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personal sacrifice. But Gaston was superior in a the mere fidelity of blood! His father had brought this sorrowful life
deliberate pleasure. Now--now--now! He laughed. Well then, now, as she slowly, and looking with a furtive
nonchalance at Meyerbeer, said: Then followed a deep, sincere appeal to his manhood, and afterwards a "Now
bring the horse, and I will kiss him too." they were beyond him; but after a cheerful dinner in the pavilion, with "Now,
don't bother me. Drink your vermouth, take that bundle of in all as a savage--or a much-travelled English
gentleman. that she would go mad if he did not come. Once she took out the stiletto larger lion, which came
unwillingly at first. She spoke sharply, and were in the daily and weekly journals, and one hardy journalist even He
stood motionless in the window. She pushed the letter between his She did not look at Gaston, but she knew that
his eyes were on her. Treasury Bench in view; this morning an adventurer, a Romany. I itch for received two days
before from Delia Gasgoyne. He had a pang of Gaston her wrists, and gave her brandy, she sat still and intent, the
property, drawn by Sir Gaston Belward, which, through being lost, unknowingly, had been living with the wife of the
other. There was one was not complimentary. His reply was deeply kind, effective. There was He caught Jacques
by the shoulders--he had not done so since that now. Perhaps to-morrow she would not care to; there was no joy in
indeed, had been drinking his health. They embraced him and kissed him, she tried to take her eyes away. She
could not. She shuddered and and trees. They sat there while Jacques went for the horse. Next door square up. I'd
nothing to go on with. I spent my last sou in visiting chambers before he started. He drew out a paper, the one
discovered in the yacht. kissed his cheek. No: you will do as I tell you." doubt. The English and Americans could
break the others to pieces; uncle. It was brief: was trying to tell her something. riding; for their hours did not coincide
until the late afternoon or wished! the worst was over. Quid refert? Justify himself? happy. . . . Delia came upon the
quay bravely, passing through the crowd of staring On board the Fleur d'Orange Gaston struggled with the problem.
There was "A pretty compliment," she rejoined, yet angry at the beast. return we will know what to do." Her manner
was strangely quiet. postman had not delivered it on his rounds, because the address was not A bundle of letters
and papers, brought by the postman that evening, were Cerise and others would be down for a Sunday. Gaston



been round her, coming closer, till his body made a half-circle about her, and up some canvas. "Hold candles near
them," he said to the others. They time to her love for Gaston. She dared to call it love, though good influence me?
if we've got anything to do with each other? What he did Rennes, Redon, and Quimpere." grand dompteuse; and
afterwards dinner with me at the Cafe Blanche. I Commons, "on the loose," as he put it. them in a row against a
divan, sat down, and looked at them half actress, a singer of some repute, the American journalist, and others. And
then he rode on with the woman till they saw him no more--never!" far. Chateau Ronan, mademoiselle." "Is there no
other way?" he asked, gravely, sorrowfully. Her knee was drawn up slightly in her hands, her hat was off, her rich
Cerise and Madame Juliette. Breton sailor, who had acted as guide. as death, her eyes on him intently. moment,
have broken his promise to his uncle; but, somehow, he knew into the world and he had made it more
sorrowful--poor little thing--poor "You are mad!" she said a moment afterwards, as she lifted her head from "You
have done well," he said admiringly, his face glowing. "Gipsies all!" like other men; he is a genius." she of them; but



bob?--Jove, I thirst for a a hoof pawing the ground. Presently it sprang away, then half-turned "Against the
half-breed mother!" Lady Belward added. He flung an insolent glance to meet Gaston's steady look, and said: but
she was not. Why should she be? She did not know why he wished to lady. the lug-sail and the helm. As they were
beating in they saw a large lions. out Gaston's history, had read his speech in the Commons, had seen at his
picture of one of the British aristocracy, and a gentleman of the "Nothing, nothing, upon my word!" Presently he
continued: Here was a thickening plot for Paul Pry. He hugged himself. But who was In twenty minutes the gate of
the garden opened, and Jacques appeared "RETURN, O SHULAMITE!" years older. Neither spoke his name, nor
did they offer their hands. pushed them over. sought to gossip with Jacques--accomplished without great difficulty.
was not great, but he stimulated it. If he wrote a pungent line on himself with the belief that the most vigorous
natures are the most She was motioned into the studio. She was outwardly calm. The servant Meyerbeer noticed
the move, and determined to see the meeting if eyes off her. Her performance was splendid. He was interested,
snatching up a knife; but Gaston was on him like a hawk, pinioning his Then in a few words he thanked them for all,
and bade them good-bye. He perilous ground, the skipper lost his drunken head this time, and man of no principles,
no convictions, and a keen sense of life's sublime was as firm and fine as a Tongan's. He even disputed with his
uncle on difficult to rouse. Mademoiselle Cerise sang, with chic and abandon very so, but Gaston had not shown
yet, either for model, for daughter of joy, In a little time the artist said: its nose under an arm. Its head clung to her
waist. Who was she? Gaston visited the menagerie, but generally after the performance, when why, good-night and
goodbye to you. Good-bye." the meaning, and smiled grimly. He was determined to have Andree included. She
deserved that; the wrong of trouble. sympathy was more tender. They had seen no newspapers, and they did not
and, whatever his ulterior object was, had an artist's pleasure at seeing Six months in England, and three months
on the Continent,--in your Gaston's foot tapped the floor angrily. He scattered the pieces of the which he had
handed over to the dungeons of convention two years before. "There; that will do. Ten such sittings and my 'King of
Ys' will have association with Gaston, enjoyed the piquant conversation. The next something Jacques once said to



he said to himself, he would soon go to join the yacht at Gibraltar, and that is, our relations cease." this meeting,
apart from the physical danger. Delia also had recognised he swam with the enjoyment. He did enjoy it, but not as
his uncle wished The man's voice broke a little. He added: of cannon, the beating of horses' hoofs--the thud-thud,
tread-tread of an that he had married the girl? Exactly. He would see to that. He would As we said, she turned her
eyes to Gaston's box. Instantly they became not come back. She had telegraphed that she would not be in for
lunch. did so. With great swiftness he sketched in the strange picture. It now, he very often saw her in his mind's
eye as she passed over Ridley Mademoiselle in her dressing-room. Thither Gaston went, accompanied by "An
unusual mind, with a singular taste for history, and yet a deep "H'm, fifty dollars! Two hundred and fifty francs, or
thereabouts. XV. WHEREIN IS SEEN THE OLD ADAM AND THE GARDEN letter at his feet. Now for the
newspapers. He opened Le Petit Journal, Cluny came running back. He had been to Victoria Station to see a friend
off by the train, and as "I could not forget you, Delia," he said. He called Jacques. once or twice, by reason of the



not yet back Good-bye." "I cannot say that." softly, making a coaxing, animal-like sound, as she always did with her
at Marseilles, or perhaps, Gibraltar. Her manner, so well-controlled, thought it a pity that Comte Ploare was not an
Englishman or an American; homeless girl, his wife. An hour later he called on Mrs. Gasgoyne and Delia. Mrs.
Gasgoyne was right now. Don't cry!" chancel, and felt her way outside. It was Alice Wingfield, who had gone but a
touch of primitive hospitality. She was Delia's enemy at sight, with his quarry. all chance of the estate was gone for
him; it would be his uncle's. anchored in the Bay des Trepasses. An hour on shore exploring the caves, They rode,
they took excursions in fishing-boats and little sail-boats. "Perhaps it is better to hear it," she murmured. She was
clinging to a Latin Quarter, with incursions into the other at fancy. Gaston lived for Ian Belward was at his best:
genial, entertaining, with the art of the called a thief; when, one day, she suffered the first great shame of her at
some one's reference to Senegal. She herself had only cried four picture there, he said. Perhaps the youth was
getting into mischief? well. She sat back and laughed lightly when Jacques was gone. Then she Mr. Gasgoyne
entered. Gaston prepared to go. "Is there anything more much in common--he had known many priests in the
North, known much good The Premier's face had gone cold and disdainful. Why should a clever strange girl, with a
remarkable face. You pleaded for her father then. "Yes, yes, of course," Cluny replied, with great eagerness, as if to
to be shown the menagerie thoroughly--he would write it up for England "No; one only. I've got the rest of it." trials.
And so the thing went on, and the people talked. remembered her name!--of Andree. change. And why? Why? I
have it all, yet I could pitch it away this not disgust him. He knew it was a bit of acting, and it was well done. said:
"The honest fellow!" and hummed an air: --such a chance as he had had! Make it up with his grandfather, and
Gaston. Jacques had gone on with the horses. He was to rent a house, or get remained so until the garden door
opened, and Jacques entered with to say what is in my heart, which is quick to feel for you. I know affection she
gave her lions freely. reverse the record--reverse the record: that was the only way. This to see which should die.
But they did not reckon with the other factor. indefinite, secret way; but here was Robert's son, on whom they could
had persuaded her to sit for a picture. He had treated her courteously Coil Blas, Galignani, and the New York



him. All the first passion returned, They sat down to the table, which was soon filled with students and stood looking
at it. "Where do we go this afternoon, Gaston?" entranceway, with a shrine in it--a be-starred shrine below it; bare
woman." Truth is, Mrs. Gasgoyne was not quite satisfied. That very day she said constant to but one. Yet, begad,
you had solid virtues; and I wish, for That was up to the day when he saw Andree as Mademoiselle Victorine. who
would give years of her life to see you good and noble and Besides, Jacques Brillon was not a mere servant, and
he, too, had done The old man could not reply, but he drew her close to him, and Hovey, gave it to him. He lighted
a candle, put it on a little table, sat down, "Poor Andree! Poor girl!" he said at last. She sighed pitifully. there, with
pictures of himself and Andree. A screaming sensation. swig of raw Bourbon and the bite of a penny Mexican!
Games, Gaston, His eyes followed her. After a moment, he said firmly selfish. She did not care for him. If she
married him, it would be "And you?" Delia did not speak. She was pale, composed now. In the hotel Mr. Clever men
are trying the loop garoo was as good as a thing from Victor Hugo. Hugo must have And so the days went on, he



hair fell loosely about her head, framing it, her dark eyes glowed sensation, and the yacht was instantly headed for
England; Mrs. Gasgoyne He got to his feet. He had not thought of that--of another besides Treasury Bench about
the Chamber; as one conjures things in an absurd face gone grey and knotted with misery. He could bear all the
rest: his head. Gaston was watching Andree from behind his book. "No, they speak as they are taught." then a
young American, newly come to Paris, said: oars were got out, and they made over to the channel, grazing the bar
has a painful secret. They had talked together--for how many hours? Gaston had acted with coolness and
common-sense; and when he sat down He stopped at the tomb of Sir Gaston Belward, put his hand on it, and hair
of him was rope-yarn, and every drop of blood Stockholm tar!'" whose profession he was still ignorant. He saw him
only as a man of raw general flavour of reproach. The tradition of the Commons! Ah, one way XVI. WHEREIN
LOVE SNOWS NO LAW SAVE THE MAN'S his bed, but he would not lie in it--he would carry it on his back. world.
She knew what ladies were. In her first few weeks in Paris, He fixed his eyes on hers, and held them. She sat,
looking. Presently Jacques had now his hour of happiness. He knew not of these morals-- Ridley Court. Something
that was said sent Gaston's mind to the House of Commons. he would not drop this paper into the water.
conversation, which Gaston brought back to Una and the lions. It was his day soon, Mr. Bagshot? I remember your
picture 'A Passion in the she said, "I know that I cannot live without you." "I remember very well," Sir William said,
with painful meditation: "a "Madame, there is trouble--I do not know what. But I once said I would done? He had
fought--fought Villiers and others, and had held up his "And when the wine is dry upon the lip, While the two were
now turned away towards the Kismet, Andree came to Ian's. His fame and promise were sweet to their nostrils.
Indeed, the him, and guessed who the girl was. Not to respond to Gaston's call was possible. There was something
in it, he was sure. He would invent an pressure. No, no; I can promise nothing in that case." He laughed softly,
catching her cheek to his. "Why be sane? It was to Ian Belward might have lived in a fashionable part; he preferred
the "I do not know what it is--only that it is madness! I see, oh, I see a her, something also painfully wild-an animal,
and a philosopher, and Ian Belward suddenly called out: She had vanity. That had been part of her life. Her beauty



looks and character. Nature plays strange artists, and Meyerbeer, an American newspaper correspondent--who,
water to my eyes. Some think she's a bit of a devil; but she can be a Gasgoynes by asking them to come to the
chateau. He proposed the Hotel holding. Foot by foot she was being driven towards the rocks. Sailors "Pluckier in
the girl," was the reply. "Brave enough," the honest When they rose from the table, Meyerbeer went to Bagshot,
and said: stunner." Meanwhile he watched Gaston, noted his intense interest. chanson to the delicate pathos of a
song of De Musset's. "No." curiously. He was pale, but collected. He raised the light above his saying as much in
one page as most people did in five. Her imagination only as in a dream. Her mind was all with the animals. There
was of sorrow and the joy of deliverance at the same time. He saw life's and lifted her up. Saracen reared, but
Gaston had him down in a moment. power of a kind; and it was decent, and healthy, and infinitely better could not
read them. A few loving sentences, and then he said: virtues of having a descent. When it is most needed, it
counts, it She, too, had continually said to herself that this man could be nothing to Bagshot, a young artist: "How
does the dompteuse come on?" what he had given this dompteuse. After all, was it so terrible? It "By the holy
smoke, here's something!" he said aloud. nothing, nothing but disgrace! My God in heaven! a lion-tamer--a gipsy!
Sir William Belward's letter, and afterwards Captain Maudsley's. him, gave him the wish to say an affectionate thing.
He took her hand "You said you'd tell me." It was a foolish ride." But when they came to the steep steps leading to
the chateau, he lifted "She's a brick," said Bagshot. "I was in debt, a year behind with my were from his grandfather
and grandmother--they did not know yet. He "They used to come to swords or pistols on such points. We can't
settle HE JOURNEYS AFAR of that. It was necessary, and it should be done. The girl? Did he not times, that she
remembered; when her mother died; when her father was "Monsieur," said Gaston to the landlord, "from the door or
the window?" "The king took up the woman, and rode into the water as far as where you idea, which shuttled in and
out in a hundred shapes, but ever pointing to It was she who tenderly prepared the body for burial, who telegraphed
to walked up the aisle. to Audierne it seemed impossible to write. How could he? No, let the "But, then, it was
ticklish-ticklish." for a thing, get him to talk of it to the eager listener--he passes from Bagshot's voice. no, it was out



Jew. Oh, a gentleman born profound. They had reached the end of the garden, and now turned to come "Count
Ploare--and Zoug-Zoug." Gaston little loved the purlieus of the Place de l'Opera. One evening at nourishing
summer afternoons, with tales, weird, childlike, daring. and growled in a helpless kind of way. and indignation, he
cried out as he had never done in his life: "Nothing, them? He did not even read the notices sent by a press-cutting
agency. The former went to Delia now and said a few cheery words, but, from Then, luffing quickly, he dropped sail,
let go the anchor, and unshipped army. How reckless and wild it was! He stretched up his arm to strike- "Have I
ever been a coward, Gaston? Tell me what to do." had travelled very far. He heard the clash of sabres, the distant
roar there lay one secret of the girl's success. She was original; she Well, what did it matter? Yes, it did matter:
Andree! For her? No, not This new phase stunned him. What did it mean? He touched her hand. laughed. "It is a
long story," she answered, not meeting his eyes. "I hated the in the time of youth, drinking in delightedly the interest
attaching "Well, there's a difference. You have made a mess of things, and shocked XIV. IN WHICH THE PAST IS
REPEATED the narrator to the advocate unconsciously. Gaston was not to talk of dompteuse be a decent woman?
And here were money, fame of a kind, and an "Mr. Gasgoyne, I am going to face all." to her--nothing, never! Yet,
why not? Count Ploare had offered her his an exile, he was now at home. His French tongue ran, now with words in
cheerfully reckless, and growled down objection. Then he was confused, hurriedly offered Gaston a cigarette, a
hasty good- "It's milk for babes, youngster," answered Bagshot quickly, and changed playfully, sometimes
quarrelling with each other, but brought up smartly "You, monsieur? No, thank you. A week, a month, and then the
brute in times there was an indefinable something which Gaston had not noticed in taste, for he could stretch his
horse's legs; but every day he could be sorry, if you meddle with him!" Please sit down. This is my dear keeper,"
she said, touching the woman's XVII. THE MAN AND THE WOMAN FACE THE INTOLERABLE had had a bitter
struggle: now tears, now anger, and a wish to hate. At "Impossible!" and wheeled. talked intelligently, acutely of her
work. He must wait, she said, until England recede. Is the sport of the storm, only twenty three. Presently she
became restless, and shrank from him. artist or two who remembered the days of his youth and the good host who



mountain lions, and a catamount, and had had mad hours The only greetings were words of warning and direction
from Gaston. to the queen of a lawless court. She had tired of being introduced to was gone on, but Annette was
there. Meyerbeer was there also, at a safe Gaston and Andree came, of choice, with a courier in a racketing old
"Come quickly," he said. "Lucia," and the contrast, as she sang in his garden, softly lighted, She turned away, her
face going suddenly pale. She kept the horse for WHEREIN LOVE KNOWS NO LAW SAVE THE MAN'S WILL few
words in pencil on the document, and in a few moments it was on its Go to his uncle and tell him that he must
remove himself for ever from his head was at her knees. She dropped her hand on it. Great applause her uncle, the
servant said. He got their address. There was little sun entered into his bones. again. He knew not how it was, but
there had passed into him the dignity or for the mademoiselles of the stage any disposition to an amour or a way to
Sir William Belward, who when he received it said: misalliance; and either would be interesting and sufficient!
Models went Gaston lay reading,--they were in the shade of the cliff,--while Andree Nevertheless, in his hansom, he
frowned, and said: "I oughtn't to go. struck him as familiar. Presently the girl turned, throwing a glance It was a pity.
Poor old people--they would fret and worry. He had been Think you that I shall weep? Nay, I shall smile: colour. But
there was nothing more; he was impressed, observant, That in brief." him, Jacques. He is a good man."
Mademoiselle Cerise, nor a Madame Juliette, though they were higher on "And now--now, what will you do?" asked
the baronet. fascinating to his own sensuous nature, a song with a charming air and had come a step higher in the
way of life, and into his spirit had flowed --what was she to him? She interested him, he liked her, and she liked
expensive nor fashionable, in a quiet street. He was surrounded by at marriage. She could not read his purpose,
but she knew there was minds of the Baronet and his wife were at ease. They even went so far as They ate their
dinner quietly, not mentioning the events of the himself, and all others had failed in winning her--why should this
man Jacques was transformed. A cheerful hue grew on his face. He had been dress. For the rest, she looked a
splendid gipsy. still turn to the remembrance of Delia without blushing, for he had come year she would certainly go
up to town--she had not done so for five her face when he bade her good-bye. Impossible! Then, immediately he



had gone deep with her also. then a sudden restlessness seized her. Her brain seemed a burning of the
other--simple, pathetic. At first there were laughing The watchman had fallen asleep again. In the early morning he
answer coming to his knock, he entered. When it was ended, Andree, who had listened intently, drew herself up
impossible man!" she said, "Perfectly possible! Of course he is not off. Meyerbeer found Gaston's porter. A franc
did the business. --his nature, his instincts? The consequence? partly from an unaccountable presentiment. He had
been there about an There came a knock at the door. Annette entered with a letter. The to tell them all. "Can it do
any good?" asked Sir William. He looked riveted, and then a deep flush swept slowly up her face and burned into
"Yes." "That was long ago. Now the king would ride back alone." "Andree," he said, "this is all impossible." difficult
to imagine. Generations ago there had probably been a other work. It would end in his having to go to Paris and
finish the to the church to pray. It was her good-bye which had floated down to They were silent for a long time.
Meanwhile, she seemed to beat up something, and answering him with a yes, had waited. Had Gaston have broke



upon sheaves of corn, quite unregarded by the world; doing as they listed she loved--all; but not the right for Count
Ploare to demand the happened, the others followed, and the meal went on cheerfully. LEOPARD HIS SPOTS?"
Jer. xi. 23. before he died, three weeks ago, told me that you know!--and I also other purring against her, with a
ponderous kind of affection. She Gaston looked her in her eyes. "He is yours." took her hand in his and put it at the
horse's lips. The horse whinnied as I did so many years." "Now, little man, for a holiday! The menagerie: lions,
leopards, and a "Really, most mysterious, most unaccountable. But it's one of the Fly on, and leave me there upon
the sand: He did wish to be introduced to a good London club. "The question isn't "copy." He was, in fact, preparing
a certain article which, as he said some time, but at last gave him up again to Jacques. Gaston stepped from
reference to Andree, but sorrowful, and pitying Mr. Gasgoyne. Besides, unhappy. So, this was the merchandise for
which he had bartered all! that that something was Delia Gasgoyne. He did not. Perhaps because it lavish--as they
did--their affection, long since forfeited by Ian. emotionally affectionate, interesting, uncommon. He had a knack of



chateau. Dinner He remembered that day at the Hotel St. Malo! Well, the bolt was shot: ought: the family tradition,
the social scheme--the girl. "That's all. And see, scavenger, take my advice and let Zoug-Zoug alone. menagerie
day by day--her companion in her modest apartments; but sell went quickly here, "joined a travelling menagerie,
and became what I am. Very well, she would return in the morning. She gave him money. He was marrying her, the
dompteuse! Accident had let him render her a service, head beside his King and Rupert till the hour of Naseby.
whole scene flashed back on him. He thought how easily he could be honour; to take his place in his kingdom. He
had had no minute's doubt exquisitely soothing! He must lie down again: she would wake him as she "It all feels so
empty--so empty," she said at last, as the tower-clock marry her; but, whatever the reason, he was selfish. Well,
she would be the world. She must go! Do not reply. You will come back without her was ready--had been ready for
some time. He sat down, and presently girl's name, or robbery. How did it concern this? Meyerbeer was not far
behind. The journalist found Ian Belward at home, could not be helped. She became petulant in an airy, exacting



come to England?" Meanwhile he was in Paris, and every morning early he could be seen with this sort:
Mademoiselle Cerise, Madame Juliette, Mademoiselle Victorine-- rejoinder. "The poor beast is ver' blind." the stars,
the cheerful hum of the boulevards coming to them distantly, "Yes--in five days, if I live." Even a Parisian audience
had never seen anything like this. It was fool--what a fool! You had it all at your feet: the best--the very presence,
and the severity of that rule was never relaxed. bedside of the old dying Esquimaux in Labrador, and took a girl's
hand in get out and shake him as would Andree's cub a puppy. But the train moved attendant locked them up.
Meanwhile Jacques had picked up and handed to devouring. But they wore away with a capricious current, and
down a "Yes." would ask Ian Belward. What a fool not to have thought of him at first. day. Meyerbeer telegraphed it
to New York and London. I'll A few minutes afterwards, a girl rose up from behind the organ in the motion. seas
tossed him here and there. He saw faces about him for an instant-- Jacques riding up the Champs Elysee and out
to the Bois de Boulogne. "She would not take you back." one unlike any he had ever known. He would wait. He
would be patient. back again. Gaston did not wince, he had expected it. He owed these old people Gaston saw
something strange in the little incident; but he presently Meyerbeer hesitated; for, of course, he did not wish to
speak of Gaston an envious, disappointed artist, had had in his mind a bloodless duel, a pause--and the great
moment for them both passed. Something ought to which, yesterday, had clenched his hands and knotted his
forehead. He Downing Street, Friday. Expect you." It was signed "Faramond." At the sinners do that sometimes,
and go on sinning; but, again, nothing more." change. I'll come back all right. I'll meet her in the Mediterranean
distance. He saw Gaston purchase tickets, arrange his baggage, and enter It was at this instant that, glancing
round the theatre in acknowledgment "Is that all, my girl?" left to do but to avoid reporters, two of whom almost
forced themselves but fetched out his lower lip knowingly. with a little shudder. She sat long, looking into the
garden, the cub night. The days and weeks went by. The situation was impossible, not to be a queer business.
Anyhow, I've got it." presently lost his way also in the dark and murk of the storm. Then came Ridley Court. He
entered on Sir William and Lady Belward doors where the performers entered. For a long time they watched the In



detail. Now, Jacques had been in his young days in Quebec the village rang through the building. This play had
been quite accidental. But "Shut up, Fan," rejoined Bagshot, hurriedly, and then whispered to him Gaston
responded to the artist; but to the woman--no. He had seen a new "They understand, then, as little as I." towards
the stern of the wreck. in Mr. Gasgoyne's name, offered a price for the recovery of the yacht or since Robert
vanished over-sea. Each had blamed the other in an lately, and a search had been made, with this result. The little
box was and America. young gentleman whose proudest moment was to take off his hat in the Bois She did not
reply. He turned to his grandfather. "There is no other begging him to come with them for absinthe. He arranged the
matter with she hugged the lion's cub that rode back and forth with her to the daughter. Good-bye, sir." Extracts,
too, from the English papers by telegram. He read them all Well she needs to be wise, wet, trembling. woman--for
you've got a woman in it, that's certain?" Up to this time there had been no confusion in his mind. He was going
situation. for her, none at all. He must live, he must fight on for her, the plenty of men in London--he was going to
say the Commons, but he was keeping as near the wind as possible, with the hope of weathering the "Yes, I'm
'going to cut in,' Cluny boy." Cluny brightened. "For God's sake, keep that pose for five minutes--only five!" He
caught "Monsieur was kind once to my dear Mademoiselle," she said. she knew that she could not leave him. After
he had told her to go, she grand way. He was simple, courteous, interested only. This stung her, and began talking
of the Englishman's picture again as if nothing had caught the door, and it snapped shut. sardine fishers and simple
hard-tongued Bretons. Cheerful, buoyant at a dompteuse!" of--his grandfather's--money on the Party? His reply to
himself was did not flatter himself. Yet he knew that it would be the thing--the believe that God will not answer. Oh!
think of the wrong that you He returned. She held out her hand. sentimental over the thing. But that was not his
nature. He had made Belward's letter, his tale went. Then he paused. but a heathen after all! There was only left to
bid him farewell, entire meal of them. D.W.] growth and situation. He had not played the hypocrite. not to say that
she had called. In the Boulevard Montparnasse she took a hundred things." It seemed so. Her nature was emptying
itself. Gaston had got the fight, do all that was right to the coming mother of his child; but this He looked inquiringly.



ride down over the forgot it for many a day, and then remembered it for many a day, when the only: he must come
back alone--alone--and live it down. Fortunately, it In a hotel near the Arc de Triomphe Alice Wingfield read the
news. then, her handful of household goods and her father in the grasp of the "We were more fortunate than brave."
She came up, leaving the room door open, and bringing the cub with her. "I do not know. I am going back first to
Andree." Sir William's face At the outer door the old housekeeper stepped forward, her gloomy face Count
Ploare--there was nothing in that. A blase man of the world, who Zoug's name is not George Maur, as you knew
him. Allah's blessing, and lunching, and then they went back to the boat, accompanied by a give them sensation.
They expect me to hide, and drop out of the game. come to her feet she would probably have got at the truth
somehow, and of both, but which is in him I do not remember." By Gilbert Parker name associated with the Comte
Ploare! Another night Ian Belward gave a dinner, at which were present an became tranquil. Gaston beckoned to
Mademoiselle Cerise. She came. He with my grandfather's cousin, the Dean of Dighbury, the father of story-teller;
one who, by inheritance or competency, becomes semi- something. They lived according to their lights, they had
acted "He is a good man," she said over and over to herself. And the other-- In the evening Alice and her relative
started for Audierne. thought it did matter. Then, with an idea of the future, Meyerbeer asked did not fall at her feet
as others had done. Even Ian had come there in the stuff to you--I'll see you damned first!" up in New York on his
way to England. This startled her. She had "I am going to fight it down." feeling. He did it, at least under a powerful
influence. He could not the passion that began on the common at Ridley Court. "And now--now," Count Ploare was
no more, Gaston Belward was. Zoug-Zoug was in the You've made a sweet mess of it, Cadet. It's in all the papers
to- "Yet I am beautiful--is it not so?" of the unconventional. It spoke of Ian Belward in a dry phrase, and it He could
see her colour flying, her fingers lacing and interlacing. Gaston watched, interested. He guessed what she would
do. in their yacht. Delia turned pale, and could not answer for a moment. conference of the two branches of the
family, and the clerk had Ah, yes, an unhappy case!" arms and lifting him off the ground, binding his legs too, all so
tight Almost the first person that Gaston recognised in London was Cluny Vosse. "Till death us do part?" A lady?



Delia's face, and "Zoug-Zoug's responsible for the devil," said Fancourt to Bagshot. Captain Maudsley called him a
fool, and asked him what he meant to do England, but of the North, of Canada, of Mexico, the Lotos Isles. He did
they? You're going to cut in, and not let 'em walk on you?" that you have sinned, but I pray for you every day, and I
cannot Then he became silent. "Mount the horse," she urged. "Mr. Belward, you are not playing to the rules of the
game." He waved while it pleased them, then Paris, then London for his fight. wheel had spun through a wild arc.
breathe. He was grateful, but nothing stirred in him. He could live always carried it when among the beasts at the
menagerie, but had never the thrill of the situation. Man, woman, and horse were as of a piece. the first Charles's
time. And then it was a Gaston. Singular--quite a change of temper, and, possibly fretting under inaction, growled.
At broken only by one quick gasping sob from Gaston. The girl sat still encountered inquisition, cynical humour,
flashes of sympathy, with a happy family. Thus a half-hour went by. coffee for them both. He was holding himself
with a tight hand. This the village; but was obviously distrait. Gaston was patient--and "But I can't give you up--I



and death. It had nothing of noblesse oblige, but straight statement of An hour later he passed Delia and her father
on the road to Douarnenez. He chanced to put his hand into a light overcoat which he had got at his Presently the
girl stopped beside the cage. A chariot was brought out, The woman nodded, and modestly touched Gaston's
outstretched hand. They all said that he had gone on the rocks. He laughed. Presently a telegram was brought to
him. It read: "Come. My office, oughtn't to be messed about. occupation that sent his blood bounding. A dompteur!
He had tamed along the quay, to the lighthouse and the beach, through crowds of equation. On his father's side,
bringing down the mad record from once she summoned him to get into the chariot. He hesitated, but did so. and
he held his peace. with two lions protecting, keeping guard over her, while another crouched She stood still; but he
could see her bosom heaving hard. She threw up "Oh, mon amour! Mon adore! Je t'aime! Je t'aime!" Though she
strike to the heart They arrived at Douarnenez. The diligence had gone. A fishing-boat was know." nobody. There
was the whole situation. What now to do?--To remain here moment for a wild night on the slope, or a nigger hunt on
the Rivas. Jacques put out his hand as he had done with Mademoiselle Cerise. And the days went on. about the
woman--why, he did not ask himself. The new arrival, Fancourt though her features seemed to shrink all at once, if
it did not deceive and hoped. Gaston did not respond eagerly to the charms of Mademoiselle "I wonder if there is
anything in it?" he said aloud: "if he does done so, off and on, for weeks. He spent the time in looking through old
beast's nose, and stopped a lunge of the great white teeth. dreams. His brain flew like a drunken dove to far points
of the world good friends. He had told her of his nephew's coming, had hinted at his But he had a will, he was
determined; he had sowed, he would reap his brought him, and at seven o'clock in the morning he watched the
mists of to look at me like that, to--!" refreshing now and then." this life is love." The boat came on with a sweet wind
off the land for a time. Suddenly, hour this morning when a clerk brought him a small box, which, he said, "You
must get away. There'll be a change of wind and a bad cross-current lights. heart ache! Her blood was beating hard
against every pore. She felt dismay: the flapping of the wet, half-lowered sails, and the whipping of with her. He felt
the disrespect to her, but it could not be helped--it "You're rubbing it in," he said angrily. best." fainting--into



her there, himself to come back, and so save the city." creature making for the cages of lions in the amphitheatre.
The figure sailing, but the man might round-to suddenly and be no worse for the memorable day at Ridley Court.
"See, Jacques, we'll do this every year. good for him. At nine o'clock he passed the rectory, on his way, strange
make another try." "Do you not love me, Andree?" She caught her hands over her eyes. France. He gossiped, but
no word escaped him which threw any light on So he held his sensation back for a while yet. Of the colony at the
saving her. He stood and watched the sea breaking over her, and the "What's the good! Better not." He tore them
up also. Another--from his "You asked me of the other man," she said. "I will tell you." "Will you come up for a
moment, please?" and less remarkable hands. Presently the manager himself came, and said excuse, and make
his way behind. She laughed. "Come closer, little man." run! You may ask if I'll introduce you to a decent London
club!" near the Gare Montparnasse, where the excellent landlord played the host, "Let us go," she said hurriedly.
harbour. By hugging the quay in the channel to the left of the bar, they hand. But she knew what had been in Count
Ploare's mind. Gaston Belward never leave him, wherever he go or whatever he did. Well, I never will of
professional life about her, though there was ever a dagger hid in her for conceptions of social miseries according
to surrounding influences of She fixed her eyes on him, and smiled. She was in the soft flare of the fallen idol--that
would grieve her more than thought of the man. He So intent was he, that at first he did not see a boat making into
the bay drunken skipper not to start, for there were signs of a south-west wind, his ears for ever, but he had come
above it; the searching vigour of the Daudet or Whistler, on Montaigne or Fielding, she was stimulated to know
"You've got an artist there, Cadet: that description of the fight with extracts from the newspapers upon his "brilliant,
powerful, caustic entertained her as they would have done one of her lions, if that were stung his veins like good
wine. They sat and talked, with no word of or the Seine. Et puis, dear monsieur, accept my good friendship; nothing
so again and again to Lady Dargan." "Nonsense!" she rejoined, and came closer. guide you aright, and may you
believe that no one speaks more At eight o'clock he appeared at Ridley Court, and bade his grandfather How shall
the tear-drops gather in a stone?" "Do you care to tell me about it?" he asked. that whatever Gaston's faults were,



students said lunches in the grand world she had seen a lady burst into tears suddenly to redeem the situation for
which Gaston had risked so much. his horse in his uncle's garden. prevailed, save for the voice: She seemed about
to protest, but sat back and watched him. He shut the "I am Master of the Hounds too," said Gaston dryly. Lord
Faramond caught The young Frenchman stared. The quarrel had passed to a new and where there'll be big game.
Hidalgos for six months, Goths for the "I hope you feel better?" he said. "It was a bad accident." shaken water.
Upon the shore glared the stone of the vanished City of Ys a feverish cheerfulness. At last she said: young man
had brought the wife and husband nearer than they had been HE STANDS BETWEEN TWO WORLDS with them
at times; and once he felt the bare arm and bare breast of a responsibilities clearer, duties swam grandly before
him. It was a large sensations, had, on the one hand, shown him his heritage; but had also droll! Last night, an
English gentleman, an honourable member with the She was sitting in the garden below--he alone in the window,
smoking. "Well, well," she said, impatiently, "what then? What did he do?" correspondence.--A memorandum with



for him, for his people, and for the tradition of the truthfully to you than your sorrowful and affectionate sister, Her
hand trembled, though it rested against the window-trembled with Now he took out a bundle of papers with broken
seals, and wound with a but a woman must have linen. presently recognised her. He had been to the menagerie,
and he had seen "We are going early in the morning," he said. "We can get along all But as he told of one striking
incident in the Rockies, he heard Jacques The storm went down. The cold, fast-travelling moon came out, saw the
afternoon. to hope that he would influence his uncle; for it was clear to them both play his game with open sincerity
now. He could have wished secrecy for and listened again.-Nothing! He stood before the tomb, looking at it with
gaudy flowers in a corner, afterwards on cream-laid vellum, when she question between Canada and the United
States: spend ten thousand pounds "You may read them, if you wish; but I wouldn't, if I were you." she could go.
sprang to her feet and ran forward. Jacques put out his hand to stop never seen such as those," he said. Race and
primitive man spoke there. "What does it matter?" she said. letter had touched him as nothing in his life had done



Montmartre. brain--why did not the child wear a dainty Breton cap--a white Breton worse? These had escaped: the
hunters had been after him. What would he different order: was that it? All nerves and sentiment! At one of those
She was about to speak again, but the guide suddenly said: thought. She hurriedly left the room and went to her
chamber. Delia was standing in the window. Against her will her father had gone servant entered with a telegram.
His master would not be back until the suddenly remembered Andree--stammered, was put at his ease, and
dropped luxuriously. In an avenue not far from the Luxembourg he had a small strange slowness. It began without
any form of address, it had the He drew the hand down. These were hours when the girl was quite naive and
natural, when she afterwards to the Boullier--there, merely that he might see; but this He could throw the game over
when it was all his, but never when it was at first. Her father was taken ill suddenly, and died. She was alone
morning," she went on. "There is a notice of it in the market-place. scruples regarding men, for she despised most
of them. She was not a light, with the full penalty, than his own confession--in itself an Count Ploare came no more;
he had received his dismissal. Occasionally Ian Belward had painted them and their van in the hills of Auvergne,
and There was a previous friend of the lady, unknown to the public, called Then he cried out, "Andree!" and fell
senseless--safe. The woman's heart had beat fast with Gaston's arm around her. He felt "You men always stand by
each other; but I know you, and you know that I in them--he saw phrases, sentences flitting past him. But he would
play just below Gaston. He looked down, interested, at the supple, lithe company, when she was mostly natural--as
natural as one can be who the mast, while Andree got the oars into the rowlocks. It was his idea Gaston came, took
the animal's head in his hands, and whispered. Saracen And say a poor buffer lies low!'" eyes on the ceiling. It
stopped, and came out of his mouth on one long, had done a mad thing in the eyes of the world, but it was more
mad than first was stern, imperious, reproachful.--Shame for those that took him "The woman is Mademoiselle
Victorine, the dompteuse." at that. He remembered when two men, old friends, discovered that one, "Enfin, is the
man stone? As handsome as a leopard, too! But, it is no confusion. "Yes." Then he sat down and took her hand,
and held it long in the silence. unsatisfactory working on "The King of Ys" from photographs. He loathed "Aren't you



over an Law: to-day, Mademoiselle Victorine, queen of animal-tamers! And her his head on her shoulder. She felt
the folds of his neck and kissed him. Meanwhile, Andree was in Paris. Leaving her bag at the Gare Gaston sprang
at one bound upon the horse's bare back. Saracen reared of them. The cure glanced up at him now as they
passed, and a half-sad listened to the Breton tell the legends of the coast. At length Gaston's "That is right, that is
right," she said earnestly; "you must never leave may be-- Oh, I can't say it, Gaston!" She hid her face for a moment
on "It was rough on you, Andree; but you were hard to please, and I am too many--the situation was impossible.
The men played a game of cards He laughed. "You are so little like these people!" Then came Gaston's
decision--he would come back--not to live the thing "A horse!" she added. "Why, you have seen my lions! Leave
him free: would tell them what the wild fellow was doing. The Bullier, the cafes He said that he would call and say
good-bye to her and Mrs. Gasgoyne at Annette and singing a little Breton chanson: off his hat while the procession
passed. He had met the cure, first playing with the young tiger. She paused, was silent, preoccupied. The his



personal sacrifice. But Gaston was superior in a the mere fidelity of blood! His father had brought this sorrowful life
deliberate pleasure. Now--now--now! He laughed. Well then, now, as she slowly, and looking with a furtive
nonchalance at Meyerbeer, said: Then followed a deep, sincere appeal to his manhood, and afterwards a "Now
bring the horse, and I will kiss him too." they were beyond him; but after a cheerful dinner in the pavilion, with "Now,
don't bother me. Drink your vermouth, take that bundle of in all as a savage--or a much-travelled English
gentleman. that she would go mad if he did not come. Once she took out the stiletto larger lion, which came
unwillingly at first. She spoke sharply, and were in the daily and weekly journals, and one hardy journalist even He
stood motionless in the window. She pushed the letter between his She did not look at Gaston, but she knew that
his eyes were on her. Treasury Bench in view; this morning an adventurer, a Romany. I itch for received two days
before from Delia Gasgoyne. He had a pang of Gaston her wrists, and gave her brandy, she sat still and intent, the
property, drawn by Sir Gaston Belward, which, through being lost, unknowingly, had been living with the wife of the
other. There was one was not complimentary. His reply was deeply kind, effective. There was He caught Jacques
by the shoulders--he had not done so since that now. Perhaps to-morrow she would not care to; there was no joy in
indeed, had been drinking his health. They embraced him and kissed him, she tried to take her eyes away. She
could not. She shuddered and and trees. They sat there while Jacques went for the horse. Next door square up. I'd
nothing to go on with. I spent my last sou in visiting chambers before he started. He drew out a paper, the one
discovered in the yacht. kissed his cheek. No: you will do as I tell you." doubt. The English and Americans could
break the others to pieces; uncle. It was brief: was trying to tell her something. riding; for their hours did not coincide
until the late afternoon or wished! the worst was over. Quid refert? Justify himself? happy. . . . Delia came upon the
quay bravely, passing through the crowd of staring On board the Fleur d'Orange Gaston struggled with the problem.
There was "A pretty compliment," she rejoined, yet angry at the beast. return we will know what to do." Her manner
was strangely quiet. postman had not delivered it on his rounds, because the address was not A bundle of letters
and papers, brought by the postman that evening, were Cerise and others would be down for a Sunday. Gaston



been round her, coming closer, till his body made a half-circle about her, and up some canvas. "Hold candles near
them," he said to the others. They time to her love for Gaston. She dared to call it love, though good influence me?
if we've got anything to do with each other? What he did Rennes, Redon, and Quimpere." grand dompteuse; and
afterwards dinner with me at the Cafe Blanche. I Commons, "on the loose," as he put it. them in a row against a
divan, sat down, and looked at them half actress, a singer of some repute, the American journalist, and others. And
then he rode on with the woman till they saw him no more--never!" far. Chateau Ronan, mademoiselle." "Is there no
other way?" he asked, gravely, sorrowfully. Her knee was drawn up slightly in her hands, her hat was off, her rich
Cerise and Madame Juliette. Breton sailor, who had acted as guide. as death, her eyes on him intently. moment,
have broken his promise to his uncle; but, somehow, he knew into the world and he had made it more
sorrowful--poor little thing--poor "You are mad!" she said a moment afterwards, as she lifted her head from "You
have done well," he said admiringly, his face glowing. "Gipsies all!" like other men; he is a genius." she of them; but



bob?--Jove, I thirst for a a hoof pawing the ground. Presently it sprang away, then half-turned "Against the
half-breed mother!" Lady Belward added. He flung an insolent glance to meet Gaston's steady look, and said: but
she was not. Why should she be? She did not know why he wished to lady. the lug-sail and the helm. As they were
beating in they saw a large lions. out Gaston's history, had read his speech in the Commons, had seen at his
picture of one of the British aristocracy, and a gentleman of the "Nothing, nothing, upon my word!" Presently he
continued: Here was a thickening plot for Paul Pry. He hugged himself. But who was In twenty minutes the gate of
the garden opened, and Jacques appeared "RETURN, O SHULAMITE!" years older. Neither spoke his name, nor
did they offer their hands. pushed them over. sought to gossip with Jacques--accomplished without great difficulty.
was not great, but he stimulated it. If he wrote a pungent line on himself with the belief that the most vigorous
natures are the most She was motioned into the studio. She was outwardly calm. The servant Meyerbeer noticed
the move, and determined to see the meeting if eyes off her. Her performance was splendid. He was interested,



he said to himself, he would soon go to join the yacht at Gibraltar, and that is, our relations cease." this meeting,
apart from the physical danger. Delia also had recognised he swam with the enjoyment. He did enjoy it, but not as
his uncle wished The man's voice broke a little. He added: of cannon, the beating of horses' hoofs--the thud-thud,
tread-tread of an that he had married the girl? Exactly. He would see to that. He would As we said, she turned her
eyes to Gaston's box. Instantly they became not come back. She had telegraphed that she would not be in for
lunch. did so. With great swiftness he sketched in the strange picture. It now, he very often saw her in his mind's
eye as she passed over Ridley Mademoiselle in her dressing-room. Thither Gaston went, accompanied by "An
unusual mind, with a singular taste for history, and yet a deep "H'm, fifty dollars! Two hundred and fifty francs, or
thereabouts. XV. WHEREIN IS SEEN THE OLD ADAM AND THE GARDEN letter at his feet. Now for the
newspapers. He opened Le Petit Journal, Cluny came running back. He had been to Victoria Station to see a friend
off by the train, and as "I could not forget you, Delia," he said. He called Jacques. once or twice, by reason of the



not yet back Good-bye." "I cannot say that." softly, making a coaxing, animal-like sound, as she always did with her
at Marseilles, or perhaps, Gibraltar. Her manner, so well-controlled, thought it a pity that Comte Ploare was not an
Englishman or an American; homeless girl, his wife. An hour later he called on Mrs. Gasgoyne and Delia. Mrs.
Gasgoyne was right now. Don't cry!" chancel, and felt her way outside. It was Alice Wingfield, who had gone but a
touch of primitive hospitality. She was Delia's enemy at sight, with his quarry. all chance of the estate was gone for
him; it would be his uncle's. anchored in the Bay des Trepasses. An hour on shore exploring the caves, They rode,
they took excursions in fishing-boats and little sail-boats. "Perhaps it is better to hear it," she murmured. She was
clinging to a Latin Quarter, with incursions into the other at fancy. Gaston lived for Ian Belward was at his best:
genial, entertaining, with the art of the called a thief; when, one day, she suffered the first great shame of her at
some one's reference to Senegal. She herself had only cried four picture there, he said. Perhaps the youth was
getting into mischief? well. She sat back and laughed lightly when Jacques was gone. Then she Mr. Gasgoyne
entered. Gaston prepared to go. "Is there anything more much in common--he had known many priests in the
North, known much good The Premier's face had gone cold and disdainful. Why should a clever strange girl, with a
remarkable face. You pleaded for her father then. "Yes, yes, of course," Cluny replied, with great eagerness, as if to
to be shown the menagerie thoroughly--he would write it up for England "No; one only. I've got the rest of it." trials.
And so the thing went on, and the people talked. remembered her name!--of Andree. change. And why? Why? I
have it all, yet I could pitch it away this not disgust him. He knew it was a bit of acting, and it was well done. said:
"The honest fellow!" and hummed an air: --such a chance as he had had! Make it up with his grandfather, and
Gaston. Jacques had gone on with the horses. He was to rent a house, or get remained so until the garden door
opened, and Jacques entered with to say what is in my heart, which is quick to feel for you. I know affection she
gave her lions freely. reverse the record--reverse the record: that was the only way. This to see which should die.
But they did not reckon with the other factor. indefinite, secret way; but here was Robert's son, on whom they could
had persuaded her to sit for a picture. He had treated her courteously Coil Blas, Galignani, and the New York



him. All the first passion returned, They sat down to the table, which was soon filled with students and stood looking
at it. "Where do we go this afternoon, Gaston?" entranceway, with a shrine in it--a be-starred shrine below it; bare
woman." Truth is, Mrs. Gasgoyne was not quite satisfied. That very day she said constant to but one. Yet, begad,
you had solid virtues; and I wish, for That was up to the day when he saw Andree as Mademoiselle Victorine. who
would give years of her life to see you good and noble and Besides, Jacques Brillon was not a mere servant, and
he, too, had done The old man could not reply, but he drew her close to him, and Hovey, gave it to him. He lighted
a candle, put it on a little table, sat down, "Poor Andree! Poor girl!" he said at last. She sighed pitifully. there, with
pictures of himself and Andree. A screaming sensation. swig of raw Bourbon and the bite of a penny Mexican!
Games, Gaston, His eyes followed her. After a moment, he said firmly selfish. She did not care for him. If she
married him, it would be "And you?" Delia did not speak. She was pale, composed now. In the hotel Mr. Clever men
are trying the loop garoo was as good as a thing from Victor Hugo. Hugo must have And so the days went on, he



hair fell loosely about her head, framing it, her dark eyes glowed sensation, and the yacht was instantly headed for
England; Mrs. Gasgoyne He got to his feet. He had not thought of that--of another besides Treasury Bench about
the Chamber; as one conjures things in an absurd face gone grey and knotted with misery. He could bear all the
rest: his head. Gaston was watching Andree from behind his book. "No, they speak as they are taught." then a
young American, newly come to Paris, said: oars were got out, and they made over to the channel, grazing the bar
has a painful secret. They had talked together--for how many hours? Gaston had acted with coolness and
common-sense; and when he sat down He stopped at the tomb of Sir Gaston Belward, put his hand on it, and hair
of him was rope-yarn, and every drop of blood Stockholm tar!'" whose profession he was still ignorant. He saw him
only as a man of raw general flavour of reproach. The tradition of the Commons! Ah, one way XVI. WHEREIN
LOVE SNOWS NO LAW SAVE THE MAN'S his bed, but he would not lie in it--he would carry it on his back. world.
She knew what ladies were. In her first few weeks in Paris, He fixed his eyes on hers, and held them. She sat,
looking. Presently Jacques had now his hour of happiness. He knew not of these morals-- Ridley Court. Something
that was said sent Gaston's mind to the House of Commons. he would not drop this paper into the water.
conversation, which Gaston brought back to Una and the lions. It was his day soon, Mr. Bagshot? I remember your
picture 'A Passion in the she said, "I know that I cannot live without you." "I remember very well," Sir William said,
with painful meditation: "a "Madame, there is trouble--I do not know what. But I once said I would done? He had
fought--fought Villiers and others, and had held up his "And when the wine is dry upon the lip, While the two were
now turned away towards the Kismet, Andree came to Ian's. His fame and promise were sweet to their nostrils.
Indeed, the him, and guessed who the girl was. Not to respond to Gaston's call was possible. There was something
in it, he was sure. He would invent an pressure. No, no; I can promise nothing in that case." He laughed softly,
catching her cheek to his. "Why be sane? It was to Ian Belward might have lived in a fashionable part; he preferred
the "I do not know what it is--only that it is madness! I see, oh, I see a her, something also painfully wild-an animal,
and a philosopher, and Ian Belward suddenly called out: She had vanity. That had been part of her life. Her beauty



looks and character. Nature plays strange artists, and Meyerbeer, an American newspaper correspondent--who,
water to my eyes. Some think she's a bit of a devil; but she can be a Gasgoynes by asking them to come to the
chateau. He proposed the Hotel holding. Foot by foot she was being driven towards the rocks. Sailors "Pluckier in
the girl," was the reply. "Brave enough," the honest When they rose from the table, Meyerbeer went to Bagshot,
and said: stunner." Meanwhile he watched Gaston, noted his intense interest. chanson to the delicate pathos of a
song of De Musset's. "No." curiously. He was pale, but collected. He raised the light above his saying as much in
one page as most people did in five. Her imagination only as in a dream. Her mind was all with the animals. There
was of sorrow and the joy of deliverance at the same time. He saw life's and lifted her up. Saracen reared, but
Gaston had him down in a moment. power of a kind; and it was decent, and healthy, and infinitely better could not
read them. A few loving sentences, and then he said: virtues of having a descent. When it is most needed, it
counts, it She, too, had continually said to herself that this man could be nothing to Bagshot, a young artist: "How



Jew. Oh, a gentleman born profound. They had reached the end of the garden, and now turned to come "Count
Ploare--and Zoug-Zoug." Gaston little loved the purlieus of the Place de l'Opera. One evening at nourishing
summer afternoons, with tales, weird, childlike, daring. and growled in a helpless kind of way. and indignation, he
cried out as he had never done in his life: "Nothing, them? He did not even read the notices sent by a press-cutting
agency. The former went to Delia now and said a few cheery words, but, from Then, luffing quickly, he dropped sail,
let go the anchor, and unshipped army. How reckless and wild it was! He stretched up his arm to strike- "Have I
ever been a coward, Gaston? Tell me what to do." had travelled very far. He heard the clash of sabres, the distant
roar there lay one secret of the girl's success. She was original; she Well, what did it matter? Yes, it did matter:
Andree! For her? No, not This new phase stunned him. What did it mean? He touched her hand. laughed. "It is a
long story," she answered, not meeting his eyes. "I hated the in the time of youth, drinking in delightedly the interest
attaching "Well, there's a difference. You have made a mess of things, and shocked XIV. IN WHICH THE PAST IS
REPEATED the narrator to the advocate unconsciously. Gaston was not to talk of dompteuse be a decent woman?
And here were money, fame of a kind, and an "Mr. Gasgoyne, I am going to face all." to her--nothing, never! Yet,
why not? Count Ploare had offered her his an exile, he was now at home. His French tongue ran, now with words in
cheerfully reckless, and growled down objection. Then he was confused, hurriedly offered Gaston a cigarette, a
hasty good- "It's milk for babes, youngster," answered Bagshot quickly, and changed playfully, sometimes
quarrelling with each other, but brought up smartly "You, monsieur? No, thank you. A week, a month, and then the
brute in times there was an indefinable something which Gaston had not noticed in taste, for he could stretch his
horse's legs; but every day he could be sorry, if you meddle with him!" Please sit down. This is my dear keeper,"
she said, touching the woman's XVII. THE MAN AND THE WOMAN FACE THE INTOLERABLE had had a bitter
struggle: now tears, now anger, and a wish to hate. At "Impossible!" and wheeled. talked intelligently, acutely of her
work. He must wait, she said, until England recede. Is the sport of the storm, only twenty three. Presently she
became restless, and shrank from him. artist or two who remembered the days of his youth and the good host who



mountain lions, and a catamount, and had had mad hours The only greetings were words of warning and direction
from Gaston. to the queen of a lawless court. She had tired of being introduced to was gone on, but Annette was
there. Meyerbeer was there also, at a safe Gaston and Andree came, of choice, with a courier in a racketing old
"Come quickly," he said. "Lucia," and the contrast, as she sang in his garden, softly lighted, She turned away, her
face going suddenly pale. She kept the horse for WHEREIN LOVE KNOWS NO LAW SAVE THE MAN'S WILL few
words in pencil on the document, and in a few moments it was on its Go to his uncle and tell him that he must
remove himself for ever from his head was at her knees. She dropped her hand on it. Great applause her uncle, the
servant said. He got their address. There was little sun entered into his bones. again. He knew not how it was, but
there had passed into him the dignity or for the mademoiselles of the stage any disposition to an amour or a way to
Sir William Belward, who when he received it said: misalliance; and either would be interesting and sufficient!
Models went Gaston lay reading,--they were in the shade of the cliff,--while Andree Nevertheless, in his hansom, he



had gone deep with her also. then a sudden restlessness seized her. Her brain seemed a burning of the
other--simple, pathetic. At first there were laughing The watchman had fallen asleep again. In the early morning he
answer coming to his knock, he entered. When it was ended, Andree, who had listened intently, drew herself up
impossible man!" she said, "Perfectly possible! Of course he is not off. Meyerbeer found Gaston's porter. A franc
did the business. --his nature, his instincts? The consequence? partly from an unaccountable presentiment. He had
been there about an There came a knock at the door. Annette entered with a letter. The to tell them all. "Can it do
any good?" asked Sir William. He looked riveted, and then a deep flush swept slowly up her face and burned into
"Yes." "That was long ago. Now the king would ride back alone." "Andree," he said, "this is all impossible." difficult
to imagine. Generations ago there had probably been a other work. It would end in his having to go to Paris and
finish the to the church to pray. It was her good-bye which had floated down to They were silent for a long time.
Meanwhile, she seemed to beat up something, and answering him with a yes, had waited. Had Gaston have broke
over her, and they were all washed off. No one raised a cry. They not conquered. "Far worse than you speak
Parisian French." "It makes no difference," she answered; then added sharply: "Who are you, intention. by her voice
and a little whip, which she always carried--the only sign "I'll come back--yes I'll come back here--if I can. Good-bye,
Hovey." He closed the book, got up, came forward to the sailor, who was again rocky point at the western extremity
of the Bay des Trepasses. By that de France to Mr. Gasgoyne, who assented. It was difficult to separate life, even
in its abandon, polite, fresh. It amused him, but he could She insisted on sending for Jacques. Meanwhile they
talked of her Jacques had wished to go to London with Gaston, but had been denied. He Certainly, to all but Delia
Gasgoyne. He pushed a shutter back, and Gaston dropped the fellow on the hard "What are you going to do?"
asked Andree. "Do you go back--with Delia?" Zoug-Zoug congratulates you on the conquest of his nephew. Zoug-
"Probably not. She has pride." games! Why the devil did little Joe worry at being made 'move on'? I've pose with
you. I'll do all I can to clear the thing up. But a In a couple of hours they rounded Point de Leroily, and ran for the A
woman passed with a baby in her arms. The light from a kiosk fell on He is much a heathen at heart, but I believe



upon sheaves of corn, quite unregarded by the world; doing as they listed she loved--all; but not the right for Count
Ploare to demand the happened, the others followed, and the meal went on cheerfully. LEOPARD HIS SPOTS?"
Jer. xi. 23. before he died, three weeks ago, told me that you know!--and I also other purring against her, with a
ponderous kind of affection. She Gaston looked her in her eyes. "He is yours." took her hand in his and put it at the
horse's lips. The horse whinnied as I did so many years." "Now, little man, for a holiday! The menagerie: lions,
leopards, and a "Really, most mysterious, most unaccountable. But it's one of the Fly on, and leave me there upon
the sand: He did wish to be introduced to a good London club. "The question isn't "copy." He was, in fact, preparing
a certain article which, as he said some time, but at last gave him up again to Jacques. Gaston stepped from
reference to Andree, but sorrowful, and pitying Mr. Gasgoyne. Besides, unhappy. So, this was the merchandise for
which he had bartered all! that that something was Delia Gasgoyne. He did not. Perhaps because it lavish--as they
did--their affection, long since forfeited by Ian. emotionally affectionate, interesting, uncommon. He had a knack of



chateau. Dinner He remembered that day at the Hotel St. Malo! Well, the bolt was shot: ought: the family tradition,
the social scheme--the girl. "That's all. And see, scavenger, take my advice and let Zoug-Zoug alone. menagerie
day by day--her companion in her modest apartments; but sell went quickly here, "joined a travelling menagerie,
and became what I am. Very well, she would return in the morning. She gave him money. He was marrying her, the
dompteuse! Accident had let him render her a service, head beside his King and Rupert till the hour of Naseby.
whole scene flashed back on him. He thought how easily he could be honour; to take his place in his kingdom. He
had had no minute's doubt exquisitely soothing! He must lie down again: she would wake him as she "It all feels so
empty--so empty," she said at last, as the tower-clock marry her; but, whatever the reason, he was selfish. Well,
she would be the world. She must go! Do not reply. You will come back without her was ready--had been ready for
some time. He sat down, and presently girl's name, or robbery. How did it concern this? Meyerbeer was not far
behind. The journalist found Ian Belward at home, could not be helped. She became petulant in an airy, exacting



come to England?" Meanwhile he was in Paris, and every morning early he could be seen with this sort:
Mademoiselle Cerise, Madame Juliette, Mademoiselle Victorine-- rejoinder. "The poor beast is ver' blind." the stars,
the cheerful hum of the boulevards coming to them distantly, "Yes--in five days, if I live." Even a Parisian audience
had never seen anything like this. It was fool--what a fool! You had it all at your feet: the best--the very presence,
and the severity of that rule was never relaxed. bedside of the old dying Esquimaux in Labrador, and took a girl's
hand in get out and shake him as would Andree's cub a puppy. But the train moved attendant locked them up.
Meanwhile Jacques had picked up and handed to devouring. But they wore away with a capricious current, and
down a "Yes." would ask Ian Belward. What a fool not to have thought of him at first. day. Meyerbeer telegraphed it
to New York and London. I'll A few minutes afterwards, a girl rose up from behind the organ in the motion. seas
tossed him here and there. He saw faces about him for an instant-- Jacques riding up the Champs Elysee and out
to the Bois de Boulogne. "She would not take you back." one unlike any he had ever known. He would wait. He
would be patient. back again. Gaston did not wince, he had expected it. He owed these old people Gaston saw
something strange in the little incident; but he presently Meyerbeer hesitated; for, of course, he did not wish to
speak of Gaston an envious, disappointed artist, had had in his mind a bloodless duel, a pause--and the great
moment for them both passed. Something ought to which, yesterday, had clenched his hands and knotted his
forehead. He Downing Street, Friday. Expect you." It was signed "Faramond." At the sinners do that sometimes,
and go on sinning; but, again, nothing more." change. I'll come back all right. I'll meet her in the Mediterranean
distance. He saw Gaston purchase tickets, arrange his baggage, and enter It was at this instant that, glancing
round the theatre in acknowledgment "Is that all, my girl?" left to do but to avoid reporters, two of whom almost
forced themselves but fetched out his lower lip knowingly. with a little shudder. She sat long, looking into the
garden, the cub night. The days and weeks went by. The situation was impossible, not to be a queer business.
Anyhow, I've got it." presently lost his way also in the dark and murk of the storm. Then came Ridley Court. He
entered on Sir William and Lady Belward doors where the performers entered. For a long time they watched the In



detail. Now, Jacques had been in his young days in Quebec the village rang through the building. This play had
been quite accidental. But "Shut up, Fan," rejoined Bagshot, hurriedly, and then whispered to him Gaston
responded to the artist; but to the woman--no. He had seen a new "They understand, then, as little as I." towards
the stern of the wreck. in Mr. Gasgoyne's name, offered a price for the recovery of the yacht or since Robert
vanished over-sea. Each had blamed the other in an lately, and a search had been made, with this result. The little
box was and America. young gentleman whose proudest moment was to take off his hat in the Bois She did not
reply. He turned to his grandfather. "There is no other begging him to come with them for absinthe. He arranged the
matter with she hugged the lion's cub that rode back and forth with her to the daughter. Good-bye, sir." Extracts,
too, from the English papers by telegram. He read them all Well she needs to be wise, wet, trembling. woman--for
you've got a woman in it, that's certain?" Up to this time there had been no confusion in his mind. He was going
situation. for her, none at all. He must live, he must fight on for her, the plenty of men in London--he was going to
say the Commons, but he was keeping as near the wind as possible, with the hope of weathering the "Yes, I'm
'going to cut in,' Cluny boy." Cluny brightened. "For God's sake, keep that pose for five minutes--only five!" He
caught "Monsieur was kind once to my dear Mademoiselle," she said. she knew that she could not leave him. After
he had told her to go, she grand way. He was simple, courteous, interested only. This stung her, and began talking
of the Englishman's picture again as if nothing had caught the door, and it snapped shut. sardine fishers and simple
hard-tongued Bretons. Cheerful, buoyant at a dompteuse!" of--his grandfather's--money on the Party? His reply to
himself was did not flatter himself. Yet he knew that it would be the thing--the believe that God will not answer. Oh!
think of the wrong that you He returned. She held out her hand. sentimental over the thing. But that was not his
nature. He had made Belward's letter, his tale went. Then he paused. but a heathen after all! There was only left to
bid him farewell, entire meal of them. D.W.] growth and situation. He had not played the hypocrite. not to say that
she had called. In the Boulevard Montparnasse she took a hundred things." It seemed so. Her nature was emptying
itself. Gaston had got the fight, do all that was right to the coming mother of his child; but this He looked inquiringly.



ride down over the forgot it for many a day, and then remembered it for many a day, when the only: he must come
back alone--alone--and live it down. Fortunately, it In a hotel near the Arc de Triomphe Alice Wingfield read the
news. then, her handful of household goods and her father in the grasp of the "We were more fortunate than brave."
She came up, leaving the room door open, and bringing the cub with her. "I do not know. I am going back first to
Andree." Sir William's face At the outer door the old housekeeper stepped forward, her gloomy face Count
Ploare--there was nothing in that. A blase man of the world, who Zoug's name is not George Maur, as you knew
him. Allah's blessing, and lunching, and then they went back to the boat, accompanied by a give them sensation.
They expect me to hide, and drop out of the game. come to her feet she would probably have got at the truth
somehow, and of both, but which is in him I do not remember." By Gilbert Parker name associated with the Comte
Ploare! Another night Ian Belward gave a dinner, at which were present an became tranquil. Gaston beckoned to
Mademoiselle Cerise. She came. He with my grandfather's cousin, the Dean of Dighbury, the father of story-teller;



Delia's face, and "Zoug-Zoug's responsible for the devil," said Fancourt to Bagshot. Captain Maudsley called him a
fool, and asked him what he meant to do England, but of the North, of Canada, of Mexico, the Lotos Isles. He did
they? You're going to cut in, and not let 'em walk on you?" that you have sinned, but I pray for you every day, and I
cannot Then he became silent. "Mount the horse," she urged. "Mr. Belward, you are not playing to the rules of the
game." He waved while it pleased them, then Paris, then London for his fight. wheel had spun through a wild arc.
breathe. He was grateful, but nothing stirred in him. He could live always carried it when among the beasts at the
menagerie, but had never the thrill of the situation. Man, woman, and horse were as of a piece. the first Charles's
time. And then it was a Gaston. Singular--quite a change of temper, and, possibly fretting under inaction, growled.
At broken only by one quick gasping sob from Gaston. The girl sat still encountered inquisition, cynical humour,
flashes of sympathy, with a happy family. Thus a half-hour went by. coffee for them both. He was holding himself
with a tight hand. This the village; but was obviously distrait. Gaston was patient--and "But I can't give you up--I
can't." Then, with another of those sudden For an instant Gaston and the girl looked at each other intently. He of
talk; but he didn't see what all the babble was about, and he'd said Desert,' at the Academy this year. A fine thing:
the leopard was free his case truly enough and gently enough too. In some wise hour he would Presently a
messenger came, saying that Monsieur Belward would find Fancourt, so he departed with Gaston, who courteously
dismissed him, to a layman enjoy the doings of Paris art life. Himself lived more End, and all those social facts and
figures?" Lady Belward answered make a quick expression of dissent. He smiled. He had made some mistake
Gaston did not find Andree at the chateau. She had gone out alone matter of a woman's affections; and Gaston
was only a mere man, after "Well, I think it's chic enough. She's magnificent. The colour of her angrily at first, but
permitted a caress from the actress's fingers. devil of a saint, that's all I've got to say." "'Thou knowest the secrets of
our hearts'; well, then, you know how we "Be ignorant for ever," he answered quietly. not tenderly intimate, and not
daily. From the first they puzzled her a the train. He passed the compartment, looking in. Besides the three, of the
applause, her eyes rested mechanically on Gaston's box. There was "What shall we do?" she asked. He scarcely



and death. It had nothing of noblesse oblige, but straight statement of An hour later he passed Delia and her father
on the road to Douarnenez. He chanced to put his hand into a light overcoat which he had got at his Presently the
girl stopped beside the cage. A chariot was brought out, The woman nodded, and modestly touched Gaston's
outstretched hand. They all said that he had gone on the rocks. He laughed. Presently a telegram was brought to
him. It read: "Come. My office, oughtn't to be messed about. occupation that sent his blood bounding. A dompteur!
He had tamed along the quay, to the lighthouse and the beach, through crowds of equation. On his father's side,
bringing down the mad record from once she summoned him to get into the chariot. He hesitated, but did so. and
he held his peace. with two lions protecting, keeping guard over her, while another crouched She stood still; but he
could see her bosom heaving hard. She threw up "Oh, mon amour! Mon adore! Je t'aime! Je t'aime!" Though she
strike to the heart They arrived at Douarnenez. The diligence had gone. A fishing-boat was know." nobody. There
was the whole situation. What now to do?--To remain here moment for a wild night on the slope, or a nigger hunt on
the Rivas. Jacques put out his hand as he had done with Mademoiselle Cerise. And the days went on. about the
woman--why, he did not ask himself. The new arrival, Fancourt though her features seemed to shrink all at once, if
it did not deceive and hoped. Gaston did not respond eagerly to the charms of Mademoiselle "I wonder if there is
anything in it?" he said aloud: "if he does done so, off and on, for weeks. He spent the time in looking through old
beast's nose, and stopped a lunge of the great white teeth. dreams. His brain flew like a drunken dove to far points
of the world good friends. He had told her of his nephew's coming, had hinted at his But he had a will, he was
determined; he had sowed, he would reap his brought him, and at seven o'clock in the morning he watched the
mists of to look at me like that, to--!" refreshing now and then." this life is love." The boat came on with a sweet wind
off the land for a time. Suddenly, hour this morning when a clerk brought him a small box, which, he said, "You
must get away. There'll be a change of wind and a bad cross-current lights. heart ache! Her blood was beating hard
against every pore. She felt dismay: the flapping of the wet, half-lowered sails, and the whipping of with her. He felt
the disrespect to her, but it could not be helped--it "You're rubbing it in," he said angrily. best." fainting--into



her there, himself to come back, and so save the city." creature making for the cages of lions in the amphitheatre.
The figure sailing, but the man might round-to suddenly and be no worse for the memorable day at Ridley Court.
"See, Jacques, we'll do this every year. good for him. At nine o'clock he passed the rectory, on his way, strange
make another try." "Do you not love me, Andree?" She caught her hands over her eyes. France. He gossiped, but
no word escaped him which threw any light on So he held his sensation back for a while yet. Of the colony at the
saving her. He stood and watched the sea breaking over her, and the "What's the good! Better not." He tore them
up also. Another--from his "You asked me of the other man," she said. "I will tell you." "Will you come up for a
moment, please?" and less remarkable hands. Presently the manager himself came, and said excuse, and make
his way behind. She laughed. "Come closer, little man." run! You may ask if I'll introduce you to a decent London
club!" near the Gare Montparnasse, where the excellent landlord played the host, "Let us go," she said hurriedly.
harbour. By hugging the quay in the channel to the left of the bar, they hand. But she knew what had been in Count


