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CHAPTER IX.
CHAPTER X.

In one mass of confusion the dog­
cart and its wild team collapse. Sir 
Hugh finds himself thrown out on to 
the mossy bank, and scrambles to his 
feet, shaken, but unhurt, perhaps be­
cause he is used to being hurled from 
his horse and otherwise knocked 
about. He scrambles to his feet and 
looks round with a sudden sinking at 
l)is heart, that dull throb ot appre­
hension and6terror which most of us 
have felt.

Where is Dulcic?
The leader is sprawling on the 

ground, entangled in the traces, the 
wheeler stands trembling and flicking 
the foam from his mouth; the dog­
cart, minus a wheel and with broken 
shafts, lies over on its side. But Sir 
Hugh scarcely regards the total 
wreck, for there, lying with her head 
upon her arms, is the tall, slim figure, 
fearfully limp and straight, terribly 
still and—yes, dead-looking!

Hugh has seen many a comrade 
prone and dead upon the field on the 
morning jtfter the battle, and has not 
shrunk, though full of sorrow, to ap­
proach him; but he shrinks and stands 
appalled a moment before this grace­
ful, girlish form, and his heart fails 
him; but it Is only for a moment; the 
next he turns to her, and kneeling 
down raises her in his arms. The face 
is white, the eyes closed, but "thank 
Heaven!" he murmurs, “she Is alive." 
Then infinite pity takes the place of 
infinite fear, he presses her closer to 
him and looks round eagerly for 
water.

Alas! there Is no sign of even a 
ditch; and tho groom! Where Is he?

With something like a groan, Hugh, 
still holding her In his a#ms, rises 
and looks round. There is a keep­
er’s cottage within a little distance, 
hut for the life of him he cannot bring 
himself to -tfcy~her down and leave 
while he fetches assistance. There are 
no wolves, no ferocious animals of 
any description in Holme Woods, but 
he cannot forte himself to relinquish 
the girl who, when conscious, is so 
proud and willful, now that she is un­
conscious and helpless—lies so trust­
fully and quietly in his arms.

No! he will carry her. After all, 
she is not heavier than a soldier with

his accoutrements, and he has often 
cdYried a fellow comrade off the field.

. So raising her that her head may 
upon his breast, he strides slowly 

! and carefully away, bestowing not 
I even a glance upon the horses—for 
i all he cares, they may bolt to the 
moon; he has only one thought, 
that is of Dulcie.

"Would to Heaven,” he mutters, “I 
had not persuaded her to come! Has 
she come to Holme Castle to meet her 
death? That cursed will! Poor girl! 
poor girl!”

In the new-born pity which floods 
ills heart, he loses all remembrance 
of the pettish willfulness, the down­
right ridicule which she had treated 
him to. She looks so still, so placid, 
so peaceful, and so exquisitely lovely, 
with her white face upon which 
dark fringes ot her lashes lie black 
and sweeping that all the past is for­
gotten, and tor the present there arc 
only infinite pity and tenderness. For 
all her «Harness, she is no light 
weight. She is tall, and an inert fig­
ure Is so much dead weight, and lie 
pauses a moment to get hie breath.

As he does so a slight shudder runt 
through her form, and he feels her 
•heart throb against his; the next in­
stant she opens her eyes and looks up 
at him, dazed and bewildered, but 
conscious, and In his sudden thank 
fulness and Joy he murmurs her name.

“Dulcie,, my dear! Dulcie, my dar 
ling! Are you better? My poor dar 
ling!"

She does not understand for a mo­
ment, then her face flushes slowly, 
and she closes her eyes, and he fears 
that she has fainted again.

"Dulcie!” he whispers, kneeling on 
a rising bank and holding her in his 
arms, "are you hurt? Are you 
pain? Speak to me if you can! Oh 
my darling, I am so sorry!"

The words, the tone, the look, are 
so full of tenderness and love that 
Dulcie lies still, half-bewildered b) 
the change in him. Can she be dream 
ing? Is this the stern, grim Sir Hugh, 
the soldier with the Victoria Cross 
Dulcie does not know much of the 
poets; she has never read the line 
that pregnant line:
“Staunch as a woman, tender as 

man."
And the change in his manner 

startles her. Then she realizes that 
she is lying in his arms and on his 
heart, and the white face grows car 
mine.

“Where am I?” she asks, rather 
faintly. “What has happened?!’ and 
she makes an effort to liberate her 
self and rise, but Sir Hugh still holds 
her firmly, tenderly.

"Thank Heaven!" he murmurs, with 
a breath ot relief. "Are you much 
hurt? Are you in pain anywhere? 
Try and see. I am terribly anxious.

She looks up at him, and as the 
remembrance ot the accident comes 
back to her, a smile breaks upon her 
lips and shines in her dark eyes— 
Dulcie would smile at the stake—and 
with the smile a strange shyness and 
embarrassment. Why does he hold 
her so tightly?

“No, I am not hurt; at least I don’t 
think so. Certainly I am not in any 
pain, excepting a few bruises. My 
head-----’’

"Ah!” he says, anxiously.
“My head is awfully heavy and 

dull. Do you think it is broken?" and 
she smiles again.

"How can you jest at such a mo­
ment?" he says, with gentle re­
proach. "Are you sure you have not
sprained your arm—your leg-----’’

Then she laughs again softly, and 
her eyes droop.

"How can I tell," she says, "while— 
while—you hold me?"

It Is his turn to color now.\
"I—I beg your pardon," he says,
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and he withdraws his infolding arms, 
but slightly and reluctantly. "Now," 
he says.

Dulcie rises and stands upright, 
and holding both his arms, and he, 
still on his knees, looks up at her; 
they make a charming picture, if they 
only knew it;' but just now they arc 
thinking of anything but graceful 
poses.

“No," she says, ruminatingly. "No. 
I don’t think anything Is broken, and 
I should know it, shouldn’t I? But 
you?" with a swift, downward glance.

“I?” he says, impatiently. “I am 
all right, I fell on the moss; but you! 
I saw you lying there against that 
tree-----" and he stops with some­
thing like a shudder as the remem­
brance ot thé white face and still
form comes back to him.

She laughs softly.
"I am afraid I must have hurt the 

tree," she sdys. “I remember knock­
ing against it; I think it was my 
head. After all, there is an advantage 
In being stupid, isn't there? My 
school-mistress always said I had a 
thick head, and I am sure, now, that 
she was right. But,” after a pause. 
'I feel strangely tired!”

"Sit down," he says, and he pulls 
her arm gently: “sit down. You have 
been terribly shaken. Rest here, 
while I run and get you some water. 
You don’t mind my leaving you? 1 
shall be only a few minutes. Where 
can that fool of a George be?"

Dulcie sits down, and after looking 
at her anxiously for a moment, lie 
runs off. Left alone, Duclie sits with 
her hands clasped, her eyes fixed on 
the wreck; the leader is on his feet 
now, and he and his companion are 
nibbling at the grass as' if nothing 
had happened; but it is not ot the 
broken dog-cart or the horses that 
she is thinking. Has she been dream 
ing while- in that awful dead kind of 
trance—Dulcie lias never fainted be 
fore in her life—or did she really 
hear the words, “My dear! My dar 
ling!"

She ponders on this for some mo 
ments, while the tell-tale flush goes 
and comes in her face.

"My dear! My darling!" No! Cer­
tainly Sir Hugh, the grim and cold 
could not use such words, and es 
pecially to her; if he used them at 
all, it would.be to the meek-faced, 
"mousey" young lady named Lucy 
Fairfax, not to her—Dulcie.

And yet—and yet! And then, why 
did he hold her so tightly?

Before she had done with the ques­
tion Sir Hugh returns, walking gin­
gerly, as people do when they carry 
a glass of water and want to hurry. 

"Are you all right?” he calls out 
Dulcie nods.
“Quite, thauks.”
"Drink that,” he says. "Stop! 

What an idiot I am. I quite forgot 
it.”

And he pulls out a diminutive sil­
ver flask, annd pours its contents in­
to the water.

What is It?’’ she asks. "Brandy? 
Ugh!"

And she shudders.
“Never mind—drink it,” he says, 

almost Imperatively. “I quite forgot 
I had it—In fact, I lost my head most 
unaccountably to see you lying 
there----- ’’

And he glances at the spot, and is 
eloquently silent.

She sips the mixture, and disposes

brandy and water; it always reminds 
me of the Channel passage.”

And she laughs.
He puts down the glass, and stands 

beside her, looking rown at her as 
she sits with clasped hands. In the 
confusion, a coil of . the raven-black 
hair has become unfastened, and 
streams down her back; her hat lies 

the rest of the wreck. She 
makes, sitting there so quiet and still, 
a picture which he will carry with 

to the grave, and which stirs his 
now, while he is living, so 

he can almost hear his heart

There Is silence between them for 
some minutes or so, a silence which 
somehow Dulcie feels an anxiety, anff 
■iho breaks it without looking up.

"Hadn’t we better go now? How 
ibout those poor horses—”

"D—confound the horses!" he says. 
‘Never mind them, think ot yourself.
I can’t get the idea out of my head 
‘hat you must be hurt. Are you sure 
you don’t feel any aching pain any­
where ?’’

She shakes her head.
“I feel stiff, that is all—and that 

will soon go off. Wliat a good thing 
lhat Edie didn’t ride with you.”

“Yes," he says, but not so heartily 
as lie might. "Yes, quite so; but I 
wish to Heaven I had come by my- 
ielf. By the way, why didn’t you do 
as I told you?"

She looks up inquiringly, but her 
eyes droop.

“Why didn't you jump down when 
[ gave you the word? You would 
have been all right then?"

She laughs softly.
"Wouldn't that have been rather 

mean?” she says—“something like 
taking to the boats before the others 
when the ship is going down? No, 
couldn’t do that."

"Good heavens!" he exclaims, “you 
don’t mean to say that you were 
thinking of me?"

She is silent at this straight ques­
tion, and plucks at the moss thought 
fully.

“What would it have mattered about 
me?" he says. “I should have been 
all right—I was, you see. I wish you 
had jumped. Do you never do what 
you are bid?"

He does not ask the question ang 
rily, as lie would have done an hour 
ago, but with a reproachful gentle­
ness.

She shakes her head.
“Never!" she says. "Ask Aunt Fer 

mor. I have never done as I have 
been told, and that is why I am al 
ways getting into scrapes. What will 
they say at the Castle?" she goes on 
"I am quite sure Lady Falconer will 
put it all down to my account, and 
not altogether unjustly, seeing that it 
was I who persuaded you to come 
through the wood. How she will love 
me!" and she laughs ruefully.

"What does It matter?" he says, 
with impatience. “The great thing is 
that you have escaped—if you have? 
Will you stand up?"

She stands up.
"Let us go," she says. “I suppose 

we can walk. Look at that fearful 
wreck! and those poor horses; they 
don’t seem to mind much."

"Never mind the horses—confound 
them!" lie says. "Take my arm. 
There is a footpath through here to 
the Castle. We must walk slowly. 
You must take my arm!" for she has 
not obeyed him.

She puts her hand upon his arm, 
and they set off; but after a few steps 
she stops.

“I feel awfully tired," she says. 
Suppose I was to sit down here and 

rest, while you go on and tell them 
there that It Is all right—I mean all 
wrong?”
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All the School Books 
for all the Grades 

all the time.

Household Notes.

1 All School Books for the Prim­
ary Grade.

All the School Books for the 
Preliminary Grade.

All the School Books for the In­
termediate Grade.

All Books for the Associate 
Grade.

All Books for London Matric.
All Books for all the Colleges.
All Books for all the Schools.
All Books for Home Studies.
Books temporarily out of stock 

supplied by mail direct 
from the Publisher.

ALL SCHOOL SUPPLIES, Viz:
Pencils, Penholders, Chalk,
Slates, Ink, Blotting,
Exercise & Conv Books. Maps,

BRITISH COLUMBIA'S FIRST
H. H. Blanchet insert

Mr. H. H. Blanchet, of Toronto, 
in the city “yesterday en route 
John's, Newfoundland, where be 
interest himself in wooden
Ing.

“While in Ottawa,” said Mi. 
chet, “I had an interview with 
J. D. Hazen, minister of marine 
fisheries, during which I secured 
promise from that gentleman 
bonus that steel company in 
ada which would build a mill to 
steel ship-plates, after which I 
Montreal and interviewed Ma 
Workman President ot the Doming 
Iron and Steel Company.

“My statement so impressed 
Workman that he told me he would 
to Ottawa and have Hon. Mr. Ha/.| 
confirm this, and have this bonus 
Into effect.

Small Hope for Russi;
The Times: In the West there hj 

been far too much expectation of 
miraculous restoration of RusshJ 
fighting capacity. We have been to 
that Russia is unlike other countri j 
that her powers of rapid recuperatiq 
are exceptional, that she is capable 
the most marvellous changes, that 
has a resilience under adversity 
Western nations do not possess, 
experienced soldier has lately 
these rosy hopes, for armies

No “Fair Vs
Skipper Kcroseul 
under any wcatht l 
it is clean, po\veri|

SKI
REROSl

Every drop the su| 
power. Better 
climate than any 
and non-carboni 
carburetor content 
the mile or by the!

STANDARD oil!


