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A KNIGHT OF THE NETS

before the cottacre. Andrew, as a privileged
lover, held Sophy's hand; Christina sat next î e
her brother, and facing Jamie Logan, so it
easy to see how her face kindled, and her rnaii-,,..

ner softened to the charm of his merry conver-,,,
sation, his snatches of breezy sea-song, and hise-,,
clever bits of mimicry. And as Janet walked
to and fro, setting her cups and plates În thef

rack, and putting in place the tables and chairs -
->he did what we might all do more frequentlyý,,,ý"ý,
and be the wiser for it - she talked to herselfj'-'-eý

1ýeto the real woman within her, and thus got toi:
the bottom, of things.

In less than an hour there began to be a
movement about the pier, and then Andrew andÏ

lamie went away to their night's work; and tht
girls sat still and watched the men àcross theI
level sands, and the boats hurrving out tG'ý

the fishing grourids. Then they -went back to'
the cottage, and found that Mistress Binnie-
had taken her knitting and gone to chat withý
a crony who lived higher up the cliff.

We are alone, Sophy " said Christina; 1« but,
women folk are often that." She spoke a littleI

sadly, the sweet melancholy of conscious, bu'
unacknowledcred- love beincr heavy in her beart;,

and she would not have been sorry, had she
been quite alone with her vaguely happy
&eams. Neither of the girls was inclined t


