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CHAPTER XVII.

Oune afternoom, a fow weeks after
Hesketh Carton had locked up the vial
dn his safe, Clytie rode down the wind-
fng road to Withycombe. She had
started by herself—quite by heraelf,
tor she had sent the groem back with
& message to Mollle not to wait tea;
and it was rather singular that she
Bad not taken this way to Withycombe
uatil  after some consideration and
hesitation at the crossroads.

And now, as the sure footed mare,
with  graceful and confident steps.
wound her way down the steep and
uneven road, she was wondering
whether she was acting wisely in go-
ing; for she was conacious, painfuily

‘ious, that her object in visiting
Withycombe was, to see Jack Doug-
las

He 'had scarcely beem out of her
mind since the eventful day when ahe
had lain fainting in his arms. She
had tried to forget him, had told her-
self a thousand times that it was al-
most her duty to blot him from her
memory; but it is easier for the leo-
pard to change his spots than for a
girl to forget such an incident in her
life as thHat which had accompanied
the storm in the bay.

And she knew that she wanted to
ses him; she had waited, with more
or leas patience, for him to avail Yim-
self of Zer offer and visit the Hall;
but day after day passed, and he had
dot come. It was possible that he
had not cared to come, that he had
forgotter her—and yet something far
back in her heart whispered that he
had not done so. Was it pride that
was keeping him away? She knew
that he was proud, as proud as he
wag. feartess; and if it were pride
then—— Ah! well, he was right; but
still she wanted to see him, to hear
the deep, musical voice, now grav'e
and almost stern, now geatie and 4'-

tender.
m&'tfamt blush stained the ivory of
her cheek as she lookel dreamiiy at
the now leafless trees, the beech a:d
pine towering above the road and
casting sombre shadows in the mellow
glow of the winter sunlight.

How happy she had been in .those
weeks which seemed so long ago” She
had .almost forgotten the miserable
problem of the will, and her own re-
sponsibility and cares in connection
with it; and felt almost as free as the
fisher-girls who laughed and played
on the jetty, the girls she was inclined
to envy; for they were free to live
sand marry whom they would, and were
the mistresses of their own lives.

Presently she came to the bend of
the road, and a child ran out ltx-o;n

mong the trees calling joyously to
:er. ‘It was Polly, and Clytie pulled
up with an answering note of welcome
in her wveice. .

“Why, Polly, is it you? How lucky
to have met you,; toy[ was coming to
see you?’

“Was 'oo?”’ said Polly, her rosebud
mouth stretched io a'dellghted grin.
. boo’ful horse'”™

vgwt‘u?” suid Clytle. “Would you
“.5_:0 come up? Thers is plenty of
rooth for you. See, now, put your foot
in the stirrup—come to the bank whers
you can reach it—and give me your
h That's it!”
a'?g'o you think he’ll bear me?”’’ asked
Polly, gravely, as she nestled down

l:mh Clytie’'s arm protectingly round
er, -

“Yes, I think so,” said Clytei, press-
ing the curty head to her bosom. “And
how is mother?”

“Velly -well,” replied Polly, as t
matter of course. “An’ I'm velly well;
it's only Mr. Jack what’s bad.”

“Oh, is he bad?” asked Clytie, the
smile vanishing from her face and her
voice lowered. ‘

Polly nodded solemnly. “Yes, he's
been velly bad; so muvver says, but
he says no, net at all, that there's
nuvving the matter wi’ him. But
muvver knows, cos he don’t eat like
what he did. She says he pretends to,
but he don’t really.”

“80 he hasn’t seen a doctor?”’ said
Clytie, in the same low voice.

Polly shook her head. “He got
kite angry when muvver said he

»

Ies'ble, doesn’t it

"It does,” assented Clytie. “And you
think that it is only a cold that is the
matter with—Mr. Jack?’

“I don’t think 80,” said Polly,
shrewdly, *“’cog he don’'t cough or
blow his nose; but he’s miser'bie’nuff:
and he doesn’t come home till late, an’
walks about by hisself when it’s too
wet to work, an’ he dom't laugh ne
mor(')ehwlien he carrtes me about.”

“Oh, he still carrfes yo ily >
said Clytte. T SREF

“Yes; he isn’t too bad for that,” said
Polly, in a tone of thankfulness:
“though muvver often _tells
put the brat down—I'm the brat. I
think he's going to leave Withycombe;
I hope he won’t, dom’'t you, Miss
Clytie””

Clytie feit ag if a weight had sud-
denly fallen on her heart.

“I—I dom’t know, Polly,” she said,
'Speaking rather to herseif than the
child. “If it i3 better for him to
go——"

Mrs. Westaway came out of the cot-
tage at this moment and eyed «the pair
with a mixture of pleasure and re-
proach.

“Lor’ bless the child! if she ain’t
allus in mischief, and makin’ a noeo-
sense of herself! Give her to me, Miss
Clytie, and do ’ee come in and have
a cup of tea.”

She took the child, giving at a
loving shake, and called to a boy to
take the horse to the stable, and Clytpe
followed her into the cottage.

“The kettle’s boiling, miss. I put it
on, thinking that Mr. Jack might drop
in for a cup: but there's no dependin’
on him these days. The best o’ men
are 2 worry an’ a fret, and he's no
better than the rest at botherin’.
They're a trying lot, miss.”

“Polly tells me that Mr. Douglas

has been ill,” said Clytie, as she cut
the bread and butter, and surrepti-
tiously covered a sliee with sugar for
Polly. But Mrs. Westaway's eyes
were sharp.

“You'll spoil that child, miss, same
as Mr. Jack does,” she said, with moeck
severity. “Yes; he’s been ill, least-
ways, I think se, or I don’t know
what's the matter with him. Some-
times I've thought it was the com-
plaint most young men get.”

“What's that, Mrs. Westaway?"

“Love,” responded Mrs. W way
sententiously. Clytie bent over her
teacup and stirred the tea c 1y.
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‘was

' work,” he said absently.

went on alone. The beach

Well, she had seen him, heard of
him; and now she could g0 back—to
think of him, to dwell upon that mo-
tionless figure gazing out to sea. That
was the worst of it; her visit had
done her no good, had only increased
the restlessness, wistfulness, whi-h
had entered into her life.

She climbed the beach, looking
straight up the road before her: thon
she hesitated, and, with a conscious-
ness of weakness, turned to the left
and entered the wood. Her step was
so light on the dead bracken and pine-
needles that he, lost in thought, did
not hear her until she was close upen
im; and he turmed quickly, as she
spoke his name, and, springing to his
feet, stood and loeked at her a3 if
she were a vision rather than a real-
ity.

“Miss Cly—— Bramley'” he said.
The color had started to his tanned
face, and he gazed at her with a sud-
den light in his eyes, as if he half-
doubted the fact of her! presence.

“How do you do?’ she aaid
as calmly, as conventionally as
she could, and she fought with and
mastered the blush that reaponded ta
his sudden flush. “I saw yonr from
the beach down there; and I came—
I thought I would come to ask you if
you caught cold that—in the storm.”

“No,” he .eaid almost calmly, for he
also was fighting. “No.” He laughed
grimly. “I never catch cold. And
you? Were you not—hurt?”’

She smiled. ‘No; coh, no. There
a tiny bruise on my foreshead
where I struck it; but it has gone; at
least, I think so.”’

She brushed the hair from her brow
lightly, as if to show him; and he
nodded, his eyes fixed on the spot.

“I'm glad,” he said. ;

She seated herself on the bank, an}
motioned to the spot from which he
had risen.

“Won't you sit down again” And
please smoke, or I shall think I've
disturbed you at your rest.” ’

ire put his p=pe in his mouth, ang¢
sat down. Every moment was prect-
ous, and he feared to cut it short; and
yet he was almost sorry she had come :
for, quite erroneously, he had been tell-
ing himself, even as he sat there, that
he was getting used to her absence,
that he should In time come to forget
her

*“And how does the jetty get on?”
she asked, clasping her hands round
her knees and looking down at him
with a half-smile of interest in her
eyes, which were, he told himself,
violet now.

“Oh, very well,” he said. “No doubt
Lord Stanton has told you that we'’re
waiting for stone. That's why I'm
mooching here. There’l] soon be no-
thquz much to do till the early spring;
80 1 can go away with ga ¢} -
o n ear con

He spoke in a careless tome, and
éven smiled; and Clytfe nodded assent-
ingty.

“You have earmed 3 holiday, I
know,” she sald. Ag she spoke; her
eyes wandered dreamily tg the sea;
she was wandering vaguely why she
should sudderly feel as if the spirit
of rest and ccntentment, of g happi-
ness 100 nebulous to be called happt-
ness, had fallen lightly, 1

dove with outstretched
“Holiday? Oh, I shaj]

“And will you be long away?
asked. Y:" she

plled. ‘
“I—don’t know. I'm hale inelined

-to leave for good.”

She did not start; but her hands
gripped each other, and her lids droop-
ed so that her eyes were hidden if he
should chance to turm.

“What would Lord Stanton do> she

‘asked lightly.

“Engage a better man,” he replied.

“Of course, I know that it {s his kind-

ness that keeps me on.  He could get
a dezen men to-morrow whe Enow the
business better than [ do.”

“He doesn’t think s0,” she“said, in
a low voice. “He is always talking of
You—he appreciates you, Mr, Douglas.
But pernaps You are tired of this quiet
piace, of the people.”

He half-rose, then fell back, and

smoked furfously.

Polly would have followed, b1t Mrs. |
Westaway called her back, ang Clytie |

uron her like the descent of a wood" |
find some |

ke turned his face from. her as he ;

&0t what they wanted,”

the same deceptive, misleading light-
ness.

“l‘ie was silent;. and she went on,
quite calmly, though her heart was
beating fast

“I mean that I should think you are
& very ambitious man.”

He stared at her.

“1 Ambitious!’ Well, perhaps
you're right, Miss Bramiley. But it's
only been lately. Yes, I see now!
I'm ambitious, that’s what I am: but
worse luck for me, I've set my mind,
my heart, on something beyond me,
something as far away as that streak
of light in the sky there.” He pointed
with his pipe, and then stuyck it fierce-
ly in his mouth again.

“Then you will get it,” she said al-
most unconsciously.

He looked at her, and his face paled
under its tan as he shook his head.

“I think not,” he said curtly.

She was silent a moment; then she
said, as if with a polite interest in the
man, the fisherman, whe had been so

‘kInd@ and attentive to her:

“Can no one help you? ILord Stan-
ton—he is your friend, I know, and he
would help you.”

Helpmgtomsreetandatnodal-
most with his back to her.

“No one can help me,” he said,
grimly. “Luck is against me; I have
cut the ground from under my feet;
there is a barrier—"

She raised her brows and took hoid
of her habit-skirt as i{f she were’ go-
ing. ‘
“It sounds so gtrange to hear you
talk like this,” she said, with a smile;
“in. these days when men

y all the bar-
riers between them and wealth and
fame. Why, one hears, reads, of
men rising from the lowest rungs of
the ladder to the highest positions, to
all kinds of honors.”

He looked at her. °

“Weslth, fame, position”’ Ry re-
peated, as if he were puzzled, bewilder-
ed. “Who cares for them? I mean—
no, no; that’s not what I want.” He
made a gesture with his hand, a
movement of Impatient contempt;
then his face changed, and his eyes
grew wistful, “I wish I could tell
You,” he said, in a low voice.

She did not blush but something
like fear came into he reyes, the fear
which thrills every pure maiden when
love’s lips, the lips which have hither-
to been silent, threaten to unlock. .

“Ne, no!"” she said. ‘I mean,” and
she blushed now. “I am not anxious
—that is, I— Oh, I seem to have been
trylng to force your confidence!” She
broke off in distress.

CHAPTER XVIII.
, He took a step toward her, then
stepped and gripped his hands behind

. him.

“No; Lcan’t tell you, Miss Bramley,”
he said, hoarsely. “It—it wouldn’t be
right, honest, fair. [ should be .a
mean hound! I've cut the ground
from under me; I toid you su. I've
forfeited the right to speak; have
closed my own lips. And I'd give'—
his veoice broke, with a laugh—hailf
my life to be able to tell you.”

She had risen, and had half-turned

her—as,
it did; and yet it was not all
that. made her heart throb with
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