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DOROTHY








"O Beauty, I have wandered far;


Peace, I have suffered seeking thee:



Life, I have sought to see thy star,


That other men might see.

 



And after wandering nights and days,


A gleam in a beloved soul



Shows how life's elemental blaze


Goes wandering through the whole."
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Part I




America




CHAPTER I




SECRET PALACES




"Dream delivers us to dream, and there is no end to illusion."




The Bavaric had been four fine September days
at sea, and it was time for the vague pain and
melancholy that always haunted Westenra after
leaving Ireland to pass; yet it stayed with him
as never before it had stayed.  The voice of the
Atlantic sang a dirge in his ears, and looking at
the long grey rollers he thought of his mother's
hair which he would never see again, of the mists
that enveloped Inishaan as Ireland passed from
sight, of the ghosts of Raths, and all grey things;
and life looked grey before him and dull.  It was
as though the mists and shadows of his land lay
upon his spirit and would not be lifted.  More
than ever he was lonely, more than ever an exile,
for now there was none but the dead left to him in
the land of his birth; the last root had gone, the
last frond been cut away.  His mother had died on
the day he sailed from New York to pay her his
annual visit, and long before he reached Queenstown
she had been laid away to rest by his father's
side in the fair valley of Glendalough.

For awhile he had roamed about Ireland with
something of the aimlessness of a wounded
creature, choosing wild solitary places where the
sorrowful beauty of lake and forest and mountain,
so unique, so different in its wistful allurement to
any other scenery in the world, had seemed to
brood with him in his grief and lay with mysterious
hands some healing spikenard in his heart.  But
the shadow of loneliness had not been lifted from him.

He had never spent more than a few weeks of
his yearly holiday with his mother, and the rest
of the two months in different parts of Europe, but
always he had felt her in his life; sitting by her
fireside in her beautiful little Carlow home she had
constituted his bit of Ireland, his share of the world.
Now he was a lonely man without home or kin.
The ache of emptiness was in his heart as he stared
at the few pale early stars that had ventured forth
into the evening sky.

Nothing was left in his life now except a child
and a woman; but the child was not even his own,
and the woman was only a vision.  For years she
had come to him in his dreams, so many years that
he could not remember the first time, but usually
she appeared when he was in Ireland or coming
away from it, never in America; and because he
was fresh from Ireland, and the supernatural
element that is in the Celtic nature had been
recently renewed so that supernatural things still
seemed to him the real things of life, he thought of
her now as if she were a real woman, and wondered
why it was so long since he had seen her flickering
through the night in her pale grey gown with fine
lace at the throat and a chain of luminous beads
swinging before her neck.  He tried to recall
the strangely Oriental face, but, as always it
eluded him, and he could only remember the wistful
lurking sadness that divined in her something
of the Irishry, the knowledge of sorrow and longing
for far places in her eyes; the subtle suggestion
of mourning for some lost land, like an echo of
Goethe's song:




"Kennst Du das Land wo die Citronen blühn?

Im dunkeln Laub die Goldorangen glühn,

Ein sanfter Wind vom blauen Himmel weht

Die Myrte, still und hoch der Lorbeer steht."

 







There were other things that troubled him too:
dark shadows hovering about her, flecks of mud
and blood upon her bare feet, and the weary look
of one who has come a long way upon a bad road.
But what was sweet to his lonely heart was that
she seemed so unquestionably to belong to him,
so wholly and inevitably his.

The Irish boy who never loved has never lived,
and Westenra cherished with characteristic ardour
the remembrance of one or two youthful romances,
but apart from these and his great love for his
mother there had been no woman's influence in
his life.  He had been too busy to let women in.

Though he was only thirty-three, America had
heard of him as a surgeon, and that is no slight
triumph in a land of many clever surgeons.  What
was dearer to him was the fact that in Medical
Science the "other fellows" knew of him--the big,
silent men beating their way by inches along the
hampered road of Progress--they recognised him
as one of themselves, a worker not for money nor
personal glory, but for humanity.

Skill with the knife, being at its best no more
than a fine collaboration of hand and eye, never
yet sufficed a brilliant intellect, and it had not
sufficed Westenra.  His keen mind, not content
to follow on the lines laid down by other men,
craved for higher work in the discovery and
formulation of new principles of treatment in diseases
that defied the surgeon's knife; and it was in the
laboratory that he had won the triumphs he most
valued.  In spite of a heavy hospital and private
practice, he had found time to do some unique
experimental work in connection with the intestinal
canals, while on the subject of locomotor ataxia
he was already considered something more than
an expert.  But the diseases that lured him most
were those in which surgery failed to give the
relief hoped for, and one such he had specially
starred out for laborious investigation.  He knew
when he determined to devote himself to the
subject of the metabolic disorders underlying diabetes,
that years, perhaps a lifetime, of experiment and
ardent unpaid labour lay before him, but he faced
the prospect boldly, for he doubted not that in the
end he would have as great a gift to bestow upon
the world as even Lister, Metchnikoff, or Pasteur.

Not much time in such a life of planned hours,
tasks, and duties to think of women.  And, indeed,
except as cases, he had not definitely thought of
them.  But, like all Celts, he had an inner world
of his own in which he walked sometimes, and
did not walk alone.  A mystical subtle knowledge
was his that somewhere in the universe a woman
was waiting for him--the woman with the pale
Oriental face and the grey gown.  And in his
heart he listened for the delicate approach of
footsteps from out the distance and the Future.




"Dear, were your footsteps fast or slow?

One look or none did you bestow

When carelessly, as strangers go,


You passed my door?"

 









He understood the listener in those lines with
the imagination of one who in a city office or
hospital can hear the sounds of birds and insects,
and feel the wind of the moors on his face and see
the gloom of trees.  The dark waves of the
Atlantic had often seemed to him symbolic of
the Irish nature; dark and sad to the outward
view, but when the wind ruffles the surface
showing light and beauty beneath, secret inner palaces
of green crystal.

But to-night his loneliness oppressed him as
never before.  It seemed to him he had waited too
long in a land of dreams and shadows.  He left
the sea and stars at last and went to his cabin.

At dinner for the first time since the boat sailed
the seat next his own was occupied, though he
scarcely noticed the fact until he found himself
sitting beside a woman.  A young woman he saw
at once by her hands, all that he could see of her
very well, for however curious a man may be it is
difficult for him to take the bearings of a person
with whom he is seated cheek by jowl.  Westenra
was not at all curious, but even when he was the
dreamiest of Irishmen he was also a trained
observer, and to take notes on the people with whom he
came in contact whilst apparently absorbed in his
own affairs was as natural to him as breathing.  He
could almost make a diagnosis from a hand, and
the next deductions he drew from the slim ones of
his neighbour were not all so pleasing as the first.
For one thing he saw that she was an intensely
nervous woman, even though she spent so much
time out of doors, ungloved, that her hands were
burnt to a pale brown tint.  They were more like
a boy's hands than a woman's, except that they
were so nervously febrile and covered with rings.
The rings called for attention.  They were odd
and barbaric, and of far greater beauty than value,
for most of the stones were semi-precious, and
their charm lay in their quaint settings and brilliant
colouring.  There were miniatures surrounded by
amethysts, marquise rings of blue and green enamel
with devices in rose-diamonds, olivines and
sardonyx set with seed-pearls and an Angelica
Kauffman under a crystal.  On the thumb of her right
hand she wore a very fine black scarab heavily
set in platinum, and on the index finger of the
same hand a silver ring of rough workmanship
made in the shape of a V with a stone like an uncut
ruby imbedded in the point of the letter.  Nothing
so commonplace as a wedding ring was to be
observed amongst this eccentric collection.  The
forefingers of her left hand were faintly tinted
with the amber of nicotine.

"Smokes too much," thought Westenra, and
might have supposed her left-handed but for a
worn, hard little mark on her right middle finger.
"Writes, and smokes while she 's writing," he
deducted, and thought none the better of her for that.
When she ordered a brandy-and-soda to drink with
the sardine she was dissecting he liked her still less.

"She won't be in the game long at that rate,"
he estimated grimly.  "With her nerves I 'll
give her another two years at most."  He hated
to see women drink.  Experience had taught him
that few of them can do it long without going to
pieces morally.  And here was one who would
certainly go to pieces physically as well.  On this
conclusion he felt no further inclination for
observations.  But that did not prevent him from
hearing what she had to say.  She had struck up a
little conversation with the man on the other side
of her, speaking in a nervous contralto voice that,
without being throaty, contained a curious husky
tremor giving almost the suggestion that she wore
a veil over it.  Without the assistance of his
previous deductions Westenra would have known
it at once for the voice of a temperamental woman,
as well as that of a woman of the world; and was
the more astonished therefore, at her free bon
camarade manner with her neighbour, a French
Jew with a mean expression on a clever face--a
financier or dealer in jewels Westenra judged, and
a none too scrupulous one at that.  They talked
about the ice on the table and where it had come
from.  The Jew was not sure whether it was
Norwegian ice or manufactured on the boat, but was
full of information about the New York supply
and the great frozen lakes from which it was cut
in enormous blocks.

"I must go and see them!" said the woman
eagerly, "and the far solitary tracts of ice and
snow in Alaska!  I must see them."

She talked like a woman who had fever in her veins.

"You like cold places?" asked the Jew curiously.

"No!  No!  I hate cold, but I like wide, solitary,
empty lands and countries I have never been to.
I would love to wake up every morning of my life
in afresh place."

Westenra admired reserve in a woman, and was
thoroughly astounded at such a lack of it.  There
was worse to come.  Her friendly candour revived
the French heart of the Jew to a corresponding
friendliness which by some persons might have
been considered impertinent, but did not seem in
the least to offend this one.

"Excuse me, mad'moiselle, but I never saw such
original bracelets.  Might one ask what they are
made of?"

"Ivory," she answered pleasantly.  "I got
them in Central Africa.  They were cut green
from an elephant's trunk."

"Elephant's trunk!" murmured the Jew, and
even Westenra had to smile.

"Oh! tusk I mean, of course.  And the red
things imbedded in them are garnets from De
Beers's Mine in Kimberley.  I think they are
ever so much nicer than diamonds, don't you?"

The Jew tried to look as if he did, and succeeded
fairly well.

"Here is another in my silver ring.  A Zulu
made this ring for me in Natal, out of a
half-crown.  I gave him the garnet to put in, and
another half-crown for making it."

If the Jew were outraged at the idea of any
lady wearing such cheap jewellery, he concealed
his feelings under a silky smile.

"Then you know Africa, mad'moiselle?"

"I know every country except America," she
said.  "But I think Africa is the only one in the
world that I could stay in always without getting
bored."

"Ah!  Is it Johannesburg you like?"

"Oh, no--Rhodesia--Zululand--the Drakenberg
Mountains--the open veldt."

The Jew stared.

"For a lady you have been to very unusual
places," he commented, and if the words were
ambiguous the tone was not lacking in courtesy.

"I love to travel," she said, "and it is
my business to see things and places.  I am a
journalist."

"Indeed!" said the Jew, and stared again, for
she was quite unlike any journalist he had ever met
or heard of.  But she gave him no time for any
further astonished questions.

"I must go," she said abruptly.  "This saloon
is too hot."  Smiling pleasantly at him she drank
up her brandy-and-soda and departed, the Jew
rising up also and bowing her out of her seat
in a way that Westenra considered officious, yet
could not but notice that with a courteous
smile on him the fellow was not so mean-looking
after all.  The Irishman gave a glance
after the figure of his late neighbour.  She was
tall and slight with a firm light walk, but as
she went down the aisle made by two long
dining-tables the ship rolled gently, and she
put out her pale brown hands here and there
touching a chair back.

Proceeding with his dinner, which had as yet
only reached the second course, Westenra reflected
that it would be difficult for any woman, even with
a bet to win, to give herself and her affairs away
more thoroughly in a short space of time than his
late neighbour had done.

"With both hands she did it--and her tongue,"
he mused cynically.  "In no longer a time than it
took to dine off a brandy-and-soda and the outline
of a sardine!"

After sitting next to her for a matter of twenty
minutes he knew all there was to be known of
her tastes, her profession, her temperament, her
habits.  She had travelled, she wrote for the
newspapers,--sensational stuff probably, her head
was too small for a thinker's head,--she was entirely
modern, cursed with nerves, restlessness, and
dissatisfaction; she was unreserved, unreposeful,
uncontrolled, undisciplined; she drank, she smoked.
He really could not think of anything about her,
except her charming voice, which of course she could
not help, that was not in violent opposition to his
every idea of what a woman should be, and the
fact filled him with resentment born of a kind of
chivalrous discontent that any woman should be
so far from the ideal standard.  He entirely
withdrew his earlier supposition that she was a
woman of the world, in spite of the evidence of
travel and experience.

"A woman of her type could never contend with
any kind of social life.  The way she let that Jew
draw her was childish."

At that moment something happened that
thrilled through his nerves and veins like an
electric shock, and left him mentally stunned.

The woman of whom he had been thinking was
coming back down the long saloon, her delicate
hands put out to the chair backs in the same little
frond-like movement as before.  For the first
time he saw her face clear and full; and he did
not have to look twice to recognise it.  Though
it had always eluded his memory in waking hours
he knew it now that he saw it as well as his own.
It was the face of the woman he had dreamed of for
years.  He knew her hair, her eyes, her mouth, the
grey gown she had on, the deep collar of fine lace
ivoried by age that turned away from the base of
a long throat that had fine ivory tints of its own.
He even knew the necklace of luminous
grey-green beads that swung to her waist.  The
wistfulness of the Irishry that he remembered so well
lurked elusively about her eyes and mouth, and
the touch of Orientalism was there too, though it
was hard to tell of what it came, for if her hair
was black and her skin Arab-pale, her sad eyes
were not dark but of a curious smoky blue.  As
she came nearer she looked straight at him, her
glance for a moment seeming to rest in his, and
he saw that like the eyes of many clever people
hers possessed a slight defect; they were different
in shape and expression; one seemed to be long
and sleepy and almost cynical looking, the other,
rounder, held an eager inquiring glance that
suggested great vitality and ardour.  This was
Westenra's fleeting impression, there was no time
for more, and he was almost too aghast for clear
thought; but a glance of his eye went a good deal
further than most people's, and in this instance
his vision was sharpened by the strange
circumstances of his dream.

It appeared that she had come back to her seat
to fetch a little silk bag of the kind that women
were then using to carry about their handkerchiefs
and purses.  She spoke to no one, only leaned
over the back of her seat, took her bag and went
away, and it was all over in two or three seconds.
But in those few seconds a man's life had been
changed.  The world would never look the same
again to Garrett Westenra.  Obliged to add to all
his scornful opinions of the woman who had sat
next to him outraging his ideals, the astounding
knowledge that she was the woman of his dreams,
the living presentment of the vision that had for
years so mystically haunted his life, he was shaken
to the Celtic roots of him.  He felt as a man feels
who has lost something precious and irreplaceable.
Something was broken and gone from his life.
The beautiful spun-glass globe of illusion he had
carried so secretly was shattered in the dust.  In
that moment of bitter realisation he was not a
surgeon and scientist from New York, but a
primitive man from Ireland keening in silence for
a nameless sorrow.  The desert grief of his race
welled up from the depths of him, and the taste of
his waters was as the taste of the waters of Marah.


â��â��â��â��



There were few people on deck.  The wind was
chill, and the stars burned with the brilliant
sapphire pallor of electric light.  There was a special
spot where Westenra always stood to smoke,
because it gave him a leaning place against the rail
where he could command the length of the deck,
and yet get an uninterrupted view of the grey
waves with their pale sea palaces.  Close beside
him in a canvas-sheltered corner stood his deck
chair.  He lit a cigar, but he might have been
smoking seaweed for all the aroma there was in it
for him.  Abstractedly he stared at the
phosphorescent waves, but his attention was on the
door of the companion-way, and presently, as he
had felt sure she would, the woman in grey came
through it with her swaying movements and her
hands put out a little.  She had wrapped herself
in a long silky cloak that gleamed in the starlight,
and as she strayed up and down the deck like a
grey ghost, the wind took hold of it and flicked it
about her making it crack like a silken sail.  It
took fronds of her hair too and made them into
lashes that beat her face and blew above her head.
She laughed a little to herself as she was blown
this way and that, and for the first time that night
she pleased Westenra, for he loved the wind, and
it seemed to him that she loved it too.  He stood
very still listening to the tap-tapping of her heels,
thinking of--




"Dear, were your footsteps fast or slow...?"







and of how long he had listened in office and
hospital for the sound of a woman's feet coming
towards him.  He remembered the bare broken
feet of the woman in his dream, though he had
always dimly recognised that the mud and blood
were symbolical of the rough paths she had walked.
These that tapped the deck near him were daintily
shod in grey suède, but from her own telling they
had strayed in far places of the earth and echoed
in lonely spots before they came his way, as they
were coming now.  Would they halt when they
reached him?  Resentful, antagonistic, and
disillusioned as he was, something in his fatalistic
Irish nature responded, some bird sang in a pale
green palace when she stood still beside him, and
spoke:

"Do you think I might sit in this nice sheltered
corner?"  She looked at the chair and then at
him, with a boyish bon camarade smile that
banished all the sadness and shadows from her face.

"I 'm sure you might--please do."

He moved forward swiftly and arranged the chair
for her.  She sat down, and as he did not move
away began to talk to him in the same friendly
easy way as she had used to the Jew, and he found
himself, like the Jew, answering her if not eagerly
at least with interest.  However they touched only
on generalities.  She did not tell him nearly so
much as she had told the Jew and he found in
that too something to resent.  Possibly she missed
the French receptivity, or with the quicksilver
sensitiveness of some women divined antagonism,
for something like a little note of appeal came
presently into her voice: it was as though she
were trying to soften his heart towards her.  In
answer to some observation of his with regard to
travelling she said rather wearily:

"Yes; one discovers these things when one has
knocked about the world long enough."

"Knocking about the world" was not a process
that usually enhanced a woman's charm, in his
eyes at least; but he soon became aware that all
charm was far from being knocked out of this one.
Charm came out of her like a perfume, and stole
towards him.  But he steeled his heart against
it and against her, so that a glint of the steel
presently came into his eyes and seemed to ring in
his voice.  Certainly something in him chilled
the little tendrils of good fellowship and friendliness
that she seemed inclined to extend.  At last
shivering slightly and drawing her cloak about her,
she stirred in her chair, preparing to go.  But he
stayed her with an odd and unexpected question.

"Do you always wear grey?"

She laughed and turned to look at him curiously.

"Now I wonder what makes you ask such a
strange question?"

Enraged with himself, resentful of her, he was
far from any intention of telling her his real reason.

"It hardly seems to be your colour."  He spoke
abruptly and realised immediately that he was
being rude.  But she was not offended at the wry
compliment.  Whatever her faults might be she
seemed at least to be untroubled by that one
paramount in most women--vanity.

"Are you an artist?"  She leaned forward and
looked at him with the free curiosity of a child.

"No."

She waited an instant as though expecting to
hear him supplement his curt answer, but her
frank impulsive methods waked no answering
echoes, and she sank back with a little sigh.  He
felt ashamed of his churlishness.  Never before
had he been so unresponsive to friendly advances;
but apart from his instinct not to allow this woman
to probe him, it had always been a principle with
him never to disclose his profession to
fellow-travellers.  When he came abroad it was to rest,
and he had found that the best way of doing so
was to keep his identity dark from the world at
large.  However, his taciturnity if it chilled her
could not make her change her manners and
customs.

"You are quite right," she said at last, speaking
as though there had been no awkward interlude.
"Grey is not my colour.  I always wear blues and
reds and oranges--anything bright and Oriental:
not only because I am pale but because I love
vivid colours.  If when I am unhappy I put on
something crimson it seems to warm and cheer my
heart like a fire.  Don't you think the robin is
happier for his red breast?"

Westenra said nothing.  She had switched his
mind off oddly to the things he loved in his
boyhood--birds hopping in the garden, the robin's note--a
rabbit flashing past through the dewy grass.

"If ever you are in deep despair and can see a
field of poppies all glad and aflare under the blaze
of the sun----"

She appeared to have forgotten him and to be
talking to herself.  He too was away amongst the
dews and tender sunshine of Ireland.  He knew
no blazing fields of poppies, but remembered them
gay amongst the corn in the long fields.

"Or sunlight on fields of glowing corn," she
said softly, "green land growing right down to the
blue sea--trees turning to red and gold in the
autumn--a bank of purple irises--gilded aloes
spiking against the sky."

There was a strange little dreaming silence.

"I never had a grey gown in my life until now,"
she said suddenly.

Westenra looked pale in the starlight; there
seemed almost to be in his skin a tinge of the colour
she mentioned.  Her words switched him back too
suddenly from Ireland to a remembrance of her
unwarranted likeness to his dream woman.  She
had even gone so far as to talk in the way that
woman might have done!  To pretend that she
cared for the things that woman would care for!

"What made you get one now?"  He knew not
what fatalistic curiosity prompted the question.

"I got several," she said quietly.  Her manner
was still friendly, but there had come into it a
certain graveness that he thought might be
intended by way of rebuke, until he heard the end
of her sentence.  "You will never see me in any
other colour on this ship.  I am wearing grey as a
sort of mourning for my husband."

"I beg your pardon," he said slowly, startled,
astounded, and puzzled.  A widow!  Oh!  She
could n't be the woman he had dreamed--the whole
thing was ridiculous!  Grey for mourning?  That
was new to him.  But perhaps the fellow had been
dead a long time, and she was just going out of
mourning?  As if in answer to his thoughts she
made another of her curious statements.

"We had been such bitter enemies that I felt
it would be hypocritical to go into real mourning
for him.  But he died a fine death, and in honour
of that I thought I might at least absent me awhile
from the felicity of bright colour."

She rose to say good-night, and as she stood there
looking at him for a moment with her elusive Irish
smile and her Oriental air, he saw that, tell
himself what he might, widow or no widow, hers was
indeed the face he knew so well.  The long
shadows thrown by the lights behind her fell about her
feet recalling the vulture shadows of his dream.
Her cloak flickered round her like a silken sail,
and the beads about her neck swung and softly
clicked as dice might click in the hands of Fate.




CHAPTER II




GREY AND GOLD







"Two shall be born the whole wide world apart,

And speak in different tongues, and have no thought

Each of the other's being, and no heed;

And these, o'er unknown seas to unknown lands

Shall cross, escaping wreck, defying death;

And all unconsciously shape every act

And bend each wandering step to this one end--

That one day, out of darkness they shall meet,

And read life's meaning in each other's eyes."

 







There are few men who in thinking ahead,
however vaguely, to the time when they
will share life with a woman do not expect to find
their ultimate kingdom in the heart of some girl
with a face like the morning and a nature fresh
and unspoiled as an opening rose.  With the
freshness faded from his own heart and the "songs
of the morning" long forgotten, this modest
instinct to allot to himself the beautiful and the
ideal remains deeply rooted in the best and worst
of men.  Of Irishmen it should be said in
extenuation that they are usually greater idealists than
the generality of men, and possess the instinct of
worship more strongly.  They do not always
make fortunes nor gain fame; but they make
shrines.  And deep in the nature of every one of
them sits fast the belief that the finest woman in
the world is surely for him because he has the
finest shrine ready for her.  If she does not fit,
it is not the fault of the shrine, which is composed
of the very best materials--that stuff of which
dreams are made.

Garrett Westenra had all the bigoted simplicity
of the man who has never loved and been deceived.
There is nothing like a wrecked shrine or two for
getting rid of unworkable notions about the uses
of women as idols; but no woman had ever
deceived him, so he had kept all his faith and
bigotry and generous beliefs to bestow upon the one
woman--a golden apple with a bitter core perhaps,
for it is not always fair to the woman to have too
much in this line to bestow.  Being a citizen of
the world he did not of course suppose that fine
qualities and a beautiful nature are only to be
found in the opening-rose type of woman, but
certainly he had unconsciously or otherwise
assigned to the woman of his dreams all the
traditional virtues and graces of character and bearing.
He had come of fine simple people: one of the old
Irish families who through poverty and misfortune
had lived for generations with the simplicity and
austerity of peasants, but whose men had never
lost their breeding and bearing, and whose women
were strong and fearless without breaking the laws
of their religion.

One of his ancestresses had eloped with a
Westenra, and pursued by her disapproving
brothers, the pair had swum a river abreast;
later, when having fought one brother after the
other the bridegroom, wounded in the legs, was
unable to walk, his wife carried him on her back
for miles to a place of safety--not that he was
small and weak (no Westenra was ever that),
but that she was big and strong and fine; her
wedding ring, a thin thread of gold, had come down
through generations to Garrett Westenra and
fitted his third finger easily.  His great-grandmother,
daughter too of an old but impoverished
family, had not disdained to rebuild with her own
hands the house in which she afterwards lived and
died.  These were the single-hearted, simple,
faithful women,




"Strong and quiet like the hills,"







from whom Westenra had sprung.  Tradition dies
hard when it is rooted in such firm ground.  Small
wonder that dismay blotted out delight when he
recognised at last the romantic face of the woman
he had waited for, only to find it allied to the
strange, rootless, roving, almost vagrant
personality of Valentine Valdana.

Even if every one on the ship except himself had
not appeared to know that she was Mrs. Valdana
the journalist, he could not long have remained in
ignorance of her name for "Val Valdana" in
writing so illegible as to invoke curiosity was
written on everything she possessed, and she left
her possessions everywhere.  She was the most
careless woman in the world.  She lost and mislaid
books, cushions, papers, and rugs; her shoes were
frequently undone, and her hair almost always on
the point of coming down.  Yet she never looked
untidy because her feet were pretty and her hair
was of the feathery kind; and in the matter of her
lost possessions she preserved entire calmness,
for some one was always obliging enough to
find them for her and bring them back.  Once she
left on deck a book full of audacious sketches and
notes about the passengers, and the wind ruffling
the leaves of it dispersed scraps of paper in every
direction.  One of these displayed a pair of
love-birds sitting beak to beak on a branch, but the
birds possessed the life-like features of two cranky
old maid passengers who were continually
squabbling in public; beneath was the scribbled legend:
"If we comfort not each other, Who shall comfort
us in the dark days to come?" ... Another
entitled "La planche" was the portrait of an
enormously fat lady passenger grown extraordinarily
slim and pretty.  A little pink hard-shelled
woman with a habit of making up to people only
to say something extremely unpleasant to them
was cartooned as a crab reaching out and nipping
everything within reach.  A moony-looking
individual with a wry neck, peering eyes, and a loud
brown check suit had lent his individuality to the
sketch of a tortoise pottering curiously about the
deck.  A newly-married couple who were always
sipping egg-nog together had been pilloried as the
Siamese twins joined by a large egg.

Yet when the cartoonist came on deck the
victims of her pencil were all ready to smile at her,
and return her property without resentment.  It
was so patent somehow that malice was the one
thing absent from the mental make-up of Mrs. Valdana.

Another day soon after their first meeting,
Westenra found her in her deck chair with one slim
foot twisted round to inspect what is sometimes
known as a "potato" in the heel of her stocking.

"Isn't it amazing how holes in one's stockings
arrive?" she remarked to him pleasantly.  "I
would n't mind only I 've got such tender heels."

Impossible for a thoughtful man who has known
poverty and carried memories of his mother's
fingers worn with darning to imagine such a woman
as a wife and mother.  Plainly the shrine Westenra
had built for the woman of his dreams could never
be occupied by this one.  No shrine could keep
for long so restless a heart, nor fireside and cradle
detain such wandering feet!  As the days went
by the likeness in fact that he had seen in her to
his vision became blurred and faded.  It was
not difficult at last to persuade himself that his
recognition of her had been a fantasy of his brain.
Once the thought dismissed of any mystical bond
between them, he could not help liking the
incompetent, careless creature and finding pleasure in
her society.  She was a good companion: not gay
herself so much as the cause of gaiety in others.
She rarely said witty things, but it was surprising
how witty others became in her company.  Her
art was of the kind that seems to underlie rather
than break through the surface of conversation,
leaving the best points for others to make.  But
sometimes when things were at their dullest she
would suddenly send up a little sparkling rocket
that lit the mental horizon and thrilled the
surroundings with colour.

Westenra, whose native wit and eloquence
needed little sharpening, was at his best with her,
and he became his pleasant and extremely engaging
self while enjoying to the full that charm in her
that from the first he had not denied.  Her ardent
feeling for the ideal and the original was a spur
to his intellect, and not only re-awoke his natural
gaiety, but set stirring all his altruistic dreams.
For there was greatness smouldering in Westenra,
that needed only the right woman's hand to fan
it into flame.

No one observing Mrs. Valdana listening, almost
thirsting for all he had to say, would have guessed
that as far as actual experience of life went, hers
had been far wider and greater than his, for the
usual results of experience--callous indifference or
a calm philosophic outlook--were amazingly absent
from her.  She was vividly interested in life, and
the more she saw of it, the less blasée she became;
and because ideas interested her even more than
experience she was deeply interested in Westenra.

If the latter had ever lived in England he would
infallibly have recognised the name of Valentine
Valdana as being that of one of the foremost
women journalists in the world.  Even had he
been in the habit of reading those American
Sunday journals whose overseas cables in a surprisingly
small space manage to mention the doings of
everyone of importance, he would have realised that so
far from being the "small-headed, yellow
journalist" he supposed, she occupied a unique and
enviable position in the newspaper world.  But he
had never concerned himself with the doings of
European journalists.  America is a big country,
with big enough personalities and interests of its
own to absorb such attention as a man wrapped
up in his work and the great scientific facts of life
has to give to public affairs.  Thus it came to pass
that he did not know there was one thing
Mrs. Valdana, with her odd eccentric gowns and
ornaments, a hole in the heel of her stocking, and her
black hair endlessly coming down, was not careless
about, and that one thing was her work--and that
because of her work she was famous.

Certainly she was not the person to tell him,
being as reticent about the astonishing things she
had done as she was childishly frank about her
picturesque tastes and fancies.  She would show
her ivory bracelets cut green from the tusks of an
elephant in Central Africa, or howl in the
moonlight like a jackal, or dance like a Somali warrior
(as she did at the concert got up for the sailors'
benefit), or describe the orchids that hang like
glowing lamps from the trees in the deep steaming
forests of the Congo; but she would say nothing of
her articles on sleeping sickness and Congo atrocities,
or how she had nearly lost a foot on a terrible
march in Somaliland, but turned out an amazing
Odyssey on the manners and customs of a little
known people.  She always forgot to mention that
it was she who had shot the elephant from whose
tusks the bracelets came, and that her knowledge
of jackal music was acquired in a lion-infested
part of Bechuanaland, where she had got lost from
her party and spent a sinister night up a tree.

Next to Africa she loved India best in the world,
and could discourse alluringly on the subject of
phul-karries, and silk embroideries from Delhi,
of sunsets seen across the plains when the
buffaloes and the goats are being herded home in a
mist of golden dust; of paddy-birds standing in
shallow grey pools, and the grace of the swathed
women coming from the wells.  Chanting through
her nose a thin monotonous wail, while with three
fingers and her thumb she made a measured
thrumming tattoo on the table, she could conjure up
the very heart-throb of the Indian Bazaar until
the never-ending rhythmic torment of the East
dragged at the heart of those who listened.  She
could tell too every kind of amusing story and
scandal about Anglo-Indian society; but she would
never mention that she had been sent out in '97
to get for her paper the truth about the Tochi
rising--and had got it; that she was at Simla when the
English were waiting breathlessly for news from
their men at the front, knowing that any serious
reverse in the Tirah might possibly mean an
attempt at a general rising and massacre in the
plains and hill stations of the Punjab, and that she
was one of those women who had gone out as
usual to balls, and laughed and jested with sickening
fear in their hearts, under the keen eyes of the
native servants--and afterwards had sat in her
room hour after hour sorting and classifying her
facts, embodying them in the strong vivid articles
that a few weeks later made England "sit up" for
awhile and realise that all was not peace and fair
contentment in the Indian Empire.

There were lots of other interesting things
Mrs. Valdana never told.  She had been in Russia on
a mission for Mr. Stead, and in Turkey to probe
out the affair of a secret concession for turquoise
searching granted by the Sultan to an English
Member of Parliament.  She had interviewed De
Witte, the Red Sultan, and Paul Kruger, and
stayed at Groot Schuur as Cecil Rhodes's guest.
But all these things were part of her work, and of
her work (except to other journalists) she never
spoke.  It spoke for itself.

Though she had done special work for many of
the big London papers she was a free lance and
under bonds to no journal.  No inducement that
could be held out to her was strong enough to lure
her from her ways, which were the ways of a
literary vagabond who came and went at no man's
bidding, but achieved her best work by wandering
only where she listed, and writing only what her
heart urged.  This might have been fatal to
financial success, but that it was allied to an
instinct that amounted to genius for the big vivid
things that take hold of the public imagination.
Every good journalist has a nose for news;
Valentine Valdana had the added gift of an "eye for
colour"; she saw it across continents, recognised
it overseas, followed it as her star; and what she
wrote concerning it editors were pleased to
scramble for.  If one disapproved of her "stuff" another
was only too glad to embrace it.  She revised and
blue-pencilled for no man.  Her creed was Byron's
when he wrote to Murray: "Cut me up in the
Quarterly, rend me in the Reviews, do unto me as
did the Levite unto his concubine, but do not
ask me to revise, for I cannot and I will not."  She
would not either, and she did not have to.
Enough that her stuff was signed with her
well-known nom-de-plume "Wanderfoot" for it to
sell like hot cakes.  In fact, in her own line
Valentine Valdana was famous; and Garrett Westenra
did not know it.

Nor would he have been greatly impressed if he
had known.  He was entirely opposed to that
kind of fame for a woman.

All Irishmen, whatever their rank or situation,
are at bottom profound lovers of nature, virtue,
and simplicity; and from this great quality of the
heart springs the singular charm that makes them
the most attractive people in the world; but it
has a defect in its almost peasant standardising of
women.  Lack of money in Ireland has created in
the Irish an eternal oversense of the value of
riches; but though there has never been any lack
of women in Ireland they are not undervalued on
this account (in fact, as has been shown, they are
given shrines to occupy).  Still there is a secret
and peculiar hatred in the Irishman's nature for
any change in the status of women, moral or
intellectual, since the time of Mother Eve or the
beloved Madonna.  The wife-and-mother is the
ideal, and very rightly so, but she is a meek and
submissive and gentle wife-and-mother, and she
sits eternally by the fireside with a child on her
knee.  Yes, though in his heart he will crown her
with a golden crown and burn incense before her,
that is where an Irishman always sees the ideal
woman--by the fireside, with a child on her knee.
No true Irishman will ever be a suffragist.

Considering these things it was surely unwise
of Garrett Westenra, very much an Irishman, to
linger day after day by the deck chair of a
vagabond woman, who, from all accounts and
appearances, had never possessed a fireside of her own,
nor was ever likely to appreciate one.  Yet linger
he did, and day by day her charm wrought upon
him and wound itself round him and penetrated
him until it seemed to become part of him.  By
no effort of hers was the thing done.  She grew
strangely silent as the voyage drew towards an
end, sitting in her chair with still eyes and hands,
like a woman in a dream drifting down a dream
river.  Once more she began to resemble the
woman Westenra knew so well--the mystery
woman with whom he had walked for many years
in his secret garden.  And when he came on deck
and did not find her in her place, the deck and the
ship and the world seemed to become suddenly
empty--with an appalling emptiness.

But always when alone in his cabin he made the
same observation to himself.

"This thing has got to stop.  It is rank
foolishness.  What do I know of her?  God knows what
her life has been.  She is not the woman I have
dreamed of.  She is not within a hundred miles
of the kind of woman I could spend my life
with....  A reckless, careless vagabond!
Good-hearted, yes, full of fine impulses ... full of
charm!  But when the glamour has gone
... what then?"

He had that gift and curse of his race of seeing
too far--the worthlessness of the prize at the end
of the race, the rotten core inside the rosy apple.
Perhaps why Irishmen achieve so little, is that
nothing which can be got seems to them worth
while getting!

So he said to himself firmly:

"This thing has got to stop."

He said it and meant it right up to the last
night of the voyage--a night when they stayed
late in their deck chairs under a glorious moon that
transformed the sea into a golden harvest of
promise.  Many other couples sat along the deck
laughing and jesting, announcing their intention
to stay up until the Statue of Liberty hove in
sight, but well aware that the purser would be
prowling along the deck at about half-past ten
with hinting scowls for all loiterers.  Long before
the purser came, however, the keen air had driven
most people below, and there was no one left
except Westenra and Mrs. Valdana, and a far
couple in the shadow of the bridge.

A silence had fallen upon Westenra and his
companion, one of those silences that have lips to speak
and hands to caress.  A little wind blew past them
carrying a snatch of her hair across his lips.  He
had never before felt a woman's hair on his lips!
Her pale hand nervous and lonely lay outside the
rug in which she was wrapped.

"That hand looks cold lying there," he said,
and taking it drew it under a fold of his own rug,
and held it fast.  It lay in his without response like
a little stone hand, but through his palm he could
feel her pulse beating wild and uncertain, and that
stirred him strangely, yet awoke the doctor in him
too.  He remembered the brandy-and-soda she had
drunk the first evening, and every evening since.
He remembered too his own cynical thought, and
repeated it now, though his voice held little cynicism.

"I 'll give you two years longer to live if you
keep on at this rate."

"What rate?" she asked in surprise.

"Drinking, smoking, taking drugs.  What drug
is it you take?"

"You seem to know all my vices," she said
laughing a little tremulously.  She was leaning
back in her chair looking very pale.  "I have to
take veronal sometimes to make me sleep."

"You would sleep naturally if you gave up
smoking and drinking, and lived a quiet natural
life."

"But then I could n't write."

"Well, you must give up writing."

"But then I could n't live," she said laughing.
"You don't seem to know that I write for my
living--it is my work."

"Your work is a curse to you if it makes you
do these things."

"It is all I have," was her strange answer.

He turned in his chair and looked at her.  In
her face was none of the bitter humiliation of the
woman whose weaknesses are suddenly exposed
and condemned.  She was smiling a little, a smile
with a twist to it, like the smile of a child who is
determined not to weep.  And her smoke-coloured
eyes, bright and sad with tears, and exile, and
lost joys, and all the sorrow of the Irishry, were
the eyes of the woman who had been given
him in a dream.  While he looked at her she
closed them and sat very still.  At last he knew
that there was no question of fleeing from Fate.
He leaned forward and laid his lips on her sad
smiling mouth, and found there the answer to
many a question.

Yet when he spoke it was to ask another.

"Now will you leave writing?"

"Yes, Garrett," she said simply.  "I will leave
everything for you; I think it was written so in
the beginning of things."








CHAPTER III




FATE'S WINDING PATHS







"Does the road wind uphill all the way?


Yes, to the weary end."

 









With Westenra's kiss still warm on her lips
Valentine Valdana knelt in her cabin,
elbows plunged in the low plush-covered lounge,
eyes closed, lips slightly parted, her upturned face
resting in the palms of her hands as still and rapt
as the face of a visionnaire, and indeed it was in
visionary scenes that her mind wandered: scenes
of the past peopled with the absent and the dead.
Sometimes her lips moved and she spoke a name--her
mother's, her father's, a child's, an old woman's,
that of a man who lay by her mother's side in
the Durban cemetery--one whom the world had
known as a brilliant but drunken journalist, but
whom she remembered only as a great heart and
loved friend.  For she had a great capacity for
loving, this woman; she did not know how to merely
like people; when she cared at all she loved and
gave her best.  She loved all the people with whom
she was dreaming now, and she loved them still
with a love that reached over seas and past the
grave; in her radiant new-found happiness her
thoughts flew to them wishing that they too might
be glad with her.

"Dear Dick ... I am so happy," she said,
visualising the drunken journalist, not as others
had seen him, a short red-faced man with bright,
haggard eyes and a sardonic mouth, but as the
big-hearted man of letters who had generously taught
a young uneducated girl all he knew of his craft.

In memory she sat again in the stuffy Johannesburg
newspaper office with the maps on the wall,
tables hidden under a jumble of papers, chairs
covered with tobacco ash, books, whiskey bottles,
and heard the voice of Dick Rowan pounding
"style" into her while the mine batteries drummed
outside, and the windows reddened and rattled
under the assault of a blinding Rand dust storm.
Her thoughts passed to another man who had
worked with them, and who lay now in the little
cemetery behind the Primrose Deep; to another
sniped in the streets of Mafeking who had written
to her by the last post that came from the
beleaguered town; to another dead in the shadow of
the Himalayas of whom she could not think
without remembering the paddy-birds in the rice fields
near Benares; another sleeping on the shores of
Lake Chad.

For like all women thrown early on the world to
make a living she had found her best friends among
men, and the very adventurousness of her own
life had brought her into contact with adventurous
men of the kind whose lives are full and vivid and
of sudden ending.  Of the men who "did things,
and died in far places" she had known a-many,
and been proud of their friendship, and with all
the ardour of an ardent nature she had loved them
every one in her boyish, good-comrade way.
And they had all passed on or passed away!
But she wanted them to be with her in this hour.
She called on every one she had loved, or been
loved by, to rejoice with her now.  She even laid
in thought a flower of amnesty upon the memory
of Horace Valdana, but with him she did not linger,
for in the memory of her husband was neither
beauty nor joy, and in that hour she wished only
to remember things that gave no hurt.

For she too believed that the fate which through
the open and winding passages of life had been
seeking after her had found her at last; that of all
the men she had been loved by, and she had been
greatly loved, here at last was the one whom her
heart and mind had awaited--a real man with
something of the lion in the hold of his head and in
the quality of his sure glance and careless smile,
who "did before the sun and moon whatsoever his
heart appointed," and was no man's man but his
own.  She saw that Westenra was big in mind and
spirit, self-trusting, self-reliant; and every woman's
heart responds to those iron strings.  Every
woman hopes to find in the man she loves
something big and vast and eternal in which she can
become absorbed, and lose herself.  For every
woman has the secret fear that by herself she is
nothing, can be nothing, and has no eternal life
except in and through love.

She had loved Westenra from the first with all
the wise and foolish reasons a woman will find
for putting her hands under the feet of the beloved,
for his boyish laugh, and the way his hair grew,
his witty tongue, the simplicity of his heart, and
the subtlety of his mind; for his big head and
broad shoulders, for the grace and strength of him,
for his curious personal shyness and his wide,
impersonal outlook; for the twist his race had
given to his speech, and for his handsome face
which was not handsome at all, but the face of a
thinker who has been up against the hardest
problem in the world--ignorance.

These were the things she knew that she loved
him for, but she was aware without going too
deeply into the matter that the other and more
important ones that she had long sought were there
too.  Dimly she knew that the maternal woman
in her, the subconscious mother who seeks for
greatness in the father of her children, was
satisfied with Westenra and that promise of eternity
in his eyes.  And because of this she was willing
to renounce all that her life had been and might be,
to change all in herself that he did not like, to
become of him and for him.  She had always
known that a time like this would come, when she
would throw all she had worked for and earned
to the winds, for the sake of a man who wanted
her not because she was a famous journalist, but
because she was a woman and the woman for him.
But the condition was that he must be the man
for her too.  She had waited long for that
condition to be fulfilled, passing over many a fine
heart because her own refused or was unable to
give the countersign to his challenge.

And at last the hour had come, as it always does
come to those who know how to wait.  From the
moment she first spoke to Westenra and looked him
in the eyes she had felt that mystic stirring of flesh
and spirit that comes only once and is so unmistakable.
She had realised then that to have this man
always in her life would be to touch the highest
peaks of the far blue mountains of romance.  And
the moment she realised it she felt hopeless.  For
never in her life had she got anything that she
ardently desired.  Happiness had evaded her and
joy had passed her by.  To know now at last that
Westenra loved her, that the greatest desire in her
life was to be fulfilled, seemed too wonderful to be
true.  The gratitude that filled her was curious
in so clever a woman, and one who had had many
men at her feet; but a childlike humility
concerning herself was one of her sweetest qualities.

In the presence of those she loved she never
remembered that she was famous, gifted, travelled,
and honoured, and withal young and attractive.
It always amazed her that any one should find her
clever and charming.  And that Westenra, who
did not even know or care what she had done as a
journalist, should find her desirable just because
she was Valentine Valdana and a woman was the
most amazing and beautiful thing in the world.
It opened life out upon a boundless horizon, and
flooded the future with a love great enough to cast
out all devils of the past.

She knelt long by her bed, half-praying,
half-pondering on sad things gone by and glad things to
come.  Out of it all came a resolve that the next
day she would tell Westenra the whole story of
her life of strange adventure and misery.

There were many things that to speak of would
cause her wretchedness, but it was not the shameful
wretchedness of those who, resisting no temptation,
have taken all they wished from life, leaving
nothing for the future but regrets.  Her sorrows
were sweet and untainted.  There were many
things of which perhaps people of hedged-in lives
might think she should be ashamed, but which
seemed to her to be natural and simple and
nothing.  She had gone up and down the world and
seen so much in the way of suffering, known so
many complications of love and life, that nothing
astonished or even shocked her any more.  She
had been through the mill and "seen life," as the
phrase goes; and whether or not that is a good
thing for a woman, and whether or not the spiritual
vision gets a little dimmed in the process, and the
senses a little dulled, is a matter of opinion.  The
fact remains that at the age of twenty-six Valentine
Valdana still retained such freshness of heart
that she could kneel for an hour or two at her
bedside in a state of contemplative prayer,
unembittered by the past and full of hope for the future.

A witty but unhappy writer whose life proved
the truth of his epigram wrote that "good
resolutions are cheques which we draw on a bank where
we have no account."  But at twenty-six
Valentine Valdana could still, with serene confidence
in her power to honour them, draw cheques upon
this bank of the soul: so perhaps after all life
had not done so ill by her as might have been
supposed.

Her life-story was a curiously unusual one.
The touch of Orientalism in her eyes and hair was
a legacy from her grandmother, a beautiful
Egyptian girl born in a harem and stolen therefrom by
an adventurer who was deep in the counsels and
intrigues of its lord and owner, her father.  The
two fled from Egypt to Zanzibar, where, under the
protection of the Sultan, they married and lived,
the Irishman making himself as useful and necessary
to the negro Sultan as he had to the Egyptian
chief.  The beautiful little harem-born wife from
association with her husband and the few
Europeans in the place learned to speak English, and
her only child, a girl who resembled one of the
wonderful tropical flowers she lived among, was
brought up in European fashion by an Irish nurse
sent for from Ireland.  In time the Egyptian
mother died, and the Irishman, fallen on evil days
through Court intrigues and an affliction of the
eyes, was obliged to flee from Zanzibar and make
for the only country where he and his child could
keep warm and live cheaply--Italy.  There, the
girl, Iolita, learned to perfect a gift of dancing she
had always delighted in, and when later her father
became totally blind and penniless, it was she who
bravely maintained the affair of living for both
of them by dancing at the theatres and the opera
until she danced her way into fame.

Child of a passionate love-marriage it was only
natural that Iolita too should follow her heart.
In London, at the very zenith of her success and
just when Fate was unrolling before her a vista
of luxurious years, she proved the heritage of her
blood by eloping to Africa with the youngest
son of an English peer, a being as romantic and
irresponsible as herself.

Gay Haviland had tried his hand at most things,
from Shakespearean acting in London to
horse-breaking in Mexico, before he found his true
métier as a transport-rider on the South African
veldt.  The home to which he took his
eager-hearted bride was an ox-waggon drawn by a span
of twenty magnificent red bullocks, which earned
their living and his by carrying loads of wool and
grain from the Free State and the Transvaal to the
Cape.  It was on a St. Valentine's Day from the
tent of that waggon as it lay under the shadow of
the Catberg Range, that little Val first saw the
light, and the same tent was the only home she
knew, except for occasional sojourns in Dutch
towns, for the first nine years of her life.  From
a child's point of view it was an ideal existence, full
of beauty and variety as far at least as scenery was
concerned, adventures with big game, long days
of camping on the banks of wild rivers or in
the shade of purple mountains, and an absolute
absence of the tasks and training common to
children brought up in the ordinary way.  It is
true that at camping times the dancer amused
herself by teaching little Val to read and write
in Italian, while the transport-rider successfully
imparted to the child, together with his poetical
if vagabond views of life, a very real love and
knowledge of Literature.  For if ever scholar
turned gipsy it was Gay Haviland, and though the
book he loved best was Nature, and his library
the Open Road, his waggon-boxes were always well
stocked with works of classical and modern writers.

Val imbibed his tastes and vagabond creeds as
a flower imbibes dew, but for the rest she was as
free and idle as a little wild buck prancing across
the veldt in the wake of its mother, and as
unthinkingly happy.

With Haviland's tragic death from snake-bite,
however, the veldt life came to a sudden end and
passed for ever into the realms of memory, seeming
to Val in the hard years that followed to have
been a wonderful dream, yet remaining always
the most poignant and cherished part of her
existence.

Poverty showed its jagged teeth to the beautiful
dancer, frightening her back to Europe, where she
essayed to gain her living once more with flying
seductive feet.  But her dancing was not what it
had been.  Ten years of idle and ideal love on the
veldt had spoiled her art, or perhaps the wife and
mother had absorbed it.  At any rate she was
unable to step back into the vacancy created when
as Iolita Fitzpatrick she had left the stage for love
of Gay Haviland.  Other stars had arisen, and
the public had forgotten her.  Engagements were
difficult to find, and when found were at best of
the second-rate order.  Neither help nor
sympathy was forthcoming from the proud English
family who, having always detested poor Gay
Haviland's mésalliance, absolutely repudiated any
connection with the dancer or her child.

Years of arduous struggle followed during which
the two trailed from one great continental city to
another, often miserably poor and in desperate
straits, sometimes perilously near starvation, but
thanks to the generous Freemasonry of Art, and
grace to their own happy charm in good and evil
times, never quite without friends, or some last
resource.  It may truly be said that Val's
education was received in the school of Life, for she
never attended any other; but the love of books
inculcated by her father stayed with her, and
because book lovers will always, whatever their
straits, get books, Val was able to educate herself as
many another has done, and done well, by reading.
Then, too, with the open mind of the untaught
she received and retained all the beauty and
colour and picturesque event of their wandering
Bohemian life, finding even in their grimmest
adventure food for thought and amusement.

When she was fourteen, and Iolita still astonishingly
beautiful in spite of poverty and defeat, an
engagement took them to the Argentine Republic,
but ending up disastrously left them stranded and
almost penniless at Buenos Aires.  Things were
at their darkest when good luck dawned once more
in the shape of Dick Rowan, an old friend of
Haviland's, and who together with the latter had
adored the dancer in the days when she was a star.
Rowan was a brilliant but eccentric man of letters,
afflicted by the wanderlust.  His adventurous
temperament, irked by life in cities, had driven
him forth as a journalist to far lands, where he had
become as famous for his war and political
correspondence as for his dissipated ways and generous
heart.  He was an expert on the political situation
of various Colonies and smaller Powers, and
whenever little wars were on the carpet there also was
Rowan.  In times when wars were not, he occupied
himself with the internal wranglings of Colonial
governments.  Wherever he could force his way
in he made himself felt.  It was not for nothing
he was known as "Gadfly" Rowan.  At the period
of his re-meeting with Iolita he was interesting
himself in the Transvaal with the affairs of Paul
Kruger and the Uitlander, up to his eyes in political
intrigue, and editing a Johannesburg journal
with Imperialistic leanings.  His presence in the
Argentine on some business of his own was the
veriest accident, but a happy one for Iolita, for,
faithful to his early passion, he was overjoyed to
find her again, and asked nothing better than to
take her burdens upon his shoulders and be a
father to Gay Haviland's daughter.  Iolita, on
her part, had always felt a great affection for the
journalist.  It seemed a pleasant end of weariness
to consign her fate into his eager if improvident
hands.  So they were married, and the family of
three sailed for Africa, where for the next two
years they spent a busy, happy, and erratic
existence together, surrounded by journalists,
politicians, and all the quick wits of the Rand.  From
the first Val showed a keen liking which Rowan was
swift to foster for newspaper writing.  He took
her as his secretary, and taught her on broad lines
all that is most useful for a journalist to know.
None knew better than Dick Rowan how to direct
a natural talent for journalism, and in Val he
recognised splendid material, a born vocabulary,
a keen sense of observation, love of phrase, and
a knowledge of books and places.  Above all,
she was full of ardour for the work.  Nothing
lacked but training to apply her genius, and this
Rowan, erratic and irresponsible in all things but
his profession, was the best person in the world to
give her.

From being his amanuensis she soon became his
assistant.  A great devotion sprang up between
the stepfather and daughter.  Later, when Iolita,
visiting Durban, died and was buried in that
beautiful seaside town, the two drew closer in their
loneliness and sorrow.  Val was eighteen then,
and Rowan ageing rapidly, for he always lived
every moment of his life, and always he "poured
spirits down to keep his spirits up."  Because of
this his energy and brain were both beginning to
fail; and here the value of the hand and head he
had trained was proved.  Work was offered to
him that he would never have been able to accept
but for Val.  It was she who urged him on, worked
with him and for him, repaying her own and her
mother's debt by unwearying devotion.  A
commission to proceed to Somaliland, a splendid
opportunity for glory, came from a great London
Daily, but Rowan's initiative would never have
been equal to it without Val.  She not only made
him go, but went with him, and when he fell ill
there, and the newspaper correspondence devolved
upon her, as well as the nursing of her stepfather,
so well did she accomplish both, that Rowan got
well and she reaped recognition.  For Rowan, rigid
as all good writers about the identity of work,
insisted on the authorship of the letters being known.
Shyly she appended "Wanderfoot," the nom-de-plume
she had chosen, to her first unaided work.
It looked like a special effort on the part of the
god of irony that before the end of the expedition
she nearly lost her feet through inflammation
caused by overwalking.

After Somaliland, commissions came to her
singly, but from a sense of loyalty she would do
nothing except in connection with Rowan; so
they worked and travelled together going to
different parts of Africa from the Cape to Egypt,
until one day landing in Durban to make a
flying visit to the Transvaal, Rowan paid with
dramatic suddenness the penalty for burning up
his brain and liver for years with whiskey and
the best wines.
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