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*T was thirty years since the
man who calledl himself CoggS
had been.to Great Wibleý.
1 He had promised hiniself the
visit often, and at inconvenient

last moments had changed bis plans, for
this tiny villWge with its broad greens
and ils incohrent plan of construction
bad a wince for him in every tree, a,
sharp Btab of eorrow in every woodland
path-and ycars had mlot entirely dulled
the stiug of memory.

Once there came a young Arnerican
lady on a holiday. Slîe lbad been ordered
quiet by a doctor to iielp ont lber con-
valescence. Here, too, iu the 'seventies,
a young man readiu g for the bar, had
arrivcd to fish.

The .American lady went back with
ber people bo Virginia, the studont fol-
lowed ber, for hie loved'ber. H1e loved
ber se much. that when she bold him, as
able did, getly and sweetly, that she
did net love im-that way-he foît lhe
would de, and in lruth nearly did.

But such casualties are m*ro iu life.
The young man re-
turned to England
and plunged into
hie jstudies with
feverisb enm.er gy.
but hoe did not for-
gel the fragrant
lady of Virginia;
not success, for
parliamentary hon-
ore, uer the pat-
ronage of a grate-_
fui governent
dulled the frosh-
ness of ber picture. 1>

And Ibere çamne
a lime wben hoe
foît ho could go
again tb Great
Wibley-by-the-11ill
witboul arousing
painful memories.
Once ho had gel 50
far as the London
railway station-
hoe had turned
back.

Y e a r followed
year; each bogun
with a plan for
spending the vaca-
tion-a plan wbieh
underwenl change

t he last mo-
ment.

Time aflor lime
hie werk had
brought him witlî-
in a dozon miles of
the village, but ho
had resisted l te
temnptation.

And bore bie was
at last-with the
first shock of re-
acquaintance past,
a gruf man who
hid the magic of love and ts dead1
memory behiud a mask and a mnner. 1

To him, as lie sat upon tbe beuch9
before the "Lieu Inn," came Pipper, a1
carpenter and a gossip.1

"lThere's an American lady dowu at
Horrockses'," said tbc diffident little car-e
penter.1

"4Hey ?" H1e fet a sudden tightening1of heart aItbe association of tbe twe
-%vords. Tt was at Horrocks', from time
immemorial a boarding-house for vis-
itors, Ibat another American lady had1
sojourned.1

"Ther's an American lady down at1
Horrockses'." repeated Pipper with a
sort of nerveus triumph. "-They otheri
fellers tboughl she wor French owin' to1
lier veil, but 1 know >uni to be 'Merican,
'cause of the way she dIo talk."

The stranger eyed 1dmi severely, yet
with the gbost of a Mrile.

"You know a great deal." lie said,F
offensive te the last degrce. "if I knew 1
-t, much as you I'd hirie myself out to-to1
'-ometbing or other. You gosýsiping littlei

<egr why doun% you inid your own
business ?"

Thus lie rbd himiself ini irritation of1
atiny wave of sorrow wilîae

ý1U*ing over bis own souil
It was a point of x i-V mic la

1w'in Urged upon Mr. Pipppr bef ore. ýo
* at lie lhad growfln 1mn .and "as,

iliorcover, î)repatred with a stereôtyped
aliswer.

«éAnybody's businiess is everybody's
buisiniess.iu a smaîl village like this,"
lie said glibly. "Thart you'd like le
know, you bein' a stranger, sir. Sb'm
got lodgi's at old.NMrs. Horrocks, up top
o' village. Finie wencb shebe h by al
aecoints-M-jidder likelv, ver ber's* in
proper black a' arl."

Mfr. John Coggs growled into the
earthenware pot be was raising te bis
lips at that moment.

The little carponter stood for a mo-
ment awaiting the invitation which
came net, thon ho turned sorrowfully
and walked back ini the direction of bis
ramsbackle "sbop".

Coggs looked at him, a twinkle iu bis
oye, but a dull little ache in his beart.
Ho watcbed him tili ho disappeared
round the elbow of the straggliug village
stroot, thon ho walked bte the "Lion"
and demanded bis rode.

"Tl hope you'Illbave btter luck te-day,
sir," said the landlord, as ho handed the

deliberation of the habitu'ai smoker.
ML\echaically hé filled it, never taking
bis eyes from the serene view of valley
anîd but before bimi.

He smoked. calînly, rnajestically, con-
temptuously, as only a mnan suiokes wbo
loveà the fragrance of a mixture burn-
ing truly and evenly in a woodèn bowl.

He did not fix his rods, he was con-
tent to lower bis eyes occasionally to
tbe busy littie stream, to the shadowy
places by the bending rushes, to the
sunflit centre where a'shallow bed of
shingle set the surface a-bubbling.

It was a great thinking place, tbis
bollow. A man had space and silence,
for the noises of Nature are the. very
rainbows of sound. They blend toue
to toue, and harmonize ini one soft
octave.

He thought of many things, inluding
the American lady he had neyer seeiî.
lis thoughts ýjere in the maixi pros-
pective, and in an idie way spéculative.

He sal for two bours, charging and
recbarging his pipe, nover attcmpting to
unwind hiesUe or fit his rode, thon he
looked at his- watch and *as on the
point of rising wben he heard a footfall
ou the littie hili path.
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fishing gpar across the bar: "There le
usuaily soe nico fisb in bbe river round
about now. I ca't understand wby
thoy'ro se shy. Pollock the blacksmith,
was telling me ho caught ' y$-

"'Oh, V'II catch a fish before I leave,"
gr4mbled tbe unpleaeant Mr. Coggs. "I
take very little intereet in the sprt-
but next to smoking il le tbe fineet jus-
tification for doing nothing that I
know."

It was obsei>'vable that tbe toue ho
bad adopted to the landlord was more
kindly than that wbich be bad used te
the carpenter.

H1e carried bis rods beueath hie arm
acfose bbc parsonage field, through
Brakes copse, and over the gentle crest
of Brakes Hill. The wind was keon with
tbe nip of early spring, tbe trees and
hedgerows were vivid witb tbe fresh
green of the season. Far away le the
south under great white clouds Ibat
inoved majesticaily like aerial galbeons
with aIl sails set across an ocean of
infinite bine, were the 'red bilîs of
Dev'on. 

.

Coggs went stumbling down tbc steep
path on the other side of Brakes te the
chatteringr little river that fought its
way throitgh many troublesome miles
te bbc broad Tamar.

H1e q.t down on bbe bank, pulled out
a jjulî'Ied briar and filled it witb the-

He looked up. A girl wae deeceuding
the sleep delivity. She was young, and,
as hoe judged women, beautiful. 11cr face
was thinner IbanIb tat of meet women
of bier age; hoe judged bier as about
twenty-nine or tbirty. Her eyes, big
and sad lhe lbought, muet be grey; ber
lips, flrmn and full, drooped ever se
littlo. She put up a gloved baud le
push a stray strand of hair,4hat bad
blown across ber face.

Iu the tilt of bier delicato chin ho read
resolution and a certain character; in
the brief, calm scrutiny with wbich she
favored him lie diagnosed an independ-
once which for many years bad been
unfamiliA te bim.

H1e knew il in the governing classes
for insolence, in the eyes of a woman of
the people for boldnese.

Here it was tempered by an indefin-
able honesty, sucb as Leonardo da Vinci
gave te the eyes of Lucretia Cavilla,
the love of Il «More.

Tt was that gleiic, sidelong, ail-
absorbing, wbich recalled bbe mogt won-
derful portrait lu the world te im-
and sometbing ce'.

She besitated, looking at him for tbe
s3pace of tbrep seconds. She saw a man,
tall, hroad, grev. Ris face was strong
and masterfiul. Ris % giie ugh
te make you forget tle tthe
inotb and eyes wvbieli told o juainly
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of laughter and a love of life. Reo migbt
be fort y or ffty, or sixty for the matter
of that. Ilis eyes were deep-set, and
bushy eyebrows that were noither brown
nor grey.

She went on hor way with the vague
sense of satisfaction which every woman
experiences who meets a man in a. loue-
ly spot and finds him approvable.

She bad been bold that Ibers was a
tiny bridge across tbe stream, and beyond
this a path which led tbrough the flelda
to the village of Weyton, where a won-
derful old Norman church, rewarded the
tourist. But she bad corne the wrong
w a ad there was no bridge.

She looked around with a gentle help-
lessness which was eloqueul to tbheinan,
watcbing the graceftù1 figure on the
bank, of ber difficulty and errer. He
walkcd eoftly towarde ber, and ahe
turned as hie cap came off.

"Forgive me,", he aaid (Pipper would
net have recoguized the soft, musical
voice), 'II tbink you are looking for
Brakos Bridge?1"

She sîniled. "Yes, I'm afraid I have
miatakon the path; I do not know the
country very well."

11e had known from the first thàt eahe
was the Amerean
lady. Tt did Dot
noed thoe oft se-
cent wbich !makea
oven the moat edu-
cated of ArneriSau
distinctive te th.
Engllah oar. Thèe'
was notblng of the

such an intredge-
tion would have
engendered w e r e
abs Englieh andh.
youflger.

.She saw h w9aa
eider t h anaah.
thought; he. had a.
courtly, almost an
old-world grae lM.
his attitude tq-
wards ber. Once h.
put out hiu ba"d
t' help ber stbh%
astumbled baek -,
tbe place wbereh.
lied loft hi. rods,
and wben abs lald
ber band- on tge
extended form
te steady, heraelf,
asitefelt a tries"e
tbat waa like the
atone arm. of a'
atatue.

"Do yen mindif1 reat ,hors a 'lit-*
tic?" ahe asked. qI
aban't h. disturb-
ing yen?"I

8h. bad a quick
amile that caMe
suddenly and de-
parted without
warnlng, leayvlug,
the face a littie.

"'You wifl neRt
disturb me, he said, "and I ehall nôt
disturb the fIshos. Indeed," ho cenfeesed,
with a littie cbnckle, "I'm rathor a fraud.
1 barrow tho feelings of that poor man,
tbe landlord of tho 'Lion,' b y the allght
1 put upon the, river, but I h ave not aa
yet taken my rod from fts case."

She nodded quickly.
"'You lilce to h. alone, and you want

an excuse," she said. "I know that feel-
ing;, somebimes I feel when people, wefl
xneaning and kindly, corne around I could
just scream."

She saw the open tobacco poech that-
lay on the bank.

"Won't you emoke ?" sho asked.
"Please do, 1 like to ses men smoking.",

"1 arn a great believer in old men
smoking," ho said, as ho filled hie pipe-,
"il keeps their thougbts diffused. Tt
le only to the young that tobacco gives
concentration."

He said this gimply, using the wordit,
"Iold men" with an assiurance whicb
neither invited nor rejecbed comment.

She saw the hands thal were clasped
about bis knee were big and veincd, and
kuew that lie spoke without illusions.

"IT owe something to your lovely coun-
try," lie said; "T1 smoked ny irat pipe
iu Virginia," he chuckled again. Il was
like eatiîig one's first, oyster at Whit-,
stable."


