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Wind Among the
Barley Sheaves.

By Mrs. STANLEY WRENCH.

MUBMURING  wind  swept
tiurough the  bearded barley,
sctting alive whispers fo tho
irees that bent fo listen to the
weerets  the  Vlood-red  poppies tell,
dnd {all  white campions ewayed
dreamily to and iro, virgins of the corn-
fiolds, whilst wanton poppica danced thetr
measure, and the sky was languorcus oy
woman's eyes.

But RBernard the (lhief, who atrode
4hirough the barley-field with his Lurden,
Jieard nothing of tle pecrets the flowers

ought to tell, knew nothing of the
tharm of surging life, and cared little
for the thistles wlich, for very malice,
pricked his feet as he ruthlessly trod
down the summer bioggoms,

#1' faith,” Le muttered, “the elild Ja
heavy for one af ae few swmmers,” and
dmpa{ient]y e curzed the fence over
dvlich die waa forced to ¢limh before he
kould set his feet in the pathway that
led up to the house upon the hill. Iere
report eaid Bernard the Chief and his
sinuggler gang hid their booty at whiles,
and here in very truth he could crow de-
fiance to the whels county.

Once he shifted his Iairden, and the
lilile buadle stirred uneasily. Une might
Tve thought there eame a pitiful ery
drom the sacking, Lut if so the Chief
took no heed.

The deor swung open as though some
wilent watcher hiad known of his coming
w3 Indeed was the case, for woe betide
4lis servanta at {lie house upon the hill
did Bernard the Chief have to wait at
Itz gates for more than the space of a
second. e strode within the hall, where
wera gathered in waiting half-a-deren
gnen, and swere loud and lustily, a3 was
dhis went, though noet an eyelid stirred of
ithose who stood by,

“'all Dame Marjorie,” he shouted, and
almost hefore the words Lad jeft his lipa
n grex-haired old wowan appeaved, who
faced him sternly.

“llow naw¥™ she queried in a volee as
eharp as his own.

He set the sack upon the floor, and
gullawed long and lowdly, Lis burly form

- shaking with merviment, his great ved
wheeks quivering with lauglies as the
sack movid a little, slirred again, then
{rom out of the folds ihere appeired the
liend of & iiny Llack-haired child.

Not a word sald his men, Lut Dame
MarjoTie came uearer,

What in the devil's name is £his?” she
wked, suapicion biting inta her volce,

“Thou may'st well ask, pood dame
ho mads answer, and stooping drew out
the liitle one, who gazed up at Lim fcar-
Jesaly, e set lier upon lier feet, and
looked round at his men,

“This s the litile lady Lucille de La
Fendee,” hie sabd, with an evil sneor
playing rovnd hia lips.  “You will, I pray
you, do her homage,”

“What joke ia thls® eroaked the old
woman in his ear, but he oolioned her
away. .

“Your licwe Iudy," lLie sail. and mo
tioned to the men, who ove by one came
Forward, beat on oune knee, look hier baby
hand, kissed it reverently as women kiss
the missal, aml mutteredl the oath  of
fenlty which had served its turn before
with the Chicf himself.

The child could net have heen more
than four sumrmers, yeb she stoud there
with » grav Lbevom] Tier yreaza, her
dark eves aglow. her lietle  lmond * oud-
piretchidl with  the  deportment of &
queen,  There enuald have been no betier
I:uuf of her birth,  The ¢hilil was nolly

rotien,  ‘Uhen how, in Heaven's mame,
coull sha b here in this nest of i
Bpatrow-hawk?  Bernard the Chisf wias
& amugiler noted for miles around, uoat
only for deeds of dariug, Lut for lis do-
fnge, whieh whispered of Lloodshed and
Tupine, of winnghter, and deeds ab which
evern liardened nen woulldl slindder and
}uru thelr fuces.  Iow came he by Lhis
wlr culld, and for what purpose waas phe
brought Lither?

Tie mysiecy wan moon selved, though
t was Lut one pair of para that lheanl

he atory, Dame Marjorie carried the
ark-halred baby away at a slyn (rom bar

lord and maasler, and he fullowed, ¢losing
the door behimd him so that noue could
hear.

“1Iogw mow?” she sald again,
new move is thist”

The child stood silently there, her eyes
big with solemn wondef, and, drawing ler
towarda him, Chief Hernavd stood the
little one between his knees.

“Look well at her, my mother—look
well at her,” he said. ~Hast ever peen
onie Jike her before?™

Dame Alarjorie stared Lard. Then
lier eyes Dblinked, a look of fear erossed
Ler face, and she twrned away.

Rut the man laughed harslly. °

“Welt?™ e queried,  “Well$"

“She is like—sle Is very like Mademol-
selle Cliarlotte,” she stammered,

He laugled agaln, then beut his head
lower, put a finger Leneath the child's
clin, tilted her fice upwards, and bade
the old woman watch her nostrils guiver.

' was a trick o' Charlotte herself,” he
sald. “Dost remember wlhen she was
angered? Dost vemember?  Well” aa
tle old woman nodded again, “this ia
(harlotte’s child. Charlotte ia trow my
Jady of Vendee, ut a whlaw to boot, aod
this is Ler only child”

Despite her andacity af bearing before,
the old woman shivered and crozsed her-
self now,

“AbL” ghe said
Vendee is dead.” | i i

He drew hia fingers lightly acroas his
throat with a dry laugh.

50, Le said,  “And Lis elild is Liere—
Lis ¢hild and hers*”

* A passionate look crept inlo his eyes.

“I swore to be revenged,” he sald.  <I
swore to have my own bhack again when
he stole lier from us.  She wus mine, till
hie enme with his lute and Lis tales of the
sunny Soutl--mine till ke wen her heart
away with hiz troubadour pastimes, and
the nonsenze that all women love. But
now,” and he chuckled again, “now I have
hia ehild, and my furtler day of vengeance
will be yet assured.””

“What of the chitd?? she asked, bher
eyes on hLis face.

“Louk well to ler,” Le aid. “Let
ler want for nothing. Let  her lack
nothing that those of gentle bLirth have
as theis right. 11 need be, get her silks
and peesaws; jewels she can have in
plenty,” and again le laughed.  “There
are more in the treasury yonder than
shie ean ever wear, Ceb her g servant,
and see that when she grows there is
sgmeone to tutor ber, for I would not
have Mademoiselle Cliarlotte’s child grow
up ignorant of such things as are reckon-
ed of great store amongst those of Ligh
Lirth,  She ghall look on me as her re-
lative—call me what you will, but teach
Ler to forget la Vendee, Rhe js Lut o
child,”

At that Justant the babe looked up
Lim with Dbig, innocent eses and o
atrange smile playved alout her mouth, su
serious for a child of such few swinmers.

[ am four years old,” ghe said gravely,
and the words spunded like a menace.

ile lified Ler high in Lis arms with a
linge laugh, 1ie liked a maid of spirit.

“Uods truth, and so yon be” he said.
“Well, but you'll make a likely lass one
o' these Jays.  Tiere’ll be more nor pne
liead crackell through you, I'm thinking,
cre yan reach the pge o' four score,  But
go to, now. HKe a pood lass, and yon
sliall have plenty of playthings, though I
Ia' to pluck put hiearts to get you gold.™

He set her down, laughel again, stuck
Tis kaife into his belt, and strede from the
chamber,  Flhen Dame Marjorie turned
Lo the child,

“What i~ your name, little one?™ she
paid, .

The Daly stamped her foot.

“What

“Then my  lord  of

at

“I am not little one,” she said. *I am
Lady lucile of La Vendee

Dume Marjorie Iangled.

“iloity-loity,” ahe maid, %A proud
little madam. like her mother, Made-

moiselle Charlotte a8 wan, Kiill, by God's
good grace that can be cored,

Jhat Madame Marjorie little knew. The
child’a proud spirit rallier grew with her
years, and sha exncted obedience an a
iatter of right from all with wlom she
rame in conlact.  Iernard the Chief was
litile at home, his srouggling #xploits took
bim farlber and lariber aleld, bud whou

lie heard the acrpunts of her doings he
would rock himself with lond laughter.

“Al, a proud young madam—a likely
Taas!™ was all he would say, and even
Dame Marjorie brought Lim tidings of her
misdeeds, for, like all healthy children,
she often did amiss; e woenld not have
her punished, but rather joyed in her
mizdemeanours. ’

“Not!” he would say; “well, she will
find a mate zome day, He will tame her,
Lut sparrows cannat prate to eagles”

Ry the time she had reached the age of
fifteen she was a beauntiful maiden, with
Liair the colonr of a raven's wing, eyes
like sloes with the bloom upon them, and
a skin that rivalled the hawiliarn in ifa
whiteness, &Dbe had tutors by this; the
good cure taught her all the T.atin he
knew, and showed her how to juggle with
figures, whilat one of the mails, a ereaturs
from the South, brought back by the
RSparrow-hawk on one of his wanderings,
showed lier how to do wonderful stilches
in silk, aud set stories in a piece of
tapesiry, . It was over one of these, a
captive Love, with laughing Graces round,
that the girl laid down her needie.

"Tell me,” she said, and peered up into
the Seutlern girl’s face—"iell me who and
whnt is Lover”

The Llune-eved

serving  maid -smiled
ehrewdiy.

Hhe knew the tale, but, lack-a-

day! bow could one tell it to & chili's
earal
“Love i3 a song” she said, “Hast

never Leard it, my Lady Tucile? It is
when the flowers whisper together, when
the irees bemit and tell their secrets, and
when the birds answer one note of silver
with another of lignid gold.”

“Ah!” said the child softly, “I know,
I have heard it among the barley
sheaves.”

The werving maid laughed.

“Laitke, and [ have no manner o
doubt,” she sakd. *When the reapers
Uind the sheaves there be many a tale
o' lave told, I faney.”

“Why i3 Love's song $0 sal? abe
askel

The serving maid bent lower over her
ta~k to hide the biushes.

= Yis a trick he hath when he sings
to a wowman's ear,” she said. 1 doubt
stot a man hears it all joyous™

The Ladr Lucile was silent for the
space of three needlefols of wilk and
thieir working.

“ Does love wear
asked. K

The maid starvted.

“ A, Mother of
" What faney is this?™

The clild poinled to the tape-try.

* Love lath no clothing on liere,” she
id; “but when he alngs wanng the bar-
eaves doth he wear a blue coat?”

a blue cloak® she

God!™  she  eried.

© Maybe. ¥es,” zaid the maid, all a-
fwitfer with wonder, 1 have no gdoubt
he dons his brave ¢lothing then”

“R%o!” =ail the child, threading an-
other meedle. “1Jay ove speak with
Love if one meets him?"

The serving man laughed gaily.

“Ave, to he sure,” she cried. “Where-
fore not! "Fwould be but & lonely day
were there no honeyed speeches,”

¥ Bo!” she said again, and waa silent,
but hier eyes were very thoughtful, and
that night as she said ler beads she
added nunother prayer, and went to bed
with chieeka aglow.

It was the time of the barley larvest,
and the little Ladv Jaucile loved the
whispers that ran through the field of
bearled grain, so ibat she would take
her Mook of Hours and sit there for the
space of a whole afternoon nt whiles,
her maids ¢content, for they conid gossip
in the stableyard then, or hang Logether
and tell tales of sunnier climes and Lap-
pier dayy than mow, when they were
freg, and before they had leard the
dread name of Bernard the Chiel, or, a3
most folks now called him, the Sparrow-
lrawk.

The day after she had worked at the
tapesity elie went out into the Larley
field with wcheeks aglow, walked fihe
whole width of the field, amd eat down
benpeath the liedge where wild clematis
wreathed the branches in  feathery
wauses of silver-grey, and purple sloer
gleamed like dusky eves amongst the
gold and green of the leaves,

A3 on the day when she had leen
brouglt hither, poppies danced & wanton
measure in the breeze, while campion
Loszows swayed like naids in & Jream,
and gaudy marigolds blinked their petals
an the it sun poured down upon them.
Little Tady Jucile Jay back upon the
tank, ¢losed her eves, and listened fur
the song of the wind among the barley
sheavea. Sofl and Jow, frint and clear,
like echioes from the revels of the Wi
Wee Foik, ahe canght its refemin, and
swiled b0 ol how ik ftied s wish
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dreams of her own weaving, There way
4lie aeca’s wild mote mingled with the
taughter of spring, the panting breath
of surmmer and the whisper of a weat
avind, than a wail of sorrow for the part-
jng of the year, ond a graver, deeper note
Lreathing of something of which she

* knew not the meaning of yet.

Then slowly the sun faded, the colour
wenrt from the sky, a grey mist erept up
from the pebbly Leach, and the dun bar
ley field with its searlet poppies anl
azure cornflowers melted into a colnurlga.l
void.  Fog. such ns ometimes awept in:
land from a steel-grey heaving eea, ani
my Lady Lucile alone, save for the wind
emong the barley sheaves.

He camie then, this wonderful &fi
sprite, who had danced in  wpon her
moods before, wearing, as was hia wont,
a blue cloak, his curla like the golde.
wheatears. ef San Fe, where the wind is
soft and the akies are always blue. -

o came before her, bending low, ant
little Lady Lueile kept ler eyey elosed,
far she knew if she apenel them too soon
the vision would fade. i .

“irt nlone, my Lady Lucile? he sail

How sweeb Lis voice was—how low!

‘ &he answeted Lim by a sign, for she
feared to.speak. . A
©Tell me,” lLie pleaded. and his volve
hiad & winning note. “Tell me, toth £he
Chief tarry at the house upon the hill?
" the shook ler lead.

What strange questions Le asked, and
Low odd was his fashion of woolng!

“Digat. remeember La Vendee, little Lady
Lucile® he ssked; and with that she
cspened her eyes, How should Love know
of La Vendee!? )

Mystery of mysteries, he was still
there, He Lad unot vanished as ever be-
fore.

Her eyes grew wistful.

“Iiost know La Vendee, too®" sho
gueried, her little woice sharp with »
nisery no child should know.

“Aye” le said abruptly., =TI come from
thence.”

She lield oput piteous. pleading handa,

“Dast know my mother, Mademoisells
Charlotte ™ she cried. =1 hear my sefy-
ing maids tell of her. *Tis whispered the
Chtef loved her too well”

There waa sound oddly Ilike an oath
from the Dblve-clad figure in the miat.
But Lady Lucile was used to oaths and
took no heed.

iy mother,” she pleaded.
of her” -

* He came a little nearer. -

“%he mourns a daughter,” Jw
“She has sworn vengeance.”

Jier heart beat fast,

“How?” she queried, “On the Chief?”

“Aye,” he said. “But needs must wait.
Another twelvemonth and "twill be time
enow."”

A duli rhythm throbbed through the
gloom, and she strove to see his face.

‘How shall I know?"” she gueried, for
ler wits were sharp,

“Iu the time of the Latley harvest,” k2
said. “Thou shalt hear a song amony the
sheaves.”

“Spl” gle said, and smiled.  “Goml-
bye, Love. 1 will be here waiting"”

She tnrried a little longer, tarvied tii
the plash of oarg below told her that th:
blue-clad figure had vanished from her
ken, then sighed agnin as the wind swept
through the bearded barley,

“A whole year,” phe sighed.
possess my soul in patieace.”

That winter my Lady Lucile workel
hard at her tapestry, 50 that the Loves
and the Jeurs and the Graces werr
finished, Ard when the Sparrew-hawk

“Tell me

8aid,

S must

‘came back from one of Lis marawling

adventures le found the meedlewnrk
hung in the juner hall, and praized th:
diligence and hardiwork.

“How so!” he &aid, and stared at ler
as he had mever stared at lLer hefore.
“Thou art sn industricus wench."

Never had he called her wench before,
and her cheeks flamed.

“L am Lucile of La Vendee? she toll
bLim proudly, and Le rolled with langhter.

“ITow now?!" he cried. “How now!
The minx Iinth & proud spirit, Hee now,
how old arg thou, pretty one?”

“I ahall be sixteen next mipon,” she
answered lim proud!y.

He sestned purprised, and theught fur
a while in silence; then he summoned 1l
ald priest, who, fat and mumbling, kat
Little save his book aud Lig prayers.

“I will wad the Tady Lucile at the line
of the unext barley Jwrvest,” he said
“Do thou see she i3 in readiness. Teacl
her alk that & wife must have heed, Lh?
duty of humility, meekness, and how tg
keep 8 still tongue for ler Jord's smake

1f Jawile hezrd she took no Jieed, but
all notived that from that time she bore
lierelf even more proudly and communal

much with Lerseli npart. Likewise lod



