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CHAPTER X\ —{ antinued,

-
—

"Il'-ll horse broshed ngainst me. and hurt
me” she sald. “"He wouldn't even wWtop
and speak to me—though the Lord knows
I don't bother him much' She puuscd
abruptly and her black syes stared at me
Why—oh!—sxcuie me, sir, 1 though you
were Bqulre Morvan."

"I oam” I returned
van."

“Oby-the new squire. 1 took you for Mr.
Hram when you spoke. Not that you look
mueh allks, but he's generally with Law-
rence,”

She dried her tears carelessly 1 won-
dered who she oould bé-an accursed
curiosity got the better of me,

"You know my cousln, then?"'

Oh, yesa. Hram Morvan used to come to
my houss with Lawrence. ™

"Lawrence™

“Lawrence Arnold. But he doean't come
Any more. I don't miss him, nowadays,
thnugh——l'w_ company enough  without
him." Bhe say my look of Inquiry. “I'm
Letty Miller," she said.

The name meant nothing to me, and I
found mothing to say. However, plainly
she did not expect an answer. Her eyes
traveled over me—then she mmiled.

“My howle Is right here'” She waved
her hand toward & sigable oollage In the

"I'm Henry Mor-

plnes. ""Won't you rest a while, Squire
“I belleve I will,” I responded. I dis-
mounted and, still holding my horse's

bridie, sat down on the steps of the poreh,
“Ought I to know your name. I've only
Just come to the country, you know

Béfore mhe could reply, Ferrias Dayton
rode around the turn of the path.

I sprang to my feet, and advanced toward
her with lifted cap. The dark frown settled
In & line above the luminous eyes. She
looked stralght at me, and rode by without
moving & muscle of her face. Bhe had
eut me dead.

I stood too dumbfounded to mpeak, Then
I ground my teeth—the girl's vaguries were
enough to drive & man mad.

Striving to hide my discomfiture, 1 re-
sumed my seat on the porch. My hostess,
leaning aguinat a plliar, seemed completely
oblivious of the whole Ineident.

“I'l have your horse taken, Squire,” ahe
anid.

Bhe pursed her lips—they were Invitingly
red and full-and whistled twice. A stout
black woman appeared st the cottage door,
. "“There'll bs a gentlaman to supper,
Burah,” wsald my hostess, “‘and send Billy
for the horwe.”

"Yas'm,"” responded the woman, and de-
parted.

T congratulated myself that 1 had not
called my pretty acquaintance “Letty.” as
I had been about to do. Thank Heaven! I
had sald “my good woman” only once.
What sort of pluer was this, who ruled a
cottage of this mize, and had at least two
morvants to walt upon her, T must have
made s mistake In judging her position, I
stole a alde-long glance,

Her gown was slmple onough—my mas-
tuline taste did not suffer me to under-
atand thal (he materinl was far too rich
fur the time and place. The clocked stock-
Irg and sllver-buckled shoe showed a wall-
Wrned ankle.

Her syes followed my glance # her feet.
Blie laughed snd trust one of them coquets
tiahly forward,

“Ought I to know who Letty Miller {a?"
I repoated.

"Well," she sald, "“may be not, you being
R newecomer; but some of the gentiemen o,
Oh, yoa." Bhe smiled frankly, “My father
Ured (0 be & tenant of Lawrencs Arnold's
Dad dled In the poorhouse, und I—" She
paused and regarded me slgnificantly
“Well, a girl doesn't have to go to the
poorhouse—not If she's pretty, you pee!™

Yes—I paw at last. Bue Buckaloo's pas-
slonate exclamation, the morning 1 had
socn her rebuff Arnold, scemed to ring In
my ears: "‘Go, ask ohe of yYour own people,
who can’'t help herself. You ean't turn my
dad out to starve. like you did Latty
Miller's!" Letty Miller! Letty Miller! and
Forrias Dayton had ocut mae dead.

Here's Billy." sald the woman, as arnvhid
darkey appeared. “Billy, take the gentle-
man's horee."

T rose hastlly, "No, no! T must be wolng
~I've wome business to attend to."

T left her, staring after mo tn o puzzled
fashlon. Lawrence Arnold, and “‘some of
tha gentlemen"—parhaps my “enunin®
Bram—had given her & ghastly Ides of men.

And Ferrviss Dayton had cut me dead!

CHAPTER XVI.

The Laughter of the Gods,

I had been so absorbed In the events of
the afternoon that it was not until T rode
away from Letty Miller's ocottage that I
noticed how late It waa

The sun had axet, and the brief autumn
Aftergiow had faded. It was quite dark by
the time 1 had followed the bridie-bath a
mile or two. In my confusion, 1 Bomewhoere
took & wWrong turn, aud presently realized
that I had lost my way,

This In itself was no great matter, for 1

was certaln to run acrcss & house, sooner
or later, but in the present unsettled state
of the country, I had good cause to be on
the alert. 1 confens, the noise of a Eray
squirrel crashing its  homeward WAy
through the branches of a hickory made
me start and grip my cudgel. However,
this was n weapon of extraordinary potency
=1 balanced 1t In my hand with satirfac-
tiom,
I had fashioned this cudge! the day be-
fore. 1 had drilled a hole half the length
of a plece of water-soanked onk—a stick as
long as my arm. and nearly as thiek as my
two thumba. In to this hole I had poured
melted lead, and nftrrwuni‘« capped the
stick with rings of the same metal As o
resull, T was provided with what, at a Ietle
distance, might pass for a heavy riding
whip, but what was In reallty & formidable
bludgeon—a weapan 1o bhe compared to the
mnee of & Richard Lion Heart. It's welght,
dangling from the thong about my wrist,
VAS very roassuring,

I pushed nlong the unknown path nas
hriskly as the darkness would allow. In
half an hour or so, T was relleved to come
out en the turnpike, although at a point
thal was strange to me.

As I hesituted T espled the lights of a
houss on & iittle eminance. Bstting my
course toward this, 1 soon passed through
& handsome gateway and, at the ¢nd of an
avenue, found myself before a siately man-
slon. It might have siood for a counter-
part of Morvan—a large brick-imade house,
billt In the days of Lord Berkeloy

Hardly had my horse's hbdofs soundsd on
the gravelled roadbed. when the door was
fiung open and, with the flood of Hght, a
churming girl rushed out.

"Oh, Bram!" she orled. “Is that you ni
last? I thought you were never coming!
All the servants are off to & husking—and
I'm all alone."

I bowed to my saddicbow. “Madam, for
the second time within an hour & pretiy

waman has taken me for my coumsin. The
first time 1 regretted it—now, upon my soul!
I wish 1 were he

fhe recolled, and the light from the open
door lllumined my face. "Oh! you aren‘t
Bram?

"I'm his cousin, Henry Morvan'

“Mr. Hrnry Morvan?' Her tono was not
finttering
“Yes. D've lost my way. WIHI you honor

me with your nama?"'

“I am Katherlne Arnold." she anawered
very mtiffly. “Mr, Lawrence Arnold's wis-
ter—and this In Fairview,"

Here wam n pretty kettle of fish. *'I
dldn't know,” I sald. "T'm almost n stran-
ger In the county, of course. I lost my
way, and stumbled oh you entirely by ac-
cldent. If you'll be good enough to direet
me toward Morvan, I need not trouble you
lunger.”

The girl seomed a lttle taken aback by
my prosesssd willingness to withdraw, She
Uit her lp, und gagod up at me unceriainly.
Bhe was very small—far too muech so for
my taste—but exceedingly pretty. Her
biue eyes, falr halr, and oval face made a
oharming ploture against the light

"1 den't mean to be Inhospitable,” she
s*ald hurriedly, "but only yesterday you
attacked my brothef, and 1 can't pre-

tend—""

“Tt was a fair fight,” I iInterrupted.

"My brother ls sald to be the best boxer
in the county,” she retorted. “If It had
been a fair fAght—"

Again I broke In. "You seem (0 know
Bram well, When you next see him, got
Fim to tell you about the mill—~he was
present. And If you llke, get him to expialn
why 1 fought your brother.”

“"Lawrence has told “me that himself,"”
she erled. "“You were Angry because—be-
causs he wouldn't let you treat one of your
tenants ax you wished.”

[ lnughed shortly. “Ask Bram (o explain
to you about that. too. In the meanwhile,
I have the pleasure to inform you that the
£l was married to one of my farmerns, nt
roen today."

Tha blood rushed to her cheeks. “'1 know
it. alr—I saw the wedding." She aesitated,
blushing without any apparent reason, 'l
was with Miss IPerris Dayton.”

"You are a friend of Iw_rt. then?' 1
neked eagerly.

"We are dear friends.' She frowned.
“But T am detalning you, sir.”

“1 am mest happy.”

“I'm morry 1 cannot say as much, Mr
Morvan. The marriage of your tenant
doean’t do away with the fact that you beat
my brother on her account.”

“Ask Bram,” 1 repeated. *'If he tells you
the truth—"

“He always tells
flashed.

“All the better, Miss Arnold, which is the
shorter road to Morvan, If you please ™’

My touch of temper sefved to dampen her
own.

“Follow the turnpike,” she answered less

me the truth” she

Laughtily. "o you ses that cottage light
down thers?"
“Yen'

“A mile heyond that, a crossway will lead
you to the post road. Is there anything
elee?"

"“Than% you, no. I know my way after 1
reach the postroad.,” I gave her a formal
bow. “"Kindly svbmit my apologles to Mr.
Amold for my Intruslon, and accépt them
yoursslf. Geod night., madam." y

She regarded me ruefully. Her lonellness
made her appreciate the company even of
an enemy, yet she could not well detain
me.

“Good night, sir.”

‘Always a sister, or wife, or sweetheart
to defend a man,” 1 reflected as | rode
AWAY, “no matter what a8 brute ho may be.
Bomeone for every man, but me apparently.
That little witch seems to be on good
terms with Bram, too. Strange he never
mentlions her."

I suddenly remembered Bram's toast as
he had begun It In Mary Pedersen's cabln;
“"Here's to the Flower of Falrview.” The
old beldame had taken it to be a toast
Ferriss Dayton, but Bram had turned it off
to Bue Buckaloo and had made a great
show of Interest in the plner's daughter.
Ferhaps, after all, he had really meant it
o be In praise of the Flower of Fairview,
Katherine Arnold,

“I wonder If she ever heard him roar, ‘A
girl, & bottle, and a gun'."” I mused. ‘'Bhe
might change her mind about Cousin Bram-
flelud,”

The idea so tickled me that, when I had
found the cromsway beyond the cottage and
was jJogging comfortably along it, I begun
1o sing lustily, "

“A girl, a bottle, and a fun
To make the seasons fllt—

And of the three, when all I1s done,
A gioi's the best of It.”

I lifted my face toward the rising moon,
ind roared in Bram's most jovial manner.
“A falthful hound, a gallant horse
That strains against the bli—

A glri-"

“Good Lord, Bquire,” sald a volce at my
horse's nose, “we hope one of you gits the
Evl—but dom't wake the dead to tell ‘em
about It, so Lo speak."

My startled glance fell upon & group of
men moving along the road Wrapped up
in my emulation of Bram. | had ridden Into
thelr midst unawares. Blx or seven men on
foor trudged bealde a single horseman.

As | looked, an pwiul thrill went through
me—the men were without heada! And
then 1 realized the truth—exery man's hend
was covered by a black bag. It was Pine
Owl and his men!

At the same moment,
cetved thelr mistake. A flerce yell went up.

“It's the other! The new squire' It's
him!" They rushed upon me from all
slden.

I whirled up my formidable bludgeon.
“Keep off, you scoundrels!” 1 whouted.
“I'll kU the first man that touches me.*

They hung back a Uitle, and | spurred
desperntely forward. The horssman now
teemed to recognlee me for the first time.
With & peculiar sharp ery he wheoled his
mount in front of me. Leaning forward,
he snatched a pdstol from his holster and
presented It at my breast. My descending
bludgesn dashed the weapon from his hand
and fell unchecked full between the eyes of
his luckless beast. Man and horse went
down as If struck by lightning. 1 mpurred
hendlong over them. and striking right and
left, won clear in an jnstant,

I was forty yards awuy and going like the
wind before the ruffing dreamed of pur-
suit. Even then, as their diminishing
Ehouts speedlly showed, they realizod Lthat
for footman to pursue a mounted man wan
sheer folly,

In three minutes I galloped out on the
furnplke. In the males | had become turned
about and was retracing my path. But I
Whs by no means disturbed—I counted my-
nuhnm:tmhr-mmhnluu
that moment. My roan dropped to a walk.
lmnputhmonlndMIlllvdr
muumuhmtlmumuul
be shining.

Convinced not only that I was unhurg
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they, too, per-

~
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but that the world still wagged as usual,
I resolved to satisfy myself of Plne Owl's
Mentity. T hand bad only a glimpse of the
black-bagged hend, shapoless and terrible,
but the body I had seen ax It fell. The man
was too slender for my "cousin” Bram—
besldes one of the footpads had taken me
for him: He sat his saddle too skilfully
for “Brownie” Davie' It must be Law-
rince Arnold,

A ready way 1o make certaln was to keep
watch on Falrview amntll Ita owner should

return, Although my blow had not touched
Pine Owl at all, yet hin fall must have
shaken him meverely. 1 reasoned that he

would make for hin home and a chance to
recover from the shock.

Falrview was surrounded by a grove of
onks, and all along one side of the house
the porub oak and undergrowth grew close
to the wall-a perfect hiding place.

I tled the roan well back In the trees, out
of slght of the avenue, Then 1 burrowed
out a place in the thickst, and dispossd
myself for my watch. Without being com-
pelled to do mors than ralse my hesd, I
could see the appromach up the avenue, and
the path that wound to the side door.

8o sure was I of my man that 1 had sup-
posed my vigil would not be a long one; but
the hours went by and there was no sign
of Lawrencs Arnold.

Half a dozen black servants straggled in,
Inughing and talking after the manner of
thelr rce. The lights In the house went
out until only one remained—atill I did not
ses the bulky shoulders or hear the heavy
tread I had expected,

Falrvlew was wrapped In darknees, save
for the light that burned steadily In the
upper window. Two pr three tUmes I saw o
wWoman's flgure pasd across the curtain.
Miss Katherine Arnold was making her
lelsurely preparations for the nilght. I
wondersd ¥f she would ask Bram, when
next she should see him, the real reason
for my quarrel with her brother.

It must have been nenr midnight,
Arnold had not appeared. Was 1
teken, after all® Or had Plne Owl
too badly Infjured to he really moved? Per-
haps his fellows hnd taken him to the
cnbin in Lost Hollow—yet it was an Im-
possible distance, If he were really much
hurt. Could he have gone to Lotty Miller's
cottage? Not long since he would have
found warm walcome there.

An owl hooted welrdly from Lthe thicket
nearby. I settled into my cloak. [ would
#ee this thing through, iIf T waited until
dawn,

At Inst even the light In Miss Arnold’'s
room was extinguished. The owl still
hooted persistently not a rod from me. I
feit about for n mtone to sllence him, but
could not lay hold of any.

The llght above suddenly gleamed out
Agaln—and was agaln extingulshed., Twice
was this manoceuvre repeated. The owl
hooted mgnin. My heart began to beat
heavily,

Then a man stepped from the thicket, a
lndder in his hand. He stole swiftly across
the open space and the moonlight fell upon
his face. It was Bram Morvan.

He planted the ladder In the shadow of
the wall, and mounted without an in-
stant's pause, The window opensd softly
to recelve him,

I stumbled to my horss, and galloped
flercely homewnrd. If I encountered Pine
Owl und his men agaln, so much the worse
for them—I would have relished fighting

and
mis-
been

Davsd f bitter

my way madly through them.

Bram Morvan the betrayer of his friend's
migter! 1 was stock to the very soul, but—
what a jJudgment on Lawrence Arnold!
The laughter of the gods for the soul of
Letty Miller!

CHAPTER XVIIL

S ——
By the Lake. .
The night passed quletly. Whatever

mischlef Pine Owl and his night brawlers
had been bent upon had probably been
abandoned after their encounter with me.
My bludgeon had shattered thelr enter-
prise for that nlght, at least. But the
thought of what I had seen at Falrview
made the world taste bitter the next
morning. I fear I recelved Sam’s cheerful
krin rather sourly.

“What's the news, BEam?' 1 demanded,

“Purty consldabul, Mastah Henry. Betsey
she has a schumpshus dinnah fo' the bride
and groom yistddy, Must ha' been fo'ty™
fifty folks here, Al guess. O co'se, me
and Dick kep' watoch Ins' night. Yus, and
ole man Buck'loo, too"

“"Has he recovered?™

“Purty near. Bwears quite some few yit
—but he's all right.”

"Where's Mr. Bram?™

“Jest come ridin' In & few minnits ago.
He's been up early—or mebbe out mighty
Iate. Ah ha!"” -

“I'nat will do, 8Bam. You may go."

I ate a solitary breakfast. Afterward
letters clalmed my attention. Amongst
othera 1 found a note from Mr Stockton—
rent by & messenger the afternoon before—
saying that he was on the point of starting
for Trenton, and that he would tell me an
Interesting bit of gossip when he saw me
again. I wondered if' Bram, or Lawrence
Arnold, had been engaged in sole addl-
tlonal inlquity.

1 declded not to mentlon my encounter
with Pine Owl to anyone at Morvan. The
story of my danger, coming after the at-
tack-on Buckaloo, would only increase the
terror of the domestics, and could lead to
no good result. In addition, it might de-
tract from the happiness of Baker's honey-
moon.

I had come to this decision, when Baker
himself entered the library.

“Do you want me for anything today.

Squire?” His tanned face was shining,
and there was no need to ask after his
happiness,

“"Yea, Baker,” 1 pald. "“T want you to

Elve my best wishes to your wife, and ac-
cept them for yourself. And 1 don't want
to see elither of you for a week—although
I think you'd better sleep here at night.
for your own protection."

“Thank you, sir. Then Bue and me—we
was thinkin' we might go down and fix up
our house today."

“Good. If you want any of the servants
to help yvou, take them along.™

"All right, sir. But I guess we'd kind of
like to bs by ourselves today."

"Go, qulck.” T rejoined, “or Sue will be
wondering If you've forgotten her.”

After Baker had gone, I wandered mood-
ily about the manor. 1 was Involved in a
web of villainly in which T was abla to
discover neither reason not ottcome. I 414
not permit myself to consider that I was
spinning & neat web of my own!

One of my dependanta had bsen badly
beaten ns an earnest of what I might ex-
pect for myself. 1 had seen the sharer of

my roof-iree playing the part of & dastard
toward the sister of his best friend Teo
crown all, My Lady of the Spur had judged
me by the fair but frall company she had
found me In—how her eyes hid looked me
through! These were thoughts to make a
man downhearted.

Thinking I might be diverted by the sight
of mome ducks, I slipped Into the woods
and worked my way down to the lttle
lake. On this forest side It wasm bordered
by n dense frowth of Inurel (0 the water's
edge. Forelng the brushes apart, 1 came
abruptly upon & man

He sat with his back toward me, gaszing
ucross the pool. Beyond, steel-bloe in the
Infiian summer haze, Morvian manor house
erowned the upland slope.

Although 1 had made a deal of noise In
my passage through the laurel, he seamed
quite. aoblivious of my approach. I trod as
heavily as possitle as 1 drew nearer. Still
he did not turn hin head. Fis back was
Against a tree, yet he was not aeeping,
for from time to time he beat a cane
Agsinst the ground with an irritable move-
ment,

"Oood morning,'” 1 sald, and walked for-
ward In front of his eyes.

He gate o great start, and faced me. 1
saw with astonishment that It was John
Dalton. He sat stralght and stiff, and his
eyes—very keen—met my curlous glanos.
What could the ald fellow be doing, &and
how did he get here, of all places ™

“Good mofning.” 1 repeated loudly. “Do
you remember me alr™*

He had recovered from the surprise his
denfness had brought upon him. He sur-
veyed me fixedly,

“Certainly,” he answered. “Cortainly I
rémember you well, sir, You nare Mr,
Irving, who called on my daughter—a day
or two since. Or was It & week? Time
Eoes fast, very fast, to an old man, Mr.
Irving."

From what I had learned both from
Bram and Ferriss, there would be an un-
pleasant scene If my ‘“cousin’ John were
mnde to understand that I was—or wan
supposed to be—one of the hated Morvane,
Since he persisted In taking me for a Mr,
Irving, it was not worth while to unde-
eclve him. At present, he seemed In a
good humor, with something of the gar-
rulousness of old age.

“Have you walked all this distance from
your home?' I asked.

“"Blir?

"Are you out for n walk?™

“Out for a walk, are you? T suppose
You've come to have a look at thin manor
of Morvan., One of the lovellest places In
West Jersey, sir. ¥es, a walk Is good for
Youth or age—youth or age. You llve In
the country, 1 belleve you sald, Mr. Trving.*

"“Yes, but T am only lately come."

“8ir?’

“I &m & newcomaer.”

“"Oh, no. 1 come here qulte often—to
look at Morvan, beautiful Morvan!", He
repeated the words with Indescribable bit-
terness.

"I noticed you were studying It closely,"
T snld.

Elther I had spoken with unusual fores.
or else his senses were more keen where
his feelings were Involved, for he beat the
ground savagely with his cane.

“Yes, yes. 1 study Morvan olosely, be-
onuse Morvan is rightfully mine—mine, sir.*
His eyebrows frowning up at me, reminded
me grotesguely of Ferris, “You will hear
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the story In the county, sir—perhaps have I 48 wo—on the Instant inderd. 1 had
aiready done mo.'’ rmall cholce—the rash of men und Horses
1 nodded bore me headlong I was galloping with
"Then, sir, you know my claims. They're the best of theimn In & triee
Just—just, by HMHeaven! And 'l have my It was devil take the hindmost for &
rights yeoL'" He shook his cane at me. wood flve minutos, before T had the discrs
“I'm not oo’ old 1o see the day. No, me, Uion to réflect A little upon my sltantion
Mr. Irving, I'm aot oo old.” Here was 1. who onght 1o avold  rather
Had I really been & Morvan, all this than oourt public wol pounding niong
would have been mightily unpleasant for In full cry with nearly twenty gentlemen!t
ma. The faet that, By the dAlsgulse of o I glancod aboul. Op my right, & square
name to which I had no clalm, I wan keep =el, middle-aged man, spurred  fercely
Ing the oMl gentleman from his heritage, “Pon A& blg skewbald, I raced bim for a
war eveni more distasteful. However, | #ake and rider fence, and beat him by &
kept a discrest silance. siride. My take-off just ahead of him drow
He gave a grim laugh, “Perhaps you ®n oath from Wim and a ery of “'Well pide
don't agree with me, air. The dreams of den, alr!” from young Green Jacket, I
an old man, Mr. Irving—an old and broken rineed slongside of the Intter
man. " "The (Houcester hunt, 1 tuka {t st I
As If willing to change the subject, he MANAged to say
pointed to & palr of wooducks that had “Yes, sir” He whooped ke a wild In-
paddled out from the reeds and were be- dian In my very ear as (he brush of & hig
Kinning to smooth their feathers red fox fthichered an instant on the rise of
“Beo those ducks? There's nothing more o ML Yoa-n! Gone awny! g-wn-p-p-y!™

touthaome, properly stuffed with wild
celery and chestnuls. Now, If you had a
fowling plece—or even u good pistol, eh?"

“1 have a palr of plsioin—

"Oh, at home, of course.”

"No, with me” 1 answered, “but 1
think-—""

“Eh? Oh, toys! It will take more than
toys to bring down those woodddeks"

"These are first-rate duellog pistols,” 1
explained, “but I think I won't flte on the
ducke, The nolwe might sinrm the nelgh-

borhood.” I was careful to speak In a

high key, and he followed my words with
the most earnest attention.

“You go armed; Mr. Irving?” There
was a eertaln uneasiness In his tone I
rembmbered Bram had not given him &
character for courage. “"You go heavily
Armed, sir?

"Yen, nince the recent outrage here

“8ir

“A man was beaten by outlaws close by
hore.,” I shouted, “Haven't you heard?"

"Yer, wves, of course. Mr. Lawrenoe
Arnold was telling me of it yestordoay —a
disgraceful plece of business. Mr. Arnold
Was saying that although he dislikes AMr.

Henry Moprvan personally, such an aot 18
thameful. I &lso have reason to dislike
the name of Morvan, but 1T abhor violenece,
gip—-nbhor violenece. | you think It ad-
visable to go nrn\a-‘]_ Mr Irving —even
thoukh you are only a peacable cltizen like
mywself—yes, yen, ke mysaif?"

“1 happened to plek up some plstols of
Mr. Btockton's today.”

“Sir

“The pistols 1'm carrying are Mr, Thomas
Stockton's, "

'God bless me! You don't aay so? 1If Mr.
Stockton belleves It's time to be Carrying
pistols, I shall have to find a palr for my-
self. The county must be In a very danger-
ous conditlon, Indeed, sir—a disgraceful
condition, I should say."

“I faney no one would attack you,” I
returned.

"You mean I'm too old. Yen, It's true—
true, Mr. Irving—and too poor, too. 1
have confidence In your diseretion, sir—1
am too poor to tempt footpads, 1 confess,
But,'” he beat the ground with his stick
‘I have a daughter—a daughter to look
after.”

“Then why the devil don't you do I, 1
muttered, “Instead of letting her gallop all
over the county 7’

“Bir? The devil what, sir?"

“The devil seems to be loose In
eounty."

=“Ha! Very good. The devil in the shape
of a charcoal owl on a charcoal horse—eh,
Mr. Irving?'

“Have you seen one of Pine Owl's proe-
lamations?" 1 erled.

“17 Heaven forbld! Mr. Arnold was tell-
ing me about ohe Mr. Henry Morvan re-
celved."”

“Where 41d Mr. Arnold see 17"

“Mr. Arnold? No, I belleve Mr. Bram-
fleld Morvan saw it. It was he told Lawr:
énce. Yen, yes—a skeloton own, drawn In
charcoal, I'think. A dangerous condition
of the county—very; but only t6 be ex-
pected In a country that prefers General
Jackson to John Quincy Adame. T take it
af A& gentleman of property, your politica
are those of Washington and Hamilton,
sir."

The old man began to bore me. “Well,
sir, T'll bld you' good morning,” I sald,
"Pleass present my good wishes to Miss
Dayton.”

"Eh?! Oh, certalnly, certainly.
do so. Good morning, Mr. Irving."

I bowed, and turned away. "By the
way,” T sald. “T have a mount near here.
Can't I set you on your way homae?*

“Sir? Oh. my mount. Yes, it's walting
for me a few rods back. Mr. Arnold Ia
kind enough to place one at my disposal
from time to time. He's very obliging, I'm
sure.”

I laft the old man to his sullen brooding
over his rights to Morvan, rights not im-
aginary, If he but knew the truth. On the
other slde of the thicket the horss Arngld
had lent John Dayton was contentedly
gEnawing at some sassafras twigs. He was
8 bay, a good sixteen hands high. There
was something vaguely famillar about his
powerful outline.

As 1 passed olose to his head, he lald
back his ears, and rolled a wicked aye at
me. Now, I am usually well lked by ani.
mals of all sorts, This one's evident hoas-
UMty struck me with peculiar foroe. I
stopped, and examined him attentively,
Full between his eyes, & heavy blow had
cut out a little square of flesh.

“By Heaven!" I muttered. “I knew Iit!
It was Lawrence Arnold."
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CHAPTER XVIIL

A Dish of Ten,

Noon found me far on my way to Pole
Tavern. After leaving John Dayton, I
had felt a sudden distaste for Morvan,
and all it meant, and had determined to
rid it of my presence for the rest of the
day,

I knew of no place more Hkely to afford
me refuge than the hostlery on the Glou-
oester road. To exohange thrusts with

Peggy, the pretty bound-gisl, was better
than to mope nbout the manorhouse, Peg-
gY's savcy ways and honest Irish eves

would be a rellef after the Insolent whims
of Ferriss Dayton and the siguificant
glances of Letty Miller,

Trus, by visiting Pole Tavern 1 ran some
risk. not only from Evans' [mpertinent
curlosity, but also from the possible rec-
ognition of chance travelers. However, I
folt myself hardy enough to endure the
danger He would be &2 bold man who
would dare to accuse the Bquire of Mor-
van of being Tom Bell, the notorious
highwayman,

I was riding along the border of an oak
wood when & great huilabaloo broke out
on my left Before I could pull up, men,
dogs and horses burst upon me from the
corner of the grove. The baying of hounds,
the cracking of whiny. the crier and
whoops of the men made a veory bedlam of
the Glovoester road. For & moment 1
thought the sheriff with his whole posse
comlitatus wan at my heels,

A glance at the pack of dogs—eix couple
it one—and a second at the riders, told me
there was no cause for alarm-] had
blundered upon a hunt, or rather It had
blundered upon me and bade falr to EwWeap
me before it.

A lively young fellow In s green jacket
rode &t me, shouting: “Which way?
Which way, #sir? The red fox! Did he
break cover this way '

I waved my hand vaguely. CGiresn Jacket
thought he understood. "To the south'ard?
Yea-a-a! Come on, gentlemen! We'll have
the old rogue this time, If we run him
cloar to the bay.” He shouted hack st ma,
his chin on his shoulder. *“Won't vou tote
us, st Jolp us—jain usl 4
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At Inst | regalned my wits, and began to
pull baek, The huntemen apeedily forged
ahead of me-all exenpt the square-set mAn
on the large skewbald, who kept mo long
neck-teo-neck, that 1 gaend at him inqulir-
Ingly He was favoring me with o pussied
neowl

When he saw that [ was aware of hia
partioular attention, he clapped spurs to
hie pag, and went aAway from me at &
pront pace. The st 1 waw of him he had
turnod In his saddle and was straining
back., his face still a-frown

I could not recall that | had ever poen

the man before, yet hin actions caised me
a deal of mmensiness, Although T was bold
rnotigh to face It yol T was not In n posl-
tlon to submit to any, even a mranger's
serutiny withoul & qualm

8o e @A 1 ke the =ound of . chorus

ringing:  from  the common-room—It Was
plain that some of the Gloucester gentie-
men had staved to hunt the tavern fox—

that 1 turned my roan into the horse aheds

without ealling for elther hostler or land-

lord
Entering

the houss by a ride door, the

vory flrst porson 1 sneountered was Pegpy
YConnor She was In the act of crossing
the hall, bearing & ralver plled with ant-
wblesw. She nearly dropped bhor lond when
L called her by name

"Lord! Tt's Squire Morvan."

“I have you falrly trapped now, Pegey.™

BEhe lnvighed up at me, her arms out-
streiched to support the tray. "Bure I'm
defincelo=n now, that's the truth.™

“T won't take an unkind advantage of
you.*

“Ah, Bquire—for a man that's got n pale

of lve devila hidin" In the backs of his
eyes, you're the most forbearin' one I
ever did see. You'll find the master in the
bar, sur.'

“T don't care to mix with the company
nt the bar, 1'1 go into the parlor.'

Ehe barred my wny hurrledly. “It's en-
paged, sur, If vou please. 1I'm earryvin' &
#nnck in there now., sur—if you please.'"

“T'm not sure I do plense. There's room
for another in the parlor, 1 suppose.'

“Well, sur—I don't know.,"”

“Come, come, Peggy. You're talking
nonnoense."*

“Don't Le o0 sure of that, sur” Hee
eyen twinkilng, she suddenly lifted the
salver within an lnch of my nose. “Deo
you smoll that, sur?'

“What?*' Then as a fragrant aroma
arose from a stcaming kettle. “"Tea' O-0hl

s & lady who's engaged the parlor?

“It Is that! A wmecret, sur—you've sesh
her before.'

"1 have?"

“Sure, you have so—though she hasn't
a vell on now."

“What! Peggy, you're a jewel. Lot me
have that tray. No, no=I'm her cousin,
you know-—it'll be a pleasant surprise for

her, You needn’t come In=1'll do the serv-
Ing myrelf, 1 dare say there's enough for
two here™

I overrode her protests, and bore the
anlver Into the tavern parlor,

If T had been in any less deflant mood,
I would have heaten & retreat before the
look that greeted me from the girl at the
window-table,

“8Sir!" she exclaimed before could speak,
“how dare you! This Intrusion—""

“T fancled you'd be surprised, Cousin™ I
rejoined pleasantly. “It's not often you've
had such a Ganymede as 1. 1 placed the
entables on the table. "I vow !I'm & rars
hand at the service of a—goddess’

“Oh!'" she eried. "Oh!" In & very flameg
of temper she was half-way to the door,

“Don’t rouse the whole house,” I sald
quickly. "If wyou leave me lkKke this, I
swear I'll make the place rink with your
name. It would be precious tit-bit for thae
tavern loungers to know that Miss Dayton
refuses to sip tea with her counsin, Mr,
Morvan.'" PFrom the corner of my eye I
Faw the shot had toldl—she came to an un=
certnin halt.

1 began to arrange the tea things, talking
carclessly the while. "Yes, the tongues
would wag anew over the scandal of the
county families Sit down, Cousin., At
least, you can leave me as well after you've
drunk a dish of lea an before'

Indignation choked her—yet I noticed,
with an inward smile, that she came s step
nearor,

Y1 supposs It I8 useless to suggest to Mn,

Morvan that & gentleman would with=
draw——"

“"Quite useless.” I agreed. ""Your ohale
implores you, Cousin—also, the bohea I8

Erowing cold.”

With a flutter of her hands— almost a8
it she were ylelding to aciual force—she
spnk Into a seat.

I eyed her covertly as I poured her dlsh
of tea. BShe wore her riding habit as
usual, the close-fitiing bodice, the patched
akirt, the skinned bool with Its bent bug
shining spur, Of the frayved whip I had
robbed her, but I noticed with a pang
that the gloves heside her plate were her
old ones,

Through the window behind, the runiight
touched her halr, aond drew a golden bLand
above her sycbrows. Her red mouth. firm
and sweet, trembled a little—reluctantly,
as her hands had done

“Why have you followed me here?™ ahe
asked. "1 came here be qulet—to
be away from—avorything, for a day. Why
track me so?’

“I track no one,”

to—ta

I answered. 1 found
came here like yours
self, It seemas—to be at ease. No. I'll leave
tracking to such as are more skilled in
owling than I, be it day or nighy™

Her oyes fell before mine. She stared
into the cup I had slipped In front of her

“"Dirink your tem, Cousin,' I sald. “Hard
biscults, toasted in butter! Yes, and a pot
of Mistress Evans' sploed cherries. A At
feant for a guesn!"

Mechanlcally obeying my command, shes
sipped her tea a little, then began to nibbls
at blscult and jam.

‘T don't kmow what
sometimes,'"” she sald,

"Cousin Ferrls, there's a Lucifer and a
Gabrjel In every man—ihat'sa an old story,
But 1 confess to you, the devil in me ramps
more fercely than he dues in many a
worse man.'’

“You mean you find it hard ro keep hMm
chained?™ Fhe was almost smiling.

“Yea. He's unchalned now -since § firet
sAW you here-when was t7-46n days
ago.*™

The smile was undoubled now, though
falnt. *I hope not becauss you saw iue, '

“Ood knows,” 1 sald so gloonidly that her
emille died,

"Fervisa,” 1 mald after a heavy Bilonhce,
“I haven't forced ruy sompeny upon yow
to talk about angels and devils, Yester-
day morning, when we ialked ot Salnt
Feter's after the wedding no one was ave:
more grecious thao youw*
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