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CAPEL came on board the "Golden Fleece" at Athens. It is an old and comfortable five-thousand-tonner, once a mail-boat, but now the property of a London syndicate, which fills it at advertised intervals with thoughtful tourists; sending them down the Mediterranean in winter, and across the North Sea, or up the Baltic, in summer.


Capel had chosen this leisurely way for his homecoming. The "cruise" would break his slow return to England, giving him an added week, a larger space for meditation; and he had time enough. Five years—a few days more would make no difference after five years! As he sat on deck, late in the afternoon, he took her letter from his case—he had done the same thing half an hour ago. He knew the page by heart, had read it twenty times before, would read it twenty times again, as he was reading it now:



	

	
"Dear Maurice," she said, "there must be some way out of our horrible mistake. I don't know where you are living, but, if you have any pity in you, come home and make me a free woman. I will do anything I can to help you. I admit the fault was mine, and I regret it.

	

	"Yours,

	

	Mabel."











The note had gone to his solicitors at first, had followed him to Greece, from Athens to the Islands; and then, one stormy afternoon at Delos, a boatman nad [sic!] placed it in his hands. Three months and seven days had passed since she had posted it in London. "Am returning," he had wired back to her from Athens. "She wants to marry again," he now repeated for the twentieth time, as he refolded the small sheet and placed it carefully away in its frayed envelop. A bugler came on deck and sounded the first-dinner call. Capel went below and changed his dress.


Almost five years were gone since he had sat at table in the old, familiar way, in starch and broadcloth, with graceful women and a fixed menu. This evening he bowed gravely as he took his place; already in England, by the decorous face of things. An archeological parson, ardent, Hellenic, was on his left; an auburn-haired, freckled girl sat on his right. The long table to which he had been guided was ringed with smaller tables. There must have been close upon two hundred passengers in the big saloon. It was a vast change from the Islands and the solitary meals of those five years.


A red-faced, shock-headed man, who had his name, presented Capel to neighbors right and left. He must feel at home here, it seemed agreed. He talked the usual commonplaces of such a meeting: Athens was hot—they had passed Salamis that afternoon—yes, he knew it well. And the Islands, part of the itinerary of the "cruise" whose opening stages he had missed, he had visited some of them. Yes, he spoke modern Greek—it was not so difficult if onehad a smatteringof the old. ... He listened to the calm, cool voice that said these things, recognizing it for his own and rather interested. He had not heard himself aloud—not to any such decorous extent—since 1900. Thought in English, yes; but the spoken word—He had grown calmer and cooler since that language was the every-day. Facing him sat a dark and shimmering girl who had been stung by a mosquito, and who wore some iridescent Eastern covering that hid the injured cheek. She had been included in the shock-headed man's introductions, but, so far, Capel had not caught her name.


Instruction and pleasure seemed evenly mingled on this journey, for, at nine o'clock, the archeological parson was to lecture on their next anchorage and its excursions. To this end the quarter-deck had been transformed into a suitable hall, with long rows of seats and an awning that hid the stars and the far landmarks. Capel joined the audience that lolled in the deck-chairs. The parson and a limelight man, with slides and a lantern, were ready for them. It was very novel, very interesting, very improving. The parson threw his views and his photographs upon the screen and said ardent, instructive things about the scenes and places represented. Capel listened, and old England, the barbaric, the beloved, drew nearer here than in the big saloon. He knew his Greece; but it was not at all like this. To him, Greece was rather more than a dead impulse, covered by its twenty odd centuries. To him, Greece was alive, as in her greatest day. Why not? You may overturn temples; Persian and Slav and Roman may destroy and subjugate; but the soul of things evanished will endure. Twenty odd centuries had only slain the .body. He shaped these thoughts indifferently, as he listened to this enthusiastic parson. After all, why should these people know? They had come out of England, fresh, alive; they were returning there hopefully, with stories of this cruise, to go on living; while he—he had the dead for company, the irremediable past. The last five years—and the future, would that not be dead as well?
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