
Mlto EmioM»h lifted her hands in horror. ■'My dcir ch<M
' '

wa«all bhe could rind v,ords to say."Yes. auntie, iL wa-, allmy own idea. 1 tliiuk itis deli'-htfuland so does George. At all events it will be soin^thin- towardswaking uptku, abominably sleepy little vilL.g,-. Don't >ou think
BO V

Nellie Elmonds was an undeniably handsome girl with atouch or manmshne^s about her which, however,did not add to herattractions. She was till and well made, ratuer slight, but asstraight as a rush, with her headpoised in an unmistakably wilfulhaughty, and independent manner. That wme head was particu-larly pretty, and not all the mannish habiliments worn by Nellienor hei athletic inclinations could rob it of its femininity for itwas essentially womanly. There was something about thearrangement of the soft brown tresses, something gentle and win-
ning inthe expressionof the face, that seemed to bJie the severely-
cut cycling costume and the slangy expressions that now and thenescapedfrom the exquisitely-shapedlips,and set one to work men-tally attiring Miss Nellie in some soft clinging, sweeping eilkygown, with plenty of lace falling- away from the throat and armswhich, notwithstanding any amount of exercise, were still soft andround as anybaby s.

Nellie Edmonds was the only child of her parents, who hadboth died when she was young, leavingher under the guardianshipof her aunt— her father's eldest sister Mary. As a child Nellie hadbeen verystrictly brought up by AuntMary in accordance with therules of a rather old-fat hionedpropriety. In those days she was anextremelypretty and well-behavedchild— quite a model in fact—and the despair of all mothers who visitedher aunt and who wereblessed with children who were children.Then came the time when Nelliewent toa fashionableboard-ing-school, where she made the acquaintance of girls who soontaught her to cast her primmanners to the winds,and so from one
extreme she was not very long in passing to the other. MissEdmonds nearly fainted upon hearing the first slang phrase escapefrom the lips of her idol— but now she had become quite accus-tomed to this and many other unladylike habits of her niece,bitterly as she hadat first deploredthem.Havingmatriculated, Nellie considered thather education wasnow finished. Sheleftschool and tookupherabode at Beechcroft withher aunt. Beechcrofc wasa village situated inthe heartot beautifulbleepy Devonshire, whichstill existed in itsprimitive simplicity. Itnestled ina hollow, and was surrounded by hills clad with verdur "
or showing here and there patches of ploughed earth ot the lovely
rei hue which contrasts so well with Devon's green fields au.ihedges and trees. On the sides of the hills and crowum-r their
Bummus weie treesin abundance, hometimes it was a -imt oakthat stood alone m the centre of the rich meadow and who-i-gnarled branches spread out far smd wide to give shelter to thenumerou,sleek kme whichbrowsed the-c;butmoreoiten the tieesclusteied m gioupsor made strugf-iiuy chains by the side ut roa.l or
river.
~ ...It.5lasa1

asa Pleasant village,and the '-Croft," which was to bjJNelhe Edtnonus inheritance, was the pleasantest homesteadm theneighoouihood. The Edmunds were not rich, but they were in verycomfortable onoumstaneus. and were somewhat looked up to inBeeohcrott by reason ot thi-ir grandfather and his grandfather be-fore him havinguved and di»d at the "
Crott

"
Miss Edmonds often reflected with grief' upon the apathy withwhich Nellie i^arded her home, and co.npared it very uniavour-ably with the real delight that some of her youm.'friends displayed

at the bight ot the ancient oak-ceiled and pannelled rooms, thevaluablepaintings and the rare old china. The "Crott" possessed
beside* these a real secret hiding-place, and there were many legends
and trauitions relating to thehouse, which Miss Eumonus loved tountold to sympathetic listeners.

Nellie turned upher pretty nose at what she privately dubbed,s"?k k°sh>,andhad noscruplein taking off her aunt's audience to" held tor her while she >' wielded the willow," or to accompanyher on ahshing or cycling expedition._ Ndlie wastwenty-two yearsof age whenshe becameacquainted
withGeorge Hobart.

George was the son of a lawyer in the neighbouring town ofBeechford. He, too,wasgoing to be a lawyersomeday. but in the
meantime he was a great athlete and took much more kindly tocricker, football, and other such manly sports than to Sir WilliamBlaok>toneand the dry procedure of a lawyer'soffice.By and bye the acquaintance ripenedinto friendship, and MissEdmonds began to think that eventually they might fall in lovewit'i each other, and there wouldbe the inevitablemarriage.Well, if it were so,Miss Edmonds would not be alto-ether dis-pleased. To be sure George wasnot veryiond of work, but LawyerHobart was welloff andhad only twoother children— daughters— toprovide for ;besides George was young— he wasonly twenty-one "
he wouldget tense when he was a little older.

So Miss Edmonds dreamed andplanned,and meanLime her pre-dictions were verified, and the youngpeople did fall in love Thenthey became engaged, and andas everyone seemed agreeaole thecourseot true love went on smoothly,and the di.te of the weddingwas fixedupon.
Itwasnow that Nellie showedher originality

CHAPTER If.

'"I'll tell you what, George," she said eag^y^nT^e^gTsthey were returninghome on their cycles,
"

wewill astonish Belch-Cloll!"
generally manage todo thatpretty well," repliedGeorge,whose hp indicated a spice of sarcasm inhis nature"Perhaps youdo," returned Nellie, with stress on the "" you"

louastonished usall yesterday in the match by <omiugout with-out scoring a single run. IoouLl have t uutcd leilly Ineverwas so shocked inmy life.
*

Georgesmiled faintly ;he gave one the impressionof his bein«*almost to sadness. "^"o-
Ranjitsinhji onlyscored seven the other day;my'duck

'
isn't

Mwi1to
<
rd

n
?"

artttiVelySpeakinS'" L!IUtdl m(J how "''' a" astonish
'"Ithought it would beawfully jolly to hwea bicycle weddm- "
"■it-ally though ?" George looked contemplatively at the frontwheel f 'i his machine."" l'e-, really. Ithink it would bo so up-to-date and all thatyou ku..w. They shan't be able tosay about me in the Jirrrhfordt m-oiiirl,- Jhebride was gowned in the orthodox white duchessesinii, her trainbeing borne by so-and-so andso-and-so ' No th» vslum t be able to say that about me."

'
-'What will Miss Edmonds say ?" asked George cautiously, asbefitted one of his profession. J-

Auntie maysay what she likes— but you forget that lamthemistress at the '" Crott," and shall do just whatIplease""
Suppose /object,'' Georgeadvanced.'"
But you won't-I know you won't," Nellie almost pleaded,for George hada will of his own too, when he chose to exert it'■You are the dearest boy ;you wouldn't disappointme if Iset mvheartupon it /" '

George submitted to this bit of coaxing with very good jrraceand was not long in falling in with Nellie's views
'

Nellie had on her return to the » Croft
"

gone straight to heraunt and laid her plans before the old lady, who was genuinelyshocked. J

'"You needn't be a bitput out,Auntie;itis quite the thineyou know. IshallhaveSissy Forestand Mabel Stanley for brides-maids ; they are good riders, andIam sure they will be only toopleased. J"
And how amItoget to Beechford?" asked poor Aunt Mary

with tearsin her blue eyes. "
Icouldn't ride a bicycle if Iprac-tised from now till the crack of doom." P'" There's no necessity for you to do so," smiled Nellie as sheconjured up a vision of Aunt Mary's tall, attenuated figure robed

inher best black silk,and mountedupona wheel;"you may be sure.Mrs. Hobart won't comeon a cycle. You will just come in theordinary way."
"Ican't think where you havegot yournotions from," mur-mured Aunt Mary wiping her eyes with a delicate lace handker-chief and replacing her gold-rimmed spectacles. "I am sure Ihope Ishan't be held accountable for them. As for goin"- to themost solemn actionof your life perched upon two wheels— wellI""Idont see any difference from being perched upon tourwheels, put m Nellie very flippantly.

veilr° h> my lkar~dout e:lk llke tbat- And what about your
-Veil.Auntie? Do you think lam going tohavea veilstream-ing utUM- me, and it is three milvs trom here toBeechford ?""What!* almost scrr.imed Aunt Mary in consternation," married withouta \eil .' What are youcoming to .' Ihave justb en looking at the veiiyoar mother andgrandmother weremarried

in. 1' i,ht tor a pna<;,^. Anyone mii>ut be proud tohavesuch alovely piece ot lace t<» wtar."""PerhapsIshall wear the veil," saidNellie, "
Imust inquire1hopeit imj t a very long o.ie."

exactl
11"'8 C° meS Goor{re- l muM; a

'

U him the arrangements
-Nellie was the speaker.andshe was sitting with MissEdmondsand theyoung lady who was, to be her bridesmaid on the lawn atthe
-

Croft. They were having- tea after a very warm time of itat tennis.
Georgecame forward withhis easy,swing-in? step, his armsandJeirs. doubtless from long practice at cricket,seeming to be ready tony forward at a second's notice. He was tall, but i.ot of the mus-cular type;his tightness oeemed to take off fromhis appearance asanathlete and gave him an air of refinement and yentlemanline^s

instead. As he walked a< ross the lawn with his straw hat pushedon the back of his head, the bim glinting on the li«ht brown hairandhis blue eyes smiling Nellie thought thathis equal didnot andneverajrani would,exist.
'"'

Iwas jubt saying, George," she said,handinghim a cup of teaashe sat down uponthe grass,
-

that Sissy andIwoulddecoratethetandem and we would ride itdown from the
"

Croft
"

on Wednesday
morning(just aspractice for me, you kiow) as far as Beeehcroft-lane, where we could meet the other girls andget into proper orderLowingback, of course ""'

Youleave it to me,dearest. Itis just as well to practice thetandem thatmorning— incase you might be nervousor anything ofthat sort,you know." °
"Asa matter of precaution, yes. lam sopleased that wehavebeen able to arrangematters sonicely. Everyone will turn out tosee it,andIshoukin t like there to be the slightest hitch."*"Ihave promised my cousin Rex a new cycle if there shouldbeanything of the sort,so wemust mind our p's and q's So sorryyoudont care about the project, Miss Edmonds "—George was afavourite of AuntMary's and he knew it—'- bub you must expectthis sort of thing— the march of modem socitty, the proore4 ofcivilisation, and all that, you know. Icxiect we shall all live tosee ourselves buried on cycles or in motor-carsor something of thatstyle— that is—] mean it we live long enough we shall— er— whatdoImean,Xell .' Help me out."
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