
The Man fro M South A fr ic a
A Story of 1kw t/he Heroine Girciimvented the Jiilain

44T seenis liard," observed the vicar, thoughtJ fui ly. "But is it any use to intervene? 'f h<
thing was inevitable, and, of course, th(
squire is quite within his rights."

"Undoubtedly," said his wife, with a touch oi1
accrbity in her prim voice; "and it is foolish of th(
Hoîts to m~ake such a fuss about it.» But that's jusi
like thcm.' They've been troublesome people evex
since we came to, Gravclly HIll."

"I wouldn't exactly say that, my dear," observcd
the vicar with his customary mildncss, "They art
superior people, perhaps that has been the difficulty
ail along. Uad they been more like the Brookes at
Bottom End there would have been no trouble about
buying themn ont."

"Wýýe don't want superior people in a village inn,
Clement," replied Mrs. Clitberoe; "but Isomebody
who, knows whicli side tbeir bread is buttered on.
I'm sick enougli of the airs the Holts have given
themselves for a long time. And they're too fond of
making laws for themnselves. 'An innis a place of
public entertainment, as far as I know anything
about it, but they have b rht too many of their
own fads into the management ýof the 'Bun and
Stoat.'"

"It's Emily," said the vicar. "She's a fine
woman, but takes a restricted view. What is it,
Puss; why do you stare Sa salemnly with those big
eyes of yours ?" he added, turning to his daugliter
Mabel, otherwise Puss, tbe apple of his eye, and the
pride of the parisb..

"I think, Daddy, that it's awful of the new squire
ta wan4 to turn olut the dear Hoîts. And if it's true
that he w ill pull down the 'Bun and Stoat' and build
a big horrid red public-bouse ini its place, I don't
wonder that everybody is angry."

The vicar was weIl accustomed to frank expres-
sion of opinion on Mabel's part, and usually laughed
at lier for it; but this time be felt bound to, reprove
lier.

",It is in the interests of the place. Puss, and
we musn't judge a mian for daing bis best with bis
own. There are a good rnany things an up-to-date
squire, a business man from Soutli Africa, would
naturally want to change in Gravelly' Hill. We
may be quite picturesque, my dear, but we are rather
out-of-date and, 1 fear, insanitary."

"Perbaps he'll want ta pull down the churcli and
the vicarage, and build new red brick ones too,"
ohsýerved thie maiden demurely.

"he vicar's face reddened a littie,
"Not at ail, not at ahl; lie would neyer dream of

sticb a tbing. Gravelly Churcli is one of the finest

"h spare uis, Clenient 1" observed bis wife, hoald-
igup a deprecating hand. "We don't want tlie

contents of the guide book, and we ail know perfectly
well that the clitrcli is coid and draughty and damnp
-and everything it ought not to bc. For rny part 1
shouldn't mind if it were pulled down, or at least
renovated. And I shall welcome Mr. Pegram's
arrivai at Gravelly as the inauguration of a new
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of the Manor dwclt. For forty years lic bad been
ia gentie old man who had Iivcd the life of a recluse,

and initerfered witli none. Pcrhaps sucli a slack rule
had causcd tlicm ail tc, get exaggcrated ideas about

*their own riglits and lierties, and that any change
must bave tried tliem sorely.. But it secmed sncb a

*drastiç change. Old Christopher Pcgram had left,
as bis sole beir and executor, the son of an old friend
wlio had emigrated ta, South Africa in bis youth,
on condition that lie took bis name. Sucli was the
story, but the real inwardness was nat known save
hy the man wbo had benefited under the will.

It was by fia means an uncommon story. Two
men wbo had been friends in youth had loved the
sanie èWoman, and the onehad remained unmarried
for lier sake.'

MabeL Clitberoe knew nothing about this stary,
whidh would bave quickly appcaled ta lier warmt
imagination. She was by fia means pleased at the
idea of "tbe man from, Southi Africa," as she callcd
him, caming in and destroying alI the old-world
features of tlie village. She thouglit it stili worse,,
and more reprebensible for hlm to, give orders for
drastic changes to be made witbout so mucli as
troubfing to corne down and see the place for him-
self. She supposed that lie was stili in Southi Africa,
winding np bis affairs, and South Africa was too far
awayta, give lier a chance to, speak lier mmîd. Mabel
bad decided longý since that sorne day she would
speak lier mmnd ta the new squire, for she loved the
old inn and the folk wlio lived in it, in fact ber
increasing initimacy with the Hoîts was a seriaus
tliorn in the flesh of lier mother, wbo did not like
the Hoîts, and constantly rnaintained that tliey lield
ideas*above their station.

Mrs. Clitheroe belonged ta the class of meddling
persans wio, wislied ta, manage everybody's affairs
and ta patranise the wliole ai ber liusband's parish,
where she was cardially disliked. And it was because
the 'Hoîts, during ail the years shýe had,,been in
Gravelly, liad persistently resented lier interference
witli the management of the "Bun and Stoat," and
liad successfully kept ber on the outside of their
affairs, that she bore tliem sucli a grudge.

Mabel bad fia bat on, and she arrived under the
elm,ý at the old inn witi lier hair blowing in the
wind, and a calour rnore radiant and lovely than
the peacli bloom an lier srnooth clieek. She was a
beautiful creature, and ail ber cbarrn was enlianced
by ber utter and superb unconsciousness. Moreover
she was the idol, flot ai Gravelly alone, but ai every
nook ai the scattered parisli she was want ta scour
on foot and on the back of ber slhaggy Shetland.
Nowhere was the vica?'s daugliter rnore idolised
than at the aid inn.

Emnily Hoît, the daugliter ai the inn-keeper, wbo
was sitting with a bit of needlewark just within the
porcli, sprang up when she saw lier came, and sallied
forth ta meet her. Exnily was a strîking-laoking
warnan ai about thirty-five, tali, well-proportioned,
graceful, with dark hair and warm, clear colouring.
There was a stand-offishness in lier manner which

Hait,

"He won't expect it; I guess lie knows 1 put
that letter in-the fire, and that father neyer even
saw it," she rcolied in exactly the sanie even, bitter
voice.

"Will tbey try to put you out, do you think?"
"I have no doubt whatever about it," said Emily

quietly. "But until they (10 put us out, we don't
move. If only the squire would corne down liere,
something might be donc, but Pultency is keeping
him away !"

"But be's in South Africa still, isn't he ?" ini-
quircd Mabel eagerly.

"Some say flot; that lie's in London. At least
hc won't lie long in coming now. Pulteney's aim.
don't you sec, is to get ns ont before he cornes. I
suppose lie's afraid that whcn be docs corne, the
squire may not be such a puppet as hl is now. It's
wicked, I say, for a man to give sucli power into
tbe liands of unscrupulous persans. He would bave
been just the same in the old squire's tinte, only lie
wasn't permitted to be liard on people."

"He looks quite amiable, and lie always is amiable
whcn I see him," said Mabel. "I can't make out
wliy lie is so, abominable to yon, darling Emily."

"IPultcney is a bard man, dear, but lie isý fot
so bard on everybody as lie is on me."

"But wby, Emily ?"
"Well, you see, once upon a tirne lie used to come

liere a lot, and we were very gaod friends."
"And did you quarrel ?" Mabel asked breatlilessly.
"Yes, and nô, dear. You are toc, young to explain

it to, yet. Saie day I will tell you. Tliat was eleven
years ago, and lie lias persecuted me ever since. We
liavcn't been able to get a single thing donc, and
we always knew tliat wlicn the squire died lie would
try ta put us ont. But wel won't go unless tliey put
us out by main force."

"It's awful, Enily, perfectly scandalous and
awful !" cried Mab.el, who like ail strong nat -ures

iked strong words, and required tlem. to express, ier

"We will stop here at Ieast until thie squire hirn-
sef ut u ot.Pulteney bas made some tale ta,

him that lias no truth in it, and we bave ahl thie
veople on our side. If only he would corne borne him-
self, and sec liaw matters are, well, I am sure if lie is
a generous man, or even a just one, at least a haif of
Pulteney's programme, whici lie calîs reforms, would
neyer be carried out."

"If I knew his address I would write to bim,"
said Mabel impulsively.

"He lias left Africa, and somebody calling here
from' London said lie wouild stop at thie Hotel Cecil,
tliat lie was expected there."

"T wilI rernexber that, but I will write it down,
said Mabel, scribbling the namne in the little old diary
that bung at lier side.

Slie did not think it wise to repeat, even to lier
father, any part of what had passed between lier
anid Ernily Hlt, but she continued ta ponder it in
lier mimd. One- rnorning, about a fortniglit later,
lookirig out af the window she saw Pulteney, the
squire's m'an of affairs, tethering bis horse's bridle
to the gate post. Uer father was in the garden, and
Mabel went out by the open Frenchi window and
began ta appear very interested in liS PrUning of


