Lenare shul her eyes tight aud snuggled down under her bedclothes,

fis woull lave broken lis neck on the
bottom,  As it waz, be gt o wasty jar,
Ao julge frum the froglike expressen
on bis romantic countenance, when he re-
appeared with long tangles of weed ad-
bering to his hair “and person.

v OCome along, dear!” he gasped, woding
Ro the scarlet-clad nazad on the hank
and holding ¢ut his hand; cateh hold
and jump.”

But Lenore drew back, and, shrinking
from dridging operations of a persenally
canducterd charicter, she decided in fav-
ovur of the shallows lower duwn, where
Ehe rolled religionsly about among the
weedy pebbles till she was wet all over.
dhe bathe, in fact; was not an everwhelm.
ing surcess. but they really felt children
of nature, as they ran back lo the cot-
#age thraush the hot sunlight, while the
Fauage, relieved thao their apparent at-
terpts at suicide had failed. barked jor-
ously at their hesls. Another bath in-
doors was nece-sarv. however. 1o cleanse
the mud slainz from their prrsons, and
it was twn oelock before they sat down
ta lunch. and never bad they enjoved
tinned fowl =0 much.

#1 don't tiuok § shall write my naiad
poem at present’” said Lancelot, o §
think T aball make her a dryad instead —

& wollund epic. We will gn now inte
the wuols and stay till wightfall”
CHlow Iovely!™ said Lenore.  “111 get

oy bt
“Your what?” exclaimed the peet. “A

hat?™

“Waell, it Toaks inetined o rain, dear,”
Eaid Laenoke, ul the dawmp takes my
fringe out of ewrl™

“0oh, feteh by all means™ le ca'd

coldl ] Brineg a0 sunsleude, too,

Shanesl by hi= seorn. Lenore broughl
neither, and thae clowds, both eelestial and
fomiestiv, sun passeal. tiough a column
wof foul - snwlling blue waoke
appearcd on ihe road before
thety when  they  slarted  for  thair
ramble, and  rownd the corner  they
came in It vi a long line of vans of
* Jamb's Travelling Cireus,” anl saw that
& tliemed van leid come to grief and was
bwing painfully extricated from the ditch
Ly a puiling rtraction-engine.  Dispudited
at the fond fames aond language that was
weiling the raral zeene. the nature lovers
serashled up the bank, awt plunged into
the wood, and ramblal blissfully until
A3, when a dremlful rraving tor tea
mttacksd tlem buth 50 Insistently that
tiey retraevd their steps in order to sat-
&0y il

©OF course, after a dav or 80" raid
Tancelat, *we shall ger out of these
town-biced habite, and go from breakfast
nt seven (s dinner at three, and from
fhen to & hyht repast after sundown,
thecrlully and with comfory”

Leonore lusked a little doubtful, and
troubled, but did not contradict lim

“Anl we will aleep” he continueld,
wilh the rapt and dreumy expression sha
Eaved to mee in his eyes—* ae will alecp
wader {hbe ¢cdar iree in the gardem, our

roof the dome of heaven, and our lamp
the silver mcon.”

“You don’t mean it!™ ejaculated Le-
nore.

*Yes, I do,” he replied; “and while ¥
think of it.” I'll go down and get those
two amp hedsteads down and put them
up under the tree. Skull we know XNa-
ture in her day-gown alone, 2nd never
gee lter in her dusky, star-spangled robe
of nighi?  As a matter of fact, ['ve got
an idea for a lyrie to that effect, and
tihe wordas will come naturally to my
brain when we are alone with the stars.™

Lenore was nof in sympathy with the
idea. She said it was a pity to spuil the
whole hoh:bl_y Ly getting an influenza cold
at the siart, and well sli¢ knew that
when a cold entered Lancelot's avstem,
all the poctey went out of it. But his
mind was made up. aad so wers the beds,
and at %30 the naiure lovers were in
oceupation of them, and lay siently gaz-
ing up at the “ blue vault of heaven”™
thoumi the “silver lamp ™ was not timed

ta appear for an lhour or t(we The
Sausage Tay on a small rog brtw hemn,
and a very disgusted Mausare he wos at

ibe turn event: had takenm, though he
preferred comprany in the open to loneli-
ness under a strange roof,

All was still and svmbre and mysteri=
olls.

“ Are you asleept™ said Lenore.

~ Asleep? No” replicd Lancelot. “I'm
drunk with Leauty™

+ Oh,” she sai becanse T'm perfectly
certain a large inscet has just dropped
on my bed from the Lree, I wish you'd
strike & match.”

< Oh, it won't hurt you” said Lapce.
Tat. “1t's only a wood-louse. Tuey don’t
sting.”

Leonote mave a littke shuddering shrick,
and the Saumxe Larked in sympathy.

*“(*h, but L du loathe weod-lice” she
whined.

“(h, my dear girl,”
Tated, " do control yoursell, and try to
fet more in harmony with calm. brood-
ing might. T don’t believe you love
natyre at alll”

“ (. ves, T dc.” she eried eagerly;
“Lut I bate insects, and I can't get in
harmony with anything while they keep
dropping on me.”

“Well, tiiey kerp dropping on me, too”
retorted tLancelat textily, “and I don't
make such a fuss. ¥t'2 racrilege 1o break
ihe stillness, not to menion my train
of thought. with awh puny complaints.®

Lenorg siiut her eyes tight anld snugpled
down under ber bedelothes, of which each
had a plentiful supply, including & down
counterpane.

. &ilence rrigmed for ssveral minutes;
lhen with & noisy flapping and melan-
choly haot, a large white owl fRoated
over their heads. [enore momned.

“0h, Lancrlot,” she whispered,
don’t like it. [t frizhtens me!™

“ What fngfhl.nu you?!" said Lancelot,
in a chilly, long-suffering voive,

¥ The dreadful weirdneas of it all™ .

the poet ejacu-

“q

“Lenore,” he said, sternly, “I'm aur-
priszed at you You are mo more in
touch with Nature than the Zausape. Yoy
lave been deceiving me.” .

"“XNo, T Baven't dear,” she replied, re
morsefully. “I won't be so foulish. I
won't disturb you again,” Hut as she
spoke a loud roar reverberated through
the hush of the night, and, with an wun-
controlluble shriek, Lenore few to her
tusband's side, * What ia it? “'hnt. is
it?" she eried, elutching him;

“ What's what " le :erllt‘d lmperlur‘b-
ably.

“Tirat dreadful roart”

“I heard an &ld cow ip the meadosw,
if that's what you mean™ .

“Oh. it didn't sound like a cow: it
eounded just like feeding time at the
Zoo. Lancelof. ¥ believe it was a kicn"”

Lancelct got up on his ellow, and dis-
engagemd himself from her cloteh. * I
Fou think it is a licn.” e said roughly,
“for heavens sake go indoors and stop
there. 1 must really beg sou not to
spoil my rest and enjoyment like this™

He had never spoken roughly to hsr
before, and she rove with dign
do nol wish 49 spoil your enjoym
said, “ard I will eenainly go in"”

*he walked acress the lawn with a
haughty cdemeanowr, fpr het heart was
hoi with anger—mot so loi, however,
Dut she sent back the Xausage. who fol-
Iowed her, Lo return te the cedar tree. to
alford what protection he could Lo bLer
cruel husband through tle unknown dan-
gers of the nizht. Then she weni to
bed im the biue bedronm, but before she
cried herseH to asleep, she consignad
the two outsiders into ihe bhamds of
Providence. - .

After cotmmuning with nature for about
threequartiers of an hour, Tancelot also
dropped off, and was awakened from his
first steep by the vague consciousness
that there was someihing the matier
with the Sausage. The moon was up
and very bright, and over the rail at the
foot of his bed he counld se¢ that the
plamp litile pug was walking restlessly
to and fro, spifting 1he air in great agita-
tion amd trembling violently.

“Lip down. Sausage!” he exclaimed
fiercely. I wish to goodoesa yon wonid
ao into ihe hoase, too, counfound yeu!™

© any tree-climbing even as a boy.
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over to look in the direction of the
sound. . .

The swishing ceased, and the next
moment a large animal leaped over the
garden paling and stood on the grey,
moonlit Jawn. At firsgt he ihoughi ik
was a donkey with some curions growth
on its head, but next moment, wg it

“moved, its shnpe was sithounetted against

the l.irge circle of the rising moon, und
te saw it was a lion.

“Thank heaven!” was his hral mentnl
ejaculation, and his pratitude wns not
prompied by 1he vinit of the king of
Leasts, bnt because his wife was safe
indoors. Then, witlout the slightest hesi-
tation or even thonghi, he sprang from
his bed, and though he had never done
he ran
vp that cedar iree ke o monker, and
clung  convulsively 1o the topmest
branches, attired in a pirturesque pair
of pmk-and-lavender-striped pyjamas.

“Thank heaven!” he said again, and
thm time it was beeause, afler a rapid
survey of his stock of matural listory,
he remembered that liens de not climb
trees. The lioa, in fact, seemed to take
smail interest in his proceedings, for it
lurched off io the thick bushes near the
gate and disappeared. ' Lanecelor saw
the buslhes shake mysteriously, but heard
no sound, but thal was not surprising,
for the thumping of his heart and the
tumultuons drumming of his  pulses
deafened him. The branches of the cedar
tree were hard and nnaympathetic to hig
Tightly-clad form, yet far from being
eold, the perspiration poured off him,
though cold shivers went up his barkbone
a3 the bushes parted, and. with a digni-
fied and deliberate gait, the lion slouched
across the mooniit lawn again and ap
proached the heds. He sniffed curiously,
at Lancelot’s hastily vacated couch, then,
Joinping upon it. began fuxuriously iread-
tng up and down on the down counier-
pane with the kneading action of a cat
on a cushion, Then, while Lancelot
&tared at him, with distended eyes and
parted lips, through which the breath
came sharp and shori, the liom sank
slowly down on the bed-dropped his
great maned head belween his huge paws,
and wens to sleep.

Meanwhile, snog and safe in the blue
room, Ienore slimbered on, unconscious

The fion sank slatcly om the bed and wend to slecp.

Before hia * appreciative  eyes the
ecountry » side luy bathed im m
silvery = grey baze of moon-
light, He could see the dm out-

line of the opposite hill and the white
streak of the high road winding up it,
wnd be could distinctly hear the aoft

But
sound, that ddd not eonnect itself with
the murmuring water, arrested his atten-
tion—a rhythmic “ewish, swish,” an if
some large body was pushing ita way

- through the cornfield.
“It's that wretched cow got in the -

ecorn,” he sail 0 bimsell, and turped

mnother *

of the peril outside, though her dreams
were decidedly troubled.  &he dreamt
that she was bathing mm a pie-dish on
the lawn, and that Lancelot wan calling
ber unntierable thirgs beecause she would
not duck her head right under. Then

" the pie-dish changed quite naturally te
" gurgle of the river over the furd at the -
- bottom ‘of the paddock.

a swimming bath, and Lancelot ordered
her fo dive in from the top board.
Lenore had never dived befors, but such
waa her husband’s influence, even -in
dreams, that she obediently threw up her
srms and eprang off, only to find when
she wis in mid-air that thero was only
haif an inch of water in the bottom
of the bath, sad sbe was dashing head



