Price of Admiralty

By Mrs. Belloc Lowndes

“O mort, vieux capitaine, il est temps! levons | ancre!
Ce pays nous ennuie, O mort! Appareillons!”

Claire de Wissant, wife of Jacques de Wissant, Mayor of Faase, stood in the morning sunlight,
graceful with a proud, ingtinctive grace of poise and gesture, on a wind-blown path close to the
edge of the dliff.

At some little distance to her left rose the doping, mansard roofs of the Pavilion de Wissant,
the charming country house to which her husband had brought her, a seventeen year old bride,
ten long years ago.

She was now gazing eagerly out to sea, shidding her grey, heavy-lidded eyes with her right
hand. From her |eft hand hung a sted chain, to which was attached asmal key.

A hot haze lay heavily over the great sweep of deep blue waters. It blotted out the low grey line
on the horizon which, on the mgority of each year's days, reminds the citizens of Faase how
near England is to France.

Jacques de Wissant had rgoiced in the entente cordiale, if only because it brought such a
dream of tourigts to the old segport town of which he was now Mayor. But his beautiful wife
thought of the English as gdlant foes rather than as friends. Was she not grea-granddaughter to
that admird who a Trafdgar, when both his legs were shattered by chain-shot, bade his men
place him in abarrd of bran that he might go on commanding, in the hour of defeet, to the end?

And yet as Claire stood there, her eyes sweeping the sea for an as yet invisble craft, her heart
seemed to beat rhythmicdly to the last verse of a noble English poem which the governess of her
twin daughters had made them recite to her that very morning. How did it run? Aloud she
murmured:

“Y et thisinconstancy is such,
Asyou too shall adore—"

and then she stopped, her quivering lips refusing to form the two concluding lines.

To Clare de Wissant, that moving cry from a man's soul was not dulled by familiarity, or
hackneyed by common usage, and just now it found an intolerably faithful echo in her sad,
rebdlious heart, intengfying the anguish born of a secret and very bitter renunciation.

With an abrupt, restless movement she turned and waked on till her way dong the path was
barred by a curious obstacle. This was a smdl red-brick tower, built within a few feet of the edge
of the diff. It was an ugly blot on the beautiful stretch of down, dl the uglier that the bricks and
tiles had not yet had time to lose their hardness of line and colour in the salt wind.

On the diff dde, the smdl crcular building, open to wind, sky and sea, formed the unnaturd
goex of a naturd stairway which led seeply, dmost verticdly, down to a deep land-locked cove
below. The irregular steps carved by nature out of the chalk had been strengthened, and a rough
protection added by means of knotted ropes fixed on either side of the dangerous descent.



In the days when the steps had dtarted sheer from a cleft in the diff path, Jacques de Wissant
had never used this way of reaching a spot which till last year had been his property, and his
favourite bathing-place; and he had aso, in those same quiet days which now seemed so long
ago, forbidden his daughters to use that giddy way. But Clare was a fearless woman; and she
had aways preferred the dangerous, ladder-like stairs which seemed, when gazed a from below,
to hang "twixt sky and sea.

Now, however, she rardy availed hersdf of the right retained by her husband of usng one of
the two keys which unlocked the door set in the new brick tower, for the cove—only by courtesy
could it be called a bay—had been chosen, owing to its peculiar postion, naturaly remote and
yet close to agreat maritime port, to be the quarters of the Northern Submarine FHotilla

Jacques de Wissant—and it was perhgps the only time in ther joint life that his wife had
entirdy understood and sympathized with any action of her husband’'s—had refused the com+
pensation his Government had offered him; more, in his cold, slent way, he had shown himsdf a
patriot in a sense compardively few modern men have the courage to be, namdy, in that which
affected both his persona comfort and his purse.

After ganding for a moment on the periloudy smdl and narrow platform which made the floor
of the tower, Clare grasped firmly a srand of the knotted rope and began descending the long
deps cut in the cliff 9de. She no longer gazed out to seq, instead she looked draight down into
the pae green, sun-flecked waters of the little bay, where seven out of the nine submarines which
composed theflatillawere lying haf-submerged, asis their wont in harbour.

A landsman, coming suddenly upon the diff-locked pool, might have thought that the centuries
had rolled back, and that the srange sght before him was a school of saurians lazily sunning
themsdvesin the placid waters of a seaiinlet where time had stood ill.

But no such vison came to Clare de Wissant. As she went down the diff-sde her lovey eyes
resed on these sinister, man-crested mongers with a feding of ssterly, possessve affection. She
had become so familiarly acquainted with each and dl of them in the last few months, she knew
with such a curious, intimate knowledge where they differed, both from each other and dso from
other submarine craft, not only here, in these familiar waters, but in the waters of France's great
rival onthesea . ..

It ever gave her a thrill of pride to remember that it was France which firg led the way in this,
the most dangerous as dso the most adventurous new arm of nava warfare and e reoiced as
fiercdy, as exultantly as any of her seafighting forbears would have done in the terible
potentidities of destruction which each of these drange, grotesque-looking craft bore in ther
narrow flanks.

It was now the hour of the crews midday med; there were fewer men standing about than
usual; and so, after she had stepped down on the sandy strip of shore, and climbed the ladder
leading to the old Napoleonic hulk which served as workshop and dweling-place of the officers
of the flatilla, Madame de Wissant for a few moments stood solitary, and looked musingly down
into the waters of the bay.

Each submaring, its long, fishlike shgpe lying prone in the dmogt ill, transparent water,
differed not only in gze, but in meke, from its felows, and no two conning towers even were
dike.

Lying gpart, as if sulking in a corner, was an example of the old “Gym note’ type of under-sea
boat. She went by the name of the Carp, and she was very squat, smal and ugly, her teescopic
conning tower being of hard canvas.



To Claire, the Carp dways recdled an old Breton woman she had known as a girl. Tha
woman had given thirteen sons to France, and of the thirteen five had died while serving with the
colours—three a sea and two in Tonkin—and a grateful country had given her a penson of ten
francs aweek, two francs for each dead son.

Like that Breton woman, the ugly, surdy little Carp had borne heroes in her womb, and like
her, too, she had paid terrible toll of her sons to desth.

Occasiondly, but very seldom now, the Carp was taken out to sea, and the men, strange to say,
liked being in her, for they regarded her as a lucky boat; she had never had what they cdled a
serious accident.

Sunk deeper in the water was the broad-backed Abeille, sgnificantly named “La Péroleuse”
the heroine of four explosons, no favourite with ether crews or commanders;, and, cradled in a
low dock on the farther strip of beach, was stretched the Triton, looking like a huge fish which
had panted itsdf to deeth. The Triton aso was not a lucky boat; she had been the theatre of a
terrible mishap when, for some inexplicable cause, the conning tower had faled to close. Claire
was adways glad to see her safe in dock.

Out in the middle of the bay was La Glorieuse, a submarine of the latest type. Had she not lain
0 low, little more than her flying bridge being above the water, she would have put her eder
ggers to shame, 0 exquidtdy shaped was she. Everything about La Glorieuse was made
delicately true to scale, and she could carry a crew of over twenty men. But somehow Claire de
Wissant did not care for this miniature leviathan as she did for the older kind of submarine, and,
with more reason for his prgudice, the officer in charge of the flatilla shared her feding.
Commander Dupré thought La Glorieuse difficult to handle under weter. But he had had the
same opinion of the Neptune, one of the two submarines which were out this fine August
morning.

An eager “Bonjour, madame,” suddenly sounded in Claire de Wissant's ear, and she turned
quickly to find one of the younger officers a her ebow.

“The Neptune is a few minutes late)” he sad smiling. “I hope your Sster has enjoyed her
cuise” He was looking with admiring and grateful eyes a the young wife of the Mayor of
Fdase, for Clare de Wissant and her widowed sster, Maddleine Baudoin, were very kind and
hospitable to the officers of the submarineflatilla

The life of both officers and men who volunteer for this branch of the service is grim and
aduous. And if this is generdly true of them dl, it was specidly so of those who served under
Commander Dupré. By a tacit agreement with their chief, they took no part in the summer
gaties of the watering-place which has grown up round the old port of Faase, and out of duty
hours they would have led dull lives indeed had it not been for the hospitdity shown them by the
owners of the Pavilion de Wissant, and for the welcome which awaited them in the freer, gayer
amosphere of Madame Baudoin's villa, the Chaet des Dunes. Maddeine Baudoin was a lively,
cheerful woman, younger in nature if not in years than her beautiful dgter, and so she was
naturdly more popular with the younger officers They had felt especidly flattered when
Madame Baudoin had dlowed hersdf to be persuaded to go out for a couple of hours in the
Neptune; till this morning neither of the Ssters had ever ventured out to seain a submarine

And now 'twas true that the Neptune had been out longer than her commander had sad she
would be, but ro touch of fear brushed Claire de Wissant; she would have trusted what she held
most precious in the world—her children—to Commander Duprés care, and a few moments
after her companion had spoken she suddenly saw the little tricolor, for which her keen eves had
for long swept the sea, bravaly riding the waves, and making straight for the bay.



The flag moving swiftly over the surface of the blue water was a curious, dmost an uncanny
gght; one which never faled to fill Clare with a kind of spiritud exaltation. For the tiny srip of
waving colour was a symbol of the gdlantry, of the cardessness of danger, lying under the
dancing, sun-flecked ripples which adone proved tha the tricolor was not some illuson of
sorcery.

And then, as if the submarine had been indeed a sentient, living thing, the Neptune lifted her
great shidd-like back up out of the sea and glided through the narrow neck of the bay, and so
close under the long deck on which Madame de Wissant and her companion were standing.

The eager, busy hum of work dackened—discipline is not perhaps quite so taut in the French
as it is in the British Navy—for both men and officers were one and al eager to see the lady who
had ventured out in the Neptune with their commander. Only those actudly on board had seen
Madame Baudoin embark; there was a long, rough jetty close to her house, the lonely Chdet des
Dunes, and it was from there the submarine had picked up her honoured passenger.

But when Commander Dupr€s gern, sun-burnt face suddenly appeared above the conning
tower, the men vanished as if by enchantment, while the eager, busy hum began again, much as
if alever, setting this human machinery in mation, had been touched by some titanic finger.

The officers naturdly held their ground.

There was a look of grain in the Commander’s blue eyes, and his mouth was st in hard lines,
a thoughtful onlooker would have suspected that the exciting, dangerous life he led was trying
his nerves. His men knew better; dill, though they had no clue to the cause which had changed
him, they dl knew he had changed greatly of late to them individudly he had become kinder,
more human, and that heightened their regret that he was now quitting the Northern Flatilla

Commander Dupré had asked to be transfered to the Toulon Submarine Station; some
experiments were being made there which he was anxious to watch. He was leaving Fdase on
the morrow.

Clare de Wissant reddened, and a gleam legpt into her eyes as she met the nava officer's
grave, measuring glance. But very soon he looked away from her, for now he was bending down,
putting out a hand to help his late passenger to step from the Conning tower.

Smiling, breathless a little dishevelled, her grey linen skirt crumpled, Madame Baudoin |ooked
round her, dazed for the moment by the bright sunlight. Then she called out gally.

“Wdll, Clairel Here | an—adive and very, very hot!”

And as she jumped off the dippery flank of the Neptune, she gave hersdf and her crumpled
gown alittle shake, and made adight, playful grimace.

The bright young faces round her broke into broad grins—those officers who volunteer for the
submarine services of the world are chosen young, and they are merry boys.

“You may wdl laugh, messeurs’—she threw them dl a livdy challenging glance—"when |
tell you that to-day, for the firg time in my life, | acknowledge masculine supremacy! | think that
you will admit that we women are not afrad of pain, but the discomfort, the—the suffiness? Ah,
no—I could not have borne much longer the horrible discomfort and stuffiness of that dreadful
little Neptune of yours!”

Protesting voices rose on every sde. The Neptune was not uncomfortable! The Neptune was
not stuffy!

“And | undergand’—again she made a little grimace—"that it is qite an exceptiond thing for
the crew to be consoled, as | was today, by an ice-pail!



“A mog exceptiond thing,” sad the youngest lieutenant, with a sgh. His name was Paritot,
and he ds0 had been out with the Neptune that morning. “In fact, it only happens in that week
which sees four Thursdays or when we have alady on board, madame!”

“What a pity it is” sad another, “that the old woman who left a legacy to the inventor who
devisss a submaine life-saving apparatus didn't leave us ingead a creamrice dlowance! It
would have been afar more practica thing to do.”

Madame Baudoin turned quickly to Commander Dupré, who now stood slent, smile-less, at
her sster’ssde.

“Surdy you're going to try for this extreordinary prize?” she cried. “I'm sure that you could
eadlly devise something which would gain the old lady’ s legacy.”

“I, madame?’ he answered with a start, dmost as if he were wrenching himsef free from some
deep abdraction. “1 should not think of trying to do such a thing! It would be a mere waste of
time. Besdes, there is no red risk—no risk that we are not prepared to run.” He looked proudly
round a the eager, laughing faces of the youngsters who were, till to-morrow night, till under
his orders.

“The old lady meant very well,” he went on, and for the first time since he had stepped out of
the conning tower Commander Dupré smiled. “And | hope with dl my heat tha some poor
devil will get her money! But | think | may promise you that it will not be an officer in the
submarine service. We are too busy, we have too many redly important things to do, to worry
oursdves about life-saving gppliances. Why, the firg thing we should do if pressed for room
would be to throw our life-helmets overboard!”

“Has one of the life-hemets ever saved alife?”

It was Claire who asked the question in her low, vibrating voice.

Commander Dupré turned to her, and he flushed under his sunburn. It was the fird time she
had spoken to him that day.

“No, never,” he answered shortly. And then, after a pause, he added, “the conditions in which
these life-helmets could be utilized only occur in one accident in athousand—"

“Still, they would have saved our conradesin the Lutin,” objected Lieutenant Paritot.

The Lutin? There was amoment’s silence.

The evocation of that tricksy sprite, the Arid of French mythology, whose name, by an ironicad
chance, had been borne by the most ill-fated of dl submarine craft, seemed to bring the shadow
of deeth athwart them dl.

Maddeine Baudoin felt a sudden tremor of retrospective fear. She was glad she had not
remembered the Lutin when she was Stting, eating ices, and exchanging frivolous, chaffing talk
with Lieutenant Paritot in that chamber of little ease, the drum-like interior of the Neptune,
where not even she, asmal woman, could stand upright.

“Wdl, wel! We must not keep you from your déeuner!” she cried, shaking off the queer,
disurbing sensation. “1 have to thank you for—shdt | say a very interesting experience? | am too
honest to say an agreeable one!”

She shook hands with Commander Dupré and Lieutenant Paritot, the officers who had
accompanied her on what had been, now that she looked back on it, perhaps a more perilous
adventure than she had redlized.

“You're coming with me, Clare?” She looked a her sster—it was a tender, anxious, loving
look; Madeleine 13audoin had been the eldest, and Claire de Wissant the youngest, of a Breton
admird’ sfamily of three daughters and four sons; they two were devoted to one another.



Claire shook her head. “I came to tell you that | can’t lunch with you to-day,” she said dowly.
“I promised | would be back by haf-past twelve.”

“Then we shdl not meet till to-morrow?’

Claire repeated mechanicdly, “No, not till to-morrow, dear Madeleine.”

“May | row you home, madame?’ Lieutenant Paritot asked Madeleine eagerly.

“*Certainly, mon ami.”

And s0, a very few minutes later, Clare de Wissant and Commander Dupré were left done
together done, that is save for fifty inquistive if kindly, pars of eyes which saw them from
every part of the bay.

At last she held out her hand. “Good-bye, then, till to-morrow,” she said, her voice so low as to
be dmogt inaudible.

“No, not good-bye yet!” he cried imperioudy. “You must let me take you up the diff to-day. It
may be—I suppose it is—the last time | shall be ableto do s0.”

Hardly waiting for her murmured word of assent, he led the way up the steep, ladder-like
darway cut in the diff sde hdf-way up there were some very long steps, and it was from above
that help could best be given. He longed with a fierce, aching longing that she would dlow him
to take her two hands in his and draw her up those high, precipitous steps. But of late Claire had
avoided accepting from him, her friend, this smple, trifling act of courtesy. And now twice he
turned and held out a hand, and twice she pretended not to seeit.

At lagt, within ten feet of the top of the diff, they came to the Seepedt, rudest sep of dl—a
place some might have thought very dangerous.

Commander Dupré bent down and looked into Claire€'s uplifted face. “Let me at least help you
up here” he said hoarsdly.

She shook her head obstinatdly—but suddenly he felt her tremulous lips touch his lean, snewy
hand, and her hot tears fail upon hisfingers.

He gave a strangled cry of pain and of pride, of agony and of rapture, and for a long moment
he battled with an awful temptation. How easy it would be to gather her into his ams, and, with
her face hidden on his breadt, take a great leap backwards into nothingness. . . .

But he conquered the persuasive devil who had been raissd—women do not know how easy it
isto rouse this devil—by Claire s moment of piteous sdf-reveation.

And a last they stood together on the narrow platform where she, less than an hour ago, had
stood aone.

Shdltered by the friendly, ugly red wals of the little tower, they were as remote from therr kind
as if on arock in the midgt of the sea. More, she was in his power in a sense she had never been
before, for she had hersdf broken down the fragile barier with which she had hitherto known
how to keep him a bay. But he felt rather than saw that it was herself she would despise if now,
a the deventh hour, he took advantage of that tremulous kiss of renunciation, of those hot tears
of anguished pating—and so—“Then a eeven o'clock to-morrow morning?’ he sad, and he
fdt as if it was some other man, not he himsdlf, who was saying the words. He took her hand in
farewdl—so much he could dlow himsdf—and dl unknowing crushed her fingers in his strong,
convulsive grasp.

“Yes” she sad, “a eleven to-morrow morning Madeleine and | will be waiting out on the end

of the jetty.”
He thought he detected a certain hesitancy in her voice.



“Are you sure you gill wish to come?’ he sad gravely. “I would not wish you to do anything
that would cause you any fear—or any discomfort. Your Sster evidently found it a very trying
experience to-day—"

Claire smiled. Her hand no longer hurt her; her fingers had become quite numb.

“Afrad?’ she sad, and there was a little scorn in her voice. And then, “Ah me! | only wish that
there were far more risk than there is about that which we arc going to do together to-morrow.”
She was in a dangerous mood, poor soul—the mood that raises a devil in nen. But perhaps her
good angd came to hdp her, for suddenly, “Forgive me” she sad humbly. “You know | did not
mean that! Only cowards wish for desth.”

And then, looking a him, she averted her eyes, for they showed her that, if that were so, Dupré
was indeed a craven.

“Aurevoir,” she whispered; “au revoir till to-morrow morning.”

When hdf-way through the door, leading on to the londly stretch of down, she turned round
suddenly. “1 do not want you to bring any ices for me to-morrow.”

“I never thought of doing s0,” he sad smply. And the words pleased Clare as much as
anything just then could pleasure her, for they proved that her friend did not class her in his mind
with those women who fear discomfort more than danger.

It had been her own wish to go out with Commander Dupré for his lagt cruise in northern
waters. She had not had the courage to deny hersdf this find glimpse of him—they were never
to meet again after to-morrow—in his daily habit as he lived.

At nine o' clock the next morning Jacques de Wissant stood in hiswife' s boudoir.

It was a drange and beautiful room, likely to linger in the memory of those who knew its
grange and beautiful mistress.

The wals were draped with old Persan shawls, the furniture was of red Chinese lacquer, a set
acquired in the East by some Norman saling man unnumbered years ago, and bought by Clare
de Wissant out of her own dender income not long after her marriage.

Pde blue and faded ydlow slk cushions softened the formd angularity of the wide cane-
seated couch and low, square chars. There was a degp crysta bowl of midsummer flowering
roses on the table, laden with books, by which Clare often sat long hours reading poetry and
volumes written by modern poets and authors of whom her husband tad only vagudy heard and
of whom he definitdly disapproved.

The window was wide open, and there floated in from the garden, which doped away to the
edge and indeed over the crumbling dliff, fragrant, sdt-laden odours, dominated by the clean,
sharp scent thrown from huge shrubs of red and white geraniums. The bdls of blossom st
againg the bt of blue seg, formed aband of waving tricolor.

But Jacques de Wissant was unconscious, uncaring of the beauty round him, ether in the room
or without, and when a last he waked forward to the window, his face hardened as his eyes
indinctively sought out the spot where, if hidden from his sight, he knew there lay the deep
trangparent waters of the little bay which had been sdected as providing ided quarters for the
submarineflatilla

He had eagerly assented to the sacrifice of his land, and, what meant far more to him, of his
privacy; but now he would have given much—and he was a careful man—to have had the
submarine station swept away, transferred to the other side of Falaise.



Down there, out of dght of the Pavilion, and yet but a fev minutes away (if one used the
dangerous diff-stairway), dwelt Jacques de Wissant's secret foe, for the man of whom he was
acutdy, miserably jedous was Commander Dupré, of whose coming departure he as yet knew
nothing.

The owner of the Pavilion de Wissant sddom entered the room where he now stood
impatiently waiting for his wife, and he never did so without looking round him with distaste,
and remembering with an odd, wisful feding what it had been like in his mother's time. Then
“le boudoir de madame’ had reflected the tastes and smple interests of an old-fashioned
provincid lady born in the year that Louis Philippe came to the throne. Greeatly did the man now
standing there prefer the room asit had been to what it was now!

The heavy, ugly furniture which had been there in the days of his longly youth, for he had been
an only child, was now in the schoolroom where the twin daughters of the house, Clairette and
Jacqudine, did their lessons with Miss Doughty, their English governess.

Clarette and Jacqudine? Jacques de Wissant's lanternjawed, expressionless face quickened
into feding as he thought of his two little girls. They were the pride, as wdl as the only vivid
plessure, of his life. All that he digpassonaidy admired in his wife was, 0 he sometimes told
himsdf with satisfaction, repested in his daughters. Clarette and Jacqueline had inherited ther
mother’s look of race, her fadtidiousness and refinement of bearing, while fortunately lacking
Claire's dangerous persona beauty, her touch of eccertricity, and her discontent with life—or
rather with the life which Jacques de Wissant, in spite of a gnawing ache and longing that
nothing could Hill or assuage, yet found good.

The Mayor of Faaise looked strangdly out of keeping with his present surroundings, at leest 0
he would have seemed to the eye of any foreigner, epecidly of any Englishman, who had seen
him standing there.

He was a narowly built man, forty-three years of age, and his clean-shaven, rather fleshy face
was very pae. On this hot August morning he was dressed in a light grey frock-coat, under
which he wore a ydlow wascoa, and on his wife's writing-table lay his tal hat and lemon
coloured gloves.

As mayor of his ndive town—a postion he owed to an historic name and to his wedth, and
not to his very moderae Republican opinions—his duties included the cedebraion of cvil
marriages, and to-day, it being the 14th of Augudt, the a/e of the Assumption, and ill a French
nationd féte, there were to be a great many weddings celebrated in the Hotel de Ville.

Jacques de Wissant consdered that he owed it to himsdlf, as wel as to his fdlow-citizens, to
appear “correctly” attired on such occasons. He had a deep, wordless contempt for those of his
acquaintances who dressed on ceremonial occasons “a I'anglaise” that is, in loose lounge suits
and straw hats.

Suddenly there broke on his ear the sound of a low, full voice, snging. It came from the next
room, his wife's bedroom, and the mournful passonate words of an old sea balad rang out, full
of adesolate pain and sense of bitter loss.

The sound irritated him shrewdly, and there came back to him a fragment of conversation he
had not thought of for ten years. During a discussion hed between his father and mother in this
very room about their adored only son's proposed marriage with Claire de Kergouét, his father
had said: “There is one thing | do not much care for; she is, they sy, very musica, and Jacques,
even as a baby, howled like a dog whenever he heard snging!” And his mother had laughed,



“Mon ami, you cannot expect to get perfection, even for our Jacques!” And Claire, so he now
admitted unwillingly to himsdf, had never troubled him overmuch with her love of musc. . ..

He knocked twice, sharply, on hiswife s door.

The song broke short with an dmost crud suddenness, and yet there followed a perceptible
pause before he heard her say, “Comein.”

And then, as Jacques de Wissant dowly turned the handle of the door, he saw his wife, Claire,
before she saw him. He had a vison, tha is, of her as she appeared when she bdieved hersdf to
be, if not done then in dght of eyes that were indifferent, unwatchful. But Jacques eyes, which
his wifés widowed dder, the frivolous Parisenne, Maddeine Baudoin, had once unkindly
compared to fishes eyes, were now filled with a watchful, suspicious light which gave a tragic
meask to his pdlid, plain-featured face.

Claire ce Wissant was standing before a long, narrow mirror placed at right angles to a window
looking straight out to sea. Her short, narrow, dark blue skirt and long blue silk jersey slhouetted
her dender figure, the figure which remained s0 supple, So0—s0 girlish, in spite of her nine-year-
old daughters. There was something shy and wild, untamed and yet beckoning, in the ovd face
now dravn with pain and deeplessness, in the grey, amond-shaped eyes reddened with secret
tears, and in the firm, delicately modelled mouth.

She was engaged in tucking up her dark, curling hair under a grey yachting cap, and, for a few
moments, she neither spoke nor looked round to see who was standing framed in the door. But
when, a lagt, she turned away from the mirror and saw her husband, the colour, rushing into her
pale face, caused an unbecoming flush to cover it.

“I thought it was one of the children,” she sad, a little bresthlesdy. And then she waited,
assuming, or 0 Jacques thought, an air & once of patience and of surprise which sharply angered
him.

Then her look of drain, nay, of postive illness, gave him an uneasy twinge of discomfort.
Could it be anxiety concerning her second sister, Marie-Anne, who, married to an Italian officer,
was now ill of scarlet fever a Mantua? Two days ago Claire had begged very earnestly to be
dlowed to go and nurse Maie-Anne. But he, Jacques, had refused, not unkindly, but quite
firmly. Clare's duty of course lay & Faase, with her husband and children; not a& Mantua, with
her sister.

Suddenly she again broke dlence. “Wdl?' she sad. “Is there anything you wish to tel me?’
They had never used the familiar “theg’ and “thou” the one to the other, for a the time of their
marriage an absurd whim of fashion had ordained on the part of French wives and husbands a
return to eghteenth-century formality, and Claire had chosen, in that one indance, to follow
fashion.

She added, seeing that he Hill did not spesk, “I am lunching with my Sster to-day, but | shdl
be home by three o'clock.” She spoke with the chill civility a lady shows a dranger. Claire
seldom dlowed hersdf to be on the defensive when speaking to her husband.

Jacques de Wissant frowned. He did not like either of his wifeé's sgers, nether the one who
was now lying ill in Itay, nor his widowed sder-inlaw, Maddene Baudoin. In the villa which
she had hired for the summer, and which stood on a londy dretch of beach beyond the bay,
Maddene often entertained the officers of the submarine flotilla, and this, from her brother-in-
law's point of view, was very far from “correct” conduct on the part of one who could ill pass
as ayoung widow.

In response to his frown there had come a dight, mocking smile on Claire' s face.

“| suppose you are on your way to some important town function?’



She didiked the town of Fdase, the town-folk bored her, and she hated the vast old family
house in the Market Place, where she had to spend each winter.

“To-day is the fourteenth of August,” observed Jacques de Wissant in his deiberate voice
“and | have agreat many marriages to celebrate this morning.”

“Yes, | suppose that is s0.” And again Claire de Wissant spoke with the courteous indifference,
the lack of interest in her husband' s concerns, which she had early schooled him to endure.

But dl a once there came a change in her voice, in her manner. “Why to-day—the fourteenth
of Augusd—is our wedding day! How supid of me to forget! We mug tdl Jacqueline and
Clarette. It will amuse them—"

She uttered the words a little breathlesdy, and as she spoke, Jacques de Wissant waked
quickly forward into the room. As he did so his wife moved abruptly away from where she had
been ganding, thus maintaining the distance between them.

But Clare de Wissant need not have been afraid; her husband had his own drict code of
manners, and to this code he ever remained faithful. He possessed a remarkable mastery of his
emotions, and he had dways showed with regard to hersdf so singular a power of sdlf-restraint
that Claire, not unreasonably, doubted if he had any emotions to master, any passonate feding to
restrain,

All he now did was to take a shagreen case out of his breast pocket and hold it out towards her.

“Clare” he sad quietly, “I have brought you, in memory of our wedding day, a little gift
which | hope you will like. It is a meddlion of the children.” And as she at last advanced towards
him, he pressed a soring, and reveded a dull gold meda on which, moddled in high rdief, and
superposed the one on the other, were Claretteés and Jacquelings childish, delicatdy pure
profiles.

A softer, kindlier light came into Claire de Wissant's sad grey eyes. She hdd out a hestating
hand—and Jacques de Wissant, before placing his gift in it, took that soft hand in his, and,
bending rather awkwardly, kissed it lightly. In France, even now, a man will often kiss a
woman's hand by way of convertiond, respectful homage. But to Clare the touch of her
husband's lips was hateful—so hateful indeed that she had to make an ingant effort to hide the
feding of physcd repulson with which tha touch had suddenly engulfed her in certan dark
recesses of memory and revolt.

“It is a charming medallion,” she said hurriedly, “quite a work of art, Jacques, and | thank you
for having thought of it. It gives me grest—very grest pleasure.”

And then something happened which was to her so utterly unexpected that she gave a difled
cry of pain—amost it seemed of fear.

As she forced hersdlf to look straight into her husband's face, the anguish in her own sore heart
unlocked the key to his, and she perceived with the eyes of the soul, which see, when they are
not holden, so much that is conceded from the eyes of the body, the suffering, the dumb longing
she had never dlowed hersdlf to know were there.

For the fird time snce her mariage—snce that wedding day of which this was the tenth
anniversary—Claire fdt pity for Jacques as well as for hersdf. For the firg time her rebelious
heart acknowledged that her husband aso was enmeshed in aweb of tragic circumstance.

“Jacques?’ she cried. “Oh, Jacques!” And as she s0 uttered his name twice, there came a look
of acute distiress and then of sudden resolution on her face. “I wish you to know,” she exclaimed,
“that—that—if | were a wicked woman | should perhaps be to you a better wifel” Thanks to the
language in which she spoke, there was a play on the word—that word which in French sgnifies
woman aswell aswife.



He stared at her, and uttered no word of answer, of understanding, in response to her strange
Speech.

At one time, not latdy, but many years ago, Claire had sometimes tried his patience by the
odd, unreasonable things she said, and once, stung beyond bearing, he had told her so.
Remembering those cold, measured words of rebuke, she now caught with quick, exultant relief
a the idea that Jacques had not understood the hdf-confesson wrung from her by her sudden
vison of his pan; and she swung back to a bdief she had dways held till just now, the belief
that he was dull—dull and unperceptive.

With a nervous smile she turned again to her mirror, and then Jacques de Wissant, with his
wife s enigmatic words ringing in his ears, abruptly left the room.

As if pursued by some baneful presence, he hastened through Claire's beautiful boudoir, across
the dining-room hung with the Gobelins tgpedries which his wife had brought him as part of her
dender dower, and o into the ova hdl which formed the centre of the house.

And there Jacques de Wissant waited for a while, trying to gill and to co-ordinate his troubled
thoughts and impressions.

Ah yes, he had understood—understood only too well Claire's strange, ambiguous utterance!
There are subtle, unbreasthed temptations which dl men and adl women, when tortured by
jealousy, not only understand but divine before they are actudly in being.

Jacques de Wissant now believed that he was judtified of the suspicions of which he had been
ashamed. His wife—moved by some obscure desire for sdf-reveaion to which he had had no
due—head flung a him the truth.

Yes, without doubt Claire could have made him happy—so little would have contented his
hunger for her—had she been one of those light women of whom he sometimes heard, who go
from their husbands' kissesto those of their lovers.

But if he sometimes, nay, often heard of them, Jacques de Wissant knew nothing of such
women. The men of his race had known how to acquire honest wives, aye, and keep them so.
There had never been in the de Wissant family any of those ugly scandds which gain other
clans, and which are remembered over generations in French provincid towns. Those scandds
which, if they provoke a laugh and crud sneer when discussed by the indifferent, are recadled
with long faces and anxious whisperings when a young girl’s future is being discussed, and
which make the honourable marriage of daughters difficult of achievement.

Jacques de Wissant thanked the God of his fathers that Claire had nothing in common with
such women as those: he thought he did not need her assurance to know that his honour, in the
usua, narrow sense of the phrase, was safe in her hands, but sill her strange, imprudent words of
half-avowa racked him with jealous and, yes, suspicious pain.

Fortunately for him, he was a man burdened with much business, and so at last he looked & his
watch. Why, it was getting late—terribly late, and he prided himsdf on his punctudity. Still, if
he started now, a once, he would be & the Hotd de Ville a few minutes before ten o'clock, the
time when the firg of the civil marriages he had to celebrate that morning was timed to take
place.

Without passing through the house, he made his way rapidly round by the gardens to the road,
winding ribbonwise behind the diffs, where his phagton was waiting for him; for Jacques de
Wissant had as yet resged the wish of his wife and the advice of those of his friends who
consdered that he ought to purchase an automobile: driving had been from boyhood one of his
few pleasures and accomplishments.



But as he drove, keeping his fine black bays wel in hand, the five miles into the town, and
tried to fix his mind on a commercid problem of great importance with which he would be
expected to ded that day, Jacques de Wissant found it impossble to think of any matter but tat
which for the moment filled his heart to the excluson of dl dse. That matter concerned his own
relations to hiswife, and hiswife s rdaions to Commander Dupré.

This gentleman of France was typica in more than one sense of his nation and of his class—
quite unlike, tha is, to the fancy picture which foreigners draw of the average Frenchman.
Resarved and cold in manner; proud, with an intense but never openly expressed pride in his
name and of what the bearers of it had achieved for their country; obstinate and narrow as are apt
to be dl human beings whose judgment is never questioned by those about them, Jacques de
Wissant' s fetish was his persond honour and the honour of his name—aof the name of Wissant.

In his distress and disturbance of mind—for his wife's hdf confesson had outraged his sense
of wha was decorous and fitting—his memory travelled over the map of his past life, aye, and
even beyond the boundaries of his own life.

Before him lay spread retrogpectively the sory of his parents uneventful, hgppy marriage.
They had been mated in the good old French way, that is, up to their wedding morning they had
never met save in the presence of their respective parents. And yet—and yet how devoted they
had been to each other! So completely one in thought, in interest, in sympathy had they grown
that when, after thirty-three years of married life, his father had died, Jacques mother had not
known how to go on living. She had dipped out of life a few months later, and as she lay dying
she had used a very curious expresson: “My fathful companion is cdling me” she had sad to
her only child, “and you must not try, dear son, to make me linger on the way.”

Now, to-day, Jacques de Wissant asked himsdf with perplexed pain and anger, why it was that
his parents had led so peaceful, so dignified, 0 wholly contented a maried life, while he
himsdf—?

And yet his own marriage had been a love match—or so those about him had dl said with nods
and smiles—love mariages having suddenly become the fashion in the rich provincid world of
which he had then been one of the heirs-apparent.

His old-fashioned mother would have preferred as daughter-inlaw any one of haf a dozen
girls who belonged to her own good town of Faaise, and whom she had known from childhood.
But Jacques had been difficult to please, and he was dready thirty-two when he had met, by a
mere chance, Claire de Kergouét a her first bal. She was only seventeen, with but the promise
of a beauty which was now in exquiste flower, ad he had decided, there and then, in the course
of two hours, that this demoisdle de Kergouét was done worthy of becoming Madame Jacques
de Wissant.

And on the whole his prudent parents had blessed his choice, for the girl was of the best Breton
stock, and came of a family famed in the nava annds of France. Unluckily Claire de Kergou~t
had had no dowry to spesk of, for her father, the Admird, had been a spendthrift, and, as is 4ill
the reckless Breton fashion, father of a large family—three daughters and four sons. But Jacques
de Wissant had not dlowed his parents to give the maiter of Clar€s fortune more than a
regretful thought—indeed, he had done further, he had “recognized” a larger dowry than she
brought him to save the pride of her family.

But Clare—he could not hep thinking of it to-day with a sense of bitter injury—had never
seemed grateful, had never seemed to understand al that had been done for her. . . .



Had he not poured splendid gifts upon her in the beginning of their married life? And, what
had been far more difficult, had he not, within reason, contented al her strange whims and
fantases?

But nought had availed him to secure even a semblance of that steadfast, warm affection, that
gncere interest and pride in his concerns which is dl such a Frenchman as was Jacques de
Wissant expects, or indeed desires, of his wedded wife. Had Claire been such a woman, Jacques
own passon for her would soon have dulled into a reasonable, comfortable affection. But his
wife's cool doofness had kept aive the hidden fires, the more—so ironic are the tricks which dy
Dame Naure plays—that for many years past he had troubled her but very little with his
company.

Outwardly Clare de Wissant did her duty, entertaining his friends and reations on such
occasions as was incumbent on her, and showing hersdf a devoted and careful mother to the
twin daughters who formed the only vitd link between her husband and hersdf. But inwardly?
Inwardly they two were strangers.

And yet only during the last few months had Jacques de Wissant ever fet jedous of his wife.
There had been times when he had been angered by the way in which her young beauty, her
indefinable, mysterious charm, had attracted the very few men with whom she was brought into
contact. But Claire, so her husband had dways acknowledged to himsdf, was no flirt; she was
ever perfectly “correct.”

Correct was a word dear to Jacques de Wissant. It was one which he used as a synonym for
greet things—things such as honour, fineness of conduct, loyadlty.

But fate had suddenly introduced a sranger into the dull, decorous life of the Pavilion de
Wissant, and it was he, Jacques himsdlf, who had brought him there.

How bitter it was to look back and remember how much he had liked—liked because he had
respected—Commander Dupré! He now hated and feared the nava officer, and he would have
given much to have been able to despise him. But that Jacques de Wissant could not do.
Commeander Dupré was ill dl that he had taken him to be when he firg made him free of his
house—a brilliant officer, devoted to his professon, dready noted in the Service as having made
severd important improvements in submarine creft.

From the firgt it had seemed peculiar, to Jacques de Wissant's mind unnatura, that such a man
as was Dupré should be s0 keenly interested in music and in modern literature. But so it was, and
it had been owing to these drange, untoward tastes that Commander Dupré and Clare had
become friends.

He now reminded himsdf, for the hundredth time, that he had begun by actudly gpproving of
the acquaintance between his wife and the nava office—an acquaintance which he had
naturally supposed would be of the most “ correct” nature.

Then, without warning, there came an hour—nay, a moment, when in tha twilight hour which
the French cdl “‘Twixt dog and wolf,” the mogt torturing and shameful of human passons,
jedlousy, had taken possesson of Jacques de Wissant, digntegrating, rather than shettering, the
elaborate fabric of his House of Life, that house in which he had dways dwet so shugly and
unquestioningly ensconced.

He had come home &fter a long afternoon spent at the Hotel de Ville to learn with tepid
pleasure that there was a visitor, Commander Dupré, in the house, and as he had come hurrying
towards his wife's boudoir, Jacques had heard Claire's low, deep voice and the other’s ardent,
eager tones mingling together. . . .



And then as he, the husband, had opened the door, they had stopped spesking, their words
clipped as if a sword had fallen between them. At the same moment a servant had brought a lamp
into the twilit room, and Jacques had seen the ravaged face of Commander Dupré, a fair, tanned
face full of revolt and of longing leashed. Claire had remained in shadow, but her eyes, or © the
interloper thought he perceived, were full of tears.

Since that spring evening the Mayor of Falaise had not had an easy moment. While scorning to
act the spy upon his wife, he was for ever watching her, and keeping an eager and yet scarcely
conscious count of her movements.

True, Commander Dupré had soon ceased to trouble the owner of the Pavilion de Wissant by
his presence. The younger officers came and went, but since that hour, laden with unspoken
drama, their commander only came when good breeding required him to pay a formd cdl on his
nearest neighbour and sometime host. But Claire saw Dupré corgtantly at the Chalet des Dunes,
her sster’s house, and she was both too proud and too indifferent, it appeared, to her husband's
view of what ayoung married woman’s conduct should be, to concedl the fact.

This openness on his wife's part was a once Jacques consolation and opportunity for endless
Hf-torture.

For three long miserable months he had wrestled with those ignoble questionings only the
jedlous know, now accepting as probable, now rgecting with angry sdf-rebuke, the thought that
his wife suffered, perhgps even returned, Duprés love. And to-day, ingead of finding his
jedousy dlayed by her haf-confidence, he felt more wretched than he had ever been.

His horses responded to his mood, and going down the steep hill which leads into the town of
Fdase they shied violently at a hegp of stones they had passed sedately a dozen times or more.
Jacques de Wissant struck them severa cruel Hows with the whip he scarcdly ever used, and the
groom, looking furtively a his master’ s set face and blazing eyes, fet suddenly afraid.

It was one o'clock, and the last of the wedding parties had swept gally out of the great salle of
the Falaise town hail and so to the Cathedral across the market place.

Jacques de Wissant, with a feding of relief, took off his tricolor badge of office. With the
inginctive love of order which was characterigtic of the man, he gathered up the papers that were
spread on the large table and placed them in neat piles before him. Through the high windows,
which by his orders had been prised open, for it was intensaly hot, he could hear what seemed an
unwonted gir outsde. The picturesque town was full of drangers, in addition to the usud
holiday-makers from the neighbourhood, crowds of Parisans had come down to spend the Feast
of the Assumption by the sea.

The Mayor of Fdase liked to hear this unwonted sir and movement, for everything tha
affected the prosperity of the town affected him very nearly; but he was condtitutiondly averse to
noise, and just now he fdt very tired. The varied emotions which had racked him tha morning
had drained him of his vitdity; and he thought with reief that in a fewv moments he would be in
the old-fashioned restaurant just across the market place, where a table was adways reserved for
him when his town house happened to be shut up, and where dl his tastes and dietetic fads—for
M. de Wissant had a delicate digestion—were known.

He took up his tal ha and his lemon-coloured gloves—and then a look of annoyance came
over his weary face, for he heard the swinging of a door. Evidently his clerk was coming back to
ask some stupid question.



He adways found it difficult to leave te town hail a the exact moment he wished to do so; for
athough the officids dreaded his cold reprimands, they were far more afrad of his sudden hot
anger if busness of any importance were done without his knowledge and sanction.

But this time it was not his clerk who wished to intercept the mayor on his way out to
déeuner; it was the chief of the employés in the telephone and tdegrgph department of the
building, aforward, pushing young man whom Jacques de Wissant didiked.

“M’deur le maire?” and then he stopped short, daunted by the mayor’s stern look of impatient
fatigue. “Has m'seur le mare heard the news?’ The pesker gathered up courage; it is exciting
to be the bearer of news, especidly of ill news.

M. de Wissant shook his head.

“Alagl there has been an accident, m'seur le marel A terible accident! One of the
submarines—they don't yet know which it is—has been sruck by a big private yacht and has
sunk in the fairway of the Channel, about two miles out!”

The Mayor of Fdase uttered an involuntary exclamation of horror. “When did it happen?’ he
asked quickly.

“About haf an hour ago more or less. | sad that n'seur le maire ought to be informed a once
of such acaamity. But | wastold to wait till the marriages were over.”

Looking furtivey at the mayor’'s pae face, the young man regretted that he had not taken more
on himsdf, for m’'seur le maire |ooked serioudy displeasad.

There was an old feud between the municipa and the navad authorities of Faaise—there often
isin a nava port—and the mayor ought certainly to have been among the very firg to hear the
news of the disaster.

The bearer of ill news hoped m’'seur le maire would not blame him for the delay, or cause the
fact to postpone his advancement to a higher grade—that advancement which is the perpetud
dream of every French Government officid.

“The admird has only just driven by,” he obsarved ingnudingly, “not five minutes ago—But
gtill Jacques de Wissant did not move.

He was ligening to the increasing gir and tumult going on outsde in the market place. The
sounds had acquired a dniser sgnificance; he knew now that the tramping of feet, the loud
murmur of voices, meant tha the whole population beonging to the seefaring portion of the
town was emptying itsef out and hurrying towards the harbour and the shore.

Shaking off the bearer of ill news with a curt word of thanks, the Mayor of Faase strode out
of the town hall into the dreet and joined the eager crowd, mosly conssting of fisher folk,
which grew denser as it swept down the tortuous narrow streets leading to the sea.

The people parted with a sort of rough respect to make way for their mayor; many of them, nay
the mgjority, were known by name to Jacques de Wissant, and the older men and women among
them could remember him as a child.

Ridng to the tragic occason, he waked forward with his head held high, and a look of deep
concern on his pale, sat face. The men who manned the Northern Submarine Hotilla were dmost
dl men born and bred a Fdase—Fdase famed for the gdlant sallors she has ever given to
France.

The hurrying crowd—srangdy dglent in its hase—poured out on to the great stone-paved
quays in which is st the harbour so findy encircled on two ddes by the diffs which give the
town its name.



Beyond the harbour—crowded with shipping, and now dive with eager little craft and fishing-
boats making ready to dart for the scene of the cdamity—lay a vast expanse of gligening sea,
and on that sun-flecked blue pal every eye wasfixed.

The end of the harbour jetty was dready roped off, only those officidly privileged being
dlowed through to the platform where now stood Admird de Saint Vilquier impatiently waiting
for the tug which was to take him out to the gpot where the disaster had taken place. The Admira
was a nava officer of the old school—of the school who cdled their men “my children “—and
who detested the Republican form of government as being subversve of discipline,

As Jacques de Wissant hurried up to him, he turned and stiffly sduted the Mayor of Falaise.

Admird de Sant Vilquier had no liking for M. de Wissant—a cold prig of a fdlow, and yet
married to such a beautiful, such a charming young woman, the daughter, too, of one of the
Admird’s oldest friends, of that Admird de Kergouet with whom he had firs gone to sea a
maiter of fifty years ago! The lovely Clare de Iclergouet had been worthy of a better fate than to
be wife to this plain, cold-blooded landsman.

“Do they yet know, Admird, which of the submarines has gone down?’ asked Jacques de
Wissatt in a low tone. He was full of a burning curiosity edged with a longing and a suspense
into whose secret sources he had no wish to thrust a probe.

The Admird’s wegther-beaten face was a shade less red than usud; the bright blue eyes he
turned on the younger man were veiled with a film of moisture. “Yes, the news has just come in,
but it isn't to be made public for awhile. It's the submarine Neptune which was sruck, with
Commander Dupré, Lieuenant Paritot, and ten men on board. The craft is lying eighteen
fathoms deep—"

Jacques de Wissant uttered an inarticulate cry—was it of horror or only of surprise? And ye,
gifted for that once and that once only with a kind of second sight, he had known thet it was the
Neptune and Commander Dupre which lay eighteen fathoms deep on the floor of the sea.

The old seaman, moved by the mayor's emotion, relaxed into a confidentiad undertone. “Poor
Dupré | had forgotten that you knew him. He is indeed pursued by a mdignant fate. As of
course you are aware, he applied a short time ago to be trandferred to Toulon, and his
gopointment is in to-day’'s Gazdle. In fact he was actudly leaving Fdase this very evening in
order to spend aweek with his family before taking up his new command!”

The Mayor of Fdase dared a the Admird. “Dupré going away?—leaving Faase? he
repested increduloudy.

The other nodded.

Jacques de Wissant drew a long, deep breath. God! How mistaken he had been! Migtaken as no
man, no husband, had ever been mistaken before. He felt overwhelmed, shaken with conflicting
emotions in which shame and intense relief predominated.

The fact that Commander Dupré had gpplied for promotion was to his mind absolute proof that
there had been nothing—nothing and less than nothing—between the nava officer and Clarre.
The Admird’s words now made it clear that he, Jacques de Wissant, had built up a huge
superstructure of jedousy and base thoughts on the fact that poor Dupré and Clare had
innocently enjoyed certain tages in common. True, such friendships—friendships between
unmarried men and attractive young married women—are generaly spesking to be deprecated.
Still, Claire had aways been “correct;” of that there could now be no doulbt.

As he stood there on the pier, garing out, as al those about him and behind him were doing, at
the expanse of dark blue sun-flecked ses, there came over Jacques de Wissant a great lightening
of the pirit. . ..



But dl too soon his mind, his memory, swung back to the tragic business of the moment.

Suddenly the Admirad burgt into speech, addressng himsdf, rather than the slent man by his
Sde.

“The devil of it is” he exclamed, “that the nearest savage gppliances are a Cherbourg! Thank
God, the Ministry of Marine are done respongble for that blunder. Dupré and his comrades
have, it seems thirty-Sx hours supply of oxygen—if, indeed, they are ill living, which | fed
tempted to hope they are not. You see, Monseur de Wissant, | was a Bizerta when the Lutin
sark. A man doesn’t want to remember two such incidents in his career. One is quite had
enough!”

“I suppose it isn't yet known how far the Neptune isinjured?’ inquired the Mayor of Falaise.

But he spoke mechanicdly; he was not redly thinking of what he was saying. His inner and
red sdf were Hill deeped in tha srange mingled feding of shame and relie—shame that he
should have suspected his wife, exultant rdief that his jedlousy should have been so entirdy
unfounded.

“No, as usud no one knows exactly what did happen. But we shdl learn something of that
presently. The divers are on their way. But—but even if the craft did sustain no injury, what can
they do? Ants might as wel atempt to pierce a cannonbdl’—he shrugged his shoulders,
oppressed by the vison his homdy smile had conjured up.

And then—for no particular reason, save that his wife Claire was very present to him—Jacques
de Wissant bethought himsdf thet it was mogt unlikely that any tidings of the accident could yet
have reached the Chaet des Dunes, the londly villa on the shore where Claire was now lunching
with her sger. But a any moment some casud vistor from the town might come out there with
the sad news He told himsdf uneadly that it would be wdl, if possble to save his wife from
such a shock. After dl, Clare and that excelent Commander Dupré had been good friends—so
much must be admitted, nay, now he was eager to admit it.

Jacques de Wissant touched the older man on the arm.

“I should be mogt grateful, Admird, for the loan of your motor-car. | have just remembered
that 1 ought to go home for an hour. This terible afar made me forget it; but | shdl not be
long—indeed, | must soon be back, for there will be al sorts of arrangements to be made at the
town hdl. Of course we shdl be beseged with inquiries, with messages from Paris, with
telegrams—"

“My car, monseur, is entirely a your disposa.”

The Admird could not help feding, even a s0 sad and solemn a moment as this a little
stiricad amusement. Arrangements a the town hdl, forsooth! If the end of the world were in
gght, the dams of the municipdity of Faase would not be neglected or forgotten; in as far as
Jacques de Wissant could arrange it, everything in such a case would be ready at the town hdl, if
not on the quarter-deck, for the Great Assize

What had a navd disaster to do with the Mayor of Fdase, after dl? But in this matter the old
Admird dlowed prgudice to get the better of him; the men now immured in the submarine
were, with two exceptions—ther commander and his junior office—al citizens of the town. It
was ther mothers, wives, children, sweethearts, who were now pressng with wild, agonized
faces againg the barriers drawn across the end of the pier. .

As Jacques de Wissant made his way through the crowd, his grey frock-coat was pulled by
many a horny hand, and imploring faces gazed with piteous questioning into his. But he could
give them no comfort.



Not till he found himsdf actudly in the Admird’s ca did he give his indructions to the
chauffeur.

“Take me to the Chadet des Dunes as quickly as you can drive without danger,” he said briefly.
“Y ou probably know whereit is?’

The man nodded and looked round consderingly. He had never driven so degantly attired a
gentleman before. Why, M. de Wissant looked like a bridegroom! The Mayor of Faaise should
be good for a handsomettip.

The chauffeur did not need to be told that on such a day time was of importance, and once they
were out of the narrow, tortuous streets of the town, the Admiral’s car flew.

And then, for the firg time that day, Jacques de Wissant began to fed pleasantly cool, nay,
there even came over him a certain exhilaration. He had been foolish to hold out against motor-
cars. There was a great ded to be sad for them, after dl. He owed his wife reparation for his evil
thoughts of her. He resolved that he would get Claire the best automobile money could buy. It is
adways a mistake to economize in such métters. .

His mind took a sudden turn—he fdt ashamed of his egoism, and the sensation disturbed him,
for the Mayor of Faaise very sddom had occason to fed ashamed, ether of his thoughts or of
his actions. How could he have dlowed his atention to stray from the subject which should just
now be absorbing his whole mind?

Thirty-9x hours supply of oxygen? Well, it might have been worse, for a great ded can be
donein thirty-six hours.

True, dl the savage appliances, 0 the Admird had said, were a Cherbourg. What a shameful
lack of Prethought on someone's part! Still, there was little doubt but that the Neptune would be
rased in—in time. The British Navy would send her sdvage appliances. Jacques de Wissant had
a traditiond digrust of the English, but a such moments dl men are bothers, and just now the
French and the English happened to be dlies He himsdf fdt fa more kindly to his little girls
governess, Miss Doughty, than he would have done five years ago.

Y es, without doubt the galant English Navy would send salvage appliances. .

There would be some hours of suspense—terrible hours for the wives and mothers of the men,
but those poor women would be upheld by the universal sympathy shown them. He himsdf as
mayor of the town would do al he could. He would seek these poor women out, say consoling,
hopeful things, and Claire would help him. She had, as he knew, a very tender heart, epecidly
where seamen were concerned.

Indeed, it was a terrible thought—that of those brave fellows down there benegth the surface of
the waters. Terible tha is if they were dive—adive in the same measure as he, Jacques de
Wissant, was now dive in the keen, rushing ar. Alive, and waiting for a deliverance tha might
never come. The ideamade him fed a queer, interior tremor.

Then his mind, in spite of himsdf, swung back to its old moorings. How drange that he had
not been told that Commander Dupré had applied for a change of command! Doubtless the
Mediterranean was better suited, being a tideless sea, for submarine experiments. Keen, clever
Dupré, absorbed as he wasin his profession, had doubtless thought of that.

But, again, how odd of Claire not to have mentioned that Dupré was leaving Faaise! Of course
it was posshle that she dso had been ignorant of the fact. She very sddom spoke of other
people's affars, and lately she had been so dreadfully worried about her sster’s, Marie-Anne's,
illness

If his wife had known nothing of Commander Dupré's plans, it proved as hardly anything dse
could have done how little red intimacy there could have been between them. A man never



leaves the woman he loves unless he has grown tired of he—then, as dl the world knows,
except perchance the poor soul hersdf, no place istoo far for him to make for.

Such was Jacques de Wissant's smple, cynical philosophy concerning a subject to which he
had never given much thought. The tender passon had dways gppeared to him in one of two
shapes—the one was a grotesque and dightly improper shape, which makes men do slly, absurd
things, the other came in the semblance of a sniser demon which wrecks the honour and
devadtates, as nothing else can do, the happiness of respectable families. It was this second and
more hateful form which had haunted him these last few weeks.

He recdled with a sck feding of disaste the state of mind and body he had been in that very
morning. Why, he had then been in the mood to kill Dupré, or, a any rate, to welcome the news
of his death with fierce joy! And then, smultaneoudy with his discovery of how groundless had
been his jedousy, he had learnt the awful fact that the man whom he had wrongly accused lay
out there, buried and yet dive, beneath the glisening sea, which was dretched out, like a great
blue pdl, on his |€ft.

Stll, it was only proper that his wife should be spared the shock of hearing in some casud way
of this awful accident. Clare had adways been sengtive, curioudy o, to everything that
concerned the Navy. Admird de Saint Vilquier had recdled the horrible submarine disaster of
Bizerta harbour; Jacques de Wissant now remembered uncomfortably how very unhappy that sad
affar had made Claire. Why, one day he had found her in a passon of tears, mourning over the
tragic fate of those poor salor men, the crew of the Lutin, of whose very names she was
ignorant!

At the time he had thought her betrayd of fedling very unreasonable, but now he understood,
and even shared to a certain extent, the pain she had shown; but then he knew Dupré, knew and
liked him, and the men immured in the Ngptune were men of Faaise.

These were the thoughts which jostled each other in Jacques de Wissant's brain as he sat back
inthe Admird’s car.

They were now rushing past the Pavillon de Wissant. What a pity it was that Claire had not
remained quietly a home to-day! It would have been so much pleasanter—if one could think of
anything being plessant in such a connection—to have gone in and told her the sad news at
home. Her sger, Maddeine Baudoin, though older than Claire, was foolishly emotiond and
unrestrained in the expression of her fedings. Madeeine was sure to make a scene when she
heard of Commander Dupré s peril, and Jacques de Wissant hated scenes.

He now asked himsdf whether there was any red necessty for his teling his wife before her
sger. All he need do was to send Claire a message by the servant who opened the door to him.
He would say that she was wanted a home; she would think something had happened to one of
the children, and thiswould be a good thing, for it would prepare her in amesasurefor ill tidings

From what Jacques knew of his wife he beieved she would receive the news quietly, and he,
her husband, would show her every consderation; again he reminded himsdf that it would be
ridiculous to deny the fact that Claire had made a friend, dmos an intimate, of Commander
Dupré. It would be naturd, nay “correct,” for her to be grestly distressed when she heard of the
accident.

There came a familiar cutting in the road, and again the sea lay sporead out, an opague,
gligening sheet of ded, before him. He gazed across, with a feding of mdancholy and fearful
curiogity, to the swarm of craft great and small collected round the place where the Neptune lay,
elghteen fathoms deep. . . .



He hoped Claire would not ask to go kack into the town with him in order to hear the latest
news. But if she did so ask, then he would rase no objection. Every Fdase woman, whatever
her rank in life, was now full of sugpense and anxiety, and as the mayor’s wife Clare had a right
to share that anxious suspense.

The car was now dowing on the sharp decline leading to the shore, and Jacques de Wissant got
up and touched the chauffeur on the shoulder.

“Stop here” he said. “You needn’t drive down to the Chaet. | want you to turn and wait for
me a the Pavilion de Wissant. Ak my servants to give you some luncheon. | may be hdf an
hour or more, but | want to get back to Falaise as soon as | can.

The Chaet des Dunes had been well named. It stood enclosed in rough paings in a sandy
wilderness. An datempt had been made to turn the immediate surroundings of the villa into the
semblance of a garden; there were wind-blown flowers sat in sandy flower-beds, and coarse,
luxuriant creepers flung their long, green ropes about the wooden verandah. In front, stretching
out into the sea, was a tone pier, built by Jacques father many ayear ago.

The Chdet looked sngularly quiet and deserted, for al the shutters had been closed in order to
shut out the midday hest.

Jacques de Wissant became vaguely uneasy. He reconsdered his plan of action. If the two
sgters were adone togethe—as he supposed them to be—he would go in and quietly tdl them of
the accident. 1t would be making dtogether too much of the matter to send for Claire to come out
to him; she might very properly resent it. For the matter of that, it was quite possble that
Maddeine Baudoin had some little sentiment for Dupré. That would explan so much—the
officer's congtant presence at the Chaet des Dunes added to his absence from the Pavilion. It
was odd he had never thought of the possbility before.

But this new idea made Jacques grow more and more unessy a the thought of the task which
now lay before him. With dow, hestating steps he waked up to the little front door of the
Chalet.

He pulled the rusty bell-handle. How absurd to have ironwork in such a place!

There followed what seemed to him avery long pause. He rang again.

There came the sound of light, swift steps, he could hear them in spite of the rhythmicad surge
of the sea; and then the door was opened by his sister-in-law, Madame Baudoin, herself.

In the midst of his own agitation and unease, Jacques de Wissant saw that there was a look of
embarrassment on the face which Madelene tried to make amiably welcoming.

“Jacques?” she exclamed. “Forgive me for having made you ring twicel | have sent the
servants into Faaise to purchase a railway time-table. Claire will doubtless have told you that |
am darting for Itay to-night. Our poor Marie-Anne is worse; and | fed that it is my duty to go to
her.”

She did not gtep aside to dlow him to come in. In fact, doubtless without meaning to do so, she
was actudly blocking up the door.

No, Clare had not told Jacques that Marie-Anne was worse. That of course was why she had
looked so unhappy this morning. He felt hurt and angered by hiswife sreserve.

“I am sure you will agree, Maddeine” he sad giffly—he was not sorry to gain a little time—"
that it would not be wise for Claire to accompany you to Italy. After dl, sheis dill quite a young
woman, and poor Marie-Anne's disease is most infectious. | have ascertained, too, that there is a
regular epidemic raging in Mantua.”

Madeleine nodded. Then she turned, with an uneasy Sde-look a her brother-in-law, and began
leading the way down the short passage. The door of the dining-room was open; Jacques could



not help seeing that only one place was lad a the round table, aso that Maddeine had just
finished her luncheon.

“lan't Claire here?” he asked, surprised. “She said she was going to lunch with you to-day.
Has't she been here this morning?’

“No—I mean yes” Maddene spoke confusedly. “She did not stay to lunch. She was only here
for avery littlewhile”

“But has she gone home again?’

“Wel—she may be home by now; | redly don't know”—Madeeine was opening the door of
the little drawing-room.

It was an ugly, common-looking room; the wals were hung with Turkey red, and ornamented
with chegp coloured prints. There were cane and basket chairs which Madame Baudoin had
griven to make comfortable with the help of cushions and rugs.

Jacques de Wissant told himsdf that it was odd that Claire should like to spend so much of her
time here, in the Chdet des Dunes, ingdead of asking her sger to join her each morning or
afternoon in her own beautiful house on the diiff.

“Forgive me” he sad diffly, “but | can't say a moment. | redly came for Clare. You say |
ghdl find her a home?

He hdd his top ha and his yelow gloves in his hand, and his sger-inlaw thought she had
never seen Jacques look so plain and unattractive, and—and tiresome as he looked to-day.

Madame Baudoin had a specid reason for wishing him away; but she knew the dow, sure
workings of his mind. If Jacques found that his wife had not gone back to the Pavilion de
Wissant, and that there was no news of her there, he would damost certainly come back to the
Chdlet des Dunes for further informetion.

“No,” she said rductantly, “Claire has not gone back to the Pavilion. | believe that she has
goneinto the town. She had something important that she wished to do there”

She looked so troubled, so—so uncomfortable that Jacques de Wissant legpt to the sudden
concluson that the tidings he had been a such pains to bring had aready been brought to the
Chalet des Dunes.

“Ah!” he exclaimed, “then | am too late! 11l newstravelsfast.”

“IIl news?” Maddeine repeated affrightedly.

“Is anything the mater? Has anything happened to one of the children? Don't keep me in
suspense, Jacques. | am not cold-blooded—Iike you!”

“The children are dl right,” he said shortly. “But there has been, as you evidently know, an
accident. The submarine Neptune has met with a serious mishgp. She now lies with her crew in
eighteen fathoms of water about two miles out.”

He spoke with cold acerbity. How childishly foolish of Madeleine to try and deceive him! But
al women of the type to which she belonged make foolish mydteries about nothing.

“The submarine Neptune? As she stammered out the question which had dready been
answered, there came over Madame Baudoin's face a look of measureless terror. Twice her lips
opened—and twice she closed them again.

At lagt she uttered a few words—words of anguished protest and revolt. “No, no,” she cried,
“that can’'t be—it'simpossble!”

“Command yoursdf!” he sad gernly. “Remember what would be thought by anyone who saw
you inthis gate”

But she went on looking a him with wild, terror-stricken eyes. “My poor Clairel” she moaned.
“My little sster Clare—"



All Jacques de Wissant's jedousy legpt into esger, quivering life. Then he had been right after
dl? His wife loved Dupré. Her siger's anguished sympathy had betrayed Claire€s secret as
nothing Claire hersdf was ever likely to say or do could have done.

“You are a good sder,” he sad ironicaly, “to take Claires distress so much to heart.
Identifying yoursdf as entirdy as you seem to do with her, | am surprised that you did not
accompany her into Falaise: it was most wrong of you to let her go done”

“Clare is not in Faaise” muttered Maddeine. She was grasping the back of one of the cane
chars with her hand as if glad of even tha dight support, saring a him with a dazed look of
abject misery which increased his anger, his disgust.

“Not in Flaise?’ he echoed sharply. “Then where, in God' s name, is she?’

A mogt disagreegble possihility had flashed into his mind. Was it conceivable that his wife had
had hersdlf rowed to the scene of the disaster? If she had done that, if her Sster had alowed her
to go done, or accompanied maybe by one or other of the officers belonging to the submarine
flotilla, then he told himsdf with jedlous rage that he would find it very difficult ever to forgive
Clare. There are things a woman with any sdf-respect, especially a woman who is the mother of
daughters, refrains from doing.

“Wdl?" he sad contemptuoudy. “Well, Maddeine? | am waiting to hear the truth. |1 desire no
explanations—no excuses. | cannot, however, withhold myself from tdling you that you ought to
have accompanied your sgter, even if you found it impossible to control her.”

“I was there yesterday,” said Maddeine Baudoin, with a pinched, white face, “for over two
hours.”

“What do you mean?’ he asked suspicioudy. “Where were you yesterday for over two hours?’

“In the Neptune.”

She gazed a him, past him, with widdly open eyes, as if she were saring, fascinated, a some
scene of unutterable horror—and there crept into Jacques de Wissant's mind a thought so full of
shameful dread that he thrugt it vidlently from him.

“You were in the Neptune,” he sad dowly, “knowing wel that it is absolutely forbidden for
any officer to take a friend on board a submarine without a specid permit from the Miniger of
Marine?’

“It issometimes done,” she said listledy.

Madame Baudoin had now sat down on a low chair, and she was plucking a the front of her
white serge skirt with a curious mechanicd movement of the fingers.

“Did the submarine actudly put out to seawith you on board?’

She nodded her head, and then very ddiberately added, “Yes, | have told you that | was out for
two hours. They dl knew it—the men and officers of the flatilla | was horribly frightened, but—
but now | am glad indeed that | went. Yes, | am indeed glad!”

“Why are you glad?’ he asked roughly—and again a hateful suspicion thrugt itsdf inggently
upon him.

“I am glad | went, because it will make what Claire has done to-day seem naturd, a—a smple
escapade.”

There was a moment of terrible silence between them.

“Then do dl the officers and men beonging to the flatilla know that my wife is out therein the
Neptune?’ Jacques de Wissant asked in alow, dtill voice.

“No,” sad Maddeine, and there was now a look of shame, as well as of terror, on her face.
“They none of them know—only those who are on board.” She hestated a moment—*“That is



why | sent the servants away this morning. We—I mean Commander Dupré and —did not think
it necessary that anyone should know.”

“Then no one—that is, only a hare-brained young officer and ten men beonging to the town of
Fdaise—were to be aware of the fact tha my wife had accompanied her lover on this life-risking
expedition? Y ou and Dupré were indeed tender of her honour—and mine.”

“Jacques!” She took her hand off the chair, and faced her brother-inlaw proudly. “What
infamous thing is this that you are harbouring in your mind? My Sder is an honest woman, aye,
as hones, as high-minded as was your own mother—"

He sopped her with a violent gesture. “Do not mention Clare and my mother in the same
breath!” he cried.

“Ah, but 1 will—I must! You want the truth—you said just now you wanted only the truth.
Then you shdl hear the truth! Yes it is as you have evidently suspected. Louis Dupré loves
Clare, and she’—her voice fdtered, then grew firme—" she may have had for him a little
sentiment. Who can tell? You have not been a much pains to make her happy. But what is true,
what is certain, istha she rgected hislove. To-day they were to part—for ever.

Her voice failed again, then once more it strengthened and hardened.

“Tha is why he in a moment of folly—I admit it was in a moment of folly—asked her to come
out on his lagt cruise in the Neptune. When you came | was expecting them back any moment.
But, Jacques, do not be afraid. | swear to you that no one shdl ever know. Admirad de Sant
Vilquier will do anything for us Kergouéts, | mysdf will go to him, and—and explain.”

But Jacques de Wissant scarcely heard the eager, pitiful words.

He had thrust his wife from his mind, and her place had been taken by his honour—his honour
and that of his children, of happy, light-hearted Clairette and Jacqueline. For what seemed a long
while he said nothing; then, with al the anger gone from his voice, he spoke, uttered afidt.

“No,” he sad quietly. “You mugt leave the Admird to me, Madeleine. You were going to Itay
to-night, were you not? That, | tekeit, istrue”

She nodded impatiently. What did her proposed journey to Itay matter compared with her
beloved Claire' s present peril ?

“Wadl, you must carry out your plan, my poor Madeleine. Y ou must go away to-night.”

She sared a him, her face at last blotched with tears, and a look of bewildered anguish in her
eyes.

“You must do this” Jacques de Wissant went on ddiberatdy, “for Claire's sake, and for the
ske of Clairés children. You haven't sufficient sdf-control to endure suspense camly, secretly.
You need not go farther than Paris, but those whom it concerns will be told that Claire has gone
with you to Itay. There will dways be time to tdl the truth. Meanwhile, the Admira and | will
devise a plan. And perhaps “—he waited a moment—" the truth will never be known, or only
known to a very few people—people who, as you say, will understand.”

He had spoken very dowly, as if weighing each of his words, but it was quickly, with a queer
catch in his voice, that he added—*I ask you to do this my sster”—he had never before called
Maddeine Baudoin “my sde”—“because of Clar€s children, of Clarette and Jacqueline.
Their mother would not wish adur to rest upon them.”

She looked at him with piteous, hunted eyes. But she knew that she must do what he asked.
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Jacques de Wissant sat a his desk in the fine old room which is set asde for the mayor's sole use
in thetown hall of Faise.

He was waiting for Admiral de Saint Vilquier, whom he had summoned on the plea of a matter
both private and urgent. In his note, of which he had written more than one draft, he had omitted
none of the punctilio usud in French officid correspondence, and he had asked pardon, in the
most forma language, for asking the Admird to come to him, instead of proposng to go to the
Admird.

The time that had eagpsed since he had pated from his sger-inlaw had seemed like years
ingtead of hours, and yet every moment of those hours had been filled with action.

From the Chdet des Dunes Jacques had made his way sraight to the Pavilion de Wissant, and
there his had been the bitter task of lying to his household.

They had accepted unquestioningly his datement that ther midress, without waiting even to
go home, had left the Chdet des Dunes with her sger for Ity owing to the arivd of sudden
worse news from Mantua

While Claire's luggage was being by his orders hurriedly prepared, he had changed his clothes;
and then, overcome with mortd weariness, with sck, sombre suspense, he had returned to
Faase, taking the railway dation on his way to the town hdl, and from there going through the
grim comedy of despatching hiswife strunks to Paris.

Since the day war was declared by France on Germany, there had never been at the town hail
of Fdase 0 busy an afternoon. Urgent messages of inquiry and condolence came pouring in
from al over the civilized world, and the mayor had to compose suitable answersto them all.

To him thee dso fdl the panful duty of officdly anouncing to the crowd surging
impatiently in the market place—though room in front was dways made and kept for those of
the fisher folk who had reatives in the submarine sarvice—that it was the Neptune which had
gone down.

He had seen the effect of that announcement painted on rough, worn, upturned faces, he had
heard the cries of anger, the groans of despair of the few, and had witnessed the relief, the tears
of joy of the many. But his heart fdt numb, and his cold, sern manner kept the emations and
excitement of those about him in check.

At last there had come a short respite. It was publicly announced that owing to the currents the
divers had had to suspend their work awhile, but that svage gppliances from England and from
Cherbourg were on their way to Faaise, and that it was hoped by seven that evening active
operations would begin. With luck the Neptune might be raised before midnight.

Fortunate people blessed with optimistic natures were dready planning a banquet a which the
crew of the Neptune were to be entertained within an hour of the rescue.

Jacques dle Wissant rose from the massive First Empire table which formed part of the fine suite
of furniture presented by the great Napoleon just a hundred years ago to the municipdity of
Faase

With bent head, his hands clagped behind him, the mayor began waking up and down the long
room.

Admird de Saint Vilguier might now come a aty moment, but the man awaiting him had not
yet made up his mind how to word what be had to say—how much to tell, how much to conced
from, his wifé's old friend. He was only too wel aware that if the desperate attempts which



would soon be made to raise the Neptune were successful, and if its human freight were rescued
dive, the fact that there had been a woman on board could not be concealed. Thousands would
know to-night, and millions to-morrow morning.

Not only would the amazing story provide newspaper readers dl over the world with a
thrilling, unexpected piece of news, but the fact that there had been a woman involved in the
disaster would be perpetuated, as long as our civilization endures, in every account of subsequent
accidents to submarine creft.

More intimady, vividly agonizing was the knowledge that the dory, the scandd, would be
revived when there arose the dl-important question of a suitable mariage for Clarette or
Jacqudline.

As he paced up and down the room, longing for and yet dreading the coming of the Admird,
he visualized what would happen. He could amost hear the whispered words. “Yes, dear friend,
the girl is admirably brought up, and has a large fortune, also she and your son have taken quite a
fancy for one another, but there is that very ugly story of the mother! Don’'t you remember that
she was with her lover in the submarine Neptune? The citizens of Fdase 4ill laugh a the ory
and point her out in the dreet. Like mother like daughter, you know!” Thus the miserable man
tortured himsdlf, turning the knife in his wound.

But stay—Supposng the sdvage appliances falled, as they had faled a Bizerta, to rase the
Neptune? Then with the hep of Admird de Saint Vilquier the awful truth might be kept secret.

At last the door opened.

Jacques de Wissant took a step forward, and as his hand rested loosely for a moment in the old
seaman’'s firmer grasp, he would have given many years of his life to postpone the coming
interview.

“As you asked me so urgently to do so, | have come, M. de Wissant, to karn what you have to
tell me. But I'm &frad the time | can spare you must be short. As you know, | am to be a the
dation in haf an hour to meet the Minister of Marine. He will probably wish to go out a once to
the scene of the caamity, and | shal have to accompany him.”

The Admird was annoyed a having been thus sent for to the town hal. It was surely Jacques
de Wissant's place to have cometo him.

And then, while ligening to the other's murmured excuses, the old nava officer happened to
look draight into the face of the Mayor of Faaise, and a once a change came over his manner,
even his voice softened and altered.

“Pardon my saying so, M. de Wissant,” he exclamed aoruptly, “but you look extremey ill!
You mugn't dlow this sad business to take such a hold on you. It is tragic no doubt that such
things must be, but remember”—he uttered the words solemnly—“they ae the Price of
Admirdty.”

“I know, | know,” muttered Jacques de Wissant.

“Shdl we gt down?’

The deadly pdlor, the look of dran on the face of the man before him was meking the
Admira fed more and more uneasy. “It would be very awkward,” he thought to himsdf, “were
Jacques de Wissant to be taken ill, here, now, with me—ANh, | haveit!”

Then he sad doud, “You have doubtless had nothing to eat since the morning? “ And as de
Wissant nodded—"But that's absurd! 1t's dways madness to go without food. Believe me, you
will want al your strength during the next few days. As for me, | had fortunately lunched before
| received he sad news. | keep to the old hours; | do not care for your English de'jeuners a one
0 clock. Midday islate enough for mel”



“Admird?’ said the wretched man, “Admira—7?"’

“Yes, take your time; | am not redly in such ahurry. | am quite a your disposal.”

“It is a question of honour,” muttered Jacques de Wissant, “a question of honour, Admird, or |
should not trouble you with the matter.”

Admird de Sant Vilquier leant forward, but Jacques de Wissant avoided meeting the shrewd,
searching eyes.

“The honour of a nava family is involved.” The Mayor of Faase was now spesking in a low,
pleading voice.

The Admird diffened. “Ah!” he exclamed. “So you have been asked to intercede with me on
behdf of some young scapegrace. Wdl, who is it? I'll look into the matter to-morrow morning. |
reglly cannot think of anything to-day but of this terrible business—"

“—Admird, it concerns this busness”

“The loss of the Neptune? In what way can the honour of a nava family be possbly involved
in such a matter?” There was a touch of hauteur as well as of indignant surprise in the fine old
Seaman’ svoice,

“Admiral,” said Jacques de Wissant deliberately, “there was—there is—a woman on board the
Neptune.”

“A woman in the Neptune? That is quite impossblel” The Admird got up from his chair. “It is
one of our drictest regulaions that no stranger be taken on board a submarine without a specid
permit from the Minisger of Marine, countersgned by an admird. No such permit has been
issued for many months. In no case would a woman be alowed on board. Commander Dupré is
far too conscientious, too loya, an officer to bresk such aregulation.”

“Commander Dupré,” said Jacques de Wissant in a low, bitter tone, “was not too conscientious
or too loyd an officer to break that regulation, for thereis, | repesat it, awoman in the Neptune.”

The Admird sat down again. “But thisis serious—very serious,” he muttered.

He was thinking of the effect, not only a home but abroad, of such abreach of discipline.

He shook his head with a pained, angry gesture—"| understand what happened,” he sad at lag.
“The woman was of course poor Dupré s’—and then something in Jacques de Wissant's pdlid
face made him subgtitute, for the plain word he meant to have used, a softer, kindlier phrase—"
poor Dupré s bonne amie,” he said.

“I am advised not,” said Jacques de Wissant shortly. “I am told that the person in question is a
young lady.”

“Do you mean an unmarried girl?’ asked the Admird. There was grest curiogty and sincere
relief in hisvoice

“I beg of you not to ask me, Admird! The family of the lady have implored me to reved as
little of the truth as possible. They have taken their own measures, and they are good measures,
to account for her—her disappearance.” The unhappy man spoke with considerable agitation.

“Quite 0! Quite 0! They areright. | have no wish to show indiscreet curiogity.”

“Do you think anything can be done to prevent the fact becoming known?’ asked Jacques de
Wissant—and, as the other waited a moment before answering, the suspense became amost
more than he could endure.

He got up and indinctively stood with his back to the light. “The family of this young lady are
willing to make any pecuniary sacrifice—"

“It is not a question of pecuniary sacrifice” the Admird sad diffly. “Money will never redly
purchase ether secrecy or dlence. But honour, M. de Wissant, will sometimes, nay, often, do
both.”



“Then you think the fact can be concealed?”’

“I think it will be impossble to conced it if the Neptune is raised’—he hegtated, and his voice
sank as he added the poignant words “in time. But if that happens, though | fear that it is not
likely to happen, then | promise you that | will dlow it to be thought that | had given this lady
permisson, and her improper action will be accepted for what it no doubt was—a foolish
escapade. |If Dupré and little Peritot are the men of honour | take them to be, one or other of them
will of course marry her!”

“And if the Neptune is not raised—" the Mayor’s voice aso dropped to a whisper—“in time—
what then?’

“Then,” sad the Admird, “everything will be done by me—so you can assure your unlucky
friends—to conced the fact that Commander Dupré faled in his duty. Not for his sake, you
underd¢and—he, | fear, desarves what he has suffered, what he is perhaps gill suffering,”—a
look of horror stole over his old, weather-roughened face—“but for the sake of the foolish girl
and for the sake of her family. You say it isanavd family?’

“Yes,” said Jacques de Wissant. “A noted navd family.”

The Admira got up. “And now |, on my sde, must exact of you a pledge, M. de Wissant—" he
looked searchingly a the Government officid dtanding before him. “I solemnly implore you,
monseur, to keep this fact you have told me absolutdy secret for the time being—secret even
from the Miniger of Marine”

The Mayor of Fdaise bent his head. “I intend to act,” he sad dowly, “as if | had never heard
it.”

“I ask it for the honour, the repute, of the Service,” muttered the old officer. “After dl, M. de
Wissant, the poor felow did not mean much harm. We sailors have al, at different times of our
lives, had some bonne amie whom we found it devilish hard to leave on shorel”

The Admird waked dowly towards the door. To-day had aged him years. Then he turned and
looked benignantly a Jacques de Wissant; the man before him might be iff, cold, avkward in
manner, but he was a gentleman, aman of honour.

And as he drove to the dation to meet the Miniger of Marine, Admird de Sant Vilquier's
drewd, practicd mind began to ded with the difficult problem which was now added to his
other cares. It was smplified in view of the fact—the awful fact—that according to his private
information it was mog unlikey that the submarine would be raised within the next few hours.
He hoped with dl his heart that the twelve men and the woman now lying beneath the sea had
met deeth at the moment of the collison.

All that summer night the cafés and eating-houses of Falaise remained open, and there was a
constant coming and going to the beach, where many people, even among those vistors who
were not directly interested in the calamity, camped out on the stones.

The mayor sent word to the Pavilion de Wissant that he would deep in his town house, but
though he left the town hal a two in the morning he was back a his post by eght, and he spent
there the whole of the next long dragging day.

Fortunately for him there was little time for thought. In addition to the messages of inquiry ad
condolence which went on pouring in, important members of the Government arived from Pais
and the provinces.

There dso came to Faaise the mother of Commander Duprd, and the father and brother of
Lieutenant Paritot. De Wissant made the latter his specia care. They, the two men, were granted
the relief of tears, but Madame Dupré s silent agony could not be assuaged.



Once, when he suddenly came upon her gtting, her chin in her hand, in his room a the town
hal, Jacques de Wissant shrank from her blazing eyes and ravaged face, so vividly did they
recal to him the eyes, the face, he had seen that April evening “’twixt dog and wolf,” when he
had first legpt upon the truth.

On the third day dl hope that there could be anyone ill living in the Neptune was being
abandoned, and yet a noon there ran a rumour through the town that knocking had been heard in
the submarine. . . .

The mayor himsdf drew up an offidd proclamation, in which it was pointed out that it was
amog certain that dl on board had perished a the time of the collison, and that, even if any of
them had survived for afew hours, not one could be dive now.

And then, as one by one the days of waiting began to wear themselves away, the world, apart
from the town which numbered ten of her sons among the doomed men, relaxed its panful
interet in the fate of the French submarine. Indeed, Faase took on an dmost winter stillness of
agpect, for the summer visitors naturdly drifted away from a spot which was dill the heart of an
awful tragedy.

But Jacques de Wissant did not relax in his duties or in his efforts on behdf of the families of
the men who 4ill lay, eighteen fathoms deep, encased in their sted tomb; and the townspeople
were deeply moved by ther mayor's continued, if restrained, distress. He even put his children,
his pretty twin daughters, Jecqudine and Clarette, into degp mourning; this touched the
segfaring portion of the populaion very much.

It dso became known that M. de Wissant was suffering from domestic distress of a very sad
and intimate kind, his ggder-inlaw was serioudy ill in Itay from an infectious disease, and his
wife, who had gone away at amoment’s notice to help to nurse her, had caught the infection.

The Mayor of Fdase and Admird de Sant Vilguier did not often have occason to meet
during those days spent by each of them in entertaining officid personages and in composing
answers to the messages and inquiries which went on dropping in, both by day and by night, at
the town hal and a the Admird’s quarters. But there came an hour when Admira de Saint
Vilquier a last sought to have a private word with the Mayor of Faaise.

“I think | have aranged everything sdtisfactorily,” he sad briefly, “and you can convey the
fact to your friends. | do not suppose, as matters are now, that there is much fear that the truth
will ever come out.”

The old man did not look into Jacques de Wissant's face while he uttered the comforting
words. He had become aware of many things—including Maddeine Baudoin's cruise in the
Neptune the day before the accident, and of her own and Claire de Wissant’s reported departure
for Italy.

Alone, among the people who sometimes had friendly speech of the mayor during those
sombre days of waiting, Admird de Saint Vilquier did not condole with the anxious husband on
the fact that he could not yet leave Faaise for Mantua.

\Y,

Jacques de Wissant woke with a start and sat up in bed. He had heard a knock—but, awake or
deeping, his ears were never free of the sound of knocking,—of muffled, regular knocking. .

It was the darkest hour of the summer night, but with a sharp sense of relief he became aware
that what had wakened him this time was a red sound, not the dow, patient, rhythmical, tapping
which haunted him incessantly. But now the knocking had been followed by the opening of his



bedroom door, and vagudly outlined before him was the short, squat form of an old woman who
had entered his mother's service when he was a little boy, and who aways stayed in his town
house.

“M’deur I’Amird de Saint Vilquier desres to see M’seur Jacques on urgent business” she
whispered. “1 have put him to wait in the grest drawing-room. It is fortunate that | took dl the
covers off the furniture yesterday.”

Then the moment of ordedl, the moment he had begun to think would never come—was upon
him? He knew this summons to mean that the Neptune had been finaly towed into the harbour,
and that now, in this 4ill, dark hour before dawn, was about to begin the work of taking out the
bodies.

Every day for a week pagt it had been publicly announced that the following night would see
the fina scene of the dread drama, and each evening—even last evening—it had been as publicly
announced that nothing could be done for the present.

Jacques de Wissant had put dl his trug in the Admird and in the arrangements the Admira
was making to avoid discovery. But now, as he got up and dressed himsdf—strange to say that
phantom sound of knocking had cessed—there came over him a frightful sensation of doubt and
fear. Had he been right to trust wholly to the old nava officer? Would it not have been better to
have taken the Minister of Marineinto his confidence?

How would it be possble for Admird de Saint Vilquier, unless backed by Governmenta
authority, to eude the vigilance, not only of the Admirdty officas and of dl those that were
directly interested, but dso of the journdists who, however much the public interes had
dackened in the disaster, Hill stayed on at Fdaise in order to be present at the last act of the
tragedy?

These thoughts jostled each other in Jacques de Wissant's brain. But whether he had been right
or wrong it was too late to ater now.

He went into the room where the Admira stood waiting for him.

The two men shook hands, but neither spoke till they had left the house. Then, as they waked
with firm, quick steps across the deserted market-place, the Admird said suddenly, “This is the
quietest hour in the twenty-four, and though | anticipate a little trouble with the journdidts, |
think everything will go off quite wdl.”

His companion muttered a word of assent, and the other went on, this time in a gruff whisper:
“By the way, | have had to tdl Dr. Tamnier—" and as Jacques de Wissant gave vent to a stifled
exclamation of dismay—"of course | had to tell Dr. Tarnier! He has most nobly offered to go
down into the Neptune alone—though in doing so he will run considerable persond risk.”

Admird de Sant Vilquier paused a moment, for the quick pace a which his companion was
waking made him rather bresthless “I have smply told him that there was a young woman on
board. He imagines her to have been a Parisenne—a person of no importance, you
understand,—who had come to spend the holiday with poor Dupré. But he quite redlizes tha the
fact must never be reveded.” He spoke in a dry, matter-of-fact tone. “There will not be room on
the pontoon for more than five or six, including oursdves and Dr. Tarnier. Doubtless some of
our newspaper friends will be disappointed—if one can spesk of disgppointment in such a
connection—but they will have plenty of opportunities of being present to-morrow and the
following nights. | have arranged with the Miniger of Marine for the work to be done only at
night.”

As the two men emerged on the quays, they saw that the news had lesked out, for knots of
people stood about, talking in low hushed tones, and staring at the middle of the harbour.



Apat from the others, and dmost dangeroudy close to the unguarded edge below which was
the dark lapping water, stood aline of women shrouded in black, and from them came no sound.

As the Admird and his companion gpproached the little group of officids who were apparently
waiting for them, the old navd officer whispered to Jacques de Wissart, usng for the firg time
the familiar expresson, “mon ami,” “Do not forget, mon ami, to thank the harbour-master and
the pilot. They have had a very difficult task, and they will expect your commendation.”

Jacques de Wissant said the words required of him. And then, a the last moment, just as he
was on the point of going down the steps leading to the flat-bottomed boat in which they were to
be rowed to the pontoon, there arose an angry discusson. The harbour-master had, it seemed,
promised the representatives of two Paris newspapers that they should be present when the
submarine was first opened.

But the Admira diffly asserted his supreme authority. “In such matters | can dlow no
favouritism! It is doubtful if any bodies will be taken out to-night, gentlemen, for the tide is
dready turning. | will see if other arrangements can be made to-morrow. If any of you had been
in the harbour of Bizerta when the Lutin was raised, you would now thank me for not alowing
you to view the Sght which we may be about to see.”

And the weary, disgppointed specia correspondents, who had spent long days watching for
this one hour, redized that they would have to content themsaves with describing what could be
seen from the quays.

It will, however, surprise no one familiar with the remarkable enterprise of the modern press,
when it is recorded that by far the most accurate account of what occurred during the hour that
followed was written by a cosmopolitan war correspondent, who had had the good fortune of
meaking Dr. Tarnier ‘s acquaintance during the dull fortnight of waiting.

He wrote:

None of those who were there will ever forget what they saw last night in the harbour of Falaise.

The scene, illumined by the searchlight of a destroyer, was at once sinister, sombre, and
magnificent. Below the high, narrow pontoon, on the floor of the harbour, lay the wrecked
submarine; and those who gazed down at the Neptune felt as though they were in the presence of
what had once been a sentient being done to death by some huge Goliath of the deep.

Dr. Tarnier, the chief medical officer of the port—a man who is beloved and respected by the
whole population of Falaise—stood ready to begin his dreadful task. | had ascertained that he had
obtained permission to go down alone into the hold of death—an exploration attended with the
utmost physical risk.

He was clad in a suit of india-rubber clothing, and over his arm was folded a large tarpaulin
sheet lined with carbolic wool, one of half adozen such sheetslying at his feet.

The difficult work of unsealing the conning tower was then proceeded with in the presence of
Admira de Saint Vilquier, whose prowess as a midshipman is still remembered by British
Crimean veterans—and of the Mayor of Falaise, M. Jacques de Wissant.

At last there came a guttural exclamation of “gay est!” and Dr. Tarnier stepped downwards, to
emerge a moment later with the first body, obviously that of the gallant Commander Dupré, who
was found, asit was expected he would be, in the conning tower.

Once more the doctor’s burly figure disappeared, once more he emerged, tenderly bearing a
dlighter, lighter burden, obviously the boyish form of Lieutenant Paritot, who was found close to
Commander Dupré.

The tide was rising rapidly, but two more bodies—this time with the help of a webbed band
cleverly designed by Dr. Tarnier with a view to the purpose—were lifted from the inner portion of
the submarine.

The four bodies, rather to the disappointment of the large crowd which had gradually gathered
on the quays, were not taken directly to the shore, to the great hall where Falaise is to mourn her



dead sons; one by one they were reverently conveyed, by the Admiral’s orders, to a barge which
was once used as a hospital ward for sick sailors, and which is closeto the mouth of the harbour.
Thence, when all twelve bodies have been recovered—that is, in three or four days, for thework is
only to be proceeded with at night—they will be taken to the Salle d’ Armes, there to await the
official obseguies.

On the morning fallowing the night during which the lag body was lifted from within the
Neptune, there ran a curious rumour through the fishing quarter of the town. It was sad that
thirteen bodies—not twelve, as declared the officid report—had been taken out of the Neptune.
It was declared on the authority of one of the seamen—a Gascon, be it noted—who had been
there on that firgt night, that five, not four, bodies had been conveyed to the hospitd barge.

But the rumour, though it found an echo in the French press, was not regarded as worth an
offica denid, and it receved its find quietus on the day of the officid obsequies, when it was a
once seen that the number of ammunition wagons heading the great procession was twelve.

As long as tradition endures in the life of the town, Faase will remember the Neptune funerd
processon. Not only was every navy in the world represented, but also every strand of that
loosaly woven human fabric we civilized peoples cdl anation.

Through the long line of oldiers, each man with his ams reversed, waked the officid
mourners, while from the fortifications there boomed the minute gun.

Firg the Presdent of the French Republic, with, to his right, the Miniger of Marine; and close
behind them the Hiff, ill vigorous, figure of old Admird de Saint Vilquier. By his sde waked
the Mayor of Faaise—so mortdly pae, so what the French cdl undone, that the Admira felt
fearful lest his neighbour should be compelled to fal out.

But Jacques de Wissant was not minded to fal out.

The crowd looking on, especidly the wives of those substantid citizens of the town who stood
a their windows behind haf-closed shutters and drawn blinds, stared down at the mayor with
pitying concern.

“He has a warm heart though a cold manner,” murmured these ladies to one another, “and just
now, you know, he is in grest anxiety, for his wife—that beautiful Clare with whom he doesn't
get on very wdl—is in Itady, serioudy ill of scarlet fever.” “Yes and as soon as this sad
ceremony B over, he will leave for the south—I hear that the President has offered him a seet in
his saloon as far as Paris”

As the head of the procession at last stopped on the great parade ground where the last honours
were to be rendered to the lowly yet illustrious dead, Jacques de Wissant dtraightened himsdf
with an indinctive gesture, and his lips began to move. He was muttering to himsdf the speech
he would soon have to deliver, and which he had that morning, making a great mental effort,
committed to memory.

And after the Presdent had had his long, emotiond, and flowery say; and when the oldest of
French admirals had stepped forward and, in a quavering voice, bidden the dead farewdl on
behdf of the Navy, it came to the turn of the Mayor of Faaise.

He was there, he sad, smply as the mouthpiece of his fdlow-townsmen, and they, bowed as
they were by deep persond grief, could say but little—they could indeed only murmur ther
eternad gratitude for the sympathy they had receved, and were now receving, from ther
countrymen and from the world.

Then Jacques de Wissant gave a brief persond account of each of the ten seamen whom this
vast concourse had gathered together to honour. It was noted by the curious in such things that he



made no dluson to the two officers, to Commander Dupré and Lieutenant Paritot; doubtless he
thought that they, after al, had been amply honoured in the preceding speeches.

But though his care for the lowly heroes proved the Mayor of Falaise a good republican, he
showed himsdf in the popular estimation dso a scholar, for he wound up with the old tag—the
grand old tag which inspired s0 many noble souls in the proudest of ancient empires and

cavilizetions, and which will retain the power of moving and thrilling generations yet unborn in
both the Western and the Eastern worlds:

“Dulce et decorum est pro patriamon.”



