
CHAPTER XXrV
Richard Vont was buried in the little churchyard

behind Alandeleys, the churchyard in which was the
family va.ilt and which was consecrated entirely to
tenants and dependents of the estate. The little con-
gregation of sobcrly-eluJ villagers received more than
one surprise during the course of the short and simple
service. The Marquis himself, clad in sombre and un-
familiar garments, stood in his pew and followed the
little procession to the graveside. The new tenant
of Broomleys was there, and Marcia, deeply veiled
but easily recognisable by that brief moment of emotion
which followed the final ceremony. At its conclusion,
the s eward, ^.llow.ng an immemorial custom, invited
the httle crowd io accompany him to Mandclovs, where
refreshments were provided in the back hall. The Mar-
quis had stepped back into the church. David andMarcia were alone. He came round to her side,

lou don t remember me? » he asked
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«''"'"<''• "but manJ v<-ars ago I was

wiin you, Marcia. '
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" I remember your eyes," she said. « They puzzledme more than once. Did he know?

"
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"Of course," David answered. « We lived toifetL.rin America for many years, and we came home together.


