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“Yield them, spice and flower and wine;

Yea, costlier things than wine or spices,

Whereof none knoweth how great the price is.”

Ilicit. SWINBURNE.


I

“FIRE! Fire!”

The cry rang from mouth to mouth through the corridors and rooms of the big hotel in X72nd Street, New York. It was screamed from basement to attic by the staff, by the occupants of luxurious suites.

“Fire! Fire!”

Lurid tongues of flame shot up into the inky darkness of a moonless sky at two o’clock in the morning. A cold, windy morning in December. There was a nip in the air … frost on the ground. Sudden volumes of black smoke belched into the air; ghost-like figures in night-attire appeared on the roof, on the fire-escapes, on balconies. The street which had, a moment before, been quiet became thronged with hurrying figures. Then clang, clang, clang … the sonorous bell of a fire-engine.

In a bedroom on the eleventh story of the skyscraper a slim, fair-haired girl stood at her window, temporarily paralysed with fright. Smoke issued from underneath her door. Her window was a blazing reflection of fire. She stared out and about her with great blue eyes full of horror and astonishment. She had awakened suddenly from the serenest slumber to this hideous clamour. The hotel was on fire and she was alone. Kitty Farleton was a bride of a few months, alone in a strange country, a strange hotel. Only three days ago she had landed here from England. Her husband, forced to go on to Chicago on urgent business, was not able to afford to take her, had left her here to await him.

His name broke from her lips:

“Jack! Jack! Jack!”

Her door burst open. Another girl stumbled in, another slender, fair-haired girl with terrified eyes and a narrow gold wedding-ring on her finger.

“Oh, what shall we do? We shall be burned alive … the corridor is blazing … I can’t get to the lift!” she wailed.

Kitty Farleton ran to her. She did not know her—she was a total stranger—but the two girls took hands, clung to each other in their mutual terror.

“We’d better try to jump out of the window …”

“We daren’t,” moaned the other. “We’d be killed.”

“Listen. I hear fire-engines … they’ll put up ladders … the firemen will save us,” said Kitty Farleton. “Wait … let us get some clothes on … it’s freezing …”

“It won’t be for long,” said the other girl with grim humour, and burst into hysterical laughter.

Kitty rushed to her wardrobe, slipped on a fur coat, flung a second, a tweed coat with a fur collar, at her unknown friend.

“Take this—put it on—and here are some shoes. Your feet are bare. We must be careful … we’ll get pneumonia if we aren’t burnt to death.”

“Thanks awfully … tell me your name.”

The girls were clinging together again, staring at the window. It was a lurid oblong of scarlet light now, and the room was fast filling with smoke from the corridor.

“My name is Betty Johnson … I’m Canadian … my husband is in Vancouver … I’m supposed to be on my way to him.”

“Mine is Kitty Farleton … my husband is in Chicago … ah!”

The last word was a scream of terror. Flames were shooting through the door, which was nothing more now than blackened, crackling boards.

The two girls rushed to the window. A fireman was coming up the long ladder. Kitty shouted:

“Help! Oh, help!”

“Coming … hang on!” he shouted back.

But he was not there yet. Fire, belching from lower windows, constantly beat him back. The hose was playing on the flames … hissing furiously. The big hotel seemed an inferno of heat and noise.

Kitty Farleton’s bedroom was blazing now; Betty Johnson had fainted. Kitty, her heart bursting with terror, screamed again and again.

“Jack! Oh, my God, Jack!”

A flame curled about her feet; another singed her, caught her coat. She tried to beat them out, frantically … screaming. A piece of the ceiling caved in … a mass of burning, splintered wood tumbled down; a fragment caught the fair bobbed head of the frenzied girl and after that she was very quiet.

A fireman appeared at the window, sweating, panting. He jumped in, saw the two figures of the girls; one enveloped in flames which he managed to beat out with his hands. He slung her over his shoulder and started to climb down. A roar, a cheer from a thousand throats below greeted him.

The blackened, piteous young figure was received tenderly, put into a waiting ambulance, taken with a dozen others to a hospital. The fireman went back, gallantly, for the other girl.


II

TWO days later a harassed, desperate young man arrived from Chicago, terror written in his eyes and terror in his heart.

In Chicago he had read of the fire which had demolished the Central Hotel in X72nd Street. And in that hotel he had left Kitty, his wife who had come with him from England to commence a new and glorious life in America.

Jack Farleton was so panic-stricken by the thought that he might find his young wife dead that he hardly dared make inquiries when he reached New York.

He was told that thirty-four people had been seriously injured in that terrible fire. Kitty’s name was not on that list. Twenty-one were dead. Jack Farleton perused the list of dead with sickness in his very soul. But Kitty’s name was not there. Then they told him that two bodies awaited identification in the mortuary. One, that of a youngish girl, wearing a wedding-ring and with remnants of clothing and shoes. The other, a man.

Jack Farleton forced himself to go to the mortuary and see the body of that girl. His face was livid; his forehead dripping wet; his whole figure shaking when he examined the body. The authorities watched him with pity. The young Englishman looked ghastly. They were sorry for him.

Jack Farleton saw a small, maimed, blackened hand with the narrow gold band still on the marriage finger. It looked to him like Kitty’s finger, Kitty’s ring which he had bought so happily in London a few weeks ago. He knew the coat … the grey tweed with the fur collar. He had bought it for her at Barker’s the day before they sailed. Even a piece of lining was left … the shot-silk lining which she had admired. And a handkerchief in the pocket. That left no doubt—the little linen embroidered handkerchief was marked with her new initials: K. F.

Jack fell on his knees and sobbed aloud.

“Kitty … my darling Kit …”

He was not allowed to look at the face; it was covered. He put his lips to the fair, bobbed head … portions of which were visible.

He knew that Kitty had died in that dreadful fire. He went back to his hotel a broken man. He had come to America full of hope, gloriously in love with Kitty … the first real passion of his life. Until he had met Kitty he had only known lighter, more unworthy loves. He had meant to settle out here and start a business with his savings. Kitty, heart and soul in love with him, wanted nothing but to be at his side. She had one brother in South Africa, Ronald Mills, otherwise no relations, no ties.

He thought of her sweetness, her gentle, charming personality. She had been earning her living as a typist in a London office when he had first met her. Everyone adored Kitty. And he had adored her. He visualised the awful horror of her death—a lonely, ghastly end without a soul she knew to help or comfort her. He was tortured with visions of her last torture. For nights he could not sleep properly, could not pull himself together.

The wife he had meant to make so happy he buried in a cheerless cemetery in New York. A little stone bearing the inscription, “Kathleen Farleton, beloved wife of John Farleton,” was all that was left to remind the world that Kitty had ever lived.

Ten days later Jack sailed from New York for England. Without his wife he had no desire to start a new life in America. He wished to go home, to forget the cruel country that had taken her from him.


III

IN an A.B.C. in Holborn, a grey-eyed girl with a pale, tired little face sat alone at a marble-topped table sipping a glass of hot milk.

Ann Williamson was very tired and depressed. It was late autumn. Pouring with rain, and cold. She had worked hard all day and she felt the need of a hot drink.

She pulled out a shabby bag, found a mirror and powder-puff and tried to remove the stains of the day’s work, which included a violet smudge of typewriting ink on one pale cheek. Ann was too thin, too colourless for beauty. Nevertheless, there was something extraordinarily attractive about her. People instinctively trusted Ann, relied on her, liked her sympathetic voice and smile. She had lovely hair, a rich shade of chestnut brown, the one touch of colour about her. Her eyes were grey with long, brown lashes and delicate brows. She would have been pretty if she had looked better nourished and been better dressed.

Suddenly she sat up and stared at a tall man who had just entered the A.B.C. Just for an instant she hesitated, wondering if it could be the person she thought him. Then she was sure—yes, that tall, athlete’s figure, the rather long face with brilliant hazel eyes and the smooth black head belonged to nobody in the world but Jack Farleton. Jack, who had married Ann’s very best and oldest friend, Kitty Mills. For many months now Ann had been writing to Kitty and getting the letters back from the Dead Letter Office. She had been both astonished and worried about it.

Ann got up and rushed to Jack’s table.

“Jack!” she cried. “Jack!”

He turned his head swiftly and looked up at her. Then an expression of pleasure crossed his face. He stood up and gripped her hand.

“Good Lord, it’s little Ann!”

“Why, Jack, this is marvellous,” said Ann. “Fancy running into you like this. Where on earth have you sprung from? Where have you and Kit been all these months? Why hasn’t she written to me? I’ve been wretched about it … you know how fond I am of Kit. She isn’t one to let you down.”

Womanlike, Ann rushed a crowd of questions at Jack. Then she paused for breath and saw that the smile of welcome he had given her had vanished. He was staring past her, his eyes full of tragedy. Her heart gave a swift throb of anxiety. What was wrong? Why didn’t he answer her? Was anything the matter with Kit? And then Ann’s gaze fell upon a black band around Jack’s coat-sleeve. The colour rushed to her cheeks and receded.

“Jack!” she exclaimed. “You don’t mean … you can’t mean——!”

“Sit down, Ann,” he broke in, and pushed her gently into the chair opposite his. “Sit down, and I’ll tell you.”

She dropped into the chair, keeping her eyes upon him. He took the chair opposite and shaded his eyes with one hand for an instant with a gesture of pain and weariness.

“I’d better tell you at once, Ann,” he said. “Poor little Kitty is … dead.”

“Dead,” repeated Ann, horrified. “It isn’t possible, Jack. Kitty, who was fit, so full of life and health and fun … my God!”

“Yes, it’s awful, terrible. She was, as you say, so full of life and fun. And the loveliest thing. I loved her so, Ann.”

“I know you did, Jack. But in heaven’s name, how did she die?”

“In a ghastly fire in New York. Wait a moment … I’ll tell you everything.”

He called a waitress and ordered coffee for Ann and himself. Then he lit a cigarette, leaned back and told her the whole tragic story. Ann listened with her gaze riveted on him. She could not drink her coffee. She was no longer hungry or conscious of cold—only filled with grief for her friend. Kitty, little Kit, who had been the best and greatest friend of Ann’s life. There had been a deeper tie of affection and devotion between them than most friends. Three years ago, before Kitty met and married Jack, she and Ann had worked together in an office in London. At that time Kitty was not entirely dependent on her job. She had a father with a small income and he made her an allowance. But Ann had always relied on her work. And she had an invalid mother to keep into the bargain. That mother was now dead, but three years ago, when things had been terribly tight for Mrs. Williamson, Kitty had come forward and helped.

Kitty, a generous little person, had insisted on lending Ann money for her mother, helping to pay doctor’s bills, sending the old lady fruit, flowers, all the luxuries which Ann could not afford.

Ann never forgot the debt she owed her friend. She could never forget it. She paid back some of the money after her mother died. She paid the rest when Kitty got married. She was out of debt in that way. But the debt went on in her heart. She felt that one day she must do something big for Kitty … Kitty, who had been so fine and generous a pal to her mother.

Then Jack had come along and Kitty married him.

Ann had liked him. He was a handsome, personable young fellow working in a big firm of engineers in Liverpool. Kitty was madly in love and Jack appeared to adore her. They sailed for America ten months ago. Jack was ambitious. Kitty, too. They had a little money. They meant to settle in California and grow oranges. Kitty had parted from Ann with reluctance, but full of ambition and hope for the future.

“When we’re millionaires, you shall come out to Chicago and visit us, darling Ann,” she had said.

Never a word had Ann heard from that day to this. But now she knew why.

“I couldn’t bear to stay in America after Kitty’s dreadful death, so I came home,” Jack Farleton ended. “I put my savings into a concern called the ‘Quick Supply Co.’ Fortunately, it’s paying hands down. I’m quite well off. But life means nothing without Kitty.”

His voice shook. And Ann stared at him, her grey eyes full of horror. She was appalled by the thought of her friend’s terrible death. To be burnt alive in a New York hotel; lovely, laughing Kitty! How horrible! She was profoundly sorry for Jack, too. He looked so lonely and sad.

“I suppose Kit’s brother knows,” she said.

“No, I’ve lost touch with Ronnie,” said Jack. “I don’t know where he is or how to get at him. He was moving from Johannesburg and he promised to let Kitty know where he landed, but she never heard. Do you know anything about him?”

“No,” said Ann.

“I thought you might. I fancy poor Kitty told me once that you and Ronnie …” He paused, coughing discreetly. He saw the red blood flame into Ann’s cheeks.

The name of Ronald Mills always made Ann’s heart beat a trifle faster. Once … yes, she admitted it … once she had fancied herself in love with Ronald. Big, blue-eyed, good-looking Ronnie, who was as sweet-tempered and attractive as Kitty herself. She had hoped he cared for her. Yet somehow the word had never been spoken. He had sailed for South Africa eighteen months ago without telling her that he cared for her. So the romance had flickered out. Not that Ann ever forgot.

To-day she could only think of Kitty’s tragic death, and pity Jack. Impulsively she put out her hand to him.

“I was devoted to Kitty. She was a wonderful little pal to me, Jack. I know you must have loved her. Everyone loved her. I can’t tell you how deeply I sympathise.”

He took the small, firm hand and held it tightly.

“Thank you, Ann. Your sympathy means a lot. You know I’ve no relations—nobody I care about. I’ve been sort of lonely in my sorrow. It’s wonderful to have run across you and be able to talk to you … my little wife’s best friend.”

Their eyes met. Hers full of tears … his full of emotion. He had always been a very emotional man, Ann remembered. Sometimes, in the past, she had thought him inclined to be too soft, too sentimental for a man. But Kitty had adored him and Ann could see his attractions. He was very handsome in a dark, melancholy fashion. He had an attractive voice and manner. If he was a rather weak character, she was not going to judge him.

There was a lot of the mother in Ann. All her young life—she was only twenty-four now—she had mothered somebody; nursed a sick father, then a sick mother, lately a cousin who had had an accident. It was her métier in life to take care of those weaker than herself. She found herself longing to take care of Jack, make him eat well—he looked so much too thin—darn his socks for him … she felt certain nobody darned his socks now that he was a widower.

And Jack Farleton, looking into Ann’s sympathetic eyes, felt something more than mutual sympathy. Intense feeling stirred in him—a feeling born of loneliness, of sorrow, and of Ann’s own personal charm. He had always admired her character. Of course she wasn’t as pretty as Kitty—nor as gay or amusing. But she was gentle and feminine. Just what a man needed when he was unhappy. He squeezed her hand hard and looked deeply into her eyes.

“Ann,” he said, “now we’ve found each other, we mustn’t lose touch again. I’ve got a bit of money, but life is dreadfully lonely, and I’d like to see you … talk to you about Kitty … take you out sometimes.”

“I’d like it too, Jack,” she said, gently withdrawing her fingers. “It would be nice.”

“Has life been kind to you?”

“Not too kind. I work in the offices of Messrs. Pulling & Smart—wholesale outfitters. I live in ‘digs’ in Ealing. My mother died, you know, just before you married Kitty.”

“You aren’t engaged?”

“No … oh, no!”

He felt suddenly glad. And she felt her pulses thrill at the look in those dark, melancholy eyes of his. How brilliant they were! He was certainly charming … poor Kitty’s husband. And if he were lonely … so was she. Ronald was a long, long way away … and Ronnie had not cared … so there was nobody … and her dreams had long since faded.

It was the beginning of a new, delightful friendship for Ann when she ran across Jack Farleton that evening.


IV

THE inevitable happened. Every day Jack Farleton called for Ann in his car. He used a Morris saloon in town, and was living near Church Street, Kensington. Every evening he drove Ann home. Several evenings a week he took her to the cinema, occasionally to a theatre, and often he gave her a nice little dinner. On Sundays he drove her right out of London. They had lunch, tea, and dinner in the country.

Delightful days for Ann, who had had nothing but hard work and depressing, lonely evenings in her “digs” before Jack came home. And of course they talked frequently of Kitty, and of old times—sadly, but enjoying their mutual discussions because they had both loved her and it was a comfort to them to discuss her.

It was only natural that the lonely widower should turn his thoughts gradually from the dead wife to the living girl; should lose his heart on the rebound. He was a passionate man, fond of society, particularly the society of a young, attractive girl who was sympathetic and kind to him. He had cared deeply for Kitty. He still remembered her tragic death with horror and regret. But Time is a healer. It healed that particular wound for Jack Farleton. The heart that had beaten so wildly for Kitty, with her big blue eyes and fair, curly hair, began to beat wildly for Ann Williamson.

Hers, which had once been stirred to longing for Ronald Mills, was stirred by the sight of Jack … by the sound of Jack’s charming voice. Always he had that touch of melancholy, that “lost child” look that roused her compassion. He needed her. She sensed it. He had been Kit’s husband. She felt it her duty to look after him now. Duty became a pleasure … and then, the inevitable climax—Ann fell passionately in love with Jack.

After they had been going out together for two or three weeks, Jack asked Ann to marry him.

It was on a Sunday night. They had been out all day in Jack’s car. He had taken her to Brighton for lunch and tea. Back through Reigate and to dinner in the West End. During that dinner, whenever Ann saw Jack’s brown eyes fixed on her, her heart gave a tremendous thrill. She thought:

“I am crazy … I can’t be falling in love with Kitty’s husband … it’s absurd.”

But it was not absurd. It was real. And it was reciprocated, as she discovered. When Jack drove her back to Ealing, he stopped the car outside the house where she lived and took both her hands in his.

“Don’t go in for a moment,” he said.

She looked up at him. Her face was young, sensitive, almost beautiful in the shadows of the November night. A shaft of light from a street lamp showed him the shining of her grey eyes. Suddenly he felt it impossible to let her go without telling her what she meant to him.

“Ann … look here,” he said, stammering. “My dear … I can’t go on without you.”

“My dear,” she said breathlessly, “what do you mean?”

“That I love you—I want you, Ann. You’ve grown to mean so much to me. Ann, do you like me? Do you care for me at all that way?”

Her heart beat so fast that it shook her slight body. Her cheeks were flaming. Just for an instant she thought of Ronald … Kitty’s brother … the only other man she had ever thought of in connection with love, with passion. Then she banished the thought. He had not cared for her. That was all over … dead. And Jack had grown to mean much.

She gave a tremulous sigh.

“Oh, my dear, yes,” she whispered.

He took her hungrily in his arms, held her so close that she could feel the strong pulsations of his heart against her breast. The dark, brilliant eyes seemed to flame into hers. His warm cheek was against her burning one.

“Ann, Ann … darling, darling! Can you love me? Will you marry me? I can’t eat or sleep for thinking of you, little Ann. Will you take me … I need you so … I’m so miserable, Ann.”

All the maternal rose in her … united with the passionate. She put her arms about him; held him as tightly as he held her. Her heart seemed to burst with emotion, with an ecstasy of possession. Yes, it was wonderful to know that this man loved her and needed her. He was miserable. So was she. They needed each other. She lifted her eyes to his.

“I do love you, dear Jack,” she said. “I do …”

“Oh, my darling … my sweetheart,” he said. “What utter heaven! Ann, what heaven you’ve given me!”

He turned his lips to her lips. They kissed, a long, ecstatic, burning kiss. It left Ann weak, faint in his embrace.

When he lifted his head, she smoothed his dark hair with one shaking hand. He kissed her eyelids, her throat, with a passion that roused all hers. She had never known before what it was to love a man like this.

He said, huskily:

“My sweet, you don’t think badly of me … loving you, wanting to marry you … when Kitty has only been dead eleven months?”

“No, I understand. You were robbed of poor darling Kit almost as soon as you got her. It’s the most natural thing in the world for you to love again. And she wouldn’t mind. She always understood human nature. If she can see us now from her heaven, Jack, she will be glad.”

“I think so,” he said.

“I know it. I know she won’t mind.”

“Then you will marry me soon—at once?”

“Yes, if you want me, Jack.”

He gave a little groan, and his lips covered her mouth in another long, passionate kiss.

It seemed to Ann, when he had gone and she was alone in her bed-sitting-room that night, that she was the happiest, luckiest girl on earth. She went straight to a framed photograph of Kitty which stood on her dressing-table. She picked it up and looked long and earnestly at the sweet face.

“You do understand, don’t you, dear?” she whispered to it. “You will forgive me for taking your Jack now you are gone? Kit, I’m not half as good, as sweet as you, but I’ll try to make him happy, dear … to be as good a wife as you would have been if you had lived.”

The pictured face of the dead girl seemed to smile, and to answer:

“I know … I want you to marry him … I understand.”

And after that life seemed to Ann to be one long excitement and rapture. First she gave in her notice at the office. Then she rushed wildly about town, getting a modest trousseau together. Jack was an ardent lover and a charming companion. He took her everywhere, spent money generously on her, despite her efforts to make him thrifty. He could afford it, he said. His little company was flourishing. He urged her to a speedy marriage.

Within a fortnight of his proposal they were married. John Godfrey Farleton, widower, to Ann Mary Williamson, spinster-of-this-parish. Ann wanted to be married in church … so in a little old London church they were made man and wife. And later they drove away in the car to Torquay for their honeymoon.

During the weeks that followed, Ann was so breathlessly happy that she could scarcely believe it was not a splendid dream from which she would awake. After all the years of drudging in a London office, leading a lonely, depressing existence, it was heaven to find herself an adored wife, married to a man who, although not rich, had just enough money to give her an easy time.

They rarely spoke of Kitty now. It was rather a difficult, delicate theme, these days, and Ann—very sensitive herself—thought it tactful not to discuss Jack’s first wife with him once she was Mrs. Jack Farleton.

But she never forgot her friend. She often thought sadly of Kitty, felt what a tragedy it had been. Jack was a very attractive husband and nobody knew better than Ann what Kitty had missed.

Just once during one of those golden, rapturous days of their honeymoon in Devon, Ann spoke to Jack about Kitty. They had put on coats and braved the November cold for the sake of a brisk walk along the promenade. It was a night of stars, crisp and cold. An ivory moon silvered the water. The palm-trees were dark and feathery, silhouetted against the starlit sky. Ann stood with her arm tucked in her husband’s, her chestnut head against his shoulder.

“I’m so terribly happy, Jack,” she said. “It makes me feel ashamed sometimes … almost as though I had no right to belong to you.”

He smiled down at her. Ann had matured and ripened into real beauty these last few days. Her passionate happiness had given her a new charm. Her cheeks had filled out, grown pink, her lips were vivid, a soft, ripe red, as though love had kissed that colour into them. He knew enough about women to realise that there was more depth in Ann than in most girls. But he was a superficial man and depth and intensities had no meaning for him, unless on the surface things were gay and amusing. He liked Ann in her light moods rather than her serious ones. She would, he knew, appreciate a bunch of violets with as much ardour as that fur coat which he had given her before they set out on their honeymoon. But he liked to see her in the coat. He was proud of her because she looked smart. It was a good dyed-squirrel. He had bought it through a pal who was a furrier. He let his hand wander over the silky fur and then touched her cheek.

“Why no right to belong to me, sweet?”

She shivered and clung to his arm.

“I can’t forget Kitty … she had you first, Jack.”

His handsome eyes grew troubled. Kitty! He had not forgotten her, either. His honeymoon with grey-eyed Ann had been perfect. But Kitty had been his first bride, his first love. He and Kitty had spent their honeymoon in Sussex, in midsummer. Hot, golden days. Warm, breathless nights of ecstasy. Kitty, so dear, so enchanting with her golden hair and limpid eyes as blue as forget-me-nots. Terrible to remember she lay buried in a lonely grave in New York—that she was done for ever with laughter, with love. He was happy with Ann … but could he frankly say he loved this second wife of his as much as he had loved Kitty?

Then the man was ashamed of his thoughts. Yes, he did love Ann. Adored her. He gathered her in his arms and kissed her hotly on the lips.

“My sweet, my own … don’t think of her … that is finished, done with. You belong to me now, my dear … you always will.”

She hid her face on his breast, half-crying, clinging to him. That night she had a queer dream … a dream that Kitty had come back from the dead and stood between her and Jack with a sword uplifted, and a voice said: “Come no nearer … you are cut off from happiness … for ever …”

She awoke, trembling, crying out. Jack held her close, asked her what had frightened her. She refused to tell him and tried to laugh at herself for having stupid nightmares. And with her arms about her husband and his about her, fell asleep again and forgot everything but their love and happiness.

For weeks after that she scarcely thought of Jack’s first wife at all. She was too busy settling into her new home. Jack was building a little house for her at Wembley. A charming little place with a sunny garden and many windows opening east and west.

He made Ann a generous allowance for carpets and curtains and all the fixtures dear to a housewife’s heart. She was naturally domesticated and homely, and she adored the thought of a spotless kitchen full of shining pots and pans.

The house was to be ready in March, and until then they stayed at a hotel in Brompton Road.


V

ABOUT the middle of February, a fair-haired girl, with a fragile, delicate air and a face spiritualised by much suffering, landed at Southampton from New York. She had travelled in greatest discomfort, by steerage, under the name of Mrs. Farleton. She reached England practically without a penny in her pocket. Indeed, had it not been for a kindly woman she met on board, a Mrs. Turner, who was, herself, poor, but with at least a home to go to, Kitty Farleton would have been in a sorry plight. As it was she was taken by this friend to her old mother’s house in Highgate, and it was there she slept on the first night of her return to her native land.

Kitty Farleton had been through hell. A year of such hell that few women could have stood. But although fragile to look at, there was something strong and brave in Kitty, and she had kept her head above water, always with the frantic determination to reach her husband.

The girl who had perished in the hotel fire and whom Jack Farleton had identified as his wife, had, of course, been the unfortunate Canadian—Betty Johnson, who had been wearing Kitty’s clothes.

Kitty had been the first to be rescued and taken to hospital. But not before the falling ceiling had injured her head and she had lost all consciousness. For days and weeks she was at death’s door; a victim to concussion and other minor injuries. She never recovered her senses sufficiently to give her name to the nurses or doctors attending her. And almost at once she had to undergo a delicate and dangerous operation to her head. One of New York’s most famous surgeons removed a splinter of wood which had penetrated the skull dangerously near the brain.

After that Kitty was unconscious for many more days … and then, returning to dreadful pain … was drugged once more to stupor. It was fully six weeks before she was out of danger and able to ask for her husband. She was told, then, that he had not been near the hospital and no one could tell her his whereabouts.

Kitty Farleton went through an agonising time of suspense and misery and loneliness. After three months, a ghost of her former self, she was able to make enquiries, and she knew then that Jack had mistaken the charred body of Mrs. Johnson for her own and buried her in a New York cemetery under the name of Kitty Farleton.

Poor, darling Jack! How he must have suffered! And now, her one thought was to get to him; tell him the glad news that she was alive. But her next difficulty was to trace him. He had left no name behind him. He had just vanished. It never struck Kitty that he would return to England. She presumed he would be in Chicago, carrying on with his business there. She had no money. She was in a desperate plight. But she borrowed the fare to Chicago. Once there she could not trace him. Another dreadful month slipped by. She borrowed more money and cabled to Jack’s old offices in London. The cable was returned, marked: “Gone away, unknown.” He had no family; no home to whom she could apply. She, herself, had no one but her brother Ronald, and she did not know his South African address. So she was helpless. Several times she contemplated cabling her old friend, Ann Williamson, but Ann had not a penny and couldn’t help, so what use to waste the money on the cable?
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