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thrnt witb you, and let lHobhs have thern
ris soon as you get back."

Looking back, Abel Pilgrim saw his
nitaster stand in apparent hesitation beside
the Kissing Gate, but o.dy for a moment.

IlAli 1 " cjaculated the major dorno, I
tbought hie would follow bier :I knew lie
would ; I have seen it in bis eyes for
months. He is, whatever others may bel
a true hranch of the old stock. It seems
a pity, a great puty, btî it cannot hoe
lielped now."

Whb'atever skill Abel had as a physiog-
nomist, it was evident that Gilbert Ar-
derne had made up his mind to overtake
Amy. 'Fhi footpath be!ween. the road
and the plantation was divideé romn the
park by a iow bank.hedge, out of which
grew black-budded ash trees and a few
dwarf elrns. The path itself followed the
bend of tbis hedge, so that, although the
trees were as yet leafless, Amy was not
visible froni where Gilbert'was standing.
H-e overtook bier, however, almost imme-
diateiy just as she entered the Copse, and
his keen eyes were quick 10 observe that
she fluslied slightly at his approacb.

"lGood afternoon, Miss Varcoe," lie
said, raising bis hat, Ilthis is a iortunate
meeting for me. I could almost wish that
your old enemy Blruno were bere to a fford
nue anotber opportunity 10, pose as a res-
cuer of distressed beauty."

IlYou must excuse mc for flot echoing
that wish, Mr. Arderne," Amy replied.
I fear I appear at a great disadvantage

where savage dogs are concerned."
IlVou appear as you always do, Miss

Varcoe, as your mirror no doubt bas long
ago taught you ; fur I cannât believe Ibat
so inuch beauty is wbolly unconscions% of
its own existence."

I eare hotb speaking like the cbarac-
ters in a book," site said witb a smile;

'but 1 think we neithtr of us can main-
tain tbe stilted style very successfully. J1
scarccly know wvhy 1 cbose t0 corne
througb the Copse; I supposed 1 should
have a quiet walk t0 the Priory tbis way."

IlW'%icb is lantamount to saying that
you could well dispense with companty,
Amy," returned Gilbert. IlDo not think
that 1 have flot seen aIl your reserve
t>wards mie since we bave iived togetber.
I bave seen il."

IlMr. Arderne," sbe said, Ilif you bave
seen this you ought, as a gentleman, 10
understand it and to refrain froni noticing
it. You know my position : I a n fot a
lady born, but, in some sort, a dependent,
kindly, considerately treated, but stil! a
dependent. Ktiowing tbis, yotq must also
know, you do know, tbat evept the most
innocent presunip*ion on my -parI would
be periluus to mie."

I> erilous to you ?" be asked. Il I
confess that I know nothing of the sort.
Are you not my mother's chosen friend
and companion ? bave we not met before?
bave we flot the right to love if our des-
tiny points that way? "

4"To love?" site said. IlSurely the
lord of aIl the bro2d lands around us
itere, of tbat old bouse tbere before us,
cannot love benieath him? "

Il Listen 10 me a moment, Amny. You
are fond of Tennyson. I have seen voit
reading bimn a bîîndred times. L>oes lie
flot say that

"A simple maiden in bier flowcr
Is worth a biundred cxîîs-of-arîîs ?"

WVell, Arny, 1 arn of bis mind in that re-
spect, and I have followed Vot bere 10
tell you that I love you, love you »,eirly :
that I have, as I arn an bonest mian, loved
you front the day of our first meeting in
the Bodrugan 'Woods."

Trhe fateful wvords were uttered,-tbe
declaration hie bad longed to make, the
avowal be ,had muttered even in bis
dreanis limie and again since bis reîurn.
Amy Varcoe, turning, looked li i steadily,
searcbingly in the face.

"lYou love me, Gilbert Arderne," she
said softly, Ilwith the love of an honest
mani? Is that so ? WVait a nmoment, and
then answer me. You love me so dearly
that wben we rcacb the Priory you wili go
to your motber and repeat those samne
words to bier? How, tbink you, will she
receive tbemn? XVbat will she say 10 mie
for.baving beard tbem ? WVbat will she
think of the adventuress wbo bas repaid
bier kindness witb sucb ingratitude ?"

In bis eagerness Gilbert noted only the
lear wbiclî glittered in those lovely eyes
wben Amy alluded to bis moîber. Perbaps
bie misconstrued tbis sign of maiden weaL-
ness, for seizing bier band bie carried il i0
bis lips.

IlShe need flot know it," bie exclaimed,
"that is, flot at once. Let us plight our

troth bere in the sigbî of God, pledging
ouxytlves 10 be aIl in ail to *eacb other
untîl the happy day wben tbe prejudice of
a sanctinionious world can be satisfied.
Amy, su'ch love as I bave towards you is
bigber and bolier than ail te altars and
tbe mumnmery practised before tbein in
te name of religion."

Heaven forgive bini if bie ment basely!
Wbhile speaking bie bad drawn bier towards
bimself, and badl bent bis head as tbougb
t0 kiss bier lips. If sucb were bis inten-
tion, bie did not execute it, fur aithat in-
ýtant a miocking laugb sounded in bis ear-,
and starîing back bie saw Dorotby Teuton
galloping tbrough the Park towards the
Priory. As sbe sped past te Copse site
waved . bandkercbief gaily in bier left
hand, atid in the prescrit state of tbe trees,
wbich were aIl deciduous, Gilbert knew
that Dorothy's sharp eyes bad taken in the
situation. For an instant lie felt little of
a lover's ardor, but quickly recovering bie
looked anxiously into Amry's face.

"'She, MKs. Arcderne, will soon know il
nor, at ;W events," said Amy, very
calmly. "lDorotby is watcbful of your
every action, and I bave long seen that
she is jealous of me, for, Mr. Arderne,
your looks, aye, even your words, bave
long told nie sonietbing like that I bave
just beard frorn your lips. Now bear %,;bat
1 bave to say,-it will perbips keýp you
from disgracing your manbood by pîro-
posing tbat I sbould becomne your liglit-o'-
love, your inistress, for that is what you
mean wbon you profess io disrcgard alars

and rites. Gilbert Arderne, 1 can nove-
becorne yotir wvife,-.tny other connection
between tus ks impossible. Wcere youi
willing, as otbers have donc, to disregard
the social guli l)elween us, still I would
flot becomie your wifc."

'l'lie vision of Doroîby, and stili mure
bier mocking laugb, ltad sorely dîs:on
cerîed tbe yoting mari. No longer inc1ùîn'i
10 heroics lie said :

IlYou would flot become niy tf? and
wvby flot, Amy? 1 arn Mny own master,
wvith no one t0 dispute my will,-why
flot ?"

Becatise I tbmik I love you too well
in diaw %ou down to mny Iower plane.
Yes, Gilbert, 1 bave long known thiat were
you of miy own rank in life I slould
choose you for nîy biusband. Ves, I would
bave chosen you, perbaps even bave
wooed you, if you wure slow to answer my
love. 1 tell you tbis because 1 foresce
that the tinte tif our parting is ai band ; 1
tell you doais that you miay kriow thal 1,
tou, know wbat bonor means. 'l'le lime
wvmll corne wben you will be tbankful that 1
have spared you tbe borror of having eii ber
to blui or to apologize for your %vite."

It took but a few steps to carry Aniy
front tFe edge of the little plantation int
the park, witbin fuli view of the Priory.
P.îusing a minute to collect bis thougbts,
Gilheri, resolved to forestall any resolution
wbicb bis moîber mîght make by openlv
confessing Iliat bie had in sonie sort inade
love to Amy and liad becît releçted. Ile
%vas îoo well acquainted vith te wilful,
capricious nature of l)oruthy 1 culun t0
doubr for an instant Oint she: liad told
Mrs. Arderne wbiat she bad sezn, and bie
bad every reason 10 drcad that his motber,
absurdly proud .of bier son and of bis
family tîretensiuns;, înaght sturnarily dis-
miss lier companion TIhus determining,
be bastened bo overtake the singular
womian wbo bad, white acknowledging bier
love, rejected tbe lover, and side ly side
they ente.-ed te old gateway under the
tower in timie 10 sec Abel I'ilgrini, wbose
journey froîn the village by the shorter
road bad heen impeded by nu lovemaking,
roming iîack frointhe stchles.

Outwardly cumipused, at any rate, Mrs.
Arderne was found awaiting bier son in the
ball. An oId cscutcbeon, wvîth crossed
sword and lance, erst tbe arnis of another
Gilbert Arderne, wbo bore thbcm in bis last
fight at Lewes in 1264, surniounted the
bigh mante! upori the spandrel of îvbicli
wvas carved the proud crest of the farnily,
-a dexter armi embowed wielding a dag-
ger, with tbe motto Vitliera lis non
viclus. Nodding lier bead, witb a sntile
of evîdent good w11l, t0 Amy as the latter
went up the broad staircase in bier own
roottîs, Mrs. Arderne rnotioîted îo bier son
tu approacb.

"lGilbert," she said, tracing the afores,,id
mnollo witb ber finger, "«your ancestor's
quarrel with Simnon De Montfort arose
frot bis marrying a vintner's datighîer of
Norwich. Dqring the siege of Rochester
Guy De Montfort, veked wiîh Sir Gilbert
Arderne for baving cotinselled tbe Earl of
Leirester to moderato the demtaitd, mtade.
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