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CHARTER 1

T'me bedroom door opened and closed again with a slam ss
Philip Winterdick—an immuoculate figure in white flannels
—ecnme out on to the landire, pansed & moment to light
& cigarette, and then went on down the wida staircase
two at & time.

It was about three o’clock on & hot summer's afterncon
and the big hall of the old house looked invitingly cool and
rostliul, with iis dark osk and poliched floor, but young
Winterdick passed through it without a glance, and went
nntm_lffuly to the spen front door and ihe glare of snnlight
outeide.

He' wes & fine looking youn fellow, a typical English
gentleman in appesrance, tall, long-limbed and square
shouldered, with the clean-cut, stalwart look of health
about him which he had inherited from his father, the
father of whom he suddenly thought as he stepped out into
the sunshine, and with a little exclamation be turned and
went back into the house, iushing open a closed deor on
the right and thrasting his bead round.

“ Yau t.hure,, guv'nor 1"

“ Yas, Phil.” . .

Philip pushed the door wider and went in.

“ Sorry to bother you if you're busy—but I forgot to
tell you thet I'm overdrawn at the bank—beastly nuisanca |
The manager fellow wrote me quite & nesty letter about it
this morning—confonnded cheek, T call it] Anyone would
think he was afraid he wouldn't get his monaey.”

He walked over to the fireplace and looked at his hand-
some reflection in the glass whkich hung above it

“ You might jolly well tell him off when you pay in for
me," he snig sgain, intent on the readjustment of his tie,

The man at the table did not answer, and, strock by his
r'lence, Philip swung r und.

# Anything the matter, guvnor 1"

“No, my boy—no, no!"

The hastiness of the answer might have made a more
oheervant person enapicious, bat Philip was not obs rvant.
He had never had any nerd to be in the slfht-und wenty
years of his life, wh.th hal run 50 smoothly and happily
ihat he had hardly realised how swiftly they had fled.

He turned on his heel now and saunterec: to the dour.
“ Well, you'll see to it far me, won't youl "
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8 FOR LOVE

The eyes of the man at the tabl. followed tha *all young
figura wistfully. .

“Yes, I'll see to it—I'lh see to it, my boy—and, Phil,
where are you guing 1"

Philip gla.n:aﬁmk over hiz shoulder. ]

“Tg the Drunisons’—they’'ve got a rotten tennis party.”

Philip adored tennis, but, like a true Britisher, he always
spoke disparagingly of things he adored.

The elder man's handsome face oroke into a sudden

smile,
" Gund—%nd to hear it,” he eaid heartily. * Decent
people, the Dennisons; very decent people.

ilip raised hia brows, .

“Thought you dida't like 'em,” he said amazed,
“ Thought they weren't blue-blooded enough for you and
the mu.t.e-ri” il e lly 1

“ Tut, tut . . . your mother eays go, but persopa
alwaye liked old T-'auniaan—thnmnghij' decent fellow,
Well, well—run slong.” .

There was a little perplexed frown between his son's
eyesas he went out; he was quite sore that he had never
befors heard his father say that he liked old Dennison; as
a matier of fact, he did pot like him himeelf, and it was
certainly mot for the Deanisons’ sake that he was going to
the house this afternoon, but because Kitty was to be
there—and Kitty . . . well, Kitty was topping!

He hastened his steps, cut across the lawn and went oul
on_to the anomh:.:ufg high road. .

He wondered if he would have the luck to get Kitty t»
himself, or if . . . He swung round sharply as someone
spoke his name with a smothered laugh.

“ Phill Are you walking for & wager 1" And there waa
Kitty beside him. ) .

The hot blood rushed to young Winterdick’s face. He
took her hend eagerly. |

" Kitty | I waa racing off %o get to you, and here you are.
What luck!” Hae g‘!uncad at her frock, a filmy creation of
lace and muslin. I say, aren’t you going to play I he
asked dimipamtedly. . .

She shook her heed ; she made a little grimace,

“It's too hot, and I hai. %ntt.mg untidy; and besides,
you know I can’t olay proper %" .

" }?’ha.t. does that matter 1 wanted to play with you

He was undisguisedly disappointed, his face fell,

Bhe %ouched his arm with the tips of her white fingers,

" Never mind, we can sit out together, can't wei Oh,
dea’t, someone will see us.” He let her hand go iastanily;
hie wa'ked oo with great digoity for & few stepe
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Kitty JLrlington looked np at him, and a little srile
«rept into her eyes.

“"You'll bave Eva Dennison to play with,” she said
iuam%lr. ““Bhe' s a splendid nlayer anyway—she serves
“os well as you do."”

. U1 don't want to F].B.:i'h with her—I don't like her—she
ien't my sort at all,” said Philip grumpily.

Ehe pretended to ha surprised.

" Mot your sort! Then why ever are you going to the
house 1

" Bocauss you are,' came the blunt answer. ** Becauss
—oh, confound it. . . ." A ear had just overtaken them
and slowed down.

EBeveral girls in white froeks packed happily into the one

sent called o greeting to them.

l_f"‘x‘.ra you going to the Dennisons't Can we give you a
i t- B '

Yuﬂ.‘mg Winterdick laughed. )

" A lift] Why you'ra packed like sardines already. I—
oh, all right, I don't mind "'—this last to Kitty, who had
dcnlnl.‘rcd_h t she was tired ont and was not going to walk

urther.

o they both packed in somehow, and Philip had no
chanee to speak to EKitty again till they reached the
Dennisons’. ; :

Whatever the Winterdick's though* of their nearest
neighbours, the Dennisons had an undisputably lovely

rd

an.,
f’v"lf"h;'tlilin had locked forward to sn afternoon spent on the
ghady lawns or in the flower gardens with Kitty Arlington
but there were g0 many other peopls who wanted to talk
both to him and to ber, and presently he found himself the
width of the lawn away from her.

It was = bitter dieappointment, He had made up his
mind to ask her to marry him that afternoon. Ehe waa so
sverything he wanted, so daicty—such a lady—so. . . .
Had he besn guite honest he would probably have sdded
in his mind that she was so everyihing that was different
to Eva Dennison, and even a3 the comparison was passin
through his thoughts Zva her=elf: crossed the lawm an
came up to him. . i

“ Will yon E]a]r with me, Mr. Winter lick 1""!

‘He roused himself with a start and turned,

“ Delighted,” he said, absntly. *' I'm afraid you’ll
find I'm & bit off form to-day, but—" 2

" You are always ¢ enlendid plaver,” she said.

Bhe glanced up at him and quickly away again with a
little rﬁnud in her e Bhe knew quits well that ne
was wishung be could have h~d Kitty for a partner—Kitty,

&‘
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whno hit most:3f the balls up in the trees, Kitty -vho conld
not run because she wore surh high-hoeled shoes, Kitty who
hated getting ho* and rufled,

Hhe walked across the lpwn beside him silently swingin
her racquet. She was tall—her head reached the level o
young Winter lick’s stalwart shoulder—and slenderly built.
Bhe wors the saverest of white skirts and a business-like
canvas blouse, cut short at the sleeves, and her arms were
alightly tanned the sun, and there was the faintest

owdering of freckles on her face. Bhe was hatless, and
ier thick brown hair was rather saverely dressed in a
eimple coil, though round her forehead it had escaped a
little, and curled childishly,

Bhe was something better than pretty, so a disinterested
onlooker would have said; something i.nﬂnih:l_r better than
the pink-and-whiteness of Kibtj]r‘ﬁ.rl.mgt.un; something that
arregted attentiom by the frankoess of tae grey eves and
the firmness of the rather wide mouth.

Just now she was looking rather grave, but when she
smiled her whole face lit up as if by magic and a dis-
tracting dimple made its appearance.

But %’hilip had no eyes for dimples that were not to be
seen in Kitty s face, and, though he loved tennie, he played
badly and lost the set.

“I'm sorry,”’—he looked at Eva rather shamefacedly.
“ 1 told you I felt off my form—perhape we may be allowed
& revenge later.”

Eva stooped and picked up a ball.

" 1t doesn't matter in the laast," she said guickly. ™ Anl
we can _have our revenge at once, if you like.”

But Philip had seen that Kitty was momentarily alone,
and he stammered out that be would rather wait, that—he
whau tlgnmg on with a lot more excuses, but Eva eut him
ehort,

““ It's just as you like,” she said, and, though she turned
away, she felt rather than caw that he immediately crossed
the lawn to the emptly chair beside Kitty Arlington.

jﬁmn who had been cne of their opponents came up
to hiwa.

““Isn't Winterdick pliying agair! What's the matte-
with him{ Never saw him - lu& such a rotten gpame,’

“ He saye he'll nlay later,” ehe answered, but she kept
ber eyes averted aa she spoke. And under the trees Philip
had persuaded Kitiy to go with him to the flower garden,

*I'm fed up with tennis,”’ he said, boyishly. * I played
& otten game—Miss Dennisnn.is witl with me, I expect,
I wanted to be with you all the time . . . let's go and look
at the roses.’ :

Bhe'agreed, with a little Iauf'h}.a'h-u knew quite well that
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he was gring to ask he. to marry him, and.she also knew
what he did not know, that she had been planning and
scheming for this all the summer.

The Winterdicks were rich——the richest people in the
county—and Philip was an enly son. He was good-lockiog,
too, and she liked the thought of living ah the Highw
House and of baving as much money as even ehe eo
spend, so it was with deliberate intent that she slipped o
hand through his armi aa soon as they were out of sight, and
gave a little righ of eontentment.

“ 1 thought you wera going to desert me all the after.
noon for Eva," she said, Bﬂﬂ?j’.

“For Eval"” he echoed her words in sheer amazement.
“Why,1h ¢ know her,” he added.

Bhe made o little grimace,

“But ghe's such = fine tennis player, and you love
tenpis——"'

‘" T'here are man t-hin{iﬂ Ilove a thousand times bettar,*
he answered swiftly. *f You, for instance. . . .” Then
suddanly ha ntappad and caught her in his arms.  ** Will
you marry me i he asked hoarsely.

Bhe pretended.to ba amazed; she pretended, as she had
been b ht up to pretend all her lifs ; she even managed
8 blush, which Philip thought aderable, and when, with &
little confiding gesture which would have been cfanrming
bad it been less studied, she put her arms round his neck.
Philip lost his head, and for & momenc he wae near, very
nesr, to the gates of Eden.

“ And so I can tell everyone we're engaged 1" he eaid
some time later when things had settled down & bit; and
Eitty Arlington nodded and esid she mgpond eo; and
Philip kisaed her again and eaid that he had never been
g0 happy in his life, and he did not know what he had done
to deserye her love; and then presently they went back
to the lavwns, and the man against whom Philip had played
with Eva pounced upon them

“ Here you are, you rotter! What about your revenge !
Miss Dennison haes been looking for iu'u. everywhe
haven't youi” He appealed to Eva, who had f::!]uwa
him, but she turned away with a.little laugh,

“T don’t think Mr. Winterwck cares to play again,”” sha
gaid quisetly.

CHAPTER IL
Ir was getting dusk when Philip r5-:;'; home. Long
shadows about the houss and garden and & falint,

cooling breeze stirred the branches of the tall treJs
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He wae whistling a enatch of _ong under hi~ breath,
and he falt extraordinarily light-hearted.

He was an engaged man. To-morrow he was going up
to London to buy-the finest dismend rinﬁ Lk e

“If you please, sir, the muster would like to speak to
you—hea is in the library, sir."

Philip woke from his dreamiig with a stark

" Oh, all right . , ." )

He felt absurdly bashful as be erossed the hall ond
opened the library door. He wondered what they would
pay, this father and mother or his, who had both always
been such sticklers for birth and breeding. Well, they
eould bave no objection to Kitty on that score, at all eventa
—her pedigree was longer than bis own, in spite of the
fact that her ancestora had been a somewhat shady and
impecunions lot.  She was a lady to her finger-tips, bless
her! What a mistress she would make jor the Highwﬁy
Honge. His mother would be pleased, he was sure. 0
ghut the door behind him with a little pervous elam.

 Baker said you wanted me,” he began, then stopped.
His father and mother were both in the room, and his
mother . . . not crying, surely 1

He took g quick step forward and stood beside her,

# What is it1 What has happenedi Mother. . . ."

But it was his father who answered, his father wha
spoke in & voice broken h{:mutiun and rough with feeling,

“ It's ruination, I hil, that's what it is, my bu;r,”

 Ruination|” The young man stared. “ What on
earth #  Ha tried to lans “ Guv'nor, what are you
t-a.lkirzg about! Mother .

' Tt's the truth, my boy. The old man had walked over
to the window now, and etood staring into the garden with
eyes that saw more acutely than ever before the beaunties of
this home which perhaps would soon be his no longer, and
suddenly his enforced calm broke and he flung up his
clenched hands with a groan.

 After all these years. . . nobody but & Winterdick has
ever lived at the Highway House, . . "

It was that ery which told Philip the deadly earnestness
of it all; a sudden fecling of weakness came over him;
he clenched his hand oo the Luck of his mother's chair,

© Rupination !’ It waz an ugly word.

He stammered out that it was a mistake, of course it
must be a mistake—there was o way of putting things right
—it was too ebsurd—too unthinkable. :

“ It's" your father's optimism that had ruined us," his
mother said, pmmnatefy‘. "* His abesurd optimism and
hisczonfldence in anyone who chooses {0 put hair-orained
scl.omee before him. T warned ypu not to listen to that
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man, Lionl ; you know I did—you know that T did, Phil \—
and now what is the consequedes 1"’

Y What mani ., What are you talking about?"” There
WaE I[illw,rpu irritation in Philip's voies; hizs nerves felt all
on edge.

o Bfnclain . - . I begged your father nov' to have any-
thing to do with him, I distrusted the man from the firat
—¥ou remembar the'!day he eame, Phil §*

‘Yes, yea—Philip remembered it well, remembered
that be, too, had ghared his"mother's dislike of the man—
o, 1_3&:_0!: ; what has he got to do with it 1"

ia father turned. i
: "He was floating & company wh!ch_ha gwore would make
his fortune, and double mine—the thing look seund—I put
every penny I eould raise into it. I mortgaged the estate,
and now. . . ." «He broke on helplessly.

Philip dragged a chair forward and sat down, his braio
was not working very clearly as yet.

" And the position fs—what?" he asked after a
moment.

Mre 1Winturliiq1t broke out again.

“ The poeition  ie that we are ruined—we ghall have to
gell the house, and go and live eormewhere quite smell and
cheap. I—oh, I can't bear it,” she sohb “ Think of
the disgrace.”

Philip looked at his father.

“How long have you koown this 1" he asked. He was
gorry for his father, desperatelyssorry—the guv'nor was
such & sport, such a ripping fina sport, and he looked so
crushed and beaten, even his voice sounded changed as he
answared dearily—

A long time, Phil—a long time."

" And you mever told mei" i

“ T hoped Lhiugs would improve—I was sure something
might turn uwp. thought dienster eould be averted.

he eame old fatal optimismn! Philip remembered how
often he had heard his mother say only hall seriously that
it would be the ruin of them all. .

Budden, passionate revolt surged through hie heart; he
brought his clenched dst don o4 the table,

“ But there must be something to stop it—aomething
that can be done, . . ." ]

His.mother atru‘;:rl-cd errin:.  Bhe looked up and across
to where her husband smud:" and there was a moment of
silence fraught with meaving, Then sho spoke:

“ Are vou going to tell bFim, Lionel, or shall T§"

The ld man turned heavily. )

“ 1 will, my dear, of coursa. I will. . ,." Ha cleared
his threat vigorously, ‘" Phil, my boy . . ." he began,
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then stopped, only to struggle on afresh. “I've always
been 8 good father to you, Phil. I've given you every-
thing you wantet, everything you asked for, and youo'ra
our only son——"" He paused. * Qur only =on,”" he eaid
again impressively, )

*“Yes . ., . Philip rose to his feet; he had not the
least idea what was coming, but he felt that it was some-
ﬂli'.ng that would mutt&; greatly.

f Anything I can do . . . anything——" be added
helplesely.

Yet in his heart he was asking himeeli what on earth he
could do to stem the tide that seemed about to overwhelm
thern. He had never done a day's work in his life, and
had never been taught a profession; he had romped
through Eton and Dxﬁ‘ord on his games, so to speak; he
had rather liked admitting frankly that e was no good
whanlae brains were required, but if it was a question of
muscla . . .

“ There is something you can do,” his father said. Ha
kept his face averted as he spoke. ‘' Bomething that will
save us all—your mother and myself—ard you too, Phil.

“Wellt” There was a sharp note in the young man's
VOICE.

" Well—"' he father echoed, *there is Dennison.
You know Dennison i

“You're oot suggesting that I should ask him for
money I"' Philip interrupted hotly. " A man you've always
despised because he made his money out of trade i
that's it . . . "

“ It's not it.” The old man laughed ruefully. *If
that were all, I covld aek him myself—as a matter of fact
...." Ha voice grew shamefaced. "I have ashed
him—already.”

" Father [ )

Mr. Winterdiek rounded on him fiercely.

“ It was for your sake, not my own—your sake and your
mother's. Do you think I wantt to see you both ruined
after all these years! Ilo you thirk I want to turn out
of my home and die in & stuccoed villa1” The old man's
voice rose passionately.

Philip looked away, somehe he could not bear it,

" Go'wn,' he said in a mufflad voice. ' And what did—
did Denpison say 1" It hurt his p:ide that they should have
come to this, that his father-—his fatlier! the most res-
pected and first man in the county should have asked
money from ol Denpison, & man who was not properly
educated, & man who boasted that he had once served in
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his own zmell shop. . . It was intolerable. " Go nn,”
he said again. ** What did Yo say—refused, of course,
“No ... but thers were conditio la . . . conditions
which only you, 'my boy, can fulfil.” -
There was & sort of desperate courage now in his father's
voice, He came across to Philip, and laid'a hand on his

“I've been guor! to you, my boy,” he said, almost
humbly. ** You'll not etand by and see me ruined and
see your mother's heart broken 1

Philip gripped his father's hand.

“You know that ams’t.hing I can do I will, and gladly.
Buat I don't understand.” .

“Tt was Dennison’s ewn condition, not mine. . . .
Mr, Winterdick cleared his throat vigorously. *' You
know what that class of man is, what he thinks of pedigres
and blus blood, and an ancestral home, and so forth. . . .
Only natural, 1 suppore, but . . .”

Philip made a gesture of intoleranes. .

“'%es, yes . . . but go oo—go on. . . " His nerves
felt at enapping point. He could not think what it was
that his father was driviog at. R

“ Well, he says ha will get me out of Binclair's rotten
conecern, take over the shares—make averything as it was
before 1 was ool enough to trust the man, if you . . .
you . . . if you will marry his daughter, Phil.’

n

CHAPTER III

For & moment there was unbroken silence in the dusky
room: to Philip it eeemed as if this were just some scens
from a nlay, at which he was part of the audience, and not
snyone whom it vitally concerned.

He Jooked st his mother—her face was raised now, and
there was & world of strain and anxiety in her eyes as they
met his: her hande were clasped in her lap, her whola
haing seemed to ba pragiﬂg of him, beseeching of him to
do this thing—to saw them whila there was yet time.

She had alwaye been go proud. It struck her son now
with a sort of wonderment that she pould e willing for
Aim to buy back what the, had lost at such a price; be
supposed it showed that ehe must love the Highwey House

very much.

ﬁa locked at hir father—the old men's head was kant,
his hands grlgpeﬂ the back of a chair ap_f{nat which he was
standing, and Philip noticed that his knu-kles stooa eut
white with the strain whi=h he was putting upen them.
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He looked post him and into the darkening gacden, A
biri was twittering drowsily in the silence and everything
was 80 quiet end peaccful 1t secmed impossible that this
t.mﬁadg ad really come into his life. 1

o tried to speak, but hia lips felt stiff; there was only
ona t.huushh i1 his mind—Kitty |

She had no money, and now—as he had none—he dazhed
& hand across his eyes; monmey would not matter! She
was not that sort of girl; she would stick te a fellow all

e more because he was down on his luck.

* Phil, dear,” said his mother with a sob.

It- was o sharp reminder of all he was asked to do—all
for which they had appealed to him.

They knew nothing of Kitty and his love for her; they
only asked him to save them, to save their home for them,
nm:ft.hai;- name ; they had no idea of the sacrifice they wers
demanding.

To marry Eva Dennison |—a girl he hardly knew—a girl
to whom he had naver given a second thought. To make
her hiz wife and bring her to live here in hia home; to be
son-in-law to red-faced old Dennison—to pal up to her
brothers . . ., he set his testh hard, ok, the t!ﬂ.lﬂg‘ was
monsbrous.

1’; P’I'lil,” said his mother again, * Oh, Phil, for my
gaka!

Bhe got up and eame over to where he stood, clasped her
hande about his arm and bowed her face to them ; he could
feel her teara on his hand, feel how her whole body shook
with sobs, and suddenly be knew that he could bear it oo
longer. e wrenched himsell free——

]::{ Oh, Iegima go, let me go—it's impossible, quite impoa-
sible. . . .

He rushed from the room and out into the garden; the
cool air fanned his hot forehead; he walked up end down
in the dusk, driven by tortuous thoughta.

Hitty | She was all that enattered ; how could be pive
her up! Why, it was only & few houra since he had told
her he loved her, only a few hours since he had beld her in
hie arms and kissed her; they wore only just on the thres-
hold of their happin and new thgy wers asking him to
shut the door upon it for ever. . .

He felt as:if hs could never rest again; away in the
distance & clock chimed the hpxr—he saw his father turn
on the 'ght in the library, saw his fine old figore moment-
arily silhouetted asainst the light and he stood still for a
momentto look at him,

He had always been ed proud of hiv father—he would
hav. dona a preat deal for the old man, but thie—waa
&ening too muchl
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l-hHu :Er::ad away and went out of the garden and down
B road.

A desperate longing to sse Kitty was “jpon him; a sork
ot Siind terror seomed to b grip f’ig hi soul—he had got
to loee her! BStruggle against the thooght as he migaht,
atb the back of his mind the gonviction clung, !

Ha had got to lose her—ashe wuu'[d_neverﬁn his wife—he
would have to stand by and see some other, luckier man
ut-ef in to his place, whilst he——

t waa asking too much, it was not fair—he had a right
to his bappiness, :

And yet he knew that his parents, too, bad s right to
expeet something of him in return for all that they bad
lavished upon him. He had always had everything he
wanted, they had showered love and money upon him; he
had often felt that if ever the day came when he could
repay_even a littie for all they had done he would do it
so gladly; and yet here he was erying out like & coward,
because that day had come.

He walked on'more quickly, He had come to the bend
in the road where he had meb Kitty only that afternoon,
He thought of theslittle smile in her eyes as ghe had locked
ugel.t- him, thought of the touch of her hand on his arm—
the roft yielding of her lips to his kisses. ) .

Bupposing he never kissed her again! Bupposing that
aweet chapter of his life were ended and closed for over!
Buppose—— Oh, what was the good ol supposing—it only
drove s man mad and made the world a mockery. ;

He tried to put all thoughts from him; he strode on till
he reached the little country towan.

The Arlingtons lived in an unpretentions house close to
the church, Kitty had once said to him teasingly:

“¥ou have to pass the Dennisons’ pslatial residence to
get to our modest abodal I wonder you care to come to see
us.” And'he had answered that he woeld walk to the ends
of the earth to see her, no matt+r where she lived. He was
remembering all these little sweet nothings now, with
unutterable anguish, 2

In a moment he had recched the house, with its ivy-
rovered walls, and was standing ou* there in the guiet road-
way, looking up at the lighteu windows with hia unhappy
heart ia his syes, ; : ;

Buffering was new to P%lip Winterdick; he did not
undérstand it; he fercely resnted it, becauss the fiunda-
ﬁc-g: of his happiness that had seemed o secure werp being
undarming

And as he stood there, halr-alraid to go on to the house
and aslk-for the girl he loved, the deor op-nad and she
anme oui. The house was o'd-fachioned and only & darrow
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etrip of garden divided it from the path'wa'i, bat ghe had
mmgmd ga.t? and was rlanding there in the dueky light
before she saw'him; then ghe ua'ught- her breath with &
little ery and instinctively held out her hands.

“ You, Phill"

“Yes, my dear.” His voicn was broken. He took her
hands, and, bending his head, kiesed them again and aglnmln
with frantic passion. Now he seemsd so near losing her
bia love '.'J:a-ciI suddenly amumed gigantio Srnpi}ttlnm
He was eure that no mar had ever loved a8 woman
as he loved Kitty A.r].in,gutcn—hu waa sure that his life waa
nbﬂut:d.tu ba ruined—all his hopes of future happiness

]

Bha tried to free herself, Bhe drew away from him in
faint alarm. Bhea did not like ench deep emotion—she pre-
forred & rather distant way of love-making. There was &
little frown between her blue eyes a8 she looked up st him,

ing to read his faca.

™ Phil | what is the matter? What has happened

“ Everything. I don't know how fo tell you. Will m
come ont—or shall I come n? I couldn’t rest till I
geen you . . . Kitty——"" His voice broke though he
tried hard to steady it. * Kitty, you do love me, don't
you? It wasn't just play this aftérnooni You do wanb
to be my wife 1"

Ehe grew alarpad. :

“Love you! Of course I do, Phil! You frighten mel
What is the matter? ... . dear!"

_Bhe began to cry—butterfly tears that were most effeo-
tive.

Philip was all contrition instantly. He was a selfish
brute. He hadn't meant to make her cry, he would sooner
die than that she should shed a tear for him. Ha loved her
s0.  There was nothing he would not do for ber.happiness.

He was so gentle, there was such tenderness in his voice
that she dried her eyes. :Bhe was curious to know wha
had happened. Bhe would come out, she said.

Philip opened the gate. It was almost dark in the road
now, and he held her hand io his as they walked slowly up
and down. \

“ T don’t kmow how to tell you. This afterncon T had
not the }mh idea.';;[ it all. Tt was only when I got home—

v'oor . . .
d broke in—
“ He doesn’t want you to marry me. Ha doesn’t think
T iarahod hroken ewrtedl
a roken-heartedly.
e Tf it].lswem only that! My darling, how could he ever
think such a thing 1"
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" Then whatisit? If it isn’t that, what,else can it be 3

re was a hint of impati¢ace in herivoice, and Phil

saw with a feeling of despair that the tiath would never

even faintly cceur to her. He suppored it would not ocour

to anyone who knew them—the Winterdicks’' weelth was a

by-word—they had always been rich—for generations they
bad been the wealthiest people in the county.

EBhe tried to fres ler hand, .

. you tell me You are unkind! Yon say
you love me, and yet you frighten me like this. It it'a
anything 1 ought to know, why don't you fell me? ™

And then he told her the plain, ugly troth as it had been
told to him—that his father speculated and loet in an
hour or two the fortune that had beea built up by genera-
tions. He spared himself nothing—he told her that he
would be poor—that he had never earned a ghilling in hia
life—that he would have to start from the bottom of the
ladder and struggle to make his way up; that he would
succead—that he would -do his utmost, if only ehe would
help him. He only wanted her love, nothing elsa in the
world eounted. Ha knew he wun'ﬁigou& enough for her,
but he adored the ground she walked on—after all money
wasn't everything—that people who lived in quite little
houses on little incomes were often happier than kings—
and all the time he felt himself a traitor to his mother, o
traitor to the generous old guv'nony who had pever
grudged him anything, who would have given him the
very cost off his back. y . .

nd suddenly he broke off into déspairing silence. Ha
felt her hand fall away from his, and for an eternity she
did not speak ; then she said in a gmall, strangled voice:

" You must be mad. . . ."

Philip enught his breath hard.

“ You must be mad,” she ssid again. * What are you
suying? That you are poor| That you have lost all your
money " Bhe laughed, “It ean’t be truel How can
people lose 8o much money in such a little time 1"’

“I¢’s not a little time—my father has konown for ever
g0 long.”

o }uf d he never told you—b-~ let you go on in ignorance.”
There was nothing but ¢old aoger in her voice.

“ Kitty—for God's sake, if you ever loved 1he.” .

He tried to put him arm re. 7d her, but she repulsed him,

" Tt's not fair; you've chented me, I've been puor all
my life—too poor to want to marry & man who has no

money,

H:Fbrnku in desperately ;—
“ 1t you loved me st all. . . . :
i f loved you it woul’ make no difference. I can't

L
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be noor—I hate soverty! It'sugly—horridl TUghl Dhil
don't you under tand 7 Al my life it's been & struggle—
I've nover really had anything that I wanted.”

IYnu mean you doo't care for me enough to marry
me {1

Bhe evadeu tha guestion.

" Qaring isn't anything when you haven't any money.”

There wae a long silence; then she turned. .

U1 muost go back, 1 wish I had never come out. I wish
I had never eeen youw.*

Thers were tears in her voice now, tears of self-pit
only, but they wrung his heart. Ha began to plead wit
her afresh—he .would work as man had pever worked
before; he would lay down his life for her; he would make
ber the happiest woman in the world,

Bhe pave & little contemptuous lﬂ.u{;h.

"'.'}'_Flm happiest woman in the world—with one fiack a

2AT

¥ Ehe cried in earnest mow, but they were tears of dis-
appointment; she had been so pleased at her success in
catching the most eligible man for miles around—she had
made such plans for the future, and now they were all down
in the dust—she could still be engaged to Philip Winterdick
il she chose, but the engagement would be shorn of &ll its
glory. Bhe could never live at the Highway House—
ehe could never he e her own car; the tears fell faster;
she was sobbing outright by the time they got back to the
ivy-coloured house arovnd which Philip bad woven such
wonderful dreams :

At the gate he made his last appeal.

“ No one will ever love vou better than I do, Kitty. And
it's for all our lives, remember, . . " ;

1 can't be poor,” she sobbed. ™ And you'd hate it,
too. You must marry someone with money, Phil O
poor Phill I'm sorry—but:I ean't, indeed I can't.”

Bhe tried to elip away, but he beld her fast.

“And this is your last word 1" he asked in a strangled
v;inui “1f I go now I never gome back; you understand
that 1"

" ¥eg," ghe whizspered.

He bent and tried to see her face, but the dusk was too
deep now.

““ And you don't—care,’” h. said in hoarse wonderment.
He let her go, and stood thete like & man turned to stone
while she fled up the little garden to the house. He waited,
ani then he heard the skarp click of ie front door as she
shu* it nﬁainab him, ?

He had offered her of his best, and she had flung it
back in his face becsuse she coaldn’t bear to be l:u:nrl:n'1I
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He turned sway and Legan to walk hom i His step was
as firm as ever and he held his head proud § erect, but loe
heart of him was breaking for ibe pretty lream that had
gone so eadly awry.

JOAPTER IV

Trerz was someone elee besides Philip Winterdick who
had found it impossible to settle down to anythiog on the
evening following the tunuiudpnﬂy; when everybody had
gone, Eva Dennizon wandera :esﬂeasi{ about the garden
in the dusk till cne of her brothers found her and demanded
to know what she had got the hump about.

Whetever peoule like Kitg Ar]ing'ton and young
Winte.dick thought of Ralph Dennizon's daughter, her
own brothers adored her,

She was the eldest of the [amily, and, in the words in
which the boys invariably expressed their admiration,for
her, she was & real sport.

{On more occasions than they could remember she had
gtood between them and their father's anger; over and
over again in the old days before wealth knocked at their
door, Eva had looked after them like a mother, sewing on
odd Euttanq and seraping pennies togetaer for some small
treat, working early and late to make life more bearable,
and sacrificing herself in a thousard small ways.

Mra. Dennison was a useless, fretful sort of person, who
from the moment the neeessity for economy ceased had her
fingers manicured and firmly refused to use them again for
anvthing more strenuous than fancy work.

%ha imagined that by so doing she wad prcwinF herself &
guitable wife for a rich man; sﬁa spent most of her timas
now reclining on & couch in her too elaborate drawing-
room, or taking short drives in the expensive car whic
was the terror of her soul. .

She loathed motoring; she looked for accidenta at
every corner, but a3 the Winterdicks and uvc?me elea
who was anvone had a ear a.d used it, she hid her fear
and followed their example.

Only the chauffeur, perb=pa, knew what a penalty the
daily run was to his mistress .r recognised the note af real

ony in her voice a3 she besought him in & whisper to
ﬁE(ﬁ'_‘.'u-rl.m. earefully, John.” : g

# It's & shame to Jxpect mothey to go, in the ear,”’ Eva
gaid moze than once to her father. **I'm sure she hales
iLIJ
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““Hates it!" Ralph Doeonizon locked at hi- dauwghter
wich blank ami zement in his shrewd eyes. '° Hates it]"
he echosd agsi’ . * Hates riding in a car that cost mae
nearly & thousand poundsi” o gave a eelf-satisfied
lu.ugh. " Tt's a better car than even Winterdick's," ke
gsid, compleently,

He took the Winterdicke as his standard. He copied
them in every possible way. He even tried to wear euita
like those which old Winterdick wore, regardless of the fact
that what locked well on_the tall, slim figure of the owner
of the Highway House, looked absurd on his own portly
proportions. C

e had long sinca cherished a scheme in his ambitions
mind by which his daughter was to marry Philip Winter-
dick, but that an opportunity would ever arise to make
the way easy for him had never once entered into his
calculations, s

He had never cered particularly for Eva. He had wished
all his family to be sons, but eince they had left the
guburban town where he had laboriously built up the
foundations of his wealth, and come to live in Apaley, Eva
had grown in importance.

He began to realise that she was pretty. _He was
proud that the Arlingtons had taken her up. He never
minded what he gave her to-spend on clothes

“ Buy what the other girla buy,” he told her. * Buy
clothes like those siss Arlington wears, and you']l look as
well aa she does, Dash it all! Do you think I'm going
to have my girl eut out by people like them 1"

Eva umﬁegfr Bhe hated this ostentation and show. Bha
was naturally & simple, unaffected girl. Ehe knew quita
well what Apsley and its ]cﬂ.d.mgtﬁmpla thonght of her
and her f,a.milﬁ, and she knew that the Winterdicks,
courteous as they always were when they met, in their
hearts looked down upon them, ) )

That knowledge hurt intolerably.  Bhe envied Kitty
Arlington bitterly because of the long line of ancestors she
had to back her up.

Rogues and vagabonds the{ may have been. That did
not matter. They were at lesst ancestors and blue-
bloaded, and she knew thai to Philip and his parents they
mattered frr more than all her own wealth.

¥Eva had cared for Philir Winterdick from the first
mome 1t of their meeting. vor her he was the one men in
the world, BSuch things do happen sometimes in spite of

ornics. i

 Not that he would ever look at e, I know,” she told
hergelf agair and again.

But this afternoon, when be had so careless!y thrown
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her over i order to be with Kitty Arlingt'n, she had felt
as if she could bear it no longer, and wlen her brother
came upon her wandering about the garcen later in the
evening there were very obvions sigos of teare on her face.

He slipped an arm about her waist with & sort of
embarrassment. i

“ What's up 1"’ _he demanded. * What have you got
the hump about, Bonnie 1"

Bonnie was the boys' nickname for her. Nobody knew
guits how it had originated or why, but they never called
her by any other name,

BB brreonts gt the ¢ I ha r

e aven' ¢ hump—of course ven't. m
tired, that's u.llq?t

#Well, then, you'd better come indoors,' he advised.
i Pater's been asking for you all the evening. T say—
his voice changed to s sort of perplexity—'' have you
noticed how frightfully bucked with himself the pater’s
been looking lately 1

Eva shook her head.

% No, Hashei Perhaps he's made some more money.™
Thers was a touch of bitternees in her voice. What wos
the uee of monev i It conld not buy the one thing in all
the world that she wanted

T!:ﬁy turned back towards the house.

‘“How do you think things went off thia aiternoon,
Peter "' she asked, with an attempt at her old cheeriness.
“ 7 played a rotten dgama, I know—did you notice 1

:He shook his hesd, !

“ Fon can't niwa}ra be on top of your form,” he said,
rather absently. *1 say—Kitty Arlington's & stunner,
isn't she 1"

His sister’s heart contracted a little; Peter was her
favourite brother, and the whole-hearted enthusiasm in
his voice hurt her somehow. )

“ She's very pretty,”’ she said, with an effort. .

Bhe was thinking of the exlﬁremnn of Philip Winterdick’s
eyes aa he came back across the lawn with Kitty at his pide.

“ Bhe's engaged to Mr. Winterdick, ien't shel” she
prhed, carelessly.

Peter shrugged his shoulders.

“ Couldn't say, I'm sure,” he said, laconiccdly, ' Bha
doesn’t wear a ring if she 1. " There was a little pause.
" Doas she 1" he asked, a trifls anxiously. .

Eva looked up quickly; something in his veice touched
her with & sort of aporehension.

Surely Peter . . . out Peter was such a boy—only just
tu;Ead two-and-twenty; ehe tried to shake the thougat
aaide.
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“Well, she ¢ion will, if she doesn’t nmow,” she eni.
decidedly. ‘It & one of those things that are . , . well
—in the air, yvor. know.*

Peter did not answer; they had reached the house, and
he left her at the door.  Eva went on to her father’s room ;
the “study,” he called it, thouzh he never did anything
more arducus in ita book-lined precinets than read the
g'inumim' Temes. Bhe put ber bead round the bhalf-closed

oor,

“* Do yom want me, father 1"

Mr. Dennison wae standing back to the mantelshelf; a
fat cigar between his lips, and a great expanse of white
waistooat showing beneath his dinner jacket,

" Coma in, my dear—ecome in," he said afablv. "I
wondered where you were. Been in the garden 1

“Yee' BShe was puzzled by his manrer; she looked at
him ecurionely.

Mr. Dennison hummed and hawed ; he was a trifle afraid
of his daughter: he cleared his throat vigorously.

‘" T've been suggesting to your mother,” he said at last,
" that we onght to ask the Wisterdicks to digner.”

Eva flushed erimson.

" Ack them to dinner!" she echoed. * Why, father,

they've never asked usl They've never even properly
called—and it was their place to eall™
He frowned,

" That's an absurd iden that's gone out of fashion,” he
eaid emphatically, * Puuﬁle don’t "eall ' as they used to
—I know it [or a fanct) ceides . . . I like the Winte=-
dicks. "

Bha langhed rusfully.

“I'm afraid they don’t like us,” she esid. * And
begides—we ean't do ik, father— T don't believe they'd
come if we did.”

“Tut, tut!” He was getting annoyed now. * Allow
me to be the best jndge ofithat, my dear. Old Winterdick
wis hera yesterday morping, and he made himself most
agreeable—in fact, he—er . ., . well, he gave me to
understand that he hoped we should all be nice and jolly
together—neighbourly: in ‘fact, you know .. .” ~ H-
stopped ; he looked qnxiuu_ac!g &t his daughter. * T thought
you liked young Winterdick," he broke out with sudden
axasperation.

Evs clenched her hands ia her lap to hide their sndden
trambling. * Like him! When we've only met half-a-
dozen times," she said as carelessly ns she conld.

“ Half-a-dozen timea!” he echoea seornfully. ' Why,
I proposed t your mother the second time I ever saw her,
Haen't she aver told yout! T. was Whit Monday, and 1
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. " Fe stopped and cleared his thr at to hide his
amba:ru..u.mant-. he memory of that Wit Monday od
not eomehow seam to fitin to the Fraaaut. el ‘bﬂruta pictura,
“ Anvway, I mean to ask them,” he hurried on. * Bo
you'd better talk to your mnthcr sbout it."

He turned away as if to intimate that the discussion waa
at an end, and Eva left him.

Her cheeks were hot and fushed. IMow on earth could
they do thia thing? zhe could oot understand her father
at all. Though she was as fond of him as he would allow
her to be, she knew that compared with Philip's father he
was common &nd uneducated; she could well imagine what
it would mean if this invitation were sent
" "Tllf:ﬁv would refuse—of course, they would,” she told

BrEse

It had hurt her because Mra, Winterdick had not ealled
on her mother; she knew that Mrs. Winterdick was VEry
exclueive, and she knew, too, that it would only be courting
dieaster to make such & blunder as to ask them to dinner.

Bhe lsughed a little to herself as she went out into the
garden again.

“ Poor father!' jhe thought. " If only he wouldn't be
in such a hurry.

Bhe wandered round to the front of the house, and down
the long carriage drive to the gata

It wos almost dark, but there was a [aint light in the
eky as il & moon were climbing alolt pehind the slowly
maoving clouds.

Téﬂ& gate waa [astened back, and Eva went oot into the
road.

Evarything was very still; there seemed nobody about.

She looked down the road towards the Arlington's house,
She had so often looked towards it at night and wondered
how often Philip Winterdick found his way there. Bhe
wondered if perhaps he was there now—il he had gons
home with Kitty after Ltho tennit party and stayed for the
evening,

'I"ben ‘she thought of Petor's elaborately indifferent ques-
tioning of a few moments sines, and the faint anxiety
n.nrra E‘Eﬂ.m in her henrt.

tty been llLrtmi with him, boy as he wasl Oh,
mrely not! Bhe was so heartless; such a butt>rfiy! Not
nearly good enough to win h's affections, and, besides. . .
thare waa Philip|

" It's all nonsense—it's }uat my aﬂ imapination,” she
told hereelf. ‘" Why, Peta.'s oul oy etalll’

She looked up at lae sk{r 1 ﬂa zroscent moon had
just sailed over a dark bank of clouds, and seemed to ve
peeping down &t her.
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A pew mo nl T ought to wish!” -

And almost ¢ 3 the thous"it Boated inte her mind another
followed quickis, forming itself into words before she waa
really aware of ita existence.

“ 1f only he might love mal ™

The soun:® of her own voice startled her, and she looked
round guiltily, afraid lest somecna should have heard.

She {u&d baen thinking of Philip. When was she not
not thinking of him{ And to-night more than ever before
his love spemed to be the one thing in all the world worth
wishing for. )

Bhe raised her face to the sky and involuntarily
stretched her nrms to the little shining crescent,

“Tf only hs might love me,” she said again, softly.
' Little Man in the Moon, if it's true thet you ean grant
wiches, prant mine! And let him love me—aome day "

" You look like a priestess prayi%q to the moon," =mid a
voice ot her elbow, and, turning, Eva saw Phﬂ'iip Winter-
dick standing beside her, He had not changed from his
tennis flannels, and the white canvas shoes which he still
wore had deadened the souad of his footsteps as he came
along the road. . .

He would have avoided Eva had he thought it possible;
he was not in the mood to speak to manyone; he was still
throbbing with wounded pride st the way in which Kitty
Arlington had dirmissed him; for the moment at least po
other woman axistad for him, but a faint wonderment did
pasa through his mind as he saw the sudden radiance in
this girl's fhse as she turned to him,

Thers was a little eilence, then she said rather breath-
lesaly:

"f never heard you coming up the road.”

‘No ”—he glanced down at his fannels almost apolo-
getically—*51 haven't bothered to change—it's so0 hot,
god . . ." He stopped, his eyes wandering past her to
the direction of the Arlington’s house, from which he had
just come; then, with an effort, he turned to her again,

“You were moon-worshipping

Ehe laughed. . cro:

" Not exactly. I wae ju-t wondering if the old idex
shout wiahin.% when you see a new meon iz true !V

He amiled [sintly.

“ What did you wish * :1" He was not really
intaredted, but it seemed tle obvious thing to inguire,

Bhe shook her head.

“I[ I were to tell you it wouldn't come true.”

His moody eves scanned her [ace, .

i T should not have thought you were superstitious,™ he
geid. * Nor sentimental,” he added in his mind.



FOR LOVE e |

He had alwaye looked upon Bvas Dennis n as & mattor-
of-fact sort of person; he had only hithertc;seen her when
she was throwing herself heart and soul into a geme; it
rather surprised him to have found her gasing at the moon.

1 think everrbody is superstitions somefimes,” ghe
gaid rather gravely. Then® ghe jerked her hesd with a
queer little pesture of diemissal. " Were you coming to
gea ust ' she asked. *

Fhe knew quite well that he waa not,

He heaitated. 7 x

“ Tt's rather late, jsn't it 1"' he said evasively.

The last hour bad seemed an eternity to him; as he
looked at Eva he thought of his father's words in the library
that evening, and a hot flush erept into hia faca.

This girl ea his wife! He wondered what she would say
if he told her; it che would feel as he did, the untter
i possinility of it all § )

o took a eigarette from his pocket and Iit it

Ia the sudden flarse made by the match Eva locked at
Mm with wistful eyes ; Y

Ehe had not warted to love him; it had just somehow
bappened, without eny design on her part; and it struck
her a8 being absurd aa well as pathetie that whils he meant
so much to her she should be nothing at all to him.

He was so much everything she had 151'1!':]5 admired in
& man.

Thera was nothing of a hero about him really; he was
just an ordinary, heslthy, rather *selfish person; kind-

earted and thorﬂu\ihliy spoilt, and just now perfectly con-
vinced that his whole life had been ruined by Kitty
Arlington. :

The glare of the match showed the hardness of his syes,
and a sort of drawn constraint in his brown face before it
flickored out and left them once more in the darkness of
the summer nigfhb. )

"“He doesn't look happy,’’ Eva Dennison thought
guickly. There was a little zilence, ?

“W’]r:mn are we going to have our revengei” Philip
arkad.

He had been casting rouna in his mind for something
to say, and this geemed a hnpph_g' ingpiration.

“T played a rotten gam~ this afternoon; I hope you
have forgiven me 1" ! .

"] played badly, too, but I should like to beat them
some time if we gan.” 3 ;

e blew a cloud ofrsmoke into the darknesa

" Weall, why not to-morrow 1"

At the back of his mind there was the desire tomaks
Kitty jealeus More than once she had pratended to be
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piqued with h m for plajing so much with Eva for a
arter, and a dusperate hope groew in hie heart as he made

3 Wﬁgcstmn.

Perhaps after all he really cared for him; of course, it
must have cume as & ghoek to her,—next tima they met she
would have had time to think it over and realise what it
really meant to them both.

“ 1 can come to-morrow—if I may,” he said again, Or
won't you come to our place this time! I am sure my
mother will be dalgght.ad to see you."

Eva's face flame

“Oh, I think you had hetter come to us,” she said,
humad‘]y. “I'll writa to Madge and Mr. Foster, or go
gud see them in the merning. "

Something in her voice arrested him.

“ You mean that you don't care to eome to ns 1" he eaid,
with & touch of oficnce.

Fva's pride was aroused; she answered almost before
she was aware of it.

¥1 mean that I don't think sour mother would care
for me to come.”

Philip made an involuntary exclamation, but she weot
on breathlessly :

“ Oh, please don't say anything, Mr. Winterdick, 1
know yvour peoplt are quite different to mine. 1 know
juet what we are thought of in Atps.ic}'. But, after all ""—
she drew a hard breath—" even if we did make our money
cut of trade, [ have my pride, too, you know."

He broke in agitatedly:

* Mi=zs Deonison—I give you my word of honour. . . .

Bha laughed scornfully.

* Oh, it doesn/t matter—please don't let us talk about
it any more; you can’t alter facts. And now, I think it's
time I went in." . :

Ehe made & movement to pass him, but he stopped her,

“I'm not going to let you go like this," he eaid
decidedly. ™ You've pot to have this out with me. You
accnsze us of being snobs—--""

Eva langhed merrilp

“T never used the word—I never even thought it."

" Tt's thiz same thing,"” he protested impatiently. ** You
talk about your father ha-.ig made his money out of
tradé! Well—mine dido't- make his at all—it's all been
made [or him—years ago—and dtlltt handed on, 85 I sup-

ose some day it will ha handed on to me; at *Immt--——-”

~ gtopped. For the moment he hal forgotten the tragic
thing, that Lad happened only a few hours ago; then Le
shrugged his shoulders.

i ED,“”_-, see, it's oo mbsu:d argument,” he went oo
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lightly, ‘" As » matter of fact, your guv'i pr scores over
mine &8 it's always more credit t9 a man to riake his mon.
than to have it given to him." Bo ple don't ta
rubbish like that. Asto mﬂ mother—she was only speaking
ahout {‘l:uu this evening when I got home; I give you my
word she was, and I assure you that she will ba delichted
if vou'll come and play at oar place to-morrow. T'll get
hold of Foester id the morning, and ring up Madpe
Ackland, and we'll bave & ripping four. at time will
you come i

There was & sort of confidence in his voice; she saw that
he ta;}:—k it for granted that she would not refuse, and it

urt her.

*I'd much rather yon came to us,”’ zhe protested. **1
would rexlly muoch rather. . . ."” And then with sudden
zmﬂulsa the broke out passionately: * It's kind of you to
talk like thiz=—I know you mean to be kind., Dot 1t's no
use. . Ouly just now, before I ceme out here, my father
was aa.yi.ugh that he wanted to ask vour people to dinner.
I'm not ashamed of my father, Mr. Winterdick—I'm fond
of him, but I just tell you this to make you see what a real
difference thers is “etwesn us. You kpow it's not the
thing for os to ask you to dinner—your mother hasn't
called on my mother. I hate all this silly convention, but

eople do it, and if we want to live bere 1 supposs we shall
ave to do it, too, or be cut.”’

“My mother will call to-morrow—I'll ask her,” he
blurted out.

Eva emiled and shook her head.

“ The fact of you having to azk her only proves what I
say.” Bhe held out her hand,  ** Gund-night}. Mr. Winter-
diclk, and I hope I haven't made you aogry.’

“ But you're not going yet,” he protgsted. " What
about our tennis—you eald you were dying to beat Foster
end Madge—**

" So I am—but on our own conrk!"

Philip frowned in the darkness. ;

T have invited you to come to the Highway House.”

" And I have refused,” she retorted lightly. o

" Very well—two coan play at that, ﬁuma * he said with
a sudden show of temper. * go we'll call the game off.
Good-night, Miss Dennison.™

He stalked off with as muck dignity as he conld summon,

It wae preposterous, bhe told hHimeelf angrily. Firs) che
called him a snob and then she gave herself airs and
refused his overbures. A .nice sort of wife she would,
make for a man|l He stopped dead in the road.

Thiz wa. hardly the way to do &5 his parents had begred
of him! He thought of his father—that pathetically
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broken air absut him—and he thooght of b= mother's
tears, and he : wore softly under his breath. .

What s poeition for & man to ba inl Degradingl
Impossible ! ,

d Kittr . . . it was the thought of Kitly that drove
kim back. + Kitty eared nothing for him or hia unhappi-
pess, and if he ecould mot have the woman he wanted he
might just as well have the eecond best. He hurriedly
retraced his steps.

‘' Miss Deonison."

Eva was half-way up the drive, but ghe heard his voies,
gnd her heart gave s traitorous Tittle thump.

But ghe did net turn or elacken her pace,

Philip broke into & run and overtook her.

“T'm porry,” he said. “I'm beastly sorry,  I'll be
ﬂnliﬁhh&d to come to-morrow—if you'll bave me.”

Ehe put her hand in his readily.

" Four o'clock, then,"” she sai “ And don't be late.
Good-pight.” ; :

“ Qood-night—and—Miss Dennizon [

L) YE\! IU

They were some steps apart now :

“I hope the old man in the moon grants the wish."
said Philip Winterdick.

Thers was a little silence.

“ 8o do 1" srid Eva tremulously.

CHAPTER ¥V

""Tenwis again |"' said Peter Dennison disgustedly. He had
encountered his sister on the ataira the following after-
noon, end he paused a rt,eg below her and looked her up
and down with pretended disapproval.

* Who is coming to-day, then 7"

Eva was intent on fnstening the cuff of her whita blouse.

" Only Madge and Mr. Foster,” she said airily.

Only three of youl—you can’t play LI{r:a 1" ha

protested.

Bhe raised har eyes for a moment and dropped them
again qulc'l:li.!

" There's Mr. Winterdick, too,” she said,

. Winterdick I'' A little K]mm shot into the boy's eyes.
“ Oh, then, 1 suppoee Miss, Arlington will be here as well,”
. " Indeed she. won't, then.'” said Eva sharply. *' She
dmm'tﬂp]ay, and so I didn't ask her. . . She hater
Kames,
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“ EBbe cculd eit under the trees and amhse me,'” Peter
said. "I like looking at her—rhe's like -8, picture.”

*Ho spemed conscious all at once of hin sister's silence;
he tweaksd her sleeve,

“ What's up, Bonnie 1" . .

" Nothing.” 8he pulled :Fwaﬁr from him alniost an‘gnl.r.
" You men are zll the same,”” ghe said m.lput.tmuzij. i
alwaye a pretty face that attracts you—nothing

Bhe paersed him and went down into the hall.

It was & quarter to foer—the others would be here at
any moment now, bat somehew that little reference to
Kitty had taken away her enger anticipation of the game.

t was the use of this afterncen with Philipi He
cared mothing for her. She waa all very well to play
tennis with for an hour—but for anything more . . . Bhe
gtiflled & sigh and went on into the parden.

Har father was there walking up and down admiring his
reses and, s usual, emoking & fat cigar.

Ha locked at his daughter’s trim figure complacently.

" Tennis again! Bless mel How can you play in this
sun ¥ He flicked some ciger ash from his cost.  *F And
who is coming to-diy 1" he asked. . .

“Madge and Mr. Fostor—and Mr. Winterdick."

" Winterdick " He sounded pleased. ** Nice youn
fellow—I like him. You ought to go to their place an
play, my dear.”

Ewva's eves gleamed.

""“H.a asked me to go to-day, angd I refused,” she said
enally.

Mr, Dennison drn]‘lnarl his cigar to t.!w gravel p:l.th and
for;at. to pick it up while he stared at his daughter,

* You refused l—why in the world , . .

EBhe met hiz angry eyes steadily. .

" Pecanse I'm not going to be patronised, father,” she
gaid determinedly. ‘'If they went me to go therp they
can ask ma prqparl.}l'—nnl‘, eend avsort of by-the-way invita-
tion like that . . "

Last night, when Philip had left her, she bad almost
wished that she had consented to go to the Highway Houss,

Fhe would leve to have gcoe—ta have seen his homa

ae "

“Peopls would only have said that T am ruuning after
him if I had gone,” she told hersclf, as she stood ii} the
sunshine beneath her father's angry ayes.

“T'm blessed if 1 know what's coming to you,!” he
growled. ‘" You oug{?t to ba thankful for all I've dode for
vyou, You ought to be thankral for being here instead of
elaving for your living as your mothar did wlien she was
your 8ge. . . »  YOU Ougit . . ." He stopped as a
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m~tor-hern sounded at the gats and a big ear tu.ned grace-
fu!l; up the drive,

""Blesa my soul—"" He grabbed at the fallen ci%'a.r,
his face fushed and embarrassed.  Who is it, girl? It
looks like the Winterdick's car . . "% Hia voice was
absurdly agitated.

“It's Mrs, Winterdick,” Eva said slowly. Bhe was
rather pale and there wae a little ficree light in her eves,

In spite of her determination Philip had scored off her
:]a]ji tima; he had kept hia word and sent bie mother to

OHAPTER VI

Pairie threw himeelf full length on the grass at Eva
ﬂnmnhan‘n feet and looked up at her with admiration io
ayes.

Y By Jove, you played & ripping game | he said,

Eva laughed.

“ 1T meant to win,” she said.

Winterdick chuckled.

"1t was & win, too! Poeor old Foster—mad as a hatter,
wasn't he I'"  Hea rolled over, getting a littls closer to her.
“You and I ought to go in for the ﬁugun’n tournament,
you know,' he said, eagerly. * There isn't a pair for miles
that mulé beat ue if 7o made up our minds to win.”

Eva made a littls grimace.

“1 hate tournaments, and, besides—"'

He finiched the gentence for her,

* You mean that you don't want me for a partner.”

1 mever Brid E0."

“ No, but that's what you meant. You've been sort of
stand-offish sll the aftarnoon. What have I done,
Miss Dennison 1" .

Bhe plucked ncwﬂualﬁ' at the cool prass,

“ You know quite well what you've done,” she said; she
met his eyes steadily as she spoke.

Winterdick coloured wituout knowing why,

" You mean ** he acked. . o

I mean that what I said to you laet night was said in
conf dence, and I think it -.as the meanest thing you could
have done to have gone home and asked your mother to
call here."””

He sat up with sudden energy. . X

T poaver asked her to eall,” he said excitedly.
swear by all—Misa Dennison, if you don’t believe me, I'
bring the mater here and ask her in front of them all. 1

ll]’
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pever said-a word to her—she left the house befors I Aid

thio afternoon, and I was more —mazed than yon were when

Il:mﬁot here and saw her , . . atleast . . . He flovndered
leasly, realising that he had only made things worse,
va laughed, but there was & trace of tenrs in her voice.

Bhes wondered why it was that the whele thihg made her
feel 2o bumiliated ; sha supposed it was because ghe thought
so much of Philip. Ehe looked acrosa to where his mother
was sitting with Mre Dennison. Eva heard her mother’s
affected little laugh—the laugh she had only cultivated
gince they came to Apsley,

“You don't believa me," said Philip darkly.

Her eyes came back to his flushed face.

‘1 do—of course, I do, if you say go. Oh!" she broke
out impatiently, ] wish we didn't alwayvs get on these
mlly arguments,  After all, what does it matter? It'a
kind of your mother to come. . .” But she raised her
chin & dignified inch. ) .

Philip ran his- fingers through his hair,

" You women are the rummiest lot, he said with a sort
of anger. " First you wanot a thing, and then you doh't
e o o« Hrst——=m=" & broke off and struck by his sudden
gilence Eva looked down at him,

Hin eyes were fixed on two people coming acrosa the
ETLES.

Eva's eyes followed the direction of his, and then she
gnt quite still, her hands clutching the handle of her
racquet.

itty and Peterl .

Budden anger burned in her heart. Thia was a putup
thing, of eoursa, she told hersell; Philig had let Hitty know
that he would be bere, and Eitty had come purposely.

Bha rose stifly and went to meet them ;:Philip had risen,
too, but he did not coma forward.

“ Poor dear! how hot you logk !’ Miss Arlington said
commiaeratingly as she shook hawds with Eva. She looked
provokingly dainty and cool hersell.

“1 hope you don’t mind my coming in like this, T met
your brother jurt outside, and he positively dra.gged me in.

. " Bhe glanced at Philip. ** Good afterncon!” she said
composedly. R

PEiliE answered the greeting coolly, though his heart
WaE racing.

He hated to see her there with Peter; hated the little
gir of devotion with which the boy followed her round; h
was unutterably relieved when Foster called from uhde
the trees that tea was read); he walked with Eva ‘o
where he: mother and his were gitting; he kanded cups
and cake, and talked and laughed, and all the time,
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hardly knew what be was doing; he felt that in 4+ moment

he should have!to make » scene—to throw something at

Peter, who had never left Kitty's side—to do something,

E:ythu;g, to give vent to the passionate jealousy in his
art.

It seemed sn eternity till his mother rose to go; she
looked at her son smilingly. i

" You won't be coming yet, Phil, I suppoes.” Bha
turned to Eva. *“ I wonder if you will come to us oo
Baturday, Miss Dennicon,” she srid in her soft, well-bred
voice. *''We are baving just s few friends for tennis—
I ehall ba delighted if yon will join ws.” : ;

" Of courss, she will,” Philip stenck in; his voice
sounded a little high and exeited, * Miss Dennison asng
I are poing in for the Apsley Tournoment together—
challenge the world eort of 1hing, don't you koow | ™

He laughed, and locked at Eva with reckless eyes, " I'll
come over and fetch you," he said. ™ You don’t want to
get hot before we start playing. What timei Four
o'clock ! Oh, that's too late—1 shall come at three.”

ITe went on talking at random, and all the time his
heart was with Kitty Arlington and the boy st her sida,
and he was suffering—sunffering intolerably. :

Eva walked across the garden with Mrs. Winterdick to
whera the car was waiting at the front door. .

“71 am 8o glad to have met gaur mother," Mrs, Winter-
dick said. ‘"I hope we shall be great friends.”

But—" An appalling woman!|  Appalling!" was her
thought as she drove away, Bhe felt on the verge of tears;
she stared stonily before her till she renched the Highway
Housa, * What a family for Phil to marry into—poor
Phil! But the girl . . .~ After all, she sesmed niee.”

Ehe would havz been amazed if she eould have known
the thoughts in Eva's heart as she went slowly back to
rejoin the others. A

* Bhe hated us all—1I ke yw ghe hated us," she was telling
herself passionately. * I wish she had never come,””

Kitty rose to go as she rejoined them. Bhe was toying
with & rosa she had been wearing; perhaps it was inten-
tionally that sha dropred it ~t Peter's feet.

He etooped awkwardly and grabbed it up

Eitty amwiled into his embarassed face serencly.

" Are you going to see ma home, Mr. Dennison? Yes,
of courss, I & llgbe pleased. Gmﬂ-byna dear "—this last
to Eva. * Good-bye, dear Mrs, Dennieon. Good-bye,
LIy, Winterdick.” . :

Thers was & little additicnal note of sweetness in her
voice as she looked at Philip. :

* Fva watched her eroesing t'.e lawn with Petes, and her
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heart ewelled with anger. Had ehe guarrelled with Philip
and was this her unworthy revenge—to flirt with a boy who
‘H'H-]B tﬁ;ﬂ young and unsophisticated to take her at her real
value

Philip was ‘hul'kinti animatedly to Madge Ackland. He
looked very much the same as usual, she thiught, and a
little throb of hope went through her,

Perhapa he did not really care for Kitty ; par'l:n.gna ghe had
imagined more than nalf the devotion she thought he had
shown. Bha went over fo him.

" Are we going to play again 1"

He answered at onca:

“ 0Of course, wo ara—I'm only waiting for Coma
zlong, Foster; don't be lazy.”” He prodded Foster with
his foot 23 he lay sprawled on the grasa. ** Get up, you
lazy bounder.”

They were halfway through s long set when suddenly
Winterdick stopped. Ha looked at Eva.

“1 can't go'on—I'm dead-beat! Do yon mind if wae

etop 1"

]Ea stammered & little as he spoke; hia lips looked pale.

Eva was all concern,

" Of course, wa'll stop. I dare say it's the sun. It
has been hot' Bhe stooped and began to collect the balla,
Bhe was afraid that he should see in her eves how anxious
sha was for him. BShe told Foster and his partner that it
was shes who had given in,

“ My head aches—you don"t mind, do you! We'll finish
another day.” %

Philip said nothing; he had thrown down his racquet
and was getting into a coat,

He despised himeel! for his weakness, but he felt ha
eould keep up this farce no longer.

Bince Eitty left the garden his whole being had seemed
centred on the gate watching for Peter's return. 7

Pater was only a Eﬂy to Eva, Yecanse she had lived with
him all her lifs and could not realiss that he had grown
up; but he was no boy to Philip Winterdick, and he already
gaw in him a rivel—a man with the advantage of wealth,
whilst he . . . what had he now to offer any woman {

He made his farawells hastily and laft; he went off down
the road at a tremendous paca. This thing had got to be
settled once and for all to-might.

Ha had thought himeelf stroug enough to play the kame
of indifference, bot now he knew it to be impossible,

He went homa and changed, and was leaving the Louse
again when the dinner gong scanded.

Mra. Winterdick came across the hall.

#pPhill You're oot going without your dinner."
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“ I don't want any. It's too hot to eat anything; I. .,
nhht-cry well, mother,"

e sat ot the table in durance vile; he knew that his
parents were watching him closely, that they were wonder-
ing, hoping, waiting {or him to say something,

Eﬂm silenca got on his nerves; he blurted out:

* Well, mother, what do you think of the Dennisons 1

Aerosa the talle his parents exchanged meaning glances,

"1 was agreeably surprised,” Mra. Winterdick said then.
“Tam sure I ghell like them immensely."

Philip laughed, . e

“You didn't look ns if you were enjoying yourself very
much,’” he said primly,

* Phil 1"

Hea broke out angrily:

“Well, what's the use of pretending? You know you
were thinking all the time wou wers there that Mra,
Diennison and the old man are impossible. So they are
I koow, from your point of view. .. Te laughe
wretchedly; he locked st his mother. " Well, do you still
want Eva for & danghter-in-law 1"

The tears welled into his mother's eyes, and she eould
not answer; his father cleared his throat vigorously.

“ My dear Philip, that is hardly the tone of voice in
which to speak to your mother. Asour only son. . . ."

Philip pushed hiz chair back so viclently that he knocked
it over; he flung his napkin down on the table. .

Y Let's be honest with each other at gll events,” he said
savagely. * I don’t ewre a damn for the girl, and you bata
the right of her people. Tha;' set you on edge with their
show of wealth, only fynu won't admit it beeause you want
them to pull us out of the mud and make it possible for us
to stay on here.  It's a low-down, rotten game, but . . .
oh, I beg your pardon, mother—I spoke like a ¢ad—I,.."

@ looked at Mra., Winterdick : she was uubb:n%qmet.ly;
he made a step towards ber with hand outstretched, then
the utter futility of it all struck him. The memory of Kitty
as she had walked away, looking up at Peter Dennison
eame back to him and almost drove him mad; he turned on
his heel aod strode ovt of the room, :

Out of the room and out of the honse, and down to tue
village, Kitty| Kitty! Kitty! . . . the summer evening
seemed full of ber name and the sound of her laugh.

Sha was off with the old love already, and on with the
new |

ELe had laughed at Peter gcores of times when she had
be.n with Philip; she had called him elumsy and gauche;
ghe had rade-fun of his habit of blushing- -she had
mimicked his manners—and vt she was not above playing
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up to him because of the money which would eome doy be

18.

Phillp had rather liked Peter, but now he felt that he
hated him,

To eut him out—a mere boy—the son of a——  He
checked that thooght, sshamed of it. He threw back his
head and drew a long breath.

It was not all ove) yet; he had oot lost her yet.

The maid who anawered his ring at the Arlingtons’ stared
at young Winterdick’s white face,

es, Miss Kitty was in, she was sure, she said hurriedly.
Wnu!lci he pleaze wait in the drawing-room. Miss Kitty
wgg in the garden.

“T'N go and find her,"” eaid Philip.

He went round the hoose and round the belt of bushes
that screened the garden from the road.

It was an old-fashioned garden, not very big, but there
were 1a mﬂdnr) bushea and old.-world roses a.m‘i a sort of
pieturesque wildness about it which Philip hed always
infinitely Ernfnrrnd to the immaculate grounds which old
Dennison had had leid out with sueh pride,

The evening air was scented with lavender now, and, as
fumﬁ Winterdick went on, he suddenly heard Kitty's
an

er dear, pretty laugh! Bless her! His angry heart
felt as if & pentle hand had been for a moment leid on its
soreness. It was all jost & bad dream, this last wretched
day. He rounded the hedge nnd-md’danh etopped; his
feet seemed rooted to the ground,

Kitty was there, hall-lying, half-sitting in a hammock,
one little foot swinging tantalisingly & few inches from the
round, her head thrown back against a blue cushion, and
ier eyes looking up with laughing invitation into Peter
Dennison's face.

The evening was eo still thit every word she spoke
clear! rmheﬁ the man who watched them.

1 Yery well, then—1I1 dare you I she said provokingly.

There was a second’s hesitanecy; then Peter Dennison
stooped with a datermination in which there was nothing
woyish, and kissed her lipa

CHAPTER VII

For one heart-broken momegt Philip Winterdick saw the
world red.  He never knew what restrained him hom
rushing frrward: for & little space everything was unreal
and confused, and when the mi-ts cleared away he fpund
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hﬁmaelfdﬂut of the gerden and walking blindly away down
tha road.

Only yeaterday she had told bim she loved him and
wanted to be his wifel And to-day she wae fooling with
another mar and letting him kiss her,

Young Winterdick laughed; laughed aloud to the sunset
gky and the glorious evening,

hat & fool he had been.

He walked miles and miles befora he got home. He
was footrore and worn out when at last he let himeelf into
the silant house. .

A clock chimed in the hall as he closed the door behind

im and pot up tha chain. He couwnted the stroke-
mechanically—one| twol—two o'clock]| and all these
hours he had been walking the roads P

He climbed the stairs wearily and threw himaelf, dressed
aE he was, on the bed and fell into o heavy sleep.

Tt was his first glimpea of trouble and nanmintment;
and, liks people to whom life has been easy and sunny, he
took it badly. 5

He lunkmf at his reflection grimly as he shaved in the
morning. X

“ Never again, my boy I he promised himsell. ** We'll
have a better reason than love next time.”

He went down to breakfast and bade his father good
morning. If he did not eat very much, he made a gma-t.
pf;t.e,npa of a hearty meal, whie eumpfetal}* deceived tha
old man.

Only when they had both finished, his father cleared his
throat and deliverad himself of & gpeech which he had bad
gtored up in his mind since last night. ;

* Phil, my boy—you—er—upset your mother coneider-
ably last night.' 5

hilip looked his father rquarely in the faca,

“Yep, I know,”’ he said ' I'm sorry, I'll make it up to

her to-day." ;
He pushed back bis cheir and ross; the old man roese too.
£t Pﬁjlip_” he began, and then stopped. ‘ Phil,” he
said again brokenly, ‘' my boy—if it isn’t for your happi-
ness . . . L'd rather be ruined a thousand times over thaa
drive you t2 do anything we might all of us be sorry for in
the future." F

Ph.lip stood guite still, s..ariupi out of the window.

"“I've been thinking,” his father went on. “ It neve
cacurred to me before; but you mnst know so many girls,

my Soy—pretty girls, too—vhom perhaps . . . if there ia
nhyhngy eEur- you care fr.'::'i Phil.” He blundered Eslplessly.
U Thers isn’t anybody,” said his son.

The old man gave a geep of ralief and held out his hand
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™ Then it's all right—it's all right, isn't it—eh 1"

* Quite all right,” said Philip:

He gripped his father's hand, then let it go, and walked
out of the room.

Kitty was not worth loving ; his heart guivered as he
planted that fact firmly in his brain, but he took a hard
gﬂp of himself instantly. She was oot worth loving—

e_had done with her.

He deliborately thought of Eva Deonison. Bhe had
treated him fnirly and squarely ever since he first met her;
he was glad now to remember her {rankness with him the
night w 1en be found her looking at the moon,

he did not care for him, of course—he had no right to
expect it when he did not care for her—but at lesst they
would get on well together; in 8 vapue sort of way it
seemed to him that life with her would evolve itself into
sort of eternal tenmis mateh in which the would eapably
partoer him.

Anyhow, he meant to ask her to marry him. Bhe might
refuse, of coursel—for the smallest fraction of a second
he hoped that she would—but he sternly brought himeelf
to book again.

They would be married at once. There was nothing to
wait for. He would let Kitty see that he . . . he pulled
himeelf up sharply.

He did not intend to think of Kitty. And yet . . . yet
. « . thoee moments in the Dennisons’ rose-garden ha
beon very sweet; in a bruised imagination-he could stall
feel the Eoft tonch of her lips on hia
. He wandered abount the house and grounds all the morn-
ing. He deliberately tried to imagine how he would feel if
he knew that to-morrow, or the next day, or the day after,
that, he had got to walk out of it and never return; how
he would feel if he saw someona else living there.
knaw he would feel pretty sick:

He tried to picture himself trying to make an inecome for
himscli, perbape chained to an office stool all day and
coming home cross and tired every night of his life to &
~uburban home. It was not in the lesst probable that he
would ever do such a thing—he was the kind of man to
clear off abroad firet and rough it there—but it helped
romehow to conjure these pethetic pictures of what might
happen to him if Eva Dennison refused to marry ham.

e thought of his father and mother, left to eke out the
rest of their lives on a emall and insufficient incoihe; of
his mother with perhaps only one servant to help her, and
to his imexperience that seemed a terrible thing. How
could ones possibly be even moderstely happy without
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luxury and the thonzand end one things to which she had
beén eccustomed all her lile d

_He knew now what a fool he had been to imagine that a
girl like Kitty would ever consent to marry him with such
& prospect in store for her.

The Arlingtons were poor, but only with comparative
poverty, and the whole family threw every effort they pos-
sessed into the somewhat doubtful 'ask of * kecping up
appearances,”

They might not pay their bills regularly, but they kept
two or threa smart maids; thers might be whispera of
moneylendera and other unpleasantnesses, but Kitty was
always one of the best-dressed women wherever she went.

8o Philip Winterdick argued with himaself for the whole
morning.

He remembered grimly how once, during his "Varsity
daye, he had st.nj'edgnp &ll night with & friend, trying to
disgnade him from marriape with a rich widow ten years
hiz senior, but 8 woman whose fat money-bags would have
helped that friend out of a horribly tight corner.

“ You'll regret it for the rest of your life if you do it,
old man,” Philip bad said over and over again, " Home
day the right woman will come along, aad then . . "

Oh, he had been very eloquent! He smiled grimly now,
remembering how at last he had gained his point. Fielding
had not married the rich widow, and he had faced the
m#aiodliku s man, been sent down and had eleared off
ahroad.

Philip had heard from him only & week ago, telling him
that the farm was ji'?ing at last, and that the best girl in
tha world had turn %E and was going to put a shoulder
to the wheel along with him. * And it's you I have to
thank for it,"” so he wrote in happy eloquence, * Bupposing
I'd made a fool of myeelf five years ago . . "

Young Winterdick wondered if he stood now in & similar
poeition to that once occupied by Fielding.

Eva was not a rich widow ten years his senior, certainly;
ghe was & young girl and a charmiog one, a0 no_doubk
many men would say—but he did not love her, and did not
want to marry ber, and that wes all there was to it

On the other hand, thera were his mother and father to
be considered; they had been so thundering good to him,
and hy was their only gon . . .

And it wasn't as if Hitty cared |

He drew & long breath. If she had, he would have risked
evee sthing and stalked out of the Highway House with his
head in the eir, & I.'m.[:pjr beggar; but as it was , . . Young
Winterdick walked home to lu.ch.
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““T'Il a~k her if she'll hbave me,” he told himeelf. * I'1
go over to-day and ask her if che'll have me , . "'

But it was nearly five o'clock in the afternoon before
he could serew up his courage sufficiently to go to the
Dennieons’, and even then he walked the whole way instead
o taking the car.

There was no desperate hurry. He had got all the rest
of his life to spend with her, so half an kour or so could
make no difference,

In the drive he met Peter, who passed him hurriedly with
& rather seli-conscious no

‘* Bonnie's in the Earde.n with the boye," he said. “ Go
round, will you! They're picking pluma, I believe.”

Phit;p walked on slowly ; he knew quite well where Peter
was going, aod be could not quite control the spasm ol
jealousy in his heart.  So many times he had made his way
to Kitty with just the same joyous anticipation.

One of the younger Dennison boys overtook him as he
crossed the lawn. . .

* Bonnie's up in the tree pi:‘-]rmg the plums,” he eaid,
" Bhe's going to make jam. Mother's wild, because she
eeys the cook ought to do it, but Bonnie won't let her. Bhe
glways maede it before we came here, yon know."

“1)id she?” A ghost of a smile crept into Philip'a
eyes: ha liked Eva for her conservative determination.
“Why do you call her Bonnie 1"’ he asked,

The bory laughed. .

: "k]:l::-n’t. konow . . . we alwaya have . . . thera she is,
ook |

They had reached the fruit garden now, and Philip saw
& ladder planted against the trunk of one of the largest
trees; saw, too, & pair of feet on the top rung and heard
voices somewhere up shove in the laden® branches.

e went forward a step.

“ Can I be of any assistance W' he asked, .

There was a little laugh of conkternation, then the dainty
feat cams down a couple of rungs and Eva peered at him
from amonget the leaves.

i Y?ul d I'm not 6t to ba seen. Look out, I'll come
down,"”

She scrambled down quickly, jumping the last couple of
feet, and landed beside Philip.

er [ace was flushed and her hair disordered ; the sleeves
of her cotton frock were rolled up to the elbow and her
hands were stained with the bark of the branches.

‘;‘W_a'm Fa,t.hgri_ng plums," she said. " I'm goidz to

ake jum.'
mThﬂ_E‘g was a nota of defianee in her voice though she
iaughed.

B‘



41 FOR LOVFR

b § mgpn:u he's thinking what a eight T l.ok,”™ she
thought helplessly.

“ Well, I supposa I can I:Le!inr, con't 11" he said. ** Or does
it take brains to pick plums i"

He took off his coat ns he n’_[;nke and went up the ladder,
He digcovered the youngest D=npison boy up amongst the
branches. )

" Want any help 1"' ho asked cheerly. .

He was beginning to eni'gar bimgelf; it was a long time
gince he had done anything like this. He picked away man-
iu.HF till the tres was almost empty. ;

1 think you might come down now, you two,” Eva éaid
presently from the ground below. Philip Winterdiel
dropped out of the tree and landed beside her. He was
rather grimy and there were bits of leaves sticking in his
hair. e pessed a self-conscious hand over it.

“ Wa're & pair now, any way,” he said whimsically.

The girl flushed a little; she was looking very happy and

er eyes shone,

"1 am sure you dida't come up with the intention of
doing this," she eaid laughing.

He sobered nudden]f.

“No,” ha said; “ I didn't. . ." He paused looking
away from her acroes the liwn where the setting sun was
casting long shadows.

1T wonder if you will spare me & moment, 8o thet I can
tell you why I did come "' he said

Bhe looked surprised.

i Of course. But don’t you want & wash first 1"

He shrugged his shoulders, :

] don't mind if you don’t."” Thers was & gleam of
amusement in hir eyes. “I'm no more grubby than you
gre,” he reminded her.

Bhe laughed merrily.

“ Very well.” Bhe tusned to the boys. ' Take the
baskets to the kitchen for me,"” she said. “I'm just going
to the E;tn with Mr. Winterdick."”

© Tg that a hint for me to gpo 1" Philip asked. ' Because
I warn you that I'm nat g!ni::g + « +» Bt lesst, not until I've
gaid what I came to say.”

Bhe loowed at him in puzzled silence, and suddenly
Philip found himself longing %o tell her the truth; to do the
square thing by her as he was sure she would have done it
by him; to tell her about Kittv, and his father's proposal,
and ~bout Mr. Dennison’s conaitione, and almost before he
wa. aware of it he had blurt:d out that he was in trouble
—rotten treuble—that he felt he must tell someone, and
might be tell her !
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“ Why, of conrse,” ghe aaid. * If there is anything I
can do to halp you. . . .M

T thought at first you could," he interrupted. ** That’s
why 1 came hers; but now—somehow . . . somehow
things seem different, and—and . . . it's just this, Miss
Dennison—my father is a guined man.”’

""RuinedI'” Bhe echoed the word with & world of dis-
may and sympathy 3o her voice, but Philip heard with
gratitude that there was nothing of the nugﬁr ineredulit;
with which EKitty had received his news e hlundere

on
“"It's unlucky Eﬂﬂculatinu. I don't know the whole
truth myself yet, It seems extrnordinary that a fortune
hxe the Guv'nor’s can be lost in a few hours, o to speak.
But there it is .. We've got to leave the Highway
House, unless . . " He stopped—Tfor the life of him he
could oot go on.

“ Oh, I am so sorry—so sorry,” she said compassionately.

Bhe thought of the Winterdick’s pride, of the poeition
they had held in the county, and sha rzdlsm:l‘ what o ter-
rible blow this would be for them. " (Oh, I think money is
the moet dreadful thing,' she said passionstely. " It pever
seems to make people happy when they have it, and yet
when they lose it . ., . " Eiﬂ turned her grey eves to him
in sweet aympathy. ™ And is this what you wanted to tell
me 1" she neked.

Philip Winterdick drew a long breath; he felt a= if he
were about to take a plunge into icy water.

“No,” he said at last, desperately, " it ien't; at least
. . . Misa Dennison, I eame here to ask you to marry me,
but now . . .,/ He forced his eyes to her face, and for a
moment thers was absolute silenea; then he rushed on:
“ Now, how ean I . .. after what I've just told you .. ..
I—I...OhIcan'ttell you—T can’t. . . ."

He had meant to do the squars 'c.]:min.g,-i and tell her why he
wanted to marry her, but now it had come to the point
his courage failed him He liked her too well—he realised
that she was & girl to be trusted and honoured—and that
if he told her she would E{r“b‘b’ despise him for the rest
~f her life. And Philin Winterdicl: waz a man who liked
to be thought well of.

He locked away from her, and for what *seemed an
atha;nity meither of them spoky. Then Eva said almestin a
whisper—

“ Bat . . . but why need what you have just told me—
make . . . any—any—difiérence 1" o

“ Why—why need it make any—difference” }:iil&p
Winterdack could not believe that he had heard aright. He
turned his head slowly anu looked at the girl bee nlhun,
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then tha hot colour flooded his face Irom chin to forehead
Ha stood still staring at her

“You mean . . . you don’t mean that .. . that youm
want to marry me 1" he stammered at last.

Her head was downbent, and he could not ses her eyes,
but ho eaw the little quivering smile that curved her lips
a3 she said softly:

" Why not, if . . . if you really wa=t to marry me 1"’

He felt as if someone had struck him a koock-out blow
over the heart. Bhe must care for him then—that was his
firat thought, and it brought with it a tumult of emotion
that for the moment robbed him of breath. He clutched
at his seattering wits desperately.

How could ghe care for him1 Bhe hardly koew hiu.
How could she possibly care, particularly after what he
bad just told hep? . . . Not that mone; mattered much
to the Dennisons, he sapposed, but all the same, . . He
took & little step towards her. :

“I don't think you qguite understand,’”” he =aid with a
note of great gentleness in his voice. ' My [ather is a
ruined man, which means that I also am practically penni-
lessa, TI've pever done a stroke of work since laft
Oxford. [ daresay it's & thing to be ashamed of, Lut
it's & fact all the same. I shall have to start at the bottom
of the ladder. . . Oh, you don't understand,” he eaid
sgain almost angrily,

“ Bhe looked up then. .

I think I do,"” ehe said. ** But it doesn't frighten me
at all. I've known whut it is to be poor, I never expected
to ].i;ﬂa in & house like this, and have a lot of money te
spend."

PEha laid & timid band for & moment on his arm.

“ If you want +o marry me, and [ want to marry you,
wl:_LEt oes it matter what sort of house we live in 1"" sha
said. ;

Philip Winterdiek pulled himself together with an effort.

" You're & brick,” he said stumblingly. A real brick
=TI ... 'm not half good enough for you. .. ." .

He wondered if she considered harself engaged to him;
there seemed nothing more te say; he wrung ber han
hard and let it go.

He etammered out something about speaking to her
father, about taking her to ree his mother

“ T am afraid your mother won't be pleased,” she said
nervously. :

* I think ipu will find that my mother will welcome you,"
be ruid, looking away from her.

They had reached the gate. Winterdick glanc.d at the
girl and quickly away again.
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He wondered whether she expected him to kiss her, He
longed to kick himself, becanse he felt so stilted anod
unnatural. He thanked his Iucky stars when Peter camea
up the road and put sn end to any further téte-4-téte. He
took his departure hurriedly,

“I'll come round after dinoer—if I may,” he said to
Eva. He went off at a tremendous rate.

" Winterdick was in the deuce of o hurry," Peter said,
rather uncomfortably, as he joined his sister, He won-
dered il Philip guessed that he had been to Kitty's and had
purposely avoided him in consequence.

a looked at Eva's fushed cheeks, and a sudden
Btiqpiciun grew in his eyes.
lai “{hﬁti he been eaying to you, Bonnie V' he asked
sbharply.

Eva slipped an arm through hia,

"1 waa going to tell yon first, anyway,” she said, with
bappy shymeas,” *° Peter, dear, he asked me to marry him.”

eter gasped. He stopped dead for a moment, staring
at his sister.

“ And you—what did you say 1" he asked blankly.

“ 1 gnid * Yee," " she told him.

“TWell, I'll be dashed ! " said Peter.

He put an arm round her with rough affection.

“T may, I'm jolly glad—if yon are,' he said. He bent
and gave her a smacking kiss. "I say, I hope you'll be
joll ppy,"" he added lamely.

'E??a. returned his kiss heartily,

“Yeos—1"m ecre of that.””

Bhe was enre of it. There were no cloud on her horizon.
Bhe was still a little dazed and bewildered, but aver avery-
thing the fact that life was glorious shone steadily. Sha
had got everything she had ever wanted. The little Man
in the Moon had not Failed her.

CHAFPTER VIII

“Mr, Winterdick, if you please, sfr.” My, Dennison was
nodding over his sfter-dinner cigar when Philip was
announced, and for & moment he eat still in His big chair
with & sort of sleepy bewilderment, uncertain whether ha
had aectually heard the maid's voice, when Philip himself
welked into the room. .

That woke him theroughly, and he started up with out-
gtretehed hand. . . .

" My dear ha{I—dchghwd; Bit down—have a cigar—
take my chair. onsense, [ insist.”
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Phili ored chair and cigar alike; he stood stifly by
the table, locking at his [ulure [ather-in-law.

“You expected me 1" he asked. *' Miss Dennison told
you I shonld ba coming.”

“ Wo—not o word—but I'm delighted &ll the sema, Do
have & cigar—half & crown apiece they cost me. Nof
Very well, then. Bit down, my dear hoy."

Philip was a little nonplussed ; somehow he had been sure
that Eva would pave the way for him. He felt at a shabby
disadventage, .

Mr, Dennison looked at him and coughed ner?umﬁrr

He always felt a little ill at ease with the Winterdicks,
thongh ha would furiously have denied it had the sugges-
tion been made. Hea wished with all his heart that Philip
would sit down., He was a small man himgelf, and young
Winterdick towered above him and put him at a diendvan-

e,
‘ Hot night," he ventured after a moment.

“ Yery,” Philip answered absently,

There was a moment's silence ; suddenly the young man
squared hia shouldera resolutely. .

" T'va come to ask your permission to marry your
daunghter, sir,” he said. :

It was out at last, and he drew a lnng:lbmzth of relief.
He had burped kis boats behind him, aod the sky had not
fallen and he was still surviving,

Mr. Dennigon dropped his cipar—it was o habit of his
when he was very muchk astonished.

Perhape the thing that had chiefly taken his breath
away was the fact that &8 Winterdick—es Winterdick, of the
Highway House—had ealled him ** sir.’”” He was almost
stunned by the unexpectedness of it

Beping that the cigar was apparently to be allowad te
burn aﬁmla in the obviously expensive Persinn carpet,
Phﬁiip stooped, picked it uo snd placed it carefully on an
ashiray,

r. Dennison darted forward.

" You shouldn't have bothered—it didn't matter. I've
pIenthuru."

In his confusion he hardly knew what he was saying. Iia
face was purple with excitement. The greatest dream of
his life had come true, and hers was the only son of the
most hlue-blooded and influential man in the county
asking permission to marry hie daughter!

© T'm delighted—of course, I':a delighted.  It's been the
dream of my life."” He was too pleased to be diplomatie.

“ Marry her by all means, Mr. Winterdick. She's a

log irl."
g a%npped. struck by something in the young man's face.
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There -vas & littla silence, then Philip said deliberately:

o 11_5.11'1:- that & mistake! I-n't it I who am the lue
one

He shook his shoulders as if to rid them of a disagree-
able burden, * Look I:mra? My, Dennison, we may as well
be frank with one another,”’ he said rnughiy. m father
has told me of his conversation with you the other night,
g0 it's usecless for me to try and pretend innocence. . . .
I have & groat admiration and a deep reapect for—for Miss
Dennison, but—Dbut if it had not been for your offer , . .M

The elder man broke in “ﬁfﬂ‘”

" Not another word, Mr. Winterdick. I assure you I
don't wish to hear another word. Any little aasistance 1
may be able to give your father i3 mora than repaid by the
Emt that Jou have done my daughter the honour to love

erl # @ &

“But I don't love her,” said voung Winterdick.

The words were forced from him, and as scon as they
wars spoken he would have given his soul to recall them.
But it was too late.

T admire her and respect her mors than any woman
I know—except my own mother,” he went on. * But it
would be & lie if I told you I had any deep feeling for ber.
. « - We may as well have all the cards on the table while
wa are about it,"” he added, laughing mirthlessly.

But Mr. Dennison was not at all nonplussed.

“ Well, well,” he said, tolerantly, ™ you'll get along sll
right together., Bhe’s one in a thousand, though l:hn'[mdy
daughter, and I'll guarantes that*you'll be like love-birds
before you've married long—hee-hes| ™

He dog Philip in the ribs Jﬂ\l'lﬂ._l:ily. . .

# Well, here’s wishing you %u:r luck, Mr. Winterdick—
or I suppose I must eall you Philip now—eh? ... I'm
proud to welcome you as a on-in-law; I'm an ambitious
man, Mr.—that ie, Philip—and I always wanted to see my
girl married to a real gentleman.’ ] .

Philip moved restlessly; the situation was intolerable.
FEven now, at the eleventh hour, he wounld bhave thrown up
tha whola thing and told Eva tha truth, but for the uncon-
gcioua betrayal in her voice and in her words that afternoon
when she had said . . . .

“ But why need—what you have just told me—make any
differencs 1

He believed that she cared for him, and that fait alone
kapt him silent. o . :

i There's one thing I must insist upen, however,” he paid
presently, rather hoarsely. * That she—your daughter—
is never told about your—our—despicabls compact.” He
flushed up to his eyes. "'4Oh, I'm not proud of it,"” he said,
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eavagely. ' I'm not proud of it, though I'm lendizg myself
ta your wishes, yours and ht.lmr’s.gh But you must giva
mes your word of honour that she shall never know—that
nobody besider curselves shall aver know,'’

Mr. Dennizon held out his fat haod,

“I give yoo my word of honour, Mr. Winterdick."

“ And I," eaid Philip, ** give you my word of honour that
T'll do my best to make your daughtar hl.ill!;. And—and
I'm much obliged to yon for—for my father's sake.”

Mr. Dennizon laughed,

“*Don't mantion it—don't mention it,"" he said, cheerdy,
¥ Tust a littls matter of business between business men,
eh —and nobody the worse. A few thousands more or
loas, what are they 1 Pooh! Tou'll have & glass of wine !
Nonsense—I ingist—'' he crossed the room and rang the bell
_ Philip walked over to the window; he stood there, look-
m%_mtn the garden, his hands clanched in his pockets

& had never felt so ashamed and homiliated in all his
life. He wondered what Eva would think if she could hava
overhead the conversation that had just taken place.

A maid brought decanters and ﬁlu.nu.

“ And—er—just find Miss Hva,” Mr. Dennizon said in
his most lordly tone. “ Tall her Mr. Winterdick is here.”

The girl bad gone before Philip could protest. He was
standing by the table, pale and silent, when Eva entered.

Her eyes went straight to his, with a little questioning
glance.  Mr, Dennison put his arm round her,

" He's told me, you ely little pusas,’ he ssid. He gave
her & squeeze. * I never was so surpried. How dare yon
steal & march on yoor father like this? But, never mind,
I forgive you. Give me & kizs, and then I suppoee you twao
will want & word together ehi Tut, tut—I was young
myself once."” He raised his glass.

“ To my davnghter—and her future hosband,” he said,
and drained the contents.

Philip looked at Eva—har faoe was a little tremulous,
With an effort he smiled at her, :

""To my future wile,"” he said hoskily, " and to—our
bappinesa.” .

" And now, you two must have a little chat,” Mr. Den-
nison said importantly. * Yes, yes, T insist,” sa Philip
would bave epoken. *“ Where I8 vour mother, my denr
T'll just go and tell her.”” H-~ walked to the door, turned
a5 he cenched it and locked back at them, "I ghall give
her the surpriss of her life,"” he said chuckling. 3

* When the door had clesed behind him, Eva look at Philip
Winterdick, .

“ And what did father say when you told hiu.1" she

aeked shyly. * Was he very surprised 1"’
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“No, I...Idon"t know—he dide't say much. I think
he was pleased though.”

He felt the variest hypoerits, :

“Yes, I am surs he would be plensed,” she said. A
gleam of fun lit her ¥ eyes. '* lrhﬂ:p. what will peopla
say } All your friends in Apsley 1" E)

" Does it matter what they say I'" he temporiced. Ehe
held her hand to hiw,

“ 1 don't mind—if you don't,’” she eaid.

His fingere closed about hers.

* You'ra & thousand times too good for me—if you only
knew it," he said. He bent his head and kizsed her wrist
clumsily, cursing himsell becasuse he was so tongue-tied and
awiward, But Eva did not notice anything; she was too
bappr to be eritical. :

ere was sowething of almost worshipful tenderness in
her eyes as they met his troubled ones,

“T will ba good to you—I ewear I will,"” he eaid with
sudden emotion.

CHAPTER IX

Arﬁ:tﬂ took the news of its most eligible's engagement
well,

Bo far no newe of the Winterdiek’s fnaneial losres had
lesked out, so the probability of Philip having coveted, tha
Dennisions’ money naver oceurred to aoyone, and Kitty
Arlington kept ber own eounsel,

When she heard the news of his engagement to Eva she
waa at first ineradulows and then seornful.

It was 20 obvious why bhe had dop® it, she thoughts
firstly, out of pique, and, sscondly, for money. Bhe rather
took it as & compliment to herself:; when she eaw Peter
sgain she questionad him aboui' it very tactfally,

Waen't he surprized when he heard! Peter war bound
to admit that he had baen: he sdded that he had never
imagined for a moment that Winterdick had been serious
in his attantions to Eva. Then, siruﬂktﬁ:rh&pl by some-
thing in Kitty's faca, he added loyall t, of course, he
wasn't reafly & bit sarprised. Any fellow with eyes in his
hesd would see at ones whalia topping fine girl she pas

Kitty kept her eyes lowerad, Sha said, ™ Yes, of courae,"
gighed pensively and said she hoped they would be very

h }

lHF?t. must ba lovely to be engaged,” she eaid, and Petor
got very red and admited that he had often theught so,
Lo
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He was very young at heart, and he did not at wll realise
thet Eitty was leading hin. on by gentls stages to & pro-
posal. e did not care for him, but she liked his devotion
and the had no intention of remaining in gentesl poverty
for the rest of her life, She wasa geu or two older than
he was, but chat did not matter. She wondered how she
could suggest to him that he found out from his father what
settlementa might be expectad,

The Dennisons were nobodies, of course, but the fact that
Philip Winterdick was marrying Eva raised their status
considerably.

Mrs. Dennison was clated over her daughter’'s engage-
ment.

“ My dear, how did you manage it1"” she asked, amuzed,
mumenmri]ﬁ' deserting her fancy work to look at the girl.

Eva ﬁmg ed. Bhe understood her mother too well to be
annayed,

" {dnu't. think I managed it at all," she said, happily.
1t just eame along”

"y alw%\'a thought he was paying attention to that Miss
Arlington,” Mrs, Dennizon resumed. ** It only shows how
mistaken one ecan be., And when are you going to be
married, did you zay 1" ;

Bhe spoke as if it were no concern of hers. Bincs they
came to Apsley she had gradually drifted out of things,
till now she was more like a spectator of her family's doinges
than ome of them. L.

“1 dido't say,” said Eva. "I don't suppose it will be
for ever 8o long. You see——"" Bhe stopped. Bhe did
pot kmow if ehe ought to speak of Philip’s affnire to anyone
elge. " There isn’t any hurry,' ghe added. -

"1 digapprove of long engagements,” her mother eaid.
“ Qet to know one another after marriage, that is my
advice. Your father and I were engaged nearly four years
— " Bhe sighed, as much a8 to say: " Look at us.now,
and see what has come of 1t!" )

Eva stood twistin‘i her ring absantly. Bhe was wearing
poe of Philip's for the present. .

1’|l take you to town to choose one econ,” he said
# Will you wear mine in the meantime "' :

#1'd much rather have yours,” she told him.

Tt was ratber big for her Bnrer, but she loved it already;
it seemed like & part of Philip himsclf—this ring, which
he had worn ever since sha knew him. .

It was Baturday afternoon, and ehe was going up to the
Highway House fgr tennia. .

he had seen both lchhpI;u ggmntu gince her engage-
ment, and they had received her kindly, ! ;

“T am gure you will be bappy,” Mrs. Winteadick told
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her. ' Phil is soch a dear boy. O course, I shall miea
him terribly—our only son, youa:know.”

Mr. Winterdick had kissed her heartily. He thought
she waa a very fine-looking girl. “ Not a bit like her
fathar, thank God,"” eo he said afterwards to his wile.
“ Bhe'll ba all righi—uha’ll,mﬂ:a the boy & guod wife, you
gee if gha doesn't."”

They were both 13 cheery that Eva found herself won-
dering if perbaps Philip bad been mistaken when he had
gaid El.u father was a ruined man! If it was troe, it
seemad strangs, she thought, that there should not be more
cign of troubls in the house. Mpa. Winterdick spoke of
piving a dinner-party.

”Igahuu]d like our friends to meet you, my dear,” she
said to Eva. * Peopls who have known Phil ever since he
was a small boy ; they will be so interssted.”

Eva remembered this as she stood in hen mother's room
twisting her sdgagement ring.

Perhaps some bhad happened to change the eom-
plaxion of things, ehe thought. Ehe made up her mind
to ask Philip about it that afternoon.

Ehe had sean him very little since the night he asked her
to merry him, and when they meb there was generally
somebody else pressnt. .. .

Bhe did not guess that Philip tried to arrangs it so. Eha
never suspected what an unhappy man he was in these days.

He avoided most of hia friends—he took elaborate pra-
esutions not to see Kitty Arlington. In a burst of pood
resolution he destroyed all her photographs and the few
little notes he bad treasured of hers. He meant to start
again fair and square; he wae not going to give Eva canss
for a single misgiving.

He knew that Mr, Dennieon had beda to the Highway
House, and that he and Mr. Winterdick had been shut up
together for more than an horr in the library; he knew
that the two men had consumed a bottle of champagne
between them, and that his father had looked years rounger
after the visit. He also knew that his father had been to
Londen to ses his solicitor, and though Philip had not
nsked nd‘:inglu question, he knew' quite well what had
happene

I|:.'|1i.1.-. was averted, and life was to go on ag it had been
before that fatefol night whe.: they had asked this grprifice

him.
He felt like & man who has committed & crime and who
oes in mortal terror of being found out and convioted.
Evarj' time he looked at Eva he was sure that she must
guesa tla truth; every time they met he braced himself to
mest the worst.
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The congratulations of hie friends were perhaps barder
to bear than anything ese. BSometimes when ho wad
smiling and listening to their well-meant remarks he felt
a3 if he must say something to put an end to the farce—
to tell them that he didn't care two straws about her—
that, if they only knew, it was just & business arrangement
between their respective fathora.

But the trouble was that nobody even suspected it, least
of all Eva herself, and young Winterdick felt that 1t was
her trust and ignorance that [ettered him hand and foot.

There was nothing to do but go on with it, to make the
beat of & rotten business, to try and kesp her blind to the
truth until the end of the chapter.

The only one who was getting whole-hearted enjoyment
out of tha c:}gagamnnt seemed to be Mr, Dennison, Ha
fancied himsell axceadingly as future father-in-law to Philip
Winterdick, He alluded to him on every possible occasion
as " my futura son-in-law.” He assured everybody that
the engagament was the outcome of love at first sight.

He hed a vague idea that by so doing he was kseping
his solemn promiee o Philip that Eva should never know
t.'iﬂa truth. Hea chaffed his daughter whenever he got tha
chance.

He rather thought he wounld like to take her back to the
little suburb where he hnd made hia muﬂuﬁ1 i]:l.l.st. to show his
eme-time cronies the height of fame to which he had risen.
Without telling anyone, he had bad a paragraph ineerted
in the local paper of his old bome, in which great stress had
been laid on the blue.bloodedness of the Winterdicks. He
kept a cutting of it in his pocket-case and chuckled over it
ha.rE g dozen times & day.

“I'm going to do the thing in style when you're mar.
ried, my dear,” ba told Eva. " Nobody shall say that I
didn’t %i\ra my only daughter & slap-up wedding.'

Eva langhed. .

“ We shan't be married for ages,”’ she said. ' Father
. « . you know—of course, Philip told you about—about
the money 1"

Y Money—what monsy 1" There wos o sharp note of
inguiry in her father's eyes.

' T mean, that they had lost a great deal,' tha uplninad
“ Ha told me that it practic lly meant ruin . , .

Mr. Depnison laughed.

. Pooh! that's nothing—I know all about it—Philip teld
III-B-"
“ Of course, I knew he would do that.”

“ Yeg—of course! Quite right of him—aquite right

But it's opothing sericus.  In fact, Mr. Wintesdick was
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telling me only last night that they would manage to pull
round. Things bappen like that where there are large
sums of money in question, you know.

“ Thera's nothing for you to worry your head about,
unﬁwag.” _He patted her shoulder. * And I shouldn't
talk about it if 1.were you. The Winterdiclis are rather
sensitive.  Don't tell anyone, my deasr—people are so
willing to exaggera’s."’

I gkould never think of telling anyone.”

" Humph Well, there's nothing to tell mow, as it
bappens, You'll be comfortable enough when you're mar-
ried, Trust me to ses to that." 5

Bo Eva went to her tennis with s light heart. Philip
dr. 3 over in the car to feteh her, &8 he had promiszed, but
he brought Foster with him. He had made some excusa
ot the last mom2nt, and bean so obviously anxious for his
friend's company that Foster had consented with mild
amazement.

Eva waa a little dizappointed. She had wanted Philip
to bersell, but she was too happy to mind anything for long,
and she langhed and chatted to the two men cheerily.

But romehow the afternoon was not such a success pa
she had hoped. Bhe only played ones with Philip; there
were 20 Many eopla present whoe wanted his attention.

“* T musta’'t %e gelfish," ehe told herself severely. " But
—oh, it would be nice if T eould just have him to myself!"”

There was something else, too, that was worrying her,
something of which she was half ashamed and which yet sha
conld not forget.

Philip had not kissed her. . . He had kissed her hand,
that was all, and it did not seem right. )

They had been t.n-gat.hﬂ.r h&rdﬂ &t all, certainly, and yet
her heart told ber that bad he chosen ke could have made
the time and opportunity. )

It was the one small cloud on her happiness, and, try as
she might, she could not dispersa it. .

She made every possible excuse for him—perhaps he
felt shy with her . . . she laughed st herself for such a
thought. How conld & man be shy of the woman he loved 1

Bhe wondered if perhaps she bFad been too cold and
stand-offish; the thought made her cheeks burn.

“ T won't think about it any more,” she made up her
mind, ** It will &ll coma right if I am patient."

Rut ehe was thinking of it all the afternoon.  Bhe played
badly, and her partner got irritable.

Evs apologised in confusion, but for almost the fust
time in her life she did not care if she played or not.

And then a kindly shower eome down end soaked the
eourts, a1d made further play impossible.
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Eva was thankful; she gave a little sigh of relief as gha
ran to the house with the uthers,

Philip t-u-uh her racquet. ‘' I'm afraid we shan't be
able to puﬁ any more to-day,” he said.

ed. “I don't mind.

He Iaoiuu at har nunuua!y. ““Reallg] I t.hnugbt— you
wera never tired of tennia.’

Bhe colowred & littla. ™1 am to-day.” lpa.usa
then added, with a mddan desperate nuura.ga
much rather talk to you,’

Ehe could not look at him as she apoke; she almost felt
as if she had said somethin fnrwa.rnE

hilip &:Ld nof answer for & moment, then he said

formally, ** That is very kind of you.”

The words sounded stilted, a.mi Eva felt as if a rough
band bad touched her heart.

This was not the sort of lover she had pictured for her-
gelf; this reserved, mlmost silent man, who was merely
formally polita,

She sat very eiill, staring before her.

Philip rose. He had been sitting on the arm of her

chair,
o W]ll t_!huu liave some more tea (" he asked.
ank Wu..” Ehe tried to spesk naturally, but
her vniu quivered.

He luakud at her quickly and away again; he face was
grim. * Will you—oh, do have gome mors tea,” he said
nt.h he.ipleu :.mpu.t.laucm

gnu really."” Bhe rose. "1 think I must
dgat.tmg hm 1 pmm:aed mother T would not be late,
the rain looks ar if it means to last.”
It was an excuse to get away, and he knew it as well
as she did.

He took her cup and put it dewn on !;'ha table.

* Yery well—I will drive you home.”

EBhe protested. * There is no need—it's nothing of &
walk. would rather walk.”

%‘ia fnce grew obstinete. “ I shall not allow you to
walk."

Eva said good-bye to Mrs, Winterdick and the fow peoplc
who were nearest to her. Without knowing exactly w
lltue'-zfalt an if this afterncon she had touched on the fringe
of trapge

Phinp {rnught the car to the front door. He had put
np the hood. He still wom his flannels, and his slesves
were rolled back, lhumnﬁ 8 brown, muscular forearma.

Eva sat beside him er hands were tightly elenched
I:I:Lde.r the llght- r, which be insisted that she used.

hen they had driven pernaps half a mie Philip
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ntalppnd the car. He was perfectly well aware of what the
girl at his side was thinking .-d feeling. He wanted to
try and say something to make her happier; he wanted
desperately to drive that set look from her face, but all
he conld stammer out was: * What's the matter! What
have I dons 1’

Bhe tried to lasech. " What do you mean? Yon
haven't done anythi g—of course, you haven't,"

" Then lock at me.™

" I would rather not.””

Thers was a little silence, then he half turned in his seat.
Ht.hgnt an arm about her shoulders and foreed her to look
at him.

© JuwT are teare in your eyes,”’ he said, angrily.

“ What nowrense] 1——" It was no use; the tears
mﬁ overflowing now, and she covered her face with her

a.
Philip Winterdick looked away from her down the length
of the rain-drenched road.

e knew, without any words from her that the firat faint
doubt was slowly making its way into her heart, and he
knew, too, if things were allowed to drift on like this much
longer he would be powerleas to stop it. .

o Look here,” he enid, desperately. *You're die-

;Ppr:'mtad in me, that's what it is. I'm sorry—I'm afraid
I'm not much of & . . . lover. . . . It iso't that I don't
fesl , .. don’t mean . .. things that perhaps another

man could say . . . it's only that—such things—don't
come easily to me. . . " o . .

He broke off. He wondered if his halting explanation
pounded as lame to her s it did to himeelf; he rushed on
apain anyhow. ''Look here—will yon e the risk—
and marry me; marry me at once, I mean, and then . . .
then 1 daresay we shall get to understand each other
better."

There was & breathless silence. Eva raised her face,
the tears still wet on her checks. .

“1 don't want to be married—if you don't," she said.

Bhe was unconscious of the pathos in her voice, but it
went straight to the heart of the man beside her; his arm
tightened ita clasp of her. . ; ]

" Of eourse, I want to be married,” he said, and his
roice was more natural and sineers than it had heen for a
long time.

ﬁa sven managed a leu h -

"'Egij' child—kiss me, and say you're sorry for being
Crose.

This ersy, half banteriig wey of affection was easier.
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hﬂa tjurﬂa& her face to him by its seoft little chin aad kissed
er lips

It was not a kiss of love, not even of passion; just a
light, brotherly eort of kigs, but it swept the clouds from
Eva's horiznn with a magie touch; she smiled through
ber tears.

I wasn't crosa—it wasa't that at -JL"

" Then what was it 1"

But ehe could :mt expfn.ln ghe w:pa& har eyes ashamedly,

“ Look—the sun’s coming out again,”” she said.

“That's a good sign,” he answered ** And when did
you say you will marry ma "

** I haven't made up my mind.”*

“Very well, then, I'll make it up for you, Tri e seo—
I suppose & ii:-rtmgint ia long enough for ¥ to buy clothes
in, isn't it 1"’

Bhe laughed b :FFI]

“ Anyona woul think I wanted dozens of frocks.”

“Well, won't yout" he submitted comieally. "I
thought brides always hud. dozens of everything,” he eaid
lﬂHF ingly. " Then we'll say a fortnight, sha.l we 1™

It's too soon—I couldn’t poeeibly. . .

“ Three weeks, then—not a day longer, “What is there
to wait for ¥

** Nothing, but . . .}

" Then we won't wa.iL Three weeks to-dsy. I'1l tell
your father when we get back.™

ol I-It'i.l gay it's absurd,”’ she protested, but her heart was

f with excitement end happiness.
nao

he won’t. . . . Hea put the cluteh in and the
car sh.rh:cl slowly forward. * Three weeks to-day, you
won't forget 1"
Y Ts it likely 1"

His eyes softened as they looked at her flushed face.

“ How old are you 1" he asked suddenly.

“ Twenty-thres.”

It struck him as being pathetically young. He laid his
hand over hers.

“ We're going to bo ever so happy, aren’t we 1" he said

L1 YH I3

“ And you'll never be eross with me again 1"

“71 wasn't cross. . . It w.s only—"" Bhe turned her
face away. " Bomehow this afternoon,” she said hesi.
tatingly, ' it all seemed wrong M

b Wgn.t seemed wrong 1’

L) Everythmg " ghe u}ilau.u& haltingly. ** Qur engape-
ment—everything, . geemed a8 if you . . . yoo
couldnt re.l.!liy love me. . .
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The wheal iurxed beneath his hand and the car zig-zagged
quﬁ;ﬂuﬂr or & moment.

“That's rather an unkind thing to say, imn’t it 1" ha
asked presently.

"1 really thought it,” she sald sadly,

“ And do you st t}nmk go 7'

“We—no. . . "

““You don't seem ".ery sure,’” he said irimlr.

Ehe did not answer, and he turned his head and met her
eyea,

v Ara Enn gorry you said you would marry me!” ha
demanded. He felt that he must say something to hide his
own smbarrassment.

8L. ~linped & hand into his, .
1 ghall u.—ar be sorry for that,"” she said

CHAPTER X

Dinwgs was progressing rather silently at the Highway
House, when FPhilip Winterdick suddenly pushed back his
chair and announced that he was going to be married in
three weeks’ time,

Mrs, Winterdick gasped. .

" Three weeks, my dear boy! What is the hurry—you've
only just got engaged.” ,

. IJkncm . . . may I smoke }—thanks. . . .**

He lit & cigarette, conscious that both his parents wers
watching him in utter amazement. .

“ Come, eome, Phil, there's no such burry,” his father
rotested, o fWait il you've got to know each other
sttar—it's uurlg days yet. . ."”

Philip laughed. . )

UThink sof Well, T don't ... we'ra going to ba

married threa weeks to-day.”

Mrs. Winterdick began to ery softly,

“#7 pan't bear the thought of losing you.  The houses
won't be the eame without you."

Philip looked at her with hard ey.za.

“Oh, I dare say you'll sce me almost as often as you
do now,” he said. ' I don't fancy we shall live in town
& great deal after all.”

'E"ﬁ;{ town! But, Pl:il;?

ilip went on rapidly. )

" MrPDeunixnn is giving us a town house for a wgddmg
present; he's going to furnish it and all the rest of it.
gaw him to-night, and it's all eettled. . . Very generous
of him, is.'t it 1"



&8 FOR LOVAE

His parents exchanged glances, and after a rwoment hia
father ventured another wuld protest.

“It's & b:t of & shock to your maother, you .'I.'nu-w, my
boy; we hadn't thuugw t of & weddmg 0 BOOD. Why not
put it off for a it by not wait i

“ Becanse, if I put it off no=, it will i nu lor ever,” Philip
interrupted puamnn.t.aly I we wr it, it will never come
off at all. Onee we're married, iuv will Flfﬂ us both a
chance to settle down. Ao it is . He lsughed
drearily,  Another month of this and I shall have given
tha whols show away,” he added,

fqt up and bsga.n to wa.lk ahout the room.
re's noth mg far you to worry about, mother,” ha
nld mora gen “ Eva's all right—she's & ":.....ucnng
sight too good or me. I shall shake dr il mminrtabljr
enough. It's only just . . . wut-th idea of it . .
been 50 free—I"ve never been tied atall . . " He ld.ugla-ad
rather gu.lll;.:]y'

Wag this how he would have felt if Eitty Arlington had
been the girl he was to marry ! He wondered. Eomehow,
in gpite of everything, he :I nut think so. It had been
easy to make lmra to sr El:lﬂhﬂd the thought from
him resolutely. Bhe had thrﬂwn m over. Hea had wiped
her cut of his life for ever.

"1 ha,.d hoped that perhaps you might both live hers

Mra. Winterdick said falteringly. “ I am sure
n'p&a to Eva about it . . . she seems such & nice girl.**

Phllip interrupted.

" Bhe'd hate it, and so should L It—' lfm& of you,
mother; but you know it never pays. We're far better
in & house ui our own , . . and as it's going to be given to
us free of cha rF well . . M

“Phil . . Lil, ki anid his father, rchn‘kmg]jr Heo was
ahn::kad at the hard bitterness in his son's voice.

he young man swung rorund.  He eyes looked very fiery.

"I thnug t you'd bota be Te&aed " he said loudly.
" T quite expected to be overwhelmed with congratulationa.
Haven't I done the nﬂht thing?! Don't you want me to
get married after all

Mr, Winterdick ha-l.l risen. He stood rubbing his hands

get.har nervously,

‘Yen, yes—ol course, of course,” he eaid. " Il:.'n nnly
that we're so eurprised—it #as 50 unexpected .

Philip stared at him, then he burst out Ia.ughm

It :ea.I] gtruck him e ’oami intensal 3' funoy a tar all
tha;.t. had happened that his father should say he was sur-

i Well it"s all rigned and sealed,” he said mory quietly.
* Bo you t:nn ses about & new get-up, mater. . . . It seema
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that we've got to have half the.county to see ns married.

Old Dennison is going to give us what he calls a slap-up

:f"i:msju -‘Champagne flowing like water, and all the rest
it s

He broke off suddenly.

Buried deep down in his heart thers had been such
dreams of the future —such tender dreams of his wedding-
day—dreama of which he had been balf ashamed, and now
« « « & loveless marrizge! An impossible future—this was
all he had to look forward ta.

Thers was & tragic eilence in the beautiful room. Then
Mra. Winterdick went over to her son and laid a hand on
his sboulder, .

 Phy, " =ha gaid gently.

" Yes, mothe. . . "

* You shan’t do it, dear,” she said tremblingly. * Yoo've
F:d. all your life befors you, and ours—mine and your
ather's—are nearly done  It's not too late—tha girl can
ba told the truth—she muet be made to understand. . . "
Bhe looked n'n{ from him, and her eres wandered over
tha room. Bhe loved every inch of it, but she loved this
mAD more.

" Oh, I must have been mad, med[" she said passion-
ataly. ** Ta think that I could ever really sacrifice you
Phil, my dear boy, let ma tall Eva—I can take the blame—
I can tell her the truth. . . TIt's not teo late. Bhe murt
be made to understand that this marringe cannot taks
place. . . The money can bo given back—after all, there
15 nnbhi.n%diahmuum le in having to leave this house.
. .. " Her voice faltered and died away. ]

Philip raised his hand, took hers, and ‘kizsed it on the
eoft palm, Then he put her genily away.

“ You don't undarstand, mother,"” he said gently. * Tt
1 too late—it's , . , it's moch too Iate. 1 ought not to
have said what I did just now—I hope {::m'TE both forget
it. . . ." He tarned to go, but she caught his arm.

" What do yom mean, Phil? . . . not , . . you ean't
cara for har—yon don’t want to marry her. . . "

He ehook his head. “ I'm pot the only one to ba con-
sidered, am 11" he asked. :

She mndarstood.  She lat him go without & word., Her
husband eame over and patted her shoulder.

* Ton mustn't blame yourssif—ron musn’t fret—it's my
fault—all my fault,” he said brokenly.

She tnrned on him passicaately. *Tt's my fanlt—oh, T
must have been mad—to think of eaerificing him-—it's his
whole life—his whole happhisss! What do a few years
natter to na!  Ii's of him we ought to have thonght; our
only ron—onr only son. . . ."
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But she knew that Phil’r was right when he =aid it was
too late. BShe knew that in honour %wnd—nr at least what
was left to them of their honour—they could not go back.

CHAFTER X1

To Eva the next two weeks flew,

Ehe was too buey to think much. Ehe only knew that
life was & wonderful happiness, with heuwrs all too short
and fleeting.

Bhe eaw Philip often now., He came and went as if
he were already one of the famil

“0Of eourse, 2s you're getting mar.ed in such a
hurry, you young peopls,” Mr. Dennison said once, ** you'll
have to wait lo get your house in ovder till the honey-
moon's over. You can come and stay here for a time if
you care to. . . .

“ My mother will be delighted to have us,"" Philip said
uickly, He [elt that too much of his father-in-law would
rive him mad. He wae a constant reminder, an ever-
resent witness to the thing he had done and of which he
new he would be everlastingly ashamed.

m*_;gﬂi course, we will do wh.le;:' gver you prefer,’ he eaid
VA

“ Wea can talk about that later on,” she answered.

Bhe could not really believe _tha.t her wedding day
was so near. Though nothing else was ever spoken of she
felt that it must be someone else’s wedding for which such
eitazlnfn.tﬂ preparationas were being made, and not her own
B

Everything was ordered, even the wedding cake and her
own bouguet,

Philip had proved himsslf wonderfully eognizant of what
a bridegroom is sapposed to do. Tla was, perhans, too
anxious to do everything expected of him. He was
desperately afraid that he might fall short of the standard
of perfection set up hy tradition and generations of bride-

rooms. He had loaded Eva with presents. He had given
er & moet expensive diamond ring, and was surprised that
ghe still wore the one he had first given her.

o "t's guch & shabby old thing.'"" he protested,

1 like it best—I always shall,'" she told him. , . .

Mre., Winterdick was giviug her much talked about
dinner party two nighte before the wedding,

Philip's best man was coming, and an aunt from whom
he was szpposed to have prospects, and everyhody whors
Mri Wintrrdick considorad anybody st all.
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“ 1 shall-ba terribly nervous,” Eva told Philip.

He laughed.

1 want you to meet Calligan, You'll like him—besides
you must know who's to bs best man before the actual

doy.""

ﬁ'a was gebting qkrll‘itu interested and excited Rimgelf.

Eva had helped h.m considerably diring the past fort-
niqht Bhe was not .n the lemst exacting.

' That girl will be a real pal to you as well a3 & wife,”
my boy,” his father eaid t0 him once in a moment of
illumination, and Philip felt a madden warmth at his heart,

Of eourse he did not love her, but he was fond of her,
and he respected her more anyons he had ever met.

dh d b than be had
He w;-ll nuite sura that they would get aloog admirably
topgether.

' Only two moia days," he sald ta Eva one alternoon,

He had driven over to bring a batch of Ermntu that had
arrived the previeus night, and he and she were standing
at the front door. Philip was just going—he had such a
deuee of & lot to do before the evening, he said. It was
the night of the dinner-party, and Eva was a little flushed
with nervousness and excitement already.

“1 do hope Mr, Calliran will like mei” the said snddenly.

She knew that Callican was Philip's greatest friend.

“0Of coursa, he will,"” Philip assured her. ** And you'll
liﬁe hil{!.f too—he's & ripping good sort.  I've known him
all my life ™

Harlunltad at her, and & sudden thrill of pride swept
through him. She was so socon to be his wife, and she
lnuﬁ:eg prettier this afternoon than he had ever zeen her
bofore. Her eyes were like stars and her foce radiant with
happiness. ) ;

e took a step towards her impulsively, )

“ Shall T come over and fetch you this evening 1" he
asked, with & curious note in his veice, "I shan't sea

ou by myself all the svening—writh all those people there.
{ca-n drive over in the car, Mr and Mrs Dennison won't
mind.” He was a little agitated and embarrassad.
“ Would you like me to 1"’ he asked, rather brenthlessly.

But there was no need_h‘:-r her to.answer. Her eyea
were answer enough.  Philip canght ber hand and held it
hard for & momant; then he turned away,

# T ghall come at hall-past gx," he said.

Eha Euq a little ery.  * Ilalf-past six—hut dinner lsn't
till eight.”

# T know—but T want to ialk to you."

He drove off feeling happier than he had done for weeks
Things were going to be all right, after all

e had rlowed the ear a little to turn out of the gate,
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and as he did so & girl d.rted back just in tire to aveid
being knocked over. It was Eitty Arlington.

If the enpine of young Winterdiek’s car had not, by some
unkind freal of fortune, stopped at that moment he would
just have raised his hat and driven on; but, as it was, the
car came tu a standstill just outside the gate, bringing its
driver exactly abreast with the girl n the {:th.

Bha was looking very cool and daiuty, as she alwaye did
in & pala blue frock and o shady hat, and her little feet shod
in the trimmest of hi;h-haelﬂ ghoes, )

Young Winterdick’s heart gave a traitorous thump as
be looked &t her. It was impossible to avoid speech as
he clambered out of hia seat to restart the engine.

“ Awlnlly hot, isn"t it 1" he said nervously. i

“1 like the heat.” The blue eyes met M. rather wist-
fully. There was & little silence. Philip had twice given
the starting handle a glgantic wrench and failed to accom-
plish his object. He laughed in embarrassment; he waa
rather rad in the facs. Kitty watehed him ﬂ.iileut!’)'. .

In her mind she waa uﬂmﬂﬂ-riug him with Peter Denni-
gon, and Peter suffered by the contrast. : !

He was only a stripling still, slim and boyishly built,
whersas Philip was muscular and broad-shouldered—a
man every inch of him.

" I haven't scen you for some time,” she said, presently.
“ Not rince that might you . . . "

He broke in hurriedly. .

" No—you've been away, haven't youl The time
passes so quickly.” ;

“ To you, perhaps,’’ she said, slowly.

Bhe locked away from him down the hot dusty rosd
with a little sick feeling of jealousy. .

1 only eame back last night,” she eaid again., There
was snother little silence, them, "I have not congratu-
lated yoo ' she went on. "' I smppose I mayi"

* Thank you. . . . 2hilip straightened his back, took
off his hat and wiped hia hot forchead. If only tha con-
founded engine would start| . . .

* 1 was surprised, of course,” Kitty said, She waited a
moment, then she added, in & low voiee,  You might have
given me another chance, Phil.” . ]

It was clever of her to get that gennine ring in her voiee,
ho thought, savagely, He 'oathed himeelf because againsg
hia w-i'ﬂghu fonnd himself wanting to look at her.

Perhaps it was as well for him that he did not realiee
that Eitty waz as nearly uine at that moment sa she
had ever %:naen in all her life. The sarpriss meeting with
this man had probed the littls bit of heart which sha kept
carefully hidden somewhere :beneath her frills snd fur-
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belows. Ehe wanted to ery anc. she wanted—more than
anything—to surprise some sigre 5f emotion in the face of
the man who had once told her he loved her,

Philip looked at her with hard eyes.

"Yon gave me a very complete dismissal,” he eaid
steadily. ' I eould do no less than take it. I told you
if you sent me away *hen that I should not come back.”
He gave the handle snother wrench, and this time the
motor began to chug encouragingly. There were tears
in Kitty's blua uj‘ﬂ.

* I was sorry directly you had gone," she eaid, in a low
voice. “ I was go sure you would come back the next day
—I hoped so—I locked for you, FPhil’’

He laughed bitterly.

“You wers =0 sure that you got up s flirtation with
Petor Dennison,” he said savagely. * If it's any satisfac-
tion to you to know it, I did come back—like a fooll I
ought to havae known better. I went slong to see you the
next evening, and I saw you—in the hammock—lettin
that—boy—kisa wyou!l . . ." His voice was scornful
* That fGnished it for me. . . "

Her tears were flowly fast now.

_Philip glanced back at the house—fortunately they were
hdgnn from view of the windows. He climbed into his
BER

" Good-bye,” he szaid, curtly.

He felt that he would have given ton years of his lifs to
have avoided this scene. He shut the door of the car
with a little slam.

HKitty brushed her tears away. “ You will never love
her ax you loved me,” she said.

Philip looked at her and his heart contracted,

." No,” he gaid, " I sincerely hnlgm not.”! He drove off
wi&:;.tlruﬂhcr F:ﬂ'd.t But his ljizg t-he;_.iiltiglg.ua h!t.ﬂllld gome.

: e en¥ right to marry Eva while this other girl
still held hie hesrt) =

He knew her to be & worthless flirt, and yet . . . yeot
«+ » Ha clenched his teeth in pain.

Nobody could account for lova,

He wondered if he had been very reugh and unkind. He
hoped not. He made up his mind to keep clear of Apaley
oncs he was married.

He knew that she was coning to the wedding. Hae
would have Eiveu anything had it been possible to prevent
it. Eva had asked her, and it had beqn impossible for
him to object. ]

To stand at the altar with someone who was not Kitty
and to kn3w that she was there behind him in the erowded
cuurch. . . . Assoon as he got in he rang for & stiff brandy,
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Preparations were going shead for the nigki's dinner

party. There wers stacks of flowers in the hall and a

reat display of silver on the table as he passed the
ing-room door.

Mrs, Winterdick met bhim in the hall. " Well, Phil,
dear i"" she said anxiously.

" Well, mother " He stooped an . kissed her, * This
looke like business—eh 1" He indicaied the Ylowers.

“¥Yes , . I wanted everything to be as nice as possible.”

“ It's gure to be top-hole,” he said

He turned to go wpstairs.  Mra. Winterdick called to
him. * There's a wire from Tom Calligan, Phil. He'll be
on the 5.45. It gets in at 6.30, I think."

“Good! T'I run the ecar down to meet him. [.—"
Hea mPlied. Hs had just remembered hik dﬁrl:tmiaa to
Eva. "1 forgot—I ecan't,” he added hurriedly. ™ See
that Banks goes, mother, will you, and tell him to take
the runsboutl [ want my own car.,” He went on and up
the stairs slowly.

“ Mother I called over the belusters, " who else ia
eoming to-night—besides the relations, I mean {1

Bhe looked faintly surprised. I thaught I.tald wou
the list, Phil. There's the vicar, and Mr. Arlington and
Kitty, and Mr. Spencer, and . . "

Plﬁtﬁp had disappeared. :

fomehow be had hoped that Kitty would not come. Ha
thought it would have been kind of her to refuse, knowing
what she did. He went into hiz room and shut the door,

In two days’ time he would be a married man. This
afternoon he had found the thought rather plessant, but
to-night . . . He glanced at his watch. I was time to
dress if he were going to fetch Eva at balf-past six. He
wizhed now he had not made the supgestion, ITs wiched
—but what waa the use of wishing? He took off his
tweed coat and flung it aeross the room.

If only it had been Eitey! If only she had stuck to him!
If only eho had put their love before everything elsal If
nﬁ.!}' s He met the reflection of his harassed face in
the glasa.

“"You're & hally rotter, that's what you arel!” Le
apostrophised himself disgustedly

CHAPTER XI1

Tar glorious summer sky had clouded over when Philip
gtarted for the Dennigone’.. There was o distant rumble
of thunder, and now and then large drops of rait pattered
down on the hood of the car.
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Philip was in evening dress and had not troubled to
put on an overcoat,

“ 1 shan't be gone hall an hour," he objecled, when his
father asked whers ha was off to. “ I'm only going to
fetch Eva, I promieed I would.”

He drove ast, bi % the rain was coming down in torrents
by the tims ha reac. ed the Dennisons’ house. From the
window Eve saw the car swing in st the open gats, and
her heart gave a little excited thrill.

She was quite ready to go—it never occurred to her,
aa it would have done to Eitty Arlington, to leava Philip
to cool his heels for ten minutes or so. Bim eame out into
ﬂu hall to meet him, conseious that she was looking her

Bt

Ehe was wearing one of her new dinner frocks, made of
goft flmy white tulle, and her sole ornament was & littla
diamond pendant which Philip bad given her. Ehe had
taken gn:-.ah pains with her appearance; she was so sure
that Philip would notice what she wore to-night.

He smiled faintly as he saw her.

" Ready! Thank 5001’1:‘1&“ ou’re not one of thoss who
keep people waiting.'” He took her cloak from her. *" Let
me help you." .

He had not noticed the frock! Bhe tried bard to hide
her dizappointment. X .

“1 think wa're guinﬁ to have a storm,’”” Philip said,
Ha got in beside her and tuecked the rug round her knees,

“Thers was a wire from Callizan this afternoon. Ee
is eoming down on the B.45. ou wouldn't care to go
round that way and pick him up, I suppose ¥"

For the barest second Eva did not speak, Bhe fclt a
gort of bleak disappointment. What had she hoped for
from ilis drive together! She bardly knew. BShe turned
& smiling [aee to him. :

T ghould leve to! I'm long'ng to see him."”

" (Good!”  Philip looked pleased. Ho had forgotten
ithat he had proposed this drive togeiher becsuse be
wanted to hava her to himself for a few momenta.

He lcoked much more cheerful as they drove off. It
was ptill raining heavily. The wheels of tha car seotb a
littls squashy stream of muddy water in their rear.

“ Warm enough !’ Philip asked, Ile stretched an arm
in front of her and tucked the rug in more securel
“ Vou'll want a warmer one than this when we come bae
to-night.' 2

Her eyes brightened. ‘‘ Are you geing to drive me
home 1" she neked,

“Of coures.” He lauglad. " IF you'll trust yourself

o
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to me after sll the champ gne I dare say I shail have to
drink before the nith-’s over."’

“"T'm not afraid.”” He looked away from her.

Thers waxs & little silence. ‘' What wers you wishing
that night when I saw you talking to the moon 1"’ young
Wintardiok aaked. suddenty.

Bhe flughed seneitively. 1 can't.cell you now—eome
dn{, erhaps . . "

‘ When we're married i he asked. :

Bhe did not answer. They were in sight of the station.

“I hope you'll like Calligan,” Philip said. He was
mﬁo tly ahead of him. ** The train’s in, I think.
P re's Banks with the runabout.” He leaned for-
ward and ealled to the man. “I'll take Mr. Callipan—
you see to his baggage.” He stopped the car and got out.

Baveral people stared at him interestedly. He looked
& fine fipura of & man, and Eva's eyes followed him with
wittful pride as he went on and into the station.

Bhe was glad to do as he wished, and pleased to mest
the much-talked-of Calligan, but she had looked forward—
oh, so much—to this little while alone with him. Bhe had
thought . . . she was hall azhamed of her thoughte now
as ghe sat there alone, with the rain beating down on the
bood of the car,

After all, in another two daye she would have him to
herself. She need not be selfish and tﬁmdgﬂ- him his
friends, but he might have said something about her
frock, she t'l:m:ﬁ_ht\. )

Philip was already coming back, He was followed by
& square-shouldered man in a long coat, who waa langhing
n great deal. She could hear his cheery voice. He was
cl:u;l%ing Philip, she was sure.

" Here we are;’ Philip said " Eva, this is Tom—
Tom, let me introduce you to Mizs Dennison.”

"belightredln Calligar hastily swept off the eoft felt
hat he wore. He locked at Eva with undisguised eager-
ness, He held out a hearty hand.

" Delighted I"* he said. I'm going to reverse the order
of things and congratulate you.  Phil’s my best friend,

ou know.”  His eyes twinkled. ' Perhaps, later om,
shall be able to sympathise with you, but now . . ."

Philip gave him a playful kick. " Dry up, youn old
idiot and get in. And don'. erush Eva's frock , , ."

Eva ]auﬁnaad_ Ehe moved up closer to Philip to make
room for Callizan. Ehe looked at him interestedly. Not

od-locking, not nearly so good-looking as Philip, but she
E%Edhhi! face, and she knew that she wae going to like the
man nime

"T'ya heard such & lot about you," she said.
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" Reall! I only heard I.hn'l].‘l‘,ﬁ o when I got the invite

to the dinner and wedding.” * brown eyes searched

her faca critically. * Phil was I].'WH-_?I & lucky dog,” he

aud with & uirrt af i!rtla:ia.ncli. happily ———
awara aughing and talkin ppily together tha
tiay reached *he Highway Houss.

Thqru was a strip o carpet laid down to the gravel walk
snd a striped nwning overhead. The footman hurried out
when he saw thea ear.

Eva's heart gave a little thump of nervousness.

This wes the beginning of her ordeal. Bhe hesitated
and looked at Philip.

He pmiled, meeting her eyes. He held oub his hand,

They went into the house together. Mrs. Winterdick
came mnto the hall to meet them.

‘" My dear boy—you haven't brought Eva throogh all
this rain in that open mr—and Tom, too0! How did you
&ll manage to equeeza in "

Eva lavghed, " It was great fun,” she said. Ehe looked
back at Philip, but he had already moved off with

{!ulh
lgvn always eaid you were a Juck dof * Callipan said
when they were out of earshot. *' But 've never really
felt vilely eunnuu of you until to-night.
Phili ra:.aad a brows Bennusa I'm getting mar-
ried 1"* he asked w:tt-]:l faint
“Nol Becauss you've lnuuﬂ tho girl I've been locking
for all my life,” said Calli
Philip stared. * You B ‘her 1" he asked.
“Like her! I'll tell you one thing already, you old
:ﬁow, you,"” Uat'.utl.gu aa:id "and“thuﬁ is that sha's a
undering sight too good for you.
nﬂi’m terdick ]go
" I’m not denying it, ne hn gaid gambraly,

CHAPTER XIIL

Aprernwarns, looking back on that ecening, it all seemead
to Eva like a panorama of light and colour at which she
had only looked on and in which she had never really
participated.

There were so many speeches—so many toasts to drink—
po much laughter and popning of corks—so many good
wiches, 50 m pretty women—she felt herself lost in &
gea of noise and excitement,

_Bhe sat between Philip and Tom Calli at iha head

&, the tab's, and if she had been aeked aiterwards sha
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would probably have eaid £ .ot Tom talked a grea* deal and
Philip Iﬁ.ud!y at all, but she could never ba sure. .

She knew that her father made a long and rather hurﬂls
speech, in which he gratuitously dropped some h's an
made the fact more noticeable by his frantic endeavours
to recover tuem. Bhe knew that her mother was inclined
to be tesrful because she thought 1t ,#as the right thing
to do. But nothing was real, though here and there a
little cameo picture seemed to stand out clear-cut agninat

e confused backgroun

Philip—first of all ' —he looked so flushed and excited,
and when he gpoke his voice was rather loud, as if he wera
not enjoying himeself quite as much as he falt FuﬂEa
expected him to be and was anxious to hide the fact. He
had never looked more handsome, she t.houu&-ht\ Ehe was
go proud of him, Her whole heart was full of love and
gratitude to him for caring for her.

Then there was Peter—Peter, who drank a little too
much champagne and who looked at Kitty Arlington the
whole evening, and Eitty hersell, very young and pretty in
her blus frock and with a white rose in her fluffy hair,

Philip seemed to aveid Kitty. Eva noticed that fact,
and somehow it did not EIEEH &r.

Then thersa was Mra, Winterdiek, smiling steadily, but
often with the tears in her ayes &s she looked at her gon—
and Mr. Winterdick, handeome and dignified, whoe called
her * My dear " whenever he spoke to her, and did his
utmost to make her feel at ease,

But the worst moment of all was when somebody called
for & speech [rom Philip, and he rose reluctantly in his
chair and a sudden hush fell on the noisy room.

Eva looked round &t the many faces. At the back of the
room the menservanis were standing in & solemn row, and
beyond them again the grim, unsmiling portraita of dead
and gone Winterdicks, and round the table there were the
gueste—her own father and mother, and Philip's, and
many people whom she did not know, though she had been
introduced to them all and had ghaken hands with them,
and there was Imt; Arlington and Peter . . . Tt was
odd how Kitty's littia face somehow fascinated Eva and
drew her attention again and again.

Bhe did not want to look at her. Bhe knew that she
bad never reallv liked her; ind now, in the plece of her
old jealonsy of Philip and Kitty was a growing jealousy of
Peter and Kitty.

Peter waa too good for Kitty—too honest and sincere.
Ehe locked again at Philip. He wos standing up
straight and stiff, his fingers clasped round the st~m of his
winexla=e. Bha j:nl.rd him say that ha wan d-lichted t..



FORE LOVE 69

gea all iz friends present—th.it it was the most memor-
able orcasion of hie lifs. Perhaps he ought to say the
h“% iest—"" Bo far," he added.

era was & chuckls from Calligan, and the rest of the
table took up the llu.ugl:u

When it had dici down Philip went on.

#“1 should like to thank ylau all—for myzelf , . . and
« » " Ha half turned and looked down st Eva. * And
for my . . . futurs wifs . . .” He stumbled a littla over
the nnaccustomed words, and Eva raised her head suddenly
and their ayes met,

Philip's were grim and unhappy and the little fond smila
on the girl's lips seemed suddenly frozen.

Thera was a second of silence; & eecond in which she
felt that she looked down deep into Philip's heart, and
found that it was a sealed book to her—that she had never
really known the man himself, or what ha felt and thought
. » - that he was as much of o etranger to her now, when
their wedding day was but a few hours n.wn{l,, us he had
been that alternoon—weeks ago—when he had excnsed
ii.t?_mlf from playing with her in order to ba with Kitiy

rlington.

Ehﬁlaapad her hands hard t%g'at.har in her lap—panis
geemed to take hold of her. or a moment- thy whola
room seemed to receds from her; she pressed her feet hard
to the floor—she knew that Caolligen bent and spoke to
ber anxiously—then suddenly everyone seemed to tara
their eyes from her and rise in startled confusion as Eitty
Arlington slipped fainting from her chair.

* It was just exactly the kind of thing Eitty would do,*
Mra. Dennison said afterwards resignedly. T Anything ta
draw attsntion to herself and create a scene.’

But at the moment, at least, consternation reigned. It
wae Philip who reached her frst and picked her up in his
arms, brushing young Peter uneeremonionsly ont of his

wary.

The golden head with its simple whita rose hung limply
against his breast . . . To Eva that moment was the most
crual and vivid of the whole evening.

It was all over in & moment—Kitty was carried away
end Philip came back and went on with his speech, an
averyons did their brst to wips out the little i.'lll:idﬂl:lt.. but
to Eva it had cut & chasm in her happiness, inexpliqahble,
but irrevocable. .

Afterwarde in the drawirg-room she only longed to pet
awar from ar:gnnu and go home. Her heart was torn
with s thonsand unanswered, queations,

Why Lad Eitty fainted 1. had Philip besn so enger
to lift her himeelf! Why, ob why . . .1
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1

" You're worn out," sail Dalll.%u.n at har elboa.

a had never been far away from her side the whols
nﬂmmg His shrewd eyes had seen & great desl. In
little ways he had stepped into the hru and saved her
from herself a thousand times. He drew her away from
the others nnw and found her a chair in a quiet corner
of the big IO,

He u'.r her na.l or and the dark lines beneath her eyes;
paw the way she kept clasping and unclasping her hands
nervously—the nnsteadiness of her lips,

Ha ked to her without ma.l:lng it necessary for her
to raply. Ha spoke chiefly of Philip; aboot their "Varsity

days—of what a eplendid sportsman Philip was—how
popular he had been with evervons.

e gave her to understand that he h:muelf thuught the
world of his friend, and that she was a:cee ingly lucky to
have made such a cheice, In s pite of herself, vn felt the
shadows d;sptram% When P]:uhp came into tha drawing-
room she was laughing and talkipg asz if nol‘.hmg had ever
marred her huppmeaa He came at once to her side.

Ha was a little flushed, and his eyes were rather reckless,
but he amllad at her a-Eect.muat.eiy

"1 can't have you monopelising my [f»m;rartr all tha
nrnm.ngi,u I:Ln- said to Calliran. He eat down beside her,

g orm along the ﬁnnl: of her chair with a little
pro netur: gesture.

an rose, ““If that means I am turned out . . .
he lm plarfally,

l't wa.a E‘va. who atopﬁed him. “ Oh, don't %D—pleanu

« « I was just beginning to an:lo;sr myself

Bhu drgaded I:-u1 left alone with Philip. When she
looked at him she felt her old doubts and fears returning.
Bha was relieved when Calligan consented to stay.

They laughed and talked together so much tha.t “Phili
gilence passed almost nnnnticed; the time went ao qmcfly
that Eva was surprised when peopla began to leave and she
heard someons say that it was nearly midnight.

Bhe rose then—hurriedly,

T must ind mother. . . Bhe must be wanting me.”

Philip c&ught her wand.

" T'm tak ln&nnu home,” he said authoritatively. " I've
told your mo

Bha gave in at onee. " Jery well. . "  Ehe looked
round the room. The crowd had graat!;r diminished.
‘" Has Eitty Eunai I wanted to sen hnr,” ghe maid
deliberataly. I hopa aha is all right again.’

" Bhe went home two m;i.ru ago,”’ PI:.llip said. His

eyes met hur: nmd.ﬂ; . .
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T thi.k we nliiht to take _fr. Calligan with 'I:III" Eva
said later, when she stood ready in ber wraps. ‘' Don't
you want s midnight ride, Mr. Calligan 1"

Calligan looked quickly at Phili " No, he doesn't,”
Philip answered for him amp'hs.ﬁcn.lﬁ. . " I'm pot going to
waste petrol oo hica., . . ., sAre you ready i"

There was a hint of impatience in his voice.

Mra. Winterdick kissed Eva affectionately—she was
pleased with the way in which the evening had passgd off.

“'?hil, are you sure the child, is sufficiently wrapped

P

“ I'm guite all right,” Eva assured her, * And it's such
a little way.

“Tf I'd got an old ghoe, I'd throw it after you,"
Calligan mﬁ?

He followed them out to the car. He appealed to a girl
aj;n.n;l;llng clozs by : ** Anyone got & shoe to spare—or some
rice

Eva laughed ans she clambered in beside Philip. ' You
are two days too soon,” she ssid. Bhe peeped out &t him
lfll.;am under the hood. Her face locked very sweet and

Dpy.

ﬂnﬂiﬁ_ﬁn a‘iﬁhad snd his eyes clouded & little as they mek
hara. e had been wondering all the evening why he had
only met this girl now, when it was too late . . . The car
started forward and d’mn.pp&.&red into the darkness.

Philip did not speak till they were out in the road. In
the d%l;ra of the great headlights the trees seemed giant
shadows swooping down upon them from both sides

“PTired V" he asked,

i Very.” Bhe gave a littla gigh. " But it was lovely;
I enjoyed it all so moch. And 1 do liks Mr, Callipan.®

* 8o it appeared.”

Bhe langhed. Bhe fell that if she ones cams down to
his serious lavel she would say sbmething which she would
regret all her life.

Philip moved a little. * It's & dreadful business—thia

etting married, isn’t it 1" he said balf in fun. * Thanlk
Eea‘vaﬂ, wa'va only got another two days, and then . . .»

“ Then we shall have all our lives in which to be sorry
that we did it," sha said fippantly,

#“ What do you mean 1"

Bhe laughed I.ig;h.t.l]r. “ What I say! * Marry in haste--
repent at leisure,” you know.”

He rammed the brake home viciously, bringing the car
to & jerky standstill.

“Pon't you want to marry me 1" he demanded.
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He could feel, rather tlan see, that she ged her
ghoulders. He had never kaown her in this mood before.
It piqued and irritated him.

ntil to-night he had been so eure of her—eo confident
that she would never fail him, but now he knew that
Calligan hau found her attractive, and that she in return
had been greatly taken by Calligan, end a faint sort of
ﬂuﬁ-in-the-manger jealousy stirred in his heart.

Why don't you anawer 1" he said brusquely,

He waited, then all at once he caught her in his arms,
Ehe nL:uggIa& against him, but he held her fasi. .

“I1i you're trying to make me jealous . . ." he =aid
batween kissen. Ha had never kissed her like this before,
and Bva did not know that she had anly Calligan to thank
for it now. He kissed her till she was breathless, then
gbe turned her face and hid it against his shoulder.

Philip laughed rather shakily, * Now, do you koow
who's going to be master 1’ he said.

g B}i;.r" id oot soswer. She was shaken to the depths of
er being, 2

“I'll teach Calligan to make love to you," Philip went

on darkly. :

Ehe had to laugh at that ' Oh, how foolish! Of
course, he never did ["' she protested.

Philip bent closer, trying to ges her face, ' Are you
ﬁlu.d you are going to marry me 1" he demanded in his best

ullying manner.

“Of ecourse, 1 am. . ; o

o E;ry well, then, I'll forgive you," he said magnani
MmOuELY.

They both langhed at that, and he drove on again alowly.

L \'fi must have been ages and ages,” Eva said rather
anxionsly when tiey reached the hoose “ They will
wonder where we have been.”

She threw the rug aside and was opening the door when
Pi::.lhﬁ sl-nppe.‘l_i her,

¥ i—

W Well 17 )

“ Do you know that you've never—kissed me—not ones,
of your own free will,” eaid young Winterdick, rather
shamefacedly,

Bhe sat quite etill.

He weited—he was surpri_ed how anxiously he waited,
then hu”s:u..iﬂ with digoity: " Of course, if you don't want

LF]

Ehe made a little quick movement. Ehe put her arms
round his neck and, raising herselfl & little, kissed him right

on the mouth,
i Byg—o'" He would have detained he-, but ehe
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escaped nim and, with a murmared * Good-night,” ran up
the steps into the house.
* - * L *

There wers many conflicting emotions in the heart of
young Winterdick as he drove back alone through the
eilent might. N

If he had been quite honest with himself, ha would have
admitted that he was lecling almost happy.

But he had not yet reached the stage w{m he could be
quite honest with himself. He felt shy of analysing his
emotions. There was a sort of secret wish at the back of
his mind to wait a little longer—to aveoid taking himsell
fiu task, or sorting himself out, as it wers, till his wedding

ay.

Bomething had heppened that evening which had given
him & nasty shock, and, as everyons knows, a shock also
often has'the effect of bringing a sick man to his renses.

Tha fact was that Philip Winterdick was almost sure in
hiz own mind that Kitt rlington had not really fainted
nt all. He hated to think it, but think it he did. He
believed that the whole thing was just a pose—an elabo-
rately-designed scene with which to play upon his feelings.

It had surceeded, too, up to & point. He had felt pretty
sick with himsclf aa he saw her fall from the chair. He
had felt pretty sick, too, as he lifted her in his armas and
carried her out of the room. For quiie five minutes he
kad been convineed that he had broken her heart and half
killed her by hia frithlessness.

He had even been so utterly {oolish as to drop a remorse-
ful kiss on her golden hair when he thomght nobody was
looking, and had stood by in an agony of fear till she
npeuaE her eyes and looked—with deliberate intent, so it
seemed—straight at him, A T

And that look had sown the seed of doubt in his mind
The more he thonght of it, the more sure ha was that the
whole faint had been put on, and young Winterdick hated
shams and artificialities.

Was there nothing genuine in the whole of her dain
composition 1 he wondered. Had he just been an easy fool,
eanght by her eyes and her smile and her pretty voicel

o thought of Eva in comparizon with relicf and grati-
tude; and during the evening Calligan bad wnconsciously
fanned the flame of his feeling for her into som-athing

tax.

Then had [ollowed that roment of jealovsy when she hod
refused to answer his question in the car, and then he had
kissed her, and then . . . here he shied awny from what
he had thonght then. Though he was alone and it was
dark, l;u coloured hotly at the memory of that noment, He

C
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felt that the night had myriads of inquisitive eyes, all of
which were iﬂul:Emg at him. He drove the rest of the way
at » torrific pace,

Callizgan and Mr. Winterdick and several other men who
wers stayiop in the house were waiting up for him when
ha ﬁt back. .E'J-1:|-1:|ﬂ-rn:*.u’t]]!l there was st mors champagne
to eonsumed, and Philip was immediately presented
with a glass of it

Across the room he mot his father's eyes. ™ Your
health, my boy," eaid the old man.

Philip hesitated; then he raised his glass, " To the
best woman in the world I™ he said.

OEAPTER XIV

Toerk was a sound of whesls on & gravel path and s little
flutter of excitement swept through the erowded church.
Faces turned backwards towards the open door. Thera
WAl ltgarlurhud rustle of eilken skirts,

In the front pew Mrs. Dennison grasped Mrs, Winter-
dick’s hand.

"“Has she come " she asked in an emotional whisper,
* Oh, I'm so glad she ien't really late. My heart is beating
so! I told her not to get here too soon, but——"Her
voice was drowned in the swelling tones of the organ,

For the moment at least everyone forgot the bridegroom
and Philip Winterdick gave a little sigh of relief an
lg!linred his shoulders as he turned to lock down the long
ai

[
He knew now how graa.t- had been the dread in his heart
that something would happen at the last moment to pre-
vent his marriage. An enormous load was lifted from his
sghoulders as he saw the lit*ls procession at tha foot of the
church form itself and move elowly towards him.

He looked at Eva, and he was conscions of & sudden
tightening at his throat. In & few moments this girl in the
white frock and filmy veil would be his wife, he plain

Id ring which he had adjured Calligan a dozen times

that morning not to losa wonld be on her hand—
she would call herself by his name—she would be his own,
his vcr¥ own.

His eyes nover left her facs as she drew nearer, Ha
wished she wounld lock at him. He took a little step for-
ward as if to go to meet her, but Callizan nudged him
viclently and checked him.

Philip’s head was swimming w little. For the moment
at lrast he h~d forgotten to ba nervous.
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Eva wcs beside him now. He could smell the scent of
the lilies she carried, and hear the pervous breathing of
Mr. Dennison as he asked Calligan in & loud whisper if
everything was all right.

And now Eva had raised her eyes—auch swest egal_} they
were—and for & moment she looked straight ot Philip.

And then the parson spcke, and Philip listened like &
man in & dream, and tried to believe tha everything was
real, and to rﬁa.imu what was really happening ; to under-
etand that this was hia wedding day, and that instead of
feeling & miserabla captive, as he had thought he would
feel, ha was feeling absurdly happy. ;

He put out his hand and found Eva’s and held it, and
when he felt how her finpers trembled his own nerves
euddenly steadied down, and he felt himself years older
than she was; and the desire to be good to her and make
her happy wiped out every other thought; and then he
woke to the fact that it was time to produce the ring, and
that Calligan had given it to him, and then . . . well, then
he lost himself in the seriousness of it all, and only woke
again to realities when he and Eva were in the vestry,
and sumuhq:;,]r was gaying, ** I must be the first to kies the

rl LI Y

And he saw his mother take Eva in her arma and kiss her
fondly, and then somebody kiszed him, and he knew that
it was Mrs. Dennison, and somebody else half shook his
hand off, and somebody else wished him luck; and some-
body else thomped him on the back; and then hea
pigned his pame with an abominable quill pen that
equealed, and then there was more kissing and hand-
ghaking, followed by a walk down en aisle that seemed
endless, with Eva on his arm, and thousande of peopls
gtaring at them both—then a wild rush into & closed car to
escape confetti and rice—the slam of the door—a frantie
cheer led by Calligan—and it wae all over, and he was
driving away from the church—« married man |

And the sun was hining, and he had never felt so hap
in all his life—and he still held Eva's hand, and sudden
he bent his head and kissed the finger that wore his ring—
kissed it again and again, -

d it was just on the tip of his tongue to tell her the
wonderful discovery he had made during the past two days
when the short drive was at .n end, and thers were more
eongratulations and handshakes and speeches; and a“caka
to be cut and champagne to.be drunk, and telegrams to be
opened; and though Eva stood beside him most of the
time, everyone clse was claiming her attention and kissing
her, unconscious of the fact that Philip was one burning
Lapatiencc to get her to himeslf and her that thia was



78 FOR LOVE

the hn{pien day of his life becauss he knew nor that he
loved her—that nobody hac ever meant to him what she
meant; that whatever had gone belore, it was all wiped
out now and forgotten . . .

But the time dragged oo leaden fest, and it secmed an
eternity till someone took Eva nway to ~hange :

Philip gave a hug-lu sigh of relief—it was one step on the
way ab lenat. He looked round for am excuss to escape
from the noisy throng, but Mr, Dennison hore down upon
him—Mr, Dennison, who had drunk guite as much wine
ae waa good for him, and got hold of Philip’s J.]:n.u.l:ﬂ:], and
refused to let it go, and called him *' Dear Boy " and grew
almost maudlin et the thonght of loging his daughter, and
was only finally pereuaded to desist when a message came
that Eva wanted to speak to him, and he was escorted off
upstairs, and Eva came out to meet him on the landing,
and elipped her hand threugh his arm and kissed his flushed
face and tried to thank him for all he had done for her,

Mr. Dennison slapped himszelf on the chest with pride.

"1 promised you a slap-up wedding, and you've had it,"
he said. “ It'll give Apsley something to talk about for
weska—eh, m,'i rlt . .. 1 dide't mean to give 'em a
chance to eay I'd been mean where my only daughter was
concerned,” He fumbled in the pocket of his coat and
produced an enulugm. :

# A little cheque,” he said as airily as he could, **Just
a little cheque to help pay for the honeymoon—eh?t . . .*

Bhe laughed, though there were tears in her eyes.

o Pather! I don’t really want it, Philip will pay for
everything, of course.” o

e drew himself u%mt.h dignity.

" Phi 'PI Pooch! Don't you be too homble with him,
my &as.rg * he said in & husky whisper.

“ You're as good as he is, any day—and you've earried
out more than your share of the bargain. . .."” There
was & world of meaning i his voice. A little gleam of
m:inthm?t into his daughter's eyes.

" What do you, mean, father 1" i .

He drew her closer to him. In spits of all his faults
he was really an hon.urable man; but the champagne had
got the mastery of him now, and the excitemeat of the day
and the knowledge of his own importance had gone to his
head a.lunﬁ with the wine; acd in two minutes he had told
Eva ihe thing which he had sworn never to tell her, and
brought her happiness crashing to the ground in ruins.

Ehe stood quita still, her face as white as the frock from
which she had just ehangad. Bhe did not faint—did not
even ery out. Perhaps there had elways been pame vague
knowl ot the back of her mind, and this had nly finaliy
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confirmes ik. At any rate, sha knew instinctively that her
father had spoken the truth.

But her stunned silence awoke Mr, Dennison to what he
bhed dons, He lonked at her anxiously.

"It makes no diference—none at all,”” he gaid. * Philip’a
fond of you—very fond. . ? I promised him I wouldn't tell
u.. Don'tlet him know that I had told you, my girl. ., **

& said this over and over again,

Eva tried to IPEIk but ne words would come.

Bomebody called from the hall below: * Are you ready 1
You'll miss the train!”

Bhe moved then. Eha clutched at her failing senses,

This was her wedding day. Bhe had just been married,
and to 8 man who . .. who had . . . It was like a knifa
in hor heart.

Bhe felt that she must throw hersell down in an aban-
donment of misery and seresam. But she just stood there,
gilantly suffering.

Mr. Dennison had walked to the staira. He tiptoed
back with extrems caution to impress upon her that she
must never lot Philip know that EEE knew. . .

Bhe sghook her head. Bhe could not answer, and he
went away and left her,

One of the bridesmaids come running up.

“ Eva, they are weiting for you—are you readyl Is
anything the matter? You look so white 1™

Bhe forced herself to answer. “Iam just coming. Go
down, will you?! I won't be 8 moment.

The girl hesitated. “ But you look &0 ill—se . . .”

“ There iz nothing the matter . . ., Pleass po and
leave me.*’

The girl dﬂgnrt.nd reluctently, and Eva went back to her
own room and shut the door and locked it.

He wedding dreas still lay on the bed. Bhe looked at it
with dull t:gua. A lor:nglau caposite reflected her firura,
A tragie figure encugh she looked as she stood t.E-ura.
leaning sgainst the locked door, all the life and happiness
wiped from her face.

! He married me just to save himes1f—just for—money "'

Bhe thought shs spoke the words aloud, but they did
not pass her lips,

Presently someone came: to the doer, and knocked,
“Eval Eval”

“I'm just coming."

Ehe had only a moment to hererelf—a moment in whith
to fight her batile and grasp at her courape.

Downetairs a crowd of, people waited to sea the happ
pair star. away on their married life. She began to lung
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at the thought—wild, mirthless langhter that irightened
or. She pressed her hands to her lips to check it

A thousand little incidents that had vaguely hurt her,
though she had never known why, came rushing back to
her now with stunning fores, )

No wonder Philip had seemecd cold anu indifferent | How
oould & man force himself to love & woman for whom he
cared nothing! FEach thought was & fresh knife plunged
into her bleeding heart. - :

He bad never cared for her, Tt was all just a bargein,
a business arrangement botween his father and here,

She had been sold at a price. Nol not even that] Her
father had paid Philip to take her and marry her!

For & moment ehe went mad. Bhe tore the whita
weddmﬁ frock of which she had been so proud from the
bed and trampled it underfoot, Bhe rent the beautiful
veil from end to end. She fung the sheaf of lilies which
FPhilip had sent her across the room, breaking their heads
and erushing their fragrance; and then she stood quite
atill in the midst of the roin and disorder, rtaring at herself
in the long glass with wild eyes.

“ Eva—Eval” It waa Peter's voice now. With a great
effort, she forced herself to move. She unlocked the door,
but barred the wey so that he could not come in or ses
what ehe had done.

“I am quite ready,” she eaid, and her woice was so0

uiet and expreesionlesa that the boy stared at her with
arp inguiry. Then suddenly he caught her round the
wadst, looking hard into her face.

“Eval" he said breathlessly. " Good Godl what has
h&Fpanad'l"

_ ""Oh, Peter—Peter!" For a moment she cIung to him
in an ugﬁnsl' of pain; then suddenly she flung up her head
with a little gesture of pride.  Bhe rubbed her white
:ﬁ:ﬂh fiercely with her hands to bring some colour into

m.

“ Don't esy enything. Just—Jleave me—alone,’” zhe
said gaspingly. e fell back at once. He did not under-
stand in the least what was the matter, but he felt inetine-
tively that something terrible had happened.

Just for 8 moment Eva stood clutching at the balusters,
then she drew a long breath, and went on slowly down the
stairs to the crowded hall below,

Philip saw her nn-minﬁ: He gave one quick glonce at
her and turned away. 2 waa horribly afraid tﬁut EOMB-
ons would guess how his heart was thumping with happi-
nees—horribly afraid that he showed it in his face.

He walked to the door, only ‘o be met by a volley of
rice and confetti. He had alwayp thought he wonld i:xta
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this part of a wedding, but he found himeelf laughing and

an}o' {)mg 1t ]

on't forget your wife already, my boy,’” somebo
called to bim, and he went back and took Eva's hand, an
ﬂiﬂi they raced for the car and such safety as it

O 1

The crowd clustered round them. There was much
cheering and calling of lsst méssages Calligen was
standing on the step of the car as it moved away. He
caught Eva's hand daringly and kissed it, and Philip
scowled. » . . He leaned out of the window and called to
the chanffeur: * Drive faster—Ilet's get ont of this. . . .

The car shot forward, and Calligan dropped behind.

Philip closed the window. He stood up, laughing and
flushed, trying to rid himself of the shower of confetti that
stuck in his hair and all over his shouldera.

As yet he had not looked at Eva—his heart was ham-
mering up somewhere in the fegion of his throat. In
gnother moment he would have told her how much he
loved her—in another moment . . half & moment . . . he
found himeslf counting the seconds with boyish bashfunl-
neas; then u'l.uii:l-l:llll{l he turned to ber, . . .

“'hani.ng_. . ."" he eaid, shakily.

Bhe was eitting up very erect and etill, her hands BI&EE:'&
in her lap, but when he spoke her name she turned her
white face to him and looked at him with eyes that seemed
to burn with living flame.

“ There're no need to pretend any longer,” sha said,
hoarsely.

Fhilip’s heart gave a great throb of fear and for &
moment seemed to stand still. . ]

Thers was no misunderstanding the cutting finality of
his wife's voice or the look in her eye- .

It cost him an actual Ehysica.l struggle to find hiz voice,
Tt was all husky and broken as he at last stammered oub:—

“ What do you mean? T dun’t understand. What do
you mean that thera is no longer any need to pretend 1"

But all the time he knew.

Eva leaned back in the luxuriously padded car and
laughed softly. To deceive him—only to deceive him as to
the rea] state of affairs was her one thought! To keep her
senges and self-control till she eould E:i away alone and
fight the terrible battle unz+en, was her one prayer; she
sven forced herself to look at him, 1
nh" 1 thc%:ll],k we've both been—rather clever, don't you{"

e Bg

it (lgver " Ha could only stare at her helplessly. 1
don't know what you mean—1T ean’t understand.”

“1 tnink you do. . . »"' Bhe deliberately fastened a

&
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knot of flowers in her frock—flowers which Calligan had
thrust into her lap as she fiid good-bye to him; violota,
they were—sweet-scented, Parma violets.

‘T Wa have both Fulfilled our share of the bargain. . . ."
She raised her eyes to his. * [ suppose you thought I
didn"t know,” ghe anid calmly. * I must have acted eved
better than I thought I did." :

I don't know what vou are driving at,”" he said roughly.
“ For God's sake let uz have the truth, . . . Have you
forgotten that this is our wedding day i That we have to
gpend all the rest of our lives together 1"

His voice was hoarse and strained, but she did not flinch.

“You should bave thought of that before,” she aaid
quistly. I thought you must have donme. You seem
to have counted the cost pretty thoroughly in every other
way. I'm afraid it's too late now to . . . go backl . . .Y

" If this is just a trick; '1[3'&1!. are tﬁiﬂ% to test me—
to see how muoch I will stand | . e broke oif—the
ear had turned into Lhe station yard now, and & cheer was
being raised by an excited group of people who had coel-
lected to see the newly-married pair leave Apsley,

It was impossible to escape the well-meant greeting;
Philip forced himeelf to smile and bow and look as if he
were the happicst man on earth—he did not dare even to
glance at his wife.

The train wes a {ew minutes late, and it seemed an
etornity till they were cafely in the compartment reserved
for them, and the door shut. )

Bomeone thrust a bouguet of flowers through the window
just as the train was moving, and there was Tom Calligan,

tless and red in the face. o

“"They said I couldo’t get here in time,"” he panted.
“But I know I could . . . Good-bye and good luck . . .
Best of evarything.™ .

He spoke to Philip, but he looked at Eva all the time,
and suddenly she roge snd come across to him, leaning
from the window as the train gathered specd.

* Good-bye come and see us as soon a8 ever we come
back,” she said.

“ You bet," the answer came back on the breeze as the
train elipped oul of the station, and everybody that had
Litherto counted in her life was left behind—eaxcept Philip.

Ehe went back to her seat; she laughed a hitile as she sat
down..

“ It makes one wonder what they would say if they
krew the real truth,'’ she said, * Doesn’t it 1"

Philin was standing up, stowing the various traps on tha
rack. He turned now aod s=at down opposite to her. He
waa very pals and there was a desperate look in hi. eyes.
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“ And what is—the real truth 1" he asked.

His haods wers clenched and their kouckles stood out
white. In all his spoilt and pampered life he had never
puffered as he was guflering now; aod the worst was yet
to come, he knew.

Ehe raised her brows delientely.

“ Tha real trutd| Buorely you don't need me to tell you
that, my dear Philip 1"

He had never heard her speak in such a voice before;
he had never seen that look in her eves; the was like a
stranger,.and yet . . . he loved her now as be had never
thought it poseible to love any woman.

“If you'rs trying to g:uniﬂh me,"” he eaid violently,
L fnu're. euceeeding; but for God's sake put an end to it.
I love you—I love avery hair of your bead. I've bebhaved
like & brute and & cad, I know. Thers's no excuses to be
made for me; but forgive me—forgive me.”

" There's nothing to forgive,” she said eoldly. " You
are no more to blame than I am. You wanted money and
I%—she drew & long breath—* 1 euppose I thought it
would be a fne thing to marry into & family so honour-
able and blue-bloode We've both got what we wanted
—anjr! g0 we're quits; but to pretend that you love me

Philip covered his face with his hands. Had she really
koown all the time1 Had she really been playing a doubls
game, even as he had? If eo, his burden of shame and
remorse would be doubly hard to bear.

It seemed a long time before either of them aﬂaku Again,
but in those few moments Eve had gained another respite,
snd gathered her forces together alresh. )

I don't know that there is any nted to be so tragis
about it, iz thers1” she said, It's not as if you'wa
discovered anything fresh. You've known all along that
this was just & business arrangement—I never pretended
to—to cars . . "

“¥ou did . . ." He rzised his white face, and his
blazing eyes accuzed her. 7 ;

“ You did pretend to care . . . in thousands of littla
ways . . , 1 told you that I was o ruined man before I
asked you to marcy me, and you said it made no difference
—you let me see then that you cared ol

“] only cared as you did’ . . for the things 1 wanted
and theught I ehould get . . . to live at the E:g;.'ma;r
House . . . and to marry p Winterdick . . ." Bhe broke
off with & little sobbing laugh. ** Aren’t you proud that
I was willing to go through so much to get youl! Aren’t
you preud that we thought you were worth so much? . . .
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If you admit that father paid you to marry me, you need
not forget that I had to Iny you for & husband . . ."

Philip was staring st her with a curiously-awalkened
expression in his eyes; suddenly he began to laugh—inane,

irthless langhter,

* Bo vou’ry all the sama, you women,” he eaid dolly. 1
eonld have staked my life on it that you were different. A
thousand times I've hated myself because I thought I
wasn't good enough for you; & thousand times I've falt
that I ought to go on my knees to you and ask you to
gl.-rggva ]*:'::a for the . . . rotten game I kmew I was

ayin

ﬁa %nughqd again hnl]:ﬁuuljr. ek miﬁ‘lh:. have eaved
myself the remorse—I might have koown that you weren't
the honest . . "' He broke off. He brought his clenched
fist down on his knees in a passionste revolt.

* T'll not believe it,”” he said loudly. " You could never
have lied to me like that! No woman could have kept it
up 85 you say did, . ."" Ha ran his fimgera through his
bair with a distraught gesture. Ha tried to force his
thoughts to travel back over the road to that night when
he had asked her to marry him. There were g0 many
littla remembrances which eomeshow had only returned to
his memory during the past few days.

“ Thers was that niﬁht—-—-when you ecried,” he went on
again_disjointedly. That day of the storm—when it
rained . . . you were upset with me then . . . you were
nohappy becauss you thought . . " Bhe broke in
paasionately.

“Tt's only what I could expect of you, I suppose, to
remind me of it . , . There are things I might remind
yon of as well, but I won't ., . . What's theuse! Wa are
married—we'va got to make the best of it. I'm willing
to. I'm willing to play the pame if you will. People
pead never know—I eouldn’t bear it if they did. We can
go on—outwardly—ae if nething had happened . . . we've
pretenced eo long, wa shall soon be a0 nsed to it that we
ghall begin to think it's the real thing after all. . . . Try
an she would, she could not keep m little broken note from
her voice.  Philip beard it, and in & moment he was
beside her, his arms round her, holding her desperately,

“ You don't mean all this,” he said, ' You're tryin
just to hort me. I love you--I love you so much that
gan't Year it any looger. Ewva, for pity's m'b:a—gwu ma
g chanee. It hasn't all been my fault.” He stopped,
sc.nehow he eould not bring himeelf to agc&k of his father
and mother's share in this tup;eﬂrr, “I'm willing to do
what you like,”" he went on. " I'll do anything, if only
you'll give me a chance—if only you'll try to cara for me.
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There imn't anybody else, is there 1" he pleaded brokenly.
" There isn't anyone elee you would rather have married
than me! Tell me that, and I don’t mind half so much—
if I just know there's even the emallest hopa.’’

Bhe did not answer; she could not force har white lipa
to speak; and he'went ont

'“ That night when I met you in the r on'd been
wishing to E:Ha moon . .« . D've hoped since—I've thought
that perhaps you. . ., I ... it might have been some-

thing to do with me. If it was—Eva, you must have cared
B ]Itﬂﬁ——-ﬂ?&l‘ go little perhaps—but atill you must have

CAre

Bhe found herself listening to his voice, though she tried
to shut her ears to it. The clasp of his arms made her
long to yield to them, to let her head rest against his
shoulder;. to sob out the whole broken bitterness of her
heart—to tall him the truth—that she had always loved
him, that she had never loved him so well as now, when
she had resolved to steel her heart agninst him for
YT,

“ No—no—no."” The monosyllable was echoing over
and over again in her mind. ** No—no—muo |

Ehe held herself stiflly within the circle of his arms; she
kept her eyes rigidly averted from his passionata faca,

““If thera was anybody else—it would be too late now ™
she heard herself saying dully. “ I don’t forget that I'm
married—besides——""

He forced her head back against his shoulder, so that
he conld ene her ayes,

“You mean that there was . . . someons elsp—some-
ong Eﬂu would rather have married than me—if . . . if he
ooul ha.‘ra} given you—what I can, the things yon say you
want . . .M
Bhe closed her eyes with a sort of sick faintnesa.

Bhe could not bear much more, she knew, but she clung
fast to h_ur will and determination,

He might break her body—he might hurt her, but ha
could never make her give in to him and admit that she
loved him.

Pride, like an unscelable barrier, stood between them.
He had married her for & price . . . for & sum of money to
gave his noame.

Eha would never forget that—never . . . never. . . .

Bhe eould feel his quick breath on her face—" Answer
me ... ANEwWer ma . , .  There is someone else . 3 .
BoImEone you prefer to me 1" k

" Yep.!! Afterwarda she waa suro it was never she whe
naid it —that eomeone elsa spoke the word for her; and
with thas lie & great stillness seemed to fal] on the yhole
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world, her head tumbled =-eakly against her posband's
shoulder and she fainted quietly away.

When she opened her eyes again, her hat was off and
she waa lying back on the seat, the breere from the open
window fanring her {ace.

Bhe xt.ruiglad into s sitting position, and Philip, who
had been bending over har, straightened himaoﬂ and
moved away,

ora was A moment's silence, then Eva began to sob
—deep, heart-broken sobs that wrung his heart.

He let ber alons, He sat staring out of the window at
the glorious summer afternoon a.t:ﬁ tried to realise that
thia was his wedding day; tried to understand that he was
the eame man who yesterday had looked forward to it
with such haﬁlpmauai that rhe was the same girl whom he
hudi laced head and shoulders above all others in the
wor

Presently, when Eva was quiet, he spoke, without
looking at her.

“We shall be in London directly. I hope you feel
better. I am sorry if I have frightened or upset you. I
huﬁa you will forgive me.” ]

o spoka slowly, as if he were choosing his words; he
turned his head and looked ab her,

Eha had dried her eyes and was fastening on her hat
with fingers that shook pitiably,

“ There's nothing to forgive,” she said in a low voica,
#“1 blame mygelf—as much as I hlame youn."

Bhe did. It seemed incredible now that she ever could
have believed in him or bis bossted love—ever imagined
that he would want to marry her for any resson save the
rfuut;jmx which she would e¢ne day receive from her
ather,

But for that unluckly moment with Mr. Dennison on the
landing, she might never have known ; she might have gone
on for months, or perhaps years, livi in her fool's
paradiss, until something happened to make her suspact.

Bhe dabbed her eves with her handkerchief.

“1 am afraid I look rather dreadful,’ she said shakily.
" Are my eves very red 1"

“ No.' e could not bear to look at her tear-stained
face; the tears were not very far from his own eyes.

The irain was running into the big London terminuos;
Philip stood up and began to take down the cacas from tha

rask.

He felt like a man in a dream,

*' Bt. Pancras . . . All change.”

An the train slowed down a coupla of porters rushed
clamoaring te the door. Bomebody had tied s white
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streamer 50 the handle—Philip saw it and wrenched it off
with sudden passion.

It wan that fool Calligan, no doubt . . . He crushed
the offending ribbon into a eoat pocket; he was white to
the lips as ho turned to Eva,

But she would not look at him: she would)not see his
offered hand; she stepped out of the earrinpa unassisted.

And this was the beginning of the wonderiul journey to
which they had both looked forward with such passionate
bappiness,

OHAPTER XV

“ Iy you pleass, ma'am, Mr, Winterdick asked me to say
that dinner is ready and that he is Ira..it.inﬁ.”

Eva turned listlessly from the glass and looked at the
smiling maid

“ Thank you—very well.”

The door elosed softly. .

Eva glanced at her watch—a little sbsurdity in brilliants
and platinoum, which her father had given her amonget &
host of other presents—nearly sight o'clock |

More than two hours since they reached the hotel; two
hours during which Philip had not once been near her; two
hours during which ehe had sat almost without moving,
ﬁ?-lr%g to look ahead into the future and maks some sort

plang,

For the moment she knew that she had succeeded in her
desperats attempt to deceive the man she had married and
save her own pride; but as yet only.two hours of their
lives had paesed, and the remaining years of it lay befors
them both, dark and withont hope. Ehe had not shed
another tear, and her heart felt dike a stone. Ehe changed
her frock mechanieally and brushed her hair.

It did not seem to matter in the least how she looked.
Bhe remembered how she had longed for him to notice her
frock that night at the Highway Houss, and how dis-
appointed ghe had been because he had made no comment.
Eiu gmiled faintly at her wan reflection. She felt an
impersonal sort utimpl.t.b:: and sorrow with the white-
faced girl thers in the mirror, .

Bhe turned out the light and opened the door. FPhilip
bad takem a private sittind-room; she wiched now that he
had not; things would have been so much easier and more
possible with other people all around them.

The rocm was jusé opposite her own, and its door stood
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ajar, Bhe could see an edge of white tablecl~th and &
5{;:; of pink light from s sLaded hm?.

Juet for & second her courage failed her; her feet
seamed chained to the ground. Then she went on and
pushed the door wider, . ]

Philip wes standing by the window, “is hands clasped

ind his back, looking out into the 'I:m.? street.

He turned sharply sz he heard the soft sound of her

entrance, and for & moment their eyes met across the

room ; his, hard and unhappy—hers, very quiet, but cold—
et e ik :
PO va not kept vou waiting.™

" Thank you—not at 5{1";; .

There was & maid in the room—an interested maid who
had been told that these two were on their honeymoon;
but it must have been eome other couple, ghe decided, as
she served the dishes and guietly withdrew.

The light from the shaded lamp fell full on Eva's slim
figure in its da.mtyhfrouk; ghe looked so young—little maore
than a child—aa she sat there trying o eat.

_Bhe gtill wore her wedding ring—Philip had noticed that
directly she eame into the room; somebow he would not
bave besn surprised if she had discarded it; he was con-
pcious of a faint senge of relief, He made one or two
desultory attempts at conversation, but it wae uphill work;
nna when the maid brought coffee and liqueurs, and finall
withdrew, ha gave a great sigh of relief and pushed bac
his chair,

Eva spoke then :

Y Don’t you think if we are going to stay here that we
might as well have our meals downstairs; it would be more
interesting 1'* .

“k If you would prefer it.” He almost loughed as he
spoke,

They had been married—how long 1—four hours at the
most, and already she was trying to find something more
inbaraaw than his society.

He d not believe ghe was the same girl who had
looked at him with such shy happiness in her eyes beneath
her waddinﬁ veil onl,; that morning: the girl whose face
had flushed like & ross as they drove away fgrium the church
together, and he bent to kiss her hand with its very new
ring; what horrible epell had been cast over them both to
bring about this change ¥ He felt as if ha wera n‘hn;fg]m
helplesely to free himself from » net, in which he only gq%
mpre entangled as he tried to escape.

“ Do you mind if T emoke ¥’ He knew she did not; but
it was something to say.

Bhe answered him &% once.
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Philip lit & cigarette and puffed at it once or twice eln-
borately, then he forgot it, and allowed it to go out.

The situation ;E‘_aw mors impoasible with every moment;
he ]Enuahnd back his chair and rose; he felt ay if he wero
stifling ; he walkeu over to the window and flung it wide,

Lampa had been lit in the sireet below, and there was a
Imn.tll'i.l.bmn springing up, fanning the face of the hot
enr

What to do! What in the wide world to do. . . . Hia
brain felt like a fiery wheel, going round and round in
small eireles, from the confines of which he could not escape
to freer thought or action.

How lun,gha'd she mean to keep him in this—helll Ha
knew that deserved it all—Lknew that it was a just

nishmen$, and yet he could not goita kill the hope in
E}; mind that scon she would be sorry—that the eweet,
gentle natars he had known and grown to love would rise
uppermost again, and she wounld forgive him and be kind
to him, and tell him they would forget it all and start

A
Ha had noticed the eold }i:.llor of her face—the dark
gircles beneath har eyes, and his heart ached for her.

And yet, why be sorry if she reslly did not care. . . .
He forced himeelf to turn aod look at her,

Ehe had taken op & magazine from a side table and waa
idly turning the pages. The littla casual action turned his
blood to fire, He strode across the room and, snatehing
it from her hand, flung it Imto & corner. He faced her
panting, with blazing eyes

" How long is this—to go on 1" he demanded.

Bhe looked at him disdainfully, not acswering.

Ha broke uut.l:fai.n stammering.

* For God's e, what has changed you sod . . . Tell
me the whola truth. I can beaf that, whatever it is, but
nol this—this damnable coldness. . . How long are you
going to treat me like this{" g

Bhe moved back to her chair. Bhe was trembling
violently. o

“ I don't knew what you mean,"” she snid with an effort.
“T have fulfilled my share of the . . . bargain—compact|
whatever you like to eall it. 31 have married you, and my
father has paid over the money—as you arranged.”

" Tt was not my arrangement. I EWEAr om my word of
honour, It was no arrangement of mine.”

The grey eyes were raised steadily to his,

“You mean that yon aztked me to marry you becausa
you loved e and for no other reason 1"
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“Yes ... no..." H swung round with passionats
sture. " I don't know what I'm saying,' he said shalkily.

e waited & moment, trying to control himself, Preaanﬂ']
he came beek. He stooa locking down at her,

"I dida' love you when I asked you to marry me,' he
enid then, with difficulty. " I'li be frank with ou—I"11 tell
vou the whole truth, =0 God help me. I dids’t care for
you when I asked vou to marry me——"

Bhe interrupted pently:

“I'm not asking for any confession, and I'm not goin
to make aoy to you. ou wanted my money—and
wanted to eall myself your wife. Well®" —zhe moved her
white shoilders carelessly—'' we have each pot our wish
—that is &ll; but you ean't blame me if I want to go my
own way. It's a pity :c&tlii' that we had to have & honey-
moon—we wera quite good friends up till to-day. You
can still go your owno way—I shan’t be exacting—and T can
go mine. Lots of pauqa arrange things like that, don't
they 1 Lots of I;H:-m- blue-blooded friends, T mean,” she
added deliberataly.

Twice he tried te find his voice and could not; then he
broke out hoarsely:

“ You are prn?nmnﬁ in fact, Lo make our marriage—no
marriaga at all’’ a made & quick step forward: he
stooped Bnd covered her clasped hands with one of his,
holding them tightly. " My dear,” ho said, with broken

entleness, * you don't know what yon are gesting,
You're such a’child. I'm not trying to—to preg.ﬁ: or—aor
influence you. I know I deserve all you can ever to
me, or make me suffer—but—but at lcast I'm & ma.nB:fytha
world, and I know—I know that these sort of things
always epell dizastar. You eay you don't care for me—
that you never did.  Very well, I am willing to accept
that for the moment. You say there is another man you

refer to me. If that is vhe truth, why didn’t you mar

im1 You're not the sort of girl to—throw a man over if
you love him, for—for the rubbishing advantager you can
get from me. Eva—answer me”

He could feel how her hands shook beneath his grasp.

““ He didn't eare for me—that’s why,” ghe etammered at
last. ' I thought he did—hut—but be—didn't, after all *

Bhe forced her eyes to meet his. Thers was 2 sort of
comiort in the knowledge that she was epeaking the real
truth now, whatever half-truths she I:uuf epoken befora,
Eho went on:

" That night—when T was wishing to the moon
when you came along the road- -I was wishing then , . ,
that—that he might . . . care . . ." she langued wildiy

R
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“ But he o‘dn't—he didn"t—he never cared for me at all.”

** And so—when I ssked you . . ."

Ehe moved her head rostlessly.

" Oh, what doeas 1t matier! Why need we go over it
ally ‘a'ra married. It's dops with and fjnished for
ever. | oaly wans you to leave me alone—to' lot me go
my Wway. shan't do anything that will shock you or

hurt your name . . . Bhe laughed. “ 1 quite realise
you've done me an honour by marrying me, but in every
Eth‘:‘;]lw” we're quita. . . Philip, you're burting my
n‘n n

He released her inatantly.

“ And this is all you've got to say to me 1" he snid dully.

“Yes.” The word was just & whisper.

He began pacing up and down the room. A dozen
timies he passed the chair whers she sat; & dozen times
he almost went on his knees to plead with her—to beg her
not to ruin his life—to try to love him—but somehow he
could mot,

Nothing he conld say now make her believe in him, he
knew. g had brought this disaster upon himself, It
was his just punishment, and, besides—abe did not carsl. .

That was the hardest cut of al]. . . |

He tried to think of one incident when he had suspected
that she was deceiving him and fighting him with his own
weapons. He tried to remember ons moment when hs
had not been sure of her, but there had not been ome,

Bhe had been cleverer than he after all.  She had
beaten him at his own game,

He stopped in his pacing and looked down at her.

“ And you think that you will by happy—living like
this "' he asked hardily.

A wave of desolation swept over her, Happy!l—when
averg beautiful dream and hope in life was dead |

She draﬁgnd her ayes to his [wce.

1 think I shall get used to it—in time—if you . , if
you will be—be patient with ma" ehe enid, choking.

“ Patient! . . ." when his heart was breaking.

“It's no uee telling you that I'd die for you this
moment, becanse you won't believe me, 1 know," he eaid,
in & gtrengled voice. “ It's mo use telling you that you've
taken everything from me that I shall ever eare about,
because you won't believe that—either, . . . Will jou?
—will you 1" He drove the words at her.

Fer & moment ber determination trembled in the
balance. Was it the truthl—sha longed to believe him
. . . hut he had been as clever before—ha had deceived
bhe= before with words and kisses, and brought her to this
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suffering. . . . Not againl Oh, never again- eonld she
liva through it.

Bhe forced her cold lips to speak.

“No—I don’t believe it,"” "She said, voicslessly.

Philip turned 'bliudliy away, There was & little throbbing
pulss hammering madly in his ‘emple; ho felt as if he were

oking.
He reached the door and stood there grasping the
handle, hardly knowing what he was duing;sﬁa elt aa if
pride and desire were fighting for possession of hiz very

soul.

If he left her now, this would be the end of everything,
he knew. He could never go back again and plead wit
her; it was for all their lives. . . .,

His fingers mechanically turned the handle and opened
the door. Then euddenly he shut it again with a
glam, he went back to where his wife sat; he put his arms
round her and, lifting her up to him, held ber against his

eart.
“ (3ive me & chance to meke you care,’” he said brokenly.
“7 know I'm & rotter—I know I'm not good enough for

you—I'll be patient—I'll not ask anything . . . just tell
me that Ear pa—BOma da.iv--Evu.—I beg of you . . .
After all, I'm your husband.”

Tut she had reached the end of her endurance; she
struggled free of him; she put the width of the tabla
hal:‘:pen them, and faced him across it, white-lipped and

anting.

" 1'1!-;5 done my share,” she said shrilly. * I've kept my
pnrﬁin of 't]:m compact. I've nothing more te give you—
nothing.”

Bhe met his blazing eyes, and sudden fear of him filled
her heart. Bhe backed away from him to the door; she
put out her hands as if to ward him off.

Philip caught them both in one of his—he put an arm
rounc her, holding ber so that she was like & child in his

grasp. .

o %o‘u’ru my wife,"” he said hoarsely. ‘' You can't undo
that, no matter how much you try; but if yon think I
want & woman who looks at me as you do—who—hates
me as you do——"" He let her go ro viclently that she
almost fell, He turned awav from her and, dropping into
a eh~ir, hid his face on his outflung armas.

Thers wae & long silence, broken only by the girl's
frightened breathing; then uilu openad the door slowly—
glowly, and crept away, leaving him there alona.
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CHAPTER XVI

Tur day after her marriage Eva wrote home to Peter:

“ I dare say you will be rurprised to hear that Philip and
I hava decided to stay in town after all. I've never rea
seen London properly—not the rich side of ik, T mean, an
it looks as if the weather iufnihg to break up, and I should
hl?tﬁ the Iak?ﬁﬁg;ﬁm% 1.:':}[ ﬂi:a.ﬂ I_l%;:-t[:iuknqw if we
shall stay at thia 1 el v t, aonyway,
any letters sent here will ba Iarwn.:dud."g

Peter was amazed. Eva had been so frightfully keen
on the Lakes and, as for the possibility of the weather
breaking up, well, he looked cut of the window at the
bright sunshine and a little qualm touched his beart.

ﬁa had not yei forgotten his gister's tragic face that
moment, when she clung to him on the landing, and
though he could not understand it he in some vagus way
connected the incident with this letter.

He was so_perturbed about it that he put it into his
pocket and did not mention it to anyome. He waa
extremely food of Eva, and it worried him considerzbly to
think that perhaps something really serious was the
matter.

Ehe had locked happy enough in church while they wara
married. He had heard comments on all sides about her
radiant face. It didn’t seem at all likely that anything
could have oceurred between the moment of leaving the
‘church and his own encounter with her in the landing of
the house to spell tragedy. )

But he felt unhippy about it all day, He even kept
away from Kitty Arlington, although he had promised to

round in the aftarncon. Twice he sat down to w.ite to
ga., and ench time tore op what he had written.

It was all nonsenss to be so concerned! Eho was quite
all right. Philip was a thundering [gwd nhnlfﬂ

Ha was glad all the same when, after tea m Calligan
eame over [rom the Highway House; Poter liked Calligan.

Heo had been persuaded te stay on till the end of tha
week, he explaimed—Mrs, Winterdick eaid she missed
Philip so, that she must have someone to take his place,

o Eﬁ I thonght I'd stroll uver and dig you up,” hs addad
easually,

&ugmﬂmoffmt,ha was anxioms %0 get betier

nainled with Eva’s family; presently he asked if any-
bady had heard from the happy pair. “It's noi likaly,
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though, I mppoee,” he ad 'ed. * They'll have no time to
write letters home."” - :

Peter hesitated; he bad not meant to mention his
ligt-ri"l letter to mnyone, but all at once he chaoged his
min

“Well, an & matter of fact, I had a letter [rom Bonnias
this morning,"" he said uncomfortably.

“ Bonnie! echoed Calligan, oot understanding.

“ Yes—we call Eva * Bonnie,' you know. She wrote
from town *  He hesitated; he looked at Calligan
critically. 1 eay, you won't tell u'%budr if I tell you
something, will you!"" he added in embarrassment.

" Of course not—what ie it! Nothing w‘rnnf, I hope."

“1 don't know . . ."" Peter produced the letter from
hiz pocket. “ They were going to the Lakes, you know}
Eva was [earfully keen, and all the rest of it, but in this
letter she mays that they have decided to stay in townl
Think of it—%rillin weather like this."

Calligan lsoked blnnk, i

“ Well, why not, if they prefer 1" he eald

I know—but that’s not it."” Peter ran agitated fingers
through his bair. "1 don’t know in the least why I'm
telling you at all,” he said awkwardly, " except that I
suppose you know Philip better than I do. , .. Look
here, ha's all right—ien't ha1 Decent chap and all that,
¥ou know 17" : g

Ca.lli$'u.n answered without s second’s hesitation.

" Ile's ome of the best—never knew a straighter fellow in
sl my life.” :

Peter looked relisved.

“I'm glad to hear you eay that, becauss ., . . He
III“F]:I.E‘I:L

"1t gounds eilly now I know,” he apologized. " But
I'va been rather worried about Eva—just before she went
away, after the wedding, something happened—I don't
know what it was, but she was dreadfully upset, and so—
with this letter coming on top of it . . . you ses what T
mean, don’t youi"” he nsked, he]plessly.

Calliran did not.answer for & moment; than he eaid,
carefully:

““ Bhe probably was opset about lem'inﬁ home. Lota
of girls are, you know; I drn’t think there's anything to
wory about.” .

Peter drew a breath of relief. .

“ Glad to hear you eay so; " he said. He stowed the
letter away ngain. * Of course, you won't tell anyone I
said anything 1"

" Certainly not."

" Bhe's ench a sport, yoo know,"” Peter went on,
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BAITE 1 ghonld hate to think she'd made & mees of
it—you know what I mean 1"

es, but I'm sure there's no [ear of that I"Fﬂ known
Phil for years—he's all right; he’s a white man.’

But though Peter had in rmhtar said very lit{le, he had
somehow managed .o convey his own uncasiness 10 f]alhgnn,
snd he laid awake guite an hour longer then usual that
night, thinking about Eva and wondering.

& certainly had strock him as odd that Philip had never
even mentioned her name to him until he wrots to acquaint
him with his coming marriage. Philip was rather a com-
municative sort of chap, as a rule; and, now he came to
think it ever, Callizan remembered that thore had been
another girl to whom his friend had been rather attentive
early in the spring—a Oufy-haired girl who had been &
guest af the wedding.

He could. not remember her name, but he could
remember having chaffed Phil guite a lot about her on his
last vieit to the Highway House. Anyway, she wasn't a
patch on Eva Dennison, so it eould not ha poeeible that
thare had been sny trouble made there; iu resolved to
agit Peter about it next time they met,

It was with this intention that he went ever to the Den-
nisons tha !al’low:f moming. Ha found that Peter was
not quite a0 pleased to ses i'm:u a# he had been previously;
he snid something about having an appointment down t
villuge, that he was sorry to be unscciable, but that he
was in the dence of a hurry

“That's all right,"” Ga.ngl.n said easily. I'll walk
along with you. . . . I'm in no hurry.

Pater was not particalarly pleased, but he had to submit,
and the two men strolled along together,

Calligan was not va? good at ﬂ&'“l&ﬂh and he went
ntnu ht to the object hll visit without preamble.

t's the name of that fluffy-haired glrl who used to
be a.t Wmhrd:ci'n nlﬁhar a lot in l.lm Bpri 1 Ehe: wu
at the w.d:d.mag nuw._ I remember sp her,
but I'm hanged if I can think of her mmur

Peter coloured a Itt.l.'[u

“" Do yon mean Misa Arlington—Eidty _A.;-luugton 'l"

" Kitty—that was the name, of courss . , Nigan
had been frowning slightly, but now suﬂde:ulg he ]aughed
"De yon know, I rather thought Phil was a bit struck in
that quarter at one time."

dPatm- had thought so, tca, but he was not going to
admit it

They had zlmost reached Kitty's houss now, and Peter
stoppad, “I'ﬂ got to pay & oall here. Good-bye for
tha present, '
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Calligan nodded and walked off thoughtfully.

" Kitty I That waa the girl, of course. He remem-
bered mncomfortably how on many occasions Philip had
given him the elip in order to go to her. It was not so
very long sgo either, now one came to think of It—.&.uguﬁh

uly, June. Omly about thrre month. ago. He turne
into & little shop to buy some tobaceo. ;

“ By the way,” he said, casually, ss ha was loaving.
* which is the Arlington’s house—ean yon tell me 1"

The woman came to the door and pointed it out—the
very house into which Peter had gone a few moments ago.

T Well, I'll be dashed !’ srid Calligan, disgustedly.

Ha was not so surs now that he iked Peter Dennison
particularly, after all

CHAPTER XVII

Ev;‘ilpmphm] with regard to the weather was not so far
out, after all, for two doys after her marringe the sun
suddenly drew the clouds about its face and torrents of
rain descended on London,

There was a chilly wind, too, and enmmer frocks were
hastily riﬂlnﬂed by warmer clothes, and atout boots snd
mackintoghes beeame tha order of the day.

The Winterdicks took their meals downstairs now with
the rest of the hotel visitors. They aat at a little table in
the window and talked platitades for the bemefit of tha
waitar or anyone else who might be at hand, as if—an
Eva told heraslf bitterly—they had been married for yeara
and years|

Bince that first pight Philip had wade no attempt to
allnde again to their estrangement. He was alwayas
courtsous and kind, always willing to do anything she
wished, but his attentions wera those of am ordina
poquaintance. Whatever hie real feelings were, he hid-
them admirably, and Eva told herself fiercely that she was
glad ehe had not beiieved in his sincerity when he pleaded
o passionately for another chance; that it showed she had
besn right to refuss to listen, seeing that he had so soon
nppn.rsnihv got over his disappointment.

Bne did not understand that it was becanse his remorse
and hurt were 80 daeﬁ_thu-t other attempts were abaolutely
impossible to him. His= one desperate desire now was +o
hide from her how much he cared.

It was hormble humilistion—it wss nerver-ending
tormant.
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He never knew how he dragoed through the days.

He and Eva walked together, and drove sod ehopped
snd went to the theatre. Now and then they ran across
an soquaintance of his. Once—when she had dismissed
bhim for an afternron, he wandered in sheer Czsperation
round to Calligan's bachelor*flat ; but it was thut up, and
tha caretaker told him that Mr, éa..'l.hgan was gtill downo in
the country.

Philip's face brightened a little.

" At my place, do you know 1 At the Hjﬁhwn]r House 1"

The man esid that he believed so. e knew young
Winterdick well, and had heard of his marriage. Ha
unbent a little and ventured to congratulate him.

Philip laughed.

" Thanks—thanks, very much.”

He turned sbruptly snd walked away through the
pouriog rain, ; :

A taxi-driver hailed him at the end of the road, but he
ghook his head. A taxi would take him back too quickly,
If he got to the hotel there was nothing to do, and Eva
did not want him, . :

He could not really believe that they wera married—he
ln.m:l the, He had never been so utterly wretched in his
ifa.

He hated London—he had only agreed to stay thers
because he felt that it might be & degree less i.milgiuumhla,
as things wers, than the beauty of the Lakes. 8 wWon-
dored what on earth they were F{nng to do when they got
back to Apsley. Everyone would know then, he felt sure,

He wandered about the West End till he was tired out,
then he went back to the hotel and implored a man whom
he had pever before seen to play a gamn of billiards with

him. .

The man agreed, but Philip played so badly he did not
suggest a second game. The mau thought Philip must be
ill. He looked after him curionsly ae he wandered aim-
lessly away. : :

He stood for a moment in the wide entrance hall ; thera
was an orchestra plnrinlg and peopls sitting about iu.'ring
tea; he felt utterly at a loose end. He wondered where Eva
was, and what she was doing, he went up to their sitting-
room again; the door of her Ledroom opposite to it was

artly opened; with sudden impulse he went across to'it,
E.fte:{ his hnué to knock, then turned away apgain.

What waa the usa! It was hopeless.

He went into the eitting-room; he sat down straddle-
ways on & chair and starad ~ot of the window.

The raia was pouring down steadily; the big dropas
gplashad up from the pavement in diminutive fountains,
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Philip crossed his arms .n the chair back and rested his

on them,

If they were only back at Apsley, perhaps things might
improve, he t-hdugi;t hopelesaly ; more than once he had
thonght o sugresting to Eva that ther went back, but he
did oot belisve she would consent. 'I‘E:f had started on a
th?u wenks' honeymoon, and so far only three days of it

ad gone.

He bowed his head on his arms in utter wenriness of
heart and soul; for the first time in his happy life Philip
Wintﬁ';.:ilick honestly wished himsalf dead.

i 1 i'F' L. WM

_He started guiltily and turned; his wife stood behind

im,
He got to his feet clumsily ; he hated himsalf for having
let her sea his despondency.

T thought yon were out” ha said stupidly.

“No. .. ." BEhe glanced towards the window and the
cheerless street, and suddenly she eaid: * Philip—can’t
we go home V"'

“Homa!"” His face flushed eagerly. * Do you mean

h

to Apsley 1"
“Yes—I hate London—I've never hated any place so
much in my lifa: I hate this hotel. . ." ar voice

guiversd ; eha hit a lip hard to steady herself

He laughed mirthlessly.

“We'ra agreed in that, at any rate.” he said. He
looked at her silently for & moment. ** When do you want
to go 1" he msked.

“Aw goon as Fnsaihln—tn-mnrrow perhana ™

"Te.ré well; I'll tell them hare. a half-turned to the
door, & never Aared trust himself alone with her, but a
thought suddenly stroek him, and he stopped, looking back

t her.
“ Yon will come with me to the Highway House, of
conree 1" he said, stiltedly.
Thers was a little eilence.
 Burely there is no need for that?" she eaid then, in a
low voice. "I ecan go bome . . . [ would much rather
go home.” . ; : .
“If you prefer it we will ﬁo there, certainly,’” he said,
purposely misunderstanding her,
ihe looked at him with startled eyes.
* 1 don't want to make plans for vou; I want you to be
quite fres; Your people wili like to have you . . ."
Philip’s sombre eyes flamed. _ .
“Tf I go to my people you will come with me,” he said
obetinately. ** If you insist on going to yours. I-shall rome
with you. I have given in to you so far, but I will not'have
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ublic seandal, You unde:stand ' Ta pansed.
"all, which is it to be " he asked.
For & moment she did not answer: then she broks out

ET.‘:FI‘il H
‘TEM I will sty herse—that is all; I will sty here.”

He shrugged hin shoulders.

“ Very well; as you please. Then we will both stay.”

He was moving away from the door, when somecne
knocked. * A telegram, please, sir!"

Philip took the envelope from the tray; ke wondered
who on earth it could be from. He had not given their
address to anyone; he supposad Eva must have done so.

He rend the message through, and hie face paled
"Come at onca. Mr., Winterdick dangerously ill.—

8 an.

”Iﬁu anawer . . T

Philip erossed the room and gave the message to his wifs,

Tha iraat. fear and apprehension in his heart made him
almoet brutal. * You've got vour wish, you see,” he said
curtly. ' We'll go home at once.”

CHAPTER XVIII

Ter miserable day was drawing rapidly to a close as the
train erept into Apsley station. Thea windows of the
cerriage were dimmed with rain, and ths eountryside
through which they had paased was sonked and depressing.

Philip had hardly epoken since he had given Calligan's
wire to his wife to read.

Eva tried to tell him how sorry she —vas: had tried to
cheasr him n to assyre him tha.tlg{a father would prababl
be hetter #E; they reached Apsley, but he hardly sceme
to listen to her 3

She knew that Philip had thoueght the world of the' old
man, apd for the first time since their marriage somethin
of her old feeling for her husband stirred in her heart, an
creEpt through the pride and pain that hd numbed her,

he looked at him as he gat opposite to her in the car-
ringe and saw the worry in his aves, and with sudden
impulse she leaned nver and tovched his hand.

' Philip—] am sura thers iz no cause for alarm. T dm
aura he will ba mueh better when we get thers, I daresay
he asked Mr. Callizan to send for you."

Philip looked down at the hand resting on his.

i E‘hmk you,"” he eaid with an effort. *' Yes, I hope so,
too

Hea let the window down and slared out over the

o
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dnri’aumg uuuntl'{l How uverything had changed in the

throda l!'a since they | ‘-Ieit- it; then the sun had been shining
gloriouely ; now it might ha.va been a chilly OQctober day
judging 3 the keen mp air, and the pungent smell of
the wet ea.th and fields

He rose to his feet mt.h unuatterable relief as the train
ran into the station, He was out on the platform befora
it h.ud properly stopped, looking eagerly up and down,

** Bomeona ought to here to meet us,” he gaid. ** I
wired. I thought perbaps Calligan. . . . Here he is.’

He turned eagerly as Calligan come quickly towards
them. He was muffled to the eyes in a big waterproof
coat. He planced ones at Eva and hurriedly away apain,

Philip caught his arm.

“How is he ! Better! W]mt. bhappened! He was all
right when we went away

"It waer & atmlra. I—Phll old man—I'm so horribly
sorry, but—but you're too late, He died half an hour
after I wired.™

Thera waa & very real emotion in Calligan's kind voice.
He knew what a bitter blow this would be to his friend.

He was desperately sorry for Eva, too. What a home-
coming for her] For a moment Philip stood qmta- etill.
Great as the dread in his heart had been, he had not
expected anything so bad as this, The uhon‘k rohhed him
of all nrwar of speech or even thought. Then he began
to walk on blindly.

Eva Iaﬂowe& with Calligan. The tears were running
down her cheeks. Bhe had had such a happy life, even in
the days when thei were pl:mr, and now it seemed as if it
was to be nnl.h:.ug ui; t:rs.ga ﬁ upon tragedy.

A car from hway House was wmtmg for them
outaide. Cﬂlsgau fp E Eva in to it and Ph:hp u-lh:nwad

“I'm going in front with Banks' Calli jr&n Ha
gave them no time to olject; he shut the door.

PLilip leaned forward with his face buried in his hands.
He had forgotten his wife; he had forgotten evervthing
but the awful shock of the nEws,

It had been a wain sacrifice after sll. He had struck
at the very foundations of hia own happiness in a blind
endeavour to save his father from disgrace, and now his
Iu..thu was dead

Tva eat beside him silently till she ecould bear it no
ln-nger Bhe slipped her hand through his arm.

I am so0 sorry, 8o soriy, dear,” she said, The litils
wnrd endearment slipped out without her knowledge.

1 IE I could only do something tu help you.”

He moved his arm lﬂl'&ﬁ from her. He fel* that her
tympathy wounld be more than he could bear just now.
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“ Tt's all :'ifllt," he said unstiadily ™ I'"m sorry for you,
too. . . . If you'd rather go home—to people. . .
it won't be very cheerful at the Hi hwnti ouss Just now,
« » o I'll tell Banks to stop i.f;rau’ﬁ rather home.

For an instant rhe & gled with her pride:y Was she
go little to him that he did aot care to have her with him
even now?! Then she remembered that he was in sora
trouble, and that her place war by his mide.

“ 1 will come with you, of course,” she said quistly.

He made no comment, and presently the car turned in
at the pates of the old house.

Everything looked so differant from what it had done
when they left it only three d.u.dvu BED,

The flowers in the garden bads wers beaten down by the
rgii.n. The houss was almost in darknees, and silent—eo
slent. . . .

Eva shivered as she followed her husband into the hall
Bhe felt as if a lifetime must have passed since she was
hore before.

A red-eyed maid took her eoat and bag ; she heard Philip
asking where his mother waa; heard Mra Winterdick's
voice from upstairs: * Phil . . . oh, Phil. . . "

Phlhfl went up the stairs two at 8 time.

Eva looked at Ceiligan with a little quivering smile.

Bhe [elt oddly out of it and unwanted, and he seemed
to realige it, for he held out his hand—

“1 dare say you are cold and hungry. I told them to
light & fire—let ma get you something to eat.’

He took her into the drawing-room and put her into an
armehair; he took the pins from her hat with clumey
fingers, and fetched a stool for her feet.

Its' no use all of us being uncomfortable,” he said when
ghe protested. He rang for a maid and ordered coffes and
sandwiches.

“ Philip's all right for a little time,” he said cheerily.
“We'd far better leave him alone. '

He made her eat and drink: he noticed how pale and
unhappy she looked, and he thought apprehensively of
Peter's incoherent atory,

“T'm glad 1 hnpﬁmed to be hers,” he esid prezently.
"It was an awful shock to everyone, of courss. . . ..

“"I'm glad you are hers, ton," Eva eaid

Bhe was glad; she felt instinctively that here was scma-
ane who would ba a kind friend to her,

Ehe wondered why he coluored asz their eyez met

‘" Have you seen any of my people 1" she asked him pre-
gently. ' Father—or Pater, or :n{ of them 1"

Bhe fel’ that she bad been away for years, and that she
wanwed to uear news of them,
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 T'va geen Peter one or ‘wice,” Calligan vol, her. ™1
?ent s message over this afterncon to say that we'd wired
or vouw™

Eha looked at him gratefully. .

" You se~m to think of everything,” ehe eaid. )

Bhe held her hands to the fira and watched the light
shining on her Waddin% ring. Thers waa a little silence.
Calligan was wat-ehiuﬁ er with thoughtful eyes. .

He was more glad than he could express to see her again.
He was conseious of a sort of quiet content at being with

ar,

Eva looked wp suddenly and met his sarnest gaze,

" What ara you thinking about 1" che asked impulsively.
Calligan started guiltily. y

i fwun waondering why yon hadn't finished your coffes,"
he smid, with pretended severity. * Haven't I put enough
sugar in it—or too much—or——§"

e stopped as the door opened and Philip came into the
rOOm.

Eva rose at once and Calligan slipped away.

“I've been wondering what iz the best thing for yom
to %u'" Philip said. He spoke to his wile without looking
at her.

“ 1 don't want you to etay here if {uu wounld rather go
to your own people, but my mother, of coursa—7"

iva interrupted, her colour deepening a little,

1 ghall stay here; at lerst—if I shan’t be in the way,"
ehe udded rather pathetically.

Philip szemed more of a stranger to her now than ever
before, and yet she koew that deep down in her heart she
had never cared for him so much. Even her first romantic
love for him hed not touched tiTB depths which thess last
three days had reached so casily.

He looked s little relisved.

“* Thank you—I am glad,” he eaid. * Your rooms are
read= for you, and mother would like to ses you, if you
will go to her”

She waited a moment, but spparently he had nothing
more to say, and she passed him with drooping head.

Her heart seemed to be breaking with poesionats love
and pity for him, Bhe longed to Igu back and tell him that
she could mot live this lie any longer, but she went on
sterdily, and the door closed behind her.

She met Calliran in the hall; he saw the tragedy in her
eyes, though Philip had bees blind to it.

He acked a hurried question.

"#ru you all right? Ie there anything I can do for

ou
you No—nothing, thank won "
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He wens to rejoin his frienld,

He waa sure now that disaster of some kind had befallen
these two, and already, without the least knowledge of
facta, he condemned l’hiiip; his face was a little unfriendly
as he enterad th- drawing room. i -

“ The mater tells me that you've been a brick,” Fhilip
said. Calligan shrugged his shonlders

“T happened to be here—that was all.”

“ T wish to God that T had,” said Philip.

Thers was & little silence. )

“ It's rough on your wife—ecoming home to this”
Cliliﬁﬂﬂ. eaid then delibarataly.

" Yps," Philip got up and began rosming restlossly
round the room. ;

“ T mggested that she went to her own people,” he snid
pressntly. I thought it would be better for her; but
ghe preferred to stay here.”

Calligan stared.

“ You suggested— " he began blankly, then stopped;
he was afraid of saying too much.

Thare was a little silence.

%1 shonld have thonght you would have wanted her hera
rather lpartinnla.rly," he said then dryly; for the life of him
he ecould not hava kept the words back, but Philip hardly
geemed to have heard He came back to whers Calligan
stood by the fire. ¢ -

“ T hope you'll stay on here for a bit with us,” he said.
“ Can you manage it, do you think 1"

Calligan laughed rather dryly.

] ean manage it—but . . . wonldn't yom rather T
cleared out? I should have gone back this morning, only
« » » wall, you know " ;

“T should like you to stay if you haven't anything
better to do.” :

“ My dear chap, when have I'ever had anything better
to doi" Callizan had been thinking lately with J sort
of chagrin of the rather aimlers existence he had led since
his 'Varsity days. . .

A pmall incoms, just sufficient for his not very exira-
vagant wants, had been his ruin.

here had been a time when ba had had great ambition,
and when Encq:-l- had prophe.ied & future for him; but he
had drifted—thera had never been any real incentiie to
get on; he was & singularly [riendless sort of man.

He had often thonght in an abstract sort. of way of
getting married and having a home of his own, but he had
never met & woman who ﬁad helped the abstract idea to
mature until s week ago when he came to the Highway
House and met Eva Dannison.
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And she, of course , . . He looked at Phulip with »
cynical emile in his eyes. :

Things were very badly arranged, he considered. He
wondered what his friend would say if he could know the
thought pa sing in his mind at that moment. Philip cer-
tainly looked anything but s happy bridegroom, even
allowing for the sudden shock of his father's death, and &
goawing anxiety grew in Calligan's heart

Ha was fond of Philip. The two men had always been
closa friends, but Calligan knew that if he ever discovered
that Philip had been the cause of the tra.ﬁ:dy in Eva's
grey eyes it would mean an end to that friendehip for ever.

Later on, when they were all making some sort of pre-
tence at a dinner, he -watched them closely, these two,
who had besn married only three days and who yet, even
to hiz unobeservant eyes, seemed so estranged and apart

Eva and Philip sat on either side of the pathetically
empty chair at the head of the table, and both of them
tried to avoid seeing it.

Nobody wanted to eat; but it was something to do, and
Calligan did hiz lavel best to second Eva's nervous attempta
at sonversation.

It was uphill work, and all three of them were glad when
the meal was ended.

Eva went back into the drawing-room and knelt down
by the fira; outside she could hear the steady rain battering
againet the windows, and the wind sighing 1n the shivering
troes.

Presently Calligan joined her; she looked past him as
ho erossed the room, hoping that Philip would follow.

Calligan read the wistfulnesas of her eyea,

* Bomeone has called to see Phil on business,” he said,
quickly. *‘ He'll be here in 8 moment.”

Ha stirred the fire into & blaze,

* Do yon live in London, Mr. Calligan "' Eva asked him
preseatly.

“*1 do—I rent a very modest sort of bachelor flat, which
i looked after by a caretaker person. It's not in at 2ll an
aristooratie neighbeurhood—Tottenham Court Road way.”

It did not convey much to Eva.

T am glad you live in London,” she eaid. * You'll
often be able to come and see us, won't yon: when we
seti,e down in our own house, I mean 7"’

Perhaps it was the glow of the fire that made Calligan’s
face look rather red.

T ghall be delighted, of course,” he said. ** But, as a
matter of fact, an uncle of minc has just offered me the job
of going to Britigh Columbin for him for thioee motriu.
Nothing very particular to do, you know—a cushy sort
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of job thas will juet snit me) as a metter of fact "—he
laughed rather self-conaciously—‘''1 had intended to ask
Philip to come along with me—it wouldn't have been & bad
trip for the sutumn—but, of course, now he is married, it's
all knocked on th~ bead, naturally.” . .

! 1‘;‘."h1r knocked on the thead{” asked Philip’s veice,
coolly.

He had come into the room nnnoticed, and was atnndi.ng
behind his wife, ° It's just the kind of trip I should like,
he added deliberately. ;

Thare waa & moment of dresdful silence. Eva had
flushed tearlet; she half turned in her cheir; she raised her
eyves to her hushand's foee—auch wounded eyes they wera
—and her lips fell a little &p childishly.

Calligan stooped harriedly an be&an a furious onslanght
on the fire; he wea burning with indignation which he did
not dare to.ehow., Phi ;F ooked by far the least concerned
of the thres; he was selecting & cigarette from his caze;
he kept hix eyes fixed steadily on it

“ British Columbia is a place I have always wanted fo
go to,” he said casually. **When are you thinking of
going, did you say i .

"E dido't say.’”  Calligan’s voico was brusque; he
dropped the poker with a clatter, * As a matter of fact,
I don’t suppose I shall go at all.”

W Well, if you do——" Philip tock a long puff at his
cigarette " I'm your man. T should like to get away for
a time. Don't forget.”

Crlligan did not anawer; he could not trust himeelf to
look at Eva; o eloek on the shelf struck nine; the silvery
chime seemed & tremendous round in the silence.

Eva counted tha strokes mechanically; when the last
one had died away she roze from her chair.

"dI""tihink I will go to bed,” ehe said. "1 am rather
tired,

She held hor hand to Celligan; ghe tried to smily, but
it wase a piteous failure. * Good-might, Mr. Calligan.

“ Good-night, Mra. Winterdick."

He held her hadd for & moment, then moved past her
to open the door. Ewa looked at her husband, hesitated a
moment, then torned away. Bhe passed Culliﬁ:rn with
avarted face; she crossed thy hall and flew up the stairs
to her own room, She shut and locked the door anc fell
face downwards on the bed.

Much as she had suffered during the past two days,
to-night had been the worst of all.

Bhe waa here in Philin's home, but she felt herself a
gtranger ard unwanted.

Mrs, Winterdick had received her kindly, but the glirl

i
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hn.g:lffe.lt. heresll to be beyor d reach of the elder woman's

ef.

Much ae ehe longed to help and comfort her, she had
beon thrown back on hersclf and had only been able to
stammer & fsw words. .

Philip eared nothing for hes; she had never [elt it so
soutely as just now, when he had calmly announced that ha
would ba quite willing to go off with G:u.llign.u to British
Columbia.

And they had only been married three daysl

Ehe did not ery; shs just lay thers, her eyes hidden;
sha felt humbled and shamed to the earth

He had married her without s spark of affection for
ber, and now, baving got his desire and saved his father's
nnme, he was prepared to let her go to the wall.

“1 can't bear 1t, I can't,” she told herself in anguish;
but she knew that ehe had got to bear it unless she wanted
the whole scandal to be made public property; unlesa she
w_'i;hn.:l to be pitied and discussad by the whole country-
gide.

She did not know how the time passed as she lay thera
in the silent room ; rhe only etirred when she heard Philip's
voica on the landing. outside. Bhe started up then,
trembling. DBut he was evidently only speaking with
Calligan, for she heard him pass on, and then the shutting
of o door on the other side of the landing and silence
again.

And this was her home-coming! 8Bhe wondered if any
other bride in the whole world had ever had such a recep-
tion, Bhe sat on the side of the bed, twisting har wedding
ring and staring befors her heart-brokenly.

gha could have been so happy if only he would have let
her. She could have made him higp;r. too, she was sure;
bist he did not want her. Ehe had just been & means to
an end, and now that end was ;uum{llishcd she might go.

Ehe {ooked round the room listless v. It was n beautiful
room, beautiful with an old-world sert of charm which is
ionvariably gssociated with quaint chintzes and old-
fashioned furniture.

Bomeone had Eut & bowl of white roses on the dressing-
table; she looked at them with apathetic eves.

The roses were a litile dished by the heavy rain, but
thei: fragrance was sweet. Tears filled her eves as she
looked at them. She had had white roses in her weddin
bouquet.  Ehe thought of tne moment when she hsﬁ
dashed them acroes the room, trampling them under foot.

It was beginning to get 1lg'f}t- befors she thought of
nndre_sumg. A bird was twittering ﬂmw;i]y in the ivy on
thy house when she rose from the side of the bed and
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moved over to the window, drawing back the curtainas.

The raio had ceased and a cool, pungent scent rose from
the wet sarth and dripping treea

It was warm, too. The world seemad like some grest
wonderful hothe 1se Blled with rare and bewutiful scents
upon which one had just opened the closed door.

As she looked at it and the firat pink glow of doawn in
the face of tha grey eky tears filled Eva's eves.

Bhe had wot shed one all night, but now suddenly it waa
borne home to her what a beautiful placa the world really
was, and how wonderfully happy one might be . . . if un!ir
. . . sha was brought up hers by a chaos of perplexed,
jumbled thoughta

Life had gons awry with her so suddenly and for no
apparent reason; she wondered helplessly if she horself
had been to blame, and if so, in what way.

Bhe turned awaav with the tears running down her face
end crept into bed.

And a0 ended_the wonderful honeymoon which had pro-
mised so much and fulfilled so little

CHAPTER XIX

Tre noxt few days passed on leaden feet; days whish to
Eva apemed laden with the heavy scent of exotics and the
sound of weeping ; daye which finally ended in a procession
to the littla churchyard whither ph Winterdick was
followed to hia last resting-place by half the ecounty, and
a long servies, during which people stared with curious
sympathy at Philip and his wife.

And Jmn the blinds were drawn up onee mora at tha
Highway House, and life went on again as if thera wers
no empty chair at the hend of the table, no empty place
in the hearts of the dead man's wife and son.

To Eva thess deys had been endless torturs; she had
been left to herself & geat deal, and tima had hung heavily
on her hamds, There was nothing for her to do in the
housa. Philip was always engrossed with butiness and
lawyers, and even had it been otherwise he would not have
wanted her; Mrs. Winterdicz did not want her either.

So BEva was thrown very much with Tom Calligar) and
indeed without him she falt that many times she would
have gone-ma .

But he was always cheery and kind; when ha came into
the room whers she was sha felt somshow the better for
hip presarns; when he left her again she felt her wpirits
fal i.ﬂ; once mora into thoir old hopelessnass,

5
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*You and Philip ought to go away again now for £
week or two,”’ he said to her once. * You both look as it
& breath of sea air would do you good.” .

 Philip would not care to go,” Eva said simply.

Bhe look.d steadily at Celligan as sh. spoke; she had
quite got over the feeling now that she must always turn
her face away whenever she tpoke of her hushand. i

‘Lthe:'i::lu, ' gho added, ** he would not cars to leave his
mother.

Bhe was beginning to feel that Mra. Winterdick was of
far more consideration to Philip than she herself; in sll
the world there seemed to be nobody who really cared
what she did or what became of her. . .

Even Peter seemed to have changed in gome inexplicable
way; or was the change really in herseli! Bhe did not
know—sha gave up ‘t.r;rm% to puzzle it out.

Bhe only knew that Peter wae & great desl at the
Arlingtons, and that people were wondering when their
engagement wounld ba announced.

he had never dared somehow to speak to Peter about
it, and Peter never broached the subject to her.

Mr. Deonieon avoided her; he bad not been able to
remember clearly how far his indiseretion had earried him
on her wedding day; and Eva and her mother hed never
been a great deal o one another.

Bo Eva was thrown back on her own rescources—and
Calligan |

Often when she was wandering restlessly about the housa
or T.rdcnu he would hunt her out and carry her off for &
walk or drive,

" Where's Philip 1" he alwoys asked first, and had
ﬁl‘lﬂl’.ﬂ. meed to her despondent answer that she did not

oW, ;

“ Busy, I expect,” Calligan would declares cheerfully.
" Wall, ghall T do for & second best}'”

He always determinedly ignored the fact that he knew,
of m?' estrangement exisiting between this girl and his
friend, theogh sometimes it almost broke his heart to see
the weary droop of Bva's mouth and the wistfulness of her
BYEE.

Ha remembered her as so different. It seemed impos-
gible that she counld be the same girl who had looked so
radiantly happy on her wedding , little more than =a
Ffortnight ago. !

Onee he ventured to speak to Philip about it.

“Your wife's looking seedy,” he said with elaborate
carelessness. ' Why don't vou take her away for & bit!
ﬂ this has been rather & strain for her, yor haow, old

F-"
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Philip did not look up from he paper he was reading.

“I can't leava jusl. now very well,” he said, after a
moment. 'f Bealdes "—he hesitated—'" mother was
enying last night that she thought of going to her sister’s
for & week or twa.  Bha wanta ns to stay and look after
the place whils she's away. V'

I see.” Calligan got up and walked over to the
window,

What the deuce was the matier with the chap 1 he asked
himself savagely. He could not make Philip out at all
A hundred times it had been on the tip of his tongue to
ask his friend point blank, and then something had always
stopped him.

fter all, it was no business of his.

Philip had lowered the paper now and was looking at
Calligan with s sort of rough suspicion in his eyes.

i 'g'hﬂ-t'a Eva been saying to you " he asked suddenly.

Calligan turned elowly and returned the gaze steadily.

Philip's eyes fell first and he coloured a little,

“If ghe finds it dull here, she can go to her own peopls,”
he said curtly.

Calligan lost his temper then. ‘' If she'd got any sense,
that is what she would do," he said hotly. *"It's perfectly
obvious that she isn't wanted here, at all evenie”

He faced his friend defisntly. )

Philip was white enough now; he rose to his feet
“ What do you mean "’ he demanded passion F

1 mean what I say,” Callizan answered firmly. * And
I'm going to say what I mean, before you kick me out of
tha house, It's—it’s abominable the way your wife is
treated here . . . she—zhe . . .* He stopped, stammering,

only to rush on again. ** What in the wide world has comea
over you, old mani . . . It's not like you to treat any
woman in this fashfon . . . Phil, for heaven's sake . . ."

Philip turned on his heel. " find your own confounded
business,” he said eavagely. ** And telk about somsthing
you understand.’’

He was gone, with a glam of the door. Calligan shrugged
his shoulders; he supposed he had dons it now; well—it
would have come econer or later anyway; he could nod
bave stood by much longer and tolerated things.

He wondered what time ilere was a train to Londom;
London and s bechelor flat seemed the two most unintitin
things on earth at that moment; he dreaded saying good-
bye to Eva. : ; y

As be went up to hie room_to pack his bag he met her
on the stairs; she wos dressed for walking.

“ Wouldn't you like to come with me1” she asked him
hal anxiously, half in fun.
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Calli answered ot oncs that there was nothing he
would mu frafﬂrred., but that he had had ao urgent
summoot back to town and had got to catch the next train,

Hea was not looking at her as spoke, or he would have
ssen the suc’den bitter disappointment ir her eyes.

“ Oh, you'ra not really going 1 she said.

“I'm afraid so; I've been hers an unconscionabls tima
asg it "

Ha glanced at her and guickly away l-gnin.. Thore was
g0 much he wanted to eay; words came tumbling over one
l.natil'.::lur to his lips, but he drove them back; he went on
a step.

i ‘J:’e!]—l ghall have to be going.”

He rushed on, and Eva went slowly downstairs.

. Bhe crossed the hall and stood at the front door, looking
into the sunny %:rde.n with unseeing eyes,

Ehe had got to be left here alone with Philip and his
mother, and neither of them wanted her. It seemed &
nightmare prospect. Calligan slone had made it bearabls,
His cheery personality had done more for her than any-
thing else could have done. She conld not picture her
life here without him.

Philip luun_iud inte the hall. He saw his wife standing
thers and epoka to her.

“ Are you t,Evmil:l,g out I

Bhe turned. "1 was . .." Thers was a little pansa,
“hEl]IJ_r is Mr. Callizan going away (" she asked then,
] 3

P'h:r.lip looked amazed. " Calligan going away! I didn't
know he wae going.'

He had forgotten about their little breeze of a few
moments esrlier; ha was [eeling ill and irritable in thesa
*days, and often esid hasty things for which he was after-
Wards bitterly sorry.

! Where is Calligan 1"’ Le asked quickly. *I'll stop
this. Of course he's not going."

But Calligan went. Ha stuck to it that he had had an
urgent business call; he arpued with Philip all the tima
hs was packing his bag e was beastly sorry, he said,
but he really must go.

Philip was scowling fierealy. * Look hers,”” he said at
last, * 15 it because of anythir z I've said 1 'Pon my word,
1 didw't mean it if I was rude. . . I'm all upside dows
thees days.’”

There was something pathetic in the ashamed admission.

4 It's quthmg ou've said, sonny,"” Calligan assured
bhim chearily. **I've got to go, that's all. . . .»

“But why Tell me why?! You've never had a day’s
business in all yonr life, 8o it's no use trring tn swank m 1"
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Calligen laughed. “I'm not gni.nF to, but there iz &
reason, all the same, and o very real one.”

" Tell me whet it is, then,”

But Calligan only evaded an agswer.” He wondered
how Philip wow.d like it if he took him st Zis word and
told him: " Because I love your wife—that's why. . . And
now what have you got to sy t”

CHAPTER XX

Paivir himsel! drove Ea.]liizlu to the gtation. He
grumhlud and growled the whola of the way down. Ha
new thet something he had said was driving his friend
from the Highway House.

“There's no earthly resegon why you need go back to
town,” he said for the fiftieth time, as they neared the
station.

“ 1f you only knew how glad we are—all of us—to have
Jﬂu.-"

“Tt's very decent of you, old chap. I'll come again.”

' Btay now—we can just get back in time for dinper.”

For & moment Calligan wae_sorely tempted. Ha
thought of the dining-room at the Highway Houss, with ita
long teble and oak-panelled walls, and he thought of Eva
sitting thers in the shaded light in her black frock, and of
hia own wacant chair , ., . bat he shook hia head
yvigorously.

“1 can't. Thanks, all the same."

They were at the station now. Philip left the car, and
the two men walked together on to the platform.

“And if you copld pet s fow g holiday,” Calligan
said :!iﬁdantlg as the train steamed in,

Philip langhed.

;]: .If it for my sake you're urging this—or Eva's 7" he
acke

Calligan’s honest eyes met hin squarely.

! Perhaps—{or both,” he eaid.

He got inio the carriage and tlammed the door. He let
the window down with & run and looked out.

Now it bad come to the point he hated going, Hs hated
the memory of the sadness in Eva's eyes as ghe had ssid

opod-bye to him. He wentured a last sdmonishment as
be gripped Philip’s band.

"%und—hya, old son, and—I say, buck up, you know.
Thera's lots to live for yet.’

! P]hilip swcowled. He had got into & habit of scowling
n ely.
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I know you think I'm a awe%p," he began.

The train was moving swif now; & moment, and
Calligan waa carried beyond reac .

Philip drove home muud.l]ﬁ; he was aogry becmuse his
friend had sone, and angry because he .new that he had
driven him a.wa-ti. . .

He dreaded the thought of the house without him, and
now if his mother went away also, as she had talked of
Elning, it would mean that he and Eva were left entirely

ona,

With each passing day life seemed more crudely impos-
gible; with almost every hour young Winterdick realised
more gcutely that be could not continue to live as he had
done during the past fortnight.

Hea drove home the longest way; he felt sorely tempted
to stay out altogether; what was thers to go home forf
The old houee was oo longer whet it had been; he missed
hie father bitterly ; perhaps nobody had ever puessed what
old Winterdick's death had meant to his son,

He came home through the village; as he passed the
Arlingtens’ house he saw Kitty standing thera at the gate
with Peter Dennison.

Haig}mund at them, raised hiz hat unsmilingly and
pasEe

The incident irritated him and sef him brooding.

Did Eitty mean to marry that boy{? It was nat that
Philip cared in the least whom she married, but he waa
still conscious of & sort of resentment in his heart against

her.

If ghe had played the game and been what he thought
her to be he would mever have been landed in this mess
As it war, he was miegerable, the sunshine of life seemed
to have been wiped clean out of the horizon on his wedding
morning; he had lost infereet in everything: even his
beloved tennis had gone to the wall: -:mﬁ}' that morning he
had looked at his racquet and wnn:fnm why on earth he
had aver been so keen on the rotten game; there was only
one thing now in all the world that mattered, and it was
bevond his reach.

He left the car in the drive at the Highway House and
went in,

A maid informed him that dinner had been ready eomes
time, and that Mra. Winterdick bad not waited.

Philip was smazed; he looked at his watch and found it
wae ‘past eight! TUntil then he had had no idea how the
time had flown. .

He went straight to the dinjug-room; his mother was
there alone,
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Philip stopped in tha drorwey; he had begon to

ipnlu 8o, but broke off.
here's Eval’ he asked, ahruptly.

“8he had a headache; she asked me to excuse her.
I have sent something to her room."”

Philip scowlea,

L Elm was all right when Calligan left,” he said. There
was 8 rough, unformed suepicion in his miod; he moved
w-w:.rdu tha table. ** You don't mind if I n1t. down as I
am

" My dear, -:lf uuursu not.”

Philip moved % a round so that he sat beside his
mother, A uarva:d; rought lnup, but ha refused it.

1 don’t want anything. . 0Oh, very well "—as his
mother protested. " Gwn me & cut from the joint. . .M

The maid withdrew. Philip leaned back in his chair
with s sigh; he looked round the zilent room, and his eyea
came back to his mother's face with & sort of pathetio
tendarness.

“ Different from what it used to be, eh!" he said,
w‘it.h an effort.

“Yog ., " Mrs. Winterdick's face quivered; she
raised her eyes for 3 moment to her husband's empty chair.

Thers was & littla zilence; then she said:

** Philip, do you remember the night you told us that
you Eeru going to be married 1"

* Do you remember that I wanted you to break off your
engagement ! That I begged you—"

hﬂ:p interrupted:

“ Mother—please stop. What's the use of poing back

to all that! I don’t want to hear anything about it.
I—--" he broke off as the servant rerentered.

I[u. nn.'lj made o pretence of eating the dinner served

as soon ar he could he rose t-:- leava the room.
Hra. W'mt.ar-l:lmk inl]nwed him,

“ Philip, I want to speak to you."

He hesitated ; he knew so well what was coming, but he
shrugged his shoulders and followed his mother to the
drawing-room.

“ Well—fire away,” he said laconically.

He stood with his beck to the empty fireplacs, staring

up at the l:mllni
Mres. ick crotsed over to him and linked her
arm in his

 Onea upon & time you uted 4o 2]l me all your troubles,
Phil,"’ che eaid sadly.

Hb hit & lip; the arm'beneath hers suddenly etiffened ;
thn he bent and kisaad her lightly,
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“T ghould tell you now, mother mine—if I had any
mm;f]“." that are—quite, quite h 1" she

“ You mean you ul quite ha i
acked slowly. W

“0Of couren] At least——" Ha relearad himeelf from
her rnufhl{. " Happy! It all depends what you mean

that suppose 1'm as happy Bs I degerva to be.”

e walked away & step and came back, looking down at
ber sad [ace fondly. " What brick wall are you up
apninst now 1" he asked whimsically,

Ehe put her arme round his neck, holding him po that ha
could not move; she looked sarnestly into his unbappy

face

" Phil—why won't you tell ma the truth!"” the said
painfully.

He tried to protest—tried to insist that thers was
nothing te tell, but somehow ha falt as if he could not keap
up the wretched farce of pretence any longer; he broke
out paesionately:

“1 thought you didn™ know—I hu{md you didn't . . .
I've made & mess of everything . . . It's all T can expect,
I supposs . . . Bhe—Eva—she doesn't core & hang about
me . . . that's the truth [

" Not caral Phill™

He laughed wretchedly,

“1 suppote you think it's impossible for anyone not te
sare for me,” he said bitterly. ™ They're not all like you,
mother. Ehe told me—on our wedding day as we drove
away from the houss that she didn't cars—that she pever
had, that . . . oh, what's the use of going inte it allt
I du%tru nii-—l';'

“ But she looked so happy—everyone remarked how
happy she looked—ol., there must be some mistakel , , ,
Bemder—why did ehe marry you if she didn't care 1"

‘ Because I'm & Winterdick—for what it’s worth

"But ... but,,. oh I don't understand . . .”

Phili,. strode the length of the room and came back.

. 2 Look here,” he said suddenly. " Wa thought we wara
jolly clever, didn't we! Wa thought—you and 1 and the
guv nor—that we'd fized things op so tﬁaf, nobody except
ourselves and old Deanison would aver knew about the
+ » » the bargainl . ., Wall He passed a band
over his eyes. ‘' She knows—ton,” ha uirE

Y Eval!”  Thers was a tone of sharp distreas in Mra.
W""I'!ltﬂ'dll:k'l voice. ' Oh, no, Phill O, T hopa not.”

Well, she does—she knew all along, and was just
playing up to us . - It's juit been n case of ' When
E meets Greek’ .. ." THe drew & long hreath,

Bo you see, the langh isn’t all on our side after all”
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Thers was & long lilcnnu;;Phﬂi& welked ““3 to che
window and steod staring eut into the gathering darkness,

" Well," he eaid then, " haven't you anything to eay!
¥What urntguu thinking 1’ :

“I'm thinking,” Mrs, Winterdick said slowly, * how
terrible it must all ba—fon her!"

He wheeled slowly round. e v s

" For—her 1" Bomehow it had never struck him in thia
lizht before; his thoughts and pity had hitherto been
chiefly for himself.

“ Why lor hert” he neked apgain harshly. * Bhe's all
right—she koew what she was doing . . . after all—"
HE laughed mirthiesaly.

“ Why is it any worse for her than it is for—me1"”

" Bhe's younger than you, Phil; she's little more than
a child, and en unsophisticated child at that. Until they
eame to Apsley she'd never been about or seen anything
of the world. If it's true that she married I'rnu, knowing
what you sy she did, T can only pity her; 1 can't blame
har. TPoor child! she didn’t know what the was throwing
away—she didn't renlise that some day she might meet a
man whom she would eare for. . . .** Her voice quivered
and tha stopped a moment, only to go on brokenly: * Oh,
Phil, T always thought that ehe did love you! haven't
geen you together a great deal, but 1 watched her, and
I was surs she cared—eo sure! Tt mode me happier to
think that gha did. I tried to think that in time you would
get to love her too, and then . . "

Philip laughed dryly.

“ You're wasting your sympathies, my dear," he said
“ Eva knew guite well what she was doing: she war very
frank abeut it all. T give her eredit for that! Bhe told
me that she'd never eared for me, anll she told me . . .7
He stopped with a gesture of passionats intolerance. ** Oh,
why talk about it! The thi::giu dons, and it ocan't be
undone. After all, we'rs only like dozens of other peopla
wa know. " I'm not the only man who has mariied a
woeman for her money. 1. .." He stopped.

Married her for her money, had he ! when his love for
her was an umeensing torment thot would not let him rest
day or night; when it eut him to the senul with jralousy
every time he eaw her lauzling and happy with C!I.lliga.n.
Ha squared his shoulderz and leughed. :

“ Don't vou worry yourself, my dear,” he sail more
quietly. “ We shall shake down all right, T shonldiit Da
gurprised if we'rs not pointed at all round *the country
bafore long ae baing 8 model couple !

And *hen—becaure he ‘felt ro ntterly wretched that he
hardly knew how to bear himself-—he walked out of the
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room, whistling as if he had not a care in the world, and
ghut the deor behind him.

front door stood ugun to the dusky nig]'f.h, and,
remembering that he had loft the car standing in the drive,
Philip went nut to take it round to the grrage. ]

Ag he was le“ini the yard he heard the sound of voices,
followed by a laugh,

He hesitated and listened; then he turned. From sn
open stable on the right a light shone out, a long yellow
shaft in the darknest, and by that light he could see his
wife, with her arm round the satiny neck of one of his
father’s horses, talking to & groom.

Bhe made a pretty pictore standing thers, bareheadad,
and with the inefficient light shining all about her. Philip
caught the gleam of a diamond on the hand that caressed
the horse’s neck and heard her voice distinetly ae he
etood outtide, uncertain what to do.

“We used to keep horses at home, you know, Willizms
—no, I don’t mean here st Apsley—this never really
geems home to me, samehow. & only have cars here—
and I'm not very fond of motoring. DBut at home—our
real home, I mean, before we got rich—we had an old
brown_cob. Dandy his name was, and he used to coma
when I called him, and " Bhe broke off. TPhilip had
moved forward and was ttanding in the doorwar,

Eva's arm elippad down frém the horse's neck and she
fell back & step.

Williams horriadly ﬂmbhed up the bharness he was
cleening and bolted. era was & moment of silenca.

il BEN - ought. you had a headache,” Philip said. *
mother told me that you were in bed with a headachs.”

"I wasn't in bed ; my head ached, and T didn’t want any
dinner, that was afl*

His eyer sought hers suspiciously, but she stood with her
back to the light, and her face was in shadow.

"Do you often come here and make a confidant of
Williaiua i Philip asked then. :

There was a eneer in his voice, but it was not intended;
he was holding himself in & grip of iron, and his heart was
burn.infg with jeglouw—jeajnuaf even of his own groom, a
glip of a lad with a freckled face and slow tongue, with
whom this girl preferred to ta'k.

Bhe srewered him quite calmly, though she had flushed
a little at hix tone.

"7 do sometimes . . . He luves horses, and so do T

" You menn that I don't . . .""

I bave heard you say a great many times that you
prafer a ear.”’

Bhe moved past him to the door. Bhe was qv tte
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mintress of herself; she walked gquietly and naturally; she
huméned & little snatch of song under her breath as she
went,

The little sound of indifference and composure maddened
oung Winterdivk; his hands were clenched into fists as
s followed her,

“ Mr. Callizan has gone, I suppose 1" she asked carually.

Bhe half looked over her shonlder as she spoke, and for
the first time Phﬂ:lli could see her face distinetly in the
yellow light from the stable, and he saw that her eyes
were red and swollen with erving, The little unformed
suspicion that had stirred in his heart meoy times of lata
woke again; the smouldering firs burst into a flams as he
eanght bher arm in a rough grasp.

“ Bo that's why you wouldn't come down to dinner,” he
#aid brutally. * Becauee you've been crying your eves
out for him."

Eva did not answer; she looked past her hosband into
the darknees of the garden bevond, and something very
Iike despair settled on her heart.

Every day seemed but to add to the estrangement
between them; she wondered dully how much longer thia
state of things could go on R

" Please leave go of my arm," she said quietly. * You
hurt mea." .

FPhilip gave a stiflad exclamation and released her, but
when she turned to walk away he followed.

"1 want to speak to you,”" he eaid; his voice was still
rough and surly; her very composure maddened him.
“ We shall have to come to some arranpement. I'm sick
to death of guinF on a3 we ars. It's an intolerable situa-
tion for me——' )

Bhe interrupted we.anli,

“T1f you shout 3o all the grooma will hear.”

o o't eare if they do—everyone will know sooner or
later.”" He was walking betide her now, and tkey had
gone beyond the yellow glow of light from the stables,
and were in darkness again. " What is it you want me to
doi"” he broke out paesionately. " You never spesk to
me if you can help it—pou =eem to spend your time
avoiding me.” .

"1 thought you would prefer it. I have tried not to be
a tia to you.” )

Her voice shook a little,

" You were orying to-night becansze Callipan has gine,"
said Philip violently. * You can’t deny it—"

“7T don't want to deny it. He was very kind to me."

" T gar~ ray he would have stayed if he had known you
wira 20 keen on his staying if yon had asked him."
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* 1 did sak him—-—>""

* You asked him . . ." Philip’s voice was forions

Eva stood still.  Bhe felt as if she wers at the end of
her tother. It was agony to be with Philip and keep up
the pretence; she could hardlv believe that it was her
own voice speaking as she hroke out:

“#7]1 am not going to be ordered about by you. I am
not going to be dictated to as to my choice of friends. I
haven't bothered you—I never ask what you do, or who

ou spend your time with, I've kept my share of the
argain, and you've noe right to expect anything more

"“"You're my wila, and I've a right to object to your
allowing Calligan or any other man to make love to you
« s+« If I'd known this before he lelt the houss . . .7

" How dare you!' Eva was trembling all over, her
hands were clenched; ghe falt ae i‘r ghe could have strock
him; to add insult to injury like this. He was not content
with having wounded her to the quick once, but musk
needs strikes again.

Her voice rose in passionate trembling.

“ If you ever dars to say & thing like that to me again,”
ghe said sobbingly, ** I'll leave you and never come back
again a8 long as I live. . .”*  Her voice broks, and rha
turned end ran blindly from him into the darkness

There was ne intention in her mind except to get away;
t.uén-ut distance between herself and Philip ; but she ran on
and ont of the gats and down the road until breathless and
worn out she had to stop. A sudden dread of the Highway
Housze and evarything to do with it overwhelmed her. Bha
had looked forward wvo o much happiness within its walls,
and the faw days that she had spent thure had seemed lika
an eternity of desolation.

Presently she went on a.pir:j::. blindly sobbing as she went.
It was unconscioualy that her [eet carried her towards her
fnther's houss, Bhe went round the garden to & gida door
which she knew was genarally unfaatened. As she reached
it it waa opened from inside and Peter cams out.

He did not ses his sister, but she called his name
faintly as he would bave passed her.

He pulled up shortly.

“Tyal Good heavens!” he groped through the dark-
nesa’and found her hand, drawing it through his arm.

“ ] was thinking about you,”” he ssid; and now thers
was & sort of salf-consciousness in his voice. * I want to
tall you something—you ro seldom come ever. . ." ‘He
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spamed struck by her silence. He bent towards her, trying
B ey thin th " he asked quickly

b anythi e matter 1" he asked gquickly.

#* N—no . .. but I wanted to see you, too, Peter. Why
don't you ever cume over to us "

He laughed rather constrainedly. * I never feel at
home with the Winterdicks,”' he said candidly, ** Tha{m
too grand for me. . . Oh, I know Philip's all riq‘!:t— 'va
nothing against him, but—well, I don't think he cares
very much about me.'

“It's just imagination.”

“1n it—" ¢ hunched his shoulders. * Parhaps it
is. Anyway, I always feel out of things over there—"

" You m]f:ht come—if only for my eake™

He gave her hand a squeeza. * Poor old Bonnie I

Her lips quiverad. * Why dumyau say that!" she
asked. EBhe tried to langh. * Most peopls are busy

‘“Are theyt” . i

A subile nots in his voles sent a littls thrill of appre-
hension through her heart; she drew her hand away.

“ Patar, what are you thinking? Why did you sy I
was poor "

1 didn't mean it—I don't know why I eaid it. Don't
let's argue.” He slmost sounded asz if he were trying to
change the subject. ‘' I've ﬁnt something to you—
mmatb.in}g-—-—very—important

Eha was only helf listening, her thoughts wera
in & whirl. Dhd Peter guess that her marriage had been
such & tragedy 1

" What 18 it V" she arked with an effort.

Peter cleared his throat vigorously. "It's—I dare say
you'll laugh—I know I'm young, but I'm not too young
to know my own nfind , . ." 3

" Peter!” Bhe knew what was coming now, and thers
waa a little note of distress in her voice,

Peter took instant offence. ** If you're going to preach
I'm going back. I thought you wounld be sympathetic ab
least—thes mater mads an awful scens when I told her—
she never liked Kitty ., . .

“ But, Peter—you're g0 young—rhe's much older than
you are.”

“ Pooh! Just ngam‘ or two, and I'm sure shehdoesn't
look it. Anyway, I'm engaged to her, and . . .

Eva gave a ory of protest. * She can’t love you-\it’s
just because she thinks we've got money . . .'oh, Peter "

Peter drew & hard breath. *' If anybedy but yon had
said thet T'd never forgive it,"” he eaid quietly. * Yon
mar call me & hoy—parhaps I am to you—but I love Kitpy,
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and I'm going to marry her. I thought you didn't like
her. I su pose it's just becanse she's 5o pretty . . .7

it Pe.ba:F

* Borry, Bonnie—I didn't mean that, dear. I know
you're not joalous and paltry like that”

Thers wers tears in Eva's eyes. Though for weeks she
had eseen how attentive Peter had been to Kitty she had
never thought it eould come to thia,

* You'll never be happy with her,” she said half er EF
“ Why, Peter—" she tried to laugh—"it's only a little
while apo that you were asking me if rhe—if she—was
enga to Philip, Don't you remember{® ,

! gha could have been if she'd liked,” Pater said :?imeklg
without thinking. ' He asked her and she refused him.
« « « Oh, Bonnie, I'm sorry. I mever meant to tell you,
but you made me."”

ers was a poignant eilence.

© It's all right, dear,' Eva said then very iﬁntly. “Yon
—yon haven't told me anything I—I didn't know. . . Go
on—what were you sayving 1

Pater put an arm about her. He bent and rubbed his
hoad againet her shoulder.

“ It's all over and done with, anyway,” he said remoree-
fully, *“I'm glad you kmew, though. It was decent of
Ph.i.fi to have told you Ol couree, I can’t blame him,
Any Falluw would like Kitty. . . . I don’t know what she
can see in me I koow I'm not half good encugh for her.

Eva clenched her teeth. Bhe felt an insane desire to
scream out to him—

“Tt's money she sees. Bhe only wants money from you,
just as it war all that Philip wanted from me. . . Don’t
do it, Peter. If you only knew how it will hort when youn
find out that it's only our money and not us that they
want! "

But ghe kept silent.

“ The old man was rather glad on the whole,” Peter
went on presently. °° He said I was a bit young, of course,
and that we must wait a year or two—but he did'nt object
—ha eaid he'd always liked Eitty."

(1] YB‘r”

“ And you'll like her, too, when you get to kmow her
better Bhe's fond of you—rhe's eaid g0 heape of times,
bat .ne does'nt think you like her, and ethe thinks it's
because Philip once, . . Well, you konow."

" Bhe nepdn’t think that—"" spid Eva stiffly.

“No, I know; I was sure of that. Philip and you are
married, and the other is all over and done with.” His
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arm tightened about her a little. ** After all, he's & lucky
dnﬁ+ he's got the best wife in the world.”
hank wyou, Peter.'

“ Bo he har—and if he doesn't think so. . . Bonniel
Wiﬂ_;nu o and ges Kitty one day ! Bhe'd bJ pleased—"

" Yes, I'll go—of course I will”” Bhe laughed with a
sudden recklessness. “ What a lot has happened in a little
while, Peter| I'm married, and you're engaged, and to two
peopls whom we thought cared for each other. . . Ien't
it & funny world, Peter 1" :

“ T think it's rather & nice world,” Peter eaid soberly.
" Hera we are—shall I come in, Bonnie{"

* Oh, do—of course,” ‘ 2

They went up the winding drive together; n light from
& window chone out into the darknesa; Eva crossed the
hall and pushed the library door wide. Philip was thera
glone; he did not look particulnrly pleased when he paw
his brother-in-law. .

“ Pater's some news.” Iva said. Bhe looked at her
busband with hard, hﬂ%hlt eyE8. )

‘! Poter's engaged to Kitty Arlington,” she said.

There wea & eharp silence; Philip looked dumbfounded,

Bn—

""Rot!" he eaid, shortly,

The blank amazement in his fzce was comical. Eva
began to laugh byeterically. :

It's troe,’”” she eaid. “ It it, Peter! Toll him
yourgelf.” y

‘" It's quite true,"” Peter said sulkily, * And you're not

v }lmlite.” he added offendedly.
ﬂl?hl ip pulled himsslf togpether with an effort.

1 beg your pardon, old chap—I'm sorry—but I war =0
m.errise —I never thought. . .“ : }
< 2 l;:rmld out his’ hand. * Congratulations,” he said,

eartily.

U Thank you." Peter bepan to smile apain: ke was
very much of a boy still. * Thanks, awfully. . ., .”

IEE went off a little later in the best of spirita.

" T'm Fai.n to bring Kitty over one day," he said.

“ Do,” said Philip grimlg, .

He was wondering why he was ro little moved at this
unexpected announcement; it only showed that he had
pever really eared for her, of course—he went bhao. \t.h tha
room where Bva waited with a sort of abashed look “n his

a8,

‘FB}]B was turning the pages of & book, but as her hueband
eame into the room agaiu she pot it down and walked to
the door: Philip ru.eim:l it in & coupls of strides, ehut it
and put his back to it
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"“You're not going yet. I—I beg yoor pardon for what
I euid this evening—it was—was on infernally eaddish
t.l:.ingrtn- have said. Will you forgive me?t "

“ You pead not have apologizs

Ho Aushed crimson. " You mean that nothing I can say
or do affecte youl "

“ I mean t I have fergotten it.™

“ Yery well, then, you can say you forgive me."”

Her eyes searched his face indiffarently.

" Certainly—if you wish me to."

Bhe turned and went back to her book., Philip waited
& moment, then crossed the room and snatched the book
from her.

" 1F gau’ra trying to drive me mad, you're succeeding
edmirably,'" he said hearsely. * You never used to be like
this. Eva—for Heaven's zsake. . . Don't you s=e that I'm
nearly at the end of my tether! T can’t go on like this—I
ecan't. I'll do anything you want—anything, if only you'll
try not to despise me go. We'll leave the Ei:hwug l'-rf.uuaa

e agreement with ivéur father can be destroyed and
the money refunded. I'll work—I'll do anything, but I
can't stand being treated like this. Eva—you usaﬂ,tn like
me oncs—I know you did . . . and, after all, you're my
wifg——

Bhe turned her face sharply away. *1 wish you would'nt
make such gcenes—it's so nseless. I thought we under-
stood one mnother . . . I haven't asked you to pretend
to care for me . . "

“It's not pretence,’” he broke out viclently. T love
ynu—l'ﬁl give my right hand if I could make you love
me. . .

For & moment she did net move, then: * And—Kitty
Ao tanched hir bt ¥ W

ip clenched his hands=. " Who has been talking abo
hert Bhe's nothing to me.” ik

" ¥ou arked her to marry you.""

"1 wan & fool—she threw me over at the first hint of
trouble—it was only the things I eould give her that she
wanted. When I toid her that the gav'nor . . * He broke
off, realising too late what he had dons,

Eva had risen to her fect " Bo it was only then!”
Bhe lavzhed bitterly. * Ehe threw you over one day, and
yg:tmmu to me the next!” BShe swept him a mocking
carteay.

“ I am indeed highly honoured.”

. "I don't want to speak of he~; sha’s utterly heartless;
it's not in her to care for anybody. If rhe marrizs Poter
it will only be for hiz money.™
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There was & burning spot of colour in Eva's cheeka;
her eyes seamed to blaze.

‘" Bhe will marry him, in fact—for the same reason that
you marred me,” she said cuttingly.

Philip looked % hie wife in :{ftnt. fury, th'n he bursé
out in & blaze of passion: ¥ Iow dare you speak to me
like that! You wers as much to blame as I was. You
told me yoursalf that you married me caring for another
man. If I marriad you for your money you married me
for something you wanted equally as much. . . ."”

“You mean your name—your exalted positiom. . . ."
Bhe langhed bitterly. ' Very wall, then, I suppose we
ars quits. There's no need te go on with this—hateful
argument. [ don't think [ started it—I maver want to
mentiom it again o

“Yeom threw it up at me about Kitty Arlington,” he
zaid sulkily. .

41 kpow I did, becaure I bats to feel that she's only
going to mar ster as second best. It's no use my
telling Pstar—he won't belicve me. Bhe'll never make
him bappy—she's too selfish, too——"

“ Wamen ara all the same," eaid Philip.

Eva bad never meant to be drawn into this discussion
at all. Bhe was appalled now to realise how rhe musk
have changed during the past thres weeks to aver be abla
te speak to him like this—te be able to sneer at him—
the man she loved with her whole heart,

Whnd T shall 51=t. worse and worse,'" she told herself
hopelessly. * As leng as we are together things can only
gpet worss and worse. If I could ouly go away and try
to forget it all.”

Philip had paced the length of the room and comes back
again. Ha looked at Fva with unhappy eyes

“We geem to be b fine pair,” he said, laughing mirth-
lessly, * You marry me, caring for another man. . . .

Bhe fushed hotily.

** The man I cared for never knew it, and wouldn't have
cared if he had,” ehe ssid quickly, " If he had dons,
I would have stuck to him if he hado't had a shilling in the
world. Do you think 1 would have put money and—asd
wretohed things like that—firet 1"

Bhe langhed shakily.

“Bo T did the next best thing,” she eaid ain.
“ Becauss I could not do what I wanted, T didn't de’ .
ilt-lei.Lr[ throw over someone 1 loved for your money, as'jou

() P

“1t's a confounded lisl . T never threw Kitty Arlington
over, 1 would have married hor if she would have had
me. Ask her, snd sea if she'll deny it. I told her whit
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my position was, I b her not to chuck me up, and
ehe only laughed—eaid rhe couldn’t bear to be poor, seid
s « « » 0Oh, what does it matter what she said!"

He locked at his wifa with stormy eyer, and was struck
by the story pallor of her face.

Bomehow, In epite of all 1hat she had suffered since
her wedding day, Eva had never suspected the truth to
be co bad ag this, That Philip should never have loved
her had been & terrible thought, but that he should have
ﬁrad for somecne else all the time was the crowning

0w,

Bhe drew a long breath, and for a moment closed her
eyes; then she said, with an effort:

“ Well, at least you are honest, and I know now where
I am. It only remains to be seen who can bear it the
lqnge.ﬂ.”. . . Bomehow I—somehow I don'’t think it will

me.

Y What do you mean?” ... I've told you nothing
fresh—if you think you are the only one who ia havin
the devil’s own time, I ean tell you that you're not. I’
Eli;re]'fsn yveare of my life 10 be able to go back and undo

this."

Eve turned her head away; every word he spoke was
like a blow on her heart.

Philip blundered om in his man's stupidity, * With
regard to your brother——"'

he turned om him with a little ery.

“Hea shall never marry her. I couldn’t bear it; I
eould’nt stand by and know that all the time you—and
ghe . . . Oh, you can't really care for her if you can
even think of allowing it if you can even think of letting
Poter bring her here. . . Bhe was sobbing now, tearless
aubaEthat. eeemed to rend her.

“Bva . . "

PhﬂiP iut. hiz hande on har shoulders, turning har face
to tha light eo that he could read her expression; he was
hn.t.ha: pale and there waes a struggling uncertainly in

15 eves.

“ You think—yon don't think that I etill cara a hang
for that girl, do you!” he said hoarsely. T don’t—
I swear to you on my word of honour that it won't give
me the sli gt.eat pang to ses her married to Peter or any
other *san in the world. . . You—Eval"—he spoke her
namr now with a gort of erv—""you do believe me—
dor't youi” .

Bomethitg fn his veice almost broke her down; she
wanted to believe him; then ugly memory rose before her,
his words rang again in her ears:

i1 wonld have married her if she would have had me.
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e I begged her not to chuck me, and she only langhed.

El.u:h a little while agol Buch a few weeks. . . Was
it poscible for & man to forget so soon'

El:m forced her eyes to hul faco. Bhe even'managed a

*‘EBciwve youl No, I'm a.lrmd I don't.”

Philip let her go. He felt mechanically for his
::.gﬁrr.tt.a case, selected one and lit it. Then he sat down
on the arm of & big chair and laughed.

“It's ns good as a Pl:i isn't it 7' he gaid. " I've seen
many worse showa e gtage, . "

He waited o moment.

"'ﬂWhnt. do you want me to do{" he asked then, mors

quis

X I—oh nuthmgl T'm quite satisfled to make the best

of t.hmgr—lf. BTE. . . . Surely—we might—might
be—friends. a uzed tu et on all right—once.”

Eha tried to speck , but her \rumu ehook.

Philip looked at sncath drawn brows, then

suddenly he rose, went nr«er to her and looked down into
her white face with a wort of sorrow in his eves.

" This—other man,” he said unsvenly. * Did you—
do you . . . eare—very much "

Ehe tried to meeot his eyves, but could pot; and with a
littla stifled sound rhe covered her face with her hands.

7 0h, T did—I did,"” she eaid in a broken whisper.

Fl:ulap walked over to the door and opened it, then
came back irresclutely.

“Eva may L ..1 Wil you answer ma ona
question 1*

it Ya!‘"‘

“ Look at me, then"

Bhe raised her eyos.

“It's not . . . it ien't Calligan—is i1’ Thers waa
an agonised queatmn in his voice.

“Mr. Calligan!”  Bhe laughed. *Why, I nardly
know him. ou know, I never saw him $ill—#ill just
beiore we wers married.”

* No—no, of course not.”  Philip tried to pull hipself
tngat]:,ﬁ: I'm sorry—I'm & fool.  Of course, it souldn’t

H-u- ‘waited, as if hoping she would speak, but eka did
not, and after a moment ba went BWEY.
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CHAFPTER XXI

Tminas went on monotonously for the next faw days, till
Fhilip's mother went l.wn.i-

“ | hops you don't mind my leuing {uu like this,” she
eaid, almest timidly, to Eva. " But I feel that I want a
change. There are so many sad memories for me in this
houss.” Her face quivered a littls, and Eva felt a sudden
longing to put ber arms round Mrs Winterdick's nack
gnd kigs her 111& tall how sorry che waa.

But the feeling of reserve and shyness bad never worn
off batween the t(wo women.

I want you to feel it is your homs, my dear—your own
home,” Mrs, Winterdick said earnestly. * Do just as you
like, and bs as happy as you can.” o

Bhe turned away guickly, without waiting for o reply,
and Eva wondered a little,

" Be as happy as you can.” What had she meant by
that1 Bhe went back to the house despondently.

Bometimes she had wished Philip's mother out of the
houss, but before ene day had gone she was wishing her
back again. . .

Philip was out from morning till nighl-. and now Peter
was engaged he spent all his time with Kitty.

“I haven't anyome—not anyone |’ Eva told herself
desolately. Bhe thought of Tom Calligan with B Very real
heartache. He had always been pleased to be with her.

“But I used te think that about Philip, too,”" she
remindad hereelf bitterly. ‘' Bo perhaps Mr. Calligan
was only pretending as well."

One afternoon Peter bronght Kitty to tea, Ha pre-
tande 1 to be disappointed when he found that Philip was
out, but hs was secretly relieved. He adored Eitty with
all the prssion of & boy's firat love, nnd he hated to fcel
that Philip had otnce, perhaps, adored her, too.

Kitty wes very sweet to him. Ehe told Eva that sha had
never besn 8o happy in all her life. This was said with a
downward sweep of long lnshes. “ Ware you very angry
wheu rou knew " she asked, in ununulls.

" Angry | "™ Eva echosd. * Why should I be angry! 1
onl* want Peter to bo happy.”

Petar wait not in the room them.

“1 shall do my best,”” Kit.y answered tm-al:l'.l‘fJI but
beneath her veiled eyes thers shone an angry Lttie light.



FOR LOVE 136

The Hi.ghwa.i_ Houss seemed mores beautiful to her than
ever now she know berself finally dethroned; there was
something sbout it that all the Dennisons’ wealth had
failed to impai: to their palatial mansion. It angered
her, too, that E.a gsemed so much at homs Jjod was yet
quita undun%ed.

* And youl" she nsked deliberately, * I hope you are
very happy! Fhilip is such a dear—of courss, 1 have
known him—oh ! ever so long.”

' Yes," paid Eva directly, ** so Philip told me. Ha
will ba sorry to have missad you.'

“ Wea must see a great deal of one another now, you and
IJ."’“s KH.W declarsd. * After all, we ehall almost be
Bisters.

Eva did not anewer. Next to her husband, she loved
Peter best in the world, and it eeewnad & tragedy to
that hs was waating his affection on this girl.

Bha looked after them mournfully when later they left
tha houss, Kitty was clinging to Peter's arm and looking
up into his face from beneath-her shady hat.

“1f only he didn't cars for her 3o much,"” Eva thought,
but she knew Peter well enough to know that for the
present af &ll events his life was bound wp with Eitty's.

Ehe went out inte the garden. The glory of summer
wae already departing; the leaves had lost their freshness,
and the flowerbeds wers growing a little wild and rank

Eva thought of the coming winter and wondered how
ghe would manage to get through it; the long dark
evenings, with nothing to do—nobody to be with.

Only & month ago and she had believed that it would
be heaven to bs Philip’a wifs, und live 1n his home, but
now she could laugh at the folly of the thought.

Mr, Dennison had questioned her several times about tha
house in town which he wes to give them for a wedding
prasent, but Eva always put him off,

‘"' We'll wait a little while, Daddy,” she said. " Thinga
ara all so unssttled. We shall etay at the Highway Housa
for the winter I think, anyway. Philip seems to want to
be at homa."

Mr. Dennison growled.

“ Wants to be at home, does hel" he said ironically,
# T ghould have thought it ~ras just the other way on, if
you ask me. [ never ses you two tog!ther—neverm im
at all, if it comes to that. What's he do with hi f all
tha timea? Whera does he get tol "'

Eva's colour ross.

“ He has o great deal ‘o see to—his father's affairs, yon
knnw. ' sha defended Philip
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Mr. Dennison frowned. He looked at his daughter
uneasily,
" Don't you give him too fres & hand, mx girl," he said.
“ Begin aa you mean to go on, that's my idea. Why
don't o with him if he has to go here, there and
wuryyi};e You've lost half your spirits since you were

Eva laughed.

' Oh, father, what nonsensel

“ It's & fact, all the same,” be insisted. ** I shall spesk
to Philip about it when I eee him."” )

# Father, you wonldn’t dare. I won't allow it." Eva
wan frightemed. ** I'm all right. There's nothin
matter. It's beem rather depressing at the Highway
House since we came back, that's all. Now Mra. Winter-
dick is away things will ba betier.™ i

Mr, Dennison said ** Humph "' rather sceptically.

is conscience was uneasy where Eva was concerned.

OHAPTER XXII

Eva was having brealfast the following morning when
the door opened and Philip walked into the room.

He smaid * Good morning " rather hurriedly, and sat
down at the head of the table,

T gaw your father last night,” he said.

i Father | "' there was a note of dismay in Eva's voles,

" Yes."” Across the table Philip's eyes met hera. ** What
have you been saying to him?1'' he asked.

“1! Nothingl Is it likely! ... . He told me T was
not logking wery well—he said he should speak to_you
about it, and I asked him not to. It's all nonsense, I am
guits well.”

“ s thinke you are moped to death hera.,” His face
twisted wryly. * He insinuated that I had not fulfilled
my share of the bargain, by doing my best to make you
happy. . . . It wa. impossible to explain to him that I
have never been allowed the opportunity.”

Eva flushed. * I thought we had agreed not to discuss
this an' more. There is nothing to be gained by jt—~"="
Phiiip went on heedlessly,

“ Your father says that pecple are talking. He com-

la‘ns that: we are mever seen about together, He made
Emuelf thoroughly unpleasant.’

“ 1 sm sorry. I suppose it is one of the penalties you

have got to pay—my having a father, I mean."
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Philip puskbed his plate away. * Your father thines
irou would be h'r-ptiiar in London. He says you want more

ife. He think: that the Highway House iz dull.”

Eva laughed 1 sther tremulously. 2

" Poor daddy | It was his ambition to get mb here, and
now his one idea seems to get me out of if."

“Ha ia very keen on this town houss buiiuusr," Phili
eaid, rather wearily. Ha looked at his wife. ** What do
you thinki" :

“ T am gquite happy here, I have no with to go to town
I have no friends there—none that you would care for,
&t lepst.”

“ You would rather stay here, thent®

“ 1 will do whichaver you like.™

A half-gneer erossed his handsome face. * You will, in
fact, bo o dutiful wife, is thot it1 "™ he asked, eynicelly.

She made no reply. FPhilip ross. He had hardly
touched his breakfast.

“ Mr, Dennison seems to have set his heart on a place of
some gort or ancther in London,' he said again. ' A flat
might. not be g0 bad . . . "

" Very Enll. I will tell him that we should prefer &

ab . ...
_ Philip pushed a chair out of his way so violently that
it went crashing to H:Eﬂ floar. ) .

“ 1t's na you wish—it's your money—it's nothing to do
with ma,"” he said. *“ I'm sick of the whole affair.
Wherever we go it will be the same. I'd clear off abroad
only if I did I supposa everyone would say that I had
deserted you." .

Eva was white to the lipe. * You need not let that con-
gideration stop you,"” she said faintly.

“1 suppose you mean that you would be glad to eea
the last of me." He.,walked over to the window and stood
El_owa.ring out into the garden, hands deep-thrust into

in

ﬁmketa, _ .

There was a long silance.  Philip swung round,

" For Heaven's sake, say something | Eﬂ said irritably.
 You used to have plenty of n;i;irit, and it's for you to
decide what we are to do—stay hers oo go to town."

* Your mother will hate it 1f you leave her.”

“ My mother will agree it is only right that I should
do what my wife wishes. If we have the flat we oyn still
come here—if we have the flat there will be no nead’for

ou to have to put up with my company all the year round,
ou can stay there while I am here if you like, and vice
VETraa.

1 will tell father thac we have decided to have tha

flat,” Esa said., BShe hesitated. “* I supposs you will
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coma with us to chooss it If you don't, fa'her will think
it trange . . " ) .
Philip laughed. " Does it matter ‘shat he thinks?
Anyway, ha can have no opinion of & so-in-law whom he
to keep. 1 remember you told me once that my peopls
looked down on yours; the boor should be on the other foot,
I'm thinking." )
The ready tears sprang te the girl's eyes; she hated the
dard unhappiness of his voice, and the knowledge that
nothing thes could do or say would comfort him in the

cast.
“ We will gu home after breakfast, then, if that will eunit
you . . . and ses father.” . .
He turned moody eyes on her. * You atill eall it your
* home,' then," he #aid irritably, * Ones would have
thought that here—in my house . . ." He laughed again.
“You see, 1 still sometimes forget thet it is yours, by
right of purchase."
va did notl answer; thess moods of his tried her
tarribly. Sometimes for days be seemed quite himeelf, and
never made any reference to the cloud between them.
Things were ensier for her then; it was only when he
ghowed this restless unhappiness and bitterness that sha
felt it increasingly difficult to keep up the gamae of

pretence. i . -

" We shall be near Calligan, that's ons thing," Philip
eaid suddenly.

He was locking at Eva now, and she flushed at this
unexpacted reference te his friemd, but she answered
quiefiy enough. .

“ Yes, that will be nice.” Philip laughed.

CHAPTER XXIII

Wirtn plenty of money at one's disposal, few things are
difficult, and the Winterdicks found a flat to their choice
easily snough, i :

L Epend whut you like—make it lock top-hole, and T'II
ba plers=d,” Mr. Dennison *old them. ** 1 give jJou carte

PR s had intended to say * carte hlanche,” but was
uncertain how to pronounce the second word, so wisely
~efrained from trying. "I give you a free hand,” he
substituted. * Money's no ohject—I promised I'd do the
thing in style, and there you ars.” .

He locked at Philip for approval, but Philip had
torned away.
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With every day he felt his position more acutely.
Generous and pood-nptured ae his father-in-law had
proved, Philip .'isliked bim more a8 time went on. 1t was

Il and ‘worm vood ta him te think of the,agreement
E:twe.en them, At first it had not seemed to matter; he
had accepted it more or less philosophically, but since he
had grown to love his wife it had seemed an intolerable

ame.

He took littls or no interest in the purchase of the fur-
niture and the scheme of decoration. Once or twice he
went with Eva to the shops, but he waa so obviously dis-
interested that she gave up asking him to scoompany her.

Her fret delight in it had all died. This waa not
& " home " which they were preparing, but just a place
with four walls and a door, . )

Once when sha sppealed to Philip as to what were his
favourite colours, he shrugged hia shoulders:—

T don’t care—anything—pleass yourself. . . .

He did not mean to be cruel. He believed that ehe was
absolutely indifferent to him, and that she despised him
with all her heart,

Bometimes he found himself looking at her and marvel-
]inF that she had so grestly changed. It seemed impos-
gible that he had once been remorseful because he thought
sha cared for him. ;

One night at dinner, when Eva had just returned from
a ehopping expedition to London, he said irreverently :—

“ Do you remember that dinner party the mater gave
befors we were married]” )

FBhe raised startled eyes, ‘' Yes—when Eitty Arlington
fainted." oL

Philip frowned. ‘T wasn't thinking of that. I was
thinking of tha drive home afterwards.’ He leaned a little
fn:rrwn.rrE his foce flushing, * It didn't eeermn much like
pretencs then did it?" he ssked:

Bhe met his eyes steadily. “ I think we weras both rather
clever,” she eaid lightly. . .

Phiiip looked at his wife with challenging eyes.

“1 wonder what we would both give to be able to go
back to that night |’ he said,

“1 wonder | "' Eva waa pecling & peach, Bhe £
ber eyes steadily on her task. fihe wondered what h~ would
say if he knew what a contrast the unhappy, shrinking
soul of her was to the girl he could see in her dainty
evening frock who looked so calm and spoke &0
indifferently. What he would say were she to give way lo
tha almost overpowering lnnTL:g in her heart to rush
round to him ang sob out nll her loneliness and misary.
Mo doubt h. would ba horribly embarressed. No doubt

E
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he would rina3 for the maid or sometking. ... Bhe
Iau!,_:hu.‘d feverishly at the thousht.

" We must have some more dinner par'.es when we are
gettled in town,” she said. * 1 hope sou have lots of
frienda, Philip. I mean to bs wery gay.’

She felt herself to be just an onlocker, watching with
wide Eﬁ'e: of amazement, '}lisu:ning with nstonished eare to
thia other girl who was Mra. Philip Winterdick, this other
E;‘l who was strivin dcagaruteii to make gome sort of a

1n}§_ of life out of the ruins of her dreams,

Philip did not answer, but his eyes turned involuntarily
to his father's empty chair, and Eva flushed erimaon,

Bhe knew what hie thoughts must be, and she hated her
new, other self who had spoken so flip nnllg'.

" I'm getting horrid—horrid | "' she thought, in despair.
* What will become of mat ™

Bhe broke into the silence desperately. * There's the
carpet to choose for your emoking-room, Philip. Hadn't
¥You botter choosa it yourself instead of leaving it to mefd
A man's taste is so different to & woman'a."

He roused himself with an effort. " Oh, choose anything
Egnn';.r}hu man at the shop tell you the right sort of

in
e Eh. yes, T dire say he can,” sghe enid indifferently.
b | un_ltv”wnn&ered if you wouldn't prefer to choose it
yourseld.

T shan't notice if there's a carpet or not,” Philip said
hardily.

Ehe remembered his words the next afternoon when cha
was in the empty smoking-room at the flut.

Most of the other rooms were decorated and furnished—
she had so hoped that Philip would take a little interest
in this one nt least.

She looked round her with heavy syes; the empty place
depressed her—the rumble of the distant traffic seemed to
be miles and miles away.

E .z clasped her hands together feverishly,

" And &ll my life will be like this—always,"” she thought
in sudden panie.

With every day the and Philip only grew farther apart;
she knew that Philil: was changing even as she herself wan:
he was more cynical, less contented, and che was powerless
to nrecent it

Bhe wondered why he had alluded to the night of that
dinner- arty before their mairiape,

Her c'%ﬁ'plca burned as she remembered how on that home-
ward drive she had put her arms round his neck snd kissed
him—sghe covered her face with her trembling hands, and
suddenly she felt the teara on her finrera
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Bhe had bees so hoppy then—lifs had been like & besu-
tiful fower sle #ly unfolding its petals before her; and
now , . . she lesked round ths empty TDDIIIIB-—EIIIPEI. as
her whole future must bel

Looking back to the first night of their marriage, she
wondered that Philip had ever troubled to pretend that
he cared for her. Bhe rememhered how nearly she had
been tempted to Lelieve in him; how for a moment at least
the had trembled on the brink—she felt that she could
never ba thankful enough that ehe had finally turned a
deaf ear to his cotreaties.

Bhe left the empty room and went across to the one
which she had chosen for her own. The dainty silk
curtains were drawn, but a ray of Scptember sunlight
filtered throuch and iljl' like a bar of gold on the carpet.
It was complete now, down to the smallest detail, and
only waiting for its mistress, i

" 1f enly things bad been just a little, little different,"”
ghe thought, wildly, Bhe turned away, her heart bursting
with bitterness and sorrow, and as she erossed the ball to
the front door, which she had left half open behind her
a man pushed it wide and stepped into the hall.

 Jove, what luck | I thought I should find you here,”
he said, delightedly, and Eva looked up through her tears
into Tom Calligan's face.

CHAPTER XXIV

Tgere was & moment of tepse silence, then Calligan took
& gnick step towards her. :

* Philip,"' he said insistently, ' is he—isn't he here? "

Bhé shook her head, 8he could not trust herself to
speak. BShe was brushing the tears awny childishly with
her knuckles. She turned away, Bghting hard for her
COMPOBUTS,

Calligan hesitated; then he followed her. He put out
his hand as if to touch her, but drew it away again,

“(Oh, my dear,” he sald agitatedly! ‘““What is it?
What is it1"

W pothing—really n-nothing—plense| ™

He drew in his breath hard. 'ﬁ: walked away to the
open ‘i:lmr and for a moment stoed locking into the strect
outside.

Presently he gpoke, rather mechanieally:

T heard you'd taken this flat—a man Philip knows at
the elub told me—eo I came slong. I suppose you're not
gettled in yeil”
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“No.” Bhe had mastered herself, theigh her voice
was & littls shaky still. “ It's nearly fr .shed, thuugl R
Bhe choked back a lump in her throat. * I'm sfraid I'm
very rude- I didn’t say how iql I was .0 ses you."

o looked at her and quicklv pway again. i

i“ I've thought of you—often,” he said in an odd jerky
TO1CH.

" I've thought about you, too,”' Eva said, trying to
smile. * It waa horrid after you left.” o

“Was it1"” Ha foond it impossible to ba natural
“I'm glad you're coming to town' he ndded with an
uf!ut*-.t‘ : * The Highway Houss won't be too cheerful this
winter."

i@ ¥ No—and Mra, Winterdick has gone away now, you
now."”

“ Has she—and—and—Philipt "

" Oh, Philip's very busy; ha hazs had &ll his father's
affairs to see to."

i YEB'TF

There waa an awkward silenca.

There wae a purzled pucker on tha girl's forehead.
Bhe was vaguely conscious of the constraint between her-
?H‘:‘nd thig man, but could not understand or sccount

or i

Ehe had spoken the truth when she said she was EAM
to sco him, Bhe was only ashamed that he should bave
seen her tears and distress.

“I'm 8 bad hostess,” she said with an effort. " I ought
to ask you in—but I was just going, andeo . . . "

“ 1'1l come with you,” l]:ua interpoeed burriedly. He did
not want to ses the fat, and he wes afraid to trust himself
alone with her. He had known when he left the Highway
Houss that Eva had been the great attraction for him
there, he had not gueesed gill to-day how strong his love
for her had grown.

“ We'll go and get some tea, shall wei ™ he said again.
“I%s nothing to do. Are you going back to Apsley
to-night ¥

“ Oh, yes—I've had to come up & great deal lagely to
see to furniture and things."

They were outside now, and Calligan had shut the door
of the flat behind them with & litile elam,

They seb off together down the road.

There was nothing much in Callagan. He had ne
especial good looks to recommend him; he was just an
codinary . cheerful, kind-hearted young man. But before
he and Eva had reached the temshop he had made her
feel happier than she had done since he said good-bye to
Yer down at Apsley.
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When they -were facing one another across the round
table, Eva saic frankly:—

“? don't kn. w what it is about you, but you alwaya
make me feel very pleased with myself, Mr. (u jligan. . .*

Do Il" He coloured fo the roots of his hair. ' It's
kind of you to say so . . ; Jovel what rum t?o'hn'} cakes ™

The enkea were quite ordinary, but Calligan felt that
ha must change thes suhject at any cost. He did not want
to talk about himaelf or about Eva. T

Deep down in his heart he knew that he was beginnin
to bata Philip Winterdick, but for the moment he wan
tn'Put the knowledge aside.

What have you besn doing since I saw youl' Eva
asked him. * It seems so long ago. . . %

Ha laughed, not very naturally.

1 haven’t done mnything worth talking sbout. I've
been to the elub most evenings—onoe or twice to & theatre.
I'm a lazy beggar, you koow.™

“ Are yon? Then I suppose I must be, ton, becnuse I
don't meem to have dowe anything either. I can't even
interfers with tha houschold arrangements as I weed to at
home. I just wander asbout—go for wal ir

‘“ And play tennis," he interrupted, smiling.

Bhe ehook her hea

* I'va naver played sinece I was married.” There wna
& note of wonderment in her wvoice

* ¥ou'll find the time paes more quickly when you're up
in town,"” he told her. * We shall have to do some
theatres. Do you I}jka theatresi ”

“Oh, yes. . . ..
o Gno«fl Well, I'll ta.kqtgnu. I—" Hea broke off.
"He had not intended to say this,

' Philip will have to take you to all the shows," he
added, lamely.

Philip1 Her husband’s namé gave Eva o faint shock
Bhe had almost forgotten him during the lnst few minutes.

“ I hope you'll come and ses us often,”’ she said, with
a touch of anxiety in her voice. "1 mean to keep open
house. I tall Philip that I mean to be s0 gay—ao gay.
v+ + «" Bhs stopped, the contrast between ths words she
was uttering and the black devastation in her heart
gtriking ber with bitter forcu

Hia eyes mot hers gravely acrosa the table.

“ T ghall ba delighted,” he said formaily.

" ¥You won't fin Philiﬁ has altered in the least," sha
rushed on, * He isn’t & bit the stay-at-home, settle-demn
port of married man. We're quite a sensible couple—he
goes his way and I go mine.  It's such an excellent way
to arrange chings don't you think{ ' she asked definntly.
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“ Excellent,” said Calligan with an eflot.

Hsa had kept his eyes duwnhenti but now ae raised them,
and for & moment they met Eva'n .

It was orly a moment, but long enough for him to read
the whole tragedy in her bravely HTllﬂlﬂ% face. She would
die rather than tell him, he knew, that her marriags with
Philip Winterdick had been a mistake—a terrible mistake,
without remedy. . ) )

He looked away from her with a sick feeling of help-

524,
“I'm quite ready if you are” she was saying

com .

“%::w many cakes have we hadl Thres each| Oh,
how greedy.” L

She laughed and chatted with him till the last moment,
but just as the Apsley train waa rnmrinf and Calligan had
gtepped back a little, ghe suddenly held her hand to him
through the open window. ’ .

 Come and see me soon—come soon,” she said with a
littla nots of entreaty in her volea

Ehe eared nothing for Calligan, save that hs was alwaya
kind to her, and that to-day he had given her a E{E
of herself again, He, at leaat, was pleased to be wi
her, and the last weeks had been a nightmare of loneliness,

Bhe would have been amazed and afraid could she have
known the tumultuous feeling in Calligan’s heart as he
walleed blindly out of the station.

He had seen her again; it scemed now that he hod only
lived for this meeting.

Bhe had been glad to eee him, he knew, as he recalled
ber frank words—

1 don't know what it is about you, but you always
make me feel vergeplmd with myself.”

He could not bear to remember tne grief in her face,
and the pathos of this wife of little more than & month,
making her home alone, and with fears

Wus Philip o brute after alli Had the years of their
friendship blinded him to the true character of this man
W HEva had merried |

Calljs;an was honest, and carefu] research into the past
revealed mo incident at all in Philip's life that would
justify the suspicion that he would be unkind to any
WOl 1ai.

What was the meaning of it thenl1 There seemed no
answer to the question.
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CHAPTER XXV

Taene was & new little dir of self-importance about Eva
when ehe went in to dinner that night,

Philip, waiting for her in the dining-room, heard her
singing aa she came downstairs.

ﬂa ?iﬂt&ned with a faint eense of amazement. It was
g0 long since ghe scemed at all gay.

Dinner was an informal affair at the Highway Houss
nowndays, and Philip still wore hia tweeds, but to-night
Eva had changed into a semi-evening frock cut rather low
st the nack. L

Bhe had done her hair differently, too, and the thought
struck Philip as she came into the room that he had never
seen her look prettier. X

He glanced down at his own clothes in annoyance.

“1f I had knewn that thiz was to ba a S‘Lln; night, I
would have changed,” he said, trying to spenk lightly.

She laughed. :

“ Oh, it docsn't matter, only somehow T felt as if T
wanted to dress myself up ' Sha took her seat at her
busband’s right hand.

Bhe looked ot Philip now with bright eyes.

“I'm o hungry. . . ." she said, * hope you're goiog

to eat a big dinner, hecause I am,

He made an effort to fall in with her mood.

“ And how is Loodon looking1 ™ he asked.

“ Bonntiful ! 1 believe I ghall like living there after all.
We might move in a8 soon as your mother comes hack, don't
you think? It's all rendy—except your smoking-room,"

“ And did you choose the carpet! ™

" No—I meant to—but . . ' Bhe sounded rather sur-
prised at hersalf; she had inwended going on to the ~tores
when Calligan came, but his presence had made her forget
about it.

“ But—what? " Philip asked.

Bhe laughed & little self-consciously,

i“ Mr. Calligan came in. He thoupght we wery settled
there already, 1 was so aurﬁr:sed to seo him." ;

“ Calligan | Philip flushed; so this was the meading
of her cheerfulness, . . 1

" Yep—"" Bhe seemed quite unconsciouns of any cha
in her husband’s manner. * He took me ount’to tea; it
wns 50 nice, seeing him again. I told him he would have
to come 1o tho flat a great deal when we move in. . . "
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“ Did L you show him over it1" Phili,'s voice waa
ﬂanﬁam i %uzet

Bha ehook her head,

“QOh, no' I didn't think about it. Ve had tea, and
then he saw me off.”

Thera was a littla silenca

“ He didn't say ayﬁ'thing about coming down here I
supposed "’ P'hihf said then.

No, he didn’t, but 1 told him I hoped he would—"'
Bhe broke off, struck by something in lp:mr hushand’s eyes
as for a flashing moment tbc{ met hera,

Ha lowered &-em again almost immediately, but Eva
had seen their paesionate mnger, and her heart began to
race with a sudden wild hope.

Wes he jealous—and of COalligan? Was he really
jealoue
_ If wso, then perhaps— erhaps he was not quite =0
indifferent to her, after all.

The thought took hor breath away. Bhe trembled from
head to foot as she sat there.

An unworthy flirtation just as a means to an end had
never occurred to her until now. She had liked Callipan
simply and unaffectadly becausa he so obviously liked her
and sought her mmpm?‘, but now a sudden mad hope
fashed mur;h her mind,

I1f ehe could make Philip jealons! EBhe loved him so
much that she never considered Calligan in her caloula-
tions or had a thought to spare for tragedy such a
thing might bring into his life,

Philip was her world. She adored him] the further
they grew apart the more she longed for his love. And
pow it seemed as if she had inadvertently been shown the
way in which to gain her desire. |

éha gat gtaring before her with wide, excited eyes; her
lipe were a little parted-:-she looked like an eager child
who has been shown eome wenderfol toy and half promised
ita pessession, :

Philip, watching her, put a very different construction
on the tremulous hope that sudden ¥ flushed hor face.

He had never seen her 8o gay and animated sines their
marriage, and the thought that a chance meeting with
Calligar should have wrought such & change turned his
blood tu fire.

Lnater ha followed her to the drawing-room; as a rule
Le left her to get through the evenings alone, but she took
no notice.

Bhe sat down at the plane and began playiog the
opening bars of o song that etood on the ra-cg

Philip looked at her, at her soft, white weck and
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gshoulders and the dainty head with its erown of pretiy
hair, and his vyes darkened with sudden passion,

Bhe was his wife and he had never kissed her since they
wers married.

An almost brutal desire ross in his heart to master her,
to let her see that he was not always going to acquiesce so
tamely to her indifference. .

He threw his cigarette away, and a fighting look crept
into his eyes.

He crossed the room and stood behind her, and, as if she
knew what he was contemplating, ehe ntﬂppm{ playin
suddenly and, rising awiftly to her feet, turned and face
him,

For a moment they looked ot one another silemtly, and
& dull flush crept into the man’s face.

He only saw the indiHerence of his wife's eyes; he could
not guess how every breath seemed to choke her, and a
sudden boorish instinet to rouse her, somehow, aoyhow,
seized him. :

“1 supposs if I were Calligan—" he began, and
stopped, eshamed of his own worda.

E\ra torned away; she was afraid that ha would gee the
little triumphmtaﬁght in her eyes

“If you wers Mr. Calligan—"' she echoed lightly; but
he did not continue.

Bha ptifled & little yawn— i .

“ What a pity you are not," she said deliberately. '* Ik
would ba amusing to have him here.” She sat down in &
big chair and dragged o cushion beneath her pretty head.
£he had ne least 1dea how well ehe was acting; her henrt
and mind were in a turmoil, but the mrE‘ strangth of her
desire drove her on. BEhe looked up at him with a littls
tantalising smila. )

“ TTow bad-tempered you look," she said casually.

Her composure goaded him beyond endurance; he came
and stood over her; his hands wera clenched; he looked
down at her with burning ejes,

¢ Perhaps it may amuse you to know that lately I've
been cursing myself for all this business,” he said hoarsely.
* I'va blamed myself bocanse you—you seemed so unhappy.
I'd—1'd have given my right hand sometimes if I counld
have seen you—os you were when I first knew you; but
now—'" He made o gesture of intolerance with his
elenched hand. " It only shows what a fool I was to
wagta the time—"' he rushed on violently. * To wasth
my regrets—we're just a pair, after all—the balancy is
equal—"" Ha t:-uulili not trust himself to_go on; he flung
ont of the room, slamming the door after him.

He went out into the darkness of the garden and walked

E.
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up nnd down. He kept clenching and unelenching his
hands impotent]y.

To-night he fell at the end of his tether. He hated
Celligan f om the d:ﬂtha of his soul. His jealous
imagination magnified that chenees mecting at the flat inte
enormous proportions. He believed that she had arranged
it, He was eore that she must care for the man to have
looked as radiant as she had done at dinner.

Philip had never wished to love any woman as much an
be now loved his wifa. He had always pictured himself
na contented with a quiet, easy affection. He hated the
suffering this new emotion entailed. For days past he had
been trying to think of some means of escape from it

The thought of the constant, close companionship with
her which would be unavoidable in the new flat he could
not tolerats, Dewn hers at the Highway [House one eould
always get out im the eountry and more or less escaps
from it all, but there in town—where the rooms were but
a stone’'s threw apart, and with Calligan always
wandering round. . . . . ’

Hie agitated pacing had brought him round to the
drawing-room window. The blinds wers undraown, an
the light from within streamed out into the garden,

He moved cloger to it and saw Eva gtill in the big chair
whera he had left her.

There waas a book on her lap, but she was not reading.
Her hands were clasped on the open pages, nnd her eyes
looked out mournfully into the silent room.

Philip stood watching her with his angry heart in kLis
eyes. It scemed impossible that he and she were really
married. He thought of the days of their firet friendship
with o sort of home sickness.

He would have given his roul now for one of ker
friendly smilee—one of the shy glancea with which she
had always greeted him after their engagement.

And the man for whom ghe had really eared, the man
who Lad been too much of an- insensate clod to realise what
hnF’ﬁim was waiting for him—who was that man !

ilip knew so few of the Dennison's friends.

Whoever it was, the man was a fool; and now thore was
Calligan | .

Bupp.sing Eva really enred for Calligan] The sweat
broe out on hia face at the mere thought. He turned
away from tha window and went back to hin restless
AN,

! "What were her thoughts as she ent there alone in the
gilent room 1 Mot with him, he.was very sure.

Bhe had so determinedly rcfuaed to allow him to kirs
her; ghe had sprung up and beyond reach of him before
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he had even vouched her; he wished now that he had rot
taken the repulse calmly. Perbaps she would have had
more respect for him if he had kizsed ber in spite of her
resistance: some women liked a bullyiog ‘man; some
women—och, confound all women! he had only ever taken
twa of them seripusly in all his life, and they had both
let him down—badly.

He wandered down to the gate, and folding hia arms on
the top bar for a moment laid hia head down on them.

He was heart-sick and miserable; this trouble seemed
all the barder to bear because hitherto his life had besn
8o free of care,

He was sure to live a confoundedly long time, he thought
morosely, and if this state of affaira was to continue . . .

' Phil—is it you, Phil 7"’ said a voice from the darkness.

Young Winterdick threw op his head with a start; for
s moment he did not recognise the voice. He answered
confusedly :

" Yes, Who it is1 Who are youl"

A little nervous laugh answered him, and FPhilip stood
euddenly stiffly erect.

Ty it you, Miss Arlington 1™ he said quietly.

“ Yea. 'Petor's gone up to the house with o meesage.”

“ He shouldn't have ﬁu[t. you here, Why dida't you
come inil"

He unlatched the gate. He could sce where the girl
stood now by the glint of her white frock in the darknesas.

Bhe soswered him in a low volee:—

" Ha wanled me to, but I weuldn't . . .» :

“ Peter should not have left you here alone.” Philip's
voiea sounded appry. ** Come up with me. Eva will be
glad to see you."'

Bhe did not move.

“ 1 don't want toeI , . . Bhe hroke off; then uuddenl\I
ghe rushed on again with trembling impulsiveness,
couldn't bear to see you two togeither. I hate her| I hate
you—I hate yom both| I thought I shouldn’t mird. I
thought . . . oh Phil, don’t you care for me at all pow "
ghe pleaded pitecusly. .

Thers was a little eilence; then Ph:i&p aaid quoietly :—1

i T would have aveided this if I could. I—I don’t want
to hurt you. Perhaps it's presumptiion on my part to
imagine that anything 1 can say could affect you in the
least, but . . . but you've forced it wpon me, and sd "—
he drew a long breath and ran an agitated hand through
his hair—'* what little there ever was—between you and I—
is ended and done with,” he went on, more firmly. " {'m
not going to say I didn't eare at all—I did |—hut I know
now it woea't in the right way. I know now that T never
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repill_r eared for any woman until—until 1 married my
wifa . . . " i

Her woice turned into a _sort of whimper. * You can't
have chang.l so soon, Phil—it's such a little whils agoe,
and you said . . "

1 spoke and behaved like a fool,” he interrupted
vehemently., “ I am grateful to you for having made me
realisa it . . . snd—end—anyway—I'm married—anyway,
it's too late far . . ."" He stopped sharply, as footsteps
sounded on the gravel walk behind him, and the next
moment Peter and Eva joined them. .

Eva did not see her husband st once—it waa too dark
to distinguish al:gthmg but the white of Kitty's frock.

“Why wouldn't you come in!'' she psked. * I am all
alone—Philip went out some time ago . . ."'

Philip took a etep forward.

“ T am here,” be eaid rather ourtly,

There was a littls silence, then Eva laughed.

“1 didn't ses you—it's so dark, fsa’t it1" Her voica
sounded perfectly quict and indifferent, ' Peter declares
ha can't stay, ugh I don't know what the hurry is,
Bhall we walk part of the way with them, Philipf i

Bhe gave him no time to refuse; she linked her arm in
her brother's, IE'-I-'H'II'JE P’hﬂlﬁ to follow with Kitty.

Peter glanced back over his shoulder rather uneasily.

“ Qughtn't we to wait for them?' he protested. The
ilea.m of Kitty's whita frock seemed & long way off, but

va only laughed.

* Nonsonse—and I want to talk to you . . . Poter—are
you really h‘E‘F' quits happyt" . .

“ Quite.” ere was no mistaking his sincerity,

A Tittle pang shot through her beart.

i I'm glad—very glad," she gaid.

They walked a few steps in silence, ithen Peter said with
& sort of nervous bluntnesa: |

 You've asked me s quertion and I've answered it.
Now tyou've got to answer une for me. Fair play, you
know, Bonnie."

" Wall1 " She tried to epeak lightly, but her heart beat
& little faster. Bhe dreaded what was coming.

ot T'vg vranted to aslk yon—often,"” he said slowly. ** Buf
somshow ['ve mever been able to screw up my courage. . .
Bonnie—what's really wrong between you and ]E‘]au:'lhﬁe "

He folt his sister’s fingers tighten on his arm and heard
Ler draw a quick breath, and be blurted out that he hopad
ghe did not mind, that he had not wanted to interfers,
but that people were talking, and he hated it, and a0 . . .

“ Palling | What are they saying? " she asked dully,

# Opnly that yon'ra never seen together—that Fhilip looks
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miserable, aud that you do teo.” He glanced down at her
apulughtil:&llr but i1t was too dark to see her face,

“ 1 hats to hear it, Bonnie,"” he went on. ** I—dash it
all, I'm jelly Iund of you, you know that| . You used
to tell mo everyth mg at ope time, [f there's ﬂ.n;rt.hmg 1
can do to help. . . .

you, dear, but there isn't. It's sweet ol you,
Pet.ﬂr ) ) A
“ You mean that you wnn t tﬂl me. « . "
* There's mothing to tell
“{ know what it is,” he broke out angrily. * His
la think he married beneath him—1I always said that
tha interdicks wers um:r'l:m, and Jou wouldn't believe ma.
If they've been snubbing you—

Bhe forced herself to laugh.

* Billy old bull-at-s-gate —I'm not the sort of person
to allow mym:lf to be soubbed ; Mre. Winterdick is awfully
kind ; she's & little formal, but she doesn’t mean anything,
and i’hlh —_—t

Her vuma quivered a little aa she spoke her hushand's
name, but ehe went on bravely—

“Yon k know people always say that the first year of
married life is dificult—and :t, m,k Petar | Eve-rrthmga
ptrange—and, after sll, we didn’t know one another vur:_l;
well when we were married, did wel And so . ..
Bhe floundered helplessly.

“ You don’t beliove me,” she finished st laat faintly.

Peter hesitated.

“ You don't knnw how sad you look,” he temporised.
* Bonnie, used to be all emiles before you were
married | {That. did we give you your nickname for, I
ahuu‘id like tu know—but to ses you now l—why even Kitty

BAY

4 Kitty 1" Bhe drew her arm from his: so he had been
discussing her with Eitty. Bha stood at-ll[

" Bhall we wmt for the otheral ' gha said.

* Now you're wild with nie—~™" Hl: tried to trke her

hand. on't be wild, Bonnie, . .
“I'm not; of courss, I'm not. I couldn’t ever be with
nu * & B
* Bhe una:mi hm fingera and let them go as Philip and
Kltt{vjﬂlned

11 leave ]rm.t to go the rest of the w%y alona," sha
said, l:ght.ly i Ha.'rm chaperoned vou so far . .

Thnr exchanged mg ts, and presently Eva aud
Philip were walking back alone.

The eoft warm darkness was all about them. It wasan
ideal might for lovers, but Eva and her husband wa.l]-.cd
s pace apart, and neither of them knew how the other’s
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ulses wers racing, or how much ench of them longed to

eale down the barrier between them.

Eva stole 1 glance gt Philip, He was walking rather
fast, and wi.h his head held high. Ehe could see ths out-
line of his big figure, &nd the red glow of the cigarcite
at which he waa ufﬁnia:':th unnecessary violence,

Ehs longed toslip a d through his arm end try and
drive the moodiness from his face; to see him once again,
lighthearted end inconsequent as she had first known im,
but she was afraid of repulsion or what would be worse—
dutiful aeceptance of her timid overture.

“ There'll be & moon to-morrow, I ghould think," Philip
said, suddenly. ;

" Yes— "' she almost laughed at the banality.

“"You'll be able to do a little more worshipping,” he
said, in & hard voice. * Do you remember the might I
found you? .. ."

&She 1nterrupted quickly.

“ Yes, I remember,” )

'I"ha;{ walked a littla way eilently.

“ It's all rot1 ™ lm?hrol;u ocut then, irritably. I ean’t
understand why women will be so ridiculous! As if
wishing to the moon 18 any pood—your wizsh mever came
trl}ie id _i.Jt.‘I b

“ And yet, I suppose you etill believe in it."

No snawer.

They had reached the house now; Philip opened the door
and stood aside for her to enter. He glanced at her with
jealous eyes as ehe stepped into the liight. of the hall.

“ You eaid that some day you would tell me what you
were wish{ug- that night,” he said abruptly.

“Did I1"” She raieed her eyes for an instant and
dropped them again, ** Perbaps I will—some day,' she
submitted lightly. Bhe® turned townrds the stairs
“ Qood-night | ' che said hur-iedly,

Phi'ip suddenly caught Ler hand; she shrank back

against the wall to int. ae far away from his as ehe could,
and he imprisoned her there with an arm on either side
of her.
“You ‘hought I wanted to kies you in the drawing-
room this evening," he said sapidly, ™ You were right—
I did. T could make you kiss me now, if I chose.” He
bent a littla towards her.

He saw how the colour ebbed from her face, and how
wide her- eyes grew, and it gave him a sort of angry

leasure to know that he had some power over her, even
f it were only Lo make her afraid of him.
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_B:i{:{mwhﬂw upstairs & door banged, and Philip moved
quickly.

Eva saw her opportunity and seized it;, she dodged
under his arm &od ran scross the hall and 1.'\'5) the stairs,

CHAPTER XXVI

Tar Winterdicks moved up to town at the end of Beptem-
h.:-_;r, # 1 ghall be down every week-end,” so Pllilip tald
his mother when she shed a few tears about it. ** It's only
natural that Fva should want her own home . . "

* Bha could be absolute mistress here.” Mrs. Winter-
dick protested, * I am quite willing to give up the reins
to her, if it's only to keep you with me, FPhil. You don't
realiss how lonely 1 shall be.™

He did realise it quite well, and his heart ached for her.

“ Perhaps if you spole to ,Emdyours!ll." he suggested.
But Mrs. Winterdick would not do that: she was a littls
afraid of her son's wife; the memory of her own share in
this lucklesa marriage waes a constant source of remorse

to her.

Bhe thought that Philip had aged years; it tore her
heart to see the hard unhappiness of his eyes.

The evening before they were to leave the Highway
House Philip wandered round the garden slone

¥ow it had come to the point, he hated poing. Tt kad
been o particularly fine September, and as yet there weras
enly & few signs of autumn in the garden, only the
faintest tinge of yellow and gold in the frees

Philip was essentially a country man. He loved an out-
door life, and the thought of a_flat—expensive and
luxurious fhough it might be—stifled him,

He went down to the stables where he had found his
wife that night talking to the groom, and stroked the soft
noss of the hrown horss whi'h she had been fondling then.
He felt somehow as if hs were raying good-bye to every-
thing for ever. It was like shutting up & book which one
has enjoyed reading, and which has anexpectedly ended
in tragedy.

He went all over the gandana and out into the fields
beyond., Every step of the way he was reminded of his
father, Almnost avery tres and gateway had some ¥Fvid
memory of the many times they had gone this way
topether.

He lingered out in the snunszet so long that ho waa late
for dinner. Ewva and Mre. Winterdick had already begun
when he mat in. Tf wos pather a silent meal,
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after the {.rst quick glance at her hushand Eva knew
instinetively what he wos feeling, Though he had said
no word to ber, she knew that he hated leaving his home,
and that thi last night was one of great sadness for him.

His face to-night was a constant reproach to her. Ehe
avoided looking at him as much as possible, The little
pleasure which she had found in arranging and furnishing
the flat faded into the background. She was conscious
of & sort of home-sick I«a&lma}h&raeﬁ as gha realised that
this waa their last night in the Highwa;r Houee,

She had not been happy here, and yet . . . well, it was
Philip's home, and she loved it for his sake. _ )

When dinner was ended she followed Mra. Winterdick
fo the drawing-room. Conversation was difficult. Eva
koew that the eldsr woman waa bEaminEIhu for t.a.king
Philip away. Bhe ross eagerly when Mrs. Winterdic
aaked her to play something. Bhe sat down at the piano
glad of an opportunity to put an end to the rf‘nrm:i
conversation, : i

The song she had been trying the night when Philip
tried to kiss her gtill stood on the rack. Bhe turoed a
ghect absently and looked st the words:—

Thongh oll the skies nra clouded,
Though all the portenta lour,
Bomewhare—to soméane
Thia is the golden hour.
The hour that comes softly
Te women sod men,
‘Wha only know thereafter
That tiﬂy wera happy—then !

Tha mueic was eoft and dreamy, and seemed to be very
much one with the words, Bhe played it over with the
poft pedal down, the words ringiog in her head:—

Tha hour that corte: softly
To women &nd .men,

Who only know thereafter
That t ware happy—then !

That heur had coma to her—onesl The little golden
hour on the night of the d.nner party, when she and
Philiv had driven home together. .

An aching memory of the way he had caught her in his
a.me and Eimd her rose before her vividly. Bhe had
thought that he really cared then; but since she had often
wondered bitterly if it had only been a man's ordinary
treatment of & girl whom he found attractive at the
moment. Bhe hated herzelf for remembering that thers



FOR OVE 145
had been & good deal of champegne drunk that nmight at

dinner.

Mrs. Winterdick, watching’ her across the room with
worried, motherly eyes, saw the sadness of t'e girl's face
and m her hands fell listlessly to her lap when she
had the end of tha song. Eva had forgotten for
tha moment that she was not alone. Bhe waa thinkin
of the night in this very rocom when Philip had wan
Eq kiss her, and wondering if she had been wrong to refuss

im.

After nll, surely any sort of love was better than nonal

Bhe wondered what Fhilip was doing—how ha was
spending this last evening, She turned soddenly and
looked at Mra. Winterdick, remembering her presence
with a start, The elder woman said gently:—

. :; My dear, don't worry about me—go and see what Phil
is doing,

Eva luﬂ";lid not answer. Bhe stood twisting her wedding-
ring nervously, Bhe wondered how much this mother of
Philip knew of the tragedy of their marriage. Ha:gé
many times she had longed to tell her all about it, but
wag afraid. .

Bha had never guite conguered the feeling that tha
Winterdicks looked down upon her, and that they still
congidered the obligation entirely on their side.
imfh!::l.ﬂ turned to the door, when Mra. Winterdick called har

‘ After to-night,"’ she said gently, ' I shall have to leave
my boy’'s happiness to you . . ." Bhe took the girl's
hand, and Eva could feel how her own trembled.

“ Perhaps we haven't been guite fair to you, my dear,”
she said again, with an effort, " Perhapa we haven't con-
sidered you ss much as we might have done, but . . . oh,
he is so well worth Joving, if only you'll try to be patient
with him " ghe added piEsoual]r..

Eva tried to anewer, but no words would coma.

Bo well worth loving| 1'id she need to be told thatl
Bhe bent hurriedly and kissed the elder woman's s.d face
nnd went slowly away. .

There was & wood fire burning In the hall, for the
eVENings Wore rhiig, and she went across to it and knelt
down ﬁfm the cheary blrzs, holding her hands to its
wa.rmgt_. But for the moment the tears in her eyes blurred
everythin
k:g.' yust how Philip’s mother must be feeling—
imat. what pain had prompted her words Her own love

or Philip gave her understanding, and yet through iJ all
rosa the reballious thought that nobody had considered har,
Nebody kaew or cared that her own heart waas breaking,
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 After to-right I ghall have to leave my boy s happinesa

to you.''

he could nly EHE ose that everyone believed that she
eared nothin for P ﬁip* ginca even his mother hesitated
to trust his bappiness to her: and yet without him she
felt that she would just cense to exist.

As ghe knelt there she heard Philip come down the
gtairs into the hall behind her,

She did not turn, but her heart began to race as he
came close up to where she was Imeelingl.

For a moment she wondered if he would try to kiss her
again—if . . . Bhe closed her eyes giddily. His voice
broke in upon her incoherent thoughts:— .

" You don't know what's hecome of my tennis racguet,
do youl I thought I'd let Peter have it. 1 shan't play
ué more this year."

he woke from her dreaming with a start and rose
slowly to her feet. ;

Philip was not looking at her, or he would have seen
how white her face was : .

“I daresay it's been packed with the other things and
gent up to town,” she gaid with an effort. * I'm sorry if
you wanted it . . . "

# Oh, it doesn’t matter.” He turned away, and shs
paw him eross the hall and take down his coat.

" I'm going out for half an hour," he said.

Bhe followed him to the door—

W Would you like me to coms tool® she asked
stammeringly. ; ;

Hig hand was on the lateh and he pulled it back with
a 'i“kt letting in a rush of cold night air; then he said:

!" It's : pouring with rain—you can’t come out; it's

elting.’ .
g 1t was quite true—the rain was tecming down through
the darkness, - : . :

Eva drew hack; she did not mind the rain, but the reliaf
ghe had heard in her hushand’a voice decided her at once,

 YVery well," she said quietly.

For an instant she wondered if he could be going to
pen Kitty Arlinglon, but she drove the thought away

amed.

When ho had gone she wert up to her own reom and
tried to read, but the rain against the windows distracted
ber actention.

She put her book down and went over to the window,
pulling the blind aside, but she could see nothing save
the aaving branches of a tres close to the window.

The time passed slowly. She heard the servants lockin
up downatairs, and ghe went out on to the larnding an
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teld them to leave the front door unlateled:; then ehe
atole down and made up the fire in the hall. Philip would
be cold and wet through when he came in, shi knew.

It wae nearly eleven o'cloele. Sha felt curiously restless
nnd excited ; there was & sort of dread in her mind s she
thought of to-morrow. 'What fresh disappointments
awaited her in the mew lifs to which she was going?

Whenever she thought of the flat she thought also of
Oalligan ; she knew instinctively that he was to have soms
important influence on her life, and it made her afraid,

here wes no man in the whole world for whose love
ghe eared anything if she could not have her hushand’s
and yet the very thought of Calligan quickened her pulses.

Bhe paced up and down the room rcst.luaij. Eqppnuuﬁ
Philip‘s jerlous suspicions were correct, and Calligan di
think something of herf

Philip did not want her—he had been glad that it was
raining so she could not go ouf with him; he cared nothing
for her—he never would . . . . .

And she wanted him so badly—hiz rebuff to-night had
stirred the pain into agonised throbbing again.

Bhe must have his love—must make him care; that was
her one desperate thought; she felt wildly that it did not
matter what means she used in order to gain her end.

Bupposing she went down to him when he came in to-
night{ Bupposing she tried to make him understand. . .
ghe finghed Eutly at the mera thought. What would she do
if he rebuffed her againi .

Bupposing she wrote him a little note and left it on
the hall tahlet—she knew that he always took his boots off
by the fire in the hall before he eame upatairs,

She pencilled o note to him with shaking fingers.

“ T want to speak to you.—Eva."

That was all, bub it would be enough, if he cared for her,

She stolo down through the’ silent house, and laid the
folded note on the table beside his elippers, so that he could
not fail to see it, then she fi:w upstairs again as shy heard
his tread on the wet gravel path outside and his wvoico
speaking to one of the doga. 5 .

Ehe left the door of her room ajar, and stood there in
the darkness trembling; she felt as if she had fdone some-
thing of which to be mshanled; had there been time, she
would have gone down and recovered the note befare he
came in, but already she heard his key in the front doeor,
heard him open and shut it,

A little pilence followed ; she opened the door and crept
neross the landing, peering down over the balusters into
the hall below,

Philip waa there, still in his wet coat, one foot an a



148 FOR LOVE

chair, “ﬂlm'ﬂ,hi" boots. In another moment he would
lock ronnd fc - his slippera. . . Bhe stole back to her room.

Bhe felt af aid of him now—more afraid of herself. Bhe
vould not imagine what she could say to him, what excnss

could make for having written at all, .

Bhe heard him coming up the stairs two at & time, and
her heart ssemed almost to stop beating. DBut Philip
passed her.door and went on to his own room, and ehe

ave a little gasp of relief, thankiol for & moment or two
n_which to recover ber composure, :
But Philip did not come, though she could hear him
moving ahout.

Bhe waited breathlemsly. A moment ago she had been
afraid becauss ghe thought he wes going to answer her
summons, a&nd now ehe wes more afraid becauss she
belisved that he would not, ]

If he did not come she would indeed know that he
cared nothing for her. Her heart scemed almost to stop
beating, Bhe stood there in the darkness, leaning against
tha wall for support.

Then a bar of light from his room that had_streamed
out ncroes the landing was suddenly extinguished. It was
followed by the shutting of hia deor, and then—then there
seemed nothing in &ll the world any more but silence.

CHAPTER XXVII

Paittp let himself into the flat, shut the door with a little
slam behind him and went on into the drawing-room.

A maid was coming out of the room ms he entered, and
he aEuka to her casually—

T your mistress in1 Oh, there you are . . ."

Ha had seen Eva standing by the fire rmﬂmﬁ o letter,
Ha clesad the door behind him and went forward,

Y I'm gorry,” he said formally. * But I shan't be able
to take you to the theatre to-night after all—I forgot I
had an engagement."

Bhe loo’ed up from the letter she was reading.

“ Oh, very well—it doesn’v matter,” and her eyes fell

agair.

Philip kicked the fire into & blazs.

It was a chill October doy, and outside a boisterous
wind was whistling up and down the strests and round
the housea, . .

Eva and Philip had been in town & fortnight, and
already to both of them it seemed an eternity.
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To Evn the departure from the Hifghwn Hougs had
been the fnal poapping of the thread o i 1to which she
bad elung so desperately. Ever since that lat night when
Philip had ignored her note, mothing seeried to have
mattered.

They had come to London, and the{‘ bad been about
together a great deal more than they had ever done at

Apsley,

"But it had all been purely for outside eMect, at home the
same strained relationship continned, and Eva was forced
to acknowledge to herself that things wers gradually
getting sasiar to bear.

She no longer cried herself to sleep at night; no longer
was go conecious of the intolerable heartache. It was
there, gll the sams, but other things were beginning to
smother it and deaden the pain. There was so much to
do and ses in London—and ra wag Calligan i

Eva made no sttempt to disguise to herself what
difference ha made in her life, Thers was something about
his personality that made it impossible to be diemal when
he was about; there was something in his open admiration
of her that incresssd her self-respect. Philip might think
nothing of her, but at least thers was somebedy who did,

She was no longer even actively conecious of deliberately
trying to rouss Philip's jealonsy. BShe had begun to
believe apathetically that he had never really been jealous
at all—that it had only been a sort of doﬁam-t.hn-mangnr
gnarl, of which he had Tung gince been cured.

Bhe went on reading ber latter. It wos from Peter, and
he suggested coming to town to stay with them for a week.
Eitty was in town already, it appeared, with friends.

 Apsley secms to be the limit this sutumn,"” so he
wrota, *° You've no idea how I miss you, old ‘girl. Hopse
you are well and happy.” ) )

Bhe made a 'ittle wry face over this last line,. Happyl
Bha hnd piven up expecting to be happy. .

Bhe sighed as ghe folded, the letter and put it away.
Bhe locked at Fhilip. ! ;

“ Pater suggests coming to stay with us," she said.

No answer,

" Have you eny objection? "

Ll § R ﬁu leoked up, his eyes rather hard beneath their
dark browa. * The flat is yours Ask whoever you like to
stay here, of courss.”

% Vary well.” Bhe turned awny and sat down at hbr
writing desk. T may aa well write at once, then; it will
be nica to ses Petor again.” i

" You talk na if you've been parted for years,” maid
Philip dryly.
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e watche: her as she sat there, and the hardoess elowly
died from hii face leaving it rather sad,

“ I may ar well give those tickets away for to-night,” he
said present y. *' Ii's o pity to waste them."

Eva's rapidly flying pean Btupimd, She looked up.
" Oh, but I can go. I've nothing elsa to do.”

" You can't go alone.” ;

“ T can get somebody to come with me."

Bhe was writing again rapidly now.

“ Where are yoo going! "' she asked prmnt.'l{l:l

:' } promised a man at the elub to dine with him "

[} m'll‘

Everybody came before her—even some man at the elub
whose name he had not troubled to mention,

Bhe finished her letter, stamped and addressed it, and

ToBa,

** Weehall both be late, then,” she said lightly. * I will

tell them not te wait up.”
. Bhe went away to her room. Bhe had not the smallest
intention of goineg te the Lheatre without Philip, but
neither had she the smallest intention of allowing him to
know it. Bhe looked at the nlork—n:arli', six!

She had counted on this evening with Philip. Bhe had
been hardly anywhere alone with him since ther left
Apeley. There had always been a crowd of people,
strangers for whom she cared nothing.

To-night would have been happinees of & sort to her,
even if i1t spelled boredom to him.

Bhe staved in her room till ehe knew that Philip had
left the flat, When she was sure he had gone she went
across to the study where be spent most of his time when
bhe was in,

The new carpet waa down and the room looked snup and
cosy. There was a fire burning and, & pair of Philip’s
glippers lying on the rug: where he had kicked them off.

va sat down on the arm of & big leather chair and
gtared ot the Names.

She wondered why she did not feel more unhappy—she
could only suppose that she was mtting used to 1t—that
this was the much-talked-of * settling down " which she
had alware instinctively dreaded.

Bhe liked this room—thera was something very mas-
culine about it—a great deal of TFhilip's personality
eeemed to have crept into it during the short period that
h> had occupied it.

A bell pinged through the silence—Ewa hoard the maid
¢ro.s the hall, and heard a man's voice at the door.

In another moment Calligan wae in the room.

He was in evening dress, and carried his har——
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* I'va caught you,
enywhere to-night1'

he shook her head. \

“We were—but Philip had an engagemeat, so . . .M

Hea brake in eagerly,

" Then you'll come with me—I wanted you both, but as
Fhil's out “'—his voice was dry; he paused for o moment
=" you'll come, won't yoult™

Ewva langhed.

“ Where am I to come tol ' ghe asked. ' You haven't
mentioned & place yet." .

Calligan langhed too; he put hia hat down and cama
forward into the firelight.

“T've got a box for the show at the B—— Theatre.
Boxes don't often come my way, but & man I know sent it
along an hour ago. There wasn't much time, so 1 dressed
first and chanced to luck about getting you to come—you
aod Philip.” :

The Inst words sounded like an after-thought.

" You are coming, aren't youl" he asked again. .

Ewa roused herself with an effort; she did not parti-
cularly care shout going, but it seemed better than an
evening spent alona. .

"1 shall keep you half an hour while I drusi,"’ ehe
warned him. * And dinner—what about dinner?’

" There'll be time to get some first, . . ™

Bhe lnughed. . .

" We'll %m'a dinner here,” she said, decidedly. * I'll
tell them."

Ehe went away before he could argue, and Calligan
glipped off his cont and sat down in Philip's chair.

¢ had already begun to look upon the flat as a sort
af gecond home. . .

Philip had more than enece told him to drop in whennver
he liked, but somehow it no loager mattered to Calligan
what Philip said, It waa not to sce him that he eame,
and after the Arst visit he had geen enough to convinca
himzelf that the Winterdicks” marriage had merely been
ona of convenicnee, : : .

He thought it astounding gond lnek that Philip should
ba out of tﬁe way to-night; n whole evening with Eva was
somelhing for which he had never dared hope.

There was no thought of wrong in his mind with regard
to hia fricnd’s wife. He loved her—but he believed that
he eonld always be content to' be her friend.

Eva took a wery rhort time to dress; it waa barely a
guarter of an hour belore she was back again’

“ Dinner will be rendy direetly—nothing grand, 1 warn
you! 1 hope you're not very hungry.”

then1 Good luck! Ale you going
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“ I'm not very ' anything, ﬂnnst happy,” he told her.
He ross and followed her into the dining-room. ' This is
fine—just yc 1 and 1,"” he esid. * Do I carvel ™

ke l}f you like.” Bhe eat opposite to him—she wan
wuriniﬁa. pearly grey frock, and the delicate colouring
suited her well. )

“ Do you know," she aa.td! suddenly, when they were
halfway through the meal, *' it seems imposaible that I
have only known you such a little while!

“* Yes, doesn't it " Calligan helped himself to a sscond
lot Eﬁiuit. shsently. ‘* Let me ses, how long ia it—a
month{ "

“ More than six weeks—I've been married nearly six
WE !I[I s

“ Bo it ie.” There was a pauss, and the minds of both
of them went back to that wedding day and both of them
wondered a little—ehe thot ehe could ever have been so
happy as she had been that morning, he that she bad ever
married Philip. To do Calligan credit he was firmly
convinced that Eva did not love her hueband, otherwiss
perhaps he might have hesitated to so often seek har com-

any; but he was used to knocking sbout with rather a
Eahﬁ:ﬂian sot, in which the fact of A man or woman being
married waa mo barrier to friendship with another man
or woman, and he wes, without actually intending to do
g0, congidering Eva from the same standpoint

" Petor's coming to stay with me next week,’” Eva said
suddenly. _** You remember my brother Peter, don't you 1

% Yeg—T saw him several times after you were married.”

“ Did you—did you hear that he is engaged! "

Ga.llipi&n raised his brows,

o ly! He seems rather young! Who's the lady!™

" Kitty Arlington.” Eva was watching him closely as
ghe spoke. Bhe had been expecting the look of blank
amazement that filled his eyes. * You remembar her, too,

1 ug}au&..” e gaid ?uiuﬂy,

"* Ves—I think I do ... rather a dollyfied-looking
little thing, wasn’t gho! Flufy hair and all the rest of it

“ Most men adoire her,” said Eva gensrously.

“ Do tha;'l Well, there's no accounting for tastes . . .
:nﬂ 8o sie's to marry your brother i "

“ - [ L L

Calli said * Humph"

Eva longed to nsk wﬁa.t. he was thinking, but she did
uot like to do so. Bhe changed the subject, and they
tallked trivialities till they reached the theatre.

Bva waid looking very pretty and animated. Calligan
folt a little thrill of pride as he looked at her.

He was trying to imagine what life wounld be like if this
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girl were his wife. He could not for the|life of him
understand how Philip could remain ey cold and
indifferent to her. . )

Eva stood at the front of the box for a mon znt, lecking
into the crowded houss. Bhe told Calligan excitedly that
gho had never been in & box before. Bhe thought Bes
of upturned faces & wonderful sight. :

“ I wonder if there is anyone we know here,” she said.

Ha laughed,

“1 dare e world’s & small place.” 5

“ Thare's not likely to be anyous I know,” she uaid
laughing. “ I hardl " Ehe broke off: her eyes had
rested on some people in the third row of stalls, and for
s moment she stood quite still, her hands pressed heavily
on_the padded rail in front of her. .

Twioce she shut her eyes and opened them again, con-
fident that she was the victim of an illusion; but, oo, it
was Ph.i.lip—PhiliE,, who had told her he was dining with
a man at the elub: Phi“qf and . . . Bhe felt her whole
body stiffen and grow cold as her eyes fell on the girl at
his sida. It was Kitty Arlington.

For & moment sha could not move.

Philin and EKitty—Philip and Kitty—over and over
again the words went throupgh ber brain, Calligan saw
that she looked rather white. He spoka to her concernedly.

“I'm sll right—it's only—lcoking down made me feel

uear for 8 moment . . . . No, I'd rather »it here, if you
on't mind."

Sha drew her chair s little back in the box so that Philip
could nob see her if ho chanced to look up—she sat thers
during the whole of the play; she never once turned her
eyes a.Eain in her husband’s direction.

He liad lied to her and decaived her, deliberately | And
for Kitty | And Kitty was engapged to Pater |

All power of thought seemed numbed; she could nob
rouse hersslf. . .

“I'm afraid you haven't enjoyed it wvery much,”
Calligan said anxionsly when it was over and they were
m“'kif'ﬁ their way out with the crowd. " Does your head

]

" It does, rather.” Bhe caught eagerly at the excuse.
“I'm sorry, I'm afraid it's been dull for you."

“ No." The monosyllable teld her ing, and ohe
did not sce his e .

Whean they d the flay Eva hesitated.

" You won't mind if I don't ask you in to-night! she
gaid. " 1'm tired, and . . . fﬂ‘ﬂ. den't mind "'

“ Of coursa not, When ghall I sea you again.'

Bhe warsilent for a moment, then she laughed bitter]ly.
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¢! To.morr w—come to-morrow, if you have mnothing
better to dos’

He held ! :r hand. . . . .

" There i.n't—everything's quite all right, fsn't it1"
he nsked anxziously.

“Ouite . . . She drew her fingera ﬁentlr away. * Good
ni%ﬂ- and thank you ever so much.

alligan waited till he had secen her safely in then he

turned away. It struck him aa odd that he had not
noticed before how dark the night was.

CHAPTER XXVIII

Tue hall of the flat wns in darkness when Eva groped
her way acroes it to the switch, and she drew a little
quick breath of relisf. Philip eould not be in, that was
certain. She unwound the chiffon searf with which she
had covered har head and had raised her hand to the switch
to extinguish the light again when the study door opened,
and Philip stood there, a big, uncompromising figure, in
the doarway. ) )

For a moment Eva could think of nothing to say, Bhe
just stood helplessly staring at him.

“ Are ;rnu—u.lunﬁ” he asked.

“ Yes." Tt required an effort for her to epeak, an
effort, too, for her to move on again towards her room,

Philip eame out inte the hall,

1 want to speak to you a moment."

She answered hurriedly: * 1 am tired. My head aches.
I want to go to bed . . "

“ T ghall not keep you a moment.'

Bhe knew by the sound of his voice that it would be
unseless to refuse. BShe turned back into the study with

him.

Phil.p sbut the door. ,

. ‘!Ifln.v,n you been to the theatra!™ he asked.

[ es. ¥

“ Who did you go with1" His voice was so quiet and
unemotional that she was deeived,

“] went with a friend—as I told you."

" a friend !

“Yes, , . o

There was a moment's silence; then Philip brought his
fist crashing down on the table against which he stood.

" You went with Calligan,”’ he said in passionate fury.

Hear even met hin coldly.
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“ You saw us1” BShe shrugged her shoulcbra. Tﬂl:[?
well, then, there is no further need to argue,. . . Good-
night." e turned to the door again.

_ Philip eaught her by the waist and swung her round
into the room. i

“T'll not bave you going out with Calligan, do you
hear! I'll not have 1{uu going anywhere with him . . .
I've suspected this all along. I've kept quiet and gaid
nothing in ecase I should be mistuken. How many times
have you been out with him since we came to the Batl
How many timeal”

Bhe was breathing fast, and there was an angry spob
of colour on either white cheek.

“ If you are trying te insult me” she began.

“ Insult you!" he raved. '* Ineult you—when I saw you
with my own e_rea—l gaw you coming out of the theatre
with him. . . ."" Hs broke off choking.

There was a little aile then—

“ T gpaw you—too,' said Eva very quietly.

The hot colour rushed to his face .

“You saw me. . . . Welll and what if you didl I
can explain what 1 was doing—it was the merest
accident. . , . The contempt in her eyes stung him.
“ You don't believe me,'' be anded savagely.

Ehe did not answer, ]:ut her eilence was eloquent. .

“ 1t was the merest accident,” Philip =aid apgain
agitatedly. 1 went to dine with Featherstons, I told
vou—I'd no mors idea than the dead that he knew Kitty
Arlington—it appeara they're second cousina or something.
She's etaying in town—and he'd promised te take her to
& theatre—thers was o ticket to spare and he asked me to
uee it. He never told me his cousin’s name—I'd no more
idea than the dead who ehe was till we met her. 1
couldn't back oui then—it would have been foo
absurd. . . . He stopped. i

Eva moved a little closer .o the fire; she waa shivering,
but not with cold.

" There is no need to offer me any explanation. [ have
not asked you for any. I den't—wan* any.”

" You mean that you don't believe mei” he demanded
stormily.

Apain no answer.

“T'va told you the eimple truth,” he hed
on. ' There's no nesd to make & mystery I:I'f it.
Ask TFaatherstons if you don't believe me—or Eitdy
hersel£."

‘" I’m not interested.” .

‘" No you're too interested in your own econcerns and
Calligan to have any time to spare for me and mine," he
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broke out fi riously. * Do you think I'm blind! Do you

think I'm ¢ fool that I con't see! But it's got to stop.

Do you thi k I'm going to have my wife talked about—

ing to have -her name coupled with another man'sl

t do you suppots my mother would say if she knew!l

There’s never been any scandal attached to the women of
our family . . ." :

Sha turned oo him then. Her eyes wers blazing, her
cheeks crimson. . y

* Oh, I'll kill you—I"ll kill you, if you = a.r;-ﬁ‘murull"
she panted. ** How dars you speak to me like this! I've
suffered enough at your hands already, God knows!"” Bhe
was sobbing—dry, ugll{jr sobs that shook her from head to
foot. 1 fuu thil I'm proud of your mams, you'rs
mistalen. I1'd give anything in the world if only I'd
never seen you ! I've kept my shars of the bargain faith-
fully, I've mever ssked you for anything—and now,
becouse I try to find some little happineas for myself, you
ineult me like this, and Mr. Calligan is your friend, too 1"
Bha struck her hands together in impotent anguish, * It's
your fault I went with him to-night. You put me off for
pome—sgome man at the ¢lub I'd nover even heard of. You
left me here alons, and Mr. Callizgan cams in. I went
with him=—I was glad to ge with him—rather than bs
here alons all the cﬂlln\m.il:'.gE end I'll go again—I'll go
again,’’ she said, shrilly. I don’t care what you say—
you're not my master—you never will be . . "

“ Not your master |" He caught her arm, bruising her
soft flesh mercilessly. e was mad now—mad with ra
and jexlo and her stinging contempt—mead because he
knew that she had spoken truly, and that, no matter what
ph?'xica.] violence he used could never master har.

“ Not your master " he said again chokingly. ‘* We
shall see. I forbid you to go out with Callican—Iforhid
you, do you hear?” He chook her in his blind rage; he
saw her wince under the stes! pressure of his fingers, and
it pave him a fiercs sort of ioy. :

he threw back her head, and laughed at him,

“ Forbid me—you! " she said cuttingly.

Bha had never looked more deairable to him than she
did in that moment; her oyes wers bh-rln%, her cheeles
crimeon; one slender strap of her frock had slipped,
ehowing her firm, white shoulder, and in the midst of his
passionate rage it suddenly came over him with desslating
fares that he conld never have her—that she cared nothing
for him, that she would go on langhing at him, defying
hi.r—oaring nothing for his love, and for o moment he
went mad—the eventa of the evening had turned his
bload to fire, nobody would ever know whiat he had
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suffared gince he saw his wife with Calligan, 1vwughing and
looking happier than she bad ever done |since their
marriage—and goaded by her mocking eyes and defiant
Fordn, he raisad his hand and struck her' acrosa the

aca, . .

The shock of it schered them both, and for & moment
there was & terrible silence in the firelit room.

Philip had released his wife and had fallen hack
against the table, panting and %hubl;. :

“ Bes what you've made of me,"” he said at last
hoarsely. * You drove me to do it . . . you drove me
mad. .. . Bva—oh, for Qod’'s szke. . . ." He dropped
inte s cheir and hid his face in his shaking hands.

He was horrifed at what be had done; horrified to
think he could so far have forgotien himeelf as to etrike
g woman, and that woman his own wife.

He had always prided himeelf on his chivalry; he was
afraid of the storm of passion that had swept away his
eelf-pontrol.

Evs was standing like a statue; the red mark made by
his hand stood out accusingly against the marble whita
of her face: presently she moved-in & queer, 'arl? WaY,
almost 83 if ehe wars walking in her slesp. Ehe did not
look at Philip; she reached the door and put her fingera
on tllaq handls; then she spoke in an odd, choked woice of
finality:

" This—this—finishes—it . . ." And then again:
* This—this—finishes—it . . .""

Ehe waited a moment, not in the least hecavss she
expected him to answer 'hc:r, but because she could not
I:mﬁavu that she would not weke up and find that this
horror was only a nightmars creation of sleep; then-she
dragged the door open and walked across the dark hall
to her own room. ; .

Ehe shut the door, but she did not lock it; she turnad
on every light and walked over to the looking.glasa.

gtared at her reflection with dazed eyes—the prett
evening gown had been torn by Philip's ruthless j!w.nﬂ{
thers was a bruiss on her bare arm, and the red, m‘l&Tr
mark of his hand on her face; her hair was a little dis-
hevelled, nnd ehe mechanically raised a hand to siraighten
it.

For ths moment she was only conscious of & dull pork
of misery. Philip had struck her—ha hated her so much
that now he was not moerely content with neglect and
indiffarence—he had struck her. =

For the first time in her life there was no softening in
her hoart towards him; for the firet time in her life she
did not try to make nny excuses for him; it was irrevo-
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exble now, rnd final. Her own words, * Thie—(linishes—
it,"" summe: up the only smotion in her heart.

Bhe woull stay with him no longer; she would put an
end to this'marriage that had been no marriage at all

Bhe had adered Philip with all the strength and energy
of her being, but now she remembered nothing save what
ehe had endored at his handa.

She found herself speaking aloud in the silence.

“If I !f-_ﬂ-f}' I shall only suffer misery and shame and
ies-'lnuar: if T go I shall suffer too, but ot least I shall

ee.Ip my self-respect.” . .

t sounded almost as if she were arpuing with someone
s ehe atood there, a tragic figure in the brilliantly-lit room.

She thought of her wedding day and the moment when
ghe had trampled her dress underfoot; she should have
gone then, she told herself wildly—she ought never to have
set out on this impossible journey.

She walked away from the glusa and sat down on the
ecouch at the foot of the bed, elutehing its sides with both
bands as if to keep herself from falling.

The clock out in the hall struck one, and then half-past
but she did not move. Bhe was chilled through an
aching in every limb, but ehe was not conscious of it.

Presently Ehelﬂlﬂﬁtd her eyes giddily; there wns a
throbbing pulse in her hend that seemed to be driving her
mad; she opened them again with a little moan of pain
te find Philip etanding beside her.

He was as white a8 & ghost, with contracted brows and
miserable eyes,

“Forgive me” — afterwards she remembered how
gtrange his voice had sounded, like & voice she had never
heard before.

He took up her cloak from the bed and put it round
her shouldera,

" You'll take your desth of eold—you're cold na iee.”
he =snid apain hoarsely. Hg touched her hand, but she
drew it away from him shivering. 3

Y Porgive me,"" he said dgain. "1 waes mad—forgive
me, ;Fr God's sake. . . "

(1] G\."

Bhe supposed ghe must have spolen the word herself;
ghe knew that it was her ‘niteniien Lo gpeak it, but the
voice woae not hers

Ehe kept her eyes averted from him; it was not that
ehe feaared she might softer if she looked at him—it was
gimply that she was indifferent. Bhe was worn out; she
wra only conscious of & great desira to he alone,

Philip paced the length of the ronm and back; he was
trying anpura-te-lj to contral himself,
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“ You must forgive me,” he said at last. _*' Don't you
gee that I can't stand it any looger. . . . 11l ask your

ardon on my knecs—I'll do wnything you wank . . ."”
%ia voies was laboured and exhausted.

" No," ehe snid again.

Bomething like & sob escaped him,

" T'vg been o swine, I know-—1've no defence te offcr,
but [ beg of Fuu—-Eva L

i Hﬂ L1

_ From where she sat she counld see bath their reflections
in the long glass; rhe found hersell staring at Philip
fixedly, and yet she was not conscious of having focussed
ber attantion onm him at all

This man was her husband, and she Joved him—she felt
that thers was a voice at her ear reminding her of thia
prompting her. Sho was sure that she tried to listen and
to realise the truth of what the voice was saying, but it
was too difficult; she could not keep her attention fixed;
her lips paru::l in a long sigh. . . .

" No." ghe said again.

EBhe did not know why she said it; it was no answer
now to any words of hia

He broke out again, desperatel y—

“ You're my wife . . . we took one another for better
or worse. . . " .

She raised her eves, dark with bewildered suffering.

1 yWe didn’t—1 took you because you were n Winterdick,
and you took me beepuse my futher was o rich man—"" she
begnn to laugh, empty, foolish laughter.

i Oh—my dear!’ said young Winterdick, broken-
heartedly. .

The litile caressing words for the first time pierced her
apathy; her eves flashed inta a sort of awakening, like
the eyes of a sleep-walker who has been roughly aroused ;
ber brows contracted with physical pain,

 Oh, po away—go awny . . "

“Ewa . . ." Philip held cut his arms to her, but she
woﬂd not Jook at him. " Plepse go away,’ she!said
weakly. £

And the next moment she was alone in the brilliantly-
lit room, staring at her white face in the glass.

CHAPTEDR XXIX

Pmiue did not go to hed at all that nicht. He st at Lhe
window of his room !pukmf out into the eilent strest aud
watching for the coming of the dawn.
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There war & dread in his heart that if he were to %i; to
bed he wou.d wake and find that his wifs had left him.
His head was splitting. The pessionate impulss which
had driven him to strike Eva seemed to him the most
terrible action of his whole life.

“1 must have been mad,” he thought over and over

ain,
I]"EH gshe had been a woman whom he hated it would etill
have secmed terrible, but he adored her, and he believed
that she would never forgive him. N

He could only remember her as he had left her, sitting
in her torn frock on the couch at the foot of the bed, her
eyes staring fixedly before hor. He tried to conjure some
happier picture of her, but failed. He could no longer
BVEN Eea I?ar a8 she had heen before their marriage—a light=-
hearted, happy girl. He could only see the white-faced
tragic woman into which marriage had turped her.

o wondered if the fanlt had been all his. Until the
last fow months he had not known himeelf for a passionate
man, but now he was afraid of the depths of fecling of
which he waa capable. ; i

He kept the door of his room wide open all night. Tt
waa right opposite to Eva's acrosa the hall. He knew it
would be impossible for her to come out without his
knowing it .

Bhe was o silent that a fresh fear struck him. He left
hie chair and crossed the room softly to hera .

Thers was no sound within, but the door was still
unfastened and all the lights were burning as they had
been when he left her. . .

After a momant h&fushefd the deor wider and went in.

Eva had slipped sideways on the couch and lay, dreesed
a5 she was, her head pillowed on her bare armas,

He bent over her fearfully; but shs was asleep—only a
troubled eleep, it iz true, in which her face still looked
drawn nquf unhappy—but Philip canght his breath in

relief,

He took the eiderdawn from the bed and laid it gently
over her. He wonld have liked to move her into a more
comfortable position, but was afraid of waking her.

Bhe locked 8o young, such & girl, in apite of the trouble
in her eleeping and a ,roat tenderness stirred in his
heart. He bent nearer to her and she stirred and gave o
little protesting murmur, as 1f even in her sleep she was
cangcions of his presance ard found it distasteful,

Philip went back to his own room and sat down by the
wiidow again. Grey dawn.light filled the street now. He
opencd the window and let the cold morning air fan his
aching head. A brown, dusty-lecking sparrow. wiaich had
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risen enrly to look for brealkfast called a friendly ** Cheep”
as it flew by.

FPhilip Lgmght of tha Higlm'ﬁy House and wondered
bow the garden waa looking. & had ssen it so often
just as early in the morning as this—the dew-laden grasa
and the tall, etately trees elowly appearing through the
grey mist. It scemed o lifetime sinca he left it nll.  Oh,
to he back there again and find all this only a had dream |
Ha crossed his arms on the chair-back and leaned his head
despondently on them, .

tva meant to leave him, he was sore of it. He had
instinctively geed the meaning of thoss last words to
him in the library:—

* This—finishes it1 "

He wondered what his mother would say. He was sorry
for his mother.

Ehe would hats the scandil and exposure.

He must have dozed off, becanse he woke with a start
to the sound of the maids moving about the flat.

He started up with *Wi]||:I1:,*-11'|3at.i:|:|.sil beart. Eval
Buppoaing she had gone while he slept; he went again to
her room, but the door waa shut now and locked.

IHe went along to the bathroom and washed and shaved
and changed his drees suit for tweeds,

Ha dreaded meeting his wife: he was even more ashamed
now in the light of day of what he had done than he had
heen overnight. ; :

He hreak%md alons. The maid told him that Mra
Winterdick was staying in her room. Philip thought she
looked at him with nnfriendly eyes; she was & girl whom
Eva had brought with them from ipsler.

He hardly touched his breakfast; he took the paper and
went to the library, leaving the ﬂmr wide tﬁ:«:n s that
nobody could leave ths flat withont his knowle ze.

Half the morning bad gona before Eva came out of her
room ; she waa dressed for walking.

Philip was on his feet instantly.

i Where are you going! "

Bhe did not answer, and he rushed on:—

“ 1 want to speak to gu—l must epeak to you"

* There is nothing to be said."”” Bhe took o step forward
towards the door, but he bar==d the way.

“1f you will not wait, I shall have to make you." he
enid,

Bhe turned back to the library ab once

*“ There is no need for the servants to hear otir vulgar
juarrelling,’’ she said, bitterly.

Philip Iollowed her into the room. He shut the doon
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and stood with hands deep thrust into his pochets, staring

at the Hoor with hopeless eyes.

ba" Whﬂt do you want to eay to mel " ghe asked. " Pleasa
unick. . . "

Bhe stood with her face averted. Bhe was ashamed that
be eould see the mark he had left on her cheek; but it
seemed to her that the greater shame was hers in having
to bear it at all

Philip had forgotten every word he meant to say. He
blurted out desperately :—

“1 supposs you mean to leave me. . . I_au&pum that
is what you meant last night when you said that _na:ﬁa
thing was fnizhed. I don't Llame you—I deserve it all,
and more besides—but there's my mother to think of—I1'm
not aeking anything for myself—but there's my mother—
she's had encupgh trouble lately—it will break her heart if
wo—if [—if you . . ."

Bha faced him then.

* What will break her heart1" she atked, cooly. * To
kﬂnT*thn.t. you struck me or to know that I am leaving

ouni”
¥ He coloured to the roots of his hair,

" But you're not leaving me,"" he broke in, agitatedly,
# You'll ggm me another chance—think of the scandal
there will be—we've only been married six weeks. . | "

“ And there has never been any scandal attached to the
women of your family—jyet!” she finiched for him. * Is
that what you are thinking ¥—you eee I have not forgotten
what vou told me last night. . . ."

“ Lust night I was mad—I did not know what I was
enying."

he laughed ever so little ;

““Oh, no; I think you were sane enough,” she szid,
quictly. I think you kmew wvery well what you were
saying—and doing. . . .” Bhe drew a long breath. 1
know, of couree, that you never cared for me, hut I thought
at least that you respected and trusted me—I know mow
that you do neither. . . .*'

““It's not fair- to remember last night against me. I
behaved like a cad and a brute—but you drove me to it—
you know T loathe Calligan being with you—you koow. ."

Her eyes flashed,

“ T know that I1;:“.1 Insulted’ me—that vou accused me of
an sbominable thing for which there was not the least
foundation. I like Mr. C.lligan as I should like enyone
who let me see he liked my society, and that T did not bore
him, and—and . . .” Bhe conirclled her voice with an
effart. ' All this is so neeless. T have made up my mind
=] connot stay with you. . .. If this h:d not come
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now, it would have done later, and I would rather o
before I have any—worse memories—to take with me.”

It waa quite unconsciously that she touched the mark on
her face, but Philip saw it and turned scarlet,

“1'd give my soul to undo what happened last night—

u must believe that," he said in deep agitation. ™ I've—

've never been a brute to a_wornan in all my life before—
I—I'd cut off my right hand if it could do any good. . . .
If you'll only give me a chance to make up for it—to show
you that I'm not really such a brute, I—"

He smpﬁed—wmzana had knocked at the doer.

It was Evs who answered ** Come in.”

Philip turned away and took up a paper; he did not
know that he held it upeide down, or that his agitation
would have been unmistakable even to the most dis-
interested observer.

“ Mr. Oalligan, if you please,” maid the maid.

Calligan came into the room all smiles and cheeriness.

“ Hu I?Gyuu old bounder 1 He thumped Philip on the
back, * Good morning, Mrs. Winterdick! I hope I'm
not & nuieanc? but the fact is I've gut. to go out of town
for & couple of days, and I thought I'd just run in to tell
yuu,im enezs you should wonder why I didn't butt in as
ususl—"

o Out of townl"™ Eva echoed his words with quick
disappointment.

i Yoe _only for a day or fwo. I thought Phil—™"
But Philip had gone, He felt it an :miﬁnssihiiitr o be
eivil to his friend, he was afraid to trust himself.

i QCalligan looked st Eva with & comical expression in
is eyes.

“['m afraid your worthy husband got out of bed the
wrong side this murnm;ﬁ“ he began lightly, then broke off,
moving & step towards her.

“ Why, what have you done to your facel' he asked
blankly. | .

Eva raised her eyes. She, was erimson from brow to
chin., Bhe tried to lnﬁgh,. tried to find some edasive
answer, but his obvious distress broke through the bitter-
ness she had built round her heart and, covering her
bruised face with her hands, she burst into tears.

Calligan stood like » man curned to stone, He looked
somehow old and pinched.

Presently, ho roused himeelf with an effort and walked
away from her. He leaned wn clbow on the mnntelshel!
and stared down into the grate, which was still filled with
last night's ashes.

He guessed instinetively what had happened, but for
the momend the shock of the kmowledge seemed to turp



164 FOR LOVE

him tntabana. robbing him of power of speech or even
ol

That thei were not happy togeiher he had always known
but that Philip would ever descend to brutality he would
never have believed. )

He longed to go to her and take her in his arms and sny
how much he wanted to make her happy, to drg’ her tears,
and bring the sunshine back to her eyes again, but he knew
that he must not. ; 3

Even if ghe cared ever eo little for him, Philip was his
frﬁicnd, and &0 . . . he pulled himself together with an
effort.

“ I'm sorry I've besn so silly,” Ewa eaid, trying to
laugh. * You must think that I'm always erying—*
Ehe dried her tesrs determinedly. ** And I'm not, really
—I'm quits & cheerful sort of person—really.”

Calligan managed o langh somehow, ;

“ You don't need to tell ma that,” he said with forced
cheerfulness, *“And we all get the blues sometimes. Are
{:iql_gomg out, and, if so, may 1 coms with you, or is

ilip . - . )

He stopped uncertainly. .

It peemed 2 long time to him befors Lva answered,
though in reality it was but a few secon

“I'm gnmﬁ home—to Apsler,” she eaid slowly. * You
may come and eee me off if you like"

EBomething in her voice struck him apprehensively; he
turned round and looked at her across the room.

Bhe laughed, meeting his syes. ;

“ You're t!:|,int|:im:5v1 that I've svon got tired of the flat,”
ehe said rather ehri llir. * 8o I have—I hate it—I .. ."
Her excitement died down aa quickly as it bad arisen;
sat gilent, twisting her handkerchief schoolgirl fashion,

Calligan waa pale to the lips, but:he managed to emile
unconeernedly. i

T It?! rather a Ignﬁljgurnur juet for a day, isn’t b1 "
he eaid coenally. * It's going to be wet, tno. . .. [
ghourdn't go to-day if I were you. Wait till I come fo
town and we'll 7et Philip to run us both down in the
AT . S

“ Phirip! ¥

“ Ve, He steeled his heart to the hitterness with
which she echoed her husbanc 's name. He went on hardly
knowing what he eaid. ]

“Yes. We'll make a duy'of it. Fhil and I used to
think nothing of running down there to tea and back.
1 ve never told yon what good times we used to have, 1
must some day. He's one of the best, you know. Takes
e bit of understanding, of course—we all Co—but I've
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never known him do & mean or a shabby thing—mnever "

He stopped. It had been on the tip of his tongus to
add ** until now," bat he checked therwords in time.

“ And that's more than I cen sa} of any other man I
know,”" he went on, .

Bhe knew why he was saying all this; knew that he
underatood as well as if she had told him the causas of her
teara

# Mra. Winterdick was always awfully good to me, too,"
he went on. “ Bhe's aged shockingly {Jmm the old mon
died. . . Bhe adores Philip, of course; he's all she's

ot . .« ..

He stopped. He wondered if Eva would ever guess what
it had coat him to defend her husband ; if she would think
that he waa blaming her even in the very slightest for what
had happened. But he was a man of the world, and he
knew lfnt if Eva left the flaf to-day in her present mood
she was taking the first step towards irretrievable disaster.

He took up a book from the table, looked at it aod put
it down aim m‘liy

“ 8o I shouldn't go to Apsley to.day,” he said, pre-
gently. *° Ehi—what :ln&au think1 "

Their eyes met across the room, and for a long moment
thers wae a poignant silence; then Eva impulsively held
out her hand.

Calligan took it and held it bard before he let it go.

“ Bless youl" he said rather huskily. He torned to
the window to hide a sudden mistiness in his eyes. “ You
seo, 1 was right, and it's raining cats and dogs,” he said,

lightly.
H"E’Eu F'et. them to make up a fire, and stay indoors—eh 1"’
“# Yes.” Her moment of madness had died, leaving her

inert and coldly indifferent. When Calligan had gone,
she went to find her husband, He was eitting on the arm
of & chair in the dining-room, an unlit cigarctte betwesn
his lips, etaring ab the floor. . K

He looked up with a glenm of hope in his miserable
eyes when ehe entered ; he rose to his feet.

Bha spoke without looking at him.

““ I am not going to Ap-alei; to-day,” she said clearly.
¢ T hawve changed my mind."” Philip gave a little inarticu-
late sound, and she went on quickly: “ I don't want you
to misunderstand me. If stay with you it will be, for
your mother's sake, that is all—and for no other reason. '

Then she went away aou left him.
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CIAPTER XXX,

Perer DeywieoN came to town four daya after he received

Eva's lettar. He had had a dull week in Apsley without

Kitty; 1t. nwar occurred to him, &uu: ntIuw. that she had

Eom to London to escape him; that she waa tired of hin
ish adoration and devotion.

& believed her when she wrote and said that she missed
him, but he did faintly wonder why, if it were so, uha
:]nuld not have got an invitation to her cousins for

BO.

However, he was quite contented to go to Eva's; ha had
B ver real affection for his sister, and he liked I-"i:ull]:r1

haven’t told Kitty that I'm coming up, you know r‘

he naid with & little grin, ns he greeted his sister. * I
thought I'd give her a surprize ., . . You haven't seen
anything of her, 1 suppose.’

" No—Philip saw her once at a theatre though.”

“ With her cousins, of coursa " he asked.

** Yes, with her cousina.’

Patar squared his shoulders a little and locked around

* You've got & tip-top show here,” ha maid with some-
t.hmg' of his father's complacence. And, of course,
l.]:ere 8 a'l.lll the Highway House—you'll go down there &

lo

b 5 Yau, I supnose #0. Philip wants to go down for the
hunting next month.” Bhe put her hand t-hrnugh his arm
.u.a-u:l aq‘uem:i it, " Dear old boy—it is lovely to ses you

He held her off and looked at her with laughing
eriticism.

“ 1f you weren't too old I should say that you'd grown,"
he said, with a nut.-u of perplexity in his voice. * Or have
you gut thin

Eha muiu a littla grimace.

““I've got thin—London doesn't suit me, I expect Rnt
I'm net a bit different, really, Peter—" added,
m.ut-ful!:.

" You look more grown-up, he insisted. ** More—more
like the lady-of-the- uua.a sori of etyle, Bonnis. I can't
imagine you ::Iimbmﬁ plum trc-u n-:mr, and secrambling
over five-barred gates ike you used .

ngil herl e There wera fears in ]:n:r eyes, “Asifa
few wmin d make all that difference] You wait hll
wa come to Apnlnjr again, and I'll elimb trees and gotes
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with the best of fou « « « We won't wait tea for Philip.”

" Where is hai " )

Bhe shrugged her shoulders a little : :

“ He went out somewhere. . . 'Ir. Calligan said he
|1£‘:|ig,r]:1'r.'i drop in though—you rempmber BMr. Calligan,

eter 1™’

“ Rather | Now I always liked Ca.IH'gnnl He's the sort
of man you feel at home with directly.’

“ He's & dear," suid Eva, warmly. * He's been awfuolly
kind to me.” .

Peter whistled. He looked at her in pretended dismay.

“ 7 gay, that sounds bed! What does Philip sayi™

“ I've never asked him. . . Bugar?”

“Two,” He watched interestedly while she poured the
tes. He had eeen her do it scores n% times before down at
Apsley, or in their suburban house, but there was some-
thing different about her to-day, something which he could
not explain even to himself.

“1 suppose it's being married,” he thought, and gaxe
up pondering. ;

Calligan came in just as they had finished. He seemed
pleased to see Peter. . \ .

“ And how do you think your- eister is looking!™ he
asked presently.

Peter hesitated. ) ;

it T'va just been telling her that she's got thin," he said.

Eva laughed. .

i What nonsenss | Do let us talk of wmethm¥ else.”

Bhe wished Philip would come in; she was afraid that
Peter would wonder at his absence,

Life had been a strange thing lately. FPhilip kept out
of her way save when appearances demanded his presence.
Bhe did not know how he spent his time, and never nskeda
and neither of them had ever again referred to what ha
ha.gpened. :

ut neither of them had forgotten it. It was a night-
mare memory to Philip. Though the bruize had faded
from his wife's cheek, whenever he looked at her ho seemed
to see it still, i

He had never asked what hand made her change her
mind about leaying him, but in his heart he knew it muat
have been Calligan’s influente.

Though outwardly the two men were the same to one
gnother, the old rimds.tiﬁ no longer really existed.
A thousand times it was on Philip's lips to forbid Calligan
the house, but something slwaya prevented him.

He knew that Eva's tolerance towards himself was worn
to & thread, and he had long since given up ‘all hope of
& recon=ilintion with her,
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Hin vision was too distorted by Euﬂln-uur to recognisa
that Calligan was still the hest friend he had—that it wos
Calligan, time and arain, who had stepped into the breach
aud averfed utter dis ster. i

But Eva knew how 11uch she had for which to thank this
man ; knew that it was only the knowledge of his presence
and faithful friendship that saved her from despair.

There was no man in the world for her but Philip, or
ever would be. .

 And what's the programme for to-nighti' Calligan
nsked presently, ‘* Are we going to be gay and giddy, or
stay at homel” He looked a olngttmnl]rsr at Peter. " You
gse, I consider myself one of the family,’” be said laughing,
Poter nodded. Ile was thinking it rather odd that Calli-
gan ghould so evidently have the run of the house, but he
m;if:m:l it was all right—he knew that Philip and
Callipan had been almost inseparable.

T ghould like to go round and ses Kitty,” he gaid
flushing a little. '* Bhe doesn’t know I'm up.” He looked
at Eva. * May I bring her to dinner T " .

#“Of epurse, you may—we don't bave dinner till half-
past seven—run along now and ask her.”

Peter arose with alacrity: he was on thorns to see his
heloved apain; he was secretly hugging himself at the
thought of her delight at seeing him.

Eva saw him off and went back to Callignn.

“ What it is to be in love! *’ she said lightly. * I don’t
think we shall see a great deal of Peter. . . . Yes, what is
it1"™ A maid had come to the deor.

“ Tf you please, ma'am, the master telephoned when you
wora out this afternoon to say that he would not be in
to dinner t.o-nig!lt and would you please not wait.”

Thero waa a ittle silence; Oalligan had been sitting on
the Pmnu stool, and ha whirled round suddenly averting
his face, .

" Very well," eaid Eva "

Calligan was picking out ths air of a comic song on the
aiano with one finger: he tock as long about it as possible.

Eva threw herself down into & chair.

T wigh I knew how to smoke,” she said irrelevantly.
' It looke so—so comforting somehow | "' Ehe held out her
band, * Give me a cigaretiz, Mr, Calligan!”

Calligan rosa nhedinnt.'l.g;

o It’ﬁnmnh you sick,” he ea d reluctantly. * It'll make
your head ache—I shouldn't i° I were you.”

Ehe locked up &t him for a moment . .

“ 1f you were me, it's exactly what you wouid do,” ahe
said. " Please.”

He handed her his cazs and struck a match.
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“1 wonder Peter and the other boys didn't teach you
to smoks agea ngoi' he said.

Bhe raised her brows, Ui

* 1 think they did offer to, but [ refused. Ohl" Bhe
had choked over the first pulff.

Calligan laughed.

i Qive it to me and let me finish it for iou," hs =aid.
" You don’t like it . . ."" He held oot his hand.

“Nol™ Bhe held the cigarette beyond his reach
huﬁgiugly, and Calligan stooped forward catching her
wr

“I object to women who smoke,’ be eaid, with mock
geverity. “I1—"

Hea broke off abruptly, as Philip walked into the roam.
Eva was the only ons of the three who did not look con-
cerned ; she raised herself o little in the chair,

“* Manders told me you would not be in to dinner,” ehe

said.

t Weither shall I. I've only come back to change. How
dﬁf Tomi" :

‘I'm tu.whmpc:l your wife to smoke,” Calligan eaid.

Philip laughed carelessly, but his eyes wers unsmiling.

T just remembered at Poter coming,” he eai
* Whers is hel" . .

“ He's gone out to find Kitty. He's bringing her hera
to dinner.” i

1 ges, You don't mind my not being int"

“ Of coursa not.*

He went away, closing the door behind him.

Calligan stooped and, taking the cigarette from Fva's
listless %md threw it inte the firs. Bhe raised no objec-
tion now; her faca seemed to have grown tired and
dispirited.

hat was to bergained by this eternal pretence and
eflort at keeping up appearances? ehe was asking herself
miserably.

Wherever she wes and whatever she was doing her heart
and her thoughts wore with Philip. .

# 7 don’t think I care about going-out to-nmight,” she
snid suddenly. ]

 Vary well—come along and try those songs I sent
round last night. You're neglecting your music shame-
fully—"'

I never had any to neg ect—I ean't really play—1I only
just strum to amuse myse.f sometimes— "'

 Yary well, then strum now to amuse me.” He put
the & in readiness for her and began to sort out sume
musie,

'!-
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Tva ross reloctantly; she had no heart for muals, but
it would be something to do. i 3 :

“We'll have this first,”” Callipan said. “It'e a
favourite of mine—I cidn’t know you had it. . . T think
they're such fine word: "

iva looked at it—it was the song she had played to Mre.
Winterdiek that last night down at the Highway House.

* Thengh all the tkien are clouded,
Though all the portants lour,
Bomewhere—to someone—
This is the golden hour.

The hour that comes softly
To women and men,
Who only know thereaftar
That tEEj" wers happy—then] ™

Calligan read the words aloud.

" Fine, aren't they 1™ he said, * Please play it—""
But sha shook her head— :

* Not that—I—I don't care for it much.”

“Right ch!” He took it away at once. Ha felt Lhat
he had unconseiously stumbled on gome memory. He went
down on his kness and began turning over the pile of
musie on the floor. o

Eva sat watching him, her hands idle in her l?.

There was a step in the hall and eha lifted her head

rly.

! Tia,t.' must be Peter—back ngain.””

Bhe got up to go to the door, when it opened and her
brother walked in, ;
. He looked & little pale, she thought; he scemed to avoid

er wyes,

“ Where's Kitty1" she asked blankly. -

“ Bhe wasn't in—she's gone to a show with her cousin.
I auﬁrpm I ought to have wiréd that | was coming. It's
not her fault, of course,"

“ OF course not] Did you leave a message! Then we
need not wait dinner; I'm ever so hungry.”

She went out to speak to one of the maids, and Peter
followed ~Thera was &nmul:hinE. rather pathetic ebout his
eves: he caught her arm when he was sure Calligan could
oot c2e.

“ Eva—you don't think—I wwean—who was Kitty with
the night Fhilip saw her?™

Bhe answered at once. .

“ With her cousin, Philip said—T think the name was
Featherstone.! Her eyes searched his face, © Philip was
with them all the time, Peter,'” she added gently.
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Yes, of course, . . ,"” He passed an agitated hand
across his mou s rather disappoioting though—
h ith. * It's rather d t though:
I'd bean counting on to-night.”
Eva laughed.
“ You can't blame Kitty, can T, Petar—ehe's no idea
you were in town, now, has shef
“No, but . . . 1 think I'll go round again later on,
if you don't mind—shs may get in early.™
* Very well.”” BShe knew what his thoughta were, and
she wondered how many more lives Kitty was geing to
ruin.
Peter waa such a boy. ; . i
Bha did her best to cheer him during dinner, and
Oelligan nobly eeconded her efforts, but they ecould both
gea that Peter was on thorns the whole time. He glanced
continually st the clock, Long before ten he said that
he thought he would be off,
“ But the theatres are nod cver for anothar hour," Eva
said, pently. “ You must give her time, Peter.”
But Peter would oot be persuaded. He insisted that
he must go. 7 -
“I'll come part of the way with you, then,” Calligan
gaid. " If you have no objection.’
" Of course not, come along.' '
1 ghall wait up for you Peter,” Eva told her brother.
" And E’m need not mind being late if she wanta you to
etay. e're not at all early birds here, T can tell ;ra.uq"}
he went into the deserted drawing.room when they haa
gone and sat down on the rug by the fire, The music was
gtill strewn over the floor where Calligan had left it, The
song she had refused to play wns uppermest. lts words
floated into her mind mournfully:—
“ The hour that comes softly
To women and men,
Whe ooly know thercoiter
That t{@_r wers Lappy—then | ™

Bhe leaned her chin in the palm of her hand and looked
into the glowing heart of the fire. . .

Something in the leaping flames and the silence made
her think of that last might at the Highway Eouss when
ghe had left the note for Plilip. That night had seemed
like the first degided atep eading on to the final tragedy.
Even now she winced as sl's thonght of that moment when
she had waited for him ad waited in vain .

It had been humiliation upon humiliation until that
last terrible might . . . and sincel Well, ha had ynot
bothered suffciently about her since to be anything but
indiferertly courteous.
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The outer door of the flat banged, and she started up.

Peter already! Then he could not have seen Kitty |

But the man taking off his coat in the hall was Phalip.

His wife looked at him, and her heart began to race
in the old, traitorous sashion,

“ 1 thonght you wera Peter,” she faltered.

He smiled rather gr:m!l;,r. i

" 1 did not flatter myself that you wers waiting up for
me,"” he said.

OHAFTER XXXI

Painie followed his wife into the drawing-room ; he looked
round it quickly.

" Calli gonel " he nsked,

“ Yos—he went some time ago with Peter."

" Peter | ™

“ Yes—Kitty was out when he called befors dinner, so
ha hea gone again.”

 There was a little.silence; Eva stooped and began
pmkiui uﬁp the music which strewed the floor.

Ehe had pot been alone with Philip since the night ehe
went to the theatre with Calligan, and she felt painfully
Nervous.

. EBhe wondered why he had come home 8o early; ss & rule
it was long past midnight when she heard him let, himself
into the flat. . .

Philip etood with his shoulders against the mantelshelf
staring up at the ceiling,

“ I'va been with Fau r to-night," he eaid.

“ Faulkner | " Eva echoed the name vaguely,

“Yea.” Philip brought his eyex down to her faca.
‘* Perhaps you don't remewmnber him—he cama to Aj;-alay
for—for the weddilyg' big main with grey hair. . . ."

“ Oh yea." She id not remember him in the least, and
iv did 16t seem fo metter, but ehe rose to her feet; some-
bow gha felt that something that did matter was to follow,

“ He has a lot_of pmperti gbroad,” Philip went on
“In Rhodesia—chiefly . . . he_wants & man to go out
and lock after it for him." Ewa put out a hand and
steadied herself against the piano; she knew now what
was coming.

.* You mean that he has aiiced you to go,” the said with
etiff lglpu-”

# And you—are goin
He fmgnri i
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“ 1 haven't decided. It inkes consideration, of courss.
If you would rather that I refused.,. . ol
.~ “You must do as you please. I should not care to
influence you."

here was a chair close to wher she stood, and sha sat
down with an overwhelming fesling of weakness,

The frelit room and Philip scemed a long, long way off ;
but she could hear his voice with painful distinctness. It
seemed almost as if he were shouting at her. :

" It amounts to thie,” he was snying in a hard voica
“T can't epend the rest of my life hanging round town
doing nothing. I've had enough of it already. I'm
Eetting gtals and flabby., There's nothing to keep me in

ngland, except . . . except ths mater, and she'll a.p;gen
to my geing if I—if I explain things to her. Faulkner has
made me & gencrous offer—possibly because he doesn't
know my incapabilities. He docen’t want me for another
six wecks or two months, so I ean get some hunting in , .
H:‘F Tﬁl;mﬂ his head suddenly and looked down at her.
(1} & ¥y

Ehe raised her eyes,

“ Thers secms nothing left for me to say.”

er voice was eo quiet that it would have taken o more
ghrewd man than Philip Winterdick to have guessed what
she was really feeling; to know that her heart was one
wounded, unanswered question i=—

“ And what about me—what about mel” .

“ J¢'s not as if you were dependent on me,” Philip went
on grimly. ° You've got this place—and you can alwaya
En to the Highway House if you care to—mother would

e glad to have 11'011." Lo

“Yeg " The littla monosyllable sounded to him like an
indifferent aequivscence, and a wave of uncontrollzble:
bitterness mwept through his beart.

" You've no objection,” he deked presently.

Bhe laughed faintly, °

" I'va no right to object—we've agreed to go cur own
way—you must do 88 you plenso.' |

i "Farﬁ tactfully put,” he submitted dryly; then, with a
sudden burst of passion: * Why can't you speak the truth
and say you'll be damned glad to be rid of mel™

Thers was an excited flush in his face; he controlled
himself with an effort. :

“1 beg your pardon,” he said, after & moment. *1I
goem to have nmo mannerl, b common decency at all'in
thess days . . ..” He drew a long breath, ‘" Are you

oing to wait up for Peter?” he esked with a sudden
gl:,an" u’f‘ tone,
an,
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* Do you mind if I don't? I'm tired . . .” he snatched
at any excuss which would take him away; he dreaded
another scene, but he felt that if he stayed would say
or do something whicw he would repent for the rest of
hin life.

! No—please go.” ;

Fva listened to his step in the hall desolately. How
much more did he think she could bear, she wondered. Ehe
Erupuﬂ the sides of the chair with both hands and rocked
erself to and fro. ; :

Ha was gnlnghtwny—hu was going to Rhodesia and she
would be left behind, ]

Bhe might as well have refused to listen to Calligan.
She might as well have carried out her intention and
snapped the farcical tie of her marriage that bitter
morning. )

There would be an added humiliation now to bear.
People would say that Philip had left her, that he had
either never cared for her or that he had soon grown tirpd,

She did not know how long she sat there by the dying
fire: did not know that the minutes had crawled away into
hours, or that it was nearly one o'clock when Peter came
in. Bhe had given him a latchkey, and he waa in ths hall
before she could go to meet him :

She tried to chass the shadows from her eyes—tried to
smile as she went towards him, but the smile was frozen
stiffly on her lips when she saw his face.

“ Peter,” she said with a catch in her voice,

He did not seem to hear. He hung up his hat and coat
and stood for & moment aimlessly in the hall, as if he had
Iargot.un where he was,

* Peter,” snid Eva again. Bhe went over and touched
his arm. ** Peter—is anything the matter1™

He roused himself wilh a etart.

" No, ch no. . . . Have you waited up! You must be
dead tired." ]

He went back with her to the drawing-room He stooped
over thy fre and held his hands to its dying warmth.

Eva watched him apprebensively, She saw how pale he
was, and heard the strain in his voice. Bhe tried to speak
nutural‘liy: )

“ And Kitty! I hope Kitty is well1” .

He did not answer for a moment; then he said hoareely :
*“ 1 ohly saw her for & moment. Bhe didn’t come in till
Ea..r_’s twelve, I waited up a~d fown the etreet for her—
couldn’t come home till I'd seen her,” .

“ And wagn't she surprised to see you! What did she
say, Peteri™

%a langhed grimly.
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" Bhe certainly seemed surprised. Bhe said ""—his voice
broke, but he controlled it fiercely—** she paid, * How dare
you follow me and spy on me like t'lis1" " He caught his
gister's hand in & hard grip. ** I''e got to tell someone—
I've pot to tell Tuu," he eaid, alriost hysterically, * But

on won't ever let anyons else kiow, will you, Bonnie !
romise me—promieg.

“ Peter, of course, not—but—- "

“ Bhe wasn't gln.:i' to gee me; she was angry,” he went
on despairingly. " Bhe said I had no right to come.
Bhe said that she supposed 1 was just epying on her to
see what she was doing. And that fellow stood there—
that brute_ Featherstone, or whatever his nome is, an
laughed, I could bhave killed him,'" he sdded, between
clanched teeth.

He pushed her from him suddenly and began pacing
up and down the room. .

“T'll wring his neck for him to-morrow,” he said in
bo;s:ah high-pitched excitement. °* Just because he's likely
to have a title soma day—that's the only pull he's got over
me. Bhe told me about him before, that’s why 1 hated
her coming.” His execitement suddenly died down; he
ﬂun%h:maalf on to the couch and hid his face.

i othinﬁz will ever be the same again—nothing,” he
gaid hoarsely. . )

Eva knelt beside him; she tried to laugh and chase hia
fears away. BShe told him that he was too jealous; that,
of course, Kitty resented it if he had let her see tha’
he was jealous; that it would be all right in the
mornilr%g; that tomorrow he would be lawghing at

smati L.

:aEverything will ba all right—you =ee if it isn't,"" she
BRI,

Bhe persuaded him to go to bed at last: she promised
that she would go with him in the morning to sce Kitty.

#We'll bring her back to lunch with “51." she sald
cheerily. * Don't be such & goose, Peter—' .

She kissed him and laughed at him, and sent him off
to his room looking & little shame-faced,

This new trouble, coming on top of her own, seemed
almoest more than could benr; she would have given
her soul for momeone in whom to confide, but there was
nobody to whom she coild turn . . . except Calligan!
The sxception slipped unconsciously into her mmdql lrr&
sently, “'Iilq.l} Philip had gone to Rhodesia, he would be
her only friend. ; R e

Sho lay awake far into the night thinking of him with
grateful affection ; it never occurred fo her thdt the friend-
ghip 0. which she counted so much was no friendship to
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Calligan; that she was the one woman in his world, even
g8 Philip was the one man in hers.

Bhe sat up with .er hands clasped round her knees,
staring before her with mournful eyes.

his new dread that Philip might be going to leave

her stimulated her blc>d.

“ He shall not go—be shall not,” she said aloud.

Bhe would find some way in which to keep him. Bhe

ust |
Bhe t.hcm&ht. of that last night at the Highway House
when he had tried to kies her, and for the hundredth time
ghe blamed herself for having repulsed him; sometimes
pha believed that he had left her note unanswered as a
sort of punigshment.

Ought she to have known better, shs wondered! Ought
ghe to have grasped at the small overture of affection and
accepted it gratefully, asking no questions, even though
perhapa it had only meant a passing interest and
attrection i

It seeméd now, in the new, dread light shed by the
mero thought of Philip’s going to Rhodesia that any eort
of love from him would have been better than none at all

CHAPTER XXXI1

Eva kept her frnmim and went with Peter next morning
to ses tht-y rlington. .

She was staying in an imposing-loocking house, and Eva
made a littla wry grimace at her brother as they waited
for admittance

“ Tt all seems very grand and blue-blooded,” she said,
haif-lnuglhing,

Bhe felt very sorry for Peter; he locked more of & boy
than ever, as her eyes geanned his nervous face, He ha
taken great pains with his appearance, and wore a collar
which vas too high for him, and which compelled him to
keep his head rather erect; his clothes looked ioo new,
a?mhfhuw, even to Eva's fond regard, and she stified a little
ig

“1 suppose there's mmethi::lﬁ about all of us that
doean’t quite fit into the picture,” she thought humbly,

They were shown into a large drawing-room furnighed
in 1he not very beautiful tasta of half o century-ago; the
blinda were drawn, and there was an air of general
forisality about everything. :

They weres kept waiting some time hefore Kitty
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sppeared: Peter had walked round the room at leist
twenty times before the door opened to admit her,

When she saw Eva she stood quitr still.

1 They did not tell me you were here,” ghe said. Ehe
forced o emile. ' How do you dol I've been meaning to
eall, but I've been so very muen engaged . . . Well,
Petor1” Bhe gave him her hand,' which the poor boy
graaped convulsively.

“I wondered whether you'd come to lunch with ua
to-day,” Eva said. BShe tried hard to make her voice
friendly, but ehe was painfully conscious that it was not
very successful,

Kitty looked taken sback for a moment; she had long
since withdrawn her hand from Peter's,

" There's nothing I shouold have liked better,” sha
declared then. * I'm longing to sea the flat—Philip tells
mea it iz woriderful "’ There was o gleam of maliciousness
in her eyes. ' But I've got a tiresome engagement—that's
the worst of staying with relations, they will insist on
dragging one here, there and everywhere, and one must
bo civil ; . ." Bhe smiled at Peter. * Why didn't you
let me know you were coming to towni’ she asked
sweetly. *“ Poor boy| I know I was cross with you last
night, but I didn't mean it . . "

gter eoloured furiously; he stammered out that he had
wanted to surprise her. . . . Eva could see that he waa
completely taken in by Hitty's sweetness, and that at the
.EI.!?H%I kind word and leok he had forgotten the hurt of last
night. :

Bhe rose from her chair, _ 5

“ Then I won't stey,’” ehe gaid. Bhe looked question-
1n;i|;1; at Peter.

"I'm going to keep Peter half an hour and then eend
him home,” Kitty eaid laughingly. '* Oaly half an hour |
That's all I can epars him ‘this |:cu:n=-mn|gi + « " Bha
swept the boy & lock from beneath her long lashes. * I'll
just mee Eva to the door . . ." A

Eva followed silently. Bhe was burning with :qdiEn.r-
tion for Peter’s sake; what a way to treat o man whom
one was supposed to lovel

1t You'll give my love to Phil, won't you " KMty asked
as they ehook hands. * 7T really am coming to eall—
promised him I would. . . ."”

Eva walked away with crimson checks.

4 1f that's being well bred, I'm glad I'm not," <he
thought indignn.nt? . Bhe could not understand how
Peoter could be sa bﬁnd; she was quite surs in her h.art
that Eftty did not mean to marry him, and she deeply
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resented the patronising way in which she and Peter haa
both been treated. :

She went back ‘o the flat feeling very sad. She
wondered what sort of & man Featherstone was, and if
there was really any foundation for FPeter's outburst of
jealousy last m%htr, .

Through the half-closed library door the saw Philip
writing at hia desk; she hesitated a moment, then went
into the room.

*“ Philip."”

" Yea,'

There was & little additional colour in his face as he
'Ihquksd up; he had grown so used to hearing her step pasa

is door.

“ I've just been with Pcter—to see Eitty Arlington.”

ar u

“ T asked her to Junch, but she wouldn't come.”’

“ No.,” The indifference of his voice angered her.

¢ She gent her love to you,' she snid deliberately.

* Thank you.” There waa a little pauss, ** Is that all
you cama to say to mei" Philip asked.

Bhe fidgeted with a paper weight.

a fltn—na—-“at least—what sort of a man is Mr. Feather-
IWBE 1]

 Pentherstone?”’ Oh, he's all right—good family and
all that, you know. Why do you aski” y

Bhe hesitated. It hurt her pride to bave to admit that
Poter was jealoua of Featherstone.

“1 only thought . . . he seemed—well, he goes about
s great deal with Kitty, doesn’t hel” .

he raised her eyes with sudden pathos in them; Philip
was looking at her steadily, and for the moment she forgot
the ntraim:% relationship that existed between them, and
remembered only her anxiety for her brother; she
stretched her hand to him across the {able. * Oh, do you
t.hinklﬂéat Mizs Arlington means to marry Peter?” she
appealed.

? hilip did not answer at.once; his eyes wandered to
the haud that wore his ring and back again to her face;
his voice waa rather brusque when he spoke.

“ No, I never did think so,” he said.

Bhs gazed at him, the colc.ir flushing her face.

i Oh—what—do you meani? she asked at lash

PLilip shrugged his shoulders.

" You asked me, and I hrve told you what I think. Tt
muy sound brutal, but . . . well, you know as well as I
do that she can’t ever have really cared for him . . . he's
tov young—too . . ."”

Eva raised passionata eyoes,
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* Too much like me, T suppose, you mean {" she finished
for him. * You mean that nobody enuld ever care for un
except for our money, is that it ohe did not wait for
his reply. ‘ If it's that,” she said hoarsely, * he ought
to be glad if ehe throws him over now and ends it; he
ought to be glad if she doesn't mayry him . . . Oh, if 1
could only make him understand what it means; if I
could only fell him | She stopped, nfraid of her own
intensity.

Philip had turned very whits.

“You mesn , . . you mean that it's as bad as that—
being married—to me1” he asked. ;

Eva controlled herself with an effort; she tried to

laugh.
oF Well,” ghe said shakily, * we're not—very—happy—
ait']}ar of us—are wal"

# And I"m so fond of Peter," she went on. ' I couldn't
bear to see hia life spoilt.”

Philip laughed roughly. i

1 Pater will have to look after himself and get out of
his troubles—like the rest of us—aa best he can,” he said
rather drearily.

CHAPTER XXXIII

-Perer locked quite happy when he turned up at lanch
time; Kitty had managed to get out of her engagement
for the evening, ha announced, and he was taking her out
to dinner.

# Bhe wants you and Phil to come, too," he said. * You
will, won't you, Bonniei” He fidgeted with his collar.
“You hardly know her at all, you know," he pleaded.
“ And she is o anxious for you both to coma."

Eva was conscious of a little pang; of course, it was
Philip whom Kitty wanted; ehe laughed as she turned

BWAY.

“T'1 coms, if you really waean it. I don't know abous
Philip—you’d better ask him."

Peter stared,

i He'll come if you do, surely " he insisted.

“ He may have an eng.gement—he knows so many
people E't-nwn." Eva answered. ** You'd hetter aukl him
at lunch.’

Peter was » little perplex-d; he had only been in the
flat & few hours, but already he was beginning to wonder,
A dozen times he hed found himself remembering his
sister’s wedding day, and the tragedy in her'eyes az she
clung to bim for n moment bafore she and Philip weot away
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" There's eomething wrong somewhere,”™ he told him-
gelf. * What the d'ckens gan it bel I'll ask Calligan."
Tle found himself watching his brother-in-law curionsly
at Iunch time; there was something about him that baflled

Petar.

Philip laughed and" talked enough—it wasn't that, but
Peter had the curious fcelinghﬂl.u.l. he was an onlooker at
a badly-acted play, and that neither of the actors
succeeded in being convineing. . .

“ Peter wants to take us out to dinner to-night,” Ewva
said presently. * Will you be able to come, or have you
an engagement 1"

“ Dinner "' Philip looked at hia brother-in-law.

“T'm taking Hitty," Peter explained, flushiog a little.
He alweys felt somehow defiant when he spoke of Kitty
to I:!:ﬂip. ** Bhg—we—thought you snd Eva would coma

“ T ghall ba delighted.” ]

" He only accepted when he heard that Kitty wanted
him," Eva thought bitterly.

8ha made up her mind that she would lock her very
best that night—that she would outshine Kitty by every
means in her power. .

“ What about Calligan?” TPeter eaid suddenly,
“ Wasn't he coming round this evening! I know he said
something about it last night. Perhaps he'll come too?"

“ I'm sure ho'd love to,” Ewa eaid quickly. * We'll
ring him up after lunch and ask.”

There was unmistakable eagerncss in her voice, and both
men locked at her guickly. ;

There was an uncomfortable misgiving in Peter's heart;
& thought for which he hnted himseli crnEt into his mind.

Was Bonnio flirting with Calligan? It was sbout the
last thing in the world he should ever have suspected her
of doing, and yst, more than once since his arrival last
ui;ht-, e unwilling suspicion-had suggested itself to him.

*He'll be odd man out if be comes,” he said rather
saortly  He won’t mind being put off for once surely!
You can explain—" \

“ He won't mind hcmi odd man out either,"” Eva
insisted. I should like him to meet Eitty again, too;
he told me that he met her u Jong fime ago—Ilast spring,
I think—he recognised her at the wedding.” :

Peter glanced at Philip, but Philip secmed :ﬂ#itﬂ undis-
turbed, and he gave up the argument with a shrug of his
shoulders, )

Tf Philip didn't mind, well, it was nobody else’s
business.
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CHAPTER XXXIV

¥ Om, ma'am 1" gaid Manders, in en awed voice, *' you look
just liks & brids."

Bhe stood on the threshold of Eva's bedroom, her eyes
wide with admiration as she gazed at her mistress.

Eva turned slowly from the long glasa,

g I{—it in my wedding dress, you koow." Bhs
touched the elinging white folds with tender fingers; sha
had put away so many beautiful dreams and hopes with
the soft silk, and never till to-night had she found tha
courage to raise the lid and look at them again.

But it all came back to her with a rush now, as sha
stood there in the light and looked at her slender figure
in the glass —

Bhe suddenly became aware that t.lmaglrl in the door-
way was watching her ecuriously, and she roused herself
from her dreaming with a start.

" Do you want me, Mandersi"

“ No, ma'am—at least—Mr. Dennison asked me to sa
that he had gone on to feich Aliss Arlington, and woul
{nrn and the master please meet them. Ha said you would

now whers,"

“ Yery wall." . ‘

The door closed softly, and Eva tﬁs.vq a little quick sigh.

Bo ghe and FPhilip were to be thrust into a téte-a-téte
drive after alll o hardly knew if she wers glad or
porry; she gave another long look at her reflection.

whits frock suited her exquisitely; the diamond
pendant, Philip had given her, gleamed on her white neck
—sho had dressed her hair more lam:!iv than wsual and
it curled softly about her’forchead and e gliving her
s very young appearance. She wondered if Philip would
recognise what dress it was'she was wearing.

Gnlliga.n would notice it, ghe knew—and then she felt
:hnhﬂ.:im of the thought, and turned swiftly away from

o gloss,

Bhe supposed Philip wa= ready and waitin e opened
hear door and went out on to the landing, and at the,same
moment Philip's door opened tes, nnd he appeared on
the threshold. A z

He was still in his ghirt-sleeves, with an expanse of
ghirt-front, and he held a black tis in his hand.

# Would you mind?" he hﬁgf:!l, then stopped, nnd &
little wase of emotion erossed his face. Hiz guick ayes
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had at a Ii.'méla glance taken in the beauty of his wife's
appearance, but af'er that first curious little flicker he

owed no eign of having noticed it. . .

“1 was going to ask you if you would mind tieing this
thing for me,” he said apologetically. " I can generally
mansge it myself, but my fingers seem all thumbs
to-night.”

He held the black tie to her,

“ T don't know ifdyuu mind," he said again. .

Eva's heart seemed to thrab somewhere 1n the region of
her throat, but she managed to answer I:ghtl:r-

“ Wot bt nll—I've often done it for father and the
boys.” Bhe took the tie from him. *1'm afraid you'll
have to stoop,’’ she said rather breathlessly.

Philip obeyed; he kept his eyes cast down, and Eva
fastened the tie into a not very successful bow,

It was the firet time he had ever asked even a small
gervice of her, and it gave her a eurious sence of intimacy
with him. She thought of the night when she bad put her
arms round his neck and kizsed him of her own accord,
and wondered what would happen were she to do it again;
the desire was go strong that she almoest bad to force her
bhands to her sides.

* There—will that do1" she asked.

“ Thanks’ He turned to move away and their hands
touched. Almost uneonseiously Philip’s fingers closed
about ber's—he looked at her with a little flash hali of
irnnﬁ, half sadnees in his eyes, then he bent and kissed
her hand,

He let it go almost immediately and turned away.

“ Do Jou remember when I waa last guilty of such an
offence 1" he asked lightly, ;

He went back to his room without waiting for an
answer, and Eva went on to the drawing-room and stood
looking down into the fire. :

Shaﬁn’ﬂ the hand which Philip had kissed in the folds
of her dress. Of course, he had meant nothing—nothing
.t all, she told herself with severity, but all the same——

¢ Ready "' he asked from the doorway.

He had finished the rest of hie toilet with amazing
quickness; he was climbing info an overcoat as he spoke,

" I've sent for a ta.xic:ﬂ:!,” he told her. 1 didu't feel
like driving the car to-night.”” He looked at her bars
arms and neck. ' Aren't you going to wear a cloak or
scnething 1 .

“ Yes, my coat.” He took it from her and helped her
into ita softness; they avoided each other’s eyes: there
was & sort of tengion in the air of which they were both
a |ittle afraid.
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Philip fdgeted round the room. He had a curiously
light-headed sort of feeling. He vondered if it was
becauss the room was rather warm,

71 wish that confounded cab would come " he said.

A bell rang. .

“ 1 expect that is it," Eva said., She tried to speak
composedly, but her racing heart-beats seemed to get into
her voice and make it breathless and uneven.

Philip turned. .

“ You'd better do your coat up,” he said jerkily. * It's
cold out. I—"" He broke off as their eyes met.

There was a little silence; them Philip took a step
towards her. ° Eva ''—he spoke her name hoarsely; he
balf-held out his hand, ]

“ My, Calligan " said the maid at the door.

Eva gave.a long sigh. Bhe said afterwards that che
felt as if someone had pushed her out of heaven as
Oalligon came smilingly into the room,

1t was not his fanlt, poor man! The arrangement had
been of Eva's own making, only she had forgotten it; but
ghe felt that she almost hated him as he came to her now,
sure of his welcoma.

Philip had gone into the hall. The taxi was at the
door, and he went out on to the path, bare-headed as he
was, and stood thers in the darkness.

He could have struck Calligan with pleasure, but he
was not sure that he did not owe him some gratitude.

He had been on the verge of making a fool of himaelf
once again, he supposed, and Calligan had prevented it.

He gat beside Eva in the taxi because Calligan insisted,
but he kept as far away from her sa possible, though the
conscipusness of her near presence went to his head like
wine, and the longing to touch her, to just lay his hand
on hers, was almost irresistible,

Onee the sudden swerving of the cab threw her lightly
against his arm, and he heard her laugh nervously in the
darkness. He wondered what she waa 't.hlnhn%: what
gort of a snubbing she would have dealt out to himp thi?
time but for Calligan’s timely interruption.

He could not guess from the way in which she talked
trivialities and kept up a fire of banter with his frien
that her heart was bleak with disappointment, or tha
she was merely riding in_a shabby, rather stuffy taxjoab
instead of the fairy coach with gn:flden wheels which for
one mad moment she had imagined was to enll at the figs
and carry her and Philip to the land where dreams come
true, . %

“1'm going to enjoy myself tonight,” she eaid
flippantly.
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“ ¥ hope TPeter hos ordered a good dinner—that soundas
greedy, I:E:»ean’t. it1" Bhe laughed. " I never thought the
time would ever come when I should look forward to what
I was going to eat, but it has! I wonder what it's a sign
pf—advancing age, do you think, Mr. Calligani”

“ Hunger, 1 should think,” he answered laughingly.
 Anyway, hera we are, go you won't have long to wait."

He got out Brat, and as he gave her his hand he EAW
her face in the liEht. from the big restaurant to which
they were going. She looked like a flushed, radiant child
who had been wakened from sleep by the kian of a fairy
prince.

She went on up the steps ahead of him, and he followed
soberly with Philip. .

Peter and Kitty were waiting for them, Peter looked
rather downcast—Hitty had not been kind; she had
blamed him for coming alone to fetch her—it looked so
absurd, she said pettishly; why could he not have waited
for Philip—and the othersl .

Her eyes went straight to Philip a8 he joined them;
Peter'n jealous saw s difference in the smile with
which she ted his brother-in-law. .

But for Callipan the dinner would have been a failure,
Peter was gilent and meody, Kitty drank a little too
much champagne and her laugh was a little too loud some-
times and her voics too shrill.

She sot botween Philip aod Peter, and the white
ghoulder with its too slender strap wnas nearly always
turned to Peter. She talked to Philip almoet exelusively,
and Calligan wondered that his friend could be =0 foolish
as to permit it. .

Ehe was not in the same street with Eva, he thought
with loyal indignation. Kitty might have a line of
ancestors that dated back to the Flood for all he knew or
cared, but her small, dolly pretiiness was as a rushlight
compared with the sunshine of the dear woman whom he

ed,

He woke from the reverie into which he had fallen to
hear Kitty say:

“ Do you remember the last time we were here, Phill
How long ago is it] Wa eat over at that fable in the
corner there. Do you remembsri And you bought some
pink roses—"" A

“ Because you asked for them, Miss Arlington, I'll be
bunnd,” Calligan struck in laughingly. ; :
ﬂﬂ:ﬁ:ltty turned on him angrily. Bhe did not like

1gan.

"1 have never been in the unfortunate position of
having to ask FPhilip for anything,” she said.



FOR LOVE 185

Eva bit her lip to hide its trembling. Her eyes sought
her hushand's, but he waa too intent on Kitty, and with
an effort she controlled herself.

Bhe was sorry for Peter. Her heart ached when she
locked at hia pale, sullen face. Ehe wos angry with
Philip. Bhe was used to -'n-ein¥ hurt by him, but now he
waa 1ncluding Peter too she felt 1J was more than she
could stand.

Ehe deliberstely deveted herself to Calligan, He was
ready enough to talkc to her, but to-night even his devotion
and n:ldmi.ra.iiun passed her by. Bhe lunged for the dinner
to end.

Would things have been sny different if Oalligan had
oot come? she wondered, What would Philip have said
to her that moment in the drawing-room had there been
no_interruption ! ] . .

Only once did she succeed in meeting his eyes, and then
the hard bitterness of them made her heart aagn

as he—oh, could he be jealous after all! But ha
looked away so quickly she could not be sure.

It had come on to rain heayily when they left the
restaurant, and thers was frouble in getting taxis

“We can't all go in one, that's very sure,” Calligan
eaid cheerily when only one was forthcoming. He looked
round at Peter. " ’s going in this!"” he asked.
“Will you, Mre. Winterdick i :

Eva moved a towards her hushand. It required
almost a physical effort for her to n'ima.k,

i E’hiliE--aha.ll we—will you—shall you and I—"

He looked down at her with dispassionate eyea.

“ No, that's not fair " he said, la.ufhmr; a little wildly,
t An old married couple like we are| I'm going te take
Miza Arlington if she will bave me . , ."

Rit.tf-;' laughed shrilly.

it Of eourss I wili—come along "' Bhe slipped a hand
through his erm. Eva had fallen back. Bhe waa
trembling 80 she could hardly stand. For & moment
everything swam dizzily befcre her eyes. Like one _in 4
dream sha saw Philip hand Kitty into the taxi—sawn' Peter
push Oalligan aside and follow them determinedly—and
the next moment the eab had whirled away, and and
Calligan were left alons in the wet, chilly night

CHOAPTER XXXV

“ Wger, that settlea it,” sald Calligan ruefully. iJe
looked duown st Eva, but sba had drawn the big collar of
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her coat closely round her throat and he could hardly see
her face, The rair was teeming down sgain, and splash-
ing u from the pavement in ministurs waterspouts.

. re'll be no chance of a cab yet, I'm afraid, Calligan
eaid, ‘* We'd better go back inside and wait.”

He put his hand through Eva's arm and drew her back
into wide lounge from which they had {pst come.

A good many people were in a similar plight; outside
in the street there was a perpetual blowing of whistles;
ecommiesionaires in ghiny mackintoshes dashed out into |
rain now and then to try and commandeer a passing
taxicab,

Eva had sunk down on one of the wide, soft lounges;
her mind was in a turmoil, her heart was throbbing with
wounded pride.

She had made her poor little overturs and it had been
repulsed; it only showad how little that kiss on her hand
had mean

Never again | never again | she told herself wildly; she
blamed_herself cruelly for having broken through her
determination even this once. Kitty did not seem to
matter so much—she hardly considered her—but the
deliberats snub from Philip had ecut her to the soul,

“TI've ordered more coffee,’” Calligan said, rajmmnﬁ
her. ** We may as well ba as comfortable as we can. It's
ueeless to think of going on for the present. Let ma take
your coat.” . . .

Eva unfastened it with etiff fingers and let him take it
from her; she leaned back against the cushions and tried
}:].u ghake off the feeling of faintness that was stealing over

Er.
Calligan's voica and kind eyes looked a long way off;
she struggled out of the sea of mists feeling col and
ghivering.

The hot coffee did her good—the colour stole back to
her cheeks,

# T wonder where the others have gone I Calligan said.
“ T pever thought to ask. . . ."”

“7 think they will probably go to our fiat,” Eva
anavf:!";ad. “ 7T heard Kitty tell Philip the would like to
m l "

“1 see. Well, Phil will know that you ars safs with

e,
“Yes" Bhe hated the thought of P'hilip showing Kitty
their home.
The one grain of comfort the could find lay in the know
ledtga that Petar was with them—poor Peter |
‘alligan had not seen what had happened outside; he
was blissfully unconscious of his companion's diutress.
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¥ What are you thinking about " he asked presently.
Ha looiked down at her with a littlJ smils

Bhe raised her eyes slowly to his face. .

1 waa just trying to—to make up my mind to some-
I;hmE "' ghe said.

" ‘:’al], what 18 tha difficulty? _:I'r.ll me and let ma
decide.”

Bhe turced her head away. .

" T ean't—because. . . ." Bhe laughed a little wildly.
" Well—becauss it's sbout you, you ree.”

* About me!" Ha sat staring straight ahead of him.
“ Well, if it's about me,"” he said lighily, * do exactly as
you would prefer—I mean, decide whichever way you fesl
t.hnt.%uu want to." .

“ You wouldn’t say that if you knew what it was,’ ghe
told him in & quivering voice,

‘" I ghould—whataver it was,' he answered steadily.
"T'm wyour friend—that iz my mission in life, I
often used to wonder what it really was—till I met

o,
you Feople say that friendship hetween a man and a
woman 18 impossible.™

“ Do they I He sounded unconvinced.  Wa muet ba
the exception that proves the rule then.” :

Bhas looked at him half fearfully. His voice had
gounded sincers and honest enough, and his eyes were quita
fteady as they met hers 2

“If I could only be sure—sure, . . ."" ehe ssid almost
in a whisper.

Sure that she was not going to irretrievably hurt him,
she meant. Sure that this last desperats throw which was
gll thers was left to her would not drag this man into the
whirlpool of unhappiness that seemed to be engulfing them

all.

“ Look here,” said Calligan simply. “ I don’t know
what you are worrying about or what is in your mind,
but—— " he laid his hand over hers, * If there is any-
thing I can do—anything that will be of the least usa to
you or help you—or—or make you the smallest bit happier
don't hesitate to make wusn of me. That's why I'm
here— ' .

He smiled suddenly, and for n moment his rather
ordinary face looked almost beantiful.

“ Honest Injun | " he said.

He pressed her hand hard for a moment, then roed
# '] just go and ses what the heavens are doing,” he said.

He came back in & moment. —__—

i Pouring cats and dogs,” he said cheerily. *' But I've
told the géntleman in the shiny mackintosh that we can’t
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wait any longer, and that it will pay him to see that the
next stray cab is ours, 50 we may hope.”
He sat down again beside her.
“ And is the great decision made? " he asked. ** And if
g0, mayn't I know what it 121 "
Bhe shook her hea
“ I'm afraid to teil you—Oh, please forget that I ever
enid anything about it.
“*¥ou mean that my friendship doesn’t count ¥ he asked.
“ 1 don"t understand.”
“ You mean that you don't trust me sufficiently to ba
able to tell me this—whatover it iaf ™
"I do trust you—I trust you more than anyone in all
the world."”
He held out I:u.a l:m.nd..
b Thr.n tell me’
orter approached.
e've got you & tnxi, gir. .
E'vs- rosa with & sigh of rehef ghe put on her coat
hurriedly.
Dut.a.adu, the rain had cbated; Callipan spoke to the
driver just as they started.
“ Drive round for half an hour.’'
“Why did sou tell him that? ' Eva asked an I:La took
his seat beside her. Ther will be wnndermg .
‘ They won't—they'll underatand,” Calligan answered
" And want to know what this is that you are afraid
to tell me,"
“I'm ashamed . . . you'll think so badly of me.”
“ Try me and ae,e e eaid, cnt.3f7
Ehe looked awa fmm him out of the window at tha
soaking street and darkness, and it seemed to her thab
thia waa the Iast chance she would ever be given. EShe
ha.d hung!e& everﬁhinf so badly bofore—she could nob
GPH to p;o on getting resh chances again and again.
Wall—I"m wnitmg, Callipan sni
Bhe turned to him with sudden abandon.
* Yeu haven't ever loved anybody, have ynu'l " ghe gaid,
# Not dreadfully, I mean—not so that you can't elecp for
wanting them, or forget them for a single moment .
nok 1uu that nothing else in &ll the world matters—have
Fou ]
There was a little silence.
”Wn!] ﬁerhn.pa not,” he admitted. " Go on, . . .M
think I've got to tel Fﬂ"-” E'ha sn:d, w:!:l];p' “I

I‘l

think 1f I don't tall someone soon I 51; G
yru won't ever tell anyone, will you, HI‘ 111511'11 ‘fw II
oever let-anyons knaw—;pmm1u me |

“ There is no need for me to prnm:n*—hut- I will” He
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was holding her bands now, though he did not remember
having taken them, or she having gsen them into his
clasp, but the firm grip was somehow comforting, and her
voice was o little gquieter when she apoke, )

“ It's—Philip ! That's how I love him! TI've tried not
to—I've tried everything, arnd I should die if I thought
he knew, but—but I ean’t bear it an¥ loncer, so I've gob
to n.skinau to help me. He never cared for me—but you
know t! You've always known it, only you were such
& dear, you pretended not to. Oh, I know you did!” as ha
would have spoken. * And now he's going away—ha's

ing' to leave me—and I can’t bear it—I can’t bear it—
Ffam t1" Her voice rosa léy‘st&r_i:mll ; ehe rocked herself
to and fro in & passion of despair. ow she had let her-
self go, now ebe had opened the long pent-up store of
suffering, it scemed to be carrying her away with it. The
toara rained down her face, sobbing ghook her from head
to foot.

Calligan 'keﬁt her hands closzly in his. Once he raised
them and held them for s moment againgt his lips, but
ghe hardly realised it, and presently her passion spent
itself and she lay back exhausted. : )

There was & little silence; then Calligan said with
infinita gentleness:—

“ And now tell me what you want me to do.” )

He had oot asked & singla azut.mn; had given no sign
of what he was feeling. A little emothered sob broke from
the girl at his side.

“Yon'll think I am mad if I tell you—but it's my only
chanee, There's only two months—perhaps not so much,
and then he'll be gone, and if he iﬂ-a!. e g

“ You mean Philip? Where is he goingl™

** He said Rhodesia—hs eaid nothing was settled, but I
know it is—I know it is, and he won't fzll me."

Calligan released her hand aﬂ.dden]ly; he let down the
window with a run, letting In the cool, wet air.

“ That's better,” he said; he nha.t‘iiged his eeat to one
opposite her. For a moment he had felt as if he wern
;:.i]_ing- blind fury againet Philip bad gripped him like
a live thing.

“ One minote,”” ha said geptly. * Tell me—if this is
true—] hate to ask you-rbut ... why did Philip—

w L )

hlf;?&“-:m mean why did he marry me?"” Bhe drew a hard
breath, "I can't tell you thal—it isn't my eecret. . . .
I ean't ever tzll anyone.” 4

“Very well. I didn't mean o be curious. And noy
¥you B ia poing away. Why1"

" T don'’ know—unless—oh, 1 suppose he finds it fmpes-
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sibls to go on living with me—I suppose he does. He hates
the flat—he hates vondon . . . sometimes . . . Bometimes
I think he hates me, too.”

M e

Bhe gave a little choking Ix.ut{,;h.

“ I suppose I haven't any pride, or T should let him
and not carel But'l can't. I want him to stay, Mr.
Calligan—I can’t go on living without him. You don’t
know what it is to care for anyone ns much sa I do for
him. I wieh I didn't—oh, I°d give anything if I didn't.”
Bhe caught her breath sebhingly, * But I shall never ba

sbla to change that—till 1 die . . . and 8o , . , I thought
perhape—if you. . . "
“ ¥You mean that you want me-tv speak to him—to. .
“No no H

" I'm sorry,” said Callizan humbly. “I'm afraid I'm
very stupid. Don't be afraid to tell me—I'll do it, what-
ever it is . . .7

Eva hid her face in her hands. Bhe had never belioved
that she could ever bring herself to do this thing, and yet
now, somehow, it seemed a small price to pay in order to
gain_her desire,

“I think . .. once or twice I have thnught- T 1
was—jealous—of guu,” she said in a broken whisper, "1
hope you won't be Ehgri’ I know, of course, that thers
never was any need for him to mind—but—I thought—if
you wouldn't mind just letting him think that you liked
me—more than you—really—do, I mean|” er voice
died away in n shamed .whlﬁher.

Calligan sat very still ¢ knew what she was askin
of him, and for & moment he wondered dully if she has
even the faintest conception of what it meant to him,

He leaned over and touched her,

“ There must be no mistake my dear,” he said 1
wrnt to belp you—but first . . . will you make sure—sure
that Philip—that you are not-mistaken in what you think1
Have you ever sald anything to him. 1 There may be some

reat, misunderstanding between you. I have known

hilip for years, He's a good, straight chap . . . " Tt
cost him an effort to say it, but he knew it was only just
“ You ought to give him every chance—to meet him—if
neccssary—more than half-wry., . . Don't misunderstand
mr—"" pa she gave a little shiver.

‘{t- seemed a long time before the answered,

‘I've done everything- everything,' she said brokenly.
Ehe thought of the several poor littls overtures that had
80 woafulrf'v miscarried—the nots he had never answered—
uer appeal this evening, and it seemed to her that all doors
were closed to her save this ons
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Calligan was turning things over il], his mind, trying
to sort them ount. .

Of himself he did not think at all; he enly wanted to
do what was the best for Eva, He would have given hia
right hand any d:s to know that she was happy.
Indignant as he had been with Philip, he had never
gﬁlﬂﬁﬁﬂ_ that the very heart of the trdgedy lay in the fact
that this girl loved him so passionately.

“Of courss, you—you despise me, don’t youl!" ehe
asked in a whisper.

" Despise youl "' He almost laughed. He lat the window
down and calling to the driver, told him to go back to
the flat. Then he turned to Eva ﬁézam, .

i Listen,” he said gently. *° And try not to misunder-
stand me. I'm much older than you. 1 want you to be
hapﬁ:y more than anything else in the world—maore,
perhaps, than you will ever know. But this—this—thing

QU are kuggcs!.tf. You haven't thought where it might
fﬂa&, have you! [ am not thinking of myself—there's no
nead to—but I'm thinking of you—and Philip. . . . You
may be wrong and he may care for you all the time. If
80, anything—anything else may lead to & final estrange-
ment. I want to help you, and if you think it's any good,
what you l:;ﬁ:gmt, well, I'm with you all the way. But
thtak“'i:.“ risk. . . . Tha question 18, ought I to et you

a i »r

“ Tt can make no difference, I ean't lose more than T
have done already. Oh, Mr. dn]ligu.n. can't you eee thet
it’s the only hope I have! Other women have done it—
I've heard of it often . . . "

Callipan smiled rather sadly.

“In ks’ he asked.

" And in real §ife, too,” she insisted excitedly.  Affer
all, thera's ne risk to, anyone but me.”

éha tried to read his face, bilt it was too dark

" Mr, Calligan!'' cthe saill pleadingly.

He roused himself with a stifled sigh. 2

“Very well . .. I'll agreé on one condition. You
munt think it over for to-night—give him another chaseo

. and then . . . . then . ., if to-merrow . , ," Ha
could not go on.

The taxicab stopped outsids the flat and Calligan opencd
the: door,

“ Bhall T coma in1" he acsked.

Bhe laughed nervousty.

“ Oh, plensal " .

Bhe waited while he paid the driver: as he furned tn
her again she asked him a timid question.

“ Do h;ak as if I have been cryingi ™
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e glanced at her and hurriedly away agaln,

" Only a little—go and bathe fuu: eyes , . M

Eva escaped to her room quickly; she could hear Kitty's
shrill laugh in the drawing-reom, and Philip’s voice.

Bha took off her coat and hastily bathed her eyes; her
pulses wera jumping and she had to wait for a moment
to calm herself; when at last she went to the drawing-
room ehe was greeted by Kitty—

! Bo you have come at last! We were beginning to
think you and Mr. Callizan had eloped.”

Philip was etanding by the mantelghelf, and through
the glass above it he eaw the quick way in which his wife
locked at Calligan.

“ Wa to wait for the rain,” Eva said. “ We went
back to the lounge and had some more coffee, Thers wers
ever 50 many other peopla waiting, too—it was a dreadful
business to get & taxicab.”

Her voice sounded a little mechanical,

Eitty laughed.

“ It must bave been,"” she snid dryly. Bhe threw away
the cigarette she had been smoking and roze. * Well, now
you have come I must go home. My people will ba won-
der:mi what on earth haa happened to me."

i *en:'a no hurry,” Eva protested. *' 1t must be guite

early.’

lﬁttr walked across the room and pointed to the clock.
:;H!n.lg;put one my dear| That's the time,” she salu,

rvly.

Thers was a little silence. Philip laughed.

Eva had flushed from chin to brow.

“Oh, but that can’t be right—surely? . . .Peter!™

“ Yea it is," said Peter. * You'd better put your coat
on, Kitty. . . . I'll taks you home™

va followed Kitty from the rocm. Her whole body

felt fluehed with ehame. Bhe avoided Kitiy's searching

ayes,
"y h.ad"nn idea it waa so late,” she said, “I am so

BOTTY-——

"ﬁr dear, there's no need to apologise,” Kitty assured
her, liihl-l{’, “ I think Mr. Calligan 1a charming."

The hot blood rushed to Fva's face,

“1 don't know what you waean|™ she began, angrily,
then nt.npl:mi ;

£ fter nll, was not this what sha wished them to think?
Y hat ehe wished Phil&lp to think? She forced a laugh,

“Well, T had no ides it was so late, certainly ]’ ehe
Faid, lightly. .

Calligan made an effort to leave with Kitty and Peter,
bat Philip stopped him; he might be suffering torments
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of jealouey, but he would rather have died now than allow
Cn]lh on Lo guess it. ;

" Nonsense—you must have a drink first,” he said.
" Pater will be baclt direetly, you must stay. Ewva, tell
him he must utu.s

Eva pretendsd not to hear; already in her heart the
pendulum hed swung back, and sho waas telhnﬁ herself
that she could never go on with t'hm ing; she was con-
sumed with shame whenever she looked at éallxg,n.n

o Kitty had gone she followed the two men back
into l;.hn drlwmg =TI CROMIL.

o Well e everyone has nn]uyed ﬂ'lﬁ evening as
much 88 I havn, ' Philip uaid i pnnf.d? He was mixin
I nly. * Poor ol

Wh]ﬂk’{ soda. He laughed sud
If n.n;nrhn-dy was the ndd man out, I am afraid it
Ha-:.h g ..." Hisvoice was a littls loud, and his face

u

“For which he has you to thank,” Eva said quickly.

Bhe would have given her life to recall the words 28
soon 2s they were spoken; sho clenched her hands in her
lap and waited for the burst of Emasmn which ghe was
gure wonld come from Philip, but he only laughed apgain,

" The pot musta't call the kettle black, you know,” he
eaid md1:I”fe1'nt=.:mt.]:;r “ And, after =11, it's ‘ for one night
nnjlgvv s I'm gﬂmg to .ﬁ.fslar to-murNW'

a tried to speak no words would pass her lips;
gl just sat and stared at her hushand,

Bhe had never seen him look o exmt.ed ghe thought—or
go lovable, her heart added in aching farenthcsm, he
raised his tumbler and lmkad. at her w:t mocking eyes.

" Well—here's luck | "' he said careless

u;t;ipdwl Why are you going to J&p ay'l " Calligan
B

His pallor waa in strong contrast to his friend’s flushed
fum_; ha looked like & man who was undergoing some ssvera

Ph].l]p refilled his glass hefore he anawered.
LS srummed the mater to go down for the week-end,"
carelessly. I want to tell her sbout Rhodesia,

E\rn closed her eyes for a moment.

# 1 thought you told me you hadn't decided anything,"
Bhnr.au.n ed to say at last.” Philip just glanced at her.

I hadn't—then. . . ."" He turned to ﬂull]gan Nt
:ﬂgﬂm Eva has told you abovt Faulkner's offer 7™ hy

“ Bhe gaid something—ryer. But, of course, you 'ro not
mmuti My dear Philip, it's—it's absurd] "

“Ja it I'm going, all the same™

a
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“But why ip the world!” Calligen protested

desperately,
hilip lawthed,

“ Now, I should have thought iml.l would approve of it,"
he said. * You wers always a globe-trotter, You used to
tell me that I stayed at home too much.”

“ Yeou, but now . . "

“*Now is the appointed time,” Philip interrupted,
flippantly, :

‘“Have another Seotch? Mol All right.”

Calligan ross from his chair,

"iWell. I['ll be saying good-night,” he said stiffly.
You'll be wanting to make an early start to-morrow, Mra.
Winterdick."

“ Why don’t you call her 'ﬁ] her Christian pamel "
Phi!i? asked boisterously. *“ She won't mind, and I'm
sure I don't.” :

Eva had risen, too. BShe was as white as her wedding

ress,

“I'm not going to Apsley to-morrow, Mr. Calligan,”
ghe maid clearly. * Philip 18 going alone. I wonld far
rather etay here.” .

“ There's 8 compliment for youl' DPhilip eaid,
reaklessly.

Calligan swung round.

“ Phalip,"" he egan hars!:t]g, but Philip Dnlﬁ' laughed,
gl ulF:.i ‘'owl] I'm only joking," he said. P let Eva
gee Calligan to the door. As they feft the room they heard
him break into the rollicking chorus of a song.

Callipan looled at Eva, and suddenly she covered her
face with her hands—

“You see—"" she said faintly. He caught her hand.

“ Give him another chance—give him another chance,”
he said. He went away, shutting the.door behind him.
Eva stood for o long moment where ho had left her,
Another chanee! Ah, but hs did not want it! He had
no use for her. Bhe did not count in his lifa at all; he
made all his plans independently of her wishes; she
wuldnn more to him than any other woman in the
world—

But Calligan’s voice rana urgently in her ears—"' Give
him another chance—give hiia another chance.”

Ehe roused herself with an effort and went back to the
driwing room. Philip—"

“ Do -yuu—-would you rather that I came fo Apsley with
=ou to-mprrow 1™ It cost her o tremendous efort to moke

the overtura.
Philip turned round and faced her
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""'Enmu"i! you like,” he eaid uslml,ly. “PBut it's not

Decesnary.
Bhe mads a last effort.
" 1 thought perhaps your mother would think it strange

if you
He laug&:d discordantly.
“ Oh, don't worry about that., Ivean explain things.

I con tell her that as Peter was hers . . .

* Yery well."” Bhe waited a moment, more becnuss sha
was afraid to trust her steps rather than from any desire
to prolong the interview; then with an effort she turned
to the door: * Good-night.”

Philip did not answer, .

She walked on, her head held erset. She went into her
room and shut the door. Bhe stood for o moment looking
before her with blank eyea.

" I've given him his chance,’" she saird aloud.

But even now, with her heart almost broken, she longed
to po back to him. Onece her fingers aven closed on the
door handles to turn it, but she foreed them away again.
“ He doesn't want you—you little—fool | ** ghe told herself
ﬂnrmx;y. . .

“ You've got to get used to being without him, so start
from now, start from to-night.” ;

Though ehe had not uicntrn& to do so, she fell into a
heavy sleep as goon 2 her head touched the pillow. When
gnn woke it was broad daylizht and Manders was drawing
tha eurtaine back,

Eva started up.

" Ty it lated Pum:n to have elept o heavily.™

Manders smiled sympathetically.

“ Tt's past ten, ma-am—I wanted to wake you, but the
master wouldn't let me. He iold me to say that he'd
write."

Eva caught her breath,

“ ¥You mean—he's gone

 Yps, ma'am.”

Sha lay back on the pillows*wenkly. :

Gona! Without a word of good-bye! And Calliguh had
begged her to give him another chance,

11"

CHAPTER XXXVI

Eva lunched alone. Peter had pone out enrly and laft
word that he did not know when he should be back, Eva
eighed wearily, Bhe supposed that last night would makyd
more trobble betwesn Peter and Kitty. She knew that
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Peter had been seething with rage and jealousy all the
evening.

Thnm%ll.t seemed very quiet without Philip. After lunch
ghe went into the library and looked round wiih desolate eyes.

One of Philip's pipes with the sshes still in the bowl
lay on the mantelshelf. A tweed coat of his was tossad
across & chair-back. A letter which he had commenced and
left unfinished still Ia{, on the blotter. Eva went across
and looked at it. It bepan: " Dear Mother . . . Bhe
wondered what Mrs. Winterdick would say when Philip
arrived alone,

After all, it did not much matter. Things could Nﬂi
get worse a8 time went on, till soon +here would be no nee
of explanation.

And—Culligan! Bhe thought of him apathetically.
What would he do now! Did he intend to take seriously
what ehe had asked of him last night! The memory of her
words no longer made her cheeks burn. Ehe did not know
whether ehe still wanted to struggle to win her hushand's
love. Dut she did want to distract herself, to try and
emother her own acute unhappinesa. | -

Peter cams in whils ehe was wandering round Philip’s
room, He looked rather pale and constrained. o
avoided bis sister's eyes. )

He had had lunch, he said—with Kitty, he added, with
& note of defiance.

Eva eaid mthing, snd suddenly he broke ont:—

it What on earth possessed Philip last night? If I
didn’t know I should have thought he had been drinking."

Hia sister's cheeks flamed.

¥ What do you meant ™ she nsked quinﬂ{,

Ha began to bluster. He looked wvery like his father
at that moment.

“ What do I mean! You know very well what I mean |
The way he treated Kitty—he—he made things abominable
for her! What could she do? I—I was angry with her
this morning, but I can see now that it was not really her
tault. She explained the whole thing to me."

Eva s lips carled bitterly.

“ What did che explain!  she asked.

“Why—=all the iomfnmls'g' that went on,” he said
roughly. " I wouldn't have believed it of Philip—it
it wns mn insult to you besides being—being must
et arrassing for Kitty, 1 suppose I ought to have enid
scmething at the time, but with you there. , . ."

Eva laughed. )

" You need not trouble about me, my dear,” she snid.
* Bay what you like to Philip—I promise notf to object
or interfere,
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He stared ot her. .

" What—what the deuce is the matter with you twol™
be nsked at last in bewilderment.

Bhe shr d her shoulders.

“ Matter| Nothing! We've only agreed to go our own
and separate ways. It seems to me that most married

la coma to it sconer or later. I'erhaps we've coms &
ittle sooner than most. . . "

“ But . . . but you were g0 keen on him1 I knew you
WAL lan'g befor fore . . ." He broke off in dismay.
“ Wermn't sou, Bonniel " he asked.

Bhe could not meet his eyes.

1 thought I was—put it that way," she said as lighﬂﬁ
a3 she could. " We all make mistakes. I only hope you'
profit by mine, Feter dear—"

Ha In.ulghsd rather self-consciously.

“Oh 1 shall be all right,” he said awkwardly. "1
didn's anderstand how things were until Kitty explained.
But now I know it was Philip's fault.”

Eva opened her lips to say something sbout Feather-
stome, but she cluw:{ them again resolutely. After all,
what was the use! .

Peter wos watching her uneosily.

“ Where s Philip1 " ha asked suddenly,

Bhe answared withont looking at him. .

“ He's gons home—to Apsley.” Bhe laughed, with a
little hysterical nots in her voice. * Tsn't it penerall
the wife who runs home to her mother!’ ghe aske
fippantly. ™ I'm afraid we've done it the wrong way."

%pem caught her by the shoulders ag eha was leaving the

TOOm.
I" 'Ein!:mnia, are you? What are you going to do here—
alonet "

“T'm not salone.' s Bhe tried to wriggle free of him.
" There's you—and Mr. Calligah.”

“ Calligan!”" said Peter, ‘wrathfully.

Bha raised burning eyes. .

#Well] What have you got to say about him1 ™

Peter coloured, 2 )

7 Nuf.hi_:j_g\-'-—.&t least . . . I used to like the chap, but
mw & & %

“ But now| " she echoed, as he paused. ™ You mean
that you've changed your mind? Oh, well, it doesn't
mattar. I like him very much, however.”

PE‘Etlﬂ let her go. is youug face was full of honest
trouble.

He loved his sister, and his heart was torn befween love
for her sad loyalty to Eitty.
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Kitty had been very clever that morning because it
suited her not to quarrel with Peter for the moment, Bhe
disarmed him at the start by carrying the war into the
enemy’s camp. :

“ You were horrid last night," she said. * How could
you hehave as wyou did, Peter? I never was so
unhappy . . ."

Peter waa utterly taken aback.

“ Unhappy | " he stammered. He had thought he had
had the monopoly of that partivolar emotion.

Ehe nodded—her golden liead against his shouldar.

“¥Yes . . . you never spoke to me—r:ru hardly looke
at me—you let that dreadful Philip make love to me. . ."

*“ B you did | ™ Her voice was muffled. * What eould
I do! You looked on and apparently did not care. I
thought—I thou%hr. the only thing left to do was for me
to pretend that [ didn't care either.”

o made her look at him. .

“ ¥You mean that you would rather have heen with me

Bha put her arms round his neck. Bhe had always
found it a most succossful method nfgst:t.lmgi’a.n argument.
And afterwards, when Peter waa trying to think it all out
it geemed to him that the whole thing had died a natural
death in kisses and feolish words,

But,_now, after having seen Eva, he was not so sure.
If Philip had paid Kitty exaggerated attention, she, too,
had not seemed at nll disinclined to receive it. And, much
as he loved her, now he was away from her immediate
Lrlzﬂuznm, Teter realiged that she had not been free from

A,

It worried him, too, that Philip should be his sister’s
hueband. Dash it &ll, the man had mot played the gamel
He wizhed Philip had been here, sn that he could have
had the whole thing out®*with him in once and for all,
Why on earth did he want to go racinghnﬂ to Apsley ! And
without Bonnis, too! And_ with that chap Calligan
hanging round! He scowied—wasn't Calligan a white
man, vither? He had been so sure of them both, these two,

“1'm going to a theatrs with Mr. Calligan, to-night’,!:
Eva told him when they were having tea together. 8
met his eyes defiantly as she gpoke, and Peler pole-red
a.nxmua!ty_ ;

i Well, can't T come, too—and bring Kitty ! "' he asked.

Bose shook her hend.

“We've only ot two geats, We'll go together another
ni{:ht. You won't mind1 " )

" That isn't the point,” be said grufiy, * Yon—you've
ne right Lo be racing about with Calligan. I T'd eonly



FOR LOVE 199

been married such a little {ime ss y2u and Philip, I'd
break another man's head for even suggesting taking my
wife out without me."

Eva laoghed till the tears came into her eyes. The
thought Philip being sufficiently jealous of Calligsn
to want to bresk his head struck her as decidedly funny.

““There's no harm in gﬂmg to' & theatra with Mr,
Calligan,”’ ghe said lightly. '* We've got two stalle—not
even a box. Bo you see it's all very proper.”

“It's not proper at all,” Peter declared angrily.
Y What in_the name of all that’s holy has come over you
Bonnia1 You'ra so ﬂ1p§mnt and cynical sometimes
hardly recognise you-—"

Eva turned her head away. .

T hardly recognise myself sometimes,” she snid with
& guick gigh. " That's marriage, I suppose! You'll find
it out when your married, Peter.”

“It's mll rot! " he insisted. ** You're not the sort to
bave changed like this without some big reason . . . Eva

romember your weddm?-da?—up on the landing,
just before 1ﬂm.'l and Philip left , . ."

Bha ross hurriedly. ) i

*1 don't remember anything. I hate looking back! I
want to look on all the time! Den't preach, Peter, there's
8 dear. It's all right—there's no harm st all in my going
put with Mr. Calligan—-"

“ And I eay there is! " Peter almost shouted. Ha was,
red in the face and his eyes blazed,

His sister stared at him. :

“1 don’t know what you mean," she said suddenly
quist. * W‘l(:l.}y is there harm—in what way do you mean
.+ - . Mr, Calligan—"" i

“ Calligan's in love with f"Dll, that's why,"” Peter said
rnruqi:.]r. “T1 may 'be a fool, but I could sce that—ages
ago.”

He turned nw&z as he spoke. He was younger than Eva
and he and his brothers hag always been accustomed to
regard her aa a sort of second mother; it struck him aa
terrible presumption on his part to have dared to call
her to account at all. A

He might have felt justifed had he seon the tell-tals
cepJur that rushed to her face.

After a moment she managed to laugh.

“ Well, of course, if yon wi]l be so perfectly abswd "
ghe said. )

Peter did not answer, and she followed him to the
window and slipped & hand through his arm.

“ Don't grodge me my friends,” ehe said, * I haven't
many—ahd Mr. Calligan . . "
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“ Culligan isn'v & friend—if Philip can't ses what's
ing on, be's either blind or . . . Well—perhaps I had
tter not say any more,’”’ he added grimly.

“ No, I ghouldn’t” the told him lightly. * You're a
dear old thing, but there’s no need for fll this melodrama,
Really ] I know what I'm doing, and ... and—there
you arel * gha finished lamely.

Peter asked a last question. X

" You still mean to go with him to-night?”

" Dertainly.” ) :

He stuck cut his chin in his father's obstinate way.
“ Very well,” he said darkly..

He walkad out of the room feeliLg very upset. He was
not at all sure that he ought not to wire to Philip. He
hated to think that perhaps PPhilip did not care. FPerhaps
if he spoke to Calligan himself, . . . but be dismizsed
that as an impossible plan; after all, Calligan had done

nothing |

o Il%nl]imm calling for yout " he nsked Eva st dinner,

Bhe had been particularly gay and bright, much more
#o than he had ever seen her when her husband was
Eralenh It made him sick to think that perhaps this was

ow all romance ended—in disillusionment and mutual
indifference,

Ehe was wearing a frock he had not scen bafore—FPetar
was always quick to notice a woman's clothes—and it
soemed to him to make thinga a thousand times worse.
Bonnie was not at all the sort of girl to dress up for any
man unless she particularly wanted to interest him.

“0f vourse, Ee is,” she answered laughingly, * Did
ou think I was going to call for him1" She looked at
in glﬂﬂmj’ face, and euddenly she leaned over, laying a

hand on his arm, ¥ Peter, will you feel any better 1f I
tell you that I asked Mr. Calligan® to take me—that it
wasn't his idea at all? ™ ;

" You asked him1 Rubbish1?”

“ T did, honour bright! T got the tickets and 'phoned
to hir this morning."

“ But why—why in Heaven's namei " he aeked blankly,

Bhe shrageed her shoulders.

" Why does anvone do ansthing! " ehe asked.

Peter pushed his plate away.

“ ¥ think you're bewitched,” he said,

“ A 11" Bhe pushed bar hair back with a little weary
geature. .

“ Look here,” said Peter swiftly, " I'm your brother,
rad if there's going to be any nonsense I shall write to
Philip. . . . Yoo know whn_t. the Winterdicks are -if thara

ehonld be eny scandal—:"
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Bha flushed anprily and her nostrils dilated.

“0Oh, I know! Bay it! Bay it!™ she defled him.
“ There's never been geandal attached to the women
of Philip's family yet—I've heard it all before!" Ehe
langhed shrilly, rising to her feet as the door openad.

alligan entered.

“ Pater and I are having a friand}y aguabble,' she told
him with & langh, * I'm eo glad you've come—] was being
unmercifully bullied. . . . I'm quite ready.”

CHAFTER EXXVII

Ir was about two o'clock on an asutumn afternoon when
Philip reached Apsley. 'The couniry was luukiﬂ; ita
loveliest, he thought; up there in London he had almost
forgottan how pood the ficlds and hedges emelt, and what
lorious tints of red and yellow the artist hand of early
ber eould paint into & landscape. He had not told
them at home that he would be coming, so there was
nehody to meet him. He left his suit-case at the statio
and set off to walk to the nghwn} House. Hea waa gl
to be back again—he expanded his lungs and drew a deep
breath of the fresh eountry air. Until this moment he had
not realissd how heartily he detested London ; his thoughta
fow shead to the hunting—the gallop over fields and
ditches—and the wild, exhilarating ru through the cool
air.

Tha old * Guv'nor "’ would not bs hera this year! The
thought brought = cloud to his brow; so many thin
geemed to have gone out with his father—the whole world
seemed to have turned uﬁutda down since that sunny
morning when he married Eva Dennison.

He wondered whal she was doing and if she had been
sven faintly hurt because It had not said good-bye to her.
The thought of last night made him ashamed. He knew
he had made & fool of himsek with Kitty Arlington, ard
it ssemed all the worse because he had no spark of feelin
of any kind left for her. He supposed that Peter h
baen mad, too| The ghost of a smile crossed his face at
the gemembrance of his broshbr-in-law’s black looks! Poor
oli Patar! It had been rather hard that, though he had
paid the piper, he had not been allowed to call the tune.

Ho took & short cut across some fields to avoid phia
through the village; he got a glimpse of the Dennisohs
house through some trees on the right, and for the first
time it occurred to him that they mliaght think. it stran,s
ba *had Yoma home without Eva. o had arrangsd an

G
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excuss to give his mother, but old Denmison bad not
hitherto entered into his ealculations,

Ho ehrugged his shoulders and turned in at the gates
of the Highway House. A couple of hia fathar's Airedales
came bounding from the stables as they heard his atep.
They barked vocilerously when he spoke to t.hem.&umpmg
up and pawing him in an excess of delight; they ran
aﬂesu:l of ﬁim to the housa uttering little cries of welcome.

FPhilip's face glowed. It was worth staying away for a
few weeks, after all, since it made him appreciate the old
place like this. Ie went round to a side door which waa
always kept open and let himself into the house quietly;
then he walked to the foot of the staircass and called to
his mother. . .

“ Philip 1 * There was a littla ery of delight, and tha
next moment she was in his arme,

Presently ehe held him off and looked into his face with
fond, tear-dimmed eyes.

“ Phil! Oh, my dear boy! Why didn't you tell me Eﬂ'ﬂ
wers coming i—I'd have met you—or sent the car, h,
it is good to see you again! And Eva . . " He felt that
;hu !pu;]ed beyond him to the empty hall, and he answered

urriedly— ; :

" Bhe hasn't come; Peter's steying with her, a0 I left
them to do & round of the theatres, She's coming down
for the week-end or something.” He made a comical little
grimace. " You mean that I'm not welcome alonef ™

“ My darling boyl" Bhe kissed him again, theugh
there wae a little note of anxicty in her voree. * But I
wish you had brought her, FPhil—I should like to have
geen her, DBesides . . . won't J:mpia think it strange,
denr! You've only been married such a littls time! "

FPhilip frowned.

“ What does it matter what people say! It's such
twaddle , . . "

Bhe releasod him slowly,

" One has to mind what people eay, whether it’s teaddle
cr not,” the said with' a 1ittle wavering smile. ** Besides

e 'PhiE, do you know that your father and I were never
separated for one single day? He mnever wenbk away
without me. And I . . . well, of courss, T never wishad
to o away withont him."'

Philis anghed rather constrainedly.

 And very nice, too,” he said. ‘' Bubt—things are
4.ff ‘rent now, you know, mother. DBPesides—everything'a
all right—Eva could have coms_if she liked. She's got
Peter there. Bhe eaid she wonld rather stay with him.”

Mrs. Winterdick knew Philip too well te argua with
him, and she saw that he looked haraseed and vuhappy.
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“1f1 could nn!g have seen Bva,” shq thought. Bhe felb
now that che eould have epoken to Eva frankly. Ehe had
often wished since they left the Hiphway House that she
had done so before,

But ¢he wos glad fo have Philip home. They went tha
round of the gardens together, her hand through Philip's
arm and sometimes his arm round ber waist.

“ QOuite like old times—eh, mother? ™ he asked onee
But he knew that he did not mean that; he knew that
they could never even attempt to turm back the Page.
Wherever he was‘hn-nd whatever he was doing now, it was
of his wife that he constantly thought, Where was shel
What was she doingi .He wished now that he had not left
her, He hated to think of her at the flat without
him; hated to think that no doubt Calligan was
there, tgo.

When they got back to the houss he went to the stu
to write to her. e began o dozen sheets and tore them
up. He had pever written her a letter in his life. How
did a man begin to write to 8 wife who was indifferent to
him? he wondered. He was sitting there biting the end
of his pen when Mr, Dennison was announced.

Philip felt himself getting red.

Mr. Dennison came in smiling, with outstretched hand.

“ My dear boy ! Why didn't you let us know you wers
goming? I only heard by chanee just now in the village.

omeone saw you ot the station this morning. Well, I
up:l ;ir_::lighted to see you. And Eval Where's my little

ir
B She isn't here— " Philip wondered why in the
world he could not epeak more maturally. ** Peter's u%a.t-
the flat, and they wanted to do a few chows. I—or—I had
to run down on business. I shall only be here a day or
so. She’ll come dovin if I stay om, of course , , . I—er—
I'm sorry if you're disapoointed, sir,” he added lamely.
“ Oh, well—'" Mr. Dennison shrurﬂ;m:l_ his shoulders,
“1f that's how it is, I suppose it's & ruEht-l Wonder

ou liked to be parted so soon, though—eh 1" He gave'a
ittle chuckle. * Now I dare say you'd be surprickd if 1
told you that my wife and I have never becn ssparated for
a day, wouldn't yout”

D’nyﬂip cleared his throad, He ¢ould find no words.

“ It's a fact, all the same,” the old man went on with
& sort of pride. * And net a bad thing, either . . .  But
thera | supposs ¥You Youdg peopls run your Jliyea
differently.” e paused. He scemed struck by Philip's
gilense. ** Everything all right—eh?" he asked with a
ghade of anxiety. ;

Philip roused himeelf with an effort.



204 FOE LOVE

" Ob—er—oh yez " he said lamely. * Of courss, every-
thing’s all right."” :

“Geed! ™ Mr, Dennison s‘lnpﬁcd him on the back,
“ You know, Philip—I've been rather worried, just mow
and now—about—well, about [EE..’ little girl . .M
He blew his nose vigorously. ° I feel rather guilty about
my share in—well, you know!| After all, she's my onl
daughter, and o father nltura.ﬂs' likea to feel that his gir
is happily married. . . I should— "' Ha hesitated. -]
looked at Philip with a sort of pathos in his keen :‘Vﬁ
“ T should liks to feel that—well, that you were fon
har, too, you koow,"” he added with dificnlty. .

Philip almost langhed. Fond of her | That was a mild
way of putting it. He looked his fother-in-law steadily
in ace,

* 1f we could have things all over again, I would chooss
Eva befors any other woman in the wor?a," he said with
convineing sincerity.

CHAPTER XXXVIII

It was after diomer the same night that Philip told his
mother the real object of his visit. )

They were in the drawing-room; Mra Winterdick
knitting as usual and Philip roaming restlesely round the
Toom.

The piano was closed to-night; thers was no one to play
and Mrs. Winterdick had just remarked how she wished
Eva had been there. ;

T never get any music now,'” she said mournfully.

Philip glanced at the piano and away again; it seemed
only yerterday since he had tried to kisa his wife in this
very room; his heart seemed to be stored with bitter
memories like that. B

He went over to where his mother sat: he spoke without
looking at her. . )

% 1), you remember asking me—once—in this very room
._‘%:iw—hm thi.?ﬁ,' l;:d tgi:mf‘ -:]:eq'l” be asked jerkily.

8 nesdlps stopped clicking.

T Pkl ¥

" Well, Mater, they're rotten! They're—they're &
thundering sight woree than—than m;thinF Fou CAN &ver
irrayine . . . I—that's why I'm here . . .’

“Yes, Phil."” Bhe put one white band on his arm with
e little comforting gesture.

“It's impossible to on hvmg as we are,” he said
hearsely. * Don't think she's to blame—she 18a't! It's
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all my fault—I've been a rotier to her from start to
E.muh . + . Bha's too g::um:l for me—1I . . . so—s0 I want
to clear off—go abroad.” g

Hrs. Winterdiek said nothing, but ber {ace whitened a

2 I'\'r. had an offer to go to Rhodesia,” Philip rushed on.
“It's & decent offer—good money ,unl:l all that—and 1
want to go. You won't stand in the wary, I know, when
I tell you how—how utterly impossible it is for me to—
to goon as T am.” It's not Eva's fauli—1 give you my ward
of honour that none of it is her fault. Bhe—she's just
a8 wretehed a8 I am,” He tried to laugh, ** We were
just two blind idiots, ;walking into a t.ra.p, when waﬁat
married. . . . I thonght it would be all right. v
known other chapr who've done it. 1 'thn-ught. we should
rub aleng cemfortably. . . He drew a hard breath.

o Wd} I was wrong—and—and it seems to me that the
onl for both of us is for me to clear. It'll give us
bnnfi s chamoe to—to mort ourselves ont. . . ." He raised
his unhafpjﬂeraa and looked st his mother. * Poor
mother|’ liftad her hand to his lips. “ You don't
undunhnd what it is—this sort of—hash-up, do you?l "

He put eatly away and rose o his feet.

Mra. W mﬁrﬁ:ck eat qu.ttu etill, her e{tu fixed on her
gon. He had never seemed so pathetically young to her
q,u he did now, and it suddenly eame home to her with a

of exceeding bitterncss that she was recponsible for
t.'hu t.h:.t it had beem her hand that had built the unstable
foundations of his happiness. "

“Tf I had only known!"” she fold haracl[ in moguish.

didn"t I eee what it would mean {*

P]:.i{ip came back presently. Hea laid a hand on her
ghonlder.

1 don't want to hurt you,"; he said roughly. " You'ra
not very mick with me, wre you? It's my own [ault—
nobody else’s. If I clear off for a bit. . , Eva could
come here, so that rﬂu won't be left alone. Bhe's never
had a proper chance with Fou. YauD;a never known her as
I should like you to——" He breks off with a hopeless

egtura.
Be Anyway, you must u.rrrn e about that. I shuu]d like
{0 know you were hers toge er—you two . . ." Ha met
hig :iubhar’l ayer plaa.ﬁmg nw you know it all,' he
added.

Mrs. Winterdick rose; she put her hands on his
shoulders and looked inte his face with loving anxisty.
Do I, Phili{"” she asked. Are you sure—guite su-e
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He stammered out that there was nothing more to tell
her, that if thers had been . . . He broke off.
" What do you mean 1" he arked. .
ere was a little silence, then she said very gpnt‘l;:
¥ You didn't love Eva when you married her, Phil 1*

" Wg—] . . ."" Their eyes met, and suddenly Philip
broke out in an anguish. * She doesn't care for me—I'd
give any mortal thing . . . I'd give an,:.'tl':;mg in the world

. ._. but it's no good . . . no good . . . :
He pulled himself together almost at once, and tried

to langh. .

e ‘:’]fgell.” that's the worst,” he said with an effort
“Tt's & just punishment sonyway. Ehe can’t stand me—
shows her good taste, I suppose.’’ .

He fumbled for hia cigareties and lit one; he was hun]hli
pehamed of his momentary breakdown; he could not loo
at his mother,

“ So it's all rettled—eh1” ho said preseotly. “I go
ta Rhodesia end Eva comes here—if you'll have her . .
and Mater . . Y

“ Yes, Phil.”

“You won't ... you're not bhlaming heri You
wouldn't, if you knew—everything!”

Mrs. Winterdick raised her sad eyes.

“ I pever have blamed her, Phil,” she said gently.

CHAPTER XXXIX

Trt days following her hushand's departure from the flat
seermed to Eva when she looked back on them, like some
feverish dream. After the first expostulation Pater left
her peverely alone; he was kind and attentive to her when
he had time to spare from dancing atfendance upon Eitty,
but she felt that che was losing him. The change waa in
hergelf she knew, and not in Peter, but she was powerless
te help ib; circumstance had aeized her in a relentless grip
and was whirling her madly on through the days till she
lost her breath and had to let herzelf drift.

Callican:was always at the flat; he went abont with her
everywhera, :

He had never alluded to their compact; he never spoke
of Philip; but he was there whenever she wanted himg
sh3 had an hysterical fecling that he was the one Buli&
thing in & world of crumbling disillusionment,

“You're my sheet anchor, ];;'m know,” she eaid to him
r-cklesely one night. " If it hadn't been for you I shounld
bave beaten mysell to picees on the rocks long ago ™
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Philip had never written to her, and after thres
anguished days of watehing for the letter he had promised
gshe had given up hope.

Heo did not mean to write; she belisved that ha did
not ever mean to come back.

Ehe wae too proud to attempt to find out what he was
doing, or if he wos gtill at Apelay.

Once sha woke uﬁ- in the night erying and sobbing and
trembling in every limb beeauss sha dreamt that he had
gone to fthudnsia without saying ﬁ;md-hya.

What were people at Apsley thinking, she wondered?
What was Philip's mother thinking? And her own
mother §

Bomehow it seemed to matter very little; she had lost
Philip, and the rest mui:ht iﬂl and welcome.

She was afraid to let herrelf think what this really
meant to her; she filled every moment of her days so that
she was nover left alone, so that she never had time to
give way to despair.

Bhe went to more thestres in & week than she had ever
been to in all her life before; she hardly ever dined at the
flat—nha welcomed Kiu.g'u overtures of eompanionship,
snd even sought them; she knew that Kitty only cared to
be with har use she liked being taken to expensive
restaurants and out in the car. Bhe had bought Kitty
-e:ﬁral resents—she was beginning to spead her money
re Mmﬁ
" How much do you think I've spent since I came to
London 1" she arked Peter one day.

He shook his head, his mouth looked grim.

“ Goodness knows! You must have got thruulgh a lot.
That broech you gave Kitty cost & pood deal, T know,"
He looked at his sister curiously. *° Do you like Kitty 1"
he asked, s .

Y Bhe amuses mo—ana 1 like being amured. I hate
being alone.™* )

She dreaded the nights. Bhe would never go to ked
till long after midnight.

" I'm not tired," ehe would declare even when she was
dropping with fatigue. I couldn't eleep s wink if I
wert to bed.” .

Bhe invited people to the fint m%'ht- after niiht. Kitty
had heaps of friends, and she liked to have them enter-
tained for ber. 3

Calligan alone understood her in these dni?i' knew that
gha had been caught uE in & sort of dance o death; knew
that beneath her 'Iatlﬁl tor and merriment her heart w s
breakin_ and hir own heart seemed breaking for her.
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A hundred times he had been tempted to send for Philip.
He hated lending himself aven to an apparent share in
this Iarce. He [elt that he could strike Peter whenever
he met the boy’s condemning eyes and heard the chilliness
in his voice. ;

He kpew what Peter thought—he knew what Kitty
thought, and he knew that he had been a fool to allow Eva
to do this thing. It was madness, sheer madners, 8o his
eommon eenre would tell him when he was away from her.
Every night he swore that he would go to the fiat no more,
and every morning his determination weakecned and he
went as usual.

One pight when he and Eva we=e having dinner at a
restaurant & man at the next table looked across at them
and nodded to Calligan.

“Who is hei” Eva asked. Her hesd was eplitting.
Ehe was leeling worn out.  Only that night as she dreesed
to come out she she had realised how white and haggard
che waa looking. 3

For the first time in her life she had rouged her cheeks,
Bhe felt that she could not bear anyone to see that she
looked as wan and unhappy a2 she knew she did,

Peter's sharp evea h been quick to see the make-up.
He accused her angrily.

“ Eva [—ﬂ'nu'vﬂ een rouging 1™

Bhe langhed defiantly.

" Well, what if I have! Eitty doea.”

Peter had said no more, but somehow it had reemed to
matter leas at that moment what Kitty did than what his,
sister did.

The man who bad nodded to Callizan was looking hard
at Eva as ghe asked her question, and she repeated it:—

" Tell me who he is 1"

“ It's & man nomed Fanlkner,” Calligan esid reluctantly.
“He ir a friend of Philip’s.”

“ Faulkner!”  Bhe echoed the pama breathlessly,
“ That's the man who is sending him to Rbodesia . . "
Her eyes blazed with excitement. ** Bring him over hers
—I ill”t:ull:l like to Enow him. Pleass bring him over

arst

Callizan obeyed reluctantly. He knew what ehe wanted
with Faulkner, and his heart nched for her.

“1 know your husband very well,”” Faulkner said as
he wnae introduced. e war a handsome, middle-aged man
with kind eyea; *' but I don’t think I bave ever had the
pleasure of meeting you since your wedding. Do you
r-member me 1"

Eva shook her head. * I have heard Philip peak of
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u, of course. He has told me all about Rhodesia. I

ope it is satisfactorily settled.” ]

“T am glad to say it is.”’ Faulkmer was watching her
intersstedly. He thought she wes a very charming-
looking woman. He war trying to remember who had
told him the Winterdicks were unhappily married.

“1 gaw Philip this mn-rning].;' he went on; ** but, of
course, you know, he eaid he had been staying down in
the country. He ran up to setile & few buginess matters
with ma."

“ Yes—oh, yes!"” Calligan, locking at Eva, marvelled
at the composre of her voice. His own blood felt on fire
for her. Philip had Leen to Londen, and he had not been
to the flat. It was monstrour—preposterons!

“ And when is it settled that be leaves England " Bhe
was asking casually; one would have thought it a matter
of complete indifference to her. o o 3

Faulkner knocked the ash from his cigar into a tray.

"“"He sails on the twenty-second,” he said innocently.
" That is—|ot me eea—a fortnight to-day.””

It soemed to Eva that for a moment the whale world
stood gtill. The erowded, brilliantly-lit restaurant seemed
to recads to a great distanes, and then come swelling back
to her with nightmare swiftneps, Bbe was conscious of &
tarribla numbness, and from tha whitenees of her faca har
blua eyes sought Callizan’s piteously.

There was only one way in which to help her; b
attracting Faulkner's attention from her agitation, an
Calligan threw himself gallantly into the effort.

Ta Piva her time—just & moment in which to recover
herself. When he looked at her again the dreadful pallor
had left her face, she even manazed a smile,

"1 am glad it's =1l esttled,” she said bravely. * Philip
has wanted something to nu:u*p;r his time for ever so long.
Ac-:ldh ha ?qu always keen on poing abroad, wasn't he, Mr,

gAT

" Yee—yes, I beliove hs was.”

Calligan changed the subject skilfully. They Lilked ou
ordinary matters till Faulkner rosa. .

“ Tou must come and ge. us at the flat,” Eva told him
as they shook hands. “'I ean't Ernmisn that Philip will
be thers, but I shall ba delighted to sce you."

It was un:i when Faulkner, had gone that she turned to
Callipan with sudden weaknese

“ Oh, do you think we might go home 1"

“Wa will go at onee." i

He f~und a taxicab and pat her into it.
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“ Would you rather go alone?” ha asked. He was
dreading being laft with her, but Eva insisted.

“ Dome with me—of coursal Why ever not!”

Thers was a little excited note in her voice. Bhe talked
away the whole time, covering Calligan's silence. Bhe
never spoke of her husband, and it was only just as they
wera nearing the flat “hat if‘.la.llig,un said desperately:

“ What are wo going to dol What can we doi”

Bhe wilfully mirunderstood him.

Y What are we going to do! Why, go home and have
E;Fl’aka and some coffes, of course! What else can we

He took her hand in a hard griEi

“PDon't play with me, Eva. Don’t pretend that you
don't understand . . . somehow I can't etand it to-nights
You know what I mean, Philip is going away in a fortnight,
and if you expect me to stand by and let him si‘: without
an effort to prevent it I tell you that I can't. tall you
that it's o physical imposaibility.

Bhe loocked away from him owt into the dark etreet;
then she eaid, in a voice £o hard and strange that he hardly
recopnised it.

" Let him go. Why should we try to prevent him if he
wants to go "’ ; =

“It's your whale life's happiness. You can't throw it
away for what may be just a misunderstanding. Philip’'ea
rood fellow. I've knmown him lonmger than you kave, and
1 beg of you—for your own sake . . "

She dragged her hand away. .

“It's no good. I've done everything I ean. I can't
be hurt and humiliated any more. Oh, it's all very fine
for you to talk| You don't know what it's all been. You
heard what Mr. Faulkner said—that Philip is in town.
He hasn’t troubled to come znd ses me—he won't trouble,
. « . It's fOnished and dons with, and parhaps when he
has really gone I shall be able to begin to forget him."
She drew a long breath. " I mean to try—I must try."

" Tt me speak to him. We've been friends for years
Let me eay something to try and put matters right—I1
implore you'l"

Ehe turned her eyer to his pleading face.

“You wounld only add to my bumilistion. No, no—
there’s no chance that it is just a misunderstanding . . .
Wea ve just got to let things po. We can’t stop theam—it's
too lace."

" Philip may have heard that wea have been seen sbout
tc cether a at deal; he may ba jealous.’

Ehe laughed at that.
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“That was my hope—hbut it's dead now—quits dead!
I don't believe fl- ever really uiatadil"

Oalligan leaned his head in his handa. e

" There must be some explanation,” he insisted
dugﬂmﬂr, “*It's impoesible that thinge can be allowed to
end like this—you've only been married such = little whils,
I—-I'd do m;riing in the world to ape you happy.”

“I know you would.” Her voice roltened. Ehe
alipped her hand into his with a little confiding gestare.
“ You've been—oh, such a dear to me! I don't know
what [ should have done without you! And it can't have
been mueh fun for you—taking me about day after day.”

“T've never been o MFEPJ in my life,” Calligan said
boarsely. The words seemed forced frem him. * Thers
ia only onas thing that could make me happier—and that
is to see you and Philip——"

Bhe broke in with a littls high-pitehed laugh.

" You'll never sea that! There's only a fortnight left,
and miracles don't happen nowadays.” BEhe brushed the
tears from her eyes. ' Don't desert me, Tom—you've
gtood by so Eaithlu"iy.”

Bhe had never called him by his Christian name before,
I.Ii!llit'the blood rushed to his face at the unexpectedness
of i

“ You and I have done the wrong thing,” he said pre-
cently. * At least I was wrong in consenting to—what
I d.itf This sort of thiig never does any good.  You'll,
only get talked about an "

" Do you think I care i

He shook his head.

“ No—not now, perhaps; but I do . . . Eva—go down
home—I know it sounds brutal to say that to you . . .
but sometimes ons has to be cruel to be kind. You say
there's only a fortnight left—well—don’t epend it in a
::- _Em;l which you may be sorry all your life. Go back

im.

“It's only of Philip you' think," che said stormly.
" You don’t care how often I am hurt and humiliatel + . """

“ Tt iz only of you I think,” he insisted gently. ** And
that's why I say this mu:t stop—this . . . this make-
believe of you and I going about together . . .M

“ You mesn you're En'mg to desert me "’ she asked in
sndden terror. ™ Oh, don’t do that. I've nobody but jou
—if you throw me over, too . ', "

Bhe was sobbing. In her overwrought state it seemed
tha Iast etraw that ‘Ya:hnpa she was to lose this man =
well, Ovllipan looked away from her. Her sobbing wrung
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his ke but he ¥mew he waa doing the right thing now
if he had never done it before.

“1 ghall always ba vour friend,” he told her with an
effort. * But thers are gome things in which not even a
friend can help you. Go down to Apsley, my dear—don't
let him put you in the wrong; don't give him an excuse to
blame you—any mors,*

“ You mean that he will blame me—for thess last ten
daya1"” Bhe langhed. *'I don't care if he does—1I don't
care what he says or thinks—"

Thers war a little silence, then Calligan eaid sadly:

“The mere fact of your saying that disproves your
words, dear.”

Bhe leaned back, her hands elazped in her lap.

“I'm going to tell you something now,” she gaid, snd
her voice was snddenly quict. *'I'm going to tell you—
the whole trirth "' EBhe waited 8 moment, but he did not
speak. I can trnst you, I know, trust you never to tell
anyone. I shouldn't be telling you, onlp—only if T don't

ou'll away and leave ma too, as—as Phlip has—and

couldn’t bear it. . . Well—well . . . Hip married
me because his father had lost all his money, and they were
on the verge of ruini he married me for my money—to
save his father, I didn’t know at the time—bhe didn't tall
me."” Her voice was dully monotonouns as i she was past
feeling or caring. "I found ont—on my wedding day,'
ghe went on slowly. “ Just—ijurt alter we—came mf__
irom church.™ .

8he looked at Calligan, but he sat motionless, and she
went on:

“1 pearly went mad—at flr;t‘, but sfterwards . . "
Ehs made a paesionate gesture. *' Oh, ean’t you eee now
that there's no hopal No hope at alli It ien’t Philip’s
fanlt; he ean't make himeelf care for ne. He married me
to rave his lather—""  Bhe laughed. * We need not
have been in such & hurry, need we! Mr. Winterdick only
lived threa days after the wedding.™

Bhe drew o long breath.

“ Bb uow—now I've told you everything, you won't ask
me to give him any more chances, will you! It's—it's
just as embarrassing for him waon | try o be nice to bim,
as it’s—it's painful to me . . . He's done his best—the
firat day he really did hie best. He eaid that he loved me
—hks begged me to believe it—and for & moment . . .
well, ust for 8 moment I almost did . .. I'm so glad
t.h%thf d.idn't.dquii'tu i:ﬁ_wnyﬁﬂe: all ‘a R q

e stopne ut igan did not speak, and presen
ehe tﬂllﬂh!-g his arm gﬂngy. : 3 tly
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" Well 1 the asked. * You're not going to fell mo to go
down to Apsley now, are you 1"

He roused himself with an effort.

“T am—more than ever,” he said firmly. * You must
go! It's the enly way left—ean’t you ges 41V

"1 can't see anything except that Philip doean’t want
me, and that he wants to get away from me.”" BEhe broke
down into bitter weeping. *' Oh, there isn't anybody in all
the world who eares for me,"” she said eobbing.

Calligon did not move; his handr were clenched and he
!::I? almost bitten his hp threugh to try and control him-

Presently, when she ‘waa quieter, he said evenly :—

* You mustn't talk like that. Things are never so bad
for any of us, but that they might be worse. Come now "
—he togk her hand and patted it comfortingly—"' promisa
ma that yon will go down to Apsley to-morrow.™

“1 can't leave Peter.”

“ Peter can go with you, or etay here and look after
himeetl, **

“1 don't want to go.”

" We never want to do what is our duty. I'm not tryiog
t.okpmﬂ.ch to you, God knows, but—it's for—for both our
sakes

Bomething in his voice arrested her attention. Bhe
wooked at him Elu.icklj'. It was too dark in the cab to ses
hiz face at all elearly, but they were Iﬂ:ﬂt passing & streels
lamp, and its yellow light shone in through the window,
and for & second she had a Tlimpu of Calligan's face—
white and strained, with hopeless eyes.

She knew then that Peter had been ric]ght. when he said
that this man loved her, and she realised, too, with over-s
wht:]min% ghock the apf:!lmg selfishness of which she had
bean ty. She had boen willing to gscrifice him for her
own deesires; eha had never given a serious thought to him,
or what he might suffer as a consequence.

Her fingars I:ﬁ;htennrl for & moment round his, then sha
drow them gently away.

Ha was nsking a great deal of her—to go ta Apsley, to
play the dutiful wife—to th.ow dust in the eyes of a world
that was slready wondering; to keep up the farcical
pretence until F 111!3_ bad really gome.

But she owed Cal Iﬁ&n something; she war beginring
dimly to realise mow how much she owed him, and)cfter
all—a fortnight was such a little time!

Twice ehe tried to speak, but could fnd no words, than
at last <he said almost in & whisper—
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“ Yery well—if— if I go, will you—will you promise me
romething 1 L

# Yes. o

# Phat if—if T want you—if I—if I ean’t go on with it,
if I have to send for you—or—or come back—you won't
gend ma back to him again—will you promise me that 1"

" On my word of hanour.”

Bhe drew back a little.

" Yery well, then, I will go.”

* Thank you, dear.”

They had reached the flat, and Calligan opened the door
and got out; he avoided looking at Eva.

The taxicab had rolled away into _he darkness before he
epoke,

" Good night—and God bless you."

Ehe tried to answer him, but could find no words, and
the next moment he was walking away down the street.

CHAPTER XL

Tva locked the froot door and put uwp the chain. Bha
war turning Hwa{' to her own room when Peter eame into
the hall. He looked at her very oddly she thought. When
he spoke his voice wae abropt and uniriendly.

‘" Philip has been here,” be eaid. ;

it Philip!" Bhe stood quite still staring at her brother.

" Yas, Thore's s note for you in your room.” He waited
& moment, then ' Good-night,” he said h:usqueolﬁ.

He made no attempt to kiss her. He walked away to
his own room and shut the door,

Eva stood for a moment where he had left her. Bhe felt
a little dazed. Eo Philip had come to the flat after all—
and had found her out with Calligan |

Her lips twisted into a qri smile. Well, what did it
mabter ! Bhe put out the lizht and felt her way to her
~oom, in darkness. The first thing she saw was her
hushand's note propped up against a bowl of roses which
Calligan had sent to her only that morning. There was a
gort of irony in the fnet. &he wondered if Philip had
guessed from whom the flowers had come. Anyway it did
not matter—nothing eseemed to matter.

bhe went over and took the note up. It wos not sealed
not uven. enclosed in an envelope, E'ha‘ wondered i
Mandere had hed sufficient curiosity to read it

Bhe unfolded the paper and looked at her husband's
writing. It came over her with a sort of shock that this
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was the first time he had ever written,to her, and incon-
Eumnusl:r, she remembered the note she had written to him
at Iast night at Highway House.

Philip had written in pencil—it made his big, sprawly
writing look particularly schoolboyieh, and for an instant
her heart contracted. There is something 20 motherly in
the love that all good women bear to p man, something that
—if appealed to—never fails to respond with a thrill of
tenderness, something which even now for & moment
brought the tears to Eva's eyes,

She brushed them sogrily away. She had done with
such weaknegs, Nothing matterpd any more. She would
not allow anything to ®urt her again as she had been hurt
da{. after day mince her marriage.

hers was no beginning to Philip's note, and it was not
poseible to guess from its hurried serawl that he had
written and rewritten it a dozen times.

"I leave England in & iarm:EhL I am sorry to have to
atk anything o f'uu, but it would be kind, for my mother's
eake, if you will come down to Apsley until T go. 1 am
staying to-night in town, and will call round in the morning.
There iz & train down &t eleven. Ag far a3 I am concerned
you will ba as free at the Highway Honze as you have been
doring the last ten days.—FPricrr WisTernicx.

Eva laughed. Bhe had lavghed before she was aware
of it, and she looked round the silent room with frightened
eyer, almost as if she suspected that the discordant langhter

ad not been her own.

Bhs tors the note into tiny pieces and threw them into
the grate. As free down there as she had been heral He
had :&: thinking of Callizan when he wrote that, she
suppoeed.

a began to undress. Bhe felt curiously detached and
mninterested. She wondered whera Philip wae, and if
Faulkner had known all along that, thnuﬁtﬁ har husbrond
was staying in London, she had not seen him, .

She left her pretty frock Iying on the floor wherd % had
fallen from her ehoulders and erept into bed. Ehe |
aweke, staring ioto the dorkness. Did she mean to go
Bhe hardly knew. Bhe felt as if she stood between two
forces—one commanding and the ether propelling, between
Philip, in whore brief words she had read a command, and
Oalligan, who had pleaded with her and made her promise.

’id she mean t0 go! Bhe moistened her dry lips. ‘' If
I do, it will be only becanse I ﬁrﬂmfsnd ;‘ou," ghe said
alowd, s if in anawer to some spoken question. It was fof
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Callican’s sake thet che wouold go, if she went; not for
ber hushand’s.

How she had changed! Once she would have followed
Philip to the ends of the earth and thought it h:ﬁpfnaal;
now it would be not for his sake at all if she went
down to Highway Iousa to spend his last few days
in England.

At li}r{:akl'ast. next- morning Peter was gilent. Eva
wondered what had happened ; if Philip had said anything,
or if Peter had|

Presently she asked :—

“ Did you have & row with Philip last night 1"

The cold tone of her voice surpriged her. Bhe tried to
ghake herself rid of the feeling that it war not she at al
Erl:inlspg]ke. What was the matter with her 1 ahe wondared

elplessly. ) )

eter raised his eyes and dropped them immediately.

! No. He asked where you were, that is all.”

 And what did you say 1 ¥

"7 gaid I dido't know.”

" But you did know," she answered. -

Peter did oot reply. " Dido't yoa 1" she insisted.

He looked up. . . ;

" It's not likely T was ﬁnmg to tell him—TI am too—
ashamed of you for that," he eaid bitterly.

" Ashamed! ™ The hfnnd flew to her face. * How dara
you—Peter , . ,”” His name was a ery, but she checke.
it. After all, what did it matter! What was the use of
exphna.tinnui Begides, there waa nothing fo explain; he
would not understand.

Bhe left him to finish hir breakfast and went to her
room, whers Manders wunﬂpacking her clothes.

Bhe put on her hat and sat down to wait for Philip;
whila she was waiting the telephone went; she ealled to
Peter to answer it—she heard hia voice in the hall, and
knew that it must be Philip who had rung up, but she did
not aven try to listen; it was of no interest to her what
they enid, or what arrangements they made for hor
Aisposal. Her heart and soul felt dead—she was just &
mechanical body that could still move snd &pesk, and
ecount the days suntomatically that must pass ore tha
fortnight ended.

Preaently Peter came to the door.

" Philip has had to go down by an earlier train—he eays
thet he will send the ear to meet you at Apaley, if you wll
eateh the eleven o'clock.’’

Bo he had counted on her coming; counnted on her
ohedience to that eurt note.

“Veary wall.”
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Peter went away, and she heard him’ speaking again ab
the 'phone. .

He went with her to the station; he hardly spoke at all,
but once or twice she knew that he looked at her distress-

ully.

'l"I am bringing Kitty home on Saturdsy,” he said. "1
shall es you then. May I etay at the flat till Baturday 1"

“ Of course.”

There was only a moment before the train went; she
wondered what she could say to him; she wished he woul
g0; it was ?ﬂl work to-day to talk to Peter.

The gmard’s whistle_had just sounded when suddenly
Peter caught her hand3-

' Kiss me, Bounie!’ It was s long. time since he had
callad her by her old pet name, and for & moment her face
worked as if she were going to cry, only she knew there
were no tears to come.’

Ehe kissed bim apathetically.

LT are you ashamed of me!” she asked dully.
t.nB:;d.. ere was no time for him to answer; the train had
star

Bhe sat _in the corner, hardly moving till she reached
Apsley. Would Phlh&be &t the station to meet her? Tt
reemed improbable: she did not even trouble to look for
him as she left the platform. -

« Buot he was there, st the wheel of the little two-seater
logking towards her, .

His & hard and accusing, met hers, and she felt an
ingane desire to langh. :

Bhe had actually thought she could make this man
jealous—this cold, indifferent man who was her hurbandl

" Yoy wera very sure 1 shounld come,” she said.

Thers was no sttempt at any other greeting. Ehe,got
in beside him and he started away. -

It was ths same car in which he had driven her the
night of the dinner party, the night when the had kissed
him—the night she had had Fer one golden hour.

The words of the rong slipped again into her memory-—

* Though all the skics are clouded,
Thengh all the porten‘s'lour,
Eomewhers, to someons, this is the golden hour™

Unconsciously she found hereelf saying them aloud
Philip stared at her,

" What did you say V" he asked.

Bhe started violently. .

% T didn't say anything—I was jost thinking."

" Thinking a.ﬁ;url " ha asked cynically.



218 FOR 1OVE

Bhe did not answer. He kept his eyes fixed on her.
Buddealy: “ What's the matter?” he asked, sbruptly.
“Are you il 1"

Her eyes bad closed, and she swayed a littla

Bhe forced berself to look at him; she had the feeling
of baving heen roughly roused from slea

" No—I'm quite well. Tired, that's ull."

* Too many late nights,’” he said, usemotionally.

They went some way in silence.

* 1 supposs I ought to tell yon," Philip said then, * that
eopla have been talking down here—about us! 'Dt.iiarw'iu
should not have seked you to come until I had gone. But

my mother g

Bhe broke in wildly.

“ You need not blame your mother—1I don't imagine it's
her fault that you married me."

Philip bit his lip.

" Yery well—we won't argue about it. T shall be gone
in & fortnight, and then, of course, you will ba free to de
aa you like."

' Thank you." It was difficult to keep her thoughta from
wandering ; sometimes his voice seemed such & long way
off, and then suddenly it would almost seem as if he were
shouting in her ear.

All feeling was numbed, but there was just the faintest
resentment in her heart still &goinst someone — sae
wondered who it could be. She knit her browas, trying to
keep her thoughts concentrated,

, yei, of coursa! It war Tom Calligan with whom ghe
felt resentful. It was he who had pushed her into this
freah hell of suffering; his hands that were forcing her to
git thers beside Philip; her promire to him that had
brought her to Apsley. Bha would write and ask him to
let her off that promize—she corld not go on ruffering any
more.

The car turned in at the drive and stopped at the door
of the Highwey House. Shc moved her cramped limbs and

ot ont; she went on into the hall without waiting for

hilip. There was & wood fire b‘u;um in the grate; she
looked at 1t and her thoughtr carried her back to the last
night she had stayed hers, when she had stolen downctairs
to leave her note for Philip; she tarned and looked at
him ns he followed her.

“ 1 puppose vou burnt mv note that night 1" she said.
* Jurnt your note? What notel”

She laughed as she met his eyes,

Y yh, oaly one of the many love-lettera I have written
yon," she enid with sarcasm. .

He passed her without a word and went on to the libre.y.
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Bhe stood locking after him.

“Tt was [ who said that,"” she was telling hersell in A
gort of blind terror. ' It was my voice—that awiul, sar-

castie voice.  Oh, what will becoma of me—what will
become of me." .

tIEhha followed Philip into the library. He just glanced
at her.
‘* Hadn't you better go and fake your hat off 1 Lunch
will be ready——-=""

" Yes.” But she sat down at the writing table. .

Philip watched her uneasily. He could oot analyss his
own feelings towards hir wife except that through all the
i_caluuu_? and bittermess and suffering thers was a great pity
or her, for her youth and her broken happiness.

Eome minutes passed before he spoke.

" Who u.rud:mu writing to 1" he asked.

She started, dropping the pen she had taken up. Bhe
ut her hand to her head in & confused sort of way. Bhe
a.ug;had stupidly. .

" Oh, nobody—npobody. . " She tors the paper into

pieces and threw them into the waste paper basket.

Thers was & moment of silence, then she got up and
walked out of the room. Philip waited till ha heard her
go upstairs, then he took the torn papers from the waste-
paper basket and pieced them togsther with infinite diffi-
11::3 ty. Presently he had all the words spread on the blotter
fors him.

“1t's your fanlt T have come . . . because I promised
ou I would; but let me off, Tom. I am suffering, suffering.
here seems nothing left in all the world any more but just

pain. . M

Philip's face whitencd as he stared at the incoherent
message. There waa ansenvelope lying face downwards
close by. He turned it over and it was addressed to
Calligen.

CHAPTER XII

Ueetairs Eva had taken off her hat and was standing list-
lessly in the centre of the room. Her hesd was burning
hot and her temples throbbed ernelly. .

"] ean't be ill, thers isn"t tirze,”” sho was telling herself
determinedly. ' Only a fortnight—there isn’t time.”

Ehs poured out mome water and laved her face; when
the gong sounded for lunch she went out on to the landing
and me. Mra Winterdick.
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"1 am very plinsed to ses yop, my denr,” the elder
woman said. held ont ber hand, and Eva submitted
to be kissed.

“ T wonder if she iz azhamed of me, too, a8 Peter is 1"
ghe thought. .

They went downstairs together; Eva's chair had been
put beside Philip's, but ghe asked the maid who waited at
table to move it to the other gide, Ehe made the excuse
that ehe liked to ses out of the window.

Ehs exertad herself to talk; she tried to remember
what shs had been doing in London sinee Philip left her,
but, looking back it seemed like some delirimm which she
only wished to forget. All her dars had been passed with

igan, and it was difficult to speak without mentioning
his rame. But he was in her thooghta all the time against
& background of curious resentment hmlﬁu it had besn
he who had forced this u[;gq her. Bhe had not wished to
coma; the first sight of Philip had destroyed all ber hard-
won indifference and torn the wound :]];eq afrash.

Ap moon as lunch was finished sha Eped away; when
the door had clossd Mra. Winterdick said anxiously.

" Bhe looks very ill, don't you think, Phil1"

His face twitched.,

* Does she 1"

He knew that his mother was right; it had given him a
ehock to sse the alteration which & fortnight had made in
hia wife. Her face had grown thin, and her pretty features
had sha ed ; there were hollows beneath her eyes, too,
as if she had not slapt. i ;

Was it because she was fretfing about an or that
other man{ he wondered. Bince he had that inco-
herent mesaage on the toro paper he was almost sare that
it must bs Calligan for whom she really cared.

VWhat hed she meant by eaying that there seemed nothing
left in all the world but psint

One or two men whom he had ron up against fn town
yesterday had drnspl!d him a well-meant hint or two.
Apparently Eva had spent all her time in Calligan’s com-
pany mnkmﬁ no attempt to disguise the fact; she had been
seen everywhers with him.

"“Too many lata nighta, I erpect, mother,” Philip forced
himeelf to say., * The country will soon pull her round

He went out into the hall and met Eva coming down
stnire: she was dressed for walking.

= "Yhere are you going 1" he asked.

s ?:ﬂsi!rdhamu—fl :nnt to sea them all." ;

" . your father you were coming to-day.”

Rbe looked st him quickly.
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" You ware I'B].? sure that I should doas 1 was told.”
“T did not tell you—I only asked.”
Ehe did not contradict him; Philip took hia hat.
“T will come with yow"
Bhe laughed. L
i Wa are to make a good beginning, is that it? We
are to let everyone see that we do sometimes go oub

together."

Ehe [el better when she had left the house. Tha
throbbing nerves in her temple quieted a little, and the
cool autumn air soothed her.

It seemed strange to be walking with Philip; the last
two weeks had seemod like years of separation; once she
found herself thinking how very little he had changed,
then she laughed, realising the foolishness of the thought
—of course, one did not ¢ poge in a few daya

;ﬂwal. met Mr. Faulkoer at dinner last night,” she eaid
suddenly.

] didn't remember him, but he remembered me.
Mr. Calligan introduced us all over again.”

" Yea' )

“Hea told me it was all fixed up about Rhodesia, 8o I
he:?f before I got your note””

L] “ e

“1 hope you will like it,”” maid Eva; she felt
that she must go on talking, anything was better
than gilence. .

“T hope I shall," Philip agreed. .

Eilence in; it seemed impossible to aveid it; she tried
to think mme-thmﬁ elza to say, but there seemed no
other smbject in all tha world but 1I'Lhll:lu:lﬁmi.ll., and the fact
that a fortnight held but fourteen days.

“Does father know that you are going away !’ she

asked

T have not told him yat. We will tell him to-day, if
you like " ¢

it T4 doesn't make any difference; poor father] He will

be upeet, won't he 1"

i G“;[{ should he ba "

L , he thonght he had eetiled us both so u;miarubta
in lifs. He hates to find thet anything he has arrange
has gene wrong." ? R

Tt pannot matter to him,” Philip said, indifferently,
but he was secretly relieved to find that his father-in-lay
was not at home.

There was nobody at home except the servanta. Mr.
and Mrs. Dennison had gone out ving, and the boys
conld not be found.

Eva was dieappointed.
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Bhe told the muid that she would come over again that
evening, ‘' perhaps to dinner,” she added

Philip was frownir:f as they walked away.

“ You can't go to dinner,” he said, as scon as thay were
out of earshot. * What do I;'va:n.l spuppose my mother will
think—your Grst might here "

“ 1 don't suppose she'll think any worse of me than she
does already,” she snswered, recklessly. ' Why, even
Poter told me this morning that he was sshamed of me.”
Her voica brokes a little.

‘“ Peter!” Young Winterdick flushed crimson. * Young
puppy! What the devil . . ¥

Eva laughed extravagantly.

“ Oh, Peter was sticking up for you; you need not look
so angry. He seemed sorry for you, | think—eorry that
yon had got such & wife as me. . . .” Bhe stood still
guddenly  * Oh, I'm eo tired,” she added, pitecusly.

“Tired I Philip locked st her sharply.

“ What bave you been doing with yourself V"' he asked
|.::|.griéy, He tried to take her arm to steady her, but she
would not let him; she began to walk on again.

“T'm all right pow—it's just . . . T suppose I'm not
used to walking. We always bad a taxi everywhere in
London.”

Philip smiled grimly,

“ T pever knew Callizan had so much money to chuock
away,” he said brutally.

- L L] L] L] -

Philip was nhs.ncﬂgg for dinner that evening when a
maid came to the r. .

“Tf you please, sir, Mr. Dennison wishes to speak to
IDII."
# Mr, Dennison—oh . . . well—juet tell my wifa, will
ou 1" Ea opened the door and stood thers, one arm in

B coat. .

“1'1l be down in 8 minute—just tell . . " The girl
interrupted: ! : :

"It vou please, sir, Mr. Dennison said that it was you
he wished to ?mk to, and very partienlarly.”

Philip stared. : s

"Oh, very well” He put the other arm in, gave his
tie & twitch snd went slowly downstairs.

Bomething was the matter, of course! Probably the old
man had already heard about Rhodesia. Philip looked &
trifi.s nervons as he walked into the library.

Mr. Dennison was standing back to the fira; he had not
taken off his overcoat, and he held his hat in hia hand;
thars was an air of sntagoniem sbout him whi.% Philip
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rmmiud at onee, for he just said " Good evening® and
wai

Mr. Dennison cleared his throat; the fact that his son-
in-law was in evening dress made him feel at a disadvan-
tage. He wished he, too, had the protection of a white
shirt front. He was & man who was always greatly
influenced and impressed by externals.

Philip shut the door and came forward.

" Anything wrongi! Won't you take off your coat?
You'll ;'-]d s rogm rather warm, Eva will be down in a

T haven't come to sec my daughter, but you,"” said Mr,
Da-mmal binntly. i i

Y’ Philip waited. I hops nothing iz the
matter,” he ventured, after 8 moment. ;

1 hope po, too.”” Mr. Dennison twisted his hat and
coughed. "1 hope so, too, Philip, But I've heard a most
extraordinary thinia thia alternoon—about youl Of
courss, it may be abeurd, but, on the other hand, it may
not.” He twisted his hat again, put it down on the table
and for & moment stared at it as if he had never seen it
befara; then he said, with a sort of burst:— .

" What's all thiz tommy rot about you going to
Ithadesia. "

Philip sat down on the edge of the tabla, hands throst
into his jacket Elocirat-n.

¥ It isn’t rot,” he said, rather shortly. ‘' It’s the truth

I am gailing in & fortnight.” He raised his eyes. "' We
were coming over to tell you this evening, sir.”

Mr. Dennieoa loet his temper.

“Don't “sir’ mel” be said, with & rogr. " I've coma
here to talk to you a5 man to man, and I'm going to say
what I think before I go. But, first, perhaps you'll tell
me what you propose to do with my daughter.” Z

* 8he it not eoming with me,if you mean that,” Philip
gaid. ** For one thing, I did not ask her to do 8o, becauss
I knew beforehand that she would refuse.’

He looked the elder man stoaight in the eyes.

“You know as well as I do that this marrinee, we
arranged so cleverly has turned out the failure it deserved
to be,” he said -quietly, **I am not altogether’to blame,
exceps for having been houna enough to lend myself to the
scheme which yon and my father——"

Mr. Dennison interrupted furiously:

" You were glad enough to * land’ yourself to it, as yan
eall it. Glad enough to keep a roof over your head af)my
expense—glad e.nnugih to murrrty my girl to save your own
skin. And now yon've got all you want out of.the deal
you threv her over, you clear off and leave her to fase



24 FOR LOVE

what will be eaid as best she can. Buf it won't do, Mr,
Philip Winterdick—it won't dol” Mr. Dennison always
lost pelf when he lost his temper. The self-mads man
showed unpleasantly through the carefully oultivated
veneer of gentility. He took ount his handkerchief now sand
mopped his crimson face. ** You've got me to deal with,

ou know " he suid luudl%. “ It's not many weeks since

saved you and your family, remember—saved you easily,
too, thanks to the money I've made with honest work—
and, by God, if you leave my girl, as you seem to have
made “§ your mind to leave her, I'll break you—I'll break
you if I have to break myself as welll I—"" He
stopped, breathing hard.  In their mutusl excitement
neither of the men had noticed the openiog of the door or
seen that Eva had been standing there for some mements
listaning,

Mr, Deonison made & valiant effort to recover himself.
He tried to smile.

* Come in, my dear—come in. I'm just having a little
chat with Philip. I..."

Bhe came forward.

I'm afraid I've been listening,” she said composedly,
though thers was a hectic flush on her face and her eyes
locked feverish. ** And, father—you're quite wrong if you
—if you think that Philip is leaving me. It is jinmlh,
too. We—we both think it is the best thing t we
ehould both be uite free—for the present, st levst.
.« ."" Bhe turned to her husband. * That is so, imn’t it 1"
gha asked ra.:tumiuher voice & little. ** Tell father that it
is the wish of us both that you should go.”

The moments had been terrible to her while she stood
there in the doorway. Bhe had had no intention of eavees-
dropping. She had known that her father waa there and
hafnnma in quite naturally to pee him, and then . . . she
felt that what was left of her Elr.idn had been dragged in
the mire while she listened to his blustering words. He
had come to bully Philip into staying with her; to dare him

to |

".ﬁ’?nuld Philip have coneentedi Bhe rejoiced that he
had not had the chance—that she bad come in time {o spare
horself this last humiliation. .

Philip had turned away without anewering. The whole
spene wig & nightmare to him. His father-in-low’s coarse,
blustering anger, Eva's intervention and the strained, sick
look on her flushed [ace. : ;

Te had never been a very discerning man. He was
content, 88 a rule, to take thines at their face value; if
anyone eaid a thing, he believed it. He did not know
enough about women to know also that, when a —oman is
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Iying, she often !-];paara to be the most trothfol.

Eva had said that it had been her wish that he should
Eﬂ to Rhodesin ] Very well. He believed it and acceptad

er words as & final dismizzal. He walked over to the fire-
placs, keeping his back turned to his [ather-in-law,

Mr. Dennison spoke to him a—harpl{:

" You hear what my daughter says! Is this the truth 1

“Yea" Mr, Dennison was nonplussed. Ha had not
expected so tame an acguiescence.

“ Humph! Well, I call it disgracelul! Abeminablal
I've never had a smirch on my name till pow. I've alwaya
walked upright, and kept my name clean.” His face
grew apoplectic once more. ‘“And to think that I ever
t-houﬁ t it an honour for my daughter to marry & Winter-
dick [' he broke out in sudden passion.

“ Father I'*

Mr. Dennizon shook his davghter's hand uwu? “TI'm
not talking to you, my girl, but to Philip here. I've kept
my shars of the bargrin lile an honourable man, which iz
mrafthan he has dome, or is likely to do from what I can
esn of it

Philip swung round ; his eves blazed in his white face.

“You shall apologise for that!” he eaid hoarsely.
" Apolo i“{ I way, or o

“*“ Philip 1 Ewva was between the two men. * Philip!
Your mother will hear—and the servents! Fveryonel
D]hfat.her, please, pleage go away and leave ua alone.™

r. Dennison looked et his daughter.

" That's right! Turn your father out of the house now
there’s nothing more to be got out of him,"” he said in an
injured volca. **I can go mew I'm no more use.”” Ha
picked up his hat and strode to the door. " It's the last
time I shall tsouble either of you,” he eaid melodramatically
es he opened it

Eva had sunk down into & chair, her hands clasped in
her lap. Every now and then a grest shudder shook her
from head to foot,

Ehe wondered dully what Philip would eay; if he at al
realised what it had cost her to g0 defend him, if he would
be at all grateful to ber, or sorry for her

Bhe was past hoping for a kind word from him, 'but there
was etill a sort of falnt curivsity in her mind as to what
agttitonds ha would take now.

Then all &t once he ?lrruka, without looking at her, with-
ont even seeming to address her,

“ And so the way is very micely cleared—for Calligan,”
he lsughed discordaptly. ‘‘ Well, I suppose I have no
ecomplaint.”’ He looked down at her consideringly,
" How do you proposa to work it 1" he askad. * Have you

H
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ot that mapped cut, too! T've often wondered how thess
ghinga are managed. Are ruuf:oing to wait till I've gone
and then eue for desertion? Is that it? I promise not
wﬂ in & defence.” ;
ia voice gquivered with pession. " Why don't you
answer 1 Why den't you something 1"

“ There's nothing to say.” Her white lips just formed
the words; she was wondering how much longer it would
be befors the thread of ber endurance snapped; this last
Eault.,u]sn undeserved, so unexpeeted, had struck her to

e soul,

i Nothing to say !" he echoed with a sneer. " Nothing
to say to me, you mean! You had plenty to say to
Calligan, I'll be bound, when I was m«l’; out of the way.
To think that I was ever fool enoungh fo trust either of

ou . . . and your father dares to insult me and say that
it is I who have not ke%t my share of the bargain! I1—II"
He struck himself oo his gruu.d chest in fury. * _him
gay it to youl Tell him the truth, and let him say it to
youl Tell him that you've never been my wife, that you've
only lied to me, and fooled me, and made me a laughing
stock! That you've driven me out of England so that you
and Calligan. . . ."" His passion fell as suddenly &g it
bad risen; he turned away with & smothered groan.
" ;; Philip——" 1t was Mra, Winterdick's voice in the
all.

Philip looked at his wife; there was utter despair in nis
face, but she did not raise her eyes; she just sat ther:
gilent and eold—eold as a stone.

For a moment he hesitated, strugeling hard for com-
posure, then he opened the door and went out.

A servant was just sounding the gong for dinner. Eva
rose mechanically. Anocther interminable meall And
shis had pot to sit through it without breaking down, with-
out letting anyone see what ehe sufiered, gha felt as if
she were running & race against time and the duration of
that fast-snapping thread of endurance.

“ DRt it's the last—the ldst meal I shall ever have here,"
ghe t~1d herself. * I ought never to have come—I knew
I ought nnt to have come, but he made me.”

Ehe kept the thought of Callizan steadily before her;
he would not fail her—ehe could trust him; in thiz des-
perato moment he seemed to be her only friend; her father
waS a0 with her, Peter had cast her off, and there was
nobody else to whom she could turn; Mrs. Dennison had
pevar eonnted for much in the lives of any of her children;
none of them would ever have thouglit of going to her for
sympathy or advies, ;

But Calligan had promised that if ever she wr_ted him
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he would not fail her, and she wanted him now—wanted,
not 6o much the man himsalf as his kindness, his cheeriness
and sympathetic affection.

Bhe never knew how she sat through dinoer; she could
never remember & word of what was eaid, or anything that
happened, but at last Mrs. Winterdick rose from the tabls,
and it was at an end. - :

But even now FPhilip's mother Metained her for a
moment; there was a world of kindliness in the eyes that
were_so like his,

“71 am afraid you are not well, my dear,” che said
gently. ‘' Is there soything I can do for youl™

“ Thank you, but 1 am quite well” Eva's voice
gounded cold and unfriendly; she had to speak like that to
keep herself from breaking down.

qu.. Winterdick sighed and went on to the drawing-
room; she wanted to iﬂl _the girl; any slight resentment
she had felt against her hitherto had melted away during
that interminable dinner. )

The brave efforts Eva had mads to enter into the con-
versation had been more pathetic to the elder woman than
any silence could have been; the hard brillinmey of her
eyes, more eloguent than a storm of tears.

“ And it ia my faunlt, ail my fault ™ Mra. Winterdick
told herself in & passion of remorse. ' They are
miserable, and through me.” .

Bhe hoped that Philip would follow her to the drawing-

wroom, but he did not; t’ljaa bouse seemed horribly silent, &a
if disseter of some kind were portending.

CHAPTER XLII

Eva went straight upstairs to her room; she lay down en
tha bed in the darkness feeling physically exhausted; only
her brain seemed vividly, eruelly awake and still able to
euffer and be tortured. .
Bhe kept her eyes shut, but she could not sleep; little,
sounds about the house worried her acutely—the Lhitting
of & door, a laugh, & step on the staira.
Oace she heard Philip's veice in the hall below, and she
started up with racing pulses to hear what he waa saying,
Bome friend of his had called in and had evidently asked
& casual guestion about Philip's journey to Rhodesia, for
it was her hnshand's answer that she heard with criel
distinctoess. .
" Yes—only another fortnight, thank God! I wish it
wers i.0far.
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Hs went on theu and cut of henrin%. and Eva lay back
on_her pillow trt.mbling in every limb,

Only another fortnight! And he wished it wera sooner |
Ona nly of the fourteen had nearly gone already, an
soon all the others would have al:p?qd away, Lifs would
Eu on just as it was going now, only Philip would not ba

ere. Bhe would listen in vain for his voiee or his step;
she would long for him in vain. J )

Bhe moved a little, burying her face in the pillow, but
po tears came; she felt that she could never shed ancther
tear ns long as she lived. )

“ And so the way is nicely cleared—for Calligan!”

Philip’s mocking voies haunted Lar; he had deliberately
chosen to put a wrong construction on her defence of him;
be had heaped his insults on her, and yef, though he ha
all but killed ber pride and broken her heart, he could not
kill her love. He was as much to her now as he had been
in the old romantic days when she had besought the moon
to give her his love.

But this was the end of it at last; to-night she méant to
burn her boate once and for ever; to meke 1t imposaible
for her to ever return to him, ever to give him another
chance; he had shown her the way himself, and this time
she would take it .

A clock in the house somewhere struck eight! Only
ii.gh]t.l Bha felt that days had passed since she cama <o

eley.

J::u the last stroke died away she pot up and went
over to the window, drawing aside the blind.

A dark nightl Not & trace of moon or gtars, with a
reptloss wind toseing the branches of the trees and rustling
the few leaves left still elinging to them.

Fhe moved away and changed her frock for the one in
which she had travelled from town, * Bhe put on her hat
and coat and repacked the small suitcase she had brought
with her. Then she turned out the light snd went again
to the window, uﬂummﬁt softly.

It opened on to & small balcony over the porch, and on
one i) were shallow, twisted steps leading to the garden.

The etudy window was immediately below, and she could
{:a a etream of yellow light Irum it shining out on to the

Wi

Ehe went back, took her suitease and, closing the window
qu.etly behind her, stole down the steps. They ended in a
litile iron gate which was nsually kept locked, but to.night
it yiulded to her hand, and she pushed it wide and stepped
down into the garden. g

The blinds were undrawn in.the study, and she ~aught
& brief glimpse of Phi'ip as she horried by, He was sitbng
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in his favourite attitude on the edge »f the tabls, hands
deeptthrust into his jacket pockets, head down-bent, so
that she could not ses his face.

He must have heard the little deprecating creak mada
by the iron gate na she closed it, for he moved and glanced
over his shoulder towards the window, He listened, but
the sound woe not repeated, and he went back to his old
listless attitude.

If anyone had asked him what were his thoughts, he
would have found it difficult to eay. They were so chaotic,
80 confused, that it seemed almost impossible to seek one
out and consider it apart from the rest. He pot up
presently and wandered round the room. He picked up
a book, opened it and threw it aside; he lit a cigarette and
Iat it go ont; ha could settle to nothing. He went out into
the hall and got into his overcoat; he felt that he mutﬁa
out—that he would stifle if he stayed in the house, a
knew his mother was slone in the drawing-room, bat he
could not face her; he knew that Eva was upstairs, and
it strock him with a prim sort of humour that they should
all three be alone, equally miserable and equally incapable
of helping one another.

Just as he was opening the front door a ball mng.
Philip pulled the Iateh back and found Peter Dennison
standing on the doorsten.

The light from the hall lamp shone full on Peter's face;
such a white face, with such miserable eyes, that for a
moment Philip was taken aback; then he said barriedly :—

“What's up! Anything wrong! Come in.”

Pater passed him and stood in the hall. .

T want to see Donnis,"” he eald in & guesr, uncertain
voice, "I want to ses Bonnie."

Philip led the way back to tha hhmr:lv. .

"“ome m. 1'll rend for her. Bhe's uwpetairs. Come
in, old chap. -What's up 17 .

"Peter looked at him with hard, accusing eyes.

Y I'va nothing to to you,” he said shakily. " It's
Bonnie I want to ueaﬂ want to ask her pardon—to—"
He stopped. | . -

Philip looked at him with endden anxiety; then Le ealled
to & maid crossing the hall—

wari] wou please find my wifa! Ask her to coms here.
Bav thn!lir. Pi"::'c.s-,r Dennizon wants to see her."

He went back to the library and clossd the door.

" Tt thers's anything wrong. and I can be of any help
— " ha said ;wkwmﬁ_v. “ Anything I ean do—on'y too
pleaged. . . ." - . .

Peter turned on him with sudden passion,

“Y¥,a!" he eaid. “Yoo've done enough alresdr
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ghould thinh—ﬂvuu—ruu—mﬁl By God, if I'd only known
it before.” His face twitched with bo emotion; for
the first time in his life he was not in the least afraid of
young Winterdick ; for the fret time in his life he felt that
they met as aa E. L.

Philip had flushed to the roots of his hair, but he con-
trolled himself with an effort.

 You'll have to explain this,” he began, then broke off.
" Well—well—what is it1" :

The maid had come_to the door again.

" Please, gir, Mrs. Winterdick is oot in her rooms."

Philip made an impatient gesture.

““Vary well| Find herl Ehe mauy be with my mother.”
He waited till the door had closed, then turned again to
Peter. ' And, now, what the devil do you meani™ he
demande

Peter laughed. * I've nothing to say to you," he eaid
apein. ™ You can bluster and meake as much fuss as yon
like—I'm not afraid of you or your hul];ing. aend I'm not
your wife to be spoken to a3 you choose.™

His voice had risen excitedly, but there was a sort of
stendiness in his eyes which for 8 moment checked Dhilip's

rage,

% I don't know what the devil you mean,” he eaid
quietly. “‘If yon've int anything against me, let's hear
what it is befors we bave any more heroics, 1 suppors
you've run your head into a brick wall—'" he added with
& mirthless laugh. * Anyway, what is i£17

Hia calmness disarmed Peter; for & moment he did not
re?l? then he said with a rush: . K

*T've just found out aboant this—thia horrible marriage.
Perhaps you think I've known all along! Well, T tell you
that I haven't. I never knew a word aboat it till to-day—
and teven_then 1 didn't believe it till:the guv'nor himgelf

. .« His voice broke a'little and he bit his lip hard.
" I can ses now that it's true encugh—I suppose aven you
won't deny it——"

“Goon . . ."

" Wall—well, in the first place it was—was Miss
Artingten who told me. Bhe ﬂnli gueesed it—she didn’t
know anvthing definitely.”” Ec choked suddenly. " Per-
haps you know that she's chucked me,” he went ca in
hoarse defiance. ' Perhaps it's even for your sake—I
don't know—I dom't—eare!” He ran a finger round his
absnrdly high eollaz. *I rappose you think it serves ns
right, -ua Dennisons—for trying to get in with youn," he
went on, ' Perhaps it does—perhaps we didn't know
when we wore well off—however, that’s nothing to do with
tt. « I suppome I cught to be glad that I've been coucked
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before it's too late—that I'm not tied up like—like
Bonnis is."”" He swung round with sudden passion. It
makes my blood boil to think what you've done to her,”
be maid. “ To think that you've ruined her life—that ;ﬁa
can't ever undo ik, or get away from you . . . It wasn't
playing fair—it wos & measn, low-down trick—you know-—
you must bave known that she cared for you! That she
always had! You traded on that—it was a vile, caddish

" One moment **—Philip was as white as death, but hia
voloe Wil n!I eantrolled. I suppose you mean ma
to gather thie—abuse—that you've heard of the
—ATTAR ent—betwern my father and your's. . . .
Very welll But in common fairness I should like you to
remember that your sister was also a party to it. Bhe
knew axactly what she was doing when she married me—
if, aa you say, I married her for money, she married me
for pome eqgually—rodten—reason! . . . I've no wish to
blame bar—I don't The whole thing is my own fault—
but . . .but to predend that it wae an unfair bargam, that
thers was anything more on her zide than—than thers was
on rmioe—is—is . . . twaddle!” He laughed shortly.
“You that yonr sister—cares for me—--" f:
ghrugged his shoulders. °* Make sure of your facts before
you epeak in futmre, my boy—and let me tell you that,
instead of my being the—fortunate man to have won her
ragard, there is someone alse—someons . .

"Yon lisr—you damned lise, . . "' Petar was almost
sobbing with rage. He made a furious lunge at Philip
with upraised fst, but Philip canght his wrizt and held it
fast in & grip of steel. For & moment the two men looked
at one another in passionate antagonism, then Philip flung
the hoy from him with a sort of affectionate contempt.

“ You'd better sit down a minute and get cool,” he gaid,
broathlsasly. ] . P

Peter drajip-ud into & chair and hid his face. He had
gone through a great deal since parting with his sister
that morning, and he was shrken with hysterical emotion,

Philip went out into the hall. He stood at the foot of
the stairs and ealled to his wife.

“Hyal"” There was no answer, and he went up the
staivs two at & time and knocked at her door

The maid 40 whom he had spoken downstairs came to

im. : ;
" Mrs. Winterdick iz not in her room, sir—ehe's nol in
the drawing-room, either—I've' looked everywhere.”
Philip frowned. He opened the door of his wife's koom
and gwitched on the light. The room wasa emptﬁ:rbul. the
bed w~g disordered a little where she had been lying, anc:
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the frock she had worn at dinner that night lay in & heap
by ths drﬂﬂini;ta.hla just as it had follen from her )

“ Bhe most be in the house somewhers—ask—no, wait;
I'll go myeall"” :

He went downsetairs with a faint sense of apprehension
at his heart. Bhe must be somewhere about, of course—
be went straight to his mother.

“71 ean't find Eva—isn't she with youl”

“ I haven't meen her ginge dinner—she went to her reom,
she locked ill, but she insisted that thers was noibing the
%Euuf:;;" Mrs, Winterdick roee. *' Is anything wrong,

“ No, but Peter Dennison is here and wants her.”

He went oot again. He gtood for a moment in the hall,
uat.hi_l:nnmg what to do; the maid came down the slairs
to him.

“ 7T think Mrs. Winterdick must have gone out, sir—her
hat and ecat are not in her room.”

“Of eoursa!” He drew & breath of relief. ]I
forgot! Bhe said she should go home this eveaing. I'll
walk over and meet her"

He rejoined Peter. .

“ Bva's gone over to your place. T'll walk back with
you and meet her.” He looked at his brother-indaw for
& moment in silence; then he said impulsively:  Look
hers, Peter; if there’s anything more, I'd much rather have
it now and done with it. 1 this has been a shoek to
you; I'm sorry—I'd give a great deal to be able to undo
my share in it . . . But it's no use getting thinga all
mixed up, you know—Eva knew—there wam't ;ﬂ—duty
trick played on her as you say thers was, though—
though I suppose that's not my fault,’”’ he added bitterly.

Peter looked up; his face was distorted with griaf and

aEsion.

Y I¢'s not trna,’;; he eaid veibemently. * Bhe didn't
know! BEhe may have told you so, but it's not the truth
... and T've been 80 rotten to her—only this mornin
—and last night . . . and £he's always been guch & bri

to my . ." he added brokenly,

Phij;,:- took a step forward laying his hand on Peter's
shoulder. -

“ What do you mean—that she didn’t know 1"’ he asked
in 8 ueer voice. ** Why do you insist that she—didn't
know )

i T pught not to tell you —she made me promise—but T
must now—L must! Tt was the day you were married-—
after we came back from church. 1 went upstairs to hurry
her—you .were waiting . . ."

Tater broke down for 8 moment, then etruggled on again,
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" Bomething had happened—eomathing dreadful—I
don’t know wgqt it waa, and she wauldg’t tell me . . . butk
she locked as if someone had stabbed her—she elung to
ma and eried , . . I shall never forget her face aa long as
I live,” added poor Petar brokenly.

Philip swallowed hard; he walked away and cama back

BEaIn.

* Yen, but—but that's nothing,” he said with an effort.
“T1f that's sl . . ."

“ But it isn't! It isn"t!. . Afterwards, when you'd
both gone, wa found her veil—her wedding veil—sha'd
torn it in two—it looked as if it had been trampled on; and
her fowers—the flowe=s you gave her—she'd thrown them
across the room ; they wera all broken and bruised.”” Peter
rose to his feet, his hands clenched, as if he hardly knew
what to do with himaelf. ** I believe it was only then that
sha knew ** lis insisted wretchedly, énn’t know
why I think eo, but I'm sure—I'm sura! BShe's hidden ik
evar gince; she's never let anyone know—she's langhed
and pretended—that's so like Boonie. . . . She wouldn't
aven tell me—and I've asked her ever so many times
Then—last night—I told her I was ashamed of her because
of Calligan. . . ."
h‘”{}uliig-m[" snid Philip esvagely. Peter rounded on

im.

‘“ Ho's been decent to her, anyway,” he said hotly.

And that's more than we have—you and I]°

Thers was a little silenca; then Philip took Peter’s ha#
fmlla:.t.ha chair where he had thrown it downo and handed i%
to him.

“ Mome aleng-—we'll go and find her,” ha said.

They went out into the darkness together; they walked
fast and neither of them spoke till aas they reached the
Dennisons’ house. Philip said in & strangled voice—r

" Buppoging she isn’t he.e1" The fear had heen
fmwi_gfmin his heart all the way, the words seemed foread
rom :

“OFf course she's here,”" eaid Peter jrritably. 'Ha
opened the door with his key and Philip followed him ir.

The honse was very quiet; Peter looked into ti)o of the
roomeA.

“1'know the guv'nor's in, Eﬂ;?ﬂ!-f," he said brusquely.
“T only left him to come to you.” e

Peter went upstaire and found Mr. Diennison in his wile's,
boudeir listening with an air of boredom to her complginta
because she choss to think that the vicar's wifp bad
deliberately cut her that afterncon. _

" Well, what's it matter if she did 1 " he was saying tartlv

*
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sa Peter opened tae doar. * I'll stop my sobeeription to
tha church; I'll—" Hea broke off.

Peter spoker— -
hg".}’l”haru’a Boonie? Philip’s downstairs, He wanta

B

Mra, Dennison answered him fretfully :—

" Bhe hasn't been here—hasn't even troubled to come
and ees her own mother, after all thess weeks. You would
have thought that my only daughter——"

Peter went out again.

“ We must have missed her on the road,” he told Philip.
‘:.:i"ﬂi-::.a hm'qlbaan here. What are you poing to dof

ait, or

“T'm ping back.” Philip was already at the door
Peter followed.

Philip walked at such a rate it was all Peter counld de
to keep pace with him. Presently he acked a breathloss
question :—

“ What's the burry? Here, that's not the way.”

“T'm going to the station first."

‘ Btation] Bot—"

He azked no more questione. . He felt instinctively that
something was desperately wrong. He stood by soxionaly
while Philip questioned a porter:—

“ Hag the last train gone to town 1"

“ Yeg, sir."

Philip g‘la.umd at his watch.

" When's the first one up in the morningt "

“ Nothing till the nine-five, sir." ; ;

Philip turned away. Peter canght a glimpee of hia face
in the yellow lamp ountside, and a sudden nameless fear
shot through him, but nothing was said till they were in
the road ag:a.iu ; then FPhilip broke out hoarssly :—

“Laok here—I'm going to ron. I've got te get up to
town to-night. There's oo %rain,: o 1 shall take the car.
You ecan come if you like, but make up your mind
quirkly.” Peter's mind was made up already.

“T']1 eome,!” he eaid briefly.

They raced hack through the dark lanes; they wers

anting and breathless when they reached the Highway
%ﬂusu ; Philip paused a momeat; he was sick with fear
and dread; Peter glanced at him and broke ont:—

‘ Eha may be here—let me go and see first."

“ Very well—but I know she isn't—I"ll get the car.”

e went off ronnd to the ?rmaj a moment later Peter
rejoired him. * Well—well 1 ** Philip_asked.

eter shook his head. They took the car round to the
front doorg Philip went in for 8 moment to find his mother;
he oxplained horriedly.
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“T'm gcu'nE up to town—with Eva.” , He dared not tell
her the truth; gripped her hand hard for & moment
*It's all right—don’t ask any questions, there's a dear,
and don't worry.” He kissed her and was gone; a momant
later be and Peter were racing towarda London.

Tha little car seemed to fly over the road; Philip was
driving recklessly without being fn the least conecious of
it thr:ﬂdhad gone some miles beforp Peter epoke:—

T :u’ re are you going—to the flati"

i T‘GIJF

Preaently Peter tried again,

* Ehe may not have come up to town at all; what makes
you think ghe hasf"

No answer. Peter drew the mgl more closely about
him ; he was chilled and miserable, It was long past mid-
night when they reached London; the streets were
deserted save for an occcasional taxicab or a solitary

Philip slowed down a little—he seemed to be looking
for some particular t.urnmﬁ; suddenly he swerved the car
round, turned sharply to the right, and stopped outside a
high, unpretentious looking block of flats.

eter glanced up at it impatiently ; thers was only one
I.iﬂated window of the many overlooking the street; he
acked an irritable question. . .

“ What on earth . . . who lives hera1' Philip got
out; he shut the low door of the car with a little ﬁla.m;?:ia
brother-inlaw caught a plimpse of his face as he turned
away, and in all his life he never forgot the lock in Philip’s
gyaaﬂarﬂgm tone of his voice as he answered hoarsely:

i Oalligan."

A moment later he was hammering at the door.

CHAPTER XLIII

Carriean hod passed a miserable day. He had rung up
the Winterdicks' fiat in the morning, and ledroed that Eva
had gone to Apsley, and since then he had not alown &
mi.uut.a‘wnm R )

Hes had done the right thing in urging her to Eﬁ’ he
knew, and yet he hated to think of her down at the High-
way House unhapps', and in all _probability, unwanted.
B felt as _if he had deliberately driven her to further pain
and suffering, ] i , :

He had tried t9 get into touch with Peter and failed.
He had spent the day wandering about town more wretched
thao he ﬂud ever been in &ll his life, and duriag the long
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evening he had sat in the untidy eitting.room at his
bachelor flat, smoking innumerable cigarettes aod seeing
Eva's [ace in every cloud of smoke.

It was o guarter to two when he heard a ear come up
the street, and instantly he was sure that in some way,
this late vigitor was connected with himsslf,

But he pever for & moment pusssed that it wonld be
Philip, and he fell back with a little ejaculation of surprise
when, a5 he opened the door, Philip pushed roughly past
him and went on uninvited into the sitting-room.

Calligan followed. He made no comment, but his quick
eyes saw the way in which Philip locked hprriedly round
gs if in search of someone, and his Zieart began to thump.

Eval Where was she! What had bappened? But
he betrayed nothing of his agitation ; he waited guietly for
FPhilip to explain. Then all at once Philip turned on him
with a roar,
lh“}"ﬁ"hm isehel" Bhe's been here, I know! Where is

ﬂ n

Calligan met his friend’s eyes steadily; he saw their mad
look of passion, and knew that it would only infuriate him
more to pretend that he did not understand. Ha
answered at once :— T

1 have not seen your wife since last night; she went
down to Apsley this morping, I believe—I give you my
word of honour, Philip, that I have not seen her since
last m’ght, and that I have not the least idea where ghe in."’

“It's an infernal lie! I don't believe you . . . Bhe's
been here . . . Bhe left Apsley to-night by the last train.
Bhe meant to come to you—ghe did come to you.
Bhe's been to this flat—it's ne use denying it. I
wouldn’t believe you if you swore it."”" His voice broke;
he held sheking hands to his friend. ' Tom—for God's
sake, tell me where she is—"

Callipan was very white, but: he stood his ground
resolutely.,

“ 1 give Iynu my word of honour that I don't know,” he
gnid steadily, *“ Bhe has not been here—if she e
Fa stopped; he conld not troet himzell to eay any more,
then helbroke out again. ‘' What has happened? Why
do you think’ she's here i—Hea"2ns, man!l—why can't you
explain——1"

Ehilip"a white face flushed searlet.

“ Youl to ack for explanations’ he speered, 1 t-11

on‘this pretended innocenee doesn't go down with me.”

gi’in voies rose aghin passionately, his chest heaved with
his laoured breathing; he turned on Callican suddenly
with raised fiste. * Where in she—tell me where she is,
You . . M




FOR LOVE 87

ﬂnl‘lifun did not flinch.

“ I I knew, I would tell you,” he said quistly. * Not
because you deserve it—not because you deserve any coa-
sideration from her or from me, but because I cars for
her so much that I'd give my life to see her bappy. . . "
Now "—he flung at young Winterdick with defiance—
" you've got your answer, and I hope you like it."

Philip paseod a shaking hand acroes his mouth. He waa
half convineed of hig friend’s honesty, but that drive op
from Apaley through the darkness had been torture for
him, and he could not o readily forget it.

‘* Bhe meant to come to you—I know she did—" he
said again with angu'sh.  ** Where iz ghe if she's not
hers! Thare’s nobody else she would have gone to. . . .
Oh, don’t stand there like that!' he broke oub stormily.
“ Bay mﬁﬂhmg—uuggut pomething . . , for God's
aﬂkﬁ- TR ) :

Gal!.i'gnn'n Ince guoivered. *“"Yon'd better search the
place,’” he maid hoarsely, * if you don’t believe me. 1 tell

on 1 don't know where your wife is." His pale face
suddenly. ‘' I suppose you've been a brute to her
again—1I su ﬂmu Fou've bean t-ort!ariﬂ_ﬁ{_her and half driving
her mad. the name of heaven, Philip, what's coms over
you! What are you made of that you treat her as you
do! You seem very sure that she wonld come to me. I
wish T were a8 sure—I wich [ knew that she cared enough
th come——"" His voice ross excitedly. *‘I wish she
eared bne-hundredth part ag much for me a3 she does for
vou. Bhe shouldn’t ever have gone back to you, I promiss.

hE n

B

Philip turned slowly. :

“ Care for me| ”’ he eaid in & hoarse voice. ** Bhe never
eared for me. . . ."" He waited a moment, staring at
Calligan with eyes that pleaded for a contradiction l,nimlz:us,
words, that implored it, evew while in his heart he knew
there was no smallest hopa of getting it,

It was Calligan who looked away first. sz

“ You've never deserved that she should,’ he said ¥ith
an effort. " But if we men only got what' we deserve it
would ba a pretty poor look out for some of wy’' Ha
raised his ug eyes to Philip's again and suddenly he said
agitatedly: ¥ Phil—you don't mean . . . you weren't such
a fool as not—to know that she eared 1"

,Philip tried to epeak, but no words would come. Hea
groned backwards for a chair lzjg.mi dru:l:ped into it, his rms
putflung on the table, his fack buried in them. )

Then Calligan drew a breath like & migh, He faid a
hand on his ftiend’s shoulder. T

#Maor old chap. . . "  As yet his mind'was but a
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chaos of agitation s which he groped blindly for the truth;
but he was beginning to see it slowly, and to undcut.a.nr{
that after all it had not been only Eva who had enffered.

He walkod ower to the sideboard and mechanically
mixed & couple of whiskies. He brought them back to the
tabls and gave i’hﬁli:a a little shake,

" Here—buck up,” he eaid with rough kindness. *“1I
can't belp you till 1 know what's happened. . . .

Philip raised his head.

“ Bhe'a gone. . . . We—she. . . Oh T was a bruta,
Bhe never answerad me when I—but I knew—I could see
it in her eyes—all through that confounded dipmer, . . .
She looked like death, and then, .  .*

" Wall, the thing is to find her. You eay she left
Apeley. You are sure—surai’ Calligan’s voice was
wrung with anxiety.

" Yes—as sura a8 I ean be.” Philip ﬁt to his feet.
He looked like & man on the verge of a bad breakdown.
“Peter's outside—I brought him up in the car.”

Calligan left the room and eame back a seeond later with

is overcoat.

“I'm ready,” he said. * Bhe may have gone to the

““ No—no, she won't have done that™
They went down the stairs together. At the bottom
Ph{i'li uﬁi‘d! F.ha.mcfmdlyt " T

“T T sheould like to beg veur pardon.™

Callizan laughed mirthlessly.

(" Oh, I shouldn’t do that. As I told you, if I'd been

ven the opportunity you might be looking for me now
with a revolver,”

He went on into the street hurriedly to aveid further
wordes He spoke to Peter—a cold, miserable-looking
Peter, huddled up in the car,hali-gdleep.

Peter listened sulkily to Callizan’e brisf explanation.

“It's all & wild-goose chase,” he said irn’ta,ﬁ]y. “ Bhe's
probably at Ancley all the %ime. Why doecsn’t Philip
rhone up and seafi ™

"“He ¢ mldn’t get an angwer at this time of the morning;
nobody would ever hear the rings’ He gave Peter s little
shove. ‘' Move up and make room—we're going roun. to
T heu apusd th

& three crushed into the narrow seat and Philip tock
the wheel again. 3



FOR LOVE 239

CHAPTER XLIV

Trr eyes of the three men wers ““hi:f throngh the
darknees to entch sight of the windows of the flat long
before they had reached it. But thero was no light in any
of them, and Peter shivered as he moved his cramped
limbs and followed his companions to the door.

There wae a faint tinge of daylight in the sky. It was
an eerie grey light that gave them all & wretched, ghostly
appearance as Philip opened the door with his latchkey.
Thers was not a sound in the flat; the place had a hnrrihﬂ
deserted look in the flood of electric light jerked on by
Philip's impatient hand.

None of them spoke; Peter and Calligan stood waiting
while Philip went across to his wife's room and opened the
door—they heard the little click made by the switch as he
turned the light on, and then it seemed an interminable
silence before he came back to them.

He shook his head; he could not trust his voice; he led
the way to the dining-room and the others followed.

Thare was & dead fire in the grate and the blinds were
andra letting in the Ersti:aj streak of dawn; the whole
ioom looked cheerless and depressing.

Phi'ip threw his coat down on a chair; he knelt down
by the fire and tried to fan its deadness into flame with a
pewspaper—there was a curiously grey tinge in his face.

ligan stood by, silently wa

Buddenly he spoke.

% You want some eticks, old man—there used to be some
kept in the log box in your study.”

hilip glanced up and away again; a bitter pall shot
t.l::.l'au#h his heart, Calligan had spoken quite naturally,
ag if he knew evervthing about the workinge of the flat.

it All right—you might get some.”

He had not even known that thers wwas a log box
himeelf. Calligan must have been very mmuch ai honle
hers, he thought, in.spite of his pretended ml:‘Eilh}enr.ﬂ.

Hy throw the nﬂﬂ'!ﬁnnl‘:i’ aside and flung himself into a
chair. Where was Eval—supposing he never saw her
peain ! A hundred doubts and fears had tortured him
gnes he had sntisfied himself that she was not,with
Calligan ; sha had no friends in London to whom she gould
go. . - - Where was she?! Where was shai His own
helplesdu.ne_sa nearly drove him mad. A stifled’ groan
BEC" D€



240 FOR LOVE

Calligan turned, he looked at Philip eharply. * All
right 1 " he ssked with gruff sympathy.
hilip scowled,

“ Go and get the wood—I'm Irozen.”

Calligan went away. He crossed the hall quietly, and
opened the library door. Darkness and silence here, too,
and he had spent so many happy honrs in this room.
Bomething seemed to catch him by the throat as he thought
of the past and realisad that after to-night, whatever
happened, it could never coma again. Though he had not
known it, ha had parted from Eva ﬂnl.'llg last night when
he urged her to go to Apeley. She would not have gone if
he had said one word to keep her. .

Enlfmped along the wall for the ]ig'ht. end switched it
on. The log box was close to the fireplace; he turned
towards it, then stopped with a little choking ery, for
there, curled up in the big leather srmchair, fast uluup,
WAE f-‘hilip’a wife, .

He stood transfized in the doorway; for™s moment the
shock of seeing Eva robbed him of all power; then with
an effort he pulled himeelf together, closed the door moftly
behind him, and went over to her as she lay asleep in the
big armchair.

There was an infinite tenderness in his face; he loved
her 80 well _loved her with all the great unselfishness of
which he was capable, and he knew as plainly as if he had
been told that this moment had been given to him in which
to bid her geod-bye. ;

He had only desired her happiness, and he knew
instinctively that she stood now on ita threshold, and that
whatever emall place he had filled in her life it would soon
no longer exist: greater, more compleie happiness would
wipe out evervthing elss, and if she ever thonght of him at
all it, gwonld be perhaps a little ashamedly when eshe
rememberad the broken conflssion: ehe had onee made to

im.

£he was gleaping so peacefully. Bhe still wore her hig
travilling cost, and from its' big upstaading collar her
dpinty head snd slender throat rose like some graceful
flawer. er hat had fallen on to the floor beside her, and
hﬁr‘ bair'was' slightly rufled b;:the cushions of the big
chair.

Had she meant to come to him, even as Philip had said !
—in! his heart he longed to know, and yet now he neve.
woulit,

He wondered how hs would have acted had she done
snch aithing-.if he wonld have been man enonch to grnd
her away or il he would have taken advantage of her lone-
litess and unhappiness to bind her to him. It would ont
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have meant happiness for either of them. He was wise
mwjh to know that and 40 know also that she had never
for anyone but Philip.

He rtood 1n gilence looking down at her, his heark i::: his
sad eyes. Tt was the end of everything for him
though be had always known how it must end, the uﬂh
ledze had not served to mfteu the blow now it had fallen.

e bent over her, taking in every detail of her face—
the delicate arch of her b brows, the eurve of her mouth and
the childigh way in which her hair broke into soft ringlets
about her ears,

He longed to kiss her just mca but he knew that the
right was not his even chough ¢ had loved her since the
firat moment of their meeting. It sesmad etrange that
ghe should never have gnessed it.

Bhe stirred & little m her sleep and he held his breath
thinking she would waken, but ehe only turned her face &
little further from him as if in mute protest against the
desire in his heart and then lay quiet once more.

" Emnwham, to someons, this is the golden
honr—-"*

The words floated into his mind and he wondered idly
whers he had heard them.

He roveed himeelf with & sigh. It was not his golden
bour, anyway. He was only & trespasser here, a tres-

sser with tears in hin hooest eyes as he bent and laid

in 'IT for » moment to her hair and then to the littla
zI-mp and which bore hias friend’s ring.

A thrill of pladness passed through his heart at the
knowledge that he and Philip conld Et:LII be friends: that
no action of® his had made it impossible to look Philip in
the eves apain.

with & murmured * God bless you ™ he went away
without a backward zlance.

He met Philip in tha hall, a fiageard Philip, whose tragie
eyes told their own tale of euffering. He broke out
mcahnmnﬂj ax ha saw Calligan:

"I can't stop hera—I cad’t rest—I'm poing back to

a?' to soa if she's there. Yon'll look after Pefen . . |
[ can't rest till 've found her . . . T get qff &) once.”

Thera was tha faintest ,,..mmia nllﬂnu, when 1!1n'nn
paid Jowly: “There's no need, she's here—in your room. .

He ca.rl'gh't. Philip’s elbow and steadied him. ' She’s
all.right,” he said. * Bhe's arlesp.”

He du;'l not look at youne Winterdick’s faca. He Jelt
that the relisf and joy which he knew he would read there
wonld be more thah he could stand just now. He waited
s moment, then he turmed away and Philip wen} omn alone
to the opsa door across the
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Eva was no linger sleeping. The voices of the two
men outaide had roused her, and she was sitting up with
wtartled eyes and flushed cheeka

She was not quite awake yet, and for n moment she
looked at Philip almost withow remgnrtmn, as he shut the
door behind him and came over to where she rat in the bi
chair. He went down on his knees and put his arms roun
her, hiding his face in her lap.

" Forgive me—~forgive me—forgive me!*

Ha hardly knew what he said; his arms clutched her
desperately. Even now he could hardly believe that the
long torture of the night was ended and that she waa heras,
gafe in hiz arms

She sat staring down at his bowed head with dazed eyes.
The shock of waking to find him there kept ber silent,
then suddenly she gave a little shuddering ery, striving to
fres harself from his elasp.

 Let ma .« lectme go . . . I nover meant you to
find me—I don't want you any more—I never meant to
come back . . . oh, I don’t want you any morel”

Philip raised his arms from her waist till they were
clasped about her shoulders. He tried to draw her down
to kim, but she resigted him fiercely. Bhe fleng her head
back as far as she conld from his reach. BShe held him off
with her hands against his chest.

T don't want you—I don’t want you. . . . Let me po.”
i PhiEp bent his head and kissed the hands that held Lim

rom_her.

“ 7 love you—I adore yon,” he said incoharently. " I'll
never let you go again. I can’t live without you—believe
ms! You must belisve me.” o

e . .. no"—gha was half [ainting; her eyes wers
wild—" Yon told me that befors, and it wasn't true . . .,

and pow I don’t eare . . . I don't care. You've hurt me
so much—jyou can't hurt ms any more. . . . Philip, Philip,
let me go. . . M

“ Not till you forgive mp—I've been a bruta, but it wae
beéeauses I love you so much. Last night—yon drove me
half mad. 1 thought it was Calligan you cared for. . . .
I thimrht—oh, forgive me for what t.hnug_htt Forgive
me, an ] trr to care for me—just a little. . . "

Ehas stonped struggling. Bhé sat quite still, a omeer,
mocking light in her eyes.

i A little!” She gave & hard langh, " 1T eared for
you more than that onee—I cared for you #s much . ., go
much . . ."" The words died away on a ecbbing sigh
# Prt it’s all gone now, all gone— nnly want to he loft
alone—to try and forget that I ever knmew yow Oh, let
me go; your arms hurt me . . .”
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Philip released her at once and rose td his feet.

He mads no attempt to follow her when she moved awa
from him. HSbe was as white sa death, bot now her voic
wae almost stesdy as she spoke

“1 meant to go away with Mr, Calligan last night. I
may &8 well tell you, so that Jou can think the very worst
of me once and for all . . ." Bhe made a litile gesture
of defiance. ‘I went te his flat, and I walked up and
down——uap and down . . . oh, for hoors I should thinkl
Onee T almost rang the . . " Bhe la.uﬁhud con-
fusedly, 1 don't know why I didn't . . . I suppose
perhaps—becanse in spite of what you all think of me. I
mpposs® 1 was never veelly meant to be that sort of

WOINAR . . .

* Eva—for God's sake . . " :

But she went on heedlessly, her ayes blaziug.

" He would have been kind to me, anyway—he didn't
hata to be with me, and try to fiad excuses to ﬁet BWAY
from me. MHe ia the only one in all the world who really
cares what becomes of me." Her [aee twisted into a
spaem of pain. ' Peter—even Potor told me yesterday

at he was ashamed cf me . . ."" Bhe wrung her hands in
anguich. “ And you . . ." Bhe tursed her eyes ta
her husband's face. .

“T love ?ruu.—l have always loved you," Philip eaid

gely. * Yeu never cared for me, I know that, but it
hasn't made sry differsnce; I'd give m¥ life for you this
sninuts if yeu'd just love me for a dar, for an hour 5, o

Eva shiwered o little, looking away from him. ™ It's

too Iste—now—anyway,” she said with a eort of hope-

less monotony. I don't want you—now . . . you're
going away, and . ., and L. . "
“* I'm not goin 'm pever going to leave you again.

Laet night is nothine—Callican is nnthin% Nothing, you
can ever do will make me lovel you lese.  It's all been my
fanlt. Come back to me and ['ll make you forget the past
—1I'Il make you love me—we'll start all over again.”

“ No—na,"' .

His face guivered a little. -

“T'll do anything you wish—I'll give my life maka

ou happy, but I can't live: without you. Yoéu've got to
%-cli!, re mo—you've got to come brck. You don't know
how—how decent T can be if T ;th."

The words were hopelessly inadequate, and he realised
it with despair. He took a step towards her, and she
backed away from him to the door,

¥ T don"t want you. Why did you lollow mel? I hever
meant to see you again 2

There was a little silence.




244 FOR LOVE

" Thon—then v by did you come back here last night? "
Philip asked in a strangled voice.

She looked at him without answering. Then suddenly
ghe broke into a little wail:

“Oh, I don't know—I don’t knmow. . . . I supposa I
wm! nEra.J.EL I don’t remember how I came back or

w i

I{Yon came becavse you are my wife," said Philip
ngitatedly. ‘‘ You came because you knew that meither
Calligan nor any other man eculd come between us. You
came because in your heart _ﬂ:u know that I love you—you
know that I adore you. . .

He caught her in his arms. -He held her fiercely,
crushing her to him, almost robbing her of breath.

“ TN never let 31:th4: till you ELY that you love me.
I'Il never let you go ¥ou say you've forgiven ma. . .
Even if I were sure that o hated me I'd never lot ]'l:r'll
8o, You'ra my wife. . . .

“1 don't love you "
by || mnk you. TYou can't look at me and still say
that, . . Ha fal t. that tlua was the last desperate
Gght fcr his lln His love for her and the of
losing her mad r.nml. He hl.-.Id her so tlmt she could
not namfpa ]nm or aven turn her face awa va him
a sort of exultation to ses the way t.huc-ouurf ad from
her chesks and how for & moment her eyes closed before
the passionats insistence of his

“ Oh, if you'd just let me gu,.” ehe whizpered “aintly.

Philip langhed roughly.

“TIf you can look at me and tell me that you don’t love
me you shall go,"" he said. He waited & moment, but ghe
did not raies her eyes.

“Tf you can look at me and tell me that you love
Callipan—yon shall—go,” he eaid hoarsely,

She lotked at him now—ehe felt as'if her resistance was
:]1}1%115 from her beneath his will.

o you love him, ' Philip damu.n&ad between his

ol Hn—-nu. A Y unh a whldm

" (. that other man. . . ." “Ho could hardly speak.

A litt & preker of perplexity crossed her face.

*1 du-n"t- know who you mean. . . . I don't kmow who
Fyou mesn.’

“ You mean that you won't enswer—won't tell me. . . .
Tha® night—befors we were married—when I found you in
the moonlight. You told iae afterwards . . . that thera
was snme man—geome man you had cared for. . . . Answer

ANEWET ME. . . . I1)o you cara fn: him still?t Who is
het "1 will know!™ T tell you, I willl >
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He shook her in his paseiohate jealdusy. His grasp
bruised hor soft fluah,

For a moment it seemed ax if she still meant to defy him
and deny him. Then suddenly she gave in as if some giant
hand had broken her froil resistance.

“It was you! You,” she said, laughing wildly. “ It
was always you, only you never guessed . . . bot now—
it's too late now—I don’t care any moere—it's all gone . . .
it's all gone . . . oh, Philip—I'm Ea.]hnli « + o Ialling—"
Her -voice broke off with & little strangled cry of fear as
ghe fainted in his arms

CHAPTER ILIV

“Ir's all right,” said Calligan shakily. ' Bhe's coming
round. Look! Ehe's opening her eyes.”

He drew back hurriedly as Eva stirred a little.

They carried her into the dining-room whers
Calligan bad at Isst succeeded in :|:ta|.l::1:1u'it the firs burn,
and she was lying on the couch, her head supported
agaiost Philip'e arm. )

It was broad daylight now, Outin the street the rumble
of traffic had already commenced and long streaks of sun.
ghine wera piercing the grey clouds

Callivan pave one last look at Eva and the man who
knelt beside her, then motioned to Peter and the two Tvent
softly away. ] . . )

here was m little silence. Eva tried to raise hersalf,
but fell back apain weakly. Her hair was streaming
about her shoulders, her face was wet. Bhe felt aa if she
had just stroggled through a bad illness to an unwenied
convalescence.

Y. lonﬁ gigh of weariness escaped her. Her lids sremed
weighted, but afier o moment she dragged them open jo
find Philip bending over her.

Bha hi;;uita still looking up at him. Her heart seemed
to stop beating. Her whole body felt cold and tense;
then suddenly the tears cams.  Bhe covered hetr fave with
shaling hands and beman to sob,

i Darling—my da.ﬂin?' e

Phlilip gathered her into his arme as tenderly as
woman conld huLW :!ona. He drew her head down to pis
ghoulder and laid his cheek to hers. He held her hand
againet his lips, kissing it again and again. He eoulcdnot
trost himself to speak. Bhame, joy and s hundred and
one er otiors tore his heart.
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Presently the .obs quietened s little and she lay still,
her face hidden against his shoulder,

Philip foond his voice then—

** There is #0 much I want to fell you—and I don't
know where to begin; but first of all, I'm never going to
leave yon again, I'm g to take you away—aomewhers
—and show yon that I'm pot—not always a brute . . .V
Hig voice broke, but he strupgled on.

“ And we've wasted all this time . . . I've been such
a fool—I onght to have made Enu listen to me . . . Eva
—you eaid . . . was it true when you eaid that—the man
rnut;. « « you told me about that night—was it really
ma

He felt har tremble in his arms, but she did not epeak,
and he went on again: * Do you think—perhaps—somo
day . . . you might get to care for me againi [°ll be so
patient . . . I know you must hate the nighﬁ of me now
—but ... perhaps . .. some day . . ."

Ehe raised herleii then, turning a litthe from him.

“If T could only just forget it all—"" ghe aaid
trembliogly. * You don't know what it's been—how I've
'bea;l burt . . . Last night—I meant to have left you—last
might . . ."

he hot colour flamed in her face. * That's what I've
come i0,” she said defisntly.

“ It's what I've driven youto . . . My God, if I'd only
hﬂ"-'n " Ly

Her i.euu began to fall again.
“ T did love you—aoh, I love you," she said broken-

1 know—I . . ." Philip conld not go on. He laid
har gently down and got up, walking away to the window.
“ But it's not too late yet,” he said presently, trf'ing to
stesiy fua voige. ** I'll teach you tc care again—] can—
Iknow I can.” He waited a moment, then came back to
bar. He beat over her, trying to smile.

" You're such a kid, after all," be said hoskily. ' Why
I could pick ;ou up and run away with you if I chose. And
to thi ow're & married woman! To think you're my
wife.”! a turned his face sharply away, and for a
moment there was silence. e Zept her hand in his, and
presently asked: :

“You said something to me—about & note . . , when
we were down at Apsley. . . . When was it? . ., -He
parsed & hand over his eces, trying to remember. ' Tt
geems 50 long ago’, . . what note did you mean, Eval
Oh, don't let there be any more miaundmmndiugu
between as," he broke- out as she shook her head. I
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want to know it alb—everprthlng, and I want t.n tell you
Evagé:hmg, too—but I can't seem to remember.”

turned her face against the cushions so he could
not sea her eyes. 1 wrote yon a note—the last night
bafors we came Jp to town; I—I—oh, I wanted to ba
[riends with you," she added mt-wn
Ph:hi;l tried tu laugh. * Friends!' e said brokenly.
“1 left #t for you—downstairs . . . close to your
glippors—I was so sure yon would sea it. I asked you to
come am:l spoak to me, bub ... but you didn't, and
ED

“'.'Enu thought 1 had it! Ewa, I swear to you . . .”

is voice rose excitedly and he felt her fingers quiver in
his. He sat down beside her IE'[

"1 never had the note . £ 1 had . . . but it's too
late to think of that now. "Thank Gl:-d. wa ocan understand
ons another before it's too Iate. . . .

Ehe looked away from"his impassioned ey

" But you dida’t ‘ove me . . M gha u.ni t.mmh]mglr.
" You didn't love me. . .

Pluhp glipped an arm beneath her head, bending over

“ I bogan to love you from the day I asked you to marry
me,"" he mid. * The night of that infernal dinner party,
whcn Eitty Arlington fainted. . Yes, you've gobt to
hegr it all,” he insisted as ghe wineed. ' 'She's nothing
to me—I1 can see now that I owe her a sort of gratitude Inr
lutting me find out that it was you all the time T t.:,u..
for . . . I knew it that night. I wish to heaven I'h
told you; but . . . I suppose I was—afraid, . ., I put
l& off to :Ell Jrl:'IﬂEﬂ'Fan Eru waﬂia mlnimli and then. o o
2] Pﬂ-ﬂ! * Bolore con EpeAE OrF BAY & WOr on
S he clenched his hand. ¥
"Bea frned herself from is arm. There wasa fiary :epot
of m]aur in either cheek. '
“ Tt was becanse T knaw the truth. I knew why you'd
married me. . . . I knew you didn't care—that it
]lust. to save your people. O, can't you imagine how I
elt 1 Gﬂn’t:ﬂm realise what it was like to be told—op my
wedding day 1"
Phtl:]:l put his hands rn-her shoulders turding Jher to

g Whan did vou know ! Who told yon1* he asked,
Eur eves fell, A littls quiver of angmish erossed her

e Father told me a_— when-l—-whun I waa changing my
dross—to o away with you

“"Eval" His Wltﬂ was full of shamed anper.

" Ga, ye: musn't blame him, 1 don't! I think T've
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always been glal that I knew. . . . 1 might have gone
on loving you, believing tlaa.t you loved me, if I hadn't
known—Dbut as it is. . . . B5he broke off with a long,
quivering eigh.

“And so you said you didn’t care for me—yow said
you'd known all along. . . . You esid. . , , Eva, were
:.n]r |¢I all the ghastly things you said to me that day—

rue

Bhe ghook her head.

“T1 don't know. . . . I—can’t remember. . . . I only
wanted to make sure that you should never know I—I had
cared, . . . It—it wul e being stabbed and left to die.

w v It was like . . " Ehe 'nught- her tremblin hp
between her teeth, Ml.ar a moment sha went on mt‘?u
effort. " Bo you see . . . I only—want to—forget, . . ."

“ You mesn that . . . you won't ever care—again, th.ut
nothing I can ever do. . .

Bhe looked away [rom I:um into the cheery fira.

** It all seems so long ago,” she said faintly.

It seemed an eternity before either of them spoke; then
PI}':I‘F asked huskily:

hat night . . . when I struck you . . . yon meant
to leave me Lhun—-—whjr dido't yout . . ." But he knaw
'iil']:r_.!r before she answered.
It was Mr. Calligan—he made me promise not to.
« . ." BEhe raised her ead eyes to her husband's face for
a moment. ‘' Oh, he's been & %end friend to ;n:-u,“ ghe
eaid earnestly. “'He's so often d me to be patien:
to gire you another chance. . . er lips twistad aa ;i‘
in pain. ‘'* Even the other n:phf.-——when you came to town
and . . . didn't stay here in thia flat—I would have gona
away then if he'd said onz word, but he—Mr. Callizan
.« ' Her voice died away.

BFilip hid his face in his hands. Calliganl And he
kad hated him so!

"He's 8 better chap than T am,"” he aaId hoarsely. "I
don't wonder you . . . ean't furgwa mae. "

He rose fo his feet and I:mia.n pacing the room restlessly,
Bomehow the confldence he had felt a moment befors had
ﬂcmrt:-d him. He knew that he did not deserve to be
forgivéi. The half-boyish ob.tinaey which he had never
quite outgrown reasserted itself. Perhaps the best thin
he eould do would ba to clear out to Khodesia rs he h
intended. Eva did not wont him. He might go on
breaking his heart, sating his soul cut for her unavailingly,

Ha spuku with his bacl turned. "Pur]m;p-l I'd bat-ter

Jfter all. . .. 1 aupEnsu it's the only dﬂcﬂf- thin
Faft for me to do. . . : m not wanted—I . Fur

by
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the life of him he could not continne; he was overwhelmed
mﬁl dﬁmlnhﬁg ly kind d—aonly him

she wa only sey cme kind word—o va &
littlea hope. His heart bungered for it &

He began pwr:mi,' up a&nd down the room, hands deep
thrust mtu his

“ It's for you ta gay,”! he broke out apain. “I'll do
whu.’wmr you wnnt.. don't care a damn for m solf—hut
arw_ﬁ s & Bwung round, his face working 'l.ubh

ling emotion. * It for yau to say—Eva .
repeated dully,

Bhe was ut.t.tnﬁ locking mt-u the fire, her hair falling
childishly about or,- hinng har free. t seamed a long
time before she answered nneertainly :—

* Perhape—if you would rather %'Io M Bhe ross to
her feet ond faced him. Then su denly eha Egt up her
hands o her thmn.t &4 if ghe were choking. 8 Eave &
little stifled or

“ Ph'ilp—P ip, don't po—don't lesve me. ... I
can't bear it any more—I've tried not to :am—l’va tried
not to love you—but it's no use, . . . . Philip

"  Bha would I:m.va fallen at his fuadl:] had he nut-
cu,ught her. He held her by the shoulders, looking into
her faca with eyes that did not dare to believe her, or to

'ﬂ-u

in heart was hammering in his throat; he conld hardly
breaths, and hn: voice sounded strained and eracked when
oM, last fe spoke.

“It's the truth? You're not . . . just fooling mel
You really mean . . . that you—want met Oh, my dear
—anSwer me—answer ma . . .

But ghe could not speak. Bhe just put her arms round
his neck and lifted her face, all tear-wet, and flushad now,
like a ross, and with n litile inarticulate ery Philipieaazht
her to his heart.

And then for a littla while avervthing was forgotten buk
the deliriom of the moment. e past was wiped opd
with tears and kiseea and inccherent wrrds, When
Philip’s lips first tonched her own, Eva closed her exes—
ehe was afraid to open them for fear this great happiness
thould onea asam prove unreal; when presendy he
releat *d her and raised his head, aha hid her face againsh
his eoat in trembling silence.

Dhilip kissed her hair

* You do love me " he whispared.

“You knuw I do"
yo And ;cn:: ve forg.ven me—for everything 1

L] Lu-uk al me then."
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"] _J—can't” .

" Eva—you're not shy of mel ™ Phﬂiﬂ:'l voics was a
little shaky. " And we'rs sup to be such an «
married couple,” he went on, trying to lough. He raiw
her [aee, his hand beneath her chin.

L1l ]'W l}'ﬂ-‘l."

A.fst-l;;l ‘m;hrgﬁnt Ehlu obeyed. ;

o anh I ove you." "

“You know I do.”

]“I :]lun't—-yon’vn never told me properly. Darling—

oass | "'

. Her lips moved, then suddenly she broke dowm.

“1 ecan't—I'm so afraid.”

“Eva! of met"
th;FIHB o—but of the future, and thutgnﬁut-nd £ :v:fg;

u pposing Fou wore nd ou
q.ftaE ;Il—-ynu-—dlsn’t—renllj—mre‘! 4

Thersa was & little silence, then Philip eaid in & quear,
nnecertain voice—

i 'Yﬂu"ra not—you're not—really—afraid of that—are

on "

? He took his arma from about her and moved back a step.

Eva stood with drooping head, the tears running down
her face, then elowly shs raised her eyes, and looked at
her husband. : .

There was very much of the boy about him still, thera
always weuld be—but just now he wae & boy with & men's
unhappy eyes, that seemed to be dumbly pleading for &
tr;;i and forgiveness which he knew wera still being with-
ha

Perbaps in that moment of silance she understood juat
what these last weeks had meant to him—just how much
euffering, and despair, and eruel unhappinass, for a litile
quivering smile of tenderncss crossed her face—

% Phiiip,” she said in a whisper, Lut now he would not
help her—he turned away, and® leaning his arm on the
mantelshelf stared down into the fire morossly—she did
noi trust him ! hew then covuld she really love him 1

He counted the seconds by his heart beata till she spoke
BEaiL.

B Philip——" and now there was a tremulons Iaugh in
her voree. *I was much happier—just now—befare you
weﬂﬁl _fu far nw&r—"

ip twrned.

[ Suj;ruu love me 1™ he asked huskily. "“And trost mel
—=znd balieve in mel ™

 With all my heart.”

Plilip held out hia-armu..
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_ Peter Denison was half asleep in the library when, some
time later, his brother-in-law thrust a sheepish head round
the door.

i Oh—er—thers you are, then,” he said lamely.

He came & step into the room.

“ I've just told the maids to get us some breakfast,” ha
explained airly. * Dare say yow'll be glad of some—eh 1

. " Ha looked roun

" Where's Calligani®

Peter yawned.

" Qone—he wouldn't stay. He wanted to take me
along ':r;th him, but I'd bad enough chasing about for one

night.’

%’ctﬁr rose to his feet. Ie glanced at Philip cut of tha
corner of his eyes.

Thera was aqme-thmﬁ very youthful and embarrassed
about jmg Winterdick at that moment. His hair waa
decidedly ruffied and an unkind obsorver might have
thought that his eyes looked suspiciously red.

He fidgated round the room for a moment.

* Where's Eva 1" Peter atked suddenly.

Philip blushed ingenwously.

o he's—er—packing some thinga . . ," he enid.
"T'wm er ... well, we're gomg nwa-;—far a holiday."”

“ Oh, sort of sccond homeymoon,” eaid Feter ryly.
Thejr eyes met, and suddenly he held out his hand—

“ All right—sh 1 " he asked awkwardly.

Philip seized the hand and wrung it hard.

“ Right as raim,” he said. “T wish you , . . well, you
know—it'll all come right in the end, ofd chap, you see.”

Pater knew what he meant, bat he could not answer just

then,

T should like to sen Bonnie—presently,” he said, after
s moment. * I'm going back home this morning—.l late
town—naever want to come herb again. You might ask
Pﬁﬂniu if T can just see her for & moment. . . "

Philip went across to his wife’s room, He was enjoyigg
himsalf tremandously by E:wlcudin that everything that
had happened was just a dream, only a dream from which
there would never any need to wake.

Fva was kneeling besids = half-packed box. Bhb ross
to het fect as Philip came in and shut the door,

“ Have they gonel” she asked apprehensively. Bhe
rather dreaded meeting Peter and Calligan again,

“ Calligan has, but Peter's hers . . . poor old Peter L"

" Ho'll be glad some day,” aid Eva quickly. * bhe
was never good enough for him.

" He wants to spsak to you . . . There's no barry.
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Wait a minute.” He canght her round the waist as she
turned to the door o .

“ Kisa me," he commanded, in hin best bullying manner.

“I'va kissed you hundreds of times,” she protested
goftly; but she put her arms round his neck willingly
uuugi'u and laid her cheek against hia coat

Philip bent his face to hers

“ Happy ! ' he asked in a whisper,

Bhe pretended to [rown, though her eyes shone,

“Of coures not! How ean you expect me to be happy
when the only man I have ever loved iz squeszing me 50
tight that . . . oh, Phill"

o took her face in his hande

“ Do you mean that!’ he asked, in passionate earnest-
ness. ' Am I really—the only man you have ever loved 1"

“ Really and t.ru!jl;” Bha locked past him to the
window and the patch of eky above the houses, whers a
pale half-mann was just fnding ont of the daylight. *f Ask
the little man in the moon,” she eaid, between kisses.
“"The littla man in the moon koows."

THE END.






