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“Well, what now?” asked Knighton,
with testy tolerance, arrested, when he came
near, by this peculiar demonstration.

He was a man perhaps about fifty, with
iron-gray hair and shaven face; he was not
above medium height, but strong both of
feature and of .limb; he looked like a coun-
try gentleman who did not often bestir
himself to go up to town; but he looked also
as if he brought what was best in town down
to him, for in his face there was no lack of
that keener intelligence which mental activ-
ity gives.

This middle-aged man and aged woman
stood facing one another on the windy moor,
the one possessing all the advantage of what
is called education and good breeding; the
other, nothing but what nature had bestowed
of long experience and wit. And yet they
were not altogether unlike, these two; many
encounters had given to each a sort of rough
conception that they two looked out upon
the world of men around them from very
similar standpoints.



