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himself that he had at last discovered
a place where he need talk to no one. This
girl seemed merely a part of the pleasant,
restiul summer. Health shone on
cheeks and in her eves,; there was no trace
of self-conscousness, no seeking for ad-
miration in her manner. It was simply
very cordial and kind. Sheé asked him if he
had ever seen the town before, If he had
observed the dear old Flemish houses, the
lintels and and irf
looked at the monuments in the
church yonder? She told him that there
wae a pretty view af the tower at the
ner of the field, and they sauntered
wards it through the grass that grew near-
ly as high as her knees,

“*Have you noticed the butterflies here?"”
gaid the girl.

“Yes, what a wonderful
a lovely fellow, that
black spots. And 1 say,
why, he's
turquoise!”™

““This field here attract them,
There are such beaytiful Kinds of grasses,
you see, Do wateh that fly! 1 have only
noticed him when the her is almost
tropically hot!™
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“If there were any wind to-day 1 should
say It was a geranium petal blown from
vour garden,” =ald Allevne. “Ah! there's
another, How full of exquisite things just
this one little patch of grass is."”

*Yes, indeed, indeed! Such
can spend hours here findis
more about all these lovely
their ways.” .

“You live here most of the vear?" asked
Alleyne.

“All the vear. 1 have never been out
of this place that I can rr-lm-mht:r. exe-
upt!ug for one week once long ago at the
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““And you don't get a bit tired of t?"

“*Oh, no; why should 17 At least not
when I can be out of doors. 1 have to read
aloud a great deal to my old aunt, whom
I live with. Now and then I do get a little
weary of that, perhaps. But to-day I am
let off, =0 t'ml 1 may have a rest before
the evening.’

“Then you have a party to-night?"

The girl laughed. ““No, indeed! Fancy
Aunt Lucy giving a party! 1 am only go-
ing to sing at a concert.,” She blushed
vividly and pulled a printed programme
out of her pocket.

“Oh, 1 have
And he added:
taken tickets, too,

She blushed quite

“You are coming then this exening?”

“Well. I don't know. 1 hadn't thought—"

Her face feill, and the naive disappoint-
ment that gave her eyes an expression al-
most of pain was not lost upon him. Wal-
ter Alleyne was the last man to embark
on a firtation with an unknown country
girl, but he was kind hearted in his way.

“Well, if you advise me to come I must
look in,”’ he sald. "Ah, your song now,
which is 112"

She pointed with her sunburnt hand to
her name, “Miss Janey Cunliffe.”

“Oh. so that i{s your song?”"’

“Yes, and one on the next page, 100.
you think ‘Jansy a name? 1
christened like that, I am sorry to say.”

“Wellt, it's uncommon,”” said Alleyne,
feebly, wishing to be civil. "And so you
work hard at music?”

When Alleyne was not obliged to be pres-
ent in the law courts, he was in the habit
of attending concerts, He had a thorough
knowledge of modern German and other
musie. and he felt sorry for himself when
he thought of the evening looming in store
for him in the Town Hall. Perhaps the
expression worn just then by his shrewd
face was not exactly cheerful.

1t will really be a very nice concert!"™
said Janey, earnestly clasping her brown
litle hands together. "“Do I work hard?
No, not very. But It is exciting, isa't it,
to see one's name actually in print? That
is the first time | have seen mine. Don't
you think It rather fun?

Alleyne smiled and his face looked pleus-
ant mow, “Well. I suppose it would seon
pall on you.”

Alleyne,
and I've

seen that,” said
“Yes, by Jove,
I remember.”’
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He thought of lightly smiling,
among the butterflies and the long grasses,
Then, for no reason whatever; except that
the hall was oppressively hot, he sighed.

Miss Cunliffe stepped off the platform,
her hand being held by the fat young man
with the broad face. It was his turn now,
apparently—Allevne the
gramme, and observed that his name was
Mr. Wiillam Van Ryn. A lady who sat
near the window smiled, nodded, and
stamped on floor with large feet shod
in white satin. The performer bowed
graciously, and he had the unmistakable
air of the popular favorite did so.
His patriotic stave grected with loud

“l.et us we loved e¢ach other
-

sure that she had never

us sit down

the daisied grass,
the swal-

glanced at pro-
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shouts and encores.

“A grand, noble
the lady of the white
“Yes, and plenty of it,”
gentleman. *Is he a native
**What, you don't know
Ryn? Our banker's son! Why, the family
have been here since—since—-when was 1t
that dreadful Spanish duke persecuted the
poor Dutch?"
“Ah! Since

That's very interesting.”

“And their house, Willy Van Ryn's fath-
er's hous« Yhy! it's gquite a sight for Lhe
neighborhood, is St. Mildred's! Such carv-
ing and chimney places! 1 mys=elf don’t
lHke such gloomy old things, but no doubt
it's a curiosity!” The gasped and
gazed at the platform again.

Meanwhile Mr. Van Ryn descended with
Leavy steps from the dais, and Alleyne
watched him making his way to the =sile
of the hall where Miss Cunliffe was sitting.
Then, with a self-satisfled expression, this
descendant of the Duteh refugees sat down
by the young girl. Walter Alleyne glanced
at his programme. *“Shall 1 wait for her
cther song?"’ he asked himself. The room
was stifling and the singer of the “Mighty
Boar'" was to perform again. Alleyne
looked at the starlit sky, hesitated, rose,
and went out into the sweet freshness of
ihe July night.
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of the town?"
yvoung Mr. Van

voice,
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afternoon turned out as
any of the preceding
had spent in the old-
world town., At 5 o'clock he sauntered to-
ward the church, sat down beneath a yew
tree, and began to sketch the tower with
its triple tler of arches, Suddenly he heard
a voice addressing him from behind the
iron railings which inclosed the churchyvard.
He lifted his eyves and saw Miss Cunlifie,
looking very childlike and sweet in a dress
of dark blue cotton. She told him that she
had been to place some flowers on her
father's grave.

“You may as well show me all the inter-
esting features of the building now we are
here,” said’he. “And 1 must congratulate
you very much on your song of last night.”
“You liked it! I am glad! You knew it be-
fore, 1 daresay?"”’

“Yes, but I have never heard it sung =o
charmingly.” Alleyne's thoughts went back
to @ concert in a large London drawing-
room—a rooni with walls of red damask,
and filled with pretty women in striking
dresses,

“1 liked
said, half
wards the
him the
which the

The following
golden and sultry as
ones that Alleyne

better last night,"” he
they strolled to-
church porch. Janey showed
holes in the great oak door, from
bullets of Cromwell’'s troops had
been extracted. remarked that she
hers«lf had no svmpathy with the Parlia-
mentarians, but that young Mr. Van Ryn,
who was church warden, and here Miss
Cunliffe blushed brightly, was an ardent
admirer of Cromwell's. She pushed open
the door, and they entered the church, the
atmosphere :‘:lriking their faces like an
fey hand. Alleyne duly admired the worn
tiles, resembling sea-waves under their
feet, the half e¢ffaced brasses; the still
grandeur of the recumbent stone figures
in the side chapel; the delicate interlacing
and horse-shoe patitern of the carvings.
Janey took an Intelligent interest In all
these things, and it was pleasant to won-
der, In her sympathetic company, about
the dead knights and honest merchants
asleer there after their warfare and toil.
**That is an ancestress of the Van Ryns.™
Janey remarked, pointing to the kneeling
gtone figure of a woman with full skirts
and folded hands. .
“The young man has got just the same
square jaw and firmm expression, hasn't
he?™" sald Alleyne, looking sideways at
Japey. “I gather that he is very popular
here, from what a lady told me at the
concert?”
“O! yes, he's very much liked.” Janey
umed an alr of careless Indifference,
tmmcmthrommddodm
together.
“Let's walk round and look at the tombs,
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of red roofls
burning hotly upon them. A
pair of tiny warblers clung to an elder
bough and swung merrily up and down.
The air was very still and fragrant.

“This would he happy place for one's
last said Allevene. His hat was
raised a little off his forehead, and in the
brilliant light he looked rather old and
tired. They passed very slowly round to-
wards the of the church. Per-
haps they both wished, half unconsciously,
to prolong their walk in this peaceful cor-
ner under the shadow of the gray walls,
The girl grew graver and more silent, She
showed Alleyene a tomb with its strangely
carved device of skulls and an hour glass,
surrounded by the serpent with its tail in
its mouth which signifies eternity. By her
direction he carefully read an inscription
“commander of ships™” and **his careful
wife, zealous to Gad, and a tender mother”
—and then they left the old townsfolk to
their long =lumber beneath the grass where
the bees hummed, and went on together
towards the iron gateway.

Standing outside, very
red face glued to the bars, his prominent
eves fixed fiercely upon them, was Mr. Wil-
liam Van Ryn. In spite of a certain clum-
siness of gait, he was a magnificent speci-
men of humanity, and when he came and
stood beside Janey and her companion, the
two men afforded a curious contrast. Al-
leyene was rather under than over middle
height, pale, alert, with an intellectual
brow and shrewd, dark eyes. Van Ryn
thick-lipped, ponderous, with a highly col-
ored complexion and a stony gaze. He did
not appear to be in a good humor. Even
Allevene's honest appreciation of his idol
Cromwell failed to restore him to his usual
imperturbability. He was almost childlike
in his desire to get rid of this gentleman
from London, whose ease of manner and
an offense to Mr. Van
Ryn. Alleyene, secretly amused, walked
with the young banker and Miss Cunliffe
down several streets, His cordial admira-
tion of a beautiful old house which stood
away from the road behind a lawn did not
soften Mr. Van Ryn.

“Yes," he growled,
It’s a rum old place.

greens shone a glimmering

with the sun

g-.'lu. L il,“

other side

10 a

erect, his broad

well-cut clothes were

“that’'s my +father's.
But people do admire
it, no end, I belleve. A chap from London
cffered my governor three figures for one
chimney plece.” And he glared defiantly at
Mr. Alleyvne with his stony, round eyes.

When the latter had left them to return
to his hotel Mr. Van Ryn still walked by
Miss Cunliffe’'s side. He jerked his thumb
over his shoulder.

“86 vou know him, that wizened chap
from London. Well, I'll tell you who he is.
He's the celebrated lawyer mixed up, don't
vou know, in all those horrid cases—mur-
ders, divorces and so on! Yes, that's your
friend!"™

“I never read the papers, so it does not
mean much to me,”’ said Miss Cunliffe,
sharply.

“Should hope not! No lady would read
those things. I should be sorry myself—
1 know that—to have a finger in such! Why,
just think of that chap—there—he looks
gloomy and sallow enough, and no wonder,
getting murderers and most awful brutes
off scot free, just because he's got the
gift of the gab. Why, it's not work for a
gentleman, I say!”

Mr. Van Ryn had quickened his steps
and was more scarlet In the face than ever,
and was swinging his stick around and
around.

“Yes.” he continued, “it was Alleyne who
got off the famous murderer, somewhere
rear Slough, you know. And then there
was that brute of a woman—

“I don't in the least want to know about
her!™ Jupcy was evidently not in the besi
of tempers herself. She turned around
quickly a minute afterward and sald good-
bye to the young banker, who thereupon
ieft her with a fierce glare in his eyes, and
tramped back to St. Mildred's as if tralk-.
ing for a wager.

The next day it was by the old gateway
that Mr. Alleyne and Miss Cunliffe met
agaln. And on Sunday, although he did not
attend church, he managed to time tha
exact moment when the worshipers quitted
it. Young Van Ryn, being church warden,
had been detained by the vicar in the ves-
try, so the lawyer was able to escort the
young lady to her home. And when they
arrived there it seemed a pity to go in-
doors, o they strolled on together througn
the grass, admired & brown butterfly with
his wings set in red spots like a border
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of jewels, and llqtenml to the madly happy
geng of the larks rising ever higher and
higher above their heads.

To do Alleyne justice, he had never from
the first moment of his meeting with Janey
had the smallest intention of embarking on
a flirtation, either trivial or serious., Suach
a course would have been absolutely for-
eign to his nature. He would have argued
that in any case a busy man, no longer
young, with a successful career to look
back on and to anticipate, would be com-
mitting an absurd action if he wasted his
time or amused himself in trying to en-
gage the affections of an inexperienced
country girl. Moreover, in hi=s special case
there were other reasons why such a thing
would have been impossible to him. It was
understood by Alleyne's friends and by
Alleyne himself that when he married,
which would probably now be soon, there
was only woman to be thought of by
him. His intimacy of many Yyears past
with Mrs. Franklyn was a well-established
fact., That lady's acquaintances were most-
ly not the sort of people who would have
expected her to remain faithful to an ill-
tempered and paralyzed husband. The but-
ler at her house in Pont street would have
been extremely astonished if Mr. Alleyne
had not loocked in most dayve after his work
at the law courts. A few months ago all
that was left of Mr. Frankiyn had been
conveyed in solemn state to Kensal Green,
and Mrs. Franklyn, looking, as her friends
=sald, “'so well in black, with her lovely fair
hair,”” only recelved at present two or
three vigitors, including most often the
celebrated lawyer. Now that his future
marriage was practically settied, Allevne
would have found it difficult to define his
inmost feelings on the subject. He was
fond of Mrs. Franklyvn; above all he was
accustomed to her. She was clever, am-
bitlous and interested in his work, and,
as people sald, a delightful hostess, He
sometimes wag Inclined to feel impatience
when he noticed the undue stress that she
laid upon trifles connected with social life
and at her overeager craving to be fash-
jonable. She was conventional and never
romantic. But she was devated to him and
proud of him. He knew that he had every
reason to be satisfied.

That evening when he returned home
from his walk in the churchyard, he wrote

her a long and affectionate letter.

one

I11.

“I have come round to say good-bye,
Miss Cunliffe.”

She was sitting in the grass-field outside
the dcor, and she was reading.

“So July Is at an end,”” said Alleyne, *‘and
all my pleasant days here!”

He threw himself on the grass beside her,
“And 1 feel so much stronger, Miss Janey
—80 very fit and well, in fact, that I
mustn’'t be idle any more.”

“You are going back to London?"

“Yes—and abroad, I think, jater on—in
August.”

She looked away from him, at the waving
yvellow fields of barley beyond the green
one at their feet.

“You are reading poetry?” said Alleyne.

She noaded, and he took the book from
her. 8he had scored one stanza with a
pencil, and Walter Alieyne read it aloud.
“Things are given us once, and only once,

yet may we keep them ours,
If, like this day, we take them out of time,
And make them portions of the constant
peace,
Which is the shadow of Eternity."

“Lovely lnes,” sald he, “but you are
much too Yyoung quite to wunderstand
them?"'

“Am 1?7 I don’t think so0.”

Alleyne, with his amest’'s eve. looked
keenly at her. he wanted somehow to re-
member her always just as she was then.
She wore her little froek of dark blue cot-
ton, softened by a broad white collar. A
shadow fell from her hat over her eyes
and forehead. Her face, fair, and yet sun-
burnr, was graver than he had ever seen it.
Her mouth—she had very red lips—twitch-
ed a little, and she moved her hand hur-
riedly over it, as if to hide its expression.

Alleyne was surprised at the sadness
which came over him, a long regret for the
dying summer, an unshed tear, perhaps,
for tla grim destiny that wills tlst
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good-byve,”” he sald !n his kind voice,
its rather sharp metallle tones.

She looked straight into his face.

“Thank you!

“I don't know. Well, I must hope so.
Thank vou for all yvour kindness to me.”

He noticed how very cold her hand was
as he held it for a moment.

When he was gone she remained sitting,
looking up at the infinite sky, watching a
lark hovering. Mr. Van Ryn came slowly
towards her through the waving grass.
He sat down beslde her, and his broad red
face wore a constrained, painful expres-
sion.

“Janey,”" he =aid,
words, at saying

“'m as clumsy at
what I truly mean, as
most fellows. But I do love you! That's
about enough, after all, I suppose, Isn't it?
Will you marry me, Janey?”

His face looked even more crimson,
much sadder when he left her an hour
later. He had not shown nearly as much
pluck as had distinguished his Dutch an-
cestors.,

IV.

Two whole Julys and the greater part of
another had gone since Walter Alleyne
had spent his holiday In a sleeply town of
red roofs and historical memories. He
had been married a year. Twelve months
of work, success and prosperity had passed
by, leaving the lines a shade deeper in his
rage. and quenching yet a littie more his

and ajmless hospitalities which his wite
appeared to appreciate as much as ever.
They were sitting at the breakfast table,
he and she—Alleyne was looking through
the Times, and his wife was rercading her
notes and cards of invitation.

1 must say, Walter, it was rather cool of
the Moyle-Mudfords to ask us to such a
dinner as that one last night.”

“Was 1t? I didn't see much wrong with
it. The gqualls were unusually fat, 1 re-
member.”

“My dear old boy! Remember the two
men 1 sat by! That perfectly impossible Mr.
Sopwith, for one! But both were assom-
mant!”

Walter Alleyne glanced at the first sheet
of the paper and his hand shook suddenly.
The name *“Van Ryn" had caught his eye,
In the list of marriages, the public were In-
formed that on the 17th of July Willlam
Van Ryn, jr., of S8t Mildred's House * * *
had taken to wife Janey, the only daughter
ef the late John Cunliffe, Esq. Mr. Alleyne
angrily crumpel up the sheet in his thin,
nervous hands. He experienced a feeling of
intense dislike towards that bridegroom,
with his coarse g.od looks, his wvacant,
prominent eyes. And meanwhlile the cheer-
ful flow of his wife's chatter went on,

“Walter, dearest, you look very tired. 1
shall be thankful when that odlous case is
over. 1 wish you might get back a little
earlier this evening; you won't enjoy the
opera a bit otherwise. And both Monsieur
Jean and Edouard are singing to-night.”

Ah, it was on this very same day in July
} that he had once on a time attended a con-
cert in a hot town hall, and what a weary
age ago it seemed.

“Let us forget we loved each other
much.” ®* ® * How fresh her voice was,
such s childlike, glad voice! Mr. Alleyne
looked across at his wife. Her dress of
ltlac cambric was an ideal eombination of
smartness and simplicity. The butler had
forgotten to pull down the blinds as ow as
he usualy did at breakfast. Walter could
net help observing that there were a good
many gray hairs under the fair curls on her
head. Her skin looked withered in this un-
flattering white light.

He rose and walked slowly toward the
door. '

“I think ] shall start early and walk
down the embankment this morning,”
said he.

“Oh, 1 daresay the alr will freshen you
up. Aul Walter, the duchess has asked
us to her music! I expect it will be very
small! How sweet of her, isn't 17"

He nodded kindly, and went out into the
street with & curious smile on his face, but
he did not look really amused. As he
strulled along the riverside he thought of
other July breezes, hot and fragrant, bring-
ing scents of lime blossoms and mignonette
from behind a wall. Of long grass, 1uli of
butterfiles with blue and white paiated

wings—of larks singing. Which is really
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to weep mr" Those spent in this restlcas
f<ver of living, where the aims are grealer,
the prizes glitter, and the crowd applauds;
or the rarer ones in which man draws very
near to the warm heart of Nature, when
the wild flowers and birds, and the whise
pering streams are his friends—when, of
the pleasures are simpler, the aches are
perhaps less poignant, where love itsell 8
something less complex, less full of smarts
irg., aimless regret? But throughout his
walk he could find no satisfactory answer

to the question.
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