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CHAPTER XV

One afternoon, a few weeks after
Hesketh Carton had locked up the vial
in his safe, Clytie rode down the wind-
ing road to Withycombe, She had
started by herself—quite by herself,
for she had sent the groom -back with
& message to Mollle not to walt tea;
and It was rather singular that she
had not taken this way to Withycombe
until after some consideration and
hesitstion at the crossroads

And now, ax the sure footed mare,
with graceful and confident steps,
wound her way down the steep and
uneven road, she was wondering
whether she was acting wisely in go-
Ing; for she was conscious, palnfally
conscious, that her object in visiting
Withycombe was to see Jack Doug-
las.

He bad scarcely been out of her
mind since the eventful day when she
had lain fainting in his arms. She
had tried to forget him, bad told her-
self a thousand times that it was al-
most her daty to blot him from her
memory; but it I3 easter for the leo-
pard to change his spots than for a
girl to forget such an incident in her
life as that which had accompanied
the storm in the bay

And she kmew that she wanted to
seo Rim; she had waited, with more
or leas patlence, for him to av ail him-
selt of her offer and visit the Hall:
but day after day passed, and he had
not come. It was possible that he
had not cared to come, that he had
forgotter her—and yet something ‘*ar
back in her heart whispered that he
had not dome so. Was it pride that
was keeping him away? She knew
that he was proud, as proud us he
was fearless; and if it were pride
thien— Ah! wail, he was right; hat
still she wanted to see him, to hear
the deep, musical volee, now gruv.e
and almost stern, now gent and a'-
most tender.

A faint blush stained the ivory of
her cheek as she loo ¢l dreamiy at
the now leafless trees, the beech sad
pine " towering ahove the road and
casting sombre shadows in the mellow
glow of the winter sunlight.

How happy she had been in
weeks which seemed so long ago?! She
nad almost forgotten the miserable
problem of the will, and her own re-
sponsibility and cares in connection
with it; and felt almost as free as the
tisher-girls who laughed and played
yn the jetty, the girls she was inclined
to envy; for they were free to live
and marry whom they would, and w
the mistresses of their own lives.

Presently she came to the bend of
{he road, and a child ran out from
among the trees calling Joyously to
her. It was Polly, and Clytie pulled
up with an answering note of welcome
in her volce.

“Why, Polly, is it you? How lucky
to have met you; for I was « ming to
ree you?"

“Was ‘007" sald Polly, her rosebud
mouth stretched In a delighted grin.
‘What a boo'ful horse!”

“Isn't it?" sald Clytie. “Would you
like to come up? There is plenty of
room for you. See, now, put your foot
In the stirrup—come to the bank where
you can reach it and give me your
:and. That's it!”

“Do you think he’ll bear me” asked
Polly, gravely, as she nestled  down
with Clytie’'s arm protectingly round
her.

“Yes, I think s0,” said Clyte
ing the curly head to her bos

those

how is mother™"

“Velly ‘well,” replied Polly, as t
matter of course, “Ad’ I'm velly well;
it's only Mr. Jack what's bad.”

“Oh, 18 he bad?" asked Clytle, the
smile vanishing from her face and her
voice lowered

Polly nodded solemnly. “Yes, he's
been velly bad; so muvver says, but
he says no, not at all, that there’s
nuvving the matter wl' him But
muvver knows, cos he don't eat like
what he did. She says ho pretends to,
but he don't really

“S0 he hasn't ¥ a doctor?” sald
Clytie, in the same low volece

Polly shook her head. “He got
kite angry when muvver sald  he
should, and ‘clared that it was only a
cold. A cold does rmake ‘oo nls-
ex'ble, doesn’t it?"

"It does,"” assented Clytia. “And you
think that it {s only a cold that is the
matier with--Mr. Jack?"

“l don't think s0,” sald Polly,
shrewdly, “’cos he don't cough or
blow his nose; but he's miser'ble'nuff;
and he doesn’t come howe till late, an'
walks about by hisself when it's too
wet to work, an’ he don't laugh no
more when he carries me about.”

“Oh, he still carries you, Polly?”
sald Clytle,

“Yes; he isn't too bad for that,” said
Polly, in a tone of thankfulness;
“though muvver often tells him to
put the brat down—I'm the brat, I
think he's going to leave Withycombe;
I hope e won't don't  you, Miss
Clytie "

Llytie felt as if a welght had sud-
denly fallen on her heart.

“I -1 don’t know, Polly,” she sald,
speaking rather to herself than the
child. “If it is better for him to
go 4!

Mrs. Westaway came out of the cot
tage at this moment and eyed the palr
with a mixture of pleasurm and re-
proach

“Lor' bless the child! if she ain't
allus in mischief, and makin' a noo
sense of herself! Give her to me, Miss
Clytie, and do 'ee come in and have
a cup of tea.”

She took the child, giving at a
loving shake, and called to a boy to
take the horse to the stable, and Clytie
followed her into the cottage,

“The kettle's boiling, nuss. I put it
on, thinking that Mr. Jack might drop
in for a cup; but there's no dependin’
on him these days. The best o' men
are a worry an’ a fret, and he's no
better than the rest at botherin'.
They're a trying lot, misa.”

“Polly tells me that Mr. Douglas
has been 111, said Clytie, as she cut
the bread awd butter, and surrept!
tiously covered a slice with sugar for
Polly. But Mrs Westaway's  eyes
were sharp.

‘You'll spoil that child, miss, same
as My Jack does,” she sald, with mock
everity “Yes; he's been ill, least
ways, 1 think so, or I don't know
what's the matter with him Some
times I've thought it was the com
plaint most young men get

“What's that, Mrs. Westaway?

Love,” responded Mrs. Westaway
sententious)y Clytie bent ove I
teacup JuﬁJ stirred the tea car
“An’ 50 I kep’ a watch on the 3
hussies. There's many of 'em as have
get their cap at him, and little won-

der, for he's well favored and more

more of a gentleman than the Withy-
combe lads; but I've that he
don’'t take no notice of ‘em P'raps

ft's rome gal in furrin parts
“Perhaps it 13, assented Clytie
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“Well, be 1t as it may, he's changed
a deal lately,” sald Mrs. Westaway
with a sigh, “He's lost his hearty
ways an' his laugh an' his spirits, for
we scarcely ever hear him laugh now:
and heseems likea man in a dream.
And he's more careless than ever; gets
wet through and don't come Howme to
change; and no bullying as | can give
him have any effect on him, as it used
to do."

And the jetty at Pethwick?”
tie.

That,goes on amain, miss re-
plied Mrs. Westway, with a shrug of
fmpatience. ‘“‘He seemed wrapped ap
in it, | don't see the sense of glvin'
your soul to a thing and letting your
body go starve, Miss Clytie; und that's
what Mr. Jack is doing."”

“[ am sorry to hear such a bad 2
count of him,” sald Ciytie, after 7
pause, and as casually as she could
“He was very kind to us- when we
were staying here, you know.”

Mrs. Westaway nodded. “He's ki
to everybody miss, 'cepiin’ himselt”
she sald laconically

“How beautiful the sea looks. 1
think 1 will stroll down to the beach,”
Clytie sald, atter another jause

Polly would have followed, L1t Mis
Westaway called her back, and Clytie
went on alone. The beach was -
serted, for the men 2ud not coms tack
from fishing; and she stood ani look-
ed at the sea pensively and sadly
There scemed to be something m'ss
ing in the beauty of the scene. Pre-
sently she looked toward the wooled
cliff, and saw a figure seated at the

askel

toot of a tree, its face turned from
her

She knew it at once. It was Jack
Douglas He was sitting with bis
chin in his hands, his pipe in (he
corner of his mouth; and thers was

something =o solitary, so melancholy
in his attitude, that it appealed to her
1, she had seen him, heard cf
him: and now, she could go back -to
think of him, to dwell upon that mo-
tionless figure gazing out t
aas the worst of it
done her no good, had o
the restlessness, wistfy
had entered into her life

She climbed the beach, looking
straight up the road before b
she hesitated, and, with a
\ess of weakness, turned to the
and entered the wood Her step was
s light on the dead bracken and pine

needles that he, lost in thoug did
not hear her until she was « upon
him; and he t d quickly she

spoke his name, and, springing
feet, stood and looked at he
she were a vision rather than a reg
ity

“Miss Cly Bramley he said
The color had started to ais tanned
face, and he gazed at her th a
den light in his eyes b
doubted the fact of her

al

How do you do 8 said
as calmly, @as conventionally
she could, and she with and
mastered the blush 1 responded to
his sudden flust I saw vou from
the beach down there and | came
1 thought 1 would come to ask you If
vou caught cold that u the storm

No," he sald wlmost

ighting No

grimly I never catch Id And

vou? Were you not-—-hurt

No, oh, no Ther
» on my forehead

but it has gone

She smiled
was a tiny brul
where | struck it
least, 1 think so.”

She brushed the hair from her
lightly, as if to show him; and he
nodded, his eyes fixed on the spot

“1I'm glad,” he said

She scated herself on the bank
motioned to the spot fre which
had risen.

“Wwon't you sit down again? and
please smoke, or I shall think I've
disturbed you at your rest.”

F1e put his pTpe in his mouth, 1
sat down. kEvery moment was precl
ous, and he feared to cut it short; and
yet he was almost sorry she had
for, quite erroneously, hie had bes
ing himself, even as he sat there, that
he was getting used to her absenes,
that he should in time come to forget
her.

“And how does the jetty get on?"
she asked, clasping her hands rourd
her knees and looking down at him
with a half-smile of interest in her
eyes, which were, he told himself,
lolet mow.

brow

walting for stone, That's why I'm
mooching here. There'll woon be no-
thing much to do till the early spring;
0 1 cun go away with o clear con-
selenon.
He spoke In & careless tone, and
even smiled; and Clytie nodded assent.
Ingly
“You have v.(nml a holday, 1
know,” she sald’ Ax ¢he spoke, her
eyes wandered dreamily to the sea;
shoe way wandering vaguely why she
should suddenly feel as if the spirit
of test and eccntontinent, of a happl-
nexs oo nebulous to be called happ!
ness, had fallen lightly, oothingly,
uron her like the deseont of a wood-
dove with outstretched wings
“Hollday? Oh, | shall  find some
work,” he sald absently
“And will you be long away?” ghe
ushod
I+e turned o
roptied,
“I-don't know. I'm half inelined
to leave for good."
She did not start; but  her hands
gripped each other, and her lids droop
ed o that her eyes were hidden if he
should chance to turn
“What would Lord Stanton do?" she
asked lightly

“Engage & better man,” he replied
‘Ot course, I know that it 1s his kind
ness that keeps me on. He could get
a dozen men to-morrow who know the
busineas better than I do.”
“He doesn’t think so0,” she said, In
a low volce. *le Is always talking of
you - he appreciates you, Mr, Douglas.
But perhaps you are «1 of this quiet
place, of the people.”

He half-rose, then fell back, and
smoked furfously
‘No; I'm n tired of the place or
the people,” he sald almost fiercely
“Ah! well; then there must be some
other reason, no doubt,” she sald, with
a4 smlile
The smile, the words spoken with a
lightness, through which he could not
see the genuine distr stung him
He bit hard on his pipe to k the
retort back; but {t forced itself from
his lips.
“Yes; the is always some other
" he sald, in a low, stern volee,
and l've got mine; and it's best for
me to go."”

face from her as he

“You are unhappy here?’ she said,
not quickiy but in a tone he was com
pelled to answer,

“Yes, I'm unhappy,” he admitted,

as if the words were wrung from him.
“Most men are when they want some
thing they can't get.”

She smiled 1 should have thought
you were one of those men who always
got what they wanted,” she said, with
the same deceptive, misleading light
ness,

He was silent; and she went on,
quite ealmly, though her 1 was
beating rast

“1 mean that I should think you are
a very ambitious man.”

He stared at het

I! Ambitious! Well,
‘re right, Miss Bramley But it's
y been lately. Yes, [ see now!
I'm ambitious, that's what I am: but
worse luck for me, I've set my mind,
my heart, something beyvond me,
omething as far away as that streak
of light in the sky there.” He pointed

perhaps

with his pipe, and then stuck it flerce
I¥ in his mouth again
Then you will get it,”" she said al-

most unconaciously

He 1ooked at her, and his face paled
fer {ts tan as he shook his head

I think not,” he said curtly

#he was silent a
said, as If with a polite in
the fisherman, who had been so

attentive to h

then she
st in the

your friend, I know, and he

ads, o

looked at her

his ¢

to have beer

would !
e ol al-
most with his
No one o
griml
cut the g
there is
She 1 hold
of her habit-skirt as U she were go-
It sounds so strange o hear you
talk like this,” she sa:d, with a smile;
1 these 1en men
have cast v bar-|
alth  and
r t

ons, W

could tell
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trying to force your confidenc
broke off in distress.
CHAPTER XVI1II
He took a step toward her, then
stopped and gripped his hands bebind
bim,
No; 1can't tell you, Miss Bramiey,”
he sald, hoarscly. “1t—it_wouldn't be
right, honest, fair | should be e
mean hound! I've cut the ground
trom under me; | told you su. I've
forfcited the right to speak; bave
closed my own lips. And I'd give"—
his voice broke, with a laugh—"hall
my life to be able to tell you."
She had risen, and had half-turned
away from him, her face pale, her eyes
downcast, as if his on!y partially re-
strained violence frightened her—as,
indeed, it did; and yet it was not all
fear that made her heart throb with
an exquisite pain.
“HBut | can't,” he went on, desper-
ately, “Not now, at any rate. Per-
haps some day—" He was silent a mo-
ment; then, in a quleter, calmer tone,
he continued; “Some day, if—if luck
changes, if"—he laughed w sell.
reockery-—{f it I8 not too late.” He
thought for an instant swiftly, and
added: “Yes, that's it [ must walt!
1f—1f, when the proper time comes
will fou care—wlll you be so graclous
as to hear what | shall have to say to
say?”
She was silent; and his mood
changed, as 1t he had suddenly remem-
beerd that he, Jack Douglas, Lord
Stanton's man of all work, was ad-
dressing Miss Bramley, of the Hall
“1 beg your pardon,” he said, hum-
bly “I've no right to speak to you
like this, to dask you to—take an in-
terest—" Then his voice grew deeper
and seemed to ring with the assertion
of a right “‘Rut let that pass, if you
will, and tell me"-—he made a rapid
calculation—*"1f 1 ask you to hear my
story in some months—in the spring—-
will you care to hear it, Miss Bram-
ley?

-

(To Be Continued).
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