PAGE FOUR.

ll"---‘-r'-'-'"-'t*-l""-l"l'" W W W W W W W W W W W W

s & & R L L R B & i-‘l'i"!l*lrir“-iriiﬁibiiiiii‘-i‘i‘iiii'?i41‘&}‘1;

The Witch of
Cragenstone

o mo R e R R B e

4
L3
& 4
L X
4
4
& 4
L &
-4
&% 4
L X
& 4
L =
L 2
W4

By ANITA CLAY MUNOZ,

Copuright, 1905, by Anita Clay Musoz

=

Author of “In Love and Truth®

lM'*Mﬂl‘l’i’*‘i#m**i**ﬂii*i s a2 S 2 22 d o i sttt st

o e e e e e, e ol e e o o . o e e e ol o . e S ol e ol il RC o e e . g, e s e e e

~For a2 ¥&e £He looked out of doors,
humming a gay tune lightly, then, leav-

Ing the room, ran up the stairs and,

bursting into the chamber where Els-
beth was sitting mending linen, stood
before her with ffushell face and spar-

kling eyes.
“What frock shall I wear for God-

frey, Elsbeth ¥’
“Bir Godfrey bhath come?"”

Margaret in surprise, who answered
petulantly: “Nay, dullard. How could
he travel In
mcuntain roads he knows not®'

She drew a piece of paper from her
bosom, reading slowly, “ ‘Tuésday I
shall reach the inn at Hackvon, lay
there one night and wilt be with thee
en the morrow, Wednesday.""

She raised the paper to ber lips.

“Thus reads his missive, Elsbeth.
Thou'lt remember that the storm rose
wild Wednesday, now six days gone
by. An’ so, ah, me,” she sighed dismal-
ly, “poor Godfrey hath been imprison-
ed all these dreary hours !n that foul
tavern, the Puritan, where we were
forced to rest when we journeyed hith-
er.” For a moment she was silent
“But the storm hath broken and set
him free!” she cried triumphantly, lift-
ing her radiant face to the sunlight.
“And now, I promise thee, he rideth
fast to Cragenstone!”

Suddenly she grew more serious and,
geating berself on a little stool at Els-
beth's feet, rested her elbows on the
woman's lap above the mending, cov-
ered her face with her hands and ap-
peared to be in deep thought.

“What thinkest thou, Elsbeth, of my
consin Josiah?" she asked after a time.

“He hath the appearance of an up-
right man and godly,” the other replied

“Take time to think on the words I ha’
just spoken.”
thoughtfully, “but, I ween, hard and
gtern, even above his kind, who, with
their long, sad faces, do dwell upon this

mountain.”

“He asked this morning to wed with
me,” Margaret observed quietly.

“YWhat saidst thou?’ Elsbeth exclaim-
ed, Indignation in her tone and glance.
“The sour visaged churl, to want my
bonny Margaret!
8ir Godfrey "
+ “Nay,” blushing softly. “There are
Téw to whom I care to say that name.
1 would bave told Joslah, ‘Nay, nay,
nay !’ and thrice more nay and sent him
roundly to the right about on the In-
gtant for his presumption, but he would
not take mine answer, and, forsooth,
commanding me barshly to let thoughts
of him dwell in my beart until his

The wo-
man laid down her work and looked at

such awful storms o'er

Didst tell bim of :

!
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him take me te his beart as a simple
mountain maiden with smooth hair,
gray homespun frock and sober coun-
tenance? Whichever way, good Els-
beth, will Godfrey like me best?”

Elsbeth, enjoying the girl's bhappy
mood, smiled indulgently.

“An my opinion were worth the giv-
ing in such a case,” she replied, “me-
thinks Bir Godfrey will see only the

| happy light in thy blue eyes and thy

red Ilps when first he cometh.”

* “Elsbeth?" Margaret shook her finge
At bher companion, laughing lightly
“Thou bath surely had a lover, al
though thou hast ever denied it, or else
how knowest thou so well their ways
Come, I'll wear my peachblow silk, be
deck myself in the grandest fashio:
and receive my Gedfrey in the with
drawing room with all the bonors
would bestow upon the king were h¢
to visit me. The King!” she exclaimed
with a disdainful toss of her head
“Forsooth, what is a king compared t«
Godfrey ¥’

The sight of the complete adoratior
of her charge for this man caused
feeling of pain to strike the elder wom
an's heart, and as she unfastened the
lacing of Margaret’s bodice she fell
compelled to say:

“AMethinks 'twere not well, sweet, tc
fasten thy heart so entirely on a mar
not yet thy busband. An old womar
with much experience of the world
doth know that many men, especiall
worldly men of fashion as Sir Godfrey
La Fabienne, woo a8 maid with mac
bhot love, then ride away, leaving her
to cure a broken heart.”

“Elsbeth!” exclaimed AMargaret sharp
ly. “Cease thine idle chatter and dar
not cast thy vile insinuations againsi
Sir Godfrey in my presence.”

Her face flushed, tears

Elsbeth’'s hands as though she no lon-

ger wished ber aid, walking from her,
“Forgive me, sweet Margaret.” Els-

beth followed her anxiously, regret at

“'Tis but my love for thee that gives
me false anxiety, bonny, for thy bhappi
ness is my bappiness, an' thy sorrow
more than my sorrow.”

ghe said with great seriousness: “Els-
beth, never again express doubt of Sir

upon the day:; doubt thy love for me,

thou didst give volce to a moment
since agalnst Sir Godfrey La Fabienne
—a man,” she continued in a low, pas-
sionate voice, “so much to me, so deep-
Iy rooted in my affections, that I could
die for very joy of lovilig him. Were
the earth to divide us, Elsbeth, we are
one—one heart and one soul forever!”
Then, after a deep felt silence, she
added in brighter tones, “But, prithee,
come, the peachblow gown an’ bhappy
faces, for this is a joyful day, good

QT the open door of the Kitchen
distaff and spindle, and at in-

' looked
baughty lordship would speak with me lands of the Mayland farm.

Elsbeth!”
L-'-.r,.lll""‘"n % -
CHAPTER VII.
Mistress Taunston sat before
ber spinning wheel, busy with
tervals as she paused in her work
longingly toward the fertile

on the subject again, he took his de- thoughts, never far from her son Jo-

parture. It was this manner. Look,

Elsbeth.”
Rising to her feet, Margaret strode

with stiff awkwardness toward the
door.

“Tgh!"” with a shudder. *I was fore-
ed to open the lattice to let the sun-
light in after he left, the room had
grown so0 damp and cold from his
chilling presence! &o thou’lt not give
thy consent for thy Margaret's mar-
riage with him, Elsbeth?” teasingly.

Elsbeth shook her head in a know-
ing manner.

“Forsooth, pretty, I trow thou'lt
wed thy lover that rideth here anon,
that thy young heart is set on, with my
consent or without it, but,” she con-
tinued thoughtfully, “ever will it seem

sirange to me that such a bard man
us thy cou=in Josiah doth appear to
be should bave a desire for anything
B0 soft as the love of a woman.” :

“I'rithee, forget his gloomy face,”
Margaret interrupted crossly; then,

coming and sitting at Elsbeth's knee !

again, said coaxingly: “Let's talk of—
Godfrey! ©Oh, Elsbeth, such bonny
times, such bappy hours as we will
bhave together!” she execlaimed, with
clasped hands and quick drawn breath.
“Sweet Godirey, to come s0 soon! He
told me on the eve before I left—when
we were both so sad; hath forgotten,
stupid Elsbeth?—that he bad business
in London which would shortly bring
bim across the channel and that he
would in probability wisit me ere I
were well settled on mine estate. Oh,
Elsbeth, I could wring my hands with
sorrow that the cruel storm rose and
kept him from me six long days, and
then again 1 could sing until 1 burst
my heart for very joy that I shall see
bim today ere nightrall.”

Rising suddenly, she went to the
¢pen window and, throwing out her
arms, c¢ried earnestly: “Oh, warm
winds, whispering winds, bring me
word that Godfrey now rideth safely
up the mountain road—my Godfrey,
whom I love!” .

For answer the rough breeze tossed
ber bair about and blew the white
points of bher kerchief over her face.
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siah, soon strayed back to him.

“E'en now he is at his wooing,” she
gaid to herself with stern exultation, |

“an’ I pray the good Lord who is ever
watchful of the faithful to put persuna-
give and convincing words on my lad's
lips and guide him to the most proper
conduct.”

For a time she seemed lost in thought |

until her distaff, falling from under her
armn, came to the floor with a rattling
noise that roused her. Then the re
membrance of Hetty, who upon her
arrival from her cousin’s had been sent
to the brook to fill the ewers, coming
to ber mind, she rose suddenly to look
at the sun. Finding the hour to be lat-
er than she had at first supposed, her

Irritation and anger caused by her |

daughter’'s delay at the brook knew neo
bounds. She called the girl's name
shrilly once, twice, muttering angrily
as she got no response,

Just then Josiah rode In from his
visit to the Mayxland farm.

“Cease thy shrewi-bh screaming,
mother,” he commanded roughly.
“Dost wish to reuse the village? Thy
voice can be bheard bhalf a mile be-
low.”

The dame, angered at his rebuke, re-
sumed her seat in sullen silence, apd
Jesiah took his horse to the barn. In
a short time be returned and, entering
the kitchen, threw himself down heav-
ily on a chair near his mother, who
continued to spin busily without ap-
parently heeding his presence. T

At last he broke the silence by saying
with affected carelessness: “Thou didst
not tell me—if my memory serves me
well on so slight a matter—of what ap-
peara the cavalier was that rode
by Haggott’s and mistook the Stern-
dorf road. Was he an unbearded gal-
lant, fickle and changeable as the wind,
one day mad in love with a pretty
face and forgetting it the next, or was
he old and gray haired, with an eve to
finishing his days in comfort on the
estate of his bride?

| |

c—

-

Panrisian Tady In my silken gown of
peachblow hue with feathers waving
high above my head. or shall I let |

her words showing in ber countenance,
| be passable, not taking into considera-

ance was he?’

manner, she commenced her narra-
ﬁﬂi \

Brother Haggotts door, of his loud
knocking and of bow from my place

fuily.”

@'Ave, thou hast, but naught else,™
Josiah interposed with eagérness,

“His age, mother? Of what age

' looked he*”

knight was getting on to thirty sum-
mers, mayhap one or two more,” she
said. “He was large of stature and
finely built, with gray eves and brown
pointed beard worn i’ the French fash-
fon. A round bhat with sweeping feath-

ing boots reached to his hips, and his
doublet was-of ruby velvet, with black
satin slashings. Good son Josiah"—she
laid her hand on his arm with an ex-
pression of feeling unusual with her—
“he presented such a dazzling picture
to mine eves that for the nonce—know-
ing that oft to silly women the sight of

character—a feeling of insecurity, ap-
prebension and alarm for thy prospects
s0 filled my mind that I saw the man
who would supplant thee ride bravely

ever his righteous and faithful serv-
ants,” she concluded in her most de-
vout manner.

Springing to his feet, Taunston paced

|

|

| the room with nervous strides, occa-
|

sionally pausing to look out of the win-
dow or to stand stern and gloomy be-

unable to contaln himself longer, he

' made a sharp exclamation and, going

filled her i
eves, and she took the lacings out of |

to his mother, who bad resumed her
epinning, cried desperately: “Mother, I

With quiet deliberation, which was
in direct contrast to ber som’s excited

“Josiah, T ha’ told thee of the gal-
lant’'s sudden appearance at good |

behind the lattice I observed him care-

“Methought as I saw him that the

er covered his hair, long leathern rid-

| “A good morrow, Hetty.”
Hetty, or TNl lose it!” he cried, “with

great eagerness,
' “I—1 went to the brook,
An' when I did look
1 saw a malid,
And—and she no longer stayed.
“There, there! That's sentiment for
thE' H’Emlﬂ
Her face softened a little, and she
approached a step bpearer, asking
doubtfully, “Dost think so, Simon?"

! “Aye, marry, 'tis a fine verse and of
 'wondrous sentiment!” he cried convine-

 Ingly. “I warrant .that Will Shake-
epeare, with all the talk about him,

| could ne’er ha' done better. Didst ever
hear of such perfection in rhyming.

Hetty "
“Perchance, 'tis well for g verse

rich and tawdry dress doth weigh heay- thought on the minute,” she replied,

ily against plety, honesty and worth of with an indifferent toss of bher head.

| “Ah, welladay, "tis ill dawdling at the

| brook i’ the morning, with a day’s work
| ahead of one, a-listening to foolish

away in the wrong direction with ex- |
. ultation and a feeling of gratitude to
God for his gracious protection of us, .

| fore the chimney fire. Suddenly, as if

ha" sworn that those lands shall be '

mine! An' the knowledge that there Is
an enemy approaching with intent to

bafle my desire doth set me on the |

verge of frenzy!”

“Calmness,” eghe replied in a voice of
warning. “Cold calculation and a trust
in God were ever better, my son, than
hot words and hasty actiom. Already

| Abigail’s misdirection hath sped thee

six days on thy wooing and six days
more before the Skollvent stream will

tion the knowledge of the pest of mea-

town of Sterndorf, where our travelers

For a time Margaret was sllent: thep A 2&re resting safely there by now.”

She laughed in grim enjoyment.

 “Happen, lad, we may ne'er hear o'
| them again.”

Godfrey. Doubt that the sun riseth to |

light the earth: doubt that night falls |
gh o | and leaned against the casing of the

but never cherish such thoughts as |
' and mirthless.

Josiah paused In his restless walking

door, with a gleam of Eupe in his eves.

“Ha, ha,” his laughter rang out harsh
“An our gallant cour-
tier doth fall a victim to the pest 'twill
be a long number o' days before he can
recover strength to ride down ¥yon

. saymesters.”

Simon watched her wistfully as she
wilked away from him, with the ewer
of- water gracefully poised on her
shoulder. Nor did be take his glance
from her until she had entered a woody
stretch of country that lay between the
brook and the Taunston farmhouse.
Then, throwing fear of her displeasure
to the winds, bhe ran hastily and over-
took her at the dell.

“Hetty,"” bhe whispered, panting slight-
ly, “the sentimeng in my verse did
please thee, 1 trow, by the look of ap-
proval in thine eyes. Wik kiss me,
Hetty 7'

“Nay, silly stupid!” She tossed her
bead indignantly. *“Wast ever such ef-
frontery heard on!™

Then, seeing him abashed and his
bright face cloud with regret at his
temerity, her eves twinkled and she
laughed a low, sweet, rippling laugh.

“There, there, good Simon, pout not
go dolefully,” she exclaimed. *“Prithee,
gince thou hath grown clever and can
make verses so aptly perchance thou
ghouldst bave a reward. 7Thou"—a
warm flush suffusing her countenance
—"thou canst kiss the back of my hand

' if thou like,” throwing it toward him

' sles that d thickl bout the
sles that spreads so thickly abou | tndifferently.

' man, do ba' done!

“There, lawk-a-mercr,
1 did not say my
wrist an’' arm, that I remember! Aye,
mother,” she cried bastily In answer
to a shrill call from her mother in the
doorway. “I'm on my way!"
CHAFPTER VIII.

ITH the slanting rays of the
afternoon sun falling full
upon her, Margaret May-
land rode up the mountain

path that led to the Mavland farm,

rocky mountain road. In that time, ™Mmaking with her crimson riding habit
with perseverance and determination, &nDd ytllow bair a brilliant speck of

much headway can be made!”
He opened his lips to continue, hesi-
tated, then said: “Thou saidst I think

that yon cavalier's face was not one |r on its neck, and Margaret, pale face!l

| of much attractiveness, good mother? and dejected, rode along listlessly. A

color against the dark background of
the green trees and foliage. Her horse
stepped slowly, the rein falling loose

L]

Not one a woman would remember | lark calling his mate sent stroug. swee!

lohg "

notes across the forest; a buzy squirre!

Still treasuring in her heart agalnst | disturbed by the advent of horse a:
him the harsh words-he had spoken as rider, ran chattering up the trunk of
he rode up to the door, his mother tree, and the little spring brovk In

made reply:
“'Twere a sin to speak words with-

out truth, Josiah,” she said piously, “so
I fain must say that to the worldly

much manly beauoty.”

bled across the mountain road

splashed and sparkled in the sunli-
hut Margaret, lost in ber sad rev .
rode on unheeding with bowed figu:

But her | minded the gallant's face was one of &nd drooping head.

Elsbeth, who for an hour past ha

Her son did not reply, but strode been peering anxiously out of au Ww!

hastily out of the doorway, and as he

| walked bitter hatred filled his heart

and blinded his eyes so that for once
be did not see the green lands of Mar-
garet Mayland's estate spreading out

dow that overlooked the roandwarx. sp
ing ber young charge ut ihe gZue
threw open the door at her apiroccos
with a great show of cheerful activii;
“Enter, pretty, an’' rest thy=elf.” «

in all their spring beauty before him. eried as Margaret alighted from .-

His sister Hetty, dawdling at the brook  borse an

In the sunshine, filling the ewers, spoke
to him as he passed, but bhe did not

near her or appear to know that she
was there.

Not so with round faced Simon
hempster, who cawme after him whis-
tling merrily, a bunch of fagots on his
shoulders and a happy light in his
eyes as their gaze fell on Hetty, who,
having filled the ewers, was now rais-
ing one to her shoulder preparatory to
carrying it to the house.

Simon threw down his fagots.

“A good morrow, Hetty. Ehalt help
thee with thy water carrving ¥

“Nay, not so, good Simo., for mother,
ever watchful from the doorway, would
say that we did gossip in working
hours,"” she replied soberly. *“Once ere
pow this morning 1 ba' feit the severity
o’ ber displeasure.”

“Then, by my faith, thy sweet face
showeth no sign that thou didst take
her rebuke to heart sorely, for thy
countenance is as bright—as bright"—

Hetty raised her eyes in pleased an-
ticipation.

“As bright as a new brass kettle!” he
cried, delighted in that bhe had found

80 apt a comparison.

The smile on his companion’s face
grew quickly into a frown as she turn-
ed stiffly to walk away.

“So0 I resemble a brass'kettle this |

morning!” she said sarcastically, “Next

grier every minute, **{ may remind thee
of thy new pigs’ fough?” -

“Nay, be not vexed w Iu.l!'ut
‘Hetty,” Simon med, running aft-
er her in clumsy haste. “Wait, wait. [ |

running aft-

I

|
.[

|

d threw the re¢ins to oll Giles

Then, lifting her eves in wute e
spair to Elsbeth’s face, Marguret can
toward the house.

“Thy tea Is brewed. and the hot
eakes that thou likest are covered
keeping warm for thee on the hearth-
stone,” Elsbeth announced.

Margaret entered langukily. carry
Ing her jeweled riding whip. her heavy
skirts tralling after ber as she came.

“] care not to eat,” she sald sadly.

Then, as if unable to conceal her dis-
appointment or te coutaiu ber =uTer
ing, she cried out brokenly: “Elsbeth,
another day most gone and Godfrey
hath not come., An" wander where |
will 1 'can get no word of him. Mine
eres are strained with looking down
the road that leads from Loundon, and
my beart aches vear to bursting with
loneliness and apprebension. Three
weeks last Sunday since 1 received his
missive.” I

Her riding whip fell to the floor with
a thud as she sank into a chair, cover-
ing up her white face with ber hands.

“Elsbeth,” she sald at last to the
woman who stood before her in dumb
sympathy, “bast ever thought that God-

ous verse about thee” . |

garet. 1 promise

thee—that ere the sun goeth down om
another day thy lover 'll boild thee in

his arms.”

believe thine oft repeated promises,
good Elsbeth, my heart would not now
bave lost its lightness.”

At the top of the staircase she paus-

ed,

doth not come!” she said.

wearily night after night for the man
who hast thine.shole heart thou would

pity me.”
the elder woman sald, putting her arm

joy be turned to sorrow.”
Margaret raised ber eyes. filled with
deep reproach, to Elsbeth’s face.

berly: “such faith, such t
thine evil suspicions a
bodings could bave no thought on.

of their Imperfections? ‘Twere

s0 beset on every side.”
“Beset! Margaret, tell me, Who trou-
bles thee ¥’

answered,

open and determined that, I" truth. I
bave fear of him."

strikes a chill to my heart.

ards; there ls something so cruel In

ing, that bhe sets me all a-tremble. At

my waking bours are filled with bad
prEﬁentIhet!. Oh,
burst out erving bitterly—"pray God tc
send me Godfrey!”

“There, there! Take off this riding
dress that hangs so heavily about
thee"—Elsbeth stroked the bowed head
gently—"and don thine azure muslin
that Bir Godfrey loved to see thee
wear. Dost remember, sweet, one
pight in Paris when I was brushing
thy bhair that thou told me that thy
lover sald thon wert like a dainty fow:
er in that frock—a blue forgetmenot?
And the next day he sent thee a bunch
of the sweet flowers?

“Ab, remind me not of those happs
days!” sbe replied tearfully, *“Ah

lackaday, that I ever left mine aunt
in Paris!™

LElsbeth, assisting ber to remove her
habit, said, with gentle sympathy,
“'"Tis no wonder thou art nerveless
and pining, bonny, in this raw moun-
tain climate that, I trow, doth not
agree with thee, an’ the sober ways of
thy neighbors do pall upon thee."

“Although it doth appear to thee, Els-
beth, that I have lost my bravery and
strength, I bave still courage to bear
the beaviest ills of life, such as separa-
tion, poor health, grim poverty, I' truth,
starvation; but I admit that such agony

| as the knowledge of harm to Godfrey
'would be a grief such as would kil

me."

“Fie, fie on such grim thoughts!

Cheer thee, Margaret,” urged bher com-
panion.
For a moment the girl struggled with
berself, then forcing a smile through
the tears sald more cheerfully, “The
blue frock, Elsbeth, and my lare ber-
tha. Who doth dare say that thou and
I bave lost hope of brave Godfrey?”

An hour later, just as the waning sun-
light was hovering over the plne cov-
ered pesks of Cragenstone now dis-
tinedly defined against the rose tinted
horizon, the young mistress of the May-
land farm, wearing a blue evening
gown made In the French fashion, with
the bodice cut low, surmounted by a
lace bertha, ber fair neck and arms
bare and rufled skirts made full and
sweeping, walked out of the house and
standing before the door looked down
the roadway pensively with an air of
indecision.

The soft breeze stirred the leaves of
the foliage and the monotonous call of
the whippoorwill could be bheard over
the trees of the forest, but no other
sounds, such as the galloping of horses’
feet, fell on the ears of the walting,
lonely woman.

“Maybap, an thou'lt walk a little
down the road behind the hill, thou'lt
meet Sir Godfrey,” Elsbeth called from
the window. :

belpless, ill; hath met foul play—or—

beth who loves thee doth promise

Margaret smiled sadly. “An I could’

“Oh, Elsbeth, 'tis easy for thee to be
brave when 'tis not thy Godfrey who
“But could

thou really know what ‘tis to walt

“I ha’ ever advised thee, Margaret.,”

about the girl comfortingly. “not to
fasten too much affeetion on any man, *
else be prove not worthy of it and thy

“guch troe love as doth exist be-

tween Godfrey and me,” she said so-
st, thou with

grim fore-

What knoweth thou of men and lovers,

Elsbeth, that thou art always prating
not

kind of thee to tease me with thy
maudlin talk when"—the tears in her
eyves overflowed on her cheeks—"1 am

“I have told thee of my cousin

Josiah's Importunities, Elsbeth.,” she
“Thou knowest that his

cold. persistent wooing doth fret me,
and lately his advances have been so

Ehe drew a sharp, shuddering breath.

“Elsbeth, the sight of my cousin
I know

that he is an upright man and goadly,
but he tells me so plainly of his firm
determination to win me at all haz-
his eves and so relentless in his bear-
might 1 bave evil dreams of him, and

Elsbeth™ — ghe

tenance, and his eyes, cold and steely,

looked almost wicked, so full were they
of an expression of determination. Sud-

denly the sound of a light footstep feli

on his ears and, raising his bead, be

wealth of bair wound high above it,
beld proudly, bholding ber long skirts
well off the ground to avoid the briers

in ber way, disclosing as she walked
the big buckles and red beels of ber

little black shoes.
volce was sudden and loud.

Margaret gave & wild shriek. Her
beart and soul eager for the presence

«] give thee good even®, cousin.” The

of her lover, every nerve stralned with
listening and waiting for him, expect-

ing him at every angle of the road, she
was startled almost beyond bhope of

composure at this sudden voice. With

ber hands over her heart, panting, she

fell against a tree and rested there,

“] wot I frightened thee be said,

watching her furtively out of his small

ETAY eyes,
“\Vhat meanest thou,” she r:rie!

an-

grily when she had recovered slightly,
“that thou comest like a great panther
stealing through the forest? Couldst

' not give a body warning?”

“*Tis my fashion ever to walk easily,

Margaret Mayland,” he observed, “but

I* truth I bad no wish to frighten thee,
Riather would I do that which would
draw thee nearer to me so that thou

would heed my counsel and listen to
words that others far older and wiser

than thou have given ear to and”—

Margaret, seelng that ber cousin was

inclined to be oratorical and baving no
desire to remaln in the forest listening

to words of censure and reproach that

were distasteful to ber, with a quick '

motion stood erect before him, inter-
rupting his bharangue by saying in &
quick, peremptory mannoer, 1 bave an
errand in the village, Josiah, and would

be on my way.”

He stood In her pathway immovable.
“Margaret, hear me. 1 do but coun-

sel thee for thy good.”

“Why should 1 bheed thy counsel,
prithee, and give ear to thee? By what
right do thou admonish me? Am I not
mine own mmistress?" she asked dis-

dalinfully,

“It is not part of my plan to anger
thee, Margaret, else I would tell thee
many things with unvarnisbed plain-
ness for thy good and for the welfare
of thy soul,” he said in reply. “An' if
e'er & maid needed the firm guldsnce

of an honopsble, God fearing man,
thou'rt sbe, cousin,” be continued
sternly. “For in that wicked bedlam,
the French city called Paris, thou didst
learn many ways and acquire habits

that If allowed to grow uncorrecied

would lose thee tuy sou! for all eter-
nity.”

Margaret, coming a step nearer, met |

his glance with open defiance,
“Speak plainer,” she commanded.

*“What dost thou mean?”

“One thing, thy way of dressing. 1
ask thee in all reason, couns=in. doth it
become a modest, virtuous maid to ex-
pose her breast and arms to the gaze
of men? I do assert 'tis maost unseems-
Ir."

Margaret's eyes flashed dangerously,

“But,” he continued, seeing her dis-
pleasure and endeavoring to control his
voice so that it would sound less harsh
and discordant, “I know that these are
errors of education learned from the
godless in that devil’s nest where thou
in all innocence wast sent hy thy
father, and that with the firm and lov-
ing guidance of a pious husband, com-
bined with ecnstant prayer and repent-
ance on thy part, thou wouldst over-
come these ways tending to do thee
evil, Margaret, canst thou not see
what Is for thy good? Give me mine
answer tonight!™

He came toward her with outstretch-
ed bands. “Say, ‘Joslah, I will wed
with thee.”™

Margaret, who had grown very white,
drew away from him hastily, as if in
horror of him, opened her mouth to
shriek out her refusal, then suddenly
with a strong effort composed herself
and, giving her shoulders a little shrug,
leaned back against the tree, regarding
her companion with a half smile of con-
tempt and derision,

“My good cousin.” she commenced
calmly, “since my return among my
kinsfolk, where of a truth I expected
Wwarm greetings and loving attentions,
with the exception of sweet Hetty |
bave received naught but wnpleasant
correction, constant criticism, unkind
fault finding and rude interference
with my mode of dress and manner of
living. I bave borne it all with pa-

tience possibly indifference, attributing
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be Interposed harshly, unable Teuger 1o S
epdure the suspense; “cease thy wop. _
an’'s palaver and gay me Yea or nay "
“Thine answer!” She laughed & light
laugh of contempt. “Here it (s, ] say
it plainly so that thou’lt undersiand it i
and so forever cease thine mportopi
ties. Josiah Taunston. 1 will not marry
thee. Rather wourld I throw mr body Mt
over the crag of yonder precipice and s
let the carrion feed on it. Now let me L
go my way!” al
CHAPTER IX. Per
COLOR, ashen gray, spread
over Taunston's face, white *
foam came on his lips, aud re ! Astirachan {
moving his hat, be mopj«d Lis 99
forehead with his handkerchic!. Tor 4
the moment bhe was stunped w b .:,&; |
' appointment &nd anger, ®0 much 0
that be did not appear to hear Marga | - =
ret's second imperative commsnd to M \
give way to bher, and stood look.ng af $45
ber dumbly. A woman to scorn Lim! o -
Bince Taunston's majority in z.. e o wedl
counsels of the village his voice Lad 1
' ever been beard the loudest, carrving T

' conviction with it. The people becded
bim: be was a2 leader, and in bis ¢va
family the women obeyed his sternest

| orders without question or even bes u*;
tion. In consequence as he bhad com-
manded all about him for so !L:.:.!l

years be knew no other way of attip

ing his desires, so he thought ncw to &

conquer this woman, the first 1o risc in

his path to block it by his usval Lursh

methods of procedure, l
“Before 1 leave this place tornight

thou'lt unsay those words cor 1 sball

|
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. ' “Stay !™ he exclaimed.

1' force them from thee!”™ he eaid n 8
choked voice, endeavoring to sujjress
his passion.

Margaret laughed scornfullr.

“Force!” sbhe exclaimed, liftirg ber
skirts preparatory to moving away I8
the opposite direction. “Thou'st ¢siab

& poor rule to win & womal,
good cousin.”

Bhe stood before him, maddern g D
ber fearlessness, her coutempt of LI
and ber beauty. With his Lieart full of
baflled hope and despair at seeing faik
ure close at hand, to coutrol Lis desire 9 - -
to spring upon ber and by sheer [LY#

lead strength eompel her to prom:~r 10
marry him be dug his npails o0 08
clinched hands until bhe alpost o od
the bilood, 1

Not understanding his stror g
passionate vature or indifferent 1o 1S LA
fulfering, Margaret coutinued .ol Y |
.muiﬁf ever been =0 Eenerius W th ol W s
thine advice to we, Josiah, that 1« 0 1 e
Igol'll glve thee, forsooth, sowe =l .
counsel In return. lLearn. then. Lol
while force may be successful in d:.v |
ing men and animals, fair words, « pil
lant bearing and loving attentions are
shafts that soonest reach a wowal's
beart.”™

She moved sway,

Josiah Eprang toward her, laving 8
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strong, detaining hand on her arm. .
“Stay!” ke exclaimed. *“1 would ““"hl" =
~ Speak further. Dost think I hoed 10F Flowers
olish counsel? "Tis time thou knew, fax and
MHM made woman to scrve MNigatraied
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