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David Lamont left the Ministers’ Cabinet with
his spirit highly exalted.

What he had received instructions to do was going
to be difficult, and the inference that he had been
chosen out of the number that the Ministers could
have selected from gave him satisfaction.

The President had been in the room for part of the
time, and they had spoken softly and gravely, and one
sentence will stay in David’s memory to the day of
his death.

“You have read the ‘Message to Garcia,’ of
course, Major Lamont? Let it be your guide upon this
difficult mission.”

His mother had given him the little booklet when it
first appeared in America after the Cuban war, and
his young life had been deeply influenced by the appeal
in it.

He must make himself strong enough, and true
enough, to be able to “carry the message to Garcia.”
So it was curious that the President should have
spoken of this.

As he crossed the square he reviewed his instructions.

The first thing was that he was to leave for Europe
on the Olympic the following week, accompanied by
his faithful servant Fergusson—Furgusson who, after
a generation in America, remained as Scotch as when
his father left Aberdeen. Fergusson had been with
Major Lamont all through the War, though neither of
them had been soldiers before it.

David’s war record was of the finest, just as his
business record in New York had been of the finest
before that. And now, at thirty-three years old, he
had this one more task to accomplish before he could
retire into private life, and give his time and his
talents to his country’s Government, which was
his aim.

The Lamonts had always been well-to-do people,
living down by Washington Square, and quite indifferent
to the rush of events or the urge to accumulate
wealth. However, real estate in a populous neighborhood
is a solid heritage.

David had the modern spirit. He must be and do.
And he had done a great many things already, and
meant to do more!

“You will have to disappear completely for two
months, Major Lamont,” the Minister had said.
“You can give no account of your movements to anyone,
and avoid meeting old friends, by the way, or
entering into any new acquaintanceships. You will
receive full instructions at the Embassy in Paris,
where you will arrive in twelve days’ time—and then
you will proceed to carry them out.”

His destination lay “somewhere in the near East”—and
that is quite enough for us to know!

Fergusson would have everything ready to start.
He was accustomed to sudden movements on the part
of his master. David was going to stay in Washington
until the night train to New York left. He had
an hour now to spare, and would go and see an old
friend of his family who lived on Massachusetts
avenue.

He was an agreeable sight to look upon as he
crossed the square, with his upright, lithe, well drilled
figure, and his nice clothes. Some people thought that
he was too stern of countenance for his age—but no
one disputed his charm.

David’s hair was as black as jet, and immensely
thick, and he wore it brushed back from his broad
brow; it gleamed like a silk hat. His skin was olive,
but not very dark, and you could see the bluish shade
where he shaved a strong beard. His eyes were the
blackest things imaginable—so intensely black that the
pupil seemed to merge in the iris. They were full of
magnetic, compelling force, under his thick level brows
and heavy inky eyelashes. His features were classic
in their clear cutting, and his mouth shut like a vice.
It was the firmest thing in mouths.

Every gesture, every look of him, suggested one
used to command. “An ugly customer to run up
against, and a good friend,” those who knew him well
said of him. He was accustomed to mind his own
business, too, and never vouchsafed gratuitous
information.

Women adored him. He was quite uninterested in
them, except as pastimes on the rarest occasions. He
had none of the American male’s tolerance for all
their failings. He saw them as they were, without
glamour, and utterly despised most of them. The
memory of an adored mother who had died in the first
year of the War kept his ideal very different to the
fluffy, bobbed-haired flappers whom he met whenever
he dragged himself into society.

David Lamont knew Europe as well as America,
and was no raw novice, but a polished man of
the world.

He was ruthless and often hard, but he amounted
to something, and no one ever talked with him for five
minutes without being aware of it, although he had
not one touch of egotism, and never spoke of himself
or his doings.

“He will go far,” some of the Supreme War
Council had said, when he was with them in France.

But fate seems to send human beings into backwaters
sometimes, in spite of all their wills, and when
David left France in 1920 he had been swamped in the
bog of private business, on his father’s death, and it
was only now, a year afterwards, that he was able to
emerge and take an active part in the game he had set
himself to play.

As he ran up the steps of Mrs. Longton’s house he
met a friend of his coming out, one Captain Jack
Lumley, an Englishman, who had been over on
Government business. They had fought together
when David was attached to an English Guards Battalion
in 1918, and were glad to meet again.

“Hullo, Jack!”

“Hullo, David, old boy!” And they grasped
hands and talked for a few moments gladly.

“I’m going back on the Olympic. I was just going
to wire you in New York.”

“I’m crossing on her, too,” David said; and at that
moment the door was opened, and, calling out “So
long!” he disappeared inside the house, and Captain
Lumley went on down the street with set face.

An hour ago he—Jack Lumley—had gone to Mrs.
Longton’s on purpose to see Laline Lester, with whom
he was deeply in love. She had come in with her aunt,
Mrs. Greening, to say farewell before starting for
Europe—her first visit abroad.

Laline Lester was all that a really lovely American
heiress should be. Highly educated, with wonderful
complexion and eyes and hair, fair as a lily, and with
feet and hands and a taste for dress which could not
be surpassed. She had been thoroughly spoilt and
indulged all her life, but kept rather away from the
ultramodern set, so that she lent prestige to parties
when she attended them. Her temperament was
speculative. She tried things to find if there was any
good in them, and when they disappointed her she
threw them away.

Her rubbish heap was growing, and her critical
faculties were becoming more acute. She had had
the usual number of flirtations that every beautiful
American heiress of twenty-two has experienced, and
she had found them all Dead Sea fruit and of no
meaning. She had never cared for anyone in her life,
except her cat, Mumps, and her mother’s old maid,
Celestine, with whom she had spoken French since she
was born. Celestine really meant something to her.

The War had prevented her going to Europe during
those years and then had come her mother’s death,
which had caused no one any grief, since she had been
a selfish, hypochondriacal, nervous wreck as long as
her daughter could remember anything.

Laline was looking for something in life—she did
not know what. All the men she had met she could
rule. She danced with them, listened to their love
declarations, realized that they were all the same and
then troubled herself no more about them. She was
accustomed to their devotion, which contained no thrill.

Jack Lumley had been different. First, because he
was of another nation, so that his methods of trying
to gain her favour were not the same. Secondly, because
he had a fine and dear character; and Laline
knew it.

But when the pleasure of possessing a new kind of
slave was dulled a little all interest went, and he, too,
joined the throng of those who could not hold her.
Only, perhaps, he was the thing she loved—next to
Mumps and Celestine!

That afternoon, as they had sat on the sofa in Mrs.
Longton’s smaller drawing-room, Jack had once more
asked her to marry him. He had plenty of money of
his own, and was heir to an old cousin’s earldom—and
Laline rather wanted to become someone in England,
as her friend Molly Beaton had become. She thought
that she was very foolish to refuse him, but she just
couldn’t bring herself to promise anything.

“You know that I don’t love you really a little bit,
you dear old Jack,” she had said, letting him hold her
hand, since no one could see them from the larger
drawing-room beyond. “If you ask me again when
I am twenty-five, and I haven’t found a thing which
can make me feel by then, I’ll probably say ‘Yes.’
But it is three years to wait. Oh, Jack, I do want
to feel!”

His kind blue eyes gazed at her. How he loved
her!—every bewitching curl of the golden hair, every
soft curve of the pink velvet cheek, every flash of the
grey eyes that seemed to look out resentfully from
their brown, curly lashes. Laline’s lashes always filled
men with a desire to kiss them, they were such babyish
things. Not the least black—indeed, not even very
dark—goldy near the skin, getting to brown at the
tips; but they were so very luxuriant, and turned right
up against the white lids. Her great grey eyes always
seemed to be looking out through a shadow that was
soft and a little dusky, but not dark at all. “Dawn
eyes” one poetic lover had called them. Only, often
they were unsatisfied, and even discontented.

Why could not one of these would-be husbands
make her feel?

Molly Beaton had said that Englishmen were very
masterful, not a bit good and biddable like American
men, and that her own husband was a selfish brute,
whom she adored! So Laline had hoped much when
Jack Lumley had been presented to her. But he went
down under her spell in the first half-hour, and showed
as much eagerness to please her as Potter Grey, or
Willemon Dodge, or any of the rest of them. He
never got the least drunk, though—that was something.

When she had said “No” again, for the third
time, as she sat upon Mrs. Longton’s sofa, Jack Lumley
had kissed her very beautiful hands.

“Laline, I love you—you can never know how
much. Some people think of love in one way, some in
another. For me it means devotion. I would rather
you were happy than have my own heart’s desire.”

“Jack, you dear!”

“I’ll wait, then, darling. But you’ll let me take
care of you on the Olympic next Wednesday,
won’t you?”

“Why, certainly.”

Then she let him kiss her two hands again, and
when he went she rose and looked out of the window
to watch him as he left the house, and she sighed. But
then her eyes caught sight of David Lamont talking to
him, and some slight feeling of interest permeated her.
Here was a new type! Someone she had never seen
before. No native of Washington. Dressed in
English clothes; very well set up; all there; American,
assuredly—but of the world. Who could he be?
A friend of Jack’s? How warm their greeting was!
She could see everything from behind the net curtain.
What black hair! “I hate black hair, and that blue
mark where he shaves. Just like an Italian waiter!”

Then she knew that he had entered the house, and
in an instant would be passing through the room,
probably. She was quite alone there. The considerate
hostess had imagined she was still talking to Captain
Lumley, and had left her in peace in this outer small
drawing-room.

She certainly felt interested as the butler opened
the door and the tall, upright, lithe figure strode in,
and past her with the utmost indifference. His goal
was the further room, where Daisy Longton could be
seen beyond teacups and cocktail glasses. No man
in any room had ever passed Laline Lester with indifference
in her whole life!

A little feeling of resentment rose in her. She
would stay there, and not return to the others as she had
meant to.

Mrs. Longton was meanwhile greeting Major
Lamont effusively—he was so difficult to secure—and
she felt so delighted that he had spared the time to
look her up.

She introduced him to everyone—numbers of
pretty girls and their admirers.

“What a frightful bore this custom of introductions
is,” David thought. “Why in the world can’t
they do as they do in Europe, and leave people alone?”

How could he ever remember all their tiresome
names and their tiresome faces? All exactly the same,
with the last Paris hat and the last shaped Cupid’s bow
of a mouth made with lip-grease—fluffy bits of sugar
cake! He had come there to talk to Daisy Longton
about old times and their mutual interests—they had
been children together—he had not come to be
launched into a bunch of débutantes, the very sight
of whom irritated him.

They said all the bright things they always say, and
smoked and sipped their cocktails, and only one or
two even dimly perceived the hardly even amused contempt
which lay in Major Lamont’s fathomless eyes.

“He is just too darling!” one beauty whispered
to her friend, who snapped her head off. “I think
he’s a brute. He makes me feel uncomfortable.”

Laline, alone in the outer room, was becoming
more and more disturbed. Was no one remembering
her absence? The colour deepened in her cheeks.
She got out her lapis and diamond vanity box and
examined herself in the little mirror. Then she dabbed
her white velvet nose and her pink velvet cheeks with
powder. Her lips were so red they never really did
need grease. And then she straightened herself. It
would look odd if he passed out again and she was still
there alone. So she controlled her resentment at the
turn things had taken, and walked through the archway
into the inner drawing-room.
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Major Lamont looked up as the slender figure
came forward to the tea table by which he sat with
the hostess. Here was a new flapper was his first
thought. He had not remarked her in the smaller
drawing-room. Some girl was sitting on a sofa, that
was all he had taken in.

No; she was not a flapper. There was not that
jaunty air of knowing childishness which the rest
affected. She was dressed with greater dignity also,
and her skirts were not quite up to her knees. (All
this happened in the May of 1921, when those who
wanted to be dressed as twelve-year-old kiddies had
ample opportunity to indulge their fancy, even if they
had seen forty years.)

She was not painted, either—only a little powder—and
her lips were innocent of crimson grease. David
Lamont was not an out-of-date person. He had no
objection to lip-grease, or rouge, or eye black, when
they were an improvement, but in a young girl it
seemed a treat to see nature again, as nature in this
case was beautiful enough to be left alone.

Yes; this was really a lovely creature, whoever she
might be, he decided, and he did not feel so bored
when the inevitable introduction took place.

Laline, for her part, was full of resentment, and
did not analyze that she was resenting the very thing
which she had longed for—to meet someone who
could make her feel.

For she was thrilling with interest in the newcomer,
only that her tactics with men were always to
appear indifferent, which had been easy hitherto because
it was what she had felt. But now she was not indifferent,
and so she had to act, but the unusualness of it all
made her nervous, and she said something that was
the banal ordinary thing; and Major Lamont answered
in like tone, but he watched her.

His black eyes saw through people. He knew she
was nervous, and not stupid, and he wondered what
had caused this state of mind.

Someone said something about the journey across
the Atlantic, and Laline turned to him:

“I am going with my aunt to Europe on the Olympic
next Wednesday,” she told him. “It is my first
visit over there. I am terribly excited about it.”

So they would be crossing together. But he did
not inform her of his plans.

“You are going to Paris, of course?” He said.

“Yes; but why of course?”

“All good Americans—if they are lovely ladies,
especially—go to Paris while they live, now, not when
they die. It is the Mecca for clothes.”

Laline pouted. There was something faintly contemptuous—or
was it only mocking?—in his tones.

“I am crazy to see the art galleries.”

“You are?”

“Why not?”

He smiled. He knew she was becoming annoyed.

“I’ll bet you any amount of money that you will
do the Louvre in half an hour, spend one afternoon
picnicking at Versailles without going near the palace,
and that the rest of the time you’ll be at the races, or
the polo, or trying on at the dressmaker’s; and you’ll
dance all night in the Bois or at Montmartre.”

Laline’s eyes flashed between the soft lashes.

“If that is what people do in Paris, I shall, of
course, follow their lead; it is awful to be a back
number. Is that how you spend your time?”

“It depends upon who I am with.”

He looked round at all the pretty, silly faces, and
he laughed softly to himself.

Laline had never felt so insulted in her life. He
had said nothing impertinent, but it was the light and
amused tone and the inference. Here was the first
man who plainly was not dazzled by her, and plainly
classed her with all the other girls—just one of a
foolish bevy of thistledowns.

“Have a cigarette?” she suggested, to hide her annoyance.
And she opened her case, a companion one
to her vanity box in lapis, with her initials in diamonds.

“I hardly ever smoke,” he answered. “Sometimes
a cigar now and then.”

“Don’t you approve of it?”

He did not reply to this, but asked:

“What do you smoke for?”

Laline was nonplussed. She was not quite sure what
were her reasons.

“Because it makes you feel good. I can’t do anything
until I have had my cigarette,” she blurted out.

“Poor slave!”

Rage was rising in Laline.

“I’m not a slave. I only smoke about ten a day.”

“Yes; you have just admitted it. You can’t do
anything until you have had one, therefore the
cigarette is the master, not you.”

“I could stop smoking to-morrow if I liked.”

“I should, then; it will be a new experience for
you to be a ruler.”

This was more than could be borne. A new experience
for her to be a ruler—she, who had ruled
everybody all her life!

She told him so, and grew more and more furious
at the laugh in his eyes.

“There is obviously one person I am sure you have
never succeeded in bringing under your dominion.”
He was not looking at her as he said this, but absently
at a splendid paradise plume in her aunt’s hat. She
followed the direction of his eyes, and laughed.

“Aunty! Oh, you have made a mistake there.
I can do just what I please with her.”

David turned now, and his black eyes seemed to
see right through her golden head.

“ ‘Aunty’? Oh, the lady with the paradise
plume—I wasn’t thinking of her.”

“Who did you mean, then?” defiantly.

“Since you ask, I meant yourself.”

Laline bristled all over.

“I think you are very rude.”

“I am sorry, but you asked me, you know.”

Then he turned away to Mrs. Longton again, and
Laline felt as if she should burst into tears. She had
never hated anyone so much before, she told herself.

Major Lamont was rising to go. She had gathered
he was returning immediately to New York. She
would never see him again, most probably, and a good
thing. And yet——

“We are going to be at the Ritz-Carlton until we
sail. If you want to be rude to me again, you can
come, or telephone, and——”

He bowed, and there was an amused smile in his
eye, but he did not say if he would come or not.

Mrs. Greening had been conversing with him before
Laline entered the room, and she was now effusive
in her adieux.

“Why, I’m just crazy about that boy, Laline,”
she said as they were motoring back to their mansion.
“Ar’n’t you?”

“No, I am not!” snapped her niece. “I think he
is just as rude as he can be.”

Major Lamont arrived at the dock early on the
Wednesday and went on board the Olympic before
the rush began, and he was smoking a quiet cigar on
the top deck, where no one noticed him, when, with all
the paraphernalia of rich Americans leaving for
Europe, Laline and her aunt and Jack Lumley came
across the gangway.

“So old Jack’s in tow,” David thought as he
watched them. “She probably plays with every man.”
And he wondered why the thought irritated him.

Laline had grown more and more annoyed as the
days passed at the Ritz-Carlton and no Major Lamont
appeared. Perhaps he had not returned after all. Perhaps
he was very occupied. Perhaps he did not want
to come. But this was too unflattering a thought, and
she instantly dismissed it. No man had ever not
wanted to come to see her.

David kept out of everyone’s way all that first
afternoon, and he was eating his dinner at a secluded
corner in the restaurant when the Greening party
came in, rather late.

Laline saw him at once with the corner of her eye.
Neither Jack nor her aunt had remarked him.

He must have known that he would be crossing
with them, and yet he had never said one word in
Washington. What a horrid man! It was plain to
be seen now that he was deliberately avoiding them.
Her cheeks burned with annoyance.

From where she sat—the others had their backs
to him—she could look at his profile, all the time unobserved
by him. It was a very handsome profile, she
was obliged to own, and there was something so very
distinguished about him, too. None of that look like
so many of her “boys” that she danced with had, as
though he stayed up too late and had too many cocktails.
His olive skin was eminently outdoor and
bronzed and fresh and healthy, and there was no superfluous
fat upon him. What on earth could he be
thinking of so deeply that he never turned round or
looked about him? What was he eating?

Some chicken and salad.

What was he drinking? A pint of champagne.

Of course, he would be finished long before they
would. Why had her aunt taken so long to dress?

“Laline, dear, you have not heard a word that I
have been saying,” Mrs. Greening remarked
plaintively.

“Yes, I have, auntie, but I am interested in this
new scene.”

Jack Lumley had been wondering, too, at her
silence, though he was accustomed to her moods, and
knew it was wiser not to remark upon them.

Yes; Major Lamont was getting up now, and they
had not reached their ices yet. He was going through
that door into—was it a verandah place where people
had coffee, perhaps? He would have his coffee there;
so should they. She had better talk now, since she
need not watch any longer.

“By the way, Jack, I had always meant to ask you
what is the history of the man I saw you speaking
to out of Daisy Longton’s window. He came in afterwards,
and his name is Major Lamont?”

“Old David! Oh! so you met him. He’s a great
pal of mine. We were together in the trenches for
a bit.”

“Is he really a soldier, or only a War-time one?”

“No; he wasn’t a soldier before, and afterwards
I think he had something to do with the Intelligence;
but he is one of the bravest chaps I’ve ever come across.
I looked him up in New York, but he was busy all the
time. He ought to have been on this ship, but I expect
he has been delayed. I have not seen him on board
at all.”

Laline could hardly prevent herself saying: “Yes,
he is here, and over there in the verandah.”

But she smiled blankly, and changed the conversation.

Why did her aunt want all those strawberries for
dessert? It was quite a quarter of an hour since
Major Lamont had finished his dinner. It was simply
ridiculous to take up so much time in eating.

At last, however, they did move, but when they got
into the verandah no David was there. He must have
gone on out of the other door.

Laline felt a queer sensation of rage, and soon
made an excuse, and led her party through all the
saloons, but Major Lamont was not seen again
that night.
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David Lamont at this stage was not really interested
in Laline Lester. In him there was a Pan-like
spirit of teasing, and it had given him a sort of schoolboy
pleasure to be able to get a rise out of her in
Washington, that was all. She appeared a product of
the present day’s lovely, spoilt, over-indulged young
womanhood, who could be of no interest to any thinking
man, except in one aspect, and he was much too
busy to bother with such things at the moment.

He had not even remembered her invitation during
the few days he had been in New York, and, knowing
he would see Jack Lumley on the Olympic, he had not
concerned himself about him either.

Therefore, as he sat in the verandah drinking his
coffee that first evening out, he was asking his inner
consciousness why the sight of his old friend and the
two ladies had given him some sense of vague
irritation.

“What animals we are, after all,” he said to himself.
“I suppose it is because the girl is so darned
good to look at, the hunting instinct gets up in me, to
wrest her from old Jack!” Then he frowned. He
was to avoid new acquaintances, and not even consort
much with old ones.

They would be coming in certainly in a few
minutes, and the verandah of the restaurant was not
large enough for him to keep aloof from such a friend
as Jack Lumley. So, reluctantly, he finished his
coffee and escaped to the smoking lounge, and that
night the interest and irritation went off soon, and he
became immersed in the book on the history of the
country which was to be his destination, which he had
brought with him, and so forgot that there were such
things as exquisite girls and old friends until after the
two ladies had retired to their state-rooms much later.
Jack came in alone, and found him.

“David! So you are here, after all?”

“Why, yes. I was waiting until you weren’t a
squire of dames, old man. I am fed up with the
ubiquitous females of my own country!” And he
laughed irritably.

A cloud came into Jack’s mild blue eyes. He did
not like to hear his goddess included in this category.

“Miss Lester and her aunt are two of the most delightful
people one could meet,” he announced a
trifle stiffly.

“Granted.”

“Mrs. Greening has taken my cousin’s place in
Kent, near Dover—you know Channings Priory—and
they are going there for the summer, after they have
done Paris and London.”

“They will fill the house with inappropriate guests,
and drive the servants all wild, but I suppose they’ll
pay about double the rent they are even asked for!”

Jack laughed now, as he sat down and lit a cigarette.

“You are in the devil of a bad temper, David!
What’s up?—and what are you over for this time?”

“Oh, just for a whiff of Paris. And I’ve got to
see my tailor in London. Curious how the very best
of them lose their cut when they migrate.”

Then they talked of sport for half an hour. David
had hunted for a season in Leicestershire before
the War.

“So you won’t make a fourth at our little table of
three for meals, David?” Jack laughed as they were
turning in.

“No, I won’t! I am on board to work—and rest!
Good night!”

Laline Lester woke rather late the next day, with
a fixed determination in her mind—the conquest of
Major Lamont. Not, she told herself, that he attracted
her in the very least, but just to show him that he
could not put over any of that indifference stunt on her.
Men were her natural servants, and she did not mean to
stand insubordination from one of them.

She was so glad that she had had this lovely
trousseau of steamer clothes. A change for every day
of the six days, and each tweed or woolly costume and
great, enveloping fur-trimmed wrap more becoming
than the last! This morning she would wear the
mauve wool shot with grey, and she would tuck in a
bunch of Parma violets. (Countless boxes of flowers
reposed in the chilled chamber waiting to be brought
out fresh for each day of the whole voyage.)

What a mercy it was not rough, because, after all,
since she had never been on the ocean before, she could
not be sure what effect it might have upon her.

Jack had assured her that their chairs were in the
very best position, out of draughts and on the lee side.

She would not wait for her aunt, who had the
state-room next door, with the bathroom between.
She would send for Celestine at once and get up
directly she had eaten her breakfast. Major Lamont
must certainly take exercise, and Jack would, in consequence,
find him during the morning. And then
they would meet whether he liked it or not.

Jack’s note came at that moment.

“A divine sun! I will wait for you at the top of
the stairs by the lift.—Jack.”

And in less than an hour she stood beside him, an
entirely bewitching picture in the mauve and grey
suit, her adorable feet in the neatest of grey suede
shoes and immaculate silk stockings. She seemed as
fresh as the violets tucked into her belt, and full of
joyous anticipation.

Fond love suffused Captain Lumley’s eyes. Everything
was arranged for her when they reached the
chairs—rugs and cushions—and the deck stewards
were just bringing round the chicken broth.

“Why, it is eleven o’clock,” Laline said.

“I think we ought to walk,” Jack remarked. “You
can sleep all the afternoon.”

There was no Major Lamont in sight! A walk
and a thorough investigation of the geography of the
ship would be an excellent thing.

Many eyes followed the pair with interest and admiration
as the usual tramp began. Laline was so
radiant a being, with that apple blossom skin and
golden hair. The pink in her cheeks was clear as a
wild rose and deepened in the soft wind. But they had
been round and round the deck four times, and not a
sight of any very tall, black-haired American gentleman
did they see.

He could not surely be sleeping still. He was not
sleeping; he was striding the boat above them. And
when at last Laline suggested that she wanted to be
taken up there and David caught sight of them advancing
in his direction, it seemed that a meeting
was inevitable.

He quickened his pace as though upon some special
errand, and when they did come face to face he bowed
and would have passed, but Laline stopped and held out
her hand.

“Why, what a surprise, Major Lamont! You going
to Europe, too?”

“Yes. The call of the cafés in the Bois has lured
me.”

His annoyance at having been caught, when to
avoid them he had deliberately abandoned his usual
ocean habit of putting in some good miles on A deck
before lunch, to mount to the boat deck where the
space was more cramped made his voice rather acid.

The girl was damnably pretty here in the morning
light, and her eyes were full of a challenge; and the
blood ran faster in David Lamont’s veins than is usual
with his compatriots obsessed with business.

“Come and trot with us, you old bear,” Jack said.
“Miss Lester does not know any ocean liner, and I
have never been on a White Star before. But you
know the ropes—show us round.”

David gave his old friend’s arm a nasty tweak, but
he had to turn with them and talk lightly, as
travellers do.

Laline showed herself intelligent, and did not ask
too many feminine and foolish questions. She was
gay as a young lark, and endeavored to draw Major
Lamont into a controversy, but he remained taciturn,
and when they had explored the whole of the boat
deck he stopped near the companion ladder.

“You can’t get lost now,” he rather growled. “I
am going to see how the run is,” and without more
ado he left them.

“What a difficult man!” Miss Lester pouted.
“He’s as sure of himself and as disagreeable and gruff
as an Englishman!”

Jack laughed, “Thanks!”

“Oh! well, I don’t mean you; you’re different.”

Down in her heart she was exceedingly annoyed,
and for the first time not quite sure of herself.

David Lamont, as he gained the smoking-room, was
annoyed, too, for he also did not feel quite on firm
ground. Salt air, May sunshine, blue sea, grey eyes,
and pink velvet cheeks, to say nothing of a cupid’s
bow cherry mouth that was not painted, were upsetting
factors!

He said the word “Garcia” to himself. He was
carrying a message to Garcia! Confound the girl! He
had not felt so attracted since the hot flirtation he had
had with Lady Cristobel Agincourt in the spring of
1919, when he was with the Peace Conference. He had
emerged from that successfully, and she had married
a rich shipowner from Hull, called Dobbs! Both girls,
he felt, were the product of their separate countries’
ultracivilization—and did not really amount to a row of
pins. Again, confound the hunting instinct!

At an idle moment he would not have resisted the
frivolous pleasure of an affair with Laline Lester. He
allowed himself outings about once in three years.
But now anything which could draw ten minutes of his
thoughts away from the work in hand must be refused,
and it was sheer hard luck that this strong temptation
had been thrown across his path!

He did not emerge until luncheon, and then he
came into the restaurant so late that the other party
were almost leaving. They nodded, and then David
began ordering his food in his casual way of indifference,
which Laline so resented.

Lots of Englishmen that she had met in Washington
were washouts, but some nice and some stupid;
they mostly had that air, though, and even if it was
insubordinate it could be excused, and even admired,
in foreigners; but for one of her own nation to dare to
get by with it was more than she could stand! Major
Lamont should be annihilated and rendered the merest
slave to her whims!

Now, she must use her ’cute business sense, inherited
from that successful father of hers and devise a
plan for this man’s subjection. So she passed David’s
table as they went out without ever looking at him,
and went and allowed herself to be tucked up in her
chair by Jack, and then pretended to go to sleep, and
finally really fell asleep, before Major Lamont came
out to pace with Judge Whitmore whom he had
chanced upon.

And as he passed and re-passed, the most insane
desire flooded him to go over and kiss those curly
golden-brown eyelashes and crush the little fragile
body in his strong arms.

So a scowl settled upon his stern face, and even
Jack, who joined him in his tramp, did not dare to
chaff him.

That night at dinner he felt it prudent to ask a
companion to share his meal, and the old Judge and
he discussed international politics, and he succeeded in
banishing all thought of the other party from his mind.

Laline was burning with fury. It could not possibly
be that he was really unattracted by her? He must
be only acting. Whose will would prove the strongest?
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Three days passed——

The fight went on. Outwardly David Lamont
was the complete victor. Nothing which Laline Lester
could do—and her arts were great in the way of allurement—could
provoke any response from him.

He talked when he was absolutely dragged into
talking with her. He seldom looked at her. He never
gave her the satisfaction of knowing that he appreciated
her marvellous changes of costume. He made
her always have the sensation that she was of no
account, a pretty butterfly hardly even important
enough to tease! That was the strength of his
character. But underneath he was growing to be profoundly
affected by her; and, as for the girl, by the
last evening before they would get into Cherbourg, she
had fallen deeply in love with him.

She had asked Fate to let her feel—and now it
seemed her request had been granted.

Jack, with the sixth sense of men who love, felt
this, and his brave heart sank. David, he knew, was
not the sort of chap to make any woman happy. He
was the best of fellows, but action was his motto—not
devotion. No woman would ever rule him, and no
woman would ever come before his duty or his career.
There would be no humouring of caprices with him, no
shutting the eye to silly little unbalanced ways and foolish
want of logic. Either a woman might display those,
and he would treat her with the amount of respect
he would give to a mistress, or she would have to
curb them all and come up to the scratch as a reasonable
being. Even then, would he ever really love her?

Jack looked at him, and was able to see where his
charm lay. Strength of character is always magnetic,
especially when accompanied by such looks. He was
utterly ruthless, and had that distressingly clear sight,
uninfluenced by glamour, which precluded the possibility
of his ever being merely overcome by the intoxication
of passion, to the oblivion of all else, as Jack
felt that he himself might be.

And as Jack saw—or, rather, sensed—that Laline
was falling in love with his friend, he began to watch
and analyze him more and more. He did not feel
bitter; his jealousy took a different form. He felt
that he must protect his love from something which
could not be for her happiness.

On the fourth night out, the two men talked long
after the ladies had retired to bed. A sharp wind had
arisen, and the giant ship was not entirely without
movement.

David Lamont had been probing some characteristics
of a mutual friend rather profoundly.

“You size up everything exactly, don’t you, old
man?” Jack said.

David stretched himself. He looked so strong as
he sat there in the big comfortable armchair.

“Probably. It is a habit I acquired early, and it has
been of great use in my work. It is better to relegate
things into the places they belong. Men are fools as
a rule. They mix up their emotions, and can’t see
clearly whence they spring.”

“Yes; especially love emotions,” and Jack sighed.

David laughed shortly.

“About those, the thing is to ask yourself clearly
is it that part of you—your will or spirit, or whatever
you like to call the thing which means the divine—or
your physical needs a woman is appealing to. When
you have decided that, then you can let rip and only
concentrate upon defending the one aspect. It is because
most of us won’t face any truth that we allow the
insidious call of sex to obstruct our judgment about the
spirit, and get enmeshed in the enervating net of
women’s physical wiles.”

“The two are so intermixed.”

“No, they are not. The one appeals to the senses
alone, and the other is outside that. Take a case of
physical disfigurement. No man could stay in love
with a woman who had had her nose blown off, for
instance. That shows it is all physical. If she had
got a soul and a character he might go on loving
her even more, but that would be because the physical
was not counting with him. All the glamour would
be gone, though. If he found he just felt kindly
and sympathetic and pitiful—however much he had
believed he was in love with her before—then he could
be sure he had only cared for the body business. For
my part, I dissect the creatures so mercilessly all the
time that they can only hold me when every sense is
pleased, and if they shock one of these all their
charm flies.”

“You’ve never met anyone who could hold you
with the other thing?”

“Not yet. I thought I adored a woman in 1919,
but the day one of her false curls came off when I was
kissing it quenched all desire. If their noses get pink
in an east wind, or they show an unbecoming gesture
or habit, if their voices squeak, if they smoke so that
their breath smells of tobacco, or drink cocktails, or do
one single physically disillusioning thing, I am just
revolted. Nothing gets by with me. It is awful. I can
only see the truth, and am unable to make any allowance.
My reason tells me I ought to, as we are probably
more revolting to them than they are to us, but I
can’t. I see every blemish, and then I don’t register
any sensation.”

“Arguing by that, then, you can see as plainly the
qualities of the soul—we’ll call it—and would be
attracted by them in an ugly physical body?” Jack
was very much interested as he asked this.

“I might see them, but love has to begin with the
physical, and then become merged into the spiritual.
If you see only the spiritual things, you stay platonic.
You’ve got to feel passion while knowing that there is
gold beneath, really to love.”

“And you have never found such a one, David?”

“Never in my life. In my country the bringing
up, and the freedom and want of tradition, turn even
the best into selfish ‘cuties’; and in yours the chase
after the too rare males cuts their charm. Guess I’ll
not find a real mate this side of old age.”

This was comforting. Whatever Laline’s feelings
for him might be, they would apparently receive no
encouragement, Jack felt.

Next day it was very rough. Laline woke convinced
that she was a perfect sailor by now, and rose
before her usual time. Some feeling that she could not
be hidden in her cabin this last day, when there was no
knowing if she would ever see Major Lamont again,
once they landed, urged her to get up. She had not
been able to extract from him if he were coming to
Paris really or going on to Southampton.
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