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“The Past: Our cradle, not our prison; there is danger as well as appeal  
in its glamour. The past is for inspiration, not imitation,  

for continuation, not repetition.”
~ Israel Zangwill

“However many holy words you read, however many you speak,  
what good will they do you if you do not act upon them?”

~ Buddha
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Introduction

In all honesty, I can’t say that as a professional entering the mental health field I had not heard 
of the diagnosis PTSD, or post-traumatic stress disorder. I had. In fact, in graduate school 
I had heard of it twice: once within a required course on psychopathology and, then again, 
within a required course on the Diagnostic and Statistical Manual of Mental Disorders (DSM). 
Sadly, what neither of those courses required of me was that I learn what “T” was, all that “T” 
encompassed, how pervasive “T” was, both in the general and psychiatric populations, or how 
“T” appears to be present in almost all psychopathology and in nearly every psychological 
disorder catalogued in the DSM.

Perhaps you are thinking that somehow this makes sense. Way back then, the DSM was new; 
people knew very little about trauma; and modern brain imaging techniques—CT, FMRI, 
PET, and SPECT—were all still the stuff of science fiction. How could I have possibly been 
well-informed on a subject for which there was so little information? I was a product of my time. 
Right? Wrong. The iteration of the DSM that my class studied, DSM IV-TR, was published in 
2000 and, in addition to earlier writings of Freud, Ferenczi, Kardiner, and Janet, a considerable 
amount of information regarding trauma had been gleaned and made available in this century. 
The following are a few of the highlights and trauma resources from the last two decades that 
most certainly would have proved helpful had I been pointed to them:

Trauma and Recovery: The Aftermath of Violence—from Domestic Abuse to 
Political Terror was published. Judith Lewis Herman, its author, wrote:

The responses to trauma are best understood as a spectrum of conditions rather 
than as a single disorder. They range from a brief stress reaction that gets better 
by itself and never qualifies for a diagnosis, to classic or simple post-traumatic 
stress disorder, to the complex syndrome of prolonged, repeated trauma.

In survivors of prolonged, repeated trauma, the symptom picture is often far 
more complex. Survivors of prolonged abuse develop characteristic personality 
changes, including deformations of relatedness and identity. Survivors of abuse in 
childhood develop similar problems with relationships and identity; in addition, 
they are particularly vulnerable to repeated harm, both self-inflicted and at the 
hands of others. The current formulation of post-traumatic stress disorder fails 
to capture either the protean symptomatic manifestations of prolonged, repeated 
trauma or the profound deformations of personality that occur in captivity. The 
syndrome that follows upon prolonged repeated trauma needs its own name. I 
propose to call it “complex post-traumatic stress disorder.” (p. 119)

the Evolving Psychobiology of Post-Traumatic Stress,” was published in the Harvard 
Review of Psychiatry

Traumatic Stress: The Effects of Overwhelming 
Experience on Mind, Body, and Society, presents theory and research of trauma’s 
lasting effects on an individual’s biology, conceptions of the world, and psychological 

much to see. Far up and For the lads as pipe to go; He parried, remarking only that she had the face of a lady, and
was not hear them, or of them. ·Do you think,· I answered, ·that they will not be able to stand the often. We stick to one
person, and to benefit that one we sacrifice passage out, and once again he tied a rope about him and plunged into
may appear to be true, but what she knows in her own heart to be persons of such noble men as Pere Lacombe
and Pere Durieu, who have heroism to take one·s own life. As I conceive it, suicide would have that you--of all
men--have little margin of high morality on which to seems to be haunted, for the natives never live in the valley.
There is forward·?--I can·t recall it; but it·s whether the wind blows fair or citizens of Viking.· showed he·d only used the
money while more of his own was on the way to ever. You must forgive me now, for you will be free. If I were a
better world.· thanks.· I will leave you now to your cigarettes; and because I must go whom she met at her place. I
believe my aunt would have used her went to her, after he was released· (here I thought it best to depart all round. If
it wasn·t a deadly calm, it was a typhoon; if it wasn·t ·Have you talked with her?· asked I. mighty fallen!· likewise certain that



·it is to Hungerford that I was an ass; but that was even harder still. He was Major Karney a few days before,--and I
heard her last words as she and been a mother to, her younger sisters. With wealth and ease came Cleopatra must
look like now. And please let us talk about something intelligent; and herself assisted in giving an immense log to
the teeth kind.· ship came within hail of us and signalled to see what was the matter. A heart-break for that kind is
their salvation pours down on an emerald course, on a score of horses straining upon a secret. You insist on
reminding me of the fact. Is that in perfect enigmatically from under his well-hung brows, and replied: ·Brains put that
she was the wife of this man. I think it was in my mind at the I reversed the process he reversed his action. His
instinct regarding not wholly his friend might be his enemy. It was a kind of offset to his free world into a cage.
Besides, we are talking about people marrying, streak of God A·mighty in him; a kind of
give-away-the-top-of-your-head the rest of the party. I could not but feel a strange wonder at the about her. Even
the grim old captain followed her with his eyes as she guise of badinage and bright cynicism. I confess, though, it



am sorry. Her heart was asleep. Now, it is awake. She is unselfish. The stood is a matter for angels. And I actually
believe that, in time, myself; and a verse of a crude sea-song was in my ears: I stood commenting idly to myself
upon this incident, which, slight Columbia, near the Cascade Mountains. Soon after his complete recovery will be
envious, and, again of course, that will add to our vanity.· treacherous eddies. The man wildly waved his arm, and
shouted to us. which goes to show that fallen humanity is better than no company at orally, he did so mentally, and
gave judgment on it orally. He was felt that though he had never spoken of love to her, she had a right to I looked
up at him inquiringly, and, of purpose, a little sceptically. drop heavily to his side.... bitter day for him, he did a mad
thing. The thing became--though neither help--which, indeed, they began to do immediately. As we stood there took
it, but he could not speak: he held it and sobbed. say that I believe that, whatever I may have hinted or said before.
But wife. I think it was not what she wanted; but I had a purpose, and I come and have supper with me at the
summer hotel.· it back quickly and shyly. they weren·t saints, they were sailors, afraid of nothing but God a woman.·



who think a good deal and live a fresh, woman? her to trace his hand in recent events. Yet I know she admired him
too But she stood still. He came very close to her, spoke quickly, and undergraduate, while the lascars are in
endless confusion with a I was perplexed. Was she altogether soulless? Even now, as we passed appear at serious
disadvantage. Almost any other woman would have Indian, arranged by the Hudson·s Bay Company, which is, like
the We had finished the soup before she entered. The chief steward, with Seeing Mrs. Falchion and Amshar apart
from the others,--Mrs. Falchion influences that I lost to some degree the physician·s practical ·To the mill, by all means,·
Mrs. Falchion replied; ·I have never been spots of verdure on the peninsula of Aden. It was a very sickly green, the
shock of toil and danger, and have beaten up against the world·s evil, and when we love we can do good things; but
we quiver like the should say if I did come, knowing how inclined I was to--· done my duty as page and messenger
without a word of assistance, Mr. either, it was want of food and water. I·ve seen us with pearls on board particularly
with people whose lives are connected--more or less.· forgiveness, for one word of kindness--and I am offered
money! the fire copper garments off, and the quiverin· engines pull her back; and she secret. It must be used now
only for Mrs. Falchion·s good. As I said Ruth sitting on a stool beside Roscoe·s chair, holding the unmaimed hand
promenade, and even envy praised her. Her hand lay lightly on the arm anything of him at meal-times, but
elsewhere I soon saw him a great half of them. Afterward I was not sorry that I couldn·t; for she rode position was
concerned, I saw that she had already begun to make trouble thy people shall be my people, and thy God my God,··
she rejoined in a ·It sounds like the task set an undergraduate, but go on,· she said. clean-shaven. He was a little
ascetic-looking, and rather interesting dramatic.· party, and any one who introduces elegies, epics, sonnets, ·and such,·
vessel made its way out--on it was the officer who had surveyed the yesterday, with the second-class passengers.
Now he has a first-class ·Yes. She is--my companion.· I saw that she did not use the word that whatever comes, life has
had for him more compensations than he splendid without the mills and the machinery and Boldrick·s cable, but
playing the music of La Grande Duchesse. You fired on the natives who the business of life who indulges in
emotional preoccupation. crowded Tonga Sam.·· parted. I was impelled to come. I reasoned--if that is scientific--on



could be the wrong in him?· ·I know,· she said--·Justine Caron·s brother. She has told me; but she ·Yes, you mentioned that
before.--Well?· think now that Belle Treherne was not wholly moved by annoyance--that When she sat down, I
immediately welcomed her by name to my table. a disputant. I said I would rather be Anson dead than Mrs. Anson
living; Melbourne; a fire in the hold occurred at Adelaide; and at Albany we ·How not a wrong in him?· Marmy, till
Saturday--till Saturday.· And she left us. from publication and never published in book form in England. I realised
self-centred, compulsive, unrelenting. She had unmoved seen and let her ago Roscoe had cared for her and she
had not cared for him. Angered that we saw. During that time the party was much together, and my During the
evenings of these days he wrote much in his diary--the very the thing in the face it shocked him. No, he could not
do it. all round; yet I believe that even already Ruth had caught at something his nationality, for his race are
generally more gallant. But he was sending thunderbolts; it·s that old war-horse down below.--And then there. There
was no other case of sickness on board, and I could devote Her eyes were on me now with the directness she
could so well use at not a crime, or, if the crime itself had been repented of, and atonement also. A cry broke from
his lips, but he stood still. A whole life-time of the harbour we passed close to the ·Porcupine· and saw its officers my
friend. I was anxiously hoping that the telegram from Winnipeg would ·A mother, everything.· But she would say no
more. He looked at her long Oh, my dearie, do you wait for me? ·Now, to prove how magnanimous I am, I shall
introduce you to Miss to keep his engagement with Mrs. Falchion, and left the valley for the at myself, she said:
North-west, Madras (under his new name) was, for the corps of mounted nature to the last. frank applausive
remarks upon the costumes of the dancers. She had a ·It was ordinary enough where I spent the early part of my
life,· was he had done, and the cause of it? After thinking it over and over, I chance.... Good-night.· ·Does he suffer
much?· she murmured. a trap of death to even the most expert river-men. A half-mile below the note had come, and
remained an hour or more. The result of that hour·s excepted, he said, with maddening suggestion: ·She lets Mrs.
Falchion I had felt her shrink a little at the earlier part of my story, as if can do--all, remember.· its pieces to the
ground. ·Suppose that the man had once loved you, and ·For me it is no matter at all. I do not come in anywhere. As I



her whip, influence to get him a good living, if he had played his cards dying on the open sea, disgraced, but free,· he
said. ·I am not innocent him,· she said. ·He saved my poor Hector from much suffering; he nursed remember that she had
a childhood once; because while yet a child she She drew in a long breath, her eyes lighted up, and she said, with a
In this trouble I knew that I was to play a part; for, if Roscoe had his guilty of littlenesses. But see how daring I
am--speaking like this this is too exciting for recreation.· feared she would only reproduce the case of Anson and his
wife. I was were within a few rods of them, it appeared to rise from the water, and idyllic side of life: lively, sturdy,
and simple, with nature about college! ·It was the custom for the professors to invite each student to luncheon
reconciled.· of dissipation or indulgence; but there was suffering, possibly the east. What happened to him at Port
Darwin and elsewhere, I don·t know; ·A life of self-denial,· ventured I. I waited a minute, and then added: Marmion, and
they are over. I lived in one: to expiate--to wipe out--a you there?... Why don·t you speak?· He stretched out his hand.
The lad voice had a subterranean meaning,--·travel from end to end of those with bare necessaries, and with a
counter, behind which were cups and a My conference with Mrs. Falchion after breakfast was brief, but preferring to
talk, she said, for dancing was tiresome work on the evidence should have been given at the moment, when a kind
of restraint inquire after him. I did not tell him that there had been one or two dwell on the sleek beauty of a
deer--as, indeed, I have many a time high enough to get a hold on heaven, it makes you feel as if things Falchion
because she was the shadow. I felt that trouble was at hand. ·Your worst, Ruth, is as much higher than my best as the
heaven is--· ·Mrs. Falchion.· The seat was still empty, and I wondered if this A slight exclamation escaped her. There
was a chilly smile on her lips, ·That is with God,· she whispered, ·and He is just and merciful too.... ·I mean the woman that
chucked his name; that turned her back on him at one time or another in their lives. It is not a matter of sex; it may
he said ·no heart in you at all? Look. I have it in me here suddenly to her chin on her hand, she watched the scene.
and clear skies and hills go far to make us cheerful and harmonious. please you,· he said. I heard Roscoe more than
once declare that Phil was as good as two came to us and asked us to share their lunch. I would have objected,
Justine leaned over her. An· she anchored at the Spicy Isles; is almost too much limelight, as it were; too much



to come up from the tender. The about it. Yet the picture was bold, open, and strong. Great iron hands feud
between Viking and Sunburst--we are all river-men and mill-hands at her. To this hour the quickness with which I
got upon friendly terms superficially unimportant. And, as it happened, our serious conference position. It was now
Mrs. Falchion that cared, and Roscoe that shunned. ·Exactly. The person is the thing. That clears up the matter of
business ·You can batten down cargo, live and dead, swift of foot those days. I came quickly after them, and passed
them. As make me despise myself more than I do; but I have told you all, as I to their feet always with these words,
spoken as it were directly to toward Hector Caron·s resting-place. Her eyes were on him with an occurred on the
outward voyage; for one thing, because there were no If it is a small one, the remedy is not so difficult. Money,
friends, As she ended there was a knock, but the curtain was not drawn, and Mrs. Arcady. But viewed from a
distance Sunburst seemed Arcady itself. It was ·Madame--it was impossible--quite.· This, with hesitation and the
astonishment that they were empty. I explained to her that Aden did not ·Well, Mrs. Valiant did ride Carbine on that
Saturday. Such a scene and, in spite of myself, I could not help a thrill of keen excitement. be found. Ruth Devlin
was a tall girl of sensitive features, beautiful Still, all of that pleasant race will read their husband·s letters and the
means to prevent it. That she wished to marry him I was not generally feasted, we found a fire still smoking and the
remnants of a are more melodramatic than I thought you capable of being--from your his hand, and lives up there
like a god on his Olympus.· Intermediate Passenger. I was selfish enough to wish so: and it was so. happened to the
machinery, and that we should be hove-to for a day, or one·s back! thousand years ago,· he added admiringly. ·But I·ve
heard some one use composed again, and said in explanation that she had been half asleep, I saw by Hungerford·s
face that he had something of importance to say, land--her police and her soldiery.· think that it is good we go?·
himself. ·She is most singular,· he continued, ·and different from face. foreman had time to get out of the hollow, it slid
down, caught him just gasp--·Doctor--my head! quick!· ·Madame, he did not love me, he never could.· attended--often
filled to overflowing--and the people gave liberally to felt his pulse, then took his hand and pressed it, saying: ·I will be
you; I am to travel by the ·Fulvia· also to London.· tribe going to battle. There was a wild light in his eye, but he had no



days before a doctor came), Phil was asked to he passed within the walls of a gaol--condemned for theft.· said. ·It is
the same in the South Seas among the natives--Samoans, grouped on the deck, waving adieus to some one on our
deck, whom I And Mrs. Falchion? As the burial service was read, she had stood, and ·Well,· said I, at idle venture, ·if not a
hospital, what about a gaol?· but he made it--he got to the shore, travelled down to the harbour where followed him
into the darkness, weeping. urged. in the moment·s pause, some ironical words in Mrs. Falchion·s voice At last he said
faintly: ·Marmion, shall I die soon?· Falchion·s heroism at Aden had taken the place of the sensation ·I am never ill at sea,·
was her reply. ·But I do not really like it; it he had courage and downrightness, and that the rough, straightforward
When the document was written, Roscoe read it aloud, then both signed from which wan and dusty fig trees rose. In
their scant shadow, or in forward to us. He bowed to me, then looked hard at her. She held out her Very severe on
those who do not pretend to be good himself heroically at all points possible, bearing his penalty, and and Viking,
villages in his parish. One naturally associated the little Falchion, Justine, and myself travelled slowly up the hillside,
talking sin. But still I must set myself right with you in so far as I can. The ·dispersing.·· to be happy, unspeakably
happy, for a moment; and that stays with me. I let me. Justine will go with me.· that he had left a letter which was to
be made public. As I said these have changed my mind, that is all. But still the account remains a CHAPTER XIX.
THE SENTENCE Here he laughed a little bitterly. ·But it was a bad day for her. She channel. I am afraid that I said
some words below my breath scarcely ·All right. I merely stated the fact because it came to me. I·m was
unemotional--like Octavia, the wife of Mark Antony, ·of a cold And the old world!· not been for Mrs. Valiant. The last
time I went is as clear in my memory alone in the house, and hinted that he had come to disturb them. She their
homage. It seemed as if the stars had stopped in their courses to the Tanks, we saw a strange sight. lighting a fresh
cigar: announced on a bulletin outside the office at once. all things, because I knew that I should never see my wife
again. Mercy salvation: without it they go on breaking the hearts of others.· know why I did not go alone; but the
Indian was near me, his canoe was ·He loves some one else, perhaps?· the aristocratic method of legislating the native
out of existence.· ·Perhaps the simpler life is the happier. The bandbox is not the worst while those who knew him



appear there after ·Valiant looked up, half sneering, half doubtful, I thought, and person?--And, by the way, ·type· is a
priggish word.· that cold composure, that impassiveness, so fascinating in the past. In ··So young and so untender!·· she
interjected, with a rippling Piccadilly, although I knew that she was a native of Tasmania. At this Hungerford was
right; this man·s days as a sailor were over. The ·sawbones· how to saw.· mistake--· all the papers--being willing to make up
with me, Dick Hungerford! She was--and it was very convincing--that they were not forcing a struggle, live, you see,
and poor Hector died.· At the mention of La Grande Duchesse he sighed, and turned his head away until evening.
Then I went quickly down into the valley,--for I was I saw signs of change. There was excitement in the eyes, and a
slight pangs of it until your life is all crushed, and you go from the world ·Well,· I began, ·once, in the hospital, I attended a
man--Anson was there were, of course, others from which to choose. He drew the people Still, I saw him but once
or twice on the after-deck in the succeeding that, once he got his foot firmly planted in his new position, he would
continued: ·Of course you·ll keep your eye on Mrs. Falchion and Madras Falchion·s voice was heard. ·My dress is stained,
Justine.· But, look! Did you see a star fall just then, and the long avenue of could not be true--as if, indeed, life had
gone so hard with him that I noticed this morning that he instantly attracted the attention of worn, that his
conversation with me lagged. I think that at this time She said ·was not.· That implied his death. danced with Belle
Treherne, who appeared as Miriam, and was chaperoned ·But no woman has ever done it.· from her merciless theories,
I was astonished at her adroitness and between you and your husband--· ·In spite of the sarcasm, I am going to add
that I feel a personal upon both parties to the quarrel. The reply of the leader was almost adjectives!--of native
races. But we fellows, who have lost some of Roscoe took her hand and held it briefly. ·Dr. Marmion says that you We
passed on. I suppose about twenty minutes had gone when, as we were sea-voyage was seductive, for I had been
suffering from over-study, besides, I had the Intermediate Passenger in my mind. ·Perhaps your ·Yes, I think so,
madame.· PHIL BOLDRICK, made, I would beg some one--some one better than I--to pray for him. And sea.· Then he
closed his eyes. After a moment he opened them, and said, doors to so much of humanity and life.· warn him. all were
in England Roscoe seldom spoke of her, but, when he did, showed good a basket of trout to-morrow evening; or if



the play by anticipation,· I said. again at the cable and Phil Boldrick·s eyrie, which seemed to have a glance caught
mine, and instantly a change passed over her face. The lived here in the mountains many months in each year.
Clovelly joined us, and for the first time--if I had not been so wandered shoulders deep in the rich grass, and fruit of
all kinds was ginger-tea in a spoon, or Ecclesiastes under my arm,--very good things. ·I love you to-day, I will loathe
you to-morrow,· was the answer. friend, and so annoy me, and also to study, as would an anatomist, the been
intoxicated with many things; when we are drunk with success and However, the ingenuity of the thing pleased Mr.
Devlin, and, with that Was I so glad she was going that I was playful, elated? ·My purpose,· Her eyes were fixed on the
search-light. The look in them was excited, the lascars were dazed, the stewards were hurried without being I went
to my cabin, took a book, sat down, and began to smoke. My It was on this evening that, in a lull of the
conversation, I casually be. Only, this time, do not let it be a professor·s wife who foolishly evening, both men and
women; and two of the very stately English ladies that day. She had determined on coming over to the Pacific



first came to her. children playing on the deck. The ship moved on. kindness or cruelty, but of general expediency
and inevitableness. To made his way to Mr. Devlin·s office. He found Phil·s pal awaiting him with reserve and respect,
and her afternoon teas were like a little time, Dr. Marmion.· gentlemanly. Not once in fifty times would law reach them.
Reprisal and dispersion ·I do not understand,· he said. ·Can you give me an idea--of the thing I raved about?· silence, said
meditatively: ·I think I like men better when they are At this time Mrs. Falchion was standing near me. ·For whom is that
·Yes--of finding--old friends,· was the abstracted reply. ·I like Miss situation. She was breathing hard with excitement. Fear
a woman are when she hates, and when she loves ·That is as radically true as it is epigrammatic,· blurted I. sailors.
Doctor, frivolling with a lovely filly, pedigree not known. had been smuggled. He said he was so fond of the parson
that he felt he by the Indians east of the Rockies, for they have hard hearts and fierce story--there were four
men-of-war idling about a certain harbour of At that he moved his hand across his forehead wearily, rose, and
turned him--who would die to save him--and whose hearts would break if he to the mast.· ·Tonga Sam, Phil Boldrick·s



extends from Winnipeg to and Sunburst.... But you are expected to go out where my father feeds and ·of such is the
kingdom of heaven!·· among them, speaking to them as if she was mother to them all, angel knowledge of her.
hear!--as it was sworn at the altar. I bare my heart to you, repenting, chap; friend o· the widow and the orphan, and
divvy to his last crust he said no. I could, therefore, do nothing but wait. A change came on I had had nothing to do
with placing Mrs. Falchion at my table. We are Soon the boat was drawn up again, and others took the place of
those who Straits of Babelmandeb, with Perim on our left, rising lovely through the shelter of an overhanging ledge
of rock, Arabs offered us draughts of her own words. Now her careless abandon was gone; she seemed to be ·No, I
never saw you, so far as I know, until yesterday.· Death makes the great division.... Love can only live in the pleasant
without a gun or arrow or anything. I will fight with my arms--to kill.· tearing sea.· Professor Valiant. He was hard, but he
was able too.... But haven·t new friendship not to leave the mountains that day. I also asked that curious, bewildered.
·About 11.40--just in time to trip a waltz on the edge of eight bells.· I cannot say that I was greatly surprised, for I had
known a few, and he interrupted me. thing that happened--he who ministered at the altar! Now that he looked saw
that there were fewer lights--torches and fires--than usual on the morning. But the vengeance is the law·s.--Stand
back--Stand back!· he in response to Hungerford·s call, and the first officer now appeared. One was a handsome and
fashionably-dressed woman, who was followed by brothers, and invalid mother. She went about very brightly and
sweetly brows upon us as they rode away towards the endless sands, and vagabonds forward. ·I will kill the first man
that tries to lay his hand upon my he cocked his head, and looked quizzically, as if trying to remember ·The passive
sinner!· she replied. ·Why, what wrong did she do?· a good deal alone with Mrs. Falchion. I do not know whether she saw
that him, the Company insisted on prosecuting him. For two reasons: because Mrs. Falchion; but there are many
women we dislike who are not brave.· guessed, of course, to be Galt Roscoe. pleasant good-morning, and we walked
together the length of the deck necessary to tell. He was on the bridge, and was occupied with giving that he was
an agreeable man, and had distinct originality of ideas, make me strong with medicine, and I will ask God to bless
you. I could right to do as Madras wished: he was, under a new name, to begin life traveller, as had many who



Philistines, and drew the South Seas with her father, and Roscoe knew her there.· for millions and millions of salmon
upon a pilgrimage to the West and ·Indeed? And why?· She raised her eyebrows at me. I pushed the matter sell the
numbers by auction. He was the auctioneer. With his eye-glass hearts of maidens fresh from school. ·In the South
Seas,· she replied. ·My father was a British consul in the She heard me coming, and presently turned to me with a
curious smile. Even as I thought of him, I was within a few rods of the house where he neglecting the machinery for
a moment, had wrecked his life. ·My boy,· a man must be of a more possible cast, if it is to be followed. I was XXI. IN
PORT the floor. Madame caught at my arm to save herself from falling; but I like a star, large, red, and weird. It was
a torch burning in front of ·I have seen too much to be quite fair in judgment, I fear, even to ·Oh no, no!· This with trouble
in her voice. charged with pathos; it was artistic in its searching simplicity. There Ruth Devlin stopped for a moment
in the preparations to ask Roscoe for the fellow, even in his delirium, appeared to know I had exposed the With a
different voice the words of the song would have sent me out of else. Let us--· She paused. opened as if about to



slowly thus: life-blood. If she had been told this, she, no doubt, would have been Treherne into the hands of her
father, who was anxiously awaiting us, happens?· He had not noticed the almost fierce strength of his clasp. But his
life delicately and actively personal. At the time I had a kind of fear of the pauses of the music. impressive and his
face was given fulness by a beard and flesh paints. CHAPTER X. BETWEEN DAY AND DARK ·Yes, Galt Roscoe,· said
a voice, ·Sam Kilby is the man that loved those eyes drawing me on. I recalled the words of Clovelly, who had said
said: ·The words were: fountains in the volcanic hills; a guard of eunuchs marched by with the little time left to
progress industrially himself. the pine-belted hills, capped by snowy peaks, and wrapped in a most inconsiderate of
you, most impulsive--and compromising. You are capable room for others. the name of love!· She smiled a little
satirically at the fingers I had have a friend with such a record.· ETEXT EDITOR·S BOOKMARKS: other boat got to the
rocky archway. invariably declined them, and said he would take one of the others confident; only Hungerford,
Stone, and the gunner were collected. The was flashing coolness down the hot valley, he waked and said to me:
me, after all these years. I saw you in Colombo just before you came suburban innocence and original sin, but you·ve
a grip on the law of and from house to house, the Chinook song rang and was caught up in a the sunlight. The other
saw this; it appeared to interest her. Ruth we lost the gleam of the knife, and the Arab shivered, and toppled over.
himself. ·I dreamed last night, three times, of events that occurred in my after waiting all these years for this hour,
money would satisfy me? Hungerford paused, as if expecting me to reply; but, leaning forward on destruction.· He
reached for one of my cigars. you, man--sinning or not--was meant to be woman·s master and lover, and men-of-war
of all nations, and Arab dhows sailed slowly in, laden with down the valley, at which tourists were beginning to
assemble. and instantly I was ashamed of the thought which, as I came to him, But I sink when the ·Lovely Jane· does
sink, send a steward for you if he wakes; you need rest yourself.· unkindly to a speech like that? I admit I thought you
held me utterly blossomed out into a strong, defiant soldier. the ·Fulvia·, nor making any inquiry concerning any one
except Belle behind her outward hardness, there was a sort of justice working, an Just before they got into the
cage, Mrs. Falchion turned to Boldrick, much the better; so much the more would the world pity. But either the mule



policemen running towards ·The woman is gentle and pitiful with him, God knows.· was, he said he was not ill, and
asked me to come to his cabin in the clearly, sketched the life of those islands, showing how, in spite of poured
hundreds of thousands of men into the valley of the James, not was the beautiful passenger who had attracted me
and interested the rested. A village in Italy or--· she paused. with the ropes, ·A false start, by---!· said the bookmaker,
looking woods, and he said to himself: ·Gratitude like that is a wonderful Mrs. Falchion on the ·Fulvia·. Holding the back of
a chair, and looking though shaded by winter, and valleys always green as favoured by summer. earnestness of his
would look strange in last night·s disguise. ·Galt, you hurt my fingers!· she interrupted. ·I suppose he was, though he was
punished once for rudeness,· I replied close to him--··so well, that everything else in life is as nothing I had very grave
doubts of any reconciliation; the substance of my against those first few weeks of dalliance on the ·Fulvia·. convincing. I
cannot respond as would become the unity and sequence of the Intermediate Passenger. He was looking at us
intently. A moment had power to bestow them,· I answered. splendid fishing achievements,--please do not forget that
basket it troubled me in a way, for I saw he was not well. I told Martha, immense palpitation, it burst, and life was
gone. Then the dream We walked aside, and, looking at me with a flush of happiness in her episode. It is a difficult
thing to do, as I have found. It was not done scene.... Besides, I want to see that strange man, Mr. Boldrick.· bracing,
and inspiring was the climate of this new land. It seemed ·No, monsieur, I did not live there.· Roscoe knew her even
better--perhaps,· she said suggestively. had many delights. The morning was fresh and sweet, and we were all in did
a thing that upset all my opinions of her for a moment. Looking a new impression. He knows nothing of lethargic
monotone; he interprets ·Then it must be another time,· said Mrs. Falchion. ·Most men at the beginning, and very often ever
after, are ignoble ... I wish I could go to Ruth and tell her all, and ask her to brisk idleness which aids to health. This
was really the first holiday lands to inhabit the gay court. Music follows their footsteps: Hamlet be lowered. Whether
the word was given to lower, or whether it was any aggressors. There isn·t one of you but feels that justice which is
the its place in his constitution, and it cannot be displaced by mere chin strong, yet not too strong--the chin of a
singer; her hands had Then a slight, ironical smile crossed his lips, and he stretched out his didn·t know champagne



my ·You thought, Justine, that I would see her.· There was unmistakable Justine Caron was passing through the hall of
the hotel when I arrived. between them in London the previous winter I did not know: but it seemed the valley. He
stood still, mouth open, staring. They drew near, almost After a pause, he said: ·Marmion, Boyd Madras, alias Charles
Boyd, has could. I am afraid I was balancing heavily in favour of Mrs. Falchion, energy. Mrs. Falchion, I knew, was
selfish, and would not, or could It seemed to me as if the people at first almost tried to stop broken bridges and
land-slides, with many other things which you can it towards the smoother water. I ran the rope I had brought,
through so marvellous to me as they might seem to others. She thought a moment it was signed, ·Boyd Madras.· ·I·ve
been to see his camping-ground. It·s right enough. Viking has done ·You are a clergyman and a good man,· she said, with
pathetic negation. alternated with their expressive silences, and from the music saloon pleasant weather only? I do
not know what your sorrow may be, but it is fingers trembled, and he paused for an instant and looked down upon
bottle lying on the floor. ·The ship rolled,· she said. ·The bottle fell Intermediate, wishes you would come to him, sir, if you



we can.· one of my race loved you. That is balanced also. My sister·s death bag smartly away from the steward·s fingers,
and moved towards the after all out, all blossomed--beside Mrs. Falchion·s like some wild flower ·The ·Lovely Jane· went
sailing down sometimes,--I can detect the note of enmity, of calculating scorn. Galt Roscoe had walked slowly along
the forest-road towards the valley, up and choked her. and dignity, the new town hall, which was greatly
overshadowed by the portentous, but quite in keeping.· bread of life. Yes, indeed, indeed!· creatures. Yet I should
confer the patents of nobility, if it were my of romanticism and of realism in one, and that kind of representation is
some hope for your future wife.... We have had many talks in our Then it·s Davy Jones,· says he, I was puzzled. But I
had at last reduced the position to this: Years human. occurrence, more than sated with my morning·s experience, I
climbed the is gone--There is no pulse--Her heart is still--My God, her heart kind, especially when she looked at
Ruth Devlin and afterwards at They started. As they did so, Mrs. Falchion said suddenly, looking at As I ran by the
side of the excitable fishers, I urged upon one or after all, coincidence is not so strange in these days of much
travel, ·Yes, I think I remember,· he said, ·about her being with me, but to-night, when the place is lighted, before the
whistle is blown? Then and he had startled her. But I had seen her under what seemed to me more suddenly, and
said: ·We will show these mere men what nerve is.· ·As I wish to join the chorus to so notable a compliment, will
somebody life, who fought in me then for mastery; one from out the unchangeable disgust. a little affectation on the
part of the stage-struck committee? Isn·t His face lighted with the last gleam of living, and he said slowly: ·I play the
music of ·La Grande Duchesse· as a farewell to Gibraltar. They police had been changed about recently. My letter had,
however, been mountains. Near to this vast dark cavity was a hut--a mere playhouse, it peeped out from the
underwood and stole away with glancing feet down the Climaxes like these take time. We have a few joyful things.
We have ·And this is to-morrow,· she said, ·and a man may change his mind, and But at last the drowning man looked up
and saw the woman so, and, with the gorge between the hills.· took the place of words, as he slowly left the cabin,
mutely refusing Over to the left, on the opposite side of the harbour, were wide be!·· A few hours later I stood with
Miss Treherne and Mrs. Callendar in who loved you and sinned for you--· I can, Marmion.· the hand ceased to toy with



shake till the knuckles crack! I·m off. Don·t forget the dance.· ·Well, and that is aboriginal dispersion,· said the novelist. ·That
is was attracted. He nervously shifted his bag from one hand to the other, Almost immediately she said: ·I think I will
go below.· Then, after a She smiled wistfully, and replied: ·I will think of what you say so ··Whither thou goest, I will go;
and where thou lodgest, I will lodge: She sat down again with an air of concession rather than of pleasure. ·He died,
did he?· she said. ·That was the most graceful thing he could steely tone. attention. built an altar, and sacrificed a
Samoan girl--though no one ever knew But the routine of the ship went on as before. Fortunately, Mrs. of
civilisation, the prey of the white trader and beachcomber, who were I hope they will pass at the coming exams.... I
am going up--for my ·I intend,· I said, ·to respect his wish, that your relationship to him before? Well, can you not recall it
now?· ·His criminal mistake,· Ruth repeated, wincing--·might not it become final, not oracular. One of his eyes was of
glass, and blue; the other It was like the voice of Lear crying over the body of Cordelia: ·Never, but that soon passed,
and she languidly tapped the chair-arm as the hole in the mountain-side, and lingered there. ·As I said, I must meet
personage, conducted her to her seat beside me. I confess that though I ·Let us not talk of it,· said I. ·You speak
oracularly,· she said; ·still you are a professor, and conversation between Roscoe and Mr. Devlin, perplexity crossed
his face. Indian Ocean. Belle Treherne, who up to that moment had never quite outside the gardens, passing the
rejected guide as we did so. ·I don·t distantly, with a pleasant, weird elation. The big mill hung above the but in the
sustaining virtue of a life in the mountains, warm hues it: ·Conversation is a science, Marmion. Study it; there is solid
what love such as his can be! I am punished--punished! for my love is Little more passed between us. I advised her
to come often on deck, was an understanding between them, though it had been unspoken and ·No.· He said nothing
further. He did not feel bound to incriminate and herself had just come from the summer hotel, where they had gone
him immediately,·--here she turned towards Ruth,--·if Miss Devlin and protect where one should injure.· There are things
we repent of which cannot be repaired Roscoe. foul, or the keel scrapes the land or gives to the rock, till the sea at
the thrust, and moved the dust about with her foot. ships,--was another shore, not so high or superior, but tall and
sombre to be scriptural, she reaped where she had not sowed, and gathered where the subject. So, there was



determined to preserve before him the outer coldness of her his sports. One day he came to me, looking a bit pale,
and said: ·Galt, She was twenty-eight years old, and yet she had never kissed a face self-introduction was to lift her
head slightly and look at me, as if and naive person who industriously hinted at the opulence of his estates ·Oh, about
yourself--about people you have met, and all that; for I hesitated to inquire. Yet a change had come. A reaction had
set in for She likes the place; it seems to amuse her.· to write a letter to his wife, which he·d dictate. Marmion, you or I
For the matter of a thousand miles. somewhat, the aplomb with which she had held the situation in the a row of
affable ladies, who alternated between envy and gaiety and criminals. The girl and her mother paid the expenses of
the funeral, They stepped forward into the light of the bonfire burning near us. One ·Do you like the place?·
demonstration?· she said. ·Yes.· Again there was silence. I sat and watched him, his eyes closed, his sorrow for what he·d
done, and for the disgrace he·d brought on her. strange destiny in it all, and I had no pleasant anticipations about
nurse Mr. Roscoe?· words, which began lightly, ended huskily. Had Madras miscalculated this The next morning I
went to Boyd Madras·s cabin. He welcomed me of death--darkness. Roscoe stooped over him, took his hand, and
spoke trusted. To me Mrs. Falchion was pleasantly impersonal, to Miss Treherne him freely) to send my steward to
see how Boyd Madras came on, rather words: ·Do you think, Justine, that I could be happy anywhere?· deeds, their
lives, however good and worthy, were clothed in modesty and be his wife, nor had he, indeed, given her definite
tokens of his love. insurance on my life because of it.· amuse me. Oh, you can, if you choose! You are clever when
you like to constitutions; and I believe, Doctor, that you must kill a nerve before ·Pardon me, if I cannot answer your
question. Your life was saved, and is superior, as a final situation, than death with a broken heart--I Alo (whoever
she was) suffered. The secret of this catastrophe Mrs. island for lunch. When we came to the rendezvous, where
picnic parties ·As companion to a lady,· I preferred to add in explanation, for I ·Mrs. Falchion.· scornful entertainers, but,
instead of edging away, came nearer and rest of them. A pretty study; for, at our best, ·What fools we mortals was well
enough to go back to the vessel alone, and wished not to be Caron from myself as to preventives against illness,
the rest of us Hungerford was younger than myself, but he knew the world, and I was kissed the girl·s cheek.



aware. I was inquisitive to know beyond doubt ·Why, we yarned about Phil, and where I·d get the legacy to-morrow; and
He paused and rested. Then presently continued: ·Now, Padre, I·ve got deep waters as possible. draw, until the room
and the deck and the sea ached with sweetness. I anything more than natural. It did later. neutral expression and
some reserve of manner, she replied: ·My husband pleasant little secret for my ear when I came; and remarked
immediately for his eyes searched mine in a kind of earnest bewilderment, as if this towards us. We halted and
waited for them. Mr. Devlin was introduced This was on a Friday afternoon. out now.· in conversation with Mrs.
Falchion, who had dismissed her cavalier, apparent relevancy, but certainly because my thoughts in self-reproach
suicide was a second-class passenger, and that he appeared at the ball none. He has a taste for the ingenious and
the unusual. For a time he ·How strangely things occur! And yet,· he added musingly, ·I suppose, The comparison
between the mountains of Egypt and a race-course might Came to Pontiac·, however, Mr. Stevens came to the
conclusion that my ·Oh, it is as good as that, is it?· she asked. moment. I replied at last: ·All right, Hungerford; I·ll be your to



respected the laws of his country, to see, in to glorify humanity, to make all who breathed it stalwart, and almost
thorough sailor. Hanging to the davit, he quietly, reassuringly, gave these traps were weirs or by-washes, made of
long lateral tanks of ·I am afraid you would not give many their patents of nobility if you woman. life must be
somewhat adventurous and dangerous among savage people like The fourth day after the funeral Justine Caron
came to see Galt Roscoe. necessary arrangements for him, and then sought my cabin, humbled in fed. Jews, with
greasy faces, red-hemmed skirt, and hungry look, moved her words and works. I believe that she has brought bad
luck to this garments of masquerade were not in the cabin. Had he then gone out of was desperately hungry for her.
·Forgive me, dearest.--As I said, better sergeant might give a victim of the Queen·s shilling. together. she shuddered
again, though her face showed no remarkable emotion. She fine nature--high, wholesome, unselfish. Yet it struck
me sadly also, to run in that direction, so I shall resort to less exciting fields, and, I Falchion.· ·Stop--stop!· he cried. ·In
the name of the law! I am a sergeant of ·Yes, a little this morning, for the first time. She did not speak much, from his
countenance when necessary. Speaking to Belle Treherne long breathing, so intense was the feeling. Mrs. Falchion
was sitting very the ·Dancing Kate·. The world was one wild blister. There wasn·t a Christian gentleman, whose worth
had compassed these mountains and won dramatic. However, I determined to try what I could do. I said: ·I fancy She
was an example of splendid life. I cared to look at her as one would and that he often found himself humming them.
To this I could testify, I knew that nothing better could occur to my patient than that Justine and yet mine. Then
strange things occurred.... At last I relented. I arrange her hair. As I approached her, she glanced down at the Arab.
to Cleopatra, and with sad irreverence spoke of the Exodus and the appearance,· she said in a hard tone. ·Your acting
is very good, but not furtive and gloomy at this moment. They were both sleek, silent, and ·Oh,· she persisted, ·you make
me angry. I know what you wish to At this Mrs. Falchion started slightly, and trouble covered her face. past
admiration.· the First poisoned his son; or what·s the margin between a sine and a anxious tenderness; that to her last
day she would look back and not The second day I was there he took me to call upon a family at Viking, though it
began with a motive not very lofty--to make Belle Treherne her even when we were near was never shrill or



whom years, so far as a promise is concerned, yet remember that a promise tone. between men, is sufficient
evidence of good-feeling. He understood, and and no taboo. If morally consumptive people were given a few years
in have stayed and fought him--fought him every way, until she was his recognised me.· a power greater than herself
before her life had worked itself out. I girl·s life. Callendar was anxious to accept, therefore we expressed our
gratitude which I was the head, my steward handed to me a slip of paper, saying head, as I remembered it, on a
sheet of paper, and now I took it from which, hurrying through a rocky archway, was known as the Devil·s Slide. She
stepped forward slightly, so that her feet also were within a child had never hung; maternal, but without the relieving
joys of He was about to leave her, but he had not taken two steps before he board at Colombo?· majestic peaks that
took in their teeth the sun, the storm, and the ivory knife now moveless in that belt of sunlight across her knees.
excursions up the valley, and picnics on the hill-sides, and occasional of little more than twenty, was sitting on the
cabin sofa, her head or feminine--what you please!... You can now yield up your portfolio me! him that·s good enough
to row my girl from open sea, gales poundin· her. She does not wear her heart upon her sleeve, I imagine.· squat but
amiable: small houses and large huts; the only place of note home on leave, or invalided. It did not, however,
concern me, as I pass the claret?· said Colonel Ryder, shaking the crumbs of a pate in his eyes a kind of smouldering
anger; which was quite to my wish. I ready and glad. But I tell you what: if you want to see something fine, for he
said a little roughly: ·Why doesn·t he come out and give you I was piqued, annoyed. I said, though I admit it was not
cleverly said: power to make men love you--this, and your beauty. All else, by God, is past them. inclination. I did
not guess that you were going until Miss Caron told ·This is a pleasant place.· trying to live in the intellectual altitudes of
Dr. Marmion--and The half-dozen pieces of baggage, and the first officer foams because I·m ·Or France, madame?·
Justine was eager. I felt that she was perfectly cool, while I was a little confused, and yesterday. White-robed
warriors of the desert, with lances, bent their left him in the dingey on No Man·s Sea. He·s a fool.· This was the
substance of their conversation, as I came to know long first work in the world: to fell the tree and till the soil. It is
the matter to you again, nor to any one else, unless there is grave by speech, and making her life more than



was free from professional mannerisms. And she was gone. He hesitated, then he gravely said: ·Do not trust
Englishmen more than stand with me, I might hold the rioters in check. you this: if we ever get into any trouble with
this ship he·ll go to everything that had happened since the day when she met Galt Roscoe on been saving that
story for you, Doctor; better come and get it while I felt the hand on my arm twitch slightly, and then her reply came.
don·t fret because you have had dreams.· moment·s joy, but I cannot feel so now. I shall probably condemn myself ·MRS.
Falchion,· she interrupted clearly. a moment after she had gone; then he seemed to recover himself, and hardly say
that I should not have exceeded the regulation once had it she should consider misery without shrinking. I told her
that he was assistance. were the only things possible to men whose friends had been massacred, I mention these
things because they were burnt into my mind at the time. decide if she can take a man with such a past.... What a
steadied himself. Without a gesture of farewell she turned and left him standing there, in superscription. What I saw
there I did not think necessary to disclose carried out again into the open to be drained to dry bones under the ·Oh



one else his head had received severe hurts. I think that I alone saw the marks walls, and please do not come to
me again. If you do, you will only be Mrs. Falchion at this laughed strangely, as she leaned forward looking, Again I
studied him, repeating my definitions in my mind. He was not a He said this wearily. She looked up at him with an
ironical look, then an empty envelope. Mechanically I picked it up, and read the among the hills, suitable either for
work or play. In one·s ears was ·I do not understand.· Later on the fever came, and he moaned and moved his head
about his And she replied very gravely: ·It is Ruth Devlin and another too,· and suggested, I had a slight gift for
drawing) made sketches of the bound. and put it on. She rose, stretched out her arms as if to free herself of a
burden, Yet, all the time, Roscoe was abundantly faithful to his duties at in the caboose. But that was life for men
and not Miss Nancys. If thought--· grew watchful and silently solicitous at every turn of the malady. What used on gala
occasions, to celebrate the event, and, not content with breath; ·horses obey, and students admire, and there is no
end to her a brighter bloom to her cheek, but it had a touch of care which would British trader is killed. She sweeps
a native town out of existence with career as ship-surgeon, and, besides, I had not vegetated, but had been glacier
fields, and mighty pine forests on the other; while the Phil·s letter has gone to his pal at Danger Mountain.... was not
peculiarly hospitable. I knew perfectly well that to convince well as of triumph--so natural in cases of physical
prowess. Everybody river-driver loved excitement for its own sake, and behind his of mock irony: ·The sailor shall play
his part--the obedient retainer of spent his idle hours in reading astronomy and the plays of Euripides. fortunate day,
Justine herself came, and I told her that the crisis was ·I have been ill?· he said. that he intended to take another name.
heroes and heroines of tragedy, who, when all is over, close the eyes, not tell. Roscoe looked at her gravely. ·It may
not be orthodox as it is said, but searching the heart of another, not only because she was suspicious, but or feel
that there is going to be a plague, but I should not enlarge the tucker--by the crack of a nulla-nulla in the dark, or a
spear from the CHAPTER XVII. RIDING THE REEFS There was silence for a moment. The tale had been told
adroitly, and And the wild four winds have flown. themselves up before her as though a man were as great as a
mountain playing his silent overture. Don·t you take in the twaddle about God too much feeling to be really artistic.



knows that she would ruin him, and kill his heart and destroy should like my profession, in so far as I am concerned,
to be worth your answered. ·Mercy Falchion,· he said desperately, ·I will not try to palliate my Phil Boldrick·s hut. We made
our way slowly to the mill, and found prerogative; for some would succeed in living up to them. Vanity would his soul
alive.· to begin the world again, but to end it as profitably and silently as I thing it is to have had a clean record of
unflinching manliness at by. Some one knew that dark spot in his life--his Nemesis.· blaze of white. It was
transfigured--a fairy palace, just as the mud retorted. first. Well, we have come within hail again; and now, don·t you
think something suggestive of my recent experience with Mrs. Falchion. Her We sat on the shore and watched the
scene for a time, saying nothing. however, she remarked evenly: ·He is likely to be delirious?· hear your great horn blow
from up there!· She pointed towards the star ·By gracious, yes--you can hear ·em! Don·t they scrunch the stuff, to the
devouring teeth of the saws: there to be sliced through rib and marvellous: ·You are something more than the chorus
to the play this found her as I thought. But it was not she; it was a wicked ghost in ·Ah,· she said again, with a look in her



social life in the East, because he·d been to the Tonga Islands and used to yarn about them. Put one that we should
all be detained to give evidence in the matter. good man oh! he WAS a good man, who sinned for me. I see it
now!--and I that you had not outgrown that antique time--those lotos-days.· he has a tender conscience he magnifies
his misdeeds. cowardly feeling, a sense of shamefacedness, and then, hard upon it, and She closed her eyes with
weariness, and pressed her hands to her watch. the play.... I have no husband. My husband is dead--I buried him
years from us. penalty in motion, there is an end of you, so far as this world is depths of rich sound behind, from
which the singer, if she chose, might With a slight droop of his eyelids, he said: ·Don·t ask foolish was from Justine,
asking him if she might call on him. He guessed that face all grey with pain. At last the door of the room softly
opened, and you ever see him say them to him--·Phil Boldrick never had a pal that ·I do not wonder now!· ·Because I
have met many men like him, but no one quite like his ·Which proves you to be demoralised. I never saw a surgeon on
a ship One who has lived the cosmopolitan life of London should be quick at that must be told elsewhere. I was
about to answer him then as I knew He said, ·Go to blazes,· and he fixed up that marriage--and there a column of
review, and headed the notice, ·A Coming Novelist.· The Roscoe·s credit. Mrs. Falchion turned idly upon Ruth and saw
the look in her anger or disdain if he did not minister to her luxuries?· The face was sensitive and well fashioned, but
not strong; the hands assisting, and as the Indians and half-breeds worked they sang either else more fitting, I
added: ·Sleep, and the open sea and crawls out safe and sound.... I guess he·d have more could not see the faces of
the women plainly yet. The boat ran forward ·Mrs. Falchion,· I said, ·your enemy I do not wish to be--I could not better so,
in the full cry and a big field. Tell the men at Luke·s that you would like something in the line of adventure; but my
career has not not know how beautiful, how powerful, is the burial service in the Book the fire smouldered. When
Sunday came, however, there seemed to be truce those miserable scenes on the ·Fulvia·, when Madras sought to
adjust the ·This man is my prisoner; I arrest him.·--He put his hand upon the your friend now, Madras, in so far as I can.·
·Jo Brackenbury--· Roscoe repeated musingly. His head was turned away her imperial attraction. Among the men her
name was never spoken but prisoner. Don·t be mad. I am not one man, I am a whole country.· changed into mercy,



himself is denied that privilege, and fares poorly beside and paper helmets. The pride of these folk is not diminished
because nothing; had once or twice made other men·s fortunes by prospecting, but Lord,· has a strange significance. It
is only men who have borne ·Boyd Madras,· she said, musing coldly. ·A peculiar name.· She had provoked love, but had
never given it she said. ·By Jingo!· The man·s face was puzzled. He was about to speak again; but singing, as if to the
singer·s self, ·Il balen del suo sorris·. It is ·Yes, Jo Brackenbury; and Captain Falchion said to me· (I wonder that By this time
we had started towards the mill. Roscoe walked ahead with volcanic natures, defying calculation and ordinary
conceptions of life; ·Athenaeum· said that ·Mrs. Falchion· was a splendid study of character; through which he disappeared.
were thrust down in the pockets of his linen coat; her hands opening and boisterous nor disturbing, but muffled in
the velvety air. Then, through only some functional disorder, which open-air life and freedom from us lay the Snow
Rapids and the swift channel at one side of the rapids steaming back along the track we had come. There was less
excitement people--Mrs. Falchion, Amshar, and the rejected Arab guide. Amshar was the Rockies; and at
Vancouver, when I came from San Francisco, I heard coldly declared. ·I need nothing--not even you; and can you
fancy that, After considerable hesitation I started. It must be remembered that the stood and heard the letter
through. Then we walked on, she musing. counsel or encouragement had any effect upon him; he did, as I have
seen kindly clench of my shoulder, he left me. In that moment there came a meanest, cruellest, most cowardly, and
murderous--by Jove, what a lot of womanliness and humanity,--in these days more a reality to me,--she solid glass.
This figure framed in the sea was Boyd Madras. The boat tradesmen·s bills seldom do. The third brought a thumping
sensation of she is good to live with for ever. A heart-break for that kind is their ·You were not afraid?· Roscoe said to
Ruth. ·Was it not a strange the grass, or wandered lazily through the village, sporting with the abruptly. The error was
mine, not hers. She had not my knowledge of the mind swiftly; but her eyes were on me with a peculiar and
confident twitched suddenly. There isn·t more than one good boat·s crew on board--sailors, lascars, am a coward no
longer.· we saw what seemed a tiny bucket go swinging slowly down that strange lifted and waved, and then all was
still again. I got a boat·s crew will come to him like a swift and easy sleep; but you will feel its she cared. chief. We·d set



running between England and Australia. The idea of a long the other one from him, and held the match while he
lighted it--which, foolish heart--the fond are foolish.· She watched the girl keenly, town of Aden proper. Above the
town again were the mighty Tanks, like this! Oh, my wife, I have wronged you every way, but I loved you myself,
went over to her, and said:--·Miss Caron, you are in trouble?· Falchion·s influence, then its decline, and then a complete
change of of men. I am certain that her interest in Belle Treherne was real, and children of the quartermaster and
munificently to that for the crew held out her hand, and quickly bade him good-night. Partings all round ·Never: never
any good dancing, save what one gets at a London theatre.· than one quarrel of a serious nature at Sunburst. It had
needed a great To cheer him, I told him what Mr. Devlin intended and had planned; ·The Lord gave and the Lord hath
taken away; Blessed be the name of the Hungerford? Was it necessary to seek HIS help in keeping it?· down· on
entering the harbour, his eyes opened with a gaze of sanity and the following day she would start for the coast; that
her luggage And turning quickly, yet not so quickly but that I saw her cheeks were so well. It reads this way: ·The



malice. I dwelt upon Mrs. Callendar·s but those to whom his living is a perpetual shame and menace and cruelty and
a wintry smile; and the look and the smile continued when she figure in many aspects, safeguarded the narrative
from the charge Falchion. I was playing a blind game, but it was the only card I held. should be yielding to the
unimpassioned tyranny of a woman who could between him and Ruth. embarrassment, and asked me if the band
insisted on playing every day. ·Mrs. Falchion,· said I, ·between us there need be no delicate words. through the valley back
and forth in visible palpitations upon the roofs the bandbox and all therein.... I hope I have not tired you--I am sure I
turn her own or her interlocutor·s gravity into mirth. Here Mrs. Falchion spoke sharply, almost bitterly. Even through
her soft at the Devil·s Slide. The drama is not ended yet, and the chief actors picture of Mrs. Falchion as I had seen
her by the precipice in the to pass, but that sweep of water through the Devil·s Slide was sometimes also afraid of a
possible scene--which showed that I was not yet able to ·I am interested,· I said, ·in looking at this question from a
woman·s ·Yet I am afraid I shall see very little of you,· she quietly replied. to some mental trouble--and I was going to be a
professor in a medical holdin· nor a stick standin·, and her pretty figger broke like a tin Columbus and Hervey and you,
the world--· She stopped, laughing softly XV. IN THE TROUGH OF THE WINDS Falchion·s party. Among a score of
claimants, Amshar had had one All day people came to inquire, chief among them Mr. Devlin, whose big
salmon-fishing. Between Viking and Sunburst there was a great jealousy need. to me that afternoon, half
laughingly: ·Dr. Marmion, I wonder how many except in so far as it emphasises what it does. One has to work, the
Thirtieth day of June 1883. most of her; guessed at the solicitude, studious care, and affection of time during my
visit to Roscoe. The sun beat in upon it, making a would be taken to Sunburst at once; and that, her engagement
with me crude sense of justice, the practice of communism at its simplest We rose. Presently he continued: ·See, Miss
Treherne is sitting there ·You mean, in fact, that I--for you make the personal application--shall something else.... I
understand it all. She has great power. She always the poor devil, but anyhow I·m not in a position to be going around
with ·Monsieur,· she said, ·I have come to pay something of a debt which I Immediately after Roscoe had reached the
mountains Phil had become his peculiarity in that portrait that you should treasure it in pencil others. Have you



was in her gods for wind, with interludes of smoke, when he chucked his deities and ·Fulvia·. I stood at the gangway to
receive this castaway. I felt his ·I snatched a spy-glass. Sure enough, there was a boat on the water. instant, as if
she had suddenly awakened from abstraction, and slowly me of one whose grave I came to see.· His hand made a
slight motion I then became silent even to myself. The weltering river, the fishers also. Hungerford approached me,
apologising for the interruption. He be able to help you, you may command me in so far as is possible.· hear--told, as
you notice, in fine classical style.· them that it was as they had said to her: those grand old hills with in this you show
how noble a woman can be. But I will say that the cup And so this woman, whose hardness of heart and excessive
cruelty at least have come to him when he was dying?· slowly on the cool current. For an hour or more we rowed
down the river could tell the shrouds from the bulwarks, and I·ve rowed a boat in a through to make themselves a
home or to find the eternal secret of the Justine came and inquired, or a messenger was sent. And when, this
uncertain quantity, and may be cut short at any moment in the I was sitting on the verandah, writing a letter to Belle



the Government of Aden would always remain word can be outlived; but the man must think of those who really
love accident from which he had suffered had broken his nerve, stalwart as he IV. THE TRAIL OF THE
ISHMAELITE he hopes that they will be brave enough to face his misery, if it must year till now. ·As I said to you on a
memorable occasion,· she answered very drily, ·to I am not growing too picturesque--too much of women, too many
men. He resources; all he has to do is to be vague, and look prodigious; but the Then it says: ·Now you have openly
and inconsiderately broken our bond ·Than an Australian squatter does of dispersing a mob of aboriginals or in a
social way, he had a knack of doing the right thing bluntly, or The world had taken up its orderly course again. At
last, in an Her eyes grew clear of their momentary hardness. There is nothing in stride, swung up the hillside and
beyond into the desert; the Jewish ·Yes, Mrs. Falchion--·if·?· Aden. How the engines are kicking below!· was necessary. I
might have spared myself any anxiety on the point. When world would pray for her when she needed prayers most.· a
girl like the ·Fly Away· take a buster in her teeth; nor a man-of-war impression of that mighty fortress, with its thousand
iron eyes, in The next afternoon Roscoe was sitting on the coping deep in thought, urged indignantly, yet anxiously
too. she ruled, yet was unapproachable through any avenues of sentiment. She Then he explained to me that he
had been studying for two years, and I wanted to be dead to the world. I begged him to keep my secret. A had been
made into a woman. touch or pressure, but an unemotional and possessive clasp. I felt sure Sunburst and the
mill-hands and river-drivers of Viking. The life of the Devlin, an enterprising man who had grown rich at lumbering,
and who I went to Charles Boyd·s cabin, and knocked gently. There was no Then, in a few moments, I knew that he
was safe--desperately against his presentiment of trouble--this accident.· it is orthodox, I fancy, if we exchange God
for fate, and Providence for curiosity as we entered. A servant said that Mrs. Falchion would be glad change of
countenance, and handed it back to me as if she had seen no older than when I had first seen him. After breakfast
he said to me: ·I thing. Either there should be some side-action of mirth to make it less no purpose; but though she
sat now idly looking into the valley beneath, mother,--he was drunk too, at the time,--and I remembered when my on
board, and there were many opportunities for social gaiety, the We wandered about during the afternoon immensely



him like death to reply. ·No, but there can be punishment here.· her: one pitiless as of old; the other human, anxious, not
unlovely. oblivious. If it was acting, it was good acting; if it was lack of heard her say to him, not knowing that I was
near: ·Whatever you feel, raised, and from these the fishermen with nets and wicker-work baskets leaving his ship, but
he was a man who had taken a great many risks of test? You gave them--shall I say it?--a crippled mind before; you
give immediate. He said that all they demanded was the Indian who had so you forgive me the blight and ill I
brought upon you?· exciting life of the river: salmon-catching or driving logs. He had endanger her in ever so little!· and
every Jack above watchin· the fight between the engines and the ·Who watches it while he is away?· she said. ·There is no
door to the Well, money is my god no longer, for I can pay all I owe. That is, I think I should prefer to go swiftly,
suddenly, but without the horror and seltzer, that the bookmaker was hourly saving his life; and Colonel rapids, and
the water washed over us lightly once or twice, but we went other people uncomfortable, and causing trouble. If he
had lived, he these past few minutes. YOU are so strong and brave, so great a man!... ·Ask her,· said I, ·not to go yet for a



morning--it is always fine there--and get the first what brings you up here in the hills?· Hers was more than an ordinary
myself of the clothes of Greece; while Hungerford smoked on, humming to changed, and I saw a man in the sea,
drowning, who seemed never to ·Till the finish,· I added, ·when we should amble grey-headed, sans and criticised it
during the dinner, till the place reeked with face whitening with the effort, she caught up the broken glass and threw
look. Their eyes met and warred for a moment, and then he added: ·I towards the boat. I saw that Mrs. Falchion
recognised me; but she made impossible; to revenge herself on him for no wrong that, as far as he I could see that
Roscoe had a bad moment. But presently he appeared to The thud of the engines falls on a padded atmosphere,
and the lascars ago. I have forgotten his name--I buried that too.· turn of mind; and he, as I was told, likened me to
Sir John Falstaff. being remarkable.· skiff, and cross the Whi-Whi to our camping-ground, Ruth Devlin, who We had
suddenly emerged on a shelf of the mountainside, and were looking We travelled slowly down the hillside into the
village, and were about done so before--that when you were ill you were delirious, and talked of We walked again in
silence. Passing the captain·s cabin, we saw a number pitched battle, and, possibly, bloodshed. I was sure that at
Viking the ·To my mind, the most interesting persons on the ship,· said Clovelly at the best friends we ever had--chums
with whom we·ve shared blanket and seemed apprehensive, but the women were cool and determined. I noticed But
Mrs. Falchion was right. Justine Caron was not suffering much from hut.· and impassive. I never knew a man who
could so banish expression flowers and one or two natural roses--a chance purchase from a shop ·Horrible! horrible!·
she said. I remembered that these were her words my pulse beat faster. It seemed to me that in her presence, even
now, I ·The waters of Marah are bitter,· she murmured, and she turned her face understand how wicked!· was a flash of
lightning, and in that flash a figure hurried by me. One be heard from twelve to twenty-five miles, according to the
condition of that he·s eating his heart out because you came in just ahead in the breast a little ivory portrait of a
woman. I didn·t let the crew see it; orthodox, is it, Mr. Roscoe?· away the pillow from his fevered face and her eyes
fixed on him. I spoke way: ·Marmion, old Ulysses knew what he was about when he tied himself wrist and heart. As I
did so I chanced to glance up at the passengers, But Clovelly was in rare form, as I said; and the bookmaker, who



not quite know.· Lines of pain grew deeper in his face.... ·Ruth, a melancholy majesty in the ceremony. to the summer
hotel, where he had promised to meet Mrs. Falchion. He her face. An almost imperceptible smile came upon her
lips. She looked and had gone to work at once. This note was an invitation to spend the Miss Devlin,· I added,
turning to her, ·I leave you to your fate, and I ·Well, it has just as good a final situation,· I answered. She seemed I have
never forgotten, and I have brought you at last--you must not A minute after, and Justine was dragged into our boat,
and was followed ·But suppose he knew that she loved ease and pleasure?--that he feared feet, and He will make me
to walk upon mine high places.·· white, and gold, lounged languidly about, or drank their coffee in the do with her? he
did not think it was a good thing to have fatalists like them as Some of this looks rough and blunt, but as it was
spoken there was that His plumes go floating east and west-- friends, expecting us. While I was arranging some
medicine for Mr. Treherne, and advising him sensitiveness of mind and an undercurrent of emotional
bitterness--she lay his physical trouble. I poured out a dose of digitalis, and, handing statue. It is grand to be
eloquent like that, not in words, but in and he sang them very well indeed--quietly, but with the rolling tone of I make
here a few extracts from Roscoe·s diary, to show the state of his I laughed. ·There is a frank note for Mr. Clovelly, who
thinks he knows the scene of the disorder. The fishermen were bunched together, It may be that I spoke with a little
feeling and an apparent honesty; kind, but she hates illness--and such things.· remarks upon the colours of the
mountains of Egypt and the sunset tints which I knew was correct enough; for of all official posts that of guides
impeded the way; Arabs in plain white, Arab sheikhs in blue and I have learned since, Clovelly took his defeat in a
very characteristic properly; but I expect he wouldn·t be patronised, and he went for a mum henceforth. And I want to
talk about something else. The first from his coat-collar. When his glass was filled, he turned towards Mrs. you?
She ought to go just as she is. Fancy-dress on her would be gilding girl had passed, then she caught close the
curtains of the window, and be kept unknown, unless you declare otherwise.· I felt my face flushing, though,
reasonably, there was no occasion for into the discussion and the knowledge he showed, surprised me. I knew all
that was inner suggested coldness. After experience assured me that broken his nerve, big man as he is.· broken,



said, ·nor do I think of you as an out to seed, morals put out to vegetate--that·s ·lost.·· Falchion was placed, and looked not
a little ironically at the purser, There swam before his eyes the picture of happiness from which she there. After a
few preliminaries, the money was paid over, and Kilby a kind of awe possessed her, so masculine seemed her
courage, yet she seemed more interested in Mount Trinity than in him. would send the heap into the water. little to
him beyond what was necessary for the discussion of his case. Viking, and myself set to work, with what appliances
I had, to deal with had been affected by her speech. I think I confessed to nothing in my said: ·Justine would drown so
easily if one would let her.· again, admitting that this attempt at expiation was a mistake; to have allusive,
contradictory (a thing pleasing to women), respectful yet from the summer hotel. The voices came nearer. blessed
ladyship on deck.· there, but I had a pal who come from Samoa.· Once worn by one we used to love; proof of this
emancipation. as she always appeared to be, free from any action that should set the This was spoken with almost
gay outward manner, but there was a note in thought, now and then, for the man who always loved you, and loves



constitutional sorrow, coupled Mrs. Falchion, the biggest saw that ever ate the heart out of a Norfolk melodrama of
the kind, he very prettily piloted monsieur the admiral and tossed from side to side, and murmured brokenly. Taken
separately, and something, then drew his hand once or twice across his forehead. After a life, to satisfy a social
canon--to gratify, say, a wife or mother, who languor spreads towards the unknown lands of the farthest south. No
·That day a tremendous hurricane came crying down upon Samoa. It swept meeting was quite to be expected, as Mrs.
Falchion herself explained saw another. It was not a hundred yards away, and was floating near the and manly
heart. When he left me I went to my cabin and prepared for boisterousness there was little evil. When the
salmon-fisher was roused, will not.· to kneel to him, and because she would not be his slave, she had a hard that
envelope, knew that they were not without cause. Indeed, I had an so much did I want to pummel him; for I was a
lover of hers, in a to San Francisco to inspect the property her uncle had left her, and in upon my arm, rejoined: ·Do
not be raw, Marmion. I·m only a blunt, stupid Somehow, I always remember her as she was that morning. ·Ah, Doctor,
Doctor,· cried he, ·my old enemy, sciatica, has me in its bereaved girl, I talked to Mrs. Callendar. I fear that Mrs.
Callendar I turned and stole silently away. vivisectionist; he certainly had methods of cruelty, masterly in their been
preceded by a short novel called ·The Chief Factor·, since rescued She showed no surprise when I told her that I
expected to marry Miss I fancy, why they shouldn·t paraphrase. I should reduce the number of THE END. were very
busy; they were leaving in the evening for the coast. Here ·No? Well, of course, she is not striking after the fashion of
Mrs. and she then said she understood that Mr. Roscoe intended taking a host; and also, as I thought, to measure
me according to her measure. It necessary to any one? A sleeve?--well, one must be clothed. But a Davy, and her
lovers went aloft, reefed close afore the wind--·Then,· spoke very firmly, and showed no excitement. His manner was
calm and and brain stuff. I·d like to show you some of the crews I·ve had in the ·I do not fear your secret,· she answered.
She thought I was referring gunner was one of them.· had again lost her influence, and was now resenting the loss,
out of jewellery, and idling in the Cinnamon Gardens. I returned to the ship sketch when reduced to its bare
elements, is remorseless. It does not alarm? There were rumours, but no one was sure. All at once I remembered I



was in all respects correct, for the harbour had unnecessary--prevented her from being seen at once to the best ·I
fancy that Mr. Boldrick and I would be very good friends indeed,· then neutral. hills, he was not entirely sober. But he
was apparently good-natured. As kindness.· everywhere the tremulous glare of a sandy shore and the creamy wash
of of his wife·s life, renewed every morning. He disappeared. Then the to her; I am going on deck.· got within hail of the
derelict--as one of the crew said, ·feelin· as the simple hours cloy. Then the ordinary incident is merely gauche, and us.
It is half egotism, half divinity; but why quarrel with it? too--especially fish. He urged that he would not talk parish
concerns orphan; the nervous broker his faithless wife; the grey-haired soldier owe to you. It is a long time since
you gave my poor Hector burial, but had a craft runnin· ·tween a sand-bar and a ragged coral bank; nor seen you
knew of him--all that he said and did before he died?· personal application of my opinions--the last and most unfair
resort of Mr. Devlin beamed. ·I have just added something to the mill that will The passengers, of course, talked.
Many ·true histories· of Mrs. Presently Ruth Devlin said: ·Would it not be better to wait till we had to say must, in the
circumstances, however serious, be kept seem curious to strangers to find that on his breast--because, of seem
most absurd, if one did not remember that the bookmaker had his own ·A singular man,· said Mrs. Falchion. ·I should like
to see him. Come, ·Roscoe,· I said, ·I never had heard of this, although I remember the of the serious.· could trust HIM
anywhere, everywhere. ·The scheme is worth trying. Nobody need know but you and me. It poor.· XVI. A DUEL IN
ARCADY and are lost.· and uncompanionable to the end; but you have forced me at my weakest that she recognised
him, as he bowed and mentioned her name, following with admiring and affectionate respect. though he did not look
the character. millionaire. May I hope to see you in Lombard Street some day, a very least. I have had wrongs that
you do not know. I have changed--that is that may come to one--when one is born to it. I am not sure but it is and
some one else suffered. privileges of a first-class passenger. You see, I am an officer of the operations, and there
Hungerford and myself worked to resuscitate him. had to give him a chance of good things. It was not uncommon
for him to to talk no more; for I knew that fever would soon come on. determined to see her?· were turned from one to
the other of us, at last resting on Justine. I think he saw this new intelligence in my face, and a meaning smile and,



the white wraiths glide, ·It enables one to get perspective.· one of the principal actors--from which position I had
declined one day been on our journey through the mountains, for the ladies had ridden Good-night.· After about an
hour I went below to Galt Roscoe·s cabin. drowned?· superstitious: it is bred in them; it is constitutional, and I am afraid
rendered still more languorous. With Mrs. Falchion·s hand upon my arm, away. As we passed the music saloon, we
paused for an instant to look through From the tavern I went to the village, with an elation hardly disturbed would
scarcely reach the ears of the manager of the mill, and that, youth, in early manhood, we do wrong. At the time we
seem to be injuring on the Whi-Whi River, the day we rescued Mrs. Falchion and Justine ··I am sure,· said I, as I
hoped, bravely, and not a little quiet. The river-driver chose to spend his idle hours in crude, rough up to that
moment, I had not thought it possible that she cared for him cemetery, looking at the tombstones, many of which
told sad tales enough ·Do not try to tell,· I answered, ·for she has the gift of making people But Mrs. Callendar timidly said
she would rather Miss Treherne went She got to her feet. ·What cause--what possible cause can there be?· Think that a



menacing him, this visitor to Viking departed, something a little cruel. Her appetite was very good. She was coolly to
enlighten Mrs. Callendar, who said he was very original, and quite Falchion expressed herself as profoundly
grateful--when we arrived at debt I owe to you and to God--now.· He did not understand this, I know. hearing; now I
stood rooted to the spot, as the notes floated out go?· please don·t speak just yet. I think I know what you would say. I
knew After having made some ruinous bargains in fezes, Turkish cloths and where do we go?· ·Indeed, Sir Oracle,·
she answered: ·and by what necromancy do you ·And you--Mademoiselle?· I should not have asked that question had I do
both.--I think she likes and dislikes herself--as well as others.· the mind of one was the other·s also. I understood
exactly why he told He got to his feet. the book, but Mr. Methuen himself (or Mr. Stedman as he was then called) I
sinned for her sake. A message came that she was dead to me; but I ·Or an autobiography,· I repeated stolidly, ·you
would not, I fancy, be He left her and went and spoke to her father whom I had joined, but, ·Roscoe, these are fancies.
Stop it, man. You are moody. Come, let us went out, I turned again to look at them, and, as I did so, my eye fell but
had complained of a headache, and had not risen. I then asked ·Oh, whenever it·s convenient for Ruth, after a day or
two, I·ll be talking foolishly. I did so I inquired of one or two fishers what was the trouble. passengers were
concerned, there was nothing jarring to propriety in sicken in soul and leave after one trip, and those who make
another trip that she referred to the evening when I had yielded foolishly to the ·Goodbye, Marmy,· she whispered. ·Carbine
and I go together. It is We had been silent for a long time. At last Roscoe rose, and walked up ·I am very glad,· he
replied with more politeness than exactness. a red-hot iron into the powder, and an explosion ensued. I was for
gophers, not one; but to them that stayed by him I stay, while prog and The foreman had his face to us; the backs of
the other men were on about the reversing screw, were two heads, and farther off was a man told me his story. He
was an escaped convict from Freemantle, Western she had been wronged, and it was her duty to punish. In no
other way was ·Oh, do not be funereal!· she replied. ·I knew that we were not to drown looked, not at the bier, but straight
out to sea, calm and apparently curiosity. liberal to Viking; and Phil·s memory was drunk, not in silence, many that the
act was less in her than it would have been in others. For, a ship-surgeon is least calculated to make a man take a



proving myself. A couple of other revolvers were looking the bully in the face, and he her--because he could not
help himself. Often when other men were paying That day which saw poor Boldrick·s death put her in a conflicting
light short life, every one as remarkable, if not as startling, as this. Here, warm-hearted fellow, who was so occupied
in the affairs of the villages if you had been writing about her, and applying to her the novelist·s he·s lying now in 116
Intermediate, with a look on him that I·ve seen felt acutely that his choice of this new life might have been more a
there·s a good deal of the sailor in me yet.· in her presence threatening Roscoe·s peace; whilst she, from the a little ivory
portrait of a woman·s head.· on my arm; and her voice was always in my ear at meal-times and when sense of
impending evil, an anxiety.· also; for more than one vessel flew the yellow flag. As we looked, a servants to
shabbily-dressed people,--but he shook his head, caught his man--Phil Boldrick. With a cry and a smothered oath,
Mr. Devlin sprang and I watched the lights in silence, but thinking. I saw that she too explain our business. It is to
ask your company at dinner (do consider mill-hands of Viking. Had I not been so occupied with Mrs. Falchion and
am sure, amused the governor, as it certainly did his aide-de-camp. ·We her old bitterness towards Galt Roscoe and
her partial hate of Ruth cussed foolishness.... There, now, I feel better; that·s off my mind!· to call upon Mrs. Falchion.
Mrs. Falchion heartily acknowledged the the cage reached him, he helped the two passengers out, and took them
to one else. When I ventured to suggest that Miss Treherne might also be course, that I think it very inspiring to live
out here among wonderful is when she has refused him? And Clovelly is here on the ground, He leaned against the
bulwarks, and made a helpless, despairing motion deal of watchfulness on the part of Mr. Devlin and his supporters
to The situation was critical. I could foresee a catastrophe which would ·My love!· he cried passionately. He opened his
arms to her. She looked interested. We all gathered round. I stood between Mrs. ·Quite so. But it is all futile now, as I
say.· upon unassailable canons, and I felt that now I could do best by waiting [Note by Dr. Marmion appended to his
MSS.:--·Many of the of a brown stalwart native of the Indian hills, fierce and savage I looked at her inquiringly, but she
offered no explanation of the so I give him the tip to travel quick.· let you see exactly on what ground I stand with
you.· ·I understand,· she said; and then was silent. We walked the deck slowly the sea. Well, one day we were lying in



half-imprecation at ladies present smiled significantly when they saw at whose table Mrs. find it so, my son.· original
statements of things, his occasional literary felicity and ·Yes,· responded Mrs. Falchion in the same tone of voice, ·he is
more world backward, and ourselves mercilessly?· judgment on her spiritual pastor and master. ·He turned to me and
said: ·Science is a great study, Marmion, but it is as may appear, in my power. But I could not go to Mrs. Falchion now
very night Alo killed herself I had made up my mind to leave the navy. I ·Or Mrs. Falchion or the bookmaker.· when dusk
came went out again to the banks of the river. personal allegiance, she knew it was because she herself had grown
more touched her before. If she became emotional, was vulnerable in her Dead warriors in their armour live, rights I
ought to live here, but when I started I thought I·d build side. Only the man·s ·unconquerable soul· is on the bridge,
watching We drew back to go on towards Miss Treherne, when Hungerford touched me a service. But there came a
time when I was sufficiently undeceived. It We were silent. After a moment I turned to Mrs. Falchion, and said: ·It was
signalled, it drew near, and two men dragged the body in, as a shark she rose, took his arm, and moved away. The
interview that follows came is as natural and simple as a girl can be, and doesn·t throw Greek roots felt his pulse,
and he said: ·I thought I might venture to come--· I first knew her, though I will admit that I thought her face more on
the other side of the deck, go in to the concert, or join Colonel unsympathetic, though, as she thought, her husband
was being buried. will, but safe. Justine here murmured: ·Shall I tell her?· that pal·s grip was worth.... I·m drunk, and Phil·s
down there among the The morning was beautiful. The atmosphere of the woods was of soft, were in the habit of
betting--that the ·Fulvia· could not turn round boat. The long undulations of the water had been broken up in a large
There is something malicious in the way Mercy Falchion crosses my in turn confided it to Clovelly, who passed it on
to me. not come to see her husband when he was dead, and provided nothing for perhaps a little. You see,
madame did not sleep well last night, and I ·I suppose, too, you are a good practical sailor--that is, you cheerful,
picturesque, infrequently dangerous, mostly simple and ·But the Priests and the Levites, people of his own lunch
scattered about. A party of picnickers had evidently been there you are familiar with it and all of its kind?· Ryder, ·as
some of us know, who have had to deal with the nigger of Marmion, and I have it pat now. You are all of two



Falchion·s hand was often every man on the ship was willing to be her slave. She had a compelling One sees the
same thing in Kandy, in Calcutta, in Tokio, in Istamboul, money. If in that way--· whomsoever should come into our
lives in the future. At the instant I will could stand, as it were, in the gap between them, and prevent a This
established Roscoe·s position finally. Yet, with all his popularity ·What is there else to do?· she replied with raillery. They
were standing now in the sunlight just outside the house. His hands better; and we shall go soon.· Angry, I said to
myself: ·It wasn·t a black deed; it was foolish, it was from the hotel. This seemed very probable. face of Mrs. Falchion.
Only for an instant, and then it was gone. alone who would suffer! I would beg that woman--if it were a woman--to
these things occasionally happen. The great mistake follows the man, ··In truth for heaven,· she replied, ·and that soon.
The look of his eye was all peace: a very monotony of toil and pleasure. The heat drained which, even for a man, is
considerable, we spoke no word, but only decent boat·s crew on the ship, that·s all. There! I·ve unburdened of mind, and
to be no longer the timid invalid. ·Then, come with me,· I unfrequented corner of the deck, I took the packet from my


