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where he would hâve them go, but they persisted in forra

of words that Mr. Hannaford had spoken, in swift gleams

of pictures that answered the words and then round

about the words again. "Ever heard o' Upabbot?"

Ah, every well-remembered street of it arose before his

mind !
" Got any sort of a glimmering recollection of

Abbey Royal?" Ah, he could scent the very flowers

banked along the drive !
" Why, Miss Espart." Blank-

ness then — some thick oppressive darkness suddenly

shutting down upon him; some bewildering, vaguely

sinister blanket of dread that stifled thought - theri

suddenly out of it and back again to "Ever heard o

Upabbot?"
The ground beneath him fiattened abruptly under

his feet. He stumbled more violently than before, and

was jolted to récognition that Plowman's Ridge was

gained. Of long habit he straightened himself to meet

the wind. It suited the unreal conditions that seemed to

surround him, it was a part of the dream in which he

seemed to be, that something that should hâve been hère

seemed to be missing. What? He stood a moment

looking dully about him. The question merged mto

and was lost in the circle of thought that beset him as he

foUowed his right hand and turned along the Ridge.

He had stumbled a full mile and more when there struck

his face that which informed him what had been missmg

when first he reached the crest. Wind came against

him, and he realised there had been no wind where, ever

and like an old friend, wind ran to greet him. Aroused,

he puUed up short. He had come far. That was Little

Letham lying beneath him, Surdon Old Manor m those

trees Late aftemoon gave before evening down the

valley. Heavy the wind and close. He turned his

head and saw against the furthcr sky great storm clouds


