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BOOK 11
ER \"l”'-—(l,'ht‘l!\hur'dl_
[ hadn't left much, if 1 re-

r
o ood, half In shadow, half
! .'lt could not help but be
&8 of her lovellness. Ehe was no
sman: benealh the high beauty
1.} a dormant power that I
with prettiness, and before
felt vaguely at a loss. And yet,
B of her warm bemuty, because of
4 witchery of her eyen, tha
golumn of the neck and the
8 the fgure in the moonlight—
EMEs was no Roddess, and 1 no
8 in Arcadia, I clasped my hands
and turned to look down into

W oaald 1, speaking my thought
hls 18 no place for & woman,
L

(" paid she very woftly
although, Lo be sure, thers nre
R

suddenly: ““What do you think of Char-
mian Brown?"

I think of her an little an 1 can

Indesd, mr!

“Indeed,'" snid |1 L

"Anfdl why, pray '

“Becuume,” sald I, knocking the anhos
from my pipe, “because the more 1 think
about her the more Incomprehensible she
becomes.’

“Have you known many women?*

"Veory few,” 1 confessed, “but

“Buatr

I am not aliogether unfamilinr with
the mex—for 1 have known a great num-
ber—in books. '

“Ouor biackamith,” satd Charmian, ad-
dressing the moon again, “has known
many women—Iin booka! His knowlsdges
Is, therefore, profonund!” and she Inughed,

“"May 1 ask why you Inugh at me?

“Oht" said ahe, “don’t you know that
women In books and women out of books
are no mora the same than day and
night, or summer and winter?"

"And yet thersa are thousands of women
whe exist for us Iin booky only, Laudis
Beniries, Trojan Helen., Aspanin. (1he
glorioun Phryne, and hosts of others,” 1
demurred,

“Yen; but they exist for us only as thair
historinna permit them, as thelr blograph-
ars saw, or Imagined them Would
Patrarch ever huve permitted Laura to
do an ungracioun m-r? or anything which,
to his masculine understanding, seemed
unfeminine; and would Dante have men-
tioned It had Beatrics baen guilty of one?
A man ean no mbre understand a woman
from the reading of books than he oun
lt;‘um Latin or Greek from staring at the
sky."

“Of that,” sald I, shaking my head, “of

| that T am not so sure.”

"Then—personnlly—you know very ltlle
coneephing women ?"' she inquired
“I have always hoen too busy.” sald T

|Hm-o Charmian turned to look at me

again
“Too busy?® wshe repeated, as though

| #he had not heard aright; “top busy?'

“Much too busy!” Now, when [ saldd
this, mhe Iaughed, and then she frowned,
und then ahe lanughed again.

"You would much rather make -
horseshoe than talk with & woman, per-

haps?®
“Yes, I think 1 would.”

1

“Hum!™ said 1, rubbing my chin. “And
why 4 you run away from him®™>’ ‘

‘Bocanss he wan & vilinin.*

That wan very Hiogteni!™ mald 1V \

Ut very sonaible, wmir.* Here thers
fell & sllance between wun, nnd, as we
walked, now and then, her gown would |
brush my knes, or her shoulder touch
mite [or the path was very narrow |

"And—ald you—"" 1 began suddenly, and |
wlopped

™Id T-what, sis?" |

‘TId you love BIm™ M4 1, siaring |
straight In front of me |

“l=tan away from him.”

“And-do you-—love himT*

"I eupposs'’ sald Charmian, spsaking |
very slowly, "1 wsupposs you oannot
undersiand a woman hating and loving

SCRAPPLE

WiLL | BGER SHWO Tl

A man, admiring and despising him, both
At the satme time*

“No, 1 ean't

“Can you understand one glorying In
the tempest that may destroy her, viding
A fierce horse that may erush her, or
belng attracted by a Wil atrong and
masterful, before which all must vield |
or break ' “

*1 think I can*

“Then,” sald Charmian, “this man I
stronig und wild and very masterful, and
mo—1 ran away with him.*

“And do you—love him?™ We walked
on somes dislance are she answered

“l=don't know."

“Not sure, then™'

"No."'

After thin we fell silent altogetheg yet
once, when I happened to miance a¥ her, |
I saw that her eyes were very nngnt
ben ath the shadow of her drooping |
lashes, and that her lps were smiling;
and | pondersad wvery deeply as to why |
thin should be. |

Re-entering the cottage, 1 clomed the
door, and wnlted the while she Il(hlrdl
my c¢andle |

And, having taken the candle from her
hand, 1 bade her “good night,”* but paused

| at the door of my chamber

“*You feel—qguite snfe here?"’

“Qulte eafel” |

“"Despita the color of my halr and eyes
=yt have no fear of—Peter Smith* |

“*None!"

‘Becnure—he |8 nelther flerce nor wild |
nor masterfull™ |

“"Becanse e in nelther fierce nor wild," 1
she echoed

“Nor masterful!" sald 1|
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alsn.” 1 pursued, “this pluce, as
Wom, in eald to be haunted—not,
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CHAPTER IX.

WERE sitting In  the moon- |
| Up to me, 1 had the same Inward con-

Charmian, staripg up at
heaven, “‘let us talk.*
I answored; "let us talk

e

falk of ourselves.'
you begin.'
i & blackemith. "
ld me that bufore.”
horeshoes—'
Bkemith, and makes horse-
Charmian, nodding st the

;

hare, In this sobitude, very
that it Is only reasonable
I shall continue to Hve
horseslices—though, renl-

s Istting my eyes wander
llon's upturned fuce baok

sky once more, “there Iy

el you mbout wo vommon-
s mypell that s likely to

AR, "svidently not!*
. whme down wWw her face
¥ that | fancied | detected

. “‘uw‘uulur lips. »
. ¥ inkine t us

“mUpposing sou bemin.
¥ 10 Inlerest you?'
o e
H -|l

L P
L Y0u say gor
would take

e, th

take that for

different.”

“You mean that you cannot bend, nnd
thape her, like your horseshoe™ still
without looking towards me.

“I mean that—that I fear I should |

never be quite sure of a—~woman, as 1 am
of my horaeshoe.”

“"Why, you see,” sajld CharmMn, hegin-
ning to bradd the tress of halr, “a woman
cannof, at any time. be said to resemble
& horsehhor—very miuch, can she?

“Surely,” anld I, “surely you know
what I mean—?™*

“There are Laura and Beatrice and
Halen and Aspasin and Phryne, and hosts

.r(.r others,” said Charmian, nodding to the
watching the play of the

moon again,  "Oh, yes—our blacksmith
hne read of so many women In bookns
that he has noe mare idea of women out
of books than I of Sanscrit.'

And, in a little while, seeing | was
mlent, she condescended to Elunce Lo-
wiards me:

“Then 1 suppose, under the clreum-
stances, you have never besn—in love™

“In love?
pips

“In love™

“The Lord forbid!"

“Why., pray?’

"Because love lu n diseasn—a madness,
coming betwsen a man and his life's
work. Love!" sald 1, “It Is & calamity '™

“Never hoving been In love himself, our
blackamith, very naturally, knows all
about It!"" sald Charmian to the moon,

“T mpeak only of such thingw ns [ have
read—"" 1 bagan

“More books! she slghed

"'——words of men, much wiser than |—
poels and philonophers, writien—'"

“When they were old and gray-headed,"
Charminn broke in: “when they were
quite incapable of judging the matter—

I repeated, and drapped my

| though many a grave philosapher loved;

now didn‘t he?"
.“T" bo wure’ suld I, rather hipped,
‘Dlonyslus  Lambienus, [ think, says
somewhere that a woman with n big
mouth Is lufinltely aweoter in the kisaing—
and——'"

"o you suppose he read that |

T . n ‘

book?’ she Inquired, glancing at me wide
wiys

“Why, as to that' | answered, ‘a
philosopher may love, but not for the
more sake of loving.™

::F‘or whose sake then, 1 wonder?"

A man who esleems trifles for their
awn sake Iv o trifler, but one who vinlues
them, rather, for ihe deductions that may
ln-:!rnu n from them —he la a phillosgpher,”

Charmian ross, and stood looking down
al me very slrangely.

s Hu.‘l" suld she, throwing back her head
“no, throned in lofty might, superior Mr.
Smith thinks Love a trifle, does het"

My" name is Vibart, as 1 think you
know." sald 1, stung by her look or her
tone, or both.

“Yeu" she anwwered, seeming to look

| down at me from an Immessurable attl-

tude, “"but 1 prefer to know him, just

| how, as Buperior My, Bmith. '

"Ad you wilL" sald I, and ross iluo;
but, even then, though she had to look

Viction that her eves worns regarding me
from n gront helght: wherefors 1 at-
templed —quite unsucoessfully—to Hght

| my pipe

And after 1 had struck flint and ateel
vainly, perhaps a dosen times, Charmian
took the box from me, and, Igniting the
tUndor, held It for me while I lighted my
tobaceo,

“Thank you!" asaid I, as shed relurned
the box, and then | saw that she was
smiling, "Talking of Charmian Brown—"
I began

"Hut we are not.”

"Then suppose you begin?’

"o you really wish to heur about that
—humble person?’

“*Veory much!"’

"Then you must know, o the Aret
place, that ahe la old, alr, dreadfully
old!

“"But,” sald 1. “she really cannet be
more than-iwently-fhree—or four af the
moust."’

“Ehwe e Just  twenty-one!"  returned
Charmlan, rather hastiy, 1 thought

“Quite a ohild!*

"No, inilesid—it Is experience that ages
one—and by experience she s quite--twa
hundred !

“The wonder le that she stiil lives ™

“Indeed 1t 8"

“And, belng of sueh o ripe age, It is

roballe Lhat she, at any rale, has—been

love."

“Hoores of times'"

OB aaid I, pUmag very hard at my |

'l';’d')'r fancied wo.” sald Charmlan
“Phat’ | replied, "that ls u very difr-
& thing!"

“De think sot"
“Wellna't 1T
ery well, then, continue, 1 bag™
Now, this womss."” Charmisn
on, beginniog to eur! the of hair
ain, “hating the world about her with
ahamia, li: 'gl‘“m‘ and eruslty, ran
fromi 11 il one day

| her pelticonta going to and fro

the mouth and chin, when you are ||n:n-'

“A lamb!" said I, tearing off my neck-
cloth, and sat for some time Hatening
to her foolstep and the soft rustle of

“A lambdb!" sald 1 again, and alnwlvr
drew off my cont. As | did so, a little
eambric handkerchief fell to the foor,
and I kicked It. forthwith. into a ecorner.

A lamb!” sald 1. for the third time,
but, at this moment, came a light tap
upon the dodr

“Yes?' mald I, without moving

“Oh, how Ia your injured thumh?

"“Thank you, It In as well as can he
expected.”

“Dpes It pain you very much™

Tt 1= not unbearable!” auld 1

"Gond night, Peter!"” and 1 heard her
move away., But presently sahe was back
ngnin

““Oh, Petar?™

“Well?

“Are yvou frowning®"

“T—=1 think T was—why

“When you frown, yom are very lke
him, and have the same squars set of

—un don't, pleass don't frown, Peter—
Good night!” ‘

“Good night, Charmian!" anid T, and
stooping, 1 pleked up the Hittle handker- |
chief and thrust it under my pillow |

CHAPTER X

€ IBART!"
The word had been uttersd closs

behiind me, and very softly, yet I started
at this sudden mention of my name and
atoodd for 4 moment with my hammer
polsad above the anvil ere T turned and
fieed the speaker. He was & tall man
with a stubbly growth of grizzied halr
about his lank jaws, and hs wan leaning

in at that window af ths smithy which
gave upon A certain grassy back lane

“You spoke, 1 think!" sald 1

‘1 suld, *‘Vibarg !

Waell

Well ¥

“And why should you say “Vibart'™

“And why should you start?' Beneath
the wrond, fapping hat his eyves glowed
with n sudden intensity & he waited my
answer,

“It s famillar,” said |

“Ha' familiar?' he ropeated, npd his
fentures were auddenly contoried as with
a stropg convulsion, and his teeth
gleamed belweon his pallld Yps

My hammer was yel in my grasp, and,
as I met this baleful look. my fingers
tightenad instinctively about the shafl.

“Famillar?' sald he again.

“You' 1 nodded; “like vour face, for
It would almost seem that 1 have seen
vou somewhere before, and [ seldom for-
gel faces'

“Nor do 1" sald the man

Now, while we thus confronted each
other, There cama the round of approach-
ing footsteus, and John Pringle, the car-
rior, appeared, followed by the paasal-
mistie Job,

“Marnin’, DPeter! — them ‘orseshoes,''
began John, pausing just outside the
smithy door, “"you was (o fAnizh ‘em '»
arternoon! If 80 be aa they bean't done, |
you bein' short-'anded wi'vut Jurge, why,
1 ean walt” .

“Where i he?™ mald | Involuntarily.

“Where's who?™ Inquired Jehn Pringle.
glancing about unensily

“The fellow who wes lalking to me as
you came up*™

“1 didn't see no fellow!" sald Job, look-
ing at John and edging noarer the door.

“Nor ma neither!” c¢himed In John
Pringls, looking st Job,

“Why, he was leaning in at the window
here, not & minute ago'" sald 1. and,
plunging the half-finiahed horseshos back
into the fAre. 1 stepped out Intoe the road, |
but the man wes pnowhare to ba seen

“Yery strange!’ sald L

“YWhat might ‘e "ave boen like, nowt”
ingquired John,

“Me was tall and thin, and wore a big

L
flapping hat.

CHAPTER XI

VER the uplands, 10 my Isft, the

Onuum was peeping st me, very broad
and yellow, an yet, casting long shadows
athwart my way. The alr was heavy with
the perfuine of honeysuckle nbloom ln the
hedges—a warm, sl sir whereln o duep
sllenoe Wwooded, and In which lear fut-
tered not and twig stirred not; but it was
none of this I held o my thoughts as |
strode wlong, whistiing softly as 1 went
Yel, In & while, chanciog to Hit my oyes
1 beheld the object of my reverie coming
towards me th the
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