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CHLAPTER XX Ltbitnutetf-

e Well-rather than the belles of Minster-
combe shonuld-ring their sweet changes in
vain. I suppose I must indulge voun.

SÀ tlieisauti thanks," he said, liftel his
tat, and rotte on,

My bIood was in a cold boil-if the phrase
can conver an idea. Clara rode on home-
wards without looking round, and i followîed,
keeIping a few yards behind lier, hardly think.
ing at ail, my very butin seetuing cold inside
my skull.

Tht-re was smail occasion as yt, some of
my readerismay think. I canniot belp it-so
it was. When we had gone in silence acouple
of uindred varis or so, she glanced round at
Ite with a qîuick sy half-look, and burst out
laughiiig. I was by lier side in anl instant ; ber
laugh had dissolvet the spell that bouind me.
But shie spoke first.

S Wetl, MNr. Ctîîuiberiede ? " she said, with
a slow interrogation.

- Well, Miss Couingham? " I rejoined, but
hitterlv. I suppose.

I What's the niatter?b" she retorted sharply,
looking up at me, full in the face, whether in
real or feigned anger I couldf lot tell."

l How' could îou lalk of that fellow as Voi
did. and then talk so i.i ihinm?

SWhat riglit have you to ptut suîch ques-
tions to ei? I am lot aware of anv intitmacy
to justify it."

" Then I beg yoir pardc.n. But my sur.
prise remains the ame.l'

4 Why. you illy boy 1" she returned, laugh-
in alout, - don't you know h is, or w'll be .
myr feudaîl lord. 1 am bouind to be polite to
himîî. WN'hat wtiNould becomie of poor gratidpapa
if I were to give him offetce ? Besides, I
have been in the bouse vith hiim for a week.
H's not a Crictoin : but lie dances well. Are
you going ta the bail ? -

I never heardl of it. I have not for wleks
thought of anvthinz but-but-my writ inr,
tilt this morninl. Now I fear I shall tind it
lifricult to retnurin to it, It looks ages since I
saddletd the mare !

But il you're eve-r t<.be an author, l iwon't
do to shîut yoursehî up. You ought te se, as
much of ie worli as you can. I slould
strongly advise you ta go to the ball."

e I woult wiltingly obey yot-liî-but-I
don't know how to get a ticket."

1Oh i if von woild like to go, papa will
have much pleasure in managing that. I will
ask him."

lin much obliged to you," I returned. " I
should enjoy see-ing Mr. Brotherton dance."

She laughedi again, but it was an Oddly con-
strained laugh.

Sit's quite time I n'as at home," sîhe said
and gave the mare the rein, iticreasing her
speed as Sihe approached the bouse. Before I
reached the little gate. she bad given ber up
to the gardener, who had been on the look ont.
fer is.

l't on her ow-n r-addle. and bring the
mare round at -nec please .1 calild te the
man, as l . d -ti her and the horse away
together.

Won't you corne in, Wilfrid?"' said Clara,
kindly and seriouily .

,No, thank yon,' I returned;, for I was
full of rage and jealousy. To io myself
justice, however. mingled with these was pity
that such a girl should be so easy with snuch
a man. But I could not tell ber what I knew
of him Even if I cold have done so,1I dared
not; for the Élan who shows himstelf jealous
tmîust be r-aJily believed capable of lying, or
at least misrepresettng.

Then I must bid yon good evening," she
'aid, as quietiy as if we had bten togeter
only five minutes. "I arn e much obliged- ta
youi for letting me ride your mare !"

She gave me a half-friendly, half-stately
little bow, and waltket into the house. in a
few moments the gardener retuîrned with the
mare, and t tnounted and rode home in any-
thing but a pleasant mood. Having stabled
ber, I roamed about the fields titl it was dark,
thinking for the first time in my life I
ferred woods to open grass. When I went in
at length 1 did my i-s to behav'e as if
nothing hadl happened. My unle muti lioe-
ever, have seen that somethingwas amias, but
he took no notice, for he never forced or even
led up to confidences. I retired early to bed,
and passed an hour tor two of wretchednests,
thinking over everything that bad happenetd
-the one moment calling ber a coquette, and
the next ranacking a fresh corner of my
brain ta find fresh excuse for ier. At length
I was able te arrive at the concluîsion that I
dit not understand her, and having giveni n
so far, soon fell asleep.

lHAPTEit XXVI[.

I raTU it wiil net be regarded as a eigu of
ehaýlowne'ss of nature that 1 rse in the morn-

ing cimparatively calm. Clara was to uie as1
yet only the type of general womuainhood,1
arottnd which the amorphous loves of My
manhood iad begun to gather, not the one
wt'tnan iwhom the individual nan in me had
chosen and loved. low coltid I lore that1
which I did not yet know- site was but thei
heroine of iiiy objective life, as projected froni
me by my imagination-not the love of iîy
being. Therefore, when the wing of stleep
had fanned the motes fromu ny braIin, i was
cool enouîgh, notwithstanding ait occasionali
tongue of indignant flaine fromt the ashets of
hasit night's tire. to sit dovn ta im y b oks, and
retid with tolerable attention mi mnorning
portion of Plato. But when I turned to Iiy
novel, I found I was not master of tte situa-i
tion. My hero too was in love and in trouble ;1
and after I had written a sentence and a half,
1 foundi myself experiencing the fate of Hcine
when he roused the Sphinx f past love by
reading his own ohI verses :-

Lebendig ward dias Marmorbiki
Der 8tein begann zu aechuzen.

in a few moments 1 was pacing up and
down the rooni, eager ta burn m moth-wings
yet again in the old fire. Andi, iv tie, way. I
cannot belp thîinkinîg that the moths enîjoy
their fate. and die in 1estasies. I 'as, how-
ever, too Aly to venture on a cal that 'very
morning ; I should both feel and look ioolisi.
But there was no more work to be done thei.
I hurried to the stable, saddh.d ny areand
set outt or a gallop across tihe fîîrm, lut ato-
wards the highi roat leading to Minstercomblt
in the opposite directiin, thai i.,front the
Hall. which I flatteretd mîy'sel f wa-its to act in aà
strong-minded maniner. TlIere were se 'veral
fences and hedges hetîi'een, but 1lvared then
ail without dis'oiure. Tle ltst jtiump iiwas
into a lane. We, that is my mare and 1, had
carcely alihted, when yIV 'ars ere irivated

bv a sioit. The voice was the least ielconme
I could have heari, that of Brotherton. t
turned and saw himîu irini up the hill, withi a
lady by bis side.

SIlill t h'-lie cried, aliiost anrrily, yo i'vii
tion't deserve t liave such a cob. (H i<-i'?dd
call lier a cob.) Yonudon't know how tu use
lier. Ta junip lh'er on to the hard like
that "

It wa Chira w'it hlimt!-on tlîe teady stiff
old brown horse' MY first impuillse was to
junmp uy mare over the oppiosite fence, and
take no heed of them, but clearl it wnas not
to be attempted, for the ground feil consier-
ably on the other side'. My next thought was
to ride aw-av and l-ave thlem. M y third was
one whlch sone of my realers will judge
Quixotic, but I have a profouditii r'everence for
the' Don--and that not mertly becainse I have
So ufteti acted:as foolishiy as lie. This last t
proceeded to carry out, and liftin.f m iihat,
rode to meet the'im. Talking noiotice what-
ever of Brotherton, I addressed Clara--in what
T fancied a distant and dignitied nîanner,which
4he might. if she pleased, attribute to the pre-
sence of her companion

- Miss Coningham," I said, ' will vo ailow
me the honour ofaffoT-ring youI my mnare ? She
will carry yVou better."

l You are verv kindtl. Mr. Cumb:rn'de 4
h

returied, in aî asinllar tonle, but with a sparkle
in lier eyets. - I am greatlv ohigel ta youî. I
cannot pretend to prefer 'ol crosdbones to the
beautiful creature w hich gave mie o muîcli
pleasure yesterday.

i was off andi by lier sid in a moment,
lhelping her to dmiîouitnt. I did not even look
at Brotierton, thtugh i felt ite was staring
like an equestrian statue. Whe'n I shifted
the saddles. Clara brke the silence which1 I
was int gireiat an inward commotion to hteil
by asking-

i. What ia the nane of your beaity, Mr.
Cumbermed ?"

SLilith,' I ansvered.
" What a iiretty name i nevir heard it

before. ls it after any one'--aîny public 'ha-

racter. I metnt ?"
" Quite a puiblic chariaeter," I retiurned-

" Adam' firal wift.'?

J never heard lie hait two," she' rejoine,
langlhing

" bThe Jews say he had. She il a demon
now,and the pest of marric(t women and tht'ir
babie a.

What a bh'r ril'i name to' ygiv' ye our
mare !"

" The he name' i pretty enough. And what
dioesi t matter lwhat the wnomaiî wase o t-ong
as she war beautifth"

'i1I don't quite agree with you there," she
returned, wittî what 1choi to cAnider a
forced laugh.

By this time he'r saddle wat fnr, on Lilith
and in an instant sh wa-tmournted. Brother-
ton mov'd ta ride on, and the mare followed
him. Clara looked back.

Il You will catteh l, utp in a momienti," sht'
said, possibly a little u bz-het ween un.

1 was busy tightiening tny girth, arl fim-
bled over the jb lnore than was necessa'ry.
Brotherton wîas osveral yards aheadc, and e sh
was walking the mare slowly after hin.1
made her nIII.) answter, but mouiti tatrI rl d iti-
in the opposite dir'ction, it was rude of
course, but I did it I ctould not have gont'
with them, and was afraiLif I tolil her soshe
would dismouit, and ritfutse tie mare.

In a tiîmult of féeling I rode on withott

looking behind me, careless whither-how
long I caniot tell, before I woke up to tfid that
1 did not know where I was. I must ride tilt
I came to some place I knew ,or met somei one
iho could tell me. Lane led into lane, buried

betwixt deep banks and lofty lieiges, or pas-
sing througlh smuali woods, tntil I ascended a1
riing grounid, whence I got a view of the
colintry. At once its features began to dawn
uipon ml ie : iwas close to the village of Aid-
wick, wher1e I had ben at school, and in a1
few minutes I rode into its widt straggling
street. Not a mark of change hadl passedi
upon i. There were the sanie ogs abotit the
doors, and the saine cats lIn the window. The
verv ferns in the chinks of the old draw-weil,
appeared the samne and the chitiren hat noti
growinn tinc'h since I first drovie intothe placei
marvelling a its iwondrous activity.

The sutn was hot, and my liorse ieeied i
rather tired. I wvas In no mood 0to sec any one,
and besides hat no pleasant recollections of
my last visit to Mr. Etlder, go I irew upji at tle
door of the little inn,and lhaving sent iy horse
to the stable for ani hoiir's rest and a feced of
oats, went into the sanded parlour, ordered ai
gIas of alIe, and sat staring at the china shep-.
herdesses onithe chiimîîney-piece. I sec them1
now, the ugly things, as plainly as if that hald
betn ai hour of the happiest reflectionit. I
thought t wats miserable, but I know now that,
althoigh I was nuîch disappointed, and
everythiing looked dreary adt iutinteresting
about Ie. I Waxs a long way off inisery. In- 1
dec-il tht' -passing vision of a ui. îînbonnetid
village-girl or lier way to the well, was attrac-
tive enough still to inake me rise and go toi
the window. While watching, as ehe wound
up 'the long chain, for the appearance of te
familiar imossy bucket, dripping dianonds, as
it gleamet d out of the dairk wIll into the iuti-
dten sunlight, I heard the sont of horses'
hoof and turned to sec what kind of appari-
tion woulda ome. PresentIv it appeared. and
made stiraight for the inn The rider was Mr,
Coninghani I drcw back toescape luis notice,
but his quick eye hadi citaught sight of mte, for
lie came into the rooni, with ontstrvtched
hand.

" We are fatet to ueet, MNr Cumbemed,"
lie sid. 41 onIy stoppetd to give my horse
sanie m ieal and w'ater, and had no intention of
dismîounîting. Ail? I1-1 have a glass eof ie,
too," he adtied, ringing the bell, 1 l think
Il let him have a fetei, and have a inoutlful
of bread and clheese iyself."

le went out, and hail I suppose gone to sete
that his borse had his proper alIowance of oates,
for when lie returned, he said, mnerrily :

"- What have you ioie wthi iiv auger,
Mn. urinbermede' ?"

SWiy shotuld you th ink nie resposiible for
lier, Mr Coninghani?" Iaskied, attempting a
snile.

No doubt h' dtcedthe attempt in the
sutile, for he looked ait ' m with a sharpendrti
explressan if tht eyes, as ht- answtered-still
in a merry tine-

\When I sawi her'r laist,%he was inountel un
your horse, and you were on ny fathers I
tiud von still on my father's horse;,and yoir
own-with the lady-nowhere Have I nade
Out a case of suspiecion ?"

It is I who have cause of 'Ucompiaiit ,"
rturnedi who have neither lady nor am re-
"cept iniled nyou iniAgin" I hae in th lt'case
of the iatter made a goid exchange."

iardly that, I imagine. if yours is hliait so
good as elle looks. But, seriouisly. have -you
sî'en Cliaa ?"i T

I told him tIi" facts as lightly as I could.
Wien I lae finisd, h' stared at ie with an
expression which for the moment I avoidet
attenmpting ta interpret.

. On thorsebaîck with Mnr. Brotherton ?" he
said, utte-ring the words as if every yllalble
had been separtely italicimsed

41Yoiîuwi:1 find it as I say," I replied, fiel-
ing otgended.

'9 'Idear boy-excus" ny frtetIorm," he re-
turne.--.î I am nearly tireetimes yotur tiig-
you do not imagine I doubt a hair' breadth of
your stîtement! But-t.he gidIdy goose !--
low could you lbe Po sivl ? Pardon me again.
Your unseltishnesm is positivel'y ariising!I To
hand over ymour horse t her, and then ride
away ail tb yourself on that-r.-esptectable
stage' .'

or't abusse the o d horse," I returned.
Sle a rspectable, ani has been more In hit,

Yes, yes. Bt t.for the tife of me I
cannot undnerstand tIL Mr Culmberiede,
I am sorry for you. I shionid not advise you3
ta choose the law for a profession. The man
whio does not nregard his own rights, wili
harlly do for an adviser In the affaira of
otliert"

I nYou were not going to iconsiit me, Mr.
Coningham, were youi?" I salti, now able at
length te iaugh withiout effert.

" Net quite that," he rt'turned, aiso Iautgh-
ing. " itt a right, yotuîknow, one of the.
moist et-rioln ithingit in tilie wori "

It. seemed.f irrelevant ta the trifling chîarac-
ter of the case, j1couil not inderstani why
be lshould regard tht affair am of suc'h im-
portance.

" I havo be"n in the way of tuiînkiig," 1
said, "lthat onîe of the advantages of having
rights was, thatyoua c'nuîld part with them whon
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you pleaised. Yo're not bound to insist on
your rights, arc yon ?

"1 Certainly you would not sulbject youIrself
to a crimlinal action hy forgetting them, bto
you might suggest to your friends a c omlais.
sion of lunacy.1 Ie show II lit. That lit youir
uncle alil over fle was nover a mian of the
world

" You are right thero, Mr. Coningian i1t
is the last epithtt any one wouIld give my

i An nthe first alny one wout givee'
imnply, Mr. Cumbermede.

lliat no such intenton," I anwered.
"That would have been rudi."

os Not in the least I shoui have taken it
as a compliment. The min who d ies not
care about his rights, depend upon It, wifllbe

ide a tool of by those that do. IfIhe li lot
a spoon already, he will becomte one
sihoultn't have i it a ail if I ladn't kniow

s( And you don't want to beo rude to m
I don't. A little experience w il set ,

all riglit ; and that yo lire in a fair chance (if
getting if yon push vour fortune as a literairv
manIl uit i miiist l'e oft I hope W" le
have another chat before long.

ite finihed his a rie, naii, baid- en .
bye, and went to the tale. A r soon as h.
was out of sight, lîl i als>o mon ated andii i
homewards.

By the' timt I reachîed liithe gate of tii 1 irk,
mly dpeso hadl nearly vanished. T
conforting powers of sun andi shaelow, f!-
and field, of wind i id motion, hadl rer
Ie to nvself. Witih a side glaie. ti h.
window(fs of the Cottage' as ipase, alo lt
glimpse of a brigh t ligurv seatedt i n thlie î. dr
ing-rton window, I mladte for the staIb, , ;ul
foulinolnd v Lilith waiting nie Once lire I
si fted my satde, and rode home, aî,
ven anliother glane at the windîoîw a, 1

A day or wVO after, I receivd fro Mnî r
Coninighan a tic kt:t for the coInty lal, i
compaiied by a kiid note. I returnile i iL
once with the excuse, that I feaîred inapal 
tating myself for work iy dissipation.

1enceforward I avoied h park, andlid
not agait see ctra befor leavi ng forU Lnd.>
I hat a note fron lier, thtnking meno- for hJitIth,
and reproa'chiîng meu for liavinîîg lefti* e to thil,
company of Mr. Brotherton, whilh I tcht
cool teough, heing t1hey iad set (out tlogez r
without the slightest expectation of unmtir
me. I returneid a civil answer, and tl'r' w
an end of it

1 must again say for inyslf, thaï it wIva' niot
mîlere j'xaloutisy o'f Brothertoln thatI l-ed nie to
act as t dIid. 1 * ould not at«ndiwoldt ot tg,
over the contradiction be n he wav iii
which Aie liaitspoikeni si linm, and thei wa% il;
which she siok e tu hinii, f.Iiollowed t'y ler -
conpaying him iin thiI ilng ride to whii;
the state of Iny Ilr' l.re wi tns i con.
clude-d that. ltouhshe mnighzIt rmean neI
harim, sh ea lot trithi ful. To adk of a mail
w ith uh contemlt! and tln have t him ni
with u-l frakn aiîppar oi mei aituther

imusihbl.A t the sýamtimeth,-r inutlll
familiarity pointe to c tomi fior init-

nacy, in whici, hadi I in ' so icI-liii'.
amight have foiulnid som'nie iexcue' for lier, ocifu:
she might iave Itered he-r opinion oI e hu
and night vet find it very duti' icuî tn a'
flte tole of thir intercouire.

MNv real object belwing my perFonal i i
in relation to certain faIs antid evtifs, I mi
in order to re-traiiîni mynlf from lthaii i ;Ilt i

siveness the 1-'iiilise to which is i, I a ri i ng -:
the hisatorical as well as th tarti stic ît:o

e'ven rul the risk of appe lia%-i to hav. b
blind to roany thing goinîg on arond nw
which must have ciaimed a large placle hiwi I
bee'in writing an iatobiography iistea-do e

listinct portion of one.
I iet out withi myi mani-cript in imy prt-

manteau, andi a fw poinds in imy p-k0t,
detrermined to cost tny nicle aulittle a- I
Coutl.

1wivtelreieimlîrr ihe dreariness of Liolin,
as J ente'red i t oi the top of a coach inii th'
elosing darkness of a late alutiumn ift'ri.o'n
The shops were not ail set ilited, ard a
drizzly rain was faliiig. But theie uta in-
liiences hardly got beyoni ny in-ital i
for I hat written to Charley,anid hopiîîl ( t'
find hini waiting for mie at the coach.nhc
Nor was I dirapieinnti , aniIl a imtin,'eit III
discomfort wast forgotten. Ile took li'le li'
chambers in the Nw Inn.

I fotuni him looking better, and appareni
for blin, in goid spiriti. It was roon irridit,
at his entreaty, that. for thwtpreiten 1 shohill
shareAhi sitting-room. and hrlave a l,'il Pût ti
for me ine a cloet h eilid n[ot ivanlt 'l'he nit
day i cal i l uol Certain puiblisher: andi 1-ft
with i theni y ianusiript, Ites ftte is of i
consequene here, and i did not ti hen wivît te
know it, btit atonce began to 11,liyy feath
lit ower gaine, writing short papers and tak'
for the magazines. I hatd a littl iu cicte'55freim
the first ;andi ailthough thi (roiniig t
my new abodi twere dreary enough, aIlthough
now and then, esapecially when thv iiter Mun
shone bright into the court, I longei for on"
peep into spatce across thi flot that iwn it'if


