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CHAPTER XVII

“An' I'm velly well;

Hesketh Carton had locked up the vial
in his safe, Clytie rode down the wind-
ing road to Withycombe
started by herself
for she had sent the groom back with
& message to Mollie not to walt tea;
and it was rather singular that she
had not taken this way to Withycombe
after some consideration and
hesitation at the crossroads

And now, as the sure footed mare,

it's only Mr. Jack

smile vanishing from her face and her

Polly nodded solemnly
he says no, not at all, that
muvver knows, cos he don't eat like

what he did. She says he pretends to,
but he don't really.”

down the steep anxtI("H‘_‘

whether she was acting wisely In BO- | pya g e
ing; for she was conscious, painfully e angry when
conscious, that her object in visiting
Withycombe was to

should, and ‘clared that it

as.

He had scarcely been ou: of her
mind since the eventful day when ahe
had lain fainting in his arms.
had tried to forget bim, had told her-
self a thousand times that it was al-
iost her duty to blot him from her
memory; but it i3 easler
pard to change his
girl to forget such an
life as that which had
the storm in the bay

think that it is only a cold that is the

blow his nose; but he's miser'ble'nuff;
and he doesn’t coma home till late, an’
hisself when it's too
he don’t laugh no
more when he carries me about.”

Yes; he isn't too bad for that,”

she had waited, with more
or less patience, for him
selt of her offer and visit
but day after day passed,

muvver often tells
think he's going to leave Withycombe;

bad not cared to come,
forgotter her—and yet
back in her heart whisp
had not done 80
was keeping him awav?
that he was proud, as

Clytie felt as if a weight had sud-
denly fallen on her heart

speaking rather to herself than

Mrs. Westaway came out of the cot-
tage at this moment and eyed the pair
with a mixture of pleasurs

_ Ah! wail, he was right;
atill’ she wanted to aee

and almost stern, now gentle and a'-

allus in mischief, and
e Give her to me, Miss
Clytie, and do ‘'ee come in and have

A faint blush stained

the now leafless trees
towering above fhe

loving shake, and called to a boy to
take the horse to the stable, and Clytie
followed her into the cottage.

“The kettle's bolling, miss.
on, thinking that Mr. Jack might drop
in for a cup; but there's no dependin’
on him these days.
are & worry an’' a fret, and he's no

glow of the winter
weelkg which seemed 8o long ago? She
1ad almost forgotten the
problem of the will,
sponsibility and cares in
with it; and felt almost as
*isher-girls who Jaughed
»n the jetty, the girls she w
for they were free to
and marry whom they would, and were
the mistresses of their «
Presently she came to
ihe road, and a child ran out
among the trees calling

has been ill,"” said Clytie, as sha cut

tiously covered a slice with sugar for

“You'll spoil that child, miss, same

up with an answering note of welcome
she said, with mock

as Mr. Jack does,”
{nr‘l was coming to

“Was '00?" sald Poily,
mouth stretched in a
What & boo'ful horse!”

“Isn't 1t?"” said Clyue
like to come up?
room for you. See, now,
In the stirrup—come ot
you can reach it
nand. That's it!"”

“Po you think he'll bear me?'
Polly, gravely, as she 1
with Clytie’s arm prote

There is plenty of
teacup and stirred
“An' 30 I kep’ a watch on the young
There's many of 'em as have

, for he's well favored and more—
more of a gentleman than the Withy-

it's some gal in furrin parts.”

ing the curly head to t
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“Well, be it us it may, he's changed
a deal lately,” said Mrs. Westaway
with a sigh “He's lost his hearty
ways an' his laugh an' his spirits, for
we scarcely ever hear him laugh now:
and he seems like a man in a dream.
And he's more careless than ever; gets
wet through and don't come 1wme 10
change; and no bullying as | can give
him have any effect on him, as it used
to do.”

“And the jetty at Pethwick?" asked
Clytie.

“That goes on amain, wiss' re-
plied Mrs. Westway, with a shrug of
{mpatience. “He seemed wrapped op
in {t, 1 don’t see the sense of givin’
your soul to a thing and letting your
body go starve, Miss Clytie; and that's
what Mr. Jack s doing.”

“I am sorry to hear such a bad ec-
count of him,” said Clytie, after 2
pause, and as casually as she could
‘He was very kind to us when we
were staying here, you know."”

Mrs. Westaway nodded. “He's kind
to everybody miss, ‘ceptin’ himaelf,
she said laconically

“How beautiful the sea looks. I
think 1 will stroll down to the beach,”
Clytie =ald, after another pause

Polly would have followed, bat Mis
Westaway called her back, and Clyte
went on alone. The beach was e-
gerted, for the mnen had not coms tack
from fishing; and she stood anl look-
ed at the sea pensively and sadly.
There seemed to be something miss-
{ng in the beauty of the scene. Pre-
sently she looked toward the wooied
clift, and saw a figure seated at the
foot of a tree, its face turned from

her.
She knew it at once. It was Jack
Douglas He was sitting with Dhia

chin in his hande, his pipe in the
corner of his moutb; and there was
gomething so solitary, so melancholy
in his attitude, thatitappealed to her
heart.
Well, she had seen him heard <f
him: and now she could go back -to
think of him. to dwell upon that mo-
tionless figure gazing out o sea rhat
was the worst of 1t; her visi had
done her no good, had only increased
the restlessness, wistfulness, wvhi *h
had entered into her life

She climbed the beach, looking
straight up the road before her; th:n
she hesitated, and, with a conscious
ness of weaknes turned to the left
and entered the wood Her step wus
s0 light on the dead bracker nd pine-
needles that he, lost in thought, did
not hear her until she was ¢lose upon
him: and he turned quickly,
spoke his name and, springly
feet, stood and looked at her

A3

walting for stone. t's
mooching here. m:” be 2

thing wuch to do till the early spring;
%0 I cun go away with a c-lc'nr m:
selonce,”

He spoke in a cgreless tone, and
even smiled; and Cf¥tie nodded assent-
Ingly.

“Yon have earned a  holiday, 1
know,” she sald. As she spoke, her
ayes wandered dreamily to the sea;
sho was wandering vaguely why she
should suddecly feel as If the spirit
of test and contentment, of a happl-
ness too nebulous to be called happl-
ness, had fallen lghtly, soothingly,
uron her like the deseent of a wood-
dove with outstretched wings
“Hollday? Oh, I shall find some
work,” he sald absently.

“And will you be long away?” she
ked,

pee turned las face frow her as he
rap!led,

“l—don't know. I'm half Inclined
to leave for good,"

standard yeast
in Canada. for
over 50 years, and it
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possesses a. greater

Ieave for go : amount of nourish-
she did not start; but her ha
gripped cach other, and her lids tlrur(l;[j).-f ’ meat th'lll “l“
u;l ul;lzha( her eyes were hidden if he { llllde W‘lﬂ\ “’
should chance to turn. |
“What would Lord Stanton do?” she \ \ O‘htl'.
asked lightly i
/ "Engage a better man,” he replied. ‘s |
“Of course, I know that it is his kind- l ‘ l
ness that keeps me on. He could get i o hl lll(l
a dozen men to-morrow who know the
business better than I do.” 15
“He doesn't think #0,” she said, in | tF¥ing to force your confidenc:
a low volce. “He is always talking of broke off in distress.
you—he appreclates you, Mr. Douglas. CHAPTER XVIIL

He half-rose, then fall back, and | pym,

“No; I'm not tired of the place OF | 1. caid, hoarsely. “1t—Iit wouldn't

“Ah! well; then there must be some

The smile, the words spoken with aJ (joged my own lips. And 1'd give’

gee the genuine distress, stung him.

He bit hard on his pipe to keep the py life to be able to tell yoU.

bis lips.

“Yes;

here is alwa

“and I'v

me to go."
_,),u 8O P , an exquisite paln.
ou are unhappy here she said, “But | can’t,’ he went on desper-
not quickly a tone he was cou A ~ g ¢
P"ll':ii ,:lilll::‘nr’" a tone he Was com- | gyay - “Not now, at any rate. Per-
5 " 4 haps some day—" He was silent & mo-

as if the words were wrung from
“Most men are when they want
thing they can’ it

g they can’t get 1eockery—"if it Is not too late.”

you were one of those men who alway

ness,
He was silent; and she went on, | .. o
quite calinly, though her heart was | A

P f;l::“,.::sihm 1 alionid t K you are changed, as if he had suddenly remem-
a very ambitious man.”

He stared at her.

b 4§ Ambitious! Well, perhaps

Stanton's man of all work, was
dressing Miss Bramley, of the Hall.

you're right, Miss Bramley. But it's

Yo I:.wnx I?ll\’l\s' g sy bly. I've_no right to speak to you
Oy e it et T ars: bud |66 3015, 40 Geh YOu Le=CRRe ER A8

worse luck for me, I've set my mind, terest Then his '0,,‘" grew deeper

my heart, on something beyond me, and secmed to ring with the assertion
¥ * 1ot a right. “But let that pass, it you

something as far away as that streak
of light in the sky there.” He pointed
with his pipe, and then stuck it fle

Iy in his mouth again %
“The on “‘mgg” it.* she said al- will you care to hear {it, Miss Bram-
¢ A aid 3 b4
most unconseiously ley?

He tooked at her, and his face paled (To Be Continued),
—e——

under its tan as he shook hi ad -

‘T think not,” he said curtiy EUROPEAN ARMY UNIFORMS

She was sllent a moment; then she —
sald, as if with a polite interest in
man, the fisherman, who had been &0 .

\ ita army
kind and attentive to her
elp you? Lo~d Stan
riend, I know, and he

“Can no one

had been
rimy. When
1 troops went
» sprang to his feet and stood al- > ":“ ar
with his back to her
o one can help me
imly. Luck is ag
cut the ground from
re is a barri

This was ss
sourroundings

she were a vision rather than a re
it

¥
“Miss Cly Bramley' he said

The color had started to iis tanmne d
face, and he gazed at her ith a sud-
den light in his eyes, as i
doubted the fact of her
“How do you do?
as calmly, as 1
she could, ar
mastered the responded to
his sudden flush ] saw you from
the beach down there; and 1 came
1 thought 1 would come to ask you |
vou caught yld that-——in the storm

vou? Were you not hurt?"
" She smiled No; oh, no
was a tiny brulse on my f heac
where 1 struck it; but it has gon at
least, 1 think so.”

She brushed the hair {
lightly, as if to show
nodded, his eves fixed or

“I'm glad,” he sald.

She seated herself on the bank,
motioned to the spot from which
had risen

“Won't sit down again? And
please & , or 1 shall think I've
disturbed you at your rest.”

e put his pIpe in his wmouth,
sat down. Every moment was preci-
ous, and he feared to cut it short; and
yet he was almost sorry she had come;
for, quite erroneously, he had been tell-
ing himself, even as he sat there, that
he was getting used to her absence,
that he should in time come to forget
her.

“And how does the jetty get on?"
she asked, clasping her hands round
ner knees and looking down at him
with a half-smile of interest in her
eyes, which were, he told himself,
violet now.

“Oh, very well,” he said. “No doubt
Lord Stanton has told you that we're

her brow

“No,” he s most calmly, for he
also was fighting No." He laughad
grimly “] never catch cold And |

same unif

in color
t rm has
| copied by & I natlons
have cast down nearly | The uniforms of the
riers between them and 1 ! ruther 1}‘.~AQ.-:1 in
fame, Why, one hears of | Bt an ‘endiess var
rising from the lowesi rungs of to the unity
th dder to the highest positions, o e tingdc
vl dressed

s of honor

vas not untll
at her :

10 cares |

" s ag

hither: though the t tunjes and heavy

hi | 18 modern warfare
wk

1 mean,” and Many a man looks so far ahead as

1 mot an his toe over the chance at hit

ous | to st
en ' foet.

1 10 ha

Hlul perhaps you are tired of this quiet He took a step toward her, then
place, of the people. stopped and gripped his hands behind

smoked furious!y “No; I can’t tell you, Miss Bramley,”

the people,” he said almost flercely. right, honest, fair 1 should be a

e h d! I've cut the grouad
other ‘r";num, no doubt,” she sald, with ;l;:,:: u::cr:. me; 1 Q;uld you M.u‘ I've
4 smile forfeited the Tight to speak; bhave

lightness, through which he could not | yyo vojce broke, with a laugh—"halt

¢ . e e She had risen, and had half-turned
retort back; but it forced itsell from | gyway from him, her face pale, her eyes
. aine oth downcast, as if bis only partially re-
s some other

Pog S et s < NeT 1 strained violence frightened her—as,
o iy ’{“,‘l' :4“.“,1"\;'|;‘.'f":‘ voice, | |pdeed, It did; and vet it was not all
SR TN RS 5 best fOT | fagr that made her heart throb with

“Yes, I'm unhappy,” he admitted, d o0 then, In a quieter, calmer tone,
he continued; “Some day, i1t luck
changes, if'—he laughed whh self-

She smiled. "I should have rhuugh‘l‘ thought for an instant swiftly, and
» added: “Yes, that's™it. I must wait!
A ‘::l:f ‘fl‘:zp;l“:'“'”‘?'"Ni‘“,:'.l::‘fi']‘::\‘l‘f 1f—if, when the proper time comes,

: P s R will fou care—will you be so graclous
as to hear what | shall have to say te
She was silent; and his mood

beerd that he, Jack Douglas, Lord

“1 beg your pardon,” he sald, bum-

will, and tell me”—he made & rapid
calculation—"{f 1 ask you to hear my
story in some months—in the spring—

war broke out France
1
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