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HE house, a large, plain, white build-
ing with no architectural preten-
sions, stood on a high swell of the downs,
It looked across the valley in which Mill-
dean village lay, and thence over more
rolling stretches of close turf, till the
prospect ended in the gleam of waves
and the silver-gray mist that lay over the
sea. It was a fine, open, free view. The
air was fresh with a touch of salt in it,
and made the heat of the sun more than
endurable—even welcome and nourish-
ing.

Tom Courtland, raising himself from
the grass and sitting up straight, gave
utterance to what his surroundings de-
clared to be a very natural exclamation:

“ What a bore to leave this and go back
to town!”

“Stay a bit longer, old chap,” urged
his host, Grantley Imason, who lay full
length on his back on the turf, with a
straw hat over his eyes and nose, and a
pipe, long gone out, between his teeth.

“Back to my wife!” Courtland went
on, without noticing the invitation.

With a faint sigh Grantley Imason sat
up, put his hat on his head, and knocked
out his pipe. He glanced at his friend
with a look of satirical amusement.

“You're encouraging company for a
man who's just engaged,” he remarked.

“1t’s the devil of a business—sort of
thing some of those fellows would write
a book about., But it’s not worth a book.
A page of strong and indiscriminate
swearing—that’s what it’s worth, Grant-
ley.”

Grantley sighed again, as he searched
for his tobaceo pouch. The sigh seemed
to hover doubtfully between a faint
sympathy aud a resigned boredom.

“And no end to it—none in sight! I
don’t know whether it’s legal cruelty to
throw library books and so on at your
hushand’s head »

" “Depends on whether you ever hit him,
1 should think; and they’d probably con-
clude a woman never would.”

“But what an ass T should look if I
went into court with that sort of story!”

“Yes, you would look an ass,” Grantley
agreed. “ Doesn’t she give you—well, any
other chance?”

“Not she! My dear fellow, she’s most
aggressively the other way.”

“Then why don’t you give her a
chance?”

“What, you mean

“Am T so very eryptic?” murmured
Grantley, as he 1it his pipe.

“T'm a member of Parliament.”

77

* Copyricht, 1903, by Anthony FHope Fawlhins.
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“Yes, I forgot. That’s a bit awkward.”

“ Besides, there are the children. I
don’t want my children to think their
father a scoundrel.” He -paused, and
added grimly: “ And I don’t want them
to be left to their mother’s bringing-up,
either.”

“Then we seem to have exhausted the
resources of the law.”

“The children complicate it so. Wait
1till)you have some of your own, Grant-
ey.”

“Look here, steady!” Grantley expos-
tulated. “Don’t be in such a hurry to
give me domestic encumbrances. The
bloom’s still on my romance, old chap.
Talking of children ‘to a man who's
only been engaged a week!” His
manner resumed its air of languid sym-
pathy as he went on. “ You needn’t see
much of her, Tom, need you?”

“ Oh, needn’t 12”7 grumbled Courtland.
He was a rather short, sturdily-built
man, with-a high color, and- stiff black
hair which stood up on his head. His
face was not wanting in character, but a
look of plaintive worry beset it. “ You
try living in the same house with a wom-
an—with a woman like that, I mean.”

“ Thanks for the explanation,” laughed
QGrantley.

“Y must go and wire when 1 shall be
back, or Harriet’ll blow the roof off over
that. You come, too; a stroll would do
you good.”

Grantley Imason agreed, and the two,
leaving the garden by a little side gate,
took their way along the steep road
which led down to the village, and rose
again on the other side of it, to join the
main highway across the downs a mile
and a half away.

The lane was narrow, steep, and full of
turns; the notice “Dangerous to Cy-
clists” gave warning of its character. At
the foot of it stood the Old Mill House,
backing on to a little stream. Further
on lay the church and the parsonage; op-
posite to them was the post-office, which
was also a general shop and also had
rooms to let to visitors. The village inn,
next to the post-office, and a dozen or so
of laborers’ cottages exhausted the

shelter of the little valley, though the -

parish embraced several homesteads
seattered about in dips of the downs, and
a row of small new red villas at the junc-
tion with the main road. Happily, these
last, owing to the lie of the ground, were
out of sight from Grantley Imason’s
windows no less than from the village it-
self.

“ And that’s the home of the fairy

princess?” asked Courtland as they
passed Old Mill House, a rambling.
rather broken-down old place, covered
with creepers.

“Yes. She and her brother moved
there when the old rector died. You may
have heard of him—the Chiddingfold
who was an authority on Milton. No?
Well, he was, anyhow. Rather learned
all round, I fancy—fellow of -John’s.
But he took this living and settled down
for life. And when he died, the children
were turned out of the rectory, and took
Old Mill House. Theyve got an old
woman—well, she’s not very old—with
the uneuphonious name of Mumple liv-
ing with them. She’s been a sort of
nurse-housekeeper-companion. A mixed
kind of position—breakfast and midday
dinner with the family, but didn’t join
his reverence’s evening meal. You know
the sort of thing. She’s monstrously fat,
but Sibylla loves her. The new rector
moved in a fortnight ago, and everybody
hates him. The temporary curate, who -
was here because the new rector was at
Bournemouth for his health, and who
lodged over the post-office, has just gone,
and everybody’s glad to see the last of
him. That’s all the news of the town.
And behold, Tom, I'm the squire of it,
and every man, woman, or child in it is,
by unbroken tradition and custom, en-
titled to have as much port wine out of
my cellar as his, her, or its state of
health may happen to require.”

He threw off this chatter in a gay, self-
contented fashion, and Tom Courtland
looked at him with affectionate envy.
The world had been very good to Grant-
ley Imason, and he in return was always
amiable to it. He had been born heir and
only child of his father, had inherited
the largest share in a solid, old-fashioned
banking house, and was now a director
of the great joint-stock undertaking in
which the family business had consented
to merge itself on handsome terms. He
had just as much work to do as he liked,
and possessed, and always had enjoyed,
more money than he needed. He was
thirty-three now, and had been a social
favorite even before he left school. If
it was difficult to say what positive gain
hig existence had been to society, there
was no doubt that his extinetion would
at any time have been considered a dis-
tinet loss.

“ A country squire with a rosy-cheeked
country girl for wife! That’s a funny
ending for you, Grantley.”

“ She’s not rosy-cheeked—and it’s not
an ending. And there’s the post-office.
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Go in, and be as civil as you can to Lady
Harriet.”

A smile of pity, unmistakably mingled
with contempt, followed Courtland into
the shop. The tantrums of other men’s
wives are generally received with much
the same mixture of skepticism and dis-
dain as the witticisms of other parvents’
children. Both are seen large, very
large indeed, by sufferers and adiairers
respectively.

The obligation of being as civil as he
could to his wife caused Courtland to
take three or feur minutes in framing
hig telegram. When he came out, he

‘found Grantley seated on the bench that

stood by the inn and conversing with a
young man who wore an old coat and
rough tweed knickerbockers. Grantley
introduced him as Mr. Jeremy Chidding-
fold, and Courtland knew that he was
Sibylla’s brother; Sibylla herself he had
not yet seen.

Jeremy had a shock of sandy hair, a
wide brow, and a wide mouth; his ecyes
were rather protuberant, and his nose
turned up, giving prominence to the
nostrils.

“No family likeness, I hope,” Court-
land found himself thinking, for though
Jeremy was a vigorous masculine type,
if not a handsome one, the lines were far
from being those of feminine beauty.

“ And he’s enormously surprised and
evidently rather shocked to hear I'm
going to marry his sister. Oh, we can
talk away, dJeremy—Tom Courtland
doesn’t matter. He knows all the bad
there 1s about me, and wants to know
all the good there is about Sibylla.”

One additional auditor by no means
embarrassed Jeremy; perhaps a hundred
would not have done so.

“ Though, of course, somebody must
have married her, you know,” Grantley
went on, smiling and stretching himself
luxuriously like a sleek, indolent eat.

“I hate marriage altogether,”’
clared Jeremy.

Courtland turned to him with a quick
jerk of his head.

“The deuce you do!” he said, laugh-
ing. “It’s early in life to have come
to that conclusion, Mr. Chiddingfold.”

“Yes, yes, Jeremy, quite so, but
Grantley began.

“Tt's an invention of priests,”’ Jeremy
insisted heatedly.

Courtland, scarred with fifteen years’
experience of the institution thus
roundly attacked, was immensely divert-
ed, though his own feelings gave a rather
bitter twist to his mirth. (rantley

de-

»
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argued, or rather pleaded, with a decep-
tive gravity:
“PBut if you fall in love with a girl?”
“ Heaven forbid!”

“ Well, but the world must be peopled,

Jeremy.”

“ Marriage isn’t mnecessary to that,
is it¢”

“ Oho!” whistled Courtland.

“We may concede the point—in

theory,” said Grantley. “ In practise it’s-
more difficult.”

“Because people won’t think clearly
and bravely,” cried Jeremy, with a thump
on the bench. “Because they’re hide-
bound, and, as I say, the priests heaven-
and-hell them till they don’t know where
they are.”

“‘Heavcn-and-hell  them’! Good
phrase, Jeremy! You speak feelingly.
Your father, perhaps 2 Oh, excusc
me, I'm one of the family now.”

“ My father? Not a bit. Old Mumples,
now, if you like. However, that's got
nothing to do with it. I'm going on the
lines of pure reason.  And what is pure
reason?”

The elder men looked at each other,
smiled, and shook their heads.

“We don’t know; it’s no use pretend-
ing we do. You tell us, Jeremy,” said
Grantley.

“Tt’s Just mnature—mnature—nature.
"Get back to that, and you're on solid
ground. Why, apart from anything else,
how can you expect marriage, as we have
it, to succeed when women are what they
are? And haven’t they always been the
same? Of course they have. Read his-
tory; read fiction—though it isn’t worth
reading; read science. And look at the
world round about youw.”

e waved his arm extensively, taking
in much more than the valley in which
most of his short life had been spent.

“If I'd thought as you do at your
age,” said Courtland, “I should have
kept out of a lot of trouble”

“ And T should have kept out of a lot
of scrapes,” added Grantley.

119

Of course you would,” snapped
Jeremy.

“But surely there are exceptions

among women, Jeremy?” Grantley pur-
sued appealingly. “ Consider my posi-
tion!”

“What is man?” demanded Jeremy.
“Well, let me recommend you to read
Haeckel!”

“ Never mind man. Tell ug more about
woman,” urged Grantlex.

“ Oh, Lord! T suppose vow're thinking
of Sibvlla?”
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“T own it,” murmured Grantley.
“You know her so well, you see.”

Descending from the heights of scien-
tific generalization, and from the search
after that definition of man for which he
had finally been obliged to refer his lis-
teners to another authority, Jeremy lost
at the same time his gravity and vehe-
mence. He surprised Courtland by show-
ing himself owner of a humorous and
attractive smile.

“Youw'd rather define man, perhaps,
than Sibylla?” suggested Grantley.

“Sibylla’s all right, if you know how
to manage her.” »

“Just what old Lady Trederwyn used
to say to me about Harriet,” Courtland
whispered to Grantley.

“But it needs a bit of knowing. She’s
got the deuce of a temper—old Mumples
knows that. Well, Mumples has a tem-
per, too. They used to have awful rows
—do still, now and then. Sibylla used to
fly out at Mumples, then Mumples sat
on Sibylla, and then, when it was all
over, they’d generally have a new and in-
dependent row about which had been
right and which wrong in the old row.”

“ Not. content with a quiet conscious-
ness of rectitude, as a man would be?”

“ Consciousness of rectitude? Lord, it
wasn’t that! That would have been all
right. It was just the other way round.
They both knew they had tempers. Mum-
ples is infernally religious, and Sibylla’s
generous to the point of idiocy, in my
opinion. So after a row, when Sibylla
had cheeked Mumples and told her to go
to the devil, so to speak, and Mumples
had sent her to bed, or thumped her, or
something, you know ”

“Tet us not go too deep into family
tragedies, Jeremy.”

“Why, when it had all quieted down,
and the governor and I could hear our-
selves talking quietly again »

“ About marriage, and that sort of
question?”

“They began to have conscience.
Each would have it borne in on her that
she had been wrong. Sibylla generally
started it. She’d go weeping to Mum-
ples, taking all her own things, and any
of mine that were lying about handy.
and laying them at Mumples’ feet. She’d
say she was the wickedest girl alive, and
why hadn’t Mumples pitched into her a
lot more, and that she really loved Mum-
ples better than anything on earth. Then
Mumples would sail in and call Sibylla
the sweetest and meekest lamb on earth,
and say she loved her more than any-
thing on earth, and that she—Mumples—

-how.
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was the worst-temipered and cruelest and
unjustest  woman alive, not fit to be near
such ‘an angel as Sibylla. Then Sibylla-
used to say that was rot, and Mumples
said it wasn’t. And Sibylla declared
Mumples only said it to wound her; and
Mumples got hurt because Sibylla
wouldn’t forgive her, when Sibylla, of
course,-wanted Mumples to forgive her.
And arter half an hour of that sort of
thing, it was as likely as not that they’d
quarrel worse than ever, and the whole
row would begin over again.”

Grrantley lay back and laughed.

“A bit rough on you to give your
things to—er—Mumples?” suggested
Courtland.

“Just like Sibylla—just like any wom-
au, I expect,” opined Jeremy, but with a
more resigned and better-tempered air.

“Wouldn’t it have been better to have
a preceptress of more equable temper?”
asked Grantley.

“Oh, there’s nothing really wrong
with Mumples; we're both awfully fond
of her. Besides, she’s had such beastly
hard luck. Hasn't Sibylla told you about
that, Imason?”

“ No, nothing.”

“ Her husband was sent to quod, you
kunow—got twenty years.”

“Twenty years! By Jingo!”

“Yes. He tried to murder a man—a
man who had swindled him. Mumples
says he did it all in a passion, but it
scems to have been a cold sort of passion.
because he waited twelve hours for him
before he knifed him. And at the trial
he couldn’t even prove the swindling, so
he got it pretty hot.”

“Js he dead?”

“No, he’s alive.
about three years.
for him.”

“Poor old woman! Does she go and
see him?”

“She used to. She hasn’t for years
I believe he won’t have her—I
don’t know why. The governor was high
sheriff’s chaplain at the time, so he got
to know Mumples, and took her on. She’s
been with us ever since.”

Grantley had looked grave for a mo-
ment, but he smiled again as he said:

“ After all, though, you've not told me
how to manage Sibylla. I'm not Mum-
ples. I ean’t thump her. T should be
better than Mumples in one way, though.
1f T did, I should be dead sure to stick
to it that T was right.”

“Youwd stick to it even if you didn’t
think so,” observed Courtland.

For a moment the remark seemed to

He's to get out in
Mumples is waiting
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vex Grantley and to sober him. He spent
a few seconds evidently veflecting on it.
““Well, I hope not,” he sa‘d at last.
“PBut at any rate I should think so gen-
erally.”

“Then you could mostly make her
think so. But if it wasn’t true, you
might feel a brute.” .

“ 8o I might, Jeremy.”

“And it mightn’t be permanently
safe. She sees things uncommonly sharp
sometimes. Well, T must be off.”

“ Going back to Haeckel ¢”

Jeremy nodded gravely. He was not

susceptible to ridieule on the subject of

his theories. The two watched him stride
away toward Old Mill House with deci-
sive, vigorous steps.

“Rum product for a country parson-
age, Grantley.”

“Oh, he’s not a product, he’s only an
embryo. But I think he’s a promising
one, and he’s richly amusing.”

“Yes. And I wonder how you're going
to manage Miss Sibylla!”

Grantley laughed easily.

“ My poor old chap, you can’t be ex-
pected to take a cheerful view. Let’s go
home to tea.” .

As they walked by the parsonage a
bicycle came whizzing through the open
garden-gate. It was propelled by a girl
of fifteen or thereabouts, a slender, long-
legged child, almost gaunt in her imma-
turity and lamentably grown out. of her
frock.. She cried shrill greeting to
Grantley and went off down the street,
displaying her skill to whosoever would
look by riding with her arms akimbo.

“ Another local celebrity,” said Grant-
ley. “Dora Hutting, the new parson’s
daughter. That she should have come to
live in the village is a gross personal
affront to Jeremy Chiddingfold. He’s
especiallyincensed by her lengthy stretch
of black stockings, always, as he main-
tains, with a hole in them.”

Courtland laughed inattentively.

“T hope Harriet’ll get that wire in
good time,” he said.

No remark came into Grantley's mind,
unless it were to tell his friend that he
was a fool to stand what he did from the
woman. But what was the use of that?
Tom Courtland knew his own business
best.

Grantley shrugged his shoulders and
held his peace.

1T.

CoURTLAND went off early next morning
in the dog-cart to Fairhaven station—mno
railway line ran nearer Milldean—while
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Grantley Imason spent the morning
lounging about his house, planning what
improvements could be made and what
embellishments provided against the
coming of Sibylia.

Grantley enjoyed this pottering both
for its own sake and because it was con-
nected with the thought of the girl he
loved. For he was in love, as much in
love, it seemed to him, as a man could
well be. “ And I ought to know,” he said,
with a smile of reminiscence, his mind
zoing back to earlier affairs of the heart
more or less serious, which had been by
ng means lacking in his career.

He surveyed them without remorse,
thongh one or two might reasonably have
evoked that emotion, and with no more
regret than lay in confessing that he had
shared the follies common to his age and
his position. But he found great satis-
faction in the thought that Sibylla had
had nothing to do with any of the persons
concerned. She had known none of them;
she was in no sense of the same set with
any one of the five or six women of whom
he was thinking; her surroundings had
always been quite different from théirs.
She came into his life something en-
tirely fresh, new, and unconnected with
the past.

Herein lay a great deal of the charm
of this latest, this final affair. For it was
to be final—for his love’s sake, for his
honor’s sake, and also because it seemed
time for such finality in that ordered
view of life and its stages to which his
intellect inclined him. There was some-
thing singularly fortunate in the chance
which enabled him to suit his desire to
this conception, to find the two things in
perfect harmony, to act on rational lines
with such a full and even eager assent of
his feelings.

He reminded himself, with his favorite
shrug, that to talk of chance was to fall
into an old fallacy, but the sense of ac-
cident remained. The thing had been so
entirely unplanned. e had meant to
buy a place in the north; it was only
when the one he wanted had been
snapped up by somebody else that the
agents succeeded in persuading him to
come and look at the house at Milldean.
It happened to take his faney, and he
bought it.

Then he happened to be out of sorts,
and stayed down there an wunbroken
month, instead of coming only from
Saturday to Monday. Again, Sibylla and
Jeremy had meant to go away when the
rector died, and had stayed on only be-
cause Old Mill House happened to fall
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vacant so opportunely. No other house
was available in the village.

So the chances had gone on—till
chance culminated in that meeting of his
with Sibylla; not their first encounter,
but the one he always called his meeting
with her in his own thoughts—that won-
derful evening when all the sky was red,
and the earth, too, looked almost red, and
the air was so still. He had been with her
in his garden, and she, forgetful of him,
had turned her eyes to the heavens, and
gazed and gazed. Presently, and still,
as it seemed, unconsciously, she had
stretched out her hand and caught his in
a tight grip, silently but wurgently de-
manding his sympathy for thoughts and
feelings she could not express.

At that moment her beauty seemed to
be born for him, and he had determined
to make it his. He smiled now, saying
that he had been as impulsive as the
merest boy, thanking fortune that he
could rejoice in the impulse instead of
condemning it. In nine cases out of ten
it would have been foolish and disastrous
to be carried away in an instant like
that. In his case it had, at any rate, not
proved disastrous. From that moment
he had never turned back from his pur-
pose, and he had nothing but satisfaction
in its now imminent accomplishment.

“ Absolutely the right thing! I
couldn’t have done better for myself.”

He stood in the middle of the room
and said these words aloud. They ex-
hausted the subject, and Grantley sat
down at his writing-table to answer Mrs.
Raymore’s letter of congratulation. He
had never been in love with Mrs. Ray-
more, who was his senior by ten years,
but she was an old and intimate friend,
perhaps ‘his most intimate friend. She
had been more or less in his confidence
while he was wooing Sibylla, and a tele-
gram apprising her of his success had
called forth the letter to which he now
owed a response. IHe wrote in the course
of his reply:

1£ T had been a poor man, I wouldn’t have married
—least of all a rich wife. Even as a well-to-do
man, I wouldn’t have married a rich wife. You have
to marry too much besides the woman. AndIdidn’t
want a society woman, nor anybody from any of the
sets Tve knocked about with. But I did want to
marry. I want a wife—and I want the dynasty con-
tinued. If's come direct from father to son for five
or six generations, and I dido’t want to stand on
record as the man who stopped it. T'm entirely
contented, no less with the project than with the
lady. It will complete my life. That's what I want
—a completion, not a transformation. She'll just
do this for me. If I had taken a child and trained
her, I couldn’t have got more exactly what T wart—
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and I'm sure you'll think so when you come to know
her. Incidentally, I am to acquire a delightful
brother-in-law. He'll always be a capital fellow,
but alas, he won’t long be the jewel he is now. Just
at the stage between boy and man—hobbledehoy, as
you women used to make me so furious by calling
me — breathing fury against all institutions, es-
pecially thbse commonly supposed to be of divine
origin ; learned in ten thousand books, knowing
naught ¢f all that falls under the categories of
men, wemen, and things. Best of all, blindly wrath
at himself because he has become, or is becoming,
a mar, and can't help it, and can’t help feeling it !
How he hates women —and despises them! You
see, he has begun to be afraid! I haven’t told him
that he’s begun to be afraid. It will be rich to
watch him as he achieves the discovery on his own
account. You'll enjoy him very much.

Grantley ended his letter with a warm
tribute to Mrs, Raymore’s friendship,
assurances of all it had been to him, and
a promise that marriage should, so far
as his feelings went, in no way lessen,
impair, or alter the affection between
them. :
~ “He’s very nice about me,” said 'Mrs.
Raymore when she had finished reading.
“And he says a good deal about the
brother-in-law, and quite a lot about him-
self. But really he says hardly one word
about Sibylla!”

Now it was, of course, about Sibylla
that Mrs. Raymore had wanted to hear.

Late afternoon found Grantley can- -

tering over the downs toward Fairhaven.
Sibylla had been staying the night there
with a Mrs. Valentine, a friend of hers,
and was to return by the omnibus which
plied to and from Milldean. Their plan
was that he should meet her and she
should dismount, leaving her luggage to
be delivered. He loved his horse, and
had seized the opportunity of slipping
in a ride. When she joined him he
would get off and walk with her.

As he rode now, he was mnot in the
calm mood which had dictated his letter.
He was excited and eager at the pros-
pect of meeting Sibylla again; he was
exulting in the success of his love, in-
stead of contemplating with satisfaction
the orderly progression of his life. But
still he had not—and knew he had not—
quite that freedom from self-consclous-
ness which marks a youthful passion.
The eagerness was there, but he was not
surprigsed, although he was gratified, to
find it there. His ardor was mnatural
enough to need no nursing; yet Grantley
was inelined to caress it.

He langhed as he let his horse stretch
himself in a gallop; he was delighted—
and a trifle amused—to find his emotions
so fresh. None of the luxury, none of
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the pleasure-giving power, had gone out
of them. e was still as good a lover as
any man,

He was cantering over the turf thirty
or forty yards from the road when the
omnibus passed him. The driver cried
his name, and pointed back with the
whip. Grantley saw Sibylla a long way
behind. He touched his horse with the
spur and galloped toward her.

She stood still, waiting for him. e
came up to her at full speed, reined in,
and leaped off. Holding his bridle and his
hat in one hand, with the other he took
hers, and, bowing over it, kissed it. His
whole approach was gallantly conceived
and earried out.

“You come to me like Sir Galahad!”
murmured Sibylla.

“My dear, Sir Galahadl
Sir Galahad!”

“Well, do bankers kiss the hands of
paupers?”’

“ Bankers of love would kiss the hands
of its millionaires.”

“And am I a millionairve of love

Grantley let go her hand and joined
in her laugh at their little bout of con-
ceits. She carried it on, but merrily now,
not in the almost painful strain of de-
light which liad made her first greeting
sound half-choked.

“Haven't 1T given it all to you—to a
dishonest banker, who'll never let me
have it back?”

“We pay interest on large accounts,”
Grantley reminded her.

“You'll pay large, large interest to
me??”

She laid her hand on his arm, and it
rested there as they began to walk, the
good horse Rollo pacing soberly beside
them.

“ All the larger, if I've embezzled the
principal! That’s always the way, you
know.” He stopped suddenly, laughing,
“It’s quite safe!” and kissed her. He
held her face a moment, looking into
the depths of her dark eyes.

Now he forgot to be amused at himself,
or even gratified. If he was not as a boy-
lover, 1t was not because he advanced
with less ardor, but that he advanced
with more knowledge; not because he
abandoned himself less, but that he knew
to what the self-abandonment was.

She walked along with a free swing
under her short cloth skirt, Evidently
shie conld walk-thus for many a mile with
no slackening and no fatigue. The wind
had ecaught her hair and blew it from
under, and round about, and even over,
the flat cap of red that she wore. Her
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eyes gazed and glowed and cried joy to
him. There under the majestic spread of
sky, amid the exhilaration of the salt-
tasting air, on the green swell of the
land, by the green and blue and white
of the sea, she was an intoxication.
Grantley breathed quickly as he walked
with her hand on his wrist,

“Tt’s so new,” she whispered in a joy-
ful apology. “ I’ve never been in love be-
fore. You have! Oh, of course you
have! T dow't mind that—mot now. I
used to before—before you told me. I
used to be very jealous! I couldn’t be
jealous now—exeept of not being allowed
to love you enough.”

“When Im with you Pve never been in
love before.”

“T dew't believe you ever have—mnot
really. I don’t believe you could—with-
out me to help you!” She laughed at
her boast as she made it, drumming her
fingers lightly on his arm; his blood
seemed to register cach separate touch
with a beat for cach. “ When we’rc mar-
ried, Grauntley, you shall give me a horse,
such a good horse, such a fast horse—as
good and as fast as dear old Rollo. And
we'll ride, we'll ride together—oh, so far
and so fast, against the wind, right
against it breathlessly! We’ll mark the
setting sun, and we'll ride straight for
1t, never stopping, never turning. We'll
ride straight into the gold together, and
let the gold swallow us up.”

“A bizarre ending for a respectable
West End couple!”

“No ending! We'll do it every day!”
She turned to him suddenly, saying:
“ Ride now. You mount—I'1l get up be-
hind you.”

“What?
fortable.”

“Who's thinking of comfort? Rollo
can carry us casily. Mount, Grantley,
mouni. Don’t go straight home. Ride
along the cliff. Come, mount, mount!”

She was not to be denied. When he
was mounted, she set her foot lightly on
hig, and he helped her up.

“My arm round your waist!” she
cried. “ Gallop, Grantley, gallop! Think
somebody’s pursuing us and trying to
take me away.” ‘

“ Must poor Rollo drop down dead?”

“No, but we’'ll pretend he willl”

Now and then he cried something back
to her as they rode; but for the most
part he knew only her arm about him,
the strands of her hair brushing against
hig cheek as the wind played with them,
her short quick breathing behind him.
The powerfnl horse seemed to join in the

You'll be horribly uncom-



revel, so strong and easy was his gait as
he playfully pulled and tossed his head.

They were alone in the world, and the
world was very simple—the perfect de-
light of the living body, the unhindered
union of soul apt to soul, all nature fos-
tering, inciting, applauding. It was a
great return to the earliest things, and
nothing lived save those. They rode
more than king and queen; they rode
god and goddess in the youth of the
world, descended from high Olympus to
take their pleasure on the earth.

They rode far and fast against the
wind, against it breathlessly. They rode
into the gold, and the gold swallowed
them up. The blood was hot in him, and
when first he heard her gasp “ Stop!”
he would pay no heed. He turned the
horse’s head toward home, but they went
at a gallop still. He felt her head {fall
against his shoulder. It rested here.
Her breath came quicker, faster; he
seemed to see her bosom rising and fall-
ing in the stress. But he did not stop.

Again her voice came, strangled and
faint:

o I
Stop!”

One more wild rush—and he obeyed.
He was quivering all over when they
came to a stand. Iler hold round him
grew loose; she was about to slip down.
He turned round in his saddle and
caught her about the waist with his arm.
He drew her off the horse and forward to
his side. He held her thus with his arm,
exulting in the struggle of his muscles.
He held her close against him and kissed
her face.

When he let her go and she reached
earth, she sank on the ground and cov-
ered her face with both hands, all her
body shaken with her gasps. Ie sat on
his horse for a moment, looking at her.
He drew a deep inspiration, and brushed
drops of sweat from his brow. He was
surprised to find that there seemed now
little wind, that the sun was veiled in
clouds, that a wagon passed along the
road, that a dog barked from a farm-
house—that the old, ordinary, humdrum
world was there.

He heard a short stifled sob.

“You're not angry with me?” he said.
“T wasn’t rough to you? T couldn’t bear
to stop at first.”

She showed him her face. Her eyes
were full of tears; there was a deep glow
on her cheeks, generally so pale. - She
sprang to her feet and stood by his
horse, looking up at him.

“T angry? You rough? It has been

can’t bear any more. Stop!
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more than I kuew happiness could be.
T had no idea joy could be like that, no
idea life had anything like that. And
you ask me if Pm angry and if you were
rough! You're opening life to me, show-
ing me why it is good; why I have it,
why I want 1t, what Tm to do with it.
You're opening it all to me. And all the
beauties come out of your dear hand,
Grantley. Angry! T know only that
you're doing this for me, only that I
must give you in return, in a poor re-
turn, all T have and am and can be, must
give you my very, very sclf.”

He was in a momentary reaction of
feeling; his earnestness was almost
somber as he answered:

“God grant you're doing right.”

“T'm doing-what I must do, Grantley.”

He swung himself off his horse, and
the ready smile came to his face.

“T hope you'll find the necessity a per-
mancnt one,” he said.

She, too, laughed joyfully as she sub-
mitted to his kiss.

It was her whim—urged with the
mock imperiousness of a petted slave—
that he should mount again, and she
walk by his horse. Thus they wended
their way home through the peace of
the evening. She talked now of how
he had first come into her life. She was
wonderfully open and simple, very di-
rect and unabashed, yet there was noth-
ing that even his fastidious and much-
tested taste found indelicate or even for-
ward. In glad confidence she told all,
careless of keeping any secrets or any
defenses against him. The seed had
quickened in virgin secil, and the flower
had sprung up in a night—almost by
magie, she seemed to faney.

He listened tenderly and indulgently.
The flame of his emotion had burned .
down, but there was an afterglow which
made him delightfully content with her,
interested and delighted in her, still
more thoroughly satisfied with what he
had done, evenn more glad that she was
different from all the others with whom
he had been thrown. She could give him
all he pictured as desirable—the
stretches of tranquillity, the moments of
strong feeling. She had it in her to give
both, and she would give all she had to
give,

In return he gave her his love. No
analysis seemed needful there. He gave
her the love of his heart and the shelter
of his arm; what more he could give her
the afternoon had shown. But in the
end it was all contained and summed up
in a word—he gave his love.
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They eame to the evest of the hill
where the road dipped down to Milldean,
and paused there.

“What a wonderful
been!’” she sighed.

The enchantment of it hung about her
still, expressing itself in the gleam of
her eyes and in her restlessness.

“It’s been a very delightful one,” he
leaned down and whispered to-her. * It’s
<>i\'cn ,us something to look back on al-
ways.”

“Yes; a oruat thing to look back omn.
But even more to loock forward to. It’s
told us what life is going to be, Grant-
ley. And to think that life used to mean
only that!” She waved her hand to-
ward Milldean.

Grantley laughed in sheer enjoyment
of her. Amusement mingled with his ad-
miration. His balance had quite come
back to him. A review of the afternoon,
of their wild ride, made him give part
of his amusement to his own share in the
proceedings. But who e‘(pocts a man to
be wise when he is in love? If there be a
chartered season for S\\eot folly, it is
there.

“(Jan we always be careering over the
downs in the teeth of the wind, riding
into the gold, Sibylla?” he asked her
in affectionate mockery

She looked up at him,
simply:

- “Why not?”

He shook his head with a whimsical
smile,

“Whatever else there is, our hearts
can be riding tooethcr still,” she said.

“ And When we're old folks? Tsn’t it
only the young who can ride like that?”

She stood silent for a moment or two.
Then she turned her eyes up to his in
gilence still, with the color shining
bright on her cheeks. She took his hand
and kissed it. He knew the thought that
his words had called into her mind. He
had made the girl think that, when they
were old, the world would not be old;
that there would be young hearts still to
ride, young hearts in whom their hearts
should be carried in the glorious gallop.
young hearts which had drwwn life from
them.

They parted at the gate of Old Mill
House. Grantley urged her to come up
to his house in the evening and bring
Jeremy with her, and la u’>hed again
when she said:

“Bring Jeremy?”

She was confused at the hint in his
langhter, but she laughed, too. Then,
erowing grave, she went on:

afternoon it’s

answering
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“Noj; I wor’t come to-night. I won't
sec you again to-night. I want to real-
ize it, to think it all over.”

“Ts it so complicated as that? You're
looking very serious.”

She broke into a fresh laugh, a laugh
of joyful confession.

“No; I don’t want to think it over. I
really want to live it over, to live it over
alone, many, many times; to be alone
with you again up on the downs there”

“Very well. Send Jeremy up. By now
he must be dying for an argument; and
he’s probably not on speaking terms with
Mrs. Mumple.”

Ife gave her his hand; any warmer
farewell there in the village street was
quite against his ways and notions. He
observed a questioning look in her eyes,
but it did not occur to him that she was
rather surprised at his wanting Jeremy
to come up after dinuner, She did not
propose to spend any time with Jeremy.

“T1 tell him you want him,” she said;
and added in a whisper: “ Good-by, good-
by. good-by!”

He walked his horse up the hill, look-
ing back once or twice to the gate where
she stood watching him till a turn of the
lane hid him from her sight. When that
happened he sighed in Iuxurious con-
tentment, and took a cigarette from his
case.

To her the afternoon had been a won-
der-working revelation. To him it
seemed an extremely delightful episode.

111,

For a girl of ardent temper and vivid
imagination, strung to her highest pitch
by a wonderful fairy ride and the still
strange embrace of her lover, it may
fairly be reckoned a trial to listen to a
detailed comparison of the hero of her
fancy with another individual—one who
has been sentenced to twenty years’
penal servitude for attempted murder!
Joncede cireumstances extenuating the
crime as amply as you please—and my
lord in scarlet on the bench had not en-
couraged the jury to concede any—the
comparison is one that gives small pleas-
ure, unless such as lies in an opportu-
nity for the cxercise of Christian pa-
tience.

This particular virtue Jeremy Chid-
dingfold suspected of priestly origin;
neither was it the strongest point of his
sister’s spiritual panoply He regarded
SibyHa’s ill-repressed irritation and irre-
pressﬂ)le fidgeting with a smile of mali-
cions humor.
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“You might almost as well come up to
Imason’s!” he whispered.

“She can’t go on much longer!”
moaned Sibylla.

But she could. For long years starved
of fruition, her love reveled luxuriantly
in retrospect and tenderly in prospect.
She was always good at going on—and
at going on along the same lines. Mrs.
Mumple’s loving auditors had heard the
tale of Luke’s virtues many a time dur-
ing the period of his absence—that was
the term euphemistically employed. The
ashes of their interest suddenly flickered
up at the hint of a qualification which
Mrs. Mumple unexpectedly introduced.

“He wasn’t the husband for every
woman,” she said thoughtfully.

“Thank heaven!” muftered Jeremy,
glad to escape the superhuman.

“Eh, Jeremy?” She revolved slowly
and ponderously toward him.

“ Thank heaven he got the right sort,
Mumples.” .

“He did,” said Mrs. Mumple emphat-
ically, “And he knew it. And he'll
know it again when he comes back. And
that’s only three years now.”

A reference to this date was always
the signal for a kiss from Sibylla. She
rendered the tribute and returned to
her chair, sighing desperately. But it
was some relief that Mrs. Mumple had
finished her parallel, with its list of ideal
virtues, and now left Grantley out of
the question.

“ Why wasn’t he the husband for every
woman, Mumples?” inquired Jeremy, as
he lit his pipe. “ They’re all just alike,
you know.””

“You wait, Jeremy!”

“Bosh!” ejaculated Jeremy curtly.

“ e liked them good-looking, to start
with,” she went on. “ And I was good-
looking.” Jeremy had heard this so often
that he no longer felt tempted to smile.
“But there was more than that. I had
tact.”

“QOh, come now, Mumples! You had
tact? T’'m—well, Tm ?

“T had tact, Jeremy.” She spoke with
overpowering solidity. “I was there
when he wanted me, and when he didn’t
want me I wasn’t there, Sibylla.”

“Didun’t he always want you?” Broth-
er and sister put the question simultane-
ously, but with a quite different inten-
tion.

“No, not always, dears. TIs that your
foot on my table? Take it off this in-
stant, Jeremy.”

“ A few thousand years ago there was
no difference between a foot and a hand,
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Mgmples. You needn’t be so fussy about
it.

Sibylla got up and walked to the win-
dow. From it the lights in Grantley's
dining-room were visible.

“1 haven’t seern him for ten years,”
Mrs., Mumple went on. “And yowve
known that, my dears, though you've said
nothing—mno, not when youwd have liked
to have something to throw at me. But
I never told you why.”:

Sibylla left the window and came be-
hind Mrs. Mumple, letting her hand rest
on the fat shoulder.

“ He broke out at me once, and said he
couldn’t bear it if I came to see him. It
upset him so, and the time wouldn’t pass
by, and he got thinking how long it was,
and what it all meant. Oh, T car’t tell
vou all he said before he was stopped by
the—the man who was there. So I prom-
ised him I wouldn’t go any more, unless
he fell ill or wanted me. They said
they’d let me know if he asked for me
and was entitled to a visit. But a word
has never come to me; and T've never
seen him.”

She paused and stitched at her work
for a minute or two.

“You must leave men alone some-
times,” she said.

“But, Mumples,
Sibylla.

Mrs. Mumple looked up at her, but
made no answer. Jeremy flung down his
book with an impatient air; he resented
the approaches of emotion, especially in
himself.

“He'll be old when he comes out—
comes back; old and broken. They brealk
quickly there. He won’t so much mind
my being old and stout, and he won’t
think so much of the time when I was
young and he couldn’t be with me. And
he’ll find. me easier to live with. My
temper’s improved a lot these last years,
Sibylla.”

“You silly old thing!” said Sibylla;
but Jeremy welcomed a diversion.

“Rot!” he said. “It’s only because
you can’t sit on us quite so much now.
It’s not moral improvement; it’s simply
impotence, Mumples.”

Mrs. Mumple had risen in the midst of
eulogizing the improvement of her tem-
per, and now passed by Jeremy, patting
his unwilling cheek. She went out, and
the next moment was heard in vigorous
altercation with their servant as to the
defects of certain eggs.

“T couldn’t have done that,”
Sibylla.

“Tmproved your temper?”

you?” whispered

said
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“No; stayed away.”

“Neo, you couldn’t. You never let a
fellow alone even when he’s got tooth-
ache.”

“THave you got it now?” eried Sibylla,
darting toward him.

“Keep off! Keep off! T haven’t got 1%,
and if I had, I shouldn’t want to be
kissed.”

Sibylla broke into a laugh. Jeremy re-
lit his pipe with a sccret smile.

“But I do eall it fine of Mumples,” the
airl said.

“@o and tell her you've never done
her justice, and cry,” her brother sug-
gested. “I'm going up to Imason’s now,
20 you can have it all to yourselves.”

“I don’t want to ery to-night,”
Sibylla objected, with a plain hint of
mysterious causes for triwmph. Jeremy
picked up his cap, showing a studious
disregard of any such indications.
“You're going up the hill now? 1 shall
sit up for you.”

“You'll sit up for me?”

“Yes. Besides, I don’t feel at all
sleepy to-night.”

“ 7T shall, when I come back.”

“T shan’t want to talk.”

“Then what will you want? Why are
you going to sit up?”

“Tve ever so many things to do.”

Jeremy’s air was weary as he turned
away from the inscrutable feminine.
While mounting the hill, he made up his
mind to go to London as soon as he
could. A man met men there,

No air of emotion, no atmosphere of
overstrained sentiment, hung—even for
Jeremy’s critical cye—round Grantley
Tmason’s luxurious table and establish-
ment. They suggested rather the ideal
of eomfort lovingly pursued, a comfort
which lay not in gorgeousness or in mere
expenditure, but in the delicate adjust-
ment of means to ends and a careful ex-
clusion of anything likely to disturb a
dexterously-achieved cquipoise. Though
Jeremy admired the absence of emotion,
his rough, vigorous nature was chal-
lenged at another point. He felt a touch
of scorn that a man should take so much
trouble to be comfortable, and should
regard the achievement of his object as
so meritorious a feat.

" In various ways everything, from the
gymnastic apparatus in the hall to the
leg-rest in front of the study fire, sought
and subserved the ease and pleasure of
the owner. That, no doubt, is what a
houge should be—just as a man should
be well dressed. Tt is possible, however,
to be too muech of a dandy. Jeremy
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found an accusation of unmanliness ma-
king its way into his mind; he had to
banish it by recalling that, though his
host might be fond of elegant lounging,
he was a keen sportsman, too, and
handled his gun and sat his horse with
equal mastery. These virtues appealed
to the English schoolboy and to the ama-
teur of primitive man alike, and saved
Grantley from = condemnation. But
Jeremy’s feelings escaped in an exelama-
tion:

“ By Jove, you are snug here!”

“I don’t pretend to be an ascetie,”
laughed Grautley, as he stretched his
legs out on the leg-rest.

* Kyidently.”

Grantley looked at him smiling.

“ I don’t rough it unless I'm obliged.
But I can rough it. I once lived for a
week on sixpence a day. 1 had a row
with my governor. He wanted me to
give up—well, never mind details. It’s
enough to observe, Jeremy, that he was
quite right, and I was quite wrong. I
know that now—and I rather fancy I
knew it then. However, his way of put-
ting it offended me, and I flung myself
out of the house with three-and-six in my
_pocket. Like the man in Secripture, T
couldn’t work and I wouldn’t beg—and
I wouldn’t go back to the governor. So
it was sixpence a day for a week, and
very airy lodgings. Then it was going to
be the recruiting sergeant, but, as luck
would have it, I met the dear old man on
the way. T suppose I looked a scare-
crow; anyhow he was broken up about
it, and killed the fatted calf—killed it
for an unrepentant prodigal. And I
could do that again, though I may live
in a boudoir.”

Jeremy rubbed his hands slowly
against each other, a movement common
with him when he was thinking.

“1 don’t tell you that to illustrate my
high moral character. As T say, I was
all in the wrong. T tell it to show you
that, given the motive ”

“What was the motive?”

“Just pride, obstinacy, conceit,”
smiled Grantley. “T'd told the fellows
about my row, and they’d said I should
have to knuckle down; so I made up my
mind T wouldn’t.”

“ Because of what they'd say?”

“Don’t be inquisitorial, Jeremy. The
case is, I repeat, not given as an example
of morality, but as an example of me—
quite different things. However, T don’t
want to talk about myself tomight. I
want to talk about you. What are vou
woing to do with vourself?”
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“Oh, Tm all right,” declared Jevemy.
“TI've got my London B. A.—it didw’t
run to Cambridge, you know—and I'm
pegging away.” A touch of boyish pom-
pousness crept in. “I haven’t settled
precisely what line of study I shall de-
vote myself to, but I intend to take up
and pursue some branch of original re-
search.”

Grantley’s mind had been set on pleas-
ing Sibylla by smoothing her brother’s
path. His business interest would en-
able him to procure a good opening for
Jeremy—an opening which would lead
to ecomfort, if not to wealth, in a short

time, if proper advantage were taken of

1t.
“ Original research?” IIe smiled in-
dulgently. “ There’s not much money in
that.”

“Oh, T've got enough to live on.
Sibylla’s all right now, and I've got a
hundred a year. And I do a popular
seientific-article now and then—TI’ve had
one or two accepted. Beastly rot they
have to be, though!” )

Grantley suggested the alternative
plan. Jeremy would have none of it.
He turned Grantley’s story against him.

“Tf you could live on sixpence a day
out of pride, I can live on what I've got
for the sake of-—of—" He sought
words for his big, vague ambitions. “ Of
knowledge and-—and »

“Tame?” smiled Grantley.

“If you like,” Jeremy admitted with
shy sulkiness.

“TIt'll take a long time. Oh, T know
yvou're not a marrying man, but still, a
hundred a year!”

“7T can wait for what I want.”

“Well, if you change your mind, let
me know.”

“You didu’t let your father know.”

Grantley laughed.

“ Oh, well, a week isn’t ten years, nor
even five,” he reminded Jeremy.

“A man can wait for what he wants.
Hang it, even a woman can do that!
Look at Mumples!”

(Grantlev asked explanations, and drew
out the story which Mrs. Mumple had
told. earlier in the evening. Tmason’s
fancy was caught by it, and he pressed
Jeremy for a full, and accurate render-
ing, obtaining a clear view of how Mrs.
Mumple herself read the case.

“ Quite a romantic picture! The lady
and the lover—with the lady outside the
castle and the lover inside, just for a
change.”

Jeremy had been moved by the story,
but reluctantly and to his own shame.
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Now he hesitated whether to laugh or
not, nature urging one way, his pose,
which he dignified with the title of rea-
son, suggesting another.

“ A different view is possible to the
worldly mind,” Clrantley went on in lazy
amusement. “ Perhaps the visits bored
him. Mumples—if I may presume to call
her that-—probably cried over him and
“carried on,” as they say. He felt a fool
before the warder, depend upon it! And
perhaps she didn’t look her best in tears
—they generally don’t. Besides, we see
what Mumples looks like now, and even
ten years ago—well, as each three
months, or whatever the time may be,
rolled round, less of the charm of youth
would hang about her. We shouldn’t
suggest any of this to Mumples, but as
philosophers and men of the world we're
bound to contemplate it ourselves,
Jeremy.”

He drank some brandy and soda and
lit a fresh cigar. Jeremy launghed ap-
plause. Here, doubtless, was the view of
the man of the world, the rational and
unsentimental view to which he was
vowed and committed. Deep in his heart
a small voice whispered that it was a
shame to turn the light of this disillu-
sioned levity on poor old Mumples
mighty sorrow and trustful love.

“When we're in love with them they
can’t do anything wrong, and when we've
stopped being in love, they can’t do any-
thing right,” Grantley sighed humor-
ously. “Oh, yes; there’s another inter-
pretation of Mr. Mumple’s remarkable
conduct! You see, we know he’s not by
nature a patient man, or he wouldn’t
have committed the indiscretion that
brought him where he is. Don’t they
have bars, or a grating, or something, be-
tween them at these painful interviews?
Possibly it was just as well for Mum-
rles’ sake, now and then!”

Despite the small voice, Jeremy
laughed more. He braved its accusation
of treachery to Mumples. He tried to
feel quite easy in his mirth, to enjoy the
droll turning upside down of the pa-
thetic little story as pleasantly and
coolly as Grantley there on his couch,
with his cigar and his brandy and soda.
Tor Grantley’s reflective smile was en-
tirely devoid of any self-questioning, or
of any sense of treachery to anybody
or to anything with claims to reverence
or loyalty. s

For Jeremy, however, it was the first
time he had been asked to turn his theo-
ries upon one he loved, and to try how his
pose worked where a matter came near
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his heart. His mirth did not achieve
spontaneity. But it was Grantley who
said at last, with a yawn:

“Tt’s a shame to make fun out of the
poor old soul, but the idea was irresist-
ible; wasn’t it, Jeremy?” And Jeremy
langhed again,

Jelemy ba]d good-night and went down
the hill, leavug (n'antley o read the let-
ters which the evening post had brought
him. There had been one from Tom
Courtland; Grantley had opened and
elanced at that before his guest went
away. There were new troubles, it ap-
peared; Lady Harriet had not given her
husband a cordial oreven a civil welcome,
and the letter hinted that Courtland had
stood as much as he could bear, and that
something, even though it were some-
thing desperate, must be doue.

“A man must find some peace and
some pleasure in his life,” was the sen-
tence Grantley chose to read out as a
sample of the letter; and he had added:
“Poor old Tom! T’m afraid he’s going to
make a fool of himself.”

Jeremy had asked no questions as to
the probable nature of Cowrtland’s folly,
which was not, perhaps, hard to guess;
but the thought of him mingled with the
other recollections of the evening, with
Mrs. Mumple’s story, and the turn they
had given to it, with Grantley’s anecdote
about himself, and with the idea of him
which Jeremy’s acute though raw mind
set itself to grope after and to realize.

The sight of Sibylla standing at the
gate of their little garden brought the
young man’s thoughts back to her. He
remembered that she had promised to sit
up-—an irrational proceeding, as her in-
ability to give good ground for it had
clearly proved. It was nearly twelve—
a very late hour for Milldean—so well
had Grantley’s talk beguiled the time.
Sibylla herself seemed to feel the need
of excuse, for as soon as she caught sight
of her brother she cried out to him:

“T simply couldn’t go to bed. T’ve had
such a day, Jeremy, and my head is all
full of it. And on the top of it care
what poor Mumples told us, and you can
guess how that chimed in with what I
must be thinking.” Te had come up to
her and she put her hand in 111%. “Dear
old Jeremy, what friends we’ve been!
We have loved each other, haven’t we?
Don’t stop loving me. You don’t say
much, and you pretend to be rather
beernful——gust like a boy—and you try to
make out that it’s all rather a small and
ordinary affair—7"

“Tsm’t 1117
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“QOh, I dare say! But to me? Dear,
vou know what it is to me. I don’t want
vou to say much; I don’t mind your pre-
tendino But just now, in the dark, when
we're all alone, when nobody can possibly
hear—and 1 swear I won’t tell a smgle
soul—kiss me and teH me your heart’s
with me, because we’ve been true friends
and commdes, haven’t we?”

It was dark and nobody was there.
Jeremy kissed her and mumbled some
awkward words. They were enough.

“Now I'm quite happy. It was just
that I wanted to hear it from you, too.”

Jeremy was glad, but he felt himself
compromised. When they went in, his
irst concern was to banish emotion and
relieve the tension. Mrs. Mumple’s work-
box gave a direction to his impulse.

If a young man be inclined, as some
arve, to assume a cynical and worldly at-
titude, he will do 1t most before women,
and, of all women, most before those
who know him best and have known him
from his tender age; since to them above
all 1t is most important- to mark the
change which has occurred. So Jeremy
not only allowed himself to forget that
small voice, and, turning back to Mrs.
Mumple’s story, once more to expose it
to an interpretation of the worldly and
cynical order, but he went even further.

The view which Grantley had sug-
gested to him, which had never crossed
his mind till it was put before him by
another, the disillusioned view, he rep-
resented now not as Grantley’s but as his
own. He threw it out as an idea which
naturally presented itself to a man of the
Wi olld, giving the impression that it had
been in his mind all along, even while
Mrs. Mumple was speaking. And now he
asked Slbvlla not perhaps altogether to
believe in it, but to think it possible, al-
most probable, and certainly very divert-
11[0

%bvﬂa heard him thl‘ouOh in silence,
Ler eyes fixed on him in a regard grave
at first, becoming, as he went on, almow
]‘1’10htencd

& Do ideas like that come into men’s
nwinds?” she asked at the end, She did
not suspect that the idea had not heen

her brother’s own in the beginning. “I
think it’s a horrlble idea.”
“Oh, yow're so highfalutin’,” he

laUOhLd, glad, perhaps,
her a little.

She came to him and touched his arm
imploringly.

“ Forget it,” she urged. “ Never think
about it agam. Oh, 1-emember how much,
how terribly she ]oveq Iim! Don’t have

to have bhO(,ked
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such ideas.” She drew back a little. “ I
think—I think it’s almost—devilish. I
mean, to imagine that, to suspect that
without any reason. Yes, it’s devilish!”

That hit Jeremy. It was more than he
wanted.

“ Devilish? You call it devilish? Why,
it was ” He had been about to lay the
idea to its true father-mind; but he did
not. He looked at his sister again,
“Well, I'm sorry,” he grumbled. “It
only struck me as rather funny.”

Sibylla’s wrath vanished.

“It’'s just because you know nothing
about it that you could think such a
thing, poor boy!” said she.

1t became clearer still that Grantley
must not be brought in; because the
only explanation which mitigated
Jeremy’s offense could not help Grantley.
Jeremy was loyal here, whatever he may
have -been to Mrs. Mumple. He kept
Grantley out of it. But—devilish! What
vehement language for the girl to use!

Iv.

Mrs. RAYMORE was giving a little din-
ner at her house in Buckingham Gate in
honor of Grantley Imason and his wife.
They had made their honeymoon a short
one, and were now in Sloane Street for a
month before settling at Milldean for the
autumun. The gathering was of Grant-
ley’s friends, one -of the sets with whom
he had spentmuch of his time in bachelor
days. The men were old-time friends. As
they had married the wives had become
his acquaintances, too; in some cases,
as in Mrs. Raymore’s, more than mere
acquaintances. They had all been inter-
ested in him, and consequently were curi-
ous about his wife, critical, no doubt,
but prepared to be friendly and to take
her into the set, if she would come.

Mrs. Raymore, as she sat at the head
of her table, with Grantley by her and
Sibylla on Raymore’s right hand at the
other end, was thinking that they, in
their turn, might reasonably interest the
young bride, might set her thinking, and
encourage or discourage her according
to the conclusions she came to about
them. She and Raymore would bear
scrutiny well, as things went. There wag
a very steady and affectionate friendship
between them:; they lived comfortably
together, and had brought up their chil-
dren, a boy and a girl, successfully and
without friction.

Raymore, a tall man with a reddish
face and deliberate of speech, was al-
ways patient and reasonable; he had
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never been very impassioned; there had
not been much to lose of what is most
casily lost. He might have had a few
more intellectual tastes, perhaps, and a
keener interest in things outside his
business; but she had her own friends,
and on the whole there was little to com-
plain of.

Then came the Fanshaws—dJohn and
Christine. He was on the Stock Ex-
change; she, a dainty, pretty woman,
given up to society and to being very
well dressed, but pleasant, kind, and
clever in a light sort of way. They liked
to entertain a good deal, and got
through a lot of money. When Fanshaw
was making plenty, and Christine had
plenty to spend, things went smoothly
enough. In bad times there was trouble,
each thinking that retrenchment could
best be practised by the other. The hap-
piness of the household depended largely
on the state of the markets—a thing
which it might interest Mrs. Grantley
Imason to near.

Next came the Selfords—Richard and
Janet. He was a rather small, frail man,
of private means, a dabbler in art. She
was artistie, too, or would have told you
so, and fond of exotic dogs, which she
imported from far-off places, and which
usually died soon. They were a gushing
pair, both toward each other and toward
the outside world, almost aggressively
affectionate in public. “ Trying to hum-
bug everybody,” Tom Courtland used to
say, but that was too sweeping a view.
Their excessive amiability was the result
of their frequent quarrels—or rather
tiffs, sinece quarrel is perhaps an over-
vigorous word. They were always either
concealing the existence of a tiff, or ma-
king one up, reconciling themselves with
a good deal of display. Everybody knew
this, thanks in part to their sharp-eyed,
sharp-tongued daughter Anmna, a girl of
sixteen, who knew all about the tiffs and
could always be induced to talk about
them.

The last pair were the Courtlands
themselves. All the set was rather
afraid of Lady Harriet. She was a tall,
handsome, fair woman; still young; she
patronized them rather, but was gener-
ally affable and agreeable where nothing
occurred to upset her. Tom Courtland
grew more depressed, heavy, and weary
every day. A crisis was expected; but
Lady Harriet’s small-talk did not suffer.
Mrs. Raymore thought that the less .
Grantley’s wife saw or knew of that
household the better.

The party was completed by Suzette
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Bligh, a girl pretty in a faded sort of
way, not quite so young as she tried to
look, and, in Mrs. Raymore's opinion,
uvite likely not to marry at all; and
finally by young Blake, Walter Dudley
Blake, a favorite of hers and of many
other people’s, known as a climber of
mountains and a shooter of rare game
in his energetic days, suspected of en-
joying life somewhat to excess and with
riotous revelry in his seasons of leisure;
impetuous, chivalrous, impulsive, and
notably good-looking. Mrs. Raymiore
had put him on Sibylla’s right—in case
her husband should not prove amusing
to the honored guest. ]

On the whole, she thought, they ought
not to frighten Sibylla much. There was
one terrible example—the Courtlands;
but when it comes to throwing things
about, the case is admittedly abnormal.
For the rest they seemed, to the student
of matrimony, fair average samples of
a bulk of fair average merit. Perhaps
there might have been an ideal union,
just to counterbalance the Courtlands
at the other extreme. If such were de-
sirable, let it be hoped that the Imasons
themselves would supply it.

In regard to ome point she decided
that the company was really above the
average—and that the most important
point. There had been rumors once
about Christine. Fanshaw-—indeed, they
were still heard sometimes—but scandal
had never assailed any other woman
there. In these days that was some-
thing, thought Mrs. Raymore.

Grantley turned from Christine Fan-
shaw to his hostess.

“You're very silent. What are you
thinking about?” he asked.

“ Sibylla’s veally beautiful, and in a
rather unusual way. You might pass
her over once, but if you did look once,
you'd be sure to look always.”

“ Another woman’s looks have kept
your attention all this time?”

“Your wife’s,” she reminded him,
with an affectionately friendly glance.
“And 1 was wondering what she
thought of us all, what we all Iook like
in those pondering, thoughtful, ques-
tioning eyes of hers.”

“Her eyes do ask questions, don’t
they?” langhed Grantley.

“Many, many—and must have an-
swers, I should think, And don’t they
expect good answers?”

“ Oh, she’s not really at all alarming.”

“You can make the eves say some-
thing different, I dare say.”

He laughed again, very contentedly.
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Mrs, Raymore's admiration pleased him,
since she was not very easy to please.
He was glad she approved of Sibylla,
though as a rule his own opinion was
enough for him.

“Well, they aren’t always questioning.
That would be fatiguing in a wife—as
bad as continually discussing the Arian
heresy, as old Johnson says. But I dare
say —he lowered his voice—* Lady
Harriet would excite a query or two.”

“You've told me nothing about
Sibylla. T shall have to find it all out
for myself.”

“That’s the orly knowledge worth
having. And I'm only learning myself
still, you know.”

“Really, that’s an unusually just
frame of mind for a husband. T've high
hopes of you, Grantley.”

“Good! Because you know me un-
commonly well.”

She thought a moment.

“No, not so very well,” she said.
“You're hard to know.”

He tock that as a compliment; prob-
ably most people would, since it seems to
hint at something rare and out of the
common. Inaccessibility has an aristo-
cratic flavor.

“Oh, T suppose we all have our fast-
nesses,” he said with a laugh which po-
litely waived any eclaim to superiority
without expressly abandoning it.

“Doesn’t one give up the key of the
gates by marrying?” ’

“My dear Kate, read your ‘Blue-
beard’ again.”

Mrs. Raymore relapsed into the
silence that was almost habitual to her,
but it passed through her mind that the
conversation had soon turned from
Sibylla to Grantley himself, or at least
had dealt with Sibylla purely in her
bearing on Grantley. It had not in-
creagsed her knowledge of Mrs. Imason
as an independent individual.

“Well, with business what it ig,” said
Fanshaw in his loud voice—a voice that
had a way of stopping other people’s
voices—*“ we must cut it down some-
where.”

“ Oh, you're as rich as Creesus, Fan-
shaw,” objected young Blake.

“TI'm losing money every day. Chris-
tine and I were discussing it as we drove
here.”

“1T like your idea of discussion,
Jobn,” remarked Christine in her deli-
cate tones, generally touched with sar-
casm. “I couldn’t open my lips.”

“He closured you and then threw out
your budget?” asked Grantley.
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~ “He almeost stripped my gown from
my back, and made an absolute clutch
at my diamonds.”

“1 put forward the reasonable view,”
Fanshaw insisted rather heatedly.
“What I said was—begin with super-
fluities.”

“Are clothes superfluities?” inter-
jected Christine, watching the gradual
flushing of her husband’s face with mis-
chievous pleasure.

“ Nothing is superfluous that is beau-
tiful,” said Selford; he lisped slightly,
and spoke with an affected air. “We
should retrench in the grosser pleasures
—eating and drinking, display, large
houses ”

“ Peculiar dogs!
chafling Mrs. Selford.

“Qh, but they are beautiful
eried. :

“Horses!” said Christine, with sharp-
pointed emphasis. “ You should really
be guided by Mr. Selford, John.”

“ Fvery husband should be guided by
another husband. That’s axiomatie,”
salid Grantley.

“Tm quite content with my own,”
smiled Mrs. Selford. “Dick and I al-
ways agree.”

“ They must be fresh from a row,”
Tom' Courtland whispered to Mrs. Ray-
more.

“ About money matters the man’s
voice must in the nature of things be
final,” Fanshaw insisted. “TIt’s obvious.
He knows about it; he makes it——"

“ Quite enough for him to do,” Chris-
tine interrupted. “At that point we
step in—and spend it.”

“ Division of labor? Quite right, Mrs.
Fanshaw,” laughed Blake. “ And if any
of you ean’t manage your department,
Pm ready to help.”

“ They can manage that department
right enough,” Fanshaw grumbled. “If
we could manage them as well as they
manage that!”

He took a great gulp of champagne,
and grew still redder when he heard
Christine’s scornful little chuckle. Ray-
more turned to Sibylla with a kind,
fatherly smile.

“T hope we're not frightening you,
Mrs. Tmason? Not too much of the
seamy side?” :

Blake chimed in on her other hand.

“Pm here to maintain Mrs. Tmason’s
illusions,” he said.

“Tf we're talking of departments, I
think that’s mine, Blake, thank you,”
called Grantley good-humoredly.

“Pm sure I've been most consider-

»

suggested Blake,
she

1 »

MUNSEY’S MAGAZINE.

ate.” This was Lady Harriet’s first con-
tribution to the talk. “7T haven’t said a
word!”

“ And you could a tale unfold ?” asked
Blake.

She made no answer, beyond shrug-
ging her fine shoulders and leaning back
in her chair as she glanced across at her
husband.

A moment’s silence fell on the table.
It seemed that they recognized a differ-
ence between troubles and grievances
which could be discussed with more or
less good-nature, or quarreled over with
more or less acerbity, and those which
were in another category. The moment
the Courtlands were in question, a con-
straint arose.

Tom Courtland himself broke the
silence, but it was to talk about an im-
portant cricket match. Lady Harriet
smiled at him composedly, unconsecious
of the earnest study of Sibylla’s eyes,
which were fixed on her and were asking,
as Mrs. Raymore would have said, many
questions,

When the ladies had gone, Fanshaw
buttonheled Raymore and exhibited his
financial position and its exigencies
with ruthless elaboration and with a
persistently implied accusation of
Christine’s extravagance. Selford vie-
timized young Blake with the story of
a plcture which he had just picked up;
he declared it was by a famous Dutch
master, and watched for the effeet on
Blake, who showed none, never having
heard of the Dutch master.

Tom Courtland edged up to Grant-
ley’s side; they had not met since Grant-
ley’s wedding.

“Well, you look very blooming and
happy, and all that,” he said.

“ Tirgt-rate, old boy. How are you?”

Tom lowered his voice and spoke with
a cautlous air.

“Tve done it, Grantley—what I wrote
to you. By God, I couldn’t stand it any
longer! I'd sooner take any risk. Oh,
T shall be very careful; 1 shan’t give
myself away. But I had to do it.”

Grantley gave a shrug.

“Well, ’m sorry,” he said. “That
sort of thing may turn out so awkward.”

“Tt would have to be infernally awk-
ward to be worse than what I've gone
through. At any rate, I get away from
it sometimes now, and—and enjoy my-
self.”

“Find getting away easy?”

“No; but as we must have shindies,
we may as well have them about that. I
told Harriet she made the house intoler-
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able, so I should spend my evenings at
my clubs.”

“Oh! And—and who is she?”

He looked round warily before he
whispered :

“Flora Bolton.”

Grantley raised his brows and said
one word.

“ Fxpensive!l”

Tom nodded with a mixture of rueful-
ness and pride. _

“Tf youwre going to the devil, you
may as well go quickly and pleasantly,”
he said, drumming his fingers on the
cloth. “By heaven, if I’d thought of
this when I married! I meant to go
straight. You kunow I did?” Grantley
nodded. “T broke off all that sort of
thing. I could have gone straight. She’s
driven me to it, by Jove, she has!”

“Take care, old chap. They’ll notice
you.”

“Y don’t care if—oh, all right, and
thanks, Grantley. I don’t want to make
an exhibition of mysclf. And Pve told
nobody but you, of course.”

Sibylla, never long in coming to con-
clusions, had made up her mind about
the women before the evening was half
over. Lady Harriet was strange and
terrible, when the known facts of the
case were compared with her indolent
composure. Mrs. Selford was trivial
and tiresome, but a good enough little
silly soul. Suzette Bligh was entively
negligible; she had not spoken save to
flirt very mildly with Blake. Mrs. Ray-
more elicited a liking, but a rather
timid and distant one; she secmed very
clear-sighted and judicial.

Christine Fanshaw attracted Sibylla
most, first by her dainty prettiness, next
by the perfection of her clothes—a thing
Sibylla much admired—but most by her
friendly air and the piquant suffusion of
sarcastic humor that she had. She
seemed to treat even her own grievances
in this semi-serious way—one of them,
certainly, if her husband were one.

Such a manner and such a way of re-
garding things are often most attractive
to the people who would find it hardest
to acquire the like for themselves. They
seem to make the difficulties which have
loomed so large look smaller; they ex-
tenuate, smooth away, and, by the arti-
fice of not asking too much, cause what
18 given to appear a more liberal in-
stalment of the possible. They are not
generally associated with any high or
rigid moral ideas, and were not so asso-
ciated in the person of pretty Christine
Fanshaw. But they are entirely compat-

ible with much worldly wisdom, and
breed a tolerance of unimpeachable
breadth, if not of exalted origin.

“We'll be friends, won't we?” Chris-
tine said to Sibylla, settling herself
cozily by her. “I'm rather tired of all
these women except Kate Raymore, and
she doesn’t much approve of me. But
Tm going to like you.”

“Will you? T'm so glad.”

“And I ecan be very useful to you. 1
can improve your frocks—though this
one’s very nice—and I can tell you all
about husbands. I know a great deal.
And Tm representative.” She laughed
gaily. “John and T are quite represen-
tative. I like John really, you know; he’s
a good man. But he’s selfish. John likes
me, but I'm selfish. I like teasing Johmn,
and he takes a positive pleasure, some-
times, in annoying me.”

“ And that’s representative?” smiled
Sibylla.

“QOh, not by itself, but as an element
—sandwiched in with the rest—with our
really liking each other and getting on
all right, you know. And when we quar-
rel, it’s about something—mnot about
nothing, like the Selfords; though I
don’t know that that is quitc so repre-
sentative, after all.” She paused a mo-
ment, and resumed less gaily, with a
little wrinkle on her brow: “ At least,
I think John really likes me. Some-
times I’'m not sure, though I know I
like him. And when T'm least suve I
tease him most.”

“1s that a good remedy?”
_“Remedy? No, it’s temper, my dear.
You see, there was a time when—when
I didi’t care whether he liked me or not.
when I—when I—well, when I didn’t
care, as [ said. And I think he felt T
didn’t. And I don’t know whether I've
ever quite got back.”

Ready with sympathy, Sibylla pressed
the richly-beringed hand.

“Ob, it’s all right. We’re very lucky.
Look at the Courtlands!”

“The poor Courtlands seem to exist
to make other people appreciate their
own good luck,” said Sibylla, laughing a
little.

“T'm sure they ought to make you ap-
preciate yours. Grantley and Walter
Blake are two of the most sought-after
of men, and youw've married one of them
—and made quite a conquest of the
other to-night. Oh, here come the men.”

Young Blake came straight across to
them and engaged in a verbal fencing-
match with Christine. She took him te
task for alleged dissipation and over-
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much gaiety; he defended his character
and habits with playful warmth.

Sibylla sat by silent; she was still
very ignorant of the life they talked
asbout. She knew that Christine's
charges carried innuendoes from the
way Blake met them, but she did not
know what the Innuendoes were. She
was not neglected. If his words were for
gay Christine, his eyes were very con-
stantly for the graver face and the more
silent lips. He let her see his respect-
ful admiration in the frank way he had;
nobody could take offense at it. '

“T suppose you must always have
somebody to be in love with—to give,
oh, your whole heart and soul +to,
mustn’t you?” Christine asked scorn-
fully. _

“Yes; it’s a necessity of my nature.”

“ That’s what keeps you a bachelor, I
suppose?”

He laughed, but, as Sibylla thought, a
trifle ruefully, or at least as if he were
a little puzzled by Christine’s swift
thrust.

“ Keeps him? He’s not old enough to
marry yet,” she pleaded, and Blake gaily
accepted the defense.

Their talk was interrupted by Lady
Harriet’s rising; her brougham had
been annmounced. Grantley telegraphed
his readiness to be off, too, and he and
Sibylla, after saying good-night, fol-
lowed the Courtlands down-stairs, Ray-
more accompanying them and giving the
men cigars while the wives put their
cloaks on.

Grantley asked for a cab, which was
some little while in coming; Tom Court-
land said he wanted a hansom, too, and
stuck his cigar in his mouth, pufiing out
a full cloud of smoke. At the moment
Tady Harriet came back into the hall,
Sibylla following her. )

“Po you intend to smoke that cigar
in the brougham as we go to my
mother’s party?” asked Lady Harriet.

“Tm not aware that your mother
minds smoke, but, as a matter of fact,
T'm not going to the party at all.”

¢ You're expected. T said you'd come.”

“Pm sorry, Harriet, but you misun-
derstood me.”

Tom Courtland stood his ground
firmly and answered civilly, though with
i surly tone in his voice. His wife was
still very quiet, yet Raymore and Grant-
ley exchanged apprehensive looks. The
1ull before the storm is a well-worked
figure of speech, but they k.pew it ap-
plied very well to Lady Harriet.

“Yon're going home, then?”

»
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“Not just now.”

“Where are you going??”

“To the club.”

“What club?”

“Ts my eab there?” Grantley called
to the butler.

“Not yet, sir
rectly.”

¥ What club?” demanded Lady Har-
riet again.

“What does it matter? I haven’t
made up my mind. I’'m only going to
have a rubber.”

Then it came—what Sibylla had been
told about, what the others had seen be-
fore now. They were all forgotten, host
and fellow-guests, even the servants,
even the cabman who heard the outburst
and leaned down from his high seat, try-
mg to see. It was like some physical
affliction, an utter loss of self-control;
it was a bare step distant from violence.
It was the failure of civilization, the
casting-off of decency, an abandonment
to a raw, fierce fury.

“(Olub!” Lady Ilarriet cried, a deep
flush covering her face and all her neck.
“ Pretty clubs you go to at hard on mid-
night! I know you, I know you too well,
you—you liar!”

Sibylla crept behind Grantley, passing
her hand through his arm. Tom Court-
land stood motionless, very white, a
stiff smile on his lips.

“You liar!” she said once again, and
without a look at any of them swept
down the steps. She moved grandly.
She came to the door of her brougham,
which the footman held for her. The
window was drawn up.

“Have you been driving with the win-
dows shut?”

“Yes, my lady.”

“T told you to keep them down when
it was fine. Do you want to stifle me,
vou fool?”

She raised the fan she carried; it had
stout ivory sticks and a large knob of
ivory at the end. She dashed the knob
against the window with all her
strength; the glass was broken, and fell
clattering on the pavement as TLady
Harriet got in. The footman shut the
door, touched his hat, and joined the
coachman on the box.

With his pale face and set smile, with
his miserable eyes and bowed shoulders,
Tom Courtland went down the steps to
his eah. Neither did he speak to any of
them.

At last Raymore turned to Sibylla.

“Tm so sorry it happened to-night—
when vou were here,” he said.

; there'll be one di-
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“What does it mean?” she gasped.

She looked from Grantley to Raymore
and back again, and read the answer in
their faces. They knew where Tom
Courtland had gone. Grantley patted
her hand gently and said to Baymore,
“Well, who could stand a savage like
that?”

Tt was the recognition of a ruin in-
evitable and past cure.

V.

Wz all undergo mental vrocesses
which we hardly realize ourselves, which
another can explain by no record how-
ever minute or laborious. They are in
detail as imperceptible, as secret, as
elusive, -as the physical changes which
pass upon the face of the body. From
day to day there is no difference; but
days make years;, and years change
youth to maturity, maturity to decay.

So in matters of the soul the daily
trifling sum adds up and up. A thou-
sand tiny hopes are nipped, a thousand
little expectations {frustrated, a thou-
sand foolish fears proved not so foolish.
Divide them by the days, and there is
nothing to cry about at bed-time, noth-
ing even to pray about, if to pray you
gre inclined. Yet as a month passes, or
two, or three, the atoms seem to join and
form a cloud. The sunbeams get
through here and there still, but the
clear fine radiance is obscured. Pres-
ently the cloud thickens, deepens, hard-
ens. It seems now a wall, stout and
high; the gates are heavy and forbid-
ding, and they stand where once there
was ready and eagerly-welcomed en-
trance and access.

Think what it is to look for a letter
sometimes. It comes not on Monday—
it’s nothing. Nor on Tuesday—it’s noth-
ing. Nor on Wednesday—odd! Nor on
Thursday—strange! Nor on TFriday—
you can’t think! It comes not for a week
—you are hurt. For a fortnight—you
are indignant. A month passes—and
maybe what you prized most in all your
life is gone. You have been told the
truth in thirty broken sentences.

Sibylla Imason took a reckoning—in
no formal manner, not sitting down to
it, still less in any flash of inspiration
or on the impulse of any startling inei-
dent. As she went to and fro on her
work and her pleasure, the figures grad-
ually and insensibly set themselves in
rows, added and subtracted themselves,
and presented her with the quotient.

It was against her will that all this
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happened. She would have had none of
it; there was nothing to recommend it.
Tt was not even unusual. But it would
come—and what did it come to? Noth-
ing alarming, or vulgar, or sensaticnal.
Grantley’s gallantry forbade that, his
good manners, his affectionate ways, his
real love for her. It was forbidden, tco,
by the moments of rapture which she ex-
cited and which she shared; they were
still .untouched—the fairy rides on fairy
horses.

But is not the true virtue of such
things to mean more than they are—to
be not incidents, but rather culmina-
tions—mnot exceptions, but the very type,
the hichest expression, of what is al-
ways there? Even the raptures she was
coming to doubt while she welcomed, to
mistrust while she shared. Would she
come at once to hate and to strive after
them?

In the end, it was not the identity her
scaring fancy had pletured, not the
union her heart cried for, less even than
the partnership which naked reason
seemed to claim. She had not become
his very self, as he was of her very self,
nor even part of him. She was to him—
what ¢ he sought a word, at least an
idea, and smiled at one or two which
her own bitterness offered to her.

A toy? Of course not. A diversion?
Much more than that. But still it was
something accidental, something that he
might not have had, and would have
done very well without. Yet a something
greatly valued, tended, caressed; yes,
gnd even loved. A great acquisition
perhaps expressed it—a very prized
possession, a cherished treasure.

Sometimes, after putting it as low as
she could in chagrin, she put it as high
as she could, by way of testing it. Put
it how she would, the ultimate result
worked out the same. She made less dif-
ference to Grantley Tmason than she
had looked to make, she was much less
of and in his life, much less of the es-
sence, more of an accretion. She was
outside his Innermost self, a stranger to
his closest fastnesses.

Was that the nature of- the tie or the
nature of the man? She cried out
against either conclusion, for either
ruined the hopes on which she lived.
Among them was one mighty hope.
Were not both tie and man still incom-
plete, even as she, the woman, was in
truth yet incomplete, yet short of her
great function, undischarged of her
high natural office? Was she not even
now hoping for that which should make
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all things complete and perfect? While
that hope—nay, that conviction—re-
mained, she refused to admit that she
was discontent. She waited, trying
meanwhile to smother the discontent.

Of course there was another side, and
Grantley himself put it to Mrs. Ray-
more when, In her sisterly affection for
him and her motherly interest in Sibylla,
she had ventured on two or three ques-
tions which, on the smallest analysis, re-
solved themselves into hints.

“In anything like a doubtful case,”
he complained humorously, for he was
not taking the questions very seriously,
“the man never gets fair play. He's not
nearly so picturesque. And if he be-
comes picturesque, if he goes through
fits hot and cold, and ups and downs,
and all sorts of convulsions, as the
woman does and does so effectively, he
doesn’t get any more sympathy, because
it’s not the ideal for the man—mnot our
national ideal, anyhow. You see the
dilernma he’s in? If he’s not emotional
he’s not interesting; if he’s emotional
he’s not manly. Take it how you will,
the woman is bound to win.”

“Which means that you don’t want
to complain or criticise, but if T will
put impertinent questions »

“If you put me on my defense
he amended, laughing.

“Yes; if I put you on your defense,
vow’ll hint »

“Through generalities

“Yes, through generalities you'll hint,
in your graceful way, that Sibylla, of
whom you’re very fond ”

“ Oh, be fair. You know I am.”

“Ts rather exacting—fatiguing?”

“That’s too strong. Rather, as I say,
emotional. She likes living on the
heights; T like going up there now and
then. In fact, I maintain the mational
ideal.”

“Yes, I think you'd do that very well
—quite well enough, Grantley.”

“There’s a sting in the tail of your
praise.”

“ After all, ’m a woman, too.”

“We really needn’t fuss ourselves, 1
think, You see, she has the great sa-
ving grace—a sense of humor. If I per-
ceive dimly that somehow something
hasn’t been guite what it ought to have
been, I can put it all right by a good
laugh—some good chaff, perhaps, fol-
Towed by a good gallop—not at all a bad
prescrivtion! After a little of that, she’s
laughing at herself for having the emo-
tions, and at me for not having them.
and at both of ns for the whole affair.”

2?2
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“Well, as long as it ends like that

there’s not much wrong. But take care!
Not everything will stand the humorous
aspect, you know.” .

“ Most things, thank heaven, or where
should we be??”

“Tom Courtland, for instance??”

“Oh, not any longer, I'm afraid.”

“It won’t do for the big things and
the desperate cases. Not even for other
people’s—much less for your own.”

“1 suppose not. If you want it al-
ways, you must be a looker-on. And
you'll tell me husbands can’t be lookers-
on at their own marriages?”

“1 tell you! Facts will econvince you
sooner than 1 could, Grantley.”

He was really very reasonable from his
own point of view, both reasonable and
patient. Mrs. Raymore conceded that.
And he was also quite consistent in his
point of view. She remembered a phrase
from his letter which had defined what
he was seeking—“a completion, not a
transformation.” He was pursuing that
scheme still—a scheme into which the
future wife had fitted so easily and per-
fectly, into which the actual wife fitted
with more difficulty. But he was deal-
ing with the difficulty in a very good
spirit and a very good temper.

If the scheme were possible at all—
given Sibylla as she was—he was quite
the man to put it through successfully.
But Mrs. Raymore reserved her opinion
as to its possibility. The reservation
did not imply an approval of Sibylla or
any particular inelination to champion
her. It marked only a growing under-
standing of what Sibylla was, a growing
doubt as to what she could be persuaded
or molded into becoming. Mrs. Ray-
more had no prejudices in her favor.

And at any rate he was still Sibylla’s
lover—as fully, as ardently, as ever.
Deep in those fastnesses of his nature
were his love for her, and his pride in
her and in having her for his own. The
two things grew side by side, their
roots intertangled. Every glance of ad-
miration she won, every murmur of ap-
proval she created, gave him joy and
seemed to give him tribute. He eagerly
gathered in the envy of the world as
food for his own exultation; he laughed
in pleasure when Christine Fanshaw
told him to look and see how Walter
Blake adored Sibylla.

“0Of course he does! He’s a sensible
voung fellow,” said Grantley gaily. “ So
am T, Christine, and T adore her, too.”

“The eaptive of vour bhow and
spear!?” Christine sneered delicately.
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“Of my personal attractions, please!
Don’t say of my money-bags!”

“She’s like a very laudatory
monial.”

“T wonder how dohn Fanshaw en-
dures you!”

He answered her with Jests, never
thinking to deny what she said. He did
delight in his wife’s triumphs. Was
there anything unamiable in that? If
close union were the thing, was not that
close? Her triumphs made his—what
could be closer than that? At this time
any criticism on him was genuinely un-
intelligible; he could make nothing of it,
and 1’eckoned it as of no account. And
Sibylla herself, as he had said, he could
always soothe.

“ And she’s going on quite all right?”
Christine continued. ]

“Splendidly! We've got her quietly
fixed down at Milldean, with her favor-
ite old woman to look after her. There
shell stay. 1 run up to town two or
three times a week, do my business ?

“Call on me?”

“T ventured so far—and get back as
soon as I can.”’

“You must be very pleased?”

“ Of course I'm pleased,” he laughed.
“Very pleased indeed, Christine.”

He was very
laughed at himself, as he had laughed at
others, for being a little proud, too. He
wanted the dynasty carried on.

Between being pleased—even very
much pleased indeed—and looking on it
as one of the greatest things that
heaven itself ever did, there is a wide
gulf, if not exactly of opinion, yet of
feeling and attitude. From the first mo-
ment Sibylla had known of it, the com-
ing of the child was the great thing, the
overshadowing thing, in life. Nature
was in this, and nature at her highest
power; more was not needed.

Yet there was more, to make the full
cup brim over. Her great talent, her
strongest innate impulse was to give—
to give herself and all she had, and this
talent and impulse her hushand had not
satisfied. He was immured in his fast-
ness; he seemed to want only what she
counted small tribute and minor sacri-
fices, what had appeared large once, no
doubt, but now looked small because
they fell short of the largest that were
possible. The great satisfaction, the
great outlet, lay in the coming of the
child.

In pouring out her love on the head of
the child, she would at the same time
nour 1t out at the feet of him whose

testi-

much pleased—and -
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the child was. Before such splendid lav-
ishness he must at last stand disarmed,
he must throw open all his secret treas-
ure-house.

Here was the true realization, f01e—
shadowed by the fairy ride in the early
days of the]r love. Here was the true
riding into the gold and letting the gold
swallow them up. In this all disappoint-
ments should vamﬂh, all nipped hopes
come to bloom again. For it her heart
cried impatiently, but chid itself for its
impatience. Ilad not Mrs. Mumple
waited years in solitude and silence out-
side the prison gates? Could mnot she
wait a little, too?

It need hardly be said that in such
a position of affairs as had been reached
Mrs. Mumple was much to the fore. Her
presence was indispensable, and valued
as such, but it had some disadvantages.
She shared Sibylla’s views and Sibylla’s
temperament; but naturally she did not
possess the charm of youth, of beauty,
and of ecircumstance which served so
well to soften or to recommend them.
The sort of atmosphere which Mys.
Mumple carried with her was one which
should be diffused sparingly and with
great caution about a man at once so
self-centered and so fastidious as
Grantley Imason.

Mrs. Mumple was lavishly affection-
ate; she was also pervasive, and finally
a trifle inclined to be tearful on en-
tirely inadequate provocation—or, as it
appeared to any masculine mind, on
none at all, since the tendency assailed
her most when everything seemed to be
going on remarkably well.

Of course Jeremy Chiddingfold,
neither lover nor father, and with his .
youthful anti-femininism still held and
prized, put the case a thousand times
too high, exaggerating all one side, ut-
terly ignoring all the other, of what
Grantley might be feeling. None the
less there was some basis of truth in his
exelamation:

“TIf they go on like this, Grantley’1l
be sick to death of the whole thing be-
fore it’s half over!”

And Jeremy had come to read his
brother-in-law pretty well—to know his
self-centeredness, to know his fastid-
1ousness, to know how easily he might be

“put off,” as Jeremy phrased it, by an
intrusion too frequent and 1mportunate
or a sentiment extravagant in any de-
gree. Too high a pressure might well re-
sult in such a reaction as Would breed
the reflection that the matter in hand
was, after all, decidedly normal.



But altogether normal 1t was not des-
tined to remain. Minded, as it might
seem, to point the situation and to force
latent antagonisms of feeling to an open
conflict, Mistress Chance took a hand in
the game.

On arriving at the Fairhaven station
from one of his expeditions to town,
Grantley found Jeremy awaiting him.
Jeremy was pale, but his manner kept its
incisiveness, his speech its Ilucidity.
Sibylla had met with an accident. She
had still been taking quiet rides on a
trusty old horse. To-day, contrary to
his advice, and in face of Grantley’s,
she had insisted on riding another—the
young horse, as they called it.

“She was in one of her moods,”
Jeremy explained. “She said she
wanted more of a fight than the old
horse gave her. She would go. Well, you
know that great beast of a dog of Jar-
man’s? It was running loose—I saw it
myself; indeed, 1 saw the whole thing.
She. was trotting along, thinking of
nothing at all, I suppose. The dog
started a rabbit, and came by her with
a bound. The horse started, jumped half
his own height—or it looked like it—and
she—came off, you know, pitched clean
out of her saddle.”

“ (lear of the [

“Yes, thank God; but she came down
with an awful—an awful thud. I ran up
a8 quick as I could. She was uncon-
scious. A couple of laborers helped me
to take her home. I got Mumples, and
on my way here I stopped at Gardiner’s
and sent him there, and came on to tell
you.”

By now they were getting into the
dog-cart.

“PDo you know at all how bad it ig?”
asked Grantley,

“Not the least. How should 17”7

“Well, we must get home as quick as
we can.”

Grantley did not speak again the
whole way. His mind had been full of
plans that morning. His position as a
man of land at Milldean was opening
new prospeects to him. He had agreed to
come forward for election as a county
alderman ; hehad been sounded as to con-
testing the seat for the Parliamentary
division. He had been very full of these
motions, and had meant to spend two or
three quiet.days in reviewing and con-
sidering them. This sudden shock was
hard to face and realize. It was diffi-
cult, too, to conceive of anything being
wrong with Sibylla—always so fine an
embodiment of physical health and vig-
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or. He felt very helpless and in terrible
distress; it turned him sick to think of .
the “awful thud” that Jeremy de-
seribed. What would that mean—what
was the least it might, the most it could
mean ?

“You don’t blame me?” Jeremy asked
as they came near home.

“You advised her mnot to ride the
beast! What more could you do? You
couldn’t stop her by force.”

e spoke rather bitterly, as if sorrow
and fear had not banished anger when
he thought of his wife and her wilful-
ness.

Jeremy turned aside into the garden,
begging to have news as soon as there
was any. Grantley went into his study,
and Mrs. Mumple came to him there.
She was pitiably undone and dishev-
eled. It was impossible not to respect
her grief, but no less impossible to get
much clear information from her. Lam-
entations alternated with attempted ex-
cuses for Sibylia’s obstinacy; she tried
to make out that she herself was in some
way to blame for having bronght on the
mood which had in its turn produced
the obstinacy.

Grantley, striving after outward calm,
raged in his heart against the fond, fool-
ish old woman.

“T want to know what’s happened, not
whose fault it’ll be held to be at the Day
of Judgment, Mrs. Mumple. Since
youw're incapable of telling me anything,
have the goodness to send Dr. Gardiner
to me as soon as he can leave Sibylla.”

Very soon, yet only just in time to
stop Grantley from going up-stairs him-
self, Gardiner came., He was an elderly,
quiet-going country vpractitioner; he
lived in one of the red villas at the junc-
tion with the main road, and plied a not
very luerative practise among the farm-
houses and cottages. His knowledge was
neither profound nor recent; he-had not
Lkept up his reading, and his practical
opportunities had been very few.

He seemed, when he came, 2 good deal
upset and decidedly nervous, as if he
were faced with a sudden responsibility
by no means to his liking. He kept wi-
ping his brow with a threadbare red silk
handkerchief and pulled his straggling
egray whiskers while he talked.

In a second Grantley had decided that
no confidence could be placed in him.
Still, he must be able to tell what was
the matter. :

“Quickly and plainly, please, Dr.
Gardiner,” Grantley requested, noting
with impatience that Mrs. Mumple had
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come back and stood there listening;
but she would ery and think him a mon-
ster if he sent her away.

“ She’s conscious now,” the doctor re-
ported, “but she’s very prostrate, suf-
fering from severe shock. I think you
shouldn’t see her for a little while.”

“ What's the injury, Dr. Gardiner?”

“ The shock is severe »

“Will it kill her?”

“No, no. The shock kill her? Oh, no,
no. She has a splendid constitution.
Kill her? Oh, no, no.”

“And is that all?”

“No, not quite all, Mr. Imason. There
is—er—in fact a lesion, a local injury,
a fracture due to the force of the im-
pact on the ground.”

“JTs that serious? Pray be quiet, Mrs.
Mumple. You really must restrain your
feelings.”

“Serious? Oh, undoubtedly, un-
doubtedly. I—T can’t say it isn’t serious.
I should be doing wrong ?

“In one word—is it fatal or likely to
be fatal?”

Grantley was nearly at the end of his
forced patience. He had looked for a
man; he had, it seemed, found another
old woman; so he angrily thought within
himself, as old Gardiner stumbled over
his words and worried his whiskers.

“If I were to explain the case in de-
tail——"

“Presently, doctor, presently. Just
now I want the result, the position of
affairs, you know.”

“For the moment, Mr. Imason, there

is no danger to Mrs. Imason—I think T
may say that. But the Injury creates a
condition of things which might, and
in my judgment would, prove dangerous
to her as time went on. I speak in
view of her present condition.”

“T see. Could that be obviated?”

Gardiner’s nervousness increased.

“By an operation, directed to remove
the caunse which would produce danger.
It would be a serious, perhaps a danger-
ous operation

“Ts that the only way?”

“In my judgment the only way con-
sistent with »?

A loud sob from Mrs. Mumple inter-
rupted him. Grantley swore under his
breath.

“Go on,” he said harshly.

“ Consistent with the birth of
child, Mr. Imason.”

“ Ah!” At last he had got to the light,
and the nervous old man had managed
to deliver himself of his message. “1
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understand you now. Setting the birth
of the child on one side, the matter
would be simpler?”

“QOh, yes, much
course, without its

“ And more free from danger?”

“Yes, though ”

“Practically free from danger to my
wifet” '

“Yes; T think I can say practically
free in the case of so good a subject as
Mrs. Imason.”

Grantley thought for a minute.

“You probably wouldn’t object to my
having another opinion?” he asked.

; Relief was obviously on old Gardiner’s
ace.

“1 should welcome it,” he said. “ The
responsibility in such a ease is so great
that ??

“Tell me the best man and T'll wire
for him at once.”

Even on this point Gardiner hesitated,
till Grantley named a man known to
everybody; him Gardiner at once ac-
cepted.

“Very well. And T'll see my wife as
gsoon as you think it desirable.” He
paused a moment and then went on. “If
I understand the case right, I haven’t
a moment’s hesitation in my mind. But
1 should like to ask you one question.
Am I right in supposing that your prac-
tige is to prefer the mother’s life to the
child’s?”

“That’s the medical practise, Mr.
imason, where the alternative is as you
put it. But there are, of course, degrees
of danger, and these would in-
fluence “ :

“You've told me the danger might
be sertous. That’s enough. Dr. Gard-
iner, pending the arrival of your col-
league, the only thing—the only thing—
vou have to think of is my wife. Those
are my definite wishes, please. You'll
remain here, of course? Thank you.-
We'll have another talk later. T want to
speak to Jeremy now.”

He turned toward the window, mean-
ing to join Jeremy in the garden and re-
port to him. Mrs. Mumple came for-
ward, waving her hands helplessly and
weeping profusely.

“ Oh, Mr. Imason, imagine! The poor,
poor little child!” she stammered. “I
can’t bear to think of it.”

Grantley’s impatience broke out in
savage bluntness.

“Against her I don’t care that for
the child,” he said, snapping his fingers
as he went out.

simpler—not, of
»

(To be continued.)
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ST. ALBANS CATHEDRAL, THE GREAT ABBEY CHURCH OF ADRIAN'S. NATIVE SHIRE—BARRED FROM THE
ABBEY AS A BOY, AS POPE HE RECEIVED HOMAGE FROM ITS ABBOT.

THE ENGLISH POPE.

BY DULANY HUNTER.

NICHOLAS BREAKSPEARE,; ADRIAN 1V, THE ONLY MAN OF OUR
‘RACE WHO EVER OCCUPIED THE PAPAL THRONE—THE ENGLISH
PEASANT WHO ASSERTED HIS SUPREMACY OVER THE GREATEST

EARTHLY RULERS OF HIS DAY.

T a time when the solemn election
of a successor to St. Peter has
so recently focused upon Rome the at-
tention of the world, English-speaking
people, whether in America or in Great
Britain, may recall with interest the
history of the one man of their race
who ever ascended the papal throne.
They can scarcely fail to admit a feel-
ing of pride in following, after the lapse
of eight hundred years, Nicholas Break-
speare, the peasant of Hertfordshire,
on his way from the barred gates of St.
Albans Abbey to the open portals of
the Eternal City, where he was to be
proclaimed its lord.
Just before the dawn of the twelfth

century, a child was born to his serf-
bound parents in the unimportant vil-
lage of Langley, amid the peaceful
landscape of the ancient shire of Herts.
His father could, no doubt, remember a
dark night in his own youth when he
looked across the country and beheld
the ominous lights of fires hurriedly
kindled to warn the people of the com-
ing of a foreign foe. But the Normans
had subdued resistance, and a son of
the Conqueror now sat in undisputed
sovereignty upon the Saxon throne.
Little did that monarch think that in
later years a Saxon boy, sprung from
the soil, would treat his heir of the
third generation as vassal of a spiritual



