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FAITH AND UNFAITH.




CHAPTER 1.

"A heap of dust alone remains of thee:
"Tis all thou art, and all the proud shall be!"—PopE.

In an upper chamber, through the closed blinds of which the sun is vainly
striving to enter, Reginald Branscombe, fifth Earl of Sartoris, lies dead. The
sheet is reverently drawn across the motionless limbs; the once restless, now
quiet, face is hidden; all around is wrapt in solemn unutterable silence,—the
silence that belongs to death alone!

A sense of oppressive calm is upon everything,—a feeling of loneliness, vague
and shadowy. The clock has ticked its last an hour ago, and now stands useless
in its place. The world without moves on unheeding; the world within knows
time no more! Death reigns triumphant! Life sinks into insignificance!

Once, a little flickering golden ray, born of the hot sun outside, flashes in
through some unknown chink, and casts itself gleefully upon the fair white linen
of the bed. It trembles vivaciously now here, now there, in uncontrollable
joyousness, as though seeking in its gayety to mock the grandeur of the King of
Terrors! At least so it seems to the sole watcher in the lonely chamber, as with an
impatient sigh he raises his head, and, going over to the window, draws the
curtains still closer to shut out the obnoxious light; after which he comes back to
where he has been standing, gazing down upon, and thinking of, the dead.

He is an old man, tall and gaunt, with kind but passionate eyes, and a mouth
expressive of impatience. His hands—withered but still sinewy—are clasped
behind his back; every feature in his face is full of sad and anxious thought.

What changes the passing of a few short hours have wrought—so he muses.
Yesterday the man now chilled and silent for evermore was as full of animation
as he—his brother—who to-day stands so sorrowfully beside his corpse. His
blood had run as freely in his veins, his pulses throbbed as evenly, his very voice
had been sounding strong and clear and hearty, when Death, remorseless,
claimed him for his own.

Poor Reginald! Had he known of the fell disease that had nestled so long within
his heart?—or had no symptoms ever shown themselves to give him kindly
warning? Certainly no hint of it had ever passed his lips, even to those most near



and dear to him. He had lived apparently free from care or painful forebodings
of any kind,—a good and useful life too, leaving nothing for those behind (who
loved him) to regret. Indeed, of late he had appeared even gayer, happier, than
before; and now—

It seems such a little time ago since they both were lads together. A tiny space
taken from the great eternity, when all is told. How well the living man
remembers at this moment many a boyish freak and light-hearted jest, many a
kindness shown and gift bestowed by the dead, that until now had wellnigh been
forgotten!

He thinks of the good old college days, when they worked little, and fought hard,
and trained their fresh young limbs to mighty deeds, and walked, and rode, and
held their own with the best, and showed open defiance of dons and deans and
proctors; he lingers, too, on the day still farther on, when Reginald, having
attained to his kingdom, lavished with no meagre hand upon his more
extravagant brother the money so sorely needed.

Now Reginald is gone, and he, Arthur, reigns in his stead, and Alas! alas!

poor Reggy!—Poor, dear old fellow!

He rouses himself with an effort, and, going very softly to a small door that
opens from the apartment, beckons gently to somebody beyond.

An old woman, dressed in deepest mourning, and of the housekeeper type,
answers his summons, her eyes red with excessive weeping.

"I am going now," Lord Sartoris whispers to her in a low tone. "I have finished
everything. You will remain here until my return."

"Yes, Mr. Arthur,—yes, my Lord," she answers, nervously; and then, as she
gives the old title for the first time to the man before her, she bursts out crying
afresh, yet silently, in a subdued fashion, as though ashamed of her emotion.

Sartoris pats her shoulder kindly, and then with a sigh turns away, and passes
from the room with bent head and hands still clasped behind him, as has become
a habit with him of late years.

Down the stairs and along the hall he goes, until, reaching a door at the lower
end, he pauses before it, and, opening it, enters a room, half library, half boudoir,
furnished in a somewhat rococo style.



It is a room curiously built, being a complete oval, with two French windows
opening to the ground, and a glass door between them—partly stained—that
leads to the parterre outside. It is filled with medieval furniture,
uncompromising and as strictly uncomfortable as should be, and has its walls
(above the wooden dado) covered with a high-art paper, on which impossible
storks, and unearthly birds of all descriptions, are depicted as rising out of blue-
green rushes.

This room is known as "my lady's chamber,"—having ever been the exclusive
property of the mistress of the house, until Mrs. Dorian Branscombe, in default
of any other mistress, had made her own of it during her frequent visits to Hythe,
and had refurnished it to suit her own tastes, which were slightly Asthetic.

Now, she too is dead and gone, and the room, though never entirely closed or
suffered to sink into disrepair, is seldom used by any of the household.

As Lord Sartoris goes in, a young man, who has been standing at one of the
windows, turns and comes quickly to meet him. He is of good height, and is
finely formed, with brown hair cut closely to his head, a brown moustache, and
deep-blue eyes. His whole appearance is perhaps more pleasing and aristocratic
than strictly handsome, his mouth being too large and his nose too pronounced
for any particular style of beauty.

Yet it is his eyes—perfect as they are in shape and color—that betray the chief
faults of his disposition. He is too easy-going, too thoughtless of consequences,
too much given to letting things go,—without consideration or fear of what the
end may bring; too full of life and spirits to-day, to dream of a sadder morrow;—
so happy in the present that the future troubles him not at all.

"How ill you look!" he says, anxiously, addressing his uncle. "My dear Arthur,
you have been overdoing it. You should not have remained so long in that room
alone."

"Well, it is all over now," Sartoris says, wearily, sinking into a chair near him. "I
was glad to finish it once for all. Those private papers he kept in his own room
should be examined sooner or later; and now my task is at an end I feel more
contented."

""Was there anything beyond?——"

"Very little. Just one letter sealed and directed to me. It contained a desire that



poor Maud's letters should be buried with him. I found them in a drawer by
themselves neatly tied with pale-blue ribbon,—her favorite color,—and with
them an old likeness of her, faded almost white."

"For how long he remembered her!" says the young man, in a tone of slow
astonishment.

"Too long for our present day," returns his uncle, absently. Then there is silence
for a moment or two, broken only by the chatter of the birds in the sunlit garden
outside. Presently Sartoris speaks again. "Where is Horace?" he asks,
indifferently.

"He was here, half an hour ago, with Clarissa. She came over when she heard of
our sad news. They went out together,—to the stables, I think. Shall T find
him for you?"

"No, I do not want him," says Sartoris, a little impatiently. "How strange no one
told me of Clarissa's coming! And why did you not go with her to the stables,
Dorian? Surely you know more about horses than he does."

About twenty years before my story opens, Dorian, fourth Lord Sartoris, died,
leaving behind him three sons,—Reginald (who now, too, has passed into the
land of shadows), Arthur, the present earl, and Dorian, the younger.

This Dorian alone, of all the brothers, had married. But his wife (who was
notable for nothing beyond her deceitful temper and beautiful face, being as
false as she was fair) having died too, in giving birth to her second child Horace,
and her husband having followed her to the grave about three years later, the
care of the children developed upon their uncle Reginald, who had been
appointed guardian.

But Reginald—being a somewhat careless man in many respects, and little given
to children—took small heed of them, and, beyond providing masters for them at
first, and later on sending them to school and college, and giving them choice of
professions, had left them very much to their own devices.

True, when college debts accumulated, and pressing bills from long-suffering
tradespeople came pouring in, he would rouse himself sufficiently to remonstrate



with them in a feeble fashion, and, having received promises of amendment from
both boys, he would pay their bills, make each a handsome present (as
atonement for the mild scolding), and, having thus dropped a sop to Cerberus,—
or conscience,—would dismiss money matters, nephews, and all from his
thoughts.

So the children grew, from youth to boyhood, from boyhood to early manhood,
with no one to whom to appeal for sympathy, with no woman's voice to teach
them right from wrong,—with few hardships, fewer troubles, and no affections.

Arthur Branscombe, indeed, who had come back from India six months after his
father's death, and had stayed at Hythe for two interminable years (as they
seemed to him), had during that time so worked himself into the heart of the
eldest boy Dorian, and had so far taken him into his own in return, that long
years had failed to efface the fondness of either. Indeed, now that he has returned
from abroad (only, as fate has willed it, to take his brother's place), he finds the
love he had grafted in the child still warm in the heart of the man.

Horace, the younger, had chosen his profession, and gone in heavily for law. But
Dorian, who inherited two thousand a year from his father, and a charming
residence,—situated about three miles from Hythe, and two from the pretty
village of Pullingham,—had elected to try his hand at farming, and was at first
honestly believed in by confiding tenants, who discussed him as a being up to
his eyes in agricultural lore and literally steeped in new and improved projects
for the cultivation of land.

But time undeceived these good souls. And now, though they love him better,
they believe in him not at all. To adore one's horses, and to be a perfect slave to
one's dogs, is one thing; to find a tender interest in the price of guano, and a
growing admiration for prize pigs, is quite another. When Dorian had tried it for
six months, he acknowledged, reluctantly, that to him mangels were an
abomination, and over-fed cattle a wearying of the flesh!

Every now and then, indeed, he tells himself that he must "look about him," as
he calls it, and, smothering a sigh, starts for a quick walk across his land, and
looks at a field or two, or into the nearest paddock, and asks his steward how
things are going on, and if all is as satisfactory now as in the old days when his
father held the reins of government, and, having listened absently to comfortable
answers and cheerful predictions for the future, strolls away again, thoroughly
content, not caring to investigate matters further.



He is fond of London life, and spends a good deal of his time there; is courted
and petted and made much of by enterprising dowagers with marriageable
daughters, as a young man charming, well bred, altogether chic, and undoubted
heir to an earldom; for of Arthur Sartoris's ever marrying, now he has so long
passed the prime of life, no one ever dreams.

He knows all the best people in town, and puts in a good time when there; is a
fair hand at whist, and can beat most men at billiards; will now and then put
money on a favorite for the Oaks or the Grand National, but cannot be said to
regard gambling as an amusement. He is extravagant in many ways, but
thoroughly unselfish and kind-hearted, and generous to a fault. He is much
affected by women, and adored by children, who instinctively accept him as a
true friend.

Horace, both in face and in figure, is strangely like his brother,—in character
very different. He is tall and well built, with eyes large, dark, and liquid, but
rather too closely set to be pleasing. His mouth is firm and somewhat hard, his
smile soft, but uncertain. He is always charming to women, being outwardly
blind to their caprices and an admirer of their follies, and is therefore an
immense favorite with a certain class of them, whose minds are subservient to
their bodies. Yet to every rule there is an exception. And by women good and
true, and loyal, Horace has been, and is, well beloved.

As Lord Sartoris and Dorian cross the hall, they meet Horace, and a pretty girl—
tall, slender, and graceful-—coming towards them. She appears sad, and slightly
distressed, but scarcely unnerved: there is a suspicion of tears about her large
gray eyes. Her gown, of violet velvet (for, though they are in the merry month of
May, the days are still cold and fretful), sits closely to her perfect figure; a
Langtry bonnet, to match her dress, covers her head and suits admirably her oval
face and Grecian nose and soft peach-like complexion.

Going up, with impulsive grace, to Lord Sartoris, she lays both her ungloved
hands upon his shoulders, and presses her lips with tender sympathy to his
cheek.

"How sad it all is!" she says, with a little break in her voice. "How can I tell you
all T feel for you? If you had only had the faintest warning! But it was all so



sudden, so dreadful."

"What a kind child you are, Cissy!" says Sartoris, gently; "and to come to us so
soon, that was so good of you."

"Was it?" says Clarissa, quickly. "That is what has been troubling me. We only
heard the terrible news this morning, and papa said it would be intrusive to call
so early; but [—I could not keep away."

"Your presence in this gloomy house is an undeniable comfort," says Sartoris,
sadly. "I am glad you understood us well enough to know that. It is my greatest
wish that you should regard us all with affection.”

He glances from her to Dorian, as he speaks, with anxious meaning. But Dorian's
gaze is fixed thoughtfully upon the stained-glass window that is flinging its
crimson and purple rays upon the opposite wall, and has obviously been deaf to
all that has been passing. As for Clarissa, she has turned, and is looking into
Horace's dark eyes.

Sartoris, catching the glance, drops Miss Peyton's hand with a sigh. She notices
the half-petulant action, and compresses her lips slightly.

"Now I have seen you, I shall feel better," she says, sweetly. "And—I think I
must be going."

"Will you desert us so soon?" says Sartoris, reproachfully. "At least stay to
luncheon ." He pauses, and sighs profoundly. Just now the idea that the
routine of daily life must be carried on whether our beloved lie dead upon their
couches or stand living in our path, is hateful to him.

"I hardly like," says Clarissa, nervously; "I fear "

Dorian, rousing himself from his thoughts, comes back to the present moment.

"Oh, stay, Clarissa," he says, hurriedly. "You really must, you know. You cannot
imagine what a relief you are to us: you help us to bear our gloomy memories.
Besides, Arthur has tasted nothing for hours, and your being here may tempt
him, perhaps, to eat."

"If I can be of any use ," says Clarissa, kindly. Whereupon Sartoris gives her
his arm, and they all adjourn to the dining-room.

It is a large, old-fashioned, stately apartment, oak-panelled, with large mullioned



windows, and a massive marble chimney-piece that reaches high as a man's
head. A pleasant, sociable room at ordinary times, but now impregnated with the
vague gloom that hangs over all the house and seeks even here to check the
gaudy brightness of the sun that, rushing in, tries to illuminate it.

At the sideboard stands Simon Gale, the butler and oldest domestic of Hythe,
who has lived with the dead lord as man and boy, and now regrets him with a
grief more strongly resembling the sorrowing of one for a friend than for a
master.

With downcast eyes and bowed head he stands, thinking sadly how much too old
he is for new cares and fresh faces. Reginald had been all the world to him: the
new man is as nothing. Counting friendships as of little worth unless years have
gone to prove their depth and sincerity, he feels no leaning towards the present
possessor,—knows him too short a time to like or dislike, to praise or blame.

Now, as his eyes wander down the long table, to where he can see the empty
chair of him who rests with such unearthly tranquillity in the silent chamber
above, the thought of how soon a comparative stranger will fill it causes him a
bitter pang. And, as he so muses, the door opens, and they all come in,—Sartoris
first, with Clarissa, pale, and quiet; the brothers—so like, yet so unlike—
following.

Old Simon, rousing himself, watches with jealous eyes to see the place so long
occupied by Reginald usurped by another. But he watches in vain. Sartoris,
without so much as a glance in its direction, takes the chair at the lower end of
the table; and the others, following his lead, seat themselves at the sides without
comment of any kind; whereupon Gale draws a long breath, and vows fidelity to
his new lord upon the spot.

It is a dismal meal, dull, and dispiriting. The ghastly Egyptian mummy seems
present in full force, if not in the letter at least in the spirit. Sartoris, having taken
a glass of sherry, trifles with the meat upon his plate, but literally eats nothing.
No one appears possessed with a desire to speak, and indeed there is little to be
said. When luncheon is nearly over, a small dark object, hitherto unseen, creeps
out from some forgotten corner, and stretches itself forlornly; it is poor
Reginald's favorite dog, that ever since his death has lain crouching out of sight,
but now, driven by the pain of hunger, comes creeping forward, whining
piteously.

He goes up to the accustomed chair, but, finding it for the first time empty and



deaf to his complainings, turns disconsolately away, and passes from seat to seat,
without accepting food at any of their hands, until he comes to Clarissa. She,
stooping, raises him to her knee (her lashes wet with tears), and feeds him
tenderly with the dainty scraps upon her plate.

The whole scene, though simple, is suggestive of loss and loneliness. Sartoris,
leaving the table with some haste, goes to the window to hide his emotion.
Dorian follows him. Whereupon Horace, rising too, crosses to where Clarissa
sits, and, bending over her, says something in a low tone.

The moments fly. A clock upon the mantel-piece chimes half-past four. Some
bird, in the exuberance of its mad joy, scurries wildly past the windows. Sartoris,
with a sigh, turns from the light, and, seeing Miss Peyton and Horace still deep
in conversation, frowns slightly.

"Horace, will you tell Durkin I want to see him at once, in the library," he says,
very quietly, yet with some latent irritability.

"In one moment," replies Horace, unmoved, going back to the low-toned
dialogue he has been carrying on with Clarissa.

"I am afraid I must lay myself open to the charge of rudeness," says Sartoris, still
very quietly, but with a peculiar smile. "But it is important, and I must see
Durkin at once. My dear Horace, oblige me in this matter."

"Shall T not see Clarissa to her carriage first?" says Horace, raising his dark eyes
for one moment to his uncle's face.

"Dorian will see to that," says the old man, slowly, but so decisively that Horace,
bidding the girl a silent but warm farewell, with a bad grace departs.

"How late it grows," says Miss Peyton, glancing at the clock; and, drawing from
a side-pocket her own watch, she examines it attentively, as though to assure
herself the huge timepiece on the mantel-shelf has not told a deliberate lie. "I
must go home! Papa will wonder where I have been all this long time. Good-by,
Mr. Branscombe" (she is still, naturally, forgetful of the new title). "I hope," very
sweetly, "you will come to see us as soon as ever you can."

"Thank you, yes, I shall come very soon," says Sartoris; and then she bids him
good-by, and Dorian follows her from the room into the great dark hall outside.

"How changed he is!" she says, turning suddenly to him, and indicating, by a



little backward motion of her head towards the room she had just left, the person
of whom she speaks. "How altered!—Arthur, I mean. Not now, not by this grief;
it isn't that: his manner, to me especially, has been altogether different for a
fortnight past. Ever since that last picnic at Anadale—you remember it—he has
not been quite the same to me."

"Let me see; that, I think, was the evening you and Horace drove home alone
together, with that rather uncertain brown mare, was it not?" says Dorian, with
no apparent meaning in his tone. "My dear child, I dare say you are mistaken
about Arthur. Your imagination is leading you astray."

"No, it is not. I am the least imaginative person alive," says Miss Peyton, with an
emphatic shake of her pretty head. "I can't bear that sort of people myself; they
are always seeing something that isn't there, and are generally very tiresome all
around. I'm rather vexed about Arthur, do you know?"

"Don't mind him," says Branscombe, easily. "He'll come all right in time. He is a
peculiar fellow in many ways, and when he sets his heart on any hobby, rides it
to the death."

"Has he a hobby now?"

"Yes. He has just formed, and is now trying to work out, a gigantic scheme, and
cuts up a little rough every now and then because all the world won't see it in the
light that he does."

"Poor man!" says Clarissa, sympathetically, "No wonder he seems strange at
times: it is so depressing to be baffled. Why don't you help him, Dorian?"

"It would take two to help him," says Mr. Branscombe, looking faintly amused.
"Could I be of any use?"—eagerly. "I would do anything I could for him."

"No, would you?" says Branscombe, his amusement growing more perceptible.
"I'm sure that's very good of you. I dare say, if Arthur could hear you say that, he
would go wild with joy. 'Anything' is such a comprehensive word. You're sure
you won't go back of it?"

"Quite sure,"—with some surprise.

"My dear Clarissa, is it possible you have not yet seen through Arthur's latest
and greatest design?"



"If you intend to tell me anything, do so: beating about the bush always fatigues
me to death," says Miss Peyton, in a tone of dignified rebuke. "What does Arthur
want?"

"A little thing,—a mere trifle. He simply wants you to marry me."

"Really, Dorian," says Clarissa, coloring slowly, but warmly, "I think you might
find some other subject to jest on."

"I never made a joke in my life; I hope I never shall," returns Branscombe,
reproachfully. "What have I done, that you should accuse me of such a crime? I
have only spoken the plain, unvarnished truth. To see you my wife is the dream
of Arthur's life, his sole ambition. And just now, you know, you said you were
quite prepared to do anything for him. You can't, with any sense of honor, back
out of your given word."

"I never heard anything so absurd, so foolish, so nonsensical!" says Miss Peyton,
resentfully.

"Nonsensical! My dear Clarissa! pray consider my——'

"It is more! it is right down stupid of him," says Clarissa, who plainly declines to
consider any one's feelings.

"You needn't pile up my agony any higher," interposes Branscombe, meekly. "To
my everlasting regret I acknowledge myself utterly unworthy of you. But why
tell me so in such round terms? I assure you I feel excessively hurt and offended.
Am I to understand, then, that you have refused me?"

"You shall understand something worse, if you say another word," says Clarissa,
holding, up before him a little clinched hand in a would-be threatening manner.
And then they both laugh in a subdued fashion; and she moves on towards the
open hall-door, he following.

"Well, I forgive you," he says, as she steps into her low phaeton, and he arranges
the rug carefully around her. "Though you don't deserve it. (What ridiculous
little hands to guide such refractory ponies!) Sure you are quite comfortable?
Well, good-by; and look here,"—teasingly,—"I should think it over if I were
you. You may not get so excellent a chance again; and Arthur will never forgive

"

you.

"Your uncle, though charming, and a very dear, is also a goose," says Miss



Peyton, somewhat irreverently. "Marry you, indeed! Why, I should quite as soon
dream of marrying my brother!"

"Well, as I can't be your husband, it would be rather nice to be your brother,"
says Mr. Branscombe, cheerfully. "Your words give me hope that you regard me
in that light. I shall always think of you for the future as my sister, and so I am
sure"—with an eloquent and rather mischievous pause—"will Horace!"

Miss Peyton blushes again,—much more vividly this time,—and, gathering up
the reins hastily, says "good-by" for the second time, without turning her flushed
face to his, and drives rapidly up the avenue.

Branscombe stands on the steps watching her until she is quite lost to sight
behind the rhododendrons, and then strokes his moustache thoughtfully.

"That has quite arranged itself, I should fancy," he says, slowly. "Well, I hope he
will be very good to her, dear little thing!"




CHAPTERII1.

"Her form was fresher than the morning rose
When the dew wets its leaves."—THOMSON.

Pullingham-on-the-Moors is a small, untidy, picturesque little village, situated on
the side of a hill. It boasts a railway-station, a police-barrack, a solitary hotel,
and two or three well-sized shops. It is old-fashioned, stationary, and, as a rule,
hopelessly harmless, though now and then, dissensions, based principally on
religious grounds, will arise.

These can scarcely be avoided, as one-half of the parish trips lightly after Mr.
Redmond, the vicar (who has a subdued passion for wax candles, and a craving
for floral decorations), and looks with scorn upon the other half, as, with solemn
step and slow, it descends the high hill that leads, each Sabbath, to the
"Methody" Chapel beneath.

It never grows older, this village, and never younger; is seldom cast down or
elated, surprised or demonstrative, about anything. In a quaint, sleepy fashion, it
has its dissipations, and acknowledges its festive seasons,—such as Christmas-
tide when all the shops burst into a general bloom of colored cards, and
February, when valentines adorn every pane. It has also its fair days, when fat
cattle and lean sugar-sticks seem to be everywhere.

A marriage is reckoned an event, and causes some gossip: a birth does not,—
possibly because of the fact that it is a weekly occurrence. Indeed, the babies in
Pullingham are a "joy forever." They have their season all the year round, and
never by any chance "go out;" though I have heard people very foolishly liken
them to flowers. They grow, and thrive, and blossom all over the place, which no
doubt is greatly to the credit of the inhabitants. Occasionally, too, some one is
good enough to cause a little pleasurable excitement by dying, but very seldom,
as the place is fatally healthy, and people live here until they become a social
nuisance, and almost wish themselves dead. There is, I believe, some legend
belonging to the country, about an old woman who had to be shot, so
aggressively old did she become; but this is obscure.

About two miles from the town, one comes to Sartoris, the residence of Dorian
Branscombe, which runs in a line with the lands of Scrope Royal, the property of



Sir James Scrope.

Sir James is a tall, rather old-young man of thirty-two with a calm, expressive
face, kindly eyes, and a somewhat lanky figure. He has a heart of gold, a fine
estate, and a step-sister.

Miss Jemima Scrope is not as nice as she might be. She has a face as hard as her
manners, and, though considerably over forty, is neither fat nor fair. She has a
perfect talent for making herself obnoxious to all unhappy enough to come
within her reach, a temper like "Kate the Curst," and a nose like the Duke of
Wellington.

Somewhere to the left, on a hill as high and pompous as itself, stands the castle,
where three months out of the twelve the Duke and Duchess of Spendleton, and
some of their family, put in a dreary time. They give two balls, one fancy bazaar,
a private concert, and three garden-parties—neither more nor less—every year.
Nobody likes them very much, because nobody knows them. Nobody dislikes
them very much, for just the same reason.

The castle is beautifully situated, and is correct in every detail. There are Queen
Anne rooms, and Gothic apartments, and Elizabethan anterooms, and staircases
of the most vague. There are secret passages, and panels, and sliding doors, and
trap-doors, and, in fact, every sort of door you could mention, and all other
abominations. Artists revel in it, and grow frenzied with joy over its
impossibilities, and almost every year some room is painted from it and sent to
the Academy, But outside lies its chief beauty, for there are the swelling woods,
and the glimpse of the far-off ocean as it gleams, now green, now steel-blue,
beneath the rays of the setting sun. And beyond it is Gowran, where Clarissa
lives with her father, George Peyton.

Clarissa is all that is charming. She is tall, slight, svelte: indeed, earth has not
anything to show more fair. She is tender, too, and true, and very earnest,—
perhaps a degree too earnest, too intense, for every-day life. Her eyes, "twin stars
of beauty," are deep and gray; her hair is dark; her mouth, though somewhat
large, is perfect; and her smile is indescribable, so sweet it is, so soft and
lingering.

Her mother died when she was nine years old, and from that time until she was
twelve she spent most of her life with the Branscombe boys,—riding, fishing,
sometimes even shooting, with them. The effect of such training began to make
itself felt. She was fast degenerating into a tomboy of the first water (indeed, one



of the purest gems of its kind), when James Scrope, who even then was a serious
young man, came to the rescue, and induced her father to send her from Gowran
to a school at Brussels.

"Virtue is its own reward," they tell us: let us hope Scrope felt rewarded!
Whether he did or not, I know he was considerably frightened when Clarissa
(having discovered who had been the instigator of this "plot" to drive her from
her beloved Gowran) came down to Scrope Hall, and, dashing into his presence
like a small whirlwind, abused him for his well-meant interference in good
round terms, and, having refused even to say good-by to him, had slammed the
door in his face, and, starting from home next morning, had seen no more of him
for six long years.

At seventeen, her aunt, the Hon. Mrs. Greville, had brought her back from
Brussels to her own house in town, where she kept her for twelve months, and
where she once more renewed acquaintance with her old friends, Dorian and
Horace Branscombe. Mrs. Greville took her to all the most desirable balls of her
season, to concerts and "small and earlies,” to high-art entertainments of the
most "too, too," and, having given her free scope to break the hearts of half the
men in town, had sent her at last to her father, hopelessly in love with a
detrimental.

The detrimental was Horace Branscombe. Mrs. Greville was intensely annoyed
and disgusted. After all her care, all her trouble, to have this happen! She had
married her own girls with the greatest éclat, had not made one false move with
regard to any of them, and now to see Clarissa (who, with her beauty and
fortune, might have married any one) throw herself away upon a penniless
barrister seemed to her to savor of positive crime.

Horace, certainly, so far, had not proposed in form, but Mrs. Greville was not to
be hoodwinked. He meant it. He was not always at her niece's side for nothing;
and, sooner or later, Clarissa, with all her money, would go over to him. When
she thought of this shocking waste of money, she groaned aloud; and then she
washed her hands of the whole affair, and sent Clarissa back to Gowran, where
her father received her with open arms, and made much of her.




CHAPTER IIIL

"O Helen, fair beyond compare!

I'll make a garland of thy hair,

Shall bind my heart for evermair,
Until the day I die!"

Across the lawn the shadows move slowly, and with a vague grace that adds to
their charm. The birds are drowsy from the heat, and, sitting half hidden in the
green branches, chant their songs in somewhat lazy fashion. All nature has
succumbed to the fierce power of Pheebus Apollo.

"The morn is merry June, I trow:
The rose is budding fain."

Each flower in the sunlit garden is holding up its head, and breathing fragrant
sighs as the hours slip by, unheeded, yet full of a vague delight.

Miss Peyton, in her white gown, and with some soft rich roses lying on her lap,
is leaning back in a low chair in the deep embrasure of the window, making a
poor attempt at working.

Her father, with a pencil in his hand, and some huge volumes spread out before
him, is making a few desultory notes. Into the library—the coseyest, if not the
handsomest, room at Gowran—the hot sun is rushing, dancing lightly over
statuettes and pictures, and lingering with pardonable delay upon Clarissa's
bowed head.

"Who is this coming up the avenue?" she says, presently, in slow, sleepy tones,
that suit the day. "It is—no, it isn't—and yet it is—it must be James Scrope!"

"I dare say. He was to have returned yesterday. He would come here as soon as
possible, of course.”" Rising, he joins her at the window, and watches the coming
visitor as he walks his horse leisurely down the drive.

"What a dear little modest speech!" says Miss Peyton, maliciously. "Now, if I
had been the author of it, I know some one who would have called me vain! But
I will generously let that pass. How brown Jim has grown! Has he not?"

"Has he? I can scarcely see so far. What clear eyes you must have, child, and



what a faithful memory to recollect him without hesitation, after all these years!"

"I never forget," says Clarissa, simply, which is quite the truth. "And he has
altered hardly anything. He was always so old, you know, he really couldn't
grow much older. What is his age now, papa? Ninety?"

"Something over thirty, I fancy,” says papa, uncertainly.

"Oh, nonsense!" says Miss Peyton. "Surely you romance, or else you are an
invaluable friend. When I grow brown and withered, I hope you will prove
equally good to me. I shall expect you to say all sorts of impossible things, and
not to blush when saying them. Ah!—here is Sir James" as the door opens, and
Scrope—healthy and bronzed from foreign travel—enters quietly, staid and calm
as ever.

When he has shaken hands with, and been warmly welcomed by, Mr. Peyton, he
turns with some diffidence towards the girl in the clinging white gown, who is
smiling at him from the window, with warm red lips, half parted and some faint
amusement in her friendly eyes.

"Why, you have forgotten me," she says, presently, in a low tone of would-be
reproach. "While I—I knew you at once."

"I have not forgotten," says Scrope, taking her hand and holding it, as though
unconsciously. "I was only surprised, puzzled. You are so changed. All seems so
different. A little child when last I saw you, and now a lady grown."

"Oh, yes, I am quite grown up," says Miss Peyton, demurely. "I can't do any
more of that sort of thing, to oblige anybody,—even though papa—who adores a
Juno, and thinks all women should be divinely tall—has often asked me to try.
But," maliciously, "are you not going to ask me how I have progressed (isn't that
the right word?) with my studies? You ought, you know, as it was you who sent
me to school."

"I?" says Sir James, rather taken aback at this unexpected onslaught.

"Yes, you," repeats she, with a little nod. "Papa would never have had the cruelty
even to think of such a thing. I am glad you have still sufficient grace left to
blush for your evil conduct. Do you remember," with a gay laugh, "what a
terrible scolding I gave you before leaving home?"

"I shall remember it to my dying day,” says Sir James. "I was never so



thoroughly frightened before, or since. Then and there, I registered a vow never
again to interfere with any one's daughter."

"I hope you will keep that vow," says Miss Peyton, with innocent malice, and a
smile only half suppressed, that torments him in memory for many a day. And
then George Peyton asks some question, and presently Sir James is telling him
certain facts about the Holy Land, and Asia generally, that rather upset his
preconceived ideas.

"Yet I still believe it must be the most interesting spot on earth,” he says, still
clinging to old thoughts and settled convictions.

"Well, it's novel, you know, and the fashion, and that,” says Sir James, rather
vaguely. "In fact, you are nowhere nowadays if you haven't done the East; but
it's fatiguing, there isn't a doubt. The people aren't as nice as they might be, and
honesty is not considered the best policy out there, and dirt is the prevailing
color, and there's a horrid lot of sand."

"What a dismal ending!" says Clarissa, in a tone suggestive of disappointment.
"But how lovely it looks in pictures!—I don't mean the sand, exactly, but the
East."

"Most things do. There is an old grandaunt of mine hung in the gallery at Scrope

"

"How shocking!" interrupted Miss Peyton, with an affected start. "And in the
house, too! So unpleasant! Did she do it herself, or who hanged her?"

"Her picture, you know," says Scrope, with a laugh. "To hear that she had made
away with herself would be too good to be true. She looks absolutely lovely in
this picture I speak of, almost too fine for this work-a-day world; yet my father
always told me she was ugly as a nightmare. Never believe in paint."

"Talking of Scrope," says Clarissa, "do you know, though I have been home now
for some months, I have never been through it since I was a child? I have rather
a passion for revisiting old haunts, and I want to see it again. That round room in
the tower used to be my special joy. Will you show it to me?—some day?—any
day?"

"What day will you come?" asks Scrope, thinking it unnecessary to express the
gladness it will be to him to point put the beauties of his home to this new-old
friend,—this friend so full of fresh and perfect beauty, yet so replete with all the



old graces and witcheries of the child he once so fondly loved.

"I am just the least little bit in the world afraid of Miss Scrope,” says Clarissa,
with an irrepressible smile. "So I shall prefer to come some time when you are
in. On Thursday, if that will suit you. Or Friday; or, if not then, why, Saturday."”

"Make it Thursday. That day comes first," said Scrope.

"Now, that is a very pretty speech," declares Miss Peyton, vast encouragement in
her tone. "Eastern air, in spite of its drawbacks, has developed your intellect,
Jim. Hasn't it?"

The old familiar appellation, and the saucy smile that has always in it something
of tenderness, smites some half-forgotten chord in Scrope's heart. He makes no
reply, but gazes with an earnestness that almost amounts to scrutiny at Clarissa,
as she stands in the open window leaning against a background of ivy, through
which pale rose-buds are struggling into view. Within her slender fingers the
knitting-needles move slowly, glinting and glistening in the sun's hot rays, until
they seem to emit tiny flashes as they cross and recross each other. Her eyes are
downcast, the smile still lingers on her lips, her whole attitude, and her pretty
graceful figure, clad in its white gown, is

"Like a picture rich and rare."

"On Thursday, then, I shall see you," he says, not because he has tired of looking
at her, but because she has raised her eyes and is evidently wondering at his
silence. "Good-by."

"Good-by," says Clarissa, genially. Then she lays down the neglected knitting
(that, indeed, is more a pretence than a reality), and comes out into the middle of
the room. "For the sake of old days I shall see you to the hall door," she says,
brightly. "No, papa, do not ring: I myself shall do the honors to Jim."




CHAPTER IV.



"All thoughts, all passions, all delights,
Whatever stirs this mortal frame,

All are but ministers of Love,
And feed his sacred flame."—COLERIDGE.

All round the drawing-room windows at Scrope a wide balcony has been built
up, over which the creepers climb and trail. Stone steps leads to it from the
scented garden beneath, and up these runs Clarissa, gayly, when Thursday
morning had dawned, and deepened, and given place to noon.

Within the drawing-room, before a low table, sits Miss Scrope, tatting
industriously. Tatting is Miss Scrope's forte. She never does anything else.
Multitudinous antimacassars, of all shapes, patterns, and dimensions, grow
beneath her untiring touch with the most alarming rapidity. When finished,
nobody knows what becomes of them, as they instantly disappear from view and
are never heard of afterwards. They are as good as a ghost in Pullingham, and
obstinately refuse to be laid. It was charitably, if weakly, suggested at one time,
by a member of the stronger sex, that probably she sent them out in bales as
coverings for the benighted heathen; but when it was explained to this misguided
being that tatted antimacassars, as a rule, run to holes, and can be seen through,
even he desisted from further attempts to solve the mystery.

Miss Peyton, throwing up one of the window-sashes, steps boldly into the
drawing-room and confronts this eminent tatter.

"Good-morning," she says, sweetly, advancing with smiling lips.

Miss Scrope, who has not heard her enter, turns slowly round: to say she started
would be a gross calumny. Miss Scrope never starts. She merely raises her head
with a sudden accession of dignity. Her dignity, as a rule, is not fascinating, and
might go by another name.

"Good-afternoon, Clarissa,”" she says, austerely. "I am sorry you should have
been forced to make an entrance like a burglar. Has the hall door been removed?
It used to stand in the front of the house."

"I think it is there still,” Miss Peyton ventures, meekly. "But"—prettily
—"coming in through the window enabled me to see you at least one moment
sooner. Shall I close it again?"

"I beg you will not distress yourself about it," says Miss Scrope, rising to ring
the bell. "When Collins comes in he will see to it."



It is a wild day, though warm and sweet, and the wind outside is tearing madly
over lawn and shrubberies into the wood beyond.

"But in the mean time you will perhaps catch cold, of rheumatism, or
something," says Clarissa, hesitating.

"Rheumatism! pugh! nonsense!" says Miss Scrope, disdainfully. "I simply don't
believe in rheumatism. It is nothing but nerves. I don't have those ridiculous
pains and aches people hug nowadays, and I don't believe they have either; it
employs their idle time trying to invent them."

"Is Jim in?" asks Clarissa, presently, having seated herself in a horribly
comfortless but probably artistic chair.

"James is in," says Miss Scrope, severely. "Do you mean my brother? It is really
almost impossible to understand young people of the present age."

"Don't you like the name Jim?" asks Clarissa, innocently, leaning slightly
forward, and taking up the edge of Miss Scrope's last antimacassar to examine it
with tender interest. "I think it such a dear little name, and so happily wanting in
formality. I have never called him anything else since I can remember, so it
comes most naturally to me."

"I think it a most unmaidenly way of addressing any gentleman whose priest
christened him James," says Miss Scrope, unflinchingly. "What would you think
of him werehe to call you by some hideous pet name, or, more properly
speaking, nickname?"

"I shouldn't mind it in the least; indeed, I think I should rather like it," returns
Clarissa, mildly.

"I believe that to be highly probable," retorts Miss Jemima, with considerable
scorn.

Clarissa laughs,—not an irritating laugh, by any means, but a little soft, low,
girlish laugh, very good to hear.

"If you scold me any more I shall cry,” she says, lightly. "I always give way to
tears when driven into a corner. It saves time and trouble. Besides," returning
with some slight perversity to the charge, "shall I tell you a secret? Your brother
likes that little name. He does, indeed. He has told me so a thousand times in the
days gone by. Very frivolous of him, isn't it? But—ah! here he is," as the door



opens, and Sir James comes in. "You are a little late, are you not?" leaning back
in her chair with a certain amount of languid, but pleasing, grace, and holding
out to him a slender ungloved hand, on which some rings sparkle brilliantly.

"Have I kept you waiting?" asks he, eagerly, foolishly, glad because of her last
words, that seem to imply so much and really mean so little. Has she been
anxious for his coming? Have the minutes appeared tedious because of his
absence? "I hurried all I knew," he says; "but stewards will be stewards."

"I have been quite happy with Miss Scrope; you need not look so penitent,” says
Clarissa. "And who am I, that I should compete with a steward? We have been
having quite a good time, and an excellent argument. Come here, and tell your
sister that you think Jim the prettiest name in the world."

"Did any one throw a doubt on the subject? Lives there a soul so dead to
euphony as not to recognize the music in those three letters?—Jim! Why, it is
poetry itself," says Sir James, who is not so absent that he cannot scent battle on
the breeze. As he speaks, he smiles: and when James Scrope smiles he is almost
handsome.

"Some day you will regret encouraging that child in her folly," remarks Miss
Scrope, severely. At which the child makes a saucy little grimace unseen, and
rises to her feet.

"What a solemn warning!" says Scrope, with a shrug. "I hope," turning to
Clarissa, "you have taken it to heart, and that it will keep you out of imaginary
mischief. It ought, you know. It would be a shabby thing to bring down public
censure on the head of one who has so nobly espoused your cause."

"My conduct from this day forth shall be above suspicion,” says Clarissa.
"Good-by, Miss Scrope,” stooping to press her fresh warm lips to the withered
cross old cheek beneath her: "I am going to tread old ground with—James."

She follows him across hall and corridor, through two modern rooms, and past a
portiere, into another and larger hall beyond. Here, standing before a heavy
oaken doer, he turns the handle of it, and, as it swings back slowly and sleepily,
they pass into another room, so unexpectedly and so strangely different from any
they have yet entered, as almost to make one start.

It is a huge old-fashioned apartment, stone-floored and oak panelled, that once,
in olden days, must have been a refectory. Chairs carved in oak, and built like



bishops' thrones, line the walls, looking as though no man for many a hundred
years has drawn them from their present position. Massive cabinets and
cupboards, cunningly devised by crafty hands in by-gone days, look out from
dusky corners, the hideous faces carved upon them wreathed in their eternal
ghastly smiles. From narrow, painted windows great gleams of sunset from the
gay world without pour in, only to look sadly out of place in the solemn gloomy
room. But one small door divides it from the halls outside; yet centuries seem to
roll between it and them.

In one corner a door lies half open, and behind it a narrow flight of stairs runs
upward to a turret chamber above,—a tiny stairway, heavily balustraded and
uncarpeted, that creates in one a mad desire to ascend and learn the secrets that
may lie at its top.

Miss Peyton, scarce noticing the monkish refectory, runs to the stairs and mounts
them eagerly, Sir James following her in a more leisurely fashion.

"Now for my own room," she says, with some degree of quickness in her tone.
She reaches the turret chamber as she speaks, and looks around her. It is quite a
circle, and apparently of the same date as the one they have just quitted. Even
the furniture, though of lighter make and size, is of a similar age and pattern.
Ugly little chairs and unpleasantly solid tables are dotted here and there, a
perfect wealth of Old-World work cut into them. Everything is carved, and to an
unsympathetic observer it might occur that the carver must have been a person
subject to fiendish visions and unholy nightmares. But no doubt the beauty of his
designs lies in their ugliness, and his heads are a marvel of art, and his winged
creatures priceless!

The high chimney-piece is en rapport with all the rest, and scowls unceasingly;
and the very windows—Ilong and deep—have little faces carved on either side of
them, of the most diabolical.

Miss Peyton is plainly entranced with the whole scene, and for a full minute says
nothing.

"I feel as though I were a child again,” she says, presently, as though half
regretful. "Everything comes back to me with such a strange yet tender
vividness. This, I remember, was my favorite table, this my favorite chair. And
that little winged monster over there, he used to whisper in my ears more
thrilling tales than either Grimm or Andersen. Have you never moved anything
in all these years?"



"Never. It is your own room by adoption, and no one shall meddle with it. When
I went abroad I locked it, and carried the key of it with me wherever I went; I
hardly know why myself." He glances at her curiously, but her face is averted,
and she is plainly thinking less of him than of the many odd trifles scattered
around. "When I returned, dust reigned, and spiders; but it has been made spick
and span to day for its mistress. Does it still please you? or will you care to alter
anything?"

"No, nothing. I shall pay a compliment to my childish taste by letting everything
stay just as it is. I must have been rather a nice child, Jim, don't you think? if one
passes over the torn frocks and the shrewish tongue."

"I don't think I ever saw a tear in your frocks," says Sir James, simply, "and if
your tongue was shrewish I never found it out."

Miss Peyton gives way to mirth. She sits down on a wretchedly uncomfortable,
if delightfully medieval, chair and laughs a good deal.

"Oh, wad some power the giftie gie us
To see oursels as others see us!"

she quotes, gayly. "Those lines, meant by poor Burns as a censure on frail
humanity, rather fall short at this moment. Were I to see myself as you see me,
Jim, I should be a dreadfully conceited person, and utterly unbearable What a
good friend you make!"

"A bad one, you mean. A real friend, according to my lights, is a fellow who
says unpleasant things all round and expects you to respect his candor. By and
by, when I tell you a few home truths, perhaps you will not like me as you do
now."

"Yes, I shall always like you," says Clarissa. "Long ago, when you used to scold
me, I never bore malice. I suppose you are one of those rare people who can say
the ungracious thing in such a manner that it doesn't grate. But then you are old,
you know, Jim, very old,—though, in appearance, wonderfully young for your
years. I do hope papa, at your age, will look as fresh."

She has risen, and has slipped her hand through his arm, and is smiling up at him
gayly and with a sweetness irresistible. Sir James looks as pleased as though he
had received a florid compliment.



"What a baby you are!" he says, after a pause, looking down at her admiringly.
Judging by his tone, babies, in his eyes, must possess very superior attractions.
"There are a good many babies in the world, don't you think?" he goes on,
presently. "You are one, and Geoffrey Branscombe is another. I don't suppose he
will ever quite grow up."

"And Horace," says Clarissa, idly, "is he another?"
But Sir James, though unconsciously, resents the question.

"Oh, no!" he says, hastily. "He does not come within the category at all. Why,"
with a faint smile, "he is even older than I am! There is no tender baby-nonsense
about him."

"No, he is so clever,—so far above us all, where intellect is concerned," she says,
absently. A slight smile plays about her lips, and a light, that was not there a
moment since, comes to life within her eyes. With an effort, she arouses herself
from what were plainly happy daydreams, and comes back to the present, which,
just now, is happy too.

"I think nature meant me to be a nun," she says, smiling. "This place subdues
and touches me so. The sombre lights and shadows are so impressive! If it were
indeed mine (in reality), I should live a great part of my time in it. Here, I should
write my pleasantest letters, and read my choicest books, take my afternoon tea,
and make welcome my dearest friends,—you among them. In fact, if it were
practicable,” nodding her pretty head emphatically, "I should steal this room.
There is hardly anything I would not do to make it my own."

Scrope regards her earnestly, with a certain amount of calm inquiry. Is she a
coquette, or merely unthinking? If, indeed, the face be the index of the mind, one
must account her free of all unworthy thought or frivolous design. Here is

"A countenance in which do meet
Sweet records, promises as sweet."

Her eyes are still smiling up at him; her whole expression is full of a gentle
friendliness; and in his heart, at this moment, arises a sensation that is not hope,
or gladness, or despair, but yet is a faint wild mingling of all three.

As for Clarissa, she stands a little apart, unconscious of all that is passing in his
heart, and gazes lovingly upon the objects that surround her, as one will gaze



now and then on things that have been fondly remembered through the haze of
many years. She is happy, wrapped in memories of a past all sunshine and no
shade, and is ignorant of the meaning he would gladly attach to her last words.

"While I stay here I sin,—that is, I covet," she says, at length, surprised by his
silence, "and it grows late. Come, walk with me a little way through the park: I
have not yet seen the old path we used to call the 'short cut' to Gowran, long
ago."

So, down the dark stairs he follows her, across the stone flooring, and into the
hall outside, that seems so brilliant by contrast, and so like another world, all is
so changed, so different. Behind, lie silence, unbroken, perfect, a sad and dreamy
light, Old-World grandeur; here, all is restless life, full of uncertain sounds, and
distant footsteps, and voices faint but positive.

"Is it not like a dream?" says Clarissa, stopping to point backwards to the turret
they have just quitted.

"The past is always full of dreams," replies he, thoughtfully.




CHAPTER V.

"A violet by a mossy stone
Half hidden from the eye!
Fair as a star, when only one
Is shining in the sky."—WORDSWORTH.

The baby morn has flung aside its robes, and grown to perfect strength. The day
is well advanced. Already it is making rapid strides towards rest and evening; yet
still no cooling breeze has come to refresh the heart of man.

Below, in the quiet fields, the cattle are standing, knee-deep in water, beneath the
spreading branches of the kindly alder. They have no energy to eat, but munch,
sleepily, the all-satisfying cud, and, with gentle if expressionless eyes, look out
afar for evening and the milkmaid.

""Tis raging noon; and, vertical, the sun
Darts on the head direct his forceful rays.
O'er heaven and earth, far as the ranging eye
Can sweep, a dazzling deluge reigns; and all,
From pole to pole, is undistinguished blaze.
Distressful Nature pants!
The very streams look languid from afar,
Or, through th' unsheltered glade, impatient, seem
To hurl into the covert of the grove."

A tender stillness reigns over everything. The very birds are mute. Even the busy
mill-wheel has ceased to move.

Bright flashes of light, that come and go ere one can catch them, dart across the
gray walls of the old mill,—that holds its gaunt and stately head erect, as though
defying age,—and, slanting to the right, fall on the cottage, quaint and ivy-clad,
that seems to nestle at its feet. The roses that climb its walls are drooping; the
casements all stand wide. No faintest breath of air comes to flutter Ruth's white
gown, as she leans against the rustic gate.

All millers' daughters should be pretty. It is a duty imposed upon them by
tradition. Romance, of the most floral description, at once attaches itself to a
miller's daughter. I am not at all sure it does not even cast a halo round the miller



himself. Ruth Annersley at least acknowledges this fact, and does her duty
nobly; she gives the lie to no old legends or treasured nursery superstitions; she
is as pretty as heart can desire,—

"Fresh as the month, and as the morning fair."

She is small, piquant, timid, with large almond-shaped eyes and light-brown
hair, a rounded supple figure, and hands delicately white. Perhaps there is a lack
of force in her face, an indefinable want, that hardly detracts from her beauty, yet
sets one wondering, vaguely, where it lies, and what it can be. The mouth,
mobile and slightly parted, betrays it most.

Her lashes, covering her brown eyes, are very long, and lie a good deal on her
cheeks. Her manner, without a suspicion of gaucherie, is nervous, almost
appealing; and her smile, because so rare, is very charming, and apt to linger in
the memory.

She is an only child, and all through her young life has been petted and caressed
rather more than is good for any one. Her father had married, somewhat late in
life, a woman in every way his superior, and, she dying two years after her
marriage, he had fallen back for consolation upon the little one left to his sole
care. To him, she was a pride, a delight, a creature precious beyond words, on
whom the sun must shine gently and the rain fall not at all.

A shy child from the first, Ruth had declined acquaintance with the villagers,
who would, one and all, have been glad to succor the motherless girl. Perhaps
the little drop of gentle blood inherited from her mother had thriven in her veins,
and thus rendered her distant and somewhat repellent in her manners to those in
her own rank of life.

She had been sent early to a private school, had been carefully educated far
above her position, and had come home again to her father, with all the pretty
airs and unconscious softness of manner that, as a rule, belong to good birth.

She is warm-hearted, passionate, impulsive, and singularly reserved,—so much
so that few guess at the terrible power to love, or hate, or suffer, in silence, that
lies within her. She is a special favorite with Miss Peyton and the vicarage
people (Mr. and Mrs Redmond and their five children), with those at Hythe, and
indeed with most of the country people, Miss Scrope excepted, who gives it
freely as her opinion that she will come to no good "with her books and her high
society and general fiddle-faddling." Nobody knows what this last means, and



every one is afraid to ask.

Just now, with her pretty head bare, and her hand shading her eyes, she is gazing
down the dusty road. Her whole attitude denotes expectancy. Every feature (she
is off her guard) expresses intense and hopeful longing,—

"Fiery Titan, who

with his peccant heat

Has dried up the lusty liquor new
Upon the herbis in the greene mead,"

has plainly fallen in love with her to-day, as he has clothed her in all his glory,
and seems reluctant to pass her by on his homeward journey.

The heat has made her pale and languid; but just at this moment a faint delicate
color springs into her face; and as the figure of a young man, tall and broad-
shouldered, turns the corner of the road, she raises her hand to her cheek with a
swift involuntary gesture. A moment later, as the figure comes closer, so near
that the face is discernible, she pales again, and grows white as an early snow
drop.

"Good-morning, Ruth," says Dorian Branscombe, with a smile, apparently
oblivious of the fact that morning has given place to noon many hours agone.

Ruth returns his salutation gently, and lets her hand lie for an instant in his.

"This is a summer's day, with a vengeance," says Dorian, genially, proceeding to
make himself comfortable on the top of the low wall near which she is standing.
He is plainly making up his mind to a long and exhaustive conversation. "Talk of
India!" he says disparagingly; "this beats it to fits!"

Ruth acquiesces amiably.
"It is warm,—very," she says, calmly, but indifferently.

"Ot I call it,—werry 'ot," returns he, making his quotation as genially as though
she understands it, and, plucking a little rose-bud from a tree near him, proceeds
to adorn his coat with it.

"It seems a long time since I have seen you," he goes on, presently; and, as he
speaks, his eyes again seek hers. Something in her face touches some chord in
his careless kindly nature.



"How pale you are!" he says, abruptly.
"Am I? The heat, no doubt,"—with a faint smile.

"But thin, too, are you not? And—and—" he pauses. "Anything wrong with you,
Ruth?"

"Wrong? No! How should there be?" retorts she, in a curious tone, in which fear
and annoyance fight for mastery. Then the storm dies away, and the startled look
fades from her pretty face.

"Why should you think me unhappy because I am a little pale?" she asks,
sullenly.

Branscombe looks surprised.

"You altogether mistake me," he says, gently. "I never associated you in my
mind with unhappiness. I merely meant, had you a headache, or any other of
those small ills that female flesh is heir to? I beg your pardon, I'm sure, if I have
offended you."

He has jumped off the wall, and is now standing before her, with only the little
gate between them. Her face is still colorless, and she is gazing up at him with
parted lips, as though she would fain say something difficult to form into
satisfactory speech. At this moment, Lord Sartoris, coming suddenly round the
angle of the road, sees them.

Ruth lowers her eyes, and some slight transient color creeps into her cheeks.
Sartoris, coming quickly up to them, makes some conventional speech to her,
and then turns to his nephew.

"Where are you going?" he asks, coldly.

"I was going to Hythe," returned the young man, easily. "Just as well I didn't, eh?
Should have found you out."

"Found me out,—yes," repeats his uncle, looking at him strangely. How long—
how long it takes to find out some people, on whom our very hearts are set. "I
am going to the village."

"Then so am I," says Branscombe. "Though I should think it would run the
original 'deserted' one close on such a day as this. Good-by, Ruth."



He holds out his hand; and the girl, silently returning his warm pressure, makes a
faint courtesy to Lord Sartoris. There is no servility, but some nervousness, in
the slight salutation.

"How is your father, Ruth?" asks he, detaining her by a quick movement of the
hand.

"Quite well, thank you, my lord." Some timidity is discernible in her tone,
caused by the unmistakable reproof and sternness in his.

"I am glad to hear it. There is no worthier man in all the parish than John
Annersley. I hope nothing will ever occur to grieve or sadden that good old

"

man.

"I hope not, my lord," returns she, steadily, although his voice has meaning in it.
In another moment she is gone.

"How does your farming go on, Dorian?" asks Lord Sartoris, presently, rousing
himself from a puzzling revery.

"Quite in the model line," says Dorian, cheerful. "That Sawyer is an invaluable
fellow. Does all the work, you know,—which is most satisfactory. Looks after
the men, pays their wages, and takes all trouble off my shoulders. Never could
understand what a perfect treasure is till I got him. Every one says I am most
fortunate in my choice of a steward."

"I dare say. It is amazing the amount of information people possess about other
people's servants. But you look after things yourself, of course? However
faithful and trustworthy one's hirelings ma