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had once given him in the lime-walk at Becchmark;

and Lucy, trying in her eager affection to solve the

puzzle they presented her with, had simply to give

it up.

The day grew wilder. Great flights of clouds

came up from the west and fought the sun, and as

the afternoon declined, light gusts of rain, succeeded

by bursts of sunshine, began to sweep across the

oak-woods. The landlord of the inn and his sons,

who had been mainly responsible for building the

great bonfire on Moel Dun, and the farmers in their

gigs who stopped at the inn door, began to shake

their heads over the prospects of the night. Helena,

Lucy Friend, and Geoffrey spent the afternoon

chiefly in fishing and wandering by the river.

Helena clung to Lucy's side, defying her indeed to

leave her, and Geoffrey could only submit, and count

the tardy hours. They made tea in a green meadow

beside the stream, and immediately afterwards

Geoffrey, looking at his watch, announced to Mrs.

Friend that he proposed to bicycle down to Bettws

to meet Lord Buniingford.

Helena came with him to the inn to get his

bicycle. They said little to each other, till, just as

he was departing, French bent over to her, as she

stood beside his machine.


