"He can't belp  ifhe doesrit ove her.”

116 his oty to marry her. She's waited five years:; she's ghven im the best of
ber youh—and be jils her. He carit, Frances; he mast behave ke a
gertleman "

‘The tears fell down Mrs. Parsons’ carewom cheeks —the skow, sparse tears
of the worman who has endured much sorrow:

"Dorit et us judge him Richmord. We're so gnoran of the world. You and [
are okd-fshioned "

"There are no fashions i honesty.”

"Letus send for Wilkam Perhaps he'llbe able 0 advise us."

‘Wiliam was Major Forsyth the brother of Mrs. Parsors. He was a bachelor,
fving in Lond:

"He'lbe able 10 talk 10 the boy better than we can.”
"Very wel lt s send for im.”

were both overcome by the catastrophe, but as yet hardly grasped the
fll xtent of . Alheir hopes had been centred on this murriage: all ther plans
for the iture had been in it so itrately woven that they coukd ot realise the
total over-throw. They fk as a mun might el who was crippled by a sudden
accidens, and yet still pictured his e as though he had fiee wse of i lnbs..
M. Parsors wiote a teegram and gave it to the maid. The servan wert out
ofthe room, but s she did o, stepped back and amounced:
"Miss Clibbom, ma'am"
Mary!"
“The gl cam: in. and ifed the veil which she had put on to hid her palo and
her eyes, red and heavy with weeping
"1 thought 1 better come round and see you quitly” she said. T suppose
youive beard?”
Mrs. Parsons took her i ber anms, Kising her tenderly. Mary pretended to
lugh, and hastiy drid the ears which came 10 her eyes.



"You've been crying. Mrs. Parsons. You mustr't do that.... Let us sit down
and tak sensby.”

She took the Colores hand, and genly pressed i.

“Ts it e, Mary?” he asked. " cait beieve "

"Yes, i quite true. We've decided that we dot wish o mary one another. |
wart 10 ask you ot to think badly of Janie. He's very—cut up about it He's
ot 0 blane.”

"We're thinking of you, my dear

"Oh, I shallbe all gt | can bear i."

1165 not hovousable what he's done, Mary." said the Coloncl

"Oh, dorit say tha, please! That i why I came round to you quickl. | wart
youto hin that Jamie did what he considered right. For my sake, dort thin il
of i He carlt hep i if he doesrit love me. I'm o very attractive; he mist
have known in India g fir nicer than 1. How coukd I hope to keep him all
these years? T was a ool 0 expect i."

T am so sory, Mary!" cried Ms. Parsors. "We've looked forward to your
narriags wih all ur bearts. You know Jami's been a g0od son 10 1s; he's
pever given us any worry. e did want him to marry you. We're so fond of
sou, and we know how realy good you are. We & it wiaiever appered
aferthat—ifwe died—Jamic woud be safe and happy.

ot b bebed Thogs v e o 6 et 2 o s e
Dot be 00 disressed about . and,above all thigs, dont et Jae e that
you think he asritacted—as he might

en your

"You see, I've thougt of him for years" answered Mary, smilng sadly "I
carft help it pow. O T donft wand him o suffr! His worrying can do o good,
I shouid ke him 0 be conpietely happy. "

‘Colonel Parsors sighed.

"He's my son, and he's behaved dishonourably:

“Dort eyt s ot i 0 im He did ot ask me for i rekese. But |
coukint mary him when | knew he no longer cared for me.

He migh have keamed 10 love you, Mary.”said Mrs. Parsors.

"No, mo! [ could sce, as he pressed me to ramy him notwihstanding, he was
boping with all his migh tht T woud refise. He woud have hated me. No it
the end. We have separated for ever, and I will do my best o get over i

They il o sience, and presely Mary g p. T mist g0 bome: v, and
tell oo,

"She'l probably have hysterics,” said Mrs. Parsors, wih a lite snif of
contempt.

"No, she'lbe deligted." retumed Mary. T know her so well"
"Oh, how much you will Fave to suffr, dearest”
“1¢1do me good. T was oo happy:”
Doty ik you o v i e g o b s e
Colonel "Major Forsth s coming down. He mu be able to amange i he's

man of the workd."

“Can he muke Janie love me? Ah, o, ifs b0 good waiing Let me gt it over
quickly while | have the courage. And & helps me to think T bave something o
do. Ity means a few sneers and a e fise sympaty.”

"A great deal ofreal sympathy. "

"People are abvays rather ghd when some whappiness befall thei Fends!
Oh, I didat mean tha! T dortt wat to be biter. Dorttthink badly of me eiher.
I shallbe diferent o-morrow.”

"We can never thik of you without the sincerest, fondestkove.”

At hat moment Janes, who did pot know that Mary was there, cane to the
room. He started when he saw ber and tumed red; but Mary, with a worri's
self possession, braced herseftogether

"Oh, Jamie, I've just been having afik chat wilh your peope.”

Tim somy 1 interupted you” he answered, awkwardly. 1 didit know you
were bere.”

"You need not avoid m: because we've broken off our engigement. At all
everts, you have o reason o be affaid of me now. Good-bye! T'm just going
bome."



She wert ou, and James looked ucertainly at his parents. His fither did not
speak, staring at the ground, but Mrs. Parsons sail:

"Mary has been asking us not to be angy with you, Janie. She says ifs not
your "

1t very ki ofher."
"Oh, how could you? How coudyou?”

XI

‘Not il bxcheon was nearly frished did Mary brace hersel for he fsther
ordeal, and in a steady, wived voice tell Colonel and Mrs. Clisbom what
had happened. The fided beauty merely smikd, and lifed her eyes to the

inpressionble subalters.

T knew " she mumus
mother."

Knew il You carit deceive a woman and a

Colonel for a moment was speechless. His fice grew red, and s
dyed eyebrows stood wp ina fry of ndigration.

Tirpossile!” he sphtered at st

"Youid beter drik a litke water, Reggie dear"said his wilt. "You look as if
you were going o haea f."

T wont have " be shouted, bringng i fist down on the table 50 that the
cheese-phtes clitered and the biscuds danced a rapi jig. "l muke himmary
you. He forgets he has e to deal wih! 1 disapproved of the match fom the
begiving, didt I, Clra? 1 said 1 woukd never allow my daughter to mary
beneath er.”

Papat

"Dorit talk to me, Mary! Do you mean to deny that James Parsons i infntry,
or that his fher was infantry before hin? But he shall marry you now. By
George! he shall mury you i | have o kead himto the alar by the serufof his
peck!”

Neglecting his cheese, the Colonel sprang to his feet and walked t0 and fo,
vehemently giving his opinion of Janes, hi father, and all i ancestors; of the
reginerss 10 which they had belonged, and al ke that was the. He traced
their orign fiom a_pork bucher’s shop, and prophesied their end,
igominioush, in hell. Every now ard then he assured Mary that she need bave
po fear, the rascal shoud many e, or die  vioknt death

"But now, papa. We'
to separate. Alll want youto do &t treat himas ifnothing had happened.”

T horsenwhip him” said Colonel Clibbom. *He's insed you, and 'l make
himbeg your pardon on his bended knees, Clara, where' my horserwhip?”

"Papa, do be reasonblel”

1 amreasonable, Mary." oared the gl soldicr, becoming a rich pple. T
know my duey, thank God! and I'm goig (0 do 3. When a man msuls my
daughier, s my disy; as @ genemun and an officer, 0 gve him a jolly wood
reshing. When tht twopenny sawbones ofa doctor was rude 1o you T lcked
him withinan inch of s .| kicked him il he begzed for mercy; and ifmore
men hud the courage 1o take the ko thir own s, theréd be fver
darmred bickerds i the workd."

As a mater of ict, the Colonel had neiher thrashed nor kicked the doctor,
but it plased him to hink he had. Moralts teach us that the inersion is

praiseworthy, rather than the brutal act; consequentl there coud be o
objectonfthe ks coyan ook e or g wih e od g
of doing, bu, fom circumstances beyond his cortrol, had not actaly dor

Mary fet o great alanmat her ftber’s borrid thecats, for she knew i well,
but still was doubifi about her mother.

"You wiltreatJames as you i before, worft you, muma?”
Mss. Cibbor s, a porty seraph.
"My dear, | st ama gendewonan "
He shall never darken my doors again!” cred the Colonel. * tll you, Clra,

keep him out of my way. Il meet him | woritbe resporsible for my actions; [
shall knock himdown™



R dear youl e s dreadl s £y dont clm down
Youknow i ahvays upsets youto get excited immeditely a

11t disgraceful 1 suppose he forgets al those Fl-crowns I gave him when
be was  boy, and the cigs, and the port wine he's had since. I opencd a
special botte for him only the ight before lat. Tl ever sk down to dimer with
him again-—dorit ask e o, Chia... It the confounded impertinence of i
which gets over me. Bia e sl mary you, my dear; or Il know the reason

"You carit hae himup fo breach of promise, Regge.” cooed Mrs. Clisborn.
A gentleman takes the law in s own hands in these muters. Ab, s a pity

And the Colonel, o enphasise his words, flng hiself o the approprie
atue,throwing s kf ane  behin i head, and hegig fereely wih the
rigt.

"Go and kook for my pince-nez, my dear” said Mrs. Clibbom, tuming to
Mary. 1 think theyre in my work-basket orinyour fther's stady."

Mary was giad o leave the room abors which the Colonel staped in an
ever-increasing rage, pausing now and then 10 take a mowhfl of bread and
chease. The request for the ghses was Mrs. Cibborns usual way of etting id
of Mary, a typial subterfige of a wommun who never, except by charce, put
anyhing stightorwardly... When the door was chosed, the busom ldy
clasped her hands, and cred:

"Reginakl! Reginakl! 1 have a confession to ke

"Whats the matter with you?"said the Colorel, stopping short.

1 am o blame for this, Reginald." Mss. Clbbor threw her head on one side,
o ook t e i s e oy st o v, s Pasors s
ited Mary—on my accout:

"What the devil have you been doing now?”

YO frghe e, Regnl s cris, s off e i an Gl ey
onber knees. "I ot my il e loves

“Fiddlesticks!"said er husband angriy, walking on agiin.

“Ttsit, Reginald. How wjust you are to me!”

“The fack tears began o flow down Mrs. Clbborrs welk povdered cheeks.

T know he loves me. You cart deceive  wonan and a mother.”

"Youire double his age!”

“These boys alvays fill in love with women older than thenselves; Tve
poticed it 50 often. And he's almost tokd me in o muny words, though I'msue
I've given him o encourngenent.”

“Fiddisticks, Chral”

"You woukd' believe me when I tokl you that poor Algy Tumer loved e,
and he Kilkd himselt”

"Nothing ofthe kind; b died of cholera.”

"Reginakl" retorted Mrs. Clibbom, with asperiy, "his death was most
myser. None ofth dociors dersond . I i poson el e
died of broken heart. And 1 think you'e very wkind 0

‘With some diffcuty, being a heavy worman, she fed herself fom the floor;
and by the time she was safly on her feet, Mrs. Clibbom was blowing and
putfing ke a grampus

“The Colonel, whose i had warlered t0 other things, suddenly bethought
hiselfhat he had a duyto perfom.

“Where's my horsewhip, Clara? I commmand youto ghe it me.”

"Reginakl, i you have the smalkst rermart of affecion for me, you will not
hurt s wnortanste young mun. Remember that Algy Tumer kiled hiself. You
carft blme him for ot wanting to mary poor Mary. My dear, she fas

The Colonel staked out of the room, and Mrs. Clibbom sat down to
mediate.

T thougit my day for such tings was past” she mumred. T knew i all
aong. The way e looked at m was enough-—we women fene such quick
perceptions! Poor boy, how he mt sufer!"

She promised herself that o harsh word of hers shoud drive Jams o the
carly grave where ly the love-lom Algy Turer. And she sighed, thinking what
a curse it was to possess that ftal gift of beauty!



‘When Lit Pripton heard the news, Litk Prinpton was agiated. Certainly
butat )

litle fhster  yetso
enchanéing. a varition from he rmonotony of s daily couse. The wel-nfomed
walked wih a figher step, and hekd ther heads more jauntiy, for i had
suddenly acquied @ novel interest. Wih something new to. talk about,
soneling sl o ek ovr, wih 3 kgt object of sty and
resentment, the torpid blood raced. through their veins as might that
statesmen during some rss in ratoral affis. Let us thank God, who m
mude our neighbours fail and in His nfnte merey caused husband and wit to
quarrl; Tom, Dick, and Harry to fill more or kess discrediably i love: this
dear frend of ours 10 los his morey and that her reputation. In all bty ket
w5 be gratefl for the scandal which Bl at our feet ke ripe fui, for the
Divorce Court and for the newspapers that, with a wity senblance of horror,
report for us the spicy deta. If at certain inervals propricty obles us 0
confess that we are miserable simers, has not the Lord sought to comrt s in
te recolketion that we are not halfso bad as ost peope?

Mz Drykind wen o the Vicarage (o enter certfcates in the parish books.
The Vi v and

"Sophie Bunch cam kst nigh to put up ber bans," e said.
"She's ging to mary out of the parkh, it she?”
"Yes, a Tunbridge Wel mn "

‘The curate carefilly blotted the entris he had ade, and retumed the heay
books to their phce.

"Will you come it the dinin-roorm, Dryland?” said the Vicar, with a certain
solermity. "Mrs Jackson woukd ke 10 speak to you"

“Certainy."

Ms. Jackson was reading the Cluch Times. Her thin, sharp face wore an
expression of srong disapproval e tighly-closed mouth, her sharp nose,
even the angur fines of her body; sigiied ckarly that ber moral sense was
ouraged. She put her hand quicly to her massive fiinge to see that i was
stright, and rose 1o shake hands wih Mr. Dryland. His heavy red fice
assumed at once a grave look; s moralsense was outraged, 00.

st this dreadfulnews, M. Dryland?”
"Oh, very sad! Very sad!”
I both their voies, hidden below an nfense sobrity tere was dicemible &
sight ring of exubation

"The moment 1 saw him I ek he woukl give trouble,” said Mrs. Jackson,
shaking her head. "1 tokd you, Archibald, that 1 didit ke the look of him"

“Timbound to say you did" adited her lord and mster,

“Mary Clbbom s much (00 good for hiny” added Mrs. Jackson, decsiely.
"She's a saint.

“The fact i, that be's suffring fom a swollen head." remarked the curate,
who used skang as a proof of munless.

“There, Archibakd!” rid th bdy, triamphantly. "What i 1 tellyou?”
"Mrs. Jackson though he was conceited.”

"1 dortt hink & 'm sure of it He's odiously conceited. All the time 1 was
talking to i1 fel he consilered himself superior to me. No ice-minded man
would offer

“Those amny e always have a very g0od opiion of themsehes,” said Mr
Drykix, taking advantage of hi seat opposte a ooking-ghss 10 arange his
hak.

He spoke ..M.mm 0l voie that i shortst words carried a sort of
posylbic weigh

s e s o 0o prol o Vi, ko Amons
what

“They say that troe courage i ahways modest " answered Mr. Drykand

“The remark was not very apposte, but sounded darmaging

1 didit ke the way he had when be cam: 10 tea here—as if he were
dreadiully bored. T'msure he's potso clever as all hat*

"No clever ran woukl act n an ungendlenmanly way,"said the cate, and then
smiled, for he thought he had unconsciously made an epigram.



T couldn't express in words what 1 feel with regard to istreatment of Mary!”
crid Mrs. Jacksons and then proceeded o do so—and i ma, o boot.
“They hud all been a fite oppressed by the greatness which, much against his
wil they had thrust wpon the wnbrtunate James. They hud set him on a
pedestal, and then were disconcerted because he towered above their heads,
and the halo with which they had surounded him dazzed their eyes. They bad
wished to make a bon of James, and his modest resistance wounded their self-
esteent it was a refef 1o eam that be was not worth raking a bon of. Halo and
pedestal were quickly demolshed, for the golden idol bad fet of clay, and his
i\!e adorers were ready to reproach him because he ad ot accepted with
roper huilty the gis e did not wan, Thefr itk vanites were comorted by
P e, o Fo i e, I v, n B, oty mkrr
to themselves. For there is no superority ke moral superority. A rman who.
stands akitbo on the top of he Ten Conmancments need bow the knce to 10
carthly potentte.

L . and did not
"He has lowered hiself dreadiilly."

"Yes,ifs very sad. It only shows how necessary it to presenve a meek and
contrile spiit i prosperky. Pride ahways goes before a Bl

‘The Jacksons and Mr. Drykind discussed the various accounts which hud
reached them Mary and Mrs. Parsons were determinedly siert, but Mrs.
Clisbom was loquacious, and it needed lik artifice to extract the whole story.
fiom Colonel Parsors.

"One thing i wfortuntely cerain” said Mrs. Jackson, wih a sort of pious
vindictvenes, "Captain Parsons hus behaved aboninably, and its ou duty o
do someting"
"Colonel Clibbom treaters to horsewip him "

‘lmouudoh.npod cried Mrs. Jackson; "and I shoukdfke o be there to
o

They pused a moment to ghat over the gy scene of Jamie's
chastisement.
(s awicked mn Farey g e por il ocr vhense's v e
years. | tink be ought to be made to my ber
Tim bound to say that o gentlernan would fave acted fike that” said the
Viear

vaned At 0 and d pek sy o Capa P, He
o duty o tel him'

His parents are very much distressed. One can see that, abhough they say so

it

"It not enough to be disressed. They ought to have the strength of mind to
it upon i mumying Mary Clibbom. B they stck up for everything be

does. They think he's perfect, Im sure i¢s ot respectfl to God to worship a

Puaran beingas they do theirson."

“They ceraily have a very exaggerated opnion of him” assented Mr
Drykand.

"And T should Tike t0 know why. He's ot good-ooking "
"Very ordinary” agreed M. Drykid, with a rapid ghnce at the comenient
mitror "l dori ik hi appearance s iy,
Whaever 2 be fatered
rodest g 0 i bl okt s s S, ok e i
s 1t
b d d e coukd

"1 dorit see anything particulr in i eyes o hai,”pursued Mrs. Jackson.

“And e's not a good comersationalt.

“Tmbound to confess I'e never heard him say anything clever,” emarked the
Viear

"No," smikd the curate; "one couk hardly call ima brilant epigranmatist.”

1 dorit think he's welinformed "

"Oh, wel you know, one doesit expect knowledge fromary men.” sid the
curate, wit a contempruous smik and a shrug of the shouders. T must say 1
was rather amused when he confessed he hadrit read Marie Coreli."

1 can hurdly befeve that. 1 think i was orly pose.”



absokely po bounds t thei gorance."

“They had satisactorily strpped James of every qualiy; mertal and physical
which could have made him atractive in Marys eyes; and the curate’s next
remark was quie .

T afuid i sounds a conceited thing to say, but 1 canft belp asking myself
what Miss Clbom saw in im."

"Love is biind," repied Mrs. Jackson. "She coukd have done much better for
berself"

They pased to consile the vagries of the tender passion, and the mutches
which Mary might e made, b she been so iniied.
M. Jackson a st
Tve made tp my mind. As viar of the parkh, you mst g o0 Captain
Parsons.”
1, my dear?”
e At Yourast i won il s epgevet it My

Mmﬂlmnﬁmlc\n~dumwm|@

stento reason. Vicar,

116 your duty to try, Archibald. Were so afaid of bein called busybodis
that hesiat. f

stop

affis. For my part, | doing
my dty Popke "y cal e a bsybody i ey he: urd ot ot o

"Captain Parsons i very reserved. He might thik it an impertinence if [ went
to him"

"How could he? Isit it our business if b breaks his word with a parishioner
ofous? Ifyou dorit tak to him, I shall. So there, Archibald!”

"Why donft you, Mrs. Jackson?”"

" 1 should
of my mind. dy th

e i ol ok Tomdongmy "

"My dear, Viar, y !
Peshaps M. Jackson would do b y

man carit.”

“This was a gratefl suggestion o the Vicar, who couid ot id himselfof the
discomtorting though that James, incensed and hot-tempered, might use the
strength of his ams—or kegs—in lcu of arzument. Mr. Jackson woukd have
affonicd horid tortues for his fih, bue shrank timily before the kst
suspicion ofrdicule His ikt was braver, or ks imagiative.

ey well 10, she skl T e e gt be rude 0 Archibald, and e
coukdn' be rude o a k. And what's more, I shall g0 at once.”

s lckon ke e ona pe i el nd s ikl s She
put on her black kid gloves; determinaton sat upon her mouth, and C!

vitue rested between her brows. Seting out wilh a brisk step, the comtion
was obvious inevery movemet that duty called, and to that claron note Maria
Jackson woud never tum a deaf ear. She went ke a Hebrew prophet,
conscious that the voiee ofthe Lord was inbe.



XII

James was wandering in the garden of Primpton House while Mrs. Jackson
thither went her way. Since the termination of his engagement with Mary three
days back, the subject had not been broached between him and his parents;
but he divined their thoughts. He knew that they awaited the arrival of his uncle,
Major Forsyth, to set the matter right. They did not seek to reconcile
themselves with the idea that the break was final; it seemed too monstrous a
thing to be true. James smiled, with bitter amusement, at their simple trust in the
man of the world who was due that day.

Major Forsyth was fifty-three, a haunter of military clubs, a busy sluggard,
who set his pride in appearing dissipated, and yet led the blaneless life of a
clergyman's daughter; preserving a spotless virtue, nothing pleased him more
than to be thought a rake. He had been on half-pay for many years, and blamed
the War Office on that account rather than his own incompetence. Ever since
retiring he had told people that advancement, in these degenerate days, was
impossible without influence: he was, indeed, one of those men to whom
powerful friends offer the only chance of success; and possessing none,
nveighed constantly against the corrupt officialism of those in authority. But to
his Jeremiads upon the decay of the public services he added a keen interest in
the world of fashion; it is always well that a man should have varied activities; it
widens his horizon, and gives him a greater usefulness. If his attention had been
limited to red-tape, Major Forsyth, even in his own circle, might have been
thought a little one-sided; but his knowledge of etiquette and tailors effectually
prevented the reproach. He was pleased to consider himself in society; he read



assiduously those papers which give detailed accounts of the goings-on in the
"hupper succles," and could give you with considerable accuracy the
whereabouts of titled people. If he had a weakness, it was by his manner of
speaking to insinuate that he knew certain noble persons whom, as a matter of
fact, he had never set eyes on, he would not have told a direct lie on the
subject, but his conscience permitted him a slight equivocation. Major Forsyth
was well up in all the gossip of the clubs, and if he could not call himself a man
of the world, he had not the least notion who could. But for all that, he had the
strictest principles; he was true brother to Mrs. Parsons, and though he
concealed the fact like something disreputable, regularly went to church on
Sunday mornings. There was also a certain straitness i his income which
confined himto the paths shared by the needy and the pure at heart.

Major Forsyth had found no difficulty in imposing upon his sister and her
husband.

"Of course, William is rather rackety," they said. "It's a pity he hasn't a wife to
steady hiny, but he has a good heart."

For them Major Forsyth had the double advantage of a wiliness gained in the
turmoil of the world and an upright character. They scarcely knew how in the
present juncture he could help, but had no doubt that from the boundless store
of his worldly wisdom he would invent a solution to their difficulty.

James had found his uncle out when he was quite a boy, and seeing his
absurdity, had treated him ever since with good-natured ridicule.

"I wonder what they think he can say?" he asked hinself.

James was profoundly grieved at the unhappiness which bowed his father
down. His parents had looked forward with such ecstatic pleasure to his arrival,
and what sorrow had he not brought them!

"I wish I'd never come back," he muttered.



He thought of the flowing, undulating plains of the Orange Country, and the
blue sky, with its sense of infinite freedom. In that trim Kentish landscape he felt
hemmed in; when the clouds were low it seemed scarcely possible to breathe;
and he suffered from the constraint of his father and mother, who treated him
formally, as though he had becone a stranger. There was always between them
and him that painful topic which for the time was carefully shunned. They did
not mention Mary's name, and the care they took to avoid it was more painful
than would have been an open reference. They sat silent and sad, trying to
appear natural, and dismally failing; their embarrassed manner was such as they
might have adopted had he committed some crime, the mention of which for his
sake nmust never be made, but whose recollection perpetually haunted them. In
every action was the belief that James must be suffering from remorse, and that
it was their duty not to make his burden heavier. James knew that his father was
convinced that he had acted dishonourably, and he—what did he himself think?

James asked himself a hundred times a day whether he had acted well or ill;
and though he forced himself to answer that he had done the only possible
thing, deep down in his heart was a terrible, a perfectly maddening uncertainty.
He tried to crush i, and would not listen, for his intelligence told him clearly it
was absurd; but it was stronger than intelligence, an incorporeal shape through
which passed harmlessly the sword-cuts of his reason. It was a little devil curled
up in his heart, muttering to all his arguments, "Are you sure?"

Sometimes he was nearly distracted, and then the demon laughed, so that the
mocking shrillness rang in his ears:

"Are you sure, my friend—are you sure? And where, pray, is the honour
which only a while ago you thought so much of?"

James walked to and fro restlessly, impatient, angry with himself and with all
the world.

But then on the breath of the wind, on the perfiime of the roses, yellow and



red, came suddenly the irresistible recollection of Mrs. Wallace. Why should he
not think of her now? He was free; he could do her no harm; he would never
see her again. The thought of her was the only sunshine in his life; he was tired
of denying himself every pleasure. Why should he continue the pretence that he
no longer loved her? It was, indeed, a consolation to think that the long absence
had not dulled his passion; the strength of it was its justification. It was useless
to fight against it, for it was part of his very soul; he might as well have fought
against the beating of his heart. And if it was torture to remember those old
days in India, he delighted in it; it was a pain more exquisite than the suffocating
odours of tropical flowers, a voluptuous agony such as might feel the fakir
lacerating his flesh in a divine possession.... Every little occurrence was clear, as
if it had taken place but a day before.

James repeated to hinself the conversations they had had, of no consequence,
the idle gossip of a stray half-hour; but each word was opulent in the charming
smile, in the caressing glance of her eyes. He was able to imagine Mrs. Wallace
quite close to him, wearing the things that he had seen her wear, and with her
movements he noticed the excessive scent she used. He wondered whether she
had overcome that failing, whether she still affected the artificiality which was so
adorable a relief from the primness of manner which he had thought the natural
way of women.

Ifher cheeks were not altogether innocent of rouge or her eyebrows of pencil,
what did he care; he delighted in her very faults; he would not have her different
in the very slightest detail; everything was part of that complex, elusive
fascination. And James thought of the skin which had the even softness of fine
velvet, and the little hands. He called hinself a fool for his shyness. What could
have been the harm if he had taken those hands and kissed them? Now, in
imagination, he pressed his lips passionately on the warm pals. He liked the
barbaric touch in the many rings which bedecked her fingers.

"Why do you wear so many rings?" he asked. "Your hands are too fine."



He would never have ventured the question, but now there was no danger.
Her answer came with a little, good-humoured laugh; she stretched out her
fingers, looking complacently at the brilliant gens.

'T like to be gaudy. I should like to be encrusted with jewels. I want to wear
bracelets to my elbow and diamond spangles on my arms; and jewelled belts,
and jewels in my hair, and on my neck. I should like to flash from head to foot
with exotic stones."

Then she looked at him with amusement.

"Of course, you think it's vulgar. What do I care? You all of you think it's
wvulgar to be different from other people. I want to be unique."

"You want everybody to look at you?"

"Of course I do! Is it sinful? Oh, I get so impatient with all of you, with your
good taste and your delicacy, and your insupportable dulness. When you
admire a woman, you think it impertinent to tell her she's beautiful; when you
have good looks, you carry yourselves as though you were ashamed."

And in a bold moment he replied:

"Yet you would give your soul to have no drop of foreign blood in your
veins!"

"[?" she cried, her eyes flashing with scorn. "I'm proud of my Eastern blood.
It's not blood I have in my veins, it's fire—a fire of gold. It's because of it that
have no prejudices, and know how to enjoy my life."

James smiled, and did not answer.
"You don't believe me?" she asked.

"No!"



"Well, perhaps I should like to be quite English. I should feel more
comfortable in my scorn of these regimental ladies if I thought they could find no
reason to look down onme."

"I don't think they look down on you."
"Oh, don't they? They despise and loathe me."
"When you were ill, they did all they could for you."

"Foolish creature! Don't you know that to do good to your enemy is the very
best way of showing your contempt."

And so James could go on, questioning, replying, putting little jests into her
mouth, or half-cynical repartees. Sometimes he spoke aloud, and then Mrs.
Wallace's voice sounded in his ears, clear and rich and passionate, as though
she were really standing in the flesh beside him. But always he finished by taking
her in his arms and kissing her lips and her closed eyes, the lids transparent like
the finest alabaster. He knew no pleasure greater than to place his hands on that
lustrous hair. What could it matter now? He was not bound to Mary; he could
do no harmto Mrs. Wallace, ten thousand miles away.

But Colonel Parsons broke into the charming dream Bent and weary, he
came across the lawn to find his son. The wan, pathetic figure brought back to
James all the present bitterness. He sighed, and advanced to meet him.

"You're very reckless to come out without a hat, father. I'll fetch you one, shall
"

"No, I'mnot going to stay." The Colonel could summon up no answering smile
to his boy's kind words. "I only came to tell you that Mrs. Jackson is in the
drawing-room, and would like to see you."

"What does she want?"



"She'll explain herself. She has asked to see you alone."

Jamie's face darkened, as some notion of Mrs. Jackson's object dawned
upon him

'"T don't know what she can have to talk to me about alone."

"Please listen to her, Jamie. She's a very clever woman, and you can't fail to
benefit by her advice."

The Colonel never had an unfriendly word to say of anyone, and even for
Mrs. Jackson's unwarrantable interferences could always find a good-natured
justification. He was one of those deprecatory men who, in every difference of
opinion, are convinced that they are certainly in the wrong. He would have
borme with the most cheerful submission any rebuke of his own conduct, and
been, indeed, vastly grateful to the Vicar's wife for pointing out his error.

James found Mrs. Jackson sitting bolt upright on a straight-backed chair,
convinced, such was her admirable sense of propriety, that a lounging attitude
was incompatible with the performance of a duty. She held her hands on her
lap, gently clasped; and her tight lips expressed as plainly as possible her
conviction that though the way of righteousness was hard, she, thank God! had
strength to walk it.

"How d'you do, Mrs. Jackson?"
"Good morming," she replied, with a stiff bow.

James, though there was no fire, went over to the mantelpiece and leant
against it, waiting for the lady to speak.

"Captain Parsons, I have a very painful duty to perform"

Those were her words, but it must have been a dense person who failed to

perceive that Mrs. Jackson found her duty anything but painful. There was just
that hard resonance in her voice that an inquisitor might have in condemning to



the stake a Jew to whom he owed much money.

"I suppose you will call me a busybody?"
"Oh, I'm sure you would never iterfere with what does not concern you,"
replied James, slowly.

"Certainly not!" said Mrs. Jackson. "I come here because my conscience tells
me to. What I wish to talk to you about concerns us all."

"

"Shall I call my people? I'm sure they'd be interested."

"T asked to see you alone, Captain Parsons," answered Mrs. Jackson, frigidly.
"And it was for your sake. When one has to tell a person home-truths, he
generally prefers that there should be no audience."

"So you're going to tell me some home-truths, Mrs. Jackson?" said James,
with a laugh. "You must think me very good-natured. How long have I had the
pleasure of your acquaintance?"

Mrs. Jackson's grimness did not relax.

"One learns a good deal about people in a week."

"D'you think so? I have an idea that ten years is a short time to get to know
them You nmust be very quick."
"Actions often speak."

"Actions are the most lying things in the world. They are due mostly to
adventitious circumstances which have nothing to do with the character of the

agent. I would never judge a man by his actions."
"I didn't come here to discuss abstract things with you, Captain Parsons."

"Why not? The abstract is so much more entertaining than the concrete. It
affords opportunities for generalisation, which is the salt of conversation."



'"'ma very busy woman," retorted Mrs. Jackson sharply, thinking that James
was not treating her with proper seriousness. He was not so easy to tackle as
she had imagined.

"It's very good of you, then, to spare time to come and have a little chat with
me," said James.

"I did not come for that purpose, Captain Parsons."

"Oh, I forgot—home-truths, wasn't it? I was thinking of Shakespeare and the
nusical glasses!"

"Would you kindly remember that I ama clergyman's wife, Captain Parsons?
I daresay you are not used to the society of such."

"Pardon me, I even know an archdeacon quite well. He has a great gift of
humour; a man wants it when he wears a silk apron."

"Captain Parsons," said Mrs. Jackson, sternly, "there are some things over
which it is unbecoming to jest. I wish to be as gentle as possible with you, but I
may remind you that flippancy is not the best course for you to pursue."

James looked at her with a good-tempered stare.
"Upon my word," he said to himself, "I never knew I was so patient."

"I can't beat about the bush any longer," continued the Vicar's lady; "I have a
very painful duty to perform."

"That quite excuses your hesitation."
"You must guess why I have asked to see you alone."
'l haven't the least idea."

"Does your conscience say nothing to you?"



"My conscience is very well-bred. It never says unpleasant things."
"Then I'm sincerely sorry for you."
James smiled.

"Oh, my good woman," he thought, "if you only knew what a troublesome
spirit I carry about with me!"

But Mrs. Jackson saw only hardness of heart in the grave face; she never
dreamed that behind those quiet eyes was a turmoil of discordant passions,
tearing, rending, burning.

"I'm sorry for you," she repeated. "I think it's very sad, very sad indeed, that
you should stand there and boast of the sluggishness of your conscience.
Conscience is the voice of God, Captain Parsons; if it does not speak to you, it
behoves others to speak in its place."

"And supposing I knew what you wanted to say, do you think I should like to
hear?"

"I'maftaid not."
"Then don't you think discretion points to silence?"

"No, Captain Parsons. There are some things which one is morally bound to
say, however distasteful they may be."

"The easiest way to get through life is to say pleasant things on all possible
occasions."

"That is not my way, and that is not the right way."

"I think it rash to conclude that a course is right merely because 1t is difficult.
Likewise an uncivil speech is not necessarily a true one."

"I repeat that I did not come here to bandy words with you."



"My dear Mrs. Jackson, I have been wondering why you did not come to the
point at once."

"You have been wilfully interrupting me."

'"I'm so sorry. I thought I had been making a series of rather entertaining
observations."

"Captain Parsons, what does your conscience say to you about Mary
Clibborn?"

James looked at Mrs. Jackson very coolly, and she never imagined with what
difficulty he was repressing himself.

"I thought you said your subject was of national concern. Upon my word, 1
thought you proposed to hold a thanksgiving service in Little Primpton Church
for the success of the British arms."

"Well, you know different now," retorted Mrs. Jackson, with distinct asperity.
'T look upon your treatment of Mary Clibborn as a matter which concerns us
alL"

"Then, as politely as possible, I must beg to differ from you. I really cannot
permit you to discuss my private concerns. You have, doubtless, much evil to
say of me; say it behind my back."

"I presumed that you were a gentleman, Captain Parsons."
"You certainly presumed."

"And I should be obliged if you would treat me like a lady."
James smiled. He saw that it was folly to grow angry.

"We'll do our best to be civil to one another, Mrs. Jackson. But I don't think
you nust talk of what really is not your business."



"D'you think you can act shamefully and then slink away as soon as you are
brought to book? Do you know what you've done to Mary Clibborn?"

"Whatever I've done, you may be sure that I have not acted rashly. Really,
nothing you can say will make the slightest difference. Don't you think we had
better bring our conversation to an end?"

James made a movement towards the door.

"Your father and mother wish me to speak with you, Colonel Parsons," said
Mrs. Jackson. "And they wish you to listen to what I have to say."

James paused. "Very well."

He sat down and waited. Mrs. Jackson felt unaccountably nervous; it had
never occurred to her that a mere soldier could be so hard to deal with, and it
was she who hesitated now. Jamie's stern eyes made her feel singularly like a
culprit; but she cleared her throat and straightened herself.

"It's very sad," she said, "to find how much we've been mistaken in you,
Captain Parsons. When we were making all sorts of preparations to welcome
you, we never thought that you would repay us like this. It grieves me to have
to tell you that you have done a very wicked thing. I was hoping that your
conscience would have something to say to you, but unhappily I was mistaken.
You induced Mary to become engaged to you; you kept her waiting for years;
you wrote constantly, pretending to love her, deceiving her odiously; you let her
waste the best part of her life, and then, without excuse and without reason, you
calmly say that you're sick of her, and won't marry her. I think it is horrible, and
brutal, and most ungentlemanly. Even a common man wouldn't have behaved in
that way. Of course, it doesn't matter to you, but it means the ruin of Mary's
whole life. How can she get a husband now when she's wasted her best years?
You've spoilt all her chances. You've thrown a slur upon her which people will
never forget. You're a cruel, wicked man, and however you won the Victoria
Cross I don't know; I'm sure you don't deserve it."



Mrs. Jackson stopped.

"[s that all?" asked James, quietly.

"It's quite enough.”

"Quite! In that case, I think we may finish our little interview."

"Have you nothing to say?" asked Mrs. Jackson indignantly, realising that she
had not triumphed after all

"I? Nothing."

Mrs. Jackson was perplexed, and still those disconcerting eyes were fixed
upon her; she angrily resented their polite contermpt.

"Well, I think it's disgraceful!" she cried. ""You must be utterly shameless!"

"My dear lady, you asked me to listen to you, and I have. If you thought I was
going to argue, I'm affaid you were mistaken. But since you have been very
frank with me, you can hardly mind if T am equally frank with you. I absolutely
object to the way in which not only you, but all the persons who took part in
that ridiculous function the other day, talk of my private concerns. I am a
perfect stranger to you, and you have no business to speak to me of my
engagement with Miss Clibborn or the rupture of it. Finally, I would remark that
I consider your particular interference a very gross piece of impertinence. I am
sorry to have to speak so directly, but apparently nothing but the very plainest
language can have any effect upon you."

Then Mrs. Jackson lost her temper.

"Captain Parsons, I am considerably older than you, and you have no right to
speak to me like that. You forget that I am a lady; and if I didn't know your
father and mother, I should say that you were no gentleman. And you forget
also that I come here on the part of God. You are certainly no Christian.



You've been very rude to me, indeed."
"I didn't mean to be," replied James, smiling,

"IfI'd known you would be so rude to a lady, I should have sent Archibald to
speak with you."

"Perhaps it's fortunate you didn't. I might have kicked him."
"Captain Parsons, he's a minister of the gospel."

"Surely it is possible to be that without being a malicious busybody."
"You're heartless and vain! You're odiously conceited."

"I should have thought it a proof of modesty that for half an hour I have
listened to you with some respect and with great attention."

"I must say in my heart I'm glad that Providence has stepped in and prevented
Mary from marrying you. You are a bad man. And I leave you now to the
mercies of your own conscience; I ama Christian woman, thank Heaven! and I
forgive you. But I sincerely hope that God will see fit to punish you for your
wickedness."

Mrs. Jackson bounced to the door, which James very politely opened.

"Oh, don't trouble!" she said, with a sarcastic shake of the head. "I can find
my way out alone, and I shan't steal the umbrellas."

X1



Major Forsyth arrived in time for tea, red-faced, dapper, and immaculate. He
wore a check suit, very new and very pronounced, with a beautiful line down
each trouser-leg; and his collar and his tie were of the latest mode. His scanty
hair was carefully parted in the middle, and his moustache bristled with a martial
ardour. He had lately bought a fine set of artificial teeth, which, with pardonable
pride, he constantly exhibited to the admiration of all and sundry. Major
Forsyth's consuming desire was to appear juvenile; he affected slang, and
carried hinself with a youthful jauntiness. He vowed he felt a mere boy, and
flattered himself that on his good days, with the light behind him, he might pass
for five-and-thirty.

"A woman," he repeated—"a woman is as old as she looks; but a man is as
old as he feels!"

The dandiness which in a crammer's pup—most overdressed of all the human
race—would merely have aroused a smile, looked oddly with the Major's
wrinkled skin and his old eyes. There was something almost uncanny in the
exaggerated boyishness; he reminded one of some figure in a dance of death, of
a living skeleton, hollow-eyed, strutting gaily by the side of a gallant youth.

It was not difficult to impose upon the Parsons, and Major Forsyth had gained
over them a complete ascendancy. They took his opinion on every possible
matter, accepting whatever he said with gratified respect. He was a man of the
world, and well acquainted with the goings-on of society. They had an idea that
he disappointed duchesses to come down to Little Primpton, and always felt
that it was a condescension on his part to put up with their simple manners.
They altered their hours; luncheon was served at the middle of the day, and
dinner in the evening,

Mrs. Parsons put on a Sabbath garment of black silk to receive her brother,
and round her neck a lace fichu. When he arrived with Colonel Parsons from
the station, she went into the hall to meet him.

"Well, William, have you had a pleasant journey?"



"Oh, yes, yes! I came down with the prettiest woman I've seen for many a
long day. I made eyes at her all the way, but she wouldn't look at me."

"William, William!" expostulated Mr. Parsons, smiling,

"You see he hasn't improved since we saw him last, Frances," laughed the
Colonel, leading the way into the drawing-room

"No harm in looking at a pretty woman, you know. I'm a bachelor still, thank
the Lord! That reminds me of a funny story I heard at the club."

"Oh, we're rather frightened of your stories, William," said Mrs. Parsons.

"Yes, you're very risky sometimes," assented the Colonel, good-humouredly
shaking his head.

Major Forsyth was anecdotal, as is only decent in an old bachelor, and he
made a speciality of stories which he thought wicked, but which, as a matter of
fact, would not have brought a blush to any cheek less innocent than that of
Colonel Parsons.

"There's no harm in a little spice," said Uncle William. "And you're a married
woman, Frances."

He told an absolutely pointless story of how a man had helped a young
woman across the street, and seen her ankle in the process. He told it with
immense gusto, laughing and repeating the point at least six times.

"William, William!" laughed Colonel Parsons, heartily. "You should keep those
things for the smoking-room."

"What d'you think of it, Frances?" asked the gallant Major, still hugely
enjoying the joke.

Mrs. Parsons blushed a little, and for decency's sake prevented herself from



smiling; she felt rather wicked.
"I don't want to hear any more of your tales, William."

"Ha, ha!" laughed Uncle William, "T knew you'd like it. And that one I told you
in the fly, Richmond—you know, about the petticoat.”

"Sh-sh!" said the Colonel, smiling, "You can't tell that to a lady."
"P'r'aps I'd better not. But it's a good story, though."
They both laughed.

'T think it's dreadful the things you men talk about as soon as you're alone,"
said Mrs. Parsons.

The two God-fearing old soldiers laughed again, admitting their wickedness.

"One nust talk about something," said Uncle William. "And upon my word, 1
don't know anything better to talk about than the fair sex."

Soon James appeared, and shook hands with his uncle.

"You're looking younger than ever, Uncle Willam You make me feel quite
old."

"Oh, I never age, bless you! Why, I was talking to my old friend, Lady Green,
the other day—she was a Miss Lake, you know—and she said to me: 'Upon
my word, Major Forsyth, you're wonderful. I believe you've found the secret of
perpetual youth.' "The fact is,' I said, 'I never let myself grow old. If you once
give way to it, you're done.' 'How do you manage it?' she said. 'Madam,' 1
answered, 'it's the simplest thing in the world. I keep regular hours, and I wear
flannel next to my skin."'

"Come, come, Uncle William," said James, with a smile. "You didn't mention
your underlinen to a lady!"



"Upon my word, I'mtelling you exactly what I said."
"You're very free in your conversation."

"Well, you know; I find the women expect it from me. Of course, I never go
beyond the line."

Then Major Forsyth talked of the fashions, and of his clothes, of the scandal
of the day, and the ancestry of the persons concerned, of the war.

"You can say what you like," he remarked, "but my opinion is that Roberts is
vastly overrated. I met at the club the other day a man whose first cousin has
served under Roberts in India—his first cousin, mind you, so it's good authority
—and this chap told me, in strict confidence, of course, that his first cousin had
no opinion of Roberts. That's what a man says who has actually served under
hl‘rl,l"

"It is certainly conclusive," said James. "I wonder your fiiend's first cousin
didn't go to the War Office and protest against Bobs being sent out."

"What's the good of going to the War Office? They're all corrupt and
incompetent there. If I had my way, I'd make a clean sweep of them. Talking of
red-tape, I'll just give you an instance. Now, this is a fact. It was told me by the
brother-in-law of the uncle of the man it happened to."

Major Forsyth told his story at great length, finishing up with the assertion that
if the army wasn't going to the dogs, he didn't know what going to the dogs
meant.

James, meanwhile, catching the glances which passed between his mother and
Colonel Parsons, understood that they were thinking of the great subject upon
which Uncle William was to be consulted. Half scornfully he gave them their

opportunity.
"I'm going for a stroll," he said, "through Groombridge. I shan't be back till



dinner-time."

"How lucky!" remarked Colonel Parsons naively, when James had gone. "We
wanted to talk with you privately, Wiliam. You're a man of the world."

'T think there's not much that I don't know," replied the Major, shooting his
linen.

"Tell him, Frances."

Mrs. Parsons, accustomed to the part of spokeswoman, gave her tale,
nterrupted now and again by a long whistle with which the Major signified his
shrewdness, or by an energetic nod which meant that the difficulty was nothing
to him

"You're quite right," he said at last; "one has to look upon these things from
the point of view of the man of the world."

"We knew you'd be able to help us," said Colonel Parsons.
"Of course! I shall settle the whole thing in five minutes. You leave it to me."

"I told you he would, Frances," cried the Colonel, with a happy smile. "You
think that James ought to marry the girl, don't you?"

"Certainly. Whatever his feelings are, he must act as a gentleman and an
officer. Just you let me talk it over with him. He has great respect for all I say;
I've noticed that already."

Mrs. Parsons looked at her brother doubtfily.

"We haven't known what to do," she murmured. "We've prayed for guidance,
haven't we, Richmond? We're anxious not to be hard on the boy, but we must
be just."

"Leave it to me," repeated Uncle William. "I'm a man of the world, and I'm



thoroughly at home in matters of this sort."
According to the little plan which, in his subtlety, Major Forsyth had
suggested, Mrs. Parsons, soon after dinner, fetched the backgammon board.
"Shall we have our usual game, Richmond?"'
Colonel Parsons looked significantly at his brother-in-law.
"If William doesn't mind?"
"No, no, of course not! I'll have a little chat with Jamie."

The players sat down at the corner of the table, and rather nervously began to
set out the men. James stood by the window, silent as ever, looking at the day
that was a-dying, with a milk-blue sky and tenuous clouds, copper and gold.
Major Forsyth took a chair opposite him, and pulled his moustache.

"Well, Jamie, my boy, what is all this nonsense I hear about you and Mary
Clibborn?"

Colonel Parsons started at the expected question, and stole a hurried look at
his son. His wife noisily shook the dice-box and threw the dice on the board.

"Nine!" she said.

James turned to look at his uncle, noting a little contemptuously the change of
his costume, and its extravagant juvenility.

"A lot of stuff and nonsense, isn't it?"

"D'you think so?" asked James, wearily. "We've been taking it very seriously."

"You're a set of old fogies down here. You want a man of the world to set
things right."

"Ah, well, you're a man of the world, Uncle William," replied James, smiling,



The dice-box rattled obtrusively as Colonel Parsons and his wife played on
with elaborate unconcern of the conversation.

"A gentleman doesn't jilt a girl when he's been engaged to her for five years."

James squared hinself to answer Major Forsyth. The interview with Mrs.
Jackson in the morning had left him extremely irritated. He was resolved to say
now all he had to say and have done with it, hoping that a complete explanation
would relieve the tension between his people and hinself

"It is with the greatest sorrow that I broke off my engagement with Mary
Clibborn. It seemed to me the only honest thing to do since I no longer loved
her. I can imagine nothing in the world so horrible as a loveless marriage."

"Of course, it's unfortunate; but the first thing is to keep one's word."

"No," answered James, "that is prejudice. There are many more important
things."

Colonel Parsons stopped the pretence of his game.

"Do you know that Mary is breaking her heart?" he asked in a low voice.

"I'maffaid she's suffering very much. I don't see how I can help it."

"Leave this to me, Richmond," interrupted the Major, impatiently. "You'll
make a mess of it."

But Colonel Parsons took no notice.

"She looked forward with all her heart to marrying you. She's very unhappy at
home, and her only consolation was the hope that you would soon take her
away."

"Am I managing this or are you, Richmond? I'ma man of the world."



"If I married a woman I did not care for because she was rich, you would say
I had dishonoured myself. The discredit would not be in her wealth, but in my
lack of love."

"That's not the same thing," replied Major Forsyth. ""You gave your word, and
now you take it back."

"I promised to do a thing over which I had no control. When I was a boy,
before I had seen anything of the world, before I had ever known a woman
besides my mother, I promised to love Mary Clibborn all my life. Oh, it was
cruel to let me be engaged to her! You blame me; don't you think all of you are
a little to blame as well?"

"What could we have done?"

"Why didn't you tell me not to be hasty? Why didn't you say that I was too
young to become engaged?"'

"We thought it would steady you."

"But a young man doesn't want to be steadied. Let him see life and taste all it
has to offer. It is wicked to put fetters on his wrists before ever he has seen
anything worth taking. What is the virtue that exists only because temptation is
impossible!"

"l can't understand you, Jamie," said Mrs. Parsons, sadly. "You talk so
differently from when you were a boy."

"Did you expect me to remain all my life an ignorant child. You've never given
me any freedom You've hemmed me in with every imaginable barrier. You've
put me on a leading-string, and thanked God that I did not stray."

"We tried to bring you up like a good man, and a true Christian."
"If I'mnot a hopeless prig, it's only by miracle.”



"James, that's not the way to talk to your mother," said Major Forsyth.

"Oh, mother, I'm sorry; I don't want to be unkind to you. But we must talk
things out freely; we've lived in a hot-house too long."

"I don't know what you mean. You became engaged to Mary of your own
free will we did nothing to hinder it, nothing to bring it about. But I confess we
were heartily thankful, thinking that no influence could be better for you than the
love of a pure, sweet English girl."

"It would have been kinder and wiser if you had forbidden it."

"We could not have taken the responsibility of crossing your aftections."
"Mrs. Clibborn did."

"Could you expect us to be guided by her?"

"She was the only one who showed the least common sense."

"How you have changed, Jamie!"

"I would have obeyed you if you had told me I was too young to become
engaged. After all, you are more responsible than I am. I was a child. It was
cruel to let me bind myself."

"I never thought you would speak to us like that."

"All that's ancient history," said Major Forsyth, with what he flattered himself
was a very good assumption of jocularity. It was his idea to treat the matter
lightly, as a man of the world naturally would. But his interruption was
unnoticed.

"We acted for the best. You know that we have always had your interests at
heart."

James did not speak, for his only answer would have been bitter. Throughout,



they had been unwilling to let him live his own life, but desirous rather that he
should live theirs. They loved him tyrannically, on the condition that he should
conformto all their prejudices. Though filll of affectionate kindness, they wished
him always to dance to their piping—a marionette of which they pulled the
strings.

"What would you have me do?"

"Keep your word, James," answered his father.

'T can't, I can't! I don't understand how you can wish me to marry Mary
Clibborn when I don't love her. That seens to me dishonourable."

"It would be nothing worse than a mariage de convenance," said Uncle
William. "Many people marry in that sort of way, and are perfectly happy."

"I couldn't," said James. "That seens to me nothing better than prostitution. It
is no worse for a street-walker to sell her body to any that care to buy."

"James, remember your mother is present."”

"For God's sake, let us speak plainly. You must know what life is. One can
do no good by shutting one's eyes to everything that doesn't square with a
shoddy, false ideal. On one side I nmust break my word, on the other I nust
prostitute myself. There is no middle way. You live here surrounded by all sorts
of impossible ways of looking at lift. How can your outlook be sane when it is
founded on a sham morality? You think the body is indecent and ugly, and that
the flesh is shameful. Oh, you don't understand. I'm sick of this prudery which
throws its own hideousness over all it sees. The soul and the body are one,
indissoluble. Soul is body, and body is soul. Love is the God-like instinct of
procreation. You think sexual attraction is something to be ignored, and in its
place you put a bloodless sentimentality—the wulgar rhetoric of a penny
novelette. If I marry a woman, it is that she may be the mother of children.
Passion is the only reason for marriage; unless it exists, marriage is ugly and



beastly. It's worse than beastly; the beasts of the field are clean. Don't you
understand why I can't marry Mary Clibborn?"

"What you call love, James," said Colonel Parsons, "is what I call lust."

"I well believe it," replied James, bitterly.

"Love is something higher and purer."

"I know nothing purer than the body, nothing higher than the divine instincts of
nature."

"But that sort of love doesn't last, my dear," said Mrs. Parsons, gently. "In a
very little while it is exhausted, and then you look for something different in your
wife. You look for friendship and companionship, confidence, consolation in
your sorrows, sympathy with your success. Beside all that, the sexual love sinks
into nothing."

"It may be. The passion arises for the purposes of nature, and dies away when
those purposes are fulfilled. It seems to me that the recollection of it must be the
surest and tenderest tie between husband and wife; and there remains for them,
then, the fiuit of their love, the children whom tt is their blessed duty to rear till
they are of fit age to go into the world and continue the endless cycle."

There was a pause, while Major Forsyth racked his brain for some apposite
remark; but the conversation had run out of his depth.

Colonel Parsons at last got up and put his hands on Jamie's shoulders.

"And can't you bring yourself to marry that poor girl, when you think of the
terrible unhappiness she suffers?"

James shook his head.

"You were willing to sacrifice your life for a mere stranger, and cannot you
sacrifice yourself for Mary, who has loved you long and tenderly, and



unselfishly?"
"I would willingly risk my life if she were in danger. But you ask more."

Colonel Parsons was silent for a little, looking into his son's eyes. Then he
spoke with trembling voice.

"I think you love me, James. I've always tried to be a good father to you; and
God knows I've done all I could to make you happy. If T did wrong in letting
you become engaged, I beg your pardon. No; let me go on." This he said in
answer to Jamie's movement of affectionate protest. "I don't say it to reproach
you, but your mother and I have denied ourselves in all we could so that you
should be happy and comfortable. It's been a pleasure to us, for we love you
with all our hearts. You know what happened to me when I left the army. I told
you years ago of the awful disgrace I suffered. I could never have lived except
for my trust in God and my trust in you. I looked to you to regain the honour
which I had lost. Ah! you don't know how anxiously I watched you, and the joy
with which I said to myself, 'There is a good and honourable man.' And now
you want to stain that honour. Oh, James, James! I'm old, and I can't live long,
If you love e, if you think you have cause for gratitude to me, do this one little
thing I ask you! For my sake, my dear, keep your word to Mary Clibborn."

"You're asking me to do something immoral, father."

Then Colonel Parsons helplessly dropped his hands from Jamie's shoulders,
and turned to the others, his eyes full of tears.

"I don't understand what he means!" he groaned.
He sank on a chair and hid his face.



X1V

Major Forsyth was not at all discouraged by the issue of his intervention.

"Now I see how the land lies," he said, "it's all plain sailing. Reconnoitre first,
and then wire in."

He bravely attacked James next day, when they were smoking in the garden
after breakfast. Uncle William smoked nothing but gold-tipped cigarettes,
which excited his nephew's open scomn.

"T've been thinking about what you said yesterday, James," he began.

"For Heaven's sake, Uncle William, don't talk about it any more. I'm heartily
sick of the whole thing. I've made up my mind, and I really shall not alter it for
anything you may say."

Major Forsyth changed the conversation with what might have been
described as a strategic movement to the rear. He said that Jamie's answer told
him all he wished to know, and he was content now to leave the seeds which he
had sown to spring up of their own accord.

"I'm perfectly satisfied," he told his sister, complacently. "You'll see that if it'll
all come right now."

Meanwhile, Mary conducted herself admirably. She neither avoided James
nor sought him, but when chance brought them together, was perfectly natural.
Her affection had never been demonstrative, and now there was in her manner
but little change. She talked frankly, as though nothing had passed between
them, with no suspicion of reproach in her tone. She was, indeed, far more at
ease than James. He could not hide the effort it was to make conversation, nor
the nervous discomfort which in her presence he felt. He watched her furtively,
asking himself whether she still suffered. But Mary's face betrayed few of her



enotions; tanned by exposure to all weathers, her robust colour remained
unaltered; and it was only in her eyes that James fancied he saw a difference.
They had just that perplexed, sorrowful expression which a dog has, unjustly
beaten. James, imaginative and conscience-stricken, tortured hinself by reading
in their brown softness all manner of dreadful anguish. He watched them, unlit
by the smile which played upon the lips, looking at him against their will, with a
pitifil longing. He exaggerated the pain he saw till it became an obsession,
intolerable and ruthless; if Mary desired revenge, she need not have been
dissatisfied. But that apparently was the last thing she thought of He was
grateful to hear of her anger with Mrs. Jackson, whose sympathy had
expressed itself in round abuse of him. His mother repeated the words.

"I will never listen to a word against Captain Parsons, Mrs. Jackson.
Whatever he did, he had a perfect right to do. He's incapable of acting
otherwise than as an honourable gentleman."

But if Mary's conduct aroused the admiration of all that knew her, it rendered
James still more blameworthy.

The hero-worship was conveniently forgotten, and none strove to conceal the
dislike, even the contempt, which he felt for the fallen idol. James had outraged
the moral sense of the community; his name could not be mentioned without
indignation; everything he did was wrong, even his very real modesty was
explained as overweening concelt.

And curiously enough, James was profoundly distressed by the general
disapproval. A silent, shy man, he was unreasonably sensitive to the opinion of
his fellows; and though he told himself that they were stupid, ignorant, and
narrow, their hostility nevertheless made him miserable. Even though he
contemed them, he was anxious that they should like him He refused to
pander to their prejudices, and was too proud to be conciliatory; yet felt bitterly
wounded when he had excited their aversion. Now he set to tormenting himself
because he had despised the adulation of Little Primpton, and could not equally



despise its censure.

Sunday came, and the good people of Little Primpton trooped to church. Mrs
Clibborn turned round and smiled at James when he took his seat, but the
Colonel sat rigid, showing by the stiffhess of his backbone that his indignation
was Suprene.

The service proceeded, and in due course Mr. Jackson mounted the pulpit
steps. He delivered his text: "The fear of the Lord is to hate evil: pride, and
arrogancy, and the evil way, and the froward mouth, do I hate."

The Vicar of Little Primpton was an earnest man, and he devoted much care
to the composition of his sermons. He was used to expound twice a Sunday the
more obvious parts of Holy Scripture, making in twenty minutes or half an hour,
for the benefit of the vulgar, a number of trite reflections; and it nust be
confessed that he had great facility for explaining at decorous length texts which
were plain to the meanest intelligence.

But having a fair acquaintance with the thought of others, Mr. Jackson
flattered himself that he was a thinker; and on suitable occasions attacked from
his village pulpit the scarlet weed of heresy, expounding to an intelligent
congregation of yokels and small boys the manifold difficulties of the Athanasian
Creed. He was at his best in pouring vials of contermpt upon the false creed of
atheists, Romanists, Dissenters, and men of science. The theory of Evolution
excited his bitterest scom, and he would set up, like a row of nine-pins, the
hypotheses of the greatest philosophers of the century, triumphantly to knock
them down by the force of his own fearless intellect. His congregation were
mattentive, and convinced beyond the need of argument, so they remained
pious members of the Church of England.

But this particular sermon, after mature consideration, the Vicar had made up
his mind to devote to a matter of more pressing interest. He repeated the text.
Mrs. Jackson, who knew what was coming, caught the curate's eye, and



looked significantly at James. The homily, in fact, was directed against hiny his
were the pride, the arrogancy, and the evil way. He was blissfully unconscious
of these faults, and for a minute or two the application missed himy, but the Vicar
of Little Primpton, intent upon what he honestly thought his duty, meant that
there should be no mistake. He crossed his t's and dotted his {'s, with the
scrupulous accuracy of the scandal-monger telling a malicious story about some
person whom charitably he does not name, yet wishes everyone to identify.

Colonel Parsons started when suddenly the drift of the sermon dawned upon
him, and then bowed his head with shame. His wife looked straight in front of
her, two flaming spots upon her pale cheeks. Mary, in the next pew, dared not
move, hardly dared breathe; her heart sank with dismay, and she feared she
would faint.

"How he nust be suffering!" she muttered.

They all felt for James intensely; the form of Mr. Jackson, hooded and
surpliced, had acquired a new authority, and his solenn invective was
sulphurous with the fires of Hell. They wondered how James could bear it.

"He hasn't deserved this," thought Mrs. Parsons.

But the Colonel bent his head still lower, accepting for his son the reproof,
taking part of it hinself. The humiliation seemed merited, and the only thing to
do was to bear it meekly. James alone appeared unconcerned; the rapid
glances at him saw no change in his calm, indifferent face. His eyes were
closed, and one might have thought him asleep. Mr. Jackson noted the attitude,
and attributed it to a wicked obstinacy. For the repentant sinner,
acknowledging his fault, he would have had entire forgiveness; but James
showed no contrition. Stiff-necked and sin-hardened, he required a further
chastiserment.

"Courage, what is courage?" asked the preacher. "There is nothing more easy
than to do a brave deed when the blood is hot. But to conduct one's life simply,



modestly, with a meek spirit and a Christ-like submission, that is ten times more
difficult Courage, unaccompanied by moral worth, is the quality of a brute-
beast."

He showed how much more creditable were the artless virtues of honesty and
truthfilness; how better it was to keep one's word, to be kind-hearted and
dutifil. Becoming more pointed, he mentioned the case which had caused them
so much sorrow, warning the delinquent against conceit and self-assurance.

"Pride goeth before a fall," he said. "And he that is mighty shall be abased."

They walked home silently, Colonel Parsons and his wife with downcast eyes,
feeling that everyone was looking at them. Their hearts were too full for them to
speak to one another, and they dared say nothing to James. But Major Forsyth

had no scruples of delicacy; he attacked his nephew the moment they sat down
to dinner.

"Well, James, what did you think of the sermon? Feel a bit sore?"
"Why should 1?"
"I fancy it was addressed pretty directly to you."

"So I imagine," replied James, good-humouredly smiling. "l thought it
singularly impertinent, but otherwise uninteresting,"

"Mr. Jackson doesn't think much of you," said Uncle William, with a laugh,
ignoring his sister's look, which implored himto be silent.

"l can bear that with equanimity. I never set up for a very wonderful person.”

"He was wrong to make little of your attempt to save young Larcher," said
Mrs. Parsons, gently.

"Why?" asked James. "He was partly right. Physical courage is more or less



accidental. In battle one takes one's chance. One soon gets used to shells flying
about; they're not so dangerous as they look, and after a while one forgets all
about them. Now and then one gets hit, and then it's too late to be nervous."

"But you went back—into the very jaws of death—to save that boy."

"T've never been able to understand why. It didn't occur to me that I might get
killed; it seemed the natural thing to do. It wasn't really brave, because I never
realised that there was danger."

In the afternoon James received a note from Mrs. Clibborn, asking him to call
upon her. Mary and her father were out walking, she said, so there would be
no one to disturb them, and they could have a pleasant little chat. The mvitation
was a climax to Jamie's many vexations, and he laughed grimly at the prospect
of that very foolish lady's indignation. Still, he felt bound to go. It was, after a
fashion, a point of honour with him to avoid none of the annoyances which his
act had brought upon him It was partly in order to face every infliction that he
insisted on remaining at Little Primpton.

"Why haven't you been to see me, James?" Mrs. Clibborn murmured, with a
surprisingly tender smile.

"I thought you wouldn't wish me to."

"James!"

She sighed and cast up her eyes to heaven.

'T always liked you. I shall never feel differently towards you."

"It's very kind of you to say so," replied James, somewhat relieved.
"You must come and see me often. It'll comfort you."

"I'maffaid you and Colonel Clibborn must be very angry with me?"



'l could never be angry with you, James.... Poor Reginald, he doesn't
understand! But you can't deceive a woman." Mrs. Clibborn put her hand on
Jamie's arm and gazed into his eyes. "l want you to tell me something. Do you
love anyone else?"

James looked at her quickly and hesitated.

"If you had asked me the other day, I should have denied it with all my might.
But now—I don't know."

Mrs. Clibborn smiled.
"I thought so," she said. "You can tell me, you know."

She was convinced that James adored her, but wanted to hear him say so. It
is notorious that to a handsome woman even the admiration of a crossing-
sweeper is welcome.

"Oh, it's no good any longer trying to conceal it from myselfl" cried James,
forgetting almost to whom he was speaking. "I'm sorry about Mary; no one
knows how much. But I do love someone else, and I love her with all my heart
and soul; and I shall never get over it now."

"T knew 1it," sighed Mrs. Clibborn, complacently, "I knew it!" Then looking
coyly at him: "Tell me about her."

"I can't. I know my love is idiotic and impossible; but I can't help it. It's fate."
"You're in love with a married woman, James."
"How d'you know?"

"My poor boy, d'you think you can deceive me! And is it not the wife of an
officer?"

"Ves."



"A very old fiend of yours?"
"It's just that which makes it so terrible."
'T knew it."

"Oh, Mrs. Clibborn, I swear you're the only woman here who's got two
ounces of gumption. If they'd only listened to you five years ago, we might all
have been saved this awful wretchedness."

He could not understand that Mrs. Clibborn, whose affectations were
manifest, whose folly was notorious, should alone have guessed his secret. He
was tired of perpetually concealing his thoughts.

"I wish I could tell you everything!" he cried.
"Don't! You'd only regret it. And I know all you can tell me."

"You can't think how hard I've struggled. When I found I loved her, I nearly
killed myself trying to kill my love. But it's no good. It's stronger than [ am."

"And nothing can ever come of it, you know," said Mrs. Clibborn.

"Oh, I know! Of course, I know! I'mnot a cad. The only thing is to live on
and suffer.”

'"'mso sorry for you."

Mrs. Clibborn thought that even poor Algy Turner, who had killed himself for
love of her, had not been so desperately hit.

"It's very kind of you to listen to me," said James. T have nobody to speak to,
and sometimes I feel I shall go mad."

"You're such a nice boy, James. What a pity it is you didn't go into the
ca "



James scarcely heard; he stared at the floor, brooding sorrowfully.
"Fate is against me," he muttered.
"If things had only happened a little differently. Poor Reggie!"

Mrs. Clibborn was thinking that if she were a widow, she could never have
resisted the unhappy young man's pleading,

James got up to go.

"It's no good," he said; "talking makes it no better. I must go on trying to crush
it. And the worst of it is, I don't want to crush it; I love my love. Though it
embitters my whole life, I would rather die than lose it. Good-bye, Mrs.
Clibborn. Thank you for being so kind. You can't imagine what good it does
e to receive a little sympathy."

"T know. You're not the first who has told me that he is miserable. I think it's
fate, too."

James looked at her, perplexed, not understanding what she meant. With her
sharp, feminine intuition, Mrs. Clibborn read in his eyes the hopeless yearning of
his heart, and for a moment her rigid virtue faltered.

"I can't be hard on you, Jamie," she said, with that effective, sad smile of hers.
"I don't want you to go away from here quite wretched."

"What can you do to ease the bitter aching of my heart?"

Mrs. Clibborn, quickly looking at the window, noticed that she could not
possibly be seen by anyone outside. She stretched out her hand.

"Jamie, if you like you may kiss me."

She offered her powdered cheek, and James, rather astonished, pressed it
with his lips.



"l will always be a mother to you. You can depend on me whatever
happens.... Now go away, there's a good boy."

She watched him as he walked down the garden, and then sighed deeply,
wiping away a tear from the corner of her eyes.

"Poor boy!" she murmured.

Mary was surprised, when she came home, to find her mother quite
affectionate and tender. Mrs. Clibborn, indeed, intoxicated with her triumph,
could afford to be gracious to a fallen rival.

XV

A Few days later Mary was surprised to receive a little note from Mr.
Dryland:

"My Dear Miss Clibborn,—With some trepidation I take up my pen
to address you on a matter which, to me at least, is of the very greatest
importance. We have so many sympathies in common that my meaning
will hardly escape you. I daresay you will find my diffidence ridiculous,
but, under the circumstances, 1 think it is not unpardonable. It will be no
news to you when I confess that I am an exceptionally shy man, and
that must be my excuse in sending you this letter. In short, I wish to ask
you to grant me a brief interview; we have so few opportunities of
seeing one another in private that I can find no occasion of saying to you
what I wish. Indeed, for a long period my duty has made it necessary
for me to crush my inclination. Now, however, that things have taken a



different turn, I venture, as I said, to ask you to give me a few minutes'
conversation—] am, my dear Miss Clibborn, your very sincere,

Thomas Dryland.

"P.S.— open this letter to say that I have just met your father on the
Green, who tells me that he and Mrs. Clibborn are going into Tunbridge
Wells this afternoon. Unless, therefore, I hear from you to the contrary,
I shall (D.V.) present myself at your house at 3 p.m."

"What can he want to see me about?" exclaimed Mary, the truth occurring to
her only to be chased away as a piece of egregious vanity. It was more
reasonable to suppose that Mr. Dryland had on hand some charitable scheme
in which he desired her to take part.

"Anyhow," she thought philosophically, "I suppose I shall know when he
comes."

At one and the same moment the church clock struck three, and Mr. Dryland
rang the Clibborns' bell.

He came into the dining-room in his best coat, his honest red face shining with
soap, and with a consciousness that he was about to perform an heroic deed.

"This is kind of you, Miss Clibborn! Do you know, I feared the servant was
going to say you were 'not at home.""

"Oh, I never let her say that when I'm in. Mamma doesn't think it wrong, but
one can't deny that it's an untruth."

"What a beautiful character you have!" cried the curate, with enthusiasm
'"I'maffaid I haven't really; but I like to be truthful."

"Were you surprised to receive my letter?"



'I'maftaid I didn't understand it."

"l was under the impression that I expressed myself with considerable
perspicacity," remarked the curate, with a genial smile.

"I don't pretend to be clever."
"Oh, but you are, Miss Clibborn. There's no denying it."
"I wish I thought so."

"You're so modest. I have always thought that your mental powers were very
considerable indeed. I can assure you it has been a great blessing to me to find
someone here who was capable of taking an intelligent interest in Art and
Literature. In these little country places one misses intellectual society so much."

"I'mnot ashamed to say that I've learnt a lot from you, Mr. Dryland."

"No, that is impossible. All I lay claim to is that I was fortunate enough to be
able to lend you the works of Ruskin and Marie Corelli."

"That reminds me that I must return you the "Master Christian."'

"Please don't hurry over it. I think it's a book worth pondering over; quite
unlike the average trashy novel."

"I haven't had much time for reading lately."

"Ah, Miss Clibborn, I understand! I'm afraid you've been very much upset. 1
wanted to tell you how sorry I was; but I felt it would be perhaps indelicate."

"It is very kind of you to think of me."

"Besides, I must confess that I cannot bring myself to be very sorry. It's an ill
wind that blows nobody good."

'"I'maffaid I don't understand what you mean, Mr. Dryland."



"Miss Clibborn, I have come here to-day to converse with you on a matter
which I venture to think of some importance. At least, it is to me. I will not beat
about the bush. In these matters it is always best, I believe, to come straight to
the point." The curate cleared his throat, and assumed his best clerical manner.
"Miss Clibborn, I have the honour to solemnly ask you for your hand."

"Oh!"

Mary blushed scarlet, and her heart went pit-a-pat in the most alarming
fashion.

'T think I should tell you that I am thirty-three years of age. I have some
private means, small, but sufficient, with my income and economy, to support a
wife. My father was for over a quarter of a century vicar of Easterham."

Mary by this time had recovered herself.

'T feel very much honoured by your proposal, Mr. Dryland. And no one can
be more convinced than I of my unworthiness. But I'm affaid I must refuse."

"I don't press for an immediate answer, Miss Clibborn. I know at first blush it
musst surprise you that I should come forward with an offer so soon after the
rupture of your engagement with Captain Parsons. But if you examine the
matter closely, you will see that it is less surprising than it seems. While you
were engaged to Captain Parsons it was my duty to stifle my feelings; but now I
cannot. Indeed, I have not the right to conceal from you that for a long time
they have been of the tenderest description."

'[ feel very much flattered."

"Not at all," reassuringly answered Mr. Dryland. "I can honestly say that you
are deserving of the very highest—er—admiration and esteem. Miss Clibborn,
I have loved you in secret almost ever since I came to the parish. The moment I
saw you I felt an affinity between us. Our tastes are so similar; we both
understand Art and Literature. When you played to me the divine melodies of



Mendelssohn, when I read to you the melodious verses of Lord Tennyson, I felt
that my happiness in life would be a union with you."

"I'maffaid I can never be unfaithful to my old love."
"Perhaps I'ma little previous?"
"No; time can make no possible difference. I'm very grateful to you."

"You have no need to be. I have always tried to do my duty, and while you
were engaged to another, I allowed not even a sigh to escape my lips. But now
I venture to think that the circumstances are altered. I know I am not a gallant
officer, I have done no doughty deeds, and the Victoria Cross does not adorn
my bosom. I am comparatively poor; but I can offer an honest heart and a very
sincere and respectful love. Oh, Miss Clibborn, cannot you give me hope that
as time wears on you will be able to look upon my suit with favour?"

'"I'maffaid my answer must be final."

"I hope to be soon appointed to a living, and I looked forward ardently to the
life of usefulness and of Christian fellowship which we might have lived together.
You are an angel of mercy, Miss Clibborn. I cannot help thinking that you are
eminently suitable for the position which I make so bold as to offer you."

"I won't deny that nothing could attract me more than to be the wife of a
clergyman. One has such influence for good, such power of improving one's
fellow-men. But I love Captain Parsons. Even if he has ceased to care for me, I
could never look upon him with other feelings."

"Even though it touches me to the quick, Miss. Clibborn," said the curate,
earnestly, "I respect and admire you for your sentiments. You are wonderfil. I
wonder if you'd allow me to make a little confession?" The curate hesitated and
reddened. "The fact is, I have written a few verses comparing you to Penelope,
which, if you will allow e, I should very much like to send you."



"I should like to see them very much," said Mary, blushing a little and smiling.

"Of course, I'm not a poet, I'm too busy for that; but they are the outpouring
of an honest, loving heart."

"I'm sure," said Mary, encouragingly, "that it's better to be sincere and upright
than to be the greatest poet in the world."

"It's very kind of you to say so. I should like to ask one question, Miss
Clibborn. Have you any objection to me personalty?"

"Oh, no!" cried Mary. "How can you suggest such a thing? I have the highest
respect and esteem for you, Mr. Dryland. I can never forget the great
compliment you have paid me. I shall always think of you as the best friend I
have."

"Can you say nothing more to me than that?" asked the curate, despondently.
Mary stretched out her hand. "I will be a sister to you."

"Oh, Miss Clibborn, how sad it is to think that your affections should be
unrequited. Why am I not Captain Parsons? Miss Clibborn, can you give me no
hope?"

"I should not be acting rightly towards you if T did not tell you at once that so
long as Captain Parsons lives, my love for him can never alter."
"I wish I were a soldier!" murmured Mr. Dryland.

"Oh, it's not that. I think there's nothing so noble as a clergyman. If it is any
consolation to you, I may confess that if I had never known Captain Parsons,

things might have gone differently.”

"Well, I suppose I had better go away now. I must try to bear my
disappointment."



Mary gave him her hand, and, bending down with the utmost gallantry, the
curate kissed it; then, taking up his low, clerical hat, hurriedly left her.

Mrs. Jackson was a woman of singular penetration, so that it was not strange
if she quickly discovered what had happened. Mr. Dryland was taking tea at
the Vicarage, whither, with characteristic manliness, he had gone to face his
disappointment. Not for him was the solitary moping, nor the privacy of a
bedchamber; his robust courage sent him rather into the field of battle, or what
was under the circumstances the only equivalent, Mrs. Jackson's drawing-
room

But even he could not conceal the torments of unsuccessfil love. He stirred
his tea moodily, and his usual appetite for plum-cake had quite deserted him

"What's the matter with you, Mr. Dryland?" asked the Vicar's wife, with those
sharp eyes which could see into the best hidden family secret.

Mr. Dryland started at the question. "Nothing!"
"You're very funny this affernoon."
"I've had a great disappointment.”

"Oh!" replied Mrs. Jackson, in a tone which half-a-dozen marks of
interrogation could inadequately express.

"It's nothing, Life is not all beer and skittles. Ha! ha!"
"Did you say you'd been calling on Mary Clibborn this afternoon?"'

Mr. Dryland blushed, and to cover his confusion filled his mouth with a large
piece of cake.

"Yes," he said, as soon as he could. "I paid her a little call.”
"Mr. Dryland, you can't deceive me. You've proposed to Mary Clibborn."



He swallowed his food with a gulp. "It's quite true."

"And she's refused you?"

"Yes!"

"Mr. Dryland, it was a noble thing to do. I must tell Archibald."
"Oh, please don't, Mrs. Jackson! I don't want it to get about."

"Oh, but I shall. We can't let you hide your light under a bushel. Fancy you
proposing to that poor, dear girl! But it's just what I should have expected of
you. That's what I always say. The clergy are constantly doing the most
beautiful actions that no one hears anything about. You ought to receive a moral
Victoria Cross. I'm sure you deserve it far more than that wicked and
misguided young man."

'l don't think I ought to take any credit for what I've done," modestly
remonstrated the curate.

"It was a beautifil action. You don't know how much it means to that poor,
jitted girl."

"It's true my indignation was aroused at the heartless conduct of Captain
Parsons; but I have long loved her, Mrs. Jackson."

" knew it; I knew it! When I saw you together I said to Archibald: "What a
good pair they'd make!" I'm sure you deserve her far more than that worthless
creature."

"[ wish she thought so."

"Il go and speak to her myself I think she ought to accept you. You've
behaved like a knight-errant, Mr. Dryland. You're a true Christian saint."

"Oh, Mrs. Jackson, you embarrass me!"



The news spread like wild-fire, and with it the opinion that the curate had
vastly distinguished himself. Neither pagan hero nor Christian martyr could have
acted more becomingly. The consideration which had once been Jamie's was
bodily transferred to Mr. Dryland. He was the man of the hour, and the
contemplation of his gallant deed made everyone feel nobler, purer. The curate
accepted with quiet satisfaction the homage that was laid at his feet, modestly
denying that he had done anything out of the way. With James, all unconscious
of what had happened, he was mildly patronising; with Mary, tender, respectful,
subdued. Ifhe had been an archbishop, he could not have behaved with greater
delicacy, manliness, and decorum

"I don't care what anyone says," cried Mrs. Jackson, 'l think he's worth ten
Captain Parsons! He's so modest and gentlemanly. Why, Captain Parsons
simply used to look bored when one told him he was brave."

"He's a conceited creature!"

But in Primpton House the proposal was met with consternation.
"Suppose she accepted him?" said Colonel Parsons, anxiously.
"She'd never do that."

Major Forsyth suggested that James should be told, in the belief that his
jealousy would be excited.

"T'll tell him," said Mrs. Parsons.

She waited till she was alone with her son, and then, without stopping her
needlework, said suddenty:

"James, have you heard that Mr. Dryland has proposed to Mary?"
He looked up nonchalantly. "Has she accepted him?"
"James!" cried his mother, indignantly, "how can you ask such a question?



Have you no respect for her? You must know that for nothing in the world
would she be faithless to you."

'l should like her to marry the curate. I think it would be a very suitable
match."

"You need not insult her, James."

XVI

The tension between James and his parents became not less, but greater. That
barrier which, almost from the beginning, they had watched with pain rise up
between them now seemed indestructible, and all their efforts only made it more
obvious and more stable. It was like some tropical plant which, for being cut
down, grew ever with greater luxuriance. And there was a mischievous devil
present at all their conversations that made them misunderstand one another as
conpletely as though they spoke i different tongues. Notwithstanding their
love, they were like strangers together; they could look at nothing from the
same point of view.

The Parsons had lived their whole lives in an artificial state. Ill-educated as
most of their contemporaries in that particular class, they had just enough
knowledge to render them dogmatic and intolerant. It requires a good deal of
information to discover one's own ignorance, but to the consciousness of this
the good people had never arrived. They felt they knew as much as necessary,
and naturally on the most debatable questions were most assured. Their
standpoint was inconceivably narrow. They had the best intentions in the world
of doing their duty, but what their duty was they accepted on trust, frivolously.



They walked round and round in a narrow circle, hemmed in by false ideals and
by ugly prejudices, putting for the love of God unnecessary obstacles in their
path and convinced that theirs was the only possible way, while all others led to
damnation. They had never worked out an idea for themselves, never done a
single deed on their own account, but invariably acted and thought according to
the rule of their caste. They were not living creatures, but dogmatic machines.

James, going into the world, quickly realised that he had been brought up to a
state of things which did not exist. He was like a sailor who has put out to sea in
an ornamental boat, and finds that his sail is useless, the ropes not made to
work, and the rudder immovable. The long, buoyant wind of the world blew
away like thistl-down the conventions which had seemed so secure a
foundation. But he discovered in himself'a wonderful curiosity, an eagerness for
adventure which led him boldly to affront every peril; and the unknown lands of
the intellect are every bit as dangerously fascinating as are those of sober fact.
He read ommivorously, saw many and varied things; the universe was spread
out before him like an enthralling play. Knowledge is like the root of a tree,
attaching man by its tendrils to the life about him. James found in existence new
beauties, new interests, new complexities; and he gained a lighter heart and,
above all, an exquisite sense of freedom At length he looked back with
something like horror at that old lift in which the fetters of ignorance had
weighed so terribly upon him

On his return to Little Primpton, he found his people as he had left them, doing
the same things, repeating at every welkknown juncture the same trite
observations. Their ingenuousness affected him as a negro, civilised and
educated, on visiting after many years his native tribe, might be affected by their
nose-rings and yellow ochre. James was astounded that they should ignore
matters which he fancied common knowledge, and at the same time accept
beliefs that he had thought completely dead. He was willing enough to shrug his
shoulders and humour their prejudices, but they had made of them a rule of life
which governed every action with an iron tyranny. It was in accordance with all



these outworn conventions that they conducted the daily round. And presently
James found that his father and mother were striving to draw him back into the
prison. Unconsciously, even with the greatest tenderness, they sought to place
upon his neck again that irksome yoke which he had so difficultly thrown off.

If James had leamnt anything, it was at all hazards to think for hinself]
accepting nothing on authority, questioning, doubting; it was to look upon life
with a critical eye, trying to understand it, and to receive no ready-made
explanations. Above all, he had learnt that every question has two sides. Now
this was precisely what Colonel Parsons and his wife could never acknowledge;
for them one view was certainly right, and the other as certainly wrong. There
was no middle way. To doubt what they believed could only be ascribed to
arrant folly or to wickedness. Sometimes James was thrown into a blind rage
by the complacency with which from the depths of his nescience his father
dogmatised. No man could have been more unassuming than he, and yet on just
the points which were most uncertain his attitude was almost inconceivably
arrogant.

And James was horrified at the pettiness and the prejudice which he found in
his home. Reading no books, for they thought it waste of time to read, the
minds of his father and mother had sunk into such a narrow sluggishness that
they could interest thenselves only in trivialities. Their thoughts were occupied
by their neighbours and the humdrum details of the life about them Flattering
thenselves on their ideals and their high principles, they vegetated in stupid sloth
and in a less than animal vacuity. Every topic of conversation above the most
commonplace they found dull or incomprehensible. James learned that he had
to talk to them almost as if they were children, and the tedium of those endless
days was intolerable.

Occasionally he was exasperated that he could not avoid the discussions
which his father, with a weak man's obstinacy, forced upon him Some
unhappy, baneful power seemed to drive Colonel Parsons to widen the rift, the
existence of which caused him such exquisite pain; his natural kindliness was



obscured by an uncontrollable irritation. One day he was reading the paper.
"I see we've had another unfortunate reverse," he said, looking up.
"On!"
"I suppose you're delighted, Jamie?"
"I'm very sorry. Why should I be otherwise?"

"You always stick up for the enemies of your country." Turning to his brother-
in-law, he explained: "James says that if he'd been a Cape Dutchman he'd have
fought against us."

"Well, he deserves to be court-martialled for saying so! "cried Major Forsyth.
"I don't think he means to be taken seriously," said his mother.

"Oh, yes, I do." It constantly annoyed James that when he said anything that
was not quite an obvious truism, they should think he was speaking merely for
effect. "Why, my dear mother, if you'd been a Boer woman you'd have potted
at us from behind a haystack with the best of them."

"The Boers are robbers and brigands."
"That's just what they say we are."

"But we're right."

"And they're equally convinced that they are."
"God can't be on both sides, James."

"The odd thing is the certainty with which both sides claim His exclusive
protection.”

"I should think it wicked to doubt that God is with us in a righteous war," said
Mrs. Parsons.



"If the Boers weren't deceived by that old villain Kruger, they'd never have
ﬁ)ught us."

"The Boers are strange people,” replied James. "They actually prefer their
independence to all the privileges and advantages of subjection.... The
wonderful thing to me is that people should really think Mr. Kruger a hypocrite.
A ruler who didn't honestly believe in himself and in his mission would never
have had such influence. If a man wants power he must have self-faith; but then
he may be narrow, intolerant, and vicious. His fellows will be like wax in his
hands."

"If Kruger had been honest, he wouldn't have put up with bribery and
corruption."

"The last thing I expect is consistency in an animal of such contrary instincts as
man."

"Every true Englishman, I'm thankful to say, thinks him a scoundrel and a
blackguard."

"In a hundred years he will probably think him a patriot and a hero. In that
time the sentimental view will be the only one of interest; and the sentimental
view will put the Transvaal in the same category as Poland."

"You're nothing better than a pro-Boer, James."

"I'm nothing of the kind; but seeing how conflicting was current opinion, I took
some trouble to find for myself a justification of the war. I couldn't help
wondering why I went and killed people to whom I was personally quite
indifferent."

"I hope because it was your duty as an officer of Her Majesty the Queen."
"Not exactly. I came to the conclusion that I killed people because I liked it.



The fighting instinct is in my blood, and I'm never so happy as when I'm
shooting things. Killing tigers is very good sport, but it's not in it with killing men.
That is my justification, so far as I personally am concerned. As a member of
society, I wage war for a different reason. War is the natural instinct of all
creatures; not only do progress and civilisation arise from i, but it is the very
condition of existence. Men, beasts, and plants are all in the same position:
unless they fight incessantly they're wiped out; there's no sitting on one side and
looking on.... When a state wants a neighbour's land, it has a perfect right to
take it—if it can. Success is its justification. We English wanted the Transvaal
for our greater numbers, for our trade, for the continuance of our power; that
was our right to take it. The only thing that seens to me undignified is the rather
pitifill set of excuses we made up."

"If those are your ideas, I think they are utterly ignoble."
'l believe they're scientific.”
"D'you think men go to war for scientific reasons?"'

"No, of course not; they don't realise them. The great majority are incapable
of abstract ideas, but fortunately they're emotional and sentimental; and the pill
can be gilded with high falutin. It's for them that the Union Jack and the honour
of Old England are dragged through every newspaper and brandished in every
nusic hall. It's for them that all these atrocities are invented—most of them
bunkum Men are only savages with a thin veneer of civilisation, which is rather
easily rubbed off; and then they act just like Red Indians; but as a general rule
they're well enough behaved. The Boer isn't a bad sort, and the Englishman isn't
a bad sort; but there's not room for both of them on the earth, and one of them
has to go."

"My father fought for duty and honour's sake, and so fought his father before
him."

"Men have always fought really for the same reasons—for self-protection and



gain; but perhaps they have not seen quite so clearly as now the truth behind all
their big words. The world and mankind haven't altered suddenly in the last few
years."

Afterwards, when Colonel Parsons and his wife were alone together, and she
saw that he was brooding over his son's words, she laid her hand on his
shoulder, and said:

"Don't worry, Richmond; it'll come right in the end, if we trust and pray."

"I don't know what to make of him" he returned, sadly shaking his head. "t's
not our boy, Frances; he couldn't be callous and unscrupulous, and—
dishonourable. God forgive me for saying it!"

"Don't be hard on him, Richmond. I daresay he doesn't mean all he says. And
remember that he's been very ill. He's not himself yet."

The Colonel sighed bitterly.

"When we looked forward so anxiously to his return, we didn't know that he
would be like this."

James had gone out. He wandered along the silent roads, taking in large
breaths of the fresh air, for his home affected him like a hot-house. The
atmosphere was close and heavy, so that he could neither think freely nor see
things in any reasonable light. He felt sometimes as though a weight were placed
upon his head, that pressed him down, and pressed him down till he seemed
almost forced to his knees.

He blamed himself for his lack of moderation. Why, remembering ever his
father's unhappiness and his infirmities, could he not humour him? He was an
old man, weak and frail; it should not have been so difficult to use restraint
towards him. James knew he had left them in Primpton House distressed and
angry; but the only way to please them was to surrender his whole personality,



giving up to their bidding all his thoughts and all his actions. They wished to
exercise over him the most intolerable of all tyrannies, the tyranny of love. It
was a heavy return they demanded for their affection if he must abandon his
freedom, body and soul; he earnestly wished to make them happy, but that was
too hard a price to pay. And then, with sudden rage, James asked himself why
they should be so self-sufficiently certain that they were right. What an
outrageous assumption it was that age nust be infallible! Their idea of filial duty
was that he should accept their authority, not because they were wise, but
because they were old. When he was a child they had insisted on the utmost
submission, and now they expected the same submission—to their prejudice,
ntolerance, and lack of knowledge. They had almost ridiculously that calm,
quiet, well-satisfied assurance which a king by right divine might have in the
certainty that he could do no wrong.

And James, with bitter, painful scormn, thought of that frightfil blunder which
had forced Colonel Parsons to leave the service. At first his belief in his father
had been such that James could not conceive the possibility even that he had
acted wrongly; the mere fact that his father had chosen a certain course was
proof of its being right and proper, and the shame lay with his chief, who had
used him ill. But when he examined the affair and thought over it, the truth
became only too clear; it came to him like a blow, and for a while he was
overcome with shame. The fact was evident—alas! only too evident—his father
was incapable of command. James was simply astounded; he tried not to hear
the cruel words that buzzed in his ears, but he could not help it—imbecility,
crass idiocy, madness. It was worse than madness, the folly of it was almost
criminal; he thought now that his father had escaped very easily.

James hastened his step, trying to rid himself of the iritating thoughts. He
walked along the fat and fertile Kentish fields, by the neat iron railing with which
they were enclosed. All about him was visible the care of man. Nothing was left
wild. The trees were lopped into proper shape, cut down where their presence
seemed inelegant, planted to complete the symmetry of a group. Nature herself



was under the power of the formal influence, and flourished with a certain
rigidity and decorum. After a while the impression became singularly irksome; it
seemed to emphasise man's lack of freedom reminding one of the iron
conventions with which he is inevitably bound. In the sun, the valley, all green
and wooded, was pleasantly cool; but when the clouds rolled up from the west
heavily, brushing the surrounding hills, the aspect was so circunscribed that
James could have cried out as with physical pain. The primness of the scene
then was insufferable; the sombre, well-ordered elms, the meadows so carefully
kept, seemed the garden of some great voluptuous prison, and the air was close
with servitude.

James panted for breath. He thought of the vast distances of South Affica,
bush and prairie stretching illimitably, and above, the blue sky, vaster still
There, at least, one could breathe freely, and stretch one's limbs.

"Why did I ever come back?" he cried.

The blood went thrilling through his veins at the mere thought of those days in
which every minute had been intensely worth living. Then, indeed, was no
restraint or pettiness; then men were hard and firm and strong, By comparison,
people in England appeared so pitifully weak, vain, paltry, insignificant. What
were the privations and the hardships beside the sense of mastery, the happy
adventure, and the carelessness of life?

But the grey clouds hung over the valley, pregnant with rain. It gave him a
singular feeling of discomfort to see them laden with water, and yet painfully
holding it up.

'l can't stay in this place," he muttered. "[ shall go mad."

A sudden desire for flight seized him. The clouds sank lower and lower, till he
imagined he must bend his head to avoid them If he could only get away for a
little, he might regain his calm. At least, absence, he thought bitterly, was the
only way to restore the old affection between him and his father.



He went home, and announced that he was going to London.

XVII

After the quiet of Little Primpton, the hurry and the noise of Victoria were a
singular relief to James. Waiting for his luggage, he watched the various
movements of the scene—the trollies pushed along with warning cries, the
porters lifting heavy packages on to the bellied roof of hansoms, the people
running to and fro, the crowd of cabs; and driving out, he was exhilarated by
the confusion in the station yard, and the intense life, half gay, half sordid, of the
Wilton Road. He took a room in Jermyn Street, according to Major Forsyth's
recommendation, and walked to his club. James had been out of London so
long that he came back with the emotions of a stranger; common scenes, the
glitter of shops, the turmoil of the Circus, affected him with pleased surprise,
and with a child's amusement he paused to stare at the advertisements on a
hoarding. He looked forward to seeing old friends, and on his way down
Piccadilly even expected to meet one or two of them sauntering along.

As a matter of form, James asked at his club whether there were any letters
for him

" don't think so, sir," said the porter, but turned to the pigeon-holes and took
out a bundle. He looked them over, and then handed one to James.

"Hulloa, who's this from?"

Suddenly something gripped his heart; he felt the blood rush to his cheeks,
and a cold tremor ran through all his limbs. He recognised the handwriting of



Mrs. Pritchard-Wallace, and there was a penny stamp on the envelope. She
was in England. The letter had been posted in London.

He turned away and walked towards a table that stood near the window of
the hall. A thousand recollections surged across his memory tumultuously; the
paper was scented (how characteristic that was of her, and in what bad taste!);
he saw at once her smile and the look of her eyes. He had a mad desire
passionately to kiss the letter; a load of weariness fell fiom his heart; he felt
nsanely happy, as though angry storm-clouds had been torn asunder, and the
sun in its golden majesty shone calmly upon the earth.... Then, with sudden
impulse, he tore the unopened letter into a dozen pieces and threw them away.
He straightened himself, and walked into the smoking-room

James looked round and saw nobody he knew, quietly took a magazine from
the table, and sat down; but the blood-vessels in his brain throbbed so violently
that he thought something horrible would happen to him He heard the regular,
quick beating, like the implacable hammering of gnomes upon some hidden,
distant anvil.

"She's in London," he repeated.

When had the letter been posted? At least, he might have looked at the mark
on the envelope. Was it a year ago? Was it lately? The letter did not look as
though it had been lying about the club for many months. Had it not still the
odour of those dreadful Parma violets? She must have seen in the paper his
return from Africa, wounded and ill. And what did she say? Did she merely
write a few cold words of congratulation or—more?

It was terrible that after three years the mere sight of her handwriting should
have power to throw him into this state of eager, passionate anguish. He was
seized with the old panic, the terrified perception of his surrender, of his utter
weakness, which made flight the only possible resistance. That was why he had
destroyed the letter unread. When Mrs. Wallace was many thousand miles
away there had been no danger in confessing that he loved her; but now it was



different. What did she say in the letter? Had she in some feminine, mysterious
fashion discovered his secret? Did she ask him to go and see her? James
remembered one of their conversations.

"Oh, I love going to London!" she had cried, opening her ams with the
charming, exotic gesticulation which distinguished her from all other women. "I
enjoy myself awfully."

"What do you do?"

"Everything. And I write to poor Dick three times a week, and tell him all 1
haven't done."

"I can't bear the grass-widow," said James.

"Poor boy, you can't bear anything that's anusing! I never knew anyone with
such an ideal of woman as you have—a gloomy mixture of frumpishness and
angularity."

James did not answer.

"Don't you wish we were in London now?" she went on. "You and I together?
I really believe I should have to take you about. You're as innocent as a babe."

"D'you think s0?" said James, rather hurt.
"Now, if we were in town, on our own, what would you do?"

"Oh, I don't know. I suppose make a little party and dine somewhere, and go
to the Savoy to see the 'Mikado.""

Mrs. Wallace laughed.

"I know. A party of four—yourself and me, and two maiden aunts. And we
should be very prim, and talk about the weather, and go in a growler for
propriety's sake. I know that sort of evening. And after the maiden aunts had



seen me safety home, I should simply howl from boredom. My dear boy, I'm
respectable enough here. When I'm on my own, I want to go on the loose.
Now, I'll tell you what I want to do if ever we are in town together. Will you
promise to do it?"

"If possibly can."

"All right! Well, you shall fetch me in the fastest hansom you can find, and
remember to tell the driver to go as quick as ever he dare. We'll dine alone,
please, at the most expensive restaurant in London! You'll engage a table in the
middle of the room, and you nust see that the people all round us are very
smart and very shady. It always makes me feel so virtuous to look at
disreputable women! Do I shock you?"

"Not more than usual."

"How absurd you are! Then we'll go to the Empire. And after that we'll go
somewhere else, and have supper where the people are still smarter and still
shadier; and then we'll go to Covent Garden Ball. Oh, you don't know how I
long to go on the rampage sometimes! I get so tired of propriety."

"And what will P. W. say to all this?"

"Oh, I'l write and tell him that I spent the evening with some of his poor
relations, and give eight pages of corroborative evidence."

James thought of Pritchard-Wallace, gentlest and best-humoured of men. He
was a great big fellow, with a heavy moustache and kind eyes; always ready to
stand by anyone in difficulties, always ready with comfort or with cheery
advice; whoever wanted help went to him as though it were the most natural
thing in the world. And it was touching to see the dog-like devotion to his wife;
he had such confidence in her that he never noticed her numerous flirtations.
Pritchard-Wallace thought himself rather a dull stick, and he wanted her to
anuse herself. So brilliant a creature could not be expected to find sufficient



entertainment in a quiet man of easy-going habits.

"Go your own way, my girl," he said; "I know you're all right. And so long as
you keep a place for me in the bottom of your heart, you can do whatever you
h’ke. "

"Of course, I don't care two straws for anyone but you, silly old thing!"

And she pulled his moustache and kissed his lips; and he went off on his
business, his heart swelling with gratitude, because Providence had given him
the enduring love of so beautifil and enchanting a little worman.

"P. W. is worth ten of you," Jammes told her indignantly one day, when he had
been witness to some audacious deception.

"Well, he doesn't think so. And that's the chief thing."

James dared not see her. It was obviously best to have destroyed the letter.
After all, it was probably nothing more than a curt, formal congratulation, and
its coldness would nearly have broken his heart. He feared also lest in his
never-ceasing thought he had crystallised his beloved into something quite
different from reality. His imagination was very active, and its constant play
upon those few recollections might easily have added many a false delight. To
meet Mrs. Wallace would only bring perhaps a painful disillusion; and of that
James was terrified, for without this passion which occupied his whole soul he
would be now singularly alone in the world. It was a fantastic, charming figure
that he had made for himself, and he could worship it without danger and
without reproach. Was it not better to preserve his dream from the sullen
irruption of fact? But why would that perfume come perpetually entangling itself
with his memory? It gave the image new substance; and when he closed his
eyes, the woman seemed so near that he could feel against his face the
fragrance of her breath.

He dined alone, and spent the hours that followed in reading. By some chance



he was able to find no one he knew, and he felt rather bored. He went to bed
with a headache, feeling already the dreariness of London without friends.

Next morning James wandered in the Park, fiesh and delightful with the
rthododendrons; but the people he saw hurt him by their almost aggressive
happiness—vivacious, cheerfil, and careless, they were all evidently of opinion
that no reasonable creature could complain with the best of all possible worlds.
The girls that hurried past on ponies, or on bicycles up and down the well-kept
road, gave him an impression of light-heartedness which was fascinating, yet
made his own solitude more intolerable. Their cheeks glowed with healthiness in
the summer air, and their gestures, their laughter, were charmingly animated. He
noticed the smile which a slender Amazon gave to a man who raised his hat,
and read suddenly in their eyes a happy, successful tenderness. Once, galloping
towards him, he saw a woman who resembled Mrs. Wallace, and his heart
stood still. He had an intense longing to behold her just once more, unseen of
her; but he was mistaken. The rider approached and passed, and it was no one
he knew.

Then, tired and sore at heart, James went back to his club. The day passed
monotonously, and the day after he was seized by the peculiar discomfort of the
lonely sojourner in great cities. The thronging, busy crowd added to his
solitariness. When he saw acquaintances address one another in the club, or
walk along the streets in conversation, he could hardly bear his own
friendlessness; the interests of all these people seemed so fixed and
circunnscribed, their lives were already so fill, that they could only look upon a
new-comer with hostility. He would have felt less lonely on a desert island than
in the multitudinous city, surrounded by hurrying strangers. He scarcely knew
how he managed to drag through the day, tired of the eternal smoking-room,
tired of wandering about. The lodgings which Major Forsyth had recommended
were like barracks; a tall, narrow house, in which James had a room at the top,
looking on to a blank wall. They were dreadfully cheerless. And as James
climbed the endless stairs he felt an irritation at the joyous laughter that came



from other roons. Behind those closed, forbidding doors people were happy
and light of heart; only he was alone, and must remain perpetually imprisoned
within himself. He went to the theatre, but here again, half insanely, he felt a
barrier between himself and the rest of the audience. For him the piece offered
no illusions; he could only see painted actors strutting affectedly in unnatural
costumes; the scenery was mere painted cloth, and the dialogue senseless
inanity. With all his might James wished that he were again in Affica, with work
to do and danger to encounter. There the solitude was never lonely, and the
nights were blue and silent, rich with the countless stars.

He had been in London a week. One day, towards evening, while he walked
down Piccadilly, looking aimlessly at the people and asking himself what their
mnmost thoughts could be, he felt a hand on his shoulder, and a cheery voice
called out his name.

"I knew it was you, Parsons! Where the devil have you sprung from?"

He turned round and saw a man he had known in India. Jamie's solitude and
boredom had made him almost effusive.

"By Jove, I am glad to see you!" he said, wringing the fellow's hand. "Come
and have a drink. I've seen no one for days, and I'm dying to have some one to
talk to."

'T think I can manage it. I've got a train to catch at eight; I'm just off to
Scotland."

Jamie's face fell
"I was going to ask you to dine with me."
"'mawfully sorry! I'mafaid I can't."

They talked of one thing and another, till Jamie's fiiend said he must go
immediately; they shook hands.



"Oh, by the way," said the man, suddenly remembering, "I saw a pal of yours
the other day, who's clamouring for you."

"For me?"

James reddened, knowing at once, instinctively, that it could only be one
person.

"D'you remember Mrs. Pritchard-Wallace? She's in London. I saw her at a
party, and she asked me if I knew anything about you. She's staying in Half
Moon Street, at 201. You'd better go and see her. Good-bye! I must simply
bolt."

He left James hurriedly, and did not notice the effect of his few words.... She
still thought of him, she asked for him, she wished him to go to her. The gods in
their mercy had sent him the address; with beating heart and joyful step, James
immediately set out. The throng in his way vanished, and he felt himself walking
along some roadway of ethereal fire, straight to his passionate love—a roadway
miraculously fashioned for his feet, leading only to her. Every thought left him
but that the woman he adored was waiting, waiting, ready to welcome him with
that exquisite smile, with the hands which were like the caresses of Aphrodite,
turned to visible flesh. But he stopped short.

"What's the good?" he cried, bitterly.

Before him the sun was setting like a vision of love, colouring with softness
and with quiet the manifold life of the city. James looked at it, his heart swelling
with sadness; for with it seemed to die his short joy, and the shadows
lengthening were like the sad facts of reality which crept into his soul one by
one silently.

"I won't go," he cried; "l daren't! Oh, God help me, and give me strength!"

He turned into the Green Park, where lovers sat entwined upon the benches,
and in the pleasant warnth the idlers and the weary slept upon the grass. James



sank heavily upon a seat, and gave himself over to his wretchedness.

The night fell, and the lamps upon Piccadilly were lit, and in the increasing
silence the roar of London sounded more intensely. From the darkness, as if it
were the scene of a play, James watched the cabs and 'buses pass rapidly in
the light, the endless procession of people like disembodied souls drifting
aimlessly before the wind. It was a comfort and a relief to sit there unseen,
under cover of the night. He observed the turmoil with a new, disinterested
curiosity, feeling strangely as if he were no longer among the living. He found
himself surprised that they thought it worth while to hurry and to trouble. The
couples on the benches remained in silent ecstasy; and sometimes a dark figure
slouched past, sorrowful and mysterious.

At last James went out, surprised to find it was so late. The theatres had
disgorged their crowds, and Piccadilly was thronged, gay, vivacious, and
mnsouciant. For a moment there was a certain xury about its vice; the harlot
gained the pompousness of a Roman courtesan, and the vulgar debauchee had
for a little while the rich, corrupt decadence of art and splendour.

James turned into Half Moon Street, which now was all deserted and silent,
and walked slowly, with anguish tearing at his heart, towards the house in which
lodged Mrs. Wallace. One window was still lit, and he wondered whether it
was hers; it would have been an exquisite pleasure if he could but have seen her
form pass the drawn blind. Ah, he could not have mistaken it! Presently the light
was put out, and the whole house was in darkness. He waited on, for no reason
—pleased to be near her. He waited half the night, till he was so tired he could
scarcely drag himself home.

In the moming James was ill and tired, and disillusioned; his head ached so
that he could hardly bear the pain, and in all his limbs he felt a strange and
heavy lassitude. He wondered why he had troubled hinself about the woman
who cared nothing—nothing whatever for him He repeated about her the
bitter, scomful things he had said so often. He fancied he had suddenly grown



indifferent.
"I shall go back to Primpton," he said; "London is too horrible."

XVII

The lassitude and the headache explained thenselves, for the day after Jamie's
arrival at Little Primpton he fell ill, and the doctor announced that he had enteric
fever. He explained that it was not uncommon for persons to develop the
disease after their return fiom the Cape. In their distress, the first thought of
Mrs. Parsons and the Colonel was to send for Mary; they knew her to be
quick and resourcefil.

"Dr. Radley says we must have a nurse down. Jamie is never to be left alone,
and I couldn't manage by myself."

Mary hesitated and reddened:

"Oh, T wish Jamie would let me nurse him! You and I could do everything
much better than a strange woman. D'you think he'd mind?"

Mrs. Parsons looked at her doubtfully.

"It's very kind of you, Mary. I'm affaid he's not treated you so as to deserve
that. And it would exhaust you dreadfully."

"I'm very strong; I should like it so much. Won't you ask Jamie? He can only
refuse."

"Very well."



Mrs. Parsons went up to her son, by whom sat the Colonel, looking at him
wistfully. James lay on his back, breathing quickly, dull, listless, and apathetic.
Every now and then his dark dry lips contracted as the unceasing pain of his
head became suddenly almost insufferable.

"Jamie, dear," said Mrs. Parsons, "Dr. Radley says you must have a second
nurse, and we thought of getting one from Tunbridge Wells. Would you mind if
Mary came instead?"

James opened his eyes, bright and unnatural, and the dilated pupils gave them
a strangely piercing expression.

"Does she want to?"

"It would make her very happy."

"Does she know that enteric is horrid to nurse?"

"For your sake she will do everything willingly."

"Then let her." He smiled faintly. "It's an ill wind that blows nobody good.
That's what the curate said."

He had sufficient strength to smile to Mary when she came up, and to stretch
out his hand.

"It's very good of you, Mary."

"Nonsense!" she said, cheerily. ""You nustn't talk. And you must do whatever
I tell you, and let yourself be treated like a little boy."

For days James remained in the same condition, with aching head, his face
livid in its pallor, except for the bright, the terrifying flush of the cheeks; and the
lips were dark with the sickly darkness of death. He lay on his back continually,
apathetic and listless, his eyes closed. Now and again he opened them, and
their vacant brilliancy was almost unearthly. He seemed to see horrible things,



impossible to prevent, staring in front of him with the ghastly intensity of the
blind.

Meanwhile, Mrs. Parsons and Mary nursed him devotedly. Mary was quite
splendid. In her loving quickness she forestalled all Jamie's wants, so that they
were satisfied almost before he had realised them. She was always bright and
good-tempered and fresh; she performed with constant cheerfulness the little
revolting services which the disease necessitates; nothing was too difficult, or
too harassing, or too unpleasant for her to do. She sacrificed herself with
delight, taking upon her shoulders the major part of the work, leaving James
only when Mrs. Parsons forced her to rest. She sat up night after night
unconplainingly,; having sent for her clothes, and, notwithstanding Mrs.
Clibborn's protests, taken up her abode altogether at Primpton House.

Mrs. Clibborn said it was a most improper proceeding; that a trained nurse
would be more capable, and the Parsons could well afford it; and also that it
was indelicate for Mary to force herself upon James when he was too ill to
defend himself.

"I don't know what we should do without you, Mary," said Colonel Parsons,
with tears in his eyes. "If we save him it will be your doing."

"Of course we shall save him! All I ask you is to say nothing of what I've
done. It's been a pleasure to me to serve him, and I don't deserve, and I don't
want, gratitude."

But it became more than doubtful whether it would be possible to save James,
weakened by his wound and by the privations of the campaign. The disease
grew worse. He was constantly delirious, and his prostration extreme. His
cheeks sank in, and he seemed to have lost all power of holding himself
together; he lay low down in the bed, as if he had given up trying to save
himself. His face became dusky, so that it was terrifying to look upon.

The doctor could no longer conceal his anxiety, and at last Mrs. Parsons,



alone with him, insisted upon knowing the truth.

"[s there any chance?"' she asked, tremulously. "I would much rather know the
worst."

"I'mafraid very, very little."

Mrs. Parsons shook hands silently with Dr. Radley and returned to the sick
room, where Mary and the Colonel were sitting at the bedside.

"Well?"

Mrs. Parsons bent her head, and the silent tears rolled down her cheeks. The
others understood only too well

"The Lord's will be done," whispered the father. "Blessed be the name of the
Lord!"

They looked at James with aching hearts. All their bitterness had long gone,
and they loved him again with the old devotion of past time.

"D'you think I was hard on him, dear?" said the Colonel.
Mary took his hand and held it affectionately.

"Don't worry about that," she said. "I'm sure he never felt any bitterness
towards you."

James now was comatose. But sometimes a reflex movement would pass
through him, a sort of quiver, which seemed horribly as though the soul were
parting from his body; and feebly he clutched at the bed-clothes.

"Was it for this that he was saved from war and pestilence?" muttered the
Colonel, hopelessly.

But the Fates love nothing better than to mock the poor little creatures whose



destinies ceaselessly they weave, refusing the wretched heart's desire till long
waiting has made it listless, and giving with both hands only when the gift entails
destruction.... James did not die; the passionate love of those three persons
who watched him day by day and night by night seemed to have exorcised the
might of Death. He grew a little better; his vigorous frame battled for life with all
the force of that unknown mysterious power which cements into existence the
myriad wandering atons. He was listless, indifferent to the issue; but the will to
live fought for him, and he grew better. Quickly he was out of danger.

His father and Mary and Mrs. Parsons looked at one another almost with
surprise, hardly daring to believe that they had saved him They had suffered so
much, all three of them, that they hesitated to trust their good fortune,
superstitiously fearing that if they congratulated thenselves too soon, some
dreadfil thing would happen to plunge back their beloved into deadly danger.
But at last he was able to get up, to sit in the garden, now luxuriant with the ripe
foliage of August; and they felt the load of anxiety gradually lift itself from their
shoulders. They ventured again to laugh, and to talk of little trivial things, and of
the future. They no longer had that panic terror when they looked at him, pale
and weak and emaciated.

Then again the old couple thanked Mary for what she had done; and one day,
in secret, went off to Tunbridge Wells to buy a little present as a proof of their
gratitude. Colonel Parsons suggested a bracelet, but his wife was sure that
Mary would prefer something useful; so they brought back with them a very
elaborate and expensive writing-case, which with a few shy words they
presented to her. Mary, poor thing, was overcome with pleasure.

"It's awfully good of you," she said. "I've done nothing that I wouldn't have
done for any of the cottagers."

"We know it was you who saved him. You—you snatched him from the very
jaws of Death."

Mary paused, and held out her hand.



"Will you promise me one thing?"
"What is it?" asked Colonel Parsons, unwilling to give his word rashly.

"Well, promise that you will never tell James that he owes anything to me. 1
couldn't bear him to think I had forced myself on him so as to have a sort of
claim Please promise me that."

"I should never be able to keep it!" cried the Colonel.

"I think she's right, Richmond. We'll promise, Mary. Besides, James can't help
knowing."

The hopes of the dear people were reviving, and they began to look upon
Jamie's illness, piously, as a blessing of Providence in disguise. While Mrs.
Parsons was about her household work in the moming, the Colonel would
sometimes come in, rubbing his hands gleefully.

"T've been watching them from the kitchen garden," he said.

James lay on a long chair, in a sheltered, shady place, and Mary sat beside
him, reading aloud or knitting.

"Oh, you shouldn't have done that, Richmond," said his wife, with an indulgent
smile, "it's very cruel."

'l couldn't help it, my dear. They're sitting there together just like a pair of
turtle-doves."

"Are they talking or reading?"

"She's reading to him, and he's looking at her. He never takes his eyes off
her."

Mrs. Parsons sighed with a happy sadness.



"God is very good to us, Richmond."

James was surprised to find how happily he could spend his days with Mary.
He was carried into the garden as soon as he got up, and remained there most
of the day. Mary, as ever, was untiring in her devotion, thoughtful, anxious to
obey his smallest whim.... He saw very soon the thoughts which were springing
up again in the minds of his father and mother, intercepting the little significant
glances which passed between them when Mary went away on some errand
and he told her not to be long, when they exchanged gentle chaff, or she
arranged the cushions under his head. The neighbours had asked to visit him,
but this he resolutely declined, and appealed to Mary for protection.

"I'm quite happy alone here with you, and if anyone else comes I swear I'll fall
il again."

And with a little flush of pleasure and a smile, Mary answered that she would
tell them all he was very grateful for their sympathy, but didn't feel strong
enough to see them

"I don't feel a bit gratefil, really," he said.
"Then you ought to."

Her manner was much gentler now that James was ill, and her rigid moral
sense relaxed a little in favour of his weakness. Mary's common sense became
less aggressive, and if she was practical and unimaginative as ever, she was less
affaid than before of giving way to him. She became almost tolerant, allowing
him little petulances and little evasions—petty weaknesses which in complete
health she would have felt it her duty not to compromise with. She treated him
like a child, with whom it was possible to be indulgent without a surrender of
principle; he could still claimto be spoiled and petted, and made nuch of.

And James found that he could look forward with something like satisfaction
to the condition of things which was evolving. He did not doubt that if he



proposed to Mary again, she would accept him, and all their difficulties would
be at an end. After all, why not? He was deeply touched by the loving,
ceaseless care she had taken of himy indeed, no words from his father were
needed to make him realise what she had gone through. She was kindness
itself, tender, considerate, cheerfil; he felt an utter prig to hesitate. And now
that he had got used to her again, James was really very fond of Mary. In his
physical weakness, her strength was peculiarly comforting. He could rely upon
her entirely, and trust her; he admired her rectitude and her truthfulness. She
reminded him of a granite cross standing alone in a desolate Scotch island,
steadfast to wind and weather, unyielding even to time, erect and stern, and yet
somehow pathetic in its solenm loneliness.

Was it a lot of nonsense that he had thought about the immaculacy of the
flesh? The world in general found his theories ridiculous or obscene. The world
might be right. After all, the majority is not necessarily wrong. Jamie's illness
interfered like a blank space between his present self and the old one, with its
strenuous ideals of a purity of body which wulgar persons knew nothing of.
Weak and ill, dependent upon the strength of others, his former opinions
seemed singularly uncertain. How much more easy and comfortable was it to
fall back upon the ideas of all and sundry? One cannot help being a little
conscience-stricken sometimes when one thinks differently from others. That is
why society holds together; conscience is its most efficient policeman. But when
one shares common opinions, the whole authority of civilisation backs one up,
and the reward is an ineffable self-complacency. It is the easiest thing possible
to wallow in the prejudices of all the world, and the most eminently satisfactory.
For nineteen hundred years we have learnt that the body is shameful, a pitfall
and a snare to the soul. It is to be hoped we have one, for our bodies, since we
began worrying about our souls, leave much to be desired. The common idea is
that the flesh is beastly, the spirit divine; and it sounds reasonable enough. If it
means little, one need not care, for the world has tumned eternally to one
senseless formula after another. All one can be sure about is that in the things of
this world there is no absolute certainty.



James, in his prostration, felt only indifference; and his old strenuousness, with
its tragic despair, seemed not a little ridiculous. His eagermess to keep clean
from what he thought prostitution was melodramatic and silly, his idea of purity
mere foolishness. If the body was excrement, as from his youth he had been
taught, what could it matter how one used it! Did anything matter, when a few
years would see the flesh he had thought divine corrupt and wormr-eaten?
James was willing now to float along the stream, sociably, with his fellows, and
had no doubt that he would soon find a set of high-sounding phrases to justify
his degradation. What importance could his actions have, who was an obscure
unit in an ephemeral race? It was much better to cease troubling, and let things
cone as they would. People were obviously right when they said that Mary
nust be an excellent helpmate. How often had he not told hinself that she
would be all that a wife should—kind, helpful, trustworthy. Was it not enough?

And his marriage would give such pleasure to his father and mother, such
happiness to Mary. If he could make a little return for all her goodness, was he
not bound to do so? He smiled with bitter scom at his dead, lofty ideals. The
workaday world was not fit for them; it was much safer and easier to conform
oneself'to its terrestrial standard. And the amusing part of it was that these new
opinions which seemed to him a falling away, to others meant precisely the
reverse. They thought it purer and more ethereal that a man should marry
because a woman would be a housekeeper of good character than because the
divine instincts of Nature irresistibly propelled him

James shrugged his shoulders, and turned to look at Mary, who was coming
towards him with letters in her hand.

"Three letters for you, Jamie!"

"Whomare they from?"

"Look." She handed him one.

"That's a bill, I bet," he said. "Open it and see."



She opened and read out an account for boots.
"Throw it away."

Mary opened her eyes.

"It must be paid, Jamie."

"Of course it must; but not for a long time yet. Let him send it in a few times
more. Now the next one."

He looked at the envelope, and did not recognise the handwriting,
"You can open that, too."

It was from the Larchers, repeating their invitation to go and see them
"I wonder if they're still worrying about the death of their boy?"

"Oh, well, it's six months ago, isn't it?" replied Mary.

"I suppose in that time one gets over most griefs. I must go over some day.
Now the third."

He reddened slightly, recognising again the handwriting of Mrs. Wallace. But
this time it affected him very little; he was too weak to care, and he felt almost
indifferent.

"Shall I open it?" said Mary.
James hesitated.

"No," he said; "tear it up." And then in reply to her astonishment, he added,
smiling; "It's all right, I'm not oft my head. Tear it up, and don't ask questions,
there's a dear!"

"Of course, I'll tear it up if you want me to," said Mary, looking rather



perplexed.
"Now, go to the hedge and throw the pieces in the field."
She did so, and sat down again.
"Shall I read to you?"

"No, I'msick of the 'Antiquary.' Why the goodness they can't talk English like
rational human beings, Heaven only knows!"

"Well, we must finish it now we've begun."
"D'you think something dreadful will happen to us if we don't?"

"If one begins a book I think one should finish it, however dull it is. One is
sure to get some good out of it."

"My dear, you're a perfect monster of conscientiousness."
"Well, if you don't want me to read, I shall go on with my knitting."
"I don't want you to knit either. I want you to talk to me."

Mary looked almost charming in the subdued light of the sun as it broke
through the leaves, giving a softness of expression and a richness of colour that
James had never seen in her before. And the summer frock she wore made her
more girlish and irresponsible than usual.

"You've been very, very good to me all this time, Mary," said James,
suddenly.

Mary flushed. "I?"
"I can never thank you enough."

"Nonsense! Your father has been telling you a lot of rubbish, and he promised
he wouldn't."



"No, he's said nothing, Did you make him promise? That was very nice, and
just like you."

"I was afraid he'd say more than he ought.”

"D'you think I haven't been able to see for myself? I owe my life to you."
"You owe it to God, Jamie."

He smiled, and took her hand.

"I'm very, very grateful!"

"It's been a pleasure to nurse you, Jamie. I never knew you'd make such a
good patient."

"And for all you've done, I've made you wretched and miserable. Can you
ever forgive me?"

"There's nothing to forgive, dear. You know I always think of you as a
brother."

"Ah, that's what you told the curate!" cried James, laughing,

Mary reddened.

"How d'you know?"

"He told Mrs. Jackson, and she told father."

"You're not angry with me?"

"T think you might have made it second cousin," said James, with a smile.
Mary did not answer, but tried to withdraw her hand. He held it fast.

"Mary, I've treated you vilely. If you don't hate me, it's only because you're a



perfect angel."
Mary looked down, blushing deep red.
"I can never hate you," she whispered.

"Oh, Mary, can you forgive me? Can you forget? It sounds almost impertinent
to ask you again—Will you marry me, Mary?"

She withdrew her hand.

"It's very kind of you, Jamie. You're only asking me out of gratitude, because
I've helped a little to look after you. But I want no gratitude; it was all pleasure.
And I'monly too glad that you're getting well."

"I'm perfectly in earnest, Mary. I wouldn't ask you merely from gratitude. 1
know I have humiliated you dreadfully, and I have done my best to kill the love
you had for me. But I really honestly love you now—with all my heart. If you
still care for me a little, I beseech you not to dismiss me."

"IfT still care for you!" cried Mary, hoarsely. "Oh, my God!"
"Mary, forgive me! I want you to marry me."

She looked at him distractedly, the fire burning through her heart. He took
both her hands and drew her towards him

"Mary, say yes."

She sank helplessly to her knees beside him

"It would make me very happy," she murmured, with touching humility.

Then he bent forward and kissed her tenderly.

"Let's go and tell them," he said. "They'll be so pleased."

Mary, smiling and joyful, helped him to his feet, and supporting him as best



she could, they went towards the house.

Colonel Parsons was sitting in the dining-room, twirling his old Panama in a
great state of excitement; he had interrupted his wife at her accounts, and she
was looking at him good-humouredly over her spectacles.

"I'm sure something's happening,” he said. "I went out to take Jamie his beef-
tea, and he was holding Mary's hand. I coughed as loud as I could, but they
took no notice at all. So I thought I'd better not disturb them."

"Here they come," said Mrs. Parsons.
"Mother," said James, "Mary has something to tell you."

"I haven't anything of the sort!" cried Mary, blushing and laughing. "Jamie has
something to tell you."

"Well, the fact is, I've asked Mary to marry me and she's said she would."

XIX

James was vastly relieved. His people's obvious delight, Mary's quiet
happiness, were very grateful to him, and if he laughed at himself a little for
feeling so virtuous, he could not help thoroughly enjoying the pleasure he had
given. He was willing to acknowledge now that his conscience had been uneasy
after the rupture of his engagement: although he had assured hinself so
vehemently that reason was upon his side, the common disapproval, and the
influence of all his bringing-up, had affected him in his own despite.

"When shall we get married, Mary?" he asked, when the four of them were



sitting together in the garden.
"Quickly!" cried Colonel Parsons.
"Well, shall we say in a month, or six weeks?"

"D'you think you'll be strong enough?"' replied Mary, looking affectionately at
him And then, blushing a little: "I can get ready very soon."

The night before, she had gone home and taken out the trousseau which with
tears had been put away. She smoothed out the things, unfolded them, and
carefully folded them up. Never in her life had she possessed such dainty linen.
Mary cried a while with pleasure to think that she could begin again to collect
her little store. No one knew what agony it had been to write to the shops at
Tunbridge Wells countermanding her orders, and now she looked forward with
quiet delight to buying all that remained to get.

Finally, it was decided that the wedding should take place at the beginning of
October. Mrs. Parsons wrote to her brother, who answered that he had
expected the event all along, being certain that his conversation with James
would eventually bear fruit. He was happy to be able to congratulate hinself on
the issue of his diplomacy; it was wonderfil how easily all difficulties were
settled, if one took them from the point of view of a man of the world. Mrs.
Jackson likewise flattered herself that the renewed engagement was due to her
intervention.

"I saw he was paying attention to what I said," she told her husband. "I knew
all he wanted was a good, straight talking to."

"I amsorry for poor Dryland," said the Vicar.

"Yes, I think we ought to do our best to console him Don't you think he might
go away for a month, Archibald?"

Mr. Dryland came to tea, and the Vicar's wife surrounded him with little



attentions. She put an extra lump of sugar in his tea, and cut him even a larger
piece of seed-cake than usual.

"Of course you've heard, Mr. Dryland?" she said, solenmly.

"Are you referring to Miss Clibborn's engagement to Captain Parsons?" he
asked, with a gloomy face. "Bad news travels fast."

"You have all our sympathies. We did everything we could for you."

'l can't deny that it's a great blow to me. I confess I thought that time and
patience on my part might induce Miss Clibborn to change her mind. But if
she's happy, I cannot complain. I must bear my misfortune with resignation."

"But will she be happy?" asked Mrs. Jackson, with foreboding in her voice.

"I sincerely hope so. Anyhow, I think it my duty to go to Captain Parsons and
offer him my congratulations."

"Will you do that, Mr. Dryland?" cried Mrs. Jackson. "That is noble of you!"

"If you'd like to take your holiday now, Dryland," said the Vicar, "I daresay
we can manage it."

"Oh, no, thanks; I'm not the man to desert from the field of battle."
Mrs. Jackson sighed.

"Things never come right in this world. That's what I always say; the clergy are
continually doing deeds of heroism which the world never hears anything
about."

The curate went to Primpton House and inquired whether he might see
Captain Parsons.

"'l go and ask if he's well enough," answered the Colonel, with his admirable
respect for the cloth.



"Do you think he wants to talk to me about my soul?" asked James, smiling.
"I don't know; but I think you'd better see him."
"Very well."

Mr. Dryland came forward and shook hands with James in an ecclesiastical
and suave manner, trying to be dignified, as behoved a rejected lover in the
presence of his rival, and at the same time cordial, as befitted a Christian who
could bear no malice.

"Captain Parsons, you will not be unaware that I asked Miss Clibborn to be
my wife?"

"The fact was fairly generally known in the village," replied James, trying to
restrain a smile.

Mr. Dryland blushed.

"I was annoyed at the publicity which the circumstance obtained. The worst of
these little places is that people will talk."

"It was a very noble deed," said James gravely, repeating the common
opinion.

"Not at all" answered the curate, with characteristic modesty. "But since it
was not to be, since Miss Clibborn's choice has fallen on you, I think it my duty
to inform you of my hearty goodwill. I wish, in short, to offer you again my
sincerest congratulations."

"I'msure that's very kind of you."

Two days, later Mrs. Jackson called on a similar errand.
She tripped up to James and frankly held out her hand, neatly encased as ever



in a shining black kid glove.

"Captain Parsons, let us shake hands, and let bygones be bygones. You have
taken my advice, and if; in the heat of the moment, we both said things which
we regret, after all, we're only human."

"Surely, Mrs. Jackson, I was moderation itself>—even when you told me I
should infallibly go to Hell."

"You were extremely irritating," said the Vicar's lady, smiling, "but I forgive
you. After all, you paid more attention to what I said than I expected you
would."

"It must be very satisfactory for you to think that."

"You know I have no ill-feeling towards you at all. I gave you a piece of my
mind because I thought it was my duty. If you think I stepped over the limits of
—moderation, I am willing and ready to apologise."

"What a funny woman you are!" said James, looking at her with a good-
humoured, but rather astonished smile.

"I'm sure I don't know what makes you think so," she answered, bridling a
little.

"It never occurred to me that you honestly thought you were acting rightly
when you came and gave me a piece of your mind, as you call it. I thought your
motives were simply malicious and uncharitable."

"I have a very high ideal of my duties as a clergyman's wife."
"The human animal is very odd."

"I don't look upon myself as an animal, Captain Parsons."
James smiled.



"I wonder why we all torture ourselves so unnecessarily. It really seens as if
the chief use we made of our reason was to inflict as much pain upon ourselves
and upon one another as we possibly could."

"I'msure I don't know what you mean, Captain Parsons."

"When you do anything, are you ever tormented by a doubt whether you are
doing right or wrong?"

"Never," she answered, firmly. "There is always a right way and a wrong way,
and, I'm thankful to say, God has given me sufficient intelligence to know which
is which; and obviously I choose the right way."

"What a comfortable idea! I can never help thinking that every right way is
partly wrong, and every wrong way partly right. There's always so much to be
said on both sides; to me it's very hard to know which is which."

"Only a very weak man could think like that."

"Possibly! I have long since ceased to flatter myself on my strength of mind. 1
find it is chiefly a characteristic of unintelligent persons."

It was Mary's way to take herself seriously. It flattered her to think that she
was not blind to Jamie's faults; she loved him none the less on their account, but
determined to correct them. He had an unusual way of looking at things, and an
occasional flippancy in his conversation, both of which she hoped in time to
eradicate. With patience, gentleness, and dignity a woman can do a great deal
with a man.

One of Mary's fiends had a husband with a bad habit of swearing, which was
cured in a very simple manner. Whenever he swore, his wife swore too. For
nstance, he would say: '"That's a damned bad job;" and his wife answered,
smiling: "Yes, damned bad." He was rather surprised, but quickly ceased to
employ objectionable words. Story does not relate whether he also got out of



the habit of loving his wife; but that, doubtless, is a minor detail. Mary always
looked upon her fiiend as a pattern.

"James is not really cynical," she told herself. "He says things, not because he
means them, but because he likes to startle people."”

It was inconceivable that James should not think on all subjects as she had
been brought up to do, and the least originality struck her naturally as a sort of
pose. But on account of his illness Mary allowed him a certain latitude, and
when he said anything she did not approve of, instead of arguing the point,
nerely smiled indulgently and changed the subject. There was plenty of time
before her, and when James became her husband she would have abundant
opportunity of raising him to that exalted level upon which she was so
comfortably settled. The influence of a simple Christian woman could not fail to
have effect; at bottom James was as good as gold, and she was clever enough
to guide him insensibly along the right path.

James, perceiving this, scarcely knew whether to be incensed or amused.
Sometimes he could see the humour in Mary's ingenuous conceit, and in the
dogmatic assurance with which she uttered the most astounding opinions; but at
others, when she waved aside superciliously a remark that did not square with
her prejudices, or complacently denied a statement because she had never
heard it before, he was irritated beyond all endurance. And it was nothing very
outrageous he said, but merely some commonplace of science which all the
world had accepted for twenty years. Mary, however, entrenched herself
behind the impenetrable rock of her self-sufficiency.

"'mnot clever enough to argue with you," she said; "but I know I'm right; and
I'm quite satisfied."

Generally she merely smiled.

"What nonsense you talk, Jamie! You don't really believe what you say."



"But, my dear Mary, it's a solemn fact. There's no possibility of doubting it.
It's a truism."

Then with admirable self-command, remembering that James was still an
nvalid, she would pat his hand and say:

"Well, it doesn't matter. Of course, you're much cleverer than I am. It must be
almost time for your beef-tea."

James sank back, baffled. Mary's ignorance was an impenetrable cuirass; she
would not try to understand, she could not even realise that she might possibly
be mistaken. Quite seriously she thought that what she ignored could be hardly
worth knowing. People talk of the advance of education; there may be a little
among the lower classes, but it is inconceivable that the English gentry can ever
have been more illiterate than they are now. Throughout the country, in the
comfortable villa or in the stately mansion, you will find as much prejudice and
superstition in the drawing-room as in the kitchen; and you will find the masters
less receptive of new ideas than their servants; and into the bargain,
presumptuously satisfied with their own nescience.

James saw that the only way to deal with Mary and with his people was to
give in to all their prejudices. He let them talk, and held his tongue. He shut
himself off from them recognising that there was, and could be, no bond
between them They were strangers to himy; their ways of looking at every detail
of lift were different from his; they had not an interest, not a thought, in
common.... The preparations for the marriage went on.

Orne day Mary decided that it was her duty to speak with James about his
religion. Some of his remarks had made her a little uneasy, and he was quite
strong enough now to be seriously dealt with.

"Tell me, Jamie," she said, in reply to an observation which she was pleased to
consider flippant, "you do believe in God, don't you?"



But James had learnt his lesson well.

"My dear, that seens to me a private affair of my own."
"Are you ashamed to say?" she asked, gravely.

"No; but I don't see the advantage of discussing the matter."

"I think you ought to tell me as I'm going to be your wife. I shouldn't like you
to be an atheist."

"Atheism is exploded, Mary. Only very ignorant persons are certain of what
they cannot possibly know."

"Then I don't see why you should be affaid to tell me."

"I'm not; only I think you have no right to ask. We both think that in marriage
each should leave the other perfect freedom. I used to imagine the ideal was
that married folk should not have a thought, nor an idea apart; but that is all rot.
The best thing is evidently for each to go his own way, and respect the privacy
of the other. Complete trust entails complete liberty."

"I think that is certainly the noblest way of looking at marriage."

n

"You may be quite sure I shall not intrude upon your privacy, Mary.
"I'msorry I asked you any question. I suppose it's no business of mine."

James returned to his book; he had fallen into the habit again of reading
incessantly, finding therein his only release from the daily affairs of life; but when
Mary left him, he let his novel drop and began to think. He was bitterly amused
at what he had said. The parrot words which he had so often heard on Mary's
lips sounded strangely on his own. He understood now why the view of
matrimony had become prevalent that it was an institution in which two casual
persons lived together, for the support of one and the material comfort of the
other. Without love it was the most natural thing that husband and wife should



seek all manner of protection from each other; with love none was needed. It
harmonised well with the paradox that a marriage of passion was rather
indecent, while lukewarm affection and paltry motives of convenience were
elevating and noble.

Poor Mary! James knew that she loved him with all her soul, such as it was (a
delicate conscience and a collection of principles are not enough to make a
great lover), and again he acknowledged to himself that he could give her only
fiiendship. It had been but an ephemeral tenderness which drew him to her for
the second time, due to weakness of body and to gratitude. If he ever thought it
was love, he knew by now that he had been mistaken. Still, what did it matter?
He supposed they would get along very well—as well as most people; better
even than if they adored one another; for passion is not conducive to an even
life. Fortunately she was cold and reserved, little given to demonstrative
affection; she made few demands upon him, and occupied with her work in the
parish and the collection of her trousseau, was content that he should remain
with his books.

The day fixed upon for the marriage came nearer.

But at last James was seized with a wild revolt. His father was sitting by him

"Mary's wedding-dress is nearly ready," he said, suddenty.

"So soon?" cried James, his heart sinking,

"She's affaid that something may happen at the last moment, and it won't be
finished in time."

"What could happen?"'

"Oh, I mean something at the dressmaker’s!"

"Is that all? I imagine there's little danger."

There was a pause, broken again by the Colonel.



'"I'mso glad you're going to be happily married, Jamie."
His son did not answer.

"But man is never satisfied. I used to think that when I got you spliced, 1
should have nothing else to wish for; but now I'm beginning to want little
grandsons to rock upon my knees."

Jamie's face grew dark.
"We should never be able to afford children."

"But they come if one wants them or not, and I shall be able to increase your
allowance a little, you know. I don't want you to go short of anything."

James said nothing, but he thought: "If I had children by her, I should hate
them" And then with sudden dismay, losing all the artificial indifference of the
last week, he rebelled passionately against his fate. "Oh, I hate and loathe her!"

He felt he could no longer continue the pretence he had been making—for it
was all pretence. The effort to be loving and affectionate was torture, so that all
his nerves seemed to vibrate with exasperation. Sometimes he had to clench his
hands in order to keep himself under restraint. He was acting all the time. James
asked himself what madness blinded Mary that she did not see? He
remembered how easily speech had come in the old days when they were boy
and girl together; they could pass hours side by side, without a thought of time,
talking of little insignificant things, silent often, and always happy. But now he
racked his brain for topics of conversation, and the slightest pause seemed
irksome and unnatural. He was sometimes bored to death, savagely, cruelly; so
that he was obliged to leave Mary for fear that he would say bitter and horrible
things. Without his books he would have gone mad. She nust be blind not to
see. Then he thought of their married life. How long would it last? The years
stretched themselves out endlessly, passing one after another in dreary
monotony. Could they possibly be happy? Sooner or later Mary would learn



how little he cared for her, and what agony must she suffer then! But it was
inevitable. Now, whatever happened, he could not draw back; it was too late
for explanations. Would love come? He felt it impossible; he felt, rather, that the
physical repulsion which vainly he tried to crush would increase till he abhorred
the very sight of his wife.

Passionately he cried out against Fate because he had escaped death so often.
The gods played with him as a cat plays with a mouse. He had been through
dangers innumerable; twice he had lain on the very threshold of eternal night,
and twice he had been snatched back. Far rather would he have died the
soldier's death, gallantly, than live on to this humiliation and despair. A fiiendly
bullet could have saved him many difficulties and much unhappiness. And why
had he recovered from the fever? What an irony it was that Mary should claim
gratitude for doing him the greatest possible disservice!

"I can't help it," he cried; "I loathe her!"

The strain upon him was becoming intolerable. James felt that he could not
much longer conceal the anguish which was destroying him. But what was to be
done? Nothing! Nothing! Nothing!

James held his head in his hands, cursing his pitiful weakness. Why did he not
realise, in his convalescence, that it was but a passing emotion which endeared
Mary to him? He had been so anxious to love her, so eager to give happiness
to all concerned, that he had welcomed the least sign of aftection; but he knew
what love was, and there could be no excuse. He should have had the courage
to resist his gratitude.

"Why should I sacrifice myself?" he cried. "My life is as valuable as theirs.
Why should it be always I from whom sacrifice is demanded?"

But it was no use rebelling. Mary's claims were too strong, and if he lived he
nust satisfy them Yet some respite he could not do without; away from
Primpton he might regain his calm. James hated London, but even that would



be better than the horrible oppression, the constraint he was forced to put upon
himself.

He walked up and down the garden for a few minutes to calm down, and
went in to his mother. He spoke as naturally as he could.

"Father tells me that Mary's wedding-dress is nearly ready."

"Yes; it's a little early. But it's well to be on the safe side."

"It's just occurred to me that I can hardly be married in rags. I think I had
better go up to town for a few days to get some things."

"Must you do that?"
'T think so. And there's a lot T want to do."

"Oh, well, I daresay Mary won't mind, if you don't stay too long. But you
nust take care not to tire yourself"

XX

On his second visit to London, James was more fortunate, for immediately he
got inside his club he found an old friend, a man named Barker, late adjutant of
his regiment. Barker had a great deal to tell James of mutual acquaintance, and
the pair dined together, going afterwards to a nusic-hall. James felt in better
spirits than for some time past, and his good humour carried him well into the
following day. In the afternoon, while he was reading a paper, Barker came up
to him



"I say, old chap," he said, "I quite forgot to tell you yesterday. You remember
Mrs. Wallace, don't you—Pritchard, of that ilk? She's in town, and in a passion
with you. She says she's written to you twice, and you've taken no notice."

"Really? I thought nobody was in town now."

"She is; 1 forget why. She told me a long story, but I didn't listen, as I knew it
would be mostly fibs. She's probably up to some mischief. Let's go round to
her place and have tea, shall we?"

'l hardly think I can," replied James, reddening. "I've got an engagement at
ﬁ)w."

"Rot—come on! She's just as stunning as ever. By Gad, you should have seen
her in her weeds!"

"In her weeds! What the devil do you mean?"

"Didn't you know? P. W. was bowled over at the beginning of the war—after
Colenso, I think."

"By God!—I didn't know. I never saw!"

"Oh, well, I didn't know till I came home.... Let's stroll along, shall we? She's
looking out for number two; but she wants money, so there's no danger for us!"

James rose mechanically, and putting on his hat, accompanied Barker, all
unwitting of the thunder-blow that his words had been.... Mrs. Wallace was at
home. James went upstairs, forgetting everything but that the woman he loved
was free—free! His heart beat so that he could scarcely breathe; he was afraid
of betraying his agitation, and had to make a deliberate effort to contain hinmself

Mrs. Wallace gave a little cry of surprise on seeing James.... She had not
changed. The black gown she wore, fashionable, but slightly fantastic, set oft
the dazzling olive clearness of her skin and the rich colour of her hair. James
turned pale with the passion that consumed him; he could hardly speak.



"You wretch!" she cried, her eyes sparkling, '"T've written to you twice—once
to congratulate you, and then to ask you to come and see me—and you took
not the least notice."

"Barker has just told me you wrote. I amso sorry."
"Oh, well, I thought you might not receive the letters. I'll forgive you."

She wore Indian anklets on her wrists and a barbaric chain about her neck, so
that even in the London lodging-house she preserved a mysterious Oriental
charm. In her movements there was a sinuous feline grace which was delightful,
and yet rather terrifying. One fancied that she was not quite human, but some
cruel animal turned into the likeness of a woman. Vague stories floated through
the mind of Lamia, and the unhappy end of her lovers.

The three of them began to talk, chattering of the old days in India, of the war.
Mrs. Wallace bemoaned her fate in having to stay in town when all smart
people had left. Barker told stories. James did not know how he joined in the
flippant conversation; he wondered at his self-command in saying insignificant
things, in laughing heartily, when his whole soul was in a turmoil. At length the
adjutant went away, and James was left alone with Mrs. Wallace.

"D'you wish me to go?" he asked. "You can turn me out if you do."

"Oh, I should—without hesitation," she retorted, laughing; "but I'm bored to
death, and I want you to amuse me."

Strangely enough, James felt that the long absence had created no barrier
between them Thinking of Mrs. Wallace incessantly, sometimes against his will,
sometimes with a fierce delight, holding with her imaginary conversations, he
felt, on the contrary, that he knew her far more intimately than he had ever
done. There seemed to be a link between them, as though something had
passed which prevented them from ever again becoming strangers. James felt
he had her confidence, and he was able to talk frankly as before, in his timidity,



he had never ventured. He treated her with the loving friendliness with which he
had been used to treat the imaginary creature of his drears.

"You haven't changed a bit," he said, looking at her.

"Did you expect me to be haggard and wrinkled? I never let myself grow old.
One only needs strength of mind to keep young indefinitely."

"I'm surprised, because you're so exactly as I've thought of you."
"Have you thought of me often?"

The fire flashed to Jamie's eyes, and it was on his lips to break out
passionately, telling her how he had lived constantly with her recollection, how
she had been meat and drink to him, life, and breath, and soul; but he restrained
himself.

"Sometimes," he answered, smiling,

Mrs. Wallace smiled, too.

"I seemto remember that you vowed once to think of me always."

"One vows all sorts of things." He hoped she could not hear the trembling in
his voice.

"You're very cool, friend Jim—and much less shy than you used to be. You
were a perfect monster of bashfilness, and your conscience was a most
alarming animal. It used to fighten me out of my wits; I hope you keep it now
under lock and key, like the beasts in the Zoo."

James was telling himself that it was folly to remain, that he nust go at once
and never return. The recollection of Mary came back to him, in the straw hat
and the soiled serge dress, sitting in the dining-room with his father and mother;
she had brought her knitting so as not to waste a minute; and while they talked
of him, her needles clicked rapidly to and fro. Mrs. Wallace was lying in a long



chair, coiled up in a serpentine, characteristic attitude; every movement wafted
to him the oppressive perfime she wore; the smile on her lips, the caress of her
eyes, were maddening. He loved her more even than he had imagined; his love
was a fury, blind and destroying. He repeated to himself that he must fly, but the
heaviness in his limbs chained him to her side; he had no will, no strength; he
was a reed, bending to every word she spoke and to every look. Her
fascination was not human, the calm, voluptuous look of her eyes was too cruel;
and she was poised like a serpent about to spring.

At last, however, James was obliged to take his leave.
'T've stayed an unconscionable time."
"Have you? I've not noticed it."

Did she care for him? He took her hand to say good-bye, and the pressure
sent the blood racing through his veins. He remembered vividly the passionate
embrace of their last farewell He thought then that he should never see her
again, and it was Fate which had carried him to her feet. Oh, how he longed
now to take her in his arms and to cover her soft mouth with his kisses!

"What are you doing this evening?" she said.

"Nothing"

"Would you like to take me to the Carlton? You remember you promised."
"Oh, that is good of you! Of course I should like it!"

At last he could not hide the fire in his heart, and the simple words were said
so vehemently that Mrs. Wallace looked up in surprise. She withdrew the hand
which he was still holding.

"Very well. You may fetch me at a quarter to eight."



After taking Mrs. Wallace home, James paced the streets for an hour in a
turmoil of wild excitement. They had dined at the Carlton expensively, as was
her wish, and then, driving to the Empire, James had taken a box. Through the
evening he had scarcely known how to maintain his calm how to prevent
himself fiom telling her all that was in his heart. After the misery he had gone
through, he snatched at happiness with eager grasp, determined to enjoy to the
full every single moment of it. He threw all scruples to the wind. He was sick
and tired of holding himself in; he had checked himself too long, and now, at all
hazards, must let himself go. Bridle and curb now were of no avail. He neither
could nor would suppress his passion, though it devoured him like a raging fire.
He thought his conscientiousness absurd. Why could he not, like other men,
take the brief joy of lift? Why could he not gather the roses without caring
whether they would quickly fade? "Let me eat, drink, and be merry," he cried,
"for to-morrow I die!"

It was Wednesday, and on the Saturday he had promised to return to Little
Primpton. But he put aside all thought of that, except as an incentive to make
the most of his time. He had wrestled with temptation and been overcome, and
he gloried in his defeat. He would make no further effort to stifle his love. His
strength had finally deserted him, and he had no will to protect himself, he
would give himself over entirely to his passion, and the future might bring what it
would.

'"'ma fool to torment myself!" he cried. "After all, what does anything matter
but love?"

Mrs. Wallace was engaged for the afternoon of the next day, but she had
nvited himto dine with her.

"They feed you abominably at my place," she said, "but I'll do my best. And
we shall be able to talk."

Until then he would not live; and all sorts of wild, mad thoughts ran through his
head.



"[s there a greater fool on earth than the virtuous prig?"" he muttered, savagely.

He could not sleep, but tossed from side to side, thinking ever of the soft
hands and the red lips that he so ardently wished to kiss. In the moming he sent
to Half Moon Street a huge basket of flowers.

"It was good of you," said Mrs. Wallace, when he arrived, pointing to the
roses scattered through the room. She wore three in her hatr, trailing behind one
ear in an exotic, charming fashion.

"It's only you who could think of wearing them like that."

"Do they make me look very barbaric?" She was flattered by the admiration in
his eyes. ""You certainly have improved since I saw you last."

"Now, shall we stay here or go somewhere?" she asked after dinner, when
they were smoking cigarettes.

"Let us stay here."

Mrs. Wallace began talking the old nonsense which, in days past, had
delighted James; it enchanted him to hear her say, in the tone of voice he knew
so well, just those things which he had a thousand times repeated to hinself. He
looked at her with a happy smile, his eyes fixed upon her, taking in every
movement.

"I don't believe you're listening to a word I'm saying!" she cried at last. "Why
don't you answer?"

"Go on. I like to see you talk. It's long since I've had the chance."
"You spoke yesterday as though you hadn't missed me nuch."
'l didn't mean it. You knew I didn't mean it."



She smiled mockingly.

"I thought it doubtful. If it had been true, you could hardly have said anything
so impolite."

"T've thought of you always. That's why I feel I know you so much better now.
I don't change. What I felt once, I feel always."

"I wonder what you mean by that?"

"I mean that I love you as passionately as when last I saw you. Oh, I love you
ten times more!"

"And the girl with the bun and the strenuous look? You were engaged when I
knew you last."

James was silent for a moment.

"I'm going to be married to her on the 10th of October," he said finally, in an
expressionless voice.

"You don't say that as if you were wildly enthusiastic."
"Why did you remind me?" cried James. "l was so happy. Oh, I hate her!"
"Then why on earth are you marrying her?"

"I can't help it; I must. You've brought it all back. How could you be so cruel!
When I came back from the Cape, I broke the engagement off: I made her
utterly miserable, and I took all the pleasure out of my poor father's life. I knew
I'd done right; I knew that unless I loved her it was madness to marry; I felt
even that it was unclean. Oh, you don't know how I've argued it all out with
myself time affer time! I was anxious to do right, and I felt such a cad. I can't
escape from my bringing-up. You can't imagine what are the chains that bind us
in England. We're wrapped from our infancy in the swaddling-clothes of
prejudice, ignorance, and false ideas; and when we grow up, though we know



they're all absurd and horrible, we can't escape from then they've become part
of our very flesh. Then I grew il nearly died; and Mary nursed me
devotedly. I don't know what came over me, I felt so ill and weak. I was
gratefil to her. The old self seized me again, and 1 was ashamed of what I'd
done. I wanted to make them all happy. I asked her again to marry me, and she
said she would. I thought I could love her, but I can't—I can't, God help me!"

Jamie's passion was growing uncontrollable. He walked up and down the
room, and then threw hinself heavily on a chair.

"Oh, I know it was weakness! I used to pride myself on my strength of mind,
but I'm weak. I'm weaker than a woman. I'm a poor reed—vacillating,
uncertain, purposeless. I don't know my own mind. I haven't the courage to act
according to my convictions. I'm affaid to give pain. They all think I'm brave,
but I'msinply a pitiful coward...."

'T feel that Mary has entrapped me, and I hate her. I know she has good
qualities—heaps of them—but I can't see them. I only know that the mere
touch of her hand curdles my blood. She excites absolute physical repulsion in
me; | can't help it. I know it's madness to marry her, but I can't do anything
else. I daren't inflict a second time the humiliation and misery upon her, or the
unhappiness upon my people."

Mrs. Wallace now was serious.
"And do you really care for anyone else?"
He turned savagely upon her.

"You know I do. You know I love you with all my heart and soul. You know
I've loved you passionately from the first day I saw you. Didn't you feel, even
when we were separated, that my love was inextinguishable? Didn't you feel it
always with you? Oh, my dear, my dear, you nust have known that death was
too weak to touch my love! I tried to crush it, because neither you nor I was



free. Your husband was my friend. I couldn't do anything blackguardly. I ran
away flom you. What a fool you must have thought me! And now I know that
at last we were both free, I might have made you love me. I had my chance of
happiness at last; what I'd longed for, cursing myself for treachery, had come to
pass. But I never knew. In my weakness I surrendered my freedom. O God!
what shall T do?"

He hid his face in his hands and groaned with agony. Mrs. Wallace was silent
for a while.

"I don't know if it will be any consolation for you," she said at last; "you're
sure to know sooner or later, and I may as well tell you now. I'm engaged to be
married."

"What!" cried James, springing up. "It's not true; it's not true!"
"Why not? Of course it's true!"
"You can't—oh, my dearest, be kind to me!"

"Don't be silly, there's a good boy! You're going to be married yourself in a
month, and you really can't expect me to remain single because you fancy you
care for me. I shouldn't have told you, only I thought it would make things
easier for you."

"You never cared two straws for me! I knew that. You needn't throw it in my
face."

"After all, I was a married woman."

"I wonder how much you minded when you heard your husband was lying
dead on the veldt?"

"My dear boy, he wasn't; he died of fever at Durban—quite comfortably, in a
bed."



"Were you sorry?"
"Of course I was! He was extremely satisfactory—and not at all exacting."

James did not know why he asked the questions; they came to his lips
unbidden. He was sick at heart, angry, contemptuous.

"I'm going to marry a Mr. Bryant—but, of course, not immediately," she went
on, occupied with her own thoughts, and pleased to talk of them.

"What is he?"
"Nothing! He's a landed proprietor." She said this with a certain pride.

James looked at her scornfully; his love all through had been mingled with
contrary elements; and trying to subdue it, he had often insisted upon the
woman's vulgarity, and lack of taste, and snobbishness. He thought bitterly now
that the daughter of the Portuguese and of the riding-master had done very well
for herself.

"Really, I think you're awfully unreasonable," she said. "You might make
yourself pleasant.”

"I can't," he said, gravely. "Let me go away. You don't know what I've felt for
you. In my madness, I fancied that you must realise my love; I thought even that
you might care for me a little in return.”

"You're quite the nicest boy I've ever known. I like you immensely."

"But you like the landed proprietor better. You're very wise. He can marry
you. Good-bye!"

"I don't want you to think I'm horrid," she said, going up to him and taking his

arm It was an instinct with her to caress people and make them fond of her.
"After all, it's not my fault."



"Have I blamed you? I'msorry; I had no right to."
"What are you going to do?"

"I don't know—I can always shoot myself if things get unendurable. Thank
God, there's always that refuge!"

"Oh, I hope you won't do anything silly!"

"It would be unlike me," James murmured, grimly. "I'm so dreadfully prosaic
and matter-of-fact. Good-bye!"

Mrs. Wallace was really sorry for James, and she took his hand affectionately.
She always thought it cost so little to be amiable.

"We may never meet again," she said; "but we shall still be friends, Jim."
"Are you going to say that you'll be a sister to me, as Mary told the curate?"
"Won't you kiss me before you go?"

James shook his head, not trusting hinself to answer. The light in his life had
all gone; the ray of sunshine was hidden; the heavy clouds had closed in, and all
the rest was darkness. But he tried to smile at Mrs. Wallace as he touched her
hand; he hardly dared look at her again, knowing from old experience how
every incident and every detail of her person would rise tormentingly before his
recollection. But at last he pulled himself together.

"I'm sorry I've made a fool of myself," he said, quietly. "I hope you'll be very
happy. Please forget all I've said to you. It was only nonsense. Good-bye! I'll
send you a bit of my wedding-cake."



XXI

James was again in Little Primpton, ill at ease and unhappy. The scene with
Mrs. Wallace had broken his spirit, and he was listless now, indifferent to what
happened; the world had lost its colour and the sun its light. In his quieter
moments he had known that it was impossible for her to care anything about
him; he understood her character fairly well, and realised that he had been only
a toy, a pastime to a woman who needed admiration as the breath of her
nostrils. But notwithstanding, some inner voice had whispered constantly that
his love could not be altogether in vain; it seemed strong enough to travel the
infinite distance to her heart and awaken at least a kindly feeling. He was
humble, and wanted very little. Sometimes he had even felt sure that he was
loved. The truth rent his heart, and filled it with bitterness; the woman who was
his whole being had forgotten him, and the woman who loved him he hated....
He tried to read, striving to forget; but his trouble overpowered him, and he
could think of nothing but the future, dreadful and inevitable. The days passed
slowly, monotonously; and as each night came he shuddered at the thought that
time was flying. He was drifting on without hope, tortured and uncertain.

"Oh, I'mso weak," he cried; "I'm so weak!"

He knew very well what he should do if he were strong of will. A firm man in
his place would cut the knot brutally—a letter to Mary, a letter to his people,
and flight. After all, why should he sacrifice his life for the sake of others? The
catastrophe was only partly his fault; it was unreasonable that he alone should
suffer.

Ifhis Colonel camre to hear of the circumstance, and disapproving, questioned
him, he could send in his papers. James was bored intensely by the dull routine
of regimental life in time of peace; it was a question of performing day after day
the same rather unnecessary duties, seeing the same people, listening to the
same chatter, the same jokes, the same chaff. And added to the incurable



dulness of the mess was the irksome feeling of being merely an overgrown
schoolboy at the beck and call of every incompetent and foolish senior. Life
was too short to waste in such solemn trifling, masquerading in a ridiculous
costume which had to be left at home when any work was to be done. But he
was young, with the world before hiny there were many careers free to the man
who had no fear of death. Affica opened her dusky arms to the adventurer,
ruthless and desperate; the world was so large and manifold, there was ample
scope for all his longing, If there were difficulties, he could overcome themy,
perils would add salt to the attempt, freedom would be like strong wine. Ah,
that was what he desired, freedom—freedom to feel that he was his own
master; that he was not enchained by the love and hate of others, by the ties of
convention and of habit. Every bond was tedious. He had nothing to lose, and
everything to win. But just those ties which every man may divide of his own
free will are the most oppressive; they are unfelt, unseen, till suddenly they burn
the wrists like fetters of fire, and the poor wretch who wears them has no
power to help hinself

James knew he had not strength for this fearless disregard of others; he dared
not face the pain he would cause. He was acting like a fool; his kindness was
only cowardly. But to be cruel required more courage than he possessed. If he
went away, his anguish would never cease; his vivid imagination would keep
before his mind's eye the humiliation of Mary, the unhappiness of his people. He
pictured the consternation and the horror when they discovered what he had
done. At first they would refiise to believe that he was capable of acting in so
blackguardly a way; they would think it a joke, or that he was mad. And then
the shame when they realised the truth! How could he make such a return for all
the affection and the gentleness be had received? His father, whom he loved
devotedly, would be utterly crushed.

"It would kill him," muttered James.

And then he thought of his poor mother, affectionate and kind, but capable of
hating him if he acted contrary to her code of honour. Her immaculate virtue



made her very hard; she exacted the highest from herself, and demanded no
less from others. James remembered in his boyhood how she punished his petty
crimes by refusing to speak to him, going about in cold and angry silence; he
had never forgotten the icy indignation of her face when once she had caught
him lying. Oh, these good people, how pitiless they can be!

He would never have courage to confront the unknown dangers of a new life,
unloved, unknown, unfriended. He was too mercifil; his heart bled at the pain
of others, he was constantly afraid of soiling his hands. It required a more
unscrupulous man than he to cut all ties, and push out into the world with no
weapons but intelligence and a ruthless heart. Above all, he dreaded his
remorse. He knew that he would brood over what he had done till it attained
the proportions of a monomania; his conscience would never give him peace.
So long as he lived, the claims of Mary would call to him, and in the firthermost
parts of the earth he would see her silent agony. James knew hinself too well.

And the only solution was that which, in a moment of passionate bitterness,
had come thoughtlessly to his lips:

"l can always shoot myself"
"I hope you won't do anything silly," Mrs. Wallace had answered.

It would be silly. After all, one has only one life. But sometimes one has to do
silly things.

The whim seized James to visit the Larchers, and one day he set out for
Ashford, near which they lived.... He was very modest about his attempt to
save their boy, and told himself that such courage as it required was purely
mnstinctive. He had gone back without realising in the least that there was any
danger. Seeing young Larcher wounded and helpless, it had seemed the
obvious thing to get him to a place of safety. In the heat of action fellows were
constantly doing reckless things. Everyone had a sort of idea that he, at least,



would not be hit; and James, by no means oppressed with his own heroism,
knew that courageous deeds without number were performed and passed
unseen. It was a mere chance that the incident in which he took part was
noticed.

Again, he had from the beginning an absolute conviction that his interference
was nothing less than disastrous. Probably the Boer sharpshooters would have
let alone the wounded man, and afterwards their doctors would have picked
himup and properly attended to him

James could not forget that it was in his very arms that Larcher had been
killed, and he repeated: "If I had minded my own business, he might have been
alive to this day." It occurred to him also that with his experience he was much
more useful than the callow, ignorant boy, so that to risk his more valuable life
to save the other's, from the point of view of the general good, was foolish
rather than praiseworthy. But it appealed to his sense of irony to receive the
honour which he was so little conscious of deserving.

The Larchers had been anxious to meet James, and he was curious to know
what they were like. There was at the back of his mind also a desire to see how
they conducted thenmselves, whether they were still prostrate with grief or
reconciled to the inevitable. Reggie had been an only son—just as he was.
James sent no message, but arrived unexpectedly, and found that they lived
some way from the station, in a new, red-brick villa. As he walked to the front
door, he saw people playing tennis at the side of the house.

He asked if Mrs. Larcher was at home, and, being shown into the drawing-
room the lady came to him from the tennis-lawn. He explained who he was.

"Of course, I know quite well," she said. "l saw your portrait in the illustrated
papers."

She shook hands cordially, but James fancied she tried to conceal a slight
look of annoyance. He saw his visit was inopportune.



"We're having a little tennis-party," she said, "t seens a pity to waste the fine
weather, doesn't it?"

A shout of laughter came from the lawn, and a number of voices were heard
talking loudly. Mrs. Larcher glanced towards them uneasily; she felt that James
would expect them to be deeply mourning for the dead son, and it was a little
incongruous that on his first visit he should find the whole family so boisterously
gay.

"Shall we go out to them?" said Mrs. Larcher. "We're just going to have tea,
and I'msure you nust be dying for some. If you'd let us know you were coming
we should have sent to meet you."

James had divined that if he came at a fixed hour they would all have tuned
their minds to a certain key, and he would see nothing of their natural state.

They went to the lawn, and James was introduced to a pair of buxom
healthy-looking girls, panting a little after their violent exercise. They were
dressed in white, in a rather masculine fashion, and the only sign of mourning
was the black tie that each wore in a sailor’s knot. They shook hands vigorously
(it was a family trait), and then seemed at a loss for conversation; James, as
was his way, did not help them, and they plunged at last into a discussion about
the weather and the dustiness of the road from Ashford to their house.

Presently a loose-limbed young man strolled up, and was presented to James.
He appeared on friendly terms with the two girls, who called him Bobbikins.

"How long have you been back?" he asked. " was out in the Imperial
Yeomanry—only I got fever and had to come home."

James stiffened himself a little, with the instinctive dislike of the regular for the
volunteer.

"Oh, yes! Did you go as a trooper?"



"Yes; and pretty rough it was, I can tell you."

He began to talk of his experience in a resonant voice, apparently well-
pleased with himself, while the red-faced girls looked at him admiringly. James
wondered whether the youth intended to marry them both.

The conversation was broken by the appearance of Mr. Larcher, a rosy-
cheeked and be-whiskered man, dapper and suave. He had been picking
flowers, and handed a bouquet to one of his guests. James fancied he was a
prosperous merchant, who had retired and set up as a country gentleman; but if
he was the least polished of the family, he was also the most simple. He greeted
the visitor very heartily, and offered to take him over his new conservatory.

"My husband takes everyone to the new conservatory," said Mrs. Larcher,
laughing apologetically.

"It's the biggest round Ashford," explained the worthy man.

James, thinking he wished to talk of his son, consented, and as they walked
away, Mr. Larcher pointed out his fruit trees, his pigeons. He was a fancier,
said he, and attended to the birds entirely himself; then in the conservatory,
made James admire his orchids and the hixuriance of his maidenhair.

"I suppose these sort of things grow in the open air at the Cape?"' he asked.
'l believe everything grows there."

Of his son he said absolutely nothing, and presently they rejoined the others.
The Larchers were evidently estimable persons, healthy-minded and normal,
but a little common. James asked hinself why they had invited him if they
wished to hear nothing of their boy's tragic death. Could they be so anxious to
forget him that every reference was distasteful? He wondered how Reggie had
managed to grow up so sinple, frank, and charming amid these surroundings.
There was a certain pretentiousness about his people which caused them to
escape conplete vulgarity only by a hair's-breadth. But they appeared anxious



to make much of James, and in his absence had explained who he was to the
remaining visitors, and these beheld him now with an awe which the hero found
rather comic.

Mrs. Larcher invited him to play tennis, and when he declined seemed hardly
to know what to do with him. Once when her younger daughter laughed more
loudly than usual at the very pointed chaff of the Imperial Yeoman, she slightly
frowned at her, with a scarcely perceptible but significant glance in Jamie's
direction. To her relief, however, the conversation became general, and James
found hinself talking with Miss Larcher of the cricket week at Canterbury.

After all, he could not be surprised at the family's general happiness. Six
months had passed since Reggie's death, and they could not remain in perpetual
mourning, It was very natural that the living should forget the dead, otherwise
lift would be too horrible; and it was possibly only the Larchers' nature to laugh
and to talk more loudly than most people. James saw that it was a united,
affectionate household, homely and kind, cursed with no particular depth of
feeling; and if they had not resigned themselves to the boy's death, they were
doing their best to forget that he had ever lived. It was obviously the best thing,
and it would be cruel—oo cruek—to expect people never to regain their
cheerfilness.

"I think T must be off," said James, after a while; "the trains run so awkwardly
to Tunbridge Welks."

They made polite efforts to detain him, but James fancied they were not sorry
for himto go.

"You nust come and see us another day when we're alone," said Mrs.
Larcher. "We want to have a long talk with you."

"It's very kind of you to ask me," he replied, not committing himself.
Mrs. Larcher accompanied him back to the drawing-room, followed by her



husband.
"I thought you might like a photograph of Reggie," she said.

This was her first mention of the dead son, and her voice neither shook nor
had in it any unwonted expression.

"I should like it very much."

It was on Jamie's tongue to say how fond he had been of the boy, and how he
regretted his sad end; but he restrained himself, thinking if the wounds of grief
were closed, it was cruel and unnecessary to reopen them

Mrs. Larcher found the photograph and gave it to James. Her husband stood
by, saying nothing,

"I think that's the best we have of him."
She shook hands, and then evidently nerved herself'to say something further.

"We're very grateful to you, Captain Parsons, for what you did. And we're
glad they gave you the Victoria Cross."

"I suppose you didn't bring it to-day?" inquired Mr. Larcher.

'"I'maffaid not."

They showed him out of the front door.

"Mind you come and see us again. But let us know beforehand, if you

possibly can."

Shortly afterwards James received from the Larchers a golden cigarette-case,
with a Victoria Cross in diamonds on one side and an inscription on the other.
It was much too magnificent for use, evidently expensive, and not in very good
taste.



"I wonder whether they take that as equal in value to their son?" said James.
Mary was rather dazzled.

"Isn't it beautiful!" she cried, "Of course, it's too valuable to use; but it'll do to
put in our drawing-room."

"Don't you think it should be kept under a glass case?" asked James, with his
grave smile.

"It'll get so dirty if we leave it out, won't it?" replied Mary, seriously.

"I wish there were no inscription. It won't fetch so much if we get hard-up and
have to pop our jewels."

"Oh, James," cried Mary, shocked, "you surely wouldn't do a thing like that!"

James was pleased to have seen the Larchers. It satisfied and relieved him to
know that human sorrow was not beyond human endurance: as the greatest of
their gifts, the gods have vouchsafed to man a happy forgetfilness.

In six months the boy's family were able to give parties, to laugh and jest as if
they had suffered no loss at all; and the thought of this cleared his way a little. If
the worst came to the worst—and that desperate step of which he had spoken
seemed his only refuge—he could take it with less apprehension. Pain to those
he loved was inevitable, but it would not last very long; and his death would
trouble them far less than his dishonour.

Time was pressing, and James still hesitated, hoping distractedly for some
unforeseen occurrence that would at least delay the marriage. The House of
Death was dark and terrible, and he could not walk rashly to its dreadful gates:
something would surely happen! He wanted time to think—time to see whether
there was really no escape. How horrible it was that one could know nothing
for certain! He was torn and rent by his indecision.

Major Forsyth had been put off by several duchesses, and was driven to



spend a few economical weeks at Little Primpton; he announced that since
Jamie's wedding was so near he would stay till it was over. Finding also that his
nephew had not thought of a best man, he offered himself; he had acted as such
many times—at the most genteel finctions; and with a pleasant confiision of
metaphor, assured James that he knew the ropes right down to the ground.

"Three weeks to-day, my boy!" he said heartily to James one morning, on
coming down to breakfast.

'Is it?" replied James.
"Getting excited?"
"Wildly!"

"Upon my word, Jamie, you're the coolest lover I've ever seen. Why, I've
hardly known how to keep in some of the fellows I've been best man to."

"I'm feeling a bit seedy to-day, Uncle William."

James thanked his stars that ill-health was deemed sufficient excuse for all his
moodiness. Mary spared him the rounds among her sick and needy, whom,
notwithstanding the approaching event, she would on no account neglect. She
told Uncle William he was not to worry her lover, but leave him quietly with his
books; and no one interfered when he took long, solitary walks in the country.
Jamie's reading now was a pretence; his brain was too confused, he was too
harassed and uncertain to understand a word; and he spent his time face to face
with the eternal problem, trying to see a way out, when before him was an
impassable wall, still hoping blindly that something would happen, some
catastrophe which should finish at once all his perplexities, and everything else
besides.



XXII

In solitary walks James had found his only consolation. He knew even in that
populous district unfrequented parts where he could wander without fear of
interruption. Among the trees and the flowers, in the broad meadows, he forgot
himself, and, his senses sharpened by long absence, he leamt for the first time
the exquisite charm of English country. He loved the spring, with its yellow,
countless buttercups, spread over the green fields like a cloth of gold, whereon
might fitly walk the angels of Messer Perugino. The colours were so delicate
that one could not believe it possible for paints and paint-brush to reproduce
themy the atmosphere visbly surrounded things, softening their outlines.
Sometimes from a hill higher than the rest James looked down at the plain,
bathed in golden sunlight. The fields of corn, the fields of clover, the roads and
the rivulets, formed themselves in that flood of light into an harmonious pattern,
luminous and ethereal. A pleasant reverie filled his mind, unanalysable, a waking
dream of half- voluptuous sensation.

On the other side of the common, James knew a wood of tall fir trees, dark
and ragged, their sombre green veiled in a silvery mist, as though, like a chill
vapour, the hoar-frost of a hundred winters still lingered among their branches.
At the edge of the hill, up which they climbed in serried hundreds, stood here
and there an oak tree, just bursting into leaf, clothed with its new-bormn verdure,
like the bride of the young god, Spring. And the ever-lasting youth of the oak
trees contrasted wonderfully with the undying age of the firs. Then later, in the
height of the summer, James found the pine wood cool and silent, fitting his
humour. It was like the forest of life, the grey and sombre labyrinth where
wandered the poet of Hell and Death. The tall trees rose straight and slender,
like the barren masts of sailing ships; the gentle aromatic odour, the light
subdued; the purple mist, so faint as to be scarcely discernible, a mere tinge of
warmth in the day—all gave him an exquisite sense of rest. Here he could forget



his trouble, and give himself over to the love which seemed his real life; here the
recollection of Mrs. Wallace gained flesh and blood, seeming so real that he
almost stretched out his arms to seize her.... His footfall on the brown needles
was noiseless, and the tread was soft and easy; the odours filled him like an
Eastern drug with drowsy intoxication.

But all that now was gone. When, unbidden, the well-known laugh rang again
in his ears, or he felt on his hands the touch of the slender fingers, James tuned
away with a gesture of distaste. Now Mrs. Wallace brought him only bitterness,
and he tortured himself insanely trying to forget her.... With tenfold force the
sensation returned which had so terribly oppressed him before his illness; he felt
that Nature had become intolerably monotonous; the circunscribed, prim
country was horrible. On every inch of it the hand of man was apparent. It was
a prison, and his hands and feet were chained with heavy iron.... The dark,
immovable clouds were piled upon one another in giant masses—so distinct
and sharply cut, so rounded, that one almost saw the impressure of the fingers
of some Titanic sculptor; and they hung low down, overwhelming, so that
James could scarcely breathe. The sombre elms were too well-ordered, the
meadows too carefully tended. All round, the hills were dark and drear; and
that very fertility, that fat Kentish uxuriance, added to the oppression. It was a
task impossible to escape fiom that iron circle. All power of flight abandoned
him Oh! he loathed it!

The past centuries of people, living in a certain way, with certain standards,
influenced by certain emotions, were too strong for him James was lke a
foolish bird—a bird born in a cage, without power to attain its freedom His lust
for a fiee life was fitile; he acknowledged with cruel self-contempt that he was
weaker than a woman—ineffectual. He could not lead the life of his little circle,
purposeless and untrue; and yet he had not power to lead a life of his own.
Uncertain, vacillating, torn between the old and the new;, his reason led him; his
conscience drew him back. But the ties of his birth and ancestry were too
strong; he had not the energy even of the poor tramp, who carries with him his



whole fortune, and leaves in the lap of the gods the uncertain future. James
envied with all his heart the beggar boy, wandering homeless and penniless, but
free. He, at least, had not these inhuman fetters which it was death to suffer and
death to cast off, he, indeed, could make the world his servant. Freedom,
freedom! If one were only unconscious of captivity, what would it matter? It is
the knowledge that kills. And James walked again by the neat, iron railing which
enclosed the fields, his head aching with the rigidity and decorum, wishing vainly
for just one piece of barren, unkept land to remind him that all the world was
not a prison.

Already the autunn had come. The rich, mouldering colours were like an air
melancholy with the approach of inevitable death; but in those passionate tints,
in the red and gold of the apples, in the many tones of the first-fallen leaves,
there was still something which forbade one to forget that in the death and
decay of Nature there was always the beginning of other life. Yet to James the
autumn heralded death, with no consoling afterthought. He had nothing to live
for since he knew that Mrs. Wallace could never love him. His love for her had
borne him up and sustained hiny, but now it was hateful and despicable. After
all, his life was his own to do what he liked with; the love of others had no right
to claim his self-respect. If he had duties to them, he had duties to himself also;
and more vehemently than ever James felt that such a union as was before him
could only be a degradation. He repeated with new emotion that marriage
without love was prostitution. If death was the only way in which he could keep
clean that body ignorantly despised, why, he was not afraid of death! He had
seen it too often for the thought to excite alarm It was but a common,
mechanical process, quickly finished, and not more painful than could be borne.
The flesh is all which is certainly immortal; the dissolution of consciousness is
the signal of new birth. Out of corruption springs fresh life, like the roses froma
Roman tomb; and the body, one with the earth, pursues the eternal round.

But one day James told himself impatiently that all these thoughts were mad
and foolish; he could only have them because he was still out of health. Life,



after all, was the most precious thing in the world. It was absurd to throw it
away like a broken toy. He rebelled against the fate which seemed forcing itself
upon him He determined to make the effort and, come what might, break the
hateful bonds. It only required a little courage, a little strength of mind. If others
suffered, he had suffered too. The sacrifice they demanded was too great....
But when he returned to Primpton House, the inevitability of it all forced itself
once again upon him He shrugged his shoulders despairingly; it was no good.

The whole atmosphere oppressed him so that he felt powerless; some hidden
influence surrounded James, sucking from his blood, as it were, all manliness,
dulling his brain. He became a mere puppet, acting in accordance to principles
that were not his own, automatic, will-less. His father sat, as ever, in the dining-
room by the fire, for only in the warmest weather could he do without artificial
heat, and he read the paper, sometimes aloud, making little comments. His
mother, at the table, on a stiff-backed chair, was knitting—everlastingly knitting.
Outwardly there was in them a placid content, and a gentleness which made
them seem pliant as wax; but really they were iron. James knew at last how
pitiless was their love, how inhumanly cruel their intolerance; and of the two his
father seemed more implacable, more horribly relentless. His mother's anger
was bearable, but the Colonel's very weakness was a deadly weapon. His
despair, his dumb sorrow;, his entire dependence on the forbearance of others,
were more tyrannical than the most despotic power. James was indeed a bird
beating himself against the imprisoning cage; and its bars were loving-kindness
and trust, tears, silent distress, bitter disillusion, and old age.

"Where's Mary?" asked James.
"She's in the garden, walking with Uncle William."
"How well they get on together," said the Colonel, smiling.

James looked at his father, and thought he had never seen him so old and
feeble. His hands were almost transparent; his thin white hair, his bowed
shoulders, gave an impression of utter weakness.



"Are you very glad the wedding is so near, father?" asked James, placing his
hand gently on the old man's shoulder.

"I should think I was."
"You want to get rid of me so badly?"

"A man shall leave his father and his mother, and shall cleave unto his wife;
and they shall be one flesh.' We shall have to do without you."

"I wonder whether you are fonder of Mary than of me?"
The Colonel did not answer, but Mrs. Parsons laughed.

"My impression is that your father has grown so devoted to Mary that he
hardly thinks you worthy of her."

"Really? And yet you want me to marry her, don't you, daddy?"
"It's the wish of my heart."
"Were you very wretched when our engagement was broken off?"

"Don't talk of it! Now it's all settled, Jamie, I can tell you that I'd sooner see
you dead at my feet than that you should break your word to Mary."

James laughed.
"And you, mother?" he asked, lightly.
She did not answer, but looked at him earnestly.

"What, you too? Would you rather see me dead than not married to Mary?
What a bloodthirsty pair you are!"

James, laughing, spoke so gaily, it never dawned on them that his words
meant more than was obvious; and yet he felt that they, loving but implacable,



had signed his death-warrant. With smiling faces they had thrown open the
portals of that House, and he, smiling, was ready to enter.

Mary at that moment came in, followed by Uncle William.

"Well, Jamie, there you are!" she cried, in that hard, metallic voice which to
James betrayed so obviously the meanness of her spirit and her self
complacency. "Where on earth have you been?"

She stood by the table, straight, uncompromising, selfreliant; by her
immaculate virtue, by the strength of her narrow will she completely
domineered the others. She felt herself capable of managing them all, and, in
fact, had been giving Uncle William a friendly little lecture upon some action of
which she disapproved. Mary had left off her sumimer things and wore again the
plain serge skirt, and because it was rainy, the battered straw hat of the
preceding winter. She was using up her old things, and having got all possible
wear out of them, intended on the day before her marriage generously to
distribute them among the poor.

"Is my face very red?" she asked. "There's a lot of wind to-day."

To James she had never seemed more unfeminine; that physical repulsion
which at first had terrified him now was grown into an ungovernable hate.
Everything Mary did irritated and exasperated him; he wondered she did not
see the hatred in his eyes as he looked at her, answering her question.

"Oh, no," he said to himself, "I would rather shoot myself than marry you!"

His dislike was unreasonable, but he could not help it; and the devotion of his
parents made him detest her all the more; he could not imagine what they saw in
her. With hostile glance he watched her movements as she took off her hat and
arranged her hair, grimly drawn back and excessively neat; she fetched her
knitting from Mrs. Parsons's work-basket and sat down. All her actions had in
them an msufferable air of patronage, and she seemed more than usually



pleased with herself. James had an insane desire to hurt her, to ruffle that self
satisfaction, and he wanted to say something that should wound her to the
quick. And all the time he laughed and jested as though he were in the highest
Spirits.

"And what were you doing this morning, Mary?" asked Colonel Parsons.

"Oh, I biked in to Tunbridge Wells with Mr. Dryland to play golf: He plays a
rattling good game."

"Did he beat you?"

"Well, no," she answered, modestly. "It so happened that I beat him But he
took his thrashing remarkably well—some men get so angry when they're
beaten by a girl."

"The curate has many virtues," said James.

"He was talking about you, Jamie. He said he thought you disliked hiny; but I
told him I was certain you didn't. He's really such a good man, one can't help
liking him He said he'd like to teach you golf."

"And is he going to?"
"Certainly not. I mean to do that myself."

"There are many things you want to teach me, Mary. You'll have your hands
fll."

"Oh, by the way, father told me to remind you and Uncle William that you
were shooting with him the day after to-morrow. You're to fetch himat ten."

"I hadn't forgotten," replied James. "Uncle William, we shall have to clean our
guns to-morrow."

James had come to a decision at last, and meant to waste no time; indeed,



there was none to waste. And to remind him how near was the date fixed for
the wedding were the preparations almost complete. One or two presents had
already arrived. With all his heart he thanked his father and mother for having
made the way easier for him He thought what he was about to do the kindest
thing both to them and to Mary. Under no circunstances could he marry her;
that would be adding a greater lie to those which he had already been forced
into, and the misery was more than he could bear. But his death was the only
other way of satisfying her undoubted claims. He had little doubt that in six
months he would be as well forgotten as poor Reggie Larcher, and he did not
care; he was sick of the whole business, and wanted the quiet of death. His
love for Mrs. Wallace would never give him peace upon earth; it was utterly
futile, and yet unconquerable.

James saw his opportunity in Colonel Clibborn's invitation to shoot; he was
most anxious to make the affair seem accidental, and that, in cleaning his gun,
was easy. He had been wounded before and knew that the pain was not very
great. He had, therefore, nothing to fear.

Now at last he regained his spirits. He did not read or walk, but spent the day
talking with his father; he wished the last impression he would leave to be as
charming as possible, and took great pains to appear at his best.

He slept well that night, and in the morning dressed himself with unusual care.
At Primpton House they breakfasted at eight, and afterwards James smoked
his pipe, reading the newspaper. He was a little astonished at his calm, for
doubt no longer assailed him, and the indecision which paralysed all his faculties
had disappeared.

"It is the beginning of my freedom" he thought. All human interests had
abandoned him, except a vague sensation of amusement. He saw the humour of
the comedy he was acting, and dispassionately approved himself, because he
did not give way to histrionics.

"Well, Uncle William," he said, at last, "what d'you say to setting to work on



our guns?"
'"I'malways ready for everything," said Major Forsyth.
"Come on, then."

They went into what they called the harness-room, and James began carefully
to clean his gun.

"I think I'll take my coat off," he said; "I can work better without."

The gun had not been used for several months, and James had a good deal to
do. He leant over and rubbed a little rust off the lock.

"Upon my word," said Uncle William, "I've never seen anyone handle a gun so
carelessly as you. D'you call yourselfa soldier?"

"I ama bit slack," replied James, laughing. "People are always telling me that."
"Well, take care, for goodness' sake! It may be loaded."

"Oh, no, there's no danger. It's not loaded, and besides, it's locked."

"Still, you oughtn't to hold it like that."

"It would be rather comic if I killed myself accidentally. I wonder what Mary
would say?"

"Well, you've escaped death so often by the skin of your teeth, I think you're
pretty safe from everything but old age."

Presently James turned to his uncle.

"I say, this is rotten oil. I wish we could get some fresh."

"I was just thinking that."

"Well, you're a pal of the cook. Go and ask her for some, there's a good



Chap."

"She'll do anything for me," said Major Forsyth, with a self-satisfied smile. It
was his opinion that no woman, countess or scullery-maid, could resist his
fascinations; and taking the cup, he trotted off.

James immediately went to the cupboard and took out a cartridge. He slipped
it in, rested the butt on the ground, pointed the barrel to his heart, and—fired!



EPILOGUE

Aletter from Mrs. Clibborn to General Sir Charles Clow, K.C.B., 8 Gladhorm
Terrace, Bath:

"Dear Charles,—I am so glad to hear you are settled in your new
house in Bath, and it is most kind to ask us down. I am devoted to
Bath; one meets such nice people there, and all one's friends whom one
knew centuries ago. It is such a comfort to see how fearfully old they're
looking! I don't know whether we can manage to accept your kind
mvitation, but I must say I should be glad of a change after the truly
awful things that have happened here. I have been dreadfully upset all
the winter, and have had several touches of theumatism, which is a thing
I never suffered from before.

"I wrote and told you of the sudden and mysterious death of poor
James Parsons, a fortnight before he was going to marry my dear Mary.
He shot hinself accidentally while cleaning a gun—that is to say, every
one thinks it was an accident. But I am certain it was nothing of the
kind. Ever since the dreadful thing happened—six months ago—it has
been on my conscience, and I assure you that the whole time I have not
slept a wink. My sufferings have been horrible! You will be surprised at
the change in me; I am beginning to look like an old woman. I tell you
this in strict confidence. / believe he committed suicide. He confessed
that he loved me, Charles. Of course, I told him I was old enough to be
his mother; but love is blind. When I think of the tragic end of poor Algy
Turner, who poisoned himself in India for my sake, I don't know how I



shall ever forgive myself. I never gave James the least encouragement,
and when he said that he loved me, I was so taken aback that I nearly
fainted. 1 am convinced that he shot himself rather than marry a woman
he did not love, and what is more, my daughter. You can imagine my
feelings! 1 have taken care not to breathe a word of this to Reginald,
whose gout is making him more iritable every day, or to anyone else.
So no one suspects the truth.

"But I shall never get over it. I could not bear to think of poor Algy
Turner, and now I have on my head as well the blood of James Parsons.
They were dear boys, both of them. I think I am the only one who is
really sorry for him. If it had been my son who was killed I should either
have gone raving mad or had hysterics for a week; but Mrs. Parsons
merely said: '"The Lord has given, and the Lord has taken away. Blessed
be the name of the Lord." I cannot help thinking it was rather profane,
and most unfeeling. / was dreadfully upset, and Mary had to sit up with
me for several nights. I don't believe Mary really loved him I hate to say
anything against my own daughter, but I feel bound to tell the truth, and
my private opinion is that she loved herself better. She loved her
constancy and the good opinion of Little Primpton; the fuss the Parsons
have made of her I'm sure is very bad for anyone. It can't be good for a
girl to be given way to so much; and I never really liked the Parsons.

They're very good people, of course; but only infantry!

"I am happy to say that poor Jamie's death was almost instantaneous.
When they found him he said: 'It was an accident; I didn't know the gun
was loaded.' (Most improbable, 1 think. It's wonderful how they've all
been taken in; but then they didn't know his secret!) A few minutes later,
just before he died, he said: 'Tell Mary she's to marry the curate.'

"If my betrothed had died, nothing would have induced me to marry
anybody else. I would have remained an old maid. But so few people
have any really nice feeling! Mr. Dryland, the curate, had already



proposed to Mary, and she had refiused him He is a pleasant-spoken
young man, with a rather fine presence—not m7y ideal at all; but that, of
course, doesn't matter! Well, a month after the fimeral, Mary told me
that he had asked her again, and she had declined. I think it was very
bad taste on his part, but Mary said she thought it most noble.

"It appears that Colonel and Mrs. Parsons both pressed her very much
to accept the curate. They said it was Jamie's dying wish, and that his
last thought had been for her happiness. There is no doubt that Mr.
Dryland is an excellent young man, but if the Parsons had really loved
their son, they would never have advised Mary to get married. I think it
was most heartless.

"Well, a few days ago, Mr. Dryland came and told us that he had been
appointed vicar of Stone Fairley, in Kent. I went to see Mrs. Jackson,
the wife of our Vicar, and she looked it out in the clergy list. The stipend
is £300 a year, and I am told that there is a good house. Of course, it's
not very much, but better than nothing. This morming Mr. Dryland called
and asked for a private interview with Mary. He said he nust, of course,
leave Little Primpton, and his vicarage would sadly want a mistress; and
finally, for the third time, begged her on his bended knees to marry her.
He had previously been to the Parsons, and the Colonel sent for Mary,
and told her that he hoped she would not refuse Mr. Dryland for their
sake, and that they thought it was her duty to marry. The result is that
Mary accepted him, and is to be married very quietly by special license
in a month. The widow of the late incumbent of Stone Fairley moves out
in six weeks, so this will give them time for a fortnight's honeymoon
before settling down. They think of spending it in Paris.

"l think, on the whole, it is as good a match as poor Mary could
expect to make. The stipend is paid by the Ecclesiastical
Commissioners, which, of course, is much safer than glebe. She is no
longer a young girl, and I think it was her last chance. Although she is my



own daughter, I cannot help confessing that she is not the sort of girl that
wears well; she has always been plain—(no one would think she was
my daughter)—and as time goes on, she will grow plainer. When I was
eighteen my mother's maid used to say: 'Why, miss, there's many a
married woman of thirty who would be proud to have your bust.' But
our poor, dear Mary has no figure. She will do excellently for the wife
of a country vicar. She's so fond of giving people advice, and of looking
after the poor, and it won't matter that she's dowdy. She has no idea of
dressing herself, although I've always done my best for her.

"Mr. Dryland is, of course, in the seventh heaven of delight. He has
gone into Tunbridge Wells to get a ring, and as an engagement present
has just sent round a conmplete edition of the works of Mr. Hall Caine.
He is evidently generous. 1 think they will suit one another very well,
and I am glad to get my only daughter married. She was always rather a
tie on Reginald and me. We are so devoted to one another that a third
person has often seemed a little in the way. Although you would not
believe it, and we have been married for nearly thirty years, nothing
gives us more happiness than to sit holding one another's hands. I have
always been sentimental, and I am not ashamed to own it. Reggie is
sometimes affaid that I shall get an attack of my rheumatism when we sit
out together at night; but I always take care to wrap myself up well, and
1 invariably make him put a nuffler on.

"Give my kindest regards to your wife, and tell her I hope to see her
soon.—Yours very sincerely,

"Clara de Tulleville Clibborn."

THE END
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