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Alen leaned against the doorpost, and his eyes ran swiftly
round the rooms. Each couple, as they passed, was recognised
by him, The music was good, = very good. He turned away.
Then he saw her - saw Zea: she came through the doorway: she
was talking to Ivor: they laughed as over some small joke,

She glanced round, her eyes met Alen's - her face slightly
stiffened. Alen came forward. "What about having the next 2"
He felt her bridle, she half turned towards Ivor who smiled down
at her. "Well, aren't we to have this 2" Alen spoke quickly.

"Yes," she put her hand on his arm, and they moved forward.
The music struck up =-- & waltz. He put his arm round her: they

danced. Silence between them. The music stopped. Being just

near the door they got out quickly. But it was not until com-

fortably settled in the conservatory that he spoke. "What!'s

upsetting you 2"
"Nothing."
He smiled. "That'!s not the truth. Something is."
"You," she said, and her voice shook. "I thought we
were friends."
He looked at her, and she felt the coldness of the look.

"Friends! we could never be friends. There 1s no such thing
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between a man and woman. Anyhow, we have nothing in common.
Get that out of your head once and for all." The words spoken
curtly fell like Dblows,

"Alen." The sound of pain in her voice startled him; she

rot up from her chair and moved away. Just as she reached the
& p J

door he was beside her.

"Go easy, you have it all wrong; let's put this right."

"I don't see that there is anything to be put right."
heard the tremble in her voice; she was very angry. He felt
eamused; - so she caredl

"Come, we may lose our seats which would be a misfortune
as they are the best to be had." There was a flippancy in his
volce that nearly drove her crazy.

®*1 hate you. I hate you."

"0h, no you don't: you love me but I don't love you."

"You want to put me out of your life." The words annoyed

"My dear girl, you were never in my life. You let your
imegination run away with you."

She onpumy slowly and left the conservatory: this time he
did not follow her. He 1it a cigarette, and leanéd  hack in
his chair, a smile played on his 1lips., This was quite enter-
taining: he was glad he had come after all, At the same time,
he was not without a sense of shame, He had been a bit brutal.

Still - it was better to strike at once -- and finally.,
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There was a movement. Alen turned.

"Hello, old man." The speaker, & fair boy, came across and
down beside Alen. "Beastly night this."™ No reply. "Don't
feel the same yourself 2" - glancing at the man in the chair,

"No I don't. I'm enjoying myself thoroughly -- or rather
I was till now."

Young Harcourt gave him a swift look. "Well, it's good
that some people can get enjoyment out of a night like this.
There's no accounting for tastes. Personally, I think it's
the last thing. If folk give a dance they should do the thing
properly. Come now, don't you &agree ' i

"Certainly not, and if you feel 1like that it would be much
wiser to clear out."

really, Alen. Walk up to my hostess and say,

bored stiff, so will say goodnight,'" He

my advice you will quit without more ado."
with a curt nod left him. Crossing the hall
Lucy wrapped in her cloak. "What are you

"Yes, Alen, we don't want to be late, Ivor has a long

5
day ahead of him, but I did enjoy tonight. I must go: there's
Ivor waiting."

He found Paula Watson; they had a few dances, She was a

relief after Zea A jolly girl out for a little fun. "Have

you some one ce you home ?" he asked.,
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she replied, "he will remember me

"Oh Bob is here,"
He won't be going for a while."

"that you have

sometime.

"Well let's go now," Alen said,

had enough of it."

She looked surprised.
"T don't see her round."

"She is probably gone

He felt annoyed; so

granted that he would

vhen you are

wasn't having any.
o v

said. "I will give

sne

"I'll come now,"

w minutes later

Alen,

nN~r
You

joined Lucy whom she f ‘
Y girl sat byeside her.

look tired, dear,"

My
'Have you had a goo

Nara . 1
J'_ef>’ on y (—)S,

lot, = but the music

listen,"
Yy turned to her friend and they conti:
>ver and claimed

WE

went off together.
LT wr 3 ‘ LT - M . . Bl
'"We will find some nook, let's," said Bob
dance ended, "where we have a nice quiet 1i
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heart-to-heart talk, - you know the sort of thing," and he
laughed, well pleased with his joke.

Zea managed to smile, She lazed comfortably in her
chair. Bob was very ] he talked away. He only wanted
some one to listen. She could follow her own thoughts. She
was silly to worry over those few words with Alen. She would
make 1t up as they walked home together. Of course, she would
hold her own; he had been rather dreadful a few times lately.

She would let him see that she was not going to put up with that
still they would part friends.

Shortly after this Young Harcourt came to ask her to dance
and she went. They had two,. He was uninteresting, she decided,
but he could dance. Having left him she went to get her cloak.
Coming downstairs Zea looked anxiously for Alen. It would be
a good one 1f she went off without telling, got some one else to
see her home, Alen would not 1like it. No, she better not, but

where was he 9 She looked into the ballroom: he was not among

the dancers. She turned away: young Harcourt came up to' her,

"May. I have the pleasure of taking you home ?™ he bowed.

She smiled, "I was expecting Alen, - Mr. Sidhurst."
"Oh, Sidhurst, -~ but he is gone."
"Gone!" her voice was sharp.

gave her a swift look. "Yes I saw him leave, He

Paula Watson with him.,"
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For a moment Zea said nothing: then, realising that
Fred Harcourt was looking at her, she put her hand on his
arm, "It's very kind of you to come to the res " She
smiled at him as she said the words, but she felt like crying.

"Alen must have heard that I had left," she added.

Next evening Zea knocked at Alen's door and without
waiting for a reply, walked in, Alen, settled comfortably
with a book, glanced round. "Hullo," his voice not encour-
aging.

"I came to ask an explanation of last night."

He took up his book as if about to resume reading, "Oh,
18 that 4ty 2%

"Yes." ' She came over to the fire. "I don't understand
your treatment."

"There 1s nothing to understand."

"I want to be friends, Alen," she spoke gquickly. "Don't
let's quarrel; we have known each other so long."

"Too long, and now that's over; you want more than friend=-
ship. There'!s nothing doilng. You are wasting your time and
mine, You're in love with me you well know
finished with you; it should not be necessary for
you that. You think you have a claim on me; you have none

whatever., Goodnight,"

Zea came nearer, "Don't speak to me like that," her

voice shook, "You have been playing with me, Amusing yourself,
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My feelings don't count; but you can't get away with it just
because you're tired of me. I may be a fool, - I suppose 1
am in your eyes. You'll be sorry yet,"

"I don't think so. This little episode is finished.
Please realize that, Forget me and we will both be happy."

"Happy!" - pain in her volce. "You talk of happiness
you who try to kill-."

"Steady, my dear girl. Tidon't kill anything. Happy,

I am happy, or would be if you would go and allow me my evening
to myself,"

She moved to the door, turned, her voice now hard. K
would have made you happy if only you had not turned me down.
You don't know how to play the game: you say you are happye.

I am the woman: we were meant for one another. I am not
coming back again. I see I have failed: goodnight." The
door closed.

Alen stretched his arms over his head. He was disturbed.
Jnexpectedly disturbed. Returning from his office at the end
of the day he had dined in company with his mother, - then had
shut himself into his private sanctum.

He had but shortly settled down with a book when the dis-
turbance came. She came into the room unannounced. She spoke
almost lightly, with a queer 1little smile on her lips, but her
eyes were serious, She left him in much the same way as she had
come, He picked up his book. He tried to focus attention,

but her face cam front of him, and the words she had spoken
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kept ringing in his ears, He threw the book to the far end
of the chesterfield, and stood up. He walked the room from
end to end. "Damn! Demn the womenl!"  He switched on the
wireless. A poor programme - a jazz-band. Switching it
off in disgust he turned to his gramophone: it seldom failed
himei Tor a while it pleased him now, but he could not
get away from that girl's words. True ~=- everyone of them =
truel That any girl could disturb him in this wayll The
last sentence, spoken as she reached the door.-

" 1T would have made you happy if only you had not turned
me down. You don't know how to play the game!l You say you
are happy. I am the woman -~ we were meant for one another.
I am not coming back agsain. I see I have failled, Goodnight,.'"

As the door closed he threw himself into a comfortable
chair. No usel She might have been in the room still, so

strongly did he feel her presence.. s Hesgob.up, walked to the
»

Woor, and crossing sthe héll l&oked intd the drawing-room, = ha£\
in hand. "I am going out, Mother."
She looked up from the book she was reading. In that look,
swift as it was, she saw that something was amiss., "You'll be
I suppose. I won't sit up. I'11l say goodnight."
"Goodnight, Mother: yes, I may be late," he came over
and kissed her. The door closed. She heard him whistle

Jack: ‘then silence.

She drew her chair nearer the fire for, though close on

C

\Easter, the evenings were chilly.

She continued reading till
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11 p.m., then closing her book she rang the bell. "I am

going to bed, Martha," she said to the maid. "You can
close up. Mr. Alen is out." Shortly after midnight
still lying awake, she heard Alen softly pass her door.
Breathing a little prayer for him she fell asleep.

Madeline Danvers had married Den Sidhurst when she
was twenty-five. They had three children, Lucy,Sybel and
Alen. Her husband died while their boy was still at college.
Alen on leaving school had gone into a big business firm and
now had a good position. He lived with his Mother. The
two girls were married. Alen seemed to have no inclination
to marry.

"I would like very much to see him settle down," his
Mother said more than once to Lucy. "It's all very well
now, but later he may be sorry. He is not like you girls;
he is much more temperamental, nervy and highly strung: that
makes life more difficult for him."

"
For you too, dear," Lucy had replied. "You worry

too much about him."




Alen woke next morning to see the sunshine filling
room, He lay there lazily half asleep, but graduall;
mind began to work and he found that he was going over the
previous night. He pulled himself up sharply. This would
not do. He got out of bed slipping his feet into soft bedroom
slippers and was conscious of a feeling of pleasure at touch
of the fleecy lining. Wrapping his dressing-gown round him
he left ﬂi& room. While shaving and dressing he hummed a
popular air mainly to keep his thoughts from diverting to the
night before.

Finished breakfast, with a few minutes to spare, he sauntered
into the garden. It was a lovely morning with g promise of a
glorious summer. But one must be off, Just then Jack came
quickly across, having spied his master,

"Well, old man," Alen caressed the dog fondly, and in
response Jack raised himself on his hind paws and peered into
his master's face. Alen was always sure that in that one look
Jack took in his mood. "No use trying to hide anything from

you, sie "

and Alen laughed, a queer shaky little laugh. i
must be going. Don't get into any more trouble than you can
help -~ there's a good dog." A minute later he had closed the

Hallsdoon behind him, (' ¢ Ui

Thal Q%kwuvq u_huﬁ%xqu [te ”Qﬂ( Lo maethen
Teclets, WLk Yo Ceomr A
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When on his way to lunch Alen met Gerald Powel, Qge two
men wal@éd\together gs far as their ways lay. Just-as they
were nartiﬁg Powel asked, "Have you been to the show at the
Royal "2 It's worth a visit. I was there last night."

"I hed bettef*get two tickets so,” Alen replied. And
that evening he suggé@ted the Theatre to his mother - "I have
gd% two tickets. Will‘ﬁag come, = if you're free."

%

"Ves, I'11 be delighted\_ I am sure I need a little

£2
o

brightening up," anrd she laughéékin her delightful way. Then

/ N
becoming serioud, she added, "You leS: dear, as if you needed

something td take your mind off whatever is troubling you "
Alen shot a quick look at her, Slightlx self-conscious

he gaid, "oh, I'm/all right... Then that's sé%t{fd. It

/
Métarts at eight."

o

o 4-

Just before eight o'clock Mrs. Sidhurst and Alen came
intoithe stalls.i And as she took her seat, Mrs, Sidhurst
saw that Zea and a friend were in the row in front of them.

"I see you were tempted, like ourselves," she said,
leaning forward and addressing the girl.

Zea gave a slight start; she had seen Mrs. Sidhurst come

o

in with Alen. She turned, "Yes, I believe it's a very good

play."
S\
"‘Beflel took his seat. Zea turned quickly away. The curtain

At that moment Alen who had delayed to speak to Q.

rose.,

When the curtain fell on the first act Alen sat forward
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and addressing himself to the girl with Zea, discussed the play
with her till the curtain rose again. Hads was-ned-FostTon
kis"Mether—- -so—here=bhe trouble=lay.

Coming out the two girls were just ashead: at the door

the crush delayed their getting out and Mrs. Sidhurst found

herself beside Zea. "I enjoyed that greatly

y, - did you 2"

"I thought he was very good in the last act."
"Yes," Zea answered, but without enthusiasm, She looked

tired.

@ e

"Come to ’see me soon, dear, It's a long time since we

had.a chat."

Mother move towards the stairs, S nok so
better come and enjoy the fire." And he opened the door
sanctum,

"I am quite §§m€j" his Mother ¢ ling down on the
couch. "Whgta lovely fire,"

the blaze,

Alen threw himself into an armchair, "There was a big
crowd there tonight."

"Yes, you would feel glad of that. It's a play well worth

supporting."

"I wasn't surprised to find Powel there again."
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"There were quite a number there that I knew," his Mother

"By the way, who was the girl with Zesa ? 1 didn't

knew her! She has changed a
Tot, L didn't know that she was here now... Zea struck me as
being in bad>form. She did not look well,"
"No, - but then she never looks very robust. I fancy
lot out of herself. She 1s rather unbalanced,
?’(l
Mother looked surprised. "Is she,dear ? You would
a better judge. I have ﬁéyer thought that."
"Oh lately he has been hopeless. Letting her imagination
run away with her altogether." Alen spoke quickly. He got up

- TT

and moved restlessly about the room. His Mother said nothing.

3

"Just because she friendly with\wus and comes in here
whenever i its he: She thinks that sha has a claim on one.,"

>
H €

<

as
a rumpus the other night.
the dance at Morlej nd you wouldn't know what
in her mind. At one he
1

awiul., rsorfull of he: ‘ 2inis s thinking th

her, or that. Makes a low sick, - and you would not

or her remarks, a second thought. She is the limit."
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d with a laugh, "She made rather
- if only she realized it."
"I think we always real
we have made f 8 of Y ; I think Zea is
you; 1if you have been out of sympathy with her 1la
be well aware ps ‘she was making an effort to
straighten out things and you didn't help her much, - or she felt
you didn't."
"Help her! I made things as difficult as possible, I

told her what I thought of her, I can't help 1t if she's fond
of me, I don't want her, - nobs_in that waYy.

n

putting her out of my life. She wags never

RAlen,”  then

He got up. g ¥, Mother, to treat you
stuff, - keeping you up till this hour. Det!'s
forget about it all."

His Mother stood up. "Goodnight, dear. U
not so easy to forget these things. I am glad you

She moved to the door, turned. "Don't be too hard

I feel a little sorry for her. Goodnight."

A month later Alen left for Paris where was to spend a
fortnight with Powel. He went off in gre form The men\were

iCT1

good friends, and Alen looked forward to a very enjoyable two
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weeks! holiday. His Mother was rather worried: since his
outburst, the night of the Theatre, they had never spoken of
Zea again. Zea had been to see her a few times, but seemed
listless, and she always came at a time when she knew Alen
would not be theres Mrs?\gidhurst liked the girl and was
genuinely sorry for her., NéVertheless she felt that Zea had

actless. Too demandiug. Well she could do

nothing: matters must take their couféh,....

Alen returned from his holiday in good\form and looking

very well., He spent the ening with-his Mother, entertainin

Her with an aceount of»héesigﬁéi

P § = - . » w

‘He persuaded himself that he had put Zea completely out

(S

-
#

of his life, - and was therefore very annoyed when going into
the pictures a few nights later he came face to face with her.
Thelr eyes 1 Alen looked hard at her and was surprised to
be met with an equally hard straight look. He had expected her

to show embarrassment but no, Zea met his look coldly

¥, inclined

her head slightly and continued her conversation with the man
she was with. She had scored one, - she knew 1t, and Alen knew
it also. He felt at a disadvantage. But he admired her, She
had some spirit,

"@ood that, - didn't you think 2"

Zea turned quickly,surely that was Alen's voice, - but who

could he be talking to ? She must know. He was close behind

her, looking at her - an appeal, - she almost fancied - in his
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eyes.

be careful, but she smiled. He s;

that he was addressing her.

"1 1like that girls: she did

You always had a wish for Marsh,

Was her imagination running away with

her 9%

boke again and now she

Before she could reply they became separated by the crowd.

Zea was happier that night than she had been for a long time.

Oh, she must be carefull!

A week later Zea caught 'Flu.

and was

1

been up for about a week - she was

feeling rather shaky. A knock.

with a

herself. "Please ask Mr. Sidhurst

withdrew, Zea stood up, her knees

The door opened. “Alenli®

most.of a month in her room.,

"Come

card, Zea took it listlessl

Je

Go very slowly.

She had a very heavy attack

One evening - when she had

itting by the fire, and still

o

- 1 . P *
- . Her maid came,

"OH!! .. She controlled

to

come up."

3 ‘y'“lO ‘kn

AREEHALARAEEANCOR




