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head with Its close-litting coUs of hair. Her discarded
hat lay on the heather at her feet. Close to herchosen rock sprang a young birch, its supple gracea replica of her own; its drooping plumes, stirredby the breeze, dappling her blue dress with tiny
restle&r shadows. ^

V'as u sow- day-dream that so held her, Markwo] dercd, or v ure consideration for the trout thatne
. 3.i preeui .ably come out to catch ? Either wavher silence and abstraction had the effect of so in-tensilymg his own emotion that speech seemed

desecration. Besides-he had spoken already. Couldthere really be any need to tell her again how swiftly

so thTff^ fM*"^^ l^^P* ^°^ ^^^"^ ^'^ moorings^so that hfe held nothing, momentarily, but hisglorified vision of herself?
Last night the sound of her voice, echoing his own

stTove'r; ^tf'""''^
*^^ "^"^P^^^ ^' P-d-e thatstrove to curb his impetuous spirit, counselling delayIf only that confounded Miss O'Neill had given him achance whi e the glamour was on them both tie wholeUiing might have seemed less egregiously precipitateNow that he had schemed for halfL hoL's p fv^^^^^^^now that she sat there, only a few yards away seem-

'"^i^r^^™^ 1^ ^'' existence, a shiver of unceSy
chilled him. A fortnight ago to-day, while he anJMaurice were rambling in search of subjects, he hadbeheld her for the first time. For him that fortnight

rfo^rnX— ^^' "^' '-
'' -^'''^

But this sort of havering would never do. He wasa strong man, not unschooled in suffering, but littteused to be thwarted in his desire. And he did no?seriously expect to be thwarted now. DeUberate°vhe la,d as.de his fishing tackle, and leaning on oteelbow looked up at the girl, whose rock was setahttle higher along the sloping bank of the streamFor a few seconds he took his fill of her.from the


