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Nolly and

Nelly. . B

“My dear ohap, what on earth is it
that prevents you from going boldly
up to the the girl, grabbing her hand,
and singing out, ‘Nelly, I love you;
will you love me ¢ ”

Nolly Collingham stared at his
friend for ,some moments, then, tak-
ing out his bandkerchief, wiped his
forehead. .

“What’s to hinder you from doing
that?” repeated Jack Anstey. ‘It
would be as easy as——aB——"

“As hanging; is that the word you're
in mearch off* suggested the other.
“Jf it's not the word, it should be
ths word, for it exactly applies tomy
case. Everyone knows that the actual
operation of hanging  doesn‘'t take
very long, but the walk from the con-
demned cell to the ladder must seem
half round the globe. I believe that
I'm constitutionally incapable of fac-
ing that girl in cold blood and {sing+
ing out point blank-—well, what you
gsay I shomld sing out. 1 should
know! I've tried it every day during
the past week. What opportunities
I've had] Man alive! chaps have com-
plained to me that they never had a
chance of saying a dozen worda to the
girls whom they wanted to marry.
‘Well, they weren't like me~that’sall
I've got to say. I can’t complain of
being without chances. Why, to-day
alone I was with her long enough to
discuss the most interminable ques-
tion, and yet nothing came of it,
worse luck!”

“Well, you oan’t blame her, at any
rate,” said Major Apstey. “She too
gives you your chance. If you only
muster up courage enough ta call her
‘Nelly’ she’ll jump at yow.”

“At tne? on me, you mean.”’

“Not she. Men ars too. scarce. Chabs
like you are the scarcest of all, ~The
V. C./s &rw the scarsest of the sourve.
Have yow ever told her how you got
the V.C,, by the way?”’

“She never asked Ime; she's the only
girl I ever smet who didn’t. I believe
that's bow I £irst came to think of
her. Some of ‘them ask me twice
over. They forget,.you know, that
they did it before, and they think that
I like bragging about it. They lit-
tle know the agomy—oh, I wish to
goodness L'd let you lie among Lhe
wreck of your gubs, Jack. What on
earth possessed e to pull around the
troop because you happened to be
knocked down I cam’'t imagine. Oh,
here comes the general. We may

give up all idea of having a moment
te ourselves.” .

It was pretty plain to the majority
of the people svho were staying at
Cranstoun Towers that Captain Col-
linfhlam had only to tell Nelly Bar-
weil that e was anxioua to marry her
to receive the hearty acquiescence of
that young woman in his proposal.
Everyone comid see that he was in love
with Nelly, and everyone oould see,
moreover, that Nelly saw it. She
showed no reluctance to give him four
or five dancas of an svening, and she
sabmitted without a word of protest
te be taught' all that he knew. on
the subject of horses.

Peopie seld that Nelly Barwell was

a very lucky young woman, and she
was not disposed to disagree with
them. It was, bowever, only whsen
she had met Oliver Collingham that
she fully appreciated how lucky she
bad been in refusing to marry the
three men who had given her a chance
of doing so during the previous eigh-
teen months.

Perhaps it was hearing how she had
won a reputation for fastidiousness
that attracted Oliver to her; and for
the same tause his own natural shy-
ness had beén so increased as to make
him shrink from telling her that he
loved her. He was naturally of a
retiring temperament, though his
behavior during the interviews he had
had with the Afghans was not off the
exact type that tended to impress this
characteristic of his upon them. He
had undoubtedly his forward mom-
ents, as his friend Major Anstey had
said.

However this may have been, he had
certainly no forward moments when
in the presence of Nelly Barwell; and
some young women began to ex-
change views on this very subject—
the men never went farther than to
exchange winks and nods when it was
alluded to. The young women wonder-
ed how & man who could send his
horse flying into tha midst of an
Afghan army and induce the men of
his troop to follow him, could fail to
muster up 8o small an amount of con-
fidence as was necelsary to cateh a
girl’s hand and tell her that he loved
her, and this fact shows how little
they knew of men.

Nelly Barwell, however, knew some~
thing of men—had she not refused to
marry three of themf—and it did not
seem to trouble her greatly that,
when her hostess, Lady Cranstoun,
whisipered to her after an evening
spent by the side of Captain Colling-
ham, “Am I to congratulate you,
my dear?’ she could only reply:

“Certainly I am to be congratulated
on being the guest of the most de
lightful of women in the most de-
lightful of housea.”

Lady Cransatoum —shook her: head
gravely. She was too govod a hostess
to be a matchmaker, but too good =
woman to be able to refain from
matchmaking. She felt that Nelly
was being badly treated; but she alse
knew that it was in her power to
convince Captain Collingham that he
had only to have five minutes—nay,
three minutes—she had heurd of o
man’s proposing to 4 girl {n  three
minutes—of courage to make him the

happiest ©of men. No, it wad
very provoking, to  be sure,
but to interfera with a view

of precipitating a proposal would be
indiscreet to the varge of madness.

The next day Collingham ocame
across his friend Anstey on the way
to the stables.

“I'm going to do it to-day,” he said,
in a resolute tona, "I've been think-
ing over what you said yesterday,
Jack, and I've made upjmy mind that
I've been a howling fool. Why, man
alive, she can't do more than gend me
about my business,” and he laughed
with great uneasiness,

Jack Anstey slapped himp on the
baok.

“Keop wup your heart, man,” he
cried. “Don’'t you fear that «che’ll
send you about your buainers. Iknow
girls, and when I see a certain look
in their eyes when a particalar man
is near them I ¥know that he's all
right.”

“And you're snre that she——7Y wish
I comnld be =ure, Jack.” said Colling~
ham, doubtfully—rather more than

doubifuliy. “How on earth have I a
right Lo hope when three other chaps
as govd ax I am~-two of them a deal
better-were flung by hert”

“My dear old Nolly, you're on
wrong track altogether,” said Jack.
“A girl liker Miss Barwell will take a
chap because she happens to love him,
not because he hasg a_tltle like Jimmy
Ludbury”—Lord Ludbury was the
name of one of the men refused by
Nelly the previous year—''nor because
he happens to have twenty thousand
a year, like Algy Chorn”—the name of
the second man in the list of Miss
Barwell’s refusals. *'She'll jump at
you because you happen to have
caught her fancy, strange ithough it
may appear.’

“Nu, no; she’ll not just jump at me,”
said Collingham. ‘“'The most that I
can hope for is that she'll be so taken
by surprise she may accept me before
she knows what she is about.”

“Well, you've disappointed her 8o
often she may be & bit surprised at
your coming to the point at last,”
remarked Major Anstey, with an af-
fectation of the most cordial acguie-
scence.

“Anyhow I'm going to do it to-day;
I've made up my mind to that,’” said
his friend, streightening his collar
with the air of a determined man.

“Let me take your temperature,”
suggested Anstey. “What's the order
of the day?”

“Nelly, is mad on fishing, and Wini-
fred has asked me to drive both} of
them to the Purl after lunch, I'm to
carry the landing net.*

“Oh, that's all right; it Lady Cran~
stoun stands over yon, I do believe
that you will propose after all.”

“I'm afraid that she’ll go away and
leave us.” ‘There was actually what
singing-masters call a tremolo v his

© voice.

“Not she,” oried Anstey, encourag-
ingly, as he continued his walk t6 the
stables. "“Not she. She’ll stand by
her young protegee and see fair play.
She’ll take the edge off her young pro-
tegee’s surprise.”

But it so happened that Nolly Col-
lingham's surmise was justified by
the conduoct of his cousin, Lady Cran-
stoun. For before she had been fishing
by the side of Nelly Barwell for more
than twenty minutes on the banks
of the pleturesue stream ;
the Purl, she guve an  éxolamation
that almost justified Oliver's belief
that she had a bite.

“Good gracious!” she oried. “How
could I have been so idiotict The com-
mittee meeting of the Soup and Blap-
ket Guild takes place at four o'clock,

and here am) I nearly & mile away at’

fiye minutes to four. I must drive
back immediately.”

“Oh! what a pityl® sald Nelly.
“Never mind. A committee megtmg
of the Guild will be a new experience
for me. Captain Collingham may take
beth rods and we'll drive back for

- him."

o

“Nothing of the sort,” said Lady
Cranstoun; "“I've no idea of spoiling
your sport. Nolly won't mind taking
charge of you for the hour or so
that I'll be absent; he’ll show you how

"to get to the best parts of the stream,

Won't you, Nolly?”

“I'll do my bext,” gaid he.

*Oh, it wounld be so good of you,
Captain Collingham,” eaid the girl,
with no foolish flutter in her voice
"an‘ll take Winifred’s rod, will youn
no 1]

"Here it 18,” Baid Lady Cranstoun
“I hops that when Y return I shal

‘hear that you have landed a prize, Nol-

] »

She got into the phaeton and drove
off, leaving the pair very industrious-
iy whipping the stream.

During the next quarter of an hour
they had varying success. Miss Bar-
well succeeded in landing two small
trout, using a fly of her own, but her

. .

known as ”

compasion managed to get fike with
a grey fly.

1 think my fly is too bright for the
Purl,” said she, as he worked his way
up to her.

“I've a spare grey.
on for you,"” said he.

“l do think I'll let you as you've
been kind enough to suggest it,” sald
she. “I'm a bit tirsd, and it will be
a rest for me.”

She seated herself on the bank and
he got beside her. But he fumbled se

Let me tie #t

among the {lies of his book that he ram

a hook into his thumb--fortunately
pot past the barb, but quite deep en-
ough to produce a copious stream of
blood.

She gave a cry of distreas.

“Qb, I'm so sorryl” she said. “Let
me bind it up for you.”

“It was my own clumsiness,” said he,
shaking off the ruby drops, and wind-
ing his handkerchief round the wounnd-
ed thumb.

“You are binding it up most clum-
sily,” said she. “Do let me bind it
up properly. I've a bit of fine gut
that will be the very thing.”

He allowed himself to be persuaded,
and he knelt bgfore her while she deft-
ly discharged the duties of a surgeon.
Her little fingers orept round his
larger ones with the tender touches
of a tendril, Their heads were very.
cloga together, so that he could hear
the fay . ~"wrvlike grund of ber breath-
ing. e
He felt that his hour hal come. Af-
ter Ltwo or three false starts .. ™2TUr
aged to say: i

“You said you were sorry, Miss Bar-
well.” k

“And do you doubt my sincerity?”’
she asked. “Of course I was sorry ; you
did it for me, you must remember.”

“Did what for you?" he asked.

“Spilt « your blood,” she replied,
“Don't wabble your hand about like
that, please.”

~Oh, I'd—I"d~I wouldn't mind—"

He knaw whiat he meant to say.

‘He meant to 8ay that he wouldo't

mind shedding every drop of his blood
for her; and he believes to this day
that he would have said it all right it
she hadn’t made the final tie on the
gut at that inatant and looked up.
His eyes met hers, and he fancied
that there was an indignint look in
hers, He sxaminéd hia
thowb most oritically..  He woadered
how she had managed to wind the thin
gut so evenly round it. " vr
"You wers about to say thdt you
wouldn’t mind something—what wasit
you wouldn’t mind #” she asked.
I-:-I——we_ll. 1 only meant that— that
I think it is so clever of you to be able
33 ﬂ?ﬁ ubta Qhéari’ls lE'mxmb like a—well,
a e} d find i
br%n-pielz).ta«f‘ba.zaar.%t yowd fink in a
e held it up, and sh i

wit%u:lut looki;g atie; o aaid, coldly,

“I daresay it is something ik
Anyhow I'll go on with ?:y fish{::l:;.t"-

She rose and walked away from him
and made a cast with the utmost sang-
froid. He had an uneasy feeling that
she suspected what he had in his mird
to say to her, and was slightly offend«
ed. Had she not refused three men
inside of eighteen months?

He remained seated on the
while she worked her way gul!;m&?a
stream. He was nearly sure that it
she bad not looked at the stitical mom-
ent he would have been able to tell
her that it would please him to shed
every drop of his blood for her. It she
was a little put out, however, by her
Suspicion of what he was guing to say,
it wasrather lucky, he thought th I:’
he had stopped shor a:
80 that, on the whols
self very well out
pl;oa- ch

n a short time
turped, and they La'.lald {igrvmsm‘m ton
gether, Nelly Barwell 1
antly and
way.

bWhen she was alone with her hus-

, he had got himw

v aughing
chatting briskly all the

and before dinner Lady Cranstouns ‘

bound-up -

t where he had; -
of a rather tight °

e home to. .
pleag~



