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THE CHILDREN OF THE CHAPEL,

CHAFPTER I. .

THE RIDE.
T was s fine spring morning in the 1559.
iThﬂﬁ:whclmmdm' , and the ra
mﬂlﬂllgh some hours to
hefoumndﬁ.ughinmid};ﬁ]r ight, were
g e e s
undred years ago now, upon
budding trees, the gresn mesdows, and the
river at the ontskirts of the old country

H

feotl

Beside a gate opening upon one of those meadows
was standing s young boy, whose dress and air,
ﬂoughm-hm,bmtmadhim to be the child

ruddy face, the complexion somewhat tanned by

country eir end sunshine, with small, straight

festures, lustrous hazel eyes, and soft, brown hair,

His satchel hung csrelessly from hie arm sz he

stood leaning against the rail, idly watching the

proceedings of a fisherman who was angling in the
B
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river af a little distance. I say idly, for the fact
was, he ought to have been on his way to achool
then, and he bad been standing there for at least
ten minutes loitering. Tdleness was Arthur Savile's
great fanlt; not lasy, but heedless idleness; an
idleness which made sny kind of spplication, any-
thing like work that did not fall in with his pre-
sent fancy, distasteful to him, His father
spoke y to him about it, telling him that he
was old enough now to correct himsolf of the fault,
for he was ten years old ; old enough fo go about
his tasks because it wes his duty to do so, even if
be did not like it &t the moment. He bhad scolded
him mniuhadhimtm,md Arthur had taken
both ing and nnithuntinverygmd.g:rh,
but had never yeb thonght seriously of setting him-
self to watch against his besetting {m.h .

Bo now hastuo&tbuo,tbnuil;aba new quite
well that he shounld be late for achool, wishing that
he were the angler who was amusing himself, with
no lessons to learn, and thinking in his own mind
bow hard it wes that he should ah]igﬂ:! to spend
the whole of that bright epring morming shut up
with his books. Not but if any one had set
Arthur to fish for an hour he wonld not have
heartily tired of the ocenpation long before the
time was uﬁ;':lut just then be would, or fancied
be would, liked anything better than what
bappened to be his present duty; it did not wignify
that the pursuit be mwmingmnutﬁpﬂ-
ticularly enlivening, at least he was puiting off the
ovil moment of beginning his distasteful tasks,

His patisnes and that of the ap wWare re-
warded at last. There was & hite Arthur had
the satisfaction of sesing the msn land his shining,
ii];};ery victim. After which he bethought him-

that

it was really time to be ing on his
way, if be wished to avoid publie mm,



THE OHILDEEX OF THE OHAPEL. a

BO hulwung his sntehal over his ghoulder, pushed
his cap straight on his head, and set off at s brisk

singing as he went the burden of an old
Euntin

not gone far before he heard the sound

of s hores's fest behind lmnh He tumu:ii, ;udm
a horseman approaching, but contin 18 WAy
u.gun uttheeding, while the steady amble of the
horse kept pace for s while with his own hasty

% length the rider checked h:lrhaeﬂahma.at
the same time exclaiming, *A %ui morning o
you, young sir; whither away o m

.ﬁ.r:];;.;jmkad up &b ﬂ:;da'pulknr. He was &
man ut thirty, epare strongly made, with
dark hair, s fresh complexion, keen grey eyes, and
a face of which the naturslly s BLPrEEEIOn WS
heightened by the short, beard. Bome-
thmgihmmlghtbaahﬂhminthaaymmﬂ
mnubh,brut hathh mh:;h‘jlingnnrl:u::h&.hthm

gared np at him, & t be very
Blilll'ﬂd gmmhmdrmﬂrﬂmrmkhm fora
geotleman of some rank ; his horee, s sturdy animal,

ﬁpﬂmﬂfmhmdmd, 88 if having but lately
its stable.

“T'm gmnginadmol, waa Arthur's frank anawer
to the mb,ﬁr & question.

#To ae Bre you, my lad ? and where £

“In I‘mjrbcm,

* And what is your pame "'

" “&fﬂh“ Bavila." en i oo

"“You were singing w 0 on,™
continued the humargnn, who seemed din;nzd
to p:??lnng the conversation, “what was your
m 1]

“Bﬂh just an old earol.”

p you sing it to me; I have much liking

fm: an orm song, snd it will anliven my journey.”
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“Bir, excuse me,"” said Arthar, “bat I may not
linger. I shall Im lats for school now."
ng’tpﬁmﬁIm mme%n:E?i:Btmt"

i w =
"Thmwa’ﬂmﬂhﬂlblrgnin,“a:fﬂthnntnuw
pulling up his horss, * if you will sing me one verse
dgwnWm]mahﬂthmmh

ey you?”

A:thm"ufnuﬁhrnghhﬂmi He was as fond of
fun as any boy in that century or this, and the
temptation of a ride was a great ome. It would

mkenF his lost time too, and was very easily
fm.&r&mmnﬂtnshrlmrbﬂwu

mﬂd h!n'l!i the tlmnun
mmwrr od. Arthur a feeling
somehow in his heart, however, that this wes not

doing urhuhenhnnldhﬂhutbnhiﬂ nntufhntmh

it: AS his manner was, thought

mm E!n-mthnutl;.::!nﬂarmgwhﬁtﬁs
would like him to be talking snd riding wi

& complete stranger hunppud,hmwm s

mommt,mdﬂmbegmmsm olear, gil
treble, the following varol, b I

% As I cume by & green forsat side
I met with & forester that bade me abide,

" With hey go bet, hey go bet, bey go bow,
Wuﬂ:‘ll#{huq:mndmm.

“ Upderneath a tree I did me set,
And with & hart anon I met !
1 bade let and seld her go bet,
With hey go bet, hey go bet bow,
Wa shall have sport and game enow."

Here Arthur paused for a moment, and-glan
up, csught the eye of his listener fixed ug:mi?ﬁ
in grave attention; bis features bad assumed their
mtnnlul:mmn,mﬂ;tmnnunfmhnhmnm
that the boy felt almost afraid,



