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THE TREE OF KNOWLEDGE
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A NOVEL.

BY

G. M. ROBINS,
Author of “ Keep My Secret,” “ A False Position, elc.

¢ What so false as truth is,
False to thee?
Where the serpent’s tooth is,
' Shun the tree—
Where the apple reddens,
Never pry—
Lest we lose our Edens,
.EveandI!”

A Woman’s Last Word.
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THE TPrEE/OF KNOWLEDGE

CHAPTER L

Wbere I will heal me of my grievous wound.
. Mm’ d’Aerr

ANYONE who has read the Mort & Arthur can hardly fail,
# he traverse the Combe of Edge in early symimer, to be
struck by its resemblance to the fairy Valley of Avilion.

A spot still by good fortune remote from rail, and there-
fore lying fresh and unsullied between its protecting hills,
waiting, like the pearl of great price, to reward the eye of
the, diligent seeker after beauty. It seems hard, at first

- glance, to believe that the rigors of an English wmter can
ever sweep across its sunny uplands.
“ Where falls not rain, nor hail, nor any snow,
“"Nor ever wind blows loudly ; "but it lies
. Deep-meadowed, happy, fair with orchard lawns
~ And bowery wﬂlo#s,crownedvnthsummerm

As regards the falling of rain and hail, and the buﬁ'etmg
of winds, it is to be supposed the place does not, literally
/ speakmg, resemble the mystic Isle; but it was a fact, as
Allonby had just elicited from the oldest inhabitant, that
..snow had only three times lain on the hills within his
memory.
To the young mian himself, as he sat in a patch of shade
. just outside the rural inn, with a tankard of cider in his
hand, and his long legs extended in an attitude of blissful "
rest, it séemed ‘as if the remainder of the descnptxon must
be aso true.
Up over his head, the sky was blue—how blue!  An
" "unseen lark treinbled somewhere in- ltsrdepths, -and its -
song dropped earthwards in trills of melody. - L
- Itwas that lovehest semnﬁbﬁﬁghshmwhmh
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comes before the cutting of the grass. "All up the sides of
the valley the meadows were ripe for the scythe ; the dark-
red spires of the sorrel and the white stars of the ox-eye
daisy bent softly in the warm south breeze. Down below
the level of the eye, in the very heart of the Combe, a fringe
of reeds and little willows marked the lowly course of the
brook.. No one who noted its insignificant pxgportions
would have guessed—unless he were a true disciple of
Isaak Walton—what plump trout gllded over its clear gra-
vel bed.

Ia the fine pasturage of the, glebe meadows, the red-
brown cows were gathered under a treeyout of the hot
sparkle of the sun. The orchards had lost their bewilder-
ing glory of bloom, except just here and there, where a late
apple-tree shoot was still decorated with coral-tinted wreath.

And beyond, the orchards was the crown of sumner
sea—

3¢ The liquid bloom of a crescent of sea,
The silent sapphire-spangled ma.rrmge-rmgof the land,”

thought Allonby, who was altogether in a Tennysoman
frame of mind th#t morning. He could not help it. The
fresh loveliness of his surroundings impressed him with a
dreamy delight, and he loved nothing so well as the luxury
of yielding to his impressions. He was filled with a blend-
ing of -indescriballe emotions, longings, desires ; wonder-
ing how anyone managed to live in London and yet retain
any powers of mind and thought.
‘T have been here two days,” he sighed, “and my

of ideas is stretchmg, stretchmg, like the handkerchief m
the fairy-tale which stretched into a gown. My horizon is
widening, niy standard of perfection is rising ; I shall either

die, if it goes on much longer, or become a totally different

person. Faréwell, my old self, with your trivial daubs,

your dingy studio, your faded London models. . Let us go . |

in for tne shearing of sheep under burning skies, for moon-
rise on the waters of an endless sea, for the white, dusty

perspectxve of the village street, or for Mary, the maid of-
“the mn!” -

Mr. Allonby, as will have been gathered from thls frag-

ment, was not a strikingly coherent thinker ; but to-dayhe - -~
. Was certainly more wool—gatbenng than usual -and he had

.not even streagth to be angry with himself for the same.
“ Temperament,” he went on, laley ¢ national tempem-«
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ment, is entirely the result of climatic influence. I fancy
I've heard that sentiment before—I have a dim idea that
I have heard it frequently.; but I have never till this
moment realised it thoroughly. I now nge~1t the sanction
of my unqualified assent. They say of us, that no-Englisa- -
man understands how to Adner. How the devil could
anyone fdner in the shades of 2 London fog? Is.east
wind conducive to lounging in the centres of squares?
or a ceaseless downpour the best accompaniment to a
meal taken out of doors? No, indéed! Give me only a
landscape like the present, and six weeks of days such
as this, and I will undertake to rival the veriest fdmesur
that ewver strolled in a Neapolitan market.” How sweet-

. tempered I should grow, toe! Even now I recall, dimly

as in a dream, the herds of cross and disagreeable people
who struggle into omnibuses at Piccadilly Circus. “Why, -
oh, why do they doit? Do they really imagine it worth the
trouble ? Why don’t they tear off their mittens and mack-
intoshes, fling away their tall hats, their parcels, their

. 'gamps, and make one sxmultaneous rush for the Island
* Valley of Avilion?”

“And, as he thus mused, arose straightway- ‘before his
una.gmatwn—whlch was k vision of such a crowd
as emanates, on a wet night, from a Metropolitan railway-
station—of such a crow«f pouring from an imaginary ter-.
minus, and flocking down-thdk poetic village street, inun-
dating the grass-grown curve of beach in the bay, swarming .
";d? black herd up the warin red sides of the peaceful
c

“Jove!” he e;aculatcd under his breath “how they
would spoil the place!”

* And he,checked. his philanthropic desire that all his
fellow Londoners should come to learn lounging in this
ideal village. His beatific musings were broken into by
the appearance of the mn-keeper’s young daughter, ‘“ Mary,
the maid of the inn,” as he named her, though' her
parents had: christened her

She came walking awkmdly thmugh the cool dark -
passage, and poked her pretty, tow-colored head round the
doorway, to -obtain 4 side scrutiny of ﬁuher’sguu,-
who was an object of great interést to her.” .

“l%e_moﬂtetsadlvn Pask yenfyerwasgm’Joget :
your dinner aout, same as or d :

hm y?"_ ywtexday yer’sct:m_‘__
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'l’hxs questxon brought Allonby’s thoughts home to 3
sense of forgotten duty.. The spot he had’ yesterday’
selected, whence to paint his projected picture, ‘ya.s a mile

_along the valley, and the day was passing ; so far he had
been conspicuously successful in.his efforts to become a
lounger.. ‘

“I worgiker if your mother would tie me up some dinner
in a handkerchief?” said he. “I had none yesterday,
because it was teo far to come back.”

Then, as the girl disappeared, he rose; stretched and

g told himself that he was a fool to have put off his tramp
g till the hottest hour of the day, when it would be quite
e impossible to get an inch of shade, either side of the way.
However, he had ceffie to Edge Combe brimful of gocd
resolutions, and he meant at least to try to keep them, in
spite of the strange fermentation which seemed to be taking
ik place in his brain. As he shouldered his camp-stool and
Ed other paraphernalia, it occurred to him to bestow a smiling-
E Ppity on a poor fool who could allow all his _ideas of life to
1. " be revolutionized by a sudden plunge frem London dirt
i ’ and heat into the glamor of a De§on shire summer,
E ’ “ However,” he reflected, *it won’t last. I've been over-
- turned .in this way before. Look what an ass I made of
E myself in Maremma ! It doesn’t increase one’s Self-rgspect
to recall these things. But, after all, either I am a’singu-
. ~ larly unappreciative person, or my insular prejudices are
) very strong, or—I like best to imagine this third—there is-
EA % something in the fickle beauty of an English summer
which surpasses even Italy. I don’t think anythmg there

- ever moved me quite as the Valley of Avilion does. * There

is something so pure, so wholesome, in this séa-scented,

warm air. There is no treachery, no malaria lurking under

‘the loveliest bits of foliage—no mosquitoes either,” he sud-

denly concluded, somewhat prosaically, as he lifted his

soft cloth helmet, and wiped his blg forehead. “ Only one

drawback to an English summer,” he continued; as he

started on his way, with his dinnér tied up in a blue hand-

" kerchief, and began to tramp, with long strides, along the

_ curve road, with its low stone wall, which skirted the deep

* - blue bay. “Only one drawback, and that one which
enhances its beauty, and makes it all the more precious: . .°

-one is never sure of keepmg it for two days together Its -

- uncertainty is its charm.” . -
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He paused,\ and keenly surveyed the purple and hazy
horizon. No 8igns, as yet, of the weather breaking ; all
was fair, and all\was very, very hot. He rested his dinner
on a stone, and again passed his handkerchief over his brow.
The swish, swish\of the scythes in the lang grass made
him glance up. ‘The mowers were mowing the steep hill to
his night, and the long sweep of their muscular arms was-
fine to see, as they advanced, step by step, in regular
order, the fragrant crop falling prostrate in their path. .

“It's a grand day \’ cried Allonby, in the joy of his
heart. : \W o .

“ Ay, sir, and it’ll be\a grand week. e’ll da all we've
got to da before the rain\comes.” - o
“This was said with a cheery authority which gladdened
Allonby afresh, and seemed to put a final touch to his
riotous delight. Scarcely 2 moment before he had affirmed
that the ancertainty of the weather was what pleased him ;
but the dictum of this rural prophet was none the less
"encouraging and reassuring. -

_ Just beyond the mowers, under a clump of very fine ash--
trees, stood the forge, and in its shadow the furnace roared,
—and the.sparks leaped out. 'Ehe young man must needs
" pause here again to enjoy the contrast of the fierce dark
fife on the one side, and on the other the musical trickle
of a limpid rill of water, which fell from a spout, and
dropped into a roughly hewn stone basin, shooting and
~ sparkling in the light. : ' T

As he stood, absorbed in gazing, the shrill call o"/some
bird came clearly to his ear, and made him glance up.
He was standing at the foot of a very steep hill thickly
grown with trees, and high up, between the leaves, he

- could descry peeps of a long white house, and a sunny
terrace, blazing with geraniums. His keen eyes noticed
at once a big brass cage wherein doubtless a cockatoo was
enjoying the sunshine, and then he saw a little lady in
white come slowly along, with a wide black straw hat to:
shield her from the sun. He was farsighted enough to
know that the little lady was middle-aged and wore specta-
cles, but she had a sweet and pleasant countenance, and
at once Allonby longed to know what favored mortal this

-.” was . who made her home in Avilion. L .

How lovely was that sunny terrace!| How soothing the. .-

- cry of that unseen bird!' ‘What a lovely wicker-chair that




A

IR o TRERUN
S T r . L N

FRL0 DL SR kg ,‘-‘).’“"‘;',‘-i‘f/‘z' LA B M TS

RN

s 'THE TREE OF KNOWLEDGE., . - ,

was which stood so invitingly just in the shadow of the -
porch! A great longing to enter these precincts, to pene-
trate into the mysteries of that dusky, cool interior, took

possession of him, and he had’gazed for many minutes

. before it occurred to-him that he must present something

the appearance of a little street urchin, flattening his nose
against a confectioner’s window. -
Turning sharply, be saw that the grimy smith, with his’

- blue eyes looking oddly from his blackened face, was

standing at the ¢
much curiosity. .
“Good morning,” said Allonby. * That’s a pretty house

oor of the smithy, regarding him with

‘up the hill there. Who lives in it?” -

“The Miss Willoughbys,” was the answer. “It’s the
only- big house in the-village, sir.” :

Allonby breathed| freely. -He had dreaded lest he
should receive for a r that Mr. Stokes the tanner, or
Noakes the varnish-maker, dwelt in-that poetic house ;
but no! Al was in keeping with the_valley of Avilion.-
The Misses Willoughby! He said to himself that the
name might lave been made on purpose. g

With a strong effort he tore himself away, and continued

“his tramp in the broiling sum, and still, as he went up the

valley, between the s banks of harts-tongue, over the
masical brooks, he could-hear the hot and sleepy cries of
the bird on the terrace growing ever fainter and fainter. ,

CHAPTER 1I1. .
. Let no maiden think, however fair, -

+  She is not fairer iw néw clothes than old.
= ‘ : TENNYRON,
Miss FANNY WILLOUGHBY, when the unseen Allonby saw
her pass on -the terrace, had just come from feeding her
fowls. The powltry-yard was quite a feature at Edge, as
the house was always called for brevity’s sake, though its
full pame was Edge Willoughby. ' Thrs year had been a
very fortanate one for Miss Fanny’s pigeons, and her mind-
was. full of happy and contented thoughts as she cartied
back her empty tin dishes and deposited them carefully, -

. . B

. A T PR
o LRSS PR X TR
e S B R B A o A



~

.
aron

TR IR

RIS 2 o TS RARE Lo b
L it Rt A Ty g T st

THE TREE OF A’NOWLEDGt

along with her gxrdcmng gloves, in the htde room ho'n
as the gardening-room. °

Beside her walked the very bird whose call bad attracted
the artist’s attention. Jacky was a Cornish chough, conk
black in plumage, with brilliant orange-tinted beak. He

strutted along sideways and with great dignity, casting .

looks of exultant triumph at the imprisoned cockatoo, who

w3s his sworn foe. Puck, the stout and averfed terrer,
solemnly accompanied them, as was his invariable habit,
walking very close to the neat box-border, and now and

- then sniffing at the glowing geraniums.
“ Dear me!” sald Miss Fanny, ‘“how vum it is—

" quite oppressive.”

" She would not for worlds have said that it was hot, but
her dear little face was pink with her exertions, and her
‘smiall plump hands so moist that to pull off the gloves was
quite a business.

The sound of a piano was loudly audible—a
piano, very much out of tune, up and down wluch
were being rattled lightly and evenly.

“ 1 really think I shall tell the child not to practise any
more,” said Miss Fanny. * Charlotte is’ cettamly a trifle
cxactmg this warm weather.”

So saying, she opened a door to her right, &nd entered -
"a room; which was evidently sacred to the purposes of -

education—the education of a former day. A reclining-
board and two large globes were its principal features.
The book-shelves were stocked with such works as
“ Mangnall’s Qhestlons," “Child's Guide,” ¢ Mrs. Mark-
ham’s England,” and the like. On the square table in the
window was a slate full of sums, and what used to be
known as a “ copy slip "——beanng a statement of dwbtfnl
veracity :
¢ Truth is better than flattery.” »

Tbu sunzncenunnptucd.exacﬂythc system on 'ixm
Elaine Brabourne’s aunts had broyght her up. ‘

They loved her very deasly, but they would have thought
it a criminal weakness to.tell her so._ They acted always -

’ .
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lesson, you were given to understand that the fact was due
to the excellence of the manner in which you were taught
—not to any effort of your own. If you did not learn it,
you were conscious that this deficiency on your part was
only to be expected from one who habitually made so small
a use of such excéptional advantages. You were never
éncouraged to form an opinion of your own. It was an
understood thing that you accepted that of your elders.
For example: “ A plate basket,” said Miss Charlotte,
“ should always be kept in the parlor closet ;” and her
niece Elaine would have regarded the woman who ventured
to keep hers elsewhere as out of the pale of civilization.

This plan of education had answered very well for the
Misses Willoughby, whose lives had been peaceful and
secluded as modern lives rarely are, and who passed their
days always in the same place, and in nobody’s society but
their own. Their delightful unanimity of opinion was the
great bond of peace between them ; but they had never
reflected that Elaine Brabourne could not pass her life in
Avilion as they had done, nor paused to consider what
would be the result when this girl, who had never been
allowed to think for herself, even in such a matter as the
color of her gowns, should be suddenly precipitated into
London life as the eldest-daughter of a rich pan

Elaine did not cease her scales, nor look round as her
aunt entered. The metronome’s loud ticks were in her

‘ear, and she dared not’halt; but sweet-tempered little

Miss Fanny crossed the room with light step, and stopped -
the instrument of torture with a smile.

“Oh, Aunt Fanny! Aunt Char said I was to play
scales for an hour !” :

“My.dear, it is so excessively warm,” said Miss Fanny, .
apologetically, “1 feel sure you should lie down til the-
Iuncheon-bell rings. Itis really qulte exceptional weather ;
I am so glad for the hay-makers.”

Elaine, like a machme, had busied herself in closing the
piano and putting away h&r~music. Now she rose, and
followed her aunt to the table by the window. -

She was such a very odd mixture of what was pleasing
and what was not, that it was hard to say what was the
impression she first conveyed.

She was a head taller than her aunt and looked like an
overgrown child. She wore a hideous  green and white
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cotton frock, and a black holland apron. The frock had -
shrunk above her ankles, and was an agonising misfit. Of
the said ankles it was impossible to judge, for their pro-
portions were shrouded in white cotton stockings and -
cashmere boots without heels,

She was quite a blonde, and her hair was abundant. It
was combed back very tightly from a rather high forehead, o
plaited and coiled in a lump behind, which lump, in profile, =
stuck straight out from the head.

The eye seemed to take in and absorb these details
‘before one realised the - ‘brilliancy of the ‘complexion, the
delicate outline of the short nose, the fine grey eyes,
perhaps a shade too light in color, but relieved by heavy
dark lashes, and the almost faultless curve of the upper £
L

pSuch was Miss Brabourne at nineteen. A child, with a o
mind utterly unformed, and a person to match. The dull
expression of the pretty face when at rest was quite no-
ticeable. It looked as if the girl had no thoughts; and - -
this was sometimes varied by a look of diseontent, which
was anything -but an improvement. She felt, vaguely, that
she was dull; and that her life bored her; but her mind
had not been trained enough to enable her to realise any-
" thing. <

She had read astonishingly little. There wasa deeply—
rooted conviction in the minds of her aunts Fanny, Char-
lotte and Emily that reading was a waste of time,—except
it were history, read aloud.

"It was hard to sce wherein the great charm of this reading
aloud lay ; it had sometimes occurred to Elaine to wonder
why she was made to read ¢ Markham’s France” aloud to
her aunts by the hour together, yet, if found perusing the
same book to herself in the cotner, it was taken away, and
ghe was told to “ get her mending.”

She did not care conspicuously for reading. She did
" not care for anything much, so far as she knew. The only
thing \vhlch evoked any warm interest was music, and the
one piece of restraint which she deeply resented was the
being forbidden to play on the beautiful grand piano in
the drawing-room. It never. occurred to her auntsfor a
moment. that their pupil could play far better than her
teachers ; it never dawned upon -them that she was fifty
times more able to do justice to the grand piano than they

G55 SR e g

4 Fataraan it
I A A




L Ealr oAl LA R Ol L R
- - : PN

- o
: l N P e ar O AR .
. e b . i TR Pt/ B ERC

« = .
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were. Elaine was the chil{—under their authority. It
‘stood to reason that she must not play on the best piano,
any more than she might loll in arm-chairs, stand on the
hearthrug, or go up and down the front staircase. And
so, at an age when most girls are going out to balls,

. admmng and being admired, Elaine was playing her -
scales, getting up at half-past six, going to bed at half-
past nine, not happy, but ‘quite ignorant of what she
needed to make her so.

There was one aunt who did not quite agree with the
plans adopted for their niece’s education, but she was far
too gentle to tell her sisters so. This was Aunt Ellen, the
eldest, and Elaine’s god-mother.

* She was far the most mtellectual of the four sisters, but

. had resigned any active part in her god-daughter’s edu-
cation because of her. ill-health. She reserved to herself
the task of amusing the child, and this she wished to do
by teaching her fancy-work, and occupations for the fingers.
But, if there was one thing Elaine disliked, it was fancy-
work, or occupation of any sort.for the fingéfs. In fact,
it puzzled them to know what she did like, though it never
occurred to thém to think how narrow was their range of
interests—so narrow as to make it quite likely that the
girl might have a thousand, and they not discover them.
Miss Ellen was a great reader, and would have dearly liked
Elaine to read the books she: read ; but out of deference
to her sisters’ theories she lent. her only such books as
they approved—memou's, ‘essays and biographies ; and
Elaine hated memoirs, essays and biographies.

She did .not decline to read them, ‘any more than she

- declined to do fancy-work—she was too well-trained for
that. Her individuality was not powerful enough to resist
that of her.aunts, three of whom were women of strong
character, accustomed to be obeyed. And so the days.
went on, and she passed from child to woman, no one but
Aunt Ellen being aware of the fact ; and Ellen Willoughby
dreaded unspeakably the day, which she felt certain must
come soon, when the girl would awake to all the possi-

S

-

bilities of life, and find her present existence intolerable. t

It might have been a presefitiment which made her mind ¢

i so full of this thought on this hot, beautiful summer’s day, S
. when she lay on her low couch besnde the great window,’ :
e gazing out at the glawing valley, and watching the shadows :

change as the sun slowly advanced.

B T
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Presently there was a tap at the deor, and Elame came
in. She brought fresh roses for the invalid’s glasses, and,
as she crossed the room, her %odmother watched her
keenly. The girl shut the door’quietly and crossed the
carpet, neither stamping nor shuffling. Her manners had
been well attended to, but as she advanced it struck Miss
Willoughby that her step lacked the elasticity which one
associates with youth; she thought at that moment she
would have preferred to see Elaine hurl herself into the
room, and skip and dance for joy of the beautiful weather.

The ' niece kisséd her aunt in her usual methodical
fashxon, and then, fetching the vases, began the duty of
putting fresh flowers -and water, much as-she would have
begun to fold a hem or stitcha seam. This done, she sat
still for some few-minutes, thinking apparently of nothing,
and with her dull, handsome eyes fixed on the distance.

At last she said :

*“ Martha’s field is being cut to-day, and they say, if we
get'some rain by-and-by, there ought to be a fine after-
math.”

“ Dear me ! Martha’s field being cut already ! How the
years fly ! ” said Miss Ellen, with a sigh.

“Qh, do ‘you think so? I think they drag,” -said
Elaire, ‘rather suddenly ; and then repeated, as 1f to her-
self, “ They drag for me.’

Miss Willoughby felt for the girl, but her sense of what
was fitting compelled her to utter a platitude.

“Time always passes more slowly for the young,” she
said. “ When you are my age—"

““ That will be in twenty-two yea.rs, ’ said Elaine.

She said-no more, but somehow her tone implied that

she did not wish to live twenty-two years, and to the elder
womarn it sounded very sad.
7. She looked wistfully at her niece, wondering if it would:
be possible to get her sisters to see that some amusement
beyond the annual schoolfeast and tea at one or two fartn—
houses was necessary for the young.

She longed to say that youth seemed so long because of
the "varied emotions and experiences crowded into it—
emotions which were lifelong, minutes of revelation which
seemed like 'years, ho&l;n which one lived an age. But
she knew Charlotte would feel it most unfitting to talk of
emotions to a child, and dimly she began to feel sure that
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Charlotte must be. wrong,. or that somebody was wrong,
that Elaine’s was nota happy nor a normal state of girl-
hood.

Just then Miss Em:ly Wllloughby entcred the room.
She was the youngest of the four, and rather handsome,
though her style of hair was t.nbecommg, and her dress an
atrocity.

“Is Elaine here? Oh, yes, I see she is. Elaine, Jane
is ready for your walk, and I should like you to go along
the valley to Poole, and tell Mrs. Battishill to send up
twenty pounds of strawberries for preservmg, as soon as
they are ripe.’

Eline rose, with a face expressing neithér drspleasure
nor distaste.. She merely said, ¢ Yes, Aunt Emily ;” and,
taking up her tray of dead ﬂowers, left the room and closed
the door behind her.

Miss Ellen’s eyes followed her anxxously, and, as the
footsteps died away along the passage, she lay back among
her cushions and a slight flush rese in her white face.

“ Emlly,” she said, “I should like to have a little talk
with you.’

“That is just what I have conre up for,” said her sister,
seating herself in Elaine’s vacated chair, and taking out
her knitting. “ About this work from Helbronner’s, isn’t
it? Well, my dear, we have just been discussing it among
ourselves, and have come to the conclusion to send back
the design. It will not do, my dear Ellen, as I know you
will agree. It would be considered quite Popish by the
vxllagers, and, as Mr. Hill would not like to object to it if
it ‘'were our work it would be placing h1m in a most'awk-
ward position.”

Miss Ellen fixed her soft, questioning eyes on her sister’s
face, but soon removed them, with a sigh eof resignation.
Emily’s mind was full of the design for the new altarcloth, :
and 1t would be useless at such a moment to appeal to her
on the subject of her niece’s future -—She could but lie
still and hear the pros and cons respecting a design of 2 -
cross intertwined with lilies, which design Miss Emily, for.

_some inscrutable reason, seemed to consider appropriate

only to the Church of Rome. Presently through the open
window could be heard Elaie and the maid setting out for
their walk, and again Miss Willoughby caught herself #ish-
ing that the girl's footfall had had more of girlish buoyancy
about it.
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CHAPTER IIIL

The champaign, with its endless fleece
Of feathery grasses everywhere !
Silence and passion, joy and peace, _ R
An everlasting wash of air.
BROWNING.

EraiNe BrABOURNE's feelings, as she went up the Combe,
along the path which Allonby had trod before her, were
about as different from his as anything that could possibly .
be imagined. She was not thinking much of anything in
particular, but her predominant sensation was -annoyance -
and resentment that her aunt should send her all the way
to Poole on such a hot afternoon. -

It was about a quarter-past four, and the sunbeams were
beginning to take that rich golden tinge which tells that
the middle day—the *white light” so worshipped by Con-
stable—is past. Tea at six and light supper at nine was
the rule at Edge Willoughby, and so Elaine always went.
for a walk at four o’clock in the summer-time—at which
hour her"aunts affirmed ¢ the great heat of the day to be.

ast.”

The girl had never in her life been fora walk by herself. .
Jane had been her companion for thelast fifteen years, and
Jane’s legs preferred an equable and leisurely method of-
progression along a goad road, with, if possible, some'such
goal as Mrs. Battishill’s farm, and a prospect of new milk,
or perhaps junket. ~Consequently, country-bred though
she was, Elaine was almost a stranger to rambles and
scrambles up the cliff, to running races, scaling precipices,
bird’s-nesting, or any ‘of those pursuits which usually come
- as naturally to the girl as to the boy who is rw.red “far

from the maddening crowd:” -

Had she had a compamon to suggest such sports they . -

would have been delightful to her ; but hers was eminently
animitative and not an original mmd so she walked along -
~ passively at Jane’s side, letting the parasol, which had been
- given her to protect her complexion, drag behind her, its- -

pomt Iﬁakmg a eontmuous trail in the whlte dust. -
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-Allonby’s. Behind her back were the waters of the bay,

" rested her arms on the stile, and gazed away wover the

- Char with a watering-pot. I hope she won't forget to

_ back before tea,” was Jane’s remark.
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She was walkmg through a scene of beauty such as
might have moved a far less emgtional temperament than

one sheet of flame in the vivid light, while here and there
gleamed the sails of some proud ship steaming slowly down
the Channel. The road she was treading ran along the
western _side of the valley ; to her right all was deep,
mysterious shadow, and beyond it the lofty swell of the
more easterly of the two hills which bounded Edge Combe.

High on the side ‘of the Copping, as this eastern hill 3

called, was the long white front of Edge Wl]loughby, d
a full view of the terrace glowing with its crimson and
scarlet glory of chmbmg/geﬁmums .

Every gateway that they passed disclosed a wealth of
luxuriant grass, almost as tall as Elaine herself, ready and
waiting for the mower’s hand. TBhe white butxerﬂles flew
here and there, dancing'with glee. . The sunshine, striking
through the larch plantation on the left, flung bars of light
and shadow across the road ; and under the trees the fern-
frends were rearing their love]y heads, uncurling in crown-
like grace and beauty. -

All so still; nothing but the sleepy, hushed murmur
which comes from nowhere and yet fills the air of a summer’s
day. In the silence the call of the chough on the terrace
could be distinctly heard right across the combe.

“ Hark at Jacky !” sail Elaine, with a little laugh. ‘She

laughing meadow at the terrace. “1I can see Aunt Ellen’s
hedd at the Window,” said she, “and here comes Aunt

water my nasturtiums just around the comer. Do you -
know I've got one of those new coral-colored ones, Jane?”
. “If we don’t push on, miss, we’ll not get to Poole and

¢I do think it’s a'shame to send me al] the" way to Poole
a day as this,” sighed the girl, as’she reluctantly rose
and continued her way.

She did not care in the least for the beautiful landscape.
Its monotony was thoroughly distasteful .to her. What
mattered it whether beautiful or not, so long as it never
changed? Variety was the need of her young life : some- -
thing fresh-—something different. Had ‘she come upona -
cargo of bricks and morta.r, and workmen hacking down\ .
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the finest trees in order to erect a villa, the sight’ would
have afforded her the liveliest relief. ' B
\Presently they left the high-road, and crossed a bit of
furzy common—just a small piece of waste ground, with -

- the water lying in picturesque pools and clumps of starry < -.

yellow blossoms brightening the sandy .soil. *

As they passed along this marshy tract, Elaine raised
her eyes to the road_they had just-quitted, which now ran
along to their left, rather above the level on which they
were walking. and she saw something which made her
stop stone still arfd gaze round—eyed up at the road in a
fashiofi whiech Jane could not understand till her own eyes
followed the direction of her young mistress’.  Then she

beheld what was sufficiently unusual amply to justify the.
girl’s surprise. T s
A broad back, covered with a light tweed coat, a soft,

shapeless felt hat, two unmistakably masculine legs appear-
.ing on the further side of a camp stool :—a folding easel, _
bearing a canvas of fair dimensions, and a palette splotched
thickly with color. The painter’s back was towards them.
His point of view lay inland, up the valley, and took in a
corner of Poole farmhouse, and the grove of ash-trees
behind it. ‘ .

It may at first sound somewhat contradictory that an
artist should be such a »ara avis in so beautiful a spot as
Edge Combe. But it is, nevertheless, true, and this for
two good reasons. Firstly, the place is quite out of the
beat of the usual Devorshire tourist. It is nowhere near
Lynton, nor Clovelly, nor the Dart, nor Kingsbridge. No
railway comes within five miles of it, and very few people
have ever heard its name. Secondly, many landscape
artists are dispirited by the cruel difficulty of gettirig a fore-
ground. It is embarrassing to paint with the ground des-
cending sheer away from your very feet, so as merely to
present to you the summits of several trees, and the tip of
a church spire in violent perspective. Equally incon-
venient is it to take your seat at thefoot of a steep hill,
with intention to pain the side thereof. And so, as level
-ground thére is none, the artists at Edge Combe are limited -
to those who, like Allonby, fall so headlong in love with
the place’ that they make up their minds to paint some-

" where, regardless of difficulties, 'Again°it may be added . -
that there is no bold coast-line at Edge Combe, no. ‘pre-




 tipitous granite rocks, with white breakers foammg at their

™\« Come on; miss,” said she.

.was no good to grow up if fou were only a glrl She was
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base, no mysterious chasms or sea-caves,—all is gentle and
smiling. The cliffs are white chalk, riddled with gulls’
nests, or warm red-brown crumblmg sand-stone. The
hlackherries npen at their suriny summits, the park-like
trees curve over alinost to the water’s brim; and the only -
danger attaching to these cliffs is their habit of now and
again quietly subsiding, breaking away and falling into the
xea without the slightest warning.

Allonby had chosen his painting-ground with rare felicity,
ant had, as was his wont, gently congratulated himself on
the pleasing fact. . Elaine longed, with a longing which
was quite a novel emotion, to be near enough to see what
he was doing.

He was not painting, at this moment, but sitting idly,
\eaning his head on his hand. ,

Oh, if he would but turn round and look at her!  The
usually dull grey eyes gathered a strange intensity ; even
Jane, as she looked at the girl, noticed her odd expression,
and was rendered vaguely uneasy by it.

“Oh, but, Jane—he is painting—see! He looks like
a gentleman I wonder who he is!”

I heard Hutchins say there was a gentleman staymg
at the “ Fountain Head.” That might be him,” said Jane.

“Idaresay. Mostlikely. Iwonderwhathisnameis?”

“1 don’t see it matters to you, miss. You don’t know
him, nor your aunts don’t know him, and if we loiter like
~this we’ll not get'home afore the dumpsie ” (twilight).

Elaine reluctantly tore away her feet, which seemed
rooted to that charmed spot. Her thoughts were not co-
herent—they were hardly thoughts at all, but there was a
sudden passionate wish that,she were a man, and free. It

ninetéen, and had ng ¢ liberty than when she was nine.
Oh, to be able to travel about alone, to stay at an inn, to
€0 from: one part of England to another, with no one to ask
the why and wherefore of youractions! = She looked alinost
wvith hatred at Jane’s homely, well-known features. Why
thust she always have a Jane at her elbow ?

The evil Liour to -which Miss Ellen looked forward mth
mournful prop{:ecy was hard at hand.

“ Well, now, I d say that "it’s nice to seé you, Miss
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Ullin,” said Mrs. Battishill, with delight. “ And Jane ta!
Come along in out of the heat—come into the rhtme. Is
all the ladies well? How da they like this weatherr; and
how da like it yourself, Miss Ullin, my dearr?”

The Devonshire dialec,t was one of Allonby’s keenest
sources of delight, particularly the soft liquid French
sound of the %, contrasting with the rough burr of the 7.
On Elaine it produced absolutely no effect whatever ; she
had heard it all her life. Her idea of bliss. would be to
hear something completely different.. She. went mech-
anically into Mrs. Battishill’s best parlor, neat and clean as
a new pin, but with the strange stuffiness which comes of
never opening the windows. ‘ - .

She ate the cakes provided, and drahk the milk’ with
healthy girlish appetite ; but her thoughts were centred on
the artist in the lane, and she did not hear a word that
Jane and the farmer’s wife were saying.

Jane was admiring a large fine silver cup gained by Mr.
Battishill at the last agricultural show for the best culti-
vated farm of more thah ahundred acres. This prize was
offered every year to his tenantry by Sir Matthew Scone,
who owned nearly all the surrounding country.

" “Yes, it’s a fine coop,” said Mrs. Battishill, with pride.
“I shown it yesterrday to a young fellow who's making a
picturre out there in the lane, and coom oop to the farrm
for a drink o’ milk.” - S ‘

These words suddenly fixed Elainé’s attention.

‘“ He’s painting out there now,” said Jane, with interest ;
‘“we see him as we came threw the waste.”

“] dessay you will have,” returned Mrs. Battishill,
benevolently. “ I showed him all over the hoose, and he
. was that taken oop with it. He said he never see such a
" queer place in his life. He didn’t seem Palf a bad chap,
to me,” she was kind enough to add. - o

Poole Farm had never before presented itself to Elaine
in such a pleasant light. It was most certainly a very
queer house, for it was built right against the side of a hill,
so that you could walk in at-the front door, ascend two or
three flights of stairs, and then wlk out of a door at the
back, and find yourself unexpectedly on terra firma. It
had never -occurred.to the girl till to-day that this eccen-
tricity was attractive ; but now the house, the farmer’s wife,
the whole surrounding landscape seemed to borrow new -
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' dxgmty from the potept fact of this unknown artist having
admired them. :

She did not join in the conversation, but listened with
feverish intetest as Jane asked if Mrs. Battishill knew his
name.

No, she had not asked it. H& had said he was staying
at the ““ Fountain Head,” and, when she asked him how
long he meant to stay in these parts, he laughed and an-

v swered “as long as the fine weather lasts.”

“Eh, well, we'll hope the rain’ll hold off till he’s done
_his picture,” said Jane, as she rose to take her-leave.

The farmer’s wife protested against such a ‘'short visit,
but Jane reminded her that tea at E dge was at six o’clock,

* and that they were bound to be home in' good time ; and
so they started out again into the golden evening, where a

- circle of rose-color was just beginning to rim the inténse
blue of the pure sky. .

When they had’ shut the wicket-gate, and crossed the
* brook by the miniature bridge of threc crazy planks, Elaine
took her coumge in both hands and veéntured a petition.

¢ Jane,” said she, “don’t go across the 'waste. 'Let us
go home by the road ; it will be—a change.”

As she spoke, she turned crimson, and almost despalred
for it was a longer way to go home by the road.

Jane guessed with perfect accuracy the ‘thoughts which-
were busy-in her young mistress’ mind’; but she herself

- was a true daughter of Eve, and she wxshed to go home
by the road as much as ever Elaine could do. She just
sent one keen look at the girl’s flushed face, and then said :

It was more than a bit*boggy across the waste ; you'll -
get home dry-shod if we go the other way.”

So these two "dissemblers, neither of whom “would own_
her secret motive, turned info the road, and walked along
until 2 sudden bend in it brought them in sight of the
artist’s easel, and then Elaine’s heart seemed to spring “up
- to her throat and choke her, and she cried out, regardless
of whom might hear,

“Oh, Jane ! Hes gone ! 1
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- CHAPTER 1IV.

Give her time—on grass. and sky
Let her gaze, if she be fain:
As they looked, ere A¢ drew nigh
They will never look again !
JeAN INGELOW.

“GoNE ! ” was Jane’s quick response ; “but he’d never go
and leave his picture sticking out there by itself for t]gme
first shower to spoil—he can’t be far off.”

For a moment Elaine recoiled, every nerve thrilled vnth
the thought that the stranger, concealed in -some bush in
the immediate vicinity, had heard her reckless and incau-
tious exclamation. :There was no movement and no sound,
and, after a pause fraught with. more suspense than ~she
could remember to have ever felt before, she stepped about
two paces forward, and took . another timid look. Some-
thing was lying on the ground near ‘the easel—a confused
heap of gray, which outlined itself clearly in the long rank
wayside grass ; and for a moment Elaine turned white and
looked as if she were going to faint ; then, no longer hesi-
tating, but urged on by a wild nnpetuosxty, she ran to the
spot, and stood gazing down at Allonby’s pallid and stiff-
ened features.

All her life long she would remember that moment—
every detail, every sensation, stamped on her brain with
indelible distinctness. -The soft whisper of a newly-
awakened diminutive breeze in the ash-trees, the grass all
yellow as corn in the golden evening light, the hot sweet
perfume that arose from the fragrant hedgerow, and the -
still hard face, bloodless under its newly-acquired bronze. *
It was death—she was certain of it. Death, that mystery
in whose existence she had never really beheved though
:ll:e knew, as matter of history, that both her parents were

ad. ;
Into the heart of this stra.nge, awful secret she seemed =

suddenly hurled with ‘a force which bewildered her. For
_ a few moments she stood quite speechless, swaying to and/. &7
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fro, and seeing through a mist, while Jane, with het back
towards her, was staring down the lane in hopes of seemg
the artist reappear. .

Allonby had evidently come to .the ground with force
His fall had crushed the camp stool under him. He had
fallen forward, but slightly sideways ; one arm was flung
out under his head and, owing to t}ns, his face was turned
upward, leaving c]ear]y visible a livid purple mark on the
left side of the forehead. The other hand was clenched,
and the lower limbs slightly contracted, as if from a sudden
shock ; the eyes were closed and the brows drawn to-
gether with an expression of pain.

To this girl, who had scarcely in her life come into con-
tact with a young man socially her equal, this strange
experience was overwhelming. A moment she remained,

as has been said, trembling and erect; then she dropped" o

on her knees in the long grass, and cried out, plerce-
ingly,

‘“Jane! Jane! come here! What are you domg? He
is dead! Heis dead !’ , )

Jane turned as if she had been shot. —

“ Lawk-a-mercy, Miss Elaine,” she ¢ried, hurrvmg to the
spot ; and then, as is the manner of her_class, she began
to scream, and her shrill cries rent tlie air three or four
times in rapid succession. ¢ Ohj good Lord! Oh, mercy
onme! Whatcan have happened ? He’s been murdered,
sure enough! Oh, Miss Elaine,come away! Come away
from the corpse, my dear! You know your aunts would
never hold with your touching a corpse. Oh, dearie, dearie,
all the years I've lived I never come across such a thing !
Never!”

“ Murdered I”

The word dropped from Elaine’s trembling lips with a
wailing sound. Such a thihg had“hever suggested itself to
her mind. Probably hadshe had the usual training in the
way of sensational novels, had she been accustomed to read
of crimes and follow up the details of their detection with
the zest of the true lover of laté nineteenth-century ro-
mance, the idea of murder would have at once occurred to

‘her, and she might have proceeded forthwith to search the

long grass around for footprints, fragments of clothigg, or
a blood-spattered weapon. But she never once thought
of the criminal, only of the vicfim. Neither.did it dawn
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upon her that the mysterious danger wh{c\!‘\ had lurked for

the-artist in that smiling Tandscape mighttutk there also

for her. She thought of nothing but him: that 1dca swal- s
 lowed up and eclipsed all others.”

Poor Allenby! Barely four hours ago he had re;oxced
over the straightforward sincerity of the English summger. ok
He had quoted with smiling satisfaction the words in- T

_ “which a Erench writer describes the Maremma : . CT

“Cette Maremme fertile et meurtnére qui en deux i
années vous enrichit et vous tue.” ,
" Nothing less murderous could well be 1mag1'=ed than
this peaceful Devonshire lane. Here ‘were no ghastly
exhalations, no venomous reptiles to glide through the
long flowery grass : an Eden without the snike it seemed
at first gaze, and yet some unseen malign power had
exerted itself, and felled the lusty manheod of this young
Englishman with a blow. ' s

To Elaine, the sight was horror :md agony tmtold itacted %
physically on her nerves, and produced a dizzy faintness
from which it took her several moments to recover.
Fevenshly she laid her hand on that of the young man, L
then on his brow, which was cold and rigid ; she recoiled, - &
filled with panic, from the touch and leaped impulsively .. i
to her feet. -

“Oh, help! Help! Wﬂl nobody help? Will nobocjy
hear us if we call?” S

“ Oh, dear heart, he’s bleeding under his coat here some- -
where,” cried ]ane, holdmg out her ha.nd on whxch was L
something wet and glistening. o

This sight robbed the girl of: whatever nerve she mlght .
have possessed, and she recoiled with a gasp of terror. .~

“ Stay with him;” she cried, frantically, “I will run for
help;” and, without waiting for reply, she started off to
run at her topmost speed, feeling only that thé one need -
of her soul at the moment was violent acnon, that some-
thing must be done at once.

The emergency, the first emergency bf her life, had
utterly scared away her wits. . N R

She ran blindly, not in the least knowmg where she was
:gg—almosl with an instinct of flight—escape from

rrible cold, still, bleeding form among the grass. .

She could see his face in fancy as she ran, could remember ¥

how a tall daisy bent over and touched his brown mous- %

Y




1
{

SN T

i
il
i
|

8

MRy A— 1118

S = ”r-“"“““"

-

2% THE TREE OF KNOWLEDCE.

tache, and a huge curled dock-leaf flung its shadow over
his forehead. All so still, so stiff—ah ! how dreadful it was,

_dreadful beyond the bounds of belief,

In her dire perplexity, she never once thought of what
was the only obvious thing to do,—namely, to run to Poole,
and tell the Battishills to send down some men with a
hurdle. She simply tore along the lane like 2 mad thing,
never stopping to ask herselfWhat she intended, uttering
from time to time short sobs of terror and pity.

A little way beyond Poole, the lane joined the high
coach-road which runs from Stanton to Philmouth; into
this road she dashed, and along it her flying feet bounded,
whither she neither knew nor cared. For the first time in
her life she was alone—alone and free.” She was beyond
reach of her aunts and Jane, out by herself, alone in the
wide road; and without her being conscious of the fact,
this unwonted loneliness added to the terribleness of the
situation. She soon lost her ugly hat, with its prim bows
of drab ribbon edged with black lace ; but she never even
noticed its loss. On, on she flew, till at last the sound of
wheels met her ear, and her tearful eyes caught sight of a
carriage approaching.

It was an open carriage, just large enough for two, very
compactly built. The man on the box looked like a pnvate
servant ; within were a lady and a gentleman.

It did not matter to Elaine who they were—they mlght
have been the ‘Queen and the Priace of Wales for all she
cared. Her one idea was that she must stop them. She -
ran pantingly on till the carriage was-within a few yards of
her, and then flung up both her arms, crying,

“ Oh, stop, stop! I want to speak to you! Stop!”

The sudden apparition in the lonely road of a tall girl
without a hat, running as if hunted, was so astonishing, that
the coachman reined in his horses before he was quite clear
of what he was doing, and the lady in the carriage leaned
forward with an eager expression, hearing the cry, but not
having clearly descried the speaker. =

“ What now, Goodman ? ” she said. :

“ A young lady, my lady,” said Goodma.n “ Wants to
speak to you, my lady, I fancy.”

i Here, Claud,” said the lady, with a laugh, “is your
adventure at last.l. Make the most of it.” :

“ This is the-third time you have promised me an adven-
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ture. If this proves to be as futile as the other two, I shall
turn it up, and go home. I have had too many disappoint-
ments—they begin to tell. on my nerves. Only a girl beg-
ging, is it? "

“Hush!” cried Lady Mabel, laughingly holding up a
finger to her brother; and by this time Elaine, crimson,
trembling, on the verge of tears, was at the carriage door.

The Honorable Claud Cranmer’s eyes fell on the girlish
figure, and took in everything in an instant. He thought
her the most beautiful girl he had ever beheld ; and beau-
tiful she was in her passion and her excitement.

"Her hair-pins had all been scattered freely along the
road as she ran—the huge plait of her deep gold hair
hung down her back half uncoiled. It had been all
loosened by her vehement motion, so that it framed her
lovely face in picturesque disorder. The most exquisite
carnation glowed in her transparent skin, crystal téars swam
in her large eyes, her whole face was alight and quivering
with feeling, her ivory throat heaved as if it would burst.
. Never in his life had he seen anything so totally uncon-
ventional, never heard anything to equal the music of the
broken voice as she gasped out the only words that occurred
to her—

“Oh, I beg your pardon—do come—I must have help
at once!”

“ What is it?—something wrong?—an accident? ” said
Lady Mabel, rapidly, in her deep, sympathetic, penetrating
voice. In a flash she saw that the girl was a lady, and
that her iribulation was no acting, but terribly sincere.
“Try to tell me,” she said, laying her hand over the trem-
bling one with which Elaine grasped the edge of the carriage.

“ A gentleman has been murdered,” cried the girl—¢ he
has been murdered, there!” waving dramatically with one
arm. ‘He is lying in the grass, dying, or dead. Perhaps
it is only a faint—Jane 1§ with him—won’t you come ? ”

! Lady Mabel cast a sweeping glance at her travelling
companion, as if to ask if here was not his.adventure with
a vengeance. :

“ But oh, my dear child, I think and hope you are, mis-
taken,” said she. ¢ People are not murdered out in the
> road in broad daylight here in England.” .
. “Oh, won’t you.come ?>—won’t you come? I tell you
~ he is bleeding—1I saw the blood on Jane’s hand!” cried ~
Elaine, with 3 shudder of irrepressible repugnance. -
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“Let us drive on at once and see to this,” said Claud,
with sudden energy, rising and letting himself out into the
road. “I will go on the box with Goodman, if this young
lady will take my seat—she looks fearfully exhausted.”

“I have run so fast,” said Elaine, with a smile of apo-
logy, as, nothing loth, she sank Jjnto the vacant seat.
“Tell him to drive quickly, won't you? He must take
the first turning to the right.” :

Mr. Cranmer mounted to the box, and the horses started
briskly, Goodman being by no means less excited than hxs

master and mistress at this novel expericnce.

The girl leaned back in the carriage and hid her flce.
The whole of her frame was shaking with feelmg she could
not repress.

Her companion looked at her with eager sympathy, and
presently it seemed as if the magnetism of her wonderful
eyes drew Elaine to look up -at her, which’ she did in a
timid, appealing way, as if imploring some’sclution of the
mysteries of life which were bursting upon her so suddenly.

It was a very remarkable face which bent down to hers
—a face not so much beautiful as expressive. The features
were so strong that they would have been masculine but
for the eyes—such eyes! Of the darkest iron-grey, dark-
ened still more by the blackness of brows and lashes—eyes’
which could flash, and melt, shine with laughter, brim with
tears—eyes which were never the same two moments
together. Their effect was heightened by the fact that,
though Lady Mabel Wynch-Frere was certainly not yet
forty, her hair was ashen grey, as could be seen under her
travelling-hat.

She was very small, slender, thin, and active—a person
impossible to descrlbe—gemal, impetuous, yet one with

" whom no one dared take a liberty; a creature of moods

and fancies, delighting in the unusual and the Quixotic.

To-day's adventure suited her exactly; her eyes were
full of such unutterable sympathy as she bent them on the
frightened girl beside her, that whatever secret Elaine might
have possessed must infallibly have been told to her; but
Elaine’s life, as we know, possessed no secrets.

“Don’t you trouble,” said that wonderful vibrating voice,
“we shall find it not so bad as you think. You have been

-sadly frightened, but it will all come nght Do you live

near here?” .
¢ About three rmles,
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“Will you tell me yourname?”
“Elaine Brabourne.” .
“Mine is Mabel Wynch-Frere, and that is my brother, -
Claud Cranmer.”
“Taking my name in vain, Mab? ” asked the Honorable
Claud, half turning round.
“(Claud, this young lady’s name is DBrabourne,” said
Lady Mabel, in her gracious way. .
Claud lifted his hat and bowed, as if if were a formal
introduction. ’
“ Any relation of poor Val's, I wonder?” he said.
“Who was Val?” )
“ Colonel of the 102nd before Edward got it.”
“Oh, I remember. Are you by chance related to the
late Colonel Brabourne?” i
“ He was my father,” said Elaine, timidly.
“ Oh, ho!—then this is one of the wards in chancery,”
said Claud, with amusement in his eyes. “1 beg your
pardon, Miss Brabourne, but is it not your unenviable lot
to be a ward in Chancery?” .
But Elaine heeded him not. "The carriage had turned
swiftly down the lane, and she had caught sight of Jane’s
sun-bennet crouching over that motionless figure in the
grass. The sound of wheels made Jane look up; and it
would be beyond the power of any pen to describe the

- dismay depicted in her countenance as the carriage stopped,

and she caught sight of her young mistress—flushed, dis-
hevelled, her hat gone, and the light of a tremendous
excitement burning in her eyes.

Mr. Cranmer had opened the door in a moment, and
Lady Mabel, in her neat liitle travelling-dress, sprang to
the ground as lightly as a girl of eighteen, Elaine scramb-
ling awkwardly after her. .

“My word ! 7 said Lady Mabel, impetuously, ¢ what can
be’the meaning of this?’

- “Idon’t know who you are, mum,” said Jane, bluntly,
“but I can tell you I'm right glad to sce a fellow-crea-

~ture’s face. It’s give me such a turn as I never had in all

my born days, sitting here alone, not knowing any minute
whether the hand that struck this poor young man
mightn’t strike me next. There’s been foul play here, sit,
as'sure as my name’s Jane Gollop; and not an-hour back
he was sitting here a-painting quite quiet and happy, for

Miss Elaine and me seen him as we went by to the farm.”
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9

CHAPTER V.

The past was a sleep, 2aa Ler lile began.
BROWNyNw.

“OH, indeed I think you mwust be mistaken,” sawl Mr.
Cranmer. “ It can’t be marder—it must be a sunstroke,
ora fit.”

“ Queer sunstroke, to «ait till five o’clock in the even-
ing to strike, and queer fit to break a man’s arm,” said
Jane, with some warmth. *© “1’ve seen apoplexy, sir, and
I've seen epil s, and I’ve seen many and many a sunx
stroke ; I kAow ’em wiien I see ’em. This here isn’t
nothing of that sort.”

Claud approached, hastily crammmg an eyeglass in one
eye, and, stooping over the wounded man, without further
ado pulled open his flannel shirt and laid a hand over his
heart. His face grew grave. .

“ We must. have help for him qulckly, he sald in an

~ alert, decided tone, which did not seem to match h:s dille-

tante exterior. “ Where is the nearest place to run to?”

“ Poole is quite close—the farmhouse yonder—I thought
Miss Elaine had gone there,” said Jane.

He just touched the arm which lay powerless, the coat-
sleeve soaked in blood, and shook his head.

“You're right enough—it’s no fit ; it’s a brutal assault,”
he said. “ A robbery, I suppose. I'll run to the farm—
who'll show me the way?”

“T—1I can run fast!” cried Elaine, who seemed to have
pinned her faith on Mr. Cranmer.

‘They scrambled down through the gap in the hedge, and
ran breathlessly across the Waste. It was hard to believe that
the animated, emotional creature whose feet seemed to fly
over the uneven ground was the same as the dull, spiritless
girl who had trailed the tip of her parasol along unwillingly
in the dust such a short time back.

“Do you know the people—-at-—the——farm? ” panted
Claud, who was not in training. .

<
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¢ Oh, yes. Mind the bog—don’t get over the stile,.it’s
broken—come through the gap. There’s Clara come
back from the milking. Clara! Clara! call -your father,
call the men, quick! -Something most dreadful has
happened ! ” .

These ominous words, pronounced at the top of the
shrill young voice, filled the farmyard as if by magic. The
men and girls, the boys, the farmer and his wife, all rushed
out of doors, and great indeed was their astonishment to
see Miss Brabourne arrive on the scene with a perfectly
strange gentleman as her escort. It was well that some
one was at hand who could tell the story more coherently
than poor Elaine, who by this time was quite at the end
of her powers.

No sooner did Mr. Battishill comprehend what was

wanted than his fastést horse was saddled and his son was

galloping for a déctor, while the farm-laborers pulled
down a hurdle;\@ spreading a blanket over it, proceeded
briskly to the scene of the disaster, accompanied by the
farmer himself. .

Mrs. Battishill urged Elaine to stay with her, but, though
white and almost speechless, the girl vehemently refused
—she must go back and see what had happened.

Claud Cranmer took her hand as if she had been a
little girl, and she clasped his vehemently with both hers.

“Oh, do you  think he will die?” she whispered
hoarsely.

“I hope not; he looks a big strong fellow. - It will

. depend, I should think, on whether or not his skull is

broken. He is not a friend of yours, js he?”

““Oh, no, I never saw him in my life before. They say
he is staying in the village.” )

“You will be dreadfully tired after }Fnis,” he said,
sympathetically.

“ Oh, it does not matter in the least. Iam never tired ;
I never ha¥¢ anything to tire me. You don’t really think
his skull is broken, do you?-”

¢“If the ‘man that struck him could break the bone of
bis arm'in two, I'm afraid it looks bad for the poar chap.
I¢’s a most ghastly thing, 'pon my word. I never heard of
such an outrage! Broad daylight in a little country place
like this! It’s horrible to think of.” o

_But he was not thinking wholly of Allonby and his -
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mysterious fate; he was marvelling at the utter uncon-
sciousness of the girl who walked beside him, her hand
confidingly clasped in his. He had never met a girl so

“vilely dressed—never seen even a housemaid who wore such

astounding boots ; but this Miss Brabourne was evidently
not in the least aware of how far her toilette came short of
the requirements of an exacting society. In spite of the
urgency of the moment, by the time they arrived back at
the scene of action, he was lost in a speculation as to how
long it would take ‘this anomaly in the way of girlhood, if
suddenly transported into the midst of fashionable London,
to discover her own latent capabiiities.

Lady Mabel had not been idle in their absence. She
had slit Allonby’s coat-sleeve, pulled his jointed mahl-stick
to pieces, and’ contrived an impromptu splint for the
broken arm therewith. She was supporting his head in
her lap, and bathing it with the contents of her vinaigrette.

The wounded man’s eyes were open, and he was moving
his head uncasily and slowly, groaning deeply every now
and then. It was plain that he was quite unconscious of
his surroundings, and that he suffered n:uch.

Elaine crept up with a fixed stare of wonder, and
crouched down'on-the grass near. His eyes fell on her a
moment,—they were big, honest, hazel eyes,—and the girl
shivered and shrank, turning crimson as she met his gaze, -
though it was vacant and wild, and wandered off elsewhere
in another second. .

“ Oh, if he would not groan so! Oh, how he suffers;
he is going to die,” she cried, mournfully.

. Jane came up and drew her away, as the men assembled
round the prostrate figure, and lifted it on to the hurdle,
Mr. Cranmer carefully supporting the head, which was
laid on a soft shawl of Lady Mabel’s.

All the sky was scarlet and rose, and all the ficlds tinged
with the same hue, as the small procession started to carry
the sufferer with as little jolting as possible. The sun
caught the windows of Poole and made them ﬂare tike
torches.

Among the crushed grass where Allonby had lain was a
dark wet stain. How sad the easel looked, with its
picture just begun! The palette had- fallen face down-
wards, the brushes were scatiered hither and thither. © |
" Lady Mabel began to collect them, and to pack them
into the open color-box. -
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Zon-

and “ Come, Miss Elaine, dear, we must run home.  Your

aunts will be sending out to see after ‘us,” said Jane, .

,I sg nervously re-tying her bonnet strings. _
u‘i “J cannot walk a step,” said the girl, who was seated
T]tt); on the grass, as wiiite as marble. “* You must go and tell
t}?e them so—go and leave me.” .
h “Miss Elaine, my dear!” cried Jane, totally at a loss.
at Elaine was usually perfectly obedient.
;OY‘; ' “T will drive M)'ss Brabourne hpme,” said Lady Mabel, -
2 1 coming forward. # She is quite over-wrought. I should
on, like to see her aunts, for I am nearly sure my husband
She lénePw" Colonel Brabourne.  Claud, what are you going to
. o?" " o .
:ilé Her brother jerked his glass suddenly owt of his eye
. and turned towards them; he had been apparently con-
'tm templating the distance with an abstracted air.
ine' “Is there an inn‘in your village? ” he asked of Jane.
g “Yes, sir.” T
0“; “ Could we stay the night there ?
° “Dear heart, sir, no, this lady couldn’t. It’s very
d rough, clean, and: they’re decent folks, but just a village
‘rn public, sir. Thisépoor young man was staying there, they
,."‘; - say. I make no doubt but Mrs. Clapp’il be wondering
’_," after him.” . ¥
*€, - “What do you want to do, Claud ?* said his sister. -
-re “I want to investigate this highway robbery a little,” - :
. he answered. “ Itis interesting to me—very. I should"
S have liked to have Goodman with me ; so I thought, if
| there was any accommodation at the village, you might _
xd drive on, put up, and send Goodman back to rejoin me 4
N here.”
as .. ‘““And let him find you also lying by the wayside with
a broken head ? " said Lady Mabel.
_‘d He smiled. .
Y “Not likely to attempt two such outrages in the same
n spot, on the same evening,” he said. “ No.. TI'll tell you .
€ what I-willdo: I must go up to the farm and see to this :
poor fellow. He may have friends who should be tele-
a graphed to.  I'll get a bed here for -the night, if you willv/*\'-
S give me my bag out of the carriage; you must drive ” S
r through the village, stop at ‘the inn to let the good folks
n know what has become of their lodger, and then on to the

Stanton hotel as we planned. ~The farmer shall lend me a
trap to-morrow, and I'll join you.” ) o

-
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“You think of everything,” said his sister, admiringly ;
“ but, Claud, I wonder if these people know anything of
nursing—I am so uneasy till the doctor has delivered his
verdict—is there.a nurse in the village that I could send
up, I wonder?”

“There’s a very good nurse in the village,” said Jane
Gollop, “the Misses Willoughby let her have a cottage
rent free, and all her milk, and eggs, and butter from
their own farm. ‘We pass her cottage, if you please, 'm.’

“Very good. Tell Mrs. Battishill I shall send her up,”
said Lady Mabel,. getting into the carriage. “ It isso
light now, we shall get to Stanton before dark, don’t you
think so, Goodman ?”’

“Yes, my lady.. It’s not dark at nine o’clock now.”

“No, no. Take care of yourself, Claud.”

. Her brother nodded, then turned to lift Elaine from the
. grass, where she sat motlonless, staring at the road where
the lifeless form of Allonby had been ecarried.

“ Come,” said ¥@t. Cranmer, gently. -

“It’s all over now,” sighed Elaine.

¢ What is over?” he asked.

“ What happened. . Nothing ever happens in Edge

Combe.. This is the ﬁrst thmg that everhappened to me-

in my life ; now it is over.’

“ Miss. Elame my dear, don’t stay ta.lkmg, cried Jane,
in a fright. She ‘thought her, charge was light-headed
with the excitement she had gone through. The girl said
no more, but submitted to be put into the carriage with
Lady Mabel; and sank,down with a sigh into the corner,
turning her face away from that fateful patch of roadside
grass. ' Goodman helped Jane gallantly toa seat beside
him. Claud lingered, with his hands resting on the top of
the carriage door, his eyes on Elaine’s face. -

“You do look pale,” he said, *“a lily maid indeed.”

The rich color flew to her face as he had hoped it

would ; but he could see by the look in_her eyes that |

she had not understood his allusion in the least.
¢ Breathes there a girl within the four seas who has not
read the ¢ Idylls of the King? "’ he pondered, wondering.
Then, ]ust as the carriage was starting, he cried out,
“Hi! Goodman ! One thing more—as you go through
the village, send me up the constable.”
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CHAPTER VI
Jane .
ttage . Toa often, clad in radiant vest,
from Deceitfully goes forth the morn ;
‘m.” Too often evening in the west

Sinks, smilingly forsworn, s
. ‘WORDSWORTH.

Craup CrRANMER stood still in the road, watching the
carriage till it disappeared round a bend in the winding
wa

’%‘hen he turned, and gravely surveyed the scene of
action. The hedge oirone side of the lane—the side on
which they had found Allonby—was broken and full of
i gaps. The lane on this side was ‘skirted, first by a hay-
ficld, and further on by the piece of ground known as the

oblique ,fqotpath led to the wicket-gate in Mrs. Battishill's
flower-garden.

Persons crossing this Waste were in full view of the
windows of Poole. The field which adjoined the Waste

idge

J Ine-

ane,

ded was to be cut to-morrow. It was full of tall rich grass,
said through which no mortal could have  passed without
\ith leaving most evident traces of his passage behind him.
ner On the further side of the lane was a very tall, quick-
side set hedge, thick and compact, without a hole or a rent
side anywhere. Below it was a deep ditch, along the brink of
s of which Mr. Cranmer walked, eyeing the long grasses and .
: weeds keenly for the smallést trace of trampling or dis-
order. ..
1t . There was none. ‘7
hat Crossing the road again, he sat down on the stile
’ leading to the Waste, and reflected.
not - Jane and Miss Brabourne had come up the lane from
n the direction of Edge Combe. They had crossed this
NE- piece of ground, noticed the artist at work, and proceedéd
igh to the farm beyond. In about half- an-hour they had re-

turned by the road, to find the outrage committed and no
traces of the robber to be seen.
- : 2

kY ,
};

“Waste ” through which, as has been before stated, an-
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It appeared unlikely, then, to say the least of it, that
this robber should have come from the direction of Poole
; Farm. ' :

Any loitering man would have been rnoticed by them as
they passed ; there was not a single clump of bush on the
T Waste large enough to conceal a man from the view of

' anyone crossing by the footpath. It seemed-also to Mr.
Cranmer to be exceedingly improbable that the villain
i should have approached along the road by which the car-
i riage had come—that is to say, that he had been walking
. towards Edge Combe, because the artist had been sitting
TR directly facing anyone who came from that direction, and
; must have seen and noticed a passer-by on that lonely
A road.
E N Probability then suggested it as most likely that the
B tramp, or whoever it was, who had struck to such pur-
pose, had approached his victim fromy the direction of the
village of Edge Combe—had simply walked along the lane,
come up behind the unsuspecting artist, and without
warning administered the blow on the head, which was quite
enough to leave the strongest man helpless in his hands.
Of course, it was all mere speculation, still, it might afford
a clue; for, if a stranger, a tramp, or a susplcxous-lookmg
'person had-passed through the vn]lage that afternoon, he
was certain to have been noticed, and probably there
were several who could identify such a one.

Then, if he had approached along the lane, how had he
escaped ?

Most probably by simply walking on along the solitary
lane till he came to the high-road. Here was another
negative piece of evidence. If this had been his course,
he must, when he reached the high-road, have turned to
the right, towards Stanton, because Lady Mabel and her
brother, driving from Phllmouth must have met him if he
had turned to the left; and Mr. Cranmer clearly recollected
that they had met no such person.

All this, of course, was very elementary reasoning ;
because there were a_thousand places in which a tramp
might have concealed himself, out of the main road. Yet -
it appeared to the young man likely that one who pre-
sumed sufficiently on the isolation of the neighborhood to
commit such an assault in broad daylight, almost within
view of the windows of a large farmhouse, would be hardy
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enough to adopt the course of simply walking off down the

road after securing his booty,—Aa far safer plan and less

likely to attract suspicion than skulking in fields or out- -

houses. ‘
But, altogether, the more he thought of it, the more in-

credible, the more outrageous the whole thing appeared to ,

be. ’ : -
Surely the artist would not be likely to have enough of .

value on him during a sketching-tour, to make the robbing

of him worth such an enormous hazard! His costume, as_

Claud remembered, had been simplicity itself—white

flannél shirt and trousers, with rough, short grey coat and

cloth helmet. . -0
He would carry a watch and chain—most likely; a

signet ring—very probably. About a pound’s worth of

loose silver ; aggregate value of entire spoils, perhaps ten

pounds, for the watch would be very likely silver, or the

chain worthless. Could there be more—far more in the

affair than met the eye? Could this artist be a man who .

had enemies? Was there some wildly sensational tale of o

- hatred and vengeance underlying the mysterious circum-

stances ? -

Claud pondered, as he raised his neat brown felt hat and
wiped his forehead. He was overcome with a desire to
see and question the victim. From him something might
be ascertained, at l¢ast, of the plan of attack.

He set out to walk to Poole Farm, remarking casually to
himself, in a deprégsed way, that nature never intended
him for a detective. | :

“ But I wonder what a detective would have done under
the circumstances?”’ he mused. “ 1 could not observe
mysterious footpfints in the grass near, for Miss Bra-
bourne’s well-meaning but clumsy handmaiden had trodden
it all flat by the time I arrived on the scene. I have
examined the road and banks for shreds of evidence. 1
have picked up a hairpin, which I have reason to believe
is Miss Brabourne’s. Ought I to put it in my pecket-book
to show to the real bona-fide detective when he arrives on
the scene? It would hardly be of service, I suppose, to
preserve any of the blood? Ought I to have left the
paints and messes in the exact order in which they fell, T
wonder? It’s too late to reflect on that now, however,” '
he added, with a glance at the paint-box, which he carried
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strapped up in one hand, the easel being over his shoulder.

-The beautiful calmness &f the evening seemed to him

horribly at variance with the tragedy just enacted. * It’s

like that funny hymn which little Peggy sings,

¢ Every prospect pleases, and only man is vile.”
Certainly man in his worst aspect is a contemptible reptile,”

‘he sighed, as he walked up the little pebble walk, where

the wall-flowers drowned the air with sweetness.
Inside, in the kitchen, a lively scene presented itself.
Mrs. Battishill, having deposited the sick man in bed, had
just come down for towels and hot water, and was flying
from linen-press to boiler-tap with a volley of words and
some agitation. Her daughter Clara, a slight, delicate
girl who would have been pretty had she not attempted to
be fashionable, wearing steels in her dress, and a large
imitation gdld watch chain, was trying somewhat feebly to
help her mother, and holding the kettle so unsteadily that
the water splashed on the clean flags. A group of men
and boys stood round awestruck, anxio#s to glean every

bit of information that could be given.

There was a murmur as Claud appeared, and everyone
made room for him to enter.

¢ Missis—here be the London gentleman,” said a great
benevolent-looking laborer who stood near the door.

“Eh? Oh, come in, sit Declare I near forgot you
in the hurry of it Saul my boy, take the things from
the gentleman, there’s a dearr lamb.”

A tall boy about sixteen came forward, and held out hls
hands for the easel with a lovely smile.

Mr. Cranmer resigned his burden with a momentary
admiratioi of the beauty of the West of England peasan-
try, and came forward to where Mrs. Battishill was stand-
ing.

t As I was saying, sir, I grudges nothing ; the time, nor
the food, nor the bed, nor anything ; but if he could have *
managed to fall ill at any other time than right on top o’
my hay harvest! Lord knows how I'm going to da!
There’ll be thirty men to feed t&morrow, sir, count heads

.all round, and it’s one woman’s work to get ready the

victuals, I can tell you, and Clara and the gal doing every-
And

if I'm to be up all night—"
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He was able to calm her considerably with the hope of
the village nurse’s speedy arrival, and was on the point of
asking to go up and see the patient, when a clatter of
hoofs was heard, and the doctor appeared on the scene.

He was a rough, surly, middle-aged man, totally without
any modern ideas of comfort or consideration, but with
broken limbs and broken heads he was in his element, for
he had a_sharp practice amongst the quarrymen.

Mrs. Battishill went upstairs -with him, and Claud sat
on the kitchen-table, swinging his legs.

“Clara,” said he, ““I am most fearfully hungry

- A giggle went round the assembly, as Clara, blushing
rosy red, ran to get him some bread and cream, and a
draught of cider.

“This is food for the gods,”'saxd the hungry Claud, as
he covered his bread thickly with scalded cream. ¢ Thrs
is-indeed a land flowing with milk and honey.”

“1 can get yer some hooney tf, if yer wants it,” mur-
mured Clara, very low, with drooplng eyes. '
“No, no, I was only speaking metaphorically,” said he,

]aughmg “How old are you, C %‘a? ”

“ A’m seventeen, sirr.’

“Ah! That’s a fine.age. And how old’s your brother ?”

“ A’ve tt broathers, sirr.” ,

“ Oh, two—which be they ?” said C]aud w1p1ng his lips,
and surveying his admiring audience. '

The two Battishills stepped forward, grinning.

“Oh! isn’t tbat tall fellow with the light hair your

. brother?” he said, indicating the boy . whom Mrs. Bams- .

hill had called Saul.

She shook her head, and there was a general titter,
while the words “sorft,” “infcent,” could be heard, by
which means he gradually gathered that Saul was the
village idiot, at home everywhere and beloved everywhere.
Finding himself the object of general attention,” the boy
- crept behind Clara, who was a head shorter than he, and
hid his face in her neck till only his beautiful golden curls
were visible.

She leaned back, her arms- on his hips, ‘blushing and
laughmg

“He’s turrible shy with strangers,” she said, * he can’t
bear ’em. Stan’ up straight, thee girt fule, Saul!”

Claud thought it as picturesque an interior as Teniers
ever painted. The great hearth, with its seats each side.
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of the chimney, the glowing fire, the white-washed walls,
the shining tins on the dresser, the amused, absorbed faces
of the peasantry, and through the open dcor a waft of
pure air with a’glimpse of trees and evening sky.

He turned next to Joe Battishill, a comely young man
of one-and-twenty.

“ What do you think of this affair? ” he asked. “ You
know these parts—I don’t. Has such a thing ever hap-
pened before ? ”

There was a chorus of “ No!’ and at least half a dozen
started forward to vindicate their country-side of such a
charge. All were convinced that it was the work of some
tramp, and then Claud proceeded to give them his ideas on
the subject. It was agreed that the stranger spoke sound
sense, and several volunteered to organize search-parties.
This was just what he wanted them to do, and he despatched
some towards Edge Combe, some along the highroad to
Stanton, and with these last he sent a.scribbled note,
enclosmg his card, to the Stanton constabulary.

He begged them to watch every tramp, every suspicious
character that passed through the town. Just as he was
in the act of writing, and waxing quite excited in his con-
verse with the men, the doctor was heard lumbering down-
stairs.

A dozen eager faces darted forward to hear the news,
but the doctor marched in solemn silence through the
group, and took up his position in front of the great fire,
facing the assembly. .

red Mrs. Battishill to Claud; and Clara went flying
past him into the cellar.

Meanwhile Dr. Forbes’ sharp eyes had travelled round
the room till they rested on Claud, and the two stood star-
ing at one another in a manner irresistibly comic to the
latter.

Certainly Mr. Cranmer introduced a foreign element into
the society; an element the doctor would scarcely be
prepared to find in Mrs. Battishill’s kitchen. He was not
above middle height, and slightly built. In complexion he
was somewhat fair, with closely-cropped, smooth dust-
colored hair and moustache, and a pale face. His eyes
were grey and usually half shut, and he might have been.
any age you please, from five-and-twenty to forty. He.
had no pretence to good looks of any kind, but he possessed

/{“A won't speak a worrd till he’s had his ciderr,” whis-
€
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an elegance not very easy to describe—a grace of bearing,
a gentleness of manner, a readiness of speech, which no
doubt he owed to his Irish origin. He was a conspicuously
neat person, never rumpled, never disarrayed, and now,
after his very unusual exertions, his collar and tie were in
perfect order, his fresh, quiet, light suit was spotless, and
his neat brown felt ‘““ bowler ” lay on the table at his side
without even a flack of dust.

His glass was in his eye, and he held a piece of bread
and cream in his hand. Feeling the doctor’s eyes upon
him, he deliberately ate a mouthful ; then, rising his mug
of cider: :

“1 drink your good health, sir,” he said. “How do .
you find your patien®? ” R~

“ My patient, sir,” said Dr. Forbes, in a loud, resonant
voice, “ has had as foul usage as ever I saw in my life.
He’ll pull through, he has a splendid constitution. I never
saw a finer physique ; but he’ll have a fight for it.”

At this point Clara brought up the cider, which the
doctor drained at one long steady pull, after which he
wiped his large expressive mouth.

‘“ If the blow on his head had been as hard as those that
followed it, he’d have been a dead man by now,” he said
presently.  “ But luckily it was not. It was only strong
enough to stun him. But there’s a broken arm and a
couple of broken ribs, and wounds akd contusions all
over him. Sir, if the weapon employed had equalled the
goodwill of him who employed it, there would have been a
fine funeral here at Edge Combe to-morrow.”

‘“ Then,” said Claud, eagerly, * what do you think the
blows were inflicted with ?” v

“ A stick—a cudgel of some sort,” said the doctor, “but i
I'll swear they were given by a novice—by a man that o
didn’t know where to hit, but just slashed at the prostrate
carcase promiscuously. Why, if that first blow on the
head had been followed by another to match—there would
have been the business done at once! But I can’t con-
ceive the motive—that’s what baffles me, sir.”

“ But—don’t you think the motive was robbery ? ”’ cried
Claud, excitedly. . ‘ Y
. ‘““What did he rob him of ? ” said the doctor; and open-
ing his enormous hand, he showed a handsome gold watch
" and chain, a ring with a sunk diamond in it, a sovereign -
or two, and some loose silver, .
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_been summoned to the scene of the tragedy. The Scotch-
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CHAPTFR VII

‘Where the qulet-colofedénd of evemng smiles,
Miles on miles

On the solitary pastures, where our sheep,
Half asleep,

Tinkle homeward in the twilight—stay or stop
As they crop.

BROWNING.

THERE was a general hush, during which the doctor sur-
veyed. Mr. Cranmer keenly.

“What can be the meaning of it?” cried Claud,
thoroughly disconcerted and at fault.

¢ That’s past my telling, or the telling of anybody else,
I think,” said Dr. Forbes, slow]y. “It’s the most myste-
rious thing in the whole course of my professional
experience.,” He eyed Claud again. ‘Will you be a
friend of his? ” he dsked.

“ No, no—I know nothing of him at all,” said the young
man, proceeding briefly to relate how strangely he had

man listened attentively, and then asked abruptlv

““Since ye take so kindly an interest in the pqor lad,
will ye come up-and see him?” 1

«T should like to,” said Claud at once. {

““Should we go-after all, sir?” asked Joe Bgttishill,
diffidently.

“What—on the search expeditions? Yes, if- would
be as well to rouse the neighborhood,” said Cranmer,
after a moment’s consideration; ‘but tell the |Stanton
constables this extraordmary%act aBout the_property not
being taken. -If only I-could get a word with the poor
fellow himself, ——1£ enly he were canstious ! ”

‘ He'll not-be conscious yet awhile,” said the doctor.

They ascended the old stairs with their weighty bannis-
ters, the loud tread with which the doctor crossed the .
kitchen having van¥shed entirely. His step was noiseless
as he opened the bed-room door. It was a big room, airy
and clean, and the bed was a large and cumberspme four-
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lay “Allonby, his fine proportions shrouded in one of
Farmer Battishill’s night-shirts. His eyes were wide open,
and with the arm which was not strapped up he was beat-
ing wearily on the counterpane. 5

The farmer’s wife, having no ice, was. laying band-
ages of vinegar and water on his head to cool him.
The doetor had set the casement window wide open, and
the low clucking of the fowls in the fagmyard was softly

audible. - Mr. Cranmer approached the bedsxdeand looked
down af the sufferer.

 years.-old,; with strongly defined features and a pale
‘,complexxon He had a rather long, hooked nose, his eyes
were set in deep under hollow brows, and his chin was
prominent, giving a marked individuality to the face, which
was, however, too thin for beauty, It was the face of a
man who was always rather anxious, to whom the realities
of life were irksome, but who had nevertheless always to
consider the question of £ s. d.—a worn face, which just
now, in its suffering and pallid aspect, looked very sad.
The soft dark brown hair lay in a loose wave over a fine
and thoughtful forehead. It was with an instinct of warm
friendliness that the gazer turned from the bedside.

““Oh, whata shame it is!” he said, indignantly. “I think
I never heard of such a butchery. But now, the thing is
to find his friends. Had he a pocket-book with hinr? If
not, I must walk down to the inn and inquire—he must
have left letters or papers somewhere.”

“ Here'’s a pocket-book,” said the doctor, holding out a
leathern pouch of untidy and well-worn appearance.

Claud carried it to the window, and opened it. It
contained several receipted bills, six postage-stamps, two
ve-pound notes, a couple of photographs of a raggxg\c‘{ew
n striped jerseys, with the name “ Byrne, Richmond,
he back of them, an exhibitor's admission to the Royal
cademy exhibition, and several cards of invitation and
rivate view tickets. These served to elucidate the .fact
hat the artist’s name was Osmond Allonby, but no more.

He lifted the grey coat which hung over a chair, and felt
all its pockets. At last, from the outer one, he unearthed
pocket ha.ndkerchief‘?md a letter addressed to

poster, with pink hangings. Among a forest of pillows ~

Allonby Qfas a fine-looking young man—-perhaps thirty |
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0. Allonby, Esq.,
At < The Fountain Head,’
Ldge Combe,
' Souf/z Devon.

“1 hope he’ll forgive my opening-it, poor chap,” said
Claud, and he pulled the paper from its envelope

The address, as is customary in letters between people
who know each other intimately, was insufficient. It was
merely ¢ 7, Mansfield Road.” He glanced over the begin-
ning—it was quaint enough.

‘“ How are you getting on, old man? We are being fried
alive hefe, and the weather has put old C
unbearable rage that Jac says he has brought out the old
threat once more, all the girls are to be turned out of the
R. A. schools'!”

The reader was sorelytempted to continue this effusion,
but nobly skipped all the rest of the closely-written sheét,
and merely looked at the signature.

“ Always your loving sister,
“Wyn”

“ How much trouble young ladies would save, if only
they would sign their names pfoperly ! ” said Claud, some-
what exasperated. ¢ However, if she is his sister I suppose
it is fair to conclude her name to be Allonby. Wyn
Allonby !”

He turned to the envelope, and in a moment of mspira—
tion bethought him of the postmark It bore the legend,
London, S. W.

“That's enough !’ he said,* now I can telegraph. That’s
all I wanted to know. Mrs. Battishill, will you kindly take
all these things and lock them up in a drawer, please, for
Mr. Allonby’s people to have when they come.”

He proceeded to wrap the watch, chain, pocket-book,
etc., all together in a paper, and deposited them in a
drawer which Mrs. Battishill locked and took the key.

Claud could hardly restrain a smile as he busied himself
thus. The idea would occur to him of how ridiculous it
was that he, Claud Cranmer, should be so occupied !'—of
what Mab would say if she could only see this preterna-
tural, this business-like seriousness !—of what all the men

at'the “ Eaton ” would say !—of how they would shout with .

lJaughter at the idea of his posing as the hero of such a
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into such an -
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predicament !-—of what a tale it would be for.everyone
down in the shires that autumn!

A voice from Allonby suddenly recalled him to the
present. He approached the bed-side full of pity, trying

to catch the fragments of speech which the sick man /-

uttered with difficulty from time to time. T
“And now farewell —I am going a long way,” said
Allonby, and after g.‘kpause again repeated, “ I am going a
long way . . . if indeed I go,—for all my mind is clouded
.with a doubt,—to the island valley of —~
A pause, then again.
“To the island valley of—what is it? where is it? I
forget—I cannot say’it,—to the island valley of- 4
« Avilion? ” suggested Claud.
There was a sigh of relief. _
“Yes—that’s it ! that's it! The Island Valley of Avilion,
where I will heal me of my—grievous wound.” .
“ Now I wonder what has put that into his head ? ” said
Claud. )

“ Following up some previous train of thought .most

. probably,” said the doctor. “ The subject for a picture I

should say very likely. Let him be, poor lad.”

Clara here tapped softly at the door, to say that the
nurse had arrived ; and Claud was despatched downstairs
to send her up, the doctor remaining to give her directions.

Joe Battishill and another young laborer were waiting at
the door for * the gentleman’s orders,” and when he had
sent up the nurse—a nice motherly, clean-looking woman,
—he sat down to write out his telegram. )

_““Beg pardon, sir,” said a big man, pushing past the others
to the table, “ but I should like half-a-dozen words wi’ ye.
I'm Willum Clapp as keeps the “ Fountain Head,” and my
missus be ina fine takin’ about this poor young chap, an’
I wants to hear all that’s took place.”

‘“Oh, you're the landlord of the ‘ Fountain  Head,’ are
you?” said Claud, “you'’re just the man 1 wanted to see.
Can you account in any way for this that has happened?
What sort of man was your lodger, quiet >—peaceable ? ”

William Clapp broke out into a warm eulogium on the
virtues of ¢ Muster Allonba !” .

He was quiet, gentle;_good-humored, and had his word
and his joke for everyone. He had only received two
letters since he came to Edge, one of which he put in-the

2
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fire after reading it. This Mr. Clapp specially remembered,
because his lodger had to come into the kitchen to accom-
plish the said feat, there being, naturally, no fire in the
sitting-room. He had started from the inn that morning a
little before mid-day, with his dlnner done up in a blue
handkerchief—

“ And that minds me, sirr, to ask if Missus Battishill -
could let my missus have back the handkercher and the
pudding-dish, as there’ll be soo\,h a-many dinners to send -
out to the hayfields to-morrow.” -

“ Oh—certainly, I suppose Mrs. Clapp can have her
things ; just ask after them, some of you fellows. And
now tell me,” said Claud, “ did Mr. Allonby know anybody
down in these parts?”

“No, sirr, I don’t think he did.”

‘“ Are you sure?”

“Sure as can be, sirr. At Ieast 1f a did, a sald nowt
abaout it to me or the missus.”

“ Nobody ever came to see him?”

¢ No, sirr, that I'm certain on ! ”

“ Did he seem as if he had anything on  his mind ? ”

¢ No, that a didn’t, for my missus said as haow she neverr
see such a light-hearted chap i herr life!”

Claud pondered deeply, nursing one knee and staring at
the kitchen floor.

“You see, this is what bothers me, Mr. Clapp,” he said.
‘It was an assault apparently without any motive whatever,
for Mr. Allonby was not robbed.”

“Eh, it’s as queer a thing as ever I heard on, and as
awful,” said William Clapp. ¢ In the meedst of life we are
in death, as I've often heared in church, sirr! Why, the
mowers in Miss Willoughby’s grass, and Loud at the
smithy, they see him go by a-laughing and a-giving everyone
good-morning as perlite and well-mannered as could be;
and the next one hears of him——!”

The farmer made an eloquent gesture with his hand.

“ Well, 'm just writing a message to his people, Mr.
Clapp,” said Claud. “1I found a letter from his sister in
London, and I thought the best thing to do was to telegraph
for her to come straight.”

“If you please,sirr,” said the landlord,* anything me or
my missus can do ?

“I am sure of it, and thank you kindly. ‘I may want a
bed at your house to-morrow night; but I'll let you know.” .
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He rapidly pencilled a message to—

N Miss Wyn Allonby, +° T
7 Mansfield Road, -
London, S: W.
Then paused a minute.

“J don’t even know whether she’s married or(not,” he
reflected.  ““ However, I should think this would find her

-~any way ; people usually open telegrams

He wrote :

“ Accidentto Mr. Allonby. Serious. Has been taken
to Poole Farm. 11.30 train Waterlmto/StMMﬂ shall

be met to-morrow.”

He gldnced up at the landlord. -

“T will add your name,” he said, ‘and address,—it will
‘be better.”

So he added, “Clapp, Fountain Head Inn,” and passed
the paper over to-Joe Battishill, who gravely bega.n to
count the syllables.

“One and twopence, please, sir,” said Joe. -

Claud tossed him half-a-crown.

“You'll want something when you get to Stanton,” he
said ; *“ you can keep the change.”

Clara came' creeping down the stair, looking white and
nervous.

“Please, sir, mother say she never saw no blue hand-
kercher nor pudding-basin neither.”

“Eh?” said Claud. “ Well, now I come to think of it,
no more did I; Isuppose it was left by the wayside.”

“T'll be bold to’say it wasn’t,” said William Clapp, * for
I walked oop right past the place, and I should a known
my missus’s dish-clout, bless yer.’

“I suppose -it's hidden among the grass,” said Mr.
Cranmer, after 2 moment’s thought. “Let us go and
look. Is your mother sure it was not brought here.
Clara?”;

«Certain sure, sir. Nobody carned away anything but
mother, who took the peecture, an’ you as | carried the box
and easel.”

“ Could Miss Brabourne s servant have taken it?” sug~
gested Claud.

‘- Na.y, sir, a think not,” sald Clapp, for a stopped to
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speak to my missus, and she would ha’ gi’en her the things
if she had ’em.”

“Let’s go and look!” cried Claud, seizing his hat
again.

The sun had set at last—what a long time it seemed to
have taken to-night! The rosy afterglow dyed all the
heavens, and the trees were outlined black against it. As
they hurried through the Waste, it seemed to the young
man as if *he had known the neighborhood for years ; ages
appeared to have elapsed since the afternoon, when he had
been soberly driving with Mab along the coach-road,
accomplishing the last stage in their pleasant, uneventfil
ten days’driving-tour. How little he had thought, when Le
planned that driving-tour for Mab, who had been
thoroughly wearied out with an epldemlc of whoopmg—
cough in her nursery, that it would lead to .consequences
such as these. He was profoundly interested in the
mysterious circumstances of this affair_in which, somehow,
he had been made to play sdch a prominent part. Come
what might, he must stay and see it out. Mab might go
home if she liked—in fact, he thought she had better
telegraph to Edward to come and fetch her. The children
were all at Eastbourne with the nurses, and she would
have a chance of quiet if she went for a few days to the
“mater’s” inconvenient dark little house in* Provost
Street, Park Lane ; and :

‘“ Here you are, sirr,” said William Clapp, in his broad
Devon. “ Where’s the missus’s dishclout? ”

In fact, it was not to be seen. They searched for it
. high and low, in vain. Mr. Cranmer felt as if he were in
the toils of that mixture of the ghastly and the absurd
which we call nightmare. This last detail was too
ridiculous! That a gentleman should be; waylaid and
murdered on the king’s highway, and all for the sake of a
blue handkerchief and a pudding-basin! In his mingled
feelings of amusement and annoyance, he did not know
whether to laugh er be angry—the whole thmg was -t0o
incredible, too monstrous.
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CHAPTER VIIL

¢ Thy steps are dancing towards the bound
Between the child and woman,

And thoughts and feelings more profound
And other years are coming;

. And thou shalt be more deeply fair,
Y More precious to the heart,

But never canst thou be again

The lovely thing thou art.”

SIDNEY WALKER.

“ My dear, I cannot understand it !” said Miss Charlotte
Willoughby.

“It1s most strange—you don’t think Mrs. Battishill
can have kept them to tea?™ hazarded Miss Fanny, in her
geatle way. —_

Miss Charlotte crushed her, as usual. —

“Jane stay out to tea without leave? She has never
done such thing a before.”

“It's very warm. They may be lingering on account of
the heat,” put in Miss Ellen’s quiet voice.

“ The heat is not too great for any healthy girl,” said
Miss Emily, with decision. “I have noticed lately in
Elaine a very languid and dawdling way of doing things.
I shall speak to her on the subject. Idon’tknow what she
has to occupy her thoughts, but she evidently is never
thinking of what she is doing.”

““She is a dear good child, on the whole,” said Miss
Fanny, comfortably.

“I cannot help thinking that she sometxmes finds her
life dull,” said Ellen.

“Dull 1” cried the three ladles in chorus ; and Charlotte
added, in high and amazed tones :

T Why she is occupied from morning till night !”

“It was omly to-day I let her off a quarter-of-an-hour
practising on account of the heat,” continued Fanny.

“If you think she might devote more time to her
cahst.hemcs——-” began Emily.
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“Tt was not that I meant at all,”” said Ellen, when she
could get a hearing. “I do not complain of want of
occupation for hers, but want of amusement.”

“T was always taught to consider,” said Charlotte, in a
tone of some displeasure, “that those who were fully
employed need never complain of ennui. Occupation is
amusement.” .

“ Then, to follow on your argument,” said Ellen, half
playfully, ¢ the convicts who are sentenced to hard labor
must have a most amusing time of it.”

This remark, savoring dangerously of irony, was
received by the three sisters with utter silence, and Char-.
lotte thought, as she often did, what a pity it was that Ellen
read so many books ; really it quite warped hebjudg-
ment. & : )

“Of course everything should be in moderation,” she
said frigidly, after a pause; ‘“too severe labor would be
as bad for the body as too little is for the mind.”

This speech sounded rather well, and Charlotte’s temper
was somewhaﬁoothed by the feeling that she had made 2
hit.

Miss Ellen sighed. She felt that nothing could be done
on Elaine’s behalf, if she began by setting up the backs of
the entire council of education. Yet so narrow had the
minds of these excellent women grown, by living so per-
petually in one groove, that it seemed impossible even to
hint that they were mistaken without putting them out of
temper. '

“Of course I know that occupation is most necessary,”
said she, “ and I agree with you that every woman should
be well employed; but I only wanted to suggest that
perhaps a little more variety than we find necessary might
be good for the young. We are glad to live our quiet,
- uatroubled days through ; but for Elaine,—don’t you think
that some diversion now and then would be beneficial ?
Remember, as girls, we went to London for a month each
spring, our dear father always gave us that treat; and I
know that I, at least, used to get through my work here
with all the greater zest because of looking forward to that
month’s enjoyment.” ’

“ And what is the result?” burst out Miss Charlotte,
with quite unusual energy. “What is the result of all this
going to London, pray? I am sure I heartily wish, and
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Fanny for one agrees with me, that we had never gone
near the place! If we had not gadded about to London
our poor pretty Alice would never have met that vile
Valentine Brabourne with his deceitful face, and the family
tragedy would never have taken place ?

“ And we should never have had Elaine to brighten our
home and give us something to care for,” said Ellen, speak-
ing bravely, though the remembrance of her favor_ite sister
brought the color to her wan face, and dimmed her eyes.

“ You know the reason we never took Elaine to London
was to keep her as much as possible dissociated from her
step-mother and step-brother,” went on Miss Charlotte,
combatively. »

“Yes, 1 know,” answered her sister, quietly, “and that
is where I think we have been so wrong. Because, much
as we may have disliked Mrs. Brabourne, she was Valentine
Brabourne’s wife, and we had no right to allow Elaine to
grow up quite estranged from her brother.”

This took Charlotte’s breath quite away. Itwas rare to
hear Ellen assert herself atall ; but to hear her deliberately
say that Charlotte was wrong ! .

*“I am much more to blame than any of you,” went on
Ellen, “ because I will admit that, at the time Elaine came
to us, I was very, very sore at the conduct of Mrs. Bra-
bourne and her relations, and I was only eager to get
possession of the child and keep her from them all ; but I
was quite wrong, Charlotte. Think what an mterest her
little brother would have been to her.”

“Well, I do- think, Ellen, you cannot quite reflect on
what you are saying,” said Charlotte, hier tongue loosed.
at last in a perfect torrent of words. “I have al-
ways said you read too many books, and I suppose you
have some romantic notion of reconciliation in your head
now. I have every respect for you, Ellen, as the head of
this family, but you must allow me to say that, invalid as
youa are, and always confined to the house, you are apt to
be taken hold of by crotchets and fancies. Let us look for
a moment at the facts of the case: do you consider that
Mrs. Brabourne was a fit person to have the bringing-up
of Elaine? ”

““No, I frankly say I do not. I am not suggestmg that
Mrs. Brabourne should have brought her up.”

“ Do you consider that the Ortons would be a nice
house for Elaine to. be constantly visiting at?”
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“ No, Charlotte, I cannot say I do.”

“ Do you imagine it at all likely that we could have been
on terms of any intimacy with Mrs. Brabourne and her
brother without allowing Elaine to visit there?”

“It might have been difficult,” Miss Ellen, with rising
cole, was constrained to admit ; “but I was not advocating
intimacy exactly ; only that Elaine should be on friendly
terms with little Godfrey.”

“ Is she not on friendly tetms? Iam sure then it is not
my fault. She sends him a card every Christmas and a
present every birthday, and always writes to her step-
mother once a year. I really do not see how one could go
much further without the intimacy which you. admit is
undesirable,” cried Charlotte, in triumph. ‘

“I do not admit that it is undesirable for Elaine to be
intimate with her brother,” said Ellen, with firmness.

“ And pray how is the brother to be separated from the
Orton crew, with their Sunday tennis-parties; their actors
and actresses, their racing and their betting? ™" '

“ By askmg him down here to stay with his sister,” said
Ellen, quietly.

A pause followed, an awful pause, which to good little
Miss Fanny boded so darkly, that she hurled herself into
the breach with energetic good-will.

“Dear me!” she cried, “ what a good idea! What a
treat for dear Elaine ! Lwonder nobody ever thought of
it before !”

“Do you?. 7 do not,” -said Charlotte, w1th withering
contempt. “I wish, Fanny, I really wish you would reflect
a little before you speak——you are as unpractical as Ellen
is!”

Miss Fanny rejoiced in having at least partially diverted
the storm to her own head—she was well used to it, and
would emerge from Charlotte’s ponderous admonitions as
fresh and smiling as a daisy from under a roller.

“ Do you know the atmosphere in which that boy has
been brought up ? ” went on the irate speaker. “ Do you
know the society to which 'he is accustomed—the language
he usually hears—and, very probably, speaks ? He smokes
and drinks, I should say—plays billiards and bets, very
probably—a charming companion for our Elaine.”

. “My dear Charlotte, he is not fourteen yet, and he is
\being educated at the most eostly private scool—he can

’
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scarcely drink and gamble yet, I really think,” remonstrated
Ellen.

“Oh, of course, if you choose to invite him, th?re 18 no
need to say more—no need to consult me—the house is
not mine, as,no doubt you wish to remind me,” said Char-
lotte, with virulent injustice: -

“Char!” .cried Ellen, in much tribulation, “you know
my dear, so well that I would not for worlds annov you——I
would do nothing contrary to your judgment. You know
how I lean upon you in everything. But think, dear, if
this poor little boy is brought up, as you say, in a house-
hold of Sabbath-breaking, careless peopl¢, 1s it not only
right, only charitable on our part to ask him here and see
if we cannot show him the force of a good example? Are
we so uncertain of the results of our teaching on Elaine
that we feel sure he will corrupt her? May we not hope
that the contrary will be the case—that the care we have
lavished on our girl may help her to serve her brother?”

My dear Ellen, I never yet put a rotten apple into a
basket of good ones with the idea that the sound apples
would cure the rotten one,” said Miss Charlotte, grimly.

*“Oh, surely the case is not the same,” cried Miss £llen,
too flurried to search for the fallacy in her sister’s analogy.
“Put it'in this way: In two years—only two _years, mind
—Elaine will be her own mistress ; whether or not she
inherits the fortune which we think is hers by right, she
will at least have a’handsome allowance. With what con-
fidence will you be able to launch her out into the world
if you fear now that, in her own home, and surrounded by
her home influences, she will not be able to withstand the
corrupting power of a Irttle boy of fourteen ? ”

lotte, ““ talking on, without reflection, which is very sur-
prising in a woman of your sound sense. ‘Launch her
out into the world,’ indeed! As if we were going’to turn
Elaine out of the house on her twenty -first birthday, and
wash our hands of her. Whatis to prevent her staying
here always, if she pleases ? ”

““ What is to keep her here a moment, if she chooses to
go? ” asked Ellen.

Charlotte hesitated a Tittle.
* She is not likely to choose to go,” she said.
“I am not so sure. There is a great-deal—oh, a great

¢

“There again, that is all rhodomontade,”-cried Char-..
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deal in Elaine which none of us have ever scen,” replied
her sister. ¢ It sometimes frightens me to think how little
I know about her.”

“ I cannot imagine what you mean,” said Charlotte, in
the blank, dry tone she always used when she could not
understand what was said.

“You will see some day,” said Ellen ; which Micaiah-
like prophecy exasperated her sister the more.

I think Ellen is right,” said Emily, suddenly.

She hadtaken very little part in the discussion, but it was
always assumed in the family that Emily would agree with -
Charlotte. . The open desertion of this unfailing ally.
bereft the already much irritated lady of the power of
speech. : ‘

‘T mean about having the boy Brabourne to stay here,”
said Emily ; “ I have thcught of the same thing myself
more than once—that Elaine ought to get acquainted with
him, and that the only way to do it would be to have him
here, as. we dislike the Ortons so much. I don’t want
people to think that we grudge him his share of the inherit-
ance, and I ‘think it looks like that, if we ignore him so
persistently.” .

This was putting the matter on a ground less high than
Ellen’s, and one, therefore, more easily grasped by the
others. ]

“1 quite agree with you,” murmured Fanny, and Char-
lotte raised an aroused face from her work.

« I daresay,” said Emily, ¢ that the Ortons-all laugh at
us for nasty covetous old maids, and that they think we
disltke the boy simply because we are jealous; I don't
exactly like to have people imagine that.”

“ Naturally not,” Charlotte was beginning, in muffled
tones, when Fanny exclaimed, in consternation,

“Bless us all! Look at the clock! Where can that
child be? ”

All looked up.: The urn had long ceased to sing, the hot
cake was cold, the fried ham had turned to white lumps of
fat, and the finger of the clock pointed to seven. -

They had been so absorbed in discussing Elaine’s future
that her.present whereabouts had entirely been forgotten.
Now at last they were thoroughly anxious. :

Fanny rang the bell to have the tea re-made and the
food heated ; Emily hurried out to see if there were any
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signs of the wanderers on the road across the valley;
Charlotte went to Acland, the coachman, to tell him to go
and look for them.

“You had better harness Charlie, and take the carriage,”
she said, I am afraid something is wrong—Miss Elaine
has spramed her ankle, or somethmg ; anyway, it is get-
ting so late, they had better drive home. It is very
strange ; I can’t understand it.at all.”

« No, miss, not more can’t I, for Jane’s mostly a woonder-
ful poonctual body for her tea,” said Acland, chuckling.

«“ Never known her late before ; somethmg must have
happened.”

She walked nervously across the stable-yard, and Iooked
down the drive.

f.o! and behold a trim little carriage was just entering,
* and perched on the box beside a strange coachman was
Jane herself.

“Jane ! ” screamed Charlotte, « where s Miss Elaine? ”

The carriagescame to a standstill, and Elaine, white,
and, somehow, altered-looking, stood up in it.

“Here I am, Aunt Char,” she said ; “I am quite safe.”

“ But what—what—what has happened ?” gasped Miss -
Charlotte, staring at Elaine’s travellmg—compa.mon ¢ Jane,
what has happened ? ”

For all answer, Jane went off into a perfect volley « of
hystencs It was scarcely to be wondered at, for her day’s
experiénce had far exceeded-anything which had previously
happened to her in all her fifty years of life.

Miss Charlotte was greatly alarmed, however, as Jane’s
usual demeanor was staid and unemotional to a degree.
She ran for sal volatile, salts, for she hardly knew what,
and soon_her agitated and broken utterances drew Fanny
and Emily out 1nto the stable-yard.

" Elaine did not go into hysterics. She stood up, very
white, with'shining dyes, which seemed bluer and larger
than usual as Lady Mabel introduced herself to the ladies,
and began 4 clear and graphic description of what had
taken place. It seemed too incredible, too horrifying to
be true, -that their little Edge Combe had been the scene
of such violence and bloodshed. )

So overcome were they that they qmte forgot even
to thank Lady Mabel for her kindness in bringing Elaine
home; until she said, with a charmingly gra.ceful bow,

i
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. were with the purple marks of suffering, and wrinkling in
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“ And now I will not keep you, as I know you are long-
ing to be rid of me ;” and extended a hand in leave-tak-
ing. : :

Then Miss Charlotte suddenly rallied, and said,

¢ Oh, but we could not on any account allow you to go
on without taking some refreshment.”

ad St ey Mt

CHAPTER IX.

- et Y ™

So it would once have been—’tis so no more,.
I have submitted to a new control ;
A power is gone which nothing can restore,
A deep distress hath humanized my soul.
WORDSWORTH.

- A

Lapy Maser did not require much pressing to induce her
to accept the eagerly-offered tea and rest. She was tired
and wet, hungry and thirsty, and in her graceful, Irish
way, she made her acceptance seem like the conferring of
a favor.

It was with some amused and speculative interest that
she entered the house -which had produced such an anach-
ronism of Miss Elaine Brabourne. ’

“The sisters greeted her with some nervousness, but as
much cordiality as they knew how to show. Hospitality
was a virtue they all possessed, though their opportunities
of displaying it were few and far between. A grateful
coolness was the first sensation which her ladyship expe-
rienced on entering the low-ceiled dining-room. A real
Devonshire “ high tea ” was spread on the table in tempt-
ing profusion. There were chudleighs and cream, cakes
and honey, eggs from the poultry-yard,.and such ham as
could only be cured in perfection at Edge Willoughby.

Miss Ellen lay on her couch near the window, and, as
she stretched her thin hand in kindly greeting, her guest
was much impressed by the refined and intellectual type
of her features, and their lovable expression. In the blue,
shadowy eyes, with their long lashes, underlined as they

-
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the cotners with advancing years, could be cleariy traced -
the wreck of the same beauty which was budding in Elaine.

Miss Emily too was handsome, though a—hard e
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robbed her face of the charm of her sister’s. Little Miss
Fanny, in her plump and plaintive amiability, was also
prepossessmg in her way; Charlotte only, with massive
jaw, large features, high forehead and stony gaze, con-
veyed a feeling of awe.

This forehead was not only high but polisked. 1t shone
and twinkled in the light, as though the skin were too
tightly stretched on the bony knobs of the' skull beneath.
‘The sparse hair was tightly strained away from it above—
the frowning sandy eyebrows failed to soften it below. Lady

. Mabel guessed at once who was the ruling spirit of this
. unconventual sisterhood.

The furniture of the room was the furniture of a by-gone
day, when art had not been promulgated, and nobody
thought of considering beauty as in any sense an impor-

 tant factor of one’s happiness. Inthatsad period the fated

Misses Willoughbys’ youth had been cast. Alas! for the
waste of good material which must then have-been the
rule! Girls intended by nature to be beautiful and charm-
ing, yet who, by dint of never comprehending their mis-
sion, managed only to be ugly and clumsy. The parents
of these girls had forgotten the sweet and harmonious
names of their Anglo-Saxon ancestry. There were no more
Ediths, or Ethels, or Cicelys, or Dorothys. Even the age
of Lady Betty had passed and gone. Amelia, Caroline
and Charlotte, Maria and Augusta were the order of the
day.

It agonizes one only to think of the way those unlucky
girls violated the laws of taste. Their fathers surrounded
them with bulky mahogany furniture, and green and blue
woollen damask. No wonder they dressed themselves in
harrowing mixture of magenta and pink and mauve. Why
should they trouble to arrange their hair with any view to
preserving the confour of their head, when every tea-cup
they used was a monstrosity, every jug or bowl the viola-
tion of a law ?

The delicate fancy of Wedgewood and his school was

banished and ignored with the Chippendale furniture and '

all the other graces of their grandfathers. Everything
must be as Lﬁe as possible, and as unwieldy. The ques-
tions of beausy and of usefulness were as nothing if only
the table or chair were sufficiently cumbersome. ——
“Mercifully for us that terrible time of degradation was
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short. A violent, reaction soon “set in. But the period—
left its marks behind it_left a generation which-it had in-
fected and lowered, out of whom it hirdffsnocked all the
romance, from whom JWracted in some fatal way,
the faculty to .appreciate the beautiful ; and the Misses
Wllloug/by— use and all, were a hvmg monument of its
‘hideots influence.

The furniture remained as it had been in the life-time’ of
-their father. The sisters never wore anything out, so
what would have been the object of renewing it? Every-
thing looked as it used to look, and was arranged as it had
been arranged in the days of thelr wasted girlhood ; what
could Elaine desire further? She would fare as they had
done. It seldom occurred to them that their mode of life
left anything to be desired.

Lét it not for a moment be thought that-the study of art”
is here advecated as a remedy for all the ills that flesh is
heir to, or that the laws of beauty are in any way suggested
as a substitute for those higher laws without which life
must be incomplete. It is of course more than possible for
a woman with no eye at all for color, and an absolute dis-
regard for symmetry, to lead the life of a heroine or a
saint. And yet an innate instinct seems to suggest a close
connection between the beauty of holiness and all the
other million forms in which beauty is hourly submitted to
our eye ; and it seéms just within the limits of possibility
that alink should exist between the decadence of taste and
the undoubted and unparalleled stagnation of religious life
which certainly was to be found side by side with it.

If we believe, as it is to be supposed Christians must,
that a purpose exists in all the loveliness which is scattered
about so lavishly through the natural world, then surely it
.follows that we can hardly afford to do quite without the*
help so afforded us ; lest, in forgetting the loveliness of
nature, we lose our aspiration towards the perfection of
nature’s God. . .

Certainly, in the Willotighby family, the sister who
evidently had the strongest feeling for beauty was the
sister who most strongly suggested the Chnsuan ideal of
the spiritual life.

The world in which Lady Mabel Wynch -Frere now found
herself was a world so altogether new to her—as to be ex- -
ceedingly interesting to her restless rrﬁmgb
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She did not find theﬁular grade of society in which
her own lot was cast conspicuously fascinating. She had
ability enough to despise the superficial life of a large
portion of the fashionable world ; and her delight was to
seek out “fresh fields and pastures new.”

Elaine had inspired her with a peculiar interest. She
was confident that the girl was a unique specimen in- our
essentially modern world. To watch the gradual unfolding

of a'mind behind the magnificent blankness of those enor-

meus eyes, would be a study in emotions entirely after her
ladyship’s own heart. She knew that she already exerted
a certain influence over this uncouth result of the Misses
Willoughbys’ attempts at education.

As the girl sat at table, not eating a mouthful, her gaze
was steadily rivetted on the new comer.” To every word
she uttered, a breathless attention was accorded. In vain
the aunts remonstrated, and urged their usually meek
charge to eat. She seemed dazed—in a dream—and sat
on as if she did not hear them:—"" :

“ My youngest brother and I are the best of friends,”
said Lady Mabel to Miss Ellen. ‘We are the most alike
of any of the family, and it is always a pleasure to.
us to be togsther. . My little ones have had the whooping-
cough—I adore my children, and I quite wore out myself
with nursing them. When they were quite recovered,
Claud thought I should take a little rest. My husband is
just now in command of his regiment, and could not come
with us, so we planned this little tour. To-day’s tragic
incident has been most unexpected. - Stanton is’our goal
—we propose returfiing to .kondon from thence, as we
hedr there is not much tosee beyond. We have come along
from Land’s End—all the way ! It seems perhaps a little
heartless to say so,but in one way this tragedy will be of great
interest to my brother. He has so desired to get a, glimpse
of the inner lives of these people. We have felt such com-
plete outsiders, he and I—we have seen the country, but
we cannot kpow the natives. At each inn, everybody
puts on their company manners at once. We feel that
they are endeavoring to suit their conversation to our rank.
They will not appear before us naturally and simply ; but
vou see, in a calamity like this, they have no time to pick
their words. Like the doctor, one sees right into. their
hearts in such a moment ; my brother will be deeply in-
terested, I feel sure.”,
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“I am sure I hope the Battishills will remember to treat
Mr. Cranmer with all due respect,” said Miss Charlotte,
with her manner of blank mcomprehenswn of a word that
had been said.

It was such a conspicuously inapposite remark, that
even Lady Mabel had no answer ready, and felt her flow
of conversation unaccountably impeded.

“ They are very respectable people, as a rule,” went on
Miss Charlotte, ¢ but Mrs. Battishill is apt to be short in
her temper if flurried. I hope she was not rude to you,
Lady Mabel?”

] scarcely saw her,” answered her ladyship, perusing the
speaker earnestly from her intense eyes.

“I can understand that desire to win the hearts of
the people,” said Miss Ellen, quietly; “and I
think perhaps our Cornish and Devonshire folk are
particularly hard for strangers to read; they are very
reserved, and their feelings are deep, and not easily
stirred.” )

I am sure they are very ordinary kind of people, /7
never find any difficulty m getting on with them ; I don’t
approve of all this rubbish about feeling,” said ‘Miss
Charlotte, shortly.

Before the visitor had been half- an-hour at table, she
knew that “ I am sure ” of Miss Charlotte’s by heart, and a
deep feeling of pity for those who had always to listen to
it sprang up within her. There seemed to be no point on
which the excellent lady was not sure, yet the mere state-
ment of an opinion by anyone else appeared to rouse in her
breast a feeling of covert ire. )

« Elaine, my child, come .here,” said Miss Ellen, softly.

Elaine started, rose, and came round the table. Her
aunt took her hands.

“You are eating nothing,” she said, ‘““and your hands
are very hot. Don’t you feel well ? - Are you tired? ”

“] am sure,” remarked Miss. Charlotte,  she has had
nothing to tire her—she drove all the way . home from
Poole.”

“ Yes, but she has been agitated—she has had a shock,”
‘said Miss Ellen, anxiously; with a strange feeling, as she
looked ‘inte the girl’s. dilated eyes, that Elaine was
gone, and that she was perusing the face of a stranger.
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eat “Yés,” said Elaine at last, in Her unready way.:
tte, " «“She had better have a little \Wine-and-water, and lie
hat lown,” said her aunt, sympathetically. “Go and lie on

the sofa, Elaine dear, and rest. I am so vexed—so
grieved for her to see such a terrible thing,” she said to
Lady Mabel. ‘“One would always keep young girls in
ignorance even to existence of crime.”

hat
ow

on “Oh, would you?” said her ladyship, in accents of
n such real surprise that each sister looked up electrified at
‘ou,. the bare idea of questioning such orthodox teaching. “I

mean,” she explained, with a smile, ¢ that I think women

the ought to be very useful members of society ; and I should
not at all like to feel that the sight of a wounded wayfarer
OIf by the roadside only inspired one with the desire to faint.

I shall wish all my girls to attend ambulance classes, so
that a broken limb may always find them a help, not a

a-days, and I would not, if I could. Let them be of some
use 1n their generation—able to stop a bleeding artery till
the doctor comes, as well as able to bake a cake or make
their clothes. Do you agree with mé, Miss Willoughby ?

Ellen hardly knew. The doctrine was to her so utterly
novel. Charlotte’s breath was so taken away that she had

she not a word to, offer.

ia “ Every woman is sure to have emergencies in her life,
to 15 she not?” asked her ladyship, in her earnest winning
on way. “If not of one kind, then of another. If she

marries, her children are certain to call forth her resources ;
1er B if she does not marry, her nephews and nieces very prob-
ably will do so instead. . How can a girl take a serious
view of life if she does not know its realities? Of course

1er there are limits—there are things-which had better not be
discussed before girls, because it would do them no good
1ds to know them ; and there is no need to intrude the ghastly

and the wicked unnecessarily into their lives ; but I cer-
tainly would train a glrl s nerves so that a shock should not
utterly prostrate her. - I would téach her courage and
presence of mind.”

K, There was no answer whatever to this speech. Miss
Charlotte, havmg never reflected on the subject in her life,
had no opinion to offer. She had always taken it for
granted that a-lady should do nothing beyond needlework
and perhaps a little gardening. “ Accomplishments ”’ were

hindrance. One cannot shut up girls in bandboxes now-’
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the order of her day, in which list were bracketed to-
gether, with grim unconscious irony, watercolor painting
and the manufacture of wax flowers!

Her ladyship rose, and crossed the room with her light
energetic step to where Elaing had seated herself on the
sofa. The girl had not lain down, but remained with her
eyes fixed on the visitor, drinking in every -word" she
uttered. A cool hand was laid on her forehead, and a
pair of wonderful eyes gazed down into hers!

“ Oh, yes—her forehead is very hot. I would not give
her wine ; give her some iced milk and soda water and let
her go to bed, she is quite exhausted,” she said. ‘‘And
now I must bid you good-night, if I do not wish to be
benighted,” she added, rising.

“ Oh, but indeed we cannot let you go on to-night,” said
Miss Ellen’ ‘eagerly. ‘““You must be good enough to stay
with us here. We have many more rooms than we can ’
occupy, and we shall be glad to be of use——"

There was some polite demur, but it was overruled ; all
the sisters seconded Ellen’s invitation, and finally Lady
Mabel gratefully accepted it, and sent her coachman up to

" Poole, to apprise her brother of her whereabouts, and to
bring back the latest news of the invalid.

Meanwhile the night had come. With all its stars it
hung quietly -over the fairy valley in solemn and moonless
splendor. Elaine, sent to bed, had crept out from between
the sheets, and knelt, crouched down by her window,
awaiting the return of the messenger from Poole.

So irregular a proceeding was a complete novelty in her
career; but oh! the strange, new, trembling charm of
having such a day’s experiences to look back ‘upon !

It had all happened so rapidly, in such a few hours.
That afternoon had begun, dull and eventless ; now, how
different was everything. In an undefined, vague way she
felt that things could never more be quite as they had
been. A boundary line had been passed. The world was
different, and for the first time in her nineteen years she
was engaged in the perilous dehght of contemplating her
own identity.

Up to the dark purple vault of heaven were sighed that |
night vague aspirations from a heart which had never
aspired before ; a prayer went with them, which, brief and
shapeless as it was, was nevertheless the first real prayer
of Elaine Brabourne’s heart :

7
.
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“Oh, if only fe may not die!” -

Aftq;;all the Misses Willoughby were but human, and
had ‘all the feclmg§ of the English provincial middle-
classes.

Their reverence for the aristocracy had something well-
nigh touching in its’ simple faith. Determined as they
were against anything unconventional, they yet almost
dared to think that Lady Mabel Wynch-Frere had a right
to hold opinions—a right conferred on her by that mystic
handle to her name, which sanctioned an eccentricity that
would have been unpardonable in any woman less strongly
backed up—any woman supported by a social position less
unquestionable.

Moreover, they could not but be.sensible that the sojourn
of this star of fashion at Edge Willoughby would set all the
nelghborhood talking, and that to them would be assigned,
for a time at least, all the local importance they could
possibly desire. Her ladyship’s heresies were more than
condoned, in consideration of her ladyship’s consequence.

CHAPTER X.

- .- For me,
Perhaps I am not worthy, as you say

Of work like this; perhaps a woman;s soul *

Aspires, and not creates ; yet we aspire . . . . .

‘Who love my art, would never wish it lower
To suit my stature. I may love my art,
You'll grant that even 2 woman may love art,
Seeing that to waste true love on anything
Is womanly, past question.

F. B. BROWNING.

THE heat of the blazing day was just beginning to be
tempered with light puffs of sea-scented air as the sun -
declined, when the Honorable Claud Cranmer stepped upon
the platform at Stanton, and asked the station-master if
the London train were due

“Yes; it was—just signalled from Coryton ” and Claud,
after the manner of his race, put his hands behind hlm,
wrinkled up his eyelids on account of the sun, and ga.zed
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away along the flat marshy valley of the Ashe river, to
catch the first glimpse of the approaching train.

On the other side of the sandy river mouth lay the little
old village of Ashemouth, picturesquely nestling at the foot
of the tall cliff. It was a pretty view, but not to be com-
pared at all with the beauty of Edge Combe.

“T do hope the young lady will arrive,” soliloquised the
young man. ‘ The poor fellow ought to have some one
with him who knows him. I only wish I could hit upon
some clue tb the mystery ; it’s the most baffling thing !

He sighed, and then he yawned vigorously, for he had
been up the greater part of the night, and he was a person
whom it did not suit to have his rest disturbed. The
village nurse had been quite inadequate to the task of
holding poor Allonby in his bed, and so had aroused * the
gentleman ” at about two, since when he had only had an
hour’s nap. The day had been most distressing: Lady
Mabel had sent Joseph, tHe coachman, into Stanton for
ice, which he had obtained with difficulty ; but it seemed
as if nothing would abate the fierce heat in that sick-
chamber ; they longed for  cool wind and cloudy skies to
obscure the brilliant weather in which the haymakers were
so rejoicing. As the fever grew higher, Dr. Forbes’ face
grew graver, and it was with a_sickening dislike to being
the bearer of such txdmgs that Claud set out for the station
to meet the patient’s sister, and drive her up to the farm.

The train appeared at last, curving its dark bulk along -
the gleaming metals with the intense deliberation which
marks the pace of all trains~on branch lines of the South-
Western. »

‘“Noneed to hurry oneself this hot weather,” the engine
appeared to be saying, comfortably, while Claud was
feverishly thinking how much hung on every moment.
He had formed no pre-conceived idea as to what Miss Allon-
by’s exterior would be like. His eyes dwelt anxiously on
the somewhat numerous female figures which emerged-
from the carriage doors. Most of them were mammas and
nurses, with two or three small children in striped cotton
petticoats, whose cheeks looked sadly in want of the fresh
salt air of Stanton.

At last he became aware of a girl, who he guessed mlght
be the one he sought for, merely because he could not see
anyone else who could possibly answer to that description.

CRE -
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This girl must have alighted from the train with great
celerity, for her portmanteau had already been produced
from the van and laid beside her. She was rather tall and
particularly slight—somewhat thin, in fact. She wore a
dust-colored tweed suit very plainly made, and a helmet-
shaped cap of the same cloth. - Her face was pale, withan
empbhasis in the outline of the chin which faintly recalled
her handsomer brother. Her eyes were keen. and her ex-
pression what Americans call intense.

She was walking towards Mr. Cranmer, but her gaze
was fixed on a porter who stood just behind him.

“Is there a cart or anything in waiting to take me to
Poole Farm? ” she asked, with the thin clearness of voice
and purity of accent belonging to London girls. Claud
stepped forward, raising his cap.

“I'm afraid I can’t lay claim to being a car?,” he said,
modestly, “ but perhaps you would kindly include me in
vour deﬁnmon of a thing. 1am in waiting to take you to
Poole Farm.”

An amused look broke over the girl’s face,a look not of
surprise but of arrested interest ;-in a moment it changed,
a shadow fell on the eyes as if a cloud swept by, she made
a step forward and spoke breathlessly.

“You come from Poole Farm? What news do you -
bring me of my brother?”

Claud felt a sudden movement of most unnecessary
emotion ; there was such a feverish, pathetic force in the
question, and in the expression of the mouth which asked
it, that he was conscious of an audible falter in his voice,
as he réplied, as hopefully as he could :

“Mr. Allonby has had a very bad accident, it is folly
not to tell you that at once. He is very ill, but the doctor
says he has a fine- constitution, and hopes that everything
—that all—in short, that he’ll pull through allright. You
will want to_ reach him as quickly as possible. Will you
come this way, please?”

He hurriedly took her travelling-bag from her, not
looking at her face, lesthe should see tears ; and hastened
out of the station to where Joseph stood with the trap.

By the servant’s side stood an unclassified looking man
of quiet appearance, and plain, unostentatious dress. As

Mr. Cranmer approached he stepped forward and touched
his hat.
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¢ Mr. Dickens, sir, from Scotland Yard he said, in a
low voice.

“Oh, ah! Yes, of course. You came down by this
train. Just get on the box, will you, and we will take you
straight to the scene of the tragedy, as I suppose all the
newspapers will have it to-morrow ;” and Claud motioned
]oseph to his seat with a hurried injunction ‘to look
sharp.” When “he turned again to Miss Allonby, she was
quite quiet and composed. Nobody could have guessed
that she had received any news that might shock Wer.
“ Wasting my pity, after all, it seems,” thought Claud, as
he helped her into the carriage. I hope you will excuse
my driving up with you,” he said, as he took his place
beside her. “It's a good long walk, and I'm anxious to
be back as fast as possible.”

T can only thank you most sincerely for taking so much
trouble on our account,” she answered, at once, ‘‘and I
should be so grateful if you would tell me something of -
what has happened. I am quite in the dark, and—the
suspense is oppressive.’

¢ I shall be only too glad to help you in any way,” he
said, with one of his deft little bows, which always conveyed
an impression of finished courtesy “You are Miss Allon-
by, I presume?”

“Yes—and you?”

“ My name’s Cranmer, and I am a total stranger to your
brother, whom I have never seen but in a state of perfect
unconsciousness.”’

He proceeded to relate to her all the incidents of the
eventful yesterday.

She listened with an interest which was visible but con-
trolled, and with perfect self-possession. Her eyes rested
on his face all the while he was speaking—not with any
disagreeable persistency, but with a simple, frank desire
to comprehend everything—not the mere words alone, but
any such shade of meaning as looks and expression can

ive.
g With his habit of close observation, Claud studied her-
as he spoke, and by the end of his narration had catalogued
her features and attributes with the "accuracy which was
an essential part of him. There are men to whom girls,
are in some sense a mystery; who take in dreamy and
comprehensxve ideas of them surrounded by a little ideal-
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ization or fancy of their own; these could never tell you
what a woman wore, how her dress was cut, not even the
arrangement of her front hair—that all important detail |
—nor the color of her eyes or size of her hands. Itis to
be conjectured that a certain loss of illusion might result
to these men when, on being married, they find themselves
unavoidably in close proximity to one of these heretofore
mistily contemplated divinities ; and by slow degrees make
the inevitable discovery that their ““ phantom of delight”
eats, drinks, sleeps, brushes her hair, and dresses and un-
dresses in as mundane a fashion as their own.

Claud Cranmer, though doubtless he lost much delight
by never surrounding womanhood with a halo of unreality,
yet would certainly be spared any such lowering of a
preconceived ideal, since he took stock in a detailed and
matter-of-fact way of every woman he met, and by the
time Miss Allonby and he reached Poole Farm could have
handed in a report as cool and unpoetically worded as
Olivia’s description of herself :—¢ /fem two lips, indifferent
red—item two grey eyes with lids to them.”

But his companion’s eyes were not grey, they were
hazzl, and were the only feature of her face meriting to be
called handsome. As before stated, she was pale, and
had the air of being overworked—though this might be
partially’ the result of a long and hurried journey. Her
skin was fair and pure, with an appearance of delicacy, by
which term’is here meant refinement, not ill-health. Her
impassive critic observed that her ears were small ard well-
set, that the shape of her head was good, her teeth white
and even, and her eyelashes long ; she had no claims at all
to be considered beautifui, or even what is called a pretty
girl—which being stated, the reader will doubtless rush at
once to the conclusion that she was plain, which was far
from the case. It was just such a face as scarcely ‘two
people would be agreed upon. One might find it interest-
ing, another complain that it-was hatchetty ; the former
would admire the clean-cut way of the features, the latter
gloomily prophecy nut-crackers for old age, and lament
over angular shoulders and sharp elbows.
It was not a face which attracted Claud. He was an
admirer of beauty, and preferred it with a certain adlmxture\
of consciousness ; he liked a woman's eyes to meet his
with a full knowledge of the fact that they were of opposite
3

b
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sexes. He had a weakness for pretty figures, cased in
dresses which were a miracle of cut ; though of course the
wearer must be more than an ornamental clothes-peg: he
was too intelligent to admire a nonentity.

Miss Allonby’s dress was not badly cut, neither was it
put on without some-idea of the way clothes should be
worn ; but it was shabby, and had evidently never been
costly Her gloves, too, fitted her, and were the right
sort of glove, but they were old and much soiled. Her

shoes gave evidence that her foot was not too large for
her height, and her hands, as Claud mentally noted, were
size six and a gquarter. Her face wore an expression
which can only be described as preoccupied. Of course it
was natural that gn-this particular day she should be think-
ing only of her brother.; but her new acquaintance had
penetration enough to know that there was more than a
emporary anxiety in her eyes. Had he met her on any
other’day, under any other circumstances, it would have
been the same ; he was merely a passing event—something
which was in no sense part of the life she was leading. She,
seemed to convey in some indescribable fashion the fact
that he was not of the slightest importance to her, and the
. idea inspired a wholly unreasonable sensation of irritation.
An unmarried doctor once somewhat coarsely engaged -
to point out all the portraits of unmarried women in a -
photographic album, on the theory that the countenance
of all those who are single wears an expression of unsatis-
fied longing. Wyn Allonby’s face would hardly have come
under this heading. Her¢ wasnot a happy nor a perfectly
contented look, but-neither could-it be said in any sense
to express longing. It was the look of one who has much
serious work to do, the doing of which involves anxiety,
but also brings interest and pleasure—a brave, thoughtful, *
preoccupied look, more suggestive of a mlddle -aged man
of science than a young girl.

‘ : Claud found something indirectly unﬂattermg in such an
m . expression ; he liked to have the female mind entirely at
— his diqusal, pro tem.  Her age, too, puzzled him ; it was
g-”l necessarily provoking to such an adept to find himself
= unable to decide this point within five years. She might

be twenty-one, and looking older, or she might be twenty-
| five, and looking younger, or she mlght claim any one of -
- the three intermediate dates .
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When he had told her all that there was to tell, he
relapsed into silent speculation on these important points,
now inclining to think that a life of hardship had made her
prematurely self-possessed, now that her peculiarly uncons-
cious temperament gave an air of fictitious youth. He
would have liked to ask her some questions, or, rather,
deftly to extract from her a few details as to who she was
and what were her circumstances. But Miss Allonby
gave him no opening. She was silent without being shy,
which is certainly undue presumption in a woman.

Her first words seemed to be extorted from her almost
by ferce.

They had left Stanton far behind. The distance from
thence to Edge Combe was said to be about five miles;
but these miles were not horizontal, but perpendicular,
which somehow tended to increase their length consider-
ably. They had climbed gradually but continuously for
some time between tall hedges, up a ldhe remarkable
only. for its monotony ; thence they had emerged, not
without gratitude, into the Philmouth Road. This was a
wide highway, somewhat indefinite as to its edges, which
were fringed irregularly with hart’s-tongue and other ferns,
or clumped with low brambles bearing abundant promise

of a future blackberry harvest. On either side a row of .

ragged and onesided pine-trees, stooping as if perpetually
cringing before  the stinging blows of the wild sou’-westers,
which had so tortured them from their youth up that they
habitually leaned one way, like children whose minds are
warped from their natural bent by undue influence in one
direction. .

Behind these trees the sky was beginning to flame with
sunset, making their un’couth forms stand out weirdly dark
inthe still air.

For a short way they drove quietly along this road, then
tuzned down a precipitous lane to the left, and wound
along till a white gate was reached. Mr. Dickens from
Scotland Yard jumped down and opened the gate ; and as
the carriage went slowly through, and turned a corner, the

effect was like a transformation scene; and a cry of:-‘

. wondering admiration broke from the silent girl.

They stood on the very edge and summit of a descent
so steep as to be almost a precipice. Below them lay the
fairy valley, half-hidden in a pea.rly “mist, w1th a v1v1d
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stretch of deep-blue sea as its. horizon. Well in evidence
lay Poole Farm, directly beneath them, a sluggish wreath
of smoke curling lazily up from its great chimney. The
road curved to and fro down the abrupt hillside like a
white folded ribbon, here visible, there lost behind a belt
of ash trees.

“ How beautiful,” said Wynifred, —“how beaut1fu1 itis!”

The rest of evening was over it all—over the tiny,
ancient grey church far, far away towards the valley’s
mouth ; over the peaceable red cows. which lay medita-
tively here and there among the grass ; over the sun-burnt.

-group of laborers, who, their day’s mowing done, were

slowly making their way down to their hidden cottages,
with fearless eyes of Devon blue turned on the strangers
and their carriage.

“What splendid terra-catta-colored people ! ” said
Miss Allonby, following them Wwith her appreciative gaze.
‘Mr. Cranmer was unable to help.laughinig. “They are a
delicate shade of the red-brown of the cliffs,” said the girl,
dreamily. “ How full of color everythingis'!”

Her companion mentally echoed the remark : itwas the

‘concise expression of a thought ‘which in him had been

only vague. She was right,—it was the color, the strange
glow of grass, and cliffs, and sea, which so“impressed eyes
-accustomed only to the ¢ pale, unrlpened beauties of the
north.”

“That is Poole Farm, right beneath us,” he'said. “Itis

" not so near as it looks.”

“Oh, if T were only there!” she burst out ; and then
was suddenly still, as if ashamed of her mvolunta.;y cry.

“Get on as fast you can, Joseph,” said Mr. Cranmer,
and felt himselt unaccountably obliged to it so as not to see
the pale face beside him, nor to pity the evident force
which she found it necessary to employ to avoid a com-
plete break-down.
" When at last they stopped at the farm-yard gate, and he
had helped her out, and seen her tall, slight figure dis-
~ appear -swiftly thhm the house, he experienced . a
relaxation of mental tension which was, he told himself,
greatly out of proportion to the occasion; and, strolling

. into the big kitchen, was sensible of a qmte absurd throb

of relief when he heard that Dr. Forbes hoped his patient
was just a little better.
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Tt is strange how people vary,” he reflected. “I have
mct two girls, one to-day. one yesterday, neither of whom
is in the smallest degree like any girl I ever saw before.”

By which it will be inferred that his acquaintance with
modern developments of girlhood had been limited pretty
much to one particular class of society. -The girl art-
student he had never met in any of her varieties ; and this
opportunity of contemplating a new class, of perusing a

fresh chapter in his favorite branch of study, was by no
means without its charm.

CHAPTER. XI.

The clouds that gather round the setting sun

Do take a sober colonng from an eye

That bath kept watch o’er man’s mortality ;
Another race hath been, and other palms are won,
Thanks to the human heart bv which we live,
Thanks to its tenderness, its joys and fears,

To me the meanest flower that blows can give
Thoughts that do often lie too deep for tears.

Woxnswoxm.

TrE mellow coloring of the third evening which Claud
Cranmer had /spent at Poole Farm was inundating the
valley with its warm floods of light.

He was leaning meditatively against the stile which led
from the farm garden -to-the Waste, and his eyes were
fixed on the stretch of summer sea which, like a crystal
gate, barred the entrance to the Combe. His thoughts
were busy with a two-fold anxiety—partly for the man who
lay fighting for life in the farmhouse behind him, partly
concerning the mystery which attended his fate.

Mr. Dickens of Scotland Yard had so far succeeded in
discovering merely what everybody knew before, and was
in a state of commplete bewilderment which; he begged
them to believe, was a most unusual circumstance in his
professional careér. The mystery of the puddihg-basin
and the blué dishcloth was as- amazing and as incom-
prehensible to him as it was to William Clapp himself and
his sca.red “missus.”
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The good people of the district were sensible of a speedy
dwindling of courage and hope, when it became evident
that the London detective could see no farther through a
brick wall than they could. :

They did long to have the stigma lifted from their
district by the discovery that the murderer had been a

“stranger, an outlander, anybody but a native of Edge
Combe ; but, if Mr. Dickens had an opinion at all in the
matter, it was that he was inclined to believe the crime
perpetrated by some one who knew where to find his victim,’

and had probably walked, out of the village. purposely to
give him his But why ? _What' possible animus
could any dweller i m n the vaHey have against the inoffensive

young artist? The detective was privately certain that
the entire motive for this affair must be looked for under
the surface. -
“It's probable, said he to Mr. Cranmer, “that the
_ victim himself is the only person likely to tell us anything
about it.  If he has enemies, it is to be supposed that he
knew it. Mrs. Clapp has told us that he burnt a letter he
received. That letter may have contained a warning
which he thought fit to disregard. I have tried to make
Mrs. Clapp recall any particulars shé may have noticed as
to its appearance, handwriting, or post-mark.  But she
seems to have noticed nothing ; these rustics are very un-
observant. I should like to. ask Miss Al]onby a few
questions. She might be able to give us a clue.”
But Miss Allonby, bemg summoned, could not 'help
them in the least. . )
She came downfrom her brother’s sick-room, with a
tranquil composed manner, which encouraged Mr. Dickens
to hope great things of her. She seated herself in one of

1
the big kitchen chairs, and looked straight at him. €
- “You want to ask me sometbmg? " said she
Claud spoke to her. ¢
“Yes,” he said, “we want to ask you certain personal I
questions which would be very rude if we hadnota strong ti
warrant for therq I am sure you are as anxious as we are h
that the mystery of your brother s accident should be
cleared up?” . i
“ Oh, yes,” said Wyn. a:
“« Well, Mr. Dickens thinks that the motive\xe have to o
search for was.a good deal deeper than mere robbery-; he
: . w
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know of-anyone who wished him ill? ” .
“ No, certainly I don’t,” she replied at once.
of a single enemy we have.”

here to Edge Combe ? -

Combe, and so he came here.”
Combe ?”
the Academy Schools. »
“On good terms with your brother ?”

better than he knows Osmond.”

Yy ear.’ -

The detective pondered.

ing that could

horrified and surprised by such news? -

way with Mr. Haldane ? ”

Y

S

wants- to know if Mr. Allonby had enemies.

o

Do you

‘“Osmond

“ Would he be likely to write to Mr. Allonby?

“No, I hardly think so. He never has, that I know of
He sent the address of the inn on a postcard. Mrs. Clapp
would know him—he stayed here several weeks last

is a most good-natured fellow he never quarrels with a
creature—he is too lazy to qua.rrel I think. Idon’tknow )

“ Will you tell me your brother’s motlve in coming down

“Certainly. He came here to sketch. He had sold his
landscapes at the Institute very well, and a friend of  the
gentleman who bought them wam'ed two in the same
style. Osmond thought a change to the country would to
him good. An artjst friend of ours recommended Edge

“Do_you know  the friend wh!: recomménded Edge

A slight hint of extra color rose in ‘the girl's’ ‘cheeks.
“Yes, I know him; he is a Mr. Haldane, a‘student in

“Yes, of course; but he knows my sister ]acquehne_

“Youare sure there was no quarrel——no jealousy—noth-

“ What, between my brother and Mrt. Haldane?. The
idea i$ quite absurd. They are only very slightly aquaint-.
ed, and Osmond is at ledst six years older than he, is ! ™

“Will you tell me, on your honor, whether you yourself
can account in-any way at all for what has occurred ?
Had you any reason whatever to think it likely such a
thing might happen ? Or were you absolutely and utterly -

“I was horrified and surprised beyond measure ; so were
my sisters. We are as much injthe dark about the matter
as you can possibly be. I can offer no guess or con)ecture
on the subject ; it is quite inexplicable to me.”

“ And you would think it quite folly to connect lt in any




. could possibly serve any ends of hi sing

-any daylight nowhere,” said poor Mr. Dickens, becoming

_ urgently invited him. With a mind less absorbed he might

_ dition.

~go down in silence to the grave, unable to name his mur-
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She laughed rather contemptuously.

“I'm afraid, even if he did cherish a secret grudge, Mr.
Haldane is not rich enough to employ paid agents to do
his murders for him ; and, as he was at work in the R,A.
schools when the crime was committed, it does seem to
me unlikely, to say the least of it, that he had anything to
do with the matter. What can make you think he had?”
" ¢ Merely,” answered the detective, somewhat confused,
“that in these cases sometimes everything hangs on what
seems such a trifling bit of evidence ; and as you said this
gentleman recommended your brother to come-to this
particular place " )

“You thought he had an arriére pensée. 1 am afraid
you are quite wrong. I cannot see how Mr. Haldane

my brother’s destruction,” s , evidently with ironical
gravity. “Besides tdly think that either he or his
agent wo ave troubled to carry away an empty basin
2532 momento of the deed.” ,

¢ The people all declare that no stranger passed through
the village on that day,” put in Claud.
« ¢ No ; and none of the inhabitants walked out towards
the farm in the afternoon except Miss Brabourne and her
maid. I have ascertained that past a doubt. I don’t see

ungrammatical in his despair.

Claud could not but echo the remark. He walked over
to Edge Willoughby in the afternoon with thé same dreary
bulletin. His sister was still there ; she was anxious not
to leave till the crisis was over, and her hostesses were
proud to keep her. Elaine he scarcely saw ; she was
prastising. He declined to stay to tea, as the good ladies

have found them and their niece most excellent entertain-
ment for a few idle hours; but, as it was, he was only
anxious to get back to the farm, while every hour miglit
bring the final change and crisis in the young artist’s con-

‘Was everything to rémain so shrouded in mystery? he
wondered. Was there to be no further light shed on the
details of so mysterious a case? Would Allonby die and

derer, or to, give any hint as to the motive of so vile an
' .
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assault? Over all these things did he ponder as he leaned
against the stile, and saw with unseeing eyes the loveliness
of the dying day change and deepen over the mlsty hollow
of the-valley.

"He looked at his watch. It was past elght o clo , and
the” quiet of dusk was settling over everything.\ He
wondered what was passing in the sick-room—he'longed
to be there, but did not like to go, lest he might disturb
the privacy of a brother and sister’s last moments. But
he did wish he could persuade the pale Wynifred to take
some rest—she had never closed her eyes during the
twent.y -four hours she had been at Poole.

s these thoughts travelled through his mind, he heard |,
a slight sound, and, raising his eyes, saw the subject of his
meditations emerge from the open farmhouse door. She
did not see him, and moved slowly forward, with her eyes
fixed on the westernsky. Down the little path she passed,
and then stepped upon the grass of the little lawn, and,
with a long sigh almost like a sob, sat down upon the turf
and buried her face in her hands.

“Was it all over?” Claud wondered, as he /smmf hesi-

tatingly by the stile. “ Should he go to her, or should he —— .

leave her to the privacy of her grief ?

Unable to decide, he waited a few moments, and pre-
sently saw her raise her head again, and look around her
like one who took in for the first time the fact of her sur-
roundings.

Stretching her hand, she gathered some white pinks from
the garden borden, and inhaled their spicy fragrance; and .-
Claud, slowly approaching, dnﬂidently crossed th/eg:»z(
to where she sat.

“Good evening,” he said, raising his hat polltely

“Good evening,” she sald “and good news at last. I
know you will be glad to hear. Heis sleeping beautifully.
Nurse and Dr. Forbes sent me away to get some rest, and
I came out here into this air—this reviving air.”

“You don’t know how glad I am,” said Claud, from the
bottom of his heart. *““I was so anxious ; it seemed as if
that terrible fever must wear him out. But he’ll do well
now. Let me wish you.joy.” '

“Thank you,” she said, with a smile, and her eyes fixed
_far away on the distance. “I feel like thanking evetyone
to-night—my, whole heart is made up of thanksgiving.
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You don’t know what Osmond is to us girls. We are
orphans.”

“Ah!indeed!” said Claud, giving a 'sympathetic inton-
ation to the commonplace words

“Yes ; the loss of him would have been—"

She stopped short, and, after a pause, began to talk
fast, as though the relaxed strain of her feelings made it
imperative that she should pour out her heart to somebody.

“I had been sitting all the afternoon with my heart full
of such ingratitude,” she said. “I felt as if all the beauty
was gone out of the world, and all the heart out of life,
You know

¢ The clouds that gather round the setting sun

Do take a sober coloring from an eye
That hath kept watch o’er man’s mortality.’

I could not help thinking of that, and of how true it was,

as I watched the little” red bits of cloud swimming in the -

blue, and it kept ringing in my head till I thought'I must
say it out loud— -
¢ Another race has been, and other palms are won.”

I do not want him, my brother, to win his palm yet; I
wanted to look at sunsets with him again, and hear him
enjoy this beauty as he can enjoy it—so thoroughly. Oh,
we are very selfish in wanting to keep people we love on
earth, when they might win their palms! But, itis only
human nature after all, you know ; and I do thmk Osmond’s
life is a happy one, though it is so full of care.’

“I am sure it must be,” said Claud, quietly, as he sat
down on the grass beside her “ Life 1s a pleasant thing
to every man who is young and has good health, more

especially if he has love to brighten his lot. I think your '

brother a fortunate man.”

“You would think him a very brave one, if you knew
him better.”

¢ Fortitude runs in the family, apparently.”

She looked at him a moment, but made no reply to this
compliment ; her manner seemed to convey -the xdea that
she was rather annoyed.

“T am afraid I have offended you,” he said.

“Oh, no,” she answered, laughing a little ; “only what
you said gave me a queer feelmg of helplessness. It was
not true ; I have no fortitude ; but, just because you. said
it of me, it seemed to make it 1mpossxble for me to set you
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right, because you would have thought my denial an empty e
protestation, designed to make you say it again, with more )
decision ; so I thought it better to let it drop.”
“Do you think we are the best judges of our own cou-
rage, or, in short, of our own capabilities any way?” asked ’
Mr. Cranmer, following her example by gathering a few
pinks and putting them in his button-hole. o
“I don’'t know ; I think we ought to be—what do you 7
think about it?” asked she, evidently with a genuine in-
terest in the subject itself, and nome to spare for Claud - £
Cranmer. - x
It was strange how this manner of hers non-plussed him. :
He was accustomed enough to hear girls discuss abstract i
topics, inward feelings, and the  reciprocity of emotion—who
in these days is not? But in his experience the process . %
was always intended to serve as a delicate yehicle for flir- ™~
-fation, and however much the two people so occupied i
might generalise verbally, they always mentally referred .
to the secret feelings of their own two selves, and nobody
else.
He felt that Miss Allonby expected hlm to give a well o
thought out and adequate answer to her question, while
he had been merely trifling with the subject, and had abso-

_ lutely no intention of entenng upon a serious discussion. :
He hesitated, therefore, in his, reply, and at last calmly N ';-".
remarked that he believed he kitew his faults. intimately— . -
he saw so much of them; but that his acquaintance with >

his virtues was so-slight that he scarcely knew them by
sight much less by heart. .

She laughed, a clear fresh laugh of apprecxanon but
objected that this was not a fair answer.

“ But, perhaps,” said she, “you are one of those who.
don’t think it right to analyse their own emotions?”

He shrugged his shoulders. ‘

“I don’t know about thinking it right,” he said. “ Of
course I have to do it, or pretend to do it, if I don’t wish -
to be voted a fool by everyone I meet. And that reminds
me, ‘I have discovered, here in these wilds, a young lady
whe never even heard of the current topics of the day—
who, far from dissecting the sentiments of her inmost being,
does not even know herself the possessor of such a morbid
luxury as an inmgost being.  You. ought ta'see her ; she is
the most curious sample of modern* yo!mg la.dy—hdod it was -
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ever my lot to meet. She has the mind and manners of
an intelligent girl of ten ; my sister tells me she is nine-
teen, but I really can scarcely believe it. She lives with
some maiden aunts who have brought her to this pass
between them. My sister is enthusiastic. about her, and
most anxious to have the pleasing task of teaching this
backward young idea how to shoot. If she is as free from
the follies as she is from the graces of girlhood, she is cer-
tainly unique.” |

“You make me very anxious to see her. She must be
like one of Walter Besant’s heroines—Phyllis, in the
“ Golden Butterfly,” or one of those. I have often won-
dered if such a girl existed. Is she charming?”

“N—no. I don’t think I could truthfully say I thought
so; and yet she hasall the makings of a beautyin her;
but you can’t attempt conversation—she wouldn’t under-
stand a word you said. She has seen nothing, heard
nothing, read nothing. That last remark is absolutely, -
nqgrelatively true ; she really bas read nothing. It gives,
one an oppressive sense of responsibility ; one has to pick
one’s words, for fear of being the first to suggest evil to
such a primeval mind.”

Wyn laughed softly, and took a deliberate look at him
as he lay on the turf. He had put up his arms over his
head, and looked very contented and a good deal amused.
He enJoyed chattering to a girl who had some sense, and
was for the moment almost prepared to pardon the pale-
ness and thinness, and even the unconsciousness of his
companion, which latter characteristic affected him far the
most seriously of the three.

“Most undeveloped heroines turn out very charming
when some ope takes them in hand, a%d sophisticates
them,” said the girl. “I wonder if your discovery would
do the same? ” S Co

“] can’t say. She has a very fine complexion,” said
Claud, inconsequently. ‘ Her skin is rather the color of
that pmky reach of sky yonder. What a night it is! It
feels like Gray’s elegy to me. I wonder if you knowfwhat
Imean?” |

" “Yes, I know. What an amount of quotations come
swarming to one ’s mind on such a night! Itis a consola-
tion, I think,in the midst of one’s own utter inadequacy to
express one’s feelings, to feel that some one else has done
it for you so beautifully as Gray,” _
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A step'behind them on the gravel, and, turning quickly,
Wyn beheld Dr. Forbes.

“ Get up, young woman, get up this minute. I sent you
to rest, not to come and amuse this young spng of nobility
with your conversation. Very nice for him, I’ve no manner

“of doubt ; but, nice or not, you've got to bid him good-
“night and go to bed.”

Wyn rose at once, but attempted to plead.

“I have been resting, doctor, indeed—drinking in this
lovely air. I had to go out of doors—one must always go
out of doors when one is feeling strongly, I think—roofs
are so in the way. I wanted to look right up as far as

. that one star, and to send my heart up as far as my eyes
could reach!”

The doctor looked. down at the face raised to lnm-—palc
with watching, but alive with happiness.

“I'm of the opinion, Miss Allonby,” said he, with a
mouth:- sterner than his eyes,  that if the Honorable Claud
Cranmer finds you so interesting when you're worn -out
with waking and fastmg, you’ll be simply 1rresxstlble after
a good night’s rest.”

The girl had vanished almost before this dreadful remark
was concluded. The doctor chuckled as he watched her
flight.

“There’s girls and glrls,” he remarked, sententiously ;
‘“some take to their heels when you )oke 'them about the
men. Some don’t.. I thoi‘lght she'd go.’

«I had rather,” said Cland, nettled, “ that you mdulged
your humor at anyone’s expense but mine.”

“ Oh, that'll never hurt Jou,” said the ‘doctor, placidly,
rubbmg his eye-glasses with his red silk handkerchief,

.

“““nor her either. Young p&ople get so fine-drawn -and -

finikin now-a-days.” 3y
Claud smiled. >,
¢ I perceive, doctor, that you dowot hold with the modern

ideas concerning introspection. u are a refreshing -

exception. I regret that I was born a generation too late to
adopt your habits of thought.”

“ Habits of thought! Why, t'would trouble you mighty
little to adopt all I've got,” was the genial reply. “I've
avoided all habits of thought all my life, and that’s what
makes me so useful a man. I just think what I think
without referring to any book to tell me which way to
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begin. Hoot! TI'd never think on'tram-lines, as you do :
I go clean across country, that's my way, and I'm bound
to get to the end long before you, in your coach-and-four.

“Yes,” conceded Claud, “I expect you.would ; that is,
if you didn’t come a cropper on the way.”™

CHAPTER XIIL -

A low cottage in a sunny bay
‘Where the salt sea innocuously breaks, .
And the sea-breeze as innocently breathes -
On Devon’s leafy shores..
WORDSWORTH,

“May I come in, Miss Willoughby? my brother is here,
and has brought good news from Poole.”
" ¢“Come in, pray, Lady Mabel; and Mr. Cranmer too,”
said Ellen, raising herself eagerly on her couch. “Tell
me all about this good news. Mr. Allonby will live?”

«“ He will live, and is doing finely,” said Claud,
shaking hands with the invalid. “ He has recognised his

~ sister-this mornmg, and spoken several coherent sentences,

Dr. Forbes is much elated, and I must say I am greatly
relieved ; it would have been very tragic had he not
recovered.”

“I am deeply thankful,” saxd Miss Ellen, with a sym.- -
pathetic moisture in her eyes. “ How delighted his sister
must be ! ”

““She is. I fancy, from what I can gather, that she and
her sisters are quite dependent on their brother ; she told

.me they were orphans.”

“Poor children!” said Lady Mabel in her fmpulsive
way. “It would have been terrible had it ended fatally.
I feel quite a weight lifted from my mind. Miss
Willoughby, I must express to you my hearty thanks for
having been so long troubled with me. I have -sent
Joseph into Stanton with a telegram telling Edward to
come and fetch me, as Claud does not seem mchned to
come back to London just yet awhile.”

“ I want to try to get a clue to this affair before I go,”
said Claud, * forit has piqued my curiosity most amazingly.
The fellow from Scotland Yard has quite made up his
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mind that we shall get the whole truth from Mr. Allonby's §
own lips ; I'm inclined to think he must be right ; but, of B
course, one can’t torment the poor fellow about it while ’
he is so weak.”

“ How very reserved Englishmen are!” burst out Lady.
Mabel. “ All of them are alike ! Claud tells me that this
Miss Allonby knows absolutely nothing of her brother’s -
affairs, though, from what she said, they seem to be on the d
most confidential terms. She had never heard that he had
an enemy. Claud, my dear boy, draw a moral from this
sad story. Write the names and addresses of your secret
foes upon a slip of paper, seal it in an envelope, and give
it to me, not to be opened till you are discovered myster- B
iously murdefed in an unfreq uented spot.” S

“ A good idea, that, Mab,"” responded Claud, cheerfully, :
« and one that I shall certainly act upon. How would it ;
be if I were to add a few memoranda to every name, hinting 1
at the means of murder most likely to be employed by F
each? So that if I were knocked down with a cudgel,
you might lay it to Smith; if prussic acid were employed, )
it would most likely be Jones ; while a pistol-shot could be : 4
confidently ascribed as Robinson.  Save the detectives a
lot of trouble that way.”

“Oh, how can you jest on such a subject !” said Miss
Ellen, reproachfully.

The brother and sister were abashed, and Claud at once
apoligised in his neat way.

“ We're Irish, you know, we must laugh or.die,” he
said. “Only an Irish mind could have evolved the idea R
of a wake ; they feast at their funerals because the sources "
of their laughter and their tears lie so close together, if
they didn’t do the one they must do the other. I am so
relieved this morning—such a load’s off my mind  Faith!
if I didn’t talk nonsense, I'd explode, as sure as a gun.”

“ Bottle up your nonsense a bit, my boy, for the ears of
one who’s more used to it than Miss Willoughby,” said
Lady Mabel, patting him on the head admonishingly.
“ It's been something quite out’of his line,” she went on,
explanatorily, ¢ these last few days of anxiety and gravity.
It -has told upon him, poor fellow, and he must let off
some steam. I am going to walk up to Poole with him,
if you'll allow it, to call upon sts Allonby May we
take Elsa with us?”
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Lady Mabel had shortencd Elaine’s name into E}sa,‘

succe
because she declared her to be like the Elsa of the old ebull’
German myth. ) : the [
“She has just the ex ion,” she said, *“which I regar
should imagine to K %&iﬂ worn by Elsa of Brabant, In
before the €arance of the champion on the scene¥ now
-She has an unprotected appealing "look, as if she were im- and .
ploring some one to take her part.  If I could get her to defia.
. London she would not long appeal in vain.” came
Elsa worshipped Lady Mabel, as it was natural she manr
should ; and the idea of a visit to London being held out alterc
to her had caused such excitement as prevented her mad<
sleeping and almost bereft her of appetite. -Every turn Pc
“of their visitor's head, every sweep of her tasteful heari
draperies, evary puff of the faint delicate perfume she used, and
every tone of her ‘deep vibrating voice was as the wave of supet
an enchanter’s wand to the bgwildered girl. She looked salutz
now with aching misery on her own ill-cut, misfitting gar-" ing hr
ments ; sh¢ pondered with sharp misgivings over-her face the p
in the glass, as she remembered the thick artistic sweep of _ ville—
Lady M/abei?loose grey hair, as it made dark soft shadows ~ . WOrseé
over those mysterious, never-silent eyes. A passion of have
discontent, of longing, of unnamed desire was sweeping has t
like a summer storm over the girl's waking heart and. lotte
mind. The feminine impulses in her were all arousing. pleas
‘ Slowly and, imperfectly she was learning that she was a innoc
woman. o i i - anda
With the strange’reticence which she had imbibed from and 1’
her bringing up, she mentioned none of this. Lady Mabel To
had'very little idea of the seething waves of feeling which Elsa
every look and smile of hers was agitating afresh. She stand
- talked to the girl on various subjects, to be surprised quenc
anew at every. venture by the intense and childish ignor- of the
ance displayed ; but on the subjects which were just then Sa
paramount in Elaine—dress, personal appearance, love— unde:
of these she never touched, and so never succeeded in “C
striking a spark from the smouldering intelligence. It fill tk
was Miss Charlotte who most noted a difference in her Ev
pupil. g ; . o parer
* In the old days, when the girl first came Edgg, she had decic
been the possessor of a temper which was furious in its Nc
paroxysms. This temper the combined aunts had set with
themselves soberly to subdue and to eradicate. "They had. the 1
: ) - thus

. - v
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succeeded admirably as far as the subduing went; no
ebullition was ever seen ; rebellion was as much a thing of
the past as the Star Chamber or the Inquisition ; but as
regards eradication they had not succeeded at all.

In some -dumb indescribable way, Miss Charlotte was
now made by her pupil to feel this daily. In her looks

and words, but chiefly in her manner, was an unspoken.

defiance. She still came when she was called, but she
came slowly ; she still answered when spoken to, but her
manner was impertinent, if not her words. She was
altered, and the fact of not being able to define the change
made Miss Charlotte irritable. .

Poor lady ! she sat stewing in the hot school- room,
hearing Elaine read French with praiseworthy patience
and fortitude, little thinking how entireiy a work of
supererogation such patience was, nor how much more
salutary it would have been for both if, instead of goad-
ing her own and her niece’s endurance to its last ebb over
. the priggish observations of a lady named Madame Mel-
ville—who gave her impossible daughter bad advice in
worse French with a persistency which would certainly
have moved said daughter to suicide had she not been, as
has been said, impossible—if instead of this Miss Char-
lotte \had taken Elsa to see'the world around her, the
pleasant, wholesome world of rural England, with its
mnocuous society, its innocent delights, its tennis-parties
and archery meetings, its picnics and pretty cool dresses,
and light-hearted expeditions. Above all, its youthfulness.

To be young with the young—that was what this poor
Elsa needed. ' That was what heraunts could not under-
stand, and they could not see, moreover, what conse-
quences might spring from this' well-intentioned ignorance
of theirs.

Says Mrs.  Ewing, who perhaps best of all Englishwomen
understood English girthood :

“ Girls’ heads are not like Jam-pots whxch if you do not .

fill themgwill remain empty.”

.

Every glrl’s head will be full of something. Itis for her

_parents and guardians—spite of Mr. Herbert Spencer-—to
decide what the filling shall be.
Nothing of this recked Elaine's mstructress, as she sat

* with frowning brow and compressed mouth, listening while

the intolerable Madame Melville accosted her daughter
thus :

Ay
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“You are happy in your comparisons this morning, and
express them pretty well.”

In dreary monotone and excruciatingly English accent
the girl read on, as the obsequious dancing-master wished
to know.

“Vous ne voulez pomt que je la fasse valser?”

“ Non,” replied his prophetic patroness; *je suis per-
suadée que cette mode n’est pas faite pour durer 1

And this volume bore date 1851.

To. waltz! The very word had a secret charm for
Elaine. What was this waltzing ? she ignorantly.wondered.
Something pleasant it must have been, as Madame Melville
declined to allow poor Lucy to learn it, and her medita-
tions grew so interesting that she lost her place on the
dreary page, and was only recalled to the present by Miss
Charlotte’s irritable tones :

“I am sure I cannot think what has come over you,
Elaine! You seem quite unable to fix your attention on
anything.”

Meanwhile, upstairs in Miss Ellen’s room, Elaine was
the subject of conversation. :

““May we take your Elsa with us on our walk to Poole ?
She will like to see Miss Allonby ? ” Lady Mabel suggested,
instigated-thereto by a hint from Claud that he should like
to renew the acquaintance of the Sleeping Beauty in the
Wood.

“If you could wait half-an-hour—Charlotte does not Jike
her hours interfered with,” said Miss Ellen, deprecatingly.
“ She will be free at four o’clock.” _

“ Does Miss Brabourne never take a holiday?” asked
Claud, traéing patterns with his stick on the carpet.

“ Well—not exactly. She is not hard-worked, I think,”
said Miss Ellen, feeling bound to support the family theory
of education, in spite of her own decided mistrust of it.
“It is very bad for a young girl to have nothing to occupy
her time with—my sister considers some regu]arity )
essential.”

I should have thought 7 Lady Mabel was unable to
resist saying, “ that a young woman of nineteen &uld have
arranged her time for herself, if she had been properly
taught the responsibilities of life.”

The wavering pink flush stole "over the invalid’s kmd '

- face.
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“1 am afraid we middle-aged women forget the flight of
years,” she said, with gentle apology. “7To us, Elaine is
still the child she was when she came to us twelve years
ago.

B“ It’s most natural,” said Claud. ¢ Will Miss Brabourne
always live with you? I remember, when Colonel Bra-
bourne died, hearing that the terms of the will were con-
fused, or that there was some mess about it. Was not the
estate thrown into Chancery? Ihope it is not rude of me
to ask ?”

“ Not at all,” answered Ellen, ‘I should be really glad
to talk over the child’s future with some one not so totally
ignorant of the world asI am. The whole story is a painful
one to me, k own, but it has to be faced,” she added, with
an effort, after a short pause ; “it has to be faced.”

“ Don’t you say a word if you would rather not,” said
Lady Mabel, earnestly. ¢ But if you would really like my

brother’s opinion, he will be most interested to hear what
P

you have to say. He is a barrister, and might be of some
use to you.”

The Honorable Claud grew rather red and laughed at

his sister. .
“ Don’t let Mab mislead you, Miss Willoughby,” he said.
“1 was called to the Bar in the remote past, but I have

_never practised. Still, I learnt some' law once, and any
scraps of legal knowledge I may have retained are most -

entirely at your service.”
“You are very kind, and I will most willingly tell you as
well as I can how matters stand,” said Miss Ellen. ¢ We

- had formerly another sister—Alice—she was the youngest

except Emily, and she was very pretty.”

“I can well believe it,” said Lady Mabel, purely for the
pleasure of seeing Miss Wllloughby s modest blush.

“In those days,” she went on, * we went every year to
London for the months of May and June ; my father was
alive, you understand, and he always took us. There we
met Colonel Brabourne and he fell in love with our pretty
Alice. My father saw no'reason against the match, except
that he was twenty years older than she; but she did not
seem to mind that, and was desperately i in love with him.
When they had been engaged only a-few weeks, my father

died very suddenly, and, as soon as thé mourning would

*allow, Colonel Brabourne insisted on bemg mamed It
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was a very quiet wedding, of course, and there were no
settlements of any kind—nothing that there should have
been. Everything was very hurried ; his regiment was
just ordered to India, he wished her to accompany him;
we knew nothing of business, and we had no relations at
hand to do things for us. They were just married as soon
as the banns could be called, and :away they went to
Bongal. My father left his fortune to be divided equally
among his daughters, and secured it to their descendants,
'so that Elaine will have, in any case, more than £z00 a
year of her own; but now comes the puzzling part of the
story. The climate of India proved fatal to my sister.
She was never well after her marriage ; and, when Elaine
was born, her husband got leave to bring his wife and child
to England, to see if it were possible to save her. It'was
not. She flagged, and drooped, and pined, and gradually
we got to know that she was in a deep decline. It was
just at this time, when her husband and all of us were
almost crazy witR anxiety, that Alice’s godmother, a rich
-widow lady named.€heston, living in London, died. In
consequence of Alice being named after her, she left ‘her
all her fort¢ng—about fifty thousand pounds This was
left quite uncdnditionally. )
“We were all so anxious about our sister, I\thmk we
scarcely fioticed the bequest. She died about a fortnight
afterwards, léaving a litile will, dated before she knew of
this legacy, bestowing gverythmg”she could ipon her hus- -
band, with whom, poorjdarling, she was madly in love,
then and always. She was, of course, sure of his doing al}
he could for little Elaine. My experience of the world is
very limited,” said Miss Willoughby, wiping her eyes, “ but
I must say I think men are the most incomprehensible
beings in creation. You would have thought that Valentine
Brabourne was absolutely inconsolable for the loss of his
wife. He threw.up his commission, and went to live in
seclusion, takmg his baby daughter with him. We saw
" nothing of him.”
“Did he live on his’ w1fe s money ! P asked Claud. .
" “He lived on the income of it chiefly, He had very
little of his own, besides his pay. I did not see how we
‘could interfere. His wife’s will left the money to him, by
implication, and of course I thought it™ould be Elaine’s. -
But when she was three years old he married again—a




THE TREE OF KNOWLEDGE. 85

person who—who——" Miss Willoughby faltered for -an -
expression. “ Well, a person of whom my sisters and L
could not approve, She was a Miss Orton, and lived with

her brother, who was what they.call a book—maker, I

believe. It did seem so strange that, after mourning such

a wife as Alice, he should suddenly write from the midst of
his retirement to\ announce himself married to such a

“‘person. We did not wish to be selfish or unpleasant—we

mnvited him and his wife down here, but we really could

" not repeat the experiment.”

Tears of pleading were in the poor lady’s eyes.

“ I hope you will not think .me narrow,” she said, “1
know we-lead too isolated a life ; but I could not like Mrs.
Brabourne.  She smoked cigarettes, and drank brgndy
and soda water. She was always reading a pink news-
paper called the Sporting szes, and I think she betted
on every horse-race that is run,” said poor Miss Willough-
by, vaguely. “She talked about Sandown and Chantilly,
and other places I had never heard of. She never went to
church, and appeared, from her conversation, to domore
visiting and gambling on the Sunday than on any other
ddy.~She was a handsome young woman, with her gowns
cut like a gentleman’s- coat. She drove very well, and
used' to wear a hard felt hat and dogskin gloves. I can-

. not say I.liked her. My sisters could none of them
approve. She was unwomanly, I cannot but think it, and
I am sure she influenced her husband for evil. Soon "after
her stay here, she had a baby, but it died within twenty-
four hours ¢f its birth ; so the next year, and the next.
I am sure she-took no proper care of herself, but when she
had been four years married, she had a son, who did live,
and was called Godfrey. Six months after his ‘birth, his
father was thrown in the hunting-field and killed. He left
a will bequeathing the whole of his property—this fifty
thousand which had been poor Alice’s,—to his son God-
frey. Mrs. Brabourne was to have three hundred a year
till her death, and a certain sum was set ¥side for the
maintenance and education of both children till they were
of age. And all this of Alice’s money—our Ahce' Do
you call that a just will, Mr. Cranmer?”

“I call it simple theft,” said Claud, shortly ; “but, if.
the will your sister left be legally vahd I don't see what,
you are to do in the matter.” ‘

%
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“So our solicitor said,” sighed Miss Willoughby. . «“ He
thought we had no grounds at all for litigation ;sbut I
“think that everyone must confess that it is a hard case. I
. wish it had been p0551ble to throw it into-Chancery, but it
was not.”

“I can just remember there being some talk about it,”
said Lady Mabel.” “I call it a very hard case.”

“If it had been half!* said Miss Willoughby. “I
would not have grudged the boy half my sister’s fortune ;
but that he should leave it all to him!”

The clock struck four as she spoke, and the sound of .
a closing door was heard.

. ¢“Here comes Elaifie,” she said. « Please mentlon
nothing of all this to her. She does not know.”

“Does she not? Why not tell her?” asked Lady
Mabel.

T thought it might set her agalnst ber brother,” an-
‘swered ‘Miss Ellen, “ or make her disrespect the memory ..
of her father. But I cannot feel as I should towards the-
Ortons, 1 ’mutt confess. There was something very under-
hand ; something must have been done, some undue
influence exerted to induce him to leave such a will, for I
. know he loved Alice as he never loved his second Wlfe
" ¢Is she alive still, the second Mrs. Brabourne ? ” asked

Claud.

“No; she dled two years ago. The boy is more than
twelve yearé old. The money will be worth having by
the time he attains his majority ; when Elaine is twenty-
one, I shall make another effort on her behalf.”

“] am sure I wish’ you success, but I am afrald you
have no case,” said Claud, regretfully. = =

"As he spoke the door was opened, and Elaime walked in,
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CHAPTER XIIL

) Ax.\klc-decp in English grass I leaped,
And clapped my hands, and called all very fair.

-

. . . . . . .

In the beginning, when God called all good,
Even then was evil near us, it is writ;

But we indeed, who call things good and fair,
The evil is upon us while we speak ;

Deliver us from evil, let us pray.

AURORA LEIGH.

As the young girl entered the room Claud ,Cranme‘r rose, - .
with a quick gesture of courtesy. -
Elaine, not prepared to see strangers, paused, and the
ingenuous morning flush of youth passed oyer her face ina
wave of exquisite carmine. Claud thought he had never
beheld anything more lovely than that spontaneous recogni-
tion of his presence. She had not blushed when he met her
first—her anxiety for Allonby had been paramount. And
the pale girl up at Poole, with the sculptured chin, never
blushed at. all, but looked at him with frank and limpid
~eyes as if he were entirely a matter of course. :

* " But for Elsa, dawn had begun; the sun was rising, and
naturally the light was red. Oddly enough,.an old
country'rhyme floated in €laud’s mind— L

¢ A red morning's a shepherd’s warning.” .

He did not know quite why he should think of such a
thing, but a good many varying emotions were stirred in
him as he scrutinised this girlk who had so nea'ly escaped
the inheritance of a ¢onsiderable fortune. : )
“What a complexion she had! Her inexorable critic
mentally compared her with the slim Wynifred. A throat
like a siender pillar of creamy marble, lips fo which still
clung that delicate moist rose-red which usually evaporates
with childhood, a cheek touched with a peach-like down,
) . ’ N
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evelashes long enough to shadow and intensify the light
eyes in a manner most individual, but hard to describe.
What a pity, what a thousand’ pities, that all this effect
should be marred and lost by the cruel straining back of
the abundant locks, and the shrouding of the finely-de-
veloped form in a garment'which absolutely made Mr.
Cranmer’s eyes ache. :

The girl smiled at him—a slow smile which dawned by
degrees over her lovely, inanimate face. The look in her
eyes was enough ‘to shake a man’s calmness; and when
she asked, “ How is Mr. Allonby?” he felt that she had
some interest to spare for Mr. Allonby’s messenger.

Here was a type of girlhood he -could understand, for
whose looks and smiles he could supply a motive.

. He watched her every moment keenly, and soon found
~ out that her awkwardness was the result of diffidence and
" restraint, not of native ungainliness. He determined that °

M4bel' must have her to stay with her, and civilize her.
She would more than repay the trouble, he was confident.

He saw the sudden ardent glow of pleasure succeed the
restless chafing of suspense when at last permission was
accorded for her to walk to Poole with Lady Mabel.

“Run and put on your hat,” said Miss. Ellen, indul-
gently, and away darted the girl with radfant, face.

“ Jane,” she cried, bursting into the ri-devant nursery

- where Miss Gollop reigned supreme, “where’s my best
hat—quick! I am going out with Lady Mabel and Mr.
Cranmer ! ” . )

“Your best hat’s‘in its box, where it'll stop till Sunday,”
answered Jane, placidly. “You ain’t going trapesing
along the lapnes in it, I can tell you, Lady Mabel or no
Lady Mabel.” s

“Oh, Jane, you are unkind! Do let me wear it.”

“You shan’t wear it, Miss Elaine, and that’s flat. Once
take it out in this sun, you'll have the straw burnt as
yaller as them sunflowers.” | :

“ Where’s my second best ?” grumbled the girl, turning-
to the press. '

“On the Philmouth Road, for all T knows; at least, .
that’s where you last left it,)ain’t it ?” ) o

“And am I to go out my garden-hat—with Lady .
Mabel Wynch-Frere ? " cried Elaine, aghast. .

“I don't se¢e no other way for it,” said Jane, calmly,

.
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drawing her thimble down a seam to flatten it, with a rasp-
ing noise which set her charge’s teeth on edge

“ Well, Jane, I never heard of such a thing !” she burst
forth after'a pause of speechless indignation.

“I can’t help it, miss ; I must teach you to take care of
your clothes. You're not going ﬂauntmg over to Mrs.
Battishill’s in that ostrich feather o’ yours. Maybe, next
time you drop your hat in the road, you’ll remember to
pick it up again:’

Surely Elaige’s fairy godmother spoke through the un-
tutored lips of Jane Gollop! y
Instead of presenting herself to Claud in a headgear
covered with yellow satin ribbon and a bright blue feather, .
Elsa appeared downstairs in her wide-brimmed garden-

Jhat, simply trimmed with muslin ; and narrowly escaped

looking picturesque.

How different was the road to Poole, now that she trod
it with such companions ! Her heart was light as air, her
young spirits were all stretched eagerly, almost yearningly
forward into the unknown country whose border she had

“crossed so lately. ’

Her fancy played sweetly around the image of the artist-
hero, her pulses beat a glad chime because he was Mving,
and not dead. She waxed less shy, and chatted to her
companions,—even daring to ask questions, a thing her
aunts never permitted. She gave them reminiscencess of
her childish days, when she lived .in London, and of a

- dream she had constantly of streets full of houses, ‘one
" after another, in endless succession, with very few trees

among them.

“That is # I know of London,” she said, “ and I hardly
remember anything that happened except heanng the baby
cry in the night. It was Godfrey. 1. used to wake up in
my little bed; and see nurse sitting with the haby near the *
lamp, rockmg him in her arms.. I remember being taken
in to kiss papa when he was. dead ; but that was not in
London—it was somewhere in the country-—at Fallowmead,
where Godfrey’s uncle has his racing-stud.” I remcmber
mamma ; she was not my real mamma. I could not bear
her. She used to wnp me, and once I bit her in the {
arm.’ ;

“ My dear Elsa |” said Lady Mabel.
“Idid. Iwasa very naughty little g\tl—at least, ]a.ne

]
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always says so. I remember being shut up alone for a
punishment.”

As she spoke, they turned a bend in the road, and came
in sight of the spot where the crime had been perpetra-
ted.

Two men stood there talking together. One was Mr.
Dickens of Scotland Yard, the other Elsa greeted with a
glad wave of the hand in greeting.

¢ Oh,” cried she, springing forward, *“it’s Mr. Fowler,
it's my godfather' I did not know he had come back!”

At the sound of her voice,. Mr. Fowler turned round,
and his face lighted up as she came towards him.

“Why, Elsie!” he said, * there you are, my child!
And I’'m hearing such doings of yours, it makes me quite
proud of you. And you, 5ir,” he went on, addressing
Claud, “ are Mr. Cranmer, I suppose, and entitled to  my
very hearty goodwill for your behavior in this matter.”

Claud had heard of Mr. Fowler before, as a local justice
of the place, and he gladly shook hands with him, scrutin-
izing, of course, as he did so, the general mien and bearing
of his new acquaintance.

Mr. Fowler was short, square, sturdy, and plain. His

- hair and thick short beard had once been jet black, but

were_now iron-grey. His skin was-exceedingly dark,
almost swarthy, and his eyes, big, soft, and luminous, were
his one redeeming feature. His manner was a curious
mixture of gentleness and strength ; he never raised his
voice, but his first order was always instantly obeyed.
Something there was about him which invited confidence ;
he was not exactly polished, yet his manner to women was
perfect. Gentle aswas his eye, it yet had a curiously penetra-
ting expression, and Lady Mabel, used as she was to what
should be the best school of breedmg in England, was yet
struck with the simplicity and repose of his address.

“T only came back to Edge Combe yesterday,” he said ;
and, though he had lived all his life in South Devon,
Claud noticed at once that the rough burr of the “r” was
absent from his quiet voice. ¢ I am often absent for some
months, on and off, managing some tin mines in Cornwall ;

. and it was through the medium _of the newspapers I

learned what had been going forward in our little valley.
And now, Mr. Cranmer, what do you think about it?”

¢ I'm afraid I must postpone my opinion till Mr. Allonby .
himself has been questioned,” said Claud,
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“ Exactly what I've been telling Mr. Fowler,” observed
Mr. Dickens, who wcre a bafled and humbled look.
“ Nothing can be done till Mr. Allonby speaks.
It's a case of wendetta, I'll go bail; and it's done
by one that’s accustomed to the work, too ; accustomed to
cut the stick and leave no traces.”

“Cut the stick—the stick they knocked him down
with? ” asked Elsa in low, horrified tones.

Claud smiled.

“Your theory hardly holds with Dr. Forbes,” Mr.
chkens, he said rather shortly. ‘ He declares the blows
were given by a nov1ce—by a hand that didn’t know where
to plant his blows.”

“ Well, I don’t know what tp say,” snapped the detective.
“Here’s 2 man ‘beat almost tp death on the high-toad in
broad daylight; some one must have done it. Where
is he? There ain’t a trace d»f him. Nobody has met a
single soul that could be taken up on suspicion—nobody
has seen anybody as so much as looked suspicious. Mis$.
Brabourne and her servant met nobody as they came
along not half-an-hour afterwards. It ought to be some
one uncommon deep, and not a tramp nor a fishy-looking
party of any kind.”

All this was true. Claud was inclined to think that the
detective had done his best, and his ill-success was owing,
to the very strange nature of- the case, and not to his
nability.

They Jeft him sadly ruminating by the waysxde, a.nd
crossed "the Waste to the farm, Elaine~ with her hand
clasped tightly in the square, short, hard palm of her god-
father.

« This has been an adventure for you, httle woman,” he
'said.  “ What do the aunts say?”’

“They are surprised,” answered she, with her usual
paucity of -vocabulary. :

“] should think they were!  And horrified too—
eh?”

“Yes, very. Aunt Fan nearly had hysterics.”

“Poor Aunt Fan! I dorm’t wonder. I have a great
respect for the Misses Willoughby,” he said, turning to
Lady Mabel. I have known them all my Tife.”

His voice seemed to soften involuntarily as he said it,
and, as his eyes rested hngermgly on Elzine’s face, Lady
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+ Mabel could not help framing a romance of twenty years
ago, in which he and pretty Alice Willoughby were the
leading characters ; and a swift bitter thought of the com-
plications of life crossed her mind. Had Alice mated with
the deep patient love that waited for her, and chosen a
home by “ Devon’s leafy shores ” instead of the hot swamps
of the Ganges, she had probably been a happy blooming

~ wife and mother now, with the enjoyment of her god-
“mother’s fortune duly secured to her children.

And now here stood Elsa, comparatively poor, fatherless,
motherless ; while Henry Fowler, like Philip Ray, had
gone ever since ““bearing a life-long hunger in his heart.”
All this, of course, was pure surmise, yet it seemed to in-
vest the homely features and square figure of the Devonian
with a halo of tender feeling in her eyes; for Lady Mabel
had a romance of her own.

“Did you have hysterics,, Elsie ? ” asked Mr. Fowler.

“No ; Ilost my hat,” answered she, in a matter-of-fact
Way which made them all three laugh

“It was a wiser thing to do,” he answered, in his quiet
voice. “But the whole affair must have been a great shock
to you, lassie.”

“Yes,” said the girl—an inadequate, halting answer.

Dlmly she was feeling that that day had been not all
darkness—that it was the beginning of life. She did not
know the inviolable law of humanity, that no new life is
born without a pang ; but imperfectly she felt that her
pain had been followed by a feeling of gladness for which

§  she could not account, and that the days now were not as
the days that had been.

“ What a solitude,” says somebody in some book, *is
every human soul”” At that moment the solitude of Elame
Brabourne’s soul was very great. She was standing where
the brook and river met ; vaguely she heard the sound of
coming waters foaming ‘down into the quiet valley. It
awed her, but did not terrify. There was excitement, but
no fear. And of all this those who walked beside her
knew nothing.

Henry Fowler was one of those who surround woman-
hood with a halo, and his feminine divinity had taken form
and shape. -It had borne a_ name, the name of Alic
Willoughby—for Lady Mabel’s surmise had been correct.

Had he known how near the torrent stood near the untried
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feet of Alice’s daughter, he would have flung out his strong
right arm, caught her in a firm hold, and cried, *“ Beware !”

But he did not know. He saw only with his waking
eyes, and those told him that Elaine had grown prettier—
nothing more. She was safe and sound—she was walking
at his_side. The vital warmth of her young hand lay in
his. No care for her future troubled him just then.

He chatted to Claud about the details of the mysterious
assault. There seemed but one subject on which it was
natural to converse, in the Combe, in those days.

When they came to the bndge, he made the girl pass
over its crazy planks before him, and jumped her from the
top of the stile.

As they neared the farm-house, a sound of loud crying,
or rather roaring, greeted them; and when Mr. Fowler,
with the privilege of old custom, walked into the house,
and through to the kitchen, there lay Saul the idiot, his
whole length stretched on the floog; his face purple with
weeping, and kicking strenuously.

Clara Battishill stood against the table, the color in her
pretty little cheeks, her chest heaving as with recent
encounter, her mien triumphant.

¢ Saul Parker, hold your noise at once--get up off the
flags—stand up, I say! What's all this about, eh? ” said
Mr. Fowler, in his even, unruffled tones.

Saul left off howling directly, and, after taking a furtive
look at the company, hid his tear-stramed visage with a
wriggle of anguish.

Clara burst out in her shrill treble.

“I've give him a taste of the stick, I have,” said she,
brandishing a stout ash twig, “for killing o’ my turkey.
He’s a cruel boy, he is, and I'm very angry wi’ him. He
took an’ threw great rocks over into the poultry-yard, and
Miss Allonby, she was there w1 me, and he mlg ha’
killed both of us; but 'stead o’ that, he goes an’ kills my
best turkey I set such store by. TI'll arn him to throw
stones, I will! I’s take an’'tell me mother I won’t have
un abaout the place if hels going to take to throwing
stones.”

“It won't do,” said Mr. Fowler, lightly touching the

recumbent Saul with his foot. I always said it wouldn’t.

do when the poor lad grew up. He’s getting mischievous.
Up, Saul !—up. my lad, now at once. You've had a beat-

S (AR —

oy

e

e
C

3
i
¥
¢
+
f




o4 THE TREE OF KNOWLEDGE.

ing, which you richly deserved. What made you so naughty,
eh ? ” .

For answer the big lad raised himself on his hands and

- knees, crawled towards Clara, and flung his arms humbly
about her knees, saying, in his imperfect way,

“ Poor ! poor!”

His castigator was melted at once.  She took his beau-
tiful head of golden curls between her hands, and patted
it energetically.

““ There, you see, he don’t mean anything ; he’s as good
as gold all the time,” she said. * But mind, you leave my
birds a-be, Saul. If I ketch you in my poultry-yard, I'll
give you such a licking! I will! So mind!”

He began to whimper penitently. Lady Mabel looked
sorrowfully at him.

“Poor boy ! ” said she, ¢ what an affliction! He ought
to be put.into an asylum.”

‘“ Please, your ladyship, his mother won’t part with
him,” said Clara ; “ and he never does no harm, not if you're
kind to'him. There, there, boy, don’t cry. I've got some
butter-milk for you in t’ dairy.”

He began to smile through his tears, which he wiped
away on her apron.. Claud thought it the -oddest group
he had ever seen.  The sight of the great fellow prone on

the ground, meekly taking a beating from a girl half his.

size, was a mixture of the pathetic and the absurd. It
half touched, half disgusted him. Suddenly a light step
on the wooden stair made him turn.

Wynifred stood in the doorway.

“ Oh,—Mr. Cranmer,” she said, faltering somewhat at
the presénce of three strangers. ‘I beg your pardon, I

thought you were alone. My brother would like to see.

you.’

introduce you to my sister.”

\‘—‘\—‘
\

]

“TI'll come at once, but first of all you must let me
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®QRHAPTER XIV.

« Tillthe lcst sense of life returned again, -
Not as delight, but as relief from pain.”” O

The Falcon of Sir Federigo.,

ALLONBY’s return-to full consciousness had been a. very |
gradual affair. Each lucid interval had been eagerly
watched by Dr. Forbes, who feared the loss of memory,
partial or entire, which often results from such brain

attacks. Were the young man to forget—as it was entirely - -
probable that he would—the circumstances immediately
preceding his illness, the difficulty of Mr. Dickens’ mission

would be increased tenfold. ;

When it became evident that the sick man recognised - i
his sister, the excitement began.to cul inate But hours ® -
went by, he slept, ate, awoke, and dozed again, quite tran-
quil, and apparently not at all solicitous as to how Wyni-
fred_came to be at his side, or where he was, or what was :
the reason of his illness. ot

But at last, one afternpon, the “light of common day ”
broke in upon the calmness of his musings, and sent his -
mind tossing restlessly to and fro i in all the tumult of newly
aroused consciousness.

He awoke from a delicious sleep with a sense of return- .

.
A s

his left arm, behold ! It was 1mmovable
He held his breath, while ‘he surveyed the bandage‘d )
limb, and all the glittermg visions which had been-the -

s o i e

‘.

v
L

torrent of shining fragments s
Throughout his illness, the idéa of the Isla.nd Valley of
Avilion had never left him.© No doubt the fact that his

=

had greatly, served to help him through. His talk, when

J had been all of “ bowery willows crowned with
summer sea,” and of the rest of the exquisite imagery with
which he had mentally, surrounded -Edge Combe in his
hohda.y dreams. Now, “the mu’age of i 1magmary loveliness
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had fled. Like a flash it was gone, and only the common-
place daylight of every day remained.
This sudden departure of the baseless fabric of his vision
was by no means a novelty to Osmond. Often and often
before he had had violently to recall his winged thoughts
to earth: to set aside the sparkling beauties of the life he
lived in fancy, in order to cope with the butcher's bills,
the rates and taxes of the life he lived in reality.
But this last dream had been passing sweet, and he
~hpught it had lasted longer than was common with the
Tairy things. It had rivetted inself in his mind, till he felt
that he could close his eyes and commit it to canvas from
memory alone. He could see the soft dim outline of the
vmythic barge, he could “hear the water lapping on ‘the

. crags, and the long ripple washing in the reeds,” and he
could see, feature for feature, the face of the sorrowing
queen. A young, lovely face, with the light of morning
on it, but with anguish in the eyes, and sympathy of tears
upon the cheeks. :

For a moment he closed his eyes to recall it all. Then
he boldly opened them, to confront a world with w/lyich he

felt too weak to cope. o

Not n&h—of the said world was visible just then, and
what there was seemed calculated to soothe and cheer. It
was bounded by the four walls of a not very large room,
the whitewash of whose ceiling was spotlessly white, the
roses of whose wall paper were aggressively round and
pink. To his right, a casement window hung wide open ;
and through it came the sighing of a summer wind rustling
through elm-trees. .

Near this window stood the well-known figure.of his -
sister Wynifred, stepping leisurely to and fro before the
Loard on her sketching easel, to which she was transferring,
in charcoal, some impression which was visible to her
through the window.

Her straight brows were pulled together so as to make
a perpendicular furrow in the forehead between them ; the
soft scratching of her charcoal brought back to Osmond

. common-place memories of the Woodstead Art School,
wherein-he passed three days of every week as a master,
when it was not vacation time. oo

Wynifred and Wynifred’s occupation were familiar

enough. They let him know the folly of his dreaming;
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but there yet remained one puzzling thing. How came he
to be lying there in bed, with a bandaged arm, in a room
that was utterly strange to him?

cross-ways across the comer—evxdently a relic of great
antrquity.

The invalid pondered over that door with a curiosity
which was somewhat strange, considering that the answer
to his puzzle, in the shape of his sister, stood so close to
him, and that he had only to ask to be enlightened.

But it is to be-supposed that there is something fasci-
nating in suspense, or why do we so often turn over and
over in our hands a letter the handwriting’ of which is
unknown to us—exhausting ourselves in surmise as to who
is our correspondent, when we have but to preak the seal
for the signature to stare us in the face ? There is no saying
how long Allonby might have amused himself with conject-
ure, for it was, truth to tell, a state of mind peculiarly con-
genial to him. He liked to feel that he did not know what
was to happen next—to wait for an unexpected dénoue--
ment of the situation. He had often, when explbring an
unknown country, been gmlty of the puerile device of sit-
ting down by the roadside, just before a sharp bend in the
road, or just below the summit of a high hill, while he pleas-
ed him,self with guessing what would be likely to meet his
eye when the corner was turned, or the hill-crest reached.
So now he lay, speculating.idly to himself, and by no
means anxious to break the spell of silence by pronouncing
his sister’s name ; when suddenly she looked up from her
work, half absently, and, finding his eyes gravely fixed on
her, flung down her charcoal, and came hastily to the bed-
51de, wiping her fingers on her apron.

“ How are you, old man?” she said, meeting his inquir-
ing look with one of frank kindliness. There was no trace
of the burst of feeling with which she Br. Forbes
that her heart was soaring up to t star in the
quiet heavens in gratitude and/ love. Rvidently Miss
Allonby kept her sentiment for rare occasi
“1 believe I feel pretty well,” said he, using his own
voice in an experimented and tentative way. “ But I feel
rather muddled. I don’t quite recall things. I think, if
\ 4 .

It was rather a remarkable room, too, when one came to,
study it attentively. It possessed a heavy dogr=carved in'
black oak, which door was not set flat in the wall, but placed ™
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you were to tell me where I am, it would give me a leg
u .l, :

“ Take a spoonful of ¢ Brand' first,” said Wyn; and,
taking up a spoon, she proceeded ‘to feed him. He ate
readily enough; and philosophically said no more till

“she had turned his pillows and arranged his head in com-

fort ; all of which she did both quietly and efficaciously,
though in a manner all her own, and which would- have
revealed to the eye of an expert that she had been through
no’course of nursing lectures, nor known the interior of
any hospital.

“ There !” she said at last, seating herself lightly on the
edge of the bed. “ Now I will tell you—you are ina place
called Poole Farm. Does that help you?”

“Poole Farm? Yes,” he said, reflectively. “I was
sketching near there. DidI have a fall? I have managed
to smash myself somehow. How did I doit?”

“ Don’t you remember ? ” asked Wyn, earnestly.

He lifted his uninjured hand and passed it over his fore-
head. Itcame in contact with more bandages. e felt
them speculatively.

‘“ Broken head, broken arm, broken rib,” he remarked,
drily. ¢ Broken mainspring would almost have been more
simple. How did it happen, now? How did it happen?
I can’t understand.”

“You were painting, in the lane by the wayside,” said
the girl, suggestively. ‘A picture with a warm key of
color, and a little bit of the corner of ‘the farm-house
coming into it—evening sky-—horizon line broken on the
left by clump of ash-trees.”

“Yes, I know. I recollect that,” he said. “I walked
over from Edge Combe in rather a hot sun. I felt a little
queer. But a sunstroke couldn’t break one’s bones, Wyn !
I must have had a fall, eh ?”

“You fell from your camp-stool to the grass,” she re-
turned, ¢ but that could hardly have hurt you to such an
extent.”

He lay musing. At last,

“1 don’t remember anything,” he said, with a sigh. “I
think the sun must have muddled my head. Tellme what
happened.”

“My dear boy,” cried she, “that is exactly what we
want you to tell us /”
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“What! Don’t you know? ” he asked, with a sudden
access of astonishment.

“Nothing! Nobody knows anything except that you
were found by the roadside, all in fragments. Ah! Ican
laugh now. But oh, Osmond! when they telegraphed
to me first!”

She-leaned over him, and kissed his forehead.

“My dear boy,” she said, “I could eat you.”

He caught his breath with a weary sigh.

“ What's become of Hilda and Jac?” he asked.

“Oh! they are all right—gone to the Hamertons at
Ryde, and having a delightful holiday. Don’t fret,” she
said, answering fast, and with an evident anxiety at the
turn his inquiries were taking. But he would go on.

“ And how long have I been lying here?” he asked,
grimly. ‘I suppose there are some good long bills run-
ning up, eh? Doctors not the least among them.” A
pair of very distinct furrows were vmble on his forehead.
“ And that commission of Orton’s,” he sighed out.

Wyn had slipped down to her knees by his bed, and
now she took his hand and laid her cheek upon it.

‘ Listen to me, old man,” she said; ‘there is no need

to Mr. Orton, and he answered most kindly—his friend
will be satisfied if the pictures are ready any time within
six months, so do.unpucker your forehead, please. As to
expense, it won't be much. Mrs. Battishill is the most

money question is broached. .She says she never let her
rooms to anybody in her life, and she isn’t going to begin
now. The room would be standing empty if you didn’t
have it, and you are just keeping it aired. As to linen, it
all goes into her laundry : ‘“ She don’t have to pay nothing
for the washing of it, so why should we!” Ditto, ditto,
with dairy produce. ¢ It all cooms out of her dairy. It
don’t cost her nothing, and she can’t. put no price on it !”
T have been allowed to pay, for nothing but the fish and
meat I have bought; and ¥ don’t apprehend that Dr.
Forbes’ bill will ruin us. There! That's a long expla-
mation, but I must get the £ s. d. out of your head, or we
shall have no peace. I've kept my eyes open and managed
everything. You are zot to worry—mind ! ”

He heaved a long breath of relief.

L

to fret, I've managed things for you. I wrote first thiny -

dclightful person, but becomes impracticable directly the - ‘
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_ « Bless you, Wyn !” he said. But we must not be too
. indebted fo these good folks, you know.”

“I know! I'll manage it! We must give them a pre.
Fie sent. They are really well-to-do, and don’t want our
money. Besides, they are, owing to us, the centre of
attraction to the neighborhood. All Edge Combe is for
ever making pilgrimages. up here to know how you are
faring. You are the hero of the hour.”

‘“ And you can’t tell me what it all means? ” he asked,
with corrugated brow. _

“Ican tell you no more at present,” she answered
rising as she spoke. ‘I must feed you again, and you
shall rest an hour or two before you do any more talkmg,
and, if you are disobedient, I shall send for Dr. Forbes.”

Whether Osmond found this threat very appalling, or
whether what he had already heard supplied him with
sufficient food for meditation, was a matter of doubt ; but
- ' some cause or other kept him absolutely silent for some
‘ time ; and Wyn, who had retired to her easel, the better to

notlfy that conversation was suspen for the present, by-

and-by saw his eyes close, and Roped that he was dozing

. again. So the afternoon wore on, till voices struck on her

ear—voices of persons in. eager conversation. They were

; floated to her through the open window, but came

apparently from round the corner of the house, for she
S could not see the speakers when she looked out.

As the sounds broke the stillness, Osmond’s eyes .
opened wide. :

“ Who is there? ” he asked humedly

“ I don’t know,” said his sxster, peenng forth, «“ 1 hee.r
Mr. Cranmer, but there is some one else.”

Then sudden]y a little gush of laughter, high and c]ear,
sailed in'on the hot summer air, fo]lowed by Ihe distinct
notes of a girl’s voice.

“Saul! Saul ! Get up, you stupid boy 15

Osmond stirred again. He rolled right over in bed, and
; turned his eager face full to the window.

S € Wyn—who is it?” he asked, uneasily.

‘ Il go and see if you want to know.”

y one minute—I want to hear—who found me by

wayside, as you say, in fragments ?”

‘A young lady and her maid,” was the reply, “She is
iss Brabourne, I believe, a.nd lives near here. ‘She.
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ran in search of help, and accndentally met a carriage
containing two tourists——"
“Brabourne? Isn’t that the name of that horrible imp
of a child who lives with the Ortons?” -
“Yes—I believe it is,” said Wyn pausing. “My
neplew, the heir to a very large property,” she presently
added, mimicking a masculine drawl, apparently with much

success, for her brother laughed. A
“ That’s it,” he said. ¢ Well—but who is Mr. Cran- Fa
mer?”

Wynifred now became eloquent.

She told him all that Claud had done—his kindness, his
interest, his unwearying attention, his laying aside all plans
for the better examination of the mystery.

Of course she greatly exaggerated both Mr. Cranmer’s
sacrifice and his philanthropy. He had been interested,
that was all. It had amused him to find himself suddenly’
living and moving in the heart of a murderous drama, such A
as is dished up for us by energetic contributors to the : g
sepsational fiction of the day. Vol. I. had promised
exceedingly well : Vol. II seemedlikely to be disappoint- B
ing. .In all the “shilling horrors,” though of course the R
detective does not stumble on the right cluestill page two ;

and interesting through all the intermediate chapters, by
domestic, the unwarranted appearance. of a mysterious )
stranger, or the revelations of a delirious criminal.

Since Allonby had burned the sole letter which could

only of a place and persons alike mythical and useless, it
really seemed as if the story must stop short for want of
incident. Mr. Dickens had all but succeeded in per-
suading Claud that they had to deal with a modern En-
glish vendetta—a thing of all others to be revelled in and
enjoyed in these days when the incongruous is the
interesting.

Our jaded palates turn from the mysteries of Udolpho,
where all was in keeping, where murders were perpetrated
in donjon keeps, ghosts were fitly pro ided with arrasas a
place to refire to between the acts, and “pedizval knights
and ladies were to the full as improbable as the deeds and
motives assigned to them. Now something more piquant
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= must be provided, above all something realistic. Mr.
A - Radcliffe and Horace Walpole are relegated to the land of
- dreams and shadows ; give us vraisemblance 10 whet our
blunted susceptibilities. Let us have mystic ladies,
glittering gems, yawning caverns, magic spells ; but place
the nineteenth century Briton, chimney-pot hat and all, in_
the centre of these weird surroundings. Make him your
hero ; jumble up what is with what could never have been,
and the first critics in English literature shall rise up and
call you blessed! They thought themselves dead for ever
to the voice of the charmer: you have given them the
luxury of a new sensation ; what do you not deserve of
your generation? Join the hands of the modern -English
nobleman and the mythical African princess—Ilink together
the latest development of Yankeeism and dollars with the
grim tragedy of the Corsican bandit—your fortune is
made ; you™are absolutely incongruous; you have out-
Radcliffed Radcliffe. She gave us the improbable ; to you
we turn for the absurd. S "
: That Allonby was going to miss such an opportunity as
. this was, to the mind of Mr. Dickens, a éétise too gross to
- : be contemplated. “He had already caused the local news-
papers to bristle with dark hints. He awaited, in a state
- of feverish suspense, the waking of the lion. )

Could he have seen that lion’s unfurrowed brow and
unenlightened expression, his heart would have sunk
within him.

As to Claud, the upshot of it all would not materially
affect him, whichever way it turned. After all his personal
taste for melodrama was only skin-deep. He preferred

3 what was interesting to what was thrilling. He had taken
N # liking to the unconscious victim ; he was struck with the
: loveliness of the Devonshire valley ; the weather was fine ;

" he had nothing else to do; and that was-the sum of all.

Considerably would he have marvelled, could he have

- heard Wynifred’s description of his gonduct as it appeared

to her. Nobody that he knew of had ever thought him a

G hero ; neither did any of his relations hold self-sacrifice to
be in general the guiding motive of his conduct:’

T When Miss Allonby, after instilling her own_view of his

& actions into her brother’s willing ear, slipped off her apron,

E - hung it over the back of a chair, and went to summon this

goqd genius to receive the thanks she considered so justly

v his due, he was totally unprepared for what was to come,
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To have his hand sexzed in the languid, bony grip of
the sick man, to see_his fine dark grey eyes humid with
feeling, to hear faltering thanks for ““such amazing kind-
ness from an utter stranger,” these things greatly embar-
rassed the ordinarily dssured Claud.

He jerked his eye-glass from his eye in a good deal of
confusion, he pulled the left hand corner of his neat little
moustache, he absolutely felt himself blushing, as he blurt-
ed out a somewhat vindictive declaratlon that, -

“ Miss Allonby must have given a very highl /-colored
version: of the part he had taken in the affair.”

“ Oh, of course you would disclaim,” said Allonby, with
an approving smile. ¢ That’s only natural. " But I hope
some day the time may come whexn I shall have a chance

to do you a kindness; it doesn’t sound likely, but one

never knows.”
“But this is intolerable,” cried Claud, fuming, “I

" haven't been kind—I tell you I haven’t! I have been -

merely lazy and more than a trifle inquisitive! I won’t
be misrepresented, it isn’t fair | ”

“Could some fay the giftie gie us,” said Wyn, smlhng
softly at him across the bed.

“Oh, well,” said the young man, with a sudden soften-
ing of voice and manner, “it’s not often that others see
me in the light that you two appear to have agreed upon.
I don’t see why I am to disclaim it. It’s erroneous, of
course ; but rather unpleasant on the whole ; and, after all,
we never do judge one another justly. If you didn't thmk
me better than I am, you might thmk me worse ; so I’ll
‘say no more.”

“ Better not, it would be labor lost,” said Wyn, serious- - _

ly. “When we Allonbys say a thing, we stick to it.”

" “Do you? ” said he, with an intonation of eager interest,
?s if he had never before heard such a characteristic in any
amily.

Ihe—grrl nodded, but turned away, and beckoned to him
not to talk any more.

“ We must leave him a little,” she said, gently. “Dr.
Forbes will soon’ be here, and I don’t want him to think
him unduly excite

“Wyn,” said Osmond, as his sister and the Honorable
Clau{,l reached the door, ¢ is Miss Braboume downstaus 7,

“Yes”
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“It was she who found me by the roadside ?”

“Yes.”

“Ah!” He said no more, but turned his face to the
window and lay still, with his poetic and prominent chin
raised alittle. It was impossible to guess at his musings.

CHAPTER XV.

) - Since you have praised my hair,
*Tis proper to be choice in what I wear. e
In a Gondola.

WHEN Miss Allonby and Mr. Cranmer emerged into the
garden, they found a pleasing group awaiting theirarrival.

Lady Mabel was sitting in a wicker chair, her gloves
were removed, and lay rolled up in her lap, her firm white
hands were employed with tea-cups and cream jug.

On the grass near sat Elsa, her hat off, her eyes dilated
with gonder and enjoyment. Mr. Fowler stood near her
ladyship, cutting bread-and-butter.

“Come along, Claud,” she cried, as they appeared.
¢« That good Mrs. Battishill provides an a/ fresco tea forus !
Sit down and take the gifts the gods provide you. Did
you ever see such a view ? ”

“Never,” said Claud, with conviction. “Of all. the
lovely bits of rural England, I do think this is the loveliest.
What makes its charm so peculiar is that it’s unique. Half -
a mile along the high-road either towards Philmouth or
Stanton, you would never guess at the existence of such
an out-of-the-way spot of beauty. It really does remind
one of what your brother called it,” he went on, turning to
Wynifred, * The ¢ Island Valley of Avilion.”” . .

“That's in Tennyson, I think,” said Mr. Fowler. «I
am ashamed to say how little poetry I read ; we are behind
the times here in the Combe, I'm gffaid—eh, Elsie? ”

« I don’t know,” said the monosyllabic beauty, confused.

Her large eyes were resting on Miss Allonby, drinking

. her in as she had drunk in Lady Mabel. They were not

alike, most assuredly, yet from Elainé’s standpoint there

~ was a similarity. Both of them were evidently at ease.
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Each knew how to sit in her chair, what to do with her
hands, and, above all, what to say.

When her aunts received company they were excited,
disordered. They ran here and there, for this and that—-
they fidgetted, they were flurried:

Wynifred Allonby looked as if she did not know what
to be flurried meant.

She wore the simplest of grey linen gowns, with an
antique silver buckle at her waist. Into her belt she had
fastened three or four of the big dark red carnations which
grew in profusion in the farm-house garden, and were just
beginning to blossom. She was in the presence of an earl’s
sister, whom she had never seen before, yet her calm was
unruffled, and her manner perfectly quiet. In Elsa’s un-
tutored eyes; this was inimitable.

Though she herself had now met Mr. Cranmer several
times, yet she found herself blushing~gnore and more every
time she met his eye. Consciousness was awake—her
quick feminine eye told her that her elethes did not
resemble those of either-of the women beside ]

Both were most simply attired, for it was the whlm of
Lady Mabel, when in the country, to wear short woollen
skirts, leaving visible her shapely ankles, and otherwise to
cast away the conventions of Bond Street by the use of
wash-leather glo%es and a stout walking stick. To-day,
under a short covert coat of dark blue cloth, she wore a
loose scarlet shirt, the effect of -which was coquettish and
telling. Her well-looped skirts were also of dark blue, and
there was a rough and ready suitableness to the occasion
about her which was most effective. The poor little
watching, unfledged Elsa felt a soreness, an intolerable
jealousy. Why was she so unlike others? Why could
she not have different gowns? She almost thought she
could sit and talk as easily as Miss Allonby, if only her
dress fitted, and she could wear buckles on her shoes.

There was Mr. Fowler, who had always been her own
especial property, her godfather, the one human being who
had ever dared to say, “Let the child have a hohday ”
“Let the child stay up another hour this evening.” There
he was, talking to Miss Allonby in his gentle way, lookmg

, at her with his honest eyes, laying himself out to entertain

-l}xZer and not so much as ‘throwing a glance at his forlorn
.Elsa.
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Nobody knew what purely feminine sorrows were vex-
ing the young heart.

Lady Mabel was.in.a frame of mind inclined to be very
regretful. She, like her brother, had taken a vehement
fancy to Edge Combe, and she knew she must leaveit, and
return to London. She wanted to make the most of these
sunshiny, peaceful hours; these interesting people, this
lovely landscape.

Her fine eyes gazed down the valley, at the mysterious
deeps below them, thick with foliage, and the deep glow-
ing sea which formed the horizon.

‘““What a color that ocean is!” she said. * Do look,
Claud, it’s quite tropical ! ”

Mrs. Battishill was placmg a bxg dish of clotted cream
on the table.

“Eh, for all the world like a great basin of hot starch,
isn’t it ? T've often thought so,” said she, good humoredly.

Her prompt exit into the farm-house allowed the smiles
to broaden at will on the countenances of four of her five
auditors. -

¢ Oh, Mab,” said Claud, with tears in his eyes, ¢ what
a slap in the face for your sentiment!”

“I'm not sure that it’s not a very apt illustration,”  cried
Wyn, when she could speak. ‘It is really just the same
color, and the dip of the valley holds it like a basin! Ima-
ginative Mrs. Battishill1” .

“You draw, I think, Miss Allonby?” said Mr. Fowler.

“Yes, I am very fond of it,” she answered.

““You will be able to do some sketching, now that your
mind is at ease about your brother.”

“Yes; but I am a poor hand at landscape. That is
Osmqnd’_s province. " I prefer heads. I should like,” she
paused, and fixed her eyes on Elsa, ¢ I should like to paint
Miss Brabourne.”

Elsa started as if she had been shot. Up rushed the.
ungoverned color to face, throat, and neck. She could
pot believe the hearing of her ears.

“To paint me?” she cried. The water swam in- 1 her
glorious eyes. ‘ Are you making game of me?” she pas-
sionately asked. :

“ Making game of you? No!” said Wyn, in some sur-
prise. “I am very sorry——I beg your pardon—I am afraid

. I have distressed you.’
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Lady Mabel reached out her hand towards- the girl as
she sat on the grass; and, placing it under her chin, turned
up the flashing, quivering, carmine face and smiled into
the eyes. :

“Should you dislike to sit for your portrait, Elsa?” :

“I don’t know—I never tried—I know nothing about =
it 1” cried she, enduring the touch, as it seemed, with diffi-
culty, and ready to shrink back into herself.

“You would try to sit still, if it would be a help to Miss
Allonby, I am surc?”

“] don’t think rhe means it,” cried the tortured Elsa,
with a sob.

1 meant it, of ccarse,” said Wynifred, very sorry to have
been so unintentionally distressing. ¢ But I am ashamed of
having asked so mnch. Sitting 1s very tedious, and takes
up a great deal ot :ime.”

“T should be ve~y anxious to see what you would make
of her,” said Mr. fewler, with interest. *‘ Elsa, little woman,
you must see if yru can’t keep still, if. MlSS Allonby 1S SO
kind as to take se much trouble about you.”

“Trouble! ¥+ would be both pleasure and education,” ,
said Wyn, with & smile ; ¢ she will make a delicious study, .
if. »

«If?” said Tady Mabel, turning swiftly as she hesitated.
¢ If I might.do her hau',” said Wyn, laughing, and throw-
ing a look ‘of such arch and friendly confidence towards
Elaine that the shy girl smiled back at her with a sudden
glow.

¢ Oh, yon may do as you like with my hair, if the aunts -
will onlv 1=t me sit to you!’ 17 she said, with eager change of . -
feeiing. N

* Leave the aunts to me, Elsie—I'll manage them,” said
Mr. Fowler, reassuringly.

“To think that I must go home and lose all this interest
and enjoyment,” cried Lady Mabel, in some feigned, and -
a good deal of real regret.

“ Why need you go, Mab?” asked Claud.

“ Oh, my dear boy, I must! Edward is coming down e
to fetch me, and there are my darlings to see after. My

holiday is over. But I shall comfort myself with hoping
to have Elsa to stay with me when I am settled. Edward
writes meé word that we shall be obliged to have a-house
in town this: winter—my husband has been so ill-advised
as ‘o get into Parliament,” explained she to Mr. Fowler.
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‘“Oh, yes; I remember hearing very gladly of his suc- -
cess,” was the cordial response. ¢ Also that his elec-
tioneering was most ably assisted by Lady Mabel Wynch-
Frere, who was receivéd with an ovation whenever she
appeared in public.”

He was bending over her as he spoke, handing her the
strawberries, and she smiled up at him with sudden passion
of Irish eyes.

¢ Any effort in the good cause,” she said, with fervency.

“Exactly, in the good cause,” he responded. “You
may speak out—we are all friends here.”

“How do you know ?” asked Claud. “You don’t sup-

. pose I sympathize with Mab’s political delusions, do you?

A younger son must be a Radical, as far as I can see. The
idea of plunder is the only idea likely to appeal to his feel-
ings with any force.”

Mr. Fowler laughed pleasantly. .

‘“You put me in a difficulty,” said he. “I was going to
try to persuade you to.come and take up your quarters in
my bachelor diggings in the Lower House for awhile and
try my shooting ; but if you are going to vote against the
government ?

“Youw'll have to drive me out of the Lower House—stop
my mouth with a peerage, eh? ” cried Claud. '

“ Miss Allonby doesn’t see the joke,” said Mr. Fowler ;-
“my dwelling is called the Lower House,” he proceeded’
to explain, ‘““receiving that title merely because it happens
to be further down the valley than Edge Willoughby.”

“1 see,” said the girl, laughing. “Well! as a represen-
tative of law and order, I'm shocked to hear you advocat-
ing shooting, Mr. Fowler !”

“To an Irishman, eh? Yes, it’s risky, I own. But
what say you, Mr. Cranmer, seriously? Come and try my
covers?” '

It was exactly the invitation Claud wanted. He had no
compunction in becoming the guest of a well-to-do bachelor,
whose birds were probably pining to be killed; and it
would keep him in this lovely part of the country, and
within reach of Allonby and his mystery, not to mention’
Elsa Brabourne. .

His face lighted up with pleasure.

“ But—-—" he began. . :

“But“it’s not the 12th, yet—no, you're right. F can

S gy, B
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offer you a trout-stream to begin with, and a horse if you
care about riding. If you are bored, you can run up to
town, and come down again for the shootmng.”

“I shan’t be bored,” said Claud.

In point of fact, the whole thing promised most favor-
ably.

A visit to a house with no mistress—where doubtless you
might smoke in your bed-room, and need never excrt your- .
self to get off the sofa, or put on a decent coat, or make
yourself entertaining, or go to church twice on Sundays.

His bachelor soul rejoiced.

Al this, with the ladies within reach if by chance he
wanted them or their soc1ety, why, it was the acme of
luxury !

“T was wondering how you were going to begin shooting
so soon,” said Lady Mabel ; “but I assure you, Claud will
be perfectly happy.if only you let him loaf about and dream
by himself. He likes a contemplative existence.”

“Yes,” said Claud, modestly and even cheerfully accept-
ing this description of himself. ¢TI like leisure to congra-
tulate myself that I have none of the vices, and few of the
failings, of my fellow-creatures in this imperfect world.”

“ Few of the failings--have you any?” asked Miss
Allonby, with innocent surprise, holding a strawberry rcady
poised for devouring. “ Do you really admit so much? I
am curious to know to what human weakness you are free
to confess ? ”’ :

“Would you really like to know? Well—it is a very
interesting subject to me, so doubtless it must be interest-
ing to othcr people,” said -Claud, in his debonair way.
“Know, then, that I have a fault. Yes, I know it, self-
deception was never a vice of mine ; I see clearly that I
am not without a defect ; and I deeply fear that time will
not eradicate it, though haply indigestion may do so. This
weakness is—strawberries.”” He heaved a deep sigh, and
helped himself to his fourth plateful with melancholy brow.

““Only one consolation have I,” he went on, placing a
thick lump of cream on the fruit. “It is that the period
of degradation is transient. A few short weeks in each
year, and I recover my self-respect until next June. .
Peaches smile on me in vain, dusky grapes besiege my
constancy. My friends tempt me with pine-apples, and
wave netted melons before my dazzled vision ; but I re-
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! main temperate. Strawberries are my one vulnerable
' point ; which, being the case, I know you'll excuse my_
further conversation.”

“ Say no more,” said Wyn, in solemn accents. “A con-
fidence so touching will be respected by all.” o

“ Ah! sympathy is very sweet,” sighed he. ¢ Have
you a failing, by chance, Miss Allonby? ” -

“Iam sure I do not know,” she answered, with great
appearance of reflective candor. ‘ My self-knowledge is
evidently not so complete as yours. If I were conscious
of one, I fear I should not have your courage to avow it ;
perhaps because my defect would most hkely be chromc,
and not a mere passing weakness like yours.’

During this passage, Lady Mabel had been abundantly
occupied in studying Elsa’s face. Its expression of in-
credulity and dismay was strange to behold. That. twe
grown-up persons should deliberately set to work to talk
the greatest nonsense that occurred to them at the moment
had never struck her as in any way a possibility. What
made them do it? Were they in earnest? Their faces
gere as grave as judges, but Mr. Fowler was laughing.

he hoped that nobody would ever speak to her like that,
and expect her to reply in the same vein. It overwhelmed,
it oppressed her. Involuntarily she drew near Lady
Mabel, and shrank almost behind her, as if for protection
from the two'who were, like Cicero, speaking Greek.

Lady Mabel amused herself in- thinking what Miss
Charlotte Willoughby’s verdict would have been, had she
been present.

“Yam sure you both have a pretty good opinion of -
yourselves,” she might have remarked, or more probably
still, ¢ Strawberries are wholesome enough when eaten in
moderatlon but I am sure such excessive indulgence must
be bad for anybody ?

“1 don’t wonder,” said Mr. Fowler, with sly playfulness,
“that Miss Allonby is unwilling to follow Mr. Cranmer’s
fearless example, and proclalm hersei uninteresting for
eleven months out of twelve.”

p “ Uninteresting ! ” cried Claud.
- “What so uninteresting as -perfection? I am glad 1
P first made your acquaintance when you were under the
influence of your one defect. I doubt I shouldn’t bave

. invited you to Lower House if I had met you a month
later.”” : .
4
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“ Aht you have invited me now, and you must hold to
i,” cried Claud, in triumph; “but, as I must. admit I
have deceived you, and owe you reparation, why—to
oblige you—I will try to hatch up a special defect for
August.” .

“1 don’t think you'll find it very difficult, déir boy,”
said Lady Mabel, sweetly. 3o '

“ Difficult to make myself interesting? No, Mab, that
has always come easily to me ; you and I were never con-
sidered much alike,” was the impudent answer.

‘ His desire to have the last word is really quite—lady-
like, isn’t it ? ”” said his sister to Mr. Fowler ; and all four
burst out laughing. * Claud, I am ashamed of you—get
up and ques. Herz is Elsa look-
ing at you i t and amazement! Do mind your
manners.” ‘

‘¢ As I have devoured my last-mouthful, I obey at once:
I am like the ancient mariner after telling his story. The
feverish desire for strawberries has passed from me for a
while. I become rational once more.” .

“Such moments are rare; let us make the most of
them,” retorted she, ‘““and tell me seriously what your
plans are.”

« If you'll aliow me, I'll walk back with you and Miss
Brabourne, and expound them on the way. Oh, look, Mr.
Fowler, there’s that ass Dickens; I must go and speak to
him a minute, and tell him we’re more in the dark than
ever.” :

He rose hurriedly, his nonsense disappearing at once,
and went down to the gate, followed by Henry Fowler.

“We can never be grateful enough to your brother,
Lady Mabel,” said. Wyn, gently, when they were out of
hearing. ‘

“T am sure he is only too pleased to have had a chance
of being of use. He is as kind a fellow as ever breathed,
and hardly ever does himself justice,” said Claud’s sister,
warmly. “Heis a real comfort to me, and always has
been ; so thoughtful and considerate, and never fusses
about anything.”

“No, he does evetything so simply, and as if it were all
in the day’s work,” said Wynifred, as if absently. ¢ It is
the kind of nature which would composedly perform an
act of wild heroism, and then wonder what all the applause
was for.”
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Lady Mabel looked swiftly at the speaker. It seemed
to her that it was the most un-girlish comment on a young
man that she had ever heard. Perhaps the strangeness of
it lay more in manner than in words. Wynifred leaned
one elbow on the table, her chin rested in her hand ; her
pale face and tranquil eyes studied Mr. Cranmer, as he
stood pulling the gate to and fro, and eagerly talking to
the detectxve\ Her expression was that of cool, critieal
attention. ?methmg in Lady Mabel’s surpnsed silence
seemed to strike on her sensitive nerves. She looked
hurriedly up, and colored warmly., K

“I beg your pardon,” she said, confusedly, “I am afraid
I am blundering” . . . and ‘then broke short off, and
pushed back her chair from the table. * We have a bad
habit at home,” she said, * of studying real people as if’
they were characters in fiction; but we don’t, as a rule,
forget ourselves so far as to discuss them with their own
relations.”

Lady Mabel smiled ; it was a pretty and an adequate
apology. She thought Miss Allonby an interesting girl,
and was inspired with a desire to see more of her.

“You must come and see me when I am settled in
London, Miss Allonby,” she said, kindly, ¢ Ishould like
to know your sisters.”

“I should like you to know them,” was the eager
response. ““ Osmond and I are very proud of them.”

‘“ They are both younger than you? ”

“Yes; Hilda is three years younger, and Jacquelme
four. There is only just a year between them.”

“ And you are™orphans?”

“Yes.”

At this moment Claud approached.

“ Miss Allonby,” he said, “I wonder if you would get
your brother’s permission for Mr. Dickens to rifie the -
things he left behind him at the ‘Fountain Head” with

‘Mrs. Clapp?”

“ Oh, certainly, I am sure he would have no objection.

erhaps I had better come myself! said Wymfred “I
have been wanting to fetch up some paints.”

“It would be far the best plan,” said Claud, with ala-
crity. “ I am going towalk down with my sister and Miss

"Brabourne. Will you come to? I will see you safely

home again.”
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#You are very kind,” she answered, simply. %1 will
go and tell Osmond, and see whether nurse has given him i
his tea.”

“We shall have to set out soon,” said Lady Mabel, “or
we shall be latc for tea at Edge Willoughby.”

“The amount of meals one can get through in this cli- :
mate | ” observed Claud, pensively. ¢ Why, you have this ;
moment finished one tea, Mab,—I'm ashamed of you!
Mr. Fowler, how many meals a day am I to have at the '
Lower House ?” )

“QOh, I think I can promise you as many as you can
eat, without taxing my cook or my larder too far. We are
used to appetites hére.”

« A fellow-feeling makes us wondrous kind,” mused Mr.
Cranmer. “ The fact that King Henry died of a surfeit
used to impress me, I remember, with an unfavorable view
of that monarch’s character. But”—he heaved a sigh,
and, with a side-glance of fun at Elsa, took another straws
berry—“ nous avons changé tout cela! Vive De\(onshlre
and the Devon air | ” .

b
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" CHAPTER XXL

We read, or talked, or quarrelled, as it chanced.

‘We were not lovers, nor even friends weH-matched : D
Say rather, scholars upon different tracks, CF

AURORA LEIGH,

WitH his usual forethought, Mr. Cranmer had made out
in his own mind a plan of the coming walk. He meantto }
walk from Poole to Edge with Elsa Brabourne, the anach- T
ronism, and return from Edge to Poole with Wynifred
Allonby, one of the latest developments of her century.

He felt that there must needs be a piquancy about-the
contrast_which the dialogue it these two walks would
necessarily present. . No doubt one great cause of his
happy, contented nature was this faculty for amusing him-
self, and at once becoming interested in whatever turned
up.

It is scafcely a common quality among the English
upper classes, who mostly seem to expect that the moun-
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tain will come to Mahomet as a-matter of course, and s0
remain “ orbed in their isolatidn,” and, as a natural con-
sequence, not very well entertained by life in general. It
was this trait in Claud which drew him and his eccentric -
sister togéther. She was every bit as ready as he to
explore all the obscure social developments of her day.
Anything approaching eccentricity was a passport to her
favor, as to his; and these valley people had taken strong
hold on the fancy of both.

He was standing just outside the door, when Wynifred
came down ready for her walk, and he noted approvingly
that the London girl was equipped for country walking in
the matter of thick shoes, stout stick, and shady hat. On
the shoes he bestowed a special mental note of approval.
Lady Mabel had once said that she believed the first thing
Claud noticed in a woman was her feet. Miss Allonby
was intensely unconscious that her own were at this
moment passing the ordeal of judgment from such a critic,
and passing it favorably.

“Osmond is very quiet and comfortable, and nurse
thinks I can well be spared,” she announced.

1 must reluctantly bid you all good-bye for the pre-
sent,” said Mr. Fowler, regretfully. “I am obliged to go
on to visit a farm up this way. I wish you a pleasant
walk.” .

He raised his hat with a smile, and stood watching as
they started. Lady Mabel, urged on by her active dispo-
sition, went first, and Wynifred went with her. Claud
dropped behind with Elaine, and this was the order of the
march all the way to the village. Mr. Cranmer was
resolved to make Elsa talk, and he began accordingly
with the firm determination that nothing should baulk him,

and that he would not be discouraged by monosylldbles. -

It was well that this resolution was strong, for it was
severely tried.

The first subject he essayed was the beauty of the
scenery, and the joy of living in the midst of .such a fine
landscape. He could have waxed eloquent on this theme,
and shown his listener how much happier are the dwellers
in rural seclusion than they who ‘exist in towns, and how "
it really is a fact that the dispositions of those born among
mountains are freer and nobler than those of denizens of
flat ground—with much more of the same kind. But he
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soon became aware that he spoke to deaf ears. The girl
beside him was not interested : he could not even keep
her attention. Her feet lagged, her head seemed con-
stantly turning, without her vohtlon, back towards the
direction of Poole Farm.

‘“ But perhaps you don’t share my enthusiasm for the
country ? ” he broke off saddenly, with great politeness.

Elsa grew red, stretched out her hand for a tendril trom
the hedge, and answered, confusedly :

“T hate living in the country ! ”

There was a note in her young voice of a defiance com-
pelled hitherto to be mute, and consequently of surprising
force. The very fact of having broken silence at last
seemed to give her courage ; after a minute’s excited pause,
she went on :

“ I want people—I want companions.. I want to be in
a great city, all full of life! I want to hear people talk,
and know what they think, and find out all about them.
Do you know that I have never met a girl in my life till I
saw Miss Allonby! And—and—" with voice choked with
shame—¢ I am afraid to speak to her. I don’t know what
to say. I should show her my ignorance directly. Oh,
you can’t think how ignorant I a.m' I know nothmg———
absolutely nothing. And I do so long to.””

“ Knowledge comes fast enough,” said Claud, impetu--

ously. “You will know—soon enough., Don’t fret about
that. In these days‘you cannot think what a rest it is to
find anyone so fresh, so unspoiled—so—so ingenuous as
yourself, Miss Brabourne! Youmust forgive my venturing
to say so much. But, if you only knew what a power is
yours by the very force of the seclusion you have lived in,
you would be overwhelmed with gratitude to these wonder-
ful ladies who have made you what you are !”

“Then,” said Elaine, shyly, stealing a wary glance at
him, “you o see that I am very unlike any girl you ever
met ? 2 .

Claud iaughed a little, and hesitated.

“Yes, you are—in your-bringing up, I tell you frankly,”
he said. ¢ As regards your dxsposmon, I don’t know
enough to venture on an opinion.”’

They walked on a few minutes in silence, and then she

said :
“ Tell me about London, please.”

si
o
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He complied at once, but soon found out that it was not
theatrical London, nor artistic London, nor the London of
balls and receptions which claimed her attention, but the
world of music, which to her was like the closed gates of
Paradise to the Peri.

When he d;scribed the Albert Hall, and the Popular
Concerts, she drank in every word. It was enchanting to
have so good a listener, and he talked on upon the same
theme until the village was reached, when his sister faced
round, and said that Miss Allonby wished to stop at the
¢ Fountain Head,” but she and Elsa must hasten on, so as
not to be late for the Misses Willoughby’s tea-time.

It was accordingly settled that Claud should walk up
with them as far as the gate of Edge and return to fetch
Wynifred in half-an-hour. On his way back he called at
the postman’s cottage to see if there were any letters for
Poole Farm. - They put two' or three into his hands, and
also a packet which surprised him. It was addressed to
Miss Allonby, and obviously contained printer’s proofs.

He stared atit. A big fat bundle, with ¢ Randall and
Sons, Printers, Reading, Llandaff, and London,” stamped
on a dark blue ground at the top left-hand corner.

“So she writes, among other things, does she? ” said he,
speculatively, as "he turned the packet over and over.
“What does the modern young lady not do, T wonder?
what sort of literature ? Fiction, I'll bet a sovereign, un-
less it is an essay on extending the sphere of feminine use-
fulness, or on the doctrine of the enclitic De, or on First Aid
to the Sick and Wounded. Strange! How the male mind
does thirst after novelty! T declare nowadays it is. ex-
quisitely refreshing to find a girl like Miss Brabourne, who
has never been to an ambulance lecture, nor written a
novel, nor even exhibited a china plaque at Howell and
James’ 17

For Claud had that instinctive admiration for ¢ intel-
ligent ignorance ” in a woman which seems to be one of

~ the most rooted inclinations of the male mind. Theo-

retically, he hated ignorant woman ; practically, there were

times when he loved to talk to them. .
Wynifred was seated in the porch of the inn, talking to

Mrs. Clapp, when he came up. The subject of conver-

sation was, needless to relate, the missing puddmg—basm
“When we find that, miss, the murder’ll be aout,”

the good lady’s opinion,

LR Cow
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Claua thought so too.

« First catch your hare,” he murmured, as he paused at
the door. “ Have I kept you waiting, Miss Allonby? ”

. “Scarcely a minute,” she answered, rising, and noddmg
a “ good evening ” to Mrs. Clapp

«7 called in at the postman’s,” he said, as they turned
homewards, “ and have brought you this, as the result of
my enterprise.”

He produced the packet of proofs, with his eyes fixed
on her. Her face did not change in the least.

“ Thanks,” she said, ¢ but what a heavy packet for you
to carry—let me relieve you of it.”

“ Certainly not ; it goes easily in my pocket;” and he
replaced it with a curious sense of being baffled.  Should
he leave the subject, or should he take the bull by the T
horns and tax her with it? -It might be merely a sense of :
" shyness which mrade her unwilling to talk of her writings.

« T did not know you were an authoress, Miss Allonby,”
he said.

“No? " I have not written very much,” she answered, —.-—~
frankly.

“May I venture to ask what you write? Isitnovels? ”
he asked, tentatively.

“Itis singular, not plural, at present,” she answered,
laughing. * “I have published ¢ novel, and hope soon to . 3
bring out another.” ) i

“You seem to be a universal genms, ” he observed. . :

“That is the kind of speech I never know how teereply - "2
to,” said Wynifred. I can’t demonstrate that you. are :
wrong—Ycan only protest: and I do hate protestmg

“Iam sorry—I didn’t know what to say,” apolo-
gised he, lamely.

“Then why did you introduce the subject?” she an-
swered, lightly. ¢ You can’t accuse me of doing so. Let
us now talk of somethmg on which you are more fluent.”

He laughed. -

“ Do you know _you are most awfully severe? ”

“Am I? I.thought you were severe on me. But, if
you really wish to know, I will tell you that I don’t care to =
talk of my writings, because I always prefer a subject T'can '
treat impartially. I can’t be impartial about my own work:
—I am either unjust to myself or wearisome to my audience.-
I don’t want to be either, so I avoid the topic as much as
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‘possible.  This letter is from my sisters at Ryde—will you
excuse me if I just peep to see if they are quite well? ”

“ Most certainly,” replied Claud, strolling meditatively
on, with a glance now and then towards his companion,
who was absorbed in herletter. He thought he had never
beheld such an ungirlish girl in his life. That total ab-
sence of consciousness annoyed him more than ever. Elsa
Brabourne was one mass of consciousness, all agitated
with the desire to please, all eager to know his opinion of
her. It really did not seem to matter in the least to Wyni-
fred whether he had an opinion concerning her at all.
Evidentle}»he did not enter into her calculations in any
other relation than as her brother’s benefactor. Her burst
of gratitude had béen very pleasant to the young man’s
vanity ; he had hoped at least to arrest her attention for a
few days, to make her sensible of his presence, intolerant
of his absence ; but no. He had to confess that she was _
new to him—new and incomprehensible. He could not
know that- her state of impartiality and unconsciousness.
was an acquired thing, not a natural characteristic, the
result of a careful restraint of impulse, a laborious tutoring
of the will. It sprang from a conviction that, to-do good
work as a novelist, one must be careful to preserve the
moral equilibrium, that no personal agitations should in-
terfere with quiet sleep at night, and the free working of
ideas. She met everybody with the pre-conceived reso-
lution that they were not to make too deep an impression.
They were to be carefully considered and studied, if their
characters seemed to merit such attention ; but this study
was to be of their relation to others, not herself. She, Wyn-
ifred, was to be a spectator, to remain in the audience;
on no account was she to take an active part in the scenes
of passion and feeling enacting on the stage.

No doubt this was not a normal standpoint for any young
woman to occupy ; but she was scarcely to be judged by
the same standards asthe average girl. If blame there
were, it should attach to the circumstances which compelled
her, like an athlete, to keep herself continually in training '
for the race which must be run. -

« Hilda and Jacqueline are quite well,” she said, folding
her paper with a smile. “They are having great fun.
There is a mysterious yacht at Ryde which is causing great:
excitement ; have you heard about it, by chance?” -
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“1 wonder if itis the same that I heard about from a
man I know at Cowes? Is it called the Swan 2” )

“Yes, that is the' name. It belongs to a Mr. Percivale,
of whom nobody seems to know anything, except that he
is very rich and very retiring—nobody can get up any-
thing like ‘an intimacy with him. He speaks English
perfectly ; butthey do not seem to think that he is English
in spite-of his name. It is interesting, isn’t it?”

“ Yes, I thinkitis; but I expect, after all, it is nonsense.
Why should a man make a mystery about his identity, if you
come to think of it, unless he’s ashamed of it? But, as a
novelist, I suppose you have an appetite for mystery? ”

“ Yes, I do think I must own to a weakness that way ;

you see mystery is rare in these days,” said Wynifred,
meditatively.
v “Well, I don’t know ; we have a good rousing mystery
up here in the Combe just now—a mystery that I don’t
think we shall solve in a hurry,” said Claud, with a baffled
sigh, as they drew near the fatal spot in the lane.

The girl’s face grew grave.

“ Yes, indeed,” she said, abstractedly.

T As 1ﬁby mutuad consent they came to a stand-still, and
stood gazing, not at the grassy road-side where the crime
had been perpetrated, but down the fair valley, where the
long crescent of the waxing moon hung in the dark-blue
air over the darkening sea.

“ The worst of an untraceable crime like this seems to
me,” she said, ¢ to consist in the ghastly feeling that what
has Been once so successfully attempted, with perfect
lmpumty, might be repeated at any moment——on any
victim ; one has no safeguard.”

“« Oh don’t say that,” he said, hurriedly, ‘it sounds
like a prophecy ?

She started, and looked for a moment into his dilated
eyes, her own full of expression. For the first time in their
mutual acquaintance he thought her pretty. In the
isolation of the twilight lane, rendered deeper by the
shadow of the tall ash-trees, with the memory of a horrihle
crime fresh in her mind, a momentary pgnic had seized

- her. She came nearer'to him ; instinctively he offered his
arm, and she took it/ - He could feel her ﬁngers close -

nervously on it.
. “Itis so dreadful,” she said, in a whisper, “to think of

~ . T -
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wickedness like—like #4a#, in such a beautiful world as
this.”

“It is,” he answered, in sober, reassuring tones,
‘ therefore I forbid you to think about it. I ought not to
have brought you home this way ;-I am an idiot.” .

“Itis I who am an idiot,” said the girl, smiling at her
own weakness. ‘‘Ever since I have known you—I mean,
you have grown to know me at an unfortunate time. I
suppose I am a little overdone ; you mayn'’t believe it, but
I—I hardly ever lose my head like this.”

“Ican believe it very well,” was the prompt reply.
“You will be all right again in half a minute.” He had
turned so that their backs were towards the fatal spot;
and, as if absently, he strolled back a little way down the
road, her hand still on his arm. He began to speak at
once, in his easy tones. “ Look!” he said, “what a
superb night it is! I thought I saw a sail, just going be-
hind that tree. Ah! thereitis! How bright! The moon
just catches it.”

“ Perhaps it is the Swan,” she answered, struggling
valiantly for a natural voice. * The girls said I was to
look out for jt—it is going to cruise westwargd.”

“Perhaps it is,” he answered. “ How phosphorescent
the water is in its trail—do you see ? How the little waves
are full of fire'!”

¢ ¢ The startled little waves, that leap
In fiery ringlets from their sleep,’”
she managed to quote, with a feeling of amazement that
she should have re-conquered her self-possession enough to
be able to speak. and think at all.

Her whole heart was going out to Claud in gratitude
for his most delicate consideration. The whole affair had
lasted but a few moments, but she had been very near a
breakdown that evening—mnearer than she herself knew.
She had needed to say nothing—one look into her eyes
had told him just what she was feeling, and instantly all
his care had been to help her.  She had no time to apply
any.of her habitual restraints to the spontaneous rush of
kindness with which she was regarding him. Al of a
sudden she had discovered in him a delicacy of sympathy
which she had never met with in his sex before. He
appeared to know exactly what she stood in need of.

It seemed to give her whole nature a species of electric

r




’

THE TREE OF KNOWLEDGE. .!21

shock ; the carefully-preserved moral equilibrium was be-
ing severely strained.

“ Will you come now ?” he said, presently, in her ear.
« 1 think it would be better for you afterwards if you can

walk quietly past; but don’t if you had rather not;we -

will go the other way round.”

I will walk past, please.”

He turned, and walked at her side.

“I heard an anecdote of the mysterious ‘owner of .the
Swan the other day,” said he. *“I fancy it was worth
repeating ;" and proceeded to relate said anecdote in even
tones, making it last until they stood at the gate of the
farm. There he broke off abruptly.

“I have brought you home just in time to say good-
night to your brother,” said he, brightly.

She turned, and gave him her hand.

“ Thank you with all my heart,” said she. “ You don't
know how grateful I am. Good-night.”

She was gone—her tall slim form darting into the
shadow of the doorway.

Claud propped himself against the gate, slowly drew
out his cigar-case and matches, and lighted up. Then he
turned, and leaning both arms on the topmost rail, smoked
placidly, with his eyes fixed on the vanishing white sail,
and its track on the phosphorescent water. Presently he
withdrew his weed from his mouth a moment, and turned
to where the lights of Edge gleamed in the valley.

‘ Elsa Brabourne,” he mused. ‘A pretty. name : and
alovely girl she will bein a year or two. Even if her
brother allows her nothing, she will have more than two
hundred pounds a year of her own, and the Misses
Willoughby are sure to leave her every penny they possess.
A younger son might do worse.”

A,
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T CHAPTER XVIL

And he came back the pertest little ape
That ever affronted human shape :

And chief in the chase his neck he ;r(;»eriiled )
Ou a lathy horse, all legs and length,
With blood for bone, all speed, no strength, .
The Flight of the Duckess.

« CoLONEL WyncH-FRERE? Glad to see you, sir! Fine
day for the wind-up, isn’tit? Never seen Ascot so full
on a Friday in my life! Everybody’s here. Seen my
wife, by chance?”

«Yes, a minute ago : in Mrs. Learmorth’s box. I've got
a little bet on with her about this event,” answered the
gentleman addressed, tapping his little book with a gold
pencil-case, and smiling.

It was the lawn at Ascot: and it was brilliantly
thronged, for the rain, which had emptied itself in bucket:
fuls on Cup day, had at last relented, and allowed the sun
to burst forth with warmth and brightness for the running
of the Hardwicke Stakes. NN €

« Ah! I don’t know when I have been so excited over a
race in my life,” said the first speaker. ““T'm of the
opinion that Invincible is going to the wall at last.
C?.rter’s on Castilian, you know, and he’s going to ride to
wm.,’ .

<« Can’t do it,” said the colonel, shor{ly.

“Can’'t he?” )

« No. He'll try all he knows, but Invincible is—In~in-
cible, you know.” ,

<1 know he has been hitherto; but he’s never met
Castilian in a short distance ; I say all that bone will tell.
I'll give you two to one on it.” -

The bet was accepted, and Frederick Orton nodded to
himself in a confident way, which also made his companion
anxious, for he knew his was an opinion notto b¢
despised, » :
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“ Havent seen my young @mahew have you?” asked
Orton, as he made a memorandum in his book.

“Not that I know of. What nephew?”’

“ My young limb of Satan—confound him ! ”’ said Orton,
with a laugh. “ He’s made his book as carefully as if he
had been fifty years old. I've fetched him twice out of the
ring by the scruff of his neck to-day; but Letherby, my
old groom, is with him, so I suppose he’s all right.”

“ He’s beginning early,” observed Colonel the Honor-
able Edward Wynch-Frere, in his slow way.

“Heis. What do you think? He wants to ride Welsh
Rabbit for the Canfield Cup. What do you think, eh?
Should you let him do, it?” .

The colonel meditated for some moments.

“Is he strong enough in the wrists? That's where F

should doubt him,” he said, reflectively. < He rode
splendidly at those private 1aces of yours at Fallowmead ;
but then he knew his ground as well as his horse ; he’d
have to carry weight at Canfield.”

“Of course. But Letherby says he could doit. The
only thing is the risk of a bad throw. These things are
done in a minute, you know; and he’s heir to a big pro-
perty. It’s been well nursed, and, if anything happened
1o the poor little beggar, plenty of people would be kind
enough to say—-—"

“I rode in a steeple-chase when I was sixteen,”
observed Colonel Wynch-Frere.

In fact, he looked more like a stud-groom than any- ‘
thing else you could fancy. No wonder ; he had but two -

ideas in the world: one was horse-racing, the other was
his wife. It seemed, on the whole, rather a pity that Lady
Mabel's very wide range of sympathies should include
neither horse-racing nor her husband. It was purgatory
for her to go and stay at the house of Lord Folinsby, his
father, the great Yorkshire earl, where the riding-school
was the centre of attraction to all her brothers and sisters-
in-law, and where the young men seemed always in train-
ing for some race or another, cut their whiskers like
grooms, walked bandy-legged, and talked of the stables.
Thus, the colonel indulged in his horse-racing and his wife
separately ; and endeavored, with all the force of his kind
heart and limited intellect, not to talk of the first when in
the presénce of the second.
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But to-day every faculty he had was centred on the ques-
tion as to whether or not the duke’s marvellous chestnut,
Invincible, would have to lay down his laurels ; and he
moved along by Mr. Orton’s side talking quite volably, fo:
him, on the all-engrossing theme, and the -reforts as to
who was likely to drop money over the race.

Be it stated that he was eminently a racing, not a
‘betting man ; he was no gambler, though always ready to
back his own opinion.

The grand stand was packed, and the ladies’ dresses as
brilliant as the June sky.

The two men, moving slowly on, at last caught the eyes
of two ladies who were beckoning them, and accordingly
went up and joined them.

“ You are only just in time—they have cleared the
course,” said Mrs. Learmorth, a lady sparkling in dia-
monds but deficient in grammar.

“ My dear Fred, where’s Godfrey,™ asked Mrs. Orton, a
handsome, very dark young woman, with a high color and
flashing eyes.

“ Oh, he’s somewhere about: Letherby’s looking after
him,” was the nonchalant reply, as he lifted a pair of field
glasses to his eye, and presently announced, in a tone of
keen excitement ; “They’ll be out directly. Wait till they
canter past the stand. Mrs. Learmorth, you Ve never seen
Invincible, have you? ”

“ Never!” cried the lady, eagerly. ‘“Mind you point
him out to me.” )

““ Here they come,” said the colonel. ¢ Look—that’s
Lord Chislehurst’s Falcon—I've backed him for a place—
lathy beast: but a good deal of pace. This one and this
are both outsiders. There’s the duke’s daffodil livery, but
that is only a second horse put on to make the running.
Here comes the Castilian, Orton.”

Mr. Orton was walchmg with an absorbed fascination.

““ Ay, there’s. Carter,” said he, studying the well-known
jockey’s face. ¢ He means business, I tell you.”

The Castilian was a large dark-brown horse, and the
crimson and pale-blue colors of his rider set him off to
advantage ; but, like many good race-horses, he was not
singularly beautiful to the eye of the unlearned. He
cantered by with some dignity, amid a good deal of
cheering, when suddenly there was a rush, something like
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a flash of light, a bright chestnut horse, with a jockey in
daffodil satin, darted like a fairy thing past the stand,
followed by a spontaneous shout from the crowded
onlookers. The magic hoofs seemed scarcely to touch
the turf over which they swept ; and Mrs. Orton, watching
with a somewhat sardonic smile, observed,

“You'll lose your money, Fred.”

“You wait and see,” said her husband, oracularly.

“I'm sure I hope he has been careful,” she went on,

with a laugh, to Mrs. Learmorth, “ for he has promised to 4 -

take me to Homburg if he wins.

“ Don’t talk, Ottilie,” cried Frederick Orton, irritably ;
“don’t you see they are just going to start!”

The race began—the memorable race which crowned
Invincible with the chief of his triumphs. Not even with
" “Carter up ” was the Castilian able to make so much as a
hard fight for it. The lovely chestnut was like a creature
of elfin birth—it seemed as if he went without effort ; the

field toiling after him looked like animals of a Tower -

breed.
The wild yells of applause rang and echoed in the blue

firmament—the-mad excitement of racing for the momeng

mastered everyone, from the youth whose last sovereign
hung on the event to the pretty, ignorant girl upon the
drag, who had laid her pair of gloves with blind devotion
on the daffodil satin as it flashed past.

One small boy, held up on the shoulders of an elderly
groom, added his shrill screams with delight to the. tumult
around.  ~

“ Well done, Invincible! Well rode, Bartlett! Bravo! -

bravo! Didn’t I tell my uncle he'd doit! Pulled it off
easy! Knew he would! Look at poor old Carter!
What a fool he looks! Ain’t used to coming in a bad
second! Let me down, Letherby, I want to find my

uncle! I say, thouvh thxs is proper! I've made five-

pounds over this.”

“You just wait one minute, Master Godfrey, till theﬂ“y'

crowd is cleared off a trifle—you’ll be jammed to death in
this ’ere mob if you don’t look out, and the master said I
was to see to you. You stop where you are.”

““You old broken-winded idiot,” shouted the Chlld aboy -

of fourteen, very small for his age, but handseme in a
dark, picturesque style. Do move on a bit, you are no

good in acrowd. I can’t stay here all day—elbow on!”"
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Letherby accordingly ¢ elbowed on ” through the yelling,
shouting mass of betting-men, followed by the excited,
dancing boy, who kept on talking at the top of his voice.

“Isn’t it a sell for aunt, by Jove! She said she wouldn't
give me five shillings to spend at Homburg next month,
and now I've got five pounds! Why, Letherby, I knew a
fellow who went to thetable with five pounds, and came
back with five hundred. Iwarrantyou I have rare sport at
Homburg !”

““That I can answer for it, you won't,” said his uncle’s
voice suddenly in his ear, and the urchin felt himself
abruptly seized- by his's coat-collar with no gentle hand.
“ Thanks to the upshot of this confounded race,” said Mr.
Orton, angrily, “you won’t go to Homburg at all, for I
can’t afford to take you ; and what the deuce do you mean
by hiding away here when you're wanted? Your aunt’s
going home, and you'll govith her. I'll have you out of
harm’s wa

Godfrey Brabourne made no reply. He skulked at his
uncle’s heels with a look of sulky fury on his face which
was not good tosee. The spoilt boy knew that, on the .
occasions when his uncle was out of temper like this,
silence was his sole refuge; but, if he did not speak, he
thought, and his thoughts were not lovely, to judge from
the expression of his eyes.

Letherby hurried away to put-to the horses, knowing that
in this mood his master would not brook waiting ; and, in
half-an-hour from Invincible’s winning of the Hardwicke
Stakes, Mr. Orton and his party were spinning along
towards the Oaklands Park hotel, where they were spend-
ing Ascot week.

A very subdued party they were. Spite of his winnings,
Godfrey was silent and sullen. Mrs. Orton’s temper was
not proof against the shattering of all her plans for next
month ; she knew that, if she spoke at all, it would be to
upbraid her husband, so she held her tongue ; and he was
in a state of mute fury, less at the loss of his money than
at his own error of judgment in such a matter.

The very 1mpre5510n of his silent wife’s face irritated

.him. “1I told you so,” seemed written on every feature.

When they arrived at the hotel, he petulantly flung his
reins to the groom, and went indoors by himself, ‘ as sulky
as a bear with a sore head,” mentally observed the wife of
his bosom,
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At dinner there was Colonel Wynch-Frére, who had
come in a couple of hours later, having been invited by
some other friends. ‘

He was sitting at a table sofne distance from the Ortons,
but afterwards joined them in the drawing-room. The
dinner had been good, and Frederick’s temper was improv-
ing; he was not an ill-tempered man, as a rule, and he
was now half-ashamed of his late annoyance. Mrs. Orton
was less placable ; she sat aloof, and secretly longed to be
able to say her say. )

The colonel strolled up.

“Where’s the boy?” he asked. N

“In the stables, I suppose—where he always is,” said
the boy’s aunt, snappishly.

How she had wanted to go to Homburg! The David-
sons were going, and the Lequesnes, and Charley Canova ;
what parties they would have got up! And now

““ Godfrey’s not always in the stables, Ottilie,” said Fred,
seating himself on a sofa at her side. * He has only gone
now with a message from me. He’ll be back directly.”

Frederick Orton was a rather picturesque young man of
about five-and-thirty. He was dark, with brown eyes, and
a short, pointed, Vandyck beard and moustache. The
moustache hid his weak mouth. He was glight and pale,
and looked delicate, which was probably the result of late
hours and pick-me-ups. 4

His wife was handsome, and rather large, a year or two
younger than he, and showing an inclination to stoutness.
Her eyes and complexion were striking, her voice deep
and rather loud—a fine contralto—and her disposition
cnergetic. -

She was very handsomely dressed for the evening in a
dark-green dress covered with green beetle’s wings, which
flashed as she turned. The colonel rather liked her,
though he never dared say so to Lady Mabel.

“ How is your Lady Mabel?” she asked of him, just as
this thought was crossing his mind. ,

“ Lady Mabel is, as usual, having a good many adven-
tures,” he said, taking a chair near. ‘‘ She has been on a
driving-tour with her brother—”

“Mr. Cranmer? I know him slightly,” said Frederick.

“Yes ; they are in Devonshire, at a little place called
Edge Combe, near Stanton.” '

s

~
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“Dear me! Isn’t that where all those old maids live—
the Miss Willoughbys?” said Ottilie, turning to her hus-
band. -

He made one of the many English inarticulate sounds
representing “ Yes.”

“I wonder if Lady Mabel has come across Godfrey’s
step-sister, Elaine Brabourne?” she went on, in her deep
contralto accents.

“Oh, yes, certainly; she mentions a Miss—is your
nephew s name Brabourne? I never knew it. Then his
father used to be colonel of my regiment.”

“That’s it,” said Frederick, calmly. ‘‘Yes, he hasa
step-sister, I'm sorry to say, who has been brought up by
a set of pu‘ritanical old maids—old hags, my poor sister
‘used to call them.”

‘“Lady Mabel is staying with the Miss Willoughbys,”
said the colonel, rather red in the face.

There was an uncomfortable pause ; then Mr. Orton
laughed lazily.

“Put my foot into it,” he said. “T usually do. Very
sorry, I'm sure. I don’t know the good ladies myself, and
I expect my poor sister made them all sit up ; she was as
wild a girl as ever I saw, and they used to take her and
set her down for hours in a rotting old church which smelt
of vaults, and where the damp used to roll down the walls
in great drops. She said it gave her the horrors. But
that’'s a good many years back now, and T daresay they
have changed all that.”

“ My wife says they are——well——very primitive,” said the
colonel. “ But she speaks of Miss Brabourne as a most
lovely girl, who only needs a little bringing out.”

« Qttilie, you must have that girl up to town,” remarked
Frederick.

“Why ? ” said his wife, stifling a yawn.

«Because I think Godfrey ought to know her.”

“ Godfrey hates girls.”

“Yes, because he is always alone, and gets spoﬂt—-he
ought to know his sister.”

«'She is coming to stay in town with Lady Mabel in
the autumn, when we are settled,” said the colonel ; and
at that moment some one came up and claimed his atten-
tion, so lie bowed to Mrs. Orton and withdrew.

Later that mght, Frederlck coming up to bed, tapped
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at his wife’s door, and, on receiving a muffled “ Come in,”
entered with a face full of news.

#1 say, what do you think Wynch-Frere has been telling
me? Poor old Allonby has got smashed up in this very
place—I mean Edge Combe —and Elaine Brabourne found
him lying by the roadside! So now we shall be able to
hear whether she really is as good-looking as Lady Mabel
wants to make out.”

A ray of interest warmed Ottilic’s face, and encouraged
him to proceed. He acquainted her with all the details of
the accident which he had been able to glean from the
colonel ; while she sat brushing out her long thick dark
hair, and listening. When he had apparently chatted her
into a better humor, he sat down on the dressing-table,
and, leaning forward, looked at her wistfully.

“1 say, old girl, were you fearfully set on Homburg?”
Her face hardened.

“You know I was,” she said, shortly.

“ Well, look here—can you think of anything we could
do with that blessed child? I-can’t bear to disappoint
you. I think it-would run to it if we could get rid of him.
He mcans an extra room and some one to look after him,
and even then he’s eternally in the way. Could we get rid
of him for a little while? If so, I'll take you.”

“You're very good, Fred,” she said, with alacrity. “T
—I'm sorry I was so cross. I'll think that over about
Godfrey. It would be a hundred times nicer without
him.”

“My word, though, won't there be a shindy?” said
Frederick, laughing. I wonder what the young cub will
soay ! He isn’t used to being left behind ; you’ve spoilt him,

ttilie.” : ‘ :

“Iindeed? Ilike that! Why, from the moment he was
born you allowed him to do just whatever he chose, and
taught him such language——"

‘“ All right—of course it was all my fault, as usual ; but
wow, am I a good boy ?”

“Yes, you are.”

“Well, then, kiss me.”
So a peace was sealed for the time.

On their return to London, on the Monday following,

%o letters awaited them. One was from Wynifred Allonby,
*plaining that her brother was ill, and that she had gone -
. 57 '

e e o F e e e

JRISU S—

it gt g R




e

et e

N\
130 THE TREE OF KNOWLEDGE.

to nurse him, and asking that he might have time allowed
him to finish his commission pictures ; the other was from
Miss Ellen Willoughby, begging that Godfrey might spend
his holidays at Edge.

“Just the very thing! T’ll pack him off there the first
minute I can!” cried Mrs. Orton, joyful and exultant.

Frederick smiled prophetically.

‘“ He will probably try his sister’s temper,” he remarked
placidly, “and that inefio common degree but then, on
the other hand, he will doubtless enlarge her vocabulary
considerably, so he cannot be looked upon in the light of
an unmixed evil.”

CHAPTER XVIII

4 ¢ Go to the hills,” said one remit a while
This baneful diligence :—at early morn
Court the fresh air, explore the heaths and woods;
. ¢ I infer that he was healed
By perseverance in the course prescribed.’
“You do not err : the powers that had been lost
By slow degrees were gradually regained ;
The fluttering nerves composed ; the beating heart
In rest established ; and the jarring %‘}’;éugh:s

To Harmony restored.” "
and” ke Excursion.

THE fresh air. had never seemed so gloriously sweet to

Osmond Allonby before.

He sat in a roomy, comfortable arm-chair, a shawl round
his big limbs, and the light warm breeze that puffed up the
valley bringing a faint color to his white face.

He had two companions, Wynifred and Mr. Fowler.
The girl sat on the grass, busy over some little piece of
needle-work ; Henry Fowler lay beside her, throwing tiny
pebbles xdly at the terrier's nose. A great peace brooded
over Poole Farm—a peace which-seemed to communi
cate itself to the three as they sat enjoying their desultory

conversation.
“ And so,” said Mr Fowler, ¢ Mr. Dickens returnedt

his own place yesterday, rendered absolutely despairing b

his interview with your brother.” )
“I know; it was laughable,” said Allonby, laugh

IS
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ently. ¢ He almost gave me the lie, so determined was
he that I had a secret enemy somewhere ; I was quite sorry
I couldn’t oblige Lim with one, his disappointment was so
painful to witness.” .

« The worst of these detective police,” returned his friend,
“is that they will always pin their faith on some one parti-
cular fpature of the case; they become imbued with a
theory of their ‘own, and in consequence blind and deaf to
all that does not bear upon it. Mr. Dickens had settled
that this was a vendetta, and he would entertain no other
hypothesis.” )

““The notion is absurd in the highest degree,” said
Osmond, with animation. ¢ No! It was some tramp, you
may be sure, and he was frightened, and made off before
securing his booty. I must have looked a very easy prey,
for I was sitting, as I have told you before, with my head
on my hands, feeling rather done up. I have a dim recol-
lection of a violent blow ; I suppose it stunned me at once.
Not a soul had passed me, I am sure ; whoever it was came
up behind, along the Combe road.” :

«Jt would not be at all difficult for anyone who knew
the country to conceal himself,” said Mr. Fowler, medita-
tively, o but yet—the police watched well. Every neigh-
boring village was searched; and all along the coast......
but these local police are easily deceived, you know. I
wish I had been at home at the time.”

I wish you had,” said Wynifred, impulsively ; and then
half repented her impulse, for she received such a very
plain look of thanks and pleasure from Mr. Fowler’s kind
eyes. ,

From the first moment, he had been deeply struck with
Miss Allonby ; her character was as new to him as it was
to Claud Cranmer, but he found her perfectly charming.
Presents of fresh trout, of large strawberries, plump
chickens, and invalid jellies daily arrived from the Lower
House ; and most afternoons the master would follow his
gifts, and walk in, arrayed in his rough country clothes,
very likely with a reminiscence of bricks or mortar some-
where on his coat-sleeve, for he was building a house in
the valley for some relations of his, and, as he was his own
architect, the work necessitated a good deal of personal
attention.

Wynifred had been down to see the house in question,
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and then to tea at Edge Willoughby, and had been
escorted back to Poole by Mr. Fowler in the starlight ; and
a most interesting walk it had been, for he knew every
constellation in the heavens, and exactly where to look for
each at any season of the year.

A thorough liking for him had sprung up in her heart.
The simplicity of his courteous manner was a rare charm ;
he was singularly unlike the London men of her acquaint-
ance, with a modesty which was perhaps the most remark-
able of his attributes.

The little silence which followed her remark was broken

by Osmond. .

« When is Cranmer coming down again? ", he said.

« Next week, I hope ;sooner if he can. I had a letter,
from him this morning ; he asked to be most particularly’
remembered to you and Miss Allonby, arid inquired much
after your health,” said Mr. Fowler. -

“I am glad he was not down last week ; the weather
was so bad, he would not have known what to do,” said
Wyn. o g
In fact, Claud had been reluctantly torn from Edge
Combe by his despotic sister, who, when she got to Lon-
don, found that to choose a house without his assistance
was quite an impossibility. Insuch a matter, the colonel’s
opinion was never even asked ; neither did he resent the
omission in the least. If Mabel liked the house, he liked
it too, and Claud would see after the stabling.

So Claud went, and tramped Belgravia and even Ken
sington with submission ; and, when at last a selection was’
made, found himself doomed to go down to Hunstanton
with his tyrant and fetch up the children, the nurses, and
the little governess for a week’s shopping, previous to their
being all swept off to Yorkshire, to be out of the way during
the autumn at the castle of the ear], their grandpapa, whilst
their mother went to make herself agreeable to her hus
band’s constituents; in which last respect she certainly
did her duty. -

In Mr. Cranmer’s-absence, the wounded man had grows
stronger daily ; had sat at his bedroom window, had made
the circuit of his chamber, and now was promoted to sit i
the garden ; and Dr. Forbes exulted in the rapidity of hi
convalescence.

“You see, there’s everything in his favor,”\he said, con

\
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placently. “A fine constitutiop, a fine time of year—

n youth, and the best climate in England.” ‘
d It was highly satisfactory that he should make such
Y excellent use of his advantages.
P “1 feel to-day as # I could walk a mile,” he said, with
“pride, stretching his long legs and arms and tossing his
T head.
15 “I am glad you are feeling so well. ~ You are going to
it have a visitor this afternoon—Miss Brabourne, who found
k- you lying by the roadside ; she is so eager to see you.”
Osmond blushed—actually blushed with pleasure. He
:n was not very strong yet, and his heart beat stormily at
thought of the coming meeting. All through his delirium a
certain face had haunted him—a girl’s face, which he always
e seemed to see when he closed his eyes. With returning
Ty consciousness the vision fled—he could not recall the
ch features, but he had a feeling that they were the features of
’ Elsa Brabourne, and that, if he saw her again, he should
aer know her. <
2id “I'll go down as far as the stile, and see if I can see
her,” saidd Wyn ; and, tossing her work to the ground, she
Ige rose, .and went wandering off among the flower-beds, sing-
~on- ing to herself, and picking a rosebud here and there.
nce “I envy you your sister, Mr. Allonby,” said Henry Fowler.
el's “Who? Wyn??” asked Osmond. “ Yes she is.a very
the good sort ; but you should see Hilda and Jacqueline ; they -
ked are both uncommonly pretty girls, though I say it.”
“I think Miss Allonby pretty.” .
~emr “Wyn? Oh, no, she isn’t,” was the fraternal criticism.
was’ “I've seen her look well, but you can’t call her pretty ;
niot Wle but I suppose .she is attractive—some men seem to find
anfi her so.” ,
*heil “Ah!” said Mr. Fowler.
ning “But she is not at all impressionable,” said Wyn’s
"hils' B brother. - N
hus: Meanwhile Wyn was walking down the Waste in happy
ainly unconsciousness of being the subject of discussion, and
presently was seen to wave her hand and begin to run for-
102 B ward. She dnd Elsa met in the middle of the Waste, and
made exchanged greetings. Jape Gollop was far behind—she
sil "8l was growing used to this now, and took it as a matter of
of SER course that the young feet which for years had dragged
" listlessly at her side should now, for very gaiety and youth,

outstrip her.

i
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Now that Elsa’s face wore that sparkling look of ani-,

mation, now that her luxuriant tresses were piled classically h.
on the crown of her beautiful head, the barbarity ,of her p
costume really sank into insignificance, triumphed over by LM
sheer force of her fresh loveliness. Her glow of color we
made the pale Wynifred look paler, the girls were a great th
.a~&ontrast. ) 8r
"7« How is Mr. Allonby? Is he going on well?” panted nc
Elsa, before she had recovered her breath. ne
¢« Capitally, thank you. Dr. Forbes says he never knew

such a quick convalescence.” H
~ “Oh, how glad I am! Ishe ... do you think . .. Tt
itis sovery fineto-day . . is Mr. Allonby in the garden?” ree

The shyness and confusion were véry pretty, thought 8r
Wyn.

“Yes,” she said, dehghted to be able to call the warm ag
clear color into the speaking face. ‘ He is sitting in the tor
garden, and is so impatient to see you. Come this way.” pa:

No need to speak twice. Elsa’s feet seemed scarcely to lov
touch the ground in their transit across the space which to-
intérvened between her and the hero of hér dreams. i

Osmond would insist on rising from his chair to greet his
her ; and his tall form looked taller than ever now that he her
was so thin. pet

Elsa drewnear, hardly knowing where she was pr what of
she was doing-—little recking that he was to the fAll as ex- of.
cited as she. - - 3

They met ; their hands touched ; the dirl could hardly fute
see clearly through the mist of tears in her large speaking of t
eyes. . He looked straight at her, saw the crystal mist, saw utte
one irrepressible drop over-brim the, lid, and rest on the H’f
delicate cheek. A storm of feeling overcame him; he <
grew quite white. che

It was the face of the mystic queen in his visions of }(,)f]
Avilion—it was beauty of the type he most passionately 15
admired ; and beauty which was stirred to its depths by Jl§ rc¢
pity and sympathy for him. god-

He . could say nothing articulate, neither could she. N A

Their greeting was chiefly that of eyes, and of warmly ear

grasping hands, for she had stretched both to him, and he

had seized them. "”‘}}?
How long did it last? They did not know. To Os

mond it seemed like the dreams of his fever, to last for ;;11(11
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hours, and yet be gone llke a flash. He only knew that
presently he found himself seated again in his chair, his
fingers released from the warm touch of hers; that she

“was sitting by him on Wynifred’s vacated seat; that
the skies had not fallen, nor the- shadows on the
grass lengthened perceptibly; and that neither Wyn
nor Mr. Fowler expressed any surprise in their counte-
nances, as if anything unusual had tran$pired.

Apparently he had not openly tdde a fool of himself.
He heaved a sigh of relief, and lay back among his cushions.
There sat the lady of his dreams, no longer a phantom, a
real -girl of flesh and blood with large eyes of morning
grey fixed on him.

He fancied how those cahn eyes, like the misty dawn of

- a glorious day, would gradually warm and deepen into the
torrid splendor of noon ; when what was now only sym-
pathetic interest should have strengthened into passionate
love, when his voice, his touch should alone have power

to
* Alas! as usual, he was building an airy cloud-palace for
his thoughts to live in ; and here was the real earth, and
here was himself, a poor, struggling young artist, a com-
petitor in one of London’s fiercest and most crowded fields
of competition, and with three unmarried sisters to think
of.

" And there was she—could he dream of it for her> The
future of a-poor man’s wife. W7fe/ The exquisite delight
of that word, by force of contrast, calmed this enthusiast
utterly. No. Tohim nothing nearer than a'star, an ideal.
His Beatrice, only to be longed for,.never attained.

And all this he had time to think of, while Wyn was
cheerfully telling Elsa that he had that day ealen a piece

of [ °f lamb, and ““quite’ a great deal ” of milky pudding for
A his dinner, which hopeful bulletin of his appetite was
'by received with marked interest both by Mr. Fow]er and his
y god-daughter.

. And then Elaine turned her bashful eyes on hlm, and he
g heard her 'voice saying,

he “I am so glad you dre gettmg well so fast I was very

unhappy when they thought you would not live.”

I “Were you?” he said, hoping his voice did not sound
torfll 25 queer to the others as it did to himself. . It was very

philanthropical of you. That gxft of pxty is one of woman’s
most gracious attributes.” N

~
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/ ried it back to the young man’s side.

. berries are over, but here are white currants and rasp- -
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Elsa was developing very fast, but she was not yet equal
to replying to this speech.

T think I have been altogether far more fortunate than
I deserve,” went on Osmond. ¢ Everyone in this fairy
valley had vied in their efforts to be kind to me. Your
good aunts, Mr. Fowler here, Mr. Cranmer and Lady Ma-
bel, not to mention Dr. Forbes, Mrs. Battishill, and Mrs.
Clap »

Elsa was still tongue-tied ; and oh ! it was hard, when
she had so much to say to him. How kindly he spoke !
How handsome he looked when he smiled ! If on]y she
knew what to say !

. At this embarrassing juncture, Jane scrambled over the
,snle, grasping a covered basket. Like lightning the girl
leaped up, ran to her nurse, and, taking her burden, car-

I brought these for you,” she faltered. ¢ The straw- '

berries . . . raspberries are very good with cream. Do
you like them? ”

“ Like them? I should think so! My appetite is quite
tremendous, as Wyn told you. Will you carry back
my sincere thanks to Miss Willoughby for her kind
thought? ”

She blushed, and then smiled, rising her face to his.

“It was my thought,” she sald timidly ; ¢ the aunts
said they were not good enough to bring, and I went to
Lower House for the currants,” she concluded, nodding
mischeviously to her godfather.

¢ Like your impudence !” he answered, pretending to
shake a fist at her. ¢ Now, Miss Allonby, I must be go-
ing ; won't you show me the picture you are doing of Sail
Parker?”

“Oh, yes, I should like to. " I hope you will think it a
good likeness,” answered Wyn, eagerly

She rose, and walked slowly- into the house with Mr.
Fowler, leaving the two seated together on the lawn, cor-
scious of nothmg in all the world but each other’s pre

sence.

There was a little pause ; then Elaine gathered courage.
It was easier for them to talk with no listeners.

“].saw you before you were hurt,” she announced,

blushing.
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“You saw me? ” cried Osmond, devoured with interest.
“Where? I never saw you.” |

“No; Iwas behind your back. I was coming up to the
farm’; you were sitting at your easel. * Your head was
resting on your hands. I wanted to go and ask you if you
were ill ; but Jane hurried me on.”

“ And I never knew,” said Osmond, in a slow, absorbed >/

way. ,

“And so I asked Jane to g0 back round by the road
because—because I wanted to see your face; and when
we got there you were lying on the grass.”

Here the lip quivered. Allonby threw himself forward
in his chair, his chin on his elbow.

“I saw your face,” he said, earnestly. “Tell me, did
you not—were you not kneeling by me, and—and’ weep-
ing?” )

dg;‘he girl nodded, hardly able to speak.

“You opened your eyes,” she said, very low, after a
pause, “and looked at me for a moment ; but not as if you
knew me.”

“But I saw you. Do you know "—sinking his voice—
“that your face was with me all through my illness—your
face, as I saw it to-day, with tears on your eyelashes? ... [
knew even your voice, when I have heard it in the garden,
and I have been lying in bed. I knew when you laughed
and when you spoke . . . and I counted the hours
till I should be well enough to see you and thank you.
You'll lét me thank you, won't youp”

He took her hand again. The child—for she was no
more—could not speak. It seemed as if light were break-
ing so swiftly in upon her soul that the glare dazzled her.
She was helpless—almost frightened. Osmond saw that
he must be careful not to startle or vex her. With a great
effort he curbed his own excitement, and took a lighter
tone. :

“Think what a benefactor in disguise my unknown
assailant has been !” he cried ‘brightly.  “What.have I
lost ? Nothing—absolutely nothing but a pudding-basin ;
what have I gained?” He made an eloquent sweep of
the hand. « Everything! In fact, I can hardly realise at
Present what my gain is. To be ill-—to be tenderly nursed
—to have enquiries made all day by kind friends—to have
my name in all the local papers—to be interviewed at least

g
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once a day by gentlemen of the press. I assure you that
I never before was the centre of attraction; I hope it will
last. That day’s sketching in the lane may turn out to be
the best stroke of business I ever did.”

¢ But,” cried Elsa, remonstrating, “you dor t count all
the pain you had to bear?”

“Pain ! ” he said, almost mcoherently “DidI? Have
I borne pain ? Oh it counts for nothing, for I have for-
gotten all about it.”

“Really and truly? Have you forgotten 1t? ”

“Really and truly, just now. I may remember it
presently, when I am crawling upstairs to bed to-night,
with my arm round Joe Battishill’s neck ; but just now it
is clean gone, and every day I shall grow stronger, you

now.” -

She did not answer, She saw fate, in the shape of Jane
Gollop, bearing down upon her from the open farm-house
door.

“Miss Elaine, my dear, you wasn’t to stay buta very
little while to-day ; and, if we don’t start back, you won't
be in time to go to the station with your Aunt Charlotte
to meet your brother, you know.”

“ To meet your brother!” echoed Osmond.

“Yes.” She turned to him. ‘ He is my step-brother;
I have never seen him since he was a baby.”

“Really? That sounds odd ; but you are orphans ; I
suppose he is being brought up by other relations. I
think it was cruel to separate you. . How old is he?”

“Just fourteen. I am glad he is coming at last.”

“I suppose so ; and you will be so happy together that
you will forget to come up to Poole and see the poor sick
man?”

“You know 1 shall not. I shall bring Godfrey.”

“Yes, do. Please come soon. But I ought not to be
so“grasping, and I have never thanked you properly for
coming to-day. What an unmannerly brute I am. Please
forgive me! Don’t punish me by staying away, will

“you?r”

She drew near, and spoke low, that Jane might not
hear.

¢1 shall come whenever they let me,” she said, with |
vehemence ; “ whenever I don’t come, you will know it is
because I was forbidden. If they wouild allow it, I'd come
every single day .
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CHAPTER XIX.

I find you passing gentle.
*Twas told me you were rough, and coy, and sullen,
.And now I find report a very liar;
For thou art pleasant, gamesome, passing courteous,
But slow in speech, yet sweet as spring time flowers :
Thou canst not frown, thou canst not: look askance,
Nor bite the hp, as angry wenches will.

Taming of the Shrew.

It was quite an unusual event for Miss Charlotte Wil-
loughby to be standing on the platform watching the
arrival of the London train. Her preparation for the
expedition had been made in quite a flutter of expectation.
She was resolved to do her duty thoroughly by Godfrey
Brabourne, much as she had disliked his mother. She had
hopes that a stay in a household of such strict propriety,
where peace, order, and regulanty reigned supreme, might
perchance work an improvement in the boy, do something
to eradicate the pernicious influence of early training, and
cause him, in after life, to own with a burst of emotion
that he dated the turning-point in his career from the
moment when his foot first trod the threshold of Edge
Willoughby. This was a consummation so devoutly to be
wished, as to go far towards reconciling the good lady to
the presence of a boy in the virgin seclusion of the house.
Elsa, at her side, was stirred to the deepest depths of her
excitable temperament, each faculty poised, each nerve
a-quiver as she hung bashfully back behind her aunt.

There was a long wild howl, a dog’s howl, followed by
a series of sharp yelps and a sound of scuffling ; a crowd
collected round the dog-box. A small boy inan Eton suit
dashed down the platform, parted the spectators right and
left, and revealed to view the panic-stricken guard, with a
bull- -dog hanging to his trousers.

“Ven! Come off, you confounded brute! How dare

:
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you!” cried the little boy in shrill tones, as he seized the
dog by the collar, and dragged him off. “ Didn’t I tell
you, you idiot,” he went.on to the guard, ‘“notto touch
him tilt T came ! What fools people are, always meddling
with what ain’t their concern. Why couldn’t you let my
dog alone, eh? I don’t pity you, blessed if I do,” con-
cluded he in an off-hand manner, cuffing his dog heartily,
and shaking him at the same time. “T’ll teach you man-
ners, you scoundrel,” he said, furiously ; “and now, what

am I to belet in for over this ‘ob? Has he drawn . .

bloed ?*”

Elsa and her aunt were so absorbed as was everyone
clse, in watching this episode, as to temporarily forget
their errand at the station ; but now the girl began to peer
among the little crowd of bystanders, to see if she could
spy anybody whd looked like Godfrey.

“Auntie,” she whispered, ¢ hasn’t Godfrey come? "

¢ J—am not sure.”

A cold fear, a presentiment, was stealing over Miss
Charlotte’s mind. Something in the voice, the air, the
face of the dreadful boy with the bull-dog, reminded her
uncomfortably of her deceased brother-in-law, Valentine
Brabourne. She wavered a little,  while vehement and
angry recriminations went on between him and th
railway-officials, noticed with a shudder how he felt in his
trousers’ pockets and pulled out loose gold, and was still
in a state of miserable uncertainty when he turned round,
and demanded, in high, shrill tones :

“Isn’t there anybody here to meet me from Edge
Willoughby? ”

Both aunt and niece started, and gasped Then Miss
Charlotte went bravely forward.

¢« Are you Godfrey Brabourne?” she asked, with shak-
ing voice, more than half-ashamed to have to lay claim to
such a boy before a little concourse of spectators who.all
knew her by sight. The guard lifted his cap, surprised,
and half-apologetic. '

“ Pardon, mum,” he grumbled, “but I dosay as a young
gentleman didn’t oughter travel with that dog unmuzzled.
He didn’t ought to do it; for you never know where the
beast’ll take a fancy to bite, and a man with a family’s got
hydrophobia to consider,”

“ Hydrophobia ! Hydro-fiddlestick | ¥ cried Godfrey,
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making a grimace. “ He 4in’t even broken the skin, and
I've given you a couple of sovs.—a deuced lot more than
those' bags of yours evercost.” This speech elicited a
laugh all round, and seemed to congeal Miss Charlotte’s
blood in her veins.  So now you just go round the corner
and treat your friends. Why, if you had any sense, you
wouldn’t mind being bitten every day for a week at that
price. How d’ye do, Miss Willoughby? My aunt Ottilie
sent her kind regards, or somethmg ”

“ Will you—come this way ? ” said Miss Charlotte, des-
perately, possessed only by the idea of hastening from this
scene of public disgrace. * Come, my dear, come! If
the guard is satisfied, let the matter rest. I am sure it is
very imprudent to travel with so savage a dog unmuzzled.
Dear, dear ! what-are you going to do with him?”

“Do with him? Nothing. He’s all right; he’s not
magd. That ass must needs go dragging him out of the
dog-box or something, that’s all. He wouldn’t hurt a
ﬂ ”

MISS Charlotte paused in her headlong ﬁlght from the
station.

“ Godfrey, I regret—1I deeply regret it, but I can on no
account allow that beast to be taken up to the house. I
cannot permit it—he wiii be biting everybody.”

‘“ Oh, he’s all right,” was the cool retort. “Chain him
up in the stables, if you're funky. Leave him alone.
He'll follow the trap right enough if I'm in it. Now then,
where are your -cattle?”

Miss Charlotte unconsciously answered this, to her,
incomprehensible question by laying her lean hand, which
trembled somewhat, on the handle of the roomy, well-
cushioned wagonette which the ladies of Edge found
quite good enough to convey them along the country lanes
to shop in Philmouth, or call on a friend. The plump,
lazy horse stood sw1shmg his tail in the sunshine, and
Acland, the deliberate, bandy-legged coachman, was in the
act of placing a smart little portmanteau on the box.

‘“Now then—room for that inside—just put that port-
manteau inside, will you? I'm going te drive,” announced
Master Godfrey ; and, as he spoke, he turned suddenly,
and for the first time caught sight of Elsa.

E “ Godfrey,” sald Miss Charlotte, “this is your saster
laine.
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The boy stared a moment. Elaine’s face was crimson—
tears stood in her eyes ; her appearance was altogether
as eccentric as it well could be, for she wore - the Sunday

dress and hat to do him honor. To him, used as he was

to slim girls in tailor-made gowns, with horsy little collars
and diamond pins, perfectly-arranged hair, and gloves and
shoes leaving nothing to be desired, the effect was simply
unutterably comic. He surveyed his half-sister from head
to foot, and burst into a peal of laughter. It was all too
funny. His aunt was funny, the horse and trap funnier
still ; but this Elaine was funniest of all.

¢ What a guy!” he said to himself, a sudden feeling of
wrathful disgust taking the place of his mirth, as he
angrily reflected that this strange object bore the name of
Brabourne. Aloud he said :

“ I beg your pardon for laughing, but you have got such
- a rum hat on; I suppose anything does for these lanes.”
Then before anyone could dare to remonstrate, he was up on
the box with the reins in hishand. “ Now then, Johnnie,”
said he to the outraged Acland, “up with you. I'm
going to drive this thing—is it a calf or amule? Oris it
a cross between an elephant and a pig? I suppose you
bring it down for the luggage. What sort of a show have
you got in your stables, eh ? ”

To this ribald questioning, Acland, white with fury,
made answer that the Misses Willoughbys had only one
horse at present; at which the boy laughed loudly, and
confided to him his opinion that  their friends must be an
uncommon queer lot, for them to dare to show with such
a turn-out.”

This dust and ashes Acland had to swallow, watching
meanwhile the stout horse, Taffy, goaded up the hills with
a speed that threatened apoplexy, and dashing down them
with a rattle which seemed to more than hint at broken
springs.

.

And Elaine and her aunt sat 1n51de, with Godfrey’s port-

manteau for company, and said never aword. Low as had
been Miss Willoughby’s expectations, little as she had
been prepared to love the outcome of the Orton training,
certainly this boy exceeded her severest thought ; he out-
heroded Herod.

Elsa was simply choked ; she could not say one word.
She scrambled out of the wagonette at the door with a face
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from which the eagerness of hope had gone, to be replaced
by a burning, baleful rage. She was furious ; her self-love
had been cruelly wounded ; and hers was not a nature to
forget. Of course she said nothing to her aunts. They
had never encouraged her to divuige her feelings to them,
and she never did. She rushed away to her old nursery,
to stamp and gesticulate in a wild frenzy of anger and hurt
feeling.

Meanwhile Godfrey walked in, scowling. He had ex-
pected dulness, but nothing so terrible as this promised to
be. Sulkily he ordered Venom, the bull-dog, to lie down
in the hall, and stumbled into the drawing-room to shake
hands, with ill-suppressed contempt, with all his step-
aunts, who sat around in silent condemnation.

Miss Ellen spoke first, thinking in her kindness to set
the shy boy at ease.

“You will be glad of some tea after your long journey ;
you must be thirsty.”

“Yes, I am thirsty ; but I'm not very keen on tea,
thanks. I'd sooner have a B and S, if you have such a
thing ; or a lemon squash.”

There was a dead silence.

“ Oh, don’t you mind if you haven’t got it,” he said,
easily ; “a glass of beer would do.”

After a moment’s hesitation Miss Ellen rang the bell,
and ordered “ a glass of ale ;” and then Miss Charlotte
found her voice, and told their guest to go and cham up
his dog in the stable.

“Oh, all right! Tl go and cheek the old Johnnie
with the stiff collar,” he said ; and so sauntered out, leav-
ing the ladies gazing helplessly each at the other.

All tea-time the visitor was considerably subdued, per-
haps by the close proximity and severe expression of the
sisterhood ; but after tea Miss Charlotte told Elsa to put
on her hat and take her brother round the garden. Once
out of sight, Master Godfrey’s tongue was loosed.

“Whew ! What aset of old cats!” he cried. “Have
you had to live with them all your life? I'm sure I’
sorry for you, poor beggar.”

Elsa’s smouldering resentment was very near ablaze.

“ What’s the matter with my aunts? " she asked, defi-
antly.

* What’s the matter with your aunts? By Jovel that’s
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good. What's the matter with yoz, that you can’t see it?
Such a set of old cautions !” he burst into loud laughter.
“But you've lived with them till you're almost as bad!
I never saw such a figure of fun! I say, what would you
take to walk down Piccadilly in that get-up? I'm hanged
if I'd walk with you, though?”

“ How dare you?” Elsa’s cheeks and eyes flamed, she
shook with passion. ‘ How dare you speak to me like
that? I hate you,” she cried, “ you rude, detestable child.
I wish I had never seen you! Whydo you come here?
And I—I-—I—was looking forward so to having you—I
was! I was! I wish you had never been born—there ! ”

“If she isn’t snivelling, I declare ! Just because Idon't
admire her bed-gown! Pretty little dear, then, didn’t it
like to be told that it was unbecomingly dressed? There,
there, it should wear its things hind-part-before, if it liked,
and carry a tallow candle on the tip of its nose, or any
other little fancy it may have. As to asking me why I
came here,” he went on, with a sudden vicious change of
tone, “ I can tell you I only came because I was sent, and
not because I wanted to. Uncle Fred and Aunt Ottilie
are off to Homburg, and want to be rid of me, so they
shipped me off here ; and Uncle Fred told an awful whop-
per, for he said it was no end of a jolly place, and I could
ride and drive. Ride what? A bantam cock? Drive
what? A fantail pigeon, for that’s all the live stock I can
see on the estate, unless you count the barrel on four legs
that brought us from the station, and which the old boy
calls a horse ; and now where’s the tennis-ground ? ”

“There isn’t one.”

“ Not a tennis-ground? Well, thisis pleasant, certainly.
Brisk up, whiney-piney, and tell me where’s the nearest
place I can get any tennis.”

“Now look here,” said the girl, in a voice thick thh
emotion, ““ if you think you are going to speak to me like
this, I can tell you you are dreadfully mistaken. How
dare you l—how dare you say such things! ButI know.
It js because the aunts all speak to me as if I were four
years old, and order me about. You think you can do
it too. But you shan’t. I am taller and older than you.
I will knock you down if you tease me again—do you hear ?
I will knock you down, I tell you, you impudent child !”

Godfrey shut his left eye, poked his tongue out of the
right-hand corner of his mouth, and leered at-his sister.
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“You only try, my girl,” he said, “you only try, and
I'll make it hot for you. You'll find out you had better be
civil to me, T can tell you, or I'll make you wish you were
dead ; so now.”

“1 shall tell my aunts——1!”

“All right! You play the tell-tale, and you see what
youwll get. I twig what you want—someone to lick you
into shape—you’ve never had. a brother. Well, now I've
come, I'm going to-spend my time in making you behave
yourself and look like a Christian.”

She stamped her foot at him ; she could hardly speak
for wrath. ‘

“ Do you know how old I am?”

“No, and don’t want to ; I only know you're the biggest
ass a man ever had for a sister, and thatif I can’t improve
you a little, I won’t let Aunt Ottilie have you up to town
—for I wouldn’t be seen with you; so now you know my
opinton.”

“And you shall know mine. I think you the most
cowardly, rude, detestable boy I ever met. I hate and
despise you. I only hope you will be punished well one
day for your cruelty to me.” .

“ Well, you are a duffer! Crying if anyone says a word
toyou! I say, who's the old boy coming up the path,
getting over the stile at the end of the terrace?”

The girl glanced up,”and recognised Mr. Fowler with a
sense of passionate relief. He was the only person to
whom she dared show her moods; in a moment she was
sobbing in his arms.

‘ Why, Elsie, what’s this? ” asked the quiet voice, as he
stroked back her tumbled hair with caressing. hand.
“ Look up, child. Is that Godfrey yonder?”

“Oh, yes—yes—yes! And I hate him!...I...
hate him! I wish he had never come here to make me so
unhappy! Heisa bad boy! I wish I had never seen
him !” )
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CHAPTER XX.

Here all the summer could I stay,
For there’s a Bishop’s Feign
And King’s Teign

And.Coomb at the clear Teign’s head,
Where, close by the stream,

-, You may have your cream,

.All spread upon barley bread.
" Then who would go
Into dark Soho
And ¢hatter with dank-haired critics
When he can stay
For thenew-mown hay
And startle the dappled crickets ?

KEATs.

A GREAT bustle was rife in the little parlor of the “ Foun-
tain Head.” A hamper was being packed, rugs strapped
together, preparations in general being made. The excite-
ment seemed to communicate itself to the village in some
mysterious way ; and small wonder. It was rarely that so
many visitors from London haunted the Combe all at
once ; rarer still that so mysterious a celebrity attached to
one of them; rarest of all that the Misses Willoughby
should be giving a picnic-party. :

Yet so it was ; and the weather, which, under the iron

rule of St. Swithun, had “gone to pieces,” as Osmond

said, for the past three weeks, had now revived anew, full
of heat and beauty and sunshine. . : -

In the doorway of the inn stood Osmond himself, and a
tall, fine-looking girl with a brilliant complexion and large
hazel eyes.

“What a day for a pic-nic!” she cried, jovially. “ And
this place—I must freely admit that Wyn, prone as she is
to rhapsody, has 7of overdone it in describing the Combe.
Oh, here comes Mr. Haldane, just in time. I hope you
know we were on the point of starting without you,” said
sHe, with an attempt at severity, as a young man came
slowly along the road leading from the village.
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“T should soon have caught you up,” he said peacefully,
raising his_hat with a smile. “ How are you this morn-
ing. Mr. Allonby? Still convalescent? ”

%1 don’t. think the present participle .s any longer
applicable. I am convalesced—completely convalesced,
and, it seems to me all the better for my accident.”

““So you are not cursing me for having recommended
the Combe as a hunting-ground ? ”

“Not in the least, I assure you.”

“ Did you ever hear, Mr. Haldane,” cried the girl, with
a burst of laughter, ¢that the detective tried to assign
poor “old Osmond’s blow on the thead to your machi-
nations ? ”

“No! Really! You flatter me; what made him do
that? ” asked he, with imperturbable and smiling com-
posure.

“ He thought you had some arriére pensée in sending
Osmond down here to paint.”

“Well, so I had.”

“Youhad??”

“«Of course. I knew he'd like the place so much that
he'd want to spend all the summer here; and then I

thought you and your sisters would come down ; and then -

I thouvht I'd come down ; and I have, you, see.”

Jacquelme laughed mernly

“ We're going ‘to have such a good ‘time to—day she
cried, “ and, please, listen to me. You and Wyn are no?
o talk shop. The first of you that mentions’the R. A.
Schools, or the gold medal pictures, or the winter exhibi-
tion, shall be sent to Coventry at once ! Remember ! You
are under orders.” -

“Well, I don't think I'mi*likely to forget it, as long as
you are here to remind me, Miss Jacqueline. By-the-by,
aren’t you getting bored down here? Surely the Combe
falls a trifle flat after the gaieties of Cowes?”

‘“We are getting on pretty well so far, thank you; a
school-treat the day after we arrived, an expedition to the
quarries yesterday, a pic-nic to-day! I am managing to

exist, but I can’t think what we shall do to-morrow. The "

blackbernes are not yet ripe, there are no ruins to explore,
and not another school-feast for miles;" there will be
nothing for it but to go out in a boat and get- drowned.”

“ All right ; I'll come too.”

"iw\;ﬁ%'ﬁ.‘}is‘—tu‘,»;m? e S A —_—

i

w i BN

R T TR TN

A

e ‘,:' .
Pl

i

sz
"wgmﬁ%!r'f[ e

Y

o

e
i




148 THE TREE OF KNOWLEDGE.

“You cango out in a boat and get drowned to-day, if
you like,” suggested Osmond. ‘“Boats are in the pro-
gramme.” T ‘

“So they are! I had forgotten. How late this Mr._
Fowler is! Don’t you think we had better go on, Osmond,
and leave you and Wyn to follow ? ”

“Certainly, if you like. Whao is packing?”

¢ Need you ask ?  Hilda, of course. She always does
everything she should. Wyn! Wyn! Are you ready?”

“Coming !”

Wyn emerged from the dark entry, and shook hands
with Mr. Haldane. .

“T will send Hilda to you,” she said, vamqhmg ; and in
a minute or two there appeared on the scene another tall
girl, closely resembling. Jacqueline in height and general
appearance, and dressed exactly like her, down to the
minutest detail. In fact the family likeness in all four
A.lonbys was strong, something distinctive in the curve of
the chin, the setting on of the head, the steady glance of
the eye, which made them all notxceable whether hand-
some or not. = They were, all four, pnople who, having
once been seen, were not likely to be forgotten. Of his
two younger sisters Osmond was justly proud. Their
height, grace, and slenderness were striking; and the
want of likeness in their dispositions completed the charm,
by the rare virtue of being unexpected.

Hilda was as reserved as Jacqueline was communicative,
as statuesque as she was animated, as diligent and
capable as she was lavish and reckless. The difference
between them was this morning, however, much less
obvious than the likeness, for Hilda was full of spirits the
whole of her sweet face irradiated with pleasure.

They set off with young Haldane, chattering eagerly,
the sound of their light laughter tossed behind them on
the breeze as they climbed the steep grassy hillside to
Edge, to join the rest of the party.

They were hardly out of sight when Mr. Fowler and his
dog-cart appeared down the road, the black horse’s glossy
flanks and polished harness reﬂectmg the bnghtness of
the sun.

“Good morning,” cried Osmond, bllthe]y ; “what a
fresh lovely morning! We are ready and waiti_n_g for
you,”
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“We? Then'I am to have the pleasure of driving Miss
Allonby! That’s all right.. Cranmer came down yester-
day evening, looking rather jaded ; he seemed very glad
to get here. He has gone on foot to join-the others,” said
Mr. Fowler, alighting and' entering the dark cool passage
of the inn.

“ Are you there Miss Allonby?” -

“Yes, here I am. Good mox‘hing, Mr. Fowler. Come
and help me with this strap.”

He entered, and took her hand.’

“So you are all established here! What did Mrs.
Battishill say to your desertion?”

‘“ She was very unhappy, but I could not help it. She
totally declined to accept a penny for rent, and I wanted
to have Hilda and Jac down, so I was obliged to move.
1 could not quarter my entire famlly upon her, it was too
barefaced. There, how neatly you fastened that buckle !
Now everything is ready T'll call Tom to carry the
hamper to the carriage.’

“You'll do no such thing; I shall take it myself We
are favored in our weather, are we not?”

“That we are. In fact, everything is favorable to-day.
My mental barometer is up at ‘set-fair.” I have a mind
to tell you why, and receive your congratulations all to
myself. I heard from Barclay’s to-day that my novel is to
be put into a second edition. What do you think of that?”

Mr. Fowler thought the occasion quite important enough
to justify a second energetic grasping of Miss Allonby’s
little slim hand in his vigorous square palm; and -the
dialogue might have been for some time prolonged had not
Osmond cried out, from his position at the horse’s head,

“ Now then, you two !”

In afew minutes Wyn was enthroned beside Mr. Fowler
in the high dog-cart, her brother had swung himself up
behind with the hamper, and the swift Black Prince was
off, delighted to be tearing along in the sunshine.

‘I am going to enjoy myself to-day, and forget all vex-
ations,” said Henry Fowler, in his.quiet voice.

“Vexations? Are you vexed? - What is it?” asked

. Wyn, anxiously.

“1 am—a good deal vexed—about my Elsie,” he
answered, with a sigh. “Poor little lass{ I think she is
deeply to be pitied.” '
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“So do 1,” said Wyn, promptly ; and Osmond cut u'i

from behind.

«1 should like to lick that cheeky little beast of a bdy

“ There’s the rub—you can’t lick the child, he’s/ too
delicate,” said Henry, with a sigh. “1I took him by the
shoulder and shook him the other day, and he turped as
white as a sheet and almost fainted. He is a mhass of
nerves, and has ne constitution ; careful_rearing might
have done something for him, but he is accustored to sit
up all night, lie in bed all day, drink spirits, z;?‘j smoke
cigars—a poor little shrimp like that! Itisa tﬁrnble trial
to Elsie ; one that 'm afraid she’s not equal to,” he con-
cluded, slow}y, his eyes rivetted on the lash /of his whip,
with which he was flicking the flies from Black Prince’s
pretty pricked-up ears.

‘“ She ought never to be called upon to q&)dure it—they
ought to send the little imp away,’ sald /Osmond, indig-
nantly.

“ He does not show himself in his true /colors before the
Miss Willoughbys—this is where I ca/nt forgive him,”
returned Mr. Fowler, sternly. ~ “ The ¢hild is a habitual
liar—you never know for a moment wfhether he is telling
the truth or not. - His dog worried twd of my sheep yester-
day; the shepherd absolutely saw the brute in the field,
and he—Godfrey—coolly told me /that Ven had been
chained in the yard all that rnornmg It was then,” he
added, with a half-smile, * that I /shook him ; I would
have liked to lay my stick about lum, but one can’t touch
such a little frail thing ; and his' language—ugh! That
Elsa should ever hear such words makes one grind one’s
teeth. I never saw such a young child so completely
vitiated.”

¢ What a misfortune ! ” said Wyn. :

“You are right; it is a repl misfortune. I am very
doubtful as to what steps I oyght to take in the matter.
Did you hear of his setting higbull-dog at Saul Parker, the
idiot? The poor wretch had ¢ne of his fits, and his mother
was up all night with lnm./ Little cur! Cruelty and
cowardice always go togethex] but think what his bringing
up must have been.”

« I wonder Mr. and Mrs. Qrton are not ashamed to send
him vxsltmg H Osmond know something of the Ortons, you
know.” - ,
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“Indeed !

“Yes ; they have one of the new big houses up in our
part of London, and Mr. Orton is something of a connois-
seur in pictures. Osmond is painting two for him now.”

“Yes,” said Osmond, laughing, “but now I go out
armed, and escorted by a cordon of sisters to keep off
murderers ; landscape-painting has become as risky a pro-
fession as that of newspaper-reporter at the seat of war.
I really think I ought to allow for personal risk in my
prices, don’t you, Fowler?”

A brisk “Halloo!” startled them all; and, looking
eagerly forward, they became aware of a group gathered
together at some distance ahead, at the point where the
road ended, and gave way to a winding pathway among
the chalk cliffs. Very picturesque and very happy they
all looked—Wyn lohged to coax them to stand still, and
take out her sketch-book.

The wagonette stood a short way off, with two Miss
Willoughbys, Miss Fanny and Miss Emily, seated in it.
Acland was unlading the provisions and handing them to
Jane. Hilda, Jacqueline, and Elsa were sitting on the
grassy chalk boulders, with Mr. Haldane, Claud Cranmer,
Dr. Forbes, and Godfrey as their escort.

As the party in the dog-cart drew near, Osmond’s eyes
sought out Elsa. She was looking charming, for the aunts
had taken Wyn into confidence on the subject of their
niece’s costume, and her white dress and shady hat left
little to be desired. She and the Allonby girls had been
plucking tall spires of fox-glove to keep off the annoying
flies ; Mr. Cranmer was arranging a big frond of diletata
round Hilda’s hat for coolness ; and over all the lovely:
scene brooded the sultry grandeur of early August, and
the. murmur of the sea washing lazily at the feet of the
scorched red cliffs. ‘

The spot selected for pic-nicking was a shelving bit of
coast known as the Landslip. A large mass of soil had
broken away in the middle of the seventeenth century,
carrying cottages and cattle to headlong ruin.. Now it lay
peacefully settled down into the brink of the bay, the great
scar from whence it had been torn all riddled with gull’s
nests. The chatter and laughter of the birds was inces-
sant, and there was something almost weird to Wynifred in
the strange “ Ha-ha!” which echoed along the cliffs as the
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busy white wings wheeled in and out, flashing in the light
and disappearing.

“ They are- teaching the young to fly,” explained Mr.
Fowler. ¢ If you came along here next week, you would
find all silent as the grave.

“1 am glad they are not flown yet,” said Wyn. “1like
their laughter, there is something uncanny about it.”

Mr. Cranmer was passing, laden with a basket.

“ Characteristic of Miss Allonby! She likes something
because it is uncanny ! ” he remarked. ¢ Is there anything
uncanny about yox, Fowler, by any chance?”

. “ What has upset Cranmer? ” asked Henry, arching his
eyebrows.

“T don’t know, rea]ly Suppose you go and find out,”
said Wyn, la.ughmg a little.

It was her greeting of him which had annoyed Claud;
and Wyn was keen enough to gauge precisely the reason
why it had annoyed him.

He had scarcely seen her since the evening when he and
she had walked from the village to Poole together. A

'vivid remembrance of that walk remained in his mind, and
he had been determined to meet her again in the most
matter-of-fact way possible. He told himself that it would
be ungentlemanly in the extreme to so much as hint at
sentimental memories, when he was not in the least in love,
and had no intention of becoming so. Accordingly his
“ How do you do, Miss Allonby?” had been the very
essence of casual acquaintanceship. Wyn, on her side,
was even more anxious than he that her momentary weak-
ness should be treated merely as a digression. She had

been very angry with® herself for having.been ‘so stirred ;-

for stirred she had been, to such an unwonted extent, that
Claud had been scarcely a momeént out of her thoughts for
two days after. The very recollection made her angry

with herself. She met him on his own ground ; if his

greeting was casual, hers was even more so. It was perfect
indifference—not icy, not reserved, so as to hint at hidden
resentment, hidden feeling of some kind ; but simply the
most complete lack of empressement; his hand and himself
apparently dismissed from her mind in a moment ; and
this should have pleased Claud, of course,—only- it did
not.

He asked hlmself angrily what the girl was made of.

Rt
1)(.
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His usually sweet temper was quite soured for the moment ;

impossible to help throwing a taunt behind him as he
passed her, impo;szlfe to help being furious when he per-
ceived that the taunt had not stung at all. He looked
round for Elsa Brabou@t he might devote himself to
her ; hut she was entirely absorbed in the occupation of
finding a sheltered place for Allonby, where he might be
out of the sun.

- Jacqueline and young Haldane were laying the cloth
together, and doing it so badly that Hilda seized it from
them and dismissed them in disgrace, proceeding to lay it
herself with the assistance of old Dr. Forbes, who had
. fallen a hopeless victim at first sight. Jacqueline and
Haldane went off, apparently quarrelling violently, down
to the shore, and were presently to be seen in the act of
fulfilling their threat of going out in a boat and getting
drowned. Mr. Fowler shouted to them not to go far, as
dinner would be ready at once, and hastened off to pilot
dear little Miss Fanny safely-down the rocky pathway to a
seat where she might enjoy her picnic in comfort. Every-
one had been relieved, though nobody had liked to say so,
when Miss Charlotte announced that picnics were not in
her line. .

Wyn had been bitterly disappointed that it was not pos-
sible to bring Miss Ellen; but the invalid’s’ health was
growing daily feebler, and she was now quite unequal to
the exertion of the shortest drive. So Miss Fanny, fortified
by Miss Emily, had set out, with as much excitement and
trepidation as if she had joined a band for the discovery of
the north-west passage ; and now, clinging to Henry Fow-
ler’s arm, was carefully conducted down the perilous steps

towards the place of gathering. Wyn was left standing by

herself, watching with a smile the manceuvres of Jac and
Haldane in their boat below, and Claud was left with a
scowl watching Wyn.

After standing silently aloof for several minutes, he went
slowly up to her.

“Your brother has made wonderful progress since I left,
Miss Allonby,” he remarked, stiffly.

“Yes, hasn’t he? ” she said, with a smile, her eyes still
fixed on the boat. ‘Do just look at my sister ; she is try-
ing to pull, and she is only accustomed to Thames rowing ;
'she does not know what to do without a button to her
oar,”
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He did not look, he kept his eyes rivetted on her calm
face.

“You look much better for your stay in Devonshire,
too,” he said, determined to make the conversatxon per-
sonal.

“Yes, so the gxrls say. I was rather overfworked when
I first came down. How calm it is, isn't it? Hardly a
wavelet. I think even I.could go out without feeling un-
happy to-day.”

“May 1 take you presently? I am pretty well used
to sea-rowmg My brother’s place in Ireland is on the

- coast.

“Thanks, I should like to. come ; we will make up a
party—Hilda and Mr. Fowler

‘You are determined to give me plenty of work. I
suggested pulling one person—not three. There are four
boats ; let them take another ; but perhaps you don’t care
to go without Mr. Fowler.”

This speech approached nearer to being rude than any-
thing she had ever heard from the courteous Claud. It
made her very angry. She lifted her eyes and allowed
thém to meet his calmly.

“It certainly adds greatly to my pleasure to be in Mr.
Fowler’s society,” she said very tranquilly ; *he is one of
the most perfect gentlemen I ever met.”

“You are right, he is,” said Claud, almost penitently ;
and just at this juncture Godfrey tore by like a whlrlwmd
shouting out at the top of his voice,

“Dinner! Dinner! Dinner’sready! Look alive, every-
body! Come and tackle the grub!”

CHAPTER XXI.

Is she wronged? To the rescue of her honor,
My heart !

Song from ¢ Pippa Passes.”

THE dinner was a most hilarious repast. Itwas impossible
to resist the infectious good spirits of the Allonby girls,

~ and Godfrey was duly awed and held in check by the pre-

sence of Mr. Fowler,
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Elsa sat, her eyes wide open, dnnkmg’ in, word by
- word, all this fresh thrilling life which was opening round
her. Girls and their ways were becoming less and
less of a mystery to her; the expression which had
been so wanting was now informing all the pretty fea-
tures, making her beauty a thing to be wondered at and
rejoiced over by the impressionable Osmond. Dinner
over, all dispersed to seek their pleasure as seemed best to
them ; and Mr. Fowler, who appeared to have constituted
himself surety for Godfrey’s good behavior, ordered the
boy to come out in the same boat with him. But he was
not cunning enough for the spoilt child.

“Likely,” remarked Master Brabourne, “that I'm going
to pass the afternoon dangling from that old joker’s watch-
chain. Not much ; no, thank you; I'd sooner be on my
own hook this ]ourney, any way ; so you may whistle for
me, Mr. Fowler.”

After this muttered soliloquy, he at once obliterated
himself, so completely, that nobody noticed that he was
missing, and Henry embarked with Hilda Allonby and
Miss Emily Willoughby, and was half-way across the bay
before he remembered the tiresome child’s existence. Miss
Fanny declined the perils of the deep, and stayed on shore ;
Wynifred remained with her for a few minutes, to see that
she was happy and comfortables and, on turning away at
last, found that there was nobody left for her to pair off
with but Mr. Cranmer, who stood doggedly at a short dis-
tarice, watching her.

“What shall we do?” he asked.

“I don’t mind. Whatis everyone else doing?”

““Going out in boats. Are you anxious to be in the
fashion?”

“Yes, I think so. Istherea boat Ieft’v’ ”

“There is. Come down this way.”

It rather vexed Wynifred to find herself thus appropnated
It had been her intention to steer clear of Claud, and now
here he was, glued to her side for the afternoon. How- -
ever, there was really no reason for disquiet; since her
momentary lapse she had taken herself well in hand, and
felt that she had the advantage over him by the fact of*
being warned.

As they slipped through the blue water, she turned her
eyes to land, and there saw a sight which, for no special
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reason, seemed to cast a tinge of sadness over her mood.
It was only Osmond and Elsa, side by side, wandering
inland, slowly, and evidently in deep conversation. In a
few seconds the chalk boulders would hide them from
view ; Wyn watched their progress wistfully, and then,
suddenly withdrawing her gaze, found that of her com-
panion fixed upon her.

“I ought to apologize for saying anything,” he said,
deprecatingly, “ but that is a pretty obvious case,isn’t it?”

“Isit?”

He suddenly aimed one of his shafts of ridicule at her.

¢ A novelist and so unobservant? ”

““Oh, no,” said Wyn, gravely, leaning forwatrd, her chin
on her hand, and still following the couple with her eyes.
¢I am not unobservant.”

“ Yet you don’t see that your brother is attracted? ”

“1 see it quite well.”

“Your tone implies dissatisfaction. Don’t you like Miss
Brabourne ?”

“You ask home questions ; I hardly feel able to answer
you. I know so little of her.”

He arched his eyebrows.

“Is hers such a very intricate character?”

“I don’t know about intricate ; perhaps not, but it is
remarkably undeveloped.”

“Don't you like what you have seen of her? ”

Wyn hesitated. .

1 think I ought not to make her the subject of discus-
sion ; it doesn’t seem quite kind.”

“] beg your pardon, it is my fault. I have been trying
to make you talk about her, because I honestly wanted
your opinion. I have studied the young lady in question
a'good deal ; but I am one who believes that you should
go to a woman to get a fair opinion of a woman.’

“What!” cried Wyn, with animation. ¢ Take care!
You could not mean that, surely! It is too good to be
true. Have I at last discovered a man who believes that

woman can occasionally be impartial—who is not convinced

that the female mind is swayed exclusively by the two
passions of love and jealousy? This is really refreshing!
Yes, I do believe you are right. A woman should be
judged by the vote of her own sex. Of course, one parti-
cular woman’s opinion of her may very likely be biassed.
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I don’t pretend to say that women are not sometimes
spiteful —I have known those who were. But to say that
some fair young girl will be deliberately tabooed by all the
girls she knows, simply because she happens to be attrac-
tive to gentlemen, is a fiction which is the monopoly of the
male novelist. I have never known a woman really unpo-
pular among women without very good cause for it.”

“Exactly. Well, this being so, I shall attach great
weight to your opinion of Miss Elsa.”

“In that case, I had far better not give it; besides, I
am only one woman, and the fact that my brother is
evidently much attracted by the subject of our conversa-
tion is very likely to make my judgment one-sided. You
know, I think nobody good enough for Osmond.”

« Most natural ; yet I would go bail for the candor of
your judgment.”

“Would you? I am notsure whether Iwould. I have
not much to go upon,” she said, musingly.

“You have allowed me to gather this much—that you
are not particularly favorably impressed,” he said, cun-
ningly. “ You had better give me your reasons.”

She made a protesting gesture.

It is not fair—I have said nothing,” she answered. “1
tell you I can form no opinion worth having. I only
know two points concerning Elsa—she is very beautiful
and very unsophisticated. I don’t know that, in my eyes,
to be unsophisticated is to be charming; I know it is so
in the opinion of many. I should say that where the
instincts of a nature are noble, it is very delightful to see
those impulses allowed free and natural scope—no artifi- -
cial restraint—no repression ; but I think,” she continued,
slowly, ¢ that some natures are better for training—some
impulses decidedly improved by being controlled.”

“I should think Miss Brabourne had bePn controlled
enough, in all conscience.’

“No,” said Wyn, “she has only not been allowed to
develop The Misses Willoughby have never taught her to
restrain one single impulse, because they have failed to
recognise the fact that she has impulses to restrain. They
do not know her any better than I do—perhaps not so
well.” .

“Very likely,” said Claud; “I see what you mean.
You think it would be unjust to her to pronounce on a
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character which has had, as yet, no chance of self-disci-
pline?”

“ Exactly,” agreed Wyn, with a sigh of relief at having
partly evaded this narrow questioning. She did not like
to say to. him what had struck her several times in her
intercourse with Elsa, namely, that there was a certain
want in the girl’s nature—a something lacking—an absence
of traits which in a disposition originally fine would have
been pretty sure to show themselves.

Wynifred was anxious for Osmond. She had never seen
him seriously attracted before. Claud did not know, as
she did, how significant a fact was his present exclusive
devotion, and was naturally not aware of.the consistency
with which the young artist had always held himself aloof
from the aimless flirtations which are so much the fashion
of the day.

In the present state of society it needs a clever man to
steer clear of the charge of flirting, but Osmond Allonby
had done it ; whilst eminently sociable, and avowedly fond
of women’s society, he had managed that his name should
never be coupled on the tongues of the thoughtless with
that of any girl he knew.

But now ! Every rule and regulation which had
hitherto governed his life seemed swept away. Old limits,
old boundaries were no more. The power of marshalling
his emotions and finding them ready to obey when he
cried “Halt!”—a power he possessed in common with
his sister Wynifred—was a thing of the past.: . Even Wyn’s
loving eyes, following him so sympathetically, could not
guess the completeness of his surrender. All the deep,
carefully-guarded treasure of his :love was ready to be
poured out at the feet of the golden-haired, white-robed
Elsa at his side. He would not own to himself that his -

"attachment was likely to prove a hopeless one. With the

swiftness of youth in love, his thoughts had ranged over
the future. He was making a career—Wyn was following.
his example, in her own line. Jacqueline and Hilda were

_ too pretty to remain long unmarried.

Concerning Elsa’s heiress-ship he was not half so well-
informed as Claud Cranmer. But indeed the question of
ways and means only floated lightly on the top of the
deep waves of feeling that filled his soul. His Elaine
'seemed to him a creature from another sphere—isolated,

v
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innocent, and wilful as the Maid of Astolat herself. Pro-
bably few young men in the modern Babylon could have

brought her such an unspent, single-hearted, ideal devo- ™

tion ; his love was hardly that of the nineteenth century.

The only difficulty he experienced, in walking at her
side, was to check himself; to so curb his passion as to be
able to talk lightly to her; and, even through his most
ordinary remarks, there ran a vibration, a thrill of feeling ;
‘“the echo in him broke upon,the words that he was speak-

ing,” and perhaps communicated itself to the mood of the °

uncomprehending girl.

‘“Now,” he said, as after several minutes’ silence they
seated themselves at last, sheltered from sun and breeze,
under the shadow of a chalk cliff. “ Now at last I clzim
your promise.”

“ My promise?”

“Yes; you know what I asked.you when we met to-day.

_You were looking like Huldy in the American poem,

¢ All kind o’ smily round the lips,
An’ teary round the lashes.’

You said that when we were alone you’d tell me why.
What was it?”

A flash of sudden, angry resentment crossed the girl’s
fair face, and tears again welled up to.the edges of her
limpid eyes. *Osmond thought he had never seen anything
so lovely as her expression and attitude. If one could but
paint the quick, panting heave of a white throat, the quiver
of a sad, impetuous mouth.

“You can guess—it was the usual thing—Godfrey,” she
said, struggling to command her voice ; but in vain. She
could say no more, but turned her face away from him,
swallowing tears.

Osmond felt a sudden movement of helpless indignation,
‘which almost carried him away. He mentally applied the
brake before he could answer rationally.

“It is abominable—unheard of!” was the calmest
expression he could think of. ¢ Something must'be done
—quickly too! I should like to wring the insolent little
beggar’s neck for him! What did he do, fo-day?”

For answer she pushed up her sleeve, showing him two
livid bruises on a dazzlingly “white arm—an arm with 3
dimpled round elbow,
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,¢ I caught him smoking in the stable, which is forbidden
‘because of setting fire to the straw,” she faltered, “and I
told him he ought not to do it, so he did what he calls the
“screw.” Yau don’t know how it hurts!”

Osmond’s wrath surmounted even his love.

“But why don’t you box his ears—why don’t you give

- Kim a lesson—cowardly little beggar!” he cried. “ You

are bigger than he, Miss Brabourne, you ought to be more
than a match for him!”

- A burst of tears came.

“1 don’t even know how to hit,” she sobbed, childishly.
“T don’t know anything that other people know ; and, if I
tell of him, he pays me out so dreadfully ! He puts frogs
in my bed, and takes away my candle, and the other night
he dressed up'in a sheet, and made phosphorous eyes, and
nearly frightened me out of my senses, and I don’t dare.
tell because—because he would do something even worse
if 1did! Oh, you don’t know what he is. He catches
birds and mice, and cuts them up alive—he says he is go-
ing to be a doctor, and he is practising vivisection ; and
he makes me look while he is doing it—if 1 don’t he has
ways of punishing me. He made me smoke a cigar, and I
was so terribly sick, and he made me steal the sideboard
keys, and get whxskey for him, and said if I did not he
would tell aunts something that would make them forbid
me to come to the picnic. He was tipsy last night,” she
shuddered, “really tipsy. He made me help him up to his
room, and tell aunts he was not well, and could not come
down to supper. Oh!” she burst out, “ you don’t know
what my life is! He makes me miserable ! I hate him!-
But I daren’t tell, you don’t know what he would do if I
told!” Her face crimsoned with remembrance of insult.
“I can’t tell y-u the worst things, I can’t!” she cried,
“but he is dreadful. Every little thing I say or do, he
remembers, and seems to see how he can make me suffer
for it. I have no peace, day or night; and heiis so good
when aunts are there. They don’t know how wicked he
lS ”

“ But surely,” urged Osmond, gently, “if you were to’
tell the Misses Willoughby, they would send him home, and
then you would be.free from him?”

She dashed away the tears from her eyes, and shook her

" head with a smile full of bitterness.
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“They wouldn’t believe me,” she said, ‘ they never
have believed me ; that is, Aunt Charlotte wouldn’t, and
she 1s the one who rules. They would call Godfrey and
ask if it was true, and he—he thinks nothing of telling a
lie.”* Oh I he is a sneak and a coward! If you knew how
he has curried favor since he has been here! Aunt
Charlotte likes him—she will give him things she would
never give me ! She would hever believe my word against
his.”

“Miss Brabourne—FElsa,” faltered the young man
tenderly, ‘ Don’t sob so—you break mv heart—you—you
make me—forget myself ! ”

He' leaped to his feet. Poor fellow, his self-command
was rapidly failing. It had needed but this, the sight of
helpless distress in his ladylove, to finish his subjugation.
He was raging with love, and a burning impotent desire
to thrash Master Godfrey Brabourne within an inch of his
life. Yet, as Henry Fowler had said, how could one touch
such a scrap of a child, such a dehcate, puny boy?

He knew well enough the power such a young scoundrel
would have to render miserable thelife of a timid girl,unused
to brothers.” Elsa had never learned to hold her own, never
learned to be handy or helpful. She was most probably
what boys call a muff, a fit butt for the coarse ridicule and
coarser bullying of the ill-broyght-up Godfrey. That help-
lessness which 1n the gyes of her lover was her culmin’a.tmg
charm was exactly what to the boy was an irresistible
incentive to cruelty.

Osmond turned his eyes on the droopmg figure of the

_girl.  She was leaning forward, her elbow on her knee.

Her hollowed hand made a niche for her chin to rest in,
and her profile was turned towards him as she gazed sadly

- seawards. On her cheek lay one big tear, and the long,

thick lashes were wet.

He came again to her-side, and kpclt there. Flushing
at his own boldness, he took her hand. It trembled in
his own, but lay passive. -

“Elsa,” he said, tenderly, soothingly, ¢ it will not be for
long, you must not let this wretched child’s mischief prey
upon you so. I know how badly you feel it, but consider
—he will be gone in a few days.”

‘“Oh, no, no, that is just what is so hateful! He will be
here for weeks! Mr. Orton has been taken ill at Hom-
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burg, and aunts have promised to keep him till they come
back. Oh,”—she snatched away her hand and clasped it
with the other, as if hardly conscious of what she did,—* oh,
I can bear it now, when you are all here ; but next week
—next week—when there will be no Wynifred, no Hilda,
no Jacqueline . . . noyou! . . . whatshallldo
then? ” . .

“Elaine 1”

“When T think of it, I could kill him !” cried the girl,
her ‘face reddening with the remembrance of insults which
she could not repeat to Osmond. “ You don’t know what
a wicked mind he has—he is like an evil spirit, sent to lure
me on to'do something dreadful! When he speaks so to
me, I feel as if I must silence him—as if I could strike him-
with all my force. Suppose——suppose one day I could not
restrain myself

She was as white as a sheet, as she suddenly paused.

“ Whatwas that noise? ” she panted.

“ What noise? ” he asked.

“I thought I heard Godfrey s whistle—there is a noise -
he makes sometimes” . . Her face seemed par-
alysed with fear and dlshke—mvoluntanly she drew
nearer to Osmond. “ If he should have heard me !” she
breathed, with her mouth close to™his ear.

“ How could he hurt you when I.am with you? ” cried
he, passionately. ¢ My darling, my own, you are quite
safe with me !”

His arms were Tound her before he had realised what he
was doing. It seemed his divine right to shield her—his
vocation, his purpose in life to come between her and
any danger, real or fancied.

A yell, quite unlike anything human—a rush of loose
pebbles and white dust, a crash on the path close to the
unwary couple, and a long discordant peal of laughter.

“Cotched ’em ! Cotchgd ’em! Cotched ’em by all
" that’s lovely! Done ’em brown, bowled ’em out clean!
Oh, my dears, if you only did know what jolly asses you
both look, spooning away there like one o’clock! I'm
hanged"if I ever saw anything like it. I wouldn’t have
missed it—no, not for—come, I say, let go of a feller, Mr.
Allonby. Lovers are fair game, dor’t yer know !”

If ever any man felt enraged it was Osmond at that
moment ; the more, because he saw how undlgmﬁed it was

.
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to be in a rage at all. Revulsion of feeling is always un-
pleasant, and nothing could be more complete than the

" revulsion from the purest of sentiment to the most contemp-

tible of practical jokes.

Elsa cried out in a mingled anger and terror—the
ludicrous side of a situation never struck her by any
chance. Osmond, as he sprang up and collared the impu-
dent young miscreant, was divided bgtween a desire to
storm and a desire to roar with laughter. The farmer
gained the ascendency as he looked back at Elsa’s white
face.

“You impertinent young scamp,” he said, between his
teeth, “I've a great mind to give you such a punishment
as you never had in your life, to make you remember this
day "’

“You daren’t,” said Godfrey, coolly, *“ you daren’t flog
me ; I'm delicate. You'll have to settle accounts with my
uncle if you bring on the bleeding from my lungs. My
tuter ain’t allowed to touch me.”

* You sickening little coward—you sneak,” said Osmond,
with scathing contempt. “ A spy—that's what you are. I
hope you are proud of yourself. Look how you have
startled your sister.”

“ Pretty little dear—a great lump, twice my size,”
sneered Godfrey, grinning. - “Look at her, blubbing
again! She does nothing but blub. Stop tbat, Elame,
w111 you?” .

‘All' right, young man,” said Osmond, “I can't flog
you, but I think I can take it out of you another way just
as well. Don’t flatter yourself you are going to get off so
easily. I'H teach you a lesson of manners, and I'll make
it my business that the Miss Willoughbys and Mr. Fowler
know how you have behaved—not to-day only. You little
cur, how dare .you ?”

“Who’s old Fowler? He can’t touch me. XKeep your
hair on. What are you going to do with me?”

“I'm going to keep you out of mischief for a bit,” said
Osmond, as he skilfully laid the boy down on the grass
with one dexterous motion of his foot, and, producing two
thick straps from his pocket, he proceeded to strap first
his feet and then his hands together. -

“Pooch! What do I care? I’ve had my fun, and I'm
ready to pay for it. Oh, my stars, wasn’t it rich to hear
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Elsa coming the injured innocent and laying it on thick
for her beloved’s benefit? _I heard every word you both
said ! ” cried Godfrey, convulsed with laughter.

¢ If you say another word, I'll gag you.”

“Gag away! I've heard all I want to, and said all I
want to, too. ,Good old Allonby, so you believe all the
humbug she’s béen telling you?  You old silly, don’t you
know girls always say -that sort of thing to draw the men
on? T told her she ought to bring you to the point to-day -
...... I say......I can’t breathe !”

He was skilfully and rapidly gagged by Osmond, who
afterwards picked up his prisoner and carried him to a
high steep shelf of rock, where he laid him down.

“ You can cool your heels up there_ till I come and take
‘you down,” he said between his teeth. “If you roll over,
you'll roll down, and most likely break your spine,soI
advise you to be quiet, and think of your sins.” :

CHAPTER XXII.

We walked beside the sea
After a day which perished, silently,
Of its own glory.

Nor moon nor stars were out :
They did not dare to tread so soon about,
Though trembling in the footsteps of the sun 3
The light was neither night’s nor day’s, but one
Which, lifelike, had a beauty in its doubt.

E. B. BROWNING.

ON turning his flushed and excited face again towards the
seat where he had left Elsa, he found that she was gone.
It did not surprise him, but made him resolve instantly to
follow and console her. He wandered about for some
. time amongst the sunny windings of the cliffs before he
found the object of his search. '

She was crouched down on the grass, her face hidden,
her whole frame shaken with sobs. - It brought the tears
to his own eyes to witness such distress, yet his feeling to-
wards Godfrey was not all anathema. Only exceptional
circumstances could have enabled him to assume the post
of comforter, and those circumstances had been brought

about by the impudent boy.
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“Miss Brabourne,” he sald gently, lookmg down at her.

She started, and checked her grief.

“ Forgive my intruding,” he went on, seatmg himself on
a ledge of chff just above her, “ but I have said too much
already not to say more. You must feel with me, our in-
terview can’t be broken off at this point ; you must hear me
out now, and, if I have shattered all my hopes by my
reckless haste, why, I shall only have myself to thank for
lt ”

She but half heard, and hardly understood him; her
whole mind was at work on one point.

“ What must you think of me?” she cried. ¢ Did you

believe it >—what he said of me?”
. “Believe it! Believe what?” cried Osmond. ¢ Don’t
allude to it, please, please don’t. It makes me lose my
temper and feel inclined to rave. I heard little that was
said ; what I did hear could inspire me only with one
sensatlon—anger at his impudence, sympathy for you.”

“Then you don’t—believe—you don’t think that I was
—trying to make you flirt with me?”

It was out at last, and, having_managed to pronounce
the words, she buried her face in her hands.

“Oh, Elsal” -wis all that her lover could say ; but the
tone of it made her lift ‘her humbled head and seek his
eves. Whatever his look, she could not meet it ; her own

sank again, she blushed pitifully, qulvered( hesxtated
finally let him take her hand.

Consciousness was fully atvake now. The girl, whose
fingers thrilled in his own, was a different being from the
Elaine who had watched him sketching in the lane, She
knew that she was a woman, knew also that she was be-
loved. Years of education would never have taught her
so completely as she was now taught by her lover’s eyes.

He began to speak. She listened, in a trance of delight.
He begged her to forgive his weakness in failing to control
his feelings for her. Poor fellow, he was lowly enough to
satisfy an empress. He Knew that he had no right to
speak of love to this girl who had seen no men, had no
experience of life. He felt that he had taken an unfair
advantage of her ignorance, and the thought tortured his
pride. He would not ask her if she returnied his love, still
less demand of her any promise ; he should go to Edge<. -’
Willoughby “that very night, he said, and apologise to her
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aunts for his unguarded behavwr. He loved her dearly,
devotedly. In a year’s time he would come and tell her
so again. But notyet. He was poor, and he could not
brook that anyone should think he wanted a rich wife;
though, as has been said, his knowledge of Elaine’s pros~
pects was by no means so minute as Claud Cranmers.
All his passion, all his regret, were faltered forth ; and the
result was, to his utter astonishment, a burst of indignation
from his lady-love.

He did not believe her—cou]d not trust her! Oh, she
had thought that he, at least, understood her, but she was
wrong, of course! He, like everyone else, thought her a
foolish child, incapable of Judgmg, or I\nowmg her own
mind. ¢

“Do you think that I have no feelmg?" she asked,
pitifully.” “ Do you think that I can bear to have you .
leave me next week, and go back to London and never be,
able to so much as hear from you, to know what you are
doing, or if you still think of me -+ How can you love such
a creature as you think me—foolish, ignorant, inconstant

Could it be Elsa who spoke? Elsa, whose lovely face
glowed with expression and feeling? Her development

he could net answer her, but remained mutely looking at
her, till, with a little cry of angry shame, she bounded up
and ran away from him. -

Leaping to his feet, he followed and captured her.
Hardly knowing what he did, he took her in his arms.
Her lovely cheek rested against his dark blue flannel
coat ; she was content to have it so; for the moment she
believed that she loved him.

The great red sun had rolled mto the sea, when the two
came up to the camping-place again. Tea was haif over,
and they were greeted with a derisive chorus. Wyn, how-
ever, looked apprehensively at her brother’s illuminated
expression and gleaming eye; and Claud, noting the
same danger-s1gnals, looked at her, and their eyes met.

“ Where is Godfrey ?” asked Mr. Fowler.

“Jove; I forgot! I mustgo and fetch him,” cried Os-

« Mr. Allonby put him in punishment for behaving so
badly,” explained Elsa, with burning blushes.
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“ What had he done?” asked Dr. Forbes, with interest.

“ He was very rude to Mr. Allonby,” she faltered.

"I'm grateful indeed to Allonby for keeping him in
order,” laughed her godfather. '

Godfrey appeared in a very cowed state, silent and sulky.
His durance had been longer and more disagreeable than
he had bargained for. He was quite determined ta be ill
if he could, and so wreak vengeance on his gaoler ; and
his evilexpression boded ill to poor Elsa, as he passed her
with a muttered, * You onrly wait, my lady, that’s all !”

The twilight fell so rapidly that tea was obliged to be
quickly cleared away. It was not so hilarious a meal as
dinner had been, for Osmond and Elsa were quite silent,
and Wyn too absorbed in thinking of them to be lively.

They all went down to the .shore to wash up the tea-
things, and lingered there a little, watching the tender vio-
lets and crimsons of the west, and listening to the soft
murmur of the lucid little wavelets which hardly broke
upon the sand. .

Wyn leaned her chin upon her hand—her favorite attitude
—and watched. Jacqueline and young Haldane were
busily washing and wiping the same plate, an arrangement
which seemed to provoke much lively discussion. Claud
was drying the knives and- forks which Hilda handed to
him. Osmond and Elsa stood apaft, doing nothing but
look at one another. Wyn hated herself for the choking
feeling of sadness which possessed her. Osmond had been
so much to her ; now, how would it be? Such jealousy
was miserable, contemptible, she knew ; but the pajpn of it
would not not be stilled at once.

Henry Fowler appeared, took the knives.and forks, and

carried them off, followed by Hilda. Claud turned, and
looked at Wyn. - ' '

“What a night,” he said.

“Yes.”

‘“Is that all the answer I am to expect?”

“What more can I say? Do you want me to contradict
you?” : ’
He was silent, his eyes fixed-on the pure reach of sky.
“I wonder why I always feel sad just after sunset?”
he remarked, after a pause.

“Do you?” said Wyn, quickly.
“Yes jdo you?” -




x

. nonsense as a fine art.”
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“To-night T do.”

“1 thought so.”

“Our holidays are nearly over,” said the girl, with a
sigh. I must go backito work again. I must utilize my
material,” she added; a little bitterly. ‘‘ All the splendor
of these sunsets must go into the pages of a novel, if I can
reproduce it.” : v

“ It would go better into a poem,” said Claud tossing a
pebble into the water.

“ That is one fault I may venture to say I am without,”
remarked Wynifred. * ¢ 1 never write verses.’

“1do; itamounts to a positive vice w1th me,” returned
he, coolly.

“I am sure I beg your pardon,” she said, confused.

“You. need not. Itis only a vent. Everyone must
have a vent of some sort, otherwise the contents of their
mind turn sour. Yours is fiction ; you don’t need-the puny
consolation of verse, which is my only outlet ”

“You are very sarcastic.” ‘

¢ So were-you.”

“*If you always take your tone from me
and stopped.

¢ I should have my tongue under. better controi you
were about to add,” he suggested.

“ Nothing of the sort. I forget what I meant. I am
not in a mood for rational conversatxon thls evening.”

“Nor I. Let us talk nonsense.’

“No, thank you. I can’t do that well enough to be
mteresung Go and talk to Mr. Haldane; he studies

” she bege.n,

“T accept my dismissal ; thank you for giving it so
unequivocally,” he answered huffily, and, turning on his
heel, marched. away, and spoke to her no more that even-
ing.
Later, when the darkness had fallen, and the company
were dispersed to their various homes, Henry Fowler,
coming from the stable through the garden, was arrested
by the scent.of his guest’s cigar, and joined him on the
rustic seat under the trees.

It was a perfect summer night, moonless, but the whole
‘purple vault of heaven powdered with stars.

The garden of Lower House was, of course, like all
the land in Edge Valley, inclined at an angle of consider- |
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ably more than forty-five degrees, which fact added greatly
to its picturesqueness. Right through it flowed a brook
which dashed over rough stones in a miniature cascade,
and added its low murmunng rush to the mﬁuence of the
hour. ’

Claud sat idly and at ea.se' smoking a final cigar. It was
almost midnight, but on such a night it seemed impossible
to go to bed. '

“What are you thinking of ? ” asked Henry, as he sat
down and struck a light. -

The match flickered over the young man’s moody face ; -
such an expression was unusual with the cheerful bgother
of Lady Mabel. He merely shrugged his shoulders in
answer to the question.

« The Miss Allonbys are certainly charming girls,” said
Mr. Fowler, after a pause. “ The eldest, indeed, is most -
exceptional.” - :

“You are right there,” said Claud, suddenly, as though
the remark unloosed his tongue. ¢ I don’t profess to
understand such a nature, I must say.”

His host looked inquiringly at him, surprised at the
irritation of his tones.

“If I were a different fellow, I declare to you T’d make
her fall in love with me,” said the young man, vindictively,
“if only for the pleasure of seeing her become human.”

“ And why dgn’t you try it, being as you are?” asked
Mr. Fowler, composedly, after asbrief interval of astonish-
ment. “ Why this uncalled-for modesty.? Isiton account
of your one defect, or because you have only one?”

Claud laughed, and flushed  little under _cover of the
friendly gloom.

‘“ Miss Allonby is too near perfectlon to care for it in
others,” he said, with a-suspicion of a sneer.

“« Indeed P Do you think so? She seems full of faults
to me.’

His compamon tumed his head sharply towards him.

“Perhaps I hardly meant faults. I should say—amiable
weakness. I only meant to express that to me she seems
‘a being not too bright and good for human nature’s daily
food? I am such a recluse, Mr. Cranmer, I must of
necessity study my: Wordsworth.”

Claud was silent for a long time, and only the harmonious
rushing of the brook broke the hush.




C . N 1]
{70 THE TREE OF KNOWLEDGE.

“Ts that the idea she gives you?” he asked, at length.
“Shall I tell you what I think of her? That she 1s
incapable of passion, and so unfit for her century.”

¢ Incapable of passion,” said the elder man, slowly,* and
so safe from the knowledge of infinite pain. For her sake
I almost wish it were so. Have you read her books?”

“Yes.”

“ Don’t you think the passion in them rings true? ”

“True enough ; she has wasted it there. There is her
real world. I—we—" he cofrected himself very hastily

—*¢are only shadows.”

¢ I'think that remark of yours is truer than you know,”
said Mr. Fowler. “I am sure that Miss Allonby lives in
a dream »?

‘“ But you think she could be awakened?” -

¢ If you could fuse herideal with the real. Ireada poem
* in the volume of Browning you lent me the otherday. It

told of a man who set himself to imaginegrthe form of the
woman he loved standing before\him in the room. He
summoned to his mind’s eyes every detail of her personal
appearance,—her dress, her expression,—till the power of
his will brought the real woman to stand where the fancied
shape had been. Itis not altogether a®pleasant poem, but
it reminded me’of her, in a way. She is standing, I con-
jecture, with her eyes and.her heart fixed on an ideal. If
a real man could take its place, he would know what the
character of Wynifred Allonby really is. No other mortal
ever will.”
~  Claud smoked on for a minute’ or two in silence ; thén,
taking his cigar from his fnouth, he broke off the ash .
carefully agamst the sole of his boot. :
“Your estimate of her is practically worthless,” he
remarked, ‘“ because you are supposing her to be consistent,
which you know is an impossibility. No swoman is
consistent ; if they were, not one in a hundred would ever
marry at all. Who do you suppose ever married her
ideal? ”
“You are right, then,” said his companion, thoughfully.

“ The adaptability of woman is marvellous. Mercifully
for us. But I have a fancy that the lady in question is
an exception to most rules. , One is so apt to argue from
something taken for granted, and therefore most likely
incorrect. ‘We start here from the assumptlo that a girl’s
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ideal is an ideal of perfection—a thing that never could be
realized ; and I should imagine that to be true in the £
majority of instances. But 1t’s my idea that Miss Allonby Ca
has too much insight to build herself such a sand-castle.
The hero of hér novel is just a moderately intelligent man .

of the present day, with his faults fearlessly catalogued—

he is no sentimental abstraction. And yet I am sure that g
he is not a man she has-met, but 2 man she hopes to meet.
That is to sdy, I am sure she had not met him when
she wrote the book, but I see no reason why she should
not come across him some day.”

Claud made a restless movement. He tossed away the ‘
end of the cigar, threw himself back on the garden-seat, . i
and locked his hands behind his head.

‘The mrodern girl,” he observed, “is comphcated ”

“ Perhaps that is what makes her so lnterestmg, said

Mr. Fowler. A
“Is she interesting—to you'r’” ’
“She is most 1nterestmg-—to me,” was_the read T
rejoinder. \/\ s
There was no answer. In the dim starlight the elder i

man studied the face of the younger. He thought Claud ' oo
Cranmer was better-looking than he had previously con-
sidered him. There was something sweet in the expression .
of his mouth, something lovable in the questioning gaze of
his blue-grey eyes.
The silence was broken by the fretful barking of Spot,
Claud’s fox-terrier. He roused himself from his reverie. N
“ What’s up with that little beggar now, I wonder?” he
said, as he rose, half-absently, and Sauntered over the
brIdO'C
“ Spot ! Spot ! Comeé here! Stop that row, can't
you?”

He vanished gradually among the shadows, and Henry
Fowler was left alone. v

“Is he in love with -her, or is he not?” he dreamily
" asked himself. . * Talk of the complications of the modern
girl—there’s no getting to the bottom of the modern young
man. I don’t believe he knows himself.”
He caught his breath with something like a sigh of
regret for an irreclaimable past.
“1 almost wish I were young again, with a heart and a
future to lay at her feet !”

’
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It was the nearest he had ever come to a treason against
the memory of Alice Wiltloughby. Love in his early days
had seemed such a different thing—meaning ‘just the pro--
tecting, reverential fondness of what was in every sense
strong for what was in every sense weak. Now it went
so far déeper—it included so many emotions, some of
themalmost conflicting,- Physically—in strength, size, and
cxperience—Wynifred was his inferior. Intellectually,
though she had read more bapks than he, he felt that they
wcere equals. . But there was a fine inner fibre—a some-
thing to which he could not give a name—an insight, a

. delicacy of hers which soared far above him. Something

which was more than sex, which no intimacy could remove
or weaken—a power of spmt a loftiness which was new in
his experience of women.

The men of his day had taken 1t for granted that woman, -
however charming, was sma//; they had smiled indulgently
at pretty airs and graces, at miniature spites. They had
thought it only natural that these captivating creatures
should pout and fret if disappointed of a new gown, should
shrick at a spider, go into hysterics if thwarfted, and deny
the beauty of their good-looking female friends. ' Such a-
being as this naturally calleds forth a different species of
homage from that demanded by a Wynifred Allonby, to
whom everything mean, or cramped, or trivial was as
foreign as#§ was to Henry Fowler himself. It was not

" that she resisted the impulse to be small ; it wasnot in her

nature ; she could no ‘more be spiteful than a horse could
scratch ; she had been framed otherwise.

o CHAPTER XXIIIL

 And I said—Ts this the sky, all grey and silver-suited ?

And I said—Is this the sea, that lies so pale and wan?
I have dreamed, as I remember—give me time, I ' was reputed

Once to have a steady courage—now, I fear, ’tis gone !
§

Regquiescat in Pae.

CLauD sat somewhat despondently at Mr. Fowler’s side in
the tall dog-cart as they spun along the lanes from Stanton
back to Lower House. Their errand had been to convey

¢
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some of the Allonbys’ luggage to the station, and see the
family off to London.

They were gone ; and the ‘two gentlemen who had just
seen the last of them were both silent, for different reasons :
Claud, because he was resenting the indifference of Wyni-
fred’s manner, and Henry because he was secretly angry
with Claud. He did not understand so much beating
about the bush. Naturally Mr. Cranmer could not afford
to marry an entirely portionless wife ; very well, then he
ought to have packed his portmanteau and taken his
departure long ago, instead of following Miss Allonby
hither and thither, engaging her in conversation whenever
he could secure her attention, and generally behaving as
though seriously attracted—risking the girl’s . happiness,
Mr. Fowler called it. To be sure the conversations seemed
usually to end in a wrangle ; there was nothing tender in
them. Wrynifred’s serenity of aspect was unruffled when
Claud approached, and she never appeared to regret him
when he departed in dudgeon. A secret wonder as to
whether she could have refused him suggested itself, but
was rejected as unlikely.  Still the master of Lower House
-.was not accustomed to see young people on such odd
terms together; and it vexed, him.

The last fortnight of the young artist’s stay at Edge had
been full of excitement ; for Osmond had made full con-
fession to the Misses Willoughby of his love and his
imprudent declaration. The good ladies passed through
more violent phases of feeling than had been theirs for
years. Astonishment, fright, excitement, a vague triumph
in the subjugation of the tall, handsome young man had
struggled for the mastery in their hearts. Finally tgey
had called in Mr. Fowler to arbitrate. ¢

He came to the conclusion which Osmond felt certain
that he would, namely : that Elsa could not yet know‘her
own mind. She must be left for a year, at least, to gain
some knowledge of society ; he would not hear of her bind-
ing herself by any promise.

As to young Allonby, he had persona.lly no objection in
the world to him. He both liked and respected him,
though unable to help feeling sorry that he had so prema-
turely disclosed his love to the girl.- He would.gladly see
him engagéd to her as soon as ever he could show that it
was in his power to maintain her in the position to which

. ¢
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she was born. But, on’ descending to practical details, it
seemed to poor Osmond that- it might be years before he
could claim to be the possessor even of a clear five hun-
dred d-year, unencumbered by sisters. Wynifred sympa-
thized with him so deeply as to make her preoccupied

" . during all her last daysat Edge. Claud Cranmer’s vagaries

could not be so important as her darling brother’s happi-
ness. . Though the engagement was not allowed, yet the
attitude of the Misses Willoughby was anything but hostile.
Osmond was a favorite with all, &nd Miss Ellen was pri-
vately determined that if, when Elsa was twenty-one, want
of money should ‘be the only barrier to, their happiness,
she should consent to the marriage, and make them a
yearly allowance, with the understanding that a®came to
them at the death of the sisters. But first it was only just
that Osmond should be for a time on probation, that they
might see of what stuff he was made ; and communication
could be kept up by means of a correspondence between
Elsa an¥l Jacqueline, who had struck up somethmg of a
friendship, as .girls will.”

It was now finally settled that Elsa should go to London
in. November, spend a month or two with Lady Mabel,
and then a short time with the Ortons. In London she
.would naturally meet the Allonbys, and this delightful
consideration went far to dry the passionate tears she shed
on the departure of her lover.

During the fortnight which had elapsed since the’ plcmc,
there had been an ominous calm on the part of Godfrey.
His two or three hours’ detention on the cliffs had given
him a wholesome awe of Osmond, and each day afterwards
he had been so meek that everyone was beginning to hope
that he was not so black as he was painted.

Osmond, to show hie bore no malice, had taken pains to
have the boy included in all their expedmons ; so that he
remarked one day to Elsa :

“ Aonby’s not half a bad fellow, and I'm hanged if I
ever lift a finger to help him to marry a wretched little
sneak hke you. If you'd been anything like decently te-

‘haved to’nre, I'd have settled some of my fortune on you, .
but now Id sooner give himten thousand down to let you
alone. I%hould like him to know what sort you are ; but
the jolliest fellows are fools when they’re in"love.”

“ What money have you got that I haven’t, I should

o
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like to know ? ” Elsa had retorted, unwisely. “I am the
eldest—I ought to have the most.” :

“ Jupiter! D’you mean to say the old girls have never
told you that our papa left me all the cash? Quite the
right thing, too. What® a girl to do with money? Only
brings a set of crawling fortune-hunters round her. But,
if you’d been _anything like, I'd have settled something'
handsome on you when I come of age; as it is, you won'’t
get one penny out of me.”

“I don’t believe a word you say ! ”

“ All right ; but you’d better be careful how you cheek -
me. DI’'m goéing to pay you out for all the lies you told
Allonby about me. I haven’t forgotten. You just keep
your weather-eye open, my lady. You'll get something
you won't fancy, I can tell you.” “

From this menace, Elsa went straight to her Aunt Ellen,
to ask if it was true that all her father’s fortune was left to
Godfrey. In great concern at her having been told, Miss
Ellen was obliged to own that it was -so, though she still
concealed the fact that flagrant injustice. had been done,
the money so bequeathed having all come to Colonel Bra-
bourne through his first wife. This part of the story,
however, was gleefully supplied by Godfrey, who had been*
lying in ambush out51de the door to jeer at her as she came
out.

“Well, ain’t it true? Eh? I don’t tell so many S
crackers as you, you see. ~And the joke of it is that all ! '3
the money came from your mother, and now my mother’s - A
son has got it. My ! weren’t the old aunts in a state, too? A
You should hear my Uncle Fred on the subject! But if }i
your mother was like these old cats I'm sure my papa must £
have been jolly glad:t0 be quit of her!” 2

Elsa darted at hirkwith a cry ‘of rage,but he-saved him-
" self by flight. If anything had ‘been wanting to fill the
cup of her hatred to the brim, here it was. Had it not
been for this child, she would have been‘rich-—very rich.
She would have been able to marry Osmond, to have a
large fine house in London, to. have - her \gowns cut like -
Lady Mabel’s, and to possess necklaces, lace, Jewels, and
all things beautiful in profusion.
He had stolen her fortune, insulted her mother, humi-
. liated herself. The vidlence of her wrath and rancour. : :
. were beyond all limité; -and: she had never been taught e
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self control.  She loathed Godfrey : the very sight of him
choked her : she could scarcely swallow food when he was
at the table ; yet she had no thought of appealing to her
aunts. She had never received sympathy in all her life—
why.should she expect it now ? )

Stch was the state of things at Edge Willoughby. The
stagnant days of yore, when existence merely flowed quietly
on from hour to hour, were no more. The spell was
broken; the prince had kissed and wakened the sleeping
beauty—human passion had rushed in upon the passion-
less calm, the tide oflife from the outer world was flowing,
flowing in the fresh breeze. '

- Partly on all these changes was Mr. Cranmer meditating
as they drove back to Lower House in the dulness of an
autumn afternoon.

The weather was threatemng, the sea of that strange,
thick, lurid tinge, which suggests a disturbance somewhere
under the surface. The gulls skimmed low, with strange
cries, over the sluggish heaving water.- He thought of ‘the
hot bright day of the picnic, when the young gulls were
not yet flown, and when their wild laughter echoed along
the nest-riddled cliff walls. )

A melancholy feeling was upon him, that the year was
broken and gone: that there would be ne more fair
weather, n6 more violet and amber and.crimson in the
west.

To-morrow he wasto leave the valley and go notth to
shoot’over a friend’s moor in Scotland. It was the best
thing he could do, he told himself. -There would bé plenty
of society, such different society from that he had known of
late. There would be women of his set, women sho
spoke the social shibboleths he knew. There would be
bleak moorland and dark grey rock, w jich would not seem
so horribly at variance with cold weather as did this Valley
of Avilion ; for the whole party, taking their cue from
Osmond, had been wont to speak of Edge always as
Avilion.

At Ardnacruan he felt certain that he would regain his
normal serenity, his cheerful from-day-to-day enjoyment of
life ; but -this afternoon all influences seemed combined to
make him experience that nameless feeling of misery and.
loss which the Germans call katzenjammer. The first
verse of “ James Lee’s Wife” was saying ltself over and
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over in his head, and he could not forget it. The mare’s
feet, in their even trot, kept time to it, the rolling of the
wheels formed a sad, monotonous accompamment

« Ah, love, but a day,
And the world has changed !
The sun’s away
And the bird estranged. '
The wind has dropped
And the sky’s deranged,
Summer has stopped.”

He wished he had had the sense to leave the place a’

day before instcad of a day after the Allonbys. He
knew that he had b