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SENTLEMAN

By E. CHILTON,

(OPPOSITE.

FROM SHORT STORIES.

HE road was dusty ; but the bank was green,
Rabin lay back, his fair curls streaming over
the grass, one hand [ull of cuckoo Howers
and red campion, the other plucking at the
tall blasles which sprang around—his bright
gaze resting uj on a spray of wild roses above

his head, while he balsnced his chances of reaching or

not reaching the rame, shouid he summon energy to
clamber so far as the hedpe.

Soddenly be was startled by melodions langhter. A
lady stood in the 10ad, bending towards him across the
narrow ditch.

¢ Little Lad!
laughed again.

Rabin stared in solemn silence.

Was she old or young ? Her hair under her brown
shady hat, which was tied with ribbons, had gleams of
faded vellow ; her cheeks were minutely wrinkled here
and there, but pink and very soft ; her eves were blue—
shiniog like hiy blue stars, Robin thought He had
never hefore seen any face so wild and strange. But he
was not aflraid.  She lvoked at him, smiliog and nedding,
as if they bad been friends long ago.

‘Just as I always said!" she exclaimed, her voice
musical like her laugh. *There is no such thing—no
such thing as death ! Why, sou seem none the waorse,
Little Lad—you're not evet wel!” She stretched for-
ward and felt Robin’s holland biouse. * But where did
you go when we lost sight of yon nnder the water, my
Little Lad ?*

Aund now Robhin did feel fear. Those bright eyes were
s0 very bright., He serambled to his feet.

A wall. lonyg and high, skirted the other side of the
road. As Robin rose, the lady’s attention was distracted.
A white pigcon flew trom over this wall te the roof of &
little red-brick house which faced it ; and perched upon
the slates.

*Do you see that ?* whispered the lady, pointing. ‘I
can guess what it is—a Bird of Paradise, There's a bless-
ing on that house.’

‘It's my house,” said Robin, retreating up the bank.

‘And who lives there # asked the lady, waving her
hand towards the wall.

' The Gentleman Opposite lives there.’ returned Robin,
succinctly.  * Themilkman told Clara hisname ; but she
furgets.”

The lady went on a few paces, regarded the wall in-
tently, and tucrned back.

*You can't trest milkmen,” she confidentially re-
marked ; ‘they water the tmlik. But I've proved yon of
old. Little Lad. Come half a step nearer.”

She luvoked, despite her wildness. so kind and sweet
that Roblin's fears subsided. He descended to his
former post. . -

* The milkman ktows nothing about it," said the lady,
whispering again. ‘A ghost hves there. Vou don't
forget: ?  But perhaps the water affected your
tnemory. Never mind. The person behind that wall is
a ghost. He came out of the great gates last—last—was
it last Tuesday? , . ., That accounts for the bird,
she added suddenly aloud. ‘It [ollowed him, no doubt.?

At thismoment in a distant angle of the road, appeared
two female figures—oue tail, owe short and sturdy—
running as if alermed. The lady glauced towards them,
and laughed as at first, observing in a casual under-
tooe

‘ Poor. kind creatures! They can't bear me ont of
their sigbht. Don’t excite yourselves, pray,” she cried,
with ueexpected shrillness; ‘you'll both have fits,
running 1o this beat. Good-bye, my Little Lad.’

Slie Ulew a kiss uver ber shoulder to Robin, and tripped,
youthfuliy agile, to join the straogers.

The vhild watched until the trio had vanished along
the wimling road —the lady between her companions,
giving cach, apparenty, an arm,

Robin knew that the gray wall guarded a beautiful old
house astriking cootrast to his (atber's brick cottage.
From an upper window of that cottage he had seen its
richiy-carved ganles, its lobg caken porch, also carved,
and shaded by flowering trees; moreover, in the dis-
tance, among its grounds, an avenue of heavy black
cedlars, and sometimes, under those cedars, a tall figure
walking to and fro—advancing, as from far gloom, and
thither reireating. shortly, in like wanner, to reappear,

‘ It’s the Gentleman,' Clara, the maid-of all-work, had
asserted.  * He's scarce ever found outside them gates ;
for all that the land, so far 's we sees, belongs to him,
except the bit this 'cuse stands on, as were bound by a
lease. This "ouse were built to spite him, the milkman
says’

?l\[ammy. bow can our house spite the Gentleman Op-
posite ?’ inquired Robin, alter private meditation,

But Robin’s mother was ill and heavy-lader, and she
made no answer, only turning on her pillow with closed
eycs, that he might not see her tears.

Now, alter his interview with the lady, his curiosity
was beyond control. He scrambled back into the road
and stared about him. At his left, some half-mile dis-
taot, & dense cloud blackenel the skv—a cloud of smoke
from the grear manufaciuring town whence, with his
pareuts aud Clara, he bad flitted a month before. To
his right stretched green ficlds; amid which only one
house was visible—large and white, with many winduws
glaring trom the slope of a low bill.

His mother's Wind flapped dreamily. She was asleep,
he knew. His father was in the town, Clara occupied 1n
regions unseen.  His beart beat faster than ever before;
but ins advenlurous insuncis were stroug, He pushed
with all his micht at the heavy gates 1o the wall. The
hasus were unfustensd ; the won hinges creaked ; the
porial moved with slow dignity. Directly the aperture

Little Lad ! she ¢ried, joyonsly ; and

would admit his slim little form, be fonnd himself in the
kingdom of the ghost.

‘But I'm not afraid of ghosts,® said Robio alound.
*They can’t hurt. And I must see if it’s true.’

How strange his little voice sounded! Despite his
bold words, Robin s heart thamped yet more loudly. He
stole on tiptoe round the sweepof the drive. Herc, close
tpon him, the old house stretched long and low; the
carved faces looking from ihe caves, the deep porch lead-
ing far inward to & massive door.

His red brick home and the hot rosd might have been
miles away. It was very silent here, shady and cool.
Robin passed the porch, and went on round the end of
the house. Now green lawns began, fragrant with
flowers. Amn exquisite garden stretched to a stone balns-
trade. Three steps led down to fair paths ameng rose
bowers. Beyond lay the cedsr avenue, its branches in
black relief against the blue june sky. Overlooking all,
stood another long, low front, and more carved faces met
Robin's startled eyes. Half way a glass door opened
upon the turf. The boy, stealthily approaching, peeped
in_

He saw a room, also long and low, with a ceiling
carved like the gables, carved book-cases covering the
walls in every direction save one. At a table laden with
huge volumes, with papers under weights of varied forms,
with minjatures on standing frames, with crests and
coats-of-arms on red sealing-wax. with military medals
and gorgets, sat a tall old gentleman, writing very in-
tently : his figure eérect and spare, his fingers——conspicu-
ous upon his nimble pen—long and boay, his hair white
and smooth, bis eves black and brilliant ; his dress, in-
cluding a swallow-tailed coat, precisein the extreme.

Rohin remembered a terrible ballad abont a ghost with
8 cork leg, which was always running, running. Might
there not just as well be a ghost with a pen, obliged to
write, write write? Awnd what face was this, gazing from
a large gilt frame which filled the one space unoccupied
by book-shelves ¥ The child felt himself in a world of
enchantment. He stole nearer; his shadow fell across
the sheet of foolscap. -

‘Hallo ! said the old gentleman, dropping his pen.
His black eyes epened widely. ‘ Good heavens, what a
likeness !' he exclaimed.

* Are you—are you—a—I shan't be frightened,’ said
Robin, with a struggle

‘Come in, my little fellow. What do yon want ?' asked
the gensleman, recovering his self control.

The child stepped through the Gpen doorway, nothing
loth,

* It is oot true,* he said ; ® you're nothing but a man."

The old gentleman laughed heartily.

* Come here, my funny little chap,” he said, holding
out his hand. ‘I almost thought at first—— Bat
there’s no fool like an old fool ! What is your name, my
boy

' My name's Robin Savile,’ said the child, advancing,
his flapping bat pressed nervously Lo his back, his fair
curls flowing over his blouse.

The old gentleman flushed a deep red.

*How remarkable! How exceedingly remarkable!
And who is your father, my little man ?*

“ My father is the curate of 5t. Chad’s. We've left the
town, because mammy's ill. The doctor said she would
die withouot fresh air; so father walks there and back
every day. Father's 8 vicar in our real home, only that
is ¢ver so far away. The bishop let ns come here becanse
we were 50 poor, and father thought we could save mobey.
But I don’t believe it, and Clara doesn’t; and mammy
cries nearly all day.”

It was a long speech, but at each pause Robin was
encouraged by some sign or sound of interest.

“Ah! That’s all very sad, my little fellow.
Does your mother care for strawberries 7 But where do
you live, by the bye #

“We live '—Robin hesitated, apologetically—' we didn’t
kpnow when we came. We live at the little honse op-
posite.  We didn’t know it was built to spite yon, till
the milkmao told us.”

* The milkman told you that, did he ? said the old
gentleman, looking very angry. ' The saucy jackanapes!
Tell hin he ought to be ashamed of himself.” he added,
irascibly. ‘And your name’s Robin Savile? The Robin
Savile I knew was just your height, and vou are his
living image. I must call on your father. Or, stay—1I
never make calls, Will youn ask him if he had a brother
—or ng—a cousin, perhaps—or ap uncle of Youor name,
who was drowned in a boaling expedition ? Tust at yonr
age or so—I should fancy.”

*1'm seven,” said Robin.
great picture.

*She talked as il I'd been drowned ! he Tnurmured,
musing. ‘ Are you a saldier " he added, with a sudden
change of demeancur, as his eyes met the bright hues of
regimental colours in a MS. open on the table.

*1 was a soldier once.'

The old gentleman paused abruptly.

‘ I'm writing a history of my regiment, my little man.
I've been at it, morc or less, since I stopped soldiering.
It keeps me busy, as you see. 1 intersperse with it bio-
graphical details. lHere are the officers’ crests, ancestral
portraits. and so forth. You shall come again and see
them, Just now you must heip pie w0 hnd a few straw-
berries for your mother. It was & splenid regiment—
the 17th Lancers, You'll read about it in hisiory, my
boy.'

* Father told me. The Chargeof the Light Brigade ! I
learoed the verses. Ihd you know any of the Six Hun-
dred

*I was one of them,’ said the old gentleman proudly,
*I rode in the Charge.*

Robin starcd, dumb with admiration.

Then he looked op at the
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* Perhaps that was why she took you for a ghosi.” he
said, as his kind friepd led him over the grass. ‘' She
fancied you'd been killed.’

* And, pray, who took mc for 2 ghost ' asked the old
gentlemaan, half amused, half annoyed.

*You know her. You've got her picture. I saw who
it was, directly. Only in the picture she's ronnder and
she's got no wrinkles. But her eyes are just as bloe.'

The old gentleman stood still,

“Of what lady are you speakiog ?* said he

* The lady in the great picture, where you sat. Thongh
in the picture she's a girl. I don't know her name ; bot
1 saw her this afternoon in 1he road, That why I came
—she told me & ghost lived hert. She meant you,
She’s very kind, but s0 funny ! She thought she knew
me. She called me Little Lad.*

*Little Lad! Yes, that was his pet name.
nised then—she remembered !
afiernoon ?°

The old gentlemnan had forgotten the strawbeiries.
He dropped the child’s hand.

“A ghost! Only a ghost!” he muttered, and went
rapidly down the steps to the cedar avenne ; and there
walked to and fr0 as was hig custom, his white head
bowed upon his breast.

- I - - - - -

*So0 Robin pays calls I’ said Mrs Savile, faintly smil-
ing. She lay propped bp with pillows, her young face
thin and worg, but happier than in the afterngon, be-
cause now her husband had finished his long day's work
in the black city, and was resting at her bedside.

*Did I never tell yon, dear, that 1 was christened
Robert after a little ancle drowned ten years before my
birth ? 1 remember now,” Mr Savile added, musingly,
‘ my mother’s calling me Robin, and my father’s forbid-
diug it on account ot the painful associations. The great
shock was still vivid, he said, in my grandmother's mind,
B0 then I degenerated into Bob.”

" Vou were Robert only and always to me,’ said his
wife—' Roberi. loi gue faime! But how curions that I
shonld have hit npon Robin to specialize this child,
knowing nothing ot his predecessor I

‘Ma'am,’ said Clara, precipitately entering, © please to
look at this here beautiful basket. The piles of straw-
berries '—red 'nns and white 'uns. And f never see snch
voses | There’s asparagus, ma’am, underneath, and
yOung green peas.’

‘I know ! L know!’ eried Robin, capering.

* From the Gentleman Opposite, ma’am, with his re.
spectful compliments, hoping as you'll pardon the
liberty, and will Master Robin take back the basket at
his convenience? BMr Belton, the hatler, left that mes-
sage | A pompous piece! He wonldn't wait for thanks,
He said as, if you sent ’cm, he dursn’t give ‘em. Ilig
master, he said, would thaok youn, ma'am, for conde.
scending to accept such trifles.”

‘ Robert, these roses are beavenly ' cried Mrs Savile
burying her tired face in the mass of fragrance, .

‘I shall thank him myself,” said the cuorate, starting
op.

pBut be re-appeared with tidings of ‘* No Admittance *
The servant described by Clara had explained, majes-
tically courteous, that his master never received visitors.

*It’s all according 1o what the milkman =aid,’ re-
marked Clara in the kitchen. *He can't bear no one
a-nigh him.’

‘ You maustn’t trost milkmen,” gquoted Robin oracn-
larly; ‘they water the milk,’

*This 'un don’t then,” replied Clara with tartmess,
*He’s a most respectable young fellow., Our landlord—--
that's his master, Mr Codds, as owns the cows—wanted
to run up a shed on some waste groond beyond the
Gentleman’s garden. It 'ud be handy for Mr Cudd’s big
meadow, and there's a spring convement for the cows—
the cows, not the milk,’ she added sharply. ‘'But no,
the old gentleman wouldn’t hear on it, though the bit of
land’s too rough to be cultivated, So Mr Cudds ran

She recog-
And you saw her this

u;
this ‘ouse instead, facing his front gates.” 3
* Out of spite,’ said Robin, quoting again.
* Mz Cudds is sorty now, the milkman says. Bnt him

and the Gentlemen had had words, The Gentleman's
ancommon hasty. And yet, that generons ! A cartcalls
for broken meats regular, {6 be gave away in the town.
It's queer he shonld set such stere by a bito' waste—that
rough, and at the back of his kitchen garden.”

Robin heard this recital with much interest, and, the
following afternoon, set forth again, secretly resolved on
further investigation. Once more, making his way
round the house, he peeped in upon the long room. A
quill pen in the open inkpot looked fresh from its
master's hand, bnt the master was not there. The child’s
spirit of adventure burned within him. He crossed the
lawn and jumped down the steps of the terrace.

Presently he was in the cedar avenune, The dark
beughs crossed overhead, with contrasting gleams of
sky. Below was a silent cloister. He had gone some
way in the stillness, when—yet several yards distapt—
he saw the peaked roof of & summer-house—little needed,
apparently, in this sequestered spol. Farther, the mel-
low wall of the kitchen garden was visible, and beyond,
an irregular patch instantly recognised by sharp Robin
as the waste ground desired of Mr Cudds. It rose to-
wards a meadow, here bounding the precincts of the
white house so prominent from the road. A hilly
gatden. not thence visible, was now conspicnouns, with
emate figures dotted over the grass. Lower, nearer the
meadow, three together walked up and down, up and
down.

Robin watched them with a curious fascination, but seon
bis mind recarred to the summer-house. His courage
falteren ; what strange wood-gnome might burst forth
and confront him ?  But he remembered the Six Hun-
dred, thinking, with shame, how the old gentleman, who
was one of them, would despise bim! He clenched hin
litue fist to hold fast his tortitude, and went forward
through the shadows.

The door was open. One very small window, a mere
port-hole, was open likewise. Pointed towards this port.
hole stood a telescope, and behind the stand, absorbed
in some private scrutiny, sat the Gentleman Opposite.

His sharp elbows rested on his koces ; his hands were
clasped with the resolution which had prompted Robin's



