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behind. I had the luck wi’ me. I took the right turn
ing at the cross-roads yonder.”

“Thee must be Jasper’s wife if he asks thee again,” 
he urged.

“ He will come when I call, but I will not call,” she 
answered.

“But still thee will marry him when the heart is 
ready,” he persisted. "It shall be ready soon. He 
needs thee. Good-bye, friend. Leave Soolsby alone. 
He will be safe. And do not tell him that I have seen 
him so.” He stooped over and touched the old man’s 
shoulder gently.

He held out his hand to her. She took it, then sud
denly leaned over and kissed it. She could not speak.

He stepped to the door and looked out. Behind the 
Red Mansion the sun was setting, and the far gar
den looked cool and sweet. He gave a happy sigh, 
and stepped out and down.

As he disappeared, the woman dropped into a chair, 
her arms upon a table. Her body shook with sobs.

She sat there for an hour, and then, when the sun was 
setting, she left the drunken man sleeping, and made 
her way down the hill to the Cloistered House.

Entering, she was summoned to her mistress’s room.
“I did not expect my lady so soon,” she said, sur

prised.
"No; we came sooner than we expected. Where 

have you been?”
“At Soolsby’s hut on the hill, my lady.”
"Who is Soolsby?”
Kate told her all she knew, and of what had happened 

that afternoon—but not all.


