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A LOVER FROM OVER THE SEA.

(Continued.)

# First of all, you hint that wu may be sheltering an escaped convict or
a ticket-of-leave man, «ad then you turn round and begin to try and find a
victim for him in tho willage. For all we can tell, Mr, Grantley may bo
married already ;" and she took up her hat, as though tired of the discus.
sion, and sauntered across the sunlit lawn.

Miss Vallance returned to the drawivg-room, where she piused by the
open glass doo1s, watching her young wistress, a graceful figure in her white
dress and broad brimmed hat, ove long 1an glove drawn up the slender
armn, the other hand bare, plucking here a witheted leaf, \here an iwperfect
blossom from among the ruse bushes

Presently a 1all young man in a I'ght tweed suip, with a hat of the same
material and a roll «f papars in his hand, cressed the lawn and joined her.
1t was Mr. Grautley wnh tae plans for rebuilding some cuttages on the
estate which had been allowed 10 (31! almost into ruias through Gregson's
neglect.

gMiss Vallance cuuid hear the gay sweet tones ¢f Lady Olivia's voice, as
she chattzred 1o her compntan, and g deepzr-toned seplies, although she
could not distinguish heir worda.

Then her ladyship led the way to the chaus under the elin-tree and
seated herself on one, Mr. Grantley speading cut the plans he had brought
on the rustic table in front of her.

With sv expression of anxiety scldem seen ¢n her usually placid face,
Mis Vallance watched the two heads bending cagerly over the papers,

“1 wisk he would mairy Docter Grabam’s nicce! Stewards ought
always to bz murtied I she remarked arscularly to herself as she moved
away {rom the window,
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The long summer days and tke odorous starlit nights fited away rapidly.
Lacy Olivia Desmond had Leen throe weeks at Thornwoed Manor ; it was
vow neariog the end of June, and all round Camersham the hay was cut and
lay in fragrant heaps and ridges, cluver-heads and great white daisics with
closed eyes among its fading glories, waiting to be catted away from tae
bare fields.

Only the lawn meadow remained to be carried. In compliance with
Lady Olivia’s wish, the grass was always left standing there till the very last,
and the carrying of it was regarded asa soit of Carnival by the young
Irvines, and ivd=cd by every other child in Camersham ; for, when the
large ficld was all cut and had lam fora fex daysin the rays of the mid-
summer sun, every boy and girl in the village and from the outlying farms
and labourers cottages on the Thornwood estate, was bidden to a {ea in the
bay-ficld by the mistress of the Manar, and regaled with tea, bread-and-
butter, and an unlimited supply of new carrant buns.

This custom had boen instituted by Olivia when, as a child ten years
o0lG, sbe paid her first visit to Thorawood under the charge of Miss Val-
lance, =oon after Lord St. Korin's death, and went from bosse 1o house in
the village ip her white frock and black ribbons, making fiiends with cvery-
body in a quaint spontancous fashion of her own, and winning golden
opinions from all for a nave grace of maoner attributed by the simple cot-
tage people 10 her cducation in foreign parts, but which was really merely
ihe outward sign of her own kindly nature, combined with the unerring
tact and courtesy ske had inhcriied (rom her French mother.  Fifteen years
had slipped away since the first tea diinking iv the lawn meadow,and during
that time it kad a0t always been posaibic for the mistress of Thornwood to
grace the coterlaisment with ber kindly prescoce. In the preceding year
circumstances had Getaived fier in town till considerably later in the season,
much to the disappointment of her juvenile gucsts, in whose oyes the fes-
tival lost half its charm when Lady Olivia wasnot there to stand at the head
of toc long table and pour cut the tea.  She would push extra buns and un-
expected swectics into svaburnt lktle hands, scauter 2 sudden shower of
almond sugar-pluwms to be scrambled for asa wind-up to the feast, and
dress up Wrinkles, the pug, in a red cap and blue jacket, and make him
smoke a pipe 1o amuse the assembled company.

* 1t ought 10 be 2 better feast than ever, because you were away last
time,” Sydoey Irvine had remarked when ke and Qlivia had been discussing
ahe cntertainment. I do think it's an awful grind, old Blanford's fixing
ahe holiday so Jate this year, just asifit sigrificd to a country grammar-
school when Eton and Harmow brezk up ; but we have managed to screw
half a day out of him, and, if we stay in and work during the morning play-
hour, we cau get back {rom Beechenford by balf past three and be all ready
to come here by four o’clock. Do have a surprisc for us this year, Olive !
Don't you remember the time those travelling niggers came by, and you
made them go and dress up in the barn and sing to us after teal Try 10
get vn something extra joliy, won't you? I expect Mr. Grantley could help
you. Hc's awfully good nalured and knows a lot about everything, I'm
sure I

The desire o comply with Sydacy Trvioo’s wistes, and devise some-
thing “ extra-jolly” for the hay featival, caused Iady Olivis 2 good deal of
aorious thought.

It was chzracicristic of her 1o do nothing by halves. Whatever ker
oceupation for the time being, she threw herself heart and soul into it.
This was the secrel of the success which usually attended whatever she took
in hand. Sho racked her brains as assiduously to discover s ncw pastime
wherewith to astonish the Camersham clildren as though she was p.edged
10 provide a new programme for the cntertainment of Royalty. Long

time unavailing, but at last an idea occurred to her which was at once
feasible and moderate.

“ Punch I she exclaimed with animation one intensely. bot day just
before the hay-field treat, while she and Miss Vallance were still lingering
over tho féte- téle luncheon that was always served in the cosy oak breakfast.
room at Thorowood. * Punch, to be sure, Val! Why didn't I think of it
before? Half the children in Camersham bave never hesrd of it, and
everybody likes Punch, I like it myself.”

“ My doar {” remarked Miss Vallance, in a tone of mild. expostulation.
“ Do you indeed ? People of that sort are always so very uatidy ; and it's
rather immoral altogether, don't you think ?"

“ \What—poor Mr. Punch ¥ oxclaimed Lady QOlivia, laughing heartily.

She was standing beforo the dim old-fashioned pier-g-ass between the
two windosws, fastening with some long gold pina the siraw hat which she
has just put on.  Miss Vallance contemplated her ladyship's movements
with some cousternatiou,

*“ Surely you are uever going out again in this heat?" she queried,
roproachfully.

“\Why not? Don't you know that 1 love the warm weather, and fea

.moic¢ energetic as the thermomoter rises 2" was the composed reply. 1

am going to Camersham, across tho fields, to find out, if [ cap, when the
annual fair at Great Coby takes place. I fancy to-moriow is the last duy ;
if 50, there is almost sure to be some wandering shuw—Punch probhibly—
which fot a few shilllngs would cowu.c here on the day after to-merrow and
play to amuse the children 1 shall let Croker ride over to Great Coby
to-morrow to make inquirios if I find that the fair is really going ar.”

Miss Vallance offered no further remonstrance.

“ Mind you take an umbrella, dear. The woathzr is so oppressive that-
1 am sure there must be a storm in the air |” the old lady called out a few

minutes later, as she saw Lady Olivia run lightly across the hall-with -

Wrinkles at her heels.

Lady Olivia paused with an impatient exclamation, She remembercd
that she had leit her umbrella at the Rectory by mistake on the evening
before ; but a large sunshade of scarlet twill Jay closc at hand where she
had carelessly tossed it on coming in from the garden.

*This will do!” she said 10 herself, as she took it 3p and hurried away,
dreading another recall. * Val is alway on the lock-out for storms and
hurricanes ; but the glass is guing up, and I don't bzlizve there will be a

drop of rain !"
CHAPTER 1V.

The shortest way from Thorawood to Camersham lay over the Steepway
—an abrupt incline risiog suddenly at the back of the old manor-house,
which it sheltered snugly from mapy a oorth-east gale and winter storm.
The Steepway terminated in a high thorny hedge and an awkward stie,
dividing it from a long straggling field known by the name of Goodman's

‘Ground.

It took at least ten minutes’ less time to reach the village through this
field than if one went round by the road; nevertheless it was a route
seldom patronised by any one but Lady Olivia.  Although thete was an
undisputed right of way, the $teepway belonged without doubt to the
privale grounds of the old manor-house ; besides, it was nothing sbozt of a
scramble to reach the top of the bill, where a stile, erected apparently for
the express purpose of preventing people from getting over if, awaited the
breathless traveller.

Miss Vallance had a wholesome horror of the Steepway ; consequently
it was only when Lady Olivia was alone that she was able to avail herself
of her favorite short cut to the village. Oan the preseat occision, anxious to
make the most of her time, i less than five minutes after leaving the honse
sho found herself on the other side of the Steepway stile, walkiog leisuroly
across Goodman's Ground towards Camershsm. The afternoon was
undeniably sultry, even thoygh the sua had hidden itsolf behind 2 rather
heavy-looking bank of clougs more suggestive of thunder than Lady Olivia
carzd to admit. A thunder storm might mean unsettled weather for a week,
and consequently failure for the hay-field treat in prospect. Witk some
anxiety she paused and looked around her, noticing the curious stillness tl.at
usually precedes a tempeat, the low-fiying birds above her head, and the
extremo heav ness of the almospherc. .

“ Vsl was right foronce. We shall have a storm, I am sure, almost
Jitectly,” shc said to herself.

At tho same moment 2 heavy drop of rain as Jarge as a shilling fell with
a rerounding thud upon the smart scarlet sunshade she was holding. It
was 1ollowed by half a dozen more, dropping slowly and sousodingly, as
though in solemn warning of what ahe might expect later on. Once more
Olivia panscd and leoked behind her, hesitating whether to venture any
farther or 10 return at once to the house. She was just half-way across the
ficld by this time—ncarly as far from home as she was from the village.
Her white-clad figure, with the large scarlet sunshade above her head, stood
out conspicuously against the vivid green of the field and the gray sombre
tiot of the sky.

A young bull at tbe far ead of Goodman's Ground, which had been
lying down pezeably cnough till now, felt inclined to investigate this bright-
colored object more closely, and arose slowly to its feet for that purpose,
thereby attracting the attention of Wrinkles, who immediately dsshed off
wildly 1o meet it, retreating with terrified whelps towards his mistress as he
found himself pursued by an animal much larger than himself, with a pair
of terrific homs and a wildly-lashiog tail.

As Lady Olivia took up the panting dog in her arms and turned to fly,
some words of warning uttered by Philip Grantley but a day or two belore
flashed across her mind with awlul distinclness.

* Will you be careful not to walk to tbe village through Goodman's
Grouad for the next few days, Lady Qlivia? 1 shall be obliged to lct the




