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The.Gro_ve of the Hundred- Pinés

By OWEN RHOSCOMYL.

Al lic the waters of Liyn Als,

between the dark woods of Rola

#nd the grey front Craig Eidal

On the level apread of wondrous

grecn at the head of the llyn rises the

©ld embattled House of Rola, looking

duwn the shining length of the lake to

the Grove of the Hundred Fines, that

Lift mo tall and stately straight, above
its foaming outlet.

In the old Colonal’s days any wanderer
might roatn at will in the oaken shades
of Hoela, but his eldest son, the Captain,
changed all that, as svon as he suc-
cceded. He wasn't going to lave all
this crowd from the Hpa down the
valley trampling and serecching all aver
his place, he said. And up went the
notices to trespasscrs, that fringed the
woods and barted the paths, whichever
way you turncd for a mile and more.

You may depend upon it that the
Bpa--Treveli was its name—had its own
opinion of the Captain, Captain Morgan.
Spendthrift and gambler, said the milder
peaple, sipping at the Pump Room.
“Scoundrel!” retorted the others, sum-
ming him up and dismissing him in that
one finishing word.

8till, thers frowned the signs on the
oaks—"“Trespassers will be prosecated,
by order,” and yct there was one tres.
passer that—well, one would have liked
the Caplrin toe meet her, to see if he
dare prosecnte such s trespasser as that.

She was unything you like from 18
1o 20, accarding to the mood in which
she turned her eves on you—dark eyes
that were s¢ appealing or so nls-
clhievous, so sympathetie, or so demure,
all according to which notion was shoot-
ing across her fancy ab the moment.

Slender—yes; and that frock of hers
ghimmered like mether o pearl in the
sunlight, while the mipay tint in hee
elhicek had juat enough of the wild rose
in it to go well with the chestnnt wmass
of her hair, ordered and piled a0 de-
mutely under her broad-leaved hat. And
yet & stray tress or twe had escaped,
curling and glinting down hy ear and
cheek for dear robellion’s sake.

YWhen she lifted her skirt to pass wet
places, you might see how straight she
avas poised on her slender ankles, and
how duintily she picked her way. Every
wmovement of her &3 she walked was 2
notice, pltin as those on the trees—
"Busceptibles, beware!™

The Grove of the Hundred Pines at-
tracted her. She looked up and approved
of their majestic height; she nadded
encauraginely at the hage mirth of their
trunks.  ®he plainly summed them up
ns emphatically something like ancestral
trees. Thraugh the midst of them she
walked to the edide of the lake.

There she sent a defiant gaze and a
rebellions nod acrosa the shinin tors
to the Honse aof Rola yoender. “It'a like
your impudencet™ she said indignaniiy.
“But vou'll vee. T wonder what you't
ray when you find I'm not there. I
hope father will tell yon why: hat I
suppoze he won't. There ought to bo
fairies here in soch a place instead of
Yyoul”

Fuiries there were none. however, so,
mayvbe for lavk of them, she {urned and
started round the edre of the ke to
Tier right. “I wonder if the zacdens are
as womderful as they say!™ she said to
herself,

Aa she came ta the outermost of the
Tuadred Pines she stopped astonishel.
At the base of the giant trunk was a

. great seath, as if the axemen years agn
Liad besun to chop it duwn, Lut had
Leen wtopped just in time to save it
from failing yvet not in time to :rave its
life, apparently, for death was stealing
throngh the lLeanches overhead, leaving
most of them black aud bare aainst the
while and blue af the <ky

She looked ot that for

maaani, and

then che turned a2 fashing exe an the
howse aumxin, “That's a downrizht din!™
she excliimed. “ And just like you'™
&he eilicd. Then she moved an scan.

Cla~e anl green grew the prisa aonz
the elee of the lake, where 1le lone.
armed oaka just failed to reach the water,
and asshe walhed sle put lher foot down
as thangh ghe were & connmmsenr of
greensward, revelling in this, More than

once she lifted her eyes as thuugh ahe
wished to say something sarcastic in the
direction of the house, it a little rocky
promontory, jutting into the water just
abend of her, lifted ita gorse-clad crest
exactly high enough to bar the view of
it. It wea just as she cleared the base
of this jutting cape that she cams to the
biggest oak of ell, one so huge in girth
and spread that it scemed to . liave agy
ncre to itself, while its roota stoed out
like butiresses about it. Her cyes
aparkled. “I'Il sit in thos; roots and
walch.  Parhaps I'H esee’ him when he
coines back fuming. I wonder if he'lt
awitch the hrads off the roses like they
say he does when he's angry?™

$he was g0 pleased with her plan, and
Lept her eyes so close on the hoase, that
she was within a yard of the side of the
trunk facing the Iake before ghe waas
aware of 2 man, sitting in the very nook
of the roots she had intended for heraelf.
Her Tips parled in the prettiest dumy
gasp imaginable,

She was very indignant. What right
had & horried man io hide himself and
startle people like thal! And in sueh
coarse clothes, 100! She reddened with
horror at herself for showing herself so
atartled and then, as she turmed to go,
the mam turned his face to her. Oh, not
lorrors! Nay, not anything bub pity—
for the face, the goodly face, was blind.

She checked and caught her breath in
sudden pain at secing the long lashes of
the closed eyea guivering in the pale face
that lifted crquiringly in her direction,
as if waiting humbly to know who was
there. The helpless patirrce of that wait-
ing look scemed to pull at her heart
strinms, so that she felt she could not
take lLersclf away till something shounld
break the silence between them. - And
while she waited it eame, in lis fow-
voiced greeting. “ Doren da,” he said
{“ Good morming™).

*And to you,” she answered in Lhe same
quiet tone--and the same language.

He pmiled at once, that snule which
seemsa 8¢ like a radiznce in the faces of
the h'ind. ““The lyn must be very beau-
tiful this morning”” he said, tone and
manoer uhmistakably mo boor's,

“1t is,” she answered, And then, as
if the tragedy ol blindnesa only came
home to her through that one word
“ must,” implying that he had once lad
sight, and now in the dark of his blind-

rese remsmivred the glory of the world
then, a sudden rush of freskh horrur of
such a fate made her burst into words of
unwise pity. “Oh, if you could cnly see
how lovely it is!"™ she cfied, making &
quick ptep towards him.

. He heard that step of impulsa, as well
ax the distress in her voice, snd his own
tone took on & winning pathoa az he
asked agein. " You have come pasi the
grove of pines; but perbaps you didn’t
notics if they are all aiil]l standing in
their besuly; did yout™

“I came past the pines,” she answered
quickly, ™ But—"

A sudden caution for bis sake checked
her. ‘That grove might be one of his
dearest reooliections, and his last look at
it might have been in & day when every
tree of it was perfect. How could she
blight the picture of it in
his mind by telling him  that
one kingly tree of the grove had been
mortally stricken, and waa dying in a
gaunt skeleton as it stood. A woman’s
instinct to put off pain drove her to
temporise, “ But,” she began again. *if
1 just go out o the point of this rock,
that runs into the lake here, I can see the
piues from there and tell you.” .
© “1f you will,” he said, and said it in
that winning way atill. “There is a path
to the point of the rock.”

How keeuly he was remembering all
his eyes once wused to dwell on in its
lovelinesa, she thought. Perhaps he used
to ecome to thiz very point of rock to
ptand and gaze at the pines. Her own
eyes were suddenly misty with tears for
him ax she hurried along the rocky path
it the rim of the water, and when she
came to the faurthest standing place,
where the grove of giant pines burst en
her view, she could not answer him
truly. *“There they stand!” she ecried.
“0Oh, how splendid they look across the
water!”

Bhe was cozening herself that she was
telling the truth because she was tell-
ing » truth, and all the time she felt a
guilty certainty that she was wickedly
telling an 2wful you-know-what., Only
her heart did warm se when she heard
the gladness in his voice as he eried out:
“Ah, they are splendid! I musi have an-
other look at them—in my dreams” he
added softly, finding the path and start-
ing with quick feet towards her.

He reached her with & surenesa that
eased her pain for him a little. He was
less helplems than she had fearsd, and
that spmehow ensed her guilt about the
irees too. 8he waa ready to continme
the deception and carry it off with =
high front. The water-lilies, gleaming
beautiful & couple of yarda out from her
feet, gave her an excuse. )

“Ant how beautiful the lilies are in
the waler just here,” she went on, as he
reached her and turned his face with
unerring remembrance towards the

nes,

“Ah,” his face Llurned down to the
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lilios at once. He was rememboring them
too, “Ars they open then? They used
to be splendid here, and—thers was &
stone I used to step on, and then I could
just reach them. HHere's tha etone, isn’k
it1” he ended, extsading his foot, feel-
ing with it towards whers a stone did
actuslly lis with ita {ip above the
water.

“It is,”. she snswered him—and then
broke off with a quick scream of dremd
as he lot that foot down on the stone.
For the stone tilted, and down he went,
feet firat, intq the black deeps of the
cleft between them aand the lilies. In
har horror she made a frantic clutch to
save him, lost her balance, made s wild
atride for the stone too, miased it, and
went headlong efter him into the lake.

Bhe was scarcely in before she waa up
again to the surface, and her terrified
cluteh at the shore found firm hold of the
ledge she had been atanding on. In the
same moment she found foothold on m
niche of the ledge below the water, and
her thankfulness broke out im a gasp of
“Ob, I'm saved]™ ’

That brought her wits back to the
blind man, and in the same breath she
felt his body at her knees. With another
franiic elutch she caught it and brought
it to the murface, the pallid face coming
first and showing a thin trickle of blood
from the temple The moment it rose
above the water. “Oh, he's killed!™ she
gasped in fresh horror. -

But the man woved with returning
consciousness, and his hand wesnt out
gropingly to scize some hold, touching
the ledge and holding fast instinctively
at the touch. Then his sirength came
to him, and in snother minute they wera
both back on the }edge, where she began
to lead him gingerly back to the oak,
half in a fright at the horror she had
just escaped, half in horror at the fright
she must leok, all wet and bedraggled
like thig.

Ha began to speak as they went. “I'm
very, very sorry. Buat there tised to be
a firm atone there. And now you'll huve
epoiled all your preity clothes, and you'il
cateh your death of eold, teo, if you don't
get 8 change at once””

“I1 make them give me dry clothes
at Rola,” she paid, with & sudden guat of
anger that warmed her bleod wonder-
fully.

“But I den’t live at Rela,” he said
patiently.

“No,” ahe interrupted, at poise be-
tween quick laughter at the notion of his
living at Rofa, and & sigh of sure pity at
his siniplicity. But he waa continuing.
“Come now to the house; it’s just
through tie wood here, and Gwen Phil-
lipps will lend you some clothes while she
dries yours. She’ll be glad, bzeause ghe's
from the same district as you, by your
dialert--Yatrad Towy, isn't it?*

“It i, she said, suddenly {haokful
that ghe had learncd Welsh in the sum-
mers at her father's old home in the
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