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" The Nature LoVers.

= ANCPLOT JENKINS was & poet,

but he was alsa *“halfbook”™

with & man on the Btock Ex-

change, which was perhaps &
foriunate circunmtance for Mrs, Lance-
lot Jenkims, a blue-eyed young lady
named Lenore, who had an aequired
iaste for her busband's Muse, and a
malural one for pretty frocks.  But,
though up-to-date in the matter of
mades, Lenore was old-fashioned enough
to make it the firat duty of her lifa
1o love, honour and obey her husband,
and for three yearn had shared his joys,
sorrows, and fads—worincipally the lat-

- tramps;

he was “havimg” them, he decided they
had better study the heavens in less
congested districts. So they took the
train out, awd went for country
but, unfortonately, the wea-
ther was bad, and Lenore eaught a chill
in consequence of coming home in wet
boots, and while she was in bed, Lance-
lot went by himself to enllect botanical
Bpecimens to discuss and dissect with
her, and got fined twenty shillings and
cost for trespaasing.

*The fact is,” he said bitterly, when
reviewing the failure of their various
attempts, “the great City is too strong

They iccat on the leads every morning before breakfast ead inhaled the odours
- from thke chumineys of their neighboury.

ter., for umntil the eventa happened here
ehronicled, fortune had sparved them any
exceoss of men<ation

They lived in Taoting, and were Tath-
er tought after by their -set, until
Lancelot weighed the social resources
of hiz snburb and found them wanting,
and accompanied by Lenore, iurned to
enlture. For a year they waded
through much heavy readimg and the
study of foreign languages, but Mra.
Jenkina had a nervous  brenkdown,
which suggested physical * development
as a substitute for meecial, and wunder
her lmsband’s  tuition ehe grey guite
ellicient with French €lubs, until one
rad morning a club slipped from her
hand and blacked his eye in passing, and
rhe vowed with tears she would never
touch them again, However, they still
persizted im “decp breathing drill,”” and
went on the leads every morming he-
fure breakfast, and inhaled the olours’
from the chimneys of their neighbours,
who were unfortunately addicted to the
fausage halit, alternatin® with bloaters
aml becon. RBut Lancelot found that,
acconling to a medical weekly, deep
breathing was apt to strain the heark,
8¢ he idropd the practice and bevame
a Nature Lover, with the admiring and
obedient Lepore still in tow, Tn Throg-
morton-street he would suddenly  1ift
his bead to study sky effeets, while Le-
rore felt bound to do the same thing
in Tooling, se that when he said at .
dinner in the erening, “id you see that
fun-shaft strike a dun masa of cumu-
Tus at 233 and change it to molten
eopper 1 slie conld reply in the aflirma-
tive. But one night he came home to .
find Lenore's straight, little: mose cut
#and awollen, where ehe had rum into .
s lmppost, the result of sky-guting; -
and as lia waa getting unpopular in the .
City by cootinually leading people to
believe, frst that there war an air- .
ahip somewhere about, and, mext that

for us. It twines ils tentacles round
out relnctant [uubs, and brings us back
to Lricks and mortar like boomerangs.”

“Oh, no, dear! We were wet, and my
fringe was out of curl, but we din't
lock quite as had as that!” protested
Lenare, whose general knowledge was
shaky, and who was under the impres-
gion & hoomerang was a kind of ape.

“Nature has many messages for me”?
said Lancelot, “but bhow can I hear
them when | am so far away? No won-
der my efforta are returned,* and he
looked viciously at & bundle of long
envelopes on his writing-table.  “Fhey
haven't ihe true ring. Ah, here's an-
other of them., I expeet,” he added, aa
the postman kngcked at the door, But
it happened to be a letter for Lennre
this time, from a frivolous +woman
friend, who had mwarried an arti-t and
lived im the conntry. Lancelot turned
away indiferentty, till a [ittle ery from
Lis wife reealfed him, and she throst
the letter in his hands, and he read as
follows: -

“Riverview Coltage, near
Winterton, Bucks,

“Beareat Lenore,—

“Are you and Tancelot still na-
tnre lovers? If sa, perhaps yom wonld
like to emne down here for a forinight,
and keep the eoltage aired for us while
we are in Paria,  Otherwize we shall
shut it up, ko don’t feel you mu=t enme
to oblige us. Tt a decent Hitle plaee,
with a river running at the bottom of the
paddock, and not another Toof to be
gren for miles. That is my troulle; the
country borea me to teare, and T am
only Loo charmed to cxchange its fresh-
ness. and cleanlinesa, and emptinesa, for
the life aml rattle of the gay city. Tel
Tancelut be can exereise hia Muse un-
dieturbed, execept for the nighlingales,
whith I thiuk sugbt to he shol; they
£et on my nerves ma terribly. The cot~

tage is fairly comfuriuble, but you will
have ta bring your maids, ss we are
giving ours a bholiday.
“Youry ever,
i “TRIX.™

“No,” said Lancelot, with s look of
dreary rapture, “Maids would be ont
of the picture; we'll give ours a holi-
day, toe.”

“Thea shall we go?” said Tonnre. I
was afraid you might not be able to
get away.” -

“I't take a fortnight nhw, and a
week later—there’s nothing doing,” said
Lancelot. “We will go back to nature
and live like the birds and Aowers, and
Brrve our owe simple need<”

“Of econrze,” she assented, “and we
can txke a lot of tinned things, and it
will be & rest to me to get away from
the maids for a bit.” Then her face
fell. “But what about ile Hansage 1
she said.

f‘W’e‘l! talke the Sausage with us,” re-
plied her hu-Land, and she ran and kizs-
el him, for a weirlhit was §ifted from Jier
heart, The Sausage, a pinmp and elderly
pug, had been her sperial pet sinve her
thirteenth barthday. ten years ago. When
Lancelet proposed to her, it was a case
of “Love me, love my dog.” und he had
obryed, and was really quite fond _of the
affertionate and wheezy little beast.

“The river”® rhapsodise Luncelot,
“runs 2t the bottom of the paddock. We
will bathe when the sun is hot, and I
will teach you to swim in a shadowy
ponl with mossy banks, and a wandy
bed, while the nightingales sing around
us amd the sualight dapples the water,
thrangh the whispering leaves.™

“Yes,” said Taenore, “and 1 muost put
some mew white Draid on  my scarlet
bathing-dress—and, Tancelot, 1 shall take
nothing but tub frocks to wear, saxe-bhie
linen ones, to Blend with the snmmer
foliage, and a broad pink tibhwm for the
Sausage, to match  ihe pink-tipped
daisies," .

Lanerlot clowed his eyea. “Pink-tipprd
daisies,” he mused, “on velvet swaid
sloping down {¢ the river. which winds
like a blue girdle among the silver
rushes.™

“And a little thatehml #ntiage in the
backgroand,” said Lenore, “all our own
for a forlnight!™ And, being an inritative
animal, she also closed her eyes, and
Ieaning back her pretty head, swaved it
from side to sile in an cestasey of anti-
cipation.

It wasn't thatched, however—thal wan
1he annoying part-- -neither was it & ent-
tage at all according to their ileas: and
1hey were very disconceried when, afier

- the short railway journey frem Landom,

1lhey found themselves staring disconsc-
lately at a square, solid, ¢ipzhi-rnomeal
house, red bricked and skite-roofed.  And
worse waa Lo eome, for inside, instead of

" the red-tiled Kitehen owi Tittle dimity-
. trunmed garret-bedroom they had fondly

dreamed of, they founml two luxuriou-ly
furpished sitting-rnoms; white, bine, and
pink bedrooms; bkith-—-haot and cnld; elec-

49

trie Firht, and—borrov .
telephone in the hall
© Ldnerlol's fare went white with disup-
puintnwnt. “lHow shall 1 listen to
Natnre's voier with these uhtrusive trap.
pings of civilinulion around me?” he
thonght,
*How
thought

hourroms!—g

shall T keep it all eleant
Tenore, to whom, by the way,
fuxuries were not wach bugbears ws phe
tried to make them, In uny eare, the
gan stove in the kitehen was very con
venient for tea-making, for she was hot
and dusty with her journey. and pul the
kettde on to boil, while Lancclot strode
off to find the river and a lathing-pool.

“bocan't find just the wort of spot I
hat pictired” e suid when he returned,
“hut 1ve found w pretty devent place,
and when yuure rested, we'll go and
Fave a dip.” Then be glanced at the
teacups: it twelve o'ciock, for they
had cwme by aa early train, and, of
vourse, real ehildven of nature ought net
to require a pick-me-up at mid-day. Sl
as the wenther wus very warmn and ener-
valing. he made no objection, but refused
a enp himsel. though as 0 matter of fack
he went intu the nest room and furtively,
wixed Dimeli 2 whisky-and-<uba.

Redreshed and fecking wore appreciative
of their surrousdings, they went outside
inte the garden. 1t was a little too
vonventional for their tuste, being the
orvthodox square of green surrounded hy
flower-bedz.  But a heantif? erdar stond
in the middle of the lawn, and gently
sloping billy, well wooded, stretelt away
on either Lumd.  In fact. when Fanceint
stond with his hack to the +ottage and
watrhed Lenore o her saxe-lihie  tub
frowk, with the sun shining rn her fawr
hair, playing nnder the cedar with the
pink ribbaned Sausage. e began to jeel
the place was not <o disappointing afier
atl. But an wmle to a river nvinph had
hegun te spout jn his brain. and he was
anxivas tn get down to 1he witer agsin,
to collect Toeal colonr; amd milf-an-honr
later, in a striped atockinette confectiom,
he Yed Lenore. dainty amb exeited inher
seatlet hathinp-dress, across the padidork,
follawend by the Sausaze, who snifvd 1he
niT- enspicionsly, A was naiural in a dog
uwd to asphalt pavemsnts all his lifeo
“The river™ was, vonversely, as much a
mismaner as “the cultags for Lanuvelet
conll eassly Lave fmuped in parts, if
e bad beenr an athlete instead % port,
and it apperared only a few 0 by
for the mudly bhotiom eonld be plainly
seen.  But counzelling paticnee o the
abzsgristod Lenore, Lanceiol had her fartber
on to a pool whers the ~tre wideued,
and the banks grew steeper  aml the
bottom was qnite nwisible,  Then wille
grim, resolute fase he staal on U bank
and threw np his anns.

“bBont dive,” ericd Lenare; “jump s,
s safer”

“XNo” he <ail, *1 musi dive. Pve ot
wn idea for a poem s which a shepherd
plunges in the river amid finds a naiad
at the holtem. aml I want to get lowal
volonr.™ .

He dil, and eame up well plaztersd
with it, Fortunately, he went in fiat, ar

“And—horrer of hwrrors— a fcliphune in the Rall”



