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In "Landlopers," John Le Gay Brereton presents a captivating exploration of the life of wanderers and the profound connection between identity and place. This semiautobiographical novel employs rich prose, vivid imagery, and lyrical language to depict the journeys of those who exist on the fringes of society, forever seeking belonging. Set against the backdrop of early 20th-century Australia, Brereton encapsulates a Zeitgeist marked by colonial expansion and cultural dislocation, inviting readers to ponder themes of displacement, adventure, and the universal quest for purpose amid the vast, unforgiving landscapes of the Australian wilderness. John Le Gay Brereton, an eminent Australian poet and novelist, was deeply entrenched in the literary circles of his time, often drawing inspiration from his diverse experiences abroad and within Australia. His background in the arts, combined with his exposure to the philosophical movements of his era, notably influenced the contemplative nature of "Landlopers." The novel reflects his acute awareness of the tensions between civilization and nature, deriving from his own experiences as an explorer of both the Australian bush and broader literary landscapes. "Landlopers" is a must-read for those intrigued by themes of exploration and identity. Its blend of lyrical beauty and poignant insight will resonate with lovers of literature that challenges social norms and delves into the intricacies of human experience. Readers will find themselves captivated by Brereton's distinctive voice and the timeless questions the narrative raises about belonging, adventure, and the search for self. In this enriched edition, we have carefully created added value for your reading experience: - A succinct Introduction situates the work's timeless appeal and themes. - The Synopsis outlines the central plot, highlighting key developments without spoiling critical twists. - A detailed Historical Context immerses you in the era's events and influences that shaped the writing. - A thorough Analysis dissects symbols, motifs, and character arcs to unearth underlying meanings. - Reflection questions prompt you to engage personally with the work's messages, connecting them to modern life. - Hand‐picked Memorable Quotes shine a spotlight on moments of literary brilliance. - Interactive footnotes clarify unusual references, historical allusions, and archaic phrases for an effortless, more informed read.
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In H. Rider Haggard's captivating novella, "Long Odds," the narrative unfolds with a quintessential blend of adventure, romance, and the exploration of human spirit against the backdrop of colonial Africa. Haggard employs a vivid, descriptive literary style that immerses readers in exotic landscapes and complex characters, reflecting the social and moral dilemmas of his time. The plot intricately weaves elements of luck, fate, and chance through the lens of betting on a lion hunt, raising questions about the nature of bravery and folly amidst the thrill of the unknown. Haggard, a prominent figure in the Victorian adventure literature scene, was deeply influenced by his own experiences in Africa and his interest in colonialism's effects on both the indigenous populations and European settlers. His firsthand encounters with diverse cultures, combined with his background in law and public service, lent authenticity and depth to his characterizations and plot developments. "Long Odds" mirrors the author's preoccupation with the moral quandaries and ethical considerations of European imperialism, skillfully drawing readers into a world both familiar and raw. I highly recommend "Long Odds" to readers seeking a thought-provoking yet entertaining exploration of human nature mirrored against the untamed wilderness. Haggard's masterful storytelling not only engages the imagination but also invites critical reflection on risk, courage, and the unpredictability of life itself. In this enriched edition, we have carefully created added value for your reading experience: - A succinct Introduction situates the work's timeless appeal and themes. - The Synopsis outlines the central plot, highlighting key developments without spoiling critical twists. - A detailed Historical Context immerses you in the era's events and influences that shaped the writing. - An Author Biography reveals milestones in the author's life, illuminating the personal insights behind the text. - A thorough Analysis dissects symbols, motifs, and character arcs to unearth underlying meanings. - Reflection questions prompt you to engage personally with the work's messages, connecting them to modern life. - Hand‐picked Memorable Quotes shine a spotlight on moments of literary brilliance. - Interactive footnotes clarify unusual references, historical allusions, and archaic phrases for an effortless, more informed read.

Start Reading Now! (Ad)




[image: The cover of the recommended book]


The Prairie Schooner



Hooker, William Francis

4064066187088

324

Start Reading Now! (Ad)

In "The Prairie Schooner," William Francis Hooker crafts a vivid and evocative narrative that transports readers into the heart of the American frontier. The book masterfully intertwines personal and collective struggles as it explores themes of resilience, community, and the search for identity against the vast, unyielding landscape of the prairie. Through his lyrical prose and rich descriptions, Hooker captures both the beauty and harshness of pioneer life, skillfully employing symbolism and metaphor to enhance the emotional depth of his characters' experiences. This literary work not only serves as a historical document but also as a poignant reflection on the human spirit in the face of adversity. William Francis Hooker, a prominent 19th-century writer and naturalist, was deeply influenced by his surroundings and personal experiences as a traveler and observer of American life. His background in botany and his explorations across the diverse terrains of the United States profoundly shaped his artistic vision. Hooker's unique perspective as both a scientist and a writer allowed him to infuse his narratives with a sense of realism, making "The Prairie Schooner" a significant contribution to the genre of American literature, particularly in its depiction of the pioneer experience. I highly recommend "The Prairie Schooner" to anyone interested in American history, literature, or the intricate dynamics of human resilience. Hooker's exquisite prose invites readers to not only witness the challenges faced by early settlers but to empathize with their journey, making it a must-read for those who crave a deeper understanding of the American spirit and the landscapes that shape it.
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In Frederick Marryat's "The Phantom Ship," readers embark on a gripping maritime adventure that deftly interweaves themes of superstition, heroism, and the allure of the unknown. Set against the backdrop of the early 19th century, a period marked by burgeoning British naval prowess and the romanticization of the sea, the novel exhibits Marryat's distinctive narrative style, characterized by vivid descriptions and intricate character development. The text seamlessly blends elements of Gothic literature with sea-faring lore, encapsulating the era's fascination with phantoms and the supernatural, as it follows the protagonist's harrowing encounters with the titular specter amidst a tumultuous nautical journey. Frederick Marryat, a former naval officer himself, draws heavily from his own experiences at sea, imbuing the tale with authenticity and adventure that resonates through his characters'Äô struggles and triumphs. His firsthand knowledge of naval life and the perilous maritime environment of the time shapes both a realistic and thrilling narrative, reflecting the anxieties and aspirations of 19th-century Britain as it grappled with its imperial identity and the mysteries of the oceans that surrounded it. For those who relish tales of the high seas infused with thrilling adventure and an exploration of the supernatural, "The Phantom Ship" offers a compelling reading experience. Marryat's nuanced interplay of reality and myth invites readers into a world where courage meets the terrifying unknown, making it an essential addition to the libraries of both maritime enthusiasts and lovers of classic literature.
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In 'The Invisible Foe,' readers are invited to navigate a fascinating literary landscape that oscillates between the palpable and the unseen. This anthology skillfully weaves together themes of covert danger and hidden adversaries, presenting a rich tapestry of suspenseful narratives that leave the reader in contemplation. With an array of literary styles, from thrilling prose to introspective dialogues, the collection creates a dynamic interplay of storytelling that challenges the notion of reality and perception. Each work, carefully curated, stands out by its ability to convey intrigue and evoke emotion without a singular author acting as a linchpin, thereby highlighting the collective genius of the anthology. Louise Jordan Miln and Walter Hackett, the contributing voices, bring their unique perspectives to this compilation, enriching it with their distinct narrative styles and thematic concerns. Miln'Äôs insightful exploration of cultural intersections meets Hackett'Äôs deft handling of dramatic tension, inviting an examination of the invisible challenges that lurk within societal constructs. This anthology aligns with literary movements that underscore the power of the unseen, capturing the zeitgeist of their era while resonating with contemporary readers. Readers are encouraged to delve into 'The Invisible Foe' for its unparalleled diversity of thought and form. This collection presents not just a series of stories but a dialogue across perspectives, offering windows into different worlds and experiences. Whether for educational pursuits or for the sheer pleasure of storytelling, this anthology promises a breadth of insight and a depth of engagement, inviting readers to ponder the invisible forces that shape human experience.
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    At once a road story and a meditation on belonging, Everyman’s Land traces how travel across contested frontiers exposes the limits of possession and the reach of sympathy, asking whether a place can become truly common ground when wounds are recent, loyalties are tested, and the heart still carries its own borders, and whether the act of moving—between languages, landscapes, and lives—can itself be a form of homecoming, as memory clings to scars in the land and generosity attempts to reopen doors closed by fear.

Everyman’s Land is a novel by C. N. Williamson and A. M. Williamson, the British husband-and-wife collaborators known for weaving romance with travel in the early twentieth century. Published toward the end of the 1910s, it stands within their popular blend of fiction that uses the road as both setting and catalyst. The book unfolds across continental European locales shaped by the period’s upheavals, presenting a post-crisis landscape attentive to both beauty and strain. Readers can expect the hallmarks of the Williamsons’ approach: accessible storytelling, outward-looking curiosity, and a narrative that treats geography as an active presence rather than a neutral backdrop.

Without venturing into plot turns, the premise follows a journey that gathers disparate travelers into provisional companionship, their paths aligning as they search for safety, purpose, and a renewed sense of home. Scenes of movement alternate with pauses for observation, conversation, and quiet reckoning, creating a rhythm that is brisk yet reflective. The voice is companionable and poised, inviting readers to notice details of place and atmosphere while keeping human stakes in focus. The mood balances lightness and gravity, offering humor and tact in the same breath as moral attention, so that the road becomes a stage for ethical and emotional discovery.

Themes of hospitality, trust, and responsibility across borders run through the narrative, along with questions about memory’s grip and the necessity of moving forward. The title suggests a counterpoint to exclusivity, imagining spaces that might be shared rather than fenced—an aspiration tested by the realities of grief, loss, and competing claims. The book asks how strangers become neighbors, what kinds of promises can be made on the move, and how personal loyalties coexist with larger allegiances. It approaches these concerns not as abstractions but as matters embedded in encounters, decisions, and the textures of ordinary travel.

Formally, the novel draws on the Williamsons’ practiced interplay of romance, observation, and itinerary. Landscapes and townscapes are rendered with an eye for character as much as scenery; vistas echo inner weather, and routes shape choices. The authors, long associated with travel-inflected fiction, bring a cartographer’s sense of wayfinding to social life, tracing how people negotiate distance, etiquette, and expectation. Yet the descriptive amplitude is disciplined by narrative purpose: movement reveals motives, talk reveals temper, and the occasional spark of attraction is handled with restraint. The result is a story where setting and feeling continually inform each other without competing for attention.

For readers today, Everyman’s Land resonates as a study in how communities heal and reassemble after disruption, and how mobility redistributes both opportunity and obligation. It engages enduring questions: Who feels at home, and on what grounds? What does it mean to cross into another’s space with respect? How do private acts of kindness scale, or fail to scale, to public repair? Its intellectual appeal lies in the clarity with which it frames these issues; its emotional appeal lies in steady warmth, aversion to cynicism, and a belief that attentiveness to small exchanges can change a journey’s course.

Approached as a historical novel of movement and meeting, Everyman’s Land offers a measured, immersive experience rather than a puzzle-box plot, rewarding readers who enjoy character, atmosphere, and moral texture braided together. It provides a welcoming entry point for those new to C. N. and A. M. Williamson, encapsulating their interest in travel as narrative engine and in romance as an instrument for testing values. Without foreclosing surprises, it promises scenic breadth, humane observation, and an undercurrent of hope that recognizes cost. In the end, it invites reflection on what “everyman’s land” might require of us, and what it might allow.
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    Set in the immediate aftermath of the First World War, the story follows a young woman who travels to the battle-scarred regions of France with a private mission: to honor a promise and seek news of someone who vanished in the chaos of war. The landscape she enters has become a place of pilgrimage and testimony, where nations grieve together. Determined yet cautious, she balances the practical challenges of travel with the emotional weight of memory, guided by fragments of letters and rumors. The journey begins as a search for closure, but it quickly expands into an exploration of loss, duty, and fragile hope.

To navigate the devastated roads and military checkpoints, the traveler secures a motorcar and a driver, and soon encounters an enigmatic companion—an officer marked by injury and secrecy—whose knowledge of the region proves essential. Each is drawn by separate motives: she pursues answers about the missing, while he follows a private trail of his own. They agree to travel together with boundaries set and expectations restrained. Their partnership is wary but practical, founded on shared risks and the demands of a country rebuilding. What starts as convenience becomes a measured trust, even as both guard truths they are not yet ready to share.

Their route winds through ruined villages and fields still sown with danger, past relief stations, makeshift memorials, and silent lines of wooden crosses. Military permits must be obtained, and papers examined at each post. Along the way, the traveler gathers small clues—names on lists, a remembered insignia, a postcard with a penciled note—that suggest a trail worth following. The companion’s experience with army protocols eases negotiations and opens doors otherwise closed. With every mile, the shattered landscape mirrors the uncertainties they face, and the search gains urgency as hearsay narrows into promising leads and timelines begin to converge.

Hints of the companion’s past surface in glancing references and sudden silences. He avoids certain towns and recoils from recognition, as if his identity has been altered by the war as surely as the countryside has. Nonetheless, his competence under pressure, his fluency with officials, and his instinct for safe pathways suggest a life once accustomed to leadership. The traveler senses the discrepancy, but respects his reticence. Their careful accord deepens through shared work: repairing a tire on a cratered road, bargaining for petrol, or interpreting a ledger in a crowded office. Small successes sustain them amid persistent dangers and doubts.

At hospitals and Red Cross bureaus, they consult records of the missing and wounded, only to find contradictions and gaps that complicate the search. A detour forced by a collapsed bridge leads to an isolated cantonment where a nurse recalls a soldier matching a description, introducing a fresh thread to follow. They also notice signs that they are being observed—perhaps by someone with competing claims, or by a figure from the companion’s former life. False leads test endurance, but a cache of documents, rescued from a burned-out town hall, offers names and dates that bind their separate quests more closely together.

The trail carries them toward the contested borderlands, where liberation is new and loyalties complex. In a half-ruined house linked to the missing person’s past, they uncover personal effects and letters that suggest obligations left unresolved. Conversations with villagers, clerks, and returning soldiers sketch a portrait both familiar and altered, raising the possibility that survival required choices that changed identities as surely as uniforms did. The traveler weighs the meaning of her promise against the realities of war’s aftermath, recognizing that the answers she seeks may not fit the hopes she carried. Still, she resolves to see the search through.

A decisive lead draws them into a restricted zone after dusk, where shattered roads and unexploded shells make progress slow and perilous. Their aim is to retrieve a piece of evidence—part document, part relic—that can confirm a fate and set records straight. Wind and rain sweep through the ruins, and a misstep nearly brings disaster, but the companion’s steadiness and the traveler’s resolve carry them forward. The night’s hazards tighten their bond and compress the narrative into a single, tense advance, where courage is measured less by daring than by persistence and care. They emerge with what they came for.

With the crucial proof secured, scattered testimonies align into a coherent account. The mystery of the missing is resolved in a way that honors service while acknowledging change. At the same time, the companion’s guarded history comes into focus, clarifying his connection to places, people, and names encountered along the way. Practical matters follow: the correction of official lists, the delivery of belongings, the settling of promises made in haste. The narrative refrains from grand revelations, favoring precise resolutions that respect privacy and grief. What remains are clear paths forward, where integrity, compassion, and responsibility shape the choices still to come.

The journey concludes not with spectacle but with a return to ordinary roads, now carrying pilgrims, workers, and families toward reconstruction. The traveler has fulfilled her vow and gained an understanding broader than her original aim, while the companion steps toward a future defined more by deeds than by a name. The title’s idea—land held in common by memory, sacrifice, and hope—frames the closing scenes. The book’s final emphasis is on rebuilding: bridges restored, fields reclaimed, records corrected, and lives reknit. In this setting, personal stories find their place within a shared landscape, and the way ahead, though uncertain, is open.
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    Everyman's Land unfolds against the landscapes of France and Belgium during and immediately after the First World War, with scenes and allusions grounded in the Western Front between 1914 and 1918 and in the first years of reconstruction that followed. The ruined towns of the Nord and Pas-de-Calais, the cathedral cities battered by shellfire, and the arterial roads churned by military traffic provide a concrete geography for the narrative’s journeys. The authors, a British–American writing duo who had popularized motoring travel before 1914, transpose that mobile viewpoint onto war-ravaged Europe, turning touring routes into itineraries of loss and remembrance. Paris, the Channel ports, and the liberated regions form a connected map through which private quests intersect with public history.

The war’s outbreak in August 1914 and the German invasion of Belgium and northern France set the historical baseline. The Schlieffen Plan drove the Imperial German Army through Liège and Namur, precipitating atrocities and mass displacement, most notoriously the burning of Louvain on 25 August 1914. The British Expeditionary Force fought at Mons on 23 August and retreated to the Marne, where French and British forces counterattacked from 6 to 12 September. These movements created occupied zones, refugee columns, and shattered civic life. The book’s evocations of devastated towns and uprooted civilians mirror the violation of Belgian neutrality and the early trauma that defined the northern frontiers of France for the remainder of the conflict.

Trench warfare on the Western Front reshaped northern France into a fortified labyrinth of parapets, dugouts, and wire. The Battle of the Somme (1 July to 18 November 1916) exemplifies industrialized attrition: the British Army suffered 57,470 casualties on the first day alone, while total losses for all sides approached one million. Verdun (21 February to 18 December 1916), fought around forts such as Douaumont and Vaux, endured for 300 days and consumed hundreds of thousands of lives. Villages like Fleury-devant-Douaumont ceased to exist as inhabited places. The title’s resonant play on no man’s land and shared patrimony is reflected in scenes that traverse shell-scarred fields, mine craters, and memorialized ruins that became every soldier’s ground and every family’s grief.

The Ypres salient in Belgian Flanders witnessed the first large-scale use of poison gas at the Second Battle of Ypres (22 April to 25 May 1915), when German chlorine clouds rolled over Allied trenches. The Third Battle of Ypres, or Passchendaele (31 July to 10 November 1917), ground men and materiel into a morass of mud. Cultural landmarks, including Ypres’s Cloth Hall and St. Martin’s, were reduced to skeletal walls. These facts underpin the book’s attention to cultural loss and the ethics of preservation: its meditations on toppled medieval stone and waterlogged farms implicitly contrast a centuries-old civic fabric with the transient calculus of military strategy, making preservation and remembrance central historical concerns.

Further east along the front, Reims Cathedral was repeatedly shelled from September 1914, its roof ablaze under German fire, symbolizing the war’s assault on European heritage. Arras, with its deep tunnel systems enlarged by New Zealand tunnellers for the April 1917 offensive, and Vimy Ridge (9 to 12 April 1917), where the Canadian Corps under Julian Byng and Arthur Currie seized the heights, marked Allied technical adaptation and Dominion sacrifice. The book mirrors this international complexion by invoking battlefields where British, French, Canadian, Australian, and New Zealand troops fought. Its itinerary through these places underscores how the conflict integrated a far-flung empire and commonwealth into the defense and eventual liberation of northern France.

The entry of the United States into the war on 6 April 1917 and the arrival of the American Expeditionary Forces under General John J. Pershing transformed Allied strength. By late 1918, roughly two million American soldiers had deployed to France, fighting at Cantigny (28 May 1918), Saint-Mihiel (12 to 16 September), and the Meuse-Argonne (26 September to 11 November), where U.S. fatalities exceeded 26,000. Parallel volunteer networks mattered: the American Field Service operated ambulances from 1915, the First Aid Nursing Yeomanry (founded 1907) and British Red Cross VADs staffed hospitals and drove motor vehicles. The authors’ long-standing fascination with motoring dovetails with these developments, linking characters’ mobility and service to the war’s new logistics and gendered roles.

The Armistice of 11 November 1918 at 11 a.m. ended fighting but revealed a devastated Zone rouge across parts of the Meuse, Ardennes, Aisne, and Somme, where soil was poisoned by millions of shells and corpses. French authorities mapped forbidden or restricted tracts in 1919, and reconstruction ministries wrestled with clearing ordnance, compensating war damages, and rebuilding mines, factories, and farms in the Nord–Pas-de-Calais basin. Versailles was signed on 28 June 1919, addressing reparations and frontiers while leaving urgent local recovery to national and municipal agencies. At the same time, the Imperial War Graves Commission, established on 21 May 1917 under Fabian Ware, codified principles of equality in burial and remembrance. Architects Sir Edwin Lutyens, Sir Reginald Blomfield, and Sir Herbert Baker designed cemeteries marked by the Stone of Remembrance and Cross of Sacrifice; later memorials such as the Menin Gate at Ypres (unveiled 1927) and the Thiepval Memorial (1932) anchored pilgrimage. British and French laws granted cemetery plots in perpetuity, embedding remembrance within the landscape. Early battlefield tours, organized by firms like Thomas Cook from 1919, carried bereaved families and veterans along carefully signposted routes. Everyman's Land is shaped most profoundly by this immediate postwar conjuncture: its journeys through liberated departments, encounters with temporary wooden crosses giving way to permanent cemeteries, and reflections on ruined cathedrals and farmsteads echo the institutionalization of grief and the politics of reconstruction. By staging movement along roads where refugees had fled and armies advanced, the book transforms travel into civic witness, aligning the narrative with early European practices of memorial culture and the contested work of rebuilding.

The book critiques the period by making devastation universally legible and by measuring policy against ordinary lives. It exposes the human cost of invasion and occupation, the vulnerability of civilians in industrial war, and the uneven burdens borne by refugees, peasants, nurses, and drivers alongside soldiers. Scenes that traverse classless trenches and standardized war cemeteries unsettle older hierarchies, challenging aristocratic privilege and nationalist bombast with an ethic of equality in death and duty. The prominence of women’s mobility and service pushes against prewar gender limits. Finally, by juxtaposing cultural loss with political bargaining, it questions militarism and indifferent bureaucracy, urging a more humane reconstruction and a transnational remembrance.
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Padre[1], when you died, you left a message for me. You asked me to go on writing, if I were in trouble, just as I used to write when you were on earth. I used to "confess," and you used to advise. Also you used to scold. How you used to scold! I am going to do now what you asked, in that message.

I shall never forget how you packed me off to school at Brighton, and Brian to Westward Ho! the year father died and left us to you—the most troublesome legacy a poor bachelor parson ever had! I'd made up my mind to hate England. Brian couldn't hate anything or anybody: dreamers don't know how to hate: and I wanted to hate you for sending us there. I wanted to be hated and misunderstood. I disguised myself as a Leprechaun[2] and sulked; but it didn't work where you were concerned. You understood me as no one else ever could—or will, I believe. You taught me something about life, and to see that people are much the same all over the world, if you "take them by the heart[1q]."

You took me by the heart, and you held me by it, from the time I was twelve till the time when you gave your life for your country. Ten years! When I tell them over now, as a nun tells the beads of her rosary, I realize what good years they were, and how their goodness—with such goodness as I had in me to face them—came through you.

Even after you died, you seemed to be near, with encouragement and advice. Remembering how pleased you were, when I decided to train as a nurse, added later to the sense of your nearness, because I felt you would rejoice when I was able to be of real use. It was only after you went that my work began to count, but I was sure you knew. I could hear your voice say, "Good girl! Hurrah for you!" when I got the gold medal for nursing[7] the contagious cases; your dear old Irish voice, as it used to say the same words when I brought you my school prizes.

Perhaps I was "a good girl." Anyhow, I was a good nurse. Not that I deserved much credit! Brian was fighting, and in danger day and night. You were gone; and I was glad to be a soldier in my way, with never a minute to think of myself. Besides, somehow I wasn't one bit afraid. I loved the work. But, Padre mio, I am not a good girl now. I'm a wicked girl, wickeder than you or I ever dreamed it was in me to be, at my worst. Yet if your spirit should appear as I write, to warn me that I'm sinning an unpardonable sin, I should go on sinning it.

For one thing, it's for Brian, twin brother of my body, twin brother of my heart. For another thing, it's too late to turn back. There's a door that has slammed shut behind me.



Now, I'll begin and tell you everything exactly as it happened. Many a "confession-letter" I've begun in just these words, but never one like this. I don't deserve that it should bring me the heartease which used to come. But the thought of you is my star in darkness. Brian is the last person to whom I can speak, because above all things I want him to be happy. On earth there is no one else. Beyond the earth there is—you.

When Brian was wounded, they expected him to die, and he was asking for me. The telegram came one day when we had all been rather overworked in the hospital, and I was feeling ready to drop. I must only have imagined my tiredness though, for when I heard about Brian I grew suddenly strong as steel. I was given leave, and disinfected, and purified as thoroughly as Esther when she was being made worthy of Ahasuerus[6]. Then I dashed off to catch the first train going north.

St. Raphael was our railway station, but I hadn't seen the place since I took up work in the Hôpital des Épidémies[4]. That was many months before; and meanwhile a training-school for American aviators had been started at St. Raphael. News of its progress had drifted to our ears, but of course the men weren't allowed to come within a mile of us: we were too contagious. They had sent presents, though—presents of money, and one grand gift had burst upon us from a young millionaire whose father's name is known everywhere. He sent a cheque for a sum so big that we nurses were nearly knocked down by the size of it. With it was enclosed a request that the money should be used to put wire-nettings in all windows and doors, and to build a roofed loggia for convalescents. If there were anything left over, we might buy deck-chairs and air-pillows. Of course it was easy for any one to know that we needed all these things. Our lack was notorious. We sent a much disinfected, carbolic-smelling round robin of thanks to "James W. Beckett, Junior," son of the western railway king.

As I drove to the gare of St. Raphael, I thought of the kind boys who had helped our poor poilus[3], and especially of James Beckett. Whether he were still at the aviation camp, or had finished his training and gone to the front, I didn't know: but I wafted a blessing to our benefactor. I little dreamed then of the unforgivable injury I was fated to do him! You see, Padre, I use the word "fated." That's because I've turned coward. I try to pretend that fate has been too strong for me. But down deep I know you were right when you said, "Our characters carve our fate.[2q]"

It was a long journey from the south to the north, where Brian was, for in war-days trains do what they like and what nobody else likes. I travelled for three days and nights, and when I came to my journey's end, instead of Brian being dead as I'd seen him in a hundred hideous dreams, the doctors held out hope that he might live. They told me this to give me courage, before they broke the news that he would be blind. I suppose they thought I'd be so thankful to keep my brother at any price, that I should hardly feel the shock. But I wasn't thankful. I wasn't! The price seemed too big. I judged Brian by myself—Brian, who so worshipped beauty that I used to call him "Phidias!" I was sure he would rather have gone out of this world whose face he'd loved, than stay in it without eyes for its radiant smile. But there I made a great mistake. Brian was magnificent. Perhaps you would have known what to expect of him better than I knew.

Where you are, you will understand why he did not despair. I couldn't understand then, and I scarcely can now, though living with my blind Brian is teaching me lessons I feel unworthy to learn. It was he who comforted me, not I him. He said that all the beauty of earth was his already, and nothing could take it away.[3q] He wouldn't let it be taken away! He said that sight was first given to all created creatures in the form of a desire to see, desire so intense that with the developing faculty of sight, animals developed eyes for its concentration. He reminded me how in dreams, and even in thoughts—if they're vivid enough—we see as distinctly with our brains as with our eyes. He said he meant to make a wonderful world for himself with this vision of the brain and soul. He intended to develop the power, so that he would gain more than he had lost, and I must help him.

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

We were always so poor, that church mice were plutocrats compared to us. At least they need pay no rent, and have to buy no clothes! I'm sure, if the truth were known, the money Father left for our education and bringing up was gone before we began to support ourselves, though you never let us guess we were living on you. As I sat and listened to Brian talk of our future, my very bones seemed to melt. The only thing I've been trained to do well is to nurse. I wasn't a bad nurse when the war began. I'm an excellent nurse now. But it's Brian's nurse I must be. I saw that, in the first hour after the news was broken, and our two lives broken with it. I saw that, with me unable to earn a penny, and Brian's occupation gone with his sight, we were about as helpless as a pair of sparrows with their wings clipped.

If Brian in his secret soul had any such thoughts, perhaps he had faith to believe that not a sparrow can fall, unless its fall is appointed by God. Anyhow, he said never a word about ways and means, except to mention cheerfully that he had "heaps of pay saved up," nearly thirty pounds. Of course I answered that I was rich, too. But I didn't go into details. I was afraid even Brian's optimism might be dashed if I did. Padre, my worldly wealth consisted of five French bank notes of a hundred francs each, and a few horrible little extra scraps of war-paper and copper.

The hospital where Brian lay was near the front, in the remains of a town the British had won back from the Germans. I called the place Crucifix Corner: but God knows we are all at Crucifix Corner now! I lodged in a hotel that had been half knocked down by a bomb, and patched up for occupation. As soon as Brian was able to be moved, the doctor wanted him to go to Paris to an American brain specialist who had lately come over and made astonishing cures. Brian's blindness was due to paralysis of the optic nerve; but this American—Cuyler[5]—had performed spine and brain operations which had restored sight in two similar cases. There might be a hundredth chance for my brother.

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

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

When we arrived in Paris, Doctor Cuyler saw us at once; but his opinion added another pile of flinty black blocks to the prison wall. He thought that there would be no hope from an operation. If there were any hope at all (he couldn't say there was) it lay in waiting, resting, and building up Brian's shattered health. After months of perfect peace, it was just on the cards that sight might come back of itself, suddenly and unexpectedly, in a moment. We were advised to live in the country, and Doctor Cuyler suggested that it would be well for my brother to have surroundings with agreeable occupation for the mind. If he were a musician he must have a piano. There ought to be a garden for him to walk in and even work in. Motoring, with the slight vibration of a good car, would be particularly beneficial a little later on. I suppose we must have looked to Doctor Cuyler like millionaires, for he didn't appear to dream that there could be the slightest difficulty in carrying out his programme.

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

Except for his blindness, by this time Brian was too well for a hospital. We were at the small, cheap hotel on "la rive gauche" where we'd stayed and been happy three years ago, before starting on our holiday trip. When we came back after the interview with Doctor Cuyler, Brian was looking done up, and I persuaded him to lie down and rest. No one else could have slept, after so heavy a blow of disappointment, without a drug, but Brian is a law unto himself. He said if I would sit by him and read, he'd feel at peace, and would drop off into a doze. It was three o'clock in the afternoon, and I hadn't glanced yet at the newspaper we had bought in the morning. I took it up, to please Brian with the rustling of the pages, not expecting to concentrate upon a line but instantly my eyes were caught by a name I knew.

"Tragic Romance of Millionaire's Family," I read. "James W. Beckett brings his wife to France and Reads Newspaper Notice of Only Son's Death."

This was the double-line, big-lettered heading of a half column on the front page; and it brought to my mind a picture. I saw a group of nurses gazing over each other's shoulders at a blue cheque. It was a cheque for six thousand francs, signed in a clear, strong hand, "James W. Beckett, Junior."

So he was dead, that generous boy, to whom our hearts had gone out in gratitude! It could not be very long since he had finished his training at St. Raphael and begun work at the front. What a waste of splendid material it seemed, that he should have been swept away so soon!

I read on, and from my own misery I had an extra pang to spare for James Beckett, Senior, and his wife.

Someone had contrived to tear a fragmentary interview from the "bereaved railway magnate," as he was called in the potted phrase of the journalist. Apparently the poor, trapped man had been too soft-hearted or too dazed with grief to put up a forceful resistance, and the reporter had been quick to seize his advantage.

He had learned that Mr. and Mrs. James W. Beckett, Senior, had nearly died of homesickness for their son. They had thought of "running across to surprise Jimmy." And then a letter had come from him saying that in a fortnight his training would be over. He was to be granted eight days' leave, which he didn't particularly want, since he couldn't spend it with them; and immediately after he would go to the front.

"We made up our minds that Jimmy should spend that leave of his with us," the old man had said. "We got our papers in a hurry and engaged cabins on the first boat that was sailing. Unluckily there wasn't one for nearly a week, but we did the best we could. When everything was fixed up, I wired Jimmy to meet us at the Ritz, in Paris. We had a little breeze with a U-boat, and we ran into some bad weather which made my wife pretty sick, but nothing mattered to us except the delay, we were so crazy to see the boy. At Bordeaux a letter from him was waiting. It told how he was just as crazy to see us, but we'd only have twenty-four hours together, as his leave and orders for the front had both been advanced. The delay at sea had cost a day, and that seemed like hard lines, as we should reach Paris with no more than time to wish the lad God-speed. But in the train, when we came to look at the date, we saw that we'd miscalculated. Unless Jimmy'd been able to get extra leave we'd miss him altogether. His mother said that would be too bad to be true. We hoped and prayed to find him at the Ritz. Instead, we found news that he had fallen in his first battle."

The interviewer went on, upon his own account, to praise "Jimmy" Beckett. He described him as a young man of twenty-seven, "of singularly engaging manner and handsome appearance; a graduate with high honours from Harvard, an all-round sportsman and popular with a large circle of friends, but fortunately leaving neither a wife nor a fiancée behind him in America." The newly qualified aviator had, indeed, fallen in his first battle: but according to the writer it had been a battle of astonishing glory for a beginner. Single-handed he had engaged four enemy machines, manœuvring his own little Nieuport in a way to excite the highest admiration and even surprise in all spectators. Two out of the four German 'planes he had brought down over the French lines; and was in chase of the third, flying low above the German trenches, when two new Fokkers appeared on the scene and attacked him. His plane crashed to earth in flames, and a short time after, prisoners had brought news of his death.

"Mr. and Mrs. James W. Beckett will have the sympathy of all Europe as well as their native land, in these tragic circumstances," the journalist ended his story with a final flourish. "If such grief could be assuaged, pride in the gallant death of their gallant son might be a panacea."

"As if you could make pride into a balm for broken hearts!" I said to myself in scorn of this flowery eloquence. For a few minutes I forgot my own plight to pity these people whom I had never seen. The Paris Daily Messenger slid off my lap on to the floor, and dropped with the back page up. When I had glanced toward the bed, and seen that Brian still slept, my eyes fell on the paper again. The top part of the last page is always devoted to military snapshots, and a face smiled up at me from it—a face I had seen once and never forgotten.

My heart gave a jump, Padre, because the one tiny, abbreviated dream-romance of my life came from the original of that photograph. Although the man I knew (if people can know each other in a day's acquaintance) had been en civile, and this one was in aviator's uniform, I was sure they were the same. And even before I'd snatched up the paper to read what was printed under the picture, something—the wonderful inner Something that's never wrong—told me I was looking at a portrait of Jimmy Beckett.
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I never mentioned my one-day romance to anybody. Only very silly, sentimental girls would put such an episode into words, and flatter themselves by calling it a romance. But now that you and Jimmy Beckett have both given your lives for the great cause, and are in the same mysterious Beyond while I'm still down here at Crucifix Corner, I can tell you the story. If you and he meet, it may make it easier for him to forgive me the thing I have done.

When Brian and I were having that great summer holiday of ours, the year before the war—one day we were in a delicious village near a cathedral town on the Belgian border. A piece of luck had fallen in our way, like a ripe apple tumbling off a tree. A rich Parisian and his wife came motoring along, and stopped out of sheer curiosity to look at a picture Brian was painting, under a white umbrella near the roadside. I was not with him. I think I must have been in the garden of our quaint old hotel by the canal side, writing letters—probably one to you; but the couple took such a fancy to Brian's "impression," that they offered to buy it. The bargain was struck, there and then. Two days later arrived a telegram from Paris asking for another picture to "match" the first at the same price. I advised Brian to choose out two or three sketches for the people to select from, and carry them to Paris himself, rather than trust the post. He went; and it was on the one day of his absence that my romance happened.

Ours was a friendly little hotel, with a darling landlady, who was almost as much interested in Brian and me as if she'd been our foster-mother. The morning after Brian left, she came waddling out to the adorable, earwiggy, rose-covered summer-house that I'd annexed as a private sitting room. "Mademoiselle," she breathlessly announced, "there is a young millionaire of a monsieur Anglais or Américain just arrived. What a pity he should be wasted because Monsieur your brother has gone! I am sure if he could but see one of the exquisite pictures he would wish to buy all!"

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

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

I thought hard for a minute, because it would be grand if I could say when Brian came back, "I have sold your cathedral for you." But I might have saved myself brain fag. Madame Mounet had settled everything in her head, and was merely playing me, like a foolish fish.

"What I have thought of is this," she said. "I told the monsieur that he could see something better than my prints if he would give himself the pain of waiting till I could fetch the key of a room where an artist-client of ours has a marvellous exhibition. There is no such room yet, but there can be, and the exhibition can be, too, if Mademoiselle will make haste to pin her brother's pictures to the walls of the yellow salon. With a hammer and a few tacks—voilà the thing is done. What does Mademoiselle say?"

Mademoiselle said "Yes—yes!" to her part of the programme. But what of the millionaire monsieur? Would he not balk? Would he not refuse to be bothered?

Madame was absolutely confident that he would not do these disappointing things. She was so confident that I vaguely suspected she had something up her sleeve: but time pressed, and instead of Sherlock Holmesing I darted to my work. Afterward she confessed, with pride rather than repentance. She described graphically how the face of the monsieur had fallen when she asked him to look at an exhibition of pictures; how he had begun to make an excuse that he must be off at once to the cathedral; and how she had ventured to cut him short by remarking, "Mademoiselle the sister of the artist, she who will show the work, ah, it is a jeune fille of the most romantic beauty!" On hearing this, the monsieur had said no more about the cathedral, but had ordered the glass of milk.

In fifteen minutes the exhibition (consisting of six sketches!) was ready in the showroom of the hotel, the yellow salon which had been occupied as a bedchamber one night by the Empress Eugénie, and was always kept locked except on gala occasions. I, not knowing how I had been over-praised to the audience, was also ready, quivering with the haste I had made in pinning up the pictures and opening the musty, close room to the air. Then came in a young man.

As I write, Padre, I am back again in that salon jaune, and he is walking in at the door, pausing a second on the threshold at sight of me. I will give you the little play in one act. We smile. The hero of the comedy-drama has a rather big mouth, and such white teeth that his smile, in his brown face, is a lightning-flash at dusk. It is a thin face with two dimples that make lines when he laughs. His eyes are gray and long, with the eagle-look that knows far spaces; deep-set eyes under straight black brows, drawn low. His lashes are black, too, but his short crinkly hair is brown. He has a good square forehead, and a high nose like an Indian's. He is tall, and has one of those lean, lanky loose-jointed figures that crack tennis-players and polo men have. I like him at once, and I think he likes me, for his eyes light up; and just for an instant there's a feeling as if we looked through clear windows into each other's souls. It is almost frightening, that effect!

I begin to talk, to shake off an odd embarrassment.

"Madame Mounet tells me you want to see my brother's pictures," I say. "Here are a few sketches. He has taken all the rest worth looking at to Paris."

"It's good of you to let me come in," the hero of the play answers. Instantly I know he's not English. He has one of those nice American voices, with a slight drawl, that somehow sound extraordinarily frank. I don't speculate about his name. I don't stop to wonder who he is. I think only of what he is. I forget that Madame has exploited him as a millionaire. I don't care whether or not he buys a picture. I want nothing, except the pleasure of talking with him, and seeing how he looks at me.

I mumble some polite nonsense in return for his. He gazes at Brian's water-colours and admires them. Then he turns from the pictures to me. We discuss the sketches and the scenes they represent. "Oh, have you been there?" "Why, I was at that place a week ago!" "How odd!" "We must have missed each other by a day." And we drift into gossip about ourselves. Still we don't come to the subject of names. Names seem to be of no importance. They belong to the world of conventions.

We talk and talk—mostly of France, and our travels, and pictures and books we love; but our eyes speak of other things. I feel that his are saying, "You are beautiful!" Mine answer, "I'm glad you think that. Why do you seem so different to me from other people?" Then suddenly, there's a look too long between us. "I wish my brother were here to explain his pictures!" I cry; though I don't wish it at all. It is only that I must break the silence.

This brings us back to the business in hand. He says, "May I really buy one of these sketches?"

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

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

He chooses the cathedral—which he hasn't visited yet. Do I know the price my brother has decided on? With that question I discover that he has Madame Mounet's version of our name. Brian and I have laughed dozens of laughs at her way of pronouncing O'Malley. "Ommalee" we are for her, and "Mees Ommalee" she has made me for her millionaire. For fun, I don't correct him. Let him find out for himself who we really are! I say that my brother hasn't fixed a price; but would six hundred francs seem very high? The man considers it ridiculously low. He refuses to pay less than twice that sum. Even so, he argues he will be cheating us, and getting me into hot water when my brother comes. We almost quarrel, and at last the hero has his way. He strikes me as one who is used to that!

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

"I'm going to take you into my confidence," he says, "and tell you a story—about myself. In Paris, before I started on this tour, a friend of mine gave a man's dinner for me. He and the other chaps were chaffing because—oh, because of a silly argument we got into about—life in general, and mine in particular. On the strength of it my chum bet me a thing he knew I wanted, that I couldn't go through my trip under an assumed name. I bet I could, and would. I bet a thing I want to keep. That's the silly situation. I hate not telling you my real name, and signing a cheque for your brother. But I've stuck it out for four weeks, and the bet has only two more to run. I'm calling myself Jim Wyndham. It's only my surname I've dropped for the bet. The rest is mine. May I pay for the picture in cash—and may I come back here, or wherever you are on the fifteenth day from now, and introduce myself properly? Or—you've only to speak the word, and I'll throw over the whole footling business this minute, and——"

I cut in, to say that I won't speak the word, and he mustn't throw the business over. It is quite amusing I tell him, and I hope he'll win his bet. As for the picture—he may pay as he chooses. But about the proper introduction—Heaven knows where I shall be in a fortnight. My brother loves to make up his mind the night beforehand, where to go next. We are a pair of tramps.

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

"Indeed we do! We haven't seen a railway station since our first day out from Paris. We stop one day in a place we don't care for: three in a place we like: a week or more in a place we love."

"Then at that rate you won't have got far in fifteen days. I know the direction you've come from by what you've told me, and your brother's sketches. You wouldn't be here on the border of Belgium if you didn't mean to cross the frontier."

"Oh, we shall cross it, of course. But where we shall go when we get across is another question."

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

"Why should you give yourself trouble?"

"To—see some more of your brother's pictures," he says gravely. I know that he wishes to see me, not the pictures, and he knows that I know; but I let it go at that.

When the sketch has been wrapped up between cardboards, and the twelve hundred francs placed carelessly on a table, there seems no reason why Mr. Jim Wyndham shouldn't start for the cathedral. But he suddenly decides that the way of wisdom is to eat first, and begs me to lunch with him. "Do, please," he begs, "just to show you're not offended with my false pretences."

I yearn to say yes, and don't see why I shouldn't; so I do. We have déjeuner together in the summer-house where Brian and I always eat. We chat about a million things. We linger over our coffee, and I smoke two or three of his gold-tipped Egyptians. When we suppose an hour has gone by, at most, behold, it is half-past four! I tell him he must start: he will be too late for the cathedral at its best. He says, "Hang the cathedral!" and refuses to stir unless I promise to dine with him when he comes back.

"You mean in a fortnight?" I ask. "Probably we shan't be here."

"I mean this evening."

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

"Ah, that was before we were friends. Of course I'm coming back. I'd like to stay to-morrow, and——"

"You certainly must not! I won't dine with you to-night if you do."

"Will you if I don't?"

"Perhaps."

"Then I'll order the dinner before I start for the cathedral. I want it to be a perfect one."

"But—I've said only perhaps."

"Don't you want to pour a little honest gold into poor old Madame Mounet's pocket?"

"Ye-es."

"If so, you mustn't chase away her customers."

"For her sake, the dinner is a bargain!"

"Not the least bit for my sake?"

"Oh, but yes! I've enjoyed our talk. And you've been so nice about my brother's pictures."

So it is settled. I put on my prettiest dress, white muslin, with some fresh red roses Madame Mounet brings me; and the dinner-table in the summer-house is a picture, with pink Chinese lanterns, pink-shaded candles, and pink geraniums. Madame won't decorate with roses because she explains, roses anywhere except on my toilette, "spoil the unique effect of Mademoiselle."

The little inn on the canal-side buzzes with excitement. Not within the memory of man or woman has there been so important a client as Mr. Jim Wyndham. Most motoring millionaires dash by in a cloud of dust to the cathedral town, where a smart modern hotel has been run up to cater for tourists. This magnificent Monsieur Américain engages the "suite of the Empress Eugénie," as it grandly advertises itself, for his own use and that of his chauffeur, merely to bathe in, and rest in, though they are not to stay the night. And the dinner ordered will enable Madame to show what she can do, a chance she rarely gets from cheeseparing customers, like Brian and me, and others of our ilk.

I am determined not to betray my childish eagerness by being first at the rendezvous. I keep to my hot room, until I spy a tall young figure of a man in evening dress striding toward the arbour. To see this sight, I have to be at my window; but I hide behind a white curtain and a screen of wistaria and roses. I count sixty before I go down. I walk slowly. I stop and examine flowers in the garden. I could catch a wonderful gold butterfly, but perhaps it is as happy as I am. I wouldn't take its life for anything on earth! As I watch it flutter away, my host comes out of the arbour to meet me.

We pass two exquisite hours in each other's company. I recall each subject on which we touch and even the words we speak, as if all were written in a journal. The air is so clear and still that we can hear the famous chimes of the cathedral clock, far away, in the town that is a bank of blue haze on the horizon. At half-past nine I begin to tell my host that he must go, but he does not obey till after ten. Then at last he takes my hand for good-bye—no, au revoir: he will not say good-bye! "In two weeks," he repeats, "we shall meet again. I shall have won my bet, and I shall bring you the thing I win."

"I won't take it!" I laugh.

"Wait till you see it, before you make sure."

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

"You may be sure if I'm alive. I shall scour the country for miles around to find you. I shall succeed—unless I'm dead."

All this time he had been holding my hand, while I have pretended to be unconscious of the fact. Suddenly I seem to remember, and reluctantly he lets my fingers slip through his.

We bid each other adieu in the arbour. I do not go to "see him off," and I keep the picture of Jim Wyndham under the roof of roses, in the moon-and candle-light.

Just so I have kept it for more than three years; for we never met again. And now that I've seen the photograph of Jimmy Beckett, I know that we never shall meet.

Why he did not find us when the fortnight of his bet was over I can't imagine. It seems that, if he tried, he must have come upon our tracks, for we travelled scarcely more than twenty miles in the two weeks. Perhaps he changed his mind, and did not try. Perhaps he feared that my "romantic beauty" might lose its romance, when seen for the second time. Something like this must be the explanation; and I confess to you, Padre, that the failure of the prince to keep our tryst was the biggest disappointment and the sharpest humiliation of my life. It took most of the conceit out of me, and since then I've never been vain of my alleged "looks" or "charm" for more than two minutes on end. I've invariably said to myself, "Remember Jim Wyndham, and how he didn't think you worth the bother of coming back to see."

Now you know why I can't describe the effect upon my mind of learning that Jim Wyndham, the hero of my one-day romance, and Jimmy Beckett, the dead American aviator, were one.
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There could be no chance of mistake. The photograph was a very good likeness.

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

For a moment that little bit of Long Ago pushed itself between me and Now. I was grieving for my dead romance, instead of for Brian's broken life: but quickly I woke up. Things were as bad as ever again, and even worse, because of their contrast with the past I'd conjured up. Grief for the death of Jimmy Beckett mingled with grief for Brian, and anxieties about money, in the dull, sickly way that unconnected troubles tangle themselves together in nightmare dreams.

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

It was in thinking of Jim Wyndham, and what might have happened between us if he'd come back to me as he promised, that the awful idea developed in my head. The thought wasn't born full-grown and armoured, like Minerva when she sprang from the brain of Jupiter. It began like this:

"If I'd been engaged to him, I might have gone to his parents now. I should have comforted them by talking about their son, and they could have comforted me. Perhaps they would have adopted us as their children. We need never have been lonely and poor. Jim would have wished us to live with his father and mother, for all our sakes."

When the thought had gone as far as this, it suddenly leaped to an enormous height, as if a devil in me had been doing the mango trick.

I heard myself thinking, "Why don't you go to see Mr. and Mrs. Beckett, and tell them you were engaged to marry their only son? The paper said he left no fiancée or wife in America. You can easily make them believe your story. Nobody can prove that it isn't true, and out of evil good will come for everyone."

Flames seemed to rush through my head with a loud noise, like the Tongues of Fire in the Upper Room. My whole body was in a blaze. Each nerve was a separate red-hot wire.

I rose to my feet, but I made no sound. Instinct reminded me that I mustn't wake Brian, but I could breathe better, think better standing, I felt.

"They are millionaires, the Becketts—millionaires!" a voice was repeating in my brain. They wouldn't let Brian or you want for anything. They'd be glad if you went to them. You could make them happy. You could tell them things they'd love to hear—and some would be true things. You were in the hospital close to St. Raphael for months, while Jimmy Beckett was in the training camp. Who's to say you didn't meet? If you'd been engaged to him since that day years ago, you certainly would have met. No rules could have kept you apart. Go to them—go to them—or if you're afraid, write a note, and ask if they'll receive you. If they refuse, no harm will have been done."

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

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

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


"Dear Mr. and Mrs. Beckett," I began (because I meant to address my letter to both). "I've just heard that you have come over from America, only in time to learn of your great loss. Is it an intrusion to tell you that your loss is mine too? I dearly loved your son. I met him nearly four years ago, when my brother and I were travelling in France and Belgium. Our meeting was the romance of my life. I hardly dare to think he told you about it. But a few months ago I took up nursing at the Hôpital des Épidemies, near St. Raphael. As you know, he was there training. He sent us a cheque for our sufferers; and what was fated to happen did happen. We met again. We loved each other. We were engaged. He may have written to you, or he may have waited till he could tell you by word of mouth.

"I am in Paris, as you will see by this address. My soldier brother has lost his sight. I brought him here in the hope of a cure by your great American specialist Dr. Cuyler, but he tells me an operation would be useless. They say that one sorrow blunts another. I do not find it so. My heart is almost breaking. May I call upon you? To see his father and mother would be a comfort to me. But if it would be otherwise for you, please say 'no.' I will try to understand.

"Yours in deepest sympathy,

"Mary O'Malley."



As I finished, Brian waked from his nap, so I was able to leave him and run downstairs to send off the letter by hand.

When it had gone, I felt somewhat as I've felt when near a man to whom an anæsthetic is being given. The fumes of ether have an odd effect on me. They turn me into a "don't care" sort of person without conscience and without fear. No wonder some nations give soldiers a dash of ether in their drink, when they have to go "over the top!" I could go, and feel no sense of danger, even though my reason knew that it existed.

So it was while I waited for the messenger from our mean little hotel to come back from the magnificent Ritz. Would he suddenly dash my sinful hopes by saying, "Pas de réponse, Mademoiselle"; or would he bring me a letter from Father and Mother Beckett? If he brought such a letter, would it invite me to call and be inspected, or would it suggest that I kindly go to the devil?

I was tremendously keyed up; and yet—curiously I didn't care which of these things happened. It was rather as if I were in a theatre, watching an act of a play that might end in one of several ways, neither one of which would really matter.

I read aloud to Brian. My voice sounded sweet and well modulated, I thought; but quite like that of a stranger. I was reading some moving details of a vast battle, which—ordinarily—would have stirred me to the heart. But they made no impression on my brain. I forgot the words as they left my lips. Dimly I wondered if there were a curse falling upon me already: if I were doomed to lose all sense of grief or joy, as the man in the old story lost his shadow when he sold it to Satan.

A long time passed. I stopped reading. Brian seemed inclined for the first time since his misfortune to talk over ways and means, and how we were to arrange our future. I shirked the discussion. Things would adjust themselves, I said evasively. I had some vague plans. Perhaps they would soon materialize. Even by to-morrow——

When I had got as far as that, tap, tap, came the long expected knock at the door. I sprang up. Suddenly the ether-like carelessness was gone. My life—my very soul—was at stake. I could hardly utter the little word "Entrez!" my throat was so tight, so dry.

The very young youth who opened the door was not the one I had sent to the Ritz. But I had no time to wonder why not, when he announced: "Un monsieur et une dame, en bas, demandent à voir Mademoiselle."

My head whirled. Could it be?—but, surely no! They would not have come to see me. Yet whom did I know in Paris? Who had learned that we were at this hotel? Had the monsieur and the dame given their name? No, they had not. They had said that Mademoiselle would understand. They were in the salon.

I heard myself reply that I would descend tout de suite. I heard myself tell Brian that I should not be long away. I saw my face in the glass, deathly pale in its frame of dark hair, the eyes immense, with the pupils dilating over the blue, as an inky pool might drown a border of violets and blot out their colour. Even my lips were white. I was glad I had on a black dress—glad in a bad, deceitful way; though for a moment after learning who Jimmy Beckett was, I had felt a true thrill of loyal satisfaction because I was in mourning for my lost romance.

I went slowly down the four flights of stairs. I could not have gone fast without falling. I opened the door of the stuffy salon, and saw—the dearest couple the wide world could hold.
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They sat together, an old-fashioned pair, on an old-fashioned sofa, facing the door. The thing I'd thought impossible had happened. The father and mother of Jim Beckett had come to me.

For some reason, they seemed as much surprised at sight of me as I at sight of them. We gazed at each other for an instant, all three without moving. Then the old man (he was old, not middle-aged, as most fathers are nowadays) got to his feet. He took a step toward me, holding out his hand. His eyes searched mine; and, dimmed by years and sorrow as they were, there was in them still a reminder of the unforgotten, eagle-gaze. From him the son had inherited his high nose and square forehead. Had he lived, some day Jim's face might have been chopped by Time's hatchet into just such a rugged brown mask of old-manliness. Some day, Jim's thick and smooth brown hair might have turned into such a snow-covered thatch, like the roof of a cottage on a Christmas card.

The old lady was thin and flat of line, like a bas-relief that had come alive and lost its background. She had in her forget-me-not blue eyes the look of a child who has never been allowed to grow up; and I knew at once that she was one of those women kept by their menfolk on a high shelf, like a fragile flower in a silver vase. She, too, rose as I entered, but sank down again on the sofa with a little gesture at the same time welcoming and helpless.

"My daughter, no wonder he loved you!" said the old man. "Now we see you, we understand, don't we, Jenny?" Holding my hand, he turned and led me toward his wife, looking at me first, then at her. "We had to come. We're going to love you, for yourself—and for him."

Speaking, his face had a faintly perceptible quiver of strained nerves or old age, like a sigh of wind ruffling the calm surface of water. I felt how he fought to hide his emotion, and the answering thrill of it shot up through my arm, as our hands touched. My heart beat wildly, and the queer thought came that, if we were in the dark, it would send out pulsing lights from my body like the internal lamp of a firefly.

He called me his "daughter!" As I heard that word of love, which I had stolen, I realized the full shame and abomination of the thing I had done. My impulse was to cry out the truth. But it was only an impulse, such an impulse as lures one to jump from a height. I caught myself back from yielding, as I would have caught myself back from the precipice, lest in another moment I should lie crushed in a dark gulf. I waved before my eyes the flag of Brian's need, and my bad courage came back.

I let Mr. Beckett lead me to the sofa. I let his hand on my shoulder gently press me to sit down by his wife, who had not spoken yet. Her blue eyes, fixed with piteous earnestness on mine, were like those of a timid animal, when it is making up its mind whether to trust and "take to" a human stranger who offers advances. I seemed to see her thinking—thinking not so much with her brain as with her heart, as you used to say Brian thought. I saw her ideas move as if they'd been the works of a watch ticking under glass. I knew that she wasn't clever enough to read my mind, but I felt that she was more dangerous, perhaps, than a person of critical intelligence. Being one of those always-was, always-will-be women—wife-women, mother-women she might by instinct see the badness of my heart as I was reading the simple goodness of hers.

Her longing to know the soul of me pierced to it like a fine crystal spear; and the pathos of this bereaved mother and father, who had so generously answered my call, brought tears to my eyes. I had not winced away from her blue searchlights, but tears gathered and suddenly poured over my cheeks. Perhaps it was the tragedy of my own situation more than hers which touched me, for I was pitying as much as hating myself. Still the tears were true tears; and I suppose nothing I could have said or done would have appealed to Jim Beckett's mother as they appealed.
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