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Lansings and Waynes have come back to the Hill
through generations. City of refuge or harbor of
peace, it 'a all one to the Hill. Eemember that."
He laid the crisp notes on the desk. Alan half

turned toward the door but stepped back again. His
eyes and f.

, were dull o'nce more. He picked up
the bills anu slowly counted them. « I shall return
the money, sir," he said and walked out.
He went to the stables and ordered the pony and

cart for the afternoon train. As he came out he saw
^ance, the children and the Captain coming slowly
up I ong Lane from the farm. He dodged back into
the barn through the orchard and across the lawn.
Mrs. J. Y. stood in the garden direcring the relaying
of flower-beds Alan made a circuit. As he stepped
into the road, swift steps came towards him. He
wheeled and faced Clem coming at full run. He
turned his back on her and started away. The swift
steps stopped so suddenly that he looked around.
Clem was standing stock-still, one awkward lanky leg
half crooked as though it were still running. Her
skirts were absurdly short. Brr little fists, brown and
scratched, pressed her sides. Her dark hair hung 'a
a tangled nvat over a thin, pointed face. Her eyes
were large and shadowy. Two tears had started from
them and were crawling down soiled cheeks. She was
quivering all over like a woman struck.
Alan swung around and strode up to her. He putone arm about her thin form and drew her to hfm.Dont cry, Clem," he said, "don't cry. I didn'tmean to hurt you."


