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FOR ABIGAIL.

A WEST COUNTRY STORY.

CHAPTER L
THE SECRET OUT

“Time takes out the sting of pain: cur sorrows after a certain period
have been 8o often steeped in & medium of thought and passion that they
‘unmould their essence ;> and all that remains of our original impressions
is what we would wish them to have been.”—HAZLITT.

OHN VIVIAN lad been absent from his home nearly
eighteen years. Like many another Cornish miner, he had
gone out to California in the hope of making his fortune. But
as the years had dragged slowly away the hope had become
more and more dim. Fortunes were not so easily made,
and not one in a hundred of those who had left their English
homes to come to this far-off land had found his golden
dreams come true. Now and then it was reported that some
miner from the old country had fallen across a streak of
luck, and had made his little “pile.” DBut in most instances
the “pile ” was scarcely a fortune, and in further speculation,
with the hope of increasing it, the little heap of gold dust
melted far more rapidly than it had been gathered togetlier,
and the miner found himself at the end of a few weeks just
where he started, having nothing. ° @
This had been the case with John Vivian more than once.
Indeed, on two occasions he had found himself the possessor
of two thousand dollars, But what was a fortune of £400
with which to set out on a journey to ‘England? One
quarter of it would have melted by tho time he reached the
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old country.. Noj; he had come to California to make his
fortune, and it would be too great a humiliation to return
almost as poor as when he left.

So he steadily toiled on, while the days flew past one after
another, and all unconsciously lengthened into months and
years. He could hardly realize sometimes that he had been
away so long. The first year or two had seemed an intermin-
able period, and his heart often ached with an unutterable
hunger for a sight of the dear faces he had left behind, the
faces of wife and children, but gradually the soreness passed
out of his heart, and the longing became less and less intense,
till now, after the lapse of cighteen years, it had nearly died
out altogether. Occasionally he looked at a group of portraits
he had in his possession, taken only a few months previously.
Bus though he tried very hard, he failed to realise that those
tall young men, standing one on each side of that pleasant,
matronly-looking woman, were his sons.

His wife he could recognize. In features she had changed but
little: a little older-looking; a few silver threads here and there
in her dark-brown hair he could detect ; but otherwise she was
unchanged. Not 8o, however, the lads. Paul was only three
when he left home, and David a baby of one brief year, just
learning to walk, and delighting his mother with his feats of
locomotion. How was it likely that he should recognise in
these young men the children of eighteen ycars ago %

In the little village of Penwharf people had almost given
up expecting John Vivian’s return, and had long since ceased
to talk about him, unless his name should crop up by acci-
den#, and then women, and men too, expressed their surprise
that a man who professed to be a Christian should leave his
wnfe for so many years to battle with the world alone, and
bnng up her boys as best she could.

But then the people of Penwharf did not know every-

- thing; and there is more in most people’s lives than the out-

sile world ever dreams of. But that, perhaps, is saying very
litile after all. For the ocutside world, as & ruls, has no
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areaws outside itself. Most people are so wrapped up in
their own selfishness, that they don’t care two straws about
anybody olse, except as subjects to gossip about.

People gossiped freely about John Vivian in the years
gone by, and said some very hard things, which, had he
heard, would have hurt him sorely. But of late, ag we have
bofore intimated, his name was very rarely mentioned. The
old people who knew him were dead. The young people had
never seen him, and the middle-aged folk had almost for
gotten what he was like.

Yet the hard things that had been said and thought, would
probably have been considerably softened down had all been
known. John Vivian had carried away from home a secret
grief, for which he felt there was no healing except in
Heaven. And Mary, his wife, had been left to nurse a
sorrow that was all the more bitter because it was chiefly
of her own causing. They had come to Penwharf a few
months before David was born, bringing with them Paul, a
plump little fellow of less than two. Of course, no one sus-
pected that Paul was not their own child, and neither of them
was disposed to enlighten the villagers on the subject.

Yet such was the case. John Vivian had found Paul on
his doorstep, nearly eighteen months before, as he was going
to his work at the mine early in the morning.

The child was fast asleep, and though the early summer
morning was chilly, the little fellow seemed comfortable and
warm. John’s heart gave a great bound as he tenderly
gathered up the bundle of clothes and looked at the sweet
chubby face of the sleeping infant. It secmed as thdugh
God had sent the child in answer to his longing.

His wedded life had extended over four years now, angd ng
little life having yet been given to bless their union, his
heart went out in a moment to this little stray, and rushing
back into the bedroom, where his wife waas still sleeping, he
startled her out of her extra nep by excliiming,

“Deo look here, Mary, at whie¥T have found.”
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“If you've found anything that's worth anything? she
answered, crossly, ¢ it’ll be a wonder.”

“Well, open your eyes and look,” hé¢ exclaimed, ¢ for
you'll never guess.”

“T don’t want to guess,” was the reply; “I'm too sleepy.
Put it on the window sill, whatever it is, and I'll look at it
when I get up.”

“I can’t do that,” he said; “I'm afraid I shall hurt it.
Do rouse yourself, Mary.”

But just at that moment a fretful cry came from the
bundle he held in his arms, which obviated the necessity of
auy further persuasion on his part.

Mary was wide awake now. “Why, it’s a baby, John!”
she exclaimed, with a look of wonder in her eyes.

“ Ay, and a bonny baby it is too,” he replied.

““But what are you doing with it?” she said, with a
sudden flash of anger darting from her eyes.

“I found it on the doorstep,” he answered.

“That may be true,” she said, huskily ; “but you know
the hussy who laid it there.”

By Heaven, Mary,” he said, growing pale to the lips, “I
do not. How dare you suggest such a thing? How could
such a thought have ever found its way into your heart ?”

She saw that she had wronged and hurt him, and so re-
plied more gently, It seems so strange that the child should
be laid on our doorstep, John.”

“Perhaps the porch around the door offered a tempting
shelter,” he said. ‘ But, anyhow, our duty is clear, and that
is, to take care of it till its friends are found.”

“I don’t sce that,” she replied. * Why not go and tell the

liggman, and get it taken to the workhouse at once $”

“I couldn’t do it,” he replied. “I feel as though Heaven
hiad sent the child to us. 'We have no children of our own,
Mary, why not keep this one till its friends turn up? And
if its friends are never found, why—who can tell f—the little
waifmaéybo a joy and blessing to us in yoars to come.”

L] . ‘
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¢ A joy and blessing, eh?” she answered, sulkily; “more
likely a trouble and curse. I don’t believe any good ever
comes of harbouring strange children in this way.”

“You are vexed, Mary, because your sleep has been dis-
turbed,” he said, after a pause, and with a pained look in his
eyes. “But I'll go and tell the policeman if you very much
wish it.”

“You'd better be off to your work now,” she said, ‘“and
we’ll talk about the matter when you come back. I don’t
want you to lose a day’s wage over the child.”

He lifted his head as though about to reply, but perhaps
thought better of it, for no word escaped his lips, but casting
another look at the fair dimpled face of the child, he stole
silently out of the room, and was soon on his way to the mine.

‘When he returned in the afternoon he found his wife
sitting on a low chair with the baby on her knee. For several
seconds he stood looking at her through the open door. He
thought he had never seen her with such a happy look upon
her face since she had been his wife. She had not heard his
footstep, and so did not know he was standing a little back
from the open door watching her unobserved.

‘When at length his own shadow fell upon the floor her
face clouded in a moment. John saw it and wondered, as
he had often wondered, why his home-coming had never
seemed to bring brightness or joy to his wife. She did not
hold up her face to be kissed as most wives would have done,
and he did not offer to kiss her. Their married life had never
been characterized by any outward expression of affection.
She was not a demonstrative woman —at least, she never
secmed so to her husband, and he, when he found that she
did not care for his caresses, respected her wishes and ®tri®d
to please her in every way.

“S8hall I take the baby to the workhouse now?” he said,
coming and standing in front of her, :

“No, John, not to-day,” she said, without lifting her
eyea. “I think we will keep him a few days. Hoeis notsa
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tramp’s baby. His clothes are beautifully made, and though
the material is not rich it is good. And see, there is a mark
on several of his things, worked in red silk, like two P’s, or
a couple of swords erossed, or a pair of scissors,” and she held
up for her husband’s inspection a monogram, thus X

He looked at it silently for a few moments, and then said,
“Ycu are right, Mary, this is no gipsy waif or base-born
child. Perhaps his friends will be turning up directly, and
then the mystery will be explained.”

“He’s a beautiful baby,” she said, the bright look coming
back again to her face, “and as good as he is beautiful
‘Why, he has scarcely cried for the whole day.”

“I'm glad he’s given no trouble,” he said, and he bent
down and touched the child’s dimpled cheek with his large
forefinger, at which the little waif looked up with an un-
mistakable smile. r

“Why, he knows me alrcady,” said the kindly miner.
“Give him to me a bit, Mary; I'll hold him while you get
the tea.”

“Hold him, indeed,” she said ; “as if he were a horse that
would bolt.”

“I'll not hurt him,” he said, taking him tenderly from
her arms.  “I wonder what we shall call him, Mary.”

¢ Peter or Paul,” she said, “or perhaps Philip ; something
that begins with a P, anyhow.”

“Let’s call him Paul,” he said. “It’s a good name; and
let’s, pray that he may grow up to be worthy of it.”

“Paul is nicer than Peter, anyhow,” she said, ‘so perhaps
wo could not do better.”
¢ Afd so it was agreed that the child’s name should be Paul,
And as no one came to dispute it, or to claim the little fellow,
he grew up as Paul Vivian, the son of John Vivian the miner.

As John Vivian’s house at that time stood quite alone by
the rondside, nearly a weck passed away before anyone knew
ol theirepossession of a baby. All the talk that week was of
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8 boat disappearing from Port Stormel. On the very morn-
ing that John Vivian had his “find” Frankey Hooper dis-
covered his “loss.”

“I wonder if the disappearance of Frankey’s boat has any-
thing to do with little Paul ! ” John said, one evening.

“I don’t know,” said his wife, rather crossly, “and I'm
not going to talk about Paul as if we ‘found’ him. I told
Susan Blake, when she called this afternoon, that it's a little
orphan we've ‘adopted.’”

“Oh, indeed!” said John, lifting his eyebrows, as if he were
by no means certain that that was the proper way to put it.

He did not discuss the question, however, and as the few
people who called now and then manifested very little interest
in the matter, John Vivian was saved from any temptation
to equivocate.

When Paul was about eighteen months old his foster-
parents removed to Penwharf, John Vivian having got work
at Wheal Anthony, a tin mine about a mile out of the
village. Here, six months later, David was born, and then
all the love of Mary Vivian, that had been given to her
foster-son, was given to her own baby boy.

From thenceforth she seemed to care for nothing but little
David. If her husband received little show of affection from
her before, ho reccived less from her now. For Paul’s. sake
sho had never neglected him, but for “baby’s” sake both he
and Paul were neglected.

So matters went on, and, instead of improving, grew worse,
until one day, when David was about a year old, John guite
lost his patience —a most unusual thing for him — and
began to reproach his wife for her neglect.

Then Mary fired up, and the secret she had hiddem fer
years she in her passion let out. She told her husband that
she had never loved him, and never could ; that she married
him to spite Nicholas Bray, with whom she had had a
quarrel ; that she had tried to be a good wife and do hor'
duty, but her heart she had given to another IR
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John’s face was positively haggard when she finished
speaking. For a while he stood staring at her like ome
stricken dumb. Once or twice his pale lips moved as though
he was about to speak, but the words died upon his tongue.

“Why do you look at me in that way ?” she said. “Why
don’t you speak? You have wrung the confession from me
with your constant complaining. Perhaps you will be satis-
fied now.”

“I did not know, Mary, or I would not have complained,”
he said, in a choked voice. “I will go out for a little bit to
recover myself. I cannot answer you now,” and, taking up
his hat, he strode out of the house.

The sweet September day was dying over the western hills
when he found himself in the open air. To the right was a
path leading over the hill to Wheal Anthony. To the left a
zig-zag road across the valley, and up the slope past Farmer
Tresillian’s home, and out over the bluff to the rugged cliffs
that overlooked the seca. In front the winding valley of
Penwharf, which about four miles away touched the blue
waters of the English Channel.

He did not hesitate a moment in deciding which course to
take, and in a comparatively short time he had crossed the
bluff, and was standing on the cliffs, with the shining waters
of the sea surging at his feet. He did not attempt to
descend to the beach, for the tide was at its flood, but he sat
down, at length, and tried to think ; tried to shape his future
course of action ; tried to brace himsclf for the struggle that
lay before him.

Slowly the day faded into darkness, while the stars came
out one by onec, and looked down upon him with kindly eyes.
Yp4rom the heaving waters of the restless sea came a low-
toned song, soft and soothing as a mother’s lullaby, while far
out in the distauce the shadows decpened with a growing
sonse of mystery and awe.

- O to get away from his trouble, to hide himself among
those quter shadows that were dcepening all the while, to
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forget the words that rankled in his heart like thorns, and
banished joy and hope! At first this was only an indefinite
longing, but by-and-bye it grew into shape, and hardened at
length into a fixed determination.

It was late when he returned to his home, and his wife,
angry with herself that she had let her secret out, angry
with her husband because he was her husband, received him
in no very friendly mood.

He did not heed her chiding, however, but when he had a
chance of speaking, he said :

“They are shortening hands at Wheal Anthony, next
week, Mary.”

*“ And what of that?” she asked, sharply.

“T expect I shall have to go,” he said.

“Just like your luck,” she replied.

“I expect I shall have to do what many an old comrade
has done,” he said.

¢ And what is that?”

“Go abroad! There’s a chance of making a fortune in
California. I don’t care much for money myself, but I would
like to make a lady of you, Mary. It would be some com-
pensation, you know.”

She did not reply. His kindness and gentleness touched
her heart strangely. She felt almost that she could love him
now, but her pride shut her mouth and steeled her heart.

“T will write to you often ; that is, if you consent to my
going.”

“Consent | ” and her eyes flashed again. “Don’t imagine
that I will put a straw in your way.”

“God knows I want to do the right thing,” he said. *We
will part friends, for I have loved you truly, and love you still.¥

B8he did mnot reply, and so the conversation dropped.
During the next few days she helped him with his packing,
though she rarely spoke, and by the end of the following
week John Vivian had spoken all his good-byes, and had
turned his face towards the sunset. ® .



CIIAPTER II.
THOSE BOYS.

¢ There’s something in a noble boy,
A brave, free-hearted, careless one,
‘With his unchecked, unbidden joy,
His dread of books and love of fun ;
And in his clear and ruddy smile
Unshaded by a thought of guile,
And unrepressed by sadness ;
Which brings me to my childhood back,
Ag if I trod its very track,
And felt its very gladuness.”
—N. P. WiLLs.
“ T\AVID gets all the love and Paul all the lickings,” was
a frequent remark of the people at Penwharf. Not
that Mary Vivian was an unkind woman, or meant to be un-
just. On the contrary, she was anxious to do her duty by
the children honestly and fairly. But love made her blind
to the faults of her own child, while the very fact that Paul
was not her own son made her blind to his virtues.

Indeed, according to her sincere belief, Paul had no
virtues ; or if so, they were so few and feeble as not to be
worth taking into account ; while David in her eyes was a
little saint. And so it happened that if ever David was dis-
coyered in any mischief, Mary was quite sure that no blame
was attaching to him. Paul must be at the bottom of it.
That was a sottled conviction in her own mind. And though

%hé might be unable to trace any connection between Paul
and the offence of her own child, yet all the same she was
quite convinced that the connection did exist ; and Paul
would be punished accordingly ; while poor wronged, ill-used
David wonld be pitied, and condoled with, and cried over,
ountil ke had a vague feeling that his offences were virtues,

. 10
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and that to do a wrong in his case would be almost an im- -
possibility.

Such treatment could not possibly be without its influence
on two growing lads. In Penwharf it wasa frequent remark
that “Mary Vivian was going just the right way to spoil
both the boys. And that it was a pity her husband did not
come home and take the boys in hand himself.” And, in
truth, it did seem a pity. A firm, yet gentle hand was what
both the boys seemed to need.

It must be said, however, that Paul took his *lickings”
with wonderful equanimity and good humour, nor did he
seem conscious of any injustice in the treatment he received.
He was a merry, mischievous, light-hearted young dog, who
could never sit still five minutes on a stretch. His foster-
mother said he could not keep still even when he was asleep.
That he led David into numberless scrapes there could be no
doubt; David was two years his junior, and the younger
naturally looked up to the elder. Morcover, David was dif-
fident, lacking altogether in self-confidence, casily led, and
not very far-seeing, while Paul was resolute, confident, and
brimming over with mirth and mischief. By the time Paul
had reached his teens, he was fully convinced in his own
mind that he had received a double dose of original sin, and
that he was deserving of all the punishment he received.

It was well for him perhaps that he looked at the matter
in this philosophic light, otherwise he might have resented
his mother’s favouritism, and grown up with an embittered
feeling in his heart.

Other people might see favouritism; he did not, and
indeed he was 8o fond of David that he would rather suffer
punishment any day himself than that David should ebee
punished. And many a time at school he had borne volun-
tarily, and without a murmur, the stripes that ought to have
fallen on David’s back.

Being so healthily constituted, the rough winds of neglect,
and the stern ways of severity, instead of making himgbitter,
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and defiant, only made him self-reliant and firm of purpose.
And so he grew up with the most lovable of dispositions, in
spite of the treatment he received.

David, however, on the contrary, was being steadily
moulded into a milksop, if not into a hypocrite. If his
mother could see no wrong in him, why should he look for
wrong in himself? Moreover, his brother Paul was anything
but a good boy—of that there could be no doubt whatever.
His mother had insisted upon it so often and so continuously,
that he could not do other than believe it. It is true he could
not see very clearly where the wrong came in. Paul was very
kind to him, and generous almost to a fault ; but then that
might be to cover some deep design of wickedness. Any-
how, his mother had always been able to trace any faults in
him to Paul’s evil influence, and his mother was wiser than
he, and therefore ought to know.

And so he grew up with the feeling that Paul was his just
and legitimate scapegoat; and as the years passed away,
instead of being grateful to his brother for so often bearing
his punishments, he was annoyed with him because he did
not do so more frequently.

‘When David was about ten years of age, he came
blubbering home from school onc evening, complaining that
he had not only been kept in, but that the master had caned
him as well.

“ Caned you?” said his mother, indignantly ; “and did he
not cane Paul also ?”

“No! Paul was at the top of the class.”

““But I'm sure that it was he who deserved it, and not
you ; but come to your mammy, my darling, and tell her all
'abeut it.”

And the next moment David was on his mother’s lap, his
hot cheek pressed against hers, while into her sympathetic
ear he poured the story of his wrongs.

“He had only been drawing some figures of animals
on hjs slate instead of writing his dictation,” he said,
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“and he ‘thought it was a shame he should be punished for
that.”

« And who taught you to draw animals, my darling?” his
mother asked.

Instantly David's face brightened. Till now he had been
utterly unable to see how Paul could be in any way respon-
sible for his wrong-doing. Now his mother’s question had
made it all as clear as day.

“It was Paul who taught me, mammy,” he said, with a
fresh burst of sobbing. ¢ Indeed, I am sure I should never
have thought of drawing animals on the slate but for him.”

“I’'m surc you would not, my darling,” said his mother.
¢ Ag usual, he is at the bottom of the mischief, as, alack, he
always is.”

“Don’t you wish he were a good boy like me ” said David,
consolingly.

‘Indeed, I do, my child,” said his mother with evident
sincerity. ‘You have never given me an hour’s anxiety since
you were born, while Paul has been a constant trouble.”

“T think it’s too bad that I should be punished when it’s
all his fault, don’t you, mammy ?”

“I do, indeed, my darling,” said his mother, caressingly.

“If he were punished as well, it wouldn’t be half as hard
to bear,” whimpered David.

“My own ill-used boy,” she whispered, stroking his hair
fondly at the same time, “T’ll see to it that you are not

* wronged for nothing.”

Not long after Paul burst into the room, like a fresh sea
breeze. He had been scampering across hill and dale in an
exciting game of ‘“hunt the fox,” and was all excitement
still to his finger tips. But seeing David on his mother’s lgp,
he sobered down in a moment.

“QOh, Davie,” he said, ¢ I'm so sorry you got kept in, we've
had such a jolly run all round by Wheal Anthony. You
would have enjoyed it.”

. “But I didn’t get the chance,” whimpered David.
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« don’t know how you could enjoy yourself,” said his
mother reproachfully, ¢ when you knew that your brother was
being wrongfully punished, and all through you.”

“All through me, mother?” said Paul, raising his eye-
brows in astonishment.

“Yes, all through you! David was kept in and caned for
drawing animals on his slate. But who taught him to draw
animals 17 .

“Well, I reckon I did, mother, but you can never tell
Davie’s cows from his elephants.”

¢ That’s neither here nor there,” said his mother, reproach-
fully. “Don’t you see how it is through you that he has
got into trouble #”

Paul thought a moment, and then said, “I'm very sorry,
mother, but I didn’t mean to get him into trouble. On my
word and honour, I didn’t.”

“ But you admif you are as bad as he?”

“'Well, come to that, I reckon I'm a great deal worse,” the
boy answered with a smile.

“And so you'll admit that you deserve punishment as
much as David ¢”

But Paul remained silent. His mother’s casuistry was a
little bit above his comprehension. He supposed she was
right, but he could not exactly sce how. He felt, however,
that he was a most unfortunate lad. Not only did he get
himself into trouble, hut he was constantly getting David
into trouble as well. Certainly it was very hard on poor
Davie if all the fault were his own. Yet he had meant no
evil He would rather screen his brother any day than get
him into difficulty. And yet to be punished for what he

‘i]'.d done altogether unintentionally seemed rather hard
ines.

Mary Vivian regarded his silence as a tacit admission of
his deserts, which she proceeded to deal him with no sparing

’ Daznd looked on with a smile of eatisfaction om his thin
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lips, and & feeling of triumph in his heart, while Paul took
his punishment as he would take a dose of very nauseous
medicine, pulling a very wry face over it, but trying to
believe that it was necessary for him, and that in some occult
way it would do him good in the long run.

Episodes of this kind had naturally a very demoralising
effect on David. By slow and almost imperceptible degrees
his moral sense became perverted. To connect his brother
Paul with his own transgressions settled into a fixed habit;
and if a fib was needed to make the chain of evidence com-
plete, he felt very little compunction in manufacturing one.

And yet David was not by any means a vicious lad.
Indeed, he could scarcely be called mischicvous; he was
naturally so timid and diffident that he rarely indulged in the
rough sport common to boys of his own age. Paul was far
more mischievous than he, and was a ringleader in most of
the horse-play that went on in the village. Outwardly, there-
fore, David seemed much the better boy of the two, He was
quiet, bookish, and not at all given to harum-scarum ways,

What he needed was less coddling and more rigorous
discipline. Had he been thrown more upon himself, left to
fight his own battles, and boar his own punishment, he would
in all probability have developed more strength of character,
and faced the world with a steadier light in his eye,

Paul, with his keen intuition, began to see very early in
life that so much petting and humouring was doing David
harm instead of good. He did not much mind a thrashing
himself to save his brother’s back, though he began to see
after awhile that it would be much better for David if he bowe
his own burden. The boys also began to parody H. 8. Leigh’s
lines, and say—

¢ Paul is always getting licked, ®
'Cause Dave turns out a fool.”

“1 wouldn’t be so soft if I were you,” said Paul to him one
day, when he found him whimpering because he had been
knocked down in a game of * keep the castle,”
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“You've no feeling,” whined David; “you dox’t know
how they hurt me.”

«Oh, very likely you're hurt,” said Paul; ¢ every boy gets
hurt as goes real earnest into the game. I've been hurt
millions an’ millions of times. But what’s the odds?
Squalling don’t mend it. Why don’t you laugh the other
side of your mouth? It'll do you lots more good.”

“It’s very easy to talk,” whined David; “but I wish I
hadn’t been persuaded to play.”

¢ Oh, nonsense !” said Paul. ‘All boys play that have
any pluck in ’em. Only milksops want to be always coddled.”

“Tf you call me a milksop,” said David, with more energy
than was usual with him, “T’ll tell mother.”

‘T thought you were goin’ to say you'd fight me,” laughed
Paul, ¢ for that "ud be much more sensible.”

“ No, it wouldn’t,” said David. ¢¢It’s very wrong to fight,
’specially for brothers ; you know that, Paul.”

-%“And don’t you think it would be wrong for one brother
to tell on another? You know, Davie, I've had lots of hidings
on your account.”

“You ain’t had more than you deserved,” said David,
spitefully.

“Well I ain’t sure about that,” said Paul with a laugh.
“I'm beginning to think that you would have been all the
better if you had had some of them yourself.”

# Ask mother what she thinks,” said David.

% No, I sha’'n’t do anything of the sort,” said Paul. “I don’t
believe in going to mother about every little thing asif I
were a baby. We're big boys now, Davie, and it’s time we
began fo look after ourselves a bit.”

“Oh yes,” said David, “you would like to do all your
€ wickedness without mother knowing.”

“Now look here, David,” and Paul caught him by the
batton of his jacket and looked him steadily in the eye. It
sin’t fair of you to say that. You know I don’t want to do
any wickedness at all. I like a good rollicking game, and so
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do most boys. And another thing ; I like fair play. And I
don’t split on & fellow, and I take my whippings myself, and
T don’t try to get somebody else to take ’em for me, there now.”

“Qh, you’re mean to talk in that way,” said David, ready
to whimper again.

“Come now, Davie,” said Paul good-humouredly, ¢ let’s be
friends, and stick up for each other, through thick and thin,
and if we get knocked down, let’s pick ourselves up again an’
bear our bruises without complaining. Mother’s plenty to
try her in other ways, an’ we oughtn’t to worry her with
every finger-ache we've got. DBut there’s Tom Pernance
calling ; they’re in for a game of leap-frog, so I'm off.”

David, however, did not follow his example. He waited
till Paul had joined the other boys, and then he made his
way home, to tell his mother all that had happened to him
during the afternoon,



CHAPTER IIL
HUSBANDS AND WIVES,

*“ Always there is a black spot in our sunshine, and it is, even as I have
said, the shadow of ourselves,”—CARLYLE.

¢ And tell me how love cometh ?
It comes—unsought, unsent |
And tell me how love goeth 1
That was not love which went.”
—From the German.

ENWHAREF, like many another distriet in Cornwall, was
partly “mining” and partly agricultural. Three-fourths
of the men and boys of the village, and not a few of the
girls, found employment at Wheal Anthony, which was just
over the brow of the hill and altogether out of sight; the
remaining fourth found employment on the farms that were
scattered all up and down the country side. Of course, there
was the usual contingent of tradespeople, but they formed
but a very small proportion of the whole.

Penwharf was beaulifully situated at a point where the
valley of the Whaif took a sudden bend. Old people said
that “ Pen” meant point or elbow, and that Penwharf was
the point or elbow of the river. This, however, was dis-
puted by younger men who had dabbled a little in antiquarian
researches. The question, however, is one of no consequence
as far as our story is concerned.

That the village was a picturesque one everybody admitted.
Siuated as it was in a bend of the valley the ground sloped
up on every side, forming a natural amphitheatre, and pro-
tecting it from most of the gales that raged.

The village had grown without contriving. Had it been
planned, in all probability it would have been spoiled. There
was g most delightful abandon in the manner the houses had

: 18
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been arranged. Every builder of a cottage had followed his
own sweet will, the result being a picturesqueness that in
some instances bordered on the grotesque. Of public buildings
the place had none, save and except a school-house and a
Methodist chapel, which latter had been so arranged that if
it failed as a place of worship, or became too straight, it
might be converted into cottages. The parish church was
three miles away.

The most pretentious residence in the neighbourhood was
that of Farmer Tresillian, a delightful old barracks, roomy,
rambling, and romantic, and rejoicing in the name of Rose-
vallion Manor, though ¢ Manor ” was nearly always left out
in speaking of it.

Now, as Enoch Tresillian will play some small part in our
story, it may not be amiss at this stage of our narrative to
introduce him to the reader. He was a tall, spare man,
reserved in manner, and proud in bearing. It was his boast
that ¢ Tresillian ” was one of the oldest names in the county,
and even more honourable than that of Trelawney, and it
was his constant endeavour to live as became the dignity of
go august a name. Though reserved in manner, he was, on
the whole, a good neighbour, always ready to do his duty
when it became clear to him what his duty was.

Besides being the possessor of so ancient and honourable a
name, he was also owner of Rosevallion Estate, consisting of
eighty acres of land. Besides this, he farmed another hun-
dred acres, adjoining his own freehold, and which he rented
from Lord Gwennap. Hence he was a man of undoubted
respectability, and also of some considerable influence. °

Mr. Tresillian was also a religious man, Every Sunday
morning, rain or sunshine, he drove over the hills to §.
Hildred’sChurch, and every Sunday evening he walked through
the village to the Mothodist chapel. In these little excur-
sions, his wife and children—Abigail and Tom,—always
mcompamed him, unless the weather should be unnsunlly
stormy, in which ease he went alone,
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Ruth Tresillian, his wife, was a splendid woman in every
sense of the word. To quote a village saying, *she was large,
lovable, and lovely,” nor did that saying go beyond the truth,
If ever patience, benevolence, and strength, were written upon
a human face, they were written on hers. It was like a
benediction to see her smile, while a mcssage from her lips
went straight to the heart, and was rarely, if ever, forgotten.

She was not a great talker, however. She always did more
than she promised. She never gave people room to talk about
what she ¢ntended to do, though they had plenty of opportunity
of talking about what she did. She was not a fussy woman ;
never talked about herself. She was denied membership at
the Methodist chapel on that account. She would not go
to the class meeting or speak her experience in the “Love
Feast.” Her own religious experience was a matter she could
not prate about. She bore her testimony by deeds, not by
words. Some narrow souls said that she had never been
converted, or she would be only too glad to speak her ex-
perience in the class meeting. Said that the Lord had mno
dumb children, and as she was dumb in matters of religion,
therefore she was not the Lord’s. Said that her good deeds
in the sight of Heaven were only filthy rags, and hence should
not be recognised by Christian people as good deeds at all.
Said a great many other things equally wise and original, but
which we have not time to repeat.

Enoch Tresillian was very proud of his wife, and well he
might be. She was the inspiration of all that was best in his
life, and without her influence the chances are he would have
settled down into a haughty, stingy, money-grub. But she
was like summer sunshine to him, bringing out all that was
kestin his nature, She did not know this herself. Her
tweband in her sight was a very pure, honourable man, full
of kindly impulses, though not given to gush, generous with-
out ostentation, In truth she gave him credit for much more

genarosity than ke possessed, and saw in him virtues that
were ingisible to other eyes.

Ay
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The): lived very happily together, never having any cross
words, or, if he should speak crossly, she would not answer
him back. Why should she answer him back? Was he
not fidgetted and worried by the cares of a large farm, by
the stupidity and carelessness of workpeople, by the unpro-
pitiousness of the weather, by the continuance of bad times?
It was not her place, therefore, to answer him back when he
spoke crossly, or sulk because he did not notice her. 8o she
reasoned with herself. Her place was to meet his frowns
with & smile, and soften as much as she could the cares of a
harassing life.

Poor Mary Vivian in her loneliness and longing, often
envied the mistress of Rosevallion Manor. She and her
husband seemed so happy together. She could walk to
chapel leaning upon his arm, could sit by his side in the pew,
and take counsel with him in the training of the children:
while she—and poor Mary would draw a long sigh at the
thought—had to walk through life alone. In those days she
longed, with an unutterable longing, for her husband’s return;
but she was too proud to let him know that she wanted him
back. He wrote her a letter every fortnight full of kindness
and affection, and every month he sent her a remittance more
than sufficient to meet her needs, but he rarely said anything
about returning now. During the first year of his absence
he told her, in almost every letter, that she had only to give
him a hint that she would like to have him back, and he
would return as fast as the power of steam could bring him.
But the hint was never given. Her stubborn pride alway:
stayed her hand when about to write the words, and so the
weary years passed on.

She had told her husband one secret, which she had keph
from him for seven long years, and which had fallen like
sudden night upon the hope of his life, and had driven him
forth an exile from his home, Why should she not tell him
strother secret; which would have been as the dawn of a new
dey to him, and would have brought him from the other sid§



22 FOR ABIGAIL.

of the world to sit by her side and help her to bear the
burden of life?

In a fit of blind passion she had told him one sccret.
‘Why could she not tell him the other in the yearning of her
strong love? TFor she did love her husband now. Loved
him with all the strength of her nature, and this was the
secret she longed to tell him, and yet would not.

Five ycars after her husband left home, Nicholas Bray
came to work at Wheal Anthony. Mary had not seen her
old lover for nearly eight years, and when at length she saw
him, she could scarcely believe her own eyes. Was this the
man to whom she had given her maiden heart? Was this
the ideal she had cherished in her memory for so many
years? Alas! how had the mighty fallen. Could it be
possible, she thought, that she had loved this coarse, sensual,
besotted man? Was it for this loud-tongued, blustering
clown, that she had sent her brave, patient husband into
exile }

Poor Mary locked herself in her bedroom during the whole
of that afternoon, and nearly wept herself ill. At last her
eyes were opened. At last she saw her husband as he really
was, a manin a thousand, too patient to repine, too noble
and pure to push himself where he was not wanted, though
that place was his own home. 'What she suffered from that
day forward, no one ever knew, for she made no sign. Day
by day she stiffened her neck with pride, became, if possible,
more reserved with her neighbours, more indulgent toward
David, more severe with Paul.

In Penwharf she maintained a dignified position. She
had been able out of her husband’s allowance to re-furnish
her cottage with considerable taste, while she always dressed
herself and her children with care. Moreover, she was better
educated than most of her neighbours, and avoided in her
speech the Cornish dialect as much as possible.

Perhaps it was on this account that at the annual children's
party af Rosevallion, Paul and David Vivian were always in-
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vited. 'Christmas on this account was looked forward to
with more eagerness by them than any other season of the
year.

At this little party or ball—for Ruth Tresillian allowed
the children to dance if they liked, or such of them as knew
how, another proof, according to the saints of Penwharf, of
her unregenerate nature—at this little ball, the whole house
was given up to the youngsters. And what a house it was
to make merry in! For once in their lives the children who
came were not cramped for room. There seemed no end to
the long corridors and queer passages and odd corners, and on
this night every portion of it would be brought into requisi-
tion.

Mary would come later on in the evening for the purpose
of taking her boys home, and would sit awhile with Mrs, Tre-
gillian and watch the children at their fun.

“How happy they seem !” she would say, with a pleased
look at her own boys.

“Yes, they make a bonny picture,” Mrs. Tresillian would
reply.

« And what a beautiful girl your Abigail is. Look at her
now dancing with our Paul. Where that boy learnt to dance
I cannot imagine, for I should never think of having him
taught, and I'm sure his father would not. But really they
look very graceful and pretty, don't they ?”

“Yes, Abigail is a very graceful dancer. She always re-
minds me of the phrase, ‘the poetry of motion.””

“I never heard the saying before, but it is certainly very
expressive. But I hope we don’t do wrong in letting the
children dance.”

To this Mrs. Tresillian makes no reply, but a smile of comy
passion plays over her large benevolent face ; while Mary’s
brow contracts into something like a frown as she notices
how much more graceful in his movements Paul is than
David, and how the elder boy appears far more at ease and
at home than the younger,



u FOR ABIGAIL.

“My Abigail and your Paul seem quite friends,” RMrs. Tre-
gillian remarks at length. ¢ Look at the puss walking away
leaning on his arm, as if they were quite grown-up people.
Dear, dear; how soon the young chits learn old-fashioned
ways.”

“T'm afraid Paul is getting too forward,” Mary remarks
deprecatingly. ‘*‘Heshould not forget where he is. Children
are apt to forget the respect due to their betters.”

“Please don’t talk in that way,” Mrs, Tresillian replies
quickly. “I hope I shall never see in my children any
assumption of superiority. The accidents of birth count for
nothing in the sight of Heaven. Your children are equal to
mine any day.”

“It's very kind of you to say so,” Mary answers, with a
pleased look. “And I must say on the whole my children
are very good. KEspecially David, he is such a trustful,
affectionate lad. Paul is more wilful and determined, and is
often getting his brother into trouble. I hope he will grow
out of his mischievous ways after a bit.”

“Boys are none the worse for a little pluck and spirit,”
Mrs¢ Tresillian remarks.  And I'm sure Paul is a most gene-
rous boy. But there goes the refreshment bell, so I must
leave you for awhile.”

In the great roomy farm kitchen there are two long tables
running from end to end, laden with such dainties as children
delight in. Paul Vivian manages somehow to get a seat next
to Abigail again, and when he squeezes himself in with a
broad smile upon his face, she welcomes him with a look of
pleasure. At present, at least, she is not troubled by any
feeling of caste. How will it be when she grows older}



CHAPTER IV,
BY THE SEA.

¢ We live together years and years,
And leave unsounded still,
Each other’s depths of hopes and fears,
Each other's depths of will :
We live together day by day,
And some chance look or tone
Lights up, with instantaneous ray,
An inner world unknown.”
—Lorp HOUGHTON.

Y the time sho was sixteen Abigail Tresillian gave promise
of possessing all her mother’s gentleness and sweetness
of disposition, and more than her mother’s share of good
looke. In all the country side there was no one so univer-
sally praised and admired as Abigail, and this, not because
she was the daughter of Farmer Tresillian, but because she
was such a true child of nature. Her every movement, and
word, and tone, was perfectly natural and unaffected.

“ Abigail never simpers, or cuts her words, or puts on airs.”
was a frequent remark of the Penwharf folk. ¢ She is just
herself and nobody else. As frce as though she was only a
miner’s child, and didn’t live in a grand house.”

Abigail never thought of the house in which she lived or
of the name she bore. To be a Tresillian of Rosevallion was
to her brother Jack a fact of immense importance. To Abi-
gail it was nothing. Why should it be? There was no room
in her generous heart as yet for pride of that nature. Ife
people were good and gentle and kind, if they loved their
neighbours and loved God, what did it matter about the size
of the house in which they lived ?

8he could not understand why her brother Jack took so
inuch pride in his name, or why he carried his hsadnghigh .

23 4 )
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There was a time when he used to play with the villhge boys
and seemed as one of them, but of late he had assumed an
importance and a superiority which she could not understand.
He had even gone so far as to counsel her in the matter—had
hinted that she did not properly respect her position in life.

“I don’t know exactly what you mean by that,” Abigail
said. “Ialways respect people when they are good and honest.”

¢ Oh, yes, that is all right enough, as far as it goes,” Jack
said loftily. “But then you know, Abie, we are not ex-
pected to associate now with common people.”

¢“You mean by common folk, bad people?” Abigail said.

“No, not bad people exactly, but cottage people, miners
and farm labourers, and such like.”

“The Vivians are cottage people,” said Abigail. ¢ Would
you call them common folk ”

“Well,” said Jack, with a curl of the lip, * they are better
than most of their class, and we have treated them in the past
almost as equals ; but for my own part, I don’t intend to make
as much of them in the future.”

“QOh, Jack! I'm sorry you've been away to boardmg-school,
if that’s what you have learnt; you didn’t talk in this way
before you went.”

“ My simple little sister,” Jack said, patronisingly. ¢ But
you are going to boarding-school next term, so it is to be
expected you will learn a few things.”

“T hope I shall never learn to despise my friends because
they are poor,” she said, with quivering lip. ‘‘Suppose we
should become poor, should we be the worse for that?”

% QOh, I don’t know,” he said, impatiently ; “but when you
get to my age, Abie, you will see things differently.”

o dJack was two years older than Abigail—he might have
been ten by the way he talked. He was tall for his age,
straight as a rule, and strikingly handsome. His father said
that ‘‘he was every inch a Tresillian,” and on more than one
occasion told him so. It was a foolish thing to do. The boy

.Maauﬁdﬁnﬂy large development of pride already, without
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having it fostered and strengthened. To have put the curb
on would have been a much more sensible thing.

Jack carried out his resolve respecting the Vivians. Paul
had been one of his chief friends up to the time of his going
to boarding-school. Now on his return, however, all this was
changed. Paul and Jack were just about the same age, and
at the time the latter was sent away to have the finishing
touches put on his education, the former was apprenticed to
the village carpenter.

Paul felt the snub very keenly, and for days and days it
rankled in his heart, and made his life a misery. At first he
could not understand it. 'Was Jack Tresillian any the better
because he had been to a boarding-school? Was he, Paul
Vivian, any the worse because he was learning to be a car-
penter? He had heard people talk about ‘‘caste ” and * class
distinctions,” but they were meaningless phrases to him till
now. At last, however, his eyes were opened. He was but
the son of a miner; Jack was the son of a farmer and land-
owner. And between the two there was a great gulf fixed.
But who had fixed the gulf? That was a question which
puzzled him sorely, and which continued to puzzle him all
the more as time passed on.

He began to see that life could never be exactly as it had
been. Abigail was going away to school next, and by the
time she got back she would have forgotten him also. He
had always met her on terms of equality ; and brother and
sister could scarcely be more friendly than they had been.
Now it suddenly flashed upon him that ke had heen pre-
sumptuous in the past ; that he had been assuming a position
that people like the Tresillians would not acknowledge.

What then? Was he to toady to these people? Was hee
to profess a humility he did not feel? Was he to step
down, take a lower seat, and admit from henceforth that he
was not as good as they? No; he could not, and he would not.
He was what he had always been, and because he was learning
how to earn an honest living he was surely none thewworse
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He did not reply for several seconds. He walked to the
edge of the rock, and then came back again and sat down by
her side.

““You do not despise me, then, because I am a carpenter?”
he said, with an effort.

“Despise you, no! Why should I despise you ?”

“Your brother Jack thinks you are a story above us cottage
folk.”

“] cannot help what Jack thinks,” she said. ¢ But if he
thinks that, I am very sorry. I am afraid he has learnt a
few things at boarding-school that he had better not have
learnt.”

“You are going away to boarding-schaol soon, I hear.
Don't you think you will learn the same things?”

“] am sure I never shall,” she said, with energy.

«“T don’t know,” he said, more to himself than to her. “It
seems to me that most folks change as they get older.”

«That is very likely,” she answered. ‘ But they need not
forget their old friends on that account.”

T think I shall go away soon,” he said, after a pause.

“You go away ?”

“ Yes, why not ”

“Oh, I don’t know, only I ncver thought of you going
away. And I never heard you speak of it.”

“The wish has only come to me to-day,” he said. “While
I was sitting up there on the cliff just now, looking out over
the sea, the desire rushed over me like a sudden breeze. I
never felt like it before, and now I can hardly think of any-
thing else.”

For awhile there was silence between them, save for the
cush and music of the incoming tide. Paul's eyes were
wandering out over the sea again, and she was looking steadily
at him.

4 Mother says it is not safe to act on sudden impulses,” she
said at leangth, -

He gave a little start, as though suddenty called back from
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dreamlahd. ¢ Perhaps your mother is right,” he answered,
slowly.

“And you are so young to go abroad,” she said, after
another pause.

“T shall mend of that every day,” he said, with a smile,

“But to go away into a strange land and live all amongst
strangers must be horrid,” she said.

“If T went, I should go to my father,” he replied. Then,
with a sudden burst of feeling, he added, “Oh, Abie, you
don’t know how T long sometimes to see my father and to
have his counsel.”

“YWould it not be better if he should come home to you?”
she said,

“Perhaps it would ; I don’t know. DBut I don’t think he
ever says anything about coming home now.”

“And if you went to him, you would stay away also for
years and years, and perhaps never come home again.”

“Very likely,” he said, slowly. ¢I should soon be for-
gotten, and nobody would care much whether I came homs
or stayed away.”

“Yon don’t know that,” she said. ‘ Because Jack has
slighted you a little, you think we are all alike.”

“If you treated me as Jack has done, I should never want
to come home any more,” ho answered.

She made no reply to that. And for a long time they sat
in silence, each one busy with his and her own thoughts,
All around them the sea was singing under the soft summer
sky, but they did not heed the song. Paul was away in
dreamland again, and Abigail was straying on its borders, ~

Suddenly Paul started up. ¢ Abie,” he said, excitedly,
“I've forgotten all about the tide. I hope we have notstayed «
here too long.” And rushing to the edge of the rock, he gave
a loud exclamation of concern,

“What is it 1” she said, starting to her feet.

“The sea is all about us, Abie. 'What shall we dot”



CHAPTER V.
TAKEN TO TASK.

*¢ In spite of all the fools that pride has made
'Tis not on man a useless burden laid ;
Pride has ennobled some, aud some disgraced,
It hurts not in itself, but as 'tis placed ;
When right its views know none but virtue’s bound,
When wrong it scarcely looks one inch around.”
—STILLINGFLEET.
T is proverbially a much easier thing to ask a question than
it is to answer it. And, indeed, when Paul asked the
question recorded at the close of the last chapter he had no anti-
cipation of its beinganswered by his companion, Hewould have
to supply the answer himself, if answer was to be found at all.
Abigail looked at the swelling flood, that made of the rock
on which they stood, a little island, with a feeling of dismay
in her heart. To her it seemed an absolute certainty that
they would both be drowned. She knew that at high water
the rock would be completely engulfed. Hence to remain
where they were until the tide retreated again was altogether
out of the question. To reach the shore without a boat
seemed cqually impossible.
“Qh!Paul, weshall both drown,” shesaid, wringingherhands,
#“We'll not say that till we are drowned,” he said,withasmile,
#Oh! Paul, what a funny idea. But, really, is there any
chance of escape$”
“ While there’s life there’s hope,” he said, looking grave.
®:But I've been very foolish, Abie. It's all my fault. I
ought to have remembered that the tide was coming in.”
““You arenomoretoblame than Iam. Youdidnotbringmeout
here ; I came of my own free will. But what are you doing ?”
“I am trying the depth of the water,” he said, clambering
«down the side of the rock.
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‘‘ All right, Albie, I've reached the bottom now."—p, 85
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#Oh, don’t do that,” she said. ““You'll be drowned if you do.”

¢ We shall be drowned if I don’t,” he said, with a smile.

“Oh, how can you talk s0? Don’t you think we ought
to be saying our prayers{”

“T am praying a bit,” he said, *“ but the best kind of prayer
now will be to try to save our lives.”

¢“Oh, don’t go down any farther,” she said a moment later,
‘“ youw'll be out of sight soon, and then what shall I do?”

¢ All right, Abiec,” he called out cheerfully, “I’ve reached
the bottom now.”

“But what am I to do$” she said, “you are so much taller
than I am. I never can get down there.”

% No nead you should,” he said ; “I want to keep you dry,
if possible. But be quick about it.”

““What do you want me to do ?” she said.

“Get on my shoulder,” he replied. “Come on to this
point of rock—quick.”

¢ Oh, I shall fall,” she said, with a little cry.

“ No, you won't, if you keep your heart up. That’s right,
clutch my hair, and hold on like grim death.”

¢ COh t Paul, I shall hurt you.”

“ Never mind if you pull every blessed hair out,” he said,
with a laugh, “but I think they are pretty tight in. Now, then!
hold your feet up.” And Paul marched along through the
rising tide with Abigail sitting securely on his shoulder.

Fortunately there were no pits or hollows in the beach, or
the consequences might have been serious.  As it was, every
step brought him into shallower water, and in a few minutes
they were both standing high—and, as far as Abigail was
concerned, perfectly dry—upon the shingle.

Paul, however, was wet to the armpits, but that he did not'
mind in the Jeast; indeed he rather enjoyed it. The whole
experience was so novel that, now all danger was past, he was
fain to indulge in a hearty burst of laughter, and most likely
would have done so but for the scared look on Abigsil’s face.

*“Oh, Paul | ” she said, as soon as her feet touched th& hard

82 !
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shingle. And then her eyes filled and herlips began to tremble,

“Why, Abie,” he said, it is all over now.”

But she could make no reply. Sitting down on the dry sand,
she hid her face in her pocket-handkerchief and began to cry.

For awhile he stood looking at her in silence.

¢ Come, Abie,” he said at length, ¢ there’s nothing in it.
There never has been a bit of danger. I could have carried
you if you had been twice as heavy.”

“I shall be better directly,” she said from behind her
handkerchief, and the next moment she smiled up at him
through her tears.

“Why, Abie,” he said, “your face is like an April day.”

¢ Please don’t make fun of me,” she said, with a little sob,
but still smiling. “I know I'm a dreadful coward. Ob, I
wish I was strong and brave like you.”

¢ Now you are making fun of me,” he replied.

“No, Paul, I am not,” she said, suddenly growing serious
again, “I think you are a real hero. And I shall never
forget you, Paul,—never, never!”

“You think so now,” he said, returning her grave look,
“because you are a bit excited and nervous ; but by to-morrow,
when you have thought it over, you will see that there is
nothing in it.”

¢ Oh, no, Paul, you are mistaken in that.”

“Why, I only waded ashore,” he answered. ¢ Any num-
skull could have done that. There was no chance of drown-
ing unless I meant suicide.”

S1f you hadn’t been brave and clear-headed,” she said, “we
should have remained there on the rock till this time, wring-
ing our hands, and crying for help.”

> ¢ 'Well, Abie,” he said, with a smile, “I won’t dispute with
you any more. You always look the generous side of every-
thing. " It is your nature, and you can't help it. I only
wish, there were more folks like you. The world would then
be & mueh nieer place to live in than it is now.”

v “Mease don't tu!.k about being generous,” she said, starting



TAKEN TO TASK. 37

to her feet. ¢“Here I have been so wrapped up in myself
that I have forgotten you were standing here in your wet
clothes. Oh! Paul, you will catch your death of cold, and
it will be all my fault.”

He laughed again but made no other answer, and a minute
later they were climbing the zig-zag path that led over the cliff.

‘Wet and uncomfortable as Paul was in body, he was in a
happier frame of mind than he had been for many a long
day. Abigail had shown him more of her heart than she had
ever done before, and he felt that, come what might, she
would remain his true friend.

Very little was said during their journey over the bluffs
and down the shaded lane to Rosevallion. At the gate he
pressed her hand more tightly than he had been in the habit
of doing, and, with a hasty “Good afternoon,” he marched
on down the lane in the direction of his home. Once only
he turned, and that when he had gone but a few steps. She
stood watching him, her hand upon the gate, her face radiant
with smiles. How beautiful she looked in the golden glow
of the westering sun !

Many a long year after that he pictured her standing thus.
He had no suspicion then that when they met again they
would meet as strangers. Abigail, full of the adventures of
the afternoon, went into the house, and in ler artless and
honest way narrated all that had happened.

She did not notice how her father’s brow clouded as she
began to talk, and how the cloud grew darker and darker as
she proceeded with her story. Jack, too, sat silent, casting
furtive glances at his father every now and then.

When she had finished there was silence for a second or
two, then her father spoke out : ‘

“ Abigail,” he said, and his voice was low and stern, “I
am grieved and shocked—nay, more, I am indignant. I did
not think that a daughter of mine, a Tresillian, could so far
forget herself as to go out on a lonely rock, alone thh a
village carpenter.”
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“I am sure, pp—" Abigail began, looking up.with an
expression of astonishment in her eyes, but she was not
allowed to preceed.

“Silence!” thundered Mr. Tresillian. “I have heard
your story. It wants no comment or defence. I have always
had doubts as to the wisdom of inviting common people’s
children to your Christmas parties, but I have yiclded to
your mother in this, and now the folly of it is made
clear.”

“Enoch,” said his wife, “you are looking at the matter
mueh too scriously. I am sure there has been nothing——

“ Will you allow me to speak in my own house #” he said,
severely. * Anyhow, whether proper or improper, the thing
shall be stopped. Do you think I am going to let my
children lower themselves to the level of cowboys?”

“There is no fear of my doing so, father,” said Jack,
pompously.

“] am glad to hear it, my boy,” said his father, with a
wintry smile. “You are a Tresillian, every inch of you, and
I have no fear but you will keep your proper position, and
make other people keep theirs. DBut Abigail, unfortunately,
is not a Tresillian ; she takes after her mother.”

“Who is a Penhale,” interposed his wife.

“I do not say a word against the Penhales,” he said, draw-
ing himself up. ‘It is an old county name, I admit. But,
Ruth, you are like all your family, you have no proper pride.
You might be a Beel or Brown or Biddix by the way you
talk sometimes, and Abigail takes after you.”

“ Abigail is a very good girl,” was the quick reply.

“ But sadly indiscreet,” said her father. ¢ And such folly
® as we have heard of to-day must be stopped, and stopped at
once, Ablgml are you listening 1”

“Yes, pa,”

# Then understand, from this day forward that you do not
gpeak to that Vivian,”

o “Not speak to Lim, pat”
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«Nof Nor look at him, if you can avoid it. He is no
fit companion for you. I wonder what the world is coming
to when miners’ children set themselves up as the equals of
farmers’ sons and daughters.”

“But he is well educated and well-behaved, pa,” said
Abigail, timidly.

“Do not answer me in that way again,” was the stern
reply. I have forbidden you to associate with him, or even
speak to him, unless T am with you, and understand I mean
to be obeyed in this matter. Now, go to your room.”

With downcast eyes and trembling lip Abigail instantly
obeyed ; Jack followed her before she reached the door.

““ Abie,” he said, as soon as the door was closed behind
them, “you would have saved yourself this scrape if you had
taken my advice. The governor is evidently pretty mad,
and rightly so. I can’t understand what you mean associat-
ing with a low lad like that.”

“He isn’t low,” said Abigail, with flashing eyes. “He is
no more low than you are. He is a gentleman.”

“Bah!” said Jack, loftily. “You talk likc a simpleton.
A carpenter a gentleman!”

““ And why not 1” said Abigail, her eyes full of tears. “I
don’t sec why it is not as honourable to work in a carpenter’s
shop as to work on a farm.”

“You don’t see becausc you are a simpleton,’
with lofty scorn.

“This is the second time you have called me a simpleton,”
said Abigail, her eyes flashing again. “ How would you like
me to retort and call you a prig!”

For a moment he looked at her in surprise.

“ Abie,” he said, “I am ashamed of you. It is evidently®
time you went to school to learn good behaviour.”

“And I am surprised at you,” she said, with a look of
defiance upon her face. “ You don’t think it wrong to call
me names, but if I retort you are shocked.”

*“It’s not proper in a girl,” he said.

’ said Jack,
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¢ And it’s not proper in a boy,” she answered back. * And
I can’t help telling you this, that I think the way you have
treated Paul Vivian is downright mean. You used to be
very good friends. He has never done anything to forfeit
your friendship. He has always behaved like a gentleman.”

“Paul Vivian is a cad,” Jack answered, with a sneer.

“I say he is not,” she said, with a look of defiance. For
she was now thoroughly roused, and would stand her ground
to the last.

¢ Anyhow,” he said, ‘“ the governor has put an end to your
folly. I suppose you will not defy him as you have defied
me,”

“If I were you, I would not call father ¢the governor,
she said, without heeding his question. It does not sound
at all nice,” and without waiting for him to reply, she hurried
away to her own room.

Meanwhile Mr. Tresillian and his wife were further dis-
cussing the matter in the dining-room.

¢I am sure, Enoch, you have made a mistake,” she said
to him, as soon as Abigail had left. “You would have gained
your end much better by being less severe.”

*That is always the way with you, Ruth,” he said, crossly.
¢But for my own part I have not much faith in your milk-
and-water methods. Abigail is quixotic and soft-hearted,
and that young scamp of a Vivian would be making love to
her next.”

“Don’t call names, Enoch,” she replied. *The lad is not
a scamp. He is intelligent and well-behaved, and if you had
told Abigail that you did not approve of her going off alone
with him, or with anyone elsc—that she was getting too old

%o act any longer as a child—she would have seen the force
of it in a moment, and I am sure you would not have occa-
sion to speak to her again on the subject.”

“] don’t anticipate I shall have to speak to her again on
the subject as it is,” he replied, with a frown.

+ “P&haps not. But I know you arc anxious that she

mm
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should not think about him ; that she should let him slip out
of her memory and out of her life entirely.”

¢“That is exactly what I do wish,” he said.

“But by forbidding her to speak to him,” she went on,
“you produce the precisely opposite result. He will fill all
her thoughts now. She' thinks you ought to be grateful to
him for saving her life, instead of which he is to be frowned
upop and ignored; and I know that in the child’s heart
the/re will rankle a sense of wrong and injustice, and if she
eyalts him into a martyr and a hero, it will be largely the
rpsult of this treatment.”

“Qh, stuff and nonsense!” he said, testily. “But if 1

eo anything of that in her, I'll soon put my foot upon it.”

“You would do much better to put your foot on Jack’s
pride and pedantry,” she said.

“Jack is a Tresillian,” he said, loftily. “I have no fear
of Jack.”

“I wish he had more of Abigail’s spirit,” she replied. 1
grieve to see his arrogant ways, and I grieve that you en-
courage him in it.”

“Just like you, Ruth,” he said, with something like a
smile. “But then you are a Penhale, and you have none of
you any proper pride.”

“Pride is a commodity, Enoch, that one may easily have
too much of,” she answered ; ““and I am sure Jack has too
much of it, and instead of fostering it, as you do, you would
do well to check it.”

“Oh! nonsense, Ruth. Jack is a chip of the old blogk,
alad that we ought to bo proud of. He will keep up the
dignity of the family name. Ay, add lustre to it,” he said,
with & wave of the hand. ’

¢ Oh, well,” she said, with a sigh, *“time will tell; but we
will not discuss the matter furuher now.”

' “Very good,” he said, with the air of & man who felt that
he had got the best of the argument. “I am quite willing
to let the subject drop.” ° s
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“ By no means, Abigail,” he said, sternly. *Do not allude
to this matter again.”

“Very well, papa,” she said meekly; and with bent head
she retraced her steps slowly to the house.

Saturday had come again, and during the week she had
never seen Paul. Indeed, she had purposely avoided going
into the village, or anywhere else, where she thought she
might be likely to meet him.

And he, as he had wandered about the village and up the
Rosevallion lane, and out over the bluffs in the quiet of the
evenings, had wondered why she never showed her face. 1le
was curious to know if she had got over her fright, and
whether she thought as scriously of their little adventurc as
at the first.

But every evening when it was dusk, he returned to his
home disappointed, and a little bit piqued; and without
noticing his mother or David would bury himself in a book,
and so remain till bed time.

On Saturday afternoon, however, he felt sure he would sce
her. And so, after dinner, he carefully dressed himself in
his holiday suit of tweed, and made his way in the direction
of Rosevallion. Mary Vivian looked at him almost with
pride as he left the house. He was so tall, so well-knit, so
handsome. He had said nothing to her as yet about the
desire that had come to him the week before, to sail away
over the seas and visit his father on the other side of the
world. But the desire was still in his heart, and she would
hear of it by-and-bye.

Branching from Rosevallion lane was a footpath that ran
along by the orchard hedge, and then struck out across the

®felds in the direction of St. Hildred Churchtown. DBetween
the orchard and the field was a large pond, around which the
footpath ran, close to its cdge. The pond was fed by a clean
stream of water that gushed out of the hillside near the house,
and which had fretted a channel for itself close to the garden
«wall. ®This stream of water was a great dclight to Abigail.
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She liked its constant ripple night and day. Its music was
more soothing than a lullaby. In the hot summer days she
laved her hands and face in it, and during the sultry night
its gentle murmur seemed like a cooling breath from the sea.

It must not be supposed, however, that the duck pond
was merely for the convenience of the ducks. Its main
purpose was to feed the water-wheel a little lower down,
which was connected with the barn by a long iron rod, and
did all the work of thrashing and winnowing the corn.

On the afternoon in question Paul, instead of going out on
the bluffs in the direction of the sea, took the footpath along
by the orchard hedge round by the pond, and then out across
the ficlds. He walked very slowly, stopping now and then
to look back. But if Abigail saw him she kept out of sight.
For a full mile he walked in the direction of St. Hildred,
then turned round and began slowly to retrace his steps.
Now and then the house was lost to view, but on reaching a
high ridge, that commanded a view of the whole farmstead,
he sat down on a stile and fixed his eyes on the garden and
orchard ; but, though he sat there a full half hour, the only
persons he saw were Jack Tresillian and Buck, the stable-boy.

“What a fool I am,” he said to himself at length, fooling
about in this way ! I really don’t know why I am so anxious
to see Abie more than anybody else. I daresay there will be
some game stirring by this, I'll be off back and see,” and,
suiting the action to the word, he jumped off the stile and
made his way across the field at a swinging pace.

On reaching the pond, however, he halted, and for a while
stood with his hands behind his back, apparently loohng at
the ducks, but in reality seeing nothing,

Suddenly a footstep sounded behind him, but, before he:
could turn fully round, his feet were knocked from under
neath him, and he fell to the ground ; the next moment two
pairs of hands caught him up, and, alnost before he knew
what had happened, he found himself struggling in the water.

Fortunately the pond was not deep, though there®vas s
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considerable accumulation of mud at the bottom, and when
he had struggled to his feet, and had wiped the mud out
of his eyes, he saw Jack Tresillian and Buck on the bank,
twisting themselves about in a fit of uncontrollable laughter.

“8o it was you who did this cowardly trick, was it 1” said
Paul, shaking his fist at Jack.

“Yes, it was,” said Jack, as soon as he could speak, *“and
if you will come up here we will give you a second dose of
it,” and he went off into another fit of laughter.

“Yes, Maister Vivian,” said Buck, “we air quite ready
for you if you wishes a bit more.”

“You are two contemptible cowards,” said Paul, growing
white to the very lips.

“We don't believe in lazy loafers mooning about where
they are not wanted,” said Jack. “I hope this will be a
warning to you.”

“Don't knaw ’bout that,” said Buck, with a grin ; “he be
fond of the watter. Las’ week he went into the say an’
nearly drownded Miss Abie.”

“If you will remain where you are two minutes longer,”
said Paul, struggling through the mud in their direction,
¢ you shall understand what I am fond of.”

“Lor'! don't he talk big!” said Buck. It scoms to me
he ain’t ’ad quite enough. Shall us wait an’ give im a second
helpin’, Maister Jack $”

¢ Yes, Buck,” said Jack, in a whisper. “Don’t let him get
out. When he is climbing up the bank, give him a push.”

Ay, that I will |” said Buck, with a leor. “I'll let *im
get fair out ; for the ’igher he be, the bigger the splash.”

In this Buck was as good as his word. Ho let Paul get

vglear out of the water, and then, with a sudden movemsnt,
attempted to push him back again. But Paul was too quick
for him. As soon as Buck was mear enough, he caught him
by the leg and drew himself clear up the bank,

There was a brief struggle, a loud ory, ndthg‘lphah,‘md

then Buck disappamred, while Paul made a rush for Jack
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Treeillian, with the object of sending him after his servant.
But the young farmer was not to be caught. Hastily leaping
the orchard hedge, he ran toward the house with all possible
haste, leaving Buck to struggle out of the water as best he
could.

“You coward |” Paul called after him. But he got no
reply.

In the meanwhile, however, Buck was shouting at the top
of his voice, “Help! help! Murder! I'm drownding!”

“You deserve to drown,” said Paul, coming back to the
brink of the pond to have a look at his foe.

“It ain’t my fault at all,” whined Buck. *‘‘Maister Jack
made me do it. He said as ow you were a-gettin’ too
huppish, an’ wanted takin’ down.”

“Oh, indeed ! ” said Paul.

“ He did, sure 'nough,” said Buck, humbly. ¢ I’ve nothin’
agin you more’n anybody else. But he made me do it, an’ I
’ave to do what I'm towld.”

‘“You are a mean coward, at any rate,” said Paul. * Dut
T’ll not waste further words on you,” and he turned on his
heel and marched away. ‘

Buck had clambered up the bank almost before Paul was
out of sight, and, with the water streaming out of his clothes,
made straight for the house. He expected to get a word of
commiseration from his young master. But Jack was
nowhere to be scen.

Abigail had heard the sound of augry voices proceeding
from the neighbourhood of the duck pond, and had rushed
out into the garden to see what it meant, and so had come
suddenly face to face with her brother.

“Why, Jack,” she said, “ what are you running for} Is
anything the matter?”

“We are only having a lark,” he said, looking apprehen-
sively back over his shoulder, but seeing he was not
being followed, he-came to a sudden stop.

-“'Whait dark are you having?” she asked,
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“That cad Paul Vivian has been loitering about liere again,
and so we've paid him out.”

“You've paid him out?” she said, repeating the words
after him, as though she did not quite comprehend his
meaning.

“Ay, we've cooled his courage, I guess,” Jack said,
drawing himself up to his full height. ‘ He knew that the
governor and ma had gone to town, I expect, and so came
loitering about here, trying to get you into another scrape.
But I reckon he’ll not come again very quick.”

“What have you done to him?” she said, quickly, her
eyes flashing.

“We’ve thrown him into the duck pond.”

¢ And left him to drown ?” she demanded.

“Oh, no; he got out much too soon, and, after throwing
Buck in, he made a rush for me.”

“And you ran away ?”

“Well, rather,” he said, trying to put a bold face on the
matter. “I wasn’t going ?

But she did not let him finish the sentence. ¢ Jack,” sho
said, “I am ashamed of you,” and there was such a look of
scorn upon her face as he had never seen before.

“Who cares whether you are ashamed or no%” he said
defiantly.

“To be mean is bad enough,” she went on, without
heeding him, ¢ but to be a coward——"

“Look here,” he said quickly, “I’m not going to be talked
to in this way by a chit of a girl like you. Do you know
that I’'m nearly a man?”

“I know you are old enough to be nearly a man,” she
said, pointedly.

For a moment he looked at her without speaking, then
turned on his heel and walked into the house.

Her first impulse was to follow him, but she thought
better of it, and the next moment she was making her way
dowm the garden in the direction of the pond. She felt very
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excited; almost angry. She could not at all understand
why her father and brother had taken such a sudden dislike
to Paul Vivian. Until just recently they had always been
very friendly toward him. He and David had come to
Rosevallion ever since she could remember, and they hadl
played together as equals and friends, but now, since Jack
had returned from boarding-school, everything was changed.
The Vivians were regarded as no longer fit companions for
them, and she had been commanded never to speak to Paul
again. 'What was the meaning of it all

The next moment Buck stood before her, looking the
picture of misery and humiliation. Abigail could hardly
keep from smiling as she looked at him. His face, hands,
and clothes were all covered with green water-weed and
slime. His ears were full, his hair tangled and muddy, his
feet plashing in his ponderous shoes.

“Why, Buck,” she said, *“you look very wet.”

“Ay,” he said, dolefully, “he thrawed me into the pond.”

“Who threw you in, Buck ?” she asked, her eyes brimming
over with merriment.

“He,” said Buck, with a jerk of his thumb over hLis
shoulder. “Him as is just turnin’ the coander.”

“I don’t see anyone,” she said.

“QOh, well, he’s got out o’ sight ; but ’twas Paul Vivian,”

“ Lut you are almost a man, Luck ”

“Very likely, miss ; but he’s ‘mazin’ strong.”

“ But why did he throw you in%” she asked, determined
if possible to have Buck’s version of the story.

“I'm too wet an’ shivery now, mlaS, to tell'ec all the stoaly,
miss, if you wouldn’t mind excusin’ me,” said Buck, in a de-
precatory tone. ‘‘But I don’t say as’ow I wasn’t desarvin"
of it after all; but I'll go now, if you plaise, miss,” and he
hobbled away in the direction of the kitchen, leaving Abigail
alone to her meditations,



CHAPTER VII
PASSED BY.

4 Who steals my purse steals trash ; 'tis something, nothing
'T'was mine, 'tis his, and has been slave to thousands.
But he who filches from me my good name,
Robs me of that which not enriches him,
And makes me poor indeed.”—SHAKESPEARE.

URING all the next week Paul remained indoors nursing
a bad cold, and nursing his anger. He did not tell his
mother and David how he got into the pond ; but they soon
found out from other quarters. Indeed, Paul was the talk of
the village for the whole week, and when at length he ven:
tured out of doors, he had to run the gauntlet of many a
cutting gibe and tantalising question. Jack Tresillian’s ver-
sion of the story had got the start. Moreover, it was ably
backed up and supplemented by Buck, and as the days passed
on, none of it was spilled by being passed from lip to lip.
On the contrary, the story grew by the telling, as most stories
do, until in a few days it began to look black for Paul.

“He had been found trespassing in the orchard,” the story
went. “On being discovered he took to his heels, Jack
Tresillian and Buck giving chase. When close to the pond
he caught his foot in a stone, and went head foremost into
+he water, and had it not been for the timely assistance of
his pursuers, would have been drowned.”

This was the substance of the story which Paul heard
when at length he ventured out of doors again, But there is

¢ 80 much in the way of telling a story. A fow shakes of the
head, an occasional lowering of the voice, an apprehensive
look round the room, a mysterious whisper, a significant
gesture now and then, and the simplest, and most innocent
form of words becomes pregnant with the deepest and
. darkest meanings.
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Paul mhight have been a common poacher by the way the
village gossips clacked and chattered, and shook their heads,
and looked mysterious day by day.

He was too proud, however, or too indignant to reply. If
people chose to believe this trumped-up story, they were
welcome to do so. He shut his lips tightly, and kept them
shut, refusing to discuss the matter with anyone.

As time went on the gossips spoke of this as the first step
in Paul’s fall. Up to this point he had been regarded as
“carnal,” though not “immoral.” He had never manifested
any very religious tendencies. Had resisted all the excite-
ments of revival meetings. Had refused to accompany his
mother and David to the class meeting. Had never joined
the Band of Hope, and had often made fun of some of the
local preachers, who occasionally *held forth ” in the pulpit
of the Methodist chapel. All this, of course, was bad enough.
It showed very clearly that he was still unregenerate. Yet
notwithstanding this, nearly everybody liked him. He was
8o open, frank, and generous. So full of life and fun. He
looked at you so steadily, when you spoke to him, and the
light in his eye was so kindly and clear. And when he spoke
there was such a ring of sincerity in his voice, that you could
not doubt the truth of what he said.

It is true he lacked the humility of David. But then
David had been converted when quite young, and had gone
regularly to class since he was twelve, and had adopted a
style of speech that savoured of pietism.

Paul, on the contrary, was abrupt, outspoken, and inde-
pendent, with an occasional touch of hauteur in his tone——a
sure indication, according to some very good people, that he
was still “in the gall of bitterness and in the bonds of o
iniquity.” Still, while there could be no doubt that Paul was
‘‘ carnal,”—uvery carnal, some people thought—mno one ever
thought of him as being immoral.

After the episode of the duck pond, however, opinion
changed in some degree. Why had he been in the omchard

M 4—2
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at all? And if he did not mean mischief, why did he try to
run away? And why had young Tresillian flung him over?
Evidently, there was more in all this than appeared on the
surfuce.

Then it suddenly occurred to some of the wiscacres of Pen-
wharf that they had heard of other things in the years gone
by, which they had not thought anything of at the time, but
which, interpreted in the light of to-day, might mean a great
deal. He had been given to practical jokes. Numberless
stories could be told of his exploits in this direction. Might
not these jokes mean a great deal more than merely a love of
fun? Evidently, Paul wasin a bad way, and needed watching.

Of course the majority of people pooh-poohed the insinua-
tion that he was any other than he had always appeared to
be—a bright, healthy, cheerful young fellow, as full of kind-
ness and generosity as he was full of fun.

The chatter died away after a week or two. Meanwhile,
Paul steadily avoided coming into contact with any of the
Rosevallion people. The treatment he had received was not
only most ungenerous, but palpably and ecruelly unjust.
Evidently, what Jack had done was approved of by the other
members of the family, or he would have heard something
to the contrary. But even Abigail had not come to him to
say that she disapproved of Jack’s conduct, and so he was
led to the conclusion that she was like all the others. The
thought was very painful to him; Abigail had always been
his ideal of feminine grace and virtue. It is true he had
predicted that she would change with years; that she would
become proud, perhaps vain ; that she would forget the com-
panions of her childhood and youth, and seek for friends in
higher social circles, but that she should change so quickly
and suddenly was what he was altogether unprepared for.
He had been confined to the house for more than a week,
but she had never called to inquire after him., If Abigail
was like she once was, that never could have been. S8he
had been in the habit of dropping into the Viviane’ pretty
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cottage at any time and at all hours of the day. But since
that adventure on the rocks she had never once crossed the
threshold, though she had been seen in the village again and
again. His mother and David began to remark about it at
length, and to ask what he had done to offend the Tresillians,
and what lay at the bottom of their treatment of him.

“T know of nothing, except their detestable pride,” he
answered, with some energy.

“ What do you mean by that?” his mother asked.

“I mean that they think we are not good enough to
associate with them, Jack as good as told me that directly
he returned from boarding school, and now Abie has evidently
taken up with the same idea.”

“ Well, Paul,” she answered quietly, “I don’t think,
perhaps, we ought to complain. I have always told you and
David that we were not their equals, and it is hardly to be
expected that now you are nearly grown up you can continue
on the same terms.”™

I never could see it in that light, mother,” he said, with
flashing eyes, “and I on’t believe I ever shall. T consider
myself as good as Jack Tresillian any day.”

“T wonder you don’t think yourself a little better,” chimed
in David, with a sanctimonious drawl.

“Well, David, come to that, in plainwords, I do. There,now.”

“T guessed as much,” said David, “and yet you blame
them for heing proud. I would hegin with the beam in my
own eyo first, if I were you.”

“I suppose, then, you are quite prepared to be treated as
belonging to an inferior class?” said Paul, with a touch’ of
scorn in his voice.

“I hope I know my position,” said David, ‘which ise
evidently more than you do.”

Paul was silent for several seconds. Then he got up from
the chair on which he had been sitting, and went and stood
before his brother, and, looking him straight in the eyes, he
said, “David, our father is & good and honest ma®, and
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against our mother no living soul can breathe a word, and I
believe you and I have lived respectably, so far. If you
choosc to be a door mat, that’s your own look-out, but I tell
you no man shall wipe his boots on me.” Saying which he
turned on his heel and stalked out of the house.

It was the third Saturday afternoon since his adventure
on the rocks. The weather was beautifully fine, and on all
sides the harvest was in full swing. In times past he had
been in the habit of lending Mr. Tresillian a helping hand on
Saturday afternoons while the harvest lasted, and had earned
many a compliment for his dexterity in sheaf-binding and
mow-making. Indeed, Mr. Tresillian had often said that
there was not a better harvest hand in the parish than Paul
Vivian, and that he could beat his son Jack out of sight in
making a mow, though Jack had been on the farm all the
days of his life.

Those turns in the harvest field had always been pleasant
times to Paul. He never looked upon what he did in the
light of labour. The work was a real pleasure. To be out
in the sunny fields tieing up the shining sheaves, singing
snatches of songs that mingled pleasantly with the ring of the
scythes, laughing at stale and silly jokes, telling stories over
the “crowst” and cocoa, carrying in the sheaves in the dewy
eventide, and in the light of the great red harvest moon, and
then the quiet saunter home to supper in the big kitchen at
Rosevallion, with Abigail sometimes by his side. All that
was like a beautiful dream, a pleasant break in the dull
routine and monotony of his daily life.

But this year he had not been invited to help. He could
hear, floating down into the quiet valley from the Rosevallion

ofields, the ring of the reapers’ scythes, and the laughter of the
girls and men, and he almost longed to join the merry workers
and toss about the shining corn, as he had done in the years
gone by.

“Well, well,” he thought, “it doesn’t matter. I shall go
awav oon, and perhaps never come back again, We can't
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be alwas’s boys and girls. I shall learn to forget Abie as she
has forgotten me. She might have dropped me a little more
gently, however, but I expect her people have put her up to
it, so I will think of her as kindly as I can.”

And with this reflection he quickened his pace along the
foot-walk by the river side. To reach the sea by the side of
the Wharf was at least four miles, but he thought it was
better to take the long way than go by Rosevallion and run
the risk of meeting any of the Tresillians. Then it suddenly
occurred to him that they would all be in the harvest field,
Abigail with the rest most likely, and the road over the
bluffs was much the pleasanter way. So when he reached
the bend of the river he struck out for the Rosevallion road,
and was soon in the pleasant and grateful shadow of the trees.

He walked along at a very leisurely pace with knitted
brows, and eyes bent upon the ground, for he was in anything
but a happy frame of mind.

Suddenly he looked up with a start, a light but firm foot-
step fell upon his ear, and the next moment, around the
corner, Abigail Tresillian appeared in sight. She was dressed
all in white, with a white kerchief round her neck, fastened
with a brooch upon her bosom, revealing her fair and shapely
neck  In her hand she was swinging her straw hat, which
was brightened hy a band of pink ribbon. Her bright brown
hair was streaming in the wind, and looking almost golden,
where the glints of sunshine through the trees fell npon it;
her lips just a little apart, showing two rows of pearly teeth,
her cheeks abloom with the glow of health.

Paul caught his breath as the fair vision burst upon him: He
thought he had never seen her look so beautiful before. Indeed,
he thought that in all his life he had never seen so fair a picturg.
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