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GWEN sniffed, and wiped her eyes with an infini-
teshnal handkerchief. To a certain extent she
allowed herself 10 be propiîiated b>' her hun-

band's blandishments, but it was evident that a
grievance stili lingered. Dr. H-ilbert was perfecti>'
coTsc'1us o'f the nature o~f that grievance, and, smiI-
ing, awaited the moment when it -would be put int
words.

"Did you ever-wcre you really-is it truc that
you were ever-"2

'IMarked ? B>' ail the gods of heathen mythology,
Gwendoline, my> wife, 1 was flot. Whatever may ,be
the attitude the most dianietricall>' opposed to
'marked,' Ëjhat attitude was mine. And she showed
me 'genti>' but 'fir'mly,' oh, lori That Scotch fellow
was ail out of it when he wanted to see himself as
ithers sec him. If I had the chance to-morrow of
hearing how my best pals talked of me behind my
back, 'd run like a haret!"

"Ail people are not likc some people. I'd scorn
to say a word against a huinan creature, huwever-
however hatefully they treated me."

Pat swallowed several times in silence, bis
screwed-up face eloquentl>' expressive above bis
wf's reclining head. Thcn lbe said
tactfully:"But you, of course, my darling, areunlike everyone else. I sa>'! This bas
been a bit of a nerve-shaking exper-
ience. I need calming down. Let'sfhave
soqne tea."

CHAPTER V.

s UNDAY! A Sunda>' in town is apt
to be a somewbat drear>' occas ion ý"
to those who have no regular in-

terests or pursuits, or who for any
reason are temporarily debarred f rom
the surne,

Dr. Patrick Hilbert, standing witli
is hands in his gockets, staring through

t'hc shrouded windows of the Den, on
the frst Sonda>' mornîng after bis mar-
niage, was conscious of an acute pang

cd regret at the remnembrance of the lost
fifty Pounds. Ah 1 that this bright spring
day bad -found hitnself and his bridle in
sonne peaceful country retreut, instead
of being niewed up in a cuil town i
house, Unable to draw back the ver>'
curtains for 4fear of detection. lIc
stifled a sigh, and turned towards bis

"GwentI Have you an>' plans for
to-day ?"

Wearc going to cburch."
'Are we? H'rn !"
"Pat I1ILow can you? 0f course we

-are. It's t'he first Sunday we have had
t9getber. We should be ungrateful if
we didn't go, and-"ýýîgt iýar, itled4r.Sow
will. Question is, where ?"

"We shal have to think. There are
lots Of Places 1 have wished to go to
'somne day,' and the>' would ail be in-
teresting."

"Such as ?"
"Oh-h, thc Orator>', the City' Temple,

and the Guards' Chapel-a-nd thc Chris-
tian Science place in Baker Street-and
SOutliwark Ca t hedral, and tbc head-
quarters Of the Salvation Army, and-"

"Great Coesar's gbostil" Pat 'fairly'
gaspcd with amazement. "Talk of
'fane>' religions!' No one can accuse
yOU Of being a narrow-minded young
woman.« Do you propose to take
thein aIl at a dose, or tO extend the pro-
gramme over a couple of Sundays? lim the mcekest
and Most amenable of men, but I tell You plaini>',
l'in off. I've an idea of my 'own for once, and 1'il
back it to lie the better of the two. The quesion is,
given congenial societ>', as man>' rests as you ike,
and meals at due intervals-how inan>' miles could
you walk in a day?"

0"['Ç' G.wen neditted. "How man>' miles does
"Say' Ilrce. Threc would be about your figure,

I shouki think."1
"Then I could -manage twelve. Two hours in

the Inorning, and two in the afternoon, with rests
at lunch and tea. Could wc have lunch and tca ?"

tCertaini>'. l'Il promise you that, ansi we'll keep
wcUl within the dozen miles. Tbat's ifine. 'Ive a

ippfing little book upstaÎrs, which gave me sorne
fine country wal'ks ast year, a guide-book of rambles
round London b>'.field path and fiedgerow-so that
one can practicaily walk the whole da1y without
striking a bigh road. We'll gel off carl>', train to

the starting point, laze along tbrougli the fields, gel
h-uncb at one nice litIle pub,' tea at another, and
bring up about six o'clock at a country' church, en-
jo>' the service, and train homne to supper. How
does that strike you for a programme?"

Gwen accLairned the suggestion wilb ber wonted
entbusiasm, whereupon the guide-book w-as taken
from Pat's bureau, and ils contents searched for
the inost attractive expedilion. On almost ever>'
page the most alluring descriptions attracted the
eye, as for instance: "Thbe present ranible mInro-
duces the visitor t0 a variet>' of scenes. At one
time, fie saunters along a riverside, aI another, be
wandcrs over -a breez>' common, or through quaint
half-forgotten villages," or again, "The cburch dates
fromt the fourleenth century; note a stile on thc
left, cross it and enter the Park. Through four
fields the rigbt-band hedge is followed, then cross
a second stile, and continue by the side of the orna-
mental water. Now turn up thee lI to the left,
from the surmii of which an extensive view," etc.,
etc., etc.

With sucb careful directions as these to guide
one's footsteps-with, moreover, instructions as to

the suggestion."

the various bostels en rou te, and thouglitful informa-
lion as to Sunday trains, no one need go astra>',
and il was a vcr>' bright and happy couple of
rajuiblers wbo ahted at the quiet station of K-
on Ihat sunny spring morning.

t>uring Uic course ci the nexî lew lbours the
flower>' anguage of thc guide.-book ivas abundanti>'
verifled; the trees appeared in their "leaf>' green,"
the grass was "stusidesi witi gem-likc flowers,"
"feathercd choristers warblcd overbeasi," and tÎc
swans "floated proudl>' over Uic surface of thc stihi
lake," as duhy therein adverîised. There also ap-
pearcd the "snug hostel" at t.he identical moment
when the question of lundi Jad assumesi para-
mount importance, and thc boneymoon couple werc
shown imb a diua, how room of the type weii known
tc, wa-nderers tbrough rural Englnd. Oil-ciothed
60cor, horsehair furnilure, portraits of Qocen Vic-
toria over thc sideboard, ani Edward VII. aliove
tbe mantelpiece. windows sfrouded wiîh Nottinghamn
lace curtains;, andi banyked higb witb fuchsias and
geraniums. Atuxosphere chill, and-»"What doe.j il

sinell like?" queried the bride, wrinkling ber lîtIle
no'se in cloquent disapproval.

'IMusty l1"
"Silly! 0f course it's usî>'. There are lots

of musties. What's il like-this paricular miist ?"
"Sure I can't say !"
Gwen sniffed again, inflating ber nostrils in cnit-

ical fashion.
"It's like old bounsi volumes of the Sunday at

Home. We had rows of tbemn at home in the
schcolroom, and I know the smeli b>' heart. Il
wafts me back to ni> youth, but we did have the wxn-
dows open. Ring thc bell, Pat, do. I'm ravenous.*

A smiling landlady appeared at the suminons of
tbat bell, and the sanie discussion took place cou-
cerning the fortbcoming meal which bas takenplace in Englîsh village inns since the Flood, andi
will ini ahi probabilil>' continue iintil tlhe last trump.

IVisitars: "What can we -have ?"
Landlady: "Anything, sir; anything you fancy."

'UAy soup ?"1
"No soup to-day, sir; no caîl for soup on Sun-

days."
"An>' fish ?".No fish t0 day, sir. Awkward place

t0 boy flsh, OuI>' tbree times a week,
________ but anything you wish in joints. Wbat

would the lady-"
Lady (promptly) : "Roast chicken."
Land!ady (pauses, hesitates, then with

brilliant amiability): "We have chiekens,
- of course, five chickens; plent>' of

,chiekenis. I could kilI one andi cook it
at once, if you wouldn't mind waiting,
say an hour and an n.rf !"

The ramblers, cxplainîng that the>'
would seriousi>' mmd waiting any period
over five -minutes, resigncd theinselves
stolidl>' to the meal of ages. lot joint
and vegetables (boiled potatoes and
watery cabbage). Cold joint andi salad
(plain, undressed lettuce). Apple pie,
with a pale and solid crust, and a jug
of admirable, yellow crcamn. Strong-
srnelling, strong-Iastïng cheese, and deli-

- cions bread and butter. Good home-
brewed aIe; coffee, wcll-mîxed wîth
grounds.

Not a tempîing menu, perhaps, but,
given youlb andi good Lppetite, worse
imeals Iban this'can be eaten with relisb.
Pat and Gwen made a hearty meal, and
continued on their 'way powerfuhly re-
freshed.

The afternoon ramble through peace-<> fuI andi pretty country presented no un-
usual features; another hotel supplied
tea (embellisbed witb radishes and
spring onions), and sfiorîl>' afler five
o'clock the levers arrivcd at tbe village
wdiere the>' proposed to attend evening
service, before repairing to a station

two miles off te catcb the nine o'clock train t0 Iown.
The sport given b>' the refresbing cup of tea hasi

'ped tbcmn so rapidl>' on their way that Ibe>' found
themselves arrived at their destination a good bour
sooner Iban the>' bad intended, andi the question
arose bow 10 occup>' tbe superfluous tume. Accord-
ing to regrettable 'Englisb fashion the church was
closed; it was a fine old pile of rougb, gre>' stone,
and promised an interesting intcrior, so that- the
fact was the more to be regretted, and the rector>'
was a statel>' mansion, approaehied b>' tall, iron
gales and surrounded b>' beautiful and extensive
grounds. The grounds were in apple-pie order, the
bouse ilself presented lan air of sleek prosperit>'.
Evidentl>' Ibis was one of thc "fat" livings, whcre
in rcturnl for spiritual services rendcred 10 a biand-
fui of villagers, an incumbent received a stîpend
running well into 'four figures.

Dr. Patrick Hilbert bath several scathing remarks
10 make on the good fortune of clerics as he pcered
tbrougb the gale at the velvet>' lawn, the massed
borders of bulbs, the glimpse of glassbouses in the
distance. Then, at Gwen's suggestion, tic>' turned
down a narrow lane which lient a circular course
round the village.

"There might lie a lîttle place to let, which would,
just, suit us for a week-end cottage 1" she suggested.
hopefull>'.

Somcwbat 10 Pat's relief, no cottage, large or
sinail, ap.peared 10 lic vacant. It was a prosperoos
hookinfg uttle village, and the gardening dispia>' was
unusually attractive. Rîgbt at the end of the lane
stood a sinali, white house, a degree superior to a
cottage, and'surroundcd b>' a thick, w.ell kept, laurel
bedge. On the principle tbat Ibat which is hidden
is al'ways more ;hIuring than that wbich lies un-
concealed, or 'honeymoon couple *made strenmus
efforts te peer througb this encircling screen. Pat
stoosi a-tip-toe, Gwcn stooped low to flnd an open
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