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“WNow I see it all so clearly,

and knotwo it all so well.”’
Frontispiece.




\?/hm \Y/oman Proposes

D e W/ amer.
L) : 6\']utkor of Jﬁc’&;uvenatzon fJuntJ% et 9

- With Il ﬂ ustmlwns (7
¢ /zarlolte’\%er@ztz[er
and Decorations by

TheodoreBHG apgood

 CBoston.

@%rown &Compary
; 1918







@:."-..... a.......,. soe .........‘...-........% .......................... “...,--.Q.....--.-‘.'
» .'\. S ,--" o v, ."'
INAL S r et (N e s resaerene e S B s dnosimain b ans e %’-’:ﬁlq’-...-n"k.w*
LI

8 :

S ALY . .

Joreword )

% HE scene of this story is laid in the land of %

~Nowhere, “ Nowhere ”’ being — as most of us
recognize intuitively — that uncharted empire of the
Future where all manner of wonders lie waiting to
be discovered and whence come rushing with ever

fresh force and power those mighty rivers of Life
% and Hope which make our days worth living and

our dreams worth dreaming. New developments
along old lines are the key of the present movements
and are proved by the way in which both men and
women are thinking and writing along lines that
only a few years ago were either unknown or for-
bidden. When I speak with such men and women
or read their words I am overwhelmed with a desire
to be able to be just as helpful ‘as they are. But
we are all cast in different moulds and my mould
i is such a curiously mixed pattern of the old and
% the new, that when a very brave and distinguished %

officer .gives me the outline of a new and daring

s, solution for familiar woes, I can only develop it e
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through the old, old story of the old, old methods
of a woman who loves with all her heart. This
is a century of wonders and we may yet see a real
Nathalie addressing a real governmental body some-
where, but when we do see a miracle of that order
I think we may all be very sure that before she
took up the cause of humanity in general, she —
like my own not very deep little heroine — had
taken up the cause of just one man in particular
and learned to love the world and the right because
she loved him so infinitely more.

Perhaps this is not an advanced standpoint but
it is mine and — even in writing fiction — I cannot
get beyond it. Or perhaps I do not want to get

beyond it.
ANNE WARNER.
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%g When Woman Proposes

CHAPTER 1

THE WOMAN AND HER VICTIM

HEY were coming down the staircase, Natha-
« lie first, Mrs. d"Yprés just behind her. A very
stout lady, following both, suddenly set her foot on

the narrow train of Nathalie’s Empire costume and
caused her to cease to move. Nathalie never pulled,
or frowned, or turned her head with an awful look
when people trod upon her silks or satins, — she
only stood still until they saw fit to move on and
permit of her doing the same. Therefore she now

laid her gloved fingers lightly upon her friend’s arm
and said, in tones surely the sweetest ever heard
from a woman who knew another woman to be
: aggressing upon her hem, —

% “Is n’t it beautiful down there?”’

Mrs. d’Yprés put up her lorgnette and gazed over
the gorgeous show beneath them. It was truly a Vi

Feae

:% fairy spectacle for, unlike many princely interiors
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G?‘D in like circumstances, the wealth that had paid for e[a
it had followed, instead of leading, in its design. %
% From the large oval sweep of the marble staircase one ¢
looked across an immense green and crystal hall,
: the arched ceiling of which was upborne by slender z
: marble columns based on squares and flowering out i
' in pure Jonic lines at the top. Long narrow windows
% alternated with mirrors on two sides and arches %
Gj’? leading into salles de reception occupied the third. ‘3‘_‘?

Two jewelled Moorish fountains played at either
end, great vases of flowers broke the straight lines

-
oo

1

3 of pillar and drapery here and there, soft sweet

é"p music sounded in the veiled distance, and life per-
meated the whole —for the scene was that of a

% brilliant reception given by one of the diplomatic

i circle.

§ “Is n’t it beautiful?” Nathalie repeated.

3 “Yes,” said her friend, — “it makes one wonder

%

4

PSR

if anything is real except health and wealth and
happiness?”

“I beg your pardon, madame, but may I pass?”
said a voice of muffled irritation from behind. It

3. ;! came from the stout lady in their rear, justly
’-5:.-‘ irritated over any one’s blocking her way anywhere.
O
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Nathalie turned and saw that her skirt was now

-
~
-
3
"t

her own again.
“Oh, certainly,” she said, smiling, “do excuse me.”
The stout lady passed on without deigning to

,n%%

answer, — she was evidently deeply annoyed.
“Shall we not go down?” Mrs. d’Yprés sug-
gested after a little; the descending crowd was surg-
ing continually by them and the younger woman
seemed totally oblivious to the fact that their im-

'

-“:

mobility was causing inconvenience.
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She came to herself at her friend’s words, however:

aese
-
.

“I had forgotten all about going down,” she said,

b
'l

— “I had forgotten everything, — I was looking at
that man by the pillar.”

Mrs. d’Yprés’ eyes moved quickly here and there
and at once discovered the man. She was silent.

“Do you see whom I mean?”’ asked Nathalie.
" “The very tall man with the black mustache,
is it not?”

“Yes.”

“Certainly, I see him now.”

o}
%,

There was a brief pause and then —

TN

“He is the best-looking man that I have ever seen

w*,%%%@”"@%@%’ o
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in all my life,” said the younger woman.
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‘{'}‘ Mrs. d’Yprés contemplated the gentleman; she 1{?
was hopeless in the face of the impossibility of denial.
“T have n’t the slightest desire to go down to this

reception,” Nathalie said after the passage of some
few more seconds, — “I am quite happy standing
here and looking at that splendid man.”
Mrs. d’Yprés at once composed herself to the ex-
pectation of a long wait on the stairs. Fate creates
some women to be exactly suited to the needs of
some other women, and Nathalie’s friend had been
born ten years before Nathalie herself expressly for
the purpose of understanding and chaperoning the
latter’s vagaries. The beneficent gods had given y
Mrs. d'Yprés just enough embonpoint to raise her
above all suspicion of really being only thirty-five

years old, and had clinched the matter by prema-

turely whitening her hair. It followed that Nathalie

who was twenty-five looked nineteen, while Mrs.
d’Yprés, who was thirty-five, looked fifty. An even

- disposition, a gentle voice and manner, a tenderly :
iQf maternal sympathy, and a carriage that was so tgl}‘
Py superb that it forbade any criticism as to any one '.
‘: whom she honored by accompanying, completes the i

portrait of the lady who was generally too wise to %
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speak when spoken to by one who loved to speak

and rarely ever noticed the absence of response. I
hope that my reader now understands both Mrs.
d’Yprés and Mrs. d’Yprés’ position. As to Nathalie
and Nathalie’s position, the understanding of them
is not only another story, but the story itself, and
all the pages to come are to be so devoted to their
exposition that any information given at this junc-
ture would be, not only a foolish waste of time, but
a terrific forestalling of that interest which I hope
to develop more acutely with every printed period.

The older lady stood still upon the staircase, her
sables grouped around her shoulders and her face
indicative of those high-bred, under-kept emotions
to which sables ever ally themselves naturally, while
her companion leaned lightly against the crystal
casing of the carved balustrade and continued to
contemplate the man below. In her eyes glowed a
kaleidoscopic succession of many sentiments, but a
sort of calm speculativeness appeared to reign su-
preme in the end.

“It seems so curious to think of the kind of men
that most women marry, when one sees a man like
that,” she said, after a long while



[6]

3 Mrs. d’Yprés said nothing. »
“1 should like to have married a man like himi”

t ©
: she continued a few minutes later. i j
Mrs, d’Yprés said nothing. R : XY,

i

’i
\\

Then Nathalie suddenly ceased to lean against
the balustrade, straightened up, and, as she did so,
she began to unbutton the glove upon her left hand.
It was a long glove of delicately-hued kid and she
slipped it slowly down upon her wrist as she still
kept her eyes fixed upon the tall figure by the

pillar %

“I think that I should like to marry that man,” ;
she said, very quietly.

Mrs. d'Yprés suppressed all evidence of surprise
by catching her under lip between her fine white i
teeth. @

“You have your little gold chatelaine with you —
have you not, dear?”” — Nathalie was now drawing .
the glove from her finger-tips. %

“Yes,” said Mrs. d’Yprés, touching a wee net of
gold thread that was looped into her lorgnette’s / :
chain, — “do you want it?” .

e jorn®
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“No,” said the other, without moving her eyes, — @
“I don’t want it, — but I don’t want this either,” —

@@ e
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she freed her hand of the glove as she spoke and
slipped off her wedding-ring; “take it, Kathryn,”
holding it out, —still without turning her eyes,
“drop it into your chitelaine, —1 don’t want it
any more because I am going to marry that man
down there.”

The conviction expressed in her words is impos-
sible to transcribe. Mrs. d'Yprés, although she had
considered herself equal to any new outbreak of
unconventionality in speech that might be served
suddenly upon her, was altogether startled out of
her usual composure by these words.

“My dear child — ” she cried in a low but urgent
tone, “pray —”’

“I mean to marry him,” Nathalie declared, always
looking straight at the man, — “it’s not the slight-
est use saying one word to me, Kathryn. Put this
ring in your chételaine and then, dear, please go
down and ask his name. I’m going back to the
dressing-rooms myself. I want to get my wrap and
when you come we will leave at once. I don’t want
to talk with any one here now.”

She turned as she finished speaking and mounted
the stairs so swiftly as to be almost running, Mrs.
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d'Yprés stood Whére she was left fqr a mmute, and - :
her teeth sank deeply into her hp in a strong effort -
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to rally her usual plamdlty lntQ 1ts usual place Her Y

fingers trembled somewhat, and, as she opened the'-";.
little golden. net to receive the ring, she felt her

heart’s blood throbbing in their tips.” What would
come next?— What would result from this new
phase of life — of Nathalie’s life? — And the.man
below, still standing impassive by the pillar, — who
and what might he be? .

As she strove with her ebbing resolutions and her
flooding sense of submiersion in humanity’s quick-
sand of the unexpected, she looked down at the man
again and noted every'line of his fine strength of
face and figure. He stood pérfectly erect and his
arms were folded on his bosom. There was some-
thing startlingly impressive in his expression and
in his pose.

Just then a voice spoke at her elbow.

“So glad to see you; — just come?”’

She turned her face to the speaker, a pretty, deli-
cate-featured elderly lady.

“No, we are just going; I stopped behind for one
more souvenir of its loveliness.”




There was  something
startlingly tmpressive in his
expresston and in his pose.

Page &,
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[9]
The other smiled and put up her glass.

“Tell me,” said Kathryn d’Yprés, “do you know
who that gentleman by the pillar is? — He looks so
very interesting.”

“Know him — " the elderly lady looked vaguely
in the direction indicated — “oh!” (she saw who
it was suddenly) — “why, of course I know him.
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He’s a sort of distant connection of ours, — Francis
Mowbray, you know.”
“Does he live here?” Mrs. d’Yprés asked.
“Dear me, no; — he lives wherever they send him.
He’s an officer in the army, —a captain in the
X—th.”
Mrs. d’Yprés’ eyes moved to the man’s face.
“He’s good-lookihg, isn’t he?” said his relative.

— “Come and take tea with me Thursday and per-
haps I can persuade him to come too. He’s really
interesting if you can get him to talk. He is to be
here a fortnight, I believe. Cuthbert will know.
Bring Mrs. Arundel with you. How is she? — Dear

me, I must go. — His name is Francis Mowbray I
said, you know, — Thursday —don’t forget. —
Good-bye.”

Mrs. d’Yprés went slowly back up the stairs to
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Nathalie, whom she found standing by a window, )
watching the carriages come and go, with eyes that %
saw nothing for the moment.
The eyes saw the friend readily enough, however,
and brightened perceptibly.
“Oh, Kathryn, you’ve found out his name. I see
it in your face.”
“What is it?” oo
“Francis Mowbray; he’s —” 2
“Does he live here?”
“No, he —”
“Where does he live?”

-
“He —”
“What is he?”

“An officer in — ”

“In what, Kathryn; — do speak quicker.”
“In the X—th; he —”

"o, e, N\ Jenet
TROF G SPIRR N

“What’s his rank?”’ i

“He’s a captain.”

“A captain, — is that a very high position?”

“I think so.” &
fd “A captain in the X—th, then I must learn all {
z); about the X—th, and all about the army.” Her tone :

P A
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i
: became meditative, — “I never thought anything ejo
about marrying an officer, — I’ve never thought
% much about marrying anybody again, — but of %
; course now I must learn all that there is to learn.” ,
She drew a deep breath. :
A maid approached with a velvet coat over her

: i
arm.
“Whom did you ask about him?” was the next
oo

6’(:1 question while the coat was being put on. ag
3‘ “Mrs. Galbraith; — she came down the stairs as t"’
£: I was closing my chatelaine. It seems that he is a ‘ ;
8 distant relative of hers.” k%
“Did she speak of Cuthbert?” @
“She only just mentioned him.”
Nathalie reflected a minute while the coat was %

%

being properly hooked, and then with an air that was
: half pitying and half joyful relief, —
i “I never would have married Cuthbert Galbraith i
1 3
A anyhow, you know.” :
% “Mrs. Galbraith asked us to come there to tea
pi on Thursday and possibly Captain Mowbray would
come too.” £
iy “I don’t want to meet him that way the first 1%

sereetenee
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@ Mrs. d’Yprés was surveying herself in the mirror
and now took up her muff.
“If I had wanted to meet him in that kind of a
' way the first time, I should have gone on down and
% met him to-day.”
Mrs. d’Yprés stood waiting.

“T do not believe that you realize what has hap-

pened,” said the younger woman, very gravely.

“I mean every word that I have been saying and I
shall mean it more every hour from now till I die.
It’s a tremendous thing for a woman to see a man

she wants to marry, and then decide to marry him,
and then go on and do it. It means ever so much, —
and ever so much work too. He may have very dif-
ferent ideas from me and then I shall have to make
myself all over to suit him. Or he may live in some
queer place and in that case I shall have to learn
to be quite content in a queer place just because he
Y lives there.”

A sudden cold steel chill fled through Mrs. d’Yprés; i
she recollected that she had not asked whether &},
the captain was married or single. Her throat Y
choked.

“Nathalie — ”’ she asked, — “if he has a wife!” %%

peesesan,,
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1(9,3 Nathalie turned and looked at her. {{5}3
: “Oh, Kathryn,” she said, almost impatiently, Y
“how hard you do try to find something to bother =

A about. Of course he has no wife. How could I
% marry him if he had a wife? —you must be %
reasonable about things! — Come now, we’ll go v
to the carriage, and take a nice long drive be-
fore dinner. I want to be out in the fresh air.
All this has sent the blood to my head so that .
it almost aches.”

They went down to the carriage in silence and
during the hour’s drive that followed neither spoke.

Mrs. d’Yprés tried to restore order to the new and
unexpected chaos into which she had just been
initiated, and Nathalie leaned comfortably back
and contemplated with pleasure the prospect of
marrying a man whose voice she had never heard
and about whom she knew positively nothing except
his name and rank.

Oh, yes, — and she knew what he looked like! —
With many women that stands for a great deal, and &
with Nathalie it stood just now for almost every-
thing, as the reader knows.

However, there are some few happy individuals in ‘ %

®
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% CHAPTER II %

: THE ENTRANCE WHICH THE HERO MAKES

@ FTER dinner that night Nathalie came over @
by her friend’s chair, knelt there, and laid ; "\)
‘ her cheek against the other’s knee. Mrs. d’Yprés 4

; put her hand caressingly upon the waves of soft :

% brown hair that yielded so sweetly to the restraint %

of jewelled pin and bandeau, and for some little

while neither spoke. ;
There was a fire of sea-wood burning before them, '3“ }

and the prisms of its metallic glow threw strange {

e,
ot 22t rszeand
e st
K4

A
hues over the two women and their gowns. It was @)
as if some magic imprisoned in the ether of our en- H
casing spiritual world were striving to leap free and
impart its secret through the medium of colors half %
material and half hitherto unknown. Shades of the i
pearl mingled with those that pass with the passing P

of a human’s breath across polished steel, and then ¥
both faded and the purple that presages cyclonic @
storms reigned for a minute until suddenly tipped
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% " with-all the shooting splendors of the Aurora Bore-

i alis on a zero night.

% .« Mrs..d’Yprés, looking downward at the face
© " against her knee, could not distinguish the fire’s

- play from the play of that other fire which Nathalie
o had that day declared to be new lighted. The latter
i was unwontedly quiet — but in the end she spoke
‘ first of the two. She ceased to lean as she did so,
. raising herself instead to a position of unsupported

individuality, and clasping her hands about her
knees.

“Kathryn,” she said, “he has already begun to
make me over. He is making me see my faults
and want to cure them as quickly as I can. He
looked very, very conventional; that means that
he will not like anything unconventional in me. I
must begin to be conventional at once. I must be
conventional about meeting him.” She paused and
looked earnestly and inquiringly at her friend.

Mrs. d’Yprés smiled a little — a very little.

“If he does not like unconventionality, my dear,” %

— she began, — and then stopped.

P/ “You mean that if he does not like unconvention- g
,% ality, he will not like me?” 2

V=R SO A A )

et " taances!
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[17] .
“You are very unconventional, Natha,lie, dear.”
; “But I am not going to stay so;: hereafter I L N
\ shall be conventional, — wait and see. I am; gomg AN
to be everything that will please him, and if _’Fhat will %) -
i please him I shall surely be that also.” '
Mrs. d’Yprés sat silent. She felt to-night that

such a course was more than ever before the wisest
for her to pursue. Up to five hours previous Nathalie
had been a thing apart, one who dwelt in a world so
utterly unlike the world of others that ordinary
everyday thoughts frequently became as shapeless
shadows in her mental neighborhood; now a new
phase had come into being, and in the face of her
readiness to make herself completely over to suit
her standards of an utter stranger, the suggestion
that the stranger might be unworthy or lacking in
any degree of reciprocal interest in herself seemed

curiously out of place — somewhat like applying a
letter-scale to Heaven’s promises. Mrs. d'Yprés
felt that it was all absurd but felt not the less help-

young friend’s impulses, but she had never before
been caught in the bear-trap of a love affair.
[ %Y

less to combat the's1tuat10n She was used to

struggling amid the nets and toils spread by her )i
. ¥
Q ;
0
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”
~,

She felt hopelessly incapable; so she remained
silent.

“Do you know, Kathryn, we really know very
little about him,” Nathalie said at last, “I wish
that you had asked Mrs. Galbraith a great many
more questions.”

)
Mrs. d’Yprés nodded slightly. %

eeasececse

“Where he is stationed and where he is staying
while he is here. Things like that.”

“Yes, I wish that I had,” said the friend. &

“T don’t like the idea of going there to tea on ,

.

oo
e’

--ﬂ'}.’
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Thursday and having Mrs. Galbraith introduce us. "
I don’t like to think that I shall have to remember @p
all my life that Mrs. Galbraith introduced us. I’ve Q
never been particularly fond of Mrs. Galbraith.

She is n’t any one that I should dream of ever asking

to a small informal wedding — you know that as

well as I do.”

have felt disinclined to discuss, she certainly had no
views to offer as to Mrs. Galbraith’s presence at the
wedding of Nathalie and Captain Mowbray.

But Nathalie had views on the subject:

Mrs. d’Yprés felt that whatever else she might %

S

“You know that if she introduced us she would :\
iJ‘

o
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i
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expect to be asked, —you know that as well as

Ido. And she would cry because she would be

so sorry that it was not Cuthbert —you know
she is always hoping that I will marry him
some day. If we go there to tea Thursday he will
be there too, of course, and that won’t be agreeable
— No, I shall not go there to tea on Thursday.
Don’t say another word about it —I’ve quite
decided.”

There was a pause.

“But how am I going to meet him?”

There was a long pause after that.

“I must meet him, you know. And I don’t want
to wait too long either.”

There was a still longer pause after that.

b3

“If I wrote a note,” said Nathalie, very slowly,
“and addressed it to Capt. Francis Mowbray, in
care of the War Department, and told him frankly
that I wanted to meet him and that I wanted him
to come here and be met, then he would come and
I could ask him where he was stationed, and it would
all be quite simple. — But that would be uncon-

ventional, I suppose?” —she looked at Mrs.

d’Yprés as she spoke.

% e repeee e
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[20]

[Q}} “I am afraid that it would be unconventional,”
admitted Mrs. d’Yprés.

“Yes, I felt that,” said Nathalie, —and sighed
lightly.

Then she rose from the floor and moved around
behind a large low-backed chair and rested her

¥
crossed wrists upon its carving. Her eyes looked
deeply and earnestly into the fire whose shafts of
blaze leapt, quick to answer their appeal.

“I do not worry at all,” she said after a little,

“there is really nothing to worry about because of

course if I am going to marry him (and I am go-

ing to marry him) — he will have to meet me soon

some way. But I certainly wish that it wasn’t
quite so puzzling to see how it is to be brought

about.”

Mrs. d’Yprés wondered whether or not to suggest
leaving all to Fate. After a little she decided to say
it — and said it.

Nathalie looked at her in startled surprise.

“Why, then I might not meet him at all,” she &
said; there was an undercurrent of aggrieved amaze-
ment that her friend should have entertained such i
an idea. “Goodness me, — why he did n’t even %

ou,
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see me! When a man hasn’t even seen you, you
can’t expect FFate to do anything!”

Mrs. d’Yprés resumed her usual tactics at once;
Nathalie continued to knit her brows and con-
template the fire.

“Marriages are something that can’t be left to
Fate,” she continued, presently, — “Fate makes a
worse mess of them even than you do yourself.

A I’ve been married once by Fate, — this time I want \
to try the law of election or the law of evolution or
whatever it is that lets you choose the man to suit

E

yourself. I’ve chosen to suit myself, — I’ve chosen
this man, —now I want to meet him so I can get
him and marry him.”

Mrs. d’Yprés stayed silent and also stayed
sober.

“I’m going to bed now and think hard. I feel
as if I were going to grow a great deal to-night.”

The older friend stretched out her hand — the
younger came to her side and took it, dropping upon
her knees again and pillowing her cheek against its &
white softness. Y

“Seeing him has filled me full of new longings, i
Kathryn, — it is as if I were putting out little shoots %
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of wanting to be better in every direction. He 4
¥ looked so good standing there. As though he had '3. ‘.'
Y conquered himself and other things. As if only great M
% ideas and impulses counted in his world. It wasn’t %
just his face and figure that I liked, — it was that he §
@ showed that he must be splendid all through. A @
man like that could not be petty or mean —it %
would n’t be possible. A man that looks like that i x’-‘)
i} and stands like that, lives like that, too.” Y 4
{ She paused and Mrs. d’Yprés, looking straight ,
@ into the sea-glow, saw each flame-jet through the %
drift of misty tears and could not help it and did not
~\ desire to help it. :“‘
“It is going to make me all over,” Nathalie went 4
¥ on, “I’ve changed ever so much just since this
@ afternoon. But the strangest thing is that now @
g that it has come I feel as if T had been getting ready :
; for it, without knowing for what, for quite a while.
% I’ve been feeling myself changing and growing dif-
ferent — now I really am different. I shall cease
i to do foolish things that get me talked about; I shall
b cease to be foolish in any way; I shall become just
@ the kind of a woman that he admires; I am going to
learn to be as grand for a woman as he is for a man.
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‘ I am going to be worthy of him. Wait, and you ..
"'.. :': shall see.” 1/
; Mrs. d’Yprés felt that she must speak now. She y
% had never seen her young friend like this or any- %
i thing at all like this before. She opened her lips, j
@ and then, just before her first word shaped itself, @
a slight stir sounded in the hall outside. z
“Ah, — company!” exclaimed Nathalie, and ;\
sprang to her feet at once. \Vs
: But it was only the butler. 3
% “I beg your pardon, Madame,” he said, “but %
there’s a gentleman fallen and hurt himself outside. ]
They want to know if they may bring him in while :‘
Y they get a doctor and send for the ambulance.”. 5.‘ )
¥ “Some one hurt!” Nathalie’s lips paled as she ¥
@ moved quickly across the room. “Why, of course, @
Perkins; tell them to bring him right in here on the :
big couch. How is he hurt? — is he badly hurt? — ;
% was it his own motor or did some one else hit %
him?” :
. By the time that the last questions were being {
put they had reached the large dimly-lit hall, the 3
front door of which was standing open while an in- @
distinguishable outline of figures seemed to be :
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arrested on the steps outside. The butler hastily %
turned on more lights and going forward said, “Mrs. el
Arundel says to bring the gentleman in, if you

”

please.” Then as he moved back to make room for

those who were carrying the hurt man, he said in

asvessse

answer to his mistress, —

savoesescs

“No, it wasn’t a motor accident, Madame; it
looks like he did not see the curb and caught his
foot and fell against the big tree guard.”

Nathalie stood a little back, just by the newel-
post at the foot of the staircase. There were three
men bearing the disabled man and they followed
the butler into the library. As they entered its
doorway, Mrs. d’Yprés, who had advanced into
the middle of the room, gave a low cry. As she did
so she looked quickly to where Nathalie’s figure ap-
peared between the portiéres.

“Do you see — ”’ she gasped.

Nathalie raised her hand quickly.

. “Don’t say anything, Kathryn,” she said in low
but distinct tones, “it is just right — it is Fate after

% all —I’ll never say anything against her again.” %
,’x Still speaking she moved towards the divan upon

;% which they had laid Mowbray at full length, and
(R
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looked straight down upon him. His hair was all
wet and shone with a ghastly bronze reflection, and
upon his’coat-collar and his white shirt bosom were
crimson stains.

One of the men began to try to remove the over-
coat and loosen the collar and tie, and with his first
effort a great red spot began to spread upon the
pillow.

“No, no — ”’ Nathalie exclaimed, “don’t do that
— don’t touch him until a doctor says what to do.
One of you please go just to the corner, — a surgeon
lives there; — ask him to come as quickly as possible
to No. 18.”

She laid her fingers softly on the wet hair as she
spoke and shuddered slightly as she did so.

“Look, Kathryn,” she said, “he is terribly hurt,
— he will be ill a long, long time. Hurry upstairs
and have Elna build a fire in the big guest room and
have the bed opened to air —they will want to
carry him up there just as soon as his head has been
dressed.”

Mrs. d’Yprés stood as if turned to stone.

Nathalie stared fixedly at her own reddened

finger-tips for a score of seconds and then lifting
»
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her head with a little start, saw that her friend had
not moved.

“Kathryn!” she cried, “haven’t you gone?” —
Their eyes met and there was that in the younger
woman’s that battled fiercely and bore down all
opposition before it.

Mrs. d'Yprés turned and walked out of the
room.

Some hours later on the same evening Nathalie
came into her friend’s room. She had on her night-
robe and over its hand-embroidered daintiness there
floated Sistine-Madonna-like, a long voluminous
mantle of blue.

Mrs. d'Yprés was sitting in a low chair beside
the open fire. In her hand she held a book, but
she was not reading, her face was full of veiled
trouble.

Nathalie crossed and stood before her.

“I have just seen the nurse,” she said, “he is
asleep, — he is standing it all very well. The doctor
will stay all night and the other nurse will come
at six o’clock in the morning. The only danger will
be from brain-fever.”
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She paused for a second or two and her empty elo
hands caught into a fold of the blue gown and held
it hard. %

“It is very likely that he will have brain-fever,— '
it is very likely that he will be ill — frightfully ill.
The doctor did not say so but I could see his thoughts
as clearly as if he had screamed them at me. But
no matter how ill he is, he will live, — do you hear,
Kathryn, he will live. They did not bring him to

L s

‘ my house to-night to die, and if all the doctors in

5: the city say that he must die, it is not going to 1y
5 8 3 . K

{J < frighten me one bit.”

cjo Mrs. d’Yprés lifted her sadly-disturbed eyes up
% to the face above; the face above was strangely,

earnestly aglow.

o

“It is fortunate that you were here to-night,
Kathryn, fortunate for my new conventional re-
i solves, you know. For I should have kept him any-

A way — if I had been alone I should have kept him,
% nothing would have mattered to me. If there had
0% been no one to bring him in I should have found
{7 strength to raise him up and carry him myself. If
there had been no doctors I should have found the

9 knowledge to have bound up his head properly;
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[@ if there had been no nurses I should have nursed him
: here all alone by myself and have saved his life in
the end. I know that I should have been able. 1

I am quite sure.”
Mrs. d’Yprés could only gaze upon the new

unwonted exaltation in the face she knew so
well.

“Ie is mine now, Kathryn; from now on he is

£
A mine — all mine — mine alone. Ie does not know ‘
it — he does not know me — but it is so. I never
guessed that all this was in me but I know now. I
feel as if I knew everything to-night and that where

he is concerned nothing in the whole world can stand
against me. Not death. Not life. Nothing.
Nothing.”
Something like a groan burst from Mrs. d’Yprés’
lips.
“Oh, Nathalie, Nathalie!”
Y It was the voice of affectionate reason crying out
to unreasoning love.
&? The younger woman suddenly stooped and en- &

"\ folded her friend in her arms and in the folds of her
t : blue mantle.

“Kathryn, wait — only wait.”



[29]

Then the folds of the mantle that was dyed the
color of hope, fell apart, and Mrs. d’Yprés, looking
upward again saw in the eyes above her the light
that forever tramples down all and every reason by
right of its own superior truth.
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% CHAPTER III %
h THE BIRD IN THE CAGE i
!
: EEKS — nay, months — passed before, upon @
@ a certain morning, Mowbray, opening his z
eyes in a peculiarly vague and desultory manner, 3" 5\
‘ became just slightly interested in slightly attempt- i
‘v ing to wonder whose eyes they were, whether they 3
% were really open, or really shut, whether reality was §
A indeed real or only a fleeting dream for which he did :

not recollect to have ever learned a name. Then,
after some minutes spent in studying the latter
¥ proposition — it came to him that — perhaps — )
@ this entity, this weak, dizzy, panting something, @
this mass that so completely lacked every quality ;

; which he had been accustomed to consider as the ;
% very fibre of his own individuality, might be — per- ﬁ
haps was — yes, surely was — himself. ‘;

For a brief space the wonder of the return of this .» ‘
Self, out of the darkness in which he seemed to have '
been bound helpless through eons of pain, was so
great that he felt it swinging him back into uncon-

»-‘::‘
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sciousness again in spite of his longing to resist, but

just as the mighty meshes of the power he could not
fight seemed to be becoming altogether victorious
once more, a slight shaft like finest Damascus steel
severed some of the compelling chords and his eyes
opened and he who had not known what sight was
for so long a time, saw suddenly, and knew that he
saw — that he saw.

His eyes —so long useless —moved over the
room in which he lay with the slow uncertainty of
a little infant’s, and much that he saw he was too
weak even to attempt to study upon. Yet could he
have comprehended surely no man might desire a
better place in which to come back to life. It was a
very large room and the whole of one end was
formed by a row of French windows opening out
upon a gardened balcony. On the balcony there
sang a bird whose throat was full of the cascading
thrills and rills and heart-throbs of spring. The
windows were draped in filmy lace and on either
side of the lace there hung straight folds of sea-
green velvet with silver leaves showing wherever
their edges were cast towards the light. The walls
were dark gray with long green panels set against
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them, and in each panel hung a picture of one of the
sweet Barbizon nymphs peeping out of a filigree
frame. The furniture was green with lines of silver
inlaid effectively, the carpet was gray with great
wreaths and bows of verdure and velvet woven
into its length and breadth; there were lamps and
other fixtures that twisted themselves artistically
about in the right and convenient spots, and then,

last of all, there was a large dresser upon whose white

embroidered cover his weakly wandering gaze noted
certain articles of toilet which were oddly inter-
woven with the fancy that once upon a time he had
had a past.

And then his eyes closed and he was at once lost
again and lost with a sensation of a curious familiar-
ity with being so lost; it was as if he had been numb
and dumb and paralyzed so long that that had come
to be the daily routine of life. While he lay thus,
many who were quite of another sort than he, came
in and moved hither and thither and talked, and

the way that they moved and the things that they E
said seemed also curiously familiar to him. They %
came to his bedside after a while and turned him and '-
let fold after fold of memory unwind from his head %
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until he knew nothing — nothing but a blast like
zero cutting straight in upon his uncovered brain,
and strange sounds of heavily out-breathed pain,
such as he himself would never under sharpest stress
have given forth, filled all the space in the room and
in some chasm of his own being. And the unwind-
ing, and the cutting cold, and the groans, — they
too all seemed so very very familiar — so painfully
daily of each day.

“He is doing admirably,” a man’s voice said sud-
denly, and he heard the voice just as he had heard
the bird-song. Hearing the voice he knew that he
had also heard the bird-song, and realized that he
heard again — that he heard.

They were shutting out the cold now — shutting
it out once around — shutting it out twice around —
shutting it out more and more and more until it
was no wonder that only the bird-song — the song
from a heart fairly brimming with love — could
have penetrated through those endless windings.
He slept then — slept a long time again, slept until
they woke him by moving his head. And again he
heard — they must have removed some of the band-
ages — he heard so plainly.
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“We shall know in a few days now,” said the same
masculine voice that had spoken before, and then
a woman’s voice, quiet and distinet, asked, “You
allow hope?”

A sudden longing to see the faces and read the
truth shot over him so quickly that the sudden-
ness of the sensation drove his mind straight out
to sea again, and yet — as the rush of silence rose
up about his ears, another voice —a voice that he
had never known and yet knew now to be sweetly
common in that room of pain-—came quickly,
sharply across into the very heart of his failing
senses, stabbing them back to life just as the drowned
are set breathing by a blow.

“What a question!” this voice cried, with im-
patience ringing hope across their dubious con-
sideration, “of course he will recover and recover
completely. Hasn’t he been given up over and
over again, and isn’t he lying there just as alive
as can be?”

What was answered he could not know for the
madness of his desire to thank the last speaker for
her fervent faith was so much more than he had
strength to feel that its leap of longing overleapt
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all else and sank him at once deep, deep into the
great restful gulf of Oblivion. And again for a long
while he knew nothing.

But the next returning was worth waiting for, for
it came with a beautiful fulness of meaning, and all
his senses welcomed his soul back to its own this
time. His eyes only wandered a little and then
went straight to the window-light and the window
was open — the central one of the five —and the
silver dusk was falling without and the twilight
breeze was drifting the filmy lace in towards him;
and, in the oval of the archway, a woman in a nurse’s
white uniform was standing arranging some lilies
in a bowl upon the table. The woman’s back was
towards him, but every line of her figure was so in-
stinet with youth and grace and health that he felt
most blissfully content to just lie still and watch
her, and while he watched her he found himself
beginning to remember and then remembering, not
only without any effort, but really quite easily,
the bird-song, the man’s voice, the woman’s voice,
and then that other woman’s voice with its gorgeous,
breathless, impatient cry of certain hope, of absolute
refusal to admit the doubt that he might live. And,
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remembering the latter voice and looking on the
sweet colorless figure standing between his sick-bed
and the falling night, he felt the bird-song thrilling
subtly and weirdly through every fibre of his wasted
frame, and knew that his breath coming and going
in feeble gasps was carrying up a prayer of thanks-
giving to his Maker for that his mind was all right,
for that whatever had come upon him he was at all

events surviving it, and for something else — some
shadowy something else, some something else too
intangible to grasp, but which nevertheless was

existent — alive — about him — within him — to
be heard in the bird-song — to be felt in one’s heart
— to be —

But he had drifted off again, and the pillow shap-
ing itself softly to his head and the blessed relief from
pain were all that he knew for some more many
days.

Then it was morning, and without, in the sunshine
the bird was carolling gayly, and within, the white
lilies had turned into sun-dipped daffodils whose &

‘ heads moved slightly when the breeze stole in to
' kiss them. The man on the bed, looking first to : §
% these, turned his head then, and looked to something %
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better — better even than sunshine, bird-song, or
flowers — looked straight up into the face of the
little nurse, — for she was standing at his bedside
contemplating him with a smile and eyes filled full
of shining tears.

It was such a strange look — that first one to pass
between them. That this was she whose voice had
first severed his bondage he could not doubt, —
there are some things that we know must be, because
they could not possibly be otherwise. And so, part-
ing his lips, he tried to speak — but no sound came.

She saw the effort and bending quickly above him,
covered his mouth at once with her hand. Her
eyes, seen closer thus, appeared yet larger and more
lustrous behind their veil of tears, and her hand
which lay upon his lips filled him with a sense of
being given freely in his helplessness that which his
strength might perhaps have easily craved and lost.

“I have always known that you would get well,”
she said, and it was the same voice, just as he had
foreseen.

“You will have to lie here like a baby for days
and days and days,” she went on gently after a
minute, “and you must do just as we bid you.

QOB - E)



[38]

Then after a while you will be well — just as well
as you ever were before.”

As she spoke his lips parted faintly against the
fingers laid over them. For his life he could not
have spoken again but he did manage to master
his weakness sufficiently to so testify his utter resig-
nation to her will. He saw two great tears spring
out upon her long lashes, she lifted her hand at
once and turned and left the room. His conscious-
ness stayed by him for several seconds after she was
gone, and then, when it left him, it slipped sweetly
out into the sunshine and the bird-song, and her fin-
gers seemed to have pressed his spirit back into the
world of dreams again.

“I should give him all the beef-tea that you can
pour down,” said the strong masculine voice, “the
fever has left him a mere shadow, — we must begin
now to build up his vitality as rapidly as possible.
There will be no further danger from the wound —
it is practically healed. Just feed him, feed him
continually. Regularly. Once an hour. It won’t
hurt to rouse him. We’ll want to see him beginning
to come to his senses soon, anyway.”
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: ' y
“It shall be done,” said a woman’s voice — the \'f /
low distinct voice that had spoken once before. "{ﬁj’

% Mowbray remembered the voice although it was not
the voice. His senses whirled unpleasantly over such

csrerases as

a mistake in voices and he felt that black, unprofit-
@ able hopelessness which only a slight contretemps

-@— B8R

may throw so heavily upon the spirit of the bodily

i
i disabled. What difference does it make who feeds { Y
S0 2 i
k¥ us and cares for us so that we be of a certainty fed Y

and cared for? No difference at all —or perhaps
% the difference of life and death. It seemed to the
sick man to be the latter in his own case and he

~SE-

feared to wonder if he had perchance been dream- [‘“‘\
Y ’} ing, and then — &\ ?
i Then he opened his eyes and with a sudden ebbing
@ inflow of joyous relief he saw her — the right her —

* leaning over him.

% “Hush —sh —sh!” she said, whispering, “do you
know I never told any one about your trying to speak
the other day? They might have scolded, — or
they might not have believed me, — and anyway I
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.;.’ was so happy over your looking up at me the first
®@ of all that I could not bear to tell one single other
person about it.”
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She smiled although her eyes were wet — as wet

i as they had been the other time. He tried to smile
% too, — and managed it — although it was a very

faint smile.
“The doctor says that you are quite out of danger

now, and that in a few days — after you begin to

cersonncscsnassases

eat and regain your strength —you will come to
your senses.”

asscsessngpomes

Her glance danced with amusement even through
its liquid mist, and he managed another faint smile.

“It is our little secret,” she continued, still
whispering, “no one is to know —no one but us;
if I told them that you had tried to speak they would
say that it was only delirium anyway, so where is
the use?”

She looked so charming, bending there above
him — surely the fairest nurse that ever stood be-
tween a sick-bed and the budding spring-time. He
kept his fascinated eyes riveted upon the flush and
glow of her face and she continued to smile into

) them until of a sudden she seemed to be reminded of
% some injunction regarding them, and closed them at
i,...fi once with the soft pressure of her little hand. X
“I am so glad that you are getting well,” she %
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said then, with the ring of fervent truth in her tone,
“but you must not get even one little bit tired;
you must sleep now.”

And, as if her lightest wish was a superior’s com-
mand he straightway slept once more.

The next day was fair, and the next, and the
next, — the sun grew ever brighter and warmer,
the bird cantos had become a veritable epic of love
fulfilled. Voices diversified, shadows gained sub-
stance, food turned from beef-tea into a real appe-
tite for the same, and the worn, wasted figure with
the white-swathed head underwent strange meta-
morphoses like all about it and slowly altered back
into a thing of muscles and manhood, a creature of
brain and reason, and finally — Captain Francis
Mowbray.

At first he was mainly interested in vague won-
dering as to where he was and what had happened
to him; then his mind amused itself in piecing to-
gether the personnel of his enfourage until he knew
that he had two nurses, a doctor, a surgeon, and a
valet, in attendance upon him. It took two days
of reiterated beef-juice to so strengthen his intellect
that it then advanced onward to the battle ground
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of its old habits of thought sufficiently to suddenly
cry out with an inward pang that was most bitterly
real even if only mental, “My God! what this must
be costing!” And then, as he was still too weak for
speech, he was obliged even to forego such relief as
impatience may find in questions and continue to lie
in the lap of luxury even if it should later be certainly
going to mortgage his whole future.

For he was nothing but a poor soldier — only a
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captain in the army.
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CHAPTER IV

THE BIRD SINGS IN ITS CAGE

HE pretty nurse stood in the window putting
fresh flowers in the bowl that changed its
colors and form daily. The flowers were narcissuses
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and their starry heads rose erect upon long and deli-
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cate stems of pale, pale green which one of the
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nurse’s hands held tenderly in place while the other
arranged cross crystallizations of asparagus vine
so as to support the straight up-and-down effect.
The nurse’s hands were as waxy white as the nar-
cissus’ petals, as firmly delicate as their pale green

stems. Mowbray, lying as usual upon the large ;
brass bed whose draperies had been banished the i
night he entered there, was singularly happy and

content to watch through half-closed eyelids those
fingers wandering in and out among the white and
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green. The bird was singing as ever, his dreams {~
{3 were become realities, his hopes were trembling on ‘ 3
the border-land of breathing life; the world at large \ S
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was also hedging on a new entrance into a possible
re-awakening, — the murmurs of spring were par-
ticularly reiterant and loud this spring, forces that
hardly knew their own force were stirring to life
with a strength that this time might refuse to
be put down. Another swaying outside upon a
branch above where his mate was brooding voiced
. unconsciously a cry that should ever be a song and
yet is, alas, too often a wail or, worse yet, a moan.
Those who had ears for bird-song, cry, and moan
were toiling sleeplessly while others who heard noth-
ing or refused attention to what they did hear, were
walking blindly on — on — on.

So many, many threads gathered into the unopened
fist of Fate! — Weaving, weaving, weaving, day in —
night out. Back and forth flew the shuttle and into
that wondrous warp and woof went bird-song and
hunger-sob, editorial and report of mine-accident,
discontent, willful deafness to the appeal of right,
unselfish devotion, selfish neglect of duty, the love
of a woman who had never loved, and the Divine
Omnipotence of God.

They were all weaving and interweaving cease-
lessly, each second adding to the strength of their
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fabric, — and the breeze that floated abroad carry- c{ﬁs
ing the pollen of life from blossom to blossom, inter-

mingled with the ether that bore hither and thither i
from soul to soul the mysterious message of what %

was soon to be.
Mowbray, watching the figure in the window,

became conscious after a long spell of dreamy con-
templation, of the certainty that when she was
finished she would turn to him. The certainty gave
him great content to wait and made the waiting a
further joy of contemplation. Her head was so
charmingly upborne by the white throat that rose
out of the smooth folds of the little linen kerchief;
every line of her figure was sweet with the mixed
grace of childish curves lingering into womanhood;
and her hair, just stirred by the breeze, and her
ear, just revealed by the same kindly fairy; and %

her smile, just half showing itself when the bird
hushed his chant to the soft liquid gasps that gave

him renewal of strength and 