
CHAPTER m.

about th.e brother-in-law and quite a
let aboot himself. But really, be says
hardly one word about Sibylla!" No-w-
it was, of course, about Sibylla that
Htm. Rayn-.cre bad wanted to bear.

Late afternoon found Grantley can-
tering over the downs toward Fair-
haven. Sibylla had been staying the
night there with a Mrs. Valentine, a
friend cf hers, and tv-as to return by
the omnibus which plied to and from
Miildean. Their plan was that he
should meet her and she should dis-
mount, leaving her Iu^^age to fre de-
livered. He loved his horse and had
seized the opportunity of slipping in
a ride. When she joined him h-t
would get eff and walk with her. As
he rode bow he v/as not in the cairn
mood which had dictated his letter.
Ke was excited and eagtr at the pros-
jxct of sieeting- Sibylla again; he was
exulting in the success of his love, in-
stead cf contemplating with satisfac-
tion th» orderly progression of his
life. But he had not, and he knew
h«> had not, quite the freedom from
self -consciousness which marks a
youthful passion. The eagemess was
there, but he wns not surprised, al-
though he waa gratified to find it
tiiert. His ardor was natural enough,
to need no nursing, yet Grantley was
inclined to caxess it- Ke Laughed aa
he let his horse stretch himself in a
?a.ilop; he was delighted and a trifie
amused to find his emotions so fresh;
none of tbe luxury, none of the pleas-
ure giving power had gone out of
then. Ke was stiil as good a lover
as i=v man.

He was wintering over the turf
thirty or forty yards from the roud
when tbe omnibus passed him. The
driver cried his nasne and pointed
back with his whip. Grantley 'saw
ifibyllaa long way behind. Ke touch-
ed his horse with the Bptxr and gal-
loped toward her. Now she stood stiil
waStfas (or him. He came up to her
at full speed. r*ined in and leaped off.
Holding his trial* and his hat in cm
hiLnd. with the other he took hers
and. bowinar over it, kissed it. His
¦whole approach was gallantly con-
ceived and carried cut.

"Ah. you
—

you come to me like Sir
Galahad!" murmured Sibylla.

-My dear. Sir Galahad: A banker
Sir Galahad!"

"Weil. .*obankers kirs tb« banis of
pauper? ?"

'"B^nk-rs of Iov« would kiss the
hards of iis millionaires."

"And ani Ia millionaire of love?"
Grantley let go her hand and joined

Ea t~r lau^h nt their little -bout of
conceits. She carried it on, but mer-
ri-y row, not in the almost painful
etrain of delight which had made her
Urst greeting sound half choiced.

"Haven't Igiven it ail to ycu
—

to a
tshcrLest banker, who'll never let me
fcave it bark?"

"We pay interest en large accounts,"
Grant!*?;.- reminded her.

"Ycu'Ii pay large, large interest t<?

Sh* laid her har.d on his arm and it
rested there «a they began to walic. the
?¦

-
-2 h :r5-r Rclio pacing- soberly beside

"All the larger if I've embezzled the
principal! That's always th<? way. you
know." He stopped suiienly. Iaugh-
:~Z, "It's c.uite safe!" and kiss^ti her.

He held her face a moment, looking
into the depths cf her dark «*yes. No^sr
be faigut to be amused at himself or
exes gratified. Ifhe was not a boy-
lover. :t ™-3< net because he advanced
w;:h :ess arilor. but that ne advanced
'.ri:h more knowledge: not because he
¦bandosed himself less, but that he
kr.^Tv to whit tbe self-abandonment

t2le walked aleng- with a free srriny
under her sh-:rt doth skirt; evidently
£ie could walk thus for many a mile
with do slackening and no fatigu*.
The v.-ird had caught her hair and
bis-" it iiora endsr. and round about.
-.' '- even uver th- £a.t cap of red that
she v.ere; fc-er eyes gazed and glowed
i-^d cr;ed icy tu him. There under tha
rr^aj^suo spread at sky, amid the ei-
tl-ariizior: of the 'alt-tasting- a:r. on the
preen swell «,f the land, by tbe gresn
lad blue and white cf the sea, she was
an intoxication. Grantiey breathed
quickly cs he walked withher hand on
bis wrist.

'"It's su new." she whispered in a
*oyrui apology. "I've never been in
love before. You have! Oh. cf course
you have: Idon't rnind that—not cow.
Iujetu Ca before

—
before you told me.

Iused to be very jealous. Icouldn't
be jealous now—except, of not being al-
iov.ed to love you eni_-c?h. M

"When I'm with you I've never been
ia love borers."

**I duc't believe you ever have
—

not
really. Idos'C believe you could

—
¦rttbettt me to h»?ip ycu!" the laughed
at her b<jast as she mad? it,drumming
her fingers lightly en hia arm; his
blood setrned to register each separate
teach with a beat for each. "When
we re marri-ri. 'irintley, you shall give
me a hers*, such a good horse, such a
fast bone

—
as good and as fast as dear

c'd Pwuilo-. And \sVii rid-
—

we'll ride
together— oh, eo far and so fast.
¦giant tne r/ird, right against it
breathlessly! We'll mark the setting
sun. aad we'll ride straight for it.
r.*v«r stepping, never turning. We'll
nde straight inter the gold, both of us
together. ar.d iet the gold swallow us
up:"

"A bizarre ending far a respectable
west-cad couple:**

**No entfTrgi Well do it every
day:" Sb<? turned to him suddenly,
¦aying: "Ride now. You mount

—
I'U

get up behind you.**
-What? You'li be horribly unccm-

f :rtabiel"
"XtBO'a thinking e£ comfcrt? Hollo

can carry us easily. Mount, Grantley,
mount! Don't go straight home. Ride
along tbe cliff. Come, mount, m'cunt:"

£he was not to be denied. When he
waj mounted, she set her feet lightly
on his and he helped her up.

"ily arm around /yc-ur waist!** she
cried. "Why. I'm splendid here! Gal-
lap. Grantley. gallop! Think seme-
body's pursuing and trying to take
r=.e away."

"Must pcor Rcllo drop down dead?"
"So. but well pretend be will!"
Now and then be cried something

back to her as they rede; but for the
most part he knew only her arm about
bin. the strands cf her hair brushing
e^ainst his cheek *s tbe wind played
with them, her chert quick breathing
behind him. The powerfur horse
teemed to join in the revel, so strong
and easy was his gait as he pulled
playfully a-d tesied bis bead. They
w«"« ai.^ne in tbe world, and the
•fc-crld was very simple

—
the perfect

CeiiS-ht'of tbe livingbody, the unhin-
dered union of «oul with soul

—
all na-

ture fostering. Inciting, applauding. It
¦was a great return to the earliest
things, and nothing lived save those.They rode more than Kingand Queen.they rode od ar.d goddess- tn theyouth of the world, descended fromHigh Olympus to take their pleasure
oa the earth. They rode far and fast
against the wind, against it breath-
lessly. They rode into the gold, and
tb» gold swallowed them nz>.Tbe blood was hot tn him and when
be beard her gasp "Stop!" he wouldpay no heed. He turned the horse's
bead toward home, but they went at a
gallop etilL He felt her head fall
against bis shoulder. Itrested there.
Her breath came quicker, faster, be
•earned to eee her bosom rising and
falling instress. But he did not stop.
Apain her voice came, strangled and
faint"

"
r*1*

"I cas't bear any more. Stop!

One more wild rush and he obeyed-
He was quivering ail over when they
csrae to a star. I. Her hold round him
jrrew loose; she was about to slip
down. He turned round in bis saddle
and caught her about the waist with
fc.Ii-am. He dre-sr her off tee horse

mi tell him you want him." she
said; and added In a whisper: "Good-
by. good-by. gocd-by!"

He walked his horse up ths hill,
leaking 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 luxurious contentment, and took a
cigarette from his case.

To her the afterooca had beea a

"No,Iwon't come to-night- Iwon't
see you again to-night- Iwant to
realize it. tx> think it all over."

"Is it so complicated as that?
You're looking very serious:^*

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

"Nov Idon't want to think it over.
Ireally want to live itover, 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 be must be dying for an argument.
and he's probably not on speaking
terms with Mrs. Mumple.

**

He gave her bis band; any warmer
fareseell there in the village street was
<;uite against his ways and notions.
He observed a questioning look in her
eyes, bat It did not occur to him that
she was rather surprised at his want-
ing Jeremy to come up after dinner.
She did not propose to spend any time
with Jeremy.

"Can we always b<? careering ov?r

the downs in the teeth of the wind.
riding into the gold. Sibylla?" he
asked her in affectionate mockery.

She looked up at him. answering
simply:

"Why not?"
He shook his head with a whimsical

imiie.
"Whatever else there i3, our hearts

can b« riding together still."
"And when we're old folks? Isn't it

only the young who can ride like
that?**

She steed silent for e moment or
two. Then she turned her eyes up to
bis in silence still, with the color shin-
Ing bright on her cheeks. She took
his hand and kissed it. Ke knew the
thought that his words had called into
h-r mind. He had made the girlthink
that, when they were old, the world
would not be; there would be young
hearts still to ride, young hearts *in
whom their hearts should be carried
stiil tn the glorious gallop, young
hearts which had drawn 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
laughed again when she said: "Bring
Jeremy?" She was confused at the
bint in his laughter, but she laughed
too. Then growing grave, she went
ca:

Graniiey laughed in sheer enjoyment

of her. Amusement rningied with hia
admiration. 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 owa
share in the proceedings. But who es-
pects a man. or need expect himself, to
be wise when he ts in love? Ifthere be
a chartered season *or sweet folly, it ir
there.

•

They came to the crest of th* hill
where the road dipped down to 1IUI-
dtan. and paused there.
• "What a wonderful afternoon it's
teen!" she sighed.

The enchantment cf it bung about
her stilL expressing itseif in the gleam
of her eyes and in her restlessness. .

"It's been a very delightful one," he
leaned down and whiskered to her.
"It's giveYi us sexnethins to look back
en always.**

"Yes, a great thins to look back on.
But even more to look forward to. It's
told us what life is going to be. Grant-
ley. And to think that lire used to mean
enly that:"

She waved her hand toward ilill-
dean.

It waa her «him. urged -with the
mc-ck impenousness of a petted slave,
that he should mount again, and she
walked fcy his horse. Thus they

trended iheir vray hunie through the
peace of the evening. She talked now
of how he bad first come into her life.
cf bow she had begun, to

—
She hesi-

tated, ending-. THow Ibe?an first
to feel you

—**
and of how, little

by little, the knowledge of the
feelinz had disclosed itseif. She
was \vcr:der*ully open and simple
very direct and unabashed; yet there
was nothing that eren his fastidious
and E3uch-teste«i taste found indelicate
or even forward. Inglad confidence she
tcld all, careless of keeping- any secrets
or any defenses against him. The seed
had iraickened in virgin soil, and ths
fiower had sprung up in a night—al-
rr.cst by magic, she seemed to fancy.
He listened tenderly and indulgently.
The name cf his emotion had burnt
down, but there was an afterglow
¦which made him delightfully content
with her. interested and delighted ia
her. still more thoroughly satisfied with
What he had done, even more glad that
she ¦a'as different fr-"m all the others
with whom he had been thrown. While
she displayed to him at once the joy
and the spontaneity of her abandon-
ment of her whole existence and self
to him. she made him surer of his wis-
dom in taking her and all she offered,
more convinced of the excellence of
this disposition of his life. She could
give him all he pictured as desirable

—
the stretches cf tranquillity, the mo-
menta of szrons feeling. She had it in
her to give both, and she Trould ail
she had to give. In return h* gave her
his love. No analysis seemed needful
there. He gav* her the love of his
heart and the shelter cf his arm; what
more be couid give her ths afternoon
had shown. But in the end it waa all
contained and summed up in a word

—
he g-ave his lave.

He swung himself off his horse, and
the ready smiie can;e to his face.

"I hope rou'll find tht necessity a
permanent one," be said.

!?he too laughe<i joyfully as she sub-
mitted to his kiss.

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

"God grant you're doing right!"
"I'm doin^ what Imust do, Grant-

ley." §

She showed him her face. Her eyes

were full of tears: there was a deep
glow en her cheeks, generally so pale.

She sprang to her feet and stood by
hia horse, looking up at him.
'Iangry? Y«-u rough? Ithas been

more than Iknew happiness could be.
Ihad" no idea joy could be like that,
no idea life had anything like that.
And you ask me ifIam angry and if
you tkere rough! You're opening life
to me, showily me why it is good, v.hy

Ihave it, why Iwant it, what I'm to
do with it. Yc-u're opening it all to
me. And all the beauties come out of
your "dear han«I. Grantley. Angry! I
know only that you're doing this for
me, only that Imust give you in re-
turn, in a poor return, all Ihave and
am and can be

—
must give you my

very, very self."

'"Yc-u're not angry with me?" he
said. "I wasn't rough to you? I
couldn't bear to stop at first."

and forward to bis side. He held her
thus with bis 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
covered her face with both bands, all
her body shaken with her gasps. He
rat on his horse for a moment, look-
ing at her. He drew a deep inspira-
tion, and brushed drops of sweat from
his trow. He was surprised to find
that there seemed now little win(J».
that the sCn was veiled in clouds, that
z. wagon passed along the road, that
a dog barked from a farmhouse, that
the old ordinary humdrum, world was
there.

He heard a short stiffed sob.

Jeremy was glad, but bjfs!t hfrrot!
compromised. When they west fa. fciJ
first concern waa to han!nh emotion
and relieve the tension. Mrs. Mamale'*
workbox gave a direction to bis fca-
pulae. if a young maa te Inclined, at
¦ome are. to assume a cynical aad
worldly attitude, he wCI do It xaea?
before women, and. of all women, oost
before these who know bins beat and
bav* known him frora bis tender aee.
since to them above aU tt .Is most
Important to mark the cbanx» which
has occurred. So Jeremy cot csly al-
lowed timseii to forget that «nsan
voice, and. turning back ta Mrs.
Muznple's story, ones ssore ta czsoac
It to aa t5tsrsr«jatio3 w

q^^a>xflfiCj

Itwas dark and cabody was tisrt,
Jeremy Missed her and co-shied sent
awkward words. They w«r» «souza.

-Now rn quit*happy. Itwas Jual
that Iwanted to bear It frcm you

too."

"Ob, Idaresay. But to e»? D«ar,
you know what it is to m«. Idoa't
wafct you to say much: Idon't c'aJ
your pretending. But just now. la th%
dark, when we're all alcne. whea no-
body can possibly, bear

—
and I»w«ar 1

won't tell a single bcuI
—

*:s-» ma and
tell m^ your heart's with me. bccacs«
we've beea true friends and coaradw.
haven't we?**

Jeremy bad asked no questions as to
the probable nattire <jt Court land's
folly (which was cot perii*.ps hard tt»
guess); but the thought of him mingled
with the ether recollections of the
evening, with Mrs. Munajie's story aa<i
the turn they had given to it. with
Grantley's anecdote about himself, and
with the idea of him whicli Jererti's
acute thoush. raw mind set itseU ta
grope after ar^ t«> reaiixa. The yocsg
man again, felt thai somehow bis
theories bad begun to be no ionxer
theories Ina vacuum of merely sseca-
litive thought: they had bescua ta m«et
people and to run up against facts.
The facts and the people nodoubt fitted
and Justified the theories, but to se«
bow that came about needed some con-
sideration. So far he had got He bad
not yet arrived at a modification of th«
theories, or even at an attitsds of
readiness to modify them, althouxa
that would have been an, cnimceach-
able position frcn a scienttfii; stand-
point.

The sight of Sibylla stasdinz at ths
gats cf their Uttie garden brought bis
thoughts back, to her. He remembered
that she bad promised to sit uo—aa
Irrational proceeding, as her inability

to give good ground for it had cieartr
proved; and it was nearly twelve^

—
a

very late hour for MHIdean
—

so well
bad Grantley's talk beguiled the tlme.
Sibylla herself seemed to feel tha need
cf excuse, for as scon as she caught
sight of fcsr brother ass cried cat to
him:

"I*simply couldn't go to bed! !*?•
bad such a day. Jeresf. and cxy

head's all full of if- And on the to9
of Itcame what poor Munanles tcld ca;
and

—
and yon can guess bow Csal

chimed la witn what Imust b« tiiax-
Ing." / '

Ue bad cone up to bsr. and ahm set
aer band inbl3.

"Dear old J-remy. what friends we*rt
been! We have loved ess another,

haven't we? Don't stoo Iarvfcx nit.

You don't say much, and ran cret«s4
to b« rather sccmful— just Ilka a boy;

and you try to make oat that It's all
rather a small and ordinary affair

"
"Isn't I'.T'

•

words for his b!g va«u» amaittaas. "Or
know!edge

—
and

—
and

"

"Fane?" smiled Grantley.
"K yea like," Jeremy admitted witi

siy sulkinesa.
"Itiltaka a long- tts* Oh. Iknow

you're not a marrying man; but «td.
a hundred a year——**

"Ican wait for what Iwant"
""Well. If you cTrar.ga your zzlzl* 1st

nie know."
"Y03 didn't let year father Icio-sr.-
Grantley Laughed. ,
"Oh. well, a week Isn't ten years.

nor even five."he reminded Jeremy.
"Aman <*«•" "wait fsr what he wants.

Hang it. even a wgrrnn can do tiiat:
Lock at Mumbles!"

Grantley asked explanations and
drew out ths story which Mrs. Mump'*
bad tcld earlier in the evening. Grant-
ley's fancy was cz^zgiit by it. and h«
pressed Jeremy fcr a full and accurate
rendering, obtaining a. clear -view ct
how Mrs. Mumple herself read tie case.

"Quit a romantic picture: Tee lady

and the lover, with tfce lady outsida
the castle and the lover inside— jest for
a change."

Jeremy had been moved by th» rtary.

but reluctantly and to his own shams.
Now he hesitated whether to Iaugtz cr
net. nature urging one way. bis pos*
(which he dignified wi:h the title cf
reason) suggesting the ether.

"A different view is pcssib!a to the
worldly mind." Grantley went en in
lazy amusement. "P-rhap* tie v^its
bored him. Mumples

—
ifI:nay presume

to call her thai
—

probably cried o*«r

him and 'carried en.' aa they »ay. E»
felt a foci before the warder, depend
upon It! Ani perhaps si:* didn't looit
ker best la tsars

—
they.generally don't.

Besides we see what Mumnles looks
like now. and even t»n years ago!

—
Well, as each three mon,th3. cr what-
ever the time may be. rolls*! rorzsd, less
cf the charm of youth would hang

about her. We shouldn't rugg?st any

cf t?**T to JimnpSes. but as philosophers
and men cf the world we're bound o
contemplate it ourselves. J-ereny."

He drank sons brandy end acda and
lit a fresh cisar. Jerenxx laughed ap-
plaTise- Here, doubtless, was the can
cf the world's view, the rational and
tssenttmental view to "whicS he was
a-row«d and committed. Deep ta &*
heart a sntall voice whispered that it
was a shams ta turn the light of this
dislllusicn-tl levity ca poor eld Mum-
pies* mighty sorrow and trustful love.

"And •when we're in love with thera
they can't do arythinsj wrong; and
'when we*v? stopped b?Sr In love, they

can't do anything right." Grantley
s'ghed humorously. "Oh, yes, til-re's
another Interpretation cf Mr. Mun-.ple's
remarkable conduct! You see. we know
be'a not by nature a patisnt naa or ha
wouldn't tav» committeii the Indiscre-
tion, that tr&u^ht him where i:e is.
Don't they have bars cr a grating*, or
something cef-va*n them at these pain-
ful Interviews? Possibly It was Just as
well for Mumple's sake, cow and tli<?n!"

Despite ths small vcice Jeremy
laughed racre. He braved its accusa-
tion ef treachery to Mumple. H» tried
to feel quits easy in bis mirth* to en-
Jcy the droll turning upside dawn cf th<*
pathetic U:tle story as p^asantly and
coolly as Grantley there en hi3 cccci.
with hia cisar and b:3 trandy and scda.
Fcr Grantley's respective smile was en-
tirely devoid of any s»Lf-«;ae3ticnir:ar or
of any sess« of treachery to asybc«ly or
to anythlag with, claims to reverence or
loyalty. Ir was fcr Jersmy. however,

the first time fce had been asked to turn
bis theories on to one he loved and to
try how his scse wcrksd where a mat-
ter came near bl3 heart. His mirth did
not achieve spontaneity. Bap It was
Grantley who sai<i a: last wttbta yawn:

"It's a shares to make fun out cf tha
poor old soul: but the !d»a was irre-
sistible, wasn't It.Jeremy?"

And Jersrr.y Iccs^ed asain.
Jeremy sal.l gocd-night and went

down the till,leaving Grantley to read
the letters which the evening pest had
brought hira. There bad been oaVfrora
Torn Courtiand- GrantXay hae! opet:*cl
and glanced at that before bis freest
went away. There were new truu'-'**.
It appeared. The Lady Harriet had nut
given her husband a cordial or even a
civil welcome; and the letter tinte'l
that Ccurtiand bad stood a3 much as h«
could bear and that some thing, eves
though it were something dssperata.
must be done- "A man must find sorn*

peace and scrse pleasure in bis life."
was the sentence Grantley chose to

read out as a sample of the letter: and
ha had addeC: "Poor old Tom! I'm
afraid he's goin^ to _sa«Cr? a foci of
himself."

For a girl of ardent temper and
vivid imagination, strung to her high-
est pitch by a wonderful fairy ride
and the still strange emDrace of her
lever, It may fairly be reckoned a
trial to listen to a detailed comparison
of the hero of her fancy with another
individual, who has been sentenced to
twenty years' penal servitude for at-
tempted murder! Concede circum-
stances extenuating the crime as am-
ply as you please (and my Lord In
scarlet on the bench had not encour-
aged the jury to concede any), the
comparison is one that gives small
pleasure unless such as lies in an op-
portunity for the exercise of Christian
patience. This particular virtue Jer-
emy Chiddinsfold suspected of priest-
ly origin; neither was at the strongest
point in his sister's spiritual panoply.
He regarded Sibylla's illrepressed ir-
ritation and irrepressible editing
with a smile of malicious humor!

"You mi?ht almost as well come up
to Imason's," he whiskered.

"She cn.n't go on much longer!"
moaned Sibylla.

But she could. For long years

starved of fruition, her love reveled
luxuriantlyin retrospect and tenderly
in prospect, and she was always good

The Worldly Mind.

"No, not always, dears
—

Is that your

foot on my table? ;Take itoff this in-
stant. Jeremy!"

"Quite a few thousand years ago
there was no difference between a foot
and a hand, Humpies. You needn't be
•o fussy about It."

Sibylla got up and walked to the
window. From It the lights in Grant-
ley's dining-room, were visible.

»'I haven't seen him for ten years,"
Mrs. JIumple went on; "anoT you've
known that, my dears, though you've
said, nothing—no, net when you'd have
liked to have something to throw at
me. But 1never told you why.''

Sibylla left the window and came be-
hind Mrs. Mumple, letting her hand
rest c-n the fat shoulder.
¦ "He broke out at me once, and said
he couldn't bear it if.Icame to see
him. It upset him so, and the time
wouldn't pas3 by. and he got thinking-
how long the time was and what itall
meant- Oh, Ican't tell you all he said
bef or« h« tu itopp«d by tha

—
the xsan

ed to smile. "But there was more than
that. Ihad tact."

"Oh, come now, Mumples! You had
tact? You? I'm

—well, I'm
"

"I had tact, Jeremy." She spoke
with overpowering solidity. "I was
there when he wanted me, and when
he didn't want me Iwasn't there,
Sibylla."
¦ "Didn't be always want you?"
Brother and sister put the question
simultaneously, but with a quite dif-
ferent intention.

wonder-working revelation; to him it
seemed an extremely delightful epi-
sode.

"Improved your temper?"
"No, stayed away."
"No, yon couldn't. Ton never let a

fellow alone, even when he's got tooth-
ache."

"Have you got Itnow?" cried Sibylla,

darting toward him.
'

"Keep off! Keep off!Ihaven't rot It.
and ifIbad Ishouldn't want to be
kissed."

Sibylla broke Into a laagh. Jeremy

relit his pipe with a secret smile.
"But Ido call It fine of MumDles."
"Go and tell her you've never dona

her justice, and cry." he suggested.

"I'm going up to Imason's now. so you

can have it all to yourselves."
"I don't want to cry to-night."

Sibylla objected, with a plain hint cf
mysterious causes for triumph.

Jeremy picked up his cap. showing a
studious disregard of any such indi-
cations.

"You're going up the hill now 7 I
shall sit up for you."

"You'll sit up for me?"
"Yes. Besides. Idon't feel at all

sleepy to-night."
"Ishall when Icome back."
"Ishan't want to talk."
"Then what will you want? Why are

you going to sit up?"
"I've*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 ui>
bis mind to go to London as soon as
he could. A man met men there.

No air of emotion, no atmosphere ef
overstrained sentiment, htraj. «v*a tor

Grantley looked at bins, smiling.
'
"Idon't rough itunless I'm obllged.

ButIcan rough It. Ionce lived for a
week on sixpence a day- Ibad a row
with my Governor. He wanted me to
give up

— Well, never mind details.
It's enough to observe. Jeremy, that
be was quite right and Iwas quite
wrong. Iknow that now, and Irather
fancy Iknew ii then. However, his
way of putting it offended me. and I
flung myself out cf the house with
three-and-six in my pocket. Like the
man in Scripture. Icouldn't work and
Iwouldn't beg. andIwouldn'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.
Imet ths dear old man en the way. I
suppose Ilooked a scarecrow; anyhow

fce was broken u? about it. and killed
the fatted calf— killed it for an unre-
pentant prodigal. And Icould do that
again, though Imay live in a boudoir."

Jeremy rubbed his hand* \ alowly
against one another

—
a movement com-

non withhim when he was thinking.
"Idon't te!l you that to illustrate my

high moral character
—

as Itar. Iwas
all in the wrong

—
bat Justjto show you

that, given tire motive
"

"Wbift was the motive?"
"Prid«, obstinacy, conceit

—
anything

you like of that kind." smiled Grantley.
"I'd told the fellows about my row.

.and they'd said Ishould have to
knuckle down. 3o Imad- up mymind
Iwouldn't."
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who was there. Eo lprcrnisea'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 word has
never corns to me, and I've neve?
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, you?" whispered
Sibylla.

Mrs. Mumple looked 'up at her, but
made no answer. Jeremy flung down
his book with an impatient air; he re-
sented the approaches of emotion

—
es-

pecially in himself.
"He'll be old when he comes out

—
comes back

—
cid and broken; they

break quickly there. He won't . so
much mind my being old and stout,
and he won't think so much of th«
time whenIwas young and he couldn't
be with me; and he.11 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!** be said. "It's only because

you can't sit on us quite so much. now.
It's not moral improvement; It's sim-
ply impotence. Mumples." .

Mrs. Mumple had risen In the midst
of eulogizing the Improvement of her
temper, and now passed by Jeremy,
patting his unwillingcheek. She went
out. and the next moment was heard in
vigorous altercation withtheir servant
as to the defects of certain exes.
"Icouldn't have done that." eald

Sibylla.
"

"Bosh!" ejaculated Jeremy curtly.
"He liked ;them good-looking, to

start with," she went on; "and Iwas
good-looking." Jeremy had heard thl3
so cften that he no longer felt teznpt-

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. Mumole
had finished her parallel, with its list
of ideal virtues, and now left Grant-
ley out of the question.

"Why wasn't he the husband for
every woman, Mumples?** Inquired
Jeremy aa he lithis plpe.

t
"They're all

just alike, you know."
-You wait, Jeremy!"

She revolved slowly and pon-
derously toward him.

"Thank heaven he ffot the right
sort. Mumplea."

"He did," said Mrs. MumDlas. em-
phatically, "an-d he knew it

—
and

he'll know it araln .when "he cornea
back, and that's only, three yean*
now." """»

at goingr on and at ffoin^ on along: th^
same lines. Mrs. llumple's loving- au-
ditors had heard the tale of Luke's
virtues many times during' the period
of his absence (that was the term eu-
phemistically employed). The ashes
of their interest suddenly flickered up
at the hint of a qualification which
Mrs./ Muznple unexpectedly intro-
duced.

"He wasn't the husband for every
woman," she said thoughtfully.

"Thank heave nt" muttered Jeremy,
glad to escape the superhuman.

"Eh. Jeremy?"

"Ob, Fve got enough to live en. Si-
bylla's all right now, and I*ve gat a
hundred a year. And Ido t popular
scientific article now and thea

—
I've

bad one or two accepted. Beastly rot
they have to be. though."

Gxantley suggested tha alternative
plan. Jeremy would havs none of It.
He turned Grantley*s story against
him.

**lfyen could live en sixpence a day
out of pride. Ican live oa what I've
cot for the sake of—ci—

**
Ed so*jit

"Oh. I'm all right:" declared Jeremy.
-Pve got my London B- A. (Itdidn't
run to Cambridge, yorf know), and Tux
pegging away." A touch oi boyish
pempousness crept In. "Ihaven't set-
tled precisely what line of study Ishall
devote myself to, but IIntend to taka
up and pursue some branch of original
research."

Grantiey*s mfn<» had bees set on
pleasing Sibylla by smoothing her
brother's path. Hia business Intarest
would enable him to procurs a good
opening for Jeremy

—
an opening which

would lead to comfort. Ifnot to wealth.
Ina short time, proper advantage being
taken ci It.

-Original research?" Hs trailed In-
dulgently. "There's not xn3ch money
In that."

-Because of what they'd say?"
-Don't be inquisitorial. Jeremy. The

case is.Irepeat, not given as an ex-
ample of morality, but aa an exampls
of me

—
quite different thing3. How-

ever, Idon't waat to talk abotxt my-
self to-night; Iwant to tali about yea.
"What are you going to do> with your-
self?"

Jeremy's critical eye. round Grantley
Imason's luxurious table and establish-
ment. They suggested rather the Ideal
of comfort lovingly pursued, a comfort
which lay not In g-orgeocsness or In
mere expenditure, but in the delicate
adjustment of means to ends and a
careful exclusion of anything likelyto
disturb a dexterously achieved
equipoise. Though Jeremy admired the
absence of emotion, his rough vigorous
nature was challenged at another point.
Ke felt a touch of scorn that a man
should take so much trouble to be com-
fortable, and should regard the
achievement of his object 'as so meri-
torious a feat- Invarious ways every-
thing', from the gymnastic aocaratus in
the hall to the leg-rest in front of the
study fire, sought and subserved tha
ease and pleasure of the owner. That.
no doubt, is what a house should b«

—
just as a. man should be well dressed.
It13 possible, however, to be too much
of a dandy. Jeremy- found an accusa-
tion of •unxnanliness making its way

into his mind; he had to banish Itby
recalling that, though his host might
be fond of elegant Lounging, he was a
keen sportsman, too. and handled hi3
gun and sat his horse with ecual
mastery. These virtues appealed to the
English public school boy and to the
amateur of Primitive Man alike, and
saved Grantley from, condemnation.
Bat .Jeremy's feelings escaped In -an
exclamation:

—By Jove, you are snug here!"
T don't pretend to be an ascetic"

laughed Grantley, as he stretched hia
legs out on the I$g:rest.

"Evidently."'


